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THE BOY COMES HOME
A Comedy in One Act

BY A. A. Milne
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THE BOY COMES HOME

ScENE:
A room in UNCLE JAMES’S house in the Crom-
well Road.,
TIMs:

The day after the War.

Any room in UNCLE JAMES’S house is furnished
in heavy mid-Victorian style; this particular morning-
room is perhaps solider and more respectable even than
the others, from the heavy table in the middle of it to
the heavy engravings on the walls. There are two doors
to it. 'The one at the back opens into the hall, the one
&t the side into the dining-room.

PHILIP comes in from the hall and goes into the din-
ing-room. Apparently he finds nothing there, for he re-
turns to the morning-room, looks about him for a moment
and then rings the bell. It isten o’clock and he wants his
breakfast. He picks up the paper, and sits in a heavy

armchair in front of the fire-a pleasant-looking* wel!-built*

pleasant-looking —%H,&E%,
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person of twenty-three, with an @é» of decisfveness®

about him.
MARY, the parlour-maid* comes in,
MARY. Did you ring, Master* Philip?

PHILIP (absently*). Ves; I want some breakfast, please,
Mary-

" MaARrY (coldly). Breakfast has been cleared away* an

hour ago,

paILIP. Exactly. That’s why I rang. You can boil me

a couple of eggs or something. And coffee, not tea.

MARY. I’m sure I don’t know what Mrs. Higgins will .
say?

PHILIP (gelting up). Who is Mrs. Higgins?

MARY. The cook. And she’s not used to* being put
about* like this.

PHILIP. Do you think she’ll say something?

MARY. T don’t know what she’ll say.

PHILIP. You needn't tell me, you know, if you don’t

air of decisiveness — Bkl
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want to. Anyway, I don’t suppose it will shock me.
One gets used to it in the Army. (He smiles pleasantly
at hex)

MARY. Well, I'll do what I can, sir. But breakfast atf
eight shkarp* is the master’s rule, just as it used to be
before you went away to the war,

PHILIP. Before I went away to the war I did a lof of
stlly things*, Dow't drag'them up now*. (More curtly)
Two eggs, and if there’s a ham bring that along too.
(He turns.away.)

Mary (doubifully, as she prepaves to go)) Well, I’m
sure I don’t know what Mrs. Higgins will say.

(Exit Mary)

(As she goes out she makes way* for sunT EMILY IC
come in, a kind-hearied mid- Victorian lady who has
never had any destre for the volc*.)

EMILy. Z©here you are*, Philip! Good-morning, dear.
Did you sleep well?

PHILIP. Rather; splendidly, thanks, Aunt Emily.
How are you? (He kisses her,)

at eight sharp — ¥ /\BhE
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EMILY. And did you have a good breakfast? Naughty
boy to be late for it. I always thought they had to
get up so early in the Army.

prILIP, They do. 7That's why they’'re so late when
they get out of the Army.

EMILY. Dear me! I shou!d have thought a habit of

four years would have stayed with you.

PHILIP. Every morning for four years, as I've shot out
of bed, I’'ve said to myself, ‘“Wait! A time will
come.” (Smiling) That doesn’t really give a habit a

chance.

EMILy. Well, I daresay you wanted your sleep out. 1
was so afraid that a really cosy bed would keep you
awake after all those years in the fremches*.

PHILYP. Well, one isn’t in the trenchkes all the time.

And one gets leave—Iif one’s an officer.

ExiLy (reproachfully). You didn't sp:nd much of it
with us, Philip.

PHILIP (faking h:r hands). 1 know; but you did under-

stand, dida’t you, dear?

EMILY. We're not very gay, and 1 know; you must

trenches —~—— gt
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have wanted gaiety for the little time you had. But I
think your Uncle James felt it. Affer all*, dear,
you’ve lived with us for some years, and he is your
guardian,

PHILTIP. I know. VYou’ve been a darling to me always.

Aunt Emily. But (awkwardly) Uncle James and I—

EMILY. Of course, he is a little difficult to get on with*,
I’m more used to him. But I’m sure he really is very

fond of you, Philip.

pHILIP. H’'m! I always used to be frightened of him.
...... I suppose he’s just the same. He seemed just
the same last night—and he still has breakfast at eight
o’clock. Been making pots of money, I suppose?

EMILY. He never tells me exactly, but he did speak
once about the absurdity of the excess-profits tax.

You see, jam is a thing the Army wants,
PEILIP. It certainly gets it.

EMILY. It was so nice for him, because it made him
feel he was doing his bit, helping the poor men in the

trenches.

after all — 8% %%,
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(Enter Mary)

MARY. Mrs. Higgins wiskes to speak to you, ma’am.
(She looks at Philip as much as to say, "‘There you

arel’’)

BMILY (getting up). Vos, I'll come. (To Philip) 1
think I’d better just see what ske wants, Philip.

pHILIP (flrmly to Mary). Tell Mrs. Higgins to come
here. (Mary hesitates ani looks at her misiress.) At

once, please.
(Exist MaRY)

EMILy (upset). Philp, dear, I don’t know what Mr=

Higgins will say—

PHILTP. No; nobody seems to. I thought we might

.

really find out for once.
EMILyY (gofng towards door). Perhaps I’d better go—

PHILIP (putiing his arm vound her waist). Qh no, you

mustn’t. You see, she really wants to see me.
EMILY. You?
pHILIP. VYes; I ordered bre-kfast fiva minules ago.

EMILY. Philip! My poor boy! Why didn’t you tell
me? and I daresay I ceuld have got it for you. Though

-— 14 —
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I don’t know what Mrs., Hizgins —

(An exiremely angry voice is heard outside, and Mrs.

Higgins, stout and aggressive, comes in.)
Mrs. HIGGINS (fruculently*). You sent for me, Ma'am?

BMILy (nervously), Yes—er—I think if you—perhaps.—

pHILIP (calmly)., 1 sent for you, Mrs. HIGGINS. I
want some breakfast, Didn’t Mary tell you?

Mrs. HIGGINS. Breakfast is at eight o’clock. It always
has been as long as I've been in this house, and al-

ways will be until I get further orders.

PHILIP. Well, you’ve just got further orders. Two

eggs, and if there’s a ham—

Mrs. mIGGINS., Orders. We’re talking about orders.

From whom in this house do I take crders, may I ask?
PHILIP. In this case from me.

Mrs. HIGGINS (playing her trunp-card*). In that case,
ma’am, I wish to give a #month's nolice* from to-day.

Inclusive.

. truculently ——3BtifA]o
playing her trump-card —5ilis}EiB#R, (trump-card —
FRIER)
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pHILIP (quickly, before his aunt cin say anything.) Cer-
tainly. In fact, you'd probably prefer it if my aunt

" gave you noticz, and then you could go at once. We
can easily arrange that. (7o Aunt Emily as ke takes
out a fountain.pen and cheque-book). What do you
pay her?

emILy (faintly). Forty-five pounds.

PHILIP (wrifing on his knee). Twelves into forty-five...
(Fleasantly to Mrs. Higgins, but without looking up)

I hope you don't mind a Cox’s cheque. Some people
do; but this is quite a good one. (Zearing it out)
Here you are.

Mrs. HIGGINS (faken aback*)., What’s this?

PEILIP  Your wages instead of notice. Now you can go

at once.
Mrs. HIGGINS.  Who said anything about going?
PHILIP (surprised). T'm sorry; I thought you did.

Mrs. HIGGINS., If it’s only a bit of breakfast, I don’t say
but what I mighta’t get it, if I’'m asked decent.

PHILIP (putting back the cheque), Then let me say
again, ‘“T'wo eggs, ham and coffee.”” And MARY can

taken aback —— &4 %%,

— 18 —-



R GREY, WAZFBEDZ BRI HEL, K
WEFE R A RANER T IRE 5, SRR LE,
BT SH (MR R, —F & —EE K F
W) THEZ 5

TEE  (Boaeh) MRS,

X (EBREXE) BN RREg
LB AN R TEAK) A DRI HB—EE TN
X, HHARE, BEELREN. @TFH) G
T-

WS ORGSR ER TR

JER  fRMTTE, AERBART  RBUESLRI LE,

R BRI
R R SRR REERBM,

MR R IRBINRMH, WA RAFFAEIRT B
{RBF4F 09 R IR EEAYRE

A GRURESEE) MAERMR—E, “WHE, KR,



bring the ham up at once, and I'll get going on that.
(Turning away) ‘Thanks very much.

Mrs. HIGGINS. Well, I—well—well! (Exit specchless.)

paILIP (Surprised). Is that all she ever says? It is’t

much to worry about.

EMILY. PHILIP, how could you! I should have been
terrified.

PHILIP., Well, you see, I’ve done your job for two

years out there.
EMILY. What job?

puILre. Mess President* . I think I’ll go and see
about that ham.

(He smiles at he and goes out into the dining-
room. Aunt Emily wanders vourd the room, pulting
a few things tidy as is her habit, when she is in-
terrupted by the entrance of Uncle James. James £
not a big man, nov an impressiv: one in his black
morning- coat,; and his thin straggly beard, now going
grey, does mot hide a chin of any great power; but
he has a severity which passes for sirength with the
weak.)

Mess President ———5i F 2 AN 67, 15 B B ES
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JAMES. Philip down yet?
EMILY. He’s just having his breakfast.

JaME3 (looking at his watch). Ten o’clock. (Snapping
il shut and putiing it back), 'Ten o'clock. I say ten
o’clock, Emily.

EMILY. Yes, dear, I heard you.
JAMES. You don’t say anything?
EMILY (vaguely), T expect he’s tired after that long war.

James. That’s no excuse for not being fZunctual*, 1

suppose he learnt punctuality* in the Army?

EMILY. I expect hie learnt it, James, but 1 understood
him to say that he’d forgotten it.

JaMESs. Then the soonzr he learns it again the better.
I particularly stayed away from the office to-day in
order fo ta'k things over* with him, and (looking at
hts watch) here’s ten o’clock—past ten—and no sign

~‘of him. I’m practically throwing away a day.
EMILY. What are you going to talk to him about?

JAMES. His future, naturally. I have decided that the

punctual —5¥EEZY,
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best thing he can do is to come into the business at

once.

EMILY. Are you really going to talk it over with him,
James, or are you just going to tell him that he must

coine?

James (surtrisel). What do you mean? What's the
difference? Naturally we shali talk it over first, and

—er—naturally he’ll fall in with* my wishes.
EMILY. I suppose he can hardly help himself, pocr boy

JaAMES. Not until he’s t{wenty-five, anyhcw. When
he’s twenty-five he can have his cwn money and dc¢
what he likes with it.

EMrLy (Z4midly). But I think you ought to consult him
a little, dear. After all, he has been fighting for us.

saMEes (with his back lo the fire). Now that’s the cort o
sflly senitmeni* that there’s been much too much of
I cbject to it strongly. I don’t want to boast, but I
think I may claim to have done my share. I gave up
my nephew to my country, and I—er—suffered from
the shortage of potatoes to zn extent that you probably

didn’t realize. Indeed, if it hadn’t been for your for-

to fall in with —JBER, 3B, BR %Ko
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tunate discovery about that time that you didn’t really
like po‘atoes, I don’t know how we should have car-
ried on. And, as I think I’ve told you before, the
excess-profits tax* ceemed to me a singu’arly stupid
riece of legislation* - but I pa’d it. And I don’tgo
Loisting about how much I paid.

EMILY (unconvinced). Well, I think that Philip’s four
years out there have made him mcre of a man; he
doesn’t seem somehow like a boy who can be told
what to do. I’m sure they’ve tauzht him something.

JAMES. I’ve no doubt thatthey’ve taught him something
about—er~bombs* and—er—which end a revolver®
gees off, and how Zo form four.*  But I dzn’t see thaf
sort of thing helps him to decide upon th= most sui

table career for a young man in after-war conditio=s.
EMILY. Well, I can only say you’ll ind him different

JAMES. I didn’t notice any particular difference last
night.

EMILy. I think you’ll find him rather more—I can’t
quite think of the word, but Mrs. Higgins could tell

you what I mean.

excess profits tax — &3 FI#,
fegislation A
bombs —#:¥,
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JaMES. Of course, if he likes to earn his living any
other way, he may: but I don’t see how he proposes
to do it so long as I kold the purse-strings*, (Lcoking
at his waich). Perhaps you’d better tell h'm that I

cannot wait any longer.

(eMILY 0pens the door leading into the dining-room
and talks through it to Philip.

EMILY. PHILIP, you uncle is waiting to sez you bezfore

he goes to the office. Will you be long, dear?
pHILIP (from the dining-room). Is he i# a Lurry*
JAMES (shortly). Yes.
EMILY. He says he is rather, dear.

pHILIP. Couldn’t he come and talk in here? It would-

n’t inferfere* with my breakfast.
JAMES. No.
EMILY. He says he’d rather you come to him, darling.
PHILIP (7esigned). Oh, well.

EMILY (£0 James). He'll be here directly, dear. Just
sit down in front of the fire and make yourself cow-

to hold the purse strings —FEENET, @BEhbE
=, PSS -
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- fortable with the paper. He won’t keep you long.
(She arranges him.)

1aMES (taking the faper.) The morning is not the time
to make oneself comfortable. It’s a most dangerous
habit. I nearly found myself dropping off in front of
the fire just now. I don’t like this hanging about*
wasting the day. (He opens the paper.)

EMILY. You should have had a nice sleep, dear, whilz
you could. We were up so late last night listening to
Philip’s stories.

JaMES. VYes, yes, (He begins a yawn and stifles it hur-
riedly.) You mustn’t neglest your duties, Emily.

I've no doubt you have plenty to do.

EMILy. Allright, James, then I’ll leave you. Butdon's
be hard on the boy.*

jaMEes (sleepily.) 1 shall be just, Emily; you can rely
upon that.

pMiLy (goimg fo the door.) 1 don’t think that’s quite
what meant. (She goes out.

(samus, who is now quite comforiable, begins to

to hang about or around —— &R AR
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nod. He wakes up wiith a start, turns cver the pa-
per, and nods again. Soon he is breaihing deeply

with closed eyes.

P 0e 000008406 090000300000000000 000 10 0tENe00 00 RErO0TIRRCOOIIBRIIOTITITS .

PHILIP (coming in) Sorry to have kept you waiting,
but I was a bit late for breakfast. (He takes out his

pipe.) Are we going to talk business or what?

JAMES (laking out his watch.) A bit* late! I make it

just two hours.

pHILIP (pleasantly.) All right, Uncle James- Call it
two hours late. Or twenty-two hours early for to-
morrow’s breakfast, if you like. (He sits down in a
chair on the opposite side of the table from his uncle,
and lights his pipe)

JAMES. You smoke now?
pHILIP (Staggered ) 1 what?
samEs (nodding at his pipe)) Vou smoke?

PHILIP. Good heavens! what do you think we did in

France?

JAMES. Before you start smoking all over the house, I
should have thought you would have asked your

a bit — —25d,
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aunt’s permission.

(pHILIP l00ks at him in amazement, and then goes to
the door.)

pHILIP (calling), Aunt Emily!...... Aunt Emily!.. ...

Do you mind my smoking in here?
AUNT EMILY ( from upstairs)) Of course not, darling.

paILIP (fo James, as he returns fo his chair.)) - Of course
not, darling. (He puis back his pipe in his nouth,)

JAMES. Now, understand once and jor all * Philip,
while you remain in my house I expect not only pun-
ctuality, but also civility and:-respect. I will #0f have

impertinence.

puILIP (unimpressed.) Well, that's what I want to talk
to you about, Uncle James. About staying in your

house, I mean.
Jamgs. T don® know what you do mean.

PHILIP. Well, we don’t get on too well together, and I
thought perhaps I'd better fake rooms* somewhere.
You could give me an allowance* until I came into my

money. Or I suppose you could give me the money

once and for all —— H— R, Bk -3k, RERT o
to take rooms —— FHBINBE.
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now if you really liked. I don’t quite know how
father left it to me.

JAMES (coldly). Vou come into your money when you
are twenty-five. Your father very wisely felt that to
trust a large sum to a mere boy of twenty-one wsas
simply puiting tempiation in his way * Whether I
have the power or not to alter his dispositions, 1

certainly don’t propose to do so.
PHILIP. If it comes to that, I am twenty-five.

JAMES. Indeed? I had an impression that that event
took place in about two years’ time. When did you
become twenty- five, may I ask?

pHILIP (quietly.) Tt was on the Somme. We were
attacking the next day and my company was in sup-
port. We were in a so-called treach on the edge of a
wood —a damned rotten place to be, and we got hell.
The company commander sent back to ask if we could
move. The C. 0.* said, ‘‘Certainly not; hang on.”’
We hung on; doing nothing, you know-—just hanging
on and waiting for the next day. Of course, f/Ze
Bocke* knew all about that. He had it on us nicely......

putting temptation in his way —— 0SB MAYRT AL
dispositions —— &, k.
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{Sadly) Poor old Bilty! He was one of the best...our
company commander, you know, They got him,
poor devil! That left me in command of the com-
pany. I sent a runner back to ask if I could move.
Well, I’d had a bit of a scout* on my owa and found a
sort of trench five hundred yards to the right. Now
what you’d call a trench, of course, but compared to
that wood——well, it was absolutely Hyde Park.* 1 des-
cribed the position and asked i{Icould go there. My
man never came back. I waited an hour and sent

_ another man. He went west too. Well, I wasn’t going
to send a third. It was murder. So I had to decide.
‘We’d lost about half the company by this time, you
see. WWell, there were three things 1 could do—hang
on, move to this other trench, against orders, or go
back myself and explain the situation...... I moved......
And then T went back to the C. O. and told him I'd
moved...... And then I went back to the company
again......(Quéetly). That was when I became twenty-
five......or thiriy-five...... or forty-five.

JAMES (recovering himself with an effort.) Ahyes, yes,
"' (He coughs awkwardly). No doubt points like that

scout — f{%t,
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frequently crop up* in the trenches. I am glad that
you did well out there, and I'm sure your Colonel
would speak kindly of you; but when it comes to
choosing a career for you now that you have left the
Army, my advice is not altogether to be cdespised.
Your father evidently thought so, or he wou'd not

have entrusted you to my care.
PHILIP. My father didn’t foresee this war.

JAMES. VYes, yes, but you make too much of this war.
All you young boys seem to think you’ve come back
from France to teach us our business. You’ll find

that it is you who’ll have to learn, not we.
PHILIP. 1'm quite prepared to learn; in fact, I want to.
james. Excellent. Then we can consider that seftled.*
prIrie. Well, we haven’t settled yet what business I'm
going to learn.

sames. I don’t think that’s very difficult. I propose
to take you into my business. Youw’'ll start at the
bottom,* of course, but it will be a splendid opensng*

for you.

to crop up —— 23, MR A,
settled — fR&To
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pEILIP (thoughtfully.) 1 see. So you've decided it
for me? ‘The jam business.

JAMES (sharply.)) Is there anything to be ashamed of
in that?

PHILIP. Ob, no, nothing at all. Only it doesn’t hap-
pen to appeal to me.

JAMES. Ifyou knew which side your bread was buttered *

it would appeal to you very considerably.
PHILIP. I'm afraid I can’t see the butter for the jam.

JAMES. I don’t want any silly jokes of that sort. You

were glad enough to get it out there, I've no doubt.

PHILIP. Oh yes. Perhaps that’s why I’m so sick of it

now...No, it’s no good, Uncle James; you must think
of something else.

JAMES (with a smeer.) Perhaps you’ve thought of some-
thing else?

parLrp.  Well, T had some idea of being an architect . *®

JAMES. You propose to start learning to be an architect
at twenty-three?

If you knew which side your bread is was buttered

— AR RHERRBA. ...
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PHILIP (smiling.) Well, I couldn’t start before, could I?
JaMES. Exactly. And now you’ll find it’s too late.

PHILIP. Is it? Aren’t there going to be any more
architects, or doctors, or solicitors,* or barristers*
Because we’ve all lost four years of our lives, are all

professions going to die out?

JAMES. And how old do you suppose you'll te before
you’re earning money as an architect?

PHILIP. ‘The usual time, whatever that may be. IfI'm

four years behind, s is everybody else.

JAMES. Weil, I think it’s 2igh time* you began to earn a
living at once.

PHILTP. Look here, Uncle James, do you really think
that you can treat me like a boy who’s just left school ?
Do you think four years af the fromi* have mad= no

difference at all?

JAMES. If there had been any difference, I should have
expected it to take the form of an increased readiness
o obey orders and recognize authority.*

solicitors; barristers £, (solicitors ZREHBENZ
RO, BEEE RIS, barristers MAETE Rl
fEkRERo)
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pHILIP (regretfully.) You are evidently determined to
have a row.* Perhaps I bad better tell you, once and
for all that I refuse to go into the turnip and vege-

table marrow business.

JAMES (thumping the table_angrily.) And perhaps I'd
better tell you, sir, once and for all, that I don’t propose

to allow rudeness from an {mpertinent young puppy.*

patLIp (reminiscently.)* 1 remember annoying seur
Brigadier* once., He was covered with red, had a
very red face, about twenty medals, and a cold blue
eye. He told me how apgry he was for about five
minutes while I stood to attention. I’m afraid you

aren’tmearly so impressive, Uncle James.

saMEs (rather upset.) Oh! (recovering kimself.) For-
tunately I have other means of impressing you. The
power of the purse goes a long way* in this world. [

propose to use it.
pHILIP. 1 see...... Ves...that’s rather awkward, jsn’t it?
saMES (pleasantly.) 1think you’!l find it very awkward.

vuriip (thoughifully.) Ves.

row —— W3,
impertinent young puppy ——— $Eii4r HaESHAIE e
reminiscently —— [EEEIV,
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(With an amused laugh James setlles down to his

paper as if the interview were over,

paILIP (f0 Aimself.) X suppose I shall have to think of
anotter argument. (He fakes out a revolver from his

pocket and fondles it uﬁ’sctt’onately.)

samus (looking up suddenly as ke is doing this—-amazed.)

What o7 earth* are you doing?

puILIp. Souvenir* from France. Do you know, Uncle
James, that this revolver has killed about twenty Ger-

mans?

sAMES (shortly.) Oh? Well, don’t g> playing about
with it here, or you’ll be killing Englishmen before
you know where you are.

pHILIP. Well, you never know. (He raises it leisurely

and points it at his uncle)) It’s a nice little weapon.

Jamus (angrily.) Put it down, sir. You ought to have
grown out of monkey tricks like that in the Army.
You ought to know better than to point an unloaded
revolver at anybody. That’s the way accidents al-
ways happen.

erirre. Not when you’ve been on a revolver course and

en carth ——— FEEIFEUNTERT o
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-

know all about it, Besides, it is loaded.

gsames (Very angry because he is frightened suddenly.)
Put it down at once, sir. (Philip turns it away from
him and examines it carelessly.) What’s the matter

with you? Have you gone mad suddenly?

raILIP (Mfldly). 1 thought you'd te interesfed in it,

It’s shot such a lot of Germans.

JAMES. Well, it won't want to shoot any more, and the
sooner you get rid of it the better.

pHILIP. I wonder. Does it ever occur to you, Uncle
James, that there are about a hundred thousand people
in England who own revolvers, who are quite accus-
tomed to them and—who have nobody to practise on
now?

JAMES. No, sir, it cerlainly doesn’t.

purnip (thoughifully.) I wonder if it will make any
difference. You know, one gets so used to potting
at people. It's rather difficult to realize suddenly

_that one oughtu’t to.

samus (getting up.) 1 don’t know what the object of
all this fomfoolery* is, if it has one. But you under-

tomfoolery —— EFENGHEEY, 555,
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stand that I expect you to come to the office with me
to-morrow at nine o’clock. Kindly see that you’re
punctual. (He turns to go away,)

pHILIP (Softly). Uncle James.
sames (over his shoulder.) 1 have no more—

pHILIP (In Ris parade voice), Damn it, sir! stand to
attention when you talk t> an officer! (James {#-
stinctively tuymns round and stiffens himself.) ‘That's
better; you can sit down if you like. (He motfons
James fo his chair with the revolver.)

saMEs (going mervously {o his chair}y What does this

bluff* mean?

PHILIP. It isn’t bluff, it’s quite serious. (Pointing
the revolver at his uncle), Do sit down,

JAMES (séiting down). ‘I'hreats, eh?
vHILIP. Persuasion*

JAMES. At the point of the revolver? You settle your
arguments by force? Good heavens, sir! this is just
the very thing that we were fighting fo put down.*

pluff —— 2%, WA 5ERo
persuasion — PLEFERIBAC
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PHILIP, We were fighting! We! We! Uncle, you're

a humorist.

JAMES. Well, ““you,” if you prefer it. A'though tho<e

of us who stayed at home—

PHILIP. Yes, never mind about the excess profits now.
I can tell you quite well what we fought fcr., We
used force to put down force. ‘That’s what I'm doing
néw. You were going to use force—the force of
money—to make me do what you wanted. Now I'm
using force to stop it. (He levels the revolver again.)

JAMES. You'ra going to shoot your old uncle?

PHILIP. Why not? I’ve shot lots of old uncle-—Land-
sturmers.*

JAMES. But those were Germans! It's different shoot-
ing Germans. You’re in England now. Youcculdn’t

have a crime on your conscience like that,

PHILIP. Al, but you mustn’t think that after four years
of war one has quite the same ideas about the sanciiiy*
of human life. How could one?

JAMES. You’ll find that juries have kept pretty much
the same ideas, I fancy.

Landsturmers —— 35 RY,
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pgiLip.  Ves, bhut revolvers often go off accidentally,
You said so yourself. This is going to be the purest
accident, Can’t you see it in the papers? ‘“The

3

deceased’s nephew, who was obviously upse:—'

JAMES. I suppose you think it’s brave to come back
from the front and threaten a defenceless man with a
revolver? Is that the sort of fair play they teach you
in the Army?

pHILIP. Good heavens! of course it is. VYou don’t
think that yvou wait until the other side has got just
as many guns as you before you attack? You're really
rather lucky. Strictly speaking, I ought to have
thrown half a dozen bombs at you first. (Taking one

out of his pocket). As it happens, 1’ve only got one.

1aMES (Thoromghly alarmed), Put that back at once.

PHILIP (putting down the vevolver and taking it in his
hands), VYou hold it in the right hand—so—taking
care to keep the lever down. ‘Then you take the pin
in the finger —so, and —but perhaps this doesn’t in-
terest you?

JaMmEs (edging his chair away). Put it down at once,
sir. Geood heavens! Anything might happen.

PHILIP (putting it down and taking up the revolver again,)

—_ 56 ~
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+ Does it ever occur to you, Uncle James, that there are
about three million people in England who know all
~about bombs, and how to throw them, and —

JAMES. It certainly does not occur to me. I should

~ never dream of letting these things occur to me.

ruiLip (looking at the bomb regreifully.) TIt's rather

against my principles as a soldier, but just to make
~ things a bit more fair— (genercusly) you shall have it.
(He holds it out to him suddenly)

JAMES (Shrinking back again). Certainly not, sir. It

might go off at any moment.

PHILTP (putting it back in his pocket). Oh no; it’s quite
useless ; there’s no defonator* —(Sternly), Now, then,
let’s talk business.

JAMES. What do you want me to do?

PHILIP. Strictly speakiug, you should be holding your
hands over your head and saying ‘‘Kanicrad!'* How-

ever, I'll let you off that. All I ask from you is
that you should be reasonable.

JAMES. And if I refusz, you'll shoot me?

paHILIP. Well, I don’t quite know, Uncle James. 1

detonater — RZUey, %,
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expect we should go through this little scene aguin
to-morrow. You haven’t enjoyed it, have you?
Well, there’s lots more of it to come. We’il rehearse
it every day. One day, if you go on being unrea-
sonable, the thing will go off. Of course, you think
that I shouldn’t have the pluck to fire., But yoacan’t
be quite certain. It’s a hundred to onz that I shan’t
—only I might, Fear—it’s a horrible thing. Elder-
ly men die of it sometimes.

sames. Pook!™ T'mnot to be bluffed like that.

pHILIP (Suddenly). You're quite right; you're not that
sort. 1 mad= a mistake. (Aiming carefully) 1 shall

" 'have to do it straight off, after all. One-two—

samxs (on his knces, with uplifted hands, in an agony of
terror). Philip! Mercy! >What are your terms?

PHILIP (picking him up by the scruff,* and helping him into
the chatr). Gool man, that’s the way to talk. I’ll
get them for you, Make yourself comfortable in front

of the fire till I come back. Here’s the paper. (He

gives his uncle the paper, and goes out into the hall.)
(James opens his eyes with a start and looks round
him in a bewildered way. He rubs his head, (akes out

pooh! w 832,
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his waich and looks at it, and them staves round the
room again. The door from the dining-room opens,

and Philip comes tn with a piece of toast in his hand.

pHILIP (ks mouth full). You wanted to see me, Uncle

James?

samus (Stéll bewdldercd). 'That’s all right, my boy, that’s
all right. What have you been doing?

PHILIP (Surprised), Breakfast. (Pufiing the last piece
in his moulh) Rather late, I’'m afraid.

saMESs  That’s all right. (He laughs awkwardly),

PHILIP. Anything the matter? You don’t look your
usual bright self *

JAMES. I—er~— seem to have dropped asleep in front of
the fire. Most unusual thing for me to hav. done.
Most unusual.

PHILIP. Let that be a lesson to you not to get up so
early. Of course, if you’re in the Army you can’t
help yourself- ‘Thank heaven I’'m out of it, and my

own master again.

JAMES. Alb, that’s what T wanted to talk to you about.

you don’t look your usual bright self —— R R{GPEIEL N
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Sit down, Philip. (He tndicales (he chatr by the fire.)

PHILIP ({aking a chair by the table). You have that,
uncle; I sha'l be all right here.

JAMES (hastily), No, no, you com: here, (He gfves
Philip the armchair and <its by the table himself)) 1
should be dropping off again. (He laughs cwkward-
).

PHILIP. Righto. (He puts his hand lo hs pocket.
Uucle Jawes shivers and looks at him in horror,
Philip brings out his {ipe, and a sickly grin of relief

comes tnto James's face.)

JAMES. I suppose you smoked a lot in France?

PHILIP. Rather! Nothing else to do. It’s allowed in
here?

saMEs (hastily). Ves, yes, of course. (Philip lights
his pipe). Well now, Philip, what are you going to
do, now you've left the Army?

pPHILIP (promptly). Burn my uniform and sell my re-

volver.

saMES (Slariing at the word ‘'vevolver’). Sell your re-

volver, eh?
puiLip (surprised). Well, I don’t want it now, do I?
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JAMES. No...Oh no...Oh, most certainly not, I should
say. O, T can’t see why you should want it at all,
(With an uneasy laugh). VYou’re in Eugland now.

No need for revolvers here-eh?
pHILIP (Staring ai him), Well, no 1 hope not.

JaMES (hastily), Quite so. Well now, Philip, what
next? We must find a profession for you.

PHIIIP (Yawning). I suppose so. I haven’t really
thought about it much.

JAMES. You never wanted to be an architect?

PHILIP (surfrised), Architect? (James subs his head
and wonders what made him think of architect.)

JAMES. Or anything like that.
PHILIP., It’s a bit late, isn’t it?

JAMES. Well, if you're four years behind, so is every
body else. (He feels vnguely that he has heard this
argument before.)

pHILIP (Smiling), 'T'o tell the truth, I don’t feel I mind
much anyway. Anything you like—except a comimnis-

sionaire.* 1 absolutely refuse to wear uniform again,

commissionaire

VAN TSN ﬁ? o
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JaMEs. How would you like to conte into the business?

PHILIP. The jam tusiness? Well, Idon’t know. You

wouldn’t want ma= to salute you in the mornings?

JAMES. My dear boy, no!

PHILIP. All right, T'll try it if you like. T don’t know
if I shall be any good- what do you do?

CAMES., It’s your experience in managing and-er—

handling men which T hope will be of value.

PHILIP. Ob, I can do that all right. (Strefching him.
self luxuriously) Uncle J ames, do you realize that I'm
never going to salute again, or wear a uniform, or get
wet—really wet, I mean--or examine men’s feet or stand
to Altention when I'm spoken to, or— oh, lots miore
things? And best of all, I'm never going to be frigh-
tened again. Have you ever known what it is to be
afraid—really afraid?

james (embarrassed). I—er—well— (He coughs,)

PHILIP. No, you couldn’t—not really afraid of death, I
mean. Well, that’s over now. Good lord! T could
spead the rest of ms; life in the British Museum and
be happy......

samMEs (getting up), All right, we’ll try you in the
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office. I expect you want a holiday first, though,

vurLre (getting up), My dear uncle, this is holiday.
Being in London is holiday. Buying an evening pa-
per—wearing a waistcoat again—running after a bus—
anything —it’s all holiday.

JAMES. All right, then, come along with me now, and
I'll introduce you to Mr., Bamford.

PHILIP, Right. Who’s he?

JAMES. Our manager. A little stiff, but a very good
fellow. He’ll be delighted to hear that you are coming
into the firm.

rHILIP (smiling). Perhaps I'd better bring my revolver,
in case* he isn’t,

1aMEs (laughing with forced heartiness as they go togelher
to the door). Ha, hal A good joke that! Ha, ha,
ha!l A good joke—but only a joke, of course. Ha,
ha! He, he, he!

(Philip goes out. James, following him, turns at the
door, and looks round the room in a bewildered way.
Was it a dream, or wasn't 147 He will never be quile

certain.

Curtain

=

in case ~—— FEfi.cee Rl...o
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THE GOAL
A DRAMATIC FRAGMENT

BY HENRY ARTHUR JONES

o
b



Characlers

SIR STEPHEN FAMARISS, t42 great Engincer
DANIEL PaMARrIss, kis son, Engincer

Sir Lypprn Crang, M.D.

Avawms, Str Stephews Butier

Prceie LoviL

Nurseg CLANDON

SCENE: SIR STEPHEN’S bedroom in Belgravia,

TiME: 1897,
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THE GOAL

SceNg. T he dressing voom of Str Stephen Famariss,
Belgrave Square. A very richly furnished apariment,
with every evidence of weaith and luxury, Up stage right
an archway, set diagonally, shows a bedroom beyond with
foot of brass bedstead placed sideways to audience, The
bedroom is dimly lighted. A large bow-window, rather
deeply recessed, runs along the left at back, and looks
across a courtyard to another house, whose windows are
brilliantly lighted. Figures dancing are secen moving
across the windows in accordance with indications given
through the play. Between archway and window a large
handsome buvean. A door left down stage. Doun stage
right, fireplzce with fire turning. A mirror over fire-
place. A large comfortable sofa down stage right. A
table left of sofa near cemlre of stage, with boitle of cham-
pagne and glasses on 1t.  Another {able up stage left above
door. Upon it medicinz bottles, spirit lamp, cnd oths
pavaphernalia®* of a sick room. A large pier looking.
glas.* up stage above sofr. Other furniture as required,

paraphernalia —— WS> RE0 .
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all indicating great wealth and comfori. Time, about ten
on an April evening. Discover on sofa, asleep, Sir Step-
hen Famariss. A rug is thrown over kim, and his head is
buried in a pillow, so that nothing is seen of him but a
figure under the yug. Nurse Clandon, in nurse’s costume,
about thirty, is seated in chaiv at table, reading. The
door, left, is very softly op:med, and Sir Lydden Crane
enters, a little, dry, shrewd, wizened old man aboul seventy,
with manners of a London physician. Nurse rvises and

puts down her book.
CRANE. Well? How has he been all the afterncon?

NURSE. Just as usual. He won’t keep quiet. About
an hour ago ke fell asleep.  [Potnting to Sir Stephen.

CRANE. Mr, Danjel Famariss has not arrived?

NURSE. No. He sent another telegram for him this
evening. And he keeps on asking for the evening
papets.

CRANE. Well?

NURSE. DI've kept them from him. They all have long
accounts of his illness. (T aking an cvening paper from
uuder the table cover, giving it to Crane) ILook!

CrANE (laking paper, veading). ‘‘Sir Stephen Famariss,
the great engineer, is dying—" Hum!

-
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[A very gentle knock is heard at door left. Nurse goes
to it, opens it. Adams comes in a step.

ADAMS. I beg pardon. Mrs. Lovel has sent in to ask
how Sir Stephen ié; and to say that she’s very sorry
the ballroom is so near his bedrocm; and if the noise
of the ball will upset Sir Stephen, she’ll be very plea-
sed to put it off, and send her guests away?

‘NURSE. What do you think, Sir Lydden?

CRANE. All excitement is very dangerous for Sir Ste-
phen. 'The next attack may be fatal. Will you give
my compliments to Mrs. Lovel, and say that since she
is so kind I will beg Ler to postpone to bail?

{Sir Stephen stirs, throws off the quilt. He is in a
vich dressing-gown. A wiry, handsome, very intelle.
ctual-looking* man about sevemty-five; well-seasoned,*
vigorous frame; pale, sharp, strong features, showing

signs of great recent pain.

SIR STEPHEN. WIill you give my compiiments to Mrs,
Lovel, and say that since she is so kind I will beg her
tc do nothing of the kind. What r#bbisk,* Crane!
Because I happen to be dying, to stop the innocent

intellectual-looking —— WEBJHER e
well-seasoned —- K& ¥,
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pleasure of a couple of hundred young people! Thank
Mrs Lovel veary much, Adams, for sending in, and
say that I’m not at all sure that 1 shall die to-night;
but that if I do, her dancing won’t in the least inter-
‘ere with my dying, and I hope she won’t aliow my
dying to interfere with her dancing., I very much
wish the ball f0 take place.* (Very imperiously) It’s
not to be put off! VYou understand?

ApaMms. Yes, Sir Stephen. [Gotng,

SIR STEPHEN. And, Adams, give my compliments to
Mrs. Lovel, and say that if she doesn’t mind, I should
like to see Miss Lovel in her ball dress for a moment
before the bali. Say that I'm quite presentable, and I
won’t frighten Miss Lovel. [Exit Adams.

SIR STEPHEN. Well, Crane, am I going off this time?

crRANE. This last attack coming so quickly after the

other is very alarming and—very dangerous.

SIR STEPHEN. Yes, but am I going to pull through
again, or must I put up the shulters?*

CRANE. Well—well—

SIR STEPHEN (Sesing paper on table where Crane has put

to take place — 17

— 82 ~—



Wi — = F AT A Bk 50 B B OR T kok A AR
T} 3 L EHE R b T RRE S E 4R L ATE ek
T, I B 45 U R RO, R R AR 938
A7 R BB RAAT T o TRARZ oA B 22, (BB (DB T
AT (R R

W BAar, WEESEet.

Wb B, S, BREAORE AKE, RaRil
A EOE, RAERE SRS EMAETRSEX
FOIESR, FEH A P AR A — e, i ER AT
RN, FREHHREA M, (TESFT)

A VE, B, R LGSR

| RREESERRTE T EX, R AN H—AR
R

WS B, RERBTU--BMZEBRER.BER
BAAEFEMEART?

+fs E—>DE—

WM (R RS LR FRIRHE 8 24 KM

to put up the shutters — B L5 %E%; 58,

— 83 —



#¢). Is that to-night’s paper? (No reply) Give it
to me.

CRANE (deprecatingly). Famariss——
SIR STEPHEN. Give it to me.
[Crane gives it 1o him reluciantly.

SIR STEPHEN (reading from paper). ‘‘Alarming illness
of Sir Stephen Famariss. Angina Pectoris.* Fatal
symptoms. Sir Stephen Famariss, the great engineer,
is dying—-"" There’s nothing like making sure of

your facts.
CRANE. Too sure!

SIR STEPHEN (d7fly). So I think. What do you say?

How long am I going to live?
CRANE. Well—

sir STEPHEN. Come out with it, old {friend. I’'m not
afraid to hear.

CRANE. With the greatest care, I see no reason why

you shouldn’t live some weeks—or months.

SIR STEPHEN. Shall I live long enough to carry out my
M lford Haven scheme? Tell me the truth.

Angina Pectoris — %K,
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¢RANE. No. You certainly won’t.

'SIR STEPHEN (shows intense disappoiniment). VYou're
sure?

‘CRANE. DI’'m sure.

SIR STEPHEN. But I shall live long enough to start it,
to put it into other hands, into my son’s hands—if the
rebellious fool will only learn wisdom and make it up
with me before I die. I shall live long enough for
that?

CRANE., No. I fear not,

SIR STEPHEN (gotng fo lureau). But I've got a third of
it on paper. (Taking out plans) T've kept it here,
I’'ve worked at it when I couldn’t sleep. If I can last
out another six months, I can do it. Come, Crane,

don’t be stingy. Give me another six months! Eh?

CRANE. Famariss, you won’t last six months even with

the greatest care. You may not last six weeks—
SIR STEPHEN. Nor six days?
CRANE. Nor six days.
SIR STEPHEN. Nor 8ix hours?

CRANE. Oh—!



B R fr—sE FE,

R (FR A A I8 IR PR IR

£ RREME.

b BRRREST DG RIRRE RN, RBIHIA
FE, R FNFE— RS RS, B8 T
WO, ZERIE 2 Bl EIAERR RS 35 — W TR &
BT

B . R,

AR GEMHER FBSAr—DEBERET,
(L 21 % 5 58 36, TRIE A MRS AR 55, A S R
BIEREA, RS T o 2, M, REHE A
ST TSR A R 2

R BEAY, BREEAD, BERTAEA BN
IR 2 A ——

WMz AREARERR?

e

B SSELGE AL AR

+fm E—!

— 87 -



SIR STEPHEN. Nor six hours. Thank you. I’'m pre-

pared.

CRANE. Your son hasn’t come yet?

SIR STEPHEN. No. I’ve telegraphed him twice—and

my terms.

CRANE. Is it worth while—of course, you know best—
is it worth while to stick out for terms when—?

SIR STEPHEN. When one is in face of death. Yes—on
a matter of principle. If Dan comes here, he comes

on my terms. I'll keep my word; I won’t set eyes on
him—he shan’t pass that door until he owns he was

wrong.,
CRANE. Bute—-

SIR STEPHEN (gefting cxcifed). DBut ke was wrong. He

was wrong, and no power on earth shall make me—

CRANE (sootking him). Hush! If he does come, you
must avoid all excitemert in meeting him. Your only
chance of prolonging your life is to keep absolutely
quiet. You must lay up* all day— '

SIR STEPHEN. Lay up all day! Don’t talk nonsznse!

to lay up — %o
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CRANE. If you don’t-—
SIR STEPHEN. If I don’t——
CRANE. VYou may die at any moment.

SIR STEPHEN. But if I do, I'm dead already. No,
Crane, I'll live to my last moment, whenever it comes.
When I do take to my bed, I'll take to it once for all,
in the churchyard, beside my Peggie! (Very softly,.
very tenderly, half to hims:lf) My Peggie! My Peg-
gie! IfT do go off, I shall see her again, I suppose
—if it isn’t all moonshine!* QOpen the window, Nurse !
It’s getting hot here! (The Nurse copens window)
Open that chamonagne, Crane, and pour yourself out
a glass, and pour me out a glass. My Peggie! My
Peggie! I wonder if it is all moonshine!

[(The musicians in the ballroom opposite begin to tune
up their fiddles. Nurse comes down.

SIR STEPHEN. That’s right! Tune up! Tune up'

And Peggie Lovel promised me the first dance! Tune
up!

NURSE VYou must keep quiet—

SIR STEPHEN (peltfshly). Run away! Run away!

moonshins —— 3z,
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[Crane makes Nurse a sign, and she goes off inio bed-
room. GCrane has opened the champagne and poured

out two glasses. He brings one to Sir Stephen.

SIR STEPHEN. It’s the eighty-four Saint Marceaux.
I’ve left you half what’s left of this, Crane, and I’ve
left my mule of a boy the other half, He’s my heir.
I won’t see him; no, not if [—-

CRANE. Hush! Hush!

SIR STEPHEN. I won’t see him unless he submits. But
I’ve left him every penny, except what goes to chari-
ties and churches. It’s very puzzling to know what
to do” with one’s money, Crane. DI’ve left a heap to
charities, and I’ve squared all the churches. I hope
it won’t do much barm. (4 liftle chuckle) ‘There’s
one thing I regret in dying, Crane: I shan’t be able

to hear my funeral sermons. But you will—

CRANE. Don’t make too sure. I may go off first; but
if I am doomed, I hope the oratory will be of as good

a vinfage® as this,

SIR STEPHEN. It ought to be, considering what I’ve
left them all. Give them a hint, Crane, not to white-
wash my sepulchre with any lying cant. Don’t let

vintage — &,
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them make a plaster-of-Paris* saint of me! 1 won’t
have it! I won’t have it! I’ve been a man, and
never less than a man. I’ve never refused to do the
work that came in my way, and, -thank God, I've

never refused to taste a pleasure. And I’ve had a
rare good time in this rare good world. I wish I'd
got to live it all over again!

CRANE. You do?

SIR STEPHEN. Yes; every moment of it, good and evil,
pleasure and pain, love and work, success and failure,
youth and age, 1’d fill the cup again, and I'd drain it
to the dregs* if T could. You wouldn’t?

CRANE. No. Once is enough for me.

SIR STEPHEN. You see, Crane, before starting in iife, I
took the one great step to secure success and hap-
piness.

CRANE. What’s that?

SIR STRPHEN. I made an excellent choice of my father
and mother. Notrich. Not aristocratic. But a good,
" sound, healthy stock on both sides. What’s the cause
of all the weak, snivelling* pessimism we hear?

plaster-of-Paris — Z#H¥HRo (B RYNEIRANE k&) -
dregs — Wi, Bifo |
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What's the cause of nine-tenths of the misery around
us —ruined lives; shattered health; plysical, moral,
intellectual beggary? What’s the cause of doctors’
hills?

CRANE. Well, what is?

SIR STEPHEN. Men and women exercise no care in
choosing their fathers and mothers. You doctors
know it! VYou doctors know it! Omce choose your
{ather and mother wisely, and you can play all sorts
of tricks with your constitution, You can drink your
half bottle of champagne at seventy-five and enjoy it!
Another glass!

CRANE. No, I must be going! (Ristng) And (fap-

ping bottle) you musta’t take any more.

SIR STEPHEN. Don’t talk nonsense! Sit down! Sit
down! Another glass! Hobnob,* man; hobuob!
Life's but a span!/* yhy, this may be the last time,
eh?

CRANE. Any time may be the last time. Any moment
may be the last moment.

SIR STEPHEN. Well, then, let’s enjoy the last moment!

Hobnob —— K[k,
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I tell you, Crane, 1’m ready. Al my affairs are in
perfect order. I should have liked to finish that Mil-
ford Haven scheme; but if it isn’t to be—(deep sigh)
—Hobnob, man; hobnobl

CRANE. What a lovely wine!

SIR STEPHEN. Isn’t it? I remember Goetre* says that
the man who drinks wine is damned, but the man who
drinks bad wine is doubly damned. Pray God you
and I may be only damned once, Crane,

CRANE. O, that’s past praying for—in my case!

SIR STEPHEN. Righty-four! I was boring a hole
through the Rockies that summer—ah, Crane, what
glorious summers I’ve had!—seventy-five glorious
golden summers—and now—Hobnob, man; hobnob!

You’ve had a good #nnings,* too, Crane.

CRANE. Hum!* Pretty fair. I eat well, drink well,
sleep well, get my early morning jog in the Park and
enjoy it, get my two months on the moors, and enjoy
them. I feel as fit* to-day as I did thirty years agd.
There’s only one pleasure that fails me—(with a gri-
mace at Siv Stephen)—Gone! Gone! Gone!

Goethe —— FBBIRFFA (1749-1832)
innings — Ao
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SIR STEPHEN, Don’t fret about that! We thought it a
pleasure, old crony, while it lasted. Now it’s gone,
let’s call it a plague and a sin, and thank God for giv-
ing us a little peace in our old age. Ah, dear, dear,
what a Aavoc* women have made of the best half of my
life; but—(brightening)—I've left some good work
behind me, in spite of the Aussies!/* And, thank Hea-
ven, my throat has held out to the last.  [Drinking.

CRANE (drinking). And mine!

SIR STEPHEN. Crane, what was that joke that came up

at poor Farley’s funeral?
CRANE. Joke?

SIR STEPHEN. Don’t you remember while we were wait-
ing for them to bring dear old Farley downstairs,
Maidment began telling that story about the geese and
the Scotch-boy—

CRANE. VYes, yes; to be sure! [Beginning to langh.

SIR STEPHEN. And just as we were enjoying the joke,
we suddenly remembered where we were, and you
pulled us up, and spoiit the joke!

CRANE. VYes, yes, I remember.

havoc — Jii#,
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SIR STEPHEN. Crane, if Maidment tells that story at my

funeral, don't pull him up*

CRANE. Eh?

SIR STEPHEN. It’s a good joke, man! Don’t waste it!
Have your laugh out, and say from me that, other
conditions being favourable, 1’m enjoying it as hearti-

ly as any of you! Vou will, eh? You will?
CRANE. Ves, I willl T will!
[They both laugh a little. Adams opens door left, and

comes in a step.

ADAMS. Miss Lovel has come, Sir Stephen.
SIR STEPHEN., Show her in, Adams. [Exit Adams.

CRANE. I must be going.

[Reénter Adams, showing in Peggie Lovel, a debu.
tante* of eighteen, in her first ball dress; radiant,
excited, beantifully dressed, a viston of girlish loveli-
mess.*  She is frivolous and self-conscious, and full
of little airs and graces, constantly glancing at her-

self in the two mirrors.

to pull up — Lk,
débutante —— EHHIBIIE X0
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ADAMS (anuouncing), Miss Lovel. (Exit Adams.

SIR STEPHEN. Come in, Peggie. I mustn’t call you

Peggie any more. Come in, Miss Lovel.

PEGGIE. Mamma said you would like to see me for a
minute before the ball!

SIR.STEPHEN. If you don’t mind.
PEGGIE. How d’ye do, Sir Lydden?  [Skaking hands.

CRANE. How d’'ye do, Miss Lovel? Good night, Sir
Stephen, [Holding out hand.

SIR STEPHEN. Don’t go, old chum.*
[Taking his hand, retaining it, keeping Crane.

CRANE. Imust. (Taking out watch) I have a consul-
tation* at eleven.

SIR STEPHEN (piteously). Don’t go, old chum,

CRANE. It’sreally pressing. It’s Lord Albert Swale.
He won’t last till the morning.

SIR STEPHEN. Don’t go. I may be meeting him soon,

and I’ll make your apologies. (Very piteously)
Don’t go, old chum!

old chum —— 43 BiACAY BT
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crANE. I must. (Nurse eniers from bedroom) Nurse,
I want a word with you downstairs. (Nurse crosses 10
lefe, and exit. To Sir Stephen) T'll look in, the first

thing in the morning.
SIR STEPHEN. Do. Vou’ll find me—at home.
CRANE. Good night. Good night, Miss Lovel.
PRGGIR. Good night, Sir Lydden.

crRANE (fn a low tome fo Peggie). You mustn’t stay
long, and you mustn’t let Sir Stephen excite himself.
(To Sir Stephen) T1°d rather see you in bed—

SIR STEPHEN (very impatiently). Tutl* ‘Tut! Tut!
I won’t be buried before I'm dead. (Rather curily)
Good night. (Crane waits. Imperiously) Good ni-
ght! (Crane is going) And, Crane, remember—mno
whitewash on my sepulchre! [Exéit Cranme, left.
Peggie meantime has taken off her cloak. All through

_she 1s eager and excited, glances at herself in the glasses

very often.
PEGGIE. I'm so sorry you’re ill, Sir Stephen.

SIR STEPHEN. I'm notill, my dear. The old machine

seems just as strong and tough as ever, only—it’s gone

Tut! —— FHaER
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*‘crack’” in a weak place. Weil, I've knocked it
about all over the world®for . seventy-five years, and
if it hadn’t gone crack in one place, I suppose it
would in another. Never mind me. Let’s talk about
you. Go and stand there, and let me look at you.

PRGGIE (displaying her dress). Do you like me? Do

you like my dress?
SIR STEPHEN, It’sa triumphl!

PEGGIE (chatiecring on), Vou can’t imagine what trou-
ble mamma and I have taken over it. Xoug sleeves
are coming in for evening wear. So I had long sleeves
at first. T was all sleeves. So I had them taken out
and short sleeves put in. The dressmaker made a
horrible muddle of them., So we tried long sleeves
again. I looked a perfect fright!

SIR STEPHEN. I won’t believe it.

PEGGIE./ VYes, I did, I assure you. So at the last mo-
ment I had the long sleeves taken out and the short
sleeves dodged up with Jace. Which do you like best?
Long sleeves or short sleeves?

SIR STEPHEN. Long sleeves for ugly arms—short sleeves
for beautiful arms!
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PEGGIE (frowning at him and shaking her head). AL
What do you think of the bodice?

SIR STEPHEN. FEnchanting!
PHGGIE. It is rather neat, isn’t it?
STR STEPHEN. Neat? T should call it gorgeous!

PEGGIE. Oh, you must see the one I’ve got for the
Lardner’s dance next Monday. Would you like to
see it?

SIR STEPHEN. Very much—on Monday.

PEGGIE. I'll run in for a moment before I go.
SIR STEPHEN. Do.

PEGGIE., That’s a square-cut bodice. This is a round-
cut bodice. Which do you like best? Round-cut
bodice or square-cut bodice¢

SIR STEPHEN. To-night I like round-cut bodice« On
Monday I think I shall prefer a square-cut bodice.

PEGGIE. I think I prefer a square-cut bobice. I had a
square-cut bodice to this at first. I looked a perfect
monster, so I had it taken out and this round-cut
bodice put in, I’'m not sure that it’s quite right now,

and I’ve tried it on fifty times=—I'm worrying you to-
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death.
SIR STEPHEN. Nol! no!

PEGGIE. Yes, I am, and I can’t stay five minutes, Are
you sure you wouldn’t rather have the ball put off?
We will put it off even now, if you wish.

SIR STEPHEN. Not for the world ! not for the world |*

PEGGIE. That’s so good of you! But I really think
you’ll be better to-morrow. I'm sure you will. You
aren’t really very ill, are you? Do you like this em-
broidery? [Pointing to irimming on her skirt.

SIR STEPHEN. It's beautiful! Isn’t it Indian work?

PEGGIE. Yes; handmade. It took a man twelve or fif-
teen years to make this one strip.

SIR STEPHEN. A quarter of a lifetime to decorate you
for a few hours. It wastime well spent. Ah, Peggie,
that’s the sum and meaning of all our toil and money-
grubbingl*

PEGGIE. What is?

SIR STEPHEN. ‘To make cur women-folk beautiful. Tt
all comes to that in the end. ILet Nature and Art

for the world — $ERfilo
money-grubbing —— &% HEER.
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knock their heads together till doomsday* they’ll ne-
ver teach one another any finer trick than to show a
beautiful maiden to a handsome young fellow, or a
handsome young fellow to a beautiful maiden.

[Peggic has got behind him and is admiring herself in
the glass.

PEGGIE. Really! Reallyl Ves, I suppose you’re
right. You’re sure I’m not worrying you—

SIR STEPHEN. No, no. Don’t go. I’m quite at leisure
now to the end of my life.

PEGGIE. Oh, you mustn’t talk like that! So I may
tell mamma that you like my dress? What do you
think of the skirt?

SIR STEPHEN. Isn’t there too much trimming on it?
PEGGIE. Oh, no! Oh, no!
SIR STEPHEN. Yes, there’s too much trimming.

PEGGIE. Oh, no! Oh, no! The dressmaker said there
wasn’t enough.

SIR STEPHEN. Stupid hussies, dressmakers! They’re
like other folks! They’re always the last to know
anything about their own business. Tell your dress

doomsday — HFZHKHo
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maker that simplicity is the keynote of a great style
in dressmaking, and engineering—subtle simplicity.
The next time she is going to make you a dress, tell
‘her to take a walk through our National Gallery—

PEGGIE. Oh, Sir Stephen, you surely wouldn’t dress
me like those old guys in the National Gallery!
What would my pattners say?

SIR STEPHEN. Your partners! Ah, you pretty tyrant,
yow’ll turn a great many heads, and set a great many
hearts beating to-night!

PEGGIE. Shall I? Shall I?

Sir STEPHEN. Why, you’ve set my old worn-out heart
fluttering, and, goodness knows, it ought to have
done beating for pretty girls at seventy-five —it ought
to know better at seventy-five! But it doesu’t and—
(rising with great delermination)-I’ve a great

mind —

PEGGIE (@ liftle alarmed), Sir Stephen, what are you
going to do?

SIR STEPHEN. Don’t you remember your promise?
PEGGIE. My promise?
SIR STEPHEN. Your birthday party six years ago! You
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danced with me, and you promised that I should be
your first partner at your first bal} after you came out!

PrGGIE. Of course—I'd forgotten!

SIR STEPHEN. But I hadn’t! Will you keep your
promise, Peggie? Will you keep your promisze?

PEGGIE. Wouldn’t it be dangerous, and—you don’t
really wish it?

SIR STEPHEN (Sinking down). Vou're right, my dear,
I’'m foolish with old age. Forgiva me!

PEGGIE. I’m sorty to disappoint you. But you’ll be
able to see us dancing across the garden. You can
stand at that window and look on.*

SIR STEPHEN. Look on! 'That’s all I'm fit for now—to
took on at life!

[(Turning away his head.
PEGGIE. Sir Stephen, what’s the matter?

SIR STEPHEN. 1’vealways been in the thick of the fight,*
Peggie. And I feel to-night as strong as ever I did,
and they tell me I must lay up and look on—(#ising

to look on —— ##i,
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with great emergy and deleymination)—I won’t] I
won’t! o

PEGGIE. Sir Stephen.

SIR STEPHEN. I can’t bear it, Peggie. I’'ve enjoyed
my life, and I don’t want to leave it. I want to live,
and live, and live—and I willl Ah, what a selfish
old coward I am! I'm like a man who has sat down
to a good fable d’hote,* and eaten and drunk his fill,
and now the host tells me my place is wanted for
another guest, I cry out and want to have my dinner
over again! Don’t take any notice of me, dear., Tell
me about your partners. Who’s goiug to dance with

you to-night?

PRGGIE. Oh, I suppose Mr. Lascelles, Freddie Lister,
Lord Doverbury, Johnny Butler, Sir Egerton Wend-
over, Dick French—amongest others.

SIR STEPHEN Peggie—
PEGGIE. YeS—

SIR STEPHEN. You won’t misunderstand me, dear,
I'm old enough to be your grandfather. (Takes her
hand very tenderly) You won’t misunderstand me,
(Very seriously) Take care how you choose your

table d’hote —— FUEMAFIZ.
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parther for life. You’ll have a wide choice, and all
your future happiness, and the happiness of many
generations to come, will depend on the one moment
when you say ‘'Yes’” to oue of the scores of young
fellows who’ll ask veu to be his wife. Take care,
dear! Take care! Icok him thoroughly up and
down! Be sute that he has a good full open eye that
can look you straight in the face; and be sure that
the whites of his eyes are clear. ‘T'ake care he hasn’t
got a queer-shapad head, cr a low forehead. A good
round head, and a good full high forehead, do you
hear? Notice the grip of his hand when he shakes
hands with you! Take care it’s strong and firm, and
not cold and dry. No young man should have a
cold, dry hand. Don’t say ‘‘Yes” till you’ve seen
him out of trousers, in riding dress, or court dress.
Look at the shape of his legs—a good, well-shaped
leg, eh, Peggie? And take care it is his leg! See
that he’s well-knit and a little lean, not flabby;
doesn’t squint; dosen’t stammer; hasn’t got any ner-
vous tricks or twitchings. Don’t marry a bald man!
They say we shall all be bald in fen generations.
Wait ten generations, Peggie, and then don’t marry a
bald man! Can youremember all this, dear? Watch

his walk! See that he has a good springy step, and
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feet made of elastic—can do his four or five miles an
hour without turning a hair. Don’t have him if he
has a cough in the winter or the spring. Voung men
ought never to have a cough. And be sure he can
laugh well and heartily—not a snigger,* or a wheeze,*
or a cackle,* but a good, deep, hearty laugh right
down fiom the bottom of his chest, And if he has a
little money, or ever a good Bit, so much the better!
There now! You choose a man like that, Peggie;
and I won’t promise you that youw’ll be happy, tut if
you’'re not, it won’t bz your fault, and it won’t be his,

and it won’t be mine, !

PEGGIE. Very well, Sir Stephen, I'll try and remem-
ber.

SIR STEPHEN. Do, my dear, do! It’s a good legacy,
my dear. I’ve left you another. You won’t be dis-
appointed when my will’s read —

PEGGIE. Oh, Sir Stephen!

SIR STEPHEN. No, you won’t; but remember my advice
to-night. That’s the best wedding present for any
girl.

snigger — %,
wheeze — W%,
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PRGGIE. Very well, Sir Stephenl I must be going.
Good-bye. [Giving her hand.

SIR STEPHEN. Yes, I suppose you mustn’t stay. (T ak-
ing her hand, keeping 1t as he had kept Craews, as
if he couldn’t bear to lef her go) Good-bye.

[Looking longingly at her with a mute entreaty to
stay. Peggic draws her hand away, puis on cloak.
and goes to door, left. He watches her all th while,

prcoR.  (af door, runs back to him.) Sir Stephen, 1’11
keep my promise. You shall be my first partner.
(Offering her card.) Writer your name down for my
first dance.

Str STRPHEN. But I shan’t be there.

PrGGIE. I’ll sit out, and keep it for you.

StR STEPHEN No, no,—

PRGGIE. Yes, yes! I insist. Put your name down!
(He writes on her card. Enter Nurse, left.

PEGGIE. Good-bye, Sir Stephen,

SIR STEPHEN. Good-bye, Peggiel (Softly) Peggie!

Her names was Peggie! My wife’s name was Peggie!

[She bends and kisses his forehead,; then goes to door,
turns and looks at him.
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PRGGIE. Au'vofr.*

[Blows him a kiss and exit. Sir Stephen looks
longingly after her, walks a little up and down the
room,

NURSE. (anxfously.) Sif Stephen, don’t you think you

might lie down now?
SIR STEPHEN. Runaway! Run away!
NURSE. Won’t.you rest a little on the sofa?
SIR STEPHEN, Run away! Run away!
NURSE. Can I get youanything?

SIR STEPHEN. Run away! Run away! (Pacing up
and down) Mr. Daniel Famariss hasn’t come yet?

NURSE. No. You know they said that e was away
surveying in an out-of-the-way country* where no

message could reach him.

SIR STEPHEN. If he should come too late, tell him—tell
him—1’ve gone surveying in an out-of-the-way coun-
try,—where no message can reach me! (Changing
tone) Dear me, Nurse, I’m afraid this dying is going

to be a very tiresome business for both of us!

aw’'voir ~— (&30 5o
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NURSE. Oh, Sit Stephen, I'm sure I doin’t mind{

SIR STEPHEN. You don’t mind? ‘That’s very good of
you. You’re in no hurry! Well, neither am I.

NURSE. Sir Stephen, don’t you think———
SIR STEPHEN. What?
NURSE. Last night you said you’d send for a clergyman.

SIR STEPHEN. Did I? ‘That was at two o’clock in the
morning. How horribly demoralized a man gets at

two o’clock in the morning |
NURSE. Baut, Sir Stephen——
SIR STEPHEN. Well?

NURSE. Don’t you think you ought to begin to think
of better things?

SIR STEPHEN. Well. I’'m seventy-five. Perhaps it is
nearly time. What better things?

NURSE. Death and —judgment.

SIR STEPHEN- Don’t talk nonsense. I don’t call death
and judgment better things.

NURSE. But, Sir Stephen—you will be judged.

sIR STEPHEN, Judged? Ves. But I shan’t be judged
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by the prayers 1've said, and the psalns I've sung. I
shan’t be judged by the lies I’ve told, and the deceits
I’ve practised, and the passions I’ve given way to. I
shan’t be judged by the evil and rottenness in me,
No; I shall be judged by the railways I’ve made, aud
the canals I've scooped, and the bridges I’ve built—
and let me tell you, my dear creature, my accounts
are in go€d order, and ready for inspection at any
moment, and I believe there’s a good balance on my
side, (Guesis have been assembling {n the ballroom.
Dance music bursts out, Dancing begins) Al

What tune is that?

[Goes up to window, begins dancing a few steps,

swaying with the music.
NURSE., (frightencd.) Sir Stephen! Sir Stephen!
SIR STEPHEN. Run away! Run away!

NURSE. Sir Stephen, you wouldn’t be found dancing af
the end?*

SIR STEPHEN. Wy not? 1I've done my work! Why
shouldn’t I play for a little while? (4 bell {s heard)
Hark! ‘T'he fiont doot bell—

NURSE. Yes. [Goes lo door, left,

at the end —— B8,
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SIR STRPHEN. = Go downstairs and see if thal’s my son.
If it is, tell him—

(Gentle knock at door, left. Adums enters a step.
Thedancing and mustc ave continued {n the tallroom,

ApAMS. I beg pardon, Sir Stephen. Mr, Daniel Faug.
riss has arrived —

SIR STEPHEN. Ah! [Gelting excited.

ADAMS. And would like to see you.

SIR STEPHEN. Teil him he knows the conditions,
NURSE. But, Sir Stephen—

SIR STEPHEN. Run away, my good soul! Run away.
(To Adams) He knows the conditions. If he ac-
cepts them, I shall be pleased to see him.

paN (voice outside door.) Father!
SIR STEPHEN. Shut that door!

[Adams nearly closes door, which is kept open a few
inches from the other side,

DAN (outside.) Father! You won’t shut the door in
my face?

SIR STEPHEN. Keep on that side of it, then. Adams,
you can go. ILeave the door ajar.
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[Exit Adams, left.  Siv Stephen, with an imperious
gesture, points Nurse o archway right. Extt Nuvse,
into bedroom, with an appealing gesture to Str
Stephen.

SIR STEPHEN. (goes to door, left; it is still open a few
inches.) Are you there, Dan?

pAN (outside) Ves, father.

SIR STEPHEN. I vowed I'd never set eyes on you again,
till you owned you were wrong about those girders *
You were wrong? (No rzply) Vou were wrong?
(No refly) Do you kear? Confound you, you know
you were wrong! (No refly) Do you hear, Dan?
Why won’t you say you were wrong? You won’t!
(Slams door, goes right, has an outburst of anger,
recovers, listems, goes tack to door, opens it a little)

Are you there, Dan?
paN (ouiside.) Yes, father.

SIR STEPHEN. You were wrong, Dan. (No reply) 1
haven’t got long to live, Dan. It’s angina pectoris,
a=d the next attack will kill me. It may come at any

moment. (Very piteously) Dan, you were wrong?

girders — fHI%,
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Why won’t you say so? Even if you tell a lie about
it?

DAN (outside.) T was wrong.

SIR STEPHEN. Ah! (Flings open the dooy, Dan yuns in.
Sir Stephen meets him, embraces him affectionately,
with a half sob) Why didn’t you say it before? You
knew how much I loved you. Why did you keep
apart from me all these years?

DAN. I'm sorry, sir. But perhaps it was for the best.
I've done very well.

SIR STHPHEN. Of course you have. you’re my son.
But how much better you’d have done if you had
stuck to me! How much better we both should have
done! I'm sorry, too, Dan, I was wrong, too—mnot

- about the girders. You were wrong about them,
Dan. But I was wrong to be angiy and to swear I
wouldn’t see you. Ah, what could I have done with
you at my side! I could have carried out my Milford
Haven scheme, Perhaps it isn’t too late! (Goingfo
bureau, getting more and more excited) T've got all the

plans here——
[(Taking out a heap of plans.

DAN. Not now, father; not now!
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SIR STEPHEN. Yes, now, my boy! To-morrow may
be too late! (Going to fable) Come here, my lad!
Oh, Dan., what years we’ve wasted! Come here!
I want you to carry this out. VYou’ll have immense
opposition. Beat it down! You’ll have to buy Shad-
well and his lot. They’re a dirty gang. But you’ll
have to do it. T hate bribery, Dan; but when you’ve
got to do it, do it thoroughly! “hen there’s Minch-
am. Buy him over, if you can, at a small figure—say
a thousand pounds—he’s a mean little cur; but offer
him that, and if he won’t take it, snap your fingers at
him, and swamp* him! Remember the trick, the
scoundrel’s trick, he served me over the granite for the
viaduct.* Remember it, Dan, and don’t spare him!

Swamp him! Swamp him!
{With great energy of hate.
DAN. Father—

SIR STEPHEN. Bring you chait up. I must go on now
—while it’s all before me! I want you to carry this
Milford Haven scheme out! I want it to be said that
what old Stephen Famariss couldn’t do, young Dan
Famariss could! The father was a great man, the son

to swamp — PYR; T
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shall be a greater, eh? Look here, you must start on
this side. I’ve had all the soundings* made—

DAN. To-morrow, father; to-morrow!

SIR STEPHEN. No, now! There’s no such thing as to-
morrow! We’ll go through it now—in case——there’s
a great world-tussle* coming, Dan—T1 shan’t live to see
it—but it’s coming, and the engineer that ties England
and America will do a good turn to both countries.
England to America in four days! I want thatcrown
to rest on your head! Look! You must begin here!

Look! Justthere! You mustthrow a bridge over—

[Stops suddenly, puts his hand to his heart; his face
indicates intense agony. Nurse eniers from bed-

room.

pAN. Father—

SIR STEPHEN. (persisiing, with a wild aimless gesiure.)
Throw a bridge from here—to the other side, and
thepw—

DAN. Father, what is it?

SIR STEPHEN. The end, Dan. (His face shows that he {s
suffering great pain. A great burst of dance music.

soundings —— XEEWZ W&,
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They offer to support him. He waves them off) No,
thank you. I’ll die standing. England to America
In four days. (Long fause. He stands bolt upright
with great determination) You were wrong about
those girders, Dau—My Peggie—I wonder if it’s all
moonshine—Peggie — My Peggie—

[Dies, tumbles over table. Musfc ard dancing in

ballroom louder than evey.

CURTAIN,

- 144 —



0 SR PR R AP b S X R R o A ) o, B8

Wik, REMET. HERDZEATMER, (EIER

Mo MWERRMEEEHERISEE) BB, FHERMEIRES

T— R — RS A R R RE—

F—REGME
(FEk, BAMEIE S b, SSMEES HQABE LR
T,

_—E —

— 145 -



2R AH T



ENTER THE HERO.
A COMEDY

BY THERESA HELBURN

Exkw XA



Characters

Rure CAREY
ANNE CAREY
HaroLDp LAWSON
Mgs. CAREY






ENTER THE HERO

(TaE SCENE pres.ents an upstairs sitting room ina
comforiable house in a small city. The wall on the
spectater’sleft is broken by a fireplace, and beyond that a
door leading itnio the hall. At the back of the stage is a
deep bay window from which one may have a view up and
down the street. A door in the vight wall leads to Anne
Cayrey’s bedroom, The sitting room, being Anne's poati-
cular property, is femininely furnished in chintz.¥ A
lable desk* with several drawers occupies an imporiant

place in the room, which is conspicuously rich in flowers.

The curtain rises on an emply stage. Ruth Carey,
a pretty givh of eighteen years, enters hurriedly, carrying
a large box; she wears a hat and coat.)

RUTH. Ob, Anne, here’s another box of flowers! Anme,
where are you?

Voice From Anne’s Bedroom. In here. T thought you
had gone out.

chintz — #EX4,
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RrUTH (0pening door left)) 1 was just going when the
expressmen left these—and 1 wanted to see them.
(Looking into the bedroom.) Oh, how pretty your
dress is. ‘Turn round. Just adorable! May I open
these?

The Voice. VYes, but hurry. It’s late.

RUTH (throwing her sister a kiss.) VYcu dear! It's
almost like having a fiancé of my own. Three boxes
in two days! He’s adorably extravagant. Oh, Anne,
exquisite white roses! Come, look!

(Anne Carey appears in the bedvoom door. She is a
girl of twenty-two, Her manner in this scene shows
nervousness* and suppressed excitement*.)

ANNE. Yes, lovely. Geta bowl, Ruth. Quickly.

RUTH. 1 will, Here’s a card. (S#%e hands Anne an
envelope, goes to the door, then stops.) Wkhat does he
say, Anne? May I see?

(Anne, who has read the card quickly with a curious
little smile, hands it back to her without turning.)
rRUTH (reading):

*“ The red rose whispers of passion

nervousness —— S B,
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And the white rose breathes of lovey
Oh, the red rose is a falcon,
And the white rose is a dove.

*‘But I send you a cream-white rossbud
With a flush on its petal tips,
For the love that is purest and sweetest
Has a kiss of desire on the lips.”

Oh, how beautiful! Did he make that up, do you
suppose? I didn’t know he was a real poet.

ANNE (who has been pinning some of the voses on her

dress) Any one in love is a poet.

RUTH. It's perfectly beautiful! (She takes a penctl
and litlle notebook out of her pocket.) May I copy it
in my ‘‘Harold notebook”’?

ANNE. Your what?

RUTH. I call it my ‘‘Harold Notebook.” 1 have put
- down bits of his letters that you read me, the lovely

bits that are too beautiful to forget. Do you mind?
ANNE. You silly child!

rRuTH. Here, you may see it...T'hat is from the second

letter he wrote you from Rio Janetro.* Ijust could

Rio Janeiro — %t &,
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not get over that letter. You know I made you read
it to me three times. It was so—so delicate. I
remembered this passage—see. ‘‘A young girl seems
to me as exquisite and frail as a flower, and I feel
myself a vandal* in desiring to pluck and bossess one.
Yet, Anne, your face is always before me, and I know
now what I was too stupid to realize before, that it
was you and you only, who made life bearable for
me last winter when I was & stranger and alone.”
Oh, Anne— (Stghing rapturously) that is the sort of
love letters I’ve dreamed of getting. I don’t suppose

" T ever shall,

ANNE (still looking over the notebook with her odd smile.)

Have you shown this to any one?

roTH. Only to Caroline—in confidence. (Pauses la
see how Anne will take 14,) But really, Aunne, every
one knows about Harold. You have told Madge and
Eleanor, and I’m sure they’ve told the others. They
don’t say anything to us, but they do to Caroline and
she tells me. (Waiching Anne’s face.) You’re not

angry, are you, Anne?

ANNE. VYes, rather, (Then eagerly) What do they sayi

vandal —— g E,
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RUTH. Oh, all sorts of things. Some of them horrid,
of cours2! VYou can’t blame them for being jealous.
Here you are having just the sort of experience that
any one of them would give tkeir eye teeth to havz.* T°d
be jealous if you weren’t my sister. As it is, I seem to

get some of the glory myself.

ANNE (pleads, tut disparaging) But every girl has this

experience sooner or later.

RUTH. Oh, not in this way. Everything that Harlold
does is beautiful, ideal. Jane Fenwick showed me
some of Bob’s letters. They were so dull, fo prosaic!
All about his salary and the corn crop. I was disgusted
with them. So was she, I think, when she saw Har-
old’s letters.

ANNE, Oh, yon showed them to Jane, too?

rure (a bit frightemed). No, really I didn’t. Caro-
line did. Ilent her my notebook once overnight, and
she gave Jane a peek—1n the strictest confidence*

~ Jane really needed it. She was getting so cocky* about

Bob. Girls are funny things, aren’t they?

to give eye teeth to have —- FREESPEERBS T B5 5: 153, Fhbndd
—y) B,
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ANNE (@who has been keenly interested in all of Ruth's
gosstp.) What do you mean?

RUTH. It isn’t so much the man, as the idea of a man,
some one to dream about, and to talk about. When I
think of getting engaged—1I suppose I shall get enga-
ged some day—I never think of being teally, really,
kissed by a man—

ANNE. What do you think of?

RUTH. I always think of telling Caroline about it,
showing my ring to her and to Madge. Oh, Madge is
green with envy * T believe she thought Harold sort of
liked her. (Amnneiurnsaway.) She was so excited when
she saw him in New York. She said she would have
got off the bus and chased him, but he went into a
house...Anne, why did not you tell us—me, at
least—that Harold was back from South America,

before we heard it from Madge?

ANNE. Just because...I wanted to avoid all this...It
was hard enough to have him within a few hours’
distance and know he could not get to me. But it was

easier when no one else knew. Don’tyou understand?

RUTH. Yes, dear, of course I do—but still—

green with envy — KL BHIFZRAER) o
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ANNE (tmpatiently), Now, Ruth, it’s quarter past four,

You promised—

RUTH. I’'m going... right straight off... unless—Oh,
Anne, mayn’t I stay and have just one p2ek, I woun’t

let him sze me, and then I’ll run straight away?

ANNE Oh, for heaven’s sake. don’t be naughty and
silly! Clear out now, quickly, or—(Changing her
tone suddenly.) Ruth, dear, pu! yourself in my place*
Think how you would fee! if you were going to see
the man you loved for the first tim=. That is what it
really is. Think of it! “I'wo years ago when he went
away we were just the merest friends—and now—

rRUTH. And now you’re engaged to be married! Oh,
isn’t it the most romantic thing! Of course you want
to be alone, Forgive me. Oh, Anne, how excited
you must be!

ANNE (wilh rather histrionic tmntensity.*) No, I'm str-

angely calm. And yet, Ruth, I'm afraid, terribly
afraid.

RUTH. Why, what of?

ANNE. (acting). 1 don’t know...of everything...of the

unknown. Allthis has been so wonderful, if anything

to put your-self in my place — #Ri REAET G,
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should happen I don’t think I could bear it. I think
I should die.

rRUTH. Nonsense, dear, what can happen? Yon'ze jus?
on edge.* Well, I’ll be off. I’'ll join Mother at Aunt
Nellie’s. Give my love to Harold. You know I've
never called him anything but Mr. Lawson fo Ais face *
Isn’t that funny? Good-by, dear, (Throwing Anne a

kiss.) You look so sweet.

ANNE (her hands on Rullys shoulders for an impressive

moment). Good-by, Ruth Good-by.

(They kiss. Ruthgoes. Leftalone, acomplete change
comes over Anne. Shedyopsithe romantic attitude, She
is nevvously delermined. She quickly arranges lhe
Sflowers, lakes out the box, elc., straightens the room *
and surveys herself vapidly in the mivror. Thereisa
sound of wheels outside. Anne goes lo the bay window
and looks out, Then she stands evect in the grip of an
emotion that is more like terroy than aniicipation.*
Hearing the sound of footsteps om ilhe stair she is
panic-stricken* and about to bolt, but at the sound of

voices she pulls herself together and stands motionless.)

You’re just on edge-— HREAESRE L RERD To
to his face——% MY,
to straighten the room— %33R,
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Man’s Voice (ouniside). In here? All right!

(Harold Lawson enter, a well set up, bronzed, rather
commonplace young man of about {weniy-elght. He
sees no onz on his entry, but as he advances into the

room, Anne comes down from the bay window.)

HAROLD. Hello. Miss Carey, how are you? Splendid
te see you again, after all this time. (Anne looks at
him without speaking, which slightly embarrasses him.)

You're looking fine. How’s your mother—and little
Ruth?

ANNE (Slowly) Welcome home.

HAROLD. Oh, thanks. It’s rather nice to be back in
God’s country.* But it is not for long this time.

ANNE. Are you going away again?

HAROLD. Yes. I've another appointment.®* 'This one in
India, some big salt mines. Not bad, eh? I made
pretty good in Brazil,* they tell me.

ANNE. (nervously.) Sit down.

HAROLD. Thanks. Hot for September, is not it?
Though I ought to be used to heat by this time.

God’s country—iifl,
appointment——&{L,
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Sometimes the thermometer would run a hundred
and eight for a week on end.* Not much fun, that.

ANNE. No, indeed.

'HAROLD, (settling back comformbly to talk about himself.)
You know I loathed it down there at first. What
with all the foreigners and the rotten weather and the
bugs— thought I'd never get into the swing * \Wanted

to chuck engineering for any old job that was cool,
but after a while— ’

ANNE. How long have you been home?

HAROLD. About three weeks. I’d really been meaning
to come out here and have a look round my old
haunts, but there was business in New York, and I had
to go South and see my family—you know how time
flies. Then your note came. It was mighty jolly of

© you* to ask me out here. By the way, Low did you

know I was back?

ANNE (affer a pausc). Madge Kennedy caught sight
of you in New Vork.

—

On end——34 ; Ht,

I'd never g:t into the swing— B A RERIRERAE; R
Ao
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HAROLD. Did she really? How is little Madge? And
that odd brother of hers. Is he just as much of a

fool as ever? 1 remember once he said to me——

ANNE. Oh, I did not ask you here to talk about Madge
Kennedy’s family.

HAROLD (taken aback.) No...no, of coursz, not. I—I've
been wondering just why you did ask me. VYou said
you wanted to talk to me about something.

ANNE (genily.) Weren’t you glad to come?

HAROLD. Why, of course I was. Of course. And then
your note fired my curiosity—your asking me to come

straight to you before seeing anyone else.
ANNE. Aren’t you glad to be here with me?
HAROLD. Why surely, of course, but— (Pause.)

ANNE. You see, people seemed to expect you would
come to see me first of all., T rather expected it

myself. Don’t you understand?
HAROLD (very uncomforiably). No...I'm afraid I don’t...

ANNE. From the way you acled before you went away
I thought you, yourself, would want to see me first
of all.

— 170 —



Wi MhIRMERY BT RS AT BRI T B,
b R RS BT - R BB A AT — KM R —

R VR, AR FH IR R A I R EESY

B BT B RRR R R AR
FATBEG TR ARR IR BRI o

W (TRT6Y) RE R R EE?

Bk BN R RS B R8RS 51
REGIFAH O— IR RFERIIN, — BIREHR A,

SR RBLAEIRR AL s R

Bit  BAHEE, —EHY, 3 RN, Rl — (D

SR Rt AAZBBRHR LT ACR Ro RE EALEHE
ikt R C1BE?

Wt TR Ty PRI e

FUR A IREEBIE R NTRT I, B, R R E
SR REY,

— 171 —



HAROLD. Before I went away? What do you mean?

ANNE. Vou know well enough what I mean. The
parties those last weeks—the theater we went to— tha

beautiful flowers you sent Mother~—the letter—

HAROLD. But—but—why, I was going away. You
and your people had been awfully nice to me, a
petfect stranger in town. I was simply trying to do
the decent thing. Good Lord! Yon don’t mean to
say you thought— »

ANNE (watching him very closely), Yes, it’s true, I
thought—and every one else thought—I’ve been wai-

ting these two years for you to come back.

(She drops her face tnto h:r hands. Her shoulders
shake.)

HAROLD (jumping up). Great Heavens! I never im-
agined-——Why, Miss Carey, I—oh, I'm terribly sorry!
(She continues fo sob.) Please don’t do that—please!
T'd better go away ~ I'll clear out—TI'll go straight off

to India.— I’ll never bother you again.

(He seized his hat, and is making, in a bewildered way,

for lhe door, when she intercepts him.)

aN~Nz. No, You mustn’t go away!
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HAROLD. But what can I do?

ANNE (Striking a tragic att{iude.*) You mean to say

you don’t care at all—that you have never cared?
HAROLD, Really, Miss Carey, I—

ANNE. For heaven’t sake, don’t call me Miss Carey.
Call me Anne.

HAROLD. Miss Carey...Anne...I...Oh, you’d better let
me go—Ilet me get away before any one knows I'm

Lere—before they think—
ANNE. It’s too late. They think already.
HAROLD. Think what? What do you mean?

ANNE. Oh, this is terrible! Sit down. Harold, and
listen to me. (Ske pushes him into a chair and begins
to talk very rapidly, watching intently the effect of her
words upon him.) VYou see, when you went away,
people began to say things about us—you and me
—about your caring. I let them go on. In fact I
believed them. I suppose it was because I wanted
so much to believe them. Oh, what a foot I've been!

What a fool!

striking a...... attitude

= RBIEo

— 174 —




Wi BEUNIREEERE?

L GRME AR FERR— L REER—
AT LRI D R?

Wik RH, KB ML, R—

BRSO RS RE M R IR,

Bk KRB %E ...... FRrorrer g, SRRk
e FEHEARMBERACEE, FRER—FER
AT —

Zlie KETARKRERT.
B MR HEEEE

SR g, KT T AT, i, O RER, R AR AR
L BB, —TEAMT EORH) (R, T2
1%, AR R — (IR R— B R BT, R
Shok PSR R TG .2, REKEET IS
By —18 7! '

-~ 175 —



(She covers her face wilh her hands. He gets up
intending vaguely to comfort her, but she thinks ke 4s
making anothzr move to go, and jumps to her feet )

ANNE. Aud now you want to clear out like a thief in
the night, and leave me to be laughed at! No, no,
you cannot do that! VYou must help me, You've
hurt me to the very soul. You mustn’t humiliate
me before the world.

HAROLD. TI'll do anything I can, Miss Carey.

ANNE. Anne!

HAROLD. Anne, T mean. But how?

ANNE (after a moment’s thought as if the fdea had just
come fo her). You must stay here. You must pretend
for a few days—for a2 week at most, that we’re engaged.

HAROLD. Icannotdothat, youknow. Really, I cannot.

ANNE (going fo him. ) Why not? Only a little while.
Then you will go away to India, We’ll find it’s been
a mistake. Tl break it off, —it will only be a pret-
ense, of course, but at least no one will kmow what a

fool I've beea.

HAROLD. (after a moment’s hesitation) Miss Carey—

Anne, I mean, I'll do anything I can, but not that!
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A man can’t do that. VYou see, there’s a girl, an

English girl, down in Brazil, I——

ANNE. Oh, a girl! Another! Well, after all, what
does that mttter? Brazil is a losg way off. She

need never know.

HAROLD. She might hear. You can’t keep things
like this hid- No. I would not risk that. You’d
better let me clear out before yvour family gets home.

No one need ever know I’ve been here.

(Again he makes a move toward the door. Awne

stands motionless.)

ANNE. You can’t go. You can’t. It’s more serious

than you imagine,.
HAROLD. Serious? What do you mean?

ANNE. Come here. (He obeys. She sits in a big chatr,
but avotds-looking at him. There is a delicate imzitat-
ton of a tragic actvess in the way she tells her slory.)
I wonder if I can make you understand? It means
so much to me that you should—so much! Harold,
you know how dull life is here in this little town.
You were glad enough to get away after a year of
it, were not you? Well, it is worse for a girl, with

nothing to do but sit at home—and dream —of you,
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Yes, that is what I did, until, at last, when I could
not stand it any longer, I wrote you.

HAROLD (quickly ) 1 never got the letter, Miss Carey.
Honor bright,* 1 didn’t. '

ANNE. Perhaps not, but you answered it.

HAROLD, Anmnswered it? What are you talking apout?

ANNE. Would you like to see your answer? (She goes
to the desk, takes a packet of letters out of a drawer,
selects one, and hands it to him) Here it is—your

answer. You see it’s post-marked Rio Janeiro.

BAROLD (faking it wonderingly.) This does look like
my writing. (Reads.) ‘‘Anne, my darling—"’ I say,
what does this mean?

-

ANNE. Go on.

HAROLD. (reading). ‘‘I have your wonderful letter.
It came to me like rain in the desert. Can it be true,
Anne, that you do care? I ask myself a hundred
times what I have done to deserve this. A young
girl seems to me as exquisite and frail as a flower—
Great Scoft'* VYou don’t think I could have written
such stuff1* What in the world!

honor bright——Bg5 gt
Great Scott!—TmE 8, BEN? A0 8k
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ANNE (handing over another letter). Here’s the next let-
ter you wrote me, from the mine. It’s a beautiful one,
Read it.

HAROLD (lears it open angrily and veads). ‘‘I have
been out m the night under the stars. Oh, that you
were beres my beloved! It is easy to stand the dust
and the turmoil of the mine without you, but bzauty
that I eannot share with you hurts me like a pain—"

(He throws the letter on the fable and turns toward
Ier, speechless.)

ANNE (fmexorably). VYes, that is an exceptionally beau-

ti¢al one. But there are more—Ilots more. Would

you like to see them?

HAROLD. But I tell you, I never wrote them. These

are not my letters.
ANNE. Whose are they, then?

HAROLD (walking up and down furiously). God knows!
This is some outrageous trick. You’ve been duped,
you poor child. But we’ll gef fo the bottom of this.*
Just Yeawe it to me. D’ll get detectives. TI'll find out
who’s back of it! I'll-—

to get to the bottom of this—— X ESA% ; BMEME A,
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(He comes face to face with her and finds her look-
ing quietly ai him with something akin to critical

interest.)

HAROLD. Good Lord. What's the matter with me!
You don’t believe those letters. You couldn’t think
I wrote them, or you wouldn’t have met me as you
did, quite naturally, as an old friend. You under-

stand! For heaven’s sake, make it clear to me!

ANNE. I am trying to...I told you there had to be...
answers...I was afraid to send my letters to you, but
there had to be answers. (Harold stares at her.) So

I wrote them myself.
HAROLD. You wrote them yourseif? !
ANNE. Yes.
HAROLD. These? These very letters?
ANNE. Yes. I hadto

HAROLD. (ood God! (He gazes at the litter of letters
on the desk in stupefied silence.) But the handwriting.

ANNLE. Oh, that was easy. I had the letter you wrote
to Mother.

HAROLD. And you learned to imitate my handwriting?
ANNE (politely). It was very gocd writing.
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HAROLD (in sudden apprehension)®. No one has seen

these things,—have they?
ANNE. They arrived by mail.

JHAROLD. You mean people saw the envelopes. Yes,

that is bad enough...But you have not shown ttem to
any one? (At her silencz he turns furiously wpon her.)

Have vou?...Have you?

ANxE (who enjoys her answer and iis effect upon him).
Only parts—never a whole letter. But it was such a
pleasure to be able to talk about you to some one.

My only pleasure.

EAROLD. Good heavens! VYou told pecple I wrote

these letters? That we were engaged?

ANNE. Idid not mean to. Harold. Really, I didn’t.
But I could not keep it dark.* There were your teleg-

grams.
BAROLD. My telegrams?!?

(She  goes to desk and produces a bumdle of
dispaiches.)

in sudden apprehension-—Z#R5EE3 o
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ANXE (brazen tn her simcerity).* Vou used to wire
me every time you changed your address. You were
very thoughtful, Harold. But, of course, couldn’t

keep those secret like your letters.

HAROLD (stamding helplessly, with the tfelegrams loose
in his fingers.). My telegrams! Good Lord! (He
opens one and reads.) ‘‘Leaving Rio for fortnight of
inspection in interior. Address care Seflor Miguel—”
My telegrams!

(He flings the packet violemtly on the table, thereby
almost upsetting a bowl of rose which he hasiens to
preserve).

ANNE. And then there were your flowers. I see you

are admiring them.

(Harold withdraws as if the flowers were charged with
electricity.)

HAROLD. What flowers?

ANNEe These—these—all of them. You sent me flo-

wers every week while you were gone.

HAROLD (overcome.) Good God!

brazen in her sincerity —— RS BIEET,
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(He kas now weached the apex of his amazemeni* and

becomes sardonic.*)

ANNE. Ves, You were extravagant with flowers, Ha-
told. Of course I love them, butI had to scold you

about spending so much money.

HAROLD. Spending so much money? And what did I
say when you scolded me?

ANNE (faken aback omly for a wmoment by his changed
attitude). You sent me a bigger bunch than ever
before—and—wait a minute~~here’s the card you put
in it.

(She goes to the same fatal desk and produces a pac-
kage of florists’ cards.)

HAROLD. Are all those my cards too?
ANNE. Yes.

HAROLD (laughing a bit wildly). T'm afraid T was a bit

extravagant!

ANNE. Here-is the one! You wrote: ‘'If all that I
have, and all that T am, is too little to lay before you,
how can these poot flowers ke much?”

apex of amazement-—— TEEEMIDRG
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HAROLD., I wrote that? Very pretty —vary. I'd fox
gotten I had any such knack at sentimenis.®

i~

ANNE. And then, right away, you sent me the ring,

‘;JARoLi) (jumps, startled out of his sardonfc pose.) Ring!
What ring? '

ANNE. My engagement ring. You really were very
extravagant that time, Harold.

‘narorp (Looking fearfully at her hands.) But I don't

see...You're not wearing...?

ANNE. Not there—here, next to my heatt. (Ske fakes
out a ring which hangs on a chain inside her frock and
presses it to her lips, Looking at him deeply.) T adore
sapphires,* Harold.

(A new fear comes into Havold's eyes. He begtns to
humor her.)

HAROLD., Ves, Ved. Of course, Every-one likes sap-
phires, Anne. It is a beauty. Ves. (He comesvery
close to her, and speaks very gently, as if to a child.)

You have not shown your ring to any ons, have you,
Anne?

knack at sentiments —— LiFAHEMGHF, REMREIER NS
#)o

- 192 -~



Wit REEEVRAFSE—IR T8, BB f 8 85 v
ﬁ%*ﬁs%%f;ﬁj’o

LR A (RER—MIRS,

Ve (BRE A, TSR Rl S AR 3 T ) MR45 AT BEIR
18?

K WEATIHORAE, WERRCAERARET, R

. %_?o .

Rk CRATIATIGT ) LRGSR

ﬂré RIEGEE 15, Tl 11 91, GRS S
M B G TMORRAG RS-, IR L) TR
BENL, W

(BER RS IO 15 A F g, msﬁ#mﬁmm&
)

B R, R0, 8 R AN R R SR 6
IR oS o (M SE B4R KPR ER T B T35 25
— o) IR BEATIE IR A AT RS K2

sapphires—Ri{ R, 2%,



ANNE. Only to a few people—One or two.

BAROLD. A few people! Good heavens! (Then he
controls himself, takes her hands gemily in his, and
continues speaking, as if {0 a chtld.) Sit down, Anne;
we must talk this over a little, —very quistly, you
understand, very quietly. Now to begin with, when
did you first—

ANNE (breaks away from him with a little laugh) N-,
I'm not crazy. Don’t be worried. I'm perfectly sane.
I had to tell you all this to show how serious it was.
Now you know. What are you going to do?

HAROLD. Dot (He slowly straightens up as if the
knowledge of Fker sanity had relfeved him of a heavy

load.) Y'm going to take the next train back to New
York.

ANNE. And leave me to get out of this before people
all alone?

HAROLD. You got Into it without my assistance, did
not you? Great Scott, you forged those letters in
cold bloode—

ANNE. Notincold blood, Harold. Remember, I cored.

HAROLD. I don’tbelieve it. (Accusingly.) You enjoy-
ed writing those letters!
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ANNE. Of course I enjoyed it. It meant thinking of
you, talking of~—vm

HAROLD. Rot! Not of me, really. Vou did not think
I am really the sort of person who could write that—
that drivel/*

ANNE (Aurt) Oh, I don’t know. After a while I
suppose you and my dream got confused,

HAROLD. But it was the rankest —*

ANNE. Oh, T'm not so different from other girls.
We’re a’'l like that, (Repeating Ruth's phrase rve-
miniscently) We must have some one to dream about
—to talk about. I suppose it’s because we have not
enough to do. And then we don’t have any-—any
real adventures like—shop girls.

HAROLD (surprised at this bit of reality.) Thatis a funny
thing to say!

ANNE. Well, it is true. I know I went rather far.
After T got started I could not stop. I did not want
to, either. It fook hold of* me, So I wenton and on
ard let people think whatever they wan'ed. But if

you go now and people find out what I have done,

drivel — (%88,
rankest —— FLULREAY, B Fiiddo
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they will think I’m really mad—or something worse,
Life will be impossible for me here, dou’t you see—
impossible. (Harold is silent.) But if you stay, it
will be so easy. Justa day or two. Then you will
have to go to India. Is that muchtoask? (Acting.)

And you save me from disgrace, from ruin!
(Harold remains silent, troubled.)

ANNE  (becoming impassioned) You must help me.
You must. After I’ve been so frank with you, you
cannot g0 back ¢w* me now. IT’ve mever in my life
talked to any one like this—so openly. You can’t go
back on me! If you leave me hete to be laughed at,
snocked at by every one, I don’t know what I shall do.
I shan’t be responsible. If you have any kindness,
any chivalry...Oh, {for God’s sake, Harcll, heip i e,

help me!
(Kneels at his feet.)
HAROLD. I don’t know..I’m horribly muddled...All
right, I’1l stay!

ANNE. Gocd! Good! Oh, you are fine! I knew you
would be. Now everything will be so simple. (The
vista opens before her.) We will be very quiet here

to go back on —— [B%, Ko
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for a couple of days. We won’t see many people,
for of coursz it i3 not announced. And then you will

po...and I will write you a letter...

HAROLD. (disagreeably struck by ihe phrase.) Write me a
letter? What for?

ANng (ingenwously) ‘Telling you that I have been
mistaken, Rel.asing you from the engagement...and
you will write me an answer...sad but manly.. reluct-

antly accepting my decision....

HAROLD. Oh, I am to write an answer, sad but manly
—Good God! Suppose you don’t release me after all.

ANNE. Don’t be silly, Harold. I promise. Can’t you
trust me?

HAROLD. Trust you? (His eyes travel quickly from the
table littered with letters and dispatches to the flowers
that crnament the rocm, back to the table and finally to
the ring that mow hangs comspicuously on her breast.
She follows the look and instinctively puts her hand to
the ring.) ‘Irust you? By Jovs* no, I don’t trust
you! 'This is absurd, I don’t stay aunother moment.
Say what you will to people. I’m off. ‘[his is final.

-

by Jove —— T3,
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"ANNE (who has stepped to the window.) You can’t go
now. I hear Mother and Ruth Coming.

HAROLD. All the more reason. (He firds his hat.) 1
bolt.

ANNE (blocking the door.) You cannot go, Harold!
Don’t corner me* T’11 fight like a wildcat if you do.

HAROLD. Fight?

LNNE. Ves. A pretty figure yowll cut* if you holt now.
They’1l think you a cad——an out and out cad! Have
not they seen your letters come week by week, and
your presents? And you have wtiten to Mother,
too—I have your letter. There won’t be anything
bad enough to say about you. They’ll say you jilted
me for tbat English girl in Brazil. It will ba true,
too. And it will get about. She’ll hear of it, T'll
sez fo that*—and then—

EAROLD. But it is a complete Iie! I can explain—

ANNE. You’ll have a hard time explaining your letters
and your presents—and your ring. There is a deal

of evidence against you —

to corner — i,
¢o cut a figure —— EITZNNR.
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HAROLD. See here, are you trying to-blackmail me?
Oh, this is too ridiculous!

ANNE. They are coming! T hear them cn the stairs)
What are you going to tell them?

HAROLD. The truth. I must get clear of all this, 1
t:11 you—

ANNE (suddenly elinging to him.) No, no, Harold!
. Forgive me, I was just testing you. I will get you

out of this. I.eave it to me.

HAROLD (Struggling with her.) No, T won’t leave any-

 thing to you, ever.

ANNE (still clinging tightly.) Harold, remember I am

a woman —and I love you.

(This brings him up shori a moment to wonder, and

in this moment theve is a knock at the door.)

ANNE (abandoning Harold.) Come in. (There is a dis.

r creet pause.)
MRS. CAREY’s Voice (off sfage.) May we come in?

ANNE (angrily.) Ves!

(Harold, who has moved loworl the doov, meets Mrs,

Carey as she eniers.  She throws her arms alout his
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neck and kisses him warmly, She is followed by
Ruth.)

MRS. CAREY. Harold! My dear boy!

rurH (cluiching his arm) Hello, Harold, I am so
glad.

(Havrold, temporarily overwhelmed by the onslaught*
of the two women, {s about {0 speak, when Anne

interupts dramatically.)

ANNE. Wait a moment, Mother. Before you cay any-
thing more I must tell you that Harold and I are no

longer engaged!

(Mrs. Carey and Ruth draw away from Harold in
horror - struck surprise.)

MRS. CAREY. No longer engaged? Why...What...?
HAROLD. Really, Mrs. Carey, I—

ANNE (futerrupts, going to her mother). Mother, dear,
be patient with me, trust me, I beg of you—and
please, pleas2 don’t ask me any questions. Harold
and I bave had a very hard-—a very painful heur
together. I don’t think I can stand any more.

onslaught —— iy,
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(Ske is vistbly veryy much exhausted, gasping for
breath.)

MRS. CAREY. Oh, my poor child, what is it? What
has he done?

(She supports Anne on one side while Ruth hurries
to the other.) ' a

HAROLD. Really, Mrs. Carey, I think I can explain.

ANNE. No, Harold, there is no use trying to explain,
There are some things a woman feels, about which

she cannot reason., I know I am doing right.
BAROLD (desperately.) Mrs. Carey, I assure you—-—

aNNr (as if on the verge of a mervous crisis).;" O,
please, please, Harold, don’t protest any more. I am
not blaming you. Understand, Mother, I am not
blaming him. But my décision is frrevocable.® I
thought you understood. I beg you to go away.

" You have just time to catch the afternoon express.

HAROLD. Nonsense, Anne, you must let me—

ANNE (wildly) No, no, Harold, it is finished! Don't
you understand? Finished! (Ske abandons the sup-
port of her mother and Ruth and goes to the table.) - See,

on the verge of a nervous crisis -— TSR BB T %o
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here are your letters. Iam going to burn them (Sh¢
throws the packet into th: five,)  All your letters— (She
throws the dispatches inlo the fire)) Don't, please,
continue this unendurable situation any longer. Go,

I beg of you, go!l

(She is almost hysterical.)

HAROLD, But I tell you I must—

ANNE (falling back in her mother’s arms) Make him
go, Mother! Make him go!
MRS. CAREY. VYes, go! Go, sir! Don’t you see you
are torturing the chi'd. I insist upon your going,
RUTH. VYes, she is in a dreadful state.
(Here Mrs, Carey and Ruth fall into simultaneous
urgings.)
mAROLD (@h) hast ¥iad in vain to make himse'f heard).
All right, T'm going, I give up!

(He setzes his hat and rushes out, bamging the door
behind him. Amme breaks away from her mother

and sisler, totters* rapldly Lo the door and calls down

gently.)

to totter —— $Ri%EKEK; .
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ANNE. - Not in anger, I beg of you, Hatold!. I am . not

' -blaming you. Good-by.
(The siveet door is heard o ba:g. Amnn: col’apses*
in approved tragedy style.) '

ANNE (gasping) Get some water, Ruth. I shall-be all

right in a mo:ment.

(Ruth rushes into the bedroom.)

MRS. CARRY. . Oh, my dear child, calm yourself. Mother

is here, dear. She will take care of you. Tell me,
" dear, tell me.
(Ruth returns with the water. Anne sips alitile.)
ANNE. I will, Mother—I will... everything....later,
(She drinks.) But now I must be alone. Please,

dear, go away...for a little while. I must be alone
(Ristng and moving to the fire.) with the ru'n of my

dreams.
(She puts her arms on the chimney shelf and drops
hey head on them.)
ruTH. Come, Mother! Come away!

MRS; CAREY Yes, I am coming. We shall b2 in the

to collapse —— K&, SR F 3o
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next room, Anne, when you want us. Right here,

ASNE (as thzy go out, raises her head and murmurs,)

Dust and ashes! Dust and ashes!

—

(As soon as they have gone, Amme stvaightens
up slowly. She pulls heyself togehter a'ter the
physical strain* of her acting. Then she looks at
the watch on hey wyist and sighs a long triumphant
sigh. Her eye falls on the desk and she sees the
package of florists’ cards still there. She picks them
up, returns with them to the fire and 1s about to
throw them in, when her eye ts canght by the writing
an ong. She takes 1t out and reads {{. Then she
takes another—and amother. She stops ani looks
away dreamily. Then clowly she woves back to the
desk, drops th: cards info a drawer and locks if.
She sits brooding at the desk* and the open paper
before her seems to fascinate* her. As if in a dream
she picks up a pencil., A creative look comes into
hzr gyes* Resting heyv chin on her lefi arm, she

begins slowly to write, murmuring to hevself.)

physical strain — B85 iRk,
brooding at the desk —— A7 #ELRT .
to fascinate — B350,
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ANNE (reading cs she wrifes). '‘Anne, my dearest...
I am on the traiu...brbkren, sha‘ttered...Why have 'you
g*dqng‘_thlis ‘to mg...yvhy hav¢ you darkened the sun...
and put out the -stars...put out the‘stars?...Givé me
another chance, Anne...I will make good...I promise

‘ you...For God’s sake, Anne, doa’t shut me out of

_your life utterly...I cannot bear it...I...”

R "~ (The Curtain
__has fallen slowly as she writes.)
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THE GOLDEN DOOM

By LORD DUNSANY



*“I'he Golden Doom” was first produced at Iondon
in 1912.

Characters
Tor KinG
CHAMBERLAIN
CHIEF PrOPHET
GIrI,
Boy
SPIES
Firsr Propurr
SECOND PrOPUKT
Firsr SENTRY
SECOND SENTRY
STRANGER
ATTENDANTS

Sceng: v ,
Outside the King’s great door in Zericon.

T'IME:
Some while before the fall of Babylon,
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THE GOLDEN DOOM
Two Seniries pace to and fro, them halt, one on each
side of the great door.
PIRST SENTRY. The day is deadly suliry.*

SECOND SENTRY. I would that I were swimming down
the Gyshon,* on the cool side, under the fruit trees,

FIRST SENTRY. It is like to thunder or the fall of a
dynasty.

SECOND SENTRY. [t will gtow cool by night-fall. Where
is the King?

FIRST SENTRY. He rows in his golden barge* with
ambassadors or whispers with captains concerning
future wars. The stars spare him!

SECOND SENTRY. Why do you say ‘‘the stars spare
him’’?

FIRST SENTRY. Because if a doom from the stars fall

sultry —— &3, Kb,
Gyshon —— {4,
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suddenly oz a king it swallows up his people and all
things round about him, and his palace falls and the
walls of his city and céfadel,* and the apes come in
from the woods and the large beasts from the desert,
so that you would not say that a king had been tkhere
at all.

SECOND SENTRY. [But why should a doom from the stars
fall on the King?

FIRST SENTRY. Because he seldom placates* them.
SECOND SENTRY. Ah! I have hLeard that said of him.

FIRST SENTRY. Who are the stars that a man should
scorn them? Should they that rule the thunder, the
plague and the earthquake withhold these things save
for much prayer? Always ambassadors are with the
King, and his commanlers, come in from distant
lands, prefects* of cities and makers of the laws, but
never the priests of the stars.

SECOND SENTRY., Hark! Was that thunder?
FIRST SENTRY. Believe me, the stars are angry.

[Enter a Stranger. He wanders toward the King's
door, gazing about him.

citadel —— #5d5,
to placate —— #£%ii%,
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SENTRIES (lifting their spears at iim.) Go back! Go
back !
STRANGER. Why?

FIRST SENTRY. It is death fo touth the King’s door.

STRANGER. I am a stranger from T hessaly *
FIRST SENTRY. It is death even for a stranger.
STRANGER. Your door is strangely sacred.

FIRST SENTRY. It is death to touch it.
[ The Stranger wanders off. Enter two children hand
in hand *
BOY (fo the Semiry.) 1 want to see the King to pray
for a koop.*
[The Sentry smiles.
Boy (pushes the door; to girl.) 1T cannot open it. (To
the Sentry) Wil it do as well if I pray to the King’s

door?

SENTRY. Yes, quite as well. (Turns fo talk io the
othey Sentry) 1Is there anyone in sight?

Thessaly —— %,
hand in hand ~— FBF85,8F,
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SECOND SENTRY (Shading kis eyes), Nothing buta dog,

and he far out on the plain.

FIRST SENTRY. Then we can ta'k awhile and eat bash.*

BOY. Xing’s door, I want a little heop.

[The Sentries take a 1ittle bash between finger and
thumb from pouches and put that wholy fergotien

drug to their Iips.
GIRL (poiniing). My father is a taller soldier than that.
BOY. My father can write. He taught me,

GIRT,. Ho! Writng frightens nobody. My father is

a soldier.

Bov. I have a lump of gold. I found it in the stream

tkat runs down to Gyshon.
GIRI. I have a poem. I found it in my own head.
Bov. Isita long poem?

GIRL. No. But it would have been only there were no

more *hymes* for sky.
BOY. What is your pcem?

GIRL,. I saw a purple bird

Go up sgainst the sky

bash — Gk #5.
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And it went up and up
And round abount did fly.

BOY. I saw it die,

GIRL. That doesn’t scan.*

Boy. Oh, that doesn’t matter.
\GIRL. Do you like my poem?

BOY. Birds aren’t purple.

GIRL. My bird was.

BOov. OCh!

GIRL, Oh, you don’t like my poem!
Bovy. Ves, I do.

GIRL. No, you don’t; you think it horrid.
BOY. No. Idon't.

GIRL. Yes, you do. Why didn’t you say vou liked it?
It is the only poem I ever made.,~

Boy. Ido iike it, I do like it.
GIRI. You don’t, you don’t!

BOY. Don’t be angry. I’ll write it on the door for you.

to scan — #H#o
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GIRL, You'll write it?

Bov. Yes, I can write it, My father taught me, I'l1
write it with my lump of gold. It makes a yellow

mark on the iron door.

GIRL. Oh, do write it! I would like to see it written

like real poetry.
[Tke FPoy begins to write, The Giyl waiches.
FIRST SENTRY. You see, we’ll be fighting again soon.

SECOND SENTRY. Only a liltle war., We never have
more than a little war with the hill-folk.

FIRST SENTRY. When a man goes to fight, the curiatns
of the gods wax thicker than ever before between his
eyes and the future* he may go to a great or to a

little war.

SECOND SENTRY. There can only be a little war with
* the hill-folk.

FIRST SENTRY. Yet sometimes the gods laugh,
SECOND SENTRy. At whom?

FIRST SENTRY. At kings.

the curtains of the gods wax thicker than ever before
between his eyes and the future —— fUAYIRETRUIG 2eng
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SKECOND SENTRY. Why have you grown uteasy abotit
this war in the hills?

FIRST SENTRY. Because the King is powerful beyond
any of his fathers, and has mecre fighting men, more
horses, and wealth than could have ramsomed* his
father and his grandfather and dowered* their queens
and daughters; and every year his miners bring him
more from the opal-mines* and from the furquoise-

quarries.* He has grown very mighty.

SECOND SENTRY. 'Then he will the more easily crush
the hill-folk in a little war.

FIRST SENTRY. When kings grow very mighty the stars

grow very jealous.
BOY. I've written your poem.
GIRL. Oh, have you really?

gov. Yes, I'll read it to you. (He reads)
I saw a purple bird
Go up against the sky
And it went up and up
And round about did fly-
I saw it die.

to ransom — [go
to dower —— [Fi¥o
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GIRL. It doesn’t scan,
BOY. That doesn’t matter.

[Enter furtively a Spy, who crosses stage and goes
out. The Sentrics cease to talk.

GIRL. That man frightens me.
BOY. He is only one of the King’s spies.

GIRL. But I don't like the King’s spies. They frighten

me.
Bov. Come on, then, we’ll run away.

SENTRY. (moticing the childven again). Go away, go

away! The King is comiug, he will eat you.

[The Boy throws a stome at the Seniry and vuns out.
Enter another Spy, who crosses the siage. Enier third
Spy, who motices the door. He examines £t and
utters on owl-like whistle. No. 2 comes back. They
do mot speak. Both whisile. No. 3 comes. All
examine the door. Enter the King and his Chamber-
lain. The King wears a purple robe. The Seniries
smarily transfer their spears to their left hands and
veturn their vight arms fo their vight sides. They
then lower theiv spears uniil their points are within

an guch of the ground, at the same time vaising their
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right hands above theiv heads. They stand for some
moments thus. Then they lower their vight arms fo
their vight sides, at the same time yaising their spears.
In the next motion they take thefr spears tnto thetr
right hands and lower the butts* to the flooy, Where
they were before, the spears slanting forward a little.
Both Sentries must move together precisely.

FIRST sPy (runs forward to the King and kneels, abasing

kis forehead to the floor). Something has written on
the iron door.

CHAMBERLAIN., On the iron door!

RING. Some fool has done it, Who has been here since
yesterday?

FIRST SENTRY (Skifts his hand a little highey on his spear,
brings the spear to kis side and closes his hecls all tn one
motion,; he then takes one pace backward with his right
Joot, than ke kncels on his right knee; when he has done
this he speaks, but not before). Nobody, Majesty, but
a stranger from Thessaly.

RING., Did he touch the iron door?

FIRST SENTRY. No, Majesty: he tried to, but we drove
him away.

butts — &35
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KING. How near did he come?
FIRST SENTRY. Nearly to our speats, Majesty.

RKING. What was his motive in seeking to touch the
iron door?
FIRSY SENTRY. I do not know, Majesty.
KING. Which way did he go?
FIRST SENTRY (pointing left). ‘That way, Majesty, an
hour ago.
[The King whispers with one of his Spies, who stoops
and examines the ground and steals away. The Sen-
try rises.
xING (f0 his two remaining Spfes). What does this
writing say?
A SPY. We cannot read, Majesty.

KING. A good spy should know everything.

SECOND SPY. We watch, Majesty, and we search out,
Majesty. We read shadows, and we read footprints,
and whispers in secret places. But we do not read
writing.

kING (fo the Chamberiain.) See what it is.
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CHAMBERLAIN (goes up and reads.) It is #reason,* Ma-
jesty.
KING. Read it,

CHAMBERLAIN,
I saw a purple bird
Go up against the sky,
And it went up and up
And round about did fly.

I saw it die.
FIRST SENTRY (@side). The stars have spoken.

KING (0 the Semiry). Has anyone been here but the

stranger {from Thessaly?
SENTRY (knecling as before). Nobody, Majesty.
KING. You saw nothing?

FIRST SENTRY. Nothing but a dog far out upon the
plain and the children of the guard at play.

RING (fo the Second Semiry.) And you?
SECOND SENTRY (Anceling.) Nothing, Majesty.
CHAMBERLAIN. That is strange.

KING. It is some secret warning.

CHAMBERTAIN. It is treason.

treason —— 53R EL; Ko
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RING, It is from the stars,

CHAMBERLAIN. No, no, Majesty, Not from the stars,
not from the stars. Some man has done it. Yet the
thing should be interpreted. Shall I send for the
prophets of the stars?

[The King beckons to his Spies. They run up to kim

RKING. Find me some prophet of the stars, (Exeunt.
Spies) 1 fear that we may go no more, my chamber-
lain, along the winding ways* of unequalled Zericon,
nor play dahoori* with the golden balls, I have
thought more of my people than of the stars and more

of Zericon than of windy Heaven.

CHAMBERLAIN, Believe me, Majesty, some idle man has
written it and passed by. Your spies shall find him,

and then his name will be soon forgotten.

KING. Yes, yes. Perhaps you are right, though the

sentries saw no one. No doubt some beggar did it.

CHAMBERLAIN. Yes, Majesty, some beggar has surely
done it. But look, here come two prophets of the

stars. ‘They shall tell us that this is idle.

winding way —— BH3TAUEER.
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[(Enter two Prophets and a Boy attending them. All
bow deeply to the King. The iwo Spies sieal {n again
and stand at back.

KING., Some beggar has written a rhyme on the iron
gate, and as the ways of rhyme are known to you I
desired you, rather as poets than as prophets, to say
whether there was any meaning in it.

CHAMBERLAIN. ’Tis but an idle rhyme.

FIRST PROPHET (Dows again and goes up to door. He
glances at the writing.) Come hither, servant of those

that serve the stars.

[Atiendant approaches.

FIRST PROPHET. Bring hither our golden cloaks, for
this may be a matter for rejoicing; and bring our
green cloaks also, for this may tell of young new
beautiful things with which the stars will one day
gladden the King; and bfing our black cloaks also,
for it may be a doom. (Exit the Boy; the Prophet
goes @’qﬁ to the door and veads solewin’y) ‘The stars

have spoken.
[ Regnter Attendant with cloaks.

KING. I tell you that some beggar has written this.
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FIRST PROPHET. It is written in pure gold.
[He dons* the black cloak over body and head.
KING. What do the stars mean? What warning is it?
FIRST PROPIOET. I canuotsay, )
kING (Zo Second Prophet). Come you then and tell us
what the warning is.
SECOND PROPHET (goes up to the door and reads). The
stars have spoken.

[He cloaks himself in black.
KING., What is it? What does it mean?

SECOND PROPHET. We do not know, but it is from the
stars.

CHAMBERLAIN. It is a harmless thing; there is no harm
in it, Majesty. Why should not birds die?

KING. Why have the prophets covered themselves in
black?

CHAMBERLAIN, They are a secret people and look for
inner meanings. ‘There is no harm in it.

KING. They have covered themselves in black.

CHAMBERLAIN. ‘They have not spoken of any evil thing.
They have not spoken of it.

to don —— &%,
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KING. If the people see the prophets covered in black
they will say that the stars are against me and believe

3

that my luck has turned.

CHAMBERLAIN. The people must not know.

KING. Some prophet must interpret to us the doom.
Let the chief prophet of the stars be sent for.

CHAMBERLAIN (going toward left exft). Summon the
chief prophet of the stars that look on Zericon.

voIces OFF, ‘The chief prophet of the stars. The chief
prophet of the stars.

CHAMBERLAIN. I have summoned the chief prophet,
Majesty.

KING, If he interpret this aright I will put a necklace
of turquoises round his neck with opals from the
mines.

CHAMBERLAIN. He will not fail. He is a very cunning
interpreter.

RING. What if he covers himself with a huge black
cloak and does not speak and goes muttering away;
slowly with bended head, till our fear spreads to the
sentries and they cry aloud?
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CHAMBERLAIN, This is no doom from the stars, but
some idle scrébe* hath written it in his insolence upon

the iron door, wasting his hoard of gold.

KING. Not tor myself I have a fear of doom, not for
myself; but I inherited a rocky land, windy and ill-
nurtured, and nursed it to prosperity by years of peace
and spread its boundaries by years of war. I have
brought up harvests out of barren acres and given
good laws unto naughty towns, and my people are
happy, and lo, the stars are angry!

CHAMBERLAIN, It is not the stars, it is not the stars,
Majesty, for the prophets of the stars have not inter-
preted it. Iadeed, it was only some reveller wasting
his gold.

[Meanwhile enter Chief Prophet of the siars that look

on Zericon.

KING. Chief Prophet of the Stars that look on Zericon,
I would bave you interpret the rhyme upon yonder

door.

CHIEF PROPHET (goes up io the door and reads). Tt is

from the stars.

At T

scribe — 4&1 3850, DF, B4,
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KING. Iaterptret it aud you shall have great turquoises
round your neck, wtth opals from the mines in the

forzen mountains.

CHIEF PROPHET (cloaks himself like the others in a great
black cloak.) Who should wear purple in the land
but a King, or who go up against the sky but he who
has troubled the stars by neglecting their ancient
worship? Such a one has gone up and up increasing
power and wealth, such a one has soared above the
¢rowns of those that went befcre him, such a one
the stars have doomed, the undying ones, the illu-

strious.
[A pause.
KING. Who wrote it?

CHIEF PROPHET. Itispure gold. Some god has written
it.

CHAMBERLAIN. Some god?

CHIEF PROPHET. Some god whose nome 1s among the
undying stars.

FIRST SENTRY (aside o the Second Semtry), Last night
I saw a s'ar go fliming earthward.

KING. Is this a warning or is it a doom?
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CHIEF PROPHET. The stars have spoken.
RING, Itis, then, a doom?
CHIEF PROPHET. They speak not in jest

RKING. I have been a great King —Let it be said of me
““T'he stars overthrew him, and they sent a god for
his doom.” For I have not met my equal among kings
that man should overthrow me; snd I have not op-
pressed my people that men shou'!d rise up agaiost me.

CHIEF PROPHET. It is better to give worship to the
stars than to do good to man. It is better to be
humble before the gods than proud in the face of your
enemy though he do evil.

KING. Let the stars hearkea yet and I will sacrifice a
child to them—T will sacrifice a girl child to the twink-
ling stars and a male child to the stars that blink not,*
the stars of the steadfast eyes. (To his Spies) Ieta
boy and girl be brought for sacrifice. (Exft a Spy fo
the vight looking at footprints) Wil you accept this

‘sacrifice to the god that the stars have sent? ‘They
say that the gods love children.

CHIEF PROPHET. I may refuse no sacrifice to the stars
nor to the gods whom they send. (7o the other Pro-

—

the stars that bliok not —— RFXEE
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phets) Make ready the sacrifictal knijves,

[The Prophets dvaw knives and sharpen them.

KING, Is it fitting that the sacrifice take place by the
iron door where the god irom the stars has {r>d, or
must it be in the temple?

CHIEF PROPHET. Let it be offered by the iron door.
(To the other Prophets) Fetch hither the altar stone.

[The owl-like whistle is heard off right. The Third
Spy runs crouching toward it. Exit.

RING. Will this sacrifice avail {0 avert* the doom?
CHIEF PROPHET. Who knows?
KING. I fear that even yet the doom will fall,

CHIEF PROPHET. It were wise to sacrifice some greater

thing.
KING. What more can a man offer?

CHIEF PROPHET. His pride.
RING. What pride?

CHIEF PROPHET. YVour pride that went up against the
sky and troubled the stars,

e e ———————— ey

to avert —— Wi, g3,
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kNG, How shall I sacrifice my pride to the stars?

CHIEF PROPHET. It is upon your pride that the doom
will fall, and will take away your crown and will take

away your kingdom.

®ING. I will sacrifice my crown and reign uncrowned
amongst you, so only I save my kingdom,

CHIEF PROPHET. If you sacrifice your crown which is
your pride, and if the stars accept it, perhaps the god
that they sent may avert the doom and you may stil
reign in your kingdom though humbled and un-

crowned.

KING. Shall T burn my crown with siices and with

incense or cast it into the sea?

CHIEF PROPHET. Let it be laid here by the iron dcor
where the god came who wrote the golden docm.
When he comes again by night fo shrivel up* the city
or to pour an enemy in through the iron door, he will
see your cast-off pride and perhaps accept it and take

it away to the neglected stars.

KING (0 the Chamberlain.) Go after my spies and say
that I make no sacrifice. (Exft the Chamboriain to

———— -

to shrivel up — %,
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the vight; the King takes off his crown) Good-bye,
my britide glory * kings haue sought you; the stars
have envied you.

[T he stage grows darker.

CHIEF PROPHET. Even now the sun has set who denies
the stars, and the day is departed wherein no gods
walk abroad, It is near the hour when spirits rcam
the earth and all things that go unseen, and the faces
of the abiding stars will be soon revealed to the fields,

. Tay your crown there and let us come away.

KING (Jays his crown before the from door; then fo the
Senirles). Go! And let no man come near the door
all night.

THE SENTRIES (knzeling). Yes, Majesty.

(They remain kneeling until after the King has gone.
King and the Chief Prophet walk away.

'CHIEF PROPHET. It was your pr'de. Let it be forgot-

ten, May the stars accept it.

[Exeunt left. The Sentries rise.
FIRST SENTRY. The stars bave envied him!

SHCOND SENTRY. It is an ancient crown. He wore it

well,

boittle glory —— Bakigksto
-— 262 —



AT BERTEE HE T, WRIBBEEE EEM
ARSRAR WA AR
(& LEFT—R.)
KSesn  BESRIRAE RS B F I, AR 3 A AR A IR 7R 78,
A IEESEWAL R EAME B L2 K B BB R B

SLRRRI T, B BRI W s BRI R AL Y
U, Al 5 P, BRTR P AR E TR

BIL (BT EPIRG mmyef) & i LR EEA
73058 Bl

MM B R,FE L.
(MR %, EFBIT 2 THENK . BT SUA S Smigk
T#EL%,)
Kbsn IEERIRARBIIEEIR. S TR, W iU
Yo
(Fo M= AEL,)
Wise— SRRk
MR R IEART 00 T A T R BB,

— 263 -



FIRST SENTRY. May the stars accept it.

SECOND SENTRY. If they do not accept it what doom

will overtake him?

FIRST SENTRY. It will suddenly be as though there
were never any city of Zericon nor two sentries like

you and me standing before the door,
SECOND SENTRY. Why! How do you know?
FIRST SENTRY. ‘T'hat is ever the way of the gods.

SECOND SENTRY. But it is unjust.

FIRST SENTRY. How should the gods know that?

SECOND SENTRY. Will it happen to-night?

FIRST SENTRY. ‘Come! we must march away.

[Exeunt vight. The stage grows incyeasingly darker.
Reenter the Chamberlain from the vight. He walks
across the Stage and goes out lo the left. Reénter
Spies from the vight. They cvoss the siage, which is
now nearly dark.

Bov (enters from the vight, dressed in white, his hands oul
a little, crying). King’s door, King’s door, I want
my little hoop. (He goes up to the King's door.
When he sees the King's crown there, he utters a saiis-
fied.) O-oh!
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[He takes it up, puts it on the ground, and, beating
it before him with the scepive, goes out by the way
that he enfered. The great door opens; there is light
within; a furtive Spy slips out and secs thai th:
crown is gome. Ano'hey Spy slips out. Their crou-
ching heads come close together.

¥IRST spy (hoarse whisper). 'The gods have come!

[T hey run back through the door and the door is closed,
It opens again and the King and the Chamberlain

come through.

KING. ‘The stars are satisfied.

CURTAIN
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THE FIRST AND THE LAST
A DRAMA IN THREE SGENES

BY JOHN GALSWORTHY
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Peysons of the Play:

KEerrg DarrantT K. C.
LARRY DARRANT, His BROTHER.

WANDA.

Sceny I. Keith’s Study,
ScenNEk II. Wanda’s Room.
Sceng III.  The Same.

Between Scene I. and Scene II.—Thirty hours.

Between Scene II. aud Scene III.—Two montbs.
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THE FIRST AND THE LAST
SCENE I

It is six o'clock of a November evening, in Keith
Darrant’s study. A lavge, dark-curtained room where the
light from a single veading-lamp falling on Turkey
carpet, on books bestde a large armchair, on the deep
blue-and-gold coffee service, makes a sort of oasis* before
a log fire. In ved Turkish slippcys and an old brown
velvet coat, Keith Darvant sits asleep. He has a dark,
clear-cut,* clean-shaven face, dark grizzling hafr, dark

twisting eyebrows.

(The curtained door away out in the dim fart of the
room behind him {s opened so softly that he does not
wake. Larry Darvant enters and stands half lost in the
curtain over the door. A thin figure, with a worn, high
cheekboned face, deepsunk bluc eyes and wavy hair all
ruffled—a face which still has a certain beauty. He
moves {nwards along the wall, stands still again and
uiters a gasping sfgh. Keith stivs in his chair.)

oasis —— ik 23KH; B2 M,
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KEITH. Who's there?
LARRY . [ 7 a stifled voice }* Only I—Larry,
kETH. (Half-waked ) Come in! 1 was asleep. (He
does not turn his head, staring sleepily at the fire.)
(T he sound of Larry’s breathing can be heard.)
(Turning his head a iittle ) Well, Iarry, what is it?

(Larry comes skirting along the wall, as if craving
its support, outside the radious of the light.)

(Staring ) Are you ill?
(Larry stands still again and heaves a deep sigh.)

(Rising, with his back to the fire, and staving at his
brother.) What is it, man? (Then with a lrutality
born of nerves suddenly ruffled ) Have you committed
a murder that you stand there like a fish?*

LARRY ({n a whisper.) Yes, Keith.
kurrH (With vigorous disgust.) By Jove! Drunk again!

(In a voice changed by sudden apprehension.) What

do you mean by coming here in this state? I told
you—If you weren’t my brother—! Come here, whete

I can see you! What is the matter with you, Larry?

in a stifled voice —— RsEabits,
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(With a lurch® Larry leaves the shelter of the wall
and sinks tnto a chair in the civcle of light.)

LARRY. It’s true.
(Ketth steps quickly forward and s'ares down into his
brother’s eyes, where is a horrified wonder, as {f they
would never again get on terms with his face.)
KErrH (Angry, bewildered —in a low woice.) What in
God’s name is this nonsense?
(He goes quickly over to the door and draws the
curtain aside, to see that it is shut, then comes back

to Larry, who {s huddling over the fir:.

Come, Larry! Pull yourself together and drop ex-
aggeration !* What on earth do you mean?

LARRY (I#na shrill out Lurst.) It's true. I tell you, I've
killed a man.
gErrE (Bracing himself,* coldly.) Be quiet!
(Larry lifts kis hands and wrings them.)

(Utterly taken aback.) Why come here and tell me
this?

LARRY. Whom should I tell, Kieth? I cane to ask

with a lurcr —— 0, 876 ; FLER Wil o
exaggeratlion — BFELILH, GlRo
— 276 —



(HESTIE B O B SR R 080265 T8 P b o)

BT EREM, ;
(REFVRYHE BTAC, 0L 6T M 36 36 ORI LS
FOTIR B  BA BLI D @ AR R ARSI £ > T
R T o)

B (U U AR BE0) f S S B A Y
CHOALHCE ORIBIPI 11, HL DT P L T 25,
JRRR I B335 A ST

e LS BT T AL o S BTS2

S GRROBLEE O B, T T T A

BEF]  CHERFRTITE ) R
BT AL T B AES)

(ERNEAET) IS AT BE(REE T, ST RIEM?

BST T MR TR R TR R B R —— R

bracing himself — JEFiTAE; ERAAT.

~ 297 -



what I’'m to do—give myself up, or what?
KEITH. When—when—whai—3
LARRY. Last night.

KEITH. Good God! How? Where? You’d better tell
me quietly from the beginning. Here, drink this
coffeey it’ll clear your head.

(He pours out and hands him a cup of coffee. Larry
drinks it off.)

LARRY. My head! Ves! TIt’s like this, Keith—there's
a girle—

KEITH. Women! A'ways women, with you! Well?

LARRY. A Polish girl.* She—her father died over here
when she was sixteen, and left her all alone. There
was a mongrel* living in the same house who married
her—or pretened to. She’s very pretty, Keith. He
left her with a baby coming. She lost it, and neerly
starved. ‘Then another fellow took her on, and she
lived witk him two years, till that brute furncd up*
again and made her go back to him. He used to beat
her black and blue.* He'd left her again when I met

Polish girl — Mg,
mongrel — MBI,
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ner. She was taking anybody then, (e stops, passes
his hand over his lips, looks up at Kefth, and goes on
defiantly.) I never met a sweeter woman, or a truer,
that I swear, Woman! She’s only twenty now!
When I went to her last night, that devil had found

her out again. He came for me—a bullying* great,
hulking® brute. Yook! (He touches a dark mark on

his forehead.) 1 took his ugly throat, and wherllet
go— (He stops and his hands drop.)

EEITH. Ves?

LARRY (In a smothered voice.)* Dead, Keith. I never

knew till afterwards that she was hanging on to him—
to h-help me. (Again he wrings his hands.)

gerrg (In a hard, dry voice.) What did you do then?
LARRY. We—we sat by it long time.
KEITH. Well?

LARRY. ‘Then I carried it on my back down the street,

round a corner, to an archway.
KEIrE. How far?

LARRY. About fifty yards.

bullying —— t&# i)
hulking —— &),
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REITH.
LARRY.
KEITH,
LARRY.

KEITH.

LARRY.

KEITH,
LARRY,
KEITH.
LARRY.
KEITH.
LARRY.

KETTH.

Was—did any one see?

No.

What time?

Three in the mornings

And then?

Weut back to her.

Why—in heaven’s name?

She was lonely and afraid. So was I, Keith.
Where is this place?

Forty-two Borrow Square, Soho.
And the archway?

Corner of Glove Lane,

Good God! Why, I saw it in the paper this

morning. They were talking of it in the Courts!
(He snaiches the evening paper from his armchair, and

rurs it over and reads.) Here it is again. ‘‘Body of

a man was found this morning under an archway in

Glove Lane. From marks about the throat grave
suspieion of foul play* are entertained. The body had

foul play - $GHEEWIEE o

~ 282 —



% %]
fior
% =)
L
i ]
s
% 5]
$isr
W ]

HNT HLEE

B,

FHRERE R ?

B =10,

R BT

[TE} i

T BE—— 0 5 48 416 B[] 22

- N 5 0y 3 S, B B, Bl A,
WAELEHS S 2

L BRI R -

AHEPYTE TGS ?
M ARG A,
BERVE FRATRIES KR LB R, I 0A 5

ARRRERE FFER ) (A SRR PO OB e 3 26 , B S S5 48)
AT “GRIMEY FBHM TRRELP 65— R,
MRS 35 0L B 2 A IR Ao 45 PR SR 30 b — 2

s 283 -~



apparently bcen robbed.” My God! (Suddenly he
furns.)  You saw this in the paper and dreamed it.
D’you understand, Larry? - you dreamed it.

LARRY (Wistfully®.* If only T had, Keith!

(Keith makes a movement of his hands almost like
his brother’s.)

xErrg. Did you take anylhing from the—Dbody?

LARRY. (Drawing an envelope from his pocket.) 'This

dropped out while we were struggling.

KErrH (Shatching 4t and veading.) "'Patrick Walenfi”—
Was that his name !—‘‘Simon’s Hotel, Farrier Street,
London.” (Sfooping, he puts £t in fire.) No l—that
makes me-—(He bends to pluck it out, stays his hand,
and stamps it suddenly further in with his foot.)  What
in God’s name made you comaz here and tell me?
Don’t you know I’'m—I'm wéth in an ace* of a Judge-

" ship?

LARRY (SImply.) Ves. Vou must know what I ouglt
to do. I didn’t mean to kill him, Keith. I love
the girl—I love her. What shall I do?

KEIrH. ILove!

wistfully —— ZERAY,
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LARRY (In a flash) * Lovel—That swinish brute! A
million creatures die every day, and not one of them
deserves death as he did. But—but I feel it here.
(Touching his heart) Such an awful cluteh,Keith,
Help me if you can, old man. I may be no good,
but I’ve never hurt a fly if I could help it.

(He buries is face in his hands.)

KEITH.

Steady, Larry! Let’s think it out. You were

not seen, you say?

LARRY.

KEITH.

LARRY.

KEKITH.

LARRY.

KEITH.

LARRY.

KEITH.

LARRY.

KEITH.

LARRY.

It’s a dark place, and dead night.
When did you leave the girl again?
About seven.

Where did you go?

To my rooms.

Fitzroy Street?

Yes.

What have you done since?

Sat there —thinking.

Not been out?

No.

in a flash — BIZ; R
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KEITH. Not seen the girl? V(Larry shakes his head.)
Will she give you away? '

LARRjr. Never.

RErTH. Or herself—hysteria?*

LARRY. No.

KEITE‘I. Who knows of your relations with her?
LARRQ. N o one.

REITH. No one?

LARRY. I don’t know who should, Keith.

kEITH. Did anyone see you go in last night, when

you first went to her?

LARRY., No. She lives on the ground floor., I’ve got
keys.

KEITH. Give them to me.

(Larry takes two keys from his pocket and hands them
to his byother.)

LarRY (Rising) 1 can’t be cut off from her!
KEITH. What! A girl like that?

LARRY (With a flash.) Yes, a girl like that,

hysteria ~—— S8, MHSIFELN
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kErrH. (Moving his hand to put down all emotion.)
What else have you that connects you with her?

LARRY. Nothing.

KEITH. In your rooms? ( Larry shakes his head. )
Photographs? Letters?

LARRY. No.

KEITH. Sure?

LARRY. Nothing.

KEITH. No one saw you going back to her? (Larry
shakes his head.) Nor leave in the morning? You

can’t be certain.
LARRY, Iam,

KEI''H. You were fortunate. Sit down aggin, man, I
must think,

(He turns to the fire and leans his elbows on the
mantelpicce and his head on his hands. Yarry sits
down again obediently,)

KEITH. It’s all too unlikely. It’s monstrous!

LARRY (Sighing it ous.) Ves,

kErra. This Walenn—was it his first reappearance
after an absence?
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WEw) (R UHl R TR 1058 AT AR U6 & R IR ER
WA BRER ?

B Bt

BER] R GESCHE) IR ET

B %A

BER AR

M3 REAE.

R KR A AT R B B L

BB R RS BT TR

B TREEREE.

WEF IR T T A R B
R B K, SESHRMAEREHE L , D76 38 O IS
My R AR )

B ERRERL AM T

BT (SR 07,

BY TR T 24N LRI T

- 291 -~



LARRY.

Ves.

REITH. How did he find out where she was?

LARRY.

I don’t know.

kErrH (Brufally.) How drunk were you?

LARRY.
KEIfl‘H.
LARRY.
KEITH.
LARRY.

KEITH.

LARRY.

I was not drunk.

How much had you drunk, then?

A little claret* —nothing, !

You say you didn’t mean to kill him,
God knows,

That’s something.

He hit me, (ke holds up his hands,) 1 didn’t

know I was so strong.

KEITH.

ugly.

LARRY.

KEITH.

She was hanging on to him, you say? —That’s

She was scared for me,

D’you mean she—loves you?

LARRY (Stmply.) Ves, Keith.

xErru (Brutally.) Can a woman like that lova?

claret —— JCHEHIHA,
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LARRY (Flashing out.) By God, you are a stony devil
Why not?

gerrH (D7yly.) I’m trying to get at truth, If you want
me to help, I must know everything. What makes
you think she’s fond of you?

LARRY (@ith a crazy laugh.) Oh, you lawyer! Were
you never in a woman'’s arms?

REITH., I’'m talking of love.

1ARRY (Fiercely.) So am I. 1 tell you she’s devoted,
Did you ever pick up a lost dog? Well, she has the
lost dog’s love for me. And I for ber, we picked each

other up. I've never felt for another woman what
I feel for her—she’s been the saving of me!

kgrre (With a skrug.) What made you choose that

archway?
LARRY. It was the first dark place.
KrrrH.  Did his face look as if he‘d been strangled?
LARRY. Don’t!

kerre. Did it?  (Larry bows his head.) Very dis-
figured?

TARRY, Yes,
kEITH, Did you look to cee if his clothes weie marked?
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LARRY. No.
ERITH. Why not?

LARRY (In an ouibuyst).®* I'm not made of iron, like

you. Why not? If you had done it—-1

kerre (Holding up hishand.) Yousay he was disfigured.
Would he be recognisable?

1LARRY (Wearily.) I don’t know.
KEITH. When she lived with him last—where was that?
LARRY. In Pimlico, I think,

KErrH. Not Soho? (Larry shakes his head.) How
long has she been at this Sohlio place?

LARRY. Nearly a year.

REITH. Living this life?

LARRY. Till she met me,

xErrH. Till she met you? And you believe——?
LARRY (Starting up.) Keith!

kerrH (Again vaising his hand.) Always in the same

rooms?

LARRY (Substding).* Ves.

in an outburst —— FHARAEFM %,
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KEITH. What was he? A professional bully? (Larry
nods.) Spending most of his time abroad, I suppose.

LARRY. I think so.
kErre, Can you say if he was knowh to the police?
LARRY. I’'ve never heard.

(Keith turns away and walks up and down; then,
stopping at Larry's chatr, he speaks.)

KEITH. Now listen, Larry. When you ledve here, go
straight home, and stay there till I give you leave* to

go out again, Promise.
LARRY. I promise.
KEITH. Is your promise worth anything?

LARRY (With one of his fashes.) < Unstable as waler,
he skall not excel I''*

KErTH. Exactly. But if I'm to help you, you must do
as I say. I must have time to think this out. Have

you got money?

LARRY. Very little,

. s s Lo La b,

- Igive you leave —— RUESMR,
“Unstable as water, he shall not excell!” —— A —
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“xErre (Grimly,) Half-quarter.day—yes, your quarter’s
always spent by then. If you're to get away—never
mind, I can manage the money.

1ARRY (Humbly.) VYou're very good, Keith, you’ve

always been very good to me—I1 don't know why.

Kerru (Sardonically.) Privilege* of a brother. As it
happens, I'm thinking of myself and our family.
You can’t indulge yourself in killing with out bring-
ing ruin, My God! I suppose you realise that you've
made me an dccessory¥ after the fact—me, King’s
Counsel—sworn to the service of the Law, who, in a
year or two, will have the trying of cases like yours!

Be heaven, Larry, you’ve surpassed yourself!
p

rarry (Brimging out a lLittle box). T'd better have

done with it.
kErrH. You fool! Give that to me.

1arry ( With a strange smile.) No., (He holds
up a tabloid* between finger and thumb.) White
magic, Keith! Just one—and they may do what
they like to you, and you won’t know it. Snap

privilege —— 43l B A,
accessory —— i,
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~ your fingers at all the tortures. It’s a great comfort!

Have one to keep by you?

REITH. Come, Larry! Hang it over.

LARRY (Replacing the box.) Not quite! Vou’ve never
killed a man, you see. (He gfves that crazy laugh)
D’you remember that hammer when we were boys
and you riled me, up in the long room? T had luck
then. I had luck in Naples once. I nearly killed a
driver for beating his poor brute of a horse. But
now—1! My God! (He covers his face.)

(Keith touched, goes wp and lays a hand on his

shoulder.
xErra. Come, Tarry! Courage!
(Larry looks up at him.)
LARRY. All right, Keith, I’ll try.

kErra. Don’t go out. Don’t drink, Don’t talk., Pull

yourself together!

LARRY (Moving lowards the door.) Non’t keep me

longer than you can help, Keith.

kErrH, No, no. Couragel
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(Larry redaches the door, turns as if to say something-—
finds no words, and goes.) '

xurrH (To the fire.) Courage! My God! Ishall need
it!

CURTAIN
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SCENE 1II

About eleven o’clock the following night in Wanda’s
room on the ground floor in Soka. In the light from one
close-shaded elecivic bulb the room is but dimly vistble.
A dying fire burns on the left. A curtained window in
the centre of the back wall. A door on the vight. The
furniture is plush-covered* and commonplace, with a kind
of shably smartness. A couch, without back or arms,

stands aslant, between window and five.

(On this Wanda is sitiing, her knees dvawn up under
her, staving at the embers. She has on only her night-
gown and a wrapper over it; her bave feet arve thrust into
slippers. Her hands are crossed and pressed over her
breast. She starts and looks up, listening. Her eyes are
candtd and stariled, her face alabaster* pale, and its pale
brown haiv, short and square-cut, curls towards hey bare
neck. The startled dark eyes and the faint rose of her lips

are like colour-staining on a white mask.

plush-covered —— 75 JM &0
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(Footsteps as of a policeman, very measured, pass
on the pavement ouiside, and die away. She gels up
and steals to the window, draws one curtain aside sc that
achink of the night is seen. She opens the curiain wider,
il the shape of a bare, witch-like tree becomes visible tn
the opem space of the litile Square on the far side of the
road. The fooisteps are heard once more coming nearer.
Wanda closes the curtains and cranes back. They pass
ani die again. She moves away and stands looking down
at the floor betweén door and couch, as though sceing
something there; shudders; covers her eyes, goes back to
the couch and sits down again just as before, to stare at
the embers. Again she is startled by moise of the outer
door being opencd. She springs up runs and turns out
the light by a switch close to the door. By the dim
glimmer of the fire she can just be seem standing by the

dark window-curtains, listening.

(There comes the sound of subdoued knocking on her
door. She stands in breathless iervor. The knocking is
vepeated. The sound of a laichkey in the door is heard.
Her tervor leaves her. The door opens, a man enters in a

dark, fur overcoat.

wanpa (In a voice of breathless relief, with a rather
foreign accent) Oh! It's you, Larry! Why did you
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knock? I wasso frightened. Comein! (She crosses
quickly, and flings her arms round his meck. Recoi-

ling—in a tervor-siricken whisper) Oh! Who is it?
kerry (In a smothered voice.) A friend of Lartry’s.
Don’t be frightened.

(She has recoiled* again to the window; and when
he finds the switch and turns the light up, she is seen
standing their holding her dark wrapper up to her
throat, so that her face has an uncanmy look of being
detached from (he body)

(Genily)  You needn’t be afraid. I havn’t come to
do you harm—quite the contrary. (Holding up the
keys) Tarry wouldn’t have given me these, would

he, if he hadn’t trusted me?
(wanDa does not move, staring like a spirit stariled
out of the flesh.)*
(After looking vound him) T'm sorry to have starled
you.
WwANDA (In a whisper) Who are you, please?
KEITH. Larry’s brother.

(WANDA, with a sigh of utter relief, steals forward to

to recoil — 3H#Z,
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the couch and sinks down. xgrrm goes up io her.)

He’s told me.
WANDA (Clasping her hands round her knees.)  Ves?
KEITH. An awful business!
WANDA. Yes; oh, yes! Awful—it is awful!
xErTH (Staring round him again.) In this room?

WANDA. Just where you are standing. I see him now,
always falling.

xErrH (Moved by the genile despatr in her voice) You
look very young. What’s your name?

WANDA. Wanda.

KEITH. Are you fond of Larry?

wANDA. I would die for him!

| (4 moment’s stlence.)

RKEITH. I—I've some to see what you can do to save
him.

wanDA (Wistfully.) You would not deceive me. You
are really his brother?

KEITH. 1 swear it.
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waxpa. (Clasping her hands) IfIcansavehim! Won’t

you sit down?

kErrH. (Drawing up a chair and sitiing) ‘This man,
your——your husband, before he came here the night

before last—how long since you saw him?
wanpa, Eighteen month.

KEITH. Does anyone about here know you are his

wife?

waNDA. No. I came here to live a bad life. Nobody

know me. I am quite alone.

KEITH. They’ve discovered who he was...you know
that?

WANDA. No: I have not dared to go out.

KEITH Well, they have; and they’ll look for anyone

connected with him, of course.

WANDA. He never let people think I was married to
Lim. I don’t know if I was...really. We went t> an
office and signed our names; but he was a wicked man.

He treated many, I think, like me,
gerra.  Did my brother ever see him before?

WANDA. Never! And that man first went for him.
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REITH. Yes. I saw the mark. Have you a servant?

WANDA. No. A woman come at nine in the morning

for an hour.
KEITH. Does she know Larry?
WANDA. No. He is always gone.
KEI'H. Friends——acquaintances?

WwANDA. No; I am verree quiet. Since I know your

brother, I see no one, sare.
kErtH. (Sharply) Do you mean that?

WANDA. Oh, yes! 1 love him. Nobody come here
but him for a long time now.
KEITH. How long?
wANDA. Five month,
KEITH. So you have not been out since——?
(Wanda shakes her head.)
What have you been doing?
WANDA (Simply) Crying. (Pressing her hands to hey

treast) He is in danger because of me. I am so

afraid for him.
KErrH (Checking her emotfon) T.ook at me. (She
looks at him.) If the worst comes, and this man is
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traced to you, can you trust yourself not to give
Larry away?

waNDA. (Rising and poiniing fo the fire) Yook! I
have burned ali the things ke have given me——even

his picture. Now I have nothing from him.

xErTH (Who has risen {00.) Good! One more question.
Do the police know you—because—of your life?
She looks at him intently, and shakes her head.

You know where Larry lives?
WANDA. Yes.
KEITH. You mustn’t go there, and he mustn’t come to
you.
She bows her head; then suddenly comes close to
him.
wANDA. Please do not take him from me altogether.
I will be so careful. I will not do anything to hurt
him. But if I cannot see him sometimes, I shall die,
Please do not take him from me.
She catches his hand and presses it desperately be-
tween her own.
KEITH. Leave that to me. I’'m going to do all I car.
wanDpa . (Looking up inio his face) But you will be
kind?
~ 318 —
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Suddenly she bends and  kisses his hand. Keith
draws his hand away, and she vecoils a liitle humbly,
looking up at him again. Suddenly she stands rvigid,
listening.

(In a whisper) Listen! Some one—out there!
She darts past kim and tuyns out the light. There is

a knock on the doov. They are now close together

between door and window.)
(Whispering) Oh! Who is it?

kerrH (Under his breath)* You said no one comes but
Latry.

WANDA. Ves, and you have his keys. Oh, if it is
Tarry! I must open! (REITH shrinks back against
the wall. waNDA goes to the door. Opening the door
an inch) Ves? Please? Who?

A thin streak of light from a bull’s-eye laniern*
outside plays over the wall. A policeman’s voice

says : ‘Al vight, Miss. Your ouler door's open.
You ought to keep it shut after dark, you know.”)

WANDA. Thank you, sir. (The sound of relreating
Jootsteps, of the outer door clossing. Wanda shuls the

under his breath — X, ¥ H.
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door. A policeman?

kerra (Moving froim the wall.) Cutse! I must have
left that door. (Suddenly—turning up the light) You
told me they didn’t know you.

waNDA (Sighing) 1 did not think they did, sir. It is
so long I was not out in the town; not since I had

Larry.

KEITH gives her an intent look, them crosses to the
fire. He stands there a moment, looking down, then

turns to the girl, who has crept back to the couch.

xerre (Half to himself) After your life, who can
believe—? ILook here! You drifted together and
you’ll drift apart, you know. Better for him to get
away and make a clean cut of it.*

wanpa. (Uttering a [litile moaning sound) Oh, sir!
May I not love, because I have been bad? I was
only sixteen when that man spoiled me. If you
knew—

kErrE. I'm thinking of Larry. With you, his danger
is much greater. There’s a good chance as things are
going. You may wreck it. And for what? Justa

few months more of—well-——you know.

to make a clean cut of it —— RBLBLLIPP.
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WANDA. (Standing at the head of the couch and touching
her eves with her hands) Oh,sir] Look! Itistrue.
He is my life. Don’t take him away from me. |

KErTH. (Mowed and restless.) You must know what
Larry is. He’ll never stick to you.

WANDA. (Simply) He will, sir.

kErrH. (Energetically) ‘The last man on earth to stick
to anything! But for the sake of a whim he’ll risk
his life and the honour of all his family. I know
him.

WANDA. No, no, you do not. Tt is I who know him.

KEITH. Now, now! Atany momentthey may find out
your connecticn with that man. So long as Larry
goes on with you, he’s tied to this murder, don’t you
see?

wANDA. (Goming close fo him) But he love me. Oh,

sir! He love me!
KETrH. Larry has loved dozens of women.
WANDA. Ves, but...(Her face quivers).

REITH. (Brusquely) Don’t cry! If I give you money,
will you disappear, for his sake?
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wanpa. (With a moan) 1t will be fn the waler,* then.

There will be no cruel men there.

XErTH. Ah! First Larry, then you! Come now. It's
better for both. A few months and you’il forget you

ever met.

wanDA. (Looking wildly up) T will go if Larry say I
must. But not to live. No. (Stmply.) I could not,
sir. (Keith, moved, is silent.) I could not live with-
out Larry. What is left for a girl like me—when she

once love? It is finish.
XEITH. I don’t want you to go back to that life.

WANDA. No; you do not care what I do. Why should
you? I tell you I will go if Larry say 1 must.

REITH. That’s not encugh. You know that. You
must take it out of his hands. He will never give up
his present for the sake of his future. If you’re as

fond of kLim as you say, you’ll help to save him.

waNDA, (Below her breath)* Ves! Oh, yes! Butdo

not keep him long from me—I begl (She sinks o
the floor and clasps his knees.)

KErTH. Well, well! Get up.

in the water —— Ja% 400, Bk,
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(T here is a tap on the window-pane)
Listen!
(A faint, peculiar whistle.)

WANDA. (Springing up) Tarry! Oh, thank God!
(She runs to the door, opens {t, and goes out to bring
him in. Kelth siands watting, facing the open door-
way. (LARRY eniering with wanpa just behind him.)

LARRY Keith!

xerry. (Grimly)  So much for your promise not to go

out!

LARRY. I’ve been waiting in for you all day. I could

not stand it any longer.
KEITH. Exactly!

LARRY. Well, what's the sentence, brother? ‘“T'rans-

portation for life* and then to be fined forty pounds’?
KEITH. So you can joke, can you?
LARRY Must.

KEITH. A boat leaves for the Argentine* the day after

to-morrow; you must go by it.

for life — ¥ 5,
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LARRY. (Puiting his arms round wanpa, who is standing
motionless with her eyes fixed on him) ‘Together,

Keith?

KEITH. You can’t go together. TI’ll send her by the

next boat.
LARRY. Swear?
kErrd.  Yes. You're lucky—they’re on a false scent.*
LARRY. What!
KEITH. You haven’t seen it?
LARRY. I’ve seen nothing, not even a paper.

KErrH. They’ve taken up a vagabond who robbed the
bedy. He pawned a snake-shaped ring, and they
identified this Walenn by it. I’ve been down and

seen him charged myself,
LARRY. With murder?
waxpa. (Faintly) Larry!

keITH. He’sin nodanger. ‘They always get the wrong
man first. It’ll do him no harm Zo be locked up a

bit* _hyena* like that. Better in prison, anyway than

on a false scent PSR e % B T RE IS
to be locked up a bit —— /by —2#:,
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sleeping out uader archways in this weather.
LARRY. What was he like, Keith?

KEITH. A little yellow, ragged, lame, unshaven scare-
crow of a chap. They were fools to think he could
have had the strength.

LARRY. What! (In an awed voice) Why, 1 saw
him—after I left you last night.

KEITH. You? Where?
LARRY. By the archway.
RErrg. You went back there?
LARRY. It draws you, Kelth.
XEITH. You’re mad, I think.

LAarry. I talked to him, and he said, ‘"“T‘hank you for
this little chat. It’s worth more than money when
you’re down.” Little grey man like a shaggy animal.
And a newspaper boy came up and said: ‘“That’s
right, guv’nors! ’Ere’s where they fouand the body...
very spot. They 'yn’t got ’im yet.”

He laughs; and the ilerrsfied girl Ppresses herself
against kim.

An innocent man!
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kErTH. He's in no danger, I tell you. He couid never
hava strangled—Why, he hadn’t the sirength of a
kitten, Now, Larry! I’fl{ake your berth to-morrow.
Hete's money (He brings out a pile of notes and puts
them on the couchk) You can make a new life of it

out there together presently, in the sun.

LARRY (In a whisper.) 1In the sun! g cup of wine
and thou.”’* (Suddenly) How can I, Keith? I must

cee how it goes with that poor devil.

xErTH. Bosk!* Dismiss it from your mind; there’s

not nearly enough evidence.

LARRY. Not?

kerrH. No. You've got your chance. Take it like a

man.

LARRY. (With a strange smilc—to the girl) Shall we,
Wanda?

wanpa. Oh, Larry!

LARRY. (Picking the moles up from the couch) ‘Take
them back, Keith.

KEITH. What! I tell you no jury would convict; and
if they did, no judge would hang. A ghoul* who can

“A cup of wine and thou’’ —— JR{RUIEEE; &5,
bosh — ﬁ%ﬁ: ?ﬁ?}to (ZR’I‘:E»Zt?, R “ﬁ’ﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁbl%ﬁ%
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rob a dead body, ought to be in prisen. He did

worse than you.
LARRY. It won’t do, Keith. I must see it out,

KEITH, Don’t be a fool!

LARRY. I’'ve still got some kind of honour. 1f I clear
out before I know. 1 shall have none—nor peace.

Take them, Keith, or I'll put them in the fire,

kerra. (Taking back the noles; bitterly) 1 suppose I
may ask you not to be entirely oblivious of our nanie,
Or is that unworthy of your honour?

LARRY. (Hanging his head) 1'm awfully sorry, Keith;
awfully sorry, old man.

kEITH. (Sternly)  You owe it to me —ts our name-—to

our dead mother—to do nothing anyway till we see

what hapgens.
LARRY. I know. T’ll do nothing without you, Keith.

xerrH. (Taking up his hat) Can I trust you? (He
staves hard at his brother.)

LARRY. You can trust me.

KEITH., Swear?
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LARRY. 1 swear,
KEITH. Remember, nothing! Good night!
LARRY. Gocd night!

KEITH g£oeS. LAARY Sits down on the couch and
stares at the fire. The girl steals up and slips her

arms about him,
LARRY. An innocent man!

WANDA. Obh. Larry! But so are you. What did we
want—to kill that man? Never! Oh! Kiss me!
(raary turns his face. She kisses his lips.) I have
suffered so—mnot seein’ you. Don’t leave me again—
don’t! Stay here. Isn’t it good to be together?—
Oh! Poor Larry! How tired you look !—Stay with
me. I am so frightened all alone. So frightened they

will take you from me,
LARRY. Poor child!
WANDA. No, nol Don’t look like that!
LARRY. You're shivering.

WANDA. I will make up the fire. Love me, Larry! I

want to forget.
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LARRY. The poorest little wretch ont God’s earth—Ilocked
up—for me! A little wild animal, locked up. There
he goes, up and down, up and down—in his cage,
don’t you see him?—Iooking for a place to gnaw his
way through—little grey rat. (He gets up and roams
about.)

wanpA. No, no! Ican’t bear it! Don’t frighten me

more |
He comes back and takes her in his arms.

LARRY. There, therel (He kisses her closed eyes)

WANDA. (Without moving) If we could sleep a little—
wouldn’t it be nice?

LARRY. Sleep?

waNDA (Rafsing herself.) Promise to stay with me—
to stay here for good, Larry. I will cook for you;
I will make you so comfortable, They will find him
innocent. And then—Oh, Larry | —in the sun—right

away—far from this horrible country. How lovely!
(Trying to get him to look at her) TLarry!

LARRY (With a movement to free himself) ‘To the edge

of the world—and—over!
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wWANDA. No, no! No,nol! You don’t want me to die,
Larry, do you? I shall if you leave me. ILet us be
happy! I.ove mel

LARRY. (With a laugh) Ah! Let’s be happy and shut
out the sight of him. Who cares? Millions suffer for
no mortal reason. ILet’s be strong, like Keith. No!
I won’t leave you, Wanda. Let’s forget everything
except ourselves. (Suddenly)’ There he goes—up

and down!

wANDA., (Moaning) No, no! See! Iwillpray to the
Virgin. She will pity us!

(She falls on her knees and clasps her havds, pray-
ing. Her lips move, Larry stands motionless, with
arms crossed, and on his face arc yearning and moc-

kery, love and despair.

LARRY. (Whispering) Pray forus! Bravo! Prayaway!
(Suddenly the girl stveiches out her arms and lifis her
Sace with a look of ecstasy.) What?

WANDA. She is smiling! We shall be happy soon.
LARRY. (Bending down over her) Poor child! When

— 342 —



WE AR R ARAREISER, BOL? R, ]
BAZE o S TRA WS RE | ZE FRAR !

BT ) wf GERAITRLE, YIIAR (R S A8 5 b
VAT HEHE LSRRI S o 0, Ao T 8 R
P T T — R T B o R TR TRAE D05, T I
TRIE O AR ERE R o (BRAR ) 3R 1E 30 52 18
F—isRiE %!

W R 7 R ) TRAKS R M T TR
951 |
BB TEHD by AR, SR B LR
FF RO, T LA U, Sk
a.)
B (IR S RITES RV RS S it CBRARI R
A, 35 6B O3 R T, ) A D o
W T RMANRTORET
BISE CRSFEID) TTRROBT TS, TR Tk

—343 —



we die, Wanda, let’s go together, We shou'd keep
each other warm out in the dark.

WANDA. (Raising her hands to his face) Ves! oh, yes!
- If you die I could not—I could not go on living!

w— CURTAIN =
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SCENE I1I.

Two MonTHS LATER

WANDA's room. Daylight is just beginning fo fail
of a January afternoon. The tableislaid for supper, with

decanters of wine.

WANDA @5 standing at the window looking out at
the wintry trees of the Square beyond the pavement.

A newspaper Boy's voice 1s heard coming nearer.
vorce. Pyter!’ Glove Lyne murder! Trial and ver-
dict! (Receding) Verdict! Pyper!
WANDA throws up the window as if to call to him,
checks herself, closes it and runs to the door. She
opens ¢4, but recotls into the room. XEITH is standing

there. He comes in.

REITH., Where’s Larry?

WANDA. He went to the trial. I could not keep him
from it. ‘The trial—OL! What has happened, sit?

pyper — paper Z¥ o
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REITH. (Savagely) Guilty! Sentence of death!

Fools |—idiots!

WANDA. Of deathl (For a moment she seems about to

swoon) . *

KEI'E. Girl, girl] It may all depend on you: Latry’s
still living here?

‘WANDA. Ves.

KEITH. I must wait for him.

WANDA., Will you sit down, please?

RErrH. (Shaking his head) Are you ready to go away

at any time?
wAaNDA. Ves, yes; always I am ready.
REITH. And he?

WANDA. Yes—butnow! What willhedo? ‘Thatpoor

man!
KEITH. A graveyard thief—a ghoul!

WANDA. Perhaps he was hungry. I have been hungty:
you do things then that you would not. Larty has
thought of him in prison so much all these weeks.
Oh! what shall we do now?

to swoon —— Fifik,
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kErrdg. Listen! Help me. Don't let Larry out of
wour sight I must see how things go. They’ll
never hang this wretch. (He giips her arms) Now,
we must stop Larry from gfving himself up. ¥ He's

fool enough., D’you understand?

WANDA., Ves. But why has he not come in? Oh] If
he have, already!

kEerrH. (Lelting go her arms) My God! If the police
come—find me hete—(He moves lo the door) No,
he wouldn’t—without seeing you first, He’s sure to
come. Walch him like a Zynx.* Don’t let him go

without you.

WANDA (Clasping hev hands on hev breast.) 1 will try,

sir,

REITH. Listen! (A4 key{s heard in the lock.) 1It’s he!
(rarryY enters. He is holding a great burch of pink
liles* and white naycissus.®* His face tells nothing.
kErrH looks from him lo the girl, who stands

molionless.)

IARRY. Keith! So you’ve seen?

to give himself up —— [ A IEEREREFHI)o
lynx — KB
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kErrH., The thing can’t stand. I'll stop it somehow.

But you must give me time, Larry.
LARRY. (Calmly) Still looking after your honour,
Keith?
gxrrg, (Grimly) ‘Think my reasons what you like.
WANDA. (Softly) Tarry!
(Larry puts his arm round her,)
LARRY. Sorty, old man.

KErrE. ‘This man can and shall get off. I watt your
solemn promise that you won’t give yourself up, nor
even go out till I've seen you again.

LARRY. I give it.

kErrd. (Looking from one fo the other) By the memory

of our mother, swear that.

LARRY (With a smile) T swear.

kErrH. I have your oath—both of you—both of you.
I’m going at once to see what can be done.

LARRY. (Softly) Good luck, brother.

(Keith goes out.)

wWANDA. (Putting her hands on 1ArrY’s breast) What

does it mean?
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LARRY. Supper, child—I’ve had nothing all day. Put

these lilies in water.

(She takes the lilies and obediently puts them inio a
vase, TARRY pours wine inlo a deep coloured glass
and drinks it off.)

We’ve had a good time, Wanda. Best time I ever
had, these last two months; and nothing but the bill
to pay.

wANDA. (Clasping him desperately) O, Larry! Larry!

LARRY. (Holding her away to look at her) 'Take off those

things and put on a bridal garment.

WANDA., Promise me—wherever you go, I go too.
Promise! Larry, you think I haven’t seen, all these
weeks. But I have seen everything; all in your
heart, always. VYoucannot hide from me. I knew—
I knew! Oh, if we might go away iuto the sun!
Oh! Larry—couldn’t we? (She scarches his eyes
with heys—ihen shuddering) Welll If it must be
dark—1I don’t care, if I may go in your arms. In
prison we could not be together. I am ready. Only
love me first. Don't let me cry before I go. Oh!
Larty, will there be much pain?
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1.aRRY, (In a choked volce)* No pain, my pretiy.
wanpa. (With a little sigh) it is a pity.

LARRY. If you had seen him, as I have, all day, being
torturel. Wanda, we shall be out of it, (/e wine
mounting to his head) We shall be free in the dark;
free of their cursed inhumanities. I hate this world—
I loathe it] I hate its God-forsaken savagery, its
pride and smugness!* TKeith’s world—all righteous
will-power and success. We’re no good here, you
and I—we were cast out at birth—soft, will-less—better
dead. No fear, Keith! .I’'m staylng indoors. (He
pours wine into two glasses) Drink it up! (Obe-
dienily waNDA drinks, and he also.) Now go and
make yourself beautiful.

WANDA. (Sefzing him in her arms) Oh, Larry!

LARRY. (Touching her face and hafr) Hanged by the
neck until he’s dead —for what I did.

(Wanda takes a long look at his face, slips hev arms
from Mm, and goes out through the curtains below
the fireflace. t1ARRY feels in his pocket, brings out
the litile box, opens 1, fingers the white tabloids.)

in a choked voice —— MHZAIRE,
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LARRY- ‘Two each--after food. (He laughs and puts
back the box) OW! my girll (The sound of a piano
Playing a faint festive tunc* is heard afar off. He
mutlers, staring at the fire.) Flames—flame, and
Sflicker—ashes. ‘‘No wore, no more, the moon ig

dead, And 2ll the people in it.”

(He sits on the couch with a picce of paper on his
knees, adding a few words with a stylo pen* to what,
1s alrcady written. The Givl, in a stik wrapper,

coming back through the curtatns, watches him .

LARRY. {Looking up) It’s all bere—I’ve confessad
(Reading)  ‘‘Please bury us {ogether.”” Laurence
Darrant, ‘‘January 28th, about six p.m.” They’ll
find us in the morning. Come and have supper, my
dear love,

(The ginl creeps forward. He rises, puts his arm
round her, axd with her arm iwined vouud him,
smiling info cach other's faces,ebey go io the lable
and sit down.)

(The curtain falls for a few seconds o indicate the

festive tune —— BRI
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passage of three hours. When it vises again, the
loveys are lying on the couch, in each othey's arms,
the lilies strewn about them. The girl's barve arm
is round 1ARRY's meck. Her eyes are closed; his
are open and sightless. There {s no light but fire-
light.) '

(A knocking on the doov and the sound of a key
turned in the lock, xwirm enters, He stands a
moment bewildeved by the half-light, then calls
sharply: ‘‘Larrv!” 6nd turns up thelight. Seeing
the forms on the couch, he recoils a moment. Then,
glancing al the table and emply decanicrs, goes up
to the couch.)

grrrE. (Muttering)  Asleep! Drunk! Ugh! Swud-
denly ke bends, touches 1.ARRY, and springs back.

What! (He bends agatn, shakes him and ca'ls)
Larry! Larry!
(Then, motionless, he staves down ai his brother’s

open, singhtless eyes. Sunddenly he wets his finger
and holds it to the girl's Iips, them {0 LARRY’S.)

LARRY!
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(He bends and listens at their hearls; calches sight

of the little box lying between them and lakes 1t up.)

My God

(Then, ratsing himself, he closes his brother's eyes,
and as he does so, catches sight of a paper pinned to

the couch; detaches 1t and reads:

“‘I, Laurence Darrant, about to die by my own hand

confess that I—"’

(He reads on stlently, in horror; finishes, letiing the
pater drop, and yecoils from the couck on to a chaty
at the dishevelicd supper table. Aghasi, he Ssils
theve. Suddenly he mutters:)

1f I leave that there—my name—my whole future!--
(He springs up, lakes up the paper again, and
again reads.)

My God! It’s ruinl

(He makes as if to tear ¢ across, siops, and looks
down al those two; covers his eyes wWith his hand,;
drops the paper and rushes to the door, DBut he st.o;s
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there and comes back, magnetised,* as it were, by
that paper. He takes it up once more and thrusts
it into his pocket.)

(The footsteps of a Policeman pass, slow and vegular,
outstde. His face crisps and quivers; he stands
listening (il they die away. Then he snaiches the
paper from his pocket, and goes past the foo! of the
conch to the fire,)

All My—No! Iet him hang!

(He thrusts the paper into the fire, stamps 1t down
with his foot, watches it writhe and blacken. Then
suddenly cluiching his head, he turns to the bodics
on the couckh. Panting and like a man demented,*
he recoils past the head of the couch, and rushin? to
the window, drvaws the curtains and throws the window
up for atr. Out in the darkness vises the witch-like
skeleton tree, wheve a dark shape scems hanging.
KETITH Staris back.)

What's that? What—1

(He shuts the window and draws the dark curiains
across £t again.)

t) be magnetised — RSN Ho
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VPoll! Nothing!

Clenching his fists, he draws himself up, steadying
himself with all his might. Then slow’y he moves to
the door, stands a second like a carved figure, his
face hard as stoxe.

Deltberately he turns out the lght, opens the door,
and goes.

The still bodies lie theve before the fire which is
ficking at the last blackened wafer.)

CURTAIN
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