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Cat Among The Pigeons

ACT ONE

SCENE: LUCETTE’s drawing room. The room is elegantly
furnished. v. s. the Left wall is parallel to the Right
wall. Then it meets a section of wall at Right angles
to it. U. L. is a door leading to LLUCETTE’S bedroom.
B. S. there are two doors. They open into the room.
The one B. L. C. leads to the dining room. The other
B. R. C. leads to an entrance hall. Against the back
wall of the entrance hall is a wardrobe. Against the
back wall of the dining room is a sideboard crowded
with tableware. Against the right-angled L. wall is a
draped mantelpiece, over it an ornate mirror. U. s. R.
is another door. (NOTE: all the doors ere double
doors.) R. a piano with its back to the wall and a
stool in front of it. . L. a console table with an
empty vase on it. R. near the piano, but with suffi-
cient room to pass between the two pieces of furni-
ture, a sofa with its back to the piano and almost
perpendicular to the set R. of the sofa is a small
round table. L. of the sofa is a wing chair. L. at an
angle to the console table is a medium sized rectan-
gular table with chairs L., R. and behind it. There
is a pouf or small footstool in front of the fireplace.
R. of the fireplace a chair against the wall. B. s. C. be-
tween the two doors a bureau with drawers. Knick
knacks everywhere. Vases on the mantelpiece. Pic-
tures on the walls. A folded copy of LE FIGARO lies
on the table r.

At the rise of the CURTAIN, MARCELINE is standing by
the fireplace, her right arm resting on the mantel-
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6 CAT AMONG THE PIGEONS ACT 1

piece, drumming her fingers, waiting impatiently.
FIrMIN, who is finishing laying the dining room table,
looks at his watch.

MARCELINE, For goodness sake, Firmin, if you don’t
serve lunch soon, I'm going to drop dead. (Ske crosses to
chair R.)

FirMiIN. You’ll get it the moment she wakes up.

MARCELINE. You mean—gets out of bed . .

FrMIN. And not a moment before. (He crosses u. s. to
dining room doors.)

MARCELINE. (She crosses to sofa and sits.) Now
M’sieur Bois d’Enghien’s left her, I can’t see why my
little sister has to hang about in the bedroom all by her-
self.

FrrMIN, (He crosses . s. level with MARCELINE.) Per-
haps she’s entertaining someone we don’t know about?

MARCELINE. Don’t be silly. There isn’t anyone we
don’t know about.

FmrmiN. That’s true.

MARCELINE. And even when her lover was here, in the
old days . . .

FirmiN. Two weeks ago .

MARCELINE. I never understood why Lucette couldn’t
be absolutely dotty about the chap and still get up for
lunch. (Ske rises and crosses to the L. of FIRMIN.) Or
does love make one totally oblivious of time? Of course,
I’ve had no personal experience . .

FirmiIN. Too bad . . .

MARCELINE. Speaking entirely as a virgin . . .

FirMiIN. 1 know!

MARCELINE. (She crosses to the sofa and sits.) No
one wants to take on the elder sister of a Music Hall
Artiste. (FIRMIN crosses U. s. towards the dining room.)
But what I always say is—look at the cock. (FmrMiIN
stops in his tracks and turns.) Busy all night among the
hens, and up bright as a button at four o’clock in the
morning,.
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FirMiN, It’s different with us theatricals . . .

(LUCETTE enters quickly from the bedroom, closes the
door and crosses C., then D. S. to the chair L. of the
table and sits. FIRMIN crosses to U. s. dining room
doors on the closing of the bedroom door by
LUcCETTE.)

LucerTE. Marceline!

MARCELINE. (She rises and crosses to LUCETTE.)
Lucette . . . At last!

Lucerte. (Radiant.) 1 feel absolutely marvellous. He’s
back! (Ske sits r. of the table.)

MARCELINE. M’sieur Bois d’Enghien? No!

LucerTE. M’sieur Bois d’Enghien! Yes!

MARCELINE. (She crosses uU. s. to FIrmIN.) Oh,
Firmin! M’sieur Bois d’Enghien’s back!

FirmiN. (He crosses slightly to LUCETTE then back to
U. s.) M’sieur Bois d’Enghien. That'll improve her
temper.

(MARCELINE crosses D. S. C.)

LuceTTE. (Rising, delighted.) Poor boy. He explained
it all last night. When I accused him of loving someone
else he fainted dead away for two weeks.

MARCELINE. (Moves a little to the r.) How ghastly!

Lucertke. It doesn’t bear thinking about! Suppose he’d
never regained the use of his . . .

MARCELINE. Legs?

LUCETTE. (Ske crosses U. S. R. to R. of FIRMIN, FIRMIN
moves towards her a little.) Exactly! (To FirMIN.) He’s
so beautiful! Firmin—you have noticed that, haven’t you?

FIrMIN. (Not having heard the conversation moves
D. s. a little.) Noticed what?

MarceLIiNE. How beautiful M’sieur Bois d’Enghien is.

FirMiN. (Unconvinced.) Oh, perfectly gorgeous. (He
crosses U. S. to the dining room.)
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LuckTTE. (She crosses D. S. to U. R. of MARCELINE.)
I adore him. .

Bors p’Ene. (Offstage calling.) Lucette!

LucerTe. That’s him! He’s calling me! (To MARCE-
LINE.) You remember the voice? (She crosses U. s. to
door Rr.)

MarceLiNE. How could I forget it . . . ? (She crosses
to the L. of LUCETTE.)

LucktTE. (By the bedroom door.) I'm here, darling.

(FIRMIN crosses to the L. of MARCELINE.)

MARCELINE. (Moving towards the bedroom.) Can we
have a peep at him?

Lucertk. Yes, of course! Fernand! (Ske’s by the door,
speaking Offstage to Bois D’ENGHIEN.) Marceline wants
to say hullo to you!

Bois D’EnG. (Offstage.) Hullo Marceline!

MARCELINE. (By the fireplace.) Hullo M’sieur Fer-
nand!

FirmiIN, (Bekind MArCELINE.) Everything all right,
M’sieur Fernand?

Bois p’Ene. (Offstage.) Is that you, Firmin? Not bad
. . . Just a slight headache.

MARCELINE. % Oh . . . What a shame!

FirMiIN.

LucerTe. (Going towards the bedroom.) Get dressed,
darling. We’re going to have lunch. (Ske exits to the bed-
room.)

MARCELINE. At last!

(DOORBELL.)

FIrMIN. I'm coming. (He crosses U. s. L. and through
the doors, not closing them, and off.)

MARCELINE. (She crosses D. s. to chair L. of table and
sits.) Hurry up! I’m dying of hunger.

FirMmiIN, (Offstage.) M’sieur de Chenneviette . . .
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De CHENNEV. (Offstage.) Good morning, Firmin.

(DE CHENNEVIETTE enters U. s. and is followed by
FIrRMIN who places his hat and coat on the hat stand,
and then shows DE CHENNEVIETTE into the room.)

FrMIN. (He crosses down c.) M’sieur de Chenneviette.
(To DE CHENNEVIETTE.) Just dropped in for lunch, have
you?

(DE CHENNEVIETTE crosses D. L. to the sofa, taking off
his gloves and placing them on the iable ». rR. Takes
cigar out of box.)

De CHENNEV. Naturally.

FIrMIN. (Sarcastically.) Naturally!

DEe CHENNEvV. (Without going to her.) How are you,
Marceline?

MARCELINE. (Sulky.) Dying.

FIrMIN. (He crosses p. C. level with the chair R. of the
sofa.) Have you heard the news? He’s back!

De CHENNEv. Who’s back?

MARCELINE. M’sieur Bois d’Enghien!

DE CHENNEV. (Shuts cigar box.) I don’t believe it!

FirMiIN. (He crosses to door R.) Large as life.

DE CHENNEV. (Shrugs his shoulders.) And penniless as
ever?

FirMin. I’ll announce the fact you’ve come to lunch as
usual . . .

(MARCELINE rises and crosses U. S. to U. S. R. doors.)

DE CuennNEv. What’s the matter with him? He knows
I always come on Fridays . . . For the oysters . . .

(FirMIN Enocks at LUCETTE’s door.)

FirMIN. Madame.
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LucerTE. (Ofstage.) What is it?

FrMIN. It’s M’sieur.

LucerTE. M’sieur who?

FirMIN. (In one breath.) Monsieur-the-father-of-
Madame’s-child.

LucetTE. All right. I'm coming.

FirMIN. (To D CHENNEVIETTE without moving.)
She’s coming!

DE CHENNEv. Oh good. (FIRMIN crosses (o U. S. R.
doors and into the dining room.) So Fernand’s back . . .

(MARCELINE crosses ». s. C. level with DE CHEN-
NEVIETTE.)

MARCELINE. (Meaning look at LUCETTE’s door, then
she crosses R. to chair L. of table and sits.) She announced
it as if it were the 14th of July.

De CueEnNEv. He’s a nice boy, but he can’t really
afford her . .

MARCELINE. She says all really attractive men love be-
yond their means. I don’t know anything about that, of
course—speaking as a virgin naturally . . .

DE CHENNEv. Naturally. (Remembering something.)
What’s happened to Lucette’s gorgeous Mexican?

MARCELINE. Oh, he’s been postponed indefinitely.

DE CueENnNEv. General Irrigua? Apparently he sits in
the theatre watching her with a glint in his eye.

MARCELINE. You mean a genuine 24 carat glint . .. ?

DE CHENNEvV. Anyway, she gave the General per-
mission to come and introduce himself this afternoon. But
now Prince Charming’s in residence, the meeting could be
embarrassing.

MARCELINE. To say the least . . .

(DOORBELL. FIRMIN crosses to the doors U. s. L. MAR-
CELINE and DE CHENNEVIETTE rise.)

FirMIN. Not someone else! Good morning Mademoi-
selle Nini . . .



ACT 1 CAT AMONG THE PIGEONS 11
Nin1. (Offstage.) Good morning, Firmin . . .

(FIrRMIN lets in NINI GALANT. He crosses fo U. s. C.
followed by NIN1 GALANT, ke closes tke U. s. L.
doors.)

FirmIN. Come in, Mademoiselle . . .

MARCELINE. ; Nini Galant!
DE CHENNEV.

(NINI crosses . s. to between the sofa and the chair.)

Nin1. In the flesh! (Ske puts her things on the sofa
near the chair and moves . s.) How’s everyone? (Ske
crosses D. L. of MARCELINE and kisses her.) Marceline,
darling! Still a virgin?

MARCELINE. Nothing changes . . .

Nini. Give it up darling, you’re putting on weight.
(Skhe crosses c. waving to DE CHENNEVIETTE, turns to
end up between the sofa and the chair. To DE CHEN-
NEVIETTE.) Come for the oysters?

FirMin. You’ve heard the news, Mademoiselle?

Nin1. I've heard my news. What’s your news . . . ?

EvervonNE. He’s back!

Nin1. Who'’s back?

EvErRYONE. M’sieur Bois d’Enghien!

(FIRMIN crosses into the dining room.)
Nin1. You're joking!

(LUCETTE enters R. and crosses D. S. to below the chair 1.
of the table.)

Lucerte. Nini darling! (NINI crosses p. R. to L. of
LUCETTE and kisses her.) Been working, darling?

Nin1. Night and day!

LucerTE. (To DE CHENNEVIETTE.) Hullo Gontran . . .
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(She crosses . L. to DE CHENNEVIETTE.) Darlings . . .
You’ve heard the wonderful news?

Nin1. (Ske crosses to the R. of LUCETTE.) They told
me! Marvellous for you, darling! He must feel like a new
lover since he had all those nights off . . .

LucerTE. He’s in there . . .

Nini. You keep him in there, darling! Once you let
them out, they’re inclined to wander off . . .

LucerTE. (Crossing to below NiIN1 to door R—NINI
to LUCETTE’s L., MARCELINE ¢0 NINI’s L.) Wait . . .
(FIRMIN crosses to L. of MARCELINE, slightly u. s.) T'll
show him to you. (DE CHENNEVIETTE crosses U. S. 10
below c. chair. LUCETTE goes to the door L.) Fernand.
It’s Nini. What? Oh, just come as you are, darling. It’s

quite informal . . . I mean .. . Everyone krows you.
(To the others.) And . . . Ladies and Gentlemen. It’s
my great pleasure to introduce . . . Back! By special re-

quest! Your friend and my friend, Fernand Bois
d’Enghien! (They all turn to form a diagonal line towards
the bedroom door as Bois D’ENGHIEN enters—dressed in
a magnificent dressing gown, from the door rR. He greets
EvVERYONE in turn.) Hi . . . Hip . . . Hip . . .

Evervone. Hurray!

Bois D’Enc. (Modestly, acknowledging the cheers.)
Oh, Ladies and Gentlemen .

(The following dialogue is very quick. FIRMIN crosses
D. R. o R. of table.)

Nini. The Wandering Lover . . .

Bors p’Enc. What? Well, you see I . . .

MARCELINE. He’s dreadful . . . But we all adore him.
Bors p’ENG. (Modestly.) Oh . . . do you really . .. ?
DEe CHENNEv. Nice to see you again.

Bors D’ENG. . . . Thanks, old fellow.
FirMIN. (He crosses R. to Bois D’ENGHIEN.) She had to
hook up her own dresses while you were away . . . She

said it got very lonely.
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Bois D’ENG. (Shaking hands all round.) Did she really?
EvervoNE. He’s back, Lucette! That’s the great thing.

(FIRMIN exits through doors U. s. R. End of very quick
dialogue.)

Bois D’ENc. (Smiling.) By God yes. I'm back! To say
the least! (Moves L. and sadly brushes his hair.) Isn’t it
splendid . . . ? And I only called in to break it off. I'm
marrying someone else. (He sits down, disconsolate, on
the Rr. of the table.)

(DE CHENNEVIETTE crosses to behind L. of sofa, NINI to
U. s. of sofa and sits. LUCETTE sits on the chair c.
MARCELINE sits D. S. end of sofa.)

Lucerte. (To Nin1.) Stay for lunch, darling.

Nini. No, honestly . . . I just came to tell you—I
can’t stay!

LucerTe. Tell him to bring in the oysters . . .

MarceLINE. Without a moment’s delay . . .

(MARCELINE crosses U. S. R. and goes into the dining
room. DE CHENNEVIETTE crosses to the R. of
LUCETTE.)

LucerTE. Why can’t you stay, Nini?
Nin1. (Ske moves to the c. of the scfa and turns to
LuceTTE.) Because of my news! I've got news too. . . .

Stupendous . . . Fabulous . . . Unbelievable news! I'm
getting married, my darling.

LUCETTE. .

DE CHENNEV. f You, darling . . . ?

Bois D’Enc. You, darling . . . ? (Aside.) That makes

two of us. (He sits on chair R. of table.)
Nini. Little me! He’s terribly upper class.
LucetTE. Nothing but the best for Nini.
De CHENNEV. Who is this fearless character?
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Nini. My lover!

DEe CuenNEv. You're marrying your lover? Then where
on earth will you go in the afternoons?

Nini. Don’t be rude!

Lucerte. Excuse me; which lover, darling?

Nin1i. The best one! I'm going to be Duchesse de la
Courbelle!

LucetrTe. You'll be seen all over Paris.

DE CueNNEv. Like the Eiffel Tower?

LucerTE. You'll still have to pay to be shown round
her, darling!

(Bois D’ENGHIEN who has been looking through Figaro
lying beside him jumps to his feet and faces . s.)

Bois p’ENG. Oh my God! They announced my engage-
ment in the Figaro. (He crumples up the paper and
stuffs it under his dressing gown and holds it to his
breast.)

LUCETTE. (She rises and faces Bors D’ENGHIEN.)
What’s the matter, darling?

Bois D’Enc. Nothing, darling. A touch of heart-
burn . . .

LucerTe. (She moves towards Bols D’ENGHIEN.)
You're not going to faint again, sweetheart?

Bois p’Enc. Of course not. (LUCETTE crosses back to
the chair c. and sits. She whispers loudly to NIN1 about
Bois D’ENGHIEN'’s #llness.) It’s disgraceful! Without a
word of warning . . . Your forthcoming marriage creeps
up and punches you in the breadbasket!

DE CHENNEV. Lucette. Have you read your wonderful
review in this morning’s Figaro?

LucerTE. No.

DE CHENNEV. I've got it here. (He takes a copy of
the Figaro out of his pocket and opens it.)

Bois D’ENG. (He crosses to R. of DE CHENNEVIETTE.)
What’ve you got there?

DE CHENNEv. Like to read it?



ACT I CAT AMONG THE PIGEONS 15

(Bors D’ENGHIEN rushes at DE CHENNEVIETTE and
snatches the paper from him. He then crosses to
below the table Rr.)

Bors p’Enc. Not at the moment! Thank you very
much! (He stuffs the second newspaper into the same
place as the first.)

(LUCETTE and MARCELINE rise.)

EvervoNE. What . . . ?

Bois p’Enc. It’s lunchtime! Hardly the time to sit
round reading newspapers . . .

De CuENNEv. (He crosses to the chair L. of table.)
He’s not well . . .

MARCELINE. (Ske enters u. s.) It’s ready! (She exits
U. s.)

Bors p’Eng. You see? It’s ready!

De CHENNEv. He’s certainly not well . . . (He crosses
c.)

(The BELL RINGS.)

Bois p’ENc. (Going to the door on the L. Aside as he
goes.) Where’s my strength of character? I swear I'll
break it to her after the crepe suzette! (He crosses U. s.
above the table, carrying his hair brush.)

(DE CHENNEVIETTE crosses U. s. of LUCETTE.)

Lucerre. (To Bors p’ENcHIEN.) Where are you going,
darling? (Crosses vU. s. C.)

Bors p’Exc. I’'m going to get dressed, darling. Wait for
me. (He exits R.)

FirmiN. (He enters U. s. L. and crosses ¢.) Madame!
1t’s M’sieur Ignace de Fontanet. (He exits U. s. L., closing
the doors.)

Lucerte. I'd forgotten about him. (Ske rises and
crosses D. s. R.) Lay another place . . .
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Nin1. (Ske crosses to below table L. of LUCETTE.)
Darling . . . You'’re not having %im to lunch . . . ?

LucerTeE. Why not . . . ?

Nin1. (Without malice.) His breath!

LucetrtE. (Laughing.) Well, it’s not exactly Palma
Violets . . . but he wouldn’t hurt a fly . . .

De CHeNNEvV. (Laughing.) Depends how far away he
was when he said “hullo” to it . . . (He crosses D. L. to
the p. s. corner of the sofa.)

Nini. You're right!

(Through the open hall door we can see DE FONTANET
taking off his coat helped by FIRMIN. FIRMIN then
enters U. S. L.)

FirMIN. M’sieur Ignace de Fontanet.

DEe FoNTANET. (He enters and crosses below FIRMIN to
U. s. of LUCETTE.) My sweetest songbird. Can I kiss your
little hand?

LucerTe. Kiss Nini’s. She was just talking about
you . . .

(DE FONTANET crosses R. to NINIL.)

DE FoNTANET. (Bows, flattered, to NiN1.) You're too
kind! (He crosses L. to R. of DE CHENNEVIETTE. To
LucerTE.) You were mad to ask me—you see—I always
accept your invitations!

LuceTTE. I really meant it . . .

Dt FoNTANET. (Shaking DE CHENNEVIETTE'S hand,
speaks to LuceTTE.) I hope you liked your wonderful re-
view in the Figaro?

LUCEeTTE. (She crosses to R. of DE FONTANET, leaving a
gap between them.) I haven’t read it . . .

DE FoNTANET. (Taking the Figaro out of his pocket.)
Luckily I came provided with a copy . . .

LuceTTE. Let’s see . . .

DE FonNTANET. (Unfolding the paper.) Here it is . .
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(Bois D’ENGHIEN enters R. out of the bedroom.)

Bois D’ENc. There! I'm ready . . . (Sees the news-
paper.) My God, another one! (He throws himself be-
tween LUCETTE and DE FONTANET and snatches the
paper.) GIVE ME THAT!

EvErvoNE. Not again!

(NINI crosses U. s. C.)

De FoNTANET. (Astonished.) What on earth’s the
matter?

Bois D’EnG. Never read newspapers on an empty
stomach. (He rolls the newspaper intc a ball.)

LucerTE. Oh please . . . It was my wonderful review!

Bois D’ENG. (Stuffing the paper into his pocket.) T’ll
save it for you, darling! (Aside.) I'll tear the bloody
thing up!

DE FoNTANET. (He crosses R. to L. of Bois D’ENGHIEN.
Challenging.) M’sieur!

Bors D’ENc. (Challenging.) M’sieur . . .

LuceTTE. (She crosses to L. of DE FoNTANET.) It
doesn’t matter. (Introducing them.) M’sieur de Fontanet

—one of my friends . . . M’sieur Bois d’Enghien. My
friend!

DE FONTANET. (Smiling.) M’sieur . . .

Bors D’ENG. (Also smiling.) M’sieur . . . (They shake
hands.)

DE FoNTANET. I must congratuate you, sir. On your ex-
cellent taste. I have long been a platoric lover of Madame
Lucette Gautier in whom beauty anc talent are so gen-
erously mixed. (Looking at Bois D’ENGHIEN who is gasp-
ing for breath.) Aren’t you feeling well?

(LUCETTE crosses U. s. a little to trv and distract Bois
D’ENGHIEN’S attention behind D FONTANET’S back.
NinI crosses to u. s. R. of DE CHENNEVIETTE. They
try to conceal their giggles.)
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Bois 0’EnNcG. Do you notice a strange smell in here . . . ?

DE FoNTANET. No . . . (He sniffs.)

Bois D’ENG. (Sniffs.) Anyone trying to grow mush-
rooms in the basement?

DEe FonTANET. Funny you should mention it . . .

Bors p’EnG. Is it . . . ?

DE FonTaNET. (He crosses to r. of Nin1.) I can’t
think why it is. But people quite often ask me that.

LuceTTE. (She crosses to D. L. of chair L. of table.
Whispers to Bois D’ENGHIEN.) Darling . . . It’s him!

Bois p’ENG. Good heavens! That’s what it is. (Cross-
ing ®. to DE FONTANET.) I'm terribly sorry . . . I had no
idea . . .

DE FoNTANET. (Breathing at him.) What?

Bois D’ENcG. (Crosses to L. of LUuCETTE.) . . . Oh!
Nothing . . . (4side.) My God! He’s not particularly
fragrant. (He moves U. S.)

(LUCETTE crosses to above table.)

FirMmiN. (Enters U. s. R.) Lunch is served.
MARCELINE. (Enters U. s. R.) Women and children
first! (Exits U. s. R.)

(Bors D’ENGHIEN laughs.)

LucerTE. (Crosses U. s. to dining room below Bors
p’EncHiEN.) Come on, darlings, let’s eat!

NIn1. (Ske crosses to L. of LUCETTE and kisses her.)
Goodbye, darling.

LucerTE. Can’t you really stay?

NiInI. (Ske crosses to L. of Bois D’ENGHIEN and picks
up her things from the sofa.) No, really. Henri’s taking
me for a snack—at Cartiers!

(NINT crosses to the R. of DE FONTANET, waving at him.)

Lucerte, (While NIN1 is shaking hands with DE
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CHENNEVIETTE.) I hope when youre a Duchess you
won’t be too proud to call on me . .

Nini. (She crosses to L. of LuceTTE.) Of course not!
Youw’ll be a nice change from all my respectable
friends . . .

LucerTE. (Bowing.) You're really living the part,
aren’t you, darling . . . ? (EvERvONE laughs.)

NiNt. (Taken aback, but laughing with the others.)
I didn’t mean that . . . darling!

MARCELINE. (Appearing at the dining room door with
her mouth full.) Are you all on a fast . . . ?

Lucerre. Coming! (Going with NINI to the hall.)
Goodbye, darling.

(N1IN1 crosses to U. s. L. door, followed by LUCETTE who
remains in the doorway.)

Nin1. Bless you! And . . . take my advice. Don’t let
your Ferny off the lead again. (Exits. Door slams off.)

De CHENNEvV. (Sitting on the piano stool.) Nini
Galant—married!

LuceTTE. (Crosses p. s. to above sofa.) Dear girl—she
always wanted to go one better than her parents. (Crosses
to above c. chair.) So let’s go in to lunch . . . (Bors
D’ENGHIEN goes into the dining room in front of her.
To DE FoNTANET.) After you . . .

DE FoNTANET. Excuse me . . .

(DE FonTANET and Bois D’ENGHIEN exit U. S. R. closing
doors.)

LucertE. (To DE CHENNEVIETTE.) Aren’t you com-
ing?

DE CHENNEv. (Embarrassed.) There’s a little some-
thing . . . I hardly like to remind you.

LUCETTE. (Crosses D. S. to R. of C. ciair.) A little what?

DEe CuENNEv. Child.

LucerTE. Whose child?
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DE CHENNEv. Ours . . .

LuceTttE. Our little one . . . ! It can almost toddle . . .

De CuENNEvV. Yes! And it wants to toddle into the
Bank and collect its monthly cheque.

LucertE. (Crossing a little u. s. towards doors U. S. R.)
T’ll give it you after lunch.

De CHENNEV. (Crosses below sofa to L. of LUCETTE.)
I hate to ask you. But really at his age he runs up the
most enormous milk bills . . .

LucetTE. It’s not the milk bills I object to. It’s his
curious taste for cigars and vintage champagne .

De CHeNNEvV. Doctor’s orders—champagne brings up
the wind!

FirMIN. (Enters through doors u. s. R.) Mademoiselle
Marceline wants to know if you’re ever coming in to
lunch.

LucerTE. She’ll have finished the oysters if we don’t.
Can’t someone find that girl a lover?

(The DOORBELL RINGS. FIRMIN crosses to U. S. L.
doors.)

FirMmIN. It never stops . . . (LUCETTE and DE CHEN-
NEVIETTE go into the dining room and are greeted with
satisfied cries. The door shuts on them. FIRMIN lets the
BaroNESs DUVERGER énto the room.) I'm sorry, Madame.
Madame’s entertaining company at an informal luncheon
. . . (FIRMIN remains in the hall. The BARONESS crosses
below him, and crosses C.)

B. Duvercer. Be good enough to announce me. I am
the Baroness Duverger . . . On a vital matter. It can’t
be put off!

(FIRMIN crosses to U. s. L. of the BARONESS, having closed
the doors.)

FirMiN, I can but ask . . .
B. DuverRGER. Madame Gautier won’t know me. Just
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simply say . . . The Baroness Duverger wants to make
use of her talents for a little family celebration.

(FIRMIN shows the BARONESS to a chair L. of the table.)

Firmin. I understand perfectly, Madame. (The BARr-
ONESS sits. He crosses U. s. to the dining room. The BELL
RINGS rings as he reaches the door. Smartly changing di-
rection towards the U. s. L. doors.) Excuse me! (He exits
through v. s. L. doors.)

B. DUVERGER. (Looks round her, takes out the Figaro
she’s brought with her, unfolds it. Pauses. Reads.) “The
Baroness Duverger is pleased to announce the forthcoming
marriage of her daughter to M’sieur Bois d’Enghien.”
There it is. In black and white . . . (Noises off. She
goes on reading, nods her head with satisfaction.) They
said it would be in black and white . . .

(BouziN enters in hall and crosses c. with FIRMIN back-
ing in front of him.)

Bouzin. Please ask her to see me. Bouzin. My name’s
Bouzin. Can you possibly remember that? Do try . . .
FirMiIN. I might just manage it.

(FIRMIN begins to cross R., BouzIN pulls him back with
his umbrella handle.)

BouziN. Come on the matter of a scng.

FIrRMIN. A song?

Bouzin. “Don’t drop it on me doorstep” . . .

FirMiN. Certainly not, M’sieur.

Bouzin. Oh, that’s the name of my song.

FirmiN. Exceedingly quaint! Madame here is wait-
ing . ..

BouziN. Oh . . . Thank you very much! (He greets
the BARONESS who raises her eyes for ¢ moment in
greeting.)
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Firmin. We've got more bells here than the Notre
Dame!

(FIRMIN exits U. S. L. BOUZIN crosses to put his umbrella
on the piano stool, then moves slowly to the r. of
the BARONESS, then to the doors U. s. R. and listens
at the keyhole, then to the chair c., and sits. After a
pause, ke rises slowly and tries to see her newspaper,
rising half off the chair.)

Bouzin. That’s the Figaro, isn’t it?

B. DUVERGER. (Raising her head.) Excuse me?

BouziN., (Friendly.) 1 said “Isn’t that the Figaro
you’re reading?

B. DUVERGER. (Surprised.) Of course it’s the Figaro.
(She goes on reading.)

BouziN. (Sits back in his chair.) First class news-
paper . . .

B. DUVERGER. (Off-handed.) Yes . . .

Bouzin. Today’s great news is on page four. You seen

it...
B. DuverGer. No . . .
BouziN. (He rises and crosses to the L. of the BAR-
ONESS and takes her newspaper.) No? Give it here. I'll
show you. It’s pretty sensational. (He turns the pages.)
“Whispers from the Boulevards . . . at the Alcazar tiny,
but talented Suzy Maya is having a great success with her
new song “I thought he was a rotter . . . Until he cooked
me a pig’s trotter . . . And my heart just melted away
.. .7 (He holds out the paper to the BARONESS, very
satisfied.) Read it for yourself!

B. DUVERGER. (Ske takes the paper.) Really, M’sieur!
Why should I interest myself in a young woman . . .
who’s so utterly weak-minded as to change her opinions
for the sake of a somewhat common dish . . . ?

BouziN. What . . . ?

B. DuvirGer. Isn’t it a perfectly ludicrous situation?

Bouzin. No.
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B. Duvercer. What?

Bouzin. It’s my song.

B. DUVERGER. You'’re a . . . literary man?

BouzIN. A poet by vocation—a lawyer’s clerk by force
of circumstance. . . .

(FIRMIN enters U. s. L. and crosses to the piano p. s.
with a basket of flowers.)

B. DUVERGER.

Bovre f Well ...?

(BouzIN crosses U. S. L.)

FirMiN. I have had no opportunity of speaking to
Madame. Someone delivered this at the tradesman’s en-
trance . . .

Bouzin. Very sumptuous . . . Is it her birthday?

FirMmin. Every day is a birthday for Lucette Gautier.

Bouzin. Who sent them . . . ? Some demented
millionaire?

FirMmiN. I couldn’t say, M’sieur. There’s no card. This
particular tribute is from a gentleman who . . . (He puts
the flowers on the piano.) prefers to remain anonymous.

Bouzin. Wasting his money!

B. Duvercer. Now, my good man, will you announce
me?

FirMIN, (He crosses U. s. R.) Without delay.

(BouUzIN crosses U. s. to L. of FIRMIN.)

BouziN. And you haven’t forgotten my name?

FirMIN. M’sieur Basin!

BouziN. No, Bouzin. B-O-U . . .

FirMiIN. Yes, of course.

BouziN. (Putting his hat on the chair next to the sofa.)
Hang on, I’ll give you a card . . . (He looks for one of
his cards.)
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FirMiIN. Please don’t bother. I'll remember you by
“Please don’t drop it on me doorstep” . . . !

BouziN. Isn’t it memorable] But in fact I have printed
visiting cards . . . (FIRMIN exifs U. s. R., closing the
doors in BouziN’s face as ke follows him. BOUZIN moves
back behind the sofa still searching for his card, and
arrives at the piano.) He'll get my name wrong, naturally.
(Looks at the bouquet.) Exotic blooms! (He's about to
put away his pocket book, when he has an idea. Making
sure that the BARONESS is still reading, he puts his card
in the basket of flowers and moves p. s.) If it’s anony-
mous, it might as well do someone a favour. (He puts his
pocket book back in his pocket. Pause. Silence. He
laughs. This makes the BARONESS raise her head.) It
really makes me laugh every time I think of that song.
“Don’t drop it on me doorstep . . .” (Silence. The BAR-
ONESS starts to read again. BouziN laughs again, and
crosses c.) 1 expect you’re dying to hear it, aren’t you
dear . .. ?

B. DUVERGER. I think I can contain my curiosity. (Ske
goes on reading.)

Bouzin. Oh, I don’t mind. Everyone’s always saying
“Why don’t you write a song for Lucette Gautier?” Of
course she’s just dying to do a Bouzin song . . . So

. after a couple of sleepless years . . . I came up
with this! (The BARONESs puts down her newspaper.
Sings.)

Me husband’s been away

For three years and a day

And I’ve got a problem on me mind.

When he comes home from sea

I know he’ll say to me

“Don’t drop the basket on me doorstep!”
(BouziN dances to the L. of the BARONESS with his
bowler hat under his jacket on the last line. He laughs,
delighted.) Did you understand it?

B. DuverGeR. Certainly not!

BouziN. (Looks at hker, and says suddenly.) Of course
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I recognize you . .. You're the stunning trapeze lady
from the Eldorado! You're the one who swings from her
toes in flesh-coloured tights waving a flag. I'm one of your
greatest admirers!

B. DuvVErGeR. (She rises.) I'm afraid you’re wrong.
I’'m the Baroness Duverger . . .

BouziN. Honestly? (He bows.) Well, cheer up, dear.
At least you look like someone famous . . . (He moves
U. s. Noises off from the dining room. FIRMIN enters
U. S. R. with a folded piece of paper. BouzIN crosses to
the L. of FIRMIN. Anxiously.) Have you asked Madame
Gautier about my song?

Firmin. I have, M’sieur.

Bouzin. Enthusiastic, is she?

FirMIN. Not exactly. She says it’s a very stupid song,
and to give it back to you at once.

BouziN. (Drily.) She says what?

FirMiIN. So here it is.

(FIrRMIN gives the song back to BouziN who crosses to
the sofa and picks up his hat.)

BouziN. I must say, I’'m not surprised. It’s rather
above her usual level . . .

FirMIN. (Friendly.) Listen to me, my friend! (FirMIN
crosses D. S. to the R. of BouziN.) Another time if you’re
thinking of working for Madame, kindly have a word with
me first . . .

BouvziN. (Contemptuous.) With you . . . ?

FirMin. With me! I have the ear of Madame.

Bouzin. I wonder who’s got the other one! (Bouzin
crosses D. L. to the piano. Grumbling.) Stupid] My song
I worked on for two years . . . Stupid!

FirmiN. Shall I see you out . . . ?
Bouzin. (Points to the basket of flowers.) And after
I...DTveagoodmindto ... (He picks up the basket

as if he’s going to take it away with him.)
FirMIN. Hey!
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Bouzin. No! At least I've got a genefrous nature . . .
(Puts the basket back on the piano.) Goodbye.

(Bouzin bows and crosses U. s. L.|and exits.)

FirMIN. (Goes to shut the door.) Goodbye to you.
(Door slams.)

B. DuVvERGER. What about me? Did you tell Mad-
ame . . . (The BARONESS crosses C.)

FirMiN. Yes Madame; she’s up to her eyes at the mo-
ment . . .

B. DUVERGER. Oh what a bore . . . !
FirMIN. (Crosses to the L. of the BaroNEss.) If Mad-
ame could call again . . . ?

B. DUvVERGER. I suppose I'll have to. It’s for an engage-
ment party this evening. Will you tell Mademoiselle
Gautier that I'll be back in an hour?

FirMmin. Certainly, Madame. This way, Madame . .

(FIRMIN holds the door U. s. L. for the BARONESS fo exit,
then follows her out, shutting the doors. At the same
moment, DE CHENNEVIETTE opens half of the
U. S. R. doors and peers into the room. He enters and
crosses R., then puts his coffee on the mantelpiece.)

DE CHENNEV. The coast’s clear.
EveErvoNE. Good!

(DE FONTANET enters and crosses D. S. R—puts his
coffee on the table. Bois D’ENGHIEN enters also,
crosses L. and sits on the sofa. LUCETTE enters and
crosses C.)

Lucerte. (To Bois D’ENGHIEN.) What’s the matter,
my beautiful one? You look a little sad.

Bois D’Enc. Not at all. (A4side.) I've got to tell her
now!

(LUCETTE crosses above the sofa to behind Bors
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D’ENGHIEN. She throws her arms round his neck just
as he is about to take a sip of coffee.)

LucerTe. Do you love me, darling?

Bors p’ENc. Madly! (LUCETTE crosses U. s. ¢.) I've got
a nasty feeling she’s not going to take it like a man.

DE FonTaNET. What gorgeous flowers!

EvervoNe. Where?

DE FoNTANET. There!

EvERYONE. Oh . . . how gorgeous . . . !

(DE CHENNEVIETTE crosses to the piano.)

Lucerte. Good heavens! Who can have sent
them ... ?

De CHENNEvV. (Goes and takes the basket of flowers
from the piano and comes p. s. c.) Here’s the card . . .
(Reads.) Camille Bouzin . . . (Crosses to L. of
Lucer1e.) Articled Clerk . . . Fancy that! (He presents
the basket to LUCETTE.)

LucerTE. Poor boy . . . I gave his song back and I
wasn’t very polite . . . (Ske crosses R. to the mantel-
piece.) As a song writer, he’s obviously a marvellous
Articled Clerk. (She smells the bouquet.) They smell
much too good for flowers . . . There's something in
here .

EvervoNE. Oh!

(LUCETTE takes a jewel case out of the flowers, and puts
the basket on the mantelpiece.)

De Cuennev. That’s what she smelt . . . |
EvVERYONE. A jewel case!
LuceTTE. A jewel case! (She opens it and crosses

D.s. ¢.) No, it’s too much . . . (She takes out a ring and
crosses to L. of table and sits.)
Bors D’Enc. Whatis . . . ?

(DE FONTANET crosses to U. Ss. R. of LUCETTE, DE
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CHENNEVIETTE f0 behind her and Bois D’ENGHIEN
crosses to her, U. S. R.)

LUceTTE. Just rubies and diamonds, that’s all. (Ske
puts the ring on her finger and shows them all.)

EverYoNE. Oh . . . | How beautiful!
Lucerte. (Trying to read the name on the jewel case.)
Cartier’s naturally . . . It’s really most peculiar. .

De CHENNEvV. He must be doing well. For an articled
Clerk . . .

Bois p’EnG. He must be . . . quite disgustingly rich . ..

DE FonTANET. I'd say—rich and madly in love!

LucertE. (Laughing.) Honestly?

(Bors D’ENGHIEN crosses D. C.)

Bois p’Enc. (Aside.) 1f 1 could only land this Bouzin
fellow on her. Then I could creep out from underneath
. . . I know I'm behaving like a bit of a cad . . .

(Bo1s D’ENGHIEN sits on D. s. end of the sofa.)

Lucerte. I suppose his song might have possibilities
. . . all it needs is a writer.

DEe CHENNEV. Like you, de Fontanet.

Bors p’Enc. Like him!

(DE FONTANET crosses to the R. of Bors D’ENGHIEN.)
DE FonTaANET. Oh, you’re too kind! I once wrote a
song. It had a sort of catchword—I called it “Ah
Futility!”
(EVERYONE laughs.)
Bors p’ENG. People should be careful when they choose

titles!
DE FontaNnET. Did I say something funny . . . ?
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(LUCETTE rises and crosses C. to R. of DE FONTANET.)

LuceTTE. . . . No, it’s Fernand. He’s never serious!
(Trying to change the subject and stop giggling.) Do
come to the theatre tonight . . . ?

DE FoNTANET. My dear Lady . . . I'm desolated. I'm
invited to an old friend, the Baroness Duverger’s.

(LUCETTE crosses to chair L. of table, and sits.)

Bois ’ENc. My future mother-in-law. (He rises.)

DE FonTANET. She’s giving an engagement party. Her
daughter’s going to marry a M’sieur . . . M’sieur . . .
I had it on the tip of my tongue . . .

Bois D’ENG. (Aside.) Let’s hope it drops off.

De FoNTANET. M’sieur . . . She did tell me.

(Bois D’ENGHIEN moves between DE FONTANET and
LUceTTE.)

Bors ’Enc. Who on earth cares what he’s called?
DE FonTaneT. Half a minute! I've got it! No . . . it’s
a name like yours.

(Bois p’ENGHIEN crosses back c.)

Bois D’ENc. Impossible] There aren’t any names like
mine!

LucerTte. Why are you so nervous, darling?

Bors p’ENG. I'm not in the least nervous! I just can’t
stand it when people say ‘“half a minute. I’ve got it . . .
it begins with Q . . .”

DE FonTaNET. That’s right—Q.

Bois p’ENc. Potter!

De FonNTANET. No . . .

Bors pD’Enc. We're never going to meet him. Why
should we bother to find out his name?

(There’s a ring at the DOORBELL.)
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De CHENNEV. As a matter of fact, he’s right.

(Bois D’ENGHIEN takes DE FONTANET D. L.)

Bors p’Eng. So for God’s sake, stop cudgelling your
brains!

(FIRMIN enters U. s. L. and crosses C. searching for some-
thing behind the furniture.)

Lucerte. What’re you looking for, Firmin?
FirmiN. Oh, nothing really. This Bouzin person alleges
he forgot his umbrella . . .

(LUCETTE crosses to the R. of FIRMIN.)
EVERYONE. Bouzin!

(LUCETTE crosses U. s. C. to BoUzZIN’S R. as he enters
U. s. L.)

LuceTTE. But show him in!
EvVERYONE. It’s Bouzin!

(DE FONTANET crosses to DE CHENNEVIETTE on his R.)

LucerTE. Do come in, M’sieur Bouzin. M’sieur Bouzin,
meet my friends . . . (LUCETTE brings BouzIN D. s.)
EvervoNE. (Welcoming him.) Hullo M’sieur Bouzin . . .

(FIRMIN crosses to the table, takes a coffee cup and exits
U. s. R. Bors D’ENGHIEN closes the doors U. s. L.)

BouziN. (Amazed at the reception.) I'm sorry. It’s just
that I'd forgotten my umbrella . .

LucerTE. Please M’sieur Bouzin! Do sit down .
(LUCETTE takes chair L. of table and places it p. s. C.)

EvervoNE. Please sit down, M’sieur Bouzin.
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(Bois D’ENGHIEN takes chair r. of soja and places it
D. S. C. L. LUCETTE sits in L. chair, BOUZIN on the
chair to her Rr.)

Bouzin. Really, you're too kind!

De FonNTANET. My honoured nightingalel I'll leave
you . . . To discuss M’sieur Bouzin’s art!

Lucerte. You're going? I'll see you out . .

(LUCETTE rises and puts back her chair to v. R. of sofa.)

DE FonTaNET. Don’t bother.
DE CHENNEV. I'd better go too. . . . [ hate to remind

you . . .
Lucerte. Come too. I'll make out the little one’s

cheque at once.
DE CHENNEV. Ah! Excellent!

(LuceTrtE and DE FONTANET exit U. s. L. followed by
De CHENNEVIETTE.)

LucerTE. Excuse me, M’sieur Bouzin--I’ll be back in
a minute,

(BouziN rises and replaces chair to 1. of table.)

Bois D’EnG. (Crosses U. s. and then to BouziN whom
ke seizes.) All right, you! Yes or no. Are you in love with
Lucette?

Bouzin. Me?

Bors p’Exc. Yes you! You can’t hide these things.
You're wildly, passionately in love with her. Courage!
Your moment’s come! Dive in!

Bouzin. In? Where . . . ?

Bois D’ENG. Be a man. Lucette’s yours . . .

Bouzin. But honestly . . .
Bors p’Enc. Not a word to her today. But tomorrow
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. attack at dawn. She’ll drop into your lap like a ripe
plum! (Bois D’ENGHIEN crosses D, L. 7.e FRONT
DOOR SLAMS.)

BouzIN. (A4side.) Funny man!

(LUCETTE enters U. s. L., takes a chair from U. R. of sofa
and places it on L. of BOUzIN’S.)

LucettE. I'm sorry I abandoned you . . . Now we can
talk without any interruptions . . .

Bouzin. (Aside.) Actually, I like picking my own
plums .

(LUCETTE sits on her chair, followed by BouziN sitting on
kis L. of the table.)

LucerTE. I'm going to be cross with you, you naughty
boy. Why did you take your lovely song away from us?

(Bors D’ENGHIEN crosses behind the table to chair Rr.)

Bouzin. Because your servant said you thought it was
stupid.

Lucerte. Your song stupid! He must have made a
mistake . . .

Bors p’ENc. (Sits on chair Rr. of table.) A mistake!
That’s what it was!

LuceTTE. And I also have to thank you for the beauti-
ful flowers.

Bouzin. Oh, please don’t mention it . . .

LucertE. Why not mention it? It was a charming
gesture,

Bors p’Eng. Charming! Charming!

LucerTE. (Showing him the hand with the ring on it.)

And my ring? You’ve seen my ring . . . ?
BouziN. Your ring . . . ?
LuceTTE. You see . . . I'm wearing it already . . .

Bouzin. So you are! (Aside.) What’s her ring got to
do with me?
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Lucerte. I must say ... Your song’s charming.
There’s no other word for it . . .

Bouzin. You're too kind . . .

LucerTE. Except for one thing . . .

BouziN. One thing . . . ?

LucerTE. The words!

Bois p’Enc. No. The words won’t do.

Bouzin. Is that all?

LuceTTE. Absolutely all. Except the tune!

Bois p’Enc. The tune will have to go.

LucerTE. You see, we do want to be constructive.

Bois p’Enc. We feel it ought to have been written by
someone else!

Bouzin. Really? . . . But apart from that, you like it?

LUCETTE.

Bots b'ENG. ; Enormously!

Bois p’Enc. I've got an idea! You could work on it
together!

LucerTE. We could work on it together. Now this is
what we thought . . . Have you got your song on you?

Bouzin. I left it at home . . .

LucerTE. Oh dear!

BouziN. (He rises.) But I only live round the corner,
in the Rue des Dames. I could run . . .

LucerTE. (She rises and puts her ckair back v. Rr. of
sofa.) If it wouldn’t be a bother . .

BouziN. (Crossing to R. of LUCETTE.) It’s the least I
cando . . . I can easily make a few changes. I work very
fast . . . sometimes . . .

Bois p’Enc. Really?

BouziN. Sometimes a whole song’ll just happen to me
. . . Sometimes I can write one in five minutes .

Bois D’ENG. (Rising.) You amaze me! (Aside.) Fancy
being able to write anything as bad as that in five
minutes . . .

(BouziN crosses to doors v. s. L., below LUCETTE.)

BouziNn. I go . .
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LucertE. Your umbrella . . .
(BOUZIN crosses D. L. to the piano for his umbrella.)

Bouzin. Oh yes. Of course. My umbrella. Like a flash
of lightning! (He exits through doors u. s. L. LUCETTE
follows him out, closing the doors behind her.)

(Bois D’ENGHIEN crosses to C. below chair R. of sofa.)

Bors p’Enc. Now for it! Courage! Blow the retreat
and leave the field open for little Bouzin. All right then!
A clean break . . .

LuceTtE. (Offstage.) It'll be lovely . . . Don’t be
long! (The FRONT DOOR SLAMS.)

Bors p’ENG. (Sits on the sofa.) If only I knew how to
begin: “Now look here, Lucette. . . .”

(LUCETTE enters and crosses to behind Bols D’ENGHIEN
and puts her arms round his neck.)

LucerTeE. What were you saying, darling?

Bors p’ENG. I was saying “Now look here, Lucette.”

LuceT1E. Do you really love me?

Bors p’ENc. I was saying (Weakly.) “Now look here,
Lucette—I really love you . . .” (4side.) It’s not going
well . . .

(LUCETTE crosses below the sofa.)

Lucertk. I know what he wants. Insatiable fellow .
(She sits on the ». s. end of the sofa.) 1 was so happy
when you came back last night. I really thought it was
all over.

Bors p’ENc. All over . . . ? Whatever gave you that
idea?

LucertE. (Delighted.) And now I've got you for ever!
(Clasps Bors D’ENGHIEN ¢o ker.) Tell me I've got you.
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Bors D’Enc. (Agreeing.) Oh yes. You’ve got me!

LucerTtE. (Looking into his eyes.) For ever and
ever . . .

Bois p’ENG. (Looking into her eyes.) Endlessly . . .

(LUceTTE puskes Bors D’ENGHIEN’S face down and D. s.
across her lap.)

LucerTe. Oh my Ferny . . . |

Bois D’ENG. My Lu-Lu . . . ! (LUCETTE is now lying
with Bois D’ENGHIEN in a very uncomfortable position.
Aside.) What a terrible way to break off a romance!

Lucerte. (Langourously.) Comfy, darling . . . ?

Bois p’ENG. Mmm, (Aside, agonised.) 1 think she’s
broken my spine . . .

LucertE. I'd like to just lie like this . . . for the next
twenty years. Wouldn’t you . . . ?

Bors p’ENg. Well, twenty years is a long time . . .

LucerTE. (Stroking his back.) I'd say . . . “My
Ferny” and you’d answer “My Lu-Lu.” And the years’d
just roll by.

(Bors D’ENGHIEN returns to a sitting position.)

Bors p’ENG. (4side.) Never a dull moment!

LucerTE. (Rises and crosses c.) Come on then, im-
patient fellow . . .

Bors D’ENG. (4side.) I know what’s coming . . .

Lucerte. Come with me and hook up my dress, dar-
ling . ..
Bors p’Eng. (Sulky.) Not again!

LuceTTE. (Moves p. s.) What’s the matter?

Bois D’ENG. (Rises and takes his courage in both
hands.) I’ve got to tell you! We can’t go on like this

LucerTe. Like what?

Bors D’EnG. Like this! (Takes one pace v. s. Aside.)
Now . . . Here we go . .. (To Lucerte.) The day’s
got to come when I have to take a deep breath and say
. . . “Lucette!”
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LucerTe. (Takes one pace p. L. to Bois D’ENGHIEN.)
Yes darling?
Bors p’Eng. “Lucette, we must part . . .

y

(LUCETTE mouves D. L., nearer to Bois D’ENGHIEN.)

LuceTTE. (A4stonished.) What?
Bors D’ENG. Yes, we must. (Aside.) Now . . . light the
blue touch paper and stand well clear.

(LUCETTE turns r. away from Bois D’ENGHIEN and moves
away R, from him.)

LucerTE. (Seeing the light.) You're going to get
married . . .

Bois D’ENG. Me? (His courage failing.) Whoever gave
you that idea?

LucerTE. You did!

Bors p’Eng. It’s not like that . . . It’s . . . my finan-
cial position. I can’t give you the bare minimum of
luxuries you need to exist and . . .

LucerTE. Oh, is that all] (Ske laughs and crosses L.
to embrace him.) Silly boy! (Ske releases him and sighs
passionately.) Isn’t my love enough for you . . . ?

Bois p’ENG. (Aside.) Enough? It’s too much.

(LUCETTE crosses R. C.)

LuceTTE. (A4side.) He’s up to something. I don’t know
what it is . . . (To Bors p’ENcHIEN.) What a horrible
moment—when I thought you were going to get married.
(She turns to Bois D’ENGHIEN.) Swear to me you’ll never
get married! Swear! (Ske moves back to him and holds
on to him as if she were about to lose him.)

Bois p’Ene. Swear?

LucETTE. Swear!

Bors p’ENG. I swear|

(LUCETTE crosses R. to chair above table.)
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Lucerte. Thanks! If you ever got married—I promise
you . . . I'll know exactly what to do.

Bois ’ENc. (Worried.) What exactly . . . ?

LucetTE. (Sits on the chair.) 1t’d be over quickly. One
neat little bullet through the head.

Bois p’ENG. (Eyes popping.) Through whose head?

LuceTrTE. Mine of course.

Bois p’ENG. (Relieved.) That’s not so bad . . .

(LUuceTTE mervously picks up the Figaro that the BARr-
ONESS left behind.)

LucerTE. I'm not afraid to die. If ever I picked up the
Figaro and read in the engagement column . . .

Bois D’ENG. (Aside, too terrified to move.) My God!
She’s just going to!

Lucette. I'm being stupid. It’s never going to hap-
pen . . . Why should I even think about it?

(LUCETTE throws the Figaro down on the table. Bois
D'ENGHIEN crosses R. to above table and leaps on the
Figaro and stuffs it under his jacket.)

Bois D'ENG. (Aside.) The place is crawling with
Figaros! They must come here to breed . . .

\
(LUCETTE turns to him at the noise he makes. He laughs
weakly and she throws herself in his arms.)

LucerTE. And you'll love me for ever and ever?
Bois D’ENeG. For ever and ever!

Lucerre. My darling!

Bois D’ENG. (Aside.) Until next week . . .

(Bois D’ENGHIEN sits on the chair L. of the table. DE
CHENNEVIETTE enters U. s. L. closing the doors and
crosses D. C. with an envelope.)

De CHENNEV. 5,000 francs! I'm registering this letter.
Have you got a 40 centimes stamp?
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LUCkTTE. (Crossing R. to her bedroom.) Yes, in there.
Wait.

De CHENNEV. Let me owe you the money.

LucertE. I don’t need your money.

De CHENNEV. I must pay my wack!

LucerTE. Don’t be silly. (Ske exits.)

De CHENNEvV. (Crossing to the sofa. He sits in the
centre of it.) It’s strange. Women have no sense of honour
about this sort of thing. What’s the matter with you, old
chap? You look miserable . . .

Bois p’EnG. Not at all. I’'m bloody desperate.

DE CHENNEV. It sounds bad!

(Bors D’ENGHIEN rises, crosses to the chair R. of the sofa

and sits.)
Bois D’ENG. There’s something . . . I can’t tell Lucette.
But, I mean, well you’re almost her husband. You’ve got
to part us.

De CuennNev. If I were Lucette’s husband . . . I
wouldn’t think of parting her from her lover!

Bors p’ENc. You must!

De CHENNEvV. Whatever for?

Bois p’Enc. The truth is, I’'m on the point of getting
married . . .

De CHENNEV. You!

Bors p’Eng. Me. The engagement party’s tonight!

DE CHENNEV. Good Lord! Lucette won’t like that.

Bois D’ENG. (Takes DE CHENNEVIETTE'S arm posses-
sively.) But . . . it’s . . . for her own good. She must
end our affair at once . . .

DEe CHENNEv. Well. (Thoughtfully.) If she wants an
excuse, you getting married might do . . .

(The BELL RINGS.)

Bors D’ENG. Tell her that! For God’s sake have a seri-
ous talk with her. She’ll listen to you . . .
D CHENNEvV. Don’t you believe it . . .



ACT 1 CAT AMONG THE PIGEONS 39

(FIRMIN enters through doors U. s. L. and crosses c.)

FirMIN. M’sieur the General Irrigua.

De CHeNNEv. Ah good. Show him in. (FIRMIN starts
to go.) No. Wait till we’re gone. (DE CHENNEVIETTE and
Bors D’ENGHIEN rise, DE CHENNEVIETTE goes U. S. R. C.
and Bors p’ENGHIEN (o kis right. To Bois D’ENGHIEN.)
Come on! This way out.

(FIRMIN exits U. S. L.)

Bois p’Enc. Why?
De CueEnnNev. We'd only be in the way—the Gen-

eral . ..
Bois D’ENG. You mean the millionaire who sees her

show six times a week?
De CuENNEV. Exactly! He’s your only hope . . .

(D CHENNEVIETTE, followed by Bois D’ENGHIEN, exits
through doors U. s. R.)

Bors p’ENG. Power to his eilbow! Lead on!
De CHENNEv. This way.

(FIRMIN enters through doors U. s. L. MARCELINE enters
through doors v. s. L. at the moment that FIRMIN is
going to let in the GENERAL.)

MARCELINE. Who rang, Firmin?
Firmin. The General Irrigua, Mademoiselle.
MARCELINE. The General! Quick let him in, and then
go and warn my sister . . . !
(MARCELINE crosses D. S. in front of the piano.)
FirMin. If M’sieur would step this way . . .

(The GENERAL enters U. s. L. and crosses D. S. L. C.)
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GENERAL. Bueno! I am stepped already . . .

(The GENERAL comes in. A large man with a strong
Mexican/Spanish accent. He is followed by ANTONIO
who enters U. S. L. and crosses c. He is carrying a
large bouguet in front of him, and a small bouquet
behind his back. He, in turn, is followed by FIRMIN
who looks at him.)

MARCELINE. (Curtsies.) General!

GeENERAL. The little sister. How you? Camarero!
Camarero! (He turns to FirminN.) Chamber man!

FirMiIN. (Moves down.) You talking to me?

GENERAL. Of course I'm talking to you ... (He
crosses to FIRMIN and gives him his hat and cane.) I'm
not talking to me. (4side.) Gringo! (Aloud.) You can
tell the Mistress that I am stepped in!

Firmin. Yes, General. (Aside as ke goes to the L. of
the room.) He’s a general nuisance that one . .. (To
LUCETTE as she comes out of her room.) The Fleet’s in
. . . Madame.

(LUCETTE enters R. and crosses D. R. to D. R. of table.
FIRMIN crosses to doors U. s. R., exits and closes the
doors.)

GENERAL. (To LUCETTE who is astonished to see him.)
Ah. The Mistress. At last we meet in person. This is my
most gorgeous hour . . .

(LuceTTE still looks astonished. MARCELINE introduces
her to the GENERAL.)

MarcCeLINE. This is General Irrigua, Lucette . . .
GENERAL. (Bowing.) El Estupendo!

(LUCETTE crosses to the R. of the GENERAL and gives
him her hand.)
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