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50 THE ROYAL FAMILY ACT 1 ACT I THE ROYAL 'FAMILY 51
the .rrné;r:‘ Th_e doorbell ring._r. The sound elec. so ridiculous in my life. You can't mean you're
Irifies GWEN inlo sudden achan, breaking this date just 1o Lo and hear somebody
(DcJORBELL Pf"r}h) !CﬁLI a Pl;]y' — \,vh‘u pla}l? .
. : . GWEN." The playl The play that goes inlo re-
Gwen, 17 go, Jo. (Exits outer door,) hearsal on Monday. That Mother and I are doing,
3 A Per X ad 1t ow |
4 . (Jo picks 4p Tony's fur coot angd hat. Exits under ohny, Wiy geod ey o verend s ionsai

i times. You read it to mel®
dhairs.) GwEN. But this is different, The zuthor's going
1o read it, :

Peuny,
you care|

Fag

. _('fLL.ﬁ_-—--* ]
- / { qur.} (Of. With cxagoerated elegance) Why |
ﬁ "ancy mecting you here | )

Well, let him—the silly ass! What do

Gwen, (Of) Oh, shut up, Perry|
(DOCR Slam.)

(T}w‘.muud_ of the dgor sihg. GWEN comes dumon
tmmediately, fol, by Pewny. He iy speak-
ing the nexrt Mne as he contes.)

Pevny, Come on. get your bonnet on. 1'd like 1o
stop at the Riding Qlub and look at that horse,
wouldn't you? 1y only take a minute.

Cwen, Oh, Pcrryf

PeExrv. What's the matter ?

Gwin, I can’ [ro.

Peway, Whay db You niean—you can'y gol

Gwen, They're EOing to read the play down at
Walle's off
volle's office,

Pegsv, Whatp

GWEN. The author's oing to read the play. And
of course they had 1o pick this aftermeon
. What are you talking aboy ?

Gwen, 1 can' Eo with you, Perry, I've ot to po
1o Welfe's office 1o hear the Play read. There's ng

way out ol it. I've pot 10 do it. Isn't tha damn |
Perry. You're joking.
CGwen., Byt Perry. I'm nut|
silly—0u

PEany, Silly !

I know it sounds

It's cuckoo | T never heard anything

»

GweEN, w Now, Perry, please try
to understand this, 11's part of my job, and it's im-
portant.

Pexry. Important 1o hear some idiot read a play

that you've read apain and again |
Gwen. But it's more than that—it's a ceremony |

Pexny, Gwen, you know as well as T do that we
Planned this thing a week ago. Mother's no Vig-
torian, bur, listen, you can’t do a thing like this,
She wouldn't understand,

Gwin, Perryl 1 want horribly to gal 1 made an
awlul fuss, Byt what could 1 da?

Peary, - You kuow, Gwen, thin
isn't the first time you've done this 10 me,

GweN. Perry, please dan'y be unreasonalile,

Perky, 1 don't think I was unreasanable alout
New Haven, when we were all set to go to 1he
pame

Gwen. But 1 explained. Fe | told you, You
said you undersiood. Walle suddenly phoned—)
had 1o go dowr) 1o see the chap he'd got as juvenile,
11 it was somebody 1 couldn't siand And
Wednesday 1 had 1o be photographed with Motlier,

Perky. Yes. | know, ] know.

Gwen. Don't look so siern. You know this is all
just because of the new play.
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peary. yeh Butl re'l) always be a new play.
Won't therel

Gwen, [ realize it's inconvenient gomelimes. 1t is
{or me, 100

Peruy. DBut what are we going to do about it,
Gwenl

Gwen. 161 can't go—I can't.

Penry. fo T'm not talking about
that, 1 mean usl Look here, Gwen. You're ne blue-
eyed babe. 1 hayen't dropped down on one knee
and said wili-you-be-mine, but you know 1'm 2bso-
lately crazy about you. Don’t youl

Gwen, Uh-hm,

Peapy. But what are we heading for? That's
wha?l T'd like to Know. How's it all poing to work
out

Gwen. Why—1 don't know. What is ithere 10
worlk outi

Peany. Alter all, you marry the person that you'd
rather Le wilh than anyone dse in the world. But
v{l}cr:’li you be hall the time? Rehearsing, o some-
thing.

Gwen. Now, don't be fantastic! Rehearsals last
three weeks.

Penny. Al right And then what! You're at the
theatre every night. Your work will just bepin when
mine js all ovef. You'll have dinner at six. i
probably not gven be home. By miduight you're afl
keyed up and ready 1o start out, but 1've gos 10 be at
work in the MOTMNE.

Gwen. But those things adjust themselves. Lots
of other people have got around it.

Pesry. 1'd do anything in the world for you,
Gwen. U'd die for you'l But § can’t be one of those
husbands. Hanging around dressing rooms! Side-
stepping seencry- Calling up the costumer, What am
1 going ta do every night. Sce the show ?

Gwen, But you wouldn't want me to be one of

i ———
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those wives, would youl Bridpe and houschuld and
babics! )

Pexuy. Well, why not! What's the mallel with
that 1 )

GWEN. gy Because 1 can’t do that sort of
thing any mmoere than you G0 do the other. T an
pelress, Peery. An actress|

Prxsy., Oh, what docs that mean! Suppose you
turn oul to bhe a3 good as your mother—ar better
Wit is there 10 T when it's alt aver? Get your
game up in clectric Yghts, and o fuse DiOWS oul-—
and where are you ) .

Gwen, 1 won't let you belittle my work. I's

© just as jmportant s yours. | suppose the worl

waould po to picces if you didna’t scll a hundred shares

of Consolidatcd Whatnot for ten cents mace than

somcbody paid for 13 TR .
Pexey, You ant compare business with acting.

PUEN. 1s that sol 1 can give you the names ol
actors and actresses of three hundred years PEO—

* dpzens ol than] Name me two geventeenth Cemury

grock brokers.
Prupy. All right, 1l give up MY work, That'll be
dandy! And trail along pehind you €arvyiis your
Pekinese, hub? . .- Mot met
Gwen., WWsnot 2 Pekinese! Oh, Perry, what are
we lalking like s lor! 1U's horrible.
b= Forgive me! Mow could 1 talic Tike that 1o
aul
X Perny. IUs my fault. 1 didn't know what 1 was
saying.
Gwen. Perry—deart MJ
Perny. Oh, what does anything matter |
Gwen. - Weren't we 2 couple of idiots] We've
never guarreled before.
TExuv, And we won't aguin. There s any-
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thing that matters to me except you. Business and
acting. We must have been crazy!

GweN. And you're all that malters Lo me,

Perry. Gwen darling ! - You're
wonderful. Now, come on, honey. Tt's late. (B

Gwerw. What}

Perey, Why, you are coming with me, aren't you ?
Gwen. Oh, Perry|
Perny, Huhy

GwEN. You haven't heard a ward I've said,

Perey, 1 heard everything you said. You heurd
what I said, too, didn't you |

Gwex, Oh, Perry, we're not EOINg to go all over
this again, are we|

Perrvy. No. We're nat going all over i apain,
Not at all. We're, not going over any of i apain,
It just comes down ta one thing, that's a, -2

EEWEN‘. It’s like a bad dream] 1 can't

Haven't 1 explained to you that 1 can't,
Persv, Ohl', ., Yes. . . . Well, I've got ta gat
started, of course, if I'm going to pet there, Good-

(

A 2 1ani. ‘\
}
(-Cu'l'll -I':'rr- Jiep Jypad F' |-:|.r|:uﬂfl ”“.

go, Perry!

rea f whal Aot fmlhfﬂr'nfd LIecht wpon

CJutie, I he'd only try persuasion now and then
Instead of knocking people dawn right away, |

(Glances at her wriyy waich.) Goad Lord| (C“mlu-‘
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ing down siairs, calls over the roiling)  Ase you
reudy, Gwen? .

Dean. (Entering) Well, 1'll be on my way, too.

Kirry., Where are you going?

Junie. (Descending the stoirs. Sees that Cwen
is not dressed for the street) Good heavens, Gwen |
Get your things onl What have you bLeen doing? 1
must say you weren't much interested in Tony.
(Exit into library.)

(Fanny enters on balcony frem ernter door. She
is talkiig in o rather high-pitched voice 1o an yin-
seen Touy in the room she hos Just Ieft.)

Fannv, Stay on the stage where you belonpg you
wouldn't pet mixed up with all that rifl-rafl | (A
mumble to herself as she stinmps along rhe bolcony
and toward (he siairs,)

JULIE. (From the library) 1s the car downstairs?

Dean. (Hos gone up to alcove, Starts to plunye
fnlo his coat) Drop me at the Lambs', Julic?

Kitrv, (Goes right)  You're late, arentt you?
Lackaye'll be worried. (Inso her coal,)

(Tony enters from center door balcony, carrying a
snow-shoe, singing a swaich of an aria. Jle is
wearing a gay silk bathrobe, monogrammed, eyn-
broidercd, tasseled, He advances with a romuan-
Wie swing to the bah’ony rail, Reaching i1, he
srikes a mognificent pose oided by a high top-
nole. FANNY picks up the melody and corvies
i a phrase furiher,)

JuLie, (Re-enters frem librory, pulling on her
gloves) Tord, we're terribly late!

Towv. (Shouts towurd " door right) Jo, where
the Liell's my lunch|

JurLie. (Making a last dash) Gwen, nll you pet



