NickY. (Crodyng to x. of sofa.) No, darling, it was his. All his, He
got Sid to call'\y

moves 10 ba:l( of R\hair, ) Oh, it’s revoltmg' His getting mixgd ;
with it, Gomg to see

(oﬂce table) Scrabblmg '.- i ¥ supernatural
with Mrs. de Pass. \
NICKY. (Insinuatingly. He crosséL. of ottomang ‘Are you going to
let her get away with it? Come ol back to y

Come to Natalie’s party with me. (Mgere 3/
opens it. Miss HOLROYD is outside.)
miss HoLroyd. Oh, Nicky—where's
of ottoman.) Gillian, I've got Mr. J
door, comes back to below book

I’s important,
GILLIAN. [ can't see
Miss HoLroyD. Y

but you sec, it’s about Shep and Mrs ¥
Mr. Redlitch is afraid you may be holding it against him. ™\
ctLLIAN. (Tuggding slowly, lesting her distress take itself out in anjer.
She stops igf 1. of coffee table.) Oh, Yes—he took Shep up therd
didn’t heg” All right, I'll see him. h
miss Hgroyp. I don’t think you should be cross with him, darling.
ciLighn. (Coldly.) Don’t you? Bring him in.

gfs HoLroyp. Yes, dear. (Miss HOLROYD goes out.)

VIcK Y. Boy, will he need a dnnk' (He gocs into km-laeu, plm on
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REDLITCH. (Vcry conaharary Hc crosses 10 1. o] ottoman. ) Good
cvening, Miss Holroyd. It's very nice of you to see me like this. (nass
HoLROYD closes door and goes down to window seat.)

GILLIAN. (At L. of sofa.) It's you I have to thank for taking Shep to
Mrs. de Pass, haven'’t I, Mr. Redlitch? Taking him there to be cured
of me.

REDLITCH. (Crossing to down L. of ottoman.) Oh, it wasn't that, Miss
Holroyd.

GiLLIAN. No? What was it, then?

KeoLiTcH. Well, it was—to put him back to where he was when he
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first met you. You know, like in Shakespeare . . . “Be as thou wast
wont to be—See as thou wast wont to see.” Midsummer Night's
Dream, when they take off the power of the flower, and

GILLIAN. (Finishing for him.) And Titania falls out of love with the
ass. Thank you for the comparison. (Miss HoLrRoYD takes off her coat
and gloves, puts them on window seat, crosses 0 R. chair and sits.)
REDLITCH. Oh . . . Yes, I guess that was putting my foot in it.
(NicKkY returns from kitchen, with a straight bourbon which he
silently hands wepLirch, who downs it hastily. nicky crosses back
to console.) But—but what I want to explain is—/ couldn’t help
myself. I figured at the time that you mightn't altogether like it . . .
GILLIAN. Oh, you did? Well, that was smart of you.

REDLITCH. And then when your aunt here told me you'd always had
a hate on old Bianca . . .

GILLIAN. Bianca?

REDLITCH. Mrs. de Pass. Well, when I heard that—that you'd always
been rivals, so to speak . . .

GILLIAN. (Furious.) We've never been rivals. That third-rate, vulgar,
self-advertising, marl-order sorceress . . .

w0 AT, - o
GILLIAN. " It’s people like her who make me wish we
had the Inquisition back again. (Crossing to b.x. of Miss HoLROYD.)
Do you know what she made him do? She made him come down
here and tell me. Tell me what she’d done. Told him it was part of
it. (FESTrTorrdm s brioro-solorprrrdredrrhoen s, )

; She can’t be as

bad at it as that. No, that was just to crow over me. (Crossing .
above table to below sofa.)

ReouiteH. (During following speech ciLLian crosses upstage around
sofa to liquor console. As she walks revLitch turns to her, talking
to her all the time.) Look, Miss Holroyd, I don't know anything
about that side of it. But I know you're no slouch yourself when it
comes to revenge and that sort of thing. I don't want you to take
it out on me. It was Shep's idea, the whole thing. All I did was take
him there.

GILLIAN. (Crossing to him.) And now you're afraid of the conse-
quences.

REDLITCH. (Backing v.) Well, only from you. I mean . . .
oiLLIAN. (Below ». of sofa.) Why don’t you ask Mrs. de Pass to
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protect you, if you think so highly of her? I'm sure she wouldn't
consider a little thing like rendering me impotent beyond her
powers. Or you might go to the local minister and get me exorcised
—with Bell, Book and Candle.

done anything, except what I was asked to dol -
wian., (Following him.) Suppose you'd been asked to commit a

rder. Or introduce someone to 2 murderer, who'd do the job for

theSgpm of . . . (Twrns to miss HoLrovp.) Yes, what does sh
charg&for a litde chore like this? ,
Miss Hotoyp. Well, she varies her prices, dear. According to people’s
mecans. Sh&asked me about Shep . . .

ciLLIAN. Andyvhat did you tell her?

mass Horroyo. htold her I thought he was quite well off#You see,
I'd seen his bank hgok, and letters from his broker . . .#

NickY. (Comes to thuback of u. chair.) What did that g€t him back?
miss HoLrovp. She saithshe was going to ask five thbusand dollars.
ciLLiAN. What? '

maiss aoLroyp. Well, [ thoulght it was a litde hight, but she did point
out that—supposing you andihe had been myrried, it would cost
him a lot more than that to get djvorced. . "

GILLIAN, (Crossing to up k. of soféy) Anotler pretty comparison.
reoLitcH. (Crossing 10 below c. of%ofd.) Look, Miss Holroyd, 1
don’t want to intrude on you in your—fpur of grief, but—put your-

self in my place. _
GiLLIaN, (Turmng to him, .mp.}é:wnm: ) I'd rather not, Mr.
Redlitch. But don’t worry, I wop't do anythinjto you.

RepLiTcH, (Crossing to her ang shaking her hand) Gee, that’s swell
of you, Miss Holroyd. Thahk you, thank you.WCrossing below
ottoman to ». of it.) Andéjust one thing more. ABgut the book.
Nicky said you'd sort of#~put a stopperon it. . . .

ciLLian. Yes, I did.
reouiTcH, Well, do
Oh—don't you thj
(Hastily.) Oh,
when you've
thatoff . .
ciLLiaN. (BFeaking in.) Mr. Redlitch, don't you think from now on
tter stay clear of this kind of thing? I don’t think you’ve
emperament for it. Or the nerve, apparently.

reoLjffcH. Maybe you're right. I only meant . . .
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you think—I mean, now that Shep\ not—
you might—I mean—well, sort of relead it?
on't mean right now—naturally. But some ulge
hing else on your mind. . . . If you could just flig




