WHITNEY AND MRS. HARCOURT SCENE

e At One = Soeme 7

BOTH SAILORS. Aye, aye, g

AFTAIN amd the TWO SAlL xif, MOON mmd BILLY evmersge fromr iding.

BiLLY, Did you hear that? I've g out this disguise.
The PURSER ng Mra, Harcourt's dog Cheely.

PURSER. Stay out of the kitchen or I'l] i the menu!

Sailor, find out who this belo

BILLY. Aye, aye, sir. (The PER exits) If only Thad a bea a phony moustache ...

Moor and BiLLy ook af the dog, look af each ofher, and race off,
WHITMEY amd MES. HARCOURT enber,

MRrs. HARCOURT. Cheeky! Cheeky! Where is that dog?
WHITNEY. Now, now. They always find their way home.
Mpes. HArCOURT, His home is in D}tﬁt‘er Ha:.-'_ l.ung Island.
WHITHEY. Be calm, my dear. You're like a trembling fawn. Here, have a snort.
WHITMEY offers his fip flask.
MRS, HARCOURT, Ttold you, Eli, Liquor has never touched my lips.
WHITNEY. You know a short cut?
WHITHEY takes @ long drink; @ bk offatage.
MEis, HARCOURT, Cheeky! Oh, Cheeky!
MES, HARCOURT exils, WHITNEY raises his binoruwlars.

WHITNEY. Evangeline, just look at that moon! (The PURSER enters)
Ah, yes, The night was made for romance, my sweet. Will you marry me?

Purser. I'm afraid [ can't, sir. I'm already married,
WHITNEY. What!

PURSER. But there's a lady around the corner locking for a dog.
Why don’t you try her?

WHITNEY. Thank you.

PURSER. You're welcome.
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