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  henry james’ plays


  1869


  Pyramus And Thisbe


  Persons


  
    Stephen Young (thirty-three), journalist


    Catherine West (twenty-six), teacher of music

  


  Miss West’s apartment; plainly but comfortably furnished; a few prints and photographs on the walls; a sofa, a piano. Enter Catherine, in walking-dress, with a roll of music in her hand.


  Catherine. Dear me! this dreadful smell of tobacco again! When it doesn’t come in one way, it comes another; when it isn’t the door it’s the window. There he sits at his own window, puffing his great pipe. I saw him as I crossed the street. And the wind always our way. I’m always to windward of that pipe. What’s a poor girl to do? (Shuts her window with a loud crash.) There! perhaps he’ll hear that! What am I to do? I can’t go to my lessons smelling like a bar-room; and certainly I can’t ask my little girls to come and take their lessons in this blinding cloud of smoke. Pshaw! it’s worse with the window shut than with it open. If I’m doomed to suffocate, I might as well do it comfortably. (Raises the window violently.) Of course he’ll hear that, too. (Taking off her bonnet at the mirror.) Heigho! what a dreadful humor I’m in! And on my birthday, too! Well, why shouldn’t one be out of sorts on one’s birthday as well as at any other time? Is it such a mighty privilege to have been born? Is life so easy and pleasant that I must make it a courtesy whenever I meet it with its grim old stare on the threshold of another year? Another year! another year added to twenty-five makes—makes—upon my word it might as well make thirty at once—when you’re so tired, tired, tired! That, by the way, is for not having gone to sleep till four o’clock in the morning—for having a neighbor who turns night into day, talks for the benefit of the whole town, and has a dozen intimate friends against whom he’ll nightly measure his lungs on any topic in the range of human ken. It was actually as much as I could do to help throwing my slipper in good earnest against the wall. That would have been scandal, I suppose. But to lie tossing, and sighing, and listening to Mr. Young’s interminable sentences—it was all one sentence, I declare, from nine o’clock until three—and to wake up on your birthday with a headache, and a pale face, and hollow eyes—that, of course, is perfect propriety. (Still at the glass.) Dear me! I’ve actually fretted and fumed a real bit of color into my face. (.Looking at her image in silence.) Nay, I’m not thirty, after all! I’ve four good years of youth yet! And my hair is certainly very pretty, and life—life, on this soft spring evening—well, life, I do make you my very best courtesy, and if you’ll promise to be very good I’ll give you a little music. (Seats herself at the piano and plays with violence. While she is playing the door opens and Stephen Young looks in. Seeing Miss West, he advances a few steps—leaving the door ajar—and stops a moment looking at her and listening. He carries a small bouquet in his hand. Finally he speaks.)


  Stephen. Bravo! bravo!


  Catherine. (Starting up.) You, Mr. Young!


  Stephen. Excuse me. If it wasn’t for my flowers I’d clap you.


  Catherine. If it wasn’t for your flowers, I’m afraid I should ask you to walk out. Pray, who let you in?


  Stephen. I let myself in. I knocked three times, but you were playing with such extraordinary fury—


  Catherine. (Archly.) Oh, you can make yourself heard when you wish, Mr. Young!


  Stephen. Now I verily believe that’s a reproach.


  Catherine. Of course it is.


  Stephen. Ah, my dear Miss West, two can play at that game. In the way of noise there’s not much, I fancy, to choose between us; there’s six of one and—


  Catherine. I’ll admit that there are six of one, but certainly a dozen of the other—especially when there are two of you.


  Stephen. Bless my stars! It’s no more than fair. You have your piano—I have my friend.


  Catherine. Your bass-drum, you might call him.


  Stephen. I assure you, he’s a very nice fellow.


  Catherine. I hope, for your sake, he is—so long as he stays till three o’clock in the morning.


  Stephen. Ah, poor Ellis! Do you mean you actually heard us?


  Catherine. Distinctly. I came near throwing something at the wall.


  Stephen. I doubt that we should have heard it, any more than you heard me just now.


  Catherine. Happily for you, it never would have occurred to me to walk in in person.


  Stephen. You would surely have been excusable if you had come on so harmless an errand as this of mine. (Holds up his flowers.)


  Catherine. Your flowers are very pretty.


  Stephen. They are none of mine. When I came in, a couple of hours ago, I found them in my room, on my table. You see they’ve lost their first freshness. Here is a little card affixed, denoting their proper destination, which the messenger seems, through some extraordinary inadvertence, to have overlooked; as if any one would send me flowers!


  Catherine. (Taking the bouquet and reading the card.) “Miss West, with affectionate good wishes. A. T.” I’m much obliged to you for repairing the error.


  Stephen. I confess there is some virtue in it. To give a young lady a bouquet of your own making, or your own buying, is assuredly its own reward. But to serve as a mere bald go-between; to present a bunch of lilies and roses on the part of another—a mysterious unknown—to act, as it were, as the senseless clod of earth in which they’re wrapped for transportation, and not as their thrilling, teeming, conscious parent soil, this, Miss West, I assure you, is to make a terrible sacrifice to vanity.


  Catherine. I appreciate the sacrifice, and I repeat my thanks.


  Stephen. I might have kept them, you know.


  Catherine. (Placing the flowers in water.) Nay, it would have been a pity to spoil them.


  Stephen. Spoil them? What do you mean?


  Catherine. (Taking the bouquet out of the water and presenting it to his nose.) What should you call the prevailing odor?


  Stephen. Geranium—heliotrope—jasmine, I should say.


  Catherine. I see your sense is completely blunted.


  Stephen. Why, what should you call it?


  Catherine. (Replacing the flowers.) Tobacco, Mr. Young. Flowers are like women; they don’t like you to smoke in their faces.


  Stephen. Dear me! Do you really object to smoke?


  Catherine. Object to it? I hate it!


  Stephen. And do you ever perceive my pipe?


  Catherine. Constantly, Mr. Young.


  Stephen. Alas! what a terrible neighbor I am! I’m extremely sorry; but what can I do? I strongly suspect that I can’t give up talking, and I’m profoundly convinced that I can’t give up smoking.


  Catherine. Don’t for a moment suppose that I suggest any such abnegation. If I’m uncomfortable there’s an easy remedy.


  Stephen. Exactly. Patience, my dear Miss West, comes just short, in a woman’s life, of being a transcendent virtue, only because, as you so truly say, it’s so easy.


  Catherine. You perfectly express my own sentiments. I regard patience as quite a secondary virtue. There’s another that I prize infinitely higher.


  Stephen. Oh, you go too far.


  Catherine. I mean action, Mr. Young.


  Stephen. The deuce! You mean to seek a remedy in action?


  Catherine. Oh, don’t be frightened. I mean nothing very terrible. I mean that I can move away and take another lodging.


  Stephen. Oh, that would never do. We must bear and forbear, Miss West. Without a few mutual concessions we shall find but little comfort in life.


  Catherine. That’s doubtless very true, Mr. Young; but, really, are you quite the person to say it?


  Stephen. Why, if it’s the truth, I certainly can’t afford to let it pass.


  Catherine. Well, if it’s not impertinent, I should like to know to whom your own concessions are made.


  Stephen. Oh, to every one.


  Catherine. They say that every one is no one.


  Stephen. By no means. It includes, to begin with, my very next neighbor—yourself.


  Catherine. (Laughing.) Truly? I’m actually the object of your generosity? Your charity, I might call it, since it begins so near home. I confess I never suspected it.


  Stephen. Well, Miss West, the fact is—


  Catherine. Alas! what can the fact be?


  Stephen. I hate music.


  Catherine. You hate music! (Laughing violently.)


  Stephen. (Provoked.) I absolutely detest it.


  Catherine. Poor Mr. Young! Well—I pity you.


  Stephen. You would pity me if you knew what I have suffered.


  Catherine. From my piano?


  Stephen. From your piano.


  Catherine. (After a pause.) Decidedly, one of us must move.


  Stephen. One of us? Good; here comes a chance for concession.


  Catherine. I said just now that I should go-


  Stephen. That was à propos of your own sufferings.


  Catherine. Well, in spite of yours, I still think I had better go.


  Stephen. I oughtn’t to consent to it.


  Catherine. (Laughing.) So you detest music, Mr. Young? I don’t know why I should laugh; I feel much more like crying. It’s too provoking. I protest I don’t understand it. I don’t see what such people are made of.


  Stephen. Of good flesh and blood, Miss West—


  Catherine. Yes, and not much else.


  Stephen. In that case, then, they have no tempers to lose. But what call under heaven have I to enjoy the strumming of a piano? I make my bread, you know, by scribbling for the newspapers. Every morning, as I sit down to my table you sit clown to that tuneful battery. The very first rattle of the keys is like a scathing fusillade, under which my poor old ideas—maimed and tattered veterans—fall prostrate to the ground. I pick them up and dress their wounds, and coax them once more to the front. The battle rages generally some three or four hours. I deem myself very lucky if, at the end of that time, a small fraction of my little army have escaped with their lives. Once in awhile, in the afternoon, when the fire has subsided, one of the missing turns up, and comes limping back to camp. But, I confess, the whole temper of the service is so utterly demoralized that, instead of being shot for an arrant deserter, the rascal is welcomed like a prodigal son, and the calf that was being so tenderly fatted for the whole regiment is sacrificed to this poor makeshift of a hero.


  Catherine. The meaning of all this is that you can’t write except in absolute silence.


  Stephen. Why, there’s something between absolute silence and—absolute sound.


  Catherine. I should like to see some of your writing.


  Stephen. It’s very kind of you to say so, after my attack on your music.


  Catherine. Oh, you make it out to be so bad that I speak from curiosity.


  Stephen. At any rate it would not be very pleasant for you to reflect that it’s your own fault that it’s no better.


  Catherine. Whose fault is it, Mr. Young, that you’re no wiser?


  Stephen. Well, I’m as heaven made me; we’re all of us that; and heaven made me, as I say, to hate a piano.


  Catherine. (Out of patience.) Oh, it’s my opinion that heaven didn’t make you at all! Upon my word, you deserve that I should sit here forever and thump out music from morning till night.


  Stephen. IS that a threat?


  Catherine. Take it as you please.


  Stephen. I take it as a declaration of war; of course in that case I shall choose my own arms. I shall forthwith lay siege to your comfort.


  Catherine. Oh, my comfort’s gone in advance. What comfort shall I have in playing for your annoyance, when I think that I might be playing for my own pleasure? But my revenge will remain.


  Stephen. Heaven help us, it will be a hard fight.


  Catherine. Another Waterloo, I assure you. Within a fortnight I shall look for your retreat.


  Stephen. Oh, I shan’t give you more than a week.


  Catherine. I must make the most of time, then! Quick, to your own lines. I mean to open fire. (She runs to the piano, seats herself, and begins to play furiously. Stephen claps his hands to his ears and hurries out. Catherine continues to play for several moments, and then in the midst of a movement suddenly stops short.) I wonder whether my playing really disturbs him, or whether he invented it all in return for my complaint of his talking and smoking—surely it wasn’t the best taste in the world for me to mention those foolish little troubles. If they are a real annoyance, all I have to do is to hold my tongue and change my quarters. I certainly have no right to ask favors of Mr. Young, and I should be very sorry to find myself in his debt. (Leaving the piano.) I’ll just quietly move away; I can easily find a better room. This one has a dozen inconveniences; it’s out of the way, and it’s up too high. And yet I’m attached to the old place. When you’ve occupied a room for five years you seem to have made over a portion of your innermost self to its keeping. It knows you so well; it has all your secrets, and there’s no getting them back either; if you go away you leave them for others. I feel as if I had grown up between these four walls. Here I came after my mother died; here I’ve learned to know myself, and, thinking over my day’s adventures every evening, to know, as far as I do know it, the world; here I’ve tasted both the bitterness and the sweetness of solitude—all the more reason, by the way, for my not resenting poor Mr. Young’s proximity. What on earth has got into me? I came in from the street with my senses thrilling with the whispery and perfumes of spring; I cross the threshold and happen to catch a whiff of my neighbor’s cigar—a puff of harmless incense to the season—and straightway I fall into a passion. Decidedly, I’ve made a fool of myself, and to save my dignity I must decamp. As for this dingy old chamber, I hate it. I shall go and begin life afresh somewhere else. I wonder what Mr. Young means to do? What can he do? I’m curious to see. If he really suffers from my piano, I have the advantage. It’s not his fault, after all, if he objects to music. But it’s such an odd turn of mind. It’s really pleasanter though, under the circumstances, than if he happened to have a passion for it. When I play, I feel, I think, I talk, I express my moods, my fancies, my regrets, my desires. I can imagine nothing more disagreeable than to know that some totally superfluous little gentleman may be sitting behind that partition, deciphering my notes and very possibly enjoying them—that I am treating his worship, in short, to a perpetual serenade! I’m spared that annoyance, at any rate! And yet—and yet—and yet I confess that there would be a harmless sweetness in having, once in a while, some other auditor than Susie, and Jennie, and Josie. But what’s this? (Going to the table.) How came it here? (Takes up a small parcel.) “Stephen Young, Esq.” He can’t have left it here; he brought in nothing but the flowers. Pah! it’s his everlasting tobacco. I must get rid of it without loss of time. (Goes to her door and calls into the entry.) Mr. Young. (A pause.) Mr. Young!


  Stephen. (Without.) At your service, madam! (Catherine returns and replaces the package on the table; Stephen reappears with an open letter in his hand.) No proposals for a compromise, I hope!


  Catherine. (Pointing to the package.) Be so good as to possess yourself of your own property. How it came here I’m at loss to say.


  Stephen. Why, it’s evident; your flowers and my tobacco arrived together. The young woman who brought them up committed the pardonable error of giving you my parcel, and me yours.


  Catherine. Pardonable! It’s easy for you to say.


  Stephen. Perfectly so, inasmuch as it has given me a pretext for another visit.


  Catherine. You’re reading a letter. I’m sorry to have interrupted you.


  Stephen. The interruption is most a propos. The letter concerns us both. It’s like King and Emperor in the middle ages. They prepare with a great flourish and rumpus to knock each other’s heads off, when up comes the Pope and knocks off their crowns, without which, of course, their heads are worthless. This letter is the Pope’s bull.


  Catherine. What on earth do you mean?


  Stephen. Our good landlord is the Pope. May I request your attention for five minutes? This morning, as I went out, I deposited below the amount of my monthly bill, which had been some days due. This answer has just been put into my hands. (Reads.) “My dear Mr. Young, I return your bill receipted, with thanks. I take this occasion to make a communication which I have been for some time contemplating, and which it is important you should receive without further delay. I have just sold my house to a party who proposes to convert the ground-floor into a store, and the upper portion into offices, and who will therefore be unable to retain any of my present lodgers. As I have granted immediate occupation I shall be able to allow them to continue or to renew their present leases only to three weeks from this date; namely, to the fifth of May. I have little doubt but that in this interval, my rooms all being let singly, they will find other quarters. I shall immediately advise them to this effect. Yours, etc.” What do you think of that?


  Catherine. Think, Mr. Young? Why, it’s horrible, monstrous!


  Stephen. Man proposes, but landlords dispose. I’m very much afraid we shall have to make peace, in spite of ourselves.


  Catherine. Peace? Oh, I shall know nothing of peace until I find another resting place. It’s very hard to have to leave this old room.


  Stephen. I had no idea you were so fond of it.


  Catherine. I beg you to believe that I am fond of it. It’s very unreasonable, but when was there any reason in fondness? The room is intensely disagreeable, but, nevertheless, I like it, and I don’t choose to be swept out like old rubbish in a house-cleaning.


  Stephen. The room in itself, or rather, perhaps, in something that isn’t exactly itself, is charming. If you were only to see mine!


  Catherine. For a man, it’s different. You have only to stuff a few clothes into a valise and to take it in your hand and march off in search of fortune.


  Stephen. You put it rather strong, perhaps—the independence of men. Nevertheless, I confess that, compared with you, I can transplant myself with but little trouble. I have no piano, no sofa, no pictures, no curtains, no little work-tables, or other gimcracks.


  Catherine. I declare, I could sit down and cry. (Seats herself.)


  Stephen. Oh, come, don’t say that, or I shall begin to entertain feelings with regard to our wronger which, if they insist upon being expressed, may subject me to the penalties of the law. Perhaps I’d better not have read you the letter.


  Catherine. It was as well to hear it from you as from that—that wretch!


  Stephen. To-morrow, probably, he’ll give you warning.


  Catherine. I shall have gained a day, at any rate, or lost one; I hardly know which.


  Stephen. How, lost one?


  Catherine. Well, if you wish particularly to know, to-day is my birthday.


  Stephen. Ah, yes. Well?


  Catherine. Well, that’s all.


  Stephen. Ah, I see, and I’ve spoiled it by that detestable piece of news.


  Catherine. Oh, there was little enough to spoil, after all.


  Stephen. (After a pause.) Ah, so to-day’s your birthday!


  Catherine. Dear me, it’s a nice time to talk about birthdays.


  Stephen. That accounts, of course, for those flowers.


  Catherine. Exactly; if there is any need to account for them.


  Stephen. I might have guessed at something of the sort.


  Catherine. Something of the sort! You’re not very polite. How many anniversaries do you think I keep?


  Stephen. Upon my word, if I had known this was your birthday I wouldn’t have read you that letter.


  Catherine. The letter was better than nothing. Besides, it is a rule that my birthdays should be the grimmest possible reminders of mortality. Last year I was laid up with a sick headache; the year before I lost my best pupil, who dismissed me in a polite little note; the year before my chimney caught fire—this very chimney. It was a late cold spring, you remember; we had fires into June; I was sitting here alone; I heaped on the coal, for company’s sake. In half an hour, I assure you, I had company enough—the landlord, all the lodgers, a dozen firemen, and three or four policemen. That was before you came.


  Stephen. Why, you’ve been through everything in this little room. What was it the year before that?


  Catherine. That year I had no birthday. My mother died. After that, I came here.


  Stephen. That was three  years ago. You must have been lonely.


  Catherine. At first I was lonely, indeed. Then I began to get lessons, and I had no time. Only sometimes in the evening I missed a few old associations; and now I have got used to it.


  Stephen. There’s nothing you miss, then?


  Catherine. Nothing—nothing, at least, that I have ever had.


  Stephen. You’re contented, then. I’ll be hanged if I am! O happy woman!


  Catherine. O stupid man! There’s a difference between missing the past and longing for the future. We get used to being without the things that have passed away; we never get used to being without the things that have not yet come; w7e end by ceasing to think of those; we never cease to think of these; and, as regards them at least, we are never contented.


  Stephen. Why, you’re quite a philosopher! (Hesitates a moment and then seats himself.)


  Catherine. (Rising.) You’ll admit that I need to be a philosopher with such a landlord! (Moves out a small table, takes a cloth from the drawer and lays it.)


  Stephen. What are you going to do now?


  Catherine. I’m going, by your leave, to have my tea.


  Stephen. Ah, yes, by all means; even a philosopher must eat. Do you actually make your tea this way every evening?


  Catherine. (Smiling.) Actually. Tea isn’t a thing one has by fits and starts.


  Stephen. It’s something I never have at all. I dine at six, at an eating-house, where I take a cup of very bad coffee. But I haven’t really sat down to tea since—since I was young.


  Catherine. I dine at half-past two, at a school where I give lessons. After running about all the afternoon, of course by this hour I’m quite ready for this little ceremony. It’s very pleasant to be able at last to have tea by daylight.


  Stephen. So I suppose; just as it’s disagreeable not to be able to dine by lamp-light.


  Catherine. Ah, me! to dine by lamplight is the dream of my life; but I suppose I shall never do it till I’m old and rich.


  Stephen. AS the days grow longer I put off my dinner. In fact, I haven’t dined yet.


  Catherine. (Laughing.) Good heaven! what a life! (During the above, she has been passing to and fro between the cupboard and the table, setting out the articles necessary for tea. Among other things, she has placed a small kettle, and kindled the lamp beneath it.)


  Stephen. It’s certain that at my eating-house they don’t give me a tablecloth like that.


  Catherine. I suppose they make it up by other things. Ah, there’s a little hole in the middle!


  Stephen. The great Goethe has wisely remarked that man loves freedom and woman order.


  Catherine. I’ll cover it up with my bouquet. (Places the vase of flowers.) What do you say about Goethe?


  Stephen. I knew you were going to do something with those flowers.


  Catherine. It was knowledge easily gained. Don’t look at the kettle, now, or it won’t boil.


  Stephen. Of course I’ll not look at the kettle when I can look at you. What are you going to have for tea?


  Catherine. Nothing to speak of; bread and butter. There’s at least an hour of daylight left; if you are very hungry, you are welcome to share of my loaf, en attendant your dinner.


  Stephen. Oh, I’m terribly hungry.


  Catherine. Dear me, if it’s as bad as that you’d better go at once to your eating-house. Stay; do you like sardines?


  Stephen. Particularly.


  Catherine. And guava jelly?


  Stephen. Extravagantly.


  Catherine. Well, then, perhaps we can blunt the edge of your voracity. (Returns to the cupboard and takes out a box of sardines and a pot of guava jelly.)


  Stephen. Ah, the kettle boils.


  Catherine. (Setting down the above.) Be so good, then, as to move your chair up to the table. Luckily, I have things for two. (Lays cup and saucer, plate, etc.)


  Stephen. I suppose that once in a while you have a visitor.


  Catherine. (Seated.) No one but the cat. You must excuse it, but that’s the cat’s saucer. Frequently, in the evening, she comes up to drink tea with me. I make her a dish of it just as I do for myself, and she sips it up like a perfect lady. When I move I must have a cat of my own. I shall feel so much more complete.


  Stephen. Good heaven! if that’s all you need to feel complete—


  Catherine. How do you like your tea?


  Stephen. Strong, please—as strong as Samson unshorn.


  Catherine. You mean by that, I suppose, that you want neither cream nor sugar?


  Stephen. Cream and sugar are the wiles of Delilah.


  Catherine. I must say, then, that Delilah is a much-abused person.


  Stephen. It’s no more than natural that you should stand up for her. You yourself, Miss West—


  Catherine. Very well—I myself—(Laughing.) I declare I believe you want me to compare you to Samson. But, I assure you, my respect for the sacred legends of Scripture forbids me to do it.


  Stephen. Don’t laugh at me now, or I shall pull down the roof on your head.


  Catherine. A propos of pulling down roofs, our charming landlord is the man to claim the title. Oh, to think of it!


  Stephen. I protest; I stick to my idea. Delilah was, of course, a very charming woman. To begin with, you and she have that in common.


  Catherine. Granted. Pursue your argument.


  Stephen. Well, the long and short of it is that you, being, as I say, a charming woman, here I sit breaking your bread and drinking your tea, as if we were the best friends in the world.


  Catherine. I must say that you’re a very weak Samson. I’ve treated you with no more than common decency. I couldn’t do less than ask you to have a cup of tea.


  Stephen. No, thank heaven, that you couldn’t; but, you know, we had so fiercely resolved, in our future intercourse, to violate the commonest civilities; and then I hated you so!


  Catherine. From the moment that a term was so suddenly set to our acquaintance, it seemed a great relief to throw those troublesome resolutions overboard. I call them troublesome, for I assure you I felt none of the inspiration of hatred.


  Stephen. Really, then, I hardly know whether your implacable attitude was the more or the less to your credit.


  Catherine. Implacable? You use hard words; not that I admit, however, that I quite as reasonable as yours.


  Stephen. Doubtless, and your feelings even more so.


  Catherine. Farewell, Mr. Young.


  Stephen. (After a pause, looking at her.) You said just now that there is but one way of pronouncing that word. I confess I don’t know it.


  Catherine. Very well, I excuse you.


  Stephen. The best way is not to try it; I’m sure I should break down. In the name of pity, don’t you understand me?


  Catherine. Not in the least. In one word, are we friends or enemies?


  Stephen. I wish to heaven I could say we were neither.


  Catherine. Come, Mr. Young, you’re foolish.


  Stephen. Desperately so, I’m a lover.


  Catherine. Oh, oh!


  Stephen. Of course, you don’t believe it.


  Catherine. Of course? (A pause.) Excuse me, you’re no lover.


  Stephen. Of course you do, then.


  Catherine. Worse and worse.


  Stephen. Confound it! Perhaps you do, perhaps you don’t!


  Catherine. (After a pause.) Perhaps I do. You’ll excuse me if I’m not perfectly sure. The events of the last hour—


  Stephen. The events of the last hour, believe me, are proof conclusive of my passion. I’ve known for the last month that it is a passion, but only this evening have I read it aright. The sunlight of your presence has cleared up my misty doubts, my dusky illusions. Now, that there is a menace in the air of my losing you, I see that that troubling, tuneful presence, which I took to be the torment of my life, was, in truth, its motive and its delight. I assure you I thought of you far more than your music warranted. We need some other explanation. Do accept this one—that I love you with all my soul.


  Catherine. (Smiling.) It’s very true that, considering that that’s a good stout wall, we have been singularly conscious of each other’s—idiosyncracies.


  Stephen. Divinely conscious!


  Catherine. I must say, however, that it’s a pity you have such an aversion to a piano.


  Stephen. My dear Catherine, the secret of the matter was that I couldn’t turn your leaves. By the way, you’ll perhaps get used to my smoking.


  Catherine. You best of men! I promise to light your cigar.


  Stephen. Ah, life will be too sweet. But now that I’ve stepped into authority, I demand as a right that you tell me the history of that nosegay.


  Catherine. Why, like that of Viola’s love, in “Twelfth Night,” it’s well nigh “a blank, my lord!” It was sent me as a birthday token by a pupil, a very good little girl of ten.


  Stephen. Bless her kind little heart! Well, my dear, you may keep it as a farewell.


  the end
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  By the seaside; the piazza of a cottage overlooking the water; an awning, a hammock, chairs, a divan, books; a beautiful view.—A Sunday afternoon, last of August. Felix seated with a portfolio, sketching the prospect.


  Felix. (Gaping formidably.) A long Sunday afternoon! What is a man to do? Poor Mrs. Meredith shut up with a dreadful headache; croquet of course forbidden; the poor little surveyor as timid and about as conversational as a squirrel; and Miss Emma—I suppose—taking care of her sister. No great loss, either, at that. Who was it told me she was pretty? Upon my word, I don’t see it. A nice little face enough, if one were to take a magnifying glass to it. She’ll never fairly look at you. I haven’t to this hour the smallest idea of the color of her eyes. And then the way she blushes when you speak to her! What does she think I want to say? (Yawning again.) Heigh ho! This sort of thing can’t last forever.Haven’t they any neighbors? Where does the pretty girl live who called last evening in the phaeton? “If you are going to stay, we shall be very glad to see you.” Those were the pretty girl’s identical words. What does she do on Sunday afternoons? Does she take a nap, or read Robertson’s Sermons? Perhaps at that house they do play croquet.—Decidedly, my sketch is a failure. My rocks on the bosom of the deep look like cows ruminating in a field. I think I might put in a tree, rising straight from the waters, with perfect vraisemblance.—Hallo! who is the young person wandering so pensively on the shore? She has a little girl by the hand. Not a nursery-maid evidently, or she’d have a parasol. Nay, by Jove! the young lady of the phaeton. Is she coming up here? No, she sits; she leans her cheek upon her hand and gazes at the horizon. Surely, I may venture to approach her. I’ll stick my pencil in my ear, and pretend I’ve come down to ascertain, for my sketch, the texture of that pudding-stone. (He lays down his portfolio.)


  (Enter Horace from the parlor window.)


  Horace. Oh! Don’t let me disturb you. I thought I should find Miss Emma.


  Felix. No, my dear sir, not where I am. Miss Emma is not so fond of my society.


  Horace. Oh, indeed!—You know poor Mrs. Meredith has a dreadful headache, and Miss Emma—


  Felix. No! it dates, I regret to say, from before the headache. But perhaps our talking here disturbs the headache. She’s capital company. It’s a great bore having her laid up.


  Horace. I’m in hopes she’s asleep. I’ve just been down to the druggist’s, in the village, to get this prescription. (Takes out a little phial wrapped up.)


  Felix. Ah, you’ve walked to the village! Isn’t it extremely hot?


  Horace. (Wiping his brow.) A little warmish. But I took an umbrella.


  Felix. Oh, you took an umbrella! (Aside.) Confound him! My young lady is moving away.


  Horace. You’ve been sketching, I see.


  Felix. A man must do something, you know, of a Sunday afternoon. (Eagerly.) By the way—you’re an engineer, you sketch yourself,—wouldn’t you like to turn over my drawings? ( Thrusts the portfolio at him.)


  Horace. Oh, you’re very kind.


  Felix. Dear me! Who is the young lady there on the rocks? Really, I think it’s Miss—what’s-her-name?—who was here last evening. Isn’t it rather unsafe down there, wandering about at haphazard? There’s a hole there—you come upon it suddenly! Excuse me, I’ll go down and tell her about that hole. (Disappears in the direction of the shore.)


  Horace. (Holding the portfolio and looking after him.) Happy man!—happy, stupid, clever man! (Turning over the drawings.) More stupid than clever, in the matter of drawing. If I were to make such a sketch as that, people would laugh at me. I’m little and modest and ugly! But he! he’s six feet high, with enormous whiskers and a still more enormous impudence,—and so, with all his enormities, people swallow him whole. I’m a gnat and he’s a camel! Emma, poor girl, she has swallowed him whole; but she finds him hard fare. (Looking a while at Felix’s sketch.) Come; is she in love with the man who has drawn those rocks like parlor settees and that shimmering ocean like parlor carpet? She’s in love with some one, that’s very plain; and not with me, that’s plainer still. With whom then, but with Mr. Felix?—Mr. Felicissimus! And he, under the circumstances—the dromedary!—he can think of nothing more to the point than to go down under her very nose to pick up a flirtation on the rocks. Oh, sensibility! She avoids him, forsooth! Hasn’t the man half an eye? Wait till you’re in love, Mr. Felix! You may be a little crazy, but you’ll not be so idiotic. (Laying down the portfolio, he sees on the bench a little book, which he takes up.) Adelaide Proctor’s poems. Dear me! Miss Emma’s own, and with marginal notes and elucidations, in her own sweet, sloping hand. Lovely womanish scratches and dashes! Happy Miss Adelaide Proctor! I should like immensely to puzzle out her notes. I wonder whether she would miss it. She’ll think it’s Felix, and that will make her happy,—half-happy, half-miserable, as people are when they’re in love—even when the loved object is absolutely indifferent, or, what is worse, partial to another! Poor girl, I ought to feel for her! As she is, I am; shadows chasing shadows. I’ll borrow the book for an hour and take it down to the rocks and read these divine hieroglyphics. (Just as he has put the volume into his pocket, Emma appears.)


  Emma. (Entering eagerly, but stopping with an air of impatience.) O Horace, here you are! We didn’t know what had become of you.


  Horace. It was a little hot, Miss Emma. I was unable to walk as fast as I should have liked to do. But I’ve got the medicine. I hope Mrs. Meredith is better.


  Emma. Better! my dear Horace, headaches don’t go off like that! She’s trying to sleep. (Looking round her.) I thought Mr. Felix was here.


  Horace. (Aside.) I’ve no doubt she did. Behold the pure essence of love! Runs away when he comes and runs after him when he goes. He was here, a few moments ago, but he went down to the rocks. He seems a little—a little bored, if I may say so.


  Emma. Poor fellow! You ought to try and amuse him, Horace.


  Horace. I never amused any one.


  Emma. Yes, you’re very odd, sometimes. Oh, I see him from here, and a lady too! What lady is that?


  Horace. The young lady, I believe, who was here last evening. So said Mr. Felix.


  Emma. He must have very good eyes, to recognize her from here.


  Horace. He has an eye for distant objects.


  Emma. (Aside.) Yes, rather than for near ones. What does he find to say to Miss Walsingham all this while? He hardly knows her.


  Horace. He is warning her against that hole.


  Emma. What hole, pray?


  Horace. The great hole in the rocks, which one may so easily fall into.


  Emma. My poor Horace, what are you talking about? There is no hole within a mile. Ah! whose sketch is that?


  Horace. Not mine, I assure you.


  Emma. (Taking it up.) Of course not,—how interesting!


  Horace. There is a lot more in the portfolio. Look them over; I know you want to.


  Emma. (Coloring.) You know I want to! Pray, sir, what do you mean?


  Horace. (Aside.) Ah, that blush! Could any one make her blush so for me? Here comes the great painter, himself. You can tell him how much you like it. (Felix, crossing the lawn, reappears on the piazza.)


  Emma. I can’t stay: I must be off with my medicine. (She lingers, however, and, to give herself a pretext, unwraps the little bottle which Horace has given her.)


  Felix. (Strolling forward.) It wasn’t Miss Walsingham, after all. But I saw a very pretty face for my trouble.


  Horace. I’ve been seeing a prettier one, with no trouble at all.


  Felix. (Staring, aside.) Compliments! What is the man up to?


  Emma. (After a silence, turning away, to herself.) Has he nothing to say to that? But I’m not pretty, after all. (She has unwrapped her bottle, with a little cry.) Why, Horace!


  Horace. Dear me! have I erred?


  Emma. Altogether. I told you essence, a dozen times—essence, essence, essence; and you’ve brought me tincture.


  Felix. My dear fellow, how could you?


  Horace. Dear me! can’t she take that?


  Emma. Why, they have directly opposite effects.


  Felix. One’s a sedative—the other’s a stimulant.


  Horace. Why, I thought you said tincture, you know! I went along repeating to myself—tincture, tincture, tincture!


  Emma. I’m sorry. I would send Michael, but unfortunately, Sunday afternoons—


  Felix. He goes in search of a certain tincture on his own account!


  Horace. Oh, I’ve made the mistake! I shall be happy to repair it.


  Emma. That’s a good fellow.


  Horace. (Aside.) A good fellow! Blessed mistake!—I shall be back in no time.


  Emma. Don’t hurry; you know it’s hot. Essence, remember.


  Horace. Quintessence, I promise you!


  Felix. (Aside.) The squirrel hath a witl By the way, since you’re going into the village again, perhaps you wouldn’t mind doing me a favor. Do get me a state-room on to-night’s boat. A good one, you know, away from the engine.


  Emma. (Starting.) Ah! Mr. Felix, you’re going?


  Felix. I’m afraid I must be off.


  Emma. (After a pause.) My sister will be sorry.


  Horace. (Aside.) Her sister! Divine mendacity!


  Felix. I’ve just remembered an engagement.


  Horace. (Aside.) An engagement. O thou dull Moor! I’ll get him the very next state-room to the engine. It takes an engine to affect him!


  Felix. Please disburse for me and I’ll repay you.


  Emma. (Aside.) Perhaps, so late as this, there are no state-rooms. Horace, you’ll find me here.


  Horace. (Aside.) This last hour she seizes! (Looking at her.) Since you’ll kindly allow me, I’ll walk slowly. (He goes away through the house. Emma, slightly embarrassed, strolls to the etid of the piazza. Felix, not at all embarrassed, proceeds to collect his drawing materials.)


  Emma. (Softly.) He’s going because he’s bored. What can I do? I wish I were only a little brighter! He thinks me a common creature! This last hour! I may never see him again. I could do something wild! Surely, he’s not going to march off to his room. I saw, as I was passing, an uncut novel on his table. Is he going up to read it? Ah, my poor little novel, he’ll not cut you! Oh, stupid, smiling sea! I could cry—I could cry! (Turning suddenly.) My sister will scold me dreadfully for letting you go-


  Felix. Pray tell her to keep her scoldings for me. I’m extremely sorry she’s under the weather.


  Emma. She’s sure to have a headache whenever anything—anything pleasant occurs.


  Felix. It’s enough to make one regret one is pleasant.


  Emma. (Aside.) How nicely he turns things! (A pause. Felix continues to arrange his portfolio.) I should like immensely to have one of his drawings. If I were to ask for one? Indelicate! But it would be delicate to have it, and to keep it in a locked drawer.—I have been looking at your sketch; I hope you don’t mind.


  Felix. Not in the least.


  Emma. (Aside.) If he would only offer it to me!


  Felix. By the way, I’m stealing off without seeing your sister; suppose you give her this sketch, with my compliments, as a peace-offering. (Emma takes the sketch and looks at it in silence.) I hope you like it.


  Emma. (After an interval.) To tell the truth,—I don’t.


  Felix. (Staring but smiling.) Brava! There’s nothing I like so much as a little criticism.


  Emma. I am no critic; but I don’t like it. I hate it.


  Felix. (Laughing.) Nay, that’s not criticism; it’s passion.


  Emma. Passion? Well, then, passion! Look at that superb blue sea, Mr. Felix; was there ever such a blue?


  Felix. Never, never, never! (Aside.) Her eyes, at last! Blue as well. I don’t know about the sea, after all.


  Emma. I can’t draw or paint of course; but if I could, it seeems to me I would sketch that sea and sky and the rocks and the surge almost as I did then; the blue flashing dark, and the white surf flashing bright, and the sky above clear and vast—


  Felix. And you think my clumsy pencilling a very poor substitute for all that! I quite agree with you. It was the work of a stupid, disconsolate man.


  Emma. You’ve had a very dull visit.


  Felix. No. I’ve been a very dull visitor. You’ll be glad to get rid of me.


  Emma. (After a silence.) I shall not particularly miss you.


  Felix. (Aside.) Upon my word, she’s coming out. In point of fact, you haven’t felt an overwhelming obligation to entertain me.


  Emma. It seems to me, it was rather your place to entertain me.


  Felix. (Laughing.) Oh, I beg your pardon. I came down here—


  Emma. Oh, but not by my invitation!


  Felix. Dear me! if you stand on the letter of the law!


  Emma. (Blushing deeply, but smiling.) Mr. Felix, have I been rude? (Aside.) If he could only think so!


  Felix. (Smiling back.) Rude! Rude’s a strong word!


  Emma. I needn’t say I haven’t meant it. My sister said to me an hour ago, “Do try, and do something for that poor man!” I went and sat down in my room, and thought it over.—What can I do? what can I do? It was too hot, to propose to you to walk—and, besides, would it have been proper?


  Felix. Just improper enough to have made me assent, in spite of the heat!


  Emma. I don’t play, I don’t sing, I could have offered you no music. Besides, it’s Sunday. I don’t mind croquet, but if people had heard our balls—


  Felix. We should have been lost! I would gladly have shared perdition with you. But in fact, my dear young lady, you were shooting quite beyond the mark. Croquet and music and a formal walk! I can be happy with less machinery. Your mere presence—


  Emma. My mere presence! Would you really have observed it?


  Felix. Most attentively!


  Emma. (After a silence.) I’ve been unjust. I beg a thousand pardons.


  Felix. I forgive you, but the next time I come don’t treat me as a monster, to be fed at the end of a long pole.


  Emma. Will you come again?


  Felix. DO you invite me?


  Emma. DO you accept?


  Felix. Not till I’m invited.—What a jolly sunset!


  Emma. You had better sketch it.


  Felix. Come, that’s rough! I must be off.


  Emma. How the crimson deepens as you look at it!


  Felix. Like a pretty girl, blushing as you stare! I feel as if it were impolite. I must go in and put up my things.


  Emma. You’re more polite to your pretty girl than to me.


  Felix. (Looking at her while he hesitates.) Her eyes are not light blue either—they are dark blue.—If you like, I’ll bring down my valise and my duds and pack them up here. Pack them up I must!


  Emma. (Turning away a moment, to herself.) Does he wish to force me to ask him to stay? Is there, in men, such a thing as coquetry? We have missed the sweet afternoon,—but the evening here will be sweet!—You insist on my formally inviting you. It’s simpler to do so while you’re in sight and in mind; simpler, too, for you to stay than to go and come again.


  Felix. You have really a genius for simplification. I wish I could solve the problem of existence as I used, as a boy, to do my algebra on the blackboard, by striking a chalk mark over the bothersome quantities. If I were to stay, you see, it would be easy ciphering; but I shouldn’t get my sum total!


  Emma. Oh, if it’s a matter of mathematics!


  Felix. It will be a matter of mathematics for a poor man to cover the void in his finances left by the five dollars our friend Horace has been expending on my stateroom. I’m a poor man!


  Emma. (Hesitating a moment; then, half-bitter, half-arch.) You’ll have to pay five dollars, you know, to come again.


  Felix. (Aside.) Is she laughing at me? Confound her! Must I stay to be civil to her? Bah! I’ve rather put my foot in it; but consistency is dignity! Perhaps, by that time, I may have sold a picture!


  Emma. (With the same tone.) Dear me, if you wait till then!


  Felix. You may be gentle! Excuse me. I shall see you, of course, for farewell. (Emma makes him a grave courtesy and he enters the house. She looks after him for a moment and then drops on the divan, with her hands to her face.)


  Emma. “Gentle"l Possibly! I shall be wretched, and wretchedness makes one gentle! Then I shall play no part. Does he wish me to go down on my knees to him! Ah, sir, thank Heaven you’re going; it’s time. Thank Heaven you’re utterly insensate and cruel! A little gleam,—a hint, a word, a smile; that would be enough. Where is he going? where away on the wings of that fierce indifference? Heaven bless him! Heaven help me! (She bursts into tears.) Oh, folly! Have I come to this,—to sit crying out my silliness before the solemn sea, which murmurs nothing to his ear? You’ve seen it all, now, gray glass of ocean! Now let him come! Am I to bid him farewell with red eyes? Where is my precious Adelaide? (Looking.) Gone? Surely it was here I left it. Can he have taken it—with all my scribblings? It must have been he. I can’t imagine Horace with Adelaide Proctor! Ah, my poor little notes and crosses! Am I to endure every humiliation? Ah, Horace! (Horace comes out from the parlor ivindow.) I wonder if he has got him a state-room.


  Horace. (Giving her the phial.) This time, I believe it’s right. (Aside.) Tears? At last! Poor wounded heart—can I touch it?


  Emma. Thank you for your trouble. (Aside.) How he looked at me! Does he notice? Not he, thank Heaven! (With forced gayety.) Are you tired? Did you see the sunset? I hope you found a good stateroom.


  Horace. The best that was left. I met on the way Mrs. Jay: she bade me tell you that she expected you to come this evening. Her son is at home: they are to have some sacred music.


  Emma. Her son—some sacred music! Much obliged.


  Horace. About eight o’clock.


  Emma. About eight o’clock. You’d better go.


  Horace. Oh, you know I don’t go to parties.


  Emma. No more do I. I’ve given it up. If you were a girl, I’d make you a present of my finery.


  Horace. Since when have you given up finery?


  Emma. Never mind; you must go. It will be stupid here. I shall be upstairs.


  Horace. (Aside.) Upstairs, crying again! If I could only speak to her—or speak for her! Now that her heart is wounded and tender, might I say a word for myself? It’s hard lines to be able neither to console her nor to help her,—to see it and be powerless! Friend Felix! I wish I had a little more of your superb stolidity.—(With great softness.) Emma!


  Emma. (Unwrapping the phial.) What is this stuff? Is it laudanum? I think I’ll take some.


  Horace. Are you crazy?


  Emma. I believe I am.


  Horace. (Snatching at the phial.) Give it to me!


  Emma. DO you think I’m serious? Simpleton! (She passes rapidly into the house.)


  Horace. (Sits down on the divan and folds his arms.) “Simpleton”! That’s the best she can say to me! Poor bewildered little mind! She has given it all up! she has given up gayety, and joy, and happiness—and all for him—or rather for the thankless, senseless memory of him! That such a blossom as that maiden’s heart of hers should sit trembling on its stem, unnoticed, unplucked! What possesses the man? Is it simple dulness of vision or is it cruel hardness of heart? If I might say a word! Assuredly, in the name of my own poor throttled passion, I have a right to speak. Anything rather than see her lose her color, her smile, her prettiness! What, after all, do I risk? Would waiting twenty years serve my own cause? That’s lost in advance. My love was born a cripple, to sit on a stool in a dark corner—hers with the wings of Ariel to flutter and frolic in the light. And the poor wings are ruffled and bound and bleeding! If it weren’t Sunday, I should like to swear a bit! (Felix, at this moment, comes out from the house.)


  Felix. Our young lady is gone! I want to bid her farewell. You got me a stateroom, I suppose? (Taking the ticket which Horace silently offers him and presenting a bank-note.) Permit me to reimburse you. I’m extremely obliged to you.


  Horace. DO you know how you can express your obligation?—By allowing me to remark—(Pausing a moment.)


  Felix. Anything you please!


  Horace. That you’re an absolute fool!


  Felix. Upon my word—you exact good measure!


  Horace. Wait a moment and you’ll agree that I put it mildly. You wish to bid Emma good-by, eh?


  Felix. I certainly can’t go away without—


  Horace. You’ll just go up to her, and say,—“Ah, Miss Emma, good-by!” and march off! You are an absolute fool! Were you ever in love?


  Felix. If, as you so graciously affirm, I am an absolute fool, need you ask the question.


  Horace. You know then, that the wind bloweth where it listeth.


  Felix. Like your wit, my friend. What are you driving at?


  Horace. DO you think that young girl pretty?


  Felix. Pretty enough. I confess I only noticed just now the remarkable shade of her eyes—a lovely liquid blue.


  Horace. Liquid indeed! especially when they are streaming with tears.


  Felix. With tears? what do you mean?


  Horace. I mean that something has been going on here, fit to make angels groan! I mean that the sweetest of girls has been crying her eyes out for the dullest of brutes! I mean that love has kindled its altar fires beneath your very nose, and that the pale vestal has scattered her ambrosial incense upon the very air you breathe. Isn’t the air faint and sweet with its violet fumes? Isn’t the evening breeze scented with a maiden’s sighs? Don’t the breaking waves murmur of a breaking heart? Doesn’t your cheek turn crimson at my words? Where are your wits, your senses, your manhood? I confess I can stand it no longer. Common pity cries out! No words of mine can make you over, or turn a log into a lover. I don’t speak for your sake, but for hers. Either, when she appears, go down on your knees to her, or vanish this instant without speaking to her, without seeing her, without forcing upon her again a sense of your colossal ingratitude!


  Felix. Tears, sighs, incense, perfumes! Emma in love! Are you sure?


  Horace. You may believe I wouldn’t speak without a fair certainty.


  Felix. (Tapping his forehead, with a smile not untinged with fatuity.) With me—with me!


  Horace. With you, incredible as it may seem.


  Felix. Now I think, I assure you it’s not the least incredible. Admirable girl! Of course she is! By the way, my boy, to give me the news you needn’t have put on the air of the angel Gabriel. In the angel Gabriel himself your tone would have been a bit pompous. But I forgive you. I wondered what the deuce was the matter with her; avoiding me; blushing at nothing, at everything; flitting to and fro; now effacing herself altogether and then speaking up as clear as crystal and breaking into that agony of modesty,—that divine impertinence! Ah, the ewig Weibliche! You’re a passive feminine creature, Horace; you have a fellow-feeling for lovelorn maidens. Seriously, I’m extremely obliged to you. This is real friendship. I fancied you were rather afraid of me; I shouldn’t have expected you to muster courage.


  Horace. Why, at heart, we’re all in love with you. Happy man!


  Felix. Let me tell you, I haven’t been so insensible as I seemed. I felt something; a yearning; a burning! I thought it was Miss Walsingham. You’ll see what I can do! I’ve packed up my valise, but I shan’t go. See the moon just above the ocean!


  Horace. (Aside.) Heavens! I can’t stand this. I shall pack up my valise. You mean to stay?


  Felix. My dear fellow, do you take me for a brute?


  Horace. Give me your ticket, then. I believe I’ll use it. And here is your money again.


  Felix. (Laughing.) Let me beg of you to keep it. You’ve earned as much!


  Horace. Oh, I’ve earned a little more! But I don’t insist. Excuse me, I have only time to tie up my bundle. (Enters the house.)


  Felix. Yes, there was something the matter with me. Why was I so bored? I don’t generally find myself such poor company. It was that she was at hand—was and yet wasn’t. And then I wanted to make her ask me to stay; I wanted, for my heart’s pleasure, to hear her say the very words. But she was proud and I was modest! How the light flashes back into it all! I’ll give her a touch of audacity! Here she comes through the parlor. The pale vestal—that’s a pretty notion of his! But now for the blushes! (Emma steps upon the piazza and, going up to the young man, offers him her hand.)


  Emma. I hope I’ve not kept you waiting. I believe you have still time.


  Felix. (Aside.) How shall I say it?—Plenty of time. I’m not going.


  Emma. Ah, you’ve thought better of it?


  Felix. I never meant really to go.


  Emma. (Aside.) What has happened?—Your valise nevertheless is standing packed at your door.


  Felix. (Aside.) I can’t say I love her outright à propos of a valise. Dear young lady, I have been reading my heart. (Aside.) How her blue eyes expand!—Emma, you’re terribly pretty.


  Emma. Dear me, it’s very sudden!


  Felix. It’s very sudden you’re looking as pretty as you do. Paleness becomes you.


  Emma. That’s a consolation.


  Felix. Nay, now you blush, it’s even more becoming!


  Emma. Spare me, sir, or I shall blush quite too red for good looks. It’s a great honor to have you noticing my complexion.


  Felix. For these three days I have done nothing else; your complexion, your movements, the sound of your voice, everything that makes you the charming girl you are.


  Emma. (Aside.) Gentle Heaven! do I dream?—You’re hard to understand.


  Felix. Let me be plain. I love you!


  Emma. Felix!—Weigh your words. I have a heart. Have a conscience!


  Felix. I love you, I love you; on my conscience, I love you! (Falls on his knees.)


  Emma. But you don’t know me. You’ve hardly exchanged a hundred words with me.


  Felix. I have studied you in silence. Not a glance, not a movement, has escaped me. I held my tongue; I wished to be sure. I’m not wrong, Emma? You do care for me?


  Emma. (After a silence.) A little.


  Felix. (Rising, to himself.) She doesn’t quite fall into my arms! There are women for you. Neglect them and they adore you; adore them—and they are not so sure! I’ve been brutal, haven’t I? But if you knew what it cost me! Don’t look at me so solemnly, with your unfathomable eyes. Tell me you love me.


  Emma. I suppose I’m very happy; happiness stupefies a little. And what did you think of me, all the while? I must have seemed a gracious, winning creature.


  Felix. Your very reticence and reserve were charming. I wouldn’t have had you running after me.


  Emma. No, indeed, I hope not! I have a proper pride.


  Felix. It’s not yet quite melted away. Come, flatter a man a bit. Confess you don’t quite hate me.


  Emma. Ah, the voracious vanity of men! Nay, I kept my secret well; I grew almost fond of it. It’s even hard to part with it at such short notice. Felix, you’d better know it; I’ve a passion for dignity.


  Felix. Dignity as a passion has a ravishing effect. It gives one the brightest little peeps and glimpses of the mysterious background of the heart.


  Emma. If I thought any one had had a glimpse of my heart!


  Felix. I have had, my dear—far off in the blue distance. I saw it lying in the shadow, but being a modest man, I hesitated to assume that the shadow was my shadow. Fortunately fate sent me a little telescope.


  Emma. A little telescope? My dear Felix, what are you talking about?


  Felix. Why, Horace just whispered to me,—It is yours; proceed.


  Emma. Horace? Pray what did Horace know about it, and what call had he to be whispering about my heart?


  Felix. Oh, I assure you, Horace is quite a knowing fellow.


  Emma. (After a silence.) Horace—of all people! When we’re engaged I shall scold him.


  Felix. Not too hard. But for him, I might be rattling down to the boat.


  Emma. Ah!—By the way, I ordered the carriage for you. I must go and countermand it.


  Felix. You’d better let Horace take it. He is going off himself. I gave him my state-room.


  Emma. Indeed! I saw him half an hour ago and he said nothing about it. What has happened to him?


  Felix. You can ask him; here he comes. (Horace comes out prepared for departure.) I say, give an account of yourself. Emma thinks you’re a bit uncivil.


  Horace. (Aside.) He has spoken. Damnation! (To Emma.) He has perhaps told you I’m going.


  Emma. (Sotto voce.) What’s the matter with him? He’s as grave as an undertaker.—Have you had bad news?


  Horace. No, but I’ve suddenly remembered—I’ve written a line for your sister,—(With force.) I can’t stay!


  Emma. (Aside.) What an odd tone, and how strangely he looks at me!—Perhaps you’ll come back.


  Horace. I doubt it. I think of going to Europe.


  Felix. Bully for you! There’s energy! I say, Emma, we must go to Europe. (Emma is looking at Horace askance, without answering. The latter stands for a moment hesitating and embarrassed.)


  Horace. (Aside.) So! Things have gone fast.—I wish before I go to make a little request. I have here a little book of yours. (Draws out the volume of Miss Proctor.)


  Emma. Ah! my Adelaide Proctor! You had it. Horace, you’re a singular being.


  Horace. Let me claim the privilege of a singular being, then, and ask your permission to keep the volume.


  Emma. Why, it’s all defaced with my scribblings.


  Horace. That’s nothing. (He replaces the book in his pocket.) Emma, it’s everything.


  Felix. (Looking at his watch.) My boy, you’ll be late for the boat.


  Horace. Farewell. Be happy—be very happy! (She lets him take her hand; he holds it a moment, looking at her, then raising it to his lips springs away through the house. When he has gone she stands silent and musing.)


  Felix. He might at least have bade me good-night! By Jove, how the moon’s coming up! We must go down on the rocks.


  Emma. (Still musing.) Poor Horace!


  Felix. You don’t mind my lighting a cigar?


  Emma. I’m curious; I’m very curious. How did he know—how did he know?


  Felix. Know what, my dear?


  Emma. What you told me!


  Felix. He guessed, he divined, he perceived. It don’t matter how at this time of day. Say he was in love with you, himself! I beseech you to come down on the rocks.


  Emma. In love with me himself? And yet he told you?—Horace—little Horace! How strange!


  Felix. Just look at that moonlit spray! Must I carry you? (Goes towards her.)


  Emma. (Sits down.) Don’t touch me, Felix. I’d rather not go to the rocks. I prefer to stay here. (Still pensive.) His love—his sacrifice! Dear, dear!


  Felix. “Don’t, don’t! I won’t, I won’tl" Must I already resort to a cigar for consolation?


  the end
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  Scene First


  (Martha, coming forward, pale and agitated, followed by Pepperel.)


  Pepperel. What is it to be,—peace or war? I knew you were here, and yet I came. You may imagine whether I like it. I saw you at the window as I came through the garden. I confess that, for an instant, I was on the point of turning away. But when a man has come a-wooing, he has a use for all his gallantry. I should have vastly preferred to respect your seclusion. Do me justice! I’m not so bad as you think. You know it’s said that unless we’re saints we hate those whom we’ve wronged. Of course if we’re saints, we’ve not wronged any one. Now I don’t in the least hate you. I don’t say I pity you,—that would be insulting.


  Martha. Yes, don’t be insulting!


  Pepperel. I esteem you—there! I esteem you more than any woman in the world. Under the circumstances I call that handsome. Meet me, if not as a friend, at least not as an enemy, and justify my good opinion by your tact.


  Martha. (After a silence.) Is it really you that I hear? Am I really standing face to face with you and listening to you? calmly, after all!


  Pepperel. It’s very odd, certainly. Life leads us a dance, if we happen to have an ear for the tune! But everything’s odd, or nothing’s odd, according as you look at things. The grand point is not to stand staring, like rustics at a fair. Will you forgive me?


  Martha. I don’t understand you. I only feel that every word you utter must be an injury.


  Pepperel. The deuce! Well, I can’t stand and argue the matter. I must play my part and do my work. Of course, at best, I can’t expect you to think well of me; but I’m determined you sha’n’t think so ill as you’d like to do. I shall therefore be perfectly frank. You know, I suppose, what has brought me here?


  Martha. I wish to know nothing.


  Pepperel. You must know everything. I’m engaged—I’m on the way to be engaged—it’s the same thing—to Miss Thorne. Time is precious in such a case. If Miss Thorne chooses to come dutifully to spend a month with her aunt (though I’m told the poor lady’s ailments don’t increase the charm of her conversation), I can hardly be expected to wait till the month is up to make my offer, or to break off my wooing in the middle because you happen to be established here. You see we’re just at that point when an offer is à propos at any moment. And, really, I’m extremely happy to find you so comfortably settled. You’ll not pretend you were better off in that dismal little house of your mother’s. Of course, if I could have arranged matters ideally, I shouldn’t have chosen to come and make my offer under your very nose. But let me assure you that I shall remember what is due to you as far as I can without forgetting what is due to Miss Thorne.


  Martha. (Who has stood silent, with her eyes on the ground, raises them and looks at him.) Even your very face is altered!


  Pepperel. I’ve let my beard grow. You’ll forgive me yet.


  Martha. Don’t ask too much. (Turns to go.)


  Pepperel. Yes, you’ll forgive me. Allow me five minutes more. I’ll prove what I say.


  Martha. Mr. Pepperel, spare me, I beseech you.


  Pepperel. You know our account’s not squared. I’m your debtor. I seem as offensive as if I were a creditor. But you’ll get used to me. An hour or two hence, I shall beg for five minutes. It’s a little complicated!—Miss Thorne, I was told, is in the garden. We shall be having her jealous! (Goes out by the piazza.)


  []


  Scene Second


  (Martha alone, then Staveley.)


  Martha. (Sinks into a chair and remains for some moments plunged in thought.) I was prepared for much, but I was not prepared for this! Life, you’re hard. Six months ago I fancied it the last humiliation to become a paid servant,—for what am I more? But it’s the greatest humiliation of all, I verily believe, simply to be a woman; that includes the others: to listen and believe and trust as a woman! Well, the world tells us that it’s a great privilege to suffer as a woman. It’s a pity I shouldn’t at least enjoy that! (Brushes away her tears; then suddenly rises.) A voice on the piazza? Yes, it’s Mr. Staveley. Nay, there are true men in the world, as well as false, and the woman he should address would not have to suffer for it.


  Staveley. (Comes in from the piazza with a travelling-bag, which he places on a chair.) Miss Noel! Your humble servant. You’re not at home alone, I suppose.


  Martha. They’re all on the lawn and in the garden,—a party of them. You know it’s Miss Thome’s birthday; they’re having tea on the grass.


  Staveley. Yes, I come with my birthday wishes,—such as they are! And why have you run away?


  Martha. I’m not expected to have any wishes, Mr. Staveley.


  Staveley. You’re morbid; that’s what’s the matter with you. You’re expected to know how you’re valued. My aunt looks upon you as a—as a niece!


  Martha. Not yet! But I’m a very silly girl! Your aunt’s not there; she’s been unable, as usual, to leave her room. I remain here to be within summons.


  Staveley. When next she sends for you, pray ask her if she can receive me. There’s no hurry. Who are they all, out there?


  Martha. A dozen. Mrs. Seymour and her daughters, Mrs. Lewis, the two Miss Jessops and their brother, Mr. Hamilton, Mr. Jones, half a dozen gentlemen.


  Staveley. Including Mr. Pepperel.


  Martha. (With a slight effort.) Mr. Pepperel has just come. Won’t you join them?


  Staveley. Not just yet. A propos of Mr. Pepperel, I wish, Miss Noel, to ask you three questions. (As Martha turns away, aside.) Mr. Pepperel’s name makes her blush; Mr. Pepperel’s presence, if I’m not mistaken, has made her cry. Can this poor girl have been one of his victims? He was crossing the lawn there with the strut of the conquering hero! If she will, she can help me. (Aloud, as Martha comes down again.) I have a particular desire to learn the position of things between Mr. Pepperel and my cousin.


  Martha. I can hardly tell you. Mr. Pepperel has just come.


  Staveley. O, but you don’t mean to say that you’ve not guessed! You’ve had half the evidence; what more does a woman need? Margaret has been here a week, I believe. Has she told you nothing? You and she are of course friends.


  Martha. Miss Thorne is not communicative, and I’m not inquisitive. Mr. Pepperel’s name has never been mentioned between us.


  Staveley. Ah, there it is! She’s in love. Is it an engagement?


  Martha. (After a pause.) You’ve come to congratulate her?


  Staveley. I’ve come to remonstrate with her—if you can believe it. I disapprove of the match—I abominate Pepperel. It’s a matter, Miss Noel, in which you can perhaps assist me; unless indeed, like most women, you’re silly enough to believe in the fellow.


  Martha. I thank you for the sex.


  Staveley. The sex ought really to be obliged to me. But if I can save Margaret, the others may look out for themselves. I’m not a man who is fond of meddling in other people’s business; but this time, I confess, I couldn’t sit still. Of course it will be a siege. She’ll not drop him for my asking her. I fancy, Miss Noel, that you’re an observer. You know this terrible Margaret of ours. She’s pretty, she’s clever, and, when she will, she’s charming. She’s not charming when she won’t! She’s positive, I can tell you! In plain English, she’s obstinate. If I may allow myself the expression, she’s hard! I say all this to you; of course I should never dare to say it to her.


  Martha. I hope not, I’m sure.


  Staveley. O, you should hear the sweet things she says to me! Well, this time I mean to brave them! I never carried my point yet, but I’ve never had one so well worth carrying. My courage has risen with the occasion. Friendship, as well as love, Miss Noel, can make a fool of a man. I’ve been, first and last, of a hundred minds about my cousin. Sometimes I’ve been sure for six weeks together that I don’t care two straws for her,—that her smiles and her frowns are all the same to me! I’ve declared that she’s cold, heartless, wilful beyond the limits of grace. Then for another six weeks it has seemed to me that her smile is the handsomest thing in the world, and that even her frown is very fine,—as frowns go! It’s not that I’ve been in love with her. Worse than that,—the pains without the pleasures! I’ve undertaken to befriend her for charity; I’ve wanted to be her good genius. A wilful woman, sooner or later, is sure to need one. Margaret’s too proud, poor girl; she’ll make no sacrifice to the unknown gods. If the gods will only not come knocking some fine day at her door, to demand arrears! I’ve always been absurdly considerate; I’ve never contradicted her; I’ve left her to the gods to deal with. She thinks, of course, I haven’t the pluck to say boh! to a goose, and I’m in hopes she’ll rather like me if I tell her to her face she’s a fool. Unfortunately, to like that sort of thing demands a fund of sense! How has he done it, what has he told her, to bring her to this pass? Miss Noel, the gods do avenge themselves! They don’t come nowadays in thunder and pestilence; they don’t blast our crops nor slay our children; they quietly punish us through our own passions. Here’s the proudest girl in the world infatuated with a man whose arm, if she really knew him, she would refuse to take for five minutes at a ball. (Observing her.) But you don’t believe me, Miss Noel. How can I hope she will?


  Martha. It’s no affair of mine, save that I admire your zeal.


  Staveley. O, that’s what Mr. Wigmore, my cousin’s lawyer, said to me this morning. He’s an old friend of her father’s, and since my uncle’s death, ten years ago, he has been her guardian. I take the alarm, I rush to him and unfold the tale. “Margaret is about to bestow her hand upon Charles Pepperel, of whom you’ve heard, a man a woman can’t marry,—a rank adventurer! I know him, he knows me! To the rescue!” For all answer, he takes out his watch. “At ten o’clock this morning pretty Margaret became her own mistress. Twenty-one years ago to an hour she entered upon her minority. At ten o’clock this morning she issued from it, and my term of office expired. It’s now twenty minutes past. I haven’t the least desire to overleap my authority. I’ve had ten years’ bother; I’ve broken off three engagements already,—one before she was out of frocks; I’ve fought a dozen pitched battles. For heaven’s sake, let me rest on my laurels. The gentleman may be no gentleman; nothing is more likely. Let this go for his punishment!” That’s all very well, but I’d rather not anticipate Providence. I walked about three hours and thought of it; I worked myself into a rage of benevolence. I packed my bag and jumped into the train, and here I am! Now tell me, Miss Noel, whether, after all, I’m simply a meddlesome fool.


  Martha. Your intention is surely excellent. But when a woman is deceived—(She pauses.)


  Staveley. (Attentive.) No man can undeceive her?


  Martha. (Abruptly.) Try, Mr. Staveley! I’ll pray for you.


  Staveley. I fancy you might help me better than by your prayers. You don’t say much, but I imagine you’re very wise.


  Martha. (Smiling.) May I never speak again!


  (Pepperel has entered from the garden during the last words; he advances.)


  Pepperel. (With gallantry.) O, I protest against that!


  Martha. (Starts and falters; then collects herself.) Excuse me; I’m called. (Exit hastily.)


  []


  Scene Third


  (Staveley, Pepperel. The two men exchange a fixed glance and stand for a moment uncertain.)


  Pepperel. (Suddenly assumes an air of friendly recognition.) Mr. Staveley! For a moment I was at a loss to place you.


  Staveley. (Aside.) Good heavens! Before such impudence, where’s my chance?


  Pepperel. Just here I hardly expected to meet you! But when a man has, like you, the happy pretext of cousinship, where else should one look for him? (Aside.) Confound the cousinship! Still Margaret has always made light of it. As one of the “family,” I must speak him fair.


  Staveley. I hadn’t the least doubt as to who you were. My only doubt was as to whether I’d speak to you.


  Pepperel. (Smiling.) Admit, then, that I cut a troublesome knot! Miss Thorne just now begged me to outstay her little party; but she didn’t mention you as one of the attractions.


  Staveley. I’ve only just arrived.


  Pepperel. I’m just arrived myself. We must have been fellow-travellers; unless indeed you took the train. I always take the boat. It’s not so much longer; I’ve had time to go to the hotel and dress. And then there’s nothing I like so much as a summer evening on the water.


  Staveley. You have simpler tastes than when we last met!


  Pepperel. O, that was in the—dark ages! We met in some queer places, eh? (Aside.) What the deuce is he coming to? I’ll meet him half-way, but only half-way! (Aloud.) Of course you know this is Miss Thome’s birthday. I’ve taken the liberty of bringing her a little present. (Tapping his waistcoat-pocket.) A ring, with a really uncommon diamond! She has such things in plenty, of course, but I shall beg her to accept this as a token of an altogether peculiar sentiment. She promised to follow me in here and give me my opportunity. I wish all those good people were ten miles away!


  Staveley. I should indeed fancy a dozen good people might make you very uncomfortable.


  Pepperel. You seem inclined to try what one can do. (After a pause.) Evidently, you mean war.


  Staveley. I mean victory. It will be war only if you choose to adhere to a hopeless cause.


  Pepperel. My dear sir, you’re unforgiving.


  Staveley. It’s not a matter of forgiveness. I can’t forget! I might have forgiven you a dozen times any mere wrong of my own, and yet not be able to stand silent and see a woman whom I respect and esteem think of you as a man she can decently marry.


  Pepperel. You mean, then, I take it, to oppose my marriage?


  Staveley. I mean to do what I can.


  Pepperel. I wonder whether you appreciate the difficulties of the undertaking.


  Staveley. I’ve given them my best consideration. Have you anything to suggest?


  Pepperel. Miss Thorne is a woman of a very high spirit.


  Staveley. Imagine her sensations, then, on finding herself married to you!


  Pepperel. For a man who doesn’t mean war, you hit hard.


  Staveley. Give it up, and I’ll never strike another blow.


  Pepperel. You’re very generous. After all, what do your blows amount to? You can prove nothing.


  Staveley. It depends upon what you call proof.


  Pepperel. You can’t find chapter and verse, without a vast deal of trouble. Meanwhile, I shall gain time.


  Staveley. I can tell a plain tale in ten minutes.


  Pepperel. Your plain tale has a highly ornamental denouement. The heroine’s married! It’s a fact! I doubt whether her husband would care to have her come into court. Without that, it’s simply your word.


  Staveley. I have ground to suppose that, with my cousin, my word carries some weight.


  Pepperel. Why, then, it’s just man to man!


  Staveley. That sounds portentous. Still, I shall do my best. Here she comes. (Margaret comes in from the piazza.)


  []


  Scene Fourth


  (The Same, Margaret.)


  Pepperel. (Meeting her.) I’m like Louis Xiv.,—I almost waited! But I’ve had good company.


  Margaret. Why, Robert, when did you get here? (Giving him her hand.)


  Staveley. Half an hour ago. I haven’t shown myself, because I’ve my toilet to make.


  Margaret. GO and attend to it, and come and make yourself agreeable.


  Pepperel. (Sotto voce to Staveley.) I think, on the whole, I’ll defy you.


  Staveley. Agreeable? O, I don’t promise to be that. As to my dressing,—after all, need I? Your friends must be going.


  Margaret. GO and dress for me, then. Where’s your gallantry?


  Staveley. It’s not in my coat, Margaret. I’ll show you! (Takes his bag and exit.)


  []


  Scene Fifth


  (Scene: Pepperel, Margaret.)


  Pepperel. I came here, Miss Thorne, with a design for which my letter, three days since, must have prepared you. But even if my intention had been less definite, the five minutes’ talk I have just had with your cousin would have given it instant shape.


  Margaret. Your letter was explicit, certainly. I didn’t answer it because, after it, the least you could do was to come. And pray what has my cousin to do with the matter?


  Pepperel. Margaret, I love you!


  Margaret. (After a silence.) I believe you’re honest. And what is this about Mr. Staveley?


  Pepperel. To-day, you once told me, is your birthday. I’ve not forgotten it. It falls in the nick of time. I have ventured to bring you a ring (taking it from his waistcoat-pocket)—such a ring as I’ve seen women wear of whom it was whispered that they were engaged. (Takes her hand, which she slowly surrenders. He is about to pass the ring upon her finger, when she withdraws her hand, crosses her arms, and looks at him gravely.)


  Margaret. Your ring is beautiful, but you must give me time.


  Pepperel. I’ve given you three days.


  Margaret. I have your letter here in my pocket; I’ve been carrying it about with me. But the same words, spoken, sound new and strange.


  Pepperel. I love you,—I love you,—I love you! Are you used to them now? But you’re right to ponder the matter! There’s the opinion of the world. Mr. Staveley, for one, altogether disapproves.


  Margaret. Mr. Staveley? What do you mean?


  Pepperel. He has come down to forbid the banns.


  Margaret. Pray who has asked his opinion?


  Pepperel. O, you’ll not have to ask it to hear it. You’re to hear it gratis. In three words, Margaret, he owes me a grudge, and he’s determined to prevent my marriage. He considers, naturally, that there can be no harsher vengeance.


  Margaret. This is something new. From to-day I’m my own mistress; it shall not be for nothing. I owe it to you to assure you that my decision shall rest on grounds of my own, and not of my cousin’s.


  Pepperel. (Aside.) Victory, victory! (Aloud.) Do you mean to listen to him?


  Margaret. I take it you’re not afraid to have me.


  Pepperel. I’m not ashamed to say I’m afraid of losing you. He’ll surprise you.


  Margaret. It’s surprise enough to find him meddling in my affairs.


  Pepperel. You know your cousin, Margaret. He’s one of those men who go about measuring all mankind with the little inch measure of their own imaginations and multiplying their blunders by their prejudices. I’ve incurred his distinguished displeasure. It’s an old story. He has raked up a heap of scandal, with which, apparently, he means to regale your maidenly ears. I frankly confess that I’m a man about whom stories can be told; and I have the fatuity to believe that you’ll not care for me the less on that account. You don’t suppose that you’ve taken me out of the nursery; and you’ll not complain of having fixed the affections and renewed the youth of a man who had begun to fear that he had no heart and the world no charm. Concerning your cousin, to the best of my knowledge, History is absolutely silent! I doubt that any one will ever come and startle you with “revelations" about Mr. Staveley. It’s no revelation, of course, to hear that he’s a narrow-minded, rancorous prig. However, there’s no smoke without fire, and I’ve no doubt he has a dozen tales at his fingers’ ends, proving, damningly, that I’ve been idle, reckless, extravagant, selfishly fond of pleasure. I can trust you to believe that they prove nothing worse. I know but one pleasure now, Margaret; and if to cling to that is selfish, I’m a monster of egotism! He has one little anecdote, I believe, which he considers his cheval de bataille. He threw out monstrous hints, but I can’t imagine to what he alludes. I shall be curious to hear your report. I fancy it’s the tragical history of a certain young person whom he had taken it into his head to consider a model of all the virtues. I proved, irrefutably, that the list was incomplete, and he has never forgiven me this impeachment of his taste.


  Margaret. You needn’t mind details. (After a silence.) Do you know I’m inclined to thank Mr. Staveley? His interference has made us more intimate.


  Pepperel. You can thank him outright! (Staveley returns.)


  Staveley. Am I presentable? I put up my things in such a fever that I find I’ve forgotten half of them.


  Margaret. Mr. Pepperel, go and amuse those poor people on the lawn. I don’t know what they think of their hostess. But when a girl has this sort of thing on her hands—


  Pepperel. I’ll represent you! (Aside.) I fancy I’ve fixed it, unless Martha speaks! But, Martha’s an angel. (Exit, by piazza.)


  []


  Scene Sixth


  (Scene: Margaret, Staveley.)


  Margaret. For the pretty things you have to say to me, you can hardly be dressed enough. Mr. Pepperel tells me that you don’t approve of our acquaintance.


  Staveley. You must admit that, considering the deep and affectionate interest I have always taken in your affairs, you have never had reason to complain of my zeal, and that I have managed to temper it with a great deal of deference.


  Margaret. You’ve never had a decent pretext for interference. I know you’ve been itching to make one.


  Staveley. I didn’t come to blow my own trumpet. I came to beseech you not to throw yourself away. The man whom you have honored with your favor is signally unworthy of it.


  Margaret. There’s a beginning!


  Staveley. You’ll excuse me if I lose no time. Those who know him best respect him least. He has neither heart nor conscience. His notions of what is honorable in conduct are absolutely grotesque. He’s a cool impostor. I know what I say. I can’t stand still and see you sacrifice yourself to a pitiful delusion. Pause and reflect; reconsider your impressions, and question your heart. I speak to you, Margaret, in the name of the tender good-will I have always borne you, in that of your young happiness and freedom, in that of the very pride and temper which make you resent my words.


  Margaret. In the name of my pride and my temper, then, I beg you to know that your words are an insufferable injury. Am I a flighty school-girl? I know him and I love him.


  Staveley. You’re not the first to love him. You’ll not be the first to repent. He’s incapable of really caring for a woman. He doesn’t love you, he loves your money.


  Margaret. My dear cousin, I’m vastly obliged to you. You’ve shaken me into position. Do I love him? I had been asking myself. You’ve made me say yes!


  Staveley. You love your own will better; and my impression is that in this matter you’re defending him far less than that.


  Margaret. Charming! While you’re about it, put an end to us both.


  Staveley. Are you actually engaged?


  Margaret. Considering the key in which you’ve pitched the conversation, you’ll not think me rude if I tell you it’s none of your business.


  Staveley. Give me a week, and I’ll prove what I say. I’ll put you into communication with persons who will satisfy you.


  Margaret. Meanwhile, I’ll say to Mr. Pepperel: "A propos, they tell me you’re a monster of vice. I don’t know what to say to it, but I think it’s very possible. Invitations are out for an inquest; next Monday we shall hear witnesses. My cousin has kindly consented to conduct the proceedings. If you pass muster, I’ll have you.”


  Staveley. And your lover, if he’s an honest man, will fold his arms and smile serenely.


  Margaret. My lover, if he’s the man I take him for, will calmly await the issue; and then, when you and your witnesses have made proper fools of yourselves and—heaven forgive me!—of me, he’ll make me his bow: “I had looked for a wife, madam, and not for a judge in petticoats!”


  Staveley. O, I’ve no doubt he’ll treat you to a pretty piece of impudence!


  Margaret. Really, I’m glad to love a man who has enemies. It’s a proof of a strong nature.


  Staveley. If that’s all you want, why don’t you take your husband out of the Penitentiary?


  Margaret. Come, don’t talk to me again about my temper. I’ll go back to my guests; they’re not amusing, but they’re decently polite.


  Staveley. You don’t suppose I’m afraid to offend you. I came prepared for that. I’ll not ask you to wait a week; give me an hour. I promise you in an hour to change your opinion.


  Margaret. DO you know you’re amusing? I’m really tempted to consent. Of course, after this everything’s at an end between us, and I want a good round pretext for despising you.


  Staveley. Ah, my terrible cousin, that’s if I don’t succeed! But if I do—


  Margaret. I shall hate you. An hour, to a minute, mind! (Exit, to the garden.)


  []


  Scene Seventh


  (Scene: Staveley, alone.)


  Staveley. A pretty pair of alternatives! Well, madam, I don’t think I shall love you, at this rate. The trouble of dealing with really superior scoundrels is, that they have a way of wrapping themselves in their dishonor with as many classic folds as a Roman in his virtue. She likes a man who has enemies! O romance, you’re no better than an old-clothes man! If I could only make him out the coward he really is! show her the dingy dishabille of his iniquity! For that I must have facts and figures—and with only an hour to collect them. It would be awkward if I were to be wrong, after all, about this poor little Miss Noel. No, I always felt she had a little mystery of grief, and her tears just now, when Pepperel had left her, and her flight when he reappeared, fitted the key to the lock. Ten words from her, emphasized by that charming wise face and those sad gray eyes, ought to go far. The point is, to get a modest girl to speak such words. She’ll not do it for revenge, but she may for charity. If she will, she’s a trump! And to save me time, here she comes!


  (Enter Martha, from the house)


  []


  Scene Eighth


  (Scene: Staveley, Martha.)


  Martha. I’ve seen your aunt. She’ll receive you at seven.


  Staveley. I wish she had called it eight. For the coming hour I have my hands full. Margaret has given me an hour to prove my case.


  Martha. Poor Mr. Staveley! You see what it is to try and help people in spite of themselves.


  Staveley. DO you think we ought to shrug our shoulders and let them pass?


  Martha. Our own troubles make us sceptical. We say it’s a weary world, at best, and a little more or a little less—


  Staveley. O, this will never do! I want you to believe.


  Martha. I confess, a very little happiness may restore our faith.


  Staveley. Yours, Miss Noel, has been tried.


  Martha. I never supposed I should tell you so.


  Staveley. I don’t ask you idly. The fact is relevant. You have suffered, I fancy, as Margaret may suffer, when, having believed her lover an honest man, she finds he’s a knave.


  Martha. How have you guessed all this?


  Staveley. I’ve guessed, because I’ve observed you, if you’ll excuse the liberty. And I’ve observed you, because I admire you.


  Martha. At that, I must excuse it!


  Staveley. If I have observed to good purpose, you and Charles Pepperel have not met to-day for the first time.


  Martha. For the last.


  Staveley. (Aside.) How under heaven is a man to ask it? (Aloud.) You know him well.


  Martha. I thought so till one hour ago. I find I’ve but half known him.


  Staveley. Poor girl! He has added insult to injury.


  Martha. He has done me good. Here I am talking to you of him as of a stranger.


  Staveley. It’s a good beginning. Speak of him to Margaret; tell her your story.


  Martha. I would rather it should end with you, Mr. Staveley.


  Staveley. Tell me all, then. (As she remains silent, aside.) There’s a request!


  Martha. We were engaged. My mother was dead; I was altogether alone; fair words had a double price. For three days, I believe, he was sincere; in three days I was convinced. I believed—my excuse is that I believed everything. I placed my slender patrimony in his hands, to reinvest to better advantage. We were to be married in a month. It was then, I suppose, that he met Miss Thorne,—richer, prettier, more attractive than I, and apparently as credulous. Poor girl! But she has a cousin! From that moment till an hour ago I’ve not seen his face. O, he bade me farewell—in a note of three lines, enclosing the titles of a scattered remnant of my property. As this was an insufficient support, I was obliged to earn my living. I found this situation as companion to your aunt, and I consider that I’ve been fortunate.


  Staveley. Good heaven!


  Martha. I don’t complain, Mr. Staveley. I’m very happy.


  Staveley. O, allow me to doubt it.


  Martha. Your aunt’s eccentric, but she’s kind.


  Staveley. My aunt’s a fretful old shrew!


  Martha. (Smiling.) Of course it takes less to content me than it would you. I have no generous dreams of helping and enlightening my fellow-mortals.


  Staveley. (Looking at her a moment in silence.) Miss Noel, you think I’m a gross idiot!


  Martha. I place my confessions at your service.


  Staveley. (Aside.) Ah, the brave girl! (Aloud.) Have you still in your possession that note of three lines?


  Martha. I’ve kept it. If you were a woman, you’d know why. I am waiting for a moment in my own room to burn it up.


  Staveley. Keep it an hour longer. Give it to me. It’s for that you’ve kept it.


  Martha. DO you really think so?


  Staveley. (After a pause.) Do you know, Miss Noel, this high and mighty cousin of mine ought to be desperately obliged to us?


  Martha. She’ll not forgive me, that I know.


  Staveley. We shall be in the same box. I’ll not waste my logic upon her. Pepperel will apprehend it better. He shall convince her! If I have ten minutes’ talk with him, you’ll not object to my mentioning your letter.


  Martha. To what purpose?


  Staveley. To bid him repent, by Jove! under pain of exposure. To bid him disgorge! You’re too patient by half!


  Martha. You’re Miss Thome’s knight, not mine, Mr. Staveley. It is her interests that are in question. As I can easily keep them distinct from my own, I had better see Mr. Pepperel. Yes, in fact, it’s better. An hour ago he asked me for an interview, which I then felt no inclination to grant. But, on reflection, I’ve changed my mind. I wish to be just. He spoke of our “account.” I don’t know what he means, but I fancy he has some proposal for the restoration of my property. I shall bid him keep it and give up Miss Thorne.


  Staveley. Merciful powers! Is that your notion of justice? Let me deal with him.


  Martha. Thank you; it’s my own affair.


  Staveley. I detest the idea of your meeting him again.


  Martha. I’m very calm. And now while we’re talking, your aunt is waiting for you.


  Staveley. (Slowly turning to go; at the door.) This is too much; I give up my cause!


  Martha. Already! I’ve almost espoused it.


  Staveley. I’m sick of it. Miss Margaret, I offer you my compliments. (Exit.)


  Martha. (Alone.) I offer you mine, Miss Thorne! (Enter Margaret from the garden.)


  []


  Scene Ninth


  (Scene: Martha, Margaret.)


  Margaret. They’ve gone at last; but it’s no thanks to you, Miss Noel.


  Martha. (Smiling.) Do you mean that, if I had been present, they would have gone earlier? I have to be within sound of your aunt’s bell.


  Margaret. I wish, by the way, you’d bring in from the grass the shawls and cushions she lent us. It’s not for my aunt, but for my aunt’s nephew, that you’ve been lingering here, I believe. I hope you found him more civil than I. He treated me to half an hour’s abuse of a friend so intimate that it amounted to telling me outright that I had low tastes.


  Martha. (After a silence.) Are you engaged, Miss Thorne?


  Margaret. If you feel disposed to congratulate me, you needn’t wait.


  Martha. I can’t in conscience congratulate you.


  Margaret. Really, this is the Palace of Truth! My cousin hasn’t wasted his time.


  Martha. I know Mr. Pepperel, not by your cousin, but by himself. (Aside.) I could tell him, but I really can’t tell her. (Aloud.) I once did Mr. Pepperel more than justice.


  Margaret. Ah, you are perhaps the young lady he told me of, in whom Mr. Staveley took such an interest and about whom he had his quarrel with Mr. Pepperel! Hinc illce lachrymce; do you know Latin? Tell me your story.


  Martha. I know nothing of Mr. Staveley’s quarrel, nor its cause. As for my story, your ear has evidently been gained in advance.


  Margaret. Well, whatever it may have been, you’ve got a respectable situation.


  Martha. (Aside.) O, you poor creature! (Aloud.) Excuse me; I think you’ll be enlightened yet.


  Margaret. What on earth is going to happen? One would think that, between you, you’d been brewing a thunderbolt! For heaven’s sake, let it come! Do you know my private, my very private, opinion? Jealousy! My cousin’s in love with me; he wishes to marry me himself; of course, he detests poor Pepperel.


  Martha. I wonder whether, after all, you’re not to be congratulated. You’ll not be unhappy; you evidently don’t know true coin from false.


  Margaret. Jealousy, jealousy! You, on your side, are in love with Mr. Pepperel, and it will serve your turn, of course, to have me give him up. You’ll console him. After the kind things you’ve said of him, he’ll vastly need it!


  Martha. Yes, decidedly, I congratulate you! You have the happy gift of fitting facts to your fancies. Excuse me; I must fetch your aunt’s shawls. (Exit to the garden.)


  []


  Scene Tenth


  (Scene: Margaret, alone.)


  Margaret. Upon my word it’s a conspiracy; I’ve got the clew! One would think I was a child of ten, to be frightened by long faces and big words. With all her demureness, that girl’s an intrigante. I feel for all the world like the heroine of a novel,—a victim of the Inquisition! (Enter Staveley.) Your machinery works to a charm! You ought to have been here just now, to hear little Miss Noel rattle off her lesson.


  []


  Scene Eleventh


  (Scene: Margaret, Staveley.)


  Staveley. Ah, she has told you—


  Margaret. She told me that Mr. Pepperel was the blackest of villains,—as plump as you’d say good morning. I confess that I want something more than the word of a spiteful little governess, bursting with jealousy!


  Staveley. Margaret, you’re cruel.


  Margaret. Very likely; I’m hard pushed. But if this is your great stroke, you’ve lost the game! Remember, your time is nearly gone! Twenty minutes hence, I’m at your service. (Exit.)


  []


  Scene Twelfth


  (Scene: Staveley, alone.)


  Staveley. She has spoken, then, poor girl—with small success. Martha jealous, Martha spiteful,—she the angel of forgiveness, the soul of generosity! Aunt Jane, at least, does her justice. I wonder what on earth Aunt Jane thinks of my talk. Three questions about herself, her aches and her pains and her pills, and twenty about Miss Noel! “She’s a good girl,—a good girll" For Aunt Jane, that’s great praise. I doubt whether she has ever said it of any other young woman of the present corrupt generation! Of Margaret and of Margaret’s choice, she altogether disapproves. A propos of which I began to tell her of my scheme for the enemy’s confusion, when suddenly a certain gleam in those keen black eyes of hers—the frank stare of a wise old woman—seemed to say to me, “Robert Staveley, you’re making a mess!” And truly, Robert Staveley, where’s your delicacy? Is Miss Noel’s trouble really fit for nothing but to paint a moral and adorn a tale, for Margaret’s edification? Is it the part of perfect gallantry to send the poor girl groping back into her dark past for a bugaboo to frighten Margaret? O, Margaret’s not afraid! Do I really care so very, very much for my gentle cousin, and so very, very little for Miss Noel, that I’m willing to fold my arms and let Miss Noel fight the battle of my transcendental philanthropy? Miss Noel would have me believe, perhaps, that she has a battle of her own to fight. Confound it, 7’11 fight Miss Noel’s battles. Nay, she declines my servicesl Well, she sha’n’t fight mine, at all events! And while I’m pottering here, where is she? Has she seen him? She’s seeing him now, I suppose! They’re talking it over. They’re in the library there, with the door closed. He’s pleading, flattering, swaggering; she’s listening, blushing, remembering! Ten to one, he’s insulting her! Worse than that, he’s offering her twenty per cent on her stolen property! Damn her propertyl Let him keep it! Really, that’s very well for me to say! One would think I was jealous. Upon my soul, I am jealous. This raking up of her past altogether offends me! Good heavens, where are they? (As he turns hastily to go out Martha enters from the garden, carrying several shawls and a couple of cushions.) Miss Noel, I was going in search of you. You’re laden down like a packhorse.


  []


  Scene Twelfth


  (Scene: Staveley, Martha.)


  Martha. I’ve been in the garden picking up the relics of the feast. Here’s one of them,—a dreadful claret stain on this silk cushion. Do you know what’s good for claret stains?


  Staveley. Turn that side against the wall. Have you seen him?


  Martha. I’ve seen Miss Thorne.


  Staveley. I know what that means. Accept my humble apologies for inducing you to expose yourself to such misinterpretation.


  Martha. Miss Thorne is the offended one. There was a time when I would have given advice as cold a welcome.


  Staveley. I wish you’d forget that time, Miss Noel!


  Martha. You’ve done something, you know, to remind me of it.


  Staveley. To my ineffable regret! Have you seen him?


  Martha. (Listening.) I know his step. I hear it on the piazza.


  Staveley. For heaven’s sake, forget that! Do me a favor. Forego this interview.


  Martha. I can’t consent to your seeing him. I prefer to keep my grievance to myself.


  Staveley. Keep it then and welcome. I only wish to forget it—to forget him!


  Martha. You have forgotten apparently your pledge to your cousin.


  Staveley. My cousin must shift for herself; I’ve need of my wits for my own cause. Let the gods interfere, Miss Noel; they haven’t human hearts! And, after all, do you know I half pity Pepperel? (Pepperel, coming in from the garden, has heard these last words.)


  []


  Scene Thirteenth


  (“\1\2: The Same, Pepperel.)


  Pepperel. (Aside.) He pities me, eh? Does that mean he has made out his case? I’ve my card to play too. If Martha speaks, I’ll never believe in a woman again. (Aloud.) I’m sorry to interrupt a tête-à-tête so intimate! But if Miss Noel will grant me the favor of ten minutes’ conversation—


  Staveley. Miss Noel is engaged.


  Martha. Five minutes, I think, will be enough. I will join you in the library.


  Staveley. (With vehemence.) Martha, I entreat you—


  Martha. (Looking at him for a moment.) I seem destined to-day to do as you choose.


  Pepperel. Miss Noel will, as the advertisements say, hear of something to her advantage.


  Staveley. (To Martha.) Let there be nothing more between you, for better or worse! He means to offer you your money. Decline it!


  Martha. O philosopher!


  Pepperel. To her immediate and substantial advantage.


  Staveley. You’ve saved your conscience, sir. You’re excused.


  Pepperel. Madam, to you I speak.


  Martha. (After a moment.) You’re answered!


  Pepperel. (Stares from one to the other and then turns away with a shrug. Aside.) Excused, answered! There’s a graceful unanimity! Really, I think I’m more frightened than hurt. Jupiter Tonans has forgotten his thunder to flirt with—with Hebe! If I were only an old pagan, I’d spend the money in vows! Truly, I am pagan enough for that! But what the deuce then does he pity me for? (Aloud.) Your humble servant. (Makes them a bow in silence, and turns toward the door, where he meets Margaret, with whom he stands a moment in talk, watching Martha and Staveley.)


  Staveley. I answered for you, Martha, and you accepted my answer. It is my bold hope that you may allow me to answer for you forevermore.


  Martha. All this is very strange. You came here for a disinterested purpose... . Forgive me. I can’t accuse you of having remained for an altogether selfish one.


  Staveley. You’ll join me in the library!


  Martha. You must not desert your cousin.


  Staveley. I know my cousin better than I did an hour ago. I think I can leave her to consolidate her own prosperity. She’ll get full weight, in one way or another. Poor Mr. Wigmore! (Margaret comes forward with Pepperel.)


  []


  Scene Last


  (Scene: The Same, Margaret.)


  Margaret. Cousin, I believe we have an appointment. (Looking at her watch.) You’re overdue.


  Pepperel. Mr. Staveley has been so busy.


  Margaret. In an hour, you know.


  Staveley. Really, I’m afraid you must despise me!


  Margaret. (After a pause.) No, I feel good-natured. (To Pepperel.) I give you notice, I’m not always so.


  Pepperel. Let me take advantage of it to beg you once more to accept my ring.


  Staveley. (To Martha, as she turns away.) Where are you going?


  Martha. To the library!


  the end


  []
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  Act First


  Garden and terrace of an hotel on the Lake of Geneva. The portico of the hotel to the left, with steps leading up to it. In the background a low parapet dividing the garden from the lake, and divided itself by a small gate opening upon a flight of steps which are supposed to descend to a pier. Beyond this a distant view of mountains and of the lake, with the Chateau de Chillon. Orange-trees in green tubs, benches, a few small tables and chairs.


  Scene First


  (: Madame de Katkoff, Eugenio.)


  Mme. de Katkoff. (Coming in as if a little startled, with a French book in a pink cover under her arm.) I believe he means to speak to me! He is capable of any impertinence.


  Eugenio. (Following slowly, handsomely dressed, with a large watchguard, and a courier’s satchel over his shoulder. He takes off his hat and bows obsequiously, but with a certain mock respect.) Madame does me the honor to recognize me, I think.


  Mme. de Katkoff. Certainly I recognize you. I never forget my servants, especially (with a little laugh) the faithful ones!


  Eugenio. Madame’s memory is perhaps slightly at fault in leading her to speak of me as a servant Mme. de Katkoff. What were you, then? A friend, possibly?


  Eugenio. May I not say that I was, at least on a certain occasion, an adviser?


  Mme. de Katkoff. In the way of occasions, I remember only the one on which I turned you out of the house.


  Eugenio. You remember it with a little regret, I hope.


  Mme. de Katkoff. An immense deal—that I hadn’t dismissed you six months sooner!


  Eugenio. I comprehend the regret of Madame. It was in those six months that an incident occurred—(He pauses.)


  Mme. de Katkoff. An incident?


  Eugenio. An incident which it is natural that Madame should not have desired to come to the knowledge of persons occupying a position, however humble, near Madame.


  Mme. de Katkoff. (Aside.) He is more than impertinent—he is dangerous. (Aloud.) You are very audacious. You took away a great deal of money.


  Eugenio. Madame appears to have an abundance.


  Mme. de Katkoff. (Looking at him a moment.) Yes, I have enough.


  Eugenio. (Smiling.) Madame is to be congratulated! I have never ceased to take an interest in Madame. I have followed her—at a distance.


  Mme. de Katkoff. The greater the distance, the better!


  Eugenio. (Significantly.) Yes, I remember that Madame was very fond of her privacy. But I intrude as little as possible. I have duties at present which give me plenty of occupation. Not so much, indeed, as when I was in the employment of Monsieur de Katkoff: that was the busiest part of my life. The Russians are very exacting—the Americans are very easyl Mme. de Katkoff. You are with Americans now?


  Eugenio. Madame sees that she is willing to talk! I am travelling with a family from New York—a family of three persons.


  Mme. de Katkoff. You have no excuse, then, for detaining me; you know where to find conversation.


  Eugenio. Their conversation is not so agreeable as that of Madame! (With a slight change of tone.) I know more about you than you perhaps suspect.


  Mme. de Katkoff. I know what you know.


  Eugenio. Oh, I don’t allude to Madame’s secrets. I should never be so indiscreet! It is not a secret to-day that Madame has a charming villa on this lovely lake, about three miles from Geneva.


  Mme. de Katkoff. No, that is not a secret.


  Eugenio. And that though she leads a life of elegant seclusion, suited to the mourning which she has never laid aside—though she has lightened it a little—since she became a widow, Madame does not entirely shut her doors. She receives a few privileged persons.


  Mme. de Katkoff. (Aside.) What on earth is he coming to? (Aloud.) Do you aspire to be one of them?


  Eugenio. I should count upon it the day I should have something particular to say to Madame. But that day may never come.


  Mme. de Katkoff. Let us hope so!


  Eugenio. Let us hope so! Meanwhile Madame is in a position to know as well as myself that—as I said just now—the Americans are very easy.


  Mme. de Katkoff. The Americans?


  Eugenio. Perhaps, after all, Madame doesn’t find them so? Her most privileged visitor is of that nationality! Has he discovered—like me—that the Russians are very exacting?


  Mme. de Katkoff. (Looking at him a moment, then quickly, though with an effort.) The Russians, when their antagonists go too far, can be as dangerous as anyone else! I forget your nationality.


  Eugenio. I am not sure that Madame ever knew it. I’m an Italian Swiss, a native of the beautiful city of Lugano. Is Madame acquainted with Lugano? If she should go that way, I recommend the Hotel Washington: always our Americans, you see! The Russians? They are the most dangerous people I know, and we gentlemen who take charge of families know everything.


  Mme. de Katkoff. You had better add frankly that you traffic in your knowledge.


  Eugenio. What could be more just? It costs us a good deal to get it.


  Mme. de Katkoff. (To herself, after a pause.) It is best to know the worst, and have done with it. (Aloud.) How much do you want?


  Eugenio. How much do I want for what? For keeping quiet about Mr. Winterbourne, so that his family shan’t think he’s wasting his time, and come out from America to bring him home? You see I know even his name! He’s supposed to be at Geneva for purposes of study.


  Mme. de Katkoff. How much do you want to go away and never let me see you again? Be merciful. Remember that I’m not rich.


  Eugenio. I know exactly the fortune of Madame! She is not rich, for very good reasons—she was exceedingly extravagant in her youth! On the other hand, she is by no means in misery. She is not rich, like the American lady—the amiable Mrs. Miller—whom I have at present the honor to serve; but she is able to indulge herself with the usual luxuries.


  Mme. de Katkoff. It would be a luxury to get rid of you!


  Eugenio. Ah, I’m not sure that Madame can afford that; that would come under the head of extras! Moreover, I’m not in want of money. The amiable Mrs. Miller—


  Mme. de Katkoff. (Interrupting.) The amiable Mrs. Miller is as great a fool as I?


  Eugenio. I should never think of comparing her with Madame! Madame has much more the appearance of one who is born to command. It is for this reason that I approached her with the utmost deliberation. I recognized her three days ago, the evening she arrived at the hotel, and I pointed her out to Mrs. Miller as a Russian lady of great distinction, whose husband I had formerly the honor to serve in a very confidential position. Mrs. Miller has a daughter even more amiable than herself, and this young lady was profoundly impressed with the distinguished appearance of Madame.


  Mme. de Katkoff. Her good opinion is doubtless of great value; but I suppose it’s hardly to assure me of that—


  Eugenio. I may add that I didn’t permit myself to make any further remarks.


  Mme. de Katkoff. And your discretion’s an example of what you are capable of doing? I should be happy to believe it, and if you have not come to claim your reward—


  Eugenio. My reward? My reward shall be this: that we leave the account open between us! (Changing his tone entirely.) Let me speak to you very frankly. Some eight years ago, when you were thirty years old, you were living at Dresden.


  Mme. de Katkoff. I was living at Dresden, but I was not thirty years old.


  Eugenio. The age doesn’t matter—we will call it twenty, if you like—that makes me younger, too. At that time I was under your roof; I was the confidential servant, on a very exceptional footing, of M. de Katkoff. He had a great deal of business—a great deal of diplomatic business; and as he employed me very often to write for him—do you remember my beautiful hand?—I was not so much a servant as a secretary. At any rate, I was in a position to observe that you had a quarrel with your husband.


  Mme. de Katkoff. In a position? I should think you were! He paid you to spy upon me.


  Eugenio. To spy upon you?


  Mme. de Katkoff. To watch me—to follow me—to calumniate me.


  Eugenio. (Smiling.) That’s just the way you used to talk! You were always violent, and that gave one an advantage.


  Mme. de Katkoff. All this is insupportable. Please to spare me your reminiscences, and come to the point.


  Eugenio. The point is this—that I got the advantage of you then, and that I have never lost it! Though you didn’t care for your husband, you cared for someone else; and M. de Katkoff—with my assistance, if you will—discovered the object of your preference. Need I remind you of what followed, the day this discovery became known to you? Your surprise was great, because you thought yourself safe; but your anger was even greater. You found me for a moment in your path, and you imagined—for that moment—that I was a Russian serf. The mistake had serious consequences. You called me by the vilest of names—and I have never forgotten it!


  Mme. de Katkoff. I thank you for reminding me of my contempt. It was extremely sweet.


  Eugenio. It made you very reckless. I got possession of two letters, addressed to the person I speak of, and singularly rash compositions. They bear your signature in full.


  Mme. de Katkoff. Can there be any better proof that I have nothing to be ashamed of?


  Eugenio. You were not ashamed then, because, as I have already remarked, you were reckless. But to-day you are wise.


  Mme. de Katkoff. (Proudly.) Whatever I have said—I have always signed!


  Eugenio. It’s a habit I appreciate. One of those letters I gave to M. de Katkoff; the other—the best—I kept for myself.


  Mme. de Katkoff. What do you mean by the best?


  Eugenio. I mean—the worst!


  Mme. de Katkoff. It can’t be very bad.


  Eugenio. (Smiling.) Should you like me to submit it to a few of your friends?


  Mme. de Katkoff. (Aside.) Horrible man! (Aloud.) That’s the point, then: you wish to sell it.


  Eugenio. No; I only wish you to know I have it.


  Mme. de Katkoff. I knew that already. What good does it do you?


  Eugenio. You suspected it, but you didn’t know it. The good it does me is this—that when, as sometimes happens to us poor members of a despised and laborious class, I take stock of my prospects and reckon up the little advantages I may happen to possess, I like to feel that particular one among them.


  Mme. de Katkoff. I see—you regard it as a part of your capital. But you draw no income.


  Eugenio. Ah, the income, Madame, ‘is accumulating!


  Mme. de Katkoff. If you are trying to frighten me, you don’t—very much!


  Eugenio. Very much—no! But enough is as good as a feast. There is no telling what may happen. We couriers have our ups and downs, and some day I may be in distress. Then, and only then, if I feel a pinch, I shall call on Madame. For the present—


  Mme. de Katkoff. For the present, you only wish to insult mel Eugenio. Madame does injustice to my manners: they are usually much appreciated. For the rest of the time that we remain under the same roof—so to speak—I shall not again disturb your meditations.


  Mme. de Katkoff. Be so good as to leave me.


  Eugenio. I wish Madame a very good morning! (He goes into the hotel.)


  Mme. de Katkoff. (Stands a moment, thinking.) That’s what it is to have been a fool—for a single moment! That moment reechoes through eternity. He has shaken my nerves, and in this wretched garden one is always observed. (Exit into the hotel.)


  []


  Scene Second


  (Mrs. Costello, Miss Durant, Charles Reverdy. They come out of the hotel as Mme. de Katkoff passes into it, looking at her attentively.)


  Reverdy. (Who carries a camp-stool.) That’s the biggest swell in the house—a Russian princess!


  Mrs. Costello. A Russian princess is nothing very great. We have found one at every hotel.


  Reverdy. Well, this is the best of them all. You would notice her anywhere.


  Mrs. Costello. The best bred people are the people you notice least.


  Reverdy. She’s very quiet, any way. She speaks to no one.


  Mrs. Costello. You mean by that that no one speaks to her.


  Reverdy. (Aside.) The old lady’s snappish this morning: hanged if I’ll stand it! (Aloud.) No one speaks to her, because no one ventures to.


  Miss Durant. You ventured to, I think, and she didn’t answer you. That’s what you mean by her being quiet!


  Reverdy. She dropped her fan, and I picked it up and gave it to her. She thanked me with a smile that was a poem in itself: she didn’t need to speak!


  Mrs. Costello. You needn’t mind waiting on Russian princesses. Your business is to attend to us—till my nephew comes.


  Reverdy. (Looking at his watch.) As 1 understand you, he’s already due.


  Mrs. Costello. He’s a quarter an hour late. We are waiting breakfast.


  Miss Durant. I’m afraid the delay will bring on one of your headaches.


  Mrs. Costello. I have one already, so it doesn’t matter!


  Reverdy. (Aside.) Very convenient, those headaches! (Aloud.) Won’t you sit down, at least? (Offering camp-stool.) You know I don’t come out for three minutes without our little implement.


  Mrs. Costello. I don’t care for that; I’ll sit on a bench.


  Reverdy. (Aside.) She insists on my bringing it, and yet she won’t use it! (The ladies seat themselves, and he places himself between them, astride the camp-stool. He continues, aloud.) If Mr. Winterbourne is already due, my holiday has legally begun.


  Miss Durant. You won’t lose anything by waiting. After he comes you will be at perfect liberty.


  Reverdy. Oh yes, after that you won’t look at me, I suppose! Miss Durant is counting very much on Mr. Winterbourne.


  Mrs. Costello. And I am counting very much on Miss Durant. You are to be very nice to him, you know.


  Miss Durant. That will depend on how I like him.


  Mrs. Costello. That’s not what I brought you to Europe for—to make conditions. Besides, Frederick’s a perfect gentleman.


  Miss Durant. You seem to wish me to promise to marry him. I must wait till he asks me, you know.


  Reverdy. He will ask you if Mrs. Costello bids him. He is evidently in excellent training.


  Mrs. Costello. I haven’t seen him for ten years: at that time he was a model nephew.


  Reverdy. I shouldn’t wonder if he were to turn out a regular “hard" one. That would be a jolly lark!


  Mrs. Costello. That’s not his reputation. Moreover, he has been brought up in Geneva, the most moral city in Europe.


  Reverdy. You can’t tell anything from that. Here am I, brought up in New York—and we all know what New York is. Yet where can you find a more immaculate young man? I haven’t a fault—I’m ashamed of myself!


  Miss Durant. If Mr. Winterbourne is a little wild, I shan’t like him any the less. Some faults are very charming.


  Reverdy. Tell me what they are, and I’ll try and acquire them.


  Mrs. Costello. My dear Alice, I’m startled by your sentiments. I have tried to form your taste ...


  Miss Durant. Yes, but you have only cultivated my dislikes. Those are a few of my preferences.


  Reverdy. Tell us a few more of them—they sound awfully spicy!


  Miss Durant. I’m very fond of a certain indifference. I like men who are not always running after you with a campstool, and who don’t seem to care whether you like them or not.


  Mrs. Costello. If you like rude men, they are very easily found. If I didn’t know you were a very nice girl, I should take you for—I don’t know what!


  Reverdy. Miss Durant’s remarks are addressed to me, and between you two ladies it’s hard to know what to do. You want me to be always at your elbow, and you make a great point of the camp-stool. Will you have it a little, for a change? (Getting up and offering it. Mrs. Costello refuses with a gesture.) I don’t offer it to Miss Alice; we have heard what she think of it!


  Miss Durant. I didn’t speak of that piece of furniture: I spoke of the person who carries it.


  Reverdy. The person who carries the camp-stool? Is that what I’ve come to be known by? Look here, my dear friends, you ought to engage a courier.


  Mrs. Costello. To cheat us out of our eyes? Thank you very much!


  Reverdy. A courier with a gorgeous satchel, and a feather in his hat—like those ladies from Schenectady!


  Mrs. Costello. So that he might smoke in our faces, as he does in theirs, and have his coffee with us after dinner, as he does with them? They have ruined a good servant.


  Miss Durant. They treat him as an equal; they make him their companion.


  Reverdy. But they give him handsome wages—which is more than you do me!


  Miss Durant. I have no doubt they give him little tokens of affection, and locks of their hair. But that makes them only the more dreadful!


  Mrs. Costello. I’m glad to see, my dear, that your taste is coming back to you!


  Reverdy. Oh, if taste consists in demolishing Miss Daisy Miller, she can take the prize.


  Miss Durant. Demolishing her? I should be sorry to take that trouble. I think her very vulgar: that’s all!


  Mrs. Costello. Miss Daisy Miller? Is that her distinguished name?


  Reverdy. (Aside.) Ah, we can’t all be named Costello!


  Mrs. Costello. They are the sort of Americans that one does one’s duty by not accepting.


  Reverdy. Ah, you don’t accept her?


  Mrs. Costello. I would if I could—but I can’t. One should let Europeans know—


  Reverdy. One should let them know?


  Mrs. Costello. That we are not all like that.


  Reverdy. They can see it for themselves: she’s charmingly pretty.


  Miss Durant. You are extremely impertinent.


  Reverdy. (Aside.) I put in one that time. (Aloud.) I can’t help it; she’s lovely.


  Mrs. Costello. And is the mamma lovely, too? Has any one ever seen the mamma?


  Reverdy. She’s sick in bed—she’s always sick.


  Miss Durant. The courier sits with her, and gives her her medicine.


  Reverdy. I hope you call that devoted, then?


  Mrs. Costello. It doesn’t matter, because the head of the family is the little boy. He orders the dinner; he has the best seat in the carriage.


  Reverdy. He’s the most amusing little specimen. He has the heart of a patriot in the body of a—(Hesitates for a word.)


  Miss Durant. In the body of a grasshopper!


  Reverdy. He hops a good deal, or, rather, I should say, he flies; for there is a good deal of the spread-eagle about him.


  Miss Durant. He leaves his toys all over the hotel; I suppose you would say his plumes.


  Reverdy. Well, he’s a dauntless American infant; a child of nature and of freedom.


  Mrs. Costello. Oh, nature and freedom! We have heard too much of them.


  Reverdy. Wait till you are stopped at the New York custom-house! The youthful Miller and I have struck up a friendship: he introduced me to his sister.


  Mrs. Costello. You don’t mean to say you spoke to her!


  Reverdy. Spoke to her? Yes, indeed—and she answered me.


  Miss Durant. She was not like the Russian princess!


  Reverdy. No, she’s as little as possible like the Russian princess; but she’s very charming in another style. As soon as Mr. Winterbourne arrives (and you must excuse me for saying that he takes a deuce of a time about it), I shall console myself for the loss of your society by plunging into that of the Millers.


  Mrs. Costello. You won’t lose us, Mr. Reverdy: you can console yourself with me.


  Reverdy. Oh, thank youl Mrs. Costello. Frederick will devote himself to Alice.


  Miss Durant. We had better wait till he comes! I have no patience with his delay.


  Mrs. Costello. Neither have I, my dear; but I may as well take the opportunity of remarking that a young lady shouldn’t seem too eager ...


  Miss Durant. Too eager?


  Mrs. Costello. For the arrival of a gentleman.


  Miss Durant. I see what you mean—more reserve. But simply before you ...


  Reverdy. And before me, please. Am I nobody?


  Miss Durant. Nobody at all!


  Reverdy. Well, I don’t care, for I descry in the distance the adorable Miss Miller!


  Miss Durant. I’m glad she’s in the distance.


  Reverdy. Ah, but she’s coming this way.


  Miss Durant. (Quickly.) I forbid you to speak to her.


  Reverdy. (Aside.) Ah, then I am somebody? (Aloud.) I can’t cut the poor girl, you know.


  Miss Durant. You needn’t see her. You can look at me.


  Mrs. Costello. She’s always wandering about the garden—the image of idleness and inanity.


  Reverdy. She’s not as serious as we, nor as well occupied, certainly; but she’s bored to death. She has got no one to flirt with.


  Miss Durant. She shall not flirt with you, at any rate!


  Reverdy. DO you wish me to hide behind a tree? , Miss Durant. No, you can sit down here (indicating the bench beside her), and take my parasol—so!—and hold it before your face, as if you were shading your eyes.


  Reverdy. (With the parasol.) From Miss Daisy Miller? It’s true she’s very dazzling! (Daisy enters from the right, strolling slowly, as if she has nothing to do, and passes across the stage in front of the others, who sit silent, watching her, Reverdy peeping for a moment from behind his parasol. “She was dressed in white muslin, with a hundred frills and flounces, and knots of pale-colored ribbon. She was bare-headed; but she balanced in her hand a large parasol, with a deep border of embroidery; and she was strikingly, admirably pretty."  She looks at the others as she passes them, and goes out on the left—not into the hotel. Reverdy continues.) Now, then, may I look out?


  Miss Durant. (Taking back her parasol.) She saw you, I’m happy to say.


  Reverdy. Oh yes, I gave her a wink!


  Mrs. Costello. That’s the way she roams about—


  Miss Durant. Seeking whom she may devour!


  Reverdy. Poor little creature! I’m the only tolerably good-looking young man in the hotel.


  Mrs. Costello. Mercy on us! I hope she won’t get hold of Frederick!


  Reverdy. Not if I can help it, dear Madam. I have never seen Frederick—but I mistrust Frederick.


  Mrs. Costello. He’s not at all in your style. He’s had a foreign education. He speaks a dozen languages.


  Reverdy. (Aside.) An awful prig—I can see that.


  Mrs. Costello. Let us hope that, thanks to his foreign education, he will be out of danger. Such people as that can only disgust him.


  Reverdy. I know the style of fellow you mean—a very high collar and a very stiff spine! He speaks a dozen languages—but he doesn’t speak the language of Schenectady. He won’t understand an American girl—he had better leave her alone.


  Miss Durant. I am very much obliged to you—for me!


  (Enter a Waiter from the hotel.)


  Reverdy. Oh, you are not an American; you’re an angel!


  The Waiter. (Approaching with a bow.) The breakfast that Madame ordered is served.


  Mrs. Costello. (To her companions.) It’s just twelve o’clock; we certainly can’t wait any longer.


  Miss Durant. I don’t believe he’s coming at all!


  Mrs. Costello. Ah, if I’ve only brought on a headache for nothing!


  Reverdy. (Aside.) Won’t he catch it when he arrives? (They pass into the hotel, the Waiter leading the way.)


  []


  Scene Third


  (Eugenio, then Winterbourne and the Waiter. Eugenio comes out of the hotel, then looks about him and begins to call. He is without his hat and satchel.)


  Eugenio. Meester Randolph! Meester Randolphl Confound that infernal child—it’s the fifth time this morning that I’ve chased him round the garden! (Stands calling again.) Meester Randolph! Meester Randolph! He is always there when he’s not wanted and never when he is, and when I find him I haven’t even the right to pinch his ear! He begins to kick like a little mule, and he has nails in his boots—for the mountains. Meester Randolph! Meester Randolph! Drat the little wretch—-I’m a courier, not a nurse! (Exit to the right, while Winterbourne comes down from the hotel, followed by a Waiter, the same who has just appeared, carrying a little tray with a service of black coffee.)


  Winterbourne. I will have my coffee here, it’s so close in the hotel. (The Waiter places the tray on a small table, which he draws up to a bench. Winterbourne takes out a card, on which, on his pocket-book, he writes a few words.) And please take that card to the lady whose name I have written there, and ask her when it will be convenient for her to see me.


  The Waiter. (Looking at the card.) The Russian lady who arrived three days ago? I will let you know, sir.


  Winterbourne. (Seated at the little table.) Wait a moment. Do you know whether Mrs. Costello has breakfasted?


  The Waiter. Mrs. Costello? The lady with the young lady, and the gentleman also young?


  Winterbourne. I know nothing about her companions. A lady with her hair very high. She is rather—rather—


  The Waiter. Yes, sir, she is rather high altogether! When she gives an order—


  Winterbourne. (Pouring out his coffee.) I don’t ask you to describe her—I ask you if she has breakfasted.


  The Waiter. The party’s at table now, sir. I conducted them myself, five minutes ago. I think they waited for you, sir; they expected you to arrive.


  Winterbourne. I arrived an hour ago, by the train; but I was dusty, and I had to have a bath. (Lighting a cigarette.) Then while I dressed, to save time, I had my breakfast brought to my room. Where do they usually take their coffee?


  The Waiter. They take it in our beautiful garden, sir.


  Winterbourne. Very good. I will wait for them here. That’s all. (The Waiter re-enters the hotel. Winterbourne puffs his cigarette.) There is no use in being in a hurry. I want to be eager—but I don’t want to be too eager. That worthy man is quite right; when Aunt Louisa gives an order, it’s a military command. She has ordered me up from Geneva, and I’ve marched at the word; but I’ll rest a little before reporting at headquarters. (Puffs his cigarette.) It coincides very happily, for I don’t know that, without this pretext, I should have ventured to come. Three days ago, the waiter said? A week ago, at the villa, they told me she had gone. There is always a mystery in that woman’s movements. Yes, Aunt Louisa is rather high; but it’s not of her I’m afraid! (Puffs a moment in silence.)


  []


  Scene Fourth


  (Winterbourne, Randolph, then Daisy.)


  Randolph. (He comes in from the back, approaches Winterbourne, and. stops. “The child, who was diminutive for his years, had an aged expression of countenance, a pale complexion, and sharp little features. He was dressed in knickerbockers, with red stockings, which displayed his poor little spindleshanks; he also wore a brilliant red cravat. He carried in his hand a long alpenstock, the sharp point of which he thrust into everything that he approached—the flower-beds, the garden-benches. ... In front of Winterbourne he paused, looking at him with a pair of bright, penetrating little eyes." Winterbourne, smoking, returns his gaze.) Will you give me a lump of sugar?


  Winterbourne. Yes, you may take one; but I don’t think sugar is good for little boys.


  Randolph. (He steps forward and carefully possesses himself of the whole contents of the plate. From these he still more carefully selects the largest lump, depositing the others in his pocket. Biting, with a grimace.) Oh, blazes! it’s hardl Winterbourne. Take care, young man. You’ll hurt your teeth.


  Randolph. I haven’t got any teeth to hurt; they’ve all come out. I’ve only got seven teeth. Mother counted them last night, and one came out afterwards. She said she’d slap me if any more came out. I can’t help it—it’s this old Europe. It’s the climate that makes ‘em come out. In America they didn’t come out; it’s these hotels!


  Winterbourne. If you eat all that sugar, your mother will certainly slap you.


  Randolph. She’s got to give me some candy, then. I can’t get any candy here—any American candy. American candy’s the best.


  Winterbourne. And are American boys the best little boys?


  Randolph. I don’t know. I’m an American boy!


  Winterbourne. I see you are one of the best.


  Randolph. That isn’t what my mother says, you can bet your life on that!


  Winterbourne. Oh, your mother’s too modest!


  Randolph. (Astride his alpenstock, looking at Winterbourne.) She’s sick—she’s always sick. It’s this old Europe! Are you an American man?


  Winterbourne. Oh, yes, a fellow-citizen. (Aside.) I wonder whether I was once like that!


  Randolph. American men are the best.


  Winterbourne. So they often say.


  Randolph. (Looking off to the left.) Here comes my sister. She’s an American girl.


  Winterbourne. American girls are the best girls.


  Randolph. Oh, my sister ain’t the best. She’s always blowing at me!


  Winterbourne. I imagine that’s your fault, not hers. (Daisy comes in from the left in the same manner as on her previous entrance, and on reaching the middle of the stage stops and looks at Winterbourne and at Randolph, who has converted his alpenstock into a vaulting-pole, and is springing about violently. Winterbourne continues, getting up.) By Jove, how pretty!


  Daisy. Well, Randolph, what are you doing?


  Randolph. I’m going up the Alps. This is the way!


  Winterbourne. That’s the way they come down.


  Randolph. He’s all right; he’s an American man!


  Winterbourne. (Aside.) It seems to me that I have been in a manner presented.


  (Approaches Daisy, throwing away his cigarette. Aloud, with great civility.) This little boy and I have made acquaintance.


  Daisy. (She looks at him a moment serenely, and then, as if she had scarcely heard him, addresses Randolph again.) I should like to know where you got that polel Randolph. The same way as you get your things. I made Eugenio buy it.


  Winterbourne. (Aside.) With a little commission!


  Daisy. You don’t mean to say you’re going to take that pole to Italy?


  Winterbourne. (Same manner.) Are you thinking of going to Italy?


  Daisy. (Looking at him, and then looking away.) Yes, sir.


  Winterbourne. Are you going over the Simplon?


  Daisy. I don’t know—I suppose it’s some mountain. Randolph, what mountain are we going over?


  Randolph. Going where?


  Daisy. To Italy. (Arranging her ribbons.) Don’t you know about Italy?


  Randolph. No, and I don’t want to. I want to go to Americal Winterbourne. Oh, Italy’s a beautiful place.


  Randolph. Can you get any candy there?


  Daisy. I hope not! I guess you have had candy enough, and mother thinks so too.


  Randolph. (Still jumping about.) I haven’t had any for ever so long—for a hundred weeks!


  Daisy. Why, Randolph, I don’t see how you can tell—(She pauses a moment.) Well I don’t carel (Looks down at her dress, and continues to smooth her ribbons.)


  Winterbourne. (Aside.) Does she accept my acquaintance or not? It’s rather sudden, and it wouldn’t do at Geneva. But why else did she come and plant herself in front of me? She is the prettiest of the pretty, and, I declare, I’ll risk it! (After a moment, aloud.) We are very fortunate in our weather, are we not?


  Daisy. Well, yes, we’ve got nice weather.


  Winterbourne. And still more fortunate in our scenery. (Indicating the view.)


  Daisy. Well, yes, the scenery’s lovely. It seems very mountainous.


  Winterbourne. Ah, Switzerland is mountainous, you know.


  Daisy. I don’t know much about it. We have only been here a week.


  Winterbourne. (Smiling.) In a week one can see a good deal.


  Daisy. Well, we haven’t; we have only walked round a little.


  Winterbourne. (Aside.) What a remarkable typel (Aloud.) You must be rather tired: there are plenty of chairs. (Draws forward two of them.)


  Daisy. (Looking at them a moment.) You’ll be very clever if you can get Randolph to sit.


  Winterbourne. I don’t care a fig about Randolph. (Daisy seats herself. Aside.) Oh, Geneva, Geneva!


  Daisy. (Smoothing her ribbons.) Well, he’s only nine. We’ve sat round a good deal, too.


  Winterbourne. (Seated beside her.) It’s very pleasant, these summer days.


  Daisy. Well, yes, it’s very pleasant. But it’s nicer in the evening.


  Winterbourne. Ah, much nicer in the evening. It’s remarkably nice in the evening. (Aside.) What the deuce is she coming to? (Aloud.) When you get to Italy you’ll find the evenings there! ...


  Daisy. I’ve heard a good deal about the evenings there.


  Winterbourne. In Venice, you know—on the water—with music!


  Daisy. I don’t know much about it. (With a little laugh.) I don’t know much about anything!


  Winterbourne. (Aside.) Heaven forgive her, she’s charmingl I must really ascertain ... (To Randolph, who has continued to roam about, and who comes back to them with his alpenstock, catching him and drawing him between his knees.) Tell me your name, my beautiful boy!


  Randolph. (Struggling.) Well, you drop me first!


  Daisy. Why, Randolph, I should think you’d like it!


  Winterbourne. (Aside.) Jupiter, that is a little strong!


  Randolph. (Liberating himself.) Try it yourself! My name is Randolph C. Miller.


  Winterbourne. (Aside.) Alarming child! But she doesn’t seem to be alarmed.


  Randolph. (Levelling his alpenstock at Daisy, who averts it with her hand.) And I’ll tell you her name.


  Daisy. (Leaning back serenely.) You had better wait till you are asked.


  Winterbourne. I should like very much to know your name.


  Randolph. Her name is Daisy Miller.


  Winterbourne. (Expressively.) How very interesting!


  Daisy. (Looking at him, aside.) Well, he’s a queer specimen! I guess he’s laughing.


  Randolph. That isn’t her real name—that isn’t her name on her cards.


  Daisy. It’s a pity that you haven’t got one of my cards!


  Randolph. Her name is Annie P. Miller.


  Winterbourne. Oh, I see. (Aside.) That doesn’t tell me much.


  Daisy. (Indicating Winterbourne.) Ask him his name.


  Randolph. Ask him yourself! My father’s name is Ezra B. Miller. My father ain’t in Europe. My father’s in a better place than Europe.


  Winterbourne. (Uncertain.) Ah, you have had the misfortune ...


  Randolph. My father’s in Schenectady. He does a big business. He’s rich, you can bet your head!


  Winterbourne. (Aside.) Oh, in Schenectady? I thought he meant in Paradise!


  Daisy. (To Randolph.) Well, you needn’t stick your pole into my eye!


  Randolph. (To Winterbourne.) Didn’t I tell you she was always blowing? (Scampers away and disappears.)


  Daisy. (Looking after him.) He doesn’t like Europe; he wants to go back. He hasn’t got any boys here. There’s one boy here, but he’s always going round with a teacher.


  Winterbourne. And your brother hasn’t any teacher?


  Daisy. Mother thought of getting him one, to travel round with us. But Randolph said he didn’t want a teacher when school didn’t keep; he said he wouldn’t have lessons when he was in the cars. And we are in the cars most of the time. There was an English lady we met in the cars; her name was Miss Featherstone—perhaps you know her. She wanted to know why I didn’t give Randolph lessons—give him instruction, she called it. I guess he could give me more instruction than I could give him! He’s very smart—he’s only nine.


  Winterbourne. (Aside.) He might be ninety!


  Daisy. Mother’s going to get a teacher for him as soon as we get to Italy. Can you get good teachers in Italy?


  Winterbourne. Oh, it’s the land of art—of science.


  Daisy. Well, I guess he doesn’t want to study art; but she’s going to find some school, if she can. (Pensively.) Randolph ought to learn some more.


  Winterbourne. It depends upon what it is!


  Daisy. (After a silence, during which her eyes have rested upon him.) I presume you are a German.


  Winterbourne. (Rising quickly.) Oh dear, no! I shouldn’t have ventured to speak to you, if your brother’s mention of my nationality had not seemed a guarantee ...


  Daisy. (Getting up.) I didn’t suppose my brother knew. And you do speak queerly, any way!


  Winterbourne. I’m a countryman of your own. But I should tell you that I have spent many years in this old Europe, as your brother says.


  Daisy. DO you live here—in the mountains?


  Winterbourne. (Aside.) Does she think I’m a goatherd? (Aloud.) No, I live just now at Geneva.


  Daisy. Well, you are peculiar, anyhow!


  Winterbourne. (Aside.) So are you, if you come to that. (Aloud.) I’m afraid I have got rather out of the way—(Pauses for a moment.)


  Daisy. Out of the way of what?


  Winterbourne. Of making myself agreeable to the young ladies.


  Daisy. Haven’t they got any over here? I must say I haven’t seen any! Of course! haven’t looked out much for them.


  Winterbourne. You have looked out more for the gentlemen!


  Daisy. Well, at Schenectady I didn’t have to look out.


  Winterbourne. (Aside.) Queer place, Schenectady.


  Daisy. I had so much society. But over here—(She hesitates.)


  Winterbourne. Over here?


  Daisy. Well, you’re the first gentleman that has been at all attentive.


  Winterbourne. Ah, you see, they’re afraid!


  Daisy. (Continuing.) And the first I’ve cared anything about!


  Winterbourne. (Aside.) And to think that, at the beginning, I was afraid. (Aloud.) If they knew how kind you are they would be much less timid.


  Daisy. I hate gentlemen to be timid. That’s only for us.


  Winterbourne. (Aside.) “For us" is enchanting!


  []


  Scene Fifth


  (Daisy, Winterbourne, Eucenio, who comes in hastily from the right, wiping his forehead.)


  Eugenio. Mademoiselle, I have been looking for an hour for Meester Randolph. He must be drowned in the lake!


  Daisy. I guess he’s talking to that waiter. (Serenely.) He likes to talk to that waiter.


  Eugenio. He shouldn’t talk to waiters, Mademoiselle.


  Winterbourne. (Aside.) Only to couriers—the hierarchy!


  Daisy. I want to introduce you to a friend of mine—Mr.—Mr.—(To Winterbourne.) I declare, I don’t know your name.


  Winterbourne. (Aside.) To the courier? Excuse me!


  Eugenio. (Very proper.) I have the honor of knowing the name of Monsieur.


  Daisy. Gracious, you know everything!


  Eugenio. (Aside.) The lover of the Katkoff! (Aloud.) I found Meester Randolph, but he escaped again.
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