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Author’s Note







I WISH to acknowledge my indebtedness to two critics. To Mr. E. Martin Browne, who was responsible for the first production of this play at the Edinburgh Festival, 1949: for his criticism of the structure, from the first version to the last; for suggestions most of which have been accepted, and which, when accepted, have all been fully justified on the stage. And to Mr. John Hayward, for continuous criticism and correction of vocabulary, idiom and manners. My debt to both of these censors could be understood only by comparison of the successive drafts of this play with the final text.


T. S. E.   


November 1949





IN addition to some minor corrections, certain alterations in Act III, based on the experience of the play’s production, were made in the fourth impression of the text.
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EDWARD CHAMBERLAYNE


JULIA (MRS. SHUTTLETHWAITE)


CELIA COPLESTONE


ALEXANDER MACCOLGIE GIBBS


PETER QUILPE


AN UNIDENTIFIED GUEST, later identified as


SIR HENRY HARCOURT-REILLY


LAVINIA CHAMBERLAYNE


A NURSE-SECRETARY


TWO CATERER’S MEN





The scene is laid in London






















1 The Cocktail Party



























Act One
























Scene 1








The drawing-room of the Chamberlaynes’ London flat.  Early evening. EDWARD CHAMBERLAYNE, JULIA  SHUTTLETHWAITE, CELIA COPLESTONE, PETER  QUILPE, ALEXANDER MACCOLGIE GIBBS, AND AN  UNIDENTIFIED GUEST.




ALEX






You’ve missed the point completely, Julia:


There were no tigers. That was the point.








JULIA






Then what were you doing, up in a tree:


You and the Maharaja?








ALEX






                                       My dear Julia!


It’s perfectly hopeless. You haven’t been listening.








PETER






You’ll have to tell us all over again, Alex.








ALEX






I never tell the same story twice.








JULIA






But I’m still waiting to know what happened.


I know it started as a story about tigers.











ALEX






I said there were no tigers.








CELIA






                                           Oh do stop wrangling.


Both of you. It’s your turn, Julia.


Do tell us that story you told the other day, about Lady Klootz and the wedding cake.








PETER






And how the butler found her in the pantry, rinsing her mouth out with champagne.


I like that story.








CELIA






                        I love that story.








ALEX






                                  I’m never tired of hearing that story.








JULIA






Well, you all seem to know it.








CELIA






                                               Do we all know it?


But we’re never tired of hearing you tell it.


I don’t believe everyone here knows it.


[To the UNIDENTIFIED GUEST]







You don’t know it, do you?








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






                                                  No, I’ve never heard it.











CELIA






Here’s one new listener for you, Julia;


And I don’t believe that Edward knows it.








EDWARD






I may have heard it, but I don’t remember it.








CELIA






And Julia’s the only person to tell it.


She’s such a good mimic.








JULIA






                Am I a good mimic?








PETER






You are a good mimic. You never miss anything.








ALEX






She never misses anything unless she wants to.








CELIA






Especially the Lithuanian accent.








JULIA






Lithuanian? Lady Klootz?








PETER






                        I thought she was Belgian.








ALEX






Her father belonged to a Baltic family —


One of the oldest Baltic families


With a branch in Sweden and one in Denmark.


There were several very lovely daughters:


I wonder what’s become of them now.











JULIA






Lady Klootz was very lovely, once upon a time.


What a life she led! I used to say to her: ‘Greta!


You have too much vitality.’ But she enjoyed herself.


[To the UNIDENTIFIED GUEST]


Did you know Lady Klootz?








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






                                                   No, I never met her.








CELIA






Go on with the story about the wedding cake.








JULIA






Well, but it really isn’t my story.


I heard it first from Delia Verinder


Who was there when it happened.








[To the UNIDENTIFIED GUEST]






                                                      Do you know Delia Verinder?








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






No, I don’t know her.








JULIA






                                    Well, one can’t be too careful


Before one tells a story.








ALEX






Delia Verinder?


Was she the one who had three brothers?








JULIA






How many brothers? Two, I think.











ALEX






No, there were three, but you wouldn’t know the third one:


They kept him rather quiet.








JULIA






                                                     Oh, you mean that one.








ALEX






He was feeble-minded.








JULIA






                                       Oh, not feeble-minded:


He was only harmless.








ALEX






   Well then, harmless.








JULIA






He was very clever at repairing clocks;


And he had a remarkable sense of hearing —


The only man I ever met who could hear the cry of bats.








PETER






Hear the cry of bats?








JULIA






                    He could hear the cry of bats.








CELIA






But how do you know he could hear the cry of bats?








JULIA






Because he said so. And I believed him.











CELIA






But if he was so … harmless, how could you believe him?


He might have imagined it.








JULIA






                                              My darling Celia,


You needn’t be so sceptical. I stayed there once


At their castle in the North. How he suffered!


They had to find an island for him


Where there were no bats.








ALEX






                                          And is he still there?


Julia is really a mine of information.








CELIA






There isn’t much that Julia doesn’t know.








PETER






Go on with the story about the wedding cake.


                                                      [EDWARD leaves the room]








JULIA






No, we’ll wait until Edward comes back into the room.


Now I want to relax. Are there any more cocktails?








PETER






But do go on. Edward wasn’t listening anyway.








JULIA






No, he wasn’t listening, but he’s such a strain —


Edward without Lavinia! He’s quite impossible!


Leaving it to me to keep things going.


What a host! And nothing fit to eat!


The only reason for a cocktail party





For a gluttonous old woman like me


Is a really nice tit-bit. I can drink at home.








[EDWARD returns with a tray]






Edward, give me another of those delicious olives.


What’s that? Potato crisps? No, I can’t endure them.


Well, I started to tell you about Lady Klootz.


It was at the Vincewell wedding. Oh, so many years ago!








[To the UNIDENTIFIED GUEST]






Did you know the Vincewells?








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






                                                    No, I don’t know the Vincewells.








JULIA






Oh, they’re both dead now. But I wanted to know.


If they’d been friends of yours, I couldn’t tell the story.








PETER






Were they the parents of Tony Vincewell?








JULIA






Yes. Tony was the product, but not the solution.


He only made the situation more difficult.


You know Tony Vincewell? You knew him at Oxford?








PETER






No, I never knew him at Oxford:


I came across him last year in California.








JULIA






I’ve always wanted to go to California.


Do tell us what you were doing in California.











CELIA






Making a film.








PETER






                       Trying to make a film.








JULIA






Oh, what film was it? I wonder if I’ve seen it.








PETER






No, you wouldn’t have seen it. As a matter of fact


It was never produced. They did a film


But they used a different scenario.








JULIA






Not the one you wrote?








PETER






                                     Not the one I wrote:


But I had a very enjoyable time.








CELIA






Go on with the story about the wedding cake.








JULIA






Edward, do sit down for a moment.


I know you’re always the perfect host,


But just try to pretend you’re another guest


At Lavinia’s party. There are so many questions


I want to ask you. It’s a golden opportunity


Now Lavinia’s away. I’ve always said:


‘If I could only get Edward alone


And have a really serious conversation!’


I said so to Lavinia. She agreed with me.










She said: ‘I wish you’d try.’ And this is the first time


I’ve ever seen you without Lavinia


Except for the time she got locked in the lavatory


And couldn’t get out. I know what you’re thinking!


I know you think I’m a silly old woman


But I’m really very serious. Lavinia takes me seriously.


I believe that’s the reason why she went away —


So that I could make you talk. Perhaps she’s in the pantry


Listening to all we say!








EDWARD






                                            No, she’s not in the pantry.








CELIA






Will she be away for some time, Edward?








EDWARD






I really don’t know until I hear from her.


If her aunt is very ill, she may be gone some time.








CELIA






And how will you manage while she is away?








EDWARD






I really don’t know. I may go away myself.








CELIA






Go away yourself!








JULIA






Have you an aunt too?








EDWARD






No, I haven’t any aunt. But I might go away.











CELIA






But, Edward … what was I going to say?


It’s dreadful for old ladies alone in the country,


And almost impossible to get a nurse.








JULIA






Is that her Aunt Laura?








EDWARD






                                       No; another aunt


Whom you wouldn’t know. Her mother’s sister


And rather a recluse.








JULIA






Her favourite aunt?








EDWARD






Her aunt’s favourite niece. And she’s rather difficult.


When she’s ill, she insists on having Lavinia.








JULIA






I never heard of her being ill before.








EDWARD






No, she’s always very strong. That’s why when she’s ill


She gets into a panic.








JULIA






And sends for Lavinia.


I quite understand. Are there any prospects?








EDWARD






No, I think she put it all into an annuity.











JULIA






So it’s very unselfish of Lavinia


Yet very like her. But really, Edward,


Lavinia may be away for weeks,


Or she may come back and be called away again.


I understand these tough old women —


I’m one myself. I feel as if I knew


All about that aunt in Hampshire.








EDWARD






                                                           Hampshire?








JULIA






Didn’t you say Hampshire?








EDWARD






                                                   No, I didn’t say Hampshire.








JULIA






Did you say Hampstead?








EDWARD






                                                 No, I didn’t say Hampstead.








JULIA






But she must live somewhere.








EDWARD






                                                      She lives in Essex.








JULIA






Anywhere near Colchester? Lavinia loves oysters.








EDWARD






No. In the depths of Essex.











JULIA






                                               Well, we won’t probe into it.


You have the address, and the telephone number?


I might run down and see Lavinia


On my way to Cornwall. But let’s be sensible:


Now you must let me be your maiden aunt —


Living on an annuity, of course.


I am going to make you dine alone with me


On Friday, and talk to me about everything.








EDWARD






Everything?








JULIA






                    Oh, you know what I mean.


The next election. And the secrets of your cases.








EDWARD






Most of my secrets are quite uninteresting.








JULIA






Well, you shan’t escape. You dine with me on Friday.


I’ve already chosen the people you’re to meet.








EDWARD






But you asked me to dine with you alone.








JULIA






                                                                Yes, alone!


Without Lavinia! You’ll like the other people —


But you’re to talk to me. So that’s all settled.


And now I must be going.








EDWARD






                                                 Must you be going?











PETER






But won’t you tell the story about Lady Klootz?








JULIA






What Lady Klootz?








CELIA






And the wedding cake.








JULIA






Wedding cake? I wasn’t at her wedding.


Edward, it’s been a delightful evening:


The potato crisps were really excellent.


Now let me see. Have I got everything?


It’s such a nice party, I hate to leave it.


It’s such a nice party, I’d like to repeat it.


Why don’t you all come to dinner on Friday?


No, I’m afraid my good Mrs. Batten


Would give me notice. And now I must be going.








ALEX






I’m afraid I ought to be going.








PETER






                                                       Celia —


May I walk along with you?








CELIA






                                                      No, I’m sorry, Peter;


I’ve got to take a taxi.








             JULIA               






                                    You come with me, Peter:


You can get me a taxi, and then I can drop you.





I expect you on Friday, Edward. And Celia —


I must see you very soon. Now don’t all go


Just because I’m going. Good-bye, Edward.








EDWARD






Good-bye, Julia.


                                                            [Exeunt JULIA and PETER]








CELIA






                              Good-bye, Edward.         


Shall I see you soon?








EDWARD






Perhaps. I don’t know.








CELIA






Perhaps you don’t know? Very well, good-bye.








EDWARD






Good-bye, Celia.








ALEX






                           Good-bye, Edward. I do hope


You’ll have better news of Lavinia’s aunt.








EDWARD






Oh … yes … thank you. Good-bye, Alex,


It was nice of you to come.


                                                  [Exeunt ALEX and CELIA]


                        [To the UNIDENTIFIED GUEST]


                                          Don’t go yet.


Don’t go yet. We’ll finish the cocktails.


Or would you rather have whisky?











UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






                                                         Gin.








EDWARD






Anything in it?








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






                                 A drop of water.








EDWARD






I want to apologise for this evening.


The fact is, I tried to put off this party:


These were only the people I couldn’t put off


Because I couldn’t get at them in time;


And I didn’t know that you were coming.


I thought that Lavinia had told me the names


Of all the people she said she’d invited.


But it’s only that dreadful old woman who mattered —


I shouldn’t have minded anyone else,


    [The doorbell rings. EDWARD goes to the door, saying:]


But she always turns up when she’s least wanted.


[Opens the door]


Julia!


[Enter JULIA]








JULIA






          Edward! How lucky that it’s raining!


It made me remember my umbrella,


And there it is! Now what are you two plotting?


How very lucky it was my umbrella,


And not Alexander’s — he’s so inquisitive!


But I never poke into other people’s business.


Well, good-bye again. I’m off at last.


[Exit]











EDWARD






I’m sorry. I’m afraid I don’t know your name.








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






I ought to be going.








EDWARD






                              Don’t go yet.


I very much want to talk to somebody;


And it’s easier to talk to a person you don’t know.


The fact is, that Lavinia has left me.








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






Your wife has left you?








EDWARD






                                       Without warning, of course;


Just when she’d arranged a cocktail party.


She’d gone when I came in, this afternoon.


She left a note to say that she was leaving me;


But I don’t know where she’s gone.








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






                                                             This is an occasion.


May I take another drink?








EDWARD






Whisky?








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






                          Gin.








EDWARD






Anything in it?











UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






                         Nothing but water.


And I recommend you the same prescription …


Let me prepare it for you, if I may …


Strong … but sip it slowly … and drink it sitting down.


Breathe deeply, and adopt a relaxed position.


There we are. Now for a few questions.


How long married?








EDWARD






                                      Five years.








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






                                                        Children?








EDWARD






No.








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






                                                 Then look at the brighter side.


You say you don’t know where she’s gone?








EDWARD






                                                                          No, I do not.








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






Do you know who the man is?








EDWARD






                                                         There was no other man —


None that I know of.








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






                                            Or another woman


Of whom she thought she had cause to be jealous?











EDWARD






She had nothing to complain of in my behaviour.








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






Then no doubt it’s all for the best.


With another man, she might have made a mistake


And want to come back to you. If another woman,


She might decide to be forgiving


And gain an advantage. If there’s no other woman


And no other man, then the reason may be deeper


And you’ve ground for hope that she won’t come back at all.


If another man, then you’d want to re-marry


To prove to the world that somebody wanted you;


If another woman, you might have to marry her —


You might even imagine that you wanted to marry her.








EDWARD






But I want my wife back.








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






                                        That’s the natural reaction.


It’s embarrassing, and inconvenient.


It was inconvenient, having to lie about it


Because you can’t tell the truth on the telephone.


It will all take time that you can’t well spare;


But I put it to you …








EDWARD






Don’t put it to me.








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






Then I suggest …








EDWARD






                                And please don’t suggest.


I have often used these terms in examining witnesses,





So I don’t like them. May I put it to you?


I know that I invited this conversation:


But I don’t know who you are. This is not what I expected.


I only wanted to relieve my mind


By telling someone what I’d been concealing.


I don’t think I want to know who you are;


But, at the same time, unless you know my wife


A good deal better than I thought, or unless you know


A good deal more about us than appears —


I think your speculations rather offensive.








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






I know you as well as I know your wife;


And I knew that all you wanted was the luxury


Of an intimate disclosure to a stranger.


Let me, therefore, remain the stranger.


But let me tell you, that to approach the stranger


Is to invite the unexpected, release a new force,


Or let the genie out of the bottle.


It is to start a train of events


Beyond your control. So let me continue.


I will say then, you experience some relief


Of which you’re not aware. It will come to you slowly:


When you wake in the morning, when you go to bed at night,


That you are beginning to enjoy your independence;


Finding your life becoming cosier and cosier


Without the consistent critic, the patient misunderstander


Arranging life a little better than you like it,


Preferring not quite the same friends as yourself,


Or making your friends like her better than you;


And, turning the past over and over,


You’ll wonder only that you endured it for so long.


And perhaps at times you will feel a little jealous





That she saw it first, and had the courage to break it —


Thus giving herself a permanent advantage.








EDWARD






It might turn out so, yet …








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






                                                  Are you going to say, you love her?








EDWARD






Why, I thought we took each other for granted.


I never thought I should be any happier


With another person. Why speak of love?


We were used to each other. So her going away


At a moment’s notice, without explanation,


Only a note to say that she had gone


And was not coming back — well, I can’t understand it.


Nobody likes to be left with a mystery:


It’s so … unfinished.








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






                                             Yes, it’s unfinished;


And nobody likes to be left with a mystery.


But there’s more to it than that. There’s a loss of personality;


Or rather, you’ve lost touch with the person


You thought you were. You no longer feel quite human.


You’re suddenly reduced to the status of an object —


A living object, but no longer a person.


It’s always happening, because one is an object


As well as a person. But we forget about it


As quickly as we can. When you’ve dressed for a party


And are going downstairs, with everything about you


Arranged to support you in the role you have chosen,


Then sometimes, when you come to the bottom step





There is one step more than your feet expected


And you come down with a jolt. Just for a moment


You have the experience of being an object


At the mercy of a malevolent staircase.


Or, take a surgical operation.


In consultation with the doctor and the surgeon,


In going to bed in the nursing home,


In talking to the matron, you are still the subject,


The centre of reality. But, stretched on the table,


You are a piece of furniture in a repair shop


For those who surround you, the masked actors;


All there is of you is your body


And the ‘you’ is withdrawn. May I replenish?








EDWARD






Oh, I’m sorry. What were you drinking?


Whisky?








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






                Gin.








EDWARD






                         Anything with it?








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






                                                         Water.








EDWARD






To what does this lead?








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






                                      To finding out


What you really are. What you really feel.





What you really are among other people.


Most of the time we take ourselves for granted,


As we have to, and live on a little knowledge


About ourselves as we were. Who are you now?


You don’t know any more than I do,


But rather less. You are nothing but a set


Of obsolete responses. The one thing to do


Is to do nothing. Wait.








EDWARD






                                     Wait!


But waiting is the one thing impossible.


Besides, don’t you see that it makes me ridiculous?








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






It will do you no harm to find yourself ridiculous.


Resign yourself to be the fool you are.


That’s the best advice that I can give you.








EDWARD






But how can I wait, not knowing what I’m waiting for?


Shall I say to my friends, ‘My wife has gone away’?


And they answer ‘Where?’ and I say ‘I don’t know’;


And they say, ‘But when will she be back?’


And I reply ‘I don’t know that she is coming back’.


And they ask ‘But what are you going to do?’


And I answer ‘Nothing’. They will think me mad


Or simply contemptible.








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






                                       All to the good.


You will find that you survive humiliation.


And that’s an experience of incalculable value.











EDWARD






Stop! I agree that much of what you’ve said


Is true enough. But that is not all.


Since I saw her this morning when we had breakfast


I no longer remember what my wife is like.


I am not quite sure that I could describe her


If I had to ask the police to search for her.


I’m sure I don’t know what she was wearing


When I saw her last. And yet I want her back.


And I must get her back, to find out what has happened


During the five years that we’ve been married.


I must find out who she is, to find out who I am.


And what is the use of all your analysis


If I am to remain always lost in the dark?








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






There is certainly no purpose in remaining in the dark


Except long enough to clear from the mind


The illusion of having ever been in the light.


The fact that you can’t give a reason for wanting her


Is the best reason for believing that you want her.








EDWARD






I want to see her again — here.








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






                                                     You shall see her again — here.








EDWARD






Do you mean to say that you know where she is?








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






That question is not worth the trouble of an answer.


But if I bring her back it must be on one condition:





That you promise to ask her no questions


Of where she has been.








EDWARD






                                     I will not ask them.


And yet — it seems to me — when we began to talk


I was not sure I wanted her; and now I want her.


Do I want her? Or is it merely your suggestion?








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST






We do not know yet. In twenty-four hours


She will come to you here. You will be here to meet her.


[The doorbell rings]








EDWARD






I must answer the door.


                           [EDWARD goes to the door]


                                     So it’s you again, Julia!


[Enter JULIA and PETER]








JULIA






Edward, I’m so glad to find you.


Do you know, I must have left my glasses here,


And I simply can’t see a thing without them.


I’ve been dragging Peter all over town


Looking for them everywhere I’ve been.


Has anybody found them? You can tell if they’re mine —


Some kind of a plastic sort of frame —


I’m afraid I don’t remember the colour,


But I’d know them, because one lens is missing.








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST [Sings]






As I was drinkin’ gin and water,


               And me bein’ the One Eyed Riley,





      Who came in but the landlord’s daughter


      And she took my heart entirely.







You will keep our appointment?








EDWARD






                                                            I shall keep it.








UNIDENTIFIED GUEST [Sings]






        Tooryooly toory-iley,


               What’s the matter with One Eyed Riley?


[Exit]








JULIA






Edward, who is that dreadful man?


I’ve never been so insulted in my life.


It’s very lucky that I left my spectacles:


This is what I call an adventure!


Tell me about him. You’ve been drinking together!


So this is the kind of friend you have


When Lavinia is out of the way! Who is he?








EDWARD






I don’t know.








JULIA






                      You don’t know?








EDWARD






                                                   I never saw him before in my life.








JULIA






But how did he come here?











EDWARD






                                                    I don’t know.








JULIA






You don’t know! And what’s his name?


Did I hear him say his name was Riley?








EDWARD






I don’t know his name.








JULIA






                                              You don’t know his name?








EDWARD






I tell you I’ve no idea who he is


Or how he got here.








JULIA






                                 But what did you talk about


Or were you singing songs all the time?


There’s altogether too much mystery


About this place to-day.








EDWARD






I’m very sorry.








JULIA






No, I love it. But that reminds me


About my glasses. That’s the greatest mystery.


Peter! Why aren’t you looking for them?


Look on the mantelpiece. Where was I sitting?


Just turn out the bottom of that sofa —


No, this chair. Look under the cushion.











EDWARD






Are you quite sure they’re not in your bag?








JULIA






Why no, of course not: that’s where I keep them.


Oh, here they are! Thank you, Edward;


That really was very clever of you;


I’d never have found them but for you.


The next time I lose anything, Edward,


I’ll come straight to you, instead of to St. Anthony.


And now I must fly. I’ve kept the taxi waiting.


Come along, Peter.








PETER






                               I hope you won’t mind


If I don’t come with you, Julia? On the way back


I remembered something I had to say to Edward …








JULIA






Oh, about Lavinia?








PETER






                               No, not about Lavinia.


It’s something I want to consult him about,


And I could do it now.








JULIA






Of course I don’t mind.








PETER






Well, at least you must let me take you down in the lift.








JULIA






No, you stop and talk to Edward. I’m not helpless yet.


And besides, I like to manage the machine myself —





In a lift I can meditate. Good-bye then.


And thank you — both of you — very much.


[Exit]








PETER






I hope I’m not disturbing you, Edward.








EDWARD






I seem to have been disturbed already;


And I did rather want to be alone.


But what’s it all about?








PETER






                                      I want your help.


I was going to telephone and try to see you later;


But this seemed an opportunity.








EDWARD






                                                           And what’s your trouble?








PETER






This evening I felt I could bear it no longer.


That awful party! I’m sorry, Edward;


Of course it was really a very nice party


For everyone but me. And that wasn’t your fault.


I don’t suppose you noticed the situation.








EDWARD






I did think I noticed one or two things;


But I don’t pretend I was aware of everything.








PETER






Oh, I’m very glad that you didn’t notice:


I must have behaved rather better than I thought.





If you didn’t notice, I don’t suppose the others did,


Though I’m rather afraid of Julia Shuttlethwaite.








EDWARD






Julia is certainly observant,


But I think she had some other matter on her mind.








PETER






It’s about Celia. Myself and Celia.








EDWARD






Why, what could there be about yourself and Celia?


Have you anything in common, do you think?








PETER






It seemed to me we had a great deal in common.


We’re both of us artists.








EDWARD






                                       I never thought of that.


What arts do you practise?








PETER






                                           You won’t have seen my novel,


Though it had some very good reviews.


But it’s more the cinema that interests both of us.








EDWARD






A common interest in the moving pictures


Frequently brings young people together.








PETER






Now you’re only being sarcastic:


Celia was interested in the art of the film.











EDWARD






As a possible profession?








PETER






                                       She might make it a profession;


Though she had her poetry.








EDWARD






                                            Yes, I’ve seen her poetry —


Interesting if one is interested in Celia.


Apart, of course, from its literary merit


Which I don’t pretend to judge.








PETER






                                                   Well, I can judge it,


And I think it’s very good. But that’s not the point.


The point is, I thought we had a great deal in common


And I think she thought so too.








EDWARD






                                                     How did you come to know her?


[Enter ALEX]








ALEX




Ah, there you are, Edward! Do you know why I’ve looked in?





EDWARD






I’d like to know first how you got in, Alex.








ALEX






Why, I came and found that the door was open


And so I thought I’d slip in and see if anyone was with you.











PETER






Julia must have left it open.








EDWARD






                                               Never mind;


So long as you both shut it when you go out.








ALEX






Ah, but you’re coming with me, Edward.


I thought, Edward may be all alone this evening,


And I know that he hates to spend an evening alone,


So you’re going to come out and have dinner with me.








EDWARD






That’s very thoughtful of you, Alex, I’m sure;


But I rather want to be alone, this evening.








ALEX






But you’ve got to have some dinner. Are you going out?


Is there anyone here to get dinner for you?








EDWARD






No, I shan’t want much, and I’ll get it myself.








ALEX






Ah, in that case I know what I’ll do.


I’m going to give you a little surprise:


You know, I’m rather a famous cook.


I’m going straight to your kitchen now


And I shall prepare you a nice little dinner


Which you can have alone. And then we’ll leave you.


Meanwhile, you and Peter can go on talking


And I shan’t disturb you.











EDWARD






           My dear Alex,


There’ll be nothing in the larder worthy of your cooking.


I couldn’t think of it.








ALEX






                 Ah, but that’s my special gift —


Concocting a toothsome meal out of nothing.


Any scraps you have will do. I learned that in the East.


With a handful of rice and a little dried fish


I can make half a dozen dishes. Don’t say a word.
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