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WE FOUND LOVE AND AN EXQUISITE
SET OF PORCELAIN FIGURINES
ABOARD THE SS FARNDALE AVENUE

First produced at the Gardner Centre, Brighton, on 29th
November, 1990, with the following cast of characters:

Mrs Reece Victoria Plum
(playing Beauregard St Clair;
Lillian; Steward; Mavis Smith;
Captain Brown; A Jolly Tar)

Thelma Teresa Selfe
(playing Constance Lombard;
A Jolly Tar)

Felicity Debbie Holden

(playing Daisy; Cicely;
Captain Jones; Porter; A Jolly Tar)
Gordon
(playing Noél Nightingale,
Gwendolyn; A Jolly Tar)
Disc Jockey

Directed by David McGillivray

(NB. It is preferable for Gordon and the Disc Jockey to
be played by different actors)

Jack Miiner



CHARACTERS

Mrs Reece: elegant, bossy, enterprising; 50s.

Thelma: quick-tempered prima donna; late 40s.

Gordon: long-suffering stage manager, frozen-faced and
monotonous when acting; age immaterial.

Felicity: nervous, well-meaning but incompetent actress;
late 20s.

Disc Jockey: slick and extrovert performer; late 20s.

SYNOPSIS OF SCENES
PROLOGUE

ACTI
On board the SS Farndale Avenue, a luxury ocean liner.

ENTR’ACTE
ACTII

SceNeE 1 Underwater
SCENE 2 A desert island
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Our Lives Were Different Then
We’re The Four Jolly Tars
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Society Murder Mystery
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TIhe Farndale Avenue Housing Estate
- ‘s Guild [

A brief history by
Mrs P.J. Reece (Chairman)

The Society was formed in 1932 to cater for a growing need
among ladies in the area who wanted to meet new friends
and do some acting. Our Chairman in those far-off days
was someone whose name escapes me. We have done a great
many plays, both funny and serious, and in 1951 we had
the honour to perform for the Mayor of Guildford although
he was not able to be present. Here are just a few of our
previous productions:

1940 Hindle Wakes

1945 Cavey Girls! It's Miss Wimbush

1947 Doctor Faustus

1949 Brown Owl Knows the Ropes

1956 A Woman's Mission

1958 Hindle Wakes

1959 A Streetcar Named Desire

1963 Larks in the Dingly Dell

1968 Oklahoma!

1972 Now, Now, Your Reverence

1976 Macbeth

1977 Hindle Wakes

1977 Guildford Cavalcade (our contribution to H.M.
Queen Elizabeth's silver jubilee).

1978 The Farndale Follies

1979 Hindle Wakes

1980 Murder at Checkmate Manor

1982 Chase Me Up the Garden, s'il vous plait

1984 The Romans in Britain (all female amateur
premiere)

1985 Goodnight Mrs Puffin

1986 The Sea Gull

1987 Aida

1988 Double bill: Cheeky Chops the Sausage Dog/
Hindle Wakes

1989 Hindle Wakes

We welcome applications from new members, particularly
those ladies who are interested in backstage work. We
rehearse Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays from 7-9 p.m.






PROLOGUE

Either behind the house tabs or in view of the audience is a set representing the
deck of the SS “‘Farndale Avenue”’, a luxury ocean liner. The railing of the ship
is upstage. The backcloth shows a beautiful blue sky. In view of the audience,
C, is a disc jockey’s mixing console

The House Lights are up. If it’s an open stage the Lights are to half. If it’s a
proscenium arch stage there is some light on the apron. In the auditorium the
music of Noél Coward is playing

When the audience come in they are greeted by Mrs Reece, Thelma and
Felicity, who sell programmes, each of which contains an identical bingo card
(see page 45), and one of which bears a red star. The ladies show people to
their seats, and apologize for the fact that, due to a double booking, a man
arrived earlier and set up disco equipment. Mrs Reece mounts the stage. The
Lights come up to full

Mrs Reece Has anyone got the right time? Is that the verdict of you all? No
votes for ten to eight?

Thelma I told you so.

Mrs Reece I'm just lagging behind the merest trifle. It’s not the end of the
world, is it? All right, Thelma. We’d better get started. It’s eight o’clock.

Thelma, immobile, looks daggers at Mrs Reece

Come along, dear. I want to get off early tonight. I've got some people
coming round.

Thelma 1 do beg your pardon. I didn’t realize. I'll just phone the police and
arrange a motor-cycle escort.

Mrs Reece Don’t bother, dear. Just send a couple of men on to get rid of
this thing, will you?

Thelma exits

That’s Mrs Greenwood. For those who haven’t had the pleasure. Well,
good-evening, ladies and gentlemen, and thank you so much for coming
along tonight to see our play. You have all come to see the play, haven’t
you? There’s nobody here for the disco, is there? You are? What—and all
you people over here? Oh, dear. This is most unfortunate. Look, I'm
sorry. There’s not going to be a disco here tonight. I really am sorry.
Particularly as you’ve got dressed up for it. But there’s been the most
dreadful mix-up. It’s nothing to do with us of course. We booked the hall
simply ages ago and I told this extraordinary young gentleman in
sunglasses that there was no point in setting up his gramophone thing
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because we’re doing a play. But he was so persistent. Felicity, could you
do something about this? Thelma’s obviously not going to lift a finger.

While Mrs Reece continues speaking, Felicity attempts to drag off the mixing
console

So there we have it. If you young people would like to stay and see the
play, you’re more than welcome. There is some music and dancing in it as
a matter of fact. It’s not the modern kind of course. But at least it’s got a
bit of a melody, not like this blessed thump-thump-thump business we
have to put up with today. It’s not really music, is it ... ?

The DJ enters

DJ Let’s get busy! What is this, an encounter group? I want to see you on
your feet!

Mrs Reece I thought we’d settled all this ...

DJ (to Felicity) Hey! You want those arms to stay in their sockets?

Felicity Are you talking to me?

DJ Don’t mess with that gear! Verstehen Sie?

Felicity She told me to do it.

Mrs Reece May I just have a quick word?

DJ How are you doing out there? Are you ready to party? Come on,
everybody in the house say “yeah’!

Mrs Reece Excuse me.

DJ Can’t hear you. One more time! Yeah!

Felicity Yeah!

Mrs Reece Felicity!

The DJ puts on a record. The House Lights go down and flashing disco lights
come up on stage

Adrian? What are you playing at up there?

DJ (through microphone; over the intro to the record) This is the first of
tonight’s truly massive killer cuts here at the (name of theatre) and when I
say “move!” I want to see you get up out of your seat and make your
body move!

While the record plays, Mrs Reece attempts to attract the electrician’s
attention and to stop Felicity jiggling about to the music. Finally she takes the
needle off the record

Mrs Reece I really am going to get one of my headaches if you don’t stop
making this terrible noise.

DJ Lay off the equipment, lady, I'm warning you!

He replaces the needle and the music is heard. Almost immediately Mrs Reece
takes the needle off again. The DJ replaces it. These actions continue until Mrs
Reece removes the record from the turntable

Mrs Reece Right, you're not having this record back until we’ve discussed——
DJ Give me that record back.
Mrs Reece Not until we’ve discussed the matter in hand.
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DJ What's to discuss?

Mrs Reece Do you never clean these records? Look at this. It needs a good
wipe with a damp Spontex.

DJ Get off my stage!

Mrs Reece It’s our stage!

DJ Where’s your contract?

Mrs Reece Adrian, have you completely taken leave of your senses?

The disco lighting fades and general lighting comes up

I should think so too.

DJ Show me your contract.

Mrs Reece Would you mind stepping over here, please? Felicity, hold the
fort, would you?

While Mrs Reece talks to the DJ, Felicity thinks of what she can do to hold the
fort, then begins a tap routine

(To the DJ) Now it cannot have escaped your attention that this audience
is not in the mood for loud music. And in addition to that, we have several
elderly people here with severe back problems so there is no question of
them getting on down and making their bodies move and all that sort of
malarkey. What’s this?

DJ 1 booked this gig three months ago. That’s my contract signed by both
parties. Where’s yours?

Mrs Reece Felicity. Felicity!

Felicity What?

Mrs Reece Where’s our contract?

Felicity What contract?

Mrs Reece It’s around here somewhere. I'll get it in a minute.

DJ 1 paid the rental in advance. That’s my receipt.

Mrs Reece Yes. Ours is in the post.

DJ And that’s my entertainment licence. You haven’t got one of them
either, have you?

Mrs Reece Since when do you need a licence to be entertaining? I've never
heard such rot.

The DJ takes back his record

DJ Ta.

Mrs Reece Couldn’t we come to some kind of arrangement? Why don’t we
have a cup of tea and a chat? Felicity! Felicity, stop showing off and go
and get a couple of teas.

Felicity Now?

Mrs Reece Yes, right now. I'll have half a cup, no sugar.

Felicity exits

Perhaps we could do the play and then you could do the disco afterwards?
I might even have a bit of a Twist myself. Or don’t they do that any
more?
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DJ It is time to get funky!

Music blares out again. The flashing lights resume. Mrs Reece shakes her fist
at the electrician then stands thinking what to do next

Felicity enters with a cup of tea

Mrs Reece takes the tea. After a few moments her attention moves to the
console then back to her cup of tea. When the DJ isn’t looking, she pours the
tea inta the console. There is a bang, a flash and the music grinds to a halt. The
flashing lights fade and general lighting comes up

Flash Gordon Bennett!
Mrs Reece Was that supposed to happen?
DJ Listen, everybody, there ain’t gonna be no show tonight . ..
Mrs Reece Oh, rotten luck.
DJ Unless I can get back home and get a replacement.
Mrs Reece You don’t think that’ll be too tiring?
DJ Couple of hours there and back.
Mrs Reece That long?

Pause. She and Felicity look at each other

Well, why don’t you rush off and get whatever you need and we’ll try and
keep everyone amused until you get back?

DJ You just happen to have something planned, I suppose?

Mrs Reece Well, we’re not professionals like you with licences to entertain.
But I expect we can put on some kind of show. Do you want to do your
gymnastic display, Felicity?

Felicity I've put my leotard in the wash.

Mrs Reece Well, it doesn’t matter. I expect we’ll have a sing-song.

DJ I thought you were going to do your crappy play.

Mrs Reece I don’t think there’s any need for that kind of language.

DJ I don’t care what you do. Just don’t be here when I get back.
Comprenez-vous?

The DJ exits
Felicity resumes the struggle with the mixing console

Mrs Reece Absolument, monsieur, et merci beaucoup. (To the audience) Have
you ever encountered such an odious creature?

The DJ enters

DJ And don’t touch that gear!
Mrs Reece The very idea! No, no. We'll act round it. It’s not in the way at
all.

The DJ exits
(To Felicity) There’s an empty skip outside the back door.
With the help of a member of the stage staff, Felicity removes the console



Prologue 5

Now where was I? Oh, yes. Good-evening, ladies and gentlemen. My
nerves are in tatters. Let’s pretend that regrettable incident never oc-
curred. Justice prevailed. That’s the main thing. And now we’re going to
carry on with the play ...

Thelma (off) About time!

Mrs Reece But before we do I'd like to remind the ladies that the hand drier
in the ladies’ toilet is inoperative. Well, it’s operative, but it’s sucking
instead of blowing. And we’ve already lost two charm bracelets, a finger-
stall and half a pound of jelly babies. So if you are going to wash your
hands, ladies, please try not to get them wet. I also have to remind
everyone here of the resolution passed at last month’s AGM regarding
dunking. Shall I read it? Just so there are no misunderstandings. “The
dunking of biscuits and similar comestibles into hot beverages is offensive
to the majority of members and is therefore no longer permissible at
any Guild function.” So do remember that the entire theatre has been
designated a dunk-free zone. And if anyone really cannot resist the
urge to have a quick dunk during the interval, would he or she please go
to the dunking area? Turn left out of the building, walk two hundred
yards——

Thelma (off) I’'m not waiting much longer, Phoebe!

Mrs Reece On second thoughts, could you get a map from Mrs Wolsten-
holme? She’ll be in the foyer with a side parting and a mole. But now it’s
time to turn back the clock to an age of glamour, romance and
enchantment. Thank you, Adrian.

The Lights fade to Black-out

And don’t forget there’s bingo after the interval.
Black-out

Mrs Reece exits. Felicity enters as Cicely the Ist Flapper

(Off) Would you mind not yelling at me for all to hear?
Thelma (off) This is a total and utter fiasco, Phoebe.
Mrs Reece (off) It might have helped if you’d applied for a licence.
Thelma (off) That’s not my business!
Mrs Reece (off) Well, it’s not mine.



ACTI

The deck of the SS “‘Farndale Avenue’’, moored in an English port on a bright
summer’s day in 1930

The voices of Mrs Reece and Thelma are drowned out by the sound of crowds
cheering and a ship’s siren

The Lights come up on Cicely waving goodbye to people on the dock below

Cicely Goodbye! Goodbye! Goodbye! Goodbye! (Etc., ad lib)

Evidently anxious about being the only person on stage, she eventually
wanders off

(Off) Where are they?
Black-out

Cicely enters, followed by Gordon as Gwendolyn, the 2nd Flapper
The Lights come up on the Flappers waving
Flappers Goodbye! Goodbye! Goodbye! Goodbye! (Etc., ad lib)

Their right arms are aching from waving and they alternate with their left.
They sneak glances at their watches

Finally Mrs Reece enters as Lillian the 3rd Flapper and joins the group
waving at the railing

Lillian There’s never enough time to say goodbye properly.
Cicely There was so much more——

Lillian Sorry. My zip stuck. Carry on.

Cicely There was so much more I wanted to say.

Pause

Gwendolyn Goodbye . ..

Lillian No. (Prompting Gwendolyn) Never mind.

Gwendolyn Sorry.

Lillian (prompting Gwendolyn) Never mind.

Gwendolyn OK.

Lillian That’s your line. Never mind . ..

Gwendolyn Oh. Never mind.

Lillian (prompting Gwendolyn) Cicely.

Gwendolyn Cicely.

Lillian (prompting Gwendolyn) Never mind, Cicely. We’ll write simply
screeds and screeds of letters . . .
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Gwendolyn (joining in) We’ll write simply screeds and screeds of letters . . .

Lillian (prompting Gwendolyn) When we get . ..

Gwendolyn When we get to Rome.

Lillian (correcting Gwendolyn incorrectly) Florence.

Gwendolyn Florence.

Cicely Oh, Naples ... !

Lillian Naples. Sorry.

Cicely Naples! I just know I'm going to fall devastatingly in love there.

Lillian I think I'm in love already.

Cicely Lillian, what can you mean?

Lillian I mean the captain, silly. Who else? Look surprised, Gordon. I do
hope we’re dining at his table.

Cicely How dreadfully forward of you, Lillian.

Lillian And how dreadfully forward of you, Cicely, to trip up the gang-
plank into the arms of the Chief Petty Officer.

Cicely Touché, my dear. But he does have the most delectable beard. Don’t
you agree, Gwendolyn?

Lillian (prompting Gwendolyn) Yes.

Gwendolyn Yes.

Lillian And are you going to tell us which of the crew you find most
attractive, Gwendolyn dear? Could it be the stoker?

Gwendolyn Yeah.

Lillian And what is it about him that sets your senses aflame? I expect it’s
his brawny arms, isn’t it?

Gwendolyn Yeah.

Lillian We wormed it out of you, didn’t we?

Cicely Oh, isn’t it all too devilishly exciting? Do let’s go to our cabins and
change into something nautical.

Gwendolyn moves off rR. Cicely pulls her back

Lillian Yes, let’s. I’'m in number one.

Cicely I’'m in number two.

Lillian Take a stab at it, Gordon, for pity’s sake.

Gwendolyn I’'m in number one.

Lillian ’m in number one!

Gwendolyn (imitating her) I'm in number one!

Lillian All right. We’re both in number one. Whoopee! We can have pillow
fights.

Cicely gives a little scream of surprise
Scream, Gordon.
Gwendolyn screams hysterically

(Hitting Gwendolyn to stop her) Not like that! Give me strength. What is
it, girls?

Cicely Look who’s coming aboard!

Lillian (instructing Gwendolyn) Lean over the rail.

Cicely It’s Constance Lombard, the West End stage star.
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Part of the rail breaks beneath Gwendolyn’s weight

Gordon, you’re being an absolute pain.
Gwendolyn I'm not supposed to be Gwendolyn!

Lillian tries to push Gwendolyn’s knees together

Lillian People haven’t paid to see that, dear.

Cicely Do let’s see if

Lillian Just a moment, Felicity (To the audience) I must explain, ladies and
gentlemen: Gordon’s just standing in, you see. Sylvia Frobisher was
supposed to be playing this part, but she’s got the double glazing men in.
So much for priorities, I hear you cry. Well, I couldn’t agree with you
more and I'll be bringing this up at the committee meeting. (To the
Flappers) And ever onward, people. What’s happening?

Cicely Constance Lombard’s coming aboard.

Lillian Oh, yes. Do let’s see if we can get her autograph. Off.

She pushes Gwendolyn off

Cicely Do let’s see if we can get her autograph. That was my line, Mrs
Reece.

Cicely exits L

There is the sound of a ship’s siren and cheering crowds. Flashes, representing
camera flashbulbs, are seen from the wings. The following taped voices are
heard

1st Man’s Voice Mind if we take some pictures, Miss Lombard?

2nd Man’s Voice This way, please, Miss Lombard.

Constance’s Voice How do you want me, boys?

1st Man’s Voice That’s just great.

2nd Mar’s Voice What’s the purpose of your trip, Miss Lombard?

Constance’s Voice (laughing) That’s an easy one. Pleasure!

1st Man’s Voice Is it true you’re going to Naples to marry Olympic
swimming champion Beauregard St Clair?

Constance’s Voice So my secret’s out, is it? All right, I admit it, and you can
quote me as saying that I'm the most deliriously happy girl in the world.

2nd Man’s Voice Give us that smile again, Miss Lombard.

1st Man’s Voice Over here, Miss Lombard.

Constance’s Voice You’ve got all you need boys. I'll see you in a month . ..
or two ... or three!

Thelma enters L in wide-brimmed hat and long string of beads as Constance
Lombard

Constance Sometimes I long for a private life.
Meanwhile, the tape continues

2nd Man’s Voice Just one more, Miss Lombard.
Constance’s Voice All right, Tom. This one’s just for you.
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Constance hurriedly exits R

2nd Man’s Voice Wow! That’s dynamite, Miss Lombard.

1st Man’s Voice Is it true you’ll be retiring from the stage, Miss Lombard?

Constance’s Voice I shall never retire, Joe. And you can print that in capital
letters. Now please let me board the SS Farndale Avenue. If I miss this
ship, I shall never forgive you.

Men’s Voices Thanks, Miss Lombard. You’re a sport.

Pause
Constance enters R

Constance Sometimes I long for a private life. (Calling off R) Bring my
luggage up here, Daisy.

Felicity enters L as Constance’s maid Daisy, carrying a pile of boxes. She
sees Constance, who indicates she should enter R

Quickly as you can, girl.
Daisy exits L and hurries R behind the backcloth
We hear a thump, a cry and a crash of boxes. Constance wanders C
(Waving) Goodbye!
Daisy enters R with dented boxes, fewer than before

Daisy Cor lummy, it’s a climb and a half up that gangplank and no mistake.
Where d’you want the stuff, mum?

Constance Take it to my state room, please, Daisy. And treat it with the
utmost solicitude. If anything happened to my priceless collection of
Capo di Monte porcelain, I would open a vein.

Daisy Bless your heart, mum, I’d sooner strangle me firstborn than let any
harm befall your precious objets d’art.

She exits L, dropping boxes en route and kicking them into the wings
Constance Thank you, Daisy. I know I can rely on you.
She is startled by another burst of crowd cheering

Goodbye, everyone! Don’t worry, I'm not deserting you. I'll be back in
the West End, but as Mrs Beauregard St Clair. Look at those simple,
trusting faces. I must accept my destiny as a public figure who is able to
give pleasure to common folk.

She exits L, colliding with Mrs Reece entering as Beauregard St Clair in a
smart suit and overcoat

Beauregard Wrong side, dear.
Constance Doesn’t matter.
Beauregard As you wish.

As he enters he (accidentally?) catches Constance’s string of beads, which
breaks
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Bring my luggage up here, porter.
Constance Phoebe! Look what you’ve done!
Beauregard Take care of it and there’s ten shillings in it for you. .

Constance bends to retrieve the fallen beads

Constance This is positively the last time I'm lending my valuable property
to these productions.

Felicity enters L as a Porter wheeling a trolley bearing one battered box

Porter Right you are, Mr St Clair, sir.

Beauregard You can’t come on there, Felicity.

Porter I've always come on here.

Beauregard We’ve established that the gangplank is over there, haven’t we?
We’ve all been looking at it. You can’t bring my luggage on from the
quoits court. What would it be doing there, I ask you?

Constance You can get your own jewellery from now on.

Beauregard You shouldn’t be on, Thelma.

Porter Right you are, Mr St Clair, sir.

The Porter exits L

Beauregard I told you not to address me as Mr St Clair. I don’t want
anyone to know I'm aboard this ship, especially my fiancée Constance
Lombard. Thelma, you’re making a mockery of these lines.

Constance I’'m not leaving until every bead is accounted for.

The Porter drives his trolley into the backcloth, bringing it down and
revealing step-ladders and other theatrical bric-a-brac

Beauregard Are you having some trouble back there, Felicity?

Porter Just bringing your luggage, sir.

Beauregard Yes, my fiancée is under the impression that I'm meeting her
in Naples and I’m positive she has no idea I'm so close at hand.

Constance Move your foot.

Beauregard Sorry. I plan to astonish her tonight at the Captain’s table. I
can’t wait to see her expression of pure delight.

Constance, close to Beauregard, gives him a look of pure malevolence before
she exits

The ship’s siren is heard

Voice (off) All ashore that’s going ashore!
Beauregard It seems as though we’re about to sail.

The Porter enters R with squashed cardboard barely recognizable as a box

Porter Blooming heck! That gangplank fair took the wind out of me, sir.
What’s in these fine boxes if I might be so bold?

Beauregard Delicate, wafer-thin porcelain from the reign of Queen Anne.
It’s worth a small fortune.

Porter Present for Miss Lombard, sir? It’s well-known how she prizes such
costly relics.
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Beauregard Correct. Here’s a little something for you (he searches his
pockets) for being so fastidiously attentive. (He hands the Porter a half-
eaten sandwich)

Porter Ishall buy a bottle of champagne with this and drink to your health,
Mr St——

Beauregard Careful, my man.

Porter Sorry, sir. Nearly forgot.

The Porter exits L
Beauregard Goodbye! Goodbye!

The orchestra is heard playing the song “Our Lives Were Different Then”’ (see
page 52)

There’s an orchestra on the quayside. How enchanting!
Gordon enters R as Noél Nightingale in yachting outfit and sunglasses

This song brings back so many happy memories for me.

Noél Yes. Strange how potent cheap music is.

Beauregard I wish I could remember the title.

Noél Allow me to assist. It’s a silly little thing called “Our Different Lives
Were Lived Differently ... or something” and I wrote it in nineteen . . .
twenty . .. thing ... for my intimate revue Bottoms Ahoy.

Beauregard Bell Bottoms Ahoy.

Noél Sorry.

Beauregard Then you must be Noél Nightingale.

Noél At votre service.

Beauregard What brings you aboard the SS Farndale Avenue?

Noél I'm going to

Beauregard N . .n..

Noél I'm going to Na1rob1 to

Beauregard Naples!

Noél I'm going to Naples to write my latest musical. I shall call it
Neapolitan Nosebag.

Beauregard It sounds like a winner to me.

Noél Bring my luggage up here, Porter.

Beauregard It’s “nosegay’, dear, not “nosebag”.

Noél What?

The Porter enters shamefacedly carrying a large piece of torn paper, a
ribbon and a suitcase handle

Beauregard Doesn’t matter.

Porter Is this your luggage, sir?

Noél Yes, the Louis Vuitton trunk and the five snakeskin suitcases are all
mine. So is the briefcase in hand-tooled Moroccan leather. Will you pass
it to me, please?

The Porter passes Noél the ribbon. He and Beauregard whisper behind Noél’s
back



12 We Found Love ... The SS Farndale Avenue

Beauregard Go and get the luggage, Felicity!

Porter I can’t. It’s all bashed-up and squashed and some of it’s under the
backcloth and I tried to pull it out, but this handle came off. It’s a
complete mess!

Beauregard But that’s Thelma’s personal luggage. She’s taking it to Mar-
bella next week. I'd better try to explain to her. (He makes to move off L)

Thelma (screaming; off ) Who’s responsible for this?

Beauregard returns

Beauregard It’s not an ideal moment. Shall we carry on?
Noél Do you mind of I smoke, Mr...er...?
Beauregard St—I mean ... Smith. No, please feel free.

The Porter rolls up his piece of torn paper and hands it to Noél, who puts it in
his mouth. The Porter is about to light it for him when Beauregard intervenes

Don’t be so silly! He’ll have no eyebrows left.
Noél I've got to smoke something, Mrs Reece.

Beauregard produces another dog-eared sandwich

Beauregard The very thing.
Noél What?
Beauregard Smoked salmon.

Noél uses it in lieu of a cigarette

Noél What a beastly chill wind coming off the Channel.

Porter Would you like your overcoat, sir?

Noél Yes, please, Porter. It’s in one of my suitcases. No, not that one.
That’s full of manuscripts. The one next to it. Yes, that’s it.

After some hesitation the Porter hands Noél the suitcase handle. Noél
considers it, then places it on his shoulder. The music fades up and the Lights
fade to Black-out

Everyone exits

The backcloth is replaced. The Lights come up. The music fades out. It is
sunset, the same day

After a moment, Constance enters, veiled. She moves C to the rail. Noél
enters and joins her

Admiring the view?
Constance Yes.

The backcloth crashes down to the ground

I’ve never seen a sunset quite like that before.
Noél Idyllic, isn’t it?
Constance Utterly.

Pause. The next two lines are supposed to be said simultaneously but aren’t
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