
44 THE NERVOUS HOUSEWIFE

This spread of emotion was happily por­
trayed by a motion picture I recently saw. 
Old Grouchy Moneybags, wealthy beyond 
measure and afflicted with gout, is seated 
at his breakfast table. In the next room, 
seen with the all-seeing eye of the movie, 
the butler makes love to the very willing 
maid. In the kitchen the fat cook is feeding 
the ever hungry butcher’s boy with ginger­
bread and cake, and on the back steps the 
household cat is purring gently in content­
ment. Happiness is the predominant note.

Then Old Moneybags savagely rings the 
bell. Enters the butler, obsequious and solic­
itous. “The coffee is bad, the toast is vile, 
everything is wrong. You are a deleted deleted 
deleted deleted rascal.” Exit the butler, out­
wardly humble, inwardly a raging flood of 
anger, and he meets the maid, who archly 
invites his attentions. She gets them, only 
they are in the form of an angry shove and 
an oath. White with indignation, she stamps 
her foot and runs into the kitchen, bursting 
into tears. The cook, solicitous, receives a 
slap in the face, and as the maid bounces 
out, the cook, seeking a victim, grabs away 
the gingerbread from the butcher’s boy.


