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Foreword
During the winter of 1906-7 I became possessed, I do not

now remember how, of a copy of Maternite by Brieux. I

read it from cover to cover without a pause, and when I

laid it down I felt an event had occurred, and a new posses-
sion come into my life. I knew at once that I must trans-

late the play into English to make it accessible to those of

my countrymen and women who could not read it in the

original French. I spent many mornings of that chilly

winter and spring trying to make the work as perfect as I

could.

I was at that time a member of the Executive Committee

of the Stage Society, and my fellow-members, moved by my
enthusiasm for the play, suggested that it should be performed

by the Society. It was finally arranged that this should be

done; and the MS. was sent to the Censor to be licensed.

A reply quickly came from that official to the eifect that per-

mission would not be granted, with a note saying, "Inform

whoever is responsible for this play that it will never be

licensed in England." Under these circumstances the play
had to be given in the hole-and-corner way, and under the

disadvantages and difficulties a banned play has to encounter.

I shall not easily forget the zeal and devotion with which the

artists worked
;
or the impression the play made upon many

of them, even under the crushing circumstances of rehearsal
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Foreword

morning after morning in an unwarmed and semi-lighted
hall in a most depressing part of London. The performance
was a dignified and competent one.

In 1905, the year before this took place, the Stage Society
had given a performance of The Three Daughters of M.
Dupont, translated by St John Hankin

; and about the same
time Damaged Goods had been translated by Mr John Pol-

lock. We none of us had, to our shame be it spoken, quite
sufficient courage to stage the latter play at that time,

although Mr. Pollock repeatedly urged us to do so.

After the production of Maternity it occurred to me that

it would be most desirable to bring out these three plays in a

book, to which my husband consented to write a preface. St

John Hankin and Mr Pollock agreed to the project with en-

thusiasm; and I wrote to Monsieur Brieux asking for his

permission. He gave it most readily and courteously; but

told mehehadassigned his literaryrights in the plays toMon-
sieur P. V. Stock. I accordingly, after some correspondence,

purchased from the latter "le droit exclusif de publier et

vendre une traduction en langue anglaise des trois susdites

pieces en Angleterre, en Amerique, dans les colonies anglaises
et dans tous les pays de langue anglaise."

Sofarsogood. But nowcame the questionof a publisher. I

sent the plays to many leading firms; but though they thought
the other two plays quite possible, no one would face Dam-
aged Goods. I have a number of letters received at that time

before me as I write. One says : "We cannot help feeling that

we should be running a grave riskof being misunderstood by
several authors who are good enough to entrust their works
to us, if these plays were issued in English with our imprint."
Another: "I ask myselfwhat readers could the play find, and
I fear there would be so few who did not prefer them in

French, that I am at a loss to know where the audience is to

come from. If I felt that I could make even a succes d''estime

of them, I would not hesitate for a moment to publish them;
but I fear that is very doubtful. ... I really think I must de-

cline their publication." And another: "Damaged Goods is

thechiefobstacle. . . . lamafraidtheprejudicesitwouldarouse
11



Foreword
would be too strong. . . . Theothertwoplayslamnotafraidof;
but I very much doubt if they would sell." The other letters

are to the like effect
;
and those I received from America are

even more forcible and decided.

Under these circumstances the plays, and the projected
Preface, were laid aside, apparently for ever. But four years
later M.Brieux was made a member of the French Academy.
This entirely altered the case; for mud that may be thrown
with impunity at a struggling social reformer and propagan-
dist,must not smirchthe robeof one of the Immortals, especi-

ally under the linked banners of the entente cordiale. So my
husband's publishers, Messrs Brentano, took the book in

America; and I was glad to make an arrangement with Mr
Fifield to bring it out here.

It was published in May 191 1, simultaneously in London
and New York, called "Three Plays by Brieux. With a

preface by Bernard Shaw," and was a real success, not a

succh (Testime ! It ran quickly through two editions here,
and a third is now required, as the sale goes on steadily.
And in America—but that must have a paragraph to itself!

In America the sales were considerable from the begin-

ning ;
far larger than in England, though not sensational.

But in September 191 1 I received a letter from Dr Thomas
N. Hepburn from which the following is an extract : "As

Secretary of the Connecticut Society of Social Hygiene,
which is chiefly concerned with educational material in

regard to the venereal disease problem, I have been im-

mensely impressed with the play entitled Damaged Goods.
It has occurred to me that it might be possible for us to

obtain several thousand copies of this play in pamphletform,
to be used for general distribution among the youth of our

Connecticut colleges, especially Yale University. We
would be able to get men to read the matter placed before

them in this dramatic form, which we could not get them
to do in any other way." This letter led to the subsequent
production for the Connecticut Society of Social Hygiene
of 10,000 copies of Damaged Goods, introduced by some
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passages from my husband's original Preface to the Three

Plays. In September 191 3 I again heard from Dr Thomas

Hepburn. He said :
" You may recall that about two years

ago you were good enough to give me, as representing the

Connecticut Society of Social Hygiene, permission to have

a special edition of Damaged Goods. You will be inter-

ested to know that this edition of 10,000 copies has all

been sold by this Society; and, while it has aroused a great
deal of criticism, it has on the whole been one of the best

pieces of propagandawe ever did. The American Federation

for Sex Hygiene, ofwhose Executive Committee I am a mem-
ber, and of which the Connecticut Society ofSocial Hygiene
is a constituent member, was so favourably impressed by
the value of the edition which the latter published that at

its last Executive Committee Meeting I was asked to

correspond with you in regard to a further edition of the same
character. The Executive Committee of the American
Federation for Sex Hygiene is comprised of some of the

leading men and women of America, including President

Charles W. Eliot, of Harvard University ; Jane Addams,
of Hull House, Chicago ; Dr Cabot, of Boston ; Cardinal

Gibbons, of Baltimore ; Professor Donald B. Hooker, of

Johns Hopkins University; Dean Sumner of Chicago;
and others."

This further edition of the separate play is now in hand,
and the sale of the original book of the Three Plays in-

creases every year: during the year 191 3-14 it has very

greatly increased. Damaged Goods has also been put on
the stage in America, and constantly played in various towns

there, by Mr Richard Bennett, who produced it under

the auspices of doctors and clergymen, one of whom would

frequently give a short address before the curtain went up.
I am informed that a large tent was erected in many of the

smaller towns, and that hundreds of people saw the play
in that way.

In England things have moved more slowly. As I have

said, two editions of the Three Plays were sold soon after
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publication ;
and during the years that followed various

suggestions were made by enthusiastic pioneers for the

production on the stage of Damaged Goods. The daring

of the undertaking, and the chilliness of the cold water

showered upon them by their more prudent and conven-

tional friends, quenched the ardour of these propagandists,

and nothing was done until Mr and Mrs George Baxter

(Miss Dorothy Usner) came over from the United States

full of enthusiasm for the play, and fired by the remarkable

sensation it had made there. Mrs Baxter journeyed

specially to Paris to see Monsieur Brieux and Monsieur

Stock, and came back triumphant, having acquired the

stage rights of Damaged Goods (mine being only the

literary rights).

Mr and Mrs Baxter approached the managers of several

theatres ; but, though they received plenty of sympathy and

encouragement, the fact that the play was banned by the

Censor threw great difficulties in the way of its production.

At last, with the advice and assistance of Mr Kenelm Foss,

who had already himself made several attempts to get Dam-

aged Goods staged, they founded the Authors' Producing

Society, "An Association of Subscribers formed for the pur-

pose ofproducing Plays
—

particularly thoseof an educational

and sociological character—hitherto unseen in England."
This Society began its first season at the Little Theatre,

under the management of Mr Foss, with a private perform-
ance of Damaged Goods, which was produced for the first

time on the 1 6th February 19 14, Mr John Pollock's trans-

lation being used; and continued with a series of perform-
ances at the Court Theatre.

Though several leading newspapers refused to send their

representatives to this production, and though some others

were extremely abusive in their notices of it, the tone of the

Press as a whole was markedly respectful, even friendly, to

the undertaking. The Pall Mall Gazette, in a thoughtful,

carefully written notice, said : "The mixed audience of yes-

terday afternoon certainly exhibited no sense of embarrass-
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ment ; and the solemnity of the theme, together with the

sincerity of its treatment, would be proof against the most
ribald imagination. As for the 'young person,' the feeling
with which one leaves the performance is that a compulsory
education which ignores these topics is an equal triumph of

waste and of hypocrisy." And the Times critic says: "We
do not agree . . . that the success of salvarsan, or some other

remedy for the disease of which this play treats, would

deprive Monsieur Brieux's work of its didactic value . . . the

chief point the Doctor makes lies in his furious indictment
of ignorance ; ignorance due to prudery, folly, shame, and

carelessness; ignorance that leaves the young at the mercy
of their curiosity, and the world in general at the mercy of

peoplewho have the disease and do not know it. No medical

remedy in the world can affect the 'moral' thus preached
by Monsieur Brieux."

I feel that what I have said and quoted above may leave

me suspected of regarding Monsieur Brieux as the writer of

pamphlets in dialogue form, and not at all as an artist. I

am afraid I am not able to offer him a tribute of any value

on this point, as I do not pretend to be a critic. But my
husband does not labour under this disqualification, and I

venture to quote from a recent utterance of his in the course

ofalectureon The Drama, delivered by him in the Examina-
tion Hall at Oxford on the 28th February last.

"This technique of Sophocles which I have just described

to you is still a living technique. Europe has today a

Sophocles in the person of Eugene Brieux : and at this

moment his most Sophoclean drama, Les Avaries, is being
performed in London in spite of the ban of the censorship.
Yet the very critics who, only two years ago, were praising
the wonderful construction of Edipus when Mr Max
Rheinhardt and Mr Martin Harvey produced it in London,
now contemplate the superb example of this very construc-

tion given by M. Brieux, and not only fail to recognize in

it a technical masterpiece, but actually declare that it is

not a play at all, but a pamphlet. Yet the parallel between
VI



Foreword
the Edipus and Lcs Avarics is too striking to escape anyone
who has really grasped the Sophoclean technique and is

not merely repeating a formula. Even to those who have

no grasp of technique at all, and are impressed quite

simply as spectators of a drama, it is obvious. First, there

is the giant fortitude which enables Sophocles to face

the most terrible of all subjects (according to the ideas

of his time), and force its horror on the public unflinch-

ingly and ruthlessly. Exactly what Brieux has done, his

subject being even a greater test of his courage than the

subject of parricide and incest was of the courage of

Sophocles. Second, there is the complete acceptance, in

grimmest earnest, of the conventional morality, so as not to

confuse the tremendous issue by irony or sophistry or comedy.
Third, there is that characteristic Sophoclean technical

development by which a man quite comfortable in his con-

scienceandhappyinhiscircumstances, is driven step by step
to an overwhelming conviction of guilt and disaster. Here
Brieux far surpasses Sophocles ; for the Edipus of Sophocles
is an extraordinary man who has had extraordinary

adventures, whilst Brieux's Monsieur Loches is a respectable
member of parliament who has never had an adventure

in his life and is just an ordinary man such as the stalls of

every theatre and the pews of every church are filled with.

When you see him reduced, speech by speech, from a

condition of indignant virtue of the most becoming and

proper kind to utter moral nakedness and bankruptcy, we
overlook the consummate skill of Brieux because our

prejudices, our convictions, our virtuous indignations have

been exactly those of the man on the stage, and as his

righteousness has been stripped from him rag by rag, we too

have been left naked. Sophocles cannot do that to us,

because we are not Edipuses, and because not only have
we not murdered our fathers and married our mothers, but

we do not feel that if we had accidentally done so our con-

sternation at the discovery would drive us to the length
of tearing out our eyes and wandering forth accursed from

vn
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our city. But we are all Monsieur Loches, and we do not

like it."

"In Les Avaries this technique is twice brought into

play : first in the case of the young man who is gradually

stripped of every excuse for the crime he is neverthelessfated

to commit, and again in the case of the father-in-law who
is so eager to take signal vengeance on the criminal. It

would be possible to turn Les Avaries into typical Greek
drama by omitting the second act and replacing it by the

declamatory narrative (a survival from the epic) which is the

leading convention of the ancient Greek stage. The unity
of time would be a little strained perhaps ; but the essence

of Greek tragedy would be there. Certainly, while Les

Avaries endures, no one can say that France has lost either

the spirit or the technique of Sophoclean tragedy. We must

therefore rank Eugene Brieux with the greatest of tragic

poets and theatrical craftsmen."

This then is the history of Three Plays by Brieux so far.

In putting forth the third edition I would ask its readers

to remember the words of Thoreau :
"
Books, not which

afford us a cowering enjoyment, but in which each thought
is of unusual daring; such as an idle man cannot read, and

a timid man would not be entertained by, which even make
us dangerous to existing institutions : such I call good
books."

CHARLOTTE F. SHAW.

April 1 9 14.

VIU



Note to Fourth Edition

In issuing a fourth edition of these plays I am glad to be

able to state that the ban of the Censor has been removed

from two of them. This was not owing, unfortunately, to

any further enlightenment of official darkness, but because

the war, which threatened to be fatal to serious dramatic

literature in the book market, has given the most urgent

importance to Brieux's subject-matter in the case of

Damaged Goods, which has been performed nightly for

many months in London, and is still running at the

St. Martin's Theatre as I write. It has also been played

in most of the important towns of Great Britain. Besides

this there has been a large demand for the separate edition

of this play, which, first published in 19 14, has run through
six editions in rapid succession in England, whilst in

Australia 40,000 copies were reported as sold in a few

months. I am glad to be thus confirmed in my estimate

of the social imoortance of this great play.
C. F. S.

August 1917.
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Preface

By Bernard Shaw.

From Moliere to Brieux.

After the death of Ibsen, Brieux confronted Europe as

the most important dramatist west ofRussia. In that kind
of comedy which is so true to Hfe that we have to call it

tragi-comedy, and which is not only an entertainment but
a history and a criticism of contemporary morals, he is in-

comparably the greatest writer France has produced since

Moliere. The French critics who take it for granted that

no contemporary of theirs could possibly be greater than
Beaumarchais are really too modest. They have never
read Beaumarchais, and therefore do not know how very
little of him there is to read, and how, out of the two vari-

ations he wrote on his once famous theme, the second
is only a petition in artistic and intellectual bankruptcy.
Had the French theatre been capable of offering a field

to Balzac, my proposition might have to be modified. But
as it was no more able to do that than the English theatre
was to enlist the genius of Dickens, I may say confidently
that in that great comedy which Balzac called 'the com-

edy of humanity,' to be played for the amusement of the

gods rather than for that of the French public, there is

no summit in the barren plain that stretches from Mount
Moliere to our own times until we reach Brieux.
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Preface

How the XIX century found itself out.

It is reserved for some great critic to give us a study of
the psychology of the XIX century. Those of us who as

adults saw it face to face in that last moiety of its days
when one fierce hand after another—Marx's, Zola's, Ib-

sen's, Strindberg's, Turgeniefs, Tolstoy's
—

stripped its

masks off and revealed it as, on the whole, perhaps the
most villainous page of recorded human history, can also

recall the strange confidence with which it regarded itself

as the very summit of civilization, and talked of the past
as a cruel gloom that had been dispelled for ever by the

railway and the electric telegraph. But centuries, like

men, begin to find themselves out in middle age. The
youthful conceit of the nineteenth had a splendid expo-
nent in Macaulay, and, for a time, a gloriously jolly one

during the nonage of Dickens. There was certainly no-

thing morbid in the air then : Dickens and Macaulay are
as free from morbidity as Dumas pere and Guizot. Even
Stendhal and Prosper Merimee, though by no means
burgess optimists, are quite sane. When you come to Zola
and Maupassant, Flaubert and the Goncourts, to Ibsen
and Strindberg, to Aubrey Beardsley and George Moore,
to D'Annunzio and Echegaray, you are in a new and
morbid atmosphere. French literature up to the middle
of theXIX century was still all of one piece with Rabelais,

Montaigne and Moliere. Zola breaks that tradition com-

pletely: he is as different as Karl Marx from Turgot or
Darwin from Cuvier.

In this new phasewe see the bourgeoisie, after a century
and a half of complacent vaunting of its own probity and
modest happiness (begun by Daniel Defoe in Robinson
Crusoe's praises of 'the middle station of life'), suddenly
turning bitterly on itselfwith accusations of hideous sex-

ual and commercial corruption. Thackeray's campaign
against snobbery and Dickens's against hypocrisy were
directed against the vices of respectable men ;

but now
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even the respectability was passionately denied : the

bourgeois was depicted as a thief, a tyrant, a sweater, a

selfish voluptuary whose marriages were simple legaliza-

tions of unbridled licentiousness. Sexual irregularities

began to be attributed to the sympathetic characters in

fiction not as the blackest spots in their portraits, but

positively as redeeming humanities in them.

Jack the Ripper.

I am by no means going here either to revive the old

outcry against this school of iconoclasts and disillusioners,

or to join the new reaction against it. It told the world

many truths : it brought romance back to its senses. Its

very repudiation of the graces and enchantments of fine

art was necessary^ ;
for the artistic morbidezza of Byron

and Victor Hugo was too imaginative to allow the Vic-

torian bourgeoisie to accept them as chroniclers of real

facts and real people. The justification of Zola's com-

parative coarseness is that his work could not have been
done in any other way. If Zola had had a sense of humor,
or a great artist's delight in playing with his ideas, his

materials, and his readers, he would have become either

as unreadable to the very people he came to wake up as

Anatole France is, or as incredible as Victor Hugo was.

He would also have incurred the mistrust and hatred of

the majority ofFrenchmen, who, like the majority ofmen
of all nations, are not merely incapableof fine art, but re-

sent it furiously. A wit is to them a man who is laughing
at them: an artist is a man of loose characterwho lives by
teUing lying stories and pandering to the voluptuous

passions. What they like to read is the police intelli-

gence, especially the murder cases and divorce cases. The
invented murders and divorces of the novelists and play-

wrights do not satisfy them, because they cannot believe

in them
;
and belief that the horror or scandal actually

occurred, that real people are shedding real blood and
real tears, is indispensable to their enjoyment. To pro-
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duce this belief by works of fiction, the writer must dis-

guise and even discard the arts of the man of letters and
assume the style of the descriptive reporter of the crim-

inal courts. As an example ofhow to cater for such read-

ers, we may take Zola's Bete Humaine. It is in all its es-

sentials a simple and touching story, like Prevost's Manon
Lescaut. But into it Zola has violently thrust the great-
est police sensation of the XIX century : the episode of

Jack the Ripper. Jack's hideous neurosis is no more a

part of human nature than Caesar's epilepsy or Glad-
stone's missing finger. One is tempted to accuse Zola of

having borrowed it from the newspapers to please his

customers just as Shakespear used to borrow stories of

murder and jealousy from the tales and chronicles of his

time, and heap them on the head of convivial humorists

like lago and Richard III, or gentle poets like Macbeth
and Hamlet. Without such allurements, Shakespear
could not have lived by his plays. And if he had been rich

enough to disregard this consideration, he would still

have had to provide sensation enough to induce people to

listen to what he was inspired to say. It is only the man
who has no messagewho is too fastidious to beat the drum
at the door of his booth.

Rise of the Scientific Spirit.

Still, the Shakesperean murders were romantic mur-
ders : the Zolaesque ones were police reports. The old

mad heroines, the Ophelias and Luciesof Lammermoor,
were rhapsodists with flowers in their hands : the new
ones were clinical studies of mental disease. The new
note was as conspicuous in the sensational chapters as in

the dull chapters, of which there were many. This was
the punishment of the middle class for hypocrisy. It had
carried the conspiracy of silence which we call decorum
to such lengths that when young men discovered the

suppressed truths, they felt bound to shout them in the
streets. I well remember how when I was a youth in my

xir
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teens I happened to obtain access to the papers of an
Irish crown solicitor through a colleague who had some
clerical work to do upon them. The county concerned
was not one of the crimeless counties : there was a large

camp in it
;
and the soldier of that day was not the re-

spectable, rather pious, and ver}^ low-spirited youth who
now makes the King's uniform what the curate's black

coat was then. There were not only cases which were
tried and not reported: there were cases which could not
even be tried, the offenders having secured impunity by
pushing their follies to lengths too grotesque to be bear-

able even in a criminal court—also because of the silly

ferocity of the law, which punished the negligible in-

decencies of drunken young soldiers as atrocious crimes.

The effect produced by these revelations on my raw

youth was a sense of heavy responsibility for conniving
at their concealment. I felt that if camp and barrack life

involved these things, they ought to be known. I had
been caught by the great wave of scientific enthusiasm
which was then passing over Europe as a result of the

discovery of Natural Selection by Darwin, and ofthe blow
it deal t to the vulgar Bible worship and redemption mon-

geringwhich had hitherto passed among us for religion. I

wanted to get at the facts. I was prepared for the facts

being unflattering : had I not already faced the fact that

instead of being a fallen angel I was first cousin to a mon-

key ? Long afterwards, when I was a well-known writer,
I said that what we wanted as the basis of our plays and
novels was not romance, but a really scientific natural

histo^y^ Scientific natural history is not compatible with
taboo

;
and as everything connected with sex was taboo-

ed, I felt the need for mentioning the forbidden subjects,
not only because of their own importance, but for the
sake of destroying taboo by giving it the most violent

possible shocks. The same impulse is unmistakeably ac-

tive in Zola and his contemporaries. He also wanted, not
works of literary art, but stories he could believe in as re-
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cords of things that really happen. Heimposed Jack the

Ripper on his idyll of the railwayman's wife to make it

scientific. To all artists and Platonists he made it there-

by very unreal
;
for to the Platonist all accidents are un-

real and negligible ;
but to the people he wanted to get

at—the anti-artistic people
—he made it readable.

The scientific spirit was unintelligible to the Philistines

and repulsive to the dilettanti, who said to Zola : 'Ifyou
must tell us stories about agricultural laborers, why tell us

dirty ones ?' But Zola did not want, like the old romancers,
to tell a story. He wanted to tell the world the scientific

truth about itself. His view was that ifyou were going to

legislate for agricultural laborers, or deal with them or

their business in any way, you had better know what they
are really like

;
and in supplying you with the necessary

information he did not tell you what you already knew,
which included pretty nearly all that could be decorously
mentioned, but what you did not know, which was that

part of the truth that was tabooed. For the same reason,
when he found a generation whose literary notions of

Parisian cocotterie were founded on Marguerite Gaut-

hier, he felt it to be a duty to shew them Nana. And it was
a very necessary thing to do. If some Irish writer of the
seventies had got himself banished from all decent soci-

ety, and perhaps convicted of obscene libel, by writing a

novel shewing the side of camp life that was never men-
tioned except in the papers of the Crown Solicitor, we
should be nearer to a rational mihtary system than we are

today.

Zolaism as a Superstition.

It is, unfortunately, much easier to throw the forces of

art into a reaction than to recall them when the reaction

has gone far enough. A case which came under my own
notice years ago illustrates the difficulty. The wife of an
eminent surgeon had some talent for drawing. Her hus-

band wrote a treatise on cancer
;
and she drew the iilus-
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trations. It was the first time she had used her gift for a

serious purpose ;
and she worked hard enough at it to

acquire considerable skill in depicting cancerous prolif-
eration. The book being finished and published, she
resumed her ordinary practice of sketching for pleasure.
But all her work now had an uncanny look. When she
drew a landscape, it was like a cancer that accidentally
looked like a landscape. She had acquired a cancerous

technique ;
and she could not get rid of it.

This happens as easily in literature as in the other arts.

The men who trained themselves as writers by dragging
the unmentionable to light, presently found that they
could do that so much better than anything else that they
gave up dealing with the other subjects. Even their quite
mentionable episodes had an unmentionable air. Their
imitators assumed that unmentionability was an end in

itself—that to be decent was to be out of the movement.
Zola and Ibsen could not, of course, be confined to mere
reaction against taboo. Ibsen was to the last fascinating
and full of a strange moving beauty ;

and Zola often broke
into sentimental romance. But neither Ibsen nor Zola,
after they once took in hand the work of unmasking the
idols ofthe bourgeoisie, ever again wrote a happy or pleas-
ant play or novel. Ibsen's suicides and catastrophes at last

produced the cry of '

People dont do such things,' which
he ridiculed through Judge Brack in Hedda Gabler. This
was easy enough : Brack was so far wrong that people do
do such things occasionally. But on the whole Brack was

right. The tragedy of Hedda in real life is not that she
commits suicide but that she continues to live. If such
acts ofviolent rebeUion as those of Hedda and Nora and
Rebecca and the rest were the inevitable or even the pro-
bable consequences of their unfitness to be wives and
mothers, or of their contracting repugnant marriages to
avoid being left on the shelf, social reform would be very
rapid ;

and we should hear less nonsense as to women like

Nora and Hedda being mere figments of Ibsen's imagin-
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ation. Our real difficulty is the almost boundless docility
and submission to social convention which is character-

istic of the human race. What baulks the social reformer

everywhere is that the victims of social evils do not com-

plain, and even strongly resent being treated as victims.

The more a dog suffers from being chained the more dan-

gerous it is to release him : he bites savagely at the hand
that dares touch his collar. Our Rougon-Macquart fam-

ilies are usually enormously proud of themselves
;
and

though they have to put up with theirshare of drunkards
and madmen, they do not proliferate into Jack-the-Rip-

pers. Nothing that is admittedly and unmistakeably hor-
rible matters very much, because it frightens people into

seeking a remedy : the serious horrors are those which
seem entirely respectable and normal to respectable and
normal men. Now the formula of tragedy had comedown
to the nineteenth century from days in which this was not

recognized, and when life was so thoroughly accepted as

a divine institution that in order to make it seem tragic,

something dreadful had to happen and somebody had to

die. But the tragedy of modern life is that nothing hap-

pens, and that the resultant dulness does not kill. Mau-

passant's Une Vie is infinitely more tragic than the death

ofJuliet.
In Ibsen's works we find the old traditions and the

new conditions struggling in the same play, like a gud-

geon half swallowed by a pike. Almost all the sorrow
and the weariness which makes his plays so poignant are

the sorrow and weariness of the mean dull life in which

nothing happens ;
but none the less he provides a final

catastrophe of the approved fifth-act-blank-verse type.

Hedwig and Hedda shoot themselves : Rosmer and Re-
becca throw themselves into the mill-race : Solness and
Rubeck are dashed to pieces : Borkman dies ofacute stage

tragedy without discoverable lesions. I will not again say,
as I have said before, that these catastrophes are forced,

because a fortunate performance often makes them seem
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inevitable
;
but I do submit that the omission of them

would leave the play sadder and more convincing.

The Passing of the Tragic Catastrophe and
the Happy Ending.

Not only is the tradition of the catastrophe unsuitable

to modern studies of life : the tradition of an ending,

happy or the reverse, is equally unworkable. The mo-
ment the dramatist gives up accidents and catastrophes,
and takes 'slices of life' as his material, he finds himself

committed to plays that have no endings. The curtain no

longer comes down on a hero slain or married : it comes
down when the audience has seen enough of the life pre-
sented to it to draw the moral, and must either leave the

theatre or miss its last train.

The man who faced France with a drama fulfilling all

these conditions was Brieux. He was as scientific, as con-

scientious, as unflinching as Zola without being in the

least morbid. Hewas no more dependent on horrors than

Moliere, and as sane in his temper. He threw over the

traditional forced catastrophe uncompromisingly. You
do not go away from a Brieux play with the feeling that

the affair is finished or the problem solved for you by the
dramatist. Still less do you go away in ' that happy, easy,

ironically indulgent frame of mind that is the true test of

comedy', as Mr. Walkley put it in The Times of the 1st

October 1909. You come away with a very disquieting
sense that you are involved in the affair, and must find the

way out ofitfor yourself and everybody else if civilization

is to be tolerable to your sense of honor.

The Difference between Brieux and Moliere or

Shakespear.
Brieux's task is thus larger than Moli^re's. Molifere de-

stroyed the prestige of those conspiracies against society
which we call the professions, and which thrive by the ex-

ploitation ofidolatry . He unmasked the doctor, the philo-
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sopher, the fencing master, the priest. He ridiculed their

dupes: the hypochondriac, the academician, the devotee,
thegentlemanin search ofaccompHshments. He exposed
the snob : he shewed the gentleman as the butt and crea-

ture of his valet, emphasizing thus the inevitable rela-

tion between the man who lives by unearned money and
the man who lives by weight of service. Beyond bring-
ing this latter point up to a later date Beaumarchais did

nothing. But Moliereneverindicted society. Burke said

that you cannot bring an indictment against a nation ; yet
within a generation from that utterance men began to
draw indictments against whole epochs, especially against
the capitalistic epoch. It is true that Molidre, like Shakes-

pear, indicted human nature, which would seem to be a
broader attack

;
but such attacks only make thoughtful

men melancholy and hopeless, and practical men cynical
or murderous. Le Misanthrope, which seems to me, as a

foreigner perhaps, to be Moliere's dullest and worst play,
is Hke Hamlet in two respects. The first, which is that it

would have been much better if it had been written in

prose, is merely technical and need not detain us. The
second is that the author does not clearly know what he
is driving at. Le Festin de Pierre, Moliere's best philo-

sophic play, is as brilliant and arresting as LeMisanthrope
is neither the one nor the other

;
but here again there is

no positive side : the statue is a hollow creature with no-

thing to say for himself
;
and Don Juan makes no attempt

to take advantage of his weakness. The reason why
Shakespear and Moliere are always well spoken of and
recommended to the youngis thattheir quarrelis reallya
quarrel with God for not making men better. If they had
quarrelled with a specified class of persons with incomes
of four figures for not doing their work better, or for do-

ing no work at all, they would be denounced as seditious,

impious, and profligate corrupters of morality.
Brieux wastes neither ink nor indignation on Proxnd-

ence. The idle despair that shakes its fist impotently at
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the skies, uttering sublime blasphemies, such as
' As flies to wanton boys are we to the gods :

They kill us for their sport,'

does not amuse Brieux. His fisticuffs are not aimed heav-

enward : they fall on human noses for the good of human
souls. When he sees human nature in conflict with a po-
litical abuse he does not blame human nature, knowing
that such blame is the favorite trick of those who wish to

perpetuate the abuse without being able to defend it. He
does not even blame the abuse : he exposes it, and then

leaves human nature to tackle it with its eyes open. And
his method of exposure is the dramatic method. He is a

born dramatist, differing from the ordinary dramatists

only in that he has a large mind and a scientific habit of

using it . As a dramatist he must take for his theme a con-

flict of some sort. Asa dramatist of large mind he cannot
be satisfied with the trumpery conflicts of the Divorce

Court and the Criminal Court : of the husband with the

seducer, of the policeman with the murderer. Having
the scientific conscience in a higher degree than Zola (he
has a better head), he cannot be interested in imagin-

ary conflicts which he himself would have to invent

like a child at pla}'. The conflict which inspires his dra-

matic genius must be a big one and a real one. To ask an

audience to spend three hours hanging on the question
of which particular man some particular woman shall

mate with does not strike him as a reasonable proceed-

ing ;
and if the audience does not agree with him, why,

it can go to some fashionable dramatist of the boulevard

who does agree with it.

Brieux and the Boulevard.

This involves Brieux in furious conflict with the bou-

levard. Up to quite recent times it was impossible for an

Englishman to mention Brieux to a Parisian as the only
French playwright who really counted in Europe with-

out being met with astonished assurances that Brieux is
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not a playwright at all; that his plays are not plays ;
that

he is not (in Sarcey's sense of the phrase) 'du theatre';

that he is a mere pamphleteer without even literary style.

And when you expressed your natural gratification at

learning that the general body of Parisian dramatists

were so highly gifted that Brieux counted for nothing
in Paris—when you respectfully asked for the names of

a few of the most prominent of the geniuses who had

eclipsed him, you were given three or four of which you
had never heard, and one or two known to you as those of

cynically commercial manipulators of the menage dtrois^

the innocent wife discovered at the villain's rooms at

midnight (to beg him to spare the virtue of a sister, the

character of a son, or the life of a father), the compromis-

ing letter, the duel, and all the rest of the claptraps out of

which dramatic playthings can be manufactured for the

amusement of grown-up children. Not until the Acad-

emie Francaise elected Brieux did it occur to the boule-

vardiers that the enormous difference between him and

their pet authors was a difference in which the superior-

ity lay with Brieux.

The Pedantry of Paris.

Indeed it is difficult for the Englishman to understand

howbigotedly the Parisians cHngto the claptrap theatre.

The English do not care enough about the theatre to

cling to its traditions or persecute anyone for their sake;

but the French do. Besides, in fine art, France is a nation

of born pedants. The vulgar English painter paints vul-

gar pictures, and generally sells them. But the vulgar

French painter paints classical ones, though whether he

sells them or not I do not know : I hope not. The corre-

sponding infatuation in the theatre is for dramas in alex-

andrines
;
and alexandrines are far worse than EngUsh

blank verse, which is saying a good deal. Racine and

Corneille, who estabhshed the alexandrine tradition, de-

Hberately aimed at classicism, taking the Greek drama
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as their model. Even a foreigner can hear the music of

their verse. Corneille wrote alexandrines as Dryden wrote
heroic couplets, in a virile, stately, handsome and withal

human way ;
and Racine had tenderness and beauty as

well. ThisdramaofRacineand Corneille, with the music
of Gluck, gave the French in the XVII and XVIIl cen-

turies a body of art which was very beautiful, very re-

fined, very delightful for cultivated people, and very te-

dious for the ignorant. When, through the spread of

elementary education, the ignorant invaded the theatre

in overwhelming numbers, this exquisite body of art be-

came a dead body, and was practised by nobody except
the amateurs—the people who love what has been al-

ready done in art and loathe the real life out of which

living art must continually grow afresh. In their hands
it passed from being a commercial failure to being an ob-

solete nuisance.

Commercially, the classic play was supplanted by a

nuisance which was not a failure : to wit, the 'well made
play' of Scribe and his school. The manufacture of well

made plays is not an art : it is an industry. It is not
at all hard for a literary mechanic to acquire it : the

only difficulty is to find a literary mechanic who is not

by nature too much of an artist for the job ;
for nothing

spoils a well made play more infallibly than the least al-

loy of high art or the least qualm of conscience on the

part of the writer. 'Art for art's sake' is the formula of

the well made play, meaning in practice
' Success for

money's sake.' Now great art is never produced for its

own sake. It is too difficult to be worth the effort. All

the great artists enter into a terrible struggle with the

public, often involving bitter poverty and personal hu-

miliation, and always involving calumny and persecu-
tion, because they believe they are apostles doing what
used to be called the Will of God, and is now called by
many prosaic names, of which 'public work' is the least

controversial. Andwhen these artists have travailed and
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brought forth, and at last forced the public to associate

keen pleasure and deep interest with their methods and

morals, a crowd of smaller men—art confectioners, we
may call them—hasten to make pretty entertainments
out of scraps and crumbs from the masterpieces. Offen-

bach laid hands on Beethoven's Seventh Symphony and

produced J'aime les militaires, to the disgust of Schu-

mann, who was nevertheless doing precisely the same

thing in a more pretentious way. And these confection-

ers are by no means mere plagiarists. They bring all sorts

of engaging qualities to their work : love of beauty, de-

sire to give pleasure, tenderness, humor, everything ex-

cept the high republican conscience, the identification of

the artist's purpose with the purpose of the universe,
which alone makes an artist great.

But the well made play was not confectionery : it had
not even the derived virtue of being borrowed from the

great playwrights. Its formula grew up in the days when
the spread ofelementary schooling produced a huge mass
of playgoers sufficiently educated to want plays instead

of dog-fights, but not educated enough to enjoy or under-
stand the masterpieces of dramatic art. Besides, educa-
tion or no education, one cannot live on masterpieces
alone, not only because there are not enough of them, but
because new plays as well as great plays are needed, and
there are not enough Molieres and Shakespears in the
world to keep the demand for novelty satisfied. Hence it

has always been necessary to have some formula by which
men of mediocre talent and no conscience can turn out

plays for the theatrical market. Such men have written
melodramas since the theatre existed. It was in the XIX
century that the demand for manufactured plays was
extended to drawing room plays in which the Forest of

Bondy and the Auberge des Adrets, the Red Barn and the
Cave at Midnight, had to be replaced by Lord Blank's

flat in Whitehall Court and the Great Hall, Chevy Chace.

Playgoers, being by that time mostly poor playgoers,
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wanted to see how the rich live
;
wanted to see them act-

ually drinking champagne and wearing real fashionable

dresses and trousers with a neatly ironed crease down the

knee.

How to Write a Popular Play.

The formula for the well made play is so easy that I give
it for the benefit of any reader who feels tempted to try
his hand at making the fortune that awaits all successful

manufacturers in this line. First, you 'have an idea' for a

dramatic situation. If it strikes you as a splendidly orig-
inal idea whilst it is in fact as old as the hills, so much the
better. For instance, the situation of an innocent person
convicted by circumstances of a crime may always be de-

pended on. If the person is a woman, she must be con-

victed of adultery. If a young officer, he must be con-

victed of selling information to the enemy, though it is

really a fascinating female spy who has ensnared him and
stolen the incriminating document. If the innocent wife,
banished from her home, suffers agonies through her sep-
aration from her children, and, when one ofthem is dying
(ofany disease the dramatist chooses to inflict), disguises
herself as a nurse and attends it through its dying convul-

sion until the doctor, who should be a serio-comic char-

acter, and if possible a faithful old admirer of the lady's,

simultaneously announces the recovery of the child and
the discovery of the wife's innocence, the success of the

play may be regarded as assured if the writer has any sort

of knack for his work. Comedy is more difficult, because
it requires a sense of humor and a good deal of vivacity ;

but the process is essentially the same : it is the manu-
facture of a misunderstanding. Having manufactured it,

you place its culmination at the end of thelast act but one,
which is the point at which the manufacture of the play
begins. Then you make your first act out of the neces-

sary introduction of the characters to the audience, after

elaborate explanations, mostly conducted by servants,
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solicitors, and other low life personages (the principals
must all be dukes and colonels and millionaires), of how
the misunderstanding is going to come about. Your last

act consists, of course, of clearing up the misunderstand-

ing, and generally getting the audience out of the theatre
as best you can.

Now please do not misunderstand me as pretending
that this process is so mechanical that it offers no oppor-
tunity for the exercise of talent. On the contrary, it is so

mechanical that without very conspicuous talent nobody
can make much reputation by doing it, though some
can and do make a living at it. And this often leads the
cultivated classes to suppose that all plays are written by
authors of talent. As a matter of fact the majority ofthose
who m France and England make a living by writing

plays are unknown and, as to education, all but illiterate.

Their names are not worth putting on the playbill, be-

cause their audiences neither know nor care who the au-

thor is, and often believe that the actors improvise the
whole piece, just as they in fact do sometimes improvise
the dialogue. To rise out of this obscurity you must be
a Scribe or a Sardou, doing essentially the same thing, it

is true, but doing it wittily and ingeniously, at moments
almost poetically, and giving the persons of the drama
some touches of real observed character.

Why the Critics are always Wrong.
Now it is these strokes of talent that set the critics

wrong. For the talent, being all expended on the form-

ula, at last consecrates the formula in the the eyes of the
critics. Nay, they become so accustomed to the formula
that at last they cannot relish or understand a play that

has grown naturally,just as they cannot admire the Venus
of Milo because she has neither a corset nor high heeled
shoes. They are like the peasants who are so accustomed
to food reeking with garlic that when food is served to

them without it they declare that it has no taste and is not
food at all. xxiv
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This is the explanation of the refusal of the critics of all

nations to accept great original dramatists like Ibsen and
Brieux as real dramatists, or their plays as real plays. No
writer of the first order needs the formula any more than

a sound man needs a crutch. In his simplest mood, when
he is only seeking to amuse, he does not manufacture a

plot: he tells a story. He finds no diflficulty in setting peo-

ple on the stage to talk and act in an amusing, exciting or

touching way. His characters have adventures and ideas

which are interesting in themselves, and need not be fitted

into the Chinese puzzle of a plot.

The Interpreter of Life.

But the great dramatist has something better to do
than to amuse either himself or his audience. He has to

interpret life. This sounds a mere pious phrase of literary
criticism

;
but a moment's consideration will discover its

meaning and its exactitude. Life as it appears to us in our

daily experience is an unintelligible chaos of happenings.
You pass Othello in the bazaar in Aleppo, lago on the

jetty in Cyprus, andDesdemona in the nave of St. Mark's
in Venice without the slightest clue to their relations to

one another. The man you see stepping into a chemist's

shop to buy the means of committing murder or suicide,

may, for all you know, want nothing but a liver pill or a

toothbrush. The statesman who has noother object than
to make you vote for his party at the next election may
be starting you on an incline at the foot ofwhich lies war,
or revolution, or a smallpox epidemic, or five years off

your lifetime. The horrible murder of a whole family by
the father who finishes by killing himself, or the driving
of a young girl on to the streets, may be the result ofyour
discharging an employee in a fit of temper a month be-

fore. To attempt to understand life from merely looking
on at it as it happens in the streets is as hopeless as trying
to understand public questions by studying snapshots of

public demonstrations. If we possessed a series of cine-
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matographs of all the executions during the Reign of

Terror, they might be exhibited a thousand times with-

out enhghtening the audiences in the least as to the

meaning of the Revolution: Robespierrewould perish as

'un monsieur' and Marie Antoinette as 'une femme.'
Life as it occurs is senseless : a policeman may watch it

and work in it for thirty years in the streets and courts of

Paris without learning as much of it or from it as a child

or a nun may learn from a single play by Brieux. For it

is the business of Brieux to pick out the significant inci-

dents from the chaos of daily happenings, and arrange
them so that their relation to one another becomes sig-

nificant, thus changing us from bewildered spectators of

a monstrous confusion to men intelligently conscious of

the world and its destinies. This is the highest function

that man can perform
—the greatest work he can set his

hand to; and this iswhy the great dramatists ofthe world,
from Euripides and Aristophanes toShakespear and Mo-

liere, and from them to Ibsen and Brieux, take that ma-

jestic and pontifical rank which seems so strangely above
all the reasonable pretensions of mere strolling actors and
theatrical authors.

How the Great Dramatists torture the Public.

Now if the critics are wrong in supposing that the for-

mula of the well made play is not only an indispensable
factor in playwriting, but is actually the essence of the

play itself—if their delusion is rebuked and confuted by
the practice of every great dramatist even when he is

only amusing himself by story telling, what must happen
to their poor formula when it impertinently offers its

services to a playwright who has taken on his supreme
function as the Interpreter of Life ? Not only has he no
use for it

;
but he must attack and destroy it

;
for one of

the very first lessons he has to teach to a play-ridden

public is that the romantic conventions on which the

formula proceeds are all false, and are doing incalculable
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harm in these days when everybody reads romances and

goes to the theatre. Just as the historian can teach no
real history until he has cured his readers of the romantic

delusion that the greatness of a queen consists in her

being a pretty woman and having her head cut off; so

the playwright of the first order can do nothing with his

audiences until he has cured them of looking at the stage

through the keyhole and snifhng round the theatre as

prurient people sniff round the divorce court. The cure

is not a popular one. The public suffers from it exactly as

a drunkard or a snuff taker suffers from an attempt to

conquer the habit. The critics especially, who are forced

by their profession to indulge immoderately in plays ad-

ulterated with falsehood and vice, suffer so acutely
when deprived of them for a whole evening that they
hurl disparagements and even abuse and insult at the

merciless dramatist who is torturing them. To a bad play
of the kind they are accustomed to they can be cruel

through superciliousness, irony, impatience, contempt,
or even a Rochefoucauldian pleasure in a friend's mis-

fortune. But the hatred provoked by deliberately in-

flicted pain, the frantic denials as of a prisoner at the bar

accused of a disgraceful crime, the clamor for vengeance

thinly disguised as artistic justice, the suspicion that the

dramatist is using private information and making a per-
sonal attack : all these are to be found only when the

playwright is no mexQ marchand de plaisir^ but, like

Brieux, a ruthless revealer of hidden truth and a mighty
destroyer of idols.

Brieux's Conquest of London.

So well does Brieux know this that he has written a

play, La Foi, showing how truth is terrible to men, and
how false religions (theatrical romance, by the way, is

the falsest and most fantastically held of all the false re-

ligions) are a necessity to them. With this play he

achieved, for the first time on record, the feat of winning
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a success in a fashionable London theatre with a cold-

blooded thesis play. Those who witnessed the perform-
ance of False Gods at His Majesty's Theatre this year
were astonished to see that exceptionally large theatre

filled with strangely attentive ordinary playgoers, to

whose customary requirements and weaknesses no con-

cession was made for amoment by the playwright. They
were getting a lesson and nothing else. The same famous
acting, the same sumptuous mise en scene

^
had not always

saved other plays from failure. There was no enthusiasm :

one might almost say there was no enjoyment. The au-

dience for once had something better to do than to amuse
themselves. The old playgoers and the critics, who, on
the first night, had politely regretted an inevitable failure

after waiting, like the maturer ladies at the sack of Is-

mail in Byron's poem, for the adultery to begin, asked
one another incredulouslywhether there could really be

money in this sort of thing. Such feats had been per-
formed before at coterie theatres where the expenses
were low and where the plays were seasoned with a good
deal ofordinary amusing comedy ;

but in this play there
was not a jest from beginningto end ; and the size of the

theatre and the expenses of production were on a princely
scale. Yet La Foi held its own. The feat was quite unpre-
cedented

;
and that it should have been achieved for the

first time by a Frenchman is about a million times more
remarkable than that the first man to fly across the chan-

nel (the two events were almost simultaneous) should also

have been a Frenchman.

Parisian Stupidity.

And here I must digress for a moment to remark that

though Paris is easily the most prejudiced, old-fashioned,
obsolete-minded cit}' in the west of Europe, yet when she

produces great men she certainly does not do it by halves.

Unfortunate!}', there is nothing she hates more than a

Frenchman of genius. When an Englishman says that
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you have to go back to Michael Angelo to find a sculptor
who can be mentioned in the same breath as Rodin with-
out manifest absurdity, the Parisians indignantly exclaim
that only an ignorant foreigner could imagine that a man
who was not a pupil at the Beaux Arts could possibly be
a sculptor at all. And I have already described how they
talk about Brieux, the only French dramatist whose
fame crosses frontiers and channels, and fills the contin-

ent. To be quite frank, I cannot to this day understand

why they made him an Academician instead of starving
him to death and then giving him a statue. Can it be
that in his early days, before he could gain his living by
the theatre, he wrote a spelling book, or delivered a

course of lectures on the useofpurelinein Greek design ?

To suppose that they did it because he is a great man is

to imply that they know a great Frenchman when they
see him, which is contrary to all experience. They never
know until the English tell them.

Brieux and the English Theatre.

In England our knowledge of Brieux has been delayed
by the childishness of our theatre. This childishness is

by no means to be deplored : it means that the theatre is

occupied with the elementary education of the masses
instead ofwith the higher education ofthe classes. Those
who desire dramatic performances ofthe higher sort have

procured them only by forming clubs, hiring theatres,

engaging performers, and selecting plays for them-
selves. After 1889, when Ibsen first became known in

London through A Doll's House, a succession of these
clubs kept what may be called the serious adult drama

fitfully alive until 1904, when Messrs. Vedrenne and
Barker took the field with a regular theatrical enterprise
devoted to this class of work, and maintained it until

the National Theatre project was set on foot, and provi-
sional repertory schemes were announced by estabhshed
commercial managements. It was through one of these
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clubs, the Stage Society, that Brieux reached the English
stage with his Bienfaiteurs. Then the first two plays in

this volume were performed, and, later on, Les Han-
netons. These performances settled for English con-

noisseurs the question of Brieux's rank among modern

playwrights. Later on his Robe Rouge introduced the

ordinary' playgoers to him
;
and he is now no longer one

of the curiosities of the coterie theatre, as even Ibsen to

some extent still is, but one of the conquerors of the

general British public.

The Censorship in France and England.

Unfortunately, he has not yet been able to conquer
our detestable, discredited, but still all-powerful censor-

ship. In France he was attacked by the censorship just as

in England ;
but in France the censorship broke itself

against him and perished. The same thing would prob-

ably have occurred here but for the fact that our Censor,

by a grotesque accident of history
—to be precise, be-

cause Henry VIII. began the censorship of the theatre

by appointing an officer of his own household to do the
work—remains part of the King's retinue

;
and his abo-

lition involves the curtailment of that retinue and there-

fore the reduction of the King's State, always a very diffi-

cult and delicate matter in a monarchical country. In
France the censorship was exercised by the Minister of

Fine Arts (a portfolio that does not exist in our Cabi-

net) and was in the hands of two or three examiners of

plays, who necessarily behaved exactly like our Mr. Red-
ford

; for, as I have so often pointed out, the evils of cen-

sorship are made compulsory by the nature of the office,

and are not really the fault of the individual censor.

These gentlemen, then, prohibited the performance of

Brieux's best and most useful plays just as Mr. Redford
did here. But as the French Parliament, having nobody
to consider but themselves and the interests of the nation,

presently refused to vote the salaries of the Censors, the
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institution died a natural death. We have no such sum-

mary remedy here. Our Censor's salary is part of the

King's civil list, and is therefore sacred. Years ago, our

Playgoers' Club asked me how the censorship could be

abolished. I replied, to the great scandal of that loyal

body : You must begin by abolishing the monarchy.

Brieux and the English Censorship.

Nevertheless, Brieux has left his mark even on the

English censorship. This year (1909) the prohibition of

his plays was one of the strongest items in the long list of

grievances by which the Enghsh playwrights compelled
the Government to appoint a Select Committee of both

houses of Parliament to enquire into the working of the

censorship. The report of that Committee admits the

charge brought against theCensor of systematically sup-

pressing plays dealing seriously with social problems
whilst allowing frivolous and even pornographic plays to

pass unchallenged. It advises that the submission of plays
to the Censor shall in future be optional, though it does

not dare to omit the customary sycophantic recommend-
ation that the Lord Chamberlain shall still retain his

privilege of licensing plays ;
and it proposes that the

authors and managers of plays so licensed, though not

exempt from prosecution, shall enjoy certain immunities

denied in the case of unlicensed plays. There are many
other conditions which need not be gone into here

;
but

to a Frenchman the main fact that stands out is that the

accident which has made the Censor an officer of the

King's Household has prevented a parliamentary com-
mittee from recommending the abolition of his control

over the theatre in a report which not only has not a word
to say in his defence, but expressly declares that his license

affords the public no guarantee that the plays he approves
are decent, and that authors of serious plays need protec-
tion against his unenlightened despotism.
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Taboo.

We may therefore take it on the authorit}'- of the Se-

lect Committee that the prohibition by the English cen-

sorship of the public performances of the three plays in

this book does not afford the smallest reasonable ground
for condemning them as improper

—rather the contrar}-.
As a matter of fact, most men, if asked to guess the pas-

sages to which the Censor took exception, would guess

wrongly. Certainly a Frenchman would. The reason is

that though in England as in France what is called de-

cency is not a reasoned discrimination between what
needs to be said and what ought not to be said, but simply
the observance of a set of taboos, these taboos are not the

same in England as in France. A Frenchman of scrupu-

lously correct behavior will sometimes quite innocently
make an English lady blush by mentioning something
that is unmentionable in polite society in England though
quite mentionable in France. To take a simple illustra-

tion, an Englishman, when he first visits France, is always
embarrassed, and sometimes shocked, on finding that the

person in charge of a public lavator}' for men is a woman.
I cannot give reciprocal instances of the ways in which

Englishmen shock the French nation, because I am hap-

pil}' unconscious of all the cochonneries of which I am no
doubt guilty when I am in France. But that I do occa-

sionally shock the brave French bourgeois to the very
marrow of his bones by my indelicac}', I have not the
smallest doubt. There is only one epithet in universal

use for foreigners. That epithet is
'

dirty.'

The Attitude of the People to the Literary-
Arts.

These differences between nation and nation also exist

between class and class and between town and country. I

will not here go into the vexed question of whether the

peasant's way of blowing his nose or the squire's is the
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more cleanly and hygienic, though my experience as a

municipal councillor of the way in which epidemics are

spread by laundries makes me incline to the side of the

peasant. What is beyond all question is that each seems

disgusting to the other. And when we come from physi-
cal facts to moral views and ethical opinions we find the

same antagonisms. To a great section—perhaps the lar-

gest section—of the people of England and France, all

novels, plays, and songs arc licentious
;
and the habit of

enjoying them is a mark of a worthless character. To
these people the distinctions made by the literary classes

between books fit for young girls to read and improper
books—between Paul and Virginia and Mademoiselle de

Maupin or Une Vie, between Mrs. Humphry Ward and
Ouida—have no meaning : all writers oflove stories and
all readers ofthem are alike shameless. Cultivated Paris,
cultivated London, are apt to overlook people who, as

they seldom read and never write, have no means of mak-

ing themselves heard. But such simple people heavily
outnumber the cultivated

;
and if they could also outwit

them, literature would perish. Yet their intolerance of

fiction is as nothing to their intolerance of fact. I lately
heard an English gentleman state a very simple fact in

these terms: 'I never could get on with my mother:
she did not like me

;
and I did not like her : my brother

was her pet.' To an immense number of living English
and French people this speech would suggest that its

utterer ought to be burned alive, though the substitution

ofstepmother for mother and of half-brother for brother
would suffice to make it seem quite probableand natural.

And this, observe, not in the least because all these horri-

fied people adore and are adored by their mothers, but

simply because they have a fixed convention that the

proper name of the relation between mother and son is

love. However bitter and hostile it may in fact be in some

cases, to call it by any other name is a breach of conven-
tion

;
and by the instinctive logic of timidity they infer
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that a man to whom convention is not sacred is a danger-
ous man. To them the ten commandments are nothing
but arbitrary conventions

;
and the man who says today

that he does not love his mother may, they conclude, to-

morrow steal, rob, murder, commit adultery, and bear
false witness against his neighbor.

The Dread of the Original Thinker.

This is the real secret of the terror inspired by an orig-
inal thinker. In repudiating convention he is repudiat-

ing that on which hisneighborsare relying for their sense

of security. But he is usually also doing something even
more unpopular. He is proposing new obligations to add
to thealready heavy burden of duty. When the boy Shel-

ley elaborately and solemnly cursed his father for the en-

tertainment of his friends, he only shocked us. Butwhen
the man Shelley told us that we should feed, clothe and
educate all the children in the country as carefully as if

they were our immediate own, we lost our tempers with
him and deprived him of the custody of his own children.

It is useless to complain that the conventional masses
are unintelligent. To begin with, they are not unintelli-

gent except in the sense in which all men are unintelli-

gent in matters in which they are not experts. I object
to be called unintelligent merely because I do not know
enough about mechanical construction to be able tojudge
whether a motor car of new design is an improvement
or not, and therefore prefer to buy one of the old type
to which I am accustomed. The brave bourgeois whom
Brieux scandalizes must not be dismissed with ridicule

by the man of letters because, not being an expert in

morals, he prefers the old ways and mistrusts the new.
His position is a very reasonable one. He says, in effect,

']f I am to enjoy any sense of securit}', I must be able

to reckon on other people behaving in a certain ascer-

tained way. Never mind whether it is the ideally right

way or the ideally wrong way : it will suit me well enough
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ifonly it is convenient and, above all, unmistakeable. Lay
it down it' you like that people are not to pay debts and
are to murder one another whenever they get a chance.
In that case I can refuse to give credit and can carry wea-

pons and learn to use them to defend myself. On the
other hand, if you settle that debts are to be enforced

and the peace kept by the police, I will give credit and
renounce the practice of arms. But the one thing that I

cannot stand is not knowing what the social contract is.'

The Justification of Conventionality.
It is a cherished tradition in English politics that at a

meeting of Lord Melbourne's Cabinet in the early days
of Oueen Victoria, the Prime Minister, when the meet-

ing threatened to break up in confusion, put his back to

the door and said, in the cynically profane manner then
fashionable: 'Gentlemen: we can tell the House the
truth or we can tell it a lie : I do not care a damn which.
All I insist on is that we shall all tell the same lie

;
and

you shall not leave the room until you have settled what
it is to be.' Just so does the bourgeois perceive that the
essential thing is not whether a convention is right or

wrong, but that everybody shall know what it is and ob-

serve it. His cry is always :

'

1 want to know where I

stand.' Tell him what he may do and what he may not
do

;
and make him feel that he may depend on other

people doing or not doing the same
;
and he feels se-

cure, knowing where he stands and where other people
stand. His dread and hatredof revolutions and heresies

and men with original ideas is his dread of disorienta-

tion and insecurity. Those who have felt earthquakes
assure us that there is no terror like the terror of the
earth swaying under the feet that have always depended
on it as the one immovable thing in the world. That is

just how the ordinary respectable man feels when some
man of genius rocks the moral ground beneath him by
denying the validity of a convention. The popular
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phrases by which such innovators are described are al-

ways ofthe same kind. The early Christians were called
men who wished to turn the world upside down. The
modern critics of morals are reproached for 'standing
on their heads.' There is no pretence of argument, or
of any understanding of the proposals of the reformers:
there is simply panic and a demand for suppression at
all costs. The reformer is not forbidden to advance this
or that definite opinion, because his assailants are too

frightened to know or care what his opinions are : he
is forbidden simply to speak in an unusual way about
morals and religion, or to mention any subject that is not

usually mentioned in public.
This is the terror which the English censorship, hke

all other censorships, gives effect to. It explains what puz-
zles most observers of the censorship so much : namely,
its scandalous laxity towards and positive encouragement
of the famiUar and customary pornographic side of thea-
trical art simultaneously with its intolerance ofthe higher
drama, which is always unconventional and super-bour-
geois in its ethics. To illustrate, let me cite the point on
which the English censorship came into conflict with
Brieux, when Les Hannetons was first performed by the

Stage Society.

"Why Les Hannetons was Censored.

Les Hannetons is a very powerful and convincing de-
monstration of the delusiveness of that sort of freedom
which men try to secure by refusing to marry, and living
with a mistress instead. The play is a comedy: the audi-
ence laughs throughout ;

but the most dissolute man pre-
sent leaves the theatre convinced that the unfortunate
hero had better have been married ten times over than
fallen into such bondage as his liaison has landed him in.

To witness a performance might ver^' wisely be made part
of the curriculum of every university college and poly-
technic in the country.
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Nowthosewho do not know theways of the censorship

mayjumpto theconclusion that the objection of the Cen-
sor was to the exhibition on the stage of two persons hv-

ing together in immoral relations. They would be greatly
mistaken. The censor made no difficulty whatever about
that. Even the funny but ruthless scene where the wo-
man cajoles the man by kissing him on a certain suscept-
ible spot on his neck— a scene from which our shamed
conscience shrinks as from a branding iron—was licensed

without a word of remonstrance. But there is a searching

passage in the play where the woman confesses to a girl

friend that one of the lies by which she induced the man
to enter into relations with her was that he was not her
first lover. The friend is simple enough to express sur-

prise, thinking that this, far from being an inducement,
would have roused jealousy and disgust. The woman re-

plies that, on the contrary, no man likes to face the res-

ponsibility of tempting a girl to her first step from the
beaten path, and that girls take care accordingly not to

let them know it.

This is one of those terrible stripping strokes by which
a master of realism suddenly exposes a social sore which
has been plastered over with sentimental nonsense about

erring Magdalens, vicious nonsense about gaiety, or sim-

ply prudish silence. No young man or young woman
hearing it, however anarchical their opinions may be as

to sexual conduct, can possibly imagine afterwards that

the relation between '

les hannetons '

is honest, charming,

sentimentally interesting, or pardonable by the self-re-

spect of either. It is felt instinctively to have something
fundamentally dishonorable in it, in spite of the inno-

cence of the natural affection of the pair for one another.

Yet this is precisely the passage that the Censor refused

to pass. All the rest was duly licensed. The exhibition of

the pretty, scheming, lying, sensual girl fixing herself

with triumphant success on the meanly prudent sensual

man, and havingwhat manywomen would consider rath-
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er a good time of it, was allowed and encouraged by the
court certificate of propriety. But the deadly touch that
made it impossible for even the most thoughtless pair in

the audience to go and do likewise without loathing them-

selves, was forbidden.

Misadventure of a Frenchman in Westminster
Abbey.

In short, the censorship did what it alwa3's does : it

left the poison on the table and carefully locked up the
antidote. And it did this, not from a fiendish design to

destroy the souls of the people, but solely because the pas-

sage involved a reference by a girl to her virginity, which
is unusual and therefore tabooed. The Censor never
troubled himselfas to the meaning or eflfect of the passage.
It represented the woman as doing an unusual thing :

therefore a dangerous, possibly subversive thing. In Eng-
land, when we are scandalized and can give no direct rea-

son why, we exclaim 'What next?' That is the continual

cry of the Censor's soul. If a girl may refer to her vir-

ginity on the stage, what may she not refer to ? This in-

stinctive regard to consequences was once impressed
painfully on a pious Frenchman who, in Westminster

Abbey, knelt down to pray. The verger, who had never
seen such a thing happen before, promptly handed him
over to the police and charged him with 'brawling.'

Fortunately, the magistrate had compassion on the for-

eigner's ignorance ;
and even went the length of asking

why he should not be allowed to pray in church . The reply
ofthe verger was simple and obvious. 'Ifwe allowed that,'
he said,

' we should have people praying all over the place.'
And to this day the rule in Westminster Abbey is that you
may stroll about and look at the monuments

;
but 3''0u

must not on any account pray. Similarly, on the stageyou
may represent murder, gluttony, sexual vice, and all the
crimes in the calendar and out of it

;
but you must not say

anything unusual about them.
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Marriage and Malthus.

IfBrieux found himselfblocked by the censorship when
he was exposing the vice of illicit unions, it will surprise
no one to learn that his far more urgently needed ex-

posures of the intemperance and corruption of marriage
itself was fiercely banned. The vulgar, and consequently
the official, view of marriage is that it hallows all the sex-

ual relations of the parties to it. That it may mask all the
vices of the coarsest libertinage with added elements of

slavery and cruelty has always been true to some extent;
but during the last forty years it has become so serious a

matter that conscientious dramatists have to vivisect

legal unions as ruthlessly as illegal ones. For it happens
that just about forty years ago the propaganda of Neo-
Malthusianism changed the bearing of children from an

involuntary condition of marriage to a voluntary one.
From the moment this momentous discovery was made,
childless marriage became available to male voluptuaries
as the cheapest way of keeping a mistress, and to female
ones as the most convenient and respectable way of being
kept in idle luxury by a man. The effects of this have

already been startling, and will yet be revolutionary as

far as marriage is concerned, both in law and custom. The
work of keeping the populations of Europe replenished
received a sudden check, amounting in France and Eng-
land to a threat ofactual retrogression. The appointment
of a Royal Commission to enquire into the decline of the
birthrate in the very sections of the population which
most need to be maintained, is probably not very far off :

the more far-seeing of those who know the facts have

prophesied such a step for a long time past. The expecta-
tion of the Neo-Malthusians that the regulation of births
in our families would give the fewer children born a better
chance of survival in greater numbers and in fuller health
and efficiency than the children of the old unrestricted
families and ofthe mother exhausted by excessive child-
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bearing has no doubt been fulfilled in some cases; but, on
the whole, artificial sterihty seems to be beating natural

fertiHty ;
for as far as can be judged by certain sectional

but typical private censuses, the average number of chil-

dren produced is being dragged down to one and a half

per family by the large proportion of intentionally child-

less marriages, and the heavy pressure of the cost of pri-
vate childbearing on the scanty incomes of the masses.
That this will force us to a hberal State endowment of

parentage, direct or indirect, is not now doubted by peo-
ple who understand the problem : in fact, as I write, the
first open step has already been taken by the Govern-
ment's proposal to exempt parents from the full burden
of taxation borne by the childless. There has also begun
a change in public opinion as to the open abuse of mar-

riage as a mere means by which any pair can procure a
certificate of respectability by paying for it, which may
quite possibly end in the disuse of the ceremony for all

except fertile unions. From the point of view of the

Church, it is a manifest profanation that couples whose
only aim is a comfortable domesticity should obtain for it

the sacrament of religious marriage on pretence of un-
selfish and pubUcly important purposes which they have
not the smallest intention ofcarrying out. From the secu-
lar point of view there is no reason why couples who do
not intend to have children should be allowed to enslave
one another by all the complicated legal restrictions of
their liberty and property which are attached to mar-

riage solely to secure the responsibility of parents to the
State for their children.

Brieux and the Respectable Married Man.
All these by no means remote prospects, familiar

though they are to the statesman and sociologist, are

amazing to the bourgeois even when he is personally im-

plicated in the change of practice that is creating the

necessity for a change in law and in opinion. He has
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changed his practice privately, without talking about it

except in secret, or in passages of unprintable Rabelais-

ian jocosity with his friends
;
and he is not only unable

to see why anyone else should talk publicly about the

change, but terrified lest what he is doing furtively and

hypocritically should be suddenly dragged into the light,
and his own case recorded, perhaps, in public statistics in

support of innovations which vaguely suggest to him the

destruction of morals and the break-up ofthe family. But
both his pruderies and his terrors must give way before

the absolute necessity for re-examining the foundations
of our social structure after the shock they have received

fromthediscoveryof artificial sterilization, and their re-

adjustment to the new strains they have to bear as a

consequence of that discovery.

Tolstoy, with his Kreutzer Sonata, was the first to

carry the war into the enemy's country by shewing that

marriage intensified insteadof eliminating every element
of evil in sexual relations

;
but Brieux was the first dra-

matist to see not only the hard facts of the situation, but
its poHtical importance. He has seen in particular that a

new issue has arisen in that eternal conflict of the sexes

which is created by the huge differencebetween the tran-
sient pleasure of the man and the prolonged suffering of

the woman in maintaining the population. Malthusian-

ism, when it passed from being the speculation of an
economist to being the ardent faith of a devoted band of

propagandists, touched our feelings mainly as a protest

against the burden of excessive childbearing imposed on
married women. It was not then foreseen that the tri-

umph of the propaganda might impose a still worse bur-

den on them : the burden ofenforced sterility. Before Mal-
thus was born, cases were familiar enough in which wives
who had bornetwo or three children as an inevitable con-

sequence of their conjugal relations had thereupon re-

belled against further travail and discontinued the rela-

tions by such a resolute assertion of selfishness as is not
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easy to an amiablewoman and practically not possible toa

loving or a jealous wife. But the case of a man refusing to

fulfil his parental function and thereby denying the right
of his wife to motherhood was unknown. Yet it immedi-

ately and inevitably arose the moment men became pos-
sessed of the means of doing this without self-denial. A
wife could thus be put in a position intolerable to awoman
of honor as distinguished from a frank voluptuary. She
could be condemned to barren bodily slavery without

remedy. To keep silence about so monstrous a wrong as

this merely because the subject is a tabooed one was not

possible to Brieux. Censorship or no censorship, it had to

be said, and indeed shouted from the housetops ifnothing
else would make people attend, that this infamy existed

and must be remedied. And Brieux touched the evil at

its worst spot in that section of the middle class in which
the need for pecuniary prudence has almost swallowed

up every more human feeling. In this most wretched of

all classes there is no employment for women except the

employment of wife and mother, and no provision for

women without employment. The fathers are too poor
to provide. The daughter must marrywhom she can get:
if the first chance, which she dares not refuse, is not that

of a man whom she positively dislikes, she may consider

herself fortunate. Her real hope of affection and self-res-

pect lies in her children. And yet she above all women is

subject to the danger that the dread of poverty which is

the ruling factor in her husband's world may induce him
to deny her right and frustrate her function of mother-

hood, using her simply as a housekeeper and a mistress

without paying her the market price of such luxuries or

forfeiting his respectability. To make us understand what
this horror means, Brieux wrote Les Trois Filles de Mon-
sieur Dupont, or, in equivalent EngHsh, The Three

Daughters of Mr. Smith. Mr. Smith, in the person of the

Censor, immediately shrieked 'You must not mention
such things.' Mr. Smith was wrong : they are just the
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things that must be mentioned, and mentioned again
and yet again, until they are set right. Surely, of all

the anomalies of our marriage law, there is none more

mischievously absurd than that a woman can have her

marriage annulled for her husband's involuntary, but not
for his voluntary sterility. And the man is in the same
predicament, though his wife now has the same power
as he of frustrating the public purpose of all marriages.

Brieux shews the Other Side.

But Brieux is not, as the ordinary man mostly is, a
mere reactionist against the latest oversights and mis-

takes, becoming an atheist at every flaw discovered in

popular theology, and recoiling into the grossest super-
stition when some Jesuit who happens by exception to

be a clever and subtle man (about the last thing, by the

way, that a real live Jesuit ever is) shews him that popular
atheism is only theology without mind or purpose. The
ordinary man, when Brieux makes him aware of the fact

that Malthusianism has produced an unexpected and re-

volting situation, instantly conceives a violent prejudice
against it, pointing to the declining population as evi-

dence that it is bringing ruin on the human race, and

clamoring for the return of the conjugal morality of his

grandmother, as Theodore Roosevelt did when he was
President of the United States of America. It there-

fore became necessary for Brieux to head him off in his

frantic flight by writing another play. Maternity, to re-

mind him of the case for Malthusianism, and to warn him—if he is capable of the warning—that progress is not
achieved by panic-stricken rushes back and forward be-

tween one folly and another, but by sifting all movements
and adding what survives the sifting to the fabric of our

moraHty. For the fact that Malthusianism has made new
crimes possible should not discredit it, and cannot stop it,

because every step gained by man in his continuous effort

to control Nature necessarily does the same. Flying, for
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instance, which has become practical as a general human
art for the first time this year, is capable of such alarming
abuse that we are on the eve of a clamor for its restriction,
and even for its prohibition, that will speedily make the

present clamor against motor cars as completely for-

gotten as the clamor against bicycles was when motor cars

appeared. But the motor car cannot be suppressed : it is

improving our roads, improving the manners and screw-

ing up the capacity and conduct of all who use them, im-

proving our regulation of traffic, improving both loco-

motion and character aseveryvictoryoverNaturefinally
im.proves the world and the race. Malthusianism is no ex-

ception to the rule : its obvious abuses, and the new need
for protecting marriage from being made a mere char-

ter of libertinage and slavery by its means, must be dealt

with by improvements in conduct and law, and not by a

hopeless attempt to drive us all back to the time of Mrs.

Gamp. The tyranny which denies to the wife the right
to become a mother has become possible through the

discovery of the means of escape from the no less un-
bearable tyranny which compelled her to set another
child at the table round which those she had already borne
were starving because there was not enough food for

them. When the French Government, like Colonel Roo-

sevelt, could think of no better cure for the new tyranny
than a revival of the old, Brieux added a play on the old

tyranny to his play on the new tyranny.
This is the explanation of what stupid people call the

inconsistencies of those modern dramatists who, like

Ibsen and Brieux, are prophets as well as playwrights.
Ibsen did not write The Wild Duck to ridicule the lesson

he had already taught in Pillars of Society andAn Enemy
of the People : he did it to head off his disciples when, in

their stampede from idealism, they forgot the need of

ideals and illusions to men not strong enough to bear the
truth. Brieux'sLa Foi has virtually the same theme. It is

not an ultramontane tract to defend the Church against
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the sceptic. It is a solemn warning that you have not, as

so many modern sceptics assume, disposed ofthe doctrine

when you have proved that it is false. The miracle of St.

Januarius is worked, not by men who believe in it, but by
men who know it to be a trick, but know also that men can-

not be governed by the truth unless they are capable ofthe

truth, and yet must be governed somehow, truth or no
truth. Maternity and TheThree Daughters ofMr.Smith
are not contradictory : they are complementary, like An
Enemy of the People and TheWild Duck. I myselfhave
had to introduce into one of my plays a scene in which a

young man defends his vices on the ground that he is one
of my disciples. I did so because the incident had actually
occurred in a criminal court, where a young prisoner

gave the same reason and was sentenced to six months

imprisonment, less, I fear, for the offence than for the at-

tempt to justify it.

The Most Unmentionable of All Subjects.

Finally, Brieux attacked the most unmentionable sub-

ject of all : the subject of the diseases that are supposed
to be the punishment of profligate men and worthless

women. Here the taboo acquires double force. Not only
must not the improper thing be mentioned; but the evil

must not be remedied, because it is a just retribution and
a wholesome deterrent. The last point may be dismissed

by simply inquiring how a disease can possibly act as a

deterrent when people are kept in ignorance of its exist-

ence. But the punishment theory is a hideous mistake.

It might as well be contended that fires should not be put
out because they are the just punishment of the incendi-

ary. Most of the victims of these diseases are entirely
innocent persons: children who do not know what vice

means, and women to whom it is impossible to explain
what is the matter with them. Nor are their fathers

and husbands necessarily to blame. Even if they were,
it would be wicked to leave them unwarned when the
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consequences can spread so widely beyond themselves
;

for there are dozens of indirect ways in which this con-

tagion can take place exactly as any other contagion can.

The presence of one infected person in a house may lead

to the infection of everybody else in it even if they have
never seen one another. In fact it is impossible to prove
in any given case that the sufferer is in any way culpable:

every profligate excuses himself or herself to the doctor

on this ground ;
and though the excuse may not be be-

lieved, its truth is generally possible. Add to the chances

of contagion the hereditary transmission of the disease,
and the fact that an innocent person receiving it from
a guilty partner without other grounds for divorce has

no legal redress
;
and it becomes at once apparent that

every guilty case may produce several innocent ones.

Under such circumstances, even if it were possible in a

civilized community to leave misconduct to be checked

by its natural or accidental consequences or by private

vengeance instead of by carefully considered legal mea-

sures, such an anarchical solution must be ruled out in

the present case, as the disease strikes blindly at every-
one whom it reaches, and there are as many innocent

paths for its venom as guilty ones. The taboo actually
discriminates heavily against the innocent, because, as

taboos are not respected in profligate society, system-
atic profligates learn the danger in their loose conversa-

tions, and take precautions, whereas the innocent expose
themselves recklessly in complete ignorance, handling
possibly contaminated articles and entering possibly in-

fected places without the least suspicion that any such

danger exists. In Brieux's play the husband alone is cul-

pable; but his misconduct presently involves his wife, his

child, and his child's nurse. It requires very little imag-
ination to see that this by no means exhausts the possi-
bilities. The nurse, wholly guiltless of the original sin, is

likely to spread its consequences far more widely than

the original sinner. A grotesque result of this is that there
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is always a demand, especially in France, for infected

nurses, because the doctor, when he knows the child to

be infected, feels that he is committing a crime in not

warning the nurse
;
and the only way out of the difficulty

is to find a nurse who is already infected and has nothing
more to fear. How little the conscience of the family is

to be depended on when the interests of a beloved child

are in the scale against a mere cold duty to a domestic

servant, has been well shewn by Brieux in the second Act
of his play. But indeed anyone who will take the trouble
to read the treatise of Fournier, or the lectures of Du-
claux, or, in English, the chapters in which Havelock
Ellis has dealt with this subject, will need no further in-

struction to convince him that no play ever written was
more needed than Les Avaries.

It must be added that a startling change in the ur-

gency of the question has been produced by recent ad-

vances in pathology. Briefly stated, the facts ofthe change
are as follows. In the boyhood of those of uswho are now
of middle age, the diseases in question were known as

mainly oftwo kinds. One, admittedly very common, was
considered transient, easily curable, harmless to future

generations, and, to everyone but the sufferer, dismissible

as a ludicrous incident. The other was known to be one
of the most formidable scourges of mankind, capable at

its worst of hideous disfigurement and ruinous hereditary
transmission, but not at all so common as the more trifling

ailment, and alleged by some authorities to be dying out

liketyphus or plague. That is the belief still entertained

by the elderly section of the medical profession and those
whom it has instructed.

This easy-going estimate of the situation was alarm-

ingly upset in 1879 by Neisser's investigation of the sup-

posedly trivial disease, which he associated with a ma-

lignant micro-organism called the gonococcus. The
physicians who still ridicule its gravity are now con-
fronted by an agitation, led by medical women and pro-
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fessional nurses, who cite a formidable array of author-
ities for their statements that it is the commonest cause
of blindness, and that it is transmitted from father to

mother, from mother to child, from child to nurse, pro-

ducing evils from which the individual attacked never

gets securely free. If half the scientific evidence be true,
a marriage contracted by a person actively affected in

either way is perhaps the worst crime that can be com-
mitted with legal impunity in a civilized community.
The danger of becoming the victim of such a crime is the
worst danger that lurks in marriage for men and women,
and in domestic service for nurses.

Stupid people who are forced by these facts to admit
that the simple taboo which forbids the subject to be
mentioned at all is ruinous, still fall back on the plea
that though the pubhc ought to be warned, the theatre
is not the proper place for the warning. When asked
'

What, then, is the proper place ?
'

they plead that

the proper place is out of hearing of the general public :

that is, not in a school, not in a church, not in a news-

paper, not in a public meeting, but in medical text-

books which are read only by medical students. This, of

course, is the taboo over again, only sufficiently ashamed
of itself to resort to subterfuge. The commonsense of

the matter is that a public danger needs a public warn-

ing; and the more public the place the more effective

the warning.

W^hythe Unmentionable Must be Mentioned
on the Stage.

But beyond this general consideration there is a spe-
cial need foj the warning in the theatre. The best friends

of the theatre cannot deny, and need not seek to deny,
that a considerable proportion of our theatrical enter-

tainments stimulate the sexual instincts of the spectators.
Indeed this is so commonly the case that a play which
contains no sexual appeal is quite openly and commonly
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written of, even by professional critics of high standing,
as being 'undramatic,' or 'not a play at all.' This is the
basis of the prejudice against the theatre shewn by that

section of English society in which sex is regarded as ori-

ginal sin, and the theatre, consequently, as the gate of

hell. The prejudice is thoughtless: sex is a necessary and

healthy instinct
;
and its nurture and education is one of

the most important uses of all art, and, for the present at

all events, the chief use of the theatre.

Now it may be an open question whether the theatre
has proved itself worthy of being entrusted with so seri-

ous a function, I can conceive a community passing a law

forbidding dramatic authors to deal with sex as a motive
at all. Although such a law would consign the great bulk
of existing dramatic literature to the waste paper basket,
it would neither destroy it wholly nor paralyze all future

playwrights. The bowdlerization of Moliere and Shake-

spear on the basis of such a law would leave a surprising

quantity of theirwork intact. The novels of Dickens and
his contemporaries are before us to prove how independ-
ent the imaginative writer is of the theme so often as-

sumed to be indispensable in fiction. Theworks in which
it is dragged in by the ears on this false assumption are

far more numerous than the tales and plays
—Manon Les-

caut is an example—of which it forms the entire sub-

stance. Just as the European dramatist is able to write

plays without introducing an accouchement, which is re-

garded as indispensable in all sympathetic Chinese plays,
he can, if he is put to it, dispense with any theme that
law or custom could conceivably forbid, and still find him-
self rich in dramatic material. Let us grant therefore that

love might be ruled out by a written law as effectually as

cholera is ruled out by an unwritten one without utterly

ruining the theatre.

Still, it is none the less beyond all question by any
reasonable and thoughtful person that if we tolerate

any subject on the stage we must not tolerate it by halves.
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It may be questioned whether we should allow war on
the stage ;

but it cannot sanely be questioned that, if we
do, we must allow its horrors to be represented as well

as its glories. Destruction and murder, pestilence and

famine, demoralization and cruelty, robbery and jobbery,
must be allowed to contend with patriotism and military
heroism on the boards as they do in actual war : other-

wise the stage might inflame national hatreds and lead to

their gratification with a recklessness that would make a

cockpit of Europe. Again, ifunscrupulous authors are to

be allowed to make the stage a parade of champagne
bottles, syphons, and tantaluses, scrupulous ones must be
allowed to write such plays as L'Assommoir, which has,
as a matter ofsimple fact, effectively deterred manyyoung
men from drunkenness. Nobody disputes the reasonable-

ness of this freedom to present both sides. But when we
come to sex, the taboo steps in, with the result that all

the allurements of sex may be exhibited on the stage

heightened by every artifice that the imagination of the

voluptuary can devize, but not one of its dangers and

penalties. You may exhibit seduction on the stage ;
but

you must not even mention illegitimate conception and
criminal abortion. We may, and do, parade prostitution
to the point of intoxicating every young person in the

theatre
; yet no young person may hear a word as to the

diseases that follow prostitution and avenge the prosti-
tute to the third and fourth generation of them that buy
her. Our shops and business oflfices are full of youngmen
living in lonely lodgings, whose only artistic recreation

is the theatre. In the theatre we practise upon them

every art that can make their loneliness intolerable and

heighten the charm of the bait in the snares of the street

as they go home. But when a dramatist is enlightened
enough to understand the danger, and sympathetic
enough to come to the rescue with a play to expose the

snare and warn the victim, we forbid the manager to per-
form it on pain of ruin, and denounce the author as a
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corrupter of morals. One hardly knows whether to laugh
or cry at such perverse stupidity.

Brieux and Voltaire.

It is a noteworthy fact that when Brieux wrote Les
Avaries (Damaged Goods) his experience with it recalled

in one particular that of Voltaire.

It will be remembered that Voltaire, whose religious

opinions were almost exactly those ofmost English Non-
conformists today, took refuge from the Established
Church of France near Geneva, the city of Calvin, where
he established himself as the first and the greatest of

modern Nonconformist philanthropists. The Genevese
ministers found his theology so much to their taste that

they were prevented from becoming open Voltaireans

only by the scandal he gave by his ridicule of the current
Genevese idolatry of the Bible, from which he was as free

as any of our prominent Baptists and Congregationalists.
In the same way, when Brieux, having had his Les
Avaries condemned by the now extinct French censor-

ship, paid a visit to Switzerland, he was invited by a
Swiss minister to read the play from the pulpit ;

and

though the reading actually took place in a secular build-

ing, it was at the invitation and under the auspices of the
minister. The minister knew what the censor did not
know : that what Brieux says in Les Avaries needs say-

ing. The minister believed that when a thing needs say-
ing, a man is in due course inspired to say it, and that such

inspiration gives him a divine right to be heard. And
this appears to be the simple truth of the matterin terms
of the minister's divinity. For most certainly Brieux had

every worldly inducement to refrain from writing this

play, and no motive for disregarding these inducements

except the motive that made Luther tear up the Pope's
Bull, and Mahomet tell the idolatrous Arabs ofMecca that

they were worshipping stones.

The reader will now understand why these three great

LI
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plays have forced themselves upon us in England as they
forced themselves upon Brieux's own countrymen. Just
as Brieux had to write them, cost what it might, so we
have had to translate them and perform them and finally

publish them for those to readwho are out of reach of the

theatre. The evils they deal with are as rampant in Eng-
land and America as they are in France. The gonococcus
is not an exclusively French microbe : the possibility of

sterilizing marriage is not bounded by the Channel, the

Rhine, or the Alps. The furious revolt of poor women
against bringing into the world more mouths to eat the

bread that is already insufficient for their firstborn, rages
with us exactly as it does in the final scene of Maternity,
Therefore these three plays are given to the English

speaking peoples first. There are others to follow of like

importance to us. And there are some, like La Francaise,
which we may read more lightheartedly when we have
learnt the lesson of the rest. In La Frangaise an Ameri-
can (who might just as well be an Englishman) has ac-

quired his ideas of France and French life, not from the

plays of Brieux, but from the conventional plays and ro-

mances which have only one theme : adultery. Visiting

France, he is received as a friend in an ordinary respect-
able French household, where he conceives himself ob-

liged, as a gallant man of the world, to invite his hostess

to commit with him the adultery which he imagines to

be a matter of course in every French menage. The igno-
minious failure of his enterprise makes it much better

comedy than his success would have made it in an ordi-

nary fashionable play.

As Good Fish in the Sea.

The total numiber of plays produced by Brieux up to

the date on which I write these lines is fifteen. The earliest

dates as far back as 1890. It is therefore high time for us

to begintoreadhim, as we have already begun to act him.

The most pitiful sort of ignorance is ignorance of the few
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great men who are men of our own time. Most of us die

without having heard of those contemporaries ofours for

our opportunities of seeing and applauding whom pos-

terity will envy us. Imagine meeting the ghost ofan Eliza-

bethan cockney in heaven, and, on asking him eagerly
what Shakespear was like, being told either that the

cockney had never heard of Shakespear, or knew of him

vaguely as an objectionable writer of plays full of regret-
table errors of taste. To save our own ghosts from dis-

gracing themselves in this manner when they are asked
about Brieux, is one of the secondary uses of this first in-

stalment of his works in English.
G. B. S.

Parknasilla and Ayot St. Lawrence.
1909.
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ACT I

Brignac's draiving-room. Doors right, left, and at

the back. Furniture ofa government official. When the

ctirtain rises Lucie, a woman of about thirty, is alone.

Brignac, a man of thirty-eight., opens a door outside and
calls gailyfrom the anteroom.

BRIGNAC. Here I am. \_He takes off his cloak, gives it

to a maid-seiTjant, and enters^
LUCIE [gaily] Good morning, sous-prefet.
BRIGNAC [/zg is in the uniform ofa sous-prefet. A tunic

or dolmaji, with simple embroidery and two rows of but-

tons; a cap with an embroidered band, a sword with a

mother 0^ pearl handle and a silver-plated sheath. His
belt is of silk ; his trousers blue with a silver stripe ;

and he wears a black cravat. He comesforward, taking

off his sword and belt during thefollowing conversation.

He is finishing a large cigar'] Have you been bored all

alone?

LUCIE. With three children one hasn't time to be

bored.

BRIGNAC [taking his sword into the anteroom] By Jove,
no!

LUCIE. Well, how did the luncheon go off?

BRIGNAC [throwing away his cigar-etid] Very well.

I'll tell you all about it in a minute. [Going to the door

to the right and calling through']H.diS M. Mouton come ?
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A VOICE \Jrom oictstde'] Yes, monsieur le sous-prefet.
Shall I tell him he's wanted ?

BRiGNAC. No. Bring me my letters. [^He closes the door

and comes back'] Shall I never catch that fellow out?
LUCIE. Why do you want to?

BRIGNAC. I want to get rid of him, of course, and get
a young chap. An unmarried man wouldn't ask half the

salary I give this one.

A clerk eiiters bringing letters.

CLERK. The letters, monsieur le sous-prefet.
BRIGNAC. All right.
The clerk goes out. Brignac glances at the addresses

and sorts the letters into severalpiles without opening the

envelopes.
LUCIE. That little ceremony always amuses me.
BRIGNAC. What ceremony ? Sorting my letters?

LUCIE. Without opening them.
BRIGNAC. I know what's inside by looking at them.
LUCIE. Nonsense!
BRIGNAC. Don't you believe it? Well, look. Here's

one from the mayor of St. Sauveur. Something he asks

me to forward to the prefet. \_He opens it and hands the

letter to his wife, who does not take
it~\

There !

LUCIE. Why doesn't he send it direct to the prefet ?

BRIGNAC. What would be the use oius then?
LUCIE {laughing] That's true.

BRIGNAC. Now I suppose you'U make some more jokes
about sous-prefets and their work. It's easy, and not par-

ticularly clever. Perhaps some of us don't take our jobs

very seriously, but I'm not like that. If we are useless,
our business is to make ourselves indispensable. Just
take to-day for example and see if I'm not busy enough.
This morning I signed thirty documents

;
afterwards I

went to the meeting of the Council of Revision.* Then
came this luncheon of the mayor's to all these gentle-

* The Board appointed to inspect conscripts, and see if they are fit

for military service.—Note by the Translator .
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men. Now I shall have an hour of office-work, and then
I shall have to go and meet our guests and bring them
here, to our own dinner. [Pause'] Oh ! and I forgot

—
after dinner there will be that reception at the Club that

they put off to suit me. That's a fairly full official day,
isn't it?

LUCIE. Yes.

BRiGNAC. We shall only have part of the Committee
at dinner. Some of the members have refused. [ Wz'i/i

interest] Hullo ! I didn't see this. A letter from the
Minister of the Interior.

LUCIE. Perhaps it's your promotion.
BRIGNAC [opening the letter] One never knows—No,

it's a circular [pause] upon the decline of the popula-
tion. [He runs his eye through the paper] Most import-
ant. [He goes to the door on the right] M. Lioret !

A clerk conies iti.

CLERK. Yes, monsieur le sous-prefet .?

BRIGNAC [giving himpapers] Give that to M.Mouton.
It must be done by five o'clock, and well done. This for

M. Lamblin—M. Rouge—And put this upon my desk. I

will see to it myself and give it the attention it requires.
The clerk goes out.

LUCIE. Perhaps it's not worth attention.

BRIGNAC. It needs an acknowledgment anyway ;
and

the terms used in the original must be most carefully
reproduced in the acknowledgment.

LUCIE. Now tell me how the luncheon went off.

BRIGNAC. I have to\d you. It went off very well. Too
well. The mayor wanted to be even with us. All the

same, our dinner to-night will be better. [He takes a

cigar out of his pocket] I brought away a cigar to show
it to you. Are ours as big?

LUCIE. Pretty much the same.
BRIGNAC. He doesn't give you cigars like that at his

big receptions. There's the menu.
LUCIE [glancing at it] Oh! I say!
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BRiGNAC. The champagne was decanted !

LUCIE. Well, we'll have ours decanted. \_Brightly\

Only, you know, it'll cost money. We shouldn't have
much left if we had to give many dinners to Councils
of Revision.

BRIGNAC. Don't worry about that. You know very
well that when Balureau gets back into power he'll have
us out of this dead-alive Chateauneuf, and give us a step

up.
LUCIE. Yes

;
but will he get back into power ?

BRIGNAC. Why shouldn't he?
LUCIE. He was in such a short time.

BRIGNAC. Precisely. They hadn't tim.e to find him out.

LUCIE \lmighmg\ If he heard you !

BRIGNAC. You misunderstand me. I have the great-
est respect for—

LUCIE [interrupting] I know, I know. I was onlyjoking.
BRIGNAC. You're always worrying about the future

;

now what makes me the man I am is my persistent con-

fidence in the future. If Balureau doesn't get into oflfice

again we'll stay quietly at Chateauneuf, that's all. You
can't complain, as you were born here.

LUCIE. But It'syou who complain.
BRIGNAC. I complain ofthe want of spirit in the people.

I complain that I cannot get them to love and respect
our political institutions. I complain above all of the

society of Chateauneuf: a set of officials entertaining
one another.

LUCIE. Society in Chateauneuf doesn't open its arms
to us, certainly.

BRIGNAC. It doesn't think us important enough.
LUCIE. To have a larger acquaintance we ought to en-

tertain the commercial people. You won't do that.

BRIGNAC. I have to consider the dignity of my posi-
tion.

LUCIE. As you often say, we are in the enemy's camp,
BRIGNAC. That's true. But the fact that people hate

I
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me shows that I am a person of some importance. We
must look out for the unexpected. How do you know
some great opportunity won't come in my way to-mor-

row, or next month, or in six months ? An opportunity
to distinguish myself and force the people in Paris to

pay attention to me.
LUCIE. Yes

; you've been waiting for that opportunity
for eleven years.

BRIGNAC. Obviously then it is so much the nearer.
LUCIE. And what will it be?
BRIGNAC. Some conflict, some incident—trouble.

LUCIE. Trouble at Chateauneuf ?

BRIGNAC. I'm quite aware that Chateauneuf is most

confoundedly peaceable. One gets no chance. I count
more upon Balureau than on anything else. [Pause^ Is

Annette with her friend Gabrielle?
LUCIE. No.
BRIGNAC. But this is Tuesday.
LUCIE. It's not time for her to go yet.
BRIGNAC. Yes, but if she puts it off till too late.

LUCIE. I've wanted for some time to speak to you
about Annette. Don't you think she goes to theBernins
a little too often?

BRIGNAC. Not at all. They're very influential people
and may be useful to me. Call her. [He goes to the door
to the left atid calls himself '\

Annette ! [ Coming hack'\
Annette goes three times a week to practise with Ma-
demoiselle Bernin, who goes everywhere. That's an ex-
cellent thing for us, and may be of consequence. \_An-
netie comes in'\ Annette, don't forget how late it is. It's

time you were with your friend.

ANNETTE \_going otit\ Yes, yes. I'll go and put on my
hat.

LUCIE \Jo Brignac'] They want Annette to spend a
few days with them in the country. Ought we to let her?

BRIGNAC. Why not ? She wants to go. You know how
fond she is of Gabrielle.



6 Maternity Act I

LUCIE. Yes
;
but Gabrielle has a brother.

BRiGNAC. Young Jacques. But he's going to be mar-

ried, my dear.

LUCIE. Is he?
BRIGNAC. Yes, yes, of course. [Annette comes infrom

the left'] Make haste, Annette.

LUCIE. What does it matter if she's five minutes late ?

ANNETTE. No—no—Where is my music ?

LUCIE. You look quite upset. Would you rather not

go?
ANNETTE. Yes, yes, I'll go

—
Good-bye, \_She hurries

off^forgetting her music'].
LUCIE {calling] Your music ! [she holds out the music-

case].
ANNETTE. Oh, thank you. Good-bye. \_She goes out].

LUCIE. Don't you think Annette has been a little de-

pressed lately ?

BRIGNAC. Eh ? Yes—no—has she ? Have you found a

new parlor-maid ?

LUCIE. Yes.

BRIGNAC. There, you see ! You were worrying about

that.

LUCIE. I had good reason to worry. I've been without

a parlor-maid for a week. I liked a girl who came yester-

terday very much ;
but she wouldn't take the place.

BRIGNAC. Why not ?

LUCIE. She said there were too many children here.

BRIGNAC. Too many children ! Three!
LUCIE. Yes : but the eldest is three years old and the

youngest two months.
BRIGNAC. There's a nurse.

LUCIE. I told her that, of course.

BRIGNAC. Well, I declare ! And when you consider

that it meant coming to the sous-prefet !

LUCIE. I suppose she's not impressed by titles.

BRIGNAC. And what about the one you have engaged ?

LUCIE. She's elderly. Perhaps she'll be steady.
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BRiGNAC. Yes, and have other vices. Still—
LUCIE. The unhappy woman has two children out at

nurse, and two older ones at Bordeaux. Her husband
deserted her.

BRIGNAC. Too bad of Celine to force us to turn her out

of doors.

LUCIE. Her conduct was bad, certainly. All the same—
BRIGNAC. Oh, it was not her conduct\ She might have

conducted herself ten times worse if only she had had
the sense to keep up appearances. Outside her duty to

me her life was her own. But we have to draw the line at

a confinement in the house. You admit that, don't you ?

\_Apause. Lucie does not answer] It was getting quite un-
mistakable—you know it was. Those wretched grocer's

boys are a perfect scourge to decent houses. [_He takes

up apaper\ This circular is admirable.

LUCIE. Is it ?

BRIGNAC, And of the greatest importance. Such style,

too. Listen. \_He reads] 'Our race is diminishing ! Such
a state of affairs demands the instant attention of the au-

thorities. The Legislature must strenuously endeavour
to devise remedial measures against the disastrous phe-
nomenon now making itself manifest in our midst.' The
Minister of the Interior has done this very well. The end
is really fine—quite touching. Listen. 'Truth will tri-

umph: reason will prevail: the noble sentiment of na-

tionality and the divine spirit of self-sacrifice will bear us

on to victory. We who know the splendid recuperative

power of our valiant French race look forward with con-

fidence and security to the magnificent moral regenera-
tion of this great and ancient people.' \He looks at his

wife].
LUCIE. It's well written, certainly.
BRIGNAC [continuing to read]

' Let each one, in his

own sphere of action and influence, work with word and

pen to point out the peril and urge the immediate neces-

sity of a remedy. Committees must be formed all over



8 Maternity Act 1

France to evolve schemes and promote measures by
which the birth-rate may be raised.'

LUCIE. Does it suggest any scheme?
BRiGNAC. Yes. The rest of the circular is full of the

ways and means. I shall read it aloud this evening.
LUCIE. This evening !

BRIGNAC. Yes. \^He goes to the right hand door and
calls] Monsieur Lioret 1

CLERK [coming in] Monsieur le sous-prefet.
BRIGNAC. Make me two copies of this circular your-

self; you will understand its great importance. And
bring the original hzck yourself and place it upon this

table.

CLERK. Yes, monsieur le sous-prefet. \_He goes out"].

BRIGNAC [returjiing to Lucie^The covering letter from

my official superior ends with these words :

' Have the

goodness, M. le sous-prefet, to send me at once a statist-

ical schedule of all committees or associations of this

nature at present existing in your district, and let me
know what measures you think of taking in response to

the desiderata of the Government.' Well, I shall take

advantage of the dinner we give to-night to the members
of the Council of Revision to set on foot some associa-

tions of the sort, and then I can write up to the authori-

ties,
' There were no associations : /created them '

!

LUCIE. But is the dinner a suitable—
BRIGNAC. Listen to me. This morning there was a

Council of Revision at Chateauneuf.
LUCIE. Yes.

BRIGNAC. The mayor invited the members to luncheon
and we have invited them to dinner.

LUCIE. Well?
BRIGNAC. The Council of Revision is composed of a

Councillor to the Prefecture, a general Councillor, a

district Councillor—I leave out the doctor—and the

mayors of the communes concerned—the mayors of the

cotnmunes concerned. I shall profit by the chance of hav-
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ing them all together after dinner to-night
—after a din-

ner where the champagne will be decanted, mind you—
to impress them with my own enthusiasm and convic-

tion. They shall create local committees, and /shall pre-

sently announce the formation of those committees to

the authorities. So even if Balureau doesn't get into

power, I shall sooner or later force the Minister to say,
' But why don't we give a man like Brignac a really act-

ive post ?' This is a first-rate opening for us : I saw it at

a glance. After dinner I shall shew them my diagram.
You must make my office into a cloak-room, and—

LUCIE [mterrziptmg] Why ? There's room in the hall.

BRIGNAC. I can't put the diagram in the hall, and I

want an excuse for bringing them all through the office.

Some day the Colonel may meet the Minister of the In-

terior and say to him : 'I saw in the sous-prefecture at

Chateauneuf—
LUCIE {interrupting again] All right. As you like.

BRIGNAC. You trust to me. You don't understand any-

thing about it. You didn't even know how a Council of

Revision was made up,
—

you, the wife of a sous-prefet.
And yet every year we give them a dinner. And we've

been married four years.
LUCIE [gently andpleasantly] Now think for a minute.

We've been married four years, that's true. But this

time three years was just after Edmee was born : two

years ago I was expecting little Louise
;
and last year

after weaning her I was ill. Remember too that if I had

nursed the last one myself I could not be at dinner to-

night, as she is only two months old.

BRIGNAC. You complain of that ?

LUCIE {laughing]^ No : but I am glad to be having a

holiday.
BRIGNAC \_gaily'\ You know what I said : as long as we

haven't a boy—
LUCIE \hrightly'\ We ought to have a trip to Switzer-

land first.
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BRiGNAC. No, no, no. We have only girls : I want a

boy.
LUCIE \_laughmg] Is it the Minister's circular that—
BRIGNAC. No, it is not the Minister's circular.

LUCIE. Then let me have time to breathe.

BRIGNAC. You can breathe afterwards.

LUCIE. Before.

BRIGNAC. After.

LUCIE. Wouldn't you rather have a holiday?
BRIGNAC. No.
LUCIE \_gently'] Listen, Julien, since we're talking

about this. I wanted to tell you—I haven't had much
leisure since our marriage. We've not been able to take

advantage of a single one of your holidays. And if you
don't agree to let— \_tetiderly'\ Maurice—wait another

year it will be the same thing this time. \_S7nili7ig'\ I

really have a right to a little rest. Consider. We've not

had any time to know one another, or to love one an-

other. Besides, remember that we already have to find

dowries for three girls.

BRIGNAC. I tell you this is going to be a boy.
LUCIE. A boy is expensive.
BRIGNAC. We are going to be rich.

LUCIE. How?
BRIGNAC. Luck may come in several ways. I may stay

in the Civil Service and get promoted quickly. I may go
back to the Bar : I was a fairly successful barrister once.

I may have some unexpected stroke of luck. Anyway,
I'm certain we shall be rich. \_Smilmg'] After all, it's

not much good you're saying no, if I say yes.
LUCIE \_hiirt] Evidently. My consent was asked for

before I was given a husband, but my consent is not
asked for before I am given a child.

BRIGNAC. Are you going to make a scene?
LUCIE. No. But all the same—this slavery

—
BRIGNAC. What?
LUCIE. Yes, slavery. After all you are disposing of my
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health, my sufferings, my life—of a year of my existence,

calmly, without consulting me.
BRiGNAC. Do I do it out of selfishness? Do you sup-

pose I am not a most unhappy husband all the time I

have a future mother at my side instead of a loving wife?

'A father is a man all the same.'

LUCIE [iroTiically] Oh, you are most unhappy, aren't

you ?

BRIGNAC. Yes,

LUCIE. Rubbish !

BRIGNAC. Rubbish ?

LUCIE. You evidently take me for a fool.

BRIGNAC. I don't understand.
LUCIE. I know what you do at those times. Now do

you understand?
BRIGNAC. No.
LUCIE [trniated'\ Don't deny it. You must see that I

know all about it. The best thing you can do is to be

silent, as I have pretended so far to know nothing.
BRIGNAC \_comi7ig off Ms high-horse\ I assure you—
LUCIE. Do you want me to tell you the name of the

person you go to see over at Villeneuve, while I am
nursing, or a 'future mother' as you call it?

BRIGNAC. If you're going to believe all the gossip you
hear—

LUCIE. We had better say no more about it.

BRIGNAC. I beg to observe that it was not I who
started the subject. There, there—you're in a bad tem-

per. I shall go and do some work, and then I must join
those gentlemen. Only, you know, you're mistaken.

LUCIE. Oh, yes, of course.

He goes out to the rights shrugging his shoulders. Lucie

rings. Catherine comes in,

LUCIE. Are Nurse and Josephine out with the chil-

dren?
CATHERINE. Yes, madame.
LUCIE \beaming'\ Were my little ones well and happy?
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CATHERINE. Oh, yes, madame.
LUCIE [_sincerefy'] Aren't my little girls pretty ?

CATHERINE. Yes : pretty and clever.

LUCIE. The other day Edmee was talking about play-

ing horses, and Louise said
'

'orses' quite distinctly. It's

wonderful at her age.
CATHERINE. I've seen lots of children, but I never saw

such nice ones before.

LUCIE. I'm so glad. You're a good creature, Catherine.
Annette comes in. Shepulls offher hat^ ivild withjoy.

ANNETTE. Lucic ! Sistcr ! News! Great news! Good
news!

LUCIE. What is it ?

ANNETTE \_giving her hat to Catherine'\ Take this,

Catherine, and go. \_She pushes her out gently].
LUCIE \Jaiightng'\ Well !

ANNETTE. I must kiss you, kiss you ! I wanted to kiss

the people in the street. \She bursts into a laugh which
ends in a sob].

LUCIE. Little sister Annette, you've gone quite mad.
ANNETTE. No—not mad—I'm so happy.
LUCIE. What is it, little girl ?

ANNETTE [ill tears] I'm happy ! I'm happy !

LUCIE. Why, what's the matter with the child ?

ANNETTE. No, no. It's all right
—don't speak to me.

I shall soon be better. It's nervous. [_She laughs and
cries at the same time]. I tell you I'm happy—only

—
only
— How stupid it is to cry like this. I can't help it.

\_She puts her arms roicnd Lucie's neck]. Oh, little

mother, I love you
—I do love you. \_She kisses Lucie :

another little sob]. Oh, I am silly. There now, it's all

right
—I've done. \She wipes her eyes] There : now I'm

going to tell you. [ With great joy and emotion., and

very simply] I am going to be married. Monsieur and
Madame Bernin are coming to see you about it.

LUCIE. Why ?

ANNETTE. Becausc Jacques has told them to.
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LUCIE. Jacques !

ANNETTE [very fast^ himhling out the words'\ Yes, it

was when I was practising with Gabrielle. He had

guessed
—it happened this way—practising

—he sings
a httle—oh, nothing very grand—once— [5//^ laughs']
but I'll tell you about that afterwards— it's because of

that— We shall be married soon. \_Fresh tears. Then

she says gravely^ cmhracing Lucy'] I do love him so,

and if he hadn't asked me to marry him—You don't

understand ?

LUCIE [laughing] I guess a little.

ANNETTE. Do you want me to tell you all about it,

from the beginning ?

LUCIE. Yes.

ANNETTE. I want to SO much. If it won't bore you.
It would make me so happy.

LUCIE. Go on,

ANNETTE. Well, when I was playing duets with

Gabrielle—I must tell you that I began by detesting
him because he will make fun of everybody. But he's

most kind, really. For instance—
LUCIE. Now keep to the point. When you played

duets—
ANNETTE. Yes, I was telling you. When I played

duets with Gabrielle he used to come and listen to us.

He stood behind us to turn over the leaves : once he

put his hand upon my shoulder—
LUCIE. You let him ?

ANNETTE. He had his other hand on Gabrielle's shoul-

der— it would have been priggish to say anything.
LUCIE. Yes, but with Gabrielle it's different.

ANNETTE. That's what I was going to say. My heart

began beating so—I got so red, and I had no idea what
I was playing. And then, another time—he couldn't see

the music—he stooped right down. But that's all no-

thing. We love each other, that's the whole thing.
LUCIE. And has he told you that he loves you ?
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ANNETTE \_gravely'] Yes.

LUCIE. And you hid all that from me ? I'm sorry, An-
nette.

ANNETTE. I'm SO, SO sorry. But it all came so gradu-

ally. I can hardly tell now exactly when it began. I

even thought I was mistaken. And then—then—when
we first dared to speak to one another about what we
had never spoken of, though we both knew it so well—
I felt I'd done -wTong. But I was^o ashamed Icow/flf'?//

tell you about it then.

LUCIE \_te7iderly'\ All the same it was very naughty of

you, darling.
ANNETTE. Oh, don't scold me! Please, please don't

scold me. If you only knew how I've repented
—how

unhappy I've been. Haven't you noticed ?

LUCIE. Yes. Then he's spoken to his father and
mother ?

ANNETTE. Some time ago.
LUCIE. And they consent ?

ANNETTE. They are coming this afternoon.

LUCIE. Why didn't they come sooner ?

ANNETTE. Well—Jacqucs begged them to, but they
didn't want it at first. They wanted Gabrielle to be
married first. It was even arranged that I should pre-
tend I didn't know they had been told. Then, to-day, I

met Jacques in the street—
LUCIE. In the street ?

ANNETTE. Yes. Lately he has not been coming to our

practices
—so I meet him—

LUCIE. In the street !

ANNETTE. Generally we only bow to one another, and
that's all. But to-day he said to me as he passed,

' My
mother is going to your house. She's there behind me.'

Then I hurried in to tell you. [ With a happy sintle] He
was quite pale. Please don't scold me, I am so happy.
Forgive me.
LUCIE \_ktssing her"] Yes: I forgive you. Then you're
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going away from me, you bad thing.
ANNETTE. Yes, I am bad. Bad and ungrateful. That's

true.

LUCIE. Marriage is a serious thing. Are you sure you
will suit one another ?

ANNETTE. Oh, I'm Certain of it. We've quarrelled al-

ready.
LUCIE. What about?
ANNETTE. About a book he lent me.
LUCIE. What book ?

ANNETTE. Anna Karenina. He liked Vronsky better
than Peter Levin. He talked nonsense. He said he
didn't believe in Madame Karenina's suicide. You re-

member, she throws herself under the wheels of the train

Vronsky is going away in. Don't you remember? It

doesn't matter.

LUCIE. And then?
ANNETTE. And then—there's a ring

—
perhaps that's

the Bernins.

A silence. Catherine appears with a card.

LUCIE. Yes. It's Madame Bernin.
ANNETTE. Oh ! \_Going to her roorn] You'll come and

fetch me presently.
LUCIE. Yes. [7b Catherine"] Show the lady in.

ANNETTE. Don't be long.
She goes out. Lucie tidies herselfbefore a glass. Ma-

dame Bernin comes in.

MME. B. How do you do, Madame Brignac ?

LUCIE. How do you do, madame ?

MME. B. Are you quite well ?

LUCIE. Very well, madame. And you ?

MME. B. I need not ask after M. Brignac.
LUCIE. And M. Bernin ?

MME. B. He's very well, thank you.
LUCIE. Won't you sit down ?

MME. B. Thank you. {^Sits] What lovely weather.
LUCIE. Yes, isn't it? How lucky you are to be able
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to get into the country. Annette is so looking forward

to her visit to you.
MME. B. Well, I came to-day

—first of all to have the

pleasure of seeing you—and then to have a chat with

you about that very matter.

LUCIE. And about another matter, too, I think.

MME. B, Another matter?
LUCIE. Not about another?
MME. B. No, I don't quite understand—
LUCIE. Oh, then I beg your pardon. Tell me what it is

about Annette's visit.

MME. B. My daughter has just got an invitation to

spend some time with her cousins the Guibals, and we
can't possibly refuse to let Gabrielle go to them. So I've

come to beg you to excuse us, because—as Gabrielle

won't be there—
LUCIE. Oh, of course, madame. Will Mademoiselle

Gabrielle make a long stay with her cousins?

MME. B. Well, that's just what's so annoying. We
don't know exactly : it might be a week, or it might be
a month. And she tnay stay there all the time we are

away from Chateauneuf.
LUCIE. Poor little Annette !

MME. B. But I thought you were going away some-
where yourselves this Easter?

LUCIE. Yes.

MME. B. \_kmdly'] That relieves my mind a little, and
I hope it will make up to Mademoiselle Annette for the

disappointment I am obliged to cause her—to my very
great regret.

LUCIE \_after a silence\ Will you excuse me, madame.

\_Hesitating] Perhaps this is indiscreet.

MME. B. Oh, I am sure not, Madame Brignac.
LUCIE. I only wanted to ask you if it is long since

Mademoiselle Gabrielle got this invitation from her
cousins?

MME. B. About a week.
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LUCIE. A week !

MME. B. Why does that surprise you ?

LUCIE. Because she did not mention it to Annette.

MME. B. She was afraid of disappointing her.

LUCIE. Only yesterday Annette was telling me about

all sorts of excursions your daughter was planning for

them both. Madame, this invitation is an excuse :

please tell me the whole truth. Annette is only my
sister, but I love her as if she was my own child, and I

speak as a mother to a mother. I'm not going to try to

be clever or to stand on my dignity. This is how it is:

Annette believes your son loves her, and when you were
announced just now she thought you came to arrange
her marriage with him. Now you know all that I know.
Tell me the truth, and let us do what we can to prevent

unhappiness.
MME. B. As you speak so simply and feelingly I will

tell you candidly exactly what is in my mind. As a mat-

ter of fact this invitation to Gabrielle is only a device of

ours to prevent Jacques and Annette seeing any more
of one another.

LUCIE. Then you don't want them to see any more
of one another ?

MME. B. No, because I don't want them to marry.
LUCIE. Because Annette is poor ?

MME. B. {after some hesitatioii] Well—since we're

speaking plainly
—

yes, because she is poor. Ah, dear

Madame Brignac, we have both been very much to

blame for not foreseeing what has happened.
LUCIE. We have been to blame ?

MiME. B. I know Annette, and I like her very much.
I know you too, better than you think, and I have the

greatest respect and esteem for you ;
it has never even

occurred to me that in seeking our acquaintance you
had any other motive than friendship. But you ought
to have feared and foreseen what has happened ?

LUCIE. What should I fear ? Annette went to see
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Gabrielle. How could I know that you let your son be
with them ? You knew it because it happened at your
house, and it is you who have been wanting in prudence
and foresight. You invited this poor child, you exposed
her to danger, you let her take a fancy to your son, you
allowed them to fall in love with one another, and you
come to-day and calmly tell me that this marriage is

impossible, and you are going off to the country leaving
it to me to break the poor child's heart.

MME B. How do you know I foresaw nothing ? And
how can one tell the right moment to interfere to pre-
vent playmates becoming lovers ? While I was uncertain
didn't I run the risk of causing the very thing I was
anxious to prevent, by separating them without a good
reason ? When I really felt sure there was danger I

spoke to Jacques. I said to him 'Annette is not a

suitable match for you : you must be very careful how
you behave to her : don't forget to treat this girl as a

sister.'

LUCIE. And he said '

It is too late : we love each
other.'

MME. B. On the contrary, he said: 'You needn't worry,
mother. I have been thinking the same thing myself,
and I am a man of honor. Besides, though Annette is

charming, she's not the sort ofwoman I mean to marry.'
LUCIE. How long ago did he tell you that ?

MME. B. About two months ago.
LUCIE. Well, at that time he had already spoken of

marriage to Annette
;
or at least he had spoken of love,

which from him to her is the same thing.
MME. B. I can only tell you what I know.
LUCIE. Well, madame, all this is beside the question.

You are opposed to this marriage?
M.ME. B. Yes.

LUCIE. Finally? Irrevocably?
MME. B. Finally. Irrevocably.
LUCIE. Because Annette has no money?
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MME. B. Yes.

LUCIE. Your son knew she had no money when he
made her love him.
MME. B. Believe me, he didn't mean to do the harm

he has done. A young girl of his own age was his sister's

constant companion, and at first he treated her as he
treated his sister. At first, I'm sure, it was without any
special intention that he saw so much of her. After-

wards probably he made some pretty speeches to your
little Annette, and no doubt he was greatly taken with
her. As Annette is more innocent and simple and affec-

tionate, and of course more ignorant than he is, she has
been more quickly and more deeply touched. But my
son is not the worthless fellow you think him, and the

proof of that is that he himself came and told me all

about it.

LUCIE. And when you told him he must give up An-

nette, he agreed ?

MME. B. Yes, he agreed. He's reasonable and sensible,
and he saw the force of my arguments. He saw that this

parting, though it will be painful, was an absolute ne-

cessity. He will certainly suffer
;
but they are both so

young. At that age love troubles don't last.

LUCIE. I understand. In a week your son will have

forgotten all about it. But Annette—
MME. B. She will soon forget it, too.

LUCIE. I don't know—I don't know. Oh, my poor
darling ! If you had seen her just now when she came
to tell me about it ! It's not for joy she will cry now.
Oh \~\_s//e begins to cry\
MME. B. \moved'\ Don't cry

—
oh, don't cry. I assure

you I am most deeply sorry. Oh, if it were only possible,
how happy it would make me that my boy should marry
Annette. The girl he is engaged to is an affected little

thing who annoys me, and I really love your sister.

LUCIE. But if that is true you can afford to let your
son marry a girl without fortune.

F
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MME. B. No : we're not so well off as people think.

There's Gabrielle to be provided for. There will be next
to nothing left for Jacques.

LUCIE. But he might work.
MME. B. He has not been brought up to that.

LUCIE. That was a mistake.

MME. B. The professions are overcrowded. Would you
have him go into an office and get 200 francs a month ?

They wouldn't be able to keep a servant.

LUCIE. He could earn more than that.

MME. B. If he got 500
—could he keep up his position?

Could he remain in his present set ? It would be a come-
down for him

;
a come-down he would owe to his wife

;

and sooner or later he would reproach her for it. And
think of their children ! They would have just enough
to send their son to a board school, and make their

daughter a post office clerk. And even then they would
have to pinch and screw to provide for her until she got
in.

LUCIE. It's true.

MME. B. You see that I'm right. I can't say I'm proud
of having to say such things

—of belonging to a society
that forces one to do such things. But we're not in aland
of romance. We live among vain, selfish, hard-headed

people.
LUCIE. You despise them, and yet you sacrifice every-

thing to their opinion.
MME. B. Yes : because everything depends upon their

opinion. Social position depends upon it. One must
be a very exceptional person to be able to defy public

opinion. And Jacques is not exceptional.
LUCIE. That's nothing to be proud of. If he was ex-

ceptional, I mean if he was different to all these people
about, he would find his love would prevent him from

troubling about the sneers of worthless idlers.

MME. B. His love ! Love goes : poverty stays : it is a

proverb. Beauty passes : want remains.
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LUCIE. But you, madame, yourself
—you and your

husband are a proof that one can marry poor and make
a fortune. Your story is well known. Your husband be-

gan in an office, then he started his own business
;
and

if riches make happiness, you are happy now—you and
he—aren't you ?

MME. B. No, no, no
;
we are not happy, because we

have worn ourselves out hunting after happiness. We
wanted to 'get on,' and we got on. But what 2, price we
paid for it ! First, when we were both earning wages, our
life was one long drudgery of petty economy and mean-
ness. When we set up on our own account we lived in
an atmosphere of trickery, of enmity, of lying ;

flatter-

ing the customers, and always in terror of bankruptcy.
Oh, I know the road to fortune ! It means tears, lies,

envy, hate
;
one suffers—and one makes other people

suffer. I've had to go through it : my children shan't.

We've only had two children : we meant only to have
one. Having two we had to be doubly hard upon our-
selves. Instead of a husband and wife helping one an-

other, we have been partners spying upon one another
;

calling one another to account for every little expendi-
ture or stupidity ;

and on our very pillows disputing
about our business. That's how we got rich

;
and now

we can't enjoy our money because we don't know how
to use it

;
and we aren't happy because our old age is

made bitter by the memories and the rancor left from
the old bad days : because we have suffered too much
and hated too much. My children shall not go through
this. I endured it that they might be spared. Good-bye,
madame.

LUCIE. Good-bye.
Madame Bernin goes out. After a moment Lucie goes

slowly to Annette's door and opens it.

ANNETTE [coming in'] You've been crying ! It's because
I'm going away, isn't it? Not because there's anything
in the way of—[with increasing trouble'] Tell me, Lucie !
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LUCIE. You love him so much then ?

ANNETTE. If we were not to be married—I should die.

LUCIE. No, you wouldn't die. Think of all the girls
who have said that: did they die?

ANNETTE. Is there anything to prevent?
LUCIE. No, no.

ANNETTE. And when is it to be? Did you talk about
that?

LUCIE. What a state of excitement you are in ! An-
nette, dear, you must try to control yourself a little.

ANNETTE [making ail effort] Yes. You're right. I'm a

little off my head.

LUCIE. You are really.
ANNETTE \still Controlling hersclf\ Well, tell me.What

did Madame Bernin say?
LUCIE. What a hurry you are in to leave me ! You

don't care for me any more, then ?

ANNETTE \_gravely\ Ah, my dear ! If I hadn't you what
would become of me ! \_A silence] But you're telling me
nothing. You don't seem to be telling me the truth—
you're hiding something from me—there is some diffi-

culty, I'm certain of it. If there wasn't you'd say there

wasn't, you wouldn't put me off—you'd tell me what
Madame Bernin said.

LUCIE. Well—there is something.
ANNETTE [bursting into tears] Oh, my God !

LUCIE. You are both very young. It would be better

to wait a little—a year—perhaps more.
ANNETTE [cijing] Wait—a year !

LUCIE. Come, come, stop crying. There's really no
reason for all this. I am not quite pleased with you,
Annette. You're barely nineteen. If you waited to

marry until you are twenty it would be no harm.
ANNETTE. It's not possible !

LUCIE. Not possible? {.She looks searchingly at her].

Annette, you frighten me. If it wasn't you—[tenderly
and gravely] Have I been wrong to trust you?
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ANNETTK. No ! No ! What can you be thinking of—

Oh, indeed—
LUCIE. What is it, then?
ANNETTE. Well, I've been such a fool as to tell some

friends I was engaged.
LUCIE. Before speaking to me about it ?

ANNETTE \confiised'\ Don't, please^ ask me any more

questions.
LUCIE. Annette, I must scold you a little. You've hurt

me very much by keeping me in the dark about all this.

Nothing would have made me believe that you'd do such

athing. I thought you were too fond of me not to tell me
at once about anybody—any man—you were interested

in. I find I was mistaken. We see one another every day,
we are never parted, and yet you have managed to con-

ceal from me the one thing your heart was full of. You

ought to have told me. Not because I am your elder

sister, but because I take mother's place towards you.
And for a better reason still—because I am your friend.

It's been a kind of treason. A little more, and I should

have heard that you were engaged from strangers and

not from you. Weil, my dear, you've been wrong : these

[)eople are not worth crying about. Now be brave and

remember your self-respect : lam going to tell you the

whole truth. They don't want you, my poor little girl :

you are not rich enough for them.
ANNETTE [stariHg blindly at her sister'\ They don't

want me ! They don't want me ! But Jacques! Jacques!
Does he know ?

LUCIE. Yes, he knows.
ANNETTE. He means to give me up if they tell him to?

LUCIE. Yes.

ANNETTE \_beside herself] I must see him. I will write

to him. I micst see him. If they don't want me there is

nothing left but to kill myself.
LUCIE [obliging Annette to look her in theface] An-

nette, look at me. [Silence. Then tenderly andgravely]
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I think you have something to tell me.
ANNETTE [tcariJig herselfaway\ Don't ask me—don't

\yery low\ or I shall die of shame.
Lucieforces her to sit down beside her and takes her in

her arms.
LUCIE. Come—into my arms. Put your head on my

shoulder as you used when you were little. There now,
tell me what the trouble is. {^Speaking tow']. My darling—my little darling

—I'm afraid you're most unhappy.
Try and think that it's mother.
ANNETTE [vcrj low, Cryingpiteoiisly\ Oh, mother ! If

you knew what I have done !

LUCIE [rochng her gently\ There—tell me. Whisper
it to me. Whisper—

Annette whispers. Lucie rises and separates herself

from her sister. She hides her face in her hands.

LUCIE. Oh, Annette ! You !

ANNETTE \knceling and Stretching out her arms'\ For-

give me ! Forgive me ! Forgive me ! I deserve it all. But
I'm almost mad.

LUCIE. You, Annette! You!
ANNETTE. Are you going to make me sorry I didn't

kill myself before I told you ! Forgive me—
LUCIE. Get up. It's too awful. I must forgive you.

\She sits down'].
ANNETTE \still kneeling] I didn't know—I understood

nothing. He took me by surprise. I had loved him for

a long time. When he was with his regiment I used to

look forward for weeks to his coming home on leave.

Just the thought of seeing him used to make me trem-
ble. Before I even knew myself that I was in love with

him, he guessed it. He made me tell him so when he
asked me to marry him. Then one day

—his father ana
mother were away, and someone came and called Gabri-

elle, I don't know why. When we were alone—I didn't

understand—I thought he had suddenly gone mad. But
when he kissed me like that I was stunned— I couldn't
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do anything

—
happy, and afraid, and ashamed. That was

three months ago. The next day I met him in the street.

I was in such a state that he said, quite of himself '

I shall

speak at once to my people about our marriage.' I know
he meant it, because really he is honest and good. Only,
I suppose he hadn't courage. Then, when I found they
were going away so soon, I said to him yesterday

' You
must speak.' And now they don't want me !

LUCIE. And he knows that— ?

ANNETTE. No. No. Since that day
—

O, that day !
—

I've never been alone with him. We say
' monsieur' and

' mademoiselle' when we meet and [m a7i awestruck tofie]

he is the father of my child.

LUCIE [after a silence] It's not a question now of a girl

not to be married because she is poor. It's a question of

atoning for a crime. Julien must speak to M. Bernin.

ANNETTE. You'rc going to tell him ?

LUCIE. I must. Go back to your room. You're in no
fit state to come to dinner. \_She looks at the clock] I have

only just time to dress. Directly the people are gone I

shall speak to Jules. When do they go away ?

ANNETTE. In a fortnight.
LUCIE. It's no matter. Jules shall see M. Bernin to-

morrow.
ANNETTE. He won't. He'll have nothing more to do

with me.
LUCIE. No. He will do all he can to save you.
ANNETTE. I don't think SO. Dearest, you are mistaken.

LUCIE. No, I'm not mistaken. I am certain. Go. {An-
nette goes oiit\ I'm «o/ mistaken. But if I were! If there

were no one but me to defend this child and her baby !

[A knock at the office door]. Come in. [The clerk enters]

What is it ?

CLERK [laying a paper on the table] It is the circular

from the Minister of the Interior. M. le sous-prefet told

me to put it here.
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Same scene.

Lucte^ the colonel, Madame Chevillot, Chevilht, the

sous-intendant, Brignac, Jacques Poiret, Pierre Poiret^
aJtd Laurent. The last three areprovincial mayors.
Lucie and Madame Chevillot are in smart eveni?ig

gowns; the colonel and the sous-intendant in uniform;
Chevillot and Brignac are in evening dress ; Jacques
Poiret in a frock coat., and Laurent and Pierre Poiret

ill morning coats.

It is after dinner. They are drinking coffee,

PIERRE \a tall., thin peasant.^ embarrassed by his coffee

cup., speaks aside to Laurent in a strongprovijicialaccent^
A fine thing, ain't it, to be so rich and not have enough
tables to go round.
LAURENT \_formcrly a working man., to Pierre Poiret'\

At lunch 'twas just the same.

JACQUES \_a crafty farmer., putting his cup down upon
the centre table., and speaking generally^, As for me, I—
LAURENT \_passing his cup to Jacques'\ M. le maire,

would you mind ?

PIERRE \the same'\ M. le maire, would you— ?

They get rid of their cups,passing thet7ifrom one to the

other.

BRIGNAC [/o the mayors'] Will you take liqueurs ? \^He

points to a bottle andsmallglasses on a tray'].
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ALL THREE \inaktng too much fuss about

it']
Thank

you, thank you, M. le sous-prefet.
BRiGNAC. DeHghted. \^He passes behind the centre

table and poiLTS otit liqueur'].
SOUS-IN. \^lie is small and thin andwears spectacles: a

professor disguisedas a soldier] Yes, ladies : it is an ec-

centricity. I acknowledge it and beg you to excuse it : I

atn a collector. But you must confess that I have not

bored you with it.

COLONEL \very much the fine gentleman] Indeed, no,
it was I who let out the secret. But I said also that you
are a learned man.

SOUS-IN. A dabbler only, colonel.

BKIGNAC \^pretending tofind upon the table the circular

mentioned m the first act] Hullo ! what's this ? [A'o
07ie hears him. He puts the circular back again upon the

table].
LUCIE

\_to
the sous-intcndant] And are you also a lit-

erary man ?

SOUS-IN. The Intelligence Department is the literary
section of the army.
LAURENT \to Jacques Poiret^ passing him his glass]

M. le maire—?

PIERRE {same thing] M. le maire— ?

BRIGNAC \again taking up the circular: in a louder

voice] Hullo ! What's this ? {They all look at him]. It's

that very circular I was talking about at dmner : the

one from the Minister of the Interior.

COL. About the decline of the population ?

BRIGNAC. Yes, colonel. This is an important oflScial

document. It came to-day, and I have been carefully

considering what can be done to advance this move-
ment in my own humble sphere of influence. {To Chev-

illot] As I said to you a short time ago, M. le maire of

Chateauneuf, the Minister desires to see the whole of

France covered with associations having the increase of

the population for their object; Iam certain that you will



28 Maternity Act 11

desire that this town of Chateauneuf, of which you are

the chief magistrate and in which I am the represent-
ative of the RepubHc, should have the honor of being

among the first to set out upon the road indicated to us.

CHEV. I'm with you. I am a manufacturer : I am all

for large populations.
BRiGNAC. You are the very man to be president of the

Chateauneuf association.

COL. I am a soldier : I also am for large populations.
LUCIE. And you, M. I'intendant ?

sous-iN. I, madame, am a bachelor.

COL. \^jokiiig\ More shame for you !

BRIGNAC [also joking] It's a scandal, monsieur, a per-
fect scandal.

MME. CHEV. You don't regret it ?

SOUS-IN. Ah, I don't say that, madame.
BRIGNAC [to the three majors] You have heard, mes-

sieurs les maires : commerce and the army require the

increase of the population, and the Government com-

mands you, therefore, to further this end to the best of

your ability, each one of you in his own commune.
The three mayors seem annoyed. They look at one an-

other,

PIERRE \jiervelessly'\ All right, M. le sous-prefet.
LAUR. \in the same tone^ I'll mention it.

JACQUES \the same] I'll think it over.

BRIGNAC. Oh, but gentlemen, I want something more
definite than that. I am a man of action: I am not to be

put off with words. 'Acta non verba.' May I depend on

you to set to work ?

LAUR. You see, M. le sous-prefet, this'll take a bit of

thinking over.

JACQUES. Don't be in a hurry.
BRIGNAC. We must be men of action. M. Pierre Poi-

ret, now is your chance, won't you give them a lead ?

PIERRE. Mc—M. le sous-prefet ?

BRIGNAC. Yes, vow, M. le maire !
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PIERRE. No—oh, no—not/«^. Ifyou knew—no—not

me. \_Pointi7ig to his neighbor'] My brother, Jacques Poi-

ret : he's your man. Ask Jacques, M. le sous-prefet, he
can't refuse. But me—not me !

BRiGNAC. Then it is to be you, M. Jacques Poiret ?

JACQUES. If they want to start an association in my
commune, M. le sous-prefet, they must get Thierry to

see to it.

BRIGNAC. Who is Thierry ?

JACQUES. My opponent at the next election.

BRIGNAC. Why ?

JACQUES. Why—if he goes in for this I'm certain to

get in. But about the next commune,! can't understand

why my brother Pierre won't.

PIERRE. Me?
JACQUES. Yes, you're the very man.
BRIGNAC. Why?
JACQUES. Why? Because he has eight children.

BRIGNAC. You, M. Pierre Poiret, you have eight chil-

dren, and you said nothing about it ! Let these ladies

congratulate you.
PIERRE [resistiiig'] It's not civil, M. le sous-prefet, it's

not civil.

BRIGNAC. What d'you mean?
PIERRE. When you ask people to dinner it's not to

make fun of them.
BRIGNAC. But I'm not making fun of you.
PIERRE. You'd be the first that didn't. / can't help it !

It's real bad luck, that's what it is. But it's no reason

why I should always be made fun of.

BRIGNAC. But—
PIERRE. Yes, it's always the same. In my commune—
BRIGNAC {interrupting'] But I assure you—
PIERRE. In my commune they're always joking about

me. They say
'

Hey, Pierre Poiret, there's a prize for the

twelfth!' Or they say 'Pierre Poiret'—and there isn't

a single day they don't say it, and everyone thinks it's
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funny, and they split with laughing
—

they say
' Pierre

Poiret'—onl}'
—hum—not before the ladies. {^Jacques

Poiret is holding his sides'\ Just look at that fool ! I'm
sure he brought the talk round to that a" purpose.

BRiGXAC. No, no.

PIERRE. I bet you he did. Whenever we're in com-

pany it's the same thing. I won't go about with him any
more.

BRiGNAC. But your position is most honorable.
PIERRE. And the worst of it is that he's right. I call

myself a fool myself when I'm alone. {J'acques Poiret

goes on Ianghing'\ Look at him—grinning
—look I

—be-

cause he's only got two. \To his brother'] You puppy !

COL. \io Pierre Poiret'\ You deserve the greatest cre-

dit, M. Pierre Poiret.

BRIGNAC. You do.

CHEV. You do, indeed, monsieur.
COL. \tn Pierre Poiret\ In comparing your conduct

with your brother's all men of real worth will blame him
and congratulate you,asI do, most sincerely. \_He shakes
him by the hand'].

CHEV. \to Pierre Poiret'] Bravo, monsieur ! You are

helping us in our great work. \_He shakes him by the

hand].
JACQUES [looking at his brother] They seem as if they

meant it !

BRIGXAC [to Jacques Poiret] You, monsieur, have
chosen the easier and more agreeable life; don t be sur-

prised if we look upon your brother as the more merit-

orious, though 3^ou may be cleverer.

PIERRE [striking his thigh] That's the talk. [To his

brother] Put that in your pipe, M. Jacques.
JACQUES. All right. You are the most meritorious. Is

that what you're going to pay your baker with ?

PIERRE. Shut up ! I'm the best citizen ! I'm the most
meritorious!

JACQUES. H'm—
)-es. What does that bring you in?
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sous-iN. / will tell you that, monsieur. It brings

in to your brother, as the poet says, 'The joy of duty
done.'

JACQUES. H'm. That won't put butter on his bread.

SOUS-IN. That is true. But one can't have everything.
PIERRE \Jo Brignac^pointing to his brothei'] He's right,

monsieur. For the once that I've been complimented,
I've had to go through some bad times.

BRIGNAC. You mustn't think of that.

PIERRE. Oh—mustn't I ? Go along ! Hc^s right.

BRIGNAC. He's not.

PIERRE. Yes, he is.

CHEV. and COL. No, no.

PIERRE. Yes, he is.

BRIGNAC. No. It's possible that some people might
think so now; but in ten years the tables will be turned.

He may die lonely, while you will have a happy old age
with your children and your grandchildren.

PIERRE. Perhaps it was like that once
;
but nowadays

as soon as the children can get along by themselves, off

they go !

CHEV. Even so they will send you help if you need it.

JACQUES. They couldn't help him, even ifthey wanted

to.

COL. Why not ?

JACQUES. Because as there were eight he couldn't do

anything for them, so they'll only be struggling, hand-

to-mouth creatures
;
not earning enough to keep them-

selves, much less help him.

PIERRE. And he's been able to bring up his well. He's

only one girl : he gave her a fortune and she made a fine

marriage. He's only one boy : he was able to send him
to Grignon and he'll earn big money like hisfather. No:

it's no use your talking. They're right when they say
'

Well, Poiret,'
—h'm—not before the ladies.

He goes to the iable^pours himselfont a glass ofcognac
and drinks it.
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COL. I regret to say we have become too farseeing a

nation. Everyone thinks of his own future: no one
thinks of the good of the community.

BRiGNAC. In former times people troubled less about
the future. They had faith, and remembered the words
of the Scriptures,

' Consider the lilies of the field, how
they grow ; they toil not, neither do they spin : and yet
I say unto you, that even Solomon in ail his glory was
not arrayed like one of these.*

LUCIE. And yet there are little children going about
in rags.

sous-iN. God must be less interested in them than in

the lilies of the field.

COL. [to Jacques Poiret] But, monsieur, you need

hands, too, in harvest-time.

JACQUES. I have a cutting-and-binding machine. It

does the work of twelve men, and only cost a thousand
francs. A child costs more.

CHEV. We must have workmen to make machines.

JACQUES. We buy the machines ready-made in Amer-
ica much cheaper than we can make them in France.

CHEV. If there were a greater number ofworkmen we

might cut down wages and produce at lower prices.

JACQUES. Cut down wages ! The workmen are com-

plaining already that they can't live on their wages.
CHEV. Bah! give them twenty francs a day, and they'll

still complain.
SOUS-IN. You have not tried that yet.
COL. My dear fellow, remember that, as a bachelor,

you are out of this discussion.

SOUS-IN. I withdraw.
CHEV. I didn't mean that for you, Laurent. \^To the

Colonel] M. Laurent, the mayor of Ste. Genevieve, was

formerly a workman of mine, but he came into a little

money, and went back to his native place. \_To Laurent]
No—I didn't mean it for you ;

but they're not all like

you, you know.



Act II Maternity 33
BRiGNAC [/o Laurent] So you refuse to form an asso-

ciation too ?

LAUR. Refuse, M. le sous-prefet ? No.
BRIGNAC. At last ! Here's a mayor who understands

his duties. He'll start the thing among his people, and
before long we shall have the commune of Ste. Gene-
vieve setting an example to the whole of France.

LAUR. Don'tgetthat into your head, monsieur; you'll
be disappointed.

BRIGNAC. No, no.

LAUR. Whether you form your association or don't
form your association, the people at home are too sens-
ible to have more children than they've cradles for.

They know too well they must put a bit by.
BRIGNAC. If you think that an association will make

no difference why do you agree to form one ?

LAUR. Because I want you to get me what you prom-
ised me.

BRIGNAC. What was that?
LAUR. You know.
BRIGNAC. No, I don't.

Laurent touches his buttonhole.

BRIGNAC [angrily'] Is that what we've come to ? We
were speaking of the good of the community.
CHEV. \_the same] It's most discouraging. We point

out to you that the trade of the country is in danger.
BRIGNAC. And you only think of yourself.
CHEV. You only think of yourself.
BRIGNAC. What a want of public spirit !

CHEV. Bad citizenship !

LAUR. [getting excited] Oh, yes! Making the poor do
everything ! Go and talk to the middle classes, who've

money enough to rear children by the dozen, and
who've fewer than the workmen. Here's M. Chevillot:
he has twenty thousand francs a year, I have two thou-
sand. When he has ten children, then I'll have one-
That'll be fair and square, won't it now?
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CHEv. These personalities
—

LAUR. Is it true that you've only one son?
CHEV. It's true. But if I had several my works would

have to be sold at my death, and—
LAUR. There we are. These gentlemen are too pre-

cious careful about the fortunes they leave their own
children

;
but when it's a question of the workmen's

children, they think it don't matter if there ain't enough
victuals to go round.

CHEV. It is to the interest of the workmen that my
works should be prosperous.

LAUR. But you only take unmarried men,
CHEV. I beg your pardon—I—
LAUR. Is it true?

CHEV. It's because of the Employers' Liability Bill.

Let me explain
—

\_Lmireiit turns his back on him. He
addresses himself to Brignac\ Allow me to— \_Brignac
does not listen. To the sous-intendant\ If I was allowed

to explain you would understand. I'm perfectly con-

sistent.

LAUR. Are we to do as you say, or are we to do as you
do? If you believed what you say you'd act accordingly.

CHEV. But—
BRIGNAC. We shouldn't indulge in these personali-

ties. We must look higher. Lift up your hearts. Sur-

sum corda. You have just heard, gentlemen, that com-
merce and the army protest against the decline of the

population. And I, the representative of the Govern-
ment of this country, tell you, in concert with commerce
and the army, that there must be more births.

LAUR. And what's the Government doing ?

BRIGNAC. What is it doing !
—well—and this circular?

sous-i\. We must be just. Besides this circular, the

Government has appointed a Commission to enquire
into the matter.

BRIGNAC. Various measures are being brought up.
LAUR. When they're passed

—we'll see.
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BRiGNAC. Those who have a large family will be ex-

empted from taxation.

LAUR. From what taxes?
BRiGNAC. What taxes ! The taxes you pay to the col-

lector, of course.

LAUR. Listen, M. le sous-prefet. The poor pay next
to nothing of those taxes. They pay the real taxes : the
taxes upon bread, wine, salt, tobacco : and they'll go on
paying them. The more children you have, the more
money the State takes from you.

sous-iN. Pray do not forget that the State proposes
to confer a decoration upon every mother of seven chil-

dren.

PIERRE
\_to Laurent] There you are !

JACQUES. M. le sous-prefet, we must be ofiF. We've a

long way to go.
BRIGNAC [to Jacq ties'] Good night, M. le maire.
PIERRE \_ttpsy] I'm all right here. Why go 'way?
LAUR. I'm a fool, M. Brignac. I'm afraid I've been

setting you against me. I'll start an association—trust
me. Good night. Good night, madame.

JACQUES. Good night, madame.
LUCIE. Good night, good night.
PIERRE. Good night, ladies, gents, and— hie— the

company.
They go oiit^ accompanied by Brignac.

COL. \to Lucieand MadameChevillot] I'm afraid we've
bored you, ladies, with our discussion.

LUCIE. Not at all.

COL. I notice that women are usually a little impa-
tient if we talk of these questions.

SOUS-IN. As impatient as we should be if they dis-

cussed the recruiting laws without consulting us.

MME. CHEV. Precisely.
COL. [/o Lucie] Perhaps, too, you don't agree with us.

LUCIE. You'll never make women understand why
children must be created to be killed in your battles.
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COL. [fo the soics-mtendant] There, that's how the mil-

itary ruin of a country is brought about.

sous-iN. You're right, colonel, if it be true that power
is a function of number.

COL. Well, isn't it?

SOUS-IN. Those who believe the contrary say
' There

is no evidence in history that supremacy, even military

supremacy, has ever belonged to the most numerous

peoples.' I quote M. de Varigny. General von der Gotz
shares this opinion, and our own General Serval says,
'All great military operations have been performed by
small armies.'

Brignac comes in.

COL. Oh, ho, Mr. Bachelor, you've got all the argu-
ments on your side at your finger-ends.

BRIGNAC. We shall make laws against you and your
like, M. le sous-intendant. We shall make it impossible
for you to receive money by will, as the Romans did. We
shall make you pay fines, as the Greeks did. And we'll

invent something new, if necessary.
SOUS-IN. Compulsory paternity !

COL. One may fairly ask whether people have the

right to shirk these obligations.
sous-iN. Some people think it is their duty.
BRIGNAC. Their duty !

sous-iN. Are you sure that all men who don't marry
are bachelors from pure selfishness?

COL. Of course, we're not speaking of you personally.
sous-iN. Do so, by all means. It was not out of mere

lightness of heart that I deprived myself of the tender-

ness of a wife and the caresses of a child. When I was

young I was poor and sickly. I did not choose to bring
children into the world wtien I had nothing to leave

them but my bad constitution. I said, in the words of

a great poet: o° ' Remain
In the elusive realm of might-have-been,

son more loved than any ever born !
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I thought it better to be lonely than let the stock go
from bad to worse. I believe it is a crime to bring a child

into the world if one cannot give it health and bring it

up well. We saw one hundred conscripts this morning,
colonel, and we passed sixty. Would it not have been
better if there had only been eighty and we could have

passed them all?

COL. Perhaps you are right. I said what I said because

I've heard it so constantly repeated.
sous- IN. When there are healthy houses and food and

clothing for everyone it will be time to think of adding
to the number.

LUCIE. That is very true.

CHEV. You evidently don't share M. Brignac's ideas,
madame.

BRiGNAC. Oh, indeed she does. Madame Brignac and
I have three children, and we don't mean to stop there:

so my wife may qualify for that decoration some day.
LUCIE [fo Chevillot\ As far as I can see^ M. le maire,

when children are born now society does not always
make them welcome.
BRIGNAC. I think, my dear, that you had better leave

the discussion of this important question to the gentle-
men.

LUCIE. But surely it has some interest for us women !

I hear everyone else consulted about it—political people
and business people

—but nobody ever thinks ofconsult-

ing us.

BRIGNAC. Far from not welcoming the children that

are born, society
—

LUCiK \Jo Brignac\ Stop ! Do you remember what

happened lately, not a hundred miles from here? I

mean about the servant who was turned out into the
street because she was going to have a baby. She will

have to go to some hospital for her confinement. And
after that what will happen to her and her child?

BRIGNAC \io the. others^ Madame Brignac speaks of
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something which took place recently in a most respect-
able family. The incident has nothing whatever to do
with the principles we are defending. It is clear that one
cannot have a servant in that condition in a well-kept
house. And there are higher considerations which will

always prevent a respectable citizen from even appear-
ing to condone immorality by sheltering it. One must
not offer a premium to evil-doing.

CHEV. Very true.

LUCIE. And the unfortunate girl, who is very likely

only the victim of another person, is condemned by
everyone.

BRiGNAC \jimidly\ No, no, I don't say that. I myself
am very liberal, and I confess that in—exceptional cir-

cumstances—one should be indulgent to her.

LUCIE. Very well. Don't forget you have said that.

COL. Good night, madame. I must be going. Thank
you for a charming evening.

CHEV. I also, madame—charming.
BRIGNAC \_pointing to the door mto his office'] This way.

As you go out I want to shew you a diagram I have had

done, by which you can make yourself acquainted at a

single glance with the political conditions of the divi-

sion. There is an arrangement of pins
—

\_Thcy hesitate].
One minute. It will only take a minute. You can go
out through the office. One minute—while you are put-

ting on your coats. The coats are in there. I'm going
out with you to a reception at the club. You'll see—
it's rather curious. [7b Liicie^ aside] You come too.

\_Aloiid] I think the idea is ingenious.
He talks them all off. WJien they are gone there is a

short paicse^ and then Catherine opens the door at the

hack and steps forward.
CATHERINE

[_to A7inette, ivho has come into the ante-

room] Yes, mademoiselle, they are all gone.
Afuiette comes in. She takes ojf her hat and cloak and

hands them to Catherine,who takes theminto theanteroom
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andcomes hack to turn out theprincipalelectnc lights and
to take away the tray. Annette^ with fixed^ staring eyes^
sits rigidly npon the conch. Lncie comes in.

LUCIE. Annette ! Where have you been ?

ANNETTE. I have been to see Jacques Bernin.

LUCIE. You have seen him? You have spoken to

him?
ANNETTE. I went to his father's house.

LUCIE. Well ?

ANNETTE. There is no hope.
LUCIE. What did they say to you ?

ANNETTE. I Oughtn't ever to tell anyone about the

two hours I have just lived through. It's too shameful.

Too vile. What I can't believe is that all that really hap-

pened to me^ and that I am alive still.

LUCIE \tenderly~\ Tell me all about it.

ANNETTE. What's the good of my telling you? It's

all over. There's nothing left. He didn't love me: he
never loved me. He's gone. He's going to marry an-

other woman.
LUCIE. He's^o;?^?
ANNETTE. He Went this evening. They all went. M.

and Madame Bernin and Gabrielle dined at the station
;

Jacques dined at a restaurant with some friends. I went
there. I sent up for him. From where I was standing, in

the vestibule, T heard their jokes when the waiter gave
him my message.

LUCIE \in gejitle reproacli] Annette !

ANNETTE. I wanted to know. I was certain his people
were taking him away by force, and I was making ex-

cuses for him. I was certain he loved me. I should have

laughed if anyone had told me he wouldn't be horrified

when he heard what had happened to me. I thought
that when he knew, he'd take my hand, and go with

me to his people, and say 'Whether you wish it or not,
here is my wife.' As I was sure it would end like that, I

thought it was better it should be over at once. I ex-
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pected to come back here to beg your pardon
—to kiss

you and comfort you.
LUCIE. And what did he say?
ANNETTE \ivithoiit listening^ I think I've gone mad.

All that happened, and I'm here. I'm quiet: I'm not

crying : it's as if I was paralysed.
LUCIE. You said you sent a message to him at the

restaurant?

ANNETTE. YcS.

LUCIE. Did he come ?

ANNETTE, Yes. He said he thought some chorus-girl
wanted him.

LUCIE. Oh! And when he found it was you?
ANNETTE. He took me out into the street for fear I

should be recognized, and I had to explain it to him in

the street. \_A patise~\. People passing by stared at us,

and some of them laughed. \With passion and pain'\
Oh ! if I only had no memory !

LUCIE. Tell me, darling, tell me.
ANNETTE \iviih violcHce] Oh, I'll tell you. You'll de-

spise me a little more
;
but what can that matter to me

now? First he pretended not to understand me : he
forced me to say it quite plainly : he did it on purpose—either to torture me, or to give himself time to think.

You'll never guess what he said—that it wasn't true.

LUCIE. Oh !

ANNETTE. Yes, that it wasn't true. He got angry, and
he began to abuse me. He said he guessed what I was

up to
;
that I wanted to make a scandal to force him to

marry me—oh, he spared me nothing—to force him to

marry me because he was rich. And when that made
me furious, he threatened to call the police ! I ought to

have left him, run away, come home, oughtn't I ? But I

couldn't believe it of him all at once, like that ! And I

couldn't go away while I had any hope. You see, as long
as I was with him, nothing was settled : as long as I was

holding to his arm it was as if I was engaged. When he
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was gone I should only be a miserable ruined girl, like

dozens of others. Then—I was afraid of making him

angry : my life was at stake : and to save myself I went
down into the very lowest depths of vileness and cow-
ardice. I cried, I implored. I lost all shame and I offered

to go with him to a doctor to-morrow to prove that

what I told him was true. And what he said then I can-

not tell you—not even you—it was too much—too much—I didn't understand at first. It was only afterwards,

coming back, going over all his words, that I made out

what he meant. He didn't believe what he said. He
coiddti't have believed what he said. At anyrate he
knows that I am not a girl out of the streets. But at

first I didn't understand. Then—where was I ? I don't

remember—At last he looked at his watch and said

he had only just time to catch the train. He said good-

bye and started oflF at a great pace to the station, I fol-

lowed him imploring and crying. I was so ashamed of

my cowardice. It was horrible and absurd ! I couldn't

believe it was the end of everything. I was all out of

breath—almost running
—and I prayed him for the sake

of his child, for the sake of my love, of my misery, ofmy
very life

;
and I took hold of his arm to keep him back.

My God ! what must I have looked like ! At the station

entrance he said,
' Let go your hold of me.' I said,

' You
shall 7ioi go.' Then he rushed to the train, and jumped
into a carriage, and almost crushed my fingers in the

door
;
and he went and hid behind his mother, and she

threatened too to have me arrested. And Gabrielle sat

there looking white and pretending not to know me. I

came back. I haven't had courage enough to kill myself,
but I wish I was dead ! \_Breaking into sods, andin a voice

ofearnest supplication'] Lucie, dear, I don't want to go
through all that's coming—I'm too little, I'm too weak,
I'm too young to bear it. Really, I haven't the strength.

LUCIE. Annette—don't say that. Hush, my darling,

hush. In the first place, everything hasn't been tried.
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You have entreated these people; now we must threaten.

ANNETTE. It'll be no use.

LUCIE. It will be of use. The way they're hurrying

away shews how afraid the}^ are of scandal. As soon as

my husband comes in I will tell him all about it.

ANNETTE. Oh, my God!
LUCIE. He will go down and see them. He will threat-

en them with an action. They will give in.

ANNETTE. We Can't bring an action against them. He
told me so.

LUCIE. Then there are other ways of defending you.
Believe me, I'm sure of it.

ANNETTE. There are not.

LUCIE. There are. And even if there weren't, you
mustn't talk of dying at your age. Am I not here ?

Annette, Annette, my little one, I will help you through
this trouble I You believe me, don't you? You know
how I love you ? You know that mother left you in my
care? I'll help you and comfort you and love you so well

that you'll forget.
ANNETTE. Forget !

LUCIE. Yes, yes ; people forget. If it weren't for that

no one would be alive.

ANNETTE. I feel as if I had lived a hundred years.
Life is hard, hard

;
too hard.

LUCIE. Life is hard for all women.
ANNETTE. It's worse for me than for anyone else.

LUCIE. Oh, Annette ! If you only knew !

ANNETTE. When I've seen mothers with their little

children I've had such dreams.

LUCIE. If you only knew ! Those mothers had their

own troubles. Nearly every woman carries about with

her the corpse of the woman she might have been.

ANNETTE. Ah, Lucie, dear, it's easy for you to talk.

LUCIE. Darling, you mustn't think you're alone in

your sorrow. I seem to you to be happy with my chil-

dren and my husband, and you think my happiness
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makes light of your distress. But you're wrong. Your

misery makes me so weak, I must tell you what I wanted

always to hide from you. My husband does not love me.

I don't love him. Can you realize the loneliness of that ?

If you knew what it means to live with an enemy and to

have to endure his caresses !

ANNETTE. My poor dear !

LUCIE. So you see, Annette, you mustn't think about

dying, because perhaps I shall want your help as much
as you want mine. I heard the door shut. It's Julien.

ANNETTE. Don't tell him : please don't. Spare me the

shame.
LUCIE. Go away, now.
ANNETTE. You've given me back a little hope. Dear-

est sister help me, I have nobody else.

LUCIE. Go!
She goes : Brignac comes in.

BRIGNAC \makingfor the door of his office'^
Not gone

to bed yet ? I had a stroke of luck at the club. I met
the editor of the '

Independent
' and I promised to write

him an article about the minister's circular for to-mor-

row's paper. An official's day is sometimes pretty full,

eh?
LUCIE. Julien, I have something very important to tell

you. A great misfortune has happened to us.

BRIGNAC. Good heavens, what is it ? The children ?

LUCIE. No, it has to do with Annette.

BRIGNAC. You said she didn't come to dinner because

of a headache. Have you been concealing something ?

LUCIE. She is not ill, but she is cruelly and grievously

unhappy.
BRIGNAC. Nonsense ! Unhappiness at her age ! A love

affair. Some marriage she had set her heart on.

LUCIE. Yes, a marriage she had set her heart on.

BRIGNAC. Ouf ! I breathe again. What a fright you
gave me ! Thafs not of much consequence.

LUCIE. Yes, it's of the greatest consequence. Julien
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I appeal to your heart, to your kindliness, to your best

feelings.
BRiGNAC. But what's the matter?
LUCIE. Annette made the mistake of trusting entirely

to the man she loved, who had promised to marry her.

He took advantage of the child's innocent love. She
has been seduced. \_In a low voice'\ Understand me,
Julien, she's going to have a baby in six months.

BRIGNAC. Annette !

LUCIE. Annette.
BRIGNAC. It's impossible. It's—
LUCIE. She is certain of it. She told me about it her

self.

BRIGNAC \_after a silence\ Who is it ?

LUCIE. Jacques Bernin.

BRIGNAC \_furirms\ Jacques Bernin ! Well, this is a

nice piece of work! She goes it, this little sister of

yours, with her innocent airs !

LUCIE. Don't accuse her. Don't.

BRIGNAC. I reall}- cannot compliment her ! I'm nicely

repaid for all I've done for her, and you may thank her
from me for her gratitude.

LUCIE. Oh, don't be angry.
BRIGNAC. Well, if you are able to hear news like this

perfectly calmly, you are certainly endowed with un-

usual self-control.

LUCIE. It was the child's innocence that made the

thing possible.
BRIGNAC. I daresay. Go and tell that to the Chateau-

neuf people ! Besides, if she was so innocent, why didn't

you look after her better ?

LUCIE. But it wasjt'oz/ who were alwa5-s urging her to

go to the Bernins.

BRIGNAC. In another minute it's going to be all my
fault! I was glad she should go to their house because I

thought old Bernin might be useful to us. How should
I know that the girl couldn't behave herself?
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LUCIE {indignantly^ Oh, hush ! I tell you Annette is

the victim of this wretch. If you are going to do nothing
but insult her, we had better stop discussing the matter.

BRIGNAC. I'm in a nice fix now ! There's nothing left

for us but to pack our trunks and be off. I'm done for,

ruined! smashed!
LUCIE. You exaggerate.
BRIGNAC. I exaggerate ! I tell you if she was caught red-

handed stealing^ the wreck wouldn't be more complete.
I even think that would have been better. I should be

less definitely compromized, and less disqualified.

LUCIE. You can abuse her by and by : the business

now is to save her. The Bernins have gone away this

evening ;
find them to-morrow

; and, if you speak to

them as you ought, they'll understand that their son

mnst marry Annette.

BRIGNAC. But Jacques Bernin is engaged.
LUCIE. He must break it off, that's all.

BRIGNAC. He won't break it off, because it means lots

and lots of money, and because he is the most ferocious

little fortune-hunter I ever met. Yes, he is
;

I know

him, I see him at the club. I've heard him holding forth

about women and money; his opinions are edifying. By
the way, has Annette any letters from him connecting
him with this business?

LUCIE. No.
BRIGNAC. He's not such a fool as to compromize him-

self. He'll deny everything.
LUCIE. You must threaten them with a scandal.

BRIGNAC. We should be the first to suffer from that.

LUCIE. But we must do something. We must bring
an action.

BRIGNAC. There is no affiliation law in France.

LUCIE. You refuse to go and see what can be done with

the Bernins?
BRIGNAC. Not at all. I say that it would be a useless

journey.
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LUCIE. Then what are we to do?
BRiGNAC. Not a soul in Chateauneuf must know what

has happened. Fortunately we have a little time.

LUCIE. What are you going to do?
BRIGNAC. We'll see. We'll think it over. One doesn't

come to a decision of this importance in ten minutes.
LUCIE. I want to know what you are going to do. Your

point of view surprises me so much that I wish to under-

stand it completely.
BRIGNAC. Understand this, then: if the matter is kept

secret, it is only our misfortune
;
if it becomes public, it

will be a scandal.

LuciK. How can it be kept secret ?

BRIGNAC. We must pack Annette off before anyone
suspects.

LUCIE. Where is she to go?
BRIGNAC. Ah! that's the devil. Where—where? If

only we had some friends we could trust, in some out-

of-the-way place, far away. But we haven't. Still, we
must^Qwd her somewhere.

LUCIE. Oh, my God ! \_SIie sobs'].

BRIGNAC [irritated'] For Heaven's sake don't cry like

that. That doesn't mend matters. We must make some
excuse. We'll invent an aunt or a cousin who's invited

her to stay. I will find a decent house in Paris for her
to go to. She'll be all right there. When the time comes
she can put the child out to nurse in the country, and
come back to us. I shall certainly have got my promo-
tion by that time : we shall have left this place, and the
situation will be saved—as far as it can be saved.

LUCIE. You propose that to me and you think I shall

consent to it !

BRIGNAC. Why not ?

LUCIE. You've not stopped to think. That's your only
excuse.

BRIGNAC. I must say, I don't see—
LUCIE. You seriously propose to send that poor child
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to Paris, where she doesn't know a soul ?

BRIGNAC. What do you mean by that ? I will go to

Paris myself, if necessary. There are special boarding-
houses : very respectable ones. I'll inquire : of course

without letting out that it is for anyone I know. And
I'll pay what is necessary. What more can you want ?

We shall be sure of keeping the thing quiet that way.
I believe there are houses in Paris subsidized by the

State, and the people who stay in them need not even

give their names.
LUCIE. I tell you, you've not stopped to think. Just

when the child is most in need of every care, you pro-

pose to send her off alone
; alone^ do you understand,

alone ! To tear her away from here, put her into a train,
and send her off to Paris, like a sick animal you want
to get rid of. It would be enough to make her kill her-

self.

BRIGNAC. Can you think of anything better?

LUCIE. Everything is better than that. If I consented

to that I should feel that I was as bad as the man who
seduced her. Be honest, Julien : remember it is in our

interest you propose to sacrifice her. We shall gain

peace and quiet at the price of her loneliness and de-

spair. To save ourselves trouble—serious trouble, I ad-

mit—we are to abandon this child to strangers. She
does not know the meaning of harshness or unkindness;
and we are to drive her away now—now, of all times!

Away from all love and care and comfort, without a

friend to put kind arms round her and let her sob her

grief away. I implore you, Julien, I entreat you, for our

children's sake, don't keep me from her, don't ask me to

do this shameful thing. I will not do it ! We must do

something else. Make me suffer if you like, but don't

add abandonment and loneliness to the misery of my
poor little helpless sister.

BRIGNAC. There would have been no question of mis-

ery if she had behaved herself.



48 Maternity Act II

LUCIE. She is this man's victim ! But she won't go.
You'll have to drive her out as you drove out the serv-

ant. Have you the courage ? Just think of what her life

will be. Try to realize the long months of waiting in

that dreadful house : the slow development of the poor
little creature that she will know beforehand is con-

demned to all the risks children run when they are se-

parated from their mothers. And when she is torn with

tortures, and cries out in that fearful anguish I know so

well, and jealous death seems to be hovering over the

bed of martyrdom, waiting for mother and child
; just

when one is overcome by the terror and amazement
of the mystery accomplished in oneself; then, then—
there'll be only strangers with her. And if her poor an-

guished eyes look round for an answering look, perhaps
the last; if she feels for a hand to cling to

;
she will see

round her bed only men doing a duty, and women going

through a routine. And then—after that—she's to let

her child go ;
to stifle her strongest instinct

;
to silence

the cry of love that consoles us all for the tortures we
have to go through ;

to turn away her eyes and say
'Take him away, I don't want him.' And at that price
she's to be forgiven for another person's crime !

BRiGNAC. But what can I do? I can't alter the world,
can I? The world is made like that. If Annette was ten

times more innocent she couldn't stay here.

LUCIE. I—
BRIGNAC \violcntly\ And I don't choose that she shall

stay here. Do you understand? I'm sorry she has to go
by herself to Paris. But once more, if she had behaved

respectably she wouldn't be obliged to do it.

LUCIE. Oh!
BRIGNAC. Can't you understand that she would suffer

much more here, surrounded by people who know her,

than she would there, where she would be unknown ?

Here she couldn't so much as go down the street with-

out exposing herself to insult. Why, if she even went
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to mass or to a concert after her condition became evi-

dent, it would be a kind of provocation ; people would
avoid her as if she had the plague. Mothers would
sneer and tell their daughters not to look at her, and
men would smile in a way that would be an outrage.

LUCIE. If necessary she can stay at home,
BRIGNAC. Stay at home! Rubbish! What would be

the good of that ? Servants would talk, and the scandal
would be all the greater. And you haven't reflected

that the consequences would fall upon me. You haven't
troubled to consider me, or to remember the drawback
this will be to me. I am not alluding to the imbecile

jokes people are sure to make about the apostle of re-

population. But our respectability will be called in

question. People will remark that there are families in

which such things don't happen. Political hatred and
social prejudice will help them to invent all sorts of tales.

And the allusions, the suggestions, the pretended pity !

There would be nothing left for me but to send in my
resignation !

LUCIE. Send it in.

BRIGNAC. Yes, and what should we live upon then ?

LUCIE [after a silence] Then that is society's welcome
to the newborn child !

BRIGNAC. To the child born outside marriage, yes. If

it wasn't for that there would soon be nothing but ille-

gitimate births. It is to preserve the family that society
condemns the natural child.

LUCIE. If there is guilt two people are guilty. Why do

you only punish the mother ?

BRIGNAC. What am I to say to you? Because it'seasier.

LUCIE. And that's your justice ! The truth is, you all

uphold the conventions of society. You do. And the

proof is that if Annette stayed here in the town to have
her baby, you'd all cry shame upon her; but if she goes
to Paris and has it secretly and gets rid of it, nobody
will blame her. Let's be honest, and call things by
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their names : it is not immorality that is condemned,
but motherhood. You say you want a larger number
of births, and at the same time you say to women 'No
motherhood without marriage, and no marriage with-
out money.' As long as you've not changed thatdW your
circulars will be met with shouts of derision—half from

hate, half from pity !

BRiGNAC. Possibly. Good night. I'm going to work.
LUCIE. Listen— Then you drive Annette from your

house ?

BRIGNAC. I don't drive her from my house. I beg her
to go elsewhere.

LUCIE. 1 shall go with her.

BRIGNAC. You mean, leave me ?

LUCIE. Yes.

BRIGNAC. Then you don't love me.
LUCIE. No.
BRIGNAC. Ah ! Here's another story. Since when ?

LUCIE. I never loved you.
BRIGNAC. You married me.
LUCIE. Not for love.

BRIGNAC. This is most interesting. Go on.

LUCIE. You're another victim of the state of society

you are defending.
BRIGNAC. I don't understand.
LUCIE. I was a penniless girl, and so I had no ofifers

of marriage. When you proposed to me I was tired of

waiting, and I didn't want to be an old maid. I accepted

you, but I knew you only came to me because the wo-
men with money wouldn't have you. I made up my
mind to love you and be loyal.
BRIGNAC. Well ?

LUCIE. But when my first baby came you deceived
me. Since then I have only endured you, and you owe
my submission to my cowardice. It was only my first

child I wanted, the others you forced upon me, and
when each was coming you left me. It's true I was un-
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attractive, but that was not my fault. You left me day
after day in my ugliness and loneliness, and when you
came back to me from those other women, you were full

of false solicitude about my health. I begged for a rest

after nursing. I asked to be allowed to live a little for

myself, to be a mother only with my own consent. You
laughed at me in a vain, foolish way. You did not con-
sider the future of your children or the life of your wife,
but you forced upon me the danger and the suffering of

bringing another child into the world. What was it to

you? Just the satisfaction of your vanity. You could

jest with your friends and make coarse witticisms about
it. Fool !

BRiGNAC. That's enough, thankyou. You're my wife—
LUCIE. I'll not be your wife any longer, and I won't

have another child.

BRIGNAC. Why?
LUCIE. Because I've just found out what the future

of my poor, penniless little girls is to be. It's to be
Annette's fate, or mine. Oh, to think I've been cruel

enough to bring three of them into the world already !

BRIGNAC. You're mad. And be good enough not to

put on these independent airs. They're perfectly use-

less.

LUCIE. You think so ?

BRIGNAC. I am sure of it. If you have had enough of

me, get a divorce.

LUCIE. But you would keep the children?
BRIGNAC. Naturally. And let me tell you that as long

as you are my wife before the world, you'll be my wife

really.
LUCIE. And you will force me to have a child when-

ever you please ?

BRIGNAC. Most certainly.
LUCIE. My God ! They think a woman's body is like

the clay of the fields
; they want to drag harvest after

harvest from it until it is worn out and done for ! I re-

H
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fuse this slavery, and I shall leave you if you turn out

my sister.

BRiGXAC. And your children ?

LUCIE. I will take them with me.
BRIGNAC. And their food ?

LUCIE. I will work.
BRIGNAC. Don't talk nonsense. You couldn't earn

enough to keep them from starving. It's late: go to bed.

LUCIE \_kci' teeth clenched'\ And wait for you ?

BRIGNAC. And wait for me. Precisely. \Hegoesout\
LUCIE \imshing to the door on the

left'\ Annette ! Oh,
Annette ! There's nobody to help us !



ACT III

A court hoiise^ of which only two sides are visible.

Thefootlights wonld almost correspondwith a line drawn
from o?ie angle to the opposite one. On the left to thefront
is the raised seat of the public Minister. Further back.,

to the left., the court. Facing the audience^ successively.,
counsels'' bench; the defendants^ bench., a little raised;
and the police bench.

In the centre^facing the table on which lie the 'pieces
a conviction,^ is the witness-box.

To the extreme right are three orfour benches., ofwhich
a part only is visible., reservedfor the public. The fury.,
which is not visible., would be in the prompter's place.

There are present the advocate-general : thepresident

of the court and his assessors ; also the counselfor the

defence and somejunior barristers. In the dock are Mad-
ame Thomas., Mane Caubert., Tiipin., Madame Tupin and
severalpolicemen. Madame Chevillot isamong thepublic.

PRESIDENT {authoritatively .,

to the counsel for the de-

fence'\ Maitre Verdier, you cannot speak now. I see

what line you propose to take for the defence, and I

give you fair warning that I shall use my whole power
and authority to prevent you from making light of the

criminal acts attributed to the defendants.

COUNSEL FOR THE DEFENCE. You are mistaken, M. le

president. I have no intention of making light of them.
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On the contrary, I declare definitely that in my eyes
abortion is a crime, because it deprives of life a creature

already living; and to condone it would lead to condon-

ing infanticide also. But what 1 propose to demonstrate
is that in not permitting affiliation and in not respect-

ing all motherhood, whatever its origin may be, society
has lost its right to condemn a crime rendered excus-

able by the hypocrisy of custom and the indifference of

the laws.

PRES. This is not the time for your address. Let the

woman Thomas stand up. \ToMadame Thomas\ So you
hunted up your clients in the provinces?

MME. THOMAS. No, M. le president. They came and
found me.

PRES. We shall see. Usher, bring forward the witness—
[//<? huntsfor the name in his notes'\

—Madame Lucie

Brignac.
MME. CHEV. [amoTig the audience^ to her neighhor'\

Mustn't Brignac be in a hurry to get his divorce !

Lucie has approached the witness-bar. She is thinner

and older.

PRES. [/o the usher] Has the witness been sworn ?

USHER. Yes, M. le president.
PRES. [to Lucie'] Was it of her own free will that your

sister, the unfortunate Annette Jarras, in consequence
of whose death the defendants have been arrested,
came to Paris and placed herself in the hands of this

woman ?

LUCIE. Yes, M. le president.
PRES. Very well. Go and sit down. I will call you

again presently. \_Lucie retires to her place, sobbing].
Marie Caubert, come forward. [A small, thin woman
rises]. Your name is Marie Caubert ? How old are you ?

SCHOOLMISTRESS. Twcnty-scven.
PRES. Profession ?

SCH. Schoolmistress.

PRES. You have come from the country, too : do you
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know what you are accused of?

SCH. Yes, M. le president.
PRES. What have you to say in your defence ?

SCH. I did not know 1 was doing wrong.
PRES. Your levity amazes me. You are a schoolmis-

tress, and you do not realize that the sacred mission

with which you are entrusted, the mission of prepar-

ing citizens and citizenesses for the glories of the future,
demands that your life should be exemplary. You are

appomted to give the elementary course of lessons in

civic morality: is it thus that you practise that moral-

ity ? You have no answer ? According to the notes I

have here you insisted upon nursing your two children

yourself. Do you love them ?

SCH. It was just because I love them.
PRES, But you decided that two were enough. You

ventured to limit the work of the Creator.

SCH. I should have liked nothing better than to have
four or five children.

PRES. Indeed ! Then allow me to inform you that

you've not taken the best means for arriving at that

desirable result. \_IIe latighs^ turning to his assessor on

the rights who laughs also"].

SCH. One must have money enough to bringthem up.
PRES Ah ! Stop a moment. If some people were to

make that bad excuse I might understand it. But from

you, who enjoy the inestimable advantage of being un-

der the protection of the State, I do not understand it.

You are never out of work.
SCH. I earn 83 francs a month, and my husband, who

teaches too, earns the same. That makes :66 francs a

month to live on and to rear two children. When there

were four of us we could just scrape along, but with five

we couldn't have managed it.

PRES. You forget to mention that when your children

are coming you have a right to a month's holiday on full

salary.
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SCH. Yes, at one time, M.le president, but not now. In

1900 a ministerial circular announced to us that there

was not enough money, and we could practically only
have holidays at half salary. To get the whole salary
we must have a certificate from the inspector, giving
reasons. One has to petition for it.

PRES. Well, then one petitions.
SCH. It's hard to seem like a beggar simply because

one has children.

PRES. Oho ! You're proud.
SCH. That's not illegal.

PRES. And that's why you went to the woman Tho-
mas?

SCH. Yes, monsieur. My husband and 1 had arranged
our expenses carefully. On the evening of the day we
were paid our salary we used to divide the money into

little portions and put them away. So much for rent, so

much for food, so much for clothing. We just managed
to get along by being most careful; and several times we
cut down expenses it didn't seem possible to cut down.
A third child coming upset everything. We couldn't

have lived. We should all have starved. Besides, the

inspectors and directresses don't like us to have many
children, especially if we nurse them ourselves. They
told me to hide myself when I was suckling the last one.

I only had ten minutes to do it in, at the recreations at

ten o'clock and at two o'clock
;
and when my mother

brought baby to me I had to shut myself up with him
in a dark closet.

PRES. All that's irrelevant.

COUN. DEF. No, M. le president, it ought to be known
here how the State, which preaches increase of the pop-
ulation, treats its employes when they have children.

PRES. {fitrwiis] You have no right to speak. [7b the

schoolmistress'] Have you anything more to say ?

SCH. No, M.le president.
PRES. Then sit down. Tupin, stand up.
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TUPIN [a working man, mean andwretched'\ After you,

Calvon.

PRES. What! TW/^/ did you say?
TUPIN. I said

' After you, Calvon.' Calvon's your
name, isn't it ?

PRES. I warn you I shall not stand any insolence from

you.
TUPIN. I say to you 'After you, Calvon,' as you say to

me '

Tupin, stand up.' If that's insolence, I didn't begin
it.

PRES. I shall have you turned out of the court. Stand

up.
TUPIN \standing'\ There : I'm very glad to. It'll take

the stiffness out of my legs.

PRES. Your profession ?

TUPIN. Electrician.

PRES. You were once. It is a long time since you
worked regularly.

TUPIN. 1 can't get work.
PRES. Because you look for it in the public house.

The police reports about you are most unfavorable.

TUPIN. I never liked the police : I'm not surprised

they don't like me. \_Laiighterfrom, the audience\
PRES. Silence ! or I shall clear the court. {To Tupvi\

The name of your wife, Eugenie Tupin, has been found
in the papers of the woman Thomas. Where is the wo-
man Tupin ? Stand up. \To Tiipiii\ That will do, sit

down. You attempted to conceal her from the police.
TUPIN. I thought they were not good company for her.

PRES. \_pretending not to hear andconsulting his tiotesl

You gave yourself up and declared that you yourself
took her to this woman's house.

TUPIN. You speak like a book.
PRES. You persistently accused yourself. Did you

want to go to prison ?

TUPIN. It's not a bad place. One's warm, and there's

food at every meal.
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PRES. It is true that prison diet is better than your
everyday fare.

TUPiN. Now you're talking.
PRES. [cofistiltmg his notes'] When you were arrested

you were both completely destitute. What remained
of your furniture had been sold, and you were entering

upon a state of complete vagabondage. No doubt you
also will accuse society. You are an unruly person. You
frequent Socialist clubs

;
and when you don't affect a

cynical carelessness in your language, as you are doing
now, you like to repeat the empty phrases you have

picked up from the propagandist pamphlets which are

poisoning the minds of the working classes. But we
know all about you ;

and if you are a victim, you are

the victim of your vices. You drink.

TUPIN. I have taken to it lately. That's true.

PRES. You confess it. Most extraordinary.
MME. TUPIN. What does that prove ?

PRES. Your eldest daughter is on the streets and one
of your sons has been sent to prison for a year for theft.

Is that true?

TUPIN. Possibly.
PRES. Not quite so insolent now. I congratulate you.

We will proceed. You took your wife to an abortionist.

Why?
TUPIN. Because I considered that bringing seven mis-

erable little devils into the world was enough.
PRES. If you had continued to be the honest and laT

borious workman that you once were you might have
had another child, without that child being necessarily
a miserable little devil.

MME. TUPIN. That isn't true.

TUPIN. No, monsieur. After four it's impossible.
PRES. I don't understand you.
TUPIN. What I say is that a workman's family, how-

ever hard they work and screw, can't get along when
there are five children.
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PRES. If that is true there are—and this society you

despise may be proud of it—there are, I say, many
charities on the watch, so to speak, for the destitute

;

and they make it a point of honor to leave none with-

out rehef.

TiTPiN [tndigiiaiit] Oh, and that seems all right to you,
does it ? You say it's a workman's duty to work and
to have a lot of children, and when he does it, fair and

square, and it makes a beggar ofhim, it seems to you all

right !

PRES. Ah, ha! Here's the orator of the public house

parlor. In the first place, we have only your assertion

that a workman's family cannot live when there are five

children. But, thank God, there are more than one or

two in that condition who have recourse neither to

charity nor to an abortionist.

MME. TUPiN. That's not true.

TUPiN. Shall 1 prove to you that you're wrong?
PRES. That has nothing to do with the charge against

you.
MME. TUPIN. Yes, it has.

TUPIN. I beg your pardon. If I prove it that will ex-

plain how I came to do what I did.

MME. TUPIN. I should think so !

PRES. Very well, but cut it short.

TUPIN. I gave my lawyer the month's account. Please
let him read it to you.

PRES. Very well.

The coitnselfor the defence rises.

couN. Here it is.

PRES. Stop. You're not Tupin's counsel.

COUN. No, M. le president. But my learned friends,
with a confidence which honors me, and for which I

thank them, have begged me to take over the conduct
of the case as a whole, reserving to themselves the

right to discuss important matters aflfecting their sev-

eral clients.
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PRES. Then T give you permission just to read this

document. But do not attempt to address the court.

This is not the time. You can read the paper and that
is all. Do you understand ?

couN. I perfectly understand, M. le president. [He
reads}*

DAILY EXPENSES.
For the Mother and Children.

BreaA/asL
Milk, 20C., bread, loc

Dmner,
Bread
Wine
Vegetables and dripping for soup
Meat
A relish for the children

Supper for all the Family.
Stew

Potatoes, etc.

Wine
For the Husband.

Tramway return fare

Tobacco
Dinner (out)

f.
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MME. CHEV. [/o her 7ieighhor\ There were three sous a

day for tobacco that he might very well have saved.

couN. Perhaps this document might be formally put
in evidence.

PRES. It is quite useless. \To Tupiii] I am not going
to dispute your figures. I admit them, and I repeat
there are charities.

TUPiN. And I repeat that I'm not a beggar.
PRES. You prefer to commit what is almost infanti-

cide. A man who has a daughter on the streets and a

son a thief may accept charity without degradation.
MME. TUPIN [ontraged'] Oh !

TUPIN \i7idtgnani] In those days they were not what

they are now. If they fell so low it was because I had
too many children and I couldn't look after my boy ;

and because my girl was deserted and starving. But

you must be made of stone to throw that in my teeth.

PRES. And if you took to drinking it's not your fault

either, I suppose?
TUPIN. I want to explain about that. When we began

to get short in the house my wife and I started to quar-
rel. Every time a child came we were mad at making it

worse for the others. And so—I needn't make a long
story of it—I ended up in the pub. It's warm there,
and you can't hear the children crying nor the mother

complaining. And besides, when you've drink in you
you forget.

MME. TUPIN. It's the sort of thing that it's good to

forget.
TUPIN. And that's how we got poorer and poorer. My

fault if you like.

PRES. And the last child, what about that?
MME. TUPIN. Oh, the last.

TUPIN. The last ? He cost us nothing.
PRES. [carelessly'] Eh?
MME. TUPIN. No.
TUPIN. No, he was a cripple. He was born in starva-
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tion, and his mother was worn out.

PRES. And his father was a drunkard.
TUPiN. Maybe. Anyway that one, the sickly fellow,

wanted for nothing. They took him into the hospital.

They wouldn't let me take him away.
MME. TUPIN. He was a curiosity for the doctors.

TUPIN, And they nursed him and they nursed him
and they nursed him. They didn't leave him a minute.

They made him live in spite of himself. And they let

the other children—the strong ones—go to the bad.

With half the money and the fuss they wasted on the

cripple they could have made fine fellows of all the
others.

PRES. And was that the reason you did away with the
next?

MME. TUPIN. For all the good he'd have got out of this

world he might thank me for not letting him come into

it.

PRES. He .should never have been created.

TUPIN. That's true.

PRES. If everyone was like you the country would
soon go to the dogs. But you don't trouble yourself
much about the country, I expect.

TUPIN. Someone said 'A man's country is the place
where he's well off.' I'm badly off everywhere.

PRES. You are perfectly indifferent to the good of

humanity.
TUPIN. Humanity had better come to an end if it

can't get on without a set of miserable wretches like me.
PRES. The jury thoroughly appreciate your moral

sense. You can sit down.

Evening has come. The ushers bring lamps.
PRES. [/o Madame Tupvi] Have you anything more

to say ?

MME. TUPIN. I have to say that all this is not my fault.

My husband and I worked like beasts
;
we did without

every kind of pleasure to try and bring up our children.
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If we had wanted to slave more I declare to you we
couldn't have done it. And now that we've given our
lives for them, the oldest is in hospital ruined and done
for because he worked in a 'dangerous trade' as they
call it !

PRES. Why didn't you put him into something else ?

MME. TUPIN. Because there's no work anywhere else.

They're full up everywhere else. There are too many
people in the world. My little girl is a woman now like

lots of others in Paris. She had to choose between that
and starving. She chose that. I'm only a poor woman,
and I know what it means to have nothing to eat, so I

forgave her. The worst of it is that sometimes she's

hungry all the same.
TUPIN. And they say God blesses large families !

PRES. \_from his notes'] Two others of your children
are dead. The two youngest are out at nurse.

MME. TUPIN. Yes. They were taken away as soon as

they were born. AH I know about them is the post-
office order I send every month to the woman who's

bringing them up. Oh, it's cruel ! It's cruel! It's cruel!

\_She sits down].
PRES. We have now only to examine the case of An-

nette Jarras. Let the woman Thomas stand up. [To
Madame Thomas] This was your victim. She was nine-

teen, quite young and in perfect health. Now she is in

her grave. What have you to say ?

MME. THOMAS [quietly] Nothing.
PRES. You don't excite yourself. Oh, we know you

are not easily moved.
MME. THOMAS. If I told you that it was pity made me

do it, you wouldn't believe me.
PRES. Probably not. But at any rate you might try.

Every accused person has a right to say whatever he
can in his own defence : of course under the control of

the president of the court.

MME. THOMAS. It isn't worth while.
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PRES. Oh, yes. Let us hear. The gentlemen of the

jury are listening.
MME. THOMAS {after a signfrom her coiinscl'\ A girl

came to me one day ;
she was a servant. She had been

seduced by her master, I refused to do what she asked
me to do : she went and drowned herself. Another I

refused to help was brought up before you here for in-

fanticide. Then when the others came, I said Yes. I've

prevented many a suicide and many a crime.

PRES. So that's your line of defence. It is in pity, in

charity, that you have acted. The prosecution will an-

swer that you have never failed to exact payment for

your services, and a high payment.
MME. THOMAS. And you ? Don't they pay you for con-

demning other people?
PRES. Those you condemn to death and execute your-

self are all innocent.
MME. THOMAS. You prosccutc jne,hut you decorate the

surgeons who trade in sterility.
PRES. Be silent. Sit down. Madame Lucie Brignac.

[Lucie comesforward, in great emotion']. Calm yourself,
madame, and tell us what you know. You are called for

the defence.

LUCIE. It was I, monsieur, who asked to be heard.
PRES. Speak up, madame, I cannot hear what you say.
LUCIE [loiide)'] It was I, monsieur, who asked to be

heard. I wanted to defend the memory of my little one.
I fear now I shall not have the strength. [She controls

herself]. Annette was seduced by a man who had pro-
mised to marry her. She lived with us. When my hus-
band knew that my sister was in a certain condition, he
wished to send her away. I was indignant, and I left his

house with her and my children. We went to Bordeaux.
We had a few hundred francs, and we thought we could
work for our living. [She stops].

PRES. Well?
LUCIE. Our money was soon spent. Annette was giv-
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ing some music lessons; they guessed her condition and

they sent her away. I did some sewing.
PRES. And earned some money?
LUCIE. T couldn't always get work. When I got it, I

was paid sevenpence-halfpenny for twelve hours. I was
not a skilled worker. Some people get a shilling and a

halfpenny. We were in despair, thinking of the child

that was coming.
PRES. That was not a reason for leading your sister

and her child to their deaths ! \_Lucie is seized with a
nervous trembling and does not answer}. Answer !

couN. DEF. Give her a moment to recover, M. le pre-
sident.

LUCIE \controlling herself} I wanted to get her into a

hospital, but they only take them at the end. It seems
there are homes one can go to in Paris, but not in the

provinces.
PRES. You could have applied for charity.
LUCIE. Six months residence was necessary. And

then, what should we have done with the child?

PRES, As it was impossible for you to bring it up,

your sister could have taken it to a foundling hospital.
LUCIE. Abandon it—yes, we thought of that. We

made inquiries.
COUN. DEF. It is necessary to get a certificate of in-

digence, and then make an application to the board of

admission. They inquire into the case and admit or re-

ject. The child may die meanwhile.
LUCIE. And they make a condition that the mother

shall not know where her child is. That she shall never
see it or hear of it again. Only once a month she will

be told if it is alive or dead. Nothing more.
PRES. Proceed, madame.
LUCIE. Then I brought my children back to my hus-

band, because we had nothing left. I went to see the

parents of the young man, who is the cause of every-

thing. They practically turned me out of doors. The
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young man is going to be married.

couN. DEF. May I say a word, M, le president?
PRES. You are sure it is only a word ?

COUN. DEF. Yes, M. le president. All the guilty are not
in court. I look in vain for the seducer of this poor girl.

He is waiting anxiously in the provinces to hear the
result of this trial, fearing his name may come out. I

have received from him and from his family an implor-

ing letter, entreating me to spare him and not to men-
tion him by name during the proceedings. Until now,
as a matter of fact his name has not been mentioned,
and we are at the end of the trial. Well, I am going to

make it known at once. I shall have no more pity for

the family and the intended wife of this criminal, than
he had for the woman who is dead, and for the woman
whose life he has ruined. If there is no law in the Code
of this country which can reach him, there will be at

least indignation enough in the hearts of all honest

people to prevent Jacques Bernin from enjoying in peace
the happiness he has stolen ! \_Prolonged applause],

FRE^. \to Lucie] Proceed, madame. \^Paiise'\. Kindly
conclude your evidence.

LUCIE. I implored my husband to take us back, An-
nette and me. He wouldn't. We came to Paris with a

little money he gave me. It was too soon for them to

take Annette into one hospital : in another, where they
would have taken her, there was no room. My husband
filed a petition for divorce.

PRES. Kindly tell us about what concerns the woman
Thomas.

LUCIE [with growing emotion] Yes, monsieur. An-
nette was always reproaching herself with having ac-

cepted what she called my sacrifice. She kept saying
she was the cause of all my troubles. \_A silence\ One
day they came to fetch me and I found her dead at this

woman's house. \In a burst ofsobs ^
which become hyster-

ical.^ she cries out] My little sister, my poor little sister I
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PRES. {kindly^ to the iisher] Take her back to her

place, or, if necessary, take her outside and do all you
can for her. [7b the defendants] Then none of you has

any more to say in your defence !

TUPiN [^excited] Oh, if we said all we've got to say we
should be here until to-morrow morning !

MME. TUPIN [the same] That we should !

TUPIN \_shouting\ We should never stop !

PRES. 1 call upon the counsel for the prosecution for

his speech
SCH. But, monsieur, you are not going to condemn

me ? It's not possible. I haven't said everything.
TUPIN. WeWe not the guilty ones.

SCH. I'm afraid of getting a bad name. And we hadn't
the means to bring up another.

MME. TUPIN [violently, mnch excited] Shut up ! As
it's like that—as that's what they do to our children—
as men have found nothing to change that—we must
do it—the women must do it. We must start the great
strike—the strike—the strike of the mothers.

Cries in the audience^
'

Yes, yes^
PRES. Silence.

MME. TUPIN [shouting] Why should we kill ourselves

to get wage-slaves and harlots for other people ?

TUPIN. WeWe not the guilty ones.

PRES. I did not—
MME. THOMAS. And all the men that seduced the girls

I saved—have you punished them ?

PRES. Sit down.
TUPIN. The guilty ones are the people that tell us to

have more children when the ones we have are starving.
COUN. DEF. The seducers are the guilty ones

;
and

social hypocrisy.

During the proceedings, anger, which rapidly becomes

fnry, has taken possession of the defendants. They are

all on their feet except the schoolmistress, who goes on

sobbing and murmnring to herself unintelligibly. The
I
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president^ also standings strikes his desk with a paper-
knife^ trying to impose silence. He shouts^ hnt cannot
make himself heard. The tumult increases until the cur-

tain falls. The voices of the counselfor the defence and
the defendants drown those of the president and the coun-

selfor the proseciition.
MME. THOMAS. The fine gentlemen that get hold of

them and humbug them !

PRES. I will have you taken back to prison.
MME. THOMAS. And the rich young man, and the old

satyrs
—and the men I The men ! All the men !

COUNSEL FOR THE PROSECUTION. Policc, Can't you Si-

lence these lunatics?

couN. DEF. You have no right to insult the defend-

ants.

TUPiN. They've been doing nothing else the whole
time.

couN. PROS. Keep this rabble quiet ! The defendants
must respect the law.

COUN. DEF. And you, sir, must respect justice.
COUN. PROS. You sympathize with their crime. I am

outraged by it.

COUN. DEF. They are right. They are not guilty. You
must respect

—
COUN. PROS. I demand—
COUN. DEF. Our customs are guilty, which denounce

the unmarried mother !

AUDIENCE. Bravo ! Hear, hear !

COUN. PROS. I demand that the counsel for the
defence—

COUN. DEF. Every woman with child should be re-

spected, no matter what the circumstances are. \_Ap-

plause\
PRES. Maitre Verdier, by article forty-three of the

regulations
—

COUN. DEF. Their crime is not an individual crime, it

is a social crime.
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couN. PROS. It is a crime against nature.

couN. DEF. It is not a crime against nature. It is a re-

volt against nature.

PRES. Police, remove the defendants. \Thc police do

not understand or do not hear\ Maitre Verdier, must

we employ force? \_Tumnlt in the whole coiirt~\.

COUN. DEF. {rhetorically'] It is a revolt against nature !

And with all the warmth of a heart melted by pity, with

all the indignation of my outraged reason, I look for that

glorious hour of liberation when some master mind shall

discover for us the means of having only the children we
need and desire, release us for ever from the prison of

hypocrisy and absolve us from the profanation of love.

That would indeed be a conquest of nature—savage na-

ture—which pours out life with culpable profusion, and

sees it disappear with indifference. But, until then—
The tumult recommences.

PRES. Police, clear the court! Police—police, remove

the defendants. The sitting is suspended. {The magis-
trates cover their heads and rise].

MME. THOMAS. It's not I who massacfc the innocents!

Tjji not the guilty one !

SCH. Mercy, monsieur, mercy !

MME. TUPiN. She^s not the guilty one !

TUPIN. She's right. She's }iot\

MME. THOMAS. It's the men ! the men ! all the men !

The magistrates go out by the narrow door reservedfor

them., the backs oftheir red robes disappearing slowly dur-

ing the last words.



TUPIN'S BUDGET (Condensed).

The daily food of the mother and the five children consists of a loaf

of bread, soup made of dripping and vegetables, and a stew.

Total cost, 3f. 75c.

The husband's expenses are: tramway fare, 30c.; tobacco, 15c.;

lunch, if. 25c.

General expenses of the family : rent, 30of. ; clothing, linen, boots

(sixteen pairs for the children at 4f. 50c. the pair, four for the

parents at 8f.), are again 300f.

Annual total, 2,5oof.
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ACT I

A very zindistinguished room in a honse in a French

country town. The time is February. There is in the cen-

tre ofthe room a table, with chairs round it; afireplace on
the left^andwitidow on the right; apiano; lamps; a bronze
statuette of Gutenberg; holland covers on thefurniture.
There are doors to rig ht and left and at the back.

Madame Dupontis discoveredalo7ie , darniiigstockings.
Aftera moment or two Courthezon comes in^with somepa-
pers in his hand.

COURTHEZON. Why, you're all alone, Madame Dupont ?

MME. DUPONT. Yes, M. Courthezon.
COURTHEZON. Your young ladies are listening to the

band?
MME. DUPONT. No : Julie has gone to pay a call, and

Caroline is at Benediction. She goes every Sunday.
COURTHEZON. Oh, yes, of course.

MME. DUPONT. On Sunday we never see her, except at

dejeuner. The rest of the day she's at church. I believe

she never misses a service. And now she is one of the En-
fants de Marie. At her age, too !

COURTHEZON. Howoldisshe?
MME. DUPONT. Thirty-three.
COURTHEZON. And still very religious ?

MME. DUPONT. Very.
COURTHEZON \nodding'\ Her mother was just the same.
MME. DUPONT. You remember my husband's first wife ?
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COURTHEZON. Ycs. I Came to the printing office two
years before she died. [Pause] M. Dupont is at his game
at the Cafe du Commerce, no doubt ? I should be there

myself if I could afford it.

MME. DUPONT. You have your savings.
COURTHEZON. Precisely; and I don't want to lose them.

But you are working, Madame Dupont ?

MME. DUPONT. Mending somestockings. One must find

something to do.

COURTHEZON. I've been hard at it, too, all day.
MME. DUPONT. Still at your invention ?

COURTHEZON. Yes. I tell you it's splendid. I've been
downstairs to the printing office to see if there were any
orders.

MME. DUPONT. Were there any ?

COURTWEZoyl/ooking-t/iroiig/?papers in his hand] Three
hundred visiting cards, a price list, and an announcement.
MME. DUPONT [stopping her work] Death ? Birth ?

COURTHEZON. Neither. A marriage.
MME. DUPONT. Give it me. [Reads paper which Coiir-

thezon gives her] M. Jacquemin. M. Jacquemin ! And
who is this Mile. Martha Violet whom he is marrying ?

COURTHEZON. One of the Violets of the Rue du Pre.

MME. DUPONT. Oh, yes : of coursc. [ToCoiirthezon^who
makes as if to take back the paper] Leave it with me. I

will send it down to you. I want to show it to Julie. So

you are pleased with your invention ?

COURTHEZON [sittingdown] I am delighted with it. De-

lighted ! I've been working at it twenty years ! And now
it's finished. What do you think of that ?

Enter Caroline. She is tall^ stringy^ notpretty^ notattrac-

iivCy but notabsiLrd. She has aprayer-book in her hand.

MME.DUPONT[c^r^/^j'5'/>',/o Courthezon^who has stopped]
Goon. It's only Caroline. [/«/^r<f?<S'/d?a?]Andyou still won't
tell us what it is ?

COURTHEZON. Not yet. [Risings bowing to Caroline]
Good day, Mile. Caroline.
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CAROLINE \half-retiirning his bow^ Good day, M. Cour-

thezon.
MME. DUPONT. I caii imagine how pleased you are.

couRTHEZON. Ofcourselam.
CAROLINE. You have finished your invention !

COURTHEZON. Yes. How did you guess ?

CAROLINE \a little confused'^ Oh, only
—

COURTHEZON. Only?
CAROLINE \in a lower voice] Only that I knew it.

COURTHEZON. You knew it ?

CAROLINE [cojifiisedl Yes. But never mind about that.

MME. DUPONT [to Cojirthezo7i] And now you will be-

come a rich man, eh, M. Courthezon ?

COURTHEZON. Not all at once. I must first find someone
who will buymy invention,orwho will advancememoney
to push it for myself. But there's plenty of time to think
of all that : and whether I succeed or not, I am glad to

have given twenty years ofmy life to inventing something
that will make life a little easier for those who will come
after me. And now 1 am going downstairs to the office to

do a little work. You'll send down that announcement,
won't you ?

MME. DUPONT. I won't forgct.
COURTHEZON. Good evening, Madame Dupont. Good

evening, Mile. Caroline.

CAROLINE & MME. DUPONT. Good evening, M. Courthe-
zon.

Courthezon goes out.

MME. DUPONT. Why Were you so sure he had completed
his invention ?

CAROLINE [confused^aftera moment''s silence] You won't

tell anyone, mother ?

MME. DUPONT. No.
CAROLINE. Because I prayed for it.

MME. DUPONT \iiot Spitefully^ hut with a slight shrug of
the shoulders'] I see.

Julie comes in.
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JULIE. Here I am, maman [she kisses her]. You here,
Caro ? [She does not kiss her].
MME. DUPONT. Ah, Julie ! Sit down, dear, and tell me

what you have been doing and whom you have seen.

[Her warm greeting toJulie contrasts markedly with the

cold reception shepreviouslygave toCaroline\.

JULIE. I went to see Madame Leseigneur.
MME. DUPONT. I might have guessed that.

JULIE. Why?
MME. DUPONT. You only go to houses where there are

children. And as Madame Leseigneur has six—
JULIE. I wish I were in her place. Only think: Andre,

the youngest, you know, the one who is only six months
old?
MME. DUPONT. Yes.

JULIE. He recognisedme. There neverz^^^such a baby
for taking notice.

MME. DUPONT. You talk as if you were a mother your-
self.

JULIE. Jean laughed till he cried when he saw what I

had brought him. Charles and Pierre were in disgrace
because they'd been fighting. But I got their mother to

forgive them, so that was all right. To-morrow I shall

go to Madame Durand to hear how Jacques is going on.

1 hear he has the whooping-cough.
MME. DUPONT [laughing] You ought to have been a

nurse.

]VLiE[se}-iously] No, no. I should have diedwhen I had
to leave the first child T had nursed.

MME. DUPONT. Then you should marry.
JULIE. Yes. [Pause].
MME. DUPONT [/"o Caroline^ Well, Caroline, what are

you doing there with your mouth open ?

CAROLINE. I was listening.
MME. DUPONT. Have you finished your painting ?

CAROLINE. No. I still have six of the Marie Antoinette

figures to do, and a dozen china Cupids to finish.
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JULIE. How funny it is to think of Caro painting Cu-

pids!
CAROLINE. Why?
MME. DUPONT [/o Caroline'] And you have to send all

those off by twelve o'clock to-morrow ?

CAROLINE. Yes.

MME. DUPONT. You will ncver have them ready.
CAROLINE. I shall manage.
MME. DUPONT. You might do a little at them now, before

dinner, instead of sitting there twiddling your fingers.

CAROLINE. I shall get up early to-morrow.

MME. DUPONT. Even if you do get up early
—

CAROLINE. I shall begin at six, as soon as it is light.

MME. DUPONT. Still, you might do some work on them
now.

CAROLINE. I would rather not.

MME. DUPONT. Because it's Sunday, I suppose; and one

mustn't work on Sunday.
CAROLINE. Yes. \_Paiise'\ Why should yoti mind, mo-

ther, ifI—
MME. DUPONT. I? Not the Icastin the world. Do as you

please. You are old enough to decide for yourself.

JULIE [who has been reading one of the papers] Is Cour-

thezon down in the office ? I should like the next part of

this.

MME. DUPONT. You know quite well your father doesn't

like you to read the proofs of the stories he has to print.

JULIE. I have no others. Listen to this : isn't it too

bad to have to stop there ? [Reads']
'

Solange was still

in Robert's arms. At this moment the Count entered,

menacing, terrible, his revolver in his hand.' I do so

want to know what happened next !

CAROLINE. The Count will kill them, of course. It is

his right.

JULIE. I wonder.
CAROLINE. According to law.

JULIE. That's no reason. I want to read over again
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where Robert comes in. It's lovely. And the meeting
with Solange in Italy, one evening in ]May. Where is it ?

Ah, here ! [Reads]
' Under the deep blue of the sky,

picked out by stars, by the shore of the calm sea that a

perfumed breeze just rufBed, and in which were reflected

with the stars above the many distant lights of Alentone
and of Monte Carlo— '

MME. DUPONT [smiliug] And your father imagines he
has cured 3'ou of all such foolishness !

JULIE. I am doing no harm.
MME. DUPONT. No matter. I would rather you didn't

read any more novels.

JULIE. Why ? Berthe Paillant reads all the stories that

come out, and she's 3'ounger than I am.
MME. DUPONT. Berthe Paillant is married.

JULIE. There it is I If one is not to remain a child to

the end of one's days one must marr}% I am twenty-
four, and I may'nt read the books which Berthe can read
at eighteen.

MME. DUPO.NT. There's my thread broken again. I be-

lieve 3'ou bought it at Lagnier's, Caroline.

CAROLINE. Yes.

MME. DUPONT. Why didn't 3-ou go to Laurent's?
CAROLINE. I thought we ought to deal with those who

believe as we do.

MME. DLTONT. If onlyone could find a good Catholic

who sold good wool !

CAROLINE. There isn't one in the town.

JULIE [with a sigli] Heigho ! You don't know of a hus-

band for me, do vou, Caro ?

CAROLINE. What sort of one do 3'ou want ?

JULIE [seriously'] I am getting to the time of life when
a woman accepts the first man who offers himself.

Choose whatever sort 3'ou think best for me [laughing].
What would be 3'our ideal? Someone in business? A
captain in the arm3- ? Tell me.

CAROLINE. No.
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JULIE. Why not?
CAROLINE. If I were to marry, I should choose a work-

er, a man with a noble aim, a man who would be ready to

sacrifice himself to make life a little easier for those who
will come after him.
MME. DUPONT. Oh, don't talk like a sentimental novel,

Caroline.

CAROLINE. I was not.

MME. DUPONT. Well, I'm sure I've read that some-
where. Besides, at your age one doesn't speak of those

things any longer.

JULIE. Talking of that, you know Henriette Longuet ?

MME. DUPONT. YeS.

JULIE. She is going to be married.
MME. DUPONT. Indeed?

JULIE. Yes. [Thoughtfully] I'm the last to go.
MME. DUPONT. The last go off" best. What a week this

is for marriages ! Courthezon brought me an announce-
ment just now which I kept to show you. Where is it?

Ah, here it is. [Hands it to her].

JULIE [after looking at it
^ sadly] That finishes it !

MME. DUPONT. What do you mean ?

CAROLINE. What is it, Julie ?

JULIE. Nothing.
MME. DUPONT. Were jvozi thinking ofM. Jacquemin ?

JULIE. How do I know ? He has never said anything to

me, of course, but I fancied he had noticed me. 1 didn't
care much about him, but he was better than nothing.
Better than nothing ! \_Sighs'\ It's a stupid sort of world
for girls nowadays.

Ditpont comes in.

DUPONT [brimming over with excitement and import-
ance] Ah ! Here are the children. Run away, my dears,
for a few minutes. I'll call you when I want you.

JULIE [going with Caroline] Caroline! Do you think
it is—?

CAROLINE, {thoughtjully] It does look Uke it.
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They go out together.
MME. DUPONT. Well, what is it ?

DUPONT \tvith an air of importance'] M. and Madame
Mairaut will be here in an hour, at six o'clock.

MME. DUPONT. YcS?
DUPONT {craftily'} And do you know why they are

g?
MME. DUPONT. No.
DUPONT. To ask for Julie's hand in marriage. That's

all!

MME. DUPONT. For their son ?

DUPONT. Well, my dear, it's not for the Sultan of

Turkey.
MME. DUPONT. M. Mairaut, the banker.

DUPONT. M. Mairaut, head of the Banque de I'Univers,

14 Rue des Trois-Chapeaux, second floor.

MME. DUPONT. Yes
;
but—

DUPONT. Now, now, don't excite yourself. Don't lose

your head. The thing isn't done yet. Listen. For the

last fortnight, at the Merchants' Club, Mairaut has been

taking me aside and talking about Julie—asking me
this, that, and the other. As you may suppose, I let

him run on. To-day we were talking together about
the difficulty of marrying one's children. '

I know some-

thing of that,' said he. ' So do I,' I said. Then he grinned
at me and said : 'Supposing Madame Mairaut and I were
to come in one of these days to discuss the question with

you and Madame Dupont?' You may imagine my de-

light. I simply let myself go. But no, when I say I let

myself go, I do myself an injustice. I kept a hand over

myself all the time. ' One of these days. Next week, per-

haps?' I said, carelessly, just like that. 'Why not to-

day?' said he. 'As you please,' said I. 'Six o'clock?'
' Six o'clock.' What do you think of that ?

MME. DUPONT. ButM.Mairaut—theson,Imean—Mon-
sieur—what is his Christian name ?

DUPONT. Antonin, Antonin Mairaut.
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MME. DUPONT. Antonin, of course. I was wondering.

Is M. Antonin Mairaut quite the husband we should
choose for Julie ?

DUPONT, I know what you mean. His life isn't all that
it should be. There's that woman—
MME. DUPONT. So people say.
DUPONT. But we needn't bother about that. There's

another matter, however, that is worth considering
—

though, of course, you haven't thought of it. Women
never do think of the really important things.
MME. DUPONT. You mean money? The Mairauts haven't

any. They only keep a coupleof clerks altogether in their

bank. They may have to put up the shutters any day.
DUPONT. Yes : but there's someone else who may put

his shutters up first. Antonin'suncle. The old buffermay
die. And he has two hundred thousand francs, and never

spends a penny.
MME. DUPONT. True. But—
DUPONT. But. But. There you go. You're determined

never to see anything that is more than an inch before

your nose. I don't blame you for it. Women are like

that.

MME. DUPONT. But suppose he disinherits Antonin ?

DUPONT. You forget I shall be there. I flatter myself
I shall know how to prevent Uncle Marechal from dis-

inheriting his nephew. Besides, what is Uncle Marechal?
MME. DUPONT. Antonin's uncle.

DUPONT. You don't understand. I ask you what he is.

What is his position, I mean.
MME. DUPONT. He's head clerk at the Prefecture.

DUPONT. Exactly. And he could get me the contract
for all the printing work at his office. Thirty thousand
francs a year ! How much profit does that mean ?

MME. DUPONT. Five thousand francs.

DUPONT. Five thousand ? Ten thousand ! Ifone is only
to make the ordinary trade profit,what's the good of Gov-
ernment contracts ?
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MME. DUPONT. I'm afraid young M. Mairaut's charac-

ter—
DUPONT. His character ! We know nothing about his

character. He has one xnrtue which nothing can take

away from him : he is his uncle's nephew. And his

uncle can get me work that will bring in ten thousand
francs a year, besides being as rich as Croesus.

MME. DUPONT. Still, are you sure that he is the right
sort of husband for Julie?

DUPONT. He is the right sort of husband for Julie, and
the right sort of son-in-law for me.
MME. DUPONT [_dubtousl}''] Well, you know more of

these things than I do.

DUPONT l^/ooks at his 'watch'\ Ten minutes past five.

Now listen to me. We have very little time, but I feel

the ideas surging through my brain with extraordinary
clearness. It's only in moments of emergency that I feel

myself master of all my faculties, though I flatter m3-self
I'm not altogether a fool at the worst of times. \^He sits

upon a chair
^
his hands leaning upon the back ofit~\. I \^'ill

explain everything to you, so that you may make as few
blunders as possible. We must get old Mairaut to agree
that all the money, Julie's and Antonin's, shall be thejoint

property of them both.

MME. DUPONT. But there will be Julie's dot.

DUPONT \_pettishly'] If you keep interrupting we shall

never be done. The joint property of them both, on ac-

count of Uncle Marechal's money. Do you understand ?

MME. DUPONT. YeS.

DUPONT. That's a blessing. Well, then we shall ask

for—
MME. DUPONT. No Settlements. I understand.

DUPONT. On the contrary, we shall ask for the strictest

settlements on both sides.

MME. DUPONT. But—
DUPONT. You are out of vour depth. Better simply

Usten without tr^-ing to understand. \_Hc rises, replaces
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his chair

^
and taps her knowingly on the shoulder']. In

these cases one should never ask for the thing one wants.
One must know how to get the other side to offer it, and
be quite pleased to get it accepted. Well, then, I am giv-

ing Julie fifty thousand francs as her dot.

MME. DUPONT. Fifty thousand! But Julie has only
twenty-five thousand.

DUPONT. That is so. I shall give her twenty-five thou-
sand down and promise the rest for next year.
MME. DUPONT. You Can't mean that. You will never be

able to keep such a promise. \_She 7'ises'\.

DUPONT. Who knows ? If I get the contract from the
Prefecture.

MME. DUPONT. We ought to ask Julie what she thinks
of this marriage.

DUPONT. We haven't much time, then. Still, call her :

and take oflf these covers \_pointing to the chairs\
MME. DUPONT \jshe goes towards the door on the right;

then returns'] But have you thought—
DUPONT. I have thought of everything.
MME. DUPONT. Ofeverything ? What about Ang^le and

her story ?

DUPONT \_pompously'] Angeleis no longermy daughter.
MME. DUPONT. Still, we shall have to tell them.
DUPONT. Naturally. Since they know it already.
MME. DUPONT. I am nearly sure it was she I met last

time I was in Paris.

DUPONT. You were mistaken.
MME. DUPONT. I don't think so.

DUPONT. In any case, in acting as I did I was doing my
duty. I can hold my head up and fear nothing. Call Julie.
She will help you to put the room tidy. \_Madame Dupont
goes out\

DUPONT [rubbing his hands] I think I've managed
things pretty well this time ! I tliiiik so !

Julie and Madame Dupontcome in.

JULIE. Father, is it someone who wants to marry me ?
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DUPONT. It is. [ To Madame Diipont^ pointing to the

chairs] Take off those covers. [7b /iilie'] You know
young M.Mairaut—M. AntonmMdi\r2i\it'^ \_He sits downl.
You have danced together several times.

JULIE. Yes.

DUPONT. What do you think of him?
JULIE. As a husband ?

DUPONT. As a husband. Don't answer in a hurry. Take
off that cover from the chair you are sitting on and give
it to your mother.

JULIE [obeying] Have his parents formally proposed for

him?
MME. DUPONT. No. But ifthey should do SO your father

and I wish to know—
DUPONT \_to Madajne Dupont^ giving her the last chair

cover^ which he has taken off himself] Take all these

away. [Madame Dupontgoes ont]. The formal offer has
not been made, but it will be soon, in less than an hour.

JULIE. Is that why you are taking all this trouble ?

[She points to the chairs].
DUPONT. Precisely. We mustn't appear to be paupers

or people without social position. [He seizes a bowl in

which there are some visiting cards']. Very old, these
cards. Very yellow. And the names, too, common rather.

I must put that right. [ To his ivife, ivho returns] Go down
to the printing office and ask Courthezon to give you
some printed specimens of our new visiting cards at three

francs—no, three francs fifty. And then put that Wagner
opera on the piano which someone left to be bound.

[Madame Diipontgoes. To Julie] I have no desire to in-

fluence you, my dear.

JULIE. Still—
DUPONT {going to the mantelpiece] Still what ? Wait

while I light the lamp [He strikes a match].
JULIE. Why, it's still quite light.
DUPONT. When one receives visitors one doesn't wait

till it is dark before—You are old enough to know—what
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the deuce is the matter with the oil ?— old enough to

know what you are about. Damn the lamps ! When they
are never lighted it is the devil's own job to make them
burn. Yes, as I was saying, it is for ^^ou to weigh the pros
and the cons. Marriage There! [^He looks rotmd him]
Is there anything else to be done to make things look
better? What is that over there? That great stupid
Caroline's hat !

MME. DUPONT \_cnining in and bringing visiting cards
and a piano score ofan operd\ Here are the cards and the
music book.

DUPONT. Thanks. S^He gives Caroline's hat to Madame
Dnpont'] Take this thing away. And these stockings.
Hide them somewhere. You don't want to appear to do

your own darning, confound it ! It's extraordinary you.
shouldn't have thought ofthat. \_MadameDupontgoes out^

returning in a moment. Dupont continues mechanically

tojnlie'] It is for you to weigh the pros and cons. This
is better. Vicomte de Liverolles

;
M. L'Abbe Candar,

Honorary Canon
; Ange Nitron, Ex-Municipal Coun-

cillor. That will look well enough. The Wagner score on
the piano, open, of course. That's right. There's some-

thing else I want, though. Julie, the box of cigars which
M. Gueroult sent me when he was elected to the Cham-
ber.

JULIE \hringing a box\ Here it is.

DUPONT. Give it me.

JULIE. You haven't begun it yet.
DUPONT. Wait. \^He rummages in his pocket and takes

out a knife, which he opens~\ We must show them that
other people besides deputies smoke cigars at five sous.

\_He opens the box\ Without being proud, one has one's

dignitytokeep up. There! \_He takes a handftd op cigars
andgives them to his daughter~\ Put those in the drawer
so that the box mayn't seem to have been opened on pur-
pose for them, {^ffe arranges the box on the table']. A
fashion paper ? Excellent ! And for myself \_tG

Mine. Du-
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ponf\ Leontine, give me a fresh ribbon of my Order of

Christ. This one is faded. \To his datt.ghter~\ He is twenty-
eight. He is good looking and distinguished. He passed
his law examination at Bordeaux. \^He puts a fresh rib-

bon in his coat and looks at himselffor a considerable time
in the glass"] . In a town where I was not known this would
be as good as the Legion of Honour. \_I/e turns round].
Well ? Have you made up your mind ?

JULIE. I should like more time to think it over.

DUPONT. You have still a quarter of an hour.

MME. DUPONT, She would like a few days, perhaps.
DUPONT. That's it. Shilly shally ! We are to have the

story of that great stupid Caroline over again, are we ?

No ! Your sister, whom you see now an old maid, who
will never be married, unless her aunt in Calcutta leaves

her some money—your sister, too, had her chance one

day. She hum'd and ha'd
;
she wanted to think it over.

And you see the result. That's what thinking it over
leads to. Here she is, still on my hands !

MME. DUPONT. You mustn't Say that. She earns her own
living.

DUPONT. She earns her own living, perhaps ;
but she

remains on my hands all the same. By the way, we had
better not say anything to the Mairauts about Caroline's

working for money.
MME. DUPONT. They are sure to know.
DUPONT. Not they. What was I saying? Oh, yes. She

remains on my hands all the same. And one old maid is

quite enough in the family. Two would be intolerable.

Remember, my child, you have no dot— at least, none
worth mentioning. And as things go nowadays, when
one has no dot, one mustn't be too particular.

JULIE. To marry nowadays, then, a girl has to buy her

husband ?

DUPONT [^shrugs'] Well—
JULIE. And there's nothing but misery for girls who

have no money.
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DUPONT. It's not quite as bad as that. But obviously

there is a better choice for those who have a good for-

tune.

JULIE [^bi'tlerfy^
And the others must be content with

damaged goods, much reduced in price !

DUPONT. There are exceptions, of course. But, as a

rule, husbands are like anything else. Ifyou want a good
article, you must be prepared to pay for it.

MME. DUPONT. And, even so, one is often cheated.

DUPONT. Possibly. But M. Antonin Mairaut is a very

eligible young man. No ? What do you want, then, in

Heaven's name ? If you are waiting for a royal prince,

say so. Are you waiting for a prince? Answer me. Come,
my child, this is an opportunity you may never see again :

a young man, well brought up, with an uncle who is head

clerk at the Prefecture and can double m.y profits by put-

ting the contract for printing in my way, not to speak of

other things. And you raise difficulties !

MME. DUPONT. Think, dear. You are four-and-twenty.
DUPONT. And you have had the astonishing good luck

to captivate this young fellow— at a ball, it seems.

JULIK. I believe so. He wanted to kiss me in one of the

passages. I had to put him in his place.
MME. DUPONT. You were quite right.

DUPONT. I don't say she wasn't—that is, if she didn't

overdo it. In his case I'm sure it was only playfulness.
MME. DUPONT. Oh, of course.

JULIE. I only half like him, father.

DUPONT. Well, ifyou half like him, that's always some-

thing. Plenty of people marry without even that.

MME. DUPONT. You don't dislike him, do you, Julie ?

JULIE. No.
DUPONT {triumphantly^ Well, then !

JULIE. That's hardly enough, is it ?

DUPONT. Come, come, my dear, we must talk seriously.
As a child you were full of romantic notions. Thank

Heaven, I cured you of that weakness. You know well
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enough that unhappy marriages are, more often than not,
love marriages.

JULIE [uncomnnced^ I know, I know. Still, I want to

have a husband who loves me.
DUPONT. But he does love you, doesn't he, since you've

only just told us that he wanted to kiss you at a ball.

JULIE. I want to be something more than my hus-

band's plaything.
DUPONT. You'll lead your husband by the nose, never

fear.

JULIE. How do you know ?

DUPONT. Never you mind. I know it. And now really
we have had enough of this. You think that a whim of

yours is to upset all my plans, prevent me from increas-

ing my printing business and retiring next year, as we
intended, your mother and I. You think we haven't—I

haven't—worked enough, I suppose. You don't wish us

to have a little rest before we die ? You think I have not
earned that rest, perhaps ? Answer me ! You think I

have not earned it ?

JULIE. Of course you have, father.

DUPONT \_jnollified'\ Very well, then. Still, I don't want
to make you uncomfortable. I don't press you for a defi-

nite answer to-day. All I ask is that you won't be ob-

stinate, or refuse to let us present Antonin to you as a

possible husband, if his parents make any advances.

That is all. You will, then, talk with him, ask him ques-
tions. Naturally, you must get to know each other.

MME. DUPONT. Think carefully, my child.

DUPONT. Make up your mind whether you wish to fol-

low the example of that great stupid Caroline.

MME. DUPONT. You are quite old enough to be mar-

ried. \_Apause'].
DUPONT. Answer. Aren't you old enough to be mar-

ried?

JULIE. Quite, father.

DUPONT. Have you any other offers ?
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MME. DUPONT. Have you any choice ?

JULIE. No.
DUPONT. You see !

MME. DUPONT. You See !

DUPONT. Well, then, it's all settled. \_He looks at his

watclf] And only just in time ! M. Mairaut is punctuality
itself. It's five minutes to six. In five minutes he will be

here.
\_ Julie is silent

^ gazing through the open window.

The laughter of children is heard outside. To Madame
Dupont^ irritably'] What's she looking out of that win-

dow for ?

MME. DUPONT. It's Madame Brichot. She is just going
in with her children.

JULIE [to herself with a smile ofgreat sweetness^ recall-

ing a word which she has Just caught while dreaming]
Maman !

DUPONT. Well?

JULIE. I will do as you wish.

DUPONT. Ouf! Now go and change your dress.

JULIE. Change my dress ?

MME. DUPONT. Ofcoursc. You willbcsupposed to know

nothing ;
but you must be tidy.

JULIE. What am I to put on ?

MME. DUPONT [reflecting'] Let me see. \_A sudden in-

spiration] I know. Isn't there a dance at the Gontiers'

to-night ?

JULIE. But we said we wouldn't go.
MME. DUPONT [rising^ briskly] We are going all the

same. Put^n your ball dress.

JULIE. Before dinner ? Is he marrying my clothes ?

MME. DUPONT. No. But you lookbest in your ball dress.

Do as I tell you, dear.

JULIE. Very well. [ She goes out].
DUPONT. Are you really going to this ball ?

MME. DUPONT. Certainly not.

DUPONT. Well, then ?

MMR. DUPONT. M. Antonin is coming.
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DUPONT [tmderstanding] And Julie looks far better

when she is—you are quite right. \_A bell rings'\. There

they are ! Come into the next room, quick !

MME. DUPONT. Why ?

DUPONT. We must keep them waiting a little. It creates

an impression. [ To the niaid^ whopasses to go to open the

door^ in an 7mdertone~\ Ask them to wait a moment.
MAID. Yes, monsieur.

DUPONT. Now, then. \_He hustles Madame Dupojit out

of the room. After a moment M. and Madame Mairaut
enter

.^ followed by the maid. Their faces wear a genial
smile, ivhich freezes as sooti as they see that the room is

empty\.
MAIRAUT. They are not here ?

MAID. I will tell madame. \_She goes out'] .

MME. MAIRAUT. Tell madame! [7b her husband] They
saw us commg.

MAIRAUT. You think so ?

MME. MAIRAUT. Ofcoiirse. Why was that lamp lighted ?

Not for an empty room, I imagine ! I don't think much
of their furniture. Very poor. Very poor. \_Lifts np apiece
ofstufffrom the back ofan armchair] This chair has been
re-covered.

MAIRAUT \_at the bowl with the visiting cards] They
know some good people.
MME. MAIRAUT. Let me see. \_She looks at the bozvl].

Those cards were put there expressly for us not an hour

ago.
MAIRAUT. Oh, come!
MME. MAIRAUT. Look ! The top ones are all new. The

underneath ones are quite yellow.
MAIRAUT. Because the underneath ones are older.

MME.MAIRAUT. Because the underneath ones have been
left out ever since New Year's Day, while these are just

printed. We must be careful. Above all things, don't/o«
make a fool of yourself.
MAIRAUT. All right.
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MME. MAiRAUT. Don't let them think you're set on th'is

marriage.
MAIRAUT. I understand.

MME. MAIRAUT. Get them to offer that all moneys shall

be held jointly.
MAIRAUT. Yes.

MME. MAIRAUT. And to vvork this, insist on separate set-

tlements.

MAIRAUT. Yes.

MME. MAIRAUT. For the rest, do as you usually do. Say
as little as possible.

MAIRAUT. But—
MME. MAIRAUT. You knovv well enough that's the only

way you ever do succeed with things.
MAIRAUT. But there's something I want to say to you.
MME. MAIRAUT. Then it's sure to be something stupid.

However, we have nothing better to do. Go on.

MAIRAUT. It's what I spoke to you about before. It's

been worrying me a good deal. If the Duponts give us

their daughter, who has probably a dot of twentyfive
thousand francs—
MME. MAIRAUT. Twenty or twentyfive thousand, I ex-

pect.
MAIRAUT. Well, if they give her to us, who have no-

thing but the bank, it must be because they don't know
that Uncle Marechal is ruined.

MME. MAIRAUT. Obviously. Nobody knows.
MAIRAUT. It isn't honest not to tell them.
MME. MAIRAUT. Why ?

MAIRAUT. Surely, my dear—
MME. MAIRAUT. If you're going to tell them that, we

may as well be off at once.

MAIRAUT. You see !

MME. MAIRAUT. I see that we ought to hold our tongues.

Oh, yes : we ought. For if you have scruples about in-

juring the Duponts, I have scruples about injuring Uncle
Marechal.
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MAiRAUT. What do you mean ?

MME. MAIRAUT. We have no right to betray a secret.

I'm sorryyou shouldn't have seen that I am quite as par-
ticular as you are

; only I put my duty to my family be-

fore my duty to strangers. If I am wrong, say so.

MAIRAUT. But if they ask us point blank ?

MME. MAIRAUT. Thenwe must consult Uncle Marechal,
since he is the principal person concerned.

MAIRAUT. In spite of all you say it seems to me— {^He
hesitates. A panse~\.
MME. MAIRAUT. Well, my dear, which is it to be ? Ifyou

want us to go, let us go. You are the master. I have never

forgotten it. Shall we go ?

MAIRAUT \_givmg in^ after a moment ofpainful indeci-

«b«] Now that we are here, what would the Duponts
think of us?
MME. MAIRAUT. And then we must remember that the

eldest Dupont girl got into trouble and is now living a dis-

reputable hfe in Paris. That will make them less difficult.

MAIRAUT. Hush !

Madame Dupontand Dupont enter the room. General

greetings.
' How doyou do,dear madame ? How areyou?

How good ofyou to call I Sit down ^ etc. All sit. Silence.

MME. MAIRAUT. My dear Madame Dupont, I will come

straight to the point. The object of our visit is this. M.
Mairaut and I think we have observed that mademois-

elle, your daughter, has made an impression
—how shall

I put it ? A certain impression on our son.

MAIRAUT. A certain impression. Yes.

MME. MAIRAUT. Antonin will join us here immediate-

ly, but of course we have said nothing to him about this.

DUPONT. Julie, of course, has not the least idea—
MME. DUPONT. She is dressing. We are going to the

ball at the Gontiers' to-night, and the dear child asked if

she might dress before dinner.

DUPONT. Not that she is vain.

MME. DUPONT. Not the least in the world.



Act I of Monsieur Dupont 95
DUPONT [/o his wife, in an off-hand to7ie'\ She makes

her own dresses, doesn't she ?

MME. DUPONT. Of course. In this house we don't know
what it is to have a bill from the dressmaker.

DUPONT. Yet with all her other occupations she's an
excellent musician.

MME. DUPONT. Ouite excellent. She has a passion for

really good music. She knows Wagner thoroughly.
MME. MAiRAUT. Wagiier ! Good heavens !

MME. DUPONT. To talk about, I mean.
MME. MAIRAUT. I kuow your daughter is charming.
MME. DUPONT. And good, too. You would never be-

lieve how responsive that poor child is toafFection !

DUPONT \_to Mairaut, offering the box\ Have a cigar ?

MAIRAUT. No, thanks. I never smoke before dinner.

DUPONT. Take one, all the same. You can smoke it

afterwards. They are my usual brand, but pretty fair.

MAIRAUT \taking one'\ Thank you.
MME. MAIRAUT. If Antonin is not married already it is

because his father and I wished him to find a wife who
is worthy of him. The question of money, with us, is of

secondary importance.
MME. DUPONT. And with us. I'm so glad we agree

about that.

MME. MAIRAUT. Antonin might have made quite a

number of good matches.
DUPONT. It is just the same with Julie. In spite of that

unfortunate affair in the family.
MAIRAUT. Yes, we know.
MME. MAIRAUT. Unfortunate affair? We have heard

nothing of any unfortunate affair. What are you saying,

my dear ?

MAIRAUT \_mumbling confusedly^ I was saying
—no-

thing
—I was saying

—No, I wasn't saying anything.
MME. MAIRAUT \to Madame Diipont\ Then there has

been some unfortunate affair in your family ?

DUPONT. Yes. By my first marriage I had two daught-
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ers. One, that great fool of a Caroline whom you know.
MME. MAiRAUT. Quite well. She remains unmarried,

does she not ?

DUPONT. She prefers it. That's the only reason. The
other was called Angele. When she was seventeen she

was guilty of an indiscretion which it became impossible
to hide. I turned her out of my house. \_Qutie smcerely]
I was deeply distressed at having to do it.

MME. DUPONT. For three days he refused to eat any-
thing.

DUPONT. Yes, I was terribly distressed. But I knew

my duty as a man of honor, and I did it.

MME. MAIRAUT. It was noble of you ! \_She shakes him

warmly bv the hand'\ .

MAIRAUT. Since you were so fond of her, perhaps it

would have been better to keep her with you.
MME. MAIRAUT. My dear, you are speaking without

thinking. \_To Diiponf\ And what has become of her?
DUPONT \Jyingfliiently\ She's in India.

MME. DUPONT. In India?

DUPONT \to Madame Dupoiit] Yes, with her aunt, a sis-

ter of my first wife's. I have had news of her from time to

time. \To Madame Mairaiit\ Indirectly, of course.

MME. MAIRAUT. I repeat, M. Dupont, all this does you
honor. [_Thoughtfiilly'\ Still, some people might feel—
However, I don't think this discovery need make us ab-

andon our project at once. Not at once. [7b Mairaiit]
What do you think, my dear?
MAIRAUT. I?

MME. MAIRAUT. You think, as I do, that we must take

time to consider, do you not ? \_A patise'\. Without any
definite promise on either side, but merely in order to

get rid of all money questions, which are most distaste-

ful to me, will you aUow me to ask you one question, M.

Dupont ?

DUPONT. Certainly, Madame Mairaut.

MME. M.A.IRAUT. Have you ever considered {shehesit-
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atcs^ what you would give your daughter ?

DUPONT. Oh, yes
—

roughly, you know.
MAIRAUT. Just so.

MME. MAIRAUT. And the sum is—roughly ?

DUPONT. Fifty thousand francs.

MME. MAIRAUT. Fifty thousand francs. [7b ^cr hjis-

band'\ You hear, dear, M. Dupont will give his daughter
only fifty thousand francs.

MAIRAUT. Yes. \_Apaiise\
MME. MAIRAUT. In cash, of coursc.

DUPONT. Twentyfive thousand at once. Twentyfive

thousand in six months.
MME. MAIRAUT \to Mairaiit\ You hear?
MAIRAUT. Yes.

MME. MAIRAUT. For practical purposes that is only
twentyfive thousand francs and a promise.
DUPONT \ivith dignity~\. Twentyfive thousand francs

and my word.
MME. MAIRAUT. Precisely. That is what I said \Jooking

at her husband'^ . Under these circumstances, we regret

very much, but M. Mairaut must decline. It really is not

enough.
DUPONT. How much are you giving M. Antonin ?

MME. MAIRAUT. Not a SOU ! On that point we are quite
decided and quite frank. As soon as he marries his father

will take him into partnership, and his wife's dot will be
the capital which he will put into the business.

MAIRAUT. That is the exact position.
MME. MAIRAUT. Antoiiin will have nothing except what

may come to him after our death.

MME. DUPONT. And I am glad to think you are both in

excellent health.

MME. MAIRAUT \_modestly\ That is so.

MME. DUPONT \nieditatively\.1^2&ViK. your son an uncle,

by the way ?

MME. MAIRAUT. Yes, madame.
MAIRAUT. Uncle Marechal.
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DUPONT. People say M. Marechal has a great affection

forM. Antonin.
MME. MAIRAUT. YeS.

MAiRAUT. Very great.
DUPONT. He is rich, too, people say.
MME. MAIRAUT. So they say.
MAIRAUT. However, we haven't taken him into ac-

count, have we ?

MME. DUPONT. Still, M.Marechalwould naturally leave

everything to his nephew.
MAIRAUT & MME. MAIRAUT \_together'] Oh, certainly. We

can promise that. He will leave him everything he has.

MME. DUPONT. M. Marechal has considerable influence

at the Prefecture, has he not ?

MME. MAIRAUT. No doubt. But all this is really beside

the mark. At twentyfive thousand francswe could not—
DUPONT. I am sorry.
MME. MAIRAUT. We are sorry, too. \^She rises, saying

to her husband'] Come, my dear, we must be taking our
leave.

DUPONT. I might, perhaps, go to thirty thousand.

MME. MAIRAUT. I am afraid fifty thousand is the lowest.

DUPONT. Let us split the difference. Thirty thousand
and my country house at St. Laurent.

MME. MAIRAUT. But it is flooded two months out of the

twelve.

DUPONT. Flooded ! Never.
MME. MAIRAUT \to her husband] Well, my dear, what

do you think ?

MAIRAUT. Antonin is much attached to Mile. Juhe.
MME. MAIRAUT. Ah, yes, if it were not for that ! \_Seats

herself] My poor boy! \_Ske tveeps].
MME. DUPONT. My poor little Julie ! [_She loeeps].
MAIRAUT \to Dupont] You must excuse her. After all,

it is her son.

DUPONT. My dear sir, I quite understand.

MME. MAIRAUT \wiping her eyes] And, of course, there
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would be the other twentyfive thousand in six months.

MME. DUPONT. Ofcourse.

MME. MAiRAUT. Have you any views as to settlements ?

DUPONT. On that point I have very definite ideas.

MAIRAUT. So have I.

DUPONT, The money on each side must be strictly set-

tled.

MAIRAUT. Strictly settled? [^A silence ofastojiishment].
DUPONT. Yes.

MAIRAUT. His and hers?

DUPONT. Certainly. You agree?
MAIRAUT. Oh, yes, I agree, I agree. Unless you pre-

ferred—
DUPONT. That all moneys should be held jointly ?

MAIRAUT. Perhaps that would be—
DUPONT. Perhaps so. There is something distasteful,

I might almost say sordid, about strict settlements.

MAIRAUT. That's it. Something sordid.

DUPONT. They imply a certain distrust.

MAIRAUT. Yes, don't they ? Well, that's agreed, then ?

DUPONT. Quite. The moneys to be held jointly. All

moneys, that is, that may come to them in the future.

The first twentyfive thousand, of course, will be settled

on Julie. They will form the dot.

MME.MAiRAUT. Thesccond twentyfive thousand,which

you will pay over in six months, to be held jointly.
DUPONT. Yes. We will draw up a little agreement.

. MAIRAUT. Quite so.

Antonin Mairant comes in. He is a handsomeyouth oj

twentyeight^ very correct in manner. Greetings are ex-

changed.
MME.MAIRAUT. Antonin. [7b Dupont and Madame

Dupont^ You allow me ?

MME. DUPONT. By all means.
MME. MAIRAUT \_She draws Antonin aside and says to

him in a low voice'] It's settled.

ANTONIN. How much ?.
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MME. MAIRAUT. Thirty thousand, the house, and twen-

tyfive thousand in six months.

ANTONIN. Good.
MMK. MAIRAUT. Now you've Only the girl to deal with.

ANTONIN. Is she romantic or matter of fact ? I don't

quite know.
MME. MAIRAUT. Romantic. Raves about Wagner.
ANTONIN. Good heavens !

MME. MAIRAUT. So I said. But once she's married and

has children to look after—
ANTONIN. Children! Don't go too fast. Children come

pretty expensive nowada3's. Troublesome, too.

MME. MAIRAUT. Never mind. Don't cross her now. La-

ter on, of course, you'll be master.

ANTONIN. I rather think so.

MME.MAIRAUT \_retur7iingto Madame Dupotit] My dear

madame—
MME. DUPONT. YeS ?

MME. MAIRAUT. He is afraid he may not please Mile.

Juhe.
DUPONT. Absurd !

MME. MAIRAUT. The amount of the dot, too—
DUPONT. It is my last word. [7b his wife~\ But what is

Julie about ? \_He ri7igs\ .

MME. DUPONT [m^^] I will go and find her.

A maid enters.

DUPONT. Wait ! \_To the maid~\ Ask Mile. Juhe to come
here if she is ready.

The maidgoes out.

ANTONIN. I must tell you, monsieur and madame, how
flattered I am to find that the preUminaries have been
settled between you and my parents on this important

question. I do not know what will be the issue, but—
MME. DUPONT. It is we, monsieur, who are flattered.

But you'll see Julie in a moment. Of course she knows

nothing.
MME. MAIRAUT. We might leave them to talk a little
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together, perhaps ?

MMR. DUPONT. By all means. We are going to the ball

at the Gontiers'. She asked to be allowed—Here she is.

\_Jtilie comes in. Madame Mairant advances to meet her']

There is a crease in your dress, dear. \_Shc takes herapart^

saying to the Mairauts'] Will you excuse me?
JULIE [in a low tone] Well ?

MME. DUPONT. It rcsts entirely with you. We are going
to leave you to talk together. Remember, it may be your
last chance. Don't throw it away.

JULIE. I have thought it over and I don't intend to do
as Caroline did. So if, after we have had a talk—
MME. DUPONT. You'll have to manage him a little. He

has a great eye for business. Ifyou could make him think

you would be useful in the bank.

JULIE. But I hate figures.
MME. DUPONT. Oncc married you will do as you please.

Tuck in that lace a bit. It's a little soiled. \_She tucks in

the lace ofJulie''s corsage] . And remember, between lov-

ers there may be little things which he considers himself

entitled to.

JULIE. I understand. They can see you whispering. Go
to them. \_Madame Dupont goes back to Madame Mair-

ant],
MME. MAIRAUT. What did she say ?

MME. DUPONT. She has not the least suspicion at pres-
ent.

MME. MAIRAUT. Let US leave them together. \_Aloud]

My dear M. Dupont, I have long wished to go over a

printing office. May we ?

DUPONT \_delighted] If you will kindly come this way.
MAIRAUT. Thank you.
MME. MAIRAUT. But there really are too many of us.

\_CarelessIy] The children might stay here, don't you
think, madame ?

MME. DUPONT. By all means.

Theygo out.
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ANTONIN \_looking at the imisic on the piano^ You are

fond ofWagner, mademoiselle.

JULIE. I adore him.

ANTONIN. So do I.

JULIE. What a genius he is.

ANTONIN. Wonderful.

JULIE. For me he is the only composer.
ANTONIN. The greatest, certainly.

JULIE. No : the only one.

ANTONIN. Perhaps so. How nice it is we should have
the same tastes in art ! \^Paiise'\ Er—they have told you
nothing, I understand?

JULIE. About what?
ANTONIN. Your parents, I mean. Mine have said no-

thing either.

JULIE. They have said nothing, ofcourse, but I guessed.
ANTONIN. So did I. Then I may consider myself en-

gaged to you ?

JULIE. Oh, not yet. We must know each other better

first.

ANTONIN. We have often danced together.

JULIE. Yes. But that's hardly enough.
ANTONIN. It's enough for me. Ever since the first time

I saw you at the ball at the Prefecture.

JULIE. No. It was at the band, one Sunday, that your
mother first introduced you to me.

ANTONIN. Was it ? I forgot.

JULIE. I should like to know more about you. Will you—will you let me ask you some questions? It is not usual,

perhaps, but—
ANTONIN. Certainly. Pray ask them.

JULIE. Are you fond of children ?

ANTONIN. Passionately.

JULIE. Really and truly ?

ANTONIN. Really and truly.

JULIE. I am quite crazy about them. For me children

mean happiness. They are the one thingworth living for
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[tvistftilly'].
But I think I have a higher idea of marriage

than most girls. I want to have my mind satisfied as well

as my heart.

ANTONIN. So do I.

JULIE. A marriage that is a mere business partnership
seems to me horrible.

ANTONIN. Horrible! That's just the word.

JULIE. And tell me, are you very fond of society ?

ANTONIN. Not particularly. Are you ?

JULIE. No.
ANTONIN. I am delighted to hear it. The fact is I am

sick to death of parties and balls. Still,if it were necessary
for business reasons : if it would help to get business for

the bank, you wouldn't mind ?

JULIE. Of course not. What kind of business do you do

at your bank ?

ANTONIN. Oh, the usual kind.

JULIE. I have often read what is put up on the wall,

Current Accounts, Bourse Quotations.
ANTONIN. Coupons Cashed.

JULIE. That must be very interesting.
ANTONIN. Would you take an interest in all that ?

JULIE. Of course. When I was little my father used to

make me help him with his books.

ANTONIN. But now ?

JULIE. Now, unfortunately, he has a clerk. I am sorry.

ANTONIN. Do you know that you are charming?
JULIE. So you told me once before.

ANTONIN. Yes: at that ball. You had on a dress just like

this one. You are beautiful. Beautiful. [^He seizes her

hand'\ .

JULIE [(7 little trojibled'\ Please.

ANTONIN. Come. We are engaged, as good as married.

Give me one kiss.

JULIE. No. No.
ANTONIN. Won't you ?

JULIE \_frightened'\ No, I tell you.
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ANTONIN. What beautiful arms you have. \^He draws
her towards him'] . You remember how I adored you when
we were dancing.

JULIE. Let me go.
ANTONIN [^greatly excited^ in a low voice] Don't move.

You are entrancing. [^He kisses her upon the arm ; she

pulls it away sharply] .

JULIE. Monsieur !

ANTONIN [^angry] I beg your pardon, mademoiselle.
A very long silence.

JULIE \after looking at hintfor some time] I have vexed

you?
ANTONIN. Well, when I see that you positively dislike

me. \_Julie^ after a short inward strtiggle^ goes to him],
JULIE \_piitting her arm to his lips with a resignedsad-

ness^ which she hidesfrom him'] Antonin.
ANTONIN \_kissing her aj'm] Oh, I love you. I love you,
JULIE. Hush. They are coming back.

The Mairauts and Diiponts come in again.
DUPONT. And when I have the contract from the Pre-

fecture I shall double my business.

MAiRAUT. Excellent. Excellent.

MME. MAIRAUT. We must be going, dear madame. We
have stayed far too long already. Are you coming, An-
tonin?
ANTONIN \toJidie^ aloud^ bowingprofoundly] Madam-

oiselle. \_hi a low voice] My beloved Julie. \To his

mother] She's charming. I was charming, too, by the

way. Wagner, children, every kind of romantic idiocy.
And she believed me. \_Aloud to Dupotit] M. and Mad-
ame Dupont, my parents will have the honor of calling

upon you to-morrow to ask on my behalf for the hand of

Mile. Julie.

DUPONT. Till to-morrow, then. Till to-morrow. [7b An-

tojiin] All sorts of messages to your uncle, ifyou see him.
ANTONIN. I shall not fail. [Hedows. The Mairauts take

their leave] .
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DUPONT \_to Julie'] That's all right, then?

JULIE. Yes. I really do like him. I think I managed
him pretty well too. Wagner. The bank. He thinks I've

a perfect passion for banking.
DUPONT \laughing\ Good. You're my own daughter.

Kiss me. And your father ? He managed pretty well, I

think. I have arranged that all moneys except your dot

shall be held by you both jointly ;
so that if you are di-

vorced, or if you die after Uncle Marechal, your dot will

come back to us, and half whatever he leaves. I call that

a good day's work. And at dessert we'll drink a bottle of

the best to the health of Madame Antonin Mairaut.

MME. DUPONT [embracing her] My poor little daughter.
DUPONT. Poor, indeed ! She's a very lucky girl. I

wonder where that great stupid Caroline has got to. [He
calls] Carolme. She is never here when one wants her.

[He calls agaiti] Caroline. She is hard at work painting

Cupids on plates, I bet. [Caroline appears] Here she is.

Great news. Your sister is engaged to be married.

CAROLINE. Julie. Is it true ?

JULIE. Yes.

CAROLINE. Ah !

DUPONT. Is that all you have to say ?

CAROLINE. I am very glad, very glad. [S/ie bursts into

tears] .

DVPOUT [astonished] What's wrong with her? Crying!
And she's not even asked who he is. She's to marry M.
Antonin Mairaut, nephew of M. Marechal.
MME. DUPONT. Don't cry like that, my dear.

JULIE. CaroHne.
CAROLINE [trying to restrain her sobs] Don't mind me.

It is only because I love you, dear. Now you at least will

be happy.
JULIE [musing] Yes.

DUPONT [to himself] The moral of all this is that that

little affair of Angele's is costing me an extra five thou-

sand francs and my house at St. Laurent.
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ACT II

77?^ salon ofa house in the country. A July night. At
the back throughglass doorsyoti see the garden brilliantly

lighted by the moon. Asyou look outyon have two doors on

your right-hand side., and toyojirlcft, in a cross-zvall, the

door ofthe bedroom.^ inside whichpart ofthe bed is visible.

Thefireplace is toyour right. When the curtain rises An-

tonin^ Courthezon and Caroline are on the stage; Caroline

is doing up aparcel.

ANTONiN. That's settled, then, M. Courthezon. I'll

write to the Bordeaux people about your invention this

evening.
COURTHEZON. lam greatly obliged to you, M.Anton-

in. You'll write this evening without fail, won't you? M.

Smith is leaving tomorrow.
ANTONIN. Without fail.

COURTHEZON. Shall I post the letter for you on myway
through the town ?

ANTONIN. Well— it's rather a difficult letter to write.

It'll take a little time. Lignol, whom you met at dinner

out in the garden, has to go back tonight. He'll take it.

COURTHEZON. It's very good ofyou.
ANTONIN. And now let's go and have our coffee.

COURTHEZON. Not for me, thanks. I'm afraid I ought
to go by the 8.9 train. I shall be taking some china for

Mdlle. CaroUne and the drawings.
ANTONIN. As you please. Good-bye, then.
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couRTHEZON. Good-bye, M.Antonin.Thank you again.

[^ 7; /onin go es ont\
CAROLINE. I shall not keep you a moment. The parcel

is just ready.
COURTHEZON. There is no hurry, mademoiselle. I can

take the next train. It's of no importance. Indeed I pre-
fer it. It carries third-class passengers. The fact is I didn't

want to go back to the others. M. and Madame. Mairaut,
M. Lignol, all those people frighten me. Besides, I'm so

happy just now I can think of nothing else.

CAROLINE. M. Antonin is going to do something about

your invention ?

COURTHEZON. Yes. I have begun negotiations with a

business house at Bordeaux. M.Antonin knows the heads
of the firm, and he has been kind enough to say he will

write to them about me. But M. Smith goes away to-

morrow. That was why I was so anxious the letter should

go tonight.
CAROLINE \_gu)ing him the parcel which she has just

Jinished'] It's very kind of you to take charge of this. I

have put the china in it and the drawings they asked for.

You will make my apologies to the firm, won't you? I

have not been very well.

COURTHEZON. Not Well ?

CAROLINE. Nothing serious. But the doctor said a little

country air would be good for me, so Julie and her hus-

band asked me here. They have been very kind. I have
been with them a week, and I'm feeling ever so much
better.

COURTHEZON. They would hardly have left you in your
lodgings with no one to look after you. \_Paiise'\. What
a strange idea it was of yours to go off and live by your-
self like that !

CAROLINE. I thought it better. After Julie's marriage
I preferred it.

COURTHEZON. It must cost more.
CAROLINE [^shrugs'] I daresay. [^Paicse'\. You are go-



Act II of Monsieur Dupont 109

ing to have a lovely night for your journey. How bright
the moon is ! One can see as clearly as if it were broad

daylight.
couRTHEZON \stiddenly remenihering\ There now ! I

was just going to forget ! I brought a letter for M. Du-

pont from the office. It came after he left. It's about the

printing contract for the Prefecture.

CAROLINE. For the Prefecture. He'll want to see that

directly he comes in.

COURTHEZON. Andnowlreally must be off. Good-bye,
Mile. Caro.

CAROLINE. Good-bye, M. Courthezon. \^He goes oiit\.

After Coiirthezoii's departure Caroline returns to Iter

seat. She makes a slight sign of the cross, closes her eyes

and sits motionless, praying silently. After a few seconds

she again crosses herself, but does all this very quietly.

Lignol comes in through the glass doors, giving his arm
toJulie. Anionin and M. and Madame Mairaut follow.

ANTONiN. We shall be more comfortable here than in

the garden. It's getting rather chilly. {fTo Lignol'\ You
can smoke.

LIGNOL. We really could have stayed out quite well.

ANTONIN. And given Julie cold, eh ?

JULIE. My dear, I assure you—
ANTONIN. Oh, yes, I know. But you aren't wrapped up

enough. \_He touches her arin'] In that thin dress you've

simply nothing on. Just feel, Lignol, feel.

JULIE \_protcsiing'\ My dear!

MME. MAiRAUT. What a charming frock you have on,

my dear. Quite delightful.

JULIE. It came from Madame Raimond.
MME. MAIRAUT \to Mairatit'\ From Madame Raimond?

I thought she made all her own dresses.

LIGNOL \JoJulie'\ You know, madame, that you have

not convinced me yet.

JULIE. Admitting that I am wrong— \_They go towards

the garden door with Antonin, talking'].
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MME. MAIRAUT [to Mm'raut] And you urged on that

marriage.
MAIRAUT. I !

MME. MAIRAUT. When she was at home she never went

to a dressmaker. And now ! It's too much. And we shall

have the river in here before long. That wall is bound

to go.
MAIRAUT. Do you think so ?

MME. MAIRAUT. We shall have the whole house about

our ears. And that fool—
MAIRAUT. What fool?

MME. MA IRAUT. Your soH, ofcoursc, who has put in elec-

tric light.
ANTONIN [/row thegarden door, to Lignol'] You didn't

know I'd had electric light put in. We have lots of water

power, you see. I ought to have turned it on before.

Look. \_He touches a button and turns up the light'].

LIGNOL. That's better. \Thcy talk on].

MME. MAIRAUT. If the river rises another couple of

inches down will come four hundred feet of that wall.

MAIRAUT. It's not as bad as that.

MME. MAIRAUT. Oh, you have let yourself be nicely

done.

MAIRAUT. Come, come.
MME. MAIRAUT. The girl is utterly useless. She can do

nothing. And the house will cost more in repairs than it

is worth. When I think I was idiot enough to listen to

you. \^She listens]. What was that ?

MAIRAUT. I hear nothing.
MME.MAIRAUT. The wall! Listen! {^They listcmntently].

JULIE \comingforward with Lignol and Antonin] Oh,

yes, we're comfortable enough here, as you see.

MME.MAIRAUT. Comfortable cnough I {To Mairaut]
Come with me. This way. I am certain the wall has fall-

en. If it has we must have a little talk with the Duponts ;

and I, for one, shan't mince matters. {Turning to the

others] My husband finds the heat a little too much for
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him. We are going for another turn in the garden. Oh,
it's nothing, nothing at all.

MAiRAUT \_mumbHng] Nothing. Giddy, that's all.

ANTONIN. Quite right. Get all the fresh air you can

while you arein the country. Don't be long. We're ex-

pecting visitors, you know.

MME. MAIRAUT. We'll be back in time. \_Madarne Mai-

raiU and Mairautgo out into the garden^
ANTONIN. Here, you see, is the staircase which leads to

the upstairs rooms and down to the garden. \_He goes to

the door on his left']
. H ere is our bedroom.

JULIE [in a low voice, so as not to he noticed by Lignol]
Antonin !

ANTONIN \_alond'\ Nonsense, dear. Why not? \_He

opens the door. To Lignol'] Look.

LIGNOL. Charming.
ANTONIN. A realnest,eh? A nest for love-birds. That's

what I call it. [7b his wife'] Kiss me, dear.

JULIE. But—
ANTONIN. Kiss me. Come.

JULIE \_gcntl}'^ But we're not alone.

ANTONIN. Lignol won't mind. Eh, Lignol ?

LIGNOL [_langhs] Don't mention it. You weren't so shy
at dinner.

ANTONIN [tojnlie^ smiling] Come. Wives must obey,

you know. [^Shc kisses him]. And now go and see about

that beer.

JULIE. Mayn't I send the servant ?

ANTONIN. She doesn't know where it is. It's not un-

packed yet. [7b Lignol] It's a wedding present. We are

going to broach it tonight.
LIGNOL. Not for me. I must go in a moment.
ANTONIN. I wasn't thinking of you, my dear fellow.

You're a friend. These formal entertainments are re-

served for acquaintances. For thePouchelets,infact. M.
Pouchelet has just been elected a Departmental Coun-
cillor. He and his wife are paying their first visit here

tonight.
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LiGNOL. So late ?

ANTONiN. On their way back from the Prefet's. They
are dining there, and we are near neighbors. They are

very well off, very influential. Useful people altogether.
What was I saying? [ ToJulie'] Oh yes, the beer: that girl
will never be able to find it. Besides, I'd rather you went.
She would only break the bottles. \_JiUie pouts\. Wives
must obey, you know.

JULIE. Very well. I shall be back before you go, M.Lig-
nol. \_She goes oiit\.

CAROLINE \to Antoinn'] You won't forget the letter for

M. Courthezon, will you, M. Antonin.
ANTONIN. Of course not.

CAROLINE. Ifyou Write I feel sure he will succeed.

ANTONIN. Yes, yes, I know.
CAROLINE. I will go to Julie.

ANTONIN. You'd much better go and put on another
dress or something. Just to smarten yourself up. The
Pouchelets are coming. We must all look our best.

CAROLINE [^rather aghast, looking at her clothes] But—
\_A pause]. Very well. \_She goes out].
LIGNOL. Who is that lady ? She never spoke a word all

through dinner.

ANTONIN \carelessly] A poor relation. The usual thing,
an old maid, always at church. Awfully prim and proper,

you know. \_Rather shamefaced] In fact— I don't mind

tellingjvo«
—she really works for her living.

LIGNOL. Well, why not ? There's nothing dishonor-

able about that, is there ?

ANTONIN. I know. But still— She paints little Cupids
and that kind of thing, on china. \He laughs loudly].

Enough to make you split ! You don't see it ? The other

day someone offered her some work far better paid than
what she's doing at present. She refused. Guess why.

LIGNOL \bored] Why?
ANTONIN \_giggling] Because the woman who kept the

shop was divorced. \_Helaughs]. Butitwgood toseeyou
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again, my dear chap. [He claps Lignol on the shoulder'] .

Awfully good.
LIGNOL. I've enjoyed coming immensely. [Aj>aiise'].

Your wife is charming.
ANTONiN [falHotisfy] Not bad, eh !

LIGNOL. And she's clever, too.

ANTONIN. Get out !

LIGNOL. I'm quite serious.

ANTONIN. Oh, yes, I dare say. I know all about Ihat

No use denying it. Julie's stupid. It was partly for that

very reason I married her.

LIGNOL. I don't think so. She has read a lot.

ANTONIN. Read ! Oh, yes, she's read/ She reads every-

thing she comes across. Before her marriage she read the

proofs of everything her father printed. Here she has un-

earthed a lot of books left behind by an old fool M.

Dupont bought the house from. She's read them all.

LIGNOL. But then—
ANTONIN. But she doesn't understand a word of what

she reads. Not a word ! The other day I looked at the

author's name on the book in her hand. It was Mill. You

know, John Stuart Mill.

LIGNOL l^nodsl Yes, I know.
ANTONIN. So do I, by name. But I've never read him,

thank goodness. No, 1 tell you Julie's stupid. But she's

pretty and she knows how to put on her clothes. I knew
what I was about when I married her. With a little in-

struction from me she'll learn to manage the house well

enough. And that's all I ask of a woman.
LIGNOL. Indeed. Well, my dear chap, if you imagine

you've married a stupid woman you're mistaken.

ANTONIN. How do you know ?

LIGNOL. She and I have been talking while you were

entertaining your inventor.

ANTONIN. You got her to talk, did you?
LIGNOL. Certainly.
ANTONIN. Wonders will never cease. When we're alone
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she never has a word to say.
LiGNOL. And you ?

ANTONIN. I haven't either.

LIGNOL. That's awkward.
ANTONIN. I'm ahvays afraid of putting my foot in it.

The fact is I don't understand Julie.

LIGNOL. And you've been married five months.
ANTONIN. Four months and a week over. But then I'm

at business all the week. Every Saturday her parents and
mine come down to spend Sunday with us. M. and Ma-
dame Dupont couldn't get here in time for dinner to-

night, but they'll be here soon. When we are alone I try
to find some subject of conversation, but I tell you it's

like walking on eggshells. Whew ! And so—
LIGNOL. Well?
ANTONIN. And so I stop. And then I kiss her.

LIGNOL. You're tremendously in love with her.

ANTONIN. Yes.

LIGNOL. And she?
ANTONIN. She's just the same.
LIGNOL. Happy man !

ANTONIN. For the rest we can only wait and see how
things turn out. She knows nothing ofmy tastes. I know
nothing of hers.

LIGNOL. And what did you talk about while you were

engaged ?

ANTONIN. We were only engaged three weeks. Just

long enough to get the money matters settled.

LIGNOL. You took good care about them, I bet.

ANTONIN. Rather. In fact it was a precious good stroke

of business. \_He laiighs\. If you only knew how we did

the Duponts, maman and I ! \^He laughs agat'ii].

LIGNOL. Hush. Here's your wife.
\_ Julie comes inland

Lignol rises to go\. I am afraid I must be going, madame.
ANTONIN. But my letter for Courthezon. \_He looks at

his watch']. You've twenty minutes still.

LIGNOL. You're sure ?
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ANTONiN. Certain. Wait a second. I'll go and write it,

and then I'll see you to the station. It's only a step. \^He

goes out\.

JULIE. Thanks to you, M. Lignol, we have had a de-

lightful evening.
LIGNOL. You flatter me, dear madame. t know quite

well I have been in the way.

JULIE. On the contrary. I have not had such an even-

ing's conversation since I married.

LIGNOL. Antonin isn't a great talker.

JULIE. You are old friends, aren't you ?

LIGNOL. Yes. I've known him fifteen years. We are al-

most like brothers.

JULIE. Tell me. Is he what you would call a religious

man ?

LIGNOL. Antonin! {^Bursts out lajightng].V^\xyyh.QS
a materialist. Not much idealism about him.

JULIE. Indeed ! Not much idealism ! But he's fond of

music ? Good music I mean : Wagner ?

LIGNOL. He likes a brass band or a comic opera. \_Jiilie

shows surprise\. You are astonished? Oh, I forgot. He
plays a little on the concertina. My dear madame, An-
tonin is a good chap but thoroughly matter of fact. Pro-

saic.

JULIE \laiighmg'\ You are not very complimentary to

your friends.

LIGNOL. What annoys me is that he should possess a

treasure like you and should seem quite unconscious of

its value. Ah, when /marry—
JULIE. You are going to marry soon ?

LIGNOL. I don't know. \_Miisingly\ If I were to meet a

woman like you, a woman with whom I could discuss

everything in heaven and earth, everything that raises

us, makes us higher, then—
JULIE. Look for her. You'll find her easily enough.
LIGNOL. And beautiful, too. Beautiful as you are. For

you are beautiful, you know.
M
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JULIE \_still J'allying himl Are you making love to me
by any chance, M. Lignol?

LiGNOL. If making love to you means yielding to an

overmastering attraction—to a fascination—
JULIE \laiighing\ You certainly make the most ofyour

time as friend ofthe family. But I shouldn't hurry if I were

you. You will only be wasting a lot of pretty speeches
which you could employ to greater advantage elsewhere.
I have old-fashioned views on the subject of marriage.

LIGNOL. Whatever they are I am sure theywill be lofty
and noble.

JULIE. You are too good. But you are mistaken. My
view is commonplace enough. All I ask of life is that I

may love my children and love my husband.
LIGNOL. Your children .?

JULIE \_qiute simply^ with a touch of emotioii] Above
everything my children. What I am going to say will

soundabsurdtoyou,but the daymy first child is born will

be the happiest day of my life. So you see, M. Lignol—
LIGNOL \insirmatingly'\ Dear madame, we shall meet

again.

JULIE \_smiling'] As soon as you please.
Afito7it7i C0T71CS in.

ANTONIN. Here's the letter. You'll slip it into the post-
box, won't you ? And now we've only just time.

LIGNOL. I'm ready {j'ising briskly']. But don't let me
drag you to the station. You'll be leaving madame alone.

ANTONIN. That's all right. Come along. I can see if M.
and Madame Dupont have arrived at the same time.

LIGNOL \toJnlie\ Au revoir, madame. \To Antonin\
I am sorry not to say good-bye to mademoiselle. \_An-
tonin ispnzzled\ To the lady who dined with us.

ANTONIN. Oh, Caro. I'll say it for you. No, here she is.

\_Caroli?ie comes in; and., as Lignol is sayinggood-bye to

her^ M. andMadame Diipont appear. Antonin hurriedly
introduces'] My friend Lignol. He has to catch this train.

LIGNOL. So sorry. \^He goes out with Antonin].
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DUPONT. Ah, Caroline. There you are. I have good

news for you. Your aunt is dead. Your aunt in India.
She has left all her money toyou and Angele. Not much.
Sixty thousand francs between you. I get nothing, of
course. She never could endure me. My dear girl, what's
the matter? Come, come, you're not going to cry because

your aunt is dead ! You've not seen her for five and twen-

ty years. It's the greatest stroke of luck for you. And I

shall have all the trouble, as usual ! \^A gesture of dissent

from Caroline^ Oh, yes, I shall. Your sister will have to
come down from Paris.

MME. DUPONT. I thought you said she was in India,

DUPONT. In India ! What are you talking about ? She
is in Paris. She has never been anywhere except in Paris.

What should take her to India.? [7b Caroline'] Your
sister Angele will have to come down from Paris because

part of the money is in land. It will be sold, of course, but
still I shall have to see Angele. And that will set people
talking. Lots of people don't even know that I have
three daughters. {^ToJulie'] It's lucky for you this didn't

happen before your marriage, Julie.
CAROLINE. Must she come, father ?

DUPONT. Certainly she must. You must both be pre-
sent at the lawyer's together to sign the documents.

CAROLiNK. I will not go the lawyer's.
DUPONT. Ifyou refuse to go Angele will not be able to

get her legacy, and she needs it.

CAROLINE. Well, perhaps I will go. I will think it over
and consult someone. I will give you my answer tomor-
row.

DUPONT. As you please. And not a word about this,

remember, either ofyou.
JULIE. Very well, father.

CAROLINE [^taking a letterfrom t/ie mantelpiece] Court-
hezon brought this letter for you. It is about the printing
work for the Prefecture.

DUPONT \_He reads the letter]. Done, by Jove! Du-



Ii8 The Three Daughters Act II

moulin gets the contract ! Dumoulin ! I expected this. I

expected it. Uncle Marechal has done it on purpose, curse

him ! \_To Julie'] How long have I been telling you 3'ou

ought to pay him a visit. Have you been ? No. And
Antonin ? Not he ! Nor his father and mother ! The old

fool is offended, and this is his revenge. And if this goes
on we shall never get a halfpenny of his money. Why
haven't 3'ou been to see him?

JULIE. Antonin's parents didn't wish it.

DUPONT. Ah ! They didn't wish it ! Well, I have a word
or two to say to Antonin's parents, you'll see. /do my
duty, /go and call on Uncle Marechal myself. / amuse
the old idiot, though it's not the pleasantest sort of job
to have to do. They didn't wish it ! I'll show them the
kindofmani am ! And you

—
you were fool enough to do

what they told you ! I find a husband for you, a far better

match than you could ever have hoped for. I do the Mair-
auts—

MME. DUPONT \alarmed, looking roiLiid her] Hush!
DUPONT. Well, haven't I done the Mairauts?
MME. DUPONT. Yes, yes. But don't say it so loud.

DUPONT. They aren't here. And if they were, Julie's

married now. \_Speaking lower^ but with the sameJury]
I do the Mairauts—

MME. DUPONT. Are you quite sure?

DCPONT. Am I quite sure? Haven't I done them? I

tell you I've done them brown/
The maid-servant comes in.

SERVANT \toJulie] It's about the beer, madame.

JULIE. I'm coming. Will you come, too, Caro? {^Julie
and Caroline go otit].

DUPONT \_fuming] Brown, b3-jove!
MME. DUPONT. Hush. Here they are.

DUPONT. I'm glad to hear it. Now you'll see.

M. and Madame Mairant come in.

MME. MAiRAUT. Ah, you are here. Well, the wall has

com.e down.
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DUPONT. I'm not thinking about the wall.

MME. MAiRAUT. Very likely. You haven't to pay for

putting it up again.
DUPONT. I'mnot thinking about the wall. I'm think-

ing of something far more important. M. and Madame
Mairaut, I regret to have to inform you that you are
either deplorably unintelligent or else devoid of all sense
of parental duty.

MME. MAIRAUT. Indeed! So it's you who propose to in-

sult us just when—
DUPONT. I am a father and I love my children. When

their interests are at stake I have the sense to keep on
good terms with those who may be useful to them later

on.

MME. MAIRAUT \_aftera moment''s thought'] I see. Uncle
Marechal?

DUPONT. You knew it . You did it on purpose !

MME.MAiRAUT. Unclc Marcchal ! \_She bursts outlaugh-
ing nproarioiisly] .

MAIRAUT. Charlotte. My dear. Don't laugh like that.

MME. MAIRAUT. Why shouldn't I laugh ? You aren't

going to forbid me, I suppose, \Jookingfull at Dupont
and lauglimg more\ nor monsieur,

DUPONT. Well, since you take it like that, I propose to

give you my view of the situation. Either you are hope-
lessly selfish or else you are hopelessly stupid.

MAIRAUT. Monsieur Dupont !

MME.MAIRAUT. You hold your tongue. Leave me to
deal with him.
MME. DUPONT. My dear—
DUPONT. Be silent. Selfish or stupid? Which? {^Ma-

dame Mairaut shrugs her shoulders]. Is Uncle Marechal
a man with money to leave, or is he not ?

MME. MAIRAUT \decisively., after a moments thought]
He is not!

DUPONT \staggered] He is not ? But—
MME. MAIRAUT. I quite understand, and you have your
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answer. He is not.

DUPONT. He has not two hundred thousand francs ?

MME.MAiRAUT. He had them. Somebody else has them
now. He has lost them.

DUPONT. Lost them! Ifthisistrue—
MME. MAiRAUT. That is why we don't waste our time

in going to see him.

DUPONT. But—I don't understand. \^Apause. He con-

trols himself] . How long ago did this happen ?

MME. MAIRAUT. More than six months ago.
DUPONT. More than six months ? Then you knew.
MME.MAIRAUT. Yes, we knew.
DUPONT. And you never told me.
MME.MAIRAUT. You didn't ask us.

DUPONT. You ought to have informed me. It was dis-

honest.

MME. MAIRAUT. Monsieur !

DUPONT. You have swindled me.
MME. MAIRAUT. Swindled !

DUPONT. Yes. Swindled.
MME. MAIRAUT. Nonsense. We are as well off as you

are, I hope. Our bank is worth as much as your print-

ing business.

DUPONT. Most people wouldn't say so. As to that, by
the way, I should like to ask you—
MME. MAIRAUT. No, monsieur. I have nothing further

to say to you. And I am now going to inform my son how
you have treated us.

MME. DUPONT. Madame Mairaut !

MME. MAIRAUT. Are you coming, Alfred ?

Mairaiii makes a gesture ofregret and distress behind
his wife^s back^ and then follows her out.

MME. DUPONT. This is terrible.

DUPONT. Eh! \_Pulling hii?iseIf together']. No! On
reflection I'm inclined to think it's the best thing that

could have happened. I regret nothing. Rather the con-

trary.
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MME. DUPONT. I don't understand.

DUPONT. Naturally ! You don't understand. You will

later. \^JnHe comes vi\ . We were just speaking of you.
1 hear your husband's business is shaky. Is it ?

JULIE. I know nothing about it.

DUPONT. You know, 1 suppose, whether it is true that

he got let in by the Bourdin failure ?

JULIE. No.
DUPONT. Good Heavens ! What on earth do you talk

about, at meals, and so on ?

JULIE. We don't talk at all.

DUPONT. Still you must have noticed whether he was

anxious and preoccupied, or whether he was in his usual

spirits.

JULIE. I've no ideawhat his usual spirits are. I've only
known him six months.
DUPONT. You'd better ask him how things are going at

once.

JULIE. What's the good ?

DUPONT. You must ask him. You will have children

some day, I suppose ?

JULIE Irazt/i a sigh'] If it weren't for that
,
I think I should

go and drown myself.
DUPONT. That would be absurd. But we needn't discuss

that now. Only, ifyou don't wish your children to be beg-

gars, keep an eye on your husband's business affairs.

JULIE. Very well. I will.

Antonin comes in.

ANIONIN \ina tone ofmild reproach] M. Dupont, this is

very annoying. Here are my parents coming to me to

complain that you have called them swindlers. I must say
it's pretty hard on me if I can't even spend a Sunday in

the country in peace. From the moment you arrive on

Saturday night you begin quarrelling. And now—swind-

lers ! Come, come, M. Dupont, that's not the sort ofname
one calls people, is it ? They are very angry, and I don't

blame them.



122 The Three Daughters Act II

DUPONT. Oh, it was really nothing.
ANTONIN. Maman is furious.

DUPONT. That's absurd of her. You know what it is

when people begin disputing; one word leads to another,
and one says things one only half believes. However, to

show how reasonable I am, I will go and make my apolo-

gies to Madame Mairaut. \_To Madame Diiponf\ Come,
my dear : you must do the talking.

ANTONIN. Ifyou put yourself in my place, you will see

how unpleasant this kind of thing is.

DUPONT [ivith dignitv'] Quite so. {_He and Madame
Diipoiit turn towards the door'\.

ANTONIN [^calling them back\ Here are M. and Madame
Pouchelet. Wait. \_He goes to the door and calls to his

parents'] Maman ! They're here, and M. Dupont wants
to apologize. It was a misunderstanding, and please don't

let's have any quarrelling before visitors. \ToJulie] Go
and help them to get their things off.

Julie goes out to welcome the arrivals. M. and Madame
Mairaut come in at the same mometit as M. andMadame
Pouchelet.^ Julie helping the latter to take offtheir wraps.
M. Pouchelet is in evening dress^ Madame Pouchelet in a
ball dress.

JULIE. How good of you to come. My husband and I

are so delighted.
POUCHELET. I promised your husband we would look

in. Otherwise we should have gone straight home. The
Prefet kept us longer than we wished, and we neither of

us like late hours. We can only stay a moment.
MME. MAIRAUT \_pushingforward a chairfor Madame

Pouchelet] Won't you sit down ?

ANTONIN \to Pouchelet] Naturally the Prefet was only
too glad to get you to come.
POUCHELET. Yes. There is a schemeon foot for reclass-

ifying the roads in the Department.
ANTONIN \with an assumption ofgreat interest] Really !

MME.MAiKAUT \_follozvingsuit] Reclassifying the roads.
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Most interesting.

ANTONiN. It is a matter of the greatest importance.
And you, of course, are the very man to give him the

necessary information.

POUCHELET [^pompously'] I flatter myself 1 do know
something of the subject.

DUPONT. It is a question I have also had a great deal to

do with. Twelve years ago I printed
—

POUCHELET. I intend to make—
DUPONT. No

;
it was thirteen—

mme.mairaut[/o her husband'^ Listen, dear : M. Pou-
chelet is speaking.
MAiRAUT. Yes, yes ;

I am listening.
POUCHELET. I intend to make an important speech on

the subject at the Council. But you will read the report
in the papers.

ANTONIN. 1 should think so. We must not miss that,

Julie, must we?
POUCHELET. Oh, madame, I'm afraid my speech is not

likely to interest you.
ANTONIN. On the contrary. My wife only likes reading

about serious subjects. Why the other day I found her

reading
—who was it ? that English writer : what was his

name, dearest ?

JULIE. Never mind.
ANTONIN \_going over tojidie^ summing up herpoints^

She's a wonderful little woman, my wife. Aren t, you,
dearest ? You aren't cold, are you ? 1 am always telling

you you don't wrap up enough. \_To Pouchelet'\ She is

charming, isn't she? And the most devoted wife! \_To

Julie~\ Aren't you a devoted wife, dear ?

MME. MAIRAUT. Antouin, aren't you going to offer M.
and Madame Pouchelet a little refreshment ?

ANTONIN. Of course. [7b Az5wz/^] Will you ring?

Julie rings the bell. The maid comes in almost at once

with bottles ofbeer on a tray, andglasses.

JULIE \_to
the maid'\ Put it there.
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ANTONIN [to Madame Pouchclct] My wife is a wonder-
ful manager. We are really hardly settled in here. Yet

everything is always ready directly one wants it. May I

give you a glass of beer ?

The glasses which Julie has poured out are handed
round. Caroline comes in.

DUPONT. M. Pouchelet, allow me to present to you my
second daughter, Caroline.

POUCHELET [bows'] Madame.
ANTONIN [correcting him] Mademoiselle. Mile. Caro-

line has always refused to marry. She prefers to devote
her life to her art.

MME. POUCHELET. You are an artist, mademoiselle ?

How delightful. I adore artists.

CAROLINE. I only paint a little on china.

ANTONIN. And she does it most beautifully.
POUCHELET. You must scnd something to our local ex-

hibition.

ANTONIN. Excellent! M. Pouchelet is right. Whyhave
you never sent anything?

CAROLINE. I only paint china plates, knick-knacks and
so on.

ANTONIN. Just for your own amusement. [To Pouch-

elet] My sister-in-law just does it to amuse herself. But
I am sure if she took the trouble—

CAROLINE. But I don't do it to amuse myself.
MME. MAiRAUT. Oh, yes, you do.

ANTONIN. Merely to amuse yourself.
DUPONT. Just for your own amusement.
ANTONIN. And the artist can put just as much of his

art into small subjects. Look at Meissonier.

MME. POUCHELET. Of course. They give just as great

scope for the imagination.
CAROLINE. But I only copy what the people at the shop

send me.
MME. MAIRAUT. Another glass of beer, Madame Pou-

chelet? It is French beer and can't—
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MMK.POUCHELET. Not just now, thaiik you. [To Caro-

line] The shop people, mademoiselle ?

CAROLINE. Yes, madame, the people who keep the shop
I work for. They pay me quite good wages for what I do.

MMK.POUCHELET. I See. [A silejice].

ANTONiN [sotto voce, takitig Caroline a glass ofbeer] Be
silent, can't you ?

CAROLINE [to him^piizzled~\ What is it ?

ANTONIN \to Madame Pouchclet, leading her tip to a

picture] Madame Pouchelet, you understand pictures, I

know. What do you think of this ? I paid a long price
for it. [ TJiey go on talking] .

CAROLINE [to Madame Mairaut^ in a low voice] Have I

done anything I shouldn't ?

MME. MAiRAUT [(t'/Y/)'] Oh no ! Far from it ! [She rises

andgoes over to Madame Pouchelet'].
MME. POUCHELET \coming doivu Stage with Antoniu] I

don't care much about pictures unless they tell a story.
What is that one about ?

JULIE. It is an engraving of a picture by Gerard Dow.
MME. POUCHELET. Never heard of him.

JULIE. He was a Dutch painter. Seventeenth century.
MME. POUCHELET. Really. But of course you know

more about these things than I do. A propos, M. Dupont,
didyou go to the lecture the other day on women's rights ?

POUCHELET [laughing] Oh, yes, ha ! ha !

MMK.POUCHELET [toJulie'} I shouldn't be surprised if

you, madame, had some sympathy with such opinions ?

JULIE [evasively} I don't know.
ANTONIN [^laughing} Come, confess, my dear. Just a

little, perhaps ?

MME. MAiRAUT. Woman the equal of man !

JULIE [mildly} Why not?
MAIRAUT. There are some women who wouldn't gain

much by that.

MME. DUPONT. But not all.

DUPONT. Women lawyers !



126 The Three Daughters Act II

MME. poucHELET. Women doctors !

POUCHELET. Women with votes !

ANTONiN \_laugJ7ing] What ajoke.
DUPONT \laiighing\ Women with votes !

POUCHELET. I call that rich. {_All three are convulsed

with merrimcnt\.
DUPONT. Think of it. Women in the Chamber of De-

puties !

ANTOxix. Women Senators !

POUCHELET. Women in the Ministry !

DUPOXT. In the Chamber they would want to keep
their hats on.

POUCHELET. Yes \to Jidie\ Eh, Madame Mairaut?

They'd insist on keeping on their hats as they do at the

theatres.

MME. POUCHELET. And at election times they'd go
from house to house asking for votes. The modern wo-

men would enjoy that.

POUCHELET. And this parliament elected by women,
what would it be like ? {^More laughter'^ . A Chamber of

Deputies chosen by women !

JULIE [a little amioYcd] Really, gentlemen, judging by
the results you've achieved so far by keeping the govern-
ment to yourselves I don't think you need fear that wo-

men will do much worse. [The laughter dies down un-

easily^ .

POUCHELET {with pompous solemnity^ I know it is the

fashion nowadays to decry all our elective assemblies.

But, as I am myself, in my humble way, one of the people's

representatives, I cannot allow such views to pass without

protest. \_Aii awful silence'].

JULIE [^apologizing'] I had no intention of saying any-

thing that could wound 3-ou, M. Pouchelet.

MME. POUCHELET. We are sure of that, dear madame.
POUCHELET [to his wife] And now, my dear, it is time

for us to be going.
AXTONix. You must forgive my wife's httle slip, dear
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monsieur.
POUCHELET. It is nothing—nothing at all.

ANTONiN. You mustn't go like this. Another glass of

beer?
MME. POUCHELET. You are very good. It has been so

close to-day.
ANTONIN. Julie, a glass of beer for Madame Pouchelet.

[7b her~\ Yes ;
the heat this afternoon has been quite

oppressive. \_ToJulie] Where's that beer?

JULIE [who has tried the varions bottles^confused'] I will

send for some more. These are empt)'.
ANTONIN. Really!
MME.POUCHELET. Oh, please don't trouble. Please. No;

you really must not. We can have somethingwhen we get
home. \_Going~\ Our things are here, I think.

JULIE. Let me help you.
ANTONIN. I will come and put you on your way.
POUCHELET [declining] Thank you, monsieur. We

know the way.
M. and Madame Pouchelet bow formally and coldly to

each in tnrn and go otit: Jnlie goes with them. There is a
silefice. Antonin paces the room irritably. Madame Mai-
rantgrins.
DUPONT [to his tvife^ in a low voice.^afterglancing at the

others] I think it's time we went to bed.

MME. DUPONT. Very well, dear.

Formal bows^ Alonsienr^ Madame^ are exchanged. The

Dtiponts go out andJulie returns.

ANTONIN [hisannsfolded.^sternly] So there was no more
beer.

JULIE. No, dear.

ANTONIN. It's intolerable.

JULIE. Here are the three bottles. You told me to buy
three bottles. There they are.

ANTONIN. Nonsense. You make meridiculous. I press
Madame Pouchelet to have another glass and there isn't

one. It's preposterous.
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JULIE. It is not my fault.

ANTONiN. I suppose you think it's mine.
MME. MAIRAUT. Evidently.
ANTONIN. Besides, I have no recollection ofsaying three

bottles.

JULIE. I assure you.
ANTONIN. I have no recollection whatever of it. On the

contrary, I am certain I said buy four or five.

JULIE. No. Three.
ANTONIN. You make me look like a fool. These people

will think I was laughing at them. You makeme look like

a fool, and that is a thing I won't have.

CAROLINE. M. Antonin, I was therewhen you spoke to

Julie. You did say three bottles.

ANTONIN. My dear Caroline, I love you verymuch, but
I can't help pointing out to 5^ou that the best possible way
to aggravate a dispute between husband and wife is to in-

terfere in it either on one side or on the other. If you
don't realize that already, you may take it from me.

MME.MAIRAUT. Ifyou spoke less, mademoiselle, it would

certainly be better for all parties.
CAROLINE. Why ? What have I said ?

ANTONIN. Among other things you might refrain from

proclaiming on the housetops that you are reduced to

working for your living.
CAROLINE. There is nothing dishonorable in that.

MME. MAIRAUT. Very hkely. But one doesn't talk about
it.

ANTONIN. I thought every moment you were going to

ask M. Pouchelet for an order. Not very pleasant for us,
that.

CAROLINE. I am sorry. I didn't mean to do anything
wrong. \_She begins to cry']. But I'm so unfortunate. I

always make mistakes.

ANTONIN [irritably'] Oh, for goodness sake, my dear

Caroline, don't begin to cry. There's no earthly good in

that.
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MME. MAiRAUT. There's really nothing to cry about.

JULIE [gomg- to her'] Caroline. Don't cry, dear. \^She

takes her away] .

MME. MAIRAUT. Now,my son,we aregoing to say good-

night.
ANTONIN. Good-night. \_He kisses her absently'].

MME.MAIRAUT. You'rc not angry with us, dear, are you?
You wanted to marry Julie, you know. Good-night.
M. and Madame Mairaiit go out. Antonin.^ left alone .^

goes to the bell and rings it. The maid comes in.

ANTONIN \to the servant] Put out the lights. You can

leave the two on the mantelpiece. Close those shutters.

\_Thc innid does so and goes out. Julie returns]. I have

something to say to you.

JULIE. I am listening.
ANTONIN. I do not wish Caroline to remain with us any

longer.

JULIE. Why? What has she done?
ANTONIN. You know well enough.
JULIE. No, I do not.

ANTONIN. She gets on my nerves.

JULIE. Explain, please.
ANTONIN. It is not my business to give explanations. I

am the master in my own house. I shall be obliged ifyou
will arrange with Caroline to bring her visit to a close on

Monday.
JULIE. But she was to stay till the end of the month.

She will want to know why. What am I to say to her ?

ANTONIN. Whatever you please.

JULIE. She will be hurt.

ANTONIN. 1 don't care about that.

JULIE. But I do care.

ANTONIN. If you won't tell her I will, in a way which
won't admit of any misunderstanding.

JULIE. She will be angry.
ANTONIN. Let her.

JULIE. But if you two quarrel where shall I be able to
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see her? Here?
ANTONIN. No. I forbid you to do so.

JULIE. Have you the right to forbid me ?

ANTONIN. Certainly.

JULIE. Why?
ANTONIN. Once more, because I am master here : be-

cause the husband is the master in his own house.

JULIE. That was not what you told me while we were

engaged.
ANTONIN. I dare say .

JULIE. You have nothing more to say to me?
ANTONIN. Yes

;
I have.

JULIE. Well?
ANTONIN. When you have opinions of the outrageous

description you gave vent to this evening, please keep
them to yourself.

JULIE. Haven't I the right to have opinions ?

ANTONIN. Nonsense. Once for all, I have made up my
mind that you shall obey me and not spoil my prospects.
M. and Madame Pouchelet are people of importance.

They might be useful to me, and if you offend them with

your absurdities you will be wanting in your duty. Mar-

riage is a business partnership.

JULIE. Then I want to see the accounts. They say you
are doing badly at the bank. Is that true ?

ANTONIN. Women know nothing about such things.
You look after your household and leave the rest to me.
Under the terms ofour marriage the management of our
aflFairs is in my hands. I manage them to the best of my
ability. That is all I have to say to you.

JULIE. In other words, I am a business partnerwho has

to keep her eyes shut and say nothing.
ANTONIN. My dear, it's quite useless starting the lecture

about women's rights all over again. I heard it the other

evening. Leave that sort ofthing to old maids with beards.

If I were willing to listen to you, you'd reel oflT the whole

catalogue of grievances against the laws which make
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women slaves. I know.

JULIE. No: it is not a question of law. It is a question
of social usage. [A pause\. What is wrong is not that
there is such and such a provision in the Code. The real

evil is that our parents married us as they did marry us.

ANTONiN. They did as most parents do.

JULIE. And so most marriages are unhappy.
ANTONIN. If you really loved me—
JULIE. Butldon'tloveyou. That isjust the point. And

you don't love me. And here we are chained to one an-
other.

ANTONIN. Nonsense. I not love you?
JULIE. No, indeed. You don't love me.
ANTONIN. Come, come, you are talking foolishly. It's

late. Let's go to bed. Things will be all right to-morrow

morning. \_He goes into the bedroorn].

JULIE \_stts staring in front of herfor awhile: then she

says to herself] No: thingswill never be all right. Never.
Never.
ANTONIN [^calls'] Are you coming, Julie? \_Julie starts

as ifshe hadbeen dreaming. She looks roitndher in a dazed

way] . Come along.

JULIE \_with a deep sigh^ herface showing a mingled ex-

pressiofi ofprofound disgust andsorrowful resignation] I

am coming. \She goes slowly towards the door ofthe bed-

room] .





ACT III

The scene is the same as in the firstAct. It is September.
Diipont a?id his wife are sitting together. There is apile of
account books 07i the table between them.

DUPONT \to his wife.^ who is holding a paper'\ You see

what the accounts say. They aren't briUiant. [7b the

maid who enters'] As soon as Mile. Caroline comes in ask

her to come here.

SERVANT. Yes, sir. \The maidgoes out].
MMK. DUPONT. The tumovcr is smaller than last year.
DUPONT. The profits are down to nothing. I'm wrong.

112 francs 17. Splendid things accounts !

MME. DUPONT. What's to happen next?
DUPONT. I don't know. One thing is certain. Things

can't go on like this.

MME. DUPONT. What are we to do, then ?

DUPONT. Next year it will be worse, unless—
MME. DUPONT. Unless?
DUPONT. The fact is the business wants new plant. At

present we are using an old machine worked by hand,
which I inherited from my father. We have a gas engine
not worth twopence. In fact, there' s only one hope for us.

MME. DUPONT. What isthat?

DUPONT. To get fresh capital somehow.
MME. DUPONT. That's not very likely.
DUPONT. Who knows ? It's lucky for you your husband

is no fool, my dear. I am going to see if I can get you out
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of this mess. \_Carolme comes iii]. Here is Caroline. Go
and find Julie. I shall want you both in a moment. I will

call you. Madame Dnpontgoes out.

DUPONT \toCarolme'\ My dear child, I have asked you
to come here because I want to have a serious talk with

you. After our long arguments you have at last come to

see that it is your duty to accept the legacy from youi
aunt. Your sister Angele is coming here.

CAROLINE. Coming here ?

DUPONT. But that is another matter. We will discuss

that in a moment with Julie and her mother. They are in

the next room. At present I am speaking only ofyou. All
difficulties are removed now—I had a lot of trouble over

it, by theway—and to-morrow at four at the lawyer's you
will receive the sum ofthirtyone thousand three hundred
and eighteen francs and a few centimes. Ahem. My dear

Caroline, you are old enough to know what you are about.
Still you are not one of those undutiful children who
throw aside all obedience to their fathers as soon as they
are of age. You continue, I am sure, to recognize my
right at least to give you advice. I have lived longer than

you, I am a man of business, and I can clearly be of use to

you when you want to invest your money. Have you any
plans as to this so far ?

CAROLINE. I had some idea—
DUPONT. May I know what it is ?

CAROLINE. I would rather not say.
DUPONT. Not say!
CAROLINE. Yes.

DUPONT. Indeed. Oh, in that case— \shrtig\
CAROLINE. You don't mind, father ?

DUPONT {much put out ^
but endeavoring to control him-

self] Not at all. By no means. Then there's nothing
more to be said. I am a little surprised, of course

;
hurt

even
; greatly hurt, in fact.

CAROLINE. I am sorry, father.

DUPONT. No matter. No matter.
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CAROLINE. You understand—
DUPONT. I understand that you do not trust your father.

That is what I understand. But have your own way. I

ask nothing.
CAROLINE. Are you vexed with me ?

DUPONT. Oh no. Nottheleast in the world. Onlywhen

you have given everything you possess to some religious

community or other, I should like to know what you will

have to live upon when you are old. I assume, of course,

that it is some community you are thinking of. [ Caroline

is silent]. You admit it ?

CAROLINE. No. I would rather say nothing about it.

DUPONT. It is so, all the same ?

CAROLINE. Please, father !

DUPONT. You won't give me any idea?

CAROLINE. No.
DUPONT. You refuse, then ? You refuse absolutely ?

CAROLINE. I have the right to do so, have I not ?

DUPONT. Clearly. You are old enough.
CAROLINE. Don't let us talk about it any more.

DUPONT. Very well. \_After a moment^ breaking into a

passion~\ So this is my reward ! This is the result ofhaving
sacrificedmy whole life formy daughters. You do not even

trust me as much as you would trust any little attorney

you consulted.

CAROLINE. Father! Ofcourseltrustyou.
DUPONT {^ftcrionsly'] Hold your tongue. You are heart-

less and undutiful. I did not expect this.

CAROLINE. Please don't be angry, father.

DUPONT. Angry ? Yes
;
I am angry, and I have good

reason. {^Striking the table'] Damnation ! This is too much !

To have lived to be sixtytwo and be insulted like this. {^He
strides up and down the rooni].

CAROLINE. I thought I could—I have only disposed of

part of the money.
DUPONT [stopping short] What ?

CAROLINE. I have only disposed of part of the money.
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DUPONT {mollified^ beco7niiig tenderly reproachful and
coming to sit by hcr'\ My dear child, why didn't you say
so at once?

CAROLINE. You gave me no time.

DUPONT. How much is gone ?

CAROLINE. Fifteen thousand francs.

DUPONT. Um. That is a large sum. But the sixteen

thousand that remain ?

CAROLINE. I meant to ask your advice about that.

DUPONT \rising'\ Ah, well, my dear, I have been think-

ing this over. Let's consider what openings there are for

capital. Suppose you invest it? Gilt edged securities bring
in two and a half per cent. If you take something rather

more speculative, you may get four. Then there are the

big industrial companies. But with them, too, there are

risks to be faced. Foreign competition is more and more

threatening. The struggles between labor and capital are

reaching an acute phase.
CAROLINE. M. Antonin Mairaut has been to see me.
DUPONT. The scoundrel ! I'll bet he wanted you to in-

vest the money in his bank.

CAROLINE. He did suggest it.

DUPONT. You see. I guessed as much. You sent him
about his business, I hope ?

CAROLINE. I said I would think about it.

DUPONT. That's right. But what a fright you gave me.
To invest your money in a bank. Nothing could be more

risky. Well, as we were saying. No public companies, no

industrials, no shares in banks. What remains ?

CAROLINE. I don't know.
DUPONT. There remains commercial enterprize, trade.

But do you know anyone engaged in trade who will let

you put capital into his business ?

CAROLINE. I think not.

DUPONT. We must put our heads together. I confess I

can think ofno one. Madame Grandjean ?

CAROLINE. Father ! Madame Grandjean is divorced.
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You know quite well I refused even to accept employ-
ment from her.

DUPONT. That is true. More fool you, by the way.
Still—M.Darbout?

CAROLINE. He is a Protestant.

DUPONT. Well, then, I don't see. There is no one, in

fact.

CAROLINE. But you, father. If you would do it.

DUPONT. If I would do what ? Manage it for you ?

CAROLINE. Yes.

DUPONT. It is a great responsibiHty. I don't know
whether—What interest would you expect ?

CAROLINE. Whatever you thought right, father.

DUPONT. Well, I will speak to your mother about it.

\_As ifsuddenly Jnaking lip his inind~\ No: I won't. I'll do
it. No one shall say I hesitated to do all I could for my
daughter. Kiss me, my dear. I'll do it.

CAROLINE. Thank you, father.

DUPONT. And you would still rather not tell me what

you are doing with the other fifteen thousand.
CAROLINE. Please, father.

DUPONT. Very well. You are your own mistress. I'll

have the necessary documents prepared. Don't you worry
about it. I will arrange everything beforehand. You will

have nothing to do but sign. [He looksat/nswatcJi] Three
o'clock. Now there is that other matter we have to talk

of. [He goes to the doorand calls^ Come in, both of you.
\_JiilieandMadameDiipontenter\. Sit down. \Whenthey
are all seated, he says'] My dears, I wanted you all to come
here that we may decide how we are to receive Angele.
It is ratheradifficult question. You know her life in Paris

is—ahem—highly reprehensible. Ought we to let her
come here? Ought we to meet her, for instance, at the
station ?

JULIE. Papa, what has Angele done ? Now that I am
married surely I may know ? People always stop talking
about her when I come in. I remember her quite well.
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MME. DUPONT. But you were only five when she went

away.
DUPONT. You understand, my children, how painful

this subject is both for you and for me. I will spare you
the details as far as possible. It is enough that you should

know, Julie, that when Angele was seventeen she was

obliged to leave her home because—because—
MME. DUPONT [_simj>l}'] Becausc she was about to be-

come a mother.

JULIE. She went away?
DUPONT. Yes.

JULIE. Of her own free will ?

DUPONT. I sent her away.
JULIE. Ah!
DUPONT. As I said, the subject is a very painful one.

Let us get it over as quickly as possible. She is coming
here to-day. [^Hc looks at his watch'] She is on her way
now. Her train arrived five minutes ago. Now I hope
you wiW all of you behave with dignity, and neither be

too affectionate, which would be out of the question, nor
too cold, which would be unkind.

JULIE. Have you heard anything of her since she left

home?
DUPONT. Yes.

JULIE. And her behavior?
DUPONT. Far from what it should be, I'm afraid. Still—
CAROLINE. Father, you make too light of all this. We

have heard of her three times. Firstwhen her baby died.

Next we were told that she was singing at a music hall

and was almost penniless. The third time we heard that

she was rich, rich without working. When I think of it

all I am sorry I consented to meet her.

JULIE. But she couldn't get her share of the legacy un-

less you did. You couldn't rob her of this money however

you feel towards her.

CAROLINE. That was what decided me. But there is no
reason why 1 should see her here.
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DUPONT. I shall see her. Julie will see her. So will your

mother. Why should you do differently from us ?

MME. DUPONT. She wasvery fond ofyou, Caroline; and

you were fond of her. Come, come, you must not be so

hard. One should have compassion for those who have

suffered as she has done.

CAROLINE \_after a paiise\ Very well. I will do as you
wish.

DUPONT. That's right. At the same time, I have no in-

tention of going from one extreme to the other. There
will be no question of asking her to stay, or even of invit-

ing her to dinner. That is agreed, is it not ?

CAROLINE. Yes. And now I am going downstairs to the

office. \_She goes out\.
DUPONT. You, Julie, had better go to your room. {She

goes\ In ten minutes she will be here.

MME. DUPONT. Well, I must say ifshe were my daughter,
I should have been at the station long ago.

DUPONT. Do you suppose I haven't wanted to go ?

MME. DUPONT. Why didn't you, then ?

DUPONT. What would people say ? Everyone knows
me here. On the platform 1 should have met a dozen

people who would have asked me whom I was meeting.

And, besides, all things considered, it looks more dignified

to receive her here. [Pondering'] I've been asking myself
for the last fortnight what I should say when we do meet.

MME. DUPONT. Givc her a kiss. The rest will come

easily.
DUPONT. You think I should kiss her ?

MME. DUPONT. YeS.

DUPONT. I think so, too. At the same time we must re-

member—how shall I put it ? Her way of life. It is a dif-

ficult question. And then what am I to say to her ? Ought
I to refer to the past ? I must not seem to be forgiving

her, of course. I couldn't do that. I couldn't possibly. On
the other hand, since she is commg, I can hardly

—Con?

found it, it's all extremely awkward. Eh ?
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MME. DUPONT. I can't advise you.
DUPONT [still thinking it oiU'] Of course, she is my

daughter. Still, I have not seen her for eighteen years.
[Peevishly\ I thought I should never set eyes on her

again. In the early days, when she first went away, I was
terribly distressed. But that couldn't last, could it ? And
then, you understand—Well, well, you must advise me. I

have prepared something to say, so as not to leave every-
thing to the inspiration of the moment. If one doesn't
think things out beforehand, one always says too much or
too little. So, as I said, I have prepared something. I even
wrote it out, but I know it by heart. You can imagine
how upset I am with all this. Here it is :

' My child
'—I

think it best to say 'my child.' 'Angele' would be too
familiar and 'my daughter' too formal. 'My child'—
\breaking of]. And what makes it all the harder is that
I've no idea what she will say to me. Her letters are very
properly expressed, very properly. Still, will she cry?
Will she break down ? Will she faint ? I don't know. It's

impossible to know. Dear me, I wish the next half hour
were over. However :

'My child, I thank you for having
come.' The fact is I ought to tell you I haven't given
Caroline quite a true account of how things stood. I

thought it wiser not.

MME. DUPONT. What do you mean ?

DUPONT. It's this way. Caroline is the one who could
not get her legacy without Angele's signature. Not the
other way about.

MME. DUPONT. But you said—
DUPONT. Yes

;
I did misrepresent matters a little. You

see Caroline would never have agreed to meet Angele if

she had known thatitwas shewho needed Angele's pres-
ence, not Angele hers. Angele is the executor under the
will. In fact, it is she who is doing us a service. But ifwe
go into all thatwe shall never be done. Well, I say to her:
' My child, I thank you for having come. Let us not speak
of the past. I only wish to remember one thing, that you
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have not visited upon your sister Caroline the resentment

which doubtless I inspire in you. I am grateful to you.'
What do you think of that ? [ The maid comes in'] . Good
heavens, here she is ! [Pointing- to the papers^ account

books
^ etc.ywhich lie on the table] And that fool Courthe-

zon has never taken away the books. [7b the maid] Wait
a minute. [7b Madame Dupont] Come, come this way.
You can tell me whether I ought to make any change.

[/« a low voice to the maid] Ask her to wait a moment.

Say I am engaged. \_He goes out with Madame Diipont.
The maid shows in Angele. She is a woman ofthirtyfive,
dressed in black, very quietly^ butfashionably].

MAID. Monsieur is engaged, but I don't think he will be

long. Whom shall I say, madame ?

ANGfeLE. Madame Angele Dupont.
MAID. Madame has the same name as monsieur ?

ANGELE. The same.
MAID. Will madame please be seated ? \^She takes some

books offa chair andgoes out] .

ANGELE [^with a gesture ofdespondency, to herself] No-

thing is as it used to be. Nothing.
Courthezon comes in.

COURTHEZON. M. Dupont asks you to be good enough
to wait five minutes, madame.

ANGELE. Certainly, monsieur. [ Courthezoji collects the

booksandpaperSy looking at Angele thewhileoutofthe cor-

ner ofhis eye. He makes as ifto go]. You are M. Courthe-

zon, are you not ?

COURTHEZON \jnuch embarrassed] Yes, madame—
Mile. Angele. You remember me? You have a good
memory. Especially as I am not quite myselfjust now. I

have many things to worry me. But that is a long story.

\_He stands facing her, the books and papers under his

arm]. I recognized you at once. M. Dupont told me.

ANGELE. My father is well in health ?

COURTHEZON [^embarrassed] Quite well. They are all

quite well. You, too, if I mayjudgebyyour looks?
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ANGELE. Quite. Thank you.
couRTHEzoN. And 3'ou have come about this legacy ?

ANGELE. Yes. [A sz/cjice'].

COURTHEZON. You must find some changes down here?
ANGELE. Very many. I hardly know the place.
COURTHEZON. We have moved since you went away.

The house where the press used to be was pulled down
when the Rue de I'Arbre-a-Poires was rebuilt.

ANGELE [looking roundher'\ They have altered the fur-

niture in the drawing room.
COURTHEZON. That was ten years ago.
ANGfeLE \sadly'\ If I had come here without warning, I

shouldn't have known I was in my father's house.

COURTHEZON. It is SO long since you left. You must feel

it very much, the idea that you are to see him again ?

ANGELE \yery slowly'] Yes. But less than I expected.
When I got my father's letter, I felt as if I should faint.

That was two months ago. Since then I have thought of

this moment every day. I have wondered so often what

my father would say to me and what I should answer that

now I no longer feel anything. That is strange, is it not ^

Strange and sad. \_She sighs']. After all, M. Courthezon,
life is always more commonplace thanwe expect ; simpler,
but less beautiful. [_A pause. Sadly] And besides, I have
seen so much.
COURTHEZON. You have suffered, too ?

ANGfeLE. A little.

COURTHEZON. Eighteen years, is it not ?

ANGELE. Yes. Eighteen years.
COURTHEZON. I hear M. Dupont. I must be going. Au

revoir, madame.
Courthezon goes out. A moment later the voice ofDu-

pont is heard without through the halfopen door^ sayiiig:
' Yes

^yes; Twantyou to come with meJ Then M. andMa-
dame Dupont C07ne in. There is a long pause., andfinally
Dupont says.^

with apparentcalm
DUPONT. Good morning Angele.
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ANGELE. Good moming, father.

They hesitate for a moment as to whether they should

kiss one another^ then make up their minds to do so. Du-

pont places a chill salute on cither cheek ofAngele. Still

silent, Angele goes up to Madame Dupont and kisses her

with the samefrigidity.
MME. DUPONT. Good morning, Angele.
ANGELE. Good morning, mother. \_They look at one

another without a word].
DUPONT [^overcoming a mojnentary emotion'] Let us sit

down. [ They sit. Then he addresses Angele in the tone he

might have used if she had only gone away the previous

evening] Thank you for coming.
ANGELE. I came for my sister's sake. For Caroline. I

was very fond of her. [A pause]. Is she married ?

DUPONT. No. She has never wished to marry.
ANGELE. Yet she is thirtythree.
DUPONT \to his wife] Thirtythree or thirtyfour ?

MME. DUPONT. Thirtythree.
ANGELE. I shall see her?

DUPONT. Yes. We will let her know you are here.

ANGELE. And my half-sister ?

DUPONT. Julie?
ANGELE. Yes

; Julie.

DUPONT. Your half-sister is married. She has made a

good match. The son of a banker. The Mairauts. You
remember M. Mairaut, the grandfather ?

ANGELE. No.
DUPONT. Oh, yes ;

an old man with a long white beard.

ANGELE. No.
DUPONT. Anyhow, he was the grandfather of M. An-

tonin Mairaut, Julie's husband. [He points to the door]

She is in there.

ANGELE. There?
DUPONT [speaking rapidly to hide his mingledemotion

and emharra'ssment'] Yes. She has come back with her

husband to hve with us for a time. Their house at St.
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Laurent is flooded. You remember the house at St. Lau-
rent ?

ANGELE. Yes.

DUPONT [as be/ore, his embarrassment growing\ I told

them they ought to build a little wall along the river bank
or their house would be flooded. They wouldn't listen to

me and this is the consequence. Happily the water is go-

ing down, and they'll be able to go home to-morrow. But

they should have built a wall like their neighbors. Their

neighbors built a wall and—and that's how it was.

ANGfeLE \ajter a paiise] How is the business doing?
Well?

DUPONT. Oh, yes.
ANGELE. And you are all quite well ?

DUPONT. All ofus. Ihada touch of bronchitis last year,
but it passed off.

ANGELE. I am glad. [A silence^.
DUPONT [to Angele^ who isgazing at him'\ You find me

looking older, eh ?

ANGELE. On the contrary. I was just thinking
—

DUPONT. And you ? You are well ?

ANGELE. Quite, thankyou. [Anothersilence. ThenAn-

gele rises and the Dnponts rise too\
DUPONT. You can't stay any longer ?

ANGfeLE. No. I'm afraid I must— [Another silence'].

DUPONT. You came straight from the station ?

ANGELE. No. I had my things taken to the Lion d'Or.

DUPONT. You are staying at the Lion d'Or?
ANGELE. Yes.

DUPONT. Just so. Well, until to-morrow. Four o'clock

at the lawyer's. His house is just opposite. [He points

through the window]. You can see his door from here.

You can't miss it.

ANGfeLE. lunderstand. [Apaicse]. Julie—she is there?

\^She points to the door].
DUPONT. Tut, tut, what am I thinking of ? I had for-

gotten. Yes
;
she is there. They will take you to her. [To
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Madame Dnponi} Go and see if—I'll tell someone to go
and find Caroline. \_IIe rings].

MME. DUPONT [opening a door and calling through it\

Julie: your sister Angele is here.

JULIE \_from her room'] Angele ? Ask her to come in.

MME. DUPONT. You Can go in to her.

Angele goes. Dnp07it has rimgandsays afew words to

the maid.^ who goes out at once.

DUPONT. Ouf! [To Madame Dupont] Ah well, it has
all gone oft" excellently. I didn't say a word of what I had

got ready, but still it was all right. Don't you think so ?

MME. DUPONT. Quite. Poor girl! I felt sorry for her.

DUPONT. She is quite happy. She was verj' well dressed,
quite like a lady in fact. Who would think to see her—
Eh? [Madame Dupontnods], And yet

— But when one
has had a good education it always comes out. It is

curious. I thought I should be quite upset when I saw
her. Instead of which— Of course I don't mean that I

didn't feel it. Still it wasn't so bad as I expected. But now
she's no longer there I feel—I feel my legs giving way
under me ! \_He sits down. A silence]. If I were not so

sure it was m.y duty to do as I did—for it was my duty?
\_Pause] You don't answer. Wasn't it my duty ?

MME. DUPONT. I don't know.
Caroline comes in.

DUPONT. Angele—
CAROLINE. Yes. Courthezon told me.
DUPONT [with assumedcarelessness after apause] You

understand, Caroline, no reproaches. Don't make any
allusion to what you are doing for her sake.

CAROLINE. I understand.
DUPONT \to his wife] Tell her that Caroline is waiting

for her.

The maid comes iti.

MAID. M. and Madame Mairaut, monsieur. They wish
to speak to you.

DUPONT. Very well. Where are they ? In the office ?
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MAID. Yes, monsieur.
DUPONT [/o his ivife\ I know what they want. [7b the

maid'] I will come down with you. \He and the maidgo
out~\.

MME. DUPONT \_spcaking at the door ofJulie's room]
Caroline is here.

Angele comes in andmakes a quick movement towards
Caroline but pnlls herself up before the coldness of the

other's demeanor.
ANGELE. Caroline.

CAROLINE. Angele. {They standlooking fixedly at 07ie

another for some moments].
ANGELE \_sadly'\ How changed you are !

CAROLINE. You are changed too.

ANGELE. That is because life has not always gone
smoothly with me. [ Caroline makes a gesture of incre-

dulity]. You don't believe me?
CAROLINE. Yes, if you say so.

ANGELE. I have just seen Julie. She was kinder than

you are. And she was only five when I left home and she
is only my half-sister. You and I have the same father

and the same mother. We are almost of an age and we
used to love one another.

CAROLINE \coldly] That is true.

ANGELE. Ifyou knewallabout ityou would forgiveme.
CAROLINE. Are the things that were said about you

untrue?
ANGELE. No. However bad they were they are true.

CAROLINE. Since that is so—
ANGELE [without anger] Since that is so—I still think

your virtue very proud and very hard. That is all.

\Changing her tone] You understand what has brought
me here?

CAROLINE. I understand that we are to meet at the

lawyer's.
ANGELE. Very well. To-morrow at four.

CAROLINE. To-morrow at four at the lawyer's.



Act in of Monsieur Dupont 147
ANG^LE \ttirning at the door^greatly moved'] You have

nothing else to say to me ?

Caroline shakes her head. Angelegoes out. A moment

after Dtipont comes in.

DUPONT \beaming'\ She has gone ?

CAROLINE. Yes.

DUPONT \chiickling'\ Where is your mother ? Where
is she ? yHc calls Madame Dnpont] .

MME. DUPONT. What is it ?

DUPONT. I want you.
CAROLINE. I will go.
DUPONT. There's no need.

CAROLINE. I have some work to do.

DUPONT. Very well. Go, my child. Go. \_Callingafter

her~\ To-morrow, remember. \_She goes out asM. Diipont
rnbs his hands

.^ chuckling'] Guess what M. andMadame
Mairaut came to ask me. You can't guess ?

MME. DUPONT. No.
DUPONT. No wonder. Theycameto ask for the twenty-

five thousand francs, the twentyfive thousand francs of

Juliei'sdot,you remember, which I was to pay six months
after her marriage.
MME. DUPONT. Well?
DUPONT. Well. It is six months to-day since Julie was

married.

MME. DUPONT. Good heavcns ! What did you do ?

DUPONT. Gave them nothing, of course.

MME. DUPONT. You Couldn't do otherwise.

DUPONT. As you say, I couldn't.

MME. DUPONT. But they will make us bankrupt.
DUPONT {stillsmilingbroadly] They can't. They have

nothing but my word.
MME. DUPONT. Luckily.
DUPONT. However, I haven't refused the twentyfive

thousand francs. Nor have I disputed the debt.

MME. DUPONT. What did you do then ?

DUPONT. I wish you had been there. You would have

o
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laughed.
MME. DUPONT. Well ?

DUPONT. I think I managed pretty well, though I say-
it who shouldn't. If you had seen the long faces they
pulled. Especially Alother Alairaut. \_-He bursts out

laughitig], I should have liked a photograph of them. It

would have cheered me in moments of depression. Ha !

Ha! Ha!
MME. DUPONT \_smiling'] Tell me about it.

DUPONT. Well—I'd have given anything for a photo-
graph. I said to them \_solem?ily'\

' Dear monsieur and
dear madame, I admit that I promised to pa}' you to-day
twentyfive thousand francs. Only I am not in a posi-
tion to pay them.' Explosion ! Rage ! Dignified re-

proaches ! Insults ! Smiling, I let the storm pass by.
Mother Mairaut sat there, her husband here, I here.

All the time they were speaking I looked at them
like this [^grins']. As soon as they had finished I took

up the tale again. 'I do not deny the debt,' said I,
'

only I ask to be allowed to postpone the pa}- ment.
And this time I am ready to sign an undertaking, a

binding undertaking, to pay.' Complete change of

front ! Smiles. Apologies. Oh, they were devilish civil.

Called me a man of honor, etc., etc. I let them run on,
still smiling. Then, in the midst of an almost religious

silence, I sat down at my desk, I took pen and paper, I

wrote, I blotted, so, taking my time about it. Madame
Mairaut positively slobbered with delight. I tell you she

slobbered. I handed her the paper. On it was written

simply :

' Good for the sum of twentyfive thousand francs

to be paid out of the money to be left by Uncle Marechal.'

Ha! Ha! Ha!
MME. DUPONT \laiigJiing'\ Splendid :

DUPONT. Funny, eh ? Deuced funny !

MME. DUPONT. YeS.

DUPONT. You don't think so? You don't! Eh? Wasn't
it funny ?
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MME. DUPONT. Yes. Yes.

DUPONT. When Mother Mairaut took it in I thought
she was going to have a fit.

'

It's an insult !

' she shrieked.
I believe she actually even called me a cad ! As for me, I

was almost dying with laughter. They went away swear-

ing they were going straight to the bank totell Antonin.

By Jove I haven't enjoyed myselfso much for ever so long.
MME. DUPONT. {becoming serious agaiti] I hope this

won't make any difference to Julie.

DUPONT. Bah !

MME. DUPONT. Things are not going very well with her,
I'm afraid. Antonin is exacting and tyrannical, and she

often locks herself into her room to cry.
DUPONT. That always happens in the early days of

marriage. People's angles need rubbing off. That sort of

marriage turns out best in the end. \_Julie comes in']

Here she is. Speak to her. Tell her these things aren't

serious. Make her understand her duty. I must go back
to my accounts. {ToJulie'] Well? What did your sister

Angele say to you ?

JULIE. Hardly anything. She didn't know me, and I

shouldn't have known her.

DUPONT. I told you so. Well, I must be off. Back soon.

{He goes out].

MME. DUPONT. My dear—your husband may be rather

put out when he comes in.

JULIE. I am getting used to that.

MME. DUPONT. More so than usual, I mean.

JULIE. Why?
MME. DUPONT. Your father has been unable to keep his

promise.

JULIE. About the twentyfive thousand francs?

MME. DUPONT. Yes. Antonin will have just heard about
it.

JULIE {depressed] No matter. \_Suddenly^ alarmed]
I do believe I forgot to tell them to get out his grey suit.

No : I remember. I did tell them. How angry he would
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have been if I hadn't !

MMK. DUPONT. Of course. He is your husband.

JULIE. You think it quite natural that he should fly
into a rage as he did two days ago because something or

other had been forgotten ? And that it is only reasonable

he should order me to go to Mass merely that Madame
So-and-so may see me there ! Well, he may order as

much as he likes. I shall not go. I will not go !

MME. DUPONT. You make too much of it. My child,
aren't you happy ?

JULIE \ironically'\ Of course.

MME. DUPONT. Your husbaiid is fond ofyou, isn't he?

JULIE. That depends on what you mean by fond.

MME.DUPONT. I mean he's very much in lovewith you.
JULIE. I suppose so.

MME. DUPONT. You're angry with him for that?

JULIE. No, I'm angry with myself.
MME. DUPONT. My dear ! What do you mean ?

JULIE. I am ashamed of myself.
MME. DUPONT. I don't Understand.

JULIE. Nor do I. Don't let us talk about it.

MME. DUPONT. Please, dear.

JULIE [breaking out] WqW^I detesthiva. There!
MME. DUPONT. Tell me why.
JULIE. There is no why in that sort of dislike. It is born

and grows with every moment we are together. Every
pnoment there comes some little point on which we clash.

We haven't the same ideas on a single subject. He and I

are strangers. We are apart utterly, miserably. We areas

far from one another as two human beings can he.\_With
a deep sigh~\ Oh, to realize that slowly, hopelessly. To feel

that every fresh glimpse into each other's character only
reveals a fresh source of offence. Till at last it has come
to this, that I am certain the more we know each other

the deeper will be our mutual loathing. Every day, every
hour will add a fresh hatred to the accumulated hatreds of

the others. Great Heavens ! And unless we are divorced
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this will go on all our lives. l^Apausel. Why, there are

moments when he is sitting there in that chair, and I look

at him fixedly, and it seems as if I had never seen him be-

fore. And why not ? After all, only six months ago
I hardly recognized him when we passed in the street.

And then I ask myself what am I doing here. I, in my
dressing-gown, with my hair down, shut in with that
man. And I long to run away screaming. And we are
husband and wife. Oh, mother, I am ashamed.
MME. DUPONT. You must try to be reasonable. Antonin

is a fine fellow. Many girls would have been glad to get
him.

JULIE. Why didn't they then, in Heaven's name ? Oh,
if you knew how I long to have a child to console me for

allthis. If I should never have one. If I should never have
one. \_Shii.dders\. But I mustn't even think of that.

MME. DUPONT. My dear child, you must look at things
more calmly. All this will gradually settle down until at

last it passes away altogether.

JULIE. Yes. When I am an old woman.
MME. DUPONT. Exactly, when you are an old woman.

JULIE. Thank you.
MME. DUPONT. In any case, you should try to control

yourself a little. If only for your father's sake and mine.

JULIE. I will try. [^«/o;/z«co;«^j'z«]. Hush. Here he
is. Go away, mother. You will only make things worse.

\_Madame Dupontgoes 07ct] .

ANTONIN \_fui'ioiis'] Well ! This is the last straw. Your
father won't keep his word. You have heard?

JULIE \_sitting on the sofa~\ Yes.

ANTONIN. It doesn't disturb you apparently.

JULIE. He cannot do otherwise.

ANTONIN. It will be the ruin of me. But you seem to

be all in league together, the whole lot of you. Oh, you're
a pretty family! Your father owes us twentyfive thousand
francs. He won't pay them. The other day your sister

promised us fifteen thousand francs. To-day she has
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changed her mind. As for you, you do everything in

your power to compromise my position.

JULIE. I?

ANTONiN. You. You disobey me.

JULIE. In what ?

ANTONIN. Were you at Mass this morning?
JULIE. No.
ANTONIN. Why not?

JULIE. It is not my fault if I no longer believe.

ANTONIN. I don't ask you to believe. I ask you to go
to Mass. The two things are totally different. A woman
ought to go to Mass. If she doesn't believe she should

appear to do so. It is usual among people of good posi-
tion. I wish you to do as others do. Do you understand ?

I wish it. I have no desire to pass for a Freethinker when
all my clients are Catholics, confound them !

JULIE. I have not been and I do not intend to go.
ANTONIN. What do you say ?

JULIE. You heard what I said. If you were a believer,
ifyou asked me to do this out of respect for your faith, I

would do it. But it is a piece of commercial trickery that

you want from me. I refuse.

ANTONIN. You wish to do as you like, you mean ?

JULIE \breakingoiit\ Yes. You are quite right. I wish
to do as I like. That is it. That is just it. For once in my
life I wish to do as I like ! All the time I was a girl I had to

obey ;
to submit to authority that was often unreason-

able. Now I am to go on obeying, obeying. I have had

enough of this everlasting obedience.

ANTONIN. Then you shouldn't have married.

JULIE. So that's it, is it. The sole business of your
wife's life is to be your slave, to help the servant to make

you comfortable, brush your clothes, taste your soup,
and look up to you with admiring homage.

ANTONIN. That's all nonsense.

JULIE. What is nonsense ?

ANTONIN. What you have been saying. You know
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quite well that you have other duties. You know quite
well that it only rests with you to be a happy wife. You
know that I love you.

JULIE. Yes, yes. I forgot. You love me\ Which means
that I am to submit to your caresses when the fancy takes

you. They used to say of us women,
'

housekeeper or

mistress.' But we have moved with the times. Now you
want the same woman to play both parts. Housekeeper
and mistress. That is the only difference between us and

the women you love before you marry us. A wife is a

mistress who minds the house. That is not enough for

me, thank you. No. No. No. I will not pass my whole

hfe between cooking your dinner and accepting your
kisses.

ANTONIN. That's right. Offwe goon the old story of

the wife who is not understood ; the poor woman who is a

slave and a martyr. If you really loved me, if you thought
a little more instead of cramming your head with ideas

which you don't understand, you would be content with

the part, modest no doubt but not dishonorable, with

which plenty of women as good as you have contented

themselves.

JULIE. Perhaps you are right. If I loved you, as you say,

if we loved one another nothing would matter. But I say

again I do not love you.
ANTONIN. Be silent.

JULIE. I do not love you.
ANTONIN. JuHe, I shall end by losing my temper. You

will force me to say things.

JULIE. To say things ?

ANTONIN. Never mind.

JULIE. Oh, you may speak out. A little shame more or

less doesn't matter. We are alone. Let us speak out and

clear up the matter once and for all. Wetnust It has been

weighingon my mind for a long time. Say whatyou have

to say.
ANTONIN. No.
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JULIE. Then /will speak. I tell you that I do not love

you and you shrug your shoulders with a smile of self-

complacency. But it's no laughing matter, Heaven
knows

;
and I don't imagine I am the only woman for

whom this subject, amusing enough for you men, has
meant a whole tragedy of sorrow and disgust.

ANTONiN. I don't understand you.

JULIE.Yes,you do ! Your vanity makes you try to escape,
but you shall understand. You think I daren't speak, but
I will. Doyou suppose I will stay dumb and bear the kisses

you give me, kisses which I end by returning. My lips

when you kiss them draw back in repulsion and yet in

the end they yield and go out to meet yours. Shall I go
on ? \^A pause. She looks himfidl in theface\. No. You
understand now. You can never again imagine the tears

I shed are tears of love. They are tears of remorse and

misery. I hateyou after your kisses. Our love is a duel in

which I am worsted because what is best in me turns

traitor. I blush at your victories because you could never
have gained them without the help of what is base in me,
without the baseness you know how to excite. It is not I

who yield. It is the animal in me. It is all that is vile. I

hate you for the crime of our loveless marriage, the
crime you force me to share. I admit you are not the only
guilty one, you are not the only oneworthy of contempt.
But I have had enough of it. Enough of it. I will no

longer spend my days weeping over the shame of my
nights. Every evening I have said I will regain my free-

dom. Till now I have not dared to say the words that

would release me. Now I have done it. I am free.

ANTONIN \shrugging his shoulders~\ You are nothing
of the sort.

JULIE. What do you mean ?

ANTONIN. I mean that I have morecommon sense than

you. I mean that it is my duty to guard you from these

exaggerated fancies of yours. The bonds that join us are

not to be broken by awhim>, You are my wife and my wife
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you will remain. A divorce is impossible. I have given
you no cause. You may leave me, of course, but you know
the life of the woman who lives apart from her husband,
a life without respect and without social position. No : you
will stay with me.

JULIE. And it is this prison that we call marriage. [^
pause']. And when I think that I looked forward with

longing to this: that I sighed for it: that all my girlhood
I was hoping for it, dreaming of it. When I think that at

this very moment there are girls kneeling by their bed-

sides, young girls whose hearts are yearning for this.

\_She begins to cry~\. Ah, poor girls ! Poor girls ! If they
only knew. \_She wipes her ejyes, after a moment'] Just

Heaven, what a fool I am. Here am I cryingwhen I should
be laughing. The thing is ludicrous. Why, if one dared,
one would shake with laughter at it all. You may be ty-

rants, all of you, but you are so absurd that, when one

thinks, one can scarcely hate you for it. What you have
made of marriage! From start to finish: from the wedding
morning, with its monkey tricks, its vanity, and its folly.

When I think that there are still peoplewho respect such

mummery! \_She bursts out laughing].
ANTONiN. Julie. Don't laugh like that.

JULIE. Oh, my dear sir, leave me alone. It's well for

you I take it laughing. If I took it seriously, what sort of

figure would you cut ? Everything about a wedding is

absurd, just because it is so detestable. Yes; everything.
From the moment when you set it before us as a duty to

hand ourselves over to our lords on such and such a day,
at such and such an hour, at a date and a minute fixed

beforehand. How is it that brides do not die of shame
under the curious eyes of the wedding guests and the

thoughts they hide ? To think that they are passing the

day among people who know. Pah ! Oh, yes ;
I am

quite aware how ridiculous the bride looks. \^She puts
her handfamiliarly on his shoulder] . But don't imagine
the bridegroom cuts a very brilliant figure. {She laughs\
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You all wear a look of stupid complacency, like a con-
tented animal sure of its prey. And there must be a dot,
and you must be bought, and a price must be paid you in

order that you may marry us. Oh, yes. You have ar-

ranged things finely among you ;
with your Deputies'

scarves and your music and incense. And you need them.
But do you think they impose on anyone nowadays? No.

ANTONiN. You make out too good a case for yourself.
And it's not fair to make me responsible. All this is as

much the result of your acts as of mine.

JULIE. Indeed ! I am curious to hear what those acts

are.

ANTONIN. I'll tell you.
JULIE. Have I ever failed in my duty? Haven't I been—
ANTONIN [^siernl}'^ Be silent. I'm going to have my say.

It's no good your trying to play the injured victim. You
did exactly the same as I did. When I proposed for you,
1 was not in love with you. I admit it. I didn't love you
as you want to be loved. Yet you accepted me.

JULIE. Do you suppose I knew? What did I under-

stand about life ? How could I have guessed—
ANTONIN. You knew perfectly well the sort of love I

felt for you, a sort of love every mother tries to rouse in

any young man she wants to catch for her daughter. And
the daughters take a hand in the game, too, bless their

little hearts !

JULIE. Do you mean to say /did such a thing ?

ANTONIN. Yes : I do. You began this plain speaking :

I'm going on with it. You wanted the cards on the table

and you shall have them. Let us both own up. We know
now what marriage is, our own and everybody else's.

We know all the tricks, all the humbug of it. Let's look

it in the face. Your parents deceived mine.

JULIE. And yours?
ANTONIN. They did the same. I'm not denying it. But

did you help them ? Yesorno?

JULIE. No.
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ANTONIN. Yes: you did. I remember well enough how

you helped them to cajole me, trap me, dupe me. Oh I

know it sounds ridiculous. I know each petty incident

taken by itselfamounts to nothing. But these deceptions
ofyours have their importance, for you onlymade use of

them to catch me. You played on my weaknesses. You
knew I was fond of money—we're talking straight to

each other, remember—you knew I was fond of money
and you represented yourself as a model young woman
who always made her own dresses. You remember that?

And Wagner ! Wagner, whose music you professed to

admire so much, when you knew as little about him as I

do. According to your own account lots of men had
wanted to marry you. That was a lie. You had helped

your father in keeping his books and were interested in

my banking business. Thatv^-^% a lie, too.

JULIE. If that is all you have to reproach me with—
ANTONIN. It is not all. There was another lie to which

you condescended. And that was a serious one, because

you sacrificed your womanly dignity to your interest.

You have forgotten it ? I have not. Why it was here,

here in this very room where we are at this moment, that

you sat dressed for a ball. You were not going to a ball.

I knew that later. But they told you to put on that dress,

and you know why. Well, that trick came off all right.

\J'idie^ confused^ hides herface in her hands']. I behaved

as most men behave. I wanted to take your arm and kiss

it. You objected as any decent woman would. But when

you saw I was annoyed you said to yourselfthat a husband

was well worth the sacrifice of a little modesty, and you
came deliberately and let me kiss you as I wished. Isn't it

true? Isn't it? Itriedtodeceiveyou, I admitit. But ifl

lied you lied, too. Marriages like ours may be shameful.

I don't know. But don't try to thrust the whole respon-

sibility on me when you're equally guilty. {^Julie's head

sinks lower. A pause]. The other things you say about

me I dare say I deserve. I'm ambitious. I want to sue-
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ceed. Is it my fault that success is the only road to social

consideration nowadays ? In order to succeed I must
truckle to people who can be useful to me and I ask you
to help me. I'm not a hero. I'm like the rest of the world.

I didn't make either myself or them. We are to be pitied,
both of us. But I'm more to be pitied than you are, for

you don't love me and I can't help loving you. What
shall I do if you leave me ? My position will be com-

promised, my business ruined. And more than all that I

shall have lost you. I don't speak as I ought, I am a fool,

a dolt. I ought to have told you this at first instead of

going over all that wretched business. But it's true, it's

far worse for me than for you \_mnch 7noved'\^ for I love

you in spite of all you can say, and the idea of losing you
is like being told that lam going to die. \_He sobs']. And
what have I done after all ? I've only done as other men
do. Why should /be the only one to be punished ? Ah,
Julie, my little Julie, pity me. I'm very unhappy. \^He

weeps ^
bowed over the table, his head in his hands\

JULIE [^putting her hand upon his head andspeaking in

a low expressionless voice^ Poor fellow.

ANTONIN [^still weeping^ You are sorry for me, aren't

you. Say you are.

JULIE. Yes, we are both of us victims.

ANTONIN. That's it. Ever since I was born my parents
have taught me that the great thing in life was to be rich.

JULIE \_nodding sadly'] Mine too.

ANTONIN. Unless one gets on nobody thinks anything
of one.

JULIE. And marriage is one of the ways of getting on.

ANTONIN. That's what ruined us.

JULIE. Yes. It has ruined our lives as it has ruined so

many others.

ANTONIN [recoverijig his composure'} You understand,
then ? You do understand, don't you ?

JULIE \_dullv'\ Yes.

ANTONIN [^taking her hand^ which she does not draw



Actlll of Monsieur Dupont 159
away'] You're not angry? \_Julie says nothing]. It is all

over, isn't it ? [^patting her hand] All quite over and done
with. \_Shc is still silent]. You see that 1 mustn't do any-
thing that might damage the business ? You see that ?

JULIE. Yes.

ANTONiN. And that it's better not to offend peoplewho
may be useful to us. Isn't it ?

JULIE. Yes.

ANTONIN. After all, why shouldn't one go to Mass ?

Come, come. [^He smiles]. We have been silly, haven't

we, to say all that. It's forgotten now, isn't it ? Say it's

forgotten.

JULIE \_rehictantfy] Yes.

ANTONIN \_recovering his spirits] That's a good little

woman. There, there. One disputes, one flies into a pas-
sion, one runs on and on, one says terrible things {laugh-
ing]. What things you said to me. Oh, it was shocking.
But there, we'll never speak of it again. Never. Never.
Let's make it up. \^He takes her in his arms : hesitating^
she lets him do so]. We're friends again, eh ? And now go
and wash your face, or people will see you've been cry-

ing. Are my eyes red, too? No, I expect not. Shall I tell

you something? You won't believe it. You'll be shocked.
Do you know, I almost think perhaps it's as well we've
said all these things to each other. You see, now we
know each other better. You understand about some of

my worries. The business isn't going as I should wish.

That makes my temper rather quick at times. No: things
might be better. If you would say a word to Caroline,

perhaps she would change her mind about that money.
JULIE {still on her guard] I will try.
ANTONIN. That's a good girl. And it's only for a little

while that we shall have to be careful. We are only two
and we shall pull through it. Luckily we've only our-

selves to think of Imagine what it would be if we were

expecting a baby!
JULIE. That would give me courage.



i6o The Three Daughters Act III

ANTONiN. Nonsense, my dear. We can do very well

without that.

JULIE {alarmed'^ But we are going to have children,

aren't we?
ANTONIN \_after a moments hesitation^ firmly'] No.

JULIE. Why not?

ANTONIN. How absurd you are. Because I don't choose,
of course.

JULIE. But we've often talked of having children.

You've made plans with me about what we should do

with them.
ANTONIN \Jaughing] I know. You liked it, and it was

something to talk about. But for the future we're to be

perfectly straight with one another.

JULIE. Do you mean that we are never to have any
children?

ANTONIN \jiods'\ We can't afford them, my dear, at

present. And if we wait till we're forty [^sJinigs'] , people
would laugh.

JULIE. Don't you know what it was that made me will-

ing to marry? Don't you know that it was this thought
of having children, this and this alone, that decided me?
And you refuse me this. To be a wife, to be a mother, is

the natural end of hfe for me. And something will be

wanting and my life will be incomplete, and I shall not

have lived if my arms have never clasped a baby born of

my flesh; if I have never suckled it, cried over it, felt all

the cares and all the joys that mothers feel. And you
would rob me of this. Merely because you love money,
because you are self-seeking and ambitious. Great Hea-

vens, to think that you should have such power over my
life! People talk of tyranny; they make revolts against

Governments ;
there are women who clamor for a vote

;

who demand that the marriage law should be the same
for women as for men ;

and they don't understand that

it is marriage itself they should attack, that they should

attack with fury, since it allows such an infamy.
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ANTONiN, For goodness sake don't begin again. Re-

member, we made it up.

JULIE. Made it up ! Just God, what name is there vile

enough for me to fling in your face ? Are you so utterly
base that you think 7iow there can be any thought of re-

conciliation between us? After what you have just told

me, do you suppose that I would submit to— Think
what it means. Think what the thing you men call love

means to women if it has neither aff"ection nor children

for its justification.
ANTONIN. I won't answer you. You don't know what

you're saying. You're mad, and I shall treat you accord-

ingly. To begin with, go to your room and try to calm

yourself. Go. {_He tries to take her by the arm'] .

JULIE [shrieking-'] Don't touch me! Don't touch me!

[_Shepushes him violently away] .

ANTONIN [furious] Look here, JuHe ;
I'm not going

to stand this. I tell you to go to your room at once.

JULIE. Don't touch me.

ANTONIN. I shall touch you if I please. Oh, you may
scream if you like. You're my wife, and I've the right to

do as I choose with you.

JULIE. Take your hands off me. I hate you, I say. I

hate you.
ANTONIN. You hate me. I daresay. But if you suppose

that I'm a genteel husband out of a book, who lets his

wife lock her door against him, you're vastly mistaken.

I've married you, I love you, and I intend to keep you.
Hate me, do you? Very well. Escape from me ifyou can.

[He takes her in his arms. There is a struggle. Furniture

is overturned. No word is spoken, hutyou can hear their

deep breathing. Suddenly Antonin cries out] Curse you,

you've bitten me!

JULIE. Yes. And I will kill you if you don't let me go!

ANTONIN [trafisported with rage] We shall see which

ofus is master.

JULIE. We shall see!
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ANTONIN. We shall! lAtitofim goes out in a violent

passion'] .

Julie, left alone ^ straightens her hair anddress mechan-

ically, muttering to herself inandibly. Suddenly shefalls

upon a couch, and then upon the ground, where she lies

sobbing in an agony of misery.



ACT IV

The same scene. M. and Madame Dtipont are sitting

together.

DUPONT. She's determined to leave him, then?
MME. DUPONT. Ouite determined.
DUPONT. And he?

MMR. DUPONT. After the scene I told you of he went

straight out of the house and he hasn't come back since.

DUPONT. He didn't sleep at home last night?
MME. DUPONT. No.
DUPONT \scornfidly\ He has gone back to 'maman,' no

doubt. \_He goes to the window\
MME. DUPONT {after a pause\ Why do you keep look-

ing out of that window?
DUPONT. I'm watching the lawyer's opposite. Caroline

went in five minutes ago. I'm terribly afraid Angele
won't come. {To himself^ Confound Caroline. Who the

Dickens can have got hold of that other fifteen thousand
francs? {Joyfnlly'\ There's Angele. Look. She's going
in now. What did you say? Bless my soul, my daughters

give me worry enough. Yes: he has gone back to 'ma-

man.' And you think this won't blow over, eh?

MME. DUPONT. I'm certain it won't. Julie will never

forgive him.
DUPONT {almost with tritimph~\ That means a divorce

then, eh?
MME. DUPONT. Yes. A divorce.

163
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DUPONT. Ah! And who was the clever one this time,

too, eh? Who was it?

MME. DUPONT. I don't know.
DUPONT. Of course not. Well, /was.
MME. DUPONT. In what way?
DUPONT. You say she'll ask for a divorce?

MME. DUPONT. Unlcss he does.

DUPONT. Very well, then. Whichever way it is her

money was settled on herself, and our good Antonin will

have to give back the thirty thousand francs and my
house. Thanks to me. Thanks tome. \_He rubs his hands\

The maidcomes in,

MAID. M. and Madame Mairaut.

DUPONT. Show them in. \The maid goes out. To his

wife'\ Don't go.
M. and Madatne Mairautcome in.

MME. MAIRAUT \turning to the door and speaking to her

husbandywho hangs back~\ Are you coming in or are you
not?

MAIRAUT. I'm coming. \_He closes the dQor\
Forynalgreetings are exchanged.

MME. MAIRAUT \_siiting down'] After what passed be-

tween us yesterday
—

DUPONT [with dangerous sweetness"] About Uncle Ma-
rechal's money ?

MME. MAIRAUT \appearing not to have heard] After

what passed between us yesterday, I intended never to

set foot in this house again.
DUPONT [_bowitig'] It rested entirely with you, madame.
MME. MAIRAUT. Since then, however, grave differences

have arisen between our children.

DUPONT. Very grave.
MME. MAIRAUT. You know, then ?

DUPONT. Yes.

MME. MAIRAUT. We are come therefore, my husband
and I, in the name of our son, formally to request your
daughter, Madame Antonin Mairaut, to return to her
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husband's roof.

DUPONT. His roof?

MME. MAiRAUT. To St. Laurent. My son awaits her
there.

DUPONT. He'll have to wait some time. My daughter
will not return to her husband. You are welcome to bring
an officer of the Court to bear witness to the fact. It will

provide your son with a ground for his divorce.

MME. MAIRAUT \_s'weetly\ There is no question of a div-

orce.

\iViVOK^\astonished'\ What? Noquestionof a divorce?

MME. MAIRAUT. None, monsicur.

DUPONT. In spite ofmy daughter's refusal—
MME. MAIRAUT. In spite of her refusal.

DUPONT. In spite of what she has said to her husband?
MME. MAIRAUT. In Spite of that, too.

DUPONT. In spite of anything she may do in the future?

MME. MAIRAUT. In spiteof anything she may do. There
is no question of a divorce and there never will be.

DUPONT. On your part, you mean ?

MME. MAIRAUT. On yours also. We shall give you no

grounds. My son is waiting for his wife to return to him.

He is ready to receive herwhenever she sees fit to present
herself.

DUPONT. Whatever she does ?

MME. MAIRAUT. Whatever she does.

DUPONT. Even if—
MME. MAIRAUT. Even in that case. \_Movemeni ofMai-

raui\. What is it, my dear?

MAIRAUT. Nothing.
DUPONT. The truth is you would rather risk your son's

honor than give back the thirty thousand francs.

MME. MAIRAUT \_stillvery sweetly'] After all; thirty thou-

sand francs is a considerable sum. [^Mairatit fidgets un-

easily^ .

DUPONT. Yesterday, when he went away, your son ut-

tered certain threats.
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MME.MAiRAUT [^sUll sweetfy'] He has decided not to put
them into execution.

MME. DUPONT. You know, of course, that Julie will

never agree
—

MME. MAiRAUT. I Can't help that.

MME. DUPONT. All their lives they will be chained to

one another. Young as they are, they must give up the
idea of having a home.

MME. MAIRAUT. Your daughter has only to return to
her duty, Antonin will receive her.

MAIRAUT \_brcaki7igouf\ No. I won't have it. I have a

word to say on this.

MME. MAIRAUT. What's the matter now ? Pray speak if

you have anything to say.
MAIRAUT \_loii.dlv'] What we are doing is an infamy.
MME. MAIRAUT. Hold your tongue.
MAIRAUT. I won't.

MME. MAIRAUT. Hold your tongue, I tell you.
MAIRAUT. No. And don't you try to shout me down.

Do you hear?
MME.MAIRAUT. What's taken the man? I'veneverseen

him like this before.

MAIRAUT. I tell you this is infamous ! Infamous ! I've

thought so for a long time, ever since the dayyou wouldn't
let me speak out about Uncle Marechal. I said nothing
because I was afraid of you. For thirty years I have said

nothing. But now this is too much, and I say what I

think. It's an infamy. Come what may, I will say it. Sit

down. I tell you it's an infamy. Rogues have been med-

dling with these children's lives too long ;
it's time for

honest men to take a hand in them. I'm going to do it.

MME. MAIRAUT. Pay no attention to him. He's out of

his senses.

MAIRAUT. Besilent, you. M. and Madame Dupont, this

is what I have to say to you. An effort must be made to

reconcile Julie and Antonin. If this is impossible, /will

pay you back the thirty thousand francs.



Actrv of Monsieur Dupont 167
MME. MAiRAUT {with a scream"] Good Heavens, what is

he saying ?

MAIRAUT. I will return the thirty thousand francs, and

you'll see after that if my precious son won't be the first

to talk of a divorce.

MME. MAIRAUT [/o /ler htisbaiid'] You shall pay for this

when we get home.
MAIRAUT. As you please. And now be off, and be quick

about it. \_Madame Mairatitgoes out]. Au revoir, M.and
Madame Dupont. Do what you can on your side, and I

will try and make Antonin come and beg his wife's par-
don.

DUPONT. Good evening, M. Mairaut.
MME. DUPONT. Count on me, M. Mairaut, and give me

your hand. You're a good man.
MAIRAUT [a^ //,? ^0^^] That's all right. {Hegoes].
DUPONT. Are you really going to try?
MME. DUPONT. YeS.

DUPONT. But since old Mairaut is willing to give back
the money.
MME. DUPONT. I won't make up my mind to a divorce

until I'm absolutely convinced there's no other way.
DUPONT. But there is no other way. You said so your-

self.

MME. DUPONT. Are you sure you aren't thinking more
of your money than of the happiness of your child ?

DUPONT. I! Well, I declare ! Are you taking a leaf out
of old Mairaut's book?

MME. DUPONT {gravel}''] Perhaps so.

Madame Mairaut returns.

MME. MAIRAUT. I havccome back for two things. First,

to advise you not to count too much on my husband's

promise. Next, to thank you for the fresh insult you have

put upon us.

DUPONT. What insult ?

MME. MAIRAUT. You don't kuow, I suppose, to whom
Mile. Caroline has given half her legacy ?
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DUPONT. No. But I shall be glad to learn,

MME. MAiRAUT. To your clcrk, Courthezon.
DUPONT. Courthezon ? It's a lie !

MME. DUPONT. Courthezon !

MME. MAIRAUT. She has just told me so herself.

Caroline comes in.

MME. DUPONT.
^ Caroline, is it really to Courthezon that

you've given the fifteen thousand
francs ?

DUPONT. I You have given fifteen thousand francs

j
to Courthezon !

MME. MAiRAUT.I Isn't it to Courthezon that you have
\ given the fifteen thousand francs ?

CAROLINE. Yes.
DUPONT. You are crazy 1

MME. DUPONT. What posscssed you to do that ?

MME. MAIRAUT. For his invention ! An invention not
worth twopence, Antonin says.
MME. DUPONT. You think more of strangers than your

own flesh and blood.

DUPONT. Just at the very time when my plant needed

renewing.
MME. MAIRAUT. And when her brother-in-law is on the

verge of bankruptcy. Yes, mademoiselle, yes ! And this

money, which you give to a crack-brained inventor who
is nothing to you, might perhaps have saved your sister

from penury. That is all 1 have to say to you. Good bye.
[ She goes\ .

DUPONT. Well ! Perhaps now you'll tell us why you
have done this ?

MME. DUPONT. What has taken you ? How did such an
idea come into your head ?

DUPONT. Do you imagine his invention will make your
fortune ?

CAROLINE. No.
DUPONT. Do you know anything at all about it ?

CAROLINE. No.
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MME. DUPONT. Did lie ask you to lend him money ?

CAROLINE. No.
DUPONT. Then you ought to be put in an asylum.

You're out of your senses.

MME. DUPONT. I Still Can't make out how you came to

have such an idea.

CAROLINE \beginning to cry\ I was unhappy.
DUPONT. What ! You give away fifteen thousand francs

to the first comer because you are unhappy !

CAROLINE. 1 hope he will be grateful for what I have

done for him, and that—
DUPONT. Well?
CAROLINE. I am no longer young, I know; but he is not

young either.

DUPONT. You think he will marry you !

CAROLINE. Yes.

DUPONT. Then you don't know—
MME. DUPONT. Hush.
CAROLINE. I can't go on living alone. I am too wretch-

ed. For a long time I have thought
—when I saw M.

Courthezon, so steady and careful and quiet
—I thought

I could be happy with him. But I knew he would never

marryme without money, and there was only enough for

Julie. The time when I was most unhappy was when M.
Antonin was here. He used to talk to Julie. They took

no notice of me. They used to kiss one another. And
though I don't think I'm jealous, it made me very wretch-

ed. Sowhen this legacy came, and I knew M. Courthezon
needed money for his invention, I thought I would give
him some.
MME. DUPONT. You should at least have given him some

idea of what you meant. It would have saved you from

disappointment, my poor child.

DUPONT. You should have spoken to me. I could have

told you why you had nothing to hope in that quarter.
CAROLINE. Nothing to hope ? Bu t why ? Why ?

DUPONT. Because for twenty years Courthezon has been
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living with a married woman. He does not speak of it, of

course, but they have two children.

CAROLINE \_faiiitly'] God have pity on me! \_She al-

most/alls'] .

MME. DUPONT. Caroline ! My child !

DUPONT. My child. Come, come. You must be reason-
able.

MME. DUPONT. You mustn't cry like that.

CAROLINE [sobbing'] No.
DUPONT [to his wife] This is your fault. We should have

told her that Courthezon— But you always said no.

MME. DUPONT. One can't tell things like that to a young
girl. And afterwards, when she was grown up, it didn't
seem worthwhile. [7b Caroline~\ Don't cry any more,
dear.

CAROLINE {stifling her sobs by a great effort'] I am not

crying any more.
DUPONT. There is only one thing to be done. We must

try and get the money back from Courthezon.
CAROLINE. No ! No !

DUPONT. We shall see. {He hurries out'].

CAROLINE. Stop him. Stop him, mother. Go at once.

Stop him, I beg of you.
MME. DUPONT. Very well, dear. {Shefollows her hus-

band],
Carolhie is left alone for a moment. Then Angele comes

in.

ANGfeLE {very tenderly] Caroline, are you in trouble?
CAROLINE {in a lotv voice] Yes.

ANGfeLE. What about ? Tell me.
CAROLINE {in an expressionless voice

.^

but not a^igrily].
No. It is over now.

ANGELE. You won't tell me?
CAROLINE {coldly] It would be useless.

ANGfeLE. Who knows ? Come. I can see you have been

crying.
CAROLINE. Yes. We are very unfortunate, Julie and I.
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ANG^LE. Julie?
CAROLINE. She is leaving her husband.
ANGELE. Why?
CAROLINE. They cannot go on living together any

longer.
ANGELE. And you?
CAROLINE. I? \_Shc tnakes a gesture ofhopelessness'].

Julie comes in.

JULIE. I was looking for you, Caroline. I am going
away sooner than I expected. They say my husband is

coming here. I do not wish ever to see him again. So I

am going.
CAROLINE. What will you do ?

JULIE. I shall do as you do
;
hire a room somewhere

and get work.

CAROLINE. What kind of work ?

JULIE. I don't know. Anything I can get.
CAROLINE. Don't do that, Julie. Don't ! \_Deeply dis-

tressed'] If you only knew !

JULIE. What ?

CAROLINE. The wretchedness of living alone.

JULIE. I'm not afraid. I shall work so hard that I shall

have no time for moping.
CAROLINE. You will work. \_She sighs]. It isn't easy for

a woman who is alone to earn her living.

JULIE. Nonsense.
CAROLINE. I know what I'm talking about. Sometimes

when I take my work to the shop they refuse it with an

insolent contempt they would never dare to show to a

man. It's true. For I am doubly unprotected since I am
a woman and I need v/ork.

JULIE. But in your own room, at least, you are free.

CAROLINE. Free! \_With a mirthless laugh], li ihzt'xs

freedom, give me slavery.

JULIE. I shall have friends.

CAROLINE. Do you think so? The women will have

nothing to do with you because you'll be a wife living
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apart from her husband, and because you will be dull.

And the men ? What will people say if they visit you ?

JULIE. Little I care what people will say.
CAROLINE. Still for yourown sake you will have to send

them away.
JULIE. What do you advise, then ? That I should re-

main with my husband ?

CAROLINE. Ah, Julie dear, you complain of not being
loved as you wish to be. What can /say to that, I whom
no man will ever take in his arms ? I who feel myself a

thing apart, useless, absurd, incomplete. You don't know
what a void that means for a woman : to have no one to

forgive, no one to devote herself to. And the world sneers

at women for remaining single. It makes their loneliness

a reproach. Look at me, hardly allowed to dispose ofmy
own property, black looks all round me because I have
dared to use my own money in my own way.

JULIE. Poor Caroline.

CAROLINE. Yes. You may well pity me. And if I told

you all. I turned to religion for consolation. For a while

it cheated my craving for love
;
but it couldn't give me

peace, and it has only left me more bitter and more disil-

lusioned. For months I buoyed myself up on one last

hope. I was a fool. [ Weeping^ Ah, no one need tell me
how absurd it was. I know it well enough. I, at my age
and in these clothes, much like everyone else's clothes,

only everything looks ridiculous on me. /to fall in love!

I must be crazy. Don't laugh at me. I have suffered so

much. I knew he couldn't love me, but I hoped hewould
be grateful for what I— I only wanted his gratitude and
his pity, no more, I swear to you. And now it seems there

is some other woman. [_A pause] . Oh, what good was it

to guard my good name as a miser guards his gold if this

is all? No, Julie ;
don't spoil your life a second time. If

you cannot resign yourself to living with your husband,
at least don't follow my example. Don't try to live my
life. One of us is enough. Don't try to earn your bread.
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It is too hard, and men have made it too humiliating.

JULIE. But, Caroline, if people see me accepting hard-

ship with courage, living alone deliberately, because I

choose, surely the dignity of my life will make them res-

pect me?
CAROLINE. No one will believe in the dignity of your

life.

JULIE. Then it is monstrous ! That is all I can say.
Monstrous! And since to pay for bread to eat and clothes

to wear and a roof to cover me I must either give myself
to a husband I hate or to a lover whom, perhaps, I may
love, I choose the lover. If I must sell myself to someone,
I prefer to choose the buyer.
AXGELE. You are mad ! Mad ! Be reconciled to your

husband. That is the best thing you can do.

JULIE. So every^body says. WeU, I tell you I will not.

I will not.

ANGELE. You would soon be glad enough to have your
married life back again, bad as it may be

;
or even Caro-

line's poverty.

JULIE [sconifiilly'] You think so.

ANGELE \^passionaiely'\ You don't know what you are

saying. You don't understand, Julie. You to talk like

that ! You to wish— Oh, you don't understand.

JULIE. You did it yourself.

A'HQYiMlwithgreatemotion] Yes. Ididit. Butlwould

strangle myself rather than begin it again. Juhe, I en-

treat you. What am I to say ? How am I to stop you ? I

can't tell you and Caroline all the shame I have endured.

Oh, don't make me do that.

JULIE. Well, you're happy now, at least.

ANGELE. Happy! When I went offwith Georges—they
told you, didn't they? Well, his people got him away
from me. His mother was dying of grief. Yes : I know
that is not what you wish to hear, but I must tell you, that

you may understand how I came to fall as low as I did. I

was left alone wuth the child. I had to feed it, hadn't I ?
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You can understand that, at least. But how? Work? I

tried to get work. But they told me to wait. How was I

to wait ? And then—my God ! that I should have to tell

you all this—then I let myself go. \_S/2e sobs']. And after-

wards— No : I can't speak of it. But you understand,

Julie. You can guess. You can imagine what my life was
when you see that even now I can't bring myself to tell

you about it. [^Mastcrmg herself]. You think women—
women likeme—are happy because you see us laugh. But
to laugh is our trade. We are paid for that. And I swear

to you often we would ask nothing better than just to sit

and cry. And you talk of c/zoo.yz;/^.'' You poor child. Do
you suppose wewomen c/;oo.y^.^ Oh, ifyou could but know
how one comes to loathe the whole world, to be wicked,
"ivickedf They despise us so. We have no friends, no pity,
no justice. We are robbed, exploited. I tell you all this

anyhow, just as it comes, but you understand, don't you?
And once you start downhill you can't stop. That is our

life, the life ofwomen like me. That is the slough in which
1 have struggled ten years. No,no, Julie! No, little sister,

I implore you don't do as I did. It is too horrible, too ab-

ject, too degraded.

JULIE. PoorAngele.
ANG^LE. You understand, don't you ?

JULIE. Yes.

ANGELE [j'ising] I must go. Goodbye. I dare not look

either of you in the face again now that you know every-

thing, now that I remember what I once was. I knew you
could never have anything more to do with me. But I

felt such a craving to be loved that I half fancied you, at

least, Caroline— I see I was wrong. Well, goodbye. 1 am
going away. Forgive me, both of you, for what I have

done. Goodbye. \_She turns to the door].
CAROLINE. Angele ! \_A pause. Angele turns at the

door]. I pity you with all my heart. \_Another pause].

May I kiss you ? \_Angele throivs herselfinto her arms].
ANGi^LE. Caroline ! My kind, good Caroline !



Act IV of Monsieur Dupont 175
The three sisters embrace with tears.

Dupont^ Antonin^ andMairant come in.

ANTONiN \_piishedforward by his father. ToJulie'] My
dear wife, I have come to ask you to forgive me.

JULIE. It is I who ask 707^ to forgive ?ne. I was full of
romantic ideas. I thought marriage something quite dif-

ferent from what it is. Now that I understand I will be
reasonable. One must make allowances. I will make some—to myself.

DUPONT. That's right.
ANTONIN. That's right. You can't imagine how glad I

am that you understand me at last. It seems to me it's

only from today that our marriage really begins.
JULIE. Perhaps.
ANTONIN. To celebrate our reconciliation I will give a

grand dinner. I will invite the Pouchelets, the Ram-
bourgs, Lignol

—
JULIE \sadly^ and with meaning] Exactly

—
Lignol.

DUPONT. Ah, my children,everything comes right when
once you make up your mind to be like the rest of the
world.

JULIE [i'/oa'/y] Yes : like the rest ofthe world. I dreamed
of something better. But it seems it was impossible.
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Before theplay begins the manager appears upon the stage
and says:—

Ladies and gentlemen,
I beg leave toinformyou, on behalfof theauthor and of

the management, that the object of this play is a study of

the disease of syphilis in its bearing on marriage.
It contains no scene to provoke scandal or arouse dis-

gust, nor is there in it any obscene word
;
and it may be

witnessed by everyone, unless we must believe that folly
and ignorance are necessar}' conditions of female virtue.
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ACT I

The doctor^s consulting room. To the right a large
stainedglass window representing a religions subject. In
front ofthis ^

onpedestals, bronzes and statties. Parallel to

ita largeLouis XlVwriting table litteredwithpapersand
statuettes. 'Between the desk and the window the doctor^s
chair. On theothersidean armchair nearlyfacing thefoot-
lightsanda stool. To the left the cntra7ice door, which, when
opened, reveals a corridor lined with tapestries, statues,
andpaintings. Beyond the door a large glass bookcase,
above which haiig portraits of Wallace, Dupuytren, and
Ricord. Bustsofcelebratedphysicians. A small table and
two chairs. At the back a small door. The room is sump-
tuouslyfurnished arid literally encumbered with works of
art.

George Dupont, in great distress and ill at ease, enters

by the door at the back, takes his stick, gloves, and hat from
the stool, and sits downon the sofa before the ivriting table.

He is a big fellow oftwentysix, with large, round eyes, and
simple, butnotludicrous appearance. A heavy sigh escapes
him. The doctor, a man offorty, with the ribbon oj theLegion
ofHonor in the buttonholeofhis frock coat,follows andtakes
his scat. He gives the impression ofa inan ofstrength and
intellect.

GEORGE. Well, doctor?
DOCTOR. Well ! There is no doubt about your case.

GEORGE {wiping his forehead'] No doubt— How do

you mean no doubt ?

i8i
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DOCTOR. Imeanitin the bad sense. [^He writes. George
turns pale^ and stays silent for a moment in terror. He
sighs again']. Come, come, you must have thought as

much.
GEORGE. No, no.

DOCTOR. All the same !

GEORGE [titterlyprostrated~\ Good God !

DOCTOR \_stops writing and observes him~\ Don't be

frightened. Out of every seven men you meet in the

street, or in society, or at the theatre, there is at least one
who is or has been in your condition. One in seven, fifteen

per cent.

GEORGE \_qiiietlyy as ifto himself '\ Anyhow, I know what
to do.

DOCTOR. Certainly. Here is your prescription. You will

take it to the chemist's and have it made up.
GEORGE \taking the prescriptio7i\ No.
DOCTOR. Yes: you will do just what everyone else does.

GEORGE. Everyone else is not in my position. I know
what to do. \_He raises his hand to his temple'].

DOCTOR. Five times out of six the men who sit in that

chair before me do that, perfectly sincerely. Everyone
thinks himselfmore unfortunate than the rest. On second

thoughts, and after I have talked to them, they realize

that this disease is a companion with which one can live;

only, as in all households, domestic peace is to be had at

the price of mutual concessions. Come now, I repeat,
there is nothing in all this beyond the ordinary. It is sim-

ply an accident that might happen to anybody. I assure

you it is far too common to merit the name ' French dis-

ease.' There is, in fact, none that is more universal. If

you wanted to find a motto for the creatures who make a

trade of selling their love, you could almost take the fam-
ous lines,

' There is your master. ... It is, it was, or it

must be.'

GEORGE \_piitting the prescription in the outer pocket of
his coat] But I at least ought to have been spared.
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DOCTOR. Why? Because you are a man of good posi-

tion? Because you are rich ? Look round you. Look at

these works of art
;
five are copies of John of Bologna's

Mercury, six of Pigallo's, three are reproductions
—in

wax, to be sure—of the lost Wounded Love by Paccini
;

do you think that all these have been presented to me by
beggars ?

GHORGK \_groa7iing] I'm not a rake, doctor. My life

might be held up as an example to all young men. I

assureyou,no one could possibly have been more prudent,
no one. See here ; supposing I told you that in all my
life I have only had two mistresses, what would you say
to that?

DOCTOR. That one would have been enough to bring
you here.

GEORGE. No, doctor, not one of those two. No one in

the world has dreaded this so much as I have
;
no one has

ever taken such infinite precautions to avoid it. My first

mistress was the wife of my best friend. I chose her on
account of him

;
and him, not because I cared most for

him, but because I knew he was a man of the most rigid

morals, who watched his wife jealously and didn't let her

go about forming imprudent connections. As for her, I

kept her in absolute terror of this disease. I told her that

almost all men were taken with it, so that she mightn't
dream of being false to me. My friend died in my arms :

that was the only thing that could have separated me
from her. Then I took up with a young seamstress.

DOCTOR. None of your other friends had sufficiently

reassuring morals ?

GEORGE. No. You know what morals are nowadays.
DOCTOR. Better than anyone.
GEORGE. Well, this was a decent girl with a family in

needy circumstances to support. Her grandmother was
an invalid, and there was an ailing father and three little

brothers. It was by my means that they all lived. They
used to call me Uncle Raoul—1 was not so green as to
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give m}?- real name, you see.

DOCTOR. Oh ! Your Christian name, well—besides, it

is always safer.

GEORGE. Why,of course. I told her and I let the others
know that if she played me false I should leave her at once.

So then they all watched her for me. It became a regular

thing that I should spend Sunday with them, and in that

sort of way I was able to give her a lift up. Church-going
was a respectable kind of outing for her. I rented a pew
for them and her mother vised to go with her to church

;

they liked seeing their name engraved on the card. She
never left the house alone. Three months ago, when the

question of my marriage came up, I had to leave her.

They all cried over my going. I'm not inventing or ex-

aggerating : they all cried. You see, I'm not a bad sort.

People do regret me.
DOCTOR. You were very happy. Why did you want to

change?
GEORGE \surprised at the qiiestion'\ I wanted to settle

down. My father was a notary, and before his death he

expressed the wish that I should marry my cousin. It was
a good match ; her dowry will help to get me a practice.

Besides, I simply adore her. She's fond ofme too. I had

everything one could want to make life happy. My ac-

quaintances all envied me. \_Miserably'\ And then a lot

of idiots must give me a farewell dinner and makeme gad
about with them. See what has come of it! I haven't any
luck, I've never had any luck ! I know fellows who lead

the most racketty lives : nothing happens to them, the

beasts ! But I—for a wretched lark—What is there left for

a leper like me? My future is ruined, my whole life poi-
soned. Well then, isn't it better for me to clear out of it?

Anyway I shan't suffer any more. You see now, no one
could be more wretched than I am. [ Crying~\ No one,

doctor, I tell you, no one ! \_He buries hisface in Ins hand-

kerchieft Oh, oh, oh !

DOCTOR \_risingand^oing to him with a sinile'\ You must
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be a man, and not cry like a child.

GEORGE \stillin tears'] If I had led a wild life and spent

my time in bars and going about with women, I should un-

derstand: I should say I deserved it.

DOCTOR. No.
GEORGE. No?
DOCTOR. No. You would not say so: but it doesn't mat-

ter. Goon.
GEORGE. Yes, I know I should. I should say I deserved

it. But for nothing ! nothing ! I have cut myself off from

all pleasures. I have resisted attractions as you would the

devil. I wouldn't go with my friends to places of amuse-

ment : ladies I knew actually pointed me out to their boys
as an example. I stuck to my work: 1 forced myself to be

more regular in my habits. Why, my two friends helped
me to prepare for my law exams. I taught them to make
me cram, and it's thanks to them that I got through. Oh,
I should have liked to come home at four o'clock in the

morning with my coat-collar turned up, smoking a cigar

lit in some ballet-girl's rooms ! I've longed as much as any-
one for the taste of rouged lips and the glitter of blacked

eyes and pale faces ! I should have liked larks andjolly sup-

pers and champagne and the rustle of lace and all the rest

of it ! I'vesacrificed all that to my health, and see what I've

got for it. Ah, if I had known ! If I had only known 1

Then I should have let myself go ; yes, altogether! That

would have been something to the good, anyway ! When
I think of it ! When I think of the beastliness, the fright-

ful horrors in store for me !

DOCTOR. What's all that nonsense?

GEORGE. Yes, yes, I know—hair falling out, camomile

for a cocktail, and a bath chair for a motor car with a little

handle for the steering wheel and a fellow shoving behind

instead of the engine; andlshallgo, Gug,gug,gug,gug!

ICrywg] That's what will be left of handsome Raoul—
that's what they called me, handsome Raoul !

DOCTOR. My dear sir, kindly dry your eyes for the last
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time, blow your nose, put your handkerchief in your poc-
ket, and Hsten to me without blubbering.
GEORGE \_doi7igso'] Yes, doctor; buti warnyou,youare

wasting your time.

DOCTOR. I assure you—
GEORGE. I know what you are going to tell me.
DOCTOR. In that case you have no business here. Be off

with you !

GEORGE. As I am here, I'll listen, doctor. It's awfully
good of you.

DOCTOR. If you have the will and the perseverance,
none ofthe things you are dreading will happen to you.
GEORGE. Of course. You are bound to tell me that.

DOCTOR. I tell you that there are a hundred thousand
men in Paris like you, sound and in good health, I give

you my word. Come now. Bath chairs ! You don't see

quite so many as that.

GEORGE [^stnick'] Nor you do.

DOCTOR. Besides, those who are in them are not all there
for the reason you think. Come, come! You will not be
the victim of a catastrophe any more than the otherhun-
dred thousand. The thing is serious : nothing more.
GEORGE. There, you see. It is a serious disease.

DOCTOR. Yes.

GEORGE. One of the most serious.

DOCTOR. Yes
;
but you have the good luck—

GEORGE. Good luck?
DOCTOR. Relatively, ifyou like; but you have the good

luck to have contracted just that one among serious dis-

eases which we have the most effective means of combat-

ing.
GEORGE. I know; remedies worse than the disease.

DOCTOR. You are mistaken.
GEORGE. You're not going to tell me that it can be

cured ?

DOCTOR. It can.

GEORGE. And that I am not condemned to—
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DOCTOR. I give you my word on it.

GEORGE. You're not—you're not making some mis-

take ? I have been told—
DOCTOR \shrngging his shoulders'] You have been told!

You have been told ! No doubt you know all the ins and
outs of the law of property.
GEORGE. Yes, certainly; but I don't see what con-

nection—
DOCTOR. Instead of being taught that, it would have

been much better if you had been told the nature of the

disease from which you are suffering. Then, perhaps, you
would have been sufficiently afraid to avoid contracting it.

GEORGE. But thiswoman was so—well, who could have

thought such a thing of her ? I didn't take a woman off

the streets, you know. She lives in the Rue de Berne—
not exactly a low part of the town, is it ?

DOCTOR. The part of the town has nothing to do with
it. This disease differs from many others

;
it has no pre-

ference for the unfortunate.

GEORGE. But this woman lives almost straight. One of

my chums has a mistress who's a married woman. Well,
it was a friend of hers. Her mother—she lives with her

mother—was abroad at the time. At first she wouldn't

listen to me
; then, finally, after I had spent a whole half-

hour persuading her I had to promise her a ring like one
of her friend's before she would give way. Sheeven made
me take off my boots before going upstairs so that the

porter mightn't hear.

DOCTOR. Well; ifyou had been taught, you would have
known that these circumstances are no guarantee.
GEORGE. That's true

;
we ought to be taught.

DOCTOR. Yes.

GEORGE. At the same time it's not a subject that can
be broached in the papers.

DOCTOR. Why not?
GEORGE. I can speak of my own knowledge, for my

father used to own a small provincial paper. If we had
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ever printed that word, the circulation would have

dropped like a stone.

DOCTOR. Yet you publish novels about adultery.
GEORGE. Of course. That's what the public wants.

DOCTOR. You are right ;
it is the public that needs to be

educated. A respectable man will take his wife and daugh-
ters to a music-hall, where they hear things to make a

doctor blush. His modesty is only alarmed by serious

words.

GEORGE. And then, after all, what would one gain by
being posted up about this disease ?

DOCTOR. If it were better understood it would be more
often avoided.

GEORGE. What one wants is some meansof avoidingit
altogether.

DOCTOR. Oh ! That is quite simple.
GEORGE. Tell me.
DOCTOR. It is no longer any concern ofyours ;

but when

you have a son you will be able to tell him what to do.

GEORGE. What's that?

DOCTOR. To love only one woman, to be her first lover,
and to love her so well that she will never be false to you.

GEORGE. That's easy, isn't it ! And ifmy son does not

marry till he is twenty-eight, what then ?

DOCTOR. Then, that he may run the least risk, you will

tell him to go to the licensed dealers—
GEORGE. With a guarantee from the government.
DOCTOR. And to choose them a little stale.

GEORGE. Why so?
DOCTOR. Because at a certain age they have all paid

their toll. The prettiest girl in the world can give all she

has, not what she has no longer. That is what you will tell

your sons.

GEORGE. But do you mean that I can have children ?

DOCTOR. Certainly.
GEORGE. Healthy ones ?

DOCTOR. Perfectly healthy. I repeat: ifyou take proper
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and reasonable care of yourself for the necessary length
of time, you have little to fear.

GEORGE. Is that certain ?

DOCTOR. Ninety-nine times out of a hundred.

GEORGE. Then I shall be able to marry ?

DOCTOR. You will be able to marry.
GEORGE. You're not deceiving me, are you? You

wouldn't giveme false hopes? You wouldn't— How soon

shall I be able to marry ?

DOCTOR. In three or four years.
GEORGE. What, three or four years ? Not before ?

DOCTOR. Not before.

GEORGE. Why? Am I going to be ill all that time?

You said just now—
DOCTOR. The disease will no longer be dangerous to

you yourself, but you will be dangerous to others.

GEORGE. But, doctor, I am going to be married in a

month !

DOCTOR. Impossible.
GEORGE. I can't help it. The contract is all ready; the

banns have been published. I have given my word.

DOCTOR. Here's a pretty patient ! A moment ago you
were feeling for jour pistol : nowyou want to be married

in a month I

GEORGE. But I must !

DOCTOR. I forbid you.
GEORGE. Youcan't mean that seriously. If this disease

is not what I imagined and if I can be cured, I shan't com-
mit suicide. If I don't kill myself, I must take up the

ordinary course ofmy life. I must fulfillmy engagements :

I must be married.

DOCTOR. No.
GEORGE. If my engagement were broken off it would

be absolutely disastrous. You talk of it like that because

you don't know. I didn'twanttogetmarned. Ihavetold

you
— I had almost a second family ;

the children adored

rne. It is my old aunt, who owns all the property, who
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has pushed on the match. Then my mother wants to see

me 'settled' as she says. The only thing in the world
she wants is to see her baby grandchildren, and she
wonders twenty times a day whether she will live long
enough. Since the question first came up she simply
hasn't thought of anything else

;
it's the dream of her

life. And then I tell you I have begun to adore Henriette.
If I draw back now my mother would die of grief and I

should be disinherited by my aunt. Even that isn't all.

You don't know my father-in-law's character! He is a man
of regular high old principles ;

and he has a temper like

the devil. What's more, he simply worships his daughter.
It would cost me dear, I can assure you. He would call me
to account—I don't know what would happen. So there

are my mother's health, my aunt's fortune, my future,

my honor, perhaps my life, all at stake. Besides, I tell you
I have given my word.

DOCTOR. You must take it back.

GEORGE. Well, since you stick to it, even if that were

possible, I could not take back my signature to the con-

tract for the purchase ofa notary's practice in two months
time.

DOCTOR. All these—
GEORGE. You won't tell me that I have been impru-

dent because I have not disposed of my wife's dowry till

after the honeymoon—
DOCTOR. All these considerations are foreign to me. I

am a physician, nothing but a physician. I can only tell

you this : if you marry before three or four years have

elapsed you will be a criminal.

GEORGE. No, no,you are more than a physician: you are

a confessor as well. You are not only a man of science.

You can't observe me as you would something in your
laboratory and then simply say :

' You have this, science

says that. Now be off with you.' My whole life depends
upon you. You must listen to me

;
because when you

know everything you will understand the situation and
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will find the means to cure me in a month.
DOCTOR. I can only tell you over and over again that

no such means exist. It is impossible to be certain of

your cure—as far as one can be certain—under three or
four years.
GEORGE. I tell you that you must find one. Listen to

me : if I am not married, T shall not get the dowry. Will

you kindly tell me how I am to carry out the contract I

have signed 7

DOCTOR. Oh, if that is the question, it is very simple. I

can easily shew you the way out of the difficulty. Get in-

to touch with some rich man, do everything you can to

gain his confidence, and when you have succeeded, rook
him of all he has.

GEORGE. I'm not in the mood for joking.
DOCTOR. I am not joking. To rob that man, or even to

murder him, would not be a greater crime than you would
commit in marrying a young girl in good health to get
hold of her dowry, if to do so you exposed her to the ter-

rible consequences of the disease you would give her.

GEORGE. Terrible?

DOCTOR. Terrible
;
and death is not the worst of them.

GEORGE. But you told me just now—
DOCTOR. Just now I did not tell you everything. This

disease, even when it is all but suppressed, still lies below
the surface ready to break out again. Taken all round,
it is serious enough to make it an infamy to expose a

woman to it in order to avoid even the greatest incon-
venience.

GEORGE. But is it certain that she would catch it ?

DOCTOR. Even with the best intentions, I won't tell you
lies. No

;
it is not absolutely certain. It is probable. And

there is something else I will tell you. Our remedies are
not infallible. In a certain number of cases—a very small

number, scarcely five percent.
—

they have no effect. You
may be one of these exceptions or your wife may be. In
that case—I wiU use an expression you used just now—in
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that case the result would be the most frightful horrors.

GEORGE. Give me your advice.

DOCTOR. The only advice I can give you is not to marry.
To put it in this way, you owe a debt. Perhaps its repay-
ment will not be exacted

;
but at the same time your

creditor may come down on you suddenly, after a long

interval, with the most pitiless brutaUty. Come, come !

You are a man of business. Marriage is a contract. Ifyou
marry without saying anything, you will be giving an

implied warranty for goods which you know to be bad.

That is the term, isn't it? It would be a fraud which

ought to be punishable by law.

GEORGE. But what can I do ?

DOCTOR. Go to your father-in-law and tell him the un-

varnished truth.

GEORGE. If I do that, it will not be a delay of three or

four years that he will impose on me. He will refuse his

consent for good.
DOCTOR. In that case, tell him nothing.
GEORGE. If I don't give him a reason, I don't know what

he won't do. He is a man of the most violent temper. Be-

sides, it will be still worse for Henriette than forme. Look

here, doctor ;
from what I have said to you, no doubt you

think I simply care for the money. Well, I do think it is

one's primary duty to make certain of a reasonable am-
ount of comfort. From my youth upwards I have always
been taught that. Nowadays one must think of it, and I

should never have engaged myselfto a girl without mon-

ey. It's perfectly natural. \^Wzt// emotion'] But she is so

splendid, she is so much better than I am that I love her
— as people love one another in books. Of course it would

be a frightful disappointment not to have the practice that

I have bought, but that would not be the worst for me. The
worst would be losing her. If you could see her, if you
knew her, you would understand. [ Taking out his pocket

book] Look here, here's her photograph. Just look at it.

[The doctor gently refuses it]. Oh, my darling, to think
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that I must lose you or else— Ah ! \^He kisses thephoto-

graphy then puts it back in hispockci^ . I beg your pardon.
I am being ridiculous. I know I am sometimes. Only put

yourself in my place. I love her so.

DOCTOR. It is on that account that you must not marry
her

GEORGE. But how can I get out of it ? If I draw back
without saying anything the truth will leak out and I

shall be dishonored.

DOCTOR. There is nothing dishonorable about being ill.

GEORGE. Ah, yes. But people are such idiots. Even

yesterday I myself should have laughed at anyone I knew
who was in the position that I am in now. Why, I should

have avoided him as if he had the plague. Oh, if I were
the only one to suffer ! But she—she loves me, I swear
she does, she is so good. It will be dreadful for her.

DOCTOR. Less so than it would be later.

GEORGE. There'll be a scandal.

DOCTOR. You will avoid a bigger one.

George quietlyputs two tiventy-franc pieces on the desk^
takes his gloves, hat and stick, and gets tip.

GEORGE. I will think it over. Thank you, doctor. I

shall come back next week as you told me to— probably.

\^He goes towards the door'\ .

DOCTOR \_rising ] No : I shall not see you next week,
and what is more you will not think it over. You came
here knowing what you had, with the express intention

of not acting by my advice unless it agreed with your
wishes. A flimsy honesty made you take this chance of

pacifying your conscience. You wanted to have someone
on whom you could afterwards throw the responsibility
of an act you knew to be culpable. Don't protest. Many
who come here think as you think and do what you want
to do. But when they have married in opposition to my
advice the results have been for the most part so calami-

tous that now I am almost afraid of not having been per-
suasive enough. I feel as though in spite of everything I
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wereinsomesort the cause of their misery. I ought to be
able to prevent such misery. If only the people who are

the cause of it knew what I know and had seen what I have

seen, it would be impossible. Giveme your word thatyou
will break off your engagement.
GEORGE. I can't give you my word. I can only repeat:

I will think it over.

DOCTOR. Think over what ?

GEORGE. What you have told me.
DOCTOR. But what I have told you is true. You cannot

make any fresh objections. I have answered those you
have made. You must be convinced.

GEORGE. Well, of course you are right in thinking that
I posted myself up a bit before coming to see you. In the

first place, is it certain that I have the disease you think ?

You say so, and perhaps it is true. But even the greatest
doctors are sometimes deceived. Haven't I heard that

Ricord, your master, used to maintain that this disease

was not always contagious ? He produced cases to prove
his point. Now you produce fresh cases to disprove it.

Very well. But I have the right to think it over. And
when I think it over, I realize the results you threaten me
with are only probable. In spite ofyour desire to frighten

me, you have been compelled to admit that my marriage
will quite possibly produce no ill results for my wife.

DOCTOR [restramiiig himselfwith difficulty'] Go on. I

will answer you.
GEORGE. You tell me that your drugs are powerful, and

that for the catastrophes you speak of to happen I must
be one of the five exceptions per cent, you allow, and
that my wife must be an exception too. Now, if a mathe-
matician calculated the probabilities of the case, the

chance of a catastrophe would prove so small that, when
the slight probability of a disaster was set against the

certainty of all the disappointments and the unhappiness
and perhaps the tragedies which my breaking off" the

match would cause, he would undoubtedly come to the
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conclusion that I was right and you were wrong. After
all, mathematics is more scientific than medicine.

DOCTOR. Ah, you think so! Well, you are wrong.
Twenty cases identical with yours have been carefully ob-
served—from the beginning to the end. Nineteen times—
you hear, nineteen times in twenty—the woman was

contaminated by her husband. You think that the dan-

ger is
npgligeable: you think you have the right to make

your wife take her chance, as you said, of being one ofthe

exceptions for which we can do nothing! Very well: then
you shall know what you are doing. You shall know what
sort of disease it is that your wife will have five chances

per cent, of contracting without so much as having her
leave asked. Take this book—it is my master's work—
here, read for yourself, I have marked the passage. You
won't read it ? Then I will. \_He reads passionately'] 'I

have seen an unfortunate young woman changed by this
disease into the likeness of a beast. The face, or I should
rather say, what remained of it, was nothing but a flat

surface seamed with scars.'

GEORGE. Stop, for pity's sake, stop !

DOCTOR. I shall not stop. I shall read to the end. I shall
not refrain from doing right merely for fear of upsetting
yourner\-es. [He goes oil] 'Of the upper lip, which had
been completely eaten away, not a trace remained.'

There, that will do. And you are willing to run the risk
of inflicting that disease on a woman whom you say you
love, though you cannot support even the description of
it yourself? And pray, from whom did that woman catch

syphilis? It is not I who say all this : it is this book. 'From
a man whose criminal folly was such that he was not afraid
to enter into marriage in an eruption, as was afterwards

established, of marked secondary symptoms, and who had
further thought fit not to have his wife treated for fear of

arousingsuspicion.' What that man did is what you want
to do.

GEORGE. I should deserve all those names and worse
R
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still, if I were to be married with the knowledge that my
marriage would bring about such horrors. But I do not
believe that it would. You and your masters are speci-
alists, Consequently you fix the whole of your attention
on the subject of your studies, and you think that these

dreadful, exceptional cases never have enough light
thrown on them. They exercise a sort of fascination over

you.
DOCTOR. I know that argument.
GEORGE. Let me go on, I beg. You have told me that

one man in every seven is a syphilitic, and further that
there are a hundred thousand such men going about the
streets of Paris in perfect health.

DOCTOR. It is the fact that there are a hundred thou-
sand who are not for the moment visibly affected by their

complaint. But thousands have passed through our hos-

pitals, victims to the most frightful ravages that our poor
bodies can endure. You do not see them : they do not ex-
ist for you. Again, if it were only yourself who was in

question, you might take that line well enough. But
what I affirm, and repeat with all the strength ofmy con-

viction, is that you have no right to expose a human being
to this appalhng chance. The chance is rare, I know : I

knowstill better how terrible it is. What have you to say
now?
GEORGE. Nothing. I suppose you are right. I don't

know what to think.

DOCTOR. Is it as if I were forbiddingyou ever to marry
when I forbid you to marry now? Is it as if I were telling
you that you will never be cured ? On the contrary, I

give you every hope. Only I ask a delay of three or four

years, because in that time I shall be able to ascertain
whether you are one of those unhappy wretches for
whom there is no hope, and because during that time
you will be a source of danger to your wife and children.
The children: I have not spoken to you about them.

[Very gently and
persuasively'] Come, my dear sir, you
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are too young and too generous to be insensible to pity.
There are things that cannot fail to move you : it is

incredible that I should not be able to touch or to con-
vince you. Indeed, I feel most deeply for you ;

but on that

account I implore you all the more earnestly to consider

what I say. You have admitted you have no right to ex-

pose your wife to such torture : but there is not onlyyour
wife—there are her children, your children, whom you
may contaminate too. For the moment I will not think
of you or of her : it is in the name of those innocent little

ones that I appeal to you ; it is the future of the race that
I am defending. Listen to me. Of the twenty marriages
I spoke of only fifteen produced children. They pro-
duced twenty-eight. Do you know how many of them
survived ? Three : three out of twenty-eight. Above all

else syphilis is a child-murderer. Ah, yes! Every year
produces a fresh massacre of the innocents : Herod still

reigns in France and all the world over. And though it

is my business to preserve life, I tell you that those who
die are the lucky ones. Ifyou want to see the children of

syphilitic parents, go round the children's hospitals. We
know the type : it has become classical. Any doctor can

pick them out from the rest
;
little creatures old from their

birth, stamped with the marks of every human infirmity
and decay. You will find children with every kind ofafflic-

tion : hump-backed, deformed, club-footed, hare-lipped,

ricketty, with heads too big and bodies too small,with con-

genital hip-disease. A large proportion ofall these are the
victims ofparents who were married in ignorance ofwhat

you now know. If I could, I would cry it aloud from the

house-tops. l_A slight patise\ I have told you all this

without the slightest exaggeration. Think it over. Weigh
the pro and the con : tot up the sum of possible suffering
and certain misery. But remember that on the one side

is your own suffering
—and on the other the suffering of

other people. Remember that. Distrust yourself.
GEORGE. Very well. I give in. I will not be married. I
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will invent some excuse. I will get it put offfor six months.

More than that is impossible.
DOCTOR. I must have three years at least, if not four.

GEORGE. No, no. For pity's sake! You can cure me be-

fore that.

DOCTOR. No, no, no!

GEORGE. Yes, you can. I implore you. Science can do

everything.
DOCTOR. Science is not God Almighty. The day of

miracles is past.
GEORGE. Oh, you could, ifyou wanted to. I know you

could. Invent something, discover something! Try some
new treatment on me. Double the doses ! Give me ten

times the ordinary ones, if you like ! I'll stand anything,

absolutely. Only there must be some way of curing me
in six months. Look here, I can't be responsible for my-
self after that. For the sake of my wife and her children,
do something.

DOCTOR. Nonsense.

GEORGE. If only you'll cure me, I don't know what I

won't do for you. I'll be grateful to you all my life. I'll

give you halfmy fortune. For God's sake, do something
for me !

DOCTOR. You want me to do more for you than for all

the rest ?

GEORGE. Yes.

DOCTOR. Let me tell you, sir, that everyone of our pa-

tients, whether he is the richest man in the land or the

poorest, has everything done for him that we can do. We
have no secrets in reserve for the rich or for people who
are in a hurry to be cured.

GEORGE. Good-bye, doctor.

DOCTOR. Good-day.



ACT II

Georp^e's study. To the left a window. In front of the

window a desk of moderate size., facing away from the

andiefice, and a writing chair. On the desk a telephone.
To the right of the desk an arm chair

y
a stnall table with a

work boxand embroidery., and beiweoi the window atid the

footlights a deep easy chair. At the back a dai?ity bookcase^
and iji fro?it ofit a pretty table withpowers. At the back to

the right a door., and^ nearer., a piano a?id a music stool.

To the left ajiother door. Two small chairs.

He7iriette is sitting by the small table and working at a

babys cap. After a mometit she holds it up on her hand.

HENRiETTE. Another little cap to send to nurse. How
sweet my little Germaine will look in it ! Come, sweet-

heart, laugh at mother ! Oh, my love ! \She kisses the cap
andgoes on working^ .

George enters at the back.

GEORGE [opening the door a7id taking off his coat i^i the

hall'\ Hullo ! Are you there? Are you there? Ha, ha, ha!

HENRIETTE \_rising gaily'] Oh, you know I recognized

your voice.

GEORGE. What a story ! [Kissing her'] Poor little dar-

ling, was she taken in, poor little woman ! Ha, ha, ha !

HENRIETTE {laughing too] Don't laugh Hke that!

GEORGE. 'Hullo! Hullo ! Madame George Dupont?'
{Imitating a woman^s timid voice]

'

Yes, yes. I am here.'

I could feel you blushing at the end of the wire.

HENRIETTE [laughing] I didn't say 4 am here 'in that

voice. I simply answered ' Yes.'
'

199
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GEORGE. '

Hullo, Madame George Dupont. Is George
there ?

'

[^Laughing] You were taken in ! You can't say
you weren't. [/« the womaii's voice\

'

George is out. Who
is it speaking to me?' I could hardly keep it up.

'

Me,
Gustave.' You thought it was, too.

HENRiETTE. What is there astonishing in your friend

Gustave telephoning ?

GEORGE. And when I added {imitating Giistave's

voice] 'How are you this morning, dearest? '

you gave a
' What ?

'

all flustered, like that :

' What ?
'

HENRIETTE. Yes, but then I guessed it was you.
GEORGE. I went into fits. What a lark ! [^H^e sits down

in front of her on the arm of the chair close to thefireplace
and watches her happily'\.

HENRIETTE [^Sitting down and returning his glance\
What a funny little fellow you are !

GEORGE. Me?
HENRIETTE {^gaily] Do you think I don't understand

you, after knowing you for fifteen years and being mar-
ried to you a twelvemonth ?

GEORGE \curioiis'\ Ah ! well, go on. Say what you think
of me.

HENRIETTE. To begin with, you'reanxious. Then you're
jealous. And suspicious. You spend all your time in

making a tangle of things and then inventing ingenious

ways of getting out of it.

GEORGE \_happy to hear himselftalked abont'] So that's

what you think ofme ? Go on, let us have some more.
HENRIETTE. Isn't it true?

GEORGE \admitting it ivith a langh'] Well ?

HENRIETTE. Wasn't it a trap that you set for me this

morning?
GEORGE [in the same to7ie'] No.
HENRIETTE. Yes

; you wanted to be sure that I had not

gone out. You asked me not to go to the Louvre to-day.
GEORGE \_innocently'] So 1 did.

HENRIETTE. See how suspicious you are, even of me.



Actil Damaged Goods 201

GEORGE. No; not ofyou.
HENRiETTE. Yes, you are. But you have always been,

so I don't mind. And then I know at the bottom you feel

things so keenly that it makes you rather afraid.

GEORGE \_serzotis/)>']
I was laughed at so much when I

was a boy.
HENRIETTE [^^^/v] Besides, perhaps you have reasons

for not having too much confidence in men's friendships
with their friends' wives. Gay deceiver !

GEORGE [^laicghing] I should hke to know what you
mean by that.

HENRIETTE. Suppose I had thought itwasGustaveand
answered :

'

Very well, thanks. How are you, darhng ?
'

GEORGE \laughing\ Well, it is a trick that I shouldn't

like to try on everyone. [ Changing the conversatio7i\ By
the way, as I came in Justin spoke to me.

HENRIETTE. Well?
GEORGE. He says he wants a rise.

HENRIETTE. He has chosen a likely moment.
GEORGE. Hasn't he ? I asked him if the sale ofmy cig-

ars was not enough for him.

HENRIETTE. How did he take that ?

GEORGE. He lost his temper and gave warning. This

time I took him at his word. He's simply furious.

HENRIETTE. Good.
GEORGE. He'll go at the end of the month and we shall

be well rid of him. Mother will be delighted. I say, she

hasn't wired, has she ?

HENRIETTE. No.
GEORGE. Then she's not coming back till to-morrow.

HENRIETTE. If she had her way, she would never leave

our little girl.

GEORGE. You're not going to be jealous, are you ?

HENRIETTE. I'm a little anxious. Still, ifthere had been

anything the matter, I know your mother would have

telegraphed to us.

GEORGE. We agreed that she should, if there was any-
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thing since yesterday.
HENRiETTE. Perhaps after all we should have done bet-

ter to keep baby with us.

GEORGE. Oh, are you going to begin again ?

HENRIETTE. No, no. Don't scold. I know the air of

Paris didn't suit her.

GEORGE. You still think that the dust ofmy papers was
better for her than the air of the country.

HENRIETTE \Jait.ghing\ No ;
I don't.

GEORGE. Of course, there is the square, with the smell

of fried fish and all the soldiers.

HENRIETTE. Don't tcasc. I know you are right.
GEORGE. Aha ! I'm glad you admit that for once in a

way.
HENRIETTE. Besides, nursc takes good care of her. She

is a good girl.

GEORGE. And how proud she is to nurse the grand-
daughter of her deputy.

HENRIETTE. Father is not deputy for that district. All

the same—
GEORGE. All the same he is deputy for the department.
HENRIETTE. Yes

;
he is.

GEORGE. Can't you hear her talking to her friends ?

\^Imitating the nurse'svoice^ 'Haven't I had a bit ofluck,
neither? Yes, ma'am; she's our deputy's daughter's

daughter, she is. She's as fat as a calf, the little duck; and
that clever with it, she understands everything. That's

not a bit of luck neither, isn't it ?
'

HENRIETTE {laiighing'\ You great silly ! She doesn't

talk Hke that at all.

GEORGE. Why not say at once that I can't do imita-

tions ?

HENRIETTE. Now I didn't say that.

GEORGE. As if motherwould have engaged nurse for us

if she had not been absolutely certain that baby would be
well looked after. Besides, she goes down to see her every
week, and she would have brought her back already

—
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HENRiETTE. Twice a week sometimes.
GEORGE. Yes.

HENRIETTE. Ah, our little Germaine knows what it is

to have a granny who dotes on her.

GEORGE. Doesn't she, though?
HENRIETTE. Your mother is SO good. You know I adore

her, too.

GEORGE. Runs in the family !

HENRIETTE. Do you know, the last timewe went down
there withher—you had goneout somewhere or other—
GEORGE. To see that old sixteenth century chest.

HENRIETTE \latighing\ Ofcourse, your wonderful chest.

GEORGE. Well, what were you going to say ?

HENRIETTE. You were out, and nursehad gone to mass,
I think.

GEORGE. Or to have a drink. Go on.

HENRIETTE. I was in the little room, and your mother

thought she was alone with Germaine. But I could hear
her : she was telling baby all sorts ofsweet little things

—
silly little things, but so sweet that I felt laughing and

crying at the same moment.
GEORGE. Didn't she call her '

my own little Saviour '

?

HENRIETTE. Why, were you Hstening?
GEORGE. No ; but that'swhat she used to call me once

on a time.

HENRIETTE. It was that day she said she was sure baby
had recognized her and laughed at her.

GEORGE. One day, too, I went into mother's room here.

The door was ajar, so that she didn't hear me come in
;

and I found her looking at one of the little christening

slippers she wanted baby to have, you know.
HENRIETTE. Oh, yes.
GEORGE. And then she took it up and kissed it.

HENRIETTE. What did you say to her ?

GEORGE. Nothing. I went out as softly as I could and
blew a kiss to her from the other side of the door.

HENRIETTE. When nurse's letter came the other day,
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it didn't take her long to get ready and catch the 8.59.
GEORGE. However, there wasn't anything the matter.

HENRiETTE. No
;
but Still perhaps she was right. Per-

haps I should have gone with her.

GEORGE. Poor innocent little Henriette ! You believe

everything you are told. Now I saw at oncewhat was up.
The nurse simply wanted to humbug us into raising her
screw. I bet she did. Look here, will you bet me she didn't?

Come, what will you have? Look here. I bet you that

lovely necklace—you know, the one with the big pearl.
HENRIETTE. No

;
I should be too much afraid of win-

ning.
GEORGE \laiigliing\ Silly ! T believe you think I don't

care for baby as much as you do. Why, you don't even
know how old she is ! No, no, exactly ! Let's see. Aha !

Ninety-one days and eight hours, there ! \_He laughs'].

Ah, when she can get on by herself, then we'll have her

back with us. Six months more to wait.

HENRIETTE. Six months is a long time to wait. When
I think that if you had not put off our marriage for six

months, we should have her back now !

GEORGE. I have told you over and over again that I only
did what was right. Just consider

;
how could I marry

when the doctor told me I had traces ofconsumption ?

HENRIETTE. Your doctor is a donkey. As if you looked
like a consumptive !

GEORGE. Generally speaking, doctors are a bit that way,
I grant.

HENRIETTE. And you actually wanted to wait three or

four years.
GEORGE. Yes

;
to be quite certain I had nothing wrong

with my lungs.
HENRIETTE. You Call me innocent, me ! And here were

you, just because a doctor—
GEORGE. But you know it seems that I really had the

beginning of some bronchial trouble. I used to feel some-

thing when I breathed rather hard—like that, only alittle
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harder. There, that's it. There was a sort of heaviness

each side of my chest.

HENRiETTE. It wasii't anything to putoff our marriage
for.

GEORGE [getting tip"] Yes, yes; I assure you I was right.

I should have beenwrong to expose you to the chanceof

having a consumptive husband. No
;
I'm not at all sorry

we waited. Still, those specialists
—I can afford to laugh

at them now. If I knew someone now who was ill, I should

tell him :

' My dear chap, those bigwigs at forty francs a

consultation—well, just don't you consult them, you
know !

'

HENRIETTE. That one wanted four years to cure you !

GEORGE. Hang it, doctors are only men. After all they
must live

;
and when their consultations are forty francs

apiece, why, the more the merrier.

HENRIETTE. And some quite unknown little doctor

cured you in three months !

GEORGE. Yes
;
he was quite unknown. The odd thing

is I have absolutely forgotten his address. I found it in

the paper, I remember. I know vaguely that it was some-

where near the Halles
;
but if I was to have my head

chopped off for it, I couldn't find it again. Idiotic, isn't it?

HENRIETTE. Consequently, Germaineissixmonthsless
old than she ought to be.

GEORGE. What ofthat? We shall keep her so much the

longer. She will be married six months later, that's all.

HENRIETTE. Oh, don't speak of it. It's odious to think

even now that we shall lose her some day.
GEORGE. Ah! Icanseemyself going up the steps of the

Madeleine with her on my arm.

HENRIETTE. Why the Madeleine?
GEORGE. I don't know. She'll have on a great white

veil and I shall have an order in my buttonhole.

HENRIETTE. Indeed ! Pray what will you have done to

get an order ?

GEORGE. I don't know^ but I shall have one. Say what
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you like, I shall. What a glorious crowd there'll be !

HENRiETTE. That's all in the dim, distant future.

GEORGE. Ah, yes.
HENRIETTE. Yes, happily. \_Getti7igJcp'] Well, do you

mind if I go and pay my visits now ?

GEORGE. Run along, run along. I shallwork hard while

you are out. Look at all these papers! I shall be up to my
eyes in them before you're downstairs. Good-bye.

HENRIETTE. Good-bye. [^She kisses htm and goes out
at the back by the right'].

George lights a cigarette., looks at himselfin the glass,
and throws himselfinto the easy chair to the left^^hiimming
a tune. By way ofbeing more comfortable

.^

he moves away
the writingchairandputs hisfeeton the desk., smokingand
humming in perfect contentment. Madame Dup07it comes
in by the door on the left.

GEORGE [^^///«^ z<^] Hullo ! Why, mother! We had
no wire, so we didn't expect you till to-morrow. Hen-
riette has just gone out. I can call her back.

MME.DUPONT. No; I did not want Henriette to be here
when I came.

GEORGE. What's the matter?
The conversation thatfollows is broken by long silences.

MME. DUPONT. I havc brought back the child and the
nurse.

GEORGE. Is baby ill?

MME. DUPONT. Yes.

GEORGE. What's wrong with her?
MME. DUPONT. Nothing serious

;
at least for the mo-

ment.
GEORGE. We must send for the doctor.

MME. DUPONT. I have just come from the doctor's.

GEORGE. Good. I'm not going out. I'll wait for him.
MME. DUPONT. I have seen him.

GEORGE. Ah, you found him in ?

MME. DUPONT. I telegraphed to him from the country.
I took the child to see him.
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GEORGE. It was SO Urgent as that ?

MME. DUPONT. After what the nurse's doctor had told

me, I wished to be reassured immediately.
GEORGE. And after all there is nothing serious.

MME. DUPONT. For the moment.
GEORGE. When you got down there, how did you find

baby?
MME. DUPONT Fairly well, but I sent for the doctor at

once.

GEORGE. What did he say ?

MME. DUPONT. That you must make a change; that the
child must be brought up on the bottle.

GEORGE. What an extraordinary idea.

MME. DUPONT. He told me that what she was suffering
from might become very serious. So without saying any-
thing to nurse,! made her come with me and we took the

train back.

GEORGE. Well, what is the matter with the child ?

MME. DUPONT {after a thoughtfulpause] I do not know.
GEORGE. Didn't you ask him?
MME. DUPONT. YeS.

GEORGE [begmnmg to be anxious} Well?
A sile7ice.

MME. DUPONT. He replied evasively.
GEORGE \_to7ielessly~\ He probably did not know him-

self.

MME. DUPONT {^after a silence~\ Probably.

During whatfollows they avoid looking at one another.

GEORGE. But our own doctor, didn't he say
— ?

MME. DUPONT. It was not to him that I went.

GEORGE. Ah! \_A very longsilence. Then lower] Why?
MME. DUPONT. The nurse's doctor had so terrified me.
GEORGE. Seriously?
MME. DUPONT. Yes : it is a disease— \_Sileitce']

GEORGE [i7i anguish] Well ?

MME. DUPONT. lasked him if the matter was too serious

for our own doctor to deal with.
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GEORGE. What did he answer ?

MME. DUPONT. That if we had the means it would be

preferable to see a specialist.
GEORGE \_trying iopull himselftogether'] And—where

did hesend3'ou?
MME. DUPONT \_hatiding him a visiting card'] There.
GEORGE. He sent 3"ou to that doctor?
MME. DUPONT. Yes. Do 3'ou know him ?

GEORGE. No—Yes—I think I have met him—I don't
know. [ Very low'] Mj- God !

MME. DUPONT \after a sHeiice] He is coming to speak
to ^^ou.
GEORGE \scarcely daring topronounce the words] Then

is he anxious ?

MME. DUPONT. No. He wants to speak to you.
GEORGE. Hewantstospeak to me?
MME. DUPONT. YeS.

GEORGE \_rcsis'niug himself] Verj'well.
MME. DUPONT. When he saw the nurse, whom I had left

in the waiting room, he called me back and said :

'

It is

impossible for me to continue attending on this child un-
less I can see its father and speak to him at once.' I an-

swered '

Ver}- well,' and gave him your address. He will

not be long.
GEORGE [to hijiiselfin a low voice'] My poor little child !

MME. DUPONT \looking at him] Yes, she is a poor little

child.

GEORGE \_aftcr a long silence] Mother—
MME. DUPONT \lieariug the door opened] Hush ! \^A

maid comes in and speaks to her. To George] It is he !

[ To the maid] Show him in. \To George] I shall be there
if you want me.

She goes out by the left. The doctor enters by the right.
DOCTOR [/o the maid] You wiU let me know here when

the child wakes up. will you not ?

M.A.ID. Yes, sir.

She goes out.
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GEORGE [with the greatest emotioii] Good day, doctor :

you don't recognize me?
DOCTOR \_simply : more discouraged than angry~\ You—it is you. You married and had a child after all I said

to you. \_Alniost to himself~\
Scoundrel.

GEORGE. Let me explain.
DOCTOR. I can listen to no explanation of what you

have done.
A silence.

GEORGE {imploring him'] You will look after my little

girl all the same, won't you ?

DOCTOR [shrjigging his shoulders. Low'] Fool !

GEORGE \not hearing] I could only get my marriage
put oflFsix months.

DOCTOR. Enough, enough. That is not my business. I

was wrong even to show you my indignation. I should

haveleftyou to judge yourself. I am here only concerned
with the present and the future, with the child and with
the nurse.

GEORGE. She is not in danger ?

DOCTOR. The nurse is in danger of being contaminated.
GEORGE. No, but—my child ?

DOCTOR. For the moment the symptoms are not dis-

quieting.
GEORGE. Thank you. \_More easily] About the nurse—you were saying

— Do you mind if I call my mother ?

She knows more about these things than I do.

DOCTOR. As you please.
GEORGE \_goingto the doorandcomingback muck moved]

There is one thing I should like to ask you. Could you
contrive that no one—my wife—should know what has

happened ? If my poor wife knew that it was I who was
the cause—it is for her sake that I beg you. She is not to

blame.

DOCTOR. I promise you that I will do everything in my
power to save her from learning the real nature of the
child's illness.
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GEORGE. Oh, thank you, thank you.
DOCTOR. You need not. If I tell lies, it will be for her

sake and not for yours.
GEORGE. And my mother ?

DOCTOR. Your mother knows the truth.

GEORGE. But—
DOCTOR. Please, please. We have many very serious

matters to discuss.

George goes to the door and brings in his mother. She
bows to the doctor, makes a sign to him to be seated in the

armchair near the fireplace, and sits down herselfon the

chair near the little table. George takes a seatio the left in

front ofthe desk.

DOCTOR. I have written a prescription for the child

which will, I hope, improve its condition and prevent any
fresh disorders. But my duty, and yours, does not stop
there. Kit is not too late, the health ofthe nurse must be

protected.
MME. DUPONT. Tell US what we must do.

DOCTOR. She must stop giving milk to the child.

MME. DUPONT. You mean that we must change the
nurse ?

DOCTOR. No. I mean that the child cannot continue
to be fed at the breast either by this nurse or by any
healthy nurse.

MME. DUPONT. Why ?

DOCTOR. Because the child would communicate its

complaint to the person who gave it milk.

MME. DUPONT. But, doctor, if the baby is brought upon
the bottle it will die.

GEORGE \breaking ifito sobs'] Oh, my poor little girl !

Oh, my God, it's me ! Oh! Oh!
DOCTOR. Careful treatment, with sterilized milk—
MME. DUPONT. That may succeed with healthy child-

ren, but at the age of three months a sickly child such as

ours cannot be fed by hand. Such a child has all the more
need of being fed at the breast. That is true ?
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DOCTOR. Yes
;
but—

MME. DUPONT. In that case you will realize that between
the life of the child and the health of a nurse I have no
choice.

GEORGE {^sobb{7ig] Oh ! Oh ! Oh 1

DOCTOR. Your affection leads you to express an incred-

ible sentiment. But it is not for you to choose. I shall

forbid the child to be brought up at the breast. The
health of this woman does not belong to you.

MME. DUPONT. Nor the life of our child to you. If

there is one way to save its life, it is to give it every pos-
sible attention, and you want me to treat it in a way that

you doctors condemn even for healthy children. My little

one ! You think I will let her die like that ! Oh, I shall

take good care she does not. Neglect the one single thing
that can save her! It would be criminal. As for the nurse,
we will indemnify her. We will do everything in our

power, everything but that. No, no, no ! Whatever can
be done for our baby shall be done, cost what it may. But
that— You don't considerwhat you are asking. It would
be as if I killed my child. \_Bzirsiinginto tears'^ Oh, my
little angel, my own little Saviour !

George has not stopped sobbing since hefirst began. At
his mother''s last words his sobs become almost cries. His

angicish ispitiable to see.

GEORGE. Oh, oh, oh ! My Httle child ! My little child !

Oh, oh ! [/;z an undertone^ Oh, what a scoundrel I am !

What a criminal !

DOCTOR. Calm yourself, madam, I beg. You will not

improve matters in this way. Try to considerthem coolly.
MME. DUPONT. You are right. I beg your pardon. But

if you knew how much this child is to me. I lost one at

the same age. I am old and widowed—I did not expect to

live to see my grandchildren. You are right. George, be
calm—we will show our love by being calm. Now then,
we will talk seriously and coldly. But I warn you that you
will not succeed in makingme consent to any but the very

s
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best conditions for the child. I shall not let her be killed

by being taken from the breast !

DOCTOR. This is not the first time I have found myself
in this situation, and I must begin by telling you that

parentswho have refused to be guided bymy advice have

invariably repented of it most bitterly.
MME. DUPONT. Theonly thing ofwhich I shall repent

—
DOCTOR. You are evidently unaware of what the ra-

pacity and malice of peasants such as this nurse are ca-

pable, especially against those of superior station. In this

case, moreover, her enmity would be legitimate.
MME. DUPONT. Oh ! What can she do ?

DOCTOR. She can bring an action against you.
MME. DUPONT. She is far too stupid to think of such a

thing.
DOCTOR. Others will put it into her head.

MME. DUPONT. She is too poor to pay the expenses of

going to law.

DOCTOR. Then you propose to profit by her ignorance
and her poverty ? Besides, she could obtain the assistance

of the court.

MME. DUPONT. Never ! Surely, never.

DOCTOR. Indeed ? Formy part I know at least ten such

cases. In every case where the fact was proved,judgment
was given against the parents.
MME. DUPONT. Not in a case like this ! Not where the

life of a poor innocent little child was at stake. You must
be mistaken.

DOCTOR. Many of the facts have been identical. I can

give you the dates.

GEORGE [^r
istug'] I have the law reports here. \_He takes

a volume andhands it to the doctor'^ .

MME. DUPONT. It is necdlcss.

DOCTOR {to George'] You can convince yourself. In one
or two cases the parents have been ordered to pay a yearly

pension to the nurse
;
in the others sums ofmoney vary-

ing from three to eight thousand francs.
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MME. DUPONT. If we had to fight an action, we should
retain the very best lawyeron our side. Thank heavenwe
are rich enough. No doubt he would make it appear
doubtful whether the child had not caught this disease

from the nurse, rather than the nurse from the child.

DOCTOR. Allowme to point out that such conduct would
be atrocious.

MME. DUPONT. Oh, it is a lawyer's business to do such

things. I should not have to say anything. In any case

you may be sure that he would win our suit.

DOCTOR. And have you considered the scandal that

would ensue.

GEORGE \turnmg to a page m the reports'] Here is the

judgment you were speaking of— six thousand francs.

DOCTOR. You can make Madame Dupont read it after-

wards. Since you have the reports there, kindly give me
the volume before this. \_George goes again to the book-

case. To Madame Dupont'] Have you thought of the

scandal ?

GEORGE \coming back] But, doctor, allow me to point
out : in reports of this kind the names are suppressed.

DOCTOR. They are not suppressed in court.

GEORGE. True.

DOCTOR. Are you sure that no paper would publish a

full account of the case ?

MME. DUPONT. Oh, how iufamous !

DOCTOR. You see what a horrible scandal it would be
for you. \^George fiods] A catastrophe, absolutely.

GEORGE. Particularlyforanotary like me. \_Hegoesto

get the other volume] .

MME. DUPONT. We will prevent her from bringing an
action. We will give her what she wants.

DOCTOR. Then you will expose yourself to be indefini-

tely blackmailed. I know one family which has paid hush-

money of this kind for twelve years.
GEORGE. We could make her sign a receipt.
DOCTOR. In full settlement of all claims ?
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GEORGE. Exactly so. Here is the volume.
MME. DUPONT. She would be only too glad to go back

to her people with enough money to buy a little house and
a plot of land. To a woman of her position it would be
wealth.

The nurse comes in.

NURSE. Baby's waked up, sir.

DOCTOR. I will come and see her. \_To MadameDupon i]

We will finish what we were saying presently.
MME. DUPONT. Very well. Do you want the nurse ?

.DOCTOR. No, thank you.
The doctorgoes out.

MME. DUPONT. Nurse, just wait a minute. I want to

speak to you. [/« att undertone to her son'\ I know how
we can manage. Ifwe warn her and she agrees to stay,
the doctor will have nothing more to say, will he ?

GEORGE. I suppose not.

MME. DUPONT. I will promise her two thousand francs

when she goes if she consents to stay on as wet-nurse.

GEORGE. Is that enough, do you think ?

MME. DUPONT. At any rate I will try. If she hesitates I

will make it more.
GEORGE. All right.
MME. DUPONT \tnrning to the iinrse'] Nurse, you know

that baby is a little ill.

NURSE. Oh no, ma'am.
MME. DUPONT. Indeed she is.

NURSE. I've looked after her as well as possible, I know
I have, ma'am.
MME. DUPONT. I do not say you have not. But she is ill :

the doctors say so.

NURSE. That's a fine story ! As if doctors weren't al-

ways finding something, so that you mayn't think they
don't know their business !

MME. DUPONT. But ourdoctor is agrcat doctor
; andyou

have seen yourself that baby has little pimples.
NURSE. Oh ma'am, that's nothing but the heat of her
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blood. Don't you worry about it, I tell you it's only the

strengthof her blood. It isn't my fault. I've always done

everything for her and kept her that clean and proper.
MME. DUPONT. No one says that it is your fault.

NURSE. Then what are you finding fault with me about?

Ah, there isn't anything the matter with her. The pretty
little darling, she's a regular town baby she is, just a bit

poorly ;
but she's all right, I promise you.

MME. DUPONT. I tell you she is ill : she has a cold in her
head and there are sores at the back of her throat.

NURSE. Then that's because the doctor scratched her
with the spoon he put into her mouth by the wrong end.

And if she has a little cold, I don't knowwhen she caught
it, I'm sure I don't : I always keep her that well wrapped
up, she has three thicknesses of things on. It must have
been when you came the time before last and opened all

the windows in the house.

MME. DUPONT. But I tell you that nobody is finding
fault with you at all.

NURSE. Oh yes, I know. That's all very weU. I'm only
a poor country girl.

MME. DUPONT. What do you mean ?

NURSE. Oh, that's all very well, it is.

MME. DUPONT. But I have told you over and over again
that we have no fault to find.

NURSE [sticking to her idea] I never expected any un-

pleasantness when I came here. \_SIie begins to ivhimper\
MME. DUPONT. We have no fault to find with you. Only

we want to warn you, you may catch the baby's illness—
NURSE \sidkily\ Well, if I do catch a cold, it won't be

the first time I've had to blow my nose, I suppose.
MME. DUPONT. Perhaps you may get her pimples.
NURSE [5;z^^/'z";/^] Oh ma'am, we country folks haven't

got nice, delicate, white skins like Paris ladies have.

When you have to work in the fields all day, rain or shine,

you don't need to plaster your face all over with cream, I

can tell you. No offence meant, but if you want to find an
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excuse, that isn't much of a one.

MME. DUPONT. What do you mean ? What excuse ?

NURSE. Oh yes, I know.
MME. DUPONT. What do you know ?

NURSE. I'm only a poor country girl, I am.
MME. DUPONT. I have not the shghtest idea what you

mean.
NURSE. Oh, I know what I mean.
MME. DUPONT. Then tell me what you mean.
NURSE. Oh, what's the good ?

MME. DUPONT. Tell me, please ? I insist.

NURSE. Oh, very well—
MME. DUPONT. Go On.

NURSE. Oh, all right. I may be only a poor country girl,

but I'm not quite so stupid as that. I know what it is you
want. Just because master's cross at your having pro-
mised me thirty francs a month more if I came to Paris.

{^Turning to GeoTge\ Well, and what do you expect?
Mustn't I have my own little boy looked after? And
hasn't his father got to eat and drink ? We're only poor

country folks, we are.

GEORGE. You're making a mistake, nurse. There's no-

thing at all the matter. My mother was quite right to

promise you the thirty francs extra, and the only thing
in m}' mind is that she did not promise you enough. Now
I have decided when baby is old enough to have a dry-
nurse and you leave us, just to show how grateful we are,

to give you, er—
MME. DUPONT. We shall make you a present, you under-

stand, over and above your wages. We shall give you five

hundred francs, or perhaps a thousand. That is, ofcourse,
if baby is in perfectly good health.

^\}'R.'S>¥\stHpefied'\ You'll give me five hundred francs—
for myself

—
\_Stniggling to tinderstand^ But you haven't

got to. We didn't agree to that.

MME. DUPONT. No.
NURSE \to herself] What's up, then ?
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MME. DUPONT. It is simply because baby will require

more attention. You will have rather more trouble with
her. You will have to give her her medicine and so on. It

may be a little difficult for you.
NURSE. Ah, I see. So that you maybe sure I shall look

after her well. You say to yourself:
' Nurse has an inter-

est in her.' I see.

MME. DUPONT. That is understood, then ?

NURSE. Yes, ma'am.
MME. DUPONT. Very good. You will not come after-

wards and complain of the waywe have treated you. We
have warned you that the child is ill and that you may
catch her illness. To make up for that, and because you
will have more trouble with her, we will give you five

hundred francs when your time here is over. That is un-
derstood ?

NURSE. But you said a thousand francs, ma'am.
MME. DUPONT. Very well

;
a thousand francs, then.

GEORGE
{^passing to the right behind the other two and

drawing his mother aside'] It's a pity that we can't get
her to sign that.

MME. DUPONT [/o the nurse'] So that there may be no

misunderstanding about the sum—you see I forgot just
now that I said a thousand francs—we will draw up a

little paper which we shall sign on our side and you will

sign on 3'our side.

NURSE. Very good, ma'am
;
I understand.

The doctor comes back.

MME. DUPONT. Here is the doctor. You may go, nurse;
that is all right.

NURSE. Yes, ma'am. {^To herself] What's up, then? A
thousand francs ? What's the matter with the baby? Has
she got something bad, I wonder ? \_Shepasses to the lefty

between the desk and xvindou\ andgoes out].
DOCTOR. The condition is unchanged. There is no

need for anxiety. \_He sits down atthe desk to write a pre-
scription].
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MME. DUPONT. I am glad to tell you, doctor, that you
can now devote yourself to the baby and the nurse with-

out misgiving. While you have been away we have in-

formed the nurse of the circumstances, and agreed with

her that she shall stay with us in return for a certain sum
of money.

DOCTOR. The diseasewhich the nurse will almost infal-

libly contract in giving her milk to the child is, I fear, too

serious to be madethesubjectof a bargain, however large

the sum of money. She might be completely crippled,

even if she did not die of it.

MME. DUPONT. But she accepts.
DOCTOR. It is not only that she would be rendered in-

capable of serving in future as wet nurse without danger
to the infants she suckled. The results of the disease to

herself might be inconsiderable
;
but at the same time, I

repeat, they might, in spite ofeverythingwe could do, cast

a terrible blight upon her life.

MME. DUPONT. But I tell you she accepts. She has the

right to do what she pleases.
DOCTOR. I amnotsurethat shehas the right to sell her

own health, but I am sure that she has not the right to

sell the health of her husband and of her children. If she

contracts this disease, she will almost certainly commu-
nicate it to both of them

; and, further, the life and health

of any children she might afterwards have would be

gravely endangered. You understand now that it is im-

possible for her to make a bargain of this kind. If the mis-

chief is not already done, every effort must be made to

prevent it.

MME. DUPONT. You say :

' If the mischief is not done.'

Can you not be certain ?

DOCTOR. Not as yet. There is a period of five or six

weeks between the moment of contracting the disease

and the appearance of its first symptoms.
MME. DUPONT. You think of nothing but the nurse. You

do not think of our poor little baby. What can we do ?
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We cannot let her die.

GEORGE. We can't, we can't !

DOCTOR. Neither can you endanger the hfe of this wo-
man.
MME. DUPONT. You are not defending our interests !

DOCTOR. I am defending those of the weakest.

MME. DUPONT. If we had called in our own doctor, he
would have taken our side.

DOCTOR. I doubt it. [/?w/«^] But there is still time
to send for him.

GEORGE. Mother ! I beg you not to go, doctor.

MME. DUPONT \siippHcating him'] Oh, don't abandon
us ! You can make allowances— If you only knew what
this child was to me ! I feel as if I had staved offdeath to

wait for it. Havepity on us ! Our poor little girl
—she is

the weakest, surely. Have pity on her ! When you saw
her tiny, suffering body, did you not feel any pity for her ?

Oh, I beseech you !

GEORGE. Doctor, we implore you !

DOCTOR. Indeed I pity her and I will do everything in

my power to save her. But you must not ask me to sacri-

fice the health of a young and strong woman to that of a

sickly infant. I will be no party to giving this woman a

disease that would embitter the lives of her whole family,
and almost certainly render her sterile.

MME. DUPONT [in a stifled voice] Oh, are there not en-

ough of these peasants in the world !

DOCTOR. I beg your pardon ?

MME. DUPONT \jn the same tone] I said that if she had
no more children, therewould only be the fewer to be un-

happy.
DOCTOR. It is useless for us to continue this discussion,

MME. DUPONT [rousing herself] I shall not take your
advice ! I shall not listen to you !

DOCTOR. There is one here already who regrets not

having done so.

GEORGE. Yes, O God, yes !
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MME. DUPONT [^more and more exalted^ I do not care !

I do not care if I am punished for it in this world and the

next ! If it is a crime, if it is a sin, I accept all the respon-

sibility, however heavy it maybe! Yes, yes! Ifitmustbe,
I will lose my soul to save our child's life, our little one's !

I know that hell exists for the wicked : that is one of my
profoundest convictions. Then let God judge me—if I

am damned, so much the worse for me !

DOCTOR. I shall not allow you to take that responsibil-

ity. To enable you to do so, my consent would be neces-

sary, and I refuse it.

MME. DUPONT. What do you mean ?

DOCTOR. I shall speak to the nurse and give her the ful-

lest particulars, which I am convinced you have not done.

MME. DUPONT. What ! You, a doctor, would betray

family secrets entrusted toyou in the strictest confidence !

Secrets of this kind !

DOCTOR. The betrayal, if it is one, is forced on me by
the law.

MME. DUPONT. Thelaw ! I thought you werebound to

secrecy ?

DOCTOR [^turningthepages ofihevolume ofreports] Not
in this case. Here is a judgment given by the court at

Dijon : I thought that I might have to read it to you.

\_Reading'] 'A doctor who knowingly omits to inform a

nurse of the dangers incurred by her in giving milk to a

syphilitic child may be held responsible in damages for

the results caused by her ignorance.' Youseethat thelaw
is against you, as well as your conscience; and I may add

that, even were it not so, I should not allow you to be led

by your feelings into committing such a crime. Tfyou do

not consent to have the child fed by hand, I shall either

speak to the nurse or give up the case.

MME. DUPONT. You darcto threaten US ! Oh, you know
the power that your knowledge gives you ! You know
what need we are in ofyour services and that if you aban-

don us perhaps our child will die ! And if we give way to
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you, she will die all the same ! [ Wildly'] O my God, my
God, why cannot I sacrifice myself? Oh, if only my aged

body could take the place of this woman's young flesh,

and my poor dry breasts give to our child the milk that

would save her life ! With what joy I would give myself

up to this disease ! With what rapture I would suffer the

most horrible ravages that it could inflict on me ! Oh, if I

could but offer myself, without fear and without regret!

GEORGE \_Jlings himself into her arms with sods and
cries of] Mother! Mother! Mother!

They weep.
DOCTOR \io himself^ moved] Poor people! Poor people!
MME. DUPONT \sitting dowu with an air ofresignation]

Tell us what we must do.

DOCTOR. Keep the nurse here as dry-nurse so that she

may not carry the infection elsewhere. We will feed the

child by hand, and I beg you in all sincerity not to exag-

gerate the danger that will result from the change. I

have every hope of restoring the baby to health in a short

space of time
;
and I assure you that I will use every pos-

sible effort to bring about a happy conclusion. I will call

again to-morrow. Good-day.
MME. DUPONT \_without moving] Thank you, doctor.

GEORGE Ingoing to the door and shaking hands] Thank

you, thank you. \_The doctor goes out. George comes back

andgoes to his mother with outstretched arms] Mother !

MME. DUPONT \j-epidsing him] Let me be.

GEORGE {checking himself] Are we not unhappy en-

ough, without hating one another ?

MME. DUPONT. It is God who visits upon your child the

sins of its father.

GEORGE \_raising his shoulders gloomily] You believe

that : when there is not a man alive so wicked and unjust

as to commit such an act !

MME. DUPONT. Oh, I know you believe in nothing.

GEORGE. Not in that kind of God.

The nursCy who comes in by the lejt soon after the doctorhas
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gone out, appears.
NURSE. If you please, ma'am, I've been thinking : I

would rather go away at once and only have the five hun-
dred francs.

MME. DUPONT. What do you say ? You want to leave us?

NURSE. Yes, ma'am.
GEORGE. But ten minutes ago you didn't want to.

MME. DUPONT. What has happened ?

NURSE. I've been thinking.
MME. DUPONT. Thinking! About what?
NURSE. Well, I want to go back to my baby and my

husband.
GEORGE. But ten mmutes ago

—there must be some-

thing else.

MME. DUPONT. Evidently there is something else.

NURSE. No, ma'am.
MME. DUPONT. But there must be I

NURSE. Well then, I'm afraid that Paris doesn't suit me.
MME. DUPONT. How Can you tell without Waiting to try?
NURSE. I'd rather go back home at once.

MME. DUPONT. At least tell us why.
NURSE. I have told you. I've been thinking.
MME. DUPONT. What about ?

NURSE. I've been thinking.
MME. DUPONT. Oil, don't say that over and overagain !

' I've been thinking, I've been thinking.' What haveyou
been thinking about?

NURSE. About everything.
MME. DUPONT. Can't you tell us about what ?

NURSE. I tell you : about everything.
MME. DUPONT. Idiot !

GEORGE [^sieppifig infrontofMs mother] Let me speak
to her.

NURSE. I know we're only poor countryfolk.
GEORGE. Listen to me, nurse. Just now you were not

only satisfied with your wages, but you were afraid we
were going to send you away. In addition to your wages
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we have promised to give you a large sum of money at

the end of your time here—and now you want to leave

us, at once ! Come now, you must have some sort of rea-

son. Has anyone been doing anything to you ?

NURSE. No, sir.

GEORGE. Well then ?

NURSE. I've been thinking.
GEORGE \_exnsperateif] Don't go on repeating that silly

thing ! What doyou mean by it ? [^Geiiily'] Come, come,
tell me why you want to go away. \_Szleiicc~\ Eh ?

NURSE. I have told you.
GEORGE. One might as well talk to a block of wood.
MME. DUPONT [comingforward'\ Butyou have no right

to leave us.

NURSE. Yes, I want to go away.
MME. DUPONT. I shall not allow you to go !

GEORGE. Oh well, let her go; after all we can't keep her

by force. [ To the nurse'] Since you want to go, you shall

go : but I can only say that you're as stupid as a cow.
NURSE. I don't mind if lam.
GEORGE. I shall not pay you for the month that has

just begun, and you will pay for your own railway ticket.

NURSE. We'll see about that.

GEORGE. Yes, you will see. You'll see this moment,
too ! Be off with you, I don't want you any longer. Now
then!
MME. DUPONT. Don't fly into a rage, George. [7b the

nurse'] You don't mean it seriously, nurse, surely?
NURSE. I would rather go back home at once and only

have my five hundred francs.

GEORGE. What's that?

MME. DUPONT. What are you talking about ?

GEORGE. Five hundred francs ?

MME. DUPONT. What fivc hundred francs ?

NURSE. The five hundred francs you promised me, to

be sure !

GEORGE. We never promised you anything of thesort !
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NURSE. Yes, you did.

MME. DUPONT. Ycs, when you had finished nursing the

baby and if we were satisfied with you.
NURSE. No, you said you would give me five hundred

francs when I left. Now I'm going away, so I want them.
MME. DUPONT. You will please not address me in that

tone, you understand.

NURSE. You've only got to give me my money and I

shan't say a word more.

GEORGE. Oh, that's it, is it ? Ver^nvell, I discharge you
on the spot. Now, then, be off with you.
MME. DUPONT. I should think so, indeed.

GEORGE. Off you go!
NURSE. Give me my five hundred francs.

GEORGE [^pointing furiously at the door\ Take your
blasted carcase out of this. Do you hear ?

NURSE. Hullo, hullo ! You speak to me a bit more po-

litely, can't you?
GEORGE. Will you get out of this, or have I got to send

for the police ?

NURSE. The police ! What for, eh, what for ?

GEORGE. To chuck you out, you—
NURSE. Well, and what am I ? I'm only a country girl,

I am. I may be a bit stupid
—

MME. DUPONT. Stupid ! I should think you were. You
have no more brains than a mule.

NURSE. I may be stupid, but I'm not—
MME. DUPONT \_i7iterrtipting] You have no more heart

than a stone. You are a wicked woman.
GEORGE. You're no better than a thief.

NURSE. Oh, a thiefam I ? I should like to know why.
GEORGE. Because you're trying to get money that isn't

yours.
MME. DUPONT. Bccausc you are deserting our baby.

You are a wicked woman.
GEORGE. Do you Want me to put you out ? [fie takes

her by the arm].
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NURSE. Oh, that's it, is it ? So you want me to tell you

why I'm going?
GEORGE. Now then, out with it.

MME. DUPOXT. Well, why is it ?

Henriette enters at the hack. In the noise ofthe qnarrel
no oneperceives her.

NURSE. Very well, then. I'm going away because I don't
want to catch your beastly diseases here.

MME. DUPONT. Be quiet, will you ?

GEORGE. Shut up, can't you ?

NURSE. Oh, you needn't be afraid
; everyone knows

about it. Justin listened at the door to what your doctor
was saying and told me what was up. Oh, I may be stu-

pid, but I'm not so stupid as that. I'm going to have my
money and get out of this.

GEORGE. Shut up !

MME. DUPONT [takingher by the arm] Hold your tongue,
I tell you.

NURSE. Let me go! Let me go! t know yourbrat's not

going to live. I know it's rotten through and through be-

cause its father's got a beastly disease that he caught from
some woman of the streets.

Henriette.^ with two hoarse cries
^falls to theground in a

fit ofnervons sobbing.
GEORGE \j'nshing towards her] My God !

Henriette eludes him andpulls herself tip with disgust^

hatred., atid horror depicted all over her.

HENRIETTE \_shrieking like a madwoman~\ Don't touch
me! Don't touch me !



ACT III

The doctor's room in the hospital where he is chiefphy-
siciaii. The doctor enters with a medical student^ both in
their hospital clothes^ andtakes offhis apron while talkvig.

DOCTOR. By the way, my dear fellow, is the gentleman
we passed in the passage waiting for you ?

STUDENT. No, not for me.
DOCTOR. Then it's my deputy. Doyou know this name?

Where did I put his card? \^He looks on his desk'] Ah,
here. '

Loches, deputy for Sarthes '

?

STUDENT. That's the famous Loches.
DOCTOR, Ah, yes, deputy for Sarthes. A regular orator,

isn't he?
STUDENT. Tremendous, I believe.

DOCTOR. That's the man we want then. He busies him-
self a great deal with social questions ?

STUDENT. Just so.

DOCTOR. I suppose he wants to start an agitation in the
Chamber in favor of the laws for which we have been
clamoring so long. No doubt he means to post himselfup
first. This is what he writes :

'

Loches, deputy for Sarthes,
presents his compliments' etc. . . . would be much ob-

liged if I would see him to-morrow, Sunday : not for a
consultation.

STUDENT, It's very likely he has some idea of the sort.

DOCTOR. Now that I have a deputy I will post him up,

226
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I can assure you. That's why I have had the case from St.
Charles' ward and number 28 brought here.
STUDENT. Shall you want me?
DOCTOR. Not at all, my dear fellow. Good-bye.
STUDENT. Good-bye, sir.

poCTOR {calling to the other as hegoes out\ Wouldyou
mind telling them to show in M.Loches? Thanks very
much. Good-bye.

The studentgoes out.

Loches enters and bows. The doctor motio7is him to be

seated.

LOCHES. I must thank you for being so kind as to re-
ceive me out of your regular hours. The business that

brings me here is peculiarly distressing. I am the father-
in-law of M.George Dupont. After the terrible revelation
of yesterday, my daughter has returned to me with her
child and I have come to ask you to be so good as to con-
tinue attending on the infant, but at my house.

DOCTOR. Very good.
LOCHES. I'hank you. Now, as to the scoundrel who is

the cause of all these misfortunes.
DOCTOR [very getitly'] You must excuse me, but that

is a subject on which I cannot enter. My functions are

only those of a physician.
LOCHES [in a thick voice'] I ask your pardon, but I

think when you have heard me for a moment, you will

agree with me. I shall not trouble you with the plans of

vengeance I formed yesterday, when my poor daughter
fled to me with her child in her arms after the revelation
that you know. You will excuse me if I speak to you in
this state—oh, I can scarcely contain my indignation 1 I

had intended to talk of this calmly : but when I think of
that man and of his infamous conduct—the brutal, co-

wardly blow he has struck at me and mine—I cannot con-
trol myself— I, I— . It is abominable ! My daughter ! A
girl of twenty-two ! Twenty-two !

A silence.
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DOCTOR. I understand and respect your feelings ; but,
believe me, you are not in a fit state to form any decision

at this moment.
LOCHES [with an effort] Yes, yes: I will command my-

self. All last night I spent in profound reflection, and after

rejecting the ideas I mentioned, this is the conclusion to

which I have come in conjunction with my daughter: we
desire to obtain a divorce as soon as possible. Conse-

quently I have come to ask you for the certificate which
will be the basis of our action.

DOCTOR. What certificate?

LOCHES. A certificate attesting the nature ofthe disease
which this man has contracted.

DOCTOR. I regret that I am unable to furnish you with
such a certificate.

LOCHES. How is that ?

DOCTOR. The rule of professional secrecy is absolute.

LOCHES. It is impossible that it should be your duty to

take sides with a criminal against his innocent victims.

DOCTOR. To avoid all discussion, I may add that even
were I free, I should refuse your request.

LOCHES. May I ask why ?

DOCTOR. I should regret having helped you to obtain a

divorce.

LOCHES. Then just becauseyou hold this or that theory,
because your profession has rendered you sceptical or in-

sensible to the sight of misery like ours, my daughter must
bear this man's name to the end of her life I

DOCTOR. It would be in your daughter's own interest

that I should refuse.

LOCHES. Indeed! You have a strange conception of her

interest.

DOCTOR [very gently] In your present state of excite-

ment you will probably begin to abuse me before five

minutes are over. That will not disturb a man of my ex-

perience, but you see why I refused to discuss these sub-

jects. However, since I have let myself in for it,
I may as
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well explain my position. You ask me for a certificate in
order to prove to the court that your son-in-law has con-
tracted syphilis?

LOCHES. Yes.

DOCTOR. You do not consider that in doing so you will

publicly acknowledge that your daughter has been ex-

posed to the infection. The statement will be officially
registered in the papers of the case. Do you suppose that
after that your daughter is likely to find a second husband?

LOCHES. She will never marry again.
DOCTOR. She says so now. Can you be sure that she

will say so in five or in ten years time ? Besides, you will
not obtain a divorce, because I shall not furnish you with
the necessary proof.

LOCHES. I shall find other ways to establish it. I shall
have the child examined by another doctor.

DOCTOR. Indeed! You think that this poor Httle thing
has not been unlucky enough in her start in life? She has
been blighted physically : you wish besides to stamp her

indelibly with the legal proof of congenital syphilis ?

LOCHES. Sowhen the victims seek to defend themselves

they are struck still lower ! So the law provides no arms
against the man who takes an innocent, confiding young
girl in sound health, knowingly befouls her with the her-

itage of his debauchery^, and makes her mother of a

wretched mite whose future is such that those who love
it most do not know whether they had better pray for its

life or for its immediate deliverance ! This man has in-

flicted on his wife the supreme insult, the most odious

degradation. He has, as it were, thrust her into contact
with the streetwalker with whose vice he is stained, and
created between her and that common thing a bond of
bloodto poison herself andherchild. Thanks to him, this

abject creature, this prostitute, lives our life, makes one
of our family, sits down with us at table. He has smirched

my daughter's imagination as he has tarnished her body,
and bound up for ever in her mind the ideal of love that
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she placed so high with heaven knows what horrors of

the hospital. He has struck her physically and morally,
in her dignity and her modesty, in her love and in her

child. He has hurled her into the depths of shame. And
the state of law and opinion is such that this woman can-

not be separated from this man save at the cost of a scan-

dal which will overwhelm herselfand her child. Very well,

then, I shall not ask the aid of the law. Last night I won-
dered if it was not my duty to go and shoot down that

brute like a mad dog. It was cowardice that prevented
me. Weakly I proposed to invoke the law. Well, since the

law will not do justice, I will take it into my own hands.

Perhaps his death will serve as a warning to others.

DOCTOR [^putting aside his hat\ You will be tried for

your life.

LOCHES. And I shall be acquitted.
DOCTOR. Yes; but after the public narration of all your

troubles. The scandal and the misfortune will be so much
the greater, that is all. And how do you know that the day
after your acquittal you will not find yourself before an-

other and less lenient judge? When your daughter, real-

izing that you have rendered her unhappiness irreparable,
and seized with pity for your victim, demands by what

right you have killed the father of her child, what will you
say? What will

3-
ou say when that child one day asks the

same question?
LOCHES {speaking before the other has done'] Then what

can I do ?

DOCTOR \immediatcly\ Forgive.
A silence.

LOCHES [without eiicrgy] Never.

DOCTOR. Are you quite sure that you have the right to

be so inflexible ? Was it not within 3'our power at a cer-

tain moment to spare your daughter the possibility ofthis

misery ?

LOCHES. Within my power ! Do you imply that I am
responsible ?
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DOCTOR. Yes

;
I do. When the marriage was proposed

you doubtless made enquiries concerningyour future son-
in-law's income; you investigated his securities; you sat-

isfied yourself as to his character. You only omitted one

point, but it was the most important of all : you made no
enquiries concerning his health.

lochf:s. No.
DOCTOR. And why?
LOCHES. Because it is not the custom.
DOCTOR. Well, it ought to be made the custom. Be-

fore giving his daughter in marriage a father ought to
take as much care with regard to her husband as a house
of business takes in engaging an employee.

LOCHES. You are right, a law should be passed.
DOCTOR. No, no. We want no new laws : there are too

many already. All that is needed is for people to under-
stand the nature of this disease rather better. It would
soon become the custom for a man who proposed for a

girl's hand to add to the other things for which he is asked
a medical statement of bodily fitness, which would make
it certain that he did not bring this plague into the family
with him. It would be perfectly simple. Once it was the

custom, the man would go to his doctor for a certificate

of health before he could sign the register, just as now,
before he can be married in church, he goes to his priest
for a certificate that he has confessed. As things are, be-

fore a marriage is concluded the family lawyers meet to

discuss matters : a meeting between the two doctors would
be at least as useful and would prevent many misfortunes.

Your enquiry, you see, was incomplete. Your daughter
might well ask you, who are a man and a father, and ought
to know these things, why you did not take as much trou-

ble about her health as about her fortune. I tell you that

you must forgive.
LOCHES. Never.
DOCTOR. Well: thereis one last argument which, since

I must, I will put to you. Are you yourself without sin,
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that you are so relentless to others ?

LOCHES. I have never had any shameful disease, sir !

DOCTOR. I was not asking you that. I was asking you if

you had never exposed yourselfto catching one. \Hcpau-
ses. Loches does not reply'] Ah, you see ! Then it is not
virtue that has saved you : it is luck. Few things exasper-
ateme more than that term ' shameful disease,' which you
used just now. This disease is like all other diseases: it is

one ofour afflictions. There is no shame in being wretched—even if one deserves to be so. \_Hotly''] Come, come: let

us have a little plain speaking ! I should like to know how
many of these rigid morahsts, who are so choked with
their middle-class prudery that they dare not mention
the name syphilis, or when they bring themselves to

speak of it do so with expressions of every sort of disgust,
and treat its victims as criminals, have never run the risk

of contracting it themselves. It is those alone who have
the right to talk. How many do you think there are?
Four out of a thousand? Well, leave those four aside

;
be-

tween all the rest and those who catch the disease there is

no difference but chance. \_Biirstmg out'] And by hea-

vens, those who escape won't get much sympathy from
me : the others at least have paid their fine of suffering
and remorse, while they have gone scot-free ! \_Recover-

tng himself] Let's have done, if you please, once for all

with this sort of hypocrisy. Your son-in-law, like your-
self and like the immense majority of men, has had mis-

tresses before he married. He has had the ill-luck to catch

syphilis, and married supposing that the disease was no

longer dangerous when in fact it still was. It is a misfor-

tune that we must do our best to remedy, and not to ag-

gravate. Perhaps in your youth you deserved what he
has got even more than he

;
at any rate your position to-

wards him is as that ofthe culprit who has escaped punish-
ment towards his less fortunate comrade. That is a re-

flection that should, I think, touch you.
LOCHES. You put it in such a way—
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DOCTOR. Am I not right ?

LOCHES. Perhaps: butlcan'ttellmy daughter all this
to persuade her to return to her husband.

DOCTOR. There are other arguments that you can use.
LOCHES. What, then, good heavens?
DOCTOR. Any number. You can tell her that a separa-

tion will be a calamity for all parties and that her husband
is the only person interested in helping her at any price
to save her child. You can tell her that out of the ruinsof
her first happiness she can construct a life of solid affec-

tion that will have every chance of being lastingand most
sincerely enviable. There is much truth inthesayingthat
reformed rakes make the best husbands. Take your son-
in-law. If your daughter consents to forgive and forget,
he will not only respect her

;
he will be eternally grate-

ful. You can tell her all this and you will find much else

to say besides. As for the future, we will make sure that
when they are re-united their next child shall be healthy
and vigorous.

LOCHES. Is that possible?
DOCTOR. Yes, yes ! A thousand times yes. I have one

thing that I always tell my patients : if I could I would

paste it up at every street corner. 'Syphilis is like a wo-
man whose temper is roused by the feeling that her

power is disdained. It is terrible only to thosewho think
it insignificant, not to those who know its dangers.' Re-

peat that to your daughter. Give her back to her husband—she has nothing more to fear from him—and in two

years time I guarantee that you will be a happy grand-
father.

LOCHES. Thank you, doctor. I do not know if I can ever

forget. But you have made me so uneasy on the score of

these responsibilities that I have ignored and given me
back so much hope, that Iwillpromiseyou to do nothing
rash. If my poor child can, after a time bring herself to

forgive her husband, I shall not stand in the way.
DOCTOR. Good! But ifyou have another daughter, take
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care not to make the same mistake that you made over
the marriage ofyour first.

LOCHES. How was I to know ?

DOCTOR. Ah, there it is. You didn't know ! You are a

father and you didn't know ! You are a deputy and have
the honor and the burden of making laws for us, and you
didn't know ! You didn't know about syphihs,just as you
probably do not know about alcoholism and tuberculosis.

LOCHES. Really, I—
DOCTOR. Well, ifyou like I will except you. But there

are five hundred others, are there not, who sit in the
Chamberand style themselvesRepresentatives ofthe peo-
ple ? Here are the three unspeakable gods towhom every
day thousands of human sacrifices are offered up. What
single hour do your colleagues find for the organization
of our forces against these insatiable monsters ? Take al-

coholism. The manufacture of poisonous liquors should
be prohibited and the number of licences cut down. But
we are afraid ofthe power of the great distillers and of the

voting strength of the trade : consequently we deplore
the immorality of the working classes and quiet our con-

science by writing pamphlets and preaching sermons.
Pah ! Then take tuberculosis : everyone knows that the
real remedy is to pay sufficient wages and have insanitary
workmen's dwellings knocked down. But no one will do

it, although the working class is the most useful we have
as well as the worst rewarded. Instead, workmen are re-

commended not to spit. Admirable, isn't it? Finally, sy-

philis. Why do you not concern yourselves with that ?

You create offices of state for all sorts of things : why do

you not one day set about creating an office of public
health ?

LOCHES. My dear doctor, you are falling into the com-
mon French mistake of attributing all the ills in the world
to the government. In this case it is for you to shew us

the way. These are matters for scientific experts. You
must begin by pointing out the necessary measures, and
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then—

DOCTOR. And then,—what? Ha! It is fifteen years
since a scheme of this kind, worked out and approved
unanimously by the Academy of Medicine, was submitted
to the proper authorities. Since that day it has never been
heard of again.

LOCHES. Then you think that there really are measures
to be taken ?

DOCTOR. You shall answer that question yourself. I

must tell you that when I received your card yesterday I

imagined that it was in your public capacity that you were
about to interest yourself in these matters. Consequently,
after naming the hour of your visit, I told oft' two of my
hospital patients to show to you. You need not be alarmed,
I shall not shock your nerves. To outward appearance
they have nothing the matter with them. They are not
bad cases; they are simply thedamaged goods of our great
human cargo. I merely wished to give you food for re-

flection, not a lesson in pathology. You came on another
matter. So much the worse for you. I have you and I shall

not let you go. \_A slightpause']. I will ask you, there-

fore, to raise your mind above your personal sorrow and
to conceive in the mass the thousands of beings who suffer
from similar causes. Thousands, mark you, from every
rank of society. The disease jumps from the hovel into
the home, frequently with few intermediate steps ;

so that
to cleanse the gutter, where preventive measures can be

taken, means practically to safeguard the family life. Our
greatest enemy of all, as you shall see for yourself, is ig-
norance. Ignorance, I repeat. The refrain is always the
same : 'I didn't know.' Patients, whom we might have
saved had they come in time, come too late, in a desperate
condition, and after having spread the evil far and wide.
And why?

'
I didn't know.' \_Goiug towards the door]

What can we do ? We can't hunt them out from the high-
ways and hedges. [7b a woinan in the passage"] Come in,

please. \_The woman enters. She is of the working class.
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The doctor turns again to Loches\ Here is a case. This
woman is very seriously ill. I have told her so, and I told

her tocome hereonce aweek. [7b the womaii] Is that so?

WOMAN. Yes, sir.

DOCTOR [^a7igrily~\ And how long is it since you came
last?

WOMAN. Three months.
DOCTOR. Three months ! How do you suppose I can cu re

you like that ? It is hopeless, do you hear, hopeless ! Well,

why didn't you come ? Don't you know that you have a

very serious disease?

WOMAN. Oh yes, sir. I know it is. My husband died ofit.

DOCTOR [more gently~\ Your husband died of it?

WOMAN. Yes, sir.

DOCTOR. Did he not go to the doctor ?

WOMAN. No, sir.

DOCTOR. And isn't that a warning to you ?

WOMAN. Oh sir, I'd come as often as you told me to, only
I can't afford it.

DOCTOR. How do you mean, you can't afford it ?

LOCHES. The consultations are gratis, are they not ?

WOMAN. Yes, sir. But they're during working hours,
and then, it's a long way to come. One has to wait one's

turn with all the others and sometimes it takes the best

part of the day, and I'm afraid of losing my place if I stop

away so much. So I wait till I can't help coming again.
And then—

DOCTOR. Well?
WOMAN. Oh, it's nothing, sir. You're too kind to me.
DOCTOR. Go on, go on.

WOMAN. I know I oughtn't to mind, but I haven't al-

ways been so poor. We were well off before my husband
fell ill, and I've always lived by myown work. It's not as

it is for a woman who hasn't any self-respect. I know it's

wrong, but having to wait like that with everyone else and

to tell all about myself before everyone
—I know I'm

wrong, but it's hard all the same, it's very hard.
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DOCTOR. Poor woman.

\_
A pause. Then very gently']

So it was from your husband that you caught this disease?
WOMAN. Yes, sir. We used to'Hve in the country and

then my husband caught it and went halfmad. He didn't
know what he was doing, and used to order all kinds of

things we couldn't pay for.

DOCTOR. Why did he not get himself looked after?
WOMAN. He didn't know. We were sold up and came

to Paris : we hadn't any more money. Then he went to
the hospital.

DOCTOR. Well?

_

WOMAN. He got looked after there, but they wouldn't
give him any medicines.

DOCTOR. How was that ?

WOMAN. Because we had only been three months in
Paris. They only giveyou the medicines free if you have
lived here six months.

LOCHES. Is that so ?

DOCTOR. Yes, that is the rule.

WOMAN. You see it isn't our fault.

DOCTOR. You have no children, have you ?

WOMAN. I couldn't ever bring one to birth, sir. My
husband was taken at the very beginning of our marriage,
while he was doing his time as a reservist. There are wo-
men that hang about the barracks.

A silence.

DOCTOR. Ah ! Well, this is my private address
; you

come to see me there every Sunday morning. \_Atthedoor
he slips apiece ofmoney into her hand. Rou^hly~\ There,
just takethat and run along. What'sthat? Tut, tut! Non-
sense ! Nonsense ! I haven't time to listen to you. Run
along, now. \_Hepushes her out. To someone who is invis-

ible to the audience'] What can I do for you ?

MAN [^oiitside] I am the father of the young man you
saw this morning. I asked leave to speak toyou after the
consultation was over.

DOCTOR. Ah yes,just so, I recognize you. Your son is al
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college, isn't he?
MAN [z;z the doorway\ Yes, sir.

DOCTOR. Come in, come in. You can talk before this

gentleman.
MAN \entering\ You know, sir, the disaster that has be-

fallen us. My son is eighteen ;
as the result ofthis disease

he is half paralyzed. We are small tradespeople ;
wehave

regularly bled ourselves in order to send him to college,
and now— ! I only wish the same thing mayn't happen
to others. It was at the very college gates that my poor
boy was got hold of by one of these women. Is it right,

sir, that that should be allowed ? Aren't there enough
police to prevent children of fifteen from being seduced
like that ? I ask, is it right ?

DOCTOR. No.
MAN. Why don't they stop it, then ?

DOCTOR. I don't know.
MAN. Look at my son. He'd be better in his grave. He

was such a fine, good looking chap. We were that proud
of him.

DOCTOR. Never despair. We'll do our best to cure him.

\_Sadly'\ But why did you wait so long before bringing
him to me ?

MAN. How was I to know what he had ? He was afraid

to tell me, so he let the thing go on. Then when he felt

he was really bad with it, he went, without letting me
know, to quacks, who robbed him without curing him.

Ah, that, too, is that right? What's the government
about that it allows that? Isn't that more important than
what they spend their time over ?

DOCTOR. You are right. Their only excuse is that they
do not know. You must take courage. We have cured
worse cases than your son's. As for the others, perhaps
some day they will have a little attention paid them.

\^He goes with the man to the door. Turning to Loches']
You see, the true remedy lies in a change of our ways.

Syphilis must cease to be treated like a mysterious evil
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the very name of which cannot be pronounced. The ig-
norance inwhich the public is kept of the real nature and
of the consequences of this disease helps to aggravateand
to spread it. Generally it is contracted because '

I didn't

know '

;
it becomes dangerous for want of proper care be-

cause '
I didn't know '

;
it is passed on from person to per-

son because 'I didn't know.' People ought to know.

Young men ought to be taught the responsibilities they
assume and the misfortunes they may bring on thern-

selves.

LOCHES. At the same time these things cannot be

taught to children at school.

DOCTOR. Why not, pray ?

LOCHES. There are curiosities which it would be im-

prudent to arouse.

DOCTOR \_hotly] So you think that by ignoring those
curiosities you stifle them ? Why, every boy and girl who
who has been to a boarding school or through college
knows you do not ! So far from stifling them, you drive

them to satisfy themselves in secret by any vile means they
can. There is nothing immoral in the act that reproduces
life by the means of love. But for the benefit of our child-

ren we organize round about it a gigantic conspiracy of

silence. A respectable man will take his son and daughter
to one of these grand music halls, where they will hear

things of the most loathsome description ;
but he won't

let them hear a word spoken seriously on the subject of

the great act of love. No, no ! Not a word about that

without blushing : only, as many barrack room jokes, as

many of the foulest music hall suggestions as you like !

Pornography, as much as you please : science, never !

That is whatwe ought to change. The mystery and hum-

bug in which physical facts are enveloped ought to be

swept away and young men be given some pride in the

creative power with which each one of us is endowed.

They ought to be made to understand that the future of

the race is in their hands and to be taught to transmit the



240 Damaged Goods Act III

great heritage they have received from their ancestors in-

tact with all its possibilities to their descendants.

LOCHES. Ah, but we should go beyond that ! I reaUze

now that what is needed is to attack this evil at its source

and to suppress prostitution. We ought to hound out

these vile women who poison the very life of society.

DOCTOR. You forget that they themselves have first

been poisoned. I am going to show you one of them. I

warn you, not that it matters much, that she won't express

herself like a duchess. I can make her talk by playing on

her vanity ;
she wants to be a ballet-dancer.

He opem the doorand admits a prettygirl ofsome twenty

years : she is verygay and cheerful.

DOCTOR. Gettingon all right? [Without waiting for an

answer'] You still want to go on the stage, don't you ?

GIRL. Rather.

DOCTOR. Well, this gentleman's a friend of the man-

ager of the opera. He can give you a line to him, will that

do?
GIRL. Why, of course. But ifthey want a character, I'm

done, you know.
DOCTOR. They won't. Youjust tell the gentleman about

yourself, what you want to do and what you've done.

Talk to him a bit.

GIRL. My parents were people of good position. They
sent me to a boarding school—
DOCTOR {interrupting] You needn't tell him all that;

he won't believe a word of it.

GIRL. Eh? Well, but if I tell him the truth, it's all up
with me.

DOCTOR. No, no; he won't mind. Now then, you came

to Paris—
GIRL. Yes.

DOCTOR. You got a place as maid-servant ?

GIRL. Well, yes.
DOCTOR. How old were you then ?

GIRL. Why, I was turned seventeen.
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DOCTOR. And then you had a baby?
GIRL \_astQnishedatthe qiLestion'\ Of course I did, next

year.
DOCTOR. Well, who was its father ?

GIRL \_treating it as a matter of course^ Why, it was

my master, of course.

DOCTOR. Goon, go on. Tell us about it. Your mistress

found out. What happened then ?

GIRL [in the same tone'] She sent me packing. I'd have
done the same, if I'd been her.

DOCTOR. Go on, what are you stopping for? Talk away.
Thegentleman's from thecountry; he doesn't understand
about these things.

GIRL [_gaily'] Right oh ! I'll tell you all about it. One
night the boss comes up tomy room in his socks and says :

^

If you shriek out, offyou go !

' Then—
DOCTOR. No, no. Begin after you lost your place.
GIRL. All right, ifyou think he'll think it funny.
DOCTOR. Never mind that. Say what you're doing now.
GIRL. Why, I come here every day.
DOCTOR. But before you come here ?

GIRL. Oh, I do my five hours on the streets.

DOCTOR. Well, how's that? The gentleman's from the

country, I tell you. He wants to know. Go on.

GIRL. There now, I wouldn't have thought there was

anyone didn't know that. Why, I rig myselfout as a work-

girl, with a little bag on my arm—they make togs special
for that, y' know—and then I trot along by the shop win-
dows. Pretty hard work, too, 'cause to do it real well you
have to walk fast. Then I stops in front of some shop or

other. Nine times out of ten that does the trick. It just
makes me laugh, I tell you, but you'd think all the men
had learnt what to say out of a book. There's only two

things they say, that's all. It's either :

' You walk very
fast

' or else :

' Aren't you afraid, all alone ?
' One knows

what that means, eh? Or else I do the 'young widow'

fake. You'vegottogoabitfasthkethatjtoo. I don't know
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why, but it makes 'em catch on. They find out precious
soon I'm not a young widow, but that doesn't make any
odds. [Serzouslj] There're things Uke that I don't under-
stand.

DOCTOR. What sort are they, then? Shopwalkers, com-
mercial travellers ?

GIRL. I like that ! Why, I only take real gentlemen.
DOCTOR. They say that's what they are.

GIRL. Oh, I can see well enough. Besides, a whole lot

of 'em have orders on. That makes me laugh, too. When
they meet you, they've got their little bits of ribbon stuck
in their buttonhole. Then they follow you and they
haven't anything. I wanted to find out, so I looked over

my shoulder in a glass and saw my man snap the ribbon
out with his finger and thumb just as you do when you're
shelling peas. You know ?

DOCTOR. Yes, I know. Tell us about your child. What
became of it?

GIRL. Oh, I left it at that place in the Rue Denfer.

DOCTOR \^to Loc/ies'] The foundlings' hospital.
LOCHES. Did you not mind doing that ?

GIRL. It was better than dragging it about with me to

starve,

LOCHES. Still, it was your child.

GIRL. Well, what about its father? It was his child, too,
wasn't it? See here, I'm not going to talk about that again.

Anyway, just tell me what I could have done, you two
there. Put it out to nurse? Well, ofcourse, I would have,
if I'd been sure of having the money for it. But then I

wanted to get another place ;
and how was I to pay for

nursing it with the twentyfive or thirty francs a month I

should have got, eh ? If I wanted to keep straight, I

couldn't keep the kid. See?
LOCHES. It's too horrible.

T/ie doctor stops him with a gesture.
GIRL \angrily\ It's just as I tell you. What else could

I have done, eh ? If you'd been in my place 3'ou'd have
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done just the same. [Qm'ehng down'] See here, what's
the good of making a fuss about it? You'll say: 'But
you haven't been living straight.' No more I have, but
how could I help it? I couldn't stay in my places ;

and
then, when you're hungry and a jolly young chap offers

3^ou a dinner, my word, I'd like to see the girl who'd say
no. I never learnt any trade, you see. So that the end of
it all is that I found myself in St. Lazare because I was ill.

That's pretty low down, too. These beastly men give you
their foul diseases and it's me they stick in prison. It's a

bit thick, that is.

DOCTOR. You gave them as good as you got, didn't you,
though?

GIRL [gaz'fy'] Oh, I had my tit for tat ! [ToLocAes'] I

suppose you'd like to have that too ? Before they carted

me off there, the day I found out I was in for it, I was go-
ing home in a pretty temper when who do you think I

met in the street but my old boss ! I was that glad to see

him ! Now, thinks I to myself, you're going to pay me
what you owe me—with interest too ! I just winked at

him : oh, it didn't take long, I can tell you. [Tragically']
Then when I left him, I don't know what came over me—I felt half mad. I took on everyone I could, for anything
or for nothing ! As many as I could, all the youngest and
the best looking

—
well, I only gave 'em back what they

gave me ! Now somehow I don't care any more : where's

the use in pulling long faces about things ? It only makes
me laugh. Other women, they do just thesame; but then

they do it for their bread and butter, d'you see. A girl
must live even ifshe is ill, eh? \_Apause] Well, you'll give

myname to the chap at the theatre, won't you ? The doc
here'll tell you my address.

LOCHES. I promise you I will.

GIRL. Thank ye, sir.

She goes out.

DOCTOR. Was I not right to keep that confession for

the end? This poor girl is typical. The whole problem is

u
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summed up in her : she is at once the product and the
cause. We set the ball rolling, others keep it up, and it

runs back to bruise our own shins. I have nothing more
to say. \^He shakes hands with Loches as he conducts him
to the door^ and adds in a lighter tone'\ But if you give a

thought or two to what you have just seen when you are

sitting in the Chamber,we shall not have wasted our time.
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ACT I

Brignach drawing room. An octagonal room^five sides

ofivhich are visible. Rights the door of Brignac's study ^

and beyond it the mantelpiece^ in front ofwhich are arm-
chairs and a marquetry table with seats round it. At the

back the door ofthe bcdtoom.,which.,beingopened^shews the

bed. Left^ the door into the hall, then thatofAimette^s room^
and beyond.^ a large windoiv with a piano ajidmusic stool in

frontofit. In the corners at the back, on both sides,fowers
in stands. Theroomispretty andcomfortable,withoutbeing
luxurious. At the rise of the curtain the stage is empty.
The door, left, opens, and Josephine, the maid, shews in

Madeleine, a woman oftwentyeight.

JOSEPHINE. Madame Brignac must be there. I'll tell

her.

She goes across to the door at the back and disappears.
After a moment Lucie enters. She is twentyfive years old^
andhersimple, biitbecoming, dress contrasts with her elder

sister's exquisite andfashionable appearance.
LUCIE \_going gaily to Madeleine and kissing her\ My

dear, how are you?
MADELEINE. Lucie, sweet !

LUCIE. How ravishing you look !

MADELEINE. One must, to please one's husband. Tell

me—but first, how are the children ?

LUCIE. About as usual.

249
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MADELEINE. I'vc a piece of good news. You know Dr.

Hourtin ?

LUCIE. No, no
;
I don't think so.

MADELEINE. Yes
; you do. The famous Hourtin, you

know. The man they call Providence for nervous diseases.

LUCIE. Oh yes, yes.
MADELEINE. Dr. Bar wanted to have a consultation

with him about your children, didn't he ?

LUCIE. Of course
;
I know.

MADELEINE. I'vc just met him at the Parmillets'.

LUCIE. What, he's at Chartres !

MADELEINE. He's going to see his brother somewhere
or other not far off, and so he came through Chartres to

visit the wonderful cave. Tn the one week since they found
it he must be at least the twentieth man of science to come
and pore over these old prehistoric bones.

LUCIE. But I thought he was a specialist for—
MADELEINE. Yes

;
the skeletons are just a relaxation.

LUCIE. Oh! Well—
MADELEINE. He's a great friend of the Parmillets. So

as T had the chance, I asked him to come here, and he said

he would.
LUCIE. But the children are with their granny in the

country.
MADELEINE. Oh, dear. Couldn't you send for them ?

LUCIE. Yes, certainly. But when is Dr. Hourtin going?
MADELEINE. At five o'clock. He wanted to go to his

brother first.

LUCIE. There'd hardly be time.

MADELEINE. No. Supposc wc wcrc to ask him to come
this evening on his way back ?

LUCIE. Do you think he would ?

MADELEINE. Oh, ycs ;
he's a charming man.

LUCIE. What a piece of luck ! If he could only cure my
poor babies !

MADELEINE. They say he works wonders. And where
is our httle Annette ?
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LTTCIE. Annette is with the Bernins. Tuesday is her

day for going there.

MADELEINE. And your husband ?

LUCIE. My husband? Why, he's at his meeting, of

course.

MADELEINE. What, is it this afternoon?
LUCIE. You naughty woman ! Not even to know the

date of your brother in-Iaw's meeting !

MADELEINE \_making aface\ No. To me, you know, all

these questions
—

birth-rate, repopulation
—ugh !

LUCIE. France has need of it.

MADELEINE. Isupposeso. [y^/rtz/.y^] How is ityou're
not at the meeting?

LUCIE. It's only for working-men.
MADELEINE. M. de Forgeau's constituents?

LUCIE. Yes, but some day they may be Julien's con-

stituents.

MADELEINE. How do you mean ?

LUCIE. Listen. It'sasecret,butIcan'thelptellingyou.
M. de Forgeau has promised Julien to get him adopted by
his committee at the election to the Chamber two months
from now.

MADELEINE. Do you find the idea of being wife of a

deputy fascinating?
LUCIE \_laughing] He didn't ask my opinion. [^Seri-

ous/y'] It seems that if he were in the Chamber, Julien

might look forward to gomg very far.

MADELEINE. It was he who said that ?

LUCIE. He, and M. de Forgeau. You know we're not

rich. My husband's professional income would hardly be

enough to secure the future of our two little girls, even if

one were not, alas, an invalid.

MADELEINE. Aren't you afraid that Julien may be once

again letting his imagination run away with him ?

LUCIE [me/ajic/io/y^ What would be the good of my
trymg to dissuade him ? I must make myself try to share

his illusions—for instance, in the success of his meeting
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this afternoon.

MADELEINE. But what Can he find to say to working-men
about all that ? That they ought to have large famiHes ?

LUCIE. That's it.

MADELEINE. Of coursc, I know nothing about it, but I

should think the best way to encourage them was not to

let the children they have already perish of want.

LUCIE. Just what I tell JuHen. It's the rich who ought
to have children.

MADELEINE. So I think.

LUCIE. You're rich—why haveyou only got one, then?

MADELEINE. That's another question. Don't let's talk

about that. Talk of something cheery.

JOSEPHINE [^entering'] Ifyou please, ma'am, Catherine

is here.

LUCIE. Ask her to come in. [ To Madeleine] It's ever

so long since I've seen nursie.

Josephine shewsin Catherine^aworking-woman offorty^

dressed simply and very neatly in a black cloak andbonnet.

CATHERINE \to Liicie and Madeleine] Good-day,
ma'am. Good-day.

LUCIE and Madeleine \shakinghands] How do you do,

Catherine?
CATHERINE. And your sister, ma'am, how's she ?

LUCIE. Annette ? Your darling's very well.

CATHERINE. That's good to hear. I thought I'djust look

in to say good-day.
LUCIE. I'm glad you came.

CATHERINE. And to ask if you haven't any errands for

me in Paris.

MADELEINE \teasing her good hiiniouredly] Ah ! So
Catherine's off to Paris—quite the lady !

LUCIE. Shall you stay there long ?

CATHERINE. Oh,no. I expect tobeback to-morrow. My
big boy there isn't very well. So I'm going to see him, too.

MADELEINE \inorder to Say Something] This early heat,

no doubt.
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CATHERINE. Maybe. Then you haven't any errands for

me?
LUCIE and MADELEINE. No, no. No, thank you.
CATHERINE. You don't know what I'm going for ?

LUCIE. I have no idea.

CATHERINE. I'm going to see my eldest girl,

MADELEINE. You know where she's living, then ?

CATHERINE. Yes, I've seen someone who met her.

LUCIE. And why didn't she write to you ?

CATHERINE. We'd got angry with one another.
MADELEINE. Ah!
CATHERINE. After she was turned off from the sewing-

place she couldn't get any work. And what must she do
but want money fromme ? As ifwe had so much to spare !

LUCIE. What's she doing now ?

CATHERINE. She's in work again. It seems she's got a

good place.
LUCIE. Come and tell us about her, won't you ?

CATHERINE. Yes, indeed I will.

MADELEINE. And when you're my way come in to see

me, too. I'll have a little packet of things foryour young-
sters.

CATHERINE. Ah, there it is ! My husband won't letme
take anything more from you or Mme. Brignac.

LUCIE. Why?
CATHERINE. Becausc of his politics. He says he's not

going to vote for M. Brignac, so he doesn't want to owe
him anything.

MADELEINE. But why not from me ? I don't ask him to

vote for me !

CATHERINE. That's all one. You see, when you're in

want, it turns a body sulky.
LUCIE. In want ? He's still at the electric works, isn't

he? He makes a good living.
CATHERINE. So he does. If there were just the two of

us, we'd live Hke lords. But it's the little ones, that's what
it is : there are too many of us.
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MADELEINE. Oh, come, come, Catherine !

CATHERINE. Well, ma'am, I ask you. We don't go
spending our money at the theatre—
Brignac enters. He is a dark

^goodlookingfellow offive-

and-thirty^ rather stout^ with a strotig^ vibrating voice^ and
a southern accetit.

BRIGNAC \_toJosephine'] And bring me the biscuits and
the bottle I told you to bring up this morning. The one
with the green seal.

JOSEPHINE. Yes, sir.

BRIGNAC. Aha, Lucie! A kiss, quick! Congratulate me!
LUCIE. It went well ?

BRIGNAC. Splendidly. How are you, Madeleine? Im-

mensely! Ah, Catherine, it's you. How are you?
CATHERINE. I was just going, sir.

BRIGNAC. I didn't see your husband at the meeting.
CATHERINE. He wasn't there, sir.

BRIGNAC. Ah, yes, yes. A regular fire-eater now, isn't

he? Well, I hope his Socialism is profitable.
CATHERINE. Well, we might—
BRIGNAC. Get along better? Ithoughtso. \_Tnachnnged

tone"] Ah, Catherine, I used to know you and your family
when your husband went more to church than to his club.

You had faith then to help you bear up against your trou-

bles ! You put your trust in Providence ! Yes, you brought
up your children according to the Scriptures :

' Consider
the lilies of the field, how they grow. They toil not, nei-

ther do they spin, and yet I say unto you, that even Solo-

mon in all his glory was not arrayed like one of these.'

MADELEINE \_shruggi7ig her shoulders low] Don't,
Julien.

CATHERINE. Goodb3-e, ma'am. Goodbye,sir. {Shegoes

out].
BRIGNAC

\_to Madeleine] What is it ?

MADELEINE. You should have more tact.

LUCIE [interposing] Come now, don't quarrel, you two.

[7b Madeleine] You're not to get cross again. Tell us
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about your meeting.

BRiGNAC. First just to get back my strength!
—

{^he

drinks a glass ofthe wine thatJosephine has brought']. My
meeting? Well, it was a huge success. On the battle-field

Napoleon used to say :

' One night of Paris will make up
for all this.' If he lived now, he'd say: 'Onenight of Paris
—after an address from Brignac !

'

I tell you, I did mag-
nificently. And the audience was by no means only my
friends. I know that, because when I said—when I was

inspired to say
— ' God blesses large families— '

MADELEINE. Someone answered : 'But he doesn't sup-

port them.'

BRIGNAC. Were you there ?

MADELEINE. No, but the retort is so well known that

nowadays people don't allude to blessings from above.

There's too much suffering here below. It looks like a

bad joke.
BRIGNAC. Ah, that spirit of Voltaire ! \_IIe pours out

another glass ofwine] .

LUCIE. Don't you think you've had enough, dear ?

BRIGNAC [holding up the glass] What, of this wine?
From a vineyard that my father planted

—
!

LUCIE. That makes no difference.

BRIGNAC. Have you ever seen me drunk ?

LUCIE. No.
BRIGNAC. Well then! [He drinks] Ah! Pure sunshine.

It brightens my heart to drink it ! M. de Forgeau was
enchanted. Have you told Madeleine that I'm going to

stand?
LUCIE. Everyone knows about it.

BRIGNAC. So much the better. After today, 1 have
reason to think that there's every chance of my being
elected. At last, we'll have done with this narrow life of

a provincial lawyer ! You'll see ! And who knows—be-

tween ourselves, of course—who knows that some day I

shan't have men on the bench coming to beg favors of

the Minister that they used to refuse to the simple law-
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yerl Aha, and why not? Stranger things have happened.
[ Walking about and rubbing his hands\ Ah, there'll be
some who'll cut a queer figure then. \_He ptills himself
iip\ Well, well. In the meantime the essential thing is

the deputation.
LUCIE. Yes.

BRiGNAC. We'reworkingatit. And what could be finer

than to advance one's own interests in the very act of de-

fendmg one's country? That is the best defence of it, to

help m the production of the human race itself, for it

means true morality within and the respect of other
countries from without.

MADELEINE. You didn't forget that in your speech, I

hope ?

BRIGNAC \simpl)'\ No, no
;
that was part ofmy perora-

tion. All Frenchmen ought to do like old Fechain.
LUCIE. Who's he?
BRIGNAC. Old Fechain—he was one of the audience.

You'll see him presently. He came to shake hands with
me after the meeting. He has twelve children—magni-
ficent ! Magnificent, T repeat. I told him to come round
here.

MADELEINE. Whatfor?
BRIGNAC. I don't know, he was soworked up, I wanted

to show him a mark ofmy sympathy. He'll tell you how
it went off; you don't believe me, Madeleine.

MADELEINE. Indeed I do.

BRIGNAC. I saw you smiling. Yes, he'll tell you. \_Jose-

phine brings a cardin'] Dr. Hourtin ? I know that name.
LUCIE. Oh yes, I forgot. It's Dr. Hourtin, the professor

at Paris.

MADELEINE. I'll sce him, and explain.
LUCIE. Yes, do. \_Madeleine goes out'] It's the doctor

we wanted to consult about the children, you know. He
happens to be at Chartres, and Madeleine met him at

some friends'.

Madeleine returns with Dr. Hourtin. He is a man of
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thirtyfive^ with short hairandapointed beard.
HOURTIN \to Madeleine^as they come i?i'] No apology is

needed.
MADELEINE [introducing- hini] My sister, Madame

Brignac; Monsieur Brignac. Professor HourLin. \Greet-
ings\

HOURTIN. I hear that your babies are in the country.
Ifyou hke, I could come in to see them tomorrow on my
way back. But only after dinner, I fear—my train gets
in late.

LUCIE. Of course! We shall be extremely grateful.
MADELEINE \to Lucie'\ I shall arrange to come as soon

as possible to hear what the doctor says.
BRIGNAC. Sit down, won't you ? I'm really delighted.

[Ringing'] Let me offer you a biscuit and a glass of
Alicante.

HOURTIN. No, thank you.
BRIGNAC [speaking first in an undertone to Josephine.,

who answers the bcll'\ Just for the sake ofcompany ! And
so, here you are at Chartres—a stroke ofluck for the town
and for us.

HOURTIN. I was going to see my brother at Chateaudun
and thought that I would visit the town on the way.

BRIGNAC. And see our famous cave—these prehistori c

remains ?

HOURTIN. Anthropology interests me.
BRIGNAC. A thoroughly genuine discovery, too.

HOURTIN. Oh yes, there is no doubt.

LUCIE. I saw a photograph of some of the remains. It

was horrible.

HOURTIN. Don't say that !

LUCIE. I dreamed of it all night. Were they really hu-
man beings ?

HOURTIN. The remains are undoubtedly those of a

household of the stone age. The man's skeleton is intact,
the woman's skull is fractured.

LUCIE. Poor woman ! By a falling rock ?
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HOURTIN. Oh, no. The human fist of that date was
well able to give such a blow.

BRiGNAC. In fact, a little domestic difference ?

HOURTIN \laiighing\ I can't diagnose at such an in-
terval. But it is easy to imagine the man trying to drag
the woman into his den. She refuses. He raises his fist—a blow to stun her, only he hits rather too hard.

LUCIE. How terrible !

HOURTIN. Those were the manners of our ancestor, the
cave man.

BRIGNAC. The world has changed.
MADELEINE. Yes. Since the cave man hypocrisy has

been invented.

HOURTIN. And we can imagine further. A rival springs
on the ravisher, strangles him, and leaves the two corpses
in the midst of the flint weapons and the kitchen utensils
of polished stone.

LUCIE. It's enough to give one a nightmare.
HOURTIN [rismg^ to Lucie\ Forgive me. [7b Brignac]

I should have begun instead of ended by congratulating
you on the success of your meeting.

Josephifie enters with a bottle atidglasses on a tray.
BRIGNAC. You must not go without drinking to it, then.

Aha, I'm not from Chartres ! MontpelHer is my native
town

; close by Montpellier, at least. Palavas—Palavas-
les-Flots. In my part of the country an honest man isn't
afraid of a glass of wine. Alicante, you know !

HOURTIN. No, thank you, really.

'BRiG-^Ac[_filliiighisglass'] I see. You're afraid that my
Alicante comes from the grocer's ? No, no. My dear sir,
I am the son of a wine grower and I can answer for my
cellar, I assure you.

HOURTIN. I only drink water.
BRIGNAC. _Ah ! You belong to that school of doctors to

whom wine is anathema. Let me tell you you're ruining
at one stroke the stomach ofthe north and the purse ofthe
south. Pessimists, that's what you are. It's nothing short
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of treason to slander the good wine of France. Here's to

your health, and to mine, and to France ! \^He drinks].
HOURTiN [^laughing] Allow me to point out that it's

Spanish wine you are drinking.
BRiGNAC \latighing too'] Yes

;
but I only drink this in a

small glass. Look here, I'll prove to you that you're
wrong. My father—you see, I don't need to go far—died

at seventyfive, as strong as an oak. He kept his vines and
his vines kept him. I can promise you he didn't only drink
water. I don't say that now and then—market day and
so on—he didn't get a bit livel}^, a bit too lively, perhaps.
Well, did he suffer for it ? On the contrary, it gave him
strength to support life and made him charitable to other

people's little failings. A good glass ofwine never hurt

anybod_v
—there's my witness you see—and my dear

father didn't drink by the thimbleful, I can tell you. But

nowada3's you think you see drunkards everywhere.
HOURTIN. With good reason.

BRIGNAC. Well, take me. Do I look healthy ? Fit ?

HOURTIN. I don't judge people b}' their looks.

BRiGXAC. Well, then, I am fit. Ask my wife if I've ever
been ill. That's the result of following my father's ex-

ample. Never once ill at thirtyfive. Only, only
—markmy

words—I drink nothing but good wine. You must admit
I'm right, for I've never been—I won't say drunk, but
even ordinarily elevated. No, never. Isn't that so, Lucie?
I'll holdmy own with anyone. I've often won bets about it.

LUCIE. But you know you sometimes have fits of pas-
sion.

BRIGNAC. That has nothing to do with it. That's my
temperament. I'm built nervously.

HOURTIN. Never having been drunk proves nothing.
BRIGNAC. Oh, come !

HouRTi.N. No. There are a large number of men who
drink, perhaps, a glass ofvermouth before lunch, a bottle

ofwine at lunch, and two or three glasses of liqueur after.

The same at dinner, after an absinthe and a glass or two



26o Maternity Act I

of beer in the afternoon. Theywould be much astonished

to learn that they are thoroughly alcoholized.

BRiGNAC. Well, I do all that, and I'm as well as can be.

What is more, as a baby I was very delicate. I couldn't

walk till I was eighteen months old or talk before two

years. And I'm from the south. Ha, ha ! You'U say I'm

making up for lost time ?

HOURTiN [laughing] I shan'ttryto convince you. Time
will do that.

BRIGNAC \_glass ill hand] In oneway I'm of your mind.
I firmly believe that drink is a social evil, and I fight

against it. For poor people, who are underfed and drink

adulterated stuff. That's different. There you're right.
But alcohol is only bad on an empty stomach.

HOURTIN. Poor empty stomachs. But why don't you
preach sobriety to them, instead of inciting them to have
children ?

BRIGNAC. Don't you approve of that ?

HOUSTiN. My own opinion is that the poor and the sick

have too many children and the rich not enough.
BRIGNAC. But— [ToJosephine^whoeniej's^'Whzt isit}

HOURTIN. Then I'll be going. [To Lucie] Till tomorrow.
BRIGNAC \to Josephine\ Shew him in. [7b Hourtin'\

Wait a moment—five minutes—two minutes only. I'll

shew you a workman who has twelve children. Let's see

what you say to that. [To Fechain'] Come in, my friend,

come in.

Enter Fechain, a man offifty ^
dressed in a workman''s

Sunday clothes. Where he stands on coming in he is unable

to see Hourtin.

FECHAIN. Good day, ladies and gentlemen.
LUCIE \to Madeleine^ What a gay old thing !

MADELEINE. Ha, ha !

BRIGNAC. I am glad to see you here in my house and in

the midstof my family, and I congratulate you as a living

example of the fulfilment of duty. Give me your hand.

FECHAIN. Here you are, sir. [They shake hands].
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BRiGNAC. What's your name?
FECHAIN. Fechain.

BRIGNAC. Do 3^ou live at Chartres ?

FECHAIN. Yes, sir, close by, in the valley.
BRIGNAC. What are you by trade ?

FECHAIN. I do a job here and a job there.

BRIGNAC. And you have twelve children ?

FECHAIN. The thirteenth coming, too.

BRIGNAC. What ! My best congratulations.
MADELEINE. Your wife might have some of the con-

gratulations as well.

FECHAIN. Thank you, ma'am. I'll tell herwhat you say.
MADELEINE. Is she in good health ?

FECHAIN. Perfect.

BRIGNAC. That's fine. You're a grand fellow a real ex-

ample of public virtue.

FECHAIN. It's just theWay I'm made, so I can't help it.

\_Laiighingwith stupidvmiity\ Aha, ifonly everyone were
like you or me ! The way you talked, you know ! Why,
number thirteen had to be on the way after that. How
many have you ?

BRIGNAC. Two.

-p'kcYiWiilinakingafacel What! what! Oh, you must
make up for lost time.

MADELEINE \to Liicic^ /ow'] Nasty old beast !

BRIGNAC [« lifile awkwardly'] There, splendid. You're
the right sort. Come and see me again some day. If you
want a recommendation— \^He takes him to the door],

FECHAIN. Thank you kindly.
BRIGNAC. Goodbye.
FECHAIN. If I might make bold, sir, could you lend me

twentyeight francs ? I'm a bit behind with my rent.

BRIGNAC. I'll lay your request before the town autho-

rity and second it warmly, I promise you.
MADELEINE. But perhaps he's in need of it at once. [^To

Fechain] Give me your address and I'U bring you the

money. I shall be glad to paymy respects to that fine wife
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of yours.
FECHAiN. Oh, ma'am

;
but you'd be likely to miss her.

She's often out of the house.

MADELEINE. That doesii't matter. I snail see the child-

ren anyway. Where do you live ?

FECHAIN. You're very kind, but I shouldn't like a lady
like you to come to our sort of place. My landlord'll wait

so long as he knows that M. Brignac is going to help me.
Thank you all the same.

HOURTiN [/o Brig7iac\ Let me say a word to this fellow.

I feel sure I've seen him somewhere. \_Brignac nods. To

Fechain'\ Pardon me—
FECHAIN \starting\ Oh ! Good day, doctor.

HOURTIN. Ah, I thought so. I was sure I knew you. You
were working at the hospital once ?

FECHAIN. Yes, sir.

HOURTIN. Quite so. No; you do notXwo. at Chartres.

FECHAIN \afier a sz'/etzce'] No, sir. I live at Paris. Only
when I see there's to be a meeting like this not far away,
I go to It. I'm a poor man, and then—

HOURTIN. Then you get a loan from the chairman?
FECHAIN. If I can. Sometimes I'm asked to a dinner.

HOURTIN. Is it true you have twelve children ?

VECHAi^ [^smz'/ing'] That? Oh, yes; I've got the proofs.

[^He takes somepapersfrom hispocket] Here are their birth

certificates, all twelve. I always have them about me—
never go without them—so as I can shew them. You can
count them.
HOURTIN \_taking the papers'] Do all your children live

with you ?

FECHAIN. Oh, no. Why there aren't more than seven

left.

HOURTIN. The others are dead ?

FECHAIN. Poor folks can't hope to keep all they have.

HOURTIN. When you had had five, you must have seen

that you couldn't support them ?

FECHAIN. Of course.
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HOURTIN. And you had more all the same ?

FECHAiN. We couldn't have been worse off than we
were. One more or less makes no odds

;
and then, after

seven, things are easier.

HOURTIN. How's that ?

FECHAIN. This way. If you have three or four children,
no one bothers about you, you're like everyone else

;
but

with seven or eight, then they have to help you. Relief

charities, or the authorities, or just people, that's all one.

They daren't say no. If you have ten, then it's first class.

Only you mustn't mind moving. But there, there's no-

thing to be had for nothing, is there ?

HOURTLN. How many of your children are living with

you?
FECHAIN. Two.
HOURTIN. And the other five ?

FECHAIN. The two girls are big enough to do for them-
selves. The other three are in hospital. \^A si7e?ice'\ .

HOURTIN \looking at the papers\ All your children are

not of the same mother, I see.

FECHAIN. No
;
I've been a widower twice. Oh, yes ;

I've had my troubles. This is my third. It's her fourth

she's expecting.
MADELEINE [after a pause, to Lucie'\ A man like that

ought to be shut up.
HOURTIN \_giving him back thepapers\ Thank you.
FECHAIN. Good day, sir. Good day, ladies. \To Brig-

nac\ You couldn't just let me have the money for the rail-

way and my ticket to the meeting? It's only just a trifle.

HOURTIN [giving him some money'] There.
FECHAIN. Thank you kindly, sir. \_Hegoes out].
HOURTIN [taking leave] You see! Children who cannot

be kept ought not to be born. And I would add that those

who are born ought to be properly kept.
BRIGNAC. A pretext that would justify the shirking of

all duty. It's impossible to see ahead like that.

HOURTIN . You don't askmore people to dinner thanyou
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have room for, nor before dinner is ready. It will be time
to think of increasing our population when our housing
and means of livelihood are up to the mark ofour existing
needs.

BRiGNAC. But each new generation is itself a means of

production.
HOURTiN. Certainly. I only ask that the poor should

have few children and the degenerate none. No child

ought to be brought into the world handicapped by ill-

ness or want.

BRIGNAC. And as the result of your precautions our

country would fall in point of population to a fifth or a

tenth rate power.
HOURTIN \_atthe door] History teaches us that not even

military supremacy belongs to the largest nations. M. de

Marigny's reflection, not mine. [_Bowing to the ladies]
TiWiomorro-w. [^ShakingBrignac^s haitd] Andwhen you
have a moment, just consider how society behaves to the

mothers ofwhom it demands children. You'll find that an

entertaining subject
—unless it makesyou cry. Goodbye.

LUCIE
\_shewing him oiit']

Then you will really come to

see my babies ?

HOURTIN. Most certainly, \_Lucie goes out with hint].
MADELEiNE. Well, my dear brother-in-law, what doyou

say to that ?

BRIGNAC {shrugging his shoulders'] Oh, if I had wanted
to answer him—

MADELEINE. Why didn't you ?

BRIGNAC. Surely you can see that I was not going to

annoy a manwhom we want to consult professionally. {A
pause. He looks at his watch. Lucie returns] Well, five

o'clock. I'm oflftotheclub for my game of dominoes. Ta,
ta. You dine here, Madeleine, of course?

MADELEINE. No
;
I Can't. We've some official people to

go to in the evening. But I'll look in for news ofthe chicks.

BRIGNAC. Very well. I'll upset all Dr. Hourtin's theories

for you in five seconds. You wait and see.
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MADELEINE. All right.
BRiGNAC. Goodbye. \_IIe goes otit].

MADELEINE. Annette not back yet ?

LUCIE. She won't be long now.
MADELEINE. Lucic, don't you think perhaps she goes

rather too often to the Bernins ?

LUCIE. Gabrielle's her best friend.

MADELEINE. Hm, yCS.
LUCIE. They're both so keen on music. Besides, the

poorlittledeardoesn't get too much fun. It'sdull for her
here. I can see she feels it, particularly lately. She only
brightens up when she goes to see Gabrielle.

MADELEINE. Yes
;
but that girl has a brother.

LUCIE. Jacques.
MADELEINE. Just SO

; Jacques.
LUCIE. Have you heard people talking about Annette

in connection w4th him ?

MADELEINE. No. Well, then, yes ;
I have. Listen, dear.

We're rather peculiarly placed, aren't we ? Three orphan
girls. I'm married

; twice, though I'm onlytwentyeight,
and you're married, for the first time.

LUCIE. And for the last, I should hope.
MADELEINE \laiighing\ Tut, tut !

L\5CW.\latighingtoo\ Monster!
MADELEINE. Then you took our youngest sister to live

with you. A perfect arrangement, so long as you look
after her as you would after your own girl, or as mother
would have done.

LUCIE. She's eighteen.
MADELEINE. That's just it.

LUCIE. I don't see what danger there is for Annette.
MADELEINE. Nordol. But we're not alone in the world.

As it is, people look astonished—ofcourse it's a silly little

provincial place
—at her going out alone.

LUCIE. Oh, to see Gabrielle, five minutes off!

MADELEINE. I know, I know. Tell me, do you think
that the Bernin boy would be a possible match for An-
nette ?
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LUCIE. I never thought about it. Well, why not ?

MADELEINE. Hm, hm !

LUCIE. He's about the right age. He seems to be a good
fellow.

MADELEINE. Oh, yes.
LUCIE. His family is well enough.
MADELEJNE. And—the money ?

LUCIE. Yes
;
that's true. The Bernins are rich and An-

nette has nothing. Yes
; you're right. She was going to

spend a week with them in the country. I'll find an ex-

cuse for her not going. Perhaps I had better say some-

thing to her about it.

MADELEINE. There's nohurry; butwe must see that no
harm happens to our little pet.

LUCIE. Good heavens ! I should never forgive myself.

Annette^ fair^ eighteen years old^ runs in^ overjlowmg
withJoy.
ANNETTE. What luck ! Madeleine, too ! Here, Joseph-

ine ! \_She throws her hat toJosephine^ who drops it on the

floor"] Oh, stupid ! \_Recovering herself] All right, there.

Don't be cross, Fifine. \_She kissesJosephine and shoves

her oiU'\.

LUCIE. What's the matter?
MADELEINE. Why SO radiant ?

ANNETTE. Yes, I am ! I am ! Oh, I'm. so happy !

LUCIE. Is that why you kissed Josephine ?

ANNETTE. Josephine ! Why, I could have kissed the

passers by in the street !

MADELEINE {laiighing] Our little girl's gone cracked.

ANNETTE. No, no
; only

—
oh, I'm so happy. \^She

bursts into afit ofsobbing].
LUCIE. Annette, what's the matter ?

MADELEINE. Annette!
ANNETTE \through her tears] Oh, I am happy, happy !

LUCIE. She'll make herselfill. Madeleine, call someone.
ANNETTE. No, 110 ; don't worry. Don't say anything.

It's only my nerves. \_Laughing and crying at the same
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time] Oh, I am happy, only

—how silly to cry like that !

But I can't help it. \^She puis herarm roundLucie's neck^
who is kneeling beside her^ and draws Madelevie's head
towards her] Lucie, darling ! Madeleine, dearest ! \_She
kisses them^ then sobs again] How silly ! It's no good ;

I

must. There \she dries her eyes\ there. Now I can tell

you. \With apure look ofdeeply felt happiness'^ I'm going
to be married. M. and Mme. Bernin are coming.

LUCIE. Why?
ANNETTE. Becausc they're going to the country to-

morrow.
MADELEINE. They're going away ?

ANNETTE. Yes
; Jacques has told them.

LUCIE. Jacques?
ANNETTE [z« a sudden rush'] Yes. It all happened like

that, with our music—Gabrielle and me. That was how,
and he guessed everything. He sings tenor— oh, not very
well. Once [_7vith a laugh]

—but I'll tell you later. That
was how it came about

;
and we're to be married soon.

\^Cryingagain^then grai>elypressingLucie to her] I love

him so ! Oh, ifyou only knew ! If he hadn't married me,
it would have been so dreadful. You don't understand ?

MADELEINE \smiling] Perhaps we can guess.
ANNETTE. ShaU I tell you everything, everything from

the beginning?
LUCIE. Yes.

ANNETTE. I should love to tell you. You won't mind ?

MADELEINE. Go On.

ANNETTE. It was like that, when Gabrielle and I were

playing duets. At first I hated him because he always
laughs at everything, but at bottom he's good. Do you
know what he once—

LUCIE. Never mind that. Go on about the music.

ANNETTE. Well, as I was saying, Gabrielle and I used to

play duets. He used to come and listen to us. He stood
behind and turned over the pages. Then once he put his

hand on my shoulder—
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MADELEINE. And you didn't say anything ?

ANNETTE, He had his other hand on Gabrielle's. I

should have looked so idiotic.

LUCIE. Gabrielle's not the same thing.
ANNETTE. Just what Iwas going to say. My heart beat

so hard and I felt my face all scarlet, that I hardly knew
what I was playing. Then another time, when hecouldn't

follow, he bent right over. Oh, but I can't tell you every-

thing, little by little. We love one another, that's all.

MADELEINE. And he has told you that he loves you ?

ANNETTE [^gravefy^ Yes.

LUCIE. And you kept all that from me ! That wasn't

right, Annette.
ANNETTE. Oh, forgive me ;

but it came about so grad-

ually, I could hardly say when it began. I said to myself
that it couldn't be true, and when—when we did tell one
anotherwhat we hadn't ever said, though we knew it our-

selves, then I knew I'd donewrong, only I was so ashamed
that I couldn't tell you about it.

LUCIE [^•^w//>'] But it was wrong, my little pet.
ANNETTE. Oh, don't scold me ! Please, please, don't !

If you knew how I've been feeling
—

oh, how dreadfully

badly ! You didn't notice.

LUCIE. Yes, I did.

MADELEINE. Has he spoken to his parents ?

ANNETTE. Oh, a long time ago.
LUCIE. They consent ?

ANNETTE. They're coming here this afternoon.

MADELEINE. Why didn't they come sooner ?

ANNETTE. Because—Jacques told them you see
;
but

they didn't want it talked about. Theywanted Gabrielle

to get married first. So we agreed that I should seem not

to think theyknew anything about it. Then today I met

Jacques in the street—
LUCIE. In the street !

ANNETTE. Yes. He's given up coming to the music, so

I meet him—
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i.uciE. In the street !

ANNETTE. As a rule, we Only bowto each other; butto-

day, as he passed me he said : 'My parents are going to

your sister's today.' He was quite pale. Don't scold me,

please ! I'm so happy. Do forgive me !

MADELEINE [/o Liicic^ who looks Silently at Annette\

Come, forgive her.

LUCIE {kissing her'\ Oh, yes, I forgive her. So you want
to leave us, bad girl ?

ANNETTE. Yes. I am bad and ungrateful, I know.
LUCIE. Hush, hush ! Nonsense !

MADELEINE. Marriage is a serious thing, Annette. Are

you sure that your characters agree together?
ANNETTE. Oh,yes,yes. Why, we've quarrelled already!
LUCIE. What about ?

ANNETTE. About a book he lent me.
MADELEINE. What book ?

ANNETTE. Anna Karenina. He liked Vronsky better

than Levine. He said such silly things. And he couldn't

understand Anna Karenina kilUng herself—you know—
when she throws herself underneath the train that he's

in. You remember, don't you ?

LUCIE. And then ?

ANNETTE. Then—there's the bell. Perhaps it's them.

Apause. Josephine enters with a card.

LUCIE. Yes.

ANNETTE. Oh, heavens !

LUCIE. Madeleine, take Annette. Go through her room.
MADELEINE. All right.
LUCIE \_ioJosephine'] Shew Madame Bernin in.

ANNETTE [/o Lncie] Don't be long.
Annette goes out with Madeleine. Lucie arranges her-

selfbefore a glass. Josephine shews in Madame Bernin.

LUCIE. How do you do?
MME. BERNIN. How are you ?

LUCIE. Very well, thank you. And you ?

MME. BERNIN. Inecd not askuewsofM. Brignac. I know
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he is busy fighting the good fight.

LUCIE. And M. Bernin?
MME.BERNIN. He'svcry well, thanks. I hopeyour child-

ren—
LUCIE. About the same. But won't you sit down ?

MME. BERNIN. Thank you. What lovely weather !

LUCIE. Yes
;
isn't it ?

MME. BERNIN. I hear there was a large audience at M.

Brignac's meeting.
LUCIE. Yes, indeed.

MME. BERNIN. In spite of the heat.

LUCIE. You are happy to be able to go to the country.
Annette was so delighted to get your kind invitation.

MME. BERNIN. That was precisely my object in calling
here today

—
apart from the pleasure of seeing you—to

talk about that plan of ours.

LUCIE. And about another one, I think ?

MME.BERNIN. Another?
LUCIE. No?
MME.BERNIN. No

;
I don't know what you are referring

to.

LUCIE. Oh, I beg your pardon, then. Please go on.

About Annette?
MME. BERNIN. My daughter has had an invitation to join

our cousins, the Guibals, for some time, andwe absolutely
cannot refuse to send Gabrielle to them. So I came to ask

you to excuse us, as Gabrielle will not be there.

LUCIE. Will you forgive me for being indiscreet ?

MME. BERNIN. I am sure you couldn't be.

LUCIE. I wanted to ask you, is it long since Gabrielle re-

ceived this invitation ?

MME. BERNIN. About a WCck.
LUCIE. Indeed !

MME. BERNIN. Why should that surprise you ?

LUCIE. She said nothing about it to Annette.

MME. BERNIN. She was probably afraid of disappointing
her.
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LUCIE. Only yesterday Annette was telling me ofall the

excursions that your daughter had planned to make with
her. Please, please, tell me the truth. This invitation is

merely an excuse
;
I feel convinced it is. Please tell me.

Annette is only my sister, but I love her as though she

were my child. Think it's her mother who is speaking to

you. I won't try to be clever. I'm not going to stand on

my dignity. This is what has happened. Annette believes

that your son loves her, and when your card was brought
in she imagined that you had come to ask her for him.
Now you know everything that I know, and I beg you to

talk as candidly to me, so that we may avoid as much un-

happiness as possible.
MME. BERMN. You have spoken to me so simply and feel-

ingly that I can't help answering openly
—from the bot-

tom ofmy heart. Yes, then, this invitation to Gabrielle is

only an excuse. We have invented it to prevent Jacques
and Annette from meeting again.

LUCIE. You don't want them to meet again?
MME.BERNiN. No

;
bccause I don't waiit them to marry.

LUCIE. Because Annette is poor?
MME.BERNIN \_hesitates^ theft] Well, sincewe have agreed

to be perfectly candid, that is the reason.

LUCIE. You would not consent to the idea of their mar-

rj'ing?
MME.BERNIN. No.
LUCIE. Is that absolutely final ?

MME. BERNIN. Absolutely final.

LUCIE. Because Annette has no dowry ?

MME. BERNIN. YcS.

LUCIE. But yoursonknewthatshewas poor. It's mon-
strous of him to have made her love him.

MME. BERNIN. If he had acted as you describe, I admit
it would be monstrous. But he had no intention of en-

gaging her affections. Annette was a friend of his sister's.

I am sure he had no idea in meeting her beyond that of

simple good comradeship. Very likely he went on to pay
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her some attention
;
indeed he might well have been at-

tracted by her. Your sweet little Annette, who is the most
innocent of creatures, has fallen more easily and more

deeply, perhaps, in love. Innocence like hers is closely
akin to ignorance. But that my son has more to reproach
himself with ! You can easily see that he has not, because

it was he who told me about it himself.

LUCIE. How long ago ?

MME. BERNiN. Just now. Hetold me that he was in love

with Annette, as she, no doubt, thinks herself with him
;

and, in fact, he begged me to come and ask for her hand.
LUCIE. Only today?
MME. BERNIN. A couplc of hours sincc.

LUCiE. Annette implored him to tell you. He said he
had already done so and that you had given your consent.

MME. BERNIN, NcVCr,
LUCIE. A month ago.
MME. BERNIN. Unti! today he never Said anything to me.
LUCIE. Annette told me so herself !

MME. BERNIN. He never said anything to me.
LUCIE. Do you mean that she lied ?

MME. BERNIN. He never said anything to me.
LUCIE. Do you think her truthful ?

MME. BERNIN. YeS.

LUCIE. Candid, honest ?

MME. BERNIN. YeS.

LUC^iE. Well, then ?

MME. BERNIN. Well, it is possible that he did not tell her
the truth. After all, he's a man.

LUCIE. And in love, men have the right to lie ?

MME. BERNIN. They think so.

LUCIE. And when you told him to give up Annette, he

agreed ?

MME. BERNIN. Yes, he did. He is a sensible, practical

fellow, and he could not help seeing the force of what I

said. He realizes that however hard it may be for him to

break with Annette, it is necessary. I need hardly say he
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feels it keenly, but at these children's age feelings change.

LUCIE. I see. A week hence your son won't think of

her. But she?
MME. BERNiN. She will forget him, too.

LUCIE. I don't know about that. Oh, my poor darling!
If you could have seen her here just now when she came
to tell us ! She cried with joy ! It's not for joy that she'll

cry now. Oh, my God ! \^She breaks into tears'].
MME. BERNIN \_jnoved'] Oh, don't ! Please, please ! I un-

derstand your grief ;
indeed I do. Ah, if it were possible,

how happy it would make me for Annette to marry my
boy. I tell you I have had to stop myself from loving her.

What a contrast to the girl he will have to marry—tire-

some, affected creature.

LUCIE. If what you say is true, aren't you rich enough
to let your son marry a poor girl ?

MME. BERNIN. No
;
we are not so well offas people sup-

pose. And then we must give Gabrielle a dowry.
LUCIE. You'll find her a husband who will want her for

herself.

MME. BERNIN. Even if we did, which I doubt, I would
not desire a man like that for her, because he would be
blind to the realities of the situation. Gabrielle has not
been brought up to poverty, but to a life of luxurious sur-

roundings.
LUCIE. Give your children an equal amount, then.
MME. BERNIN. All that we can give Gabrielle will not be

too much. Life is hard, and becomes a harder struggle
everyday. Young men tend to ask more with their wives,
because they know the power of money in the keen com-

petition of modern existence.

LUCIE. Oh, yes; they know it! Their creed is to have

enjoyment as soon as possible, without making the least

sacrifice for it, and a fig for gentleness or emotion I

MME. BERNIN. You may be right. I want Gabrielle to be
rich because riches will attract more bidders for her hand,
so that she will have more choice.
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LUCIE. You have to speak ofit even like a business trans-

action.

MME. BERNiN. Consequently there will be little or no-

thing for Jacques.
LUCIE. People who have no money work.

MME. BERNIN. He was not brought up to work.

LUCIE. Then he ought to have been.

MME. BERNIN. The professions are already overstocked.

Do you propose that he should become a clerk at two hun-

dred francs a month ? He and his wife wouldn't be able to

keep a servant.

LUCIE. There are clerks who get more than that.

MME. BERNIN. Even if he got five hundred, would that

enable him to keep up his social position? Of course it

would not. He would owe his inferiority to his wife, and

would soon begin to reproach her with it. And have you

thought about their children? They would have just

enough to send their son to the primary school and make
their daughter a post office clerk. Even for that they would

be terribly pinched.
LUCIE. Yes.

MME. BERNIN. You sce I'm right. I can't say I'm proud
to confess so much, but what arewe to do? Life is ordered

by things as they are, not like a novel. We live in a shrewd,

vain, selfish world.

LUCIE. You despise it and yet sacrifice everything to it.

MME. BERNIN. I know that everybody's happiness prac-

tically depends on the consideration he has in it. Only
exceptional people can disregard social conventions, and

Jacques is not an exception.
LUCIE. If Iwere you, I don't think I should be proud of

it. If he were ahttle more than commonplace, his love

would give him strength to stand up against the jeers of

the crowd.
MME. BERNIN. His lovc ! Lovc passcs, poverty stays ;

you know the proverb. Beauty fades
;
want grows.

LUCIE. But you yourself
—you and your husband are
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the living proofthat one can marry poor and make money!
Everyone knows how your husband began as a small

clerk, then started in a small business of his own, then

won success. Ifthat spells happiness, you and he must be

happy.
MME.BERNiN. No; we have not been happy, becausewe

have used ourselves up with hunting for happiness. We
meant to 'get there'; we have 'got there,' but at what a

price! Oh, I know the road to fortune. At first miserable,

sordid economy, passionate greed ;
then the fierce strug-

gle of trickery and deceit, always fllattering your custom-

ers, always living in terror offailure. Tears, lies, en\'y, con-

tempt. Suffering for yourselfand for ever^'one round you.
I've been through it, and a bitter experience it was. We're
determined that our children shan't. Our children ! We
have had only two, but we meant to have only one. That
extra one meant double toil and hardship. Instead ofbeing
a husband and wife helping one another, we have been two
business partners, watching each other like enemies, per-

petually quarrelling, even on our very pillow, over our ex-

penditure or our mistakes. Finally we succeeded
;
and

now we can't enjoy our wealth becausewe don'tknowhow
to use it, and because our later years are poisoned by mem-
ories of the hateful past of suffering and rancor. No

;
I

shall never expose my children to that struggle. I only
stood it to preserve them from it. Good bye.

LUCIE. Good bye.
Madame Bcrnin goes out. After a moment Lucie goes

slowly to Annette^s door andopens it.

ANNETTE [cominii in'] You've been crying ! It's because
I'm going away, ien't it ? There's nothing to prevent us,

is there ? [ With risingemotion] Lucie, tell me there's no-

thing !

LUCIE. You love him so much ?

ANNETTE. If we were not to be married, I should die.

LUCIE. No; you wouldn't. Have all the little girlswho
said that died ?
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ANNETTE. But there is nothing to prevent us, is there?

LUCIE. No, no.

ANNETTE. Andwhen is it to be ? Did you talk of that?

LUCIE. My dear, m}' dear, what a state you're in i You

really must be less nervous.

ANNETTE [restraining herself 'I Yes, sweet, yes ;
I'm a

little crazy.
LUCIE. I think j'ou are.

ANNETTE. Tell me, then, everjlhing. How did she

begin ?

LUCIE. Are you in such a hurry to leave me? You don't

love me any more ?

ANNETTE \_graveh'] Oh, if I hadn't got you, what would
become of me? \_A silence']. But you're not telling me
anything. There must be something. You're keeping the

truth from me. If there wasn't something, you'd say there

wasn't—you wouldn't tr}- to put me off—you'd tell me
just what Madame Bernin said.

LUCIE. Well, then, there is something.
ANNETTE \breaki7ig into tears'] Oh, heavens !

LUCIE. You're both very young. You must wait. Aj'ear,

perhaps longer.
ANNETTE \_cryiiig] Wait ! A year !

LUCIE. Come, come, you must not be so uncontrolled,
Annette. You'U make me displeased with you. Wh}-, you
are barely nineteen. If you wait to be married till you are

twenty, there'll be no great harm.
ANNETTE. It isn't possible.
LUCIE. Not possible? [ With alonglook other] Annette,

you frighten me. If it were not you— [ With tender grav-

ity] I can't have been wrong to trust you ?

ANNETTE. No, no. What can you be thinking of? I pro-
mise you—

LUCIE. What is it, then ?

ANNETTE. Well, I've been foolish enough to tellsome of

my friends that I was engaged.
LUCIE. Before telling me about it ?
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ANNETTE \_coiifused'\ Don't ask me any more questions.

Please, please don't !

LUCIE. Indeed, I must scold you. You deserve it. You
have hurt me verymuch by not letting me know what was
going on. I could never have believed thatyou would keep
me so in the dark, whoever had said it of you. I thought
you were too fond of me. I was wrong. We see each other

every day, all the time, and you could still hide from me
what was in your heart. It was very, very wrong of you.
Not only because I am your elder sister, but because I am
in mother's place towards you. And then, ifonly that, be-

cause I am your friend. A little more, and I should have
heard ofyour engagement from strangers. Well, my dear,

you've made a bad choice, and now you'll need all your
courage. These people aren't worth your tears. I'm going
to tell you everj^thing. They don't want you, my poor
dear

; you're too poor for them.
ANNETTE [^Staring] They don't want me ! They don't

want me ! But he—Jacques—he knows they don't ?

LUCIE. Yes
;
he knows.

ANNETTE. He'll do what they say, ifthey tell him to give
me up?

LUCIE. Yes.

ANNETTE \_madlY'\ I must see him. I'll write to him. I

must see him ! If they don't want me, I've nothing but to

kill myself !

LUCIE [ forcing Annette to look at her'] Look at me, An-
nette. \_Stlence. Then in the same grave^ tender voice^
Have you not a secret to trust me with ?

ANNETTE \_disengaging herself'\ Don't ask me anything
\yery low'\ or I shall die of shame at your feet.

Lucieforces her to sit down at her side and takes her in

her arms.
LUCIE. Come, come here, in my arms. So. Put your

head on my shoulder, as you used when you were tiny.
Tell me, what is it ? [ Quite low'\ My sweet, my little dar-

ling, are you terribly, terribly unhappy ? Speak out, from
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your heart, as you would to our poor mother.

ANNETTE [very lowy in tears ofshame'] Oh, mother, ifyou
knew what your little girl had done !

'LViCiv.^almostmirsing he7''\ Tell me; whisper, quite low,
in my ear. [ She rises and breaks loose

^
then hides herface

in her hands']. Oh, you, Annette, you !

ANNETTE \_on hcr knees ^her arms stretchedoni] Forgive
me! Forgive me! Mydear one, forgive me! Oh, I deserve

it all, everything you can say ; but, oh, I am so unhappy!
LUCIE. You, Annette, you !

ANNETTE. Forgive me ! Do you want me to be sorry I

didn't kill myself without telling you ? Forgive me !

LUCIE {raising her] My dear, my dear ! You've suffered

too much not to be forgiven.



ACT II

The same scene. EveniJig. Electric light.

LUCIE. Novvyouknow. I sent foryou as soon as possible.
MADELEINE \_who is ill evening dress^ There is only one

thing to do. Tell your husband everything and make him
go to the Bernins.

LUCIE. My God !

MADELEINE. The doctor is a long time with him. I ab-

solutely must go to this party.
LUCIE. Yes, go. But you'll come back ?

MADELEINE. As soonaslcan. Don'tdespair. Poorhttle
Annette !

LUCIE. Do you think— ?

MADELEINE. Good bye for the moment. Don't move.
Madelei?ie goes ont^ and the servant is seen giving her

her cloak. Liicie^ alone., walks restlessly to andfro. As she
comes to the door ofBrignac^s study, she stops to listen.

LUCIE [_alond, to herself '\
How loud the doctor's speak-

ing. One would think they had quarrelled.
Freshpause. Thestudy door opens. Enter Hourtin and

Brignac.
BRiGNAC. I can assure you, Dr. Hourtin, that I have

reached years of discretion.

HOURTIN. It was my duty, sir, to speak to you as I have
done.

BRIGNAC {shewing him to the door., drily'] I am obliged
to you.

279
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HOURTiN. I havesomething else to say to Madame Brig-
nac.

BRiGNAC. About me?
HOURTIN. About herselfand the children; but ifyou ob-

ject
—

BRIGNAC. I hardly imagine it is indispensable.
LUCIE. What is it ? Dr. Hourtin, I beg you will tell me

what you think I ought to know.
BRIGXAC. I haven't time to waste over this subject. Ire-

peat I am exceedingly busy, and I have to make a speech
this evening. You must excuse my leaving you. Good
bye.

Hourtin bows. Brignac goes out, slamming the door of
his study.

LUCIE. I trust you wiU forgive my husband ifhe has an-

noyed you,
HOURTIN. A doctor cannot be annoyed at thesymptoms

ofa disease. I would nomorebeindignantat M.Brignac's
temper than bear malice against him for having fever in

an attack of pneumonia.
LUCIE. You wanted to speak to him. Is there something

about the children ?

HOURTIN. Ifyou see that the children are treated as your
own doctor and I have prescribed in our consultation, I

am confident that their condition will improve. But I have

something more to say to you yourself. Not long ago I was
called in to a married couple, one ofwhom was a victim to

morphia and refused to give up the use ofthe poison. The
children of the marriage were degenerate, and there was

every reason to think that should others be born they
would be even less healthy than the first. I had to inform
the other parent concerned of the facts, in order, if pos-

sible, to discover some means of cure. Towards you I have
the same duty. With the difference that here the poison
IS alcohol instead of morphia, the cases are identical. Like

my other patient, M. Brignac refused to listen to me ;
and

although hisobstinac3'is due to his poisoned condition, I
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confess I was unable, in spite of a physician's philosophy,
to see without irritation the way in which he is rushing
to ruin, intellectual and physical. Now your nerves are

strong. I was unwilling to go away without speaking to

you.
LUCIE. My children?
HOURTiN. Your children are suffering from a nervous

complaint which was born with them.
LUCIE. As the result, you mean, of their father's intem-

perance ? Our own doctor and another besides have al-

ready told me the same thing.
HOURTIN. They should have begun by telling M. Brig-

nac.

LUCIE. They did.

HOURTIN. Well?
LUCIE. He Ustened no more to them than he did to you.
HOURTIN. Is he not fond of the children ?

LUCIE. In his own way he is. But hewill neverchange
his way of living

HOURTIN. So much the worse for him.
LUCIE. He did try once. He was incapable ofwork and

became sad, weak, restless.

HOURTIN. Like a morphinomaniac deprived ofhis drug.
LUCIE. To his mind the experiment was decisive. He

simply cannot study a brief or speak in court without the

help ofhis usual stimulant. He thinks it does him no harm.
HOURTIN. He has only to look at the children.
LUCIE. What he says is that at their age he had nervous

convulsions, and that now he is perfectly well.

HOURTIN. Precisely. He received from his father a leg-

acy that he has transmitted to them in a graver degree.
His father drank, but his life was the healthy, active, open
air lite of a peasant, and his power of resistance greater
because he probably did not inherit a morbid tendency.
Your husband's life is sedentary and feverish. Moreover,
he does inherit the tendency. You tell me that he had
convulsions in infancy; yesterday he said he was a back-



282 Maternity Act IT

ward child. These are symptoms just as much as his

desire for drink and his irritability. He had a taint at

birth that he has increased. His children suffer from a

cumulative degeneracy. The grandfather drank, the son
suffers from alcoholism, the children are nervous invalids.

LUCIE. Horrible.

HOURTiN. You must use all your influence with your
husband to cure him.

LUCIE. He won't listen to me.
HOURTIN. You must insist. You must make him see his

duty as a father.

LUCIE. It would be so useless that I shall not even try.
HOURTIN [m?;/^] Then I have only one further piece

of advice for you both : don't have any more children.

LUCIE. No more children ?

HOURTIN. No.
LUCIE. Why not ?

HOURTIN. Because it is to be feared that any you might
now have would be more diseased than the first.

LUCIE. Is that certain ?

HOURTIN. In medicine there are no certainties
; only

probabilities. The chances are, perhaps, five to one that

I am right. Would you venture to give any creature so

doubtful an existence ?

LUCIE. I ! No, indeed. Most likely you have said as

much to my husband. Won't he believe you ?

HOURTIN. You must make him realize that the respon-

sibility of having a child, great as it always is, becomes ter-

rible when, so far from its being born into normal circum-

stances, it runs the risk of going into the world worse

equipped than usual. To give birth to a child doomed to

unhappiness or likely to be an invalid or incapable of

growing up is like crippling someone. It is as much a

crime as robbery or murder. Children ought to be delib-

erately and soberly brought into the world by parents

healthy enough to give them health and of sufficient

means to ensure their complete development. You must
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forgive me. When I get on this subject I hardlyknow how
to stop. But really there is so much unavoidable misery
and distress that we ought not to add to the sum of gen-
eral suffering for which there is no remedy.

Enter Madeleine. She wears an opera cloakanda man-
tilla over her evening dress. During thefollowing scene

Josephine helps her offwith her things.
MADELEINE. Howdo you do, Dr. Hourtin ? I'm so glad

to find you still here. I've only just been able to get away
from the party. I had to go. There's nothing serious the

matter with the children, I hope ?

HOURTIN. Nothing serious. With the care of a mother
like theirs, I have every confidence. Now I was just going.
Good bye.

MADELEINE. Good bye. Thank you.
LUCIE. I'm extremely grateful to you, Dr. Hourtin.
HOURTIN. Don't mention it. Good bye, good bye. \_He

goes ojit'].

LUCIE. Oh, Madeleine !

MADELEINE. What is it ?

LUCIE. Do you knowwhy the children are ill ? Because
of Julien's intemperance.

MADELEINE. My poor darling ! But you knew that be-

fore. Our doctor said so
;
and when they went to Paris

with me, the man there said the same.

LUCIE. I tried to make myself believe it wasn't true.

MADELEINE. And Annette ?

LUCIE. Has anything fresh happened ?

MADELEINE. Yes
;
the Bernins have announced Jacques'

engagement to his cousin. They want to put an end to the

business. People were talking of the engagement this

evening.
LUCIE. Ah! And they're still going away this evening.
MADELEINE. At ten o'clock. How does she take it ?

LUCIE. She is in her room, waiting as though she ex-

pected something. She said just now she knew the Ber-
nins would not go this evening. What can she hope ?
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MADELEINE. We must tell her about the engagement.
She mustn't be left to hear of it from strangers.

LUCIE. No, no.

MADELEINE. And your husband ?

LUCIE. He's working in there. There's to be a political

meeting, a smoking concert or something, after the din-

ner at the Prefecture to-night. He heard at the last mo-
ment that he was expected to speak, on the budget of the

Department, I think. I don't know exactly. Anyway, he's

there.

MADELEINE. Fetch Annette, then.

LUCIE. Yes. [^She goes out. A short silence. Then she

calls outside'] Madeleine ! Madeleine !

MADELEINE [runtmig to the door] What is it ?

LUCIE \_retiiriiing'] She isn't there.

MADELEINE. Where is she ?

LUCIE. Gone ! She's left a note. She's gone to look for

him. Quick! Your carriage is here. Go and find her.

Help her !

MADELEINE. GoUC !

LUCIE. Yes. Quick ! Go !

Madeleine goes out. Enter Brignac.
BRiGNAC. What is all this noise about ?

LUCIE. Julien, I've something very serious tosay to you.
A disaster has fallen on us.

BRIGNAC. The children !

LUCIE. No
;
it's about Annette.

BRIGNAC. Is she ill?

LUCIE. Not ill, but in cruel, horrible grief.

BRIGNAC. Grief at her age ! A love affair, eh ? She's

been jilted ?

LUCIE. That's it.

BRIGNAC. Whew! I breathe again. You frightened me.
Not so very serious.

LUCIE. Yes; it is. My dear, you must listen with all your
heart and ^\'ith all your mind—and be kind.

BRIGNAC. But what's the matter?
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LUCIE. Annette has fallen in love with a scoundrelwho

has deceived her. The poor child committed the mistake

of trusting him completely. He promised to marry her

and took advantage other innocence to seduce her. [Low^
Understand me, Juhen: she is going to have a baby in six

months.
BRiGNAC. Annette?
LUCIE. Annette.

BRIGNAC. Impossible. It's—
LUCIE. It was she who confessed to me. She is sure of it.

BRIGNAC [^after a silcnce\ Who's the man ?

LUCIE. Jacques Bernin.

BRIGNAC. Jacques Bernin !

LUCIE. Yes.

BRIGNAC \_ftiriotis\ Here's a fine piece of business ! Ha,
at the moment of my election, too ! Magnificent ! Oh,
she's done me to rights, your sister has ! All's up with me
now. We may as well pack our trunks and be off.

LUCIE. You exaggerate.
BRIGNAC. Do I ? I tellyou ifshe had been caught stealing—
stealing, do you hear?—it wouldn't have been worse.

Even that would have compromised me less—thrown me
less absolutely out of the running.

LUCIE. Leave that till later. Now the thing is to save

her. You'll go tomorrow morning, won't you, Julien, and

find this fellow? Make him seewhat an abominable crime

it would be for him to desert our poor little girl.

BRIGNAC. Much youknowhim, M.Jacques Bernin. But
I do! He'll laugh in my face. His one idea is to get on in

the world. Why, he was talking of his engagement to

Mademoiselle Dormance two months ago and chortling
over her shekels. Good lord, what a man for your sister

to hit upon !

LUCIE. But you won't abandon her?

BRIGNAC. Yes ;
I'm in a nice place. Who'd have thought

it ? So this is the thanks I get for all I've done for her!

LUCIE. Don't fly into a rage!
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BRIGNAC. Her ! her ! A child brought up in the strict-

est principles, brought up at home here by you and me,
not allowed to read novels or go to the theatre! She hasn't

even the excuse ofhaving been to a boardingschool. Why,
sometimes we could hardly help laughing at her ignor-
ance of life.

LUCIE. Perhaps if shehad been less ignorant, shewould
have run less risk.

BRIGNAC [breaking out] That's right ! Now it's all my
fault !

LUCIE. Don't get into a passion !

BRIGNAC. Ishalliflhke! And I think there'ssome rea-

son, too! Annette!
LUCIE. Annette is only a victim.

BRIGNAC \_sIioittiiig~\
A victim ! I tell you there's only

one victim here! Only one! And do yovi know who?
LUCIE. You, I suppose.
BRIGNAC. Yes; it is. Look here. Can't you see thejokes

that will be made about me, the ironical congratulations—me, the apostle of repopulation ? Ha, they'll say that it

I don't give an example myself, my family does!

LUCIE. Julien, Julien, please !

BRIGNAC. Just when I thought I had done with veget-

ating as a provincial lawyer, when my patience and ability
had got me accepted as candidate!

LUCIE. You might not have been elected.

BRIGNAC. I should have been! Even if it were not me,
our side would win. Once in the Chamber, I should have
done with this wretched obscure existence.

LUCIE. And then ?

BRIGNAC. Then ? A deputy gets any amount of work,
and wins his cases, too! Judges listen very differently to

a man who any day may become Minister of Justice. It

means something to them. And now this catastrophe! I

tell you that here, at Chartres, it spells ruin.

LUCIE. How you exaggerate! Who's to know.?

BRIGNAC. Who's to know? Next Sunday every person



Act II Maternity 287
in the town'U be talking of it. And my political oppo-
nents, do you think they '11 scruple? Not only them either.

M.deForgeauand hiscommittee won't give the electors

the chance to turn me down. Within a week I shall be

shewn the door. You see ! It'll be lucky if no one insinu-

ates that I seduced the girl myself!
LUCIE. Oh 1

BRiGNAC. This is a provincial town! This is Chartres!

LUCIE. So when an unhappy woman is seduced by a

scoundrel, her shame, if shame there
is,

falls on her whole

family! Is that the system you uphold?
BRIGNAC. Society must defend itself against immoral-

ity. Without the guarantee of social punishment, there

would soon be hardly any except illegitimate children.

LUCIE. If anyone is guilty, two are. Why do you only
punish the mother?

BRIGNAC. How should I know? Because it's easier.

LUCIE. But you can't sit still and do nothing. You must
do something! You're the head of the family.

BRIGNAC. Something! Something! What? The only
logical thing I know is to take a pistol

—
LUCIE. Julien !

BRIGNAC. And go coolly and put a bullet through the
man's head. No? A crime, is it? Ah, ifwe lived in an age
with a little more guts ! [^As ifto himself^ No ;

I'm not
sure it's not my duty to go and do justice myself.

LUCIE. Julien, you're not dreaming of that!

BRIGNAC. And why not ?

LUCIE. Think of the scandal, and then—
BRIGNAC. And then I should Idc tried for murder? Well,

do you think I'm afraid of that ? What then? I should
defend myself, and I can tell you not many people have
heard such a speech as I should make ! Think ofthe effect

on the jury! I should be acquitted, and the public would
cheer till the court had to be cleared. \_Apaiise\. He's in

luck's way, the brute, that I've too much respect for hu-
man life. If I weren't a bit old fashioned—ha, so much



288 Maternity Act II

for him. \_A p(mse~\. No, no; the weak point in these folk

is their pocket. That's what I'll go for. That's it. We'll

bring an action, an action for the seduction of an infant.

LUCIE. Publish her shame like that!

BRIGNAC. He'll have his share of it. I'll make him sing
another tune, so I will. We'll ask twenty, fifty, a hundred
thousand francs damages! It'll be a dowry for Annette.

Yes
;
we can do that, an ordinary civil action, or else, if

we like, prosecute him criminally. I could shew you the

law about it
;
it's all in the reports. And besides, the way

I'll conduct the case, the papers will boom it sky high.
LUCIE. You can't surely want to have the papers talk-

ing about us, printing poor Annette's story, discussing
her honor?

BRIGNAC. Reflecting on me, too. If only we weren't

related 1

LUCIE. We should be just as much dishonored.

BRiGXAC. If you hadn't made me take Annette to live

with us when your parents died, none of this would have

happened.
LUCIE. It was you who suggested it to me!
BRIGNAC. I know I did. All the stupid things I've done

in my life—not that there have been many—come from

my having too good a heart. All people from the South

have; we can't think twice before doing a kindness. So
much the more reason why you should have looked after

her carefully.
LUCIE. Oh, it's too much ! When you yourselfwanted

her to make friends with the Bernins!

BRIGNAC. Because I hoped that old Bernin would be

useful to us!

LUCIE. You always kept urging Annette to go to them.
BRIGNAC. So it's all my fault, is it ?

LUCIE. I don't say that, but I must shew you that I'm

not so culpable as you make out. What are we going to

do?
BRIGNAC. In any case Annette can't stay here.
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LUCIE. Good heavens, where can she go? Madeleine

can't have her. Perhaps our old nurse, Catherine—
BRiGNAC. If she went to Madeleine or Catherine, it

would be exactly as if we kept her here. The important
thing is that no one should know anything about it. She
must go to Paris, to some big town, till the birth of her
child.

LUCIE. It's not possible.
BRIGNAC. The only thing not possible is to let it be

known, to keep her at Chartres. Can't you imaginewhat
it would be like for her if we did ? Think of her going to

a concert or to Mass when her condition became evident!

She wouldn't be able to go out of the house without be-

ing exposed to insult and insolence. And the way our

acquaintances would look at her ! Why, it would be pur-
gatory.

LUCIE. And everyone will welcome M.Jacques Bernin.
BRIGNAC. Of course they will. And when the child is

born, what then? I'm not •

thinking of the expense: for-

tunately for her she has us to fall back on, so she wouldn't
starve. Suppose she put the baby out to nurse? After-

wards she'd have to keep it with her— imagine what peo-
ple would say! She might pay for it to be brought up
elsewhere, but that's only a way ofdeserting it. She would
never be able to marry. AH her life she would be a pariah.
No

;
the only thing is to send her away.

LUCIE. Send her away—where to?
BRIGNAC. How should I know? We'll find some place.

There are places for that at Paris. Yes; I remember now,
special places. We'll pay whatever is necessary. Estab-
lishments where you're not required to give your name
at all. The difficulty will be to find a plausible reason of

Annette's absence. However, we'll find one.

LUCIE. And the child ?

BRIGNAC. The child ? She can do what she likes with
that. You don't suppose I'll have it back here with her,
do you ?
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LUCIE. Then that's what you're proposing to do?

BRiGNAC. That's what we must do.

LUCIE. How does one get into these places you were

speaking of?

BRIGNAC. I don't know exactly. I'll find out. Don't

worry. If necessary, I'll go to Paris and take the proper

steps. Of course without saying that it's to do with any-
one I know.

LUCIE. Of course.

BRIGNAC. Of course.

LUCIE \_risingand touching htm on the shoulder as she

passes'] You are a fine fellow.

BRIGNAC \jnodesily'\ Oh, come
; only a little thought

was wanted.
LUCIE. I think you have no conscience at all.

BRIGNAC. What do you mean ? You speak as if I were

a monster,

LUCIE. Nothing but respect for public opinion.
BRIGNAC. Respect for public opinion is one form of

conscience.

LUCIE. The conscience of people who haven't got any!
BRIGNAC. Anyway, one can't do anything else.

LUCIE. Can't you imagine what my poor darling's life

would be like if we did what you said? Turned out of

here—
BRIGNAC. No, no

;
not turned out.

LUCIE. Sent away unwillingly, if you like, coming to

this place, suddenly thrust into contact with all the sad-

ness and the misery and the vice of Paris ! Think of her

waiting all those months, in the midst of the women

there, while a poor little creature is growing into 1 ife that

she knows beforehand is condemned to all the risks and

cruelty suffered by children whom their mothers aban-

don! And when she is torn with the torturing pain that

I know so well, at that moment of martyrdom when a

woman feels death hovering over her bed and watching

jealously for mother and child, when the full horror ofthe
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sacred mystery she has accomplished is on her, then
she'll only have strangers round her ! And if her poor
eyes look round, like a victim's, perhaps for the last time,
for a friendly glance, if she feels for a hand to press, she
will only see round her bed unknown men performing a

duty and women carrying on their trade. And then ?

Then she must resist her highest instincts, stifle the cry
of love that consoles all women for what they have gone
through, and say she doesn't want her child—look aside,
and say :

' Take him away ! I don't want to see him.'
That's the price forwhich she will be pardoned the crime
of someone else ! That's your justice ! Justice ! Social

hypocrisy rather
—that's what you stand up for. Nothing

but that. And that's why, if Annette stayed to bring up
her child here, she would be an object of reproach; where-
as, if she is confined secretly in Paris and gets rid of the

baby, nobody will say anything. Let's be frank about it.

If she had a lover, but no child, she would be let off. It

isn't immorality that's condemned, but having children!

You cry out for a higher birth rate, and at the same time

you say to women :

' No children without marriage, and
no marriage without a dowry.* Well, so long as you don't

change that, all your circulars and your speeches will

only succeed in arousing laughter of pity and of rage !

BRIGNAC. Well, is it my fault ?

LUCIE. No
;
it's not your fault. It's the fault of all of

us, ofour prejudice, our silly vanity, our hypocrisy. But

you stand up for it all and justify it. You have the typi-
cal window dressing, middle class virtues. You publicly
preach the repopulation of France, and then find it in

your conscience to get rid of a child whose only fault is

that its parents had it without first going through a stu-

pid ceremony, and without the whole town being told

that Monsieur X and Mademoiselle Y were going to bed

together! l^Apausel. Go and make your speech. Go and
defend the morals of society. That's about what you're
worth.
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Enter Madeleine.

MADELEINE. She's not come back?
LUCIE. No. Haven't you seen her ?

MADELEINE. No.
BRiGNAC. Since you take it Uke that, then, you will

kindly find another home than my house for your sister

from now onwards.
LUCIE. Ah, yes; say it outright! You long to get rid of

her!

BRIGNAC \_talkmgall the time while he goes into his study
and comes back with his portfolio^ hat., and coat'] I'm off.

It's too much! Yes; I'm off! And for my part, 1 refuse to

be the victim of your sister's pranks!
LUCIE \_to herself ] Wretch ! wretch !

BRIGNAC. Do what you like, but I won't have that sort

of thing here. \_Hcgoes oiit\
MADELEINE. I don't know which way she went nor

where she is.

LUCIE. You've been to the Bernins?

MADELEINE. They were dining out.

LUCIE. Did they leave the town by an afternoon train?

MADELEINE. I don't know.
LUCIE. Oh, I'm afraid.

MADELEINE. Annette must have known where they
were dining, because I got to their door before she had
time to get there herself.

LUCIE. You should have gone to the station.

MADELEINE. I made up my mind to, but then I saw that

I shouldn't have time betore the train went. So I thought
she must have come back.

LUCIE. Here she is! Thank God!
Enter Catherine and Annette.

CATHERINE. IwiU! IwiUtell! Soas they may stop you
trying again.

Annette., her teeth clenched., her eyes fixed., shrugs her

shoulders. Throughout the ensuing scene no tear comes to

her eyes.
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MADELEINE. In heaveii's name what has happened ?

LUCIE. You're here, you're here! \^She tries to take An-
nette in her arms'].
ANNETTE. Let me go ! Let me go ! [5^^ picks up her

hatand coat., which she has thrown on to a chair
^
and sits

down^ hardand reticent'^ .

LUCIE. What is the matter ? What have you done ?

ANNETTE [z'« a broken voice'] I wanted to put an end to

myself. Catherine stopped me.
LUCIE. To kill—
MADELEINE. Annette!
LUCIE. And us, had you forgotten us ?

ANNETTE. My death would have brought less trouble
on you than my life will.

MADELEINE. Catherine, what has happened ?

CATHERINE. I was getting out of the train. I saw her
start to throw herself under the wheels.

MADELEINE and LUCIE \_terrified] Oh !

ANNETTE. You'U be sorry one day you stopped me.
CATHERINE. You hear her ! That's the way she's been

going on aswe came back, all the time she was telling me
her story.

LUCIE. Swear you'll never try again, Annette.
ANNETTE. How Can I tell ?

MADELEINE. Wasshealone?
CATHERINE. No. When I saw her, she seemed to be

having a dispute with M. Bernin's family. I stopped to

watch. Then M. Jacques got into the train and Annette
stood there crying ;

and just as the train went away, she

gave a cry and ran to try and throw herself under the

wheels. I caught her by her dress and brought her away ;

and I wouldn't leave her till I knew she was back here
and I had told you what she'd done.

ANNETTE. All right. Don't let's speak about it. I tried

to kill myselfand I failed. If they saw me, no doubt they
shrugged their shoulders.

MADELEINE. You went to Wait for them at the train ?
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ANNETTE. No. I knew where Jacques was dining
—at

a restaurant—a farewell party. His parents were having
dinner at the station. I went to the restaurant and asked

for him, like a girl off the streets. I could hear his friends

laughing and joking from where I was, when the waiter

took my message.
LUCIE. Did he come?
ANNETTE. Ycs. He told me afterwards he thought it

was some woman from a cafe chantant who sent for him.

Oh!
MADELEINE. And when he saw that it was you ?

ANNETTE. He took me into the street, so that I shouldn't

be recognized. That's where we had our talk. The pass-

ers-by laughed and made horrible jokes.
MADELEINE. And then you told him ?

ANNETTE. YeS.

LUCIE. Well?
ANNETTE. You Couldn't guess what he answered: that

it wasn't true.

LUCIE. Oh !

ANNETTE [still tearlessl}"] Then he lost his temper and
said he saw through my game ;

that I wanted to force

him to marry me because he was rich. Much he spared me !

I tried to put my arms round him: he threatened to call

the police. Then I cried, I implored him—I asked him to

come with me tomorrow to a doctor to prove I wasn't ly-

ing. He answered quite coldly that, even if it was true,

there was nothing to prove that it was him. Ah, you can't

believe it, can you? It's too much! I couldn't have, un-

less I had heard it with my own ears
;
and how I could

without dying I don't know. You don't know what depths
of shame and cowardice I sunk to. Then he looked at his

watch, saying he only had time to catch the train. He
said good bye and dashed off to the station. I had to half

run to keep up, crying, and begging him not to desert

me—for the sake ofhis child,ofmy happiness, my love, my
very life ! Horrible ! Horrible ! Loathsome ! And how
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ridiculous ! I had him by the arm. I couldn't believe

thatvfz^ the end. At the entrance to the station he said,

brutally:
* Let me go, will you ?

'

I said :

' You shan't go.'
Then he rushed to the train and got into the carriage,

nearly crushing my fingers in the door, and hid behind
his mother; and she threatened, too, to have me arrested.

Gabrielle sat there, lookingwhite, and pretending not to

notice and not to know me. Catherine's told you the rest.

A silence.

LUCIE. You must swear, Annette, never to think again
of suicide.

ANNETTE. I Couldn't swear sincerely.
MADELEINE. You must be brave, now that you know

what life is, brutally as it has been revealed to you. Al-

most all the women you think happy have gone through
an inner catastrophe. They make themselves forget it

because their very tears give out. Suffering is reticent,
and they conceal theirs. But there are few women whose
lives have not been broken, few who don't carry within

them the corpse of the woman they would have wished
to be.

ANNETTE. You Say that to console me. I don't believe

it.

MADELEINE. It's the truth
;
and I've learnt it by expe-

rience.

ANNETTE. I'm tired of life. I feel as if I were a hundred.
LUCIE. Keep up your heart. We won't desert you.
ANNETTE. What can you do ? I shall be turned away

from here.

LUCIE. If you are, I'll go with you.
ANNETTE. And your children ?

LUCIE. I'll take them, too.

ANNETTE. He'll fetch them back. Besides, what should
we live on ?

LUCIE. Ah !

ANNETTE. You sce. You Can't do anything either,

Madeleine, for all your love. Your husband wouldn't let
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you take me in. Nor you either, Catherine. You couldn't

afford to. Well, then?
CATHERINE. Eh ! eh !

Fresh silence.

ANNETTE. What a terrible thing life is!

MADELEINE. For all women.
ANNETTE. Not for anyone as much as for me.

MADELEINE. You think so, and that's why you think of

dying. Well, I'm ahve. You see me laughing now and

then. If you only knew!
CATHERINE. And vvhat about about me, Annette ?

ANNETTE. You have your children to console you.
CATHERINE. It's they that make it hard for me.

ANNETTE. For Other women it's a refuge to have child-

ren. What will it be for me ?

MADELEINE. You think that I am happy, Annette?
ANNETTE. You have a husband who loves you, you're

rich, you can afford to dress beautifully, you go every-

where, and everyone wants to have you. That's some

happiness, isn't it?

MADELEINE. That's all you see. If you only knew what

you don't see !

CATHERINE. Do you think being a mother has made
me happy ?

ANNETTE. I know you'rc poor. You have to work, to

work hard, to bring up your children
;
but you can look

the world in the face and love them.
CATHERINE. Ifyoukncw!
MADELEINE. Thenyou must know! EvenLuciedoesn't

know what I'm going to say. You think I'm happy be-

cause the money my godmother left me enabled me to

marry the man of my choice, a man who was well off.

Listen, then. My husband married me because I was

good looking. He wanted a son. I gave him one, but my
child cost me his love. You can't be a wife and a mother

at the same time. I lost my elegant figure, I was ill, I

suffered the woes that woman's flesh is heir to and—he
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left me for another woman! Don't be too quick to con-

demn worldly women who shrink from motherhood, An-
nette. Man's baseness is such that they must often choose

between their husbands and their children. And if some
choose their husband, let those who have never loved

throw the first stone at them! 1 felt that if I nursed my
baby I should lose my husband for good, and to win him
back I put my child out to nurse. He died, Annette; and
I have the agony of thinking that if I had kept him with

me he would be alive. Do you understand ? It's as if I

had killed him. Now I don't mean to have another child.

I lead a worldly life, laughing, dining out, going to par-

ties, because that's what my husband wants, and that's

how he loves me. I shall have a lonely old age. My arms
are empty—mine, whosejoy would have been to rock my
children to sleep in them—and I'm ashamed ofwhat I'm

doing. I despise myself. You'd think I'd paid enough for

my husband's love, wouldn't you? Oh, no. He's gone to

Paris, ostensibly on business, really to another woman.
I know it. I pretend not to know because I'm afraid of

forcing him to choose between her and me. That's my
life, Annette. Many women whom you think happy live

like that.

ANNETTE. Poor Madeleine !

LUCIE. And I. One of my little girls is an invalid, the

other is ailing. Perhaps she'll die.

CATHERINE. Two of mine died of want.

MADELEINE. I don't want to have another child for fear

that my husband would leave me altogether. A divorce,

if I got one, would leave me a kind of half-widow and

make my girl an orphan.
CATHERINE. If I had any more, it would only mean

taking away food from those who haven't enough as it is.

LUCIE. I'm guilty enough already. Two children of

suffering owe their existence to me.
MADELEINE. Thinkofmy torture! I adore my husband:

when he comes back I long to feel myself in his arms
and I dread the consequences.
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CATHERINE. Mine will leave me if I have another. And
then what would become of me, all alone with all my
children ?

LUCIE. Your children who are grown up will support
you, Catherine.

CATHERINE. Those whoare grown up! Grown up! I've

just been hearing about them. Edmond is in hospital,
ruined for life by going into what they call

'

a dangerous
trade' because he couldn't get work in any other. There
are too many workmen. My daughter, she's on the streets.

l^Sobbmg'] Oh, it's too much ! There's too much misery
in the world !

MADELEINE. Yes, there's too much misery!
ANNETTE. And I thought I was the most miserable!

LUCIE. There's too much unhappiness!
CATHERINE. The children of poor folk are unhappy, all

of them, all.

ANNETTE. The child of an unmarried woman, too, is

born only to suffering.
LUCIE. Childrenwho are born sickly or ill ought not to

be born at all.

CATHERINE. You scc, Annette, we must bear it. God's

given us eyes ;
it's to cry with,

ANNETTE. To Cry with!

Thefour women cry silently. Catherine is in Madeleine''s

arms. Lucie has her head oti Annette's lap.
CATHERINE \jnaking ready to leave'] Please to forgive

me.
MADELEINE. We have the same troubles.

ANNETTE. Ycs
;
wc have the same troubles.

CATHERINE. Yes
;
whether one's rich or poor, when

one's a woman—
Annette kisses Catherifie. Catherine goes out.

MADELEINE. I must go, too. Your husband will be

coming back.

LUCIE
\_to herself terrified] My husband coming back—

coming back !
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ANNETTE. I won't See him. Madeleine, you're alone

;

take me with you!
MADELEINE. Yes.You Can come tomorrow, Lucie. We'll

talk then.

LUCIE. Yes. [ Sicddeitly'] Here he is. Go out that way.
She pushes them out through Annette^s room. After a

moment Brignac comes
171.,flushedand happy.

BRiGNAC. What, still up ! Aha, my dear, I'm going to

be elected 1 Absolutely certain, I tell you. Here, I've

brought you a bunch of roses.

LUCIE {without listelling] Thank you. So you're going
to turn Annette out ?

BRIGNAC. I'm not turning her out. I simply ask her to

go somewhere else.

LUCIE. I shall go with her.

BRIGNAC. You're going to leave me ?

LUCIE. Yes.

BRIGNAC. You don't love me any more, then ?

LUCIE. No.
BRIGNAC. Ha. Another story beginning. Since when?
LUCIE. I've never loved you.
BRIGNAC. All the same you married me.

LUCIE. I didn't love j'ou.

BRIGNAC. This is nice news. Go on.

LUCIE. You're only another victim of the morals you
were championing just now.

BRIGNAC. I don't know what you mean.

LUCIE. When you asked me to marry you I was tired

of waiting in poverty for the man I could have loved. I

didn't want to become an old maid. I took you, but I

knew you came to me because the girls with money
wouldn't have you. You were on the shelf, too. I made

up my mind to try and love you loyally.

BRIGNAC. Well, then ?

LUCIE. The first time I was going to have a child you
left me for other women. Since then I have only put up
with you. I was too cowardly not to. You may as well
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know it. I wanted my first child; the others I've had only
because you made me. Each time you left me—I was so

ugly! Yes
; ugly through you ! You left me at home, alone,

dreary, repulsive, to come back from the arms of some

prostitute, full of hypocritical solicitude for my health!

After the fatigue of nursing I begged for a rest, to have
a breathing space, so that I might have some life of my
own

;
andwhen I demanded only to have children at my

own wish, you laughed like a self-satisfied fool. Oh, your
fatuous pride, your base egoism, your utter want of

thought for the future of your children and the life of

your wife ! So you forced on me the labor and the agony
and the danger of having another child. What did it

matter to you? It flattered your vanity to make merry
with your friends and give yourself the airs of a fine fel-

low. Idiot !

BRiGNAC. I've had enough of this. You're my wife!

LUCIE. I won't be your wife any more. I won't have

any more children.

BRIGNAC. Pray why ?

LUCIE. Didn't Dr. Hourtin tell you anything ?

BRIGNAC. Yes. All right. I'll do what he said. There,
does that content you? Come to bed.

LUCIE. No.
BRIGNAC. You haven't looked at my roses. Come, isn't

he a loving husband, your little Julien ?

LUCIE. Leave me alone. You're drunk.

BRIGNAC. You know I'm not. Come and give me a kiss!

LUCIE. You stink of alcohol. Let me go.
BRIGNAC [&w] I want you. \_IIe kisses her\
LUCIE [tearing herselfaway] Faugh ! \_She wipes her

mouthfuriousIvl.

BRIGNAC. Enough of that, do you hear? \_He seizes

her brutally']. That's enough.
LUCIE. You hurt me! Let me go.
BRIGNAC. Be kind now. How well you look when your

temper's up! Pretty pet. Mustn't be naughty. Come.
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LUCIE. I won't.

BRiGNAC. Then I'll make you! \_They struggle^ with

low cries^panting\
LUCIE \_at the end ofher strength'] I can't ! I can't !

He puts her on a chair; then goes to open the door ofthe

bedroom and turns on the electric light. The bed is seen^ a
vision ofwhite sheets. Brignac comes to his wife.

LUCIE [madwith terror"] The cave man ! The cave man !

He seizes her. She gives a cry andfaints. He carries

her towards the bedroom.
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The Cour d^Assises. Only two of the four sides of the

hall are visible. Thefootlights nearly correspond with a
line drawn diagonally across it. To the left and infront is

the seat of the Ministry of State. Further back., to the
left.,

the Court.

Facing the audience., successively
.^

are seated counsel.,

above them the defendants and., lastly^ the gendarmes. In
the middle., infrontofa tableplacedfor exhibits in the case.,

the witness stand.

To the right three orfour benches for the accotnmodation

ofthe audience^ but only a smallpart is visible. The jury.,
ivhich is unseen., is supposed to occupy the place of the

prompter's box.

There arepresent the Advocate General., the President

ofthe Court and his assessors, counsel for the defence and
his learned friends. In the dock are Madame Thomas.,
Marie Gaubert., Tupin {Catherine''s husband)., Lucie.,

guarded by gendarmes. Among the public Madame d''A-

mergueux., Brignac, the clerk.

At the rise ofthe curtain Madame Thomas is standing
in the dock.

PRESIDENT [^authoritatively., to counselfor the defence\
Maitre Verdier,this is not the moment for you to address

the Court. And I take this occasion to warn you: I tell

you plainly I will use all the authority in my power to

prevent you from attempting to set up a theory of justi-

fication, as I see you are about to do, for the crimes with
which the defendants are charged.

302
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COUNSEL FOR THE DEFENCE. You are mistaken, Presi-

dent. I have no intention of the sort. On the contrary,
I declare pubHcly that in my eyes abortion is a crime be-

cause it destroys the existence of a creature virtually in

being. To allow it would infallibly lead to allowing infant-

icide. But what I shall try to shew is that by not permit-
ting aflfiliation, and by not respecting all motherhood,
however it is caused, Society has lost the right to con-
demn a crime rendered excusable by the hypocrisy of

its morals and the indifference of the law.

PRESIDENT. This is not the moment for your speech.
The defendant Thomas: we shall now pass to the second

part of your examination. \_He hicnts in his notes
^ says a

word or two in an undertone to the assessor on his right^
then to Madame Thomas'] So you admit the abominable
crimes with which you are charged ?

MME. THOMAS. I must admit them, as you have the

proofs.
PRESIDENT. And you feel no remorse for the lives of

human beings you have destroyed from the sole motive
of gain! The jury will appreciate your attitude.

COUNSEL. Except that you have spared them the

trouble!

PRESIDENT. Maitre Verdier, I cannot hear you now.

\_To Madame Thomas] You have crippled the work of

nature, you have offended against the principle of life,

and you never said to yourself that among the beings

you stifled before their birth might be one destined to

benefit humanity by his greatness. Did you? Well?
MME. THOMAS. No.
PRESIDENT. You did not say so. Very well.

MME. THOMAS. If I had thought about that, I should
have perhaps said that there was as much chance—more,
perhaps

—that he might be a thief or a murderer.
PRESIDENT. Indeed! I will not argue with you; I am

not going to give you thechance to expound your crim-

inal ideas here.
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MME. THOMAS. My counscl will do it better than me.
PRESIDENT. We'll see about that.

COUNSEL [with a smile'] It might, perhaps, be well for

you. President, not to contemn in advance the rights of

the defence.

PRESIDENT [irritated'] Maitre Verdier, you have no

right to address me! And you will be good enough to

moderate your expressions. I regret to say that from the

opening of this case you have adopted an attitude that

you can, perhaps, carry off at Paris, but that I shall cer-

tainly not countenance here. Pray take notice of that.

COUNSEL. At the Paris bar—
PRESIDENT. I cannot hear you now.
COUNSEL. At the Paris—
PRESIDENT. I cannot hear you now! Kindly be seated.

MME. d'amergueux [amoitg thepublic, to Jur neighbor^
M. de Forgeau] What an excellent judge M. Calvon is.

He is todinewithustomorrow: I shall congratulate him.

M. DE FORGEAU. A judge of the old stamp.
MME. d'amergueux. He recognizes us. Did you see

him give a little nod? [She directs her smiles at the Presi-

dent],
M. de FORGEAU. Yes. Hush.
PRESIDENT. Marie Gaubert, stand up. [A thin little

woman rises to her feet']. Your name is Marie Gaubert.

How old are you?
SCHOOLMISTRESS. Twcntyseven.
PRESIDENT. Profession?

SCHOOLMISTRESS. Schoolmistress.

PRESIDENT. Do you admit the facts with which you are

charged?
SCHOOLMISTRESS. YcS.

PRESIDENT. What have you to say in your defence?

SCHOOLMISTRESS. I didn't think I was doing wrong.
PRESIDENT. Your levity astounds me. You are a school-

mistress, and you do not understand that the sacred mis-

sion entrusted to you of preparing men and women for
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the glory and responsibility of the future entails on you
the duty of giving an example yourself! It is your busi-

ness to conduct the course of elementary instruction in

civic morality, and this is how you practise it! Have you
nothing to answer? According to my notes you under-
took the nursing of your two children yourself. Do you
love them?

SCHOOLMISTRESS. It was just because I loved them.
PRESIDENT. But you decided that two were enough.

You made up your mind to limit the work of the Al-

mighty.
SCHOOLMISTRESS. I should have asked nothing better

than to have four or five children.

PRESIDENT. Indeed! Then let me tell you that you did

not take the best means to arrive at that result. \He
laughs and looks at Ins assessor on the rights then at

Madame d''Amergueux. She signals her congratulations
to hint].

SCHOOLMISTRESS. You have to be able to feed your
children.

PRESIDENT. Ah, there! No! At a pinch I could under-

stand that excuse—a very bad one—being employed in

the case of other women
;
but not in yours, who enjoy the

incomparable advantage of being protected by the State.

You are never out of work.

SCHOOLMISTRESS. I earn eightythree francs a month.

My husband, who is a teacher, too, gets as much. That
makes a hundred and sixtysix francs a month to live on
and bring up two children. When there were four of us,

we could almost do it; with five it would have been im-

possible.
PRESIDENT. You omit to say that during your confine-

ment you have the right to a month's leave with full

salary.
SCHOOLMISTRESS. That used to be true. President. It

is so no longer. A departmental circular of 1900 informed

us that the funds were insufficient for more than half sal-
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aries to be paid, as a rule, at such times. To obtain the

whole salary, a detailed report from the inspector is re-

quired, and you must petition for it.

PRESIDENT. Then why not petition?
SCHOOLMISTRESS. It's hard to seem likea beggar simply

because you have feelings.
PRESIDENT. Proud, are you?
SCHOOLMISTRESS. There's no law against that.

PRESIDENT. So that is why you went to the defendant

Thomas?
SCHOOLMISTRESS. Yes, sir. My husband and I arranged

our little finances so: the evening our salaries were paid
we used to divide the money into different parts and put
them by ;

so much for rent, so much for food, so much for

clothmg. We just managed to get along by calculating

carefully, and more than once having to cut down ex-

penses that seemed inevitable. The prospect of a third

child upset everything. It made our existence impossible.
We should have all gone hungry. And then the inspec-
tors and the head mistresses don't like you to have many
children, especially ifyou nurse them yourself. The last

time I was nursing I was made to hide myself
—I only had

ten mmutes durmg the break at ten o'clock and again at

two; and when my mother brought the baby, I had to

take him into a dark closet.

PRESIDENT. That has nothing to do with it.

COUNSEL. Yes, President, it has. It ought to be known
how the State, which preaches the increase of the popu-
lation, treats its servants when they have children.

presidentI fu7-wus/ y] I can't hear you now! \_To the

schoolmistress] You haven't anything more to say?
SCHOOLMISTRESS. No, sir.

PRESIDENT. Sit down.
mme.d'amergueux. I think AI. Calvon lets their coun-

sel talk too much.
m. de forgeau. He's rather afraid of him.

PRESIDENT. Tupin, stand up.
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TUPIN [a man ofmean andwretched appeara7ice~\ After

you, Calvon.

PRESIDENT. What's that?

TUPIN. I said, 'After you, Calvon.' That's your name,
isn't it?

PRESIDENT. I warn you I shall not stand the least in-

solence from you.
TUPIN. I said, 'After you, Calvon,' just as you said,

' Stand up Tupin.' If that's insolence, I didn't begin it.

PRESIDENT. I will have you removed. Stand up.
TUPIN. All right. It'll let me stretch my legs a bit.

PRESIDENT. Your profession?
TUPIN. Electrician.

PRESIDENT. You Were once. It's a long time since you
worked regularly.

TUPIN. There's no work to be had.

PRESIDENT. Because you look for it at the wineshop.
The police give the worst account of you.

TUPIN. I am not surprised they don't like me: I never
liked them. \_Laiighter'\.

PRESIDENT. Silence there: or I shall have the court
cleared. [To Tupiii\ The name of your wife has been
found among the papers of the defendant Thomas.
Catherine Tupin, maiden name Bidois. Where is Cath-
erine Tupin? Stand up. Very well, sit down again. [7b
Tupin'] You tried to conceal your wife from the police.

TUPIN. I didn't think they were good company for her.

PRESIDENT \_pretending not to hear'] You then gave
yourself up on your own confession that it was you who
took her to this abominable woman's house.

TUPIN. You speak like a book.
PRESIDENT. You persisted in the confession of your

guilt. Did you want to go to prison?
TUPIN. Why, that's an idea! You get fed and sheltered

there anyway.
PRESIDENT. The prison conditions are certainly better

than those you are accustomed to.

2A
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TUPiN. Now you're talking.
PRESIDENT. When you were arrested you were com-

pletely destitute. The remains of your furniture had been

sold, and you were on the eve of finding yourself with-

out a roof over your head. Doubtless you will blame So-

ciety, too. Your insubordinate character leads you to

frequent Socialist clubs; and when you do not affect, as

you do now, a cynical carelessness in your speech, you
are used to repeat the empty phrases you have learnt

from the propagandist pamphlets that poison the minds

of the working classes. But we know you. If you are a

victim, it is to your own vices. You are a hardened

drinker.

TUPIN. Lately, that's true.

PRESIDENT. You admit it. Extraordinary!
TUPIN. What's that prove?
PRESIDENT. Your eldest daughter is known to the

police of Paris as a prostitute. One of your sons has been

sentenced to a year's imprisonment for theft. Is that

true?

TUPIN. Possibly.
PRESIDENT. A Httle less proud now? That's right. Well,

now, you took your wife to this woman. Why?
TUPIN. Because I thought it was enough to have

brought seven wretched creatures into the world.

PRESIDENT. If you had continued to be the honest and

industrious workman you were once, you might have

had another child without its necessarily growing up
wretched.

TUPIN. No, sir. Not with five. It's impossible.
PRESIDENT. I don't understand.

TUPIN. I say that a working man's family, however

much they work and economize, can't support itself

when there are five children.

PRESIDENT. If that is true, there are—and it is to the

credit of the Society that you despise
—there are, I say,

numerous charitable organizations which are, so to speak.
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on the watch for the victims of misfortune and make it a

point of honor to leave none without succor.

TUPiN [^excited/}'] Oh, and that seems all right to you,
that a working man, who hasn't any vice and does his

duty, which is to work and—we're told, too
—have plenty

ofchildren, it seems all right to you that that should sim-

ply lead to beggary.
PRESIDENT. Yes, yes; I recognize the wineshop orator.

So you say that a household can't exist with five children.

Thank God, there is more than one in that condition

which goes neither to ask for charity nor to an abortionist.

MME. TUPIN. You're wrong.
TUPIN. Shall I prove that you're wrong?
PRESIDENT. That doesn't seem to me to have much to

do with the case.

MME. TUPIN. Yes, it has.

TUPIN. Pardon me. If Iprove it, people willunderstand
how I came to do what I did.

PRESIDENT. Very well. But be short.

TUPIN. I'vegiven my counsel my accounts for a month.
Let him read it to you.

PRESIDENT. Very well.
[
T/ie counsel rises].

COUNSEL. Here it is.

PRESIDENT. You are not Tupin's counsel.

COUNSEL. No, President, but my learned friends have
done me the honor—for which I thank them—to con-

fide to me the task of dealing in my speech with the case

as a whole, reserving to themselves to deal with particular

aspects of it as they relate to their clients.

PRESIDENT. I will hear you now solely for the purpose
of reading these accounts. But this is not the time for you
to address the court. You understand: I will hear the ac-

counts and nothing more?
COUNSEL. Certainly, President. [^He reads'] The daily

nourishment offive children consists ofa four-pound loaf,

soup of vegetables and dripping, and a stew which costs

ninety centimes. Total, 3?. 75c. This is the expenditure
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of the father: Return ticket for tram, 30c. Tobacco, 15c.

Dinner, if. 25c. The rent is 30of. Clothing for the whole

family, and boots: sixteen pairs of boots for the children

at 4f. 50c. each, four for the parents at 8f. : total again, 3oof.
Total for the year: 2,6oof. The expenditure then must
be set down at 2,6oof. Tupin, who is an exceptional
workman, earned i6of. a month, that is to say, 2,ioof, a

year. There is therefore an annual deficit of 50of. As I

have promised, I will not add a word. \_He sits dowti].
MME. d'amergueux [/o her husbmid] He might well

have saved the three sous a day for tobacco.

COUNSEL. Does the Court wish tohavethispaperput in?

PRESIDENT. There is no object in that. [7b Ticpvi] I

will not quarrel with your figures: I accept them. But I

repeat : there are charitable institutions.

TUPIN. And I repeat that I don't want to beg.
PRESIDENT. You prefer to commit what is almost in-

fanticide? A man whose daughter is on the streets and
whose son is a thief can accept charity without degrada-
tion.

TUPIN [^exczied^ They weren't then. If they've fallen

to that, it's because with so many other children besides, I

couldn't look after my son as rich people look after theirs,

and because my daughter was seduced and abandoned—
because she was hungry! No, but you must have a heart

of stone to bring that up against me!
PRESIDENT. And it's not your fault either that you've

become a drunkard?
TUPIN. I'll tell you. You know the proverb: 'When

there's no hay in the manger— .' Well, when the pinch
came at home, I and my wife began to quarrel over each

new baby. Each of us accused the other of having made

things worse for the first ones. Well, I'll cut it short. If

I went to the wineshop, why, it's warm there, and you
don't hear the brats crying and their mother complain-

ing. And the drink helps you to forget, so it does, to

forget!
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MME. TUPiN. It's good to forget, so it is!

TUPIN. It's my fault if you like, but that's how we got
poorer and poorer.

PRESIDENT. And when you had your last child, didn't

that serve as a lesson to you?
TUPIN. The last one didn't cost anything.
PRESIDENT [adsent/y'] Ah!
TUPIN. He came into the world deformed and sickly.

He was conceived in misery, in want—his mother was
worn out.

PRESIDENT. And his father a drunkard!
TUPIN. Ifyou like. Well, he came badly into the world—he could never have been anything but a cripple. But

he didn't want for anything! They took him in at the

hospital and begged me to let him stay there.

MME. TUPIN. He was a curiosity for the doctors.

TUPIN. They looked after him, I tell you. They didn't

leave him for a minute. He was made to live in spite of

himself, so to speak. The other children, who were strong,

they let them perish of want. With half the care and
the money that was spent on the sickly one they might
have made fine fellows of all the rest.

PRESIDENT. Then that is why you made away with the
next?

TUPIN. For all the good he'd have had in the world,
if he could, he'd say, thank you.

PRESIDENT. You ought not to have had him.

TURIN. That's true. But we poor folk, we don't know
the dodges rich people have so as only to have the chil-

dren they want, and take their fun all the same: worse
luck!

PRESIDENT. Ifeveryone was ofyour opinion our country
would be in a bad way. But your country, doubtless, is

nothing to you?
TUPIN. I've heard say: 'A man's country is where he

is well off.' I'm badly offeverywhere.
PRESIDENT. And you are equally lost to any interest in

humanity.
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TUPiN. If humanity can't get on without a set of wret-

ches like me, let it go smash!
PRESIDENT. Well, the jury can estimate your sense of

morality. You may sit down.

Night has come. The ushers bring lamps.
MME. d'amergueux. I shouldn't like to meet that man

of an evening in a lonely place.
M. de forgeau. Nor I. Now for Madame Brignac

—
that was. My dear lady, what a dreadful thing!

MME. d'amergueux. Dreadful!

PRESIDENT. We have now only to examine the facts

concerning -Lucie and Annette Jarras. \To the defenda?it

Thomas'\ Stand up. This girl, Annette Jarras, was your
victim W hat have you to say?
MME. THOMAS. Nothing.
PRESIDENT. You don't trouble yourself about it? Well,

we know your heart is not easy to move.
MME. THOMAS. If I told you that I was led to do what I

did by pity, you wouldn't believe me.
PRESIDENT. Probably not. Butyoucan try to makeus

believe. The defendant has the right to say whatever he
thinks fit—always under the control of the court, of

course.

MME. THOMAS. It's not worth while.

PRESIDENT. Yes,yes;goon. Thejury is listening toyou.
MME. THOMAS [o« a sigtifrom her counsel'\ A girl came

to me one day. She was a servant. Her master had had
her. I refused to do what she asked me: she went away
and threw herself into the water. Another, whom I

wouldn't help, was tried here for infanticide. So, since

then, when others have come to me, I have agreed; I

have prevented more than one suicide and more than one
crime.

PRESIDENT. So it was from pity, out ofcharity that you
acted. The prosecution will reply that you never forgot
to exact heavy payment.

MME. THOMAS. And you, aren't you paid for condemn-

ing others?
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PRESIDENT. Thosewhom you condemned to death and
executed yourself, were innocent.

MME.THOMAS. Youprosecute me; but the surgeonswho

guarantee steriHty get decorated!

PRESIDENT. You forget this young girl who died as the

result ofyour action, Annette Jarras. She was eighteen,
in the full enjoyment of health; now she is in the grave.

\^Lticie breaks into sobs] Look at her sister by your side;

listen to her crying. Ask hernow ifshe does not curse you.
MME.THOMAS. She would bless me if I had succeeded.

PRESIDENT [/oZz^cz>] Defendant Luciejarras, stand up.
M. DE FORGEAU \Jo his neighbor'] Brignac must think

himself lucky to have got his divorce.

MME. d'amergueux. Speak lower; he's behind us. lam

against divorce, but in this case—
president. You have heard the defendant Thomas.

What have you to say?
LUCIE [through her sobs] Nothing. Nothing. \^She

sinks back upon her bench'].

president. Do you admit— ?

LUCIE. Yes, yes; I admit everything. I've told you so

already.
president. You did not want your child to come into

the world?

LUCIE. I didn't want it to.

president. Why?
LUCIE. Out of pity for him. 1 knew what sort of a life

he would have, and I risked my own to save him from it.

I acted like a good mother.
president. What you say is simply monstrous. [6V-

lence]. You, now, have not the excuse of poverty. Your
child would not have suffered from want.

LUCIE. He would have suffered from disease, and that

is as bad as want.

president. No theories, please. Only facts.

LUCIE. Yes; facts, nothing but facts. You can see the

theory of it for yourself. I had two children, two little
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girls. One is a deaf mute, the other had convulsions.
She is dead now. The doctors told me that that was due
to the alcoholized condition ofmy husband, whose father

had been in the same state.

PRESIDENT. Most unfortunate.
LUCIE. Be pleased to let me speak!
PRESIDENT. Very good. I will answer you.
LUCIE. One of the doctors is famous—Dr. Hourtin.
PRESIDENT. A specialist who sees alcoholism every-

where!
LUCIE [more vigorously'] Those doctors told me that if

my husband did not change his mode of life, any further
children I had by him would, perhaps, be worse than the

first, nervous degenerates. The very evening that Pro-
fessor Hourtin came to see me, my husband came back,

from some festivity in a state ofexcitement— \_She stops'].

PRESIDENT. Well? Is that all?

LUCIE. No; I'll have the courage to say everything. I

have nothing to lose now.
PRESIDENT. Please take note that it is not I who make

you go on.

LUCIE. No
; you would probably prefer if I didn't.

[Controlling her voice] During the day something had

happened—something serious—that revealed to me all

the hideousness of his moral character. I determined no

longer to be his wife. He came in, gay with drinking. In

spite of my prayers and resistance, my cries of hatred and

disgust, he chose that evening to exercise his rights
—his

rights! He took me by force; he outraged me.
PRESIDENT. He was your husband?

. LUCIE. Yes.

PRESIDENT. Then—
LUCIE. Of course. The next morning Heft his house.
PRESIDENT [starting] M. Brignac is not in question.
LUCIE. I bring him in question!
PRESIDENT. I shall not allow you to bring charges

against persons unconnected with the case.
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LUCIE. He ought to be in my place.
PRESIDENT. His name does not figure in the indict-

ment.
LUCIE. Because your justice doesn't want to put res-

ponsibility on the right shoulders!

PRESIDENT. I forbid you to speak like that of M. Brig-
nac.

COUNSEL. Pardon me, President.

PRESIDENT. I cannot hear you now.
COUNSEL. That is why I ask to be heard.

PRESIDENT. What do you want?
COUNSEL. M. Brignac is called as a witness.

PRESIDENT. We have already heard him.
COUNSEL. Allow me to remind you of the terms ofAr-

ticle 319 of the Criminal Code, which authorizes me to

say against him as well as against his evidence whatever

may help the defence.

PRESIDENT. And let me remind you of Article 3-1 1 in

the same Code, which enjoins you to express yourself
with moderation.

COUNSEL. I ask you, President, kindly to recall M.

Brignac to the bar. I have a question to put to him

through you.
PRESIDENT [after consulting with his assessors'} Usher,

ask M. Brignac kindly to come here.

BRIGNAC [comingforward to the bar"] Here, President,

PRESIDENT. What is your question, Maitre Verdier?

COUNSEL. M. Brignac has heard all that has just been
said?

BRIGNAC. Yes.

COUNSEL. Then I beg M. Brignac to review all the fac-

tors in his memory. I make a supreme appeal to his con-

science, and I beg you, President, to put this question to

M. Brignac: does iM. Brignac not recognize himself as

morally responsible for the crime imputed to Madame
Lucie Jarras, his divorced wife?

PRESIDENT. I shall not put the question. Is that all?
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COUNSEL. For the moment, yes.

PRESIDENT [/o Brigtiac] You may return to your place,

Deputy. But since the defence, with an assumption of

excessive Uberty, appears desirous of incriminating you,
the Court may, perhaps, be permitted to express to you
here the high esteem in which it personally holds you.

\_He half risesjroni hischair^ bowing to Brignac].
BRIGNAC. I thank you. President. \_He goes hack to his

place'].
mme.d'amergueux [to her neighbor] Then it's true what

they say, that Brignac is to be Minister of Justice in the

next Government?
PRESIDENT [to Lucie] Defendant Jarras, have you fin-

ished?

LUCIE. No, President.

PRESIDENT \_with a gesture ofweariness] Go on, then;
I'm listening.

LUCIE. When I felt a child coming to life within me of

a man who was nothing more to me, whose name even I

no longer bore, and whom I hated with my whole soul,

I prevented it from being born to a destiny of misery. I

consider that I had the right to refuse the task of mother-

hood when it was forced on me against my will.

PRESIDENT. I shall not allow you to justify an act which

is a crime by law.

LUCIE. 1 have nothing on my conscience to reproach

myself with.
PRESIDENT. Then you have a singularly indulgent con-

science. All this comes from your pride. If you had not

entered into a struggle with your husband, you would

still bear a respected name and you would not be there.

LUCIE. I knew that any child of his would be a degen-
erate. Had I not the right to refuse?

PRESIDENT. No.
LUCIE. I loved him no longer. Had I not the right to

refuse?

PRESIDENT. No.
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LUCIE. Well, then, have the courage to say that woman

in the marriage of today is a slave whom man can reduce

to be the instrument of his pleasure! Just as he likes he

can leave her sterile or give her children—imperil her

happiness, her life, or her health, and pledge her whole

future without having to render more account to her than

a bull who is put to a cow! If that's it, very well! But say
so! At least, let innocent girls know the shameful bargain
that men offer them, with love for a bait and the law for

a trap!
PRESIDENT [coA//y] You Were the cause of your young

sister's death. You took her with you.

L\JCiK\_ca/mer]Yes. [She stopsl.
PRESIDENT. Well?
LUCIE. Our money was soon spent. Annette got some

music lessons to give, but they sent her away when they
found out her condition. I did sewing.

PRESIDENT. Then you earned some money.
LUCIE. I could not get work every day. When I did, I

earned fifteen sous for twelve hours. It's true I was not

clever
;
there are women who earn one franc twenty-five.

We were seized by despair at the thought of the child that

was coming.
PRESIDENT. That was not a reason to take your sister

and her child to their deaths. [Lucie is seized bjf a nervous

shudder and does not answer^ Answer me.

COUNSEL. Let her take a minute. President.

LUCIE [pullifig herselftogether'] I wanted to get her into

a hospital, but they only take you in at the end of preg-

nancy. At Paris there are institutions, it seems, but not

in the provinces.
PRESIDENT. You might have asked for relief.

LUCIE. We had not been the requisite six months in the

town. And afterwards, what could we have done with the

child?

PRESIDENT. If she was unable to bring it up, your sister

could have taken it to the ' Enfants Assistes.'
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LUCIE. Yes, abandoned it. We did think of that. We
made inquiries.

COUNSEL. A certificate is required that the applicant to

thesociety is without means. An inquiry is made and the

application may be accepted or refused. In the meantime
the child may die.

LUCIE. They only take in children on condition that
the mother shall not know where the child is, that she
shall never see it or have news of it. Once a month only
she is told if it is alive or dead

; nothing more.
PRESIDENT. Go on, madam. But facts, ifyou please.
LUCIE. Yes. I begged my husband to take Annette and

me back. He would not.

PRESIDENT. Kindly come to the defendant Thomas.
LUCIE [with constantly risifig emotion'] Annette re-

proached herself for having accepted what she called my
sacrifice. She said that she was the cause of all my trouble.

[Pause'] One day I was fetched
;
I found her dead at this

woman's. [A fit ofsobbing seizes her: her nerves break
down completely . Shecries'] My littlesister! my poor little

sister!

PRESIDENT. [Compassionately^ to the usher] Take her

away. Call the doctor. [Lucie ^
stillcryingout^ is ledaway.

Her emotion has commiciiicated itself to everyone in court.

The Presidentcontinues to the defendants'] Has no one else

among you anything further to say in his defence?
TUPIN [excited] Oh, if we said everything we should

be here till tomorrow!
MME. TUPIN [equally excited] Yes, till tomorrow, so we

should!

TUPIN. And then we shouldn't be done, I can tell you!
PRESIDENT. Then I will hear the Advocate-General.
SCHOOLMISTRESS. But you're not going to condemn us?

It isn't possible. I haven't said everything
—

TUPIN. It's not we who are guilty!
SCHOOLMISTRESS. I was afraid of getting a bad name.

We hadn't the means, either, to bring up another.
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MME. TUPIN [greatly worked tip} So that's it! So that's

all the children that we bring up get by it! What's the

use of talking? The men haven't thought of changing
it—well then, we must do it! We women! We must

strike! We—the mothers! The great strike—the strike

of the mothers!
Cries among thepublic^

'

Yes^yes!'
PRESIDENT. Silence!

MME. TUPIN. What's the good of using ourselves up to

make more wretched men and gay women! For others

to use!

TUPIN. It's not we that are guilty!
PRESIDENT. Sit down!
TUPIN {drowning his voice} It's the men who've not

given us enough to feed our children that are guilty!

PRESIDENT. Sit down!
TUPIN. The men who tell us to have other children,

while those we have are rotting with hunger!
COUNSEL. The criminal is the man who seduced little

Annette!
PRESIDENT. Silence!

MME. THOMAS. Yes, whcrc's he? Where's he? You
haven't taken him up!Because he's a man and your laws—

PRESIDENT. Guards!
MME. THOMAS. And your laws are made by men!
PRESIDENT. Guards!

MME. THOMAS. And all the men who got with child the

girls I delivered, did you prosecute them?

During the following^ an anger which becomes a fury
seizes the accused. They are all on their feet^ except the

schoolmistress^ who continues to sob and utter words thatno

one hears. The President is also on hisfeet; he tries vainly

to restore silence by knockingon his deskwith apaper-knife.,
but he cannot make himself heard. The itimult increases

till the fall ofthe curtain, the voices of the counselfor the

defence andhis clientsdrowningthose ofthe President and
the Procuror.



320 Maternity Act III

PRESIDENT. I will have you removed to prison!
MME. THOMAS. Thefinegentlemen who take mistresses!

And the young ones who humbug little workgirls!
PRESIDENT. I'll have you removed to prison.
PROCUROR. Guards, can't you keep that crowd of fan-

atics quiet?
COUNSEL. You have no right to insult the defendants!

TUPiN. That's all they've done from the beginning!
PROCUROR. Make that howling mob be quiet! The de-

fendants have no respect for the Court!

COUNSEL. And you, Advocate General, have no respect
for justice!
PROCUROR. If their crime inspires you with sympathy,

it only fills me with indignation.
COUNSEL. They are right. They are not guilty! Tne res-

pect that you lack—
PROCUROR. I demand—
COUNSEL. The guilt is at the door of the morals that

brand the unmarried mother.
THE PUBLIC. Bravo!
PROCUROR. I ask that counsel for the defence—
COUNSEL. Every woman with child ought to be res-

pected in whatever circumstances her child has come in-

to being.

Applause.
PRESIDENT. Maitre Verdier, by virtue of Article 43 of

the Rules—
COUNSEL. Their crime is not an individual, but a social,

crime.

PROCUROR. It is a crime against nature!

COUNSEL. It is not a crime; it is a revolt against nature!

PRESIDENT. Guards, remove the defendants! [The
guards do not hear or do 7iotuiiderstand'\. Maitre Verdier,
if I have to employ force—

Tiimiilt in court.

co\5ti?,¥.i.[succeedingbytheforceofhisvoice in imposing
ashortsilence'] It is a revolt against nature! A revolt that
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fills my heart with pity, at the cause ofwhich all the force

of my mind is roused to indignation! Yes; I look forward
with eagerness to that hour of freedom when the store-

house of science shall give to everyone the means, with-

out a restraint that is only hypocrisy, without the pro-
fanation of love, to have none but the children he wants!
That will be indeed a victory over nature, that cruel na-

ture which sows with criminal profusion the life that she
watches die with indifference. But meanwhile—

The ttmtnlt begins again.
PRESIDENT. Guards,clearthe court! Guards! Guards,

remove the defendants. The sitting is adjourned.
TheJudgesput oti their caps and rise.

MME. THOMAS. It's not me who kills the innoccnts! I'm
no murderess!

SCHOOLMISTRESS. Mercy! Mercy!
MME. TUPiN. She's no murderess!
TUPIN. She's right. She's no murderess!
MME. THOMAS. It's the men that are guilty! The men!

All the men!
TheJudges leave by the narrow door leading to their

room. Duringthe last words theirredrobesare seengradu-
ally disappearing.

THE END
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