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Presented by The National Theatre at The Old Vic on 8 February
1966, thh the following cast of characters: .

(m order of their appearance)
CamiLie CHANDEBISE - Edward Hardwicke
ANTOINETTE PLUCHEUX - Sheila Reid
ErienNe Prucheux - 2 - - ' - Robert Lang
Dr Finacue ' ' Kenneth Mackintosh
Lucrenne HOMENIDES DE HKSTANGUA Anne Godley
Ravymonpe CHARDEBISE : Geraldine McEwan
Vicror EMMANUEL CHANDEBBE : Albert Finney
Romams TOURNEL S John Stride
CarLos HOMENIDES DE HISTANGUA Co Frank Wylie
Evctinie Petronella Barker
AvcusTin FERATLLON o ' Michael Turner
OLYMPE _ . o _ Margo Cunnirigham
BapTISTIN Keith Marsh
Herr Scawarz : Peter Cellier
Pocue : Albért Finngy

Guests aT THE HoTter Cog p'Or
Janie Booth, Maggis Riley, David Hargreaves, Christopher Ttmothy
Lewis Fones

. The Play directed by Jacques Charon
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SYNOPSIS OF SCENES

ACT 1

The drawing-room of the Chandebises’ house in the
Boulevard Malesherbes, Paris

CACT 11
The Hatel Cogq 4'Or in Montretout

ACT 111
The Chandebises’ drawing-room

Time—the early 1goos

ACT'1
SceNE— The dmwmg—r;mm of the Ckandebms lwuse in tke Bouteaard
Malesherbes. Afternoon. ..
- French windows ® open on io a balmn_y The main mtmncs i up ¢, and
consists of double doots leading to a hallway. and corridors to - and L.

There are doors to inner rooms up RG, up Lo and down. L. There are doors
to inney rooms up RC, up LG and down L. The fireplace is up 1.

When the CurTAiN rises, CAMILLE is discovered. standing -by ‘the filing
cabinet up Le. His cleft palate makes his specch almiost impossible to
understand. Amowzm enters up RC, moves to Carmlk taps ﬁu fkoulder,
and kisses himy @

CaMILLE {moving doien stage) Hare foo. Please, please be carcful'
ANTOIN’E'ITE -Calm down The famlly s out. :

- Camirie. ‘Hoh, yes .
Am*omnr'rs Come on. Gwe us a kiss. Wcl] ‘wake up!

(Vozm are heard qﬁ‘ up c. CAMILLE gxils up L. ANTOINETTE moves
te the door “p R, ETIENNE enters up ©, ushering in FLNAGHE)

Ermenng. - Come along i in, Doctor. -

(FINACHE enters up c, inoves to the table L and puts kis hat ‘stick and
gloves on the tavle)

(To Antoineite) What're you up to?

-~ ANTONETTE. Me? '

ErtierNe. You!

AntomeTrTE, I came. ..

ErEnng, - Go'on, '

AntonerTE. To ask about dinner,

ETiENNE. When the family’s out! Back to your hot stove and bend
over it! We don’t have cooks in the drawmg-l room.

ANTOINETTE, Buf . : D

EtEnne. Out!

(ANTOINE’I"I‘E exils up <, cfonng the doars)

Fivacse. The Lord and Master. -

ETsENNE (crossing down®r) That's the way to treat them. If you're
not in charge of them they’re in cha.rge of you, And I’'m not having
that!

Fmacue. Excellent!

EmiEnNe. You know, Doctor, That litile wxfc of mine’s as faithful
as a poodle, but as jealous as a tiger. She comes in here to spy on
me! She’s got some strange idea—about me and the housemaid . . .

Finacme, How very strange , ...

ETIENNE (moving c) Me? A housmnald? Really.
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Fivacue. Ridiculous! {Moring ¢) If your master’s not at home ., ..
Erienne. Don't worry. I've got time to kill-I'll keep you com-
any.
P FIyNACHE. I don’t want to impose . . .

Erienne. On my good nature?

Fiiacue. Certainly.

Etienne. Think nothing of it.

FinacHE {bows tronically) When will he be back?

EmiEnNE. Cuarter of an hour—at least,

FinacHE (picking up his hat and stick) Oh, in that case . . . However
delightful your conversation—

ETienne. Too kind . . .

FiNAcHE. —opleasure isn’t everything. I've got a patient to see.
Must finish him off.

Erienne, Oh., ..

FinacHiE. What? Oh, no—thank you very much. I'm cutting my
visit short, not my patient’s life. Back in a quarter of an hour . . .
(He moves up c)

ETiEnnE (moving up ¢) I must let you go.

FinacHE. It'ssco hard to tear myself away. (Handing Etienne a certifi-
cate) If your master comes back before I do, give him this, Tell him
1 examined the customer he sent me, and he’s in first rate condition,

Etiexne. Oh, yes.

Finacue. Not that you care.

ETiIENNE. No. (He moves to the table L and puts the certificate on it)

Fmvacue (moving down ¢) Nor do 1. But since your master’s the
managing director of the Boston Life Insurance Company for Paris
and the provinces . ..

ETienne. The governor . . .

Finacug, The governor, if you prefer the word, should know that
his Spanish insurance risk is A1. What’s he call himself—Don Carlos
Homenides de Histangua?

Emenne. His wife’s here now! She’s waiting next door for
madame, '

FinacHe, Amazingly small world! I examine the husband this
morning—and now the wife’s next door.

ETiENNE. And they both had dinner here—yesterday!

FinacHe. Unbelievable!

ETEnNE (sitting L of the table) Doctor. Seeing you're here . . .

FinacHE. You don’t stand on ceremony, do you?

ETienNe. Me? Oh, no. I'm very easy-going. I want to talk to you;
because I was having a word the other day with my good lady . . .

Finacus., Madame Chandebise.

ETiENNE. Not the mistress, my good lady.

Fmnacue, Your wife?

EtienNe. Yes. Now when you've got this hammering inside you
—do pull up a chair . . .

Fivacue. Thanks. (He sits R of the table)

Emienne. Night and day, Both sides of the abdomen, Remorse-
less,
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FINACHE (puiting his hat on the table) Now that’s a condition we
often find . ..

Etienne, Yes?

FmacHe, With some gynaecological troubles,

ETiENNE. I see.

FivacHe. Probably the ovaries.

Erienne, That’s what Dve got?

Fmvacue, We'll have to have them out!

ETiENNE. Careful now. (Rising and moving up c) If I've got them
I'm keeping them.

FivacueE (also getting up) 1 won’t insist—on having them. Not for
the moment, {He moves down L)

{LUCIENNE enters up R and moves up c)

Lucienne. Look here, excuse me. You're sure Madame Chand-
bise’ll be back?

ETiENNE. She said to me, she said, “If Madame—well, anyway. ..
whatever your name is.

Lucienne. Homenides de Histangua.

Erienne, That's right. She told me, “Don’t let her go. I’'ve got
to see her.”

Luciesne. That’s what she said in her letter. I can’t understand
it. I'll wait a little longer. (Ske moves above the sofa)

Erienne, That's perfectly all right. I was just passing the time
of day with the doctor.

Finvacue. He's delightful company,

ErienNe. That’s true. You know Dr Finache?

Finacue, Madame,

ETienne, Chief Medical Officer of the Boston Life.

Lucienne. Ah! (She moves dowwn c)

ETierNE. Tells me he saw your husband this very morning,

Lucienne, What a coincidence!

FinaceE (moving to Luciense ©) 1 had the honour of examining
Don Qarlos de Histangua.

(ETIENNE moves down L)

Luciesne. My husband had himself examined? What on earth for?

FinacHE. Insurance companies are ridiculously inguisitive. But
I must congratulate you. What a husband you have, madame! What
a constitution! What stamina!

LuciENNE (furning away R) Don’t T know it!

FINacHE. It's very flattering.

Lucienng. But exhausting!

FmvacuE. You get nothing without working for it in this world.

Erien~e. It's what Madame Plucheux dreams about,

Lucienne, Who on earth’s that?

Erexne. My wife. Too much for me, T can tell you, she needs a
man like madame’s husband.

Fivacue. Then with madame’s permission and the Spanish
gentleman’s consent—ithe thing might be arranged!
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Lucienne, “The Hotel Coq d'Or.”

RAYMONDE (moving 1o the tallboy and taking ous a box) Look! The box
they came in. Printed label, and then, my husband’s address:
“Monsieur Chandebise, 95 Boulevard Malesherbes,” (She gives
Luciznne the box)

Lucienne. The Hotel Cog 4'Or.

RaymonDE. And in Montretout, my darling. (Ske iakes the box
back) A name that speaks volumes! It’s repulsive! But it adds up!
Now I can understand it all. (She returns the box to the drawer)

Lucienwe. OGh? Absolutely.

RAYMONDE (moving above the sofa) Of course I had my doubts, Just
b;_acause my husband seemed to be going through . . . a slight period
of ...

Lucienne. Drought?

Ravmonpe. Exactly. I said to myself, “Oh, well,” I said. “What
of it?”’ But now—this! This has sent me away—with an enormous
flea in- my ear . . . (Ske moves L of the sofa)

Lucienne. Obviously.

Raymonpe. If you could see this hotel, darling. It looks as if it’d
been carved out of nougat.

LucienNE {(moving o L of Raymonde) You mean, you know it?

Ravmonpe. T've just been there.

Lucienne. What?

Raymonpe. That’s why I'm late, I wanted to be quite sure! So I
told myself, “You must question the management.” But how do you
ql:z_estion that type of management? They refused to remember any-
thing.

Lucienne. That’s the first rule of their profession.

RavMmonDE. You know what the terrible man there said to me?

Lucienne. What?

Ravmonpe, He said, “Madame,” he said, “if I gave away the
names of my guests you'd be the first never to come here any
more.” He said that to me! Then he shut up. Like a clam. {She moues
down R)

Lucienne. Oh, clam’s too good for that sort.

Ravmonpe. You see—men stick together. (She moves to Lucienne)
We must rely on us! Now—you know so much more about these
things than I do, darling.

LucieNNE (moving down Lc) 1 wouldn’t say that.

RavMonpe. You know the facts. And with your touch of genius.

LucienNE (sitling R of the tabley There is that! Of course,

RavyMoNDE, What shall I do?

Lucienne. Well, now. Let’s see. Go to Victor Emmanuel—have
it out with him!

RAYMONDE (moving down c) Lucienne! You know he’d only lie to
me! There’s no liar like 2 man—unless it's a woman,

LuciennE (rising) You're right. (Moving to Raymonde) Men and
women are the only two of God’s creatures who lie at all, Listen,
There’s one trick I’ve seen in plays and . . .

Ravmonpe. What? Tell me.
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Lucienne. It’s pretty loathsome. I mean Id only do it to a man.
But—you take a sheet of highly perfumed writing paper and on it
you write a burning, passionate letter . . .

Ravmonne, Yes?

Lucienne. To your husband,

Ravvonpe. Oh ...

Lucienne. As ifit came from another woman—and you end up—
by arranging a meeting!

RaymoNDE. A meeting?

Luciesne. Which you go to, naturally. And if he comes to meet
you—vyou’ve got him!

RavMmONDE (bringing the desk jrom down R to the sofa) Of course.
You're right. 1t’s rather revolting, but the old-fashioned ways are
best. We'll do it now.

LucienNe. Good.

RavmonDE. He might recognize my handwriting.

LucienNe. If yow've written to him before.

Ravmonpe. But he doesn’t know yours. {Moving to Lusienne)
You're going to write it! Are you my best friend or not? (She takes
Lucienne’s hand)

Lucienve. You're leading me into mortal sin . . .

Ravmonpe, That’s where you'll find my husband.

Lucienne. That won’t do me much good apparently. (Moving to
the sofa) All right. Give me the writing paper. (She sits behind the desk)

Ravmonpe. Here, (She moves L of the desk)

Lucienne, Not yours. He'll recognize it,

RAYMONDE (moving to the cabinet ) Of course, Silly of me. This’ll do.
(She brings down some paper) 1 bought it to give my dear little nephews
for their thank you letters.

Lucienne, That! He'll think it’s an affair with a cook, He'll never

0.
¢ Ravmonpe. You're right . . . {Ske returns the paper to the cabinet)
Luciesye.- Haven’t you got any decadent writing paper? Some-
thing suggestive . . .

RavmonnEe, There's this mauve. It’s not all that suggestive.

Lucienne, But drenched in perfume . . .

RAYMONDE (moving to the bell-push ® and ringing it) I’ve got the
stuff! A bottle of “Scarlet Woman”. I was going to send it back—
it makes me sneeze, Wait a moment,

{CAMILLE enfers up L)

CamiLLe, Ho Horry. {So sorry)

Raymonpe. Can I help you, Camille?

CAMILLE (moving down ©) Don’t worry. I wanted to see if Victor
Emmanuel was back.

Ravmonpe. Not yet. Why?

CamiLLE. There's the post to be signed, and a contract.

Ravmonpe, He can’t be much longer.

CamiLre, I’ll wait.

Ravmonpe. All right, What're you staring at, darling?
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Lucensz. “I rely on you.” Marvellous! I tell you, you've got a
talent for this sort of thing.

RavyMONDE. I'm starting to learn . . .

Luciesse (writing) “From one who loves you . . .” Now—
drenched in perfume . ..

RAYMONDE {giving Lucienne the perfume) Here we are!

(LUGIENNE sprinkles the letter)

Lucienne. That'll do . . . (She puts the perfume on the table RC)

RavyMoNDE, Oh, dear! .

Lucienne (rising) Blotched!

RaymonpeE. What a shame,

LuciENNE. Yes.

Ravmonpe, You'll have to do it again.

LUCIENNE (sitting as before) Not at all! That'll come in very useful.
{Writing) “P.S. Why can’t I stop crying when I write to you? Let
them be tears of joy and not despair.” Private. To Monsieur Victor
Emmanuel Chandebise. Ninety-five Boulevard Malesherbes. Now
we need a messenger. Who can we send?

Ravmonpe. You, of course.

LuciennE (rising) You’re—not serious!

RAYMONDE {returning the desk to the window) We can’tsend a servant
—he’d be recognized. And I can’t do it myself. I mean if my husband
asked for a description of the woman who brought the letter—and
got a description of me—the cat would just leap out of the bag!
You're the one to do it!

Luciexne (moving ¢) Whatever next!

RaymoNpE. Are you my best friend or not?

Lucienne. I suppose so. You certainly make the most of it,

( The doorbell rings)

Ravmonpe, That must be my husband. (She opens the door up Rr)
Hurry up. Qut this way. Take the door on the right and you are in
the hall.

(LUCIENNE collects her gloves and exits up R. RAYMONDE replaces the
cap on the perfume boitle, puts it back on the table, and moves down Rr.
CHANDEBISE enters G, followed by ETIENNE)

CuaNDEBISE (giving Etienne his cane) You say the doctor called?
ETiENNE. Yes, sir.
Cuanpesise, Good! Excellent! Go in, my dear fellow.

(TOURNEL enters © with a brigf-case, which he puts on the table L)

Give me a moment. Must sign the post. (He puts his hat and gloves on
the table down 1)

(TOURNEL moves down L of the table)
Ravmonpe. Camille’s been waiting as if you were the Second
Coming.
Cuanpesise. Oh, it’s you.
Tourner. Good morning dear lady.
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Ravymonpe. Good morning, Mr Tournel. { 7o Chandebise) Yes, it’s
me, .

CHANDEBISE. I met Tournel on the stairs, so we came up together.

Ravymonpe. Oh, ves . ..

TourneL. I've brought a list of new clients.

CHANDEBISE (hifching up his frousers with kis hands in his pockets)
Sple...id. You can give me that right away.

RAvMONDE. Are you having trouble with your braces by any
chance?

CHANDEEBISE., As a matter of fact I am.

RaymoNDE. Are they the ones I bought for you?

CHANDERISE. What's that? Yes, of course.

RaymonpE. They seemed to be—quite satisfactory,

CHANDEBISE. It's because I've pulled them up too tight,

RAYMONDE (moving ) Let me adjust them for you.

CHANDEBISE. Please don’t bother. I can adjust them myself.

Ravmonpe. Have it your own way.

CHANDEBISE (moving up L) Excuse me. Be with you in a moment.

{CHANDEBISE exils up 1)

Tourner. Carry on! Carry on!

CamiLre (off) A—Harst (At last)

Cranpesise (off) All right! Some people don’t have to rush round
all day . . . (He closes the door)

TourNEL (moving c) Oh, Raymonde! Raymonde! You're all I
dream of!

Raymonpe. Not now, thank you very much. Not when he's un-
faithful,

Tourner, What?

RavyMONDE (moving towards the door up r) That sort of thing’s per-
fectly all right when you’ve got nothing else on your mind.

TourNEL { following ker) But, Raymonde—Raymonde, you said—
you let me hope . ..

Ravmonpe. Did I? I suppose I did. But he didn’t have his braces
then. Now that he’s got his braces—good-bye!

{RAYMONDE exifs up R)

TourNeL. She's going to be a hard nut to crack! Braces. What's
she talking about? Braces!

{CAMILLE enters up L)

CAMILLE (moving up c} Monsieur Tournel, my uncle is asking for
you.

TournEer {smiling) What?

CamiLrLe. My uncle is asking for you.

ToURNEL {crossing the table L) Don’t talk with your mouth full, old
boy, it's rude. {(He picks up his brigf-case)

CamiLLE. Wait. “My uncle is ask-ing for you!"

Tourner, My uncle is asking for you! Why not say so!

(TOURNEL exils up L)
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CaMILLE. What an uncouth fellow! Extraordinary thing! (Moving
Lc) I go to all the trouble of fetching him and he gives me a mouthful

of abuse!
(FINACHE and ETIENNE enter up C)

ETiexne. The master’s back,
Finacue. Good. (He moves down c)
EtmienweE. 1l tell him,

(ETIENNE exils uf L)

CamiLre. It's a bit thick! I say to him, most politely. “My uncle
is asking for you.”” He makes me repeat it. I write it down for him,
and he has the ice-cold nerve to come back with, “All right, why
couldn’t you say s0?”’ It’s the last time I do a favour for a pig like
that!

Fivacee. You rehearsing a dramatic monologue? )

CamiLre, It’s you, Doctor! I was just complaining about a certain
person who . .. )

FINACHE (moving Rc) Oh, all right. Don't explain. Well, you
young scallywag? Been on the tiles lately?

CamiLLE (moving ¢) Oh! Shhh!

FmacHE. Of course, You're supposed to be the virginal young
Camille. You’ve got to keep up your reputation . . .

(FinacHE and CAMILLE circle each other)

Camitie. Please! ' )

Finacue. Doctors have a way of catching little plaster saints with
their trousers down. I must say it's very funny. Everyone thinking
that you’re so innocent.

CamiLLE. I suppose it is really . . .

Fmacue. Have you taken my advice?

Camire, What?

Fmvacue, The Hotel Cog d'Or,

CamiLre. Pleasc!

(FINACHE and CAMILLE circle again)

Finacue, Why? We're alone—between friends. You've been
there?

CamiLLE. Yes.

FinacE., What did I tell you? (He moves ®)

Camicre. Oh! (He moves L)

FivacHe. Isn’t it? When I want a little—relaxation I never go
anywhere else. All right, come down 1o earth and go and fetch your
uncle,

CaMiLLE. Yes. Of course. (He moves up C) )

FmNAcHE (moving up c) While I think of it, I'll give you your
infernal machine.

Camire, What infernal machine?

Fivacue, What I promised you. At least you'll sound like a human

being.
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CamiLLE. You've got it!

Fmvacue. Now your trouble is—the roof of your mouth hasn’t
formed properly. The sounds don’t bounce off it. They float up—
and they get lost somewhere behind your face.

Casmirre. That’s it,

FINACHE (producing a box with a false palate in if) So—I've brought
you a sounding board. Isn’t it pretty?

Camiire, Let’s see. (He takes the box)

FinacHE. A silver roof to your mouth.

CamiLLE. Oh!

Fivacre, Not everyone can say that.

CamiLre, I'll be able to speak!

FinacHE. What?

CamiLLe. ['ll be able . . . (He starts to insert the palate)

. anAcm:. Not yet! First soak it in boracic. Who knows where it’s
EEeTLL

CamiLLe. You're right! No, but I said. I shall be able to speak.,

FivacHe., Of course you will be able to speak! With a little talent
you'll be in the Comedie Francaise.

CamiLLe (moving up ¢) Ah! I'll soak it in boracic,

CHANDEBISE (gff ) Camille!

FiNacHE. Just a minute. They're calling you.

CaMiLLE. Tell them—I’ll be back in a minute,

(CAMILLE exits up ©)
Cuanpeeie {off) Camille!
(CHANDEBISE enlfers up L)

FinacHE, He'll be back in a minute. (He moves down c)

CHANDEBISE (moving down L of Finacke) Finache!

Finacre. He's got something to see to. Keeping well?

Cuanpesrse, Thank God it’s you—ijust the man I wanted to see,

FinacHE. I-was here earlier. Etienne told you?

CHANDERISE (mouving below the table to L of it) With Histangua’s
certificate.

Fivacue. It's on the table,

Cranpebise. It seems he’s a good risk,

FmvacHe. First rate.

Cuarperise. Thanks.

bF!NACHE {sttting R of the lable) What did you want to see me
about?

CHANDEBISE (sitfing L of the table) Yes, Well, Now—-1 wanted to
consult you, It’s rather a delicate matter. But, quite frankly, a most
extraordinary thing’s happened to me.

Finacue, What sort of thing?

CHanpepise. It’s not very easy to explain. Well. You know I have
an extremely attractive wife . . .

Finacue. Hear, hear!

CHawprnise, Good! And no-one’s less interested in other women
than your humble servant,
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Elmmi. What do you mean “Ah™? Why do you say “Ah"?
. 1 really don’t know, ) .
%mHANDAGHEBISE.mI’E!I’ telling you! Raymonde’s everything to me, Wife
and mistress. And I don’t wish to boast but between you and me,
I'm a first-rate husband!
. Ah? .
EENHANDAGHFE;BISE. What do you mean “Ah’? Why do you keep saying
“Ahll?
. lly don’t know. ,
F(Mmm::nmi.re?,g: telling you! To say I'm first-rate’s an under-
t t - 3 *
stam?;m. Delighted to hear it. I suppose all this is leading some-
w%mnm EBBSE. Of course it is. You've seen a play called Nothing o
Declare at the Pala_’)is Royal?
. What? .
gm:msn. I asked you if you'd seen Nothing io Declare.
dno... .
Eﬁﬁﬁgzém?s \?Vrilat’s the matter? You've either seen it or you
hag'gllato;ul;: Well, actually both. I had a close friend in my box.
CHanDEBISE. So thigre were gaps.
. ite a few. ) )
gm:;ts%mNevcr mind! You got the general idea. Nice young
man on his honeymoon. He's about te give his wife lesson number
one in the grammar of matrimony when a customs ofﬁcc’r’ bursts 1ln
with a quite inopportune cry of “Nothing to declare?” Brutally
interrupts his train of ];.hought. ,
. I remember, vaguely. i
gﬁ:ﬁ::xsrsn.r Vaguely! Obviously the customs officer didn’t burst
into your bm"I!'h o ¢
. at’s perfectly true. o
ggﬁ:;{:msz. Not to make a long story out of it-—it l?ecanlle an
obsession with the young fellow.. Every time he felt an impulse tg
reopen negotiations with madame he saw the customs officer an '
heard that terrible “Nothing to declare”, And then, hey presto!
Nothing to declare! bore for hi
. What a bore for him, .
glg:s:.:msz (rising and crossing above the table o ¢) Decidedly! My
dear chap. That’s exactly what happens to me!

Finacre. What?

CII::NDEB[SE (pacing down R and back o c) One fine day. No. One
ghastly night about a month ago, I was extremely amorous, as is mé]r
wont. I expressed my desires to Madame Chandebise who appeare
to welcome them. And then, hey Rrescii?!

. toms man arrived! )

gﬁ:ﬁ:){:mg.h e‘;:;: What? No! But I was in a terrible trouble, I
don’t know what. I felt I'd become—a little child again.

Fimvacue, That was a bit hard.

- F

CHANDEBISE. You could put it more happily, At first—I didn’t
worry. I had a glorious past behind me, I said to myself, “Chande.
bise. A reverse today, revenge tomorrow.’

Finacue, That’s life!

Cranpesise. But the next day unfortunately I said to myself,
“Steady now, old fellow. If you're going to do the same as yester-
day...” Damnisilly to put ideas in a man’s head just when he needs
all his confidence. T was overcome with anxiety and once again.
Nothing to declare!

FiNacue. Poor old Chandebise.

CHANDERIBSE (moving ¢) I'm afraid it is “poor old Chandebise”,
It’s an obsession, Now I don’t even say to myself, “Tonight—can 7"
I say, “Tonight—I can’t!” It never fails, Steady oni Hardly the
moment for laughing.

FINAGHE (rising and moving C to Chandebise) What? You don’t expect
me to treat your case as a tragedy! It happens every day, You're
simply the victim of auto-suggestion. Now! It’s up to you, All you
need is a little strength of character., If you want it you can do it.

DEBISE (unconvinced) Oh, yes!

Fmvacue. If instead of saying, “Can 1,” you must simply say—
(very positive)—*I can”. That'll do it. Never doubt yourself in this
life. You should have told your wife all you teld me, quite clearly,
and calmly . . . I mean, she’d have had a good laugh, and you’d
have enjoyed the joke together. You'd’ve both put your shoulders to
the wheel. And ro}led straight through the Customs,

CHANDEBISE, Perhaps you're right.

FiNacue. Apart from that I prescribe—plenty of outdoor exercise,
I'll listen-in to your chest. You work too hard. Desk-bound. Round
shoulders. That's why I prescribed special American braces. I het
you’re not wearing them!

CHANDEBISE (taking off his facket) Oh, yes, I am, I gave Camille my
other braces. But these are pretty unsightly,

FinvacreE. You’re the only one who sees them,

CHANDEBISE. It’s not true! (Crossing below the table L) My wife
almost poked her nose in there , . .

FinacuE. That’ll never do. (Following Chandebise) Come on, let's
listen to your chest , , .

CHANDEBISE (unbutioning his waistcoat) One humiliation after
another . . ,

LuciEnNE (gff ¢) Tell your mistress I'm here . . .

CHanDEBIsE. Oh! (He moves down 1. and buttons kis waistcoat)

ETIENNE (off ©) Certainly, madame.

(LUCIENNE enters up c)

CHANDEBISE. See you later, It's you, dear lady ., ,

Lucienne. Of course it’s me. Are you quite well?

CHANDEBISE. Perfectly well, thank you. (He putc on his Jacket)
You'’re calling on my wife?

LUcIENNE (moving down c) Calling back. I had a few—little johs—
but I've seen her already—and this gentieman,




18 A FLEA IN HER EAR Aar 1

FinacHE. A delightful encountes. ] ) .

CHaNDEBISE. Then—no need for introductions, Did you notice
any—signs of nervousness?

Lucrexse. In him? ) ) ) ,

CHANDEBBE. No, no. {Moving c to Lucienne) In my wife. 1 don’t
know what was wrong with her this morning. Got out of bed the
wrong side . . . ] )

Lucienne. I didn’t notice anything.

Cuanpepise. So much the better.

(RAYMONDE enters R and moves above the sofa)

RavMmoNDE. There you are. )
LUCIENNE (moving up to Raymonde) Hullo again.
Ravmonpe. All right?

Lucenne. Fine. It’s on its way.

Ravmonpe. Splendid.

(ETIENNE enters up G with the letter)

ETienne. Sir, (He moves down stage)
CHaNDEBIE. What?

Lucienne. Here itis!
ETIENNE. By special delivery. Personal to the master.

(ETIENNE exits up C. RAYMONDE mouves down C)

Cianpesise. For me? Excuse me . . . (He opens the letter) Good
heavens! o

RaymoNpE., What is it?

CHanpepise. Oh, nothing very much . . .

RavMonpe, Bad news? )
CuANDEBISE. Just something about the business . . .

RaysoNDE. Oh, yes. Liar! (Moving up r) Let's go. Now it’s per-
fectly obvious.

(RAYMONDE and LUCIENNE exit R}

CuaxpEBIE (moving RC) My dear fellow, women are remarkable
creatures! You'll never guess what's happened to me.
FinvacHE, What?

(TOURNEL enters L and moves aboue the lable)

TourNEL, You gave me the slip . . . (He puts his case on the iable)
Cuanpesise. Come in, Nothing private . . .

TOURNEL {moving down ) What s it then? Hullo, Doctor.
Fmacue. Oh, hullo, Tournel. )
CHANDEBISE. You chaps must amuse yourselves. I've got to go

somewhere. I've made a conquest,

E&‘fgzg‘ } (together) What?

TOURNEL. Tau."'ch debise!
HE. You andebise! )
f}mnnrsn (:noving between them) That’s taken the wind out of
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your sails. Listen. And I'm not making this up. “I’m the girl who
couldn’t take her eyes off you, that night at the Palais Royal . . .”

TourweL. You!

FinacHeE., You, Chandebise!

Cranpebise. Me! Chandebise! She couldn’t take her eyes off
me. ..

TOURNEL (taking the leiter and moving Rc) “You were in a box with
your wife and another man , . ,”

CHanpesse. “Another man.” That’s you, Tournel. ( Taking the
letter) “*Another man” “X”. The first one she saw, a blurred anony-
mous individual. Moth-eaten,

Tourxner. Thank you,

%HAN‘DEBISE. ““Since then you're all I dream of.”

OURNEL
F OURNE) } (together) No!
hC;IANDF,B:SE. I'm all she dreams of! What've you got to say to
that:

TourneL. Is that there?

CHANDEBBSE. Oh, yes, my dear fellow. It's there all right.

Fivacre., I’m afraid it is,

Tourner. Damned odd! Don’t you find that damned odd?

Fivacle. People have morbid dreams occasionally.

TourNeEL. Depends on what they ate the night before.

CruanpEBISE. You may choose to mock . . .

Touvrner, I mustsay Ido. .,

CHANDEBISE (going on reading) “I'm ready to commit a folly. Will
you jo}n me?”’ Poor little creature. She’s got it badly, Wouldn’t you
say sof

Fmvacue, Oh, I don’t know . . .

CHANDEBISE. After what you've heard . . .

FinacHE (moving below the chair L of the table) s that all?

CHanpebise. “‘I’ll be waiting for you today. Five o’clock. At the
Hotel Coq 4’0Or.”

FinacrE (startled) The Hotel Coq d’Or. (He sits L of the table)

CHANDEBISE. Yes, In Montretout,

Fisacrme, If she knows that place, she must be well broken in.

CHANDEBISE (moving R of the tablz) Why? Is it one of those hotels?

Fmvacue, It’s where I go, for my little adventures.

CHANDEBISE (sifting ® of the table) These places are unknown—to
the pure in heart!

FmvacHE. But I'm sure Tournel . .,

TourNEL (moving L above the table) 1 may have just heard the
name, ..

CHANDEBISE. Oh. My dear fellows . . .
| FouRNEL } (together) What?

CraNDEBISE. She wept!

E&i‘:}NHEEL (together) No!

Cuanpesise. I'm afraid so. Half a minute. “P.S, Why can’t I
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stop crying when I write to you? Let them be tears of ;joy and not
despair .. .”” Poor little broken heart! No good saying she’s not totally
sincere! Look. Drenched. (He gives Tournel the letter)

TOURNEL (crossing above Chandebrise to.c) Oh, my dear fellows . ..

gmuﬁi?lm} {together) What?

TourRNEL. What does she mix her tears with to make them smell
so overpowering? ) )

CHANDERISE (rising and moving to Tournel) Did you notice anyone
ogling us? ) )

TourneL. No! That is—I did notice something. But I thought.it
was meant for me.

CHANDEEBISE (snatching the letter from Tournel) Oh. For you? Really.
What a fool I am! {Moeving 1.c) Of course, it’s obvious.

(FINACHE tises and moves down stage)

Foumves: + (together) What?

CHaNDEBISE. It wasn’t me she fancied. It was you!

Tourner.. Me?

Cuanpeeie.  Certainly! She mistook you for me. And when
someone pointed to our box and said my name, naturally, as she
only had eyes for you . ..

Tourner. You really think so? )

CuanDeBISE. Oh, yes, I’'m certain of it.

TourNeL. Ah. Perhaps so. Yes.

Cuanpesise. Look at me! Do I sweep girls off their feet? Poor
old Chandebise. But you . . . It's perfectly natural. It’s your funcn,on
in life] His function in life. You're used to making conquests. You've
the looks. :

TourNeL., Well now. I wouldn’t go as far as that . . .

CHaNDERISE. Why not. It's no secret.

FinacHe. You don’t know your own strength.

TourNeL. | may have a certain boyish charm. That’s about
CuaNDEBISE. Boyish charm! Women have committed suicide for
you. True? Answer yes or no!

TOURNEL. Just—one, actually.

CuanpEsise, Ah.

TourneL. And besides, she recovered.

CuanpeBiSE. That'’s irrelevant! ) -

TourNeL. Anyway the whole thing’s a bit mysterious. She
poisoned herself eating mussels.

CHANDEB[SEI} (together) Mussels?

FinacHE o
Tourner. I’d just left her. She told everyone she did it in a fit

of despair. But I must say I wouldn’t choose a plate of moules
marinieres as a suicide weapon. Too risky. ,

Cranpeeise. Come on! There’s no mistake. The letter’s meant
for you. -
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TourNEL. What do you think? Doctor?

Fmacue, Well, ..

Cuanpepse. But of course! And since the letter’s meant for you,
you're the one who must go . . .

TouRNEL (moring R and twilching his nose) Oh, I couldn’t do that!

CHANDEBISE. Anyway! I'm not free this evening. We've got a
dinner for our American director and . . ,

TourneL. It's impossible.

Cranperse. You're dying to go.

Tourner, Am I?

CHANDEBISE (moving fo Tournel) Look at your nose. It’s twitching.

TourNeL. My God, it is! (Hz crosses below Chandebise to LC) All
right, I accept.

CHanpeBsE, Such a tease! Be off with you! (He moves above
Tournel)

TourneL. It suits me. I was looking forward to another little—
adventure, It was all arranged. But it’ll have to be postponed.

CHanpeBise. Who with?

TourNEL (turning to Chandebise) With er—I couldn’t possibly tell
you. (He crosses ra)

Cuanpeeise. He couldn’t possibly tell me! What a tease you are.

TourNer. Your unknown beauty’ll do me for the moment.

Cuanpesise, Take her, with my compliments. (He moves )

TourNEL. Too kind! So, Let’s have the letter.

CranpEBISE. You don’t need it. You've only got to go to that
hotel and ask for the room booked in my name. I mean, I don’t get
letters like that dropped through the post every day of the week.
Some day I want my grandchildren—if I manage to produce grand-
children—I want them to come across this letter stuffed away in
some attic and say, “Grandpa must have been a damned good-
looking fellow to excite such a desperate passion,” At least I can be
good-looking for posterity. Come on, Finache, old man. Come and
hear my chest. (He picks up his hat and gloves and moves doum 1.)

Tourner. What about the signatures . . ,

(FINAGHES moves down L)

Cuawpepise. I’ll be with you in two ticks, We'll go in there,
Finache, No-one’ll disturb us,

(FivacrHE and CHANDEBISE exii 1.)

TourneL (moving c) The Hotel Coq d’Or. Wheo's this poor girl
who's so besotted with me?

{RAYMONDE enters R and moves L of the sofa)

Ravmonpe. Isn’t my husband here?

TourneL (moving L of Raymonde) In there with the doctor. Shall I
call him? \

Ravmonpe. Don’t bother him now. Could you say I've gone out
with Madame de Histanga and if ’'m late he's not to worry. I may
dine with a lady friend . . .
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Tourner. He'll probably be out too.

Raymonpe. Why?

Tourner. He’s got a dinner, for his American director.

RavMonpe. He said that, did he? Not that I mind, in the least;
but it just isn’t true. The dinner’s tomorrow! I saw the invitation . . .

TourNeL (moving 1) He’s made a mistake then. I'll tell him.

RavMonDE. Don’t get excited. He knows exactly what he’s doing.
An alibi! So he can come creeping home late and say he mixed up
the date, He can’t fool me . . .

TourNeL. Why should he tell me fairy stories?

RayuonDE. You mean he saves them up for me?

TourneL. Of course not! You're putting words in my mouth.

Ravmonpe. Very clever! While my husband’s unfaithful you
know you won’t get anywhere with me-—so you want me to believe
he's pure as the driven . . .

TourneL, But he is. I'm speaking the truth!

RavMoNDE. Really! Well, it makes no difference, he still doesn’t
—oh, good-bye! (She moves R)

ToURNEL (moving R) Raymonde . . .

Ravmonpe. Lose yourself,

(RAYMONDE exits R)
TourNEL. She told me, to lose myself!
(CAMILLE enters C with a glass and a bottle of boracic acid)

CamiLie. Hullo, Monsieur Tournel. You in a better temper now?
TourNeL. You! (Crossing L below Camille) Lose yourself!

(TOURNEL exils up L. CAMILLE moves above the iable L}

CamiLLe. What an uncouth fellow! (Puiting the boracic in the glass)
Boracic acid—so hard to come by, There! (He puts the palate in the
glass and places it on the mantelpiece) Soak yourself, my silver roof!
Soak yourself clean!

(ETIENNE enters , followed by HOMENIDES)
ETienne. Monsieur Don Homenides de Histangua.
(ETIERNE exits. HOMENIDES moves down C)

Howmenipes. Buenos dias.

CAMILLE (moving L of Homenides) Monsieur Histangua.
Homenmes, Where is Senor Chandebise?

CamiLre, He'll be with you in a minute, He’s with his doctor.
HoMmenipes {moving ) I want to see the Senor Chandebise!

(CHANDEBISE and FINACHE enter L)

Camitre. Here they are. {He moves up L)
FinacHE. Just take my advice. That’s all.
Cuanpesise. I understand,

Homenmes. My old friend. Buenos dias.
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CHANDEBISE {crossing R) Very well, thank you . . . (He shakes hands
with Homenides)
HowmenmEs. And the doctor. In fine health?
Fmvacue. Naturally, You all right? (Moving up ) I've got to rush
away.
fI‘I)OMENIDES. I excuthe . . . (He puts his hat, gloves and stick on the
ioja
FinacHE, Good-bye. (He opens the deor up ©)
Arr. Good-bye.
Fivacue. Whoever get’s there, good luck at the Hotel Cog d’Or.

{FINAGHE exils G)

CamiLLe. Silly old fool!

Homenipes. Tell me . .. My wife here?

Cuanpenisg, Certainly, With mine.

HowmenipEs. 1 thought tho,

CuanpEpis. I'll tell her . . . (He starts to move up stage)

HoMENIDES {crossing L below the table) Chandebise, I called on your
company today. I thaw your doctor.

Cuanpeeise, He told me.

Homexmes. He told me—*Per favor to make a little water’’.

CHANDEBISE (moving down c) What?

Houmenipes., Pee—piddle—pith/

CHANDEBISE, Al yes!

Howmenipes. Why did he do that?

CHANDEBISE. What?

Homenipes. To make me—pith?

Cuanpepse. Well obviously—to discover if you’re a good risk.

HoMmenipes. But I came to insure my wife!

CuanpEBISE. You should’ve told me,

]f'IOMENIDES. I thaid I want inthurance. You didn’t ask me for
who.

Cuanpebise, Well, no harm done. Your wife can just pop into
the company office and . .,

HomeNIDES. Be subjected—to the same humiliation?

Cuanpeprse, Well, of course.

HomenipEs. I’'m not wanting that.

CuanDEBISE. But .. .

HoMeNiDES (moving slowly ¢} 1'm not wanting that! I'm not want-
ing that! 1 am not wanting that!

Cuanpgeie, Now. Be reasonable. It's in our rules.

Homenmes. 1 break your rules, I have already pithed for her.

CHanpeBBSE. That’s not allowed.

HowumeNiDES (moving L&) Bueno. Then no inthurance. Terminado!

CuaNnDEBSE. Surely you're not so possessive . . .

HoumeNmEs. An aflfront—to the man of dignity.

Cuanpesise. Or jealous.

HoMmenmes. Jealouth? Me? I am never jealouth.

CranpEBisE. Of course you have no reason to be jealous of your
wife. I'm sure of that.
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Homenmoes. Not only that! She knows that I would be terrible.
She wouldn’t dare detheive me . . . :

Cuanpepise. Oh, yes?

HoMENIDES (producing a revolver) You thee thith little toy?

CHANDEBISE. Put it away! (Crossing below Homenides to L of the table)
Good heavens—don’t play with things like that!

HoMeNIDES (moving ¢) Not dangerous. Just a deterrent.

Cuanpeeise. All the same.

Homenipes. If 1 just cath her—with another man. He’ll get a ball
of shot in the back which will pass through and come out of the back!

Cuanpepise. Out of—his back?

Homenies. No! Hers!

CuanpDEBISE. What? Oh, I see. You think they might possibly be
like—well, like . . .

Houmenmes. I think? What do you mean I think?

Cranpesise. Nothing. Really, nothing at all.

Homenipes. She knows what’ll happen. I told her. (Moving L of
the sofa} On the wedding night . . .

CHANDEBISE (moving to ¢) Charming for her!

(TOURNEL enders up L)

TourNeL. Oh, there you are, old chap. (He moves down LC)

Cuanpepise. Half a moment.

TourneL. No, listen. You know I’ve got-—an urgent appointment.

Cuanpesise. Of course. Get the forms out. (Moving r to Homenides)
I'll be with you in a second.

TournerL. Oy...!

{TOURNEL exils up L)

Homenmes. Who's that man?

Cranpesise. Monsieur Tournel.

Homexmes, Monsieur Tournel? )

CHANDEBISE. One of our agents—and a personal friend.

Homenmwes. Aha?

CuANDEBISE. Charming fellow, Tournel do meet . . . Oh. He's
not there. Pity. He’s only got one fault . . .

HoMENIDES. Yes! )

CHANDEBISE, Women! He never stops. It’s quite fantastic,

Homenipes. Well . ..

Cuanpeeise. He’s in a hurry. He's got a girl waiting for him now.
Or perhaps she’s not waiting for him ecither. You see, she sent her
steaming little love letter—to me!

Homenmpes. Truly? Who is thith girl?

CHANDEBISE. A mystery. Not signed.

Howmenmes. Perhaps--one of those anonymous perthons.

CuanpeBisE. But she must be a woman of the world. Sophisti-
cated. Married probably.

HoMeNiDEs. Why you thay this?

Cuanpgeise. What?

Homenipes. Why you thay this?
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Cuanpesse. Oh. Why I thay this? Well, the way it’s written.
Loose women are much more straightforward, not so sentimental.
Here, have a look . .. (He holds out the letter)

HomeNoEs (taking the leiter and moving down R) Good joke! A poor
idiot of a husband! Being cheated!

CranpeBISE. That makes you laugh?

Homenmpes. Such a good joke! (He looks at the letter)

Cuanoesise. He's got a lovely nature!

Homenipes, Ah!

CHANDEBISE {backing L.c) What?

HoMeNIDES (moving up R, above the sofa) Caramba! The moment of
truth! Caramba!

CHANDEBISE. What's the matter?

HoMENIDES (moving L of the sofa) Her handwriting! (He produces
the revolver)

CHANDEBISE. Whai?

HoMENIDES (seizing Chandebise and bending him over the table LC)
Mongrel! Snake! Reptile!

CHavnpesise, There—there, old fellow.

HoMmenmzs. My faithful bulldog! Here, boy, here!

CuanpeRiSE. He's got a dog with him?

Howmenioes, There you are!

CHANDEBISE. Steady now . .,

HoMerIDEs. My wife thends you letters!

CHANDEBISE (escaping and running L of the table) Certainly not! Any-
way how do you know it’s her? These days all women write alike , . .

HoMenipEs {turning © and loading the revolver) I know it!

CHANDEBISE. Anyway I'm not going to see her, It's Tournel,

Homeripes. The man who wath here! Good! I shall kill him!

CHANDEBISE (moving up L) I'll stop him going. It'll be all right . . .

HoMENIDES (stopping him) I wish it consummated. Then I have my
proof—and I will kill beautifully!

Lucierne (gf R} Raymonde, dear, we really ought to hurry.

Ravmonpe (off R) Yes, dear, I'm ready.
hHOMENIDES. My wife’s voice! (Forcing Chandebise down L) Get in
there . .,

Cuanpesise. Histangua, my dear friend . . .

HoMenmes. Si! I'm your friend! But I’ll kil you like 2 mongrel
dog. Go on. Or I fire.

CHANDEBISE, No—r0., . .

{(CHANDEBISE exits down L. HOMENIDES locks the door and pockets the
letter and revolver)

{(LucienNE and RAYMONDE enter up R. LUCIENNE moves down R,
RavymMoNDE down )

Lucienne. Darling, here you are!
HoMENDES {moving belows the table) Si! Here I am.
Ravmonpe. Monsteur de Histangua,
b H(li')MENI.DES. Madame, I trust you are well. And your huth-
and . ..
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Ravmonpe. Well, yes, thank you very much.

Howmenmes. And los ninos--the little ones.

RavmoNDE. Well, I haven’t any little ones.

HoMenmes. Pity, Well—thooner or later . . .

Rayumonpe. Thank you.

LucienNe. What’s the matter?

Howmenmes. Nothing the matter, Nothing! Nada ...

Lucienne. 1’m going out with Raymonde. You don’t mind?

Homenmes. Bueno. Go. I beg you, Go!

LucienNE (moving up c) Good-bye, then.

Raymonpe. Good-bye, dear M. de Histangua. (She mozes up ¢ and
opens the door)

Homenmes, Adios, madame. Good-bye.

LuciENNE {moving down Rc) Que tienes, querido mio? Que te pasa
por que me pones una cara asi? (What has happened to you, darling?
Why do you make that face?)

Homenmes. Te aseguro que no tengo nada! (I can assure you noth-
ing has happened to mel)

LucienNe. What an impossible creature!

(RAYMONDE and LUGIENNE exif up C)

HoMENIDES (moving down L) She rejects me! Without thame!
{Moving up L) Thore! Thrumpet!

(Knocking is heard off down L)
(Moving down L) Thut up—or I fire!
(TOURNEL enters up L. and moves above the table)

Tourner. Isn't Chandebise in here?

HomeNipes. The other man! Tournel! {Moving up to Tournel) No,
Senor. He is not here. .

Tourner. All right, if you see him be so good as to tell him I’ve
left all the proposal forms in his office. He’s only got to sign them.

HowmeniEes. Buens! Bueno! :

TOURNEL (moving up c) I simply can’t wait any longer.

Howmenipes { following kim) Go! Go on! Go! Go—or I'll . . .

Tourxer. Or you’ll what?

Houmenipes, Nada, Senor. Absolutely nada! (Moving above the
table) Go then. You'd better go.

Tourner. All right. Curious individual. Good day.

{TOURNEL exils up C)
Ah—TI'm choking. I need a drink. (He drinks from the glass on the

mantelpiece) Filthy French drink! (He puts the glass on the table and
moves down L)

(CAMILLE enters up L and moves down c)

Camire, Monsieur Histangua. All alone? (He offers his hand)

HomENIDES (grabbing him by the throat end swinging him down L)
You. .. ! Oh, you. So happy you're here. I'm going now.

CamiLiLe, Oh, yes!
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HouMenpes, When I go I authorize you—to unlock your mathiter.

Camiire. My mathter?

HoMENIDES (¢collecting his stick, gloves and hat from the sofa) Oh,
thameless! Lustful! Lecher! Who would think my mujer would think
to a lover! '

(HoMENIDES exits &)

CamizrLe. My mujer think to a lover! You can’t understand a

x;ord he says. My mathter? What mathter? (He unlocks the door L)
ou...: .

{CHANDERISE enters down L)

CHANDEBISE (in the doorway) Has he gone?

CamiLLe. Who?

Cranpesise. - Ho—Homenides.

CamiLLE, Yes,

CHaNDEBISE, And—his wife?

CaMILLE. She went out with Raymonde,

CHANDERISE. Good. And Tournel?

CamiLe, He's just left.

CHANDEBISE {crossing below Camille to ¢) Him, too. How terrible,

There’s not a moment to lose, Who can we send down there to stop

them, I know—Etienne. (He moves up c)

CAMILLE {moving up ¢) What’s “down there”?

CHANDEBISE. Down there’s the—Place. The what-do-you-call-it?
—“down there”’. Good God, we're sitting on 2 volcano. We're about
to witness a ghastly tragedy. Perhaps—a double murder!

CamiLe, What are you talking about?

CuanpeBISE. Look. (Swinging Camilie to R of him and moving 1C)
I've got time to run round to Tournel’s before the dinner. My hat!
Where’s my hat?

Camire. What on earth’s happening?

CHanpebise. No time to explain. If Tournel comes back—tell him
not to go. He knows where. His life’s at stake.

CamiLre. His life’s at stake?

Cuanpesise. Understand? (Moving down 1) His life’s at . . .

CamiLLe, Yes, yes. Stake,

Cuanperise, What dramas! Oh, my God! What dramas!

(CHANDEBISE exifs down L)

CaMILLE {moving dewn R) T feel it in my bones—something’s going
on.

(TOURNEL enters )

TourNEL. I left my briefecase . . . (He moves to the table L)

CAMILLE (¢crossing to R of Tournel} Monsieur Tournel!

TourNer, Here it is. (He picks up kis case) ‘

CamiLLe. For God’s sake. Don’t go you know where. Your life’s
at stake!

TourneL. What did you say?
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CamiLLE (pushing Tournel round to the doot up <) Den't go you know

where, Your life’s at stake.
TourneL. Let me alone! I can’t understand a word you say. (He

moves o the door up © )
CamiLLE (maviﬁg zzp stage) Monsieur Tournel! Monsieur Tournel!

TourNeL. To hell with you! Good-bye!
(ToURNEL exits up C, slamming the door)

CAMILLE (moving fo the mantelpiece) My roof. Oh, dear God! My
silver roof . ( . (Seeing the glass on the table) There you are! (He puts the
palate in his mouth and speaks normally) Monsieur Tournel! (Moving
up c) Monsieur Tournel!

(CHANDEBISE enters down L)

CHANDEBISE (moving below the table) Who are you yelling at?

CAMILLE {moving down ©; speaking clearly) At Monsieur Tournel.
T’ve never known such an uncouth fellow! I gave him your message
perfectly clearly. He simply wouldn’t listen.

Cuanpeeise. My God! He spoke! . I
CamMILLE (running up ¢) Monsieur Tournel! Monsieur Tournel!

Listen to me, Monsieur Tournel!
CAMILLE exils up G, leaving the doors open, as the lights Black-Out and

the CURTAIR falls

ACT 11

SceNE— The Hotel Cog d’Or in Moniretout. Evening.

A staircase to L of © leads to a landing and the upper rooms. Below this
5 a passage leading off up . Another corridor up L leads to other rooms
in the hotel, and a door down L to Schwarz’s bedroom. The R side of the
stage 15 taken up by a small bedroom, the door to whick is down stage in
the dividing wail. A door down R in the bedroom leads to a bathroom, The
bed is or a low rostrum wre, and is on a revolve. When this is turned, a
similar bed is moved on from a second room whick is up stage of the first.
The door to this second room is above the other door in the dividing wall.

When the CURTAIN rises, EUGENIE is discovered standing on the chair down
R, cleaning the door. FERAILLON enlers up L, crossing to the bedroom door.

FeraiLLon, Eugénie! (He enters the bedroom) Eugénie!

EvgEénie. Yes, sir?

Feramron. What are you doing?

EucEnie. I'm finishing the room, sir.

Feramron. You call this room done, do you?

EuctNIE (getting off the chair) Looks all right to me. (She replaces the
chatr down R)

FeralLLON. Do you call this a made bed? It looks as if it’s been
used once or twice since this morning.

Euvceénie. Fancy that!

FeranLon. Are you implying that there’s something dubious
about this hotel.

Evcénie. Oh, I’d never say that!

{OLYMPE enters from the corridor ¢ with linen and moves down 1LC)

FeraiLion. I tell you this is a respectable establishment! Only
married couples come here.
Evcénie, But not at the same time!

(OLYMPE puts the linen on the table down L and looks in the mirror)

FEraLLon. Mind your own business. If they're both married, it
1s twice as respectable. Now let’s get this bed straightened.

Evcénie. Oh, for heaven's sake!

Ferairron. It’s a matter of urgency! (He moves to the stairs)

Eucenie. He gets on your nerves. (She tidies the bed)

OvrvmpE. What are you on about, Feraillon.

FerawponN. That girl needs a sharp lesson. If I’'d had her under
me in the regiment, I'd have made her jump about a bit. .

{EUGENIE exifs R)

OvLyMPE. Now then, Feraillon.
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(BAPTISTIN enters from the corridor ¢ and tiploes to the bedroom up C)

FeraiLron. Oh, I'd have made her double up, about turn. I'm
not making any innuendoes.

OvymrE, I should hope not!

Feramron. I can’t stand that type of conversation. (He swings
Baptistin down L, to R of Olympe) Where've you sprung from? Some
filthy bar, I suppose ...

BaprisTIN, Me?

FeratLLoN. It's five o’clock. On sentry go! (Crossing below Baptistin
fo L of him) Do you want to work or not?

BaprisTIN. Yes.

FeratLLoN. All right. Go to bed! (Seizing Baptistin by the collar)
Here’s a perfectly useless individual, offered a golden opportunity to
be bedridden with the rheumatics, and I pay him for it! Why? Be-
cause I've got too much family feeling to leave an old uncle of mine
in the gutter. And how does he repay me? By creeping out in the
afternoons. By hanging round the bars . . .

BaprisTiv, Listen.

FeraiLLon. Filthy, depraved, drinking dens which should be
closed in the name of public morality. And if we needed a ghastly
old wreck in your absence, who’d have taken your place, you ghastly
old wreck? Not me, I do assure you! What would we do in a sudden
emergency? Who'd have saved us from a nasty case of in flagrante?

BarrsTiN, But I knew . . .

FeramLoN. Silence on parade! And go to your room. To bed!

{BAPTISTIN £xits up C)
My family’s doing all right. All take and no give ...
(SCHWARZ enfers down L and moves to Feraillon)

Scuwarz. Hat ein schones, kleines. Miidchen nach mir gefragt?

FEratrLoN, What!

ScHWAREZ (turning and moving & of Olympe) Hat ein schones, kleines
Midchen nach mir gefragt?

Ovvmre, Gefragt? No gefragt at all.

{ScHWARZ exils down L)

FErAILLON (moving down c) What did he say?

OLyMre. I have a feeling he's looking for someone.

Ferairron. It’s morbid. Chattering away in Prussian! I don’t
talk like that to him.

Orympe. He doesn’t know our language.

FerarLron. That’s no excuse! I don’t know his.

(EUGENIE enters R with a jug, and moves c)

Orvupe, Poor fellow. He’s come here three times and every time
he's been let down,

Ferairron. Ifhe behaves like that with women I can understand
it.
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Ovryupe. There you are, then! (Picking up the linen) I'll pop th
up in the linen cupboard. ( g ) Tl pop these

FeEraLLON. Let the girl do that, Eugénie!

EvuGENE. Yes?

FEranron. Is the bedroom done?

Eucknir (moving below the stairs) Oh, yes, sir.
” gERAILLON {(moving R of the stairs} It's always done when you want
it done.

EuGENIE. And when it’s done it's always ready to be done again.

FeramLron. Quite enough of your philosophy. There’s a pile of
sheets! Take them up to the linen cuphboard.

EucENie. Me?

FeraiLLoN. Who else?

(EUGENIE moves L and takes the linen)

Evcénie. Donkey work! (Ske staris up the stairs)

Ovympe, While I think of it. Don’t let that room. It’s reserved
specially.

I_‘ER,)uLLON (moving down c) Who for? (He sits on the stool and lLights
a cigar)

Ovvmree. Monsieur Chandebise. ( Taking a telegram from her garter
and moving ) You remember him?

Evcinie. Oh, yes, The gentlemen that Halked Hike Hat?

OvrymrE. That’s him.

(EUGENIE moves down C and looks over Olympe’s 1 shoulder)

FEraiLLoN. He's coming today.

OLyMpE. Yes. Here's his telegram. All right, Eugénie.

Eugknig. Oh, yes, madame. Thanks for asking.

OvvyMpE. 1 mean. All right! That will be all .. .

Euckne, Oh, yes. Sorry (Facing front) How very embarrassing!
(She moves up c)

OLymPE. Go up the back stairs, Then you won’t bump into our
clients with your pile of sheets.

Evcinte. Yes, madame.

{EUGENIE exils upstairs)

Ovrvmre. Here’s what the telegram says—‘‘Keep me same room
as last time. Five o’clock, Signed Chandebise.” This is the one he
had last time.

FEraiLLON (rising) That’s all right. (Entering the downstage bedroom)
I’ll just inspect the quarters. That's better,

Ovvymee ( following him) What about the bathroom? The bath-
roonr’s vital!

" (OLYMPE exils R)

FerarLron. And our camouflage system! Make sure my old idiot
uncle’s on duty. (He presses a bution L of the bed)

(The bed revolves, revealing BAPTISTIN in the upstage one)
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BaprisTIN, My rheumatism. I’'m a martyr to it. Can’t move hand
or foot . ..

FEramLLon. Not now, you fool! It's only me!

BaptisTin. You! You're always on at me; but here 1 am. Manning

my post.
FERAILLON ( pressing the button) That’s what I pay you for.

{The bed revolves. OLYMPE enters R)

(As the bed turns; to Baptistin) We'll file you away for future reference.
All present and correct. (Moving below the stairs) Where’s Foche?

OvryMPE ( following to ) In the cellar, getting the wood up.

FeraLLON. In the cellar? Poche? Are you out of your mind,
woman? You know his one weakness, and you send him down to the
cellar.

Ocrympe. The wine’s locked up. He’s guite safe.

FERAILLON. If you knew the old beggar! It's no good him saying
he’s broken himself of the habit. I know him of old. Had him under
me in the regiment. Good as gold Monday to Saturday--but
straight after Church Parade, the Sunday morning piss up!

OLyMPE (moving R of Feraillon) It's fashionable—on Sundays.

FeratLLon. He started the fashion. Did I put him on a charge?
Oh, no. I preferred to give him a beautiful hiding which kept him
straight till the following Saturday. Then, on Sunday, he'd start all
over again. Apart from that he was a credit to the Service, honest,
hard-working . . . and, thank God, loyal! Oh, I could chase that
one! It was a real pleasure to knock him about. Whenever I got my
boot 1o him, he was a perfect gentleman. ) .

OvLvMpE (putting her hand over his shoulder) You give such beautiful
beatings . . . . ) o

Feraruion. Well, yes. I had a certain taleat, in that direction.
{Moving Lc) I'm getting past it now. But he’s the sort of servant 1
like. Not this modern type of domestic you have to go down on your
knees and beg them to do you a favour. When I discovered Poche
had drunk himself out of the army and was selling matches up the
Champs Elysées, I gave him a job at once!

Orymre. You’re a good boy.

(PocHE enters by the corridor c, and salutes)

FeRarLLON. Talk of the devil! What was it, Poche?

PocHE (holding out a telegram) Dispatches from the front, chief.

FERAILLON (crossing below Olympe and taking the telegram) Dispatches
from the front! Right! Thanks. My God, you're an ugly-looking
brute these days, Poche. You finished staring at me, half-wit?
Chandebise again, (Reading) “Keep me a good room . . .”

(EUGENIE enters downstairs and moves L of Poche)

Orymre. He's got one! . o .
FERAILLON. “‘And show anyone in who asks for it in my name.
Got it, you pair of . . . ? If anyone asks for the room reserved for

Chandebise, show them in there!
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Evctnte. All right.
Pocue. Orders received and understood, chiefl
FeErarLLon. To your posts!

(EvGENIE exits up L. PocHE stand still)

(Catching Poche by the L arm and swinging him round o face the stairs) Are
you deaf, you stinking Cossack? Pa-rade dis—miss! Happy as a babe
unborn, He loves me! Wake up—get moving! (He kicks Poche)

(PoGHE mouves up two stairs)
By the right! Hipe—hipe!
{POCHE exits upstairs)
Ovrympe. He's harmless, anyway,
(SCHWARZ enters down L and crosses above Feraillon to R of him)

Scuwarz. Entschuldigen Sie mich, bitte, ein Fradlein, ist ein
hiibsches, junges Fraiilein fir mich gekommen?

Feranron, What!

SCHWARZ (crossing below Ferailfon to L of him) Ein hitbsches, junges
Fraiilein—fiir mich?

FeraiLLon. No, I don’t think so.

Scawarz (moving down L fo the door) Donnerwetter nocheinmal—
(turning in the doorway)—danke schén,

(ScHWARZ exits down L)

OvympE. The demon lover!

FeralLLON. Damn jack in the box.

Orympe, Makes you jump out of your skin,

(FINACHE enters by the corridor ©)

Finacre. Good afterncon, Colonel.

FERAILLON (together) Hullo, Doctor.

QOLyMPE getne Afternoon, Doctor,

FmacHE (moving to Olympe and kissing her hand) My dear Madame
Feraillon. Have you got a room for me?

(FerAILLON moves down )

OLyMPE. Always one for yeu, Doctor.

FmvacHe. No-one’s—asked for me?

FeraiLrLon. Not yet, Doctor,

FinacuHe. Just as well . ..

Ovrvymee. We haven’t seen you for more than a month,

FiNacHE. I've been flitting from flower to flower.

FeratLroN. That’s no good. You must be faithful.

Finacue. But not always to the same girl.

Feramron, I mean faithful to us . . .

FinacuE. That’s hetter., -

Feranron. If you were faithful in love—we’d be out of business,

Fmvacue, How true. (Mozing up stage and back) Coming in here—it’s
like going into an enchanted forest! I didn’t see your man at the desk.
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OuyMpE. Poche?

FinacHe. What, Poche? No, Gabriel )

FeraiwLon. You didn’t know? It’s been so long! He was dismissed
the service!

Fmiacue. Oh, why? He was so decorative . . . .

FERAILLON (moving close to Finacke) Too damned decorative.

OLYMPE (moving close to Finacke) He started having affairs with the
clients.

Finacue. You don’t say . .. )
FeraiLLoN. We can’t have that. A man’s got to feel safe to brin
his mistress here without having her snaffled by the uniformed staft,

We've got our reputation . . .

FivacuE (moving R to the stool down @) Of course you have.

Feraron, You must have discipline! Speaking as an old
soldier . . .

FiNacHE. So he’s a genuine colonel. (He sits)

Ovympe. Perfectly genuine!

Ferairon. Ex-Regimental Sergeant-Major Feraillon of the
Twenty-ninth Foot. That’s why they call me colonel.

FinacHE. In civil life. ..

Ferarron. Oh, in civil life what's a rank or two, here or there?
What do you think, my dear? Number Ten for the doctor?

Ovymee. Yes . .. (She moves to the stairs)

FiNAcHE (rising) Isn’t Number Five free?

FerarLron. Afraid not.

(OLYMPE goes up the stairs)

FmvacHe. Oh, dear. ..

FErarLLoN. Number Ten has all the same—facilities.

FivacHE. Number Ten'll have to do.

Ovymrpe. D1l get it ready for you.

FERAILLON (turning and blowing kisses to Olympe) You do that, my
little angel.

(OLYMPE relurns the kisses, and exits)

FmvachHe, What a perfect gem she is!

FERAILLON. A very genuine type of woman.

FiNacHE (moving c) 1 often feel—I've seen her before. )

FeEramLLoN, Oh, yes. Didn’t you ever hear of the beautiful
Castana? Her they used to call “The Copper-Bottomed Contessa”?

Finacse. The name’s familiar . .

FeramLon. She was the Duc de Choisel’s mistress—for many

€Aars.

Y Finacee. Wasn't there a Freemason’s dinner, where she was
served up stark naked with the peche melba? On a silver plate—
with sponge fingers!

FeralLLON. You've hit it! That's her. That’s my wife! I married
her

FinacHE. Congratulations!

FErAILLON, She fell for me when I was a sergeant of the T'wenty-
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ninth. I was a handsome young fellow. Anyway, she always relished
something in uniform,

Fmvacue, The Copper Bottomed—of course!

FeramLroN, That's it! She—she wanted me to live of her . . .

FmvacHE. Really? _

FerarLron. Ididn’t fancy it. Well, she had a bit in the bank, and
her powerful attractions, and her reputation of course. I tell you. She
was a catch! So, I proposed marriage, and we worked it out that way.

FvacrE (moving to the stoo! down ©) Good for you! (He sits)

FerarrioN. I made my position quite clear. From now on, I
said, orgies are out! And no more gentlemen. (Moeving c) I don’t
know about you, but when I take a wife, gentlemen are definitely
out of the question.,

Fmache. I think you're perfectly right.

FeramLon (moving Lc) Respectability! T told her, from now on.
So we opened up this little business.

Finacur (rising) You're a wise man!

FeraLron. We live pretty modestly. Putting by for our old age.
I was thinking about what you mentioned the other day, life in-
surance!

FrvacuE (moving ¢) You're coming round to it.

Ferainron., I'm forty-four now, and Madame Feraillon’s fifty-
two, give or take a little,

Fmvacue. Good! They say there should be seven or eight years
between a husband and wife . . .

Feramron. It might be better if the wife was younger . . .

FinacHe, If there’s no alternative, it’s got to be the husband.

FeramLron. Obviously! Now if I can insure my poor darling, so
that when she passes away . . .

FivacHE. Insure her! At fifty-two. You'd be much cheaper.

FeraiLron:. I don’t care which. Just so long as when she dies . . .

Finacre. No! It'd be when you die . . .

FeraiLLon.. When I die? Oh, I’m not thinking of myself it’s ker
I'm worried about . . .

Fmacue. We'll work something out. Come and see us,

FEraILLON. When?

{OLYMPE enlters downstairs to the landing)

FinacHE. Any morning. I'm there from ten to eleven. The French
branch of the Boston Life Assurance Company. Ninety-five Boule-
vard Malesherbes . . .

FeraiLron. Boulevard Malesherbes, Who do I ask for?

Fivacee. Our managing director. I'll warn him.

FeraiLLon. Very kind of you.

OryMpe. Would vou like to see the room, Doctor?

FiNAcHE {going upstatrs) Of course I'd like to see it. I'm longing to
see it! Let me know as soon as anyone asks for me,

(FINACHE exits upstairs. OLYMPE follows)

FErAILLON. Love! It's a beautiful thing!
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{SCHWARZ enters down L)

ScHwarz. Haben Sie ein schines Friulein fiir mich?

FeramLrown. Stop doing that!

Scuwarz, Ein hiibsches, kleines Midchen?

FeramLon. Shut your hole!

ScHwARz. Bitte?

FERAILLON. Shut your hole!

Seuwarz. Schart—ja—hohl?

FeranLon (moving L to Scharz) That's right—I have the honour to
request you to shut your hole,

{RAYMONDE enters c. She is veiled)
ScrwARz (shaking Feraillon’s hand) Ach so! Jawohl! Schart ja hohl!

{RAYMONDE moves down stage)

Feranron. It's a pleasure,

ScHwarz (seeing Raymonde} Ach! Freude!

FErAILLON, At your service, madame.

RavyMmonDE. You have a room booked for Monsieur Chandebise?
FeramLrLoN. This way, madame. (He goes to the bedroom down r)

(RavmoONDE starts to follow, but is stopped © by Schwarz, whoe
dances round her, from below, to R, then above and to L of her, singing)

ScHwarz, Eins, zwei, drei, vier, funf, sechs, sieben, acht,
Neun, zehn, elf, zuslf,
Ich werde auf dich warten!

{ScrwaARz dances off L)

RavyMoNDE (shaken) Insane?

FEratiLLON (returning fo R of Raymonds) No, madame. Merely
Prussian. Here for the Exhibition,

RAYMONDE (moving down L) Exhibition, cheeky fellow! ( Taking off
her veil) No-one’s asked for the room yet?

FerarLLon, No. No-one. Bless my soul. Aren’t you the lady who
called this morning. If I'm not very much mistaken.

Ravmonpe. What?

FeEramLron. I knew my tact and discretion would impress you,
madame, Testing us out, were you? I thought you planned to bring
a customer, but not so soon,

RaymonDE, Please! Don’t imagine that . . .

FERrAILLON (moving to the bedroom door and epening it} Say no more.
If madame would be so good.

(RAYMONDE enlers the bedroom. FErRaLLON followes)

Ravymonpe. Huh!

Feramron. It's our most comfortable room, madame. (Moving to
the bed) The bed . . .

RavMoNDE (moving down c) I don’t want anything to do with the
bed!
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FeraiLLon, Oh, well! Pervert! (FHe opens the door ®) Here's the
bathroom, complete with hot and cold, bath, bidet, shower .

Ravuonpe., Thank you. I have no intention of moving in.

Feranron. Well! Now there’s this little convenience I'd like to
show madame. Comes in very useful in a sudden case of in flagrante.
On each side of the bed madame will find a button . . .
r RavmonpE (moving down r) I can see it for myself. Please leave me

one,

Feranron. But, madame. ..

"RavmonpE. I don’t need you any more . , .

FERAILLON (moving lo the bedroom door) Well—all right then.
Always at your service, (He bows and enlers the room L)

Ravuonpe. Good-bye! Tactless fellow!

(RAYMONDE exils R)
Ferarron. Stuck-up bitch! Poche!
(PocHE enters downstairs with a log basket)

Pocre, Yes, Chief!

FeraiLron. Finished lugging the logs?

Poche. Report for orders, Chief!

FERAILLON (moving down 1} Get your uniform on. This isn’t the
place for it. It’s time for the customers to arrive. On parade!

(Number 4 rings on the buzzer board)

PocHE. Yes, chief.

FERAILLON (momng to the board) Someone’s ringing. It’s that
Prussian. Go and see what he wants,

Pocne. Yes, chief. (He puts the basket » of the stairs and opens the door
down L)

ScHwarz (off} Herein!

(PocHE exits L. TOURNEL enters up C)

TourneL. Good evening. Which is Monsieur Chandebise’s room?

FERAILLON (indicating the bedroom) This way, sir. Pardon me for
mentioning it, but you're not Monsieur Chandebise,

TourNEL. I'm here to—represent his interests ,

FEraILLON. Oh, yes—the telegram said we were to let in whoever
asked for the room in his name. Madame’s already there.

Tourner. Ah--and how does she look?

Feranron. Do you really need my opinion?

TourNEL. As a matter of fact—I don’t actually know her,

FeraLLoN. Ah?

Tourner, 8o, before 1 get involved—what’s she look like? Long
in the tooth?

Feratiron. Oh, no. Cheer up, sir, She may not have the sweetest
character in the world but she’s certainly pretty,

TourniL, I didn't come here for her character . . .

FEraLLon. Of course you didn’t. (Knocking and entering the bed-
room) Well, now, here’s the room . . .
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(TOURNEL enters the bedroom)
ScHWARZ {¢ff ) Schnell!
(PocHE enlers L and moves up rc)

Pocue. Coming right away, sir. He asked for a “shut ya hole”.
God knows what this is. I'll give him a vermouth!

{PocEE picks up the log basket and exils up )

FeraLLON (moving R) No-one here! I’ll find her for you. (He
knocks on the door ®)

Ravymonoe {off) Who's that?

FerarLLoN. Your gentleman’s arrived,

Ravymonpe (off) Good!

FeratLLON (crossing Tournel to the bedroom door) Madame's in there.

TourneL, Excellent.

FeErANLON (going upstairs) Good luck, sir!

(FERAILLON exits upsiairs)

TourngL. Thanks. Well. This is all very pleasant. Nicely done up.
Oh, the bells. If you’re bored there’s always target practice, Now, I
know what’s expected of me, but I don’t know how to make it new.
What about. . . ? Yes. I'll play a boyish prank. (He {ies on the bed and
covers himself up)

{(RAYMONDE enfers R)

RavymonDE. So! There you . .. Well, where is he?

Tourner. Cuckoo!

Ravmonpe. Cuckoo. (Moving to the bed) You wait!

Touvrner. Cuckoo!

RAYMONDE ({pulling the coverlet off} Take that! (She slaps Tournel and
moves down R)

TourNeL, Oh!

Ravymonpe. It’s not him!

TourNeEL. Raymonde, it’s you!

RaymonpE. Monsieur Tournei!

ToOURNEL (rising and moving towards Raymonde) If I'd only known.
Such a wonderful surprise.

RavymonNDE. What on earth are you doing here?

ToURNEL. What's it matter what I'm doing here? (Moving c) It’s
a great love story. A girl—is besotted with me. She saw me at a
theatre and of course—the lightning struck! She wrote to me, and,
out of the goodness of my heart , . ,

Ravymonpe. How wrong you are!

TourneL., What's the matter, anyway? (Moving R fo Raymonde) I
don’t know her! ¥ don’t even love her, But as for you—oh, my dream!
My dream come true! There you arel In the fleshl All mine, The
Gods are on my side. (He puts his arm round her waist)

RAYMONDE {crossing below him to ¢} Take your hands off me!

TourNerL, No! No!

Ravmonpe. The letter wasn’t for you! It was for my husband!
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Tourner, Oh, come now, That’s hardly very likely. I mean, he
really is rather unattractive, not to say hideous. It’s just that we
were sitting together and this girl got us—muddled up and . . .

RavMoNpE. You're wrong again! I wrote the letter to my hus-
band!

TourneL., You did?

Ravmonpe. Absolutely!

TourNeL. You write love letters—to your husband?

Ravmonpe. I wanted to know if he’d been unfaithful—if he'd
turn up here,

TourneLr. You see! You wouldn’t have me because he was un-
faithful! He sent me so he’s obviously faithful.

Ravmonpe. I suppose that's true.

TourneL. You know what he said, when he got the letter, your
letter—-he said, “What does this woman want with me? Doesn’t she
know I'd never be unfaithful to my wife?”

Ravmorpe. He said that?

TourneL. Yes!

Raymonoe. Oh, I'm so happy! (She kisses Tournel) So happy!

TourNEL (returning the kiss) Oh, Raymonde, my darling, }I)\Iow—
aren’t you sorry you ever doubted him? You were wrong to suspect
him. And you’ve no right not to deceive him! Poor dear fellow!

Ravmonpe. Of course—you’re right! It was horrible of me to
sugpect him, My dear Chandebise. It was too bad of me. Please, try
and forgive me.

ToURNEL (encircling her waist) Don’t apologize. Just-be mine!

Ravuvonpe ( flopping in his arms) That’ll be my punishment!

Tourner, (kisstng her all over) Oh, Raymonde, I love you! I love
you! Raymonde, my Raymonde!

RAYMONDE (breaking free and moving down ®) Please, Tournel! Let
me think for a moment!

ToUuRNEL { following and grabbing her) Don’t think at all! Strike
while the iron’s hot!

Ravmonpe. Monsieur Tournel! Half a minute , . .

Tourner. Seize the moment—now, when our senses are in-
flamed—almost unbearably. We're off! (Pulling her to the bed) Come
on! Comeon...

RavymonpE. What? Where are you taking me?

Tourner. There—where happiness is waiting for us.

Ravmonpe. What? There! Are you mad? (Breaking away) What
do you take me for?

(TourNEL falfs on the bed. RAYMONDE moves down C)

TourNniL. But I clearly understood that you agreed . . .

RAYMONDE (moving down ®) To be your mistress, yes! But not to
go to bed with you! Do vou think I’'m a prostitute?

TourneL. Well, what are we going to do? ‘

RaymoNDE. We will have—a flirtation. Exchange looks, hold
hands. I’ll give you the best part of myself!

TournNeL. Which part?
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RavmonDpe. My head—and my heart.

Tourner. Oh! Pfhtt!

Ravmorpe, What else had you in mind?

TourNEL (rising and moving L of her) The thoughts of every true
lover. What? When all the forces of nature are drawing us together.
When even your husband throws me at you! After all it was your
husband who sent me . . .

Rayvonpe, My hushand!

TourneL. Yes. Your husband. You're the only one who’s com-
plaining. Look here, Madame Chandebise, you're in a minority,

RAYMONDE (moving below him to c) Monsieur Tournel. Please.
calm down!

TourneL, Do you think that’ll satisfy me? Flirting? Exchanging
looks? Half of you! And the wrong half . . .

RavMoNpe. Monsieur Tournel . . . !

Tourner. What can I do with your head and your heart?

RAYMONDE { facing front) Oh!

TourNEL {pacing up and down &) No! It's a fine look-out for me!
Withering in a vacuum! Continually frustrated! My reward? Little
walks with madame, Taking the dog out when he feels the urge—
to be taken out! {Moeving c) Never! No! No! No!

Ravmonpe. Monsieur Tournel . . . !

TourNeL. No! No! No! Since you don’t seem to know the first
rules of this game I'll have to instruct you!

RavMonpe, My dear friend . . .

Tourner. Do you think I'll be made a fool of, in front of myself!
Do you think I'll creep out of here the same poor idiot I came in, . .

RavyMonNDE. Monsieur Tournel . . . please . . .

ToUuRNEL (grabbing her) Never! You belong to me. (He pulls her
below him and up to the bed) And I want you!

RavmonpE, Now then, Monsieur Tournel!

Tourner. No! No!

RAYMONDE (pushing Tournel L and kneeling on the bed) One step and
I ring . . . {She pushes the button)

{ The bed revolves, bringing on BAPTISTIN)

Tourner, Oh, ring! Please do! Wear out your finger! No-one’ll
come in here.

RAYMONDE (as she disappears) Help!

TOURNEL ( facing front, taking off his coat) You can shout for help
all you want! (Leaping on top of Baptistin) You’re mine! I want you!
I'll take you! Oh, Raymonde . . . My pretty one . .. | Ah! (He leaps
up and grabs his coat)

BarTistin. Oh, my rheumatics!

TourneL Whatever’s that?

Bapristin. My poor rheumatics . . .

Tourner. Who let you in?

BaptisTiN. What?

TourNeL (looking out of the bedroom door c) And Raymonde,
Where’s she? Raymonde! (Returning rc) Raymonde! Raymonde!
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Raymonde! Where are you? She’s gone! Vanished into thin air,
Come back! Come back to me, my darling! Raymonde! (Moving =)
Don’t disappear!

{TOURNEL exifs R. RAYMONDE enters from the upstage bedroom)

Ravmonpe, Oh, my God! What’s happened? Where am I?
{Moving L) Monsieur Tournel! Monsieur Tournel! No! I've had
enough of this hotel. I'm getting out!

{RAYMONDE exils up C. SCHWARZ enlers L)

Scuwarz. Hallo! Kellner! Hier ist niemand! Kellner! Kellner!
{RAYMONDE enlers up ¢ and runs down stage)

Ravmonpe. My husband! My husband on the staircase!
(RavmonDE runs off down L)

Scuwarz, Ach, mein Schatz, Herrlich!
(Scuwarz follows Raymond, POCHE enters up )

PocHE. I can’tfind the vermouth. I gave it to Baptistin yesterday.
(Going to the upstage bedroom) Baptistin. You there?

BarrisTiv. Here I am!

PocHE {entering the downstage bedroom) Tell me, old man, what have
you done with the vermouth?

BapTisTiN. In the next room. You know. On the cupboard,

Pocue. Oh, good.

{PocHE exits into the upstage bedroom. TOURNEL enlers R)

TourNEL. No-one there! Where is she? Vanished into thin air!
(He moves c, as if to exit by the corridor up )
Ravymonpe (off) Stop it at once! I don't even know you!

(RAYMONDE enters L, followed by ScHwWARZ)

Tourwer. Ah! (He comes down stage between them)

RavmonpE. Please stop doing that! Let me alone!

Scuwarz. Mein Liebling, geh’ nicht!

RavymonDE, Sex maniac! (She turns, slaps Tournel, then goes into the
bedroom)

Tourner. Not again!

Scuwarz. Danke schon!

(Scewarz clicks heels and exits 1)

TourneL. Bitte, schén. Raymonde! Raymonde! (He goes into the
bedroom)

RAYMONDE (sitting down =) It’s all too much. My husband . . .

TourneL. Yes.

RaymonDE. My husband’s here!

TourNEL {moving to Raymonde) Ch, yes, What? Chandebise?
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Raymonpe (rising) Victor Emanuel, Disguised as a servant,
{ Moving c) What for? God knows! To spy on us I'm sure of that . .,

TourneL., It’s not true!

Bapristin. My rheumatics! My poor . .

Raymonpe, Ah!

TourneL, What?

RavyMonpe. In God’s name! What's that?

Tour~er. What? Oh, him. God knows. Some sort of invalid. He
suddenly appeared! What the hell are you doing here?

BarTisTin. But you brought me in.

TourneL. Did I?

Ravmonpe. Get rid of him! Get rid of him at once . . .

TourneL. I quite agree. Go on! Get out of here!

BaprisTin, If I'm in the way press that button. Then I'll go back
where I came from,

TOURNEL (pressing the buttor) Certainly. Right away,

{ The bed revolves, bringing on POCHE, with a bottle)

Ravmonne, That’s the limit! Bringing on spectators!

ToOURNEL (meving down fo Raymonde) 1 promise you. I had nothing
to do with it.

Pocue. Qi! Oi! What’s happening now?

RavMoNDE {moving down v, facing front) Oh, my God!

TouRNEL ( facing front) Chandebise!

Raymonpe, My husband. I'm lost . . .

ToURNEL (moving L of the bed) My dear old friend! You mustn’t
believe all you see!

RAYMONDE (moving R of the bed) Don’t pass judgement before
you’ve heard us out!

Pocne. What's that?

TourneL. Appearances are perhaps against us, But we’re com-
pletely innocent!

RavMonpe. He's telling the truth! We never expected to meet
one another . ..

TourneL. It was all the fault of the letter . . .

Ravmonpe. T started it all. I wrote it because . . ,

TourNEL (kneeling) You see? It's perfectly true.

RAavMONDE (kneeling and putting her hand on Poche's knee) Forgive me!
I thought you were deceiving me!

PocuHE. Me?

Ravmonpe, Tell me you believe me! That you don’t doubt my
word!

Pocre. Of course. Of course, (Laughing) Have they gone mad?

RAYMONDE (backing down ®, her hand to her heart) I beg you, Victor
Emmanuel! Don’t laugh in that horrible cruel way. You hurt me
50 ...

Pocue, You don’t like my laugh?

RAYMONDE. I can see—you don’t believe me.

TourneL. The circumstantial evidence may be slightly against

us., ..
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Raymoxpe. My God? How can we convince you?

PocHE (rising and moving towards the door ) Listen. I’m sorry but
Pve got to take the vermouth to Number Four,

RAYMONDE (lakes his arm and draws kim down ©) Victor Emmanuel!
What's wrong with you?

Pocue. Me?

TourseL. I beg of you, my old friend. At a time like this, don’t
let’s speak of vermouth!

Pocre, But Number Four’s waiting for it! Look, here’s the bottle!

RavmoNpE. Enough of this play-acting. (Ske kneels ¢) Please.
Hurt me! Punish me! Beat me! Anything better than this icy calm,

TourNEL (rising and kneeling a few paces R of Raymonde) Yes! Beat
me, too!

PocHE (moving below Raymonde to between her and Tournel) If you
insist. But I assure you, madame . , .

Ravmonpe, Madame! Madame! No longer your little Ray-
monde , . .

Pocne. What?

RaymonpE. Call me Raymonde . . .

TourNeL. Please. . .

Pocue. What? All right, (He kneels between them) P'd like to. But [
assure you, madame . . .

TourNeL. Not madame. Not like a—business letter.

PocuEe, Right! I assure you, Raymonde . . .

Ravmonpe, Oh, God! Tell me you believe me!

Pocue. Oh, yes. I believe you.

TourNEL. At last.

Ravmowne, Kiss me then, darling, Aren’t you going to kiss me?

Pocue. What, me?

Ravymonpe. Kiss me! Then I'll believe you still want me.

Pocue (moving on his knees to Raymonde} Oh, I want you all right,
(He kisses her)

Ravymonpbe, Ah.. .

TourneL That’s the way!

Ravmonpe. Thank you! Thank vou! (She kisses Poche’s hand)

Pocue, Lovely silky skin!

ToURNEL (rising and facing Poche) Me, too! Kiss me, too!

PocHE (rising) You, too?

Tourner. Then I'll know you believe me!

Pocue. All right. (Facing front) My God, he’s a bit keen! (He kisses
Tournel)

TourneL. Now I feel better.

Pocue. Me, too. But I liked it hest with the lady,

Ravmonpe, “The lady.”

PocHE (moving above Raymonde to the bedroom deor ) Now I'm really
going to take the vermouth to Number Four.

RavMONDE (rising) Oh, not again!

TousneL, Look, what’s this private joke?

RAYMONDE {siopping Poche L of the bed) Are you my husband or
not?
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Pocue. Me? Of course not. I'm the hall porter.
{RayMoNDE and TOURNEL back to R of the bed)

TourNeL. What?

Ravmownne. Victor Emmanuel—with a brain-storm!

Pocue. Not at all. Dear lady, it’s all perfectly simple. You see,
my name’s Poche! (fe presses the button) 1f you don’t believe me you
can ask Baptistin!

(The bed revolves bringing on BAPTISTIN)

RavMoNDE (moving down ¢) Baptistin?
TOURNEL {moving dorwn ®) Who's this . . . Baptistin?
Pocue. The poor, sick gentleman.
BaprisTin. Oh, my rheumatics. My poor . . .
PocHE (sitting on the bed) No need to go into all that! Just say who
lam...
BaprisTin. Why? Don’t you know?
Pocue, It is for the lady’s benefit.
Raymonpe. Yes. Who is this gentleman?
BapmisTin, He’s Poche, of course.
R} (ogather) Poche!
Baprismin. The hall porter.
Pocee. What did I tell you?

(FERAILLON enfers downstairs)

Ravmonpe, For heaven’s sake. Could it be true?
Feranron. Poche! Poche!

(RAYMONDE moves io the bedroom door)

TourneL. They can’t be twins. It’s not possible. It's a trick . . .

FeraiLLoN. Poche! Where are vou, Poche?

PocHE (rising and irying to pass Kaymonde) Here, chief!l I'm sorry.
Call to arms! My superior officer!

RAYMONDE (moving from the bedroom to R of Feraillon} Your superior!

Now we'll see. . . . )
TourneL (pushing Poche up stage and following Raymonde) Get out

of my way!
(PocHE siis on the bed steps)
Ravmonpe. Please. . .
{POCHE rises and moves to the bedroom door C})

FERAILLON, Yes?

RavymonDE { pointing al Poche) Tell us! Who is this gentleman?
TOURNEL (pointing at Poche} Yes.

FeraiLron. That’s Poche!

Pocue, You see!

RAYMONDE} (together) Poche! (They both drop their arms)

TOURNEL
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FerarLroN {crossing to Poche and kicking him round in a full circle)
Poche! Here, with a bottle in his hand! You dog’s dinner! You
animal! You soak!

Pocue. See what I told you?

FEraLLoN, You starting up again?

%gl‘jrggf} (together) What?

Pocue. But it’s for Number Four,

FERALLON (taking the boitle from Poche and kicking him round again)
I'll give you Number Four.

PocHE. Yes, chief,

FeramnLon. Take that!

Pocue. You see——

FERAILLON. And that!

PocHE. —just as | told you—

FeramLoN. And that!

Pocue, —I could only be Poche!

Ferawron, And get the hell out of here at the double!

(PoGHE exits ufy c)
S0 sorry about that. My porter’s a sort of alcholic mess.
{FERAILLON exls up L)

RaymoNpe. The porter?

TourNEL. Raymonde!

Ravmonpe, What?

TourneL. We have kissed the hall porter.

RavyMoNDE. Just what I was thinking.

TourneL. I’'m shattered! As like as two peas. Is it possible?

Raymonpe, But—look at what happened! Those kicks! Victor
Emmanuel might want to fool me, but he’d surely never stand being
kicked up the . . .

TourNeL Back.

Ravymonpe, Yes.

TourneL. Obviously,

RAYMONDE (moving te the stool dowwn ¢) All this emotion! I'm dry as
a bone, (Sitting) For pity’s sake—water!

TOURNEL (searching his pockets) Where did I put it?

RAvMONDE. In the bedroom! (She rises)

TOURNEL (moving info the bedroom) Water! Yes, for God’s sake,
water. Where'’s water?

BaprisTin. In the bathroom.

TourNeL. Thanks,

{TOURNEL exits R, RAYMONDE enters the bedroom)

Raymonpe. Can you imagine? My husband a hall porter] (She
sits down R) '

{POCHE enlers © with a full log basket and moves to the stairs, EUGENIE
enlers downstairs. POGHE drops a log on the stairs)
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BartisTIN. That’s just like life—isn’t it?
Pocue. Eugénie, put that back for me.
Euctnie (doing so) There you are, love,
Ravmonpe. I must have water.

(RAYMONDE exits R. CAMILLE and ANTOINETTE enier uf ©,
CAMILLE leading her by the hand. He is now wearing the palate and his
speech is normal. As ke speaks he moves down C, ANTOINETTE moves
down 1.)

CamiLre. This way, my little chick. This is the scene of the crime,
and your great big Camille's going to love every delicious minute of
it. They must have kept us a room!

PocHE {moving between Camille and Antoinette) Can I help you, sir?

CamiLLE. Yes, I want to know—Victor Emmanuel!

(CAMILLE runs into the upstage bedroom )
ANTOINETTE. Sir!
(ANTOINETTE runs off down L)

PocHE (going upstairs) What's wrong with everyone today? They
keep calling me Victor Emmanuel.

(POCHE exits upstairs. EUGENIE exits up L. ToURNEL and Rav-
MONDE enler R)

TourneL. Feeling better now?

RAYMONDE (moving lo the table below the door ¢) Yes! No! I don't
know. All this emotion! T think I'm going to faint.

TOURNEL (movmg to Raymonde) Please! Don't!

RayMoNDE. 1'm not doing it for pleasure!

TournNeL., Of course not. (Taking Raymonde to the bed) You ought
to lie down a moment. Come on, stretch out on the bed.

RavymonNpE. | won'’t say no. (Ske lies on Bapiisiin)

%::::g:ﬁﬁ} (logether) Ah!

(R AYMONDE jumps up and runs down ©. TOURNEL runs down R}

TourNEL. Whatever is it? What? You again! You're always here!

BaprisTin, But you brought me in!

RAYMONDE. It’s too much. Don’t argue about it. Get rid of him!
(She moves on fo the bed steps)

ToURNEL { pressing the buttor) All right. Now! Back to where you
belong!

{ The bed revolves bringing on CAMILLE under the coverlet)

Ravmonpe., It’s very rude to keep whirling into people’s bed-
rooms, (She falls on to Camille, then leaps up) A

TOURNEL (calching her) Look out! Here!

Camitte. What's happening? Help! It’s an earthquake! Oh,
dear .

{2‘;:‘;2’;5} (together) Camille!

Act I1 A FLEA IN HER EAR 47
(TourNEL and RAYMONDE run from the bedroom fo L}

CamiLte, I'm terribly sorry. My bed ran away with me.
Ravmonne. Itcan’t be him, It speaks. ..

Tourner, It speaks. It’s not him! It’s not!

CaMiILLE (rising) The bed ran away with me!

RavmonDe. Let’s go.

{RAYMONDE exils up C)
TourNEL. Yes. Let’s go!
(TOURNEL exits up c)

CAMILLE (looking through the dpor ¢} 'Tournel and Raymondel
What're they up to? Suppose they recognized me! What's happened
to Antoinette?

{ There is a commotion off down 1)

(Moving L) What’s she doing in there? Antoinette! (He opens the door)
Good God!

(CAMILLE exits down L. RAYMONDE enters up ¢, followed by Tour-
NEL)

Ravmonpe. Etienne! Etienne’s here!
TourneL. The butler! My God, what a circus!

{RavymonDE and ToUurNEL run off L. CaMILLE and ScHwARZ
enter L. SCHWARZ backs CAMILLE fo up LC, below the stairs)

Scuwarz. Geh’ weg! Geh’ weg!
CaMILLE. But excuse me, sir . . .
Scawarz. Ach, verpflucht! (He slaps Camille’s face)

(CaMILLE's palate fails on the floor)

Geh’ doch weg, sage ich!

CAMILLE {bending to pick it up) My palate! My palate!

ScHwARZ (grabbing Camille by the collar and panits) Na, also! (Kicking
Camille towards the upstage bedroom) So ein Unverschimtheit!

(CamrLre, kicked by ScHwWARZ, exils to the upstage bedroom)
(Mouving L) Ach! Ich bin’s, mein Liebling!
(ScHWARZ exils down L, ETIENNE enters up <)

ETiEnNE, No-one about? (He picks up the palate) Quite a nice bit
of work. It’s damp . . .

(EUGENIE enters up L and moves to Etienne)

Evoggnie. Did you want something, sir?

ETiENNE. Yes, miss, in the first place I've just found th1s valuable
littlé object on the floor. For the moment I find its exact nature
something of a mystery. ..
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(CAMILLE enters)

CamiLie. Oh, dear, what has happened to my silver roof?

EucEnie. What a funny looking thing! Sort of ancient Egyptian
brooch. '

CAMILLE (facing front) My God! Etienne!

{CAMILLE exils fo the upstage bedroom)

EugéniE. A lady must have dropped it. I'll hand it in downstairs.

Emienne. Very right and proper. And now tell me, has there been
a lady asking for Monsieur Chandebise’s room?

EucEniE. Yes...

EriENNE. And where is—this certain lady?

EveEnte, Oh, I'm not allowed to tell . . .

ETENne. I've got to see her! Her hushand might intrude on her
at any moment. He's a fiend and he’ll certainly do her in.

EvcEnie. Good God!

Emienne. I've got to warn her!

Euctnie. Ifit’slike that-I saw her go in there. (She points down L)
knf.chl):NN'E {putting on his hat and moving down L) Good enough! {He

ks
Scuwarz (off ) Geh’ doch weg!
ETIENNE (opening the door) Begging your parden-—my wife!

(ETIENNE exits down L. A commotion is heard in the room)
Eucénie. What's going on?
(ANTOINETTE enters L. and runs up ©)
ANTOINETTE. Etienne. Etienne's here! Help me! Help!
(ANTOINETTE exifs up . ETIENNE eniers)
ETIENNE (running up c) Stop that woman!
(ScHwARZ, in his panis, enters 1)

Scuwarz (grabbing Etienne and swinging him round) Ach, du
dummer Trottel!

ErieEnne, Ow!

ScuwARrz (shaking Etienng) Ich werde dich umbringen,

ETIENNE. She’s my wife! You've got no business to . , .

Scuwarz, Na! .

ETiennE, Please. Leave me alone!

ScawaRrz (throwing Etienne on the floor) Also und jetze, geh’ weg!

(SCHWARZ exifs down L)

ETiEnne, It's not right. I'm the wronged husband. I’m not the
one who ought to be hit. (He gets up)
Evcenie. If you’d told me you were the husband . . .

(PocHE comes downstairs with the log basket)
ETiENNE. You think I knew? It’s too bloody much. Me! A gentle-
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man’s gentleman! And deceived! You little slut! Just you wait, that’s
all! Just you wait! {He turns and sees Poche)

Pocue, What is it?

ETiENne. Sir—you’re—carrying a log basket!

Pocue. Yes. I am carrying a log basket. Why not?

EmieNNE. Oh, sir! My dear sir. I've been deceived. My wife's
unfaithful, sir!

Pocue. Bad luck!

Emienne. She did it in there, sir, With a Prussian . . .

Pocue. Herr Shutyourhole,

Emienne. He didn’t tell me his name. But, as you're here, sir, As
You don’t need my services, may I give chase, sir? May I catch the
ittle devil, and then—and then—1I have your permission, sir?

Pocue. Go ahead.

Erienne. Thank you, sir. I’'m so grateful, (Goeing up ¢} Look out,
you slut—I'm coming . . .

{ETIENNE exits up G)

Pocue, T don’t know if it’s something they’ve eaten, but it’s my
opinicn they’re all barmy,

{The buzzer sounds, Room 7)

Lucien~e (gff ¢) Mind where you're going.

EuvcEniE, Someone’s ringing! (Moving to the board) 1t's for you!
(She moves down c)

Pocre. For me—good, somebody wants me! Coming! Coming/

{PocHE exits up L. LUCIENNE enters up c)

Lucienne. Extraordinary. I could have sworn that was Chande.
bise’s butler,

EucEnie. Can I help you, madame?

LucienNE (moving doun L of Lucienne) Oh, yes. Yes. A man nearly
knocked me flying on the stairs. Wasn't he Monsieur Chandebise’s
butier?

Eveénm, That's possible! He asked for a room booked in that
name, madame. He said he came to warn a woman to make herself
scarce as her husband was after her. And when he met the lady it
turned out he was her husband, and he was after her, madame, and
«—it’s a bit of 2 muddle, quite frankly!

Lucienne, 1 don’t understand a word of it,

EuctNiE. I'm only tell you what I saw.

LucienNe. Anyway—which is the room booked in Monsieur
Chandebise’s name?

Eucenie. The room boo . , ., Oh, it's that one, (Ske poinis ® fo the
downstage bedroom)

LucienNE (crossing Eugénie to the bedroom door) Good. I’m going in
there . . .

Eugtnie. That’s quite all right. (Moving to the sigirs) I've been told
to let anyone in who asks for it,
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{EUGENIE extfs upstairs)
LucierNE. Thanks, (She knocks on the bedroom door)
(CAMILLE enters from the upstage bedroom and moves L)

CamiLre, I do wish I could find my silver roof.
Luciense. Nobody there! (She knocks again)
Camirre. Madame Hisangua! Oh God! Whatever next?

(CAMILLE exifs up o)

LUcIENNE (entering the bedroom) No-one here? It’s not possible.
Raymonde said: “I’ll expose my husband betwecn five o’clock and
ten past. Come at half past and it’ll all be over.” Didn’t she wait for
me? Let’s ook in here . . .

(LUCIENNE exits R, CAMILLE enfers up C)
CamiLLE. Victor Emmanuel! It's Victor Emmanuel!
(CAMILLE exils to the upstage bedroom. LUCIENNE enters R)
LucEnne. It's very odd! Never mind, I'm going . . .
(CHANDEBISE enfers up )’

Cuannesise. Who should I ask for? Ah ... You!

LucmEnse. Monsieur Chandebise!

CHANDEBISE. At last, I’ve found you . ..

LuciENNE., What's the matter with you?

Cuanpesise. Did you see Etienne by any chance?

Lucienne. Why?

CuAaNpeBISE. Because I sent him to tell you—you see I had a
dinner, But then I discovered—my dinner’s not tiil tomorrow! So
I—I—rushed here to tell you . ..

Lucienne. Tell me what?

Cuanpesise. Oh, my poor child. What utter madness—to fall in
love with me. Me?

Luciense. What?

Cuanpepise. I do understand. {Taking her hand) Of course I
understand. Were you atraid to sign your adorable letter?

LuciEnne. What letter?

Cuanpepist, The one you wrote to arrange our little—rendez-
vous?

Luciense. Oh! But what makes you think that was me?

Cranpepise. 1 didn’t know who it was at first. But I showed it to
your husband and . . .

LUCIENNE (removing her hand) You did what?

Cuanperise. He knew your handwriting at once . . .

Lucienne. What are you trying to tell me?

CuanDEBiseE. Of course, now he's perfectly capable of killing you!

LUCIENNE (moving below him io down L) Madre de Dios! Where is
he?

CuanDEBISE, Probably just about to-—breathe down our necks!
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Luciesne, Our necks! Oh, my God! Don’t just stand there!
{Running up c) Run away! Help . . . !

{LUGIENNE exits up C)

Cuaxperise. Oh, the madness of love!
{CHANDEBISE exiis up o, OLYMPE enlers up L)

Ovrympe. Eugénie! Eugénie! Where’s that girl got to?
(CHANDEBISE eniers up C)

CuanpEBisE. It's him! Histangua, Abandon ship!
(LUGIENNE enters up c)

Lucesne. My husband! I’'m lost!
OvrymeE. What's happening?
CHANDEBISE (pulling Olympe round to ¢) Out of my way!

(CHANDEBISE exifs down L)

Ovrympe, What?
Lucienne (pushing Olympe below the stairs) Out of my way!

(LUCIENNE runs to the bedroom and exits R)
Ovrywmre, But, madame . . .
{RAYMONDE enfers up L)

RavmonpE. Oh, let’s go! I won't breathe again till we're out of
here. Out of my way! (She pulls Olympe round in a circle L)
OrympeE. Ah ...

{ToURNEL ¢nters up L)

Tourner. Yes. Quick. This way. But for God’s sake—out of our
way! (He pushes Olympe down 1)

{RAYMONDE. and TOURNEL exil up )

OrvmpPE. Are we on fire? What’s going . . . ?

HomexnmEs {gff ¢} Let me find them! Let me find them! Then I
can kill them! Then I can strangle them with my bare hands!

OvrymPE (moving to the stairs) Now what is it?

(RAYMONDE enlers up C and runs up L)
Ravmonpe, Homenides de Histangua! Out of my way!
{RAYMONDE pushes Olympe up C and exits up L)
Orympre. Ah ...
(TOURNEL enters up ¢ and pushes Olympe down c)
TournEL. Damned dago! You're always in the way!
{TOURNEL exits up L. OLYMPE staggers down L)
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Ovympe, Oh, dear-ch, dear—what’s—what's this?
(HOMENIDES enters up ¢ and moves down G)

Homenmes. So Tournel with a woman! It must be my wife—
the mitherable strumpet! (He moves up LC)

OLyMPE (stopping Homenides L of the stairs) Excuse me. Where are
you going, sir?

Houmenipes. To kill the both of them. With my bare hands! Get
out of my way! (He pushes Olympe down stage)

{HOMENIDES exils up L)

QuyMPE (staggering down ¢} Kill them! Oh, my God! Help! Help!
Help! (She sits down c)

(FERAILLON and EUGENIE enter dotwnsiairs)

FeratLrLoN, What's all the noise about? )

OvyMpe (rising) An escaped lunatic! He says he’s going to kill
them!

FeraiLron. What? (He moves up 1)

Ovympe. Ah—Ah—Aha!

EuGemE (running to support Olympe from behind) Help! .

FERAILLON (moving ¢ and pointing up L) All right, Take her in
there. Give her a whiff of smelling salts,

(A commotion breaks out down L)
EvgEnie. Yes, sir!
{EucENIE and OLYMPE exit up L)

FERAILLON (hurrying lo SchwarZ's room) War's almost breaking out
in there.

(ScHwARZ enters down L, pulls CHANDEBISE out of the room and
spins him across R, CHANDERISE bumps into Feraillon on his way across,
and lands on the stool ©)

ScHwaARrz (as ke pulls Chandebise out) Geh’ doch von meiner Tir
weg!

Cranpesise. Nol No!

FErRalLLON, What's going on here?

{ScHWARZ exits down L)

FERAILLON (moving to Chandebise) Poche! You back again?

CHANDEBISE (rising) Whait did you say? )

FeERAILLON. You useless nitwit! (He kicks Chandebise round in o
circle) :

Cuanpense, What are you doing?

FeraiLron, Dog's dinner!

CHAnDEBISE. But. ..

Feramtron. A pig could teach you manners!

Cranpesise. Listen to me, my man!

Feranron, What?
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. CHANDEBISE (putting on his hat and taking off his gloves) Iam Monsieur
Victor Emmanuel Chandebise, managing director for all France of
the Boston Life Insurance Company.

FCIIERAILLON { facing front} Tight as a drum! Soaked, sozzled, satur-
ated . . .

CHANDEBISE. Sir. (He strikes him across the chest with his gloves) My
seconds will call on you. (He moves up c)

FeraiLron. Oh, yes? Well, take one of these for each of your
seconds! (He kicks Chandebise round in a circle again)

Cuanpesise. Oh—oh . ..

FERAILLON. And that for Monsieur Chandebise!

CHaNpEBISE. Oh!

Ferateron, And that! And that! (He finishes L of Chandebise)

Cuanpesise, That'll be quite enough from you! (He pulls his arm
atway)

dFERAILLON (pulling Chandebise’s jacket off his shoulder) What's the
idea?

Cuanperise, If you don’t mind!

Ferawron (turning Chandebise round and taking his jacket off) This
your idea of a Joke? Parading in civies?

CuaNDERISE. You're going too far . ..

FeraiLroN (faking off Chandebise’s hat) You can do without that as
well, (He moves to the coat-rack down L, hangs up the hat and jacket, and
takes down the uniform cap and coat)

CHANDEBISE ( facing front) My God! It’s a raving maniac!

FErAILLON. (et your cap on now! (Fe puts the cap on Chandebise’s
he

aé)l{ANDEBISE. No! No!

FeraiLLoN. And your jacket! (He gets one of Chandebise’s arms in the
sleeve)

CraNDEBISE. | won't wear it! (He moves down 1)

FeraiLLon, Won't wear your uniform? I'll tell you when to wear
your uniform. Get dressed—at the double.

CHANDEBisE. Yes! Yes, sir! (He puis on the coat) Yes . . .

FeraroN. Now! Dis-miss. To your room! Like greased bloody
lightning! (He moves up L)

CuanpEBisE, Yes, sir. Yes. It’s a raving—raving . . .

FEraiLLoN. What did you say? You want another touch of my
boot?

CHANDEBISE {moving to the stairs) No! No!

FeraiLLon. All right then!

CHanpEBISE ( facing front) Maniac! Complete maniac!

Ferarron, Will you—shog off!

(CHANDEBISE exils upstairs)

You see! The terrible effect of vermouth! Still dead drunk! It’s sad,
when you find a decent servant, he has to turn out a hopeless sot . . ,

(BUGENIE enters up L)
Evctnie. Oh, there you are, sir,
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Ferarron. What is it now?

Euctnie. Madame’s got the screaming tiff-taffs . . .

FErarLLoN. Oh, my God, what’s next on the menu I wonder?
What do you want me to do about it? What do you take me for? An
army nurse?

EuctnE. For Heaven’s sake, sir, what are we going to do about
madame?

FeraiLLor. In case of shock I always recommend a quick slap

around the chops. She’ll find that very reassuring. Try that.
Euctnie. Thank you very much. I'd get a quick slap back.
FeraiLroN. Yes, might do you a bit of good. {Moving up L) All
right. Run up to Number Ten and ask Doctor Finache to come and
look at her. At a convenient moment!
Eucénie. At the double, sir.
FeraiLLoN. What a bloody nuisance. (Geing out up L) Now then,
my precious. Feeling a little bit seedy, are we?

{FERAILLON exits up L. As soon as he is out of sight, POCHE enters up
L, singing the ** Marseillaise”, and moves to the coat-rack L)

Pocue. Now—off to the post office. Well! What joker’s pinched
my uniform? Cheeky bastard! (He takes Chandebise’s hat and coat) He’s
left his hat and coat instead of mine. (Putting them on) Not a bad fit,
for going to the post office. (Moving up ¢} I'll give them back when
he hands over mine.

(The buzzer sounds—Number 11)
Good! Someone wants me. They do love me here! Coming! Coming!

(POCHE exits up L. EUGENIE and FINACHE enter downstairs and move
below them)

EUGENIE (as she comes down) This way, Doctor.

FiNacHE. You don’t imagine I came here to practice medicine?
What’s the matter with your mistress?

Evcénie. Nothing much. Just the screaming tifi-taffs.

FivacHE. Whatever’s that?

EuctnE. A sort of blue fit. She had a fright and . . .

FinacHE. A fright? Why not say so!

Evcénie. It froze her blood! Now it's spread to her nerves, I
should imagine.

FivacHE. And you interrupted me for that? Get a good big soda-
water siphon and give her a squirt. That’ll calm her down.

Evotne. You'd better see her. {Moving up L) You've gone to all
this trouble . . .

Fivacue. Yes, I have!

Fuctnie. This way, Doctor . . .

(EuctmEe and FINAGHE exit up L. CHANDEBISE comes downstairs)

CuanpeBIsE (moving ¢) The maniac’s gone. What I've been
through! If that's how he welcomes his guests, I can’t see them
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coming back a second time! What a maniac! (Moving 1) Good
heavens! Where’s my jacket? And my hat! He hung them there!
They’ve vanished. (He looks under the table)

(RayMONDE and TOURNEL enfer up L)

Ravmonpe, We've given him the slip! Quick, call a cab!
'TOURNEL (sesing Chandebise) Yes, Here’s the porter,

RAYMONDE (¢rossing below Tournel to Chandebise) The hall porter ., . .
Cranpgrise. What a thing to happen . ., .

Raymonpe. Quick, Poche. A cab!

CHANDEBISE. What?

TourNEL. A cab!

CHanpzspieE. My wife!

RaymonDe. My husband! It is him. (Running up c) Itis . . .
{RAYMONDE exits up c)

CHANDEBISE. And with Tournel!

TourneL. It really is! (He backs to ¢ and sits on the stool)

Cuanpesse ( following Tournel and pushing him down each time he rises)
What are you doing here? You! What are you doing with my wife?

TOURNEL (rising) You know quite well!

CHANDEBISE (pushing him down) What? What do I know?

TourNEL (rising) We just explained it all to you.

CHANDEBISE (pushing him down) Oh, yes! You explained it all!
What did you explain? Answer me! Will you answer . , , ?

ToURNEL (rising) Now, just a moment , , .

(FERAILLON enters up L and moves down c)

FEramron. Haven't we had enough of this bloody row! Poche!
Cnanperise, The maniac!

FeraiLLon. Poche!

(TOURNEL exits up L. FERAILLON kicks Chandebise round in a circle)

FErRAILLON. You animal!

Cunanpesse. Eh! Oh! Help!

FeraiLron, Beast!

Cuawpebise. Oh!

FEraLLoN, Pig!

CHANDEBISE. (running lo the stairs) Now then, my man. Look here.
FERAILLON ( following him) Haven’t you had enough?

CuanpEBISE.  Yes! Yes! Quite enough. Help! Help me! Help!
There’s a maniac. A raving maniac . . .

(CHANDEBISE runs up the stairs)

FErAILLON '( following) T'll give you maniac, you vermouth be-
sotted sponge! Back to your cell till tomorrow morning. Go and sleep
it off. Double! Double! And twice as quick as that, you dozy bastard!

(CHANDEBISE and FERAILLON exit upstairs. SCHWARZ enters down
L, puiting or his jacket, and moves up )
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Scuwarz. Verpflucht nochmal! Ich muss selbst sehen, ob diese
Sache ewig dauern wird!

(SCHWARZ exits up ¢. CAMILLE enters from the upstage bedroom and
moves down L. LUCIENNE enters R and moves to the bedroom doer C)

CamiLLE. Nobody about. Oh, I do wish I couid find my silver
roof!

Lucien~e, It’s gone quiet again!

CAMILLE (seeing Lucienne and moving to the corvidor up c¢) Madame
Histangua!

Luciense (closing the bedroom door behind her) My husband must
have gone,

(LucienNE and CAMILLE scream on seeing each other, LUGIENNE
grabs Camille by the arm and pulls him down L)

Oh, Camille—please! Don’t leave me. My husband’s breathing
down my neck. With a revolver! He wants to kill everyone!

CamiLLe. Good God!

Lucienne. I beg you. Don’t leave me!

Camirre. No! No! I won't. ..

HoMENIDES (off upstairs) Where are the wretcheth? Where are you
hiding?

(LuciENNE and CAMILLE scream)

Lucienne, My husband!
Camirre. That’s him!

éﬁf‘:&ﬁz} (together) Let’s run!

(LUCIENNE and CAMILLE run up C. SCHWARZ enfers up C. CAMILLE
rushes into the bedroom downstage and puts his back against the door.
LUCGIENNE runs info the bedroom down L)

Scawarz, Ach Mensch! Was fiir ein hitbsches Midchen!

(Scrwarz exits down L, taking off his jacket, HOMENIDES rushes down-
statrs)

Howmenoes. Where are they? I want to kill them! To slay them
both! Just tell me! Where is the room of Chandebise? Is everybody
dead?

(HoMENIDES runs out up ¢. POCHE enters up L and moves R of the
stairs)

PocHe. Who's making all this noise?
(LUCIENNE enters down L, backing, ScHwarz follows her)

Scuwarz. Sei’ lieb, mein Schatz. Komm zuruck,

Lucienne, Kindly stop that suggestive behaviour! (She slaps
Schwarz’s face) .

Scawarz, Nochmal! Ach, wie ist das scheusslich!
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(SCHWARZ spins round and exits L. POCHE comes down stage ® of

Luctenne)

Pocre. Good shot!

LuciennE ( falling into his arms) Monsieur Chandebise!
PocHE, What?

Lucienve. God’s sent you—to save my life!

PocHE, What’s the matter, madame?

Lucienne. My husband’s after me. He wants to kill me!
Pocue. What’s that again?

LucieNNE. Save me! Save me!

PocuE (pulling her up ¢) Come on, then. This way out.

{LucienNE and POCHE exti up ©)
Houmenmes (off up ¢) Ah! Caramba! Caught you!

(LUCIENNE enters up , runs down G and tries to open the bedroom door,
which CAMILLE is barring)

Lvucienne. It’s him! Open, please!
Camirre. No-one’s coming in here!

(POCHE enters up 6. LUCIENNE runs down L)

Pocse. Hurry up! Not in there, Herr Shutyourhole.
LuGIENNE (running ¢) Where then?
PocHE (moving to the upstage bedroom) In there! Baptistin’s room!

(LUCIENNE exits into the upstage bedroom, PocHE follows and shuts
the door behind them. HOMENIDES enters )

HomenpEs. Don’t bother to hide yourselves. I've theen you.
Death . . . (He stops short up c)

{EUGENIE enfers up 1. and moves to Homenides)

Evcenie. Did you want something, sir?
HoMermes. I want Chandebise! And the woman with him!
EvGENIE (pointing fo the downstage bedroom) In there, sir. He’s mad!

(EUGENIE exits up L)

HoMENIDES (knocking on the bedroom a’oor}- Open up! So I can kill
you!

Camiire, Nobody at home.

Homenines, Will you open up! (As ke counts, he shoulders the door
three times) Uno! Dos! Tres!

(On the third count, CAMILLE dives to the chair down r. HIOMENIDES
rushes into the bedroom and exils r. There is a glass crash off R, then
HOMENIDES re-enters and stands over Camille)

My wife, Just you give me my wife! So I can kill her. Tho’ I can
slay her! I’'m a dead shot. {Crossing ¢) See that target? (Indicating the
bed buiton) Toro! (He produces his revolver and fires at the button) Buil’s-
eye!
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{The bed revolves, bringing on PocuE and LuciEnNE, HOMENIDES,
returning fo Camille, does not see this)

Caramba! When I find her, she dies! Hasta la meurte!
CamiLre, T promise. I haven’t got her. Search me!
LucienNe. My husband!

{LUCIENNE rushes out of the bedroom and exils up ¢, followed by
PocHE)

HoMeNDEs. My wife! {He fires at the bedroom doer, then rushes from
the room)

(FERAILLON comes running downstairs, meeting HOMENIDES C)

FerarLLoN. Do 1 hear shots? War’s broken out! In my hrtel?
Now then, what’s going on here exactly? Oh, my God, apprehurd
him! A madman! A stark raving . . . Poche! Eugénie! Apprehend
him!

(FEranLLON and HOMENIDES struggle c. More shots are fired.
SCHWARZ enfers L and moves C)

Stop the carnage! Ah—got you, my beauty! You're not getting away
with this. Police! Send for the police!

{During the ensuing chavs, OLympE, EUGENIE and fwo MEN and fwo
WOMEN guests rush on_from the corridors and down the stairs to join in the
turmotl, In the bedroom, CAMILLE jumps en the bed and under the coverlet.
The bed revolves continuously, bringing on BApTISTIN and CAMILLE in
turn, both shrieking. All the following speeches are spoken simulianeously)

" Barbaric behaviour! Ou uncouth savage, you!
Police! Police! Thank God—the maid. Got my
orders, have you? Jump to it . ..
EuGENIE All right, all right—what’s the matter now? Good
heavens, who’s he got hold of there? Look, sir—
look. It’s the chief—he’s got himself in the soup,
all right, Oh, no, it’s a bit too much. I'm not
staying in this monkey house a moment longer,
Madame! Madame! Look, sir, Madame!
Madame!
18T MaAN {to 15t Woman) Don’t be afraid, my little darling.
Y Your Paul’s here to look after you. What'sgoingon
down there? Will you kindly stop this ridiculous
horseplay! What’ee you waiting for? Stop it! Stop
it! Mannerless apes. And this is meant to be a
quiet little hotel. It'll be a long time before I set
foot in here again. Fernande, where are you?
Please! Answer me, Fernande . . . Fernande!
OLymPE I thought I heard a noise! Aaaah! Help! Help!
Feraillon! He’s going to kill me! Help! T can feel
it coming on again! I'm about to faint dead
away . . . Eugénie! Help me! Eugénie!
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15T Woman [ Can’t you see? Help! They're going to kill us. To
slaughter us—in our beds! I told you I didn’t
want to come here! Don’t shoot-—not at mel

Not at me. Help! Paul, don’t just stand there,
save me!

aND Maxn Don’t make such a noise! Please—try to be quiet.
4  What’s hapgening,_exactly? Stop it—come on,
this way, we're getting out—come along. Police!
Police!

28D Woman | My husband! I know it’s my husband! Oh, please!
Edouard, don’t shoot! I beg you, don’t shoot!
Aaaah—it’s not him! Help, help! This is the
| absolute limit! Help!

Eventually HOMENIDES is overpowered and forced out up ¢, OLYMPE
Jfaints down c, EUGENIE bends over her, the bed stops ‘fm’mmg with
BAPTISTIN in view screaming, as the lights BLack-Our and—

the CurTAIN falls




ACT 1II

ScENE— The Chandebises’ drawing-room. Half an hour later. )
As the CURTAIN rises, ANTOINETTE enlers up ¢ and moves down stage, doing
up her blouse buttons.

AntomnerTe. Help! Etienne’s back! I'll never have time—I'm all
fingers and thumbs! Right! Now we’ll see!

ETiENNE (gff ¢) Antoinette! Antoinette!

ANTOINETTE. Oh! (She runs to the doors up ¢ and boits them)

Erienne (off) Antoinette! o

ANTOINETTE (grabbing her apron from the sofa and pulting it or,:) Help!

ETiENNE (gff) Antoinette! Will you open! The little slut’s locked
herself in! Just wait!

ANTOINETTE. Quick! {She unbolts the doors, then runs down L)

(ANTOINETTE exits down L. ETIENNE enters up R and moves down C)
Etienne, Antoinette! Where’s she got to? Antoinette!
(ANTOINETTE enters down L)

ANTOINETTE (moving fo the fablz) Was it you making that extra-
ordinary noise? . )

Emienne. Of course it was. What’s the idea? Locking yourself in?

ANTOINETTE. What?

ETieNNE. I want to know why you were locked in.

AnToiNeTTE. Me? Of course 1 wasn’t locked in. )

ETIENNE (moving up C and opening the door) Now look! That’s
peculiar . . . )

ANTOINETTE (picking up the magazines from the table and moving R)
The wonders of science! Etienne learns how to open a door! {Ske puts
the magazines on the small table RG) , '

ETIENNE (moving L of the sofa) Never mind. The door’s unimpor-
tant. Just you tell me——what were you doing at the Hotel Cogq d’Or.

ANTOINETTE. What did you say?

Emienne. The Hotel Cog d’Or.

AntomeTTE, What on earth is “The Hotel Cogq d’Or?

Emienne. What on earth? Oh, very good! But I've got you now,
It wasn’t half an hour ago—that I caught you there. .,

ANTOINETTE. You caught me? AMe?

ETiENNE. Yes, you!

ANTOINETTE {sitting on the sofa) 1 haven’t moved out of here!

EriEnnE. A likely story!

ANTOINETTE, It's perfectly true, )

EmiEnne. I thought you'd do better than that. I mean something
like *It was my long lost twin sister” or “I just popped in to collect
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the fish”. But not “I wasn’t there”. (Moving down 1) Not a bare-
faced denial.

AnTONETTE. I can’tsay what didn’t happen.

ETIENNE (moving L of the sofz) You miserable sinner! I saw you with
my own eyes . .,

ANTOINETTE (rising) What does that prove?

Etiz . g, Oh!

ANToNeTTE. It doesn’t matter to me if you saw me or not. I still
wasn’t there,

ETIENNE (moving down c) The nerve! The pure ice cold! So! So, 1
didn’t catch you there? Half naked—all wrapped around by an
Alsatian wolf-hound,

ANTOINETTE. Me?

ErienNe. Yes, you! You! And he didn’t get violent with me
either, I don’t suppose!

ANTOINETTE. Me, with an Alsatian gentleman? It’s ridiculous. I
don’t even speak the language.

Etienne. Oh, yes! Very convincing. Certain things are beyond
the barriers of language. Certain things—can be explained by signs!
S0—vyou weren’t being hugged by a Hun?

ANTOINETTE. Never moved out of the house.

Erienne (meving L) God Almighty! Subtle little bitch! She lies like
a respectable woman! So you never moved out of the house? All
right, We’ll find out. (He moves up c)

ANTOINETTE. What are we going to do?

Erienne. Ask the concierge.

ANTOINETTE (moving up to Etienne) The conceirge!

ETienNe. He'll tell me, if you went out!

ANTOINETTE [ You're out of your mind! You can’t in-
involve Monsieur Plommard in a
ridiculous family squabble. Do you
(together) «  W2N the whole street to laugh at

. you?
ETIENNE That's got you, hasn’t it? You didn’t
think of that. Now you're hooked,
clever puss! '

ANTOINETTE (beating on Etienne's chest) Listen, Etienne!

ETienNE, I'm not listening . . . (He pushes her down stage)

ANTOINETTE (moving below the table) Oh, do what you like! (She
leans on the table) '

] (E.)TIENNE moves into the hall picks up the telephone and leans on the door
Jam

Etienne, Hullo . . . Oh hullo, Monsieur Plommard. Good! . . .
Slightly odd request, old man, but I need the information. Did you
happen to notice what time my wife went out this afternoon? . . .
What? She didn’t go out? It’s not possible! . . . Perhaps she slipped
past you ... What? She had a bite to eat with you. Onion soup! Oh,
yes. I see. No-one's in for dinner up here so she just popped down.
Oh, yes, indeed . , . Really? You don’tsayso...?
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AnToNeTTE. Five francs—that call cost me!

ETiEnne. I can’t understand it! It’s incredible . . . All right.
Thanks, old man. Sorry to bother you. (He replaces the receiver and
moves C}

ANTOINETTE (lurning up stage) And,so...?

Erienne (moving douwn r) Let me alone! What am I? Soft in the
head? Short-sighted?

ANTOINETTE (moving #p ¢} What fools jealousy can make of us!

ETiENNE (moving above the sofa) Yes . .. all right. Go on! Back to
the kitchen! We'll talk about this later,

(The doorbell rings)
AnTOINETTE. Oh, whenever you like,
(ANTOINETTE exils up G and to R. The doorbell rings)

Erienne, All right! Just coming, (Moving up ¢) This woman’ll
stick at nothing. I must keep her under close observation.

( The doorbell rings)
I'm coming.

(ETIENNE exits C. After a moment RAYMONDE enters ¢ and moves to
the stool up r. TOURNEL follows and moves L above the table. ETIENNE
Jollows to c}

Raymonpe. Didn’t you hear us ringing?

ETiENnE. Yes, madame. I was commg . . .

RavmoNDE (faking off her hat and gloves) Monsieur Chandebise not
back yet?

EmiEnNE. What? Oh, no. No, madame,

Ravuonpe. All right. (Turning to the stool) You can go,

ETienne, Yes, madame. (Turning up ¢} You little—bitch!

TourNeL. What did you say?

Eriexne. I wasn’t talking to you.

(ETIENNE exils up c, closing the doors)

TourneL. I should hope not. Well, my dear. Now I've seen you
home--I think I'll be off,

RavMonpe. You're not going to abandon me?

Tourner. Well ...

Ravmonpe, Thank you very much! How do we know what Victor
Emmanuel’s next mood is going to be? You know when we met him
in the hotel the second time? You may not have noticed, but he was
trying to strangle you! Perhaps he's got a taste forit. ..

TourneL, You think I ought to stay?

RavmonDE. I can’t face him alone.

TourneL {moving ) Oh, all right! (He sits or the sofa)

Raymonpe, You don’t sound very keen on the idea.

TourNEL. Are you surprised?

Ravmonoe, Men are all the same! (Moring above the table L)
Ready for anything except responsibility!
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Tourner. Responsibility for what? Nothing happened . . .

Raymonpe, It wasn’t your fault nothing happened, (Moving q)
And Victor Emmanuel doesn’t know nothing happened. Finding us
there he’s quite entitled to think—whatever he thinks. And unless he
thinks whatever he thinks why do you think he’s so angry?

TourNeL. What I can’t understand is—why did he take so long
to make up his mind—about what he thinks?

RAvyMONDE (moving L) Well, yes.

TourNEeL. I mean, when he rolled in the first time, sitting on his
bed, swigging vermouth . . .

RavymoNDE. Yes. ..

Tourner, He didn’t seem so very shocked! He was really quite
glad to see us,

RAvYMONDE (moving L of the sofs) He even gave us a kiss!

TourNeL. Exactly! And then—we see him again in that ridicu-
lous cap and he leaps at my throat. I mean, in these little adventures
one usually jumps to a conclusion right away. It’s not something
that needs mulling over . . . for hours and hours . . .

Raymonpe. That’s what I was thinking! It's most peculiar . . .

{ The doorbell rings. TOURNEL rises)

My God—someone’s at the door. Perhaps it’s him.

Tourner. Already?

LucienNE (off) Is your mistress hack?

Er1ENNE (off) Yes, madame,

RaymoNDE (moving up ) No. It’s Lucienne. (Opening the door)
Come in!

(LUCIENNE enters c. TOURNEL moves down R)

Lucienne. Raymonde, darling. What dramas! (Ske moves down )
Raymonpe. Don’t know it! (She moves down ® of Lucienne)
LUciensE (holding out her hand) Look. I'm trembling like a leaf.

(RAYMONDE takes Lucienne’s hand, TOURNEL moves in RC)

Ravmonpr

T aMON } (together) Oh
. Luciennz, ‘And I can’t go home. Never! Never! Oh, hullo, Mon-
sieur Tournel. I'm sorry . . . (She sifs R of the table)

Tourner. Don’t mention it. Formalities later . . .

Lucienne, I'll sleep out under bridges—and railway embank-
ments! Just as long as I never see that wild beast again! No! I should
be too frightened to . . .

Raymonpe, Oh, him! That’s not a husband you've got, it's a
tornado. When he saw us at the Hotel Coq d’Or, Monsieur Tournel
and I—I really don’t know what got into him; but he chased us
with a revolver! Just as if he wanted to kill us,

TourNeL, Yes, us! Would it be awfully inquisitive to ask why?

LucienNE (rising) You mean he was hunting you as well? It’s too
much . , . (Ske moves below the table)

TourneL, What a firebrand!
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RayMoNpDe. What a volcano!

LucieNNe. I'm not out of the wood yet. Luckily your husband
helped me to escape. Without him, God knows what'd have hap-
pened! '

Ravymonpe. My husband?

Lucienne. He frightened me a hit, too.

RavuonDe. Why?

Lucienne. I don’t know if all the worry affected his mind . . .

RAYMONDE. You noticed it, too?

LuciEnNE (meving ¢ to Raymonde) Most certainly I did! I mean he
talked quite sensibly and begged me to go. Then oof! War broke out!
We tumbled down the stairs, got to the boitom, and there he was
looking most peculiar and saying, “Who is this Red Skin. Anyone
you know?” “Do I know him? He’s my husband,” I said, “‘you know
as well as I do!” And then he said, “Who are You? I don’t know
you.” “Dear Heaven!” I said. “There he goes, poor old Victor
Emmanuel, unhinged.”” Then he started talking gibberish, and 1
couldn’t understand a syllable!

Ravvonpe. He did that to us!

TourneL, Exactly the same!

RaymonpE. Insane!

TourNeL. Afraidso. ..

Luciesne, And suddenly—I don’t know what crossed his mind!
He asked me to wet my whistle! Me! AMe/

o= b (together) OB!

Lucienne. ‘Now steady on,” I said, “Chandebise.” And he went,
“Poche. Poche.”

%’““0““ (together) Yes. That's what he does. “Poche. Poche.”

'OURNEL

TourneL. It's his motto,

Lucienne, Welll Then, I'm afraid T got cold feet, 1 left your
husband and I bolted. Oh, dear—I'm bolting still! (Ske sits ® of the
table

RlYMONDE. Oh—what a day!

(The doorbell rings. LUCIENNE rises)
Lucienne, Someone—someone rang?
%3::3;3 B\ (together) Yes.
TourneL. Perhaps it's—Chandebise!
Ravmonpe. That’d be odd! He's got a key.
TourRNEL. Sometimes he forgets it.
Ravmonoe. That's true.
Tourner. I well remember one time when old Chandebise forgot
his key! It was winter, and the snow was coming down . . .
Ravmonpe. This is hardly the moment for reminiscences.
Tourner. Oh, all right.
Ravumonpe. Oh, help!
Lucienne. Isn’t anyone going?
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Ravmonpe. I don’t know. But if someone rang . . .
TourNEL. It probably means someone’s at the door.
Ravmonpe., Obviously. :
Tourner. All right.

(ETIENNE enters up ¢, closing the doors)
Emienne, Madame! Madame!

{ToURNEL moves R, RAYMONDE L fo the table, LuciENNE below the
table)

Raymvonpe, Well? What is i+?

Erienne, Oh dear, madame.

RavymonpeE. What?

ETiennE. The master!

ToURNEL

TournzL. } (together) Th . . .

RayMoNDE. Well?

ETiENNE. Well. I don't know what’s the matter with the master.
I opened the door to him, and he came in like ks, and said, ““Is this
where Monsieur Chandebise lives?”

Arr. What? :

ETIENKE. Yes, madame. Of course I thought, “Oh, dear me,
that’s the master’s little joke.” I thought I’ll join him in a bit of harm.
less fun, and I said, “Ha ha ha,” 1 said, “certainly this is where
Monsieur Chandebise lives.” But he didn’t bat an eyelid. He just
said, ““Will you tell him that I’'ve come about the matter of my uni-
form.”

AL, No! '
b RavmonNpE. We're not going to start thet all over again? Where is

e?

Erienne. In the hall. He's waiting . . .

Egg;ﬁ; } (together) What?

RavmonnE., He’s waiting?

Eﬁg::;,i; } (together) In the hall?

{ETIENNE opens the doors up C)
Ravymonpe. Oh, for heaven’s sake!

(RAYMONDE moves up R of the door, LUCIENNE L of Elienne, TOUR-
NEL R of Raymonde. POCHE 15 seen sitting in the bench in the hall)

ALL. Oh!

RavyMoNDE. What on earth are you doing there?
Pocre, What did you say?

RavymonNpeE. Waiting like a tradesman?

PocHE (rising and moving down to the doorway) Madame?
EveryoNe. “Madame?”’

Ravmonpe, “Madame.” Oh, do come in. ..
Pocue, I’'m waiting for Monsieur Chandebise.
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LuciEnne

Ravymonpe. What did you say?

Erienne, You see, madame. What did T tell you?

PocHE (taking off fus hat) I remember you! Isaw you, at the Hotel
Coq d’Or. (He slaps Etienne’s chest with his hat)

Erienne., Yes, sir, That's right.

PocrE. You're the chap whose wife . . .

Erienng. Oh, please, Monsieur . . .

Ravymonpe. What did he say?

Pocue. And you. You as well, madame! You're the lady from
the hotel. You're the one that give us the cuddles, aren’t you? All
right, are you, madame? (e lurches to Raymonde)

RavMONDE (pushing Tournel below to Pocke) Oh, my God! Tournel!
What’s wrong with him?

TourneL. Steady on, old fellow.

Pocre. And the fancy man! How are you, darling? Give us a kiss!

TourNEL (pushing Poche atwray) Now. That’s quite enough of that,
Victor Emmanuel! Victor Emmanuel!

PocHE (moving R of the table Lc) No. Poche! I tell you Poche!

LuciENNE (moving L of the table) You see. Poche. Poche, That’s
what he does.

PoceE, And you, madame! We were chased by redskins! Can you
believe it! We were scared to death . . . (He bangs the table with his hat)

LUcIENNE (running across R to Raymonde and holding her hand) Yes—
weren’t we? Quiteso . ..

Pocur, And all you birds—live together? In the same nest!
Highly comical!

ArL. Oh. .,

(LUGIENKE moves down R, leaving Raymonde between her and Tournel)

Tour~eL }(tagetlm) What?

PocHE (moeving ) Did I say something wrong?
(ETIENNE moves L of the sofa)

ArL. No, Not at all. Nothing . . .

PocHE (meving L) Nice family—but a bit simple! (He paces up and
down L

RAY?»IUNDE. But what's the matter with him?

Lucienne. Poor man. Let the doctor have a look at him,

Erienne. Shall I telephone Doctor Finache?

Ravmonne. Oh, do what you like,

ETENNE (moving up ¢) Yes, madame.

POCHE (moving up c) You off?

ETiENNE. Yes, sir. Yes. ..

Pocue. All right. But don’t forget to tell Monsieur Chandebise.

Lucienne, Hear that?

ETiENNE. Yes, of course, sir. Yes, I will . . .

(ETIENNE exits up c)
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RavmoNDe. He's working up to something! _

EOCHE (moving down c) You see my umform was on the peg
all

Lucienne

Tof}mm} (together) Oh, yes? Really?

RavymonNpE, We've had quite enough of this!

Pocue. Ah...

RAYMONDE (erossing below Tournel to Poche} If you're ill for heaven’s
sake say so, and we’ll get you taken care of. Ifit’s a sort of game then
it’s very silly.

PocHe. Ah!

RaymonDE, We've explained everything. We've proved it’s
mathematically impossible for anything to have gone on between
me and Monsieur Tournel. Lucienne will bear us out.

LucEnNe. Certainly!

Ravymonpe. That ought to be enough! So, if you persist in think-
ing—whatever you think—well, do as you like. After all Monsieur
Tournel’s here to answer for himself . .,

Tourner. Me?

Pocue. Oh!

RavMoNpE. Absolutely! So whether you believe us or not, at
least rise to the occasion! Stop making an exhibition of yourself!

PocHE. Me?

Ravmonne. Yes, you! When you're confronted with the evidence
you take us in your arms and kiss us. Ten minutes later you're trying
to strangle Monsieur Tournel!

Pocue. Did I try to strangle you?

TourNeL. Yes.

Ravmonpe. Do you believe us or not?

Pocue, Of course I believe you.

Ravyonpe. Good! So let’s have one big kiss and never mention
it again! (Ske opens her arms)

PocuE (wiping his mouth) Why stop at one? {He moves lo Raymonde)

ALL. At last!

RayMoNpE (pushing Poche away to ® of her) Oh!

(PocHE treads on Tournel’s foot)

Tourner. Ow!

ALL. What’s the matter?

Ravmonpe, You've been drinking!

Pocure. What?

RavMoNDE. You smell of drink!

Pocue, Me?

RAYMONDE (pushing Poche to Tournel) Try a whiff of that!
TourNeL. Overpowering! (He moves down LC)
RayMonDE. So, yow’ve taken to drink now, have you?
Arn, Oh...! .
Pocre, What me? Drink? Just a couple of swallows to restore the

blocdstream and so on. You know how it is. (He slaps Raymonde's

Tourner. Is he playing charades? stomach with kis hat)
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Raymonpe. Tight! Completely tight! (She moves up stage 1. of the
sofa and leans on it)

AL, Oh...!

Pocue, Me? How could you say that? Not a2 word of truth! And
you know it, my girl . . . (He slaps ker behind with his hat)

RAYMONDE (pushing Poche away to Lc) Go away. Go and sleep it off
somewhere else.

PocHe. What?

Tourner. Oh, Victor Emmanuel! That you should sink so
low. ..

PacHE (right into Tournel's face) No, no, Poche—I tell you, Poche!

Tousner. All right, if that’s how you want it. (He pushes Poche
away down R}

Luciense. Oh . .. (Ske moves up stage o Raymonde)

PocHe. Yes! That’s how I want it! Of course I do! If you all go
on like this I'll get really angry.

(TOURNEL moves below the table)
RavmonpE. It's disgusting!
{ETIENNE enters up C)
ETienne. Here's the doctor, madame,
{FINACHE enters up G)

ArrL. dk...!

FiNacHE (moving down ¢) What's the matter? Etienne says he was
just telephoning me. Hullo, Chandebise. (He moves down R to Poche)

Pocue. Where is this Chandebise?

(LUCIENNE moves down LC to ® of Tournel)

FinacHE. Very witty! Ha ha. Yes. What’s the matter?

RAvYMONDE (moving LC, R of Lucienne) Just that the gentleman’s
dead drunk.

Finacue, What? Him!

ETiENNE {meving above the sofa, L end) What? Monsieur Chandebise!

ToURNEL

Lucmnna} (together) Yes,

Pocue. What? Me?

Raymonpe. Just take a sniff. Go on.

Finvache. It's not true, is it, old man?

Pocue, Me? Pffh!

FivacHe. Oh...!

Pocue. They're joking!

FINACHE (recoiling slightly} Yes, indeed. Strong stuff!

Erignne. Oh, sir. You . ..

FivacuE. My poor, dear friend. What did you drink to get into a
state like this?

Pocue, What? You as well! Look here, my good man . ..

FinacHeE. My good man?
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Pocre. You finished your little joke, have you? I'm no more tight
than you are! (Moving below the others to down 1)

Finacue, All right. Now, then, old fellow . ..

PocuE. I tell you! (In Tournel’s face} You're driving me out of my
mind!

(TOURNEL recoils a pace up stage)

Ever since I came in at that door my head’s been spinning round—
{in Lucienne's face)—like a top!

{LUCGIENNE recoils a pace upstage)
I don’t know you! (In Raymonde’s face) What are you trying to do,
anyway?

{RAYMONDE recoils @ pace up stage)

{Moving acress R} I’'m here to see Monsieur Chandebise, and—(in
Finacke’s face}—Monsieur Chandebise Il see. (Moving down r) I've
nothing more to say. (He paces up and down v)

Finacue, Oh dear, dear.

RavMoNDE. You see?

{ETIENNE moves down in line with the others, to R of Finache)

Lucienne. Just a few lucid flashes and then—pfft!
Tourngel, He’s been like that since this afternoon.
Fivacue. It’s a serious attack.

Ravmonpe. Can you believe it?

{PoCHE turns the chair R to jface the window)
TourneL., What’s he doing now?
(PocHE makes a rude noise at the others, then sils)

Ifﬁi’:ﬂ?f } (together) Oh!

FinacHE. Any previous disturbances?

RavmonpE. Never. Isn’t that right, Etienne?

Erienne, Never,

Fmvacue. There are obviously strong hallucinatory symptoms. 1
would say—an amnesia of a very pronounced degree and a complete
loss of contact with his true personality., One finds that with in-
veterate alcoholics.

Arr. No!

FinacHe. After this, we'll be getting delirium tremens,

AL, Oh...!

(POCHE rises, bangs the table with his hat, and sits again. They all
gasp)

RavumonpE. It doesn’t make sense! He only has one small glass
of cognac after dinner,

TourxeL, He often leaves half of it.

Etienng, And I have to finish it off, to prevent the waste . . .
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Lucienne. One small glass wouldn’t make him like that.

Fivacue. In some cases half a small glass of cognac is more than
enough! Alcoholism isn’t a question of amount, 1t depends on the
idiosyncratic tendencies of the personality factor.

ALL (except Tournel) On the what?

Fmvacue, The personality tends, in a greater or less degree . .

TourNEL (iaking a pace down stage) Yes! To make an idiot of itself?

Fmacue. What? No—certainly not!

TouRNEL (iaking a pace up stage) Oh? Sorry, T thought it did.

{As FINAGHE speaks, the others huddle round him)

Fivacre. The personality factor regulates an individual’s per-
sonal reactions. Some people can absorb a bottle a day--and it
doesn’t do them the slightest harm; others only need one little glass
and poof . . . alcoholism!

PocHE. 1 bet they're saying something nasty about me.

FinacHE. And there, of course, lies the great danger. A glass of
cognac after dinner? What’s wrong with that? Nothing, apparently!
Until the day of reckoning. And then—well, look at the pitiful

result.

{ They all form a line again as before and look at Poche)

Arr. Oh ...t

PocHE (rising ond moving down R) All right, you lousy string of
onions! Enjoying yourselves?

ArL, What?

PocHE. You know what I mean! This has got to stop, or it'll all
end in tears!

FINacHE (erossing below Etienne to Poche) What is it, my poor friend?
What’s the matter?

Pocre. I'm not a fool, you know!

FinacHe. There! There! (Mouving to the others) Irritable with it, you
see? One of the well-known symptoms.

Pocue. What?

FinacHE (moving back to Poche) Nothing, my dear fellow. Nothing
at all. Now then, stretch out your hand.

Pocee. My hand?

FinacHE. Like this. (Holding cut his kand) Can you manage that?

Pocre. What for? (He holds out a very shaky hand)

Airl. Oh, Look he’s got the shakes!

FINAGHE (moving to the others) You see that, the alcoholic tremor?
Typical of the condition.

PocHE (stamping his foot) Ahaha! Ahaha! Ahaha!

AvrL (recoiling two paces up stage) Ahaha?

PocHE (stampring across to down L and back) Stop it! Stop it! Step it!

Arr. Oh, my God!

Finvacue. What’s the trouble, old fellow?

PocHE (tentinuing to stamp about) You want to drive me loony, don’t
you? That’s what you want to do!

ALL. No. Certainly notl
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RavymonDE. Please. { Taking a pace down to Pocke as he passes) Keep
calm, dear,

PocHEe. Piss off! (He moves down L and paces up and down)

Ravymonpe. What did he say?

Finacue, Take no notice. (Moving up r) They don’t know what
they’re doing during these attacks. This way. We'll try not to excite
him. {(He indicates the door up R)

{(LucienNE and RAYMONDE move up stage)

Ravmonpe. He’s going too far! It’s all jolly fine and large for him
to be an alcoholic, but to tell me to pi . . . Is that what he told me to
do?

Finacue. What do you expect? He's over-excited. Leave me
alone with Etienne. We'll try and get him to bed.

RavymonpE. Yes. Put him to bed! Because really . . .

FivacHe. Yes, Yes. (Showing Lucienns the door up R) Pardon me,
madame.

Lucienne. Of course. What a terrible thing—at his age!
{LUCIENNE ¢xils up R)

Fmacue, Go along, Tournel.

TourNEL {moving up ¢) Yes. You know, I once saw a very small
alcoholic. He was about twelve years old! It was one summer . . .

Raymonpe, For heaven’s sake! Tell us another time!

{RaYMONDE and TOURNEL exit up R. FINACHE and ETiENNE look af
Poche, then at cach other, they move down © level with Poche)

FinacHe, Weil now, my old friend .

PocHe, Good thing you got rid of them. It could've led to
violence.

FiNACHE (moving to Poche below the table) That's what 1 felt so
strongly.

Pocue, What the hell’s wrong with them all? Soft in the turnip?

Finacue. Exactly. Soft. Yes, quite so. In the turaip.

PocHE {crossing below Finache to Etienne; gesticulating) What did I
tell you?

{FINACHE fries to hold Poche’s gesticulating hand)

ETiENNE. Soft, sir. In the turnip as you say.

PocHE. You should’ve tipped me the wink. You know, just
whispered, ““They're all cracked.” Are you trying to hold my hand?

Fivacue. Pure friendship, old fellow.

Pocue. Oh, well—it’s no good getting angry with them. You've
got to humour the poor devils,

Finacue. Damned odd, Hardly ticking over.

Pocue. What?

Fivacue. I've been listening to your pulse. Nothing doing. He’s
hardly ticking over.

Pocre. Of course not! (Slapping Finache on the siomach with his hat)
No ticks on me at all] (He moves below ta rC)
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Fivacre (following Pocke) Oh, riotously funny! Oh, yes, irresis-
tible. (He signs to Etienne to laugh) Ha! Ha! Ha!

Erienne. Ha! Ha! Hal Ha! Ha! (He follows Finache)

Pocue. At least we made the flunkey laugh!

Fmvacue. Oh, yes. Very quick. Delightful pun! And now we've
had a good laugh we must try and be sensible—again,

PocHe. What?

FmvacHe, I'm your old friend. You know me.

Pocue. No! _

Fmnacue, All right. I'm the doctor! The nice, kind doctor! Who
looks after you all! Little aches and pains? Touch of the colly-
wobbles . . . That's when the Medicine Man comes. to call.

Pocue. So, you’re a doctor.

Finacue. You’ve got it! (He nods to Etienne)

PocHE ( facing front) Why is he acting so childish?

Fmvacee. Now looking at you—I can tell—I can tell . . . You
must be quite exhausted . . .

Pocue, Me?

FinacHE. Yes. You're exhausted. (7o Etienne) He’s exhausted!

PocHE. Exhausted! What do you expect? Up at five. Sweep out.
Polish the floors. Lug up the logs. . .

FivacHe. Naturally. Naturally.

Erienne. Naturally, (He takes a pace to 1)

PocHe. Naturally!

F;NACHE. So why not get your clothes off and pop straight into
bed?

Pocue (moving below Finache to up ¢} Bed? Certainly not!

Fmvacre. All right. At least slip out of that jacket and let Etienne
bring you a nice comfortable dressing-gown!

PocHe. All right. But my uniform . ..

FinacHe. Just while you're waiting for it to arrive. Etienne!

ETiznNE. Yes, Doctor.

(ETIENNE exits down L. FINACHE takes Poche by the shoulders and
sways him to and fro)

Fivacue. Now. There we are! There’s a lovely bed in there , . .

Pocre. Why can’t he keep still?

FivacHE. Wouldn't you like to stretch out in there?

Pocue. He’s making me seasick.

Finacue, And have a delicious forty winks.
- PocHE (breaking free) Me? Don’t be stupid. What about Monsieur
Chandebise?

Fivacue, Monsieur Chandebise? Oh! Good Heavens! If he says
anything to you about it, come and tell me.

Pocue. Oh, all right . , . -

(ETIENNE enters L with a dressing-gowen)

ETiENNE. Here’s the dressing-gown.
FiNAGHE (turning Poche round and removing his facket) Now. Off with
that nasty old jacket. :
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Pocre. This doesn’t mean you've got permission to do just what
you like with me!

{ETIENNE helps POCHE to put on the dressing-gown)

FinacHE. There’s a good chap! Don’t say that doesn’t feel better.
PocrE. Do I look like the Pope at all?
Finacue (handing the jacket to Ettenne) There. Yousee . . .

{ETIENNE puts the facket on the chair above the table)

PocuEe, Better quality stuff than my uniform,

FinvacHe, Certainly is! And now a little bird keeps telling me that
you're getting thirsty. '

Pocre. Oh. What a sly litile bird!

Fmvacue. Isn’t she? So, I'm going to give you a little drink. It
may taste just a tiny bit disgusting, but I want you to gulp it all
down.

PocHE. Strong stuff?

Fmvacue, What? Oh, yes—strong stuff . . .

PocHE (moving to the sofa and sitiing L end) Come on then. I ean
manage it!

Fmvacue, Good man, (Moeving ® of Etienne) You got some am-
monia?

ETrienne. I think so, sir,

PocHeE. What a godsend!

Finacue. Right. We'll give him ten drops in a glass of water,

ETiENNE. Yes, sir. : _

FmvaceeE. And when he comes to, you make him take—I'll give
you a prescripfion . . .

ETienNE. Yes, sir.

FinacHE. Where's something to write with?

ETiENNE (pointing down ®) Over there.

FinacHE (taking the chair RC to the desk down R) Good. But first put
him to bed. (He sits)

ETienNe, Yes, Doctor. Now, sir. {Moving fo Poche) If you'd like to
step this way. Take my arm, sir.

{PocHE rises and takes Etienne’s arm. They move down L)
PocHe. You're not a bad lad, are you?
(FINACHE prepares to write)

ETenneE. You're very kind to say so, sir.

Pocue, Quite a decent individual in fact.

ETienNE (opening the door down L) Thank you, sir, thank you very
much.

Pocue, Pity you married a tart,

{PocHE exits down 1. ETIENNE follows)

Fivacie., My God! What a stench! Talk about perfumed writing
paper! Strong smell of maids’ bedrooms! Must be Camille,
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(CAMILLE enters up ¢ and closes the doors. He has not yet recovered the
palate)

Camrire. You—oh, Doctor! I’ll never forget your hotel! What
hasn’t happened! (He moves down ©)

FmvacHE. Don’t talk so fast,

Camrrie, If you knew . . .

Fmacue, Put your palate in! After all the trouble I went to!

CamiLLe, D’ve lost my palate,

FinacHE. What?

CamirLE, A horrible Hun person knocked it out when he punched
me! In the chops!

FINACHE (scarcely understanding) A Hun punched you in the chops?

CamrLe. If that'd been all. Oh, it's been a nightmare! And who
did I happen to bump into? Tournel! And Raymonde! And Chande-
bise with a load of logs! Why a load of logs in the name of God?
And Madame Homenides, and her husband after her with a pistol.
Bang! Bang! I saw them all! What tragedies! My God! What disas-
ters! (He siis ® of the table)

{ANTOINETTE enters up r)

ANTOINETTE (moving down ) The mistress wants to know if the
master’s any better,

FINACHE (rising and moving ¢} Oh. Tell her he’s a little better. No.
Pl tell her myself . . .

Camiire, Now what’s happened? )

FmvacHE. Nothing much. (Moving up r) Chandebise’s a little
under the weather.

CamiLre, There you are!

{ETIENNE enters down L)

Erienne. He's in bed.

Fwvacue. Good! . .

ETiENNE (moving up ¢) Good evening, Monsieur Camille.

CaMmiLLE. Hullo, Etienne. . X

Fmiacre. Right, Etienne. Get the ammonia ready while I go and
see your mistress,

{FINACHE exils up R, followed by ANTOINETTE)
ETiexne. Yes, Doctor.
(ETIENNE exils up 6. CAMILLE rises to G)

CamicLe, Helpless! That's what I am! A useless pawn! A little
bit of fluff, caught up in a whirlwind.

{ There is a knock on the door down L)
{Mowing R) Ch, come in! I'm about to lose my reason!
{PocHE enters L) '

PocrE. Excuse me, ..
CamiLie, Victor Emmanuel!
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4 (I)’ocHE. Here’s a young man I caught sight of at the Hotel Cog
Or.

Camiie. Now forit., . .,

Pocur (moving below the table) Another one, in fact.

CamiLre. He recognized me! il explain. {Moving v to Poche) If
I was there it was for a reason. As a matter of fact it was for a very
good reason. I'd heard that a certain lady there . . .

Pocue. Got something stuck in his gullet,

CamiLre. What?

PocHE (slapping Camille on the back) Cough it up, old man. Spit it
out, whatever itis. .,

Camirre. I haven’t got anything stuck in my gullet. I was telling
you there was a lady there interested in life insurance.

PocrEe, I'm not interested in all that. I'm dying of thirst. They
said they’d bring me a drink but it’s my view they've totally forgotten
me.

CamiLre. Who has?

Pocue. Hoo har?

CamiLLe. Hoo har!

Pocre. Oh, who has? Hoo har! The doctor.

CamiLie. Oh. I'll see to it at once. (He moves up stage)

Pocne. You’re a good lad!

(CAMILLE turns, POCHE moves down L, winks and exils)

Camirie. Good lad! Extraordinary. I thought I'd be covered
with abuse. He almost congratulated me. I was wrong about Uncle
Victor Emmanuel. (Mpving up c) 1 thought the old boy had a narrow
mind. It’s as broad as can be. (He sees Chandebise approaching and runs
below the table L) Ah!

(CHANDEBISE eniers up c)

CHANDEBISE (mozing down ©) What is it?
CadiLre. Oh, my God! There! There!
CHanpeeise. What on earth?

(CAMILLE bangs the table and moves up c)

CamiLLe. I'm losing my reason!

Cuanpessse ( following Camille up ¢) Camille—for heaven’s sake!
Camrre. I've gone mad! Mad . . .,

(CAMILLE exits up C and to L)

Cuanpgsise.  Delirious! It's infectious today. That hotel—what
a nightmare! (Seeing his jacket on the chair above the table) My jacket!
(He takes off his uniform and hat and starts to put on his jacket, moving up L
of the table) I wonder who brought it back? At last I can get out of
this ridiculous uniform. Having to come back in that get-up! The
porter showed me to the servants’ entrance) :

" (CAMILLE ¢nters up G from L. ETIENNE enters up o _from R)
CamiLie. Etienne! I've gonemad . . .
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(CAMILLE exils up R)

CuanpEBISE. Why does he keep doing that?

ETIENNE {moving ¢) What's the matter with Monsieur Camille?

Cuanpepise.  Etienne! I can’t imagine.

ETiENNE. Sir! You recognize me!

Cuannpesise, Don’t be silly! Why shouldn’t I recognize you?

ETIENNE (moving to the doors up ) No reason. Of course, sir. (Stop-
bing at the doors) No reason at all,

(ETIENNE makes a dignified exit ¢. CAMILLE enlers up R)

Camirrs. There’s two! I tell you. T'wo of them. Look. There!
There!

{(Raymonng, TourNeL, FINACHE and LUCIENNE enter up R, in that
order)

ALL {as they enter) What? Where?
CamiLre, I’'m mad! That’s what it is. Mad!

{CAMILLE exils up C)
Alr. What’s the matter with him?

{(RAYMONDE moves up LG, LUCIENNE lo L gf the tallboy, FINACHE
{o R of Lucienne, TOURNEL R of the sofa, CHANDERISE up L of the fable L)

RavMonDE. It’s us, my dear. We've come to see you . . .
CHaNDEBISE. You! Here, madame? And your paramour?

%3::335 E} (together) What?

{During the following speeches, CHANDEBISE grabs Tournel by the
lapels and pushes him round down stage of the table L, then up L, to up c,
and to L of the sofa. FINACHE and RAYMONDE follow them, ending up
in their former positions, LUuCiENNE also follows, then remains L of the
table)

CHANDEBISE. So, what are you doing, ¢eh? What were you doing
when I caught you—in that disorderly house?

Arr, Oh!

RavmonDe. Not again!

Tourner., But my dear chap, we've explained it a hundred
times,

CHANDEBBE. Explained—what? Get out! You think you can go
on pulling the wool over my eyes for ever! Out of my house!

Ravmonpe. Now, dear. .. '

- CaanpeBisE. Out of my house!

Lucienng. Look here, Monsieur Chandebise , . .

CranDeBISE. Not you, dear lady. (To Tournel) But you. I never
want to set eyes on you again! (He moves down R and stands ir_front of
the window)

Fivacue, Come along, everyone, Don’t excite him! He's clearly
in the middle of a fit! You can come back when it's over.
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Ravumonpe. His fits! I've really had enough of his fits . . .
(RAVMONDE ¢xils up R)
Fmvacue, Come along. Come along. Tournel. Please.
{LUGIENNE exiis up R)
TourneL. He’s berserk. Changes his mind every five minutes . . .
{TOURNEL exifs up R)

Fivacue. Now then, my dear fellow, What’s the matter now? (He
moves down G)

CHANDEBISE. I'm sorry, Finache. I lost my temper!

FinacHe, It wasan outlet for your inner frusirations, A catharsis!
Probably did you good.

CHANDEBISE (crossing L fo below the table) It should've done me

ood.
8 Finacue, Of course. You're already a bit more rational, You can
recognize people. You have an idea of your own identity.

CHANDEBBSE. What?

FmvachHE. You're coming on! Coming on!

Cuanpesise. Recognize people—idea of my own identity . . .
No. Not you, too!

FinvacrHE. What?

CHaNDEBISE (moving ¢) Aren't I in the habit of recognizing
people?

FiNacHE. Oh, I wouldn’t say you weren’t but. . .

CHanpERBSE, 1 may lose my temper, but I'm not out of my head
you know!

Fivacue. Of course not. Of course not . . .

CHANDEBISE. Ah. {He moves below the table L)

Fivacee. No, no, no, no no! All the same . . . not that it really
matters, I don’t think, we should have got out of bed quite so soon,
should we?

CHANDERISE. What?

Fmvacue, And why did we have to put on our jacket again?

Cuanpesise. Because I'm tired of running around looking like a
commissionaire.

FmacHe. Like a com—commissionaire, Oh, I'see ...

CHANDEBISE (moving c) Perhaps you'd find it amusing to go about
in fancy dress?

Fivacue, Oi, of, oil O4, oi, oi!

CHANDEBISE (moving below the table 1) But not me! I hate uni-
forms. ..

Fivacue. An obsession.

CHanDEBISE. I certainly saw life at your Hotel Coq d°Or,

FivacHE. You went there then?

CHANDEBISE. I went there!

FinacHe. You shouldn’t have gone!

CHANDEBISE (moving ) Well, I went! What a joy-ride! Punched by
one of thern—kicked by another! The owner a raving maniac! He




78 A FLEA IN HER EAR Acr ITI

shoved me into uniform! Locked me into a room—so I had to escape
across the roof! Nearly broke my neck! And to top the lot, Home-
nides. Ho-me-ni-des! There can’t be any disaster left! I've lived
through them all! (He moves L) -

FmacHe, Oh, my God. How sick he is!

(ETIENNE enters with a glass of water and ammonia)

Cuanpesise, I'll never forgetit . ..

ETiENNE (moving down R of Finache} Here we are!
CHANDEBISE. What have you got there, Etienne?
Emennve. Oh! Just something for the doctor.
FinvaceHe. Yes. For me,

CuaNpebise. Oh, good.

Fivacue, Thanks. (He puts some drops in the glass)

(CHANDEBISE paces up and down L)

Etienne. Is it all right, Doctor?

FivaceE, Two—three—What?

Erienne. The master’s better?

FinacHE. Afraid not,

ETienne, Not better?

Finacue. Oh, dear, no. Six—seven . .

ErienNe. Oh..,

FinacHE. Delirious. Quite delirious. Ten.

CHANDEBISE (stopping below the table) You in some sort of pain,
Doctor? - :

FinacHE., No. No. (Moving L to Chandebise with the glass) Now.
Drink this up!

CHANDEBISE. Me?

Finacue. Itll set you up, After all you've gone through,

Cuarpesse. All right. (Taking the glass) Losing my temper quite
exhausted me. _

FmnacHE, Of course it did, All in one gulp now! You may find it
a little strong . . .

Cuanpesise, Oh, yes . . . (He drinks as Finache instrucls him)

Fmacue, Big swallow now! Swallow! Don’t say I didn’t warn
you! Down it goes . . . !

Cuanpesse. Ah . . . (He gasps, gives Finache the glass, runs to the
window, opens it, and spits the fiquid out)

Erenne, Oh!

FIvAcHE (running after Chandebise) Oh!

Cuanpesse. Doctor! I call that a joke, in quite appalling taste . . .

Fixacue, Loock now, Chandebise,

CHANDEBISE ( pushing Finache aside and moving up 1) Oh, letme alone
—you great oaf!

FINACHE (moving ¢} Where are you going?

CeanpEBBE. To wash my mouth out! Do you think I want to
savour the bouquet?

(CHANDEBISE exits up L. The doorbell rings)
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ETiENNE. Someone’s ringing!
{ETIENNE exits uf )

FiNaceE (moving L) All that work for nothing. He spat it out! (He
Duls the glass on the table L)

FeErAILLON (gff} Is Monsieur Chandebise at home?

ETiennE (off) This way, sir.

Finacee (moving ) Good heavens—Feraillon . .

(FERAILLON appears at the door up Q)
Feramwron. Doctor!
(ETIENNE appears behind Feraillon)

FmvacHE, Come in then.
Feratrron, May I? (He moves dowen L of Finache)

(ETiENNE closes the doors and moves v of Feraillon)

FinacHe. Did you call about your insurance?

Ferarrron. Not that, Doctor. Any time’ll do for that. (Preducing
the palate) No, I found this—object—in my hotel, which I take to be
the property of Monsieur Camille Chandebise.

Erienne. [ found that—I ...

FeEramron, Sir?

Etrienne. I'm Etienne. Monsieur Chandebise’s butler. (He
moves L)

Feranion, Charmed, naturally.

FivacHE. Show me. It's his palate! He lost it when he went out!
How did you deduce it was his?

FERAILLON {moving a pace L) It’s got his name and address on it,

Finacue. No! Oh, yes. Camille Chandebise, Ninety-five Boule-
vard Malesherbes. Clever idea that!

Ferarron.: Must be useful. If you’ve run out of visiting cards you
just—leave the roof of your mouth . ..

Fivacre, Il give it to him, He'll be relieved,

{ANTOINETTE enlers up C and moves between Feraillon and Finache)

ANTOINETTE. Doctor! Doctor! Something’s come over Monsieur
Camille. I found him in the bathroom stark naked, in a cold shower.
Singing the Marseillaise.

{ANTOINETTE and ETIENNE move up o and talk)

Fmvacue. Well, whatever next!
FeranLLON. The Marseillaise!

- Fmiacre, Yow're right. It's madness! You see how he carries on,
your precious Monsieur Camille? Singing the Marseillaise in the
shower! No-one has any sense. (Moving up c) Where is he?

Antonerre. This way, Doctor,

{ANTOINETTE exits up O and lo L)
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FmiacHe. There’s a plague in this house, Take me to the bath-
room.

(FINAGHE exits up G and fo L)

FERAILLON (moving above the table L) The Marseillaise under a cold
shower? Curious behaviour! (Picking up the cap and showing it to
Etienne) Poche’s uniform, if I'm not very much mistaken! Beautiful
cap this—but what’s it doing here? Has my porter been around here?

(CHANDERISE enters up L and moves down 1)

ETiENNE. Your porter? No, why?

FeraiLLoN. My God—there he is!

CHANDEBISE. Revolting taste!

Ferannron. Here, Poche. Just you come here!
Cuanpesise. The maniac! In my house! (He runs up L)

(FERAILLON runs up c. During the following dialogue CHANDEBISE
runs down L, FERAILLON runs down 1. CHANDEBISE moves fo G and is
caught by FERAILLON below the table. They turn round twice, and ETIENNE
moves befween them, Eventually CHANDEBISE breaks away and runs.up )

FeEraiLton. Oh, you great animal! What're you doing here?
CHANDEBISE. Oh, help! Help-—help!

FeEraILLON. So—proud of your uniform, are you?
Cuanpesise. Help! Help!

Erienne. Sir! What are you doing?

FerarvLion. Dismiss!

Cuanpesse. No! Help! Help! Help! Hold him tight!

(CHANDEBISE exils up c, closing the doors, ETIENNE holds Feraillon)

FERAIELON. Just let me go. (He breaks from Etienne and moves up
stage, picking up the hat and coat from the table)

(There is a door-slam off up L)

Erienne. That's Monsieur Chandebise, my master!

FeraiLLON. That's your master? It’s my servant! I know him of
old. '

{FERAILLON exils up C)
Emenne, No, it’s not! It’s not!

{ETIENNE exits up ¢, closing the doors. There is another door-slam off L.
CHANDEBISE enters up r)

CuANDEBISE. [s the coast clear? I had the happy idea of banging
the front door. He thinks I've gone out and he’s busy chasing me
down the street. (He sits L on the sofz) Thank God, he'’s gone.

ETiERNE (off ) 1 will announce you, sir, as is my custom,

Homenmes (off ) I will go in! I tell you, I will pass!

Cranbenise {rising) What’s happening?

 (HoMENIDES enters ¢ and moves down c)

Acr 111 A FLEA IN HER EAR 81

Homenmes., Him!

Cuawpepise. Homenides! (He starts to move down R)

Homenines. Don’t move!

CHANDEBISE (turning fo face him) How are you, dear friend?

HomMenmes. Not dear friend any more! {He takes off his hat and
puls it with his stick and gloves on the sofa) You have escaped so far. But
now we face each other, If it hadn’t heen for the idiots who took me
to the police station—you might have already made the acquaint-
ance of a revolver! But the police inspector took it away. He made
me swear—never to use a revolver again! I gave him—my word of
honour!

Cuanpepmise, You did? Very sensible, A sound fellow, that police
inspector.

Homenmes. My word of honour—no revolvers! So now I have
brought pistols instead. (He pulls out two pistols)

CuaNDEBISE. What?

Howumenmes. Don’t worry! I'm not going to slay you now. The
moment for that was when I found you having—what do you
French call it?—a flagrante delighto.

CranpeBE. 1 know what you mean,

Homenipes. Now it would be murder! That would be dangerous.

CHaNDEBISE. 1 quite agree.

Howmenines, I have here—two pistols. One loaded—one not,

CHANDERISE {sigpping to Homenides) Good! Il take the firstone. ..

Homenipes, Oi—garl

{CHANDEBISE Steps back)

{Taking a piece of chalk from his pockel and moving to Chandebise) 1 take
the chalk—and just draw a circle round your heart.

CHANDEBISE. Please—my best suit!

HoMmenipEs (backing below L of the sofa) I do just the same! (He
makes a circle on his own heart)

Cranpebise. He must be a tailor,

HoMENIDES. We each take a pistol and fire at the bull’s-eye!
(Levelling the first pistol) Bang! (He levels the second pistol) Whoever gets
the bullet—muerte! Dead!

CHANDEBISE (moving to Homenides) What about the other one? (He
steps back)

HoMmenipes. And so—we duel in my country,

CHanpDERISE. Most interesting, but . . .

HoMENIDES (moving o Chandebise) Take one.

Cuanpepise. What?

Homenmzs, Take one, I tell you! Take one!

CHANDEBISE (backing below him to c) 1 never take anything between
meals!

HoMmeNIDES (moving to Chandebise) Take one! Or I'll kill youl

CHanDEBISE (mosing up ¢) He's not joking! Oh, my God—help!
Help!

(CHANDEBISE exits up ©, closing the doors)



8a A FLEA IN HER EAR Acr III

Homennes ( following) Chandebise. Will you come back! Wil you!
(HOMENIDES exits up <, leaving the doors open)

Cuanpesik {of ) Help! Help!
Homenmes (g¢ff) Come back! Wait . . .

(CHANDEBISE eniers up R)

CHANDEBISE. (running down L) Help! Help! Aaah! I'm asleep in my
bed! We're haunted, the house is full of spirits . . .

(CHANDEBISE exits down L, then re-enters and runs up ¢, HOMENIDES
enters up R, moves C, then turns back to lock the door up R)

HOMENIDES (a5 he enters) Where is the miserable coward—wait a
minute, waita ...
Cuanpesse. Help! Help!

(CHANDEBISE exifs up c, shutting the doors)

HoMENIDES (moving fo the doors up <, finding them locked, and banging
on them) Open, miserable coward! Will you open—hey, Chandebise!
You think you’re safe because you lock the door, but you don’t
know me. When I set out to do something I see it though to the end,
and if I have to break down every door in the house I shall do it.
You hear me, Chandebise? I'm going to break down the ... -~~~

(POCHE enters down L and moves C)

PocHe. Who's making all this noise? How do you expect me to
sleep?

(HoMENIDES runs down L, locks the door, and moves below the table)

Homenipes. You worl’t escape me now,

Pocue. My God, the redskin! )

HoMeNIDEs (holding out the pistols) Take one, so I can kill you!

PocHE (running up ¢} What? Help! Help! (He tries the  doors, then
the door up R)

(During the following dialogue, HOMENIDES moves up C then down R.
PoCHE mouves to the sofa. HOMENIDES chases kim round il. POCHE exiis
through the french window and dives off the balcony)

Howmenimpes. Stand your ground!

Pocue. Help! Help!

Homenmes. Take your medicine!
Pocue. Medicine! Help! Help!
HoMenpEs, Advance two paces and fire!
Pocur. Help! Help! Help! Aaaaaahh!

(HoMENIDES follows Poche to the window and looks out)

Homenmes, Oh, poor man—he’s going to kill himself! No! He’s
all right. So—T’11 kill him! 8i! Slay him! (Mozing c) I need a drink.
(He moves to the table L, picks up the glass, and drinks) Ah! Porrah! (He
suns to the window and spits it out) Another filthy French drink! (He
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moves to the desk and leans on the chair in front of it) A filthy French per-
fume! The perfume of the letter, The perfume of my wife. {He picks up
a piece of notepapier) The paper’s the same. And her writing, (Reading)
“Dear Sir, having noticed you the other evening at the Palais
Royal . ..” The twin brother of the letter to the husband. Why is it
here? In Senora Chandebise’s writing-case? {(Moving up R, unlocking
the door and knocking) I want to know!

{TOURNEL ¢énters up R)

TourneL. What do you want?

HoMeNES (grabbing Tournel by the lapels and swinging him round 1)
1 want to know!

Tourner. Stop it! No more cowboys and Indians.

Howmenmpes. The letter!

TourneL. Ch, let me go!

(RAYMONDE enters up R)

RavMoNDE (moving ¢} Now what is it?

HoMENIDES (pushing Tournel to L of the toble and turning to face
Raymonde) No—you! I found the letter in your papers,

Ravymonpe. You've been rifling my letters!

HoMenipes. And found my wife’s handwriting! That's the point.
Why?

Ravymonpe. Well, now ...

Homewipes, This is where she makes up love letters!

Ravmonpe, Yes, This is where she does it! And then you go and
get hold of the wrong end of the stick. Now you can see-—it’s all quite
innocent.

HoMenipES, So—ow?

RavmonpE. What do you mean: “so—ow?"” Do you think if she
was carrying on a secret romance with my husband 1’d let her write
to him on my mauve writing-paper? (Ske moves down &)

TourNeL (moving down 1) Out of her writing-case?

(LUGIENNE enfers up R}

Homenmpes. Egthplain!

Ravmonpe. Egthplain, Egthplain. Here’s your wife! Ask her
yourself! ' :
HoMENIDES (moving up stage to Lucienne) Tell me, madame . . .

Lucienne, My husband!

HoMENIDES (bringing Lucienne down c) Please. Wait a moment.,
;Nith one word—you can bring peace to my heart. The letter—that
etter]

LucienNe, What?

Homenmes. I found it there. (He points to the desk) Why?

Lucienwe. It’s not my secret.

RayMONDE. Oh, tell him the answer to the riddle! He’s like a bear
with a sore head.

LucienNE. You want me to?

Ravmonpe. Go on,
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Lucienne, All right. You're as bad as Othello and that stupid
handkerchief! Couldn’t you understand? What a clown the man is!
Raimunda creia tener motivo de dudar de la fidelidad de su marido.
{ Raymonde thought her husband was unfaithful)

Homenmezs, Como? (Why?)

Luciznne. Entonces para probario decidio darle una cita galante
—al la cual ella tambien asistiria. (For proof she arranged a meeting to
which she would go as well)

HomenmEs, Pero, la carta! La carta! (Buf the letter, the letter)

Lucienne. Ah! La carta! La carta! Espera, hombre! Si ella
hubiese escrito la carta a su marido, este hubiera reconocido su
escriture, (AR! The letter! The letter! Wait, man! Had she written the
letter to her husband, he would have recognized the writing)

Howmenipes. Despues! Despues! (After! After!}

Luciexne. Entonces ella me ha encargado de escribir en su lugar.
(She asked me to write for her} Ask Raymonde,

HoMENIDES {moving R to Raymonde) Es verdad? Es verdad? (That
is true? That is true?)

RavmonNDE. Yes. What did you say exactly?

HomeNmes. Es verdad lo que ella dice? (s it true what she says?)

Ravmonpe. It's all as verdad as can be, What have I got to lose?

Howumenmpes (kisring  Raymonde's hand) Ah, Senora, Senoral
Quando pienso que me metido tantas ideas en la cabeza! (When I
think I put so many ideas in my head)

RavyMoNDE. Please. Don’t mention it!

HoMENIDES (moving to Luctenne) Que estupido! (He moves to Tournel)
Ah! Soy un bruto! Un bruto! Un bruto! (How stupid! I am a brute!
A brute! A brute!)

TournEL { facing front) A man could do himself a fatal injury,
talking to himself like that,

(LucieNNE hands Homenides' hat and stick to Raymonde, and stands
below the sofa. HoMENIDES moves C and takes Lucienne’s hand. Ray-
MONDE puts the hat and stick on the chair down ®)

Homenmes, Ah! Querida! Perdoname mis estrupideces. {44,
darling! Forgive my stupidity)
Lucienne. Te perdono (I forgize you), but don’t do it again!

(HoMENIDES and LUCIENNE sit on the sofa)

Houenpes. Ah! Querida miat Ah. Yo te quiero. (4h! My darling!
I love you) (He kisses Lucienne’s hand)

RaymonpE. How quickly people understand each other, in
Spanish!

(FiNnacHE, CAMILLE, CHANDEBISE and ETIENNE enfer up c, in
that order. FINACHE moves fo the table L. CAMILLE R of the table,
CHANDEBISE L of the table, ETIENNE, leaving the doors open, stands ® of
them. CAMILLE 15 now wearing the palate)

Fmvacue. Be sensible, you know you've taken leave of your
senses,
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CaMILLE. I tell you I saw them at the same time. (Pointing} There
and there!

Cranpesise. And I came face to face with myself! I was ini my
room. I saw me in my bed!

Fivacue. Oh, yes?

(TOURNEL moves RG, above the chair v of the table)

HoMenipgs, What's that? What?

Cranpesise. You—still here? (He moves down L and stops)

HomenmEes. Don’t worry. At the moment I am calm. I know my
wife wasn’t the stranger at the Palais. She didn’t write you a love
letter. It was yours!

CHANDEBISE (fo Raymonde) What---you?

Ravmonpe., That’s the fourteenth time you've been told. (She
moves R above the sofa)

CHANDEBSE, What?

TourneL. And each time we kiss each other—to absolutely no
effect. (e bangs the chair on the floor and moves above the sofa to Raymonde)

{RayMONDE and TOURNEL jface up stage)

Cuanpesise, What's he say?
HomENIDES. And for that—I made you go and jump out of the
window . . .

{(RavMmoNDE and TOURNEL face down stage)

Arr. Out of the window?

HomMenipEs. Ah—then I felt a moment of pity for you!

CHANDEBISE (moving up stage to Homenides) You made me jump out
of the window?

HomenmEs, Of course I made you! You ran out of there. And
hoop la! Through the window.

CaanpeBisE. Yes! Yes! You as well. (Moving below the table 1)
We're all the victims of the same extraordinary hallucination! What
3,n:)1.1r saw jumping out of the window was what I saw on my bed—
me!

Camire., And what I saw—there and there!

CHANDEBISE. And it’s proved by the fact that I never—absolutely
never in any circumstances—jumped out of the window!

HouenmEs. What are you trying to tell us?

Fivacee, It’s beginning to tell on me. I knew it would.

TourNEL (moving down stage a pace) We're bewitched!

(FERATLLON enters up o, with Chandebises’ dressing-gown)

FeraiLrLon, Excuse me, ladies and gentlemen . . .

CHANDEBRISE (drapping on all fours and crawling under the table) The
mamac!

FiNacHE Feraillon!

CAMILLE Feraillon!

RAYMONDE (together) {moving down R) The proprietor!

TourNEL | (moving down r) From the hotel!
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FeraiLron. I was just walking down the street when my hall
porter happened to drop on my head. I can offer no explanation. . .

ArL. What?

ToURNEL

CAMILLE {together} It was the porter!

HoMeNIDES

FeralLLON (moving downstage) Tt would appear he jumped
through a window, wearing this article of clothing . . . (He holds out
the dressing-gown)

RavMonpe. That's my husband’s! (Crossing below them all to down
L) It's yours, dear. Where’s he got to? Victor Emmanuel! Vietor

Emmanuel!

(FvACHE and CAMILLE open the door up L and call. ETIERNE opens
the door up G and calls. TOURNEL goes o the french window and calls.
CHANDEBISE crawls half out and tries to hush Raymonde)

ALrr. Victor Emmanuel!

FERAILLON (seeing Chandebise) Ah! (He moves L, puls the dressing-
gown on the table, and hauls Chandebise out by the collar)

ALL (slamming their various doors and turning on stage) What?

FeEraiiLon. Poche! Poche again!

Air. What do you mean, Poche?

Cuanpesise.  Ah—help! Help!

FeraLLoN (kicking Chandebise round in a circle down rc} You
scoundrel—vou beastly individual! You low form of humanity! You
—pig’s abortion . . ,

(FERAILLON finishes kicking Chandebise when ke is ¢ and CHANDERISE
is L)
ALL, Ah!

(RAYMONDE moves between Feraillon and Chandebise, Everyone comes
down stage, except ETIENNE. They form a line in the following order, R to
t, TourNeL, LucienNe. HoumeEnmes, Ferarron, RAvMONDE,
Cuanpgsise, CAMILLE, FINACHE)

Ravmonpe. Excuse me, sir! You're referring to my husband!

FemarLLoN. What?

Cuanpepise. He's got an obsession. Every time we meet he kicks
me round in a circle!

FeraiLron, Him! Your husband?

Ravmonpe. Exactly. Monsieur Chandebise!

FeraiLrLon. He’s the spitting image of my hall porter! Monsieur
Poche!

Arr. Poche! .

RavmonpeE. And the one we saw in the hotel swigging ver-
mouth . . .

TourneL. Who kissed us . . .

Arr, That was Poche!

LucieEnne. And the one who wanted me to wet my whistle . . .

CaMiLLE., Who carried the load of logs . . .
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Arr. That was Poche!

CranpeBsE. Poche! Poche! Nothing but Poche. I'm sorry he left
in such a hurry, I'd like to have seen him close to, My second seif!

FeraiLLON, We can arrange that—call in any day. At the Hotel
Coq d’Or.

Cranpesise. No, thank you very much! I've seen quite enough of
the Hotel Coq d’Or!

(RAYMONDE steps one pace down stage, CHANDEBISE joins her.
FeraiLLON, HOMENIDES, LUCIENNE and TOURNEL form a group below
the fireplace, FMAcHE below it. ETIENNE exits up )

RAYMONDE (teasing Chandebise) Not even to meet a lovely stranger
from the Palais Royal?

CHAnDEBISE. You may mock! But who started this whole ridicu-
lous hall rolling?

RayMonpE. I'm sorry! Really I'm sorry! But what could I do?
I thought you were unfaithful to me . . .

CuaNDEBISE. Good heavens! Why? Whatever gave you that idea?

RavMonpe, Well, because you—because . . .

CHanpEBISE. No! Not for such a little . ...

RavMoNDE. But becouse there was such a little . . |

Cuanpegise. Oh—well!

Ravmonoe, I know. I was very silly, The fact is—I had a flea in
my ear!

CHANDEBISE { putting his R arm round her) All right! I’ll squash that
flea, tonight!

Ravmonpe. You?

Cranpebise. Yes. That is— (ke lets her go)—well, at least I'll try!

(TOURNEL leaves the group by the sofa and moves down c)

Tourner. Listen to this. You'll never believe it—not in a million
years—but I must tell you . . .
Arr. Oh, no—save it upl Till tomorrow! Till tomorrow!

The lights BLack-OUT and—
the CURTAIN falls
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