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The play takes place in in the 1920s.  GLORIA is seated at the desk, passionately writing a letter.  In the background, classical music quietly plays on a phonograph.  Shortly after the scene begins, ARTHUR enters.  ARTHUR at first appears as if he's trying to sneak up on GLORIA.  However, even once he's right beside her, GLORIA does not take notice of ARTHUR.  ARTHUR begins whistling to try to get her attention, but again to no avail.  Finally, he takes a book from one side of the desk and bangs it on top of the desk, at which point GLORIA finally takes notice.  

GLORIA

Oh!  Arthur - I didn't notice you there.    

ARTHUR

Surprised to see me?

GLORIA

Quite.  I didn't expect you back so soon from the club. 

ARTHUR

And yet here I am!

GLORIA

Arthur dear, is everything o.k.?

(GLORIA checks her attire for a pocket into which she can stuff the letter, but finds none.)

ARTHUR

Just dandy. 

GLORIA

Are you quite sure of that?


(GLORIA tries to put the letter into a desk drawer, but can't open the drawer.)

ARTHUR

Quite.  May I help you with that drawer?

GLORIA

No no, I'm fine.  Shall I have Louise bring us some tea so we can retire to the living room for a bit of relaxation?

(GLORIA finally resorts to folding the paper up and stuffing it into her hair.)

ARTHUR

Louise isn’t here right now.  I sent her out on an errand.

GLORIA

At this late hour?  How peculiar.

ARTHUR

Indeed.

GLORIA

May I ask to where you sent her?

ARTHUR

Of course you may ask.

GLORIA

Why thank you.  So where in fact did you send her?

ARTHUR

To the Edwards, to retrieve a book.

GLORIA

But that will take her several hours – was the book so very important to retrieve tonight?

(The paper falls from GLORIA's head.  She quickly picks it back up and tries to stuff it back in her hair.)

ARTHUR

Gloria dear, what is that in your hair?

GLORIA

Oh nothing.  Just some correspondence.  Arthur, are you sure that nothing’s wrong?

ARTHUR

I suppose I should be asking you the same question.

GLORIA

But Arthur - I'm quite sure I don’t understand.

ARTHUR

It's simple really.  When a lady is offered a handkerchief, isn't it often because the lady is in distress?  

GLORIA

Well yes – certainly.  Bravo.  That I do understand!

ARTHUR

And so naturally I expected that you might be the one in distress.

GLORIA

How disappointing.  

ARTHUR

What?

GLORIA

Well there Arthur, I’m afraid I’m not sure as to what you’re referring.

ARTHUR

Perhaps this will help to refresh your recollection!

(ARTHUR pulls from his pocket an embroidered handkerchief and throws it on the desk in front of GLORIA.)

GLORIA

But Arthur - that's just a handkerchief.

ARTHUR

Yes.  But whose?

GLORIA

Yours?

ARTHUR

You see dear - here is where the plot thickens!  It is in fact not my handkerchief.

GLORIA

Well then whose is it?

ARTHUR

Take a look at the initials.  There are quite a few of them.

GLORIA

Let's see - G - E - O - R - G - E - M - A - R - S - H - A - L - L - T - A - N - N - E - R - I - I - I.

ARTHUR

And what does that spell?

GLORIA

George Marshall Tanneriii?

ARTHUR

George Marshall Tanner III.

GLORIA

Of course.  How silly of me.

ARTHUR

I found it in the parlor this afternoon, when I stopped home before heading to the club.  

GLORIA

What a surprise.

ARTHUR

That I found the handkerchief?

GLORIA

No - that you found it in the parlor.  I wonder how it ended up there instead of the bedroom.

ARTHUR

But fortunately, I was to be seeing George at the club just a few minutes later.

GLORIA

How wonderfully convenient!

ARTHUR

Indeed.  However, when I returned the handkerchief to him, he was completely out of sorts.  He became quite red in the face.  And when I asked how his handkerchief might have ended up in our parlor, he stammered, hopped around on one foot for a spell, pretended to faint and then said three Hail Mary's.  After all that, he muttered something about having stopped in to leave something for us.

GLORIA

How strange.

ARTHUR

That he was apparently here in the middle of the day with you, my wife, and then left a personal handkerchief in our upstairs parlor?  

GLORIA

No - that he said three Hail Mary's - I would have sworn he was an atheist.

ARTHUR

But so he was here?  

GLORIA

Oh yes.  He was.

ARTHUR

A ha!  I knew it!  And what exactly was it that he left for us?

GLORIA

For us?

ARTHUR

Yes.  He said he left something.

GLORIA

And what was that?

ARTHUR

But that's precisely what I'm asking you.  He said he stopped by to leave us "something."  

GLORIA

Of course - how silly of me!  Yes, quite.  He of course left us - an, um, a - 

ARTHUR

A what??

GLORIA

A book.  He left us a book.  

ARTHUR

How nice of him.  And what kind of book was it?

GLORIA

The kind with pages?

ARTHUR

Would it be at all possible to be any more specific?  

GLORIA

I'm afraid not.  But perhaps when Louise returns, she can help us.  

ARTHUR

That’s a fine suggestion.  Yes - I'm sure Louise will be of great help in assisting us in identifying and locating this mystery book.  But, in the meantime, perhaps you'd like to return to your letter?  

GLORIA

Letter?

(The letter again falls from her hair.)

ARTHUR

Yes.  That.

GLORIA

Oh.  You mean this letter.  Oh no.  No need to attend to it now that you're home.  I can finish it later this evening. 

ARTHUR

How kind of you to give me your full attention.  But, as entertainment, I would enjoy seeing the letter.  It's always such a pleasure to be able to admire your fine penmanship.

GLORIA

Ah - but I'm afraid this letter is rather dull in terms of the penmanship.

ARTHUR

Nonetheless.  I must insist.  

GLORIA

Well - if you must, then here.

(GLORIA hands ARTHUR the letter.)

ARTHUR

A ha!  A love letter!  Addressed to George Marshall Tanner III!  I don't suppose it's the same George Marshall Tanner III who inadvertently left his monogrammed handkerchief in our parlor, is it?

GLORIA

Why yes, Arthur it is.  How very clever of you!  

ARTHUR

Well then, admit that you and he were, I blush to even say it, indiscrete!

GLORIA

Well yes Arthur we were.

ARTHUR

Don't try to deceive me with your womanly denials!

GLORIA

But I'm not.

ARTHUR

First the handkerchief.  Then the mystery book.  Then the letter.  And now you expect me to believe that you weren't indiscrete with George?

GLORIA

No dear.  I don't.

ARTHUR

Don't what?

GLORIA

Expect you to believe that I wasn't indiscrete with George.  Or to put it more plainly, George and I were quite indiscrete.  The intercourse we've had over these past few months has been anything but discrete.  In fact, of somewhat mythic proportions.

ARTHUR

So you do admit it?

GLORIA

Oh yes.  I certainly do.

ARTHUR

Well Gloria, I'm shocked.  Quite shocked indeed.

GLORIA

Yes.  I can see that.  I suspect you didn't think I had it in me.  And, to tell the truth, I didn't know either.  Until he ravaged me the first time.  And then the second time.  And - well, the third time was really spectacular.  The fourth time was a tad more - 

ARTHUR

Gloria!

GLORIA

Yes dear?

ARTHUR

Gloria you've left me no choice but to address this situation.

(ARTHUR pulls a leather shoe string from his pocket.)

GLORIA

What's that dear?

ARTHUR

I'm sorry - but we can't live with this between us.

GLORIA

But it's just a shoe string - it won't take up much space.

ARTHUR

Just know that I loved you.  And that I'm doing this for your own good.

GLORIA

Doing what?

(ARTHUR moves to strangle 
GLORIA with the shoe string, but almost immediately drops it.  GLORIA picks it up and hands it back to him.)

GLORIA

Here you are dear.

ARTHUR

Thanks love.

GLORIA

My pleasure.

(ARTHUR again starts to try to strangle her, but again loses his grip.)

ARTHUR

Dammit!

GLORIA

I'm sorry dear - is it me?

ARTHUR

No!  It's this damn string!

GLORIA

Well, do you think you need a thicker string?

ARTHUR

Perhaps - but I don't have a thicker string.  And we are in the heat of the moment.

GLORIA

Yes.  We wouldn't want to impede the momentum.  Perhaps it would be easier if I was sitting down?

ARTHUR

I think it might.

GLORIA

(sitting)

There you are.

ARTHUR

Thanks so much.  So, as I was saying, this is for your own good.  

GLORIA

Yes dear.  I understand.

(ARTHUR begins again to choke GLORIA, but after a moment GLORIA, with ease, pulls the string from her neck.)

ARTHUR

What is it now?

GLORIA

It's just that I remembered that Jennifer Worth is expecting a baby any day now.  Will you remember to bring her a gift?

ARTHUR

Why certainly.

GLORIA

And - not to be a bother - but we also owe a visit to Aunt Elizabeth.  She's been quite lonely.

ARTHUR

I'll make a point of visiting her post haste.  

GLORIA

Thank you.  Go ahead, and I promise not to make any more fuss.

ARTHUR

I do appreciate it.  

(ARTHUR again begins choking her.  She again interrupts.)

GLORIA

I'm so sorry dear - but there was one other thing.  Our children.  They will need to be bathed, dressed, attended to.  

ARTHUR

Yes dear.  I've already thought of that.  I'll make sure to attend to them fully.

GLORIA

You're very kind.  

ARTHUR

So can we please finish?  

GLORIA

Yes.  Pull away.

(ARTHUR, in trying to pull harder, slips, falls forward and bangs his chin on the desk.)

 

GLORIA

Arthur dear - are you alright?

 

ARTHUR

I think I've bruised my chin!

 

GLORIA

Would you like me to get a compress for you?  Or an aspirin?

 

ARTHUR

Not now.  We just need to finish this awful business and get on with things.  But I do wish there were an easier way to tighten this string!

 

GLORIA

What if you were to tie one end of it around the chair?  That way, you could use both hands to pull the other end, which should make it far easier for you to maintain your balance.

 

ARTHUR

That's a splendid idea!  I know I can always count on you for clever ideas when we're in a spot like this.

 

 

(ARTHUR, with GLORIA's help, ties one end of the shoelace to the chair.  ARTHUR wraps it back around GLORIA's neck and begins to pull.  ARTHUR then turns away from GLORIA, as he continues to hold the string taut, choking GLORIA in the process.)

 

ARTHUR

You know Gloria - you've been such a good sport about this whole affair.  I wonder if I'm perhaps being a bit rash about your fling with Tanner.  I mean we are all only human, right?  And I suppose I could have been more attentive to you during these past few years.  Shall we give it another try?  Is it possible for you and I to recover the love we've lost?  I say yes!  Gloria, would you be so kind as to forgive me for my rash behavior just now, if I forgive you for your indiscretions?  Gloria - please, don't deny me, at this my time of my greatest vulnerability!  Gloria?  

 

(ARTHUR turns back to face GLORIA and sees her lying unconscious.)

 

Gloria!  Oh dear!  Have I killed you after all?

 

(ARTHUR starts shaking GLORIA's head violently.)

 

Gloria - oh Gloria!  Please revive yourself!

 

(When that doesn't work, ARTHUR looks around frantically for something else to use.  He grabs the letter off the desk and starts lamely waving it in GLORIA's face.)

 

Gloria - please - wake up!  I'll be lost without you!

 

(With no effect from waving the letter, ARTHUR turns to smells -breathing heavily in front of her nose - then turning up his under arm.  Finally, he makes a messy attempt at mouth to mouth resuscitation.  This too appears to have failed.)

 

Oh Gloria - how could you have let me down so?  I count on you to hold things together at moments like these - and what have you done?  Off and deceased yourself?! 

 

(GLORIA now picks her head back up)

 

GLORIA

Oh, no darling.  

 

(ARTHUR jumps back in fright)

 

I suppose the string just knocked a bit of the life out of me.  But I'm fine now.  

 

ARTHUR

Are you quite sure?

 

GLORIA

Quite.  So please darling - don't trouble yourself another moment about it.  

 

ARTHUR

Oh thank you Gloria!

 

GLORIA

My pleasure!  Now shall we have our tea?  I would like to finish my correspondence sometime this evening.  

 

ARTHUR

That's a fine idea.  

 

(ARTHUR takes GLORIA by the arm and they exit.)
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