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A CUCKOO IN THE NEST

ACT I

Scene 1

SCENE: Sitting-room in the Wykehams’ flat in Kensington.
The curtain rises on an empty room in darkness. There is a
sustained ringing of an electric bell heard off.

(It is a small room not extensively furnished. What furni-
ture there is is modern and new.. A door . R. Another
door in back wall c. Window L. in alcove. A writing-
table and telephone L. of door. Fireplace R. with club
fender, easy chair L. of fireplace. A small bookcase with
lamp on top R. of fireplace, a table with silver salver and
telegram D. R., and chair L. of table. Settee D. L. and
parallel with alcove. Pouffe cushion D. L. of settee and
chair D. L. Standard lamp in front of alcove, stool 1. of
door up C., and close against writing-table. ’Phone book
on top of writing-table and an A.B.C. time-table in
pigeon-hole. Backcloth behind door when opened should
suggest a fairly wide main passage leading from front

~door down the length of the flaf).
(RAWLINS crosses hastily from door D. R., which she closes,
~switches on lights D. R. and crosses to door C., which she
leaves open. Her attitude suggests that she has been
waiting for the bell and that it means something important.
MRs. BONE’s voice can be heard off immediately after-
wards.)
MRs. BoNe. (Off.) Is Mrs. Wykeham here ?
RAwLINS. (Off) No, madam.
MRs. BoNE. (Off) No?
(MRs. BONE enters. She is a tall and commanding lady of
about forty-five with an overbearing manner. She comes
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into the room quickly and suspiciously with a quick turn
of the head right and left. RAWLINS follows her.)

Where is she then? (Crosses D. R.)

RAWLINS. (Up R. c.) Idon’t know, madam. I had a tele-
gram to say she was coming back this evening. Alone, she
said ; but she hasn’t come yet.

MRs. BoNe. Coming back alone ?

RAWLINS. Yes, madam.

MRrs. BoNe. Where did she wire from ?

RAWLINS. Bristol, madam.

Mrs. BoNE. M’yes. (As though to herself.) 1 should like
to know what’s happened.

RAWLINS. Yes, m’m ; but what have you heard, 'm ?

MRrs. BonNe. Tand Major Bone—— (Breaking off and turning
up C. in front of RAWLINS,) Where is he ? (Going to door c. and
calling.) George! George! Come in, don’t mooch about in
the passage.

(MRrs. BONE D. R. RAWLINS crosses down R. C. just above
L. of MRs. BONE.)

(MAJOR BONE enters up C.)

(MAJOR BONE is a middle-aged man of military bearing,
rather a sporty type with an eye for a pretty girl and a
good judge of port. He is in evening dress with overcoat
and opera hat. He takes off opera hat as he enters. He
comes down L. C., spots RAWLINS ; she is a pretty girl,
and he seems to be very interested, keeping his eyes on
her.) :

MRs. BoNe. I and Major Bone had been out all day. When
we got home just now we found a telegram, also from Bristol.
(To Bone.) Whereisit? (Crossing c.) George !

MaJOR BONE. (Pulling himself together.) What? Oh—yes.
(Searching.) All right.

Mgrs. BoNe. Well, where is it ?

MAJOR BONE. (Still searching.) Half a minute.

MRs. BoONe. (Controlling herself in front of the servant.)
Come along, do, something very serious has evidently happened.

MaAJor BONE. Yes, that’s what you’ve been saying all along.
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MRgrs. BoNe. Well, where is the wire ?

MAJOR BONE. (After contortions.) 1 know where it is all
-right. Don’t be in such a hurry. (Finds it in trousers pocket.)
Here you are—here it is. Don’t snatch at the thing. You're
always snatching at everything. (Sits on settee down L.)

MRrs. BoNe. (Taking telegram from him.) Now, listen.
(Reads to RAWLINS.) “ Be at my flat at seven, have had most
startling and terrible experience, Barbara.” That’s what it
says, and that’s all we know. (Pause. To RAWLINS.) Do you
know any more than that ?

RAWLINS. (After a moment’s hesitation.) W—well yes, 'm,
in a way I do. (Slight movement to MRs. BONE.)

MRs. BONE. (Looking at her closely.) Yes—what? (Slight
pause.) Come along now, you needn’t be afraid. Does what
you know concern my daughter’s husband ?

RAWwLINS. Yes, 'm, it does.

Mgrs. BoNe. I sensed it. (Looks meaningly at MAJOR BONE.
To RAwLINs.) Go on!

RAwLINs. Well, madam, in the first place, Mr. and Mrs.
Wykeham left here this afternoon for Paddington station as
arranged.

MRs. BoNe. Together ?

RAWLINS. Yes, 'm. They were going to Somerset—to Lady
Bunter’s.

MRs. BoNE. Yes, yes, I know. They left together for Padding-
ton as arranged. Well ?

RAWLINS. Some time later Mr. Wykeham came back here
to the flat.

MRs. BoNe. Alone ?

RAwLINS. Well, without Mrs. Wykeham, *'m. But not alone.
There was another person with him.

Mrs. BoNE. (Warming to it.) Who?

RAwLINs. I don’t know who she was, 'm. A strange young
lady, a foreigner it struck me—with a little dog.

MAJOR BONE. A little what ?

RAwLINs. Dog.

Mgs. BoNe. Dog! Dog!

MaAJor BonNe. Dog !
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MRs. BoNe. Go on !

RAwLINS. Mr. Wykeham didn’t wait to explain anything to
me. He seemed in a great hurry. He went straight to the
telephone.

Mgrs. BoNe. Were you here when he telephoned ?

RAWLINS. Well—I was just outside the door, madam.

Mgs. BoNe. Yes? And who did he ring up ?

RAwLINS. Gamble’s Garridge, madam, for a car at once for
a long journey.

MRrs. BoNE. (7o MAJOR BONE, with an zntake of the breath.)
You see !  (To RawLINs.) Go on.

RAwLINs. They stayed here for some time. Then the hall
porter rang up to say the car was below. And they went down
together, 'm

Mgs. BoNE.  (Nodding to her thoughts and speaking them aloud
to BoNE.) Iknew something of this sort would happen.

MaAJOR BONE. (To RAWLINS.) What happened to the little dog ?

RAWLINS. Oh, she took the dog with her, sir, thank goodness.
It was here too long as it was.

“MRs. BoNE. (Still ruminating.) 1 sensed it. (Sniff—pause.)
Can the hall porter throw any light ?

RAwLINS. No ’m. He said there was luggage. That’s all
he knew.

Mrs. BonNe. Luggage? And. Mr. Wykeham told you
nothing? (C.)

RAwWLINS. Well, of course, when I first saw him, madam, I
said, “ What, sir? Haven’t you caught the train?” and he
said : “ Mrs. Wykeham caught it,” he said, “ and I reely caught
it too, only I let it go again,” he said.

. MRs. BoNE. And have you no idea where he and this person
were bound for in the car ? '

RAwLINS. None whatever, madam.

Mgrs. BoNe: Nor has the hall porter ?

RAwLINs. No, ’m, oh—but there’s another telegram here,
’m. (Crosses to table R.)

MRrS. BONE. (Keenly and quickly.) Another? Where ?

(RAWLINS takes salver with telegram from table. MRs.
BONE makes a move to take it.)
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Rawrins. I didn’t open it because it’s addressed “ Wyke-
ham,” but of course it may be from Mr. Wykeham to Mrs.
Wykeham.

Mgs. Bone. Il take it.

(RAWLINS hands it to her reluctantly.)
Very well, you needn’t wait, Rawlins. I shall stay here until
Mrs. Wykeham returns. (Crosses to C.)
RAwLINs. Thank you, *m

(MRs. BONE, C., is reading telegram to herself as MAJOR
BONE and RAWLINS exchange glances. RAWLINS smiles
cheekily at him as she goes out D. R.)

MRs. BONE. (Reading, crosses L.) “ Returning immediately.
Wait for me at home. Very put out. Barbara.” Well, nobody
can say that I am wise after the event.

MAJOR BONE. I'm afraid I'm not wise at all.

Mgs. BoNE. (Crosses L.) 1 know you’re not.

Major BonNE. Thank you very much.

Mrs. BonNe. If you'd been wise, you'’d have forbidden this
. marriage. I disliked the man from the very first. I told you so.

MaJjor BoNe. You did.

MRs. BONE. (Crosses c.) A dark horse and a loose fish.

MAJor BoNE. But you’ve nothing to go on yet, you know.

MRs. BONE. (Turning to him.) Nothing to go on! He’s
left her. Don’t tell me. A flash foreign woman with a little
dog. (Going R.)

MAJOR BONE. (Rising and crossing to c.) Very likely Barbara
knows all about it.

MRs. BONE. (Wheeling on him again and flourishing her own
telegram.) This is what Barbara knows. (Reads.) * Most
startling and terrible experience.” (Reads from the other tele-
gram.) “‘ Returning immediately. Very put out.” Oh, I don’t
suppose it’s the first time since they’ve been married. I expect
he’s living with this woman.

MAJOR BONE. Oh, nonstence, Constance. (He turns up stage.)

MRs. BONE. (Puts telegram on table R. c. Wheeling round on
him as before) What do you mean? Here he is, in a car.
With this woman.
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MAJor BONE. (Suddenly inspired.) By Jove! I have it!
(L. c) Don’t you see?

MRs. BoNE. What ?

MAJOR BONE. (Coming down.) He missed the train, so he
took a car and went after Barbara.

MRs. BONE. After Barbara? Oh, then why did he start by
going away from Barbara ?

MaATOR BONE. O, very likely he didn’t on purpose.

MRs. BoNe. Now what d’you mean ? How can he be living
with another woman but not on purpose ?

MaJorR BoNE. He isn’t living with her, Constance, whatever
itis.  You can’t call it that.

MRrs. BoNe. I prefer to call it that.

MaJor BoNe. But what evidence have you got? (Sits L. C.)

MRs. BoONE. (Pointedly.) Evidence! He gives Barbara the
slip and packs her off in an express train. Then he goes off in a
car with luggage, on a long journey, with a woman. That was
several hours ago, and there’s no news of him. That’s enough
for me. I know what men are. (Cross L., with emphasis.) It’s
no good your telling me.

(MAJOR BONE turns hopelessly away.)

Major BoNe. (Sitting.) I know that. Well, we’ll wait and
see what Barbara has got to say.

MRSs. BONE. (Cross R. C., picks up wires, glances at them and
replaces them on table, and cross again L. C. to MAJOR.) Yes, and
don’t forget that you listened to Barbara from the first, and if
you had listened to me——

(Electric door-bell, off.)
Thank goodness ! Here sheis. (Up c.)

MaJor BoNE. It may be him. (Crosses to MRs. BONE.)

MRrs. BonNe. (With sarcasm.) It may be, yes! You stop
where you are—TI’ll let her in.

(She goes out c.)
(MAJOR BONE heaves a very deep sigh and sits L. After a
moment the voices of MRS. BONE and BARBARA are heard

in the passage.)

(Off) My poor child !



AcrI] A CUCKOO IN THE NEST 7

BARBARA. (Off.) Oh, mother!
Mrs. BoNe. (Off.) Come in!
BARBARA. (Off)) Is Peter here?

(BARBARA enters. She is a handsome woman of thirty ;
she can be as biting as her mother but she has something
of her father’s gentler, yearning nature.)

Mrs. BoNe. No, dear, he is not. (Reappearing.) 1t is
Barbara. (c.) '

MAJOR BONE. (Plaintively.) Yes, I guessed it would be.

BARBARA. Oh, so father’s here, too. (Crosses down R.)

MaAroRr BoNE. Yes. Father’s here all right.

MRs. BonNE. Yes, I brought him. (Crosses R.)

MaAJor Bone. You did.

BARBARA. (Coming down R.) T've had a terrible time. Is
Rawlins here ?

Mgs. BoNE. Yes. Never mind about Rawlins. (Crosses R.
10 BARBARA.)

BArBARA. But I left my luggage downstairs.

Mrs. BoNe. Never mind about that, dear. Tell me all.
Tell me all. : _

BARBARA. (Sits on seat R. C.) I'm absolutely fagged out.
Father, there’s some wine in the dining-room sideboard. Go
and get some, will you ?

MaJjor BONE. (Rising promptly, cross up c.) Oh, thank you
very, very much, my dear. That’s very kind of you.

BarBARA. For me, I mean. (Rising, takes coat-and hat off.
Puts coat on club fender R., hat and gloves on bookcase.)

MAJOR BONE. (Pausing at door c.) Oh, Isee. (Closes door.)
Well—er—where are the glasses ? (Crosses L. C.)

Mgrs. BONE. (Swinging on him furiously.) Oh, don’t fiddle
and diddle! Get the wine !

(He turns again to the door.)

(To BarBARA.) Now, my poor child. _
BARBARA. (Sitting R. c.) I hardly know how to start telling
you what has happened. (She pauses.)

(MRs. BONE at BARBARA’S side R. MAJOR BONE still
hovers up C. listening.)
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MRs. BoNe. (Shortly and practically.) Well, try, dear.
BARBARA. Peter and I went to Paddington. We got in the
train, both of us. Inan empty carriage, to ourselves, I mean——
' (BONE closes door c. quietly.)
MRs. BoNe. Yes? Yes? Yes?
(BONE comes down R. C.)

BARBARA. Peter got out and went to get some papers. I
waited, and he came back, but he didn’t get back into the carriage.
He stood on the platform and fumbled and said the girl at the
bookstall had given him the wrong change or something.

Mgs. BoNe. Huh !—mh !—huh !

(BONE looks at MRs. BONE.)

BARBARA. By this time they were shutting the doors and
saying, ‘ Take your seats, please.” You know how they do.

MAJorR BoNE. M’yes ! '

MRs. BONE. (Turning her head.) Get the wine !

Major BoNe. But I'd like to hear this. Do you mind if I
just listen for a moment ? I shall keep very quiet.

BARBARA. Before I could stop him, Peter went back to the
bookstall. And the next thing I knew was the train began to
move. You know how the big express trains glide out. I could
scarcely realise it for a moment. So I jumped up and put my
head through the window.

Major BoNe. Good God !

BARBARA. (Severely to him.) The window was open.

Maior BoNE. OB, I see. - .

BARBARA. There in the distance I saw Peter. He was standing
with his back to the train talking to a young woman. She was
no one I knew. '

MRs. BoNE. (Quite complacently.) And what did you do ?

BARBARA. What could I do? I shouted to a porter who was
apparently a deaf mute. I waved. No-one took the slightest
notice, except one offensive looking man who waved back.

Mrs. BoNE. And—your husband ?

BARBARA. Peter never so much as turned his head.

MRs. BoNE. You should have rung the alarm bell.

MAJOR BONE. Oh, I don’t suppose he’d have heard it !
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MRs. BONE.  (Swinging round at him.) Will you get the wine ?
The wine ! ‘

(BONE nods his head.)

MAJOR BONE.
- MRgs. BONE.

MaAJoR BONE. Oh, sorry !

BArBARA. Well, there I was. I tried to control myself and
think. I had all our luggage in the train, h1s and mine.

MRs. BoNeE. Go on, dear.

BarBARA. The first stop was Bristol. I got out there. I
wasn’t going to Peter’s friends in the country with a story like
that. So I wired him and you and Rawlins and came back here.
Now, mother, what does it all mean ?

MAJOR BONE. (Advancing importantly.) Now you listen to
me, my dear. I’'m a man of the world. I'll soon put this r1ght
Had the lady a little dog ?

Mgrs. BoNe. The wine! The wine !

MAJOR BONE. Yes, I heard you say that before.

BARBARA. (Scornfully.) What lady?

MaJsor BoNE. Peter’s pal—gal, I mean! Well, damn it—
the woman person we’re discussing. I must call her something.
Had she a little dog ?

BArBARA. What difference does that make ?

MaAJor BoNE. Yes, but had she ?

BARBARA. Yes, I remember she did have a beastly little dog.

MAjorR BoNE. (To MRrs. BoNE) There you are, my dear,
. the plot thickens.

MRs. BonNe. George !
MaAJyor BoNe. The wine !
Mgs. BoNe. Yes !
Major BONE Right !

(He goes out hastily c., leavmg door open.)

BARBARA. Mother, what does he mean? “The plot
thickens ” ? (Rises, crosses D. C.) '

MRs. BoNe. Now, Barbara, let me tell you. I have seen
Rawlins. Your husband came back to the flat here with a
woman !

} (To BArBARA.) Go on, dear.
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BARBARA. What? Who is she ?

MRs. BoNE. That remains to be seen. But he brought her
here and rang up for a car.

BARBARA. A car? Oh, then, perhaps—

MRs. BoNE. And took the woman and her luggage away
with him in the car. We don’t know where to. But a long way
away. (SitsL.)

BARBARA. And he’s not come back ? (Sits with MRS. BONE.)

Mgs. BoNe. No. (Cross to settee L.)

BARBARA. (Breaking down.) Oh, mother !

MRS. BONE. There, there ! You mustn’t break down. No,
no. (Calling) George—hurry up with the wine !

MAJorR BoNE. (Off)) All right, my dear; do you want the
port or the hock ? I can recommend the port.

Mgrs. BoNe. The port. Hurry. (7o BARBARA.) There, my
dear. Don’t give way. (Caressing her.) Of course, I always
expected this, and said so.

(BONE appears with wine C.)

BARBARA. You think he missed the train on purpose ?
Mrs. BoNe. To be quite candid, I think he missed it by
appointment.

(Enter BONE.)

BARBARA. But why should he bring her back here ?

MAJOR BONE. (Crosses to table with port and glasses.) There
you are, that’s what I say, that’s a point in his favour. (Places
tray with wine on table.)

MRs. BONE. (Turning on him.) Oh, you! Do something
sensible. Ring up Gamble’s Garage on the telephone.

MAJOR BONE. On the telephone? Why ? What’s the idea ?
I think he’s with these people the Bunters by this time. I'll wire
them and find out. (Crosses up C.)

Mgs. BoNe. Yes, (rising) and lug it into the public eye. No,
thank you.

MaJsor BoNe. Well, naturally, I mean to say, a judiciously
worded wire. (Turning over leaves of telephone directory, which
he has taken from table up L.) You know, sort of—* Wykeham
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missed train, wife caught ; he wouldn’t come, so she didn’t go,”
or words to that effect.

MRs. BONE. Oh, stop ! (Crosses up R. behind settee.) Fiddling
and fuddling! Have you got that number ?

MaJor BonNeE. Yes, here it is. What shall I do with it ?

MRrs. BoNe. Ask for it.

MaJOR BoNE. Ask forit? Right. (Closes book and replaces
it on table up L.) Ask for the number, eh ? What is the damned
number ?

(MRs. BONE tries to get ’phone book.)

BARBARA. Oh, father ! (Rises from settee.)
MaAJOR BONE. (Sits at ’phone table.) All right—all right—
I've got it. Ah—ah—Kensington 1040 (Closes book.)

MRs. BoNe. I'll speak.

Major BoNe. Oh'! That’ll be a very nice change. (Looks at
BARBARA knowingly.) But just for once in a way you let me have
asay. I think we should wire, we ought to enquire—

MRs. BoNE. Are you trying to be funny ?

Major BoNE. (On °phone) Oh, Lord! There you are,
you see, the same old story, when father suggests anything—
what 2—Yes, I’'m here. Is that whatever the number is? Are
you Thingamebob’s Whatsaname ? What is it ?

BARBARA. The garage.

MaAIJoRr BONE. (Stamps foot impatiently.) The garage.

MRs. BoNE. (Taking ’phone from him.) Give it to me—give
it to me.

(BONE crosses R. C. and looks appealingly at BARBARA.
BARBARA intently listening.)

Are you Gamble’s Garage? I am speaking for Mrs. Wykeham.
Mr. Wykeham engaged a car to-day. Where for? Do you
know ?

MaAJOR BONE. The maid said that when they came—— (C.)

MRs. BoNe. (Zo Bone.) Quiet! You do? What? Oh,
you’ve just heard. Where? Where? What?

MAJOR BONE. What’s he say ?

BARBARA. What, mother ? (Rising.)



12 _ A CUCKOO IN THE NEST [ActI

MRs. Bone. Hush, darling! (On phone) Where, though ?
To what place ? Maidens-what ?

MAJoR BoNE. What’s that ? ,

Mrs. BonNe. (To BonNe.) George! (On ’phone.) Blot?
Blotton. Oh, Blotton. Where is that? Oh! Oh! Yes?
Yes? Thank you. Yes. Yes. Thank you. Very well
(Rings off)

(BONE crosses to table R. and helps himself to port.)

BARBARA. What, mother? Quickly !
(BARBARA comes down L. of settee towards C.)

MRs. BONE. (Deliberately.) The garage has just heard the -
car broke down on a lonely road. They went off together to
find the nearest hotel. The chauffeur got a lift on a motor cycle
and telephoned to Gamble’s.

BArBARA. Where is the place where Peter’s gone ?

Mgs. BoNe. They set out to walk to a place called Maiden
Blotton.

BARBARA. Where’s that ? :

MRs. BoNe. They think Somerset. But——

MAJOR BONE. (Rising, triumphantly.) Somerset ! There you
are! Itold youso! He’s gone after Barbara.

BARBARA. What?

Marsor BoNe. Of course. It stands to reason. You had all
his things.

Mgs. BonE. Things ?

MAJOR BONE. Yes.

MRrs. BoNe. What things ?

" MAJOR BoNE: Ah, clothes and things.

MRrs. BoNe. What things ?

Major BoNe. Oh, Lord, clothes and things, don’t you see ?
He went after Barbara. He thinks she’s at the Buntings.

Mgs. BoNe. Then why didn’t he go on to the Bunters ?

Major BoNe. Well, very likely he did.

. Mrs. Bone. With a woman ?

* Masor Bone. Well, I can’t be supposed to know everythmg
I’'m not a clairvoyant.

MRs. BoNE. Oh, be quiet !
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' BARBARA. I shall go down to this hotel. (Crosses up stage.)
(BONE is about to have arnother drink.)

MRs. BONE. Yes, first thing to-morrow. (She sees BONE with
the decanter, crosses to R. above table.)

BARBARA. I can go to-night.

MRs. BONE. (Takes wine from BONE, who is about to drink.)
Oh, no, you don’t, you’ve had quite enough of that !

BARBARA. (70 Bone.) I can get a train to Bristol and motor
on from there.

MRs. BONE. (Replaces wine decanter on table and crosses C.
fo BARBARA.) Not to-night, dear.

(BARBARA has gone to writing-table and got an A.B.C.)

BARBARA. (Looking up train.) If I wait till to-morrow and
there’s anything wrong—it might be too late. Look, Paddington,
8 o’clock. Arrive Bristol 10.20.

MRs. BoNE. Yes, and then you’ll have to motor out to this
place.

MaAJoR BONE. ’M, yes. I should think you’d be too late even
if you did go to-night. '

MRs. BoNE. Oh, you seem very experienced !

MaJor BoNE. No—just an ordinary public school education.

MRs. BONE. (70 BARBARA.) Do what I advise, dear. What
is the first train to-morrow ?

BARBARA. 5.30 A.M. Bristol 8.27.

(MAJOR BONE smoothing wine decanter affectionately.)

MRs. BoNE. Then go by that. They’ll still be there.

BARBARA. Oh, dear! How can I wait? Very well, mother,
I will.

Mgrs. BoNE. Get some food and go to bed early.

BArBARA. Very well—I will—I am absolutely fagged out.
(Crosses to BoNE.) Good-night, daddy.

(Kisses him and hands him A.B.C.)

MaAJOR BONE. Good-night, Babsy darling. (Kisses BARBARA.)
Don’t you worry, everything will be all right. Is this for me?
Oh, thanks very much. (He keeps turning leaves over.)

B
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BARBARA. (Crosses L. ¢.) Oh, mother dear, I can’t believe
there is anything wrong. I do love him; we were so happy.
Good-night, mother.

Mgs. BoNe. Good-night, dear.

(BARBARA calls RAWLINS as she goes out.)

(After closing the door, turns at once on BONE, crossing L. C.)
That’sit! Now we must go at once. We’ve just time to change
and catch the night train.

MaAJOR BONE. Say that again.

MRrs. BoNe. You'll take me down to ‘this. place to-night.
(Picking up cloak and gloves from settee L.) _

Major BoNe. What? I positively refuse. If you must go
- to-night, you go with Barbara.

(MRrs. BONE puts cloak and gloves down again.)

MRs. BoNe. And let this man wriggle out of it and get round
her with lies and excuses? Not likely ! By the time Barbara
arrives I shall have caught him red-handed.

MaJor BoNe. What the devil do you intend doing ?

Mrs. BonNE. I intend to go to that hotel to-night and catch
him. (Crosses L.) I know that man, and I mean to know that
woman. _

MAJor BoNE. Catch them at the hotel ? But they’ll have

gone to bed ! :
MRs. BoNe. Iknow they will—that’s just the point ! (Picking
up cloak and gloves.)

MaAjoR BoNE. Oh! So that’s where you intend to walk in
and catch them ! :

MRs. BonNe. Of course it is. (Putting on cloak.)

MAJorR BoNE. Do you mean to say you are going to burst into
this woman’s bedroom ?

Mgrs. BoNe. Yes!

MaJorR BONE. Oh, I see. Well, in that case, perhaps I'd
better come too ! (Rising, makes a bustling movement towards
the door up C.) ‘

(MRs. BONE precedes him.)
CURTAIN
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SCENE 2

SCENE: Parlour of the *“ Stag and Hunt’’ Inn, Maiden Blotton.
In the c. background a door giving direct access to the road
through a porch. In the back wall and L. of this door, windows.
The back cloth seen through these windows and also through the
door when open represents a country road. There is a door up
R. with glass panel, also door up L. with glass panel-entrances
to bar. Just below bar entrance there is a swing door, not a
complete door, leaving an aperture at the top which is the
entrance behind the counter. There is one other door down L.
Above front door is a window with inscription set so as to be

legible from without. It reads: *° Elizabeth Spoker, Licensed
to sell by retail Beers, Wmes, szrlts, Tobacco and Cigarettes,
on and off the premises.” There is a window seat in alcove at
back with a green baize table in front of it. A fireplace in the
R. wall and a hard wooden bench running out at right angles to
it. A plain deal table’is C. of stage, at which are placed two
stiff deal chairs with rush bottoms, one R. of table and the other
L. of table with its back to the bar door. There are one or
two similar chairs about, and a dresser with drawers standing
against the wall, L. The place is supposed to be illuminated by
lamplight. A lighted lamp on the wall L. and another larger
lamp also lighted hangs from the ceiling above the table. There
is also a light in the bar off L. All the blinds are down.

(GLADYS is discovered at the sideboard. She is preparing
a meal on a tray. She is a village girl of seventeen with
a chronic snort; the bar door swings open rather cau-
tiously and ALFRED comes into the parlour. He is an
elderly youth. He is evidently greatly attracted by
Gladys. He crosses down L. C.)

ALFRED. Gladys !

GrLaDys. Now, Alfred! (Turning and facing him.) Get
back to yer bar. You know Mrs. Spoker she don’t allow you
not to come into the parlour not when she’s not here.

ALFRED. Ireckon I'll risk she. If so be you be here. -

GLADYs. (Crosses to c.) It’s no use your coming and making
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them fish-eyes at me. (Sworts.) They don’t bear no result in
my breast.
ALFRED. (Beseechingly.) Gladys, it ain’t true that you be
walking out with that ther’ pig-lad o’ Puddy’s ?
- GLADYS. (Srort) Me own company’s me own concern.
(Snorts—crosses R. with her tray.)
ALFRED. A piglad. Ther’ beno future to he. (Crossc.)
. GLADYS. (At door up R.) You get back to yer bar. I'm
going up to the old lady in Number One room.
ALFRED. GLADYS !
GLADYS. (Looking towards c. door.) °Ush! There be
someone there now. If it be Mrs. Spoker——  (Snorts.)
ALFRED. (Fearfully.) Oo! (Scoots back to bar door.)

(GLADYS snorts scornfully and goes out R.)
(ALFRED remains at bar door peering towards C. door.)
(MARGUERITE enters C., carrying PANsY, a little dog. She
is a young woman, very smart and modern, and rather
authoritative. She has a slight French accent. At the
moment she is very fatigued.)

MARGUERITE. (Seeing ALFRED.) Oh, are you the landlord ?
ALFRED. Noo. (At bar door.)
MARGUERITE. Where is the landlord ?
ALFRED. At rest.
MARGUERITE. Already ?
ALFRED. Yes, ’e be the dead "usband of the landlady !
MARGUERITE. (Leaning on chair R. c.) Where is the land-
lady ?
ALFRED. Out she be.
MARGUERITE. Well, can you attend to me ?
ALFRED. No ’m, not unless so be what you want is in the bar.
I ain’t allowed in ’ere.
MARGUERITE. (Crossing R.) Thank goodness you’ve got a
fire, if there’s nothing else. (Warming her hands.)
(Enter PETER, who comes down R. C. ; she turns to him.)
(PETER is a man in the thirties, good-natured, but rather
distrait and happy-go-lucky. He is carrying two bags,
has a mackintosh over his shoulder and is wearing a cap.)
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