\$ Holro A(Qmu;c S hep

sa1ss INLroYD. (Crossing to back of x. table.) Oh, how lovely! How 4
excitingNBut, if he knows .

ciLLan. Tat makes no difference. I've stopped.

wmiss noLrovW, (Very disappointed, crosses to L. of dmr) Oh,
sorry, Shep, abdyt the door.

suep. I'm sorry, | ¢

Miss HoLroYD. It wayld have been such fun!

sHEepP. Yes, I'd have l| d to see it.

MISS HOLROYD. (To cibigian.) Well, darling, iow you 're getting
married, you won't think ¥'m deserting you? The cries of a cat are
heard.) Why, what's that?

ciLLiAN. That's Pycwackct Ithmust beg fis dinner time. (She looks
at her watch.) Goodness, it’s lofig past. I forgot all about him. Will
you excuse me. (SI:: goes into kitpllen.)

siEP. We shall miss you here.

Miss HOLROYD. ( Crossing 0 h 2.) Oh, how nice of you. I don’t know
why I had to come and tellfyou. But T ju \ fclt an impulse. An irre-
sistible impulse, to come \

suep. Did you? Whaph this place you're mgving into? A sort of
Witch’s Hostel? '

miss noLroyp, Yezf they have a communal kitchen we can all use

for our brewing

suep, Oh, for @od’s sake! (Crosses L. and sits on :om

miss HoLroyf. (Crossing to r. of sofa.) 1 know how'hard it is to
take in, atdirst, Shep. I don’t know how much Gillian told you
about it M. About that spell she put on you? :
suep. Jes, I had all that.

missghioLroyp. Maybe I should lend you some books, to ¢
thiffgs to you. They helped me a lot.

fler. Did they?

Miss HoLrovp. Yes. OFf course, I always knew that I had something,
but I thought it was artistic temperament. I don’t think I would
ever have become a witch, if my parents had let me go on the stage.
suer. You might have combined your talents. Gone into vaudeville
and done card tricks.

Miss HoLrovp. Oh, I've never had any real talent, in cither direction.

suep. Miss Holroyd, you don’t really believe that Gillian has any
powers?

miss HoLroyD. | know she has.

snep. Name me one thing she has cver done.
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miss HoLroyp, Wonderful things. Those thunderstorms. While she ‘
was in college on account of (Intimately.) you-know-whol

sHEP. (Irritable.) 1 have no idea who.

Miss HoLroYD. Your friend. Merle Kittredge.

sHEP. (Crossing down 1.) Oh, nonsense! Gillian has never heard of |
Merle Kittredge. '
Miss HOLROYD. (Steps doswn stage.) But, of course she has! I told her

myself that you were getting married. That's why she went after

you with Pyewacket.

sHEP. (Stopping and stasing at her.) 1 beg your pardon?

Miss HoLroyp. Oh, but I promise you she wouldn’t have used magic,

if she’d had time for the usual feminine methods. No matter how

great enemies she and Miss Kittredge were.

SHEP, (Crossing to below c. of sofa.) You mean—she went after me

because of Merle?

miss HoLroyp, Well—she thought you very attractive, already.

You've no idea how much she likes you. Or, perhaps you have. . ..

sHEP. (Steps in.) Miss Holroyd, what are you trying to say?

Miss HoLroYD. Well, Shep—with us, it’s like the Saints.

sHEP. Saints?

Miss HoLroYD. Yes, only thé other way around! At least, that’s what

the books say. Saints love everyone. Just everyone. With no thought

of themselves. But with us, it’s just the contrary.

suep. (Crossing down x. to window.) Look, maybe I'd better read

some of those books of yours, after all.

miss HoLroyp. (Follows him, crossing to v. of ». chair.) Yes, Shep,

then you'll see how impractical—well, impossible,—~Jove is. Not sex.

Sex is allowed. In fact, it’s almost encouraged! (Steps down L. of

chair.) But, of course, you must know that.

suer. (Turning, angrily.) Miss Holroyd . . .

siss HoLroyD, Oh, no, Shep, can't I be Auntie now?

suep. Miss Holroyd, I don't think we had better go on with this.
miss HoLrovD. (Backs a step or two.) Oh, dear, have I been too bold?

GILLIAN. Pyewackelyg ad to coax and coax
him. g
miss HoLroyp. (Crossing ¥.) I must go, darling. I was
dn’t resist it. I just couldn’t resist
the urge to come.

ciLLIAN, (With a sud

Nicky didn’t se




