Robert & Jacqueline

o2 Don’t Dress for Dinner

The phone rings. He hesitates on the stairs

ducquetine Il get it. (She is nearer and answers the phone before he can do
anything) Go on.
Bernard (apprehensively) Er ... right.

Hernard vanishes up the stairs

Jacquelive Hallo? . .. The what agency?. . . Bon Appetitl—who are you?..
Tonight? | don’t know anything about . Yes, that’s me. (She Iaoks
iowards the stairs, frowning) Oh, [ see— my husband Did he, indeed? . . .
She's leaving now. ... Suzetfe. Fine—rll tell him. Thank you so much.
(She puts the phone u’own thoughtfully)

Bernard hurries down the stairvs with her suitease

Bernard (apprehensively) Who was that?

Jacqueline The Bon Appetit catering agency.

Bernard Ah. (Playing innocent) Fine.

Jacqueline Just ringing to say that their girl is on her way.

Bernard (heading for the door) 1 see.

dacqueline Her name is Suzeite.

Bevnard (pausing at the door) Suzetle.

Jacqueline And everything’s arranged for this evening.

Bernavd (putting down the suitcase) Perhaps I'd better explain . ..

Jdacqueline Perhaps you had.

Bernard I'm not entirely going to totally be absolutely on my own after all.

Jacqueline Really?

Bernard No,

Jacqueline And who is she?

Bernard (Juughing) No, no, my sweet—don’l get the wrong idea. Robert
rang yesterday .

Jauquelule (.s'zmmed) Robert?

Bernard He's just back from Hong Kong. He was at a loose end, and
wondered what we were doing this weekend, and——

Jacqueline Which Robert?

Hernard The Robert, My oldest friend Robert. Our best man Robert.

Jacqueline Robert is coming here?

Beraard Yes. Tonight, 1 didn’t mention it because 1 knew you'd worry
about leaving us on our own, and——

Jacqueline Robert is coming here, and you didn’t tell me?

Bernard He only phoned yesterday, sweetheart, and I didn’t want you to
start changing plans for our sake. We'll be fine on our own. I'm quite
looking forward to it actually.

Jacqueline He's staying the weekend?

Bernard Well, tonight and tomorrow, That’s why [ hired the agency. Bit
extravagant, 1 know, but I wanted to be free over dinner tonight—get a
bit pissed, talk over old times, and——

Jacqueline When's he arriving?

Bernard ( looking at his wateh) Soon. He’s coming down from Paris by train.
Going to call me from the station.

Act I 3

Jacqueline (dazed) [ see.

Bernard So you musn’t change your plans, darling. You give your mother a
nice weekend to keep her going for a while and Robert and I can have a
good old-fashioned bachelor time together. 1t’s all organized.

Jacqueline So it appears.

Bernard ({ooking at his watch again) You must hurry. She’s going to start
worrying what's happened to you,

Bernard tries to give her the car keys and urge her towards the door, She shows
no sign of moving

I'll, er ... I'll get the car out for you.
Bernard gives her a worried look and hurries off out of the front door
Jacqueline stands in a daze. The phone rings. She answers it

Jacqueline Robert! Robert, where are you—at the station? (Shke looks
towards the front door to check thar Bernard has gone) Robert, he’s just
told me you were coming! I’m just about to leave for mother’s! . .. Yes!
I've arranged to go to her for the weekend! But I didn’t know you were
coming, my darling—I've only just found out! Why didn’t you call me?

. Well they do have phones in Hong Kong. ... Oh lord, my angel, I
don’t know what I can do. How long will you be? It’s a two minute taxi
ride. ... Yes, yes. ... Well leave it with me, I'll try and think of something.

. I love you too, my precious. Don’t worry—I’m not going to miss the
chance of a whole weekend with you. Get here as soon as you can. (She
puls the receiver down. She paces frantically. She taps a number on the
phone) Mother? It's me. . . . No, I know I haven’t left yet, Mother, but you
see I'm—I"m not feeling very well. ... No, I think it’s a touch of flu. ...
Well, T was so looking forward to coming, my dear, but I really don’t
think I'm up to it. Why don’t we make it next weekend? . . . Yes, I'm sure
T’ll be better by then. I'm so sorry to disappoint you, but I promise I'll get
over next weekend, 'Bye, Mother. (She replaces the phone)

Bernard enters

Bernard (picking up her case) The car’s outside, darling. I'll——
Jacqueline That was Mother on the phone.

Bernard Your mother?

Jacqueline She’s got the flu.

Bernard What?

Jacqueline She’s not well. So I've put it off till next week.

Bernard (stunned) Next week?

Jacqueline Yes. Isn’t that nice? So I can see Robert after all.

Bernard B-b-but youcan’t...! You...l...we..

Jacque]me It’s all right, darlmg, I wont get in the way of your bachelor

reminiscences. -
Bernard You must go and look after her! An old lady with the flu like that.

Jacqueline Oh, she’s got Sophie next door looking after her. She practically
ordered me not to come.



