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BEAU. I thought you said he won't mind.

SYLVIA. I thought you stopped smoking!

Beau extinguishes his cigarette. More knocking.
MARJORIE. (From off.) Beau?

Beau and Sylvia both look to the door.
(From off.) Beau, I know you're in there. Let me in.
BEAU. (Whispered and unhinged.) Marjorie? But how is she here?!
SYLVIA. (Sheepishly.) 1 may have sent a telegram to her as well.
BEAU. Oh, Sylvia.
SYLVIA. As your mother always says: “Best to kill two birds with
one stone.”
BEAU. My mother says a lot of things, Sylvia!
SYLVIA. Yes, but ’'m the only one who listens.
BEAU. You've really upset the apple cart, haven't you?
SYLVIA. (Dramatically.) It needed upsetting, Beau.
MARJORIE. (Cross knocking.) Beau?! Open this door!
SYLVIA. (Gently.) Do you think she’s cross?
BEAU. It’s quite possible.
SYLVIA. I do hate confrontation.
BEAU. Love sending telegrams though, is that it?

More violent knocking interrupts.
MARJORIE. (Over her knocking.) I say, open this door!!!
SYLVIA. (Desperate.) Where shall I go?!
BEAU. Upstairs.
SYLVIA. So far away?
BEAU. The kitchen then.
SYLVIA. I won't be able to hear!

BEAU. Fine!
Beau opens the window seat to reveal a perfect hiding sp~*

SYLVIA. Oh! How convenient!
BEAU. In you go.



Beau shoves her in gracelessly.
SYLVIA. Thank you, darling. (Just before being closed in.) Be brave!
The window seat cover slams shut. More knocking.

MARJORIE. (From off.) Beau!
More knocking,.
Open this door. The charade is over.
BEAU. (Calling off—perhaps pretending to be farther away than he
is.) Coming dear.
SYLVIA. (Muffled, but clear, from within the window seat.) I love

you, Beau!
Beau deliberately places his wedding band (from his robe
pocket) back on his finger, then opens the door. Wind blows,

birds chirp. Marjorie enters. She is hugely pregnant.
MARJORIE. Thank you.
BEAU. Pleasure.
MARJORIE. Good morning.
BEAU. You're looking well.
MARJORIE. I feel well. What a smart robe.
BEAU. Thank you.

MARJORIE. (Taking off her hat and gloves.) I thought I'd find you
here. This place always looks cheerful in the summer.

BEAU. Indeed it does. Did you walk here from the train?
MARJORIE. I hired a cab.

BEAU. Ah.
MARJORIE. (Handing Beau her things.) I always love it here.

BEAU. Asdol
MARJORIE. (Touching her belly.) It's a perfect family home.

BEAU. Itis.
MARJORIE. Reminds me of our wedding day.

BEAU. Mmm.
MARJORIE. Now that was a beautiful day at the cottage, wasn't it?

BEAU. Indeed.



MARJORIE. S’pose that’s all water under the bridge now.

BEAU. Isit?
MARJORIE. (Finding Sylvia’s undergarment.) Id say.
BEAU. (Grabbing it from Marjorie—perhaps dusting off the se
with it.) Have a seat.
MARJORIE. (Pointed.) I think I'll stand.
BEAU. Right. (Tosses it—perhaps even into the crowd. Then.) So,
understand you've received a telegram.
MARJORIE. Indeed.
A British moment.
BEAU. Would you care for a cup of tea?

MARJORIE. Lovely.
Beau starts to go.
Where is Mrs. Lorrey?
BEAU. Considering my guest, 1 couldn’t very well have the ser
here, now could I darling?
MARJORIE. Of course. (Noticing Sylvia’s robe.) And where is.
your guest?
BEAU. (A moment and then a choice.) Hiding in the window nool
SYLVIA. (Strained from within the nook.) Beau?!!
BEAU. (Loudly.) Might as well come out and kill the first birc
Sylvie.
Marjorie opens the window seat and peers down.
MARJORIE. Yes, Sylvie, please do come out.
Marjorie allows the seat cover to slam. Sylvia harrumph
from within. (“Ouch!”) Beau helps Sylvia out.
BEAU. Careful, darling.
MARJORIE. Good morning, Sylvie.
SYLVIA. (Sheepishly as she climbs out.) Good morning.
Sylvia, once out, notices and AUDIBLY GASPS at Marjc
belly!
MARJORIE. Quite.



SYLVIA. You're expecting?!

MARJORIE. July.

SYLVIA. Next month?!

MARJORIE. July is the very next month, yes.
SYLVIA. Beau! Did you know about this?!
BEAU. I should say so!

SYLVIA. But I never knew!

BEAU. You never asked.

SYLVIA. I...
MARJORIE. You should come for tea when I invite you.

SYLVIA. I suppose I should, but I worried it might be awkward.

MARJORIE. How sensitive of you.
SYLVIA. Does your mother know?!
BEAU. Hard to know what she knows these days.
MARJORIE. (Handing her the robe.) Lovely negligee darling.
SYLVIA. (Putting her robe back on.) It is, isn't it?
BEAU. Will you take tea, Sylvie?
SYLVIA. (Still shocked.) Yes, please.
As Beau exits to get tea...
MARJORIE. Your telegram was rather startling, Sylvia.
SYLVIA. Id say we're both a bit startled this morning.
MARJORIE. “Ilove Beau. Stop. Beau loves me. Stop. Sorry Marji.”
MARJORIE and SYLVIA. (With opposing intentions.) “Stop.”
Beau pops his head back in.

BEAU. Milk? Sugar?
The ladies respond intensely and then resume conversation.

MARJORIE and SYLVIA. Black.

BEAU. Of course.
Beau retreats to the kitchen.

SYLVIA. Well, I wanted to get to the point.
MARJORIE. (Pointedly.) So you did.



