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Act One

sCENE: The hall of a conntry house, with windows open wide on to
a garden.

TIME: Evening.
MR BENTZ and FRANTZ stand facing each other.

BENTZ (extending a hand): Well, Monsieut Frantz, it was nice
seeing you. And I thought your friends wete quite charming.

FRANTZ: Mr Bentz, you can’t let me go like this!

BENTZ: That little cousin of yours is delightful. Gentle, too,
I should imagine. I always longed to have a gentle wife;
Mrs Bentz is a demon.

FRANTZ: If I still haven’t got the money by the day after
tomorrow, the business will fold up. This is my last chance.
I can’t let it slip through my fingers.

BENTZ: You're young.

FrRANTZ: Not any longer.

BENTZ: Bit of a romanticist, I guess. (Pause. Sounds as of a vain
effort to start up a car.) What are they up to, those friends of
yours ? Still trying to start the car ? What’s the idea of having
such an old crock?

FRANTZ: We’re poor!

BENTZ: I haven’t got a car at all. (RRANTZ shrugs.) Oh, it
isn’t that I want to be a miser. I know very well I could
have several cars if I wanted them; but to reach that happy
state I’ve had to build up scores of businesses and watch
them all collapse; I've had to make scores of fresh starts, my
friend.

FRANTZ: I haven’t got time to make scores of fresh starts. I've
got to save this business, and to do that I must have money
right away.
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BENTZ: I know how you feel. But you must have patience, too.
Why always tesort to me, instead of to patience?

FRANTZ: You've been saying that over and over again for the
last two years. But don’t you realize I'm at the end of my
tether now — I just can’t go on any longer!

BENTZ: All young men say that.

FRANTZ: Very well.

Silence.

BENTZ: You’re going to sell?

FRANTZ: Yes. Tomorrow.

BENTZ: I'm not the monster you think me, you know. I like
helping people. I might buy, if that would be any use to you.
Oh, I don’t say I could give you much for it. You won’t
get a great price for the business anyway, you know. Prob-
ably not even as much as you put into it. In fact, I'm very
much afraid that all you’ll get out of it in the end will be
debts.

FRANTZ (Jooks at him and murmurs): Swine!

BENTZ: Tut-tut! Cigarette?

FRANTZ: Mt Bentz, you’re a rich man. All T want is enough
money - just enough to live on and be happy.

BENTZ: You’re a sentimentalist, you know.

FRANTZ: All T know is that I’m a young man wanting to buy
a little happiness. It would be so easy for you to put that
happiness within my reach. All it needs is a —

BENTZ: I have visits like youts every week.

FRANTZ: But you said I was yout friend. . . .

BENTZ: You are my friend, Monsieur Frantz. Both my wife
and I think a great deal of you. Why the devil do we always
have to be talking about money? You’te the one that makes
it difficult for us to be friends. (He belps himself to a drink.)
Why can’t we just quietly enjoy the pleasure of a good drink
and intelligent conversation? I like talking to you.

FRANTZ: How I detest you.

BENTZ: You shouldn’t. Someone like me could be very useful
to you — help you to give of your best.
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FrRANTZ: I don’t want to give of my best. I want to be happy.
For that, I need money.

BENTZ: Would it be a girl friend, I wondet? You can confide
in me. I might be able to help you. I have a very wide
experience in such matters.

FRANTZ: I'm asking you for money, not advice.

BENTZ: How extraordinarily tactless you are. First of all you
appeal to our friendship — you want me to part with a sizeable
sum of money for purely sentimental reasons — and then a
while later you talk to me as though I were some petty pawn-
broker about to snatch your watch from you.

Pause.

FRANTZ: I lost my tempet. .

BENTZ: Right. I'll prove to you that I have better manners
than you. Maybe the well-bred Frenchman can take a lesson
from the self-made Yankee. I’ll save you the humiliation of
apologizing by warning you right away that there’s no point
in it. I can’t do anything about your business. But I'm still
your friend.

He holds out bis hand. Enter MONIME.

Ah! The little cousin.

MONIME: Frantz, something awful has happened. Philippe
says he’ll never be able to get the car to go. Could you go
and help him?

Exit FRANTZ, muttering ‘Ob, all right’, etc.

BENTZ: You don’t smoke, mademoiselle?
MONIME: I try. But I don’t really like it much.

Silence.

BENTZ: This must have been very jolly for you and your
friends, this little moonlight treasure hunt. Frantz has some
charming ideas. . . . You’re quite a happy little band, by
the look of it.
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moniME: Yes. Philippe and Florentine are great fun. Floren-
tine is a friend of mine. She came with us from Granat.

BENTZ: I thought you were all at Vichy?

MoNIME: No, Granat. At my aunt’s chiteau.

BENTZ: I had some business dealings with a Duc de Granat
some time ago —a long time ago, in fact.

MoONIME: That must have been my uncle. He got killed in a
riding accident.

BENTZ: And the Duchess — is she related to Monsieur Frantz?

MONIME: No, she’s my aunt, not his. As a matter of fact
we’re not really cousins. Frantz is the son of a friend of my
aunt’s and was brought up with me.

BENTZ: I see. And of course she always treated him like one

of the family.

MoNIME: Well, not really. . . . He always wanted to go his
own way . . . and when she tried to arrange a marriage for
him, he wouldn’t have anything to do with it.

BENTZ: Isee. . . . Your aunt was anxious to get him settled,
then?

MONIME: Yes, but it was a vety bad match. She wanted him
to marry the local miller’s daughter. A great, tall, skinny
gitl who puts on the most awful airs just because she’s got
a bit of money. Oh, it was stupid! Besides, Frantz doesn’t
want to marry.

BENTZ: He doesn’t? All the same, his affairs are in a bit of a
mess at the moment ~ I suppose you know - and it would
be a way out. I rather gather that Madame de Granat has
never thought of supporting him hetself? (MoNIME Jooks
hard at him.) 1 must apologize for asking such a question,
mademoiselle, but the fact is I seem to be getting myself
mixed up in business discussions with Monsieur Frantz; he
came to see me this evening to ask me to help him — finan-
cially. He was extremely pressing.

Pause. Enter ¥RANTZ. He stands looking at them.

FRANTZ: Were you requiting any mote information, Mr
Bentz?
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BENTZ: I was simply expressing my sutptise to this charming
young lady at the fact that the Duchess is making no attempt
to help you out of this spot you’re in.

FRANTZ: You don’t need to express surprise to anyone about
what Madame de Granat does or does not do.

BENTZ: How very quick-tempered you are — and tactless as
usual!

The whole party comes in. FLORENTINE, fair and langhing.
PHILIPPE, obviously glad to be alive. MARIE-ANNE, an elderly
companion, apparently frightened out of her wits. And MRs
BENTZ.

PHILIPPE: I think the old bus really Aas had it now. We
might as well chuck it.

FLORENTINE: This is #be very end.

MRS BENTZ: I must say I’m rather glad about it. It means that
you’'ll all have to stay the night.

MARIE-ANNE: Oh, but that’s quite impossible. Think of it,
madame. Her Grace is expecting us. Eleven o’clock already!
We should be back by now, and there ate still sixty miles
to go.

puILIPPE: On foot, too!

FLORENTINE bursts ont langhing.

FLORENTINE: Idiot!

MARIE-ANNE: What are we going to do, Monsieur Frantz?
Whatever will Madame de Granat think?

FRANTZ: Isn’t there a garage anywhere?

MRS BENTZ: There is one on the way to Moulins, about six
miles from here, but youw’ll never get a mechanic in the
middle of the night. No, my snare is well and truly laid. I’m
going to keep you all here.

MARIE-ANNE: Ob, this is really most unfortunate! The
Duchess is waiting up for us. .

FLORENTINE: I think it’s wonderful, don’t you?

PHILIPPE: Terrific.

FLORENTINE: We shall all sleep in the same room. . . .
TACP—-B
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MRS BENTZ: Nevet fear, my dear. I have three rooms upstairs
and you can have one each. As for your men friends, they
can take potluck. One of them can shake down here on the
divan. I’ll have it made up. And the other can sleep in the
summer house — there’s a divan thete, too. My husband will
be delighted to lend them some pyjamas. Don’t pull such a
face, Frantz, Mr Bentz has some very fine pyjamas.

MARIE-ANNE: I'm sorty, Mrs Bentz, it really isn’t possible.
We teally must get back. The Duchess would never forgive
me. . . .

MRS BENTZ: But how can you possibly expect to get back?

FRANTZ: Isn’t there at least a bicycle ? I'm going to try to get
to that garage.

MRS BENTZ: No, there is 7oz a bicycle. And the mechanic
wouldn’t come anyway. I know him. He’s a lout. You may
as well resign yourself, my dear Frantz. Now don’t make
those cat’s eyes of yours. Give in with a good grace, there’s
a dear boy.

FLORENTINE: That’s very good — he does make cat’s eyes!

MONIME: Cat’s eyes?

MRS BENTZ: My dear young lady, you don’t mean to tell me
that you’re his cousin and you didn’t know that he makes
cat’s eyes when he’s angry? (MONIME gives hin a long look.)
But why are we all standing up ? At least let’s make ourselves
comfortable.

MARIE-ANNE: Oh, dear me, this is most unsettling. Her
Grace will simply not speak to me tomorrow. . . . She made
me responsible for these young people, Mts Bentz. . . .

MRS BENTZ: I promise you to teturn them unscathed.

BENTZ: Too bad I haven’t a car. But thete is at least a tele-
phone. T have to have that, to keep in touch with the stock
market. Couldn’t they phone to Granat?

MRS BENTZ: Toby, youre the only one with any sense. You
see, now everything can be arranged. The Duchess will
forgive you, after all.

MARIE-ANNE: I wonder whether it is teally advisable to tell
her this way. . . .
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MRS BENTZ: We have no choice. I shall go and prepare the
rooms. (Exit.)

BENTZ: What number is it?

MONIME: Granat 5.

BENTZ (o7 telephone): Give me Granat s, please.

FLORENTINE: Oh, Mr Bentz, would you please ask for 7 as
well, so that I can warn my mothet?

BENTZ: Hullo! Hullo! Give me Granat 7 as well. Thanks. (Fe
leaves the telephone and comes back to the others.) Now, in a few
minutes from now we shall all have our minds at test and be
able to enjoy the charm of this little unexpected patty in
peace, eh, Monsieur Frantz?

FRANTZ: Yes.

Silence for a while. BEN'Tz hands round cigarettes.

MARIE-ANNE: Monsieur Frantz, do you think the Duchess
will ever forgive me?

FRANTZ: What else could we do? You don’t think I want to
stay here, do you?

BENTz: As I was saying, your cousin is charming, but you
will have to teach her to enjoy smoking. There is no moment
at which a woman is more seductive than when she is smok-
ing a cigarette. Propetly, of coutse.

FLORENTINE: Do you find me attractive when I smoke, Mt
Bentz?

BENTZ: Enormously.

FLORENTINE: You see, Philippe? Please note that I can be
enormously attractive.

PHILIPPE: Duly noted.

BENTZ: I should like to see my friend Frantz and his cousin
in the same good spirits. Would they be hiding some sectet
gtief, I wonder? Aha! If my wife were here, she’d say you
were making your cat’s eyes, young man. . . .

MONIME /looks furionsly at BEN'TZ, who bursts out laughing.

pHILIPPE: Mr Bentz, you mustn’t forget that when Monime’s
about, Frantz is labelled ‘Please do not touch’.
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MARIE-ANNE: These children must be wondering what sort
of welcome we shall have from the Duchess tomorrow,
Mt Bentz. That is if it is a welcome. I must say I wonder
too. . . .

BENTZ: This woman seems to be an ogress. (Telephone rings.)
Ah, you see? . . . Hullo! Hullo! Granat 5? Hold on a
moment, please. Now, which of you is going to take it?

MONIME (getting up): Is that you, Urbain? . . . It’s Mademoi-
selle Monime. Is Madame de Granat in her room? Oh, she
can’t sleep . . . she was worrying . . . oh . . . would

you please ask her if she could come to the telephone,
Utbain?

MARIE-ANNE: You see, Mr Bentz, she’s still up! Oh, good
gracious me, what a state of affairs!

BENTZ: Please don’t get upset. Everything will be all right.

MONIME: Is that you, Aunt? . . . Yes, it’s Monime.

FLORENTINE: Now for it!

MoNIME: No, Aunt, I’m dreadfully sorty . . . we’re with Mr
and Mrs Bentz. Frantz had some business to discuss here
this evening. . . . We thought we should be back by eleven,
but Philippe’s car broke down. . . . Philippe Luc . . . We
can’t possibly get back. . . . No, I'm afraid not. There’s
no one to repair it. Mrs Bentz has very kindly said we can
stay hete for the night. . .. We can get it repaired to-
mortow. . . . But, Aunt . .. no, but really, Aunt . ..
Well, if you wish, then, Aunt, send Albert. But we’re more
than sixty miles away and he wouldn’t get here before two
in the morning . . . we shan’t be home before four and
we shall be terribly tired. . . . Yes, really, Aunt . . . Very
well, let him leave eatly in the motning . . . we shall go to
bed soon, and we’ll expect your call. . . . Yes, I think that
really would be better. Yes, Aunt, Matie-Anne is here. I’ll
put you on to her.

MARIE-ANNE: It’s all my fault . . . I know it only too well,
it’s all my fault. . . . Good evening, yout Grace. But, your
Grace . . . but, your Grace . .. but, your Grace .

Yes, I'll ask him to come to the telephone, your Grace. . .
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She holds ont the receiver fo FRANTZ. FLORENTINE blows out
her cheels with laughter.

BENTZ: She certainly seems to be a fierce lady.
FRANTZ listens respectfully, then hangs up.

MARIE-ANNE: Oh, Monsieur Frantz, you hung up!

FRANTZ (shrugging): So did she.

BENTZ (moving close): Tact, my boy, tact. Why kill the goose
that lays the golden eggs?

MRS BENTZ (reappearing): The rooms are ready. Has evety-
thing been settled?

MmoNIME: Not very satisfactorily, I'm afraid, Mrs Bentz. We’te
being called for at five o’clock. I do hope that’s all right for
you. It seems awful to abuse your hospitality like this.

MRS BENTZ: Five o’clock? Madame de Granat seems vety
anxious not to leave you at my mercy any longer than she
can help.

MARIE-ANNE: You must admit, Mrs Bentz, that it is a little
unusual for a young lady of noble birth to spend the night
at a strange house.

MRS BENTZ: But you are here, too, mademoiselle. Young girls
go anywhere with a chaperon, even in France.

MARIE-ANNE: I quite realize that, Mrs Bentz. But for a great
lady such as her Grace, thete is always tradition to think of.

BENTZ: Now that’s the sort of thing we Yankees find quite
fascinating, isn’t it, darling ?

The telephone rings.

BENTZ: Here’s the other number, laughing lady!

FLORENTINE: Hullo! Is that Emile! Would you ask my mother
to come to the phone, please? Hullo . . . is that you,
Mummy? . . . Oh, Mummy, such an upheaval . . . we've
had a breakdown about sixty miles away. There’s Monime,
Marie-Anne, Frantz, and another young man — rather charm-
ing. We’re spending the night with some awfully nice people
Frantz came to see. Yes . . . yes, I shall be home at about
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six in the morning. Yes, six. 'Bye then, Mummy. (To zbe
others.) Well, that’s that.

BENTZ: Nice work.

FLORENTINE: Oh, I’'m used to this sort of thing.

BENTZ: And how about Mademoiselle Monime — is she used
to it?

MoNIME: I don’t go out very much.

MARIE-ANNE: It is evident that you do not know her Grace,
Mr Bentz! Oh, I am not looking forward to our return!

BENTZ (#0 bis wife): You know, I figure, my dear, that we’ve
become unwilling accomplices in some sort of family drama.
Mademoiselle Florentine, you don’t seem to me to be the
timid type. . . . Does the lady really deserve this baleful
reputation ?

MARIE-ANNE: Oh, Mr Bentz!

FLORENTINE: You couldn’t imagine a sweeter old lady!

MARIE-ANNE: But, Mademoiselle Florentine, that’s ab-
surd. . .

Everyone langhs, except FRANTZ and MARIE-ANNE.

BENTZ: I can’t help feeling relations must be extremely strained
between the Duchess and our moody young friend here, who
loses his temper so easily.

PHILIPPE: You should see them together — it’s too absurd for
wotds. The Duchess fixes Frantz with a stony state from
behind her fan, and Frantz just sits thete and scowls back at
her. They hardly ever speak to each othert, or, if one of them
does say something, the other never answers.

MONIME: My aunt treats Frantz very badly. When he is at
Granat, hardly a day passes without her finding some way or
another of annoying him.

BENTZ: Looks like Granat is steeped in melodrama. How very
fortunate that you are thete to console him, mademoiselle.

MONIME: Oh, yes. . . .

They all smile.

FRANTZ (rising abruptly): Mrs Bentz, please forgive me —
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but it’s past midnight, and we have to leave very early. May
T ask you to show Monime her room - she’ll be very tired in
the morning. . . .

MONIME: Frantz! You must be mad! I’m perfectly capable of
sitting up like everyone else. . . . Oh, now I feel embar-
rassed. You make me look an idiot.

BENTZ: Be assured we understand everything, mademoiselle.
You were treating us to some charming details, and I guess
our friend Frantz was afraid they might become 2 little em-
barrassing for him.

MONIME: What on earth is the matter, Frantz? I don’t want
togotobed. . ..

MARIE-ANNE: It is true that at Granat her Grace insists that
everyone should retire at eleven o’clock.

MONIME: But we’re not at Granat.

FRANTZ (gently): Please, little one, for my sake . . . go to
bed. You’ll be tired in the morning.

MONIME (who bas been looking at him): Yes . . . T'll say good
night then, Mrs Bentz . . . if you’ll excuse me. .

BENTZ: How docile the little cousin is. . . . Courage, made-
moiselle. He looks very frightening, but I know him .
his bark is worse than his bite. . . .

MRS BENTz: Do be quiet, Toby; you’re being very silly.
Frantz is quite right. We shouldn’t be keeping them here
talking when they have to get up so eatly. . . .

FLORENTINE: Oh, we’re used to it.

MRS BENTZ: No . . . you’ll be dead tired tomotrow and the
journey will be dreadful for you. No, I should never forgive
myself for enjoying your charming company at that price.
(She rings.) Good night, monsieur, we shall meet again
tomorrow morning. At five, I shall be out in the garden in
overalls, cutting roses. You’ll be sleeping, I suppose, won’t
you, Toby?

BENTZ: Definitely. (He shakes bands with MARIE-ANNE and
PHILIPPE. To FLORENTINE.) Good-bye for the present,
mademoiselle. You know, I really do find you very attractive
when you smoke; and when you smile, too.
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FLORENTINE: Thank you. Ill try to do both at once.

BENTZ (f0 MONIME): Good night, mademoiselle. You’ll never
be happy if you let him frighten you.

MRS BENTZ (fo the MAID): Louise, show Monsieur the room
you have prepated in the summer house and make up the
divan here for Monsieur Frantz. Now (/0 FLORENTINE and
MonN1ME) if you will follow me, I will show you your rooms.

Farewells all ronnd. FRANTZ is left alone with BENTZ.

BENTZ: You'te in love with Mademoiselle Monime, atren’t
you ~ and you need money so that you can marry her?

FRANTZ (making towards him): Mind your own damned busi-
ness! You say I’'m tactless with the people who could help
me — well, so I am!

BENTZ: You seem to be furious. Maybe I hit the nail on the
head? (Pause, while they stare at each other.) I think it’s charm-
ing.

FRANTZ: If you’ve kept me here to talk about that after
refusing me the money, you really are a skunk.

BENTZ: A-ah! May I point out that the only reason you are
hete is that your car broke down. Just that. Perhaps I might
also point out that I don’t have to be a skunk, as you put it,
just because, having refused you money, I want to talk to
you about yourself. In the eyes of the world we’re friends,
and that sort of conversation is quite usual among friends.

FRANTZ: It’s what is known as a confidence. That’s something
that’s given, not asked for.

BENTZ: As opposed to money, which is asked for, but not
always given.

FRANTZ: Quite so — as opposed to money. In other wozrds, it’s
a subject you’re not qualified to discuss.

BENTZ: Come now, we’re getting things mixed up and ex-
pressing ourselves clumsily as usual. Just now you wete
talking business. You asked me for money. I replied in kind.
Now I’ve lost interest in your enterprise — I want nothing
further to do with it. Right. But thete’s nothing to prevent
our discussing personal matters, is there?



Act One 17

FRANTZ: What are you driving at?

BENTZ: I am your friend, young man, and yet you won’t con-
fide in me.

FRANTZ: Your use of the word “friend” doesn’t deceive either
of us.

Enter MRS BENTZ.

BENTZ: Isn’t that so, darling ? I was telling him he is our friend.

MRS BENTZ (faking FRANTZ by the hand): Did he dare to doubt
it?

BENTZ: Yes. And he keeps on making those cat’s eyes.

MRS BENTz: We must make him sit down and talk to us.

BENTZ: We must. (He serves drinks and passes them cigarettes.)
You see, my dear, I’ve guessed everything. This attachment
of our young friend to that hopeless business of his, that he
keeps on wanting money for, amounts to something much
more than the vanity and greed that usually prompt people
in such matters. . . . This will appeal to you, my dear —
you’re a sentimentalist. . . . As I say, it was more than that.
It was in order to achieve the conquest of Mademoiselle
Monime that the young man has been making such desperate
efforts these past two years.

MRS BENTZ: Oh! Frantz, deat, is that true?

Panse. FRANTZ lowers bis eyes and remains silent.

BENTZ: Come now, my boy, answer the lady.

FRANTZ (who has got up abruptly and walked away from them): You
said I was to sleep in this room, didn’t you, Mts Bentz? Do
you think your maid could please prepare my bed ? I'm tired.

MRS BENTz: Toby, youareanidiot. . . . Frantz . . . Frantz,
dear, you know what a terrible tease my husband is. He just
couldn’t resist the desite to pull your leg. Frantz, I do
apologize for him. I’'m sure he’s sorry.

BENTZ: I beg you not to be angry with me.

MRS BENTZ: It’s going to cost him a lot of dollars to buy his
pardon. Come back, Frantz dear, I promise you he’ll help
you. (They all sit down again. MRS BENTZ continues after a
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silence.) I'm your friend, Frantz. You can talk to me, abso-
lutely frankly. Give me your hand. Now, tell me honestly,
do you teally love Monime, and is it for her you’re working
so hard?

FRANTZ: Yes, I love her.

MRs BENTZz: How thrilling! They make such a delicious
couple, don’t you think, Toby?

BENTZ: Yes. Does she love you?

Pause.

MRrs BENTZ: Oh! Could anyone not love the deat boy?

FRANTZ: Yes. She loves me.

BENTZ: Fine. But — do forgive the question — does she love
you the way little girls love the first young man that talks
to them one fine evening at some party or other — you under-
stand me?

MRS BENTZ: Toby! I won’t let you be stupid tonight! One
doesn’t love Frantz that way. . . .

BENTz: I ask you that as a father might ask it. I don’t believe
it can ever be 2 good thing to encourage a union based on
a little girl’s whim.

FRANTZ: Monime loves me. I know.

BENTZ: That’s better. Said like that, it’s believable. I know
you’te too intelligent to be mistaken about it. Now, can you
tell me exactly what relation you are to the Duchess ?

FRANTZ: ’'m not any relation to her. My father was her doctor
for twenty years. She helped me finish my studies when he
died.

BENTZ: U-huh. I didn’t know how you stood. So Madame
de Granat isn’t expecting her niece to marry money?

FRANTZ: No. She’s rich.

BENTZ: I see. So obviously she’s on the look-out for titles ?

FRANTZ: Yes.

BENTZ: Which you, as obviously, don’t possess.

FRANTZ: No. (He puts bis head in his hands.)

MRS BENTZ: Prantz datling, don’t be sad. Everything will be
all right. We’ll help you.
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BENTZ: One more thing. Has Mademoiselle Monime much
influence on her aunt?

FRANTZ: No. What are you dtiving at?

BENTZ: I've got a shtewd idea that, even if you have the
money, youwll never get the Duchess’s consent to the mar-
riage. Is your cousin under age?

FRANTZ: Yes.

BENTZ: Are you sure the money is hers and not her aunt’s ?

FRANTZ: Oh, Monime hasn’t any money. Her father went
bankrupt and killed himself. The fact is, all the money
belongs to her aunt.

BENTZ: I see. Well, of course that makes the whole thing
impossible!

FRANTZ: But when I have money I shall take Monime away,
and then when she comes of age, we can get martied!

BENTZ: But her aunt won’t give her a sou.

FrRANTZ: No, but if my business goes well, I shall have
enough.

BENTZ: Yes.

FRANTZ: Don’t you see that patience is just not enough? I
must have money right away. The business isn’t too bad,
you know, Mr Bentz. It’s already doing better this year. If
I can clear off this payment the day after tomotrow, I shall
be able to make some money.

BENTZ: No, Monsieur Frantz. That business of youts is no
good.

FRANTZ: But you were saying just now—

BENTZ: Oh, you might have been able to flog the dead horse
for a bit, and keep up the appearances of a large income.
But what’s the good, since you admit yourself that nothing
will persuade the Duchess to accept you?

FRANTZ: But it doesn’t matter to me whether she accepts me
or not!

BENTZ: I beg your pardon. It does to me. I can’t put into this
thing the considerable sums of money that are needed, with
no other guarantee than your possible future success. I
should have a lot mote confidence in the nephew by marriage
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of the Duchesse de Granat. Even though he may not possess
your petsonal qualities.

FRANTZ: Then . . . you still refuse to help me out?

BENTZ: ’'m sorry. I thought you were going to reveal a more
or less official tomance — something it would have been
possible to risk money on. But as things are, your situation
is extremely tricky. In fact, if you ask my advice as a friend,
T’d say give the gitl up.

FRANTZ: Oh! I hate you. . . .

He hurls himself at BENTZ, but MRS BENTZ holds him back.

MRS BENTZ: Frantz, darling . . .
FRANTZ: Let go of me!
MRS BENTZ: Frantz, I don’t want— Go away, Toby, leave

him alone . . . he’s beside himself. . . .
BENTZ: I'm sorry.
FRANTZ: You . . . scum! To think Ive told you everything

~ things I’ve never said to anyone else. It hurt, too, but I
thought you were going to pay for it in good hard cash.
. . . And now you refuse me money . . . you . . . you
. . . thieves! Let me go! Do you think you’d have got all
this out of me if you hadn’t promised me money? I’ve told
you everything. . . . You've gof to pay now . . . thieves!

MRS BENTZz: Get out, Toby. . . . Please Frantz. . . .

BENTZ: You forget yourself. You are under my roof. I shall
refrain from taking the obvious coutse.

He bows and Jeaves.

FRANTZ: Thief . . . thief . . .
MRS BENTZ: Frantz, my little one . . .
FRANTZ: Leave me alone . . . you disgust me, too.

There is a knock. It is the MAID with the sheets and blankets.
MRS BENTZ lelps ber to make up the divan. She glances at
FRANTZ from time fo time, secretly. When the MAID Jeaves, she
goes up to him.

MRS BENTZ: You mustn’t harbour these hard feelings against
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me, darling. You can count on me as a friend. My husband
is 2 businessman, and you know what they are — they only
understand money. I'm a sentimentalist. I get very upset
about his way of doing things.

FRANTZ: GO away.

MRs BENTZ: [ don’t want to leave you in this state. Oh! you’re
feverish! Lie down on the bed ~ you’ll feel better. (He #hrows
bimself down on the bed.) Thete . . . Tll stay at your bedside,
like a nurse. . . . You mustn’t give up hope. His bark is
worse than his bite. He’s really very weak. I can do just what
I like with him. When I go to him for money to help some
young man I’'m truly fond of, he always gives it me. He says
he’s buying his freedom. I make it vety expensive sometimes.
How much do you need to clear off yout debt, Frantz?

FRANTZ: A thousand dollars.

MRS BENTZ: Rea/ly? Do you mean to say it’s for that that you

and my husband have been hutling insults at each other for
the past hour? Toby really is unforgivable. But you know
what businessmen are like. Money is money, no matter how
much or how little. In private life it’s quite different. He
sometimes gives me checks for larger amounts than that
without even asking me what I’'m going to do with it. .
I can’t understand why you bother with these stupid business
matters that bring you in so little money. That sort of thing’s
all right for T'oby, but you’re worth something much better.
The idea of you scribbling away at figures and screaming
your head off at the stock exchange — it’s repellent! You
should always be as you are now — lying there, with your
arms behind your head, lookinglike a sulkychild . . . you’re
adorable like that, datling. (She sits down close to him and touches
a stray Jock of hair on his forehead.) 1l help you myself, if you
like, and you can give up that silly old business.

FRANTZ (sitting up and looking at her. She also gets up): Get out.

MRS BENTZ: What’s the matter, Frantz? What have I said to
hurt you?

FRANTZ: I said, get out.

MRS BENTZ (going toward the door): Sweet little idiot. Come
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back and see me when the megrims have gone. I’ll always be
happy to take an interest in you.

She goes omt. FRANTZ stays motionless jfor a while. Enter
PHILIPPE.

PHILIPPE. Aren’t you asleep yet?

FRANTZ: No, what about you?

pHILIPPE: Your little Florentine’s got under my skin.

FRANTZ: Go and find her then, she’s bound to be waiting for
you.

PHILIPPE: You think so?

FRANTZ: Yes. Don’t be shy — she sleeps with everybody.

pu1LIpPE. I'll stay and talk a bit.

FRANTZ: That’s very decent of you. But you go on and find
her.

pHILIPPE: You look fed up. What did Bentz say?

FRANTZ: He refused.

PHILIPPE: Refused? (Silence.) You’re going to have to sell ?

FRANTZ: Yes.

puiLIpPE: Oh, I’m sorry, old man . . .

FRANTZ: T'wo years. This farce has been dragging on for two
years. And all for this.

PHILIPPE: What are you going to do? (FRANTZ shrugs bis
shoulders.) 1 told you when you first plunged into this thing
that you weren’t cut out to be a businessman.

FRANTZ: I knew it, too. But I can’t just be content to earn a
few hundred francs a month on a newspaper the way you
do. I must have money.

PHILIPPE: Who mustn’t?

FRANTZ: I know, but for you it’s just something to make
jokes about. I haven’t the strength to laugh about it any
more. What 2 sinister sort of farce life is when you’re young
and poor!

PHILIPPE: To be young and rich is a farce, too.

FrRANTZ: I know, I know. No contact with life. Poor people
have to invent that sort of myth to console themselves. But
they don’t mention what it’s like to be the sort of young
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man that women don’t smile at — that doesn’t know how to
behave with waiters and whose every gesture is studied and
calculated. . . . Oh, yes, we’ve had contact with life all
right! It’s taught us not to be careless or wasteful. To be
rational, sobet, prudent. ... Coming back from my
fathet’s funeral, I knew the whole business had been more
than my family could afford. . . . Since then

pHILIPPE: I know something about that, too.

FRANTZ: Less than I do, it seems, since you’re not prepared
to do anything about it.

pHILIPPE: ‘Do anything about it.” . . . There’s nothing one
can do. I want to be happy, too. Meanwhile I shall make the
best of what Ive got.

FRANTZ: Not me. . . .

Silence for a while.

PHILIPPE: When we were studying, two years ago, you wete
the cheety one.

FRANTZ: Life is easy when you only talk about it in cafés.
. . . But you have to face the real thing sooner or later.

PHILIPPE: You're not really unhappy, though, are you?

FRANTZ: I’'m poor.

pHILIPPE: All the same, you’ve got a bit of money. And you
have girl friends and men friends. . . .

FRANTZ: Do you really believe that’s enough? (Pause.) When
every day, at every single turn, you knock your head against
the same old brick wall: poverty! When you know there’s
no way out. That you’ve got to choose between being either
the sort of upright, straightforward youth who brings up his
brothers and sisters and maintains his old mother and gets
pushed around by all and sundry, or else becoming a sort
of travesty — like a draper’s assistant on holiday. Imagination,
idleness, generosity are vices for us, Philippe. We’re speci-
mens of ‘the poot’. The sort they write books on morality for.

PHILIPPE: Frantz, what’s got into you? I’ve never seen you
like this.

FRANTZ: I’ve been holding myself in for two years. Two

o o .
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whole yeats I’ve waited patiently. . . . I've clothed myself
in all their virtues — put them all on as a worker puts on his
overalls. I’ve been economical, prudent, practical. I’ve been
lying for two years. I’ve cheated myself for two years and
this is where it gets me.

PHILIPPE: Why didn’t you stay with us?

FRANTZ: The very reason I want money is to get away from
you.

pHILIPPE: Come back. We manage to be happy enough.

FRANTZ: Back to Lili, for instance, to the occasional round of
drinks, sparkling conversation over coffee, earnest political

discussions, the flicks. . . . No thanks.
PHILIPPE: Not only that. There is such a thing as friendship.
FRANTZ: With you, perhaps . . . to some extent . . . in so

far as you are sane and fabulously good-humoured. But as
for the others — now be honest.

PHILIPPE: You've been growing away from us for quite a
while now. But you’d soon take up the threads again.

FRANTZ: I’d rather leave the threads where they are. What
am I missing ? That great bore Martial, for instance, always
wanting to drag you off to a brothel. Clement babbling
politics all the time. And Jacques, with his lectures on litera-
ture. You certainly have to gird up your loins to resist that
bunch. T couldn’t do it any more.

PHILIPPE: What are you going to do?

FRANTZ: Keep going. Live alone, I suppose.

PHILIPPE: What will you do about money?

FRANTZ: What is there to do?

pHILIPPE: Frantz! It’s not as bad as that.

FRANTZ: It is.

PHILIPPE: You haven’t any money? Look at us. None of us
has any money.

FRANTZ: You don’t even begin to undetstand. You’re still
living the life of the Boulevatd Saint Michel and the Quartier
Latin! Ot else you’ve become resigned. I've been struggling
for two years, understand ? Two years, at a dead loss. I know
what’s what. And I’m not resigned.
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pHILIPPE: Well, then, there’s nothing lost, my deat old chap.
He stops short at a look from FRANTZ.

FRANTZ: Because I'm not resigned ?

PHILIPPE: The way you say that! (A gesture from FrRANTZ.)
Frantz!

FRANTZ: I can’t stand it any more.

pHILIPPE: Well, then, you must take some sort of action.

FRANTZ: Ah! These good friends who give encouraging ad-
vice. . . . What sort of action?

PHILIPPE: My dear chap, you'te not twenty-five; at our age
there’s a solution to everything. Work . . .

FRANTZ: I've tried to believe in that one for two yeats.

PHILIPPE: I don’t mean that sort of work. Thete’s all your
ideas. Your novel — what about that?

FRANTZ: Oh, I’ve said good-bye to those illusions long ago.
I haven’t any talent. You’re barking up the wrong tree,
Philippe. You seem to think I’'m suffering from some sort
of belated wal du siécle — that I’m just looking for something
to keep me employed. But I’'m not. I’'m the sort that wants
to live and be happy. I need money to build up the kind of
happiness I’m aiming at, and I know now that there is no
way of getting it.

PHILIPPE: And yet you were jolly near success. . . . If Bentz
hadn’t refused his help at the last minute.

FRANTZ: Any failure could tell you how many times he very
neatly succeeded. But for me it’ll be only once.

PHILIPPE: You can’t just cave in like that, old man.

FRANTZ: I just haven’t any guts left, Philippe — can’t you
understand the feeling ? This was a last chance, and it slipped
through my fingers. It’s all up now. It’s harder this time
because it’s the last. That’s all there is to it.

puILIPPE: How could you o succeed, with all the wealthy
people you know?

FRANTZ: Another little illusion you’d better discard. Rich
people never lend their friends money. They only offer them
cups of tea and dainty sandwiches.

JACR—C
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puILIpPE: Get matried then.

FrRANTZ: Why do you say that?

puILIPPE: It’d be a solution.

FRANTZ: T'o whom, for instance?

PHILIPPE: A wealthy heiress!

FRANTZ: Look, I’ve no name, no looks to speak of, I’'m not
famous. . . . Besides, I should despise myself for the rest
of my life if I were to go about it that way. Making love to a
woman who doesn’t attract you is as sordid as working.

puILIPPE: All the same, Charles got himself out of the same
sort of mess by marrying that Argentinian.

FRANTZ: Mrs Bentz has just given me to understand that if I
wete to sleep with her she would make her husband advance
the money I need.

pHILIPPE: And you refused ? I’d have thought you’d take any
chance that came.

FRANTZ: This isn’t so much a chance as a superstition. In any
case, I’'m having nothing to do with it for the moment.

PHILIPPE: Is it your little cousin that’s having this effect on
you?

FRANTZ: Possibly.

Silence.

PHILIPPE: Frantz, do you realize that for two years we haven’t
talked about ourselves to each other at all?

FRANTZ: I know.

PHILIPPE: It’s you who’ve forced our friendship into this
conspiracy of silence that’ll probably be the death of it.

FRANTZ: Yes, it’s me. (Long silence, which FRANTZ eventually
breaks, in formal conversational fomes.) Have you got a good
story to cover at the moment?

PHILIPPE: Yes. Two kids who’ve mutdered an old woman,
the grandmother of one of them, to get the money for a trip
to Paris.

FRANTZ: What are they getting ?

pHILIPPE: Reform school. The older one may get a spot of
jail.
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FrRANTZ: How old is he?
PHILIPPE: Sixteen.
FRANTZ: Poor, I suppose? Will he stay there?

Stlence.

PHILIPPE: Pretty sure to.

FRANTZ: If I landed in jail one day, would you do anything
about it?

pHILIPPE: If T happened to have any money at the time, yes.

FRANTZ: Do people get very miserable in prison, I wondet ?

pHILIPPE: Our sort does, I imagine. Inside, as in the army,
there ate no pips for intelligence.

FRANTZ (absently): Their grandmother. She’d probably been
good to them when they were little. What did they say when
the judge expressed the usual indignation?

pHILIPPE: That an old woman isn’t any use anyway.

FRANTZ: You know, one can admire that, Philippe! To kill
your grandmother because you want to go to Paris. Don’t
you feel how terribly simple it is? — so much simpler than
we imagine.

PHILIPPE: Are you crazy?

FRANTZ: Not crazy enough, I'm afraid. However, that is one
solution that’s still open to me. If only my childhood were
not so smothered in priests, and pious books, and mother
love. . ..

PHILIPPE: Are you trying to be funny, Frantz?

FRANTZ: Yes, I’m trying to be funny. I’'m trying to live.
Suppose I wete to kill someone, too, in order to get my
happiness? Do you think I could commit a crime, Philippe ?
Setiously. Don’t answer right away, and don’t joke about it.
You know me very well. Think, and then look me straight
in the eye and tell me. Do you think I could commita crime?

PHILIPPE: No, Frantz.

FRANTZ: You mean from the moral point of view. Do you
think that would stop me?

puI1LIPPE: No. Don’t be angty, Frantz, but I simply think you
wouldn’t have the guts.
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FRANTZ (after a pause): Oh, ’'m not angty.

pHILIPPE: You'd have enough guts to talk about it probably
and even to prepate it. But not to go through with it.

FRANTZ: You’re probably right.

PHILIPPE: In my job, I often get the chance to follow these
things very closely. Killing’s a tough business. Sometimes
it’s a long business, too. You have to have the sort of nerve
that’ll last to the bitter end.

FRANTZ: And you think I’m too much of a coward?

Stlence.

PHILIPPE: Why worty? . . . Look — why are you asking me
all this?

FRANTZ: No reason. I was joking.

PHILIPPE: You weren’t, you know.

FRANTZ: No, that’s true. I was toying with the idea, just to
see how my netves and muscles would respond. Now I know.
I’m too much of a coward. You’re right. There’s nothing
more to be said. (He puts his head in his hands.)

PHILIPPE: Frantz, what is it? What’s the matter?

FRANTZ: I’m too much of a coward. . . . I’ve managed to
see where my happiness lies and blaze a trail to it across all
the phony ideas I was brought up on, and I shan’t have the
guts to hold on to it. Philippe, we’re friends. We talk for
hours every day and yet I’ve never told you anything.
Philippe, I'm in love with Monime. It’s for her that I’'m
trying to get money. If I give up the idea of money, I must
give up the idea of her as well.

PHILIPPE: Is Monime rich?

FRANTZ: Her father died poor; all the money belongs to her
aunt, and you can imagine Madame de Granat wouldn’t
think twice about me. I needed money to get Monime away
from there so that we could live together. Bentz refused. I
haven’t a sou. I've got to sell my business. Monime can’t
belong to me because Bentz refuses me money. Can’t you
see how odious and inadmissible it is! Can’t you understand
why I want to shout myself hoarse? (S7knce.) You can look
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at me. You didn’t say what I expected just now. You felt
I was too wtetched for you to say what was in your mind.
You can say it; I've been prepared for it fot a long time. Go
on, sayit. Tknow italready; it’s because of thatthat I’ve grown
away from you over these two years. You say you’ve noticed
it. For two years, we have been having the sort of conversa-
tion that strangers have. Once, remember, we talked for a
whole hour about how they make tar. You and I. Just the
two of us, alone together. During the whole of that conver-
sation I was feeling wretched and hopeful. I wanted to tell
you about it — about my wretchedness, and about my hopes.

PHILIPPE: Why didn’t you?

FRANTZ: Because I was afraid of your thoughts, the way I'm
afraid of them now. I knew them already then. I knew what
turn they were going to take. What words you would clothe
them in. I could see a certain twist of your mouth that I knew
so well. One of those looks of yours — the one I dislike most.
I imagined all the futile explanations I should— (He as been
almost shouting, but stops suddenly. Silence.) This scene surprises
you, I suppose? We must have been in short pants when
I last threw one. Living that café life, you’ve grown up,
Philippe, without noticing it. You’ve become a man. You’re
already incapable of understanding me. Through the ex-
pression of amazement on your face, I can read in it the signs
of your manhood. Signs of indulgence and irony that have
frightened me for two years. Come on, say it, say it!

PHILIPPE: But Frantz, what on earth’s wrong with you?

FRANTZ: You know what’s wrong with me. Say something!
Be amazed! Pity me for being in love with Monime!

PHILIPPE: I’'m not amazed, and I don’t pity you.

FRANTZ: Don’t pretend! This very minute you’re remember-
ing how shy I was with women when we used to go to
Montparnasse, and how they would always go off and leave
me, saying I was crazy. They’ll have a good laugh when you
tell them, won’t they? A better laugh than you, probably,
because you’re a bit frightened of me at the moment. . . .
‘Falling in love with a little girll” you’ll all say . . . ‘that
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wonld happen to him.” . . . Go on, laugh, why don’t you?
Are you afraid to? You wouldn’t have fallen in love, I
suppose? You’d have seen the red light and cleared out in
time? No nonsense. Little girls when one’s thirty-five and
ripe to settle down. (Pazse.) All right, I’ll try to pull myself
together. Otherwise youw’ll never say anything. And tonight
T’ve got to talk. Just talk and talk and talk my head off, like
a whore. And I’d rather it was to you than anyone else, after
all.

pHILIPPE: I don’t know what’s wrong with you, Frantz.

FRANTZ: Yes, you do. I'm at rock bottom, tonight, and I’'m
lonely.

PHILIPPE: In spite of the way we’ve drifted apart these last
two yeats, I’m still your friend.

FRANTZ: Yes, but all you can offer me is intelligent advice,
and that’s what I need least. It’s a luxury. Any stranger could
give it to me. What I was hoping you could do for me — just
for tonight — was what the truest and simplest friends do -
take some of my unhappiness on yourself. It’s too much for
me to bear alone. (He bas seized PHILIPPE’S hands.) Philippe,
they’ll take her away from me. Go on, laugh — you’ll be
petfectly right. I’ve lived for two years on the love of this
girl, trusting in my success, like a fool. When Bentz refused
me the money just now I felt utterly lost and desperate. I
realized fot the first time how flimsy my hopes really were.
If I've no money to take her away, she’ll be snapped up by
someone else, now that I can’t make a decent bid for her.

PHILIPPE: But you say she loves you.

FRANTZ: Oh, she’s fond of me all tight. But the first time the
Duchess produces some titled feller-me-lad for het to marry,
what’s to prevent her going off and leaving me in my poverty,
even though she is still fond of me?

PHILIPPE: Wouldn’t she follow you without money?

FRANTZ: Oh, I suppose she’d follow me on an impulse. But
what should I do with a millionairess, if T hadn’t any money ?
No one in his senses could expect her to be able to put up
with the petty irritations of that sort of life, or hope that I
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could go on loving hert, poverty-stricken and humiliated. I
know poverty, and I’'m not going to introduce her to it. I’d
rather marry her off myself to some rich man.

PHILIPPE: You're letting your own pride lead you off at a
tangent. If you really love het, you can still marry her.

FRANTZ: It’s useless. I might have known it. Everyone will
tell me that. I do ‘really’ love her, Philippe. Why do you
always talk, all of you, as though money wete something
nasty from under a stone, when actually it’s the only thing
that can protect you from nastiness ? I love het too much to
do without money.

pHILIPPE: That’s blasphemous, Frantz. Real love can do
without money.

FRANTZ: Oh, for God’s sake — don’t start moralizing. I tell
you I’'m suffering. You say you’re my friend. Can’t you try
to understand what I'm going through, instead of just
churning out ready-made answers? Poverty made my child-
hood a long train of pettiness and disgust, and now I don’t
trust myself. My love is too beautiful, I expect too much of
it to risk infecting it as well. I want to surround it with a
protective wall of money.

PHILIPPE: It’s sheer madness, Frantz.

FRANTZ: Yes, isn’t it? I want my love to be spotless. I want
us to love each other without calculation or fear or shame.
Sheer madness. (Silence.) I sometimes think there ate pro-
bably people about who have too much money. Who are
afraid it will spoil their love, just as I am afraid mine will be
spoiled by poverty. It’s ludicrous.

pHILIPPE: Frantz. I know you’ll say I’'m talking like an uncle,
but . . . be patient. It will probably all come right, one day.

FRANTZ: Thete’s something else. It’s not easy living at close
quarters with a young gizl. I can’t wait any longer. I need her
as much as I need air and water.

pHILIPPE: Take her as your mistress at Granat, then. . . .

FRANTZ: I suppose that’s what will happen. I can feel the
moment approaching, irresistibly, inevitably, when she will
have to belong to me. The only true link between us, our
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tenderness, is at the metcy of that moment now. I know the
value of tenderness, Philippe. I know there is no compromise
possible with love, and that any little drab in the streets has
only to lift up her arms and show off her breasts for tender-
ness to be utterly futile.

PHILIPPE (i a hard voice): Frantz, there’s another solution.
Be 2 man. Have the pluck to get out.

FRANTZ: No, Philippe. . . . My love isn’t perfect, but I have
the feeling that somewhere out of sight, though very near
me, there is another love spreading enormous wings, and
that this other love will perhaps be mine one day if I prove
myself worthy of it. You think it would be courageous to
resign myself, don’t you? — not to snatch at it and drag it
out of the shadows? But it would be cowardly. We all have
one chance of love. What we should do is to seize the chance
as it passes, and then build up our love humbly, relentlessly,
even though it cost a year of our life — or perhaps a
crime.

PHILIPPE: But are you sure there is no other solution than
the success of your business?

FRANTZ: Her aunt’s death would be one.

They stand looking at each other for a long time.

PHILIPPE: Frantz!

FRANTZ: What’s the matter? You told me yourself I should
never have the courage to commit a crime.

PHILIPPE: Were you really thinking—?

FRANTZ: Just now, yes. I was quite wrong to believe for a
moment that it was possible. You saw for yourself.

pHILIPPE: Frantz! You’re making me feel guilty! I feel like
someone who’s pointed out the wrong road to you and gone
calmly on his own way.

FRANTZ (rising, with a smilf): Don’t be too remotseful. For
sensitive people the parting of the ways always comes sooner
ot later. And we shall have gone a long way together.

PHILIPPE: Why did you want us to separate? I’m sure things
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would have been different if we had stayed friends. Frantz —
drop all these mad ideas . . . let’s carry on together, help
each other.

FRANTZ: One could always try, I suppose.

FLORENTINE (appearing with a coat over her pyjamas): There
you are, you two! I was looking for a man. Country houses
give me the creeps. Of course, there’s a spider in my room —
there always are spiders in country bedrooms. It’s as big as
a house. I'm terrified of spiders. Won’t anyone come and
kill it for me?

FRANTZ: Go on, Philippe. Florentine knows how bad I am
at killing spiders.

FLORENTINE: Oh! If T had to count on you! But I’m sure
your friend is much nicer than you are.

PHILIPPE: Yes, I'll come. In a minute. Frantz and I were just
talking — something rather important.

FLORENTINE: As important as that?

PHILIPPE: Yes.

FRANTZ (gently): No. Not so important. Off you go, Philippe.

PHILIPPE: I can’t leave you like this, old man.

FRANTZ: Of course you can. I swear it’s all right. Please.

pHILIPPE: I'll come back in a minute, I promise.

FLORENTINE: My God, there’s chivalry for you! I’d better
go and find Mr Bentz. He’s older, he won’t be such a heel.
(She goes out.)

FRANTZ: Go on, old man. Please. You've been very decent.
Truly. Now you go with Florentine — I’ asking you to.
Go on.

PHILIPPE: You’re not angry? I’ll be back.

FRANTZ: Yes.

pHILIPPE: I feel terrible about it. But I really do want to know
what she’s getting at. This little manoeuvre’s been going on
ever since you introduced us.

FRANTZ: Hurry up and catch her.

PHILIPPE: Do cheer up. You’re exaggerating, really, you
know. . . . We’ll talk more about it. You'll see. We’ll
think of something.
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FRANTZ: Yes.

PHILIPPE (going out and coming back again): You’te not angty
with me?

FRANTZ: Of coutse not.

PHILIPPE goes ont. FRANTZ sits down and holds bis head in bis
bhands. MONIME enters suddenly.

MONIME: Aren’t you in bed, Frantz ? You’ll be tired tomorrow.

FRANTZ (sitting up): What about you? Why aren’t you asleep ?

MoNIME: I wanted to talk to you. I was waiting till the other
two had gone.

FRANTZ: Are you pleased with the trip, little one?

MONIME: Yes.

FRANTZ: It’s fun, isn’t it, to drop in on people one doesn’t
know of an evening and then have to stay the night? Is your
room all right?

MONIME: Yes.

FRANTZ: You don’t look happy. If I were a gitl boxed up in
a castle all the year round with an aged aunt, I should feel
highly delighted at having so many things happening in one
evening.

MONIME: I am happy.

FRANTZ: Then why the sigh?

MONIME: You came to ask them for money, didn’t you?

FRANTZ: Don’t you worry about that, Monime. Let me fight
it out by myself. You mustn’t know anything. I swear I’ll
manage to get hold of enough for us to be happy.

MONIME: As you say that, I can hear that your voice doesn’t
believe it any more. Why won’t you tell me? They refused
to give it you, and you’re too proud to say so. (Pause.) I
let you alone at first because I thought that after all it might
be better that way, but do you really believe that our happi-
ness depends on that money? Do you, deat silly one?

FRANTZ: Yes, I do.

MONIME: Well, you’re wrong. We can be vety rich if we want
to, and still turn up our noses at money.
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FRANTZ: You’re such a little girl, Monime.

MoNIME: I know, I know — you can be tetribly older and
wiset just because I’'m younger than you, but I know a lot.

FRANTZ (smiling): What do you know?

MonNIME: Sit down. S-sh! Don’t say anything. And you’re not
to smile at me or shout at me, and above all — above all,
you’te not to interrupt me with one of those bitter remarks
of youts that you’te so proud of and that make you miserable
for the rest of the day when you’ve said them. (She 7s standing
bebind bim, her head against his.) Frantz, I don’t want you to
be sad any more. Don’t say anything. You’ll only start lying
and telling me you’te not sad and that you’re earning a lot
of money and that you’ll come one day in a huge bottle-green
car, the sort I like, to catry me off miles and miles away
from my hortible old aunt. . . . I know your little story.
. . . Don’t tell me . . . It wouldn’t be true. You are sad.
One thing I must say for you, you play your part well.
Breaking the branches off trees as you pass them, just to
infuriate me; sneeting at the books I read; pulling down my
hair seven times a day - the same old ritual as when we were
children. And yet, underneath all this byplay that hasn’t
changed a bit, I can see perfectly well that you’re unhappy,
Frantz. (She places her hand over bis mouth.) You were going to
lie. Ever since we started out this evening you’ve had a face
as long as a fiddle. Do you think I didn’t see all those hortid
figures you were scribbling in your notebook? You are
unhappy, Frantz. Do you think I don’t know why? You
jumped, didn’t you, and you tried to move your lips. But
T’ve got my hand tight there, and you can’t say 2 word. You
know very well I’'m as strong as you, my boy! My boy.
Frantz, you’re not my boy any longer. You don’t look at
me the same way. Or kiss me the same way. You’re frightened
to take me on your knee or hold me in your arms. Go on,
go on, try to talk. You’ll only tell me that I don’t undetstand.
. . . Just because you were brighter than I was at school
you've got into the habit of thinking you’re the cleverer
one still. Idiot! Dear idiot! I know what’s wrong. (Pause.
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She has her cheek against bis head and is murmuring, far foo
tenderly.) Tl be your mistress, Frantz, whenever you like.
S-sh! Don’t talk. Don’t move your lips — you tickle my hand.
Just stay like a little boy and let me rock you to sleep with
what Ive said, until you’re not unhappy any more. I’ll be
your misttess whenever you like. You want to talk, do you?
I know what you’te going to say. But it doesn’t matter.
Nothing matters. I want your arm to find its way back to
my waist and your head to find its way back to my shoulder —
freely and openly. I’m taking my hand away. You can talk
now. Only don’t look at me for a moment. (FRANTZ remains
motionless for a moment, then turns abruptly and holds her to him.
She feels ashamed.) Oh, Frantz!

FRANTZ: I’'m looking at you. The same eyes, the same mouth
as when I was a child. You are Monime, with the wildest
of looks and the reddest of lips. Trembling lips, too. My
everyday Monime, is it really you?

MONIME: Yes, Frantz, it’s me.

FRANTZ: Stand up straight now. I’m looking at you. You’re
very beautiful today. Is it for the great occasion that
you’ve got on your new dress and put up your hair ? But you’ve
forgotten to make yourself some grown-up fingernails. . . .
These ate your tree-climbing nails! And your great decision
hasn’t taught you to make up your face . . . you’ve put
your lipstick on any old how, as usual. . . .

MoNIME: Oh, Frantz, you’re laughing at me. . . .

He has drawn ber towards hin. She hides her bead.

FRANTZ: My little one, I’'m glad it was my wild one that came
to tell me this, with her hands all scratched and her lipstick
all awry. (Pause.) Dear, silly gitl. Coming without thinking
to stop me from being sad. Without stopping to ask yourself
any questions. Do you think I don’t know everything? You
don’t love me as a man, Monime. You came to find your lost
comrade, and you offered your body in exchange, the most
precious ransom you could give. Our friendship never hurt
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you. You've never dreamed of a tyranny stronger and gentler
than that of childhood friendship. Don’t hide your head.
What are you ashamed of ? I love you for it all, my girl with
the quiet voice . . . Monime, who knows evetrything and
nothing.

MONIME: I know that I want to be your mistress. I want you
to make love to me and hurt me. I want to hear you laughing
and singing again.

Stlence. He takes ber in his arms.

FrRANTZ: Idiot, I love you. You’ve come to give me a wonder-
ful present; but what could I give you in exchange?

MONIME: I’'m not a little girl. T don’t want you to laugh at me.
I want you to take me.

FRANTZ: But you don’t love me, Monime.

MoNIME: I love you the only way I know how to. I shall soon
change, Frantz. I swear I shall learn terribly quickly. Take
me, Frantz.

FRANTZ: You must go to bed.

MONIME: You’re not well. I can see it in your eyes. Your
hands are trembling.

FRANTZ: Go along, little one. It would be too stupid if any-
one found us together here.

MonNIME: I don’t care.

FRANTZ: Please go.

MONIME: Touch me, at least. Kiss me. I don’t want to be
just your friend any more, your poor little playfellow that
hasn’t any claim on you. You said once that I should be
your wife. . .

FRANTZ: When we ate rich, and when you love me with a
woman’s love.

MONIME: But I shal/ love you that way, I know I shall. (She
goes up to bim and says to him softly, awkwardly.) Kiss me, please.
Kiss me as you would kiss someone you had just met and
loved. (He makes as if to push her away.) Just once, only once,
so that tonight begins another sort of life. You want to,
Frantz, you want to. You’re trembling and you haven’t the
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courage to tear me away. Why don’t you kiss me? Ah! (FHe
gives her a long kiss.)
FRANTZ: Go along now, Monime.

She goes.

Curtain



Act Two

SCENE: The DUCHESS’S antechamber, in semi-darkness. It is a
buge bare room, with tapestries and armonur abont. A french window
leads to the grounds, where large trees are to be seen.

TIME: I7 is evening, near nightfall.

MONIME and FRANTZ come in from the garden and put on the
lights.

MoNIME: She didn’t ask any questions during dinner, because
of Urbain. But she certainly will. Frantz, don’t pull that
awful face. I was a stupid little goose before, but I'm a very
good liar now. You taught me that.

FRANTZ: Yes.

MONIME: Why are you unhappy every time we come back from
there?

FRANTZ: Because you’re a very good liar, and because I taught
you.

MONIME: You’re mad! I'm very happy.

FRANTZ: That’s not true.

MONIME: It is.

FRANTZ: No doubt you can lie well enough to your aunt, but
not to me. Since we’ve been lovers, you’re not happy,
Monime.

Long silence. MONIME gets up, and speaks with forced cheerfulness.

MONIME: There must be some water in her room. I’'m going
to take the famous pills before she arrives; with her water —
what a joke!

FRANTZ: Don’t take them. It’s not worth it now.

MONIME: But, Frantz, the doctot told you — it’s our only
chance.
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FRANTZ: There’s another, that he didn’t think of. Don’t take
them. It’s not wotth it.

Silence.

MONIME: What’s the matter, Frantz?

FRANTZ: I’ve had enough of living in this constant state of
apprehension. Telling lies. Making furtive trips with Floren-
tine.

MONIME: We won’t go any more.

FRANTZ: You know very well we shan’t have the courage.
We’re prisoners now, Monime. We must love each other
now, at all costs. Every day. Laboriously. Scrupulously.
Taking pills to murder our children and smiling to deceive
the old woman.

FLORENTINE appears at the french window, coming from the
garden.

FLORENTINE: Hullo there! Aren’t you coming to Vichy with
me? I’ve got a midnight pass. Good evening, pale and
interesting!

FRANTZ: Good evening.

FLORENTINE: It’s marvellous in the evening, you know —
there’s a whole crowd of us going, the oddest collection you
ever saw. But of course you don’t like it. God, how difficult
conversation is with you! So you really aren’t coming ?

MONIME: You know we can’t. Aunt Caroline has forbidden
us.

FLORENTINE: What? Isn’t the old dear dead yet? She really
has no sense of propriety. Tell her to hurty up and not hang
about so.

MoNIME: Florentine. . . .

FLORENTINE: I'm off, dear gitl. Frantz is glaring at me quite
terrifyingly. Hang it all, Frantz, I was only joking. *Bye,
datling. Good-bye, pale and interesting.

She goes off into the grounds, laughing. MONIME watches her go.

Then she fetches a glass of water from the adjoining room and takes
the pills.
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MONIME: There you are! A little water; two pills at midday,
two pills at night, and the babies die off like flies. I have no
shame — no shame at all. (She makes a liitle curtsy.) Expert
infanticide, at your service.

FRANTZ: Why do you make fun of it?

MONIME: We've got to be happy any way that we can now.
Even if it’s just by making fun of things.

FRANTZ: You're better than I am. And not such a coward.

MONIME: I won’t have you saying such things. Just because
a poor idiot of 2 girl loves you and plays the clown to try
and make you laugh. It doesn’t happen often.

FRANTZ: I’m misetable, Monime.

MONIME: You see the reward I get.

FRANTZ: We were wrong to love each other this way. It’s
all right for Florentine.

MONIME: Frantz, there mustn’t be any regrets. . . .

FRANTZ: But it’s over now. We’re going to get out of this
dead end, I promise.

MONIME: You’re going to have some money? Your business
is starting up again?

FRANTZ: No. Something else.

MONIME: Something else? But we’ve thought so hard — there
can’t be a solution, however tiny; it could never have slipped
through the mesh.

FRANTZ: Yes, there is. There was another solution I told you
about.

MoNIME: Which one?

FRANTZ: Get up, there’s your aunt coming.

The DUCHESS, a larger-than-life, almost fabulous personage,
comes in, followed by URBAIN, the major-domo, carrying a fur rug.

DUCHESS: So there you are, both of you! I must say you are
most difficult to find these days. You seem to have a way of
disappearing as if by magic. (She installs berself in ber enormons
wing chair, a slow, meticulons ceremony.) You may go now, Ut-
bain. And bring me my sleeping draught when I ring.

URBAIN goes ont. Pause.
JACP—D
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Now, I quite understand that you should have a taste for
long walks and solitary excursions. The poor Duke was just
the same. Except for meals, he was never to be found. Always
prowling about the woods with nothing but his cane for
company. . . . But is it perhaps possible that you are a
little too fond of them? Pray don’t interrupt me, Monime.
I am not your nurse, of course, to follow you about and
spank you when you are naughty. Nor am I at all put out by
yout close association with this dear boy, please be assured
of that. But seeing you flying off to Vichy and here, there
and everywhere by motot-car, as you do, just the two of you,
I’ve been thinking — the people in this part of the country are
so stupid — they might begin to imagine there was some sort
of relationship between you other than mere friendship. . . .
It’s ridiculous, I grant you, my dear Frantz, and being as
intelligent as you are, you will be the first to laugh atit. . . .
Quite so. That is a compliment I really have to pay you! You
have always known your place and kept to it. I am sure it is
only thoughtlessness on your part, and were it not for the
grotesque — you will agree that grotesque is the word — were
it not as I say for the grotesque gossip it might occasion, I
should certainly not allude to it. However, there zs this
outlandish gossip in the air. And you know how quickly it
can take hold of these small provincial places. The curé,
who by the way is a perfect fool, is alteady heaving ecstatic
sighs in anticipation of the marriage setvice.

MONIME: Aunt Caroline—

pUucHESS: I know. He’s been dreaming of that setvice ever
since your first communion, and he would die of chagtin
if we were to go to the bishop — which we probably shall,
by the way. But from the way he gushed over me last Sunday
it would seem that he thinks the cetemony is likely to take
place at any moment. And I am sure you will understand,
my dear Frantz, that that is quite impossible. I have the
friendliest of feelings towards you, but all the same, and in
spite of the great respect I had for your poor father, I cannot
allow Granat to imagine that I would have my niece marry
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the son of my late physician. It would be comical, as the poor
Duke used to say. It was the only adjective he knew.

MONIME: Aunt Caroline—

pucHESS: Now don’t interfere, Monime. Frantz is an in-
telligent boy. He wouldn’t dteam of taking offence at any-
thing so obviously reasonable. Isn’t that so, Frantz?

FRANTZ: Most certainly, madame.

DUCHESS: You ate a fine boy, Frantz; I have always appre-
ciated that. I realize that at the moment you ate not managing
your affairs particularly clevetly — however, let us not go
into that now, we can discuss that later — but you ate a
charming young man in every respect, I must say that. A
little weak, of course, both morally and physically. . . .
When I think of your father, who could pretty well fell a
tree with a few blows of his stick, I must say I am baffled.

How is it possible that he begot you? . . . It is true yout
mother was nothing to speak of. ... He married her
against my advice . . . she hadn’t a penny to bless herself

with and then she had that chronic cough, it seems. I say
‘it seems’, for I could never be botheted with her — never
set eyes on her, in fact. If he had taken the wife I had in mind
for him, his son would have been quite another proposition,
if I may say so, and he would not have died penniless. But
we ate straying from the point. You ate a good boy just the
same. I am very fond of you, and have every respect for your
excellent qualities. But once having said this, I cannot
possibly have people thinking that you are about to become
my nephew. Were we in Patis, among sophisticated people,
everything would be quite different. It would not enter any-
one’s head that I could possibly marry you to my niece. But
here we are dealing with people stupid enough to think
anything possible — and if I were to announce tomorrow
that I had chosen you for Monime, it would not in the least
sutptise them. They ate quite absurd. I know them only too
well. That is why, my dear children, I am going to ask you
to space these outings more discreetly, and make yourselves
a little less conspicuous.
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MONIME: But, Aunt—

pucHESS: Now do let us leave this ridiculous subject, Monime
my dear. I feel sure you have both understood perfectly well
what I have been trying to say. Let us talk about you now,
Frantz. You have had to sell your business. At a loss, I
understand.

FRANTZ: I have nothing left but debts.

pucHESS: You would have your way, and now of coutse you
have come a cropper. Were you my own son, I could forgive
you for having neither business sense nor a taste for study.
But you have neither the fortune that makes idleness possible
not the breeding that makes it imperative. What do you
propose to do?

FRANTZ: I don’t know. I don’t know what to do.

DUCHESS: A bad reply if ever there was one. You must work,
my dear boy. For people of your sort, it is the only thing
to be done. I mean, you can’t tutn thief or mutderer.
(FRANTZ gives her a long Jook.) It would get you nowhere —
and in any case you would be caught in the end. If only you
would bring yourself to marry some fat moneybags. But
you will bring in sentiment. Think it over, my dear Frantz.
I am always happy to have you at Granat — but I should not
like you to take for granted a leisute and luxury which are
not yours by right.

MARIE-ANNE appears, with red-rimmed eyes and handkerchief
in hand. She is torn between distress and timidity.

MARIE-ANNE: You must excuse me, youtr Grace, for dis-
turbing you.

DUCHESS: What is it, woman?

MARIE-ANNE: Oh, your Grace, it’s dreadful.

DUcHESS: Really. Is this going to be anothet of your tedious
stories ?

MARIE-ANNE: Oh, no, your Grace . .

DUCHESS: I suppose this time you want me to supply knicker-
bockers for some village brat you’ve taken pity on?

MARIE-ANNE: Oh, no, your Grace . . .
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pucHESS: Take that pitiful look off your face, woman. You
know it drives me to distraction. Well, come along, what
is it?

MARIE-ANNE: My cousin, your Grace .

DUCHESS: Ah, this is 2 new one. Now what has he been up
to? No doubt trying to extort money from you in his usual
manner ?

MARIE-ANNE: Oh, no, your Grace . . . I’ve heard from the
hospital at Toulon, whete he has been taken; he’s very ill;
he’s going to die.

DUCHESS: And you teally believe that? How much does he
ask for? He must be wanting quite a tidy sum.

MARIE-ANNE: But he didn’t write to me, your Grace — it was
the hospital. . . .

DUCHESS: An accomplice, of course. Anyone can fool you.
Show me the letter. . . . Obviously, they’ve used the
hospital writing paper. . . . My good gitl, what do you
expect? — we're all going to die.

MARIE-ANNE: Might I perhaps ask you to allow me a few
days’ leave, your Grace?

pucHESss: Take it. Take it, my good woman; one can never
rely on you anyway.

MARIE-ANNE: I shouldn’t like to displease your Grace.

pucHESS: Oh, my displeasure is of no importance! We all
know that here. I shall just have to look after myself; take
my medicine by myself, play piquet by myself, and—

MONIME: But I’ll take Marie-Anne’s place for you, Aunt
Caroline. .

DUCHESS: It is true you will have plenty of time, my dear
child, now that you ate giving up your walks. You may go,
then, Matie-Anne. These two children are wearing the most
appalling exptession, but as they declare themselves willing
you had better take advantage of it. It won’t last. When are
you leaving ?

MARIE-ANNE: There is a train at ten o’clock.

pucHEss: Take it then, and try to be back on Monday. . . .

MARIE-ANNE: Oh, your Grace, I thought I might stay until—
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pucHESS: Of course, of course. But be as quick as

you can. . . .

MARIE-ANNE: Good night, your Grace. . . . I must hurry
and pack my bag. I’'m so afraid I might arrive too late, poor
boy. . . . (She goes ont.)

DUCHESS: So the creature’s going to die. Good riddance to
bad rubbish. The old fool’s been giving him all her money
and he of course has been drinking it away, with the able
assistance of any trollop he could find. I never have been
able to understand why she stuck to that seafaring Casanova.

MONIME: Was he her cousin?

DUCHESS: So she said, to cover up her little game. I have
never for one instant believed it. Or if he was her cousin, it
was certainly not as such that she flew off to see him every
time he came into port and gave him all her savings.

MoNIME: I don’t understand, Aunt Caroline.

DUCHESS: I know what I’m saying. She was engaged to him
once . . . let’s hope to God that’s all it was . . . and yet
at over fifty, she still weeps when he doesn’t write. What do
you think of that?

MONIME: Poor Marie-Anne! Perhaps they were in love once,
and couldn’t get married!

DUCHESS: Pshaw! - is that all? I was to have married the
Duc d’Otléans. Ring for Urbain, will you, please, dear boy ?
It never came to anything because his mother unearthed a
Spanish princess for him. But did I spend the rest of my life
weeping and wailing ?

MONIME: It isn’t the same, Aunt Caroline. . .

DUCHESS: Be quiet, you are a little nincompoop. You teally
are being most provoking, and I want to get a good night’s
test. (URBAIN comes in, carrying a glass on a salver.) Ah, here
is my medicine. Ugh! It’s disgusting. You will not forget
to inform the kitchen maid, Urbain, that she should choose
between that boy and her situation. Send my women in. . . .
(URBAIN goes out and comes back later with the maids.) It would
be a fine thing if T were left to the mercy of all my servants’
whims. Not to speak of having to put up with their marrying



Act Two 47

those of my mortal enemy. One of the kitchen maids, if you
will believe it, wanted to marty Dr Fernot’s valet-de-
chambre! Dr Fetnot — a man who makes me long to pout a
little something into his wine. The ninny maintains she’s in
love with him! Quite magnificent. What is the matter with
them all? Let them give their minds to doing their work
properly and being honest, and leave the rest to the street
gitls. Good night, Monime my deat. . . . (Noise of a merry-
go-round in the distance.) Now, of course, thete’s that hubbub.
. . . This fair is a positive martyrdom. Scotes of times I’ve
asked for it to be postponed until August, when I take my
cure at Plombiéres. But the Mayor says it is impossible,
that it’s been at this time since the twelfth century. But he is
so negligent. . . . Ah well, my sleeping draught has
quietened me down. . . . Good night, my dear Frantz. You
are quite pale, what is the matter ? Perhaps you need a tonic?
Good night. . .

She goes into her room, followed by two MAIDS. URBAIN, baving
closed the door, comes back to MONIME.

URBAIN: I beg pardon, mademoiselle. But asyouarebeing kind
enough to replace Mademoiselle Marie-Anne this evening,
I ought to tell you that her Grace has given us all permission
to go off to the fair for a while. . . . There will only be old
Joseph here. But you know he’s deaf, mademoiselle, and
always dropping off to sleep. So I should be very grateful if
you would be so good as to send for me if her Grace should
need anything. I shall not go far.

MonN1iME: Very well, Utbain. (FHe bows and goes out. Silence for a
while. The two MAIDS Jeave the DUCHESS’S room and curtsy as
they go off.) It will be nice alone together.

DUCHESS (calling): Monime. .

MONIME (in the doorway, through which can be seen a bed with a
canopy): Yes, Aunt Caroline?

DUCHESS (who can be heard but not seen): If I move during my
sleep, please make a note. My doctor claims it is very indica-
tive. As a mattet of fact I believe the man’s a lunatic. But we
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have to submit to these people. . . . Make a note, there’s a
good girl.

MoNIME: Of course, Aunt Caroline.

DUCHESS: Your eyes look haggard, Monime. These walks are
tiring you. Whete were you this afternoon? At Vichy? Don’t
ovetdo this dancing.

MONIME: But on the contrary, Aunt Caroline. We went
for a very quiet walk in the country with Philippe and
Florentine.

pucHEss: Very well, then. Good night.

MoNIME: Good night, Aunt Caroline. . . . (Ske bas closed the
door, and comes back to FRANTZ on tiptoe. She drops a curtsy,
Janghing.) Good night, Aunt Caroline. . . .

FRANTZ: Let’s see your real smile again now. Look at me with
yout real eyes. Be yourself.

MONIME: Don’t you think I'm a very good liar?

FRANTZ (looks at her): My Monime with the white dress. .
Yes, you are the same gitl. The girl that’s such a good liar.
The girl that can undress in a flash, take her lover, and dress
again in a flash — the girl that’s always drinking water.

MoNIME: I love you, Frantz. . . .

FRANTZ: Forgive me. That false smile that I reproach you for
- I put it there myself.

MoNIME: What does it matter ?

FRANTZ: I've made you into so many of the things I detest.
All because I was too cowardly to give you up and too
cowardly to get the money at all costs. It’s because I was
every sort of coward that we’re afraid now. (Pamse.) Can’t
you feel them all around us - filthy hands, greasy hands, old
wrinkled abortionists’ hands . . . ?

MONIME: How can they harm us, Frantz, since we love each
other?

FRANTZ: My climber of trees, my gitl running in the grass,
my little one. I don’t want some vile old woman to hurt you
and make you feel frightened and ashamed. I don’t want it.
I don’t want it. (He puts his head in his hands.)

MONIME (goes 7o him): Let’s go away, Frantz. We'll go and
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live in a big town and get some work. I don’t mind a bit
about being poor.

FRANTZ (withont moving): We shouldn’t be able to love each
other if we were poor.

MoNIME: Why do you say that? I should love you even if you
were ugly and poor and sick.

FRANTZ: Oh, my God, what a monster I am. Other people
believe in an etetnity of love, in a humble cottage, with
clear cold water. Why am I blessed with this love, but not
the credulity to feed it on?

MONIME: You don’t love me, Frantz.

FRANTZ (faking ber by the arm and shouting): 1 forbid you ~ do
you understand — I forbid you to say that!

MONIME: You’re hurting me!

FRANTZ: I know there’ll come a time when other people will
say those things. I can hear them sneering alteady . . . and
I don’t care. But you mustn’t doubt me, not you, not even
for a second. (On his knees.) I love you, Monime.

MONIME (stroking his head gently): Why ate you afraid then?

FRANTZ: Because Ilove you. Because I know what petty things
can kill the greatest love.

MONIME: Ours can’t die.

FRANTZ: Yes, it can. Even ours. Try to understand, my little
one. People don’t love each other like lovers in stories, naked
and for ever. People who love each other ate constantly
battling against hordes of hidden forces that attack them from
within or from the wotld outside. Against other men and
other women.

MoNIME: We are strong enough to fight them.

FRANTZ: Not with povetty to fight as well. Poverty will line
up with our enemies, with all the fatal gepms that love has to
resist from the very first moment. Oh, you’te talking like a
spoiled darling. . . . You don’t know the way that poverty
goes to work; how ingenious it is — how persistent. For
twenty yeats now I have had it at my heels like a snatling
dog — I know that nothing can tesist it, even youth, although
youth is as vital and as strong as love. I’'m afraid of it. 'm
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afraid of the beautiful women we shall pretend not to notice
when you ate poor and ill dressed. . . . I’'m afraid of seeing
you diminish every day - taking orders from 2 boss or doing
sordid chores about the house. I know that that shouldn’t
matter and that I shall feel all the more tenderness for you
because of it. But I’'m afraid of that very tenderness, too,
because little by little 1t will take the place of love.

MONIME: Perhaps if we’te happy you’ll stop being afraid. . . .

FRANTZ: You’re not listening. You’re following your own
sweet dream. No one will listen to me. No one will believe
me. . . . But what if I know that we have no right to
take this thousand-to-one risk of spoiling our love? Sup-
posing I know that one morning we shall wake up in our
room and look at each other with hatred; and that you will
ask yourself if it wouldn’t have been better to go on leading
the peaceful, happy life of the rich?

MONIME: Oh, Frantz!

FRANTZ: You will ask yourself that, whether you want to
or not. . . . You’ll look at me quite differently when my
back is turned. And I shall watch the almost imperceptible
marks of poverty at the corners of your mouth and on your
hands, and it will be enough for our eyes to meet for our
love to be killed.

MONIME: Oh, how can you know all that in advance?

FRANTZ (crouched on the ground, clasping her legs, stays wrapped in
thought for a while): Monime, I should like to believe in fairy
tales too. . . .

MoNIME: Frantz! You’re crying.

FRANTZ: You won’t be able to understand it all perhaps, but
promise me that if one day you see me hauled up for judge-
ment and you find that I fill you with disgust — promise me
you’ll remember these teats.

MONIME: What’s wrong with you?

FRANTZ: They'll tell you I was a weakling; that I hadn’t the
courage to work and endure poverty; they may even tell
you I didn’t love you, as though they had the right to judge
me. . . . But you won’t listen to them. You will think
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of these teats and of how much I longed for perfection.
moNIME: I don’t understand you.

FrRANTZ: I don’t need you to. I need you to believe in my love,
even without understanding it.

MoN1IME: I do believe in it, Frantz, and we’ll do whatever you
like. You must nevet cry any more. (A Jong silence. They remain
motionless close to each other, looking very small in the great hall,
surrounded by armour. MONIME looks thonghtful.) Oh, why
haven’t I any money of my own? Everything would be so
simple. . . .

FRANTZ (raises bis head and looks at ber). When yout aunt dies
you will be rich.

MoNIME: Why do you say that? We shouldn’t wish she were
dead.

FRANTZ: We can wish we were happy. And it’s the same thing.
Monime; if you want us to love each other, you will wish
for her death. Every morning, like a prayer.

moNiME: Oh, Frantz, no!l

FRANTZ (faking her face in bis hands): Look at me. There is only
this one chance left for us. Will you datre not to wish het
dead so that we can be happy?

MONTIME (#urns ber head away): I love you.

FRANTZ: Look at me. Please.

MONIME: I’'m ashamed.

FRANTZ: What are you thinking?

MONIME (biding her head on FRANTZ’S breast): The same as you,
but it makes me unhappy.

FRANTZ: There’s no need, silly one. It’s never been known
for wishes to intetfere with destiny, even for a second. . . .
Besides, I may be wrong. We may be able to love each other
for a long while the way we ate. . . . (He fakes a few steps
away from her.)

MONIME: Frantz, you say ‘we’, but you still mean yourself!
Is it true that you could stop loving me because of it being
this way ? (He shrugs bis shounlders.)y Oh! Then let her die .
let her die quickly! I don’t want you to stop loving
me.
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FRANTZ goes slowly to ihe door of the DUCHESS’s room, opens
it a fraction, and looks in. After a moment of silence—

FRANTZ (softly): There she is lying in state. . . . You’re
asleep. . . . Your old heart is beating feebly, but doggedly,
of course. You can’t even be dreaming . . . except perhaps
of social caste. Youtake every possible precaution, don’t you ?
You’te on your guard; you’re holding on like glue. . . .
You’ll squeeze out another twenty years yet, day by day, as
cleverly as you squeeze bargains out of shopkeepers with
your highfalutin talk. You’re alive, you old thief. . . .

MoNIME: Youw'll wake her up. Come back.

FRANTZ: She’ll stick it out. She’ll stick it right out to the end
if someone doesn’t see to it. She’s spent all her life preparing
this glorious old age; not devoting herself to anything —
love, chatity, not even wickedness. Every act of pleasure or
devotion or enthusiasm cuts us short. She knew that all
right; she was on the look-out all the time so as to last a little
longer. (He langhs.) The old miser. . . .

MoNIME: Frantz, please! Come back.

FRANTZ: She’s never had a cough, has she? Lungs in perfect
order. Never taken cold in a garden at night, or in a church.
. . . Her liver functions splendidly. She could have been a
glutton, but she denied herself that as well. What about her
heart? She’s never complained of any trouble there, has she,
Monime? Answer me, Monime — she’s never suffered with
her heart, has she?

MONIME: I don’t know. This is horrible. Stop it.

FRANTZ: What intense joy or suffering do you think could
arouse that old carcass? She can have hardly any blood in
her at all.

MONIME: Frantz!

FRANTZ (suddenly coming back to her): Have the courage to
admit to yourself what hert life is wotth compared with our
love. She’s never been kind to you. Never a smile or an
affectionate word. Never a hand stretched out to protect you
from some childish heartache. . . .
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MoNIME: No, never.

FRANTZ: It was not thanks to her that you learned to live and
love; you were brought up by servants, below stairs.

MONIME: Yes.

FRANTZ: Youcan’t tememberasingle thing she did to make you
happy. Allyouassociate with heris harshness and meanness.

MONIME: Yes, Frantz.

FrRANTZ: Well, then you must have the courage to wish she
would die. Die, and let go of all that money that she’s been
hanging on to ever since she was young, for no teason at all,
all that money that represents our happiness. Look at me,
Monime. . . .

MONIME: I’m ashamed, Frantz.

FRANTZ: Surely you don’t love her?

MoNIME: No.

rrANTZ: Then why don’t you answer me?

MONIME: I’'m frightened.

FRANTZ: You must take a tight grip of your fear. It’s like a
dog that tries to jump at your throat. You must strangle it
and kill it. Take hold of it — tutn it to face you, press yourself
against it, mouth to mouth, until your hair stands on end
and your teeth chatter. It isn’t fear any longer then. You’ll
see. It’s something else. Silence and darkness become one’s
accomplices. Then it’s possible to go to bed, and sleep, even
though there’s a corpse near by.

MONIME (sZares at him and cries): Frantz! We must go upstairs
and put on all the lights! Something is happening that I
don’t understand. Why did you say that just now? Give me
your hands, I’'m frightened. They’re all cold. . . . Let’s get
away from here. Please!

He remains motionless. Silence for a while. The noise of the fair can
be heard.

FRANTZ: Why are you afraid? You used not to be so timid.
We used to play hide and seek at night in the antechambets.
Shall we play it now ? Remember, how we used to hide be-
hind the armour?
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MONIME ( pressing herself against him): Don’t leave me.

FRANTZ: | shan’t leave you. I don’t ever want to leave you.
Only for one minute. One long, terrible minute. Then I
shall never leave you again as long as I live.

MoNIME: What are you saying?

FrANTZz: Nothing. Just talking. I’m listening to my voice.
It’s the same as ever. It’s astonishing.

MONIME (¢rying out suddenly like a mad thing): What does all
this mean? What are you talking about?

MARIE-ANNE appears, dressed for the journey and carrying an
old-fashioned suit-case.

MARIE-ANNE: Good-bye, mademoiselle, monsieur. . . . Is
her Grace asleep? I do hope she will not be upset about my
leaving. But I had to go at once. Poor boy, it will be the last
time perhaps, the last time. . .

MoNIME: Will you be at Toulon tomorrow ?

MARIE-ANNE: Yes, some time tomorrow. . . . I’'m afraid it
may be too late. My poor dear, my poor dear. .

FRANTZ (suddenly): Did you love him, Marie-Anne?

MARIE-ANNE (stops short, nonplussed): Why do you ask me that,
Monsieur Frantz?

FRANTZ: Madame de Granat told me he had been your fiancé.

MARIE-ANNE: Yes.

FRANTZ: Why did you never marry? Were you lovers? Tell
me. What are you afraid of? Is it your one-time fiancé you’re
going to see, or the man who made you into a2 woman?
Taught you to love, made you suffer? Why won’t you answer
me?

MONIME: Frantz, leave her alone.

FRANTZ: Answer me, Marie-Anne.

MARIE-ANNE: That is my grief, not yours. . . . You have
no right to ask me.

FRANTZ: He’s going to die, and when you’re dead as well,
no one will know that you were happy once. Tell me.
Wasn’t he your lover? (Pause.) Matie-Anne, you can tell me.
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MARIE-ANNE: He wouldn’t have wanted me to be his mis-
tress. . . .

FRANTZ: Why not?

MARIE-ANNE: Because he was proud . . . and I couldn’t be
his wife.

FRANTZ: Why?

MARIE-ANNE: We had no money to set outselves up, or even
to go away together. He earned barely enough to live on,
and that kept him at sea all the year round. I was alteady serv-
ing the Duchess, who would not have kept me on had I
married. We simply had to resign outselves. Thete was no
other way of getting money. We could hardly have murdered
someone for it, could we?

FRANTZ (taking her forcibly by the arm): Are you sute?

MARIE-ANNE: What are you saying ? What is the matter? Let
me go.

MONIME: Frantz, let her go. What’s the matter with you?

FRANTZ: Are you sure he loved you?

MARIE-ANNE: Ohl! yes, he loved me. . . . You have no right
to doubt it; he would have taken his own life for my sake.
FRANTZ (softly): That wouldn’t be any good. If he had loved

you he would have taken someone else’s life for you.

MARIE-ANNE: You are mad! Do you know what it means to
kill someone, that you talk so glibly about it? He knew. He
had been in the war. . . .

FRANTZ (suddenly): 1 know, too. To kill is to take a knife or a
club and deal blow after blow until there’s not another sound,
not another twitch.

MoNIME: Frantz! Stop it! You’re out of your mind! (She c/ings
to bim, but he tears her away.)

FRANTZ (shouting at the top of his voice): You think I’'m raving,
don’t you? Do you think I'd date call him a coward if I
hadn’t thought and thought and thought about it? Yes. I
know what it means to kill someone. I know evety way
thete is of doing it. I can tell you the best and the worst.

MONIME: Frantz, what are you saying?

FRANTZ: | know what you’re going to say! But don’t try and
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fool yourselves with ready-made moralizing. It’s because
we’te cowards, that’s all. What else stops us killing? You
simply don’t have to look at your hands when it’s done; you
just wash them very thoroughly, and then you’ve earned
the right to be happy.

He is positively yelling. MONIME suddenly cries out loud and runs
to shut the door of the DUCHESS’S room. She flattens herself
against it as though to prevent FRANTZ from passing.

MARIE-ANNE (stammering, panic-stricken): I don’t know what’s
the matter with him. . . . I don’t know what’s the matter
with him. .

FRANTZ (continnes hollowly): Do you think I don’t know what
killing means? Do you think I don’t feel the cringing of every
muscle at the very thought of it? Do you think I don’t know
how the blood would stick to your fingers, and how the
screaming would echo in your ears for days? I know it all.
I know all about it, but it isn’t going to make any difference.

MARIE-ANNE: It grieves me to have upset him like this. I
don’t understand it.

MONIME: You must forgive him, Marie-Anne; he is ill.

MARIE-ANNE: Yes.

MONIME: It’s not true what he’s been saying. You mustn’t
take any notice. It doesn’t mean anything, does it, Marie-
Anne?

MARIE-ANNE: No, mademoiselle.

MONIME c¢rosses 10 MARIE-ANNE.

MONIME: I'll come to the gate with you. You must hurty, or
you’ll miss your train.

MARIE-ANNE: Yes, mademoiselle. Au tevoir, monsieut.

MONIME: Leave him. Leave him. He’s ill.

They go out. He remains where he is, completely spent. MONIME
corees rumning back. FRANTZ bas not moved. There is silence for
a while.

Frantz!
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FRANTZ: It’s true, Monime. I didn’t tell you because I knew
the secret would be too much of a butden. I've quite made
up my mind; in a few minutes from now, I’'m going to kill
her.

She has not allowed bim to pronounce the word ‘kill’: she has sprung
at him and taken him in her arms — ber hand over his mouth.

MONIME: Be quiet. You mustn’t say that word. They would
take you away afterwards and kill you. We’ll go away; we
won’t see each other any more. We’ll do anything, but not
that. . . . They would kill you. (Pause.) Come upstaits to
my room. We’ll put on the light and then we’ll think. But
not until we’re up there. Come.

FRANTZ: I want to stay here.

MONIME (falls on her knees): Frantz, please, I beg you to.

FRANTZ: Get up. Don’t cry. It’s no use. Don’t raise your
voice. I’'m staying here. (He Zifts ber #p and lays ber on a conch.
She is in a half-fainting condition.) S-sh! I'm here. Close beside
you. Don’t try to talk. No, I shan’t go away. I’m here, hold-
ing your hand. (Long silence. He strokes her forehead now and
againg she makes a few nervous movements. He tries to soothe her.)
You must keep very calm and listen to me. ... You
mustn’t make me lose heart. I’ve thought of everything. S-sh!
Don’t move. . . . I've had something ready for a long time
— something wrapped in cloth so that there won’t be any
blood or any noise.

MONIME: Frantz, you’re talking like 2 murderer.

FRANTZ: I’m talking like 2 murderer because I’'m going to be
a murderer.

MONIME (struggling with him): 1 don’t want you to! I don’t
want you to! I don’t want you to!

FRANTZ (holding ber): Be quiet. Don’t move. I must, Monime.
. . . Tears and shouting will only take away my courage
and my netve. My hands mustn’t tremble while I’'m doing it;
TI'm calm now, very calm. Don’t say any more. It must be
tonight. . . .

MONIME: Let’s get away from here. Frantz. It’s not true. . .
JACP—E
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FRANTZ: Yes. It will be true. We shall love each other and have
nothing to be aftaid of. This little one of ours, this hidden
life that is struggling and growing inside you — we’ll let it
live if youw’ll let me do as I want. An old woman will die, but
out child will live; that will be our justification, Monime.

moNIME: No. I don’t want it! I'm frightened.

FRANTZ (watches her struggling): I know you. You’re my own
kind. Those wild eyes; those trembling lips — they’re my own
cowardice.

MONIME: You’te afraid, too!

FRANTZ: Yes. 'm afraid. I’'m a coward. But I’ve been tremb-
ling for months now. I’'m used to my fear.

MoNIME: Go away! I don’t want any more to do with you!

FRANTZ: I want you all to myself, every day. I can’t do without
you any mote. Life would be pointless and empty without
you. You’te going to go up to your room and go to bed as
usual. 'm going to mine to disarrange my bed. Then I shall
come down here, and come straight back to you afterward.

monNiME: No! I won’t do it.

FRANTZ: I order you to.

MoNIME: I won’t go.

FRANTZ (getting up): Very well. Stay.

MONIME (also getting #p): Frantz! You shan’t go in there.
You’re mad.

FRANTZ: Let me pass.

MONIME: You shan’t go in there. I’ll call for help!

FRANTZ: There’s no one there. And if she wakes up, I shall
knock her senseless.

MONIME: You can’t do it, Frantz!

FRANTZ: Come away from there.

MONIME: No, I shan’t come away.

FRANTZ: You’re shouting. Stop it!

MONIME: Yes. I'm shouting. I'm shouting!

FRANTZ: Have I got to hurt you?

He has taken her violently by the wrist and gives it a violent twist.
She falls at kis feet.
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MONIME (crying out wildly): 1 don’t love you, Frantz!

FRANTZ: It’s too late to say that now. Let me go. (He opens
the door.)

MONIME (she is clinging to his leg. She talks rapidly, and in a low
voice): You shall listen to me, or you’ll have to drag me right
up to her bed and kill me first. I realize now. We don’t love
each other. You said so yourself. We don’t love each other
enough. . . . Our love is a lost cause. I’'m not beautiful;
you’re already looking at other women and wanting them.
. . . You only half-desite me, and I can’t love you. We come
back tired and miserable from that beastly room. If we really
loved each other, do you think we should be unhappy and
ashamed every time we made love? Do you think we should
have been together so long without becoming lovers and
that we should have been afraid of being pootr? We didn’t
really love each other, Frantz. . . . We only felt tenderness
for each other, and one doesn’t kill for that.

FRANTZ (pulls her violently toward him): You'te lying. . . .
You’re lying. . . . You know there’s something else that’s
eluding us, passing us by . .. something we’ve wanted
madly ever since we’ve been lovers. You know that there is
a part of us that belongs together now and that it’s only for
the two of us that love means anything. We are bad lovers,
bad friends, but all the same you know you’ll never have
any other lover or any other friend as long as you live. So
why ate you lying? (He kisses her passionately. She submits.)
You see, tendetness can be forgotten for a while. We'll
escape that too. .

59

She bas fainted in bis arms; e carries her off. The stage remains
empty for a moment. Then one of the lower servants, old and half-
witted, dodders up to the door and knocks.

SERVANT: Monsieur . . .

FRANTZ (coming back alone): What do you want?

SERVANT: It’s me, Monsieur — Joseph. I’ve been left in charge.
It’s a telegram for you; a lad from the post office has just
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brought it by bicycle. To be delivered even in the night, he
said.
FrANTZ: Thank you.

The servant leaves. FRANTZ opens the telegram, reads it, and
crumples it up without any expression having passed over bis face.

DUCHESS (calling from her room): Monime . . . Monime, are
you there?

FRANTZ has started viokntly at these words. He goes to the door
and answers the DUCHESS, who can be heard, but not seen.

FRANTZ: Monime has gone up to her room. She wasn’t feeling
well, but she’ll be coming down again.

DUCHESS: Is that you, Frantz? I woke up with a start. I
thought I was alone. I was frightened.

FRANTZ (suddenly): Are you frightened of being alone?

DUCHESS: It seems to be stormy outside.

FRANTZ: Are you afraid of death?

DUCHESS: Why do you ask me that? We mustn’t talk about
death. (Pause.) Get along now, Frantz. I want to go to sleep.

FRANTZ ($tares at her without moving, then murmurs): I don’t hate
you.

pucHESS: I don’t know what you mean.

FRANTZ: Thank God. I don’t hate her any mote now. .

DUCHESS: Now go along, my dear Frantz, I don’t know what
you’re talking about. . . . What are you doing standing
there staring at me like that?

FRANTZ (With a sort of appalling tenderness): Poot old woman!
We’re trembling with fright, both of us. But it’ll soon be
over, you'll see. . . . (He approaches like a sleep-walker; sud-
denly be falls on his knees.) Oh, please! I beg of you! You’re old
now, you can’t be deprived of love or of strength. There’s
only hatred left for you to give up. I love Monime; she loves
me. Give us a little of your money and let us be happy! It’s
of no use to you.

DUCHESS: Aha! At last I understand. That’s what you were
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leading up to. . . . Ha! ha! ha! You are joking, my young
friend!

FRANTZ: Don’t laugh. T assure you you shouldn’t laugh. Look
how my hands are trembling. Look at my eyes. I’'m afraid.
T'm afraid now. I implore you to let us be happy, quite
simply, with your blessing. We are two poot sweethearts like
any others and we’d prefer it that way, after all. Listen — let
me marry Monime. It would be better that way, I assure you.
It would be better.

pucHESss: This scene is ridiculous. You’te asking the im-
possible. I’d rather see her dead than matried to a little
good-for-nothing like you, do you hear? (FRANTZ Aas got
up. There is silence for a while.) There now, you’ve quite made
me lose my tempet, I shall have to take another sleeping
draught if I’m to get any rest now. . . . Call Utbain.

FRANTZ: He’s at the fair.

DUCHESS: So heis. Go and fetch Monime and tell her to come
and give it me.

FRANTZ: I'll give it to you myself.

DUCHESSs: Why you?

FRANTZ: Why not me?

DUCHESS: But you’re not going to come into my bedroom.
I’m in bed! I forbid you to!

He goes in and closes the door. Nothing more is heard. The stage
remains empty for a moment. MONIMEappearsin a distranght state.

MONIME: Frantz, whete are you? (She goes to the door, but dares
not open it. She goes out calling.) Frantz! Frantz! Frantz!

She can be heard slamming doors and calling further off. FRANTZ
bhas come out of the DUCHESS’S room, very pale. He remains in
the middle of the room, motionless, staring straight abead of him.
He draws the crumpled telegram from his pocket and looks at it.
MONIME comes back.

Ah! There you are! What is it, Frantz? (She takes the telegram
Sfrom him, reads it, and throws her arms round bis neck with a cry
of joy.) Oh, Frantz! I knew it wasn’t possible, and that
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something would turn up first. We’re saved, Frantz. We're
saved! Oh, I’m laughing and crying at the same time! So
Bentz is offering you five hundred francs a month to help
run your old business; isn’t that wonderful? You see, he’s
not so bad after all. Now we shall be able to go away and be
happy, thanks to him. . . .

FRANTZ: Not on five hundred francs 2 month.

MONIME: But you’re mad. We shan’t have to be poor any more.

FRANTZ: You’ve had that much evety month to buy your
dresses. Just try and see whether you can live on it. .

MONIME (drawing back): 1 detest you. I never want to see you
again!

FRANTZ: It’s too late, now.

MONIME: What are you saying ?

FRANTZ: I’'m saying it’s too late.

MONIME (falls back, crying): You killed her just the same. . . .
You killed het just the same.

FRANTZ: Don’t shout. . . . Come along, we must get back
to out rooms. I say we must get back to our rooms. . . .

He #ries to drag her away, but she lies on the ground, sobbing.
MONIME: You killed her just the same. . . . You killed het
just the same. . . . You killed her just the same. . . .

Curtain
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SCENE: Ore of the central rooms of the chétean. It is circular and
scantily furnished. Three exactly similar doors lead off it. The small
bours. The lights are still on.

FRANTZ i5 $itting on a chair, deathly pale and exhansted, with bis
clothes in a state of disarray. Opposite him, at a table, 2 POLICE
OFFICER 75 going through a batch of papers. Another is seated
beside the table, legs crossed, manner detached. A third is pacing
up and down the room.

SECOND POLICE OFFICER (# & Jow voice fo the FIRST POLICE
OFFICER): He’s a tough nut. He did it, I’ll bet you anything.
But God knows whether we’ll ever pin it on him.

FRANTZ: What’s the time?

THIRD POLICE OFFICER: Six o’clock.

FRANTZ: How is Mademoiselle de Granat?

THIRD POLICE OFFICER: There’s a doctor with her.

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: Well, now. We'll proceed with the
evidence. I’ve been acquainting myself with the answers you
gave my colleague in my absence.

FRANTZ: You're rested and fresh. I want a drink. Let me call
a servant, I’'m dead beat.

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: Later. Let’s first of all get a few
things straight. You say it was at half past ten that you went
to bed.

FRANTZ: I've already told you it was half past ten.

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: You went to sleep immediately ?

FRANTZ: You've already asked me all these questions at the
beginning of the inquiry.

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: And I'm asking you again. Let’s
assume I’'m afraid I shall forget what you said.



64 The Ermine

THIRD POLICE OFFICER (stops walking and stands behind
FRANTZ): You said the first time that you couldn’t get to
sleep right away.

FRANTZ: I beg your pardon, I said, and I say again, that I went
to sleep vety quickly. Whereas usually, as a matter of fact,
I don’t go to sleep immediately.

SECOND POLICE OFFICER: Did you read?

FRANTZ: I told you — I usually do read in bed. But yesterday
I was tired, and didn’t.

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: A light was seen in your window at
half past eleven. According to the first investigations, this is
just about when the crime was committed.

FrRANTZ: I didn’t put the light on; I’ve already told you that.
The witness who says he saw a light in my window must
have been confusing it with the next one, which is the
window of the entrance hall. There’s a lamp burning there
all night.

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: The witness insists that he is not
mistaken.

FRANTZ: That surprises me. All the more because, as you can
check for youtself, my window is not visible from the town
side. So we can only conclude, can’t we, that the witness in
question was in the castle grounds at the time of the murder?

THIRD POLICE OFFICER (between his teeth): The bitter-end
type. (Coming up fo FRANTZ.) The old man saw you in the
antechamber at a quarter past eleven. . . .

FRANTZ: That’s unusually precise for Joseph. He’s a doddering
old half-wit whose sole claim to distinction is that he can’t
tell the time and never knows what day of the week it is.
Ask the other setvants. They’ll confirm it.

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: You never carry a hunting knife?

FRANTZ: No. I abhor hunting.

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: It has been established as a result
of this inquiry that the Duchess was killed with a knife.

FRANTZ: With a knife?

SECOND POLICE OFFICER: That surprises you, doesn’t it?

FRANTZ (recovering himself): No. It only confirms my first
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imptession that it must have been one of the gipsies camping
out in the market-place.

THIRD POLICE OFFICER: But of course you know that it was
a hammer that finished the old woman off?

FRANTZ (n0f batting an eyelid): A hammer? But you’ve just said
it was a knife.

The POLICE OFFICER resumes bis pacing.

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: You are very stubborn. But it is
quite useless for us to go on playing cat and mouse. You say
you went up to your room at half past ten.

FrRANTZ: I didn’t look at the time. I must make that clear. But
I imagine it was about half past ten.

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: In your previous statement, you
said exactly half past ten.

FRANTZ: That surprises me. But I may have said it inad-
vertently.

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: Why are you going back on it now ?

FRANTZ: I’m not going back on anything. I'm simply telling
you that I couldn’t possibly have known the exact time. I
never wear a watch and thete are no clocks, either in the
Duchess’s antechamber or in any of the other rooms between
there and my bedroom.

SECOND POLICE OFFICER: So you admit being in the ante-
chamber after half past ten.

FRANTZ: You’re twisting my words again. I admit nothing.
I have never denied being in the Duchess’s antechamber
befotre going up to my room. And I suppose it was ‘about’
half past ten when I went up.

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: I'll just take this one point; you
wete in the antechamber, alone, at about half past ten?

FRANTZ: Yes.

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: Can you tell us what you were
doing?

FRANTZ: I had spent the evening with Mademoiselle de
Granat. She had gone up to her room a few minutes before,
not feeling well.
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SECOND POLICE OFFICER: At twenty past ten. This time we
actually have precise information, thanks to the statement of
a maid who came back for a few minutes to do het hair and
met Mademoiselle de Granat on the stairs.

FRANTZ: That’s possible.

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: How long do you think you stayed
in the antechamber after Mademoiselle de Granat had
gone?

FRANTZ: I repeat, I can’t say exactly. Perhaps ten minutes,
perhaps less.

SECOND POLICE OFFICER: What did you do in those ten
minutes ?

FRANTZ: I was getting ready to go to bed.

SECOND POLICE OFFICER: Do you mean to say you really
need ten minutes to make up your mind to go to bed?

THIRD POLICE OFFICER: Come now, admit it. The old lady
saw you. What have you done with the hammer?

FRANTZ (coolly): You're asking me several questions at once.
To which do you wish me to reply? (THIRD POLICE
OFFICER withdraws.) 1 can well understand that you are
surprised at my taking ten minutes to make up my mind
to go to bed. But your surprise is due to the fact that — by
force of professional habit, no doubt — you wi// look at the
situation from an angle that has no relation to real life.
Obviously it didn’t take me ten minutes actually to make up
my mind to go to bed! But you know yourself that between
intending to do something quite without urgency or im-
portance and actually doing it, there is often quite a time lag.
It’s the same with everyone. I must have been sitting in the
arm-chair dreaming, or even just simply finishing my
cigarette. I don’t remember anything else,

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: You don’t remember anything
else?

Silence.

THIRD POLICE OFFICER (between his teeth): Bastard.
FIRST POLICE OFFICER (¢calls him over): Gérard?



Act Three 67

The other comes up and the FIRST POLICE OFFICER sajs
something in bis ear. He goes ont saying:

THIRD POLICE OFFICER: Right, sir.

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: Let’s go over your statements again.
Mademoiselle de Granat went up to her room feeling unwell
at twenty past ten. You stayed in the Duchess’s antechamber
alone for about ten minutes, and you can think of nothing —
not one single thing — that you did duting those ten minutes.
Agreed?

FRANTZ: Agreed.

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: You then went up to yout room,
and at about the time of the crime, that is at about eleven
o’clock, you were asleep ?

FRANTZ: Yes.

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: Good. Now can you tell me how it
is that a telegram arrived for you at the Granat Post Office
at ten-thirty ? I repeat, ten-thirty. And — fortunately for the
purposes of our investigation — the Post Office, which, by
the way, keeps exact national time, can supply precise details.
The messenger took ten minutes to reach the chiteau. It was
therefore at ten-forty that he handed the telegram to the
servant in charge. Is the telegram in your possession?

FRANTZ: Yes. I forgot it. Here it is.

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: Funny thing to forget.

SECOND POLICE OFFICER: May I see it, please?

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: How can the telegram be in your
possession, if at ten-forty you had already gone up to your
room, where, according to your statement, no one came to
find you?

FRANTZ: But I’ve already told you I couldn’t say precisely at
what time I went up to my room. I left the antechamber as
soon as Joseph had handed me the telegram. So it was at
ten-forty that I went upstairs.

SECOND POLICE OFFICER: So your ‘time lag’, as you call
it, was twenty minutes ? Rather a long time to be just hang-
ing about. Plenty of things could be done in twenty minutes.
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FRANTZ: It’s quite possible that I stayed there smoking and
thinking for twenty minutes, and that it seemed like only
ten. ’'m quite sure such things must have happened to you.

Silence.

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: Let us leave that point for the
moment. I see the name Bentz on the telegram. You had to
sell your business as a result of the refusal of this man Bentz
to advance you some money ?

FRANTZ: That’s cortect.

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: And you sold it at a loss, if one is
to believe the witnesses. You were in a desperate situation.

FRANTZ: Not in the least. The telegram offered me five
hundred francs a month. Moreover, I would point out,
gentlemen — in order to assist the calculations this will no
doubt give rise to — that the telegram, which puts anend toa
financial situation that, if not exactly desperate, was obviously
straitened, was handed to me at ten-forty; we have, thank
God, your own word for it that that has been exactly speci-
fied. So I had been reassured for quite a while at the time of
the murder, and there was every reason for me to sleep
soundly, as I assure you I did.

SECOND POLICE OFFICER: Your reasoning is very persua-
sive. But this crime could have been committed much eatlier
than you seem to think. We have not yet heard the conclu-
sions of the medical expert; we can only be sure that by
eleven o’clock everything was ovet.

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: We are also justified in asking
whether five hundred francs a month is adequate for the
needs of a young man like yourself.

FRANTZ: But 2 young man like myself, who is poor and has
always been poor, and who would probably not become any
ticher on the death of Madame de Granat, could be very
happy with five hundred francs a month. Judge for
yourself. Without wishing to be indiscteet, may I ask how
much you earn in your profession?

SECOND POLICE OFFICER: That’s not the question.
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FIRST POLICE OFFICER: How much longer are we going to
carry on this battle of wits?

FRANTZ: I don’t know what you mean.

A POLICEMAN (enfers abruptly): Excuse me, sit. Drop this one
for 2 moment. We’ll take him up again if need be. I've just
come from the boss. He’s had a complete confession from
the old man. It’s him that did it. He says he threw the
hammer in the lake. They’re checking up on it now. The
boss wants both of you to come. (He goes oxt.)

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: That’ll be all for today, then, sir.
Sotry to have kept you so long.

rRANTZ: That’s all right.

SECOND POLICE OFFICER: I'll keep your telegram as evi-
dence. The alleged murderer handed it to you hete at ten-
forty, you told us. It’s a point that might prove interesting.

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: I would ask you, sir, not to leave
this room, please, and to remain at our disposal until the
first inquiry is over; it won’t be long now.

FRANTZ: Of course. And I would ask yo# please to have the
first servant you see bring me something to drink.

FIRST POLICE OFFICER: Certainly. You must be very tired.

FRANTZ: Yes. Very tired. (When be is alone, be passes a hand over
his eyes.)

A POLICEMAN (coming in): Shall I send in the journalists?
They’re asking to see you.

FRANTZ: No. I don’t want them here.

The POLICEM AN goes out and comes in again.

POLICEMAN: There’s one that insists on seeing you. He says
he knows you.

PHILIPPE (who 75 in front of a crowd of journalists): Frantz — it’s
me.

FRANTZ: Oh, you. Come in then. .
Excclamations of disappointment. The door closes.

PHILIPPE: You're going to give me a jolly good scoop. It’s
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good of you to remember a friend. What’s up, Frantz? . . .
Do you want me to call someone?

FRANTZ (bas fallen, balf fainting, into an arm-chair): No. It’ll
pass. They’ve reduced me to pulp. They’ve been questioning
me since midnight.

puILIrpE: The old man confessed this morning.

FRANTZ: Yes.

PHILIPPE: Strange, isn’t it — about the old man? I'm glad he
spat it out, though.

FRANTZ: Yes. Me too. They won’t need to question Monime.

Silence.

pHILIPPE: His confession had everyone floored. He had an
absolutely watertight defence. They were going to let him
go. Suddenly - a burst of dramatics and there he is accusing
himself with a wealth of the most extraordinary detail. I
think he’s dotty.

FRANTZ: You think so?

PHILIPPE: What’s the matter? You’ve gone so pale?

FRANTZ: You sound like the walking-on part in 2 melodrama.
That’s exactly what he always says, remember ? But the other
character doesn’t reply. He leans back in his chair, very pale,
as you astutely observed. And the walking-on part becomes
very suspicious. . . . (He walks toward pHILIPPE.) But you
happen to know that it was me.

PHILIPPE (recoils): Frantz!

FRANTZ: What have you come here for with your newspaper
and your questions? Just to see me suffer, to stage a free
show for yourself? Look at me. Pretty good, aten’t I? They
didn’t get me, you see. . . .

PHILIPPE: Frantz, it’s impossible.

FRANTZ: On the contrary, it’s petfectly possible. Come on,
sit down. Pull yourself together. Have a drink. Give me 2
cigarette, I haven’t got any. I shan’t even be getting the one
they give the condemned man.

PHILIPPE: You're loathsome.

FRANTZ: Yes, aren’t I? I can still manage to be loathsome. Of
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course, the thing that’s lacking is remorse. I’m not conscious
of any of these hidden eyes. Did you see how I answeted
theit questions? For six whole hours. . . . (Pase.) You
said I shouldn’t have the courage.

PHILIPPE (faking bim by the arm): Frantz, what’s this game
you’re playing with me? It’s all over now. The old man has
confessed. You’re free. You’ll be able to go to bed now, and
tomorrow, when you get up, all this will have been just a
nightmare.

FRANTZ (i a low voice): 1 did it, Philippe.

pHILIPPE: You're ill. This business has cracked you up.
Either that or you saw the doubt in my eyes when I came in
and you want to frighten me. Frantz, this is a hotrible trick
to play. You’te lying. It wasn’t you. . . . The old man has
confessed. . . . It can’t have been you.

FRANTZ: The truth must scare you pretty badly if you can’t
face it. Do you find it easier to believe that it was that old
scarecrow that can hardly stand up and who had nothing to
gain by the old girl’s death ? It’s fantastic. You have to want
your happiness badly to become a murdeter . . . and what’s
more you have to have a fist on you, let me tell you. .

pHILIPPE: My God, it’s frightful. . . .

FRANTZ: Oh, yes, frightful. More frightful than you can
imagine. (He Jooks at PHILIPPE for a while, then in a hard
voice) Put down that stick. And your hat. And that infernal
notebook. Something tells me you won’t want to take any
notes now and that what I’'m going to say wouldn’t be of
interest to your newspaper. I killed her, Philippe. There’s
nothing to it, you know. You have no idea. I had a2 hammer
wrapped in cloth. I lifted it. . . . She watched me all the
time. It’s a long time, you know, a second. The first blow
didn’t kill her. I clubbed her and clubbed her because she
was still moving. I was kneeling over the old witch. Lying
on her in her bed. We fought like animals; like two mon-
strous lovers straining after some unthinkable union. When
she was finally quite motionless, I got up. I had to walk, open
the doot, shut it again, go up to my room, pretend to sleep,
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pretend to wake, give the alarm myself, and then spend the
entire night answeting their questions — all without making
a single slip.

PHILIPPE: Stop it.

FRANTZ: AmI frightening you ? I was frightened, too. (Silence.)

And now it’s all over. But I wanted you to know what it was
like to kill someone ~ to have killed someone. Have you got
some idea of it now, with your poor little smug imagination ?
The screams, the blood, the convulsive movements, the
spine-chilling looks they give you — can you feel it all? (He
takes bim by the lapel and stares hard into his face.) Now listen.
I let you in, rather than the others, because I needed to say
this to someone! I’m glad T killed her. I don’t regret anything.
If they get me, I shan’t defend myself. T have nothing to say
that a judge would understand. And yet I must shout it out
while her body’s still warm in there. . . . I hate crime .
I hate death. I believe it’s a vile collusion with nature even
to be glad when someone dies, however much one hates
them. . . . In other circumstances Imight have thrown myself
in the river to save the life of this old hag, much as I hated her.
But I killed her — not for her money, but because her money,
in the mysterious balance of things, had become the exact
price of our perfection. Philippe, don’t think people kill for
money because they haven’t the courage to work. Look at
my hands — how they’re trembling still. Better ten years’
hard labour than one second of ctime. Only I wanted my
love to live, to be beautiful, to be petfect; and to enable it
to live, I would have done even more terrible things.

Long silence. PHILIPPE goes slowly toward FRANTZ.

PHILIPPE: Frantz . . .

FRANTZ (furns, as though surprised to see him there): What do you
want? Go away.

PHILIPPE: I'm your friend.

FRANTZ (looking steadily at him): Yes, 1 suppose that’s true,
you ate my friend. Or should I say you’ve taken the place
of a friend. You’ve occupied that difficult position without



Act Three 73

lifting a finger, where someone else mote conscientious or
more simple might have offered me a helping hand. You
shouldn’t have reminded me of that!

pHILIPPE: I don’t understand. I don’t know what all this is
about.

FRANTZ: Oh, don’t worry! I’'m not blaming you. I've killed
her and I'm glad.

PHILIPPE (527} stammering): But it wasn’t you, it was the old
man.

FrRANTZ: However, since you’ve come here uttering pious
clichés and brandishing friendship at arm’s length to get the
truth out of me, you can have it. Who knows ? Maybe you’ll
be the one to regret it. Maybe yo#’// suffet from the famous
remorse that all the moralists say follows inevitably on any
crime — because I don’t. Are you a true friend, Philippe?
Real friends share joy and sorrow, you know. Fine — you
take the remorse and leave me the rest. (He Jazghs.)

PHILIPPE: You’re terrifying. Why are you laughing ?

FRANTZ: Because it’s funny. Drama is a mixture of the tragic
and the comic. We learned that together, remember ? (Pasuse.)
It’s a mistake to remember you as you were then — a kid in
short pants, sitting next to me in the gods. I shan’t be
able to indulge in the magnificent tirade I promised myself.

PHILIPPE: What’s going on, Frantz?

FRANTZ: The old Philippe was making me sentimental. It’s
true, we were friends then. Real friends. (He becomes thought-
Jul)

PHILIPPE: What were you going to tell me?

FRANTZ (shrugs): What’s the good ? Go on now, Philippe. I’'m
going to try and get some rest in case they start questioning
me again.

PHILIPPE: What were you going to say? I’m asking you to
talk now.

FRANTZ (looking at him): It was partly because you were my
friend that I killed her.

PHILIPPE: But you're mad! You don’t realize what you’re
saying!

JACP—F
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FRANTZ: Ah. Whites of the eyes showing, beads of sweat at
the nostrils, hair standing on end. . . . I promised myself
I would provide this spectacle as a proof of our friendship.
Yes, it was because I had a friend like you that I was able
to kill her.

PHILIPPE: You're mad! It’s not true! You’re lying! It isn’t
true! It couldn’t have been because of me! (He 7s breathless
and shouting.) 1 always gave you good advice! .

FRANTZ: True. You always gave me good advice, but it’s
immoral that those who give good advice should be eternally
sheltered from blame. I just wanted to tell you that this morn-
ing, so that for once at least it’s been said to what is known
as a good man. Go on, now, get out.

PHILIPPE: What’s going to happen to you? I’'m frightened for
you!

FRANTZ: I said get out.

PHILIPPE goes foward the door, looking embarrassed. From the
doorway, he murmnrs.

pHILIPPE: All right, then, Frantz. See you later.

FRANTZ: You'll go back to your women, your friends, your
cafés. You must pluck up courage one day, Philippe. You’ll
see how easy it is. You'll see how easily the answers come
when the police start questioning. How one feels like the
lord of creation afterward. . . . (He goes and opens the cur-
tains; the morning sun floods the room.) Ah! it’s morning. That
horrible night — it’s over. I’ve done it. It’s finished. It’s
finished.

He has forgotten PHILIPPE, who again stammers.

PHILIPPE: A# revoir, Frantz,
FRANTZ: Good-bye, my boy. Make it 2 good story.

PHILIPPE Jeaves. Enter URBAIN. He, too, is looking dishevelled
and haggard. He is carrying a drink.

URBAIN: I'm very glad it is all over for Monsieur. It must
have been most fatiguing to be questioned all night like that;
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I tried several times to make them let me bting Monsieut
something to eat, but they wouldn’t let me in. They didn’t
keep me long, because I was seen at the fair at the time of
the— But who would ever have thought it could be Joseph,
monsieur? He had been serving her Grace longer than I.

FRANTZ: Yes. What is Mademoiselle Monime doing ? Is she up ?

URBAIN: Poor young lady. They haven’t questioned her at
all. Fortunately so; in the state she was in last night it would
have killed her. . . . The doctor came and gave her an
injection. She is up now.

FRANTZ: Tell her that I have to stay here in case they want to
question me further, but that I should like to see her im-
mediately. Ask het to come down.

URBAIN: Very well, monsieur.

FRANTZ goes 1o the glass, studies his reflection and smooths ont
the lines on his face. He arranges his hair and collar, then goes and
sits down. Suddenly he looks at bis hands, and continues to gage at
them silently, with a strange swile. Enter MONIME in a dark
dress, looking drawn and ankempt.

MoNIME: Here T am.

FRANTZ: Oh!’m glad. They haven’t asked you any questions?

MONIME: No. . . .

FRANTZ: My little one. . . . You’ve been ill. Come and sit
down. Thete. I’'m so happy, so happy.

MoNIME: Have they left you?

FRANTZ: Yes. Joseph has confessed, I don’t know why. They
asked him too many questions, I suppose. They must have
turned his brain.

MONIME: What are they going to do to him?

FRANTZ: I don’t know. I don’t care. Neither of us must care.
What is cettain is that they won’t kill him. He’s too old.
They’ll see he’s crazy and put him in an asylum. We’ll go
away, Monime. They won’t ask us any mote questions. We’ll
get out of this house — out of the country . .. among
people who won’t make us feel afraid any more. . . . I'm
happy, my little one. . . .
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He is sitting at ber feet, clasping her kuces, bis eyes closed. She is
very pale, and remains silent.

It’s all over, Monime. Yesterday was the last time we had to
hide; now we have the right to live. You can belong to me
without feat and without deceit. Oh, my little one, my little
one. . . . (He strokes her legs.) Monime, how easy it is to
kill for your sake. If I managed not to tremble last night,
not to slip up with my answers to their questions, if I've
escaped all their traps, it was because of you. I love you,
Monime. I am your lover. I’'ve won you. What chance do
they stand with their questions against that? I was stronger
than they were; I shall always be stronger now. Stronger
than anyone else, stronger than poverty even. . . . I've
purified myself in the blood of that old woman. . . . Today,
T’m a man. How could you love him, Monime, that poot
little wretch that was ashamed to be poor, that lover who
hadn’t the heart to make love, that tender youth who was so
afraid of falling a prey to his tenderness? Oh, it wasn’t only
her that I killed; it was that unspeakable little creature that
hadn’t the guts to take you. One blow of the hammer for the
tender youth. One for the man that was afraid of abortionists.
One for the man that wanted to be rich! Ah! The charming
little greenhorn’s quite dead. And with him all the sordidness
— all the impurity. . . . I love you, Monime. I want you.
(Genzly.) All the time I was battering her there on her bed,
I wanted you.

Silence. He buries his head in ber lap. She opens her eyes and looks
at him sadly. But she is bard, too.

MONIME: Frantz. Get up. You must get up. All night long
T've been in agony, turning things over in my mind. You
must listen to me. Frantz, get up. . . . Just now, you wete
talking and talking. . . . I was listening to your voice and
not understanding a word you were saying. I don’t know
what you said, but I must tell you something now, something
I discovered during the night — I felt it with the whole of my
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being. Ever since you killed her, it’s as if something had
been torn to pieces. We shall go away and live together
because we must, now. . . . We shall try to be as happy as
we can. Helping each other as much as possible. But I’ve
thought it all over — I shan’t be your wife.

FRANTZ: What are you saying ?

MoNIME: It will be as it was before. I shall be yout cousin,
your friend. We shall live together and try to forget.
Try to forget everything — our love, and the ctime we

committed.

FRANTZ: But what are you saying ? You’re mad. Idon’t want to
forget anything. I want to love you. It was for that I risked
my neck.

moNIME: No, Frantz, it’s not possible any more.

FRANTZ: Monime!

MONIME: Don’t start shouting. You’ll make both of us un-
happy.

FRANTZ: Monime, you look like something out of a graveyard.
Stop it. What’s the matter with you? What’s happened?
What have they said to you?

MoNIME: Nothing. Please stop it, Frantz, please. It’s no use
talking. It’s too terrible. We’ve got to forget.

FRANTZ (shaking her): But it’s not possible! You’re dreaming

. wake up. . . . It’s me. It’s me, Frantz; it’s your lover
come to take you away to live and be happy.

MONIME: Let me go! . . .

FRANTZ: My little one . . .

MONIME: Let me go. . . . (She puils herself up like a Fury.) 1
don’t want you to touch me with those hands — those filthy
hands. . . .

FRANTZ looks at them and stammers in distress.

FRANTZ: They’te not filthy. They killed het, but it was for the
sake of our love.

MONIME: Leave me alone! You disgust me! You killed her
for my money.
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Silence. She is breathless and panting. Suddenly she falls sobbing
into the arm-chair. FRANTZ remains rooted fo the spot. He looks
at his hands, bewildered, then at MONIME, who is weeping.

FRANTZ: Monime. . . . Monime. . . . It isn’t true! You
don’t think that— (Silence. She continnes to cry.) But answer me.
You can’t justignore me. . . . Other people can think that.
. . . I knew they would and I don’t care a damn, but you

. . it isn’t possible . . . you . . . Monime?

moNIME: Think of the telegram. Bentz offered you five
hundred francs a month.

FRANTZ: It meant poverty, Monime, and I thought it was
impossible. You know it was so that I could love you pro-
petly that I wanted the money, so that nothing sordid could
come between us and our love.

MONIME: It’s not true. If you had loved me, you wouldn’t have
been afraid of being poor and having to hide. It was for my
money you did it.

FRANTZ (faking her head in bis hands): Look at me.

MoNIME: Don’t touch me.

FRANTZ: I shall hold your eyelids back by force, and then I
shall have to read what is in your eyes. Don’t you believe it
was for you, and only for you, because I loved you? (Silence.
She does not reply. He looks at her and then suddenly recoils,
[rightened at what he sees in her face.) It was horrible, but it was
only for your sake, Monime . . . to protect you from
poverty.

MONIME (repeating with a faraway look): It’s not true. It was for
my money.

FRANTZ: Oh! This is all too stupid!

'MONIME: It was for my money! It was for my money!

FRANTZ: Why do you keep on repeating those idiotic words?
I don’t even believe in your money any longer. I’'m a2 man
this morning. A lover, poor and resolute. Come, let’s go
away without it, if it frightens you. Let’s love each othert,
poor as we are. And when poverty and wretchedness,
which of course are ennobling to people like us, have worn
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you out, I shall take another wife and leave you to get old
by yourself. . . . What 2 cowatd I was to look for a solu-
tion, to try to protect you. I didn’t love you cruelly enough.
Tenderness made me want to wrap you up in money. Come
then. So much the worse for you. I love you without it.
Come!

MONIME: Leave me alone. I don’t love you.

FRANTZ: Why are you lying? You do love me. We love each
other.

MONIME: No.

FRANTZ: Yes. You can say no, because you’re afraid of the
corpse that’s lying in there. But your mouth says yes, yout
body says yes.

MONIME: No.

FRANTZ: Yes. You loved me last night. You do love me, I
tell you.

MONIME: Let me go! I hate touching you. I gave myself to
you to make you happy.

FRANTZ: You're lying . . . you're lying. . . .

MONIME: You've chained me to you, you’ve dragged me down
into the mud, into all these lies and all this blood, but I hated
you last night. It was monstrous of you to want to come
straight from her bed to mine, where there was nothing left
of me for you. I feel as though the whole of me were shut
up tight — dried up for ever. . . . I don’t want any more of
yout sort of love. Soaked in blood and sweat. I want to live,
to be happy like other people, and forget everything else.

Silence.

FRANTZ: I mean nothing to you any more?
MONIME: No.

Silence again.

FRANTZ: And yet you never said 2 word. You let me believe
myself a2 man. You let me think I was master, let me talk
like a master, and I was nothing any more. You must have
had a good laugh.
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MONIME: We mustn’t go on hurting each other, Frantz. I
assure you we can live together without doing each other
any harm. We’ll share my money.

FRANTZ: Why do you say ‘your’ money? I gave it to you, at
the price of my own neck. What do you think I want with
your sotdid bargaining? Do you think I killed her to get
half the money? Keep the lot of it. I’ll make you a present
of it. . . . So you don’t love me any more? (He Jaughs
insanely.)

MONIME: What’s the matter with you?

FRANTZ: Yes. You'te the strongest, the richest, the most
beautiful of them all. I can tell you now that having you was
my only treasure. And today you don’t love me any mote.
Look at me, with your new woman’s eyes. I’'m nothing to
you any mote, not to anyone else. Last night I stood up to
them for six hours because I thought I was 2 man and that
you loved me. They can come now; they shall have me. Oh!
What a fool I was! God knows how long it is already since
I possessed her. PethapsInever possessed heratall. . . . The
little greenhotn was still alive. I hadn’t killed him after all!
Look at him. Look at me. I’ll help you if you can’t see it all.
This pout of the lips — that’s my cowardice; this network of
lines on my forehead — that’s my laziness and indolence; the
fixed expression in my eyes — that’s my egotism. . . . Did
you think I was tall and you wete small? Look, I don’t stand
straight and I only look tall because I’'m thin. You thought
I was strong, courageous and calm, didn’t you? Look at my
hand - it’s been trembling since yesterday. Look at me. . .
Your lover was ugly, unkind, stupid, poor and cowardly,
and yet, before, you thought yourself unworthy of him and
followed him into the trap that meant the end of yout
happiness. (Ske has buried her head in her arms.) Go on, cty!
Cry! It was for your money I killed her! I wanted to go to
bed with your money! It was yout money I wanted to make
love to! (Both of them are panting and exhansted; there is a long
silence.) Go and be happy. You ate a charming girl. You know
how to take things. How not to give love more than it
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deserves. You’d better marry someone else who’ll help you
to become what you want to be. With the millions that will
be coming to you, you’ll find a husband to your taste all
right. Later on if you think that perhaps love was worth
the name after all, you’ll be able to take a lover and go to bed
with him between meals.

MONIME: You’re loathsome.

FRANTZ: I shall believe that in the end. That’s twice today
I’ve been told so. You’re the salt of the earth, no doubt, both
of you. . . . I really wonder what I’'m doing, loathsome as
I am, demanding friendship or love from either of you, as
though such things existed. It’s ridiculous. I’m uttetly ridicu-
lous. Forgive me.

He is crying. She watches him for a moment and then goes gently
towards hinm.

MONIME: Frantz.

FRANTZ: Oh, no! Not pity. Get away from me!

MoNIME: Frantz, you’ve been proud, and I’ve been foolish.
Now both of us are suffering for it. You said to me once
that God doesn’t give passion to everyone. We ought to
have been content with what we had and gone on living that
way. Without that pride of yours, we might even have been
happy. It was your pride that wanted this mad, impossible
love. It was because of that that you killed her and that we’ve
been destroyed. I would have loved you poor; I would still
have been your mistress on the sly, bad lover though I was.
Remember, I threw myself at your feet. I clung to you and
you dragged me across the flootr. I told you I should never
marry and that I would always stay with you. I even told you
to go away, that I detested you. But you would do it just the
same, out of pride.

FRANTZ (shattered, bumble): 1 was all alone. Alone against the
wortld.

MONIME: You're proud, proud. . . . I loved you as a little
gitl loves her childhood’s playfellow when she meets him
again. That’s all. And now I hate you for abusing that poor
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love, I hate you fot pinning your wild, insane dreams on me.

A long silence. They remain motionless. Two POLICEMEN pass
through on their way out, slipping on their overcoats as they go.

THIRD POLICE OFFICER: I know the old boy confessed.
But you’ll never be able to convince me it wasn’t the
youngster that did it.

OTHER POLICE OFFICER: All right. All right. Don’t get
worked up about it. The boss is quite satisfied with things
as they are. So am I.

He goes off; the other stays behind a moment looking silently at
FRANTZ. He is a man with a buge red moustache and a not-too-
intelligent appearance. Suddenly be puts on his bat, comes up bebind
FRANTZ, and takes him by the arm.

THE POLICE OFFICER: What did you do it with?
FRANTZ replies immediately, without even turning round.
FRANTZ: With 2 hammer wrapped in cloth.

The POLICE OFFICER is surprised in spite of himself. FHe hurls
bimself at BRANTZ, who has not budged, and handeuffs him, yelling
at the top of his lungs.

roLICE OFFICER: Hey! Chief! Boys! Chief! I knew it was
him . . . T knew it was him!

The®OLICE come in at all the doors. MONIME has Jooked up at first
without undersianding, then throws berself at FRANTZ’S feet.

MoNIME: I love you, Frantz!

Curtain
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Act One

The public gardens of a watering-place which saw its heyday in the
1880s. In the middle, a bandstand. The orchestra is represented by
a single musician, who at the rise of the curtain is executing a solo
of superlative virtuosity om the clarinet. A woman deckchair
attendant goes to and fro. The summer visitors stroll up and down
to the rhythm of the music. In the foreground EV A and HECTOR are
locked in a dramatic screen embrace. The music stops. So does the
kiss, from which HECTOR emerges, reeling a little. Applanse for
the mausician.

HECTOR (covered in confusion): 1 say, steady. They’re applauding
us!

EVA (bursts ont langhing): Of coutse not, it’s the orchestra, I
must say you appeal to me enormously.

HECTOR (instinctively fingering bis hair and moustache): What do
you like about me, specially ?

EvA: Everything. (She blows bim a kiss.) We mustn’t stay here,
it’s too risky. I’ll see you tonight at eight in the Phoenix bar.
And if you should meet me with my aunt, whatever you do,
pretend you don’t know me.

HECTOR (yearningly): Your little hand, once more.

EVA: Careful. My aunt’s old friend Lord Edgard is over there
by the bandstand reading his paper. He’ll see us. (Ske holds
ont ber hand, but turns away to watch LORD EDGARD.)

HECTOR (passionately): 1 want to inhale the perfume of your
hand!

He bends over her hand, and surreptitionsly draws a jeweller’s eye-
glass from his pocket to take a closer look at EVA’S rings. EVA
withdraws her hand, unaware of the manoenre.

Eva: Till tonight. (Ske goes.)
HECTOR (weak at the knees): My beloved . . . (He follows her
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out of sight, then comes down stage again, putting away hbis eyeglass,
and mutters with icy self-possession.) A cool two hundred
thousand. And not a flaw in the lot.

At this point the TOWN CRIER enters with bis drum and the
crowd gather round to listen.

TowN CRIER: Townsmen of Vichy! The Municipality,
anxious to preserve the well-being and security of the in-
valids and bathers, issues a2 warning for their information
and protection! Numerous complaints from visitors have
been lodged at the Town Hall and at the main police station,
Market Street. A dangerous pack of pickle-pockets—

He has a little trouble with this word, at which the clarinet plays a
little accompaniment. The TOWN CRIER swings round on him,
Surions.

- a dangerous pack of pockpickets—
Again the clarinet renders the word in music.

— is at this very hour within our gates. The local police is
on the watch. Members of the Force, in plain clothes and in
uniform, ate ready to protect our visitors . . .

Indeed, even as he speaks policemen are threading their several ways
gracefully through the crowd.

Visitors are nevertheless requested to exetcise the greatest
possible caution, particulatly on the public highway, in
public parks and in all other places of public resort. A reward
in kind is offered by the Tourist Association to anyone
supplying information leading to the apprehension of the
felons! Tell your friends!

A roll of drums. During the proclamation HECTOR bas relieved
the TOWN CRIER of his enormous copper watch and bulging purse.
The crowd scatters, and the drum and the harangue are heard again

Sarther off. HECTOR fakes a seat, and the CHAIRWOMAN ap-
proaches.
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cHAIRWOMAN: Will you take a ticket, sir, please?
HECTOR (largely): Since it’s customary . . .
CcHAIRWOMAN: That’ll be five francs, please.

89

While BECTOR feels for the money, the woman steals bis wallet,
then the huge watch and the purse be has just taken from the TOWN
CRIER.

HECTOR (seixing the hand on its nexct trip into bis pocket): Hey!
What do you think you’te up to?

The woman struggles to free herself, and loses ber wig.

Have you gone crazy? (He /ifts his own wig and moustache a
trifle.) It’s me!

The chair attendant readjusts her wig. If is PETERBONO.

PETERBONO: Sorry, old chap. It’s me too. Had a good day?

HECTOR: The purse and a watch, and a cigarette lighter.

PETERBONO (examining them): 1 know that watch. It’s the
Town Crier’s and it’s made of coppet. I put it back into his
pocket, the poor devil, that and the putse, which you’ll find
if you check up contains just fifteen cents and the receipt for
a registered parcel. As for the lighter, we’ve already got nine
hundred and three, out of which only a couple wotk. I've
known you do better, my lad!

HECTOR: I’ve a date tonight with a girl who’ll be mine before
you can say mischief, and who wears over two hundred
thousand francs’ worth of diamonds on her middle finger.

PETERBONO: We'll look into it. Have you noticed that little
thing over there? The necklace?

HECTOR (examining the girl through the fieldglasses be wears round
his neck): Phew! The stones ate enormous!

PETERBONO: No wishful thinking. They’re smaller to the
naked eye. Still, off we go. Small change manoeuvtre. I get
offensive and you intetfere.

They cross to the girl with a terrible affectation of indifference.
Ticket? Ticket?

JACP—G
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The girl gives him a coin; PETERBONO begins to_yell.

T’ve got no change! I'tell you I’ve got no change! No change,

do you hear? No change at all, T keep on telling you!
HECTOR: What’s this? No change, eh? Excuse me, Made-

moiselle, allow me to put this insolent baggage in her place!

There follows a tussle under cover of which HECTOR Znvestigates
the clasp of the girl’s necklace.

THE GIRL (viokntly freeing herself ): No, you don’t!

HECTOR (faken aback): What do you mean, no you don’t!

PETERBONO: No you don’t what?

THE GIRL (Jfting her wig. It is GUSTAVE): It’s me.

HECTOR (falling into a chair): Charming!

PETERBONO (exploding): That’s what comes of not working
to plan! I can’t rely on anybody! Running errands, that’s all
you’re fit for! Errand boys! If it weren’t for your poor old
mother who put you in my charge to learn the business,
you’d be out on your ear, the pair of you. Do you hear me?
Out on your ear! And without your week’s pay in lieu of
notice, make no mistake! And complain to the union if you
dare! 'l tell them a thing or two, the dance you’ve led me,
both of you! (To cusTavE.) You! You haven’t done a
stroke today, naturally!

GUSTAVE: Yes, I have. I’ve done two. First, there’s this mag-
nificent wallet.

PETERBONO: Let’s have a look. (He examines it, then searches
bimself anxionsly.) Whete did you get this? Who from?

GUsSTAVE: I got it in the Boulevard Ravachol off an old
gentleman with a long white beard . . .

PETERBONO (ferrible in his anger): — check trousers, olive-green
jacket and deer-stalker cap, am I right, pigeon-brain?

GUSTAVE (quaking): Yes, sir. Did you see me?

PETERBONO (sinks into a chair, flattened by this latest blow): That
was me, idiot, that was me! At this rate we’ll be lucky if we
cover our expenses!

GUSTAVE: But I've got something else, Mt Peterbono, sit.
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PETERBONO (profoundly disconraged): If it’s something else you
stole from me you can imagine my curiosity.

GUSTAVE: It isn’t a thing, it’s a gitl. And she looks rich.

HECTOR (jumping up): Good God! Don’t say it’s the same girl.
A redhead? About twenty-five? Name of Eva?

GUSTAVE: No. Dark hair, about twenty. Name of Juliette.

HECTOR: Oh, that’s all right.

PETERBONO: What did you get?

GUSTAVE: Nothing yet. But I helped her fish 2 kid out of the
Thermes Fountain., We sat in the sun to dty and we got
talking. She told me she liked me.

PETERBONO: Any jewels?

GUsTAVE: One vety fine pearl.

PETERBONO: Good. We must look into that. Hectot, can you
spare 2 moment this afternoon, other engagements pet-
mitting ?

GusTAVE: No! I’d like to handle this myself.

PETERBONO: What’s this? What’s this? Handle it yourself,
would you? Well, whatever next?

GUSTAVE: It was me she took a fancy to.

PETERBONO: All the more reason. Hector will swallow her in
one.

GusTAVE: No, I tell you! Not this one!

PETERBONO (severely): Gustave, listen to me. Your mother
put you in my care, and I took you into the firm as assistant
decoy. You’re young and you’re ambitious. That’s fine. I
was ambitious myself when I was your age. But just a
minute! In our profession, as in all professions, you have to
wortk your way up from the bottom. Hector here is the finest
professional seducer I know this side of Monte Catlo. There’s
a chap who hits the bull’s eye three times out of four, and
take it from me, that’s a pretty handsome average. You don’t
mean to tell me that you, a mete apprentice, expect to turn
out better work than that?

GUsTAVE: To hell with it! I’ll get her for myself.

PETERBONO (tight-lipped): If you wish to do a job on the side
in yout spate time there’s nothing to stop you. You’ll owe
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me just the sixty-five per cent on what you make, that’s all.

HECTOR (who bas been watching a nursemraid during this altercation):
Peter?

PETERBONO: Hector?

"HECTOR: That nursemaid over there. See the gold chain?

PETERBONO (confemptuonsly): Pooh! It’s probably gilded fuse
wire.

HECTOR: Listen, it’s ten to seven. We've ten minutes in hand
before supper.

PETERBONO: Very well, if you’re set on it. We’ll give her the
“Three Musketeers’ Manoeuvre.

uecToRr: Three Musketeers Manoeuvre ?

PETERBONO: It’s the classic routine for nursemaids. Number
one gets off with her, number two plays ten little pigs with
the baby, and number three starts whistling bugle-calls
without a break to make her senses reel.

They go. Enter LADY HURF and JULIETTE.

jurLieTTE: The little boy was barely five years old. He was
only in up to his waist, but he was frightened and he kept
falling over. He would have drowned, I’m sure.

LADY HURF: How dreadful! Have you noticed all these little
chimney-pot hats everywhere? How absurd they look!

jurLiETTE: Fortunately this young man came to the rescue.
He was wonderful, and very sweet.

LADY HURF: All children are sweet at five. But at twelve they
begin to get silly. That’s why I never wanted any.

JULIETTE: I was talking about the young man, Aunt.

LADY HURF: Oh yes, of course. There’s another of those
grotesque little hats. The young man was very sweet — yes,
go on.

JUuLIETTE: That’s all.

LADY HURF: We must invite him to dinner.

JULIETTE: He’s gone. I'd never seen him before.

LADY HURF: Good. One always knows far too many people.
Besides, I can’t stand stories about drowning. Your poot
uncle swam like a2 lump of lead. He drowned himself seven
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times, 1 could have hit him. Ah, there’s Edgard. Edgard,
have you seen Eva?

LORD EDGARD (appearing from bebind bis paper): How are you,
my dear?

LADY HURF: I asked if you’d seen Eva.

LORD EDGARD: Eva? No, I haven’t. That’s very odd. Now
what can I have done with het? Pethaps she’s at the Baths.

LADY HURF: At seven o’clock at night? Don’t be silly.

JULIETTE: Shall we try the Phoenix bat ? She often goes there.

LADY HURF: Edgard, don’t stir from this spot for any teason
whatsoever.

LORD EDGARD: Vety good, my dear.

LADY HURF (going): But of course if you see het, tun after her.

LORD EDGARD: Very good, my dear.

LADY HURF: Or better still, don’t; you’d only lose het — just
come and tell us which way she went.

LORD EDGARD: Very good, my dear.

LADY HURF: On second thoughts, no. You’d never manage
to find us. Send one attendant after her, another attendant
to let us know, and put a third in your place to tell us where
you’ve gone so we can pick you up on the way home if we
should happen to be passing.

LORD EDGARD: Very good, my dear.

He retires stunned behind his paper. Exit LADY HURF with
JULIETTE. Enfer the DUPONT-DUFORTS, father and som,
accompanied by the little jig on the clarinet, which is their signature
tune.

D.D. SENIOR: Let’s follow. We’ll meet them casually on the
promenade, and try to tempt them to a cocktail. Didier, I
don’t know what’s come ovet you. You, a hard-working,
conscientious lad, brimful of initiative, and look at you.
You’tre not paying an atom of attention to young Juliette.

D.D. JUNIOR: She snubs me.

D.D. SENIOR: What does that matter? To begin with, you
aren’t just anybody. You are Dupont-Dufort junior. Her
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aunt thinks a great deal of you. She’s prepared to make any
investment on your recommendation.

D.D. JuNIOR: That ought to be enough for us.

D.D. SENIOR: Son, in matters of money there’s no such thing
as enough. I’d far and away prefer you to pull off this mat-
tiage. Nothing short of that will put our bank fairly and
squately on its feet again. So let me see a bit of charm, a
little fascination.

D.D. JUNIOR: Yes, Dad.

D.D. SENIOR: We couldn’t wish for more propitious circum-
stances. They’re bored to tears, and there’s nobody here in
the least presentable. So let’s make ourselves agreeable,
superlatively agreeable.

D.D. JUNIOR: Yes, Dad.

Exeunt the DUPONT-DUFORTS. LORD EDGARD, who bas
heard every word, looRs over his “Times’ to watch them go. PETER-
BONO, HECTOR and GUSTAVE come in dressed as soldiers as
the musician begins bis second number. The policemen enter at the
same time from the other side. They all perform a flirtations little
ballet round the mursemaid, the manoenvres of the policemen serionsly
impeding those of the three thieves. The nursemaid finally goes; the
policemen, twirling their white batons bebind their backs, make
gallant attempts to binder ber departure. During the ballet LADY
HURF returns alone and goesito sit beside LORD EDGARD. The
music stops at the excit of the policemen and the nursemaid.

PETERBONO (thwarted): Lads, that’s the first time I've ever

_ known the Three Musketeers Manoeuvre to miscatry..

LADY HURF (0 LORD EDGARD): Well, Edgard my deat, and
what have you done with yourself today?

LORD EDGARD (surprised and embarrassed as always at LADY
HURF’S customary abruptness): I — ex — I read The Times.

LADY HURF (sternly): The same as yesterday?

LORD EDGARD (ingenuously): Not the same copy as yesterday.

HECTOR (who bas been watching the scene, gives a whistle of admira-
tion): See those peatls?

PETERBONO: Four millions!
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recTor: How about it? What’s it to be? Russian princes?

PETERBONO: No. She knows her onions by the look of her.
Ruined Spanish noblemen.

GusTAVE: That’s bright of you. Whenever you masquerade
as Spaniards you’re rigged out like a couple of crows.

pETERBONO: Quiet, shaver! You’te speaking of a trade you
know nothing about.

cusTAVE: Well, anyway, if you think I’m dressing up as your
ecclesiastical sectetary like the last time, it’s no go. I'm not
weating a cassock in this heat.

PETERBONO: Gustave, you’re trying my patience! Come
along home! Hector and I will be Spanish Grandees, and
youw’ll put on that cassock, heat or no heat.

The unwilling GUSTAVE is borne away, to the accompaniment of a
little jig on the clarinet.

LADY HURF (who has been deep in thonght): Edgard, the situation
is grave . . .

LORD EDGARD: I know. Accotding to The Times, the Em-
pire . . .

LADY HURF: No, no, here.

LORD EDGARD (looking round him anxionsly): Here?

LADY HURF: Listen to me. We have two tender creatures in
out care. Intrigues are fermenting — marriages ate brewing.
Personally I can’t keep track of them= it gives me the vertigo.
Who is to uncover them, Edgard, who is to supervise them?

LORD EDGARD: Who?

LADY HURF: Juliette is a scattetbrain. Eva is a scattetbrain.
As for me, I haven’t a notion what’s going on and the mere
idea of it bores me to extinction. Besides, I’ve no mote
common sense than those two senseless gitls. That leaves
you in the midst of these three scattetbrains.

LORD EDGARD: That leaves me.

1LADY HURF: Which is another way of saying nobody. I am
perplexed, excessively perplexed. Anything may happen in
this watering-place./Intrigues spring up under one’s very
feet like so much jungle vegetation. Should we do better to
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leave Vichy, I wonder? Ought we perhaps to bury ourselves
in some rustic backwater? Edgatd, for heaven’s sake say
something! You are the guardian of these two young things,
aren’t you?

LORD EDGARD: We might ask Dupont-Dufort his advice.
He seems to be a man of character.

LADY HURF: A deal too much character. What a ninny you
are. He’s the last man from whom we want advice. The
Dupont-Duforts are after our money.

LORD EDGARD: But they’re rich.

LADY HURF: Exactly. That’s what worties me. They’re after
a lot of money. An investment or a marriage settlement.
Our two little ones with their millions are exceptionally
tempting morsels.

LORD EDGARD: Could we not telegraph to England?

LADY HURF: What for?

LORD EDGARD: Scotland Yard might send us a detective.

LADY HURF: That would be a great help, I must say! They’re
ctooked as corksctews, the lot of them!

LORD EDGARD: The problem, then, is in effect insoluble.

LADY HURF: Bdgard, you simply must bestir yourself. Our
fate, the girls’ and mine, is in your hands.

LORD EDGARD (looks at his hands, very worried): 1 don’t know
that I am very well equipped.

LADY HURF (sternly): Edgard, do you call yourself a2 man?
And a gentleman?

LORD EDGARD: Yes.. |

LADY HURF: Then make a decision!

LORD EDGARD (firmly): Very welll I shall nevertheless
summon a detective from Scotland Yard, with a special
proviso that I want him honest.

LADY HURF: Over my dead body! If he’s honest, he’ll
philander with the kitchen maids and he won’t wash. It
will be insufferable. And yet I don’t know why I should be
telling you all this. What do I want with absolute security ?
I’m as bored as a piece of old carpet!

LORD EDGARD: Oh, my dear . . . !

"
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1ADY HURF: That’s all T am, a piece of old carpet.

LORD EDGARD: You who wete once so beautiful.

LADY HURF: Yes, in the nineteen-hundreds. Oh, I could
‘scream with rage! I want to enjoy my last few years — I want
to laugh a little. Sixty years I've spent deluded into thinking
life a serious business. That’s sixty years too long. I am in
the mood, Edgard, for a gigantic piece of folly.

LORD EDGARD: Nothing dangerous, I hope?

rapYy HURF: I don’t know. I'll see what occurs to me. (Ske
leans towards him.) 1 think I should like to massacte the
Dupont-Duforts.
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In they come, accompanied by their particular little tune, with EV A
and JULIETTE.

D.D. SENIOR: How are you today, milady?

D.D. JUNIOR: Milady.

D.D. SENIOR: Ah, dear Lord Edgard.

LORD EDGARD (drawing him aside): Take the greatest possible
care.

D.D. SENIOR: But why, milord?

LORD EDGARD: Hush! I can’t tell you. But take care. Leave
Vichy.

D. D. JUNIOR: We ran into these ladies on the promenade.

EVA: Vichy’s an impossible place. Nothing to do, nowhete to
go, and all the men are hideous.

D.D. JuNIOR: Oh, how true! Quite, quite hideous, all of
them!

D.D. SENIOR: All of them! (Aside 20 his son.) Excellent thing
for us.

EvA: I have an engagement tonight, Aunt. I shall be late for
dinner — if I’m back at all.

D.D. SENIOR (aside to his son): With you?

D.D. JUNIOR: No.

JurLieTTE: Eva, I haven’t told you. I rescued a little boy who
fell into the Thermes Fountain, and I met an enchanting
young man who helped me to save him.

LADY HURF: Juliette talks of nothing else.
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The DUPONT-DUFORTS Jook at each other anxionsly.

D.D. SENIOR: Wasn’t that you?

D.D. JUNIOR: No.

jJurLieTTE: We sat in the sun till we were dry, and chatted.
You’ve no idea how pleasant he was! He’s slight, with dark
hair and — he’s not the same as yours by any chance?

EvA: No. Mine’s tall, with red hair.

juLIETTE: Thank goodness!

D.D. SENIOR (whispers): Sonny, you have absolutely gof to
spatkle. (Raising his voice.) Didier, dear boy, have you been
to the swimming-pool with these ladies yet? You must give
them a demonstration of your impeccable crawl. You could
have rescued the toddler with the greatest of ease.

JuLIETTE: Oh, the crawl would have been quite useless. The
Thermes Fountain is only eighteen inches deep.

Towards the end of this scene, PETERBONO, as a very noble — all
too noble — old Spanish gentleman, HECTOR as a Grandee, an
equally spectacular achievement, and GUSTAVE, their ecclesiastical
secretary, come in and slowly approach the others.

PETERBONO: Careful. This is big game. Stay close, and take
no risks.

HECTOR: Your monocle.

PETERBONO: The big act, ‘Noblesse oblige’. Wait for the
word go. Gustave, two paces behind.

The clarinet strikes up a march, heroic and ultra-Spanish. Suddenly,
LADY HURF, who has been watching this curious trio, runs to them
and throws ber arms round PETERBONO’S neck.

LADY HURF: Why, if it isn’t that dear dear Duke of Miraflores!
Music stops.

PETERBONO (surprised and uneasy): Uh?
LADY HURF: Don’t say you've forgotten! Biatritz 1902. The
luncheon parties at Pampeluna! The bull-fights! Lady Hutf.
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PETERBONO:-Ah . . .I Lady Hurf. Bull-fights. Lunch. Dear
friend. (To zhe other #1v0.) T must have made up like one of her
acquaintances.

LaDY HURF: I am so, so happy! I was disintegrating with
boredom. But wherte is the Duchess ?

PETERBONO: Dead.

Tremolo from the orchestra.

LADY HURF: Oh, heavens! And your cousin the Count?
PETERBONO: Dead.

Tremolo from the orchestra.

LADY HURF: Oh, heavens! And your friend, the Admiral?
PETERBONO: Also dead.

The orchestra begins a funeral march. PETERBONO turns to his
Jriends.

Saved!

LADY HURF: My poor friend. So many funerals.

PETERBONO: Alas! However, may I present my son, Don
Hector? And my ecclesiastical secretary, Dom Petrus?

LADY HURF: Lord Edgard, whom you knew years ago. It was
he whom you beat each morning at golf, and who was always
losing his golf-balls.

PETERBONO: Ha, golf ~ yes. Dear friend.

LORD EDGARD (panic-siricken, fo LADY HURF): But, my
dear—

LADY HURF (sfernly): What’s the matter? Do you mean to say
you don’t remember the Duke?

LORD EDGARD: This is insane. Come now, think back—

LADY HURF: Youtr memory is abominable. Don’t say another
wotd or I shall lose my temper. My nieces, Eva and Juliette,
who worty me so dreadfully because they’re both very
martiageable, and their dowries are exceptionally tempting
to fortune-hunters.

The DUPONT-DUFORTS Jook at each other.
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D.D. sENIOR: Dignity, lad, dignity.
D.D. JUNIOR: She can’t mean us.

PETERBONO and HECTOR Zndulge in violent nudging.

LAaDY HURF: Iam so delighted to have met you again. Vichy
is such a dull hole. Tell me, do you remember the Ridottos
on the Riviera?

PETERBONO: I should think I do!

D.D. JUNIOR (#0 his father): We'te forgotten.

D.D. SENIOR: Let’s introduce ourselves. Dupont-Dufort,
senior.

D. D. JUNIOR: Juniot.

Daring the introductions, BV A stares hard at HECTOR, who simu-
lates an enormons interest in the conversation. GUSTAVE has all but
disappeared into his brief-case, and rummages feverishly among his
papers to avoid JULIETTE’S gage, which is fixced on hin in puggled
interest.

LADY HURF: You must be as bored as I am. It’s an undreamed
of stroke of fortune, our meeting, don’t you think ?

PETERBONO (m#dging HECTOR): Undreamed of.

HECTOR (n#dging PETERBONO): Yes. Undreamed of - abso-
lutely undreamed of.

Inn their glee, they go much too far, but no one seems fo notice.

LADY HURF: Yout son is most charming. Don’t you think
so, Evar

EVA: Yes.

PETERBONO: He was the most dashing officer in the entire
Spanish army — before the revolution.

LADY HURF: Alas! You suffered a great deal?

PETERBONO: A great deal.

LADY HURF: Where are you staying ? Not at an hotel ?

PETERBONO (vagrely): Yes.

LADY HURF: It’s out of the question, Edgard! The Duke is
staying at an hotel!

LORD EDGARD: But, my dearest, I assure you—
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LaDY HURF: Be quiet! Dear Duke, you cannot, you simply
cannot stay at an hotel. Will you do us the honour of accept-
ing our humble hospitality? Our villa is enormous, and we
shall put the west wing entirely at your disposal.

PETERBONO: Certainly, certainly, certainly, certainly—

Stupendons nudging between PETERBONO and HECTOR. The
DUPONT-DUFORTS exchange crestfallen glances.

LADY HURF: You may, needless to say, bring your entourage.
(She looks inguiringly at GusTAvVE.) Is he looking for some-
thing ?

PETERBONO: A document, yes. Dom Petrus!

GUSTAVE (emerging from the brief-case): Your Grace? (He has
put on some dark glasses.)

LADY HURF: Has he got bad eyes?

PETERBONO: Oh, very bad. His condition requires a certain
amount of cate. I couldn’t burden you with his presence.
Dom Petrus, we shall accept Lady Hurf’s generous offer of
hospitality. Call at the hotel, will you, and have our luggage
sent on. And stay there until further notice. You will collect
the mail and come to us each morning for instructions.

GUSTAVE (furious): But, your Grace . . .

PETERBONO: Enough!

GUSTAVE: Your Grace—

PETERBONO: Off with you!

HECTOR gives GUSTAVE @ push, and he wanders reluctantly away.

LADY HURF (moved): Just as he used to be! That same com-
manding tone —the vocal magic of the Miraflores! Your
cousin had it too.

PETERBONO: Alas!

LADY HURF: How did he die?

PETERBONO: Et, how he died?

LADY HURF: Yes -1 was so fond of him.

PETERBONO: You want me to relate the citcumstances of his
passing ?

LADY HURF: Yes.
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PETERBONO (#rns fo HECTOR i1 bis panic): Well, he died . . .

HECGTOR mimes a wolor accident, byt this PETERBONO cannot
grasp.

He died insane.

LADY HURF: Ah, poor fellow! He always was eccentric. But
your wife, the dear Duchess?

PETERBONO: Dead.

LADY HURF: Yes, I know. But how?

HECTOR Zonches bis heart several times. PETERBONO 5 slow fo
take the snggestion, but as he has no imagination whatever himself,
ke gives way.

pETERBONO: Of love.

LADY HURF (i confusion): Oh, I beg your pardon! And your
friend the Admiral?

PETERBONO: Ah, now the Admiral . . .

He looks at HECTOR, who indicates that he bas run out of ideas.
He again misinterprets the pantomine.

Drowned. But please excuse me, you ate reopening wounds
which time has not yet healed.

LADY HURF: Oh, forgive me, dear friend, forgive me! (To #he
others.) What breeding! What grandeur in adversity! Don’t
you think so, Edgard?

LORD EDGARD: My dear, I still insist that—

LADY HURF: Do stop insisting. Can’t you see the Duke is
suffering ?

D.D. SENIOR (#o bis son): Let us join in the conversation.

D.D. JUNIOR: What an appalling avalanche of misfortunes!

D.D. sENIOR: Falling on such venerable heads!

No one listens.

LADY HURF (i a peal of laughter): How beautiful Biarritz was
in those days. Do you remember the balls?
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PETERBONO: Ah, the balls . .

LADY HURF: And Lina Veri?

PETERBONO: Lina Veri. I can’t quite recall . . .

LADY HURF: Come, come. Why, you were intimate! He’s
aged so much. (To the others.)

pETERBONO: Oh, Lina Veri. Of course. The darling of Italian
society.

LADY HURF: No, no, no. She was a dancer.

PETERBONO: Oh, yes, but her mother was the darling of Italian
society.

LADY HURF (fo the others): He’s wandering a little. He’s very
tited. My dear Duke, I would like to show you your apart-
ments tight away. The villa is close by, at the end of the
avenue.

PETERBONO: With pleasure.

GUSTAVE comes running in, this time as his own charming self, but
magnificently dressed.

GusTAVE: Good morning, Father!

PETERBONO (off bis balance): Little basket! Allow me to present
my second son, Don Pedro, whom I’d forgotten to mention.

LADY HURF: Gracious, you have another son? By whom?

PETERBONO (panicking again): Ah, that’s a long story—

He looks at ©nECTOR, who signs to him to go carefully.

But that one also opens wounds as yet unhealed by time.
LADY HURF: Come along, Edgard.
LORD EDGARD: But, my deat—
LADY HURF: And keep quiet!

They go, HECTOR paying elaborate attentions to BV A, who hbas
continned to stare at bim.

JULIETTE (f0 GUSTAVE): Now will you kindly tell me what
is going on?
GUSTAVE: Sshl I’ll explain later.

They go to0. The DUPONT-DUFORTS are Jeft alone.
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D.D. JuNIOR: Father, they’ve forgotten us—!

D.D. SENIOR: All the same, we’ll follow. And, Didier, twice
the affability. Let’s hope these young men are already attached
ot better still that they aren’t interested in women!

They go.

Curtain
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A drawing-room in LADY HURF’S house. It is evening, after
dinmer, and JULIETTE and GUSTAVE are sitting side by side; a
little romantic air is heard in the distance.

JULIETTE: It’s nice here. No one is disturbing us tonight.

GUSTAVE: Yes, it is nice.

JuLiETTE: For three days now you’ve been sad. Are you
homesick for Spain?

GusTAvE: Oh no.

JULIETTE: I'm sorry now I wouldn’t work at my Spanish at
school. We might have spoken it together. It would have been
fun.

GUsTAVE: I only speak a few words myself.

JuLIETTE: Do you? That’s funny.

GUSTAVE: Yes, it is rather.

A silence.

JULIETTE: It must be amusing to be a prince.
GusTAVE: Oh, one gets used to it, you know.

A silence.

JuLIETTE: Don Pedro, what’s the matter? We wete much
friendlier three days ago.
GUsTAVE: Nothing’s the matter.

A panse. LORD EDGARD crosses the room laden with papers.

LORD EDGARD (muttering): Though I should die in the en-
deavour, I’ll set my mind at rest.

He drops his papers. They jump up to help him, but he bars their
path.
JACP-H



106 Thieves’ Carnival

Dor’t touch them! Don’t touch them! (He picks up the papers
bimself and goes out muttering.) 'This momentous discovery, if
discovery there be, must be surrounded with the greatest
possible precautions.

GUSTAVE: What is he looking for? He’s done nothing but
ferret about among those old papets since we came here.
jurLieTTE: I don’t know. He’s a little mad. Only he’s pains-

taking as well, you see, so sometimes the results are quite

prodigious.
A little girl comes in.

Oh, hete’s my little friend.

CcHILD: Mademoiselle Juliette, I've picked some daisies for you.

jurLieTTE: Thank you, darling.

cHILD: They haven’t very many petals. Daddy says they aren’t
the ones that lovers use.

JULIETTE: Nevet mind.

cHILD: Shall T get some others?

JuLiETTE: No. Yes. You’re very sweet. (She &isses her.) Run
away now.

The CHILD goes. JULIETTE #rns 10 GUSTAVE, Shamefaced.

Do you think it’s silly of me?

GUSTAVE: No.

JULIETTE: You said you loved me, Don Pedro, yet for three
days now you haven’t even looked at me.

GusTAVE: I do love you, Juliette.

JULIETTE: Then why—?

GUSTAVE: I can’t tell you.

JULIETTE: My father wasn’t titled, I know, but my aunt is 2
Lady, and my grandfather was an Honourable,

GUsTAVE: How funny you ate. It isn’t that.

JULIETTE: Do you think the Duke of Miraflores would consent
to my marrying you?

GUSTAVE (smiling): I’'m sute he would.

JULIETTE: Why do you look so sad then, if you love me and
everyone approves ?
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GUSTAVE: I can’t tell you.

JULIETTE: But you do feel, don’t you, that our lives might
meet and join one day?

GusTAVE: I would be lying if I told you I felt that.

JULIETTE (furning away): That’s unkind of you.

GusTAVE: Careful. Here’s your cousin.

jurLiETTE: Come into the garden. It’s getting dark. I want you
to tell me everything.

The music fades as they go. EV A comes in, followed by HECTOR,
in a totally different make-np from the one he wore in Act One.

HECTOR: There, you see, they’ve left us the place to ourselves.

EvA: But I don’t in the least need a place to myself — that’s the
pity of it — I could adapt myself quite easily to a great crowd
around us.

HECTOR: How cruel you are!

EvaA: I don’t like you. I’m cruel to those I dislike. It’s in my
nature. But on the other hand, when someone appeals to me,
there’s hardly anything I wouldn’t do for him.

HECTOR (71 despair): Why, why can I not manage to appeal to
you a second time?

EVA: You know petfectly well why. You’re not the same now.

HECTOR: What abominable absent-mindedness! This disguise,
I tell you, is the fancy of an aristocrat wearied to death of his
own personality, a pastime which affords him an escape from
his oppressive self. And for this accursed fancy, must I lose
my love?

EVA: I remember with delight a young man who spoke to me
in the park. Find him for me. I might still think him lovable.

HECTOR: This is ridiculous! Won’t you even tell me if I'm
getting warm? At least tell me, did I have a beard when I
first appealed to you?

EVA: But it wouldn’t amuse me if I were to tell you.

HECTOR (who has turned away to change his make-np, turns back
again wearing a completely new face): It wasn’t like this, I
suppose?

EV A (in a burst of Jaughter): No, oh no!



108 Thieves’ Carnival

HECTOR: Yet you remember my voice, my eyes?

EvA: Yes, but it isn’t enough.

HECTOR: I’m the same height as I was. I'm tall, well built - I
assute you I am, very well built.

eva: I only judge by faces.
HECTOR: This is horrible! Horrible! I’ll never find the face

that pleased you, ever! It wasn’t as a woman, by any chance?

EVA: What do you take me for?

HECTOR: Or as 2 Chinaman?

EvA: You're evidently out of your mind. I'll wait till you’re
in it again.
She goes o sit farther off; he starts to follow her and she turns on
bim.
No, no, no! For heaven’s sake will you stop following me
about and changing your beard every five minutes! You’re
making me giddy.

HECTOR (s#ricken): And to think that idiot Peterbono keeps on
swearing it was as a test-pilot!

LORD EDGARD crosses the room laden with papers.

LORD EDGARD: This is unthinkable! I must find this letter,
from which the truth will spring in such a cutious fashion.

He sees HECTOR in his latest make-up, drops his papers and
leaps on bim.

At last! The detective from Scotland Yatd.

HECTOR: No sit. (He makes to go.)

LORD EDGARD: Excellent! The petfect answet. I specially
stipulated secrecy. But don’t be afraid, I am Lotd Edgard in
person. You may disclose your identity.

HECTOR: I tell you I’'m not the man you’re expecting.

He goes.

LORD EDGARD (following him): 1 see! 1 see! Perfect! You’re
keeping word for word to my instructions! I stressed the
need for caution!
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LADY HURF enters, holding a magazine.
LADY HURF: My little Eva is bored, isn’t she?

EVA swmiles and says nothing. Unseen by LADY HURF, HECTOR
comes back in another make-up, which he silently shows v A. She
shakes her head and be retires, heavy-hearted. LADY HURF puts
down her magagine with a sigh.

My little Eva is as bored as she can be.

EVA (with a smile): Yes, Aunt.

LADY HURF: So am I, darling, very bored.

eva: Only 'm twenty-five, so you see, it’s rather sad.

LADY HURF: You'llseehow much sadderit can be when you’re
sixty. For you there’s always love. As you may guess, it’s
several years now since I officially renounced it.

Eva: Oh, love!

LADY HURF: What a deep sigh! Since you’ve been a widow,
surely you’ve had lovets?

EVA: I never had a single one who loved me.

LADY HURF: You want the moon. If your lovers bore you,
marry one of them. That will give the others an added
fascination.

EVA: Marry? Whom?

LADY HURF: Needless to say these Dupont-Duforts exasperate
us both. What about the Spaniards?

EVA: Prince Hector chases after me changing his moustache in
the hope of rediscovering the one that first appealed to me.

LADY HURF: Truly appealed to you?

EVA (smiling): 1 don’t remember.

LADY HURF: They’re cutious individuals.

EVA: Why?

LADY HURF: Oh, I don’t know. I tell you, I’'m an old carcass
who doesn’t know what to do with herself. I've had every-
thing a woman could reasonably, or even unteasonably, wish
for. Money, power, lovers. Now that I’'m old, I feel as alone
inside my skin as I did as a little gitl and they made me face
the wall when I’d been naughty. And here’s the rub; I know
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that between that little girl and this old woman, there has
been, under the charivari and the noise, nothing but an even
greater loneliness.

EVA: I’ve always thought of you as happy.

LADY HURF: You don’t see much, do you? I am playing a
patt. Only, like everything else I do, I play it well, that’s all.
Youts now, you play badly, little girl (Ske strokes her hair.)
Child, child, you will always find youtself pursued by desires
with changing beards and never have the courage to tell one
of them: stay as you ate — I love you. Don’t think youtself a
martyr now. All women are the same. My little Juliette,
though, will come through because she is romantic. Her

simplicity will save her. It’s a favour only granted to a few.

- EVA: There ate some who can love.

LADY HURF:Yes. There are some who love 2 man. Who kill
him with loving, who kill themselves for him, but they are
seldom heiresses to millions. (She strokes ber hair again, with a
rueful smileYjAh, yow'll finish up like me, an old woman
covered in diamonds who plays at intrigues in an effort to
forget that she has never lived. And yet, I’d like to laugh a
little. Here am I, playing with fire, and the fire won’t even
burn my fingers.

EvA: What do you mean, Aunt?

LADY HURF: Shush —here come our mationettes.

PETERBONO a7d HECTOR appear in the doorway, preceded by
the musician, and followed almost at omce by the DUPONT-
DUFORTS. They all rush towards the ladies, but it is the thieves
who get there first to kiss their hands.

(Jumps to ker feet and utters a sudden cry.) Ahl 1 have an idea!
PETERBONO (frightened, f0o HECTOR): She scares the life out of
me. Every time she screams like that, I think my beard’s
loose.
LADY HURF: Where is Juliette?
EVA: In the garden, with Prince Pedro. They’re inseparable.
PETERBONO: Ah, the dear children!
LADY HURF (calling): Juliette!

L
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JULIETTE (coming in with GusTAvE): Did you want me, Aunt
Emily?

LADY HURF (drawing her aside): Your eyes ate red, child. Now
mind, you mustn’t be unhappy, or I cut the strings and the
puppets will fall down.

JULIETTE: What do you mean, Aunt?

vaDpy HURF: If T appear to be talking through my hat, it’s
precisely so you won’t understand me. Come along, both of
you. (She takes them by the waist and leads them into the garden.)
I have an idea to brighten up this evening; I want you to tell
me what you think of it.

They go. The DUPONT-DUFORTS look at each other.

D.D. SENIOR: After them, sonny. And a hundred times more
charm. Remember, it’s our future that’s at stake.
D.D. JUNIOR: Yes, Papa.

Left alone, the three thieves can unbend.

HECTOR (offering PETERBONO @ box of ¢igars): Would you cate
for a cigatr?

PETERBONO (belping himself): T'm savouring them. They’re
remarkably good.

HECTOR (ponring out): A little brandy?

PETERBONO: Thank you.

They drink.

HECTOR: Another cigar, perhaps?

PETERBONO (grabbing a fistful without more ado): You’te too
kind. No, no really, you embarrass me. (He feels a skght
remorse, and takes the box.) But may I in return press you to a
cigar?

HECTOR (palling them out of his pockets in handfuls): Thank you
so much. I'm all right just now.

There is a moment of beatitude and exquisite refinement. They spread
themselves blissfully on the sofa. Suddenly HECTOR indicates
GUSTAVE, Sitting sad and sombre in bis corner.
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PETERBONO (rises and goes 10 hin): What’s wrong, laddie ? Why
so sad ? Here you are with a wonderful room, lovely food,
and a pretty little thing to flirt with, you’re playing at princes,
and for all that you can manage to be gloomy ?

GusTAVE: I don’t want to stay here.

The other two give a start.

pETERBONO: Uh? You want to leave ?

GUSTAVE: Yes.

PETERBONO: Leave here?

GUSTAVE: Yes —leave here.

PETERBONO: Hector, the boy’s lost his reason.

HECTOR: What do you want to leave for?

GUSTAVE: I’'m in love with Juliette.

HECTOR: Well then?

GUSTAVE: Really in love.

HECTOR: Well then?

PETERBONO: Why not? You've never been better off. She
takes you for a prince, and rich at that. Go in and win, lad,
she’s as good as youts.

GusTAVE: I don’t want to take her, for a day, and then be
forced to leave her.

PETERBONO: You'll have to leave her one day.

GUSTAVE: And-T'm ashamed of this game I have to play
with her]I’d rather go away, now, and never see her again.

HECTOR: He’s out of his mind.

PETERBONO : Completely.

GUSTAVE: Look, what ate we here for?

PETERBONO: What are we here for? We’re working, lad. It’s
the height of our season.

GUsTAVE: We're here to do a job. Let’s do it then and go.

PETERBONO: And the preliminaries ? Have you spared a single
thought for the preliminaries ?

GUsTAVE: They've gone on long enough, your damn pre-
liminatries.

PETERBONO: I ask you, Hector, isn’t it painful? Having to
listen to an apprentice teaching us our trade!
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uecToR: Of course we’ll do a job; that’s what we came for,
but have you even the first idea what that job’s going to be?

GUSTAVE: Strip the drawing-room?

PETERBONO: With carpet-bags, eh ? Like raggle-taggle gipsies!
The lowness, Hector, the abysmal lowness of this youngstet’s
mind! Understand, boy, that we haven’t yet decided on the
job we’re going to do. And if our behaviour strikes you, a
novice, as peculiar, tell yourself it’s because we’re in the
process of investigating the possibilities of this — establish-
ment.

GUSTAVE: You’re lingering on here fot the brandy and cigars,
and because Hector still hopes he’ll get Eva to remember
him. But in actual fact you haven’t the smallest inkling what
you want to do. I may be an apprentice, but I'll tell you
something — that’s no way to work.

PETERBONO (raunning o HECTOR): Hector, hold me back!

HECTOR (stil] blissfully smoking): Gustave, don’t be difficult.
Try to understand.

PETERBONO: Hector, hold me back!

HECTOR: You see, we're wavering . . .

PETERBONO: Hold me back, Hector! Hold me back!

HECTOR (takes bis arm to please him): All right, I’ve got you.

PETERBONO (deflated): Just as well.

HECTOR (%0 GUSTAVE): We'te wavering between several
possible courses of action . . .

GUSTAVE: Which?

"HECTOR: Shall we confide in him, Pete? Is it safe to risk the
indiscretion of a youth ?

PETERBONO (shrugs): Oh, confide in him, do. Since we’re
answerable to him now.

HECTOR: Right. Tell him your idea fitst, Pete.

PETERBONO: After you, Hector, after you.

HECTOR (embarrassed): Aaaaaaah . . . well . . .

GUSTAVE: You haven’t thought of a thing!

HECTOR (i righteous rage): We haven’t thought of a thing?!!!
We’te wavering between the trick of the dud cheque given
in exchange for real jewels on a Saturday, which gives us the
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week-end to make out getaway, or the trick of the good
cheque received in exchange for dud jewels under the same
conditions. We’ve also considered giving Lady Hutf some
orchids sprayed with ether (taking good care not to smell
them ourselves) so as to relieve her of her pearls as soon as
she nods off.

PETERBONO (equally incensed): Or we might provoke the
Dupont-Duforts to a duel! We wound them and then in the
commotion we make off with the silver!

GUsTAVE: What if you’re the ones to get wounded?

PETERBONO: Impossible!

GUSTAVE: Why?

PETERBONO (yelling): I don’t know. But it’s impossible!

HECTOR: Or again we could make out we’d been robbed and
demand a colossal sum for hush-money!

PETERBONO: Pretend we found a pearl in the oysters at
dinner, for instance, and swap it for a peat] of Lady Hutf’s,
ot something.

GusTAVE: There’s no ‘¢’ in the month.

PETERBONO: I said for instance!

GusTAVE: In other words you just don’t know. Well, I’'m
going to do the job tonight, and then I’m off.

PETERBONO: Tonight? And why not right away?

GUSTAVE: Yes, why not right away ? I want to go away. I want
to leave here as soon as possible.

PETERBONO: He'll be the ruin of us! Gustave, think of your
poor old mother, who put you in my care!

GUsTAVE: No!

PETERBONO: I'll put my curse on you! Naturally you don’t
care a rap if I put my curse on you?

GUSTAVE: No.

PETERBONO (bellowing): Hector! Hold me back! (He seizes
GUSTAVE.) Just another fortnight. We’ll do the job all right,
but it’s nice hete, and it isn’t so often we’re in a nice place . ..

GusTAVE: No. 'm too unhappy.

He goes.



Act Two 115

HECTOR (leaps after him): After him! We've got to stop him
before he starts a scandal.

PETERBONO (¢calling after him): I've got an idea! Suppose we
pretended not to know him?

HECTOR shrugs his shoulders and goes out, refusing even to consider
such a solution.

Enter LORD EDGARD, preceded by the musician playing a
succession of tremolos as if he had intimations of a sudden blow of
destiny. He is rummaging in his ever-present pile of papers. All of a
sudden he utters a lowd cry and falls in a dead faint among his
scattered letters. The musician runs for belp, emitting isolated notes
Jrom bis instrument.

JULIETTE (comes in): Uncle, Uncle, what’s the matter? (She
props bim up on a sofa and feels his hands.) Ice-cold! What’s this?
(She picks up a letter, reads it, and hurriedly thrusts it into her
pocket. Ranning out.) Aunt Emily! Aunt Emily! Come quickly!

The clarinet in great confusion multiplies his tragic tremolos. Every-
one comes rushing in shouting at once.

Stroke!

At his age!

No, he’s only fainted.

Stand back - give him air.

Get a doctor!

He’s coming round.

He’s all right now.

A sudden shock.

Perhaps he found what he was looking for.

The music stops. An enormous silence.

PETERBONO (breathes to HECTOR i the silence): The chance of
a lifetime.

HECTOR: Yes. But what do we do about it?

PETERBONO: Well, nothing obviously, but it’s still the chance
of a lifetime.

LORD EDGARD (sitting up slowly, says in a toneless voice): My
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friends, I have a ghastly piece of news for you. The Duke of
Miraflores died in Biarritz in 1904.

Everyone looks at PETERBONO, who is very ill at ease. An
impish little jig on the clarinet.

PETERBONO: Nonsense!

HECTOR (aside) : Talk about the chance of 2 lifetime!

PETERBONO: This is a fine time to be funny! Ease over to the
window.

'1ADY HURF: Edgard, are you out of your mind?

LORD EDGARD: No, I tell you. I’ve found the notification.
I knew I’d find it eventually. Ever since the day— (He searches
himself.) Where is it? This is too much! Where is it? I had it
a moment ago! Oh, my goodness! It’s gone again.

D.D. SENIOR: Everything is coming to light!

D.D. JuNIOR: We ate saved! (To PETERBONO, who is imper-
ceptibly edging towards the window.) Aren’t you staying to make
sute your host is all right?

PETERBONO: Yes, oh yes!

LADY HURF: Edgatd, that’s a ridiculous joke to play on the
dear duke.

LORD EDGARD: But, my dear, I guarantee—

LADY HURF: Come along, dear Duke, and show him you
aren’t dead.

PETERBONO (##easy): No, no. I’'m not dead.

LORD EDGARD: Yet I found the notification . . .

LADY HURF (pinching hin): BEdgard, you’re making a mistake,
I'm sure. You must apologize.

LORD EDGARD (rubbing bis arm): Ouch! Why yes, now that
you mention it, I think I must have been confusing him with
the Duke of Otleans.

LADY HURF: Of course. Shall we call the incident closed ?

PETERBONO (i great relief): Completely closed.

LADY HURF: Let’s go outside, shall we? I’ve ordered coffee
on the terrace. I want to tell you about my idea.

D.D. SENIOR (i step with her): I think it’s 2 wonderful idea.

LADY HURF (exasperated): Wait a minute, my dear man, I
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haven’t told you yet. Listen. They’re holding a Thieves’
Catnival tonight at the Casino. We’re all going to dress up
as thieves and go to it.

D.D. SENIOR a#d JUNIOR (immediately burst ont langhing): He!
He! He! How terribly, terribly amusing!

D.D. SENIOR (%0 his son as they go out): Play up to het, son.

Exit.

PETERBONO (furions, as be goes out with HECTOR): I call that
in very poor taste, don’t you?

JULIETTE 75 alone. She stands motionless a moment. The music is
heard some way away, playing a romantic theme. JULIETTE Zakes
ont the fatal letter and reads it.

JULIETTE: “We regret to announce the sad death of His Serene
Highness the Duke of Miraflores y Grandes, Marquis of
Priola, Count of Zeste and Galba. The funeral will take
place . . . (She stands in thought a moment.) If his father isn’t
the Duke of Miraflores — then who can he be? Why has he
taken the car out of the garage ? Why is he hiding from me?

CHILD (entering): Mademoiselle Juliette, I found some. Look,
daisies with lots of petals.

jUuLIETTE: Haven’t you gone to bed yet?

cHILD: I was picking daisies for you.

juLieTTE: Thank you, you're an angel. (She &isses her.) His
father may be an adventurer, but you see, he loves me. He
does love me, doesn’t he?

cHILD: Yes, of coutse he does.

juLieTTE: We don’t care, do we, if he’s an adventurer, ot
worse ? If you were me, you’d love him, wouldn’t you, just
the same? Only why does that hard look come into his eyes
whenever I ask him about himself? If he has designs on me,
and he’d be wise to have, because I’m very rich, he should
be very pleasant to me all the time — whereas — do you think
he prefers Eva? That would be terrible—

cHILD: I don’t know.
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jurteTTE : No, of course you don’t. Come along, I’ll take you
bome. Ate you afraid of the dark?

cHILD: No.
JuLteTTE: That’s a good girl. Nor am I. There’s nothing to be

afraid of, you know. Thieves won’t hurt you.

They go.
Curtain
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The same set. The room is dark; a fignre is seen moving about with
a torch. It is GUSTANVE, dressed in dark clothes and wearing a cap.
He is silently excamining the objects in the drawing-room. Suddenly
he hears a noise and switches off the torch; a low whistle; two dark
fignres spring up, two torches flash, and focus on GUSTAVE.

GUSTAVE: Who's that?

FIGURE: Tonight’s the night.

GUSTAVE: Peterbono ?

FIGURE: No. We're the new ones.

SECOND FIGURE: The new bandits.

GusTAVE: For God’s sake, what’s going on? (He draws a
revolver.) Hands up!

D.D. SENIOR (¢ s 0 other): Ha ha ha! That’s good! Where did
you get the gun? It’s magnificent!

GUSTAVE: Stay whete you are or I fire!

D.D. SENIOR: Come quietly! The game’s up.

GUSTAVE: Stay where you are, damn you! (He fires.)

D.D. SENIOR (blissfully unaware of bis danger): Oh, well done!
Bravo!

GUSTAVE: What do you mean, Bravo? (He fires again.)

D.D. JUNIOR: It’s 2 wonderful imitation! Whete on earth did
you buy those caps?

GUsTAVE: For the last time, stay whete you are! (He fires
again and shatters a vase, which falls with a terrible clatter.)

D.D. SENIOR: Didier, why do you have to be so clumsy!

D.D. JUNIOR (profesting in the dark): But, Dad, I didn’t do it!

D.D. SENIOR: Well, it can’t have been I, can it? I’m in the
middle of the room.

D.D. JUNIOR: But, Dad, so am I!

D.D. SENIOR (s#ddenly anxions): Well, then, who broke the vase ?
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LORD EDGARD (einters and switches on the light. He is dressed up
as a policeman): Now, now, what is all this noise? How do
you like my helmet ?

D.D. SENIOR (who has got himself up, along with his son, in a
terrifying apache disguise): Supetb; my lord, superb!

Exit LORD EDGARD. D.D. SENIOR goes 70 GUSTAVE.

My word, I don’t think much of your costume. It doesn’t
come off —it’s much too simple. It’s the little touches that
mean so much. For instance, look, this little scar here.

D.D. JuNIOR: And the black eye patch.

GusTAVE: What are you doing dressed up like that?

D.D. SENIOR: We’re going to the Casino.

D.D. JuNioRr: To the Thieves’ Carnival. And so ate you.

GusTAVE: Oh? Oh yes, of course. So am L

D.D. sENIOR: Only if I wete you, I'd touch up your make-up,
my boy. It’s a shade too simple. You don’t look 2 bit like a
thief.

GUSTAVE: You're quite right. I’ll see to it at once. (He #urns
at the door.) Tell me, is everybody going to the Thieves’
Carnival ?

D.D. SENIOR: Of course; everybody.

GUsTAVE: That’s fine. See you later.

He goes.

D.D. SENIOR: Not an ounce of imagination in him, that boy.

D.D. JUNIOR: If the other two have rigged themselves up as
absurdly as that, which they probably have, we’re well on
the way. The girls will have eyes for nobody but us!

D.D. SENIOR: Have you seen the latest batch of telegrams?

D.D. JUNIOR: Yes.

D.D. SENIOR: If we don’t leave this house with a fat settlement,
it’s the colonies for us, I can tell you. Make yourself irresis-
tible, thete’s a good boy.

D.D. JUNIOR: I’'m doing my best, Papa.

D.D. sENIOR: [ know you are. You're an honest, conscientious
lad, but you mustn’t slacken for one moment. The success of
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this evening’s entertainment means a gteat deal to us. What’s
more, there’s something shady about our tivals which is
bound to give rise to a scandal one of these days. It was quite
obviously Lady Hutf who made the old duffer keep quiet
this afternoon, when he insisted the Duke of Miraflores died
in 1904. Keep your eyes open, and be ready for any emer-
gency.

D.D. JUNIOR: We have got to get rid of these gallivanters.
It’s a matter of life and death.

D.D. SENIOR: We'll let them dig their own graves, while we’ll
be more and more agreeable. Ssh! Here comes Lady Hutf.

Enter LADY HURF and EVA, as thieves in petticoats. The
DUPONT-DUFORTS congh desperately to attract attention.

LADY HURF (seeing them): Oh, breathtaking! Aren’t they, Eva?
Breathtaking! Who would have thought they had it in them!
What do you think of our guests, Eva?

EVA: What a spectacular effect! How in the world did you
manage it ?

D.D. SENIOR (simpering): We're delighted.

D.D. JUNIOR: That we delight you.

LADY HURF: They always look as though they’re waiting for
a tip.

EvA: Which, in a way, they are.

LADY HURF: The Duke and his sons are being very slow.

Eva: I'called out to them as I went by. They can’t manage to
dress up as thieves, they said.

LADY HURF (a5 she goes) Go up and fetch them, gentlemen, if
"you would be so good, and give them a few wrinkles.

D.D. SENIOR: Certainly! Certainly! (Aside 2o his son.) Let us
be pleasant.

D.D. JUNIOR: Very, very pleasant. (They bow themselves ont.)

Exit.
JULIETTE ¢rosses furtively.
EVA: Why, you’re not dressed!

JULIETTE: I'm going up now.
JACP-I
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Eva: You'll make us late.

juLIETTE: Go on ahead. I'll take the two-seatet.

EVA (mexpected)y): Are you in love with this boy?

JuLIETTE: Why do you ask me?

EVA: Yes, indeed, why does one ask people if they’re in love,
when one can tell at a glance, always.

juLIETTE: Can you tell?

EVA: Yes.

jurierTE: Well, you’re wrong. I’'m not in love with anyone.

She turns to go, when £V A calls her back.

EVA: Juliette] Why do you look upon me as your enemy ?

JULIETTE: YOU ate my enemy.

EvA: No, I love you very much. Sit down.

JULIETTE (farning on her): You'te in love with him too, that’s
it, isn’t it? You’re going to take him away from me, and
you want to warn me first so that I won’t be hurt too much?
Why, you’ve even agreed on that between you, probably.
You have, haven’t you ? Haven’t you? For heaven’s sake say
something! Why do you smile like that?

EvA: How lucky you ate to be in love as much as that.

JULIETTE: You’re prettier than I am; you can get any man
you want.

EVA: Oh, if I could only bring myself to want one.

JuLiETTE: Don’t you want him then?

EvA: No, little silly.

JULIETTE: Have you never spoken to him when I wasn’t
looking ?

EVA: Had I ever wanted to I should have found it very difficult.
He only has to come near me by accident and you can’t take
your eyes off us.

JULIETTE: 'm wary. I love him, you see.

EVA: Little gambler!

JULIETTE: You sweat you've never set out to attract him?

EVA: I swear.

JULIETTE: Even the day you danced with him twice running ?

EVA: The orchestra had struck up a second tango.
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juLieETTE: Even the day you went out on the rivet while the
Dupont-Duforts tried to teach me roulette?

Eva: Even then. He looked so sad that I suggested he should
row straight back, but we couldn’t find you anywhere.

JULIETTE: That day I’m not so sure. He had a strange look
in his eyes that evening.

EVA: Because he’d asked me if I thought you cated for him,
and I said you were an unpredictable little gitl and there was
no knowing what went on inside your heatt.

JULIETTE: Was that truly why? (A /i##le pause.) All the same,
I do think you might have told him something else.

EvA: Are you satisfied now?

JuLiETTE: Did you never try to attract him, not even at the
beginning, not even the very first day?

EVA: Not even the first day.

JULIETTE: Yes, then, I'm satisfied.

EVA: Why will you never trust me? I feel like an old woman
beside you sometimes.

JULIETTE: You’te so much better-looking than I am, so much
mote poised, mote feminine.

Eva: Do you think so?

JULIETTE: It surprises me, you know, in spite of what you
say. You must admit that he’s a good deal mote attractive
than Hector, and you don’t mind Aés attentions.

EvA: Do you think I couldn’t have denied myself a mere
flirtation, when I could see you were so much in love?

jurieTTE: That’s grand of you.

EvA: Oh no. I wish I could have wanted him so much that
I’'d have sacrificed you without giving you a moment’s
thought.

JULIETTE: When you chew your peatls, I know there’s some-
thing wrong.

EVA: Yes, there’s something wrong.

JULIETTE: Yet you look so lovely tonight. You’ll have all
the men around you at the Ball.

EvaA: All of them.

JULIETTE: I'm not joking.
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EvA: Nor am L. I’ll have them all. And yet it’s very sad.

JULIETTE: Aren’t you happy?

EvVA: No.

JULIETTE: Yet it’s so easy. You only need to let yourself go.
Why, hatdly a moment goes by that one isn’t unhappy, yet
I think that must be what it means, to be happy.

EVA: Youve always thought me cleverer, stronger, more
beautiful, than you because the men flocked round me. And
yet, you see, thete’s only you who is alive, in this house ~
you’te the only one perhaps in Vichy, perhaps in the whole
world.

JULIETTE (swiling, lost in her dream): Yes, I am alive.

EVA: And untouched, and eager to believe . . .

JjULIETTE: To believe everything.

EVA: You’ve never had, as I have, a man without love in your
bed. You haven’t even a jewel at your throat, not a ring on
your finger. You’re wearing nothing but this simple linen
dress, and you’re twenty yeats old, and you are in love.

JULIETTE Sits motionless, yielding to the unseen with a faint smile.

(Looking sharply at her.) Juliette, why ate you not in fancy
dress like the rest of us?

JULIETTE (bursting with sudden joy): Oh, I'm too happy! I
haven’t the courage to stay beside you who ate sad. When
T'm a little less happy, I'll think of you, I swear I will! (5e
kisses ber and rans off.) Ssh!

EvA: All this mystery! What are you trying to say?

Enter LADY HURF with the DUPONT-DUFORTS.

 LADY HURF: We will make a truly magnificent entrance.
D.D. SENIOR: The Spanish gentlemen are ready.
LADY HURF: Do they look all right?
D.D. SENIOR: That’s a matter of taste.
D.D. JUNIOR: Anyway, here they come.

Enter PETERBONO and HECTOR. They have contrived to disgnise
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themselves as absolutely ludicrous comic opera bandits. They are
greeted with shrieks of langhter.

HECTOR: What are they laughing at?

PETERBONO: What do they #hink thieves look like ? Don’t they
ever go to the theatre?

LADY HURF: But, my dear Duke, what are you supposed to
be?

PETERBONO: A thief,

HECTOR (0 EVA): It wasn’t like this, I suppose?

EVA: Heavens, no!

PETERBONO (% LADY HURF): Don’t you like us?

LADY HURF: Enormously!

PETERBONO: Admit there’s something wrong.

LADY HURF: My dear friend, one really can’t expect a Spanish
grandee to make much of a showing as a common thief.

PETERBONO: Well said, eh, Hector ? (Enormous nudgings.)

LADY HURF: Come along, all of you. The cat’s waiting. Where
is Lord Edgard? Still glued to the mirtror, I suppose. Edgard!

He appears, still in bis own suit, and wearing his police helmet, but
be has shaved off bis moustache.

LORD EDGARD: Do you think I did well to shave off my
moustache?

LADY HURF (without looking at him): 1 don’t know! Come along!
To the Carnival!

The meusic immediately strikes up a lively guadrille, which the thieves
dance with the ladies, without the DUPONT-DUFORTS getting a
ook in. Then follows a piece of extremely vulgar jive, and the
DUPONT-DUFORTS making the best of a bad job, finish up by
dancing together with tremendons spirit. All the characters dance
their way out.

D.D. SENIOR (bringing up the rear with his son): Things are
getting better and better and better.

D.D. JUNIOR: Let’s be as witty as the very devil!

D.D. SENIOR: And, remember, Didier, twice as nice.
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The room remains empty for an instant. A servant comes in to
close the windows and turn ont the lights. Another moment of silence,
and GUSTAVE appears, and listens. The car is heard driving off.
He goes right round the room, examining its contents one by one. All
of a sudden he flattens himself against the wall.

JULIETTE (enters, dressed for a journey): Here I am.

GUsTAVE: What are you doing here? Why didn’t you go with
the others?

JULIETTE: I’'ve come to find you.

GusTAVE: Get out of here, will you?

JULIETTE: Why are you so harsh with me?

GcusTAVE: Go on, get out!

jurieTTE: Il go, of coutse, if you don’t want me, only I
thought you would want me. What’s the matter?

GUsTAVE: I've got a headache. I want to stay here.

JuLiETTE: Why this yarn, to me?

GUSTAVE: It isn’t a yarn. Get out, will you. Go on, quick
mazch!

JULIETTE: But — you've never spoken to me like this!

GUSTAVE: There’s always a first time.

JULIETTE: What have I done?

GusTAVE: Nothing in particular. It’s too difficult to explain,
and anyway you wouldn’t undetstand.

JULIETTE: But, Sefior Pedro . . .

GUSTAVE: There isn’t any Sefior Pedro, for a start. My name
is Gustave. And secondly, will you please go away?

JULIETTE: And there was I thinking that you loved me—

GUSTAVE: We all make mistakes, don’t we?

JULIETTE: But you used to tell me so.

GUSTAVE: I was lying.

JuLieTTE: Oh, no! I don’t believe it!

GUSTAVE (going to her purposefully): Listen, my little pet, I'm ~
telling you to get out of here, double quick.

JULIETTE: Why?

GUsTAVE: You'll see why later on. In the meantime go up to
your room and weep over your lost illusions. (FHe zakes her



Act Three 127

arm to lead her 1o the door.) What are you dressed up in this
coat for ? What kind of a costume is that meant to be?

juLIETTE: Travelling costume.

GusTAVE: Travelling costume? You’re mad.

juLiETTE: Please don’t be angry. I came to find you so we
could go away. You told me once we’d go away together.

cusTAVE: I was joking. Anyway, how do you know I mean
to go away?

juLIETTE: I know.

GcUsTAVE: You look as though you know a lot of things. Come
along with me.

JULIETTE: We might meet one of the servants in the passage.

He Jooks at ber.

We’d better not move from here. We’ll be quite safe in this
room.

GusTAVE: The Dupont-Duforts must be waiting for you. Go
and dress up as a pickpocket like the rest of them.

juLIETTE: Don’t pickpockets ever wear travelling clothes?

GUSTAVE: You’re not going to travel. You’re going to a
carnival.

JuLiETTE: Once they’ve stolen thieves go away as a rule.
Why won’t you let me come with you, since you’re going
away?

GUSTAVE (sezzes her): You know too much, my girl!

JUuLIETTE: Oh, please, don’t hurt me!

GUSTAVE: Don’t be afraid. Just a precaution.

He ties ber to a chair, and searches in her handbag.

JuLiETTE: Oh, don’t tob my bag. There’s nothing in it.
Anyway, I give it to you.

GUsTAVE: Thank you. All T want is a handkerchief.

JULIETTE: What for?

GUSTAVE: To gag you with. (He finds her handkerchief, which is
microscopie.) I ask you, what’s the point of a handkegchief that
size ? Never mind, mine’s clean.
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JULIETTE: I'm not going to scream — I swear I won’t scream —
Sefior Pedro! Gustave ~ Gusta .

He gags her.

GusTAVE: There. If you think this a Thieves’ Carnival, my
lass, you’ll have to think again. I’'m 2 real thief, I am. So is
Hector, and so is the Duke of Miraflores. Except that those
two are imbeciles as well. You’ve built yourself a castle
in the air, that’s all, and your aunt, who’s got bats in her belfry,
has built herself 2 dozen. But let me tell you I came to do a
job, and I intend to do it.

She struggles.

All right. All right. It’s no good trying to soften me. I’m used
to gitls.

He begins o fill bis sacks with the most unlikely objects in the room.
After a while be looks at her with misgiving.

It’s not too tight, is it?
She shakes ber bead.

That’s a good gitl. You see, old gitl, T did a bit of billing
and cooing, I know, but to be frank I didn’t mean a word of
it. I had to do it for the job.

She struggles again.

Does that upset you? Yes, I know, it isn’t very pretty. But
then in every trade there’s always a little bit like that which
isn’t very pretty. Apart from that, I'm an honest sort of
chap in my own way. I follow my trade, simply, without
frills and fancies. Not like Hector and Petetbono. Peterbono
has to be the Duke of Miraflores. One must be honest in
one’s own particular line. Life’s not worth living otherwise.
(He 2akes a furtive look at her.) You sute it’s not too tight? (He
gives her a smile.) It worties me a bit, playing a trick like that
on you, because you know, I lied just now. I am fond of you
really. (He goes back to his work.) After all, when God invented
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thieves he had to deprive them of a thing ot two, so he took
away from them the esteem of honest folk. When you come
to think of it, it’s not so terrible. It could have been much
wotse. (He shrugs, and laughs, without daring to meet her eyes.) In
a little while, you’ll see, we’ll have forgotten all about it.

He goes on collecting objects. She struggles again, and he looks at ber.

If there’s anything you care for specially, you must tell me.
I’ll leave it for you, as a souvenir. I mean, I’d /e to give you
a little present.

She looks at hive and he stops in embarrassment.

Please, don’t look at me like that! You’re breaking my heart!
Can’t you see I've got to do this? So just let me get quietly
on with my job.

She moves.

Are you uncomfortable ? You’re not choking, ate you ? Look,
Juliette, if you swear not to call out, I’ll take the gag off.
Do you swear ?

She nods.

All right then, I trust you. (He removes the handkerchief.) What
are you going to say to me, now that you know I'm a real
thief? (He sits down, resigned.)

JULIETTE (he moment she is nngagged) : This is absurd ! Absolutely
absurd. Untie me at once!

GUSTAVE: Oh, nol I’'m a good sott, but business is business.

JULIETTE: At least listen to me!

GUSTAVE: What do you want to say?

JULIETTE: You don’t imagine I came to find you, wearing my
travelling coat, merely in order to sit here like a nincompoop
bound and gagged in a chair? Of course I know you’re a
thief. If you weren’t a real thief, I wouldn’t have thought you
were planning to leave in the middle of the night, would I,
seeing you’re a guest of my aunt’s?

GUsTAVE: What are you talking about?
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JULIETTE: I've been telling you over and over again for the
last hour. I love you. I saw you take a car out of the garage,
I guessed you teally were a thief, and that tonight was the
night. As I supposed you’d go the moment the job was
done, I dressed and got ready to go with you. You don’t
intend to stay, do you?

GUsTAVE: That’s no question to ask a thief.

jurieTTE: Well then, take me with you.

GUSTAVE: But I’m a thief.

JULIETTE (crying out in excasperation): 1 tell you I know you’te
a thief! There’s no need to go on and on about it. I wonder
you don’t draw attention to yourself. Come along, uatie my
hands.

GUSTAVE: But, Juliette—

jurieTTE: Untie my hands. They’re terribly painful.

GUsTAVE: Do you swear not to run away and raise the alarm?

JULIETTE: Yes, yes, I swear. Oh, how stupid you are!

GUSTAVE: I trust you of course, but I just don’t understand.

He unties ber. She immediately powders her face, and then gets np
with determination.

JULIETTE: We've wasted at least a quarter of an hour. Make
haste. It wouldn’t do to get caught now. Have you enough
with this lot? (She indicates the sacks with her foot.)

GUsTAVE: What are you doing?

JULIETTE: Really, I shall begin to wonder if you’re all thetre
soon. Yes, or no, do I appeal to you?

GusTAVE: Oh yes, but—

JULIETTE: Good. That’s the main thing. Now, listen to me.
Gustave, if you like me, I love you and I want to be your
wife ~ oh, don’t worry, if you’re aftaid of awkward questions
at the Registry Office, we won’t get propetly married. There.
Now then— (She picks up one of the sacks.) Is this all we’re
taking with us?

GUSTAVE (smatching the sack from her): Juliette, no! You don’t
know what you’re doing! You mustn’t come with me. What
would become of you?
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juLieTTE: I’d help you. I'd keep a look-out, and I’d whistle
when I saw someone coming. I can whistle beautifully.
Listen— (She gives an earsplitting whistle.)

GUSTAVE (ferrified): Ssssh! For heaven’s sake!

They listen for a moment.

JULIETTE (bumbly): Tm sorry. What a fool I am. Take me away.
I’ll whistle very quietly, I promise you, and then only when
it’s absolutely necessary.

GcusTAVE: Juliette, this is only 2 whim. You’re playing with
me. It’s unkind of you.

jurLieTTE: Oh no, you mustn’t think that! Never think that!
I love you.

cusTAVE: But do you know the dangers of this kind of life?

JULIETTE: Yes. Kiss me.

GUSTAVE: Juliette, it’s good-bye to your peace of mind.

JULIETTE: It was on the way to killing me, my peace of mind.
Kiss me.

GUsTAVE: Butyou’rehappyhere, Juliette. You don’t know what
it means to be on the run, to be afraid. You’te used to luxury.

juLiETTE: Why, we're rich! Look at this! If it worries you,
we won’t steal so long as the police are out looking for me.

GusTAVE: Thieves aren’t wealthy folk. You get precious little
for what you sell.

juLIETTE: Well, we’ll be poor then. Kiss me.

They join in a long kiss.

(Radiantly.) 1 am so happy. Now, hutry. (Ske stops.) Why,
you haven’t taken the little Fragonards. You’re mad, my
dartling, they’re the most valuable things in the house. (She
runs to take them down.) And the little enamels. (She rummages
in the sack.) Leave the candlesticks. They’re imitation bronze.
You see how useful I am to you. I shall be such a help, you’ll
see. Kiss me.
GUSTAVE (Zaking ber in his arms again): My little robber girl.

They go.
Curtain
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In the conservatory, an hour later. The clarmet, which has begun by
playing the Carnival theme, takes it np again in a nostalgic manner.
The characters wander in in single file, heads hanging, and sit down,
vexed and dejected.

LADY HURF: It’s positively absurd.

1ECTOR: I do think they might have let us in.

LADY HURF: Too absurd. Fancy writing the title of the
Carnival in microscopic letteringﬁ Economy is an absolute
obsession with the French.

LORD EDGARD: We were turned away in the most humiliating
fashion.

EVA: What do you expect, Uncle? I can quite see that our
attire alarmed them.

LADY HURF: A Carnival of Leaves! The idiocy of it!! A
Carnival of Leaves!

D.D. SENIOR: What puzzles me is how you could confuse a
Carnival of Leaves with a Carnival of Thieves.

LADY HURF: You should have consulted the notices yourself
then, my good friend, if your eyesight is so sharp.

D.D. SENIOR: But dammit . . .

D.D. JuNIOR: Don’t be rash, Papa.

LADY HURF: To begin with, it’s thanks to your disguises that
our party was shown the doot.

PETERBONO: I should definitely have got in, for one. It’s a
funny thing. They quite thought I was going as a palm tree.

1ADY HURF: Of course, but for then} we should all have been
admitted. What abominable taste! Look at them, will you?
They might be a couple of pantomime buccaneers.

D.D. SENIOR: I should have thought for a Carnival of
Thieves .
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1ADY HURF: Leaves! Leaves! Leaves! Are you going to spend
the rest of the evening calling it a Carnival of Thieves?

p.D. JuNIOR: Keep calm, Father. (To LADY HURF.) We are
dreadfully sorry.

D.D. SENIOR (abjectly): We'll never do it again.

LADY HURF: A fine time to say so!

LorD EDGARD: Could we not perhaps spend the evening as
we are, among ourselves, so as not to waste our efforts
altogether ?

LADY HURF: Edgard, what an insane idea. Let us go up and
change. We’ll play yet one more stupefying game of bridge.

She sighs and the guests sigh with her.

LORD EDGARD: If I'd known we were going to play bridge
I would have preferred to keep my moustache.

LADY HURF (distractedly): So would I! (To PETERBONO, on
ber way out.) My dear Duke, can you forgive me for this
wasted evening ?

PETERBONO (n#dging HECTOR): No evening is ever really
wasted.

LADY HURF: Another time I’ll be more careful when I read
the posters, and more discriminating in my choice of com-

pany.
She goes with EVA and LORD EDGARD.

PETERBONO: Ring. Pearls.
HECTOR: Pocket-book.
PETERBONO: Perfect.

The DUPONT-DUFORTS find themselves alone.

D.D. SENIOR: Things are going badly.

D.D. JUNIOR: Very badly.

D.D. SENIOR: These gay dogs are here on the same errand
as we are, that’s quite obvious, but everything is going their
way and nothing is coming outs.

D.D. JUNIOR (looking in a mirror): Yet we achieved a really
lovely make-up.
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D.D. SENIOR: Not for 2 Carnival of Leaves.

D.D. JUNIOR: Fancy organizing a Carnival of Leaves!

D.D. SENIOR: Fancy, what’s more, reading ‘Catrnival of
Thieves’ when it’s down in black and white on all the posters
‘Carnival of Leaves’. The old goose!

D.D. JUNIOR (catehing sight of the drawing-room through the open
window): Daddy!

D.D. SENIOR: What is it?

D.D. JUNIOR: Look at the walll

D.D. SENIOR: What about the wall?

D.D. JUNIOR: The Fragonards!

D.D. SENIOR: If you think at a time like this I feel like going
into ecstasies over a lot of paintings!

D.D. JUNIOR: Daddy, the Fragonards aren’t on the wall. (FHe
rashes into the room.)

D.D. SENIOR: Well?

D.D. JUNIOR (from the room): Notr are the enamels! The
bronze candlesticks are missing! And the snuff-boxes! All the
drawers are open! (Rushing out again.) Daddy, thete’s been a
butglary!

D.D. SENIOR: Let’s go. They’ll think we did it.

D.D. JUNIOR: Don’t be ridiculous! We were at the carnival
with everybody else! Daddy! There’s been a robbety
here!

D.D. SENIOR (who has been to make sure): You’re absolutely
right. There’s been a robbery. But what are you so pleased
about? That won’t set our affairs to tights.

D.D. JUNIOR: Don’t you understand ? There’s been a robbety
while we were at the Casino. Don’t you see suspicion can
only fall on the one person who made himself conspicuous
by his absence? Now then, who, I ask you, made himself
conspicuous by his absence ?

D.D. SENIOR: Young Pedro?

D.D. JuNIOR: Of course! Young Pedro.

D.D. SENIOR: In that case, surely the others would be his
accomplices.

D.D. JUNIOR: They are his accomplices. They came with us
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to allay suspicion, that’s quite clear. But now you may be
sute they’re gone, or will have before very long.

p.D. SENIOR: Didiet, you’re magnificent! You do my old
heart good. Kiss me, son! At last they are unmasked. They’re
done for, laddie, and our affairs have never looked so promis-
ing.

D.D. JUNIOR: We must clinch matters. There’s to be no escape
and no denial. We must telephone the police at once. (He
picks up the receiver.) Give me the police please. And hurty!

D.D. SENIOR (Zrandling round the drawing-room and bellowing):
The Fragonards! The enamels! The candlesticks! The snuff-
boxes! Two drawers burst open! Magnificent!

p.D. JuNIOR: Hallo? Is that the police station? This is the
Villa des Boyards. A serious robbery has just taken place. Yes,
the thieves are still on the premises. You’ll catch them red-
handed if you hurry. Hurry!

D.D. SENTIOR (coming back radiant): Come to your father, laddie!

They embrace.

D.D. JUNIOR: Let’s call the company and confront the rascals!
Hey there! Come quickly, everybody!

D.D. sENIOR: Hey there! Hey!

LORD EDGARD (entering. He, and likewise the others when they
come down, have all changed back into their usnal clothes): What’s
the matter?

D.D. JUNIOR: There’s been a burglary!

LORD EDGARD: That’s no surprise to anybody in these
troubled times. Where ?

D.D. JUNIOR: Hete!

LORD EDGARD: Here!

D.D. SENIOR (breathless with excitement): Here!l Here in this
very room!

LORD EDGARD: In the drawing-room? What did they take?

D.D. SENIOR (like a street hawker): Fragonards! Enamels!
Snuff-boxes! Candlesticks! Drawers! Come in and see! Come
and see!
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LORD EDGARD goes into the room, comes back and staggers into
an arm-chair.

LORD EDGARD: Terrible! Terrible! I had an idea this would
happen.

D.D. SENIOR } So had wel

D.D. JUNIOR

LORD EDGARD: Do you know who did it?

D.D. SENIOR: We have an idea!

LORD EDGARD: So have I!

Enter EVA.

My child, we’ve just been burgled!

EvA: What?

D.D. SENIOR (off again): The Fragonards! The enamels! The
candlesticks! The snuff-boxes!

EVA: I’m glad about the candlesticks, they were appalling. But
it’s a shame about the Fragonards.

HECTOR enfers trinmphantly in a new make-up.

HECTOR: Eva, this time I’ve got it!

EVA: No.

LORD EDGARD (leaping on bhim): At last! The detective! My
dear fellow, you’re in the nick of time. A serious robbery
has just been committed. We suspect some impostors whom
we are entertaining at the moment, owing to a curious fancy
of my cousin’s. Kindly atrest them at once, my dear fellow.

EvA: What’s come over you, Uncle? That’s Prince Hector.
Hector, do take off that beard.

HECTOR (modestly, as he reveals himself): Yes, sit, it’s me.

LORD EDGARD (in a sudden rage): How much longer do you
intend to make a fool of me, young man?

HECTOR (backing imperceptibly towards the door): But, your lord-
ship, I’m not making a fool of you, really.

LORD EDGARD: I can take a joke, in doubtful taste though it

is with a man of my years, but don’t repeat it a dozen times
a day!
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HECTOR (nearing the door): But I’m not making a fool . . .

He bumps into the DUPONT-DUFORTS, who have cut off bis
refreat.

p.D. JuNIioR: Oh no.

D.D. SENIOR: Of course you’re not making a fool of him.
Don’t go. Everything will be all right.

HECTOR: Look here, what’s going on? Am I under suspicion ?

EVA: Gentlemen, will you please leave His Highness alone ?

HECTOR: I should think so. Why, it’s absurd, isn’t it, Eva ?

LADY HURF (entering with PETERBONO): What is all this
shouting ? I’ve never heard such a commotion!

PETERBONO: We simply can’t hear ourselves speak!

LORD EDGARD: It’s terrible! Thete’s been a dreadful robbery!
I had my suspicions all along. I told you he died in 1904! I
told you they were all impostors!

D.D. SENIOR (@ zhe same time): The Fragonards! The enamels!
The snuff-boxes! The candlesticks! The drawers!

LADY HURF: One at a time, please! I don’t know what you’re
talking about. First of all I must sit down. I’m worn out.

Daring the ejaculations of the others, and the silence which follows,
HECTOR 75 desperately indicating to PETERBONO Zhat they miust
be off. PETERBONO thinks his cuff-links are undone, bis tie crooked
or that something is banging down. He brushes himself, Jooks in
the mirror, still fails to understand, and finally shrugs bis shoulders
and gives up.

Now. Tell me all about it.

PETERBONO (engagingly): Splendid idea. Tell us all about it.

LORD EDGARD (before they :z‘op him): Didn’t I tell you he
died in—

D.D. SENIOR (af zhe same time): Everything! Everything! The
Fragonards! The .

They look at each other and stop dead.

EVA: There’s been a burglaty.
LADY HURF: A burglary?
JACP-K
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EVA: Yes. While we were out the enamels werte stolen, and
the Fragonards, and believe it or not, the candlesticks.

LADY HURF: Oh good. They were imitation.

LORD EDGARD: I told you so! I told you so!

LADY HURF: One of the servants, I expect. Are they all here?

Eva: I don’t know.

D.D. SENIOR: We must inform the police.

LADY HURF: No.

D.D. SENIOR: What do you mean, no?

LADY HURE: No, I tell you. I will not have policemen in my
house.

D.D. JUNIOR: But we’ve already telephoned, your ladyship.

LADY HURF: My good sits, have you completely forgotten
yout mannets? I beg you to remember that this is my house.
You appeat to have abandoned every vestige of constraint
these last few days.

D.D. JUNIOR: But we—

D.D. SENIOR: You see, we—

LADY HURF: Eva, ring through at once and tell them not to
come.

D.D. SENIOR: Too late. They’re bound to be on the way.

All this time PETERBONO and HECTOR have been quietly
edging towards the door. When LADY HURF tells EVA to call off
the police, they stop, still hopeful. At these last words, they make
a frengied dash for it.

Look! They’re getting away!

D.D. juNrIoR: This is too much! We’ll save you, whether you
like it or not! Hands up!

D.D. SENIOR: Hands up!

They cover the thieves with their revolvers.

LADY HURF: Gentlemen, I am mistress in this house! I order
you to put away those firearms!

D.p. JuNIOR: Nol

D.D. SENIOR: No. You’ll thank us for it later on.
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LADY HURF: Eva, I’'m going to have hysterics! Call the
servants! Emile! Here, quickly! Joseph! Help!

Enter police, during her cries.
roLICEMAN: Here we are! Horace, you take the fat onel

They have seen these two horrible bandits pointing their guns at the
gentry. Without a moment’s indecision, they burl themselves on the
DUPONT-DUFORTS.

Aha, me beauties! We’ve got you!

D.D. SENIOR a#d JUNIOR (backing away): But — but—We didn’t
do anything! No, no, not us! Not us! Quite the reverse!
We’te the ones who telephoned! This is preposterous! It’s
them!

They collide as they retreat, try to escape the other way and collide
again, in the course of a droll little ballet which culminates in their
caprure.

POLICEMEN (boisting them on to their shoulders with the shownian-
ship of cireus acrobats): Upsadaisy! (To HECTOR.) If you’d like
to give us a hand, sir, by taking the trouble to open the door,
sir, it’d be much appreciated.

HECTOR: No trouble. Absolutely no trouble at all.

The POLICEMEN carry off the DUPONT-DUFORTS despite their
agoniging protestations.

LORD EDGARD (wildly): But, my dear . . .

LADY HURF (sternly): Edgard! Be quiet.

D.D. SENIOR (yelling in vain as be is borne away): For God’s sake
say something! Tell them! Tell them!

D.D. JUNIOR (as be whirls past her): Mademoiselle Eval

They have gone, played ont by their own little melody.

LADY HURF (¢calmly): Thete! That’s a relief. Three whole weeks
those folk have been here, and I hadn’t a notion how to get
rid of them.

LORD EDGARD (overcome by so many emotions, falls semiconscions
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into an arm-chair): When I think I came here to cute my liver
trouble!

LADY HURF: Eva dear, run up and get your uncle his smelling-
salts.

EVA goes. LADY HURF Jooks at PETERBONO, who ever since
the arrest of the DUPONT-DUFORTS has been choking in the
grip of irrepressible hysteria.

My dear man, save your laughter. I know perfectly well you
are the real thief.

He stops dead. She feels in his pocket.

Give me back my peatls. You haven’t been very clever.

PETERBONO: What do you mean?

LADY HURF: Have you a lot of luggage? How long will it
take you to pack?

PETERBONO (piteously): Not long.

LADY HURF: Then I advise you to make the greatest possible
haste upstairs.

PETERBONO: Yes.

Enter aecTOR.

HECTOR (s#perbly): There. The rascals are in good hands, your
Ladyship.

PETERBONO conghs.

Father dear, are you not feeling well ?

LADY HURF: No, he’s not feeling at all well. I think you had
better both go up to your rooms.

HECTOR: Really, Father? Where’s the trouble exactly ?

LORD EDGARD (bimself once more): 1 told you the Duke of
Miraflores died in 1904!

LADY HURF: I knew it long ago, my dear.

HECTOR (s#l] not understanding PETERBONO’S desperate dumb-
show, says waggishly): Hal ha! ha! Still the same old joke, eh?

LADY HURF: The duke died in my arms, ot near enough. So
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that I knew quite well whom we were dealing with. Only you
see, my poor old Edgard, I was so very, very bored.

HECTOR (finally going to PETERBONO): What’s the matter, for
heaven’s sake?

PETERBONO: Idiot! I’ve been trying to tell you for the last
half-hour. The game’s up, but she’s letting us go free.

HECTOR: Uh? Don’t be silly, they’ve artested the others.

LADY HURF (going o them with a swile): You don’t, I'm sure,
want to await the visit of the inspector of police, gentlemen.

HECTOR: This is unthinkable! What are we accused of? We
were with you the whole evening!

PETERBONO: Don’t be canny. Come on.

HECTOR: My dear father, I don’t know what you’re talking
about. Madam, we are hete as your guests, and this robbery
is no reason to treat us, the Miraflores y Grandes, in this
cavalier fashion.

PETERBONO (unable to suppress a giggle, despite the fragic sitnation):
Miraflores y Grandes! Oh, my Lotrd! You’re off your head,
old chap. Come on.

LADY HURF: Go along, sir, do, as everyone advises you.

HECTOR: I will not tolerate this attitude. (To PETERBONO.)
Play up, will you?

EVA (coming back): Here are the salts.

HECTOR: I will not tolerate this attitude. Because if you con-
sider our presence undesirable, I laugh to scorn-do you
hear, to scotn, your utterly unfounded and insulting allega-
tions. There’s someone hete, I know, who will think my
presence far from undesirable. Eva, Eva my datling, I’ve
found my face at last! (He turns away and rapidly re-creates the
appearance he had in the first scene.)

PETERBONO: Hector, stop playing about. The police are on
theit way.

HECTOR (making #p): Let me alone. We're saved, I tell you!

LADY HURF (sifs down dispirited): Edgard, if this headstrong
child falls in love with him again, the situation is absolutely
hopeless.

LORD EDGARD: I have not the faintest idea of what is going
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on. What is he doing? Is this another piece of comicality?
He goes vety much too far, that boy.

HECTOR (furning round trinmphantly): Eva beloved! It was like
this, wasn’t it?

A silence. EV A looks at him. The others hold their breath.

EVA (calmly breaking the tension): Yes, that’s how you were. Only
I must have looked at you too hastily, I think, because now
you don’t appeal to me at all.

LADY HURF (kaping up): Heaven be praised! Now, off with
you! Quickly, off with you!

HECTOR: But, Eva, listen! Eva, I can’t believe . . .

PETERBONO (i a whisper): Hurry, idiot, hurry! She’s taken
back the necklace, but I’ve still got the ring.

They go with great dignity. A gay little tune signals their departure.

LADY HURF (wathing them go with a tender little smile): Poor
old fellow. I let him keep the ring. They stayed here a full
fortnight after all, because of me. We haven’t any right to
make them waste their time. I imagine it’s a trade which
can’t bring in all that much.

LORD EDGARD: What I don’t fathom is whete the boy comes
in,

The two women look at him in sudden anguish.

‘The boy, the young one, who was so pleasant, you remem-
ber?

EVA: Juliette] Whete’s Juliette ?

LADY HURF: Juliette! She didn’t come to the Carnival. Isn’t
she upstairs? Perhaps in the morning-room? Or in the
garden?

EVA: I'll run and see. Oh, it’s inconceivable.

LORD EDGARD: What is inconceivable? I don’t understand,
quite.

LADY HURF drops on fo the sofa, and plays nervously with ber
pearls.
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Why do you look so ttagic? It’s all over now, isn’t it?

»ADY HURF: No, stupid, it is not all over. This boy has carried
off Juliette along with the pictures in the drawing-room. How
many times did I tell you to bestir yourself and take pre-
cautions if we didn’t want disaster ?

1V A (coming back): She’s not upstairs. The servants ate combing
the grounds.

»ADY HURF: It’s horrible!

LORD EDGARD: Juliette, our little Juliette. Is it possible ? Can
she have been stolen?

ivaA: Yes.

LORD EDGARD: But she’s a big girl now. She could have
defended herself. Or called for help/[‘he house is overrun
with staff.

»ADY HURF: Can’t you understand ? She’s in his power! He’s
bewitched her. He’ll make her steal for him, or walk the
streets!

LORD EDGARD: The streets. (I# dawns on him.) The streets!

He staggers under the blow. The clarinet plays an air heavy with
tragedy. The three of them lapse into pensive and painful silence. The
clarinet resumes its tragic theme with an overfone of mockery, and
then leads into the romance which is indeed altogether fitting at this
moment, for GUSTAVE enters on tiptoe, laden with so many things
that he cannot see where he is going. He is carrying JULIETTE, who
is asleep, and his various sacks. He crosses the drawing-room, nnseen
by anybody; suddenly he bumps into an arm-chair. He drops bis
sacks with a clatter, and startles the others, who see him and cry
ot

He’s killed her!

GUSTAVE, Zerrified, makes to put JULIETTE down on the sofa,
but at the cries she wakens and clings to bim.

'ULIETTE: No, no, no! Why did you bring me back? No, he’s
not to go! If he goes I'm going with him!

LADY HURF: Juliette!

.ORD EDGARD: My child.
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JULIETTE (screaming through a flood of tears): Yes, you despise
him, I know, but I love him! Don’t try to tell me anything —
I want to go with him because I love him! Don’t say a word,
I’d only hate you for it! Gustave, Gustave, why did you bring
me back?

He struggles and tries to run away, but she clutches him.

No. Stay hete, ot let me come with you. Why did you bring
me back ? Was I too stupid for you? T'oo naive? Is it because
I fell asleep beside you in the car that you don’t want me? It’s
true one doesn’t asa rule doze off the night of one’s elopement,
but I was tited, my datling. I’'m not used to staying up so
late. (She hides her head in his arms.)

LORD EDGARD: What is she saying?

' LADY HURF (moved): Do be quiet! It’s very lovely what she’s
saying. g
JULIETTE (turning to them like a little fury, without letting go of

GUsSTAVE): No, no, I'm not ashamed! I’m not ashamed!
You can say anything you like, I’ll never be ashamed! I love
him. I want him for my lover, since you will never let him
be my husband. Look. I’'m going to kiss him now in front

of you.

She throws her arms round bis neck. He holds back for a second, then
as he sees ber tonsled hair and her radiant tear-stained face, be too
Jorgets the others.

GusTAVE: I love you, Juliette.
JULIETTE: You see, we’re kissing hete, in front of them.

They kiss.

LORD EDGARD (adjusting bis pince-neg): Why, they’re kissing.

LADY HURF: That’s right. They’re kissing. What about it ? Did
you never do as much ? (She contemplates them, entranced.) How
enchanting they are!

LORD EDGARD: Aren’t they? Do you temember, Emily?

LADY HURF: They make a delightful couple, don’t they?
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LORD EDGARD (Jost in his memories): Delightful. Do you
remembet ? The Crystal Palace?

LADY HURF: She’s neatly as tall as he is. He is adotrable. Look
at the breeding in that profile. The exquisite shyness and yet
the strength of it. He will make a fairy-tale husband for our
terrible, gentle little Juliette. (S%e s70ps.) Edgard, what are you
talking me into? He’s a thief!

LORD EDGARD (yiling): Ah yes, a thief.

LADY HURF: Well then, it’s out of the question. He must go
at once.

The clarinet stops from shock.

LORD EDGARD (¢restfallen): But — but they love each other.

1ADY HURF: I know they love each other. But it’s the only
thing to do. Absolutely the only thing. She simply cannot
marty 2 boy who has neither a father nor a mothet.

LORD EDGARD: Ah! (He thinks furionsly for a moment, then cries
suddenly.) Wait a minute! Wait a minute!

GUSTAVE and JULIETTE, startled by bis cry, come ont of their
embrace. LORD EDGARD ruus out like one demented.

LADY HURF: Where do you suppose he’s going ?
jurieTTE: I’ll never leave him, never, never, nevet.

GUSTAVE (bolding her to him, says by way of excplanation): We love
each other.

The clarinet plays a little supplication.

LADY HURF: I gather so. But there it is. You’te nothing but a
nobody, if not worse. I’m afraid you’ll have to go.

Abnother entreaty from the clarinet.

JULIETTE: If he goes I go with him.
LADY HURF: This time we will be here to stop you.

The clarinet screams in heart-rending imploration. LADY HURF
turns furionsly on the musician.
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As for you, my good sir, you're beginning to get on my
netves! Go away!

The clarinet attempls a musical protest.
Get out of here this instant!

She drives bhim out. Pathetically the musician goes, expressing his
despair on bis instrument. LORD EDGARD refurns like a meteor,
carrying ribbons, medals and a photograph. He marches threateningly
over 0 GUSTAVE.

LORD EDGARD: You ate twenty years old, are you not?

GUSTAVE: Yes.

LORD EDGARD: Right (He Jooks at the photograph, looks at it a
second time, backs, screwing up his eyes in the manner of a painter
scrutinizing a picture.) Hold your head up. Fine. Open your
shirt. Fine. Now for the mark behind the ear. (He turns back
bis ear.) Fine. (He shows him the medal.) Do you recognize this
medal?

GUsTAVE: No.

LORD EDGARD (throwing it away): Never mind. You are my
son! My son who was stolen from me at a tender age.

He falls into his arms.

LADY HURF: Edgard, have you taken leave of your senses?

GUSTAVE (furionsly): Let me go, sir. I don’t know what you’re
talking about. (To juL1ETTE.) What’s the matter with him?

LORD EDGARD (fo0 LADY HURF): Do you deny that a son
was stolen from me at a tender age? (To GusTAVE.) Do you
deny that you ate uncertain of your paternal origins? Yes,
yes, you are my son, my own son, my beloved son!

He falls on his neck again.

JULIETTE: Isn’t that lucky! Gustave, isn’t that lucky!
GUSTAVE (freeing himself roughly): No, it won’t work.

LORD EDGARD: What won’t work ?

GUSTAVE: I’'m quite sure I’'m not your son.

LORD EDGARD: SoIshall have waited twenty yeats for Heaven



Act Four 147

to give me back my child, and now when Heaven at last
sees fit to give him back to me, it is this vety child who refuses
to acknowledge his own father!

cusTAVE: No. It’s all a scheme because you can see your little
girl is in love with me, but I’'m sorty, I can’t accept.

1ADY HURF: That’s very honourable of him.

LoRD EDGARD: This is hotrible! Horrible! My son denies
me! (He prances with rage.)

GusTAVE: No, I can’t accept. It’s nice of you to do it, very
nice of you. But I can’t. I’'m not one of your sort.

LADY HURF: It is really unfortunate that this boy should be
the only one amongst us to suffer from class-consciousness.

LORD EDGARD: I am abominably humiliated. Such contempt
from my own son! I shall crumple up with sorrow. (He does
in fact crumple up with sorrow on the nearest sofa.) Hete I am,
crumpled up. How much longer do I have to stay crumpled?

rLADY HURF: Couldn’t you see your way to accepting ? You’re
making your father very unhappy.

GUusTAVE: How can Il I haven’t any reason—

jurieTTE: Oh, but you have! Come into the garden as you
did before. I’'m going t6 explain all your reasons to you. Do
come, please. Come anyway. You haven’t anything to lose
after all, by coming into the garden.

She drags him ont.

LADY HURF (a5 soon as they’re gone): Edgard, it’s not true! You
never had a son stolen from you at a tender age!

LORD EDGARD: No, it isn’t true. It’s a picture I cut out of 2
magazine.

LADY HURF: So you've acted like an imbecile for over fifty
years and yet you had it in you to think of that all by yourself.

EvA: How happy they are going to be.

LADY HURF (dreamily): Yes.

EvA: And I shall continue to play the young and charming
widow who is always such a great success.

LADY HURF: My poot Eva, faith is a gift, alas, and there’s no
learning it. It’s over, our fine escapade. Here we are alone
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again, like bobbing corks. It’s only for those who have
played it with all the zest of youth that the comedy is a
success, and only then because they were playing their youth,
a thing which succeeds always. They were not even conscious
of the comedy.

Enter a bearded gentleman.

BEARDED GENT: I am from Scotland Yard.

LORD EDGARD (lets out a roar, leaps on to him and pulls his
beard): Oh no, it won’t work this time!

DETECTIVE: Stop it! You’re hurting me!

LORD EDGARD (greatly astonished): What! Do you mean it’s
your own?

DETECTIVE: Of course it’s my own!

LORD EDGARD: Then you really are the detective I sent for?

DETECTIVE: I've just said so, haven’t I?

LOoRD EDGARD: Well we don’t need you any more. The
entertainment is over.

DETECTIVE (blithely): In that case . . .

He palls his clarinet out of bis pocket — for it is none other than
the musician — and strikes up a quick-step which does duty as a finale.
The characters come in through all the doors, dancing and excchanging
beards.

Curtain
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Act One

The interior of a café in a seaside resort. The greater part of the
stage is taken up by the bandstand. Service door, left, throngh which
the waiters come and go, with their loaded trays. Two tables, both
anoccupied, one of them reserved. The rest of the café is not seen. The
orchestra consists of GOSTA, pianist, TARDE, double-bass, MME
TARDE, ce/list, THERESE and JEANNETTE, viokins. When the
curtain goes up, the orchestra is just finishing a very spirited piece.
The waiter is by the bandstand, listening. A customer calls him and
be dashes forward, dusting a table as he passes.

WAITER: Yes, sit!

The musicians lay down their instruments. A little bhalf-hearted
applause.

JEANNETTE (glancing at the unoccupied table beside the platform):
He’s late today.

THERESE (Jaying down her viokin): He said he might be. He’s
meeting his manager on the ten-thirty train.

JEANNETTE: Aren’t you afraid he might not come again,
sometimes ?

THERESE: Some evenings I’m afraid, yes.

JEANNETTE: I’'ve had men promise to marry me too, you
know. Getting to that altar rail though, that’s the thing.

THERESE: I’m so happy as we are, that even if we didn’t get
as far as that . . .

JEANNETTE: Now, now, catefull Don’t you ever give him
the idea that you’re resigned to only being his mistress! And
another thing. When you go out with him, watch your
manners. In your position a girl can never be too ladylike.

THERBSE bursts out laughing.
JACP-L
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(Imperturbably.) As far as the rest goes, leave it alone. Don’t
harp on it, it only irritates them. But the trimmings now,
you want to talk about #ose—your trousseau, the loose
covers . .

THERRESE (s#// langhing): Just think how I should bore him if
I did!

jEANNETTE: There’s no way round it, my child. Ask any girl
who’s been through it. Take fat Louisa now. She had a good
dodge when she managed to land her gasworks engineer. She
used to pat the heads of kids in the street and sigh that she’d
do anything to have one of her own. Him with his worship
of children, he’d blubber into his moustache. That’s the
way she hooked him. It didn’t commit her to anything. After
they were married, she refused to have any.

THERESE (Jaughing): Jeannette, you’re wasting your time. If he
wants to marry me, good! If he doesn’t . . .

TARDE goes round with the music sheets.

TARDE: Come along, look lively! It’s gone midnight. Time for
the finale.

He hangs up a card bearing the figure 12, and writes the title of the
number on a slate.

GOSTA (Jooking at the clock and going fo THERESE): It’s midnight,
Thérese.

THERESE (blankly): Yes . . .

GOSTA (giving her something): There. Don’t let anybody see.

THERESE: What is it?

GosTA: Open it.

THERESE (unwrapping the parcel): A bottle of scent ? But — why?

GOsTA: You're twenty years old tonight, Thérése. Nobody but
me remembered.

THERESE: My birthday — today? But . . .

GOSTA (with a smile): Tomorrow really, but it’s midnight.

THERESE: Oh, Gosta, it’s sweet of you! Gosta . . . Thete’s
something I’ve been meaning to tell you . .
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TARDE: Gosta, what have you done with your music? I can’t
find it anywhere. Hurry. Monsieur Lebonze has just come in.

He hustles him away.

JEANNETTE: What did he give you?

THERESE: A bottle of scent. It’s sweet of him . . . I haven’t
dared to tell him yet. I still think I ought to tell him myself . . .

JEANNETTE: But your father said he would do it!

THERESE: He'll do it so clumsily.

JEANNETTE: Well, you can’t expect everyone to know how he
feels! He hasn’t told a soul that he’s in love with you, you
know!

THERESE: No, poor thing.

JEANNETTE: What does your mother say about it?

THERESE: Oh, you know my mother. She’d go to any lengths
to keep him. I daren’t turn round. Are they talking to him?

JEANNETTE (glancing round): No. They’te putting their heads
together. Gosta’s at the back. He’s looking for his music.

THERESE: I can’t face it. (Calling.) Father, I’'m going out for a
minute. (She beckons to him.) Are you going to tell him?

TARDE: It’s my duty! Don’t stay out too long. The boss is in
the house.

He goes back to his wife as THERRESE slips out.

Do you think he suspects something ? Thete’s a nasty glint
in his eye.

MME TARDE: No. But we must tell him before Monsieur
Flotent calls for Thérese. You never know, he might turn
ugly.

TARDE: What — here, in public?

MME TARDE: Yes.

TARDE: I never heard of such a thing!

MME TARDE: Suppose we waited till we’ve played the finale?

TARDE: No. I’d rather tell him straight out and then give the
signal to strike up. It’s the march from Tannhiuser. He can
work it off on the piano. Right. Here goes.
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He takes a step towards GOSTA, but turns back again.

Was he in a good mood at supper-time?

MME TARDE: Not very.

TARDE: Oh. (Squaring his shoulders.) Dammit, I really don’t see
why we should be scared to tell him! Who’s the master here ?

MME TARDE: I couldn’t say, I'm sure.

TARDE: What do you mean, you couldn’t say? Who is your
husband, who’s the leader of this orchestra, who’s Thérése’s
father, tell me that?

MME TARDE: You are. In theory.

TARDE: What do you mean in theory? I shall be firm!

MME TARDE: Please yourself. But if he blacks your eye don’t
say I didn’t warn you.

TARDE: Blacks my eye! Blacks my—! Good grief, woman, let’s
be logical about this! Do we have to consult him before we
give our girl in marriage ? What business is it of his anyway ?

MME TARDE: None at all. But that may not stop him knocking
you down.

TARDE: Knocking me down! Knocking me—! He doesn’t
know when to stop, that chap! I’ve been closing my eyes
for thirteen years to his fun and games with you. What more
does he want?

MME TARDE: You know as well as I do how fond he is of the
child.

TARDE: Keeping it in the family, eh? I’m within my rights! I
shall put my foot down!

MME TARDE: I dare say, but you know his temper. Just take
care, that’s all.

GOSTA (coming downstage with his music): I’ve found it. Shall we
start?

TARDE (sighing): Yes, off we go. (Going o MME TARDE.) How
many drinks has he had?

MME TARDE: One.

TARDE: Good. (He walks resolutely over to GostA.) Now then,
have you found that music yet?

GOSTA: Yes.
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TARDE clears his throat, then begins nervously to lay the music
sheets on to the stands.

TARDE: Did you read about that Sicilian fellow in the papets?

GOSTA: Yes.

TARDE: Shot twelvel Terrible business. (MME TARDE gives
him a nudge.) Oh, yes! That teminds me. You’ve heatd about
Thérese, have you?

GOSTA (looking np): Thérése? No, what about her ?

TARDE (%0 MME TARDE): Didn’t you tell him?

MME TARDE: No.

TARDE: But gracious me, he should have been told! You tell
him! Tl fetch Thérese. I see Monsieur Lebonze getting
impatient over there.

MME TARDE (catching hold of his arm): Oh, no, you don’t!

GOSTA has risen, anxionsly.

GOSTA (going to thewr): What was it you wanted to tell me about
Thérése?

TARDE: Well now —um, it’s like this . . .

MME TARDE: Oh, it’s nothing very setious, you know!

GOSTA (looking at them): You’te going to lie to me, the pait of
you. (To MME TARDE.) Your mouth is all crooked like when
you know you’ve got a clout coming.

MME TARDE: What ate you raving about?

TARDE (Janghing on the wrong side of bis face): He’s mad ! Absolutely
mad! A clout coming! I ask you! Why, the very idea!

GosTA: Well, what about Thérese? What do you want with
her?

TARDE (inanely): Me? Why, nothing — nothing at alll (Solemnly.)
Ah yes, I was forgetting. The best, that’s what I want for
my little girl. You know the famous Monsieur France — the
composert —~the one who gave a recital last month at the
Casino?

GosTA: Yes. What about him?

MME TARDE: That dark gentleman who’s been here several
times and who spoke to Théreése ? That’s him.
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GosTa: Does she know him?

TARDE: Yes. You know how quickly young people get together
in these seaside towns. . .

MME TARDE: He’s very nice you know, Gosta. . . .

TARDE: Besides, there’s no getting away from it, he’s a genius!
The undisputed king of his profession!

GosTA: Whatare you trying to tell me ? I don’tlike thatlook on
your faces. We'd got to Florent France. Go on from there.

TARDE (backing): Fine musician.

Gosrta: I know that.

TARDE: It’s men of that calibre who’ve made our country what
it is!

GOSTA (seiging bis tie): Will you talk, damn you!

TARDE (backing): Now, now — not on the bandstand, Gosta!

MME TARDE (banging on to GOSTA’S arm): It’s the child’s
happiness, Gosta! It’s her future that matters! He’s going to
matry her, don’t you see! He’s going to marry her! It’s too
good to be true!

GOSTA (shaking her off withont letting go of TARDE): I might have
known it! Take your hands off me, you! You’ve been trying
long enough to sell her off to somebody! How much ate you
making on the deal, eh? Answer me! (He shakes him.)

TARDE: Gosta, youre mad! On the bandstand! Suppose
Monsieur Lebonze came along!

GosTA: I’d tell him what a slimy rat you are and tan the hide
off you in front of him!

TARDE (struggling to keep upright): But this is insane! After all,
who’s the master here?

MME TARDE: She’s in love this time, Gosta, I swear she is!

GosTA: She’s a baby! You’ve dazzled her with the thought of
the money she might have — money she doesn’t even want!
Because she’s worth a hundred of you put together! And it’s
you, you greasy old ruin, who—

TARDE (a5 GOSTA shakes him): Who’s the master here?

JEANNETTE has ran to the cloakroom door.

JEANNETTE: Thérése! Thérése! Quick!
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GOSTA (bolding TARDE aft arn’s length): You scum! I’d like to
squash you under my shoe, like the piece of ditt you ate!
That’s right, try and look dignified. Straighten your tie, go
on!

TARDE (whimpering): Godstrewth, who’s the master here?

THERESE bas come running in.

THERESE: Gosta! Let him alone! You don’t know what you’re
talking about. Nobody drove me to it! I love him!

GOSTA bas released T ARDE. He Jooks at her.

GosTA: Why didn’t you tell me?
THERESE: I didn’t tell you because . . . (She stops shorz, in
embarrassment.) I don’t know why I didn’t tell you.

M. LEBONZE comes bustling in with bis napkin under bis arm.

M. LEBONZzE: When are we going to have that finale, this
evening or next week ?

TARDE: Very sorry, Monsieur Lebonze, I’'m sute! Right away!
Gosta, to your stool! (Yelping.) Come along! Come along!
Business before pleasure!

GOSTA (pale, his fists clenched): Will you shut your mouth ?

TARDE (faltering under the other’s gage): Business before pleasure
—Imean . . . that’s all I said.

THERESE (gently): Go to the piano, Gosta, please. I'll explain
everything later.

GOSTA farns on his heel and goes to the piano.

M. LEBONZE: My word, but you’re acting as if you owned the
place, the pack of you!

TARDE: We’re all set, Monsieur Lebonze! Ready everybody ?
One, two, three!

The masic strikes up.

M. LEBONZE: And about time! Now don’t let me hear another
word out of any of you about anything! Otherwise there’ll
be trouble!
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He stalks majestically away, pushing a chair into position and
flicking a table with bis napkin as be goes. The following lines are
rapidly exchanged during the music.

MME TARDE: You fool! I knew you’d make a mess of it!

TARDE: He didn’t make a mess of me, though! (He leaves at
his little joke, then says sternly.) If he starts again, he’ll be sorry.
I shall be ruthless!

Music.

MME TARDE (sighing): Let’s hope he doesn’t leave me! You
don’t think he’ll leave me, do you?

TARDE: Now look here! I’ve closed my eyes to your fancy
man for thirteen years, but if he’s tired of thumbing his nose
at me, you don’t imagine I’'m going to go running after
him, do you?

MME TARDE: You’re a coward!

TARDE: You said so before.

MME TARDE: I despise you, do you hear me? I despise you!

TARDE: You’d do better to play in tune. Meet you at the next
rest!

MME TARDE: Coward! Cowatd!

TARDE: When do we get those sharps then, tomorrow ?

MME TARDE: Cuckold! Daft old cuckold!

TARDE: Whose fault’s that ? (Suddenly beaming.) Look out. Hete
he comes!

FLORENT comes in with HARTMANN. TARDE bows over his
double-bass.

Maestro!

MME TARDE Jizmpers. THERESE gives a little smile but does
not move. HARTMANN and FLORENT it down, facing the
orchestra.

FLORENT: Well, Hartmann?
HARTMANN: Well,
FLORENT: What do you think of her?
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HARTMANN: Not the dark one?
FLORENT (with a little laugh): No, of coutse not.

A panse.

HARTMANN: Is that the father, the old fellow with the double-
bass ? He’s unbelievable!

rLORENT: The mother is the cellist.

HARTMANN (strdying them with a smil): Flotent, you’te an extra-
otdinary fellow! You seriously intend to marry that little
thing in spite of those two characters ? She didn’t insist on it,
I presume?

FLORENT: She is my mistress.

HARTMANN: You’re in love with her, then?

FLORENT (langhing): That seems a good enough explanation.

HARTMANN puts on his thick torfoiseshell glasses and carefully
serutiniges THERESE.

HARTMANN: She’s very pretty, of course, but . . . I’vealways
been a sort of father confessor to you, Florent. Are you sute
it isn’t a mistake?

FLORENT: Sure? I who am never sure of anything, I feel for
the first time absolutely certain. I can’t tell you how wondet-
ful it is!

HARTMANN: What about your work ?

FLORENT: It’s just as well you came to fetch me. For the last
month I’ve done nothing, needless to say.

HARTMANN: Oh, yes, you have. You’ve lost a lot of money.
I’ve already paid six hundred thousand francs in compensa-
tion money.

FLORENT: Suppose I told you that I haven’t touched my piano
once?

HARTMANN: The devil you haven’t! (Looking at THERESE
again.) She is very pretty.

FLORENT (sof7/y): I love her, Hartmann.

HARTMANN: I’'m beginning to believe you do.

He Jistens to the music a moment, and pulls a face.
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I’ll tell you one thing. She’s a terrible violinist.

FLORENT (smiling): I know. But I don’t care. I'm not taking
her away for her to play the fiddle. ’'m taking her away so
T’ll be happy, all my life, with her.

HARTMANN: Is that true?

FLORENT: Those ate the very words I say to myself each
motning when I wake. Is it true ? And I answer myself very
quickly: Yes, it’s true.

HARTMANN (s7iling): And is it?

FLORENT: I couldn’t lie to myself every morning.

A pause.

HARTMANN (with a sigh): Lotd, but she plays badly.
FLORENT: She plays badly, Hartmann, but she loves me well.
HARTMANN: Does she tell you so?

FLORENT: Never. But when we’re alone, she rubs het head
against me like a little fawn. She looks at me, deep down into
my eyes. With me, she says, there’s no need to be an especially
good diver — you reach the bottom in no time at all. Is she
right, Hartmann?

HARTMANN (after Jooking at THERESE for a while): How lucky
for you that the girl you love should be as open and straight-
forward as yourself, Flotent.

FLORENT: Why?

HARTMANN: No reason. You are a charming man, Florent,
and I’m sute you’ll make het very happy.

FLORENT: Hartmann, you’re hiding something! I feel you’re
about to tell me that I’'m a monstet without knowing it!

HARTMANN (s#iling): Maybe.

FLORENT (/ightly): Have I some hidden vice? Speak now, for
tomotrow is my wedding day!

HARTMANN: A kind of vice, yes.

FLORENT: Its name?

HARTMANN: It has several. Brilliance, intelligence, effort-
lessness ~ Iuck too.

FLORENT (Jaughing): Why, that sounds petfectly charming to
me!
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HARTMANN: It is. But I trembled to think you might fall in
love with a suspicious, demanding, tormented sort of girl.
How fortunate that she should be a child of light like you!

M. and MME TARDE throw ingratiating nods and smiles to
FLORENT as they play.

The parents are superb! The rest of the band aren’t so bad
either! What has it done to her, I wonder, rubbing shouldets
with them all?

FLORENT: Nothing can soil her. She is immune. It could have
made her lewd and cheap. It has merely decked het in strength
and candour, in a sort of virility. Do you know that she
refuses to take a penny from me? She makes her own clothes
and uses cheap face powder and she won’t even let me buy
her a present!

HARTMANN: But if you marry her, she’ll let you feed and
clothe her, surely ?

FLORENT (siling): I hope so. I’'m none too sure. Yestetday,
for the first time, she accepted some money to buy herself
some suitcases. But I had to bully her into it. She would have
come away quite happily with her two dtresses in a cardboard
box. That must appeal to you, I’'m sure!

HARTMANN (looking at him with a good-natured grin now): Well
now, I'll forgive her for her wrong notes. (S7ghing.) To think
youw’ll have made a success of everything, Florent, even
falling in love.

FLORENT: I'm lucky.

HARTMANN: Almost too lucky.

FLORENT: You can never be too lucky.

HARTMANN: You can — sometimes.

The number is over. THERESE comes quickly down the platform
and runs to FLOREN'T, who rises and goes to meet her.

THERESE: How late you were today!
FLORENT: Hullo, my little wild thing.
THERESE (indicating the café and langhing): Did you hear that
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pathetic applause ? Look, they’re all slinking out! They don’t
do that when yox play, do they?

FLORENT (langhing with her): They’re philistines. Music is
wasted on them. (Taking ber by the shonlders.) Quick. Now for
my questionnaire. Have you thought about me today?

THERESE: Every minute.

FLORENT: Are you sure you haven’t told anyone that you love
me?

THERESE: Yes, I have. I told my friend.

FLORENT: Thérése! And you never say it to mel

THERESE (i bis ear): 1 never want to say it to you. But if I
didn’t say it to other people now and then I think it would
choke me.

FLORENT: And no after thoughts?

THERESE: My thoughts are all before you. In my eyes — and on
my lips. (She Gfts ber face up to him to be kissed.)

FLORENT (murmuring): In front of everyone?

THERESE: Who are zhey?

He leans towards ber. She pushes bim gently away with a glance at
GOSTA.

No, not yet.
FLORENT: Why not?
THERESE: Il tell you later.

GOSTA has come down off the rostrum. He picks up bis hat, crosses
them and goes ont without a glance in their direction.

FLORENT Zakes THERESE’S arm as she stands looking after
GOSTA and guides her over fo HARTMANN.

FLORENT: Thérése, this is Hartmann. He’s only my friend
really, but when we meet businessmen, he pretends to be my
manager, because he talks bigger than I do.

THERESE: How sternly he’s looking at me! Perhaps he isn’t
going to like me?

FLORENT: Yes, he will. 'm sute he will. Well, Hartmann,
what’s the verdict?

HARTMANN: Nine out of ten. She’s passed with honours.
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FLORENT: You look thoughtful. Was I lying?

HARTMANN (fzking THERESE’S band): Flotent, you never lie.
Thérese is perfect. Thérése is the one girl on earth who
deserved you. But those eyes are very bright, that little fore-
head is very wise. She will need a lot of loving.

THERESE (withdrawing ber hand): Why do you say that?

FLORENT: He thinks I’m a monster. He thinks I’m incapable
of making anybody happy.

THERESE: Then he can’t know you very well.

FLORENT: He does. He’s known me for years. That’s what’s
so serious.

THERESE: Not the way I know you. (To HARTMANN.) I've
looked at him asleep beside me; I’ve listened to him talking
in his dreams as he turns over. Well, even in his night-time
kingdom, I am sure of him.

HARTMANN: And are you sure of yourself?

THERESE (fke a child answering a question): Yes, sit.

HARTMANN: Do you believe that he will never hurt you?

THERESE: He is the soul of kindness.

HARTMANN: And doesn’t it frighten you to meet the soul of
kindness, the soul of intelligence and joy? You’re a brave
girl.

FLORENT: Hartmann is a silly old woman. Promise me you’ll
nevet listen to him, Thérése.

M. and MME TARDE, who, with much winking and nudging, have
Stayed up on the rostrum all this time, putting away their instru-
ments, venture forward, obsequionsly rubbing their hands.

MME TARDE: Good evening, Monsieur Florent! So it’s
tomorrow morning that you plan to take my little girl away,
is it?

FLORENT: Yes, madame.

TARDE: Doesn’t it just show you! Life’s a funny thing. I’'m
only a poot man, maestto, and yet I’m giving you a treasure!

MME TARDE: A precious treasure that it breaks our hearts to
part with, believe vou me!
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M. LEBONZE comes in, shouting over his shonlder.

M. LEBoNzE: Certainly, si, certainly, certainly! Anything you
care to name! (So#f0 voce 70 TARDE.) The customer over in
the cotner has just ordered two more bottles — one for the
band. Don’t pack up yet. I'll go and ask him what he wants
you to play.

He goes ont again.

JEANNETTE (sitting down again crossly): This is another two in
the morning lark!

TARDE (faking out his music, highly excited): Yes, but champagne!

JEANNETTE: Oh, we all know that old dodge! They’ll charge
him for vintage and give us moussec!

M. LEBONZE reappears.

M. LEBONZE: Change of plan. You can all go except Gosta.
He doesn’t want the band now, he just wants the piano. He
wants to hear the Moonlight Rhapsody on the piano. He’s
crying. He says it’ll remind him of his wife.

TARDE: Well now, er—the thing is, Gosta . . . We had a
slight tiff. I think he’s gone.

M. LEBONZE: Have you finished making a fool of me? I said
nobody was to move from here! (To he waiter.) You thete!
Go and fetch him back. He must have gone up to his room.

WAITER: Very good, Monsieur Lebonze. But do you think
you could calm the customer down? He says if we don’t
play the Moonlight Rhapsody at once, he’ll get it played
elsewhere. He says he’s tired of waiting.

M. LEBONZE (going out, apoplectic): Give me strength! If Gosta
isn’t here in one minute, I swear I'll throw you all out, bag
and baggage!

He storms out.

TARDE (sinking into a chair): It’s the finish of us! I’m ashamed,
maestro, that you should see such lack of discipline in this
orchestra. We meet with acclaim everywhere we go! But he’s
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a brute of a man! A fiendish temper to him — always flaring
up over nothing!

The WAITER comes back at the same time as LEBONZE.

M. LEBONZE: Well?

wAITER: His doot’s locked. He doesn’t answet.

THERESE (f0 FLORENT): I’'m the only one who can persuade
him. I shan’t be long. Come with me, Jeannette.

The girls go out.

M. LEBONZE: Right: I’m not going on my knees to any third-
rate piano-thumper! Take my car and fetch me the pianist
from the Royal. (To TARDE.) As for you, you can pack your
traps and clear out. I'm getting another band tomorrow.

TARDE: Monsieur Lebonze, Monsieur Lebonze, I’'ve a wife
and child to support!

M. LEBONZzE: That’s your worty!

FLORENT (stepping forward): Look, I think I could solve the
problem. T’ll play the piece if you like.

M. LEBONZE (grunting): Yes, but can you play?

FLORENT: A little. (To TaARDE.) Do you have the music of
the Moonlight Rhapsody ?

M. LEBONZE (grambling): H’m! Calls himself a pianist and can’t
play the Moonlight Rhapsody by heart! All right then, do
yout worst. It’s you ot nothing. (To TARDE.) But I’'m warn-
ing you, if the customer isn’t satisfied, you can start packing!

He goes ont.

TARDE: Oh, maestro, I don’t know how to thank you! Con-
descending — in this establishment — in my orchestra . . .!
MME TARDE (who bas gone to fetch the music): Hete’s the music,
Monsieur Florent. Oh, they don’t make many like you and

that’s a fact!

HARTMANN goes #p on the platform with FLORENT.

HARTMANN (over his shonlder to T AR DE as he goes): Notrmally it’s
two hundred thousand francs, old chap.
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TARDE (weak at the &nees): Two hundred thousand francs! On
my bandstand!

THERESE comes back with JEANNETTE.

THERESE: He isn’t in his room. The doorman says he saw
him go towards the beach. Why, who’s that playing ?

TARDE (drawing himself up to his full beight): Maestro Florent
France! In my orchestra!

THERESE: Father, are you out of your mind! You let him—

TARDE: He insisted. And do you know how much this is cost-
ing me? —at least how much it could cost me. Two hundred
thousand francs!

THERESE: Oh, I'm so ashamed.

TARDE: What?

THERESE: For that drunken sot —in this cheap saloon! You
shouldn’t have let him!

TARDE: Don’t be silly. I’'m going to see if Monsieur Lebonze
is pleased.

He trots out, rubbing his hands.
THERESE watches FLORENT playing for a moment or two.

THERESE (murmuring): Florent . . . It’s odd to see him playing
up there. . . . (A pause. She goes on dreamily.) Come to think
of it, I should have liked it if he’d been a2 member of the band
and I’d grown to love him as we worked together. . . .

JEANNETTE (putting her violin into its case): You're joking, I
hope?

THERESE: No. Oh, I know I’ll learn to forget about his
money if I try. But it isn’t always very easy.

JEANNETTE (with a short laugh): You’re making me cty.

THERESE: If he were poor and unhappy, it’s funny but I feel
he would belong to me mote . . . It would be rather as if
he were a little boy again. I could hold him close to me, and
stroke his hair and say, “Thete, don’t be sad, I’m here, I’ll
help you.’

JEANNETTE (tucking ber violin under her arm): You’ll find all the
unhappy men you want, I shouldn’t worty. Meanwhile,
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make the most of this one now you’ve got him. (Giving
THERESE 2 &iss.) Good-bye, Thérese. I hope I’ll see you
tomorrow morning before you go. But in case I shouldn’t,
here’s a tip. Get him to buy you diamonds, dear, all the
diamonds you can. They’re still the easiest things to sell.
TuERESE: What do you mean?
JEANNETTE (going o##): Nothing, nothing. Good luck, anyway.

She goes.

MME TARDE: What was she talking about? Be careful of her,
she’s no good. And don’t go out with her and Florent
whatevet you do. She’d pinch him soon as look at you.

THERBSE (shrugging): You're talking nonsense.

MME TARDE: Ah, my child, you don’t know the male sex!
When a woman who knows what’s what offers hetself to a
man . . . (Eyeing FLORENT.) Especially a lovely lad like
him. What a nice gesture, offering to play like that! Oh,
you’te going to be so happy, and cosseted and spoilt! (She
sighs.) That’s the kind of man I should have liked. Gosta has
been a big disappointment to me, by and large. With you
gone, who’s to say that he won’t leave me? Ah well, your
happiness comes first! (W7th another deep sigh, she comes nearer
to THERESE and says impulsively.) Give me a kiss! This may
be the last time we’re alone together. You are my little girl,
after all. The eve of a wedding, that’s when a mother feels
these things.

THERESE (freeing berself slightly): In the first place, there isn’t
any wedding yet. And you know as well as I do that we’ve
never been exactly loving.

MME TARDE: That’s what I mean! This evening it’s all come
to a head! It’s welling up inside me! My girl, my little girl!

THERESE (pushing her away): No. No theatricals, please.

MME TARDE: Oh, you are a hard little bitch! But blood’s
thicker than water, I don’t cate what you say. Besides, a
mother has her duty. On a night like this, there’s a certain
little talk we ought to have with the bride-to-be! (Puzting on
JACP-M
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a suitable expression.) Be sweet and docile, dear. Just lie back.
Don’t be afraid.

THERESE: Don’t be absurd. I’'m not a little girl, and well you
know it.

MME TARDE (frantic): Shush! You didn’t tell him so, I hope?

THERESE: Of course I did.

MME TARDE (furions): You fooll Suppose he threw you over?

THERESE (s7iling): At last. That sounds more like you.

MME TARDE: You don’t know your luck! I don’t mind telling
you I never thought he’d matry you. Oh, let me kiss you!

THERESE: Not again! What is all this leading up to?

MME TARDE: With his connexions, you must see to it he does
the very best for you. Don’t give up your art. This time
next year you must be a star!

THERESE (so/#/y): I think he thinks I play badly.

MME TARDE: Never mind, never mind! He’ll coach you!
Either way, don’t you give him a moment’s peace until he’s
started you on your career. Make your hay while the sun
shines, my gitl. Take it from me, it doesn’t shine long.

THERESE (#rying fo break away): Please! Leave me alone now,
will you?

MME TARDE (catching her): No, no, wait, wait! Gracious me,
you are jumpy! Listen a minute. . . . You know how diffi-
cult things are just now. And I needn’t tell you how mean
your father is with his money. You might see your way to
doing a little something for me — on the quiet, of course—

THERRESE (shaking slightly): What do you mean?

MME TARDE: Oh, nothing, bless me — nothing at all! I waited
till tonight because there was no point in botheting you
before. And anyway, I had to come to tetms regarding the
commission. Well, now, it’s like this. I went to see Vinteuil —
you know, the big jewellers on the Avenue de la Plage. Very
high-class establishment; branch in London, two in Paris. To
cut a long story short, I told him evetything.

THERESE: What? What did you tell him?

MME TARDE: Well, T told him you were getting married - to
a very rich man!
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THERESE: But you shouldn’t have! I told you you weren’t to
tell anybody!

MME TARDE: Now be sensible, what difference does it make?
People will have to know some time. So, anyway, as I was
saying. He’ll be buying you a ring, obviously. Now, what
would it cost you to say, T’ve seen just what I want in
Vinteuil’s window’ ? Wait, wait . . .! There’s a square cut
diamond, platinum setting; a beauty— No, wait! Let me
finish do! Vinteuil wants eight hundred thousand for it. I
told him that if you wete to say you’d set your heart on it,
he could certainly ask nine hundred. If your fiancé argues
about the price, of course he’ll come down. But he’s promised
me the difference.

THERESE (recoiling): Oh, you make me sick!

MME TARDE (changing her tone): Make you sick ? Make you sick,
do I? Oh, stop acting the dainty miss. You wete never that
particular before. What can a hundred thousand more or
less mean to him with his millions? And for me, it’s a wind-
fall!

THERESE: And did you think I would agree to deceive him?

MME TARDE: But I tell you he’d never know!

THERESE: Even if he never knew! Especially if he never knew!
(She buries her head in ber hands.)) What do you take me for, all
of you?

TARDE Justles in, very excited.

TARDE: I’ve a stupendous proposition to make to you! Old
Pa Lebonze can’t contain himself at the thought of who he’s
got strumming away there on his old piano!

MME TARDE (with a conspiratorial look at THERESE). Think it
ovet, Thérese. Remember all I sacrificed for you. But mind,
it’s between ourselves, eh?

She goes out.

TARDE (anxiously): What was she saying to you? You want to
watch out for her. She isn’t a bad old gitl, as they go — but
she has a small mind. Listen, chick. Something Pa Lebonze
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said gave me a brilliant idea. All you have to do is postpone
your going away for a couple of days. That won’t kill you,
will it? Now don’t interrupt till you’ve heard what I’ve got
to say. Well, now . . . You know we’re giving a benefit
petformance at the end of the season. Right. To mark the
occasion of your leaving us, Monsieur Lebonze has agreed
to bring it forward a week. You follow me?

THERESE: Yes, Father.

TARDE (on unsure ground): That’s my girlie! Well now. This is
a proposition that might bring us both in quite a bit of
money. (I'd see you got your fair share, that goes without
saying.) Right. Now then. The idea came to me in a flash
when I saw your fiancé at the piano up there. Now, I ask
you, couldn’t you, on the occasion of this farewell concert —
you could say it brought back memorties, that you’d love to
see him up on that platform where you’d been working for so
long . . . It’s perfectly natural — you’re such a sentimental
little thing! (Just like me, soft as putty.) Couldn’t you, I say,
persuade him ~ on an honorary basis, of course — to come and
play one or two little pieces with us? As one of the family!
It would be so nice!

THERESE (stammering): You too, you too .

TARDE: What do you mean, me too? Don’t tell me your
mother had the same idea?

THERESE: Do you think he’s a machine for making money for
you? Can’t you forget that wretched money for one second ?

TARDE: We’d like to, but it’s mighty difficult. Oh, come on,
don’t be such a little prig. You’te as metcenary as I am.

THERESE: That’s not true! You tried to teach me to be, but
I’'m not with bim!

TARDE: Oh, be quiet! You prefer your mothet’s little scheme
because you think you’ll make mote out of it. How much
is she offering you?

THERESE: Go away!

TARDE: Not before we’ve come to terms.

THERESE (o7 the verge of tears): Oh, leave me alone! Please,
please, leave me alone!
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TARDE (lumbering after ber): How much did your Ma offer you?
I’ll give you seventy-five per cent. There! You can’t call me
mean, NOW can you?

THERESE runs up on to the bandstand, interrupts FLORENT’S
playing and throws herself into bis arms.

tukrESE: Florent! Florent! Take me away from here!

FLORENT: Thérése, what’s the matter?

THERESE (clinging to him): Let’s go, please, please! Let’s go
quickly so I shan’t see them any more!

The WAITER comes in, pushing GOST A in_front of him.

waITER: Here he is. I’ll give you three guesses where I found
him. On the beach, at the end of the jetty!

M. LEBONZE co7es 1unning in.

M. LEBONZE (bawling): So you’ve shown up at last! All right,
all right! Don’t give me any excuses! I’ll deal with you in
the morning! (To FLORENT.) My dear sir, I can’t thank you
enough. I may not be much of an expert, but I know talent
when I see it. Did Thérése mention the little proposition
we—

THERESE (quickly): Yes — yes, I did.

M. LEBONZE: Think it over. It might do us both a bit of
good. (FHolding ont his hand.) Now, if you’ll excuse me . . .
In the catering trade, morning’s at six, as they say. I’m off to
bed. (To the WAITER as he goes ont.) You! Look sharp and
stack your chairs! And switch off those centre lights while
you’re about it. No point in burning money.

He goes. The end of the Act is played in softer lighting among the
chairs which the W AITER stacks round the bandstand, in readiness
Jor the sweepers.

THERESE (gently to GOSTA, who is staring at her, motionless):
Gosta, you’re fond of me, aten’t you? I’m happy tonight. I
should like everybody to be happy too. This is Monsieur
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Florent France — you know, the composer. Florent, this is
Gosta, an old friend of mine, whom I’m very fond of.
FLORENT: Then I'm very happy to know him.

He holds out bis hand. GOSTA does not take it.

Won’t you shake hands with me?

GOsTA (roughly): What do you want with het ? (He advances on
FLORENT.)

MME TARDE (screaming): Gostal

GosTA: What do you want with her?

He seizes FLORENT by the lapels.

FLORENT ( freeing himself and pushing him away): Are you out
of your mind ? Who atre you?

GostA: Nothing! That’s what I am! Nothing! Nothing but a
poor wretch who watched her grow up and who wouldn’t
want to see her turn into a whore!

MME TARDE (sereeching): Gostal Gosta datling!

THERESE (quietly): Oh, Gosta, how could you? He’s rich, I
know, but that isn’t my fault.

GosTA: No, of course it isn’t your fault! Still, it’s a funny
thing, isn’t it ? You never fell in love with mortal man before,
yet he’s the one you love!

THERESE: But I can’t help it if I love him!

GosTa: Of course not! That’s your instinct! And thete you
wete, sniffing after money with your dirty little snout, just
like all the others!

THERESE (i a small, broken voice): Oh, you’re vile! Go away!

Gosta: All right, all right, we’ll clear the floot for you, don’t
wotry! We’re none of us good enough for you now! Oh
God, I never thought it of you! I never thought you’d be
like all the rest!

THERESE (i a murmar): It’s too silly . . .

MME TARDE (# GOsTA): Hush now, darling, be quiet. You
know what happens when you get excited. You’ll have an
upset stomach for a week.
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ratrESE: Take him away, Mother. Gosta, go away, please
go away. You’te not yourself.

GOSTA (as the TARDES #ry to drag him away): That’s right, I’m
mad! That’s the easiest way round it, isn’t it? I’'m mad . . .

MME TARDE: There, there, my poor old deatr! Don’t take on
sol (She kisses him.) It hurts, I know, I know . . . Come
along now, lovey.

They manage to drag him out.
FLORENT: But — who is this man?
TARDE comes back.

TARDE: In my capacity as conductor of this orchestra, may I
apologize for any—

THERESE: Go away.

TARDE (bastily): Right! You make my excuses for me!

He scuttles out.

THERESE (quickly, without Jooking at FLORENT): He’s one of
our musicians. He’s known me since I was a little girl. He’s
a simple, violent man. He thought they’d driven me into it.
He thought I was giving myself to you for your money.

FLORENT: But your mother . . .?

THERESE: Yes. That’s another thing I hoped I shouldn’t have
to tell you yet. She called him darling. He’s her lover — has
been for a long time.

FLORENT: Thérese, I’'m very sorry.

THERESE (grickly): No, don’t!

MME TARDE comes in simpering.

MME TARDE: Back I come, distutbing the lovebirds again!
He’s quietened down now. I came back for my bag. I've some
tablets that will help him sleep. Ah, men, men! You’re all
the same, dear maestro, demons every one of you! There’s a
song I used to sing, when I was Thérése’s age — in my early
cabaret days, you know.
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Singing, with gestures, while continuing to hunt for her bag.

Someone’s lost het ocatino

Poor Nana

Nana’s lost her nono

With his ocarino

Nono’s lost his nana with his ocarino.

Where did I put that bag ? In the cloakroom, maybe. . .

She goes out. THERESE stands frogen.

FLORENT: I can’t wait to take you away from here, Thérése.

THERESE (Zonelessly): Yes.

FLORENT: You'll like it in my house.

THERESE: Yes, P'msure I will . . .

FLORENT: My sister is innocent and sweet like you. You’ll be
great friends. And my aunt is the most enchanting old lady
in the world.

The song is heard next door. Then MME TARDE crosses the stage,
and goes out again with an arch little smile and a nodded good night,
singing as she goes.

THERESE runs to the open door, pushes it to and leans against it.

THERESE: Get out. Get out. If I could only shut her out of
my sight. She’s ugly, isn’t she? Ugly and crude and vulgat
when she sings those dirty songs! And that lover of hers. . . .

FLORENT: I know, darling, but what does it matter? We’ll
wipe out all that.

THERESE: Do you think you can?

FLORENT (firmly): Yes, my darling.

THERESE (With a sudden cry): Oh don’t be so proud of your
strength, so certain of yourself! (A pause.) Forgive me, Florent.
But if you knew how hotrible she is! And my father too. If
I told you all the things I know, the things I’ve seen!

FLORENT (faking her in his arms): Thérése, you’re trembling!
Yet you've let me see them quite happily for the last month?
You weren’t ashamed before.
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ratrESE: Until just now —it’s funny — I didn’t know. That’s
another thing they have just taught me.

FLORENT: Taught you? What have they taught you?

THERESE: What I am. What you ate.

FLORENT (kneels beside her and clasps her fenges): Oh, my foolish
darling! But I’m only your lover! And you are mote of a
mitacle, I promise you, than money and expensive education.
Did nobody ever tell you that you were the wealthy one?

rHERESE: How sweet and clever you are. . . . Eatlier on,
yes, I thought I was somebody despite your money. I said so
to the girl who plays in the orchestra with me. She laughed
het head off. I see what she meant now.

FLORENT: My sweet silly! How could a gitl as free and proud
as you be affected, for one second, by a2 mere matter of
money ?

THERESE (shaking ber head with a sad little smile): Not only
money. No, Florent. A while ago you could have comforted
me, I’m sure. Now, your very way of doing it, so sensitive,
so tight, wounds me a little.

FLORENT: You mystify me, darling.

THERESE: Yes, it’s funny, I hardly understand myself any
more. Just now, when poor Gosta wanted to fight you, I
knew you wete the stronger of the two. I ought to have
been proud of you. I almost hated you for being stronger
in that way too. For being the strongest, always.

FLORENT (smiling): Sweet nitwit. Now you’re blaming me
because I’'m strong! I’ll pick a quarrel with that waiter, shall
I -and have him lay me flat so that you’ll love me?

THERESE (frembling slightly): You’re quite right to laugh at
me. I am being silly, aren’t I, Florent? I do deserve you, I am
like you, aren’t I? Aren’t I? Florent, tell me I’'m not like
them?

FLORENT: No, Thérése, I swear you’re not.

THERESE: But they do make you ashamed though, don’t they ?

FLORENT: Not the slightest bit. They make me laugh.

THERESE: What’s wrong with me, then, tell me? Why do I
feel like this? I’m not happy in the way I was.
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FLORENT (bolding ber): My love, my little love. Why, every-
thing hurts you!

They kiss. Enter the T ARDES.

TARDE: Delicious pair!
MME TARDE (beaming): It takes me back to my giddy young
days!

FLORENT breaks away from THERRESE in slight embarrassment.

TARDE: Kiss her, my boy, go ahead and kiss her! She’s all
yours!

MME TARDE: Don’t mind us, dear maestro. We’re all artistes
here. I’m as hot-blooded as they come myself!

THERESE (with a sharp cry): Mother!

TARDE: Her happiness! That’s all we’ve ever thought about -
our little girl’s happiness! We’re not like other parents . . .
(With a glance at MME TARDE.) Yes, well . . . hrrm. The
only thing that bothers us, I'm bound to say, is Thérese
leaving at such short notice. From the professional point
of view . .

FLORENT: But you can find a violinist to take her place,
surely ?

TARDE: Oh, of course, of course, but that isn’t the point, I’'m
afraid. She was very popular here, you know, and . . . The
fact of the matter is, Monsieur Lebonze has given us notice
to quit the day that Thérése leaves. Financially speaking, it’s
a disaster.

FLORENT (faking ont his wallt): But I must compensate you
for that, of coutse! It’s the least I can do. After all, if it
hadn’t been for me—

THERESE leaps forward.

THERESE: No!

TARDE: What do you mean, no? Whyever not, girlie?

MME TARDE: Come now, Thérése, your fiancé says himself
that it’s the least he can do!
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rutrEsE: No! Not that eternal money again! You’ve done
me enough harm alteady, you’ve made me lose enough
happiness as it is, today! You’te not to touch his money!
And I won’t have you going into ecstasies because he’s good
enough to want to marry me! I’m beautiful, ’'m young, I
love him — that’s worth his riches and his fame! I won’t hear
another word about that money! (To FLORENT.) You gave
me some to buy myself some luggage yesterday. I don’t even
want that! (She runs to fetch her bag.)

TARDE (wildly): Don’t listen to her! Don’t listen to her!

MME TARDE follows after ber, whimpering.

MME TARDE: Thérése! Thérese, baby, be reasonable!
ratRrRESE: There! Thetre! There! Take it!

She throws the notes at FLORENT’S feet. The TARDES make to
dash forward.

Stay where you are! Don’t you date move, either of you!
TARDE: But you’re crazy! He gave it to you, stupid!
THERESE: Yes, I'm crazy! (She Jooks at FLORENT, panting.)

There!

FLORENT (bursts ont laughing): My darling! What a wonderful
girl you are! But what does money matter? We’ll never
mention the dirty word again! We won’t even have any if
you’d rather. We can manage petfectly well without.

He pulls his money out of his pockets.

THERESE (murmuring): How simple it all is for you. I’'m cold
with shame and you’re playing a pretty little game.

FLORENT (langhing as he throws away all the money he has on bim):
Away it goes! There! All gonel So much for money! From
now on we won’t even know what the word means!

TARDE (incoberently): Oh, but you’re too kind! Oh, it’s too
much! (To bis wife.) Lock the doots!

FLORENT (throwing down his last coin): Thete, my datling. Now
will you let me kiss you? I haven’t a single cent left on me.
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TIERESE stands passively as e Risses her. She looks at the
TARDES, who are quivering with thwarted greed.

THERESE: Look at them both! It gives them a pain to see those
banknotes on the floor. How gracefully you threw them
down, Florent. People like us don’t have that talent. Just
look at their faces, will you? (A pause. She cries suddenty.) 1
was a fool to start this. It hurts me too, despite myself, to see
that money on the floor. I’ve pricked my finger too often
with my needle, I’ve stayed too long bent over my sewing
for my paltry wage! I wanted to act proud, but I was lying.
(Ske drops to her knees.) Down on my knees! I must go down
on my knees and pick it up so I'll not act a lie! I belong to the
same breed.

FLORENT: Thérése! Don’t!

He /lifts her to her feet. She stands stifffy, with tightly shut eyes
and clenched teeth.

My mad darling!

TARDE (exploding): That’s right! Mad, that’s what she is, mad!
You see to her! We'll pick it all up for you —and give it you
back . . . You can trust us!

The TARDES scramble forward.

HARTMANN, who has watched the whole scene withont moving,
comes over fo FLORENT, who is holding THERESE, in fears, in
bis arms.

HARTMANN (guietly): You will have to tread very carefully,
Florent.

The other two are still busily picking up the money.

Curtain
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A panelled room lined with books, large french windows looking out
on 2o the grorunds. Family portraits on the walls. It is afternoon.
THERESE stands watching T ARDE, who is trying all the arm-chairs
in the room in turn.

TARDE: I wish I could remember which chair it was I fell
asleep in last night. It was sensational. Not that they aren’t
all pretty good. Must be worth quite a bit, a chair like that.
(He starts all over again.) No. I’ve tried that one. Come to
think of it, that particular sensation of well-being was more
likely due to the dinner. Marvellous, that stuffed grouse we
had last night. The trout this lunchtime wasn’t so dusty
either. (He helps himself to a cigar and sniffs it.) Man of taste,
your fiancé.

On second thoughts, he takes another and puts it in his pocket.

THERESE: You'll leave one or two, won’t you?

TARDE: What do you take me for? I’'m a gay old dog, but I
know my mannets. (Seszling himself comfortably.) Aren’t you
going to sit down? That little one over by the fiteplace is
quite cosy. (A panse.) You’d pay about five hundred francs
for a cigar this size. That’s the equivalent of twenty whiffs!
If Lady Tarde could see me now! You’ve written to her, I
hope?

THERESE: Have you?

TARDE (with a nonchalant wave of bis cigar): That’s different. She’s
your mother. I’ve been so booked up lately, what with my
morning constitutional and my afternoon nap . . . We’re
having chicken milanese tonight.

THERESE: How do you know?
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TARDE: I asked the cook. (Dreamily.) Chicken milanese . .
Have you any idea what that is? (No answer. He turns round.)
Can’t you answer me? You’re not very nice to your old
father. On our own, fair enough. I'm used to it. But it must
look jolly odd to strangers. After all, I can’t think what
you’ve got against me. I'm a neat dresser. I know how to
behave. I’'ve plenty of small talk. You just try and think,
out of the fathers of the gitls you know, which one could
wear a dinnet jacket with my ease and smoke a five-hundred-
franc cigar? (Pause.) Naturally, you won’t say. You love
making me feel small. But I defy you to mention oze.

Another panse. He stares absorbedly at a small cabinet beside him.
He begins to look worried.

What’s happened to your young man today? He doesn’t
leave us after lunch as a rule.

THERESE: I don’t know. He’s talking with Hartmann.

TARDE (very worried now): 1 say, if they’re working, he won’t
be back for quite some time. Maybe you could serve the
drinks yourself? After all, you’re the young lady of the
house, eh, girlie?

THERESE: No.

TARDE (rising): It isn’t quite the thing for me to help myself, I
suppose. Still, we are in the country . . .

THERESE (catching his arm): 1 forbid you to touch that cup-
board!

TARDE: Well! Bless me, whyever not?

THERESE: I'm tired of seeing you fetret about in all the cup-
boards in this house.

TARDE: I hope you aren’t calling your father a thief!

THERESE: I wouldn’t put it past you to help yourself to the
odd ornament.

TARDE: Oh, you are unfair to me! Can’t you undetstand that I
merely take an artistic interest in the objess d’arz of this
mansion!

A panse. He sits down, suddenly deflated.
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You shouldn’t have brought me here, Thérése. Your old
father has felt the kiss of luxury and gracious living. You
know, I never should have consecrated my life to that thank-
less muse of music. I was meant for better things. Because
yout mother, don’t forget, was a woman of the people — ‘was’
— hark at me! I feel so good here that I keep imagining she’s
dead. Your mother, I should say, is 2 woman of the people,
but my parents gave me the best middle-class blood. And
willy nilly, under the old bohemian, the solid burgher stock
will out.

He has risen as he speaks, and tried without success to open the
cocktail cabinet. He now takes out a penknife and tries to pick the
Jock.

THERESE: Which is it — the solid burgher or the old bohemian,
who’s busy tinkering with the cocktail cabinet?

TARDE shuts his penknife, peeved, and goes back to his chair,
picking up another cigar on his way, which he puts in his pocker.

TARDE: What’s got into you? You’ve been on edge all morn-
ing. I can’t think why you insisted on bringing me here if all
you wanted was to make my life a misery. And do you know
why, even? I’'m going to sutprise you, gitlie. You don’t.

THERESE, fired of this, leans her head against the window pane.

Oh, of course, your fathet’s a silly old fool, we all know
that! But then, would you mind explaining something to the
old fool, which he can’t quite grasp ? You’re ashamed of me,
aren’t you? Right. Since this morning, as a matter of fact,
you haven’t missed a chance of rubbing it in. Don’t tinker
with the cocktail cabinet, don’t fetret about, don’t smoke all
the cigars. Your fingernails are dirty, there’s dandruff on your
collar — and so on and so on. (Dandruff, I may say, is common
to all artists—it’s an occupational disease.) So you'’re
ashamed of me. Right. You’ve always gone on at me about
my nails and my dandruff. You’ve a nasty nature, nothing
new in that. But now, this is where it all becomes peculiar.
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How many days have we been here, girlie ? (She says nothing.)
Tl tell you. Six. One, two, three, four, five, six. So there wete
five days — the fitst five of our stay here — when you weren’t
ashamed of me. Now you may say you’re not obliged to feel
ashamed of me every day of the week. Well, I'll tell you
something, gitlie, in all honesty. If there was one time -
which Heaven forbid! — when my conduct might have given
you cause to blush, it was during the first two or three days
of out stay here. Yes, I won’t deny it, the first day I lost my
head. Those magnificent dinners, those unlimited cigars, the
brandy that used to come round, regular as clockwork, after
every meal . . . (He heaves a sigh and eyes the drinks cupboara
again.) Dinner-time that first evening, I'll admit it, I behaved
disgracefully. I had five helpings of chocolate mousse. I
dropped an anchovy into my wineglass. I burped. I may say
it didn’t matter a scrap. Each time, I came out with just the
right little witticism to turn the merriment on to my side.
Still, that day-you see, your old father admits it, vety
humbly - that day, I might — conceivably — taken all in all -
I might, I repeat, have given you cause to feel ashamed of me.

THERESE: You needn’t go round and round the point. You
did.

TARDE: Ah, I did! I did - did I? And how did you behave at
table that first evening, pray ? You roared with laughter every
time I put my foot in it. It was you who pressed me to that
fifth helping of chocolate mousse. Not content with that, you
deliberately misled me as to the function of that little bowl
of warm water we were presented with after the pudding.
If your young man hadn’t intervened, you’d have stood by
and watched me drink it, you wicked girl! And when I let
out that unfortunate little noise, your fiancé, who knows
how to behave, looked the other way. Not you. You laughed
out loud, you applauded, very ostentatiously, and you
shouted ‘Good luck, Father!” Do you deny that you cried
‘Good luck, Father’?

THERESE (wearily): Yes, I did.

TARDE: Do you deny that after we’d retited to the lounge you
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played on the undetstandable weakness of an old man who
never tasted the good things of life and made me smoke four
cigars; you filled my brandy glass seven times so I'd get
drunk and make an exhibition of myself. Which I did,
naturally. When I've had a drop in, I’'m apt to break into
song. But even so, there are songs and songs. Left to myself
I might have warbled La Madelon. But no. You insisted on
a rendering of Fifi the Fan Dancer with gestures. And you
laughed like an inebriated barmaid. Why, I blush for you
when I think of it. Do you deny your behaviour that first
evening ?

rHERESE: No, Father.

TARDE: You will thetefore admit that it is in complete con-
tra;ililction to the way you’te criticizing me today over nothing
at all?

THERESE: Yes, Father.

TARDE: Can you tell me, in that case, the meaning of this
sudden change of attitude?

rutrESE: That’s for you to find out, isn’t it?

The MAID comes in with the coffee.

MAID: Monsieur Florent begs Mademoiselle to excuse him for
a moment longer. He said not to wait for coffee.

T ARDE (calling out as she goes): I say. Miss — ma’am!Is the drinks
cupboard locked?

mA1D: No, sit. It’s never locked. (She opens it.)

TARDE (fo THERESE): I told you! (With a gracious smile.) Very
many thanks, ma’am.

MmA1D: Thank you, sir.

TARDE: You’re welcome, ma’am.

The MAID goes out. TARDE walks purposefully to the cocktail
cabinet.

Mine’s a brandy. What about you, gitlie?

THERESE: No, nothing.

raRDE: T’ll give you a little armagnac. (He fills a second glass.)
Flush with the brim, the way you like it! (He drinks, sinking
JACP-N
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comfortably into his chair.) You know, gitlie, I've a confession
to make. I’ve been thinking things over. I was wrong to want
your young man to play in that shoddy joint of old man
Lebonze’s, fot a paltry hundred or so profit. (He empties his
glass and sets it down.) There, ’'m making a clean breast of it.
T’'m even wondering whether I won’t give him back a part
of what he lent me.

THERESE: You must be out of your mind!

TARDE: No, no. I'm quite sane. (He pours himself another drink.)
Yes, ’'m not sute that I won’t give him back part of the
money. (He takes a swallow.) Mind you, I haven’t the slightest
doubt that he meant it as a gift. (A swallow.) ’'m even wondet-
ing whether a gesture of that sort wouldn’t be the tiniest bit
tude. . . . (The glass is empty.) A touch more armagnac?

She does not answer. He pours himself another drink and settles
back in his chair.

In shott, there’s a lot to be said for and against. However,
I’'m wondering if I shouldn’t make at least a symbolic
gesture — a few hundred francs, a thousand maybe. . . . (He
drinks dreamily.) If it’s a symbolic gesture, you might say that
five hundred francs would meet the case. (4 pamuse.) Four
hundred, come to that. (He fakes another swallow.) On the
other hand, I wouldn’t for the world have anybody think
me mean. . .

THERESE: You want to make a symbolic gesture — you of all
people? You - afraid of looking mean ?

TARDE: Well, thete we are.

THERESE: Who would have thought it? Who would have
guessed that deep down all you wanted was respectability!
TARDE: I've always been respectable. It was your mother who

rubbed off on me.

THERESE: Yes, there you ate, you, who’ve had egg on your
waistcoat for sixty yeats, wearing a neat white collar every
day! (She starts forward.) Where did you pick up that tie?
It isn’t youts.

TARDE: I did not ‘pick it up’! Your fiancé gave it to me.
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T ARDE (genuinely indignant): What do you take me for? He was
weating it. I merely said it was very smart and pointed out
that it had the same purple thread in it as my country suit.
Which is petfectly true, you can check up. So then — I don’t
know what came ovet him — he burst out laughing, took it
off his neck and gave it me. The dear, impulsive fellow . . .!

He pulls out a little pocket mirror and arranges bis tie, humming
gaily.

Pom ...pom ...pom...Youwd pay a2 good two
thousand francs for a tie like this.

He tucks away bis mirror and continues to smoke nobly.

THERESE (smiling despite herself): How happy you are here!
TARDE: So much so that I daren’t even admit it to myself.
THERESE: Why not?

TARDE (bumbly): I'm afraid you’ll send me away. (He fouches
wood.)

THERESE: And I, would you say I was happy?

TARDE: Oh, you’re such a funny gitl. It’s so hard to tell with
you. Aren’t you?

THERESE: Do you think, if I’d come hete with the idea of
being happy, I’d have insisted on bringing you with me,
Father?

TARDE: Why shouldn’t you like the joys of family life, just
like any other girl, lass?

THERESE: Don’t talk like a fool. You aten’t one. Doesn’t it
strike you as odd that I should bring you here? Don’t you
ever ask yourself questions, at night, after your last glass of
brandy, in your handsome quilted bed ?

TARDE: Oh, you know me, I’m not very inquisitive. You want
me, here I am. Besides, I fall asleep so soon after my dinner.

THERESE: Doesn’t it seem strange to you that I should en-
courage you to be vulgar, obscene?

TARDE: Now, now — let’s not exaggerate. I wasn’t obscene.

THERESE: Yes, Father, you were. And T wanted to scream —1I
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dug my nails into the palms of my hands so as not to cry.

TARDE: But you should have told me, girlie! You know me.
Once I get going, I don’t realize—

THERESE (ber eyes closed): No. I wanted you to go even further.
I’d have liked you to prance about in your underwear to
make us laugh - to go on drinking until you were sick in
front of everybody.

TARDE (appalled at the very thought): Thérese, you’re frightening
me! (Going to her.) Thérese, look at me!

THERESE: Well?

TARDE: What would your young man have said if I'd been
sick all over his carpets?

THERESE: You would have disgusted him so much, and so
would I too, probably, that he’d have thrown us both down
the front steps.

TARDE: But this is dreadful! You tried to wreck your future
marriage — on purpose ? But why ? Dammit, I am your father,
I insist on knowing why! I feel I'm going mad! I’ve got to
understand why!

THERESE (&ind)y): That would really be beyond you, Fathet.

TARDE (dropping into a chair): I’ve given birth to a monster!
A monster of pride!

THERESE: Would you call me especially proud?

TARDE: On your mother’s side, they’re as spineless as jellyfish.
But with the Tarde family, pride is unconquerable! And it’s
me you take after, girlie.

THERESE: It would be lucky, Father, if it were only pride.

TARDE: I ask you, what is it, if it isn’t pride? Why else should
you feel so strongly about a man that you don’t love?

THERESE: But who said I didn’t love him?

TARDE: If you did, do you think you’d amuse yourself getting
your father drunk so that he’d be disgusted ?

THERESE: It’s true though, Father.

TARDE: Oh, no, no, no! I simply won’t believe it! I’ve been in
love, too, lass —not your mother —later . . . (you’te a big
gitl now, I can tell you these things). She was a harpist we
had in the otchestra for a time. A tall, slender creature she
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was, and real style with it. Lovely girl . . . Well, I swear
to you nothing so far-fetched would ever have entered my
head. And yet, in some ways, I’'m mote passionate than you.

THERESE (ber ¢yes closed): And it wouldn’t have entered your
head to be purposely nasty, purposely coarse? To cling
tooth and nail to your right to rebel ?

TARDE: Rebel? Good grief, gitl, explain yourself! What are
you rebelling against? Come along now, girlie, calm down
and tell me all about it.

THERESE: Against him and all that’s like him here.

TARDE: All that’s like him ? What pray?

THERESE: His house, that looks so bright and welcoming the
first day the better to show you that you don’t belong in it.
Father, I run when I have to cross the drawing-room alone!
Every chair reproaches me for wanting to install myself here!
And all those old ladies in their great gilt frames!

TARDE: Pretty handsome some of them are too, I must say.

THERESE: And his books! Look, those rows of books that
made him what he is, that know him better than I’ll ever
know him! His books that I don’t know at all and can’t
defend myself against!

TARDE: Well, bless me, it’s simple enough! Read them, girlie!

THERESE (pitifully): T've tried. But they don’t speak to me the
way they speak to him. He’d have to explain to me, and I
don’t want that. Oh, but I won’t have them think they
frighten me! (She tumbles the books out on to the floor.) There,
that’s for the one that makes him melancholy! There, that’s
for the one that makes him dream! There! There! There!
That’s for all the ones that make him laugh and not me!

TARDE (picking them up after her): Thérése, girlie! Thérese,
you’re mad! You’ll spoil them! Thérese, stop it now!

The books are falling faster than he can pick them np. He struggles

with an armful of them. THERESE snatches them out of his hands,
and throws them down again.

THERESE: You’te not to pick them up! I want him to find
them on the floor when he comes in!



190 Restless Heart

TARDE drops the last book he was holding and flops into a chair,
disconraged.

TARDE: Your behaviour leaves me speechless, my child. I fail
to see how a few harmless books .

THERESE: Everything here is for him, and against me! (Poinz-
ing at the picture.) Look, his mother. She’s dead and gone,
couldn’t she have stayed in her frame up there and let me be?
But even the dead ate in league with him! I know they
are!

TARDE: Oh well, of course, if you’re going to start invoking
the dead! . . .

THERESE: Have they told you about his mother yet ?

TARDE: Delightful woman, I believe, sweet, distinguished,
every inch a lady.

THERESE (with a dry langh): And can you see me up in a frame
like that, all sweetness and distinction ? Tell me, Father, can

ou?

TAYRDE: Ah, now wait a minute! In the first place, you can’t
deny that none of your friends ate half as ladylike as you.
And as for sweetness — well, I wouldn’t call you any less
sweet than the next girl, really . . .

THERESE: Wouldn’t you? Do you remember how sweet I was
the day you wanted me to be ‘nice’ to old father Lebonze?

TARDE (rising ontraged): This is a fine time to rake all that up!
Oh, you’ve really surpassed yourself, you have! Talk about
tact! (He storms up and down the room, furions.) Anyway, we’re
artists! Artists can be as eccentric as they like in any company,
you ask anybody!

THERESE: Artists! Why I do believe you really mean that!
Have you ever listened to your efforts on the double-bass ?
Have you heard me play the violin? And then have you
listened to him play, even with one finger ~ without its
breaking your heart?

TARDE: Ah, now I won’t have that. You’re a very nice little
petformer, chick. And as for me, you mustn’t forget that I
won the bronze medal at the Arcachon Academy of Music.
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There ate quite a few folk we could hold a candle to, you
know.

THERBSE (with a little, hopeless smile): Well, we’d better hurry
up and find them, hadn’t we, and hold out candle to them.
Because, with the rest of the world . . . (Ske stops in front
of the mother’s portrait.) She can smile away there, in her fine
frame. It must be good to come into a house as a real bride,
without shame, without defiance--to be clear and gentle —
and have people love you . . .

FLOREN'T comes hurrying in, followed by HARTMANN.

FLORENT: Darling, do forgive me. Have you had coffee?

TARDE: Oh, yes, thanks very much. And we had 2 message to
say Monsieur Florent said to have the brandy without him.
So naturally, we started to have it . .

FLORENT: Good. My dear Monsieur Tatde, you asked if I
could lend you a morning coat.

THERESE Jooks up.

TARDE (7// at ease): Yes, chick. You see, your fiancé told me he
had two. So I thought — 2 wedding only lasts one day after
all. Silly to go to all that expense . . . And a morning coat
doesn’t need to fit all that well . . .

FLORENT: The coat is on your bed. Would you like to go up
and try it on?

TARDE: Why, certainly, certainly, my dear son-in-law to be -
and thank you, thank you, thank you . . .

Everybody is waiting for bim to go. He sits down timidly.

As soon as we’ve had the liqueurs, I shall be only too
delighted to—er . .

FLORENT (going to the cocktail cabinet): What will you have?

TARDE: I was just comparing cognac and armagnac before
you came in and I’m bound to say I was in two minds about
which I—

FLORENT: Here’s the cognac, and here’s the armagnac. (He
puts them into his arms.) Which is your glass?
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TARDE: Oh, any one will do, I'm not fussy.

FLORENT: There you are. Do you think you could go up to
yout room right away and have your brandy without us?
TARDE (rising with dignity): And what, may I ask, am I to

understand by that?

FLORENT (smiling): Why, just what I said.

TARDE: This is a sort of dismissal, unless I’'m much mistaken ?

FLORENT: Ina way, but not for long. And with two full bottles
to keep you company.

TARDE (with a very noble gesture): No need to labour the point.
I quite undesstand. (He #akes a step.) I’m not obliged to stay
in my room though, am I? If I get tired of waiting, is it all
right to go for a walk?

FLORENT (seeing him to the door): Of course.

TARDE: In that case —since you were so civil about the suit,
would it be agreeable if I asked for the loan of a walking-
stick? I feel very odd walking without a cane and —in all
the rush, I forgot to bring mine . . .

FLORENT: You'll find several in the hall. Take whichever one
you like.

He pushes him.

TARDE: Well then, if you don’t mind, I’ll take the one with the
gold and ivory knob. That’s the one I like the feel of best —
that is to say, the — er — look of.

FLORENT: It’s yours. I’ll get it for you.

He goes out.

TARDE (dashing after him and shouting): Please don’t trouble!
Please don’t trouble!

FLOREN'T has already gone. His voice drops.

Please don’t trouble . . . Oh, it’s too silly, he really shouldn’t
have troubled . . . (He calls timidly through the half-open door.)
Don’t bother to look . . . thete’s no tush . . .

FLOREN'T comes back with another cane.
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FLORENT: Odd. I could have sworn I’d seen it there yesterday.
Would you like this one instead ?

TARDE (wafffing): I was meaning to tell you . . . I thought
you'd say yes . . . It’s up in my room . . .

FLORENT (langhing as he pushes him ont): Splendid! Off you go!

TARDE goes ouf.

THERESE: What’s the matter? Why did you send him away ?

FLORENT: Thérese, I received an anonymous letter this morn-
ing. Do you recognize the style ? (Reading the letter.) I take up
my pen because there is something important you ought to
know about the party to whom you ate proposing to give
your name.’

THERESE: Well?

FLORENT: The letter was brought by the waiter from the
Station Café, where the sender was waiting to see me. I need
hardly tell you that I treated the whole thing as a joke. But
I didn’t want to give anyone a chance to pestet you, so I sent
Hartmann along. He found your friend from the otrchestra
and for reasons best known to himself he’s brought her back
here. Do you want to see her, or shall I send her away?

THERESE: I want to see her.

FLORENT: Very well. I’ll fetch her.

He goes onf. HARTMANN goes f0 THERESE.

HARTMANN: I’m afraid I’ve been rather indiscreet. I met your
friend and instead of sending her away as Florent had said,
I bought her a drink and asked her one or two questions.
(THERESE /Jooks at him.) She didn’t say much, but I got the
impression that the anonymous letter wasn’t her idea. She
was sent for by —a certain person. (He /ooks af THERESE
with a smile, then takes her suddenly by the shoulders.) My child,
are you sure you aren’t doing something silly?

THERESE (freeing herself): I don’t know what you mean.

HARTMANN: Thérése my dear, look me in the eye. ’'m not
sute what evil genie it is you’re grappling with. I can vaguely
guess. No, don’t shrug like that. One day you may realize
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that I’m the only person in this house who can talk to you
like this.

THERESE Aas broken away from him. He catches her, takes her
by the arms and says gently, but firmly:

You love Florent. That is something solid, something real.
Why not forget all this tedious nonsense ?

THERESE: It isn’t tedious nonsense.

HARTMANN: Yes, it is. Listen to me. In this house, every time
you feel pain when you haven’t cut your finger — every time
you cty when nothing has hurt you, that will be a piece of
tedious nonsense. You forget you are in the house of happi-
ness where pain and sorrow have no place. The owner has
held the door open for you. Don’t hesitate. Make haste and
come in.

THERESE: I won’t listen to you and youtr fine talk. What
business is it of yours anyway? Why can’t you leave me in
peace?

HARTMANN: I’'m an old egoist, Thérése, and I’ve let a2 good
few people cut their own throats in my time. But it looks as
though I must care for you a great deal. This time it seems
to me too silly to let you run away from happiness.

THERESE (fearing herself away): Happiness! Anyone would
think happiness was the only thing on earth! Yes, I do want
to run away from it! I won’t let it swallow me whole! I have
a right to go on suffering and crying with the pain of it.
Extraordinary, isn’t it? You can’t understand that, can you?

HARTMANN (g#iezly): How do you know, Thérése?

FLORENT comes in with JEANNETTE.

FLORENT: Thérése, here is your friend. We’ll leave you
together.

THERESE: No. Don’t go.
The GIRLS Jook intensely at each other.

Well? Say what you have to say. Go on then, talk. You sent
an anonymous letter. You’ve something to say, say it.
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JEANNETTE $ays nothing.

You’re ashamed to talk in front of me, is that 1t? All right,
T’ll go.

FLORENT (restraining her): No, Thérése. I won’t listen to a word
unless you’re here.

THERESE: But can’t you see she’s afraid ? She won’t talk if I’'m
here.

FLORENT: Then she won’t talk at all.

THERESE: Yes! I want her to tell you what she’s come to say.
Goon, you, talk | What’s the matter, have you lostyour tongue ?

JEANNETTE: Talk — talk — what do you mean, talk? What do
you want me to do — say what you told me to say or say what
you told me not to say?

FLORENT: What?

JEANNETTE: I’ve changed my mind. Get someone else to do
your dirty work. I’'m going. (She #urns to FLORENT.) Can
somebody drive me back to the station ?

THERESE: Oh, no, you don’t! You came here to say something,
my girl, and say it you will!

JEANNETTE: Thérése, you’re mad! Let me go!

FLORENT: I think we ought to let her leave, Thérese.

THERESE: No I want her to speak. I want her to say the dirty
thing she’s brought with her. Look at her, with her flashy
clothes and her cheap jewellery. She doesn’t even need to say
anything. She’s brought her wretched little bit of filth in
here, along with her cheap scent and the fag end in the corner
of her mouth! Come on, Jeannette, come on, my old girl
friend, talk! Talk, can’t you? (She shakes her.) For God’s sake
what are you waiting for ? That’s what you came for, isn’t it?
You’re scared!

JEANNETTE: No, but if you want to know, it makes me sick.
I don’t want to look like what I’'m not. (Ske turns abruptly to
FLORENT.) I don’t say I wasn’t envious of her luck, as who
wouldn’t be ? But as for coming and throwing muck all over
everything, that’s not my way. It was she wrote and asked
me to come.
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TuERESE: Fooll Fool!
JEANNETTE: I was to get my train fate and an extra ten
thousand francs.

A pause. FLORENT Zurns fo THERESE.

FLORENT: Why did you send for this girl? What did you
want her to tell me?

THERESE sgys nothing. He turns fo JEANNETTE and takes ber
by the arm.

What was it you had to say to me?

JEANNETTE (freeing herself): All right! There’s no need to
break my arm! I’ll tell you and glad to, since you’re that keen
to know. She wrote and asked me to come and tell you she
had been Gosta’s mistress.

FLORENT: Gosta . . .

JEANNETTE: Yes, her mother’s lover. Sorry it isn’t more
exciting!

FLORENT (f0 THERESE): But this is insane! Why did you want
to make me believe that?

THERESE: Did you hear? Did you hear? Sorry it isn’t more
exciting, she says! There’s no point now that you know I
sent for her. But I made her say it just the same so that you
would hear those words ringing in here, so that your mother
should hear them in her gold frame — and your old gardener
whom I loathe and your prim old housemaids and your books
too, your foul, foul books!

JEANNETTE (picking one up): Talking of books, you’ve quite
an overflow, haven’t you?

FLORENT sees all the books on the floor, and Jooks at THERESE.

THERESE: I threw them on the floot.

FLORENT: Why?

THERESE: No reason.

FLORENT (Zaking her by the shoulders): Thérése, I want you to
tell me why.

THERESE: Go on, dig your great hands into me, T shan’t tell
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you why! I wanted you to know what I’d have tried to make
you believe if that fool hadn’t made such a mess of it. I want
you to know that I threw your books about, that I brought
my father here and let you give him money and got him
drunk and made him sing his ditty songs — on purpose! But
why I did those things, why I hate you all, that I’ll never tell
you, because you hadn’t the wit to find out for yourself!

FLORENT (stwnned): But . . . Thérése, I can’t believe it . .
Only an hour ago we were so happy!

THERESE: You wete happy, not me.

FLORENT: You're trembling!

THERESE: Yes, I'm trembling. I’m trembling at being the only
one here who can’t smile, the only one who’s poor and ditty
and ashamed!

She flings berself down on the settee. He looks at her helplessly, not
daring to go near her.

HARTMANN (faking JEANNETTE aside): Come with me, I told
the taxi to wait.

JEANNETTE: No. I’'m not leaving without talking to Thérése
in private. I don’t mind coming on a four-hour train journey
and being made to look a damn fool at the end of it, but I
don’t intend to be out of pocket into the bargain.

HARTMANN: I have full authority to settle that side of the
matter. )

JEANNETTE: Have you? That’s different. (Turning to ber.)
Good-bye, Thérese — and act sensible, girl, I should. You’ve
got yourself a2 good place here, keep it. (To HARTMANN a5
she goes ont.) If I were in her shoes . . .!

HARTMANN: Ah, but then you aren’t.

They go omt. THERESE is on the sofa, her head buried in the
cushions. FLORENT Stands beside her.

FLORENT (murmuring): You were unhappy, my darling, and I
never guessed. My little silly, trying to make me believe she
was her mother’s lover’s mistress! What a complicated thing
to think of! Her mothet’s lover’s mistress! It seems to me
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that if I had been a little goose who was set on pretending to
be as black as pitch, I still think I should have thought of
something less far-fetched.

She lifts ber head, looks at him, opens her mouth to speak, then
drops wearily back again.

(Sitting beside ber.) Do you think I’'m going to let a single
sortow live in you? (He raises ber and holds ber facing him. She
turns her head away.) Don’t I look stronger than all the heart-
ache in the world ? Look into my eyes.

She has not moved. He shakes her, tries to see her face.

Now, what was it you said about my house? You feel poor
in it, do you? You feel alone? My foul books. Why foul?
It’s by reading these books that I learnt to wait for you and
love you ever since I was nineteen years old. When you get
to know them, you’ll love them too. (He picks them up.)
Come, let’s tidy the place up a bit. All this bad feeling because
you don’t know each other very well. I'll introduce you.
Give me your hand. (He #ries 20 Jift her to her feet, but she clings
to the settee.) Won’t you stand up ? It’s not very polite to shake
hands sitting down. Still, I'm sure the house will excuse
you. These old country places ate very easy-going. (He begins,
balf langhing, half moved, as if he were talking to a child, while he
sits stroking ber hair.) Well now, you trees, and old panelled
walls, and arm-chairs, I must ask you to excuse this young
lady, who is a tiny bit sad still because she hasn’t leagnt how
to make friends with you. You’re a bit pleased with yout-
selves, anyway, all of you. You should have taken more catre
not to frighten her. You chairs over there, you should have
told her you weren’t as fearsome as all that, in spite of your
grand airs, and anyway, you’ve none of you any style to
boast of. You, grandfathets and gtreat-uncles, why did you
look so supetior? You none of you set the wotld on fire
when you were in it. And as for you, Mother, I’ surprised at
you. She was unhappy, and you never said a wortd to het!
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Why couldn’t you sing her the lullaby you used to sing to
me when I was small and couldn’t sleep ?

Suddenly THERESE bogins to sing, in a voice harsh with tears, ber
Jace hidden in the sofa cushions.

THERESE: Someone’s lost her ocarino
Poor Nana
Nana’s lost her nono
With his ocatino
Nono’s lost his nana with his ocarino.

She stops, choked by a sob.

FLORENT: What were you singing

THERRESE (ber head in her arms): That’s the song »y mother
used to sing to me!

FLORENT: Thérése!

He lifts her forcibly to her feet. Her face is bathed in tears. She
reels slightly — he shakes ber, and cries, frightened.

Thérése, look at me! Thérese, you’te crying. I thought this
was only a little girl’s tantrum, like the other day, because
they all thought you were marrying me for my money.
Thérese, it isn’t only that, is it?

THERESE (sof#ly): Listen. You will have to let me go. (He is
about to speak, but she stops him with a gesture.) You see, ’'m not
shouting. I’m not making a scene. You are going to have to
let me go.

FLORENT: Thérese, you’re mad!

THERESE (backing away as if she were afraid of him): Don’t touch
me.

FLORENT: I want to take you in my arms. I must hold you
close to me. now. and make you well again.

THERESE: No. Everything hurts too much now. You don’t
know how it feels, you’ll never know. It seethes and swells
and bursts inside . . . You must let me go away, without
scenes, without tears, while I still can. Please. I’'m asking you.
Because if I stayed a little longer, I'd gomad . . .
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FLORENT: At least tell me when it was I hurt you, if you don’t
want me to go mad too.

THERBSE (with a belpless gesture, like a little girl): I can’t.

FLORENT: You must. I won’t let you leave this room until you
do.

THERBSE (shaking ber head): No, please. Let me go. (She Jooks
squarely at him and adds in a hard voice.) If you love me.

FLORENT (calm and sure of himself): I shan’t let you go because
1 love you and because you love me, I know you do. I don’t
know what pride or evil spirit it is that’s twisting your faceat
this moment. But I do know that they are only weeds growing
inside you and not the real you at all. Struggle as you may,
T’ll pull those weeds out one by one.

THERESE (crying out suddenfy): For pity’s sake, can’t you be
quiet! I’'m ashamed, I'm ashamed of being like this, but I
always will be. Can’t you leave me alone, all of you!

She sinks into an arm-chair, trembling.

FLORENT: I’m going to hutt you. Forgive me, darling, but I
must save you from yourself. Something is driving you away
just now from this house and from me. But I know that some-
thing just as strong is keeping you here too. You’re weeping
and you’re trembling because those two forces are at war in
you. So don’t think I’'m going to stand by and do nothing.
I told you once that I liked fighting. Look at me and speak if
you dare. After that I may let you go. (He forces her head up.
She looks at him, panting.) Look at me. You can feel, can’t
you, that 'm stronger than you and all the pain in you?

Her head is pressed back against the chair. Fearfully she Jooks into
those clear eyes, which are searching ber own. She is abont fo yield when
ber father comes in. He is wearing morning dress and a silk hat.

TARDE: I know you said not to come in, but I couldn’t resist
it. What do you think of your father now, eh, gitlie?
FLORENT (striding over to him): Will you get out of here?

THERESE runs to her father and clings to his arm.
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THERESE: No, Father! Stay here! I need you!

FLORENT: Thérése, let go of him.

THERESE: No, I shan’t, I shan’t! Oh I’m so glad you came
down, Father! I’m saved now! You’re here! You’te here!

FLORENT (shaking his other arm): Will you clear out!

THERESE: Father, stay where you are!

TARDE: Well, but, girlie, I’m beginning to wonder if ’'m not
rather ‘de trop’.

FLORENT: Yes, you certainly are! Get out!

THERESE: No. Fathet! I need you! (She puts her arms round
him.) Father, dear little Father! Oh I’'m glad, glad that you’re
so scruffy and ridiculous, and vulgar!

TARDE: Hey, hey, hey, girlie! I know you’re joking, but even
so, I’m your father, don’t you forget that!

THERESE (With a sort of horrible joy): Oh, I'm not forgetting it!
I'm your daughter, all right! I’m the daughter of the little
gent with the black nails and the dandruff on his collar; the
little gent who talks so grand, but who tried to sell me, here,
there and everywhere, as soon as I was of an age for men to
fancy me!

TARDE (with dignity): What are you talking about? I simply do
not understand. (Te FLORENT.) She doesn’t know what she’s
saying.

THERESE: Oh, no, I’'m not forgetting you’re my father! I'm
not forgetting any of the sordid secrets that tie me to you
morte surely than if I loved you! Oh, we make a good pait,
Father! We don’t need to blush for each other, we’re the
same breed, aren’t we, you and I?

TARDE: Of coutse, child, of coutse. (To FLORENT.) I don’t
know what’s got into her, I don’t really.

THERESE (0 FLORENT): Have you nothing to say now? You
can feel, can’t you, that I’'m a long way away, now that I’'m
clinging to him! Oh, you’d pulled me over to your side,
you know, with that great strength of yours. But I've escaped
you. You’ll never reach me now.

FLORENT: No, Thérése, you'te struggling to get away, but
you haven’t escaped me.

JACP—O
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THERESE: Yes, now that I’ve lost all hope I have escaped you,
Florent. I’'m in a country now where you’ve never set foot,
and you would never know the way to follow me and bring
me back. Because you don’t know what it’s like to feel the
ground give way under you. You don’t know what it’s like
to fight for air and flounder in the mud and sink. You know
nothing about anything that’s human, Florent. (She looks at
him.) You never had a real pain — a hurt that’s as shameful as
an oozing, secret wound. You never hated anyone, one can
tell from your eyes — even those who’ve done you harm.

FLORENT: No, Thérése. But I can teach you how not to hate
either, I know I can.

THERESE: How sute of yourself you are .

FLORENT: Yes. And I’'m sure I can make you happy too.

THERESE: How strong you are .

FLORENT: Yes.

THERESE: You've never been ashamed or poor. I've gone
miles out of my way so as not to go up some steps because
I had holes in my stockings. I’ve run dirty errands for people
and I was a big girl and I smiled and said thank you for the
tip and bit back my shame at it. Did you never run errands,
Florent — did you never break the bottle of milk and linger
in the dark hallway, not dating to go up the stairs again?

TARDE: Must you relate all that silly rubbish!

THERESE: Yes, Father, I must.

FLORENT: No, I've never been poor, Thérese, but that isn’t
my fault.

THERESE: Nothing is your fault! You’ve never been ill, either,
I'm sure. I've had ringworm and scabies and nits — all the
diseases of the poor. The teacher used to part my hair with
a ruler when she’d noticed it.

TARDE (o#traged): Nits, I ask you!

FLORENT (shaking bis head): T'll fight, Thétése, and I’ll be
stronger than everything that poverty did to you.

THERESE (with a mirthless langh): Did you hear that. He’ll fight!
You fight blithely against other people’s suffering because
you don’t know that it drops on you like a cloak that sticks
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to yout skin. If you’d ever been weak or cowardly, you would
take infinite precautions befote you touched that bleeding
cloak. You must take great care not to hurt the feelings of
the poor. (Ske takes her father’s hand.) Come, Father. Put on
your topper and let’s go. (Twurning fo face FLORENT.) Let us
pass, please.

FLORENT (barring the way): No, Thétése.

THERESE (shivering as she Jooks into his eyes): ‘She is adorable.”
I heard you saying that to Hartmann. You didn’t expect this,
did you? This hatred that ploughs up my face, this shrill
voice, these squalid details. I must be as hideous as poverty
just now. You’re as white as a sheet. The conquered are
frightening, aren’t they?

FLORENT: Why do you use such silly words? You aren’t
conquered. And the last thing I could ever be is a conqueror.

THERESE: You are a rich man. That’s worse. A conqueror
who never fought a battle.

FLORENT: But you can’t go on for ever blaming me for my
money! What do you expect me to do with it?

TaERESE: Oh, nothing, Florent. You could throw it all to
the winds, laughing, the way you did the other day, but my
pain wouldn’t vanish with it . . . You aren’t only rich in
money, you see, you’re rich in the house where you gtew up,
rich in your life’s deep peace and the age-old tranquillity of
your forefathers. You ate rich in your joy of living, that
never had to attack ot to defend itself, and in your talent
too. You see, there really are too many things to be thrown
overboard. And you mustn’t think that you’re 2 monster.
You’ve tortuted me, but you’re kind, you know, and it isn’t
yout fault, because you know nothing.

She looks at him for a second, then suddenly anger floods her. She

advances on bin.

You know nothing! That’s what hurts the most! It’s your
privilege to know nothing! Oh, I feel heavy tonight with all
the pain that must have seared the hearts of the poor when



204 Restless Heart

they found out that rich people knew nothing, and that there
was no hope that one day they’d find out. But tonight, you
will know, you’ll know about me if nothing else! Go on,
Father, you tell him, if you have the courage! Tell him all
the shabby little details he can never have known and which
have given me this sotry knowledge, I who am younger than
he . . . Go on, tell him! Tell him about when I was eleven,
and that dear old gentleman who was so kind—

TARDE: She’s mad! He was a friend of the family! She doesn’t
know what she’s saying!

THERESE: Tell him about all the times when Mother came
home drunk and sick and I had to undress her and put het to
bed!

TARDE: Stop it, for mercy’s sake!

THERESE: And he wanted me to love his mother, did T tell
you ? He wanted me to shed tears over this gracious lady here,
with her lullabies and her rose garden. But that’s not all! Tell
him some more, so we’ll make a really graceful exit. Tell him
it wasn’t so far-fetched what I wanted Jeannette to tell him
about this afternoon. Tell him that Mother nagged me often
enough to give in to Gosta so she wouldn’t lose him!

TARDE (sincerely): Oh no, that I should never have stood for!

THERESE: Tell him that at fourteen I had a lover!

TARDE: I forbid you to say any more! Don’t listen to her!

THERESE (pashing past hin): 1 had a lover at fourteen, do you
hear? A boy I didn’t even know! He took me and I let him
have his way, without love — and not from viciousness either,
from a sort of apathy, a resignation you could never undet-
stand. I only saw him once. I became pregnant. When I
found out, he’d been gone a long time. I got rid of it myself,
alone in my room.

TARDE: Girlie!

THERESE: All alone. And I lay bleeding on the floot .

TARDE: I forbid you . . .

THERESE: . . . and bit everything in sight so that I shouldn’t
scream! There. I never told it to a living soul. And now it’s
out. Now I'll never have the courage to look you in the face
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again. (She flings herself down exchausted, and bides her head in her

arms.)

TARDE (exploding, sincerely ontraged): This time you’ve gone too
far! Pm an old scoundrel and life hasn’t always been too easy.
And TI’ve often let myself sink lowet than you’d believe. But
to talk about it, for all the world to hear, to be proud of it
almost, never —never, do you hear me - never would your
father have done that!

A pause.

FLORENT (i a strange voice): What do you want me to do,
Thérese?

THERESE: Let me go without looking at me, if you still love
me a little. (She gets up and goes fo the door without looking round.)
Come, Fathet.

TARDE (as be goes): I must ask you once again to excuse this
outburst, which offends and humiliates me and for which I
am not responsible. After all, speaking man to man - one
does a lot of things, but to shout them from the roof-tops! —
no, there I draw the line!

He bows and goes ont after THERESE. HARTMANN comes burry-
ing in.

HARTMANN: What happened ? I’ve just met her running up to
her room!

FLORENT (guietly): She’s lost.

HARTMANN: You must do something, Florent!

FLORENT: I don’t know what to do. I feel so helpless, Hart-
mann.

HARTMANN: You, helpless? What in the world can she have
said to you?

FLORENT: I don’t undetstand het. She blames me for never
having been poot, for not knowing how to hate or be
unhappy. She’s ashamed of her father and she brings him
here on purpose! She’s ashamed of her past life and she
sends for that girl to tell this dirty lie!

HARTMANN: Do you remember what I told you the night I
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met her? I said how lucky you were that she wasn’t a hard,
demanding, tormented sort of girl.

FLORENT: Why, do you think I haven’t enough love in me to
give a girl like that?

HARTMANN: You are like all very rich folk, Florent, who never
have enough small change to give to beggars. You said once
that one can never be too lucky. You’ve just had proof that
one can. You ate like the kings of old. You have been given,
in profusion, and for nothing, what the rest of us have to pay
very deatly for. So resign yourself, like royalty, to being a
little bit of an outsider on this earth.

FLORENT: But I love her, Hartmann . . .

HARTMANN: That’s where you broke the rules. Kings must
nevet love anything but their delight.

FLORENT: It isn’t only that. We don’t understand her, Hart-
mann. That can’t be the only thing that has hurt her so
much.

HARTMANN (quietly): Yes, Florent, it is. You can believe me.
I who really know her.

FLOREN'T Jooks up and meets bis eye. Instinctively, be steps back.

FLORENT: What ate you trying to say to me?

HARTMANN: When I met you I was an old man trying, with
fumbling fingers, to wrest harmonies out of unresponding
matter — a2 man lost in the hopeless quest for those celestial
voices which you had already found, unaided, on the day
you wete born. (A pause. He smiles.) I didn’t weep, I didn’t
scream in protest—I wasn’t your sweetheart. But it had
something of the same effect on me. I hated you.

FLORENT (baltingly): But what have you all got against me? I
can’t help it.

HARTMANN (picking up his unlit pipe): No. You can’t help it.
And now I’m only an old businessman who knows the exact
measure of his musical potentialities and who is very fond
of you. (He knocks out his pipe to hide his emotion.) It’s funny, 1
never thought I should ever tell you that. But at least let it
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help you not to leave her upstairs, packing her shabby little
suitcase, and sinking, deeper and deeper, all alone.

FLORENT: I’'m afraid of seeing her look at me the way she
did just now. In five minutes I know it will be too late. But
what am I to do? Tell me. Tell me what to do . .

HARTMANN /looks away evasively. FLOREN'T Zurns to him, his
Jace ravaged with grief, and mnrmurs:

Oh God, help me.

HARTMANN: That may be the answer. To suffer and need help,
if you know how to learn.

He has moved to the doorway. He bumps into THERESE, who is
wearing her ontdoor clothes.

THERESE (7 a small, level voice. She goes fo FLORENT): Good-bye,
Florent. (She holds out her hand.) 1 didn’t want to slink away
like a coward. I can still look you in the face, you see. Don’t
keep too sad a memory of me.

FLORENT (mutters, without moving): Good-bye, Thérése . . .
Forgive me. I didn’t know . . .

A pause. She looks at him.
THERESE (quietly): Why, you’re crying.
He does not answer.

You know how to cty, then?
FLORENT (mechanically wiping bis cheek): Am I? I'm sorry.

THERESE /Jooks at him for a little while.

THERESE: So you aren’t always sure of yourself, sure of the
happiness you spread, sure that all the policemen in heaven
and on earth are on your side?

FLORENT: I feel as ignorant and helpless as a father whose child
is dying of an unknown illness. You’re in pain, and it’s my
love that hurts you. You’re in pain, and my love can’t make
you well again. You talked of sufferings that I could never
know. Can you imagine this one?
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THERESE (gently): If only you could try, just once, to be like
everybody else — cowardly, petty, selfish, mean. Just once —
couldn’t you?

FLORENT: I can’t.

THERESE: If you could try, instead of succeeding always, in
everything you do, to catve out your niche painfully like
other people, making a mess of it, and starting again — with
sweat and pain and shame. If you could try, I might perhaps
be set free?

FLORENT: I can’t. It isn’t easy, you know, to unlearn how to
be happy. Before, I did feel sometimes that I was more
privileged than other men, that I should never have to pay
for anything with a tear or a cry. It suited me. Tonight, I’ve
come to see that suffering too is a privilege that isn’t given

+ toall. ¥

THERESE (weeping for joy): Oh, my dearest, you’re unsure too!
You’re ashamed, you’re unhappy. Why, then you aren’t one
of the truly rich! (She picks a tear from FLORENT’S face.)
There. Look at it, all shining on my fingertip. What do I care
about anything else now that you’ve paid me with a tear.
Oh, why didn’t you cry out and tell me you wete weeping
so I should feel less lonely!

FLORENT: I was afraid you wouldn’t understand.

THERESE: Honestly ? So you need to be understood — you need
to be helped, then, too? And I was going away like a fool,
without knowing it! (She throws herself into his arms.) Oh,
need me, need me, if only for your meals and for your walks,
the way a child does, if you don’t need me like 2 man! Need
me so that I shan’t suffer too much!

FLORENT: I need you.

THERESE: That was another thing that hurt. You have so many
things around you that watch over you and clothe you and
keep you warm.

FLORENT: I need you, Thérése.

THERESE: More than all your other joys?

FLORENT: More than all my other joys.

THERESE (s7i/ing): Then call them back quickly! They don’t
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scare me now! (Hiding ber head on bis breast.) 1 lied, you know —
I love you. I love you as you ate. Don’t try to be like other
people. I don’t care any more about not having friends or a
family, or a2 home. Ask your sister and your aunt to come
here. I know I shall love them. I’'m clear, ’'m crystal clear
too and rich! You are my home and my family and the air I
breathe and the sun that keeps me warm.

TARDE comes in, carrying bis overcoat and his two decrepit suit-
cases.

TARDE: As God is my judge, I never wanted this. It broke my
heart to shut these two bags.

THERESE: Father! I'm happy! I’'m happy, happy, happy,
Father!

TARDE: Good God! After a shindy like that I’d like to know
how you can manage to be happy!

THERESE: I’'m happy because you’re going away, Father, with
your two battered suitcases — and because I’'m free of you at
last!

TARDE: Going away? Where to?

THERESE: Anywhere you like, Father! The farther away the
better!

TARDE (pitifully): But I'll come back for the wedding, won’t I?

THERESE (ringingly): No, Father!

TARDE: But I say, gitlie — your old dad . . .!

THERESE (pitiless): No, Father.

TARDE: Well . . . You’ll be staying, will you?

THERESE: Yes, I'm staying! And I’'m strong and I’'m proud
and I’m young and I have all my life ahead of me in which to
be happy!

She is in FLORENT’S arms, transfigured. TARDE has pathetically
picked up his two suitcases.

Curtain
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Same set. Bvening, but it is still fairly light outside. The sound of
the piano is heard from time fo time. THERESE I5 standing in the
middle of the room, being fitted for her wedding dress. The two
workgirls are on their knees beside her. MME BAZIN, Florent’s
aunt, a sweet old lady in lace and ribbons and broockes, is sitting
knitting on the veranda upstage.

HARTMANN 75 Sitting in a far corner of the room, smoking his
pipe. Outside, on the terrace behind MME BAZIN, three servants,
among them the little scullery maid, are staring wide-eyed at
THERESE.

MME BAZIN (%o the servants): Now, be off with you. You've
seen enough for one evening. You can gaze your fill on the
day of the wedding.

THE HEAD HOUSEMATID (%0 the scullery maid, who is still standing
entranced): Come along, you! Don’t stand there, gawping!
You shouldn’t be here in the first place. You know you’re
not allowed into the mastet’s garden. Now then, back to
your kitchen and look sharp about it. (To MME BAZIN.)Ido
apologize, madam. She followed me in without my noticing.

MME BAZIN: I can’t understand it. She always knew her place
before.

MAID: Madam is right. I don’t know what’s got into her lately.
She’s always nosing about whete she shouldn’t. I'm very
sorry, madam, I’ll see it doesn’t occur again.

She goes.
MME BAZzIN: The evenings are drawing in already.

A pause.
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FITTER (fo 2be girls): Spread the train right out. (To THERESE.)
We can see the whole effect so much better down here than
in your room, mademoiselle. Now, we must hurry if we
don’t want to miss the ttain back.

MARIE (yawning): You’ve been at it for hours! I wanted to
teach you to play tennis. I do think it’s eccenttic of you not
to play.

THERESE: Yes.

MARIE: If only there were a river anywhere near. 'm simply
dying to get on to the water again. I haven’t done any rowing
since I left England in May.

Another panse.

FITTER: Give me those pins.

MARIE: Have you ever been to England?

THERESE: No.

MARIE: I’ve just spent three yeats there. I went to an absolutely
marvellous school. You can’t imagine how different it is!
What a shame your parents didn’t send you there. There’s
nothing like it for teaching a girl about life.

THERESE (genfly): Thete are one ot two other ways, you know.

MARIE: Oh, of course. But in France we’re so strictly brought
up, we’re dumbbells until the day we get married. There is
one way, of course, if your parents aren’t too old-fashioned —
and that’s to go out to work. But that’s easier said than done.

FITTER: Mademoiselle is unfortunately right. Another fifty
girls were dismissed this season from Monsieur Lapérouse’s.

MARIE: Oh, it isn’t that so much. With a little influence one
can always get some sort of job. I meant family objections.
There are still some parents who look on work as degrading
for a gitl. T can’t think why! I think working is absolutely
marvellous, don’t you?

THERESE (with a faint smil): It depends. One should always
work at something one likes very much, like Flotent.

MARIE: Oh, no, artists don’t count! I meant proper work. A
well-paid job in a bank, say, or an insurance company.
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MME BAZIN: Well, all my life I've never stopped working —
knitting, tapestry, crochet work or whatever it happened to
be —and I must say, I’ve thrived on it. It’s funny, but I’'m
not happy unless I'm doing something. Now, I pay two
gardeners, but do you know, I often cut my own flowers in
the morning.

MARIE: The main thing about working, though, is that it gives
a girl complete independence.

THERESE: You do a lot of clockwatching, you know, in an
office or a workroom.

FITTER: Mademoiselle is so right! Monsieur Lapérouse has
quite a2 novel way of solving that problem. He’s had all the
clocks in the establishment removed and none of the gitls
is allowed to wear a watch.

THERESE (fifting the chin of the little workgir] kneeling at her feet):
Tell her that one doesn’t have fun every day of the week at
Lapérouse’s.

FITTER: Oh, I can assure you, all our girls are very contented
with their lot, mademoiselle — very contented indeed!

THERESE (smiling gently at the little workgirl): I'm sure they are.

MME BAZIN: When I was a gitl, seamstresses used to work
sixteen hours a day. They were worse off than they are now,
of course, but on the other hand, one felt much more inclined
to give them things. Many’s the dress I’ve given to the
women who used to come and work at home, and very good,
wearable dresses they were too. Nowadays, it wouldn’t occur
to one. The working classes are better offthan we are these days.

MARIE: Darling Thérése! You really are terribly old-fashioned!
I suppose you think a young lady’s place is in the home!
Didn’t it ever bore you, sitting at home all day?

THERESE (s7/ing): Oh, mine was rather an unusual home, you
know.

MME BAZIN: You’re quite right, Thérese. Stand up to her.
Marie’s nothing but a little socialist!

MARIE: Of course I am! I think every gitl should go out to
work. It’s good for the soul. One must move with the times,
Aunt Caroline!
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MME BAzIN: That’s what we used to say in my day too. But
that was mostly so Mamma would let us ride a bicycle.

MARIE: But those days are over! The upper classes aren’t the
salt of the earth now. All men were created equal, and man’s
lot is to earn his bread by the sweat of his brow!

FITTER: I’'m inclined to agree. The modern girl should earn
her own living. Unfortunately, far too few of them have
given the matter sufficient thought.

THERESE (%0 the girl): 1 hope you gave the matter sufficient
thought before you went to work at Monsieur Lapérouse’s ?

FITTER (with a polite little laugh): Mademoiselle will have her
little joke . . . Besides, I quite see that in your case our
little controversy doesn’t apply. A matried lady has a house
to run, social engagements to fulfil. But in Mademoiselle
France’s circumstances, I do definitely think a young lady
should have a job. As a matter of fact, Monsieur Lapérouse
has made a special study of outfits exclusively for the working
gitl. He is bringing out two models this season, one of sea-
green broadcloth trimmed with mink, called ‘Forty Hour
Week’, and the other, rather more formal in heavy midnight
blue faille, worn with just the one, uttetly simple diamond
clip, which he has christened ‘Miss Trade Unionist’.

MME BAZIN: Odd how the language changes. In my day trade
unionists were people who blew up railway trains.

FITTER: Because, of coutse, it 75 quite a problem. The young
lady who goes out to work in the afternoon simply hasn’t
time to change for the odd cocktail party or informal dinner.
The problem was to create a model which would be equally
suitable for office, restaurant, cinema — or, at a pinch, one of
the smaller theatres. I’'m sure Monsieur Lapérouse would be
delighted to send someone along with the two models, should
you proceed with your plans.

MARIE: Thank you. But I don’t aim to start work before next
season. During the summer months, with invitations literally
flooding in, it teally can’t be managed. In October, if he has
anything interesting, I’ll be glad to have a look at it.

FITTER: I’ll tell Monsieur Lapérouse. Leontine - take that
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thread out, will you? (To THERESE.) Would you like 2 test,
mademoiselle ?

THERESE: No.

FITTER: We've neatly finished; one has to be so careful of the
hem, it is so very tricky . . . (To MaRrIE.) I do hope your
decision doesn’t mean that you will give up the idea of that
delicious little skiing outfit I was telling you about.

MARIE: Oh, I shall still take a month’s holiday in Januaty.
I don’t believe in being too rigid.

FITTER: I’'m so glad! It would break my heart to see anybody
else wear it! It might have been designed for you!

MARIE: Another advantage of having a job is that I can pay
for it myself. There won’t be any rectiminations over what I
spend this time. I shall pay my hotel bills and buy my clothes
out of my own money.

FITTER: That is the working gitl’s great strength.

MARIE: Of course! Shopgirls and typists envy us, but they
don’t know their luck. Think of the freedom your own money
gives you, money you’ve actually earned yourself! If they
only knew the cheese-paring that goes on in the best French
families!

THERRSE (%0 #he girl): You see, I bet you never guessed how
lucky you wete.

MARIE: But it’s obvious! Look, I know a girl who’s been
working as a sectretary in a bank for the last yeat. I’'ve never
been allowed to have my own car. She’s just brought herself
a little two-seater!

THERESE: And she’s a secretary? She must have a wonderful
job.

MARIE: Well, to tell the truth, her father is paying half.

THERESE: Ah, I see.

MARIE: Sheand a girl friend are going on a motor tour through
Italy and Greece.

THERRSE: But what about the bank? Will she have a long
enough holiday ?

MARIE: Of course. It’s her uncle’s bank.

THERESE: Ah, that’s all right, then.
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MME BAZIN: I don’t care what you say, dear, I just don’t see
the fun of working for other people. I simply don’t undet-
stand how any self-respecting person can take orders from
strangets. I've been my own mistress all my life and very
proud of it I am too!

FITTER: There. If you could bear to wait five minutes,
mademoiselle, we must just put the finishing touches to the
little jacket. Then you can see the whole effect. Come along,
you two. We must hurry if we want to catch that train.

She makes for the door, followed by her two girls. THERESE runs
after the little workgirl and takes hold of her arm.

THERESE: Wait a minute. . . . (To #h¢ F1TTER.) DO you
mind? I should like a word with this child.

FITTER: Certainly, mademoiselle. Leontine, join us in the linen
room, will you?

She goes.

THERRSE (drawing the girl into a corner): Leontine ~ that is your
name, isn’t it?

GIRL: Yes.

THERESE: How old are you?

GIRL: Fourteen, I’'m small for my age. There ate five of us at
home. I’m the smallest.

THERESE: ’m making you work late tonight, for my dress.

GIRL: It won’t be the first time, don’t you worry. This time
it’s rather fun, coming out into the country.

THERESE: Listen, Leontine —I only wanted to say . .. I

know it isn’t true what they were saying. It’s tiring, having
to work, and it’s dull and it goes on day in day out. So .
I don’t quite know how to say this — I expect you'll think
it’s silly. That dress costs so much, and I'll only wear it once.
A whole year of your wages at Lapérouse . . . Listen . . .
(She leans over and whispers.) Leontine, forgive me for the dress.
(She pushes ber ont.) Run along now, quick. And don’t look
at me like that! It’s nothing to laugh at . . .
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The girl runs ont. MME BAZIN peers at ber over her spectacles.

MME BAZIN: It’s frightening, how thin those little things are.
But there, what can you expect? I’ve seen them in Paris,
lunching off coffee and a roll. They would rather buy a
lipstick than a good thick steak. Most foolish. I’'m old now
and I have to watch my diet, but when I was young, I
couldn’t for the life of me have gone without red meat.

THERESE furns abruptly as if to say something. She meets HART-
MANN’S eye, as he sits smiling behind bis pipe. She stops and smiles
Zoo.

(Gathering up her things.) There. That’s done. It takes me
weeks to make these woollies. I was never a very good
knitter. I keep dropping stitches, oh dear! But the poot atre
so grateful when they know that one has knitted them one-
self! (To mar1E.) All this talk about earning your own pocket
money! You know perfectly well that if you would knit for
my slum comforts fund I would give you three thousand
francs for each woolly.

MARIE shrugs. This is evidently an old argument.

Ah, these modern girls don’t bother their heads about
charity the way we old ones do. We wete brought up to wotty
a great deal about the poor. But they? All they think of is
clothes and motor-cars. (Ske gets #p.) I'm going to look at
those new rose bushes before it gets quite dark. I don’t trust
that gardener of Florent’s. They need constant attention.
You’ll call me in when they bring the jacket, Thérése, won’t
you? (To marIE.) Will you keep me company, child?

MARIE (rising): If you like, Aunt.

MME BAZIN (leaning on her shoulder as she goes out): Those poot
wretches are always so short of winter woollies. If you’d
agteed to join my knitting party, I’d have given you as much
as four thousand francs a garment. You’ll never eatn as
much as that in a bank.

They go.
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HARTMANN (smiling): H’'m. I think we came very near to a
little righteous intervention then, eh?

THERBESE (smiling 100): I don’t mind for myself any more. Only
I was ashamed, because of that little gitl. I’m a fool.

HARTMANN: You’re never a fool, Thérése.

A panse. They listen. FLORENT is heard playing next door.

THERRESE (murmuring, with a smile full of tenderness): How well
he plays . . . He’s happy, isn’t he? I am trying.

HARTMANN: Yes, he’s happy.

THERESE: I want to believe in him, Hartmann. I want to
believe in them. I want to understand. Before, I never even
tried. Tused to say, I’'m too young. I’ll understand when I’'m
old. I wanted to rebel with all my might. Now . . .

HARTMANN: Now?

THERESE: (s#iling): P'm trying.

A pause.

But why are they so charming, so open, and yet so heattless
without knowing it? I try, often, to chat with Marie. We’re
the same age. It’s funny, we have nothing to say to each
other. Madame Bazin gives me little talks about life, some-
times. I feel like an old woman beside her. I’'m the one who’s
chary of teaching her too much.

HARTMANN (Zaking her hand): How calmly you say that
now.

THERRESE (swiling): I've stormed so much. . . . Oh, those
six days, those six horrible days! Sometimes, it was as if a
great horse were rearing up inside me. (A panse. She says
dreamily.) He’s run away. He’s a long, long way off now. I
mustn’t be sorry he’s gone. He was an evil beast.

HARTMANN: Don’t say that, Thérése. He was a good horse,
noble and black and proud. Letting him go was the price
you paid for your happiness. That damned happiness he
fought so shy of, do you remember ? I’m sure it has begun to
wrap itself around you, hasn’t it — that damned happiness ?
JACR—P
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THERESE: It’s true. I need their warmth now that they’ve taken
away my own. But what a strange game it is, that happiness
of theirs .

HARTMANN: You must leatn to play your part in it, Thérése.

THERESE: I am learning. Already I feel bathed in ease and
sweetness. I feel less hard. Less pure too. I can feel quietude
making its steady inroads in me day by day. I don’t seek
into the heart of things any more. I understand, I explain, I
make few demands . . . I’'m growing less vulnerable too,
I’m sure. Soon, all the little tongues of pain in me will have
slithered away like lizards under stones, and I’ll have nothing
but small birdlike sorrows, just like them.

HARTMANN: Soon? Aren’t they all gone yet?

THERESE (s#// smiling): Hush! Listen . . . How easy every-
thing is when he plays . . . Every note sets something back
into its ideal place. Oh, it’s a wonderful feat of organization,
that happiness of theirs! Evil becomes a wicked angel you
grapple gaily with for practice and which you always crush.
Poverty, a chance to prove your goodness by being charitable.
Work a pleasant pastime for the leisurely. Andlove . . . this
smooth delight, without fears, or doubts, or heartache. Listen
to the way he plays, Hartmann, without asking himself any-
thing, ever. I am only one joy among his other joys. As soon
as he thought he’d shut me up inside his happiness ~ having
shed his little tear —he never felt another pang of doubt
about any mortal thing. He is as sure of me as he is of
everything . . . (She adds in a murmur.) I who am so unsute.

HARTMANN: He loves you, Thérése.

THERESE: I want to believe it, Hartmann, I do, I do! But that
tear he shed for my sake — oh, I wish I could have kept it in
a little box . . . It dried and now I’ve nothing.

HARTMANN: You have your anxiety and your love . . . That’s
the best part.

THERESE: Hartmann, he doesn’t even need my love, he’s
much too rich . . . (Ske s#iffens suddendy.) Oh, but I’m not
tamed yet! There ate still some things that I refuse to under-
stand!
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She stops short. The little SCULLERY MAID is ¢reeping along the
terrace, gaging hungrily at THERESE. One can feel that she is
afraid of being canght in the forbidden stretch of garden. As

THERESE furns round she runs away, stammering in ber confusion.
Ma1D: Oh, Pmsorry, mademoiselle. I was just going through—

She vanishes.

HARTMANN: Have you never noticed what she does? Every
night she braves that forbidden stretch of gatden — for you.
She runs the risk of a scolding or dismissal, but she’s shut
up all day in the kitchen, and if only for a few seconds every
night, she wants to see you, to draw her sustenance from
you. You are her idol, Thérése.

THERESE: Me? But that’s absurd!

HARTMANN: She must think you so beautiful, and clean and
scented. She doesn’t have you one single minute to hetself,
yet she doesn’t rebel against her lot.

THERESE: But, Hartmann. .

HARTMANN: And who knows, maybe she has a dog tied up in
the yard, which waits for her each night, and thrives on a
brief glimpse of her, and which she doesn’t even notice.

A pause. FLORENT s heard playing.

THERESE (quierly): It’s good of you to help me, Hartmann.
But how one has to scrape away the remnants of one’s pride
to love like this.

HARTMANN: Take life as it comes. You’ll see, little by little,
a strange thing will work a change inside you. You’ll grow
to think in the way they do, quite naturally. I was 2 human
being pitted against the world myself once. But the serene
days glided over me, one after the other. You’ll see, soon
you won’t feel any pain at all. Soon, you’ll ask nothing more
from them but a warm cotner in their joy.

A pause.

THERESE: But that’s a little bit like being dead.
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HARTMANN: A little.

THERESE: I love him, I don’t mind being a dead thing beside
him. But what about you, Hartmann? He told me you had
money of your own, that you don’t need to be his manager.

HARTMANN (guietly): I love the god that dwells in his hands,

A panse. FLORENT s still playing. THERRSE 75 curled np in a
deep arm-chair. Suddenly she says in a small voice:

THERESE: The important thing is never to think that there
are others who live and fight and die . . . I shall stay here
all my life and when I go out it will always be with them, in
their handsome trains and aeroplanes and their fine hotels
with their silky-smooth head waiters — won’t I, Hattmann ?

HARTMANN: Yes, Thérése.

THERESE: My eyes will only rest where theits do, on flowets,
and precious stones and kindly faces. And I’ll become translu-
cent and serene too, just like them —and not know anything
any motre. (Ske repeats it, like a wonderstruck child.) To know
nothing . . . That must be good, Hartmann, to know
nothing any mote.

HARTMANN: Yes, Thérése.

THERESE: Happiness is a knack the clever ones have; the
ones who know the ropes. But don’t worty, I’ll learn it too.

HARTMANN (with a bint of nostalgia): Yes, Thérese, you’ll learn
it too.

The HEAD HOUSEMAID comes rushing in.

HOUSEMAID: Mademoiselle! Mademoiselle! Your fathet has
just arrived!

THERRSE (furning pale): My father?

HOUSEMAID: Yes, mademoiselle. He looks most upset. He
says he must see you at once.

HARTMANN: I'll leave you, Thérese. If you should need me,
T’ll be in the garden.

He goes out. T AR DE comes in greatly agitated. He makes a sweeping
gesture which THERESE’S attitude cuts short. The HOUSEMAID
goes. TARDE repeats the same gesture with rather less abandon.
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THERESE: Well, what is it?

TARDE: It’s horrible!

THERESE: What is? I told you you weren’t to come here.

TARDE: It’s hortible - horrible I tell you! Your poor
mother . .

THERESE: What about her?

TARDE: Oh, my God!

THERESE: Speak, can’t you? Is she hurt? Dead?

TARDE: All but! She fell on the corner of the piano.

THERESE: And you've come all this way to tell me that?

TARDE: Oh, you are a heartless girl! She fell on her head, half
dead —and why? I’ll tell you why! Oh, the shame, the
disgrace! She had a lover.

THERESE: What?

TARDE: Gosta.

THERESE: But you've known that for the last thirteen years!

TARDE: Nobody else did. Now every Tom, Dick and Hatry
knows it. A public scandal —a ghastly shindy right on the
bandstand — a shouting and a yelling such as you nevet heard!
I feel hot with shame now as I think of it. Gosta gave het a
punch on the nose. It was on account of you, needless to say.
I wasn’t there, Lord be praised. (A pamuse.) When I came out
of the toilet—

THERESE: You mean you were hiding in the toilet?

TARDE: I happened to be in the toilet, that’s all. When I came
out, he’d left — in the middle of the performance, as usual —
and your mother was coming to. It seems he said he was
going to kill your young man. He took his revolver. You
know me. Quick as a flash, I leapt into a cab! A train! Another
cab! Thete’s two hundred francs for the first cab, five hundred
and fifty for the train fare — had to take a first class. It was an
express — no seconds and thirds. Taxi number two from the
station, three hundred and twenty, plus tip . . . it’s waiting
outside . . . IntheexcitementI cameaway withoutacent . . .
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He pats his pockets for the Jook of the thing. THERESE does not
move. He pats his pockets again.
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The clock’s ticking up . . . If you could let me have . . .
T’ll just go and settle up with him. . .

THERESE: Oh, be quiet. You’ll get your money.

TARDE (frantic at the thonght): But . . . the meter’s running—

THERESE: Let it run.

TARDE: You don’t seem very pleased to see me. You might
thank me for missing a show to come and warn you. You
know how the management feels about replacements. Gosta
flinging out — now me — your mother with her head done up
in gauze and sticking plaster . . . We’ll get the push from
there too, I shouldn’t wonder,

THERESE (a/most imploringly): Be quiet. Please be quiet. I’ll
give you all the money you want, only be quiet!

TARDE: Right.

THERESE (after a panse) : Has Gostabeen veryunhappysinceIleft?

TARDE: A wreck. He hasn’t stopped drinking. He’d even given
up knocking your Ma about, that shows you! This’ll make
you laugh! — One night, I found him crying like a baby ovet
the little quilted cover you used to put over your fiddle — you
remember, that red satin thing he gave you years ago.

THERESE: Is that true?

TARDE: What a character! That makes two fights he’s had
over you. The first time was with old Lebonze, over some
remark he made about you. Between you and me, I wasn’t
at all sorry at his giving that old blood-sucker his ticket.
Do you know the old bastard didn’t pay us our full money?
We had to drag him to court over it. Anyhow, that’s anothet
story. The second time was with the waiter over at the Royal.
You know, the lanky dark fellow —big chin, flat nose.
Sniggered and asked Gosta how you were keeping. That time
it wasn’t funny. Gosta seized a soda syphon, the other one
pulled out a knife. They ended up in the police station.
Imagine the name the band is getting with all this. And here
am I, working my fingers to the bone . . . Howevet, after
that little flare-up, I thought we’d have a bit of peace. What
a hope! This afternoon, your Ma, the great fool, goes and
tells him you were very happy down here.
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THERESE: And he hit her because of that?

TARDE: Just because of that, gitlie, without 2 word of a lie.

THERESE: But what business is it of his whether I’m happy
or not!

TARDE: You took the words out of my mouth, gitlie. (Suddenly
remembering the taxi.) But look, thete’s no point in keeping
the taxi waiting — the meter’s ticking up . . . If you could
give me—

THERESE (i sudden anguish): Why did you have to come and
tell me all this, Father?

TARDE: Are you serious? You’re my daughter. He’s my son-
in-law, at least, my future son-in-law. I wasn’t going to
stand by and see you murdered! We must call the police!
Personally, I don’t mind telling you I’d as soon Gosta didn’t
know I came. So if you could give me. . . . There’s a train
back in half anhour . . . (A pause. He adds, in spite of himself)
and the taxi is outside. I shan’t have to pay the starting charge
because, as I said, he didn’t stop his . . . (He mimes the
action.)

THERESE (Loking up, vacantly): What ?

TARDE (repeating it with an effort): I said if I took the taxi on to
the station now, I shouldn’t have to pay a second starting
charge, because he didn’t stop his meter.
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