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THE MUMMY’S TOMB

Originally commissioned and produced by the Phoenix
Theatre, Leicester, under the direction of Ian Giles,
the play was fully revised into .its present form and
produced at the Theatre Royal, Stratford East on the
8th September 1980, with the following cast of
characters— :

Paul Conway Francis Thomson

Inmutef-Amun Michael G. Jones
Selena Adrienne Posta
Ashayet Anna Sharkey
Pharaoh Amenhotep Richard Tate
Mahu : . Maynard Williams
First Palace Guard Tony Scannell
Second Palace Guard ‘ Bob Packham
Professor Niven ' Michael Poole
Nancy Adrienne Posta
Farouk 7 Richard Tate
Lord Soper : Tony Scannell
Mrs McGuinness : Anna Sharkey
Kemal Maynard Williams
Rouse ) Richard Tate
Harry Michael G. Jones
Chauffeur Bob Packham
Egyptian Servant Michael G. Jones
Taureg Michael G. Jones
Anubis Maynard Williams
Directed by Ken Hill

Designed by Sarah-Jane McClelland

Lighting by Ian Callender

Dances by Adrienne Posta

Musical direction, vocal and orchestral arrangements
by Bunny Thompson
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The Mummy’s Tomb

The play is designed to be performed by nine actors,
doubling as necessary, with some extras (possibly child-
ren) and assistance from Acting A.S.M.s.

ACT I _
SceNe 1 The Palace of the High Priest, Thebes.
1380 BC
SCENE 2 A Room in the British Museum,
AD 1922,

SceNE 3  Professor Niven’s Home

Scene 4 The Egyptian Warehouse in Wapping
Scene 5  Tilbury Docks

SCENE 6 Aboard the Alexandria

SceNe 7 Kemal’s Villa in Cairo

SceNE 8 Aboard the Dhow

SceNE 9 Ruins in the Desert

ScenE 10 In the Desert above the Tomb

ScenNg 11 The Tomb of Inmutef-Amun

ACT II
SCeNE 1  Ayashet’s Palace
ScCeENE 2  Below the Palace
SceNE 3 A Small Chamber
SceNE 4 The Base of the Well
SceNE 5 The River of Life
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MUSICAL NUMBERS

ACT T

I've Got A Thing For You Paul, Nancy

Oh Tilbury Rouse, Harry

Sailing Away : Mrs McGuinness,
: Company

Gods Of Old Ashayet

Life Is Full Of Mysteries Paul, Nancy, Niven,
Soper, Kemal, Rouse

ACT II

Maturity Ashayet, Kemal
British Heroes Soper, Niven, Paul
Get Down Nancy

Sailing Away Reprise Company



AUTHOR’S NOTE

The Mummy’s Tomb is towards the end of a long line of similar works
which first saw the light of day at Theatre Workshop, Stratford East. As
one would expect, coming from such an illustrious source, it only works
on a very truthful level. Any attempt to “send up” or “guy” the play or
performances will result in a poor and unfunny evening’s entertainment.

The pace of the play itself is very fast, otherwise it will come out very
long. The scenes should *“cut” into one another like a film, and any
protracted scene changes or black-outs simply must be avoided.

Music forms an integral part of the action, colouring, heightening,
relieving, pointing tension, romance, drama, danger. It is ostensibly
played for some of the time by a character in the piece, seated at the piano.
If a piano-playing actor (or acting pianist) is available, then excellent. If
not, he can mime and it can all be doubled by an offstage piano-player,
who is in any case needed for those moments the character is involved
elsewhere. Both pianists, however, should resist the temptation to quote
either from songs written for the piece, or well-known tunes. The emphasis
must be on mood only.

The play, in its present form, contains a number of songs, the music
for which is available from Samuel French Ltd. These are
very simple, tuneful and easily sung, and provide a nice relief from the
frenetic goings-on, but for companies who feel they are beyond their
resources they can easily be cut.

The arrangements for these songs were originally for quartet of piano,
bass, drums and alto saxophone doubling clarinet and flute. These
arrangements are available from Theatre Royal, Stratford East.

The setting described in this acting edition worked very well and
provided exactly what was required, but like all these plays The Mummy’s
Tomb is capable of being done within the simplest of scenery—or even,
none at all.



STAGING

The setting is on two levels, the higher running from R to L across the stage
at a reasonable depth, and high enough for entrances to be made beneath
it. The front edge of this area can be closed off by sliding panels, all of
which are reversible to give various scenic backgrounds. The central part
of the upstage edge of this area is also closed off by sliding panels, these
always representing a rough brick wall.

All masking is in the form of relieved profiles, representing Egyptian-
style pillars and decoration. Two smaller versions of these pillars form an
arch with a header over the centre of the upper level.

The background is always either cyclorama or black travellers drawn
in front of it.

This production was also designed around a central trap, available at the
Theatre Royal, which was capable not only of providing a pit in the stage,
but of elevating to form a platform. There are also some flown pieces as
described in the text.



The publication of this play in
French’s Acting Edition must
not be taken to imply that it
is available for performance.

Toavoid possible infringement
of the copyright please read
the fee notice very carefully.

ACTI

SCENE 1
(PROLOGUE)

The Palace of the High Priest, Thebes—1380 BC

As the CURTAIN rises, a loud gong is heard, and music continues, ostensibly
led by Paul Conway at the piano. The setting represents the Palace of the
High Priest. Front panels R and L depict Egyptian wall paintings. The C
panels are similarly designed, but gauzed and painted to look like sliding
doors. Above, in front of the central arch, is the huge statue of a Pharaoh-
God, gazing down dispassionately. The light is dim, greenish and mysterious,
except for a bright spot on Paul Conway. He sits at his piano up R, dressed
in white tuxedo, black bow tie, black trousers, playing. He looks up at us
and smiles

Paul Our tale has its roots in an ancient tragedy—nearly one and a half
thousand years before the birth of Christ—in Egypt—at Thebes—in the
Valley of the Tombs of the Kings. Here lived Inmutef-Amun, High
Priest of Amun-Ra—said by some to be even more powerful a figure
than Pharaoh himself—for Inmutef-Amun possessed the secret of
Eternal Life!

Gong. The gauzed c panels open sharply
Inmutef-Amun enters, dragging Selena

Selena No! No!

He flings her down L

My lord! Please! I beg of you!

Inmutef It is pointless to resist me, Selena. And why should you wish to?
A mere slave girl stolen from the West ?

Selena (on her knees) Please, my lord!

Inmutef You little fool! Do you not realize what the High Priest of
Amun-Ra can give in return for your love? I can make you anything
you wish—my Queen—my Princess—my Wife! I can even give you
Immortality.

Chords

Selena And what use is that, my lord, if it condemns me to an eternity of
misery ? I love another!

Inmutef (in contempt) Yes! A nonentity! A mere nobody! A Necropolis
guard who even now is paying for his temerity!
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There is a horrible scream off R. Paul looks off, alarmed. Selena vises, goes
to Inmutef and holds his hand

Selena Oh please, my lord—release us! We have done you no harm!

Inmutef No harm? (Flinging off her clutching hands) You have caused me
to love you, and that foolish boy has stolen you away from me! No
harm? He dies . . .!

Selena No, my lord!

Inmutef Now!

He signals off. There is another scream, and a dying gurgle. Paul puts hands
hands over face and then quickly plays a tragic chord. Selena screams, covers
her face and moves slowly down L

As for you, my dear Selena—if I cannot have you willingly, then I shall
have you unwillingly! (He puts his arm round her and draws her close)

Selena struggles and screams

The black-cloaked figure of Ashayet, carrying a knife, makes a sudden
entrance L of the C panel to the R panel

Ashayet Inmutef!

Paul plays minor chords. Selena starts back. Inmutef turns. They slowly
circle one another, Ashayet going below Inmutef to be near Selena, Inmutef
going above Ashayet to end up c. During this, Paul plays and speaks

Paul The Pharaoh’s wife—who was under the impression she had a
similar hold over Inmutef’s affections. The eternal triangle—an institu-
tion of great antiquity.

Ashayet stabs Inmutef. He throws back his head and laughs, quite unharmed

Inmutef You poor woman! You know you cannot kill me! Come! Strike
again!

She raises the blade
Strike!

She turns and stabs Selena
No!

He runs to Selena and catches her. Ashayet crosses to the piano and puts the
knife down upon it. Inmutef cradles the dying Selena in his arms

Selena . . .!
Selena (faintly) 1 prefer death, my lord. (Ske dies)
Inmutef Oh, Selena! I shall love you through all eternity!

Gong
Paul And here’s his chance! (He indicates the c entrance)

The Pharaoh Amenhotep IV, Mahu and two Palace Guards appear. They
hold a tableau for a second then move immediately to Inmutef
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Mahu picks up Selena and the two Guards grab Inmutef and begin to drag
him off c. Ashayet slinks down R

Inmutef What are you doing? Amenhotep' Nobody ‘may touch the High
Priest of Amun-Ra! No-one! No-one . o

By now Inmutef has been dragged off R through the c-entrance:-and Selena
carried off L through the same entrance R

The gauzed panels close before the Pharaoh speaks Mustc continues
throughout his speech

Amenhotep Wife .
Ashayet faces front

You betray me, not only as a husband, but as a King. You and this
evil breed must be stamped out for all time. For too long now has
Inmutef-Amun bathed in the River of Life, for too long his this insensate
god, Amun-Ra ruled in Egypt. Henceforth, the High Priest shall be a
mortal man answerable only to the Great Aten, whose rays warm us all,
King and commoner alike. (Moving down L) We cannot: kill Inmutef-
Amun—this we know—but we can condemn him to eternal life in a
tomb so deep and distant that none shall ever discover its whereabouts.
Behold your lover’s punishment. (He indicates the central gauzed parnels)

Lights come up behind the gauze to reveal the struggling Inmutef. The two
Guards have just completed bandaging him as a mummy and are beginning
to wrap the bandages over his eyes

Ashayet Inmutef! (She runs to the gauzed panels) Inmutef . . .!
The Lights fade and Ashayet falls to her knees, bowing her head

Amenhotep As for you—go now—without hope or attendants. Go into
the Great Desert in the East. You are banished. And should you again
set foot in the Valley of the Nile you shall suffer the same punishment
as your lover. Go! (He points R)

Ashayet goes off R slowly, behind the piano )
Paul watches her go, still playing, then turns to face front

Paul And so the living Inmutef is carried into the desert to his last resting
place—a place so secret that none shall discover it for all time—a place
whose secrecy is guaranteed . .

Paul stops playing and indicates the C gauzed panels, which open sharply

Mahu appears smartly L and meets the First Guard who comes on R—
both inside the high level, beneath it

First Guard It is done, my lord.
Mahu Are the burial party dead?
First Guard All dead, my lord.
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Mahu In that case . . . (He stabs the Guard who dies with a scream. He then
crosses smartly down to the Pharaokh) It is done, great lord.

Amenhotep Are the slaves dead?

Mahu (bowing) As you commanded great lord.

Amenhotep In that case .

He stabs Mahu, who faIIs across him with a scream. The Pharaoh throws
him down L so that he is partially off stage

You have done well, Mahu. The chain is complete. Even I do not know
where Inmutef-Amun now rests.

Music
Amenhotep sweeps round C and off up L

The Lights on the lower level fade, except for the spot on Paul. The gauzed
panels close

Paul (playing) And rest, Inmutef did—but not the Pharaoh’s wife—

Above, the hooded figure of Ashayet crosses slowly from R to L in front
of the Pharaoh-God

—for, in a moment of foolish passion, Inmutef had allowed her to bathe
in the River of Life. She was now immortal, and would henceforth
journey through the centuries in search of her beloved. (He pauses)
And so—time passes . . .

Paul—and the Band—play a little dignified march

Alexander conquers the world and dies—Rome conquers a larger
world and fades into oblivion . . .

The Lights fade to a Black-out, and the scene is changed as Paul continues
speaking

Christ is born, dies and is resurrected. There is the march of Moslem, of
Magyar, Celt, Pict, Angle and Saxon. The far sea-journeys of the
Phoenicians, the Vikings, the Polynesians, the Portuguese. The Dark
Ages, the Middle Ages, the Renaissance, and the building of Merchant
Empires—of industrialization, of oil and coal and great ships—until
finally—nearly three-and-a-half thousand years later—in the early
nineteen-twenties—as the calendar is now reckoned in the land of a
relative newcomer to the scene—at the British Museum .

SCENE 2
A Room in the British Museum, 1922

The Lights come up to reveal Professor Niven working at his desk, down L.
He has a large magnifying glass on a string around his neck, and is carefully
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examining broken papyrus under glass. On the desk, near his elbow, is a
Sumerian clay tablet, a Coptic knife, and various odds and ends. As Paul
finishes, he folds his arms, leans back and watches

Nancy (off) Daddy! Daddy!

Nancy runs on, very prettily dressed in nineteen-twenties style, wearing
hat, gloves, carrying a handbag

Oh hallo, Daddy!
Niven Hallo, dear.

She puts her handbag on his desk

And don’t get nail-varnish all over my two thousand year old papyrus!

Nancy Honestly, Daddy, you and your boring hairyglyphics.

Niven Hieroglyphs. And I've got to get this translation ready for the new
exhibition in the Egyptian Room, so if you don’t mind . ..

Nancy Now, Daddy, you know I wouldn’t normally dream of disturbing
you. It’s just that I want you to meet my fiancé.

Niven Nancy, ever since your mother died—rest her soul and who’d know
a cobra could climb stairs—I’ve met no féwer than fourteen of your
fiancés, and I’'m getting a trifle blas é about them. What does this one do?

Nancy He works in a theatre.

Niven For a living?

Nancy Well—no. But he plays a lovely piano.

Paul goes into a short, thundering rhapsody, then sweeps back his hair, cracks
his knuckles and rises

Paul. -

Paul (moving c) Delighted to meet you, Professor. Paul Conway. Nancy’s
told me a lot about you. Apparently you’re an expert on Egyptology.
Niven Yes, and I’'m also an expert on Nancy’s fiancés. I give you—

(looking at him through the magnifying glass)—a fortnight.

Paul I beg your pardon?

Niven Well, that’s pretty good, really—the record’s only three and a
half weeks. Mind, that doesn’t really count—he was in Singapore most
of the time. Nice chap. Lord Rodney Soper.

Nancy Honestly, Daddy, yow’ll offend him. Paul knows this time he’s
special.

Niven He looks the same as all the others to me.

Nancy (going to Paul, holding his hands, gazing up into his eyes) Oh, but
he’s not—he’s the one and only—the best chap who ever lived. Ripping
all round.

Niven That’s what I said: same as all the others.

Farouk (off) Effendi! Effendi!

Farouk comes quickly on R, above the piano. He éarries a huge vase very
carefully

Niven Dash it all, Farouk—what is it now?
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Farouk (with great pride) Look!

Niven (rising) Great heavens! It’s an Eighteenth-Dynasty Vase! (Going
to him) And in a state of the uttermost preservation! (Taking it from
him, carefully) Where under earth did you find it?

Nancy shrugs and sits on the corner of the desk

Farouk A new tomb has been discovered, and the great Lord Carnarvon
has sent this for you to personally examine.

Niven But whose tomb is it?

Farouk Tutankhamun.

Niven Tutankhamun!

Nancy Tutankhamun? Never head of him.

Niven A rather obscure little boy-king, my dear—son of Amenhotep.

- This must rank as the most morentous discovery in the history of
archaeology!

Paul Excuseme, Professor,but haven’t I read somewhere there’s a curse on
whoever disturbs the last resting-place of a mummy ?

Niven Fiddlesticks. ‘

Farouk Forgive me, Effendi, but several bearer cousins of mine have

_ already pegged it in somewhat mysterious circumstances, and are
even now—(taking off his fez)—resting in the bosom of Allah.

Niven Poppycock. I've been digging ’em up for years and I’'m as healthy
as anybody. In fact, nothing unfortunate has happened whatsoever—
absolutely nothing.

Farouk gives a sudden great shivering cry and knocks the Professor’s
elbow. The vase falls to the ground and shatters

Oh great heavens, what have you made me do! (He kneels and hurriedly
picks up the pieces)

Farouk Forgive me, Effendi, but a terrible tingle ran right up and down
my spine!

Farouk and Paul help Niven to pick up the pieces

Nancy It’s all right, Daddy, it’ll stick together again.
Niven Stick together again! It’s three and a half thousand years old!
Nancy Well, it’s just as well it wasn’t a new one, dear.

All the pieces are now collected and Niven becomes aware in a brief pause
that Farouk, is examining something in his hand

Niven  What have you got there, Farouk ?

Farouk (hurriedly putting it in his pocket) Nothing, Effendi.

Niven If it’s a piece of the vase, give it to me (He goes to Farouk)

Farouk (moving round and below Niven, keeping face to him) Nothing to
do with the vase, Effendi. Must have dropped from my pocket earlier.

Niven Give it to me. )

Farouk (backing to the desk) ‘Excuse me, Effendi, very busy. Must go now.

Niven Give it to me immediately!

A brief pause
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Farouk Never. (Looking around him wildly) Never!

Farouk sees the knife on the desk, snatches it up and strikes at Niven with it.
Niven grabs his uplifted arm

Paul Sorry, old bean, can’t be having that.

He smartly picks up the clay tablet and hits Farouk over the head with it.
It shatters and Farouk collapses

Niven (beside himself with anguish) The earliest known Sumerian clay
tablet! What are you, Conway? A raving Visigoth? (He picks up the
pieces and carefully places them on the piano)

Paul (picking up the knife) Sorry, Professor, but he was gomg to stlck
this knife into you. (He goes through Farouk’s pockets)

Niven (snatching it) That doesn’t matter—it’s only Coptic. But the clay
tablet . . .! (He puts the knife on the piano)

Nancy Don’t worry, Daddy . . .

Niven Yes, I know! Bit of putty and it’ll be as right as rain!

Paul straightens, with a round piece of pottery in his hand

Paul This is what he was hanging on to. Mean anything to you, sir?
(He hands it to Niven)

Niven (uninterestedly) What? (Suddenly struck) What? (Taking out a
magnifying glass and examining it) Amazing!

Nancy What is it, Daddy?

Niven (with great emphasis) It’s the bottom of the vase!

Nancy Well, I don’t see anything amazing about that. I mean, if vases
didn’t have bottoms, they’d fall over and all the water would run out.

Niven (going to her quickly) Yes, but look here, dear .

He shows her the piece of pottery, Paul going behind and between them to
look also

Nancy Hairyglyphics.

Niven Hieroglyphs! But inside! Actually cut inside the vase!

Paul What do they say, sir? Can you translate?

Niven (srapping) Of course I can translate, Conway. What do you think
I’'m doing here?

Farouk suddenly jumps to his feet and rushes down into the audztonum
and out L

Paul Hold on-a minute there! (He runs down after him)

Niven Oh let him go. He’ll know better than to show his face in the
British Museum again. ;

Nancy Hear hear.

Paul (returning) Little beggar was shammmg But why did he try to steal
that thing, sir? Is it valuable? :

Niven Valuable? I should say so! It actually gives the secret of the locatlon
of the tomb of Inmutef-Amun!

Minor chords. All start and look at the pzano szen exammes it through
his magnifying glass
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Nancy Inmutef-Amun? Who’s he?

Niven You mean you don’t know who Inmutef-Amun is?

Nancy Not offhand, no.

Niven What did your mother and I spend all that money on your education
for?

Paul I've never heard of him either, sir.

Niven Oh shut up, Conway. I didn’t pay for you to go to Roedean. (7o
Nancy) Surely you’ve heard of the Pharaoh Amenhotep and his
conflict with the High Priests of Amun-Ra?

Nancy No, Daddy.

Niven (fed up) Well, have you perhaps stumbled across Egypt? What
about the continent of Africa?

Nancy Now don’t be silly, Daddy. I know Africa as well as the next
gel. It’s all those silly men in turbans chasing tigers.

Paul I think that’s India, dear.

Niven | 0t up. d (Speaking rogether)

Nancy p. peaking together

Niven Oh well, I suppose I’d better explain. You see, the main religion in
Egypt for thousands of years was the worship of Amun-Ra, a kind of
Sun God. But during the regin of Amenhotep, the Pharaoh fell out with
his High Priest for some reason or other and began to worship a new
deity called the Aten, who was a more democratic sort of a chap, as
deities go.

Nancy Well, if you know all this already, Daddy, what’s all the excitement
about?

Niven Because, you see, nobody’s ever been certain quite why Amenhotep
broke with the old religion. All that’s known for sure is that he ordered
the execution of his High Priest, Inmutef-Amun, and that the man’s
grave was to be unmarked and far away from the normal burial grounds.

Paul And this piece of pottery tells you where the tomb actually is?

Niven Yes! It’s the last will and testament of a Palace Guard called—
(checking through the magnifying glassy—Mahu. The Pharaoh killed
him personally so that he couldn’t reveal the secret of the location, but
he must have lived long enough to dictate this. And it’s been here,
concealed, unseen and unsuspected, for three and a half thousand
years!

Nancy But I still don’t understand why that little twerp Farouk would
want to steal it.

Niven Yes, and he was even prepared to kill me for it. I don’t know what’s
in this tomb, but it is indubitably a mystery, and a mystery that must
and shall be solved!

Paul (getting excited himself and moving to Niven) So what are you going
to do about it, sir?

Niven (clapping him on the shoulder) Go there, my boy! What else ? I may
not be able to rival Tutankhamun, but I can certainly knock some of the
gilt off the gingerbread. I’m off to my rooms to pack immediately!

Niven goes off quickly R above the piano
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Paul Professor. .. !
Paul half goes to follow him, then stops by the piano. Nancy rises

Nancy Poor old Daddy. He can’t go exploring again at his age.

Paul (sitting at the piano) Do you know, I'd give my eye teeth to go onan
expedition like that! (He plays a chord)

Nancy That’s because you’ve never beer on one. I've been dragged half-
way across the world since I was so high. (She indicates)

Paul Then why didn’t you know where Africa was?

Nancy Because when you’ve seen one dusty fly-ridden continent, you’ve
seen the lot really. I never cared where I was. In fact . . .

Music from the Band: flute and bells. Nancy stops and shivers

Paul What’s the matter, dear?

Nancy I don’t know. It was as though somebody walked over my grave.
I suddenly felt I knew a great deal about this Inmutef-Amun—far
more than I actually do.

Paul Honestly! What an imaginative little hen you are! (Playing) We're
going to be so happy together.

Nancy (going to the desk and leaning against it) Not unless you stop
calling me names, we’re not.

Paul (still playing) 1 shall always call you names. Beautiful names. (He
sings as he plays)

SONG 1: I’ve Got A Thing For You

I’ve got a thing for you

Say you’ve got a thing for me

Let’s put our things together

And see whether we can agree
Nancy Life is no fun for one

Love was intended for two

As Jack said to Jill

As they climbed up the hill

I’ve got a thing for you

Paul indicates to the Band that they should take over for him, rises and
meets Nancy C

Paul Oh, Nancy, you’re my fancy
You'’re the one that I adore
Nancy Oh, Paul, to me, you’re all a man should be
And something more )
Paul Sweetie, always treat me, to your kisses
I implore
To say the least, you bring out the beast
In me forever more

Dance break. They dance together, finishing c again
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Nancy Oh, dearest, stay the nearest
Please don’t ever tell me no
Paul Oh honey, it’s so funny
But I think I’'m all aglow
Both Hold me and enfold me in your arms
Don’t let me go
Nancy That Cupid’s not so stupid
He’s just shot us with his bow
So

They dance and sing

I’ve got a feel for you
Paul I’ve got a feel for you
Nancy Say you’ve got a feel for me
Paul You’ve got a feel for me
Nancy Sweetheart, let’s feel
Both Together
- And blue skies forever we’ll see
Nancy Happy we two, side by side
Paul We’re happy, side by side
Nancy We’re at heaven’s gate
Both Let’s walk through
" As Darby told Joan
Every night on their own
I’ve got a thing for you.

They finish, Nancy sitting on Paul’s knee, below the piano, R
Lord Soper enters up L, wearing overcoat, scarf and hat
Lord Soper Aha!

Paul and Nancy break apart, Nancy on the inside

Nancy Rodney!

Lord Soper (snatching off his hat) So its true! Gad, Nancy, you and I swore
everlasting affection just before I went to Singapore. I’'ve only been
gone a week!

Paul Who is this man?

Nancy Erm—Lord Rodney Soper—Mr Paul Conway.

{,‘:;;l Soper } Her fiancé! Her what? { (Speaking together)

Paul (arms folded, facing front) Do you mean to say you’re engaged to
both of us, Nancy ? Didn’t you tell him about me? }
Nancy Well—Rodney’s very sensitive. I was going to drop him a card

when I was sure.

Lord Soper Drop me a card!

Paul When you were sure!

Lord Soper (moving to the desk) Oh, if onlyIhada gun!...

Paul Oh now, hold on, your lordship—!

Lord Soper Not for you; you blithering idiot! Who’d want to shoot a little
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pipsqueak like you? You’re not worth the bullet. (Dropping brokenly
into Niven’s chair) No, its me! It would be for me.

Nancy (patting him) Poor Rodney (To Paul, angrily) 1 told you he was
sensitive!

Paul fumes

Lord Soper I'll just have to go abroad again, to forget—though God
knows, I’'m getting heartily sick of it. After Lady Beryl, I went up the
Amazon and got a poisoned arrow in me liver. After the Honourable
Georgina Ward, I went up the Orinoco, and got bitten by a bird-eating
spider. And after Fifi Blanquette, I went up the Red River and got
Yellow Fever. It’s too too much, Nancy.

Nancy Well, it won’t be anywhere near as bad this time. (Going to Paul)
He can go up the Nile with Daddy.

Paul What?

Lord Soper rises, nervously

Nancy He needs somebody to pay for the trip.

Lord Soper (apprehensively). The Nile? That’s crocodlles isn’t it? .

Paul (grimly) Yes—big ones.

Nancy Yes, but I’'m sure you’ll survive somehow (Gozng to Lord Soper)
So why don’t you go. and talk to him? He’s at home.

Lord Soper Yes, well, I suppose it would take my mind off things.
Nancy (going to the desk) Yes, it would, dear. (She sits on the edge and
sorts through her handbag. After a pause) Well, what’s keeping you"

Lord Soper Is this fellow staying here?

Paul I certainly am.

Nancy You certainly are not. You have to go to the ‘theatre and play
your piano.

Lord Soper (scornfully amused) Piano-player?

Paul (Jooking at his watch) Good Lord, you’re right! I’'m late! (He moves
to the piano, begms to push it off R, then pauses and turns on Lord Soper)
Are you coming or not?

Lord Soper After you.

Paul No, after you, my lord.

Lord Soper After you, you little .

Nancy (sharply) Oh go on—both of you!

Paul and Lord Soper go off R, Paul pushing the ptano, Lord Soper carrying
the stool

Nancy makes up, uszng the compact from her handbag. The Lights begin to
dim

Honestly—men! They make mountains out of molehillé. I mean, so
long as one’s married, who cares who to?

Minor music .
Farouk comes on up L, sinisterly casual, and wanders behind Nancy
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