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HANDS ACROSS THE SEA

First produced at the Opera House, Manchester, and subse-
quently at the Pheenix Theatre, Charing Cross Road, London,
W.C.2, in January, 1936, with the following cast of characters :

Lapy MaureeN GiLpIN (Picaie) . . QGertrude Lawrence.
CommanDErR PETER GirpIN, R.N. (her

Husband) . . . . . Noe! Coward.
THE HoN. CLARE WEDDERBURN . . Everley Gregg.
LieuT.-COMMANDER ALASTAIR Cor-

BETT, R.N. . . . . . Edward Underdown.
MaJor GosriNg (Bogey) . . . Anthony Pelisster.

Mgr. WADHURST . . . . « Alan Webb.
Mgs. WADHURST . . o o . Alison Leggalt.
Mr. BUurRNHAM . . . . Kenneth Carten.
WaLTERS . . . . . . Moya Nugent.

The action of the play takes place in the drawing-room of the
Gilpins’ flat in London.

TiME.—Present day,






HANDS ACROSS THE SEA

Produced by John C. Wilson at the National Theatre in
Yew York City on November 24, 1936, as one of a scries of
nine one-act plays by Noel Coward, under the title of “TO-
NIGHT AT EIGHT-THIRTY.” The play was directed by the
author and the cast was as follows:

LADY MAUREEN GILPIN (PIGGIE) . Gertrude Lawrence.
CoM. PETER GILPIN, R.N. . . . Noel Coward.
Lieutr. CoM. ALASTAIR CoORBETT, R.N. Edward Underdown.
MRs. WADHURST . . . . Joyce Carey.

MR. WADITURST . . . . Alan Webd.

MR. BURNHAM . . . . . Kenneth Carten.
THE HOoN. CLARE WEDDERBURN . . Joan Swinstead.
MaJor GosLING (BogEY) . . Anthony Pelissier.
WALTERS . . . . . . Moya Nugent.

The action of the play takes place in the drawing-room of
the Gilpins’ flat in London.

TIME.—Present Day.






HANDS ACROSS THE SEA

The ScENE 1s the drawing-room of the GILPINS' j . in
London. The time s about 6 p.m. ZThe room 1is
nicely furnished and rather untidy.

When the CURTAIN rises the telephone is ringing.
WALTERS, a neat parlourmaid, enters R., and answers 1t.

WALTERS (at the telephone). Hallo . .. Yes ...
No, her ladyship’s not back yet . .. She said she’d
be in at five, so she ought to be here at any minute
now . . . What name, please . . . Rawlingson . . .
Mr. and Mrs. Rawlingson . .. (Ske scribbles on the
pad.) Yes ... Tl tell her ...

(She hangs up the recewer and goes out R. There is the
sound of woices in the hall and LADY MAUREEN GILPIN
enters, followed at a more leisurely pace by her husband,
PeTER GILPIN. MAUREEN, nicknamed P1GGIE by her
ntimates, 1s a smart, atiractie woman in the thirties.
PETER s tall and sunburned and reeks of the Navy.)

PiGGIE (as she comes wn). ... and you can send
the car back for me at eleven-thirty. It’s quite simple,
darling. I wish you wouldn’t be so awfully complicated
about everything.

PeTer. What happens if my damned dinner goes
on longer than that and I get stuck ?

Picate (puts her hat on the tclephone table). You just
get stuck, darling, and then you get unstuck and get
a taxi

Prter (grumbling). 1 shall be in uniform, clinking
with medals

Piggie. If you take my advice you'll faint dead

7




8 HANDS ACROSS THE SEA.

away at eleven o’clock and then you can come home
in the car and change and have time for everything

PrTER (gets a cigarette from the cocktail table). 1
can’t faint dead away under the nose of the C.-in-C.

PigeiE. You can feel a little poorly, can’t you ?
Anybody has the right to feel a little poorly—— (She
sees the telephone-pad.) My God |

Perer. What 1s it ?

Pigoie. The Rawlingsons.

PeTter. Who the hell are they * (He crosses c.)

Piceie. I'd forgotten all about them—I must get
Maud at once (She sits on the back upstage end of
the sofa and dials a number.)

PeETER. Who are the Rawlingsons ?

Precie. Maud and I stayed with them in Samolo,
I told you about it, that time when we had to make a
forced landing—they practically saved our lives
(At the telephone.) Hullo—Maud—darling, the Rawling-
sons are on us . . . What . .. the RAWLINGSONS
—yes—I asked them to- day and forgot all about
it . .. You must come at once ... But, darling,
you must . . . Oh, dear . . . No no, that was the
Frobishers ; “these are the ones we stayed with.

(PETER sits in the armchair R.C.)

Mother and father and daughter—you must remember
—pretty girl with badlegs . . . No ... They didn’t
have a son . .. We swore we’d give them a lovely
time when they came home on leave ... I know
they didn’t have a son, that was those other people
in Penang ... Oh, all right . . . You'll have to
do somethmg about them, though . . Let me ask
them to lunch with you to-morrow . . . Allright . . .
one-thirty . . . T’ll tell them ... (She hangs up.)
She can’t come. (She goes down L.)

PeTerR. You might have warned me that a lot of
Colonial strangers were coming trumpeting into the
heuse

Prgie. 1 tell you I'd forgotten——

Perer. That world trip was a grave mistake——




HANDS ACROSS THE SEA. 9

Piceie. Who can I get that’s celebrated (she
crosses R.)—to give them a thrill ?

PeETER. Why do they have to have a thrill ?

PiceiE (runs over to the telephone). T’ll get Clare,
anyway (She dials another number.)

PeTER. She’ll frighten them to death.

Piceie. Couldn’t you change early and come in in
your uniform ? That would be better than nothing

PeTer. Perhaps they’d like to watch me having

my bath !
PicaIE (at the telephone). 1 want to speak to Mrs.
Wedderburn, please ... Yes ... (To Perer) I

do wish you’d be a little helpful—-

PeTer. [ wish you wouldn’t attack me.

Piacie (at the telephone). Clare? ... This is
Piggie . . . I want you to come round at once and
help me with the Rawlingsons . . . No, I know you
haven’t, but that doesn’t matter . . . Mother, father
and daughter—very sweet—I'm repaying hospitality

Maud’s having them to lunch to-morrow and
Peter’s going to take them over the Dockyard . . .

PETER (jumps wp). I'm not going to do any such
thing——

Piceie. Shut up. I just thought of that and it’s
a very good idea (44 the telephone.) All right,
darling—as soon as you can . .. (Shke hangs up.) I
must go and change—— (She picks up her hat.)

PeTER. You know perfectly well I haven’t time to
take mothers and fathers and daughters with bad
legs over the dockyard

Piceie. It wouldn’t take a minute; they took us
all over their rubber plantations. (She crosses to PETER
above the sofa.)

PeTER. It probably served you right.

Picare. You're so disobliging, darling; you really
should try to conquer it. It’s something to do with
being English, I think—as a race I'm ashamed of us
—no sense of hospitality. The least we can do when
people are kind to us in far-off places is to be a little
gracious in return.
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Perer. They weren’t kind to me in far-off places.

Piceie. You know there’s a certain grudging, sullen
streak in your character—I’ve been very worried about
it lately—it’s spreading like a forest fire

Perer. Why don’t you have them down for the
week-end ?

Piceie. Don’t be so idiotic, how can I possibly ?
There’s no room to start with, and even if there were
they’d be utterly wretched

PeTer. I don’t see why.

Piceie. They wouldn’t know anybody—they prob-
ably wouldn’t have the right clothes—they’d keep on
huddling about in uneasy little groups (She lights
a cigarette from the box on the telephone table.)

PeTeErR. The amount of groups that three people
can huddle about in is negligible.

(AvastaiR CORBETT saunlers wnto the room from R.
He is good looking and also distinctly naval in tone.)

Arvy. Hallo, chaps.
Piccie. Ally darling—how lovely—we’re in trouble.
Peter’ll tell you all about it—

(The telephone rings and she goes to it. The following
conversations occur simultaneously.)

ArLy. What trouble ?

PeTER. More of Piggie’s beach friends.

ArrLy. Let’s have a drink.

PeTER. Cocktail ?

Arry. No, a long one—whisky and soda.

PETER (gotng to the drink table). All right.

ALLy. What beach friends ?

PeTeR. People Maud and Piggie picked up in the
East.

PicaiE (at the telephone). Hulloh . . . Yes—Robert
dear-—how lovely ! . . . It’s Robert . . .

ALLy. Piggie ought to stay at home more.

(PETER maxzes a whisky and soda.)
P16GIE (on the telephone). Where are you ?
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PeTER. That’s what T say!

Piceie. Obh, what a shame . . . No—Peter’s going
to sea on Thursday—I'm going down on Saturday.

ALLy. Rubber, I expect. Everybody in the East’s
rubber.

PicGie (on the telephone). No—nobody particular
—just Clare and Bogey, and I think Pops, but he thinks
he’s got an ulcer or something and might not be able to
come !

PeTER. We thought you might be a real friend and
take them over the dockyard.

ALLy. What on earth for?

PerER. Give them a thrill.

Pi6G1E (on the telephome). All right—T'1l expect
you . . . No, I don’t think it can be a very big one
—he looks as bright as a button.

Arry. Why don’t you take thera over the dock-
yard ?

PeTeRr. T shall be at sea Thursday—cxercises !

PicGIE (on the telephone). No, darling, what is the
use of having her—she only depresses you . .. Oh,
all right! (Ske hangs up.) Oh dear

PeTer. It’s quite easy for you—you can give them
lunch on board

ArrLy. We're in dry dock.

PeTer. They won’t mind. What is it ?

Piceie. Robert—plunged in gloom—he’s got to do
a course at Greenwich—he ran into a tram in Devon-
port—and he’s had a row with Molly. He wants me
to have her for the week-end so that they can make
it up all over everybody. Have you told Ally about
the Rawlingsons ?

PeTER. Yes, he’s taking them over the Dockyard,
lunching them on board and then Le’s going to show
them a submarine

Picie. Marvellous. You're an angel, Ally. I must
take off these clothes, I'm going mad——

(She goes out of the room up 1.c. at a run. There vs the

sound of the fromt-door bell.)
=
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PeTER. Let’s go into my room—I can show you the
plans

Arry. Already ? They’ve been pretty quick with
them.

Perer. I made a few alterations—there wasn’t
enough deck space. She ought to be ready by October.
I shall have her sent straight out to Malta

Arry. Come on, we shall be caught——

(They go off up L.c.as WALTERS ushers in MR. and MRs.
WADHURST on the R. The WADHURSTS are pleasant,
middle-aged people ; thevr manner is a trifle timorous.)

Wavrters. Her ladyship is changing; I’ll tell her
you are here.

Mrs. Wapnurst. Thank you.

Mr. WaprursT. Thank you very much.

(WALTER goes out up L.c. The WADHURSTS look round
the room, c.)

Mrs. WADHURST. It’s a very nice flat.

Mr. WaDHURST. Yes—yes, it is.

Mrs. WADHURST (crosses L., scrutinizing a photograph
on the piano). That must be him.

Mr. WapBURST. Who ?

Mrs. WapHURST. The Commander.

(WALTERS enters up L.C., crosses and exils R.)

Mr. WapnURsT. Yes—I expect it is.

Mrs. WapHURST. Sailors always have such nice
open faces, don’t they ?

Mg. WapHURST. Yes, I suppose so.

Mgs. WADHURST (comes c.). Clean-cut and look-you-
straight-in-the-eye—I like men who look you straight
in the eye. (She crosses up R.)

Mr. Wapnurst. Yes, it’s very nice. (He follows her.)

Mrs. WADHURST (at another photograph on the half-
moon table wp R.). This must be her sister—I recognize
her from ‘ The Tatler ’—look. She was Lady Hurst-
ley, you know, then she was Lady Macfadden, and
I don’t know who she is now,
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