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NaNcy. Where can we meet? Where do you want us to
meet ?

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Slowly crossing to front of settee
and facing fireplace.] Really, Nancy, you have taken me
a little by surprise. I'll let you know tomorrow.

NANcy. [Crossing to front of table.] How'll you let me
know, when she’s about?

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Quietly, half turning to NANCY.]
Oh, I'll find a way. Nancy, I don’t believe Mrs. Man-
ningham will be here tomorrow.

NaNcy. Oh? Not that T care about her. [Crossing to
him.] I'd like to kiss you under her very nose. That’s
what I'd like to do.

MR. MANNINGHAM. All right, Nancy. Now you had bet-
ter go. I have some work to do.

NANCY. Go? I don’t want to go.

MR. MANNINGHAM. [ Turns away from her.] There, run
along. I have some work to do.

~Nancy. Work? What are you going to work at? What
are you going to do?

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Turns to Nancy.] Oh—I'm go-
ing to write some letters. Then I— Go along, Nancy,
that’s a good girl.

NANCY. Oh. very well, sir. You shall be master for a
little more. [Her arms around his neck. Kisses him.]
Good night, your lordship [Starts to door Left Center
and picks up her hat on the way.]

MR. MANNINGHAM. Good night.
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NANCY. [At door stops and turns to him.] When shall
you let me know tomorrow ?

MR. MANNINGHAM. When I find time, Nancy, when I
find time. Good night.

NANcY. Good night! [Goes out into the hall Left Cen-
ter—closes doors.]

[MANNINGHAM crosses above settee to back of desk and
sits down. He rises and crosses to the secretary. gets
some papers, crosses back to the desk and sits doum
again. He takes up the pen and begins to write. He stops
and takes out his key ring which is on the other end of
his watch chain and unlocks the upstage drawer, then
turns to unlock the downstage drawer. He stops as he
discovers it has been forced and quickly rises. He turns
to the upstage drawer, opens it and rummages through
it. He then looks toward the stairs, crosses below the
desk and stops at up Left Center, turns and goes to the
bell rope, pulls it and goes back of desk and takes a
quick look at both drawers then closes them.]

NANCY. [Re-enters.] Yes? What is it now?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Nancy, will you please go upstairs
and take a message for me to Mrs. Manningham.

NANCY. Yes. What do you want me to say?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Will you please tell her that she is to
come down here this instant, whether she is suffering
from a sick headache or any other form of ailment.

NANCY. Just like that, sir?
MR. MANNINGHAM. Just like that, Nancy.

NANCY. With the greatest of pleasure, sir. [Goes up-
stairs.]
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[MANNINGHAM looks at the drawer again carefully. He
walks over to the fireplace and stands with his back to
it, waiting.]

NANCY. [Returns. On the bottom step.] She won’t come.
She doesn’t mean to come.

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Steps forward.] What do you
mean, Nancy—she won’t come?

NANCY. She said she can’t come—she’s not well enough.
She’s just shamming, if you ask me.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Really? Then she forces me to be
undignified. [ Walking over the stairs.] All right, Nancy,
leave it to me.

Nancy. The door’s locked. She’s got it locked. I tried it.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Oh—really—the door is locked. is
it? Very weii— [He starts up the stairs past her to the

fifth step.]

NAaNcY. She won’t let vou in. I can tell by her voice. She’s
got it locked and she won’t open it. Are you going to bat-
ter it in?

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Turns, comes down to NANCY.]
No—perhaps you are right, Nancy—/[Crosses above
desk to chair. Sits and starts to write.]—let us try more
delicate means of attaining our ends— Perhaps you will
take a note to this wretched imbecile and slip it under her
door.

NaNcy. Yes, I'll do that. [Coming to desk.] What are
you going to write?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Never mind what I am going to
write. I'll tell you what you can do though, Nancy.
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NANCY. Yes? What?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Just go down to the basement and
bring the little dog here, will you?

NANCY. [Starts out, stops and turns.] The dog?
MR. MANNINGHAM. The dog, yes.

NaNcy. What's the game? What's the idea with the
dog?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Never mind. Just go and get it, will
you?

NANcy. [Starts to Left Center door.] All right.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Or on second thought perhaps vou
need not get the dog. [She stops. Turns to him.] We
will just let it be supposed we have the dog. That will be
even more delicate still. Here you are, Nancy. [She
crosses to desk.] Please go and put this under the door.

NANCY. [Pause.] What's the idea ? What have you writ-
ten in this?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Nothing very much. Just a little
smoke for getting rats out of holes. There. Run along.

NANCY. You're a rum beggar, ain’t you? [At stairs.]
Can’t T look?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Go on, Nancy.

[NANCY goes up. Left alone, MANNINGHAM shuts and
locks the top of his desk. Then he comes down and care-
fully places an armchair facing the fireplace—as though
he is staging some ceremony. He looks around the room.
Then he takes up his place in front of the fire, and waits.
NANCY comes downstairs.)
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NANCY. She’s coming. It’s done the trick all right.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Ah—so I thought. Very well, Nancy
Now I shall be obliged if you will go to bed at once.

NaNcy. Go on. What's the game? What's the row
about ?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Nancy, will you please go to bed?

NANCY. [Coming forward, to him.] All right, I'm go-
ing. [Crosses to him, her arms around him. Kisses him.]
Good night, old dear. Give her what-for, won’t you.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Good night, Nancy.

NANCY. Ta-ta.

[MRS. MANNINGHAM appears and stands on the stairs.
MRS. MANNINGHAM says nothing. NANCY goes out Left
Center and leaves door ajar. After a long pause, MAN-
NINGHAM goes to the door, and looks to see that NANCY
is not there, closes it He comes back and standing again
with his back to the fireplace, looks at her.]

MR. MANNINGHAM. Come and sit down in this chair,
please, Bella.

MRS. MANNINGHAM. [Unmoving.] Where is the dog?
Where have you got the dog?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Dog? What dog?

MRS. MANNINGHAM. You said you had the dog. Have
you hurt it ? Let me have it. Where is it ? Have you hurt
it again?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Again? This is strange talk, Bella
—from you—after what you did to the dog a few weeks
ago. Come and sit down here.
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ACT THREE

C

The time is eleven the same night. The room is in dark-
ness, but the Left Center door is open and a dim light in
the passage outside can be seen. There is the sound of the
front DOOR shutting. FOOTSTEPS can be heard, and
MANNINGHAM appears outside. FHe stops to turn out the
light in the passage. He enters the room and goes to the
lamp on the Center table and turns it up. Then he lights
the two brackets and crosses to table up Right and puts
his hat on it. He goes in a slow and deliberate way over
to the bell-cord and pulls it. He is humming to himself as
he goes over to the fireplace.

NANCY puts her head round the Left Center door. She
has only just come in and is dressed for out-of-doors.

NaNcy. Yes, sir. Did you ring, sir?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Yes, Nancy, I did ring. It seems
that the entire household has gone to bed without leav-
ing me my milk and without leaving me my biscuits.

NaNcy. Oh, I'm sorry, sir. They’re only just outside.
I'll bring them in! [Turns to door then stops and turns
to MR. MANNINGHAM.] Mrs. Manningham usually gets
them, doesn’t she, sir? Cook’s in bed and I've only just
come in.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Quite Nancy. Then perhaps you
will deputize for Mrs. Manningham, and bring them

into the room.
81
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NanNcy. Certainly, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. And after you do that, [She stops
in doorway.] Nancy, will you go upstairs and tell Mrs.
Manningham that I wish to see her down here.
NaNcy. Yes, sir. Certainly, sir. [Exits Left Center and
turns to Right.]

[MR. MANNINGHAM walks into room up Right. NANCY
returns. She has milk in a jug, a glass and biscuits on
u tray, and puts them on the table. She goes upstairs. He
enters from room up Right crosses slowly to above table
then over to desk. NANCY comes downstairs and stops at
the foot of the stairs.]

MR. MANNINGHAM. Well, Nancy?

NANCY. She says she has a headache, sir, and is trying
to sleep.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Oh—she still has a headache, has
she?

NANCY. Yes, sir. Is there anything else you want, sir?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Did you ever know a time when
Mrs. Manningham did not have a headache, Nancy?

NaNcy No, sir. Hardly ever, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. [ Turns to NANCY.] Do you usually
perform your domestic tasks in outdoor costume,
Nancy?

nancy. I told you, sir. I've only just come in, and I
heard the bell by chance.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Yes, that’s just the point.

NaNcy. How do you mean, sir?
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MR. MANNINGHAM. Will you be so good as to come
closer, Nancy, where I can see you. [ NANCY comes down
stage a step. They look at each other in a rather strange
way.] Have you any idea of the time of the day, or
rather night, Nancy?

NANCY. Yes, sir. It’s a little after eleven, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Are you aware that you came in
half a minute, or even less, before myself?

NANCY. Yes, sir. I thought I saw you, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Oh—you thought you saw me.
Well, I certainly saw you.

NANcY. [Looking away.] Did you, sir?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Have you ever reflected, Nancy,
that you are given a great deal of latitude in this house?

NaNcy. I don’t know, sir. I don’t know what latitude
means.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Latitude, Nancy, means consider-
able liberty—liberty to the extent of two nights off a
week.

NANCY. [Pause.] Yes, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Well, that’s all very well. It is not so
well, however, when you return as late as the master of
the house. We ought to keep up some pretences, you
know.

NANCY. Yes, sir. We must. [She makes to go.)
MR. MANNINGHAM. Nancy.

NANCY. [Stops.] Yes, sir?
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MR. MANNINGHAM. [/n a more human tone.] Where
the devil have you been tonight, anyway?

NANCY. [Pause—turns to him.] Only with some
friends, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. You know, Nancy, when you say
friends, I have an extraordinary idea that you mean gen-
tlemen friends.

NANcY. [Looking at him.] Well, sir, possibly I might.

MR. MANNINGHAM. You know, gentlemen friends have
been known to take decided liberties with young ladies
like yourself. Are you alive to such a possibility ?

NANCY. Oh, no, sir. Not with me. I can look after my-
self.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Are you always so anxious to look
after yourself?

NANcY. No, sir, not always, perhaps.

MR. MANNINGHAM. You know, Nancy, pretty as your
bonnet is, it is not anything near so pretty as your hair
beneath it. Won't you take it off and let me see it?

NANCY. [As she removes hat and crosses to Right of
chair Right of table.] Very good, sir. It comes off easy
enough. There— Is there anything more you want, sir?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Yes. Possibly. Come here, will you,
Nancy?

NANCY. [Pause.] Yes, sir— [Drops hat on chair Right
of table. Coming to him.] Is there anything you want,
sir ?—[Changing tone as he puts his arms on her shoul-
ders.] What do you want >—eh— What do you want?
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[MANNINGHAM kisses NANCY in a wiolent and pro-
longed manner. There is a pause in which she looks at
him, and then she kisses him as violently.] There! Can
she do that for you? Can she do that?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Who can you be talking about,
Nancy?

NANCY. You know who I mean all right.

MR. MANNINGHAM. You know, Nancy, you are a very
remarkable girl in many respects. I believe you are jeal-
ous of your mistress.

NANCY. She? She’s a poor thing. There’s no need to be
jealous of her. You want to kiss me again, don’t you?
Don’t you want to kiss me? [ MR. MANNINGHAM kisses
NANcCY.] There! That’s better than a sick headache—
ain’t it—a sick headache and a pale face all the day.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Why yes, Nancy, I believe it is. |
think, however, don’t you, that it would be better if you
and I met one evening in different surroundings.

NANCY. Yes. Where? I'll meet you when you like. You're
mine now—ain’t you—’cos you want me. You want me
—don’t you?

MR. MANNINGHAM. And what of you, Nancy. Do you
want me?

NANCY. Oh, yes! I always wanted you, ever since T first
clapped eyes on you. I wanted you more than all of them.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Oh—there are plenty of others?
NANcCY. Oh, yes—there’s plenty of others.

MR. MANNINGHAM. So I rather imagined. And only
nineteen.




