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  SCENE—The sitting-room of Edward Brown's home in Bridgetown, Conn. To the left in the foreground a door leading into the dining room. Farther back a book-case and two windows looking out on the back yard. In the corner an expensive Victrola machine with cabinet for records. In the middle of the far side of the room is a huge old fashioned fire place with brass andirons. On either side of the fire place a window opening on the garden. In the right hand corner near the window a Morris chair. Farther forward a large doorway leading to the parlor with two sliding doors which are tightly drawn together, it being neither Sunday nor a holiday. Still farther in the foreground a smaller door opening on the hallway.




    Above the fire place a mantel on the center of which is a Mission clock with a bright brass pendulum. The remainder of the mantel is taken up by cigar boxes, a skull-and-cross-bones tobacco jar, a brass match safe, etc. A square table with four or five easy chairs grouped around it stands in the center of the large sober-colored rug which covers all but the edge of the hard-wood floor. On the table a stack of magazines and a newspaper, also an embroidered center-piece, the fringe of which can be seen peeking out from under the shining base of an electric reading lamp wired from the chandelier above. Two stiff looking chairs have been used to fill up floor spaces which must have seemed unduly bare to the mistress of the household. The walls are papered a dull blurred crimson. This monotony of color is at well-regulated intervals monotonously relieved by pretentiously stupid paintings of the "Cattle-at-the-Stream", "Sunrise-on-the-Lake" variety. These daubs are imprisoned in ornate gilt frames.




    The room is sufficiently commonplace and ordinary to suit the most fastidious Philistine. Just at present it's ugliness is shamelessly revealed by the full downward glare of the reading lamp and the searching stare of all four bulbs on the chandelier.




    It is about eight o'clock on a hot evening in September of the present day. All the windows are open.




    Mr. and Mrs. Brown and their eldest son, Edward, are discovered seated by the table. Mrs. Brown is a small grey-haired, tired-looking woman about fifty years old, neatly dressed in black. Her expression is meek and when she speaks the tone of her voice apologizes for the unseemly indulgence.




    Brown himself is a tall, lean old man with a self-satisfied smile forever on his thin lips. He is smooth-shaven, a trifle bald, fifty-eight years old, and dressed as becomes a leading citizen.




    Edward is tall and stout, pudgy faced, dark-haired, small of eye, thick of lip and neck. He is dressed exactly as a small-town alderman should be dressed and is thirty years old.




    BROWN—(laying aside the newspaper he has been reading) I don't think much of that "ad" you've got in here, Ed.




    EDWARD—(solemnly deferential) What's the matter with it, Father? (with dignity) I wrote it myself.




    BROWN—(dryly) I know you did. I can see you sticking out all over it. It's too wordy and solemn—lifeless, in other words.




    EDWARD—My desire was to appeal to the better class of people in the town—the people whose patronage is really worth while and—




    BROWN—Stop right there. You're running a hardware store, not a cotillion. The people you've got to appeal to are the people who want something we've got and have the money to pay for it. No other distinction goes in our business.




    EDWARD—But I thought it would be an asset to get and hold the trade of the best people.




    BROWN—It isn't as much of an asset as getting and holding the trade of the working people. They pay cash. While the others—I'd never have to hire a collector if it wasn't for those same best people. Keep your social high-flying out of the store. It's no place for it. (with asperity) Remember I haven't retired yet and, although God knows I've earned it, I never will be able to if you mess things up this way. Please consult me after this before you appeal to the best people.




    EDWARD—(sullenly) I'll have the "ad" taken out tomorrow and you can write another yourself.




    BROWN—(more kindly) No, write it yourself. You know how to do it when you want to. (with a sly smile) Forget you're an alderman for a few minutes. Keep your speeches for the Board of Common Council. Remember your father was a working man and a farm hand, and all the education he's got beyond grammar school he picked up along the way. Write an "ad" which would appeal to him if he had five dollars and needed some kitchen utensils.




    EDWARD—(shocked—considering his father's acknowledgement of his humble origin a grave social error) You have risen beyond all such comparisons.




    BROWN—Don't be so sure of me. Well, don't forget about that "ad." Anything else new?




    EDWARD—N—no; but there is another matter not directly connected with the store which I would like to talk over seriously with you.




    BROWN—Fire away. You've got the floor, Alderman.




    EDWARD—(ponderously) It's about John.




    BROWN—What's John done?




    EDWARD—Well, it's like this, Father. Harry and I, and I am sure the girls will agree with us, think it is rather hard John should so obviously be made the pet of the family. High school was good enough for any of us but you sent him through four years at Princeton. You have always told us you considered a college education more of a hindrance than a help to a man's success in life, and yet you allowed John to take up a classical course—a gentleman's course, as they call it, which will certainly be of little use to him if he goes into business.




    BROWN—(frowning) And who said he was to go into business? I always clearly stated I intended John for one of the professions. We've got enough business men in the family already.




    EDWARD—I never heard him speak of taking up a profession.




    BROWN—(hesitatingly) It's been sort of a secret between your mother, John, and myself, but since you bring the matter up I might as well tell you I've decided he shall go to law school. There's plenty of opportunity here for a young lawyer with position and money to back him up—of that I'm certain. Thanks to you and Harry the business I've built up will be well taken care of if anything should happen to me, and I see no reason for placing John in it; especially as his talents seem to run in another direction.




    EDWARD—(suppressing the indignation he feels at this fresh favor shown his younger brother) Perhaps you are right, sir. I confess I am no judge of what future would best suit John. He never speaks of himself or his plans to me, or, for that matter, to any of us except Bessie, and she seems to treat whatever he tells her as confidential. What appeared strange to Harry and me was the fact that you had never asked John to work during any of his vacations.




    (While he is speaking Harry enters from the hall. He is a tall, dark, pleasant-looking young fellow of twenty-five with the good-natured air and breezy manners of a young-man-about-small-town. A bit of a sport, given to beer drinking, poker parties and kelly pool, if the foppish mode of his light check clothes be any criterion.)




    HARRY—(who has caught his brother's remark about vacations) Good evening people. Go to it, Ed. (He goes over and takes a chair near the table.)




    EDWARD—(not relishing the interruption) I was just explaining to Father how we feel about John not helping us in any way.




    HARRY—I got part of what you said. On the level, Father, it isn't square for us to toil and sweat while our fair young brother pulls that lily of the field stuff. (He says this with the air of getting off something clever.)




    BROWN—(severely) Keep your vulgar slang for your barroom companions and don't play the fool when you come home. You perform well enough outside without any rehearsals. If you can't talk sense, don't say anything. (Harry accepts this reprimand with a smile.) What was it you were saying, Ed?




    EDWARD—I was saying that while Harry and I and the girls, too, have been working at something ever since we left high school, you have never even suggested that John help in any way.




    BROWN—I intend to put him in some law office during the summers in which he's in law school.




    HARRY—Law school?




    EDWARD—(bitterness in his tones) Yes, John is going to law school this fall. Father just told me.




    HARRY—Why be peeved? Every family in town has a lawyer in it that can afford the luxury. Why not us? But you'll have a hard time making John approve of your scheme. He doesn't want to be a lawyer. You'll find out he wants to be a painter.




    EDWARD—(stolidly) There is room for a good painting business in this town with all the new summer homes being built along the shore.




    HARRY—(with a laugh) Not that kind of a painter, you nut. He's too much high-brow for houses. Portraits of the Four Hundred would be more in his line.




    BROWN—I tell you he wants to be a lawyer. His painting's only something to take up spare time.




    HARRY—All his time is spare time. (His father looks at him angrily and Harry hastily changes the subject.) Where is the subject of this elevating discussion this evening?




    MRS. BROWN—(looking up from her knitting) You mean John? He's over at the Steele's for dinner. (Edward looks glum and Harry glances meaningly at him with a tantalizing smile.)




    HARRY—Romeo and Juliet had nothing on those two. Why so pensive, Edward?




    EDWARD—I was thinking—




    HARRY—You surprise me, Alderman.




    EDWARD—You—You,—you're a damned ass, Harry.




    HARRY—(meekly) Thank you, dear brother. (He turns to his mother.) Mother, when are the glad tidings to be made public? You ought to be in the secret.




    MRS. BROWN—You mean about Maud and John?




    HARRY—Yes; Ed and I are anxious to know in time to dust off the old frock coats and not disgrace ourselves.




    MRS. BROWN—I wish I could tell you. I do hope it will come about, I'm sure. Maud is such a nice sensible girl, she would make a lovely wife.




    HARRY—Not forgetting the fact that her dear daddy is over-burdened with coin and she's an only child; and remembering that the Steeles are socially spotless. Ask Edward if I speak not truth. He doped it all out for himself once, didn't you, Ed? (in tones of great sadness) But that was long, long ago—almost a year. And, alas, she tied the can to him.




    EDWARD—(enraged) Father, I appeal to you to inform Harry there are feelings he should respect and not make the butts of his vulgar jokes. My—er—former affection for Miss. Steele is one of them. Though I have never told anyone but this (glaring at Harry) would-be humorist,—and that in a moment of foolish confidence I shall never cease to regret—




    HARRY—(interrupting him with soft approach) Oh, Edward! You forced the confidence on me. You were in liquor, Edward. You had been drinking heavily. I can remember vividly to this day how grieved I was to see you in such a state—you—a pillar of the church!




    MRS. BROWN—Harry!




    BROWN—What!




    EDWARD—(his face red with shame) I must acknowledge to my shame that what Harry says about my—er—condition at the time is not wholly unwarranted. He exaggerates, greatly exaggerates, but—




    HARRY—You were so sad. You wept on my shoulder and ruined a new silk tie I had just bought.




    MRS. BROWN—Oh, Harry! (Brown is smiling.)




    EDWARD—I have to confess I had a great deal too much to drink. (pompously) It was the first time in my life such a thing has happened and I promise you it will be the last.




    HARRY—That's what they all say. (Edward glowers at him.) All right, I'm going. (He turns round at the door to hurl a parting shot.) My feelings are too much for me. I cannot bear to hear the harrowing tale of my elder brother's shame a second time. I will go out in the garden and weep a little. (He goes out. Edward wears an expression of patient martyrdom. Brown with difficulty hides his impulse to laugh outright.)




    BROWN—Tut, tut, don't be so serious. You know Harry. What if you were a bit under the weather? It's a good man's fault—once in a great while. I can remember a good many times in my life when I was three sheets in the wind celebrating one thing or another.




    EDWARD—(stiffly) I have never approved of intoxicants in any form. It was a shocking deviation from my principles. (firmly) It shall never happen again. (Brown cannot hide a smile. Edward is piqued.) I beg of you, Father, to believe what I say. My one lapse—er—I was upset, terribly upset, by Miss. Steele's refusal to become my wife and—




    BROWN—(in amazement) You asked Maud to marry you!




    MRS. BROWN—Good gracious!




    EDWARD—(nettled that they should think such a thing strange) Why do you seem so surprised? I flatter myself I was in a better position to take care of a wife than my brother John is now.




    BROWN—I wasn't thinking about that. I was surprised neither your mother nor I had ever suspected anything of the kind. Now that I come to think of it you did used to be over at the Steele's a lot of the time.




    MRS. BROWN—(flabbergasted by this piece of news) Who'd ever dream of such a thing!




    EDWARD—Maud—Miss. Steele did not definitely refuse me. She said she was too young to marry. However she gave me to understand she had already bestowed her affections on someone else.




    BROWN—Did old man Steele know anything of all this?




    EDWARD—Certainly. I thought it my duty to inform him of my intentions before I spoke to his daughter. He did not seem displeased with the idea but left the matter entirely to Maud—er—Miss. Steele, with the result I have just made known to you.




    MRS. BROWN—(not able to recover from her astonishment) You're the last one I ever thought would fall in love, Ed.




    EDWARD—Please do not harp on that point, Mother. I am quite human though you do not appear to think so.




    BROWN—(thoughtfully) So that's how the land lies, is it? That explains a lot of things.




    EDWARD—I do not understand you.




    BROWN—I mean your sudden interest in John and your desire to see him improving his time at the store instead of at the Steele's.




    EDWARD—(flushing) Do you mean to accuse me of vulgar jealousy because I still take enough interest in Miss. Steele's welfare to be unwilling my brother should compromise her? (While he is speaking his two sisters, Mary and Bessie, enter from the hall. Mary is a thin, angular woman with a long face and sharp features. She is twenty-eight years old but looks older, wears spectacles, and is primly dressed in a plain, black gown as unfashionable as she considers respectable.




    (Bessie is as attractive as Mary is plain. Small, plump, with a mass of wavy black hair and great hazel eyes, a red, pouting, laughing mouth, glowing complexion, and small restless hands and feet, Bessie is quite adorable. She is twenty-three years old, one year older than John, but she only looks about nineteen.)




    BROWN—I said nothing about jealousy, Ed. It must have been your conscience you heard. (Edward grows confused.)




    BESSIE—(goes over to her mother and kisses her saying) We walked up to the post-office. (Mary sits down in one of the straight-backed chairs near Edward and breaks right into the subject in discussion.)




    MARY—(her voice raspy and monotonous) I must say I agree with Ed, Father. It's the talk of the town the way John is tagging after Maud Steele.




    BROWN—Bosh! The town's always gossiping about something.




    MARY—And I do think it's high time John put his education to some use. We all have to work at something—even Bessie is a stenographer—and I don't see why he shouldn't.




    BESSIE—Goodness, why don't you leave John alone? He's been working all summer at his painting. (Edward gives a scornful grunt.) You don't think that's work because he gets no regular salary for it. I should think you'd be ashamed, Ed, running him down the way you do. Your real reason is just jealousy because Mauds in love with him. You ought to be more of a man.




    EDWARD—You arc very unjust, Bessie, and you don't know what you're talking about. I merely want to see John do the right thing for all our sakes.




    MARY—I don't think Mr. Steele will ever consent to Maud's being married so young. I know if I were he I would never approve of it. A young girl of twenty is altogether too young to think of marriage.




    HARRY—(entering suddenly from the hall—mockingly) But it's better to be married too soon than not at all, isn't it, Sister? (Mary favors him with a terrible look. He grins back at her.) Still holding the inquest? Then allow me to announce that the subject of this debate has just entered the house. (He turns around and shouts into the hall) Come on, John! Don't keep the court waiting. (Bessie giggles.) Thanks, Bessie. Thank God, I am not wholly unappreciated.




    (John enters, smiling bashfully, his face flushed and excited. They all greet him in embarrassed tones. He is an altogether different type from the other members of the family; a finer, more sensitive organization. In appearance he is of medium height, wiry looking and graceful in his flannel clothes of unmistakable college cut. His naturally dark complexion has been burnt to a gold bronze by the sun. His hair, worn long and brushed straight back from his forehead, is black, as are his abnormally large dreamer's eyes, deep-set and far apart in the oval of his face. His mouth is full lipped and small, almost weak in it's general character; his nose straight and thin with the nostrils of the enthusiast. When he experiences any emotion his whole face lights up with it. In the bosom of his own family and in the atmosphere of their typical New England fireside he seems woefully out of place.)




    HARRY—(in a nasal drawl) Prisoner at the bar, you are accused—




    BROWN—For God's sake, stop your chatter for a moment. Sit down, John. (John takes a chair by the table.)




    JOHN—(in pleasant tones—to Harry) Well, what am I accused of?




    HARRY—Mary and Edward accuse you of being a flagrant member of the Idle Rich Class.




    (protests from the court)




    MARY—Oh!




    EDWARD—A joke's a joke but—




    BROWN—Be still, sir!




    MRS. BROWN—Harry!




    JOHN—(clasping and unclasping his hands nervously) I suppose it would be hopeless to enter a plea before this court that trying to express oneself in paint is a praiseworthy occupation which should be encouraged. I have to acknowledge being salaryless and I guess the best thing to do to save the court's time is plead guilty.




    EDWARD—(ponderously) I think this joke has gone far enough and we ought to explain to John—




    HARRY—(bellowing) Silence! (Edward jumps in his chair.) Alderman, you are liable to fine for contempt.




    EDWARD—(sputtering) Harry—you are a fool!




    HARRY—You made that remark once before, Alderman. Don't repeat your statements. You're not running for office now.




    EDWARD—I—I—I (He looks as if he meditated assault and battery.)




    JOHN—(nervously, not relishing this form of entertainment) Come back to me, Harry. What else am I accused of?




    HARRY—Mother accuses you of contemplated theft. (John is puzzled and embarrassed. The others raise a storm of protest.)




    BROWN—(severely) You shouldn't say such a thing even if you are only joking. Explain what you mean.




    HARRY—How can I when you make so much noise? Prisoner, Mother insists that you are planning to purloin from one of our most respected citizens—his only daughter! (All laugh except Edward. John grows red with confusion and smiles foolishly.) What have you to say on that charge?




    JOHN—I'm afraid I'll have to plead guilty to that, too—not only to the intention but to the actual deed itself.




    MARY—(sharply) You mean Maud has accepted you?




    JOHN—Yes. (They all crowd around him showering him with congratulations. The women kiss him, Harry claps him on the back, Brown shakes his hand. Edward mutters a few conventional phrases but is unable to hide his mortification.)




    EDWARD—(coldly, taking his watch out and looking at it) I am sorry to have to leave all of you on such a joyful occasion but (importantly) I have an engagement at the club with Congressman Whitney which I cannot very well ignore. (swelling out with dignity) He said he wished to confer with me on a matter of grave importance. So I hope you will excuse me. Good night, everyone. (He bows gravely and goes toward the door to the ball.)




    HARRY—(imitating Edward's pose) I beg of you not to plunge your country into any bloody war, Edward. You have a terrible responsibility on your shoulders. (Edward glares at him for a moment as if meditating a retort but thinks better of it and goes out.)




    BESSIE—If he isn't the original Mr. Gloom!




    MARY—(intent on finding out all the facts of John's romance) John, does Mr. Steele know about Maud's accepting you?




    JOHN—(fidgeting) Yes, we both told him tonight. He seems quite reconciled to our news. Of course, it is understood the engagement will have to be a long one, as I have my way to make and my future—




    HARRY—Stop! What has an engaged man to say about his own future? Speaking of futures shall I communicate to you the reverend judge's (indicating his father) sentence regarding yours? He has sentenced you to a lifetime of delightful idleness—You are condemned to be a lawyer.




    BESSIE—What? You're joking.




    MARY—A lawyer?




    BROWN—(gravely) What Harry says is the truth. I have decided John shall go to law school this fall. He fully agrees with me that the practice of law opens up the land of opportunity to a young man of position. (John's miserable expression contradicts this sweeping statement.)




    BESSIE—(impetuously turning to her father) But John doesn't want to be a lawyer.




    HARRY—Just exactly what I said.




    BROWN—You hear how cock-sure they are, John. You better tell them the truth.




    JOHN—(falteringly) I'm afraid what Bessie said is the truth, Father.




    BROWN—(frowning) What!




    JOHN—I don't want to be a lawyer. When you spoke to me about this before you didn't really give me a chance to say what I thought. You decided it all for me. I have been intending to tell you how I felt ever since but you never mentioned it again and I thought you had discovered my unfitness and given up the idea. (There is a pause during which all eyes are fixed on Brown who is staring at john in angry bewilderment.)




    BROWN—Given up the idea? Why, I supposed the thing settled! That's why I never spoke of it.




    JOHN—(simply) I'm sorry, Father. It has been a misunderstanding all around.




    BESSIE—How could you imagine John a lawyer, Daddy!




    BROWN—(gently) We're not all gifted with your insight, my dear. (turning to John rather severely) Young man, this is a sad blow to all my plans for you. I'm sure this decision of yours is a hasty one and you will reconsider it when you've looked more thoroughly into the matter.




    JOHN—I think not, Father. I am certain of my own mind or I wouldn't trouble you so.




    BROWN—May I ask what your objections are?




    JOHN—Just this, Father: I simply am not fitted for it. The idea is repugnant to me, and it's useless for me to try and live a lie. As a lawyer I would be a failure in every way. In later years you, yourself, would be the first to regret it. My interest in life is different, and if I wish to be a man I must develop the inclinations which God has given me—not attempt to blot them out.




    BESSIE—Hear! Hear!




    BROWN—Why are you so sure you wouldn't learn to like the law? You know very little about it on which to base such a pronounced dislike.




    JOHN—(in great nervous excitement) Oh, I have seen and met all the lawyers in town—most of them at any rate—and I don't care for them. I don't understand them or they me. We're of a different breed. How do I know I wouldn't learn to like law? In the same way a man knows he cannot love two women at the same time. I love, really love in the full sense of the word, something else in life. If I took up law I would betray my highest hope, degrade my best ambition.




    BROWN—(staggered by this outburst) And what is this—er—love of yours?




    JOHN—(his large eyes glowing with enthusiasm) Art! I am an artist in soul I know. My brain values are Art values. I want to learn how to express in terms of color the dreams in my brain which demand expression. (Harry gives a comic gasp and winks at Mary who is regarding John as if he were a lunatic. In fact, it is plain there is a suspicion in the minds of all of them except Bessie that perhaps John has been drinking.)




    BROWN—(stupefied) Do I understand you to say you wish to make painting pictures the serious aim of your life?




    JOHN—(his fiery ardor smothered under this wet blanket) I wish to become an artist, yes, if that's what you mean. I want to go to art school instead of law school, if you will permit me to choose my own career.




    HARRY—(triumphantly) I'm a bad prophet, I guess!




    JOHN—A course in art school will be very inexpensive. You remember Babe Carter, my room-mate at Princeton? The fellow who came up here to spend last Thanksgiving holidays with us? (Brown nods.)




    HARRY—(mischievously) Ask Bessie if she remembers. (Bessie looks confused.)




    JOHN—Well, he's going to art school in New York this Fall; has made arrangements to take a studio with two other fellows and wants me to come in with them. With four in the studio the living expenses would be reduced to almost nothing; while on the other hand the cost of sending me to law school would be pretty heavy, as you know.




    BROWN—(impatiently) But heavens, boy, what money is there in art? From all I've ever read about artists it seems the only time their pictures sell for a big price is after they're dead.




    JOHN—There are plenty of artists in the world today who are painting and making their living at it. (eagerly) But money is not the important point. Think of the work they're doing—the beauty and wonder of it! (He stops realizing the hopelessness of trying to make them understand this side of the question.)




    BROWN—It seems to me a young man who is engaged to be married ought to make money the important point.




    MARY—(severely) Does Maud know of this craze of yours?




    JOHN—Yes, Maud knows of this craze of mine, as you are pleased to call it, and approves of it in every way. She realizes I would not be worthy of her love if I were not true to myself.




    MARY—(sneeringly) Love must be blind. And I suppose you told Mr. Steele all about your intended career?




    JOHN—I talked it all over with him this evening.




    MARY—(sarcastically) And of course he approved!




    JOHN—He certainly did!




    BROWN—What!




    HARRY—Aw, what'a you giving us!




    MARY—I don't believe it.




    BESSIE—Bully for old Steele! I never thought he had so much sense.




    BROWN—Bessie! I'm not disputing your statement, John, but it seems impossible a practical, hard-headed business man like my friend Steele could approve of this idea of yours. Are you sure he understood this was to be your whole occupation, not just a side issue? Now I, myself, think you'd be foolish to drop painting altogether when ,you've such a talent and liking for it. But as a means of living I can't see it.




    JOHN—I laid emphasis on that point in my conversation with Mr. Steele. I told him quite frankly I was painting my life work. He said it was a good idea and told me he didn't think much of your law school plan.




    BROWN—Well! (The others are all equally astonished.)




    JOHN—He'll be here in a few minutes and verify my statement; he said he'd be over tonight to have a talk with you.




    BROWN—I'll be very glad to hear his views on this matter. His opinions are always sound and sensible—but in the present case—




    MARY—(rising stiffly from her chair) Well, if Mr. Steele is coming over we'd better make ourselves a little more presentable. Come Bessie! You, too, Mother.




    MRS. BROWN—(going toward hall door with Bessie and Mary) Goodness, Johnnie, why couldn't you have told us before? The house is in a nice state. (They go out with Mrs. Brown fuming and fretting.)




    HARRY—(beckoning to John) A word with you. (whispering) Have you got a real cigarette? (John produces a box.) Thanks, I'll take a couple. The week is waning and in the latter end of weeks I'm usually confined to a diet of self-mades. (puts cigarette in mouth) Stringency of the paternal money market, you know. (lights cigarette) And now I'll say farewell. I want to get away before old Steele comes. He detests me, and with all due respect to your future father-in-law I think he's the prize simp of the world. It would only ruffle his good nature to find me here. (then seriously) John, I didn't get some of that high-brow stuff you pulled. It sort of soared over my sordid bean—some phrase, that, what?—but volplaning down from your lofty artistic ozone I want to say I'm for you. Do what you want to do, that's the only dope. I can't wish you any better than good luck. (He holds out his hand which John clasps heartily, his face lighting up with gratitude. The door bell rings.) There he is now. I'll blow out the back way; be good; s'long, Father. (He goes out by the door to left leading to the dining room, carefully closing it after him.)




    BROWN—You better go out and meet him, John. (John hurries into the hall and returns a moment later with Steele. Steele is a tall, stout, vigorous looking man of about fifty-five, with the imposing air of one who is a figure of importance in the town and takes this importance seriously. He has grey hair and a short-cropped grey mustache; a full florid face with undistinguished features, and small, shrewd, grey eyes. He is carefully dressed in a well-fitting light suit and looks the part of the prosperous small-town merchant. He comes over to Brown, who has risen to greet him, and they shake hands after the manner of old friends.)




    STEELE—Good evening, Ed.




    BROWN—Glad to see you, Dick. Sit down and make yourself at home. (They both take chairs by the table. A confused babble of women's voices and laughter is heard from the hallway.) Maud come over with you?




    STEELE—Yes. (with a wink at Brown) And that being the case I guess we can excuse the young man here, don't you think so, Ed?




    BROWN—(laughingly) Oh, I guess we can manage. (John gives an embarrassed laugh and hurries out.)




    STEELE—Well, Ed, I hate to think of losing Maud. (feelingly) She's all I've got, you know; but if it has to be someone I'm mighty glad it's one of your boys. For a time I sort of thought it would be Edward. He spoke to me once about the matter and I wished him luck. I like Edward very much. He's a good solid business man and bound to succeed; but Maud didn't love him and there you are. I guess she and John were pretty thick even then, although I never suspected what was in the wind until just lately.




    BROWN—I can't say I was wholly unprepared for John's announcement. He hasn't much of a faculty for hiding his feelings—too nervous and high-strung. (with a chuckle) Of course his mother has known right along. You can't fool a woman on those things.




    STEELE—(sadly) I wish Maud's mother were alive today. (briskly) Well, well, what can't be, can't be. John's an awful likable chap, and Maud says she loves him, so I'm sure I'm satisfied. As long as she's happy I'm contented. She's the boss.




    BROWN—John's got his way to make yet, but as long as they're willing to make it a long engagement—




    STEELE—(interrupting him laughingly) I'm selfish enough to like the idea of the marriage being a long ways off; I'll have Maud so much longer.




    BROWN—Speaking of John's future, he told me tonight you fully approved of this artistic notion of his—going to art school and all that. I found it pretty hard to believe, knowing you the way I do.




    STEELE—John was perfectly right. I think it's the real thing for him.




    BROWN—You know I was intending to send him to law school.




    STEELE—Don't be foolish, Ed. The supply of lawyers already is ten times greater than the demand. Take this town for example. Nearly every family I know of any importance has a lawyer in it or is going to have one. Where will they all get cases? Why, do you know, I actually think some families get into suits just to give their sons a job.




    BROWN—I'll have to admit there's an abundance of legal talent in Bridgetown; but in a broader field—




    STEELE—Same thing all over the country—too many lawyers and doctors. Besides, John would never make a lawyer—too sensitive and retiring. You have to have push and gall to burn. On the other hand he's got an undoubted talent for painting. I've seen sketches he made for Maud and those drawings he did for the college magazine. They're great! And look at those posters he did for the Fair last month—finest things of the kind I ever looked at. John's bound to succeed. I'm sure of it.




    BROWN—(dubiously) But where does the money end of it come in?




    STEELE—Money? Why, Ed, there's loads of money in it. Look at advertising. I know of a young fellow in New York who paints those high-toned fashion plates. He makes between ten and twelve thousand dollars a year; has his own business and everything. He's only been at it a few years, too. (Brown is evidently impressed but shakes his head doubtfully.) Look at the magazines. (He picks one from the table and points to the picture on the outside cover—a girl's head.) How much do you think that fellow got for that? Not less than a couple of hundred dollars, I'll bet. John could draw a prettier girl than that in half an hour. With new magazines coming out every month the demand for that sort of stuff is tremendous. There's all kinds of opportunity for a young fellow with the goods; and John has the goods. I tell you, Ed, you don't appreciate the talent your own son has.




    BROWN—But he wants to go to art school.




    STEELE—Well, let him; he's young; if he thinks he's got any rough edges that need polishing off, why let him have a year or so of schooling. He looks as good to me right now as any of them, but he's a better judge than we are on that point. He can't be too good and while he's studying he can be looking around New York getting the lay of the land. He'll meet a lot of people in the same line who can put him on to the ropes.




    BROWN—But listen here! I never heard him mention the advertising or magazine end of it. His ideas on the subject of painting are very lofty. He may consider such things beneath him. You've never seen any of his big oil paintings, have you?




    STEELE—No.




    BROWN—You'd hardly call those a salable product. (with a smile) It's hard to make out what some of them are.




    STEELE—(laughingly) They must be some of those Impressionistic pictures you hear so much about. But don't worry. John'll get over all that. Give him a year in New York and don't allow him any more money than is absolutely necessary, and I'll guarantee at the end of that time he'll have lost his high-fangled notions. He's just an enthusiastic kid and there's nothing like a year in New York to make him realize the importance of a bank account and settle down to brass tacks. He'll get in with the others who are making money and want to fall in line. But don't let on about this to him. There's no use in offending the young man's dignity. Encourage him to go to the city and paint his head off. He'll come gradually to see the commercial aspects of the case—especially if you keep a tight hand on the pocket-book.




    BROWN—(his face clearing) You've convinced me, Dick. I'll let the boy go his own road.




    STEELE—(complacently) That's the idea. Biggest mistake in the world to force a boy into something he's not interested in.




    BROWN—(in a stage whisper) And now what do you say to a wee drop to celebrate this joyful occasion?




    STEELE—(in the same tone) Your proposition tickles me to death.




    BROWN—Then follow me. (They go into the dining room, shutting the door after them. A moment later john appears in the doorway leading to the hall. He looks quickly around to make sure the room is empty; then beckons to someone in the hall behind him, and walks softly over to the table. Maud Steele, giggling and flushed with excitement, tiptoes after him. She is a remarkably pretty girl of twenty with great blue eyes, golden brown hair, and small delicate features. Of medium height her figure is lithe and graceful. She is dressed in a fluffy white summer frock and wears white tennis shoes. Her rather kittenish manner and the continual pout of her small red mouth indicate the spoiled child even before one hears the note of petulance in her soft, all-too-sweet voice.)




    MAUD—I gave them the slip. (She comes over to John who takes her in his arms and kisses her passionately.)




    JOHN—Oh, Maudie dear, I can't realize it. It all seems too good to be true.




    MAUD—Don't. (He releases her. She speaks with soft reproach.) You've got my dress all mussed up. What will your sisters think. (makes a face at him) Rough thing.




    JOHN—(making a motion as if to take her in his arms again) Dear!




    MAUD—(moving out of reach—mockingly) I said just one. Aren't you ever satisfied?




    JOHN—With kissing you? Each one is sweeter than the last and I eternally long for the next one.




    MAUD—Thank you. You do say such sweet things, Johnnie dear. We'll be caught if we stay in here much longer. Where are the two fathers?




    JOHN—In the dining room, I guess. We can hear them coming.




    MAUD—Is it all settled—about us?




    JOHN—(trying to catch her) Yes, dearest girl. (She evades him.) Yes, cruel one, it's all settled. All I'm afraid of is father won't let me go to art school. He can't understand. None of them can but you and Bessie.




    MAUD—(stamping her foot) He must; I won't have you a horrid old lawyer. (with a confident smile) Papa'll persuade him. I'm sure of it. He thinks you'll just make oodles and oodles of money in New York when you get started.




    JOHN—(frowning) The money part will take a long time, I'm afraid. (turning to her with deep emotion) But you'll wait for me, won't you, dear? You'll have faith in me, won't you?—no matter what they say? It's going to be a long hard struggle.




    MAUD—Of course I will, silly boy! (She goes to the table. The magazine with the pretty girl cover catches her eye. She holds it up with a flourish.) Look! Papa says he gets a couple of hundred dollars apiece for those. (She smiles at him roguishly.) I know whose name is going to be down in the corner there in a year or so. (John makes a gesture of annoyance.) Oh, I'll be so proud then! I'll carry a copy with me all the time and show it to everyone I meet.




    JOHN—(contemplating the picture on the cover with a contemptuous smile reads the title disdainfully) The September Girl, eh?




    MAUD—Isn't she just too sweet for anything?




    JOHN—Too sweet for anything human. (In sudden impatience he takes the magazine from her hand and drops it into the waste paper basket. Maud looks at him in pained astonishment, her large eyes filling with tears at his rudeness. John takes her in his arms in a passion of repentance.) Forgive me, Maudie! I only meant I want to do much finer things than that, don't you understand?




    MAUD—(winking her tears away and smiling up into his face) Of course I do! (He kisses her again as
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  SCENE—A studio in New York on a cold evening in March, a year and a half later. On the left a black table with a reading lamp and a confused mass of books and pamphlets on it. Farther back a large bay-window looking out over the street, with a comfortable window-seat piled up with faded cushions. In the corner a number of frames for paintings stacked up against the wall. Before them a divan with a dark red cover. The far side of the room is hidden by a profusion of paintings of all sizes and subjects. There are nudes and landscapes, portraits and seascapes; also a number of small prints of old masters filling up the smaller wall spaces. Two long, low book cases, with a piano between them take up all the lower space. On the right of the studio a kitchenette hidden by a partition six feet high covered over with green burlap. In the foreground a doorway leading in to the kitchenette. Over the doorway a curtain of green material. In the front of the partition and helping to conceal it, another book case. In the far, right-hand corner where the partition ends is a small hallway leading to the outer door.




    Two rather disabled-looking Morris-chairs are on either side of the table. Several rocking chairs are placed nearby. The rest of the floor space is occupied by a model stand of dark wood and a huge easel on which a half-finished painting is clamped. There is a large skylight in the middle of the ceiling which sheds the glow from the lights of the city down in a sort of faint half-light. The reading lamp on the table, connected by a tube with a gas jet on the wall above, and another gas-jet near the piano furnish the only light.




    John, Babe Carter, and Steve Harrington are discovered fussing around the studio trying to get things in order. Carter is a broad-shouldered giant with a mop of blond hair and a feeble attempt at a blond mustache. He has large deep-set, blue eyes and fine, handsome features. His voice is a deep bass and his laugh a marvel of heartiness. His coat is of and he appears in a white soft shirt and khaki trousers. Harrington is a tall slender fellow of about twenty-eight, with large, irregular features, light brown hair, and brown eyes set far apart. He is dressed in a black suit and wears a white shirt with a soft collar and a bow tie. His manner is reserved and quiet, but when he does speak his voice is low and pleasing. John has on a heavy, grey overcoat and a green felt hat. He has aged considerably, and there are lines of worry about his eyes. His face has an unhealthy city pallor, and he seems very nervous.




    JOHN—(going toward door) Time for me to be going. I've got to meet him at 7.30 at the hotel. I'll bring him right over.




    BABE—And I'll away to Bridgetown by that 8.30 train. It'll be just as well for you if your father doesn't meet me; and I'll have a better chance of seeing Bessie now that he's out of town.




    JOHN—Well, you know you've got my best wishes. I hope you win.




    BABE—Thanks. (laughing) I wish more of your family could say the same.




    JOHN—Give my love to Maudie if you see her. (He stops at the door.) Remember I won't be long, not more than half an hour at most, and if you want t0 get away without meeting father, you better hurry.




    BABE—Don't worry. I won't be here—not on your life! (John goes out.)




    BABE—(picking up a pair of old pants off the nearest divan) What'll I do with these?




    STEVE—(carelessly) Must be Ted's—in under the couch with them! We'll teach him the first principles of neatness.




    BABE—Old man Brown would sure think these neglected pants a sign of our radical mode of life. In under the couch with them you say? All right—only they happen to be yours.




    STEVE—(hastily) Hold! (goes over to Babe and gets them)




    BABE—First principles of neatness, you know.




    STEVE—(throws the pants over the partition into the kitchenette) I wouldn't have these pants treated with indignity for worlds. Have you no respect for old age? (He looks Babe up and down with a critical stare.) Babe, I wonder at you! Are you going a'courting in those? (indicates Babes trousers) They'll lock you in the Bridgetown jail and throw away the key.




    BABE—(resignedly) I suppose I'd better change. (He goes into the kitchenette and can be heard pulling out the drawers of a dresser.) I'll sacrifice my pants to small-town respectability, but I wish to state right here that my soft shirt stays on. My collars have gotten so small for me I nearly commit suicide every time I put one on. Look! (He appears in the doorway with one of the offending collars clutched around his neck. His flesh bulges out over it. Steve laughs, and sits down in one of the chairs near the table.)




    STEVE—This visit of old Browns promises to be stormy, if his letters to John are any indication.




    BABE—(from inside the partition) I'm sure glad my folks are located so far out in the wild and wooly they can't come to visit. Although I don't think they'd be shocked any—more liable to be disappointed. From my kid brother's letters I gather he believes we maintain a large harem full of beautiful models with names like Suzette and Mimi. You can judge for yourself how the study of art has begun to fascinate him. He's been reading some Iowa school teachers romance of Paris Latin Quarter life, I guess. I've tried to disillusion him—told him the only naughty models nowadays were cloak and suit models—but what's the use? He thinks I'm stalling—says I shouldn't try to hog all the artistic temperament of the family. (Steve laughs.) But I reckon Pop'll keep him out on the ranch. The kid's talents run more to branding cattle than to painting them, and Pop considers one artist in the family enough. (He comes out of the kitchenette and sits down near Steve.) They all think I'm going to be the greatest artist in the world, and they're willing to stake me to all they've got. If I didn't have confidence of getting somewhere, I'd have quit long ago. But how do I look? (He gets up and turns slowly around for inspection. He has changed to creaseless, baggy, dark pants and a wrinkled coat matching them.)




    STEVE—(solemnly eyeing him) O feebleness of words!




    BABE—Remember the true artist sees beauty even in the commonest things. (a pause) Appreciation isn't one of your long points, I see. (He sits down again.)




    STEVE—Have patience. I was just about to say you resembled an enlarged edition of Beau Brummel.




    BABE—Enlarged? You're sure you didn't mean distorted?




    STEVE—God forbid! Candidly, you look surprisingly respectable.




    BABE—Disgustingly respectable, as Ted would say. By the way, where's Ted?




    STEVE—(surprised) Don't you know? Then let me tell you the astounding news. You know how despairfully he has wailed about his having to seek a reporting job if something didn't turn up soon. Well, he got a check today—sold one of his stories.




    BABE—What!




    STEVE—Yea, verily; incredible to relate, it is true. You remember that blood-soaked detective yarn of his—the one where the lady's husband strangles her with a piece of barbwire and hides her head in the piano. (Babe groans.) That's the one. The New Magazine bought it and sent Ted a check for fifty large dollars.




    BABE—O festive occasion! I suppose he's now out shooting up the town. I think we better prepare the net and straight jacket.




    STEVE—He won't be in till God knows when—maybe not at all. (A knock at the door is heard.)




    BABE—They couldn't have got over that quick. (He hides in the kitchenette nevertheless.)




    STEVE—Come in! (Eugene Grammont, Master of the Art School, comes slowly into the room. He is a slight, stoop-shouldered, old man of sixty or more with a mass of wavy white hair and a white mustache and imperial. His keen, black eyes peer kindly out of his lean ascetic face. He is dressed entirely in black with a white shirt and collar and a black Windsor tic. There is a distinct foreign atmosphere about him, but he speaks English without a trace of an accent.)




    GRAMMONT—(ceremoniously, with a little bow) Good evening, gentlemen.




    STEVE—Good evening.




    BABE—(coming out again) Won't you sit down?




    GRAMMONT—(taking a chair near them) Thank you. (with a slight smile) Would it be rude of me to remark upon the unusual neatness of the studio?




    BABE—And of the occupants of the studio?




    GRAMMONT—I did not say that, but since you mention it—




    BABE—We're expecting visitors, or, I should say, a visitor, the father of your worthy pupil, John.




    GRAMMONT—Indeed. (with a troubled expression) What type of a man is his father?




    STEVE—I've never met him but Babe knows him quite well.




    BABE—I spent several vacations at their home when we were in college together; you know I live so far out West I never could make the trip. Old man Brown is a common enough type, but I'm afraid he's not the kind of man you have much sympathy for. He's a hardware merchant with a large family, moderately rich, self-made, hard-headed, and with absolutely not the faintest appreciation of Art in any form.




    GRAMMONT—I thought it would be so.




    STEVE—I've read a number of his letters to John and they were impossible. He wanted him to study law, you know. He's sorry now he didn't compel him to do so; says he's wasting time and money down here. As for the family I believe the height of their ambition was to see John making fashion-plates and pretty girls at so much per page, and they're all disappointed because he doesn't move in that direction.




    BABE—(quickly) All but Bess; she encourages him to go ahead.




    GRAMMONT—Ah, it is well he has someone, poor boy. Who is she,—his fiancée?




    STEVE—(with a smile) No, his sister; but suspected of being another artists fiancée. (He looks pointedly at Babe whose face reddens.)




    GRAMMONT—(leaning over and patting Babe's knee with his long white hand) I am indeed glad to hear it.




    BABE—I have hopes—that's all.




    GRAMMONT—You have more than hopes or you would not—hope. But have I not heard somewhere that John is engaged to be married?




    BABE—Yes; he is.




    GRAMMONT—And the girl?




    STEVE—You've met her. Don't you remember one Sunday last winter we had sort of a tea here, and John introduced you to a girl,—a very pretty girl with golden-brown hair? The tea was in her honor. You only glanced in for a moment.




    GRAMMONT—A moment—I detest teas and never go to one; that is why I remember yours so distinctly; you all looked so out of place. Surely you cannot mean the girl who was so shocked at all your nudes—and said so?




    STEVE—(dryly) You have guessed it.




    GRAMMONT—(with a comic groan) That doll-face! How could she understand? Oh, how blind is love!




    STEVE—She is evidently very much in love with John. She, at least, tries to understand, and if she can't it's hardly her fault, with all her environment and bringing-up to fight against.




    BABE—While his family are determined they won't understand.




    GRAMMONT—Mon Dieu, but our friend John seems to have a hard fight before him. It is too bad. Never in my long experience as teacher have I met a young man who gave finer promise of becoming a great artist—and I have taught many who are on the heights today. He has the soul, he has everything. (passionately) And behold these worshipers of the golden calf, these muddy souls, will exert all their power to hold him to their own level. (shakes his head sadly) And I am afraid they may succeed if, as you say, he loves one of them. He is not one of the strong ones who can fight against discouragement and lack of appreciation through long years of struggle. He is all-too-sensitive and finely-keyed. I have noticed of late how his work has fallen off. It is as if the life and vigour had departed from it. His mind has not been able to joyfully concentrate on the Art he loves.




    STEVE—The effect of the girl's letters, no doubt. She urged him to return home and do his painting there.




    GRAMMONT—She does not know how much he has yet to learn.




    BABE—His people would soon nag all the art out of him up there. But I don't agree with you about John being as weak as you think. He's got the grit. If his old man does stop the money he can get some work here in town,—something to keep him alive, at any rate, while he goes on with his painting.




    STEVE—What can he do in a money making way?




    BABE—(after a pause) I can't think of anything. He's always been so unpractical,—even more so than most of us.




    STEVE—There you are! That means the best he can hope for is drudgery. He'll be able to keep alive; but he won't paint. I tried it before my father died, and I know; and I'm a good deal less sensitive than John and a lot more fit for business and other abominations. In my younger days those things were forced on me; I had to learn something about them.




    GRAMMONT—You are right. In John's case the thing would be a tragedy; and he is so worthy of surviving!




    BABE—Can't we think of something to do to help him? Of course, in a money way it's impossible, and even if it weren't he'd never accept, but—




    STEVE—Let's see. It wouldn't be the slightest use for me to say anything to the old man; but you (turning to Grammont) might be able to convince him of John's future and persuade him to keep his hands off for a while.




    GRAMMONT—I will be more than glad to try if you think it might benefit John in any way; but I fear you overestimate my ability as mediator. I do not know how to talk to that class of people.




    STEVE—It will do no harm to try.




    GRAMMONT—(with decision) I will do my utmost.




    BABE—That's the stuff! We'll pull him out of the hole yet.




    GRAMMONT—When do you expect them?




    BABE—They ought to be here in five or ten minutes now.




    GRAMMONT—Then I will leave you. (He goes toward door.) You will let me know when the propitious time comes?




    STEVE—I'm coming to your studio as soon as they arrive; want to give them a chance to argue it all out themselves. After a time we'll come back and I'll take John away and leave you alone with the terrible parent.




    GRAMMONT—I see. (He goes out.)




    STEVE—The poor Old Master! He's as much worried as if John were his own son.




    BABE—It would be a God's blessing for John if the Old Master were his father instead of the present incumbent. Why is it fine things like that never happen? (He goes into the kitchenette and returns wearing a dark overcoat and derby hat and carrying a suit case.) Even his name,—John Brown! Isn't that the hell of a name for an artist? Look better at the top of a grocery store than on the bottom of a painting. The only thing recorded in the Book of Fame about a John Brown is that his body lies moldering in the grave,—nice thought, that!




    STEVE—(laughing) You can't complain of lacking a famous Carter. Everyone's heard of Nick.




    BABE—Yes, all through college I just escaped that nick-name.




    STEVE—What's that! (picking up a book as if to hurl it at Babe's head) Was that pun intentional?




    BABE—What pun? (He realizes and bursts into a roar of laughter.) No, on the level, I never thought of it. I humbly beg your pardon. All the same, that's some pun and I won't forget it.




    STEVE—I'll bet you won't; and you'll not let anyone else forget it either.




    BABE—It was a toss-up whether Nick should be wished on me or not; but I was so big, fat, ugly, and awkward when at prep. school, they just couldn't resist the temptation of "Babe". So Babe I've been ever since. (a pause during which he chuckles to himself and Steve grins at him) Well, I'm off. (He goes toward door.) Nick-name, eh? Oh, I guess that's rotten. (He shakes with laughter.)




    STEVE—Shut up! Oh, but you're the subtle humorist. Look out you don't run into them.




    BABE—Trust me to hide if I see old Brown. So long!




    STEVE—Good luck! (Babe goes out. Steve sits for a while reading. Presently a rap on the door is heard. Steve gets up and walks toward it as Brown and John enter. Brown seems a little leaner and his lips are stern and unsmiling. He wears a black derby hat and heavy black overcoat.)




    JOHN—You haven't met Mr. Harrington, have you, Father? He's the only one you don't know. (Steve and Brown shake hands and murmur conventional nothings.)




    STEVE—You'll excuse me, I hope? I was just going over to Grammont's studio when you came in. I'll be back later.




    BROWN—(perfunctorily) Hope I'm not driving you away.




    STEVE—Oh, not at all. (He goes out. John takes off coat and hat, helps father off with his things and puts them on the window-seat. He and father take chairs near the table.)




    BROWN—I'M glad that other fellow isn't here.




    JOHN—You mean Carter?




    BROWN—Yes,—the good-for-nothing!




    JOHN—(quietly) Babe is my best friend.




    BROWN—When you hear what I have to tell you about that same Carter, I think you'll agree with me, the less you have to do with him in future the better.




    JOHN—Babe has done nothing dishonorable, I know.




    BROWN—It all depends on what you artists understand by honor. Do you know what your so-called friend has been doing? He's been coming to Bridgetown and meeting Bessie on the sly. I found out about it and spoke to her last evening. She as much as told me to mind my own business, and said she intended to marry this Carter. I lost my temper and informed her that if she married that loafer I'd have nothing more to do with her. What do think she did? Packed up her things and left the house,—yes, in spite of all your mother could say—and went to the hotel and got a room.




    JOHN—(impulsively) Good for Bess!




    BROWN—Am I to infer from that remark that you approve of her conduct?




    JOHN—Of course, I approve of it. I've known about it all along. Babe told me every time he went up and I wished him luck. If they met secretly, it's all your own fault. You told Bessie you didn't want him in the house. She loves him. What could she do.




    BROWN—(furiously) Let's have none of that romantic piffle. I've heard enough of it from Bessie.




    JOHN—She must be true to herself. Her duty to herself stands before her duty to you.




    BROWN—(losing all control and pounding on the arm of his chair with his fist) Rot! Damned rot! only believed by a lot of crazy Socialists and Anarchists. What is a father for I'd like to know?




    JOHN—(shrugging his shoulders) I suppose, when a man is a willing party to bringing children into the world, he takes upon himself the responsibility of doing all in his power to further their happiness.




    BROWN—But isn't that what I'm doing?




    JOHN—Absolutely not! You consider your children to be your possessions, your property, to belong to you. You don't think of them as individuals with ideas and desires of their own. It's for you to find out the highest hope of each of them and give it your help and sympathy. Are you doing this in Bessie's case? No, you're trying to substitute a desire of your own which you think would benefit her in a worldly way.




    BROWN—Stuff! Bessie has no experience with the world. Would you like me to stand by and see her ruin her life, and not do my best to protect her?




    JOHN—Why will you harp on her ruining her life? If she marries Babe, they are both to be congratulated. Bess is a great girl and Babe is as fine and clean a fellow as ever lived. You are angry because you planned to marry her to someone else. Why not be frank about it?




    BROWN—(indignantly) I don't want her to be tied to a penniless adventurer. It's true Mr. Arnold asked her to marry him, and that I fully approved. I still hope she'll marry him. He's an established man with plenty of money and position and—




    JOHN—(jumping to his feet) And forty years old,—a fool with a rotten past behind him, as you know.




    BROWN—That's all talk. He was a bit wild, that's all; and that was years ago.




    JOHN—She'll never marry him.




    BROWN—Well, if she marries that scamp Carter, she's left my home for good.




    JOHN—If you treat her this way she'll not have many regrets; but let's drop the subject. You didn't come down to consult me about Bess, did you?




    BROWN—I should say not. I knew only too well whose side you would take. I came down to tell you we've all decided it's high time you gave up this art foolishness, and came home and settled down to work. I spoke with Mr. Steele about you, and he said there's a good position open for you in his store. He's an old man with no children except Maud, and you'd naturally be at the head of the business after his death. He's willing to give Maud a nice home as a wedding present, and you'll be able to get married right away. (Brown's manner becomes more and more kindly and persuasive.) Come, is that no inducement? And I'll do the best I can for you on your wedding day. You ought to consider Maud a little. She's up there waiting for you while you idle away your time on a hobby.




    JOHN—Hobby! Good God, can't you understand me better than that? (frenziedly) I'm painting, painting, painting, can't you see?




    BROWN—Then it's about time you showed some promise of making some money at it if you intend to marry and have children. Look at the future, boy! You can't go on this way forever. Steele and I thought you'd be selling your things long before this or I'd never have let you come. You're wasting time at something you're not fitted for, it seems to me. You've been here a year and a half, and you're right where you started. (John does not answer but sits down on the window-seat and looks down at the street. Brown gets up, puts on his glasses, and goes to the far wall to look at the paintings. He speaks in tones of wondering disgust.) Who painted this? (pointing to an impressionistic painting of a nude dancer)




    JOHN—(wearily) I did.




    BROWN—You ought to be ashamed to acknowledge it. What decent family would ever hang that up in their house? No wonder you can't sell anything if your fancies run that way. I'm glad to see you didn't finish it.




    JOHN—It is finished.




    BROWN—You'd never know it. She's an awful rough looking female. That's Impressionism, I suppose. Rot! Damned rot! I suppose she came here and posed—like that?




    JOHN—Yes.




    BROWN—(with a chuckle) I begin to see there may be other attractions in this career of your's besides a lofty ideal.




    JOHN—(furious at the insinuation in his father's voice) What do you mean?




    BROWN—Oh, don't be so indignant. You wouldn't be my son if you were an angel. (comes back to chair again) But there's a time for all that and I think you ought to settle down,—for Maud's sake anyway. This atmosphere isn't doing you any good, and you need the clean, Bridgetown air to set you right again, mentally and physically. You've changed a lot since you left, and I'm only telling the truth when I say it hasn't been for the good. This big city game is a tough proposition,—too tough for you when you've got such advantages at home. (John stares despondently at the floor.) I saw Maud just before I left. She said to me: "Don't tell John I said so but do try to bring him home."




    JOHN—(miserably) Don't! You can't understand. (A sound of singing from the hall. The door is pushed open and Ted Nelson lurches into the studio followed by Helene. Ted is drunk, and Helene shows she has been drinking. Ted is a small, wiry-looking young fellow with long sandy hair, grey eyes with imperceptible brows and lashes, a long, thin nose, and a large, thick-lipped mouth. He is dressed in a shabby, grey suit of an exaggerated cut, and wears black patent-leather shoes with grey spats. He carries a grey overcoat over his arm and a grey felt hat. Helene is a large voluptuous creature of beautiful figure and startling taste in dress. She looks like the fashion plate of a French magazine. Her slit skirt is a marvel of economy in material; her hat a turban with a thin, reed-like feather waving skywards. For the rest, she is twenty, blond-haired, blue-eyed, rouged, and powdered. By profession she is a cloak and suit model, a renegade from the ranks of artists models, lured away by the brilliant inducement of wearing beautiful clothes instead of wearing none at all.)




    TED—(pulling Helene toward him and kissing her maudlinly) Here we are, Light of My Soul, here we are. (sings) "Home is the sailor."




    HELENE—(laughing) Crazy, crazy; you're drunk.




    TED—(bellowing) What ho, within! (He suddenly catches sight of john's father sitting by the table, and walks over to him with all the dignity he can command.) Pardon me, Mr. Brown; I didn't see you. (He offers his hand which Brown barely touches.)




    BROWN—(severely) How do you do, sir.




    TED—Oh, I stagger along, I stagger along, (with a foolish laugh) "stagger" being the correct word at present writing. (His eyes suddenly fix themselves on John.) Why, hello, Old Masterpiece. (He detaches himself from Brown and lurches over to John.) Have you heard the glad tidings? (John throws a worried look at his father, who has turned his back on them. Helene, having satisfied herself that she doesn't know Brown, comes over toward John, whom she doesn't at first recognize in the gloom of the window-seat.)




    JOHN—You mean about your selling that story? Of course, I've heard about it. Congratulations!




    HELENE—(recognizing his voice, rushes over and throws her arms around his neck) You're a fine piece of cheese! Don't you remember your old friends any more? Oh, look at him blush! (Brown has turned around and is frowning sternly at them. John twists out of her embrace and walks away, biting his lips with vexation.)




    TED—(leaning over and speaking to her in what he means to be a whisper) Sssshhh! Can that stuff! That's his old man.




    HELENE—Oho!




    TED—(going over to John and winking at him with drunken cunning) S'all right. I'll square it for you. (He walks to Brown, not heeding John's gestures of remonstrance.) Mr. Brown, I have an apology to make. I must humbly confess I am unduly vivacious this evening. I have looked upon the wine, and all that. (with a sweeping gesture which threatens to overbalance him) Let this be my justification. I have sold for fifty shining pesos a story which I had the misfortune to write. (Brown gives an exclamation of angry impatience.) You are right. The idea is incredible. Let me say this in my defense, however: It was the first story I ever sold; and it was the rottenest, absurdest, and most totally imbecile story I ever wrote,—And I am a man of many manuscripts. I pity the editor who accepted it. I have pitied him all evening,—toasted him for his generous humanity, and pitied him for his bad taste. (He stops and stares vaguely at Brown who turns from him in disgust. John signals frantically and points to Helene. She stifles a giggle. Ted has a bright idea.) Helene, you have not met John's father. (Helene gazes at him in consternation. Brown turns to her stiffly.) Mr. Brown, allow me to present my wife.




    JOHN—(tearing his hair) Good heavens!




    HELENE—(bowing with a loud giggle) What! Oh,—pleased to meet you.




    BROWN—(indignant at the suspicion that he is being hoaxed) Your wife? (Before anyone can say anything more the door opens and Steve comes in followed by Grammont.)




    JOHN—(turns to them with a look of anguished pleading and whispers hoarsely to Steve) Take them away for God's sake! (Steve takes in the situation at a glance. He grabs Ted by the arm, and with his other hand guides Helene, weak with laughter, to the door. John brings Grammont over to introduce to his father.) 




    (as they go out)




    HELENE—Oh, Steve, I almost died.




    STEVE—Come on over to Grammont's and dance.




    TED—Dance? That's my middle name.




    JOHN—Father, I'd like you to meet Mr. Grammont, Master of the Art School, whose unworthy pupil I am.




    BROWN—(with a forced smile) I have heard of Mr. Grammont many times, although I'm not familiar with art matters. I'm glad to meet you, sir.




    GRAMMONT—(taking his hand) The pleasure is mine. (They sit down together by the table.)




    STEVE—(from the door) Oh, John! I need your moral support. Come over to Grammont's for a moment, will you?




    JOHN—All right. Excuse me for a moment, will you, Father. (He goes out.)




    GRAMMONT—(after an embarrassed pause) It gives me great pleasure to be able to tell you that your son, John, is one of the most promising pupils who has ever entered my school. He has all the qualities of a great artist.




    BROWN—(not impressed, —thinking this praise but the business policy of the head of a school with the father of a well paying pupil) I have no doubt of it but—




    GRAMMONT—(earnestly) I have heard that you are not in favor of his continuing his artistic career; that you think it better for him to take up something else? (Brown nods.) My dear sir, you will pardon me if I presume on such short acquaintance to say that I think you are making a great mistake. (Brown frowns.) In the interest of the Art I love, I implore you not to withdraw your support from John at this crucial moment in his life when he has most need of you and your encouragement. He is just finding himself, becoming conscious of his own powers. Discouragement now would be fatal to his future; and I can unhesitatingly predict a great future for him,—for I know a real artist when I see one.




    BROWN—I'm much obliged to you for your frankness, but there are a great many things which influence my decision which you can't possibly know of.




    GRAMMONT—(with grave conviction) I know your decision will spoil his life.




    BROWN—(rising to his feet to indicate the discussion is closed) That's a matter of opinion. Our points of view are different. It seems to me his life is more likely to be ruined idlying his time away down here with drunken companions, and low women of the type I have just met.




    GRAMMONT—But what you have seen is the unfortunate exception—




    BROWN—(pointing to the paintings) And are all those naked women who come here to pose, are they exceptions? Is this the atmosphere for a young man to live in who's engaged to a decent girl?




    GRAMMONT—(also rising to his feet—to himself, half-aloud, with a shrug of hopelessness) Alas, the poor boy is lost.




    BROWN—(overhearing him—sarcastically) Of course, I appreciate the fact that it's your business to keep your pupils as long as possible. (John enters as his father is speaking.)




    GRAMMONT—(flushing with anger) You are insulting, sir! I was only trying to save your son. (He walks quickly to John and takes his hand.) Be true to yourself, John, remember! For that no sacrifice is too great. (He goes out.)




    JOHN—What's the matter?




    BROWN—(picking up his hat and coat) Matter enough; that old fool was trying to get me to keep paying out money to him for all this nonsense of yours.




    JOHN—That's not true! He's above such considerations.




    BROWN—(putting on overcoat) Rot! I saw through him and I let him know it. He'll mind his own business after this.




    JOHN—He's one of the finest men I have ever known.




    BROWN—No doubt, no doubt! They are all fine people you live with down here,—drunkards, old lunatics, and women of the streets. (as John starts to expostulate) Oh, I've seen one of your models; that's enough.




    JOHN—(with a hysterical laugh) But she's only a cloak and suit model—now!




    BROWN—It makes no difference. I tell you here and now, young man, I've had enough of it. You either come home with me in the morning or you needn't look to me for help in the future. I'll bring you to your senses. Starve awhile, and see how much bread and butter this high art will bring you! No more coming to me for money, do you understand?




    JOHN—(dully) Yes.




    BROWN—(after a pause) Well, if you decide to come with me, meet me at that ten-four train. Think it over.




    JOHN—I have thought it over. I won't come.




    BROWN—(starting toward door) You'll change your tune when you see how much help you'll get from these so-called friends of yours. Think it over. I've got to save you in spite of yourself, if there's no other way. (He stops at the door.) And remember Steele won't keep that position open for you forever.




    JOHN—(pouring out all his rage) Oh, to hell with Steele! (The hall door closes with a slam as
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  SCENE—The studio about three o'clock on a hot Sunday afternoon in July of the same year. John, Steve, and Ted are discovered. Steve, dressed in his dark suit, is sprawled out in one of the Morris chairs near the table. John is painting at an unfinished portrait clamped on the big easel in under the skylight. His hands are paint-stained and a daub of brown shows on one of his cheeks. He is dressed in a dirty paint-smirched pair of grey flannel trousers, a grey flannel shirt open at the neck, and a pair of "sneaks". His face is haggard and dissipated-looking. Ted is sitting on the window-seat idly watching the street below. He wears a shabby light suit and a pair of tan shoes run down at the heel. A straw hat is perched on the back of his head.




    JOHN—(throwing down his brush with an exclamation of hopeless irritation) It's no use; I might as well quit. Nothing seems to take on life any more. (He goes over and sits by Ted.)




    STEVE—No use trying to work with that feeling. I know; I've had experience with it myself.




    JOHN—The sad part of it is, mine seems to be chronic.




    STEVE—You'll get over it. You're worrying too much about other things. When they go the emptiness'll go with them. (John does not answer but stares moodily at the street below.)




    TED—(after a pause—with a groan of boredom) What a hellish long day Sunday is! On the level, I'd be better satisfied if I had to work. Nothing to do all day and no place to go that's fit to go to.




    STEVE—Better advise your editor to get out a Sunday afternoon paper. Tell him you're anxious to work more for the same pay; that ought to fetch him.




    TED—You don't call that emaciated envelope I drag down every week "pay" do you? I'm getting less now than ever. In fact it's only the devil's tenderness I wasn't fired when they cut down for the summer. Every time my high literary ambitions fall to earth for lack of appreciative editors, and I have to hunt a job again, I find out I'm worth less money. They'll have me selling the papers some day, at this rate.




    STEVE—How about short-story writing on the Sabbath? Have you any religious convictions which bar you from that?




    TED—I've already written more short stories than Maupassant and O. Henry put together—and I sold one. I'll have to wait until some philanthropist endows a college for the higher education of editors before I stand a chance.




    STEVE—You mentioned an idea for a play. Play writing is a good, healthy Sabbath exercise.




    TED—Oh, my ideas are plentiful enough, but execution doesn't seem to be my long suit. I'm always going to start that play—tomorrow. (gloomily) They ought to write on my tombstone: The deceased at last met one thing he couldn't put off till tomorrow. It would be rather an appropriate epitaph.




    STEVE—(with a grin) What time did you get in last night?




    TED—This morning.




    STEVE—I thought this was a little morning-after pessimism. I don't want to preach but isn't that the answer, Ted? And you too, John? (John shrugs his shoulders indifferently.)




    TED—I suppose so; but the helluvit is I never see that side of the argument till afterwards. You can't keep a squirrel on the ground; not unless you cut down all the trees.




    JOHN—(to Ted) Where did we end up last night?




    TED—(shaking his head sorrowfully) Ask me not. All I know is I feel like a wet rag today.




    STEVE—(smilingly quotes) Have drowned my glory in a shallow cup.




    TED—Oh, stop that noise, Mr. Ree Morse!




    JOHN—(impatiently to Steve) It's all right for you to talk. Everything is running smoothly with you; but just try a week or two at my job and see if you won't want to cut loose and forget it all for a while on Saturday night. Checking sugar bags and barrels down on the docks! Oh, it's a nice job, mine is! You'd have to do it yourself for a while to know how bad it is—day after day of monotonous drudgery—life nothing but a panorama of sugar bags! (with a sudden burst of feeling) Oh, how I loathe that rotten dock with its noise and smells and its—sugar bags. I can't paint any more—not even pretty pictures. I've wanted to do some real work on Sundays but—I don't know how to express it—something is like a dead weight inside me—no more incentive, no more imagination, no more joy in creating,—only a great sickness and lassitude of soul, a desire to drink, to do anything to get out of myself and forget.




    STEVE—The trouble with you is you brood too much over the row with your family. Don't take it so seriously. It'll all be over and forgotten before you know it. Those family brawls are part of a lifetime and we all have them and get over them without serious results.




    JOHN—It's not my family's antagonism; it's Maud,—her letters to me; every one of them showing she can't understand, although she's trying so hard to; that she thinks I'm throwing my life away, and hers too, on a whim; that she has no faith in my ultimate success; but that her love is so great she will stick to me till the end—to a lost cause, a forlorn hope. (He hides his face in his hands with a groan.) Oh, it's hell to love and be loved by a girl who can't understand; who, you know, tries to and cannot; who loves you, and whose life you are making miserable and unhappy by trying to be true to yourself.




    STEVE—(his voice full of sympathetic understanding) If you feel that way, there's only one thing to do; go back home, get married, save up your money for awhile and then come back again when your mind is free once more. Or else—give up the girl for good and all.




    TED—That's the idea!




    JOHN—What would life be worth if I gave her up?




    STEVE—Then go back to her.




    JOHN—I can't go back—now.




    TED—Why, look here, at the end of six months or a year at the salary you'll get from father-in-law you ought to save enough to stay down here for an age.




    JOHN—You forget Maud.




    TED—It'll be different after you're married. She's sure to understand you better then. She'll take a selfish interest in trying to help you become something higher than a small town shop keeper.




    STEVE—There! You ought to be convinced now! Listen to the pitiless dissector of women's souls, the author of a thousand and one tales of love, passion, and divorce. If anyone can predict the vagaries of the "female of the species", surely he can.




    TED—(laughing) I'm a grand little predictor.




    JOHN—I'd be proving myself a cowardly weakling by giving in like that—and you know it.




    STEVE—You'd be showing more sense than you have in a long time.




    TED—Coward? Nonsense! It's just like this: There's no use slaving away at a job that's disgusting to you for the sole purpose of earning enough to live on. You don't have to do it, and you're only ruining your health and accumulating a frame of mind where you think the world hates you. If you had any time or energy to paint, it would be another thing. You'll have plenty of time up there and your mind won't be in such a rut.




    JOHN—It's useless for you to try and argue with me. I can't—and I won't—go back. Go back to Maud—a confessed failure! Is that what you advise me to do? Another thing; I know the conditions in Bridgetown, and you don't. You don't consider how I hate the town and how hostile all the surroundings are, when you talk of all the painting I could do. No. I've got to stay here, sink or swim. (A knock on the door. Babe Carter and Bessie enter. Bessie has matured from a girl into a very pretty woman since the night in Bridgetown when John announced his engagement. Her face has grown seriously thoughtful but her smile is as ready as ever. She looks much slenderer, in her blue tailor-made suit, stylish but severely simple. Babe has on a blue serge suit and carries a straw hat in his hand.)




    BABE—Hello, folks! We were on our way to the Museum and thought we'd drop in.




    TED—Welcome to the Newlyweds! (All exchange greetings. Bessie goes over and sits down by John. Babe takes a chair by the table.)




    BABE—What was all the argument about when we came in?




    JOHN—They're trying to persuade me to return to Bridgetown. Think of it!




    TED—John was bewailing his rotten job and his having no time or inclination for real work; and he was feeling love-sick and lonely for a certain young lady, so we suggested—




    JOHN—That I go back to Bridgetown. A fine remedy, that! Ask Bessie what I'd have to contend with up there. She knows. (to Bessie) I told them they didn't understand conditions or they wouldn't give me any such advice. Am I right?




    BESSIE—You are—even more so than you realize.




    JOHN—What do you mean?




    BESSIE—Oh, nothing; only don't go back whatever you do; anything rather than that—even your horrible position on the dock.




    JOHN—That's just what I told them.




    STEVE—We weren't thinking so much about Bridgetown. We had an idea that if John were married it would give him back the tranquility of mind he has lost; and since it's impossible for him to get married or paint down here we urged Bridgetown as a necessary evil.




    TED—That's it.




    BABE—I'm not so sure you're wrong there, myself.




    JOHN—(reproachfully) What! "Et to Brute."




    BABE—You're not satisfied here; you're brooding and worrying and drudging yourself to death without accomplishing anything. Once married, your whole attitude toward Bridgetown might change; and with an easy mind you can paint there as well as anywhere else.




    BESSIE—You're wrong, all of you.




    JOHN—Thanks, Bessie.




    BESSIE—My advice is: Don't get married.




    BABE—Oh, come now, that's pretty hard on me. I hope you're not speaking from experience.




    BESSIE—Foolish! Of course, I mean in John's case.




    JOHN—(puzzled) You don't think it wise for me to marry Maud?




    BESSIE—I certainly do not.




    JOHN—But why? Because I have no money?




    BESSIE—That's one reason; but it wasn't the one I had in mind.




    JOHN—What did you have in mind?




    BESSIE—I can't explain very well. It's more of a feeling than a real, good reason. I know Maud so well—much better than you do, John, although you'll probably never admit that—and I know you so well—much better than you know yourself; and you won't admit that either—and that's my reason.




    JOHN—(indignantly) You don't believe we love each other?




    BESSIE—Oh, yes I do.




    JOHN—Then why shouldn't we marry?




    BESSIE—Don't get so excited about it. My opinion is very likely all wrong.




    JOHN—I should hope so. You were taking a stand exactly like father's in regard to you and Babe. That isn't like you, Bessie.




    BESSIE—It does seem that way, doesn't it? Well, I apologize if I was, for I had no intention of doing anything of the sort. I take back all I said. Do what you want to. Stay here till the last string snaps. And now, let's change the subject. Have you sold any of those drawings of yours?




    JOHN—(despondently) No. I haven't had much chance to go around with them. The editor at Colpers Weekly seemed a little impressed and promised to consider them further, and bear me in mind for illustrating; but I haven't heard from him since.




    BESSIE—If he's going to bear you in mind, that's encouraging, at any rate.




    STEVE—I've been trying to convince John those drawings are salable, and all he has to do is push them; but he won't hear of it. (to Babe) You saw them, didn't you?




    BABE—Yes, he showed them to me.




    STEVE—Don't you think I'm right.




    BABE—I sure do.




    JOHN—(brightening up) Well, lets hope you're both right. It would be a great encouragement if I could land them somewhere. They represent the best I've got in me at that sort of work.




    BESSIE—Well, Babe, we better be going. (to Steve) May I use your mirror?




    BABE—O Vanity!




    STEVE—Go ahead. I don't think there's anything in there that shouldn't be seen. (Bessie goes across to the kitchenette.)




    BABE—Won't you fellows come over to the Museum with us?




    TED—Excuse me! Not today. I feel far from well.




    BABE—Morning after, eh? Won't you come, John?




    BESSIE—(from inside the kitchenette) Yes, do come, John.




    JOHN—No, I'm going to try and work a bit. (He gets up and goes over in front of the easel and stands looking at the unfinished painting.) Besides, I'm not dressed, or shaved, or anything fit to be seen with a lady.




    STEVE—Well, if I won't be too much of a number three I'll take a walk over with you. (Bessie comes out of the kitchenette. Babe goes toward the door. Steve gets his straw hat from the kitchenette and follows Babe.)




    BESSIE—(going to John) Come along, John. We'll wait while you change clothes. You look all worn out and the fresh air will do you good.




    JOHN—No; this is the only day I have and I must try to work at least.




    BESSIE—You don't look at all well lately, do you know it?




    JOHN—I don't get much sleep.




    BESSIE—(looking at him searchingly) You're sure you're not letting your troubles drive you to drink, or anything like that?




    JOHN—(irritably) No no, of course not! What ideas you get into your head.




    BESSIE—I knew it wasn't so.




    JOHN—What wasn't so?




    BABE—(from the door) Coming Bess?




    BESSIE—Oh, nothing; just something I overheard. (She kisses him impulsively and walks quickly to door.) Here I am. (She goes out with Steve and Babe.)




    JOHN—(stares at the painting for a moment; then turns away impatiently) What's the use of this pretence? I don't want to paint. (He goes and sits down by Ted again.) Did you hear what Bessie just said?




    TED—No.




    JOHN—Asked me if I'd been drinking; said she overheard something to that effect.




    TED—(shrugging his shoulders) They say that about everybody who ever drank one glass of beer. Revengeful people with Brights Disease start those reports. Necessity is an awful virtue breeder.




    JOHN—Damned luck! I don't want her to loose faith in me.




    TED—I suppose you denied it?




    JOHN—Of course; what else could I do?




    TED—Confess you drank when you felt like it. Your sister isn't a prude. She'd simply tell you not to overdo it.




    JOHN—But that's what she insinuated—that I was overdoing it.




    TED—Everyone who drinks overdoes it sometimes. Speaking of this terrible vice reminds me; I think I have a bottle hidden in yonder kitchenette. (He walks over to the kitchenette.) You'll have a hair of the dog, won't you?




    JOHN—No, I'm going to cut it out.




    TED—(from inside) Got the R.E.s?




    JOHN—(fidgeting nervously) Oh, I guess I will have one after all. There's no use playing the Spartan.




    TED—Right you are. (He comes out with three glasses, one full of water, and lays them on the table; then takes a pint of whiskey from his pocket and uncorks it,, places it on the table beside glasses.) My lord, breakfast is served. (sings) "Ho, shun the flowing cup!" Better come along, Jonathan. (John goes to table and pours out a drink. Ted does the same.)




    TED—Top o' the morning! (raises his glass)




    JOHN—(with sudden resolution pours his drink back into the bottle) No, I'll be damned if I do. I've got to quit, that's all there is to it; and it might as well be now as anytime.




    TED—As you like, senor. Skoll! (He tosses down his drink; then makes a wry face.) Ugh! We must have been down on the water front when we did our shopping last night. (John laughs; goes over to the easel and picks up his palette and brushes, and stands squinting at the painting critically. Ted takes out a box of cigarettes and lights one.) Have a cigarette?




    JOHN—No thanks.




    TED—You're the slave of a fixed idea today. You're going to work whether you feel like it or not.




    JOHN—(laying down his brushes after making a few halfhearted dabs at the canvas) You're right; I don't feel like eating, or drinking, or smoking—or painting. (A timid knock on the door is heard.)




    TED—Who can that be?




    JOHN—(pointing to the bottle and glasses on the table) Get that stuff out of the way. (Ted hurries into the kitchenette with them and returns. The knock at the door is repeated, this time a little louder.)




    TED—Come in! (The door is heard slowly opening and a girl's voice asks in frightened tones: "Does John Brown live here?")




    JOHN—(stunned for a moment, rushes to the door) Maud! (He disappears behind the corner of the kitchenette.) You, too, Mother! What in the name of goodness brings you here? Come in, come in! (Ted hides in the kitchenette as they enter the studio. A moment later the door is heard closing as he makes his escape. John leads his mother to a seat by the table. She is very frightened by her strange surroundings, and keeps her eyes resolutely down cast from the nudes on the walls. She does not seem to have aged or changed a particle—even her dress looks like the same. Maud has grown stouter, more womanly, in the two years which have elapsed. Her face is still full of a spoiled willfulness, but it is much less marked in character than before. She is stylishly dressed in white and looks very charming.)




    JOHN—(taking Maud in his arms and kissing her) Oh, Maudie, it's so good to see you again! You'll pardon us, Mother, I hope?




    MRS. BROWN—(with an embarrassed smile) Oh, don't mind me.




    MAUD—Why, you're all over with paint! Just look at him, Mrs. Brown. Look at your face. You're like an Indian in war-paint. (carefully examining the front of her dress) I do hope you haven't got any of it on my dress.




    JOHN—No, you're as spotless as when you entered.




    MRS. BROWN—Hm—You haven't been working today, have you, John?—Sunday?




    JOHN—It's the only day I have free for painting, Mother.




    MRS. BROWN—Weren't you afraid someone would come in and see you—dressed like that? Why I do believe you haven't any socks on!




    JOHN—The people who call here don't judge you by your clothes.




    MAUD—Oh, Mrs. Brown, I think he looks so picturesque—just like the people you read about in the Paris Latin Quarter.




    MRS. BROWN—But on a Sunday!




    JOHN—Nonsense, Mother, this isn't Bridgetown.




    MAUD—(who is walking around looking at the paintings) Everything looks the same as the last time I was here: still the same shocking old pictures. (stops before the picture of an old hag) Oh! Is this one of yours? Isn't she horrid! How could you ever do it?




    JOHN—(brusquely) She really looked that way, you know. (abruptly changing the subject) But you haven't told me yet what happy chance brings you down here. (Maud sits down on the window-seat.)




    MRS. BROWN—Hm—, Edward came with us; he's going to call for us here.




    JOHN—(coldly) Oh, is he? But what are you down for—a shopping trip?




    MRS. BROWN—(nervously) Yes,—hm, of course we expect to do some shopping tomorrow before we—you know we're going back tomorrow night—hm—but I can hardly say—hm, shopping was not the—hm—(She becomes miserably confused and turns to Maud beseechingly.)




    MAUD—Perhaps I better tell him?




    MRS. BROWN—(immensely relieved) Yes, do.




    MAUD—Its a long story, John, and you must promise not to interrupt.




    JOHN—I promise.




    MAUD—Well, your mother has been terribly worried about you; and I've been worried to death about you, too.




    JOHN—(tenderly) Maudie!




    MAUD—Sssshhh! You promised not to interrupt. Your father, too—we've all been so afraid something had happened to you.




    JOHN—But my letters to you?




    MAUD—No interruptions, you promised. I thought maybe you were telling fibs in your letters just to keep me from worrying; and you were. You said you never felt better or more contented, and I could tell the moment I saw you that wasn't so. You look frightfully worn out and ill; doesn't he, Mrs. Brown?




    MRS. BROWN—He doesn't look at all well.




    JOHN—(impatiently) Its nothing. I've been troubled with insomnia, that's all.




    MAUD—Then you see you're not contented and you were telling fibs. Don't look so impatient! I'm coming to the rest of the story. Your mother was making herself ill wondering if you were starving with the army of the unemployed or something of that sort; and I was tearing my hair at the thought that you had fallen in love with some beautiful model and—




    JOHN—Maudie!




    MAUD—You know your letters have been getting fewer and fewer, and each one shorter than the last. I didn't know what to think.




    JOHN—I couldn't write much. It was always the same old story. I didn't want to bore you with my disappointments. I was waiting for good news to tell you; then I'd have written a long letter, you can be sure of that. But what you said about models—most of them aren't beautiful, you know—you don't believe anything like that?




    MAUD—Silly boy! Of course I was only joking. Anyway, your mother and I made up this expedition—with your father's permission—got Edward to come with us, and hurried down to this wicked old city—to rescue you!




    JOHN—To rescue me!




    MAUD—Yes; you've just simply got to stop breaking people's hearts and homes. We're going to take you back to Bridgetown, a prisoner. (John walks up and down nervously.) Then we'll be able to keep an eye on you and see that you don't starve or get sick.




    JOHN—(annoyed) Maudie!




    MAUD—Dad told me to tell you he had just the nicest position in the store for you; you can get off at least one afternoon a week if you care to keep up your painting. We can announce our wedding right away, and we'll be married in the fall or (looking at hire shyly) even sooner, if you like. I've picked out just the most adorable little house and Dad's agreed to give us that for a wedding present. (John is striding backward and forward his hands clenched tightly behind hire. He keeps his head lowered and does not look at Maud.) And your father—he has the dandiest surprise in store for you; only I'm not to tell you about it. Isn't it all fine? (John groans but does not answer her. Maud is troubled by his silence.) You'll come with us, won't you?




    JOHN—(brokenly) Maudie—you know—I can't.




    MAUD—(her lips trembling, her eyes filling with tears) You won't come!




    JOHN—I'd like to, dear; with all my heart and soul I want to do as you ask—I love you so much—you know that—but—Oh, don't you understand! you must realize in your heart—why I can't. (There is a long pause. Maud turns and stares down at the street below, winking back her tears.)




    MRS. BROWN—(wiping her eyes with her handkerchief) Don't decide so soon, Johnnie. Think over it. (with a desperate attempt to change the subject before the question is irrevocably decided) Have you seen Bessie lately?




    JOHN—Yes; today; just before you came. She stopped in with Babe.




    MRS. BROWN—She's well, I hope?




    JOHN—Never better, and just as happy as she can be. She and Babe are getting along in fine shape.




    MRS. BROWN—That's good news, I'm sure;—hm,—isn't it, Maud?




    MAUD—(coldly) I'm glad to hear it. (There is a knock at the door.)




    MRS. BROWN—That must be Edward.




    JOHN—(gruffly) Come in. (The door is opened and Edward enters. He seems less pompous and more self-assured than in Act I. In appearance he is practically unchanged. His clothes are a model of sober immaculateness.)




    EDWARD—Here you are, I see. (coldly) How are you, John? (They shake hands in a perfunctory manner. Edward casts a disapproving glance around the room. His eyes finally rest on john's paint-stained clothes. There is a trace of scorn in his manner.) I must say you look the part of the artist.




    JOHN—(with a sneer) I dare say. You can't paint and keep clean. I suppose it's much the same in politics.




    EDWARD—(stiffening) We will not discuss that. Are you still employed on the dock?




    JOHN—Yes.




    EDWARD—Have you sold any pictures yet?




    JOHN—No.




    EDWARD—Is it an artistic custom to work on Sunday?




    JOHN—We work when we please, whenever we have an opportunity. As I reminded Mother, you're in New York now, not Bridgetown. (Edward turns to his mother. She persistently avoids his eyes.)




    EDWARD—(after a long pause) Well, Mother, is the purpose of this visit fulfilled?




    MRS. BROWN—Hm—; yes—er—you might say,—hm; but no,—you'd hardly call it—




    EDWARD—(turns impatiently to Maud) Have you told him, Maud?




    MAUD—(dully) Yes.




    EDWARD—And he's coming with us, of course?




    MAUD—(with difficulty) No; he won't come. (She raises her handkerchief to her eyes and commences to cry softly.)




    JOHN—(starting to go to her) Maudie, please!




    EDWARD—(stopping him) Is this true?




    JOHN—(defiantly) Quite true.




    EDWARD—Then all I have to say is, you are guilty of the most shameless ingratitude, not only to your own family, but particularly to Maud and her father. Every kindness has been lavished on you and this is the way you repay us.




    MRS. BROWN—Edward!




    EDWARD—Let me speak, Mother; it's time someone brought John to his senses. He has been riding rough-shod over all of us for years. Its my duty to show him the wreck he is making of his own life.




    JOHN—By all means do your duty, Mr. Alderman. Let me hear what you have to say.




    EDWARD—Did Maud tell you of her father's offer and of all that will be done for you?




    JOHN—Yes.




    EDWARD—You have sold no pictures and you have no hope of selling any.




    JOHN—Very little, at present.




    EDWARD—You still support yourself as a checker on the docks and only get twelve dollars a week?




    JOHN—Exactly.




    EDWARD—And you refuse to come back! Have you no heart? Can you see Maud weeping with the unhappiness you cause her by your selfish obstinacy and still refuse?




    MAUD—(starting to her feet, her eyes flashing) Edward! Don't bring—




    JOHN—(wildly excited) Yes, I can refuse, for Maud's sake most of all. Would you have me give up like a craven; be untrue to my highest hope; slink home a self-confessed failure? Would you have Maud married to such a moral coward? You, with your bread and butter viewpoint of life, probably can't appreciate such feelings but—




    EDWARD—There is no more to be said. I call upon you to witness, Mother, that I have done all in my power to persuade John to return.




    JOHN—Wait a minute; I begin to see things clearly. I begin to see through your canting pose about duty. Don't think you can fool me with your moral platitudes, your drivel about my ingratitude; for I think—no, by God, I'm sure,—you're only too glad I did refuse.




    EDWARD—(in great confusion) I? I protest, Mother,—




    MRS. BROWN AND MAUD—Johnnie! John!




    JOHN—Oh, he knows its the truth! Look at him!




    EDWARD—(growing red) Why should I be glad? It's of no importance to me—




    JOHN—Because right down in your heart you think my refusal will end things between Maud and me and give you another chance.




    MAUD—Oh, John, how can—(Mrs. Brown is beyond speech.)




    EDWARD—(summoning all his dignity) I will not deny that I want to see Maud happy.




    JOHN—(with a loud forced laugh) But you don't think she'll be happy with anyone but you! Well spoken, Mr. Platitude! It's the first real manly thing I've ever heard you say—the only time I've ever known you not to play the sanctimonious hypocrite.




    EDWARD—(raging) How dare you—




    MRS. BROWN—Do stop, Edward!




    MAUD—John, please—




    EDWARD—I will tell you this. I do not think you a fit husband for Maud; for I think I know the real reason for your refusal to come home; and Maud shall know it, too.




    JOHN—And what is this reason?




    EDWARD—You are mixed up with some woman down here and—




    JOHN—(white with fury) Liar! (He strikes Edward in the face with his fist almost knocking him down. Maud steps in between them. Mrs. Brown goes to Edward.)




    MRS. BROWN—Now, Edward, for my sake!




    MAUD—John, this is disgraceful—your own brother!




    EDWARD—All right, Mother, I forgive him for striking me, but I retract nothing. (He walks toward door.) Are you coming with me?




    MRS. BROWN—Yes, yes. Good 'bye Johnnie. I'll be in tomorrow before we go—hm—or you telephone to the hotel, will you?




    JOHN—Yes, Mother. (He kisses her. She joins Edward near the door.)




    EDWARD—Are you coming, Maud?




    MAUD—Yes.




    JOHN—Maudie!




    MAUD—Don't speak to me!




    JOHN—(in desperation) But you don't—you can't—believe what he said.




    MAUD—(with a sob) Oh, how can you act so! I don't know what to believe.




    JOHN—This is the end, then.




    MAUD—Yes. (She walks past him to the others at the door. They go out. John flings himself face downward on the divan near the piano. His shoulders shake as if he were sobbing. After about a minute the door is flung open and Maud rushes in. John starts up from the divan and she runs into his arms.)




    MAUD—(between sobs) You do care! You've been crying! Oh, please Johnnie dear, come back with us. Please if you love me. I do love you so much! Won't you please do this for my sake—just this once for my sake—I love you—I don't want you down here—I don't believe what Edward said—but still it might happen if you never saw me. If you love me, won't you please for my sake?




    JOHN—(slowly—his will broken) All right—I'll come back—for your sake.




    MAUD—Promise?




    JOHN—I promise. (He kisses her.)




    MAUD—Oh, I'm so glad. We're just going to be so happy, aren't we, dear? (John kisses her again.)




  (The Curtain Falls)
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  SCENE—The sitting-room of John Brown's home in Bridgetown, a little before one o'clock on a fine July day two years later. In the extreme left foreground a door leading to the dining-room. Farther back a projecting chimney papered over, and an open fire-place with black andirons. Above, a mantle on which is a brass clock flanked by a china vase on either end. Beyond the fire­place an arm chair stands stiffly against the wall. Still farther back a door leading to the hall. The door is pushed back against the far wall. Next to the door a chair, then a window opening on the verandah, a long sofa, another window, and in the corner a wicker-work rocking chair. On the right wall by the rocking chair a window looking out on the street, a piano with a stool placed before it, and a music stand piled with sheets of music. Finally in the extreme right foreground another window with a round table in front and to the left of it. On the table a lace center piece and a potted maidenhair fern. The hardwood floor is almost completely hidden by a large rug. In the center of the room a table with wicker-work rocking chairs around it. On the table an electric reading-lamp wired from the chandelier, and a Sunday newspaper. The windows are all lace-curtained. The walls are papered in dark green. In startling incongruity with the general commonplace aspect of the room are two paintings in the Impressionist style, a landscape and a seascape, one of which hangs over the mantle and the other over the piano.




    The front door is heard opening and closing and Maud and Edward enter from the hall. Her two years of married life have told on Maud. She is still pretty but has faded, grown prim and hardened, has lines of fretful irritation about her eyes and mouth, and wears the air of one who has been cheated in the game of life and knows it; but will even up the scale by making those around her as wretched as possible. Her Sunday gown is so gay and pretty she looks almost out of place in it. Edward, too, has aged perceptibly, but his general appearance is practically the same. He is dressed after his usual faultlessly-staid fashion.




    MAUD—So good of you to walk home with me. You must sit down for a while. It's been ages since we've had a talk together. (She sits down by the table.)




    EDWARD—(taking a chair near the table) Thank you, I will; but only for a moment.




    MAUD—How can you rush off so after all the time it's been since you were here before! You aren't very considerate of your friends.




    EDWARD—(gravely) You know, Maud, you would never have to complain of me in that respect were it not for John's bitter dislike,—I might more truthfully call it hatred. He would surely misinterpret my visits; as he did when he practically put me out of this house six months ago.




    MAUD—(her face hardening) I told John at that time, and I tell you now, Edward, this is my house and my friends are always welcome in it.




    EDWARD—Of course, Maud, of course; but then I like to avoid all such unpleasantness,—for your sake, especially.




    MAUD—A little more or less wouldn't make much difference; but let's not talk of that. Why, I haven't even congratulated you yet, Mr. Congressman!




    EDWARD—(flushing with pleasure) Oh, nothing's decided yet,—definitely. Of course I will take the nomination if it's offered to me,—as I'm quite sure it will be; but getting elected is another matter.




    MAUD—How can you have any doubts after your wonderful victory in the election for Mayor last fall? The biggest majority they ever gave anyone in the history of the town, wasn't it?




    EDWARD—Oh yes, but this is entirely different,—the whole district, you see; and in some parts of it I'm hardly known at all.




    MAUD—I know you'll be elected, so there! (Edward smiles but shakes his head.) Will you make a bet? A pair of gloves against a box of cigars,—real cigars; you can pick them out yourself. You're afraid! I won't tell on you for gambling.




    EDWARD—Oh now, Maud, what difference does—




    MAUD—Is it done?




    EDWARD—Done.




    MAUD—I won't have to buy any gloves then. What will come after the Congressman? Will it be governor or senator?




    EDWARD—(immensely pleased, bows to her smilingly) You are altogether too flattering, my dear Maud.




    MAUD—(suddenly becoming melancholy) Oh, it must be fine to keep going upward step by step and getting somewhere, instead of sticking in one place all the time without hope of advancement. You are known all over the state now and you'll soon be going to Washington, and after that,—who knows? While to us, Bridgetown is the whole world. Promise you won't forget all about us when you leave?




    EDWARD—(earnestly) You know I could never forget you, Maud.




    MAUD—When you go to Washington—




    EDWARD—I haven't got there yet.




    MAUD—But you will. Then you'll forget all us poor, unhappy small-town people.




    EDWARD—Unhappy?




    MAUD—Certainly not happy.




    EDWARD—No, you are not happy. It shows in all your actions. Has John— Where is he now?




    MAUD—Still in bed.




    EDWARD—What! Is he sick?




    MAUD—(bitterly) People who don't come in until three in the morning usually are.




    EDWARD—You don't mean to say he doesn't—




    MAUD—Oh, it's only on Saturday nights when he goes to the club to meet Harry and the other town sports.




    EDWARD—Hm—A man at the club was speaking to me about this; said I'd better give John a word of advice. Of course he didn't know of our—er—strained relations. He said John was drinking altogether too much,—getting to be a regular thing with him.




    MAUD—He couldn't know about that. John only goes to the club on Saturday nights; but he drinks quite a lot here at home.




    EDWARD—Why don't you speak to him?




    MAUD—I have; but he only laughs, and then we have another quarrel. That's all it is,—fight, fight, fight. He says he drinks to give life a false interest since it has no real one.




    EDWARD—To say that to you! How can you stand it?




    MAUD—I don't stand it. My patience is worn out. When he is with me I can't restrain myself. I fight; and he fights back; and there you are.




    EDWARD—Too bad, too bad! Such a shocking state of affairs, for you above all people; your home life with your father was always so ideal.




    MAUD—Oh, you haven't heard the worst of it. Do you know, I even heard that John was associating with those low friends of Harry's,—women, I mean.




    EDWARD—Good heavens!




    MAUD—(looking at him searchingly) You have heard something of this; tell me truthfully, haven't you?




    EDWARD—(hesitating) Oh, mere rumors; you know what the town is.




    MAUD—Ah.




    EDWARD—(after a pause) I cannot tell how it grieves me to see you in this state. I always had fears that John would fail in his duties as a husband. He has no stability, no—er—will power, as you might say. But to insult you in this gross manner is unthinkable.




    MAUD—Have you no advice to give me?




    EDWARD—You say you have urged him to reform his mode of living and he refuses? That you are continually quarrelling? That all these reports of—er—women keep coming to you.




    MAUD—Yes yes, I hear all sorts of things.




    EDWARD—Hm—, where there's so much smoke, you know—




    MAUD—But what shall I do?




    EDWARD—(with an air of decision) I advise you to sue for a divorce.




    MAUD—(astonished) You, Edward, you think I ought—




    EDWARD—I know it's quite against my principles. I have always held divorce to be the greatest evil of modern times and a grave danger to the social life of the nation; but there are cases—and yours is one of them—where there seems to be no other solution. Therefore I repeat, I advise you to free yourself from one who has proved himself so unworthy; and you know I have your interests at heart when I say it.




    MAUD—Oh, I can't; it's impossible.




    EDWARD—Why? You have no children.




    MAUD—No, thank God!




    EDWARD—You would have the sympathy of everyone. (a pause)




    MAUD—I couldn't do it.




    EDWARD—Surely you no longer care for him after—all you've told me.




    MAUD—No,—but,—Oh, I don't know!




    EDWARD—Pardon me if the question I am about to ask seems indelicate. It is to your interest to face facts. Are you still living with him—as his wife?




    MAUD—Oh, you know I couldn't! How could you think so—after those reports.




    EDWARD—Then why do you hesitate? Is it for his sake?




    MAUD—(fiercely) Indeed not! He'd be only too glad to get rid of me. He'd be married again in a week,—to that horrible, divorced Mrs. Harper or some other of those rich summer people who are always inviting him to their houses and who think he's so fascinating. No, I'll not play into his hands by getting a divorce; you can say what you like.




    EDWARD—(gets up and goes over beside her chair) Think of yourself, Maud. You are making yourself sick both in mind and body by remaining in such distressing environment. (He takes one of her hands. She makes no effort to withdraw it.) Listen to me, Maud. I love you, as you know. I have always loved you ever since I can remember having loved anyone. Let me take care of your future. Do as I have advised and I will protect you from everything that could possibly hurt you. I ask nothing for myself. My love for you has always been an unselfish one. I only want to see you happy, and to do all in my power to make you so. If, in after years, you could come to love me ever so little—you would be free—with such a hope my life would be—




    MAUD—(her face averted) Don't, don't, I can't bear it.




    EDWARD—Will you promise to consider what I have suggested?




    MAUD—Yes. (John appears in the doorway. He has evidently just risen for he is collarless, unshaven, and has on a faded bath­robe and bedroom slippers. He has grown stout and his face is flabby and pasty-complected, his eyes dull and lusterless. He watches his wife and brother with a cynical smile.)




    EDWARD—From the bottom of my heart I thank you. (He raises Maud's hand to his lips.)




    JOHN—"Thou shalt not covet thy neighbor's wife." (Maud screams. Edward straightens up with a jerk, his face crimson.) You seem to be forgetting the Lord's commandments on his own day, my worthy deacon. (Edward stutters in confusion.) Never try to make love, Edward. You look a fearful ass; and remember Maud is expressly forbidden to covet such animals in that same commandment. Sorry to disturb you. I'll cough the next time. (He turns around and goes out.)




    EDWARD—(furiously) The scoundrel!




    MAUD—Now you see what he's like.




    EDWARD—I must go before he comes back—the good-for-nothing—I really can't contain myself; I wouldn't be responsible—(He goes to door, then stops and turns to Maud.) Good 'bye; you won't forget your promise, Maud?




    MAUD—I won't forget. (Edward goes out. The outer door slams and he can be seen walking past the windows. Maud throws herself on the sofa and lies sobbing with her face buried in the pillows. John enters.)




    JOHN—Has the Passionate Pilgrim gone? (He sits down by the table.) Why all this fuss? You know I was only joking. I just wanted to take some of the moral starch out of that pompous ass. (He takes up the newspaper and starts to read. It trembles in his shaking hand with an irritating rustling sound. Maud glances sharply at him with keen dislike in her eyes, opens her lips as if to say something, checks herself, taps the floor nervously with her foot, and finally bursts out)




    MAUD—A nice time to be lying around in that state! Don't you know it's Sunday? (She pulls down shades of windows open on veranda.)




    JOHN—What of it?




    MAUD—At least you might put on a collar and shave yourself.




    JOHN—I might; but I'm not going to. What's the matter? Do you expect other callers?




    MAUD—You never know who might come in on a Sunday.




    JOHN—(giving up the attempt to read by putting down his paper, speaks with nervous irritation) But I know who won't come in—anyone of the slightest interest to me. If anyone comes I'll run and hide and you can tell them I'm out. They'll all be glad to hear it. Say I haven't come back from church yet; that ought to be scandal enough for one day.




    MAUD—You mock at everything decent. However they all know where you are when you're out. You aren't fooling anybody and you needn't think you are.




    JOHN—Ah.




    MAUD—(with rising anger) In some bar-room.




    JOHN—You forget, my dear, this is the Sabbath and all such dens of iniquity are closed by law of our God-fearing legislature—the front doors at least.




    MAUD—Then you'd be up at the club with your drunken friends.




    JOHN—(flushing) I would be; and I soon will be if you don't give up this constant nagging.




    MAUD—Then come home at a decent hour. Act like a respectable man should and there won't be any nagging.




    JOHN—You couldn't keep that promise. You've got the habit. You'd pick on me for something else. My drinking is only an excuse. There are plenty of so-called respectable citizens who drink more than I do; and you ought to know it if your gossiping friends ever air their malicious scandal about anyone but me.




    MAUD—I have heard of one other.




    JOHN—One? There is hope then.




    MAUD—Your brother Harry.




    JOHN—Harry's open about what he does and makes no pretence of being a saint. He's a lot better than those psalm-singing hypocrites of whom my respected brother Edward is the leader.




    MAUD—Edward is a gentleman.




    JOHN—Edward is a fool and (as she is about to retort) we will talk no more about him. I feel bad enough already without having to sit and listen while you din the praises of that pompous nincompoop into my ears. (He picks up the paper again and goes through it hurriedly; finally finds page and begins reading. His hand shakes more than ever and the paper rustles until Maud turns to him sharply.)




    MAUD—For goodness sake, don't rustle that paper so.




    JOHN—The excitement of quarrelling with my sweet wife has unnerved me.




    MAUD—Last night unnerved you, you mean. Why didn't you phone you weren't coming home to dinner? You knew I would wait.




    JOHN—I told you never to wait after seven. Why will you persist in doing so and then blame me for it.




    MAUD—You must think I like to eat alone.




    JOHN—I very rarely fail to get here.




    MAUD—You were at the club, I suppose? You always say that.




    JOHN—And where would I be?




    MAUD—You needn't look so innocent. I've heard things.




    JOHN—You always do. What things?




    MAUD—Have you had any breakfast yet?




    JOHN—Damn breakfast! What is it you've heard this time from your select circle of the towns finest?




    MAUD—They say you don't always spend your evenings at the club; that you've been seen with some of those low women Harry associates with.




    JOHN—And you allow them to say such things?




    MAUD—I told them there couldn't be any truth in such stories.




    JOHN— (ironically) I thank you for your trust in me. I expected you to say you did believe them.




    MAUD—I don't know what to believe. When a person drinks so much they're liable to do anything.




    JOHN—That's all nonsense, Maud.




    MAUD—And that trip of yours to New York last month when you went to see Bessie and said she wasn't there.




    JOHN—And she wasn't; she and Babe were out of town.




    MAUD—Someone said they saw you down there with some woman.




    JOHN—Oh, for God's sake, Maud! (He gets up and strides nervously around the room. A knocking is heard from the rear of the house.)




    MAUD—There's someone at the back door; and Annie's out, of course. (She hurries out through the door to hall. John looks around furtively for a moment; then walks to dining-room door and goes in. He returns a moment later with a syphon of seltzer and a bottle of whiskey, and placing them on the table, mixes himself a drink. Maud comes back as be is drinking. She stands watching him with an expression of disgust.)




    MAUD—Can't you leave that horrible stuff alone for a moment?




    JOHN—(rather shamefacedly) Just a little pick-me-up.




    MAUD—(sinking into a chair) It's terrible.




    JOHN—Don't take everything with such deadly seriousness. Plenty of men take a cocktail before breakfast.




    MAUD—I don't know what will happen to us if you keep on this way.




    JOHN—You forget, my dear, your tongue is calculated to drive anyone to drink; and things aren't as bad as you'd like to pretend. I see lots of people more unfortunate than you. Every little thing that happens you weep and wail as if the world were coming to an end. Why, in God's name, did you ever marry me?




    MAUD—If I could have seen how things would be I'd never—




    JOHN—Nor I; I gave up a career for you; and you gave up the righteous citizen Edward for me. We were both very foolish.




    MAUD—(stung by this mention of Edward) Yes, Edward loved me, and in spite of all your superior sneers he's a better man than you are. All the town looks up to him. He got more votes for Mayor than anyone ever did before. That ought to convince anyone but you what people think of him; and everyone knows he's sure of going to Congress.




    JOHN—I don't know which to sympathize with—Congress or Edward.




    MAUD—(furiously) That's right; sneer! Sneer at everything and everyone; all failures do that. Yes, failure! I said it and I mean it. If it wasn't for my father we wouldn't even have this house; and if you weren't my husband, you couldn't keep your position in the store a single day longer. Father told me that himself. He said you weren't worth a bit more to the business now than the day you came in. He said you took absolutely no interest in it at all.




    JOHN—He's right, there.




    MAUD—Then why do you stay in it? (John shrugs his shoulders but does not answer. He is very pale.) Because you know you'd never get a job anywhere else. You might at least be grateful to him for what he's done for you; but instead all you do is sneer at him and his business. You pretend to be too artistic to lower yourself to make money; but I see through your high-art pose. You never made a success of that either. Oh, I don't know how I stand it.




    JOHN—(turning to her quickly) Ah, now you ask the leading question. Why do you stand it?




    MAUD—What do you mean?




    JOHN—Simply this: You've stated the truth. Our life together is impossible and the sooner we recognize that fact and do what we can to rectify it, the better for both of us. We're young and life may still hold something pleasant if we've only the courage to break our chains. When nothing is left of the old love but wrangling and distrust, it's high time for us to give up this farce of life together.




    MAUD—You mean divorce?




    JOHN—Yes. Let's be frank. You hate me and I confess I—but no matter. Such being the undeniable case, is there any reason in God's world why we should be confined together like two cats in a bag? Get a divorce! I'll gladly give you all the evidence you need.




    MAUD—I don't doubt that for a moment.




    JOHN—Remember you're young,—and Edward is still a bachelor. I'm sure he'd provide balm for your woes, even if his political career suffered from his marrying a divorced woman. I give him credit for being red-blooded in that one respect at least. (a pause during which Maud bites her lips in nervous anger) Hasn't he spoken to you about a divorce in your conferences together?




    MAUD—No—Yes, why should I deny it? He has spoken of it, and I absolutely refused to consider it.




    JOHN—And why, if I may ask?




    MAUD—(defiantly) I will never get a divorce; you understand—never!




    JOHN—I can't see why you want to live with me.




    MAUD—Can't you? Well, I haven't your loose morals. I was brought up to regard marriage as a sacred thing; not as something to be thrown aside as soon as one gets tired of it. If I were to get a divorce, think of the scandal, think of what people would say.




    JOHN—As if one cared!




    MAUD—Well, I do care and I won't do it. Do you think I don't know what's behind your talk? You want to get rid of me so you'll have a chance to run after your Mrs. Harpers, your artists models, and creatures of that sort. I tell you right now I'll never give you the chance. Disgrace yourself, if you will, but don't ask me to make your path easy.




    JOHN—(quietly) Then let's say no more about it. (He takes up the paper. Maud fumes and bites her lips. Suddenly John's eye catches an item in the paper and he gives an exclamation of excitement.) Here, listen to this. You knew Babe Carter well in the old days. This is a criticism of the paintings at the Independent Exhibition. It says: (reads) "Mr. Carter is without doubt one of the most promising of the younger school. His work is steadily increasing in worth, and some of his seascapes, notably `The Coral Reef', deserve to rank among the best painted in recent years by any American." (putting down the paper, his face glowing with enthusiasm) Great work! Good old Babe! What do you think of that, Maud? Won't Bessie be tickled to death when she reads that.




    MAUD—Then she's still living with him?




    JOHN—Of course she is. They're as much in love now as the day they were married. What made you think any differently?




    MAUD—Things of that sort don't last long, generally.




    JOHN—Things of what sort?




    MAUD—Marriages of that kind.




    JOHN—What kind? I don't know what you're talking about. If ever two people were absolutely fitted for each other, Babe and Bess are.




    MAUD—Oh, I don't mean that.




    JOHN—What do you mean?




    MAUD—(spitefully) They say he was forced to marry her on account of their previous intimacy.




    JOHN—(not understanding for a second; then springing to his feet in a furious rage and standing over her, his fists clenched) How dare you repeat such a damnable lie! How dare you—




    MAUD—(genuinely frightened—shrinking away from him) That's right; strike me! It only remains for you to do that.




    JOHN—(recovering himself) Strike you? Are you crazy? Bah! Such pitiful slanders are beneath notice. I'm surprised that you, who pretend to be her friend, should repeat such calumnies. You're letting your temper carry you beyond all bounds.




    MAUD—I never approved of her meeting Carter in secret.




    JOHN—But you know there's no truth in what you said as well as—(He is interrupted by a ring of the door-bell.)




    MAUD—There! I knew someone would come; and here you are in that dirty bath-robe and not even shaved. (She goes cautiously to the window and peeks out.) I think—(in tones of great astonishment) Yes, it's Bessie. What can she be doing here?




    JOHN—(irritably) Well, why doesn't someone go to the door?




    MAUD—I told you Annie was out. (The bell rings again.)




    JOHN—Then I'll go and, remember, I won't allow her to be insulted by you or anyone else.




    MAUD—I refuse to see her. (She goes out by the door to the dining-room. John strides into the hallway and opens the front door. "Hello, Bessie." Their voices can be heard exchanging greetings. A moment later Bessie enters with John. What little change she has undergone has been decidedly for the better. An atmosphere of hope fulfilled and happiness attained, which is like an affront to John in his state of nervous melancholia, springs from her person. John feels it and glances with sudden shame at the bottle on the table.)




    BESSIE—(sitting down) Where's Maud?




    JOHN—(angry at being forced to lie) Oh, out somewhere, church or someplace. (He slouches miserably into his chair.)




    BESSIE—Sorry she's not here. How is she?




    JOHN—As usual.




    BESSIE—(giving him a searching glance—quietly) And you?




    JOHN—Oh, I'm all right, I suppose. (a pause—suddenly he breaks out with angry impatience) What rot! Why should I lie and keep up this pretence to you? I can at least be frank with you. Nothing is all right. Everything about me has degenerated since you saw me last. My family life is unbearable. Maud hates me and I—So much for the soothing atmosphere of our home.




    BESSIE—You're sure it isn't just an attack of Sabbath blues.




    JOHN—I wish it were. The truth is Maud and I have become disillusioned. I know there's nothing so out of the ordinary in that. Most married couples I have no doubt, go through the same thing. The trouble with us is we've gone to the bitter end. There are no veils left to tear off. We're two corpses chained together.




    BESSIE—It's too bad. I always thought your marriage would prove a disappointment but I never dreamed it would be as bad as this. I hoped you'd finally grow used to each other and compromise. (after a pause—musingly) The pity of it is, you're neither of you really to blame. It's simply the conflict of character. You'll grind together until both are worn out.




    JOHN—You're right; Death is the only cure for this marriage.




    BESSIE—(smiling) Or divorce.




    JOHN—You forget my wife is a good member of the church. She has principles. She remembers the sacred duty of every God-fearing wife toward her husband—to make him as miserable as possible. She hates me, but she'll not forego her ownership, her power to strangle what little aspiration I have left, simply because she's afraid some other woman might claim me.




    BESSIE—Surely she can't have become the terrible creature you describe. You have no children—




    JOHN—No, thank God!




    BESSIE—And yet you say she refuses to get a divorce?




    JOHN—Yes; we had it all out before you came. She absolutely refused to consider it; and for the exact reason I've told you—because, although she doesn't want me, she's determined no other woman shall get me. So you see I didn't exaggerate. I've put the case mildly. There's no way out. (with bitter irony) She's such a good woman I could never hope to get a divorce from her.




    BESSIE—Why not run away? I think she'd soon grow more reasonable if she felt she'd lost you.




    JOHN—You mistake. That would be just what she desires. As the abandoned wife, the martyr, she would glory in the sympathy of the whole town. It would be too dear a pose for her ever willingly to relinquish. (He stares moodily before him. Bessie looks at him with pitying surprise as if in her state of happiness she could conceive of his misfortune only as something vague and incredible.) Besides there are other reasons. I have no money. Manna no longer falls from heaven. How would I live? I only keep my present position, as Maud constantly reminds me, because I'm Steele's son-in-law. As a wage-earner I'm a colossal failure. You know the struggle I had to keep alive when my allowance was withdrawn. It would be a million times worse now. (despondently) As I said before there's no way out but—the end.




    BESSIE—Nonsense! Have you done any painting lately?




    JOHN—None at all. I used to go out on Sundays when I first came up, and do a little.




    BESSIE—You ought to have kept up your drawing, at least; especially after Colper's Weekly accepted those things of yours.




    JOHN—Do you remember me telling you I received their check the day before I was married? Oh, if I'd only had the courage to turn back then! They asked me if I cared to do some illustrating for them,—and I never answered their letter. You see I was determined for Maud's sake to put the old life completely behind me.




    BESSIE—But your letters were always so enthusiastic—




    JOHN—Oh, I've lied to you and the rest of the world until I guess noone doubts I'm the happiest married man on earth. Why, I've lied even to myself and shut my eyes to the truth. The struggle to appear happy has worn me out. I used to paint a bit, but Maud didn't want me to leave her alone and was bored if she came with me, and I slid deeper and deeper into the rut and gave up altogether. (He sighs.) Just plain degeneration, you see.




    BESSIE—(pointing to the bottle on the table with frank disgust) Don't you think that may be to blame for this degenerating?




    JOHN— (indifferently) Oh, I suppose so.




    BESSIE—I thought you never—




    JOHN—I never did—much, until lately. So you can see it isn't the cause but the result of my degeneration. It makes me callous and lets me laugh at my own futility. That's about the best I can hope for.




    BESSIE—(determined to guide the conversation into more pleasant channels) Speaking about painting, I suppose you've heard about Harrington?




    JOHN—No, I haven't heard from Steve in a long time.




    BESSIE—You know he went to Paris. Well, he's been very successful over there—painting in the Salon and I don't know what else. Babe received a letter from him about two weeks ago, and he wants Babe to come over; and the best part of it is we're going. Babe had a streak of unheard-of luck last month and sold three of his paintings. We figure that with this money and what we've saved we ought to be able to remain there a year. Just think of it—a year in Paris! Of course, we'll have to practice the strictest economy, but then we're used to that. We're going to leave within two weeks at the latest. That's why I came up. I wanted to see you and say good 'bye to the folks before we left. Isn't it fine?




    JOHN—(trying his best to share in her enthusiasm in spite of the distressing contrast in their fortunes) I'm awful glad to hear it, Bess. There's noone in the world I'd rather see happy than you and Babe. (He turns away to hide his emotion.)




    BESSIE—(seeing that something is wrong—with a sudden intuition runs to him and throws her arms around him) What a beast I am! Flaunting our measly success in your face as if I were trying to torment you!




    JOHN—It's all right—just my damn peevishness. I guess I've got an attack of what you called "Sabbath blues" after all.




    BESSIE—Listen; why don't you come with us? You can raise enough money for that. It'll give you a new start. Never mind what anyone thinks. You can come back and square it all later on. It's a shame to see you going to seed in this beastly old town.




    JOHN—(after a pause firmly) No. It would only add one more failure to the list. I have no more confidence in myself. The incentive is gone. Besides you and Babe are just becoming reconciled with the family. They would never forgive you if I went away with you.




    BESSIE—That doesn't matter.




    JOHN—Oh, yes it does matter; or it will later on. I just simply can't go. Let's not talk of it. (Bessie goes slowly over and sits down again.) What do you hear from Ted?




    BESSIE—He's dramatic critic on a Chicago newspaper, does lots of magazine work, too. He's the same old Ted though and heaven only knows how long he'll stand prosperity. Haven't you seen any of his stuff?




    JOHN—I rarely read any more, magazines or anything else.




    BESSIE—Don't you hear from any of the old crowd at all?




    JOHN—They used to write but I never had anything to tell them but my failures so I was too ashamed to answer. (Bessie can find nothing to say—a pause.) I saw that notice about Babe in today's Times.




    BESSIE—What notice?




    JOHN—Haven't you seen it? (He finds the item and hands it to her.) Here. It's the best write-up I've ever seen them give anyone.




    BESSIE—(reads the notice, tries to hide her exultation, and contents herself with saying as she lays down the paper) Very nice of them.




    JOHN—(gloomily) They've all come to the top but me. What would Grammont say if he were still alive.




    BESSIE—You talk like an old man,—as if life were over and done with.




    JOHN—It is.




    BESSIE—(rather weary of his gloom) Oh, cheer up! Come out and get the air. Take a walk over to the house with me. By the way, how is everybody?




    JOHN—They haven't changed a bit, unfortunately. Harry is more human than he used to be, and Edward less human, and Mary more prim; but the changes are hardly noticeable.




    BESSIE—I gather from mother's letters Edward is now the hope of the town.




    JOHN—He's Mayor—you know that—and he's going to run for Congress.




    BESSIE—Oh dear! And I suppose I'll have to kiss him.




    JOHN—(with a faint smile) He'll deem it your patriotic duty. (Bessie laughs.)




    BESSIE—Well, I must go.




    JOHN—Come over tomorrow night. You'll be here, won't you?




    BESSIE—I'll stay a couple of days if I can stand it. Come on and walk over with me. You're bad company for yourself today.




    JOHN—No, I'm not shaved or anything else. I'll drop over tonight. I don't feel equal to a dose of Edward's platitudes this afternoon. (Bessie walks into the hall followed by John. Their voices can be heard saying "Goodbye for the present" etc. The door is heard closing and john comes back into the room. He goes to the table and picks up the bottle as if to pour out a drink; then puts it down again with an exclamation of disgust. He sits down in the chair, his head in his hands, a picture of despondency. Maud enters from the dining room. Her face is twisted with the rage she is holding back only by the most violent effort.)




    MAUD—Your lunch is ready. What made her leave so soon?




    JOHN—She hasn't seen the folks yet. She had to go there.




    MAUD—She's all dressed up. Carter must be making money. (John is silent. Maud continues trying to conceal her anger.) So they're going to Paris?




    JOHN—Ah, I might have known it.




    MAUD—Known what?




    JOHN—Known you'd been listening. I hope you're satisfied with what you heard. Listeners, you know, never hear good of themselves.




    MAUD—(losing control of herself) Yes, I listened, you—you—you beast, you!—to tell—to talk that way about me—about your wife— I heard you— You said I hated you— Well, I do hate you!—sponging on my father—you drunken good-for-nothing—tell her you wanted to get rid of me—make fun of me to an outsider— What is she I'd like to know—the things I've heard about her—married to poverty-stricken artist who's no good— "Come to Paris with us"— Nice advice to give to a married man— And you— Have you no respect for anything?




    JOHN—(very pale, a wild look of despair in his eyes) Maud! Stop! Won't you please let me alone for a while.




    MAUD—(panting in her fury; her words jumbled out between gasps) You loafer you!— I couldn't believe my ears—you, to do such a thing—She'll tell everybody— She'll laugh at us—and I'll be to blame— She'll see to that— She won't blame you—but I'll surprise her— I'll tell your family about her— "Come to Paris with us"— I'll tell father, too— I know some things about her— And you won't get any divorce—not as long as I live—to throw me aside like an old rag—you drunken beast!—to go and live with some low woman of the streets— That's it— I'm not low enough for you— You don't know what a good woman is— And she— I've been a fool— I've always defended her— I wouldn't believe what they said—and this is the thanks I get—asking you to abandon your wife! But I believe their stories now— I know what she is— She's a bad woman— She lived with Carter before— Oooohh!




    JOHN—(his face livid with rage, springs at her and clutches her by the throat) You devil of a woman! (Maud pulls at his arms with her hands, her scream strangled into a shrill wheeze. John realizes what he is doing and pushes her from him. She falls to the floor and lies there sobbing convulsively. John looks around him wildly as if he were seeking some place of escape.) By God, there's an end to everything! (He rushes out of the door to hall and can be heard running up the stairs. Then for an instant a great silence broods over the house. It is broken by the muffled report of a revolver sounding from the floor above. Some thing falls heavily in the room overhead. Maud springs to her feet and stands in a tense attitude, listening. Then a look of horrified comprehension passes over her face and, shrieking with terror, she rushes to the hall, and a moment later can be seen running past the front windows, her hair disheveled, her hands pressed over her ears. Her screams grow gradually fainter.)
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  SCENE—A dark room, the library of a house in a fashionable New York suburb. In the rear, french windows looking out on the lawn and the driveway in front of the house. On the left, a doorway leading to the main hall. On the right, another doorway screened by heavy portieres. Bookcases around the walls. In the center of the room, a table with books, periodicals, and a reading lamp on it.




    The room is in darkness except for the light from the hallway. The portieres on the right are cautiously parted and LUCY enters. She stops and stands motionless for a moment or so in an attitude of strained attention, evidently listening for some sound from the hallway. Hearing nothing, she goes to the table and throws herself into a chair beside it. She rests her head on her outstretched arms and sobs softly. Making an effort to control herself she dries her eyes hastily with her handkerchief, gets up, and walks nervously from the table to the windows and back again.




    She stands by the table for a minute staring straight before her, her expression betraying the somber thoughts which are passing through her brain. Then, with a quick movement of decision, she pulls out a drawer in the table and slowly takes a revolver from it. She looks at it with frightened eyes and puts it down on the table with a convulsive shudder.




    There is the sound of a motor from the roadway outside. LUCY gives a nervous start and looks quickly around the room as if searching for a hiding place. She finally hurries back into the room on the right, pulling the portieres together behind her. The noise of the motor grows steadily louder. At last the machine stops in front of the main entrance of the house, and only the soft purr of the engine is heard. The glare from the headlamps pierces the darkness beyond the french windows.




    Someone is heard walking along the hallway to the front door. The outer door is heard opening. There is a brief murmur of the voices of chauffer and the maid. Then the door is closed again. TOM's voice is heard calling from the top of the hall stairs: "Is that the car?" The maid's voice answers: "Yes, sir.", and she is heard returning to the rear of the house.




    TOM and LEONORA are heard conversing as they come down the stairs in the hall. LEONORA's infectious laughter rings out. TOM appears in evening dress in the doorway, left, and looks toward the door at the right. He calls softly: "Lucy"; then takes a step forward into the room. LEONORA calls to him from the hall: "We'll be late." TOM makes a movement of impatience and raises his voice: "Lucy!"




    LEONORA—(from the hallway) She's probably out in the garden mooning with Gab. Come on!




    TOM allows a muttered "damn" to escape him, and walks back into the hall.




    The outer door is again opened and shut. LUCY comes out from behind the portieres and goes quickly to the table. The sound of the limousine door being slammed is heard. A wild look of determination comes into LUCY's face and she snatches the revolver from the table. The noise of the motor increases in volume. The curtain starts to fall. The car outside starts. Closing her eyes tightly, LUCY lifts the revolver to her temple. The curtain hides her from view. As it touches the stage there is the sound of a shot. 
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  SCENE—The living room of the Ashleighs' home in the neighborhood of Gramercy Park, New York City. It is a large, high-ceilinged room furnished in sober, old-fashioned good taste with here and there a quaint, half-humourously protesting modern touch. Dingy portraits of severely-sedate ancestors are hung on the walls. There are well-filled bookcases, sufficient in size and the number of volumes contained to denote a creditable amount of sound classic culture on the part of the occupants.




    In the center of the rear wall, a doorway leading to the main hall. On the right, two large open double windows looking out on the street. At left, an open doorway hidden by heavy portieres.




    The time is the present. It is about eight-thirty of a warm June evening.




    MR. and MRS. ASHLEIGH are discovered sitting by the ponderous oak table in the center of the room. MRS. ASHLEIGH is a handsome, white-haired woman of fifty, calm, unruffled, with a charmingly-girlish smile and dark eyes dancing with a keen sense of humour. ASHLEIGH is sixty and rather bald. He is tall and portly, and suggests by his clothes and demeanor the retired banker whose life has been uneventful and prosperous. Inefficiently pompous, he becomes easily aroused to nervous irritability when his own respectable dogmas are questioned.




    ASHLEIGH—(rustling the evening paper he is pretending to read—irritably) This has simply got to stop! (He turns to his wife.) I won't put up with it any longer.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(looking up from the book she is reading—quietly) Won't put up with what?




    ASHLEIGH—With Lucy's continual attacks of insane faddism.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(with a smile) So it's Lucy again.




    ASHLEIGH—Yes, it's Lucy again! (indignantly) You simply won't realize how serious the situation is. Why her conduct for the past year since she left college has been—there is no other word for it—absolutely indecent!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(calmly) Don't take it so seriously. It's just her youth—effervescence of an active mind striving to find itself, needing an outlet somewhere.




    ASHLEIGH—(obstinately) But a healthy outlet—not a lot of half-baked theories.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(teasingly) Lucy's new theories are very interesting. (ASHLEIGH looks shocked at this remark. MRS. ASHLEIGH laughs at him.) No, you needn't be alarmed. I'm not catching the fever. Our daughter has hopelessly outdistanced me, and you are far behind. She is tomorrow, I am today, and you, my dear Dick, are yesterday. (She leans across the table and pats his hand.) Don't worry about Lucy. I understand her better than you do, and she's just her mother over again. (a trace of sadness creeping into her tones) Besides, you won't have her at home to plague you into tempers—after tomorrow.




    ASHLEIGH—(slowly) Tomorrow. Our little Lucy married tomorrow! It doesn't seem possible. Why it seems only yesterday she was running around in short skirts, singing at the top of her lungs and raising the devil generally. (with a smile) She's always had a will of her own, that little lady. (after a pause—slowly) It's going to be lonely here at home without her.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—We must try to accept it philosophically. It's simply the law of nature—when the little birds learn to fly, they fly away.




    ASHLEIGH—It's a cruel law.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—No, it's a just law. Lucy would stagnate here. Our desire to keep her is selfish. She must go out into the sunlight and the shadow and accumulate her little store of memories just as you and I have done, just as her children will do after her. (ASHLEIGH sighs.) And I think we ought to be as cheerful as two about-to-be-bereaved parents can be under the circumstances. Lucy is fortunate in her choice. Tom Drayton is a rare type—the clean, wholesome young American.




    ASHLEIGH—Yes, Tom's a fine fellow, right enough; a splendid young chap with plenty of go to him. That's why I can't understand why he doesn't put a stop to all this foolishness of hers. It's ridiculous to see a man of his stamp play the meek little lamb. Why the way she twists him around her finger is—is disgusting.




    ASHLEIGH—Perhaps Tom has seen enough of our family life to hope that the meek lamb will succeed where the—(she smiles over at him) roaring lion has failed.




    ASHLEIGH—Well, even you'll admit I've good cause to roar tonight, when I tell you her latest escapade.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(smiling) What was it this time? Did she buy another Futurist painting and bring it home to show you?




    ASHLEIGH—No.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Has she written another five-act tragedy in free verse?




    ASHLEIGH—No.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Has she bought another Greenwich eucalalie which she can't play?




    ASHLEIGH—No!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Did she bring home a tramp poet to live in our garret?




    ASHLEIGH—No!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Not even a long-haired sculptor smelling of absinthe?




    ASHLEIGH—(exasperated) No, no, no, I tell you!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—This must have been one of Lucy's idle days. (her eyes dancing with merriment) Has she gone in for psychoanalysis again?




    ASHLEIGH—No!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Don't tell me she has disinterred another Yogi mystic in a cerise turban!




    ASHLEIGH—(huffed) If you'll stop questioning me for a moment, my dear, I might be able to enlighten you. (MRS. ASHLEIGH puts her finger on her lips.) You remember last night when she said she and Tom were going to the theatre?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—I thought she merely said they were going out.




    ASHLEIGH—(crossly) Well, anyway, I thought she must be going to the theatre. Where else do normal people go when they don't stay at home? (Receiving no answer, he continues with impressive slowness) Do—you—know where she—did go?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—No; not to—? Oh, I forgot. I mustn't guess. Well, then, where—did—she—go?




    ASHLEIGH—To an Anarchist lecture!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—And dragged Tom along with her?




    ASHLEIGH—Yes; the idiot!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Did Tom tell you?




    ASHLEIGH—No. Lucy coolly informed me that I ought to go and hear it.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Well, I can't see the enormity of her going.




    ASHLEIGH—I tell you the woman who gave the lecture was an Anarchist. Most of the audience were Anarchists. And do you know what the subject was?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Yes.




    ASHLEIGH—(astonished) What? Did Lucy tell—




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—No. She's been too busy talking trousseau to me. I meant to say I can guess what the lecture was about.




    ASHLEIGH—What?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Birth control, of course. Everyone is lecturing on that subject now, judging from the papers. It's quite the rage.




    ASHLEIGH—And you don't think it's infamous?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—On the contrary I'm enough of a radical myself on that question to quite approve of it.




    ASHLEIGH—Well, be—




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Damned! There, I said it for you. (Then as he rises from his chair and gets ready to crush her with the weight of his eloquence, she shakes her finger at him.) Now Dick! Now Dick! Every time you've read the words "birth control" in the newspapers you've condemned them at length and in detail, and I've listened with wifely patience. (coming over to him still shaking her finger) So I know all you're going to say beforehand. So don't say it. (as he is going to speak) Don't say it! (She laughingly puts a finger over his lips.)




    ASHLEIGH—(mollified—with a sigh) All right, I won't; but—




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(kissing him) That's a dear. (A ring of the bell is heard.) There's the bell. I wonder who it can be. (A moment later the maid appears at the door.)




    THE MAID—It's Miss. Barnes, m'am. She has a picture for Miss. Lucy, she says, m'am.




    ASHLEIGH—(with a groan) Another painting! Good heavens!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(to the maid) Show her in here, please. (The maid goes out.) Now, Dick, you run up and make your peace with Lucy. You know you'll have it on your conscience and be miserable if you don't. (She kisses him. He goes toward the door on left.) And don't loose your temper again.




    ASHLEIGH—I won't. (He goes out. LEONORA BARNES enters from the doorway in rear. She is a tiny bit of a person, rather pretty, but pale and aenemic looking with great dark circles in under her bright, restless eyes. She is dressed in a pink painter's smock, dark skirt, and wears sandals on her bare feet. Immediately on entering she throws aside her queer hat revealing thick blond hair bobbed in a Dutch clip.)




    LEONORA—(breezily) Hello. (She stands the small canvas she is carrying against the wall near the door.)




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(shaking hands with her) How do you do, Leonora.




    LEONORA—(flitting nervously about the room with quick, bird-like movements) Oh, I'm fair. Terribly bored with everything, though. (She squints scornfully at the portraits.) Now I ask you, aren't those rotten daubs! Never been in this room before. Who are they?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Only a few ancestors.




    LEONORA—Oh. (Then she says to herself not realizing she is talking out loud) Philistines! Chinese ancestor worship!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(amused) Won't you sit down?.




    LEONORA—(throwing herself into an easy chair) Thanks. (She takes a bag of tobacco and cigarette papers from the pocket of her smock and starts to roll a cigarette—then stops and looks questioningly at MRS. ASHLEIGH.) Oh, I forgot where I was. You don't mind?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Not at all.




    LEONORA—(finishes rolling her cigarette, takes a long ivory cigarette holder from her pocket, and fixes the cigarette in it) I didn't think you would, being Lucy's mother, but you never can tell. Most of the older generation do object, you know.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(with a smile) Yes, we're dreadfully behind the times, I'm afraid.




    LEONORA—(flitting to the table to light her cigarette—philosophically) It's hard to live out of one's period, I dare say. (musingly) I suppose even I'll be respectable when I'm too old to be anything else. (throwing herself back in the chair) Where's Lucy?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—She's resting. You know tomorrow—




    LEONORA—(exhaling a cloud of smoke) Oh yes, the marriage! Don't blame her for resting up. Frightful ordeal—I imagine. Too bad. Lucy has talent and temperament. What does she want to marry for?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(gently) Perhaps because she is in love.




    LEONORA—(airily) Mid-Victorian sentimentality! Love is no excuse. Marriage is for propagation, and artists shouldn't propagate. Takes up too much of their time.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—But artists fall in love the same as ordinary people—so I've heard.




    LEONORA—Oh, love, of course; but free love! I'd argue with you about it only I'm not much on sociology. That's more in Lucy's line. I'm only interested in it superficially. Art takes up all my time. (her eyes falling on the canvas she brought in) Oh, I was forgetting. (She jumps up and goes over to it.) Here's something of mine I brought for Lucy. (making a wry face) You may call it a wedding present, if you like. Lucy admired it when she was up at the studio and I thought she might like to have it.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—That's very sweet of you, my dear. I know Lucy will be delighted. May I see it?




    LEONORA—(bringing over the canvas) It's good, I think. It expresses something of what I tried to put into it. (She holds the painting on the table in front of MRS. ASHLEIGH. The audience can see MRS. ASHLEIGH's face but not the painting.)




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(trying to conceal the look of blank amazement on her face) Er—what wonderful colors.




    LEONORA—(complacently) Yes, the color is rather fine. Everyone agrees on that. It's much more effective in daylight, though.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Has it—er—any title?




    LEONORA—I call it the Great Blond Beast—you know, Nietzsche. (raptly) It is the expression of my passion to create something or someone great and noble—the Superman or the work of great art.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(with perfect  courtesy) Hm—yes—I can feel that in it.




    LEONORA—(delighted) Oh, can you? How wonderful! I knew you couldn't be as Mid-Victorian as your environment. (She indicates the room with a disdainful gesture.)




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(smiling) I'm afraid I am.




    LEONORA—(enthusiastically) Nonsense! You're not at all. You're one of us. (She throws her arms around MRS. ASHLEIGH and kisses her.) You're an old dear. (suddenly standing off and regarding MRS. ASHLEIGH critically) Why don't you dye your hair red? You'd be splendidly decorative. (without waiting for an answer) I'll put this out of the way. (She stands the canvas against the wall near the window. As she is doing this, TOM DRAYTON enters. He is a tall, blond, finely-built man of about thirty with large, handsome features.)




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Hello, Tom.




    TOM—Hello, mother. (He comes over and kisses her.)




    LEONORA—(waving her hand to him from the window) Hello-hello! (as he turns to her with a puzzled expression) I've met you. You needn't be shocked. You came to my studio with Lucy. Remember?




    TOM—Oh, yes, of course; I remember now. How do you do, Miss.—er—




    LEONORA—Never mind the Miss. Call me Leo. They all do. (She comes forward and shakes his hand.) Are you interested in any form of art? What are you—I mean what do you do?




    TOM—I'm afraid I'm merely a—business man.




    LEONORA—(disdainfully) Hmm! (suddenly) You see you attract me physically. (TOM is stunned. MRS. ASHLEIGH smiles at his confusion.)




    TOM—(at last) Oh, yes, I see. You're a painter, aren't you?




    LEONORA—I don't mean I want you for a model. I mean you have all the outward appearance of my ideal of what the Great Blond Beast should look like. (scrutinizing him closely) Ever read Nietzsche? No, business men don't, do they? They go to the Follies. (measuring him with a searching glance) Maybe there is something more to you than you realize yourself. (decisively) Some day I'm going to find out. (She carelessly tosses the butt of her cigarette on the rug and stamps on it, much to MRS. ASHLEIGH's consternation.) I'll have to be getting along. (puts on her hat) You two must have no end of details to fuss over and chatter about.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—You're surely coming to the wedding?




    LEONORA—No, I think not. Too much stir over nothing. Tell Lucy I'll see her when she gets back. And tell her I think she's a fool to marry. And don't forget the painting. Ta-ta! (She runs out the doorway in the rear.)




    TOM—(smiling) A breezy sprite, isn't she? Where's Lucy?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Upstairs—resting, I hope. I'll send for her in a moment. But now, sit down (pointing to the chair opposite her) for I have something (she smiles) very serious to say to you!




    TOM—You may fire when you are ready.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—I ask permission to play the mother-in-law before the fact, promising in return to forever hold my peace after the ceremony.




    TOM—(affectionately) Oh come now, you mustn't say that. Your advice will always be invaluable. It would be downright unkind of you to keep any such promise.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Well, then, in extremis you may call on me. Now for what I was going to say to you. You've known Lucy now for two years and yet I'm afraid you may not know her at all.




    TOM—I think I understand her.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Let me ask you a question then. How do you accept her wild ideas about society and the world in general?




    TOM—I attribute them to youth and inexperience and an active mind and body. They are part of Lucy—and I love Lucy.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—And their startling manifestations don't annoy you?




    TOM—Annoy? Good heavens, no. (smiling) But the outbreaks are a trifle disconcerting at times, I must confess.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—That means you don't take them seriously. (thoughtfully) That's where you're both right and very wrong. (TOM looks at her with a puzzled expression.) Right in believing that beneath the high-strung girl of flighty impulses there exists the woman whose sense of humour will soon awake and make her laugh at all her present extravagant poses. (warningly) But you must not expect a drastic change immediately. Lucy has been our spoiled child all her life and is used to having her whims respected.




    TOM—Oh, I know that a period of transition—(boyishly) Besides, hang it all, her poses are adorable. I don't want her ever to lose them—all of them, at least.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—You may love them for a time, but they're hard to live with—even after one has become inured.




    TOM—(smiling) Perhaps I've become acclimated already. (MRS. ASHLEIGH shakes her head doubtfully.) But you said a moment ago I was also very wrong in my attitude. How?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—In not pretending to take Lucy seriously. That's the most important thing of all.




    TOM—But I do pretend.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Not very successfully. I've been observing you.




    TOM—(protestingly) But haven't I gone to impossible lectures, impossible exhibitions, listened to impossible poems, met millions of impossible lunatics of every variety? Haven't I done all this gladly, nay, even enthusiastically?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Yes, you've done all of that, I must acknowledge; but, seriously, Tom, don't you know that your attitude has been that of kindly tolerance—the kindly tolerance of an elder brother toward an irresponsible child?




    TOM—But Lucy is a child in such things.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—A child feels lack of sympathy with its dreams more keenly than anything else.




    TOM—But everyone around her, her father, even you—




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—We've all been wrong and it's too late for us to change. You're just beginning and you must profit by our mistakes. That's why I wanted this talk with you—because the most vital thing left to me in life is that you and Lucy should be happy together.




    TOM—(gratefully) I know that, Mrs. Ashleigh, and I'll do whatever you suggest.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Then try to feel something of the spirit of Lucy's rainbow chasing, and show her you feel it. It's the old, ever young, wild spirit of youth which tramples rudely on the grave-mound of the Past to see more clearly to the future dream. We are all thrilled by it sometime, in someway or another. In most of us it flickers out, more's the pity. In some of us it becomes tempered to a fine, sane, progressive ideal which is of infinite help to the race. I think Lucy will develope into one of those rare ones.




    TOM—(impulsively) I'm sure of it.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(warningly) If she is not goaded into wilder and wilder revolts by the lack of sympathetic understanding in those around her. (seeing TOM's troubled frown) Don't be alarmed, though. Lucy looks on you as a promising neophyte. That's one reason why she's marrying you.




    TOM—To convert me? All right then, I'm converted. (with a wild gesture) Down with everything!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(approvingly) That's the spirit! See that you stay converted. Agree with her. Encourage her. Be earnest with her, and—(she smiles) trust to your wife's dormant sense of humour to eventually end your agony. You won't have long to suffer. Lucy has advanced to the ridiculous stage even now. It's only a step to the return to reason. Now I'm through lecturing and you may breathe easier. I'll send for Lucy. Will you ring for the maid? (TOM goes over and pushes the button.) Do smoke. You look so unoccupied.




    TOM—(laughing) Thank you. (He lights a cigarette.)




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(as the maid comes in) Annie, will you tell Lucy that Mr. Drayton is here?




    THE MAID—Yes, m'am. (She goes out.)




    TOM—(wandering around the room, stops on seeing the canvas against the wall) Is this the painting our little Leo was urging you not to forget?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Yes. Bring it over to the light. You'll enjoy it. It's a wedding present for Lucy. (TOM brings it to the table and holds it in the light. It is an orgy of colors done in the wildest Synchromist manner. TOM looks at it with an expression of amused contempt. MRS. ASHLEIGH watches his face with a smile. ASHLEIGH enters from the left. He appears wildly excited, and his face is red with indignant rage.)




    ASHLEIGH—What do you suppose—? (He sees TOM and comes and shakes hands with him warmly.) Hello, Tom. It's lucky you're here to put a stop to—(He turns to his wife.) Mary, what do you suppose—?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—SSShh! Don't interrupt our mood. Come and look at this work of art. It's a wedding present for Lucy. (He comes and stands beside TOM and looks at it blankly.)




    ASHLEIGH—What in the name of—Who made it?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—That little Miss. Barnes; you know; you met her the other day with Lucy.




    ASHLEIGH—(growling) Oh, that short-haired lunatic! I might have guessed it. (indignantly) Does she call that a picture of something? What tommyrot! It's blithering idiocy, eh, Tom?




    TOM—I can't even get mad at them any more. I've been to too many exhibitions. I'm hardened.




    ASHLEIGH—(disgustedly) What's it supposed to be, I'd like to know? (He peers at it sideways.) You must have it upside down. (MRS. ASHLEIGH turns it around.)




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(oratorically) Approach it with an open mind and soul freed from all conventional prejudices and categorical judgments, and tell me what emotion it arouses in you, what feeling you get from it.




    ASHLEIGH—You're beginning to talk as absurdly as the craziest of them. I'll be going mad myself the next thing.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(insisting) But, Dick, tell me what you think it is, just for curiosity.




    ASHLEIGH—Tommyrot! Tommyrot! That's what I know it is.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—And you, Tom?




    TOM—I can't make out whether it's the Aurora Borealis or an explosion in a powder mill. (ASHLEIGH laughs.)




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(impressively) You are both wrong. It is the longing of the soul for the Great Blond Beast.




    ASHLEIGH—Great Blond Rot! (to TOM) Never mind that thing. Listen to me for a moment. Mary, do you know what Lucy was doing when I went up to her room (sarcastically) where you thought she was resting.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Reading, I suppose.




    ASHLEIGH—Yes; reading some trashy novel by some damn Russian; and she insisted on reading it out loud to me—a lot of nonsense condemning marriage—on the night before her wedding. (He appeals to the ceiling.) Trying to convert me to free love—at my age! Then she said she'd decided not to marry Tom after all and—




    TOM—(appalled) What!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Remember what you promised me, Tom. (He immediately smiles and becomes composed again.)




    ASHLEIGH—Yes, that's what she said. (LUCY appears in the doorway on left.) Here she is now. (with grim satisfaction as he sits down in a chair) Now you can listen to her for a while!




    (LUCY comes slowly into the room. She is slender, dark, beautiful, with large eyes which she attempts to keep always mysterious and brooding, smiling lips which she resolutely compresses to express melancholy determination, a healthy complexion subdued by powder to a proper prison pallor, a vigorous, lithe body which frets restlessly beneath the restriction of studied, artificial movements. In short, LUCY is an intelligent, healthy American girl suffering from an overdose of undigested reading, and has mistaken herself for the heroine of a Russian novel. She is dressed in a dark, somber kimono, and Turkish slippers.)




    LUCY—Good evening, Tom. (She comes to the center of the room and gives him her hand with a drooping gesture. TOM stares at her in embarrassment. LUCY glides into a chair near her mother, rests her chin on her hand, and gazes into the immensities. There is a long silence.)




    ASHLEIGH—(drums on the arm of his chair in extreme irritation) Well? (then as LUCY gives no sign of having heard him, in a louder tone) Well?




    LUCY—(coming out of her dream—slowly) I beg your pardon. I'm afraid I interrupted you. You must keep on talking as if I were not here. I'm so distrait this evening. There is so much turmoil in my soul. (appealing to them with a sad smile) Strindberg's daughter of Indra discovered the truth. Life is horrible, is it not?




    ASHLEIGH—(fuming) Bosh! Bosh! You know very well what we were discussing, Miss., and you're trying to avoid the subject.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(interrupting quickly) We were discussing the meaning of this painting Leonora brought for you.




    LUCY—(abandoning her pose for an unguarded moment—with real, girlish pleasure) A painting? From Leo? How charming of her! (She goes quickly to the table and looks at the painting. While she is doing so she remembers herself and resumes her pose.)




    TOM—(feeling bound to say something) Beautiful, isn't it?




    ASHLEIGH—(looking at TOM scornfully) Beautiful! Why you just said—(MRS. ASHLEIGH makes violent signs to him to be silent. He grunts disgustedly.)




    LUCY—(holding the painting at arm's length and examining it critically) Beautiful? Yes, perhaps as a photograph is beautiful. The technique is perfect, but—is that the meaning of Art? (She lays the canvas down with an expression of mild disdain and resumes her chair.) I am somewhat disappointed in Leonora. She seems to have little to express after all.




    ASHLEIGH—(with satisfaction) Hmm!




    LUCY—(with a glance at her father) She is too old-fashioned. Her methods are those of yesterday.




    ASHLEIGH—What?




    LUCY—(not noticing his interruption) I once thought she would soar to the heights but I see now it is hopeless. The wings of her soul are weighed down by the dust of too many dead yesterdays.




    ASHLEIGH—I don't know what you're talking about but I'm glad to learn you've sense enough to know that thing is tommyrot. (He points scornfully at the canvas.)




    LUCY—(with real indignation) I never said such a thing. As usual you misunderstand me. I think it's fine and I deeply appreciate her giving it to me.




    ASHLEIGH—(sarcastically) Then maybe you can tell us what it represents? (He winks at TOM who pretends not to see him and wears a face of deadly seriousness.)




    LUCY—(glances doubtfully at the painting—then lightly) What would be the use? You would only misinterpret what I said, Besides, Art is not to be limited by definitions.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(as ASHLEIGH is about to answer) It was very thoughtful of her to give Lucy a wedding present. She doesn't look any too prosperous, poor child, and it must have taken up a lot of her time.




    LUCY—(slowly) Wedding present?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Yes. She said you might regard it as such.




    LUCY—(after a pause—turning to her father accusingly) Then you haven't told them?




    ASHLEIGH—I haven't had a chance; and, anyway, I refuse to believe that rubbish you were telling me.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—What rubbish?




    ASHLEIGH—(indicating LUCY who is gazing moodily into space) I will leave it to our lady anarchist to explain.




    LUCY—(slowly—after a pause) There will be no wedding.




    ASHLEIGH—(looking at the others with an I-told-you-so air of satisfaction) There! Now you know!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(with the utmost calm) You mean you want it postponed?




    LUCY—(firmly) I mean there will be no wedding—ever! (TOM squirms in his chair and seems about to protest but catches MRS. ASHLEIGH's meaning glance and stops abruptly. LUCY revels in the impression she knows she has made. Wearing her best Russian heroine pose she comes slowly over to TOM's chair and takes his hand.) I am sorry, Tom. I would not hurt you for anything in the world, but this—must be! My highest duty is toward myself, and my ego demands freedom, wide horizons to develope in, (she makes a sweeping gesture) Castles in the air, not homes for human beings! (tenderly) You understand, don't you Tom?




    TOM—(with an elfin—matter-of-factedly) Yes, Lucy, I understand.




    ASHLEIGH—What's that?




    LUCY—(a trace of disappointment in her manner in spite of herself) You mean you will give up the idea of our marriage, tomorrow or at any future time?




    TOM—Since it's your wish, yes, Lucy.




    LUCY—(showing her hurt) Oh. (She tries to speak calmly.) I knew you would understand. (She goes back and sits down. This time her eyes are full of a real emotion as she stares before her.)




    ASHLEIGH—(to TOM—angrily) So! It's your turn to play the damn fool, is it? I thought you had some sense. (He snatches a paper from the table and pretends to read.)




    TOM—I love Lucy. I'll do whatever she thinks necessary to her happiness.




    ASHLEIGH—Humph! She doesn't know what she thinks.




    LUCY—(agonizingly) Oh, I've thought and thought and thought until my brain seemed bursting. I've lain awake in the still, long hours and struggled with myself. I've fought against it. I've tried to force myself to submit—for Tom's sake. But I cannot. I cannot play the hypocrite to the extent of binding myself by a pact which means nothing to me. It would be the meanest form of slavery—to marry when I am convinced marriage is the most despicable of all the laws of society. (ASHLEIGH rustles his paper angrily—LUCY continues scornfully) What is it Nietzsche says of marriage? "Ah, the poverty of soul in the twain! Ah, the filth of soul in the twain! Ah, the pitiable self-complacency in the twain!"




    ASHLEIGH—(enraged) There! That's the stuff she was reading to me. Look here, young lady! Don't you know that all the invitations are sent out and everything is arranged? Do you want to make all this infernal mess at the last moment? Think what people will say.




    LUCY—(scornfully) As if I cared for the opinion of the mob—the much-too-many!




    ASHLEIGH—They're not mob. They're my friends




    LUCY—Stupid bourgeois!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(hastily—foreseeing a row) I can quite sympathize with your objections to marriage as an institution, Lucy,—




    ASHLEIGH—(bursting out) Mary!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Even if your father cannot. (spiritedly) It's high time women should refuse to be treated like dumb beasts with no souls of their own.




    LUCY—(surprised but triumphant) Thank you, mother.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—When we have the right to make our own laws we ought to abolish marriage the first thing. (violently) It's an outrage against decency, that's what it is. (catching LUCY's look of amazement) I see you're surprised, Lucy, but you shouldn't be. I know more of the evils of marriage than you do. You've escaped it so far, but you must remember I've been in the toils for over twenty years.




    LUCY—(a bit shocked in spite of herself) Why, mother—I never—(She hesitates, at a loss to account for her mother's outburst.)




    ASHLEIGH—Well, I'll be damned! (He hurries his nose in the paper, choking with suppressed rage.)




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(with a great sigh—hopelessly) But in the present we are hopeless—for we must still fall in love in spite of ourselves. You love Tom, don't you, Lucy?




    LUCY—I do.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—And Tom loves you. Then, notwithstanding, the fact that your decision is just, it is bound to make both of you unhappy.




    LUCY—(resolutely) No, not if Tom agrees to the plan I have in mind.




    ALL—(astonished) Plan?




    LUCY—(going over to TOM) You are sure you love me, Tom?




    TOM—How can you ask, Lucy!




    LUCY—And you will dare anything that we may be together?




    TOM—Anything!




    LUCY—(fervidly) Then why this useless formality of marriage? Let us go forth into the world together, not shackled for better or for worse, but as free spirits, comrades who have no other claims upon each other than what our hearts dictate. (All are overwhelmed. Even MRS. ASHLEIGH is evidently taken off her feet for a moment. LUCY looks from one to the other to enjoy the effect she is producing and then continues calmly) We need not change one of our plans. Let the marriage only be omitted and I will go with you.




    ASHLEIGH—(turning to his wife) The girl's out of her head!




    LUCY—I was never saner in my life than at this moment.




    ASHLEIGH—(exasperated beyond endurance) But don't you see, can't you understand that what you're proposing is nothing more or less than—than—than free love!




    LUCY—Yes, free! free! free love!




    ASHLEIGH—Have you no shame?




    LUCY—(grandly) None where my liberty is concerned.




    ASHLEIGH—(furiously—to TOM) And you—why don't you say something and put a stop to this disgusting nonsense?




    TOM—I must—Give me time. I—I want to think it over.




    ASHLEIGH—(indignantly) Think it over! (LUCY turns away from TOM who looks questioningly at MRS. ASHLEIGH. She nods at him approvingly.)




    LUCY—(seeming to be reassured after the moment's suspense—triumphantly) That means you are afraid to go with me in free comradeship, afraid of what people will say, afraid of your conventional conscience. Well, perhaps you are right from your light, but—




    TOM—One moment, Lucy. I didn't say I refused. On the contrary, I see your way is the one way out for both of us. (He stands up and takes LUCY's hand. She seems bewildered by his acceptance.)




    ASHLEIGH—(white with rage) So you—a gentleman—encourage this infamous proposal?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(calmly) Be reasonable, Dick. It seems the only thing they can do.




    ASHLEIGH—(wildly) I won't listen to you any longer. This is all a filthy joke or—or—my God, you're all insane! (He rushes out of the door in rear.)




    LUCY—(to TOM—evidently trying to dissuade him) I want you to think deeply over your decision. It probably involves greater sacrifice for you than it does for me. We will have to go far away and start again together, or else, remain—




    TOM—(quickly) Yes, it will be braver to remain.




    LUCY—Then you'll have to face the stupid sneers and snubs of all your associates. It will be hard. You're not accustomed—




    TOM—It's all right. I'll manage somehow.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Lucy, how can you ask such a sacrifice of Tom—if you really love him as you say?




    LUCY—(sees a way out and eagerly clutches at this straw. She stands for a moment as if a tremendous mental conflict were taking place within her, then turns to TOM sadly.) No, Tom, mother is right. I cannot be so selfish. I cannot tear your life to pieces. No, you are free. Time heals everything—you will forget.




    TOM—(putting his arm around her) No, Lucy, I could never forget. (firmly) So tomorrow we'll start life together as you desire it.




    LUCY—(releasing herself—with infinite sadness) No—for your sake—I cannot.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Why not sacrifice yourself, Lucy? You might marry Tom as you intended to do. (with a pretence of annoyance) Where is your sense of humour, you two? Why all this seriousness? Good heavens, the marriage ceremony is merely a formula which you can take with as many grains of salt as you please. You needn't live up to it in any way. Few people do. You can have your own private understanding—and divorce is easy enough.




    LUCY—(feeling bound to protest) But, mother, that would be hypocritical—ignoble!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Ignoble, fudge! Hypocritical, rats! Be sensible! What is the use of butting your heads against a stone wall? You have work to do in this world and you can't afford to leave yourselves open to the malicious badgering and interference of all the moral busy-bodies if you expect to accomplish your purpose in life. Now I would have nothing to say against free love if it could be free. I object to it because it's less free than marriage.




    LUCY—(tragically) There must be martyrs for every step of progress.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Martyrs are people with no imaginations. No; make your marriage a model of all that's best in free love, if you must set an example. True progress lies along those lines.




    LUCY—(vaguely) But—




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—But nothing. You agree with me, don't you, Tom?




    TOM—Perfectly. I never intended to regard our marriage in any other way.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(hustling LUCY) Then make out your own wedding contract and sign it yourselves without the sanction of church or state or anything. You're willing that Lucy should draw up the terms of your mutual agreement, aren't you, Tom? She's the chief objector.




    TOM—I repeat again for the hundredth time—anything Lucy wishes I will agree to.




    LUCY—(embarrassed) I believe I've already written down what I thought—I was going to ask Tom—




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Have you it with you? No? Then run and get it. I'll keep Tom company while you're gone. (LUCY hesitates a moment; then goes out left. After she has gone TOM comes over to MRS. ASHLEIGH and takes her hand. They both commence to laugh.)




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—There! I've given you the best example of how to manage Lucy. See that you profit by it.




    TOM—I won't forget, I promise you. Do you think I'm learning to be a better actor?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—My dear boy, you were splendid. Poor Lucy! She was frightened to death when you decided to accept her in unshackled free love.




    TOM—(with a laugh) But where did you learn all this radical rigmarole? You had me fooled at times. I didn't know whether you were serious or not.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Oh, Lucy has sown me with tracts on the sex problem and I'm commencing to yield a harvest of wild words.




    TOM—(with a comic groan) I can imagine the terms of this agreement Lucy has written out.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Pooh! Keep up your courage, agree to anything, be married tomorrow, and live happy ever after. It's simple enough. (LUCY enters from the left with the paper in her hand. She has regained her composure and wears a serious, purposeful expression. She lays the paper on the table.)




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(getting up) And now I'll leave you to yourselves. Your poor father must have torn out his few remaining hairs by this time. I'll go and reassure him. (She goes out, rear. TOM sits down at the table.)




    LUCY—(standing by him—impressively) I wrote this out last night. It is my idea of what the ideal relationship between a free man and woman should be. Of course, it's tentative, and you can suggest any changes you think proper. One thing I must insist on. It is mutually agreed there shall be no children by our union. (directing a searching look at TOM) I know you're far too intelligent not to believe in birth control.




    TOM—Er—for the very poor I consider it desirable.




    LUCY—We of the well-to-do class must devote all our time to caring for the children of the poor instead of pampering our own. To do this effectively and unselfishly we must remain childless. The little proletarians will take the place of our own flesh and blood. (seeing the badly-concealed look of disapproval on TOM's face) Don't think I wish to shirk the burden of motherhood. You know how I love children.




    TOM—(hastily) Of course. I understand, Lucy.




    LUCY—And you agree to the provision?




    TOM—I do.




    LUCY—Then read the whole contract and tell me what you think.




    TOM—(reading) Our union is to be one of mutual help and individual freedom. Agreed. Under no conditions shall I ever question any act of yours or attempt to restrict the expression of your ego in any way. Agreed. I will love you as long as my heart dictates, and not one second longer. Agreed. I will honor you only in so far as you prove yourself worthy of it in my eyes. Agreed. I will not obey you. (with a smile) According to the old formula it isn't necessary for me to promise that, Lucy.




    LUCY—The slips are identical. I made a carbon copy of mine to save time. Here. (She takes his slip from him.) You can scratch out what doesn't apply to you. (She takes a pencil and scratches out the sentence and bands the slip back to him.)




    TOM—(reading) For sociological reasons I shall have no children. That hardly applies to me either. (He takes the pencil from her and scratches it out.) In our economic relations we shall be strictly independent of each other. Hmm. Agreed. I may have lovers without causing jealousy or in any way breaking our compact as herein set forth. Lovers? Hmm, that must be your part, too. (He pauses and sits looking down at the paper with a frown.)




    LUCY—But you agree that I may, don't you? (as TOM still hesitates—with sudden indignation) Why, you seem to suspect I desire to have them!




    TOM—(hastily) Indeed I don't! I was only thinking—




    LUCY—It's only a clause to show you I am free.




    TOM—I know, Lucy, I know; and I agree. (He marks off the clause on his sheet and continues his reading.) Under the above conditions I will live with you in the true comradeship of a free man and woman. Agreed, emphatically! (He looks up at her.) And now, what?




    LUCY—We exchange slips after we've both signed our names to them. (They write down their names and pass over each other's slaps.)




    TOM—And now, what?




    LUCY—(with a smile) Now you may kiss me. (He jumps to his feet and takes her in his arms and kisses her.)




    LUCY—And now run along home like a dear. I'm so worn out. I'm going upstairs.




    TOM—(anxiously) I wouldn't sit up any more tonight reading the books. It—er—it might hurt your eyes, (He goes toward door in rear.)




    LUCY—(yawning) I promise. I'm too sleepy.




    TOM—(turning at the door—uncertainly) You'll be sure to be at the church, dear?




    LUCY—(resuming her pose as if by magic at the word "church") I will be there, but—(she looks at him questioningly) it's absolutely meaningless, remember!




    TOM—(moving back toward her) Oh, absolutely!




    LUCY—And a terrible bore, isn't it?




    TOM—(very near her again) Terrible! (He catches her in his arms and kisses her.) Good-night. (He runs out of the door in rear.)




    LUCY—Good-night. (looking after him with a smile) Silly!




  (The Curtain Falls)
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  SCENE—The library of the Drayton's home in a fashionable New York suburb. The room is light and airy, furnished unpretentiously but in perfect  taste. The only jarring note is supplied by two incredible paintings in the Synchromist manner which are hung in conspicuous places, and not to be ignored.




    In the rear, french windows looking out on the driveway which runs from the road to the front of the house, and the stretch of lawn beyond. On the left, a doorway leading into the main hall. On the right, rear, a window opening on the garden. Farther forward, a doorway, screened by heavy portieres, leading into another room. In the center, a table with books, periodicals, and an electric reading lamp on it.




    Three months have elapsed since Act One. It is about noon on a warm day in September.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH and LUCY are discovered. MRS. ASHLEIGH is seated by the table reading a magazine. LUCY is standing by the windows looking out over the grounds. She sighs fretfully and comes forward to where her mother is sitting; picks up a magazine, turns over the pages disgustedly, and throws it back on the table with an exclamation of contempt.




    LUCY—Pah, what silly, shallow stuff! How can you waste your time reading it, mother?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(laying down her magazine resignedly) I find it pleasant these warm days. It's light and frivolous, to be sure, but it serves to while away the hours.




    LUCY—(scornfully) While away the hours! That's because your mind is unoccupied. Now, if you had a vital purpose—




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(hurriedly) Stop right there, my dear Lucy. I suffered from an overdose of your vital purposes when you were my daughter and I had to submit to keep peace in the family; but now that you are Mrs. Drayton, I rebel!




    LUCY—(laughing, sits down on the arm of her mother's chair and puts her arm around her—girlishly) But I still am your daughter, mother. (She kisses her.) Unless you've disowned me.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(fondly) Indeed I haven't; but I'm determined to shun your stern principles. They're too rigorous for a lazy old lady.




    LUCY—You're nothing of the kind. Only if you're going to read why don't you read something worth while? Have you looked over that copy of the new radical monthly, The Crash, I loaned you?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—No. My brain perspired at the sight of it.




    LUCY—(laughing) Mother, you're incorrigible. You must read it. There's a wonderful poem by Gabriel—




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Now, Lucy, you know I think Gabriel's poetry is—well—unmentionable.




    LUCY—(loftily) That's blind prejudice, mother. You don't like Gabriel and you won't see the beauty of his work on that account.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(with a sigh) Have it your own way, my dear. As you say, I don't like him overmuch. I can't for the life of me imagine what you find interesting in him.




    LUCY—(in the same lofty manner) You don't understand him.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(with a trace of irritation) Perhaps not. Certainly I don't understand why he should be always hanging around here. You never used to see much of him, did you?




    LUCY—I used to run into him around the Square quite frequently.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Where did you first meet him?




    LUCY—Leo introduced me to him. He and she have a studio together.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(raising her eyebrows a trifle) And I suppose they—live together?




    LUCY—(assertively) Yes. They do. In free comradship!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Hmm!




    LUCY—Don't be bourgeois, mother.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Oh, I wasn't belittling their morals. They're free to do as they please, of course. I was only thinking of little Leo. I like her quite well, and I didn't think she had such bad taste in the matter of companions.




    LUCY—(indignantly) Mother! (The front door is opened and shut, and TOM appears in the doorway on the left.)




    TOM—Ah, here you are. (He comes over and kisses LUCY who submits rather constrainedly and walks away from him to the windows where she stands with her back toward him. TOM looks at her with a puzzled expression; then turns quickly to MRS. ASHLEIGH.) This is an unexpected pleasure, mother. (He bends down and kisses her.) I didn't think I'd find you out here.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—It was so warm and sunshiny, I just couldn't bear to remain in the city.




    TOM—(with boyish enthusiasm) Bully out here, isn't it? I don't regret the half-hour train trip. One breath of this air after all those sultry streets puts new life into you. (turning to LUCY) Eh, Lucy?




    LUCY—(without enthusiasm) Yes, it's very nice.




    TOM—You don't say that as if you meant it. Do you know, Mother, I think Lucy still pines for the stuffy studios of Greenwich Village.




    LUCY—(coldly) You're mistaken.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—I can hardly believe that of her. Anyway, she can motor in whenever she feels homesick. She has the car. You seem hardly ever to use it.




    TOM—No, that's Lucy's plaything. The old train is good enough for a hard-working business slave who can't afford to take chances on blow-outs.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—But you used to be such an enthusiastic motor fiend.




    TOM—Married life has had it's sobering effect. I'm less frivolous.




    LUCY—(turning to him abruptly) I suppose you forgot the tickets I asked you to get for the concert this afternoon?




    TOM—(looking at her for a moment—gently) Do I usually forget anything you ask me?




    LUCY—(abashed) No—I—I didn't mean it that way, Tom. I merely wanted to know if you had them.




    TOM—I sure have. (He takes the tickets out of his pocket and holds them up for her to see.) Just to show you I'm a man of my word.




    LUCY—Thank you. What time does it begin?




    TOM—Two-thirty, I believe. We'll have to leave a little before two if we want to make it in the car. (He takes a bundle of papers from his pocket.) I've got to run over these papers. I'll have time before lunch, I guess. (He goes out left. LUCY stands staring moodily out of the windows. Her mother looks at her searchingly.)




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(after a pause) Come, Lucy, what's the matter? It's ungrateful of you to be blue on a beautiful day like this.




    LUCY—(with a sigh—fretfully) I don't like weather which is so glaring and sunshiny. Nature makes too vulgar a display of it's kind intentions. (with a toss of her head) Besides, the weather can't heal my mood. (with exaggerated melancholy) My blue devils live deep down in my soul.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Don't you like it out here any more? You seemed so enthusiastic when you first came.




    LUCY—Oh, I knew it was what Tom wanted, and, well, I'd never had the experience before so how could I know?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Experience? Why, you've only been here three weeks.




    LUCY—That's long enough—to realize. But, Mother, it doesn't make any difference where I am, the conditions are the same. I feel—cramped in. (with an affected yawn, throwing herself into a chair) And I'm mortally bored.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(with a sigh) Ever since you saw that play the other night you've done nothing but talk and act Hedda Gabler; so I suppose it's no use trying to argue with her.




    LUCY—(irritated at having her pose seen through) I'm not talking Hedda Gabler. I'm simply telling you how I feel. (somberly) Though I'll confess there are times when General Gabler's pistols have their fascination.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(with a smile) Tut-tut, Lucy. You're too morbid today. You'll be longing next for someone to come "with vine leaves in his hair."




    LUCY—(maliciously) And perhaps he will come.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Hmm; well, it won't be our friend Gabriel, to be sure. I'm certain he's one of your precise modern poets who drowns his sorrows in unfermented grape juice, and goes in for scientific eating—counts his calories and proteins over one by one, so to speak.




    LUCY—(not deigning to smile at this) There's much more to Gabriel than you have any idea of.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(with a smile) As Leonora said to Tom once.




    LUCY—(with affected carelessness) What did she say?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—She began by saying she was attracted to him physically! Imagine! Tom was flabbergasted. He hardly knew her at that time.




    LUCY—(stiffly) She is rather rude.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—It would have been impossible in anyone else, but Leonora has a way with her. Tom didn't mind. Then she went on to make it worse—said he had more to him than he dreamed of and she was determined to find it out some day.




    LUCY—(with a short laugh) Perhaps she will.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—I think Tom was inclined to regard her as a freak at first but he likes her quite well now. Does she come out here much?




    LUCY—Quite often—with Gabriel.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Leonora is a charming little elf.




    LUCY—(frowning) She gets on my nerves at times now, and bores me with her chatter.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(in surprise) Why I thought you and she were—Oh, well, this is one of your days, Miss. Hedda Gabler, to be bored with everything and everybody.




    LUCY—(vexed) Do stop calling me Hedda Gabler, Mother. What has that to do with it? Leo wearies me with her silly talk of the Great Blond Beast.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—That's what she said Tom reminded her of.




    LUCY—(with a sneer) She must be imaginative.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(after a pause) When you came back from your honeymoon you were so full of healthy good spirits; and now you're falling back into the old morbid rut again.




    LUCY—I'm not morbid. Is it morbid to look the truth in the face? (pettishly) I suppose it's all my own fault. I was never intended for a hausfrau. I should never have allowed myself to be bullied into marrying when all my instincts were against it.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(astonished) Bullied into marrying? Why, Lucy!




    LUCY—(peevishly) Yes, you did. You and father and Tom were all so set on it. What could I do? If I had only known—And now—(dramatically) Oh, I want air! I want freedom to love and dream beyond all these deadly commonplaces!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—It seems to me you're perfectly free to do as you please.




    LUCY—(scornfully) Do you call this freedom—this bourgeois paradise?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(with asperity) I certainly call it as lovely a home as anyone could wish for.




    LUCY—Home? I don't want a home. I want a space to grow in.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(with a sigh of vexation) I believe all this talk of yours comes from your association with Gabriel.




    LUCY—(excitedly) He's the only real sympathetic human being who comes into this house. He understands me. He can talk to me in terms of the things I love. You and Tom—you take me for granted.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(seeing LUCY's excitement, comes over and puts her arm around her) I'm sure we try our best to be sympathetic, dear. (She kisses her.) But let's not talk any more about it now. The humidity is too oppressive for argument. Let's go out in the garden for awhile.




    LUCY—(getting up) I can only stay a moment, Mother. I'm expecting Gabriel and Leo any minute. I asked them out for lunch before I knew about the concert. (with a defiant glance at her mother) Gabriel promised to read some new poems to me.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(eagerly—much to LUCY's surprise) I'd like to hear them, if I may. You see I want to know Gabriel more intimately. I'm afraid, after what you've told me, I must be wrongly prejudiced against him.




    LUCY—I assure you you are, Mother. (They walk together to the windows in rear.)




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—How beautiful everything looks! Let's walk around in back where those lovely, shady maple trees are. (They go out and walk off right. A moment later the hall door is heard being opened and shut and GABRIEL and LEONORA enter from the doorway on the left. GABRIEL has rather long black hair and big soulful eyes. His face is thin and intelligent, with irregular large features. He wears clothes sufficiently unconventional to attract attention. His manner is that of a spoiled child who is used to being petted and enjoys every moment of it. LEONORA is dressed in her usual bizarre fashion.)




    LEONORA—Now I ask you, why didn't you ring, you impossible person?




    GABRIEL—(throwing himself into the easiest chair) I don't need to. I belong with the Lares and Penates of this house. In fact, I am them. I am more than they are. I am the great god, persona grata.




    LEONORA—(peering around) There isn't a soul here.




    GABRIEL—I quite agree with you. If there is one thing this home could harbor without fear of overcrowding, it's a soul.




    LEONORA—(throwing herself into a chair) I say! Why do you trot out here so much, then?




    GABRIEL—(reproachfully) And you have the naivete to ask me that? (He takes a box of cigarettes from his pocket and lights one.)




    LEONORA—Give me one. (She takes a cigarette.) And a light. (She lights her cigarette from his.) Yes, I do ask you that.




    GABRIEL—(shaking his head) You who are familiar with the asininity of editors and the emaciated condition of my form and purse. You, whose cooking will eventually make a Carlyle out of me—




    LEONORA—I don't pretend to be a cook.




    GABRIEL—Because the most unworldly stomach would see through such a pretence. No, my adored Leonora, your cooking is very much akin to your painting—difficult to absorb.




    LEONORA—(with outraged dignity) You know nothing at all about painting.




    GABRIEL—But I have a sensitive appreciation where true Art is concerned, Leo, my own; and as I have told you so many times, your paintings are rubbish.




    LEONORA—(her face flushing with rage) And your verse is nonsense.




    GABRIEL—(airily) You're speaking of something you're too small of soul to understand.




    LEONORA—(judicially) I understand the beauty of real poetry. That's why I've always told you your stuff is only sentimental journalism.




    GABRIEL—(outraged) What! (sputtering) Your opinion is worthless. No, by God, it's even flattering, considering the source.




    LEONORA—It's worth as much as your criticism of my Art.




    GABRIEL—(with a sneering laugh) Your Art? Good heavens, do you call that stuff Art?




    LEONORA—(bursting forth) Conceited ass!




    GABRIEL—Idiot!




    LEONORA—Fool!




    GABRIEL—Imbecile!




    LEONORA—Bourgeois rhymster!




    GABRIEL—(quivering with fury) Have the last word, you little simpleton! (He springs to his feet and, picking a book from the table, appears about to hurl it on the floor.)




    LEONORA—Now I ask you, what are you doing with that book? This isn't our place. You can't work out your rage by smashing things here.




    GABRIEL—I won't endure this relationship a moment longer!




    LEONORA—You've said that before. Ta-ta! Go! You know none else would put up with you—and you can't take care of yourself.




    GABRIEL—(crashing the book on the floor) Damn! (He strides up and down holding his head.)




    LEONORA—(calmly) Shall I ring and have the maid pick up that book for you?




    GABRIEL—(picking the book up and putting it back on the table with a great show of dignity) I don't desire menial service. It's abhorrent to my love of freedom.




    LEONORA—So I've observed. Certainly there have never been any menials around the studio since I arrived. (as she sees GABRIEL is about to give vent to his anger again) Now don't fly off into another tantrum, Gab.




    GABRIEL—Don't call me Gab. It's vulgar, and it makes me ridiculous. How often must I tell you?




    LEONORA—Very well, then—Gabriel. (suddenly bursting into peals of laughter) Now I ask you, wasn't that a lovely brawl?




    GABRIEL—(with a sigh) Well, it's over for today, at any rate. You know what we swore to each other?




    LEONORA—Only one row a day.




    GABRIEL—(smiling) What if the Philistines had heard us! They would perish with the rapture of a revelation—at last, Bohemia!




    LEONORA—We must be careful. The dignity of free love is at stake. (laughing) If they only knew—




    GABRIEL—Ssshh! Someone'll hear you. Do you want to ruin us? Remember the high cost of eating.




    LEONORA—Where are they all, I wonder—and more important, where is lunch? I'm as hungry as a tiger. (turning to him—suddenly) How is your affair coming on with the Blessed Damozel, Lucy?




    GABRIEL—Too well.




    LEONORA—I've noticed she's been cool to me lately. You must have been making love to her.




    GABRIEL—I haven't; I've simply been reading my poems; but I'm afraid the time has come to be prosy.




    LEONORA—Poor Lucy! I like her so much, but she's such a nut.




    GABRIEL—She's exceeding fair to look upon, at least, and that's something. If she only knew the wisdom of silence, the charm of vocal inaction in the female—but no, I must listen to all her brainstorms. It's a bit thick, you know. She's just been to see Hedda Gabler for the Nth time, and she's obsessed by it. So I have to play the drunken gentleman with the vine leaves in his hair, whatever his name is.




    LEONORA—If she saw you on some of your nights she wouldn't doubt your ability to fill the bill. I'm afraid she's becoming quite impossible—Ibsen, in this advanced age! Imagine a modern husband living with an old-fashioned Ibsen woman! I begin to pity the Blond Beast.




    GABRIEL—There, you're wrong. After all, with all her fits, Lucy is delightful. I see nothing in her husband but an overgrown clod.




    LEONORA—Ah, so? You don't know him. There's more than you dream of beneath his boyish exterior.




    GABRIEL—How do you know? (indignantly) Have you been flirting with him?




    LEONORA—(airily) Perhaps. Attend to your own love affairs and I'll attend to mine.




    GABRIEL—Great Blond Beast! Great Big Imbecile!




    LEONORA—It seems you're getting jealous again. Why, Gabriel, how refreshing! Kiss me!




    GABRIEL—I won't; don't be an idiot! (angrily) I tell you I won't stand—




    LEONORA—Don't.




    GABRIEL—I won't endure being made a fool of behind my back.




    LEONORA—(calmly) Don't.




    GABRIEL—If I thought for one second—I'd leave you instantly.




    LEONORA—Do.




    GABRIEL—What? (They are interrupted by the entrance of the maid. GABRIEL strides around the room fuming. LEONORA turns to the maid.)




    LEONORA—Is Mrs. Drayton around anywhere?




    THE MAID—Yes, Miss, in the garden, I think. Shall I tell her you're here?




    LEONORA—Yes, do, will you? (The maid goes out rear.)




    GABRIEL—(stands in front of LEONORA with his arms folded) Remember. I've warned you.




    LEONORA—Pooh! (She snaps her fingers.) That for your warning. When I brought Lucy to our studio you didn't hesitate to start right in casting your spells in under my nose.




    GABRIEL—But she's necessary to my work.




    LEONORA—Stuff! The old excuse! You've said that about every one of them. It's your own love of being adored, that's the real reason. Don't think I'm jealous. Go right ahead and amuse yourself. I don't mind.




    GABRIEL—(incredulously) You don't?




    LEONORA—Not a bit; but you've got to let me have my own little fling.




    GABRIEL—Little fling! You mean that lout, Drayton?




    LEONORA—Perhaps. He appeals to me terrifically—physically; and I'm sure he has a good mind, too.




    GABRIEL—(with an attempt at superior disdain) I must say your tastes are very low. (furiously) And am I to submit while you make a monkey of me in this fashion?




    LEONORA—I've had to. It'll do you good to find out how a monkey feels.




    GABRIEL—I tell you I'll leave you flat at the first inkling—




    LEONORA—Run along, then. (He turns away from her and strides toward the windows.) Farewell, my beloved! Aren't you going to kiss me good'bye?




    GABRIEL—(coming back to her—intensely) You're an empty-headed nincompoop!




    LEONORA—(gets up and dances around him singing) Empty-headed nincompoop! But I do not give a hoop! (LUCY appears at the windows in the rear. LEONORA sees her and runs and flings her arms around her as she enters.) What a dear you look today! (She kisses her effusively. GABRIEL stands biting his lips, trying to subdue his ill temper.)




    LUCY—(embarrassed by LEONORA's reception) Have you been here long? I went for a stroll in the garden with mother.




    LEONORA—Where is she? Never mind, I'll find her. I must see her. She's a dear. Ta-ta! (She runs out into the garden.)




    GABRIEL—(is himself again. He comes and takes LUCY's hand and looks into her eyes ardently.) Leo was right. You are beautiful today—as ever. (He kisses her hand passionately.)




    LUCY—(embarrassed; taking her hand away, hurriedly) Have you brought your poems? (She comes forward and sits down on the lounge. He pulls up a chair close to her.)




    GABRIEL—Yes; but I won't bore you with them yet awhile.




    LUCY—(reproachfully) Bore? It isn't kind of you to say that when you know how deeply I admire them.




    GABRIEL—Life is the most beautiful poem of all, if we can make it so. Let me simply breathe, live, here in the same room with you for an eternal moment or so. That will be a more wonderful poem than any I could read.




    LUCY—(haltingly) I'm afraid you'd soon find it—very tiresome.




    GABRIEL—It would be heaven! I am weary of reading, writing, thinking. I want to feel, to live a poem. I want to sit and let my soul drink in your beauty, and forget everything else.




    LUCY—(archly) Ah, sir poet, but you mustn't. If you don't feel in the mood for reading, then you must talk. I am lonely, and you are the only one who can understand my solitude. I cannot talk to the others. They live in another world. You are the only one who loves the things I love.




    GABRIEL—(kissing her hand) How can I thank you for feeling that? (She allows him to keep her hand in both of his.)




    LUCY—No, it is I who should thank you.




    GABRIEL—Ah no, no, Princess!




    LUCY—But yes. You do not mock my dreams, my longings, with the old thread-bare platitudes. (then wearily with a great sigh) My life appeared so futilely hopeless; I was so alone, until you came; and I was mortally bored with everything.




    GABRIEL—(hastily) I know how you feel—crushed in, tied down by the petty round of family life. (with affected melancholy) Do you think I haven't mentally rebelled against the same bonds, suffered from the same irritating restraints as you? Ah, you don't know.




    LUCY—But you—you're not married. It's hardly the same.




    GABRIEL—(hurriedly) Of course—in that sense, you're right. Nevertheless—(He heaves a great, unhappy sigh.)




    LUCY—(with awakened curiosity) But I thought your relationship with Leonora was ideally happy.




    GABRIEL—(with a scornful smile) What is ideal in this miserable existence? I was born to be unhappy, I suppose. All poets are; and I must achieve my punishment with the rest!




    LUCY—(softly) Then you aren't—happy?




    GABRIEL—(bitterly) Happiness? What is it? A mirage? A reality? I don't know. (looking at her meaningly) I see it before me now, within my reach, and yet so far from me; guarded, withheld by every damnable convention in the world. (She drops her eyes before his intense gaze. He laughs shortly.) But I'm talking about myself. What do I matter? "Dear God, what means a poet more or less?" I am used to suffering, but you, you must not! You are too good, too wonderful, too beautiful to know anything but joy. Your life should express itself only in beauty, in growth, like a flower.




    LUCY—(immensely pleased) I'm afraid you have much too high an opinion of me. I'm not what you would believe—(with a sad smile) Simply a discontented, morbid, spoiled child, perhaps, as my mother thinks.




    GABRIEL—(indignantly) How can she misunderstand you so? Why shouldn't your fine spiritual inner nature revolt against all this sordidness? (With a sweeping gesture he indicates the room and the grounds outside.) All this bourgeois sty! At least, I understand you. (with tender appeal in his voice) Do I not?




    LUCY—(slowly) Yes, you do. You are the only one who does.




    GABRIEL—Ah, if you would only let me help you!




    LUCY—You have—so much, already.




    GABRIEL—If you only felt that someone from without could come into your life and take you away, to the mountain tops, to the castles in the air, to the haunt of brave dreams where life is free, and joyous, and noble! If you only felt the need of such a person—(He looks at her questioningly.)




    LUCY—(hesitatingly) Perhaps—I do.




    GABRIEL—(impulsively) Then let me be the one! Your very presence fills me with strength. For you I could do anything, everything! (LUCY grows ill at ease at this excited outburst and casts an anxious look toward the door on left. GABRIEL continues passionately) Can't you read the secret in my heart? Don't you hear the song my soul has been singing ever since I first looked into your eyes? (He kisses her hand ardently. She is frightened and attempts to withdraw it.) I love you, Lucy! Don't you know that I love you? (TOM appears in the doorway at the left. He stands there looking at them, an expression of anger coming over his face. LUCY suddenly catches sight of him and tears her hand from GABRIEL's grasp with a little cry. GABRIEL turns around and jumps to his feet when he sees TOM.)




    TOM—(icily) I beg your pardon! (Then, overcome by his anger he advances toward GABRIEL threateningly. The latter shrinks away from him, and looks around wildly for some place of escape.)




    LUCY—(stepping in between them) Tom!




    TOM—(recovering himself with an effort, forces a smile, and holds out his hand to GABRIEL) Hello, Adams. I didn't know you were here.




    GABRIEL—(looks at the outstretched hand uncertainly—finally takes it) Er—just got here—Leo and I—a moment ago. (He pulls away his hand hurriedly.) Er—where is Leo, by the way? (He looks around as if he had thought she was in the same room.) She was here a second ago. She's always running away like that. Must be in the garden. I'll go and find her—if you'll excuse me.




    TOM—(ironically) Oh, certainly. (GABRIEL makes his escape. TOM comes over and stands before LUCY who is sitting down on the lounge again, staring at the floor, her cheek resting on her hand.) Lucy!




    LUCY—(raising her head slowly) Yes?




    TOM—(awkwardly) Isn't this—going a bit too far?




    LUCY—(calmly) What?




    TOM—I mean—you know—in my own house




    LUCY—(coldly) I'm glad you recognize the fact that it's your house and not mine.




    TOM—You know I didn't mean that.




    LUCY—But I mean it.




    TOM—But—what I meant was—I don't understand—




    LUCY—No, that's the tragedy of it—you don't understand.




    TOM—(hurt) You're not fair, Lucy.




    LUCY—Fair? And do you think you're fair after the scene you created a minute ago?




    TOM—I don't see that I made any scene. I think I held myself in pretty well, considering the circumstances.




    LUCY—(lifting her eyebrows—haughtily) Considering the circumstances!




    TOM—Yes. (wrathfully) Dirty little cad!




    LUCY—What circumstances are you referring to?




    TOM—Now, Lucy, you must acknowledge it's rather hard on me to come down here and find that little puppy licking your hand.




    LUCY—Don't be vulgar!




    TOM—Well, then, kissing your hand.




    LUCY—And what of that? Gabriel is one of my dearest friends, and—




    TOM—You can't deny he was making love to you, right here in under my nose, the insolent scribbler!




    LUCY—(stiffly) I deny your right to talk to me in this manner.




    TOM—(hurriedly) Oh, I'm not blaming you; I know you don't realize what he really is or you wouldn't stand for him a minute. I know his kind—making love to every woman he sees, getting off a lot of poetic slush which sounds good to them; and the worst part of it is all the romantic fools think it's genuine!




    LUCY—(jumping to her feet in angry indignation) So that's what you consider me—a romantic fool!




    TOM—(realizing he has put his foot in it) I didn't say you were one of them. I only said—




    LUCY—I don't care to hear your excuses. Besides, what does it matter? I tell you quite frankly: Gabriel was making love to me.




    TOM—Of course he was. He does to everyone. I've heard all about him.




    LUCY—(wincing) Don't try to revenge yourself by repeating all the cheap scandal of your stupid friends. How could they ever know the real Gabriel?




    TOM—But that's just what they do know—the real Gabriel.




    LUCY—(stiffly) I prefer to rely on my own judgment, not on theirs. I believe, not his words, but my own intuition.




    TOM—And, thinking he was serious, you permitted it?




    LUCY—(defiantly) Yes.




    TOM—But why? Why? (fearfully) Don't you—love me?




    LUCY—(rising to the occasion—moodily) I don't know.




    TOM—You don't know! Surely you don't—you can't—you don't love him?




    LUCY—I don't know.




    TOM—(furiously) The measly little shrimp! I've a good notion to break him in half.




    LUCY—(scornfully) Leonora should see you now. She would think you were the blond beast. (TOM subsides a bit at this.) You've no right to ask me if I love Gabriel or anyone else. You should rely on my frankness to tell you of my own free will. I won't be forced.




    TOM—(with a hollow laugh) No right. No, I'm only your husband!




    LUCY—(with a lofty disdain) Husband? You know that word has no meaning for me.




    TOM—Well, it has for me. (pathetically) You see I love you.




    LUCY—(continuing as if she hadn't heard) You are honorably bound by our agreement—




    TOM—(roughly) That was all foolishness!




    LUCY—(angrily) You may think so but I do not. For me it's the only thing which is binding. Our being married in the regular sense means nothing to me at all. If I find I love Gabriel I'll leave with him that instant.




    TOM—(suffering) Lucy! Please! (He tries to take her hand but she holds it away from him.)




    LUCY—No, it's no use being sentimental about it. I advise you to reread the agreement you signed as a man of honor, and you'll have a clearer idea of the conditions of our life together. You seem to have forgotten. Until your misconceptions are cleared up I prefer not to discuss the matter with you further. (She starts to sweep past him out into the garden.)




    TOM—(bitterly) I remember I'm allowed the same liberty of action as you are by that agreement. I haven't forgotten that.




    LUCY—(stopping) Certainly you are. What do you mean?




    TOM—(with a hard laugh) I mean it's about time I made use of some of my—freedom.




    LUCY—(trying to appear indifferent—coldly) You may do as you please. (She goes out. TOM throws himself into a chair, lights a cigarette, throws it away, gets up and walks up and down irritably. MRS. ASHLEIGH enters from the garden and stands for a moment looking at TOM who does not see her. She comes forward.)




    TOM—(trying to conceal his irritation) Ah, Mother, too hot for you outside? (He arranges an easy chair for her and she sits down.)




    MRS. ASHLEIGH (smiling at him—gently) What's the matter, Tom? Even if I couldn't read you like a book, I've seen Gabriel, and I've seen Lucy, and I know something unpleasant has occurred. What was it?




    TOM—(hesitatingly) Oh—nothing much—only I came to get something in here, and I found that little insect—(He stops, frowning.)




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Yes?




    TOM—(blurting it out) Holding her hand and kissing it.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(with a smile) Oh, is that all? That's a favorite mannerism of Gabriel's, I believe. It's so romantic, and it gives one such an air. Why, he kissed my hand out in the garden not ten minutes ago.




    TOM—(angrily) It was the way he did it.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—And what happened afterward?




    TOM—Oh—nothing.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Now, Tom! Surely you can confide in me.




    TOM—Oh, well, he ran away as soon as he could; and then Lucy and I had a regular row. (He throws himself into a chair and frowns fiercely.)




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(smiling) Your first row?




    TOM—Yes.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—What? Not one on your honeymoon?




    TOM—No.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—The first row is always a blow. I can remember mine—the day after my marriage. So you see you're lucky. The tenth one won't be so bad, and the hundredth—not to mention the thousandth—poof! Mere puffs of wind ruffling the surface.




    TOM—(indignantly) It's serious to me.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Then I'll be serious, too; but you must answer my questions. Did you tell Lucy you objected to this Gabriel?




    TOM—Certainly I did! I've stood it long enough. He's around the house more than the cat is. Wherever I go I find him. If I start to sit down in a chair I discover he's in it. I can't see Lucy alone for a minute. I have to sit and listen to his everlasting poems. It's got to stop.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—You're on the wrong tack. I made the same mistake myself this morning—became irritated because Lucy kept quoting his banal epigrams—on this hot day! So I allowed myself a few disparaging remarks about the gentleman. (shaking her head) It's foolish. I shouldn't have done it. You shouldn't either. We ought to know better.




    TOM—Oh, I know what you preached to me the night before we were married, and I've tried to follow your plan religiously. Lot of good it's done!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—You're ungrateful. If it wasn't for my advice I think your first quarrel would have taken place ten minutes after leaving the church instead of four months later.




    TOM—It's too humiliating. I can't give in all the time.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—You must—if you want to have your own way.




    TOM—There's a limit to everything. Why last evening I went to the bathroom and found him there shaving—with my razor!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(laughs—then becomes serious) It seems we've both made a frightful mess of things today. Lucy will make Gabriel the leading issue after this, out of pure defiance.




    TOM—Well, I can't knuckle down now—after our row.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—What did Lucy have to say in answer to your objections?




    TOM—Referred me to that silly agreement I was foolish enough to sign.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(horrified) You didn't put it that way to her?




    TOM—(with a great show of manliness) Yes, I did—only stronger.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Oh, this is frightful! Why did you do it? The agreement of agreements, Lucy's masterpiece of free, unfettered radicalism—and you dared to cast slurs on it! What did you say, in heaven's name?




    TOM—I told her if she was going to use her guaranteed-by-agreement liberty in the way she's been doing, it was about time I began to use some of mine along the same lines.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(aghast at first) You did! (then thoughtfully) Hmm. (her face suddenly lighting up) Why, Tom, it's an inspiration! I have underestimated your wiles.




    TOM—(modestly) I only meant it as a bluff.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Bluff? Indeed not! It's exactly what you must do.




    TOM—What do you mean?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—And now I remember something which ought to be valuable to us. It's right in line with your idea.




    TOM—(puzzled) My idea? You don't think I've any intention of carrying out that foolish threat of mine?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—But you must! (as TOM shakes his head decisively) Of course I mean you must pretend to, you great baby!




    TOM—(commencing to smile) Oh, I see.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Did Lucy act taken back when you asserted your right to bestow your affections elsewhere?




    TOM—(grinning) She didn't look very pleased.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Then it will be all plain sailing. (She leans back in her chair with a sigh of relief) So that's settled.




    TOM—Yes; but what's settled?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Why, that you're to fall in love with Leo.




    TOM—(astonished) Leo?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Leo—Leonora—the little Nietzsche lady—Gabriel's Leo. You shall be her Great Blond Beast.




    TOM—But I don't see—why Leo?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—For many reasons. First, you like her, don't you?




    TOM—Yes; but I never thought of her in that light.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Of course you didn't, silly boy. I assure you I've no suspicions regarding you whatever. The second reason is—revenge! You'll be getting back at Gabriel. It will hurt his pride dreadfully and I know he'll be infernally jealous.




    TOM—I'd like to make him sweat.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—And the third reason I'm not going to tell you. You wouldn't believe it, and I've no proof to offer you. It's just what you'd call a hunch of mine, but I know it will turn out to be the best reason of all.




    TOM—Well, granting my willingness to carry out my part, how do you know Leo will fall in with this idea?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Why she's just perishing to start a flirtation with you. Are you blind? She'll think it's the greatest lark.




    TOM—(uncertainly) But is all this fair to Lucy?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(with a sigh) It's the only way I can see to bring her back to earth and get her to take up the business of married life seriously. She'll never realize the worth of her good fortune until she sees it slipping from her.




    TOM—Well—if you think it's best—I'll try it.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Do; and I'll let you know from the inside how things are developing. (She gets up from her chair.) I need fresh air after all this intrigue. It must be nearly lunch time. I'll go and tell them.




    TOM—(going over with her to the windows) Here comes my light-of-love now. (LEONORA comes running breathlessly into the room. She stops suddenly on seeing them.)




    LEONORA—I'm not interrupting anything, am I? Every where I go I seem to be one too many.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(putting her arm around her) Certainly not, dear.




    LEONORA—Gab's in the garden doing the book-reading scene from Francesca da Rimini with Lucy, and they treated me as if I were a contagious disease. (TOM frowns.) What time is it? How long before lunch?




    TOM—Oh, ten minutes or so?




    LEONORA—Then I'll have time to take a bath! (She dances around gleefully, snapping her fingers.)




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—A bath? In ten minutes?




    LEONORA—Oh, I just hop in and out. There's never any hot water where we live. (to TOM) Is there plenty of hot water here?




    TOM—(with a smile) I think so.




    LEONORA—And towels?




    TOM—I hope so.




    LEONORA—Now I say, I forgot! I should have asked you, shouldn't I? May I, please, use your honorable bath tub?




    TOM—(making a deep bow) It is at your disposal.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(with a significant glance at TOM) I'll walk out and tell them how late it's getting to be. If Lucy's going to the concert with you she ought to get ready.




    TOM—(after a moment's hesitation—as MRS. ASHLEIGH is going out) Perhaps you'd better tell Lucy I'm not sure whether I can go with her or not.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(with a comprehending smile) Very well, I'll tell her. (She goes into the garden and off right.)




    LEONORA—That's right, you are going to a concert, aren't you? Don't you think they're a bore on a day like this?




    TOM—Yes, I emphatically do.




    LEONORA—Then don't go.




    TOM—But I've practically promised Lucy.




    LEONORA—She won't mind. Let her take Gab. He pretends he just dotes on the new music. There'll be a pair of them. One ought to suffer for one's poses, don't you think?




    TOM—I sure do. But how will I spend the afternoon?




    LEONORA—Come with me.




    TOM—Where to?




    LEONORA—Oh, I have to drop in at an exhibition for a few minutes but I won't be longer than that. You like paintings, anyway, don't you?




    TOM—Some paintings.




    LEONORA—Now I say, don't be bourgeois! Come down with me and you'll see enough art to talk about with the country folk for years. Don't look so glum. I won't keep you there long. You can take me to the Lafayette afterwards and we'll have an absinthe together. I'll blow you. I've got seventy cents. We can get quite squiffy on that.




    TOM—(after a moment's hesitation) It's a go. I'm with you.




    LEONORA—Ta-ta, then. I'm off for my dip. (She looks up at him scrutinizingly for a moment.) Bend down your head. (He obediently does so. LUCY appears at the windows in the rear and stands looking at them. LEONORA runs her fingers through his hair, and squints her eye at it.) I say, you have got nice hair, haven't you? Well, au revoir, Blond Beast. See you later. (She skips laughingly out of the room. LUCY walks into the room.)




    TOM—(turning to her—with a forced laugh) Leo's the devil of a tease, isn't she?




    LUCY—(coldly) Yes? (trying to conceal her irritation) I can remember when you considered her a freak.




    TOM—Yes; strange how erroneous one's first impressions sometimes are. Now that I know her better I like her more than any of your friends.




    LUCY—So I perceive.




    TOM—Eh?




    LUCY—Nothing. Mother said you didn't know whether you'd go to the concert or not. Isn't it rather late to back out?




    TOM—You can easily find a substitute. Take Gab along. He'll pretend to enjoy that stuff better than I could. (He takes the tickets out of his pocket and hands them to her.) Here's the tickets. (She masters her impulse to fly into a rage, and takes them from him.)




    LUCY—Do you have to go back to the office?




    TOM—Oh, no. I'm through with work for the day.




    LUCY—Then why do you break this engagement with me?




    TOM—You know I don't care about concerts. I'd only be bored to death if I went.




    LUCY—(insistently) Won't it be just as much of a bore to stay in—(scornfully) this place?




    TOM—(warmly) For you it might. You see our tastes differ. Anyway, I don't intend to remain here. I feel like a little relaxation.




    LUCY—(scornfully) The baseball game?




    TOM—(regretfully) No.




    LUCY—Then what, if I'm not too inquisitive?




    TOM—(playing his part—jubilantly) A regular lark—with Leo. I'm going to take her to an exhibition of paintings someplace, and—




    LUCY—(laughing sarcastically) That will be interesting—for you.




    TOM—Yes, it will. Leo promises to explain them all to me. I've often wanted to get a clear comprehension of what some of those chaps were driving at; and she being one of them herself can put me on to all the inside stuff.




    LUCY—You must have changed to take such a sudden interest in Art.




    TOM—I have.




    LUCY—(with a sneer) Strange I haven't noticed it.




    TOM—I haven't let you see it. I was sure you'd misunderstand me.




    LUCY—(flushing) Are you trying to be humourous at my expense?




    TOM—Heaven forbid! I mean what I say. Don't think you're the only misunderstood person about this house. I have my own aspirations which you will never understand; only I'm resigned to my fate.




    LUCY—(caustically) You are trying to be funny, aren't you?




    TOM—Please forgive me for feeling cheerful. I can't help it. You see Leo has promised to take me to the Lafayette, blow me to absinthe, tea me at her studio, and I feel lightheaded at the prospect of such a bust-up. (MRS. ASHLEIGH and GABRIEL enter from the rear. GABRIEL keeps as far away from TOM as he can.)




    LUCY—Would you like to go with me to the concert, Gabriel?




    GABRIEL—(looking at TOM) Why—er—you see—I'm not sure—




    TOM—(heartily) You've got to go. I can't; and Lucy insists on someone being bored with her.




    GABRIEL—Oh, in that case, I'd love to, Lucy—Mrs. Drayton.




    TOM—Then that's fixed, and Leo and I can have our bust-up.




    GABRIEL—(frowning) Leo?




    TOM—Yes; she and I are going to have a real party together.




    GABRIEL—(looking angrily round the room) Where is Leo?




    TOM—Upstairs, taking a bath.




    LUCY—(indignantly) Bath!




    TOM—Yes, I gave her the freedom of the tub. (to GABRIEL) You know there's never any hot water at your place.




    THE MAID—(entering from the right) Lunch is served.




    LUCY—(petulantly) We'll be late for the concert if we wait for her. I'd better run up and tell her to hurry.




    GABRIEL—(furiously) I'll go up and tell her.




    TOM—(stepping before him) Oh no, we couldn't think of putting you to the trouble. You three go in and start lunch. I'll run up and tell her. (LUCY and GABRIEL both show very apparent disapproval of this proposition. While all are standing in hesitation, LEONORA enters hurriedly from the left. She has on TOM's bathrobe which trails in a long train in back of her, her bare feet peeping out from beneath the front of it.)




    LEONORA—(calmly critical and absolutely unembarrassed) Now I must say, this is a nice home! Why there isn't any soap up there! I want some soap!




  (The Curtain Falls)
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  SCENE—Same as Act Two—a month later. It is about seven o'clock in the evening. TOM and LEONORA are discovered. TOM is sitting by the table, frowning, his mind evidently troubled about something. He is making a polite but ineffectual attempt to appear interested in LEONORA's effervescent chatter. She is never still for a moment but flits from chair to chair, sitting on the arms, perching on the edge of the table, picking up books and throwing them down again, going to look out of the windows, etc.




    LEONORA—(coming over to TOM and looking at him with a quizzical smile) Now I ask you, what are you so gloomy about? (TOM attempts a smile.) Heavens, what a movie-actor smile! Don't do it again. You needn't be polite with me, you know. I love to talk to myself, and your replies are no good anyway. A second ago you said "no" when any perfect gentleman should have said "yes" and agreed with me.




    TOM—(a bit confused) I guess I'm a little off color tonight.




    LEONORA—(sitting on the edge of the table) Indigestion. I ate too much myself. We all do out here. (TOM looks at her impatiently.) But it's jolly to be a glutton for once in a way after a starve-and-grow-thin studio diet. (with a chuckle) How Gab gorges himself! He's losing his spiritual waist line since he began coming out here. Have you noticed?




    TOM—(explosively) No!




    LEONORA—Yes, he's gradually assuming the blubber of prosperity—given up free verse for free food. He hasn't written a poem since my last Welch rabbit.




    TOM—(bitingly) Thank God the situation has some redeeming features.




    LEONORA—Oh, he does real stuff every now and then, when he forgets himself for a moment. (She goes over to the window and looks out at the garden.) Where's mother? I haven't seen her since dinner.




    TOM—Mother?




    LEONORA—Your mother-in-law—Mrs. Ashleigh.




    TOM—(sarcastically) Oh!




    LEONORA—She told me I could call her that. She's a dear. Where is she, I wonder?




    TOM—(grumpily) I don't know.




    LEONORA—Probably chaperoning those two. (TOM winces. She comes back to the table and commences to roll a cigarette.) How bored they must be with each other! It's too dark for Gab to read his poems, and without the sound of his own voice to spur him on, he's a stick. (She fixes the cigarette in her holder and lights it.) I'll bet they're holding hands and saying: "Ain't nature grand!"




    TOM—Damn! (He gets up and strides up and down the room.)




    LEONORA—(sitting on the edge of the table and smoking—calmly) You're not jealous of Gab, are you?




    TOM—(trying to appear scornful) Jealous? Do you think I'm crazy?




    LEONORA—I don't know. You would be if you were. I assure you Gab's entirely harmless. He's in love with himself and there's not a rival in sight. (looking at him keenly) Do sit down! (He does so.) There's something wrong with you. What is it? Tell me. (doubtfully) You're not falling in love with me, are you?




    TOM—(decidedly) I am not.




    LEONORA—You needn't be so unflatteringly emphatic about it. But it's just as well. You have a certain physical appeal, as I've often said, but I've given up sex for good. I've been through it all, and there's nothing in it for anyone who wants to accomplish something real.




    TOM—(forced to smile) I'll take your word for it, Miss. Barnes.




    LEONORA—The next time you call me that I hope you choke. What's the matter with Leo? Of course, it isn't my real name. I'll bet you can't guess the horrible title my silly parents wished on me.




    TOM—What was it?




    LEONORA—Pearl! Imagine, Pearl! I simply couldn't put up with Pearl. We once had a colored cook who was called Leonora—she was named after a race horse, she said—and I liked the sound and swiped it. So Leonora I've been ever since. (She sees that TOM is staring grumpily before him and not paying any attention to her.) What ho! (TOM comes to with a start.) There is something wrong. Don't you feel well?




    TOM—Oh, it's nothing.




    LEONORA—Is it business worries, then?




    TOM—(grasping eagerly at this excuse) Yes—sort of.




    LEONORA—(interestedly) You haven't been dabbling in Wall street and robbing the till, have you? (clapping her hands) I say! That would give me a moment—seeing a movie crook in real life.




    TOM—(dryly) I'm sorry, but I'll have to disappoint you.




    LEONORA—(putting out her cigarette) I suppose it's the price of paper or some other dull thing that's bothering you. (She jumps to the floor and stretches, yawning.) This is a bore! (LUCY, MRS. ASHLEIGH and GABRIEL enter from the french windows in the rear.) Hello, hello, hello! Here you are at last. (LUCY looks at her coldly, MRS. ASHLEIGH smiles, while GABRIEL appears furious at finding LEONORA and TOM together.)




    TOM—(getting up from his chair, and adopting a pose of smiling joviality) Hello! We didn't expect you back from your walk so soon. (LUCY and GABRIEL sit down on right. MRS. ASHLEIGH takes the chair in the middle. LEONORA hops to the edge of the table again.)




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—It was becoming chilly outside so we thought we'd better come back. (There is an uncomfortable silence following this. Each one appears to be trying desperately to find something to say.)




    LEONORA—(bursting out impulsively) I say! This is a bore! You're all as glum as a tree full of owls. Let's do something, anything!




    TOM—(forcing a smile) I'm game. What do you suggest?




    LEONORA—Lets all motor down and take in some theatre.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—That's a good idea, Leo. What do you think, Lucy?




    LUCY—(with a wan smile) I don't care, Mother.




    LEONORA—Isn't there some perfectly shocking burlesque we can see? (clapping her hands) That would be a lark!




    GABRIEL—What silly nonsense!




    LEONORA—(airily) Speak when you're spoken to, Gab, my dear. (to TOM) Isn't there one?




    TOM—(with a smile) I'm hardly posted on that subject.




    LUCY—(coldly) Of course, Leo is only joking. She knows Mother wouldn't go.




    LEONORA—I'll bet she would. She's more of a sport than any of us. Now I ask you, wouldn't you, Mother? (LUCY shows her indignation at this familiarity and turns to GABRIEL who is biting his lips and glowering at LEONORA.)




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(gently) It's so long since I've been to one, my dear, I'm afraid I'm not young enough to enjoy them any more. (LUCY looks at her mother in shocked surprise.) However I suggest that we eliminate all serious plays for tonight. I'd like something cheerful—something with jokes and music—say, a good musical comedy.




    GABRIEL—You won't find that, Mrs. Ashleigh, in a country where vulgarity is mistaken for humour.




    TOM—(sarcastically) They do it differently in Jersey City, eh, Gabriel?




    LEONORA—Don't mind Gab. He's only posing. He went with me to see "Oh, You Cutey!" last winter—the press agent gave us passes, you know—and nearly went into hysterics laughing. And then the papers came out next day and called it the most vulgar exhibition that had ever disgraced a New York theatre.




    GABRIEL—(jumping from his chair—furiously) I was not myself that night—and you know it!




    LEONORA—You were squiffy, you mean? All the rest of the audience knew that, too. But that's no excuse. In vino veritas, you know, and all the rest of it.




    TOM—(who has been glancing over the paper) This looks good—the new show at the Casino. (getting up) I'll phone for the tickets and order the car.




    GABRIEL—I'm afraid—Thank you just the same, Drayton, but—the fact is I've just remembered an engagement—




    LEONORA—Liar!




    GABRIEL—(raging) Will you hold your tongue, you little—(He controls himself by a violent effort. LEONORA laughs and makes a face at him.)




    TOM—(perfunctorily) Sorry you can't come. That'll make it four. (He starts for the door.)




    LUCY—(languidly) I don't think I care much for that type of amusement either.




    LEONORA—Oh I say, here's our party breaking up already.




    TOM—(frowning) Then you won't come?




    LUCY—(coldly) I think not.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(coaxingly) Do come, dear! I'm sure you'll enjoy a little foolishness for a change.




    LUCY—(wearily) No, I've a headache, Mother. I think I'll stay home.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Then perhaps we'd all better stay.




    LUCY—No. You three go. (looking at TOM defiantly) I'm sure Gabriel will keep me company, part of the time at least—(she turns to GABRIEL, questioningly) if his engagement—?




    GABRIEL—(looking at LEONORA with malicious satisfaction) Oh, that was nothing of any importance. I can phone. I'll be delighted to remain, Mrs. Drayton.




    LEONORA—(breezily) Then that's settled. (She flits up to TOM who is standing uncertainly, glaring at GABRIEL, and gives him a push.) Hurry on now, and phone. They may be sold out.




    TOM—(gloomily) That'll be three. (He goes out left.)




    LEONORA—I do hope there'll be acrobats in it! I adore acrobats! They're so decorative in their tights and spangles. I'd just love to paint them.




    GABRIEL—(sneeringly) I'm sure the acrobats would recognize you as a fellow-craftsman if they ever saw your work.




    LEONORA—I could say something of your trapeze stunts in free verse but I won't. You can't pick a fight with me tonight, Gab. I ate too much dinner.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(hastily—as GABRIEL is framing some biting retort) When does it start, I wonder? Look in the paper, Leonora, will you? (LEONORA picks up the paper and commences glancing through it.)




    LUCY—(boredly) You won't miss anything if you're late, Mother. Those productions were concocted with an eye for the comfort of the Tired Business Man.




    GABRIEL—Exactly!




    LEONORA—Well, we'll have one with us—Tom; so he ought to enjoy it. (She turns over the paper angrily.) I never could find anything in the beastly papers. (TOM enters from the left.)




    TOM—They had nothing left but a stage box. I told them to save that for us.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—A box! Good heavens, look at me. I can't go in a box.




    LEONORA—Why? You're all right.




    TOM—Why yes, Mother.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(giving TOM a significant look in the direction of LUCY and GABRIEL) No, really, I couldn't go looking like this. Besides, I've been thinking while you were gone that perhaps, after all, I better not go.




    LEONORA—Oh, do come along.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—I'm sure Mr. Ashleigh will expect me home early after my staying out here for the past two nights. So I really don't think I'd better go. You take Leo, Tom, and send the car back for me.




    TOM—(reluctantly) All right, Mother, if you think it's best. (LUCY and GABRIEL show very evident disapproval of this plan.)




    GABRIEL—Why not call it all off for tonight?




    LEONORA—Well, I guess not! I must have my acrobats tonight or die. (She looks ruefully at her smock.) But what am I going to wear, I ask you? If I go this way they'll think I'm one of the performers.




    TOM—(boldly) Lucy can let you have something, I'm sure.




    LUCY—(starting to her feet—her eyes blazing) I—I'd be glad to, but you seem to forget Leo is much smaller than me.




    LEONORA—(delighted) Oh, I can fix that all right. I've worn too many hired costumes to masquerades not to know how to make things look a fit. With a few pins—You can let your maid help me. I'll be ready in no time. I can wear your fur coat till we get in the box and then sit in back. Noone'll know the difference. Lucy, you're a dear!




    TOM—(looking at his watch) We'll have to hurry. The car'll be here at quarter of.




    LEONORA—Don't worry, ole love. I'll be in my soup and fish as soon as you will. Show me what I can wear, Lucy. I promise not to tear it.




    LUCY—(her voice trembling a little) Very well—if you don't mind. (She walks toward doorway on left, biting her lips.)




    LEONORA—Mind? I think it's no end of a lark. You must come up too, Mother, and help tuck me in. Will you?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(with an uneasy glance at LUCY—uncertainly) Of course, my dear. (They all go out left leaving GABRIEL alone.)




    GABRIEL—(sitting for a moment in silent rage) Of all the damned cheek! (He gets up and strides furiously up and down the room, running his hands through his hair. Suddenly he utters a loud "damn" and picks a book from the table as if he were going to hurl it at someone. He still has the book held high in the air when LUCY returns. He puts it back on the table sheepishly.)




    LUCY—(her face still flushed with anger—irritably) What in the world are you doing with that book?




    GABRIEL—(following her and sitting down on a chair close to the lounge on which she throws herself) Er—to tell you the truth I was about to give way to a stupid fit of rage.




    LUCY—(coldly) About what?




    GABRIEL—Why the way Leo jumped at wearing your gown. It was so nervy of her, so ill-mannered, so—




    LUCY—I'm sure she's perfectly welcome to it if she thinks she can make it fit.




    GABRIEL—I was never so ashamed of anything in my life.




    LUCY—I wouldn't take it so seriously if I were you.




    GABRIEL—Leo is too preposterous at times.




    LUCY—(irritably) Please! Let's drop the subject.




    GABRIEL—(with an ill grace) I beg your pardon. (There is an uncomfortable silence. LUCY stares straight in front of her, now and then casting a side glance of irritation at GABRIEL who is fidgeting nervously in his chair, and biting his nails fiercely.)




    LUCY—(endeavoring to make talk) Do you know anything good for a headache?




    GABRIEL—Why—bromo-seltzer, isn't it?




    LUCY—It never brought me any relief.




    GABRIEL—It's supposed to be good.




    LUCY—It isn't. (The talk abruptly ceases.)




    GABRIEL—(after an unpleasant pause—desperately) Is it very bad?




    LUCY—What?




    GABRIEL—Your toothache.




    LUCY—(icily) My toothache? I haven't—




    GABRIEL—(hastily) I mean your headache.




    LUCY—Splitting.




    GABRIEL—(perfunctorily) I'm so sorry. Isn't there anything I can do?




    LUCY—No, thank you, I think not. (Another long silence. GABRIEL becomes more nervous than ever. He is evidently restraining an outburst of rage only by a mighty effort. LUCY's lips are compressed and she glares at him angrily.)




    GABRIEL—(in an exasperated tone) How shall we spend the evening? Can't we—? (He can find nothing to suggest.)




    LUCY—Yes?




    GABRIEL—What do you say to a walk?




    LUCY—We've just come from one; and besides, it's too chilly.




    GABRIEL—(jumping up from his chair) There must be something we can do. We can't sit here all night like a couple of—(he hesitates, then blurts it out) of mummies. It's ridiculous!




    LUCY—(her eyebrows raised) If you would rather go home—




    GABRIEL—(quickly takes her hand in both of his, much against her will) You know I didn't mean that, Lucy. I'm terribly out of key. Don't be cruel to me. I only want—I love you so much I can't bear to have anyone—Forgive me, Lucy! (He raises her hand and kisses it.)




    LUCY—(snatching her hand away—pettishly) Don't be silly!




    GABRIEL—(in accents of wounded pride) Silly!




    LUCY—Someone is liable to come in any moment.




    GABRIEL—(relieved) Oh! Yes, of course, you're right. I'm too impulsive. I forget—these infernally stupid conditions. (LUCY tries to wither him with a look but he does not see it. He sits down again and leans his chin on his hands and stares soulfully into space. LUCY taps her foot nervously on the floor. There is a long pause.)




    GABRIEL—(suddenly) What are they doing all this time?




    LUCY—(coldly) They haven't been gone five minutes.




    GABRIEL—(rudely) It seems five years. (LUCY stiffens at this remark.) You wouldn't care to have me read to you, would you? (He reaches into his pocket with a complacent smile and takes out some manuscript.) I've a couple of new poems here I'm sure you haven't heard. I think they're some of the best things I've done—and it was your inspiration which gave birth to them all. Shall I read them?




    LUCY—(harshly) No, please, not now! (GABRIEL is dumbfounded. LUCY attempts a feeble smile.) I've such a headache I'm afraid I couldn't appreciate them tonight.




    GABRIEL—(crestfallen—stuffs the poems back in his pocket—in hurt tones) I'm afraid my poems are commencing to bore you. (He waits for LUCY to deny this, but as she does not, he continues huffily) In fact, I'm quite sure they bore you.




    LUCY—(with weary vexation) Please don't misunderstand me. I meant nothing of the kind.




    GABRIEL—But there was something in your voice which—(with hurt dignity) I promise I won't bore you with them in the future.




    LUCY—(coldly) One doesn't feel in the mood for poetry all the time. We can't all be poets.




    GABRIEL—(with a superior air) Decidedly not.




    LUCY—(meanly) And some of your poems are—well—rather difficult to understand.




    GABRIEL—(stung) One must possess a fine soul to really appreciate any true poetry.




    LUCY—(indignantly) By which you mean I haven't?




    GABRIEL—(fuming) I don't mean anything. I wasn't thinking of what I was saying. What difference does it make what I meant? My mind is on something else. What time is it, I wonder? They'll be late. What can be keeping them up there so long? (LUCY makes no reply but sighs wearily. GABRIEL walks up and down, frowning, muttering to himself, on the verge of an outburst.)




    LUCY—(a trace of contempt in her voice) You're in a fine temper tonight.




    GABRIEL—(roughly) And why shouldn't I be?




    LUCY—Why should you be?




    GABRIEL—(drawing a deep breath) Because—(bursting forth) I tell you I won't endure it any longer! (He bangs his fist on the table.)




    LUCY—(contemptuously) I don't know what you're talking about.




    GABRIEL—Oh yes, you do! You aren't blind. You can see what's in front of your eyes, can't you? (raging) I'll tell you what I mean. I mean this shameless affair between your husband and Leo which is going on openly right here, right in your own house. And if you don't put a stop to it, I will!




    LUCY—(freezingly) I refuse to discuss the matter with you.




    GABRIEL—(miserably) Please don't be angry with me, Lucy. Don't take that attitude. Why shouldn't we discuss it with each other? No one else cares. (flying off again) It's an insult to our intelligence—the way they flaunt it before us. It's—it's revolting! We've got to put a stop to it, that's all!




    LUCY—Speak for yourself (her voice trembling) For my part, Tom is free to do as he chooses.




    GABRIEL—Ha! Just you try and see how far you're free to do as you choose. You'll soon have your eyes opened.




    LUCY—You're mistaken. We are both equally free. We signed a mutual agreement to that effect the night before we were married.




    GABRIEL—(scornfully) Pooh! A lot of attention he'd pay to that if you ever dared go as far as he has.




    LUCY—(growing pale) I don't understand you.




    GABRIEL—You mean you won't understand me. It seems you prefer to be blind.




    LUCY—(indignantly) I see a purely harmless flirtation, if that's what you're driving at.




    GABRIEL—(with a sneer) Purely harmless? Flirtation? Well, you are a little innocent—if this isn't a pose of yours.




    LUCY—It isn't a pose! It's what I believe in spite of all your nasty insinuations. (her eyes filling) I know Tom would tell me if—(She catches herself in time to choke back a sob.)




    GABRIEL—(vehemently) It's a shame, a beastly shame, for him to treat you this way. And Leo—she's a little fool. But you must face the truth. It's decidedly serious, this affair of theirs, when you come to know the facts.




    LUCY—(stubbornly) You must be mad. You've no proof of what you're saying.




    GABRIEL—(cunningly) Haven't I? How do you know? You've heard Leo rave about him as her cursed Great Blond Beast, haven't you? Have you read Nietzsche? Do you think Leo has any moral scruples about anything? Well, I don't. And where have they gone on all these motor trips?




    LUCY—They always told us where they went.




    GABRIEL—And do you think they told us the truth? Well, I am hardly as naive as that.




    LUCY—Do you mean they lied? Why do you say such a thing?




    GABRIEL—I know—and that's enough. And how about all those teas alone together at the studio? Do you think—Oh, but what's the use? If you won't see—




    LUCY—(hysterically) It's a lie! I won't listen to you!




    GABRIEL—(becoming more and more excited) It's the truth! And you've got to realize it. Things can't go on in this way. I won't stand for it. It's too humiliating!




    LUCY—(trying to calm herself) You won't stand for it. How about me?




    GABRIEL—It's a thousand times easier for you. If he goes away you can always get a million more just like him; while I—I can't live with any woman but Leo. She's the only one who understands me, who can protect me from the others—and from myself. I tell you she's necessary to me and I won't give her up to any Philistine like him.




    LUCY—(scornfully) So this is your free comradship! Hasn't she a right to her own soul?




    GABRIEL—No! She's a fool!




    LUCY—And if she loves someone else?




    GABRIEL—She doesn't. She only thinks she does. She's a fool, I tell you! (after a pause) You must break up this shameless intrigue.




    LUCY—I must?




    GABRIEL—Yes, you must. Tell him I won't permit it. Tell him he mustn't see Leo any more.




    LUCY—This is absurd. Can you possibly think I'd degrade my pride to that extent?




    GABRIEL—(imploringly) But you must save me! I implore you, Lucy—for my sake! I'd be lost without her, the fool! I couldn't even find my toothbrush. I wouldn't even know when to get up. Besides, it's nothing to you but your hurt pride because he's your husband. You don't really care anything about him.




    LUCY—(her eyes flashing) How dare you say that!




    GABRIEL—(staring at her in amazement) But—you love me, don't you?




    LUCY—(with supreme contempt) Love you? Do you think I've lost my mind, you stupid little egotist?




    GABRIEL—(stands stunned for a moment) But—your actions—the things you've said—the things you've let me believe—




    LUCY—It was you who said you loved me.




    GABRIEL—But I say that to every woman. They know I'm a poet and they expect it.




    LUCY—And does your conceit make you think I took you seriously—had fallen in love with you? Oh, this is too disgusting!




    GABRIEL—Think of the confessions you made about your unhappy home life. You can't deny them. (LUCY covers her face with her hands.) What was I to believe, in heaven's name? (She doesn't answer or look up at him.) But you'll persuade him not to run away with Leo, won't you? All the more reason to do so if you love him and don't want to lose him. They're liable to fly off tonight, I tell you. You have no idea what a fool Leo is.




    LUCY—(angrily) Why don't you speak to her?




    GABRIEL—She's such a fool! She wouldn't listen to me. You're the only hope I've got.




    LUCY—(furiously) And you ask me—to do this!




    GABRIEL—You must! There's no other way.




    LUCY—(choking back her tears of rage) And you can dare to continue to insult me by suggesting such a thing?




    GABRIEL—(horrified) Then you won't?




    LUCY—(tearfully) No! No! Let him go if he wants to. After what you've told me I never want to see him again. And Leo has a right to go. She isn't married to you.




    GABRIEL—(frenziedly) Did she tell you that? It's a lie! It's cowardly of her to deny it.




    LUCY—(looking at him in amazement) You mean to say you are married?




    GABRIEL—Of course we are! We've been married for two years. (LUCY suddenly commences to laugh hysterically. GABRIEL is irritated.) What are you laughing at? It's the truth.




    LUCY—(wildly) Nothing! Nothing! (She continues to laugh.)




    GABRIEL—The only reason we concealed it was because we were taking a studio in Greenwich Village together when we moved to New York and we were afraid they'd consider us provincial down there if they knew. (angrily) Why, in God's name, do you laugh like that?




    LUCY—(hysterically—between laughter and tears) Go! Go away! I can't bear the sight of you. Please go! I want to be alone. (She makes a motion as if she were pushing him out of the room.)




    GABRIEL—(stands looking down at her for a moment—angrily) Well—Oh, I'll go crazy if you don't stop that racket! I must get out of this rabbit hutch. (dramatically) I must go out under the stars—to think! I must have clean air to breathe! (He rushes out of the french windows in the rear to the garden. LUCY stops laughing and hides her face in her hands and sobs violently. After a moment MRS. ASHLEIGH enters from the hallway. She comes quickly over to LUCY with an anxious expression.)




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(putting her hand on LUCY's shoulder) Lucy! Lucy! What's the matter? (LUCY doesn't answer but sobs more violently than ever. MRS. ASHLEIGH sits down beside her on the lounge and puts her arm around her—soothingly.) There, there, dear. Have a good cry and get it over with. (LUCY gradually grows calmer and finally lifts her tear-stained face to her mother's. MRS. ASHLEIGH kisses her and smiles.) And now tell me the cause of this breakdown.




    LUCY—(rising from the lounge—a bit wildly) It's nothing, Mother. I'm tired and my nerves are worn out, I suppose. I haven't slept much the past week.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—You poor child!




    LUCY—And I've a splitting headache; and, oh, I'm so sick of everything and everybody—I wish I were dead—or away off someplace alone!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(rebukingly) Now, dear, you mustn't begin again in that foolish morbid strain.




    LUCY—(wildly) Leave me alone! I'll be what I want to be in spite of all of you!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Lucy!




    LUCY—Oh, I didn't mean that, Mother. I don't know what I'm saying or doing any more. Just let me alone.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—But what happened? Please tell me. Did Gabriel—




    LUCY—(irritably) No! No! What has he to do with me?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—It seems to me, my dear, he's had a lot too much to do with you during the last month.




    LUCY—Then all I can say is you must all have evil minds if you're so suspicious of everything.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(indignantly) Why, Lucy! Do you realize what you're saying?




    LUCY—He's nothing to me, less than nothing. I don't care if he lives or dies. He was amusing, that was all.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(insinuatingly) Even his love-making, Lucy? Was that amusing?




    LUCY—He's a poet and he makes love to every woman. He told me so himself. I never took him seriously.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—There's one person who was made very unhappy by it—someone who loves you very much.




    LUCY—(skeptically) Who? You, Mother?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Indeed not. I gave you credit for too much good sense. Gabriel didn't bother me in the least.




    LUCY—(a trace of defiance in her tone) It couldn't have been anyone else.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(gently) I was speaking of—Tom.




    LUCY—(with a bitter laugh) Tom!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Why do you adopt that tone? Don't you believe me? Do you imagine it's been pleasant for him to see you always with that crack-brained piece of conceit?




    LUCY—(sarcastically) He's had plenty of consolation.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(with a smile) You mean little Leo? Don't be silly, child.




    LUCY—(indignantly) Silly! If you knew—




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(interrupting her—calmly) I do know all about it, and it's your own fault. What could you expect? When you and Gabriel were eternally mooning around together, did you think Leo and Tom would mope in separate corners until you were through amusing yourselves? Remember the contract you drew up yourself—equal liberty of action. You've no reason to complain, my dear. It serves you right.




    LUCY—(tensely) And you can taunt me with it in this manner?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Yes, I can. You deserve it.




    LUCY—This shameless, disgusting liaison!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(with smiling reproof) Those are strong words. I didn't think they were used any more outside of cheap melodrama.




    LUCY—There are no words vile enough to describe what I feel.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(a trifle impatiently) Come, Lucy! Don't overact your part of the abused wife. Vile? Shameless, disgusting liaison? What extravagant terms to apply to an amusing flirtation.




    LUCY—(scornfully) Flirtation? Then you don't know, after all. (bitterly) Or are you just trying to hide it from me? It seems as if there weren't a word of truth left in the world.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(hurt) Lucy! Is that the way you speak to your mother? (LUCY does not answer and her face remains hard. MRS. ASHLEIGH, plainly worried now, speaks with an attempt at calmness.) Let's get to the bottom of this. I don't understand you. What is it I don't know?




    LUCY—(fiercely) You don't seem to know—or you couldn't taunt me with it—that Leo is now Tom's mistress!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(shocked and stunned, stares at the distracted LUCY in amazement for a moment) Oh!




    LUCY—Now you know! Now tell me it's my fault—that it serves me right—that I brought it on myself!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Lucy! What a wicked lie! I'm ashamed of you!




    LUCY—(with a hard laugh) Of course, I knew you wouldn't believe it. You think everyone's so nice and proper. People don't do such things in your world. (She laughs mockingly.)




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Lucy, has your mind become so distorted that you can believe an infamous falsehood like that?




    LUCY—I believe what I've seen, what I've suspected, what I now know to be the truth. Do you think I'm blind, that everyone else is blind? Where did they go on all their motor trips? Do you think I can put any trust in the foolish tales they told us?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(severely) Stop, Lucy! I refuse to listen to you when you accuse Tom of deliberately lying to you, of deceiving you in the basest manner.




    LUCY—(wildly) Of course he's a liar! They're all liars. Everyone lies! What about their teas together all alone in the studio? And the times they were supposed to be at exhibitions of paintings, which I know he hates? And the night he said he had to stay in town? Do you—does he think I'm a fool?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Are you out of your mind? Do you realize what you're saying?




    LUCY—(frantically) Her Great Blond Beast! Well, she can have him! (She shudders.) You must give him a message from me. I loathe him too much to speak to him.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Lucy!




    LUCY—Tell him I'll leave this house tomorrow—and I never want to see him again.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(resolving to be diplomatic—suppressing her grief and anxiety) I will if you'll stop talking wildly and listen to me for a moment. (LUCY looks at her mother with stubborn defiance.) Come, Lucy, please sit down. You're trembling all over. I'm afraid you'll be ill. Sit down and rest for a while and try to calm yourself (LUCY reluctantly sits down on the lounge beside her mother.) What a state you've worked yourself into! And all for nothing. There. Sit still and listen to me.




    LUCY—(stubbornly) I warn you in advance, Mother, that nothing you can say will make me change the resolve I've taken.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(gently) You may do whatever you think is best, dear. You can come home tomorrow and stay with your father and me for a while if you like. The change may do you good.




    LUCY—(harshly) Come home? And be driven insane by father's eternal nagging and questioning? And even you—(she chokes back her tears) are against me.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(tenderly) You know that isn't so, dear.




    LUCY—I won't go home. I don't need any help or sympathy. I'll go out alone and live my own life as I choose.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—As you like, dear. No one is objecting to that. And now listen and I'll explain all this misunderstanding away. (coaxingly) Will you believe your mother when she swears to you that this apparent affair between Leo and Tom was all a secret plot of ours—Tom's and mine—to make you jealous, to rid you of the nasty influence of that detestable Gabriel person? (But LUCY has gone too far to believe anything but her own suspicions. She stares at her mother with wild-eyed scorn.)




    LUCY—Stop, Mother! I can't bear it! Do you expect me to believe that silly cock-and-bull story—that you and Tom suspected me of something terrible and deliberately planned to do your best to make me unhappy and miserable? Do you think I'm a child to be put off with a silly tale like that?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—But, my dear, you haven't heard—




    LUCY—(weeping hysterically and clapping her hands over her ears) I don't want to hear any more! Let me alone!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(seeing the futility of argument) All right, dear. I won't mention the matter again. (LUCY gradually grows calmer.) And now don't you think you'd better go upstairs and go to bed? You'll be sick tomorrow if you don't.




    LUCY—(hoarsely) Upstairs? With her? I'd die first!




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(indicating the room on right) Then go in there and lie down on the couch. The darkness will rest your eyes. (TOM enters from the hallway. He is in evening clothes but his tie has not yet been tied. LUCY gets up abruptly and, without looking at him, walks into the next room pulling the portieres shut behind her. TOM looks after her gloomily.)




    TOM—(savagely) Did you see that? She never even looked at me.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—You mustn't mind her tonight, Tom. She's dreadfully upset.




    TOM—It isn't only tonight. It's every night. (throwing himself into a chair) And I'm sick of it.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—SSShh! She might hear you.




    TOM—(grumpily) I don't care if she does. It's about time she knew the way I feel about some things.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Why, Tom!




    TOM—(morosely) I'm tired of being treated like a dog. And that fine plan of yours seems to be messing things up worse than ever. This Leo is getting on my nerves. She's too—too exuberant. I'm not in love with the idea of this theatre party. I've a good notion to chuck it.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(thoughtfully) Perhaps you'd better.




    TOM—(defiantly) No, I'll be darned if I will. Lucy'd only think I wanted to spy on her and that little doggie of hers.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(with a sigh of comic despair) I see I've two big children who need spanking instead of one.




    TOM—It's nothing to laugh at. (getting up from his chair) I've half a mind to go in and have it out with her right now.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(grasping his arm) No, Tom. Please don't—now.




    TOM—(stubbornly) Why not?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Because she's in a dreadful state of nerves. She'd only become hysterical if you started to quarrel with her. Wait until you come back. I'll see to it she gets rested up before then, and willing to listen to reason.




    TOM—(with real anxiety) She isn't really ill, is she?




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—No—(in almost a whisper) Someone's been telling her some nasty tales and—




    TOM—About me? (MRS. ASHLEIGH nods and puts her finger to her lips. TOM clenches his fists.) I'll bet it was that—




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(hurriedly interrupting him) No, no. I'll explain it all to you later. Not here. I can't now. She might hear me. (aloud) Do you want me to tie that tie for you, you big baby, you?




    TOM—(ruefully) I can tie it all right but I left it for Lucy—she usually—I thought I'd have an excuse—




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(with a smile) Poor boy. (LEONORA comes tripping in from the hallway. She is dressed in a white evening gown of LUCY's which shows every evidence of having been shortened, tightened, and otherwise made over with the aid of pins and basting thread. However LEONORA has an air which carries it off. She is bubbling over with delight at the strangeness of her make-up.)




    LEONORA—Now I ask you, amn't I the ultimate gasp! My dear, if I dare to heave a sigh I'll be in the nude. That will give the audience a moment. (to TOM) You don't mind, do you?




    TOM—(sullenly) You can go the limit as far as I'm concerned.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—You look quite bewitching in that dress, doesn't she, Tom? (The portieres on the right are parted a trifle and LUCY's pale face is seen for a moment and hurriedly withdrawn.) White is your color.




    LEONORA—(making a mocking grimace) Blessed are the pure—whatever it is they inherit. (seeing TOM's tie) I thought you were all ready. I say, look at your tie. You can't go with me like that. Here. Let me fix it. Bend down, my Beast—or page me a stepladder. (She ties the tie for him and slaps his face roguishly.) There. Now aren't we beautiful?




    TOM—(looking at his watch—sulkily), You've got three minutes to put on the rest of your armor if there's anything missing.




    LEONORA—I'm all ready, I think, excepting my coat. (suddenly feeling her face with her hands) Oh, I've forgotten my beauty spots. I must have beauty spots! They'll help cover my nakedness. (She lifts up her skirts and skips out of the room, shouting back over her shoulder) I'll be right down.




    TOM—(suddenly beginning to feel in his pockets) Dammit, here I am starting out without a cent in my pockets—a nice pickle we'd have been in. (He starts for the doorway, left.)




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Just a minute. I'm going up to phone to Mr. Ashleigh. (in a low voice) And I've a few words to say to you before you go.




    TOM—All right, Mother.




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—Not here. (She casts a significant glance at the room on the right.) We'll turn these lights out so they won't disturb her. I hope she's asleep, poor dear. (She switches off the lights. The room is in darkness except for the light from the hallway. She and TOM go out, left, and can be heard conversing as they go up the stairs. The portieres on the right are carefully parted and LUCY enters. She stops and stands motionless for a moment or so in an attitude of strained attention, listening for some sound from the hallway. Hearing nothing, she goes to the table and throws herself into a chair beside it. She rests her head on her outstretched arms and sobs softly. Making an effort to control herself, she drys her eyes hastily with her handkerchief, gets up, and walks nervously from the table to the windows in rear and back again.




    (She stands by the table for a minute staring straight before her, her expression betraying the somber thoughts which are passing through her brain. Then, with a quick movement of decision, she pulls out a drawer in the table and slowly takes a revolver from it. She looks at it with frightened eyes and puts it down on the table with a convulsive shudder.




    (There is the sound of a motor from the roadway outside. LUCY gives a nervous start and looks quickly around the room as if searching for a hiding place. She finally hurries back into the room on the right, pulling the portieres together behind her. The noise of the motor grows steadily louder. At last the machine stops in front of the main entrance to the house, and only the soft purr of the engine is heard. The glare from the headlamps pierces the darkness beyond the french windows.




    (Someone is heard walking along the hallway to the front door. The outer door is heard opening. There is the brief murmur of the voices of the chauffer and the maid. Then the door is dosed again. TOM's voice is heard calling from the top of the stairs: "Is that the car?" The maid's voice answers: "Yes, sir", and she is heard returning to the back of the house.




    (TOM and LEONORA are heard conversing as they come down the stairs in the hall. LEONORA's infectious laughter rings out. TOM appears in evening dress in the doorway left, and looks toward the door on the right. He calls softly: "Lucy"; then takes a step forward into the room. LEONORA calls to him from the hall: "We'll be late." TOM makes a movement of impatience and raises his voice: "Lucy!")




    LEONORA—(from the hallway) She's probably out in the garden mooning with Gab. Come on.




    (TOM allows a muttered "damn" to escape him, and walks back into the hall.




    (The outer door is again opened and shut. LUCY comes out from behind the portieres and goes quickly to the table. The sound of the limousine door being slammed is heard. A wild look of determination comes into LUCY's face and she snatches the revolver from the table. The noise of the motor increases in volume. The curtain starts to fall. The car outside starts. Closing her eyes tightly, LUCY lifts the revolver to her temple. The curtain hides her from view. As it touches the stage there is the sound of a shot.) 
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    After an interval of three minutes during which the theatre remains darkened, the curtain is again raised.




    The second that the curtain starts to rise the shot is again heard. As the curtain goes up LUCY is discovered standing in an attitude of abject terror, the revolver still clutched in her trembling hand. Suddenly it drops from her nerveless grasp and she crumples up and falls to the floor. She lies there motionless.




    The outside door is opened and shut and TOM comes into the room from the hallway followed by LEONORA. He switches on the lights. Both of them utter exclamations of terror as they see the prostrate form of LUCY almost at their feet.




    TOM—Good God!




    LEONORA—Heavens! She must have fainted. (She sinks to her knees beside LUCY and starts rubbing one of her wrists. GABRIEL appears outside the french windows. He takes one look at the scene inside and then hurries into the room.)




    TOM—(He is looking at the revolver with an expression of dazed stupefaction.) No. (He picks the revolver from the, floor.) Look! (MRS. ASHLEIGH enters from the left.)




    MRS. ASHLEIGH—(rushing over to her daughter) Lucy! (She leans down and puts her hand over LUCY's heart.)




    TOM—(dazedly) She shot herself!




    GABRIEL—Shot herself! (He stands petrified.)




    LEONORA—(in matter-of-fact tones) Well, if she did she must have missed. She has no wound anywhere. (peremptorily) You, Gab, don't stand there like an idiot. Get some water. (GABRIEL hurries out.)




    TOM—(opens up the revolver and stares at it stupidly—a sheepish relieved grin spreads slowly over his face. He chuckles.) Hmm!




    LEONORA—(looking up at him) Well?




    TOM—I forgot—it's never been loaded. (GABRIEL comes back with a glass of water. LEO dips her handkerchief in it and dabs it on LUCY's face. LUCY gasps and opens her eyes; then struggles hastily to her feet. She backs away from TOM to the right of room. GABRIEL follows her.)




    GABRIEL—(hurriedly—in a low voice) You weren't going to do—that—on account of what I said this evening—about them, were you? (LUCY nods slowly. GABRIEL goes on earnestly.) Don't be a fool and take me seriously. No one ever does, you know. Not a word of truth in what I said. Perfectly harmless. Just my infernal jealous imagination. Believe that! (He comes back beside LEO.)




    TOM—(receiving a nudge from MRS. ASHLEIGH, goes to LUCY—pleadingly) Lucy. (She throws herself into his arms and sobs softly. He pats her shoulder and soothes her.) There! There! It's all over, little sweetheart.




    LEONORA—(throwing her arms around GABRIEL) Kiss me, Gab. It's being done just now.




    GABRIEL—(very dignified) You are a fool! (But he kisses her.)




    LUCY—(suddenly breaking away from TOM—in tones of frightened wonder) But the shot—the shot!




    ALL—(puzzled) Shot? What shot? (The chauffer comes into the room carrying a removable wheel with a flat tire.)




    THE CHAUFFER—Pardon, sir. (They all turn and look at him.) It isn't bad, sir. (He points to the tire.) See, sir. Fix up as good as new. (There is a roar of laughter as the realization of what the shot really was comes to them. The chauffer looks from one to the other of them with open mouth, as if he thought they were crazy.)




    LEONORA—(turning to LUCY and pointing dramatically to the tire) General Gabler's pistol! Fancy that, Hedda!




  (The Curtain Falls)
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  A section of country highway. The road runs diagonally from the left, forward, to the right, rear, and can be seen in the distance winding toward the horizon like a pale ribbon between the low, rolling hills with their freshly plowed fields clearly divided from each other, checkerboard fashion, by the lines of stone walls and rough snake fences.




  The forward triangle cut off by the road is a section of a field from the dark earth of which myriad bright-green blades of fall-sown rye are sprouting. A straggling line of piled rocks, too low to be called a wall, separates this field from the road.




  To the rear of the road is a ditch with a sloping, grassy bank on the far side. From the center of this an old, gnarled apple tree, just budding into leaf, strains its twisted branches heavenwards, black against the pallor of distance. A snake-fence sidles from left to right along the top of the bank, passing beneath the apple tree.




  The hushed twilight of a day in May is just beginning. The horizon hills are still rimmed by a faint line of flame, and the sky above them glows with the crimson flush of the sunset. This fades gradually as the action of the scene progresses.




  At the rise of the curtain, ROBERT MAYO is discovered sitting on the fence. He is a tall, slender young man of twenty-three. There is a touch of the poet about him expressed in his high forehead and wide, dark eyes. His features are delicate and refined, leaning to weakness in the mouth and chin. He is dressed in gray corduroy trousers pushed into high laced boots, and a blue flannel shirt with a bright colored tie. He is reading a book by the fading sunset light. He shuts this, keeping a finger in to mark the place, and turns his head toward the horizon, gazing out over the fields and hills. His lips move as if he were reciting something to himself.




  His brother ANDREW comes along the road from the right, returning from his work in the fields. He is twenty-seven years old, an opposite type to ROBERT—husky, sun-bronzed, handsome in a large-featured, manly fashion—a son of the soil, intelligent in a shrewd way, but with nothing of the intellectual about him. He wears overalls, leather boots, a gray flannel shirt open at the neck, and a soft, mud-stained hat pushed back on his head. He stops to talk to ROBERT, leaning on the hoe he carries.




  ANDREW. (seeing ROBERT has not noticed his presence—in a loud shout) Hey there! (ROBERT turns with a start. Seeing who it is, he smiles) Gosh, you do take the prize for daydreaming! And I see you’ve toted one of the old books along with you. (He crosses the ditch and sits on the fence near his brother) What is it this time—poetry, I’ll bet. (He reaches for the book) Let me see.




  ROBERT. (handing it to him rather reluctantly) Look out you don’t get it full of dirt.




  ANDREW. (glancing at his hands) That isn’t dirt—it’s good clean earth. (He turns over the pages. His eyes read something and he gives an exclamation of disgust) Hump! (With a provoking grin at his brother he reads aloud in a doleful, sing-song voice) “I have loved wind and light and the bright sea. But holy and most sacred night, not as I love and have loved thee.” (He hands the book back) Here! Take it and bury it. I suppose it’s that year in college gave you a liking for that kind of stuff. I’m darn glad I stopped at High School, or maybe I’d been crazy too. (He grins and slaps ROBERT on the back affectionately) Imagine me reading poetry and plowing at the same time! The team’d run away, I’ll bet.




  ROBERT. (laughing) Or picture me plowing.




  ANDREW. You should have gone back to college last fall, like I know you wanted to. You’re fitted for that sort of thing—just as I ain’t.




  ROBERT. You know why I didn’t go back, Andy. Pa didn’t like the idea, even if he didn’t say so; and I know he wanted the money to use improving the farm. And besides, I’m not keen on being a student, just because you see me reading books all the time. What I want to do now is keep on moving so that I won’t take root in any one place.




  ANDREW. Well, the trip you’re leaving on tomorrow will keep you moving all right. (At this mention of the trip they both fall silent. There is a pause. Finally ANDREW goes on, awkwardly, attempting to speak casually) Uncle says you’ll be gone three years.




  ROBERT. About that, he figures.




  ANDREW. (moodily) That’s a long time.




  ROBERT. Not so long when you come to consider it. You know the Sunda sails around the Horn for Yokohama first, and that’s a long voyage on a sailing ship; and if we go to any of the other places Uncle Dick mentions—India, or Australia, or South Africa, or South America—they’ll be long voyages, too.




  ANDREW. You can have all those foreign parts for all of me. (After a pause) Ma’s going to miss you a lot, Rob.




  ROBERT. Yes—and I’ll miss her.




  ANDREW. And Pa ain’t feeling none too happy to have you go—though he’s been trying not to show it.




  ROBERT. I can see how he feels.




  ANDREW. And you can bet that I’m not giving any cheers about it. (He puts one hand on the fence near ROBERT).




  ROBERT. (putting one hand on top of ANDREW’S with a gesture almost of shyness) I know that, too, Andy.




  ANDREW. I’ll miss you as much as anybody, I guess. You see, you and I ain’t like most brothers—always fighting and separated a lot of the time, while we’ve always been together—just the two of us. It’s different with us. That’s why it hits so hard, I guess.




  ROBERT. (with feeling) It’s just as hard for me, Andy—believe that! I hate to leave you and the old folks—but—I feel I’ve got to. There’s something calling me—— (He points to the horizon) Oh, I can’t just explain it to you, Andy.




  ANDREW. No need to, Rob. (Angry at himself) Hell! You want to go—that’s all there is to it; and I wouldn’t have you miss this chance for the world.




  ROBERT. It’s fine of you to feel that way, Andy.




  ANDREW. Huh! I’d be a nice son-of-a-gun if I didn’t, wouldn’t I? When I know how you need this sea trip to make a new man of you—in the body, I mean—and give you your full health back.




  ROBERT. (a trifle impatiently) All of you seem to keep harping on my health. You were so used to seeing me lying around the house in the old days that you never will get over the notion that I’m a chronic invalid. You don’t realize how I’ve bucked up in the past few years. If I had no other excuse for going on Uncle Dick’s ship but just my health, I’d stay right here and start in plowing.




  ANDREW. Can’t be done. Farming ain’t your nature. There’s all the difference shown in just the way us two feel about the farm. You—well, you like the home part of it, I expect; but as a place to work and grow things, you hate it. Ain’t that right?




  ROBERT. Yes, I suppose it is. For you it’s different. You’re a Mayo through and through. You’re wedded to the soil. You’re as much a product of it as an ear of corn is, or a tree. Father is the same. This farm is his life-work, and he’s happy in knowing that another Mayo, inspired by the same love, will take up the work where he leaves off. I can understand your attitude, and Pa’s; and I think it’s wonderful and sincere. But I—well, I’m not made that way.




  ANDREW. No, you ain’t; but when it comes to understanding, I guess I realize that you’ve got your own angle of looking at things.




  ROBERT. (musingly) I wonder if you do, really.




  ANDREW. (confidently) Sure I do. You’ve seen a bit of the world, enough to make the farm seem small, and you’ve got the itch to see it all.




  ROBERT. It’s more than that, Andy.




  ANDREW. Oh, of course. I know you’re going to learn navigation, and all about a ship, so’s you can be an officer. That’s natural, too. There’s fair pay in it, I expect, when you consider that you’ve always got a home and grub thrown in; and if you’re set on traveling, you can go anywhere you’re a mind to without paying fare.




  ROBERT. (with a smile that is half sad) It’s more than that, Andy.




  ANDREW. Sure it is. There’s always a chance of a good thing coming your way in some of those foreign ports or other. I’ve heard there are great opportunities for a young fellow with his eyes open in some of those new countries that are just being opened up. (Jovially) I’ll bet that’s what you’ve been turning over in your mind under all your quietness! (He slaps his brother on the back with a laugh) Well, if you get to be a millionaire all of a sudden, call ’round once in a while and I’ll pass the plate to you. We could use a lot of money right here on the farm without hurting it any.




  ROBERT. (forced to laugh) I’ve never considered that practical side of it for a minute, Andy.




  ANDREW. Well, you ought to.




  ROBERT. No, I oughtn’t. (Pointing to the horizon—dreamily) Supposing I was to tell you that it’s just Beauty that’s calling me, the beauty of the far off and unknown, the mystery and spell of the East which lures me in the books I’ve read, the need of the freedom of great wide spaces, the joy of wandering on and on—in quest of the secret which is hidden over there, beyond the horizon? Suppose I told you that was the one and only reason for my going?




  ANDREW. I should say you were nutty.




  ROBERT. (frowning) Don’t, Andy. I’m serious.




  ANDREW. Then you might as well stay here, because we’ve got all you’re looking for right on this farm. There’s wide space enough, Lord knows; and you can have all the sea you want by walking a mile down to the beach; and there’s plenty of horizon to look at, and beauty enough for anyone, except in the winter. (He grins) As for the mystery and spell, I haven’t met ’em yet, but they’re probably lying around somewheres. I’ll have you understand this is a first class farm with all the fixings. (He laughs)




  ROBERT. (joining in the laughter in spite of himself) It’s no use talking to you, you chump!




  ANDREW. You’d better not say anything to Uncle Dick about spells and things when you’re on the ship. He’ll likely chuck you overboard for a Jonah. (He jumps down from fence) I’d better run along. I’ve got to wash up some as long as Ruth’s Ma is coming over for supper.




  ROBERT. (pointedly—almost bitterly) And Ruth.




  ANDREW. (confused—looking everywhere except at ROBERT—trying to appear unconcerned) Yes, Ruth’ll be staying too. Well, I better hustle, I guess, and—— (He steps over the ditch to the road while he is talking).




  ROBERT. (who appears to be fighting some strong inward emotion—impulsively) Wait a minute, Andy! (He jumps down from the fence) There is something I want to—— (He stops abruptly, biting his lips, his face coloring).




  ANDREW. (facing him; half-defiantly) Yes?




  ROBERT. (confusedly) No—— never mind—— it doesn’t matter, it was nothing.




  ANDREW. (after a pause, during which he stares fixedly at ROBERT’S averted face) Maybe I can guess—— what you were going to say—— but I guess you’re right not to talk about it. (He pulls ROBERT’S hand from his side and grips it tensely; the two brothers stand looking into each other’s eyes for a minute) We can’t help those things, Rob. (He turns away, suddenly releasing ROBERT’S hand) You’ll be coming along shortly, won’t you?




  ROBERT. (dully) Yes.




  ANDREW. See you later, then. (He walks of down the road to the left. ROBERT stares after him for a moment; then climbs to the fence rail again, and looks out over the hills, an expression of deep grief on his face. After a moment or so, RUTH enters hurriedly from the left. She is a healthy, blonde, out-of-door girl of twenty, with a graceful, slender figure. Her face, though inclined to roundness, is undeniably pretty, its large eyes of a deep blue set off strikingly by the sun-bronzed complexion. Her small, regular features are marked by a certain strength—an underlying, stubborn fixity of purpose hidden in the frankly-appealing charm of her fresh youthfulness. She wears a simple white dress but no hat).




  RUTH. (seeing him) Hello, Rob!




  ROBERT. (startled) Hello, Ruth!




  RUTH. (jumps the ditch and perches on the fence beside him) I was looking for you.




  ROBERT. (pointedly) Andy just left here.




  RUTH. I know. I met him on the road a second ago. He told me you were here. (Tenderly playful) I wasn’t looking for Andy, Smarty, if that’s what you mean. I was looking for you.




  ROBERT. Because I’m going away tomorrow?




  RUTH. Because your mother was anxious to have you come home and asked me to look for you. I just wheeled Ma over to your house.




  ROBERT. (perfunctorily) How is your mother?




  RUTH. (a shadow coming over her face) She’s about the same. She never seems to get any better or any worse. Oh, Rob, I do wish she’d try to make the best of things that can’t be helped.




  ROBERT. Has she been nagging at you again?




  RUTH. (nods her head, and then breaks forth rebelliously) She never stops nagging. No matter what I do for her she finds fault. If only Pa was still living—— (She stops as if ashamed of her outburst) I suppose I shouldn’t complain this way. (She sighs) Poor Ma, Lord knows it’s hard enough for her. I suppose it’s natural to be cross when you’re not able ever to walk a step. Oh, I’d like to be going away some place—like you!




  ROBERT. It’s hard to stay—and equally hard to go, sometimes.




  RUTH. There! If I’m not the stupid body! I swore I wasn’t going to speak about your trip—until after you’d gone; and there I go, first thing!




  ROBERT. Why didn’t you want to speak of it?




  RUTH. Because I didn’t want to spoil this last night you’re here. Oh, Rob, I’m going to—we’re all going to miss you so awfully. Your mother is going around looking as if she’d burst out crying any minute. You ought to know how I feel. Andy and you and I—why it seems as if we’d always been together.




  ROBERT. (with a wry attempt at a smile) You and Andy will still have each other. It’ll be harder for me without anyone.




  RUTH. But you’ll have new sights and new people to take your mind off; while we’ll be here with the old, familiar place to remind us every minute of the day. It’s a shame you’re going—just at this time, in spring, when everything is getting so nice. (With a sigh) I oughtn’t to talk that way when I know going’s the best thing for you. You’re bound to find all sorts of opportunities to get on, your father says.




  ROBERT. (heatedly) I don’t give a damn about that! I wouldn’t take a voyage across the road for the best opportunity in the world of the kind Pa thinks of. (He smiles at his own irritation) Excuse me, Ruth, for getting worked up over it; but Andy gave me an overdose of the practical considerations.




  RUTH. (slowly, puzzled) Well, then, if it isn’t—— (With sudden intensity) Oh, Rob, why do you want to go?




  ROBERT. (turning to her quickly, in surprise—slowly) Why do you ask that, Ruth?




  RUTH. (dropping her eyes before his searching glance) Because—— (Lamely) It seems such a shame.




  ROBERT. (insistently) Why?




  RUTH. Oh, because—everything.




  ROBERT. I could hardly back out now, even if I wanted to. And I’ll be forgotten before you know it.




  RUTH. (indignantly) You won’t! I’ll never forget—— (She stops and turns away to hide her confusion).




  ROBERT. (softly) Will you promise me that?




  RUTH. (evasively) Of course. It’s mean of you to think that any of us would forget so easily.




  ROBERT. (disappointedly) Oh!




  RUTH. (with an attempt at lightness) But you haven’t told me your reason for leaving yet?




  ROBERT. (moodily) I doubt if you’ll understand. It’s difficult to explain, even to myself. Either you feel it, or you don’t. I can remember being conscious of it first when I was only a kid—you haven’t forgotten what a sickly specimen I was then, in those days, have you?




  RUTH. (with a shudder) Let’s not think about them.




  ROBERT. You’ll have to, to understand. Well, in those days, when Ma was fixing meals, she used to get me out of the way by pushing my chair to the west window and telling me to look out and be quiet. That wasn’t hard. I guess I was always quiet.




  RUTH. (compassionately) Yes, you always were—and you suffering so much, too!




  ROBERT. (musingly) So I used to stare out over the fields to the hills, out there—(He points to the horizon) and somehow after a time I’d forget any pain I was in, and start dreaming. I knew the sea was over beyond those hills—the folks had told me—and I used to wonder what the sea was like, and try to form a picture of it in my mind. (With a smile) There was all the mystery in the world to me then about that—far-off sea—and there still is! It called to me then just as it does now. (After a slight pause) And other times my eyes would follow this road, winding off into the distance, toward the hills, as if it, too, was searching for the sea. And I’d promise myself that when I grew up and was strong, I’d follow that road, and it and I would find the sea together. (With a smile) You see, my making this trip is only keeping that promise of long ago.




  RUTH. (charmed by his low, musical voice telling the dreams of his childhood) Yes, I see.




  ROBERT. Those were the only happy moments of my life then, dreaming there at the window. I liked to be all alone—those times. I got to know all the different kinds of sunsets by heart. And all those sunsets took place over there—(He points) beyond the horizon. So gradually I came to believe that all the wonders of the world happened on the other side of those hills. There was the home of the good fairies who performed beautiful miracles. I believed in fairies then. (With a smile) Perhaps I still do believe in them. Anyway, in those days they were real enough, and sometimes I could actually hear them calling to me to come out and play with them, dance with them down the road in the dusk in a game of hide-and-seek to find out where the sun was hiding himself. They sang their little songs to me, songs that told of all the wonderful things they had in their home on the other side of the hills; and they promised to show me all of them, if I’d only come, come! But I couldn’t come then, and I used to cry sometimes and Ma would think I was in pain. (He breaks off suddenly with a laugh) That’s why I’m going now, I suppose. For I can still hear them calling. But the horizon is as far away and as luring as ever. (He turns to her—softly) Do you understand now, Ruth?




  RUTH. (spellbound, in a whisper) Yes.




  ROBERT. You feel it then?




  RUTH. Yes, yes, I do! (Unconsciously she snuggles close against his side. His arm steals about her as if he were not aware of the action) Oh, Rob, how could I help feeling it? You tell things so beautifully!




  ROBERT. (suddenly realizing that his arm is around her, and that her head is resting on his shoulder, gently takes his arm away. RUTH, brought back to herself, is overcome with confusion) So now you know why I’m going. It’s for that reason—that and one other.




  RUTH. You’ve another? Then you must tell me that, too.




  ROBERT. (looking at her searchingly. She drops her eyes before his gaze) I wonder if I ought to! You’ll promise not to be angry—whatever it is?




  RUTH. (softly, her face still averted) Yes, I promise.




  ROBERT. (simply) I love you. That’s the other reason.




  RUTH. (hiding her face in her hands) Oh, Rob!




  ROBERT. I wasn’t going to tell you, but I feel I have to. It can’t matter now that I’m going so far away, and for so long—perhaps forever. I’ve loved you all these years, but the realization never came ’til I agreed to go away with Uncle Dick. Then I thought of leaving you, and the pain of that thought revealed to me in a flash—that I loved you, had loved you as long as I could remember. (He gently pulls one of RUTH’S hands away from her face) You mustn’t mind my telling you this, Ruth. I realize how impossible it all is—and I understand; for the revelation of my own love seemed to open my eyes to the love of others. I saw Andy’s love for you—and I knew that you must love him.




  RUTH. (breaking out storming) I don’t! I don’t love Andy! I don’t! (ROBERT stares at her in stupid astonishment. RUTH weeps hysterically) Whatever—put such a fool notion into—into your head? (She suddenly throws her arms about his neck and hides her head on his shoulder) Oh, Rob! Don’t go away! Please! You mustn’t, now! You can’t! I won’t let you! It’d break my—my heart!




  ROBERT. (The expression of stupid bewilderment giving way to one of overwhelming joy. He presses her close to him—slowly and tenderly) Do you mean that—that you love me?




  RUTH. (sobbing) Yes, yes—of course I do—what d’you s’pose? (She lifts up her head and looks into his eyes with a tremulous smile) You stupid thing! (He kisses her) I’ve loved you right along.




  ROBERT. (mystified) But you and Andy were always together!




  RUTH. Because you never seemed to want to go any place with me. You were always reading an old book, and not paying any attention to me. I was too proud to let you see I cared because I thought the year you had away to college had made you stuck-up, and you thought yourself too educated to waste any time on me.




  ROBERT. (kissing her) And I was thinking—— (With a laugh) What fools we’ve both been!




  RUTH. (overcome by a sudden fear) You won’t go away on the trip, will you, Rob? You’ll tell them you can’t go on account of me, won’t you? You can’t go now! You can’t!




  ROBERT. (bewildered) Perhaps—you can come too.




  RUTH. Oh, Rob, don’t be so foolish. You know I can’t. Who’d take care of ma? Don’t you see I couldn’t go—on her account? (She clings to him imploringly) Please don’t go—not now. Tell them you’ve decided not to. They won’t mind. I know your mother and father’ll be glad. They’ll all be. They don’t want you to go so far away from them. Please, Rob! We’ll be so happy here together where it’s natural and we know things. Please tell me you won’t go!




  ROBERT. (face to face with a definite, final decision, betrays the conflict going on within him) But—Ruth—I—Uncle Dick——




  RUTH. He won’t mind when he knows it’s for your happiness to stay. How could he? (As ROBERT remains silent she bursts into sobs again) Oh, Rob! And you said—you loved me!




  ROBERT. (conquered by this appeal—an irrevocable decision in his voice) I won’t go, Ruth. I promise you. There! Don’t cry! (He presses her to him, stroking her hair tenderly. After a pause he speaks with happy hopefulness) Perhaps after all Andy was right—righter than he knew—when he said I could find all the things I was seeking for here, at home on the farm. I think love must have been the secret—the secret that called to me from over the world’s rim—the secret beyond every horizon; and when I did not come, it came to me. (He clasps RUTH to him fiercely) Oh, Ruth, our love is sweeter than any distant dream! (He kisses her passionately and steps to the ground, lifting RUTH in his arms and carrying her to the road where he puts her down).




  RUTH. (with a happy laugh) My, but you’re strong!




  ROBERT. Come! We’ll go and tell them at once.




  RUTH. (dismayed) Oh, no, don’t, Rob, not ’til after I’ve gone. There’d be bound to be such a scene with them all together.




  ROBERT. (kissing her—gayly) As you like—Little Miss Common Sense!




  RUTH. Let’s go, then. (She takes his hand, and they start to go off left. ROBERT suddenly stops and turns as though for a last look at the hills and the dying sunset flush).




  ROBERT. (looking upward and pointing) See! The first star. (He bends down and kisses her tenderly) Our star!




  RUTH. (in a soft murmur) Yes. Our very own star. (They stand for a moment looking up at it, their arms around each other. Then RUTH takes his hand again and starts to lead him away) Come, Rob, let’s go. (His eyes are fixed again on the horizon as he half turns to follow her. RUTH urges) We’ll be late for supper, Rob.




  ROBERT. (shakes his head impatiently, as though he were throwing off some disturbing thought—with a laugh) All right. We’ll run then. Come on! (They run of laughing as




  (The Curtain Falls)
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  The sitting room of the Mayo farm house about nine o’clock the same night. On the left, two windows looking out on the fields. Against the wall between the windows, an old-fashioned walnut desk. In the left corner, rear, a sideboard with a mirror. In the rear wall to the right of the sideboard, a window looking out on the road. Neat to the window a door leading out into the yard. Farther right, a black horse-hair sofa, and another door opening on a bedroom. In the corner, a straight-backed chair. In the right wall, near the middle, an open doorway leading to the kitchen. Farther forward a double-heater stove with coal scuttle, etc. In the center of the newly carpeted floor, an oak dining-room table with a red cover. In the center of the table, a large oil reading lamp. Four chairs, three rockers with crocheted tidies on their backs, and one straight-backed, are placed about the table. The walls are papered a dark red with a scrolly-figured pattern.




  Everything in the room is clean, well-kept, and in its exact place, yet there is no suggestion of primness about the whole. Rather the atmosphere is one of the orderly comfort of a simple, hard-earned prosperity, enjoyed and maintained by the family as a unit.




  JAMES MAYO, his wife, her brother, CAPTAIN DICK SCOTT, and ANDREW are discovered. MAYO is his son ANDREW over again in body and face—an ANDREW sixty-five years old with a short, square, white beard. MRS. MAYO is a slight, round-faced, rather prim-looking woman of fifty-five who had once been a school teacher. The labors of a farmer’s wife have bent but not broken her, and she retains a certain refinement of movement and expression foreign to the MAYO part of the family. Whatever of resemblance ROBERT has to his parents may be traced to her. Her brother, the CAPTAIN, is short and stocky, with a weather-beaten, jovial face and a white mustache—a typical old salt, loud of voice and given to gesture. He is fifty-eight years old.




  JAMES MAYO sits in front of the table. He wears spectacles, and a farm journal which he has been reading lies in his lap. THE CAPTAIN leans forward from a chair in the rear, his hands on the table in front of him. ANDREW is tilted back on the straight-backed chair to the left, his chin sank forward on his chest, staring at the carpet, preoccupied and frowning.




  As the Curtain rises the CAPTAIN is just finishing the relation of some sea episode. The others are pretending an interest which is belied by the absent-minded expressions on their faces.




  THE CAPTAIN. (chuckling) And that mission woman, she hails me on the dock as I was acomin’ ashore, and she says—with her silly face all screwed up serious as judgment—“Captain,” she says, “would you be so kind as to tell me where the sea-gulls sleeps at nights?” Blow me if them warn’t her exact words! (He slaps the table with the palm of his hands and laughs loudly. The others force smiles) Ain’t that just like a fool woman’s question? And I looks at her serious as I could, “Ma’m,” says I, “I couldn’t rightly answer that question. I ain’t never seed a sea-gull in his bunk yet. The next time I hears one snorin’,” I says, “I’ll make a note of where he’s turned in, and write you a letter ’bout it.” And then she calls me a fool real spiteful and tacks away from me quick. (He laughs again uproariously) So I got rid of her that way. (The others smile but immediately relapse into expressions of gloom again).




  MRS. MAYO. (absent-mindedly—feeling that she has to say something) But when it comes to that, where do sea-gulls sleep, Dick?




  SCOTT. (slapping the table) Ho! Ho! Listen to her, James. ’Nother one! Well, if that don’t beat all hell—‘scuse me for cussin’, Kate.




  MAYO. (with a twinkle in his eyes) They unhitch their wings, Katey, and spreads ’em out on a wave for a bed.




  SCOTT. And then they tells the fish to whistle to ’em when it’s time to turn out. Ho! Ho!




  MRS. MAYO. (with a forced smile) You men folks are too smart to live, aren’t you? (She resumes her knitting. MAYO pretends to read his paper; ANDREW stares at the floor).




  SCOTT. (looks from one to the other of them with a puzzled air. Finally he is unable to bear the thick silence a minute longer, and blurts out): You folks look as if you was settin’ up with a corpse. (With exaggerated concern) God A’mighty, there ain’t anyone dead, be there?




  MAYO. (sharply) Don’t play the dunce, Dick! You know as well as we do there ain’t no great cause to be feelin’ chipper.




  SCOTT. (argumentatively) And there ain’t no cause to be wearin’ mourning, either, I can make out.




  MRS. MAYO. (indignantly) How can you talk that way, Dick Scott, when you’re taking our Robbie away from us, in the middle of the night, you might say, just to get on that old boat of yours on time! I think you might wait until morning when he’s had his breakfast.




  SCOTT. (appealing to the others hopelessly) Ain’t that a woman’s way o’ seein’ things for you? God A’mighty, Kate, I can’t give orders to the tide that it’s got to be high just when it suits me to have it. I ain’t gettin’ no fun out o’ missin’ sleep and leavin’ here at six bells myself. (Protestingly) And the Sunda ain’t an old ship—leastways, not very old—and she’s good’s she ever was.




  MRS. MAYO. (her lips trembling) I wish Robbie weren’t going.




  MAYO. (looking at her over his glasses—consolingly) There, Katey!




  MRS. MAYO. (rebelliously) Well, I do wish he wasn’t!




  SCOTT. You shouldn’t be taking it so hard, ’s far as I kin see. This vige’ll make a man of him. I’ll see to it he learns how to navigate, ’n’ study for a mate’s c’tificate right off—and it’ll give him a trade for the rest of his life, if he wants to travel.




  MRS. MAYO. But I don’t want him to travel all his life. You’ve got to see he comes home when this trip is over. Then he’ll be all well, and he’ll want to—to marry—(ANDREW sits forward in his chair with an abrupt movement)—and settle down right here. (She stares down at the knitting in her lap—after a pause) I never realized how hard it was going to be for me to have Robbie go—or I wouldn’t have considered it a minute.




  SCOTT. It ain’t no good goin’ on that way, Kate, now it’s all settled.




  MRS. MAYO. (on the verge of tears) It’s all right for you to talk. You’ve never had any children. You don’t know what it means to be parted from them—and Robbie my youngest, too. (ANDREW frowns and fidgets in his chair).




  ANDREW. (suddenly turning to them) There’s one thing none of you seem to take into consideration—that Rob wants to go. He’s dead set on it. He’s been dreaming over this trip ever since it was first talked about. It wouldn’t be fair to him not to have him go. (A sudden uneasiness seems to strike him) At least, not if he still feels the same way about it he did when he was talking to me this evening.




  MAYO. (with an air of decision) Andy’s right, Katey. That ends all argyment, you can see that. (Looking at his big silver watch) Wonder what’s happened to Robert? He’s been gone long enough to wheel the widder to home, certain. He can’t be out dreamin’ at the stars his last night.




  MRS. MAYO. (a bit reproachfully) Why didn’t you wheel Mrs. Atkins back tonight, Andy? You usually do when she and Ruth come over.




  ANDREW. (avoiding her eyes) I thought maybe Robert wanted to tonight. He offered to go right away when they were leaving.




  MRS. MAYO. He only wanted to be polite.




  ANDREW. (gets to his feet) Well, he’ll be right back, I guess. (He turns to his father) Guess I’ll go take a look at the black cow, Pa—see if she’s ailing any.




  MAYO. Yes—better had, son. (ANDREW goes into the kitchen on the right).




  SCOTT. (as he goes out—in a low tone) There’s the boy that would make a good, strong sea-farin’ man—if he’d a mind to.




  MAYO. (sharply) Don’t you put no such fool notions in Andy’s head, Dick—or you ’n’ me’s goin’ to fall out. (Then he smiles) You couldn’t tempt him, no ways. Andy’s a Mayo bred in the bone, and he’s a born farmer, and a damn good one, too. He’ll live and die right here on this farm, like I expect to. (With proud confidence) And he’ll make this one of the slickest, best-payin’ farms in the state, too, afore he gits through!




  SCOTT. Seems to me it’s a pretty slick place right now.




  MAYO. (shaking his head) It’s too small. We need more land to make it amount to much, and we ain’t got the capital to buy it. (ANDREW enters from the kitchen. His hat is on, and he carries a lighted lantern in his hand. He goes to the door in the rear leading out).




  ANDREW. (opens the door and pauses) Anything else you can think of to be done, Pa?




  MAYO. No, nothin’ I know of. (ANDREW goes out, shutting the door).




  MRS. MAYO. (after a pause) What’s come over Andy tonight, I wonder? He acts so strange.




  MAYO. He does seem sort o’ glum and out of sorts. It’s ’count o’ Robert leavin’, I s’pose. (To SCOTT) Dick, you wouldn’t believe how them boys o’ mine sticks together. They ain’t like most brothers. They’ve been thick as thieves all their lives, with nary a quarrel I kin remember.




  SCOTT. No need to tell me that. I can see how they take to each other.




  MRS. MAYO. (pursuing her train of thought) Did you notice, James, how queer everyone was at supper? Robert seemed stirred up about something; and Ruth was so flustered and giggly; and Andy sat there dumb, looking as if he’d lost his best friend; and all of them only nibbled at their food.




  MAYO. Guess they was all thinkin’ about tomorrow, same as us.




  MRS. MAYO. (shaking her head) No. I’m afraid somethin’s happened—somethin’ else.




  MAYO. You mean—‘bout Ruth?




  MRS. MAYO. Yes.




  MAYO. (after a pause—frowning) I hope her and Andy ain’t had a serious fallin’-out. I always sorter hoped they’d hitch up together sooner or later. What d’you say, Dick? Don’t you think them two’d pair up well?




  SCOTT. (nodding his head approvingly) A sweet, wholesome couple they’d make.




  MAYO. It’d be a good thing for Andy in more ways than one. I ain’t what you’d call calculatin’ generally, and I b’lieve in lettin’ young folks run their affairs to suit themselves; but there’s advantages for both o’ them in this match you can’t overlook in reason. The Atkins farm is right next to ourn. Jined together they’d make a jim-dandy of a place, with plenty o’ room to work in. And bein’ a widder with only a daughter, and laid up all the time to boot, Mrs. Atkins can’t do nothin’ with the place as it ought to be done. She needs a man, a first-class farmer, to take hold o’ things; and Andy’s just the one.




  MRS. MAYO. (abruptly) I don’t think Ruth loves Andy.




  MAYO. You don’t? Well, maybe a woman’s eyes is sharper in such things, but—they’re always together. And if she don’t love him now, she’ll likely come around to it in time. (As MRS. MAYO shakes her head) You seem mighty fixed in your opinion, Katey. How d’you know?




  MRS. MAYO. It’s just—what I feel.




  




  MAYO. (a light breaking over him) You don’t mean to say—(MRS. MAYO nods. MAYO chuckles scornfully) Shucks! I’m losin’ my respect for your eyesight, Katey. Why, Robert ain’t got no time for Ruth, ’cept as a friend!




  MRS. MAYO. (warningly) Sss-h-h! (The door from the yard opens, and ROBERT enters. He is smiling happily, and humming a song to himself, but as he comes into the room an undercurrent of nervous uneasiness manifests itself in his bearing).




  MAYO. So here you be at last! (ROBERT comes forward and sits on ANDY’S chair. MAYO smiles slyly at his wife) What have you been doin’ all this time—countin’ the stars to see if they all come out right and proper?




  ROBERT. There’s only one I’ll ever look for any more, Pa.




  MAYO. (reproachfully) You might’ve even not wasted time lookin’ for that one—your last night.




  MRS. MAYO. (as if she were speaking to a child) You ought to have worn your coat a sharp night like this, Robbie.




  SCOTT. (disgustedly) God A’mighty, Kate, you treat Robert as if he was one year old!




  MRS. MAYO. (notices ROBERT’S nervous uneasiness) You look all worked up over something, Robbie. What is it?




  ROBERT. (swallowing hard, looks quickly from one to the other of them—then begins determinedly) Yes, there is something—something I must tell you—all of you. (As he begins to talk ANDREW enters quietly from the rear, closing the door behind him, and setting the lighted lantern on the floor. He remains standing by the door, his arms folded, listening to ROBERT with a repressed expression of pain on his face. ROBERT is so much taken up with what he is going to say that he does not notice ANDREW’S presence.) Something I discovered only this evening—very beautiful and wonderful—something I did not take into consideration previously because I hadn’t dared to hope that such happiness could ever come to me. (Appealingly) You must all remember that fact, won’t you?




  MAYO. (frowning) Let’s get to the point, son.




  ROBERT. (with a trace of defiance) Well, the point is this, Pa: I’m not going—I mean—I can’t go tomorrow with Uncle Dick—or at any future time, either.




  MRS. MAYO. (with a sharp sigh of joyful relief) Oh, Robbie, I’m so glad!




  MAYO. (astounded) You ain’t serious, be you, Robert? (Severely) Seems to me it’s a pretty late hour in the day for you to be upsettin’ all your plans so sudden!




  ROBERT. I asked you to remember that until this evening I didn’t know myself. I had never dared to dream——




  MAYO. (irritably) What is this foolishness you’re talkin’ of?




  ROBERT. (flushing) Ruth told me this evening that—she loved me. It was after I’d confessed I loved her. I told her I hadn’t been conscious of my love until after the trip had been arranged, and I realized it would mean—leaving her. That was the truth. I didn’t know until then. (As if justifying himself to the others) I hadn’t intended telling her anything but—suddenly—I felt I must. I didn’t think it would matter, because I was going away. And I thought she loved—someone else. (Slowly—his eyes shining) And then she cried and said it was I she’d loved all the time, but I hadn’t seen it.




  MRS. MAYO. (rushes over and throws her arms about him) I knew it! I was just telling your father when you came in—and, Oh, Robbie, I’m so happy you’re not going!




  ROBERT. (kissing her) I knew you’d be glad, Ma.




  MAYO. (bewilderedly) Well, I’ll be damned! You do beat all for gettin’ folks’ minds all tangled up, Robert. And Ruth too! Whatever got into her of a sudden? Why, I was thinkin’——




  MRS. MAYO. (hurriedly—in a tone of warning) Never mind what you were thinking, James. It wouldn’t be any use telling us that now. (Meaningly) And what you were hoping for turns out just the same almost, doesn’t it?




  MAYO. (thoughtfully—beginning to see this side of the argument) Yes; I suppose you’re right, Katey. (Scratching his head in puzzlement) But how it ever come about! It do beat anything ever I heard. (Finally he gets up with a sheepish grin and walks over to ROBERT) We’re glad you ain’t goin’, your Ma and I, for we’d have missed you terrible, that’s certain and sure; and we’re glad you’ve found happiness. Ruth’s a fine girl and’ll make a good wife to you.




  ROBERT. (much moved) Thank you, Pa. (He grips his father’s hand in his).




  ANDREW. (his face tense and drawn comes forward and holds out his hand, forcing a smile) I guess it’s my turn to offer congratulations, isn’t it?




  ROBERT. (with a startled cry when his brother appears before him so suddenly) Andy! (Confused) Why—I—I didn’t see you. Were you here when——




  ANDREW. I heard everything you said; and here’s wishing you every happiness, you and Ruth. You both deserve the best there is.




  ROBERT. (taking his hand) Thanks, Andy, it’s fine of you to—— (His voice dies away as he sees the pain in ANDREW’S eyes).




  ANDREW. (giving his brother’s hand a final grip) Good luck to you both! (He turns away and goes back to the rear where he bends over the lantern, fumbling with it to hide his emotion from the others).




  MRS. MAYO. (to the CAPTAIN, who has been too flabbergasted by ROBERT’S decision to say a word) What’s the matter, Dick? Aren’t you going to congratulate Robbie?




  SCOTT. (embarrassed) Of course I be! (He gets to his feet and shakes ROBERT’S hand, muttering a vague) Luck to you, boy. (He stands beside ROBERT as if he wanted to say something more but doesn’t know how to go about it).




  ROBERT. Thanks, Uncle Dick.




  SCOTT. So you’re not acomin’ on the Sunda with me? (His voice indicates disbelief).




  ROBERT. I can’t, Uncle—not now. I wouldn’t miss it for anything else in the world under any other circumstances. (He sighs unconsciously) But you see I’ve found—a bigger dream. (Then with joyous high spirits) I want you all to understand one thing—I’m not going to be a loafer on your hands any longer. This means the beginning of a new life for me in every way. I’m going to settle right down and take a real interest in the farm, and do my share. I’ll prove to you, Pa, that I’m as good a Mayo as you are—or Andy, when I want to be.




  MAYO. (kindly but skeptically) That’s the right spirit, Robert. Ain’t none of us doubts your willin’ness, but you ain’t never learned——




  ROBERT. Then I’m going to start learning right away, and you’ll teach me, won’t you?




  MAYO. (mollifyingly) Of course I will, boy, and be glad to, only you’d best go easy at first.




  SCOTT. (who has listened to this conversation in mingled consternation and amazement) You don’t mean to tell me you’re goin’ to let him stay, do you, James?




  MAYO. Why, things bein’ as they be, Robert’s free to do as he’s a mind to.




  MRS. MAYO. Let him! The very idea!




  SCOTT. (more and more ruffled) Then all I got to say is, you’re a soft, weak-willed critter to be permittin’ a boy—and women, too—to be layin’ your course for you wherever they damn pleases.




  MAYO. (slyly amused) It’s just the same with me as ’twas with you, Dick. You can’t order the tides on the seas to suit you, and I ain’t pretendin’ I can reg’late love for young folks.




  SCOTT. (scornfully) Love! They ain’t old enough to know love when they sight it! Love! I’m ashamed of you, Robert, to go lettin’ a little huggin’ and kissin’ in the dark spile your chances to make a man out o’ yourself. It ain’t common sense—no siree, it ain’t—not by a hell of a sight! (He pounds the table with his fists in exasperation).




  MRS. MAYO. (laughing provokingly at her brother) A fine one you are to be talking about love, Dick—an old cranky bachelor like you. Goodness sakes!




  SCOTT. (exasperated by their joking) I’ve never been a damn fool like most, if that’s what you’re steerin’ at.




  MRS. MAYO. (tauntingly) Sour grapes, aren’t they, Dick? (She laughs. ROBERT and his father chuckle. SCOTT sputters with annoyance) Good gracious, Dick, you do act silly, flying into a temper over nothing.




  SCOTT. (indignantly) Nothin’! You talk as if I wasn’t concerned nohow in this here business. Seems to me I’ve got a right to have my say. Ain’t I made all arrangements with the owners and stocked up with some special grub all on Robert’s account?




  ROBERT. You’ve been fine, Uncle Dick; and I appreciate it. Truly.




  MAYO. ’Course; we all does, Dick.




  SCOTT. (unplacated) I’ve been countin’ sure on havin’ Robert for company on this vige—to sorta talk to and show things to, and teach, kinda, and I got my mind so set on havin’ him I’m goin’ to be double lonesome this vige. (He pounds on the table, attempting to cover up this confession of weakness) Darn all this silly lovin’ business, anyway. (Irritably) But all this talk ain’t tellin’ me what I’m to do with that sta’b’d cabin I fixed up. It’s all painted white, an’ a bran new mattress on the bunk, ’n’ new sheets ’n’ blankets ’n’ things. And Chips built in a book-case so’s Robert could take his books along—with a slidin’ bar fixed across’t it, mind, so’s they couldn’t fall out no matter how she rolled. (With excited consternation) What d’you suppose my officers is goin’ to think when there’s no one comes aboard to occupy that sta’b’d cabin? And the men what did the work on it—what’ll they think? (He shakes his finger indignantly) They’re liable as not to suspicion it was a woman I’d planned to ship along, and that she gave me the go-by at the last moment! (He wipes his perspiring brow in anguish at this thought). Gawd A’mighty! They’re only lookin’ to have the laugh on me for something like that. They’re liable to b’lieve anything, those fellers is!




  MAYO. (with a wink) Then there’s nothing to it but for you to get right out and hunt up a wife somewheres for that spick ’n’ span cabin. She’ll have to be a pretty one, too, to match it. (He looks at his watch with exaggerated concern) You ain’t got much time to find her, Dick.




  SCOTT. (as the others smile—sulkily) You kin go to thunder, Jim Mayo!




  ANDREW. (comes forward from where he has been standing by the door, rear, brooding. His face is set in a look of grim determination) You needn’t worry about that spare cabin, Uncle Dick, if you’ve a mind to take me in Robert’s place.




  ROBERT. (turning to him quickly) Andy! (He sees at once the fixed resolve in his brother’s eyes, and realizes immediately the reason for it—in consternation) Andy, you mustn’t!




  ANDREW. You’ve made your decision, Rob, and now I’ve made mine. You’re out of this, remember.




  ROBERT. (hurt by his brother’s tone) But Andy——




  ANDREW. Don’t interfere, Rob—that’s all I ask. (Turning to his uncle) You haven’t answered my question, Uncle Dick.




  SCOTT. (clearing his throat, with an uneasy side glance at JAMES MAYO who is staring at his elder son as if he thought he had suddenly gone mad) O’ course, I’d be glad to have you, Andy.




  ANDREW. It’s settled then. I can pack the little I want to take in a few minutes.




  MRS. MAYO. Don’t be a fool, Dick. Andy’s only joking you.




  SCOTT. (disgruntedly) It’s hard to tell who’s jokin’ and who’s not in this house.




  ANDREW. (firmly) I’m not joking, Uncle Dick. (As SCOTT looks at him uncertainly) You needn’t be afraid I’ll go back on my word.




  ROBERT. (hurt by the insinuation he feels in ANDREW’S tone) Andy! That isn’t fair!




  MAYO. (frowning) Seems to me this ain’t no subject to joke over—not for Andy.




  ANDREW. (facing his father) I agree with you, Pa, and I tell you again, once and for all, that I’ve made up my mind to go.




  MAYO. (dumbfounded—unable to doubt the determination in ANDREW’S voice—helplessly) But why, son? Why?




  ANDREW. (evasively) I’ve always wanted to go.




  ROBERT. Andy!




  ANDREW. (half angrily) You shut up, Rob! (Turning to his father again) I didn’t ever mention it because as long as Rob was going I knew it was no use; but now Rob’s staying on here, there isn’t any reason for me not to go.




  MAYO. (breathing hard) No reason? Can you stand there and say that to me, Andrew?




  MRS. MAYO. (hastily—seeing the gathering storm) He doesn’t mean a word of it, James.




  MAYO. (making a gesture to her to keep silence) Let me talk, Katey. (In a more kindly tone) What’s come over you so sudden, Andy? You know’s well as I do that it wouldn’t be fair o’ you to run off at a moment’s notice right now when we’re up to our necks in hard work.




  ANDREW. (avoiding his eyes) Rob’ll hold his end up as soon as he learns.




  MAYO. Robert was never cut out for a farmer, and you was.




  ANDREW. You can easily get a man to do my work.




  MAYO. (restraining his anger with an effort) It sounds strange to hear you, Andy, that I always thought had good sense, talkin’ crazy like that. (Scornfully) Get a man to take your place! You ain’t been workin’ here for no hire, Andy, that you kin give me your notice to quit like you’ve done. The farm is your’n as well as mine. You’ve always worked on it with that understanding; and what you’re sayin’ you intend doin’ is just skulkin’ out o’ your rightful responsibility.




  ANDREW. (looking at the floor—simply) I’m sorry, Pa. (After a slight pause) It’s no use talking any more about it.




  MRS. MAYO. (in relief) There! I knew Andy’d come to his senses!




  ANDREW. Don’t get the wrong idea, Ma. I’m not backing out.




  MAYO. You mean you’re goin’ in spite of—everythin’?




  ANDREW. Yes. I’m going. I’ve got to. (He looks at his father defiantly) I feel I oughn’t to miss this chance to go out into the world and see things, and—I want to go.




  MAYO. (with bitter scorn) So—you want to go out into the world and see thin’s! (His voice raised and quivering with anger) I never thought I’d live to see the day when a son o’ mine ’d look me in the face and tell a bare-faced lie! (Bursting out) You’re a liar, Andy Mayo, and a mean one to boot!




  MRS. MAYO. James!




  ROBERT. Pa!




  SCOTT. Steady there, Jim!




  MAYO. (waving their protests aside) He is and he knows it.




  ANDREW. (his face flushed) I won’t argue with you, Pa. You can think as badly of me as you like.




  MAYO. (shaking his finger at ANDY, in a cold rage) You know I’m speakin’ truth—that’s why you’re afraid to argy! You lie when you say you want to go ’way—and see thin’s! You ain’t got no likin’ in the world to go. I’ve watched you grow up, and I know your ways, and they’re my ways. You’re runnin’ against your own nature, and you’re goin’ to be a’mighty sorry for it if you do. ’S if I didn’t know your real reason for runnin’ away! And runnin’ away’s the only words to fit it. You’re runnin’ away ’cause you’re put out and riled ’cause your own brother’s got Ruth ’stead o’ you, and——




  ANDREW. (his face crimson—tensely) Stop, Pa! I won’t stand hearing that—not even from you!




  MRS. MAYO. (rushing to ANDY and putting her arms about him protectingly) Don’t mind him, Andy dear. He don’t mean a word he’s saying! (ROBERT stands rigidly, his hands clenched, his face contracted by pain. SCOTT sits dumbfounded and open-mouthed. ANDREW soothes his mother who is on the verge of tears).




  MAYO. (in angry triumph) It’s the truth, Andy Mayo! And you ought to be bowed in shame to think of it!




  ROBERT. (protestingly) Pa!




  MRS. MAYO. (coming from ANDREW to his father; puts her hands on his shoulders as though to try and push him back in the chair from which he has risen) Won’t you be still, James? Please won’t you?




  MAYO. (looking at ANDREW over his wife’s shoulder—stubbornly) The truth—God’s truth!




  MRS. MAYO. Sh-h-h! (She tries to put a finger across his lips, but he twists his head away).




  ANDREW. (who has regained control over himself) You’re wrong, Pa, it isn’t truth. (With defiant assertiveness) I don’t love Ruth. I never loved her, and the thought of such a thing never entered my head.




  MAYO. (with an angry snort of disbelief) Hump! You’re pilin’ lie on lie!




  ANDREW. (losing his temper—bitterly) I suppose it’d be hard for you to explain anyone’s wanting to leave this blessed farm except for some outside reason like that. But I’m sick and tired of it—whether you want to believe me or not—and that’s why I’m glad to get a chance to move on.




  ROBERT. Andy! Don’t! You’re only making it worse.




  ANDREW. (sulkily) I don’t care. I’ve done my share of work here. I’ve earned my right to quit when I want to. (Suddenly overcome with anger and grief; with rising intensity) I’m sick and tired of the whole damn business. I hate the farm and every inch of ground in it. I’m sick of digging in the dirt and sweating in the sun like a slave without getting a word of thanks for it. (Tears of rage starting to his eyes—hoarsely) I’m through, through for good and all; and if Uncle Dick won’t take me on his ship, I’ll find another. I’ll get away somewhere, somehow.




  MRS. MAYO. (in a frightened voice) Don’t you answer him, James. He doesn’t know what he’s saying. Don’t say a word to him ’til he’s in his right senses again. Please James, don’t——




  MAYO. (pushes her away from him; his face is drawn and pale with the violence of his passion. He glares at ANDREW as if he hated him) You dare to—you dare to speak like that to me? You talk like that ’bout this farm—the Mayo farm—where you was born—you—you—— (He clenches his fist above his head and advances threateningly on ANDREW) You damned whelp!




  MRS. MAYO. (with a shriek) James! (She covers her face with her hands and sinks weakly into MAYO’S chair. ANDREW remains standing motionless, his face pale and set).




  SCOTT. (starting to his feet and stretching his arms across the table toward MAYO) Easy there, Jim!




  ROBERT. (throwing himself between father and brother) Stop! Are you mad?




  MAYO. (grabs ROBERT’S arm and pushes him aside—then stands for a moment gasping for breath before ANDREW. He points to the door with a shaking finger) Yes—go!—go!—You’re no son o’ mine—no son o’ mine! You can go to hell if you want to! Don’t let me find you here—in the mornin’—or—or—I’ll throw you out!




  ROBERT. Pa! For God’s sake! (MRS. MAYO bursts into noisy sobbing).




  MAYO. (he gulps convulsively and glares at ANDREW) You go—tomorrow mornin’—and by God—don’t come back—don’t dare come back—by God, not while I’m livin’—or I’ll—I’ll—— (He shakes over his muttered threat and strides toward the door rear, right).




  MRS. MAYO. (rising and throwing her arms around him—hysterically) James! James! Where are you going?




  MAYO. (incoherently) I’m goin’—to bed, Katey. It’s late, Katey—it’s late. (He goes out).




  MRS. MAYO. (following him, pleading hysterically) James! Take back what you’ve said to Andy. James! (She follows him out. ROBERT and the CAPTAIN stare after them with horrified eyes. ANDREW stands rigidly looking straight in front of him, his fists clenched at his sides).




  SCOTT. (the first to find his voice—with an explosive sigh) Well, if he ain’t the devil himself when he’s roused! You oughtn’t to have talked to him that way, Andy ’bout the damn farm, knowin’ how touchy he is about it. (With another sigh) Well, you won’t mind what he’s said in anger. He’ll be sorry for it when he’s calmed down a bit.




  ANDREW. (in a dead voice) You don’t know him. (Defiantly) What’s said is said and can’t be unsaid; and I’ve chosen.




  ROBERT. (with violent protest) Andy! You can’t go! This is all so stupid—and terrible!




  ANDREW. (coldly) I’ll talk to you in a minute, Rob. (Crushed by his brother’s attitude ROBERT sinks down into a chair, holding his head in his hands).




  SCOTT. (comes and slaps ANDREW on the back) I’m damned glad you’re shippin’ on, Andy. I like your spirit, and the way you spoke up to him. (Lowering his voice to a cautious whisper) The sea’s the place for a young feller like you that isn’t half dead ’n’ alive. (He gives ANDY a final approving slap) You ’n’ me’ll get along like twins, see if we don’t. I’m goin’ aloft to turn in. Don’t forget to pack your dunnage. And git some sleep, if you kin. We’ll want to sneak out extra early b’fore they’re up. It’ll do away with more argyments. Robert can drive us down to the town, and bring back the team. (He goes to the door in the rear, left) Well, good night.




  ANDREW. Good night. (SCOTT goes out. The two brothers remain silent for a moment. Then ANDREW comes over to his brother and puts a hand on his back. He speaks in a low voice, full of feeling) Buck up, Rob. It ain’t any use crying over spilt milk; and it’ll all turn out for the best—let’s hope. It couldn’t be helped—what’s happened.




  ROBERT. (wildly) But it’s a lie, Andy, a lie!




  ANDREW. Of course it’s a lie. You know it and I know it—but that’s all ought to know it.




  ROBERT. Pa’ll never forgive you. Oh, the whole affair is so senseless—and tragic. Why did you think you must go away?




  ANDREW. You know better than to ask that. You know why. (Fiercely) I can wish you and Ruth all the good luck in the world, and I do, and I mean it; but you can’t expect me to stay around here and watch you two together, day after day—and me alone. I couldn’t stand it—not after all the plans I’d made to happen on this place thinking—— (his voice breaks) thinking she cared for me.




  ROBERT. (putting a hand on his brother’s arm) God! It’s horrible! I feel so guilty—to think that I should be the cause of your suffering, after we’ve been such pals all our lives. If I could have foreseen what’d happen, I swear to you I’d have never said a word to Ruth. I swear I wouldn’t have, Andy!




  ANDREW. I know you wouldn’t; and that would’ve been worse, for Ruth would’ve suffered then. (He pats his brother’s shoulder) It’s best as it is. It had to be, and I’ve got to stand the gaff, that’s all. Pa’ll see how I felt—after a time. (As ROBERT shakes his head)—and if he don’t—well, it can’t be helped.




  ROBERT. But think of Ma! God, Andy, you can’t go! You can’t!




  ANDREW. (fiercely) I’ve got to go—to get away! I’ve got to, I tell you. I’d go crazy here, bein’ reminded every second of the day what a fool I’d made of myself. I’ve got to get away and try and forget, if I can. And I’d hate the farm if I stayed, hate it for bringin’ things back. I couldn’t take interest in the work any more, work with no purpose in sight. Can’t you see what a hell it’d be? You love her too, Rob. Put yourself in my place, and remember I haven’t stopped loving her, and couldn’t if I was to stay. Would that be fair to you or to her? Put yourself in my place. (He shakes his brother fiercely by the shoulder) What’d you do then? Tell me the truth! You love her. What’d you do?




  ROBERT. (chokingly) I’d—I’d go, Andy! (He buries his face in his hands with a shuddering sob) God!




  ANDREW. (seeming to relax suddenly all over his body—in a low, steady voice) Then you know why I got to go; and there’s nothing more to be said.




  ROBERT. (in a frenzy of rebellion) Why did this have to happen to us? It’s damnable! (He looks about him wildly, as if his vengeance were seeking the responsible fate).




  ANDREW. (soothingly—again putting his hands on his brother’s shoulder) It’s no use fussing any more, Rob. It’s done. (Forcing a smile) I guess Ruth’s got a right to have who she likes. She made a good choice—and God bless her for it!




  ROBERT. Andy! Oh, I wish I could tell you half I feel of how fine you are!




  ANDREW. (interrupting him quickly) Shut up! Let’s go to bed. I’ve got to be up long before sun-up. You, too, if you’re going to drive us down.




  ROBERT. Yes. Yes.




  ANDREW. (turning down the lamp) And I’ve got to pack yet. (He yawns with utter weariness) I’m as tired as if I’d been plowing twenty-four hours at a stretch. (Dully) I feel—dead. (ROBERT covers his face again with his hands. ANDREW shakes his head as if to get rid of his thoughts, and continues with a poor attempt at cheery briskness) I’m going to douse the light. Come on. (He slaps his brother on the back. ROBERT does not move. ANDREW bends over and blows out the lamp. His voice comes from the darkness) Don’t sit there mourning, Rob. It’ll all come out in the wash. Come on and get some sleep. Everything’ll turn out all right in the end. (ROBERT can be heard stumbling to his feet, and the dark figures of the two brothers can be seen groping their way toward the doorway in the rear as
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  Same as Act One, Scene Two. Sitting room of the farm house about half past twelve in the afternoon of a hot, sun-baked day in mid-summer, three years later. All the windows are open, but no breeze stirs the soiled white curtains. A patched screen door is in the rear. Through it the yard can be seen, its small stretch of lawn divided by the dirt path leading to the door from the gate in the white picket fence which borders the road.




  The room has changed, not so much in its outward appearance as in its general atmosphere. Little significant details give evidence of carelessness, of inefficiency, of an industry gone to seed. The chairs appear shabby from lack of paint; the table cover is spotted and askew; holes show in the curtains; a child’s doll, with one arm gone, lies under the table; a hoe stands in a corner; a man’s coat is flung on the couch in the rear; the desk is cluttered up with odds and ends; a number of books are piled carelessly on the sideboard. The noon enervation of the sultry, scorching day seems to have penetrated indoors, causing even inanimate objects to wear an aspect of despondent exhaustion.




  A place is set at the end of the table, left, for someone’s dinner. Through the open door to the kitchen comes the clatter of dishes being washed, interrupted at intervals by a woman’s irritated voice and the peevish whining of a child.




  At the rise of the curtain MRS. MAYO and MRS. ATKINS are discovered sitting facing each other, MRS. MAYO to the rear MRS. ATKINS to the right of the table. MRS. MAYO’S face has lost all character, disintegrated, become a weak mask wearing a helpless, doleful expression of being constantly on the verge of comfortless tears. She speaks in an uncertain voice, without assertiveness, as if all power of willing had deserted her. MRS. ATKINS is in her wheel chair. She is a thin, pale-faced, unintelligent looking woman of about forty-eight, with hard, bright eyes. A victim of partial paralysis for many years, condemned to be pushed from day to day of her life in a wheel chair, she has developed the selfish, irritable nature of the chronic invalid. Both women are dressed in black. MRS. ATKINS knits nervously as she talks. A ball of unused yarn, with needles stuck through it, lies on the table before MRS. MAYO.




  MRS. ATKINS. (with a disapproving glance at the place set on the table) Robert’s late for his dinner again, as usual. I don’t see why Ruth puts up with it, and I’ve told her so. Many’s the time I’ve said to her “It’s about time you put a stop to his nonsense. Does he suppose you’re runnin’ a hotel—with no one to help with things?” But she don’t pay no attention. She’s as bad as he is, a’most—thinks she knows better than an old, sick body like me.




  MRS. MAYO. (dully) Robbie’s always late for things. He can’t help it, Sarah.




  MRS. ATKINS. (with a snort) Can’t help it! How you do go on, Kate, findin’ excuses for him! Anybody can help anything they’ve a mind to—as long as they’ve got health, and ain’t rendered helpless like me—(She adds as a pious afterthought)—through the will of God.




  MRS. MAYO. Robbie can’t.




  MRS. ATKINS. Can’t! It do make me mad, Kate Mayo, to see folks that God gave all the use of their limbs to potterin’ round and wastin’ time doin’ everything the wrong way—and me powerless to help and at their mercy, you might say. And it ain’t that I haven’t pointed the right way to ’em. I’ve talked to Robert thousands of times and told him how things ought to be done. You know that, Kate Mayo. But d’you s’pose he takes any notice of what I say? Or Ruth, either—my own daughter? No, they think I’m a crazy, cranky old woman, half dead a’ready, and the sooner I’m in the grave and out o’ their way the better it’d suit them.




  MRS. MAYO. You mustn’t talk that way, Sarah. They’re not as wicked as that. And you’ve got years and years before you.




  MRS. ATKINS. You’re like the rest, Kate. You don’t know how near the end I am. Well, at least I can go to my eternal rest with a clear conscience. I’ve done all a body could do to avert ruin from this house. On their heads be it!




  MRS. MAYO. (with hopeless indifference) Things might be worse. Robert never had any experience in farming. You can’t expect him to learn in a day.




  MRS. ATKINS. (snappily) He’s had three years to learn, and he’s gettin’ worse ’stead of better. Not on’y your place but mine too is driftin’ to rack and ruin, and I can’t do nothin’ to prevent.




  MRS. MAYO. (with a spark of assertiveness) You can’t say but Robbie works hard, Sarah.




  MRS. ATKINS. What good’s workin’ hard if it don’t accomplish anythin’, I’d like to know?




  MRS. MAYO. Robbie’s had bad luck against him.




  MRS. ATKINS. Say what you’ve a mind to, Kate, the proof of the puddin’s in the eatin’; and you can’t deny that things have been goin’ from bad to worse ever since your husband died two years back.




  MRS. MAYO. (wiping tears from her eyes with her handkerchief) It was God’s will that he should be taken.




  MRS. ATKINS. (triumphantly) It was God’s punishment on James Mayo for the blasphemin’ and denyin’ of God he done all his sinful life! (MRS. MAYO begins to weep softly) There, Kate, I shouldn’t be remindin’ you, I know. He’s at peace, poor man, and forgiven, let’s pray.




  MRS. MAYO. (wiping her eyes—simply) James was a good man.




  MRS. ATKINS. (ignoring this remark) What I was sayin’ was that since Robert’s been in charge things’ve been goin’ down hill steady. You don’t know how bad they are. Robert don’t let on to you what’s happenin’; and you’d never see it yourself if ’twas under your nose. But, thank the Lord, Ruth still comes to me once in a while for advice when she’s worried near out of her senses by his goin’s-on. Do you know what she told me last night? But I forgot, she said not to tell you—still I think you’ve got a right to know, and it’s my duty not to let such things go on behind your back.




  MRS. MAYO. (wearily) You can tell me if you want to.




  MRS. ATKINS. (bending over toward her—in a low voice) Ruth was almost crazy about it. Robert told her he’d have to mortgage the farm—said he didn’t know how he’d pull through ’til harvest without it, and he can’t get money any other way. (She straightens up—indignantly) Now what do you think of your Robert?




  MRS. MAYO. (resignedly) If it has to be——




  MRS. ATKINS. You don’t mean to say you’re goin’ to sign away your farm, Kate Mayo—after me warnin’ you?




  MRS. MAYO.—I’ll do what Robbie says is needful.




  MRS. ATKINS. (holding up her hands) Well, of all the foolishness!—— well, it’s your farm, not mine, and I’ve nothin’ more to say.




  MRS. MAYO. Maybe Robbie’ll manage till Andy gets back and sees to things. It can’t be long now.




  MRS. ATKINS. (with keen interest) Ruth says Andy ought to turn up any day. When does Robert figger he’ll get here?




  MRS. MAYO. He says he can’t calculate exactly on account o’ the Sunda being a sail boat. Last letter he got was from England, the day they were sailing for home. That was over a month ago, and Robbie thinks they’re overdue now.




  MRS. ATKINS. We can give praise to God then that he’ll be back in the nick o’ time. He ought to be tired of travelin’ and anxious to get home and settle down to work again.




  MRS. MAYO. Andy has been working. He’s head officer on Dick’s boat, he wrote Robbie. You know that.




  MRS. ATKINS. That foolin’ on ships is all right for a spell, but he must be right sick of it by this.




  MRS. MAYO. (musingly) I wonder if he’s changed much. He used to be so fine-looking and strong. (With a sigh) Three years! It seems more like three hundred. (Her eyes filling—piteously) Oh, if James could only have lived ’til he came back—and forgiven him!




  MRS. ATKINS. He never would have—not James Mayo! Didn’t he keep his heart hardened against him till the last in spite of all you and Robert did to soften him?




  MRS. MAYO. (with a feeble flash of anger) Don’t you dare say that! (Brokenly) Oh, I know deep down in his heart he forgave Andy, though he was too stubborn ever to own up to it. It was that brought on his death—breaking his heart just on account of his stubborn pride. (She wipes her eyes with her handkerchief and sobs).




  MRS. ATKINS. (piously) It was the will of God. (The whining crying of the child sounds from the kitchen. MRS. ATKINS frowns irritably) Drat that young one! Seems as if she cries all the time on purpose to set a body’s nerves on edge.




  MRS. MAYO. (wiping her eyes) It’s the heat upsets her. Mary doesn’t feel any too well these days, poor little child!




  MRS. ATKINS. She gets it right from her Pa—bein’ sickly all the time. You can’t deny Robert was always ailin’ as a child. (She sighs heavily) It was a crazy mistake for them two to get married. I argyed against it at the time, but Ruth was so spelled with Robert’s wild poetry notions she wouldn’t listen to sense. Andy was the one would have been the match for her.




  MRS. MAYO. I’ve often thought since it might have been better the other way. But Ruth and Robbie seem happy enough together.




  MRS. ATKINS. At any rate it was God’s work—and His will be done. (The two women sit in silence for a moment. RUTH enters from the kitchen, carrying in her arms her two year old daughter, MARY, a pretty but sickly and ænemic looking child with a tear-stained face. RUTH has aged appreciably. Her face has lost its youth and freshness. There is a trace in her expression of something hard and spiteful. She sits in the rocker in front of the table and sighs wearily. She wears a gingham dress with a soiled apron tied around her waist).




  RUTH. Land sakes, if this isn’t a scorcher! That kitchen’s like a furnace. Phew! (She pushes the damp hair back from her forehead).




  MRS. MAYO. Why didn’t you call me to help with the dishes?




  RUTH. (shortly) No. The heat in there’d kill you.




  MARY. (sees the doll under the table and struggles on her mother’s lap) Dolly, Mama! Dolly!




  RUTH. (pulling her back) It’s time for your nap. You can’t play with Dolly now.




  MARY. (commencing to cry whiningly) Dolly!




  MRS. ATKINS. (irritably) Can’t you keep that child still? Her racket’s enough to split a body’s ears. Put her down and let her play with the doll if it’ll quiet her.




  RUTH. (lifting MARY to the floor) There! I hope you’ll be satisfied and keep still. (MARY sits down on the floor before the table and plays with the doll in silence. RUTH glances at the place set on the table) It’s a wonder Rob wouldn’t try to get to meals on time once in a while.




  MRS. MAYO. (dully) Something must have gone wrong again.




  RUTH. (wearily) I s’pose so. Something’s always going wrong these days, it looks like.




  MRS. ATKINS. (snappily) It wouldn’t if you possessed a bit of spunk. The idea of you permittin’ him to come in to meals at all hours—and you doin’ the work! I never heard of such a thin’. You’re too easy goin’, that’s the trouble.




  RUTH. Do stop your nagging at me, Ma! I’m sick of hearing you. I’ll do as I please about it; and thank you for not interfering. (She wipes her moist forehead—wearily) Phew! It’s too hot to argue. Let’s talk of something pleasant. (Curiously) Didn’t I hear you speaking about Andy a while ago?




  MRS. MAYO. We were wondering when he’d get home.




  RUTH. (brightening) Rob says any day now he’s liable to drop in and surprise us—him and the Captain. It’ll certainly look natural to see him around the farm again.




  MRS. ATKINS. Let’s hope the farm’ll look more natural, too, when he’s had a hand at it. The way thin’s are now!




  RUTH. (irritably) Will you stop harping on that, Ma? We all know things aren’t as they might be. What’s the good of your complaining all the time?




  MRS. ATKINS. There, Kate Mayo! Ain’t that just what I told you? I can’t say a word of advice to my own daughter even, she’s that stubborn and self-willed.




  RUTH. (putting her hands over her ears—in exasperation) For goodness sakes, Ma!




  MRS. MAYO. (dully) Never mind. Andy’ll fix everything when he comes.




  RUTH. (hopefully) Oh, yes, I know he will. He always did know just the right thing ought to be done. (With weary vexation) It’s a shame for him to come home and have to start in with things in such a topsy-turvy.




  MRS. MAYO. Andy’ll manage.




  RUTH. (sighing) I s’pose it isn’t Rob’s fault things go wrong with him.




  MRS. ATKINS. (scornfully) Hump! (She fans herself nervously) Land o’ Goshen, but it’s bakin’ in here! Let’s go out in under the trees in back where there’s a breath of fresh air. Come, Kate. (MRS. MAYO gets up obediently and starts to wheel the invalid’s chair toward the screen door) You better come too, Ruth. It’ll do you good. Learn him a lesson and let him get his own dinner. Don’t be such a fool.




  RUTH. (going and holding the screen door open for them—listlessly) He wouldn’t mind. He doesn’t eat much. But I can’t go anyway. I’ve got to put baby to bed.




  MRS. ATKINS. Let’s go, Kate. I’m boilin’ in here. (MRS. MAYO wheels her out and off left. RUTH comes back and sits down in her chair).




  RUTH. (mechanically) Come and let me take off your shoes and stockings, Mary, that’s a good girl. You’ve got to take your nap now. (The child continues to play as if she hadn’t heard, absorbed in her doll. An eager expression comes over RUTH’S tired face. She glances toward the door furtively—then gets up and goes to the desk. Her movements indicate a guilty fear of discovery. She takes a letter from a pigeon-hole and retreats swiftly to her chair with it. She opens the envelope and reads the letter with great interest, a flush of excitement coming to her cheeks. ROBERT walks up the path and opens the screen door quietly and comes into the room. He, too, has aged. His shoulders are stooped as if under too great a burden. His eyes are dull and lifeless, his face burned by the sun and unshaven for days. Streaks of sweat have smudged the layer of dust on his cheeks. His lips drawn down at the corners, give him a hopeless, resigned expression. The three years have accentuated the weakness of his mouth and chin. He is dressed in overalls, laced boots, and a flannel shirt open at the neck).




  ROBERT. (throwing his hat over an the sofa—with a great sigh of exhaustion) Phew! The sun’s hot today! (RUTH is startled. At first she makes an instinctive motion as if to hide the letter in her bosom. She immediately thinks better of this and sits with the letter in her hands looking at him with defiant eyes. He bends down and kisses her).




  RUTH. (feeling of her cheek—irritably) Why don’t you shave? You look awful.




  ROBERT. (indifferently) I forgot—and it’s too much trouble this weather.




  MARY. (throwing aside her doll, runs to him with a happy cry) Dada! Dada!




  ROBERT. (swinging her up above his head—lovingly) And how’s this little girl of mine this hot day, eh?




  MARY. (screeching happily) Dada! Dada!




  RUTH. (in annoyance) Don’t do that to her! You know it’s time for her nap and you’ll get her all waked up; then I’ll be the one that’ll have to sit beside her till she falls asleep.




  ROBERT. (sitting down in the chair on the left of table and cuddling MARY on his lap) You needn’t bother. I’ll put her to bed.




  RUTH. (shortly) You’ve got to get back to your work, I s’pose.




  ROBERT. (with a sigh) Yes, I was forgetting. (He glances at the open letter on RUTH’S lap) Reading Andy’s letter again? I should think you’d know it by heart by this time.




  RUTH. (coloring as if she’d been accused of something—defiantly) I’ve got a right to read it, haven’t I? He says it’s meant for all of us.




  ROBERT. (with a trace of irritation) Right? Don’t be so silly. There’s no question of right. I was only saying that you must know all that’s in it after so many readings.




  RUTH. Well, I don’t. (She puts the letter on the table and gets wearily to her feet) I s’pose you’ll be wanting your dinner now.




  ROBERT. (listlessly) I don’t care. I’m not hungry.




  RUTH. And here I been keeping it hot for you!




  ROBERT. (irritably) Oh, all right then. Bring it in and I’ll try to eat.




  RUTH. I’ve got to get her to bed first. (She goes to lift MARY off his lap) Come, dear. It’s after time and you can hardly keep your eyes open now.




  MARY. (crying) No, no! (Appealing to her father) Dada! No!




  RUTH. (accusingly to ROBERT) There! Now see what you’ve done! I told you not to——




  ROBERT. (shortly) Let her alone, then. She’s all right where she is. She’ll fall asleep on my lap in a minute if you’ll stop bothering her.




  RUTH. (hotly) She’ll not do any such thing! She’s got to learn to mind me! (Shaking her finger at MARY) You naughty child! Will you come with Mama when she tells you for your own good?




  MARY. (clinging to her father) No, Dada!




  RUTH. (losing her temper) A good spanking’s what you need, my young lady—and you’ll get one from me if you don’t mind better, d’you hear? (MARY starts to whimper frightenedly).




  ROBERT. (with sudden anger) Leave her alone! How often have I told you not to threaten her with whipping? I won’t have it. (Soothing the wailing MARY) There! There, little girl! Baby mustn’t cry. Dada won’t like you if you do. Dada’ll hold you and you must promise to go to sleep like a good little girl. Will you when Dada asks you?




  MARY. (cuddling up to him) Yes, Dada.




  RUTH. (looking at them, her pale face set and drawn) A fine one you are to be telling folks how to do things! (She bites her lips. Husband and wife look into each other’s eyes with something akin to hatred in their expressions; then RUTH turns away with a shrug of affected indifference) All right, take care of her then, if you think it’s so easy. (She walks away into the kitchen).




  ROBERT. (smoothing MARY’S hair—tenderly) We’ll show Mama you’re a good little girl, won’t we?




  MARY. (crooning drowsily) Dada, Dada.




  ROBERT. Let’s see: Does your mother take off your shoes and stockings before your nap?




  MARY. (nodding with half-shut eyes) Yes, Dada.




  ROBERT. (taking of her shoes and stockings) We’ll show Mama we know how to do those things, won’t we? There’s one old shoe off—and there’s the other old shoe—and here’s one old stocking—and there’s the other old stocking. There we are, all nice and cool and comfy. (He bends down and kisses her) And now will you promise to go right to sleep if Dada takes you to bed? (MARY nods sleepily) That’s the good little girl. (He gathers her up in his arms carefully and carries her into the bedroom. His voice can be heard faintly as he lulls the child to sleep. RUTH comes out of the kitchen and gets the plate from the table. She hears the voice from the room and tiptoes to the door to look in. Then she starts for the kitchen but stands for a moment thinking, a look of ill-concealed jealousy on her face. At a noise from inside she hurriedly disappears into the kitchen. A moment later ROBERT re-enters. He comes forward and picks up the shoes and stockings which he shoves carelessly under the table. Then, seeing no one about, he goes to the sideboard and selects a book. Coming back to his chair, he sits down and immediately becomes absorbed in reading. RUTH returns from the kitchen bringing his plate heaped with food, and a cup of tea. She sets those before him and sits down in her former place. ROBERT continues to read, oblivious to the food on the table).




  RUTH. (after watching him irritably for a moment) For heaven’s sakes, put down that old book! Don’t you see your dinner’s getting cold?




  ROBERT. (closing his book) Excuse me, Ruth. I didn’t notice. (He picks up his knife and fork and begins to eat gingerly, without appetite).




  RUTH. I should think you might have some feeling for me, Rob, and not always be late for meals. If you think it’s fun sweltering in that oven of a kitchen to keep things warm for you, you’re mistaken.




  ROBERT. I’m sorry, Ruth, really I am. Something crops up every day to delay me. I mean to be here on time.




  RUTH. (with a sigh) Mean-tos don’t count.




  ROBERT. (with a conciliating smile) Then punish me, Ruth. Let the food get cold and don’t bother about me.




  RUTH. I’d have to wait just the same to wash up after you.




  ROBERT. But I can wash up.




  RUTH. A nice mess there’d be then!




  ROBERT. (with an attempt at lightness) The food is lucky to be able to get cold this weather. (As RUTH doesn’t answer or smile he opens his book and resumes his reading, forcing himself to take a mouthful of food every now and then. RUTH stares at him in annoyance).




  RUTH. And besides, you’ve got your own work that’s got to be done.




  ROBERT. (absent-mindedly, without taking his eyes from the book) Yes, of course.




  RUTH. (spitefully) Work you’ll never get done by reading books all the time.




  ROBERT. (shutting the book with a snap) Why do you persist in nagging at me for getting pleasure out of reading? Is it because—— (He checks himself abruptly).




  RUTH. (coloring) Because I’m too stupid to understand them, I s’pose you were going to say.




  ROBERT. (shame-facedly) No—no. (In exasperation) Why do you goad me into saying things I don’t mean? Haven’t I got my share of troubles trying to work this cursed farm without your adding to them? You know how hard I’ve tried to keep things going in spite of bad luck——




  RUTH. (scornfully) Bad luck!




  ROBERT. And my own very apparent unfitness for the job, I was going to add; but you can’t deny there’s been bad luck to it, too. Why don’t you take things into consideration? Why can’t we pull together? We used to. I know it’s hard on you also. Then why can’t we help each other instead of hindering?




  RUTH. (sullenly) I do the best I know how.




  ROBERT. (gets up and puts his hand on her shoulder) I know you do. But let’s both of us try to do better. We can both improve. Say a word of encouragement once in a while when things go wrong, even if it is my fault. You know the odds I’ve been up against since Pa died. I’m not a farmer. I’ve never claimed to be one. But there’s nothing else I can do under the circumstances, and I’ve got to pull things through somehow. With your help, I can do it. With you against me—— (He shrugs his shoulders. There is a pause. Then he bends down and kisses her hair—with an attempt at cheerfulness) So you promise that; and I’ll promise to be here when the clock strikes—and anything else you tell me to. Is it a bargain?




  RUTH. (dully) I s’pose so. (They are interrupted by the sound of a loud knock at the kitchen door) There’s someone at the kitchen door. (She hurries out. A moment later she reappears) It’s Ben.




  ROBERT. (frowning) What’s the trouble now, I wonder? (In a loud voice) Come on in here, Ben. (BEN slouches in from the kitchen. He is a hulking, awkward young fellow with a heavy, stupid face and shifty, cunning eyes. He is dressed in overalls, boots, etc., and wears a broad-brimmed hat of coarse straw pushed back on his head) Well, Ben, what’s the matter?




  BEN. (drawlingly) The mowin’ machine’s bust.




  ROBERT. Why, that can’t be. The man fixed it only last week.




  BEN. It’s bust just the same.




  ROBERT. And can’t you fix it?




  BEN. No. Don’t know what’s the matter with the goll-darned thing. ’Twon’t work, anyhow.




  ROBERT. (getting up and going for his hat) Wait a minute and I’ll go look it over. There can’t be much the matter with it.




  BEN. (impudently) Don’t make no diff’rence t’ me whether there be or not. I’m quittin’.




  ROBERT. (anxiously) You don’t mean you’re throwing up your job here?




  BEN. That’s what! My month’s up today and I want what’s owin’ t’ me.




  ROBERT. But why are you quitting now, Ben, when you know I’ve so much work on hand? I’ll have a hard time getting another man at such short notice.




  BEN. That’s for you to figger. I’m quittin’.




  ROBERT. But what’s your reason? You haven’t any complaint to make about the way you’ve been treated, have you?




  BEN. No. ’Tain’t that. (Shaking his finger) Look-a-here. I’m sick o’ being made fun at, that’s what; an’ I got a job up to Timms’ place; an’ I’m quittin’ here.




  ROBERT. Being made fun of? I don’t understand you. Who’s making fun of you?




  BEN. They all do. When I drive down with the milk in the mornin’ they all laughs and jokes at me—that boy up to Harris’ and the new feller up to Slocum’s, and Bill Evans down to Meade’s, and all the rest on ’em.




  ROBERT. That’s a queer reason for leaving me flat. Won’t they laugh at you just the same when you’re working for Timms?




  BEN. They wouldn’t dare to. Timms is the best farm hereabouts. They was laughin’ at me for workin’ for you, that’s what! “How’re things up to the Mayo place?” they hollers every mornin’. “What’s Robert doin’ now—pasturin’ the cattle in the cornlot? Is he seasonin’ his hay with rain this year, same as last?” they shouts. “Or is he inventin’ some ’lectrical milkin’ engine to fool them dry cows o’ his into givin’ hard cider?” (Very much ruffled) That’s like they talks; and I ain’t goin’ to put up with it no longer. Everyone’s always knowed me as a first-class hand hereabouts, and I ain’t wantin’ ’em to get no different notion. So I’m quittin’ you. And I wants what’s comin’ to me.




  ROBERT. (coldly) Oh, if that’s the case, you can go to the devil. You’ll get your money tomorrow when I get back from town—not before!




  BEN. (turning to doorway to kitchen) That suits me. (As he goes out he speaks back over his shoulder) And see that I do get it, or there’ll be trouble. (He disappears and the slamming of the kitchen door is heard).




  ROBERT. (as RUTH comes from where she has been standing by the doorway and sits down dejectedly in her old place) The stupid damn fool! And now what about the haying? That’s an example of what I’m up against. No one can say I’m responsible for that.




  RUTH. He wouldn’t dare act that way with anyone else! (Spitefully, with a glance at ANDREW’S letter on the table) It’s lucky Andy’s coming back.




  ROBERT. (without resentment) Yes, Andy’ll see the right thing to do in a jiffy. (With an affectionate smile) I wonder if the old chump’s changed much? He doesn’t seem to from his letters, does he? (Shaking his head) But just the same I doubt if he’ll want to settle down to a hum-drum farm life, after all he’s been through.




  RUTH. (resentfully) Andy’s not like you. He likes the farm.




  ROBERT. (immersed in his own thoughts—enthusiastically) Gad, the things he’s seen and experienced! Think of the places he’s been! All the wonderful far places I used to dream about! God, how I envy him! What a trip! (He springs to his feet and instinctively goes to the window and stares out at the horizon).




  RUTH. (bitterly) I s’pose you’re sorry now you didn’t go?




  ROBERT. (too occupied with his own thoughts to hear her—vindictively) Oh, those cursed hills out there that I used to think promised me so much! How I’ve grown to hate the sight of them! They’re like the walls of a narrow prison yard shutting me in from all the freedom and wonder of life! (He turns back to the room with a gesture of loathing) Sometimes I think if it wasn’t for you, Ruth, and—(his voice softening)—little Mary, I’d chuck everything up and walk down the road with just one desire in my heart—to put the whole rim of the world between me and those hills, and be able to breathe freely once more! (He sinks down into his chair and smiles with bitter self-scorn) There I go dreaming again— my old fool dreams.




  RUTH. (in a low, repressed voice—her eyes smoldering) You’re not the only one!




  ROBERT. (buried in his own thoughts—bitterly) And Andy, who’s had the chance—what has he got out of it? His letters read like the diary of a—of a farmer! “We’re in Singapore now. It’s a dirty hole of a place and hotter than hell. Two of the crew are down with fever and we’re short-handed on the work. I’ll be damn glad when we sail again, although tacking back and forth in these blistering seas is a rotten job too!” (Scornfully) That’s about the way he summed up his impressions of the East.




  RUTH. (her repressed voice trembling) You needn’t make fun of Andy.




  ROBERT. When I think—but what’s the use? You know I wasn’t making fun of Andy personally, but his attitude toward things is——




  RUTH. (her eyes flashing—bursting into uncontrollable rage) You was too making fun of him! And I ain’t going to stand for it! You ought to be ashamed of yourself! (ROBERT stares at her in amazement. She continues furiously) A fine one to talk about anyone else—after the way you’ve ruined everything with your lazy loafing!—and the stupid way you do things!




  ROBERT. (angrily) Stop that kind of talk, do you hear?




  RUTH. You findin’ fault—with your own brother who’s ten times the man you ever was or ever will be! You’re jealous, that’s what! Jealous because he’s made a man of himself, while you’re nothing but a—but a—— (She stutters incoherently, overcome by rage).




  ROBERT. Ruth! Ruth! You’ll be sorry for talking like that.




  RUTH. I won’t! I won’t never be sorry! I’m only saying what I’ve been thinking for years.




  ROBERT. (aghast) Ruth! You can’t mean that!




  RUTH. What do you think—living with a man like you—having to suffer all the time because you’ve never been man enough to work and do things like other people. But no! You never own up to that. You think you’re so much better than other folks, with your college education, where you never learned a thing, and always reading your stupid books instead of working. I s’pose you think I ought to be proud to be your wife—a poor, ignorant thing like me! (Fiercely) But I’m not. I hate it! I hate the sight of you. Oh, if I’d only known! If I hadn’t been such a fool to listen to your cheap, silly, poetry talk that you learned out of books! If I could have seen how you were in your true self—like you are now—I’d have killed myself before I’d have married you! I was sorry for it before we’d been together a month. I knew what you were really like—when it was too late.




  ROBERT. (his voice raised loudly) And now—I’m finding out what you’re really like—what a—a creature I’ve been living with. (With a harsh laugh) God! It wasn’t that I haven’t guessed how mean and small you are—but I’ve kept on telling myself that I must be wrong—like a fool!—like a damned fool!




  RUTH. You were saying you’d go out on the road if it wasn’t for me. Well, you can go, and the sooner the better! I don’t care! I’ll be glad to get rid of you! The farm’ll be better off too. There’s been a curse on it ever since you took hold. So go! Go and be a tramp like you’ve always wanted. It’s all you’re good for. I can get along without you, don’t you worry. (Exulting fiercely) Andy’s coming back, don’t forget that! He’ll attend to things like they should be. He’ll show what a man can do! I don’t need you. Andy’s coming!




  ROBERT. (they are both standing. ROBERT grabs her by the shoulders and glares into her eyes) What do you mean? (He shakes her violently) What are you thinking of? What’s in your evil mind, you—you—— (His voice is a harsh shout).




  RUTH. (in a defiant scream) Yes I do mean it! I’d say it if you was to kill me! I do love Andy. I do! I do! I always loved him. (Exultantly) And he loves me! He loves me! I know he does. He always did! And you know he did, too! So go! Go if you want to!




  ROBERT. (throwing her away from him. She staggers back against the table—thickly) You—you slut! (He stands glaring at her as she leans back, supporting herself by the table, gasping for breath. A loud frightened whimper sounds from the awakened child in the bedroom. It continues. The man and woman stand looking at one another in horror, the extent of their terrible quarrel suddenly brought home to them. A pause. The noise of a horse and carriage comes from the road before the house. The two, suddenly struck by the same premonition, listen to it breathlessly, as to a sound heard in a dream. It stops. They hear ANDY’S voice from the road shouting a long hail—“Ahoy there!”)




  RUTH. (with a strangled cry of joy) Andy! Andy! (She rushes and grabs the knob of the screen door, about to fling it open).




  ROBERT. (in a voice of command that forces obedience) Stop! (He goes to the door and gently pushes the trembling RUTH away from it. The child’s crying rises to a louder pitch) I’ll meet Andy. You better go in to Mary, Ruth. (She looks at him defiantly for a moment, but there is something in his eyes that makes her turn and walk slowly into the bedroom).




  ANDY’S VOICE. (in a louder shout) Ahoy there, Rob!




  ROBERT. (in an answering shout of forced cheeriness) Hello, Andy! (He opens the door and walks out as
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  The top of a hill on the farm. It is about eleven o’clock the next morning. The day is hot and cloudless. In the distance the sea can be seen.




  The top of the hill slopes downward slightly toward the left. A big boulder stands in the center toward the rear. Further right, a large oak tree. The faint trace of a path leading upward to it from the left foreground can be detected through the bleached, sun-scorched grass.




  ROBERT is discovered sitting on the boulder, his chin resting on his hands, staring out toward the horizon seaward. His face is pale and haggard, his expression one of utter despondency. MARY is sitting on the grass near him in the shade, playing with her doll, singing happily to herself. Presently she casts a curious glance at her father, and, propping her doll up against the tree, comes over and clambers to his side.




  MARY. (pulling at his hand—solicitously) Dada sick?




  ROBERT. (looking at her with a forced smile) No, dear. Why?




  MARY. Play wif Mary.




  ROBERT. (gently) No, dear, not today. Dada doesn’t feel like playing today.




  MARY. (protestingly) Yes, Dada!




  ROBERT. No, dear. Dada does feel sick—a little. He’s got a bad headache.




  MARY. Mary see. (He bends his head. She pats his hair) Bad head.




  ROBERT. (kissing her—with a smile) There! It’s better now, dear, thank you. (She cuddles up close against him. There is a pause during which each of them looks out seaward) (Finally ROBERT turns to her tenderly) Would you like Dada to go away?—far, far away?




  MARY. (tearfully) No! No! No, Dada, no!




  ROBERT. Don’t you like Uncle Andy—the man that came yesterday—not the old man with the white mustache—the other?




  MARY. Mary loves Dada.




  ROBERT. (with fierce determination) He won’t go away, baby. He was only joking. He couldn’t leave his little Mary. (He presses the child in his arms).




  MARY. (with an exclamation of pain) Oh! Hurt!




  ROBERT. I’m sorry, little girl. (He lifts her down to the grass) Go play with Dolly, that’s a good girl; and be careful to keep in the shade. (She reluctantly leaves him and takes up her doll again. A moment later she points down the hill to the left).




  MARY. Mans, Dada.




  ROBERT. (looking that way) It’s your Uncle Andy. (A moment later ANDREW comes up from the left, whistling cheerfully. He has changed but little in appearance, except for the fact that his face has been deeply bronzed by his years in the tropics; but there is a decided change in his manner. The old easy-going good-nature seems to have been partly lost in a breezy, business-like briskness of voice and gesture. There is an authoritative note in his speech as though he were accustomed to give orders and have them obeyed as a matter of course. He is dressed in the simple blue uniform and cap of a merchant ship’s officer).




  ANDREW. Here you are, eh?




  ROBERT. Hello, Andy.




  ANDREW. (going over to MARY) And who’s this young lady I find you all alone with, eh? Who’s this pretty young lady? (He tickles the laughing, squirming MARY, then lifts her up at arm’s length over his head) Upsy—daisy! (He sets her down on the ground again) And there you are! (He walks over and sits down on the boulder beside ROBERT who moves to one side to make room for him) Ruth told me I’d probably find you up top-side here; but I’d have guessed it, anyway. (He digs his brother in the ribs affectionately) Still up to your old tricks, you old beggar! I can remember how you used to come up here to mope and dream in the old days.




  ROBERT. (with a smile) I come up here now because it’s the coolest place on the farm. I’ve given up dreaming.




  ANDREW. (grinning) I don’t believe it. You can’t have changed that much. (After a pause—with boyish enthusiasm) Say, it sure brings back old times to be up here with you having a chin all by our lonesomes again. I feel great being back home.




  ROBERT. It’s great for us to have you back.




  ANDREW. (after a pause—meaningly) I’ve been looking over the old place with Ruth. Things don’t seem to be——




  ROBERT. (his face flushing—interrupts his brother shortly) Never mind the damn farm! Let’s talk about something interesting. This is the first chance I’ve had to have a word with you alone. Tell me about your trip.




  ANDREW. Why, I thought I told you everything in my letters.




  ROBERT. (smiling) Your letters were—sketchy, to say the least.




  ANDREW. Oh, I know I’m no author. You needn’t be afraid of hurting my feelings. I’d rather go through a typhoon again than write a letter.




  ROBERT. (with eager interest) Then you were through a typhoon?




  ANDREW. Yes—in the China sea. Had to run before it under bare poles for two days. I thought we were bound down for Davy Jones, sure. Never dreamed waves could get so big or the wind blow so hard. If it hadn’t been for Uncle Dick being such a good skipper we’d have gone to the sharks, all of us. As it was we came out minus a main top-mast and had to beat back to Hong-Kong for repairs. But I must have written you all this.




  ROBERT. You never mentioned it.




  ANDREW. Well, there was so much dirty work getting things ship-shape again I must have forgotten about it.




  ROBERT. (looking at ANDREW—marveling) Forget a typhoon? (with a trace of scorn) You’re a strange combination, Andy. And is what you’ve told me all you remember about it?




  ANDREW. Oh, I could give you your bellyful of details if I wanted to turn loose on you. It was all-wool-and-a-yard-wide-Hell, I’ll tell you. You ought to have been there. I remember thinking about you at the worst of it, and saying to myself: “This’d cure Rob of them ideas of his about the beautiful sea, if he could see it.” And it would have too, you bet! (He nods emphatically).




  ROBERT. (dryly) The sea doesn’t seem to have impressed you very favorably.




  ANDREW. I should say it didn’t! I’ll never set foot on a ship again if I can help it—except to carry me some place I can’t get to by train.




  ROBERT. But you studied to become an officer!




  ANDREW. Had to do something or I’d gone mad. The days were like years. (He laughs) And as for the East you used to rave about—well, you ought to see it, and smell it! One walk down one of their filthy narrow streets with the tropic sun beating on it would sicken you for life with the “wonder and mystery” you used to dream of.




  ROBERT. (shrinking from his brother with a glance of aversion) So all you found in the East was a stench?




  ANDREW. A stench! Ten thousand of them!




  ROBERT. But you did like some of the places, judging from your letters—Sydney, Buenos Aires——




  ANDREW. Yes, Sydney’s a good town. (Enthusiastically) But Buenos Aires—there’s the place for you. Argentine’s a country where a fellow has a chance to make good. You’re right I like it. And I’ll tell you, Rob, that’s right where I’m going just as soon as I’ve seen you folks a while and can get a ship. I can get a berth as second officer, and I’ll jump the ship when I get there. I’ll need every cent of the wages Uncle’s paid me to get a start at something in B. A.




  ROBERT. (staring at his brother—slowly) So you’re not going to stay on the farm?




  ANDREW. Why sure not! Did you think I was? There wouldn’t be any sense. One of us is enough to run this little place.




  ROBERT. I suppose it does seem small to you now.




  ANDREW. (not noticing the sarcasm in ROBERT’S voice) You’ve no idea, Rob, what a splendid place Argentine is. I had a letter from a marine insurance chap that I’d made friends with in Hong-Kong to his brother, who’s in the grain business in Buenos Aires. He took quite a fancy to me, and what’s more important, he offered me a job if I’d come back there. I’d have taken it on the spot, only I couldn’t leave Uncle Dick in the lurch, and I’d promised you folks to come home. But I’m going back there, you bet, and then you watch me get on! (He slaps ROBERT on the back) But don’t you think it’s a big chance, Rob?




  ROBERT. It’s fine—for you, Andy.




  ANDREW. We call this a farm—but you ought to hear about the farms down there—ten square miles where we’ve got an acre. It’s a new country where big things are opening up—and I want to get in on something big before I die. I’m no fool when it comes to farming, and I know something about grain. I’ve been reading up a lot on it, too, lately. (He notices ROBERT’S absent-minded expression and laughs) Wake up, you old poetry book worm, you! I know my talking about business makes you want to choke me, doesn’t it?




  ROBERT. (with an embarrassed smile) No, Andy, I—I just happened to think of something else. (Frowning) There’ve been lots of times lately that I’ve wished I had some of your faculty for business.




  ANDREW. (soberly) There’s something I want to talk about, Rob—the farm. You don’t mind, do you?




  ROBERT. No.




  ANDREW. I walked over it this morning with Ruth—and she told me about things—— (Evasively) I could see the place had run down; but you mustn’t blame yourself. When luck’s against anyone——




  ROBERT. Don’t, Andy! It is my fault. You know it as well as I do. The best I’ve ever done was to make ends meet.




  ANDREW. (after a pause) I’ve got over a thousand saved, and you can have that.




  ROBERT. (firmly) No. You need that for your start in Buenos Aires.




  ANDREW. I don’t. I can——




  ROBERT. (determinedly) No, Andy! Once and for all, no! I won’t hear of it!




  ANDREW. (protestingly) You obstinate old son of a gun!




  ROBERT. Oh, everything’ll be on a sound footing after harvest. Don’t worry about it.




  ANDREW. (doubtfully) Maybe. (After a pause) It’s too bad Pa couldn’t have lived to see things through. (With feeling) It cut me up a lot—hearing he was dead. He never—softened up, did he—about me, I mean?




  ROBERT. He never understood, that’s a kinder way of putting it. He does now.




  ANDREW. (after a pause) You’ve forgotten all about what—caused me to go, haven’t you, Rob? (ROBERT nods but keeps his face averted) I was a slushier damn fool in those days than you were. But it was an act of Providence I did go. It opened my eyes to how I’d been fooling myself. Why, I’d forgotten all about—that—before I’d been at sea six months.




  ROBERT. (turns and looks into ANDREW’S eyes searchingly) You’re speaking of—Ruth?




  ANDREW. (confused) Yes. I didn’t want you to get false notions in your head, or I wouldn’t say anything. (Looking ROBERT squarely in the eyes) I’m telling you the truth when I say I’d forgotten long ago. It don’t sound well for me, getting over things so easy, but I guess it never really amounted to more than a kid idea I was letting rule me. I’m certain now I never was in love—I was getting fun out of thinking I was—and being a hero to myself. (He heaves a great sigh of relief) There! Gosh, I’m glad that’s off my chest. I’ve been feeling sort of awkward ever since I’ve been home, thinking of what you two might think. (A trace of appeal in his voice) You’ve got it all straight now, haven’t you, Rob?




  ROBERT. (in a low voice) Yes, Andy.




  ANDREW. And I’ll tell Ruth, too, if I can get up the nerve. She must feel kind of funny having me round—after what used to be—and not knowing how I feel about it.




  ROBERT. (slowly) Perhaps—for her sake—you’d better not tell her.




  ANDREW. For her sake? Oh, you mean she wouldn’t want to be reminded of my foolishness? Still, I think it’d be worse if——




  ROBERT. (breaking out—in an agonized voice) Do as you please, Andy; but for God’s sake, let’s not talk about it! (There is a pause. ANDREW stares at ROBERT in hurt stupefaction. ROBERT continues after a moment in a voice which he vainly attempts to keep calm) Excuse me, Andy. This rotten headache has my nerves shot to pieces.




  ANDREW. (mumbling) It’s all right, Rob—long as you’re not sore at me.




  ROBERT. Where did Uncle Dick disappear to this morning?




  ANDREW. He went down to the port to see to things on the Sunda. He said he didn’t know exactly when he’d be back. I’ll have to go down and tend to the ship when he comes. That’s why I dressed up in these togs.




  MARY. (pointing down the hill to the left) See! Mama! Mama! (She struggles to her feet. RUTH appears at left. She is dressed in white, shows she has been fixing up. She looks pretty, flushed and full of life).




  MARY. (running to her mother) Mama!




  RUTH. (kissing her) Hello, dear! (She walks toward the rock and addresses ROBERT coldly) Jake wants to see you about something. He finished working where he was. He’s waiting for you at the road.




  ROBERT. (getting up—wearily) I’ll go down right away. (As he looks at RUTH, noting her changed appearance, his face darkens with pain).




  RUTH. And take Mary with you, please. (To MARY) Go with Dada, that’s a good girl. Grandma has your dinner most ready for you.




  ROBERT. (shortly) Come, Mary!




  MARY. (taking his hand and dancing happily beside him) Dada! Dada! (They go down the hill to the left. RUTH looks after them for a moment, frowning—then turns to ANDY with a smile) I’m going to sit down. Come on, Andy. It’ll be like old times. (She jumps lightly to the top of the rock and sits down) It’s so fine and cool up here after the house.




  ANDREW. (half-sitting on the side of the boulder) Yes. It’s great.




  RUTH. I’ve taken a holiday in honor of your arrival. (Laughing excitedly) I feel so free I’d like to have wings and fly over the sea. You’re a man. You can’t know how awful and stupid it is—cooking and washing dishes all the time.




  ANDREW. (making a wry face) I can guess.




  RUTH. Besides, your mother just insisted on getting your first dinner to home, she’s that happy at having you back. You’d think I was planning to poison you the flurried way she shooed me out of the kitchen.




  ANDREW. That’s just like Ma, bless her!




  RUTH. She’s missed you terrible. We all have. And you can’t deny the farm has, after what I showed you and told you when we was looking over the place this morning.




  ANDREW. (with a frown) Things are run down, that’s a fact! It’s too darn hard on poor old Rob.




  RUTH. (scornfully) It’s his own fault. He never takes any interest in things.




  ANDREW. (reprovingly) You can’t blame him. He wasn’t born for it; but I know he’s done his best for your sake and the old folks and the little girl.




  RUTH. (indifferently) Yes, I suppose he has. (Gayly) But thank the Lord, all those days are over now. The “hard luck” Rob’s always blaming won’t last long when you take hold, Andy. All the farm’s ever needed was someone with the knack of looking ahead and preparing for what’s going to happen.




  ANDREW. Yes, Rob hasn’t got that. He’s frank to own up to that himself. I’m going to try and hire a good man for him—an experienced farmer—to work the place on a salary and percentage. That’ll take it off of Rob’s hands, and he needn’t be worrying himself to death any more. He looks all worn out, Ruth. He ought to be careful.




  RUTH. (absent-mindedly) Yes, I s’pose. (Her mind is filled with premonitions by the first part of his statement) Why do you want to hire a man to oversee things? Seems as if now that you’re back it wouldn’t be needful.




  ANDREW. Oh, of course I’ll attend to everything while I’m here. I mean after I’m gone.




  RUTH. (as if she couldn’t believe her ears) Gone!




  ANDREW. Yes. When I leave for the Argentine again.




  RUTH. (aghast) You’re going away to sea!




  ANDREW. Not to sea, no; I’m through with the sea for good as a job. I’m going down to Buenos Aires to get in the grain business.




  RUTH. But—that’s far off—isn’t it?




  ANDREW. (easily) Six thousand miles more or less. It’s quite a trip. (With enthusiasm) I’ve got a peach of a chance down there, Ruth. Ask Rob if I haven’t. I’ve just been telling him all about it.




  RUTH. (a flush of anger coming over her face) And didn’t he try to stop you from going?




  ANDREW. (in surprise) No, of course not. Why?




  RUTH. (slowly and vindictively) That’s just like him—not to.




  ANDREW. (resentfully) Rob’s too good a chum to try and stop me when he knows I’m set on a thing. And he could see just as soon’s I told him what a good chance it was.




  RUTH. (dazedly) And you’re bound on going?




  ANDREW. Sure thing. Oh, I don’t mean right off. I’ll have to wait for a ship sailing there for quite a while, likely. Anyway, I want to stay to home and visit with you folks a spell before I go.




  RUTH. (dumbly) I s’pose. (With sudden anguish) Oh, Andy, you can’t go! You can’t. Why we’ve all thought—we’ve all been hoping and praying you was coming home to stay, to settle down on the farm and see to things. You mustn’t go! Think of how your Ma’ll take on if you go—and how the farm’ll be ruined if you leave it to Rob to look after. You can see that.




  ANDREW. (frowning) Rob hasn’t done so bad. When I get a man to direct things the farm’ll be safe enough.




  RUTH. (insistently) But your Ma—think of her.




  ANDREW. She’s used to me being away. She won’t object when she knows it’s best for her and all of us for me to go. You ask Rob. In a couple of years down there I’ll make my pile, see if I don’t; and then I’ll come back and settle down and turn this farm into the crackiest place in the whole state. In the meantime, I can help you both from down there. (Earnestly) I tell you, Ruth, I’m going to make good right from the minute I land, if working hard and a determination to get on can do it; and I know they can! (Excitedly—in a rather boastful tone) I tell you, I feel ripe for bigger things than settling down here. The trip did that for me, anyway. It showed me the world is a larger proposition than ever I thought it was in the old days. I couldn’t be content any more stuck here like a fly in molasses. It all seems trifling, somehow. You ought to be able to understand what I feel.




  RUTH. (dully) Yes—I s’pose I ought. (After a pause—a sudden suspicion forming in her mind) What did Rob tell you—about me?




  ANDREW. Tell? About you? Why, nothing.




  RUTH. (staring at him intensely) Are you telling me the truth, Andy Mayo? Didn’t he say—I—— (She stops confusedly).




  ANDREW. (surprised) No, he didn’t mention you, I can remember. Why? What made you think he did?




  RUTH. (wringing her hands) Oh, I wish I could tell if you’re lying or not!




  ANDREW. (indignantly) What’re you talking about? I didn’t used to lie to you, did I? And what in the name of God is there to lie for?




  RUTH. (still unconvinced) Are you sure—will you swear—it isn’t the reason—— (She lowers her eyes and half turns away from him) The same reason that made you go last time that’s driving you away again? ’Cause if it is—I was going to say—you mustn’t go—on that account. (Her voice sinks to a tremulous, tender whisper as she finishes).




  ANDREW. (confused—forces a laugh) Oh, is that what you’re driving at? Well, you needn’t worry about that no more—— (Soberly) I don’t blame you, Ruth, feeling embarrassed having me around again, after the way I played the dumb fool about going away last time.




  RUTH. (her hope crushed—with a gasp of pain) Oh, Andy!




  ANDREW. (misunderstanding) I know I oughtn’t to talk about such foolishness to you. Still I figure it’s better to get it out of my system so’s we three can be together same’s years ago, and not be worried thinking one of us might have the wrong notion.




  RUTH. Andy! Please! Don’t!




  ANDREW. Let me finish now that I’ve started. It’ll help clear things up. I don’t want you to think once a fool always a fool, and be upset all the time I’m here on my fool account. I want you to believe I put all that silly nonsense back of me a long time ago—and now—it seems—well—as if you’d always been my sister, that’s what, Ruth.




  RUTH. (at the end of her endurance—laughing hysterically) For God’s sake, Andy—won’t you please stop talking! (She again hides her face in her hands, her bowed shoulders trembling).




  ANDREW. (ruefully) Seem’s if I put my foot in it whenever I open my mouth today. Rob shut me up with almost the same words when I tried speaking to him about it.




  RUTH. (fiercely) You told him—what you’ve told me?




  ANDREW. (astounded) Why sure! Why not?




  RUTH. (shuddering) Oh, my God!




  ANDREW. (alarmed) Why? Shouldn’t I have?




  RUTH. (hysterically) Oh, I don’t care what you do! I don’t care! Leave me alone! (ANDREW gets up and walks down the hill to the left, embarrassed, hurt, and greatly puzzled by her behavior).




  ANDREW. (after a pause—pointing down the hill) Hello! Here they come back—and the Captain’s with them. How’d he come to get back so soon, I wonder? That means I’ve got to hustle down to the port and get on board. Rob’s got the baby with him. (He comes back to the boulder. RUTH keeps her face averted from him) Gosh, I never saw a father so tied up in a kid as Rob is! He just watches every move she makes. And I don’t blame him. You both got a right to feel proud of her. She’s surely a little winner. (He glances at RUTH to see if this very obvious attempt to get back in her good graces is having any effect) I can see the likeness to Rob standing out all over her, can’t you? But there’s no denying she’s your young one, either. There’s something about her eyes——




  RUTH. (piteously) Oh, Andy, I’ve a headache! I don’t want to talk! Leave me alone, won’t you please?




  ANDREW. (stands staring at her for a moment—then walks away saying in a hurt tone): Everybody hereabouts seems to be on edge today. I begin to feel as if I’m not wanted around. (He stands near the path, left, kicking at the grass with the toe of his shoe. A moment later CAPTAIN DICK SCOTT enters, followed by ROBERT carrying MARY. The CAPTAIN seems scarcely to have changed at all from the jovial, booming person he was three years before. He wears a uniform similar to ANDREW’S. He is puffing and breathless from his climb and mops wildly at his perspiring countenance. ROBERT casts a quick glance at ANDREW, noticing the latter’s discomfited look, and then turns his eyes on RUTH who, at their approach, has moved so her back is toward them, her chin resting on her hands as she stares out seaward).




  MARY. Mama! Mama! (ROBERT puts her down and she runs to her mother. RUTH turns and grabs her up in her arms with a sudden fierce tenderness, quickly turning away again from the others. During the following scene she keeps MARY in her arms).




  SCOTT. (wheezily) Phew! I got great news for you, Andy. Let me get my wind first. Phew! God A’mighty, mountin’ this damned hill is worser’n goin’ aloft to the skys’l yard in a blow. I got to lay to a while. (He sits down on the grass, mopping his face).




  ANDREW. I didn’t look for you this soon, Uncle.




  SCOTT. I didn’t figger it, neither; but I run across a bit o’ news down to the Seamen’s Home made me ’bout ship and set all sail back here to find you.




  ANDREW. (eagerly) What is it, Uncle?




  SCOTT. Passin’ by the Home I thought I’d drop in an’ let ’em know I’d be lackin’ a mate next trip count o’ your leavin’. Their man in charge o’ the shippin’ asked after you ’special curious. “Do you think he’d consider a berth as Second on a steamer, Captain?” he asks. I was goin’ to say no when I thinks o’ you wantin’ to get back down south to the Plate agen; so I asks him: “What is she and where’s she bound?” “She’s the El Paso, a brand new tramp,” he says, “and she’s bound for Buenos Aires.”




  ANDREW. (his eyes lighting up—excitedly) Gosh, that is luck! When does she sail?




  SCOTT. Tomorrow mornin’. I didn’t know if you’d want to ship away agen so quick an’ I told him so. “Tell him I’ll hold the berth open for him until late this afternoon,” he says. So there you be, an’ you can make your own choice.




  ANDREW. I’d like to take it. There may not be another ship for Buenos Aires with a vacancy in months. (His eyes roving from ROBERT to RUTH and back again—uncertainly) Still—damn it all—tomorrow morning is soon. I wish she wasn’t leaving for a week or so. That’d give me a chance—it seems hard to go right away again when I’ve just got home. And yet it’s a chance in a thousand—— (Appealing to ROBERT) What do you think, Rob? What would you do?




  ROBERT. (forcing a smile) He who hesitates, you know. (Frowning) It’s a piece of good luck thrown in your way—and—I think you owe it to yourself to jump at it. But don’t ask me to decide for you.




  RUTH. (turning to look at ANDREW—in a tone of fierce resentment) Yes, go, Andy! (She turns quickly away again. There is a moment of embarrassed silence).




  ANDREW. (thoughtfully) Yes, I guess I will. It’ll be the best thing for all of us in the end, don’t you think so, Rob? (ROBERT nods but remains silent).




  SCOTT. (getting to his feet) Then, that’s settled.




  ANDREW. (now that he has definitely made a decision his voice rings with hopeful strength and energy) Yes, I’ll take the berth. The sooner I go the sooner I’ll be back, that’s a certainty; and I won’t come back with empty hands next time. You bet I won’t!




  SCOTT. You ain’t got so much time, Andy. To make sure you’d best leave here soon’s you kin. I got to get right back aboard. You’d best come with me.




  ANDREW. I’ll go to the house and repack my bag right away.




  ROBERT. (quietly) You’ll both be here for dinner, won’t you?




  ANDREW. (worriedly) I don’t know. Will there be time? What time is it now, I wonder?




  ROBERT. (reproachfully) Ma’s been getting dinner especially for you, Andy.




  ANDREW. (flushing—shame-facedly) Hell! And I was forgetting! Of course I’ll stay for dinner if I missed every damned ship in the world. (He turns to the CAPTAIN—briskly) Come on, Uncle. Walk down with me to the house and you can tell me more about this berth on the way. I’ve got to pack before dinner. (He and the CAPTAIN start down to the left. ANDREW calls back over his shoulder) You’re coming soon, aren’t you, Rob?




  ROBERT. Yes. I’ll be right down. (ANDREW and the CAPTAIN leave. RUTH puts MARY on the ground and hides her face in her hands. Her shoulders shake as if she were sobbing. ROBERT stares at her with a grim, somber expression. MARY walks backward toward ROBERT, her wondering eyes fixed on her mother).




  MARY. (her voice vaguely frightened, taking her father’s hand) Dada, Mama’s cryin’, Dada.




  ROBERT. (bending down and stroking her hair—in a voice he endeavors to keep from being harsh) No, she isn’t, little girl. The sun hurts her eyes, that’s all. Aren’t you beginning to feel hungry, Mary?




  MARY. (decidedly) Yes, Dada.




  ROBERT. (meaningly) It must be your dinner time now.




  RUTH. (in a muffled voice) I’m coming, Mary. (She wipes her eyes quickly and, without looking at ROBERT, comes and takes MARY’S hand—in a dead voice) Come on and I’ll get your dinner for you. (She walks out left, her eyes fixed on the ground, the skipping MARY tugging at her hand. ROBERT waits a moment for them to get ahead and then slowly follows as
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  Same as Act Two, Scene One—The sitting room of the farm house about six o’clock in the morning of a day toward the end of October five years later. It is not yet dawn, but as the action progresses the darkness outside the windows gradually fades to gray.




  The room, seen by the light of the shadeless oil lamp with a smoky chimney which stands on the table, presents an appearance of decay, of dissolution. The curtains at the windows are torn and dirty and one of them is missing. The closed desk is gray with accumulated dust as if it had not been used in years. Blotches of dampness disfigure the wall paper. Threadbare trails, leading to the kitchen and outer doors, show in the faded carpet. The top of the coverless table is stained with the imprints of hot dishes and spilt food. The rung of one rocker has been clumsily mended with a piece of plain board. A brown coating of rust covers the unblacked stove. A pile of wood is stacked up carelessly against the wall by the stove.




  The whole atmosphere of the room, contrasted with that of former years, is one of an habitual poverty too hopelessly resigned to be any longer ashamed or even conscious of itself.




  At the rise of the curtain RUTH is discovered sitting by the stove, with hands outstretched to the warmth as if the air in the room were damp and cold. A heavy shawl is wrapped about her shoulders, half-concealing her dress of deep mourning. She has aged horribly. Her pale, deeply lined face has the stony lack of expression of one to whom nothing more can ever happen, whose capacity for emotion has been exhausted. When she speaks her voice is without timbre, low and monotonous. The negligent disorder of her dress, the slovenly arrangement of her hair, now streaked with gray, her muddied shoes run down at the heel, give full evidence of the apathy in which she lives.




  Her mother is asleep in her wheel chair beside the stove toward the rear, wrapped up in a blanket.




  There is a sound from the open bedroom door in the rear as if someone were getting out of bed. RUTH turns in that direction, with a look of dull annoyance. A moment later ROBERT appears in the doorway, leaning weakly against it for support. His hair is long and unkempt, his face and body emaciated. There are bright patches of crimson over his check bones and his eyes are burning with fever. He is dressed in corduroy pants, a flannel shirt, and wears worn carpet slippers on his bare feet.




  RUTH. (dully) S-s-s-h-! Ma’s asleep.




  ROBERT. (speaking with an effort) I won’t wake her. (He walks weakly to a rocker by the side of the table and sinks down in it exhausted).




  RUTH. (staring at the stove) You better come near the fire where it’s warm.




  ROBERT. No. I’m burning up now.




  RUTH. That’s the fever. You know the doctor told you not to get up and move round.




  ROBERT. (irritably) That old fossil! He doesn’t know anything. Go to bed and stay there—that’s his only prescription.




  RUTH. (indifferently) How are you feeling now?




  ROBERT. (buoyantly) Better! Much better than I’ve felt in ages. Really I’m fine now—only very weak. It’s the turning point, I guess. From now on I’ll pick up so quick I’ll surprise you—and no thanks to that old fool of a country quack, either.




  RUTH. He’s always tended to us.




  ROBERT. Always helped us to die, you mean! He “tended” to Pa and Ma and—(his voice breaks)—and to—Mary.




  RUTH. (dully) He did the best he knew, I s’pose. (After a pause) Well, Andy’s bringing a specialist with him when he comes. That ought to suit you.




  ROBERT. (bitterly) Is that why you’re waiting up all night?




  RUTH. Yes.




  ROBERT. For Andy?




  RUTH. (without a trace of feeling) Somebody had got to. It’s only right for someone to meet him after he’s been gone five years.




  ROBERT. (with bitter mockery) Five years! It’s a long time.




  RUTH. Yes.




  ROBERT. (meaningly) To wait!




  RUTH. (indifferently) It’s past now.




  ROBERT. Yes, it’s past. (After a pause) Have you got his two telegrams with you? (RUTH nods) Let me see them, will you? My head was so full of fever when they came I couldn’t make head or tail to them. (Hastily) But I’m feeling fine now. Let me read them again. (RUTH takes them from the bosom of her dress and hands them to him).




  RUTH. Here. The first one’s on top.




  ROBERT. (opening it) New York. “Just landed from steamer. Have important business to wind up here. Will be home as soon as deal is completed.” (He smiles bitterly) Business first was always Andy’s motto (He reads) “Hope you are all well. Andy.” (He repeats ironically) “Hope you are all well!”




  RUTH. (dully) He couldn’t know you’d been took sick till I answered that and told him.




  ROBERT. (contritely) Of course he couldn’t. I’m a fool. I’m touchy about nothing lately. Just what did you say in your reply?




  RUTH. (inconsequentially) I had to send it collect.




  ROBERT. (irritably) What did you say was the matter with me?




  RUTH. I wrote you had lung trouble.




  ROBERT. (flying into a petty temper) You are a fool! How often have I explained to you that it’s pleurisy is the matter with me. You can’t seem to get it in your head that the pleura is outside the lungs, not in them!




  RUTH. (callously) I only wrote what Doctor Smith told me.




  ROBERT. (angrily) He’s a damned ignoramus!




  RUTH. (dully) Makes no difference. I had to tell Andy something, didn’t I?




  ROBERT. (after a pause, opening the other telegram) He sent this last evening. Let’s see. (He reads) “Leave for home on midnight train. Just received your wire. Am bringing specialist to see Rob. Will motor to farm from Port.” (He calculates) What time is it now?




  RUTH. Round six, must be.




  ROBERT. He ought to be here soon. I’m glad he’s bringing a doctor who knows something. A specialist will tell you in a second that there’s nothing the matter with my lungs.




  RUTH. (stolidly) You’ve been coughing an awful lot lately.




  ROBERT. (irritably) What nonsense! For God’s sake, haven’t you ever had a bad cold yourself? (RUTH stares at the stove in silence. ROBERT fidgets in his chair. There is a pause. Finally ROBERT’S eyes are fixed on the sleeping MRS. ATKINS) Your mother is lucky to be able to sleep so soundly.




  RUTH. Ma’s tired. She’s been sitting up with me most of the night.




  ROBERT. (mockingly) Is she waiting for Andy, too? (There is a pause. ROBERT sighs) I couldn’t get to sleep to save my soul. I counted ten million sheep if I counted one. No use! I gave up trying finally and just laid there in the dark thinking. (He pauses, then continues in a tone of tender sympathy) I was thinking about you, Ruth—of how hard these last years must have been for you. (Appealingly) I’m sorry, Ruth.




  RUTH. (in a dead voice) I don’t know. They’re past now. They were hard on all of us.




  ROBERT. Yes; on all of us but Andy. (With a flash of sick jealousy) Andy’s made a big success of himself—the kind he wanted. (Mockingly) And now he’s coming home to let us admire his greatness. (Frowning—irritably) What am I talking about? My brain must be sick, too. (After a pause) Yes, these years have been terrible for both of us. (His voice is lowered to a trembling whisper) Especially the last eight months since Mary—died. (He forces back a sob with a convulsive shudder—then breaks out in a passionate agony) Our last hope of happiness! I could curse God from the bottom of my soul—if there was a God! (He is racked by a violent fit of coughing and hurriedly puts his handkerchief to his lips).




  RUTH. (without looking at him) Mary’s better off—being dead.




  ROBERT. (gloomily) We’d all be better off for that matter. (With a sudden exasperation) You tell that mother of yours she’s got to stop saying that Mary’s death was due to a weak constitution inherited from me. (On the verge of tears of weakness) It’s got to stop, I tell you!




  RUTH. (sharply) S-h-h! You’ll wake her; and then she’ll nag at me—not you.




  ROBERT. (coughs and lies back in his chair weakly—a pause) It’s all because your mother’s down on me for not begging Andy for help.




  RUTH. (resentfully) You might have. He’s got plenty.




  ROBERT. How can you of all people think of taking money from him?




  RUTH. (dully) I don’t see the harm. He’s your own brother.




  ROBERT. (shrugging his shoulders) What’s the use of talking to you? Well, I couldn’t. (Proudly) And I’ve managed to keep things going, thank God. You can’t deny that without help I’ve succeeded in—— (He breaks off with a bitter laugh) My God, what am I boasting of? Debts to this one and that, taxes, interest unpaid! I’m a fool! (He lies back in his chair closing his eyes for a moment, then speaks in a low voice) I’ll be frank, Ruth. I’ve been an utter failure, and I’ve dragged you with me. I couldn’t blame you in all justice—for hating me.




  RUTH. (without feeling) I don’t hate you. It’s been my fault too, I s’pose.




  ROBERT. No. You couldn’t help loving—Andy.




  RUTH. (dully) I don’t love anyone.




  ROBERT. (waving her remark aside) You needn’t deny it. It doesn’t matter. (After a pause—with a tender smile) Do you know Ruth, what I’ve been dreaming back there in the dark? (With a short laugh) I was planning our future when I get well. (He looks at her with appealing eyes as if afraid she will sneer at him. Her expression does not change. She stares at the stove. His voice takes on a note of eagerness) After all, why shouldn’t we have a future? We’re young yet. If we can only shake off the curse of this farm! It’s the farm that’s ruined our lives, damn it! And now that Andy’s coming back—I’m going to sink my foolish pride, Ruth! I’ll borrow the money from him to give us a good start in the city. We’ll go where people live instead of stagnating, and start all over again. (Confidently) I won’t be the failure there that I’ve been here, Ruth. You won’t need to be ashamed of me there. I’ll prove to you the reading I’ve done can be put to some use. (Vaguely) I’ll write, or something of that sort. I’ve always wanted to write. (Pleadingly) You’ll want to do that, won’t you, Ruth?




  RUTH. (dully) There’s Ma.




  ROBERT. She can come with us.




  RUTH. She wouldn’t.




  ROBERT. (angrily) So that’s your answer! (He trembles with violent passion. His voice is so strange that RUTH turns to look at him in alarm) You’re lying, Ruth! Your mother’s just an excuse. You want to stay here. You think that because Andy’s coming back that—— (He chokes and has an attack of coughing).




  RUTH. (getting up—in a frightened voice) What’s the matter? (She goes to him) I’ll go with you, Rob. Stop that coughing for goodness’ sake! It’s awful bad for you. (She soothes him in dull tones) I’ll go with you to the city—soon’s you’re well again. Honest I will, Rob, I promise! (ROB lies back and closes his eyes. She stands looking down at him anxiously) Do you feel better now?




  ROBERT. Yes. (RUTH goes back to her chair. After a pause he opens his eyes and sits up in his chair. His face is flushed and happy) Then you will go, Ruth?




  RUTH. Yes.




  ROBERT. (excitedly) We’ll make a new start, Ruth—just you and I. Life owes us some happiness after what we’ve been through. (Vehemently) It must! Otherwise our suffering would be meaningless—and that is unthinkable.




  RUTH. (worried by his excitement) Yes, yes, of course, Rob, but you mustn’t——




  ROBERT. Oh, don’t be afraid. I feel completely well, really I do—now that I can hope again. Oh if you knew how glorious it feels to have something to look forward to! Can’t you feel the thrill of it, too—the vision of a new life opening up after all the horrible years?




  RUTH. Yes, yes, but do be——




  ROBERT. Nonsense! I won’t be careful. I’m getting back all my strength. (He gets lightly to his feet) See! I feel light as a feather. (He walks to her chair and bends down to kiss her smilingly) One kiss—the first in years, isn’t it?—to greet the dawn of a new life together.




  RUTH. (submitting to his kiss—worriedly) Sit down, Rob, for goodness’ sake!




  ROBERT. (with tender obstinacy—stroking her hair) I won’t sit down. You’re silly to worry. (He rests one hand on the back of her chair) Listen. All our suffering has been a test through which we had to pass to prove ourselves worthy of a finer realization. (Exultingly) And we did pass through it! It hasn’t broken us! And now the dream is to come true! Don’t you see?




  RUTH. (looking at him with frightened eyes as if she thought he had gone mad) Yes, Rob, I see; but won’t you go back to bed now and rest?




  ROBERT. No. I’m going to see the sun rise. It’s an augury of good fortune. (He goes quickly to the window in the rear left, and pushing the curtains aside, stands looking out. RUTH springs to her feet and comes quickly to the table, left, where she remains watching ROBERT in a tense, expectant attitude. As he peers out his body seems gradually to sag, to grow limp and tired. His voice is mournful as he speaks) No sun yet. It isn’t time. All I can see is the black rim of the damned hills outlined against a creeping grayness. (He turns around; letting the curtains fall back, stretching a hand out to the wall to support himself. His false strength of a moment has evaporated, leaving his face drawn and hollow-eyed. He makes a pitiful attempt to smile) That’s not a very happy augury, is it? But the sun’ll come—soon. (He sways weakly).




  RUTH. (hurrying to his side and supporting him) Please go to bed, won’t you, Rob? You don’t want to be all wore out when the specialist comes, do you?




  ROBERT. (quickly) No. That’s right. He mustn’t think I’m sicker than I am. And I feel as if I could sleep now—(Cheerfully)—a good, sound, restful sleep.




  RUTH. (helping him to the bedroom door) That’s what you need most. (They go inside. A moment later she reappears calling back) I’ll shut this door so’s you’ll be quiet. (She closes the door and goes quickly to her mother and shakes her by the shoulder) Ma! Ma! Wake up!




  MRS. ATKINS. (coming out of her sleep with a start) Glory be! What’s the matter with you?




  RUTH. It was Rob. He’s just been talking to me out here. I put him back to bed. (Now that she is sure her mother is awake her fear passes and she relapses into dull indifference. She sits down in her chair and stares at the stove—dully) He acted—funny; and his eyes looked so—so wild like.




  MRS. ATKINS. (with asperity) And is that all you woke me out of a sound sleep for, and scared me near out of my wits?




  RUTH. I was afraid. He talked so crazy. I couldn’t quiet him. I didn’t want to be alone with him that way. Lord knows what he might do.




  MRS. ATKINS. (scornfully) Humph! A help I’d be to you and me not able to move a step! Why didn’t you run and get Jake?




  RUTH. (dully) Jake isn’t here. He quit last night. He hasn’t been paid in three months.




  MRS. ATKINS. (indignantly) I can’t blame him. What decent person’d want to work on a place like this? (With sudden exasperation) Oh, I wish you’d never married that man!




  RUTH. (wearily) You oughtn’t to talk about him now when he’s sick in his bed.




  MRS. ATKINS. (working herself into a fit of rage) You know very well, Ruth Mayo, if it wasn’t for me helpin’ you on the sly out of my savin’s, you’d both been in the poor house—and all ’count of his pigheaded pride in not lettin’ Andy know the state thin’s were in. A nice thin’ for me to have to support him out of what I’d saved for my last days—and me an invalid with no one to look to!




  RUTH. Andy’ll pay you back, Ma. I can tell him so’s Rob’ll never know.




  MRS. ATKINS. (with a snort) What’d Rob think you and him was livin’ on, I’d like to know?




  RUTH. (dully) He didn’t think about it, I s’pose. (After a slight pause) He said he’d made up his mind to ask Andy for help when he comes. (As a clock in the kitchen strikes six) Six o’clock. Andy ought to get here directly.




  MRS. ATKINS. D’you think this special doctor’ll do Rob any good?




  RUTH. (hopelessly) I don’t know. (The two women remain silent for a time staring dejectedly at the stove).




  MRS. ATKINS. (shivering irritably) For goodness’ sake put some wood on that fire. I’m most freezin’!




  RUTH. (pointing to the door in the rear) Don’t talk so loud. Let him sleep if he can. (She gets wearily from the chair and puts a few pieces of wood in the stove) This is the last of the wood. I don’t know who’ll cut more now that Jake’s left. (She sighs and walks to the window in the rear, left, pulls the curtains aside, and looks out) It’s getting gray out. (She comes back to the stove) Looks like it’d be a nice day. (She stretches out her hands to warm them) Must’ve been a heavy frost last night. We’re paying for the spell of warm weather we’ve been having. (The throbbing whine of a motor sounds from the distance outside).




  MRS. ATKINS. (sharply) S-h-h! Listen! Ain’t that an auto I hear?




  RUTH. (without interest) Yes. It’s Andy, I s’pose.




  MRS. ATKINS. (with nervous irritation) Don’t sit there like a silly goose. Look at the state of this room! What’ll this strange doctor think of us? Look at that lamp chimney all smoke! Gracious sakes, Ruth——




  RUTH. (indifferently) I’ve got a lamp all cleaned up in the kitchen.




  MRS. ATKINS. (peremptorily) Wheel me in there this minute. I don’t want him to see me looking a sight. I’ll lay down in the room the other side. You don’t need me now and I’m dead for sleep. (RUTH wheels her mother off right. The noise of the motor grows louder and finally ceases as the car stops on the road before the farmhouse. RUTH returns from the kitchen with a lighted lamp in her hand which she sets on the table beside the other. The sound of footsteps on the path is heard—then a sharp rap on the door. RUTH goes and opens it. ANDREW enters, followed by DOCTOR FAWCETT carrying a small black bag. ANDREW has changed greatly. His face seems to have grown highstrung, hardened by the look of decisiveness which comes from being constantly under a strain where judgments on the spur of the moment are compelled to be accurate. His eyes are keener and more alert. There is even a suggestion of ruthless cunning about them. At present, however, his expression is one of tense anxiety. DOCTOR FAWCETT is a short, dark, middle-aged man with a Vandyke beard. He wears glasses).




  RUTH. Hello, Andy! I’ve been waiting——




  ANDREW. (kissing her hastily) I got here as soon as I could. (He throws of his cap and heavy overcoat on the table, introducing RUTH and the DOCTOR as he does so. He is dressed in an expensive business suit and appears stouter) My sister-in-law, Mrs. Mayo—Doctor Fawcett. (They bow to each other silently. ANDREW casts a quick glance about the room) Where’s Rob?




  RUTH. (pointing) In there.




  ANDREW. I’ll take your coat and hat, Doctor. (As he helps the DOCTOR with his things) Is he very bad, Ruth?




  RUTH. (dully) He’s been getting weaker.




  ANDREW. Damn! This way, Doctor. Bring the lamp, Ruth. (He goes into the bedroom, followed by the DOCTOR and RUTH carrying the clean lamp. RUTH reappears almost immediately closing the door behind her, and goes slowly to the outside door, which she opens, and stands in the doorway looking out. The sound of ANDREW’S and ROBERT’S voices comes from the bedroom. A moment later ANDREW re-enters, closing the door softly. He comes forward and sinks down in the rocker on the right of table, leaning his head on his hand. His face is drawn in a shocked expression of great grief. He sighs heavily, staring mournfully in front of him. RUTH turns and stands watching him. Then she shuts the door and returns to her chair by the stove, turning it so she can face him).




  ANDREW. (glancing up quickly—in a harsh voice) How long has this been going on?




  RUTH. You mean—how long has he been sick?




  ANDREW. (shortly) Of course! What else?




  RUTH. It was last summer he had a bad spell first, but he’s been ailin’ ever since Mary died—eight months ago.




  ANDREW. (harshly) Why didn’t you let me know—cable me? Do you want him to die, all of you? I’m damned if it doesn’t look that way! (His voice breaking) Poor old chap! To be sick in this out-of-the-way hole without anyone to attend to him but a country quack! It’s a damned shame!




  RUTH. (dully) I wanted to send you word once, but he only got mad when I told him. He was too proud to ask anything, he said.




  ANDREW. Proud? To ask me? (He jumps to his feet and paces nervously back and forth) I can’t understand the way you’ve acted. Didn’t you see how sick he was getting? Couldn’t you realize—why, I nearly dropped in my tracks when I saw him! He looks—(He shudders)—terrible! (With fierce scorn) I suppose you’re so used to the idea of his being delicate that you took his sickness as a matter of course. God, if I’d only known!




  RUTH. (without emotion) A letter takes so long to get where you were—and we couldn’t afford to telegraph. We owed everyone already, and I couldn’t ask Ma. She’d been giving me money out of her savings till she hadn’t much left. Don’t say anything to Rob about it. I never told him. He’d only be mad at me if he knew. But I had to, because—God knows how we’d have got on if I hadn’t.




  ANDREW. You mean to say—— (His eyes seem to take in the poverty-stricken appearance of the room for the first time) You sent that telegram to me collect. Was it because—— (RUTH nods silently. ANDREW pounds on the table with his fist) Good God! And all this time I’ve been—why I’ve had everything! (He sits down in his chair and pulls it close to RUTH’S—impulsively) But—I can’t get it through my head. Why? Why? What has happened? How did it ever come about? Tell me!




  RUTH. (dully) There’s nothing much to tell. Things kept getting worse, that’s all—and Rob didn’t seem to care. He never took any interest since way back when your Ma died. After that he got men to take charge, and they nearly all cheated him—he couldn’t tell—and left one after another. Then after Mary died he didn’t pay no heed to anything any more—just stayed indoors and took to reading books again. So I had to ask Ma if she wouldn’t help us some.




  ANDREW. (surprised and horrified) Why, damn it, this is frightful! Rob must be mad not to have let me know. Too proud to ask help of me! What’s the matter with him in God’s name? (A sudden, horrible suspicion entering his mind) Ruth! Tell me the truth. His mind hasn’t gone back on him, has it?




  RUTH. (dully) I don’t know. Mary’s dying broke him up terrible—but he’s used to her being gone by this, I s’pose.




  ANDREW. (looking at her queerly) Do you mean to say you’re used to it?




  RUTH. (in a dead tone) There’s a time comes—when you don’t mind any more—anything.




  ANDREW. (looks at her fixedly for a moment—with great pity) I’m sorry, Ruth—if I seemed to blame you. I didn’t realize—— The sight of Rob lying in bed there, so gone to pieces—it made me furious at everyone. Forgive me, Ruth.




  RUTH. There’s nothing to forgive. It doesn’t matter.




  ANDREW. (springing to his feet again and pacing up and down) Thank God I came back before it was too late. This doctor will know exactly what to do. That’s the first thing to think of. When Rob’s on his feet again we can get the farm working on a sound basis once more. I’ll see to that—before I leave.




  RUTH. You’re going away again?




  ANDREW. I’ve got to.




  RUTH. You wrote Rob you was coming back to stay this time.




  ANDREW. I expected to—until I got to New York. Then I learned certain facts that make it necessary. (With a short laugh) To be candid, Ruth, I’m not the rich man you’ve probably been led to believe by my letters—not now. I was when I wrote them. I made money hand over fist as long as I stuck to legitimate trading; but I wasn’t content with that. I wanted it to come easier, so like all the rest of the idiots, I tried speculation. Oh, I won all right! Several times I’ve been almost a millionaire—on paper—and then come down to earth again with a bump. Finally the strain was too much. I got disgusted with myself and made up my mind to get out and come home and forget it and really live again. (He gives a harsh laugh) And now comes the funny part. The day before the steamer sailed I saw what I thought was a chance to become a millionaire again. (He snaps his fingers) That easy! I plunged. Then, before things broke, I left—I was so confident I couldn’t be wrong. But when I landed in New York—I wired you I had business to wind up, didn’t I? Well, it was the business that wound me up! (He smiles grimly, pacing up and down, his hands in his pockets).




  RUTH. (dully) You found—you’d lost everything?




  ANDREW. (sitting down again) Practically. (He takes a cigar from his pocket, bites the end off, and lights it) Oh, I don’t mean I’m dead broke. I’ve saved ten thousand from the wreckage, maybe twenty. But that’s a poor showing for five years’ hard work. That’s why I’ll have to go back. (Confidently) I can make it up in a year or so down there—and I don’t need but a shoestring to start with. (A weary expression comes over his face and he sighs heavily) I wish I didn’t have to. I’m sick of it all.




  RUTH. It’s too bad—things seem to go wrong so.




  ANDREW. (shaking off his depression—briskly) They might be much worse. There’s enough left to fix the farm O. K. before I go. I won’t leave ’til Rob’s on his feet again. In the meantime I’ll make things fly around here. (With satisfaction) I need a rest, and the kind of rest I need is hard work in the open—just like I used to do in the old days. (Stopping abruptly and lowering his voice cautiously) Not a word to Rob about my losing money! Remember that, Ruth! You can see why. If he’s grown so touchy he’d never accept a cent if he thought I was hard up; see?




  RUTH. Yes, Andy. (After a pause, during which ANDREW puffs at his cigar abstractedly, his mind evidently busy with plans for the future, the bedroom door is opened and DOCTOR FAWCETT enters, carrying a bag. He closes the door quietly behind him and comes forward, a grave expression on his face. ANDREW springs out of his chair).




  ANDREW. Ah, Doctor! (He pushes a chair between his own and RUTH’S) Won’t you have a chair?




  FAWCETT. (glancing at his watch) I must catch the nine o’clock back to the city. It’s imperative. I have only a moment. (Sitting down and clearing his throat—in a perfunctory, impersonal voice) The case of your brother, Mr. Mayo, is—— (He stops and glances at RUTH and says meaningly to ANDREW) Perhaps it would be better if you and I——




  RUTH. (with dogged resentment) I know what you mean, Doctor. (Dully) Don’t be afraid I can’t stand it. I’m used to bearing trouble by this; and I can guess what you’ve found out. (She hesitates for a moment—then continues in a monotonous voice) Rob’s going to die.




  ANDREW. (angrily) Ruth!




  FAWCETT. (raising his hand as if to command silence) I am afraid my diagnosis of your brother’s condition forces me to the same conclusion as Mrs. Mayo’s.




  ANDREW. (groaning) But, Doctor, surely——




  FAWCETT. (calmly) Your brother hasn’t long to live—perhaps a few days, perhaps only a few hours. It’s a marvel that he’s alive at this moment. My examination revealed that both of his lungs are terribly affected.




  ANDREW. (brokenly) Good God! (RUTH keeps her eyes fixed on her lap in a trance-like stare).




  FAWCETT. I am sorry I have to tell you this. If there was anything that could be done——




  ANDREW. There isn’t anything?




  FAWCETT. (shaking his head) It’s too late. Six months ago there might have——




  ANDREW. (in anguish) But if we were to take him to the mountains—or to Arizona—or——




  FAWCETT. That might have prolonged his life six months ago. (ANDREW groans) But now—— (He shrugs his shoulders significantly).




  ANDREW. (appalled by a sudden thought) Good heavens, you haven’t told him this, have you, Doctor?




  FAWCETT. No. I lied to him. I said a change of climate—— (He looks at his watch again nervously) I must leave you. (He gets up).




  ANDREW. (getting to his feet—insistently) But there must still be some chance——




  FAWCETT. (as if he were reassuring a child) There is always that last chance—the miracle. (He puts on his hat and coat—bowing to RUTH) Good-by, Mrs. Mayo.




  RUTH. (without raising her eyes—dully) Good-by.




  ANDREW. (mechanically) I’ll walk to the car with you, Doctor. (They go out of the door. RUTH sits motionlessly. The motor is heard starting and the noise gradually recedes into the distance. ANDREW re-enters and sits down in his chair, holding his head in his hands) Ruth! (She lifts her eyes to his) Hadn’t we better go in and see him? God! I’m afraid to! I know he’ll read it in my face. (The bedroom door is noiselessly opened and ROBERT appears in the doorway. His cheeks are flushed with fever, and his eyes appear unusually large and brilliant. ANDREW continues with a groan) It can’t be, Ruth. It can’t be as hopeless as he said. There’s always a fighting chance. We’ll take Rob to Arizona. He’s got to get well. There must be a chance!




  ROBERT. (in a gentle tone) Why must there, Andy? (RUTH turns and stares at him with terrified eyes).




  ANDREW. (whirling around) Rob! (Scoldingly) What are you doing out of bed? (He gets up and goes to him) Get right back now and obey the Doc, or you’re going to get a licking from me!




  ROBERT. (ignoring these remarks) Help me over to the chair, please, Andy.




  ANDREW. Like hell I will! You’re going right back to bed, that’s where you’re going, and stay there! (He takes hold of ROBERT’S arm).




  ROBERT. (mockingly) Stay there ’til I die, eh, Andy? (Coldly) Don’t behave like a child. I’m sick of lying down. I’ll be more rested sitting up. (As ANDREW hesitates—violently) I swear I’ll get out of bed every time you put me there. You’ll have to sit on my chest, and that wouldn’t help my health any. Come on, Andy. Don’t play the fool. I want to talk to you, and I’m going to. (With a grim smile) A dying man has some rights, hasn’t he?




  ANDREW. (with a shudder) Don’t talk that way, for God’s sake! I’ll only let you sit down if you’ll promise that. Remember. (He helps ROBERT to the chair between his own and RUTH’S) Easy now! There you are! Wait, and I’ll get a pillow for you. (He goes into the bedroom. ROBERT looks at RUTH who shrinks away from him in terror. ROBERT smiles bitterly. ANDREW comes back with the pillow which he places behind ROBERT’S back) How’s that?




  ROBERT. (with an affectionate smile) Fine! Thank you! (As ANDREW sits down) Listen, Andy. You’ve asked me not to talk—and I won’t after I’ve made my position clear. (Slowly) In the first place I know I’m dying. (RUTH bows her head and covers her face with her hands. She remains like this all during the scene between the two brothers).




  ANDREW. Rob! That isn’t so!




  ROBERT. (wearily) It is so! Don’t lie to me. After Ruth put me to bed before you came, I saw it clearly for the first time. (Bitterly) I’d been making plans for our future—Ruth’s and mine—so it came hard at first—the realization. Then when the doctor examined me, I knew—although he tried to lie about it. And then to make sure I listened at the door to what he told you. So don’t mock me with fairy tales about Arizona, or any such rot as that. Because I’m dying is no reason you should treat me as an imbecile or a coward. Now that I’m sure what’s happening I can say Kismet to it with all my heart. It was only the silly uncertainty that hurt. (There is a pause. ANDREW looks around in impotent anguish, not knowing what to say. ROBERT regards him with an affectionate smile).




  ANDREW. (finally blurts out) It isn’t foolish. You have got a chance. If you heard all the Doctor said that ought to prove it to you.




  ROBERT. Oh, you mean when he spoke of the miracle? (Dryly) I don’t believe in miracles—in my case. Besides, I know more than any doctor on earth could know—because I feel what’s coming. (Dismissing the subject) But we’ve agreed not to talk of it. Tell me about yourself, Andy. That’s what I’m interested in. Your letters were too brief and far apart to be illuminating.




  ANDREW. I meant to write oftener.




  ROBERT. (with a faint trace of irony) I judge from them you’ve accomplished all you set out to do five years ago?




  ANDREW. That isn’t much to boast of.




  ROBERT. (surprised) Have you really, honestly reached that conclusion?




  ANDREW. Well, it doesn’t seem to amount to much now.




  ROBERT. But you’re rich, aren’t you?




  ANDREW. (with a quick glance at RUTH) Yes, I s’pose so.




  ROBERT. I’m glad. You can do to the farm all I’ve undone. But what did you do down there? Tell me. You went in the grain business with that friend of yours?




  ANDREW. Yes. After two years I had a share in it. I sold out last year. (He is answering ROBERT’S questions with great reluctance).




  ROBERT. And then?




  ANDREW. I went in on my own.




  ROBERT. Still in grain?




  ANDREW. Yes.




  ROBERT. What’s the matter? You look as if I were accusing you of something.




  ANDREW. I’m proud enough of the first four years. It’s after that I’m not boasting of. I took to speculating.




  ROBERT. In wheat?




  ANDREW. Yes.




  ROBERT. And you made money—gambling?




  ANDREW. Yes.




  ROBERT. (thoughtfully) I’ve been wondering what the great change was in you. (After a pause) You—a farmer—to gamble in a wheat pit with scraps of paper. There’s a spiritual significance in that picture, Andy. (He smiles bitterly) I’m a failure, and Ruth’s another—but we can both justly lay some of the blame for our stumbling on God. But you’re the deepest-dyed failure of the three, Andy. You’ve spent eight years running away from yourself. Do you see what I mean? You used to be a creator when you loved the farm. You and life were in harmonious partnership. And now—— (He stops as if seeking vainly for words) My brain is muddled. But part of what I mean is that your gambling with the thing you used to love to create proves how far astray—— So you’ll be punished. You’ll have to suffer to win back—— (His voice grows weaker and he sighs wearily) It’s no use. I can’t say it. (He lies back and closes his eyes, breathing pantingly).




  ANDREW. (slowly) I think I know what you’re driving at, Rob—and it’s true, I guess. (ROBERT smiles gratefully and stretches out his hand, which ANDREW takes in his).




  ROBERT. I want you to promise me to do one thing, Andy, after——




  ANDREW. I’ll promise anything, as God is my Judge!




  ROBERT. Remember, Andy, Ruth has suffered double her share. (His voice faltering with weakness) Only through contact with suffering, Andy, will you—awaken. Listen. You must marry Ruth—afterwards.




  RUTH. (with a cry) Rob! (ROBERT lies back, his eyes closed, gasping heavily for breath).




  ANDREW. (making signs to her to humor him—gently) You’re tired out, Rob. You better lie down and rest a while, don’t you think? We can talk later on.




  ROBERT. (with a mocking smile) Later on! You always were an optimist, Andy! (He sighs with exhaustion) Yes, I’ll go and rest a while. (As ANDREW comes to help him) It must be near sunrise, isn’t it?




  ANDREW. It’s after six.




  ROBERT. (As ANDREW helps him into the bedroom) Shut the door, Andy. I want to be alone. (ANDREW reappears and shuts the door softly. He comes and sits down on his chair again, supporting his head on his hands. His face is drawn with the intensity of his dry-eyed anguish).




  RUTH. (glancing at him—fearfully) He’s out of his mind now, isn’t he?




  ANDREW. He may be a little delirious. The fever would do that. (With impotent rage) God, what a shame! And there’s nothing we can do but sit and—wait! (He springs from his chair and walks to the stove).




  RUTH. (dully) He was talking—wild—like he used to—only this time it sounded—unnatural, don’t you think?




  ANDREW. I don’t know. The things he said to me had truth in them—even if he did talk them way up in the air, like he always sees things. Still—— (He glances down at RUTH keenly) Why do you suppose he wanted us to promise we’d—— (Confusedly) You know what he said.




  RUTH. (dully) His mind was wandering, I s’pose.




  ANDREW. (with conviction) No—there was something back of it.




  RUTH. He wanted to make sure I’d be all right—after he’d gone, I expect.




  ANDREW. No, it wasn’t that. He knows very well I’d naturally look after you without—anything like that.




  RUTH. He might be thinking of—something happened five years back, the time you came home from the trip.




  ANDREW. What happened? What do you mean?




  RUTH. (dully) We had a fight.




  ANDREW. A fight? What has that to do with me?




  RUTH. It was about you—in a way.




  ANDREW. (amazed) About me?




  RUTH. Yes, mostly. You see I’d found out I’d made a mistake about Rob soon after we were married—when it was too late.




  ANDREW. Mistake? (Slowly) You mean—you found out you didn’t love Rob?




  RUTH. Yes.




  ANDREW. Good God!




  RUTH. And then I thought that when Mary came it’d be different, and I’d love him; but it didn’t happen that way. And I couldn’t bear with his blundering and book-reading—and I grew to hate him, almost.




  ANDREW. Ruth!




  RUTH. I couldn’t help it. No woman could. It had to be because I loved someone else, I’d found out. (She sighs wearily) It can’t do no harm to tell you now—when it’s all past and gone—and dead. You were the one I really loved—only I didn’t come to the knowledge of it ’til too late.




  ANDREW. (stunned) Ruth! Do you know what you’re saying?




  RUTH. It was true—then. (With sudden fierceness) How could I help it? No woman could.




  ANDREW. Then—you loved me—that time I came home?




  RUTH. (doggedly) I’d known your real reason for leaving home the first time—everybody knew it—and for three years I’d been thinking——
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