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CHAPTER 1

CHCOSING THE PLAY



CHOOSING THE PLAY

The first problem which faced the director in planning
his production was that of choosing the play. In the case
in point, the director posed five major questions, or tests,
for the varlous scripts under consideration.
1. What type of production would present a worth while
challenge to the abilities of the director and be
of a type he had not previously attempted?

2. What type of play would be adaptable to the limit-
ations imposed by the small studio stage?l

3. What type of production would appeal to the average
college audience?

4. Vhat type of production would remgin within the
abllities of the avallable college actor?

5. What type of play would hold the interest of the
cast over the long rehearsal period planned?

The director had already decided to produce a play from
the modern era, Modern, in this case, belng taken to mean
the period beginning with the writings of Ibsen. The research
began with the English writers of the late 1880's. Since
George Bernard Shaw had always been a favorite author of the
director, his works had an immediate appeal. The director
believed that any of Mr. Shaw's better known plays should

satisfy the questions posed, providing that the chosen play

I The Studio Theatre at Michigan State College has a
proscenium opening of seventeen feet and a depth of sixteen
feet from the curtain line to the back wall. The maximum
height of the stage is ten feet, eleven inches. The off stage
space on stage right is one foot, six inches, and on stage
left 1s five feet, six inches.



could be adequately produced on the limited stage.

After a period of intenslive reading the choice was
narrowed to four of the director's favorites: "Arms and
the Man," "Candida," "Getting Married," and "Heartbreak
House, "

"Arms and the Man" offered a very difficult problem
in staging, as the action calls for three sets. "Candida"
was rejected because of posslible casting difficultlies, because
the play was too familiar to the audience, and because 1t had
been done too often as a thesis problem. "Getting Married"
seemed to imply at 1éast a partial understanding of the English
marriage laws. Mr. Shaw's experiment with the lengthened
one act did not seem to meet the needs of the director's
projJect.

Before the final decision was made on "Heartbreak
House, " the director conslidered carefully the posslbllities
of the play being accepted as merely another recapitulation
of the political events leading up to World War I. After
making a careful study of the play, the director decided that
with l1ittle or no change in the baslc 1dea, "Heartbreak
House" would be as acceptable today as when originally
produced.2 The writer felt that the many parallels found
in the attitudes of the characters and the attitudes commonly

expressed today would be evident to the audience. The basilc

5 WHeartbresk House" was written in 1914 on the eve
of the first World War. It was not produced until 1921.
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theme of "Heartbreak House," that the average man and woman
must take an interest in the world around them or suffer the
consequences of desturction, appeared to the director not to
have been written some thirty-six years ago but rather to have
been taken from yesterday's editorial page of the daily paper.

Manipulating ten actors on the small stage without
the benefit of the original set Mr. Shaw had in mind and
presenting the sometimes rather vague philosophy of the
author and his quick, witty, Shavian humor would certainly
challenge the abilities of the director.

A conference was held with the designer. The dlrector
and designer agreed that the staging could be accomplished
in a simple and effective manner. The change of setting in
" the third act could be accomplished by using a black cyclorama
over the walls of the mailn set. The garden could be suggested
through the use of a low brick wall.

The reaction of the audience was, as always, an
unknown factor. However, the writer was of the opinion that
the aforementioned parallels would readily be seen and
appreclated by the college intellect, and that the humor--
sharp, clever, and often pathetic--would keep alive the
interest of the audience in the play.

The characters in the play, with the exception of
Ellie Dunn, were all middle aged or older. This presented
a difficult problem in casting, but the director felt that

the characters were within the scope of the available



college actors.

There was no doubt in the writer's mind that the play
would hold the interest of the cast. The difficult character—
ization mentioned would present each of the actors with a
challenge that would assure his continued interest,%

In the final analysis, "Heartbreak House" had met

the tests of play selection. Thus the cholce was made,

3 This was put to the test when the performance was
postponed for a three week period.



CHAPTER II

THE SCRIPT



Key to the Abbreviations used in the script:

C......Center Stage
De....osDown Stage
Leee...Left Stage
R......Right Stage
U......Up Stage

XeeeoeoeCross Stage

The stage directions in parentheslis are those of Mr. Shaw

and appear in the original script.

The stage directions underlined are those of the director,.



*HEARTBREAK HOUSE"
by

George Bernard Shaw

(A young lady, gloved and hatted, sits in the window
seat looking out the window, she holds & volume of Shakespeare.
The clock strikes six. With a sigh she comes down to the
chalr L.; sits and begins to read. Presently, her eyes close
and she sleeps. The woman servant comes in from the hall -
with three unopened bottles of rum on a tray, she disappears
into the pantry without noticing the young lady, she returns
with the tray full of empty bottles. The young lady lets her
book drop awakening herself and startling the woman servant.)

Guinness: From steps. God bless us! Sorry to wake you
nisa, T'm sure; but you are a stranger to me.
What might you be waiting here for now? X to C.

Ellie: Rises. Walting for somebody to show some signs
of knowing that I have been invited here. Picks
up book and puts on table.

Guinness: Oh, you're 1nv1ted‘ are you?! And has nobody
come? Dear! Dear! Takes tray to desk.

Ellle: A wild-looking o0ld gentleman came and looked in
at the window; and I heard him calling out,
"Nurse, there i1is a young and attractive female
waiting in the poop. Go and see what she wants."
Are you the nurse?

Guinness: Yes, miss: I'm Nurse Guinness. That was old
Captain Shotover, Mrs. Hushabye's father. I
heard him roaring; but I thought it was for
something else. I suppose it was Mrs. Hushabye
that invited you, ducky?

Ellie: I understood her to do so. But really I think
I'da better go. Goes to coat on window seat.

Gulnness: Following her. Oh, don't think of such a thing,
mies. I% Mrs. Hushabye has forgotten all about
it, 1t will be a pleasant surprise for her to see
you, won't 1t?

Ellie: It has been a very unpleasant surprise to me to
find that nobody expects me.

Guinness: You'll get used to 1t, miss: this house is full
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of surprises for them that don't know our ways.

Captain: (looking in from the hall suddenly) From the
latform. Nurse, there is a hold-all and a
EanEEag on the front steps for everybody to fall
over. Also a tennis racquet. Who the devil
left them there?

Ellie: They are mine, I'm afraid.

Captain: Holds on landing. Nurse, who is this misgulded
and unfortunate young lady?

Guinness: She says Miss Hessy invited her, sir.

Captain: And had she no friend, no parents, to warn her

against my daughter's invitations? This 1s a
pretty sort of house, by heavens! A young and
attractive lady i1s invited here. X D by window
seat. Her luggage 18 left on the steps for
hours; and she herself 1s deposited in the poop
and abandoned, tired and starving. This is our
hospitality. These are our manners. No room
ready. No hot water. No welcoming hostess.
Our visitor is to sleep in the toolshed, and to
wash in the duckpond.

Guinneses: Now its all right, Captain: I'll get the lady
some tea; and her room shall be ready before
she has finished it. (To the young lady) Take
off your hat, ducky; and make yourself at home.

Picks up tray, holds on steps.

Captain: Ducky! Do you suppose, woman, that because this
young lady has been insulted and neglected you
have the right to address her as you address my
wretched children, whom you have brought up in
ignorance of the commonest decencies of soclal
intercourse?

Guinness: Never mind him, doty. (she goes into the hall)

Captain: Madam, will you favor me with your name?
Ellle: My name is Ellie Dunn.
Captaln: Dunn! I had a boatswain whose name was Dunn.

He was originally a pirate in China. He set up
as a ship's chandler with stores which I have
every reason to believe he stole from me.
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No doubt he became rich. Are you his daughter?

No, certainly not. I am proud to be able to say
that though my father has not been a successful
man, nobody has ever had one word to say against
him. I think my father 18 the best man I have
ever known.

X U R. He must be greatly changed. 8Sits at
desk chair. Has he attained the seventh degree

of concentration?

I don't understand.

But how could he, with a daughter? Swings to
Ellie. I, madam, have two daughters. One o

them 1s Hesione Hushabye, who invited you here.

I keep this house: she upsets it. I desire

to attain the seventh degree of concentration:

she invites visitors and leaves me to entertain
them. (Guinness returns) X U Table L.

I have a second daughter who is, thank God, in

a remote part of the empire with her numskull

of a husband. As a child she thought the figure-
head of my ship, the Dauntless, the most
beautiful thing on earth. He resembled it. He
had the same expression: wooden yet enterprising.
She married him, and will never set foot in this
house again.

Indeed you never were more mistaken. Fixing tea
at table. She is in England this very moment.

You have been told three times this week that she

is coming home for a year for her health. And
very glad you should be to see your own daughter
again after all these years.

I am not glad. The natural term of the affection
of the human animal for its offspring 1s six
years, My daughter Ariadne was born when I was
forty-six. I am now eighty-eight. If she comes,
I am not at home. If she wants anything, let her
take 1t. If she asks for me, let her be informed
that I am extremely o0ld, and have totally
forgotten her.

That's no talk to offer to a young lady. Here,
ducky, Takes cup to Ellie . have some tea;
and don't listen to him. Goes to table.
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(rising wrathfully) Snatches tea from Ellie
smells it. Now before high heaven they have

glven this innocent child Indian tea; the stuff

they tan their own leather insides with. (He
selzes the cup and the tea pot and empties both
into the leathern bucket.) X U R, leaves cup
and saucer on desk.

(almost in tears) Oh, please! I am so tired.
I should have been glad of anything. Following
Captain to desk.

Oh, what a thing to do! The poor lamb is ready
to drop.

You shall have some of my tea. Do not touch
that fly-blown cake: X C toward table. nobody
eats 1t here except the dogs. (he disappears
into the pantry)

There's a man for you! They say he sold himself
to the devil in Zanzibar before he was a captain;
and the older he grows the more I believe them.

(in the hall) Is anyone at home? Hesione!
Nurse! Papa! Do come, somebody; and take in
my luggage. (thumping heard, as of an umbrells,
on the wainscot

My gracious! It's Miss Addy, Lady Utterword,
Mrs. Hushabye's sister: the one I told the
Captain about. X to hall with tea things.
(calling) Coming, Miss, coming.

(she 1s intercepted by Lady Utterword, who
bursts in much flustered)

Passing Guinness on steps without stopping.

Oh, iIs that you, Nurse to table. How are
you? You don't look a day older. 1s nobody

at home? Where is Hesione? X to window and looks
out. Doesn't she expect me?” Where are the
servants? U of table. Whose luggage 1s that

on the steps? Where's Papa? Is everybody
asleep? (seeing Ellie) Oh! I beg your pardon.
I suppose you are one of my nieces. Come and
kiss your aunt, darling.

I'm only a visitor. It 1s my luggage on the
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steps.

From steps. I'll go get you some fresh tea,
ducky.

But the o0ld gentleman said he would make some
himself.

Bless you! He's forgotten what he went for
already. His mind wanders from one thing to
another.

Papa, I suppose?

Yes, Miss.

Don't be silly, Nurse. Don't call me Miss.
No, lovey. (goes out with tea tray)
(sitting down with a flounce on the sofa) I
know what you must feel. Oh, this house! I

come back to it after twenty three years; and
it 18 Just the same: the luggage lying on the

steps, the servants spollt and impossible, nobody

at home to receive anybody, no regular meals,
nobody ever hungry because they are always

gnawing bread and butter or munching apples, and,

what is worse, the same disorder in ideas, in
talk, in feeling. When I was a child I was used

to 1t: I had never known anything better, though

I was unhappy and longed all the time--Oh, how
I longed!--to be respectable, to be a lady, to
live as others did, not to have to think of

everything for myself. I married at nineteen to
escape from it. To Ellie. My husband is Sir
Hastings Utterword, who has been governor of all
the crown colonies in succession. I have always
been the mistress of Government Houses. I have
been 8o happy: I had forgotten that people

could live like thie. I wanted to see my father,

my sister, my nephews and nieces (one ought to,
you know), and I was looking forward to it.
And now the state of the house! the way I'm
received! the casual impudence of that woman
Guinness, our old nurse! really Heslone might
at least have been here: some preparation might
have been made for me. You must excuse my going
on in this way; but I am really very much hurt
and annoyed and disillusioned and if I had
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realized it was to be like this, I wouldn't
have ecome. I have a great mind to go away
without another word. (she is on the point of

weeping)

(also miserable) X to chair R of table, sits.
Nobody has been here to receive me either.
thought I ought to go away too. But how can I,
Lady Utterword? My luggage 18 on the steps;
and the station fly has gone.

(The Captain emerges from the pantry with a
tea cup

Your tea, young lady. Gives it to Ellie. What!
another lady! I must fetch another cup. (makes
for the pantry)

(Rising from the sofa, suffused with emotion)
Papa! Don't you know me? I'm your daughter.

Nonsense! My daughter's upstairs asleep.
(vanishes thru the half door)

Lady Utterword sits on sofa.

(going to her with the cup) Don't be so
distressed. X to sofa. Have this cup of tea.
Sits upstage on sofa. He 1s very old and very
strange: he has been just like that to me. I
know how dreadful it must be: my own father 1is
all the world to me. Oh, I'm sure he didn't mean
it.

(Captain returns with another cup)
Now we are complete. (places 1t on the tray)
Papa, you can't have forgotten me. I am Ariadne.

Goes to Captain. I'm little Paddy Patkins. Won't
you kiss me! (Throws her arms round his neck)

(woodenly enduring her embrace) How can you be
Ariadne?! You are a middle aged woman: well
preserved, madam, but no longer young.

But think of all the years and years I have been
away, Papa. I have had to grow old, like other
people.
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(disengaging himself) Pushes Lady Utterword
away U C. You should grow out of kilssing
strange men: they may be striving to attain
the seventh degree of concentration.

But I'm your daughter. You haven't seen me for
years.

So much the worse! When our relatives are at
home, we have to think of all their good points
or it would be impossible to endure them. But
when they are away, we console ourselves for
thelr absence by dwelling on their vices.

X to desk, sits. That is how I have come to
think my absent daughter Ariadne a perfect
fiend; 8o do not try to ingratliate yourself here
by impersonating her,

Ingratiating myself indeed! (with dignity)
Sits in chair D L. Very well, Papa. %sits down
and poure tea for herself)

Rlslgg. I am neglecting my social duties. You
remember Dunn? Billy Dunn?

Do you mean that villanous sailor who robbed
you?

(Introducing Ellle) His daughter. Sits at desk

(protesting) No---

(Guinness returns with fresh tea)

Rises, stops her at foot of steps. Take that
EEE?E:E’ZFE?T-—DO you hear?

You've actually remembered about the tea!

(To Ellie) Oh, miss, he didn't forget you after
all! You have made an impression.

(gloomily) 8its at desk. Youth! beauty!
novelty! They are badly wanted in this house.

I am excessively old. Heslone 1s only moderately
young. Her children are not youthful.

How can children be expected to be youthful in
this house? Almost before we could speak we
were filled with notions that might have been
all very well for pagan philosophers of fifty,
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but were certainly quite unfit for respectable
people of any age.

You were always for respectability, Miss Addy.
Starts to exit.

Nursge, willl you please remember that I am Lady
Utterword, and not Miss Addy, nor lovey, nor
darling, nor doty? Do you hear me?

Yes, ducky: all right. I'll tell them all
they must call you My Lady. (takes tray out
with undisturbed placidity)

What comfort? what sense i1s there in having
servants with no manners?

Lady Utterword, do you think Mrs. Hushabye
really expects me?

Oh, don't ask me. You can see for yourself
that I've just arrived; her only sister, after
twenty three years' absence! and it seems that
I am not expected.

Rises, X to steps. What does it matter whether
the young lady Es expected or not? She is

welcome. Holds on platform., There are beds:
there 18 food. I'IE find a room for her myself.
(he makes for the door)

Oh, please--(he goes out) She rises, starts

up to him ausegs, X to desk and puts cup down.
Lady Utterword, I don't know what to do. Your
father persists in believing that my father 1is
some sallor who robbed him, X D to sofa.

You had better pretend not to notice it. My
father is a very clever man; but he always
forgot things; and now that he is old, of course
he is worse. And I must warn you that it 1is
sometimes very hard to feel quite sure that he
really forgets.

(Mrs. Hushabye bursts into the room tempestuously
and embraces Ellle. Unlike her sister she 1is
uncorseted and dressed anyhow in a rich robe of
black pile that shows off her white skin and
statuesque contour.)
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Mrs. H: Ellie, my darling, my pettikins how long have
you been here? I've been at home all the time:
I was putting flowers and things in your room;
and when I Jjust sat down for a moment to try
how comfortable the armchalr was I went off to
sleep. Papa woke me and told me you were here.
Fancy your finding no one, and being neglected
and abandoned. My poor love! (she deposits
Ellie on the sofa) Hesione sits D end of sofa.
Oh! you've brought someone with you. 1Introduce

ne.

Lady U: Heslone, 1s it possible that you don't know me?

Mrs. H: (conventionally) Of course I remember your face
quite well. Where have we met?

Lady U: Didn't Papa tell you I was here? OH! this is
really too much.

Mrs. H: Papal

Lady U: Yes, Papa. Our papa, Riges, X to table icks up
loves. you unfeeling wretch! 1'll go straight
%o a hotel.

Mrs. H: (seizing her by the shoulders) My goodness
gracious goodness, you don't mean to say that
you're Addy!

Lady U: I certainly am Addy; and I don't think I can be
80 much changed that you would not have recognized
me 1f you had any real affection for me. And
Papa didn't think me even worth mentioning!

Mrs. H: What a lark! 8Sit down. She pushes her into
chair R of table. You do 1ook a swell. JYou're
much handsomer than you used to be. You've made
the acquaintance of Ellie, of course. She 1s
going to marry a perfect hog of a millionaire
for the sake of her father, who is as poor as
a church mouse; and you must help me to stop

her.
Ellie: Oh, please, Hesione!
Mrs. H: From U of Mrs. Utterword's chair. My pettikins,

the man's coming here today with your father to
begin persecuting you; and everybody will see
the state of the case in ten minutes; so what's
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the use of making a secret of 1it?

He 18 not a hog, Hesione. You don't know how
wonderfully good he was to my father, and how
deeply grateful I am to him.

(to Lady U.) X to chair D L. Her father 1s a
very remarkable man, Addy. His name 1s Mazzinl
Dunn. Mazzini was a celebrity of some kind who
knew Ellie's grand parents. They were both poets,
like the Brownings; and when her father came

into the world Mazzini saild, "Another soldier
born for freedom!" So they christened him
Mazzini; and he has been fighting for freedom

in his quiet way ever since. That's why he 1is

80 poor.

I am proud of his poverty.

X to Ellie. Of course you are, pettikins. Why
not leave him in i1t, and marry someone you love?

(rising suddenly) Hesione, are you going to kiss
me or are you not?

What do you want to be kissed for?

I don't want to be kissed; but I do want you to
behave properly and decently. We are sisters.
We have been separated for twenty-three years.
You ought to kiss me.

Tomorrow morning, dear, before you make up. I
hate the smell of powder. X to sofa, sits.

Oh! you unfeeling----

(to Ellie) Your room is ready. From platform,
holds. The sheets were damp; but I have changed
em.

OH! What about my sheets?
XL of C. Take my advice: air them: or take

them off and sleep in blankets. X to garden
door. You shall sleep in Ariadne's old room.

Indeed I shall do nothing of the sort. That
1ittle hole! I am entitled to the best spare
room.
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(continuing unmoved) From door. She married
a numskull. She told me she would marry anyone
to get away from homse.

You are pretending not to know me on purpose.
I will leave the house. Picks up gloves.

(Mazzini Dunn enters from the hall)

At last! Captain Shotover, here is my father.
X to bring Dunn in. ‘

This! Nonsense! not a bit like him. (he goes
away through the garden, shutting the door
sharply behind him)

I will not be ignored and pretended to be
somebody else. I will have it out with Papa
now, this instant. (to Mazzini) Excuse me.
(She follows the Captain out, making a hasty
bow to Mazzinl, who returns 1it.)

(hospitably shaking hands) How good of you to
come, Mr, Dunn. You don't mind Papa, do you?
He 18 as mad as a hatter, you know, but quite
harmless and extremely clever. You will have
some delightful talks with him.

I hope so. (to Ellie) So here you are, Ellie,
dear. (He draws her arm affectionately through
his) I must thank you, Mrs. Hushabye, for your
kindness to my daughter. I'm afraid she would
have had no holiday if you had not invited her.

Not at all. Very nice of her to come and attract
young people to the house for us.

(smiling) I'm afraid Ellie is not interested in
young men, Mrs. Hushabye. Her taste 18 on the
graver, solider side.

(with a sudden rather hard brightness in her
manner) Won't you take off your overcoat, Mr.
Dunn? You will find a cupboard for coats and
hats and things in the corner of the hall.
(hastily releasing Ellie) Yes--thank you--I
had better-- (he goes out)

The old brute!



Ellie:
Mrs. H:

Ellie:

Mrs. H:
Ellie:

Mrs. H:

Ellie:

Mrs. H:
Ellie:
Mrs. H:
Ellie:
Mrs. H:

Ellie:

Mazzini:

Mrs. H:

Mazzini:

19
Who?

Who! Him. X D L below table. He.It. "Graver,
solider tastes,” indeed!

You don't mean that you were speaking like that
of my father!

I was. You know I was.

I will leave your house at once. (she turns to
to the door)

If you attempt it, I'll tell your father why.
Sits D L.

(turning again) Oh! How can you treat a
visitor like this, Mrs. Hushabye?

I thought you were going to call me Heslone.
Certainly not now?

Very well: I'll tell your father.

OH!

X to C. If you turn a hair--if you take his

part against me and against your own heart for

a moment, I'll give that born soldier of freedom
a plece of my mind that will stand him on his
selfish old head for a week.

Hesione! X D to Hesione. My father selfish!
How little you know--- (she 1s interrupted by
Mazzini, who returns, excited)

Ellie, Mangan has come: I thought you'd like
to know. Excuse me, Mrs. Hushabye, the strange
0ld gentleman—---

Papa. Quite so. Turns, X D L.

Oh, I beg your pardon, of course: Following her
I was a 1little confused by his manner. He 18
making Mangan help him with something in the
garden; and he wants me t00~===-

(a powerful whistle is heard)
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The Captain's volce 1s heard: Bosun Ahoy!
(whistle 18 repeated)

Oh dear! I believe he is whistling for me.
(He hurries out)

Now my father 1s a wonderful man, if you like.
Moves in to Ellie.

Hesione, listen to me. You don't understand.
My father and Mr. Mangan were boys together.
MI‘ ° Ma--"

I don't care what they were: we must sit down
if you are going to begin as far back as that.
Sits Ellie D on sofa, Heslone sits U on sofa.

Now, pettikins, tell me all about Mr. Mangan.

They call him Boss Mangan, don't they? He 1s

a Napoleon of indistry and disgustingly rich,

isn't he? Why 1sn't your father rich?

My poor father should never have been in business,
His parents were poets; and they gave him the
noblest ideas; but they could not afford to

give him a profession.

Fanecy your grandparents, with their eyes in
fine frenzy rolling! And so your poor father
had to go into business. Hasn't he succeeded
in it?

He always used to say he could succeed if he
only had some capital. He fought his way along,
to keep a roof over our heads and bring us up
well; but it was always a struggle: always the
same difficulty of not having capital enough.

I don't know how to describe it to you.

Poor Ellie! I know. Pulling the devil by the
tall.

(hurt) Oh, no. Not like that. It was at
least dignified.

That made it all the harder, didn't it? I
shouldn't have pulled the devil by the tall
with dignity. I should have pulled hard
(between her teeth)----hard. Well? Go on.

At last it seemed that all our troubles were
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at an end. Mr. Mangan did an extraordinarily
noble thing out of pure friendship for my
father and respect for his character.

He asked him how much capital he wanted, and
gave 1t to him. He Just simply made him a
present of it. Wasn't that splendid of him?

On condition that you married him?

Oh, no, no, no! This was when I was a child.

He had never even seen me: he never came to our
house. It was absolutely disinterested. Pure
generosity.

Oh! I beg the gentleman's pardon. Well, what
became of the money?

We all got new clothes and moved into another
house. And I went to another school for two
years.

Only two years?

That was all: for at the end of two years my
father was utterly ruined.

How?

I don't know. I never could understand. But
It was dreadful. When we were poor my father
had never been in debt. But when he launched
out into business on a large scale, he had to
incur liabilities. When the business went into
liquidation he owed more money than Mr. Mangan
had given him.

Bit off more than he could chew, I suppose.

I think you are a little unfeeling about 1it.
Goes U L to table.

Rises, X D C. My pettikins, you mustn't mind
my way of talking. I was quite sensitive and
particular as you once; but I have picked up so
much slang from the children that I am really
hardly presentable. X to D R, sits D on sofa.
I suppose your father had no head for business,
and made & mess of 1it.

Oh, that Just shows how entirely you are
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migstaken about him. The business turned out a
great success. It now pays forty-four percent
after deducting the excess profits tax.

Then why aren't you rolling in money?

I don't kxnow. X to sofa. It seems very unfair
to me. Sits. You see, my father was made bank-
rupt. It nearly broke his heart, because he had
persuaded several of his friends to put money
into the business. He was sure it would succeed;
and events proved that he was quite right. But
they all lost thelr money. It was dreadful., I
don't know what we should have done but for Mr.
Manga.no

What! Did the Boss come to the rescue again,
after all his money being thrown away?

He did indeed, and never uttered a reproach to
my father. He bought what was left of the
business--the bulldings and the machinery and
things---, Then Mr. Mangan started a company
to take up the business, and made my father a
manager in 1t to save us from starvation; for
I wasn't earning anything then.

Quite a romance. And when did the Boss develop
the tender passion?

Oh, that was years after, quite lately. He
took the chair one night at a sort of people's
concert. I was singing there. As an amateur,
you know: he was 80 pleased with my singing
that he asked might he walk home with me. I
never saw anyone so taken aback as he was when
I took him home and introduced him to my father,
his own mansger. It was then that my father
told me how nobly he had behaved. Of course
it was considered a great chance for me, as he
is 80 rich. And--and--we drifted into a sort
of understanding--I suppose I should call it
an en§agement-- she 1s distressed and cannot

g0 on

Risl X U C. You may have drifted into it;
but you will bounce out of it, my pettikins, if
I am to have anything to do with 1it.

No: 1it's no use. I am bound in honor and
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gratitude. I will go through with 1it.

(behind the sofa, scolding down at her) You
know, of course, that it's not honorable or

grateful to marry a man you don't love. Do

you love this Mangan man?

Yes. At leagt=---

I don't want to know about "at least:" I want to
know the worst. Girls of your age fall in love
with all sorts of impossible people, especlally
old people.

I like Mr. Mangan very much; and I shall always
be----

X to U of table, =-==--- grateful to him for his

kindness to dear father. I know. Anybody else?
What do you mean?

Anybody else? Are you in love with anybody else?
Of course not.

Humph! (the book on the table catches her eye.
She picks it up, and evidently finds the title
very unexpected. She looks at Ellie, and asks
quaintly) Quite sure you're not in love with

an actor?

No, no. Why? What put such a thing into your
head?

This 1s yours, isn't 1t? Why else should you
be reading Othello?

My father taught me to love Shakespeare.

(f1inging the book down on the table) Really!
your father does seem to be about the limit.

(naively) Do you never read Shakespeare,
Heslione? That seems to me so extraordinary. 1
like Othello.

Do you indeed? He was Jealous, wasn't he?

Oh, not that. I think all the part about
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Jealousy is horrible. But don't you think 1t
must have been a wonderful experience for
Desdemona, brought up so quietly at home, to meet
a man who had been out in the world doing all
sorts of brave things and having terrible
adventure, and yet finding something in her that
made him love to sit and talk with her and tell
her about them?

That's your idea of romance, is 1t?

Not romance exactly. It might really happen.
(Ellie's eyes show that she 1s not arguing,
but in a day dream. Mrs. H. watching her
inquisitively, goes deliberately back to the
sofa and looks down at her.)

Ellie dear, have you noticed that some of those
stories that Othello told Desdemona couldn't
have happened?

Oh, no. Shapespeare thought they could have
happened.

Hm! Desdemona thought they could have happened.
But they didn't.

Why 4o you look so enigmatic about it? You are
such a sphinx: I never know what you mean.

Desdemona would have found him out if she had
lived, you know. I wonder was that why he
strangled her!

Looks up at Heslone. Othello was not telling
Iies.

How 4o you know?

Shakespeare would have said if he was. Heslone,
there are men who have done wonderful things:
men like Othello, only, of course, white, and
very handsome, and-----

Ah! Sits on sofa. Now we're coming to it. Tell
me all about him, I knew there must be somebody,
or you'd never have been so miserable about
Mangan: You'd have thought it quite a lark to
marry him,
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(blushing vividly) Heslone, you are dreadful.
But I don't want to make a secret of it, though
of course I don't tell everybody. Besides, I
don't know him.

Don't know him! What does that mean?
Well, of course I know him to speak to.

But you want to know him ever so much more
intimately, eh?

No, no: I know him quite---almost intimately.

You don't know him; and you know him almost
intimately. How lucid!

I mean that he does not call on us., I--I got
into conversation with him by chance at a concert.

You seem to have a rather gay time at your
concerts, Ellle.

Not at all: we talk to everyone in the green
room waiting for our turns. I thought he was
one of the artists: he looked so splendid.

But he was only one of the committes. I
happened to tell him that I was copying a
picture at the National Gallery. I am able

to make a little money that way. I can't paint
much; but as it's always the same plcture I can
do it pretty quickly and get two or three pounds
for 1t. It happened that he came to the
National Gallery one day.

On students' day. Pald sixpence to stumble about
through a crowd of easels, when he might have
come in next day for nothing and found the floor
clear! Quite by accident?

(triumphantly) No. On purpose. He liked

talking to me. He knows lots of the most splendid
people. Fashionable women who are all in love
with him., But he ran away from them to see

me at the National Gallery and persuade me

to come with him for a drive round Richmond

Park in a taxi.

My pettikins, you have been going it. It's
wonderful what you good girls can do without
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Ellie: I am not in socliety, Hesione. If I didn't make
acquaintances in that way I shouldn't have any
at all.

Mrs. H: Well, no harm if you know how to take care of
yourself. May I ask his name?

Ellie: (slowly and musically) Marcus Darnley.

Mrs. H: (echoing the music) Marcus Darnley! What a
splendid name!

Ellie: Oh, I'm so glad you think so. I think so too;
but I was afraid 1t was only a silly fancy of
my own.

Mrs. H: Hm! Is he one of the Aberdeen Darnleys?

Ellle: Nobody knows. Just fancy! He was found in an
antique chest---

Mrs. H: A what?

Ellie: An antique chest, one summer morning in a rose
garden, after a night of the most terrible
thunderstorm.

Mrs. H: What on earth was he doing in the chest? Did
he get into it because he was afraid of the
lightning?

Ellie: Oh, no, no: he was a baby. The name Marcus

Darnley was embroidered on his baby clothes.
And five hundred pounds in gold.

Mrs, H: (looking hard at her) Ellie!

Ellie: The garden of the Viscount----

Mrs. H: -=--de Rougemont?

Ellie: (innocently) No: de Larochejaquelin. A

French family. A Vicomte. His 1life has been
one long romance. A tiger----

Mrs. H: Slain by his own hand?
Ellie: Oh, no: nothing vulgar like that. He saved

the life of the tiger from a hunting party: one
of King Edward's hunting parties in Indla.
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The King was furious: that was why he never
had his military services properly recognized.
But he doesn't care. He 1s a Soclalist and
despises rank, and has been in three revolutions
fighting on the barricades.

How can you sit there telling me such lies? You,
Ellie, of all people! And I thought you were a
perfectly simple, straightforward, good girl.

Do you mean to say you don't belleve me?

Of course I don't bellieve you. You're inventing
every word of it. Do you take me for a fool?

Ellie x to window seat, picks up coate.
TEllie stares at her. Her ocandor is so obvious
that Mrs. H. 18 puzzled)

Goodbye, Hesione. I'm very sorry. I see now
that it sounds very improbable as I tell 1it.
But I can't stay if you think that way about me.

Up to Ellie. You shan't go. I couldn't be so
mistaken: Turns, takes her things to window seat
I know too well what liars are 1ike. Somebody
has really told you all this.

(flushing) Hesione, don't say that you don't
believe him. I couldn't bear that.

(soothing her) Of course I believe him dearest.
Takes Ellie to sofa, Ellle sits U., Hesione sits
D, But you should have broken it to me by
degrees. Now tell me all about him. Are you 1in
love with him?

Oh, no. I'm not so foolish., I don't fall in
love with people. I'm not so silly as you think,

I see. Only something to think about--to give
gome interest and pleasure to life.

Just so. That's all, really.

(caressing her) Pettikins, my pettikins, how I
envy you! and how I pity you!l

Pity me! Oh, why?

(A very handsome man of fifty, with mousquetalre
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moustache, wearing a rather dandified curvy
brimmed hat, and carrying an elaborate walking-
stick, comes into the room from the hall, and
stops short at sight of the women on the sofa.)

(seeing him and rising in glad surprise) Oh!
Hesione: this is Mr. Marcus Darnley.

(rising) What a lark! He is my husband.

But now---(she stops suddenly: then turns pale
and sways)

(catoching her and sitting down with her on the
sofa) Steady, my pettikins,

(with a mixture of confusion and effrontery,
depositing his hat and stick on the table)

My real name, Miss Dunn, i1s Hector Hushabye.

I leave you to Judge whether that 1s a name any
sensitive man would care to confess so. I

have been away for nearly a month; and I had no
idea you knew my wife, or that you were coming
here. I am none the less delighted to find you
in our little house.

(in great distress) I don't know what to do.
Please, may I speak to Papa? Do leave me. I
can't bear it.

Be off, Hector.

) QR

Quick, quick. Get out.

If you think it better--(he goes out garden door)
Sits Ellie on sofa. Now, pettikins, he 1s

gone, There's noboby but me. You can let

yourself go. Don't try to control yourself.
Have a good cry.

Dann!

Splendid! Oh, what a relief! I thought you
were going to be broken-hearted. Never mind me.
Damn him again.

I am not damning him. I am damning myself for
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being such a fool. (rising) How could I let
myself be taken in so? (she begins prowling to
and fro, her bloom gone, looking curiously
older and harder)

Mrs. H: Why not, pettikins? Very few young women can
resist Hector. I couldn't when I was your age.
He 18 really rather splendid, you know.

Ellie: Splendld! Looking out of window. Yes, splendid
looking, of course. But how can you love a liar?

Mrs. H: I don't know. But you ean, fortunately. Other-
wigse there wouldn't be much love in the world.

Ellie: But to lie like that! To be a boaster! a
coward!

Mrs. H: (rising) X to Ellie. Pettikins, none of that,

if you please. 17 you hint the lightest doubt

of Hector's courage, he will go straight off and
do the most horribly dangerous things to convince
himself that he isn't a coward. He has a
dreadful trick of getting out of one third-floor
window and coming in at another, Just to test

his nerve. He has a whole drawerfull of Albert
Medals for saving people's lives.

Ellie: He never told me that.

Mrs. H: He never boasts of anything he really did:
he can't bear 1t; and it makes him shy 1if
anyone else does. All his stories are made-
up stories.

Ellie: . Do you mean that he is really brave, and really
has adventures, and yet tells likes about
things that he never d4did and that never
happened?

Mrs. H: Yes, pettikins, I‘do. People don't have their
virtues and vices in sets: they have them
anyhow: all mixed.

Ellie: There's something odd about this house, Hesione,
and even about you. I don't know why I'm
talking to you so calmly. X D to table. I
have a horrible fear that my heart is broken,
but that heartbreak is not like what I thought
it must be.
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(fondling her) It's only life educating you,
pettikins. How do you feel about Boss Mangan
now?

(disengaging herself with an expression of
distaste% Oh, how can you remind me of him,
Hesione?

Sorry, dear. I think I hear Hector coming
back. You don't mind now, do you, dear?

X to Chair L., sits. Not in the least. 1

am quite cured.

Heslone looks at Ellie, X to sofa.
(Mazzinl Dunn and Hector come in from garden)

(As he opens the door and allowe Mazzini to
pass in) One more second, and she would have
been a dead woman!

Dear! dear! what an escape! Ellie, my love,
Mr. Hushabye has just been telling me the most
extraordinary---

Yes, I've heard 1t. (she crosses to the other
side of the room)

(following her) Not this one: I'll tell it

to you after dinner. I think you'll like 1it.
The truth 1s I made it up for you, and was
looking forward to the pleasure of telling it
to you. But in a moment of impatience at being
turned out of the room, I threw it away on

your father.

(turning at bay with her back to the desk
scornfully self-possessed) It was not thrown
away. He believes it. I should not have
believed 1it.

(benevolently) Ellle 1s very naughty, Mr.
Hushabye. Of course she does not really think
that.

(Boss Mangan comes in from the garden, followed
by the Captain)

(to Mrs. H. introducing the newcomer) Says his
neme is Mangan. Not able bodied.
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Rises. (graciously) How do you do, Mr.
Mangan?

Very pleased.

Dunn's lost his muscle, but recovered his
nerve. Men seldom do after three attacks of
delirium tremens. (he goes into the pantry)
I oongratulate you, Mr. Dunn.

(dazed) I am a lifelong teetotaler.

You will find it far less trouble to let papa
have his own way than try to explain.

But three attacks of delirium tremens, really!

(to Mangan) Do you know my husband, Mr. Mangan?
(she indilcates Heotor)

(going to Hector, who meets him with out stretched
hand) Very pleased. (turning to Ellie) I

hope, Miss Ellie, you have not found the Jjourney
down too fatiguing. (they shake hands)

Hector, show Mr. Dunn his room.

Certainly. Come along, Mr. Dunn. (he takes
Mazzini out)

You haven't shown me my room yet, Heslone.

How stupld of me! Come along. Make yourself
quite at home, Mr. Mangan. Papa will entertain
you. From platform. Papa, come and explain
the house to Mr. Mangan.

(she goes out with Ellie. The Captaln comes in
from the pantry)

You're going to marry Dunn's daughter. Don't,
You're too o0ld. _X U C.

(staggered) Well! That's falrly blunt, Captain.
It's true.

She doesn't think so.
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She does. Sits at desk.

Older men than I have----
Made fools of themselves. That, also, is true.
I don't see that this 1s any business of yours.

It 18 everybody's business. The stars in their
courges are shaken when such things happen.

I'm going to marry her all the same.
How do you know?

I intend to. I mean to. See? I never made up
my mind to do a thing yet that I didn't bring

it off. That's the sort of man I am: and there
will be a better understanding between us when
you make up your mind to that, Captain.

You frequent plcture palaces.
Perhaps I do. Who told you?

Talk like a man, not llke a movy. You mean that
you make a hundred thousand a year.

I don't boast. But when I meet a man that makes
a hundred thousand a year, I take off my hat to
that man, stretch out my hand to him and call
him brother.

Then you also mske a hundred thousand a year,
hey? Rises.

No. I can't say that. Fifty thousand, perhaps.

X DL to table. His half brother only. (he
turns away from Mangan with his usual abruptness
and collects the empty tea ocups)

(irritated) See here, Captain sShotover, I don't
quite understand my position here. I came here
on your daughter's inviation. Am I in her
house or in yours?

You are beneath the dome of heaven, in the house
of God. What is true within these walls 1s true
outside thems X U C. Go out on the seas;
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climb the mountains; wander through the valleys.
She is still too young.

(weakening) But I'm very little over fifty.

You are still less under sixty. Boss Mangan,
you will not marry the pirate's child. (he
carries the tray away into the pantry)

(following him to the door) What pirate's
child? What are you talking about?

(in the pantry) Ellie Dunn. You will not
marry her.

Who will stop me?

(emerging) My daughter. (he makes for the
door leading to the garden)

(following him) Mrs. Hushabye! Do you mean
to say she brought me down here to break it
off?

(stopping and turning on him) I know nothing
more than I have seen in her eye. She will
break it off. Take my advice: marry a West
Indian negress: they make excellent wives.

I was married to one myself for two years.

Well, I am damned!

I thought so. I was, too, for many years.
The negress redeemed me,

(feebly) This is queer. I ought to walk out
of this house.

Why?

Well, many men would be offended by your style
of talking.

Nonsense! 1It's the other sort of talking that
makes quarrels. Nobody ever quarrels with me.

_Turns.

(A gentleman, whose first-rate talloring and
frictionless manners proclaim the well bred
West Ender, comes in from the hall. He has
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an engaging air of belng young and unmarried,
but on close inspection 1s found to be at
least over forty.)

Excuse my intruding in this fashion, but there
18 no knocker on the door and the bell does
not seem to ring.

Why should there be a knocker? Why should the
bell ring? The door is open.

Precisely. 8So I ventured to come in. X D C.

Quite right. I will see about a room for you.
X to steps.

But I'm afrald you don't know who I am.

From platform. Do you suppose that at my age I
make distinctions between one fellow creature
and another? (he goes out. Mangan and Randall
stare at one another)

Strange character, Captain Shotover, sir.
Very.

(shouting outside) Hesilone, another person
has arrived and wants a room. Man about town,
well dressed, fifty.

Fancy Heslone's feelings! May I ask are you
a member of the family?

No. X to chair D L.

XLC. I am, At least a connection.
rs. H. comes back)

How do you do? How good of you to come!
X to Randall

I am very glad indeed to make your acquaintance,
Hesione. Instead of taking her hand he kisses
her. At the same moment the Captaln appears in
the doorway) You will excuse my kissing your
daughter, Captain, when I tell you that----

Stuff! Everyone kisses my daughter. Kiss her
as much as you like. (he makes for the pantry)
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Thank You. One moment, Captain. (the Captain
halts and turns. The gentleman goes to him
arffably.) Do you happen to remember--but
probably you won't, as 1t occurred many years ago
--that your younger daughter married a numskull?

Yes. 8She said she'd marry anybody to get away
from this house. I should not have recognized
you: your head is no longer like a walnut,
Your aspect i1s softened. You have been boilled
in bread and milk for years and years, like
other married men. Poor devil! (he dlsappears
into the pantry)

I don't bellieve you are Hastings Utterword.
I am not.
Then what business had you to kiss me?

I thought I would like to. The fact is, I am
Randall Utterword, the unworthy younger brother
of Hastings. I was abroad diplomatizing when
he was married.

(dashing in) Hesione, where is the key of the
wardrobe in my room? My diamonds are in my
dressing bag; I must lock it up~=--- Randall,
how dare you?

How dare I what? I am not doing anything.
Who told you I was here?

Hastings. You had jJust left when I called on
you at Claridge's; so I followed you down here.
X to Lady U. You are looking extremely well.

Don't presume to tell me so.

What is wrong with Mr. Randall, Addy?
(recollecting herself) Oh, nothing. X to window
seat. But he has no righf to come bOTHETINZ
you and Papa without being invited.

I think you have not met Mr. Mangan, Addy.

turning her head and nodding coldly to Mangan)
% beg y%ur pardon. Randall, you have flustered
me so: I make a perfect fool of myself.
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Lady Utterword. My sister. My younger sister.

(bowing) Half up in chair. ©Pleased to meet

you, Lady Utterword.

(with marked interest) Who is that gentleman
walking in the garden with Miss Dunn?

I don't know. She quarreled mortally with my
husband only ten minutes ago; and I didn't know
anyone else had come. It must be a visitor.
(she goes to the window to look) Oh, 1t is
Hector. They've made it up. They're coming
around the other way.

Your husband! That handsome man?

Well, why shouldn't my husband be a handsome
man?

(Joining them at the window) One's husband
never 1s, Ariadne. :

One's sister's husband always 1s, Mr. Randall.

Don't be vulgar, Randall. And you, Hesione, are
Just as bad.,

(Ellie and Hector come in from the hall door.
Ellie retires into the chair by desk. Hector
comes forward; and Lady U is looking her best)
Hector, this is Addy.

(apparently surprised) Not this lady.
(emiling) Why not?

(looking at her with a plercing glance) I
thought--- I beg your pardon, Lady Utterword.
I am extremely glad to welcome you at last
under our roof.

She wants to be kissed, Hector.

Hesione! (but she still smiles)

Call her Addy; and kiss her like a good brother-
in-law; and have done with 1t.

Behave yourself, Hesione. Lady Utterword 1s
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entitled not only to hospitality but to
civilization. X to window seat, sits.

(gratefully) Thank you, Hector.

(coming from the pantry addressing Ellie)
Taps Ellie on shoulder, motions her from chair.
Sits. Your father has washed himself.

He often does, Captaln Shotover.

A strange conversion! I saw him through the
pantry window. (Mazzini Dunn enters from hall
newly washed and brushed, and stops, smiling
benevolently)

(introducing) Mr. Mazzini Dunn, Lady Ut---
Oh, I forgot; you've met. (indicating Ellie)
Miss Dunn.

(takes Ellle's hand) I have met Miss Dunn also.
She is my daughter. (he draws her arm through
his caressingly)

Of course: how stupid! Mr. Utterword, my
sister's--er--

(shaking hands agreeably) Her brother-in-law,
Mr. Dunn. How do you do?

This is my husband.

We have met, dear. Don't introduce us any
more.

Sorry. X to sofa, sits, I hate it: 1it's
like making people show their tickets.

How little it tells us, after all! Sits with
Hesione on sofa, Ellle moves U of sofa.

“The great question 1s, not who we are, but

what we are,

Ha! What are you?

What am I?

A thief, a pirate, and a murderer.

I assure you, you are mistaken.
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An adventurous life; but what does it end in?
Respectability. A lady like daughter. The
language and appearance of a city missionary.
Let it be a warning to all of you. (he goes
out through the garden)

I hope nobody here believes that I am a thief,
a pirate, or a murderer. Mrs. Hushabye, will
you excuse me for a moment? I must really go
and explain. (he follows the captain)

(as he goes) It's no use. You'd really

" better---- (Dunn has vanished) We had better

all go out and look for some tea. We never

have regular tea; but you can always get some
when you want: the servants keep it stewing
all day. The kitchen veranda is the best place
to ask. May I show you? X to Randall.

Thank you, I don't think I'll take any tea this

afternoon. But if you will show me the garden--

There's nothing to see in the garden except
Papa's observatory, and a gravel pit with a
cave where he keeps dynamite and things of
that sort. However, it's pleasanter out of
doors; 8o come along.

Dynamite! 1Isn't that rather risky?

Well, we don't sit in the gravel pit when
there's a thunderstorm.

That'se something new. What 1s the dynamite
for?

To blow up the human race if it goes too far.

He 18 trying to discover a psychic ray that will

explode all the explosives at the will of a
Mahatma.

The Captain's tea 1s delicious, Mr. Utterword.

Do you mean to say that you've had some of
my father's tea? Starts toward garden door.
That you got around him before you were ten
minutes in the house?

I 4id.
You little devil! (she goes out with Randall)
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Rises. Won't you come, Miss Ellie?

I'm too tired. I'll take a book up to my room
and rest a little. (she goes to bookshelf)

Right. You can't do better. But I'm disappointed.
(he follows Randall and Mrs. H:)

(Ellie, Hector and Lady Utterword are left.
Hector 1s close to Lady U. They look at Ellle,
waiting for her to go)

(looking at the title of a book) Do you like
stories of adventure, Lady Utterword? X to steps.

(patronizingly) Of course, dear.

From steps. Then I'll leave you to Mr. Hushabye.
(she goes out through the hall)

That girl 1s mad about tales of adventure.
The lies I have to tell her!

X R C. When you saw me what did you mean by

saying that you thought, and then stopping

short? What did you think?

May I tell you?

Of course.

X to Lady U, It will not sound very civil,
was on the point of saying, "I thought you

were a plain woman.®

XL C. For shame, Hector! What right had you
to notice whether I am plain or not? _Turns to

Hector.

Listen to me, Ariadne. X D to Lady U, Until
today I have seen only photographs of you; and
no photograph can give the strange fascination
of the daughters of that super-natural old man.
There is some damnable quality in them that
destroye men's moral sense, and carries them
beyond honor and dishonor. You know that,
don't you?

Perhaps I do, Hector. But let me warn you once
and fgr all that I am a rigidly conventional
woman. You may think because I'm a Shotover
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that I'm Bohemian, because we are all so
horribly Bohemlan. But I'm not. I hate and
loathe Bohemianism. No child brought up in a
strict Puritan household ever suffered from
Puritanism as I suffered from our Bohemlanism,

Our children are like that. They spend their
holidays in the houses of theilr respectable
school fellows.

I shall invite them for Christmas.

Their absence leaves us both without our
natural chaperones.

Children are certalinly very inconvenient some-
times. But intelligent people can always
manage, unless they are Bohemians.

You are no Bohemian; but you are no Puritan
either; your attraction is alive and powerful.
What sort of woman do you count yourself?

8its in chair R of table, deliberately crosses
Tegs. I am a woman of the world, Hector; and
can assure you that if you will only take the
trouble always to do the perfectly correct thing,
and to say the perfectly correct thing, you can
do just what you like. An 1ll-conducted, care=
less man 1s never allowed within arm's length
of any woman worth knowing.

I see. You are neither a Bohemlian woman or
a Puritan woman. Leans on chair. You are a
dangerous woman.

On the contrary, I am a safe woman.

You are a most acocursedly attractive woman.
Mind, I am not making love to you. I do not
like being attracted. But you had better know
how I feel if you are going to stay here.

You are an exceedingly clever lady-killer,
Heotor. And terribly handsome. I am qulte a
good player, my self, at that game. 1Is 1t
quite understood that we are only playing?

X to bannister, leans on 1it. Quite. I am

deliberately pfayIng the fool, out of sheer
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worthlessness.

(rising brightly) Well, you are my brother-
in-law. Hesione asked you to kiss me. (he
seizes her in his arms and kisses her strenuously)
Oh! that was a little more than play, brother-
in-law. (she pushes him suddenly away) You
shall not do that again. X R of Hector.

In effect, you got your claws deeper into me
than I intended.

(coming in from the garden) Don't let me disturb
you; I only want a cap to put on Daddlest.

The sun i1s setting; and he'll catch cold.

(she makes for the door leading to the pantry)

Your husband is gquite charming, darling. He
has actually condescended to kiss me at last,

I shall go into the garden: 1it's cooler now.
(she goes out garden door)

Take care, dear child., I don't belleve any man
can kiss Addy without falling in love with her.
(she goes into pantry)

(striking himself on the chest) Fool! Goat!
(Mrs. H. comes back with the Captain's cap.)

From in front of chair D L. Your sister is an

extremely enterprising old girl. Where's Miss
Dunn?

Mangan says she has gone up to her room for a
nap. Addy won't let you talk to Ellile: she
has marked you for her own. X R C.

She has the diabolical family fascination. I
began making love to her automatically. What
am I to do? I can't fall in love; and I can't
hurt a woman's feelings by telling her so when
she falls in love with me. And as women are
always falling in love with my moustache I get
landed in all sorts of tedious and terrifying
flirtations in which I'm not a bit in earnest.

Oh, neither is Addy. She has never been in love
in her life, though she has alwaye been trying
to fall in head over ears. She 1s worse than
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you, because you had one real go at least,
with me.

Hector: X to Heslone. That was a confounded madness.
You fascinated me; but I loved you; 80 1t was
heaven. This sister of yours fascinates me;
but I hate her; so 1t is hell. I shall kill her
if she persists. X D R.

Mrs. H: Nothing will kill Addy; she 1s as strong as a
horse. Now I am going off to fascinate some-
body. X to garden door.

Hector: The Foreign Offlce toff? Randall?

Mrs. H: Goodness graclous, no! Why should I fasclnate
him?

Hector: I presume you don't mean the bloated capitalist,
Mangan?

Mrs. H: Hm! I think he had better be fascinated by me

than by Ellie. (she 1s going into the garden
when the Captain comes in from it with some
sticks in his hand) What have you got there,

Daddiest?
Captain: Dynamite.
Mrs. H: You've been to the gravel pit. Don't drop it

about the house, there's a dear. (she goes
into the garden5

Hector: Listen, O sage. How long dare you concentrate
on a feeling without risking having it fixed
in your consciousness all the rest of your
11fe?

Captain: Ninety minutes. An hour and a half. (he goes
into the pantry)

(Hector, left alone, contracts his brows, and
falls into a day-dream. He does not move for
some time. Then he folds his arms. Then,
throwing his hands behind him, and gripping one
with the other, he strides tragically once to

and fro. Suddenly he snatches his walking stick
from the table, and draws it; for it 1s a sword
stick. He fights a desperate duel with an
imaginary antagonist, and after many vicissltudes
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runs him through the body up to the hilt.

He sheathes his sword and throws it on the
sofa, falling into another reverie as he does
80. He looks straight into the eyes of an
imaginary woman; selzes her by the arms; and
says in a deep and thrilling tone, "Do you
love me!"™ The Captain comes out of the pantry
at this moment; and Hector, caught with his
arms extended out and his fists clenched, has
to account for his attitude by going through
a series of gymnastic exercises.)

That sort of strength 1s no good. You will
never be as strong as a gorilla.

What 18 the dynamite for?
To kill fellows like Mangan.

No use. They will always be able to buy more
dynamite than you.

I will make a dynamlite that he cannot explode.
And that you can, eh?

Yes: when I have attalned the seventh degree
of concentration.

What's the use of that? You never do attain 1it.

What then i1s to be done? Are we to be kept
forever in the mud by these hogs to whom the
universe 18 nothing but a machine for greasing
their bristles and filling their snouts?

Are Mangan's bristles worse than Randall's
lovelocks?

We must win powers of life and death over them.
I refuse to die until I have invented the means.

Who are we that we should Judge them?

What are they that they should judge us? Yet
they do, unhesitatingly. There is enmity between
our seed and their seed. They know 1t and act
on it, strangling our souls, they believe in

themselves. When we believe 1n ourselves, we

shall kill them.
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It 1s the same seed. You forget that your
pirate has a very nice daughter. Mangan's son
may be a Plato: Randall's a Shelley. What was
my father?

The damndest scoundrel I ever met. Sits at desk.

Precisely. Well, dare you kill his innocent
grandchildren?

They are mine also.

Just so. We are members one of another.

We live among the Mangans and Randalls and
Billie Dunns as they, poor devils, live among
the disease germs and the doctors and the
lawyers and the parsons and the restaurant chefs
and the tradesmen and the servants and all the
rest of the parasites and blackmallers. X L C

U of chair. What are our terrors to theirs?

Give me power to kill them; and I'll spare them

in sheer------ -
Fellow feeling?

No. Turns. I should kill myself if I believed
that.” I must believe that my spark, small as 1t
is, is divine, and that the red light over theilr
door is hell fire. I should spare them 1in
simple magnanimous pity.

You can't spare them until you have the power

to kill them. At present they have the power

to kill you. There are millions of blacks over
the water for them to train and let loose on us,
They're going to do it. They're doing it already.

They are too stupld to use their power. X D to
table.

Rises, X U C. Do not deceive yourself; they

do use it. We kill the better half of ourselves
every day to propitiate them. The knowledge
that these people are there to render all our
aspirations barren prevents us having the
aspirations. And when we are tempted to seek
their destruction they bring forth demons to
delude us, disguised as pretty daughters, and
singers and poets and the like, for whose sake
we spare them.
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Hector: May not Heslione be such a demon, brought
forth by you lest I should slay you?

Captain: Sits. That 1s possible. She has used you
up, and left you nothing but dreams, as some
women do.

Hector: Vampire women, demon women. Sits D L.

Captain: Men think the world well lost for them, and lose

it accordingly. Who are the men that do things?
The husbands of the shrew and of the drunkard,
the men with the thorn in the flesh. I must
think these things out. Rises. (turning
suddenly) But I go on with the dynamite none
the less. I will discover a ray mightier than
any X-ray; a mind ray that will explode the
ammunition in the belt of my adversary before
he can.point his gun at me. And I must hurry.
I am 0ld; I have no time to waste in talk. (he
is about to go into the pantry)

Mrs. H: Daddiest, you and Hector must come and help me
to entertain all these people. What on earth
were you shouting about?

Hector: He 1s madder than usual. Rises, starts X to
hall door.

Mrs. H: We all are.

Hector: I must change. (starts for hall door)

Mrs. H: Stop, stop. Come back, both of you. Come

back. (they return reluctantly) Money is
running short.

Hector: Money! Where are my April dividends?
Mrs. H: Where 1s the snow that fell last year?
Captain: Where 18 all the money you had for that patent

lifeboat I invented?

Mrs. H: Five hundred pounds; and I have made it last
since Easter!

Captain: Since Easter! Barely four months! Monstrous
extravagance! I could live for seven years on
500 pounds.
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Not keeping open house as we do here, Daddiest.

Only 500 pounds for that lifeboat! I got twelve
thousand for the inventlion before that.

Yes, dear; but that was for the ship with the
magnetic keel that sucked up submarines. Living
at the rate we do, you cannot afford life-
saving inventions. Can't you think of some-
thing that will murder half Europe at one bang?

No, I am ageing fast. My mind does not dwell
on slaughter as it did when I was a boy. Why
doesn't your husband invent something? He does
nothing but tell lies to women.

Well, that 1s a form of invention, 1is it not?
However, you are right: I ought to support
my wife.

X to Hector. Indeed you shall do nothing of

the sort: I should never see you from breakfast
to dinner. I want my husband.

(bitterly) I might as well be your lapdog.

Do you want to be my breadwinner, like the other
poor husbands?

No, by thunder! What a damned creature a
husband is anyhow!

(to the Captain) What about that harpoon
cannon?

No use. It kills whales, not men.

X to Captain. Why not? You fire the harpoon

out of a cannon. It sticks in the enemy's
general; you wind him in; and there you are.

You are your father's daughter, Hesione.

There is something in it. Not to wind in
generals: they are not dangerous. But one
could fire a grapnel and wind in a machine gun
or even a tank. I will think it out.

(squeezing the Captain's arm affectionately)
Saved! You are a darling, Daddiest. Now we
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must go back to these dreadful people and
entertain them.

They have had no dinner. Don't forget that.

Neither have I. And it is dark: it must be
all hours.

Oh, Guinness will produce some sort of dinner
for them. The servants always take Jolly good
care that there 1s food in the house.

(raising a strange waill in the darkness)
What a house! What a daughter!

(raving) What a father! X D to chair R of table

What a husband!
Is there no thunder in heaven?
Is there no beauty, no bravery, on earth?

What do men want: They have their food, thelr
firesides, thelr clothes mended, and our love

at the end of the day. Why are they not satisfied?
Why do they envy us the pain with which we bring
them into the world, and make strange dangers

and torments for themselves to be even with us?

(weirdly chanting)

I builded a house for my daughters, and opened
the doors thereof,

That men might come for thelr choosing, and
thelr betters spring from their love;

But one of them married a numskull;

(taking up the rhythm)
The other a liar wed;

(completing the stanza)
And now must she lie beside him, even as she
made her bed.

(calling from the garden) Hesione! Hesione!
Where are you?

The cat is on the tiles.
Coming, darling, coming. (she goes qulckly into
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the garden) (The Captain sits at desk)

Hector: From platform. Shall I turn up the lights for
you?
Captain: No. Give me deeper darkness. Hector exits.

Money 18 not made in the light.

SLOW CURTAIN
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ACT TWO
(The same room, with the lights turned up and
the curtalns drawn. Ellie comes in, followed

by Mangan. Both are dressed for dinner. She
strolls to the table.)

On platform. What a dinner! X D C. I don't
call 1t a dinner: I call it a meal.

I am accustomed to meals, Mr. Mangan, and very
lucky to get them. Besldes, the Captain cooked
some macaroni for me.

X to desks Too rich: I can't eat such things.
Picks up drawing. I suppose it's because I
have to work so much with my brain. That's the
worst of being a man of business: you are
always thinking, thinking, thinking. By the
way, now that we are alone, may I take the
opportunity to come to a little understanding
with you?

X, s8its in chair L. Certainly. I should like
to.

(taken aback) Should you? That surprises me;
for I thought I noticed this afternoon that

you avolded me all you could. Not for the first
time elther.

I was very tired and upset. I wasn't used to
the ways of this extraordinary house. Please
forgive me.

XD C. Oh, that's all right: I don't mind.
But Captain Shotover has been talking to me
about you. You and me, you know,

(interested) The Captain! What did he say?

Well, he noticed the difference between our
ages,

He notices everything.
You don't mind, then?

Of course I know qulite well that our engage=
mente----
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Oh! You call it an engagement.
Well, isn't 1t?

Oh, yes, yes: no doubt i1t is 1f you hold to it.
This is the first time you've used the word;

and I didn't quite know where we stood; that's
all. (he sits) Chalr R of table. You were
saying----1

Was I? I forget. Tell me. Do you like this
part of the country? I heard you ask Mr.
Hushabye at dinner whether there are any nice
houses to let down here.

I like the place. The alr suits me. I shouldn't
be surprised 1f I settled down here.

Nothing would please me better. The alr suits
me too. And I want to be near Heslone.

(with growing uneasiness) The alr may sult
us; but the question is, should we suit one
another? Have you thought about that?

Mr. Mangan, we must be sensible, mustn't we?
It's no use pretending that we are Romeo and
Juliet. But we can get on very well together
i1f we choose to make the best of it. Your
kindness of heart will make it easy for me.

(leaning forward, with the beginning of some-
thing like deliberate unpleasantness in his
voice) Kindness of heart, eh? I ruined your
father, didn't I?

Oh, not intentionally.

Yes I did. Ruined him on purpose.

On purpose!

Not out of 1ill-nature, you know. And you'LL
admit that I kept a Job for him when I had
finished with him, But business 1s business;
and I ruined him as a matter of business.

I don't understand how that can be. Are you

trying to make me feel that I need not be
grateful to you, so that I may choose freely?
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(rising aggressively) No. I mean what I say.

But how could it possibly do you any good to
ruin my father? The money he lost was yours.

(with a sour laugh) X D R. Was mine! It is
mine, Miss Ellie, and all the money the other
fellows lost too. Turns to Ellie. I Just
smoked them out like a hive of bees. What do
you say to that? A bit of shock, eh?

It would have been, this morning. Now! you
can't think how little it matters. But it's
quite interesting. Only you must explain it
to me. I don't understand it. (she composes
herself to listen with a combination of
conscious contempt which provokes him to more
and more unpleasantness)

X to Ellie, leans on table. Of course you don't

understand: what do you know about business?
You Jjust listen and learn. Your father's
business was a new business; and I don't start
new businesses. I let other fellows start them.
They put all thelr money and their friends'
money into starting them. They wear out their
souls and bodies trying to make a success of
them. They're what you call enthuslasts.

But the first dead 1i1ft of the thing is too
much for them; and they haven't enough financilal
experience. In a year or so they have either to
let the whole show go bust, or sell out to a
new lot of fellows for a few deferred ordinary
shares. And that's where the real business

man comes in: where I come in. But I'm
cleverer than some: X R C. I don't mind
dropping a little money to start the process.

I took your father's measure. I saw that he
had a sound idea, and that he would work him-
self sllly for it if he got the chance. I

saw that he was a child in business, and was
dead certain to outrun his expenses and be 1in
too great a hurry to walt for his market. I
knew that the surest way to ruin a man who
doesn't know how to handle money is to give him
some. I explained my idea to some friends in
the city, and they found the money; for I take
no risks in ideas, even when they're my own.

D to Ellie. Your father and the friends that

ventured their money with him were no more to
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me than a heap of squeezed lemons. You've

been wasting your gratitude: my kind heart

is all rot. Swings away from her. I'm sick

of 1t. When I see your father beaming at me
with his moist, grateful eyes, regularly
wallowing in gratitude, I sometimes feel that

I must tell him the truth or burst. What stops
me i1s that I know he wouldn't bellieve me. He'd
think anything rather than the truth, Turns to
Ellie. which 1s that he's a blamed fool, and 1
am a man that knows how to take care of himself.
(he throws himself back into the chalr with large
self-approval) Now what do you think of me,
Miss Ellie?

(dropping her hands) How strange! that my
mother, who knew nothing at all about business,
should have been quite right about you! She
always saild--not before Papa, of course, but to
us children--that you were Just that sort of man,

(sitting up, much hurt) Oh! did she? And yet
she'd have let you marry me.

Well, you see, Mr. Mangan, my mother married a
very good man---Leans forward. for whatever
you may think of my father as a man of business,
he is the soul of goodness--and she 1s not at
all keen on my dolng the same.

Anyhow, you don't want to marry me now, do you?

(very calmly) Oh, I think so. Sits back.
Why not?

Why not!

I don't see why we shouldn't get on very well
together.

Leans toward Ellie. Well, but look here, you
know---({he stops, quite at a loss)

(patiently) Well?

Well, I thought you were rather particular
about people's characters.

If we women were particular about men's
characters, we should never get married at all,
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Mr. Mangan.

A chlld like you talking of "we women"! What
next! You're not in earnest?

Yes, I am. Aren't you?
You mean to hold me to 1it?
Do you wish to back out of it?

X DL corner of deske Oh, no. Not exactly
back out of 1t.

Well?

(Mangan utters a long whispered whistle. A
cunning look soon comes into his face.) He
turns and faces Ellie.

Suppose I told you I was in love with another
woman!

(echoing him) Suppose I told you I was in love
with another man!

I'm not Joking.
Who told you I was?

XDC., I tell you I'm serious. You're too young

to be serious; but you'll have to believe me.
I want to be near your friend Mrs. Hushabye.

X to chsair R of table. I'm in love with her.
Now the murder's out. Sits.

I want to be near your friend Mr. Hushabye.

I'm in love with him. (she rises and adds with
a frank ailr) X U towindow seat. Now we are in
one another's confidence, we shall be real
friends. Thank you for telling me.

(almost beside himself) Do you think I'll
be made a convenience of like this?

Come, Mr. Mangan! you made a business con-
venience of my father. Well, a woman's
business 1s marriage. Why shouldn't I make
a domestic convenlence of you?

Rises, X D R. Because I don't choose, see?




54

Swings and faces Ellie. Because I'm not a
8illy gull like your father. That's why.

Ellile: (with serene contempt) You are not good enough
to clean my father's boots, Mr. Mangan; and I
am paylng you a great compliment in condescending
to make a convenlence of you, as you call 1it.
Turns to window. Of course you are free to
throw over our engagement if you like; but, if
you do, you'll never enter Heslone's house again:
I will take care of that.

Mangan: (gasping) You little devil, you've done me.
X to Ellie. Walt a bit, though: you're not so
cute as you think. You can't beat Boss Mangan
as easy as that. Suppose I go straight to Mrs.
Hushabye and tell her that you're in love with
her husband.

Ellie: She knows 1t. Looks out window.

Mangan: You told her!

Ellie: She told me.

Mangan: (clutching at his bursting temples) Oh, this is

a crazy house. Supporting himself on back of
chair R of table., Or else I'm going clean off
my chump. Is she making a swop with you=-she
to have your husband and you to have hers?

Ellie: Well, you don't want us both, do you?

Mangan: (throwing himself into the chair distractedly)
My brain won't stand it. My head's going to
split. Help! Help me to hold it. Quick:
hold 1t, squeeze it. Save me.
(Ellie comes behind his chair; clasps his head
hard for a moment; then begins to draw her
hands from his forehead back to his ears.)
Thank you. (drowsily) That's very refreshing.
(waking a 1ittle) Don't you hypnotize me,
though. I've seen men made fools of by hypnotism.

]
Ellie: steadily) Draws him back. Be quiet. I've seen
te éen madeyfooIs'of‘wItﬁBﬁT“hypnotism.

(numbly) You don't dislike touching me, I

Mangan: hope. You never touched me before, I noticed.
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Not since you fell in love naturally with a
grown up nice woman, who will never expect

you to make love to her. And I will never

expect him to make love to me.

He may, though.

(making her passes rhythmically) Hush. Go to
sleep. Do you hear? You are to go to sleep,

go to sleep, go to sleep; be quiet, deeply,
deeply quiet; sleep, sleep, sleep, sleep, sleep.
(he falls asleep. Ellie steals away; turns the
light out; and goes into the gardeng

(Nurse Guinness opens the door and is seen in
the light which comes in from the hall.)

(soeaking to someone outside) Holds on platform
Mr. Mangan's not here, ducky; there's no one here,
It's all dark.

(without) Try the garden. Mr. Dunn and I will
be in my boudoir. Show him the way.

Yes, ducky. X D C. (she makes for the garden
door in the dark; stumbles over the sleeping
Mangan and screame) Ahoo! O Lord, sir! I

beg your pardon, I'm sure: I didn't see you

in the dark. Who is it? (she goes to the door
and turns on the light) Oh, Mr. Mangan, sir,

I hope I haven't hurt you plumping into your
lap 1like that. X U of him. I was looking for
you, sir. Mrs. Hushabye says will you please--
(noticing that he remains quite insensible)

Oh, my good Lord, I hope I haven't killed him.
Sir. Mr. Mangan! 8Sir. (she shakes him; and
he 18 rolling inertly off the chalir when she
holds him up and props him against the cushion)
Miss Hessy! Miss Hessy! Quick, doty, darling.
Mies Hessy! (Mrs. H. comes in from the hall,
followed by Mazzini Dunn) Oh, Miss Hessy,

I've been and killed him.

Mazzinl holds on steps.

What tempted you to commit such a crime, woman?
X UL in back of chalr.

(trying not to laugh) Do you mean you did it
on purpose?
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Now 1s 1t likely I'd kill any man on purpose?
I fell over him in the dar; and I'm a pretty
tidy welght. He never spoke nor moved until I
shook him; and then he would have dropped dead
on the floor. Isn't it tiresome? X R U C.

(going past the nurse to Mangan's side, and
inspecting him less credulously than Mazzini)
Nonsense! he 18 not dead: he i1s only asleep.
I can see him breathing.

X D C. But why won't he wake?

(speaking very politely into Mangan's ear)

Mangan! My dear Mangan! (hz blows into
Mangan's ear)

(she shakes him vigorously)

Mr. Mangan wake up. Do you hear? (he begins
to roll over) Oh! Nurse, nurse: he's falling;
help me. X U of chair.

That's no good

(Guilnness rushes to the rescue. With Mazzini's
assistance Mangan is propped safely up again.)

Would he be drunk, do you think, pet?
Had he any of Papa's rum?

It can't be that: he 1s most abstemious. I

am afraid he drank too much formerly, and has

to drink too little now. You know, Mrs.
Hushabye, I really think he has been hypnotized.

Hip no what, sir?

One evening at home, after we had seen a
hypnotizing performance, the children began
playing at 1t; and Ellie stroked my head.

I assure you I went off dead asleep; and they
had to send for a professional to wake me up
after I had slept eighteen hours.: They had to
carry me upstairs; and as the poor children
were not very strong, they let me slip; and I
rolled right down the whole flight and never
woke up. (Mrs. H. splutters) Oh, you may
laugh, Mrs. Hushabye; but I might have been
killed.

I couldn't have helped laughing even if you



Mazzini:

Mrs. H:

Mazzinli:

Guinness:

Mrs H:

Mazzini:
Mrs. H:

Mazzini:

Mrs. H:

Guinness:

Mrs. H:

Mazzini:

Mrs. H:

57

had been, Mr. Dunn.
him. What fun!

So Ellie has hypnotized

Oh, no, no, no. It was such a terrible lesson
to her: nothing would induce her to try such a
thing again.
Then who did 1t? I didn't.

I thought perhaps the Captain might have done 1t

unintentionally. He is so fearfully magnetic;
I feel vibrations whenever he comes close to me.

The Captaln will get him out of it anyhow sir:
I'll back him for that. I'll go fetch him.
Starts for steps.

Wait a bit. (to Mazzini)
right for eighteen hours?

You say he is all

Well, I was asleep for eighteen hours.
Were you any the worse for 1it?

I don't quite remember. They had poured brandy
down my throat you see; and--

Quite. Anyhow, you survived. X to Nurse D R.

Nurse, darling; go and ask Miss Dunn to come to
us here.
You will find her with Mr. Hushabye probably.

X in front of Hesione. I think not, ducky:
Miss Addy is with him. But I'll find her and
gend her to you. (she goes out into the garden)

Now, Mr. Dunn, look. Just look. Look hard.
Do you still intend to sacrifice your daughter
to that thing?

(troubled) You have completely upset me, Mrs.
Hushabye, by all you have sald to me. That
anyone could imsgine that I--I, a consecrated
gsoldier of freedom, if I may say so--could
sacrifice Ellie to anybody or anyone, or that I
should ever have dreamed of forcing her
inclinations in any way, is a most palnful blow
to my--well, I suppose you would say to may good
opinion of myself.

X D R to sofa.

(rather stolidly) sorry.

Say I want to speak to her particularly.
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(looking forlornly at the body) What is your
obJection to poor Mangan, Mrs. Hushabye? He
looks all right to me. But then I am so
accustomed to him.

X to C. Have you no heart? Have you no sense?
Look at the brute! Think of poor weak innocent
Ellie in the clutches of this slavedriver, who
spends his life making thousands of rough violent
workmen bend to his will and sweat for him;

a man accustomed to have great masses of iron
beaten into shape for him by steam-hammers! to
fight with women and girls over a halfpenny an
hour ruthlessly! a captain of industry, I think
you call him, don't you? Are you going to

fling your delicate, sweet, helpless child into
such a beast's claws Just because he will keep
her in an expensive house and make her wear
diamonds to show how rich he 1s?

(staring at her in wide-eyed amazement) X to.
Hesione, Bless you, dear Mrs. Hushabye, what

romantic 1deas of business you have! Poor dear

Mangan isn't a bit like that.

(scornfully) Poor dear Mangan indeed! X to
sofa, sits.

But he doesn't know anything about machinery.

He never goes near the men: he couldn't manage
them: he 18 afrald of them. I never can get him
to take the least interest in the works: he
hardly knows more about them than you do.

People are cruelly unjust to Mangan: they think
he is all rugged strength Just because his
manners are bad.

Do you mean to tell me he isn't strong enough
to crush poor little Ellile?

X to C. Of course it's very hard to say how

any marriage will turn out; but speaking for

myself, I should say that he won't have a dog's
chance against Ellie. You know, Ellle has
remarkable strength of character. I think it is
because I taught her to like Shakespeare when

she was very young.

Shakespeare! The next thing you will tell me
18 that you could have made a great deal more
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money than Mangan.

No; I'm no good at making money. I don't care
enough for it, somehow. I'm not ambitious! that
must be it. Mangan 18 wonderful about money:

he thinks of nothing else. He 18 so dreadfully
afraid of being poor. I am always thinking of
other things: even at the works I think of the
things we are doing and not of what they cost.
And the worst of it 1is, poor Mangan doesn't

know what to do with his money when he gets 1t.
He 18 such a baby that he doesn't know even

what to eat and drink: He has ruined his liver
eating and drinking the wrong things; and now he
can hardly eat at all. Ellle will dlet him
splendidly. You will be surprised when you come
to know him better: he 1s really the most
helpless of mortals. You get quite a protective
feeling towards him,

Then who manages his business, pray?

I do. And of course other people like me.
Footling people, you mean.

I suppose you'd think us so.

And pray why don't you do without him if you're
all so much cleverer?

X UR of sofa. Oh, we couldn't: we should

ruin the business in a year. I've tried; and

I know. We should spend too much on everything.
We should improve the quality of the goods

and make them too dear. We should be sentimental
about the hard cases among the working people.

X U of Mangan. But Mangan keeps us in order.

He 1s down on us about every extra halfpenny.

We could never do without him. You see, he will
8it up all night thinking of how to save six-
pence. X R C. Won't Ellie make him jump,
though, when she takes his house in hand!

Then the creature 1s a fraud even as a captain
of industry!

XDRGOC. I am afraid all the captains of
industry are what you call frauds, Mrs.
Hushabye. Sits U R on sofa.
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Of course there are some manufacturers who
really do understand their own works; but
they don't make as high a rate of profit

as Mangan does. I assure you Mangan 1s quilte
a good fellow in his way. He means well.

Sitting back. He doesn't look well. He 1is
not in his first youth, 1is he?

After all, no husband is in his first youth for
very long, Mrs. Hushabye. And men can't afford
to marry in their first youth nowadays.

Now 1f I sald that, it would sound witty. Why
can't you say it wittily? X U C. What on earth
18 the matter with you? Why don't you inspire
everybody with confidence? with respect?

(humbly) I think that what is the matter with
me 18 that I am poor. You don't know what that
means at home. Mlind: I don't say they have
ever complained. They've all been wonderful:
they've been proud of my poverty. They've

even Joked about it quite often. But my wife
has had a very poor time of it. She has been
quite resigned----

(shuddering involuntarily!) X to desk U R.

There! You see, Mrs. Hushabye. Rises, follows

Hesione. I don't want Ellie to live on

resignation.

Turns. Do you want her to have to resign her-
self to living with a man she doesn't love?

(wistfully) Turns D R. Are you sure that
would be worse than 1iving with a man she did
love, if he was a footling person?

(relaxing her contemptuous attitude, quite
interested in Mazzini now) You know, I really
think you must love Ellie very much; for you
become quite clever when you talk about her.

I 4idn't know I was so very stupid on other
subjects.

You are, sometimes.
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(turning his head away; for hls eyes are wet)
Sits D R on sofa. I have learnt a good deal
about myself from you, Mrs. Hushabye; and I'm
afraid I shall not be the happlier for your plain
speaking. But if you thought I needed it to
meke me think of Ellie's happlness you were

very much mistaken.

X DR, Have I been a beast? Sits on sofa.

(pulling himself together) It doesn't matter
about me, Mrs. Hushabye. I think you like Ellle;
and that is enough for me.

I'm beginning to like you a little. I perfectly
loathed you at first. I thought you the most
odious, self-satisfied, boresome elderly prig I
ever met.

(resigned, and now quite cheerful) I daresay

I am all that. I never have been a favorite with
gorgeous women like you. They always frighten
me.

(pleased) Am I a gorgeous woman, Mazzini? I
shall fall in love with you presently.

No, you won't, Hesione. But you would be quite
safe. Would you belleve it that quite a lot of
women have flirted with me because I am quite
safe? But they get tired of me for the same
reason.

Take care. You may not be so safe as you think.

Oh yes, quite safe. You see, I have been in
love really: the sort of love that only happens
once. (softly) That's why Ellie 1s such a
lovely girl.

Well, really, you are coming out. Are you
gquite sure you won't let me tempt you into a
second grand passion?

Quite. It wouldn't be natural. The fact 1is,
you don't strike on my box, Mrs. Hushabye; and
I certainly don't strike on yours.

I gee. Your marriage was a safety match.
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What a very witty application of the expression
I used! I should never have thought of 1it.

(Ellie comes in from the garden, looking anything
but happy)

(rising) Holds. Oh! here is Ellie at last.

(on the threshold of the garden door) Guinness
saild you wanted me: you and papa.

You have kept us walting so long that it almost
came to---well, never mind. Your father is a
very wonderful man (she ruffles his hair
affectionately): X C the only one I ever met
who could reslist me when I made myself really
agreeable. (she comes to the big chair, on
Mangan's left) Come here. I have something to
show you. Look.

(contemplating Mangan without interest) I know.
He 18 only asleep. We had a talk after dinner;
and he fell asleep in the middle of 1it.

You 4id it, Ellie. You put him asleep.

(rising) Holds. Oh, I hope not. Did you,
Ellie?

(wearily) He asked me to.

But 1t's dangerous. You know what happened
to me.

(utterly indifferent) Oh, I daresay I can wake
him. If not, somebody else can.

It doesn't matter, anyhow, because I have at
last persuaded your father that you don't want
to marry him.

(suddenly coming out of her listlessness, much
vexed) X U C to Hesione. But why did you do
that, Heslone? 1 do want to marry him. I
fully intend to marry him,

Are you qulite sure, Ellle? Mrs. Hushabye has
made me feel that I may have been thoughtless
and selfish about 1it.

Papa. X D R. When Mrs. Hushabye takes it on
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herself to explain to you what I think or don't
think; shut your ears tight; and shut your eyes
too. Hesione knows nothing about me: she hasn't
the least notion of the sort of person I am, and
never will, I promise you I won't do anything I
don't want to do and mean to do for my own sake.

You are quite, quite sure?

Quite, quite sure. Now you must go away and
leave me to talk to Mrs. Hushabye.

But I should like to hear. Shall I be in the
way?

I had rather talk to her alone.

Oh, well, I know what a nusiance parents are,
dear. X U C. I will be good and go. (he goes
to the garden door) By the way, do you remember
(holds by door) the address of that professional
who woke me up? Don't you think I had better
telegraph to him?

It's too late to telegraph tonight.

I suppose so. I do hope he'll wake up in the
course of the night. ?he goes out into the
garden)

(turning vigorously on Hesione the moment her
father is out of the room) Heslone, what the
devil do you mean by making mischief with my

father about Mangan?

Don't you dare speak to me like that, you little
minx. Remember that you are in my house.

Stuff! Why don't you mind your own business?
What 1s 1t to you whether I choose to marry
Msngan or not?

C. Do you suppose you can bully me, you
miserable little matrimonial adventurer?

Moves in on her. Every woman who hasn't any
money 1is s matrimonial adventurer. It's

easy for you to talk: you have never known what
it 18 to want money; and you can pick up men

a8 1f they were dalsies. I am poor and
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respectable---

Ho! X to chair R of table. respectable!
How did you pick up Mangan? How did you pick
up my husband? You have the audacity to tell
me that I am g--g--g-=---

A siren. So you are. You were born to lead
men by the nose: 1f you weren't, Marcus would
have walted for me, perhaps.

(suddenly melting and half laughing) Oh, my
poor Ellie, my pettikins, my unhappy darling!

I am so sorry about Hector. But what can I do?
It's not my fault: I'd give him to you if I
could.

I don't blame you for that.

What a brute I was to quarrel with you and call
you names! Do kiss me and say you're not angry
with me.

(fiercly) Oh, don't slop and gush and be
sentimental. X D R to sofa. Don't you see that
unless I can be hard--as hard as nalls--I shall
go mad? Turns to Hesione. I don't care a damn
about your calling me names: do you think a
woman in my situation can feel a few words?

Poor little woman! X D C. Poor little
situation!

I suppose you think you're being sympathetic.
You are Jjust foolish and stupld and selfish.
You see me getting a smasher right in the

face that kills a whole part of my life: the
best part that can never come again; and you
think you can help me over it by a little
coaxing and kissing. When I want all the
strength I can get to lean on: something iron,
something stony, I don't care how cruel it 1is,
you go all mushy and want to slobber over me.
I'm not angry; I'm not unfriendly; but for God's
sake do pull yourself together; and don't think
that because you're on velvet and always have
been, women who are in hell can take it as
easlly as you.

(shrugging her shoulders) Very well. X D R to
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sofa, sits. But I warn you that when I am
neither coaxing and kissing nor laughing, I
am just wondering how much longer I can stand

" 1living in thils cruel, damnable world. You object

to the siren: well, I drop the siren. You
want to rest your wounded bosom against a
grindstone. Well, here is the grindstone.

(Sitting down beside her, appeased) That's
better: X D R to sofa, sits. you really have
the trick of falling in with everyone's mood;
but you don't understand, because you are not
the sort of woman for whom there is only one
man and only one chance.

I certainly don't understand how your marrying
that object (indicating Mangan) will console
you for not being able to marry Hector.

Perhaps you don't understand why I was quite a
nice girl this morning, and am now neither a
girl nor particularly nice.

Sitting back. Oh, yes, I do. It's because you.
have made up your mind to do something despicable
and wicked.

I don't think so, Hesione. I must make the
best of my ruined house.

Pooh! You'll get over it. Your house isn't
ruined.

Rises, walks few steps U C. Of course I shall
get over 1it. ou don't suppose I'm going to
sit down and die of a broken heart, I hope, or
be an 0ld maid living on a pittance from the
Sick and Indigent Roomkeeper's Association.,
But my heart is broken, all the same. What I
mean by that 1s that I know that what has
happened to me with Marcus will not happen to
me ever again. In the world for me there 1is
Marcus and a lot of other men of whom one 1s
Just the same as another. Well, if I can't
have love, that's not reason why I should have
poverty. If Mangan has nothing else, he has
money.

Sits up. And there are no young men with money.






Ellie:

Mrs. H:

Ellle:

Mrs., H:

Ellie:

Mrs. H:

Ellie:

Mrs. H:
Ellie:

66

Not within my reach. Besides, a young man
would have the right to expect love from me
and would perhaps leave me when he found I
could not give 1t to him. Rich young men can
get rid of their wives, you know, pretty
cheaply. But this object, X D L to Mangan

as you call him, can expect nothing more from
me than I am prepared to give him.

He will be your owner, remember. If he buys you,
he will make the bargain pay him and not you.
As your father.

X UL of Mangan to D L. You need not trouble

on that score, Hesione. I have more to give
Boss Mangan than he has to give me; 1t 18 I

who am buying him, and at a pretty good price,
too, I think. X to R of Mangan. Women are
better at that sort of bargaining than men.

I have taken the Boss's measure; and ten Boss
Mangans shall not prevent me doing far more as
I please as his wife than I have ever been able
to do as a poor girl. (stooping to the
recumbent figure Shall they, Boss? Turns his
head, lets it fall. I think not. X U R to desk

T shall not have to spend most of my time wonder—

ing how long my gloves will last, anyhow.

Ellie, X D L. you are a wicked, sordid, little
beast! And to think that I actually condescended
to fascinate that creature there to save you

from him! X U C. Well, let me tell you this:

if you make this disgusting match, you will never
see Hector again if I can help it.

(unmoved) Leans on desk, then sits on it.
I nailled Mangan by telling him that 1f he did
not marry me he should never see you agaln.

(recoiling) Oh!

So you see I am not unprepared for your playing
that trump against me. Well, you Just try 1t:
that's all. I should have made a man of Marcus,
not a household pet.

(flaming) You dare!

(looking almost dangerous) Set him thinking
about me if you dare.
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Well, of all the impudent little fiends I ever
met! Hector says there i1s a certain point at
which the only answer you can give to a man who
breaks all the rules is to knock him down.

X to Ellie. What would you say 1f I were to
box your ears?

(calmly) I should pull your hair.

(mischievously) That wouldn't hurt me. Perhaps
it comes off at night.

Rigses. Oh, you don't mean to say, Hesione, that
your beautiful black hair is false?

(patting 1t) Don't tell Hector. He belleves
in it.

(groaning) X D R to sofa, sits. Oh! Even the
hair that ensnared him falsel

X DR Pull it and try. Other women can snare
men 1n their hair; but I can swing a baby in
mine. Aha! you can't do that Goldylocks.

(heartbroken) No. You have stolen my babies.

Sits on sofa. Pettikins, don't make me cry.
You know what you sald about my making a house-
hold pet of him 1s a little true. Perhaps he
ought to have walted for you. Would any other
woman on earth forgive you?

Oh, what right had you to take him all for
yourself! pulling herself together) There!
You couldn't help it: neither of us could

help it. He couldn't help it. No, don't say
anything more: X to Mangan. I can't bear 1it.
Let us wake the obJect. (she begins stroking
Mangan's head, reversing the movement with which
she put him to sleep) Wake uv, do you hear?

You are to wake up at once. Wake up, wake up,
wake==-==

(bouncing out of the chair in a fury and turning
on them) Wake up! So you think I've been
asleep, do you? (he kicks the chair violently
back out of his way and gets between them)

You throw me into a trance so that I can't move
hand or foot--I might have been buried alive!
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it's & mercy I wasn't--and then you think I was
only asleep. If you'd let me drop the two times
you rolled me about, my nose would have been
flattened for life against the floor. But I've
found you all out, anyhow. I know the sort of
people I'm among now. I've heard every word
you've sald, you and your precious father, and
(to Hesiones you too. So I'm en object, am I?
I'm a thing, am I? I'm a fool that hasn't sense
enough to feed myself properly, am I? I'm

afrald of the men that would starve if 1t weren't
for the wages I give them, am I? I'm nothing but
a disgusting old skinflint to be made a convenience
of by designing women and fool managers of my
works, am I? I'm-=-===

(with the most elegant aplomb) Rises, X U C to
Mangan. Sh-sh-sh-gsh-sh! Mr. Mangan, you are
ound in honor to obliterate from your mind all
you heard while you were pretending to be
asleep. It was not meant for you to hear.

Pretending to be asleep! Do you think if I

was only pretending that I'd have sprawled there
helpless, and listened to such unfairness, such
lies, such injustice and plotting and backbiting
and slandering of me, if I could have up and told
you what I thought of you! I wonder I didn't
burst.

(sweetly) You dreamt it all, Mir. Mangan. We

were only saying how beautifully peaceful you
looked in your sleep. That was all, wasn't 1it,
Ellie? Believe me, Mr. Mangan, all those
unpleasant things came into your mind in the last
half second before you woke. Ellie rubbed your
hair the wrong way; and the disagreeable sensation
suggested a disagreeable dream.

I believe in dreams.

So do I. X DR to sofa, But they go by contraries,
don't they?

X to Heslone. I shan't forget, to my dying day,
that when you gave me the glad eye that time 1n
the garden, you were making a fool of me. That
was a dirty low mean thing to do. You had no
right to let me come near you if I sigusted you.
It isn't my fault if I'm old and haven't a
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moustache like s bronze candle stick as your
husband has. There are things no decent woman
would do to a man---like a man hitting a
woman in the breast.

(Hesione, utterly shamed, sits down on the sofa
and covers her face with her hands. Mangan sits
down also on his chair and begins to cry like a
child. Ellie stares at them. Mrs. H., at the
distressing sound he makes, takes down her hands
and looks at him. She rises and runs to him.)

Don't cry; I can't bear it. Have I broken your
heart? I didn't know you had one. How could I?

I'm a man, ain't I?

(half coaxing, half rallying, altogether tenderly)
Oh no: not what I call a man. Only a Boss:
Just that and nothing else. What business has a
Boss with a heart?

Then you're not a bit sorry for what you did,
nor ashamed?

I was ashamed for the first time in my life when
you sald that about hitting a woman in the breast,
and I found out what I'd done. My very bones
blushed red. You've had your revenge, Boss.
Aren't you satisfied?

Serve you right! Do you hear? Serve you right!
You're just cruel. Cruel!

Yes: cruelty would be delicious if one could
only find some sort of cruelty that didn't really
hurt. By the way (sitting down beside him on

the arm of the chailr) what's your name? It's
not really Boss, 1s 1it?

If you want to know, my name's Alfred.

(springs up) X R C to Ellie. Alfred! Ellle,
he was christened after Tennyson!!

I was christened after my uncle, and never had a
penny from him, damn him! What of 1t?

It comes to me suddenly that you are a real

- person: that you had a mother, like anyone else.



Mangan:

Mrs. H:

Mangan:

Ellie:

Mangan:

Ellie:

Mangan:

Ellle:

Mangan:

Fllie:

Mangan:

Captain:

Mangan:®

Captain:

70

(putting her hands on his shoulders and survey-
ing him) Little Alf!

Well, you have a nerve.

And you have a heart, Alfy, a whimpering little
heart, but a real one. (relessing him suddenly)
Now run and make it up with Ellie. She has had
time to think what to say to you, which 1s more
than I had. (she goes out guickly into the
garden)

Rises, X between table and chair. That woman

has a pair of hands that go right through you.

Rises, puts chair in place. Still in love with

her, in spite of ell we said about you?

Are all women like you two? Do they never
think of anything about a man except what they
can get out of him? You weren't even thinking
that about me. You were only thinking whether
your gloves would last,

X DR to sofa, sits. I shall not have to think

about that when we are married.

And you think I am going to marry you after what
I heard there!

You heard nothing from me that I did not tell
you before.

Perhaps you think I can't do without you.

I think you would feel lonely without us all,
now after coming to know us so well.

(with something like a yell of despair) X U R

C to desk. Am I never to have the last word?

(appearing at the garden door) There is a soul
in torment here. What 1s the matter?

This girl doesn't want to spend her life wonder-
ing how long her gloves will last.

(passing through) Don't wesr any. I never do.
(he goes into the pantry)
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(appearing at the garden door, in a handsonme
dinner dress) Is anything the matter?

This gentleman wants to know 1s he never to have
the last word?

X to chair L, sits. I should let him have 1it,

my dear. e important thing is not to have the
last word, but to have your own way.

She wants both.

She won't get them, Mr. Mangan. Providence
always has the last word.

(desperately) Now youare going to come religion
over me. In this house a man's mind might as
well be a football. I'm going. (he makes for
the hall, but is stopped by a hail from the

Captain, who has just emerged from his pantry)

Whither away, Boss Mangan?

From steps. To hell out of this house: let

that be enough for you and all here,

You were welcome to come: you are free to go.
The wide earth, the high seas, the spacious skies
are wailting for you outside.

But your things, Mr. Mangan. Your bag, your
comb and brushes, your pyjamag-—---

(who has just appeared in the port doorway in a
handsome Arab costume) X U L. Why should the
escaping slave take his chains with him?

That's right, Hushabye. Keep the pyjamas, my
lady, and much good may they do you.

Turns to L;gy . Let us all go out into the
night and leave everything behind us.

You stay where you are, the lot of you. I want
no company, especially female company.

Let him go. He i1s unhappy here. He 1s angry
with us.

Go, Boss Mangan; and when you have found the land
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where there 1s happiness and where there are no
women, send me 1its latitude and longitude; and I
will join you there.

You will certainly not be comfortable without
your luggage, Mr. Mangan.

Go, go: why don't you go? It is a heavenly
night: you can sleep on the heath. Take my
wa;erproof to lie on: it 1s hanging up in the
hall.

Breakfast at nine, unless you prefer to breakfast
with the Captain at six.

Good night, Alfred.

Alfred! Heslone and Randall enter from garden.
Randall, Maengan's christian name 1s Alfred.

Then Hesione wins her bet.

They wouldn't believe me, Alf., Leads Hector to
window seat, they sit. .

(they contemplate him)

Is there any more of you coming in to look at
me, a8 if I was the latest thing in a menagerile?

You are the latest thing in this menagerie.

(before Mangan can retort, a fall of furniture
is heard from upstailrs: then a pistol shot, and
a yell of pain. The staring group breaks up in
consternation.)

Mazzini's Volice: Help! A burglar! Help!

Hector:

Mrs. H:

Captain:

Lady U:
Randall:

(his eyes blazing) A burglar!

No, Hector: you'll be shot. (he has dashed out
past Mangan, who hastily moves towards the book-
shelves out of his way)

(blowing his whistle.) All hands aloft! (he
strides after Hector) )

My diemonds! (she follows the Captain)

(rushing after her) No, Ariadne. Let me.
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Oh, i1s Papa shot? (she runs out)
Rises, holds, X L C. Are you frightened, Alf?

X DR, sits on sofa. No. It ain't my house,
thank God.

If they catch a burglar, shall we have to go
into court as witnesses, and be asked all sorts
of questions about our private lives?

You won't be believed if you tell the truth.

(Mazzini, terribly upset, with a dueling pistol
in his hand, comes from the hall, and makes his
way to the table) He lays pistol on table, sits
in chair L.

Oh, my dear Mrs. Hushabye, I might have killed
him. I hope you won't believe I really intended
to.

(Hector comes in, marching an old and villainous
looking man before him by the collar. He plants
him in the middle of the room and releases him.
Ellie, follows, and immediately runs across to
the back of her fathers! chailr Sits on arm of
Chairo

(entering with a poker) Keep your eye on this
door, Mangan. I'll look after the other. (he

'%oes to the garden door and stands on guard there)

Lady U. comes in after Randall) Holds on
platform.

X D R. What has happened?

Your housekeeper told me there was somebody
upstairs, and gave me a pistol that Mr. Hushabye
had been practicing with. I thought it would
frighten him; but it went off at a touch.

Yes, and took the skin off my ear. Preclious near
took the top off my head. Why don't you have a
proper revolver instead of a thing like that,
that goes off 1f you as much as blow on 1t?

One of my dueling pistols. Sorry.

He put his hands up and said it was a falr cop.
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So it was. Send for the pollce.

No, by thunder! It was not a fair cop. We
were four to one.

Sits on sofa. What will they do to him?

Ten years. Beglinning with solitary. Ten years
off my 1life. I shan't serve 1t all: I'm too
old. It will see me out.

Coming down from steps to sofa, sits U of Heslone.
You should have thought of fﬁa% before you stole
my diamonds.

Well, you've got them back, lady, haven't you?
Can you give me back the years of my life you are
going to take from me?

Oh, we can't bury a man alive for ten years for
a few dlamonds.

Ten little shining diamonds! Ten long black years!

Think of what it i1s for us to be dragged through
the horrors of a criminal court, and have all our
family affairs in the papers! If you were a
native, and Hastings could order you a good
beating and send you away, I shouldn't mind; but
here in England there is no real protection for
any respectable person.

I'm too old to be giv a hiding, lady. Send for
the police and have done with it. 1It's only
Just and right you should.

(who has relaxed his vigilance on seeing the
burglar so pacifically disposed, and comes
forward swinging the poker between hls fingers
like & well-folded umbrella) It is neither just
nor right that we should be put to a lot of
inconvenience to gratify your moral enthuslasm,
my friend. You had better get out, while you
have the chance.

No. I must work my sin off my consclence. This
has come as & sort of call to me. Let me spend
the rest of my life repenting in a cell. I shall
have my reward above.

X to desk. The very burglars can't behave
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naturally in this house.

My good sir, you must work out your salvation
at somebody else's expense. Nobody here is
going to charge you.

Oh, you won't charge me, won't you?

No. I'm sorry to be inhospitable; but will you
kindly leave the house?

Right. I'll go to the police station and give
myself up. (he turns resolutely to the door,
but Hector stops him)

Speaking at once.

Oh no. You mustn't do that.

No, no. Clear out, man, can't you; and don't
be a fool.

Don't be so s8illy. Can't you repent at home?

You will have to do as you are told.
It's compounding a felony, you know.

This is utterly ridiculous. Are we to be forced
to prosecute this man when we don't want to?

Am I to be robbed of my salvation to save you the
trouble of spending a day at the sessions? 1Is
that Justice? Is it right? 1Is it falr to me?

Come, come! Let me show you how you can turn your
very crimes to account. Why not set up as a
locksmith? You must know more about locks

than most honest men?

That's true, sir. But I couldn't set up as a
locksmith under twenty pounds.

Well, you can easily steal twenty pounds. You
will find it in the nearest bank.

Oh, what a thing for a gentleman to put into the
head of a poor criminal scrambling out of the

1t as 1t were! Oh, shame_on you, sir!
ggtggglgggg ve you! (He throws himself into’the

big chalr and covers his face as 1f in prayer)

Really, Randall!
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X to Burglar. It seems to me that we shall

have to take up a collection for this
inopoortunely contrite sinner.

But twenty pounds is ridiculous.

(looking up quickly) I shall have to buy a
lot of tools, lady.

Nonsense: you have your burgling kit.

What's a Jimmy and a centrebit and an acetylene
welding plant and a bunch of skeleton keys? I
shall have to have a forge and a smithy, and a
shop and fittings. I can't hardly do it for
twenty.

My worthy friend, we haven't got twenty pounds.

(now master of the situation) You can raise it
among you, can't you?

Give him a sovereign, Hector, and get rid of
nim.

Fumbles for money as he X U L. (giving him a

pound) There! Off with you.

I won't promise nothing. You have more on you
than a quid; all the lot of you, I mean.

Oh, let us prosecute him and have done with 1it.
I have a consclence too, I hope; and I do not
feel at all sure that we have any right to let
him go, especlally if he is golng to be greedy
and impertinent.

Rises. All right, lady, all right. I've no wish

to be anything but agreeable, Good evening,
ladies and gentlemen; and thank you kindly.
X U C. He starts out, but 1s stopped by the
Captaln's volce from platform.

(fixing the burglar with a plercing regard) What's

this? are there two of you?

(falling on his knees before the Captaln in
abject terror) Oh, my good Lord, what have I
done? Don't tell me 1t's your house I've broken

into, Captalin Shotover.
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Guinness enters, follows Captaln down steps,
holds behind so%a.

(the Captain selzes the burglar by the collar;
drags him to his feet; and leads him to the middle
of the group)

(turning him towards Ellie) Is that your
daughter? (he releases him)

Well, how do I know, Captain? You know the sort
of life you and me has led. Any young lady of
that age might be my daughter anywhere in the
wide, world, as you might say.

XDLC (to Mazzini) You are not Billy Dunn.
This 1s Billy Dunn. Why have you imposed on me?

Have you been giving yourself out to be me?
You, that nigh blew my head off! Shooting
yourself, in a manner of speaking!

My dear Captain Shotover, ever since I came into
this house I have done hardly anything else but
assure you that I am not Mr. William Dunn, but
Mazzinl Dunn, a very different person.

He don't belong to my branch, Captain. There's
two sets in the famlly: the thinking Dunns and
the drinking Dunns, each going thelr own ways.
I'm a drinking Dunn: he's a thinking Dunn.

But that didn't give him any right to shoot

me.

So you've turned burglar, have you?

No, Captain: I wouldn't dlesgrace our old sea
calling by such a thing. I am no burglar.

What were you doing with my diamonds?

What did you break into the house for if you're
no burglar? N

Mistook the house for your own and came in by the
wrong window, eh?

Well. it's no use my telling you a lle: I can
take’in most Captains, but not Captaln Shotover,

because he sold himself to the devil in Zanzibar,
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and can divine water, spot gold, explode a
cartridge in your pocket with a glance of his
eye, and see the truth hidden in the heart of
man. But I'm no burglar,

Captain: Are you an honest man?

Burglar: I don't set up to be better than my fellow-creatures
and never d4id, as you well know, Captain. But
what I do 1s innocent and pious. I inquire about
for houses where the right sort of people live.

I work it on them same as I worked i1t here. I
break into the house; put a few spoons or dlamonds
in my pocket; mske a nolse; get caught; and take
uo a collection. And you wouldn't belleve how
hard i1t 18 to getcaught when you're actually
trying to. I have knocked over all the chairs

in a room without a soul paying any attention

to me. In the end I have had to walk out and
leave the Jjob.

Randall: When that happens, do you put back the spoons and
diamonds?
Burglar: Well, I don't fly in the face of Providence, 1if

that's what you want to know,

Captain: Guinness, you remember this man?

Guinness: X to Burglar., I should think I do‘ seeing I
was married to him, the blackguardl

Hesione: (exclaiming together) Married to him! Guinness!
Lady U:
Burglar: Takes cover behind Captain. It wasn't legal.

TTve been married to no end of women. NoO use
coming that over me.

Captain: Take him to the forecastle. (he flings him to
the door with a strength beyond hils years)

Guinness: I suppose you mean the kitchen. They won't
have him there. Do you expect the servants to
keep company with thleves and all sorts?

Captain: Land-thieves and water-thieves are the same
flesh and blood. I'll have no boatswain on my
quarter-deck., Off with you both.

Burglar: Yes, Captain. (he goes out humbly)
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Will 1t be safe to have him in the house like
that?

Holds on steps. Why didn't you shoot him, sir?
Tf I'd known who he wasg, I'd have shot him my-
self. (she goes out)

(Captain goes into the pantry in deep abstraction.
They all 16ok after hlm)
Hector X to Lady U.

So Billy Dunn was poor nurse's little romance.
I knew there had been somebody.

XUL C. They will fight their battles over again
and enjJoy themselves immensely.

You are not married; and you know nothing about
it, Randall. Hold your tongue.

Tyrant!

Well, we have had a very exclting evening.
Everything will be an anticlimax after 1it.
We'd better all go to bed.

Another burglar may turn up.
Oh, impossible! I hope not.

Why not? There is more than one burglar in
England.

What do you say, Alf?

Oh, I don't matter. I'm forgotten. The burglar
has put my nose out of Joint. Shove me into a
corner and have done with me.

( jumping up mischievously) (goling to him)
Would you like a walk on the heath, Alfred?

With me?

Rises. Go, Mr. Mangan. It will do you good.
fHesione will soothe you.

(slipping her arm under his and pulling him '
upright) Come, Alfred. There 1s a moon: it's
1ike the night in Tristan and Isolde. (shg
carresses his arm and draws him to the garden

door)
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(writhing but yielding) How can you have the
face--the heart--(he breaks down and is heard
sobbing as she takes him out)

Ellie X to window.

What an extraordinary way to behave! What is
the matter with the man?

(staring into an imaginary distance) His heart
is bresking; that is all. (the Captain appears
at the pantry door, listening) It is a curious
sensation: the sort of pain that goes mercifully
beyond our powers of feellng. When your heart

1s broken, your boats are burned: nothing
matters any more. It 1s the end of happiness

and the beginning of peace.

(suddenly rising in a rege, to the astonishment
of the rest) How dare you?

Good heavens! What's the matter?

XD C. Tch-tch-tch. Steady.

I was not addressing you particularly, Lady
Utterword. And I am not accustomed to being

asked how dare I,

Of course not. Anyone can see how badly you
have been brought up.

Oh, I hope not, Lady Utterword. Really!

I know very well what you mesnt. The impudence!
What on earth do you mean?

She means that her heart will not bresk. She
has been longing all her life for someone to

break it. At last she has become afrald she
has none to break.

(flinging herself on her knees and throwing her
arms round him) Papa, don't say you think I've
no heart.

If you had no heart how could you want to have
it broken, child?

(rising with a bound) Lady Utterword, you are
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not to be trusted. You have made a scene. (he
runs out into the garden)

Oh! Hector! Hector! (she runs out after him)
Only nerves, I assure you. (he follows her
waving the poker in his agitation) Ariadne!
Ariadne! For God's sake, be careful. You will-e-
(he 1s gone)

Rising, X to C. How distressing! Can I do any-
thing, I wonder?

(promptly teking his chair and setting to work
at the drawing board) No. Go to bed. Good
night.

Oh! Perhaps you are right,

Good night, dearest.

From steps. Good night love. (he goes out,

Teaving Ellie alone with the Captain)

(The Captain 1is intent on his drawing)
Ellie goes to Captain and looks over his shoulder.

Does nothing ever disturb you, Captain Shotover?
I've stood on the bridge for eighteen hours in
a typhoon. Life here 1s stormier; but I can
stand it.

Do you think I ought to marry Mr. Mangan?

(never looking up) One rock 1s as good as
another to be wrecked on.

I am not in love with him.
Who sald you were?

You are not surprised?
Surprised! At my age!

It seems to me quite falr. He wants me for one
thing: I want him for another.

Money?

Yes.
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Well, one turns the cheeck: the other kisses 1it.
One provides the cash: the other spends 1t.

Who will have the best of the bargain, I wonder?

You. These fellows live in an office all day.
You will have to put up with him from dinner to
breakfast; but you will both be asleep most of
that time. All day you will be quit of him;
and you will be shopping with his money. If
that 1s too much for you, marry a seafaring man:
you will be bothered with him only three weeks
in the year, perhaps.

That would be best of all, I suppose.

It's a dangerous thing to be married right up
to the hilt, like my daughter's husband. The
man 1s at home all day, like a damned soul in
hell.

I never thought of that before.

If you're marrying for business, you can't be
too business like.

Why do women always want other women's husbands?

Why do horse-thieves prefer a horse that is
broken-in to one that 1is wild?

(with a short laugh) I suppose so. What a vile
world it is!

It doesn't concern me, I'm nearly out of 1t.
And I'm only Jjust beginning.

Yes; so look ahead.

Well, I think I am belng very prudent.

I didn't say prudent. I sald look ahead.
What's the difference?

It's prudent to gain the whole world and lose
your own soul. But don't forget that your soul

sticks to you if you e¢tick to it; but the world
has a way of slipping through your fingers.
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X D to chalr R of table. I'm sorry, Captaln
Shotover; but 1t's no use talking like that

to me. 0ld fashioned peovnle are no use to me.
014 fashioned peovnle think you can have a soul
without money. They think the less money you
have the more soul you have. Young people nowa=
days know better. A soul 1s a very expenslve
thing to keep: much more so than a motor car.

Is 1t? How much does your soul eat?

Oh, a lot. It eats music and plctures and books
and mountains and lakes and beautiful things to
wear and nice veople to be with. In this country
you can't have them without lots of money: that
is why our souls are so horribly starved.

Mangan's soul lives on pig's food..

Yes: money 1s thrown away on him. I suppose

his soul was starved when he was young. But 1%
will not be thrown away on me. It is Jjust because
I want to save my soul that I am marrying for
money. All the women who are not fools do.

There are other ways of getting money. Why don't
you steal 1t?

Because I don't want to go to prison.

Is that the only reason? Are you gulte sure
honesty has nothing to do with 1t?

X U to window. Oh, you are very very old
fashioned, Captaln. Does any modern girl
believe that the legal and illegal ways of
getting money are the honest and dishonest
ways? Mangan robbed my father and my father's
friends. I should rob all the money back from
Mangan if the police would let me. Ag they
won't, I must get it back by marrying him.

I can't argue: I'm too 0ld: my mind is made up
and finished. Rising, X C. All I can tell you 1s
that, old fashioned or new fashioned, if you sell
yourself, you deal your soul a blow that all the
books and pictures and concerts and scenery in-
the world won't heal. Starts for pantry.

(running after him and selzing him by the sleeve)
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Then why did you sell yourself to the devil in
Zanzibar?

(stopping, startled) What?

You shall not run away before you answer. I
have found out that trick of yours. If you sold
yourself, why shouldn't I?

I had to deal with men so degraded that they
wouldn't obey me unless I swore at them and
kicked them and beat them with my fists. Foolish
people took young thieves off the streets; flung
them into a training ship where they were taught
to fear the cane instead of fearing God; and
thought they'd made men and sailors of them by
private subscription., I tricked these thieves
into believing I'd sold myself to the devil. It
saved my soul from kicking and swearing that was
damning me by 1inches.

(releasing him) I shall pretend to sell myself
to Boss Mangan to save my soul from the poverty
that 1s damning me by inches.

Riches will damn you ten times deeper. Riches
won't even save your body.

X to window. Old fashloned again. We know now
that the soul is the body, and the body the soul.
They tell us they are different because they want
to persuade us that we can keep our souls if we
let them make slaves of our bodies. I am afraild
you are no use to me, Captain.

Moves toward Ellie. What did you expect? A
Savior, eh? Are you old fashloned enough to
believe in that?

No. But I thought you were very wise, and
might help me. Now I have found you out.

Turns to Captain. You pretend to be busy, and
Think of fine things to say, and run 1n and out
to surprise people by saying them, and get away
before they can answer you.

It confusés me to be answered. It discoursges
me. I cannot bear men and women. I have to run
away. I must run away now. (he tries to

(again seizing his arm) You shall not run away
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from me. I can hypnotize you. You are the
only person in the house I can say what I like
to. I know you are fond of me. Sit down.

She draws him to chalr R of table.

Captain: (yielding) Take care: I am in my dotage. Sits.
0ld men are dangerous: it doesn't matter to
then what 18 going to happen to the world.

Ellie: Sitting on floor R of chair. (dreamily) I
ghould have thought nothing else mattered to
0ld men. They can't be very interested in what
1s going to happen to themselves.

Captain: A man's interest in the world 1s only the over-
flow from his interest in himself. When you are
a child your vessel is not yet full; so you care
for nothing but your own affairs. When you grow
up, your vessel overflows; and you are a politican,
a philosopher, or an explorer and adventurer.

In o0ld age the vessel dries up: there 18 no
overflow: you are a child again. I can give you
the memories of my ancient wisdom: mere scraps
and lesvings; but I no longer really care for
anything but my own little wants and hobbles.

I 81t here working out my old ideas as a means
of destroying my fellow-creatures. Rising, x to
garden door. I see my daughters and thelr men
1iving foolish lives of romance and sentiment
and snobbery. Turns to Ellie. I see you, the
younger generation, turning from thelr romance
and sentiment and snobbery to money and comfort
and hard common sense. I was ten times happler
on the bridge in the typhoon, or frozen into
Arctic ice for months in darkness, than you or
they have ever been. Leans on chair R of table
keeping it between them. You arégiooking for a
rich husband. At your age I looked for hardshlp,
danger, horror, and death that I might feel the
life in me more intensely. I did not let the
fear of death govern my life; and my reward was,
I had my life. You are going to let the fear of
poverty govern your life; and your reward will
be that you will eat, but you will not live.

Ellie: X to desk. But what can I do?t I am not a sea
captain: I can't stand on bridges in typhoons
or go slaughtering seals and whales in Greenland's
icy mountains. They won't let women be Captains.

Do you want me to be a stewardess?
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There are worse lives. The stewardesses could
come ashore if they liked; but they sail and sail
and sall,

What could they do ashore but marry for money?
I don't want to be a stewardess: I am too bad
a sallor. Think of something else for me.

I can't think so long and continuously. I am
too 0ld. I must go in and out. Starts for pantry.

Intercepts him C. You shall not. You are happy
here, aren't you?

I tell you it's dangerous to keep me. I can't
keep awake and alert.

What do you run away for? To sleep?
No. To get a glass of rum.

(frightfully disillusioned) Is that it? X D R.
How disgusting! Do you like being drunk?

No: I dread being drunk more than anything in
the world. X to chair R of tsble, his back half
turned to Ellie. To be drunk means to have
dreams; to go soft; to be easily pleased and
decelved; to fall into the clutches of women.
Drink does that for you when you are young. But
when you are old: very, very old, like me, the
dreams come by themselves. You don't know how
terrible that 1s: Turns to Ellie. you are young:
you sleep at night only, and sleep soundly. But
later on you will sleep in the afternoon. Later
8t1ll you will sleep even in the morning; and you
will awake tired, tired of 1life. Turns away.
You will never be free from dozing and dreams;
the dreams will steal upon your work every ten
minutes unless you can awaken yourself with rum.
I drink now to keep sober; but the dreams are
conguering: rum is not what 1t was: I have had
ten glasses since you came; and it might be so
much water. Go get me another: Guinness knows
where i1t is. You had better see for yourself the
horror of an old man drinking.

You shall not drink. X to Captain. Dream. I
like you to dream. Leadin him to sofa. You
must never be in the Teal world wnen we talk
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together.

I am too weary to resist, or too weak. Sits.

I am in my second cnildhood. I do not see you

as you really are. I can't remember what I
really am. I feel nothing but the accursed
happiness I have dreaded all my life long: the
happiness that comes as life goes, the happiness
of ylelding and dreaming instead of resisting and
doing, the sweetness of the fruit that is going
rotten.

Sits U of Capntain. You dread it almost as much

as 1 used to dread losing my dreams and having
to fight and do things. But this is all over
for me: my dreams are dashed to pleces. I
should like to marry a very old, very rich man.
I should like to marry you. I had much rather
marry you than marry Mangan. Are you very rich?

No. Living from hand to mouth. And I have a
wife somewhere in Jamaica: a black one. My
first wife. Unless she's dead.

What a pity! I feel so happy with you. (she
takes his hand, almost unconsciously, and pats it)
I thought I should never feel happy again.

Why?
Don't you know?
No.

Heartbreak. I fell in love with Hector, and
didn't know he was married.

Heartbreak? Are you one of those who are so
sufficient to themselves that they are only
happy when they are stripped of everything, even
of hope?

(gripping the hand) It seems so; for I feel now
as if there was nothing I could not do, because
I want nothing.

That's the only real strength. That's genius.
That's better than rum.

(throwing away his hand) Rum! Why did you spoll
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1t?
(Hector and Randall come in from the garden)
We dild not know there was

I beg your pardon.
anyone here.

(rising) That means that you want to tell Mr.
Randall the story about the tiger. Come, Captain:
I want to talk to my father; and you had better
come with me.

Nonsense! the man 1s in bed.

Takes his hand. Aha! I've caught you. My
real father has gone to bed; but the father
you gave me 1s in the kitchen. You knew quite
well all along. Come. She draws him up the
steps and out.

_X to Bannister. That's an extraordinary girl.
She has the Ancient Mariner on a string like a
like a Pekilnese dog.

X C. Now that they have gone, shall we have a
friendly chat?

Pulling desk chair D R C, sits. You are in what
is supposed to be my house. I am at your disposal.
Offers Randall a cigarette.

I take 1t that we may be quite frank. Lights
Hector's cigarette. I mean about Lady Utterword.
Lights his own.

You may. I have nothing to be frank about. I
never met her until this afternoon.

What! Pulls chair R of table U, sits on arm.
But you are her sister's husband.

Well, if you come to that, you are her husband's
brother.

But you seem to be on intimate terms with her.

So do you.

Yes: but I am on intimate terms with her. I
have known her for years.
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It took her years to get to the same point
with you that she got to with me in five
minutes, 1t seens.

Rising, X D L to table. Really, Ariadne 1is the
Timit. Extingulshes cigarette in ash tray on
table.

(coolly) She is, as I remarked to Hesione, a
very enterprising woman.

(much troubled) You see, Hushabye, you are what
women consider a good looking man.

I cultivated that appearance in the days of my
vanity; and Hesione inslists on my keeping it

up. She makes me wear these ridiculous things
(indicating his Arab costume) because she thinks
me absurd in evening dress.

Still, you do keep it up, old chap. Now, I
assure you I have not an atom of Jealousy in my
dlsposition=—==—=-

Rising, puts one foot on chailr., The question
would seem to be rather whether your brother
has any touch of that sort.

X to the back of chair C. What! Hastings!

Oh, don't trouble about Hastings. He has the
gift of being able to work sixteen hours a day
at the dullest detall, and actually likes 1it.
That gets him to the top wherever he goes. As
long as Ariadne takes care that he is fed
regularly, he is only too thankful to anyone who
will keep her in good humor for him.

And as she has all the Shotover fascination,
there is plenty of competition for the job, eh?

(angrily) She encourasges them. Her conduct 1is
perfectly scandalous. I assure you, my dear
fellow, I haven't an atom of jealousy in my
composition; but she makes herself the talk of
every place she goes to by her thoughtlessness.
It's nothing more: she doesn't really care for
the men she keeps hanging around her; but how
is the world to know that? It's not falr to
Hasints. It's not fair to me.
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Puts desk chalr back in place, extingulshes
clgarette at desk. Her theory 1s that her
conduct is so correct-----

Correct! X D L. She does nothing, but make
scenes from morning till night. You be careful,
0ld chap. She will get you into trouble: that
1s, Sits on arm of chair L. she would if she
really cared for you.

Doesn't she?

Not a scrap. She may want your scalp to add to
her collection; but her true affection has been
engaged years ago. You had really better be
careful.

X C. Do you suffer much from this jealousy?

Rislng. Jealousy! I Jealous! My dear fellow,
haven't I told you that there is not an atonm

Yes. And Lady Utterword told me she never made
scenes. Well, don't waste your jealousy on my
moustache. Never waste Jealousy on a real man:

it is the imaginary hero that supplants us all

in the long run. Besldes, Jealousy does not belong
to your easy man-of-the-world pose, which you
carry 8o well in other respects.

Really, Hushabye, X L C. I think a man may be
allowed to be a gentleman without being accused
of posing.

X D to Randall. It is a pose like any other.

In this house we know all the poses: our

game 1s to find out the man under the pose. The
man under your pose is apparently Ellle's
favorite, Othello.

Some of your games in this house are damned
annoying, let me tell you.

Yes: I have been thelr victim for many years.
I used to writhe under them at first; X, sits on
sofa. but I became accustomed to them. AT las®

T Iearned to play them.

X, stands over Hector. If it's all the same to
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you I had rather you didn't play them on me.
You evidently don't qulte understand my character,
or my notions of good form,

Is it your notion of good form tn give away
Lady Utterword?

(A childishly plaintive note breaking into his
huff) Turning away in confusion to C. I have
not said a word agailnst Lady Utterword. This 1is
Just the conspiracy over again,

What consplracy?

You know very well, sir. A conspiracy to make
me out to be pettish and Jealous and childish
and everything I em not. Everyone knows I am
Just the opposite.

(rising) Something in the alr of the house has
upset you. It often does have that effect.

(He goes to the garden door and calls Lady U.
with commanding emphasis) Ariadne! Places chair
in former position.

(at some distance) Yes.

X R. What are you calling her for? I want to
spegk======

(arriving breathless) Yes, you really are a
terribly commanding person. What's the matter?

I do not know how to manage your friend Randall.
No doubt you do.

X D L. Randall: have you been making your-
self ridiculous, as usual? I can see it in your
face. Really, you are the most pettish creature,

You know quite well, Ariadne, that I have not an
ounce of pettishness in my disposition. I have
made myself perfectly pleasant here. I have
remained absolutely cool and imperturable in the
face of a burglar. Sits. Imperturbability is
almost too strong a point of mind. But I insist
on being treated with a certaln consideration.

I will not allow Hushabye to take liberties with
me. I will not stand your encouraging people as
you do.
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The man has a rooted delusion that he is your
husband.

I know. He 18 Jealous. As if he had any right
to be! He compromises me everywhere. He makes
scenes g2ll over the place. Randall: X to
Randall I will not allow 1t. I simply will
not allow it. You had no right to discuss me
with Hector. I will not be discussed by men.

X to chair D L, sits. Be reasonable, Ariadne.
Your fatal gift of beauty forces men to discuss
you.

Taking C. Oh indeed! what about your fatal
gift of beauty?

How can I help 1t?

You could cut off your moustache; I can't cut
off my nose. I get my whole life messed up
with people falling in love with me. And then
Randall says I run after men.

I-—---

Yes you do: you said 1t just now. Standing

over Randall. Why can't you think of something
else than women? Napoleon was quite right when
he said that women are the occupation of the 1idle
man. Well, if ever there was an idle man on
earth, his name 1s Randall Utterword.

Oh yes you are: 1t's no use denying it. What
have you ever done? What good are you? You
are 28 much trouble in the house as a child of
three. You couldn't live wilithout your valet.

Starts to rise. This l1g~=====-

Pushes him back down. Laziness! You are
laziness incarnate. You are selfishness itself.
You are the most uninteresting man on earth.

You can't even gossip about anything but yourself
and your grievances and your allments and the
people who have offended you. Do you know what
they call him, Hector?




93

(Speaking together)

Hector: Please don't tell me.

Randall: I'1ll not stand it-—----

Lady U: Randall the Rotter: that 1s his name 1n good
soclety.

Randall: (shouting) 1I'll not bear it, I tell you. Will
you listen to me, you infernal------ (he chokes)

Lady U: Well: go on. What were you going to call me?

An infernal what? Which unpleasant animal 1is
it going to be this time? Sits in chair R of table.

Randall: From R C. (foaming) There i1s no animal in the
world so hateful as a woman can be. You are a
maddening devil. Hushabye, you will not belleve
me when I tell you that I have loved this demon
all my life: X U to desk. but God knows I have
paild for it. (he sits down in the chalr, weeping)

Lady U: Rising, X U to Randall. Cry-baby!
Hector: Rising. My friend, the Shotover slsters have two

strange powers over men. They can make them love;
and they can mgke them cry. Thank your stars
that you are not married to one of them.

Lady U: X D C. (Haughtily) And pray, Hector----

Hector: (suddenly catching her round the shoulders:
swinging her right round him and away from
Randall: and gripping her throat with the
other hand) Ariadne, if you attempt to start
on me, I'11 choke you: do you hear? Pushes her
on sofa and stands over her. The cat and mouse
game with the other sex 1s a good game; but I
can play your head off at 1it. It 1s true that
Napoleon sald that woman 1s t he occupation of
the 1dle man. But he added that she 1s the
relaxation of the warrior. Well, I am the
warrior. So take care.

Lady U: (not in the least put out, and rather pleased
by his violence) My dear Hector, I have only
done what you asked me to do.

Hector: And how do you maske that out, pray?
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You called me in to manage Randall, didn't you?
You said you couldn't manage him yourself.

Well, what 1f I did? X to chalr R of table, sits.

I did not ask you to drive the man mad.

He 1sn't mad. That's the way to manage him. If
you were a mother, you'd understand.

Mother! What are you up to now?

It's qulite simple. When the children got nerves
and were naughty, I smacked them just enough

to give them a good cry and a healthy nervous
shock. They went to sleep and were quite good
afterwards. Well, I can't smack Randall: he
is too big; so when he gets nerves and 1s
naughty, I Just rag him till he cries. He will
be all right now. Look: he 1s half asleep
already.

(waxing up indignantly) I'm not. You are most
cruel, Ariadne. (sentimentally) But I suppose
I must forgive you, as usual. (he checks him-

self in the act of yawning)

Is the explanation satisfactory, dread warrior?

Some day I shall kill you, if you go too far.
Rises, X D L. I thought you were a fool.

(laughing) Everybody does, at first. But I
am not such a fool as I look. X U to Randall.
Now Randall, go to bed. You will be a good
boy in the morning.

(only faintly rebellious) I'll go to bed when
I like. It isn't ten yet.

It is long past ten. See that he goes to bed
at once, Hector. (she goes into the garden)

Is there any slavery on earth viler than this
slavery of men to women?

(rising resolutely) I'll not speak to her
tomorrow. I'll not speak to her for another
week. I'll give her such a lesson. I'll go
stralght to bed without bidding her good night.
(he makes for the door leading to the hall)
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You are under a spell, man. X U C. 0ld
Shotover sold himself to the devil in Zanzibar.
The devil gave him a black witch for a wife; and
these two demon daughters are their mystical
progeny. I am tied to Hesione's avron-strings;
but I'm her husband; and if I did go stark staring
mad about her, at least we became man and wife.
But why should you let yourself be dragged about
and beaten by Ariadne as a toy donkey is dragged
about and beaten by a child? What do you get by
i1t? Are you her lover?

You must not misunderstand me. In a higher
sense----in a platonic sense,=====--

Pshs! Platonic sense! She makes you her
servant; and when pay-day comes round, she bilks
you: that 1ls what you mean.

From platform. Well, if I don't mind, I don't
see what business it 1s of yours. Besides, I
tell you I am going to punish her. You shall
gsee: I know how to deal with women. I'm really
very sleepy. Say good night to Mrs. Hushabye
for me, will you, like a good chap. Good night.
(he hurries out)

Watching Randall go, full back position.

Poor wretch! Oh women! women! women: Turns
full front. (he lifts his fists in invocation
to heaven) Fall. Fall and crush. (he goes
out into the garden)

MEDIUM CURTAIN
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ACT THREE

As the curtain opens, Lady Utterword is lying

on a chaise lounge D R, the Captain 1s seated

in arm chair on terrace D L, and Ellle 1s seated
on small stool by his side. The bench U G, and

the stool next to the lounge and the deck chair

L C are vacant, Hector enters from the house L.
He pauses on edge of terrace U of Captaln and

lights a cigarette. As he waves out the match,

Lady U. speaks.

What a lovely night! It seems made for us.
The night takes no interest im us. What are we

to the night? (he sits moodily imn the deck
chair)

(dreamily, nestling agalnst the Captain) Its
beauty soaks into my nerves. In the night there
is peace for the o0ld and hope for the young.

Is that remark your own?

No. Only the last thing the Captain sald before
he went to sleep.

I'm not asleep.

Randall is. Also Mr. Mazzini Dunn. Mangan, too
probably.

Entering with Heslone through gate U R. No.

Oh, you are there. I thought Hesione would have
sent you to bed by this time.

(coming to the back of the bench) I think I
shall. He keeps telling me he has a presentiment
that he 1s going to die. I never met a man so
greedy for sympathy.

But I have a presentiment. I really have. And
you wouldn't listen.

I was listening for something else. There was a
sort of splendid drumming in the sky. Did none
of you hear it? It came from a distance and then
died away.
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I tell you it was a train.

And I tell you, Alf, there i1s no train at this
hour. The last 1s nine forty-five.

But a goods train.
Not on our little line. They tack a truck on to

the passenger trailn. What can it have been,
Hector? 8its on R arm of bench.

Heaven's threatening growl of disgust at us
useless futile creatures. (flercely) I tell you
one of two things must happen. Elther out of
that darkness some new creation will come to
supplant us as we have supplanted the animals,

or the heavens will fall in thunder and destroy
us.

We have not supplanted the animals, Hector. Why
do you ask heaven to destroy this house, which
could be made quite comfortable if Hesione had
any notion of how to live? Don't you know what
is wrong with 1t?

We are wrong with it. There is no sense in us.
We are useless, dangerous, and ought to be
abolished.

Nonsense! Hastings told me the very first day
he came here, nearly twenty-four years ago,
what 18 wrong with the house.

What! The numskull sald there was something wrong
with my house!

I sald Hastings sald it; and he is not in the
least a numskull.

What's wrong with my house?

Just what 18 wrong with a ship, papa. Wasn't
it clever of Hastings to see that?

The man's a fool. There's nothing wrong with a
ship.

Yes, there 1s.

But what 18 1t? Don't be aggravating, Addy.
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Lady U: Guess.

Hector: Demons. Daughters of the witch of Zanzibar.
Demons.

Lady U: Not a bit. I assure you, all this house needs

to make it a sensible, healthy, pleasant house,
with good appetites and sound sleep in 1it, 1is

horses.
Mrs. H: Horses! What rubbish! Sits on bench.
Lady U: Rises, X to table U L. Yes: horses. Why have

we never been able to let this house? Because
there are no proper stables. Go anywhere in
England where there are natural, wholesonme,
contented, and really nice English people:

From terrace. and what do you always find?
That the stables are the real centre of the
household; X to R of lounge. and that if any
visitor wante to play the plano the whole room
has to be upset before it can be opened, there
are 80 many things piled on it. I never lived
until I learned to ride; and I shall never ride
really well because I didn't begin as a child.
There are only two classes in good society in
England: the equestrian clasees and the
neurotic classes. It isn't mere convention:
everybody can see that the people who hunt are
the right people and the people who don't are the
wrong ones. Puts drink on table D R.

Captalin: There is some truth in this. My ship made a man
of me; and a ship 1s the horse of the sea.

Lady U: Sitting. Exactly how Hastings explained your
eing a gentleman. Lies down.

Captain: Not bad for a numskull. Bring the man here with
you next time: I must talk to him.

Ledy U: Why ie Randall such an obvious rotter? He 1s well
bred; he has been at a public school and a university;
he has been in the Foreign Office; he knows the
best people and has lived all his life among thenm,
Why 1s he so unsatisfactory, so contemptible?

Why can't he get a valet to stay with him longer
than a few months?! Just because he is too lazy
and pleasure-loving to hunt and shoot. He strums
the plano, and sketches, and runs after married
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women, and reads literary books and poems. He
actually plays the flute; but I never let him
bring it into my house. If he would only---
(she is interrupted by the melancholy strains
of a flute coming from an open window above)
She rises L of lounge. Randall, you have not
gone to bed. Have you been listening? (the
flute replies pertly) How vulgar! Go to bed
instantly, Randall: how dare you? Sits.

How can anyone care for such a creature!

Addy: do you think Ellie ocught to marry poor
Alfred merely for his money?

What's that? Mrs. Hushabye, are my affairs to
be discussed like thlis before everybody?

I don't think Randall is listening now. Lies
down.

Everybody 1s listening. It isn't right. Sits on
bench.,

But in the dark, what does it matter? Ellie
doesn't mind, do you Ellie?

Not in the least. What is your opinion, Lady
Utterword? You have so much good sense.

But it isn't right. It--~(Mrs. H. puts her
hand on his mouth) Oh, very well.

How much money have you, Mr. Mangan?
Really-=-No: I can't stand this.

Nonsense, Mr. Mangan! It all turns on your
income, doesn't 1t?

Well, if you come to that, how much money has she?
None.

You are answered, Mr. Mangan. And now, as you
have made Miss Dunn throw her cards on the

table, you cannot refuse to show your own.

Come, Alf! Out with it! How much?

Rises, X U to wall. Well, if you want to know,
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I have no money and never had any.
Alfred, you mustn't tell naughty stories.

I'm not telling you stories. I'm telling you the
raw truth.

Then what do you live on, Mr. Mangan?
Traveling expenses. And a trifle of commission.

What more have any of us but traveling expenses
for our life's Journey?

But you have factories and capital and things?

People think I have. People think I'm an
industrial Napoleon. That's why Miss Ellile
wants to marry me. But I tell you I have nothing.

Do you mean that the factories are like Marcus's
tigers? That they don't exist?

They exist all right enough. But they're not

mine. They belong to syndicates and shareholders
and all sorts of lazy good-for-nothing capitalists.
I get money from such people to start the factories.
I find people like Miss Dunn's father to work

them, and keep a tight hand so as to make them

pay. Of course I make them keep me goling pretty
well; but 1t's a dog's life; and I don't own
anything.

Alfred, Alfred, you are making a poor mouth of 1t
to get out of marrying Ellie.

I'm telling the truth about my money for the first
time in my life; and it's the first time my
word has ever been doubted.

How sad! Why don't you go in for politics,
Mr. Mangan?

]
X behind bench D to Lady U. Go in for olitics.
Where have you been IIving. I am in politics.

I'm sure I beg your pardon. I never heard of you.
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Let me tell you, Lady Utterword, that the Prime
Minister of this country asked me to jJoln the
Government without even going through the nonsense
of an election, as the dictator of a great public
department.

As a Conservative or a Liberal?

X back to bench. No such nonsense. As a
practical business man. (they all burst out
laughing) What are you all laughing at?

Oh, Alfred, Alfred!

You! who have to get my father to do everything
for you!

You! who are afrald of your own workmen!

You! with whom three women have been playing
eat and mouse all the evening!

You must have given an immense sum to the party
funds, Mr, Mangan.

Not a penny out of my own pocket. The syndicate
found the money: they knew how useful I should
be to them in the Government.

This 1s most interesting and unexpected, Mr.
Mangan. And what have your administrative
achievements been so far?

Achievements? Well‘ I don't know what you call
achievements; but I've Jolly well put a stop

to the games of the other fellows in the other
departments. Every man of them thought he was
going to save the country all by himself, and do
me out of the credit and out of my chance of a
title. I took good care that if they wouldn't
let me do it they shouldn't do 1t themselves
either. I may not know anythi about my own
machinery; but I know how to stick a ramrod into
the other fellow's. And now they all look the

biggest fools going.

Rises. And in heaven's name, what do you look
e

I look like the fellow that was too clever for
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all the others, don't I? If that 1sn't
triumph of practical business, what 1is?
Sits on bench with Heslone.

Is this England, or 1s 1t a madhouse? X to table,

pours drink.

Do you expect to save the country, Mr. Mangan?

Well, who else will? Will your Mr. Randall save
1t?

Randall the rotter! Certainly not.

Will your brother-in-law save it with his
moustache and his fine talk?

Yes, 1f they will let me.
(sneering) Ah! Will they let you?

No. They prefer you. X to gate U R.

Very well then, as you're in a world where I'm
appreciated and you're not, you'd best be civil
to me, hadn't you? Who else 1s there but me?

There is Hastings. Get rid of your ridiculous
sham democracy; and give Hastings the necessary
powers, and a good supply of bamboo to bring
the British native to his senses: he will

save the country with the greatest of ease.

It had better be lost. Any fool can govern with
a stick in his hand. I could govern that way.
It is not God's way. The man 1s a numskull,

The man 1s worth all of you rolled into one.
What do you say, Miss Dunn?

I think my father would do very well if people
did not put upon him and cheat him and desplse
him because he 1s so good.

(contemptuoualy) I think I see Mazzinl Dunn
getting into parliament or pushing his way into
the Government. We've not come to that yet,
thank God! What do you say, Mrs. Hushabyel

Oh, I say it matters very little which of you
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governs the country so long as we govern you.
We? Who 1s we, pray?

The devil's granddaughters, dear. The lovely
women.

(raising his hands as before) Fall, I say, and
deliver us from the lures of Satan!

There seems to be nothing real in the world except
my father and Shakespeare. Marcus's tigers are
false; Mr. Mangan's millions are false: there 1is
nothing really strong and true about Heslone

but her beautiful hair; and Lady Utterword's is
too pretty to be real. The one thing that was
left to me was that Captain's seventh degree of
concentration; and that turns out to be-—-===-

Rum.

(placidly) A good deal of my hair 1s quite
genuine. The Duchess of Dithering offered me
fifty guineas for this (touching her forehead)
under the impression that it was a transformation;
but 1t is .all natural except the color.

Rises. (wildly) Look here: I'm going to take
off ?11 my clothes. (he begins tearing off his
coat

Mr. Mangan!

Speaking together.
¥r, Mangan! Sits up.
What's that?

Ha! Ha! Do. do. From U of lounge.
Please don't.

Rises. (catching his arm and stopping him)
red, for shame! Are you mad?

Shame! What shame 1s there in this house? Let's
all strip stark naked. We may as well do the
thing thoroughly when we're about it. We've
stripped ourselves morally naked: well, let us
strip ourselves physically naked as well and see
how we like it. I tell you I can't bear this.

I was brought up to be respectable. I don't

mind the women dyeing theilr halr and the men
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drinking: 1it's human nature. But it's not
human nature to tell everybody about it. Every
time one of you opens your mouth I go like this
(he cowers as if to avoid a missile% afraid

of what will come next. How are we to have any
self respect 1f we don't keep 1t up that we're
better than we really are?

I quite sympathize with you, Mr. Mangan. I have
been through it all; and I know by experience that
men and women are delicate plants and must be
cultivated under glass. Our family habit of
throwing stones in all directions and letting

the air in 1s not only unbearably rude, but
positively dangerous. 8ti1ll, there i1s no use
catching physical colds as well as moral ones;

80 please keep your clothes on. Lies down.

Starts for house L, holds on terrace. I'll do
as 1 1ike: not what you tell me. Am I a child
or a grown man? I won't stand this mothering
tyranny. I'll go back to the city, where I'm
respected and made much of.

Sits on bench. Good bye, Alf. Think of us some-
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