JILL: It’s called the China Pantry.  When Daddy disappeared she was left without a bean.  She had to earn her own living.  I must say she did jolly well, considering she was never trained in business.

DYSART: What do you mean disappeared?

ALAN [to Dysart]:  He ran off.  No one ever saw him again.  

JILL: Just left a note on her dressing table saying, “Sorry.  I’ve had it.”  Just like that.  She never got over it.  It turned her right off men.  All my dates have to be sort of secret.  I mean, she knows about them, but  I can’t ever bring anyone back home.   She’s so rude to them.  

ALAN: [to Dysart[:  She was always looking.

DYSART: At you?

ALAN: [to Dysart]: Saying stupid things.

JILL: You’ve got super eyes.

ALAN [to Dysart]:  Anyway, she was the one who had them.

JILL: There was an article in the paper last week saying what points about boys fascinate girls.  They said Number One is bottoms.  I think it’s eyes every time… They fascinate you too don’t they?

ALAN: Me?

JILL [sly]: Or is it only horses’ eyes?

ALAN [startled]: What’d you mean?

JILL: I saw you staring into Nugget’s eyes yesterday for ages.  I spied on you through the door!

ALAN [hotly]: There must have been something in it!

JILL: You’re a real man of mystery aren’t you?

ALAN: [to Dysart]: Sometimes, it was like she knew.

DYSART: Did you ever hint?

ALAN: [to Dysart]: Course not!

JILL:  I love horses’ eyes.  The way you can see yourself in them.  D’you find them sexy?

ALAN [outraged]: What?!

JILL: Horses.

ALAN: Don’t be daft!

JILL: Girls do.  I mean, they go through a period when they pat them and kiss them a lot.  I know I did.   I suppose it’s just a substitute, really. 

ALAN [to Dysart]: That kind of thing, all the time Until one night…

DYSART: Yes? What?

ALAN [to Dysart defensively]: She did it!  Not me.  It was her idea, the whole thing!...She got me into it!

DYSART: What are you saying? “One Night”: go from there.

[pause]

ALAN [to Dysart]: Saturday night.  We were just closing up.

JILL: How would you like to take me out  tonight?

ALAN: I’ve got to go home.

JILL: What for?

ALAN: They expect me.

JILL:  Ring up and say you’re going out.

ALAN: I can’t 

JILL: Why?

ALAN: They expect me.

JILL: Look.  Either we go out together and have some fun, or you go back to you b roing home, as usual, and I go back to mine.  That’s the situation, isn’t it?

ALAN: Well…where would we go?

JILL:  The pictures!  There’s a skinflick over in Winchester! I’ve never seen one, have you?

ALAN: No.

JILL: Wouldn’t you like to?  I would.  All those heavy Swedes, panting at each other!..What’d you say?

ALAN [grinning] Yeah!....

JILL: Good!....

