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ACT ONE

Scene One

MRS. GIVINGS (34) and MR. 
DALDRY (36) exit the house, as 
Mrs. Givings holds a very 
large umbrella. MR. DALDRY 
struggles to stay within the 
umbrella's circumference, as 
HE attempts to keep pace with 
Mrs. Givings.

THE PAIR peregrinate through 
the grounds of Mrs. Givings' 
property, as it drizzles 
around them.

MRS. GIVINGS
I appreciate your patience with my holding the umbrella.

MR. DALDRY
I'm grateful for our thrown together fraternization. Your 
husband, Dr. Givings, gives me great hope for the restoration 
of my wife's constitution.

MRS. GIVINGS
What a brilliant rainy afternoon for a walk. Did you hear of 
the death at Luna park?

MR. DALDRY
I know no news of a person who has died there.

MRS. GIVINGS
Not a human. The death was of an elephant put to an end by 
electricity. Her name was Topsy, and it is said that her owner 
wanted her destroyed by tying her to a steam engine in which to 
strangle the "surly" animal with a winch. They had planned to 
add poison and electrocute her for good measure to insure the 
deed would be completed. The Edison Company filmed it all.

(MR. DALDRY works to keep up with Mrs. Givings 
whose single stride is equal to one-and-a-half 
of Mr. Daldry's own.)

MR. DALDRY
Good God, woman, what a topic for a pleasant walk. How could 
anyone hate an animal so much?

MRS. GIVINGS
I am sorry for such a disagreeable subject, but I so rarely 
have a chance to discuss events of the day. Would you indulge 
me?
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MR. DALDRY
As a gentleman, I am only happy to comply. What of this 
unfortunate beast?

MRS. GIVINGS
I have heard that Topsy was an ill-natured creature. Her 
drunken owners were also quite erratic with their handling of 
Topsy, bringing her far too close to an audience, which caused 
the trampling deaths of several spectators. I must confess I 
feel sadness that Topsy is a victim of the war of the currents. 
I do not believe she was the monster she was made out to be. A 
most disagreeable application of the electrical discovery. Such 
a rare animal, an Asian elephant, to be brought down in such a 
fashion.

MR. DALDRY
(suddenly alarmed)

My Sabrina is in good hands with your husband, is she not?

(MRS. GIVINGS switches hands with holding the 
umbrella, causing MR. DALDRY to have to switch 
sides. The drizzle turns to rain.)

MRS. GIVINGS
Oh my, I'm sorry, Mr. Daldry. I did not realize how awkward a 
thing it can be to hold an umbrella. Nothing to fear for your 
wife. My husband's standards for medical care are quite 
rigorous. His interests are far more in healing than 
electrocution. There have been no deaths under his treatments. 
Though I dare say, from time to time, he could do with a little 
jolt himself. Perhaps, it would pop open his eyes and make him 
see his subjects as more than mere objects of scientific 
interest.

MR. DALDRY
That is a relief. I mean, of no deaths. Mrs. Givings, if it 
would please you, I would like to take a turn at holding the 
umbrella.

(MRS. GIVINGS hands Mr. Daldry the umbrella. 
The rain begins to fall harder.)

MRS. GIVINGS
You must think me a silly weak thing.

(MR. DALDRY attempts to shelter Mrs. Givings 
under the umbrella.)

MR. DALDRY
I'm merely acting the gentleman.

MRS. GIVINGS
My dear Sir, I have no need for a half circumference of 
protection. I feel quite happy and alive when the rain falls.
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MR. DALDRY
But Mrs. Givings, what will your husband say if I return you 
fully wet? You'll catch your death of cold.

(MRS. GIVINGS strides freely in the rain 
without cover. Then SHE breaks into a jog, 
traversing down a familiar path.)

MRS. GIVINGS
I know these grounds like the back of my hand. I need no 
protection from a little water falling from the sky. A woman 
bears much more in this life that can kill her than a fleeing 
moment of rainfall.

MR. DALDRY
Mrs. Givings! Please come back under this canopy. I cannot bear 
to be the man who causes a case of grippe within you for lack 
of protection.

MRS. GIVINGS
Mr. Daldry, I have survived the very experience of child birth. 
A little rain will not kill me. Please pardon my rudeness, but 
pushing a new human the size of a cannonball through the birth 
canal, now that is something that can kill a woman. As well as 
the lack of a newborn's love.

MR. DALDRY
I do wish for a chance at the birth experience with Mrs. 
Daldry.

MRS. GIVINGS
Whatever do you mean? You have intentions for killing your 
wife?

(Mr. Daldry's comment stops Mrs. Givings on 
the path well ahead of Mr. Daldry. SHE waits 
as he catches up with the umbrella.)

MR. DALDRY
(laughs)

No, quite the contrary. We have not had relations for awhile. 
This has caused complications between us. I do not know why I 
am being so forthcoming with you.

MRS. GIVINGS
I do not lead a conventional life, so perhaps you trust me more 
than others. Excuse my frankness, but you must perform the act 
regularly to create a child. My husband can come up with a 
prescription of frequency and duration.

MR. DALDRY
My relations with Mrs. Daldry have been naught as of late.
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MRS. GIVINGS
By your choice or hers?

MR. DALDRY
I cannot tell. One moment it may be me, the other it is her.

MRS. GIVINGS
Relations between men and women are far from my field of 
expertise, however it is clear Mrs. Daldry loves you. My 
husband's treatments have been very successful with all who 
come into our care.

MR. DALDRY
The heartiness of your constitution is remarkable, Mrs. 
Givings. Have you undergone such treatments as well?

MRS. GIVINGS
(darkens)

My husband will not allow it. He has said the device restores 
balance in a sick woman but would make a healthy one far too 
excitable. I think we need to return to the house now.

MR. DALDRY
Indeed. Please, here, Mrs. Givings.

(pulls off his overcoat)
I would have you wear this as we return if you will not come 
back under the canopy.

MRS. GIVINGS
You are quite kind, but this is entirely unnecessary.

(MRS. GIVINGS comes under the canopy's 
protection once again. SHE holds the umbrella 
as Mr. Daldry puts his overcoat back on.)

MRS. GIVINGS
I do fancy holding this once again. But let's not walk back to 
the house, let's run!

(MRS. GIVINGS takes off, trailing the umbrella 
behind her rather than over her head as 
protection.

MR. DALDRY is surprised at this and runs after 
Mrs. Givings. At first a little annoyed, the  
race turns into an indirect flirtation -- MRS. 
GIVINGS ahead of Mr. Daldry, then MR. DALDRY 
ahead of Mrs. Givings, as SHE slows to let him 
pass. MR. DALDRY begins to laugh at the 
freedom of running unencumbered.

THE PAIR reach the house. They are out of 
breath and chortling with exhilaration.)
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MR. DALDRY
Well, that is certainly one way to invigorate the system.  
Thank you, Mrs. Givings.

MRS. GIVINGS
(smiling)

Look at us, we are drenched.

(MRS. GIVINGS closes the umbrella then pushes 
open the door to...)

             THE KITCHEN FOYER

(SHE motions for Mr. Daldry to enter the 
kitchen before her. Then MRS. GIVINGS nods 
toward a hanging towel for Mr. Daldry to dry 
himself off.)  

MRS. GIVINGS
Thank you for that needed constitutional.

(MR. DALDRY grabs the towel and dries himself 
off, as MRS. GIVINGS shakes out the umbrella 
in the foyer, then enters the kitchen and 
dries herself off as well.)

BLACK. END OF SCENE.
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