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In this delightful cozy comedy-mystery you’ll meet. . .

JEFF TROY, six feet one inch tall and handsome from any angle, pretends to be in the advertising business, but has the most fun when he turns detective for a reward if he s successful. Ambitious and energetic, he hopes to make enough money to marry his best girl.

HAILA ROGERS, Jeff's best girl, is pretty and pert and wants to be an actress. She is level-headed and clever, but her generous heart sometimes gets her into trouble.

EVE NORTH, a leading lady of the theater, is no longer as young as she would like to be, but she is still lovely to look at, with henna-colored hair and greenish-gray eyes.

PHILIP ASHLEY, appears to be a handsome, well-to-do business man, though he has been on the stage for a good many years. Perfectly tailored and groomed, he speaks with a clipped British accent that adds considerably to his stage charm.

ALICE McDONALD, present-day representative of a long line of theater people, has a fanatic ambition to become an actress, but not much of the talent. Her voice is thin and her gestures awkward, but she is attractive in a pale, ash-blond fashion.

STEVE BROWN, son of a Boston Back Bay family and heir to millions, he prefers the challenges of the stage to those of Wall Street.

CAROL BLANTON, the ingénue and lead of the play’s Broadway cast, has pretty, small features, copper-colored hair, a voice that charms her audience and a helpless look that enslaves them.

TOMMY NELLSON, stage-manager. Easy-going, wisecracking and efficient, Tommy is everybody's pal.

CLINT BOWERS, a producer who has always been an artistically and financially success, but lately has produced a few flops.

PETERSON, of the Homicide Bureau, wears a battered hat and a scowl most of the time, but at heart he's a pleasant guy who only wants to do his duty by the Homicide Bureau

And you’ll find these clues . . .

	Several small, white tablets . . .

	A mysterious note . . .

	A kitchen knife . . .

	An apartment key . . .

	A drug-store telephone call . . .

	A black velvet evening wrap . . .

	The Colony Theater Program


Can you solve the murders before Jeff Troy does?
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The Colony Theater Program
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BEGINNING MONDAY EVENING, NOVEMBER 6

MATINEES THURSDAY AND SATURDAY

CLINTON BOWERS presents

GREEN APPLES A new comedy by

GREELEY MORRIS 

With EVE NORTH

Staged by Mr. Bowers. Production designed by Lennox Koy

CAST: (In the order in which they speak) Played by —

JESSIE CARLETON —Haila Rogers

TIMOTHY CARLETON — Philip Ashley

MARAINE CARLETON — EVE NORTH

FRANK PHILLIPS — Stephen Brown

DINA — Carol Blanton

GEORGE ROMSON — Benjamin Kerry

Time: The present

ACT I—The morning room of the Carleton house.

ACT II—The terrace of the Carleton house.

ACT III—The Carleton dining room.

FOR MR. BOWERS

Stage Manager — Thomas Neilson

Assistant Stage Manager — Phoebe Thompson
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MURDER MAP
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Chapter One: THE GIRL WITHOUT A VOICE
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I PUSHED the elevator bell and its feeble pinging sound floated up from the basement. A minute later Jinx, the popeyed colored boy, grinned at me as he slid open the door.

“ ‘Evenin’, Miss Rogers.”

“Good evening,” I said.

“Tonight the big night?”

“Yes.”

“Gonna roll ‘em in the aisles?”

“Sure.”

“Hang out the old S. R. O. sign?”

“You bet.” I began to wish that I hadn’t passed all my old copies of Variety on to jinx.

“Where’s Miss Blanton?”

“She’s sick,” I said, “and, incidentally, how’s chances for a ride down?”

His eyes popped now like two bright marbles. “You mean she ain’t gonna play tonight?”

“”No,” I said, “she ain’t.”

In a sort of stunned silence he piloted the elevator down. At the lobby floor he stood back respectfully while I stepped out.

November had begun to take itself seriously and the air was crisp and cold. A smattering of stars was competing timidly with the glow of Times Square ten blocks down. A perfect opening night. The theater would be walking with ermine and white ties and orchids and celebrities. Backstage there would be that breathless darkness and the quiet rustlings from the front of the house. And up in my little three-room apartment on East 54th Street would be Carol, cheated out of her first opening night by laryngitis.

I was still fuming helplessly about it as I started toward the glare of the theater district. If only there had been something or someone to swear at and blame for it. But a voice is a pretty intangible something when you just lose it. If Carol had tripped on a broken step or been hit by a taxi you might have started suit against the building or beaten the driver to a pulp, but you can’t be very vindictive about a sore throat.

I turned the corner of Broadway and the lights on the marquee of the Colony Theater popped out at me. Clinton Bowers, they spelled, very simply and proudly, presents “Green Apples” with Eve North. My heart began pounding a nice, familiar, opening-night pound and I stopped in front of the theater to look at the shiny new pictures under their glass covers.

Eve North smiled serenely into the street from three giant photographs. She looked quite young with her hair piled towerlingly on the top of her head and the still youthful contour of her chin outlined against the frill of her high-necked dress. Even in black and white you would know somehow that Eve’s hair was dull henna color and that her eyes were greenish gray.

You hardly saw the other pictures, overshadowed by the almost life-sized ones of Eve; but there were two of Philip Ashley, smirking a little and looking like a handsome, well-to-do, retired business man, and a scowling one of old Benjamin Kerry. There were two of Steve Brown and me together, both of us looking pretty silly, and a quite large one of Carol with a sort of tremulous smile on her lips and her hair in close-cropped ringlets.

Not much like the Carol I had left on 54th Street, a little huddled-up ball in my old terry-cloth bathrobe, her face white and miserable under a mop of tangled hair as she tried to down the last of my throat cures. I had made her take everything I had ever heard of in the theater or had learned from my grandmother, who had a trusty cure for every ailment from common children’s warts to beriberi. It was seven o’clock before I finally gave up, or rather before Carol did. Her tear-stained face had jerked out of the pillows. “Call Tommy; call him right away. Say I can’t play.” Her voice had been a strange, croaking whisper and she had held her throat in both hands as if she were trying to push the words out.

I called Tommy Neilson, the stage manager for Green Apples, at the theater. “This is Haila,” I said. “Tommy, Carol can’t play tonight.”

Tommy boomed, “What in hell are you talking about!”

“It’s her voice; it’s gone. We’ve done everything we can and it hasn’t helped. She just can’t play.”

“She’s got to play.” He sounded final, as though his words settled the problem and he could hang up.

“Tommy, I tell you she can’t! She can’t speak above a whisper and not a very pretty whisper either.”

“All right,” he said at last, “McDonald’s here. I’ll tell her to get ready.”

I hung up, sneaked my hat and coat out of the hall closet and left. . . .

I swore silently and walked down the alley to the stage door. Nick, the Colony doorman, was perched just inside, puffing happily at a foul old pipe, opening-night excitement reflected in even his old eyes. He beamed at me as I passed him and went up the narrow iron stairs.

Alice McDonald was standing very still before the full-length mirror in the dressing-room that Carol and I shared. She had Carol’s third-act cape, a lovely hooded thing of black velvet, wrapped around her. The hood fell back over her shoulders and her ash-blond hair, as soft and straight as the cape, was drawn like a pale tight helmet around her face. Her eyes were shining and she looked almost lovely. I mumbled some greeting as I slipped into a faded old housecoat that had seen me through my seven Broadway shows, and wrapped a Turkish towel around my head.

“Clothes fit all right?” I asked.

“Yes. Oh, yes, they’re all right.” She put her hand on my arm. It was cold and the long, unpainted nails, a dull pale color like her face and hair, bit into my skin. Her voice trembled with intensity. “Haila, I can’t believe it! It’s true! I’m going to play Dina, I’m going to play an opening night again! Oh, Haila, I’ve got to be good!”

I said, “You’ll be swell, Alice. Don’t worry about it.” I mentally crossed all my fingers and felt a little sick. There wasn’t much chance of Alice’s being good. We would be lucky if she could just pass unnoticed in the part. She was almost fanatically ambitious, but she was not an actress. From a long line of theater people, many of them great, she had inherited only a passionate craving to be on the stage—and she had no gifts to offer the theater. Her every instinct was wrong; her voice was thin, metallic; her gestures started awkwardly from her wrists; and her words came from her lips instead of from deep inside. Even that cold paleness of hers that was unusual and rather charming close up became tedious as it crossed the footlights. But she had had her chance. Four years ago she had snagged the ingénue lead in a play called Gibbons Glade, and the pitiful mess she made of it had limited her parts to understudies and walk-ons, given her by kindhearted managers who had known and admired her family!

I opened my green-lacquered make-up box and began removing tubes and jars and tins of powder from it.

“I’m not going to play Dina the way Carol Blanton played her,” she was saving. “She looked the way Dina should look, but she didn’t know what was going on inside her. I know. I’m going to play Dina the way he meant her to be played, the way he saw her.”

I tried not to let my impatience show. “Evidently Carol was doing it the way Bowers saw it. She took his direction beautifully.”

Alice looked at me scornfully. “I don’t mean Clint Bowers. What does he know about what’s going on in Dina’s mind? I mean Greeley Morris. I know what he meant her to be when he wrote her.”

“Well, Greeley Morris will be in London and Clint Bowers will be out front. If I were you I’d be smart and cater to Mr. Bowers whether his conception of the part is the way you see it or not.”

“Didn’t you know? Greeley Morris is to be here tonight. His boat docked this afternoon.”

I sat back abruptly. “I thought wild horses never dragged Mr. Morris from his native soil.”

“He’s coming. Even Bowers didn’t know until Morris called him this afternoon. He’s on his way to Hollywood. They’re making The Thunderstorm into a picture and He’s going to adapt it himself.”

I dabbed cold cream on my face and said, “Well!” three or four times. I had left the line rehearsal early to be in time for a last-minute fitting, and the news of Greeley Morris’s arrival was a shock. To have Greeley Morris at a New York opening was next to having Mr. Shakespeare. Although nearly all his plays had been produced in America, Morris maintained a calm, snooty indifference. American acting, he had been quoted as saying, was the worst in the world. Even the maids were played as if it were their nights out. He had never thought it worth the price of passage to see a work of his butchered. Well, after all that, he was to be here. Even if the lure of Hollywood gold had brought him, and not our production of Green Apples, it was still an event. Very probably we would go down in theatrical history as the company that played for Greeley Morris on his initial appearance in America. And Carol would be the girl who missed it because she had a sore throat. Well, when Greeley Morris saw Alice in her part, he would find good grounds for his antipathy toward American acting.

In the mirror I saw Alice twisting her hands nervously, her head bent slightly over them. She looked tired and helpless as though my words had leaped out of my mind and she had heard them. I was instantly contrite. “You’d better start—Alice, what’s the matter?” She had dropped her head onto the dressing table.

“Just a headache. Nerves, I guess, and all this excitement.”

“Would an aspirin help? Philip Ashley will have one. I’ve played with him before and he wouldn’t think of opening a show without his medicine kit properly stocked.”

“Oh, Haila, don’t bother.”

“Shucks. I’ve been playing doctor all day. I’ll run up and get it now.”

Philip Ashley’s dressing-room was on the third floor, and as I climbed the stairs I could feel the excitement and anticipation romping through the theater. At the light switch Tommy Neilson was giving sharp soft orders and from the second floor, where Benjamin Kerry dressed, came a gentle grumbling. I could hear Steve Brown humming nervously and the floating sound of Eve North’s laugh, tinkling and unconcerned.

If I hadn’t known that Philip Ashley was in New York, I would have still been sure this dressing-room was his. He had been in it only the dress rehearsal and two invitation performances, but he had made it as much his own as a bedroom where he slept every night of his life. There was the little hunk of Aubusson rug and the wingbacked chair he carted around from theater to theater. His suede smoking jacket was placed carefully over the chair and two gorgeous dressing gowns hung from pegs on the wall.

On the table his make-up was laid neatly out on a monogrammed towel, and glass ash trays and cigarette boxes were scattered on every available flat surface.

In a corner I located his first-aid department, a roll of bandages, adhesive tape, partially filled bottles and jars. I rummaged through them and found a small cellophane package housing two white tablets, the kind they sell aspirin in at drugstores. I picked it up—

“Put that down!” Ashley stood in the doorway. Already in his first-act cutaway, he looked handsome and youthful in spite of the silver wings at his temples that were powdered to a brilliant sheen.

“I said, put that down!” His face was white with anger and he glared at me in a trembling fury. The clipped British voice was shaking. Helplessly, I stared at the tablets in my hand, so stunned I could find no words.

Ashley strode across the room and snatched the tablets from me. “I won’t have people snooping in my room. While I’m engaged at this theater this is my property and it is personal and private. I shan’t have people darting in and out, messing with my things, infringing on my privacy. I shall complain at once to the management!”

“Nobody’s darting in and out,” I said. During his tirade I had found my voice. “I just wanted to borrow an aspirin for Alice McDonald. I never thought you’d mind.”

“I shan’t have people snooping around,” he repeated. 

“All right. All right, I’m sorry.”

I went flouncing out, slamming the door hard behind me. The whole thing was ridiculous. Nice, good-natured Philip Ashley putting on a temperament act. During the run of West Wind two years before, I had often gone into his room to bum cigarettes or matches or anything that happened to be around; everyone in the company had, and he had never discouraged us. He was gregarious and chatty and his dressing-room had been an open house. The way he burst out at me, you might have thought I was a second-story man about to make off with his most prized possession. Either our ex-matinee idol had a bad case of opening-night jitters or, in spite of his alleged 43 years, he was growing senile.

Steve Brown was at the end of the hall, laughing at me. “Caught you that time, didn’t he?”

“I’ve never been so insulted, not in all my years as a kleptomaniac.”

Steve chuckled and then became serious. “What’s this about Carol? She can’t play tonight?”

“No. Laryngitis. It kills her to even whisper.”

“The first night of her first show! Why do things like that have to happen?” He thrust his hands deep into his bathrobe pockets and walked glowering to Ashley’s room.

It was always hard for me to realize that Steve was the Steve Brown, scion of the Stephen Munson Browns, the Backest-Bay family in Boston and, incidentally, millionaires many times over. In a ratty-colored bathrobe that must have been presented to him on about his tenth birthday, a raveled towel around his neck and his sandy hair tousled, he looked like some kid who had run away from the other side of the tracks to go on the stage. Since his advent in the theater much against the older Stephen Munson Brown’s wishes, he had ticked off about a mile of space in theatrical gossip columns. Everything he did was news, buying a girl a Coca-Cola, moving to a new hotel, changing his brand of cigarettes. He took it all good-naturedly but I think at tunes it made him sick.

I went on downstairs to my dressing-room. Alice wasn’t there and I started smearing a make-up base on my chin. Tommy opened the door two inches, yelled “half hour” and went on. I could hear him along the hall and on the stairs, stopping at each room and banging the doors behind him. Before I had got the grease paint even to my forehead, he was back. I could tell from the pound of his brogans on the steps and the way he burst into my room that something was wrong.

“Where did McDonald go?”

“I don’t know. Why?”

“Phoebe saw her tearing down the alley. She called after her but Alice was going to beat hell and hasn’t come back.”

“Probably went to get a bromo. She had a headache.”

“She had her hat and coat on.”

“It’s freezing out, Tommy.”

“She could have swallowed a gallon of bromo by now. The drugstore’s only ten steps away.” He looked nervously at his watch. “Go call Carol.”

“Carol!”

“She should be here in case McDonald doesn’t come back. And for some reason I have a hunch she won’t.”

“Of course she will, this is the chance she’s been—”

“We can’t risk it, Haila. Call Carol, will you, please?”

I tried to be patient. “Tommy, she couldn’t play if she did come. She can’t talk! There’s no use even calling her, because she won’t answer the phone; she can’t.”

“All right, we’ll go get her.”

“We! But I’m making up, I—”

Tommy flung my coat at me and grabbed my wrist and I was being hurtled down the stairs, through the alley, into a taxi. The driver, sensing Tommy’s haste, had the cab moving almost before we were in it. I pulled the Turkish towel off my head and made futile swipes at my grease paint with it while Tommy told the driver where to go and to hurry, that it was a matter of life and death.

The driver looked back at me. “I can believe it, buddy.”

The Paramount clock leered 8:20 through the taxi window. Tommy leaned forward in his seat, ignoring me. His brown freckled face was wrinkled in a scowl. The wide mouth that usually turned jauntily upward was drawn in a straight, tense line, it struck me suddenly that Tommy had stopped being the easy-going, wisecracking guy everyone was crazy about. Soon after rehearsals had got under way, he had gone sullen and morose on us. I wondered what had happened to him. Then I forgot about Tommy and tried to think of my first line. At least, I could be ready with that when the curtain went up.

The cab squealed to a stop in front of my apartment. We took the sidewalk and the two steps up to the door in one leap. Jinx was dozing on the imitation oak bench just outside the elevator. I halted the Twenty Questions that were forming in his master mind.

“If you’ll just take us up, Jinx,” I told him, “tomorrow I’ll come clean as a whistle, so help me!”

I rummaged through my purse for the key and glanced at my watch. It was 8:30, ten minutes before curtain time, and I stood in an elevator 14 blocks from the theater, not made up, not dressed, a wreck. And all for nothing. Even Tommy would admit it was for nothing when he heard that feeble, crackling noise that had once been Carol’s voice. It would be Alice McDonald playing tonight or there would be a line of people getting money back at the box office.

I unlocked the door and reached for the light switch. A hand closed over mine as I touched it. Tommy’s other hand clutched my shoulder and he said, “Wait!” softly and close to my ear. There was talking in the other room—Carol’s voice, speaking into the telephone. It was her normal voice, loud and clear.

I must have squeaked. The receiver went down with a sharp click and Carol stood in the doorway. She had on her dark-blue suit, a little turned-up hat and under her arm the patent-leather purse I had given her.

Carol looked from me to Tommy and her hands tightened on the purse. “It came back,” she said. “It came back all of a sudden. I was calling the theater to tell you—” She stopped.

I don’t know how I knew that Carol was lying, nor how Tommy knew; but we did. Tommy turned and opened the door. “Let’s get going,” he said.
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Chapter Two: A LONG THIN MAN
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WE CLATTERED up the iron steps at Tommy’s heels. With one hand on the doorknob of our dressing-room he turned to us. “Can you make the curtain in ten minutes?” I nodded. He threw open the door and I saw his eyebrows jerk up. He said furiously, “Where the hell have you been?”

Alice smiled. She was wearing Carol’s first-act clothes, her face made up, her hands lifted to the sleek hair, smoothing it over her ears. “I just—” Then she saw Carol. The smile faded, her whole body went dead and stiff. She turned slowly to Tommy. “Is she all right?” Her mouth scarcely moved.

Tommy nodded. “She’s going to play. What happened to you?”

Alice made no answer, slipped the sharkskin jacket from her shoulders. Tommy grunted something unintelligible as he stamped out of the room. Carol said timidly, “I’m sorry, Alice.”

Alice turned her back. The clothes came off mechanically and were hung over the chair. She threw a dressing gown on, and, without a word, was gone.

Almost before we had time to move, Tommy was back, banging at our door and yelling, “Five minutes!”

I managed to dress. Phoebe Thompson, a tiny pert-faced girl who was Tommy’s assistant, stood behind me buttoning up my back and curling the ends of my hair. Eve North had sent her maid, Amelia, and she was on the floor shoving on my white buckskin shoes and lacing them. My rouge kept smudging as I smeared it over my cheeks, and mascara ran into my eyes and stung. Carol, whose first entrance didn’t come until the middle of the act, tried to help me and dress herself at the same time. I stood up and was surprised to find that I was all together and that my make-up job presented a fairly human face.

Tommy opened the door. “Places. Ready, Haila.”

I snatched one last glimpse in the mirror and followed him to the wings. Against the wall the third-act scenery was stacked and I stood near it, looking out over the stage. Even with a ladder straddling one of the satinwood chairs and an overalled electrician straddling the ladder, it was still a lovely English morning-room. A warm, sunny light filtered through the French windows on the squat bowls of flowers and the white-shaded lamps. In stage center stood a lemon-colored divan, on either side a chartreuse chair and in one corner under a window was a great desk of blond mahogany. A few other pieces, priceless things that had come from Clinton Bowers’ home, completed the room. The whole effect was gay and charming. Whatever the critics did to us, they must give our set a rave.

Suddenly Tommy’s hand was at the back of my neck, shoving me forward not very gently. “Haila! Look out!” He pointed at the flats behind me, dull green slabs of canvas that would be lashed together to make the third-act dining-room set. “I told Phoebe to warn everyone,” he growled. “The damn painters didn’t get enough glue in their paint. It’ll come off on you.”

I jumped away, craning my neck over my shoulder to spot any damage. “I’m all right, aren’t I, Tommy?”

“Yeah, so far. But for God’s sake be careful.” He looked out over the stage, then up at the light board and back at me. “Okay, Haila, let’s go. Good luck!”

Right then, without any warning, stage fright hit me. I knew it from the wet clammy feeling of my hands and the rocking in the pit of my stomach. Frantically I searched for one of my lines, not necessarily the first line, just any line, and there were none. The set bleared before my eyes and I took hold of Tommy. “Remind me,” I said weakly, “never to do this again.”

A soft buzz—the signal from the front of the house—sounded and the set was cleared. The curtain lifted smoothly and after a second the telephone rang. Tommy nudged me. My legs were somehow carrying me across the stage toward the screaming telephone, my hand was somehow lifting the receiver. Something amazingly close to my ordinary voice was saying “Hello!” into the mouthpiece, and when Philip Ashley came in through the French windows and we swung into our first scene, I was having a swell time, perfectly swell. I wanted to stay on the stage, especially that stage, for the rest of my life.

Green Apples was of the fluffy, English drawing-room school almost passé in the American theater, but it had an added something the passé ones don’t have. Tea was served only once and horses were completely ignored. Greeley Morris’s dialogue was crackling smart, and if the characters weren’t real they were at least amusing.

I remember that performance only blotchily, some parts of it standing out vividly, the rest fading into the hazy background of an opening night. I remember the audience, warm and friendly, laughing in the right place, quiet in the right place, glad they had spent their four-forties and dollar-tens. I remember that first-act intermission when the curtain came down on a burst of applause that made us all grin happily at each other as we scampered for our dressing-rooms. Old Ben Kerry alone was not elated. Shaking his head in glum surprise he muttered, “Damn thing seems to be going!” and Clint Bowers, watching smilingly from the wings, clapped him on the back and laughed. Phoebe Thompson, her face smudged and her blue smock flying, was on stage before we were off, dodging moving furniture and stagehands and electricians.

Once, as I rushed upstairs to make a costume change, I saw Alice. I stopped and took her hand. “Alice, what happened? Was something the matter?”

She jerked her hand away. “Nothing’s the matter.”

“I only thought I might help.”

“You can’t.” Tears were in her eyes as she turned her head away. “You—you wouldn’t understand.”

Vaguely, I remember hurried make-up repairs and tense moments while I waited in the dark wings for my cue. And then we were gathered around the long oak table and the third act was ending. Ben Kerry lifted his glass in a toast, and Eve answered him in her warm, throaty voice. We drank to it, Carol and Philip Ashley and Steve Brown and Eve and I, and the curtain and the laugh came simultaneously. The applause was enthusiastic and prolonged—the curtain made eleven round trips before the clapping died away.

When at last it came down to stay I thought of Jeff, the first time in hours, which was a record. I made straight for the stage door. He was coming down the alley and he looked tall and, from where I stood, handsome. But of course no matter where I was standing Jeff looked handsome. He kissed me and stepped back, smiling.

“Well,” I said, “how was I?”

“Too good, too beautiful! You’ll be leaving me in the morning for Hollywood.”

“Me! The cinema! Never. How’d you like the play?”

“Didn’t see it, only saw you.”

“Wasn’t Carol wonderful?”

“Sure, swell.”

“What did you think of Eve?”

“Wonderful, wonderful. C’mon, darling, slip into your civvies and we’ll go ashore.”

I parked Jeff in the hall and left him struggling for standing room in the mob of friends and admirers and unemployed colleagues surging toward the dressing-rooms. The air was heavy with “Darlings,” and “Divines,” and “Magnificents,” and the modesty emanating from beneath the collective grease paint was stifling.

I took one look in our room and high-signed to Jeff to guard the door. Carol was slumped before the dressing table, her arms limp at her sides, and the face that stared unseeingly at me from the mirror was haggard and, even through the make-up, strangely white. She finally saw me and made a halfhearted dab with cold cream.

I sat down beside her. “Carol, what is it?”

She busied herself almost feverishly at her make-up box, as though she were afraid I was about to demand an explanation for her returning voice. She looked so miserable that I couldn’t. With a forced brightness she said, “I’m all right, Haila. Just done in. I’m going straight up to the apartment and crawl in bed.”

“I’d better go with you.”

“No, really, Haila. All I need is some sleep and I’ll be fine in the morning.”

She seemed to mean it and I was anxious to go with Jeff, so I let her win. We both set to work on our faces in earnest. Through the wall that separated our room from Eve’s came the hum of many voices. Outside I heard Jeff telling someone sadly, “I’m sorry, but Miss Rogers can’t see anyone. She was attacked about the eyes by a swarm of bees.”

Above the hubbub in her room, Eve’s voice rose. It was sharp and soft at the same time, the tone one uses to reprimand a child: “Philip, darling, haven’t you had enough acting for one evening? I’m sure all these people have had their money’s worth.”

“You have the whole play to yourself.” Ashley’s voice was livid and I was glad I couldn’t see his face. “Is it absolutely necessary for you to steal my only scene?”

Eve laughed. “Dear Philip, I have no idea what you’re talking about. Really, I haven’t.”

Jeff slipped into our room, a grin stretching across his face. He jerked his thumb toward the wall and sat close to it where he wouldn’t miss a thing.

Ashley was saying, “You know perfectly well. You stood at that table and rattled silver, you rattled glassware all during my long scene. Why didn’t you overturn the table, Eve? It would have been much more effective.”

“Oh, that!” Eve’s words had a dismissing shrug in them. “That was Tom Neilson’s fault, or the little Thompson girl’s. I’m supposed to arrange flowers during your speech, and where were they? Was I to stand there like a mummy while you droned through your lines?”

“It’s customary to be quiet while another actor is speaking,” Ashley said acidly. “They teach that at dramatic school.”

“Philip, dear Philip, you must read the script one day. I’m not supposed
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