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IIrlene:. Not hor« yot! WIkmi will he como ? (Madamk Gioot
entf')'H L.) MiiilaiiK! (lii^otl {//asti/i/ Irlex to re inns/,:)

Mad. Uio. Main'selle HfltMic! Too late luiiiii'.sclle {lauijha iron-

ica//i/), you'io found out. How i)lea80<I your dear papa will ho to

by suic. Ho tliinks you are safe iu the convent with the other bread

and butter misses.

Helknk. I'm not a bread and butt(!r mis.s, madam, I'm

—

Mad. (iiQ. The new Pjofessional Jieauty, jn'rhapsl Oh, wo all

saw tlm jrlancos the l{o>»ont threw at you in the daiict' just now.

Hklknk. I'm not going to bo a beauty any njore than you are going

to be

—

IMad. Gig. Wliat 1 (Gigot enters at bad;: lie staj'ts on sreituj

Madamk (Jioot.)

Hklkne. IMarciuise de Chateaugris. {Curtseys.)

Gigot. {Asiile.) Martjuise de Chateaugris! It's my wife! Oho,

Madame Gigot!

Mad. Gig. That may be nearer than you expect.

Gigot. (Aside at back.) I don't know about that.

Mad. (iio. I shall go and inform your dear papa. (Co"" off L.,

GlooT (joes off c. and L.

Hki.kxe. Do, dear mamma. Spiteful thing. What shall I do!

Oh, if Maurice would only come!

(Regknt enters l. 2 E. with saucepan in one hand and ladle in the other.

Regent. My fair unknown, you mustn't desert us

Helene. All, sir, where is Maurice]

Regent. ( Who is slli/htl// excited by vnne, initnickin(j her) Wliere's

Maurice 1 I don't know where Maurice is, but the Duke of Orleans is

here; quite at your service; in fact, your most devoted slave. [Leads

tier to sofa, setting donm saucepan on the ground by it.)

Helene. (Aside.) I must not quariel with him, or Maurice is lost.

(Sits. Mauuice, Gigot and Escakgot appear at back. Maurice sees

Helene and is with di^iculty 2^'>'C'Ve7ited by Escaugot /rom rushing

Jorivard.

)

Regent. I'll wager now, this gay young spark, Maurice, has clean

forgotten you. A buttei'tly of fashion; sipping sweets from every flower.

Why should you waste your beauty on a man who has forsaken you 1

(Takes her haml.) 8oft as velvet. Come. You shall be the reigning

beauty of the hour; the belle of every l)all; the toast of every gallant

in town; the envy of all womevi; the adoration of all men.

Helene. j^.ls/</e.) Detestatde man! but I must conciliate him.

(Aloud.) But Babette, what will she say 1 Isn't she the Professional

Beauty 1

Regent. (T)isparag'ngly.) So, so I l)ut she's getting fat; washed
out; passee. Why she's been the rage for quite three months now.

Come—one kiss is all I ask. Here at your feet most beautiful women
1 lie. (He tries to kiss her. Maurice half draws his sword. Escargot
restrains him. Helene rises hastily, pushing the Regent, who falls on
his hands and knees, upsetting saucepan and ladle. Slic runs off into

the room, R., as Escargot and Gigot hurry Maurice off at back, l,

Pipandor enters at doo'<', R., in time to take in the situation; he holds a
saucepan in his hand.

)


