-—n

oy, Ghl haw, e

suep. Well, not all along.
GILLIAN, (Quickly.) Shep, I'd Tikg to tal
sHep. To exchange some sentiment@hgts
crLiaN, Well, maybe. (Sits inaeZhair)
sHEP. (Crossing up to dops?f T'll go up to Iy apartment for a bit.
NIcKy. (Going to dgewith him.) Why don'tyey look that book
over now? :

sHEP. Nogy .
NIC ure. It won't take you long. It’s A
MEr. Well, I might glance at ic. i

sHEr. Dlasspeeniilldessese. (He cxits. ciLLian and nicky smile at
each other.)

NickY. (Smiles, then crossing down to x. of sofa.) Well, well, well!
Marriage, no less.

ciLuaN, Uh-huh.,

Nicky. What fun!

GILLIAN, It is—very,

Nicky. (Kneels on ottoman.) Between the two of us, he's going to
have quite a time,

c1LLiaN. The two of us?

Nicky. Me and my book. I'm going to need your help. You know
I've never kept up with all the manifestoes.

oiLLiaN. (Lighdy.) Oh, invent anything you like. What's it matter?
Nicky. (Crossing down to coffee table.) Oh, | can't. Sid's a stickler
lor accuracy.

CILLIAN. (Sitting up.) What? Nicky, you're not giving him the
truth?

Nicky. Sure, | am.

GILLIAN. But [ thought this book was a joke. You don’t mean he
knows about you?

NICKY. (Crosses to L. of ottoman.) Of course. You've no idea the
things I've shown him and told him.

GILLIAN. (Alarmed, she crosses to r. of ottoman.) You didn't tell
him about me?

Nicky. No, darling. I told him it was I who summoned him. Bu if
you want to take credit . . .

CILLIAN. (Interrupting, angrily.) I do not want to take credit. (Cross-
ing to L. of Nickv.) Oh, Nicky, why—why did you do this? Don't
you know by now it never pays to tell outsiders?

Nicky. (Blandly.) Darling, it's going to pay beautifully. | gather

5"Nicky. Do you mind?
?
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Shep has made Sid a sery generous offer.
ciLLiaN. You mean that’s what Shep is reading upstairs now? (ue
nods.) You can’t publish that book. I wont let you.

Nicky. What harm can it do to you? There are no names in it.
ciLLiaN. But your name is going to be on it, and it's too close to home
to be safe. Nicky, Shep doesn’t know about me. And he's not going
to.

Nicky. (Ribbing Aer.) Oh, | suppose you'll tell me you're going to
renounce, 00.

GILLIAN. (Crossing to below c. of sofa.) 1 have renounced.

Nicky. (As before.) Since when?

ciLLiaN, Weil, actually, since half an hour ago,

Nicky. (Growing serious.) You don’t mean this marriage is on the
level?

onLiaN, Uh-huh.

wNickY. That’s crazy. You can't be in love with him. What are you
marrying him for, anyway?

onLiaN. Because | want to. (Urgendy.) That's why you've got to
stop that book.

NickY. (Firmly.) I'm sorry, dear, but no. It's too important to me.
GILLIAN. (Eguall

tired?
make a fare-

NickY. You don
GILLIAN. (Again, afig
well appearance to std
nickY. We've got peoplétg
ciLLiaN. Mrs. de Pass? .
Nicky. Yes, but she can take %

pér.
{an that old battle-axe.
ciLLiaN. (Crossing to ostoman.) TGt bunch of phony fuddy-dud-
dies! There isn’t one of them that gi% anyone a flat tire, without
having to go to bed for 2 weekt'(She molgy 10 him.) Now, will you
bring me every copy in exjétence, or am Mgoing to have to go to
work? You know I cag{don't you? (She Pgks up tea-tray and
crosses back to Nickyg) Think it over while I talge these out. (Ske
goes out to the Kighen with it. NnicKY stands baffigd and angry.)
NickY. Mrs. de Jfass~—(He goes to telephone, dials dNgumber and
gess busy signgf.) Damn! (He hangs up, steps n.) No, wala minute.
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