
 

               

      

 
 

      

  
   

         

JANET 

Please. Just tell me. Is Robert the man for me? 

DROWSY 

My dear, that's something you'll have to decide for yourself. 

JANET 

But, I just don't know if he loves me. 

DROWSY 

Why don't you ask him? Why don't you say, "Roger, do you love me?" 

JANET 

It's Robert. And I'm not allowed to see him. In fact, it's your job to keep me away from him. 

DROWSY 

You're right. And I take the responsibility very seriously. However, I'm just this moment feeling 

terribly, terribly drowsy. I'm afraid I have to have a lie-de-down. Now whatever you do, don't 

go wandering through the garden seeking out your fiance to ask him the question upon which 

your future happiness depends. {The Chaperone reclines, and closes her eyes.) 

JANET 

Oh, thank you, Chaperone. I just have to know if he loves me. (Janet sneaks out.) 

DROWSY 

Such a skinny little fool. Still, I envy her. Oh, when will love come crashing though my door?




