[image: C:\Users\Stewart\Documents\Ottawa Little Theatre\SEASON 107\Gaslight - Elizabeth pp 61-66.jpg]
[bookmark: _GoBack][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ]
image4.jpeg
64 ANGEL STREET (12

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Smiling and somewhat appeal-
ingly as he takes a step toward EL1ZABETH.] I'm at my
wits’ end, Elizabeth. You know that, don’t you?

ELIZABETH. I expect you are, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. I have tried everything. Kindness,
patience, cunning—even harshness, to bring her to her
senses. But nothing will stop these wild, wild hallucina-
tions, nothing will stop these wicked pranks and tricks.

ELIZABETH. It seems very terrible, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. You don't know a quarter of it,
Elizabeth. You only see what is forced upon your atten-
tion—as it was tonight. You have no conception of what
goes on all the time. [He is looking at his tie in his
hand.] No—not this one, I think— [Starts to up Right
door.]

ELIZABETH. Do you want another tie, sir?

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Stops and turns to ELIZABETH.]
Yes. [He <trolls again into the other room. ELIZABETH
turns and watches the up Right door intently. After a
pause, he comes out with another tie. As he enters E11ZA-
BETH quickly turns to tea table. He crosses down to fire-
place mirror. He is putting his tie on during the ensuing
conversation.] 1 suppose you know about Mrs. Man-
ningham’s mother, Elizabeth?

ELIZABETH. No, sir. What of her, sir?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Not of the manner in which she
died?

BLIZABETH. No, sir.
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MR. MANNINGHAM. She died in the mad-house, Eliza-
beth, without any brain at all in the end.

ELIZABETH Oh, sir'—FHow terrible, sir

MR. MANNINGHAM. Yes, terrible indeed. The doctors
could do nothing. [Pause. Turns to ELI1ZABETH.] You
know, don’t you, that I shall have to bring a doctor to
Mrs. Manningham before long, Elizabeth? [As he
crosses to Left below table and to Left of it and gets his
undercoat.] 1 have fought against it to the last, but it
can’t be kept a secret much longer.

ELIZABETH. No, sir— No. sir—

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Putting on his undercoat.] I mean
to say, you know what goes on. You can testify to what
goes on, can’t you?

ELIZABETH Indeed, sir Yes.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Indeed. you may have to testify in
the end. Do you realize that ? [ Pause. Sharp.] Eh?

ELIZABETH [Looking quickly up at him.] Yes, sir. 1
would only wish to help vou both, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Crossing below table to settee, gets
coat and puts it on, crosses to mirror and adjusts coat.]
Yes, I believe you there, Elizabeth. You're a very good
soul. T sometimes wonder how you put up with things
in this household—this dark household. I wonder why
you do not go. You're very loyal.

ELIZABETH. [Looking at him in an extraordinary way.
He cannot see her.] Always loyal to you, sir. Always
loyal to you.
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MR. MANNINGHAM. There now, how touching. I thank
you, Elizabeth. [Crosses back of settee to EL1ZABETH. ]
You will be repaid later for what you have said, and re-
paid in more ways than one. You understand that, don’t
you?

EL1ZABETH. Thank you, sir. I only want to serve, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Crosses back of settee, gets hat.]
Yes, I know that. Well, Elizabeth, T am going out. In
fact, I'm even going to try to be a little gay. Can you
understand that, or do you think it is wrong?

EL1IZABETH. Oh, no, sir. No. You should get all the
pleasure you can, sir, while you can.

MR. MANNINGHAM. I wonder—yes—I wonder—it’s a
curious existence, isn’t it— Well—good night, Eliza-
beth. [Goes off Left Center and to Left.]

ELIZABETH. Good night, sir—good night.

[MANNINGHAM has left the door open. ELIZABETH
quickly crosses up to door and looks after him. After a
pause ROUGH comes forth and ELIZABETH turns to him.
He and EL1ZABETH stand there looking at each other. At
last, ROUGH goes to the window and looks out. The
DOOR is heard slamming.]

ROUGH. [Coming back to EL1zABETH.] He was right
when he said you would be repaid, Elizabeth. Though
not in the way he thinks. [Taking off hat, puts it on desk
then his overcoat and muffler and puts them on chair
down Left. Pause.] Will you go and get Mrs. Manning-
ham?

eLIZABETH. Yes, sir. I'll get her, sir. [Starts to stairs.]
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ELIZABETH. Did you ring, sir?

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Turning to eLIZABETH.] Yes, I
did. [Without vet saying why he has rung, he removes
his coat and places it over settee, and them comes and
stands with his back to the fireplace.] Where is Mrs.
Manningham, Elizabeth?

ELIZABETH. [ think she’s gone to bed, sir. I think she had
a bad headache and went to bed.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Oh, indeed. And how long has she
been in bed, do you know?

ELIZABETH. She went just a little while ago, sir—I think,
sir—

MR, MANNINGHAM, Oh. I see. Then we must be quiet,
mustn’t we? Walk about like cats.—Can you walk about
like a cat, Elizabeth?

ELIZABETH. [ Trying to smile.] Yes, sir. I think so, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Mincing upstage.] Very well,
Elizabeth. Walk about like a cat. All right. That’s all.

ELIZABETH. Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.
[Just as ELIZABETH is going to exit, he calls her back.]
MR. MANNINGHAM. Er—Elizabeth.

ELIZABETH. [Coming back.] Yes, sir? [MANNINGHAM
is again silent.] Did you call, sir?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Yes. Why haven’t you cleared away
the tea things?

ELIZABETH. [Crossing to above table.] Oh—I'm sorry,
sir. I was really just about to, sir.
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MR. MANNINGHAM. [Crossing left to Left Center.] Yes.
I think you had better clear away the tea things, Eliza-
beth.

ELIZABETH. Yes, sir. [ After pause, putting a dish on the
tray.] Excuse me, sir, but were you going to have some
supper, sir?

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Crossing to desk.] Oh, yes. I am
going to have supper. The question is, am I going to
have supper here?

ELIZABETH. Oh, yes, sir. Are you having it out, sir?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Yes, I am having it out. [MAN-
NINGHAM takes off his undercoat and puts it carefully
over a chair Left of table. He is beginning to undo his
tie.] I have come back to change my linen.

[He is undoing his collar. There is a pause.]

ELIZABETH. [Looks up and realizes his coat is off.] Do
you want a fresh collar, sir? Shall T get you a fresh
collar?

MR. MANNINGHAM. Why, do you know where my col-
lars are kept?

EL1ZABETH. Why, yes, sir. In your room, there, sir. Shall
I get you one, sir?

MR. MANNINGHAM. What a lot you know, Elizabeth.
And do you know the sort of collar I want tonight?

ELIZABETH. Why yes, sir— I think I know the sort of
collar, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. [As he crosses up back of settee.]
Then all I can say is you know a great deal more than I
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do— No— I think you must let me choose my own
collar— [Turns to EL1zABETH.] That is, if I have your
permission, Elizabeth.

ELIZABETH. [Gazing at him.] Yes, sir—yes, sir—

[MANNINGHAM crosses to door up Right and exits.
ELIZABETH puts on the table the plate she is holding and
lowers her head, remaining motionless in suspense. Not
a sound comes from the other room, and nearly a quarter
of a minute goes by. At last MANNINGHAM comes out
in a perfectly leisurely way. He is putting his tie on and
crosses down to mirror over fireplace, looking at himself
in the mirror during the ensuing conversation.]

MR. MANNINGHAM. What did you think about Mrs.
Manningham tonight, Elizabeth?

ELIZABETH. Mrs. Manningham, sir? In what way do
you mean, sir?

MR. MANNINGEAM. Oh—just as regards her general
health, Elizabeth.

ELIZABETH. I don’t know, sir. She certainly seems very
unwell.

MR. MANNINGHAM. Yes. I doubt if you can guess to
what extent she is unwell. [Turns to EL1ZABETH.] Or
are you beginning to guess?

ELIZABETH. I don’t know, sir.

MR. MANNINGHAM. [Crossing to back of settee.] U'm
afraid I was compelled to drag you and Nancy into our
troubles tonight. Perhaps I should not have done that.

ELIZABETH. It all seems very sad. sir.




