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LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN



The acting rights to " Lady Windermere's Fan" are
held by Mr. Charles Frohman, Empire Theatre Building,
New York City, to whom application must be made for
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LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN

London: &. Jamess Theatre: Lessee and Manager,
Mr. George Alexander, February 22nd, 1892.

CHARACTERS

LORD WINDERMERE Mr. George Alexander
LORD DARLINGTON Mr. Nutcombe Gould
LORD AUGUSTUSLORTON ~ Mr. H. H. Vincent
MR. CECIL GRAHAM Mr. Ben Webster
MR.DUMBY Mr. VaneTemFSt
MR.HOPPER Mr. Alfred Hollis
PARKER (Butler Mr. V. Sanshury
LADY WINDERMERE Miss Lily Hanbuiy

THE DUCHESS OFBERWICKMissFanny Coleman
LADY AGATHA CARLISLE  Miss Laura Graves

LADY PLYMDALE Miss Granville

LADY JEDBURGH Miss B. Page

LADY STUTFIELD Miss Madge Girdlestone
MRS.COWPER-COWPER Miss A. De Winton
MRS. ERLYNNE Miss Marion Terry
ROSALIE (Maid) Miss Winifred Ddlan

THE SCENES OF THE PLAY

ACT | I\f|_|orning-room in Lord Windermere's
ouse.
ACT I Drawing-room in Lord Windermere's
House.
ACT Ill  Lord Darlington's rooms.
ACT IV Same as Act I

Time—The Present.
Place—L ondon.

The Action of the Play takes place within
twenty-four hours, beginning on a Tuesday
afternoon at five oclock, and ending the
next day at 130 p. m.
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LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN

ACT |

SCENE — Morning-room of LORD WINDERMERE'S
house in Carlton House Terrace. Doors c. and R.
Bureau with books and papers R.  Sofa with small
tea-table L. Window opening on to terrace L.
Table R.

[LADY WINDERJVIERE is at table R.  Arranging roses
in a blue bowl.]

[Enter PARKER ]

PARKER. Is your ladyship a home this after-
noon?

LADY w. Yes—who has called?

PARKER. Lord Darlington, my lady.

LADY w. [Hestatesfor a moment]. Show him up

—and I'm at home to any one who calls.
PARKER. Yes, my lady. [Exit ]
LADY w. It's best for me to see him before to-

night. I'm glad he's come.

[Enter PARKER c|

PARKER. Lord Darlington.

[Enter LORD D. c. Exit PARKER|]

LORD D. How do you do, Lady Windermere?
LADY w. How do you do, Lord Darlington?

No, | can't shake handswith you. My hands are

al wet with these roses  Aren't they lovely?

They came up from Sdby this morning.

 §
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LORD D. They are quite perfect. [Sees afan
lying on the table] And what a wonderful fan!
May | look at it?

LADY w. Do. Pretty, isnt it! It's got my
name onit, and everything. | haveonly just seen
it myself. It's my husband's birthday present to
me. You know to-day is my birthday?

LORD D. No? Isit realy?

LADY w. Yes; I'm of age to-day. Quite an im-.
portant day in my life, isn't it? That iswhy | am
giving thisparty to-night. Do sit down. [Still ar-
ranging flowers]

LORD D. [Stting down], | wish | had known it
was your birthday, Lady Windermere. | would;
have covered the whole street in front of your
house with flowersfor you to walk on. They ae
madefor you. [A short pause]

LADY w. Lord Darlington, you annoyed me last
night at the Foreign Office. | am afraid you are
going to annoy me again.

LORD D. I, Lady Windermere?

[Enter PARKER and FOOTMAN c. with tray and tea-
things,]

LADY w. Put it there, Parker. That will do.
[Wipes her hands with her pocket-handkerchief, goes
totea-tableL. andsitsdown.] Won'tyou comeover,
Lord Darlington?

[Exeunt PARKER and FOOTMAN c]

LORD D. [Takes chair and goesacrossL.c] |am
quite miserable, Lady Windermere. 'Y ou must tell
me what | did. [Stsdown at tableL.]

LADY w. Weéll, you kept paying me elaborate
compliments the whole evening.
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LORD D. [Smiling]. Ah, now-a-daysweared| of us
so hard up, that the only pleasant things to pay are
compliments. They'retheonly things we can pay.

LADY w. [Shaking her head]. No, | am talking
very seriously. You mustn't laugh, | am quite
serious. | don't like compliments, and | don't see,
why a man should think he is pleasing a woman
enormously when he says to her a whole heap of
things that he doesn't mean.

LORD D. Ah, but | did mean them. [Takes tea
which she offers him,]

LADY w. [Gravely]. | hope not. | should be
sorry to have to quarrel with you, Lord Darling-
ton. | like you very much, you know that. But
| shouldn't like you at al if | thought you were
what most other men are. Believe me, you are
better than most other men, and | sometimes
think you pretend to be worse.

LORD D. We dl have our little vanities, Lady
Windcrmere.

LADY w. Why do you make that your specid
one? [Sll seated at table L.]

LORD D. [Still seated L. c]. Oh, now-a-days so
many conceited people go about Society pretend-
ing to be good, that | think it shows rather a sweset
and modest disposition to pretend to be bad. Be-
gdes, thereisthisto besad. If you pretend to be
good, the world takes you very serioudy. |If you
pretend to be bad, it doesn't. Such isthe astound-
ing stupidity of optimism.

LADY w. Don't you want the world to take you
berioudy then, Lord Darlington?
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LORD D. No, not theworld. Who are the people
the world takes seriously? All the dull people one
can think of, from the Bishops down to the bores.
| should like you to take me veiy serioudy, Lady
Windermere, you more than anyone dse in life.

LADY w.  Why—why me?

LORD D. [After a dlight hesitation]. Because |
think we might be great friends. Let us be great
friends. You may want afriend some day.

LADY w. Why do you say that?

LORD D. Ohl!—we all want friends at times. [

LADY w. | think we're very good friends al-
ready, Lord Darlington. We can always remain
30 QSlong as you don't——

LORD D. Don't what?

LADY w. Don't spail it by saying extravagant,
slly things to me. You think | am a Puritan, |
suppose? Well, | have something of the Puritan
inme. | was brought up like that. | am glad of
it. My mother died when | was amere child. |
lived always with Lady Julia, my father's eldest
sgter, you know. She was stem to me,,but she
taught me, what the world isforgetting, the differs
ence that there is between" what js right and what
iswrong She dlowed of no compromise. | dlow
of none.

LORD D. My dear Lady Windermere!

LADY w. [Leaning back on the sofa]. You look
on me as being behind the age—Wsll, | am! |
should be sorry to be on the same level as an age
like this.

LORD D. You think the age very bad?
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LADY w. Yes Now-a-days people seem to look
on life as a speculation. It is not a speculation.
It isasacrament. Itsided is Love. Its purifica
tionissacrifice.

LORD D. [Smiling]. Oh, anything is better than
being sacrificed!

LADY w. [Leaningforward]. Don't say that.

LORD D. | dosayit. | fed it—I know it.

[Enter PARKER c]

PARKER. The men want to know if they are to
put the carpets on the terrace for to-night, my
lady?

LADY w. You don't think it will rain, Lord Dar-
lington, doyou?

LORD D. | won't hear of its raining on your
birthday!

LADY.w. Tdl them to do it a once, Parker.

[Exit PARKER C]

LORD D. [Sill seated]. Do you think then—of
course | am only putting an imaginary instance—
do you think, that in the case of a young married
couple, say about two yearsmarried, if thehusband
suddenly becomes the intimate friend of awoman
of—well, more than doubtful character, isaways
cdling upon her, lunching with her, and probably
paying her bills—do you think that the wife
should not console herself?

LADY w. [Frowning], Console herself?

LORD D. Yes, | think she should—I think she?
has the right.

LADY w. Because the husband is vile—should
the wife be vile ds0?
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LORD D. Vilenessisaterrible word, Lady Win-
dermere.

LADY w. Itisaterrible thing, Lord Darlington,

LORD D. Do you know | am afraid that good
people do agreat deal of harm in thisworld. (Cer-
tainly the greatest harm they do is that they make
badness of such extraordinary importance. It is
absurd to divide people into good and bad. Peo-
ple are either charming or tedious. | takethe side
of the charming, and you, Lady Windermere,
can't help belonging to them.

LADY w. Now, Lord Darlington. [Rising and
crossing R, frant of him.] Don't stir, | am merely
going to finish my flowers. [Goes to table R. ]

LORD D. [Rising and moving chair]. And | must
sy | think you are very hard on modern life, Lady
Windermere. Of course there is much againd it,
| admit. Most women, for instance, now-a-days,
are rather mercenary.

LADY w. Don't talk about such people.

LORD D. WEéll, then, setting mercenary people
asde, who, of course, are dreadful, do you think
serioudly that women who have committed what
the world cdls afault should never be forgiven?

LADY w. [Sanding at table]. | think they should
never be forgiven.

LORD D. And me? Do you think that there
should be the same laws for men as there are for
women?

LADY w. Certainly!

LORD D. 1 think life too complex a thing to be
sdtled by these hard and fast rules.
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LADY w. If we had "these hard and fast rules”
we should find life much more simple.

LOKD D. You dlow of no exceptions?

LADY w. None!

LORD D. Ah, what afascinating Puritan you are,
Lady Windermere!

LADY w. The adjective was unnecessary, Lord
Darlington.

LORD D. | couldn't helpit. | can resst every-
thing except temptation.

LADY w. You have the modern affectation of
weekness.

LORD D. [looking at her}. It's only an affecta
tion, Lady Windermere.

[Enter PARKER c]

PARKER. The Duchess of Berwick and Lady
Agatha Carlide.

[Enter the DUCHESS OF B. and LADY A. ¢. c]

[Exit PARKER C.]

DUCHESS OF B. [Corning down c. and shaking
hands|. Dear Margaret, | am so pleased to see
you. You remember Agatha, don't you? [Cross-
ing L. c. How do you do, Lord Darlington? |
won't let you know my daughter, you are far too
wicked.

LORD D. Don't say that, Duchess. Asawicked
man | am a complete failure. Why, there are lots
of people who say | have never really done any-
thing wrong in the whole course of my life. Of
course they only say it behind my back.

DUCHESS OF B. Isn't hedreadful? Agatha, this
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is Lord Darlington. Mind you don't believe a
word he says. [LORD DARLINGTON crosses R. c)
No, no teg, thank you, dear. [Crosses and sits on
sofa] We have just had tea at Lady Markby's.
Such bad tea, too. It was quite undrinkable. |
wasn't at dl surprised. Her own son-in-law sup-
plies it. Agatha is looking forward so much to
your bal to-night, dear Margaret.

LADY w. [Sealed L. c]. Oh, you mustn't think
it isgoing to be aball, Duchess. It isonly adance
in honor of my birthday. A small and early.

LORD D. [Sanding L. c]. Very smdl, very
early, and very select, Duchess.

DUCHESSOF B. [Onsofal.. Of courseit'sgoing
to be select. But we know that, dear Margaret,
about your house. Itisreally one of the few houses
in London where 1 can take Agatha, and where |
feel perfectly secure about poor Berwick. | don't
know what Society is coming to. The most
dreadful people seem to go everywhere. They
certainly come to my parties—the men get quite
furious if one doesn't ask them. Resally, some one
should make a stand againgt it.

LADY w. /will, Duchess. | will have no oneii)
my house about whom there is any scandal.

LORD D. [R.c]. Oh, don't say that, Lady Win-
dermere. | should never be admitted! [Stting.]

DUCHESS OF B. Oh, men don't matter. With
women it is different. We'regood. Some of usare,
aleast. Butwearepositivelygetting elbowed into
the corner.  Our husbands would really forget our
existence if we didn't nag at them from time to
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time, just to remind them that we have a perfect
lega right to do so.

LORD D. It's a curious thing, Duchess, about
the game of marriage—agame, by the way, that is
going out of fashion—the wives hold al the hon-
ours, and invariably lose the odd trick.

DUCHESS OF B. The odd trick? Isthat the hus-
band, Lord Darlington?

LORD D. It would be rather agood name for the
modern husband.

DUCHESS OF B. Dear Lord Darlington, how
thoroughly depraved you are!

LADY w. Lord Darlingtonistrivial.

LORD D. Ah, don't say that, Lady Windermere.

LADY w. Why do you talk so trivialy about
life, then?

LORD D. Because | think that life is far too im-
portant a thing ever to tak serioudy about it.
[Moves up c]

DUCHESS OF B. What does he mean? Do, asa
concession to my poor wits, Lord Darlington, just
explain to me what you really mean?

LORD D. [Coming dawn back of table]. | think |
had better not, Duchess. Now-a-days to be intel-
ligible is to be found out. Good-bye! [Shakes
hands with DUCHESS] And now [Goes up stage],
Lady Windermere, good-bye. | may come to-
night, mayn't I? Do let me come.

LADY w. [Standing up stage with LORD D.]. Yes,
certainly. But you are not to say foolish insincere
things to people.

LORD D. [Smiling]. Ah! you are beginning to
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reform me. It is a dangerous thing to reform any
one, Lady Windermere. [Bows, and exit c.]

DUCHESS OF B. [Who hasrisen, goesc]. What a
charming, wicked creature! | like him so much.
I'm quite delighted he's gone! How sweet you're
looking! Where do you get your gowns? And
now | must tell you how sorry | am for you, dear
Margaret. [Crosses to sofa and sits with LADY w.]
Agatha, darling!

LADY A. Yes, mamma. [Rises]

DUCHESS OF B. Will you go and look over the
photograph album that | see there?

LADY A. Yes, mamma. [GoestotableL.]

DUCHESS OF B. Dear girl! She is so fond of
photographs of Switzerland. Such a pure taste, |
think. But | redlly am so sorry for you, Margaret.

LADY w. [Smiling]. Why, Duchess?

DUCHESS OF B. Oh, on account of that horrid
woman. She dresses so well, too, which makes it
much worse, sets such a dreadful example.
Augustus—you know my disreputable brother—
such atria tousdl — well, Augustusis completely
infatuated about her. It is quite scandalous, for
ghe is absolutely inadmissible into society. Many
awoman has apast, but | am told that she has at
least adozen, and that they all fit.

LADY w. Whom are you talking about, Duchess.

DUCHESSOFB. AboutMrs.Erlynne.

LADY w. Mrs. Erlynne? | never heard of her,
Duchess. And what has she to do with me?

DUCHESS OF B. My poor child! Agatha, darling!

LADY A. Yes, mamma
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DUCHESS OF B. Will you go out on the terrace
and look at the sunset?

LADY A. Yes, mamma.

[Exit through window L.]

DUCHESS OF B. Swest girl! So devoted to sun-
setsd  Shows such refinement of feeling, does it
not? After dl, there is nothing like nature, is
there?

LADY w. But what isit, Duchess? Why do you
talk to me about this person?

DUCHESS OF B. Don't you redly know? | as-
sureyou we're al so distiressed about it.  Only last
night at dear Lady Fansen's every one was saying
how extraordinary it was that, of dl men in Lon-
don, Windermere should behave in such away.

LADY w. My husband—what has he got to do
with any woman of that kind?

DUCHESS OF B. Ah, what indeed, dear? That is
the point. He goes to see her continualy, and
stops for hours at atime, and while he is there she
is not a home to any one. Not that many ladies
cdl on her, dear, but she has a great many dis-
reputable men friends—my own brother in par-
ticular, as| told you—and that is what makes it so
dreadful about Windermere. We looked upon him
as being such a model husband, but | am afraid
there is no doubt about it. My dear nieces—you
know the Saville girls, don't you?—such nice do-
mestic creatures—plain, dreadfully plain, but so
good—well, they're always at the window doing
fancy work, and making ugly things for the poor,
which | think so useful of them in these dreadful
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socidigtic days, and this terrible woman has taken
a house in Curzon Street, right opposite them—
such arespectable street, too. | don't know what
we're coming to!  And they tell me that Winder-
mere goes there four and five times a week—they
see him. They can't help it—and although they
never talk Scandal, they—well, of course—they re-
mark on it to every one. And the worst of it all
is, that | have been told that this woman has got
agreat deal of money out of somebody, for it seems
that she came to London six months ago without
anything at dl to speak of, and now she has this
charming house in Mayfair, drives her pony in the
Park every afternoon, and all—well al—since she
has known poor dear Windermere.

LADY w. Oh, | can't believe it!

DUCHESS OF B. But it's quite true, my dear.
The whole of London knowsit. That iswhy | felt
it was better to come and talk to you, and advise
you to take Windermere away at once to Horn-
burg or to Aix, where hell have something to
amuse him, and where you can watch him al day
long. | assure you, my dear, that on several occa
sons after | was first married | had to pretend to
be very ill, and was obliged to drink the most un-
pleasant mineral waters, merely to get Berwick
out of town. He was so extremely Susceptible.
Though | am bound to sy he never gave away
any large sums of money to anybody. He is far
soohigh-principledforthat.

LADY w. [Interrupting]. Duchess, Duchess, it's
impossible!  [Rising and crossing stage c] We are
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only married two years. Our child is but sx
months old. [Sitsin chair R. of L. table]

DUCHESS OF B. A, the dear pretty baby! How
isthelittledarling? Isitaboy or agirl? | hopea
girl—Anh, no, | remember it'saboy! I'm so sorry.
Boys are so wicked. My boy is excessvdy im-
mora. You wouldn't believe a what hours he
comes home. And he's only left Oxford a few
months—I really don't know what they teach
them there.

LADY w. Are all men bad?

DUCHESS OF B. Oh, dl of them, my dear, dl of
them, without any exception. And they never
grow any better. Men become old, but they
never become good.

LADY w. Windermcre and | married for love.

DUCHESS OF B. Yes, we begin like that. It was
only Berwick's brutal and incessant threats of
suicide that made me accept him at al, and before
the year was out he was running after dl kinds of
petticoats, every color, every shape, every mate-
rial In fact, before the honeymoon was over, |
caught him winking at my maid, a most pretty,
respectable girl. | dismissed her a once without
a character.—No, | remember | passed her on to
my sister; poor dear Sir George is S0 short-sighted,
| thought it wouldn't matter. But it did, though
it was mogt unfortunate. [Rises] Andnow, my
dear child, | must go, as we are dining out. And
mind you don't take this little aberration of Win-
dermere's too much to heart. Just take him
abroad, and hell come back to you dal right.
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LADY w. Come back to me? [c]

DUCHESS OF B. [L.c.]. Yes, dear, these wicked
women get our husbands away from us, but they
aways come back, dightly damaged, of course.
And don't make scenes, men hate them!

LADY w. It is very kind of you, Duchess, to
come and tell me al this. But | can't believe that
my husband is untrue to me.

DUCHESS OF B. Pretty child! | was like that
once. Now | know that al men are monsters.
[LADY w. rings bel]. The only thing to do is to
feed the wretches well. A good cook does won-
ders, and that |1 know you have. My dear Mar-
garet, you are not going to cry?

LADY w. You needn't be afraid, Duchess, |
never cry.

DUCHESSOF B. That'squiteright, dear. Crying
is the refuge of plain women, but the ruin of
pretty ones. Agatha, darling!

LADY A. [Entering L]. Yes mamma [Sands
back of table L. c]

DUCHESS OF B. Come and bid good-byeto Lady
Windermere, and thank her for your charming
visgt. [Coming down again.] And by theway, |
must thank you for sending a card to Mr. Hop-
per—he's that rich young Australian people are
taking such notice of just a present. His father
made a great fortune by sdling some kind of food
in circular tins—most paatable, 1 believe—l
fancy it is the thing the sarvants dways refuse to
eat. But the son is quite interesting. | think he's
attracted by dear Agatha's clever talk. Of course,
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we should be very sorry to lose her, but | think
that a mother who doesn't part with a daughter
every season has no rea affection. We're coming
to-night, dear. [PARKER opens c. doors] And re-
member my advice, take the poor fellow out of
town at once, it is the only thing to do. Good-
bye, once more; come, Agatha. [Exeunt DUCHESS
and LADY A. c]

LADYW. Howhorrible! | understandnow what
Lord Darlington meant by the imaginary instance
of the couple not two years married. Oh! it can't
be true—she spoke of enormous sums of money
paid to this woman. | know where Arthur keeps
his bank book—in one of the drawers of that desk.
I might find out by that. 1 will find out. [Opens
drawer.] No, it is some hideous mistake. [Rises
and goes c]. Some glly scanda! He loves me!
He loves me!  But why should | not look? | am
hiswife, | havearighttolook! [Returnsto bureau,
takes out book and examines it, page by page, smiles
and gives a sigh of relief.} | knew it, there isnot a
word of truth in this stupid story. [Puts book back
in drawer. As she does so, starts and takes out
another book]. A second book—private—Iocked!
[Tries to open it, but fails. Sees paper knife on
bureau, and with it cuts cover from book. Begins to
sart at the first page] Mrs. Erlynne—£600—
Mrs. Erlynne—£700—Mrs. Erlynne—£400. Oh!
itistruel itistrue! How horrible! [ Throws book
onfloor.]

[Enter LORD w. c]

LORD w. W ll, dear, haathe fan been sent home
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yet? [Going R. c. sees book.] Margaret, you have
cut open my bank book. You have no right to do
such a thing!

LADY w. You think it wrong that you are found
out, don't you?

LORD w. | think it wrong that a wife should
spy on her husband.

LADY w. | did not spy onyou. | never knew of
this woman's exisence till haf an hour ago.
Some one who pitied me was kind enough to tell
me what every one in London knows aready—
your daily visits to Curzon Street, your mad in-
fatuation, the monstrous sums of money you
sguander on thisinfamouswoman! [Crossing L.]

LORD w. Margaret, don't talk like that of Mrs.
Erlynne, you don't know how unjust it is!

LADY w. [Turning to him]. You are very
jedlous of Mrs. Erlynne's honour. | wish you
had been as jealous of mine.

LORD w. Your honour is untouched, Margaret.
You don't think for a moment that [puts book
back into desk,]

LADY w. | think that you spend your money
grangely. That isdl. Oh, don't imagine | mind
about the money. Asfar as | am concerned, you
may squander everything we have. But what | do
mind isthat youwho haveloved me, youwho have
taught me to love you, should pass from the love
that is given to the love that is bought. Oh, it's
horrible!  [Sts on sofa] And it is | who fed de-
graded. You don't feel anything. | feel Stained,
utterly stained. ' You can't redise how hideous the
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last 9x months seem to me now—every kiss you
have given me is tainted in my memory.

LORD w. [Crossing to her]. Don't say that,
Margaret, | never loved any one in the whole
world but you.

LADY w. [Rises]. Who is this woman, then?
Why do you take a house for her?

LORD w. | did not take a house for her.

LADY w. You gave her the money to do it,
which is the same thing.

LORD w. Margaret, as far as | have known

Mrs. Erlynne—
LADY w. Is there a Mr. Erlynne—or is he a
myth?

- LOHD w. Her husband died many years ago.
She is done in the world.

LADY"W. No relations? [A pause]

LORD w. None.

LADY w. Rather curious, isn't it? [L.]

LORDw. [L.c] Margaret, | was saying to you
—and | beg you to listen to me—that as far as |
have known Mrs. Erlynne, she has conducted
hersdf well. If years ago——

LADY w. Oh!' [Crossing R. c]. | don't want
details about her life.

LORD w. | am not going to give you any details
about her life. | tel you smply this—Mrs.
Erlynne was once honoured, loved, respected.
She was wdl born, she had a position—she lost
everything—threw it away, if you like. That
makes it dl the more bitter. Misfortunes one can
endure—they come from outside, they are acdi-
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dents. But to suffer for one's own faults—ah!
there isthe sting of life. It was twenty years ago,
too. She was little more than a girl then. She
had been awifefor even less time than you have.

LADY w. | am not interested in her—and—you
should not mention this woman and me in the
same breath. Itisan eror of taste. [Stting R. at
desk ]

LORD w. Margaret, you could save thiswoman.
She wants to get back into society, and she wants
you to help her. [Crossing to her.]

LADY w. Me

LORD w.  Yes you.

LADY w. How impertinent of her! [A pause}

LORD w. Margaret, | came to ask you a great
favour, and | ill ask it of you, though you have
discovered what | had intended you shoul never
have known, that | have given Mrs. Eiiynne a
large sum of money. | want you to send her an
invitation for our party to-night. [Standing L.
of her}

LADY w. You ae mad. [Rises]

LORD w. | entreat you. People may chatter
about her, do chatter about her, of course, but
they don't know anything definite agangt her.
She has been to severd houses—not to houses
where you would go, | admit, but Hill to houses
where women who are in what is cdled Society
now-a-days do go. That does not content her.
She wants you to receive her once.

LADY w. Asatriumph for her, | suppose?

LORD w. No; but because she knows that you
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are a good woman—and that if she comes here
once she will have a chance of a happier, a surer
life, than she has had. She will make no further
effort toknow you. Won't you help awomanwho
IS trying to get back?

LADY w. No! If awoman redly repents, she
never wishesto return to the society that has made
or seen her ruin.

LORD w. | beg of you.

LADY w. [Crossing to door R]. 1 am going to
dress for dinner, and don't mention the subject
again this evening. Arthur [going to him c], you
fancy because | have no father or mother that |
am aone in the world and that you can treat me
as you choose. You are wrong, | have friends,
many friends.

LORD w. [L. c]. Margaret, you are taking
foolishly, recklesdy. | won't argue with you, but
| ingst upon your asking Mrs. Erlynne to-night.

LADY w. [R. c]. | shdl do nothing of the kind.
[Crossing L. c]

LORD w. You refuse? |[c]

LADY w. Absolutely!

LORD w. Ah, Margaret, do this for my sake;
it is her last chance.

LADY w. What has that to do with me?

LORD w. How hard good women are!

LADY w. How weak bad men are!

LORD w. Margaret, none of us men may be
good enough for the women we marry—that is
quite true—but you don't imagine | would ever—
oh, the suggestion is monstrous!
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LADY w. Why should you be different from
other men? | am told that there is hardly a hus-
band in London who does not waste his life over
someshameful passion.

LORD w. | am not one of them

LADY w. | am not sure of that!

LORD w. You aresureinyour heart. But don't
make chasm after chasm between us. God knows
the last few minutes have thrust us wide enough
apart. Sit down and write the card.

LADY w. Nothing in the whole world would in-
duce me.

LORD w. [Crossing to the bureau}. Then | will.
[Rings electric bell, sits and writes card.]

LADY w. You are going to invite this woman?
[Crossing to him]

LORD w. Yes [Pause]

[Enter PARKER]

LORD w. Parkerl

PARKER. Yes my lord. [Comes down L. c]

LORD w. Have this note sent to Mrs. Erlynne
at No. 84a Curzon Street. [Crossingto L. c. and
giving note to PARKER.] There is no answey.

[Exit PARKER C]

LADY w. Arthur, if that woman comes here, |
ghdl insult her.

LORD w. Margaret, don't say that.

LADY w. | mean it.

LORD w. Child, if you did such athing, there's
not a woman in London who wouldn't pity you.

LADY w. Thereis not a good woman in London
who would not applaud me. We have been too
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lax. We must make an example. | propose to
begin to-night. [Picking upfan.] Yes you gave
me this fan to-day; it was your birthday present.
If that woman crosses my threshold, | shall strike
her across the face with it.

LORD w, Margaret, you couldn't do such a
thing.

LADYW. You don't know me! [Moves R.]

[Enter PARKER]

Parker!

PARKER. Yes my lady.

LADY w. | shal dinein my ownroom. | don't
want dinner, in fact. See that everything is
ready by half-past ten. And, Parker, be sure you
pronounce the names of the guests very distinctly
to-night. Sometimes you speak so fast that | miss
them. | am particularly anxious to hear the names
quite clearly, so as to make no mistake. You un-
derstand, Parker?

PARKER. Yes, my lady.

LADY w. That will do! [Exit PARKER c]
[Speaking to LORD w.] Arthur, if that woman
comes here—| warn you——

LORD w. Margaret, you'll ruin ug!

LADY w. Us From this moment my life is
separate from yours.  But if you wish to avoid a
public scanda, write a once to this woman, and
tell her that | forbid her to come herel

LORD w. | will not—I cannot—she must come!

LADY w. Then | shdl do exactly as | have sad.
[GoesR.] You leave me no choice. [Exit R|]

LORD w. [Calling after her]. Margaret! Mar-
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garet! [Apause] My God! What shdl | do! |
dare not tell her who this woman redly is. The
shame would kill her. [Snks down into a chair
and buries hisface in his hands]

ACT-DROP



ACT I

SCENE—Drawing-room in LORD w's house.  Door
R. u. opening into ball-room, where band is play-
ing. Door L. through which guests are entering.
Door L. u. opens on an illuminated terrace.
Palms, flowers, and brilliant lights. Room
crowded with guests. LADY w. is receiving them.

DUCHESS OF B. [Upc]. So strangeLord Win-
dermere isn't here.  Mr. Hopper is very late, too.
Y ou have kept those five dances for him, Agatha!
[Comes down.]

LADY A. Yes, mamma

DUCHESS OF B. [Sitting on sofa].  Just let me see
your card. I'm so glad Lady Windermere has
revived cards—They're a mother's only safe-
guard. You dear smple little thing! [Scratches
out two names.] No nice girl should ever waltz
with such particularly younger sons! It looks so
fast! The last two dances you must pass on the
terrace with Mr. Hopper.

[Enter MR. DUMBY and LADY PLYMDALE from the
ball-room,]

LADY A. Yes, mamma

DUCHESS OF B. [Fanning hersdf]l. The ar is o
plessant there.

PARKER. Mrs. Cowper-Cowper. Lady Stut-
field. Sr James Royston. Mr. Guy Berkeey.

29
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[These people enter as announced.]

DUMBY. Good evening, Lady Stutfield. | sup-
pose this will be the last ball of the season?

LADY s. | suppose so, Mr. Duraby. It'sbeen a
delightful season, hasn't it?

DUMBY. Quite delightful! Good evening,
Duchess. | suppose thiswill be the last ball of the
Season?

DUCHESS OF B. | suppose so, Mr. Duinby. It
has been a very dull season, hasn't it?

DUMBY. Dreadfully dull! Dreadfully dull!

MRS. c.-c. Good evening, Mr. Duinby. | sup-
pose this will be the lagt ball of the season?

DUMBY. Oh, I think not. Therell probably be
two more. [Wanders back to LADY p|

PARKER. Mr. Rufford. Lady Jedburgh and
Miss Graham. Mr. Hopper.

[These people enter as announced.]

HOPPER. How do you do, Lady Windermere?
How do you do, Duchess? [Bows to LADY A\]

DUCHESS OF B. Dear Mr. Hopper, how nice of
you to come so0 early. We dl know how you are
run after in London.

HOPPER. Capital place, London! They are not
nearly so exclusve in London as they are in
Sydney.

DUCHESS OF B. Ah! we know your vaue, Mr.
Hopper. We wish there were more like you. It
would make life so much esser. Do you know,
Mr. Hopper, dear Agatha and | are so much in-
terested in Audtrdlia. 1t must be so pretty with
al the dear littlekangaroosflyingabout. Agatha
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has found it on the map. What a curious shape
itig Just like alarge packing case. However, it
IS a very young country, isn't it?

HOPPER. Wasn't it made at the same time as
the others, Duchess?

DUCHESS OF B. How clever you are, Mr. Hop-
per. You have a cleverness quite of your own.
Now | mustn't keep you.

HOPPER. But | should like to dance with Lady
Agatha, Duchess.

DUCHESS OF B. Wéll, I hope she has a dance | eft.
Haveyou got adanceleft, Agatha?

LADY A. Yes, mamma.

DUCHESS OF B. The next one?

LADY A. Yes, mamma.

HOPPER. May | have the pleasure? [LADY
AGATHA bows.]

DUCHESSOF B. Mind you take great care of my
little chatterbox, Mr. Hopper. [LADY A. and MR.
H. pass into ball-room]

[Enter LORD w. L)

LORD w. Margaret, | want to spesk to you.

LADY w. Inamoment. [The music stops)]

PARKER. Lord Augustus Lorton.

[Enter LORD A]

LORD A. Good evening, Lady Windermere.

DUCHESS OF B. Sir James, will you take me into
the ball-room? Augustus has been dining with us
to-night. | redlly have had quite enough of dear
Augustus for the moment.

[SR JAMES R. gives the DUCHESS his arm and
escorts her into the ball-room.]
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PARKER. Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Bowden. Lord
and Lady Paidey. Lord Darlington.

[These people enter as announced.]

LORD A. [Coming up to LORD w.] Want to
spesk to you, particularly, dear boy. 1'mworn to
ashadow. Know | don't look it. None of us men
do look what we redlly are. Demmed good thing,
too. What | want to know is this. Who is she?
Where does she come from? Why hasn't she got
any demmed relations? Demmed nuisance, rela
tions! But they make one so demmed respect-
able.

LORD w. You are talking of Mrs. Erlynne, |
suppose? | only met her sx months ago. Till
then | never knew of her existence.

LORD A. You have seen agood deal of her since
then.

LORD w. [Coldly]. Yes, | have seen agood ded
of her ancethen. | have just seen her.

LORD A. Egad! the women are very down on
her. | have been dining with Arabella this even-
ing! By Jove! you should have heard what she
sad about Mrs. Erlynne. She didn't leave arag
onher . . . . [Asde] Berwick and | told her
that didn't matter much, as the lady in question
must have an extremely fine figure. You should
have seen Arabellds expression! .... But, look
here, dear boy. | don't know what to do about
Mrs. Erlynne. Egad! | might be married to her;
she treats me with such demmed indifference.
She's deuced clever, too! She explains every-
thing. Egad! She explains you. She has got
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any amount of explanations for you—and dl of
themdifferent.

LORD w. No explanations are necessary about
my friendship with Mrs. Erlynne.

LORD A. Hem! Wall, look here, dear old fel-
low. Do you think she will ever get into this
demmcd thing called Society? Would you in-
troduce her to your wife? No use beating about
the confounded bush. Would you do that?

LORD w. Mrs. Erlynne is coming here to-night,

LORD A. Your wife has sent her a card?

LORD w. Mrs. Erlynne has received a card.

LORD A. Then she's dl right, dear boy. But
why didn't you tell me that before. 1t would have
saved me a heap of worry and demmed misunder-
standings!

[LADY A. and MR. H. cross and exit on terrace x
u. EJ]

PARKER. Mr. Cecil Graham.

[Enter MR. CECIL G]

CECIL G. [Bows to LADY w., passes over and
shakes hands with LORD w.]. Good evening,
Arthur. Why don't you ask me how | am? | like
people to ak me how | am. It shows a wide-
Sporead interest in my health.  Now to-night | am
not a al wedl. Been dining with my people.
Wonder why it is one's people are dways 0
tedious? My father would talk morality after
dinner. | told him he was old enough to know
better. But my experience is that as soon as
people are old enough to know better, they don't
know anything at al. Hullo, Tuppy! Hear you're
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going to be married again; thought you were tired
of that game.

LOBD A. Youre excessvely trivial, my dear
boy, excessvdy trivial!

CECIL G. By the way, Tuppy, which is it?
Have you been twice married and once divorced,
or twice divorced and once married? | say,
you've been twice divorced and once married. It
$ems so much more probable.

LORD A. | have a very bad memory. | redly
don't remember which. [Moves away R\]

LADY P. Lord Windermere, I've something
most particular to ask you.

LORD w. | am afraid—if you will excuse me—lI
must join my wife.

LADY P. Oh, you mustn't dream of such athing.
It's most dangerous now-a-days for a husband to
pay any attention to hiswifein public. It dways
makes people think that he beats her when they're
aone. The world has grown so suspicious of any-
thing that looks like a happy married life. But
I'll tell you what it is at supper. [Moms towards
door of ball-room]

LORD w. [c] Margaret, | must spesk to you.

LADY w. Will you hold my fan for me, Lord
Darlington? Thanks. [Comes down to him.]

LORD w. [Crossng to her]. Margaret, what
you said before dinner was, of course, impossible?

LADY w. That woman is not coming here to-
night!

LORD w. [R. c]. Mrs Erlynneis coming here,
and if you in any way annoy or wound her, you
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will bring shame and sorrow on us both. Remem-

ber that! Ah, Margaret! only trust me! A wife

should trust her husband!

LADY~W. ~tc]. London is full of women who
trust their husbands. One can aways recognise
them. They look so thoroughly unhappy. | am
not going to be one of them. [Movesup.] Lord
Darlington, will you give me back my fan, please?
Thanks. .. . A useful thing, afan, isntit?... |
want afriend to-night, Lord Darlington. | didn't
know | would want one so soon.

(ORD D. Lady Windermere! | knew the time
would come some day; but why to-night?

LORD w. | mil tdl her. | must. It would be
terrible if there were any scene. Margaret . . .

PARKER. Mrs. Erlynne.

[LORD w. starts. MRS, E. enters, very beautifully
dressed and very dignified. LADY w, clutches at
her fan, then lets it drop on the floor. She baws
coldly to MRS. E., who bows to her sweetly in turn,
and sails into the room.]

LORD D. You have dropped your fan, Lady
Windermere. [Picks it up and hands it to her.]

MRS.E. [c] How doyoudo, again, Lord Win-
dermere? How charming your swveet wife lookd
Quite a picture!

LORD w. [In a low voice]. It was terribly rash
of you to come!

MRS. E. [Smiling]. Thewisest thing | ever did
inmy life. And, by the way, you must pay me a
good ded of attention this evening. | am afraid
of thewomen. 'Y ou must introduce me to some of
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them. The men | can aways manage. How do
you do, Lord Augustus? You have quite neg-
iected me lately. | have not seen you since yes-
terday. | am afraid you're faithless. Every one
told me so.

LORD A. [B] Now redly, Mrs. Erlynne, alow
me to explain.

MRS. E. [R. c] No, dear Lord Augustus, you
can't explain anything. It isyour chief charm,

LORD A. Ah! if you find charms in me, Mrs.
Erlynne—[They converse together. LORD w. moves
uneasily about the room watching MRS. E.]

LORD D. [To LADY w.]. How pale you are!

LADY w. Cowards are always pale,

LORD D. You look faint. Come out on the ter-
race.

LADY w. Yes. [To PARKER]. Parker, send my
cloak out.

MRS. E. [Crossing to her]. Lady Windermere,
how beautifully your terrace is illuminated. Re-
minds me of Prince Dorias a Rome. [LADY w.
bows coldly, and goes off with LORD D.] Oh, how do
you do, Mr. Graham? Isn't that your aunt, Lady
Jedburgh? | should so much like to know her.

CECIL G. [After a moment's hesitation and em-
barrassment]. Oh, certainly, if you wish it.
Aunt Cardline, allow me to introduce Mrs.
Erlynne.

MRS. E. So pleased to meet you, Lady Jedburgh.
[Sits beside her on the sofa] Y our nephew and | are
great friends. | am so much interested in his
political career. | think he's sure to be awonderful
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success.  He thinks like a Tory, and talks like a
Radical, and that's so important now-adays.
He's such abrilliant talker, too. But we al know
from whom he inherits that. Lord Allandale was
saying to me only yesterday in the Park, that Mr.
Graham talks amost as well as his aunt.

LADY j. [R] Mot kind of you to say these
charming thingsto me! [MBS. E. smilesand con-
tinues conversation.]

DUMBY. [ToCECIL G.]. Did you introduce Mrs.
Erlynne to Lady Jedburgh?

CECIL G. Had to, my dear fellow. Couldn't
help it. That woman can make one do anything
she wants. How, | don't know.

DUMBY. Hope to goodness she won't speak to
mel  [Saunters towards LADY p]

MRS. E. [c. TOLADY j.]. On Thursday? With
great pleasure. [Rises and speaks to LORD w.
laughing.] What aboreit isto have to be civil to
these old dowagers. But they alwaysinss on it.

LADY p. [ToMR. D.]. Who isthat well-dressed
woman taking to Windermere?

DUMBY. Haven't got the dightest idea. Looks
like an edition de luxe of a wicked French novel,
meant specidly for the English market.

MRS. E. So that is poor Dumby with Lady
Plymdale? | hear sheisfrightfully jealous of him.
He doesn't ssem anxious to spesk to me to-night.
| suppose he's afraid of her. Those straw-coloured
women have dreadful tempers. Do you know, |
think Il dance with you first, Windermere.
[LORD w. bites his lip and frowns.] It will make
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Lord Augustus so jedous Lord Augustus!
[LORD A. comes down.] Lord Windermereindgstson
my dancing with him firgt, and, as it's his own
house, | can't well refuse. You know | would
much sooner dance with you.

LORD A. [With alowbow]. I wish | could think
0, Mrs. Erlynne.

MRS. E. You know it far too well. | canfancy
aperson dancing through lifewith you and finding
it charming.

LORD A. [Placing his hand on his white waist-
coat]. Oh, thank you, thank you. You are the
most adorable of dl ladies!

MRS. E. What anice speech! So smpleand so
gncered  Just the sort of speech | like. Wall,
you shdl hold my bouquet. [Goes towards ball-
room on LORD w.'sarm.] Ah, Mr, Dumby, how
are you? | am so sorry | have been out the last
three times you have cdled. Come and lunch on
Friday.

DUMBY [With perfect nonchalance}. Delighted.
[LADY p. glareswith indignation at MR. D. LORD A.

follows MRS. E. and LORD w. into the ball-room

holding bouquet]

LADY P. [ToMR. D.]. What an absolute brute
you are! | never can believe a word you say!
Why did you tell me you didn't know her? What
do you mean by cdling on her three times run-
ning? You are not to go to lunch there; of course
you understand that?

DUMBY. My dear Laura, | wouldn't dream of

going!
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LADY P. You haven't told me her name yet!
Who is she?

DUMBY. [Coughs dightly and smoothes his hair].
She's a Mrs. Erlynne.

LADY P. That woman!

DUMBY. Yes, that is what every one cdls her.

LADY P. How very interesting! How intensely
interesting! | really must have a good Stare a
her. [Goes to door of ball-room and looks in.] |
have heard the most shocking things about her.
They say she is ruining poor Windermere. And
Lady Windermere, who goes in for being so
proper, invites her! How extremely amusing!
It takes a thoroughly good woman to do a
thoroughly stupid thing. You are to lunch there
on Friday!

DUMBY. Why?

LADY p. Because | want you to take my hus-
band with you. He has been so attentive lately,
that he has become a perfect nuisance. Now, this
woman is just the thing for him. H€ll dance at-
tendance upon her as long as she lets him, and
won't bother me. | assure you, women of that
kind are most juseful. They form the basis of
other people's marriages.

DUMBY. What a mystery you are!

LADY p. [Looking at him]. | wish you were!

DUMBY. | am—tomyself. | amtheonly person
in the world | should like to know thoroughly;
but | don't see any chance of it just at present.

[They pass into the ball-roomy and LADY w. and
LOKD D. enter from the terrace]
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LADY w. Yes Her coming here is monstrous,
unbearable. | know now what you meant to-day
a teatime. Why didn't you tell me right out?
You should have!

LORD D. I couldn't! A man can't tdl these
things about another man! But if | had known he
was going to make you ask her here to-night, |
think 1 would have told you. That insult, at any
rate, you would have been spared.

LADY w. | did not ask her. He insisted on her
coming—againgt my entreaties—against my com-
mands. Oh! the house is tainted for me! | feel
that every woman here sneers at me as she dances
by with my husband. What have | done to de-
sarve this? | gave him all my life. He took it—
used it—gpoiled it! | am degraded in my own
eyes, and | lack courage—l am a coward! [Sts
down on sofa]

LORD D. If I know you at dl, | know that you
can't live with a man who treats you like this!
What sort of life would you have with him? You
would feel that he was lying to you every moment
of the day. You would feel that the look in his
eyes was false, his voice false, his touch fase, his
passion false. Hewould come to you when hewas
weary of others; you would have to comfort him.
He would come to you when he was devoted to
others; you would have to charm him. 'Y ouwould
have to beto him the mask of hisred life, the cloak
to hide his secret.

LADY w. You are right—you are terribly right.
But where am | to turn? You said you would be



ACT ii] LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN 41

my friend, Lord Darlington.—Tell me, what am
| to do? Be my friend now.

LORD D. Between men and women there is no
friendship possble There is passion, enmity,
worship, love, but no friendship. | love you——

LADY w. No, no! [Rises]

LORD D. Yes, | loveyou! You are moretome
than anything in the whole world. What does
your husband give you? Nothing. Whatever is
in him he gives to this wretched woman, whom he
has thrust into your society, into your home, to
shame you before every one. | offer you my
life——

LADY w. Lord Darlington!

LORD D. My life—my whole life. Take it, and
dowithitwhatyouwill.... | loveyou—Iloveyou
as | have never loved any living thing. From the
moment | met you | loved you, loved you blindly,
adoringly, madly! You did not know it then—
you know it now! Leave this house to-night. |
won't tell you that the world matters nothing, or
the world's voice, or the voice of society. They
matter a good deal. They matter far too much.
But there are moments when one has to choose
between living one's own life, fully, entirely, com-
pletely—or dragging out some false, shalow, de-
grading existence that the world in its hypocrisy
demands. You have that moment now. Choose!
Oh, my love, choose!

LADY w. [Moving slowly away from him, and look-
ingat himwith startledeyes|. | havenot the courage.

LORD D. [Follomng her]. Yes you have the
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courage. There may be sx months of pain, of
disgrace even, but when you no longer bear his
name, when you bear mine, al will be well. Mar-
garet, my love, my wife that shall be some day—
yes, my wife!  You know it! What are you now?
This woman has the place that belongs by right
to you. Oh! go—go out of this house, with head
erect, with a smile upon your lips, with courage in
your eyes. All London will know why you did it;
and who will blame you? No one. If they do,
what matter. Wrong? What is wrong? It's
wrong for a man to abandon hiswife for a shame-
lesswoman. Itiswrongfor awifeto remainwitha
man who so dishonours her. You sad once you
would make no compromise with things. Make
none now. Be bravel Be yourself!

LADY w. | am afraid of being myself. Let me
think! Let me wait! My husband may return to
me. [Sts down on sofa]

LORD D. And you would take him back! You
are not what | thought you were. You are just
the same as every other woman. You would
stand anything rather than face the censure of a
world, whose praise you would despise. In aweek
you will be driving with this woman in the Park.
She will be your constant guest—your dearest
friend. You would endure anything rather than
bresk with one blow this monstrous tie.  You are
right. 'You have no courage; none!

LADY w. Ah, give me time to think. | cannot
answer you now, [Passes her hand nervously over
her brow,]
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LORD D. It must be now or not at dl.

LADY w. [Risingfrom the sofa]. Then not at dl!
[A pause]

LORD D. You bregk my heart!

LADY w. Mineisalready broken. [A pause]

LORD D. To-morrow | leave England. Thisis
the last time | shall ever look on you. You will
never see me again. For one moment our lives
met—our souls touched. They must never meet
or touch again. Good-bye, Margaret. [Exit.]

LADYW. How aonel aminlifel How terribly
aone!

[The music stops. Enter the DUCHESS OF B. and
LORD p. laughing and talking. Other guests come
on from ball-room,]

DUCHESS OF B. Dear Margaret, I've just been
having such a delightful chat with Mrs. Erlynne.
| am so sorry for what | said to you this afternoon
about her. Of course, she must be dl right if you
invite her. A most attractive woman, and has
such sensible views on life.  Told me she entirely
disapproved of people marrying more than once,
s0 | fed quite safe about poor Augustus. Can't
imagine why people speak againgt her. It's those
horrid nieces of mine—the Saville girls—they're
awaystaking scandd. Still, | should go to Hom-
burg, dear, | redly should. Sheisjust alittle too
attractive. But where is Agatha? Oh, there she
is [LADY A. and MR. H. enter from the terrace L. u.
E.] Mr. Hopper, | am very angry withyou. You
have taken Agatha out on the terrrace, and she is

0 ddicate.
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HOPPER. [L.c]. Awfully sorry, Duchess. We
went out for a moment and then got chatting to-

gether.

DUCHESSOF B. [c] Ah, about dear Australia, |
SUppose?

HOPPER.  Yes

DUCHESS OF B. Agatha, darling! [Beckons her
over ]

LADY A. Yes, mamma.

DUCHESS OF B. [Asde]. Did Mr. Hopper defi-
nitely——

LADY A. Yes, mamma.

DUCHESS OF B. And what answer did you give
him, dear child?

LADY A. Yes, mamma.

DUCHESS OF B. [Affectionately]. My dear one!
You aways say the right thing. Mr. Hopper!
James! Agatha has told me everything. How
cleverly you have both kept your secret.

HOPPER. You don't mind my taking Agatha
off to Australia, then, Duchess?

DUCHESS OF B. [Indignantly]. To Australia?
Oh, don't mention that dreadful vulgar place.

HOPPER. But she said she'd like to come with
me.

DUCHESS OF B. [Severely]. Did you say that,
Agatha?

LADY A. Yes, mamma.

DUCHESS OF B. Agatha, you say the mogt slly
things possible. | think on the whole that Grosve-
nor Square would be a more hedthy place to re-
gde in. There are lots of vulgar people live in
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Grosvenor Sguare, but at any rate there are no
horrid kangaroos crawling about. But well talk
about that to-morrow. James, you can take
Agatha down. You'll come to lunch, of course,
James. At hdf-past one instead of two. The
Duke will wish to say a few words to you, | am
sure.

HOPPER. | should like to have a chat with the
Duke, Duchess. He has not said a single word to
me yet.

DUCHESS OF B. | think you'll find he will have
agreat deal to say to you to-morrow. [Exit LADY
A. with MR. H.] And now good-night, Margaret.
I'm afraid it's the old, old stoiy, dear. Love—
well, not love at first sight, but love at the end
of the season, which is so much more satisfactory.

LADY w. Good-night, Duchess.

[Exit the DUCHESS OF B. on LORD p.s arm]

LADY P. My dear Margaret, what a handsome
woman your husband has been dancing with! |
should be quite jealous if | were you! Is she a
greet friend of yours?

LADY w.  No!

LADY p. Redly? Good-night, dear. [Looks at
MR. D. and exit.]

DUMBY. Awful manners young Hopper has!

CECIL G. Ah! Hopper is one of Nature's gentle-
men, the worst type of gentlemen | know.

DUMBY. Sengble woman, Lady Windermere.
Lots of wives would have objected to Mrs.
Erlynne coming. But Lady Windermere has that
uncommon thing called common sense.
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CECIL G.  And Windermere knows that_nothing
looks s0 like innocence as an indiscretion.

DUMBY. Yes, dear Windermere is becoming
amogt modern. Never thought he would. [Bows
to LADY w. and exit.]

LADY J. Good-night, Lady Windermere. What
afascinating woman Mrs. Erlynneisl Sheis com-
ing to lunch on Thursday, won't you come too?
| expect the Bishop and dear Lady Merton.

LADY w. | am afraid | am engaged, Lady Jed-
burgh.

LADY J. So sorry. Come, dear.

[Exeunt LADY J. and MISS G|

[Enter MRS. E. and LORD w.]

MRS. E. Charming ball it has been! Quite re-
minds me of old days. [Sls on the ofa] And |
e that there are just as many fools in society as
there used to be. So pleasad to find that nothing
has altered! Except Margaret. She's grown
quite pretty. The lagt time | saw her—twenty
years ago—she was a fright in flannel. Positive
fright, | assure you. The dear Duchess! and that
Sweet Lady Agathal Just the type of girl | like!
Well, readly, Windermere, if | am to be the
Duchesss sster-in-law.

LORD w. [Stting L. of her]. But ae you——?
[Exit MR. CECIL G. with rest of guests. LADY w.

watcheswith a look of scorn and pain, MRS, E. and

her husband. They are unconscious of her pres-
ence,]

MRS. E. Oh yes Hes to cdl to-morrow at
twelve o'clock! He wanted to propose to-night.
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In fact he did. He kept on proposing. Poor
Augustus, you know how he repeats himself.
Such abad habit! But | told him I wouldn't give
him an answer till to-morrow. Of course | am
going to take him. And | dare say I'll make him
an admirable wife, as wives go. And there is a
great deal of good in Lord Augustus. Fortunately
it isal on the surface. Just where good qualities
should be. Of course you must help me in this
matter.

LORD w. | am not called on to encourage Lord
Augustus, | suppose?

MBS. E. Oh, no! | do the encouraging. But
you will make me ahandsome settlement, Winder-
mere, won't you?

LORD w. [Frowning], Isthat what you want to
talk to me about to-night?

MBSE. Yes

LORD w. [With a gesture of impatience]. | will
not talk of it here.

MRS. E. [Laughing]. Thenwewill talk of it on
the terrace.  Even business should have apictur-
esgue background. Should it not, Windermere?
With a proper background women can do any-
thing.

LORD w. Won't to-morrow do as well?

MRS. E. No; you see, to-morrow | am going to
accept him.  And | think it would be a good thing
if 1 was able to tel him that—well, what shdl |
say?—£2,000 ayear |eft to me by athird cousn—
or a second husband—or some distant relative of
that kind. It would be an additiond attraction,
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wouldn't it? You have a delightful opportunity
now of paying me a compliment, Windermere.
But you are not very clever at paying compli-
ments. | am afraid Margaret doesn't encourage
you in that excdlent habit. It's a great mistake
onherpart. Whenmengivegisayiiposalping what, is
atischarming.theygive upthingwhatischarming.
But serioudy, what do you say to £2,000?
£2,500, | think. In modern life margin is every-
thing. Windermere, don't you think the world an
intensely amusing place? | do!

[Exit on terrace with LORD w. Music strikes up in

ball-room,]

LADY w. To stay in this house any longer is
impossible. To-night aman who loves me offered
me his whole life. | refused it. It was foolish of
me. | will offer him mine now. | will give him
mine. | will go to him! [Puts on cloak and goes to
door, then turns back. Sits down at table and writes
a letter, puts it into an envelope, and leaves it on
table] Arthur has never understood me. When
he reads this, he will. He may do as he chooses
now with his life. | have done with mine as |
think best, as | think right. It is he who has
broken the bond of marriage—not I. | only break
its bondage. [Exit.]

[PARKER enters L. and crosses towards the ball-
roomR. Enter MRS E\]

MRS. E. Is Lady Windermere in the bal-
room?

PARKER. Her ladyship hasjust gone out.

MRS, E. Goneout? Shesnot on the terrace?



ACT ill LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN 49

PARKER. No, madam. Her ladyship has just
gone out of the house.

MRS. E. [Sarts and looks at the servant with

puzzZled expresson on her face]. Out of the
house?

" PARKER. Yes madam—her ladyship told me
ghe had left aletter for his lordship on the table.

MRS.E. A letter for Lord Windermere?

PARKER. Yes, madam.

MRS. E. Thank you. [Exit PARKER. Themusic
in the ball-room stops] Gone out of her house!
A letter addressed to her husband! [Goes over to
bureau and looks at letter. Takes it up and lays it
down again with a shudder of fear} No, no! It
would be impossible! Life doesn't repeat its
tragedies like that! Oh, why does this horrible
fancy come across me? Why do | remember now
the one moment of my life | most wish to forget?
Doeslile repest its tragedies? [Tears letter open
and reads it, then sinks down into a chair with a
gesture of anguish.] Oh, how terrible! The same
words that twenty years ago | wroteto her father!
and how bitterly 1 have been punished for it!
No; my punishment, my red punishment is to-
night, is now! [Sill seated R]

[Enter LORD w. L. u. E]

LORD w. Have you sad good-night to my wife?
[Comes c]

MRS. E. [Crushing letter in her hand]. Yes

LORD w. Where is she?

MRS. E. Sheisverytired. Shehasgoneto bed.
She sad she had a headache.
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LORD w. | must go to her. Youll excuse me?

MRS. E. [Rising hurriedly]. Oh, no! It's noth-
ing serious.  She'sonly very tired, that isal. Be-
Sdes, there are people ill in the supper-room.
She wants you to make her apologies to them.
She sad she didn't wish to be disturbed. [Drops
letter.] She asked me to tell you.

LORD w. [Picks up letter]. You have dropped
something.

MRS.E. Oh, yes, thankyou, thatismine. [Puts
out her hand to take it.]

LORD w. [Sill looking at letter]. But it's my
wife's handwriting, isn't it?

MRS. E. [Takes the letter quickly]. Yes it's—an
address.  Will you ask them to cal my carriage,
please?

LORD w. Certainly. [GoesL. and exit.]

MRS. E. Thanks. What can | do? What can
| do? | feel apasson awakening within me that
| never felt before. What can it mean? The
daughter must not be like the mother—that would
beterrible. How can | save her? How can | save
my child? A moment may ruinalife. Whoknows
that better than 1? Windermere must be got out
of the house; that is absolutely necessary. [Goes
L.] Buthow shdl | doit? It must be done some-
how. Ah!

[Enter LORD A. R. u. E. carrying bouquet.]

LORD A. Dear lady, | am in such suspense!
May | not have an answer to my request?

MRS. E. Lord Augustus, lissentome. You are
to take Lord Windermere down to your club at
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once, and keep him there as long as posshle.
You understand?

LORD A. But you sad you wished me to keep
early hours!

MBS. E. [Nervously]. Do what | tell you. Do
what | tell you.

LORD A.  And my reward?

MRS. E. Your reward? Your reward? Oh!
ak me that to-morrow. But don't let Winder-
mere out of your sight to-night. If you do | will
never forgive you. | will never spesk to you
again. I'll have nothing to do with you. Remem-
ber you are to keep Windermere at your club, and
don't let him come back to-night. [Exit.]

LORD A. Wéll, redly, | might be her husband
dready. Pogtively | might. [Follows her in a
bewildered manner.}

ACT-DROP



ACT 1l

SCENE—LORD DARLINGTON'S rooms. A large sofa
isinfront of fireplace R. At the back of the stage
a curtain is drawn across the urindow. Doors L.
and R. TableR. with writing materials. Table c.
with syphons, glasses, and Tantalusframe. Table
L. with cigar and cigarette box. Lamps lit.

LADY w. [Sanding by the fireplace}. Why
doesn't he come? This waiting is horrible. He
should be here. Why is he not here, to wake by
passionate words some fire within me? | am cold
—cold asaloveessthing. Arthur must have read
my letter by this time. If he cared for me, he
would have come after me, would have taken me
back by force. But he doesnt care. He's en
trammelled by this woman—fascinated by her—
dominated by her. If awoman wants to hold a
man, she has merely to appeal to what isworst in
him.  We make gods of men, and they leave us.
Others make brutes of them and they fawn and are
faithful. How hideous life isl. . .Ohlit was mad
of me to come here, horribly mad. And yet which
istheworgt, | wonder, to be at the mercy of aman
who loves one, or the wife of aman who in one's
own house dishonours one? What woman knows?
What woman in the whole world? But will he

52
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love me dways, this man to whom | am giving my
life? What do | bring him? Lips that have lost
the note of joy, eyes that are blighted by tears,
chill hands and icy heart. | bring him nothing.
| must go back—no; | can't go back, my letter has
put mein their power—Arthur would not take me
back! That fatal letter! No! Lord Darlington
leaves England to-morrow. | will go with him—I
have no choice. [Sts down for a few moments.
Then starts up and puts on her cloak} No, no! |
will go back, let Arthur do with me what he
pleases. | can't wait here. It has been madness
my coming. | must go a once. As for Lord
Darlington—Oh! here he is What shdl | do?
What can | ssy to him? Will he let me go away
a dl? | have heard that men are brutdl, horrible.

.. Oh!" [Hides herface in her hands]

[Enter MRS E. L.I

MRS. E. Lady Windermere! [LADY w. starts and
looks up. Then recoils in contempt]  Thank
Heaven | amintime. You must go back to your
husband's house immediately.

LADY w. Must?

MRS. E. [Authoritatively]. Yes, you must!
There is not a second to be lost. Lord Darlington
may return at any moment.

LADY w. Don't come near me!

MRS. E. Oh! you are on the brink of ruin: you
are on the brink of a hideous precipice. Y ou must
leave this place at once, my carriage is waiting at
the corner of the street. 'Y ou must come with me
and drive straight home.  [LADY w. throws off her
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cloak and flings it on the sofa] What are you
doing?

LADY w. Mrs. Erlynne — if you had not come
here, | would have gone back. But now that | sse
you, | feel that nothing in the whole world would
induce me to live under the same roof as Lord
Windermere. You fill me with horror. Thereis
something about you that stirs the wildest rage
within me. And | know why you are here. My
husband sent you to lure me back that | might
serve as a blind to whatever relations exist between
you and him.

MRS. E. Oh! you don't think that — you can't.

LADY w. Go back to my husband, Mrs. Er-
lynne. He belongs to you and not to me. | sup-
pose he is afraid of a scandal. _Men are such cow-
ards. They outrage every law of the world, and
are afraid of the world's tongue. But he had better
prepare himself. He shdl have a scandd. He
dhdl have the worst scandd there has been in
London for years. He shdl see his name in every
vile paper, mine on every hideous placard.

MRS E. NO— no -

LADY w. Yed he shdl. Had he come himsdf,
| admit | would have gone back to the life of
degradation you and he had prepared for me — |
was going back — but to stay himsdlf at home, and
to send you ashismessenger — oh ! it wasinfamous
—infamous.

MRS. E. [c] Lady Windermere, youwrong me
horribly — you wrong your husband horribly. He
doesn't know you are here — he thinks you are
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safe in your own house. He thinks you are
adeep in your own room. He never read the mad
letter you wrote to him!

LADYW. [R] Neverreadit!

MRS. E. No—heknowsnothing about it.

LADY w. How simple you think me! [Going to
her.] You arelying to me!

MRS. E. [Redtraining hersdlf], | am not. | am
telling you the truth.

LADY w. If my husband didn't reed my letter,
how is that you are here? Who told you | had
left the house you were shameless enough to enter?
Who told you where | had gone to? My husband
told you, and sent you to decoy me back. [Crosses
L.

]M RS E. [R.c] Your husband has never seen
the letter. |—saw it, | opened it. |—read it.

LADY w. [Turning to her]. You opened aletter
of mine to my husband? Y ou wouldn't dare!

MRS. E. Dare! Oh! to save you from the abyss
into which you are faling, there is nothing in the
world | would not dare, nothing in thewholeworld.
Here is the letter. Your husband has never read
it. He never shdl read it. [Going to fireplace]
It should never have been written. [Tearsit and
throwsitinto the fire]

LADY w. [With infinite contempt in her voice and
look]. How do | know that that was my letter
after dl? You seem to think the commonest de-
vice can take me in!

MRS. E. Oh! why do you disbdlieve everything
| tel you! What object do you think | have id
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coming here, except to save you from utter ruin,
to save you from the consequence of a hideous
mistake? That letter that is burning now was
your letter. | swesr it to you!

LADY w. [Sowly]. You took good care to burn
it before | had examined it. | cannot trust you.
Y ou, whosewholelifeisalie, how could you speak
thetruth about anything? [Stsdown.]

MRS. E. [Hurriedly}. Think asyou like about
me—say what you choose against me, but go back,
go back to the husband you love.

LADY w. [Sullenly]. | do not love him!

MBS. E. You do, and you know that he loves
youl.

LADY w. He does not understand what love is,
He understands it as little as you do—but | see
what you want. It would be a great advantage
for you to get me back. Dear Heaven! what alife

| would have then! Living a the mercy of a
woman who has neither mercy nor pity in her, a
woman whom it is an infamy to meet, a degrada-
tion to know, a vile woman, a woman who comes
between husband and wife!

MRS. E. [With a gesture of despair]. Lady Win-
dermere, Lady Windermere, don't say such terri-
ble things. You don't know how terrible they are,
how terrible and how unjust. Listen, you must
listen! Only go back to your husband, and | prom-
IS2 you never to communicate with him again on
any pretext—never to sse him—never to have
anything to do with his life or yours. The money
that he gave me, he gave me, not through love,
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but through hatred, not in worship, but in con-
tempt. The hold | have over him——

LADY w. [Rising]. Ah! you admit you have a
hold.

MRS E. Yes and | will tell you what it is. It
is his love for you, Lady Windermere.

LADY w. You expect me to believe that?

MRS. E. You must believeit! Itistrue. Itis
his love for you that has made him submit to—oh!
cdl it what you like, tyranny, threats, anything
you choose. But it ishislove for you. Hisdesre
to spare you—shame, yes, shame and disgrace.

LADY w. What do you mean? Y ou are insolent!
What have | to do with you?

MRS. E. [Humbly]. Nothing. | know it—but
| tell you that your husband loves you—that you
may never meet with such love again in your
whole life—that such love you will never meet—
and that if you throw it away, the day may come
when you will starve for love and it will not be
given to you, beg for love and it will be denied
you—Oh! Arthur loves youl!

LADY w. Arthur? And you tel me there is
nothing between you?

MRS. E. Lady Windermere, before Heaven your
husband is guiltless of al offence towards you!
And |—I tell you that had it ever occurred to me
that such a monstrous suspicion would have en-
tered your mind, | would have died rather than
have crossed your life or his—oh! died, gladly
died! [Moves away to sofa R

LADY w. You tak asif you had a heart. Wo-
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men like you have no hearts. Heart is not in you.
You are bought and sold. {StsL. c]

MKS. E. [Sartswith a gesture of pain. Thenre-
strains herself, and comes over to where LADY w. is
gtting. As she speaks, she stretches out her hands
towards her, but does not dare to touch her]. Believe
what you choose about me. | am not worth a
moment's sorrow.  But don't spoil your beautiful
young life on my account! You don't know what
may bein storefor you, unlessyou leave this house
at once. You don't know what it is to fall into
the pit, to be despised, mocked, abandoned,
sneered at—to be an outcast! to find the door
shut againgt one, to have to creep in by hideous
byways, afraid every moment lest the mask should
be stripped from one's face, and dl the while to
hear the laughter, the horrible laughter of the
world, a thing more tragic than al the tears the
world has ever shed. You don't know what it is
One pays for one's sin, and then one pays again,
and dl oneslife one pays. You must never know
that.—Asfor me, if suffering be an expiation, then
at this moment | have expiated adl my faults,
whatever they have been; for to-night you have
made a heart in one who had it not, made it and
broken it—But let that pass | may have
wrecked my own life, but | will not let you wreck
yours. You—why, you are a mere girl, you
would be lost. You haven't got the kind of
brains that enables a woman to get back. You
have neither the wit nor the courage. You
couldn't stand dishonour. No! Go back, Lady
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Windermere, to the husband who lovesyou, whom
you love. You have a child, Lady Windermere.
Go back to that child who even now, in pain or in
joy, may be cdling to you. [LADY w. rises] God
gave you that child. He will reguire from you
that you make his life fine, that you watch over
him. What answer will you make to God if his
life is ruined through you? Back to your house,
Lady Windermere—your husband lovesyou. He
has never swerved for amoment from the love he
bears you. But_gyen if he had a thousandjove®
you must stay with your child. If he was harsh to
you, you must stay with your child. If he ill-
treated you, you M stay with your child. If he
abandoned you, your place is with your child.
[LADTW.burstsinto tears and buries her face in her
hands] [Rushing to her.] Lady Windermere!

LADY w. [Holding out her hands to her, help-
lessly, asachildmight do]. Takemehome. Take
me home.

MRS. E. [Is about to embrace her. Then restrains
herself. Thereis a look of wonderful joy inJherface)]
Come! Where is your cloak? [Getting it from
swfa] Here. Putit on. Come at once! [They go
to the door ]

LADY W. Stop! Don't you hear voices?

MRS.E. No, no! Thereisno one!

LADY w. Yes thereis Ligten! Oh! thatismy
husband'svoicel Heiscomingin! Saveme! Oh,
itssomeplot! Youhavesentfor him!

[Voices outside]

MRS. E. Slencd | am here to save you if |
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can. But | fear itistoo late! Therel [Pointsto
the curtain across the window.] The first chance
you have, dip out, if you ever get a chance!

LADY w.  But youl

MRS. E. Oh! never mind me. Il facethem.

[LADY w. hides herself behind the curtain.]

LORD A. [Outside]. Nonsense, dear Winder-
mere, you must not leave mel

MRS. E. Lord Augustus! Thenitis| who am
log! [Hesitatesfor a moment, then looks round and
sees door R., and exit through it.]

[Enter LORD D., MR. D., LORD w., LORD A. L., and
MR. CECIL G]

DUMBY. What a nuisance their turning us out
of the club at this hour! It's only two o'clock.
[Snksintoachair.] Thelively part of theevening
is only just beginning. [Yawns and closes his
eyes]

LORD w. It is very good of you, Lord Darling-
ton, alowing Augustus to force our company on
you, but I'm afraid | can't stay long.

LORD D. Redly! | ansosorry! Youll take a
cigar, won't you?

LORD w. Thanks! [Sts down.]

LORD A. [ToLORDw.]. My dear boy, you must
not dream of going. | have agreat ded to tak to
you about, of demmed importance, too. [Sts
down with him at L. table]

CECIL G. Oh! we dl know what that isl Tuppy
can't talk about anything but Mrs. Erlynne!

LORD w. W, that isno business of yours, isit,
Cexil?
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CECIL G. None! That is why it interests me.
My own business aways bores me to death. |
prefer other peoples.

LORD D. Have something to drink, you fellows.
Cecil, you'll have a whiskey and soda?

CECIL G. Thanks. [Goes to the table tvith LORD
D.] Mrs. Erlynne looked very handsome to-
night, didn't she?

LORD D. | am not one of her admirers.

CECIL G. | usen't to be, but I am now. Why!
she actually made me introduce her to poor dear
Aunt Caroline. | believe she is going to lunch
there.

LORD D. [In surprisg]. No?

CECIL G. Sheis, redly.

LORD D. Excuse me, you fellows. I'm going
away to-morrow. And | have to write a few let-
ters. [Goes to witing table and sits doivn,]

DUMBY. Clever woman, Mrs. Erlynne.

CECIL G. Halo, Dumby! | thought you were
adeep.

DUMBY. | am, | usualy am!

LORD A. A very clever woman. Knows perfect-
ly well what a demmed fool | am—knows it as
wel as | do mysdlf. [CECIL G. comes towards him
laughing.] Ah! you may laugh, my boy, but it is
a great thing to come across a woman who thor-
oughly understands one.

DUMBY. It isanawfully dangerous thing. They'
aways end by marrying one.

CECIL G. But | thought, Tuppy, you were
never going to s her again. Yed you told me
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S0 yesterday evening at the club. You sad you'd
heard—[Whispering to him|,

LORD A. Oh, she's explained that.

CECIL G, And the Wiesbaden affair?

LORD A. She's explained that, too.

DUMBY. And her income, Tuppy? Has she ex-
plained that?

LORD A. [Ina very serious voice]. She'sgoing to
explain that to-morrow.

[CECIL G. goes back to c. table]

DUMBY. Awfully commercial, women now-a
days. Our grandmothers threw their caps over
the mills, of course, but, by Jove, their grand-
daughters only throw their caps over mills that
can raise the wind for them.

LORD A. You want to make her out a wicked
woman. She is not!

CECIL G. Oh! Wicked women bother one.
Good women boreone. That istheonly difference
between them.

LORD D. [Puffing a cigar]. Mrs. Erlynne has a
future before her.

DUMBY. Mrs. Erlynne has a past before her.

(, LORDA. | preferwomenwith apast. They're
‘aways so demmed amusing to tak to.

CECIL G. Wsdl, you'll have lots of topics of con-
versation with her, Tuppy. [Rising and going to
him]

LORD A. You're getting annoying, dear boy;
you're getting demmed annoying.

CECIL G. [Puts his hands on his shoulders]. Now,
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Tuppy, you've logt your figure and you've logt
your character. Don't lose your temper; you
have only got one.

LOBD A. My clear boy, if | wasn't the most
good-natured man in London——

CECIL G. Wed treat you with more respect
wouldn't we, Tuppy? [Srolls away.]

DUMBY. The youth of the present day are quite
monstrous. They have absolutely no respect for
dyed hair.

[LORD A. looks round angrily.]

CECIL G. Mrs. Erlynne has a very great respect
for dear Tuppy.

DUMBY. Then Mrs. Erlynne sets an admirable
example to the rest of her sex. It is perfectly
brutal the way most women now-a-days behave
to men who are not their husbands.

LORD w. Dumby, you areridiculous, and Cecil,
you let your tongue run away with you. You
must leave Mrs. Erlynne aone. You don't
really know anything about her, and you're dways
talking scandal against her.

CECIL G. [Coming towards him L. c]. My dear
Arthur, | never talk scandal. 1 only talk gossp.

LORD w. What is the difference between
scandal and gossip?

CECIL G. Oh! gosdp is charming! Higtoiy is
merely gossip. But scanda is gossip made tedious
by morality. Now | never mordise. A man who
mordisesis usudly ahypocrite, and awoman who
mordises is invariably plain.  There is nothing in
the whole world so unbecoming to a woman as a
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Nonconformist conscience.  And most women
know it, I'm glad to say.

LORD A. Just my sentiments, dear boy, just my
sentiments.

CECIL G. Sorry to hear it, Tuppy; whenever
people agree with me, | aways feel | must be
wrong.

“LORDA. My dear boy, when | wasyour age——

CECIL G. But you never were, Tuppy, and you
never will be. [Goesup c] | say, Darlington, let
us have some cards. You'll play, Arthur, won't
you?

LORD w. No, thanks, Cecil.

DITMBY. [With a sigh]. Good heavens! how
marriage ruins a man! It's as demoralising as
cigarettes, and far more expensive.

CECIL G. Youll play, of course, Tuppy?

LORD A. [Pouring himself out a brandy and soda
at table]. Can't, dear boy. Promised Mrs. Er-
lynne never to play or drink again.

CECIL G. Now, my dear Tuppy, don't be led
adtray into the paths of virtue. Reformed, you
would be perfectly tedious. That is the worst of
women. They aways want one to be good. And
if we are good, when they meet us, they don't love
us a dl. They like to find us quite irretrievably
bad, and to leave us quite unattractively good.

LORD D. [Risingfrom R. table, where he has been
writing letters]. They dways do find us bad!

DUMBY. | don't think we are bad. | think we
are dl good except Tuppy.

LORD D. No, we are dl in the gutter, but some



ACT iii] LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN 66

of us are.looking a the stars. [Sts dawn at c.
table]”

DUMBY. We are dl in the gutter, but some of us
are looking at the stars? Upon my word, you are
very romantic to-night, Darlington.

CECIL G. Too romantic! You must be in love.
Who isthe girl?

LOKD D. The woman | love is not free, or
thinks she isn't. [Glances ingtinctively at LORD w.
while he speaks]

CECIL G. A married woman, then! Wéll, there's
nothing in the world like the devotion of a mar-
ried woman. It's athing no married man knows
anything about.

LORD D. Oh! shedoesn't loveme. Sheisagood
woman. She isthe only good woman | have ever
met in my life.

CECIL G. The only good woman you have ever
met in your life?

LORD D. Ye

CECIL G. [Lighting a cigarette]. Well, you are a
lucky fellow! Why, | have met hundreds of good
women. | never seem to meet any but good
women. The world is perfectly packed with good
women. To know themisamiddle-class education.

LOrD D. Thiswoman has purity arid innocence.
She has everything we men have lost.

CECIL G. My dear fellow, what on earth should
we men do going about with purity and inno-
cence? A caefully thought-out buttonhole is
much more effective.

DUMBY. She doesnt redly love you then?
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DUMBY. | congratulate you, my dear fellow. In
this world there are only two tragedies. One is
not getting what one wants, and the other is get-
ting it. The last is much the worst, the lagt is a
red tragedy! But | am interested to hear she
does not love you. How long could you love a
woman who didn't loveyou, Cecil?

CECIL G. A woman who didn't loveme? Oh, all
my life!

DUMBY. Socould |. Butit'sso difficult to meet
one.

LORD D. How can you be so conceited, Dumby?

DUMBY. | didn't say it as a matter of conceit.
| sad it as amatter of regret. | have been wildly,
madly adored. | am sorry | have. It has been an
immense nuisance. | should like to be alowed a
little time to myself, now and then.

LORD A. [Looking round]. Time to educate your-
sf, | suppose.

DUMBY. No, time to forget dl | have learned.
That is much more important, dear Tuppy.

[LORD A. moves uneasily in his chair.]

LORD D. What cynics you fellows are!

CECIL G. What isa cynic? [Stting on the back
of the sofa]

LORD D. A man who knows the price of every-
thing, and the value of nothing.

CECIL G. And a sentimentalist, my dear Dar-
lington, is a man who sees an absurd value in
everything, and doesn't know the market price of
any sngle thing.
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LORD D. You dways amuse me, Cecil. You
talk as if you were a man of experience.

CECIL G. | an. [Moves up tofront of fireplace]

LORD D. You are far too young!

CECIL G. That isagreat error. Experienceis a
question of inginct about life._ | have got it.
Tuppy hasn't. Experience is the name Tuppy
gives to his mistakes. That is al.

[LORD A. looks around indignantly.]

DUMBY. Experienceisthenameeveryonegives
to their mistakes

CECIL G. [Sanding with his back to fireplace].
One shouldn't commit any. [Sees LADY w.'sfan
on sofa]

DUMBY. Life would be very dull without them.

CECIL G. Of course you are quite faithful to this
woman you are in love with, Darlington, to this
good woman?

LORD D. Cecil, if one redlly loveS a woman, dl
other_women iij the world become absolutely’
meanmglea to one. Love changes one—l am
changed. '
TCECIL G. Dear mel How very interesting!
Tuppy, | want to tak to you.

[LORD A. takes no notice)]

DUMBY. It's no use taking to Tuppy. You
might just as well talk to a brick wall.

CECIL G. But | like talking to a brick wall—it's
the only thing in the world that never contradicts
me!  Tuppy

LORD A. Wadl, what isit? What isit? [Rising
and going over to CECIL G|]
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CECIL G. Come over here. | want you particu-
larly. [Aside] Darlington has been moralising
and talking about the purity of love, and that
sort of thing, and he has got some woman in his
rooms dl the time.

LORD A. No, redlly! redlly!

CECIL G. [In a low voice]. Yes here is her fan.
[Points to thefan)

LORD A. [Chuckling]. By Jove! By Jove!

LORD w. [Up by door]. | am redly off now, Lord
Darlington. | am sorry you are leaving England
S0 soon.  Pray cdl on us when you come back!
My wife and | will be charmed to see you!

LORD D. [Up stage with LORD w.]. | am &fraid |
shdl be away for many years. Good-night!

CECIL G. Arthur!

LORD w. What?

CECIL G. | want to spesk to you for a moment.
No, do come!

LORD w. [Putting on his coat]. | can't—I'm off!

CECIL G. It is something very particular. It
will interest you enormoudly.

LORD w. [Smiling}. It is some of your nonsense,
Cexil.

CECIL G. Itisn't! Itisn'tredly!

LORD A. [Going to him]. My dear fellow, you
mustn't goyet. | havealot to talk to you about
And Cecil has something to show you.

LORD w. [Walking over]. Wadl, what is it?

CECIL G. Darlington has got a woman here in
Ms rooms. Here is her fan. Amusing, isnt it?
[A pause]

LORDw. GoodGod! Seizesthefan—DUMBY rises.]
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CECIL G. What is the matter?

LORD w. Lord Darlington!

LORD D. [Turning round}. Yed

LORD w. What is my wife's fan doing here in
your rooms? Hands off, Cecil. Don't touch me.

LORD D. Your wife's fan?

LORD w. Yes, hereit id

LORD D. [Walking towards him]. | don't know!

LORD w. You must know. | demand an ex-
planation. Don't hold me, you fool. [To CECIL G.]

LORD D. [Asde]. Sheis here after dl!

LORD w. Speak, sirl Why is my wife's fan
here? Answer me, By God! [I'll search your
rooms, and if my wife's here, I'll—[moves]

LORD D. You shal not search my rooms. You
have no right to do so. | forbid you!

LORD w. You scoundrel! I'll not leave your
room till | have searched every corner of it!
What movesbehind that curtain? [ Rushestowards
the curtain c]

MRS. E. [Enters behind R] Lord Windermere!

LORD w. Mrs. Erlynne!

[Every one starts and turns round. LADY w.
dips out from behind the curtain and glidesfrom the
roamL.]

MRS. E. | am afraid | took your wife's fan in
mistake for my own, when | was leaving your
house to-night. | am so sorry.  [Takesfan from
him.  LORD w. looks at her in contempt. LORD D.
in mingled astonishment and anger. LORD A. turns
away. The other men smile at each other ]

ACT-DROP



ACT IV

SCENE—Same as in Act |

LADY w. [Lying on sofa. How can | tell him?
| can't tell him. It would kill me. | wonder what
happened after | escaped from that horrible room.
Perhaps she told him the true reason of her being
there, and the real meaning of that—fatal fan of
mine. Oh, if heknows—how can | look himinthe
face again? He would never forgive me. [Touches
~bell.] How securely one thinks one lives—out of

reach of temptation, sin, folly. And then sudden-
. ly—Oh! Lifeisterrible. It rules us, we do not
rule it.

[Enter ROSALIE R]

ROSALIE. Did your ladyship ring for me?

LADY w. Yes Have you found out at what
time Lord Windermere came in last night?

ROSALIE. His lordship did not come in till five
o'clock.

LADY w. Five oclock! He knocked a my
door this morning, didn't he?

ROSALIE. Yes, my lady—at half-past nine. |
told him your ladyship was not awake yet.

LADY w. Did he say anything?

ROSALIE.  Something about your ladyship's
fan. | didn't quite catch what his lordship sad.
Has the fan been lost, my lady? | can't find it,

0
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and Parker saysit was not |eft in any of the rooms.
He has looked in al of them and on the terrace
as well.
LADY w. It doesn't matter. Tell Parker not to
trouble. That will do.
[Exit ROSALIE.]
LADY w. [Rising]. Sheissureto tell him. | can
fancy a person doing a wonderful act of self-
sacrifice, doing it spontaneoudly, recklesdy, nobly
—and afterwards finding out that it codts too
much. Why should she hesitate between her
ruin and mine? . . . How strange! | would have
publicly disgraced her in my own house. She
accepts public disgrace in the house of another to

save me. . . . There is abitter irony in things, a
bitter irony in the way we talk of good and bad
women. . . . Oh, what alesson! and what a pity

that in life we only get our lessons when they are
of no use to usl For even if she doesn't tell, |
must. Oh! the shame of it, the shame of it. To
tell it is to live through it all again. Actions are
the first tragedy in life, words are the second.
Words are perhapsthe worst.  Words arc merciless
... Ohl [Sarts as LORD w. enters]

LORD w. [Kisses her]. Margaret—how pale you
look!

LADY w. | dept very badly.

LORD w. [Stting on sofa with her]. | am 0
sorry. | came in dreadfully late, and didn't like
to wake you. You are crying, dear.

LADY w. Yes, | am crying, for | have something
to tell you, Arthur.
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LORD w. My dear child, you are not wel.
Y ou've been doing too much. Let us go away to
the country. You'll be dl right at Selby. The
Season isamogt over.  Thereis no use staying on.
Poor darling! WE'll go away to-day, if you like.
[Rises] We can eadly catch the 4.30. [I'll send a
wire to Fannen. [Crosses and Sits down at table to
write a telegram]

LADY w. Yes; let us go away to-day. No; |
can't go to-day, Arthur. There is some one |
must see before | leave town—some one who has
been kind to me.

LORD w. [Rising and leaning over sofa]. Kind to
you?

LADY w. Far more than that. [Rises and goes
tohim] 1 will tell you, Arthur, but only love me,
love me as you used to love me.

LORD w. Used to? You are not thinking of that
wretched woman who came here last night?
[Coming round and sitting R. of her.] You don't
still imagine—no, you couldn't.

LADY w. | don't. | know now | waswrong and
foolish.

LORD w. It was very good of you to receive her
last night—but you are never to see her agan.

LADY w. Why do you say that? [A pause)]

LORD w. [Holding her hand]. Margaret, |
thought Mrs. Erlynne was a woman more sinned
agang than snning, as the phrase goes |
thought she wanted to be good, to get back into a
place that she had logt by a moment's folly, to
lead again a decent life. | believed what she told
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me—I was mistaken in her. She is bad—as bad
as a woman can be.

LADY w. Arthur, Arthur, don't talk so bitterly
about any woman. | don't think now that people
can bedivided into thegood and the bad, as though
they were two separate races or creations. What
arc called good women may have terrible things
in them, mad moods of recklessness, assertion,
jealousy, sn. Bad women, as they are termed,
may have in them sorrow, repentance, pity, sacri-
fice. And | dont think Mrs. Erlynne a bad
woman—I know she's not.

LORD w. My dear child, the woman's imposs-
ble. No matter what harm she trios to do us, you
must never see her again. She is inadmissible

anywhere.

LADY w. But | want to see her. | want her to
come here.

LORD w. Never!

LADY w. She came here once as your guest.
She must coine now as mine. That is but fair.

LORD w. She should never have come here.

LADY w. [Rising]. It istoo late, Arthur, to say
that now. [Moves away.]

LORD w. [Rising]. Margaret, if you knew where
Mrs. Erlynne went last night, after she left this
house, you would not sit in the same room with
her. It was absolutely shameless, the whole thing.

LADY w. Arthur, | can't bear it any longer. |
must tell you. Lagt night—

[Enter PARKER with a tray on which lie LADY W.'B
fan and a card]
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PARKER. Mrs. Erlynnehascdledtoreturnyour
ladyship's fan which she took away by mistake
last night. Mrs. Erlynne has written a message
on the card.

LADY w. Oh, ask Mrs. Erlynne to be kind
enough to come up. [Reads card.] Say | shall be
very glad to see her.  [Exit PARKER.] She wants
to see me, Arthur.

LORD w. [Takes card and looks at it]. Margaret,
| begyounotto. Let meseeherfirgt, at any rate.
She's a very dangerous woman. She is the most
dangerous woman | know. You don't redise
what you're doing.

LADY w. It isright that | should see her.

LORD w. My child, you may be on the brink of
agreat sorrow. Don't go to meet it. It is abso-
lutely necessary that | should see her before
you do.

LADY w. Why should it be necessary?

[Enter PARKER]

PARKER. Mrs. Erlynne.

[Enter MRS. E. Exit PARKER]

MRS. E. How do you do, Lady Windermere?
[To LORD w] How do you do? Do you know,
Lady Windermere, | am so sorry about your fan.
| can't imagine how | made such a silly mistake.
Mog stupid of me. And as | was driving in your
direction, | thought | would take the opportunity
of returning your property in person, with many
gpologies for my cardessness, and of bidding you
good-bye.

LADY w. Good-bye? [Moves towards sofa with
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MrS.E. and sits down beside her.] Are you going
away, then, Mrs. Erlynne?

MRS. E. Yes, | am going to live abroad again.
The English climate doesn't suit me.  My—heart
Is affected here, and that | don't like. | prefer
living in the south. London istoo full of fogs and
—and serious people, Lord Windermere. Whether
the fogs produce the serious people or whether the
serious people produce the fogs, | don't know,
but the whole thing rather gets on my nerves,
and so I'm leaving this afternoon by the Club
Train.

LADY w. This afternoon? But | wanted so
much to come and see you.

MRS. E. How kind of you! But | am afraid |
have to go.

LADY w. Shdl | never see you agan, Mrs.
Erlynne?

MRS. E. | am afraid not. Our liveslie too far
apart. But there is alittle thing | would like you
to do for me. | want a photograph of you, Lady
Windermere—would you give meone? Y ou don't
know how gratified | should be.

LADY w. Oh, with pleasure. There is one on
that table. 1'll show it to you. [Goes across to the
table]

LORD w. [Coming up to MRS. E. and speaking in a
low voice]. Itismonstrousyour intruding yoursalf
here after your conduct lagt night.

MRS. E. [With an amused smile]. My dear Win-
dermere, manners before morals

LADY w. [Returning]. I'm afraid it is very



76 THE PLAYS OF OSCAR WILDE [ACT lv

flattering—I am not so pretty as that. [Showing
photograph.]

MRS. E. You are much prettier. But haven't
you got one of yourself with your little boy?

LADY w. | have. Would you prefer one of
those?

MRS.E. Yes

LADY w. [I'll go and get it for you, if you'll ex-
cuse me for amoment. | have one upstairs.

MRS.E. Sosorry, Lady Winder-mere, togiveyou
so much trouble.

LADY w. [Moves to door R.]. No trouble at al,
Mrs. Erlynne.

MRS. E. Thanks so much. [Exit LADY w. R]
Y ou seem rather out of temper thismorning, Win-
dermere. Why should you be? Margaret and |
get on charmingly together.

LORD w. | can't bear to see you with her. Be-
ddes you have not told me the truth Mrs.
Erlynne.

MRS. E. | have not told her the truth, you
mean.

LORD w. [Standing c¢]. | sometimes wish you
had. | should have been spared then the misery,
the anxiety, the annoyance of the last sx months.
But rather than my wife should know—that the
mother whom she was taught to consider as dead,
the mother whom she has mourned as dead, is
living—a divorced woman going about under an
asumed name, a bad woman preying upon life,
as | know you now to be—rather than that, | was
ready to supply you with money to pay bhill
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after bill, extravagance after extravagance, to risk
what occurred yesterday, the first quarrel | have
ever had with my wife. You don't understand
what that means to me. How could you? But |
tell you that the only bitter words that ever came
from those sweet lips of herswere on your account,
and | hate to s you next her. You sully the
innocence that isin her. [MovesL. c] And then
| used to think that with al your faults you were
frank and honest. You are not.

MRS. E. Why doyou say that?

LORD w. You made me get you an invitation to
my wife's ball.

MRS. E. For my daughter's ball—yes.

LORD w. You came, and within an hour of
your leaving the house, you are found in a man's
rooms—you are disgraced before every one.
[Goes up stage c]

MRS.E. Yes

LORD w. [Turning round on her]. Therefore |
have aright to look upon you as what you are—a
worthless, viciouswoman. | have theright to tell
you never to enter this house, never to attempt to
come near my wife—

MRS. E. [Coldly]. My daughter, you mean.

LORD w. You haveno right to claim her asyour
daughter. Y ou left her, abandoned her, when she
was but a child in the cradle, abandoned her for
your lover, who abandoned you in turn.

MRS. E. [Rising]. Doyou count that to hiscred-
it, Lord Windermere—or to mine?

LORD w. To his, now that | know you.
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MRS. E. Take care—you had better be careful.

LORD w. Oh, | am not going to mince words for
you. | know you thoroughly.

MRS. E. [Looking steadily at him]. | question
that.

LORD w. | do know you. For twenty years of
your life you lived without your child, without a
thought of your child. One day you read in the
papers that she had married arich man. You saw
your hideous chance. Y ou knew that to spare her
the ignominy of learning that a woman like you
was her mother, 1 would endure anything. You
began your blackmailing.

MRS. E. [Shrugging her shoulders]. Don't use
ugly words, Windermere. They arevulgar. | saw
my chance, it is true, and took it.

LORD w. Yes, you took it—and spoiled it al
last night by being found out.

MRS. E. [With a strange smile]. You are quite
right, | spoiled it al last night.

LORD w. And as for your blunder in taking my
wife's fan from here, and then leaving it about in
Darlington's rooms, it is unpardonable. | can't
bear the sight of it now. | shall never let my wife
use it again. The thing is soiled for me. You
should have kept it, and not brought it back.

MRS. E. | think | shall keepit. [Goesup.] It's
extremely pretty. [Takes up fan.] | shdl ask
Margaret to give it to me.

LORD w. | hope my wife will give it you.

MRS. E. Oh, I'msure shewill have no objection.

LORD w. | wish that at the same time she would
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give you a miniature she kisses every night before
she prays—It's the miniature of a young, inno-
cent-looking girl with beautiful dark hair.

MRS. E. Ah, yes, | remember. How long ago
that seemdl  [Goes to sofa and sits down] It was
done before | was married. Dark hair and an
innocent expresson were the fashion then, Win-
dermere! [Apause]

LORD w. What do you mean by coming here
thismorning? What isyour object? [Crossing L.
c. and sitting.]

MRS. E. [ With a note of irony in her voice]. To bid
good-bye to my dear daughter, of course. [LORD
w. bites his underlip in anger. MRS. E. looks at him,
and her voice and manner become serious. In her ac-
cents as she talks there is a note of deep tragedy.
For a moment she reveals herself] Oh, don't
imagine | am going to have a pathetic scene with
her, weep on her neck and tell her who | am, and
al that kind of thing. | have no ambition to play
the part of amother. Only once in my life have
| known a mother's fedings. That was last night.
They were terrible—they made me suffer—they
made me suffer too much. For twenty years, as
you sy, | have lived childless—I want to live
childless gtill.  [Hiding her feelings with a trivial
laugh.] Besides, my dear Windermere, how on
earth could | pose as a mother with a grown-up
daughter? Margaret is twenty-one, and | have
never admitted that | am more than twenty-nine,
or thirty a the most. Twenty-nine when there
are pink shades, thirty when there are not. So
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you see what difficulties it would involve. No, as
far as | am concerned, let your wife cherish the
memory of this dead, dtainless mother. Why
should | interfere with her illusons? | find it
hard enough to keep my own. | lost one illusion
last night. | thought | had no heart. 1 find |
have, and a heart doesn't suit me, Windermere.
Somehow it doesn't go with modern dress. It
makes one look old. [Takes up hand-mirror from
table and looks into it.] And it spoils one's career
at criticl moments.

LORD w. Youfill mewith horror—with absolute
horror.

MRS. E. [Rising]. | suppose, Windermere, you
would like me to retire into a convent or become a
hospitd nurse or something of that kind, as people
do in glly modern novels. That is stupid of you,
Arthur; in red life we don't do such things—not
aslong as we have any good looks left, at any rate.
No—what consoles one now-a-days is not repent-
ance, but plessure. Repentance is quite out of
date. And besides, if a woman redly repents, she
has to go to a bad dressmaker, otherwise no one
believes in her.  And nothing in the world would
induce me to do that. No; | am going to pass
entirdly out of your two lives. My coming into
them has been a mistake—I discovered that last
night.

LORD w. A fatal mistake.

MRS. E. [Smiling]. Almogt fatal.

LORD w. | am sorry now | did not tell my wife
the whole thing a once.
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MRS. E. | regret my bad actions. You regret
your good ones—that is the difference between us.

LORD w. | don't trust you. | mil tell my wife.
It's better for her to know, and from me. It will
cause her infinite pain—it will humiliate her ter-
ribly, but it's right that she should know.

MRS. E. You proposeto tell her?

LORD w. | am going to tell her.

MRS. E. [Going up tohim]. If you do, | will make
my name so infamous that it will mar every
moment of her life. It will ruin her and make her
wretched. If you dareto tel her, thereisno depth
of degradation | will not sink to, no pit of shame
I will not enter. You shdl not tell her—I forbid
you.

LORD w. Why?

MRS. E. [After a pause]. If | sad to you that |
cared for her, perhaps loved her even—you would
Sneer at me, wouldn't you?

LORD w. | should fed it was not true. A
mother's love means devotion, unsdlfishness, sac-
rifice. What could you know of such things?

MRS. E. You areright. What could | know of
such things? Don't let us tak any more about it,
asfor telling my daughter who | am, that | do not
dlow. Itismy secret, it is not yours. If | make
up my mind to tell her, and I think I will, | shall
tell her before | leave this house—if not, | shall
never tell her.

LORD w. [Angrily]. Then let me beg of you to
leave our house at once. | will make your excuses
to Margaret.
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[Enter LADY w. R. She goes over to MRS. E. with
the photograph in her hand. LORD w. moves to back
of sofa, and anxiously watches MRS, E. as the scene
progresses,

LADY w. | am so sorry, Mrs. Erlynne, to have
kept you waiting. | couldn't find the photograph
anywhere. At last | discovered it in my husband's
dressing-room—he had stolen it.

MRS. E. [Takes the photographfrom her and looks
at it]. | am not surprised—it is charming. [Goes
over to sofa with LADY w. and Sits down beside her.
Looks again at the photograph.] And so that is
your little boy! What is he called?

LADY w. Gerard, after my dear father.

MRS. E. [Laying the photograph down}. Redly?

LADY w. Yes If it had been a girl, 1 would
have cdled it after my mother. My mother had
the same name as myself, Margaret.

MRS. E. My nameis Margaret, too.

LADY w. Indeed!

MRS E. Yes [Pause] You ae devoted to
your mother's memory, Lady Windermere, your
husband tellsme.

LADY w. Weadl haveidealsinlife. At least we
dl should have. Mine is my mother.

MRS. E. Idedlsare dangerousthings. Redlities
are better.  They wound, but they are better.

LADY w. [Shaking her head]. If | lost my ideds,
| should lose everything.

MRS. E. Everything?

LADY w. Yes [Pause]
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MBS. E. Did your father often speak to you of
your mother?

LADY w. No, it gave him too much pain. He
told me how my mother had died a few months
after 1 was born. His eyesfilled with tears as he
spoke. Then he begged me never to mention her
name to him again. It made him suffer even to
hear it. My father—my father redly died of a
broken heart. Hiswasthe most ruined lifel know.

MRS. E. [Rising]. | am afraid | must go now,
Lady Windermere.

LADY w. [Rising]. Oh no, don't.

MRS. E. | think | had better. My carriage
must have come back by this time. | sent it to
Lady Jedburgh's with a note.

LADY w. Arthur, would you mind seeing if
Mrs. Erlynne's carriage has come back?

MRS. E. Pray don't trouble Lord Windermere,
Lady Windermere.

LADY w. Yes, Arthur, do go, pleese. [LORD w.
hesitates for a moment and looks at MRS. E.  She
remains quite impassive. Pie leaves theroom] [To
MRS. E.] Oh! What am | to say to you? You
saved me last night!  [Goes toward her ]

MRS. E. Hush—don't spesk of it.

LADY w. | must spesk of it. | can't let you
think that | am going to accept this sacrifice. |
am not. It istoo great. 1 am going to tel my
husband everything. It is my duty.

MRS. E. Itisnot your duty—at least you have
duties to others besdes him. You say you owe
me something?



84 THE PLAYS OF OSCAR WILDE [ACT iv

LADY w. | owe you everything.

MRS. E. Then pay your debt by slence. That
is the only way in which it can be pad. Don't
spail the one good thing | have donein my life by
telling it to anyone. Promise me that what passed
last night will remain a secret between us. You
must not bring misery into your husband's life.
Why spail hislove? You must not spail it. Love
is easlly killed. Oh, how eesly love is killed!
Pledge me your word, Lady Windermere, that
you will never tell him. | insist upon it.

LADY w. [With bowed head]. It isyour will, not
mine.

MRS. E. Yes, itismy will. And never forget
your child—I like to think of you as a mother.
| likeyou to think of yourself as one.

LADY w. [Looking up]. | aways will now.
Only once in my life | have forgotten my own
mother—that waslast night. Oh, if 1 had remem-
bered her, | should not have been so foolish, so
wicked.

MRS.E. [Withadlight shudder]. Hush, last night
isquiteover.

[Enter LORD w.]

LORD w. Your carriage has not come back yet,
Mrs. Erlynne.

MRS. E. It makes no matter. 1'll take a han-
som. There is nothing in the world so respectable
as a good Shrewsbury and Tabot. And now,
dear Lady Windermere, | am afraid it is redly
good-bye. [Moves up c¢] Oh, | remember.
Youll think me absurd, but do you know, I've
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taken a great fancy to this fan that 1 was slly
enough to run away with last night from your ball.
Now, | wonder would you give it to me? Lord
Windermere saysyoumay. | knowit is his present.

LADY w. Oh, certainly, if it will give you any
plessure. But it has my name on it. It has
'Margaret' on it.

MRS. E. But we have the same Christian name.

LADY w. Oh, | forgot. Of course, do have it.
What a wonderful chance our names being the
same!

MRS. E. Quite wonderful. Thanks—it will
awaysremind meof you. [ Shakeshandswithher.]

[Enter PARKER]]

PARKER. Lord Augustus Lorton. Mrs. Er-
lynne's carriage has come.

[Enter LORD A

LORD A. Good morning, dear boy. Good morn-
ing, Lady Windermere. [SeesMRS. E.] Mrs. Er-
lynne!

MRS. E. How do you do, Lord Augustus? Are
you quite well this morning?

LORD A. [Coldly]. Quite well, thank you, Mrs.
Erlynne.

MRS. E. Youdon'tlook at al well, Lord Augus-
tus. You stop up too late—it is so bad for you.
You redly should take more care of yourself.
Good-bye, Lord Windermere. [Goes towards door
with a bow to LORD A. Suddenly smiles, and looks
back at him] Lord Augustus! Won't you see me
to my carriage? You might cary the fan.

LORDW. Allow me!
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MRS. E. No, | want Lord Augustus. | have a
gpecid message for the dear Duchess. Won't you
carry the fan, Lord Augustus?

LOKD A. If you redly desire it, Mrs. Erlynne.

MRS. E. [Laughing]. Of course | do. Youll
carry it so gracefully. You would carry off any-
thing gracefully, dear Lord Augustus. [When she
reaches the door she looks back for a moment at
LADY w. Their eyes meet. Then she turns, and
exit c., followed by LORD A\]

LADY w. You will never speak against Mrs. Er-
lynne again, Arthur, will you?

LORD w. [Gravely], She is better than one
thought her.

LADY w. Sheis better than | am.

LORD w. [Smiling as he strokes her hair]. Child,
you and she belong to different worlds. Into your
world evil has never entered.

LADY w. Don't say that, Arthur. There isthe
sameworld for dl of us, and good and evil, snand
innocence, go through it hand in hand. To shut
one's eyesto haf of life that one may live securely
is as though one blinded onesdf that one might
walk with more safety in a land of pit and
precipice.

LORD w. [Moves down with her]. Darling, why
do you say that?

LADY w. [Sts on sofa]. Because |, who had shut
my eyes to life, came to the brink. And one who
had separated us——

LORD w. We were never parted.

LADY w. We never must be again. Oh, Arthur,
don't love me less, and | will trust you more. |
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will trust you absolutely. Let usgo to Selby. In
the Rose Garden a Sdlby, the roses are white and
red.

[Enter LORD A. c]

LORD A. Arthur, she has explained everything!
[LADY w. looks horriblyfrightened. LORD w. starts.
LORD A. takes LORD w. by the arm, and brings him to
front of stage]. My dear fellow, she has explained
every demmed thing. We al wronged her im-
mensely. It was entirely for my sske she went to
Darlington's rooms—called first at the club. Fact
is, wanted to put me out of suspense, and being
told | had gone on, followed—naturally—fright-
ened when she heard alot of men coming in—re-
tired to another room—I assure you, most grati-
fying to me, the whole thing. We all behaved
brutally to her. She is just the woman for me.
Suits me down to the ground. All the condition
she makes is that we live out of England—a very
good thing, tool—Demmed clubs, demmed cli-
mate, demmed cooks, demmed everything! Sick
of it dl.

LaDY w. [Frightened]. Has Mrs. Erlynne——?

LORD A. [Advancing towards her with a bowj].
Yes, Lady Windermere, Mrs. Erlynne has done
me the honour of accepting my hand.

LORD w. Well, you are certainly marrying a
very clever woman.

LADY w. [Taking her husband's hand}. Ah!
you're marrying a very good woman.

CURTAIN
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ACT |

SCENE—Lawn in front of the terrace at Hunstan-
ton. [SR JOHN and LADY CAROLINE PONTEFRACT,
MISS WORSLEY, on chairs under large yew tree)]

LADY CAROLINE. | believe thisis the first Eng-
lish country house you have dayed at, Miss
Wordley?

HESTER. Yes Lady Caroline.

LADY CAROLINE. You have no country houses,
| am told, in America?

HESTER. We have not many.

LADY CAROLINE. Have you any country? What
we should call country?

HESTER [Smiling]. We have the largest country
in the world, Lady Caroline. They used to tell us
a school that some of our dates are as big as
France and England put together.

LADY CAROLINE. Ah! you must find it very
draughty, | should fancy. [To SR JOHN.] John,
you should have your muffler. What is the use
of my aways knitting mufflersfor you if you won't
wear them?

SIRJOHN. | am quite warm, Caroline, | assure
you.

LADY CAROLINE. 1 think not, John. Waéll, you
couldn't come to a more charming place than this,

93
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Miss Wordey, though the house is excessvey
damp, quite unpardonably damp, and dear Lady
Hunstanton is sometimes a little lax about the
people she asks down here. [To SIR JOHN.] Jane
mixes too much. Lord lllingworth, of course, is
a man of high distinction. It is a privilege to
meet him.~ And that member of Parliament, Mr.
Kettle——

SRJOHN. Kelvil, my love, Kelvil.

LADY CAROLINE. He must be quite respectable.
One has never heard his name before in the whole
course of one's life, which spesks volumes for a
man, now-adays. But Mrs. Allonby is hardly a
very suitable person.

HESTER. | didike Mrs. Allonby. | didike her
more than | can say.

LADY CAROLINE. | am not sure, Miss Wordey,
that foreigners like yoursalf should cultivate likes
or didikes about the people they are invited to
meet. Mrs. Allonby is very wdll bora Sheisa
niece of Lord Brancagter's. It is said, of course,
that she ran away twice before she was married.
But you know how unfair people often are. |
mysaf don't believe she ran away more than once.

HESTER. Mr. Arbuthnot is very charming.

LADY CARCLINE. Ah, yed the young man who
has a post in a bank. Lady Hunstanton is most
kind in asking him here, and Lord Illingworth
sams to have taken quite a fancy to him. | am
not sure, however, that Jane is right in taking
him out of his position. In my young days, Miss
Wordey, one nevpa® met any one in society who
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worked for their living. It was not conddered
the thing.

HESTER. In America those are the people we
respect most.

LADY CAROLINE. | have no doubt of it.

HESTER. Mr. Arbuthnot has a beautiful na-
ture! Heisso smple, so sincere. He has one of
the most beautiful natures | have ever come
across. It is a privilege to meet him.

LADY CAROLINE. It is not customary, in Eng-
land, Miss Wordey, for a young lady to spesk
with such enthusiasm of any person of the oppo-
gte sex. English women conced their fedlings
till after they are married. They show them then.

HESTER. Do you, in England, alow no friend-
ship to exist between a young man and a young

irl?
| [Enter LADY HUNSTANTON followed by FOOTMAN
with shawls and a cushion.]

LADY CAROLINE. We think it very inadvisable.
Jane, | was just saying what a pleasant party you
have asked us to meet. You have a wonderful
power of selection. It is quite a gift.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Dear Caroline, how kind* of
you! | think we dl do fit in very nicely together.
And | hope our charming American visitor will
cary back pleasant recollections of our English
country life. [To FOOTMAN,] The cushion there,
Francis. And my shawl. The Shetland. Get
the Shetland.

[Exit FOOTMAN for shaw]

[Enter GERALD ARBUTHNOT]
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GERALD. Lady Hunstanton, | have such good
news to tell you. Lord Illingworth has just of-
fered to make me his secretary.

LADY HUNSTANTON. His secretary? That is
good news indeed, Gerald. It means a very bril-
liant future in store for you. Your dear mother
will be delighted. | redly must try and induce
her to come up here to-night. Do you think she
would, Gerald? | know how difficult it is to get
her to go anywhere.

GERALD. Oh! | am sure she would, Lady Hun-
gtanton, if she knew Lord Illingworth had made
me such an offer.

[Enter FOOTMAN with shaivl.]

LADY HUNSTANTON. | will write and tell her
about it, and ask her to come up and meet him.
[To FOOTMAN.] Just wait, Francis. [Writes letter.]

LADY CARCLINE. That is a very wonderful
opening for so young a man as you are, Mr. Ar-
buthnot.

GERALD. It isindeed, Lady Caroline. | trust
| shal be able to show mysdf worthy of it.

LADY CAROLINE. | trust SO.

GERALD [To HESTER]. You have not congratu-
lated me yet, Miss Wordey.

HESTER. Areyou very pleased about it?

GERALD. Of coursel am. It meanseverything
to me—things that were out of the reach of hope
before may be within hope's reach now.

HESTER. Nothing should be out of the reach of
hope. Life is a hope.

LADY HUNSTANTON. 1 fancy, Caroling that
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Diplomacy is what Lord Illingworth is aiming at.
| heard that he was offered Vienna But that
may not be true.

LADY CAROLINE. | don't think that England
should be represented abroad by an unmarried
man, Jane. It might lead to complications.

LADY HUNSTANTON. You are too nervous, Car-
oline. Believe me, you are too nervous. Besides,
Lord Illingworth may marry any day. | wasin
hopes he would have married Lady Kelso. But |
believe he said her family was too large. Or was
it her feet? | forget which. | regret it very much.
She was made to be an ambassador's wife.

LADY CAROLINE. She certainly has a wonderful
faculty of remembering peopl€'s names, and for-
getting their faces.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Weéll, that is very natural,
Caroline, isit not? [ToFOOTMAN,] Tell Henry to
wait for an answer. | have written aline to your
dear mother, Gerald, to tell her your good news,
and to say she really must come to dinner.

[Exit FOOTMAN]

GERALD. That is awfully kind of you, Lady
Hunstanton. [TOHESTER.] Will you come for a
stroll, Miss Wordey?

HESTER. With pleasure.  [Exit with GERALD]

LADY HUNSTANTON. | am very much gratified
at Gerdd Arbuthnot's good fortune. He is quite
aprologeof mine. And | am particularly pleased
that Lord Illingworth should have made the offer
of his own accord without my suggesting anything.
Nobody likes to be asked favours. | remember
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poor Cliarlotte Pagden making hersdf quite un-
popular one season because she had a French
governess she wanted to recommend to every
one.

LADY CAROLINE. | saw the governess, Jane.
L ady Pagden sent her to me. |t wasbefore Eleanor
came out. She was far too good-looking to be in
any respectable household. | don't wonder Lady
Pagden was so anxious to get rid of her.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah, that explains it.

LADY CAROLINE. John, the grass is too damp
for you. You had better go and put on your over-
shoes at once.

SIR JOHN. | am quite comfortable, Caroline, |
assure you.

LADY CAROLINE. You must alow me to be the
best judge of that, John. Pray do as | tell you.

[SR JOHN gets up and goes off.]

LADY HUNSTANTON. You spoil him, Caroline,
you do indeed!

[Enter MRS. ALLONBY and LADY STUTFIELD]

[TOMRS.ALLONBY.] Weéll, dear, | hopeyou like
the park. It is sad to be well timbered.

MRS. ALLONBY. The trees are wonderful, Lady
Hunstanton.

LADY STUTHIELD. Quite, quite wonderful.

MRS. ALLONBY. But somehow, | fed sure that
if 1 lived in the country for sx months, | should
become so unsophisticated that no one would
take the dightest notice of me.

LADY HUNSTANTON. | assure you, dear, that the
.country has not that effect at dl. Why, it was
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from Melthrope, which is only two miles from
here, that Lady Belton eloped with Lord Fethers-
dale. | remember the occurrence perfectly. Poor
Lord Belton died three days afterwards of joy,
or gout. | forget which. We had a large party
saying here a the time, so we were dl very
much interested in the whole affair.

MRS. ALLONBY. | think to elope is cowardly.
It's running away from danger. And danger has
become so rare in modern life.

LADY CAROLINE. As far as| can make out, the
young women of the present day seem to make it
the sole object of their lives to be aways playing
withfire.

MRS. ALLONBY. The one advantage of playing
with fire, Lady Caroline, is that one never gets
even singed. It is the people who don't know
how to play with it who get burned up.

LADY STUTFIELD. Yes; | see that. It is very,
very helpful.

LADY HUNSTANTON. | don't know how the
world would get on with such a theory as that,
dear Mrs. Allonby.

LADY STUTHELD. Ah!' The world was made
for men and not for women.

MRS. ALLONBY. Oh, don't say that, Lady Stut-
fiedd. We have a much better time than they
have. There are far more things forbidden to us
than are forbidden to them.

LADY STUTHELD. Yes, that is quite, quite true.
| had not thought of that.

[Enter SR JOHN and MR. KELVIL|]
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LADY HUNSTANTON. Wédll, Mr. Kelvil, have you
got through your work?

KELVIL. 1| have finished my writing for the day,
Lady Hunstanton. It has been an arduous task.
The demands on the time of a public man are very
heavy now-a-days, very heavy indeed. And |
don't think they meet with adequate recognition.

LADY CAROLINE. John, have you got your over-
shoes on?

SIR JOHN. Yes my love.

LADY CAROLINE. | think you had better come
over here, John. It is more sheltered.

SR JOHN. | am quite comfortable, Caroline.

LADY CAROLINE. | think not, John. You had
better st besde me. [SIR JOHN rises and goes
across)]

LADY STUTFEELD. And what have you been
writing about this morning, Mr. Kelvil?

KELVIL. Ontheusud subject, Lady Stutfield.
On Purity.

LADY STUTFIELD. That must be such a very,
very interesting thing to write about.

KELVIL. It isthe one subject of redly national
importance, now-a-days, Lady Stutfield. | pur-
pose addressing my congtituents on the question
before Parliament meets. | find that the poorer
dasss of this country display a marked desre
for a higher ethicd standard.

LADY STUTHELD. How quite, quite nice of them.

LADY CAROLINE. Are you in favour of women
taking part in politics, Mr. Kettle?

SR JOHN. Kaelvil, my love, Kelvil.
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KELVIL. The growing influence of women is the
one reassuring thing in our political life, Lady
Caroline.  Women are dways on the side of mor-
ality, public and private.

LADY STUTFIELD. It is so very, very gratifying
to hear you say that.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah, yes! the mora quali-
ties in women—that is the important thing. | am
afraid, Caroline, that dear Lord Illingworth
doesnt vaue the mora qualities in women as
much as he should.

[Enter LORD ILLINGWORTH,]

LADY STUTFIELD. The world says that Lord
Illingworth is very, very wicked.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. But what world says that,
Lady Stutfield? It must be the next world. This
world and | are on excellent terms.  [Sits down
besde MRS. ALLONBY]

LADY STUTFIELD. Every one / know says you
are very, very wicked.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. It is perfectly monstrous
the way people go about, now-a-days, saying
things againgt one behind one's back that are ab-
solutely and entirely true.

LADY HTINSTANTON. Dear Lord Illingworth is
quite hopeless, Lady Stutfield. | have given up
trying to reform him. It would take a Public
Company with a Board of Directors and a paid
Secretary to do that. But you have the secretary
dready, Lord Illingworth, haven't you? Gerdd
Arbuthnot has told us of his good fortune; it is
realy most kind of you.
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LORD ILLINGWORTH. Oh, don't say that, Lady
Hunstanton. Kind is a dreadful word. | took a
great fancy to young Arbuthnot the moment |
met him, and helll be of considerable use to mein
something | am foolish enough to think of doing.

LADY HUNSTANTON. He is an admirable young
man. And his mother is one of my dearest
friends. He has just gone for a wak with our
pretty American. She is very pretty, is she not?

LADY CAROLINE. Far too pretty. These Ameri-
can girls carry off dl the good matches. Why can't
they stay in their own country? They are dways
telling us it is the Paradise of women.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. It is, Lady Caroline.
That is why, like Eve, they are s0 extremely
anxious to get out of it.

LADY CAROLINE. Who are Miss Wordey's pa
rents?

LORD ILLINGWORTH.  American women are won-
derfully clever in concealing their parents.

LADY HUNSTANTON. My dear Lord Illingworth,
what do you mean? MissWordey, Caraline, isan
orphan. Her father was a very wealthy million-
are, or philanthropist, or both, | believe, who en-
tertained my son quite hospitably, when he vis
ited Boston. | don't know how he made his
money, originaly.

KELVIL. | fancy in Americandry goods.

LADY HUNSTANTON. What are American dry
goods?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. American novels.

LADY HUNSTANTON. How very singular! . . .



ACTi] A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE 103

Widll, fromwhatever source her largefortune came,
| have a great esteem for Miss Wordey. She
dresses exceedingly well.  All Americans do dress
well. They get their clothes in Paris.

MRS. ALLONBY. They say, Lady Hunstanton,
that when good Americans die they go to Paris.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Indeed? And when bad
Americans die, where do they go to?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Oh, they go to America

KELVIL. | am afraid you don't appreciate
America, Lord Illingworth. It is a very remark-
able country, especidly consdering its youth.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. The youth of America is
their oldest tradition. It has been going on now
for three hundred years. To hear them talk one
would imagine they were in their first childhood.
As far as civilisation goes they are in ther
second.

KELVIL. Thereisundoubtedly agreat deal of
corruption in American politics. | suppose you
alude to that?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | WOllder.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Politics are in a very sad
way everywhere, | amtold. They certainly arein
England. Dear Mr. Cardew is ruining the coun-
try. | wonder Mrs. Cardew dlows him. | am
sure, Lord Illingworth, you don't think that un-
educated people should be allowed to have votes?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. 1 think they are the only
people who should.

KELVIL. Do you take no side then in modern
politics, Lord Illingworth?
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LORD ILLINGWORTH. One should never take
sdesin anything, Mr. KclviL Taking sidesisthe
beginning of sincerity, and earnestness follows
shortly afterwards, and the human being becomes
abore. However, the House of Commons redly
'does very little harm.  You can't make people
good by Act of Parliament—that is something.

KELVIL. You cannot deny that the House of
Commons has dways shown great sympathy with
the sufferings of the poor.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. That is its specid vice.
That is the specid vice of the age. One should
sympathise with the joy, the beauty, the colour of
life. The less sad about life's sores the better,
Mr. Kelvil.

KELVIL. Stll our East End is a very important
problem.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Quite so. It is the prob-
lem of davery. And we are trying to solve it by
amusing the daves.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Certainly, agreat deal may
be done by means of cheap entertainments, asyou
sy, Lord lllingworth. Dear Dr. Daubeny, our
rector here, provides, with the assstance of his
curates, redly admirable recrestions for the poor
during the winter. And much good may be done
by means of a magic lantern, or a missionary, or
some popular amusement of that kind.

LADY CAROLINE. | am not a dl in favour of
amusements for the poor, Jane. Blankets and
cods are sufficient. There is too much love of
pleasure amongst the upper dases asitis  Hedlth
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is what we want in modern life. The tone is not
healthy, not healthy at dl.

KELVIL. You are quite right, Lady Caroline.

LADY CAROLINE. | believe | am usualy right.

MRS. ALLONBY. Horrid word 'health/

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Silliest word in our lan-
guage, and one knows so well the popular idea of
health. The English country gentleman galloping
after a fox—the unspeakable in full pursuit of the
uneatable.

KELVIL. May | ak, Lord lllingworth, if you
regard the House of Lords as a better institution
than the House of Commons?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. A much better institution,
of course. Wein the House of Lords are never in
touch with public opinion. That makes us a
civilised body.

KELVIL. Are you serious in putting forward
such a view?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Quite serious, Mr. Kelvil.
[To MRS ALLONBY.] Vulgar habit that is people
have now-a-days of asking one, after one hasgiven
them an idea, whether one is serious or not.
Nothing is serious except passon. The intellect
is not aserious thing, and never hasbeen. Itisan
instrument on which one plays, that is dl. The.
only serious form of intellect | know is the British
intellect. And on the British intellect the illiter-
ates play the drum.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Wheat are you saying, Lord
[llingworth, about the drum?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | was merely talking to
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Mrs. Allonby about the leading articles in the
London newspapers.

LADY HUNSTANTON. But do you believe all that
is written in the newspapers?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | do. Now-adays it is
only the unreadable that occurs. [Riseswith MRS.
ALLONBY ]

LADY HUNSTANTON. Are you going, Mrs. Al-
lonby?

MRS. ALLONBY. Just as far as the conservatory.
Lord Illingworth told me this morning that there
was an orchid there as beautiful as the seven
deadly sins. .

LADY HUNSTANTON. My dear, | hope there is
nothing of the kind. | will certainly speek to the
gardener. [Exit MRS. ALLONBY and LORD ILLING-
WORTH]

LADY CAROLINE. Remarkabletype, Mrs. Allonby.

LADY HUNSTANTON. She lets her clever tongue
run away with her sometimes.

LADY CAROLINE. Is that the only thing, Jane,
Mrs. Allonby alows to run away with her?

LADY HUNSTANTON. | hope so, Caroling, | am
sure.

[Enter LORD ALFRED]

Dear Lord Alfred, do join us. [LORD ALFRED
sits down beside LADY STUTFIELD]

LADY CAROLINE. You believe good of every
one, Jane. It is agreat fault.

LADY STUTHELD. Do you redly, redly think,
Lady Caroline, that one should believe evil of
every one?
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LADY CAROLINE. | think it is much safer to do
0, Lady Stutfield. Until, of course, people are
found out to be good. But that requires a grest
ded of investigation, now-adays.

LADY STUTFIELD. But there is so much unkind
scandd in modern life.

LADY CAROLINE. Lord Illingworth remarked to
me last night a dinner that the basis of every
scandal is an absolutely immoral certainty.

KELVIL. Lord Illingworth is, of course, avery
brilliant man, but he seems to me to be lacking in
that fine faith in the nobility and purity of life
which is so important in this century.

LADY STUTHELD. Yes, quite, quite important,
isit not?

KELVIL. He gives me the impresson of a man
who does not appreciate the beauty of our Eng-
lish home-life. | should say that he was tainted
with foreign ideas on the subject.

LADY STUTFIELD. There is nothing, nothing like
the beauty of home-life, is there?

KELVIL. Itisthe mainstay of our moral system
in England, Lady Stutfield. Without it we
would become like our neighbours.

LADY STUTFIELD. That would be s, S0 sad,
would it not?

KELVIL. | am afraid, too, that Lord Illingworth
regards woman simply as a toy. Now, | have
never regarded woman as a toy. Woman is the
intellectua helpmate of man in public asin private
life. Without her we should forget the true idedls,
[Stsdown besideLADY STUTHELD.]
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LADY STUTHELD. | am so very, very glad to
hear you say that.

LADY CAROLINE. You a married man, Mr.
Kettle?

SIRJOHN. Kelvil, dear. Kelvil.

KELVIL. | am married, Lady Caroline.

LADY CAROLINE. Family?

KELVIL. Yes

LADY CAROLINE. How many?

KELVIL. Eight.

[LADY STUTHELD turns her attention to LORD
ALFRED.]

LADY CAROLINE. Mrs. Kettle and the children
ae, | suppose, at the seaside? [SIR JOHN shrugs his
shoulders)

KELVIL. My wife is a the seadde with the
children, Lady Caroline.

LADY CAROLINE. You will join them later on,
no doubt?

KELVIL. If my public engagements permit me.

LADY CAROLINE. Your public life must be a
grest source of gratification to Mrs. Kettle?

SR JOHN. Kelvil, my love, Kelvil.

LADY STUTFIELD [To LORD ALFRED]. HOW Very,
very charming those gold-tipped cigarettes of
yoursare, Lord Alfred.

LORD ALFRED. They are awfully expensive.
| can only afford them when I'm in debt.

LADY STUTHELD. It must be terribly, terribly
distressing to be in debt.

LORD ALFRED. One must have some occupation
now-ardays. If | hadn't my debts | shouldn't
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have anything to think about. All the chaps |
know are in debt.

LADY STUTFIELD. But don't the people to whom
you owe the money give you agreat, great ded of
annoyance?

[Enter FOOTMAN,]

LORD ALFRED. Oh no, they write; | don't.

LADY STUTHELD. How very, very strange.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah, here is a letter, Caro-
line, from dear Mrs. Arbuthnot. She won't dine.
| am so sorry. But she will come in the evening.
| am very pleased indeed. Sheis one of the swest-
es of wpmen. Writes a beautiful hand, too, so
large, so firm. [Hands letter to LADY CAROLINE,]

LADY CAROLINE. [Lookingatit]. A littlelacking
in femininity, Jane. Femininity is the quality |
admire most in women.

LADY HUNSTANTON [Taking back letter and leaving
itontable]. Oh! sheisvery feminine, Caroline, and
S0 good, too. You should hear what the Arch-
deacon says of her. He regards her as his right
hand in the parish. [FOOTMAN speaksto her.] In
the Yellow Drawing-room. Shal we al go in?
Lady Stutfield, shal we go in to tea?

LADY STUTHELD. With pleasure, Lady Hun-
stanton. [They rise and proceed to go off. SIR JOHN
offers to carry LADY STUTFIELD'S cloak ]

LADY CAROLINE. John! If you would alow
your nephew to look after Lady Stutfield's cloak,
you might help me with my workbasket.

[Enter LORD ILLINGWORTH and MRS. ALLONBY ]

SIR JOHN. Certainly, my love. [Exeunt.]
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MRS. ALLONBY. Curiousthing, plainwomen are
aways jedous of their husbands, beautiful women
never arel

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Beautiful women never
have time. They are always so occupied in being
jealous of other people's husbands.

MRS. ALLONBY. | should have thought Lady
Caroline would have grown tired of conjuga anx-
iety by thistime! Sr John is her fourth!

LORD ILLINGWORTH. So much marriage is cer-
tainly not becoming. Twenty years of romance
make awoman look like a ruin; but twenty years
of marriage make her something like a public
building.

MRS. ALLONBY. Twenty years of romance! Is
there such a thing?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Not in our day. Women
have become too brilliant. Nothing spoils a ro-
mance so much asasense of humour in thewoman.

MRS. ALLONBY. Or the want of it in the man.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. You are quiteright. Ina
Temple every one should be serious, except the
thing that is worshipped.

MRS. ALLONBY. And that should be man?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Women kned so grace-
fully; men don't.

MRS. ALLONBY. You are thinking of Lady Stut-
field!

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | assure you | have not
thought of Lady Stutfield for the last quarter of
an hour.

MRS. ALLONBY. Isshe such a mystery?
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LORD ILLINGWORTH. She is more than a mys-
tery—she is a mood.

MRS. ALLONBY. Moods don't last.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. It istheir chief charm.

[Enter HESTER and GERALD.]

GERALD. Lord Illingworth, every one has been
congratulating me, Lady Hunstanton and Lady
Caroline, and . . . every one. | hope | sndl
make a good secretary.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. You will be the pattern
secretary, Gerald. [Talks to him]

MRS. ALLONBY. You enjoy country life, Miss
Wordey?

HESTER. Very much indeed.

MRS. ALLONBY. Don't find yoursalf longing for
a London dinner party?

HESTER. | didike London dinner parties.

MRS. ALLONBY. | adore them. The clever peo-
ple never listen, and the stupid people never talk.

HESTER. | think the stupid people talk a great
dedl.

MRS. ALLONBY. Ah, | never listen!

LORD ILLINGWORTH. My dear boy, if | didn't
likeyou | wouldn't have made you the offer. Itis
because | like you so much that | want to have you
with me.

[Exit HESTER With GERALD.]
Charming fellow, Gerad Arbuthnot!

MRS. ALLONBY. He is very nice; very nice in-
deed. But | can't stand the American young lady.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Why?

URS. ALLONBY. She told me yesterday, and in
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quite a loud voice too, that she was only eighteen.
It was most annhoying.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. One should never trust a
woman who tells one her real age. A woman who
would tell one that would tell one anything.

MRS. ALLONBY. Sheis a Puritan besdes——

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Ah, that isinexcusable. |
don't mind plain women being Puritans. It isthe
only excuse they have for being plain. But sheis
decidedly pretty. | admire her immensely.
[Looks steadfastly at MRS. ALLONBY |

MRS. ALLONBY. What a thoroughly bad man
you must be!

LORD ILLINGWORTH. What do you cdl a bad
man?

MRS. ALLONBY. The sort of man who admires
innocence.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. And a bad woman?

MRS, ALLONBY. Oh! the sort of woman a man
never gets tired of.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. You are severe—on your-
sf.

MRS. ALLONBY. Define us as a sx.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Sphinxes without secrets.

MRS. ALLONBY. Does that include the Puritan
women?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Do you know, | don't be-
lieve in the exigtence of Puritan women! | don't
think there is a woman in the world who would
not be alittle flattered if one made love to her.
It is .that which makes women so irresgtibly
adorabjo. T
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MBS ALLONBY. You think there isno woman in
the world who would object to being kissed?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Very few.

MRS. ALLONBY. MissWordey would not let you
kiss her.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Are you sure?

MRS. ALLONBY. Quite.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. What do you think shed
do if | kissed her?

MRS. ALLONBY. Either marry you, or strike you
across the face with her glove. What would you
do if she struck you across the face with her
glove?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Fdl in love with her,
probably.

MRS. ALLONBY. Then it is lucky you are not
going to kiss her!

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Is that a challenge?

MRS. ALLONBY. It is an arrow shot into the air.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Don't you know that |
aways succeed in whatever | try?

MRS. ALLONBY. | am sorry to hear it. We
women adore Jaijures. They lean on us.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. YOU Worship SUCCCSSES
You cling to them.

MRS. ALLONBY. We are the laurds to hide their
baldness.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. And they need you aiways,
except at the moment of triumph.

MRS. ALLONBY. They are uninteresting then.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. How tantalisng you are!
[A pause]
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MBS. ALLONBY. Lord Illingworth, there is one
thing | shdl always like you for.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Only one thing? And |
have so many bad qualities.

MRS. ALLONBY. Ah, don't be too conceited
about them. You may lose them as you grow old.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | never intend to grow old.
The soul isborn old but growsyoung. That is the
comedy of life.

MRS. ALLONBY. And the body is born young
and grows old. That is life's tragedy.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Its comedy aso, some-
times. But what is the mysterious reason why
you will always like me?

MRS. ALLONBY. It isthat you have never made
love to me.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | have never done any-
thing ese

MRS. ALLONBY. Redly? | have not noticed it.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. How fortunate! It might
have been a tragedy for both of us.

MRS. ALLONBY. We should each have survived.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. One can survive every-
thing now-a-days, except death, and live down
anything except a good reputation.

MRS. ALLONBY. Have you tried a good repute:
tion?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. It is one of the many an-
noyances to which | have never been subjected.

MRS. ALLONBY. It may come.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Why do you threasten me?

MRS, ALLONBY. | will tell you when you have
kissed the Puritan.
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[Enter FOOTMAN]
FRANCIS. Teaissaved in the Yelow Drawing-

room, my lord.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Tdl her ladyship we are
coming in.

FRANCIS. Yes my lord. [Exit.]

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Shal we go in to tea?

MRS. ALLONBY. Do you like such smple
pleasures?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | adore smple pleasures.
They are the last refuge of the complex. But, if
you wish, let us stay here. Yes, let us stay here.
The Book of Life begins with aman and a woman
in a garden.

MRS. ALLONBY. It ends with Reveations.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. You fence divinely. But
the button has come off your foil.

MRS. ALLONBY. | have ill the mask.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. It makes your eyes love-
lier.

MRS. ALLONBY. Thank you. Come.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. [SeesMRS. ARBUTHNOT'S let-
ter on table, and takes it up and looks at envelope]
What a curious handwriting! It reminds me of
the handwriting of a woman | used to know years
ago.

MRS. ALLONBY. Who?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Oh! no one No one in
particular. A woman of no importance. [Throws
letter doim, and passes up the steps of the terrace
with MRS, ALLONBY. They smile at each other.]

ACT-DROP



ACT 1l

SCENE—Drawing-room at Hunstanton, after din-
ner, lamps lit. Door L.C. Door B.C.

[Ladies seated on sofas)

MRS. ALLONBY. What a comfort it is to have
got rid of the men for alittle!

LADY STUTHELD. Yes, men persecute us dread-
fully, don't they?

MRS. ALLONBY. Persecuteus? | wish they did.

LADY HUNSTANTON. My dear!

MRS. ALLONBY. The annoying thing is that the
wretches can be perfectly happy without us.
That iswhy | think it is every woman's duty neve:
to leave them done for a single moment, except
during this short breathing space after dinner;
without which | believe we poor women would
be absolutely worn to shadows.

[Enter SERVANTS with coffee}

LADY HUNSTANTON. Worn to shadows, dear?

MRS. ALLONBY. Yes, Lady Hunstanton. It is
such a strain keeping men up to the mark. They
are always trying to escape from us.

LADY STUTHELD. It seemsto me that it is we
who are dways trying to escgpe from them. Men
aresovery, very heartless. They know their pow-
er and useiit.

LADY CAROLINE [Takes coffee from SERVANT].
What stuff and nonsense dl this about men id

116
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The thing to do is to keep men in their proper

place.

MRS. ALLONBY. But what is their proper place,
Lady Caroline?

LADY CAROLINE. Looking after their wives,
Mrs. Allonby.

MRS. ALLONBY [Takes coffee from SERVANT].
Really? And if they're not married?

LADY CAROLINE. If they are not married, they
should be looking after a wife. It's perfectly
scandalous the amount of bachelors who are
going about society. There should be alaw passed
to compel them dal to marry within twelve
months.

LADY STUTHELD [Refuses coffee].  But if they're
in love with some one who, perhaps, is tied to
another?

LADY CAROLINE. In that case, Lady Stutfield,
they should be married off in a week to some
plain respectable girl, in order to teach them not
to meddle with other people's property.

MRS. ALLONBY. | don't think that we should
ever be spoken of as other people's property.
All men are married women's property. That is
the only true definition of what married women's
property redly is But we don't belong to any
one.

LADY STUTFIELD. Oh, | am so very, very glad
to hear you say 0.

LADY HUNSTANTON. But do you redly think,
dear Caroline, that legidation would improve
matters in any way? | am told that, now-a-days,
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dl the married men live like bachdlors, and dl the
bachelors like married men.

MRS. ALLONBY. | certainly never know one
from the other.

LADY STUTFIELD. Oh, | think one can aways
know at once whether a man has home clams
upon his life or not. | have noticed a very, very
sad expression in the eyes of so many married
men.

MRS. ALLONBY. Ah, al that I ljave noticed is
that they are horribly tedious when they are good
husbands, and abominably conceited when they
are not.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Weéell, | suppose the type of
hushand has completely changed since my young
days, but I'm bound to state that poor dear
Hunstanton was the most delightful of creatures,
and as good as gold.

MRS. ALLONBY. Ah, my husband is a sort of
promissory note; | am tired of meeting him.

LADY CAROLINE. But you renew him from time
totime, don't you?

MRS. ALLONBY. Oh no, Lady Caroline. | have
only had one husband as yet. | suppose you look
upon me as quite an amateur.

LADY CAROLINE. With your viewson life | won-
der you married at al

MRS. ALLONBY. So do .

LADY HUNSTANTON. My dear child, | believe
you are redly very happy in your married life,
but that you like to hide your happiness from
others.
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MRS. ALLONBY. | assure you | was horribly de-
ceved in Ernest.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Oh, | hope not, dear. |
knew his mother quite well. She was a Stratton,
Caroline, one of Lord Crowland's daughters.

LADY CAROLINE. Victoria Stratton? 1 remem-
ber her perfectly. A dglly fair-haired woman with
no chin.

MRS. ALLONBY. Ah, Ernest has a chin. He has
avery strong chin, a square chin.  Ernest's chin is
far too square.

LADY STUTFIELD. But do you redly think a
man's chin can be too square? | think a man
should look very, very strong, and that his chin
should be quite, quite square.

MRS. ALLONBY. Then you should certainly know
Ernest, Lady Stutfield. It is only fair to tell you
beforehand he has got no conversation at all.

LADY STUTFIELD. | adore silent meo.

MRS. ALLONBY. Oh, Ernest isn't slent. He
talks the whole time. But he has got no conver-
sation.  What he taks about | don't know. |
haven't listened to him for years.

“LADY STUTFIELD. Have you never forgiven him
then? How sad that seems! But dl life is very,
very sad, isit not?

MRS. ALLONBY. Life, Lady Stutfield, is smply a
rnamais quart d'heure made up of exquisite mo-
ments.

LADY STUTHELD. Yes, there are moments, cer-
tanly. But was it something very, very wrong
that Mr. Allonby did? Did he become angry
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with you, and say anything that was unkind or
true?

MRS. ALLONBY. Oh dear, no. Ernest is invari-
ably cam. That is one of the reasons he dways
gets on my nerves. Nothing is so aggravating as
cdmness. There is something postively brutal
about the good temper of most modern men. |
wonder we women stand it aswell aswe do.

LADY STUTHELD. Yes, men's good temper
shows they are not so senditive as we are, not so
finely strung. It makes a great barrier often be-
tween husband and wife, doesit not? But | would
so much like to know what was the wrong thing
Mr. Allonby did.
© MBS. ALLONBY. Wadll, | will tell you, if you
solemnly promise to tell everybody dse.

LADY STUTHELD. Thank you, thank you. |
will make a point of repeating it.

MRS. ALLONBY. When Ernest and | were en-
gaged he swore to me positively on his knees that
he never had loved any one before in the whole
course of hislife. | was very young at the time,
so | didn't believe him, | needn't tell you. Un-
fortunately, however, | made no enquiries of any
kind till after | had been actudly married four or
five months. | found out then that what he had
told me was perfectly true. And that sort of thing
makes a man so absolutely uninteresting.

LADY HUNSTANTON. My dear!

MRS. ALLONBY. Men dways want to be a
woman's first love. That is their clumsy vanity.
We women have a more subtle instinct about
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things. What we like is to be a man's last
romance.

LADY STUTFIELD. | see what you mean. It's
very, very beautiful..

LADY HUNSTANTON. My dear child, you don't
mean to tell me that you won't forgive your hus-
band because he never loved any one ese? Did
you ever hear such athing, Caroline? | am quite
surprised.

LADY CAROLINE. Oh, women have become so
highly educated, Jane, that nothing should sur-
prise us now-adays, except happy marriages.
They apparently are getting remarkably rare.

MRS. ALLONBY. Oh, they're quite out of date.

LADY STUTFIELD. Except amongst the middle
dasss, | have been told.

MRS, ALLONBY. How like the middle classes!

LADY STUTHELD. Yes—is it not?—uvery, very
like them.

LADY CAROLINE. If what you tell us about the
middle dassesis true, Lady Stutfield, it redounds
greatly to their credit. It is much to be regretted
that in our rank of life the wife should be so per-
sistently frivolous, under the impresson appar-
ently that it is the proper thing to be. It isto that
| attribute the unhappiness of so many marriages
we al know of in society.

MRS. ALLONBY. Do you know, Lady Caroline,
| don't think the frivolity of thewife has ever any-
thing to do with it. More marriages are ruined
now-a-days by the common sense of the husband
than by anything dse. How can a woman be ex-
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pected to be happy with a man who inssts on
treating her as if she were a perfectly rational
being?

LADY HUNSTANTON. My dear!

MRS. ALLONBY. Man, poor, awkward, reliable,
necessary man beongs to a sex that has been
rational for millions and millions of years. He
can't help himself. Itisinhisrace. The History
of Womanisvery different. Wehavealwaysbeen
picturesgue protests against the mere existence of
common sense. We saw its dangersfrom the first.

LADY STUTFIELD. Yes, the common sense of
husbands is certainly most, most trying. Do tell
me your conception of the Ideal Husband. |
think it would be so very, very helpful.

MRS. ALLONBY. The Ideal Husband? There
couldnt be such a thing. The ingtitution is
wrong.

LADY STUTHELD. The Ideal Man, then, in his
relaions to us.

LADY CAROLINE. He would probably be ex-
tremely redlidtic.

MRS. ALLONBY. The Ideal Man! Oh, the Ided
Man should talk to us asif we were goddesses, and
treet us as if we were children. He should refuse
al our serious requests, and gratify every one of
our whims. He should encourage us to have
cgprices, and forbid us to have missons He
should adways say much more than.he means, and
aways mean much more than he says

LADY HUNSTANTON. But how could he do both,
dear?
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MRS. ALLONBY. He should never run down other
pretty women. That would show he had no taste,
or make one suspect that he had too much. No;
he should be nice about them al, but say that
somehow they don't attract him.

LADY STITTHELD. Yes that is adways very,
very pleasant to hear about other women.

MRS. ALLONBY. If we ask him a question about
anything, he should give us an answer al about
ourselves. He should invariably praise us for
whatever qualities he knows we haven't got. But
he should be pitiless, quite pitiless, in reproaching
us for the virtues that we have never dreamed of
possessing. He should never believe that we know
the use of useful things. That would be unfor-
givable. But he should shower on us everything
we don't want.

LADY CAROLINE. Asfar as | can s heis to do
nothing but pay bills and compliments.

MRS. ALLONBY. He should persistently com-
promise us in public, and treat us with absolute
respect when we are done. And yet he should
be dways ready to have a perfectly terrible
scene, whenever we want one, and to become mis-
erable, absolutely miserable, at a moment's notice,
and to overwhelm us with just reproaches in less
than twenty minutes, and to be positively violent
at the end of haf an hour, and to leave us for ever
a a quarter to eight, when we have to go and
dress for dinner. And, when, after that, one has
seen him for really the lagt time, and he has refused
to take back the little things he has given one,
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and promised never to communicate with one
again, or to write one any foolish letters, he should
be perfectly broken-hearted, and telegraph to one
dl day long, and send one little notes every haf
hour by a private hansom, and dine quite aone at
the club, so that every one should know how un-
happy he was. And after awhole dreadful week,
during which one has gone about everywhere with
one's hushand, just to show how absolutely lonely
one was, he may be given a third last parting, in
the evening, and then, if his conduct has been
quite irreproachable, and one has behaved really
badly to him, he should be alowed to admit that
he has been entirely in the wrong, and when he
has admitted that, it becomes a woman's duty to
forgive, and one can do it dl over again from the
beginning, with variations.

LADY HUNSTANTON. How clever you are, my
dear! You never mean a single word you say.

LADY STUTHELD. Thank you, thank you. It
has been quite, quite entrancing. | must try and
remember it all. There are such a number of de-
tals that are so very, very important.

LADY CAROLINE. But you have not told us yet
what the reward of the Ideal Man isto be.

MRS. ALLONBY. His reward? Oh, infinite ex-_
pectation. That is quite enough for him.

LADY STUTHELD. But men are so terribly,
terribly exacting, are they not?

MRS. ALLONBY. That makes no matter. One
should never surrender.

LADY STUTHELD. Not even to the Ided Man?
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MRS. ALLONBY. Certainly not to him. Unless,
of course, one wantsto grow tired of him.

LADY STUTHELD. Oh!...yes | seethat. It
isvery, very helpful. Doyouthink, Mrs. Allonby,
| shall ever meet the Ideal Man? Or are there
more than one?

MRS. ALLONBY. There are just four in London,
Lady Stutfield.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Oh, my dear!

MRS. ALLONBY [Going over to her]. What has
happened? Do tell me.

LADY HUNSTANTON [In a low voice]. | had com-
pletely forgotten that the American young lady
has been'in the room &l the time. | am afraid
some of this clever tak may have shocked her a
little.

MRS. ALLONBY. Ah, that will do her so much
good!

LADY HUNSTANTON. Let us hope she didn't
understand much. | think | had better go over
and tak to her. [Rises and goes across to HESTER
WORSLEY.] Weél, dear Miss Wordey. [Stting
down beside her.] How quiet you have been in
your nice little corner dl thistime! | suppose you
have been reading a book? There are so many
books here in the library.

HESTER. No, | have been listening to the con-
versation.

LADY HUNSTANTON.  You mustn't bdieve
everything that was said, you know, dear.

HESTER. | didn't believe any of it.

LADY HUNSTANTON. That is quite right desr.
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HESTER [Continuing]. | couldn't believe that
any women could redly hold such views of life
as | have heard to-night from some of your
guess. [Anawkward patise.]

LADY HUNSTANTON. | hear you have such
pleasant society in America.  Quite like our own
in places, my son wrote to me.

HESTER. There are cliquesin Americaas dse
where, Lady Hunstanton. But true American
society consgsts simply of al the good women and
good men we have in our country.

LADY HUNSTANTON. What a sensble system,
and | dare say quite pleasant too. | am afraid in
England we have too many artificial socid bar-
riers. We don't see as much as we should of the
middle and lower dasses

HESTER. In Americawe have no lower dasses.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Redly? What a very
drange arrangement!

MRS. ALLONBY. What isthat dreadful girl talk-
ing about?

LADY STUTHELD. She is painfully naturd, is
she not?

LADY CAROLINE. There are agreat many things
you haven't got in America, | am told, Miss
Wordey. They say you have no ruins, and no
curiogties.

MRS. ALLONBY [To LADY STUTFIELD]. W hat
nonsense!  They have their mothers and their
manners.

HESTER. The English aristocracy supply us
with our curiogties Lady Caroline. They are
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sent over to us every summer, regularly, in the
deamers, and propose to us the day after they
land. As for ruins, we are trying to build up
something that will last longer than brick or
sone.  [Gets up to take her fan from table)]

LADY HUNSTANTON. What is that, dear? Ah,
yes, an iron Exhibition, isit not, at that place that
has the curious name?

HESTER [Standing by table]. We are trying to
build up life, Lady Hunstanton, on a better,
truer, purer bass than life rests on here. This
sounds strange to you al, no doubt. How could
it sound other than strange? You rich people in
England; you don't know how you are living.
How could you know? You shut out from your
society the gentle and the good. Y ou laugh at the
dmple and the pure. Living, as you dl do, on
others and by them, you sneer at sdlf-sacrifice,
and if you throw bread to the poor, it is merely to
keep them quiet for aseason.  With al your pomp
and wealth and art you don't know how to live—
you don't even know that. You love the beauty
that you can see and touch and handle, the beauty
that you can destroy, and do destroy, but of the
unseen beauty of life, of the unseen beauty of a
higher life, you know nothing. You have log
life's secret.  Oh, your English society seems to
me shalow, sdfish, foolish. It has blinded its
eyes, and stopped its ears. It lies like a leper in
purple. It gts like a dead thing smeared with
gold. Itisal wrong, al wrong.

LADY STUTHELD. | don't think one should
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know of these things. It is not very, very nice,
is it?

LADY HUNSTANTON. My dear Miss Wordey, |
thought you liked English society so much. You
were such asuccessinit. And you were so much
admired by the best people, | quite forget what
Lord Henry Weston said of you—nbut it was most
complimentary, and you know what an authority
he is on beauty.

HESTER. Lord Henry Weston! | remember
him, Lady Hunstanton. A man with a hideous
smile and a hideous past. He is asked every-
where. No dinner-party is complete without him.
What of those whose ruin is due to hini? They
are outcasts. They are nameless. If you met
them in the street you would turn your head
away. | don't complain of their punishment.
Let dl women who have sinned be punished.

[MRS. ARBUTHNOT entersfrom terrace behind in a
cloak with a lace vell over her head. She hears the
last words and starts]

LADY HUNSTANTON. My dear young lady!

HESTER. It is right that they should be pun-
ished, but don't let them be the only ones to suf-
fer. If aman and woman have sinned, let them
both go forth into the desert to love or |oathe each
other there. Let them both be branded. Set a
mark, if you wish, on each, but don't punish the
one and let the other go free. Don't have one law
for men and another for women. Y ou are unjust
to women in England. And till you count what is
ashamein awoman to be an infamy in aman, you
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will dways be unjust, and Right, that pillar of
fire, and Wrong, that pillar of cloud, will be made
dim to your eyes, or be not seen a dl, or if seen,
not regarded.

LADY CAROLINE. Might I, dear Miss Wordey,
asyou are standing up, ask you for my cotton that
is just behind you? Thank you.

LADY HITNSTANTON. My dear Mrs. Arbuthnot!
| am so pleased you have come up. But | didn't
hear you announced.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Oh, | came straight in from
the terrace, Lady Hunstanton, just as | was
You didn't tell me you had a party.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Not a party. Only afew
guests who are staying in the house, and whom
you must know. Allow me. [Tries to help her.
Ringsbell.] Caroline, thisis Mrs. Arbuthnot, one
of my sweetest friends. Lady Caroline Ponte-
fract, Lady Stutfield, Mrs. Allonby, and my
young American friend, Miss Wordey, who has
just been telling us al how wicked we are.

HESTER. | am afraid you think | spoke too
strongly, Lady Hunstanton. But there are some
things in England——

LADY HUNSTANTON. My dear young lady, there
was a great deal of truth, | dare say, in what you
said, and you looked very pretty while you sad it,
which is much more important, Lord Illingworth
would tell us. The only point where | thought
you were a little hard was about Lady Caroline's
brother, about poor Lord Henry. He is redly
such good company.
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[Enter FOOTMAN.]
Take Mrs. Arbuthnot's things.
[Exit FOOTMAN with wraps,]

HESTER. Lady Caroline, 1 had no idea it was
your brother. | am sorry for the pain I must
have caused you—I——

LADY CAROLINE. My dear Miss Wordey, the
only part of your little speech, if | may so term it,
with which | thoroughly agreed, was the part
about my brother. Nothing that you could pos-
sibly say could be too bad for him. | regard Henry
as infamous, absolutely infamous. But | am
bound to state, as you were remarking, Jane,
that he is excellent company, and he' has one
of the best cooks in London, and after a good
dinner one can forgive anybody, even one's own
relations.

LADY HUNSTANTON [To MISS WORSLEY]. Now, do
come, dear, and make friends with Mrs. Arbuth-
not. Sheis one of the good, sweet, smple people
you told us we never admitted into society. | am
sorry to say Mrs. Arbuthnot comes very rarely to
me. But that is not my fault.

MRS. ALLONBY. What a bore it is the men
staying so long after dinner! | expect they are
saying the most dreadful things about us.

LADY STUTFIELD. Do you redly think so?

MRS. ALLONBY. | am SUTC of it

LADY STUTFIELD. How very, very horrid of
them! Shdl we go on to the terrace?

MRS ALLONBY. Oh, anything to get away from
the dowagers and the dowdies [Rises and goes
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with LADY STUTFIELD to door L. c] We are only
going to look at the stars, Lady Hunstanton.

LADY HUNSTANTON. You will find agreat many,
dear, a great many. But don't catch cold. [To
MRS. ARBUTHNOT.] We shdl al miss Gerald so
much, dear Mrs. Arbuthnot.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. But has Lord Illingworth
redly offered to make Gerald his secretary?

LADY HUNSTANTON. Oh, yes! He has been most
charming about it. He has the highest possible
opinion of your boy. You don't know Lord Illing-
worth, | believe, dear.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. 1 have never met him.

LADY HUNSTANTON. You know him by name,
no doubt?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | am afraid | don't. | live
so much out of the world, and see so few people.
| remember hearing years ago of an old Lord
[lingworth who lived in Yorkshire, | think.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah, yes. That would be
the last Earl but one. He wasavery curious man.
He wanted to marry beneath him.  Or wouldn',
| believe. Therewas some scandd about it. The
present Lord Illingworth is quite different. Heis
very distinguished. He does—well, he does noth-
ing, which | am afraid our pretty American visitor
here thinks very wrong of anybody, and | don't
know that he cares much for the subjectsin which
you are so interested, dear Mrs. Arbuthnot. Do
you think, Caroline, that Lord Illingworth is in-
terested in the Housing of the Poor?

LADY CAROLINE. | should fancy not at al, Jane.



% THE PLAYS OF OSCAR WILDE [ACT n

LADY HUNSTANTON. We dl have our different
tastes, have we not? But Lord Illingworth
has a very high position, and there is nothing
he couldn't get if he chose to ak for it. Of
course, he is comparatively a young man ill,
and he has only come to his title within—how
long exactly is it, Caroline, since Lord Illing-
worth succeeded?

LADY CAROLINE. About four years, | think,
Jane. | know it was the same year in which my
brother had his last exposure in the evening news-

S

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah, | remember. That
would be about four years ago. Of course, there
were a great many people between the present
Lord Illingworth and the title, Mrs. Arbuthnot.
There was—who was there, Caroline?

LADY CAROLINE. There was poor Margaret's
baby. You remember how anxious she was to
have aboy, and it was a boy, but it died, and her
husband died shortly afterwards, and she married
amost immediately one of Lord Ascot's sons, who,
| am told, beats her.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah, that is in the family,
dear, that is in the family. And there was a0, |
remember, a clergymanwho wanted to be alunatic,
or alunatic who wanted to be a clergyman, | for-
get which, but | know the Court of Chancery in-
vestigated the matter, and decided that he was
quite sane. And | saw him afterwards at poor
Lord Plumstead's with straws in his hair, or some®
thing very odd about him. | can't recall what. |
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often regret, Lady Caroline, that dear Lady
Cecilia never lived to see her son get the title.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Lady Cecilia?

LADY HUNSTANTON. Lord Illingworth's mother,
dear Mrs. Arbuthnot, was one of the Duchess of
Jerningham's pretty daughters, and she married
Srr Thomas Harford, who wasn't considered a
very good match for her at the time, though he was
sad to be the handsomest man in London. |
knew them dl quite intimately, and both the
sons, Arthur and George.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. It was the eldest son who
succeeded, of course, Lady Hunstanton?

LADY HUNSTANTON. No, dear, he was killed in
the hunting field. Or was it fishing, Caroline? |
forget. But George came in for everything. |
aways tell him that no younger son has ever had
such good luck as he has had.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Lady Hunstanton, | want to
gpeak to Gerald a once.  Might | see him? Can
he be sent for?

LADY HUNSTANTON. Certainly, dear. | will
send one of the servants into the dining-room to
fetchhim. | don't know what keeps the gentlemen
so long. [Rings bell.] When | knew Lord Illing-
worth first as plain George Harford, he was smply
a very brilliant young man about town, with not
a penny of money except what poor dear Lady
Cecilia gave him. She was quite devoted to him.
Chiefly, I fancy, because he was on bad termswith
his father. Oh, hereisthe dear Archdeacon. [To
SERVANT] It doesn't matter.
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[Enter SR JOHN and DOCTOR DAUBENY. SR JOHN
goes over to LADY STUTFIELD, DOCTOR DAUBENY to
LADY HUNSTANTON|]

THE ARCHDEACON. Lord Illingworth has been
mogt entertaining. | have never enjoyed mysdf
more. [Sees MRS, ARBUTHNOT.] Ah, Mrs. Ar-
buthnot

LADY HUNSTANTON [To DOCTOR DAUBENY]. You
%e | have got Mrs. Arbuthnot to come to me at
last.

THE ARCHDEACON. That isagreat honour, Lady
Hunstanton. Mrs. Daubeny will be quite jealous
of you.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah, | am so sorry Mrs.
Daubeny could not come with you to-night.
Headache as usual, | suppose.

THE ARCHDEACON. Yes, Lady Hunstanton; a
perfect martyr. But she is happiest done. She
is happiest done,

LADY CAROLINE [To her husband]. John! [SIR
JOHN goes over to hiswife. DOCTOR DAUBENY talks
to LADY HUNSTANTON and MRS, ARBUTHNOT]

[MRS. ARBUTHNOT watches LORD ILLINGWORTH the
whole time. He has passed across the room without
noticing her, and approaches MRS. ALLONBY, who
wlih LADY STUTFIELD is standing by the door look-
ing on to the terrace)

LORD ILLINGWORTH. How is the most charming
woman in the world?

MRS. ALLONBY (Taking LADY STUTHELD by the
hand].  We are both quite well, thank you, Lord
[llingworth. But what a short time you have been
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in the dining-room! It seems as if we had only
just left.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | was bored to death.
Never opened my lipsthe wholetime. Absolutely
longing to come in to you.

MRS. ALLONBY. You should have. The Ameri-
can girl has been giving us a lecture.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Really? All Americans
lecture, | believe. | suppose it is something in
their climate. What did she lecture about?

MRS. ALLONBY. Oh, Puritanism, of course.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | am going to convert her,
am | not? How long do you give me?

MRS. ALLONBY. A week.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. A week is more than
enough.

[Enter GERALD and LORD ALFRED|

GERALD [Going to MRS. ARBUTHNOT]. Dear
mother!

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Gerad, | don't fed at all
wdl. Seeme home, Gerad. | shouldn't havecome.

GERALD. | am so sorry, mother. Certainly.
But you must know Lord lllingworth first. [Goes
across room)]

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Not to-night, Gerald.

GERALD. Lordlllingworth, | wantyousomuch
to know my mother.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. With the greatest pless
ure. [To MRS. ALLONBY.] [I'll be back in a mo-
ment. People's mothers always bore me to death.
All women become like their mothers. That is

their tragedy.
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MRS. ALLONBY. No man does. That is his.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. What a delightful mood
you are in to-night! [Turns round and goes across
With GERALD to MRS. ARBUTHNOT. When he sees
her, he starts back in wonder. Then sowly his eyes
turn towards GERALD,]

GERALD. Mother, thisis Lord Illingworth, who
has offered to take me as his private secretary.
[MRS. ARBUTHNOT bows coldly.] It is a wonderful
opening for me, isn't it? | hope he won't be dis
appointed in me, that is al. Youll thank Lord
[llingworth, mother, won't you?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Lord Illingworth is very
good, | am sure, to interest himself in you for the
moment.

LORD ILLINGWORTH [Putting his hand on GER-
ALD'S shoulder]. Oh, Gerald and | are great friends
already, Mrs. . . . Arbuthnot.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. There can be nothing in com-
mon between you and my son, Lord Illingworth.

GERALD. Dear mother, how can you say so0?
Of course, Lord Illingworth is awfully clever and
that sort of thing. There is nothing Lord Illing-
worth doesn't know.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. My dear boy!

GERALD. He knows more about life than any
one | have ever met. | feel an awful duffer when
| am with you, Lord Illingworth. Of course, |
have had so few advantages. | have not been to
Eton or Oxford like other chaps. But Lord Illing-
worth doesn't seem to mind that. He has been
awfully good to me, mother.
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MRS.ARBUTHNOT. Lordlllingworthmay change
his mind. He may not redly want you as his
secretary.

GERALD. Mother!

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. 'Y oumust remember, asyou
sad yourself, you have had so few advantages.

MRS. ALLONBY. Lord Illingworth, | want to
speak to you for amoment. Do come over.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Will you excuse me, Mrs.
Arbutlmot? Now, don'tlet your charming mother
make any more difficulties, Gerald. Thethingis
quite settled, isn't it?

GERALD. | hope SO. [LORD ILLINGWORTH goes
acrosstoMRS. ALLONBY ]

MRS.ALLONBY'. I thoughtyouwerenevergoing
to leave the lady in black velvet.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. She is excessively hand-
some. [Looksat MRS. ARBUTHNOT ]

LADY HUNSTANTON. Caroline, shall we all make
amove to the music-room? Miss Worsley isgoing
to play. You'll come too, dear Mrs. Arbuthnot,
won't you? You don't know what a treat is in
store for you. [To DOCTOR DAUBENY.] | must
really take Miss Wordley down some afternoon to
the rectory. | should so much like dear Mrs.
Daubeny to hear her on the violin. Ah, | forgot.
Dear Mrs. Daubeny's hearing is a little defective,
isit not?

THE ARCHDEACON. Her deafness is a great pri-
vation to her. She can't even hear my sermons
now. She reads them at home. But she has
many resources in herself, many resources.
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LADY HUNSTANTON. She reads a good ded, |
Suppose?

THE ARCHDEACON. Just the very largest print.
The eyesight is rapidly going. But she's never
morbid, never morbid.

GERALD [To LORD ILLINGWORTH]. Do Speak to
my mother, Lord Illingworth, before you go into
the music-room. She seems to think, somehow,
you don't mean what you said to me.

MRS. ALLONBY. Aren't you coming?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. In afew moments. Lady
Hunstanton, if Mrs. Arbuthnot would allow me,
| would like to say afew words to her, and we will
join you later on.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah, of COUrSC. You will
have agreat dea to say to her, and she will have a
great dea to thank you for. It is not every son
who,gets such an offer, Mrs. Arbuthnot. But |
know you appreciate that, dear.

LADY CAROLINE. John!

LADY HUNSTANTON. Now, don't keep Mrs.
Arbuthnot too long, Lord Illingworth. We can't
spare her.

[Exit following the other guests. Sound of violin
heard from music-room]

LORD ILLINGWORTH. So that is our son!  Wéll,
| am very proud of him. lieisaHarford, every
inchof him. By theway, why Arbuthnot, Rachel?

MRS, ARBUTHNOT. One name is as good as
another, when one has no right to any name.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | suppose so—but why
Gerdd?
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MES. ARBTJTHNOT. After a man whose heart |
broke—after my father.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. WEell, Rachel, what is over
isover. All | have got to say now is that | am
very, very much pleased with our boy. Theworld
will know him merely as my private secretary,
but to me he will be something very near, and
very dear. It is a curious thing, Rachel; my life
seemed to be quite complete. It was not so. It
lacked something, it lacked a son. 1 have found
my son now, | am glad | have found him.

MRS.ARBUTHNOT. Youhavenorighttoclam
him, or the smallest part of him. Theboy isen-
tirely mine, and shdl remain mine.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. My dear Rachel, you have
had him to yourself for over twenty years. Why
not let me have him for alittle now? Heis quite
as much mine as yours.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Are you talking of the child
you abandoned? Of the child who, as far as you
arc concerned, might have died of hunger and
of want?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. You forget, Rachel, it
was you who left me. It was not | who left you.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | left you because you re-
fused to give the child a name. Before my son
was born, | implored you to marry me.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | had no expectations then.
And besides, Rachel, | wasn't much older than
you were. | was only twenty-two. | was twenty-
one, | believe, when the whole thing began in your
father's garden.
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MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Whenaman isold enough to
do wrong he should be old enough to do right
adso.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. My dear Rachel, intellec-
tual generdlities are always interesting, but gen-
erdities in morals mean absolutely nothing. As
for saying | left our child to starve, that, of course,
is untrue and slly. My mother offered you sx
hundred ayear. But you wouldn't take anything.
You simply disappeared, and carried the child
away with you.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | wouldn't have accepted a
penny from her. Your father was different. He
told you, in my presence, when we were, in Paris,
that it was your duty to marry me.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Oh, duty is what one ex-
pects from others, it is not what one does on€e's
sef. Of course, | was influenced by my mother.
Every man iswhen heis young.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | am glad to hear you say so.
Gerald shall certainly not go away with you.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. What nonsense, Rachel!

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Do you think | would alow
my son——

LORD ILLINGWORTH.  Our SOn.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. My son [LORD ILLINGWORTH
shrugs his shoulders]—to go away with the man
who spoiled my youth, who ruined my life, who
has tainted every moment of my days? You don't
redise what my past has been in suffering and in
shame.

LORD ILLINGWOKTH. My dear Rachel, I must
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candidly say that | think Gerald's future consid-
erably more important than your past.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Gerald cannot separate his
future from my past.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. That is exactly what he
should do. That is exactly what you should help
him to do. What a typical woman you are!
You talk sentimentally, and you are thoroughly
selfish the whole time. But don't let us have a
scene.  Rachel, | want you to look at this matter
from the common-sense point of view, from the
point of view of what is best for our son, leaving
you and me out of the question. What is our son
a present? An underpaid clek in a smal
Provincial Bank in athird-rate English town. If
you imagine he is quite happy in such a position,
you are mistaken. He is thoroughly discon-
tented.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. He was not discontented till
he met you. You have made him so.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Of course, | made him so.
Discontent is the first step in the progress of a
man or anation. But | did not leave him with a
mere longing for tilings he could not get. No, |
made him a charming offer, lie jumped at it, |
need hardly say. Any young man would. And
now, simply because it turns out that | am the
boy's own father and he my own son, you propose
practically to ruin his career. That is to say, if |
were a perfect stranger, you would allow Gerald
to go away with me, but as he is my own flesh and
blood you won't. How utterly illogica you are!
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MBS. ARBUTHNOT. | will not alow him to go.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. How can you prevent it?
What excuse can you give to him for making him
decline such an offer asmine? | won't tell himin
what relations | stand to him, | need hardly say.
But you daren't tell him. You know that. Look
how you have brought him up.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | have brought him up to be
agood man.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Quiteso. And what isthe
result? You have educated him to be your judge
if he ever findsyou out. And a bitter, an unjust
judge he will be to you. Don't be deceived,
Rachel. Children begin by loving their parents.
After atime they judge them. Rarely, if ever, do
they forgive them.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. George, don't take my son
away fromme. | have had twenty years of sorrow,
and | have only had one thing to love me, only
onething to love. You have had alife of joy, and
pleasure, and success. Y ou have been quite hap-
py, you have never thought of us. There was no
reason, according to your views of life, why you
should have remembered us at al. Your meeting
us was a mere accident, a horrible accident.
Forgetit. Don't come now, and rob me of. . .of
dl | have, of dl | have in the whole world. You
are so0 rich in other things. Leave me the little
vineyard of my life; leave me the walled-in garden
and the well of water; the ewe-lamb God sent me,
in pity or in wrath, oh! leave me that, George,
don't take Gerald from me.
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LORD ILLINGWORTH. Rache, a the present
moment you are not necessary to Gerald's career;
| am. There is nothing more to be sad on the
subject.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | will not let him go.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Hereis Gerdd. Hehasa
right to decide for himself.

[Enter GERALD.]

GERALD. Well, dear mother, | hope you have
settled it al with Lord Illingworth?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. [ havenot, Gerald.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Y our mother seems not to
like your coming with me, for some reason.

GERALD. Why, mother?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | thought you were quite
happy here with me, Gerald. | didn't know you
were S0 anxious to leave me.

GERALD. Mother, how can you talk like that?
Of course | have been quite happy with you.
But a man can't stay aways with his mother.
No chap does. | want to make myself a position,
to do something. | thought you would have been
proud to see me Lord Illingworth's secretary.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | do not think you would be
suitable as a private secretary to Lord Illingworth.
You have no qualifications.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | don't wish to seem to
interferefor amoment, Mrs. Arbuthnot, but asfar
as your last objection is concerned, | surely am
thebest judge. And | canonly tell you that your
son hes dl the qualifications | had hoped for.
He has more, in fact, than | had even thought of.
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Farmore,[MRS.ARBUTHNOT remainssilent] Have
you any other reason, Mrs. Arbuthnot, why you
don't wish your son to accept this post?

GERALD. Have you, mother? Do answer.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. If you have, Mrs. Ar-
buthnot, pray, pray say it. We are quite by our-
sdves here. Whatever it is, | need not say | will
not repeat it.

GERALD. Mother?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. If you would like to be
alone with your son, | will leave you. You may
have some other reason you don't wish me to
hear.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | have no other reason.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Then, my dear boy, we
may look on the thing as settled. Come, you and
| will smoke a cigarette on the terrace together.
And, Mrs. Arbuthnot, pray let me tell you, that
| think you have acted very, very wisely.

[Exit With GERALD. MRS. ARBUTHNOT IS Ieft
alone. She stands immobile, with a look of un-
ititerable sorrow on her face|]

ACT-DROP



ACT Il

SCENE—The Picture Gallery at Hunstanton.
Door al back leading on to terrace.

[LORD ILLINGWORTH and GERALD, R. ¢. LORD
ILLINGWORTH lolling on a sofa.  GERALD in a chair ]

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Thoroughly sensible wo-
man, your mother, Gerad. | knew she would
come round in the end.

GERALD. My mother is awfully conscientious,
Lord Illingworth, and | know she doesn't think |
am educated enough to be your secretary. Sheis
perfectly right, too. | was fearfully idle when |
was a school, and | couldn't pass an examination
now to save my life.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. My dear Gerald, exami-
nations are of no value whatsoever. If amanisa
gentleman, he knows quite enough, and if he is
not a gentleman, whatever he knows is bad for
him.

GERALD. But I am so ignorant of the world,
Lord Illingworth.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Don't be afraid, Gerad.
Remember that you've got on your side the most
wonderful thing in the world—youth! There is
nothing like youth. The middle-aged are mort-
gaged to Life. Theold arein Life's lumber-room.
But youth is the Lord of Life. Youth has aking-
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dom waiting for it. Every one is born a king,
and most people die in exile, like most kings. To
win back my youth, Gerald, there is nothing |
wouldn't do—except take exercise, get up early,
or be a useful member of the community.

GERALD. But you don't cdl yourself old, Lord
Ilingworth?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | am old enough to be
your father, Gerald.

GERALD. I don't remember my father; he died
years ago.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. So Lady llunstanton told
me.

GERALD. It is very curious, my mother never
talks to me about my father. | sometimes think
she must have married beneath her.

LORD ILLINGWORTH [Winces dightly]. Realy?
[Goes over and puts his hand on GERALD'S shoulder ]
You have missed not having afather, | suppose,
Gerald?

GERALD. Oh, no; my mother has been so good
to me. No one ever had such a mother as | have
had.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | am quite sure of that.
Sill | should imagine that most mothers don't
quite understand their sons. Don't redise, |
mean, that a son has ambitions, a desire to e
life, to make himsdf a name. After al, Gerald,
you couldn't be expected to pass al your life in
such a hole as Wrockley, could you?

GERALD. Oh, no! It would be dreadful!

LOED ILLINGWORTH. A mother's love is very
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touching, of course, but it is often curioudly selfish.
| mean, there is agood dedl of selfishnessiin it.

GERALD [Sowly]. | suppose there is.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Your mother is a thor-
oughly good woman. But good women have such
limited views of life, their horizon is so small,
their interests are so petty, aren't they?

GERALD. They are awfully interested, certain-
ly, in things we don't care much about.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | suppose your mother is
very religious, and that sort of thing.

GERALD. Oh, yes, she's adwaysgoing to church.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Ah! she is not modern,
and to be modern is the only thing worth being
now-a-days. You want to be modern, don't you,
Gerald? You want to know life as it redly is
Not to be put off with any old-fashioned theories
about life. Well, what you have to do at present
is simply to fit yourself for the best society. A
man who can dominate a London dinner-table can
dominate the world. The future belongs to the
dandy. It isthe exquisites who are going to rule.

GERALD. | should like to wear nice things aw-
fully, but 1 have aways been told that a man
should riot think too much about his clothes.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. People now-a-days are so
absolutely superficial that they don't understand
the philosophy of the superficid. By the way,
Gerald, you should learn how to tie your tie bet-
ter. Sentimentisal very well for the button-hole.
But the essentiad thing for a necktie is style. A
well-tied tie is the first serious step in life.
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GERALD [Laughing]. | might be able to learn
how to tie a tie, Lord Illingworth, but | should
never be able to talk asyou do. | don't know how
to talk.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Oh! talk to every woman
as if you loved her, and to every man as if he
bored you, and at the end of your first season you
will have the reputation of possessng the most
perfect socid tact.

GERALD. But it is very difficult to get into
society, isn't it?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. To get into the best socie-
ty, now-a-days, one has either to feed people,
amuse people, or shock people—that isgll.

GERALD. | suppose society is wonderfully de-
lightful!

LORD ILLINGWORTH. To be in it is merely a
bore. But to be out of it smply a tragedy.
Society is a necessary thing. No man has any
real success in thisworld unless he has got women
to back him, and women rule society. If you have
not got women on your side you are quite over.
You might just as well be a barrister, or a stock-
broker, or ajournaist at once.

GERALD. 1t is very difficult to understand wo-
men, isit not?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. You should never try to
understand them. Women are pictures. Men are
problems. If you want to know what a woman
redly means—which, by the way, is dways a
dangerous thing to do—look at her, don't listen
to her.
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GERALD. But women are awfully clever, aren't
they?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. One should aways tell
them s0. But, to the philosopher, my dear Ger-
ad, women represent the triumph of matter over
mind—just as men represent the triumph of mind
over mortals.

GERALD. How then can women have so much
power as you say they have?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. The history of women is
the history of the worst form of tyranny the
world has ever known. The tyranny of the weak
over the strong. It isthe only tyranny that lasts.

GERALD. But haven't women got a refining
influence?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Nothing refines but the
intellect.

GERALD. Still, there are many different kinds
of women, aren't there?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Only two kinds in society:
the plain and the coloured.

GERALD. But there are good women in society,
aren't there?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Far too many.

GERALD. But do you think women shouldn't be
good?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. One should never tell
them so, they'd al become good at once.  Women
are afascinatingly wilful sex. Every woman is a
rebel, and usualy in wild revolt against herself.

GERALD. You have never been married, Lord
[llingworth, have you?
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LORD ILLINGWORTH. Men marry because they
are tired; women because they are curious. Both
are disappointed.

GERALD. But don't you think one can be happy
when one is married?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Perfectly happy. But the
happiness of a married man, my dear Gerald, de-
pends on the people he has not married.

GERALD. But if oneisin love?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. One should aways be in
love. That is the reason one should never marry.

GERALD. Loveisaverywonderful thing, isn'tit?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. When one is in love one
begins by decelving one's self. And one ends by
deceiving others. That is what the world cdls
aromance. But aredly grande passion is com-
paratively rare now-a-days. It isthe privilege of
people who have nothing to do. That is the one
use of the idle classs in a country, and the only
possible explanation of us Harfords.

GERALD. Harfords, Lord Illingworth?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. That is my family name.
You should study the Peerage, Gerald. It is the
one book a young man about town should know
thoroughly, and it is the best thing in fiction the
English have ever done. And now, Gerald, you are
going now into aperfectly new life with me, and |
want you to know how to live. [MRS. ARBUTHNOT
appears on terrace behind.] For the world has been
made by fools that wise men should live in it!

[Enter L. a LADY HUNSTANTON and DR. DAU-
BENY ]
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LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah! here you are, dear
Lord Illingworth. Well, | suppose you have been
telling our young friend, Gerald, what his new
duties are to be, and giving him a great ded of
good advice over a pleasant cigarette.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | have been giving him
the best of advice, Lady Hunstanton, and the
best of cigarettes.

LADY HUNSTANTON. | am so sorry | was not
here to listen to you, but | suppose | am too old
now to learn. Except from you, dear Archdeacon,
when you are in your nice pulpit. But then | d-
ways know what you are going to say, so | don't
fed alarmed. [Sees MRS. ARBUTHNOT.] Ah! dear
Mrs. Arbuthnot, do come and join us. Come,
dear. [Enter MRS. ARBUTHNOT.] Gerald has been
having such a long talk with Lord Illingworth;
| am sure you must feel very much flattered at the
pleasant way in which everything has turned out
for him. Let us st down. [They sit down] And
how is your beautiful embroidery going on?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | am aways at work, Lady
Hunstanton.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Mrs. Daubeny embroiders
a little, too, doesn't she?

THE ARCHDEACON. She was very deft with her
needle once, quite a Dorcas. But the gout has
crippled her fingers a good ded. She has not
touched the tambour frame for nine or ten years.
But she has many other amusements.  She is very
much interested in her own hedlth.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah! that is always a nice
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distraction, isit not? Now, what are you talking
about, Lord Illingworth? Do tdl us.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | was on the point of ex-
plaining to Gerad that the world has aways
laughed at its own tragedies, that being the only
way in which it has been able to bear them. And
that, consequently, whatever theworld hastreated
serioudy belongs to the comedy side of tilings.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Now | am quite out of my
depth. | usualy amwhen Lord Illingworth says
anything. And the Humane Society is most care-
less. They never rescue me. | am left to sink.
| have adim idea, dear Lord Illingworth, that you
are dways on the side of the sinners, and | know
| always try to be on the side of the saints, but
that is as far as | get. And after all, it may be
merely the fancy of a drowning person.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. The only difference be-
tween the saint and the sinner is that every saint
has a past, and every sinner has a future.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah! that quite does for me.
| haven't a word to say. You and |, dear Mrs.
Arbuthnot, are behind the age. We can't follow
Lord Illingworth. Too much care was taken with
our education, | am afraid. To have been well
brought up is a great drawback now-a-days. It
shuts one out from so much.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | should be sorry to follow
Lord IHlingworth in any of his opinions.

LADY HUNSTANTON. You are quite right, dear.

[GERALD shrugs his shoulders and looks irritably
over at his mother. Enter LADY CAROLINE.!
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LADY CAROLINE. Jane, have you seen John any-
where?

LADY HUNSTANTON. You needn't be anxious
about him, dear. Heiswith Lady Stutfield; | saw
them sometimeago, intheY ellow Drawing-room.
They seem quite happy together. You are not
going, Caroline? Pray St down.

LADY CAROLINE. I think | had better look after
John. [Exit LADY CAROLINE]

LADY HUNSTANTON. It doesn't do to pay men
so much attention. And Caroline has redly
nothing to be anxious about. Lady Stutfield is
very sympathetic. She is just as sympathetic
about one thing as she is about another. A
beautiful nature.

[Enter SIR JOHN and MRS. ALLONBY ]

Ah! hereis Sr John! And with Mrs. Allonby
too! | suppose it was Mrs. Allonby | saw him
with. Sir John, Caroline has been looking every-
wherefor you.

MRS. ALLONBY. We have been waiting for her
in the Music-room, dear Lady Hunstanton.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah! the Music-room, of
course. | thought it was the Yellow Drawing-
room, my memory is getting so defective. [Tothe
ARCHDEACON.] Mrs. Daubeny has a wonderful
memory, hasn't she?

THE ARCHDEACON. She used to be quite remark-
able for her memory, but since her last attack she
recalls chiefly the events of her early childhood.
But she finds great pleasure in such retrospec-
tions, great pleasure.
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[Enter LADY STUTFIELD and MR. KELVIL]

LADY HUNSTANTON. All! dear Lady Stutfield;
and what has Mr. Kelvil been taking to you
about?

LADY STUTFIELD. About Bimetallism, as well
as | remember.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Bimetalism! Is that
quite a nice subject? However, 1 know people
discuss everything very freely now-a-days. What
did Sir John tak to you about, dear Mrs. Al-
lonby?

MRS. ALLONBY. About Patagonia.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Realy? What a remote
topic! But very improving, | have no doubt.

MRS.ALLONBY .Heliasbeenmostinterestingon
the subject of Patagonia Savages seem to have
quite the same views as cultured people on amost
dl subjects. They are excessively advanced.

LADY HUNSTANTON. What do they do?

MRS. ALLONBY. Apparently everything.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Well, it is very gratifying,
dear Archdeacon, is it not, to find that Human
Nature is permanently one—On the whole, the
world is the same world, is it not?

LORD ILLINGWOBTH. The world issmply divid-
ed into two classes—those who believe the incred-
ible, like the public—and those who do the im-
probable——

MRS. ALLONBY. Likeyourself?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Yes; | am aways aston-
ishing myself. It is the only thing that makes life
worth living.
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LADY STUTHELD. And what have you been
doing lately that astonishes you?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | have been discovering
al kinds of beautiful qualitiesin my own nature.

MRS. ALLONBY. Ah! don't become quite perfect
dl at once. Do it gradually!

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | don't intend to grow
perfect at al. At least, | hope 1 shan't. It would
be most inconvenient. Women love us for our
defects. If we have enough of them, they will for-
give us everything, even our gigantic intellects.

MRS. ALLONBY. It is premature to ask us to for-
giveanalysis. Weforgive adoration; that is quite
as much as should be expected from us.

[Enter' LORD ALFRED. He joins LADY STUT-
FIELD]

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah! we women should for-
give everything, shouldn't we, dear Mrs. Arbuth-
not? | am sure you agree with me in that.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | do not, Lady Hunstanton.
| think there are many things women should
neverforgive.

LADY HUNSTANTON. What sort of things?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Theruinof another woman's
life. [Moves slowly away to back of stage]

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah! those things are very
sad, no doubt, but 1 believe there are admirable
homes where people of that kind are looked after
and reformed, and | think on the whole that the
secret of life isto take things very, very eadly.

MRS. ALLONBY. The secret of life is never to
have an emotion that is unbecoming.
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LADY STUTFIELD. The secret of life is to appre-
ciate the pleasure of being terribly, terribly
deceived.

KELVIL. The secret of life is to resist tempta-
tion, Lady Stutfield.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. There is no secret o life.
Life's aim, if it has one, is smply to be aways
looking for temptations. There are not nearly
enough. | sometimes pass a whole day without
coming across a single one. It is quite dreadful.
It makes one so nervous about the future.

LADY HUNSTANTON [Shakes her fan at him]. |
don't know how it is, dear Lord Illingworth, but
everything you have sad to-day seems to be ex-
cessvely immoral. It has been most interesting,
listening to you.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. All thought is immoral.
It's the very essence of destruction. If you think
of anything, you kill it. Nothing survives being
thought of .

LADY HUNSTANTON. | don't understand aword,
Lord Illingworth. But | have no doubt it is al
quite true. Persondly, | have very little to re-
proach myself with, on the score of thinking. |
don't believe in women thinking too much.
Women should think in moderation, asthey should
do dl things in moderation.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Moderation is a fatal
thing, Lady Hunstanton. Nothing succeeds like
ExCess.

LADY HUNSTANTON. | hope | shal remember
that. It sounds an admirable maxim. But I'm
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beginning to forget everything. It's a great mis-
fortune.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. It is one of your most fas-
cinating qualities, Lady Hunstanton. No woman
should have a memory. Memory in a woman is
the beginning of dowdiness. One can aways tell
from a woman's bonnet whether she has got a
memory or not.

LADY HUNSTANTON. How charming you are,
dear Lord lllingworth. You aways find out that
one's most glaring fault is one's most important
virtue. You have the most comforting views of
life.

[Enter FAKQUHAR|]

FARQUHAR. Doctor Daubeny's carriage!

LADY HUNSTANTON. My dear Archdeacon! It
is only half-past ten.

THE ARCHDEACON [Rising]. | am afraid | must
go, Lady Hunstanton. Tuesday is aways one of
Mrs. Daubeny's bad nights.

LADY HUNSTANTON [Rising], Wel, | won't keep
you from her. [Goes with him towards door.} |
have told Farquhar to put a brace of partridge in-
to the carriage.  Mrs. Daubeny may fancy them.

THE ARCHDEACON. It is very kind of you, but
Mrs. Daubeny never touches solids now. Lives
entirely on jellies. But she iswonderfully cheer-
ful, wonderfully cheerful. She has nothing to
complain of.

[Exit With LADY HUNSTANTON.]

MRS. ALLONBY [Goesover to LORD ILLINGWORTH].
There is a beautiful moon to-night.
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LORD ILLINGWORTH. Let us go and look at it.
To look a anything that is inconstant is charm-
ing now-a-days.

MRS. ALLONBY. You have your looking-glass.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. It is unkind. It merely
shows me my wrinkles.

MRS. ALLONBY. Mine is better behaved. It
never tells me the truth.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Thenitisinlovewithyou.

[Exeunt SR JOHN, LADY STUTHELD, MR. KELVIL,
and LORD ALFRED.]

GERALD [To LORD ILLINGWORTH]. May | Come
too?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Do, my dear boy. [Moves
towards the door wiih MRS, ALLONBY and GERALD.]

[LADY CAROLINE enters, looks rapidly round and
goes out in opposite direction to that taken by SIR
JOHN and LADY STUTFIELD.]

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Gerdd!

GERALD. What, mother

[Exit LORD ILLINGWORTH With MRS. ALLONBY ]

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. It is getting late. Let us go
home.

GERALD. My dear mother. Do let us wait a
little longer. Lord Illingworth is so delight!d,
and, by the way, mother, | have a great surprise
for you. We are starting for India at the end of
this month.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Let us go home.

GERALD. If you redly want to, of course,
mother, but | must bid good-bye to Lord Illing-
worth first. Fll be back infiveminutes.  [Exit.]
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MRS. ARBTJTHNOT. Let him leave me if he
chooses, but not with him—not with him! |
couldn't bear it. [Walks up and down.]

[Enter HESTER|]

HESTER. What a lovely night it is Mrs
Arbuthnot.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Is it?

HESTER. Mrs. Arbuthnot, | wish you would let
us be friends. You are so different from the other
women here.  When you came into the drawing-
room this evening, somehow you brought with
you asense of what isgood and pureinlife. | had
been foolish. There are things that are right to
say, but that may be said at the wrong time and
to the wrong people.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | heard what you said. |
agree with it, Miss Wordey.

HESTER. | didn't know you had heard it. But
| knew you would agree with me. A woman who
has sinned should be punished, shouldn't she?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Yes

HESTER. She shouldn't be alowed to come into
the society of good men and women?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. She should not.

HESTER. And the man should be punished in
the same way?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. In the same way. And the
children, if there are children, in the same way
aso?

HESTER. Yes, it is right that the sins of the
parents should be visited on the children. It is a
just law. Itis God'slaw.
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MRS. ARBUTHNOT. It is one of God's terrible
laws. [Mores away to fireplace)]

HESTER. You are distressed about your son
leaving you, Mrs. Arbutimot?

MRS. ARBITTHNOT.  Yes.

HESTER. Doyoulikehimgoingaway withLord
[llingworth? Of course there is position, no
doubt, and money, but position and money are not
everything, are they?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. They are nothing; they
bring misery.

HESTER. Then why do you let your son go
with him?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. He wishes it himself.

HESTER. But if you asked him he would stay,
would he not?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. He has set his heart on
going.

HESTER. He couldn't refuse you anything. He
loves you too much. Ask him to stay. Let me
send him in to you. He is on the terrace at this
moment with Lord Illingworth. | heard them
laughing together as | passed through the music-
room.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Don't trouble, Miss Wor-
dey, | canwait. Itisof no consegquence.

HESTER. No, I'll tel him youwant him. Do—
do ak him to stay. [Exit HESTER.]

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. He won't come—14mow he
won't come.

[Enter LADY CAROLINE. She looks round anx-
iously. Enter GERALD.]
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LADY CAROLINE. Mr. Arbuthnot, may | ask
you is Sir John anywhere on the terrace?

GERALD. No, Lady Caroline, he is not on the
terrace.

LADY CAROLINE. It is very curious. It is time
for him to retire.

[Exit LADY CAROLINE.]

GERALD. Dear mother, | am afraid | kept you
waiting. | forgot al about it. | am so happy
to-night, mother; | have never been so happy.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. At the prospect of going
away?

GERALD. Don't put it like that, mother. Of
course | am sorry to leave you. Why, you are the
best mother in the whole world. But after all, as
Lord Illingworth says, it is impossible to live in
such a place as Wrockley. You don't mind it.
But I'm ambitious; | want something more than
that. | want to haveacareer. | want to do some-
thing that will make you proud of me, and Lord
Illingworth is going to help me. Heisgoing to do
everything for me.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Gerad, don't go away with
Lord Illingworth. | implore you not to. Gerad,
| beg you!

GERALD. Mother, how changeable you are!
You don't seem to know your own mind for a
sngle moment. An hour and a half ago in the
drawing-room you agreed to the whole thing;
now you turn round and make objections, and try
to force me to give up my one chance in life. Yes,
my one chance. You don't suppose that men like
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Lord Illingworth arc to be found every day, do
you, mother? It is very strange that when | have
had such a wonderful piece of good luck, the one
person to put difficultiesin my way should be my
own mother. Besides, you know, mother, 1 love
Hester Worsley. Who could help loving her? |
love her more than | have ever told you, far more.
And if | had a pogtion, if | had prospects, |
could—I could ask her to— Don't you under-
stand now, mother, what it means to me to be
Lord Illingworth's secretary? To start like that
is to find a career ready for one—before one—
waiting for one. If | were Lord Illingworth's
secretary | could ask Hester to be my wife. Asa
wretched bank clerk with a hundred a year it
would be an impertinence.

MRS. AKBUTHNOT. | fear you need have no
hopes of Miss Wordey. | know her views on life.
She has just told them to me. [A pause]

GERALD. Then | have my ambition left, at any
rate. That issomething—I am glad | have that!
You have aways tried to crush my ambition,
mother—haven't you? You have told me that the
world is a wicked place, that success is not worth
having, that society is shallow, and al that sort of
thing—well, | don't believe it, mother. 1 think
the world must be delightful. 1 think society
must be exquisite. | think success is a thing
worth having. You have been wrong in dl that
you taught me, mother, quite wrong. Lord Illing-
worth is a successful man. He is a fashionable
man. He is aman who lives in the world and for
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it. ' Wdl, | would give anything to be just like
Lord Illingworth.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | would sooner see you dead.

GERALD. Mother, what is your objection to
Lord Illingworth? Tel me—tell me right out.
What is it?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT.  He is a bad man.

GERALD. In what way bad? | don't under-
stand what you mean.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | Will tell you.

GERALD. | suppose you think him bad, because
he doesn't believe the same things as you do.
Well, men are different from women, mother. It
is natural that they should have different views.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. It isnot what Lord Illing-
worth believes, or what he does not believe, that
makes him bad. It iswhat heis.

GERALD. Mother, is it something you know of
him? Something you actually know?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Itissomething | know.

GERALD. Something you are quite sure of?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Quite Sure of.

GERALD. How long have you known it?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. For twenty years.

GERALD. Is it fair to go back twenty years in
my man's career? And what have you or | to do
with Lord Illingworth's early life? What business
isit of ours?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. What this man has been, he
snow, and will be aways.

GERALD. Mother, tell me what Lord Illing-
worth did? If he did anything shameful, 1 will
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not go away with him. Surely you know me well
enough for that?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Gerald, come near to me.
Quite closeto me, asyou used to do when you were
a little boy, when you were mother's own boy.
[GERALD sits down beside his mother. She runs her
fingers through his hair, and strokes his hands]
Gerad, there was a girl once, she was very young,
she was little over eighteen at the time. George
Harford—that was Lord lllingworth's name then
—George Harford met her. She knew nothing
about life. He—knew everything. He made this
girl love him. He made her love him so much that
she left ner father's house with him one morning.
She loved him so much, and he had promised to
marry her! He had solemnly promised to marry
her, and she had believed him. She was very
young, and—and ignorant of what life redly is
But he put the marriage off from week to week,
and month to month.—She trusted in him al the
while.  She loved him.—Before her child was
born—for she had a child—she implored him for
the child's sske to marry her, that the child might
have a name, that her sin might not be visited on
the child, who was innocent. He refused. After
the child was born she left him, taking the child
away, and her life was ruined, and her soul
ruined, and dl that was sweet, and good, and
pure in her ruined dso. She suffered terribly—
dhe suffers now. She will aways suffer. For her
thereis no joy, no peace, no atonement. Sheisa
woman who drags a chain like a guilty thing. She
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Is awoman who wears a mask, like athing that is
aleper. The fire cannot purify her. The waters
cannot quench her anguish. Nothing can hedl
her! no anodyne can give her seep! no poppies
forgetfulness! Sheis lost! She is a lost soul!—
That is why | cal Lord Illingworth a bad man.
That is why | don't want my boy to be with
him.

GERALD. My dear mother, it al sounds very
tragic, of course. But | dare say the girl was just
is much to blame as Lord Illingworth was.—After
ill, would a realy nice girl, a girl with any nice
‘eelings at all, go away from her home with a man
x> whom she was not married, and livewith him as
liswife? No nicegirl would.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT [After a pause]. Gerad, |
withdraw all my objections. You are at liberty to
go away with Lord Illingworth, when and where
you choose.

GERALD. Dear mother, | knew you wouldn't
jtand in my way. You are the best woman God
evermade. And, asfor Lord Illingworth. | don't
relieve he is capable of anything infamous or
rase. | can't believe it of him—I can't.

HESTER [Outside]. Let me go! Let me go!

[Enter HESTER in terror, and rushes over to GER-
ILD and flings hersdf in his arms]

HESTER. Oh! save me—save me from him!

GERALD. From whom?

HESTER. He has insulted me! Horribly in-
lulted me!  Save me!

GERALD. Who? Who has dared——?
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[LORD ILLINGWORTH enters at back of stage.
HESTER breaks from GERALD'S arms and points to
him]

GERALD [He is quite beside himself with rage and

indignation.]

Lord Illingworth, you have insulted the purest
thing on God's earth, a thing as pure as my own
mother. You have insulted the woman | love
most in the world with my own mother. As there
isaGod in heaven, | will kill you!

MRS. ARBUTHNOT [Rushing across and catching
hold of him.]. No! no!

GERALD [Thrusting her back]. Don't hold me,
mother. Don't hold me—I'll kill him!

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Gerdd!

GERALD.  Let me go, | sa!

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Stop, Gerald, stop! Heis
your own father.

[GERALD clutches his mother's hands and |ooks
into her face. She sinks dowly on the ground in
shame. HESTER steals towards the door, LORD ILL-
INGWORTH frowns and bites his lip. After a time
GERALD raises his mother up, puts his arm around
her, and leads her from the room,|

ACT-DROP



ACT IV

SCENE—Stting-room at MRS, ARBUTHNOT'S.
Large open French window at back, looking on to
garden. DoorsR. c. and L. c.

[GERALD ARBUTHNOT writing at table]

[Enter ALICE R. c. followed by LADY HUNSTANTON
and MRS. ALLONBY ]

ALICE. Lady Hunstanton and Mrs. Allonby.

[Exit L. c]

LADY HUNSTANTON. Good morning, Gerald.

GERALD [Rising]. Good morning, Lady Hun-
stanton.  Good morning, Mrs. Allonby.

LADY HUNSTANTON [Stting down]. We came to
inquire for your dear mother, Gerald. | hope she
IS better?

GERALD. My mother has not come down yet,
Lady Hunstanton.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah, | am afraid the heat
was too much for her last night. | think there
must have been thunder in the air.  Or perhaps it
wasthe music. Music makes onefeel so romantic
—at least it always gets on one's nerves.

MRS. ALLONBY. It's the same thing, now-a-days.

LADY HUNSTANTON. | am so glad | don't know
pdiat you mean, dear. | am afraid you mean
something wrong. Ah, | see you're examining
Mrs. Arbuthnot's pretty room. Isn't it nice and
old-fashioned?

167
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MRS. ALLONBY [Surveying the room through her
lorgnette]. It looks quite the happy English home.

LADY HUNSTANTON. That'sjust the word, dear;
that just describes it. One feels your mother's
good influence in everything she has about her,
Gerad.

MRS. ALLONBY. Lord IlIhigworth says that al
influence is bad, but that a good influence is the
worst in the world.

LADY HUNSTANTON. When Lord Illingworth
knows Mrs. Arbuthnotf better, he will change his
mind. | must certainly bring him here.

MRS. ALLONBY. | should like to see Lord Illing-
worth in a happy English home.

LADY HUNSTANTON. It would do him a great
ded of good, dear. Most women in London,
now-adays, seem to furnish their rooms with
nothing but orchids, foreigners, and French novels.
But here we have the room of asweet saint. Fresh
natural flowers, books that don't shock one, pic-
tures that one can look at without blushing.

MRS. ALLONBY. But I like blushing.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Waéll, there is a good deal
to be said for blushing, if one can do it a the
proper moment. Poor dear Hunstanton used to
tel me | didn't blush nearly often enough. But
then he was so very particular. He wouldn't let
me know any of his men friends, except those
who were over seventy, like poor Lord Ashton:
who afterwards, by the way, was brought into the
Divorce Court. A most unfortunate case.

MRS. ALLONBY. | delight in men over seventy.
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They aways offer one the devotion of a lifetime.
| think seventy an ideal age for a man.

LADY HUNSTANTON. She is quite incorrigible,
Gerdd, isn't she? By-the-by, Gerald, | hope your
dear mother will come and see me more often now.
You and Lord Illingworth start dmost immediate-
ly, don't you?

GERALD. | have given up my intention of being
Lord lllingworth's secretary.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Surely not, Gerald! It
would be most unwise of you. What reason can
you have?

GERALD. | don't think | should be suitable for
the post.

MRS. ALLONBY. | wish Lord Illingworth would
ask me to be his secretary. But he says | am not
seriousenough.

LADY HUNSTANTON. My dear, you redly
mustn't talk like that in this house. Mrs. Arbuth-
not doesn't know anything about the wicked so-
ciety in which we dl live. She won't go into it.
Sheisfar too good. | consider it was a great hon-
our her coming to me last night. It gave quite an
atmosphere, of respectability to the party.

MRS. ALLONBY. Ah, that must have been what
you thought was thunder in the air.

LADY HUNSTANTON. My dear, how can you say
that? There is no resemblance between the two
things at all. But realy, Gerald, what do you
mean by not being suitable?

GERALD. Lord Illingworth's views of life and
mine are too different.
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LADY HUNSTANTON. But, my dear Gerad, at
your age you shouldn't have any views of life.
They are quite out of place. Y ou must be guided
by others in this matter. Lord Illingworth has
made you the most flattering offer, and travelling
with him you would see the world—as much of it,
at least, as one should look at—under the best
auspices possible, and stay with al the right
people, which is so important at this solemn
moment in your career.

GERALD. | don't want to see the world: I've
seen enough of it.

MRS. ALLONBY. | hope you don't think you
have exhausted life, Mr. Arbuthnot. When a
man says that one knows that life has exhausted
him.

GERALD. | don't wish to leave my mother.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Now, Gerald, that is pure
laziness on your part. Not leave your mother!
If | were your mother | would ingst on your going.

[Enter ALICE L. c]

ALICE. Mrs Arbuthnot's compliments, my
lady, but she has a bad headache, and cannot see
any one this morning. [Exit R. c]

LADY HUNSTANTON [Rising]. A bad headache!
| am so sorry! Perhaps you'll bring her up to
Hunstanton this afternoon, if sheis better, Gerald.

GERALD. | am afraid not this afternoon, Lady
Hunstanton.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Well, to-morrow, then.
Ah, if you had a father, Gerald, he wouldn't let
you waste your life here. He would send you off
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with Lord Illingworth at once. But mothers are
soweak. They give up to their sons in everything.
We are dl heart, dl heart. Come, dear, 1 must
cdl at the rectory and inquire for Mrs. Daubeny,
who, | am afraid, is far from well. It is wonderful
how the Archdeacon bears up, quite wonderful.
He is the most sympathetic of husbands. Quite a
model. Good-bye, Gerald, give my fondest love
to your mother.

MRS. ALLONBY. Good-bye, Mr. Arbuthnot.

GERALD. Good-bye.

[Exit LADY HUNSTANTON and MRS. ALLONBY.
GERALD sits down and teads over his letter.]

GERALD. What name can | sign? |, who have
noright to any name. [Sgnsname, puts |etter into
envelope, addresses it, and is about to seal it, when
Door L. c. opens, and MRS. ARBUTHNOT enters.
GERALD lays down sealing-wax. Mother and son
look at each other.]

LADY HUNSTANTON [Through French window at
the back]. Good-bye, again, Gerald. We ae
taking the short cut across your pretty garden.
Now, remember my advice to you—start at once
with Lord Illingworth.

MRS. ALLONBY. Au revoir, Mr. Arbuthnot.
Mind you bring me back something nice from your
travels—not an Indian shawl—on no account an
Indian shawl. [ Exeunt.]

GERALD. Mother, | have just written to him.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. To whom?

GERALD. To my father. | have written to tell
him to come here a four o'clock this afternoon.
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MBS. ARBUTHNOT. He shdl not come here.
He shdl not cross the threshold of my house.

GERALD. He must come,

MRS, ARBUTHNOT. Gerdd, if you are going
away with Lord Illingworth, go at once. Go be-
foreit kills me: but don't ask me to meet him.

GERALD. Mother, you don't understand. Noth-
ing in the world would induce me to go away with
Lord Illingworth, or to leave you. Surely you
know me well enough for that. No: | have writ-
ten to him to say——

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. What can you have to say
to him?

GERALD. Can't you guess, mother, what | have
written in this letter?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. No.

GERALD. Mother, surely you can. Think,
think what must be done, now, at once, within the
next few days.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. There is nothing to be done.

GERALD. | have written to Lord Illingwortb
to tell him that he must marry you.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Marry me?

GERALD. Mother, I will force him to do it.
The wrong that has been done you must be re-
paired. Atonement must be made. Justice may
be dow, mother, but it comes in theend. In a
few days you shdl be Lord Illingworth's lawful
wife.

tfras. ARBUTHNOT. But, Gerdd——

GERALD. | will ingst upon his doing it. | will
make him do it: he will not dare to refuse.
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MRS. ARBUTHNOT. But, Gerad, it is | who re-
fuse. | will not marry Lord Illingworth.

GERALD. Not marry him? Mother!

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | will not marry him.

GERALD. But you don't understand: it is for
your s&ke | am talking, not for mine. This mar-
riage, this necessary marriage, this marriage that,
for obvious reasons, must inevitably take place,
will not help me, will not give me aname that will
be redlly, rightly mine to bear. But surely it
will be something for you, that you, my mother,
should, however late, become the wife of the man
who ismy father. Will not that be something?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | will not marry him.

GERALD. Mother, you must.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | will not. You tak of
atonement for a wrong done. What atonement
can be made to me? There is no atonement poss-
ble. | am disgraced: heisnot. Thatisal. Itis
the usual history of a man and a woman as it
usualy happens, as it always happens. And the
ending is the ordinary ending. The woman suf-
fers. The man goes free.

GERALD. | don't know if that is the ordinary
ending, mother: | hope it is not. But your life,
at any rate, shdl not end like that. The man
shdl make whatever reparation is possble. It is
not enough. It does not wipe out the padt, |
know that. But at least it makes the future bet-
ter, better for you, mother.

MRS. ARBUTHNQOT. | refuse to marry Lord Ill-
ingworth.
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GERALD. If he came to you himsdf and asked
you to be his wife you would give him a different
answer. Remember, heis my father.

MBS. ARBUTHNOT. If he came himself, which he
will not do, my answer would be the same. Re-
member, | am your mother.

GERALD. Mother, you make it terribly difficult
for me by talking likethat, and | can't understand
why you won't look at this matter from the right,
from the only proper standpoint. It is to take
away the bitterness out of your life, to take away
the shadow that lies on your name, that this mar-
riage must take place. There is no aternative:
and after the marriage you and | can go away to-
gether. But the marriage must take place first.
It isaduty that you owe, not merely to yourself,
but to al other women—yes: to all the other wo-
men in the world, lest he betray more.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | owe nothing to other
women. There is not one of them to help me.
There is not one woman in the world to whom |
could go for pity, if | would takeit, or for sympa-
thy, if I could win it. Women are hard on each
other. That girl, last night, good though she is,
fled from the room as though | were a tainted
thing. Shewasright. | amatainted thing. But
my wrongsaremy own, and | will bear them alone.
| must bear them aone. What have women who
have not sinned to do with me, or 1 with them?
We do not understand each other.

[Enter HESTER behind)]

GERALD. | implore you to do what | ask you.
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MRS. ARBUTHNOT. What son has ever asked
of his mother to make so hideous a sacrifice?
None.

GERALD. What mother has ever refused to
marry the father of her own child? None.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Let me be the first, then.
| will not do it.

GERALD. Mother, you believe in religion, and
you brought me up to believe in it dso. Wall,
surely your religion, the religion that you taught
me when | was a boy, mother, must tell you that
| anright. Youknow it, you feel it.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | do not know it. | do not
fedl it, nor will | ever stand before God's dtar and
ask Cod's blessing on so hideous a mockery as a
marriage between me and George Harford. 1 will
not say the words the Church bids us to say. |
will not say them. | dare not. How could |
swear to love the man | loathe, to honour him
who wrought you dishonour, to obey him who, in
his mastery, made me to sn? No: marriage is a
sacrament for those who love each other. It is
not for such as him, or such as me. Gerald, to
save you from the world's sneers and taunts | have
lied to the world. For twenty years | have lied to
the world. 1 could not tell the world the truth.
Who can, ever? But not for my own sake will |
lie to God, and in God's presence. No, Gerad,
no ceremony, Church-halowed or State-made,
shdl ever bind me to George Harford. It may be
that | am too bound to him aready, who, robbing
me, yet left me richer, so that in the mire of my
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life, 1 found the pearl of price, or what | thought
would be s0.

GERALD. | don't understand you now.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Men don't understand what
mothers are. | am no different from other
women except in the wrong done me and the
wrong | did, and my very heavy punishments and
great disgrace. And yet, to bear you | had to look
on death. To nurtureyou | had towrestlewith it.
Death fought with me for you. All women have
to fight with death to keep their children. Death,
being childless, wants our children from us
Gerald, when you were naked | clothed you,
when you were hungry | gave you food. Night
and day dl that long winter | tended you. No
office is too mean, no care too lowly for the thing
we women love—and oh! how / loved you. Not
Hannah Samuel more. And you needed love, for
you were weakly, and only love could have kept
you dive. Only love can keep anyone dive.
And boys are cardless often and without think-
ing give pain, and we always fancy that when
they come to man's estate and know us better,
they will repay us. But it isnot so. The world
draws them from our side, and they make friends
with whom they are happier than they are with
us, and have amusements from which we are
barred, and interests that are not ours: and they
are unjust to us often, for when they find life
bitter they blame us for it, and when they find it
sweet we do not taste its sweetness with them. ...
You made many friends and went into their
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houses and were glad with them, and I, knowing
my secret, did not dare to follow, but stayed at
home and closed the door, shut out the sun and
st in darkness. What should | have done in
honest households? My past was ever with me.
. . . And you thought | didn't care for the pleas-
ant thingsof life. | tell you I longed for them, but
did not dare to touch them, feeling | had no
right.  You thought | was happier working
amongst the poor. That was my mission, you
imagined. It was not, but where ese was | to go?
The sck do not ak if the hand that smoothes
their pillow is pure, nor the dying care if the lips
that touch their brow have known the kiss of sin.
It was you | thought of al the time; | gave to
them the iove you did not need: lavished on them
alove that was not theirs. . . . And you thought
| spent too much of my time in going to Church,
and in Church duties. But where ese could |
turn? God's house is the only house where sin-
ners are made welcome, and you were always in
my heart, Gerald, too much in my heart. For,
though day after day, at morn or even-song, |
have knelt in God's house, | have never repented
of my sin. How could | repent of my sinwhen you,
my love, were its fruit! Even now that you are
bitter to me | cannot repent. | do not. You are
more to me than innocence. | would rather be
your mother—oh! much rather!—than have been
aways pure. . . . Oh, don't you see? don't you
understand? It is my dishonour that has made
you so dear to me. It is my disgrace that has
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bound you so closdly to me. It is the price | paid
for you—the price of soul and body—that makes
meloveyou as| do. Oh, don't ask me to do this
horrible thing. Child of my shame, be till the
child of my shame!

GERALD. Mother, | didn't know you loved me
s0 much as that. And | will be a better son to
you than | have been. And you and | must never
leave each other . . . but, mother ... | cant
help it ... you must become my father's wife.
You must marry him. It isyour duty.

HESTER [Running forward arid embracing MRS.
ARBUTHNOT]. No, no: you shdl not. That would
be red dishonour, the first you have ever known.
That would beredl disgrace: thefirst to touch you.
Leave him and come with me. There are other
countries than England. . . . Oh! other countries
over sea, better, wiser, and less unjust lands.
The world is very wide and very big.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT.  No, not for me.  For me the
world is shrivelled to a palm's breadth, and where
| wak there are thorns.

HESTER, It shdl not be so0. We shall some-
where find green valleys and fresh waters, and if
we weep, well, we shall weep together. Have we
not both loved him?

GERALD. Hester!

HESTER [Waving him back]. Don't, don't!
You cannot love me at al, unless you love her
d. You cannot honour me, unless she's holier
to you. In her al womanhood is martyred. Not
she done, but dl of us are stricken in her house.
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GERALD. Hester, Hester, what shal | do?

HESTER. Do you respect the man who is your
father?

GERALD. Respect him? | despise him! He s
infamous!

HESTER. | thank you for saving me from him
last night.

GERALD. Ah, that is nothing. | would die to
save you. But you don't tell me what to do now!

HESTER. Havel notthanked youfor savingme?

GERALD. But what should | do?

HESTER. Ask your own heart, not mine. |
never had a mother to save, or shame.

MRS. ARBTTTHNOT. Heishard—heishard. Let
me, go away.

GERALD [Rushes aver and kneels down beside his
mother]. Mother, forgive me: | have been to
blame.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Don't kiss my hands: they
are cold. My heart is cold: something has broken
it.

HESTER. Ah, don't say that. Hearts live by
being wounded. Pleasure may turn a heart to
stone, riches may make it callous, but sorrow—
oh, sorrow cannot break it. Besides, what sorrows
haveyounow? Why, at thismoment you are more
clear to him than ever, dear though you have been,
and oh! how dear you have been aways. Ah! be
kind to him.

GERALD. You are my mother and my father dl
inone. | need no second parent. It was for you
| spoke, for you adone. Oh, say something,
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mother. Have | but found one love to lose an-
other? Don't tell me that. 0 mother, you are
crud. [Gels up and flings himself sobbing on a
Sofa]

MRS. ARBtJTHNOT [To HESTER]. But has he
found indeed another love?

HESTER. You know | have loved him aways.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Butwearevery poor.

HESTER. Who, being loved, is poor? Oh, no
one. | hate my riches. They are a burden.
Let him share it with me,

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. But we are disgraced. We
rank among the outcasts. Gerald is nameless.
The sins of the parents should be visited on the
children. 1t is God's law.

HESTER. | waswrong. God'slaw isonly Love.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT [Rises, and taking HESTER by
the hand, goes slowly over to where GERALD is lying
on the sofa with his head buried in his hands. She
touches him and he looks up]. Gerald, | cannot
give you a father, but | have brought you a
wife.

GERALD. Mother, 1 am not worthy either of
her or you.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. So she comes firgt, you are
worthy. And when you are away, Gerdd. . . .
with . . . her—oh, think of me sometimes. Don't
forget me. And when you pray, pray for me. We
should pray when we are happiest, and you will be
happy, Gerald.

HESTER. Oh, you don't think of leaving us?

GERALD. Mother, youwon't leave us?
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MRS. ARBUTIINOT. | might bring shame upon
you!

GERALD. Mother!

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. For a little then: and if you
let me, near you always.

HESTER [To MRS. ARBUTHNOT]. Come Out with
us to the garden.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Later on, later on.

[Exeunt HESTER and GERALD.]

[MRS. ARBUTHNOT goes towards door L. c. Sops
at looking-glass over mantel-piece and looks into it.]

[Enter ALICE R. ¢]

ALICE. A gentleman to see you, maam.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Szy | am not a home.
Show me the card. [Takes card from salver and
looks at it.] Say | will not see him.

[LORD ILLINGWORTH enters. MRS. ARBUTHNOT
sees him in the glass and starts, but does not turn
round. Exit ALICE]

What can you have to say to me to-day, George
Harford? You can have nothing to say to me.
You must leave this house.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Rachel, Gerald knows
everything about you and me now, so some ar-
rangement must be come to that will suit us al
three. | assure you, he will find in me the most
charming and generous of fathers.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. My son may come in a any
moment. T saved you last night. | may not be
able to save yoa again. My son feels my dis-
honour strongly, terribly strongly. | beg you to

go.
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LORD ILLINGWORTH [Sitting down]. Last night
was excessvely unfortunate. That silly Puritan
girl making a scene merely because | wanted to
kiss her. What harm is there in a kiss?

MRS. ARBTJTHNOT [Turning round]. A kiss may
ruin a human life, George Harford. / know that,
/ know that too well.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. We won't discuss that at
present. What is of importance to-day, as yes
terday, is still our son. | am extremely fond of
him, as you know, and odd though it may seem to
you, | admired his conduct last night immensely.
He took up the cudgels for that pretty prude with
wonderful promptitude. Heisjust what | should
have liked a son of mine to be. Except that no
on of mine should ever take the side of the
Puritans: that is always an error. Now, what |
propose is this.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Lord Illingworth, no propo-
gtion of yours interests me.

LORD ILLINGW'ORTH. According to our ridicu-
lous English laws, | can't legitimise Gerald. But
| can leave him my property. lllingworth is en-
tailled, of course, but it is a tedious barrack of a
place. He can have Ashby, which is much pret-
tier, Harborough which has the best shooting in
the north of England, and the house in St. James
Square.  What more can a gentleman desire in
this world?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Nothing more, | am quite
sure.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. As for a title, a title is
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redly rather a nuisance in these democratic days.
As George Harford | had everything 1 wanted.
Now | have merely everything that other people
want, which isn't nearly so pleasant. Well, my
proposa is this.

MRS. ARBXJTHNOT. | told you | was not inter-
ested, and | beg you to go.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. The boy is to be with you
for six months in the year, and with me for the
other six. That is perfectly fair, isit not? You
can have whatever alowance you like, and live
whereyou choose. Asfor your past, no oneknows
anything about it except myself and Gerald.
There is the Puritan, of course, the Puritan in
white muslin, but shedoesn't count. Shecouldn't
tell the story without explaining that she objected
to being kissed, could she? And dl the women
would think her a fool and the men think her a
bore. And you need not be afraid that Gerald
won't be my heir. | needn't tell you | have not
the dlightest intention of marrying.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. You come too late. My son
has no need of you. You are not necessary.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. What do you mean, Ra
chel?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. That you are not necessary
to Gerald's career. He does not require you.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | do not understand
you.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Look into the garden.
[LORD ILLINGWORTH rises and goes towards window.]
You had better not let them see you: you bring
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unpleasant memories. [LORD ILLINGWORTH looks
out and starts] She loves him. They love each
other. We are safe from you, and we are going
away.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Where?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. We will not tell you, and if
you find us we will not know you. You seem
surprised. What welcome would you get from the
girl whoselipsyou triedto soil, from the boy whose
life you have shamed, from the mother whose dis-
honour comes from you?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. You have grown hard,
Rachel

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | was too weak once. It is
well for me that | have changed.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | was very young at that
time. We men know' life too early.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. And we women know life
too late. That is the difference between men and
women. [A pause.}

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Rachd, | want my son.
My money may be of no use to him now. | may
be of no use to him, but | want my son. Bring us
together, Rachel. You can do it if you choose.
[ Sees |etter on table)]

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. There is no room in my
boy's life for you. He is not interested in you.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Then why does he write to
me?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. What do you mean?

LORD ILLINGWORTH. What letter is this?
[Takes up letter.]
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MRS. ARBUTHNOT. That—is nothing. Give it
to me.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. It is addressed to me.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. You are not to open it. |
forbid you to open it.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. And in Gerald's handwrit-
ing.
MRS. ARBUTHNOT. It was not to have been sent.
It is aletter he wrote to you this morning before
he saw me. But heis sorry now he wrote it, very
sorry.  You are not to open it.  Give it to me.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. It belongsto me. [Opensit,
gts down and reads it domly. MRS. ARBUTHNOT
watches him all thetime.] You have read this let-
ter, | suppose, Rachel?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. No.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. You know what is in it.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Yed

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | don't admit for a mo-
ment that the boy is right in what he says. |
don't admit that it is any duty of mine to marry
you. | deny it entirely. But to get my son back
| am ready—yes, | am ready to marry you, Ra
chel—and to treat you always with the deference
and respect due to my wife. | will marry you as
soon as you choose | give you my word of
honour.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. You made that promise to
me once before and broke it.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | will keep it now. And
that will show you that | love my son, at least as
much as you love him. For when | marry you,
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Rachdl, there are some ambitions | shal have to
surrender.  High ambitions too, if any ambition
is high.

MRS. ARBUTHnOT. | decline to marry you,
Lord Illingworth.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Are you serious?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. VYes.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. Do tell me your reasons.
They would interest me enormously.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | have aready explained
them to my son.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | suppose they were in-
tensely sentimental, weren't they? You women
live by your emotions and for them. You have no
philosophy of life.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. You areright. We women
live by our emotions and for them. By our pas
dons, and for them, if you will. | have two pas
gons, Lord Illingworth: my love of him, my hate
of you. You cannot kill those. They feed each
other

LORD ILLINGWORTH. What sort of love is that
which needs to have hate as its brother?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. It Lsthesort of love | have
for Gerald. Do you think that terrible? Well,
it is terrible.  All love is terrible.  All love is a
tragedy. | loved you once, Lord Illingworth.
Oh, what a tragedy for a woman to have loved
you!

LORD ILLINGWORTH. So you redly refuse to
marry me?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. VYes
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LORD ILLINGWORTH. Because you hate me?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT.  Yes

LORD ILLINGWORTH. And does my son hate me
asyon do?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT.  No.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. | am glad of that, Rachel.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. He merely despises you.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. What a pity! What a
pity for him, | mean.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Don't be deceived, George.
Children begin by loving their parents. After a
timethey judgethem. Rarely if ever do they for-
give them.

LORD ILLINGWORTH [Reads letter over again, very
sowly]. May | ask by what arguments you made
the boy who wrote this letter, this beautiful, pas-
sionate letter, believe that you should not marry
his father, the father of your own child?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Itisnot | who made him see
it. It was another.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. What fin-de-sticle person?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. The Puritan, Lord Illing-
Worth. [A pause]

LORD ILLINGWORTH [Winces, then rises dowly
and goes over to table where his hat and gloves are.
MRS. ARBUTHNOT is standing close to the table. He
picks up one of the gloves and begins putting it on].
Thereis not much then for me to do here, Rachel?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Nothing.

LORD ILLINGWORTH. It is good-bye, is it?

MrS.ARBUTHNOT. For ever, | hope, this time,
Lord Illingworth.



188 THE PLAYS OF OSCAR WILDE [ACT iv

LORD ILLINGWORTH. How curiousl Ah! this
moment you look exactly as you looked the night
you left me twenty years ago. Y ou have just the
same expression in your mouth. Upon my word,
Rachd, no woman ever loved me as you did.
Why, you gave yoursdf to me like aflower, to do
anything | liked with. You were the prettiest of
playthings, the most fascinating of smdl ro-
mances. . . . [Pulls out watch.] Quarter to two!
Must be gtrolling back to Hunstanton.  Don't sup-
pose | shdl seeyou there again. 1'm sorry, | am,
redly. It's been an amusing experience to have
met amongst people of ones own rank, and
treated quite serioudy too, one's midress, and
ones——

[MRS. ARBUTHNOT snatches up glove and strikes
LORD ILLINGWORTH across the face mth it.  LORD
ILLINGWORTH dtarts. He is dazed by the insult of
his punishment.  Then he controls himself, and
goes to window and looks out at his son. Sghs, and
leaves the room]

MRS ARBUTHNOT [Falls sobhing on the sofa].  He
would have sad it. Hewould have sad it.

[Enter GERALD and HESTERfrom the garden.]

GERALD. Waéll, dear mother. Y ou never came
out after dl. So we have come in to fetch you.
Mother, you have not been crying? [Kneelsdown
beside her.]

MRS ARBUTHNOT. My bhoy! My boy! My
boy! [Running her fingers through his hair ]

HESTER [Coming over]. But you have two chil-
dren now. Youll let me beyour daughter?
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MRS, ARBUTHNOT [Looking up]. Would you
choose me for a mother?

HESTER. You of al women | have ever known.

[They move towards the door leading into garden
with their arms around each other's waist. GERALD
goes to table L. c. for his hat. On turning round he
sees LORD ILLINGWORTH'S glove lying on the floor,
andpicksitup.]

GERALD. Hallo, mother, whose glove is this?
You have had avisitor. Who wasit?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT [Turning round]. Oh! no one.
No onein particular. A man of no importance.

CURTAIN
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CECILY. Certainly not.

GWENDOLEN. Mr. Worthing, | have something
very particular to ak you. Much depends on
your reply.

CECILY. Gwendolen, your common sense is in-
vaduable. Mr. Moncrieff, kindly answer me the
following question: Why did you pretend to be
my guardian's brother?

ALGERNON. In order that | might have an op-
portunity of meeting you.

CECILY [To GWENDOLEN]. That certainly seems
a satisfactory explanation, does it not?

GWENDOLEN. Yes, dear, if you can believe
him.

CECILY. | don't. But that does not affect the
wonderful beauty of hisanswer.

GWENDOLEN. True. In matters of grave im-
portance, style, not sincerity is the vita thing.
Mr. Worthing, what explanation can you offer to
me for pretending to have a brother? Was it in
order that you might have an opportunity of com-
ing up to town to see me as often as possible?

JACK. Can you doubt it, Miss Fairfax?

GWENDOLEN. | have the gravest doubts upon
the subject. But | intend to crush them. Thisis
not the moment for German scepticism.  [Moving
to CECILY.] Their explanations appear to be quite
satisfactory, especidly Mr. Worthing's. That
seams to me to have the stamp of truth upon it.

CECILY. | am more than content with what Mr.
Moncrieff said. His voice alone ingpires one with
absolute credulity.
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GWENDOLEN. Then you think we should for-
give them?

CECILY. Yes | mean no.

GWENDOLEN. True! | had forgotten. There
are principles a stake that one cannot surrender.
Which of us should tell them? The task isnot a
pleasant one.

CECILY. Could we not both spegk at the same
time?

GWENDOLEN. An excellent idea! | nearly a-
ways speak at the same time as other people. Will
you take the time from me?

CECILY. Certainly. [GWENDOLEN beats time
with uplifted finger.]

GWENDOLEN and CECILY [Speaking together}.
Your Christian names are still an insuperable
barrier! That isal!

JACK and ALGERNON [Speaking together].  Our
Christian names! Isthat al? But we are going
to be christened this afternoon.

GWENDOLEN [To JACK]. For my sske you are
prepared to do this terrible thing?

JACK. | am.

CECILY [To ALGERNON]. To please me you are
ready to face thisfearful ordeal?

ALGERNON. | am!

GWENDOLEN. How absurd to talk of the equal-
ity of the sexes!  Where questions of sdlf-sacrifice
are concerned, men are infinitely beyond us.

JACK. We are. [Clasps hands with ALGERNON.]

CECILY. They have momentsof physica cour-
age of which we women know absolutely nothing.
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GWENDOLEN [To JACK]. Darling!

ALGERNON [To CECILY]. Darling! [They fall
into each other's arms.]

[Enter MERRIMAN. When he enters he coughs
loudly, seeing the situation.}

MERRIMAN. Ahem! Ahem! Lady Bracknell!

JACK. Good heavens!

[Enter LADY BRACKNELL. The couples separate
inalarm. ExitMERRIMAN.]

LADY BRACKNELL. Gwendolen! What does
this mean?

GWENDOLEN. Merely that | am engaged to be
married to Mr. Worthing, mamma.

LADY BRACKNELL. Come here. Sit down. Sit
down immediately. Hesitation of any kind is a
sgn of mental decay in the young, of physical
weakness in the old. [Turns to JACK.] Apprised,
gr, of my daughter's sudden flight by her trusty
mr'i, whose confidence | purchased by means of
i unal coin, | followed her a once by a luggage
crain. Her unhappy father is, | am glad to say,
under the impression that she is attending a more
than usually lengthy lecture by the University Ex-
tension Scheme on the Influence of a Permanent
Income on Thought. | do not propose to unde-
ceive him. Indeed | have never undeceived him
on any question. | would consider it wrong.
But of course, you will clearly understand that all
communication between yourself and my daugh-
ter must ceese immediately from this mo-
ment.  On this point, as indeed on dl points, |
amfirm.
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JACK. | am engaged to be married to Gwendo-
len, Lady Bracknell!

LADY BRACKNELL. You are nothing of the kind,
gr. And now, as regards Algernon! . . . Alger-
non!

ALGERNON. Yes, Aunt Augusta.

LADY BRACKNELL. May | ask if it is in this
house that your invalid friend Mr. Bunbury re-
Sdes?

ALGERNON [Stammering]. Oh! No! Bunbury
doesn't live here.  Bunbury is somewhere dse at
present. In fact, Bunbury is dead.

LADY BRACKNELL. Dead! When did Mr. Bun-
bury die? His death must have been extremely
sudden.

ALGERNON [Airily]. Oh! | killed Bunbury this
afternoon. | mean poor Bunbury died this after-
noon.

LADY BRACKNELL. Wheat did he die of?

ALGERNON. Bunbury? Oh, he was quite ex-
ploded.

LADY BRACKNELL. Exploded! Was he the vic-
tim of arevolutionary outrage? | was not aware
that Mr. Bunbury was interested in socia legida
tion. If so, he iswell punished for his morbidity.

ALGERNON. My dear Aunt Augusta, | mean he
was found out! The doctors found out that Bun-
bury could not live, that iswhat | mean—so Bun-
bury died.

LADY BRACKNELL. He seems to have had great
confidence in the opinion of his physicians. | am
glad, however, that he made up his mind at the
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lagt to some definite course of action, and acted
under proper medical advice. And now that we
have finally got rid of this Mr. Bunbury, may |
ask, Mr. Worthing, who isthat young person whose
hand my nephew Algernon isnow holding in what
seems to me a peculiarly unnecessary manner?

JACK. That lady is Miss Cecily Cardew, my
ward. [LADY BRACKNELL bows coldly to CECILY ]

ALGERNON. | am engaged to be married to
Cecily, Aunt Augusta.

LADY BRACKNELL. | beg your pardon?

CECILY. Mr. Moncrieff and | are engaged to be
married, Lady Bracknell.

LADY BRACKNELL [With a shiver, crossing to the
sofa and sitting doum|]. 1 do not know whether
there is anything peculiarly exciting in the air of
this particular part of Hertfordshire, but the num-
ber of engagements that go on seems to me con-
Sderably above the proper average that datistics
have laid down for our guidance. | think some
preliminary enquiry on my part would not be out
of place. Mr. Worthing, is Miss Cardew at dl
connected with any of the larger railway stations
in London? | merely desire information. Until
yesterday | had no idea that there were any fam-
ilies or persons whose origin was a Terminus.
[JACK looks perfectly furious, but restrains himself.]

JACK [In a clear, cold voice]. Miss Cardew is the
granddaughter of the late Mr. Thomas Cardew of
149, Belgrave Square, SW.; Gervase Park, Dork-
ing, Surrey; and the Sporran, Fifeshire, N.B.

LADY BRACKNELL. That sounds not unsatis
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factory. Three addresses aways inspire confi-
dence, even in tradesmen. But what proof have
| of their authenticity?

JACK. | have carefully preserved the Court
Guides of the period. They are open to your in-
spection, Lady Bracknell.

LADY BRACKNELL [Grimly]. | have known
strange errors in that publication.

JACK. Miss Cardew's family solicitors are
Messrs. Markby, Markby, and Markby.

LADY BRACKNELL. Markby, Markby, and
Markby? A firm of the very highest position in
their profession. Indeed | am told that one of the
Mr. Markbys is occasionally to be seen at dinner
parties. So far | am satisfied.

JACK [Very irritably]. How extremely kind of
you, Lady Bracknell! | have dso in my posses
sion, you will be pleased to hear, certificates of
Miss Cardew's birth, baptism, whooping cough,
registration, vaccination, confirmation, and the
meades; both the German and the English variety.

LADY BRACKNELL. Ah! A life crowded with
incident, | see; though perhaps somewhat too ex-
citing for ayoung girl. 1 am not myself in favour
of premature experiences. [Rises, looks at her
watch.} Gwendolen! the time approaches for our
departure.  We have not amoment to lose. Asa
matter of form, Mr. Worthing, | had better ask
you if Miss Cardew has any little fortune?

JACK. Oh! about a hundred and thirty thousand
pounds in the Funds. That is dl. Good-bye,
Lady Bracknell. So pleasad to have seen you.
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LADY BRACKNELL [Stting down again]. A mo-
ment, Mr. Worthing. A hundred and thirty
thousand pounds! And in the Funds! Miss Car-
dew seems to me a most attractive young lady,
now that 1 look at her. Few girls of the present
day have any really solid qualities, any of the
qualities that last, and improve with time. We
live, | regret to say, in an age of surfaces. [To
CECILY] Come over here, dear. [CECILY goes
across] Pretty ehild! your dressis sadly simple,
and your hair seems almost as Nature might have
left it. But w'e can soon alter dl that. A thor-
oughly experienced French maid produces a
really marvellous result in a very brief space of
time. | remember recommending one to young
Lady Lancing, and after three months her own
husband did not know her.

JACK [Aside]. And after six months nobody
tmew her.

LADY BRACKNELL [Glares at JACK for a few mo-
ments. Then bends, with a practised smile, to
CECILY.] Kindly turnround, sweet child. [CECILY
turns completely round.} No, theside view iswhat
| want. [CECILY presents her profile] Yes, quite
as | expected. There are distinct socid possibili-
ties in your profile. The two weak points in our
age are its want of principle and its want of pro-
file. The chin a little higher, dear.  Style
largely depends on the way the chin is worn.
They ae worn very high, just a present.
Algernon!

ALGERNON. Yes, Aunt Augustal
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LADY BRACKNELL. There are digtinct socia
possibilities in Miss Cardew's profile.

ALGEKNON. Cecily is the sweetest, deared,
prettiest girl inthewholeworld. And | don't care
twopence about socia possibilities.

LADY BRACKNELL. Never spesk disrespectfully
of Society, Algernon. Only people who can't get
into it do that. [To CECILY.] Dear child, of
course you know that Algernon has nothing but
his debts to depend upon. But | do not approve
of mercenary marriages. When | married Lord
Bracknell 1 had no fortune of any kind. But |
never dreamed for a moment of alowing that to
stand in my way. Wadll, | suppose | must give my
consent.

ALGERNON. Thank you, Aunt Augusta.

LADY BRACKNELL. Cecily, you may kiss me!

CECILY [Kisses her]. Thank you, Lady Brack-
nell.

LADY BRACKNELL. You may also address me as
Aunt Augustafor thefuture.

CECILY. Thank you, Aunt Augusta.

LADY BRACKNELL. The marriage, | think, had
better take place quite soon.

ALGERNON. Thank you, Aunt Augusta.

CECILY. Thank you, Aunt Augusta.

LADY BRACKNELL. To spesk frankly, | am not
in favour of long engagements. They give people
the opportunity of finding out each other's char-
acter before marriage, which | think is never ad-
vissble

JACK. 1 beg your pardon for interrupting you,
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Lady Brackndll, but this engagement is quite out
of the question. | am Miss Cardew's guardian,
and she cannot marry without my consent until
she comes of age. That consent | absolutely de-
clinetogive.

LADY BRACKNELL. Upon what grounds, may |
ask? Algernon isan extremely, | may amost say
an ostentatiously, eligible young man. He has
nothing, but he looks everything. What more can
one desire?

JACK. It pains me very much to have to speak
frankly to you, Lady Bracknell, about your
nephew, but the fact isthat | do not approve at al
of hismord character. | suspect him of being un-
truthful.  [ALGERNON and CECILY look at him in
indignant amazement.

LADY BRACKNELL. Untruthful! My nephew
Algernon? Impossible! He isan Oxonian.

JACK. | fear there can be no possible doubt
about the matter. This afternoon, during my
temporary absence in London on an important
guestion of romance, he obtained admission to my
house by means of the false pretence of being my
brother. Under an assumed name he drank, I've
just been informed by my butler, an entire pint
bottle of my Perrier-Jouet, Brut, '89; a wine |
was specidly reserving for myself. Continuing his
disgraceful deception, he succeeded in the course
of the afternoon in alienating the affections of my
only ward. He subsequently stayed to tea, and
devoured every sngle muffin. And what makes
his conduct dl the more heartless is, that he was
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perfectly well aware from the first that | have no
brother, that | never had a brother, and that 1
don't intend to have a brother, not even of any
kind. | distinctly told him so myself yesterday
afternoon.

LADY BRACKNELL. Ahem! Mr. Worthing, after
careful consideration | have decided entirely to
overlook my nephew's conduct to you.

JACK. That is very generous of you, Lady
Bracknell. My own decision, however, isunalter-
able. | decline to give my consent.

LADY BRACKNELL [To CECILY]. Come here,
sweet child. [CECILY goes over]. How old are you,
dear?

CECILY. Wall, I am really only eighteen, but |
aways admit to twenty when 1 go to evening
parties.

LADY BRACKNELL. You are perfectly right in
making some dlight ateration. Indeed, no wo-
man should ever be quite accurate about her age.
It looks so calculating. . . . [In a meditative
manner.] Eighteen, but admitting to twenty at
evening parties. Wdll, it will not be very long be-
fore you are of age and free from the restraints of
tutelage. So | don't think your guardian's con-
sent is, after al, amatter of any importance.

JACK. Pray excuse me, Lady Bracknell, for
interrupting you again, but it is only fair to tell
you that according to the terms of her grand-
father's will Miss Cardew does not come legdly of
age till she is thirty-five.

LADY BRACKNELL. That does not ssem to me
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to be a grave objection. Thirty-five is a very at-
tractive age. London society is full of women of
the very highest birth who have, of their own free
choice, remained thirty-fivefor years. Lady Dum-
blcton is an instance in point. To my own
knowledge she has been thirty-five ever since she
arrived at the age of forty, which was many years
ago now. | sec no reason why our dear Cecily
should not be even still more attractive at the age
you mention than she is at present. There will be
alarge accumulation of property.

CECILY. Algy, could you wait for me till | was
thirty-five?

ALGERNON. Of course | could, Cecily. You
know | could.

CECILY. Yes, | felt it instinctively, but I
couldn't wait al that time. | hate waiting even
five minutes for anybody. It aways makes me
rather cross. | am not punctual myself, | know,
but | do like punctuality in others, and waiting,
even to be married, is quite out of the question.

ALGERNON. Then what isto be done, Cecily?

CECILY. | don't know, Mr. Moncrieff.

LADY BRACKNELL. My dear Mr. Worthing, as
Miss Cardew states positively that she cannot
wait till she is thirty-five—a remark which | am
bound to say seems to me to show a somewhat im-
patient nature—| would beg of you to reconsider
your decision.

JACK. But my dear Lady Bracknell, the matter
is entirely in your own hands. The moment you
consent to my marriage with Gwendolen, | will
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most gladly allow your nephew to form an aliance
with my ward.

LADY BRACKNELL [Risng and drawing hersef
up}. Youmust be quite aware that what you pro-
poseis out of the question.

JACK. Then apassionate celibacy isall that any
of us can look forward to.

LADY BRACKNELL. That is not the destiny |
propose for Gwendolen. Algernon, of course, can
choose for himself. [Pulls out her watch.] Come
dear; [GWENDOLEN rises] we have aready missed
five, if not six, trains. To miss any more might
expose us to comment on the platform.

[Enter DR. CHASUBLE]

CHASUBLE. Everything is quite ready for the
christenings.

LADY BRACKNELL. The christenings, sir! Isnot
that somewhat premature?

CHASUBLE [Looking rather puzzed, and pointing
to JACK and ALGERNON]. Both these gentlemen
have expressed a desire for immediate baptism.

LADY BRACKNELL. At their age? The idea is
grotesque and irreligious!  Algernon, | forbid you
to be baptised. | will not hear of such excesses.
Lord Bracknell would be highly displeased if he
learned that that was the way in which you wasted
your time and money.

CHASUBLE. Am | to understand then that there
are to be no christenings at al this afternoon?

JACK. | don't think that, asthings are now, it
would be of much practica value to either of us,
Dr. Chasuble.
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CHASUBLE. | am grieved to hear such senti-
ments from you, Mr. Worthing. They savour of
the heretical views of the Anabaptists, views that
| have completely refuted in four of my unpub-
lished sermons. However, as your present mood
seams to be one peculiarly secular, | will return to
the church at once. Indeed, | have just been in-
formed by the pew-opener that for the last hour
and a hadf Miss Prism has been waiting for me in
the vestry.

LADY BRACKNELL [Sarting]. Miss Prism! Did
| hear you mention a Miss Prism?

CHASUBLE. Yes, Lady Bracknell. | am on my
way to join her.

LADY BRACKNELL. Pray dlow me to detain you
for amoment. This matter may prove to be one
of vital importance to Lord Bracknell and myself.
Is this Miss Prism a female of repellant aspect,
remotely connected with education?

CHASUBLE [Somewhat indignantly]. She is the
most cultivated of ladies, and the very picture of
respectability.

LADY BRACKNELL. It isobvioudly the same per-
son. May | ask what position she holds in your
household?

CHASUBLE [Severely]. | am a celibate, madam.

JACK [Interposing]. Miss Prism, Lady Brack-
nell, has been for the last three years Miss Car-
dew's esteemed governess and valued companion.

LADY BRACKNELL. In spite of what | hear of
her, | must see her a once Let her be sent
for.
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CHASUBLE [Looking offf. She approaches, she
isnigh.

[Enter MISS PRISM hurriedly.]

MISS PRISM. | was told you expected me in the
vestry, dear Canon. | have been waiting for you
there for an hour and three-quarters. [Catches
sight of LADY BRACKNELL, who hasfixed her with a
gony glare. MISS PRISM grows pale and quails.
She looks anxiously round as if desirous to escape)]

LADY BRACKNELL [In a severe, judicial voice].
Prism!  [MISS PRISM bows her head in shame]
Come here, Prism! [MISS PRISM approaches in a
humble manner.] Prism! Where is that baby?
[General consternation. The Canon starts hack in
horror. ALGERNON and JACK pretend to be anxious
to shield CECILY and GWENDOLEN from hearing the
details of a terrible public scandal.] Twenty-eight
years ago, Prism, you left Lord Bracknell's house,
Number 104, Upper Crosvenor Street, in charge
of a perambulator that contained a baby, of the
male s=x. You never returned. A few weeks
later, through the elaborate investigations of the
Metropolitan police, the perambulator was discov-
ered at midnight, standing by itself in a remote
corner of Bayswater. It contained the manuscript
of athree-volume novel of more than usualy re-
volting sentimentality. [MISS PRISM dtarts in in-
voluntary indignation.] But the baby was not
there!  [Everyone looks at MISS PRISM] Prism;
Where isthat baby? [A pause]

MISS PRISM. Lady Bracknell, 1 admit with
shame that | do not know. | only wish | did.



ACT iii] IMPORTANCE OF BEING EARNEST 283

The plain facts of the case are these.  On the morn-
ing of the day you mention, aday that is for ever
branded on my memory, | prepared as usua to
take the baby out in its perambulator. | had dso
with me a somewhat old, but capacious hand-bag
in which | had intended to place the manuscript
of awaork of fiction that | had written during my
few unoccupied hours. In a moment of mental
abstraction, for which | never can forgive myself,
| deposited the manuscript in the bassinette, and
placed the baby in the hand-bag.

JACK [Who has been listening attentively]. But
where did you deposit the hand-bag?

MISS PRISM. Do not ask me, Mr. Worthing.

JACK. Miss Prism, thisis a matter of no smdl
importancetome. | insist on knowingwhereyou
deposited the hand-bag that contained that in-
fant.

MISS PRISM. | left it in the cloak-room of one of
the larger railway stations in London.

JACK. What railway station?

MISS PRISM [Quite crushed]. Victoria The
Brighton line. [Sinksinto a chair.]

JACK. | must retire to my room for a moment.
Gwendolen, wait herefor me.

GWENDOLEN. If you are not too long, | will
wait here for you al my life.

[Exit JACK in great excitement,]

CHASUBLE. What do you think this means,
Lady Bracknell?

LADY BRACKNELL. | dare not even suspect, Dr
Chasuble. | need hardly tdl you that in fam-
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ilies of high postion strange coincidences are not
supposed to occur. They are hardly considered
the thing.

[Noises heard overhead as if someone was throwing
trunks about. Everyone looks up.}

CECILY. Uncle Jack seemsstrangely agitated.

CHASUBLE. Y ourguardianhasaveryemotional
nature.

LADY BRACKNELL. This noise is extremely un-
pleasant. It sounds as if he was having an argu-
ment. | dislike arguments of any kind. They are
aways vulgar, and often convincing.

CHASUBLE [Looking up}. It has stopped now.
[The noise is redoubled.}

LADY BRACKNELL. | wish he would arrive at
some conclusion.

GWENDOLEN. This suspense is terrible. | hope
it will last.

[Enter JACK with a hand-bag of black leather in
his hand]

JACK [Rushing over to MISS PRISM]. Is this the
hand-bag, Miss Prism? Examine it carefully be-
fore you spesk. The happiness of more than one
life depends on your answer.

MISS PRISM [Calmly]. It seems to be mine. Yes,
hereistheinjury it received through the upsetting
of a Gower Street omnibus in younger and hap-
pier days. Here is the stain on the lining caused
by the explosion of a temperance beverage, an
incident that occurred at Leamington. And here,
on the lock, are my initials. | had forgotten that
in an extravagant mood | had had them placed
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there. The bag is undoubtedly mine. | am de-
lighted to have it so unexpectedly restored to
me. It has been a great inconvenience being
without it al these years.

JACK [In a pathetic voice]. Miss Prism, more is
restored to you than this hand-bag. | was the
baby you placed in it.

MISS PRISM [Amazed]. You?

JACK [Embracing her]. Yes. . . mother!

MISS PRISM [Recoiling in indignant astonishment].
Mr. Worthing! 1 amunmarried!

JACK. Unmarried! | do not deny that isaseri-
ousblow. But after all, who has theright to cast
a stone against one who has suffered? Cannot
repentance wipe out an act of folly? Why should
there be onelaw for men, and another for woment
Mother, | forgiveyou. [Triesto embrace her again.]

Miss PRISM [Siill more indignant]. Mr. Worthing,
thereissomeerror. [Pointing to LADY BRACKNELL.}
There is the lady who can tell you who you redly
ae,

JACK [After a pause]. Lady Bracknell, | hate to
seem inquisitive, but would you kindly inform me
who | am?

LADY BRACKNELL. | am afraid that the news |
have to give you will not altogether please you.
You are the son of my poor sister, Mrs. Moncrieff,
and consequently Algernon's elder brother.

JACK. Algy's elder brother! Then | have a
brother after al. | knew | had a brother! 1 d-
ways sad | had a brother! Cecily,—how could
you have ever doubted that | had a brother.
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[Seizes hold of ALGERNON.] Dr. Chasuble, my un-
fortunate brother. Miss Prism, my unfortunate
brother. Gwendolen, my unfortunate brother.
Algy, you young scoundrel, you will have to
treat me with more respect in the future. You
have never behaved to me like a brother in dl
your life.

ALGERNON. Well, not till to-day, old boy, I
admit. | did my best, however, though | was out
of practice. [Shakes hands.]

GWENDOLEN [To JACK]. My own! But what
own areyou? What isyour Christian name, now
that you have become someone else?

JACK. Good heavens!... | had quite forgotten
that point. Your decison on the subject of my
nameisirrevocable, | suppose?

GWENDOLEN. | never change, except in my
affections.

CECILY. WdJiat a noble nature you have, Gwen-
dolen!

JACK. Then the question had better be cleared
up at once. Aunt Augusta, a moment. At the
time when Miss Prism left me in the hand-bag,
had | been christened already?

LADY BRACKNELL. Every luxury that money
could buy, including christening, had been lav-
ished on you by your fond and doting parents.

JACK. Then | was christened! That is settled.
Now, what name was | given? Let me know the
worst.

LADY BRACKNELL. Being the eldest son you
were naturally christened after your father.



ACT iii] IMPORTANCE OF BEING EARNEST 287

JACK [Irritably]. Yes, but what was my father's
Christian name?

LADY BRACKNELL [Meditatively]. | cannot at
the present moment recal what the General's
Christian name was. But 1 have no doubt he had
one. He was eccentric, | admit. But only in
later years. And that was the result of the Indian
climate, and marriage, and indigestion, and other
things of that kind.

JACK. Algy! Can't you recollect what our
father's Christian name was?

ALGERNON. My dear boy, we "Were never even
on speaking terms.  He died before | was a year
old.

JACK. His name would appear in the Army
Listsof the period, 1 suppose, Aunt Augusta?

LADY BRACKNELL. The General was essentialy
aman of peace, except in his domestic life. But
| have no doubt his name would appear in any
military directory.

JACK. The Army Lists of the last forty years
arc here. These delightful records should have
been my constant study. [Rushesto bookcase and
tears the books out] M. Generals .... Mallam,
Maxbohm, Magley, what ghastly namesthey have
—Markby, Migsby, Mobbs, Moncrieff! Lieuten-
ant 1840, Captain, Lieutenant-Colonel, Colonel,
General 1889, Christian names, Ernest John.
[Puts book very quietly down and speaks quite
camly] | aways told you, Gwendolen, my
name was Ernest, didn't 1? Waell, it is Ernest
after all. 1 mean it naturaly is Ernest.
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LADY BRACKNELL. Yes | remember that the
General was cdled Ernest. | knew | had some
particular reason for didiking the name.

GWENDOLEN. Ernest! My own Ernest! | felt
from the first that you could have no other name!

JACK. Gwendolen, it is a terrible thing for a
man to find out suddenly that all his life he has
been speaking nothing but the truth. Can you
forgiveme?

GWENDOLEN. | can. For | fed that you are
sure to change.

JACK. My own onel

CHASUBLE [To MISS PRISM]. Laetitiad [Em
braces her.]

MISS PRISM [Enthusiastically].  Frederick! At
last!

ALGERNON. Cecily! [Embraces her.] At last!

JACK. Gwendolen! [Embraces her.] At last!

LADY BRACKNELL. My nephew, you seem to be
displaying signs of triviality.

JACK. On the contrary, Aunt Augusta, I've
now realised for thefirst timein my life the vital
Importance of Being Earnest.

TABLEAU
CURTAIN



AN IDEAL HUSBAND



The acting rights to 'An Ideal Husband' are held by
Mr. Charles Frohman, Empire Theatre Building, Neie
York City, to whom application must be made for the
righu to perform, either by amateurs or professionals.



To
frank Harris

A SLIGHT TRIBUTE TO
HIS POWER AND DISTINCTION
AS AN ARTIST
HIS CHIVALRY AND NOBILITI?
AS A FRIEND






AN IDEAL HUSBAND

London: Theatre Ro%/al, Haymarket: Sole Lessee
Mr. Herbert Beerbohm Tree: Managers, Mr.
Lewis Waller and Mr. H. H. Morcll,

January 3, 18%.
CHARACTERS

THE EARL OF CAVERSHAM  Mr. Alfred Bishop
VISCOUNT GORING Mr. Chas. H. Hawtrey
SIRROBERT CHILTERN Mr. Lewis Waller
VICOMTE DE NANJAC Mr. Cosmo Stuart
MR.MONTFORD Mr. Harry Stanford
PHIPPS Mr. C. H. Brookfield
MASON Mr. H. Deane
JAMES (Footman) Mr. Charles Meyrick
HAROLD ngootman) Mr. Goodhart
LADY CHILTERN Miss Julia Neilson
LADY MARKBY Miss Fanny Brough
COUNTESS OF BASILDON  Miss Vane Featherston
MRS. MARCHMONT Miss Helen Forsyth
MISS MABEL CHILTERN Miss Maude Millett
MRS.CHEVELEY Miss Florence West

THE SCENES OF THE PLAY

ACT | The Octagon Room in Sir Robert Chill
tern's House in Grosvenor Square.
ACT Il Morning-Roorn in Sir Robert Chiltern's

House. . .
ACT Il The Library of Lord Goring's House in
Curzon Street.
ACT IV , Sameas Act Il.

Time—The Present.
Place—London.

The Action of the Play is completed within
twenty-four hours.

293






AN IDEAL HUSBAND

ACT |

SCENE—The octagon room at SR ROBERT CHIL-
TERN'S house in Grosvenor Sguare.

[The room is brilliantly lighted and full of guests.
At the top of the staircase stands LADY CHILTERN, a
woman of grave Greek beauty, about twenty-seven
yearsof age. She receives the guests as they come up.
Over the well of the staircase hangs a great chandelier
with wax lights, which illumine a large eighteenth-
century French tapestry—representing the Triumph
of Love, from a design by Boucher—that is stretched
on the staircase wall. On theright is the entrance to
the music-room.  The sound of a string quartette is
faintly heard. The entrance on the left leads to
other reception-rooms. MRS. MARCHMONT and LADY
BASILDON, two very pretty women, are seated together
on a Louis Seize sofa. They are types of exquisite
fragility. Their affectation of manner has a delicate
charm.  Watteau would have loved to paint them}

MRS. MARCHMONT. Going on to the Hartlocks
to-night, Olivia?

LADY BASILDON. | supposeso. Areyou?

MRS. MARCHMONT. Yes. Horribly tedious par-
ties they give, don't they?

2%
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LADY BASILDON. Horribly tedious! Never
know why | go. Never know why | go anywhere.
MKS.MARCHMONT. | comeheretobeeducated.

LADY BASILDON. Ah! | hate being educated!

MRS. MARCHMONT. Sodo . It puts one amost
on alevel with the commercial classes, doesn't it?
But dear Gertrude Chiltern is always telling me
that | should have some serious purpose in life.
So | come hereto try to find one.

LADY BASILDON [Looking round through her lor-
gnette]. | don't see anybody here to-night whom
one could possibly cal a serious purpose. The
man who took me in to dinner talked to me about
hiswife the whole time.

MRS. MARCHMONT. How very trivial of him!

LADY BASILDON. Terribly trivial! What did
your man talk about?

MRS . MARCHMONT. About myself.

LADY BASILDON [Languidly]. And were you in-
terested?

MRS. MARCHMONT [Shaking her head]. Not in the
sndlest degree.

LADY BASILDON. What martyrs we are, dear
Margaret!

MRS. MARCHMONT [Rising]. And how well it be
comes us, Olivial

[They rise and go towards the music-room. The
VICOMTE DE NANJAC, ayoung attache knownfor his
necktiesand hisAnglomania, approacheswithalow
bow, and enters into conversation.]

MASON [ Announcing guestsfromthe top ofthe stair-'
case]. Mr. and Lady Jane Barf ord. Lord Caversham.
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[Enter LORD CAVERSHAM, an old gentleman of
seventy, wearing theriband and star of the Garter. A
fine Whigtype. Rather like aportrait by Lawrence.]

LORD CAVERSHAM. Good evening, Lady Chil-
tern!  Has my good-for-nothing young son been
here?

LADY CHILTERN [Smiling]. | don't think Lord
Goring has arrived yet.

MABEL CHILTERN [Coming Up to LORD CAVER-
SHAM].  Why do you cdl Lord Goring good-for-
nothing?

[MABEL CHILTERN is a perfect example of the Eng-
lish type of prettiness, the apple-blossom type. She
has all thefragrance andfreedom of a flower. There
isripple after ripple of sunlight in her hair, and the
little mouth, with its parted lips, is expectant, like the
mouth of a child. She has the fascinating tyranny
of youth, and the astonishing courage of innocence.
To sane people she is not reminiscent of any work of
art. But sheisreally like a Tanagra statuette, and
would be rather annoyed if she were told so.]

LORD CAVERSHAM. Because he leads such an
idlelife.

MABEL CHILTERN. How can you sy such a
thing? Why, heridesin the Row at ten o'clock in
the morning, goes to the Opera three times a week,
changes his clothes at least five times a day, and
dines out every night of the season. You don't
cdl that leading an idle life, do you?

LORD CAVERSHAM [Looking at her with a kindly
twinkle in his eyes|. You are a very charming

young lady!



298 THE PLAYS OF OSCAR WILDE [ACT i

MABEL CHILTERN. How sweet of you to sy
that, Lord Caversham! Do come to us more of-
ten. Y ou know we are dways at home on Wednes-
days, and you look so well with your star!

LORD CAVERSHAM. Never go anywhere now.
Sck of London Society. Shouldn't mind being
introduced to my own tailor; he aways votes on
theright side. But object strongly to being sent
down to dinner with my wife's milliner. Never
could stand Lady Caversham's bonnets.

MABEL CHILTERN. Oh, I love London Society!
1 think it has immensely improved. It is entirely
composed now of beautiful idiots and brilliant
lunatics. Just what Society should be.

LORD CAVERSHAM. Hum! Which is Goring?
Beautiful idiot, or the other thing?

MABEL CHILTERN [Gravely]. | have been obliged
for the present to put Lord Goring into a dass
quite by himself. But he is developing charm-
ingly!

LORD CAVERSHAM. Into what?

MABEL CHILTERN [With a little curtsey]. | hope
to let you know vely soon, Lord Caversham!

MASON [Announcmg guests|. Lady Markby.
Mrs. Cheveley.

[Enter LADY MARKBY and MRS. CHEVELEY. LADY
MARKBY isa pleasant, kindly, popular woman, ivith
gray hair a la marquise and good lace. MRS
CHEVELEY, who accompanies her, is tall and rather
dight. Lipsverythinand highly-coloured, aline of
scarlet on apaUidface. Venetianred hair, aquiline
nose, and long throat. Rouge accentuates the natural
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paleness of her complexion. Gray-green eyes that
moverestlessly. Sheisin heliotrope, with diamonds.
She looks rather like an orchid, and makes great de-
mands on one's curiosity. In all her movements she
is extremely graceful. A work of art, on the whole,
but showing the influence of too many schools)]

LADY MARKBY. Good evening, dear Gertrude!
So kind of you to let me bring my friend, Mrs.
Cheveley. Two such charming women should
know each other!

LADY CHILTERN [Advances towards MRS. CHEVE-
LEY with a sweet smile. Then suddenly stops, and
bows rather distantly]. | think Mrs. Cheveley and
| have met before. | did not know she had mar-
ried a second time.

LADY MARKBY [Genially.] Ah, nowadays people
marry as often as they can, don't they? It is most
fashionable.  [To DUCHESS OF MARYBOROUGH,]
Dear Duchess, and how is the Duke? Brain still
weak, | suppose? Well, that is only to be ex-
pected, is it not? His good father was just the
same. Thereis nothing like race, is there?

MRS. CHEVELEY [Playing with her fan]. But have
we redly met before, Lady Chiltern? | can't re-
member where. | have been out of England for so
long.

LADY CHILTERN. We were a school together,
Mrs. Cheveley.

MRS. CHEVELEY [Superdiiously]. Indeed? |
have forgotten al about my school days. | have
a vague impression that they were detestable.

LADY CHILTERN [Coldly]. | am not surprised!
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MRS. CHEVELEY [In her sweetest manner]. Do
you know, | am quite looking forward to meeting
your clever husband, Lady Chiltern. Since he
has been at the Foreign Office, he has been so
much taked of in Vienna. They actualy suc-
ceed in spelling his name right in the newspapers.
That in itself is fame, on the continent.

LADY CHILTERN. | hardly think there will be
much in common between you and my husband,
Mrs. Cheveley! [Moms away]

VICOMTE DENANJAC. Ah! chere Madame, quelle
surprise! | have not seen you since Berlin!

MRS. CHEVELEY. Not since Berlin, Vicomte.
Five years ago!

VICOMTE DE NANJAC. And you are younger and
more beautiful than ever. How do you manage it?

MRS. CHEVELEY. By making it aruleonly to
tak to perfectly charming people like yourself.

VICOMTE DE NANJAC. Ah! you flatter me  You
butter me, as they say here.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Do they say that here? How
dreadful of them!

VICOMTE DE NANJAC. Yes, they have awonder-
ful language. It should be more widely known.

[SR ROBERT CHILTERN enters. A man of forty,
but looking somewhat younger. Clean-shaven, with
finely-cut features, dark-haired and dark-eyed. A
personality of mark. Not popular—few personali-
ties are. But intensely admired by the few, and
deeply respected by the many.  The note of his man-
ner is that of perfect distinction, with a dlight touch of
pride. Onefeelsthat heis conscious of the success he
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has made in life. A nervous temperament, with a
tired look. The firmly chiselled mouth and chin con-
trast strikingly with the romantic expression in the
deep-set eyes.  The variance is suggestive of an al-
most compl ete separation of passion andintellect, as
though thought and emotion were each isolated in its
own sphere through some violence of will-power.
Thereisnervousnessin the nostrils, and in the pale,
thin, pointed hands. It would be inaccurate to call
him picturesque. Picturesgueness cannot survive
the House of Commons. But Vandyck would have
liked to hare painted his head.]

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Good evening, Lady
Markby! | hope you have brought Sr John with
you?

LADY MARKET. Oh! | have brought a much
more charming person than Sir John. Sir John's
temper since he has taken seriously to politics has
become quite unbearable. Really, now that the
House of Commons is trying to become useful, it
does a great dedl of harm.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. | hope not, Lady
Markby. At any rate we do our best to waste the
public time, don't we? But who is this charming
person you have been kind enough to bring to us?

LADY MARKBY. Her name is Mrs. Cheveley!
One of the Dorsetshire Cheveleys, | suppose.
But | redly don't know. Families are so mixed
nowadays. Indeed, as a rule, everybody turns
out to be somebody dse.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Mrs. Cheveley? | seem
to know the name.
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LADY MARKET. She has just arrived from
Vienna

SIRROBERT CHILTERN. Ah!yes. | think | know
whom you mean.

LADY MARKBY. Oh! she goes everywhere there,
and has such pleasant scandals about al her
friends. | really must go to Vienna next winter.
| hope there isagood chef at the Embassy.

SR ROBERT CHILTERN. If there is not, the Am-
bassador will certainly have to be recalled. Pray
point out Mrs. Cheveley to me. | should like to
see her.

LADY MARKBY. Letmeintroduceyou, [ToMRS.
CHEVELEY.] My dear, Sr Robert Chiltern is
dyingtoknow you!

SIR ROBERT CHILTLRN [Bowmg]. Everybody is
dying to know the brilliant Mrs. Cheveley. Our
attaches at Vienna write to us about nothing dse.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Thank you, Sir Robert. An
acquaintance that begins with a compliment is
sureto develop into ared friendship. It startsin
the right manner. And | find that | know Lady
Chiltern aready.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Really?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Yes She hasjust reminded
me that we were at school together. | remember
it perfectly now. Sheadwaysgot the good conduct
prize. | have a distinct recollection of Lady
Chiltern dways getting the good conduct prize!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [Smiling]. And what
prizes did you get, Mrs. Cheveley?

MRS. CHEVELEY. My prizes came a little later
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on in life. 1 don't think any of them were for
good conduct. | forget!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. | am sure they were for
something charming!

MRS. CHEVELEY. | don't know that women are
awaysrewarded for being charming. | think they
are usually punished for it! Certainly, more wo-
men grow old nowadays through the faithfulness
of their admirers than through anything ese! At
least that is the only way | can account for the
terribly haggard look of most of your pretty wo-
men in London!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. What in appalling phi-
losophy that sounds! To attempt to classify you,
Mrs. Chevcley, would be an impertinence. But
may | ask, at heart, are you an optimist or a pess-
mist? Those seem to be the only two fashionable
religions left to us nowadays.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Oh, I'm neither. Optimism
begins in a broad grin, and Pessmism ends with
blue spectacles. Besdes, they are both of them
merely poses.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. You prefertobe natural?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Sometimes. But itissuch a
very difficult pose to keep up.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. What WOUId those
modern psychological novelists, of whom we hear
so much, say to such atheory as that?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Ah! the strength of women
comes from the fact that psychology cannot ex-
plan us. Men can be anadysed, women . . .
merely adored.
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SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. You think science can-
not grapple with the problem of women?

MRS.CHEVELEY . Sciencecannevergrapplewith
the irrational. That is why it has no future be-
foreit, in thisworld.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. And women represent
the irrational.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Well-dressed women do.

SRROBERT CHILTERN [Witha polite bwi. | fear
| could hardly agree with you there. But do sit
down. And now tell me, what makes you leave
your brilliant Viennafor our gloomy London—or
perhaps the question is indiscreet?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Questionsarc never indiscreet.
Answers sometimes are.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Well, a any rate, may
| know if it is politics or pleasure?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Politics are my only pleasure.
You see nowadays it is not fashionable to flirt
till oneisforty, or to be romantic till one is forty-
five, so we poor women who are under thirty, or
sy we are, have nothing open to us but politics or
philanthropy. And philanthropy seems to me to
have become simply the refuge of people who wish
to annoy their fellow-creatures. | prefer politics.
| think they are more . . . becoming!

SIRROBERT CHILTERN. A political lifeisanoble
careey!

MRS.CHEVELEY. Sometimes. Andsometimesit
is a clever game, Sir Robert. And sometimes it is
agreat nuisance.

SR ROBERT CHILTERN. Which do you find it?
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MRS. CHEVELEY. 1? A combination of dl three.
[Drops her fan]

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [Picks upfan]. Allow me!

MRS. CHEVELEY. Thanks.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. But you have not told
me yet what makes you honour London so sud-
denly. Our season is amost over.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Oh! | don't care about the
London season! It is too matrimonial. People
are either hunting for husbands, or hiding from
them. | wanted to meet you. It is quite true.
Y ou know what awoman's curiosity is. Almost as
great as a man's! | wanted immensely to meet
you, and ... to ask you to do something for me.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. | hope it is not a little
thing, Mrs. Cheveley. | find that little things are
so very difficult to do.

MRS. CHEVELEY [After a moment's reflection].
No, I don't think it is quite alittle thing.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. | am so glad. Do tell
me what it is.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Later on. [Rises] And now
may | walk through your beautiful house? | hear
your pictures are charming. Poor Baron Ara
heim—you remember the Baron?—used to tell
me you had some wonderful Corots.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [With an almost imper-
ceptible start].  Did you know Baron Arnheim well?

MRS. CHEVELEY [Smiling]. Intimately. Did
you?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. At one time.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Wonderful man, wasn't he?
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SR ROBERT CHILTERN [After a pause]. He was
very remarkable, in many ways.

MRS.CHEVELEY. | oftenthinkitsuchapity he
never wrote his memoirs. They would have been
most interesting.

SR ROBERT CHILTERN. Yes, he knew men and
cities well, like the old Greek.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Without the dreadful disad-
vantage of having a Penelope waiting at home for
him.

MASON. Lord Goring.

[Enter LORD GORING. Thirty-four, but always says
heis younger. A well-bred, expressionlessface. He
is dever, but would not like to be thought so. Aflaw-
less dandy, he would be annoyed if he were con-
sidered romantic. He plays with life, and is on per-
fectly good terms with the world. He isfond of being
misunderstood. It gives him a post of vantage,]

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Good evening, my dear
Arthur!  Mrs. Cheveley, alow me to introduce to
you Lord Goring, the idlest man in London.

MRS. CHEVELEY. | have met Lord Goring be-
fore.

LORD GORING [Bowing]. | did not think you
would remember me, Mrs. Cheveley.

MRS. CHEVELEY. My memory is under admir-
able control. And are you still abachelor?

LORD GORING. | ... believe so.

MRS. CHEVELEY. How very romantic!

LORD GORING. Oh! | am not at al romantic.
| am not old enough. | leave romance to my
seniors,
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SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Lord Goring isthe result
of Boodle'sClub, Mrs. Cheveley.

MRS. CHEVELEY. He reflects every credit on the
institution.

LORD GORING. May | ask are you staying in
Londonlong?

MRS. CHEVELEY. That depends partly on the
wesather, partly on the cooking, and partly on Sir
Robert.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. You are not going to
plunge us into a European war, | hope?

MRS. CHEVELEY. There is no danger, a
present!

[She nods to LORD GORING, with a look of amuse-
ment in her eyes, and goes out with SIR ROBERT CHIL-
TERN. LORD GORING saunters over to MABEL CHIL-
TERN]]

MABEL CHILTERN. You arc very late!

LORD GORING. Have you missed me?

MABEL CHILTERN. Awfully!

LORD GORING. Then | am sorry | did not stay
away longer. | like being missed.

MABEL CHILTERN. How very sdfish of you!

LORD GORING. | am very selfish.

MABEL CHILTERN. You are aways telling me of
your bad qualities, Lord Goring.

LORD GORING. | have only told you hdf of
them as yet, Miss Mabel!

MABEL CHILTERN. Are the others very bad?

LORD GORING. Quite dreadful! When | think
of them at night | go to deep at once.

MABEL CHILTERN. Weéll, | delight in your bad
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qualities. | wouldn't have you part with one of
them.

LORD GORING. How very nice of you! But then
you are always nice. By the way, | want to ak
you a question, Miss Mabel. Who brought Mrs.
Cheveley here? That woman in heliotrope, who
has just gone out of the room with your brother?

MABEL CHILTERN. Oh, I think Lady Markby
brought her. Why do you ask?

LORD GORING. 1 hadn't seen her for years, that
isal.

MABEL CHILTERN. What an absurd reasonl|

LORD GORING. All reasons are absurd.

MABEL CHILTERN. What sort of woman is she?

LORD GORING. Oh! a genius in the daytime and
a beauty at night!

MABEL CHILTERN. | didike her aready.

LORD GORING. That shows your admirable
good taste.

VICOMTE DE NANJAC [Approaching].  Ah, the
English young lady is the dragon of good taste, is
she not? Quite the dragon of good taste.

LORD GORING. So the newspapers arc always
telling us.

VICOMTE DE NANJAC. | read dl your English
newspapers. | find them so amusing.

LORD GORING. Then, my dear Nanjac, you must
certainly read between the lines.

VICOMTE DE NANJAC. | should like to, but my
professor objects. [To MABEL CHILTERN.] May |
have the pleasure of escorting you to the music-
room, Mademoiselle?
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MABEL CHILTERN [Looking very disappointed],
Delighted, Vicomte, quite delighted! [Turningto
LORD GORING.] Aren't you coming to the music-
room?

LORD GORING. Not if there is any music going
on, Miss Mabel.

MABEL CHILTERN {Severely}. The musc is in
German. You would not understand it.

[Goes out with the VICOMTE DE NANJAC. LORD
CAVERSHAM comes up to his son,]

LORD CAVERSHAM. Well, sir! what are you doing
hene? Wasting your lifeasusual! You should be
in bed, sir. You keep too late hours! | heard of
you the other night at Lady Rufford's dancing till
four o'clock in the morning!

LORD GORING. Only a quarter to four, father.

LORD CAVERSHAM. Can't make out how you
stand London Society. The thing has gone to
the dogs, a lot of damned nobodies talking about
nothing.

LORD GORING. | love talking about nothing,
father. It is the only thing I know anything
about.

LORD CAVERSHAM. You seem to me to be living
entirely for pleasure.

LORD GORING. What dse is there to live for,
father. Nothing ages like happiness.

LORD CAVERSHAM. You are heartless, sr, very
heartless!

LORD GORING. | hope not, father. Good eve-
ning, Lady Basildon!

LADY BASILDON [Arching two pretty eyebrows|.
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Are you here? | had no idea you ever eame to
political parties!

LORD GOKING. | adore political parties. They
are the only place left to us where people don't
talk politics.

LADY BASILDON. | delight in talking politics.
| talk them al day long. But | can't bear listen-
ing to them. | don't know how the unfortunate
men in the House stand these long debates.

LORD GORING. By never listening.

LADY BASILDON. Really?

LORD GORING [In his most serious manner]. Of
course.  You seg itis avery dangerous thing to
lissen. If one listens one may be convinced;
and a man who alows himself to be convinced
by an argument is a thoroughly unreasonable
person.

LADY BASILDON. Ah! that accounts for so much
inmen that | have never understood, and so much
in women that their husbands never appreciatein
them!

MRS. MARCHMONT [With a sigh]. Our husbands
never appreciate anythinginus. Wehavetogoto
others for that!

LADY BASILDON [Emphatically]. Yes, aways to
others, have we not?

LORD GORING [Smiling]. And those are the views
of the two ladies who are known to have the most
admirable husbands in London.

MRS. MARCHMONT. That is exactly what we
cant stand. My Reginad is quite hopelesdy
faultless. He is redly unendurably so, at times!
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There is not the smallest element of excitement in
knowing him.

LORD GORING. How terrible! Redly, the thing
should be more widely known!

LADY BASILDON. Basildon is quite as bad; heis
asdomestic as if he was abachelor.

MRS. MARCHMONT ([Pressing LADY BASILDON'S
hand]. My poor Olivial We have married per-
fect husbands, and we are well punished for it.

LORD GORING. | should have thought it was the
husbands who were punished.

MRS. MARCHMONT [Drawing herself up].  Oh,
dear no! They are as happy as possible! And as
for trusting us, it is tragic how much they trust us.

LADY BASILDON. Perfectly tragic!

LORD GORING. Or comic, Lady Basildon?

LADY BASILDON. Certainly not comic, Lord
Goring. How unkind of you to suggest such a
thing!

MRS. MARCHMONT. | am afraid Lord Goring is
in the camp of the enemy, as usual. | saw him
talking to that Mrs. Cheveley when he came in.

LORD GORING. Handsomewoman, Mrs. Cheveley!

LADY BASILDON [Siffly]. Please don't praise
other women in our presence. You might wait
for usto dothat!

LORD GORING. | did wait.

MBS. MARCHMONT. Wéll, we are not going to
praise her. | hear she went to the Opera on Mon-
day night, and told Tommy Rufford at supper
that, as far as she could see, London Society was
entirely made up of dowdies and dandies.
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LORD GORING. Sheis quite right, too. The men
arc dl_dowdigs and the women are al dandies,
aren't they?

MKS.MARCHMONT [After a pausg]. Oh! do you
redly think that is what Mrs. Chevey meant?

LORD GORING. Of course. And a very sensible
remark for Mrs. Cheveley to make, too.

[Enter MABEL CHILTERN. Shejoins the group.}

MABEL CHILTERN. Why are you talking about
Mrs. Cheveley? Everybody istalking about Mrs.
Cheveley! Lord Goring says—what did you say,
Lord Goring, about Mrs. Cheveley? Oh! | re-
member, that she was a genius in the daytime and
a beauty at night.

LADY BASILDON. What a horrid combination!
So very unnatural!

MRS. MARCHMONT [In her most dreamy manner].
| like looking at geniuses, and listening to beau-
tiful people.

LORD GORING. Ah! that is morbid of you, Mrs.
Marchmont!

MRS. MARCHMONT [Brightening to a look of real
pleasure}. | am so glad to hear you say that.
Marchmont and | have been married for seven
years, and he has never once told me that | was
morbid. Men are so painfully unobservant!

LADY BASILDON [Turning to her}. | have aways
said, dear Margaret, that you were the most mor-
bid person in London.

MRS. MARCHMONT. Ah! but you are dways sym-
pathetic, Olivia

MABEL CHILTERN. Isitmorbidtohaveadesre
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for food? | have a great desire for food. Lord
Goring, will you give me some supper?

LORD GORING. With pleasure, Miss Mabd.
[Moves away with her.]

MABEL CHILTERN. How horrid you have been!
Y ou have never talked to me the whole evening!

LORD GORING. How could 1? You went away
with the child-diplomatist.

MABEL CHILTERN. You might have followed us.
Pursuit would have been only polite. | don't,
think | like you at dl this evening!

LORD GORING. | like you immensely.

MABEL CHILTERN. Waéll, I wishyou'd show itin
a more marked way! [They go downstairs.]

MRS. MARCHMONT. Olivia, | have a curious
feeling of absolute faintness. | think | should like
some supper very much. | know | should like
some supper.

LADY BASILDON. | am postively dying for
supper, Margaret!

MRS. MARCHMONT. Men are so horribly sdlfish,
they never think of these things.

LADY BASILDON. Men ae grody materiad,
grossly material!

[The VICOMTE DE NANJAC entersfrom the music-
room with some other guests. After having carefully
examined all the people present, he approaches LADY
BASILDON.]

VICOMTE DE NANJAC. May | have the honour of
taking you clown to supper, Comtesse?

LADY BASILDON [Coldly]. | never take supper,
thank you, Vicomte. [The VICOMTE is about to
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retire. LADY BASILDON, seeing this, rises at once
and takes his arm] But | will come down with
you with pleasure.

VICOMTE DE NANJAC. | am so fond of eating!
| am very English in dl my tastes.

LADY BASILDON. You look quite English,
Vicomte, quite English.

[They pass out. MR. MONTFORD, a perfectly
groomed young dandy, approaches MRS. MARCH-
MONT ]

MR. MONTFORD. Like some supper, Mrs.
Marchmont?

MRS. MARCHMONT [Languidly]. Thank you, Mr.
Montford, | never touch supper. [Rises hastily
and takes hisarm.] But | will sit beside you, and
watch you.

MR. MONTFORD. | don't know that | like being
watched when | am eating!

MRS. MARCHMONT. Then | will watch some one
dse

MR. MONTFORD. | don't know that 1 should like
that either.

MRS. MARCHMONT [Severely]. Pray, Mr. Mont-
ford, do not make these painful scenes of jealousy
in public!

[ They go downstairswith the other guests, passing
SR ROBERT CHILTERN and MRS. CHEVELEY, who
now enter.]

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. And are you going to
any of our country houses before you leave Eng-
land, Mrs. Cheveley?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Oh, no! | can't stand your
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English house-parties. In England people actual-
ly try to be brilliant at breakfast. That is so dread-
ful of them! Only dull people are brilliant at
breakfast. And thenthefamily skeletonisaways
reading family prayers. My stay in England real-
ly depends on you, Sir Robert. [Sts down on the
sofa]

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [Taking a seat beside her}.
Seriously?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Quite seriously. | want to
talk to you about a great political and financial
scheme, about this Argentine Onal Company,
in fact.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. What a tedious, prac-
tica subject for you to talk about, Mrs. Cheveley!

MRS. CHEVELEY. Oh, I like tedious, practical
subjects. What | don't like are tedious, practical
people. Thereisawidedifference. Besides, you
are interested, | know, in International Canal
schemes. You were Lord Radley's secretary,
weren't you, when the Government bought the
Suez Canal shares?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Yes But the Suez
Cana was a very great and splendid undertaking.
It gave us our direct route to India. It had Im-
perial value. It was necessary that we should
have control. This Argentine scheme is a com-
monplace Stock Exchange swindle.

MRS. CHEVELEY. A speculation, Sir Robert! A
brilliant, daring speculation.

SIRROBERT CHILTERN. Believeme, Mrs. Checve-
ley, it is a swindle. Let us cal things by their
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proper names. It makes matters smpler.  We
have al the information about it a the Foreign
Office. Infact, | sent out aspecia Commission to
inquire into the matter privately, and they report
that the works are hardly begun, and as for the
money already subscribed, no one seems to know
what has become of it. The whole thing is a
scond Panama, and with not a quarter of the
chance of success that miserable, affair ever had.
| hope you have not invested init. | am sure you
are far too clever to have done that.

MRS. CHEVELEY. | haveinvested very largely
in it.

SIRROBERT CHIiLTERN. Who could haveadvised
you to do such afoolish thing?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Your oldfriend—and mine.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Who?

MRS. CHEVELEY. BaronArnheim.

SR ROBERT CHILTERN [Frowning], Ah! yes |
remember hearing, at the time of his death, that
he had been mixed up in the whole affair.

MRS. CHEVELEY. It was his last romance. His
last but one, to do himjustice.

SR ROBERT CHILTERN [Rising]. But you have
not seen my Corots yet. They are in the musio
room. Corots seem to go with music, don't they?
May | show them to you?

MRS. CHEVELEY [Shaking her head]. | am not in
amood to-night for silver twilights, or rose-pink
dawns. | want to talk busness. [Motions to him
with her fan to sit down again beside her.]

SR ROBERT CHILTERN. | fear | have no advice
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to give you, Mrs. Cheveley, except to interest
yoursdf in something less dangerous. The suc-
cess of the Cana depends, of course, on the atti-
tude of England, and | am going to lay the report
of the Commissioners before the House to-morrow
night.

MRS. CHEVELEY. That you must not do. In
your own interests, Sir Robert, to say nothing of
mine, you must not do that.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [Looking at her in wonder].
In my own interests? My dear Mrs. Cheveley,
what do you mean? [Sts down beside her}.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Sr Robert, 1 will be quite
frank with you. | want you to withdraw the re-
port that you had intended to lay before the
House, on the ground that you have reasons to
believe that the Commissioners have been preju-
diced or misinformed, or something. Then | want
you to say a few words to the effect that the
Government is going to reconsider the question,
and that you have reason to believe that the
Canal, if completed, will be of great international
value. You know the sort of things ministers say
in cases of thiskind. A few ordinary platitudes
will do. In modern life nothing produces such an
effect as a good platitude. It makes the whole
world kin.  Will you do this for me?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Mrs. Ohevelcy, you can
not be serious in making me such a proposition!

MRS. CHEVELEY. 1amquiteserious.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [Coldly]. Pray dlow me
to believe that you are not!
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MRS. CHEVELEY [Speaking with great deliberation
and emphasis|. Ah! but | am. And, if you do
what | ask you, | ... will pay you very hand-
somely!

SIR ROBERT CiiiLTERN.  Pay me!

MRS. CHEVELEY. Yes

SIRROBERT CHILTERN. | am afraid | don't quite
understand what you mean.

MRS. CHEVELEY [Leaning back on the sofa and
looking at him}. How very disappointing! And |
have come all the way from Vienna in order that
you should thoroughly understand me.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. | fear | don't.

MRS. CHEVELEY [In her most nonchalant manner].
My dear Sir Robert, you are a man of the world,
and you have your price, | suppose. Everybody
has nowadays. The drawback is that most people
are so dreadfully expensive. | know 1 am. | hope
you will be more reasonable in your terms.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [Rises indignantly]. If
you will allow me, | will call your carriage for you.
You have lived so long abroad, Mrs. Clicvcley,
that you seem to be unable to realise that you are
talking to an English gentleman.

MRS. CHEVELEY [Detains him by touching his
arm with her fan, and keeping'it there while she is
talking}. | realise that | am talking to a man who
laid the foundation of his fortune by selling to a
Stock Exchange speculator a Cabinet secret.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [Biting his lip}. What do
you mean?

MRS. CHEVELEY [Rising andfacing him]. | mean
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that 1 know the rea origin of your wealth and
your career, and | have got your letter, too.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN". What letter?

MRS. CHEVELEY [Contemptuoudy]. The letter
you wrote to Baron Arnheim, when you were
Lord Radley's secretary, telling the Baron to buy
Suez Canal shares—a letter written three days
before the Government announced its own pur-
chase.

SIR ROBERT ciiiLTERN [Hoarsdly]. It is not true.

MRS. CHEVELEY. You thought that letter had
been destroyed. How foolish of you! Itisin my
pOSSESsionN.

SIR ROBERT CIILTERN. The affair to which you
alludewas no morethan aspeculation. The House
of Commons had not yet passed the bill; it might
have been rejected.

MRS. CIIEVELEY. It was a swindle, Sir Robert.
Let us cdl things by their proper names. It
makes everything simpler. And now | am going
to sell you that letter, and the price | ask for it is
your public support of the Argentine scheme. You
made your own fortune out of one cana. You
must help me and my friends to make our for-
tunes out of another!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. It is infamous, what
'youpropose—infamous!

MRS. CHEVELEY. Oh, no! This s the game of
life aswe dl have to play it, Sr Robert, sooner or
later!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. | cannot do what you
ak me.
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MRS. CHEVELEY. You mean you cannot help
doing it. You know you are standing on the edge
of a precipice. And it is not for you to make
terms. It is for you to accept them. Supposing
you refuse——

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. What then?

MRS. CHEVELEY. My dear Sir Robert, what
then? you are ruined, that is all! Remember to
what a point your Puritanism in England has
brought you. In old days nobody pretended to be
a bit better than his neighbours. In fact, to be a
bit better than one's neighbour was considered
excessively vulgar and middle-class. Nowadays,
with our modern mania for morality, everyone
has to pose as aparagon of purity, incorruptibility,
and dl the other seven deadly virtues—and what
istheresult? You al go over like ninepins—one
after the other. Not a year passes in England
without somebody disappearing. Scandals used
to lend charm, or at least interest, to aman—now
they crush him. And yours is a very nasty scan-
dal. You couldn't surviveit. If it wereknown that
as a'young man, secretary to a great and impor-
tant minister, you sold a Cabinet secret for alarge
sum of money, and that that was the origin of
your wealth and career, you would be hounded
out of publiclife, youwould disappear completely.
And after al, Sr Robert, why should you sacrifice
your entire future rather than deal diplomatically
with your enemy? For the moment | am your
enemy. | admit it! And | am much stronger
thanyou are. The big battalions are on my side.
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You have a splendid position, but it is your
splendid postion that makes you so vulnerable.
You can't defend it! And | am in attack. Of
course | have not talked morality to you. You
must admit in fairness that | have spared you
that. Years ago you did a clever, unscrupulous
thing; it turned out a great success. Y ou owe to
it your fortune and position. And now you have
got to pay for it. Sooner or later we al have to
pay for what we do. You have to pay now. Be-
fore | leave you to-night, you have got to promise
me to suppress your report, and to spesk in the
House in favour of this scheme.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. What you ak is im-
possible.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Youmust makeit possible.
You are going to make it posshle. Sr Robert,
you know what your English newspapers are like.
Suppose that when | leave this house | drive
down to some newspaper office, and give them this
scanda and the proofsof it! Think of their loath-
some joy, of the delight they would have in drag-
ging you down, of the mud and mire they would
plunge you in. Think of the hypocrite with his
gressy smile penning his leading article, and
arranging the foulness of the public placard.

SIRROBERT CHILTERN. Stop! You want meto
withdraw the report and to make a short speech
stating that | believe there arc possibilities in the
scheme?

mRS. CHEVELEY [Sitting down on the sofa]. Those
aremy terms.
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SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [In a low Voice]. | will
giveyou any sum of money you want.

MRS.ChEVELEY .Even you are not rich enough,
Sir Robert, to buy back your past. No man is.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. | will not do what you
ak. | will not.

MRS. CHEVELEY. You haveto. If youdon't. . .
[Rises from the sofa]

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [Bewildered and unnerved)].
Wait a moment! What did you propose? You
sad that you would give me back my letter,
didn't you?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Yes. That isagreed. | will
beinthe Ladies Gallery to-morrow night at half-
past eleven. If by that time—and you will have
had heaps of opportunity—you have made an an-
nouncement to the House in the tenns | wish, |
shdl hand you back your letter with the prettiest
thanks, and the best, or at any rate the most suit-
able, compliment | can think of. | intend to play
quite fairly with you. One should aways play
fairly . . . when one has the winning cards. The
Baron taught me that . . . amongst other things.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. You must let me have
time to consider your proposal.

MRS. CHEVELEY. No; you must settle now!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Give me a week—three
days!

MRS. CHEVELEY. Impossible! | have got to
telegraph to Viennato-night.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. My God! what brought
you into my life?
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MRS. CHEVELEY. Circumstances.

[Moves towards the door.]

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Doil't go. | consent.
The report shall be withdrawn. | will arrange for
a question to be put to me on the subject.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Thank you. | knew we should
come to an amicable agreement. | understood
your nature from the first. | analysed you,
though you did not adore me. And now you can
get my carriage for me, Sir Robert. | see the peo-
ple coining up from supper, and Englishmen al-
ways get romantic after a meal, and that bores
me dreadfully. [Exit SR ROBERT CHILTERN.]

[Enter Guests, LADY CHILTERN, LADY MARKBY,
LORD CAVERSHAM, LADY BASILDON, MRS. MARCH-
MONT. VICOMTE DE NANJAC, MR. MONTFORD.]

LADY MARKBY. Well, dear Mrs. Chevelcy, |
hope you have enjoyed yourself. Sir Robert is
very entertaining, is he not?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Most entertaining! | have
enjoyed my talk with him immensely.

LADY MARKBY. He has had a very interesting
and brilliant career. And he has married a most
admirable wife. Lady Chiltern is awoman of the
very highest principles, | angladtosay. | ama
little too old now, myself, to trouble about setting
agood example, but | always admire people who
do. And Lady Chiltern has a very ennobling
effect on life, though her dinner-parties are rather
dull sometimes. But one can't have everything,
canone? And now | must go, dear. Shal | call
for you to-morrow?
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MRS. CHEVELEY. Thanks.

LADY MARKBY. We might drive in the Park at
five. Everything looks so fresh in the Park
now!

MRS. CHEVELEY. Except the people!

LADY MARKBY. Perhaps the people are a little
jaded. | have often observed that the Season asit
goes on produces akind of softening of the brain.
However, | think anything is better than high in-
tellectual pressure. That is the most unbecoming
thing there is. It makes the noses of the young
girlsso particularly large. And thereisnothing so
difficult to marry as alarge nose, men don't like
them. Good-night, dear! [To LADY CHILTERN,]
Good-night, Gertrude! [Goes out on LORD CAVER-
SHAM'S arm)]

MRS. CHEVELEY. What a charming house you
have, Lady Chiltern! | have spent a delightful
evening. It has been so interesting getting to
know your husband.

LADY CHILTERN. Why did you wish to meet my
husband, Mrs. Cheveley?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Oh, | will tel you. | wanted
to interest him in this Argentine Canal scheme, of
which | dare say you have heard. And 1 found
him most susceptible—susceptible to reason, |
mean. A rarethinginaman. | converted himin
ten minutes. Heis going to make a speech in the
House to-morrow night in favour of theidea. We
must go to the Ladies Gallery and hear him! It
will be a great occason!

LADY CHILTERN. There must be some mistake.
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That scheme could never have my husband's sup-
port.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Oh, | assure you it's all st-
tled. | don't regret my tedious journey from
Vienna now. It has been agreat success. But, of
course, for the next twenty-four hours the whole
thing is a dead secret.

LADY CHILTERN [Gently]. A secret? Between
whom?

MRS. CHEVELEY [With a flash of amusement in her
eyes|. Between your husband and myself.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [Entering]. Your carriage
ishere, Mrs. Cheveley!

MRS. CHEVELEY. Thanks! Good evening, Lady
Chillern! Good night, Lord Goring! | am at
Claridge's. Don't you think you might leave a
card?

LORD GORING. If you wish it, Mrs. Cheveley!

MRS. CHEVELEY. Oh, don't be so solemn about
it, or | shall be obliged to leave a card on you. In
England | suppose that would be hardly considered
enregie. Abroad, weare morecivilised. Will you
se me down, Sir Robert? Now that we have
both the same interests at heart we shall be great
friends, | hope.

[Sails out on SIR ROBERT CHILTERN'S arm.  LADY
CHILTERN goes to the top of the staircase and looks
down at them as they descend. Her expression is
troubled. After a little time she is joined by some of
the guests, and passes with them into another recep-
tion-room,]

MABEL CHILTERN. What a horrid woman!
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LORD GORING. You should go to bed, Miss
Mabel.

MABEL CHILTERN. Lord Goring!

LORD GORING. My father told me to go to bed
an hour ago. | don't see why | shouldn't give you
the same advice. | aways pass on good advice.
It is the only thing to do with it. It is never of
any use to oneself.

MABEL CHILTERN. Lord Goring, you are always
ordering me out of the room. | think it most
courageous of you. Especially as | am not going
to bed for hours. [Goes over to sofa] You can
come and st down if you like, and talk about
anything in the world, except the Royal Academy,
Mrs. Chevcley, or novels in Scotch dialect. They
are not improving subjects. [Catches sight of
something that is lying on the sofa half-hidden by the
cushion.] What isthis? Some one has dropped a
diamond brooch! Quite beautiful isn't it? [Shows
ittohim] I wish it wasmine, but Gertrude won't
Jet me wear anything but pearls, and | am thor-
oughly sick of pearls. They make one look so
plain, so good and so intellectual. | wonder whom
the brooch belongs to?

LORD GORING. | wonder who dropped it.

MABEL CHILTERN. It is a beautiful brooch.

LORD GORING. It is a handsome bracelet.

MABEL CHILTERN. It isn't a bracelet. It's a
brooch.

LORD GORING. It can be used as a bracelet.
[Takes it from her, and, pulling out a green letter-
case, puts the ornament carefully in it, and replaces
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the whole thing in his breast-pocket zvith the most
perfect sang-froid.}

MABEL CHILTERN. What are you doing?

LORD GORING. Miss Mabel, | am going to make
a rather strange request of you.

MABEL CHILTERN [Eagerly]. Oh, pray do' |
have been waiting for it dl the evening.

LORD GORING [Is a little taken aback, but recovers
himself}. Don't mention to anybody that | have
taken charge of this brooch. Should anyone
write and claim it, let me know at once.

MABEL CHILTERN. That is a strange request.

LORD GORING. Well, you see | gave this brooch
to somebody once, years ago.

MABEL CHLTERN  YQU di d?

LORD @R NG Yes.

[LADY CHILTERN enters alone. The other guests
have gone}

MABEL CHILTERN. Then | shal certainly bid
you good-night. Good-night, Gertrude! [Exit.]

LADY CHILTERN. Good-night, dear! [To LORD
GORING] You saw whom Lady Markby brought
here to-night.

LORD GORING. Yes. It was an unpleasant sur-
prise. What did she come here for?

LADY CHILTERN. Apparently to try and lure
Robert to uphold some fraudul ent scheme inwhich
she is interested. The Argentine Candl, in fact.

LORD GORING. She has mistaken her man,
hasn't she?

LADY CHILTERN. She is incapable of understand-
ing an upright nature like my husband's!
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LORD GORING. Yes. | should fancy she cameto
grief if she tried to get Robert into her toils. Itis
extraordinary what astounding mistakes clever
women make.

LADY CHILTERN, | don't call women of that
kind clever. | cal them stupid!

LORD GORING. Same thing often. Good-night,
Lady Chiltern!

LADY CHILTERN. Good-night!

[Enter SIR ROBERT CHILTKRN.]

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. My dear Arthur, you
are not going? Do stop alittle!

LORD GORING. Afraid | can't, thanks. | have
promised to look in at the Hartlocks*. | believe
they have got a mauve Hungarian band that plays
mauve Hungarian music. See you soon. Good-
bye. [Exit]

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. How beautiful you look
to-night, Gertrude!

LADY CHILTERN. Robert, it is not true, is it?
You are not going to lend your support to this
Argentine speculation? You couldn't!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [Starling], Who told you
| intended to do s0?

LADY CHILTERN. That woman who has just
gone out, Mrs. Cheveley, as she cdls herself now.
She seemed to taunt me with it.  Robert, | know
this woman. You don't. We were at school to-
gether. She was untruthful, dishonest, an evil in-
fluence on everyone whose trust or friendship she
could win. | hated, | despised her. She stole
things, she was a thief. She was sent away for
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being a thief. Why do you let her influence
you?

SIRROBERT CHILTERN. Gertrude, what you tell
me may be true, but it happened many years ago.
It is best forgotten! Mrs. Cheveley may have
changed since then. No one should be entirely
judged by their past.

LADY CHILTERN [Sadly]. One's past is what one
is Itisthe only way by which people should be
judged.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. That is a hard saying,
Gertrude!

LADY CHILTERN. It is a true saying, Robert.
And what did she mean by boasting that she had
got you to lend your support, your nameto athing
| have heard you describe as the most dishonest
and fraudulent scheme there has ever been in
political life?

SR ROBERT CHILTERN [Biting his lip]. | was
mistaken in the view | took. We al may make
mistakes.

LADY CHILTERN. But you told me yesterday
that you had received the report from the Com-
mission, and that it entirely condemned the whole
thing.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [Walking up and down]. |
have reasons now to believe that the Commission
was prejudiced, or, at any rate, misinformed.
Besides, Gertrude, public and private life are
different things. They have different laws, and
moveondifferentlines.

LADY CHILTERN. They should both represent
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man a his highest. | see no difference between
them.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [Stopping]. In the pres-
ent case, on a matter of practical politics, | have
changed my mind. Thatisall.

LADY CHILTERN. All!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [Sernly]. Yed

LADY CHILTERN. Robert! Oh! itishorrible that
| should have to ask you such a question—Robert,
are you telling me the whole truth?

SR ROBERT CHILTERN. Why do you ak me
such a question?

LADY CHILTERN [After a pause]. Why do you
not answer it?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [Sitting down]. Gertrude,
truth is a very complex thing, and politics is a
very complex business. There are wheels within
wheels. One may be under certain obligations to
people that one must pay. Sooner or later in
political lifeonehastocompromise. Everyonedoes.

LADY CHILTERN. Compromise? Robert, why
do you talk so differently to-night from the way |
have aways heard you tak? Why ae you
changed?

SR ROBERT CHILTERN. | am not changed. But
circumstances ater things.

LADY CHILTERN. Circumstances should never
ater principles!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. But if | told you

LADY CHILTERN. What?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. That it was necessary,
vitally necessary.
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LADY CHILTERN. It can never be necessary to
do what is not honourable. Or if it be necessary,
then what is it that | have loved! But it is not,
Robert; tell me it is not. Why should it be?
What gain would you get? Money? We have no
need of that! And money that comes from a
tainted source is a degradation. Power? But
power is nothing in itself. It is power to do good
that is fine—that, and that only. What is it,
then? Robert, tell me why you are going to do
this dishonourable thing?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Gertrude, you have no
right to use that word. | told you it was a ques-
tion of rationa compromise. It is no more than
that.

LADY CHILTERN. Robert, that is dl very well
for other men, for men who treat life smply as a
sordid speculation; but not for you, Robert, not
foryou. Youaredifferent. All yourlifeyou have
stood apart from others.  You have never let the
world soil you. To the world, as to myself, you
have been an ided aways. Oh! be that idedl
dill.  That great inheritance throw not away—
that tower of ivory do not destroy. Robert, men
can love what is beneath them—things unworthy,
stained, dishonoured. We women worship when
we love; and when we lose our worship, we lose
everything. Oh! don't kill my love for you, don't
kill that!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Gertrude!

LADY CHILTERN. | know that there are men
with horrible secrets in their lives—men who have
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done some shameful thing, and who in some criti-
cal moment haveto pay for it, by doing some other
act of shame—oh! don't tell me you are such as
they are! Robert, is there in your life any secret
dishonour or disgrace? Tell me, tell me a once,
that——

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. That what?

LADY CHILTERN [Speaking very dowly]. That
our lives may drift apart.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Drift apart?

LADY CHILTERN. That they may be entirely
separate. 1t would be better for us both.

SIRROBERT CHILTERN. Gertrude, thereisnoth-
ing in my padt life that you might not know.

LADY CHILTERN. | Was sure of it, Robert, | Was
sure of it. But why did you say those dreadful
things, things so unlike your real self? Don't let
us ever talk about the subject again. You will
write, won't you, to Mrs. Cheveley, and tell her
that you cannot support thisscandal ous scheme of
hers? If you havegiven her any promiseyou must
take it bark, that isall!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Must | write and tell
her that?

LADY CHILTERN. Surely, Robert! What dse
isthereto do?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. | might see her person-
aly. It would be better.

LADY CHILTERN. You must never see her again,
Robert. She is not a woman you should ever
spesk to.  She is not worthy to talk to a man like
you. No; you must write to her at once, now,
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this moment, and let your letter show her that
your decision is quite irrevocable!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Write this moment!

LADY CHILTEBN. Yes.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. But it isso late. Itis
closeontwelve.

LADY CHILTERN. That makes no matter. She
must know at once that she has been mistaken in
you—and that you are not a man to do anything
base or underhand or dishonourable. Write here,
Robert. Write that you decline to support this
scheme of hers, as you hold it to be a dishonest
scheme.  Yes—write the word dishonest. She
knows what that word means. [SIR ROBERT
CHILTERN sits down and writes a letter. His
wife takes it up and reads it] Yes; that will do.
[Kings bell.] And now the envelope. [He writes
the envelope slowly. Enter MASON.] Have this
letter sent at once to Claridge's Hotel. There
is no answer. [Exit MASON. LADY CHILTERN
kneels down beside her husband and puts her arms
around him] Robert, love gives one a sort of
instinct to things. | feel to-night that | have
saved jou from something that might have been
a danger to you, from something that might
have made men honour you less than they do.
| don't think you realise sufficiently, Robert,
that you have brought into the politica life
of our time a nobler atmosphere, afiner attitude
towards life, a freer air of purer aims and higher
ideals—I know it, and for that | love you,
Robert.
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SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Oh, love me aways,
Gertrude, love me always!

LADY CHILTERN. | will love you always, because
you will always be worthy of love. We needs
must love the highest when we see it!  [Kisses him
andrisesand goes out.]

[SIR ROBERT CHILTERN walks up and down for a
moment; then sits down and buries his face in his
hands. The SERVANT enters and begins putting out
the lights. SIR ROBERT CHILTERN looks up.}

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Put OUt the lights,
Mason, put out the lights!

[The SERVANT putsout the lights. Theroom be-
comes almost dark. The only light there is comes
from the great chandelier that hangs over the stair-
case and illumines the tapestry of the Triumph of
Love]

ACT-DROP
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SCENE—Morning-room at SR ROBERT CHIL-
TERN's house.

[LORD GORING, dressed in the height of fashion, is
lounging in an armchair. SIR ROBERT CHILTERN is
standing in front of thefireplace. He is evidently in
a dtate of great mental excitement and distress. As
the scene progresses he paces nervously up and down
the room]

LORD GORING. My dear Robert, it's a very
awkward business, very awkward indeed. You
should have told your wife the whole thing.
Secrets from other peopl€e's wives are a necessary
luxury in modern life. So, at least, | am aways
told at the club by people who are bald enough to
know’ belter. But no man should have a secret
from his own wife. She invariably finds it out.
Women have a wonderful instinct about things.
They can discover everything except the obvious.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Arthur, | couldn't tell
my wife. When could | have told her? Not last
night. It would have made a life-long separation
between us, and | would have lost the love of the
one woman in the world | worship, of the only
woman who has ever stirred love withinme. Last
night it would have been quite impossible. She
would have turned from ine in horror ... in
horror and in contempt.

335
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LORD GORING. IsLady Chiltern as perfect as al
that?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Yes; my wife is as per-
fect as al that.

LORD GORING [Taking off his left-hand glove}.
What a pih | beg your pardon, my dear fellow,
| didn't quite mean that. Hut if what you tell me
istrue, | should like to have a serious talk about
lifewith Lady Chiltern.

SIRROBERT CHILTERN. It would be quite usdess.

LORD GORING. May I try"

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Yes; but nothing could
make her alter her views.

LORD GORING. Well, at the worst it would sim-
ply be a psychological experiment.

SIRROBERT CHILTERN. All such experiments are
terribly dangerous.

LORD GORING. Everything is dangerous, my
dear fellow. If it wasn't so, life wouldn't be worth
living. . . . Well, I am bound to say that | think
you should have told her years ago.

SIRROBERT CHILTERN. When? When we were
engaged? Do you think she would have married
me if she had known that the origin of my fortune
issuch asit is, the basis of my career such as it is,
and that 1 had done a thing that 1 suppose most
men would call shameful and dishonourable?

LORD GORING [Sowly]. Yes, most men would
cdl it ugly names. There is no doubt of
that.

SR ROBERT CHILTERN [Bitterly].  Men who
every day do something of the same kind them-
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sdves. Men who, each one of them, have worse
seeretsin their own lives.

LORD GORING. That is the reason they are 0
pleased to find out other people's secrets. It dis-
tracts public attention from their own.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERX. And, after al, whom did
| wrong by what 1 did? No one.

LORD GORING [Looking at him steadily}. Except
yourself, Robert.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN[After a pause]. Of course
| had private information about a certain transac-
tion contemplated by the Government of the day,
and | acted on it. private information is practi-
cally the source of every large modern fortune.

LORD GORING [Tapping his boot with his tone}.
And public scandal nuariably the result.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [Pacing up and down the
room|. Arthur, do you think that what 1 did
nearly eighteen years ago should be brought up
against me now? Do you think it fair that a man's
whole career should be mined for a fault done in
one's boyhood amost. 1 was twenty-two at the
time, and | had the double misfortune of being
well-born and poor, two unforgivable things now-
adays. Is it fair that the folly, the sn of one's
youth, if men choose to cal it asin, should wreck
a life like mine, should place me in the pillory,
should shatter all that | have worked for, all that
| have built up? Isit fair, Arthur?

LORD GORING. Life is never fair, Robert. And
perhaps it is a good thing for mogt of us that it is
not.
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SIR ROBERT CHIItERN. Every man of ambition
has to fight his century with its own weapons.
What this century worships is wealth. The Cod
of this century is wealth. To succeed one must
have wealth. At all costs one must have wealth.

LORD GORING. You underrate yourself, Robert.
Believe me, without wealth you could have suc-
ceeded just as well.

SR ROBERT CHILTERN. When | was old, per-
haps. When | had lost my passion for power, or
could not use it. When | was tired, worn out,
disappointed. | wanted my success when | was
young. Youth is the time for success. | couldn't
walit.

LORD GORING. Well, you certainly have had
your success while you are still young. No onein
our day has had such a brilliant success. Under-
secretary for Foreign Affairs at the age of forty—
that's good enough for anyone, | should think.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. And if it is al taken
away from me now? If | lose everything over a
horrible scandal? If | am hounded from public
life?

LORD GORING. Robert, how could you have
ld yourself for money?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [Excitedly], | did not sl
mysef for money. | bought success a a great
price. Thatisall.

LORD GORING {Grarely}.. Yes; you certainly paid
a great price for it. But what first made you
think of doing such athing?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Baron Arnheim.
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LORD GORING. Damned scoundrel!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. No; he was a man of a
most subtle and refined intellect. A man of cul-
ture, charm, and distinction. One of the most in-
tellectual men | ever met.

LORD GORING. All! | prefer a gentlemanly fool
any day. There is more to he said for stupidity
than people imagine. Personally 1 have a great
admiration for stupidity. It is a sort of fellow-
feeling, | suppose. But how did hedo it? Tell me
the whole thing.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [Throws hhnsclf into an
armchair by the writing table}. One night after
dinner at lord Radley's the Baron began talk-
ing about success in modem life as something that
one could reduce to an absolutely definite science.
With that wonderfully fascinating quiet voice of
his he expounded to us the most terrible of al
philosophies, the philosophy of powder, preached to
usthe most marvellous of all gospels, the gospd of
gold. | think he saw the effect he had produced on
me, for somedaysafterwardshe wroteand asked me
to come and see him.  He was|living then in Park
Lane, in the house Lord Woolcomb has now. |
remember so well how, with a strange smile on his
pale curved lips, he led me through his wonderful
picture galery, showed me his tapestries, his
enamels, his jewels, his carved ivories, made me
wonder at the strange loveliness of the luxury in
which he lived; and then told me that luxury was
nothing but a background, a painted scene in a
play, and that power, power over other men,
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power over the world was the one thing worth
having, the one supreme pleasure worth knowing,
the one joy one never tired of, and that in our
century only the rich possessed it.

LORD GORING [With great deliberation]. A thor-
oughly shalow creed.

SIR ROBERT chiLTERN [Rising]. | didn't think
so then. | don't think so now. Wealth has given
me enormous power. |t gave me at the very out-
st of my life freedom, and freedom is everything.
You have never been poor, and never known What
ambitionis You cannot understand what a won-
derful chance the Baron gave me. Such a chance
as few men get.

LORD GORING. Fortunately for them, if one isto
judge by results. But tell me definitely, how did
the Baron finally persuade you to—well, to do
what you did?

SIRROBERT CHILTERN. When | wasgoing away
he sad to me that if | ever could give him any
private information of real value ho would make
me avery rich man. | was dazed at the prospect
he held out to me, and my ambition and my desire
for power were at that time boundless. Six weeks
later certain private documents passed through
my hands.

LORD COKING [Keeping his eyes steadily fixed on
the carpet}. State documents?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Yes [LORD GORING
sighs, then passes his hand across hisforehead and
looksup.]

LORD GORING. | had no idea that you, of all
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men in the world, could have been so weak, Rob-
ert, as to yield to such a temptation as Baron Arn-
heini held out to you.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Weak? Oh, | am sick
of hearing that phrase. Sick of using it about
others. Weak? Do you redly think, Arthur, that
it isweaknessthat yieldsto temptation? 1 tell you
that there are terrible temptations that it requires
strength, strength arid courage, to yield to. To
stake all one's life on a single moment, to risk
everything on one throw, whether the stake be
power or pleasure, | care not—there is no weak-
ness in that. There is a horrible, a terrible cour-
age. | had that courage. | sat down the same
afternoon and wrote Baron Arnheim the letter
this woman now holds. He made three-quarters
of amillion over the transaction.

LORD GORING. And you?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. | received from the
Baron £110,000.

LORD GORING. You were worth more, Robert.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. No; that money gave
me exactly what | wanted, power over others. |
went into the House immediately. The Baron
advised me in finance from time to time. Before
five years | had amost trebled my fortune. Since
then everything that | have touched has turned
out asuccess.  In al things connected with money
| have had aluck so extraordinary that sometimes
it has made me amost afraid. | remember having
read somewhere, in some strange book, that when
the gods wish to punish us they answer our prayers.
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LORD GORING. But tell me, Robert, did you
never suffer any regret for what you had done?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. No. | felt that | had
fought the century with its own weapons, and won.

LORD GORING [Sadly]. You thought you had
won?

SR ROBERT CHILTERN. | thought s0. [After a
long pause] Arthur, do you despise me for what
| have told you?

LORD GORING [With deep feeling in his voice].
| am very sorry for you, Robert, very sorry
indeed.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. | don't say that | suf-
fered any remorse. | didn't. Not remorse in the
ordinary, rather silly sense of the word. But |
have paid conscience money many times. | had a
wild hope that | might disarm destiny. The sum
Baron Arnheim gave me | have distributed twice
over in public charities since then.

LORD GORING [Looking up]. In public charities?
Dear me! what a lot of harm you must have done,
Robert!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Oh, don't say that, Ar-
thur; don't talk like that.

LORD GORING. Never mind what | say, Robert.
| am aways sayingwhat | shouldn't say. In fact, |
usudly say what | redly think. A great mistake
nowadays. It makes one o lidble to be misunder-
dood. As regards this dreadful busness, | will
help you in whatever way | can.  Of course you
know that.

SIB ROBERT CHILTEBN. Thank you, Arthur,
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thank you. But what is to be done? What can
be done?

LORD GORING [Leaning back with his hands in his
pockets]. Waéll, the English can't stand aman who
is dways saying he is in the right, but they are
very fond of a man who admits that he has been
in the wrong. It isone of the best things in them.
However, inyour case, Robert, a confession would
not do. The money, if you will allow meto say <o,
is... awkward. Besdes, if you did make a clean
breast of the whole affair, you would never be able
to tak morality again. And in England a man
who can't talk morality twice a week to a large,
popular, immoral audience is quite over as a &
rious politician. There would be nothing left for
him as a profession except Botany or the Church.
A confessonwould beof no use. Itwould ruin you.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. It would ruin me. Ar-
thur, the only thing for me to do now is to fight the
thing out.

LORD GORING [Risingfrom hischair]. | waswait-
ing for you to say that, Robert. It is the only
thing to do now. And you must begin by telling
your wife the whole story.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. That | will not do.

LORD GORING. Robert, believe me, you are
wrong.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. | Couldn't do it. It
would kill her love for me.  And now about this
woman, this Mrs. Cheveley. How can | defend
mysdf againgt her.  You knew her before, Arthur,

apparently.
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LORD GORING. Yes

SIRROBERT CHILTERN. Did you know her well?
LORD GORING [Arranging his necktie]. So little
a | got engaged to be married to her once,
hen | was dtaying at the Tenbys. The affair
ded for threedays . . . nearly

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Why was it broken off?
LORD GORING [Airily]. Oh, | forget. At lesdt, it
akesno matter. By theway, haveyou tried her
th money? She used to be confoundedly fond
money.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. | offered her any sum
e wanted. She refused.

LORD GORING. Then the marvellous gospel of
Id breaks down sometimes. The rich can't do
erything, after dl.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Not everything. | sup-
seyou areright. Arthur, | fedl that public dis-
ice is in store for me. | fedl certain of it. |
ver knew what terror was before. | know it
w. Itisasif ahand of ice were laid upon one's
art. It isasif ones heart were bedating itsdf to
ath in some empty hollow.

LORD GORING [Striking the table], Robert, you
ist fight her. Y ou must fight her.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. But how?

LORD GORING. | can't tell you how, at present,
lave not the smalest idea But everyone has
ne week point. There is some flaw in each one
us. [Strolls over to the fireplace and looks at him-
fin the glass] My father tells me that even |
ve faults. Perhaps | have. | don't know.
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SB ROBERT CHILTERN. In defending mysdf
againg Mrs. Cheveley, | have aright to use any
weapon | canfind, have | not?

LORD GORING [Stll looking in theglass]. Inyour
place |1 don't think | should have the smdlest
scruplein doing so.  Sheisthoroughly well ableto
take care of hersdlf.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [Sts down at the table and
takesapeninhishand}. Wdll, | shal sendacipher
telegram to the Embassy at Vienna, to inquire if
there is anything known against her.  There may
be some secret scandal she might be afraid of .

LORD GORING [&tling his buttonhole}.  Oh, |
should fancy Mrs. Cheveley is one of those very
modern women of our timewho find anew scandal
as becoming asanew bonnet, and air them bothin
the Park every afternoon at five-thirty. | am sure
she adores scanddls, and that the sorrow of her life
a present is that she can't manage to have enough
of them.

SR ROBERT CHILTERN [Writing}. Why do you
sy that?

LORD GORING [Turning round}. Wél, she wore
far too much rouge las night, and not quite
enough clothes. That is dways a Sgn of despar
Inawoman.

SR ROBERT CHILTERN [Sriking a bell]. Butitis
worth while my wiring to Vienna, isit not?

LORD GORING. It is always worth while asking
a quedtion, though it is not dways worth while
answering one.

|Enter MASON.!
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SR ROBERT CHILTERN. Is Mr. Trafford in his
room?

MASON. Yes, Sr Robert.

SR ROBERT CHILTERN [Puts what he has written
into an envelope, which he then carefully closes].
Tdl him to have this sent off in cipher at once.
There must not be a moment's delay.

MASON. Yes, Sir Robert.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Oh! just give that back
to me again.

[Writes something on the envelope. MASON then
goes out with the | etter .

SIRROBERT CHILTERN. Shemust have had some
curious hold over Baron Arnheim. | wonder
what it was.

LORD GORING [Smiling]. | wonder.

SR ROBERT CHILTERN. | will fight her to the
desth, as long as my wife knows nothing.

LORD GORING [Srongly]. Oh, fight in any case—e
in any cae.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [With a gesture of despair].
If my wife found out, there would be little left to
fight for. Well, as soon as | hear from Vienna, |
shdl let you know theresult. Itisachance, just a
chance, but | believe init. And as | fought the
age with itsown weapons, | will fight her with her
weapons. It isonly fair, and she looks like a wo-
man with a past, doesn't she?

LORD GORING. Most pretty women do. But
there is afashion in pasts just as there is afashion
in frocks. Perhaps Mrs. Cheveley's past is mere-
ly a dightly dfoollett one, and they are excessively
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popular nowadays. Besdes, my dear Robert,
| should not build too high hopes on frightening
Mrs. Cheveley. | should not fancy Mrs. Cheve-
ley is a woman who would be eesily frightened.
She has survived al her creditors, and she shows
wonderful presence of mind.

SIRROBERT CHILTERN. Onh! I live on hopes now.
| clutch at every chance. | fed like aman on a
ship that issinking. The water is round my feet,
and the very air is bitter with storm.  Hush! |
hear my wife's voice.

[Enter LADY CHILTERN in walking dress]

LADY CHILTERN. Good afternoon, Lord Goring!

LORD GORING. Good afternoon, Lady Chiltern!
Have you been in the Park?

LADY CHILTERN. No: | have just come from the
Woman's Liberd Association, where, by the way,
Robert, your name was received with loud ap-
plause, and now | havecomeinto havemytea. [To
LORD GORING] You will wait and have some tea,
won't you?

LORD GORING. I'll wait for a short time, thanks.

LADY CHILTERN. | will be back in a moment.
| am only going to take my hat off.

LORD GORING [In his most earnest manner]. Oh!
pleesedon't. Itissopretty. One of the prettiest
hats | ever saw. | hope the Woman's Liberad As
sociation received it with loud applause.

LADY CHILTERN [With a smile]. We have much
more important work to do than to look a each
other's bonnets, Lord Goring.

LORD GORING. Redly? What sort of work?
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LADY CHILTEKN. Oh! dull, useful, delightful
things, Factory Acts, Femae Inspectors, the
Eight Hours Bill, the Parliamentary Franchise.
. . . Bverything, infact, that you would find thor-
oughly uninteresting.

LORD GOEING. And never bonnets?

LADY CHILTERN [ With mock indignation]. Never
bonnets, never!

[LADY CHILTEKN goes out through the door leading
to her boudoir.]

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [Takes LORD GORING'S
hand]. You have been a good friend to me, Ar-
thur, a thoroughly good friend.

LORD GORING. | don't know that | have been
ableto do much for you, Robert, asyet. Infact, |
have not been able to do anything for you, as far
as| can see. | am thoroughly disgppointed with
mysdlf. -

SIRROBERT CHILTERN. You have enabled meto
tell you the truth. That is something. The truth
has dways stifled me.

- LORD GORING. Ah! the truth isathing | get rid
of as soon as possble Bad habit, by the way.
Makes one very unpopular at the club . . . with
the older members.  They cdl it being conceited.
Perhapsit is.

SIB ROBERT CHILTERN. | Would to God that |
had been &dle to tel the truth ... to live the
truth. Ah! that is the great thing in life, to live
the truth. [Sghs, and goes towards the door.] I'll
e you soon again, Arthur, shan't 1?

LORD GORING. Certainly. Whenever you like.
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I'm going to look in a the Bachelors Bdl to-
night, unless | find something better to do. But
Il come round to-morrow morning. If you
should want me to-night by any chance, send
round a note to Curzon Street.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Thank you.

[As he reaches the door, LADY CHILTERN enters
from her boudoir ]

LADY CHILTERN. You are not going, Robert?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. | have some letters to
write, dear.

LADY CHILTERN [Going to him]. You work too
hard, Robert. You seem never to think of your-
sf, and you arelooking so tired.

SIRROBERT CHILTERN. It is nothing dear, noth-
ing. [Pie kisses her and goes out.]

LADY CHILTERN [To LORD GORING]. Do sit down.
| am so glad you have cdled. | want to talk to
you about . . . well, not about bonnets, or the
Woman's Liberal Association. You take far too
much interest in the first subject, and not nearly
enough in the second.

LORD GORING. You want to talk to me about
Mrs. Cheveley?

LADY CHILTERN. Yes. You have guessed it
After you left last night | found out that what
she had sad was redly true. Of course | made
Robert write her aletter at once, withdrawing his
promise.

LORD GORING. So he gave me to understand.

LADY CHILTERN. To have kept it would have
been the first stain on a career that has been sain-
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less dways. Robert must be above reproach.
Heis not like other men. He cannot afford to do
what other men do. [She looks at LORD GORING,
who remains silent.] Don't you agree with me?
You are Robert's greatest friend. You are our
greatest friend, Lord Goring. No one, except my-
sdf, knows Robert better than you do. He hasno
secretsfromme, and | don't think he hasany from
youl.

LORD GORING. He certainly has no secrets from
me. At least | don't think so.

LADY CHILTERN. Then am | not right in my es-
timate of him? | know | amright. But spesk to
me frankly.

LORD GORING [Looking straight at her]. Quite
frankly?

LADY CHILTERN. Surely. You have nothing to
conced, haveyou?

LORD GORING. Nothing. But, my dear Lady
Chiltern, | think, if you will alow me to say o,
that in practical life—

LADY CHILTERN [Smiling]. Of which you know
o little, Lord Goring——

LORD GORING. Of which I know nothing by ex-
perience, though | know something by observa
tion. | think that in practical life there is some-
thing about success, actual success, that is alittle
unscrupulous, something about ambition that is
unscrupulous always. Once a man has s#t his
heart and soul on getting to a certain point, if he
has to climb the crag, he climbs the crag; if he
has to walk in the mire————
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LADY CHILTERN. Wwédl?

LORD GORING. He walksin the mire. Of course
| am only talking generaly about life.

LADY CHILTERN [Gravely]. | hope so. Why do
you look a me so strangely, Lord Goring?

LORD GORING. Lady Chiltern, | have sometimes
thought that. . . perhaps you are a little hard
in some of your views on life. | think that . . .
often you don't make sufficient alowances. In
every nature there are elements of weakness, or
worse than weekness. Supposing, for instance,
that—that any public man, my father, or Lord
Merton, or Robert, say had, years ago, written
somefoolish letter to someone. . .

LADY CHILTERN. What do you mean by a fool-
ish letter?

LORD GORING. A letter gravely compromising
one's pogtion. | am only putting an imagery
cae

LADY CHILTERN. Robert is as incapable of do-
ing afoolish thing as heis of doing awrong thing.

LORD GORING [After a long pause]. Nobody is
incapable of doing a foolish thing. Nobody is
Incapable of doing awrong thing.

LADY CHILTERN. Are you a Pessmist? What
will the other dandies say. They will al have to
go into mourning.

LORD GORING [Rising]. No, Lady Chiltern, |
am not a Pessmig. Indeed | am not sure that |
quite know what Pessmism redly means. All |
do know isthat life Cannot be understood without
much charity, cannot be lived without much char-
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ity. Itislove, and not German philosophy, that is
the true explanation of this world, whatever may
be the explanation of the next. And if you are
ever in trouble, Lady Chiltern, trust me abso-
lutely, and | will help you in every way | can. If
you ever want me, come to me for my assstance,
and you shdl haveit. Come at once to me.

LADY CHILTERN [Looking at him in surprise].
Lord Goring, you are talking quite serioudy. |
don't think | ever heard you talk serioudy before.

LORD GORING [Laughing]. You must excuse me,
Lady Chiltern. 1t won't occur again, if | can help
it.

LADY CHILTERN. But I like you to be serious.

[Enter MABEL CHILTERN, in the most ravishing
frock]

MABEL CHILTERN. Dear Gertrude, don't say
such a dreadful thing to Lord Goring. Serious-
nesswould be very unbecoming to him. Good &f -
ternoon, Lord Goring! Pray be as trivial as you
can.

LORD GORING. | should like to, Miss Mabd,
but | am afraid | am . . .alittle out of practice
this morning; and besides, 1 have to be going now.

MABEL CHILTERN. Just when | have come in!
What dreadful mannersyou have! | am sureyou
were very badly brought up.

LORD GORING. | Was

MABEL CHILTERN. | wish | had brought you up!

LORD GORING. | am so sorry you didn't.

MABEL CHILTERN. Itistoo late now, | suppose?

LORD GORING [Smiling]. | am not sure.
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MABEL CHILTERN. Will yOU ride tO-morrow
morning?

LORD GORING. Yes & ten.

MABEL CHILTERN. Don't forget.

LORD GORING. Of course | shan't. By the way,
Lady Chiltern, there is no list of your guests in
‘The Morning Post' of to-day. It has appar-
ently been crowded out by the County Council,
or the Lambeth Conference, or something equally
boring. Could you let me have alist? | have a
particular reason for asking you.

LADY CHILTERN. | am sure Mr. Trafford will be
able to give you one.

LORD GORING. Thanks, so much.

MABEL CHILTERN. Tommy is the most useful
person in London.

LORD GORING [Turning to her]. And who is the
most ornamental ?

MABEL CHILTERN [Triumphantly]. | am.

LORD GORING. How clever of you to guess it!
[ Takes up his hat and cane.] Good-bye, Lady Chil-
tern! You will remember what | sad to you,
won'tyou?

LADY CHILTERN. Yes; but | don't know why
you sad it to me.

LORD GORING. | hardly know myself. Good-
bye, Miss Mabel!

MABEL CHILTERN [With a little move of disap-
pointment}. | wish you were not going. | have
had four wonderful adventures this morning;
four and ahalf, infact. 'You might stop and listen
to some of them.
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LORD GORING. How very sdfish of you to have
fourandahalf! Therewon't beany left for me.

MABEL CHILTERN. | don't want you to have
any. They would not be good for you.

LORD GORING. That is the first unkind thing
you have ever said to me. How charmingly you
sd it! Ten to-morrow.

MABEL CHILTERN. Sharp.

LORD GORING. Quite sharp. But don't bring
Mr. Trafford.

MABEL CHILTERN [With a little toss of the head\.
Of course | shan't bring Tommy Trafford. Tom-
my Trafford isin grest disgrace.

LORD GORING. | am delighted to hear it. [Bows
and goes out.]

MABEL CHILTERN. Gertrude, | wish you would
pesk to Tommy Trafford.

LADY CHILTERN. What has poor Mr. Trafford
done this time? Robert says he is the best secre-
tary he has ever had.

MABEL CHILTERN. Waell, Tommy has proposed
to me again. Tommy redly- does nothing but
propose to me. He proposed to me last night in
the music-room, when | was quite unprotected,
as there was an eaborate trio going on. | didn't
dare to make the smdlest repartee, | need hardly
tel you. If I had, it would have stopped the music
a once. Musica peopleare so absurdly unreason-
able. They dways want one to be perfectly
dumb at the very moment when one islonging to
be absolutely deaf. Then he proposed to me in
broad daylight thismorning, infront of that dread-
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ful statue of Achilles. Redlly, the things that go
oninfront of that work of art are quite gppaling.
The police should interfere. At luncheon | saw by
the glare in his eye that he was going to propose
again, and | just managed to check him in time by
asuring him that | was a bimetalist. Fortu-
nately | don't know what bimetallisn means.
And | don't believe anybody dse does either.
But the observation crushed Tommy for ten min-
utes. He looked quite shocked. And then Tom-
my is so annoying in the way he proposes. If he
proposed at thetop of hisvoice, | should not mind
s0 much. That might produce some effect on the
public. But he does it in a horrid confidential
way. When Tommy wants to be romantic he
talksto onejust like adoctor. | am very fond of
Tommy, but his methods of proposing are quite
out of date. | wish, Gertrude, you would spesk
to him, and tell him that once aweek is quite often
enough to propose to anyone, and that it should
aways be done in a manner that attracts some at-
tention.

LADY CHILTERN. Dear Mabd, don't tak like
that. Besdes, Robert thinks very highly of Mr.
Trafford. He beieves he has a brilliant future be-
fore him.

MABEL CHILTERN. Oh! | wouldn't marry aman
with a future before him for anything under the
sun.

LADY CHILTERN. Mabel!

MABEL CHILTERN. | know, dear. You mar-
ried a man with a future, didn't you? But then



36 THE PLAYS OF OSCAR WILDE [ACT ii

Robert was a genius, and you have a noble, sdif-
sacrificing character.  You can stand geniuses. |
haveno character at all, and Robert isthe only ge-
niusl could ever bear. Asarule, | think they are
quite impossible.  Geniuses tak so much, don't
they? Such a bad habit! And they are aways
thinking about themselves, when | want them to
be thinking about me. | must go round now and
rehearse at Lady Badldon's. You remember, we
are having tableaux, don't you? The Triumph of
something, | don't know what! | hope it will be
triumph of me. Only triumph | am redly inter-
eded in at present. [Kisses LADY CHILTERN and
goes out; then comes running back] Oh, Gertrude,
do you know who is coming to see you? That
dreadful Mrs. Cheveley, in a most lovely gown.
Did you ask her?

LADY CHILTERN [Rising]. Mrs. Cheveley!
Coming to sseme? Impossible!

MABEL CHILTERN. | assure you she is coming
upstairs, as large aslife and not nearly so natural.

LADY CHILTERN. You need not wait, Mabdl.
Remember, Lady Basildon is expecting you.

MABEL CHILTERN. Oh! I must shake handswith
Lady Markby. She is delightful. | love being
scolded by her.

[Enter MASON.]

MASON. Lady Markby. Mrs. Cheveley.

[Enter LADY MARKBY and MRS, CHEVELEY |

LADY CHILTERN [Advancing to meet them]. Dear
Lady Markby, how nice of you to come and see
me!  [Shakes hands with her, and bows somewhat
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distantly to MRS. CHEVELEY.] Won't you St down,
Mrs. Cheveley?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Thanks. Isn't that Miss
Chiltern? | should like so much to know her.

LADY CHILTERN. Mabd, Mrs. Cheveley wishes
to know you. [MABEL CHILTERN gives a little nod.]

MRS. CHEVELEY [Stting down]. | thought your
frock so charming lagt night, Miss Chiltern. So
smpleand . . . suitable.

MABEL CHILTERN. Realy? | must tell my
dressmaker. It will be such a surprise to her.
Good-bye, Lady Markby!

LADY MARKBY. Going aready?

MABEL CHILTERN. | am so sorry but | am
obliged to. | amjust off to rehearsal. | have got
to stand on my head in some tableaux.

LADY MARKBY. On your head, child? Oh! |
hope not. | believe it ismost unhealthy. [Takes
a seat on the sofa next LADY CHILTERN]

MABEL CHILTERN. But it is for an excelent
charity: in ad of the Undeserving, the only peo-
ple I am redly interested in. | am the secretary,
and Tommy Trafford is treasurer.

MRS. CHEVELEY. And what is Lord Goring?

MABEL CHILTERN. Oh! Lord Goring is pres-
dent.

MRS, CHEVELEY. The post should suit him ad-
mirably, unless he has deteriorated snce | knew
him first.

LADY MARKBY [Reflecting]. You are remarkably
modern, Mabel. A little too modem, perhaps.
Nothing is S0 dangerous as being too modern.



338 THE PLAYS OF OSCAR WILDE [ACT ii

One is apt to grow old-fashioned quite suddenly.
| have known many instances of it.

MABEL CHILTERN. What a dreadful prospect!

LADY MARKET. Ah! my dear, you need not be
nervous. You will aways be as pretty as possble.
That isthe best fashion there is, and the only fash-
ion that England succeeds in setting.

MABEL CHILTERN [With a curtsey]. Thank you
so much, Lady Markby, for England . . . and
myself. [Goes out.}

LADY MARKBY [Turning to LADY CHILTERN].
Dear Gertrude, we just cdled to know if Mrs.
Oheveley's diamond brooch has been found.

LADY CHILTERN. Here?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Yes | missed it when | got
back to Claridge's, and | thought | might possibly
have dropped it here.

LADY CHILTERN. | have heard nothing about it.
But | will send for the butler and ask. [ Touches
the bell]

MRS. CHEVELEY. Oh, pray, don't trouble, Lady
Chiltern. | daresay | logt it a the Opera, before
we came on here.

LADY MARKBY. Ah, yes, | suppose it must have
been at theOpera. Thefact is, we dl scrambleand
jostle so much nowadays that |1 wonder we have
anything at dl left on us at the end of an evening.
I know mysdlf that, when | am coming back from
the Drawing Room, | dways fed asif | hadn't a
dhred on me, except a smdl shred of decent repu-
tation, just enough to prevent the lower dasses
making painful observations through the windows
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of the carriage. The fact is that our Society is
terribly overpopulated. Really, some one should
arrange a proper scheme of asssted emigration.
It would do agreat dedl of good.

MRS. CHEVELEY. | quite agree with you, Lady
Markby. It is nearly Sx years since | have been
in London for the season, and | must say Society
hasbecomedreadfully mixed. One seesthe oddest
people everywhere.

LADY MARKBY. That is quite true, dear. But
one needn't know them. I'm sure | don't know
haf the people who come to my house.  Indeed,
fromdl | hear, | shouldn't liketo.

[Enter MASON |

LADY CHILTERN. What sort of a brooch was it
that you lost, Mrs. Cheveley?

MRS. CHEVELEY. A diamond snake-broochwith
aruby, arather large ruby.

LADY MARKBY. [ thought you said there was a
sapphire on the head, dear?

MRS. CHEVELEY [Smiling]. No, Lady Markby—
a ruby.

LADY MARKBY [Nodding her head]. And very
becoming, | am quite sure.

LADY CHILTERN. Has a ruby and diamond
brooch been found in any of the rooms this morn-
ing, Mason?

MASON. No, my lady.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Itredly isof no consequence,
Lady Chiltern. | am so sorry to have put you to
any inconvenience.

LADY CHILTERN [Coldly]. Oh, it has been no in-



860 THE PLAYS OF CBCAR WLDE (ACTii

convenience. Tha will do, Mason. You can
bring tea

LADY MARKET. Wadll, | must say it is most an
noying to lose anything. | remember once at
Bath, years ago, losing in the Pump Room an ex-
ceedingly handsome cameo bracelet that Sir John
had given me. | don't think he has ever given me
anything since, 1 am sorry to say. He has sadly
degenerated. Redly, this horrid House of Com-
mons quite ruins our husbandsfor us. | think the
Lower House by far the greatest blow to a happy
married life that there has been since that terrible
thing cdled the Higher Education of Women was
invented.

LADY CHILTERN. Ah! it is heresy to say that in
this house, Lady Markby. Robert is a great
champion of the Higher Education of Women, and
9, | am afraid, am 1.

MRS. CHEVELEY. The higher education of men
iswhat | should liketo sse Men need it so sadly.

LADY MARKBY. They do, dear. But | am afraid
such ascheme would be quite unpractical. | don't
think man has much capacity for development.
Hehasgot asfar ashecan, and that isnot far, is
it? With regard to women, well, dear Gertrude,
you belong to the younger generation, and | am
aure it is dl right if you approve of it. In my
time, of course, we were taught not to understand
anything. That was the old system, and wonder-
fully interesting it was. | assure you that the
amount of things | and my poor dear Sster were
taught not to understand was quite extraordinary.
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But modern women understand everything, | am
told.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Except their husbands. That
is the one thing the modern woman never under-
stands.

LADY MARKBY. And a very good thing too,
dear, | daresay. It might bresk up many ahappy
home if they did. Not yours, | need hardly say,
Gertrude. You have married a pattern husband.
| wish | could say as much for myself. But snce
Sir John has taken to attending the debates regu-
larly, which he never used to do in the good old
days, his language has become quite impossible.
He always seems to think that he is addressing the
House, and consequently whenever he discusses
the state of the agricultural labourer, or the Welsh
Church, or something quite improper of that kind,
| am obliged to send al the servants out of the
room. It is not pleasant to see one's own buitler,
who has been with one for twenty-three years,
actually blushing at the sideboard, and the foot-
men making contortions in corners like personsin
cdrcuses. | assure you my life will be quite
ruined unless they send John at once to the Upper
House. He won't take any interest in politics
then, will he? The House of Lordsis so sensble.
An assembly of gentlemen. But in his present
date, Sr John isredly a great trial.  Why, this
morning before breakfast was haf over, he stood
up on the hearthrug, put his hands in his pockets
and appedled to the country at the top of hisvoice.
| left the table as soon as | had my second cup of
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tea, | need hardly say. But his violent language
could be heard dl over the house! | trust, Ger-
trude, that Sir Robert is not like that?

LADY CHILTERN. But | am very much interested
in palitics, Lady Markby. | love to hear Robert
talk about them.

LADY MARKBY. Wall, | hope he is not as de-
voted to Blue Books as Sir Johnis. | don't think
they can be quiteimproving reading for anyone.

MRS. CHEVELEY [Languidly]. | have never read
aBlueBook. | preferbooks... inyelow covers.

LADY MARKBY [Genially unconscious]. Yellow is
agayer colour, isit not? | used to wear yellow a
good dedl in my early days, and would do so now
if Sir John was not so painfully persona in his ob-
servations, and a man on the question of dress is
awaysridiculous, is he not?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Oh, no! | think men are the
only authorities on dress.

LADY MARKBY. Redly? One wouldn't say so
from the sort of hats they wear, would one?

[The butter enters, followed by the footman. Ten
is set on a small table close to LADY CHILTERN.]

LADY CHILTERN. May | give you some tes,
Mrs. Cheveley?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Thanks. [The butler hands
MRS. CHEVELEY a cup of tea on a salver.]

LADY CHILTERN. Some tea, Lady Markby?

LADY MARKBY. No, thanks, dear. [The servants
goout.] Thefactis | have promised to go round
for ten minutes to see poor Lady Brancaster, who
is in very greet trouble. Her daughter, quite a
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well-brought up girl, too, has actualy become en-
gaged to be married to a curate in Shropshire. It
is very sad, very sad, indeed. | can't under-
stand this modern maniafor curates. In my time
we girls saw them, of course, running about the
place like rabbits. But we never took any notice
of them, | need hardly say. But | am told that
nowadays country society is quite honeycombed
with them. | think it most irreligious. And then
the eldest son has quarrelled with his father,
and it is sad that when they meet at the club
Lord Brancaster dways hides himself behind the
money article in 'The Times' However, | be-
lieve that is quite acommon occurrence nowadays
and that they have to take in extra copies of 'The
Times a dl the clubs in & Jamess Strest;
there are so many sons who won't have anything -
to do with their fathers, and so many fathers who
won't spesk to their sons. | think mysdlf, it is
very much to be regretted.

MRS. CHEVELEY. So do I. Fathers have 0
much to learn from their sons nowadays.

LADY MARKBY. Redly, dear? What?

MRS. CHEVELEY. The art of living. The only
redly Fine Art we have produced in modern times.

LADY MARKBY [Shaking her head]. Ahl | am
afraid Lord Brancaster knew a good ded about
that. Morethan hispoor wifeever did. [Turning
to LADY CHILTERN.] You know Lady Brancaster,
don't you, dear?

LADY CHILTERN. Just dightly. She was stay-
ing a Langton last autumn, when we were there.
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LADY MARKBY. Weéll, like all stout women, she
looks the very picture of happiness, as no doubt
you noticed. But there are many tragedies in her
family, besdes this affair of the curate. Her own
gder, Mrs. Jekyll, had a most unhappy life;
through no fault of her own, | am sorry to say.
She ultimately was so broken-hearted that she
went into a convent, or on to the operatic stage, |
forget which. No; | think it was decorative art-
needlework she took up. | know she had logt dll
senxeof pleasureinlife. [Rising.] And Gertrude,
if youwill allow me, | shall leave Mrs. Cheveley in
your charge and call back for herinaquarter of an
hour. Or perhaps, dear Mrs. Cheveley, you
wouldn't mind waiting in the carriage while | am
with Lady Brancaster. As| intend it to be avisit
of condolence, | shan't stay long.

MRS. CHEVELEY [Rising], | don't mind waiting
in the carriage at al, provided there is somebody
tolook at one.

LADY MARKBY. Wéll, | hear the curate isalways
prowling about the house.

MRS. CHEVELEY. | am afraid | am not fond of
girl friends.

LADY CHILTERN [Rising]. Oh, | hope Mrs.
Cheveley will stay here alittle. | should like to
have afew minutes conversation with her.

MRS. CHEVELEY. How very kind of you, Lady
Chiltern!  Believe me, nothing would give me
greater pleasure.

LADY MARKBY. Ah! no doubt you both have
many pleasant reminiscences of your schooldays
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to talk over together. Good-bye, dear Gertrude!
Shdl | sseyou at Lady Bonar's to-night? She has
discovered awonderful new genius. Hedoes. . .
nothing at dl, | believe. That isagreat comfort,
isit not?

LADY CHILTERN. Robert and | are dining at
home by ourselves to-night, and | don't think |
shal go anywhere afterwards. Robert, of course,
will have to bein the House. But there isnothing
interesting on.

LADY MARKBY. Dining a home by yourselves?
Isthat quite prudent? Ah, | forgot, your husband
is an exception. Mine is the generd rule, and
nothing ages a woman so rapidly as having mar-
ried the general rule. [Exit LADY MARKBY ]

MRS. CHEVELEY. Wonderful woman, Lady
Markby, isn't she? Taks more and says less than
anybody | ever met. She is made to be a public
speaker.  Much more so than her husband, though
he is atypical Englishman, aways dull and usual-
ly violent.

LADY CHILTERN [Makes no answer, but remains
standing. There is a pause. Then the eyes of the
two women meet. LADY CHILTERN looks stern and
pale. MRS. CHEVELEY seemsrather amused.] Mrs.
Cheveley, | think it is right to tell you quite
frankly that, had | known who you redly were, |
should not have invited you to my house last
night.

MRS. CHEVELEY [With an impertinent smile].
Redly?

LADY CHILTERN. I could not have done so.
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MBS CHEVELEY. | seethat after al these years
you have not changed a bit, Gertrude.

LADY CHILTERN. | never change.

MBS. CHEVELEY [Elevating her eyebroivs]. Then
life has taught you nothing?

LADY CHILTERN. It has taught me that a per-
son who has once been guilty of a dishonest and
dishonourable action may be guilty of it a second
time, and should be shunned.

MBS. CHEVELEY. Would you apply that rule to
everyone?

LADY CHILTERN. Yes to everyone, without
exception.

MBS. CHEVELEY. Then | am sorry for you,
Gertrude, very sorry for you.

LADY CHILTERN. You see now, | am sure, that
for many reasons any further acquaintance be-
tween us during your stay in London is quite im-
possble?

MBS. CHEVELEY [Leaning back in her chair] Do
you know, Gertrude, | don't mind your talking
morality abit. Morality issmply the attitude we
adopt towards people whom we personally didike.
You didike me. | am quite aware of that. And
| have always detested you. Andyet | have come
here to do you a service,

LADY CHILTERN [Contemptuoudly]. Like the serv-
ice you wished to render my husband last night, |
suppose. Thank heaven, | saved him from that.

MBS CHEVELEY [Sarting to her feet}. It was you
who made him write that insolent letter to me?
It was you who made him bresk his promise?
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LADY CHILTERN. Yes

MRS. CHEVELEY. Then you must make him keep
it. | give you till to-morrow morning—no more.
If by that time your husband does not solemnly
bind himself to help me in this great scheme in
which | am interested——

LADY CHILTERN. Thisfraudulent speculation—

MRS.CHEVELEY . Cdlitwhatyouchoose. | hold
your husband in the hollow of my hand, and if you
are wise you will make him do what | tdll him.

LADY CHILTERN [Rising and going towards her].
You are impertinent. What has my husband to
do with you? With awoman like you?

MRS. CHEVELEY [With a bitter laugh}. In this
world like meets with like. It is because your
husband is himsdf fraudulent and dishonest that
we pair so well together. Between you and him
there are chasms. He and | are cdosx than
friends. We are enemies linked together. The
same sin binds us.

LADY CHILTERN. How dare you cass my hus-
band with yourself? How dare you threaten him
orme? Leavemy house. You are unfit to enter
it.

[SR ROBERT CHILTERN entersfrom behind. He
hears his wife's last words, and sees to whom they are
addressed. He grows deadly pale}

MRS. CHEVELEY. Yourhouse! A housebought
with the price of dishonour. A house, everything
in which has been paid for by fraud. [Turns round
and sees SIR ROBERT CHILTERN.] Ask him what
the origin of his fortune id  Get him to tell you
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how he sold to a stockbroker a Cabinet secret.
Learn from him to what you owe your postion.

LADY CHILTERN. Itisnot true! Robert! Itis
not truel

MRS. CHEVELEY [Pointing at himwith outstretched
finger}. Look at him! Can he deny it? Does he
dare to?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Go! Go a once. You
have done your worst now.

MRS. CHEVELEY. My worst? | have not yet fin-
ished with you, with either of you. | giveyou both
till to-morrow at noon. If by then you don't do
what | bid you to do, the whole world shall know
the origin of Robert Chiltern.

[SR ROBERT CHILTERN strikes the bell. Enter
MASON,]

SR ROBERT CHILTERN. Show Mrs. Cheveley
out.

[MRS. CHEVELEY starts; then bows with somewhat
exaggerated politeness to LADY CHILTERN, who makes
no sign of response.  As she passes by SSR ROBERT
CHILTERN, who is standing close to the door, she
pauses far a moment and looks him straight in the
face. She then goes out, followed by the servant,
who closes the door after him.  The husband and
wife are left alone. LADY CHILTERN sands like
some one in a dreadful dream. Then she turns
round and looks at her husband.  She looks at him
with strange eyes, as though she was seeing himfor
the first time)]

LADY CHILTERN. You sold a Cabinet secret for
money! You began your life with fraud! You
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built up your career on dishonour! Oh, tell me
itisnot true! Lietome! Lietome Tdl me
it is not true!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. What this woman sad
is quite true. But, Gertrude, listen to me. You
don't redise how | was tempted. Let me tell
you the whole thing. [Goes towards her.]

LADY CHILTERN. Don't comenear me. Don't
touch me. | feel as if you had soiled me forever.
Oh! what amask you have been wearing dl these
yearsl A horrible painted mask! Y ou sold your-
«f for money. Oh! acommon thief were better.
You put yourself up to sde to the highest bidder!
Y ou were bought in the market. You lied to the
whole world.  And yet you will not lie to me.

SR ROBERT CHILTERN [Rushing towards her].
Gertrude! Gertrude!

LADY CHILTERN [Thrusting him back with out-
stretched hands]. No, don't speak! Say nothing!
Y our voicewakesterrible memories—memories of
thingsthat made meloveyou—memoriesof words
that made me love you—memories that now are
horrible to me. And how | worshipped you!
You were to me something apart from common
life, a thing pure, noble, honest, without stain.
The world seemed to me finer because you were in
it, and goodness more red because you lived. And
now—oh, when | think that | made of aman like
you my ided! theidea of my life!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. There was your mistake.
There wasyour error.  The error dl women com-
mit. Why can't youwomen loveus, faultsand all?
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Why do you place us on monstrous pedestals? We
have dl feet of clay, women as well as men; but
when we men love women, we |ove them knowing
their wesknesses, their follies, their imperfections,
love them dl the more, it may be, for that reason.
It is not the perfect, but the imperfect, who have
need of love. It is when we are wounded by our
own hands, or by the hands of others, that love
should come to cure us—else what use is love at
al? All sns, except a Sn againg itself, Love
should forgive. All lives, save lovelesslives, true
Love should pardon. A man's love is like that.
It is wider, larger, more human than a woman's.
Women think that they are making idedls of men.
What they are making of us are false idols merely.
You made your fase idol of me, and | had not
the courage to come down, show you my wounds,
tell you my weeknesses. | was afraid that | might
loseyour love, as| havelogt it now. And o, last
night you ruined my life for me—yes, ruined it!
What this woman asked of me was nothing com-
pared to what she offered to me.  She offered s
curity, peace, dability. The sn of my youth,
that | had thought was buried, rose up in front of
me, hideous, horrible, with its hands a my
throat. | could have killed it forever, sent it back
into its tomb, destroyed its record, burned the
onewitnessagaingt me.  You prevented me. No
one but you, you know it.  And now what isthere
before me but public disgrace, ruin, terrible shame,
the mockery of the world, a lonely, dishonoured
life, alonely, dishonoured death, it may be, some
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day! Let women make no more ideals of men! let
them not put them on atars and bow before them,
or they may ruin other lives as compl etely asyou—
you whom | have so wildly loved—have ruined
mine!l

[He passes from the room. LADY CHILTERN
rushes towards him, but the door is closed when she
reachesit. Pale with anguish, bewildered, helpless,
she sways like a plant in the water. Her hands, out-
stretched, seemto tremble in the air like blossomsin
thewind. Then she flings herself down beside a sofa
and buries her face. Her sobs are like the sobs of a
child.}

ACT-DROP



ACT I

SCENE—The Library in LORD COKING'S house.
An Adams room.  On the right is the door leading
into the hall. On the left, the door of the smoking-
room. A pair offolding doors at the back open into
the drawing-room. The fire is lit. PHIPPS, the
butler, is arranging some newspapers on the writing-
table.  The distinction of PHIPPS is his impassivity.
He has been termed by enthusiasts the Ideal Butler.
The Sphinx is not so incommunicable. He is a
mask ivith a manner.  Of his intellectual or emo-
tional life history knows nothing. He represents
the dominance of form.

[Enter LORD GORING in evening dresswith a but-
tonhole. He is wearing a silk hat and Inverness
cape. White-gloved, he carries a Louis Seize cane.
His are all the delicate fopperies of Fashion. One
seesthat he standsin immediate relation to modern life,
makes it indeed, and so masters it. He is the first
well-dressed philosopher in the history of thought.]

LORD GORING. Got my second buttonhole for
me, Phipps?

PHIPPS.  Yes mylord. [Takeshishat, cane and
cape, and presents new buttonhole on salver.]

LORD GORING. Rather distinguished thing,
Phipps. | am the only person of the smalest im-
portance in London at present who wears a but-
tonhole.

372
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PHIPPS. Yes, my lord. | have observed that.
LORD GORING [Taking out old buttonhole].  You
s, Phipps, Fashion is what one wears onesdlf.
What is unfashionable is what other people wear.

PHIPPS. Yes, my lord.

LORD GORING. Just as vulgarity is smply the
conduct of other people.

PHIPPS. Yes my lord.

LORD GORING [Pulling in new buttonhole].  And
falsehoods the truths of other people.

PHIPPS.  Yes my lord.

LORD GORING. Other people are quite dreadful.
The only possible society is oneself.

PHIPPS.  Yes, my lord.

LORD GORING. To love onesdf is the beginning
of alife-long romance, Phipps.

PHIPPS.  Yes my lord.

LORD GORING [Looking at himsdlf in the glasg].
Don't think | quite like this buttonhole, Phipps.
Makes melook alittletoo old. Makes me amost
in the prime of life, eh, Phipps?

PHIPPS. | don't observe any ateration in your
lordship's appearance.

LORD GORING.  You don't, Phipps?

PHIPPS.  No, my lord.

LORD GORING. | am not quite sure. For the
future a more trivial buttonhole, Phipps, on
Thursday evenings.

PHIPPS. | will spesk to the florist, my lord.
She has had alossin her family lately, which per-
haps accounts for the lack of triviadity your lord-
ship complains of in the buttonhole.
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LORD GORING. Extraordinary thing about the
lower dases in England—they are always losing
their relations.

PHIPPS. Yes my lord! They are extremely
fortunate in that respect.

LORD GORING [Turns round and looks at him.
PHIPPS remains impassive}. Hum! Any |etters,
Phipps?

PHIPPS. Three, my lord. (Hands letters on a
salver.]

LORD GORING [Takes letters]. Want my cab
round in twenty minutes.

PHIPPS.  Yes my lord. [Goes towards door.]

LORD GORING [Holds up letter in pink envelope].
Ahem! Phipps, when did this|etter arrive?

PHIPPS. It was brought by hand just after
your lordship went to the Club.

LORD GORING. That will do. [Exit PHIPPS]
Lady Chiltern's handwriting on Lady Chiltern's
pink notepaper. That is rather curious. |
thought Robert was to write. Wonder what
Lady Chiltern has got to say to me? [Sts at
bureau and opens letter, and reads it] 'l want
you. | trust you. | am coming to you. Ger-
trude/ [Puts down the letter with a puzzed look.
Then takes it up, and reads it again dowly} 'l
want you. | trust you. | am coming to you/
So she has found out everything! Poor woman!
Poor woman! [Pulls out watch and looks at it.]
But what an hour to cdl! Ten o'clock! | shdl
have to give up going to the Berkshires. How-
ever, it is dways nice to be expected, and not to
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arrive. | am not expected at the Bachdlors, o |
shdl certainly go there. Well, | will make her
stand by her husband. That is the only thing for
her to do. That isthe only thing for any woman
to do. It is the growth of the moral sense in
women that makes marriage such a hopeless, one-
Sded ingtitution. Ten o'clock. She should be
heresoon. | must tell Phipps | am not in to any-
one d  [Goes towards bell]

[Enter PHIPPS]

PHIPPS. Lord Caversham.

LORD GORING. Oh, why will parents adways
appear at the wrong time? Some extraordinary
mistake in nature, | suppose. [Enter LORD
CAVERSHAM] Delighted to see you, my dear
father.  [Goes to meet him]

LORD CAVERSHAM. Take my cloak off.

LORD GORING. Isit worth while, father?

LORD CAVERSHAM. Of course it is worth while,
gr.  Which is the most comfortable chair?

LORD GORING. This one, father. It is the
chair | use myself, when | have vistors.

LORD CAVERSHAM. Thank ye. No draught, |
hope, in this room?

LORD GOBING. No, father.

LORD CAVERSHAM [Sitting down]. Glad to hear
it. Can't sand draughts.  No draughts at home.

LORD GORING. Good many breezes, father.

LORD CAVERSHAM. Eh? Eh? Don't under-
gand what you mean. Want to have a serious
conversation with you, gr.

LORD GORING. My dear father! At this hour?
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LORD CAVEBSHAM. Wadl, dr, it is only ten
oclock. What is your objection to the hour?
| think the hour is an admirable hour!

LORD GORING. W#dl, the fact is, father, thisis
not my day for talking serioudy. | am very
sorry, but it is not my day.

LORD CAVERSHAM. What do you mean, sir?

LORD GORING. During the season, father, |
only talk seriously on the first Tuesday in every
month, from four to seven.

LORD CAVERSHAM. Well, make it Tuesday, S,
make it Tuesday.

LORD GORING. But it is after seven, father, and
my doctor says | must not have any serious con-
versation after seven. It makes me talk in my
deep.

LORD CAVERSHAM. Tak in your deep, Sr?
What does that matter? Y ou are not married.

LORD GORING. No, father, I am not married.

LORD CAVERSHAM. Hum! Thatiswhat | have
come to talk to you about, Sr. 'You have got to
get married, and at once.  Why, when | wasyour
age, dr, | had been an inconsolable widower for
three months, and was already paying my ad-
dreses to your admirable mother. Damme, g,
it is your duty to get married. You can't be
aways living for pleasure. Every man of pos-
tion is married nowadays. Bachelors are not
fashionable any more. They are a damaged lot.
Too much is known about them. You must get
a wife, dr. Look where your friend Robert
Chiltern has got to by probity, hard work, and a
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sensble marriage with a good woman. Why
don't you imitate him, sir? 'Why don't you take
him for your model?

LORD GORING. | think | shall, father.

LORD CAVERSHAM. | wish you would, gr.
Then | should be happy. At present | make your
mother's life miserable on your account. You
are heartless, gr, quite heartless.

LORD GORING. | hope not, father.

LORD CAVERSHAM. And it is high time for you
togetmarried. Youarethirty-fouryearsof age, Sir.

LORD GORING. Yes father, but | only admit to
thirty-two—thirty-one and a half when | have a
redly good buttonhole. This buttonhole is not
. . trivia enough.

LORD CAVERSHAM. | tdll you you are thirty-
four, dr. And there is a draught in your room,
besides, which makes your conduct worse.  Why
did you tell me there was no draught, sr? | fed
adraught, gr, | fed it distinctly.

LORD GORING. Sodo I, father. It isa dreadful
draught. 1 will come and see you to-morrow,
father. We can tak over anything you like.
Let me help you on with your cloak, father.

LORD CAVERSHAM. No, sir; | have cdled this
evening for a definite purpose, and | am going to
e it through at al codts to my health or yours.
Put down my cloak, gr.

LORD GORING. Certainly, father. But let us
go into another room. [Rings bell.] Thereis a
dreadful draught here. [Enter PHIPPS] Phipps,
is there a good firein the smoking-room?
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PHIPPS.  Yes, my lord.

LORD GORING. Come in there, father. Your
sneezes are quite heart-rending.

LORD CAVERSHAM. Wéll, sr, | suppose | have
aright to sneeze when | choose?

LORD GORING [Apologetically]. Quite so, father.
| was merely expressing sympathy.

LORD CAVERSHAM. Oh, damn sympathy. There
isagreat deal too much of that sort of thing going
on nowaday’s.

LORD GORING. | quite agree with you, father.
If there was less sympathy in the world there
would belesstrouble in the world.

LORD CAVERSHAM. [Going towards the smoking-
room|. Thatisaparadox, Sr. | hate paradoxes.

LORD GORING. So do I, father. Everybody
one mests is a paradox nowadays. It is a great
bore. It makes society so obvious.

LORD CAVERSHAM [Turning round, and looking
at his son beneath his bushy eyebrows|]. Do you
aways really understand what you say, Sr?

LORD GORING [After some hestation]. Yes
father, if | listen attentively.

LORD CAVERSHAM [Indignantly]. If you listen
attentively! . . . Conceited young puppy!

[Goes off grumbling into the smoking-room.
PHIPPS enters)]

LORD GORING. Phipps, there is a lady coming
to see me this evening on particular busness.
Show her into the drawing-room when she arrives.
Y ou understand?

PHIPPS. Yes mylord.
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LORD GORING, It is a matter of the gravest
importance, Phipps.

PHIPPS. | understand, my lord.

LORD GORING. No one d<e is to be admitted,
under any circumstances.

PHIPPS. | understand, my lord. [Bdl rings]

LORD GORING. Ah! that is probably the lady.
| shall see her myself.

[Just as heis going towards the door LORD CAVER-
SHAM entersfrom the smoking-roomy.

LORD CAVERSHAM. Wedl, sir? am | to wait
attendance on you?

LORD GORING [Considerably perplexed]. In a
moment, father. Do excuse me. [LORD CAVER-
SHAM goes back] Well, remember my instruc-
tions, Phipps—into that room.

PHIPPS. Yes, my lord.

[LORD GORING goes into the smoking-room.
HAROLD, the footman, shows MRS. CHEVELEY in.
Lamia-like, she is in green and silver. She has
a cloak of black satin, lined urith dead rose-leaf silk|]

HAROLD. What name, madam?

MRS. CHEVELEY [ ToPHIPPS, whoadvancestowards
her]. Is Lord Goring not here? | was told he
was a home?

PHIPPS. His lordship is engaged at present
with Lord Caversham, madam.

[Turns a cold, glassy eye on HAROLD, who at once
retires]

MRS. CHEVELEY [To herself]. How very filial!

PHIPPS. His lordship told me to ak you,
madam, to be kind enough to wait in the drawing-
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room for him. His lordship will come to you
there.

MRS, CHEVELEY [With a look of surprise]. Lord
Goring expects me?

PHIPPS.  Yes, madam.

MR,;. CHEVELEY. Areyou quite sure?

PHIPPS. His lordship told me that if a lady
cdled | was to ak her to wait in the drawing-
room. [Goes to the door of the drawing-room and
opens it.] His lordship's directions on the sub-
ject were very precise.

MRS. CHEVELEY [To herself]l.  How thoughtful of
him! To expect the unexpected shows a thorough-
ly modern intellect. [Goes towards the drawing-
roomand looksin.] Ugh! How dreary a bache-
lor's drawing-roorn always looks. | shdl have to
ater dl this[PHIPPS bringsthe lampfromthewrit-
ing-table} No, | don't care for that lamp. Itis
far too glaring. Light some candles.

PHIPPS [Replaces lamp].  Certainly, madam.

MRS. CHEVELEY. | hope the candles have very
becoming shades.

PHIPPS. We have had no complaints about
them, madam, as yet.

[Passes into the drawing-room and begins to light
ihe candles]

MRS. CHEVELEY [To hersdf]. | wonder what
woman he is waiting for to-night. It will be de-
lightful to catch him. Men dways look so slly
when they are caught. And they are aways
being caught. [Looks about room and approaches
the writing-table} What a very interesting room!
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What a very interesting picture!  Wonder what
his correspondence is like. [Takes up letters)]
Oh, what a very uninteresting correspondence!
Bills and cards, debts and dowagers! Who on
earth writes to him on pink paper? How silly
to write on pink paper! It looks like the begin-
ning of amiddle-class romance. Romance should
never begin with sentiment. It should begin
with science and end with a settlement. [Puts
letter down, then takes it up again.} | know that
hand-writing. That is Gertrude Chiltern's. |
remember it perfectly. The ten commandments
in every stroke of the pen, and the mora law all
over the page.  Wonder what Gertrude is writing
to him about? Something horrid about me, |
suppose.  How | detest that woman!  [Reads it.]
"I trust you. | want you. | am coming to you,
Gertrude 'l trust you. | want you. | am com-
ing to you.'

[A look of triumph comes over her face. She is
just about to steal the letter, when PHIPPS comes in]

PHIPPS. The candles in the drawing-room are
lit, madam, as you directed.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Thank you. [Rises hastily,
and dips the letter under a large silver-cased blotting-
book that is lying on the table)]

PHIPPS. | trust the shades will be to your
liking, madam. They are the most becoming we
have. They are the same as his lordship uses
himself when he is dressing for dinner.

MRS. CHEVELEY [With a smilg]. Then | am sure
they will be perfectly right.
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PHIPPS [Gravely]. Thank you, madam.

[MRS CHEVELEY goes into the drawing-room.
PHIPPS closes the door and retires. The door is
then slowly opened, and MRS. CHEVELEY comes out
and creeps stealthily towards the writing-table.
Suddenly voices are heard from the smoking-room.
MRS. CHEVELEY groivs pale, and stops.  The valces
grow louder, and she goes back into the drawing-
room, biting her lip.]

[Enter LORD GORING and LORD CAVERSHAM.]

LORD GORING [Expostulating]. My dear father,
if I am to get married, surely youwill allow meto
choose the time, place and person? Particularly
the person.

LORD CAVERSHAM [Testily]. That isamatter for
me, Sr.  You would probably make a very poor
choice. It is| who should be consulted, not you.
There is property at stake. It is not a matter for
affection. Affection comes later on in married
life.

LORD GORING. Yes In married life affection
comes when people thoroughly didike each other,
father doesn't it? [Puts on LORD CAVERSHAM'S
cloak for him,]

LORD CAVERSHAM. Certainly, Sr. | mean cer-
tainly not, sir.  You are talking very foolishly to-
night. What | say is that marriage is a matter
for common sense.

LORD GORING. But women who have common
sense ae 0 curioudy plain, father, aren't they?
Of course | only spesk from hearsay.

LORD CAVERSHAM. No woman, plain or pretty,
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has any common sense e dl, sr.  Common sense
is the privilege of our sex.

LORD GORING. Quite so. And we men ae 0
self-sacrificing that we never useit, do we, father?

LORD CAVERSHAM. | useit, gr. | use nothing
dse

LORD GORING.  So my mother tells me.

LORD CAVERSHAM. It is the secret of your
mother's happiness. You arc very heartless, gr,
very heartless.

LORD GORING. | hope not, father.

[Goes out for a moment.  Then returns, looking
rather put out, with SR ROBERT CHILTERN.]

SIRROBERT CHILTERN. My dear Arthur, what
apiece of good luck meeting you on the doorstep!
Your servant had just told me you were not at
home. How extraordinary!

LORD GORING. The fact is, | am horribly busy
to-night, Robert, and | gave orders | was not at
home to anyone. Even my father had a com-
paratively cold reception. He complained of a
draught the whole time.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Alll you must be at
home to me, Arthur. You are my best friend.
Perhaps by to-morrow you will be my only friend.
My wife has discovered everything.

LORD GORING. Ah! | guessed as much!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [Looking at him]. Really!
How?

LORD GORING [After some hesitation].  Oh, mere-
ly by something in the expression of your face as
you came in.  Who told her?
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SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Mrs. Cheveley herself.
Andthewoman | love knowsthat | beganmy career
with an act of low dishonesty, that | built up my
life upon the sands of shame—that | sold, like a
common huckster, the secret that had been in-
trusted to me cos a man of honour. | thank
heaven poor Lord Radley died without knowing
that | betrayed him. | would to God | had died
before | had been so horribly tempted, or had
fallen so low.  [Burying hisface in his hands]

LORD GORING [After a pause]. You have heard
nothing from Viennayet, in answer to your wire?

SR ROBERT CHILTERN [Looking up].  Yes, | got
atelegram from the first secretary at eight o'clock
to-night.

LORD GORING. Wel?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Nothing is absolutely
known against her. On the contrary, she occu-
pies a rather high postion in society. It is a
sort of open secret that Baron Arnheim left her
the greater portion of his immense fortune. Be
yond that | can learn nothing.

LORD GORING. She doesn't turn out to be a
spy, then?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN.  Oh! spies are of no use
nowadays. Ther profession is over. The news
papers do their work instead.

LORD GORING. And thunderingly wel they
do it.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Arthur, | an parched
with thirst. May | ring for something? Some
hock and seltzer?
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LORD GORING. Certainly. Let me. [Rings the
bell]

SIRROBERT CHILTERN. Thanks! | don't know
what to do, Arthur, | don't know what to do, and
you are ray only friend. But what a friend you
are—the one friend | can trust. | can trust you
absolutely, can't I?

[Enter PHIPPS]

LORD GORING. My dear Robert, of course.
Oh! [ToPHIPPS.] Bring some hock and sdltzer.

PHIPPS.  Yes, my lord.

LORD GORING. And Phipps!

PHIPPS. Yes, my lord.

LORD GORING. Will you excuse me for a mo
ment, Robert? | want to give some directions to
my servant.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Certainly.

LORD GORING. When that lady cdls, tell her
that | am not expected home this evening. Tl
her that | have been suddenly called out of town.
You understand?

PHIPPS. The lady is in that room, my lord.
You told me to show her into that room, my
lord.

LORD GORING. You did perfectly right. [Exit
PHIPPS] What amess | amin. No; | think |
shdl get through it. I'll give her alecture through
the door. Awkward thing to manage, though.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Arthur, tell me what |
should do. My life seems to have crumbled about
me. | am a ship without a rudder in a night with-
out astar.
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LORD GORING. Robert, you love your wife, don't
you?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. | love her more than
anything in the world. | used to think ambition
the great thing. It isnot. Loveisthe great thing
intheworld. Thereisnothing but love, and I love
her. But | am defamed in her eyes. | amignoble
in her eyes. There is awide gulf between us now.
She has found me out, Arthur, she has found me
out.

LORD GORING. Has she never in her life done
some folly—some indiscretion—that she should
not forgive your sin?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. My wife! Never! She
does not know what weakness or temptation is.
| am of clay like other men. She stands apart as
good women do—pitiless in her perfection—cold
and stern and without mercy. But | love her, Ar-
thur. We are childless, and | have no one dse to
love, no one ese to love me. Perhaps if God had
sent us children she might have been kinder to me.
But God has given usalonely house. And she has
cut my heartintwo. Don'tletustak of it. | was
brutal to her this evening. But | suppose when
snners talk to saints they are brutal aways. |
sad to her things that were hideoudly true, on my
sde, from my standpoint, from the standpoint of
men. But don't let ustak of that.

LORD GORING. Your wife will forgiveyou. Per-
haps a this moment she is forgiving you. She
loves you, Robert. Why should she not forgive?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. God grant it! God
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grant it [Buries hisface in his hands] But there
Is something more | have to tell you, Arthur.

[Enter PHIPPS with drinks,]

PHIPPS [Hands hock and sdtzer to SR ROBERT
CHILTERN]. Hock and sdltzer, sir.

SIRROBERT CHILTERN. Thank you.

LORD GORING. Isyour carriage here, Robert?

SIRROBERT CHILTERN. No; | walked fromthe club.

LORD GORING. Sir Robert will take my cab,
Phipps.

PHIPPS. Yes, my lord.

LORD GORING. Robert, you don't mind my
sending you away?

SIR HOBERT CHILTERN. Arthur, you must let
me stay for five minutes. | have made up my
mind what | am going to do to-night in the House.
The debate on the Argentine Cand is to begin at
eleven. [A chair falls in the draiving-room,]
What is that?

LORD GORING. Nothing.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. | heard a chair fal in
the next room. Some one has been listening.

LORD GORING. No, no; there is no one there.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. There is some one.
There are lights in the room, and the door is gar.
Some one has been listening to every secret of my
life. Arthur, what does this mean?

LORD GORING. Robert, you are excited, un-
nerved. | tell you there is no one in that room.
Sit down, Robert.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Do you give me your
word that there is no one there?
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LORD GORING. Yes

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Your Word of honOUT?
[Sts down.]

LORD GORING. Yes.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [Rues]. Arthur, let me
sefor mysdf.

LORD GORING. No, no.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. If there is no one there
why should | not look in that room? Arthur, you
must let me go into that room and satisfy myself.
Let me know that no eavesdropper has heard my
life's secret.  Arthur, you don't redise what | am
going through.

LORD GORING. Robert, this must stop. | have
told you that thereisno onein that room—that is
enough.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [Rushes to the door of tilt
room|. Itis not enough. | insist on going into
thisroom. Y ou havetold methereisno onethere,
S0 what reason can you have for refusing me?

LORD GORING. For God's s&ke, don't! Thereis
some one there.  Some one whom you must not
*e

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Ah, | thought SO!

LORD GORING. | forbid you to enter that room.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Stand back. My lifeis
at stake. And | don't care who is there. | will
know who it is to whom | have told my secret and
my shame. [Entersroom}

LORD GORING. Great Heaven! his own wife!

[SR ROBERT CHILTERN comes back, with a look of
scorn and anger on hisface}
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SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. What explanation have
you to give me for the presence of that woman
here?

LORD GORING. Robert, | swear to you on my
honour that that lady is stainless and guiltless of
dl offence towards you.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. She is a vile, an infa
mous thing!

LORD GORING. Don't say that, Robert! It was
for your sake she came here. It was to try and
save you she came here. She loves you and no
onedse

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. You are mad. What
have | to do with her intrigues with you? Let her
remain your mistresss You are well suited to
each other. She, corrupt and shameful—you,
falseasafriend, treacherousasan enemy even——

LORD GORING. It is not true, Robert. Before
heaven, it is not true. In her presence and in
yours| will explain all.

SR ROBERT CHILTERN. Let me pass, sr. You
have lied enough upon your word of honour.

[SR ROBERT CHILTERN GOES Out. LORD GORING
rushes to the door of the drawing-room, when MRS.
CHEVELEY comes out, looking radiant and much
amused.]

MRS. CHEVELEY [With a mock curtsey]. Good
evening, Lord Goring!

LORD GORING. Mrs. Cheveley! Great Heavens!
. . . May | ask what you were doing in my draw-
ing-room?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Merdy ligening. | have a
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perfect passon for listening through keyholes. One
aways hears such wonderful things through them.

LORD GORING. Doesn't that sound rather like
tempting Providence?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Oh! surely Providence can re-
94 temptation by thistime. [Makesasigntohim
to take her cloak off, which he does)]

LORD GORING. | amglad you have cdled. | am
going to give you some good advice.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Oh! pray don't. Oneshould
never give a woman anything that she can't wear
in the evening.

LORD GORING. | see you are quite as willful as
you used to be.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Far more! | have greatly im-
proved. | have had more experience.

LORD GORING. Too much experience is a dan-
gerous thing. Pray have a cigarette. Haf the
pretty women in London smoke cigarettes. Per-
sondly | prefer the other half.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Thanks. | never smoke. My
dressmaker wouldn't like it, and a woman's first
duty in life is to her dressmaker, isn't it? What
the second duty is, no one has asyet discovered.

LORD GORING. You have come here to sl me
Robert Chiltern's letter, haven't you?

MRS. CHEVELEY. To offer it to you on condi-
tions. How did you guess that?

LORD GORING. Because you haven't mentioned
the subject. Have you got it with you?

MRS. CHEVELEY [Stting down]. Oh, no! A well-
made dress has no pockets.
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LOED GORING. What isyour price for it?

MRS. CHEVELEY . How absurdly Englishyouarel
The English think that a cheque-book can solve
every problem in life. Why, my dear Arthur, |
have very much more money than you have, and
quite as much as Robert Chiltcrn has got hold of .
Money isnot what | want.

LORD GORING. What do you want then, Mrs.
Cheveley?

MRS. CHEVELBY. Why don't you cdl me Laura?

LORD GORING. | don't like the name.

MRS. CHEVELEY. You used to adoreit.

LORD GORING. Yes, that'swhy. [MRS. CHEVE-
LEY motions to him to sit down beside her. He
smiles, and docs so.]

MRS. CHEVELEY. Arthur, you loved me once,

LORD GORING. Yes

MRS. CHEVELEY. And you asked meto be your
wife.

LORD GORING. That was the natural result of
my loving you.

MRS. CHEVELEY. And you threw me over be-
cause you saw, or sad you saw, poor old Lord
Mortlake trying to have a violent flirtation with
me in the conservatory at Tcnby.

LORD GORING. | am under the impression that
my lawyer settled that matter with you on certain
teems . . . dictated by yourself.

MRS. CHEVELEY. At that time | was poor; you
wererich.

LORD GORING. Quite so. That is why you pre-
tended to love me.
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MRS. CHEVELEY [Shrugging her shoulders]. Poor
old Lord Mortlake, who had only two topics of
conversation, hisgout and hiswife. | never could
quite make out which of the two he was talking
about. He used the most horrible language about
them both. Well, you were silly, Arthur. Why,
Lord Mortlake was never anything more to
me than an amusement. One of those utterly
tedious amusements one only finds at an English
country house on an English country Sunday.
| don't think anyone at all morally responsible
for what he or she docs at an English country
house.

LORD GORING. Yes | know lots of people
think that.

MRS. CHEVELEY. | loved you, Arthur.

LORD GORING. My dear Mrs. Cheveley, you
have always been far too clever to know anything
about love.

MRS. CHEVELEY. | didloveyou. Andyouloved
me. You know you loved me; and love is a very
wonderful thing. | suppose that when a man has
once loved awoman, he will do anything for her,
except continue to love her? [Puts her hand on
his]

LORD GORING [Taking his hand away quietly].
Y es. except that.

MRS. CHEVELEY [After a pause]. | am tired of
living abroad. | want to come back to London.
| want to have a charming house here. | want to
have asdon. If one could only teach the English
how to talk, and the Irish how to listen, society
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here would be quite civilised. Besdes, | have
arrived at the romantic stage.  When | saw you
last night at the Chilterns' | knew you were the
only person | had ever cared for, if | ever have
cared for anybody, Arthur.  And so, on the morn-
of the day you marry me, | will give you Robert
Chiltern's letter. That is my offer. 1 will give
it to you now, if you promise to marry me.

LORD GORING. Now?

MRS. CHEVELEY [Smiling]. To-morrow.

LORD GORING. Are you really serious?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Yes, quiteserious.

LORD GORING. | should make you a very bad
husband.

MRS. CHEVELEY. | don't mind bad husbands.
| have had two. They amused me immensely.

LORD GORING. You mean that you amused
yourself immensely, don't you?

MRS. CHEVELEY. What do you know about my
married life?

LORD GORING. Nothing: but | can read it like
a book.

MRS. CHEVELEY. What book?

LORD GORING [Rising]. The Book of Num-
bers.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Doyouthink it quitecharm-
ing of you to be so rude to a woman in your own
house?

LORD GORING. In the case of very fascinating
women, sex is a chalenge, not a defence.

MRS. CHEVELEY. | suppose that is meant for a
compliment. My dear Arthur, women are never
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disasmed by compliments. Men aways are
That is the difference between the two sexes

LORD GORING. Women are never disarmed by
anything, asfar as | know them.

MRS, CHEVELEY [After a pause]. Then you are
going to alow your greatest friend, Robert Chil-
tern, to be ruined, rather than marry some one
who redlly has considerable attractions left? |
thought you would have risen to some great height
of self-sacrifice, Arthur. 1 think you should. And
the rest of your life you could spend in contemplat-
ing your own perfections.

LORD GORING. Oh! | do that as it is. And
self-sacrifice isathing that should be put down by
law. Itissodemoralising to the people for whom
one sacrifices oneself.  They always go to the
bad.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Asif anything could demoral-
ise Robert Chiltern!  You seem to forget that |
know his red character.

LORD GORING. What you know about him is
not hisreal character. It was an act of folly done
in his youth, dishonourable, | admit, shameful, |
admit, unworthy of him, | admit, and therefore
. . . hothistrue character.

MRS. CHEVELEY. How you men stand up for
each other!

LORD GORING. How you women war against
each other!

MRS. CHEVELEY [Bitterly]. 1 only war against
one woman, agang Gertrude Chiltern. | hate
her. | hate her now more than ever.
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LORD GORING. Because you have brought a
red tragedy into her life, | suppose.

MRS. CHEVELEY [With a sneer]. Oh, there is
only onered tragedy inawoman'slife. The fact
that her past is always her lover, and her future
invariably her husband.

LORD GORING. Lady Chiltern knows nothing of
thekind of lifeto which you arealluding.

MRS. CHEVELEY. A womanwhosesizein gloves
is seven and three-quarters never knows much
about anything. You know Gertrude has aways
worn seven and three-quarters? That is one
of the reasons why there was never any moral
sympathy between us ... Waél, Arthur, |
suppose this romantic interview may be regarded
asat an end. You admit it was romantic, don't
you? For the privilege of being your wife | was
ready to surrender a great prize, the climax of my
diplomatic career. You decline. Very well. If
Sr Robert doesn't uphold my Argentine scheme,
| expose him. Voila tout.

LORD GORING.  You mustn't do that. It would
bevile, horrible, infamous.

MRS. CHEVELEY [Shrugging her shoulders]. Oh!
dontusebigwords. They meansolittle. Itisa
commercid transaction. That is dl. There is
no good mixing up sentimentality init. |1 offered
to sdl Robert Chiltern a certain thing. If he
won't pay me my price, he will have to pay the
world a greater price. There is no more to be
sad. | must go. Good-bye. Won't you sheke
hands?
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LOBD GORING. With you? No. Your trans-
action with Robert Chiltern may pass as a loath-
some commercia transaction of a loathsome com-
mercial age; but you seem to have forgotten that
you who came here to-night to talk of love, you
whose lips desecrated the word love, you to whom
the thing is a book closely sedled, went this after-
noon to the house of one of the most noble and
gentlewomen in the world to degrade her husband
in her eyes, to try and kill her love for him, to put
poison in her heart, and bitterness in her life, to
bresk her idol and, it may be, spoil her soul.
That | cannot forgive you. That was horrible.
For that there can be no forgiveness.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Arthur, you are unjust to me.
Believe me, you are quite unjust tome. | didn't
go to taunt Gertrude at dl. | had no idea of
doing anything of the kind when | entered. |
cdled with Lady Markby smply to ask whether
an ornament, a jewel, that | lost somewhere last
night, had been found at the Chilterns. If you
don't believe me, you can ask Lady Markby. She
will tell you it is true. The scene that occurred
happened after Lady Markby had left, and was
redly forced on me by Gertrude's rudeness and
seas | caled, ohl—a little out of malice if
you like—but redlly to ask if a diamond brooch of
mine had been found. That was the origin of the
whole thing.

LORD GORING. A diamond snake-brooch with a
ruby?

MRS CHEVELEY. Yes How do you know?
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LORD GORING. Becauseitisfound. In point of
fact, | found it myself, and stupidly forgot to tell
the butler anything about it as | was leaving.
[Goes over to the writing-table and pulls out the
drawers)] It is in this drawer. No, that one.
Thisisthebrooch, isn'tit? [Holdsup the brooch.]

MRS. CHEVELEY. Yes | am so glad to get it
back. Itwas ... apresent.

LORD GORING.  Won't you wesr it?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Certainly, if you pin it in.
[LORD GORING suddenly clasps it on her arm] ~ Why
do you put it on as a bracelet? | never knew it
could be worn as a bracelet.

LORD GORING. Redly?

MRS. CHEVELEY [Holding out her handsome arm.
No; but it looks very well on me as a bracelet,
doesn't it?

LORD GORING. Yes, much better than when |
saw it last.

MRS. CHEVELEY. When did you see it last?

LORD GORING [Calmly]. Oh, ten years ago, on
Lady Berkshire, from whom you stole it.

MRS. CHEVELEY [Sarting]. What do you mean?

LORD GORING. | mean that you stole that orna-
ment from my cousin, Mary Berkshire, to whom |
gave it when shewas married. Suspicion fell ona
wretched servant, who was sent away in disgrace.
| recognised it lagt night. | determined to say
nothing about it till | had found the thief. | have
found the thief now, and | have heard her own
confession.

MRS. CHEVELEY [Tossing her head]. It is not true.
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LORD GORING. You know it is true. Why,
thief is written across your face at this moment.

MRS. CHEVELEY. I will deny the whole affair
from beginning to end. | will say that | have
never seen thiswretched thing, that it wasnever in
My POSsession.

[MRS. CHEVELEY tries to get the bracelet off her
arm, but fails. LORD GORING looks on amused.
Her thinfingerstear at the jewel to no purpose. A
cursebreaksfromher.]

LORD GORING. The drawback of stealing a
thing, Mrs. Cheveley, is that one never knows how
wonderful thething that one stedlsis. Y ou can't
get that bracelet off, unless you know where the
soring is. And | see you don't know where the
spring is.  Itisrather difficult to find.

MRS. CHEVELEY. You brute! You coward!
[She tries again to unclasp the bracelet, but fails)

LORD GORING. Oh! don't use bigwords. They
mean o little.

MRS. CHEVELEY [Again tears at the bracelet in a
paroxysm of rage, with inarticulate sounds. Then
stops, and looks at LORD GORING]. What are you
going to do?

LORD GORING. | am going to ring for my sar-
vant. Heisan admirable servant. Always comes
in the moment one rings for him.  When he comes
| will tell him to fetch the police.

MRS. CHEVELEY [Trembling]. The police? What
for?

LORD GORING. To-morrow the Berkshires will
prosecuteyou. That iswhat the police are for.
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MRS. CHEVELEY [Is now in an agony of physical
terror. Her face is distorted. Her mouth awry. A
mask hasfallen from her. She is, for the moment,
dreadful to look at]. Don't do that. | will do
anything you want. Anything in the world you
want.

LORD GORING. Give me Robert Chiltern's
letter.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Stop! Stop! Let me have
time to think.

LORD GORING. Give me Robert Chiltern's
letter.

MRS. CHEVELEY. | havenot got it withme. |
will give it to you to-morrow.

LORD GORING. You know you are lying. Give
it to me at once. [MRS. CHEVELEY pulls the letter
out, and hands it to him. She is horribly pale]
Thisisit?

MRS. CHEVELEY [In a hoarse voice]. Yes

LORD GORING [ Takestheletter, examinesil, sighs,
and burns it over the lamp]. For so well-dressed a
woman, Mrs. Cheveley, you have moments of
admirable common sense. | congratulate you.

MRS. CHEVELEY [Catches sight of LADY CHIL-
TERN'S letter, the cover of which isjust showingfrom
under the blotting-book]. Please get me a glass of
water.

LORD GORING. Certainly. [Goes to the corner
of the room and pours out a glass of water. While
his back is turned MRS. CHEVELEY seals LADY
CHILTERN'S letter. When LORD GORING returns
with the glass she refuses it with a gesture.}
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MRS. CHEVELEY. Thank you. Will you help
me on with my cloak?

LORD GORING. With pleasure. [Puts her cloak
on|
MRS. CHEVELEY. Thanks, | am never going to
try to harm Robert Chiltern again.

LORD GORING. Fortunately you have not the
chance, Mrs. Cheveley.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Weéll, if even | had the chance,
| wouldn't. On the contrary, | am going to
render him a great service.

LORD GORING. | am charmed to hear it. Itis
areformation.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Yes. | can't bear soupright a
gentleman, so honourable an English gentleman,
being so shamefully deceived, and so——

LORD GORING. Well?

MRS. CHEVELEY. | find that somehow Ger-
trude Chiltern's dying speech and confession has
strayed into my pocket.

LORD GORING. What do you mean?

MRS. CHEVELEY [With a bitter note of triumph in
her voice]. | mean that | am going to send Robert
Chiltern the love letter his wife wrote to you to-
night.

LORD GORING. Love letter?

MRS. CHEVELEY [Laughing]. 'l want you. |
trust you. | am coming to you. Gertrude.'

[LORD GORING rushes to the bureau and takes up
the envelope, finds it empty, and turns round.]

LORD GORING. Y ou wretched woman, must you
adways be thieving? Give me back that letter.
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I'll take it from you by force. You shal not
leave my room till | have got it.

[He rushes towards her, but MRS, CHEVELEY at
once puts her hand on the electric bell that is on the
table. The bell sounds wiih shrill reverberations,
and PHIPPS enters)]

MRS. CHEVELEY [After a pausg]. Lord Goring
merely rang that you should show meout. Good-
night, Lord Goring!

[Goes out, followed by PHIPPS. Her face is il-
lumined wiih evil triumph. There is joy in her
eyes.  Youth seems to have come back to her. Her
last glance is like a swift arrow. LORD GORING
bites his lip, and lights a cigarette]

ACT-DROP



ACT IV

SCENE—Same as Act I,

[LORD GORING is standing by the fireplace with his
hands in his pockets. He is looking rather bored.]

LORD GORING [Pulls out his watch, inspects it, and
ringsthebdl}. Itisagreat nuisance. | can't find
anyone in this house to talk to.  And | am full of
interesting information. | feel like the latest
edition of something or other.

[Enter Servant.]

JAMES.  Sir Robert is ill a the Foreign Office,
my lord.

LORD GORING. Lady Chiltern not down yet?

JAMES.  Her ladyship has not yet left her room.
Miss Chiltern has just come in fromriding.

LORD GORING [To himself]. Ah! that is some-
thing.

JAMES. Lord Caversham has been waiting
some time in the library for Sr Robert. | told
him your lordship was here.

LORD GORING. Thank you. Would you kindly
tell him I've gone?

JAMES [Bowing]. | shdl do so, my lord.

[Exit Servant.}

LORD GORING. Redly, | don't want to meet my
father three days running. It is a great ded too
much excitement for any son. | hope to goodness
he wont come up. Fathers should be neither

402
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seen nor heard.  That is the only proper basis for
family life. Mothers are different. Mothers are
darlings.  [Throws himself down into a chair,
picks up a paper and begins to read it

[Enter LORD CAVERSHAM ]

LORD CAVERSHAM. Waell, sir, what are you do-
ing here? Wasting your timeasusual, | suppose?

LORD GORING [Throws dovm paper and rise.
My dear father, when one pays avisit it isfor the
purpose of wasting other peopl€es time, not one's
own.

LORD CAVERSHAM. Have you been thinking
over what | spoke to you about last night?

LORD GORING. | have been thinking about
nothing else.

LORD CAVERSHAM. Engaged to be married yet’)

LORD GORING [Genially]. Not yet; but | hope
to be before lunch-time.

LORD CAVERSHAM [Causticallij]. You can have
till dinner-timeif it would be of any convenience
to you.

LORD GORING. Thanks awfully, but | think I'd
sooner be engaged beforelunch.

LORD CAVERSHAM. Humph! Never know when
yOu are Serious or not.

LORD GORING. Neither do I, father.

[A pause]

LORD CAVERSHAM. | suppose you have read
"The Times this morning?

LORD GORING [Airily]. 'The Times? Cer-
tainly not. | only read 'The Morning Post.
All that one should know about modern life is
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where the Duchesses are; anything dse is quite
demoralising.

LORD CAVERSHAM. Do you mean to say you
have not read 'The Times' leading article on
Robert Chiltern's career?

LORD GORING. Grest heavens! No. What does
it say?

LORD CAVERSHAM. What should it say, Sr?
Everything complimentary, of course. Chiltern's
gpeech lagt night on this Argentine Canal Scheme
was one of thefinest piecesof oratory ever ddliv-
ered in the House since Canning.

LORD GORING. Ah! Never heard of Canning.
Never wanted to. And did . . . did Chiltern
uphold the scheme?

LORD CAVERSHAM. Uphold it, sr? How little
you know him!  Why, he denounced it roundly,
and the whole system of modern political finance.
This speech is the turning-point in his career, as
‘The Times points out. You should read this
aticle, dr.  [Opens 'The Times'] 'Sir Robert
Chiltern . . . mostrising of al our young states-
men . . . Brilliant orator . . . Unblemished
career . . . Wadl-known integrity of character
. . . Represents what is best in English public
life ... Noble contrast to the lax morality so
common among foreign politiciang They will
never say that of you, gr.

LORD GORING. | sncerely hope not, father.
However, | am ddighted at what you tell me about
Robert, thoroughly delighted. It shows he has
got pluck.
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LORD CAVERSHAM.  He has got more than pluck,
gr, he has got genius.

LORD GORING. Ah! | prefer pluck. It is not
SO common, nowadays, as genius is.

LORD CAVERSHAM. | wish you would go into
Parliament.

LORD GORING. My dear father, only people
who look dull ever get into the House of Com-
mons, and only people who are dull ever succeed
there.

LORD CAVERSHAM. Why don't you try to do
something useful in life?

LORD GORING. | am far too young.

LORD CAVERSHAM [Tedtily]. | hate this affec-
tation of youth, gr. Itisa great dedl too preva
lent nowadays.

LORD GORING. Youthisn'tanaffectation. Y outh
is an art.

LORD CAVERSHAM. Why don't you propose to
that pretty Miss Chiltern?

LORD GORING. | am of a very nervous dispos-
tion, especidly in the morning.

LORD CAVERSHAM. | don't suppose there is the
smdlest chance of her accepting you.

LORD GORING. | don't know how the betting
sands to-day.

LORD CAVERSHAM. If she did accept you she
would be the prettiest fool in England.

LORD GORING. That is just what | should like
to marry. A thoroughly sensble wife would
reduce me to a condition of absolute idiocy in less
than sx months.
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LORD CAVERSHAM. You don't deserve her, dr.

LORD GORING. My dear father, if we men mar-
ried the women we deserved, we should have a
very bad time of it.

[Enter MABEL CHILTERN]

MABEL CHILTERN. Oh! How do you do,
Lord Caversham? | hope Lady Caversham is
quitewell?

LORD CAVERSHAM. Lady Cavershamis as usud,
asusual.

LORD GORING. Good morning, Miss Mabel!

MABEL CHILTERN [Taking no notice at all of
LORD GORING, and addressing hersdlf exclusively to
LORD CAVERSHAM]. And Lady Caversham's bon-
nets . . . arethey at al better?

LORD CAVERSHAM. They have had a serious
relapse, | am sorry to say.

LORD GORING. Good morning, Miss Mabe!!

MABEL CHILTERN [To LORD CAVERSHAM]. |
hope an operation will not be necessary.

LORD CAVERSHAM [Smiling at her pertness]. If
it iswe shdl haveto give Lady Caversham a nar-
cotic. Otherwiseshewould never consent to have
a feather touched.

LORD GORING [With increased emphasis]. Good
morning, MissMabel!

MABEL CHILTERN [Turning round tvith feigned
surprise}.  Oh, are you here? Of course you
understand that after your bresking your ap-
pointment | am never going to speak to you
again.

LORD GORING. Oh, please don't say such a



ACTiV] AN IDEAL HUSBAND 407

thing. You are the one person in London |
redly like to have to listen to me.

MABEL CHILTERN. LordGoring, | never believea
single word that either yon or | say to each other.

LORD CAVERSHAM. You are quite right, my
dear, quiteright . . . asfar asheis concerned,
| mean.

MABEL CHILTERN. Do you think you could
possbly make your son behave a little better
occasonaly? Just as achange.

LORD CAVERSHAM. 1| regret to say, Miss Chil-
tern, that | have no influence at al over my son.
| wish| had. If | had | know what | would make
him do.

MABEL CHILTERN. | am afraid that he has one
of those terribly weak natures that are not sus
ceptibleto influence.

LORD CAVERSHAM. He is very heartless, very
heartless.

LORD GORING. It ssemsto methat | am alittle
in the way here.

MABEL CHILTERN. It isvery good for you to be
in the way, and to know what people say of you
behind your back.

LORD GORING. 1 don't at al like knowing what
people say of me behind my back. It makes me
far too conceited.

LORD CAVERSHAM. After that, my dear, |
really must bid you good morning.

MABEL CHILTERN. Oh! | hope you ae not
going to leave me dl done with Lord Goring?
Especidly at such an early hour in the day.
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LORD CAVEESHAM. | am afraid | can't teke
him with me to Downing Street. It is not
the Prime Minister's day for seeing the un-
employed.

[Shakes handswith MABEL CHILTERN, takes up his
hat and stick, and goes out, with a parting glare of
indignation at LORD GORING.]

MABEL CHILTERN [Takes up roses and begins to
arrange them in a bowl on the table]. People who
don't keep their appointments in the Park are
horrid.

LORD GORING. Detestable.

MABEL CHILTERN. | am glad you admit it.
But | wish you wouldn't look so pleased about it.

LORD GORING. | can't helpit. | aways look
pleased when | am with you.

MABEL CHILTERN [Sadly]. Then | suppose it is
my duty to remain with you?

LORD GORING. Of course it is

MABEL CHILTERN. Well, my duty is a thing |
never do, on principle. It always depresses me.
So | am afraid | must leave you.

LORD GORING. Please don't, Miss Mabdl. |
have something very particular to say to you.

MABEL CHILTERN [Rapturoudy]. Oh! is it a
proposal?

LORD GORING [Somewhat taken aback]. Well,
yes it is—I am bound to say it is

MABEL CHILTERN [With a sigh of pleasure]. |
am 0 glad. That makes the second to-day.

LORD GORING [Indignantly]. The second to-
day? What conceited ass has been impertinent



ACT iv] AN IDEAL HUSBAND 409

enough to dare to propose to you before | had
proposed to you?

MABEL CHILTEEN. Tommy Trafford, of course.
It is one of Tommy's days for proposing. He d-
ways proposes on Tuesdays and Thursdays, dur-
ing the season.

LORD GORING. You didn't accept him, | hope?

MABEL CHILTERN. | make it a rule never to
accept Tommy. That is why he goes on propos-
ing. Of course, asyou didn't turn up this morn-
ing, | very nearly said yes. It would have been
an excellent lesson both for him and for you if |
had. It would have taught you both better
manners.

LORD GORING. Oh! bother Tommy Trafford.
Tommy isadlly littleass | love you.

MABEL CHILTERN. | know. And | think you
might have mentioned it before. | am sure |
have given you heaps of opportunities.

LORD GORING. Mabdl, do be serious. Pease
be serious.

MABEL CHILTERN. Ah! that is the sort of thing
a man aways says to a girl before he has been
married to her.  He never saysit afterwards.

LORD GORING [Taking hold of her hand]. Mabd,
| have told you that | love you. Can't you love
me alittle in return?

MABEL CHILTERN. You glly Arthur! If you
knew anything about . . . anything, which you
don't, you would know that | adoreyou. Every-
one in London knows it except you.  Itisapublic
scandd the way | adore you. | have been going
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about for the last 9x months telling the whole of
society that | adore you. | wonder you consent
to have anything to say to me. | have no charac-
ter left at al. At least, | feel so happy that | am
quite sure | have no character left at all.

LORD GORING [Catches her in his arms and kisses
her. Then there is a pause of bliss]. Dear! Do
you know | was awfully afraid of being refused!

MABEL CHILTERN [Looking up at him]. But
you never have been refused yet by anybody,
have you, Arthur? | can't imagine anyone refus-
ing you.

LORD GORING [After kissing her again]. Of
course I'm not nearly good enough for you,
Mabel.

MABEL CHILTERN [Nestling close to him]. | am
soglad, darling. | wasafraid you were.

LORD GORING [After some hestation]. And I'm

.. I'malittle over thirty.

MABEL CHILTERN. Dear, you look weeks young-
er than that.

LORD GORING [Enthusiastically]. How sweet of
youtosay so! . . . Anditisonlyfairtotell you
frankly that | am fearfully extravagant.

MABEL CHILTERN. But so am I, Arthur. So
we're sure to agree. And now | must go and s
Gertrude.

LORD GORING. Must you redlly? [Kisses her.]

MABEL CHILTERN. Yes

LORD GORING. Then do tell her | want to talk
to her particularly. | have been waiting here dl
the morning to see either her or Robert.
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MABEL CHILTERN. Do you mean to say you
didn't come here expresdy to propose to me?

LORD GORING [Triumphantly]. No; that was a
flash of genius.

MABEL CHILTERN. Your first.

LORD GORING [With determination]. My last.

MABEL CHILTERN. | am delighted to hear it.
Now don't stir.  I'll be back infiveminutes. And
don't fall into any temptationswhile I am away.

LORD GORING. Dear Mabel, while you are
away, there are none. It makes me horribly de-
pendent on you.

[Enter LADY CHILTERN,]

LADY CHILTERN. Good morning, dear. How
pretty you arc looking!

MABEL CHILTERN. How pale you are looking,
Gertrude! It is most becoming!

LADY CHILTERN. Good morning, Lord Goring!

LORD GORING [Boiving]. Good morning, Lady
Chiltern!

MABEL CHILTERN [Aside to LORD GORING]. |
shal be in the conservatory, under the second
palm tree on the | eft.

LORD GORING.  Second on the left?

MABEL CHILTERN [With a look of mock surprise].
Yes, the usua pam tree.

[Blows a kiss to him, unobserved by LADY CHIL-
TERN, and goes out.]

LORD GORING. Lady Chiltern, | have a certain
amount of very good news to tel you. Mrs.
Cheveley gave me up Robert's letter last night,
and | burned it. Robert is safe.
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LADY CHILTEBN [Snking on the sofa].  Safel Oh!
Camsoglad of that. What agood friend you are
to him—to ud

LORD GORING. There is only one person now
that could be sad to be in any danger.

LADY CHILTERN. Who is that?

LORD GORING [Sitting down beside her]. Y ourself.

LADY CHILTERN. I!' Indanger? What doyou
mean?

LORD GORING. Danger is too great aword. It
isaword | should not have used. But | admit |
have something to tell you that may distress you,
that terribly distresses me. Yesterday evening
you wrote me a very beautiful, womanly letter,
asking me for my help. You wrote to me as one
of your oldest friends, oneof your husband's oldest
friends. Mrs. Cheveley stole that Ietter from my
rooms.

LADY CHILTERN. Wadl, what use is it to her?
Why should she not have it?

LORD GORING [Rising]. Lady Chiltern, | will
be quite frank with you. Mrs. Cheveley puts a
certain construction on that letter and proposes to
send it to your husband.

LADY CHILTERN. But what construction could
sheputonit? . . . Oh! not that! not that! If
| in—in trouble, and wanting your help, trusting
you, proposeto cometoyou . . . that you may
adviseme ... as3g me . . .Oh! are there
women so horribleasthat . . . ? And she pro-
poses to send it to my husband? Tel me what
happened. Tel me al that happened.
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LORD GORING. Mrs. Clieveley was conceded in
aroom adjoining my library, without my knowl-
edge. | thought that the person who was wait-
ing in that room to see me was yourself. Robert
came in unexpectedly. A chair or something fell
in the room. He forced his way in, and he dis-
covered her. We had a terrible scene. | il
thought it wasyou. He left meinanger. Atthe
end of everything Mrs. Cheveley got possesson
of your letter—she stole it, when or how, | don't
know.

LADY CHILTERN. At what hour did this happen?

LORD GORING. At half-past ten. And now |
propose that we tell Robert the whole thing at
once.

LADY CHILTERN [Looking at him with amazement
thatisalmost terror]. Youwant meto tell Robert
that the woman you expected was not Mrs.
Cheveley, but myself? That it was | whom you
thought was concedled in aroom in your house, at
half-past ten o'clock at night? You want me to
tell him that?

LORD GORING. I think it is better that he should
know the exact truth.

LADY CHILTERN [Rising]. Oh, | couldnt, I
couldn't!

LORD GORING.  May | do it?

LADY CHILTERN.  No.

LORD GORING [Gravely]. You are wrong, Lady
Chiltern.

LADY CHILTERN. No. The letter must be inter-
cepted. That is dl. But how can | do it?
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Letters arrive for him every moment of the day.
His secretaries open them and hand them to him.
| dare not ask the servants to bring me his letters.
It would be impossble.  Oh! why don't you tell
mewhat to do?

LORD GORING. Pray be cam, Lady Chiltern,
and answer the questions | am going to put to you.
You sad his secretaries open his letters.

LADY CHILTERN. Yes

LORD GORING. Who is with him to-day? Mr.
Trafford, isn'tit?

LADY CHILTERN. No. Mr. Montford, | think.

LORD GORING. You can trust him?

LADY CHILTERN [ With a gesture of despair].  Oh!
how do | know?

LORD GORING. He would do what you asked
him, wouldn't he?

LADY CHILTERN. | think SO.

LORD GORING. Your letter was on pink paper.
He could recognise it without reading it, couldn't
he? By the colour?

LADY CHILTERN. | suppose <o

LORD GORING. Is he in the house now?

LADY CHILTERN. Yes

LORD GORING. Then I will go and see him my-
self, and tell him that a certain letter, written on
pink paper, is to be forwarded to Robert to-day,
and that at all cogsit must not reach him.  [Goes
to the door, and opens it] Oh! Robert is coming
upstairs with the letter in his hand. It has
reached him already.

LADY CHILTERN [Withacry of pain]. Oh! you
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have saved his life; what have you done with
mine!

- [Enter SR EOBEBT CHILTERN. He has the letter
in his hand, and is reading it. He comes towards
his wife, not noticing LORD GORING'S presence]

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 'l want you. | trust
you. |amcomingtoyou. Gertrude/ Oh, my
love? Is this true? Do you indeed trust me,
andwantme? |f S0, it wasfor meto cometo you,
not for you to write of coming to me.  This letter
of yours, Gertrude, makes me feel that nothing
that the world may do can hurt me now. You
want me, Gertrude?

[LORD GORING, unseen by SR ROBERT CHILTERN,
makes an imploring sign to LADY CHILTERN to
accept the situation and SR ROBERT'S error ]

LADY CHILTERN. Yes

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. You trust me Ger-
trude?

LADY CHILTERN. Yes.

SR ROBERT CHILTERN.  Ahl why did you not
add you loved me?

LADY CHILTERN [Taking his hand]. Because |
loved you.

[LORD GORING passes into the conservatory.]

SR ROBERT CHILTERN [Kisses her]. Gertrude,
you don't know what | feel. When Montford
passed me your letter across the table—he had
opened it by mistake, | suppose, without looking
a the handwriting on the envelope—and | read
it—oh! | did not care what disgrace or punishment
‘wasinstorefor me, | only thought youloved medill.
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LADY CHILTERN. There is no disgrace in store
for you, nor any public shame. Mrs. Cheveley
has handed over to Lord Goring the document that
was in her possession, and he has destroyed it.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Are you sure of this,
Gertrude?

LADY CHILTERN. Yes, Lord Goring has just
told me.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Then | am safe!  Oh!
what awonderful thing to be safe!  For two days
| have beenin terror. | am safenow. How did
Arthur destroy my letter? Tel me.

LADY CHILTERN. He burned it.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. | wish | had seen that
onesin of my youth burningto ashes. How many
men there are in modern life who would like to see
their past burning to white ashesbeforethem! Is
Arthur till here?

LADY CHILTERN. Yes; he is in the conserv-
atory.

SIRROBERT CHILTERN. | am soglad now | made
that speech last night in the House, so glad. |
made it thinking that public disgrace might be the
result. But it has not been so.

LADY CHILTERN. Public honour has been the
result.

SR ROBERT CHILTERN. | think s0. | fear 0,
amost. For adthough | am safe from detection,
athough every proof against me is destroyed, |
suppose, Gertrude . . . | suppose | should
retire from public life? [Helooksanxioudy at his
wife]



ACTiv] AN IDEAL HUSBAND 417

LADY CHILTERN [Eagerly]. Oh yes, Robert, you
should do that. It isyour duty to do that.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. It ismuch to surrender.

LADY CHILTERN. No; it will be much to
gan.

[SR ROBERT CHILTERN walks up and down the
room with a troubled expression.  Then comes over
to his wife, and puts his hand on her shoulder.]

SR ROBERT CHILTERN. And you would -be
happy living somewhere alone with me, abroad
perhaps, or in the country away from London,
away from public life? You would have no re
grets?

LADY CHILTERN. Oh! none, Robert.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [Sadly]. And your ambi-
tion for me? Y ou used to be ambitiousfor me.

LADY CHILTERN. Oh, my ambition! | have
none now, but that we two may love each other.
It was your ambition that led you astray.  Let us
not talk about ambition.

[LORD GORING returnsfrom the conservatory, look-
ing very pleased with himself, and with an entirely
new buttonhole that same one has madefor him]

SR ROBERT CHILTERN [Going towards him}. ~ Ar-
thur, | have to thank you for what you have done
for me. | don't know how | can repay you.
[Shakes hands with him}

LORD GORING. My dear fellow, I'll tell you at
once. At the present moment, under the usual
pamtree . .. | mean in the conservatory .

[Enter MASON.]

MASON. Lord Caversham.
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LORD GORING. That admirable father of mine
realy makes a habit of turning up at the wrong
moment. It is very heartless of him, very heart-
less indeed.

[Enter LORD CAVERSHAM. MASON goes ott.]

LORD CAVERSHAM. Good morning, Lady Chil-
tern!  Warmest congratulations to you, Chiltern,
on your brilliant speech lagt night. | have just
left the Prime Minister, and you are to have the
vacant segt in the Cabinet.

SR ROBERT CHILTERN [With a look of joy and
triumph]. A sest inthe Cabinet?

LORD CAVERSHAM. Yes; hereisthe Prime Minis-
ter'sletter. [Handsletter.}

SR ROBERT CHILTERN [Takes letter and reads it].
A st in the Cabinet!

LORD CAVERSHAM. Certainly, and you well
deserve it too.  You have got what we want so
much in politica life nowadays—high character,
high moral tone, high principles. [To LORD GOR-
ING.] Everything that you have not got, gr,
and never will have.

LORD GORING. | don't like principles, father.
| prefer prejudices.

[SR ROBERT CHILTERN is on the brink of accepting
the Prime Minister's offer, when he sees his wife look-
ing at him with her clear, candid eyes. He then
realises that it is impossible.}

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. | cannot accept this
offer, Lord Caversham. | have made up my
mind to decline it.

LORD CAVERSHAM. Decline it, Sir!
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SB ROBERT CHILTERN. My intention is to
retire a once from public life.

LORD CAVERSHAM [Angrily]. Decline a sedt in
the Cabinet, and retire from public life? Never
heard such damned nonsense in the whole course
of my exisence. | beg your pardon, Lady Chil-
tern. Chiltern, | beg your pardon. [To LORD
GORING] Don't grin like that, gr.

LORD GORING. No, father.

LORD CAVERSHAM. Lady Chiltern, you are a
sensble woman, the most sensble woman in
London, the most sensble woman | know. Will
you kindly prevent your husband from making
sucha . . from talking such . . . Will you
kindly do that, Lady Chiltern?

LADY CHILTERN. | think my husband is right in
hisdetermination, Lord Caversham. | approveof it.

LORD CAVERSHAM. You approve of it? Good
Heavens!

LADY CHILTERN [Taking her husband's hand]. |
admirehimforit. | admire himimmensely for it.
| have never admired him so much before. Heis
finer than even | thought him. [To SIR ROBERT
CHILTERN.I  You will go and write your letter
to the Prime Minister now, won't you? Don't
hesitate about it, Robert.

SIRROBERT CHILTERN [With a touch of bitterness).
| suppose | had better write it a once. Such
offers are not repeated. | will ak you to excuse
me for a moment, Lord Caversham.

LADY CHILTERN. | may comewith you, Robert,
may | not?



420 THE PLAYS OF OSCAR WILDE [ACT IV

SR ROBERT CHILTERN. Yes Gertrude.

[LADY CHILTERN goes out with him]

LORD CAVERSHAM. What is the matter with
this family? Something wrong here, en? [Tap-
ping hisforehead.] Idiocy? Hereditary, | sup-
pose. Both of them, too. Wife as well as hus-
band. Very sad. Very sad indeed! And they
are not an old family. Can't understand it.

LORD GORING. It is not idiocy, father, | assure
you.

LORD CAVERSHAM. What isit then, sir?

LORD GORING [After some hesitation].  Well, it is
what is caled nowadays a high mora tone,
father. That is al.

LORD CAVERSHAM. Hate these new-fangled
names. Samething aswe used to cdl idiocy fifty
years ago. Shan't stay in this house any longer.

LORD GORING [Taking hisarm]. Oh! just goin
here for a moment, father. Second palm tree to
the left, the usud palm tree.

LORD CAVERSHAM. What, sir?

LORD GORING. | beg your pardon, father, |
forgot. The conservatory, father, the conserva
tory—there is some one there | want you to talk
to.

LORD CAVERSHAM. What about, Sr?

LORD GORING. About me, father.

LORD CAVERSHAM [Grimly]. Not a subject on
which much eloquenceispossble.

LORD GORING. No, father; but the lady is like
me. She doesn't care much for eoquence in
others.  She thinks it a little loud.
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[LOBD CAVERSHAM goes into the conservatory.
LADY CHILTERN enters]

LORD GORING. Lady Chiltera, why are you
playing Mrs. Cheveley's cards?

LADY CHILTERN [Startled]. | don't understand
you.

LORD GORING.  Mrs. Chevelcy made an attempt
to ruin your husband. Either to drive him from
public life, or to make him adopt a dishonourable
position.  From the latter tragedy you saved him.
The former you are now thrusting on him.  Why
should you do him the wrong Mrs. Cheveley tried
to do and failed?

LADY CHILTERN. Lord Goring!

LORD GORING [Pulling himself together for a great
effort, and showing the philosophy that underlies the
dandy]. Lady Chiltern, alowme. Youwroteme
aletter last night in which you said you trusted me
and wanted my help. Now is the moment when
you really want my help, now isthetimewhenyou
have got to trust me, to trust in my counse and
judgment. You love Robert. Do you want to
kill hislove for you? What sort of existence will
he haveif yourob him of thefruitsof hisambition,
if you take him from the splendour of a great
politica career, if you close the doors of public
life againgt him, if you condemn him to Serile
failure, hewho was made for triumph and success?
Women are not meant to judge us, but to forgive
us when we need forgiveness. Pardon, not pun-
ishment, is their misson. Why should you
scourge him with rods for a n done in his youth,
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before he knew you, before he knew himself? A
man's life is of more value than a woman's. It
has larger issues, wider scope, greater ambitions
A woman'slife revolvesin curves of emotions. It
is upon lines of intellect that a man's life pro-
greses.  Don't make any terrible mistake, Lady
Chiltern. A woman who can keep a man's love,
and love him in return, has done dl the world
wants of women, or should want of them.

LADY CHILTERN [Troubled and hesitating}.  But
it is my husband himsaf who wishesto retire from
public life. He feds it is his duty. It was he
who firg sad so.

LORD GORING. Rather than lose your love,
Robert would do anything, wreck his whole
caresr, as heis on the brink of doing now. Heis
making for you a terrible sacrifice. Take my
advice, Lady Chiltern, and do not accept a sacri-
fice so great. If you do, you will live to repent it
bitterly. We men and women are not made to
accept such sacrifices from each other.  We are
not worthy of them. Besdes, Robert has been
punished enough.

LADY CHILTERN.  We have both been punished.
| s&t him up too high.

LORD GORING [With deep fedling in his voice].
Do not for that reason set him down now too low.
If he has fallen from his dtar, do not thrust him
into the mire. Failure to Robert would be the
very mire of shane. Power is his passon. He
would lose everything, even his power to fed
love.  Your husband's life is a this moment in
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your hands, your husband's love isin your hands.
Don't mar both for him.

[Enter SR EGBERT CHILTERN,]

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Gertrude, here is the
draft of my letter. Shadl | read it to you?

LADY CHILTERN. Let me s it.

[SR ROBERT hands her the letter. She reads
it, and then, With a gesture of passion, tears
it up]

SIRROBERT CHILTERN. What are you doing?

LADY CHILTERN. A man's life is of more value
thanawoman's. It haslarger issues, wider scope,
greater ambitions. Our livesrevolve in curves of
emotions. Itisupon linesof intellect that aman's
life progresses. | havejust learnt this, and much
dse with it, from Lord Goring. And | will not
spoil your life for you, nor see you spail it as a
sacrifice to me, a usdless sacrifice!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Gertrude! Gertrude!

LADY CHILTERN. You can forget. Men eesly
forget. And| forgive. That ishow women help
the world. | see that now.

SR ROBERT CHILTERN [Deeply overcome by emo-
tion, embraces her]. My wifel my wifel [To
LORD GORING.] Arthur, it ssems that | am dways
to be in your debt.

LORD GORING.  Oh dear no, Robert. Y our debt
isto Lady Chiltern, not to me!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. | oweyou much. And
now tell me what you were going to ask me just
now as Lord Caversham camein.

LORD GORING. Robert, you are your sster's
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guardian, and | want your consent to my marriage
with her. That is al.

LADY CHILTERN. Oh, | am so glad! | am s0
glad! [Shakes hands with LORD GORING]

LORD GORING. Thank you, Lady Chiltern.

SR ROBERT CHILTERN [With a troubled look].
My sister to be your wife?

LORD GORING.  Yes

SIRROBERT CHILTERN [Speaking with great firm-
ness|. Arthur, | am very sorry, but the thing is
quite out of the question. | have to think of
Mabel's future happiness. And | don't think her
happiness would be safe in your hands. And |
cannot have her sacrificed!

LORD GORING.  Sacrificed!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Yes, utterly sacrificed.
Loveless marriages are horrible. But there is
one thing worse than an absolutely loveless mar-
riage. A marriage in which there islove, but on
onesideonly; faith, butononesideonly; devotion,
but on one side only, and in which of the two
hearts one is sure to be broken.

LORD GORING. But | love Mabel. No other
woman has any place in my life.

LADY CHILTERN. Robert, if they love eech
other, why should they not be married?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Arthur cannot bring
Mabe the love that she deserves.

LORD GORING. What reason have you for say-
ing that?

SR ROBERT CHILTERN [After a pause]. Do you
redly require me to tell you?
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LORD GORING. Certainly | do.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Asyou choose.  When
| called on you yesterday evening | found Mrs.
Cheveley conceded in your rooms. It was be-
tween ten and eleven o'clock at night. | do not
wish to say anything more. Y our relations with
Mrs. Cheveley have, as | sad to you last night,
nothing whatsoever to do with me. | know you
were engaged to be married to her once. The
fascination she exercised over you then seems to
have returned. You spoke to me last night of
her asawoman pure and stainless, awoman whom
you respected and honoured. That may be so.
But | cannot give my sister's life into your hands.
It would be wrong of me. It would be unjust,
infamously unjust to her.

LORD GORING. | have nothing moreto say.

LADY CHILTERN. Robert, it was not Mrs.
Cheveley whom Lord Goring expected last night.

SR ROBERT CHILTERN. Not Mrs. Cheveley!
Who was it then?

LORD GORING. Lady Chiltern!

LADY CHILTERN. It wasyour own wife. Robert,
yesterday afternoon Lord Goring told me that if
ever | wasintrouble | could come to him for help,
as he was our oldest and best friend. Later on,
after that terrible scene in this room, | wrote to
him telling him that | trusted him, that | had
need of him, that | was coining to him for help
and advice. [SR ROBERT CHILTERN takes the | etter
out of his pocket.] Yes, that letter. | didn't go
to Lord Goring's, after dl. | fet that it is from
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oursalves aone that help can come.  Pride made
me think that. Mrs. Cheveley went. She stole
my letter and sent it anonymously to you this
morning, that you should think . . .Oh! Rob-
et, 1 cannot tell you what she wished you to
think. . . .

SR ROBERT CHILTERN. What! Had | falen so
low in your eyes that you thought that even for
a moment | could have doubted your goodness?
Gertrude, Gertrude, you are to me the white
image of al good things, and sin can never touch
you. Arthur, you can go to Mabel, and you have
my best wishesl Oh! stop a moment. There is
no name at the beginning of this letter.  The bril-
liant Mrs. Cheveley docs not seem to have noticed
that. There should be a name.

LADY CHILTERN. Let me write yours. It is
you | trust and need. You and none dse.

LORD GORING. Well, redly, Lady Chiltern, |
think | should have back my own letter.

LADY CHILTERN [Smiling]. No; you shdl have
Mabel. [Takes the letter and writes her husband's
nameonit.]

LORD GORING. WEéll, | hope she hasn't changed
her mind.  It's nearly twenty minutes since | saw
her lagt.

[Enter MABEL CHILTERN and LORD CAVERSHAM,] .

MABEL CHILTERN. Lord Goring, | think your
father's conversation much more improving than
yours. | am only going to tak to Lord Caver-
sham in the future, and aways under the usua
pam tree.
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LORD GORING. Darling! [Kisses her.]

LORD CAVERSHAM [Considerably aback]. What
does this mean, Sir? You don't mean to say that
this charming, clever young lady has been so
foolish as to accept you?

LORD GORING. Certainly, father! And Chil-
tern's been wise enough to accept a seat in the
Cabinet.

LORD CAVERSHAM. | am very glad to hear that,
Chiltern . . . | congratulate you, sir. If the
country doesnt go to the dogs or the Radicals,
we shall have you Prime Minister, some day.

[Enter MASON.!

MASON.  Luncheon is on the table, my Lady!

[MASON goes out.]

LADY CHILTERN. You'll stop to luncheon,
Lord Cavcrsham, won't you?

LORD CAVERSHAM. Withpleasure, and I'll drive
you down to Downing Street afterwards, Chiltern.
Y ou haveagreat future beforeyou, agreat future.
Wish | could say the same for you, sr.  [To LORD
GORING.] But your career will have to be entirely
domestic.

LORD GORING. Yes, father, | prefer it domestic.

LORD CAVERSHAM. And if you don't make this
young lady an ideal husband, I'll cut you off with
ashilling.

MABEL CHILTERN. An idea husband! Oh, |
don't think | should like that. It sounds like
something in the next world.

LORD CAVERSHAM. What do you want him to
be then, dear?
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MABEL CHILTEEN. He can be what he chooses
All I wantistobe . . . tobe . . . oh! ared
wife to him.

LORD CAVERSHAM. Upon my word, there is a
good deal of common sensein that, Lady Chiltern.

[They all go out except SR ROBERT CHILTERN.
He sinks into a chair, wrapt in thought. After a
little time LADY CHILTERN returns to look for him]

LADY CHILTERN [Leaning over the back of the
chair]. Aren't you coming in, Robert?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN [Taking her hand]. Ger-
trude, isitloveyoufeel for me, orisit pity merely?

LADY CHILTERN [Kisseshim]. Itislove, Robert.
Love, and only love. For both of us a new life

IS beginning.

CURTAIN
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PROLOGUE

SCENE—A Russian Inn.  Large door opening on
snowy landscape at back of stage.

PETER SABOUROFF and MICHAEL.

PETER [Warming his hands at a stove]. Has
Vera not come back yet, Michael?

MICH. No, Father Peter, not yet; 'tis a good
three miles to the post-office, and she has to milk
the cows besides, and that dun one is a rare
plaguey creature for a wench to handle.

PETER. Why didn't you go with her, you
young fool? shelll never love you unless you are
aways at her heels; women like to be bothered,

MICH. She says | bother her too much aready,
Father Peter, and | fear shelll never love me after
.

PETER. Tut, tut, boy, why shouldn't she?
You're young and wouldn't be ill-favoured either,
had God or thy mother given thee another face.
Aren't you one of Prince Maraoffski's game-
keepers; and haven't you got a good grass farm,
and the best cow in the village? What more does
a girl want?

MICH. But Vera, Father Peter——

PETER. Vera my lad, has got too many idess,
| don't think much of ideas myself; I've got on
wdl enough in life without 'em; why shouldn't

433
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my children? There's Dmitri! could have stayed
here and kept the inn; many a young lad would
have jJumped at the offer in these hard times; but
he, scatter-brained featherhead of a boy, must
needs go off to Mascow to study the law! What
does he want knowing about the law! let aman do
his duty, say |, and no one will trouble him.

MICH. Ay! but, Father Peter, they say a good
lawyer can break the law as often as he likes, and
no one can say him nay.

PETER. That is about al they are good for;
and there he stays, and has not written a line to
us for four months now—a good son that, eh?

MICH. Come, come, Father Peter, Dmitri's
letters must have gone astray—yperhaps the new
postman can't read; he looks stupid enough, and
Dmitri, why, he wasthe best fellow in the village.
Do you remember how he shot the bear a the
barn in the great winter?

PETER. Ay, it was a good shot; | never did
a better myself.

MICH. And as for dancing, he tired out three
fiddlers Christmas come two years.

PETER. Ay, ay, he wasa mery lad. It is the
girl that has the seriousness—she goes about as
solemn as a priest for days at a time.

MICH. Vera is dways thinking of others.

PETER. Thereis her mistake, boy. Let God
and our little Father look to the world. It is
none of my work to mend my neighbour's thatch.
Why, last winter old Michagl was frozen to death
in his deigh in the snowstorm, and his wife and
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children dtarved afterwards when the hard times
came; but what business was it of mine? | didn't
make the world. Let God and the Czar look to
it. And then the blight came, and the black
plague with it, and the priests couldn't bury the
people fast enough, and they lay dead on the
roads—men and women both.  But what business
was it of mine? 1 didn't make the world. Let
God and the Czar look to it. Or two autumns
ago, when the river overflowed on a sudden, and
the children's school was carried away and
drowned every girl and boy init. | didn't make
the world—Iet God and the Czar look to it.

MICH. But, Father Peter—

PETER. No, no, boy; no man could live if he
took his neighbour's pack on hisshoulders. [Enter
VERA in peasant's dress] Well, my girl, you've
been long enough away—where is the letter?

VERA. There is none, to-day, Father.

PETER. | knew it.

VERA. But therewill be one to-morrow, Father.

PETER. Curse him, for an ungrateful son.

VERA. Oh, Father, don't say that; he must be
sick.

PETER. Ay! sick of profligacy, perhaps.

VERA. How dare you say that of him, Father?
You know that is not true.

PETER. Where does the money go, then?
Michael, ligen. | gave Dmitri half his mother's
fortune to bring with him to pay the lawyer folk
of Moscow. He has only written three times,
and every time for more money. He got it, not
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a my wish, but a hers [Pointing to VEBA], and
now for five months, close on six dmost, we have
heard nothing from him.

VERA. Father, he will come back.

PETEE. Ay! the prodigas aways return; but
let him never darken my doors again.

VERA [Stting down pensive]. Some evil has
come on him; he must be dead! Oh! Michad, |
am so wretched about Dmitri.

MICH. Will you never love any one but him,
Vera?

VERA [Smiling]. | don't know; thereisso much
eseto do in theworld but love.

MICH. Nothing dse worth doing, Vera

PETER. What noiseis that, Vera? [A metallic
clink is heard.]

VERA [Rising and going io the door]. | don't
know, Father; it is not like the cattle bells, or |
would think Nicholashad comefromthefair. Oh!
Father! it is soldiersl—coming down the hill—
there is one of them on horseback. How pretty
they look! But there are some men with them
with chains on! They must be robbers. Oh!
don't let them in, Father; | couldn't look at them.

PETER. Men in chainsl Why, we are in luck,
my child! | heard this was to be the new road to
Siberia, to bring the prisoners to the mines; but
| didn't believeit. My fortuneismade! Bustle,
Vera bustle! I'll diearich man afteral. There
will be no lack of good customersnow.  An honest
man should have the chance of making his living
out of rascas now and then.
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VERA. Are these men rascas, Father? What
have they done?

PETER. | reckonthey'resomeof thoseNihilists
the priest warns us against. Don't stand there
idle, my girl.

VERA. | suppose, then, they areall wicked men.

[Sound of soldiers outside; cry of "Halt!" enter
Russian officer with a body of soldiers and eight men
in chains, raggedly dressed; one of them on entering
hurriedly puts his coat above his ears and hides his
face; some soldiers guard the door, others sit down;
the prisoners stand.]

COLONEL. Innkeeper!

PETER. Yes, Colond.

COLONEL [Pointing to Nihilists]. Givethesemen
some bread and water.

PETER [To himsdf]. I shan't make much out of
that order.

COLONEL. Asfor myself, what have you got fit
to eat?

PETER. Some good dried venison, your Excel-
lency—and someryewhisky.

COLONEL. Nothing dse?

PETER. Why, morewhisky, your Excdlency.

COLONEL. What clods these peasants are!’ You
have a better room than this?

PETER.  Yes gr.

COLONEL. Bring me there. Sergeant, post your
picket outsde, and see that these scoundrels do
not communicate with any one. No letter writing,
you dogs, or you'll beflogged for it. Now for the
venison.  [To PETER bowing before him]  Get out
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of the way, you fool! Who is that girl? [Sees
VERA]

PETER. My daughter, your Highness.

COLONEL. Can sheread and write?

PETER. Ay, that shecan, gr.

COLONEL. Then she is a dangerous woman.
No peasant should be alowed to do anything of the
kind. Till your fields, storeyour harvests, pay your
taxes, and obey your masters—that is your duty.

VERA. Who are our magers?

COLONEL. Youngwoman, thesemenaregoing
to the mines for life for asking the same foolish
question.

VERA. Then they have been unjustly con-
demned.

PETER. Vera, keep your tongue quiet. Sheis
afoolish girl, sir, who talks too much.

COLONEL. Every woman does talk too much.
Come, where isthisvenison? Count, | am wait-
ing for you. How can you see anything in a girl
with coarse hands? [He passes with PETER and
his aide-de-camp into an inner room,|

VERA [To one of the Nihilists]. Won't you sit
down? you must be tired.

SERGEANT.  Come now, young woman, no talk-
ing to my prisoners.

VERA. | shal spesk to them. How much do
you want?

SERGEANT. Howmuchhaveyou?

VERA.  Will you let these men st down if | give
you this? [Takes off her peasant's necklace,] It is
dl | have; it was my mother's.
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SERGEANT. Wéll, it looks pretty enough, and is
heavy too. What do you want with these men?

VERA. They are hungry and tired. Let mego
to them?

ONE OF THE SOLDIERS. Let the wench be, if she
pays us.

SERGEANT. Well, haveyourway. If theColond
$Es you, you may have to come with us my
pretty one.

VERA [Advances to the Nihiltits]. Sit down; you
must betired. [Servesthemfood.] What areyou?

A PRISONER. Nihilists.

VERA. Who put you in chains?

PRISONER. Our Father the Czar.

VERA. Why?

PRISONER. For loving liberty too well.

VERA [To prisoner who hides his face]. What
did you want to do?

DMITRI. To give liberty to thirty millions of
people endaved to one man.

VERA [Sartled at the voice]. What is your name?

DMITRI. | have no name.

VERA. Where are your friends?

DMITRI. | have no friends.

VERA. Let me see your face!

DMITRI.  You will see nothing but suffering in
it. They have tortured me.

VERA [Tears the cloak from hisfacg].  Oh, God!
Dmitri! my brother.

DMITRI.  Hush! Vera; be cdm. You must not
let my father know; it would kill him. | thought
J could free Russa. | heard men tak of Liberty



440 THE PLAYS OF OSCAR WILDE

one night in a caf6. | had never heard the word
before. It seemed to be a new god they spoke of.
| joined them. It was there dl the money went.
Five months ago they seized us. They found me
printing the paper. | am going to the mines for
life. | could not write. | thought it would be
better to let you think | was dead; for they are
bringing meto aliving tomb.

VERA [Looking round]. You must escape,
Dmitri. | will take your place.

DMITRI. Impossible! You can only revenge
us.

VERA. | dhal revenge you.

DMITRI. Listen! thereisahousein Moscow——

SERGEANT. Prisoners, attention!—the Colonel
iScoming—young woman, your timeisup.

[Enter COLONEL, AIDE-DE-CAMP and PETER|]

PETER. | hope your Highness is pleased with
the venison. | shot it myself.

COLONEL. It had been better had you taked
less about it. Sergeant, get ready. [Gives purse
to PETER.] Here, you chesting rascal!

PETER. My fortune is made! long live your
Highness. | hope your Highness will come often
this way.

COLONEL. By Saint Nicholas, | hopenot. Itis
too cold here for me. [To VERA.] Young girl,
don't ask questions again about what does not
concern you. | will not forget your face.

VERA. Nor | yours, or what you are doing.

COLONEL. You pessants are getting too saucy
ance you ceesad to be serfs, and the knout is the
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best schoal for you to learn palitics in.  Sergeant,
proceed.

[The COLONEL turns and goes to top of stage. The
prisoners pass out double file; as DMITRI passes VERA
he lets a piece of paper fall on the ground; she puts
her foot on it and remains immobile]

PETER [Who has been counting the money the
COLONEL gave him]. Long life to your Highness.
| will hope to see another batch soon. [Suddenly
catches sight of DMITRI as he is going out of the door,
and screamsand rushesup.] Dmitri! Dmitri! my
God! what brings you here? he is innocent, | tell
you. I'll pay for him. Take your money [Flings
money ontheground], takedl | have, givememy
son. Villaing Villains! where are you bringing
him?

COLONEL. To Sihberia, old man.

PETER. No, no; takemeinstead.

COLONEL. Heisa Nihilist.

PETER. Youlie! you liel Heisinnocent. [The
soldiersforce him back with their guns and shut the
door against him.  He beats with his fists against it.]
Dmitri!  Dmitri! a Nihilist! [Falls down on
floor.]

VERA [Who has remained motionless, picks up
paper nowfrom under her feet and reads]. ' 99 Rue
Tchernavaya, Moscow. To drangle whatever
nature is in me; neither to love nor to be loved;
neither to pity nor to be pitied; neither to marry
nor to be given in marriage, till the end is come!’
My brother, | shdl keep the oath. [Kisses the
paper.] Youshdl berevenged!
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[VErA stands immobile, holding paper in her

lifted hand, PETER is lying on the floor. MICHAEL,
who has just come in, is bending over him]

END OF PROLOGUE
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ACT |

SCENE—99 Rue Tchernavaya, Moscow. A large
garret lit by oil lamps hung from ceiling. Some
masked men standing silent and apart from one
another. A man in a scarlet mask is writing at a
table. Door at back. Man in yellow with drawn
sword at it. Knocks heard. Figures in cloaks and
masks enter.

Password.  Per crucem ad lucem.
Answer. Per sanguinem ad libertatem.

[Clockstrikes. CONSPIRATORSformasemicircle
in the middle of the stage|]

PRESIDENT. What isthe word?

FIRST CONSP. Nabat.

PRES. The answer?

SECOND CONSP.  Kalit.

PRES. What hour is it?

THIRD CONSP.  The hour to suffer.

PRES. What day?

FOURTH CONSP.  The day of oppression.

PRES. What year?

FIFTH CONSP.  Since the Revolution of France,
Clie ninth year.

PRES. How many are we in number?

SXTH CONSP, Ten, nine, and three.

443
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PRES. The Gdlilaean had less to conquer the
world; but what is our mission?

SEVENTH CONSP. To give freedom.

PRES. Our creed?

EIGHTH CONSP. To annihilate.

PRES. Our duty?

NINTH CONSP. To obey.

PRES. Brothers, the questions have been an-
swered well.  There are none but Nihilists pres-
ent. Let us see each other's faces. [The CONSPIR-
ATORS unmask.] Michael, recite the oath.

MICHAEL. To strangle whatever natureisin us;
neither to love nor to be loved, neither to pity
nor to be pitied, neither to marry nor to be given
in marriage, till the end is come; to stab secretly
by night; to drop poison in the glass; to set father
against son, and husband against wife; without
fear, without hope, without future, to suffer, to
annihilate, to revenge.

PRES. Arc we al agreed?

CONSPIRATORS. we are dl agreed. [They dis-
perse in various directions about the stage)]

PRES. 'Tis after the hour, Michael, and she is
not yet here.

MICH. Would that she were! We can do little
without her.

ALEXIS. She cannot have been seized, Pred-
dent? but the police are on her track, | know.

MICH. You aways seem to know a good dedl
about the movements of the police in Moscow—
too much for an honest conspirator.

PRES. If those dogs have caught her, the red



ACT i] VERA; OR, THE NIHILISTS 445

flag of the people will float on a barricade in every
street till we find her! It was foolish of her to go
to the Grand Duke's ball. | told her so, but she
said she wanted to see the Czar and dl his cursed
brood face to face once,

ALEXIS. Gone to the State ball?

MICH. | have no fear. Sheis as hard to cap-
ture as a she-wolf is, and twice as dangerous; be-
sides, sheiswell disguised. But isthere any news
from the Pdace to-night, President? What is
that bloody despot doing now besides torturing
his only son? Have any of you seen him? One
hears strange stories about him. They say he
loves the people; but a king's son never does
thai. You cannot breed them like that.

PRES. Since he came back from abroad a year
ago his father has kept him in close prison in his
palace.

MICH. An excellent training to make him a
tyrant in his turn; but is there any news, | say?

PRES. A council is to be held to-morrow, at
four o'clock, on some secret business the spies
cannot find out.

MICH. A council in aking's palace is sure to be
about some bloody work or other. But in what
room is this council to be held?

PRES. [Reading from letter}. In the yellow tap-
estry room called after the Empress Catherine.

MICH. | care not for such long-sounding names.
| would know where it is.

PRES. | cannot tell, Michagl. | know more
about the insides of prisons than of paaces.
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MICH. [Speaking suddenly to ALEXIS]. Where is
this room, Alexis?

ALEXIS. It is on the first floor, looking out on
to the inner courtyard. But why do you ask,
Michael?

MICH. Nothing, nothing, boy! | merely take
agrea interest in the Czar's life and movements
and | knew you could tell me all about the palace.
Every poor student of medicinein Moscow knows
al about king's houses. It istheir duty, isit not?

ALEXIS [Asde]. Can Michael suspect me?
There is something strange in his manner to-
night. Why doesn't she come? The whole fire
of revolution seemsfallen into dull asheswhen she
is not here.

MICH. Have you cured many patients lately,
at your hospital, boy?

ALEX. There is one who lies sick to death |
would fain cure, but cannot.

MICH. Ay, and who is that?

ALEX. Russia, our mother.

MICH. The curing of Russia issurgeon's busi-
ness and must be done by the knife. | like not
your method of medicine.

PRES. Professor, we have read the proofs of
your lat article; it is very good, indeed.

MICH. What is it about, Professor?

PROFESSOR. The subject, my good brother, is
assassnation considered as a method of political
reform.

MICH. 1 think little of pen and ink in revolu-
tions. One dagger will do more than a hundred
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epigrams.  Still, let us read this scholar's last
production. Giveittome. | will read it myself.

PROF. Brother, you never mind your stops;
let Alexis read it.

MICH. Ay! he is as tripping of speech as if he
were some young aristocrat; but for my own part
| care not for the stops so that the sense be plain.

ALEX. [Reading]. 'The past has belonged to
thetyrant, and he hasdefiled it; oursisthefuture,
and we shal make it holy." Ay! let us make the
future holy; let there be one revolution at least
which is not bred in crime, nurtured in murder!

MICH. They have spoken to us by the sword,
and by the sword we shall answer! You are too
delicate for us, Alexis. There should be none
here but men whose hands are rough with labour
or red with blood.

PRES. Peace, Michael, peace! Heisthe brav-
es heart among us.

MICH. [Aside]. He will need to be brave to-
night.

[The sound of the sleigh bells is heard outside,]
VOICE [Outside]. Per crucem ad lucem.
Answer of man on guard. Per sanguinem ad

libertatem.

MICH. Who is that?

VERA. God save the people!

PRES. Welcome, Vera, welcome! We have
been sck at heart till we saw you; but now me-
thinks the star of freedom has come to wake us
from the night.

VERA. It is night, indeed, brother! Night
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without moon or star! Russa is smitten to the
heart! The man Ivan whom men cdl the Czar
strikes now at our mother with a dagger deadlier
than ever forged by tyranny against a people's
life!

MICH. What has the tyrant done now?

VERA. To-morrow martial law is to be pro-
clamed in Russa

OMNES. Martia law! We are lost! We are
lost!

ALEX. Martia law! Impossible!

MICH. Fool, nothing is impossible in Russia
but reform.

VERA. Ay, martial law. Thelast right to which
the people clung has been taken from them.
Without trial, without appeal, without accuser
even, our brotherswill be taken from their houses,
shot in the streets like dogs, sent away to die in
the snow, to starve in the dungeon, to rot in the
mine. Do you know what martial law means?
It means the strangling of a whole nation. The
streets will be filled with soldiers night and day;
there will be sentinels a every door. No man
dare wak abroad now but the spy or the traitor.
Cooped up in the dens we hide in, meeting by
stealth, speaking with bated breath; what good
can we do now for Russa?

PRES. We can suffer at lesst.

VERA. We have done that too much already.
The hour is now come to annihilate and to revenge.

PRES. Up to this the people have borne every-
thing.
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VERA. Because they have understood nothing.
But now we, the Nihilists, have given them the
tree of knowledge to eat of, and the day of slent
suffering is over for Russia

MICH. Martia law, Veral This is fearful tid-
ings you bring.

PRES. It is the death warrant of liberty in
Russa

VERA. Or the tocsin of revolution.

MICH. Areyou sure it is true?

VERA. Here is the proclamation. | stole it
mysdlf at the ball to-night from a young fool, one
of Prince Paul's secretaries, who had been given
it to copy. It was that which made me so late.
[VERA hands proclamation to MICHAEL, who reads it.]

MICH. 'To ensure the public safely—martial
law. By order of the Czar, father of his people/
The father of his people!

VERA. Ay! a father whose name shdl not be
hallowed, whose kingdom shall change to a re-
public, whose trespasses shal not be forgiven
him, because he has robbed us of our daily bread;
with whom is neither might, nor right, nor glory,
now or forever.

PRES. It must be about this that the council
meet to-morrow. It has not yet been signed.

ALEX. It shal not be while | have atongue to
plead with.

MICH. Or while | have hands to smite with.

VERA. Martid law! 0 God, how essy it is for
a king to kill his people by thousands, but we
cannot rid ourselves of one crowned man in
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Europe! What Is there of awful magesty in these
men which makes the hand unsteady, the dagger
treacherous, the pistol-shot harmless? Are they
not men of like passions with ourselves, vulnerable
to the same diseases, of flesh and blood not dif-
ferent from our own? What made Olgiati tremble
at the supreme criss of that Roman life, and
Guido's nerve fail him when he should have been
of iron and of steel? A plague, | say, on these
fools of Naples, Berlin, and Spainl Methinks
that if | stood face to face with one of the crowned
men my eye would see more clearly, my aim be
more sure, my whole body gain a strength and
power that was not my own! Oh, to think what
stands between us and freedom in Europe! a few
old men, wrinkled, feeble, tottering dotards whom
aboy could strangle for a ducat, or a woman stab
in a night-time. And these are the things that
keep us from democracy, that keep us from lib-
erty. But now methinks the brood of men is
dead and the dull earth grown sick of child-
bearing, else would no crowned dog pollute God's
ar by living.

OMNES. Ty ud Ty ud Ty ud

MICH. We ghdl try thee, too, some day,
Vera

VERA. | pray God thou mayest! Have | not
strangled whatever nature isin me, and shal | not
keep my oath?

MICH. [To PRESIDENT]. Martia law, President!
Come, thereisno timeto belost. We have twelve
hours yet before us till the council meet. Twelve
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hours!  One can overthrow a dynasty in less time
than that.

PRES. Ay! or lose one's own head.

[MICHAEL and the PRESIDENT retire to one corner
of the stage and sit whispering. VERA takes up the
proclamation, and reads it to hersdf. ALEXIS
watches and, suddenlyBrushes up to her.}

ALEX. Verd

VERA. Alexis, you here! Foolish boy, have |
not prayed you to stay away? All of us here are
doomed to die before our time, fated to expiate by
suffering whatever good wedo; but you, withyour
bright, boyish face you are too young to die yet.

ALEX. Oneisnever too young to die for one's
country!

VERA. Why do you come here night after night?

ALEX. Because | love the people.

VERA. But your fellow-students must miss you.
Are there no traitors among them? You know
what spies there are in the University here. 0
Alexis, you must go! Y ou see how desperate suf-
fering has made us. There is no room here for a
nature like yours. 'Y ou must not come again.

ALEX. Why do you think so poorly of me?
Why should 1 live while my brothers suffer?

VERA. You spake to me of your mother once.
You sad you loved her.  Oh, think of her!

ALEX. | have no mother now but Russa, my
life is hers to take or give away; but to-night | am
here to sseyou. They tel me you are leaving for
Novgorod to-morrow.

VERA. | must* They are getting faint-hearted
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there, and | would fan the flame of this revolution
into such a blaze that the eyes of dl kings in
Europe shdl be blinded. If martial law is passed
they will need me dl the more there. Thereisno
limit, it seems to the tyranny of one man; but
there shal be a limit to the suffering of a whole
people.

ALEX. God knows it, | am with you. But you
must not go.  The police are watching every train
foryou. When you are seized they have orders to
place you without tria in the lowest dungeon of
the palace. | know it—no matter how. Oh,
think how without you the sun goes from our life,
how the people will lose their leader and liberty
her priestess.  Vera, you must not go!

VERA. If youwishit, | will stay. | would live
alittlelonger for freedom, alittlelonger for Russa

ALEX. Whenyou diethen Russaissmittenin-
deed; when you die then | shall lose all hope—all.
. . . Verg, thisisfearful newsyou bring—martial
law—it is too terrible. | knew it not, by my soul,
| knew it not!

VERA. How could you have known it? It is
too well lad a plot for that. This great White
Czar, whose hands are red with the blood of the
people he has murdered, whose soul is black with
his iniquity, is the cleverest conspirator of us .
Oh, how could Russia bear two hearts like yours
and hidl

ALEX. Vera the Emperor was not aways like
this.  There was a time when he loved the people.
It is that devil, whom God curse, Prince Paul
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Maraloffski who has brought him to this To-
morrow, | swear it, | shal plead for the people to
the Emperor.

VERA. Plead to the Czar! Foolish boy, it is
only those who are sentenced to death that ever
se our Czar. Besides, what should he care for a
voice that pleads for mercy? The cry of a strong
nation in its agony has not moved that heart of
stone.

ALEX. [Aside]. Yetsndl | plead to him. They
can but kill me.

PROF. Here are the proclamations, Vera. Do
you think they will do?

VERA. | shdl read them. How fair he looks
Methinks he never seemed so noble as to-night.
Liberty isblessed in having such alover.

ALEX. Waédl, President, what are you deep in?

MICH. We are thinking of the best way of kill-
ing bears. [Whispers to PRESIDENT and leads him
aside]

PROF. [To VERA]. And the letters from our
brothers at Paris and Berlin.  What answer shal
wesendtothem?

VERA [Takes them mechanically]. Had | not
strangled nature, sworn neither to love nor to be
loved, methinks | might have loved him. Oh, |
am afool, atraitor myself, atraitor myself! But
why did he come amongst uswith his bright young
face, his heart aflame for liberty, his pure white
soul? Why does he make me feel at timesasif |
would have him as my king, Republican though |
be? Oh, fool, fool, fool! Fasetoyour oath! weak
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as water! Have done! Remember what you are
—aNihiligt, aNihilist!

PRES. [To MICHAEL]. But you will be sazed,
Michagl.

MICH. 1 think not. | will wear the uniform of
the Imperial Guard, and the Colond on duty is
one of us. It ison thefirst floor, you remember;
s0 | can take along shot.

PRES. Shdl | tell the brethren?

MICH. Not a word, not a word! There is a
traitor amongst us.

VERA. Come, ae these the proclamations?
Yes, they will do; yes, they will do. Send five
hundred to Kiev and Odessa and Novgorod, five
hundred to Warsaw, and have twice the number
distributed among the Southern Provinces, though
these dull Russian peasants care little for our
proclamations, and less for our martyrdoms.
When the blow is struck it must be from the town,
not from the country.

MICH. Ay, and by the sword not by the goose-
quill.

VERA. Where are the letters from Poland?

PROF. Here.

VERA.  Unhappy Poland! The eagles of Russa
have fed on her heart. We must not forget our
brothers there.

PRES. Isthistrue, Michagl?

MICH. Ay, | stake my life onit.

PRES. Let the doors be locked, then. Alexis
Ivanacievitch entered on our roll of the brothers as
a Student of the Schod of Medicine &t Moscow.
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Why did you not tell us of this bloody scheme of
martia law?

ALEX. |, President?

MICH. Ay, you! You knew it, none better.
Such weapons as these are not forged in a day.
Why did you not tell us of it? A week ago there
had been time to lay the mine, to raise the barri-
cade, to strike one blow at least for liberty. But
now the hour ispast! Itistoo late, it istoo late!
Why did you keep it a secret from us, | say?

ALEX. Now by the hand of freedom, Michad,
my brother, you wrong me. | knew nothing of
this hideous law. By my soul, my brothers, |
knew not of it! How should | know?

MICH. Because you are a traitor! Where did
you go when you left us the night of our last meet-
ing here?

ALEX. Tomineownhouse, Michadl.

MICH. Liar! | was on your track. You left
here an hour after midnight. Wrapped in a large
cloak, you crossad the river in a boat a mile below
the second bridge, and gave the ferryman a gold
piece, you, the poor student of medicine! You
doubled back twice, and hid in an archway so long
that | had amost made up my mind to stab you at
once, only that | am fond of hunting. So! you
thought that you had baffled al pursuit, did you?
Fool! | am abloodhound that never loses the scent.
| followed you from street to Street. At last | saw
you pass swiftly across the Place St 1saac, whisper
to the guards the secret password, enter the palace
by a private door with your own key.
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CONSPIRATORS. Thepdace!

VERA. Alexid

MICH. | waited. All through the dreary
watches of our long Russian night | waited, that
| might kill you with your Judas hire till hot in
your hand. But you never came out; you never
left that palace at dl. | saw the blood-red sunrise
through the yellow fog over the murky town; |
saw anew day of oppression dawn on Russia; but
you never came out. So you pass nights in the
paace, do you? You know the password for the
guards! you have akey to a secret door. Oh, you
are a spy—you are a spy! | never trusted you,
with your soft white hands, your curled hair, your
pretty graces. You have no mark of suffering
about you; you cannot be of the people. You are
aspy—a spy—traitor.

OMNES. Kill him! Kill him! [Draw their knives,]

VERA [Rushing infront of ALEXIS. Stand back,
| say, Michael! Stand back all! Do not dare lay
ahand upon him!  Heisthenoblest heart amongst
us.

OMNES. Kill him!' Kill him! Heisaspy!

VERA. Dareto lay afingeron him and | leave
you dl to yoursalves.

PRES. Vera did you not hear what Michad
sad of him? He stayed al night in Czar's paace.
He has a password and a private key. What dse
should he be but a spy?

VERA. Bah! | do not believe Michad. Itisa
lid Itisalie Alexis syitisaliel

ALEX. It is true. Miched has told what he
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saw. | did pass that night in the Czar's pdace.
Michael has spoken the truth.

VERA. Stand back, | say; stand back! Alexis,
| do not care. | trust you; you would not betray
us, you would not sdll the peoplefor money. You
arehonest, true! Oh, say you are no spy!

ALEX. Spy? You know | am not. | am with
you, my brothers, to the death.

MICH. Ay, to your own death.

ALEX. Vera, you know | am true.

VERA. | know it well.

PRES. Why are you here, traitor?

ALEX. Because| love the people.

MICH. Then you can be a martyr for them?

VERA. You must kill me first, Michael, before
you lay afinger cm him.

PRES. Michael, we darenot loseVera. Itisher
whim to let thisboy live. We can keep him here
to-night. Up to this he has not betrayed us.

[Tramp of soldiers outside, knocking at door.]

VOICE. Open in the name of the Emperor!

MICH. He has betrayed us. Thisisyour doing,

V!
PRES. Come, Michadl, come. We have no
time to cut one another's throats while we have
our own heads to save.

VOICE.  Open in the name of the Emperor!

PRES. Brothers, bemasked dl of you. Michad,
open the door. It isour only chance.

[Enter GENERAL KOTEMKIN and soldiers)]

GEN. All honest citizensshould bein their own
houses at an hour before midnight, and not more
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than five people have a right to meet privately.
Have you not noticed the proclamation, fellow?

MICH. Ay, you have spoiled every honest wall
in Moscow with it.

VERA. Peace, Michael, peace. Nay, Sir, we
knew it not. We are acompany of strolling play-
es travelling from Samara to Moscow to amuse
His Imperiad Majesty the Czar.

GEN. But | heard loud voicesbefore | entered.
What was that?

VERA. We were rehearsing a new tragedy.

GEN. Your answers are too honest to be true.
Come, let me see who you are.  Take off those
players masks. By S. Nicholas, my beauty, if
your face matches your figure, you must be a
choice morsdl! Come, | say, pretty one; | would
sooner see your face than those of dl the others.

PRES. o God! if he ses it is Vera, we are dl
lost!

GEN. No coquetting, my girl. Come, unmask,
| say, or | sndl tell my guards to do it for you.

ALEX. Stand back, | say, General Kotemkm!

GEN. Whoareyou, fellow, that talkswith such
aripping tongue to your betters? [ALEXIS takes
his mask off.] His Imperial Highness the Czare-
vitch!

OMNES. The Czarevitch! It is al over!

PRES. He will give us up to the soldiers.

MICH. [To VERA].  Why did you not let me
kill him? Come, we must fight to the death for it.

VERA. Peace! he will not betray us.

ALEX. A whim of mine, Generd! You know



ACT i] VERA; OR, THE NIHILISTS 459

how my father keeps me from the world and im-
prisons me in the palace. | should redly be
bored to death if | could not get out at night in
disguise sometimes, and have some romantic ad-
venture in town. | fell in with these honest folks
afew hours ago.

GEN. But, your Highness——

ALEX. Oh, they are excellent actors, | assure
you. If you had come in ten minutes ago, you
would have witnessed a most interesting scene.

GEN. Actors, are they, Prince?

ALEX. Ay, and very ambitious actors, too.
They only care to play before kings.

GEN. F faith, your Highness, | wasin hopes |
had made a good haul of Nihilists.

ALEX. Nihilists in Moscow, Generd! with you
as head of the police? Impossible!

GEN. So | aways tell your Imperia father.
But | heard at the council to-day that that wo-
man Vera Sabouroff, the head of them, had been
seen in this very city. The Emperor's face turned
as white as the snow outside. | think | never saw
such terror in any man before.

ALEX. She is a dangerous woman, then, this
Vera Sabouroff?

GEN. The most dangerous in dl Europe.

ALEX. Did you ever se her, Generd?

GEN. Why, five years ago, when | was a plain
Colonel, 1 remember her, your Highness, a com-
mon waiting girl in an inn. If | had known then
what she was going to turn out, | would have
flogged her to death on the roadside. She is not
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awoman at al; she is a sort of devil! For the
last eighteen months | have been hunting her,
and caught sight of her once last September out-
Sde Odessa

ALEX. How did you let her go, Genera?

GEN. | was by myself, and she shot one of my
horses just as | was gaming on her. If | see her
again | shant miss my chance. The Emperor
has put twenty thousand roubles on her head.

ALEX. | hope you will get it, General; but
meanwhileyou arefrightening these honest people
our of their wits, and disturbing the tragedy.
Good night, General.

GEN. Yes; but | should like to see their faces,
your Highness.

ALEX. No, General; you must not ask that;
you know how these gipsies hate to be stared at.

GEN. Yes But, your Highness——

ALEX. [Haughtily]. Generd, they ae my
friends, that is enough. And, Genera, not a
word of this little adventure here, you under-
gand. | shdl rely on you.

GEN. [ snal not forget, Prince. But shal we
not see you back to the palace? The State ball
isamost over and you are expected.

ALEX. | shall be there; but | sndl return done.
Remember, not aword about my strolling players.

GEN. Or your pretty gipsy, eh, Prince? your
pretty gipsy! | faith, 1 should like to see her
before | go; she lias such fine eyes through her
mask. Wadl, good night, your Highness, good
night.
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ALEX. Good night, General.
[Exit GENERAL and the soldiers]
VERA [Throwing off her mask}. Saved! and by
you!
ALEX. [Clasping her hand]. Brothers, you trust
me now?
TABLEAU

END OFACTI



ACT Il

SCENE—Council Chamber in the Emperor's Pal-
ace, hung with yellow tapestry.  Table, with chair
of Sate, set for the Czar; window behind, opening
on to a balcony. As the scene progresses the light
outside gets darker.

Present—PRINCE PAUL MARALOFFSKI, PRINCE
PETROVI TCH, COUNT ROUVALOFF, BARON RAFF,
COUNT PETOUCHCF.

PRINCE PETRO. So our young scatter-brained
Czarevitch has been forgiven at last, and is to
take his seat here again.

PRINCE PAUL. Yes, if that is not meant as an
extra punishment. For my own part, at least, |
find these Cabinet Councils extremely exhausting.

PRINCE PETRO. Naturaly; you ae aways
Speaking.

PRINCE PAUL. No; | think it must be that |
have to listen sometimes.

COUNT R. Still, anything is better than being
kept in a sort of prison, like he was—never d-
lowed to go out into the world.

PRINCE PAUL. My dear Count, for romantic
young people like he is, the world aways looks
bet at a distance; and a prison where one's a-
lowed to order one's own dinner is not a al a
bad place. [Enter the CZAREVITCH. The courtiers

462
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rise] Ah! good afternoon, Prince. Your High-
ness is looking a little pale to-day.

CZARE. [Sowly, after a pause]. | want change of
ar.

PRINCE PAUL [Smiling]. A most revolutionary
sentiment! Your Imperia father would highly
disapprove of any reforms with the thermometer
in Russa

CZARE. [Bitterly]. My Imperial father had kept
me for sx months in this dungeon of a palace.
This morning he has me suddenly woke up to see
some wretched Nihilists hung; it sickened me,
the bloody butchery, though it was a noble thing
to see how well these men can die.

PRINCE PAUL. When you ae as od as |
am, Prince, you will understand that there are
few things esser than to live badly and to die
well.

CZARE. Easy to diewell! A lesson experience
cannot have taught you, whatever you may know
of a bad life.

PRINCE PAUL [Shrugging his shoulders]. Expe-
rience, the name men give to their mistakes. |
never commit any.

CZARE. [Bitterly]. No; crimes are more in your
line.

PRINCE PETRO. [To the CZAREVITCH]. The Em-
peror was a good ded agitated about your late
appearance at the bal last night, Prince.

COUNT R. [Laughing]. | believe he thought the
Nihilists had broken into the palace and carried
you off.
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BARON RAFF. If they had you would have
missed a charming dance.

PRINCE PAUL. And an excellent supper. Grin-
goire redly excelled himself in his sdad. Ah!
you may laugh, Baron; but to make a good sdad
is @ much more difficult thing than cooking ac-
counts. To make a good sdad is to be a brilliant
diplomatist—the problem is so entirely the same
in both cases To know exactly how much ail
one must put with one's vinegar.

BARON RAFF. A cook and a diplomatist! an
excellent paralel. If 1 had a son who was a fool
I'd make him one or the other.

PRINCE PAUL. | se your father did not hold
the same opinion, Baron. But, believe me, you
are wrong to run down cookery. For myself, the
only immortality | desire is to invent anew sauce.
| have never had time enough to think serioudy
about it, but | feel it isin me, | fed it isin me.

CZARE. You have certainly missed your
metier, Prince Paul; the cordon bleu would have
suited you much better than the Grand Cross of
Honour. But you know you could never have
worn your white apron well; you would have
soiled it too soon, your hands are not clean enough.

PRINCE PAUL [Bowing], Que voulez vous? |
manage your father's business.

CZARE. [Bitterly]. You mismanage my father's
busness, you mean! Evil genius of his life that
you are! before you came there was some love
left in him. It is you who have embittered his
nature, poured into his ear the poison of treacher-
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ous counsdl, made him hated by the whole people,
made him what he is—a tyrant!
[The courtiers look significantly at each other.]

PRINCE PAUL [Calmly]. | see your Highness
does want change of air. But | have been an
edest son myself. [Lights a cigarette] | know
what it is when a father won't die to please one.

[The CZAREVITCH goes to the top of the stage, and
leans against the window, looking out.]

PRINCE PETRO. [To BARON RAFF]. Foolish boy!
He will be sent into exile, or worse, if he is not
careful.

BARON RAFF. Yes. What a mistake it is to be
sincere!

PRINCE PETRO. The only folly you have never
committed, Baron.

BARON RAFF. One has only one head, you know,
Prince.

PRINCE PAUL. My dear Baron, your head is
the last thing any one would wish to take from
you. [Pulls out snuffbox and offers it to PRINCE
PETROVITCH.]

PRINCE PETRO. Thanks, Prince! Thanks!

PRINCE PAUL. Very ddicate, isn't it? | get it
direct from Paris. But under this vulgar Re-
public everything has degenerated over there.
'Cotelettes a I'imperiale vanished, of course,
with the Bourbon, and omelettes went out with
the Orleanists. Labelle France is entirely ruined,
Prince, through bad moras and worse cookery.
[Enter the MARQUIS DE POIVRARD.] Ah! Marquis.
| trust Madame la Marquise is well?
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MARQUIS DE P. Y ou ought to know better than
| do, Prince Paul; you see more of her.

PRINCE PAUL [Bowing]. Perhaps | see more in
her, Marquis. Your wife is realy a charming
woman, so full of esprit, and so satirical too; she
talks continually of you when we are together.

PRINCE PETRO. [Looking at the clock].  His Mag-
edy isalittle late to-day, is he not?

PRINCE PAUL. What has happened to you, my
dear Petrovitch?you seem quite out of sorts. You
haven't quarrelled with your cook, | hope? What
atragedy that would be for you; you would lose
alyourfriends.

PRINCE PETRO. | fear | wouldn't be so fortunate
asthat. You forget | would still have my purse.
But you are wrong for once; my chef and | are on
excellent terms.

PRINCE PAUL. Then your creditors or Made-
moiselle Vera Sabouroff have been writing to you?
| find both of them such excellent correspondents.
But redly you needn't be darmed. | find the
most violent proclamations from the Executive
Committee, asthey cdl it, left al over my house.
| never read them; they are so badly spelt asarule.

PRINCE PETRO. Wrong again, Prince; the
Nihilists leave me alone for some reason or other.

PRINCE PAUL [Aside]. Ah! true. | forgot. In-
difference is the revenge the world takes on
mediocrities.

PRINCE PETRO. | am bored with life, Prince.
Since the opera season ended | have been a per-
petual martyr to ennui.
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PRINCE PAUL, The mdadie du secel You
want a new excitement, Prince. Let me see—you
have been married twice already; suppose you try
—falling in love, for once.

BARON R. Prince, | have been thinking a good
deal lately——

PRINCE PAUL [Interrupting]. You surprise me
very much, Baron.

BARON R. | cannot understand your nature.

PRINCE PAUL [Smiling]. If my nature had been
made to suit your comprehension rather than my
own requirements, | am afraid | would have made
avery poor figurein the world.

COUNT R. There seems to be nothing in life
about which you would not jest.

PRINCE PAUL. Ah! my dear Count, lifeis much
too important a thing ever to tak serioudy
about it.

CZARE. [Coming back from the window]. | don't
think Prince Paul's nature is such a mystery. He
would stab his best friend for the sake of writing
an epigram on his tombstone, or experiencing a
new sensation.

PRINCE PAUL. Parbleu! | would sooner lose
my best friend than my worst enemy. To have
friends, you know, one need only be good-natured;
but when a man has no enemy left there must be
something mean about him.

CZARE. [Bitterly]. If to have enemies is a mea
sure of greatness, then you must be a Colossus
indeed, Prince.

PRINCE PAUL. Yes | know I'm the most hated
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man in Russia, except your father, except your
father, of course, Prince. He doesn't seem to like
it much, by the way, but | do, | assure you.
[Bitterly.] 1 love to drive through the streets and
sec how the canaille scowl at mefrom every corner.
It makes me feel | am apower in Russia; one man
againg a hundred millions! Besides, | have no
ambition to be a popular hero, to be crowned with
laurels one year and pelted with stones the next; |
prefer dying peaceably in my own bed.

CZARE. And after death?

PRINCE PAUL [Shrugging his shoulders]. Heaven
isadespotism. | shall be at home there.

CZARE. Do you never think of the people and
their rights?

PRINCE PAUL. The people and their rights bore
me. | am sck of both. In these modern days, to
be vulgar, illiterate, common and vicious, seems
to give a man a marvellous infinity of rights that
his honest fathers never dreamed of. Believe me,
Prince, in good democracy every man should be an
aristocrat; but these people in Russa who seek to
thrust us out are no better than the animals in one's
preserves, and made to be shot at, most of them.

CZARE. [Excitedly]. If they are common, illit-
erate, vulgar, no better than the beasts of the field,
who made them s0?

[Enter AIDE-DE-CAMP]

AIDE-DE-CAMP. Hislmperia Mgesty, theEm-
peror! [PRINCE PAUL looks at the CZAREVITCH, and
smiles]

[Enter the CZAR, surrounded by his guard.]
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CZARE. [Rushingforward to meet him]. Sirel

CZAR [Nervous and frightened]. Don't come too
near me, boy! Don't come too near me, | say!
There isaways something about an heir to acrown
unwholesometo hisfather. Who isthat man over
there? | don't know him. What ishe doing? Is
he a conspirator? Have you searched him? Give
him till to-morrow to confess, then hang him!—
hang him!

PRINCE PAUL. Sire, you are anticipating his
tory. This is Count Petouchof, your new am-
bassador to Berlin. He is come to kiss hands on
his appointment.

CZAR. Tokissmy hand? Thereissomeplotin
it. Hewantsto poison me. There, kissmy son's
hand! itwill doquiteaswell.

[PRINCE PAUL signsto PRINCE PETOUCHOF to leave
the room. Exit PETOUCHOF and the guards. CZAR
sinks down into his chair. The courtiers remain
silent.]

PRINCE PAUL [Approaching]. Sire! will your
Majesty——

CZAR. What do you startle me like that for?
No, | won't. [Watches the courtiers nervously.]
Why are you clattering your sword, sir? [To
COUNT ROUVALOFF] Take it off, I shal have no
man wear a sword in my presence [Looking at
CZAREVITCH], least of dl my son. [To PRINCE
PAUL] You are not angry with me, Prince? You
won't desert me, will you? Say you won't desert
me. What do you want? Y ou can have anything
—anything.
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PRINCE PAUL [Bowing very low]. Sirel 'tis enough
for me to have your confidence. [Aside] | was
afraid he was going to revenge himself, and give
me another decoration.

CZAR [Returning to his chair]. WAéll, gentlemen.

MARQ. DE POIV. Sire, | have the honour to pre-
sent to you aloya address from your subjects in
the Province of Archangel, expressing their horror
at the last attempt on your Majesty's life.

PRINCE PAUL. The last attempt but two, you
ought to have said, Marquis. Don't you se it is
dated three weeks back?

CZAR. They are good people in the Province of
Archangel—honest, loya people. They love me
very much—simple, loya people; givethem anew
saint, it cogsnothing. Well, Alexis[ Turningtothe
CZAREVITCH]—how many traitorswerehungthis
morning?

CZARE. There were three men strangled, Sire.

CZAR. There should have been three thousand.
| would to God that this people had but one neck
that | might strangle them with one noose! Did
they tell anything? whom did they implicate?
what did they confess?

CZARE. Nothing, Sre.

CZAR. They should have been tortured then;
why weren't they tortured? Must | adways be
fighting in the dark? Am | never to know from
what root these traitors spring?

CZARE. What root should there be of discon-
tent among the people but tyranny and injustice
amongst thelir rulers?
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CZAR.  What did you say, boy? tyranny! tyr-
anny! Am | a tyrant? I'm not. | love the
people. I'm their father. I'm cdled so in every
official proclamation. Have a care, boy; have a
care. You don't seem to be cured yet of your
foolish tongue. [Goes over to PRINCE PAUL and puts
his hand on his shoulder.] Prince Paul, tell me
were there many people there this morning to see
the Nihilists hung?

PRINCE PAUL. Hanging isof course agood dedl
less of a novelty in Russia now, Sire, than it was
three or four years ago; and you know how easily
the people get tired even of their best amusements.
But the square and the tops of the houses were
really quite crowded, were they not, Prince? [To
the CZAREVITCH who takes no notice.]

CZAR. That'sright; al loya citizens should be
there. It shows them what to look forward to.
Did you arrest any onein the crowd?

PRINCE PAUL. Yes Sire, a woman for cursing
your name. [The CZAREVITCH dtarts anxiously.]
Shewas the mother of the two criminals.

CZAR [Looking at CZAREVITCH]. She should have
blessed me for having rid her of her children. Send
her to prison.

CZARE. The prisons of Russa are too full a-
ready, Sire. There is no room in them for any
more victims.

CZAR. They don't die fast enough, then. You
should put more of them into one cdl a once
You don't keep them long enough in the mines.
If you do they're sure to die; but you're dl too
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merciful. 1'm too merciful myself. Send her to

Sheria. Sheissureto dieon theway. [Enter an

AIDE-DE-CAMP] Who'sthat? Who'sthat?
AIDE-DE-CAMP. A letter for his Imperid Maj-

CZAR [To PRINCE PAUL]. I won't openit. There
may be something in it.

PRINCE PAUL. It would be a very disgppointing
letter, Sire, if there wasn't. [Takes letter himself,
and reads it.]

PRINCE PETRO. [To COUNT ROUVALOFF]. It must
be some sad news. | know that smile too well.

PRINCE PAUL. From the Chief of the Police at
Archangel, Sre.  "The Governor of the province
was shot thismorning by awoman as he was enter-
ing the courtyard of his own house. The assassn
has been seized

CZAR. | never trusted the people of Archangdl.
It's a nest of Nihilists and conspirators. Take
away their saints; they don't deserve them.

PRINCE PAUL. Your Highness would punish
them more severely by giving them an extra one.
Three governors shot in two months. [Smiles to
himself.] Sire, permit me to recommend your
loyd subject, the Marquis de Poivrard, asthe new
governor of your Province of Archangel.

MARQ. DE POIV. [Hurriedly]. Sire, |1 am unfit for
this post.

PRINCE PAUL. Marquis, you are too modest.
Believe me, there is no man in Russa | would
sooner see Governor of Archangel than yourself.
[Whispers to CZAR]



ACT ii] VERA; OR, THE NIHILISTS 473

CZAR. Quite right, Prince Paul; you are dways
right. Seethat the Marquisslettersare made out
a once.

PRINCE PAUL. He can start to-night, Sre. |
ghdl redly miss you very much, Marquis. |
aways liked your taste in wines and wives ex-
tremely.

MARQ. DE POIV. [To the CZAR]. Start to-night,
Sire? [PRINCE PAUL whispers to the CZAR|

CZAR. Yes, Marquis, to-night; it is better to
go at once.

PRINCE PAUL. | shdl see that Madame la
Marquise is not too lonely while you are away;
S0 you need not be aarmed for her.

COUNT R. [To PRINCE PETROVITCH]. | should
be more alarmed for myself.

CZAR. The Governor of Archangel shot in his
own courtyard by a woman! I'm not safe here.
I'm not safe anywhere, with that she devil of the
revolution, Vera Sabouroff, here in Moscow.
Prince Paul, is that woman till here?

PRINCE PAUL. They tell me she was a the
Grand Duke's ball lagt night. | can hardly be-
lieve that; but she certainly had intended to
leave for Novgorod to-day, Sre. The police
were watching every train for her; but, for some
reason or other, she did not go. Some traitor
must have warned her. But | shdl cach her
yet. A chase after a beautiful woman is aways
exciting.

CZAR. You must hunt her down with blood-
hounds, and when she is taken | shdl hew her
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limb from limb. | shdl stretch her on the rack
till her pale white body is twisted and curled like
paper in the fire.

PRINCE PAUL. Oh, we shdl have another hunt
immediately for her, Sirel Prince Alexis will
asSg us, | am sure.

CZARE. You never require any assstance to
ruin a woman, Prince Paul.

CZAR. Vera the Nihilist, in Moscow! 0 God,
were it not better to die at once the dog's death
they plot for me than to live as | live now!
Never to deep, or, if | do, to dream such horrid
dreams that Hell itself were peace when matched
with them. To trust none but those | have
bought, to buy none worth trusting! To see a
traitor in every smile, poison in every dish, a
dagger in every hand! To lie awake at night,
listening from hour to hour for the stealthy creep-
ing of the murderer, for the laying of the damned
mine! You are al spies! you are all spies You
worst of all—you, my own son! Which of you
is it who hides these bloody proclamations under
my own pillow, or a the table where | st?
Which of ye al is the Judas who betrays us? 0
God! 0 God! methinks there was a time once,
in our war with England, when nothing could make
me afraid. [This with more calm and pathos] |
have ridden into the crimson heart of war, and
borne back an eagle which those wild idanders
had taken from us. Men sad | was brave then.
My father gave me the Iron Cross of vaour.
Oh, could he see me now with this coward's livery
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ever inmy cheek! [Snksinto hischair.] | never
knew any love when | was a boy. | was ruled
by terror myself, how dse should | rule now?
[Sartsup.] But | will have revenge; | will have
revenge. For every hour | have lain awake at
night, waiting for the noose or the dagger, they
shdl pass years in Siberia, centuries in the mines!
Ay! | shdl have revenge.

CZAKE. Father! have mercy on the people.
Give them what they ask.

PRINCE PAUL. And begin, Sre, with your own
head; they have a particular liking for that.

CZAR. The people! the people! A tiger which
| have let loose upon myself; but | will fight with
it to the death. | am done with half measures.
| shall crush these Nihilistsat ablow. There shall
not be a man of them, ay, or a woman, either,
left alive in Russa  Am | Emperor for nothing,
that a woman should hold me a bay? Vera
Sabouroff shdl be in my power, | swear it, before
awesek is ended, though I burn my whole city to
find her. She shdl beflogged by the knout, stifled
in the fortress, strangled in the square!

CZARE. o God!

CZAR. For two years her hands have been
clutching at my throat; for two years she has made
my life ahell; but | shal have revenge. Martia
law, Prince, martial law over the whole Empire;
that will give me revenge A good messure,
Prince, en? a good measure.

PRINCE PAUL. And an economica one too, Sire.
It would cany off your surplus population in Sx
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months, and save you many expenses in courts
of justice; they will not be needed now.

CZAR. Quiteright. There are too many people
in Russia, too much money spent on them, too
much money in courts of justice. I'll shut them
up.
CZARE. Sire, reflect before——

CZAR. When can you have the proclamations
ready, Prince Paul?

PRINCE PAUL. They have been printed for the
last six months, Sre. | knew you would need
them.

CZAR. That'sgood! That'svery good! Letus
begin a once. All, Prince, if every king in Europe
had a minister like you——

CZARE. There would be less kings in Europe
than there are.

CZAR [In frightened whisper, to PRINCE PAUL].
What does he mean? Do you trust him? His
prison hasn't cured him yet. Shdll | banish him?
Sndl | [Whispers] . . .? The Emperor Paul did
it. The Empress Catherinethere [ Pointsto picture
on the watt] did it. Why shouldn't 1?

PRINCE PAUL. Your Mgesty, there is no need
for alarm. The Prince is a very ingenuous young
man. He pretends to be devoted to the people,
and lives in a palace, preaches socidism, and
draws a sday that would support a province.
Hell find out one day that the best cure for Re-
publicanism is the Imperia crown, and will cut
up the 'bonnet rouge' of Democracy to make
decorations for his Prime Minigter.
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CZAR. You are right. If he redly loved the
people, he could not be my son.

PRINCE PAUL. If he lived with the people for a
fortnight, their bad dinners would soon cure him
of hisdemocracy. Shall webegin, Sire?

CZAR. At once. Read the proclamation.
Gentlemen, beseated. Alexis, Alexis, | say, come
and hear it! It will be good practice for you;
you will be doing it yourself some day.

CZARE. | have heard too much of it aready.
[Takes his seat at the table] [COUNT ROUVALOFF
whispers to him]

CZAR. What are you whispering about there,
Count Rouvaloff?

COUNT R. | was giving his Royal Highness
some good advice, your Majesty.

PRINCE PAUL. Count Rouvaloff is the typical
spendthrift, Sire; he is aways giving away what
he needs most. [Lays paper before the CZAR] |
think, Sire, you will approve of this—'Love of
the people ‘'Father of his people 'Martia
law and the usua alusions to Providence in
the last line. All it requires now isyour Imperia
Majesty's signature.

CZARE. Sirel

PRINCE PAUL [Hurriedly]. | promise your Mgj-
ey to crush every Nihilist in Russa in sx
months if you dgn this proclamation; every
Nihilist in Russia.

CZAR. Say that again! To crush every Nihilist
in Russig; to crush this woman, their leader, who
makes war upon me in my own city. Prince Paul
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Maraloffski, | create you Marechale of the whole
Russian Empiretohelpyouto carry out martial law.

CZAR. Give me the proclamation. | will sgn
it a once.

PRINCE PAUL [Points on paper]. Here, Sre.

CZARE. [Sarts up and puts his hands on the
paper]. Stay! | tell you, stay! The priests have
taken heaven from the people, and you would
take the earth away too,

PRINCE PAUL. We have no time, Prince, now.
This boy will ruin everything. The pen, Sre.

CZARE. What! isit so small athing to strangle
anation, to murder a kingdom, to wreck an em-
pire? Who are we who dare lay this ban of terror
on a people? Have we less vices than they have,
that we bring them to the bar of judgment
before us?

PRINCE PAUL. What a Communist the Prince
i He would have an equal distribution of sin
aswell as of property.

CZARE. Wanned by the same sun, nurtured
by the same air, fashioned of flesh and blood like
to our own, wherein are they different to us, save
that they starve while we surfeit, that they toil
while we idle, that they sicken while we poison,
that they die while we strangle?

CZAR. How dare—-?

CZARE. | dare dl for the people; but you would
rob them of common rights of common men.

CZAR. The people have no rights.

CZARE. Then they have great wrongs. Father,
they have won your battles for you; from the



ACT ii] VERA; OR, THE NIHILISTS 479

pine forests of the Baltic to the palms of India
they have ridden on victory's mighty wings in
search of your glory! Boy as | am in years, |
have seen wave after wave of living men sweep
up the heights of battle to their death; aye, and
snatch perilous conquest from the scaes of war
when the bloody crescent seemed to shake above
our eagles.

CZAR [Somewhat moved]. Those men are dead.
What have | to do with them?

CZARE. Nothing! The dead are safe; you can-
not harm them now. They deep their last long
deep. Some in Turkish waters, others by the
wind-swept heights of Norway and the Dane!
But these, the living, our brothers, what have we
done for them? They asked you for bread, you
gave them a stone. They sought for freedom,
you scourged them with scorpions.  You have
sown the seeds of this revolution yourselfl——

PRINCE PAUL. And are we not cutting down
the harvest?

CZARE. Oh, my brothers! better far that ye had
died in the iron hal and screaming shell of battle
than to come back to such a doom as this! The
beests of the forests have their lairs, and the wild
beadts their caverns, but the people of Russa,
conquerors of the world, have not where to lay
their heads.

PRINCE PAUL. They have the headsman's block.

CZARE. The headsman's block: Aye, you have
killed their souls a your pleasure, you would
kill their bodies now.
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CZAR. Insolent boy! Have you forgotten who
is Emperor of Russia?

CZARE. No! The people reign now, by the
grace of God. You should have been their shep-
herd; you have fled away like the hireling, and
let the wolves in upon them.

CZAR. Take him away! Take him away,
Prince Paul!

CZARE. God hath given this people tongues to
speak with; you would cut them out that they
may be dumb in their agony, silent in their tor-
ture!l But God hath given them hands to smite
with, and they shdl smite! Ay! from the sick
and labouring womb of this unhappy land some
revolution, like a bloody child, shdl rise up and
day you.

CZAR [Leaping up]. Devil! Assassn! Why do
you beard me thus to my face?

CZARE. Because | amaNihilist! [The MINISTERS
start to their feet; there is a dead silence for a few
minutes.]

CZAR. A Nihilist! a Nihilist! Scorpion whom |
have nurtured, traitor whom | have fondled, is
thisyour bloody secret? Prince Paul Maraloffski,
Marechde of the Russan Empire, arrest the
Czarevitch!

MINISTERS. ArresttheCzarevitch!

CZAR. A Nihilist! If you have sown with them,
you shdl regp with them! If you have talked with
them, you shal rot with them! If you havelived
with them, with them you shdl die!

PRINCE PETRO.  Diel
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CZAR. A plague on al sons, | say! There
should be no more marriages in Russia when one
can breed such vipers as you are! Arrest the
Czarevitch, | say!

PRINCE PAUL. Czarevitch! by order of the
Emperor, | demand your sword. [CZAREVITCH
gives up sword; PRINCE PAUL places il on the table].
Foolish boy! you are not made for a conspirator;
you have not learned to hold your tongue. Heroics
are out of place in apalace.

CZAR [Snks into his chair with his eyes fixed on the
CZAREVITCHL. o God!

CZARE. If |1 am to die for the people, | am
ready; one Nihilist more or less in Russia, what
does that matter?

PRINCE PAUL [Aside]. A good dedl | should say
to the one Nihilist.

CZARE. The mighty brotherhood to which |
belong has a thousand such as | am, ten thousand
better still! [The CZAR startsin hisseal] The star
of freedom has risen aready, and far off | hear the
mighty wave democracy break on these cursed
shores.

PRINCE PAUL [To PRINCE PETROVITCHJ. In that
case you and | had better learn how to swim.

CZARE. Father, Emperor, Imperial Master, |
plead not for my own life, but for the lives of my
brothers, the people.

PRINCE PAUL [Bitterly]. Your brothers, the
people, Prince, are not content with their own
lives, they dways want to take their neighbour's
too.
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CZAR [Sanding up]. | am sck of being afraid.
| have done with terror now. From this day |
proclam war againg the people—war to their
annihilation. Asthey have dealt with me, so shall
| ded with them. [ shall grind them to powder,
and strew their dust upon the air. There shall be
a gy in every man's house, a traitor on every
hearth, a hangman in every village, a gibbet in
every square. Plague, leprosy, or fever shdl be
less deadly than my wrath; | will make every
frontier agraveyard, every province alazar-house,
and curethe sick by the sword. | shal have peace
in Russia, though it be the peace of the dead. Who
sad | wasacoward? Who said | was afraid? See,
thus shal | crush this people beneath my feet!
[Takes up sword of CZAREVITCH off table and
tramplesonit.]

CZARE. Father, beware, the sword you tread on
may turn and wound you. The people suffer long,
but vengeance comes at last, vengeance with red
hands and bloody purpose.

PRINCE PAUL. Bah! the people are bad shots;
they always miss one.

CZARE. There are times when the people are in-
struments of God.

CZAR. Ay! and when kings are God's scourges
for thepeople. Oh, my own son, in my own house!
My own flesh and blood against me! Take him
away! Take him away! Bring in my guards.
[Enter the Imperial Guard. CZAR points to CZARE-
VITCH, who stands alone at the side of the stage] To
the blackest prison in Moscow! Let me never se
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hisface again. [CZAREVITCH isbeing led out.] No,
no, leave him! | don't trust guards. They are dl
Nihilistss They would let him escape and he
would kill me, kill me!'" No, I'll bring him to prison
myself, you and | [To PRINCE PAUL]. 1| trust you,
you have no mercy. | shdl have no mercy. Oh,
my own son against me! How hot it isl The air
difles me! | feel asif | were going to faint, as if
something were at my throat. Open the windows,
| say! Outof mysight! Out of my sight! | can't
bear hiseyes. Wait, waitforme. [ Throwswindow
open and goes out on balcony.}

PRINCE PAUL [Looking at his watch]. The dinner
is sure to be spoiled. How annoying politics are
and eldest sond!

VOICE [Outside, in the dreet}. God save the
people! [CZAR is shot, and staggers back into the
room.]

CZARE. [Breaking from the guards, and rushing
over}. Father!

CZAR. Murderer! Murderer! You did it!
Murderer! [Dies]

TABLEAU

END OF ACT I



ACT I

Same scene and business as Act 1. Man in yellow

dress, with drawn sword, at the door.
Password outside. Vaetyrannis.
Answer. Vae victis [Repeated three times].

[Enter CONSPIRATORS, who form a semicircle,
masked and cloaked.]

PRESIDENT. What hour isit?

FIRST CONSP.  The hour to strike.

PRES. What day?

SECOND CONSP.  The day of Marat.

PRES. In what month?

THIRD CONSP.  The month of liberty.

PRES. What isour duty?

FOURTH CONSP.  To obey.

PRES. Our creed?

FFTH CONSP. Parbleu, Mons. le President, |
never knew you had one.

CONSP. A spy! A spy! Unmask!  Unmask!
A spy!

PRES. Letthedoorsbeshut. There are others
but Nihilists present.

CONSP. Unmask! Unmask! Kill him! kill
him!I [Masked CONSPIRATOR unmasks] Prince
Paul!

. VERA. Devil! Who lured you into the lion's
en!

CONSPS.  Kill him! kill him!

484
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PRINCE PAUL. En verite, Messeurs, you are not
over-hospitable in your welcome!

VERA. Welcome! What welcome should we
give you but the dagger or the noose?

PRINCE PAUL. | had no idea, redly, that the
Nihilists were so exclusive. Let me assure you
that if | had not always had an entree to the very
best society, and the very worst conspiracies, |
could never have been Prime Minister in Russa

VERA. The tiger cannot change its nature, nor
the snake lose its venom; but are you turned a
lover of the people?

PRINCE PAUL. Mon Dieu, non, Mademoiselle!
| would much sooner talk scandal in a drawing-
room than treason in acellar. Besides, | hate the
common mob, who smell of garlic, smoke bad
tobacco, get up early, and dine off one dish.

PRES. What have you to gain, then, by a
revolution?

PRINCE PAUL. Mon ami, | have nothing left to
lose. That scatter-brained boy, the new Czar, has
banished me.

VERA. To Sberia?

PRINCE PAUL. No, to Paris. He has confiscated
my edtates, robbed me of my office and my cook.
| have nothing left but my decorations. 1 am here
forrevenge.

PRES. Then you have a right to be one of us.
We dso meet daily for revenge.

PRINCE PAUL. You want money, of course. No
one ever joins a conspiracy who has any. Here.
[ Throws money on table.] 'Y ou have so many spies
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that | should think you want information. Waell,
you will find me the best informed man in Russa
on the abuses of our Government. | made them
nearly dl myself.

VERA. President, | don't trust this man. He
has done us too much harm in Russiato let him go
in safety.

PRINCE PAUL. Beieve me, Mademoisdlle, you
are wrong; | will be a most valuable addition to
your circle; as for you, gentlemen, if | had not
thought that you would be useful to me | shouldn't
have risked my neck among you, or dined an hour
earlier than usual so asto bein time.

PRES. Ay, if he had wanted to spy on us, Vera,
hewouldn't have come himself.

PRINCE PAUL [Aside]l. No; | should have sent
my best friend.

PRES. Besides, Vera, heisjust themanto give
us the information we want about some business
we have in hand to-night.

VERA. Beit 20 if you wish it.

PRES. Brothers, isit your will that Prince Pall
Maraloffski be admitted, and take the oath of the
Nihilist?

CONSP. It id itid

PRES. [Holding out the dagger and a paper]. Prince
Paul, the dagger or the oath?

PRINCE PAUL. [Smiles sardonically]. | would
sooner annihilate than be annihilated. [Takes
paper ]

PRES. Remember: Betray us, and as long as
the earth holds poison or stedl, aslong as men can
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strike or woman betray, you shal not escgpe ven-
yiance. The Nihilists never forget their friends,
or forgivetheir enemies.

LRINCE PAUL. Redly? | did not think you
were o civilised.

VERA [Pacing up and dawn]. Why is he not
here? He will not keep the crown. | know him
well.

PRES. Sgn. [PRINCE PAUL signs] You saidyou
thought we had no creed. You were wrong.
Read it.

VERA. This is a dangerous thing, President.
What can we do with thisman?

PRES. We can use him.

VERA. And afterwards?

PRES. [Shrugging his shoulders|].  Strangle him.

PRINCE PAUL [Reading]. 'The rights of human-
ity!" Inthe old times men carried out their rights
for themselves asthey lived, but nowadays every
baby seems bora with a socid manifesto in its
mouth much bigger than itself. 'Natureisnot a
temple, but a workshop: we demand the right to
labour." Ah, | shal surrender my own rights in
that respect.

VERA [Pacing up and down behind]. Oh, will he
never come?will henever come?

PRINCE PAUL. 'The family as subversve of
true socidistic and communal unity is to be an-
nihilated/ Yes, President, | agree completely
with Article5. A family isaterrible incumbrance,
especialy when oneisnot married. [ Threeknocks
at the door]
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VERA. Alexisat last!

Password. Vae tyrannis!

Answer. Vsevictisl Ve victisl Vs victid

[Enter MICHAEL STROGANOFF]

PRES. Michadl, theregicide! Brothers, let us
do honour to aman who haskilled aking.

VERA [Aside].  Oh, he will come yet.

PRES. Michael, you have saved Russa

MICH. Ay, Russiawas free for a moment when
the tyrant fell, but the sun of liberty has set again
like that false dawn which chesats our eyes in
autumn.

PRES. The dread night of tyranny is not yet
past for Russia

MICH. [Clutching his knife].  One more blow, and
the end is come indeed.

VERA [Asde]. One more blow! What does he
mean? Oh, impossible! but why ishe not with us?
Alexigl Alexis! why areyou not here?

PRES. But how did you escape, Michael? They
sad you had been seized.

MICH. | was dressed in the uniform of the Im-
peria Guard. The Colond on duty was a brother,
and gave me the password. | drove through the
troops in safety with it, and, thanks to my good
horse, reached the walls before the gates were
closed.

PRES. What a chance his coming out on the
bacony was!

MICH. A chance? There is no such thing as
chance. It was God's finger led him there.

PRES. Andwherehaveyoubeenthesethreedays?



ACT iii] VERA; OR, THE NIHILISTS 489

MICH. Hiding in the house of the priest Nich-
olas at the cross-roads.

PRES. Nicholas is an honest man.

MICH. Ay, honest enough for a priest. | am
here now for vengeance on atraitor!

VERA [Asde]. 0 God, will he never come?
Alexis! why arc you not here? You cannot have
turned traitor!

MICH. [Seeing PRINCE PAUL] Prince Paul
Maraloffski here! By St. George, a lucky cap-
ture! This must have been Veras doing. She
isthe only one who could have lured that serpent
into the trap.

PRES. Prince Paul has just taken the oath.

VERA. Alexis, the Czar, has banished him from
Russia

MICH. Bah! A blind to cheat us. Wewill keep
Prince Paul here, and find some office for him in
our reign of terror. He is well accustomed by
this time to bloody work.

PRINCE PAUL [Approaching MICHAEL]. That
was along shot of yours, mon camarade.

MICH, | have had a good deal of practice
shooting, since | have been a boy, off your High-
nesss wild boars.

PRINCE PAUL. Arc my gamekeepers like moles,
then, always adeep?

MICH. No, Prince. | am one of them; but, like
you, | amfond of robbing what | am put to watch.

PRES. Thismust be anew atmospherefor you,
Prince Paul. We speek the truth to one another
here.
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PEINCE PAUL. How mideading you must find
it. You have an odd medley here, President—
a little rococo, | am afraid.

PRES. You recognise a good many friends, |
dare say?

PRINCE PAUL. Yes, there is dways more brass
than brains in an aristocracy.

PRES. But you are here yourself?

PRINCE PAUL. 1? As | cannot be Prime Min-
ister, | must beaNihilist. Thereisno alternative.

VERA. 0 God, will he never come? The hand
ison the stroke of the hour. Will he never come?

MICH. [Asde]. President, you know what we
haveto do? Tisbut asorry hunter who leavesthe
wolf cub aliveto avenge hisfather. How arewe
to get at this boy? It must be to-night. To-
morrow he will be throwing some sop of reform
to the people, and it will be too late for a Re-
public.

PRINCE PAUL. You are quiteright. Good kings
are the enemies of Democracy, and when he has
begun by banishing me you may be sure he in-
tends to be a patriot.

MICH. | am sick of patriot kings, what Russa
needs is a Republic.

PRINCE PAUL. Messeurs, | have brought you
two documents which | think will interest you—
the proclamation this young Czar intends pub-
lishing to-morrow, and aplan of the Winter Pdace
where he deeps to-night. [Hands papers.]

VERA. | dare not ask them what they are plot-
ting about. Oh, why is Alexis not here?
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PRES. Prince, thisismost valuableinformation.
Michael, you were right. If it is not to-night it
will be too late. Read that.

MICH. Ah! A loaf of bread flung to a starving
nation. A lie to chest the people. [Tearsit up.]
It must be to-night. | do not believe in him.
Would he have kept his crown had he loved the
people? But how are we to get a him?

PRINCE PAUL. The key of the private door in
the street. [Hands key.]

PRES. Prince, we arein your debt.

PRINCE PAUL [Smiling]. The normal condition
of the Nihilists.

MICH. Ay, but we are paying our debts off with
interest now. Two Emperorsin oneweek. That
will make the balance straight. We would have
thrown in a Prime Minister if you had not come.

PRINCE PAUL. Ah, | am sorry you told me. It
robs my visit of al its picturesqueness and ad-
venture. | thought 1 was perilling my head by
coming here, and you tell me | have saved it.
One is sure to be disappointed if one tries to get
romance out of modern life.

MICH. It is not so romantic a thing to lose
one's head, Prince Paul.

PRINCE PAUL. No, but it must often be very
dull to keep it. Don't you find that sometimes?
[Clock strikes six]

VERA [Snking into a seat]. Oh, it is past the
hour! It is past the hour!

MICH. [To PRESIDENT]. Remember to-morrow
will be too late.
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PRES. Brothers, it is full time. Which of us is
absent?

CONSPS. Alexis Alexid

PRES. Michad, read Rule 7.

MICH, ' When any brother shall have disobeyed
a summons to be present, the President shdl in-
quire if there is anything aleged against him/

PRES. Is there anything against our brother
Alexis?

CONSP. He wears acrown! He wears a crown!

PRES. Michael, read Article 7 of the Code of
Revolution.

MICH. 'Between the Nihilists and all men who
wear crowns above their fellows, there is war to
the death/

PRES. Brothers, what say you? Is Alexis, the
Czar, guilty or not?

OMNES. He is guilty!

PRES. What shdl the penalty be?

OMNES. Death!
PRES. Let the lots be prepared; it shdl be to-
night.

PRINCE PAUL. Ah, thisisreally interesting! |
was getting afraid congpiracies were as dull as
courts are.

PROF. MARFA. My forte is more in writing
pamphlets than in taking shots. Still a regicide
has aways a place in history.

MICH. If your pistol is as harmless as your pen,
this young tyrant will have along life.

PRINCE PAUL. You ought to remember, too,
Professor, that if you were seized, asyou probably



ACT IIlI] VERA; OR, THE NIHILISTS 493

would be, and hung, as you certainly would be,
there would be nobody left to read your own
articles.

PEES. Brothers, are you ready?

VERA [Sarting up]. Not yet! Not yet! |
have a word to say.

MICH. [Asde]. Plague take her! | knew it
would come to this.

VERA. This boy has been our brother. Night
after night he has perilled his own life to come
here. Night after night, when every street was
filled with spies, every house with traitors. Déli-
cately nurtured like a king's son, he has dwelt
among us.

PRES. Ay! under a fdse name. He lied to
us at the beginning. He lies to us now at the
end.

VERA. | swear heistrue. Thereis not a man
here who does not owe him his life a thousand
times. When the bloodhounds were on us that
night, who saved usfrom arrest, torture, flogging,
death, but he ye seek to kill2——

MICH. To kill al tyrants is our mission!

VERA. Heisno tyrant. | know him well! He
loves the people.

PRES. We know him too; he is a traitor.

VERA. A traitor! Three days ago he could
have betrayed every man of you here, and the
gibbet would have been your doom. He gave
you dl your lives once.  Give him a little time—
a week, a month, a few days, but not now—O0
God, not now!



494 THE PLAYS OF OSCAR WILDE [ACT Il

CONSPS. [Brandishing daggers. To-night! to-
night! to-night!

VERA. Peace, you gorged adders; peace!

MICH. What, are we not here to annihilate?
dhdl we not keep our oath?

VERA. Your oath! your oath! Greedy that
you are of gain, every man's hand lusting for his
neighbour's pelf, every heart set on pillage and
rapine; who, of ye al, if the crown were set on
his head, would give an empire up for the mob
to scramble for? The people are not yet fit for a
Republic in Russa

PKES. Every nation isfit for a Republic.

MICH. The man is a tyrant.

VERA. A tyrant! Hath he not dismissed his
evil counsdlors. That ill-omened raven of his
father's life hath had his wings clipped and his
claws pared, and comes to us croaking for re-
venge. Oh, have mercy on him! Give him a
week to livel

PRES. Verapleading for aking!

VERA [Proudly]. | plead not for aking, but for
a brother.

MICH. For atraitor to his oath, for a coward
who should have flung the purple back to the
fools that gave it to him. No, Vera no. The
brood of men is not dead yet, nor the dull earth
grown gck of child-bearing. No crowned man
in Russa shdl pollute God's ar by living.

PRES. Y ou bade ustry you once; we havetried
you, and you are found wanting.

MICH. Vera | amnot blind; | know your secret.
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You love this boy, this young prince with his
pretty face, his curled hair, his soft white hands.
Fool that you are, dupe of alying tongue, do you
know what he would have done to you, this boy
you think loved you? He would have made you
his misress, used your body a his pleasure,
thrown you away when he was wearied of you;
you, the priestess of liberty, the flame of Revolu-
tion, the torch of democracy.

VERA. What he would have done to me matters
little. To the people, a least, he will be true.
He loves the people—at least, he loves liberty.

PRES. Sohewould play thecitizen-king, would
he, while we starve? Would flatter us with sweet
gpeeches, would cheat us with promises like his
father, would lieto usashiswhole race have lied?

MICH. And you whose very name made every
despot tremble for his life, you, Vera Sabouroff,
you would betray liberty for a lover and the
people for a paramour!

CONSPS. Traitress! Draw the lots; draw the
lots!

VERA. In thy throat thou liest, Michad! |
love him not. He loves me not.

MICH. You love him not? Shdl he not die
then?

VERA [With an effort, clenching her handg]. Ay,
it is right that he should die. He hath broken
his oath. There should be no crowned man in
Europe. Have | not sworn it? To be strong
our new Republic should be drunk with the blood
of kings. He hath broken hisoath. Asthe father
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died 0 let the son die too.  Yet not to-night, not
to-night. Russa that hath borne her centuries
of wrong, can wait aweek for liberty. Give him
aweek.

PRES. We will have none of you! Begone
from us to this boy you love.

MICH. Though I find him in your arms | shdl
kill him.

CONSPS.  To-night! To-night! To-night!

MICH. [Holding up his hand]. A moment! |
have something to say. [Approaches VERA ; speaks
very slowly.] Vera Sabouroff, have you forgotten
your brother? [Pauses to see effect; VERA starts)
Have you forgotten that young face, pae with
famine; those young limbs twisted with torture;
the iron chains they made him walk in? What
week of liberty did they give him? What pity
did they show him for a day? [VERA falls in a
chair.] Oh! you could talk glibly enough then
of vengeance, glibly enough of liberty. When
you said you would come to Moscow, your old
father caught you by the knees and begged you
not to leave him childless and aone. | seem to
hear his cries still ringing in my ears, but you
were as deaf to him as the rocks on the roadside;
as chill and cold as the snow on the hill. You left
your father that night, and three weeks after he
died of abroken heart. Y ouwroteto metofollow
you here. | did so; first because | loved you; but
you soon cured me of that; whatever gentle fed-
ing, whatever pity, whatever humanity, was in
my heart you withered up and destroyed, as the
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canker worm egts the corn, and the plague kills
the child. You bade me cast out love from my
breast as a vile thing, you turned my hand to
iron and my heart to stone, you told me to live
for freedom and for revenge. | have done so;
but you, what have you done?

VERA. Let the lots be drawn! [CONSPIRATORS
applaud.]

PRINCE PAUL [Aside]. Ah, the Grand Duke
will come to the throne sooner than he expected.
He is sure to make a good king under my guid-
ance. Heis so crue to animals, and never keeps
his word.

MICH. Now you are yoursef at last, Vera

VERA [Sanding motionless in the middle]. The
lots, | say, the lotsl | am no woman now. My
blood seems turned to gall; my heart is as cold
as sted is; my hand shall be more deadly. From
the desert and the tomb the voice of my prisoned
brother cries aloud, and bids me strike one blow
for liberty. The lots, | say, the lots!

PRES. Areyou ready? Michadl, you have the
right to draw first; you are a Regicide.

VERA. 0 God, into my hands! Into my hands!
[ They draw the lots froma bowl surmounted by a skull]

PRES. Open your lots.

VERA [Opening her lot]. The lot is mine! see
the bloody sgn upon it!  Dmitri, my brother,
you shdl have your revenge now.

PRES. Vera Sabouroff, you are chosen to be a
regicide.  God has been good to you. The dagger
or the poison? [Offers her dagger and vial]
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VERA. | can trust my hand better with the
dagger; it never fails. [Takes dagger.] | shdl
gab him to the heart, as he has stabbed me.
Traitor, to leave usfor aribbon, agaud, a bauble,
to lie to me every day he came here, to forget us
inan hour. Michael was right, he loved me not,
nor the people either. Methinks that if | was a
mother and bore a man-child | would poison my
breast to him, lest he might grow to a traitor
or to aking. [PRINCE PAUL whispers to the PRES:
IDENT]

PRES. Ay, Prince Paul, that is the best way.
Vera, the Czar deeps to-night in his own room
in the north wing of the paace. Here is the key
of the private door in the street. The passwords
of the guards will be given to you. His own
servants will be drugged. You will find him
aone.

VERA. Itiswdl. | ghal not fail.

PRES. We will wait outside in the Place S.
Issec, under the window. As the clock strikes
twelve from the tower of St. Nicholasyou will give
us the sign that the dog is dead.

VERA. And what shdl the sign be?

PRES. You ae to throw us out the bloody
dagger.

MICH. Dripping with the traitor's life.

PRES. Else we shdl know that you have been
seized, and we will burst our way in, drag you
from his guards.

MICH.  And kill him in the midst of them.

PRES. Michad, you will head us?
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MICH. Ay, | shdl head you. See that your
hand fails not, Vera Sabouroff.

VERA. Fooal, is it so hard a thing to kill one's
enemy?

PRINCE PAUL [Asidg]. This is the ninth con-
spiracy | have been in in Russa. They adways
end in a 'voyage en Siberie' for my friends and
anew decoration for myself.

MICH. It is your last conspiracy, Prince.

PRES. At twelve o'clock, the bloody dagger.

VERA. Ay, red with the blood of that fase
heart. | shall not forgetit. [Sandinginthemiddlie
of the stage.} To strangle whatever nature is in
me, neither to love nor to be loved, neither to
pity nor to be pitied. Ay! it is an oath, an oath.
Methinks the spirit of Charlotte Corday has en-
tered my soul now. | shal carve my name on
the world, and be ranked among the great
heroines. Ay! the spirit of Charlotte Corday
bests in each petty vein, and nerves my woman's
hand to strike, as | have nerved my woman's
heart to hate. Though he laugh in his dreams,
1 sndl not falter. Though he deep peacefully,
| shall not miss my blow. Be glad, my brother,
in your stifled cell; be glad and laugh to-night.
To-night this new-fledged Czar shall post with
bloody feet to Hell, and greet his father therel
This Czar! 0 traitor, liar, fase to his oath, false
to me! To play the patriot amongst us, and now
to wear a crown; to sl us, like Judas, for thirty
dlver pieces, to betray us with a kiss [With
mare passion} O Liberty, O mighty mother of
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eternal time, thy robe is purple with the blood
of those who have died for thee! Thy throne
isthe Calvary of the people, thy crown the crown
of thorns. 0O crucified mother, the despot has
driven a nall through thy right hand, and the
tyrant through thy left! Thy feet are pierced
with their iron. When thou wert athirst thou
cdlcdst on the priests for water, and they gave
thee bitter drink. They thrust a sword into thy
dde. They mocked thee in thine agony of age
on age. Here, on thy altar, O Liberty, do |
dedicate mysdf to thy service; do with me as
thou wilt! [Brandishing dagger.] The end has
come now, and by thy sacred wounds, O crucified
mother, O Liberty, | swear that Russa shdl be
saved!
CURTAIN

END OF ACT IlI



ACT IV

SCENE—Antechamber of the CZAR'Sprivateroom.
Large window at the back, with drawn curtains over
it.

Present—PRINCE  PETROVITCH, BARON RAFF,
MARQUIS DE POIVRARD, COUNT ROUVALOFF.

PRINCE PETRO. Heisbeginning well, thisyoung
Czar.

BARON RAFF. [Shrugs his shoulders]. All young
Czars do begin well.

COUNT R. And end badly.

MARQ. DE POIV. Well, | have no right to com-
plain. He has done me one good service, at any
rate.

PRINCE PETRO. Cancelled your appointment
to Archangel, | suppose?

MARQ. DE POIV. Yes, my head wouldn't have
been safe there for an hour.

[Enter GENERAL KOTEMKIN.]

BARON RAFF. Ah! General, any more news of
our romantic Emperor?

GEN.KOTEMK. Youarequiterighttocal him
romantic, Baron; aweek ago | found him amusing
himself in a garret with a company of strolling
players;, to-day his whim is dl the convicts in
Siberia are to be recaled, and politica prisoners,
as he cdls them, amnestied.
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PRINCE PETRO. Pdlitical prisoners! Why, half
of them are no better than common murderers!

COUNT R. And the other haf much worse?

BARON RAFF. Oh, you wrong them, surely,
Count. Wholesdle trade has aways been more
respectable than retail.

COUNT R.  But heisredlly too romantic. He
objected yesterday to my having the monopoly
of the sdt tax. He sad the people had a right
to have cheap sdlt.

MARQ. DE POIV. Oh, that's nothing; but he ac-
tually disapproved of a State banquet every night
because there is a famine in the Southern prov-
inces. [The young CZAR enters unobserved, and
overhears the rest.]

PRINCE PETRO. Quelle bMisc! The more star-
vation there is among the people, the better. It
teaches them self-denia, an excelent virtue,
Baron, an excdlent virtue.

BARON RAFF. | have often heard so; | have
often heard 0.

GEN. KOTEMK. He talked of a Parliament, too,
in Russig, and sad the people should have depu-
ties to represent them.

BARON RAFF. Asif there was not enough brawl-
ing in the streets already, but we must give the
people a room to do it in. But, Messeurs, the
worst is yet to come.  He threatens a complete
reform in the public service on the ground that
the people are too heavily taxed.

MARQ. DE POIV. He can't be serious there.
What is the use of the people except to get money
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out of? But taking of taxes, my dear Baron,
you must really let me have forty thousand roubles
to-morrow; my wife says she must have a new
diamond bracelet.

COUNT R. [Aside to BARON RAFF]. Ah, to match
the one Prince Paul gave her last week, | suppose.

PRINCE PETRO. | must have sixty thousand
roubles a once, Baron. My son is overwhelmed
with debts of honour which he can't pay.

BARON RAFF. What an excellent son to imitate
his father so carefully!

GEN. KOTEMK. You are always getting money.
| never get a single kopeck | have not got a right
to. It'sunbearable; it's ridiculous! My nephew is
going to be married. | must get hisdowry for him.

PRINCE PETRO. My dear General, your nephew
must be a perfect Turk. He seems to get married
three times a week, regularly.

GEN. KOTEMK. Wall, he wants the dowry to
console him.

COUNT R. | am sck of town. | want a house
in the country.

MARQ. DE POIV. | am sck of the country. |
want a house in town.

BARON RAFF. Mes amis, | am extremely sorry
for you. It isout of the question.

PRINCE PETRO. But my son, Baron?

GEN. KOTEMK. But my nephew?

MARQ. DE POIV. But my house in town?

COUNT R.  But my house in the country?

MARQ. DE POIV. But my wife's diamond brace-
let?
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BABON RAFF. Gentlemen, impossble! The
old regime in Russa is dead; the funera begins
to-day.

COUNT R. Then | shall wait for the resurrection.

PRINCE PETRO. Yes, but, en attendant, what are
we to dot

BARON RAFF. What have we adways done in
Russa when a Czar suggests reform?—nothing.
You forget we are diplomatists. Men of thought
should have nothing to do with action. Reforms
in Russa are very tragic, but they dways end in
a farce.

COUNT R. | wish Prince Paul were here. By
the bye, | think this boy is rather ungrateful to
him. If that clever old Prince had not proclaimed
him Emperor at once without giving him time
to think about it, he would have given up his
crown, | believe, to the first cobbler he met in
the street.

PRINCE PETRO. But do you think, Baron, that
Prince Paul is redly going?

BARON RAFF. He is exiled.

PRINCE PETRO. Yes, but is he going?

BARON RAFF. | am sure of it; at least he told
me he had sent two telegrams dready to Paris
about his dinner.

COUNT R. Ah! that settles the matter.

CZAR [Coming forward]. Prince Paul had better
send a third telegram and order [ Counting them]
SiX extra places.

BARON RAFF. The devil!

CZAR. No, Baron, the Czar. Traitors! There
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would be no bad kings in the world if there were
no bad ministers like you. It is men such as
you who wreck mighty empires on the rock of
their own greatness. Our mother, Russia, hath
no need of such unnatural sons. You can make
no atonement now; it is too late for that. The
grave cannot give back your dead, nor the gibbet
your martyrs, but | shal be more merciful to
you. | give you your lives! That is the curse |
would lay on you. But if there is a man of you
found in Moscow by to-morrow night your heads
will be off your shoulders.

BARON RAFF. You remind us wonderfully, Sire,
of your Imperial father.

CZAR. | banish you al from Russa Your es-
tates are confiscated to the people. You may
carry your titles with you. Reforms in Russa,
Baron, aways end in a farce. You will have a
good opportunity, Prince Petrovitch, of prac-
tising self-denia, that excellent virtue! that ex-
cdlent virtue! So, Baron, you think a Parlia-
ment in Russa would be merely a place for
brawling. Well, | will see that the reports of
each ses5on are sent to you regularly.

BARON RAFF. Sre, you are adding another
horror to exile.

CZAR. But you will have such time for litera-
ture now. You forget you ae diplomdids.
Men of thought should have nothing to do with
action.

PRINCE PETRO. Sre, we did but jest.

CZAR. Then | banish you for your bad jokes.



606 THE PLAYS OF OSCAR WILDE [ACT iv

Bon voyage, Messeurs.  If you value your lives
you will catch the first train for Paris. [Exeunt
MINISTERS] Russa is well rid of such men as
these. They are the jackals that follow in the
lion's track. They have no courage themselves,
except to pillage and rob. But for these men
and for Prince Paul my father would have been
a good king, would not have died so horribly as
he did die. How strange it is, the most real parts
of one's life always seem to be a dream! The
council, the fearful law which was to kill the peo-
ple, the arrest, the cry in the courtyard, the
pistol-shot, my father's bloody hands, and then
the crown! One can live for years sometimes,
without living at al, and then al life comes
crowding into a sngle hour. | had no time to
think. Before my father's hideous shriek of death
had died in my ears | found this crown on my
head, the purple robe around me, and heard my-
«df cdled a king. | would have given it dl up
then; it seemed nothing to me then; but now, can
| give it up now? Wel, Colond, well? [Enter
COLONEL OF THE GUARD]

COLONEL. What password does your Imperia
Majesty desre should be given to-night?

CZAR. Password?

COLONEL. For the cordon of guards, Sire, on
night duty around the paace.

CZAR. You can digmiss them. | have no need
of them. [Exit COLONEL.] [Goes to the crown lying
on the table} What subtle potency lies hidden
in this gaudy bauble, the crown, that makes one
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feel like a god when one wears it? To hold in
one's hand this little fiery coloured world, to
reach out one's am to earth's uttermost limit,
to girdle the seas with oné's hosts; thisis to wear
acrown! to wear a crown! The meanest s&f in
Russa who is loved is better crowned than |I.
How love outweighs the balance! How poor ap-
pears the widest empire of this golden world when
matched with love! Pent up in this paace, with
spies dogging every step, | have heard nothing
of her; | have not seen her once since that fearful
hour three days ago, when | found myself sud-
denly the Czar of this wide waste, Russia. Oh,
could | see her for a moment; tell her now the
secret of my life | have never dared utter before;
tell her why | wear this crown, when | have sworn
eternal war againgt al crowned men! There was
a meeting to-night. | received my summons by
an unknown hand; but how could | go? | who
have broken my oath! who have broken my oath!

[Enter PAGE]

PAGE. It is after eleven, Sre. Shdl | take
the first watch in your room to-night?

CZAR. Why should you watch me, boy? The
dars are my best sentinels.

PAGE. Itwasyour Imperial father'swish, Sire,
never to be left alone while he dept.

CZAR. My father was troubled with bad dreams.
Go, get to your bed, boy; it is nigh on midnight,
and these late hours will spoil those red cheeks.
[PAGE tries to kiss his hand.] Nay, nay; we have
played together too often as children for that.
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Oh, to breathe the same ar as her, and not to
e her! the light seems to have gone from my
life, the sun vanished from my day.

PAGE. Sire—Alexis—let me stay with you
to-night! There is some danger over you; | feel
there is

CZAR. What should | fear? | have banished
al my enemies from Russa.  Set the brazier here,
by me; it is very cold, and | would sit by it for a
time. Go, boy, go; | have much to think about
to-night. [Goes to back of stage, draws aside cur-
tain. View of Moscow by moonlight] The snow
has fallen heavily since sunset. How white and
cold my city looks under this pae moon! And
yet what hot and fiery hearts beat in this icy
Russa, for dl its frost and snow! Oh, to see her
for amoment; to tell her dl; to tell her why | am
a king! But she docs not doubt me; she sad
she would trust in me. Though | have broken
my oath, she will have trust. It is very cold.
Where is my cloak? | shdl deep for an hour.
Then | have ordered my dedge, and, though | die
for it, | shal see Vera to-night. Did | not bid
thee go, boy? What! must | play the tyrant so
soon? Go, go! | cannot live without seeing her.
My horses will be here in an hour; one hour be-
tween me and love! How heavy this charcodl
fire amdls. [Exit the PAGE. Lies down on a couch
beside brazier.]

[Enter VERA in a black cloak,]

VERA. Adeep! God, thou art good! Who
shdl deliver him from my hands now? This is
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he!' The democrat who would make himsdf a
king, the republican who hath worn a crown, the
traitor who hath lied to us. Michagl was right.
He loved not the people. He loved me not.
[Bends over him] Oh, why should such deadly
poison lie in such sweet lips? Was there not gold
enough in his hair before, that he should tarnish
it with this crown? But my day has come now:
the day of the people, of liberty, has come!
Y our day, my brother, has come! Though | have
strangled whatever natureisin me, | did not think
it had been so easy to kill. One blow and it is
over, and | can wash my hands in water after-
wards, | can wash my hands afterwards. Come,
| shal save Russa. | have sworn it. [Raises
dagger to dtrike]

CZAR [Sarting up, seizes her by both hands}.
Vera, you here! My dream was no dream at dl.
Why have you left me three days alone, when |
most needed you? O God, you think | am a
traitor, a liar, a king? | am, for love of you.
Vera it was for you | broke my oath and wear
my father's crown. | would lay at your feet this
mighty Russa, which you and | have loved so
well; would give you this earth as a footstool! set
this crown on your head. The people will love
us. We will rule them by love, as a father rules
his children. There shdl be liberty in Russa
for every man to think as his heart bids him;
liberty for men to spesk as they think. | have
banished the wolves that preyed on us; | have
brought back your brother from Siberia; | have
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opened the blackened jaws of the mine. The
courier is dready on his way; within a week
Dmitri and dl those with him will be back in
their ownland. The people shal be free—are free
now—and you and |, Emperor and Empress of
this mighty realm, will walk among them openly,
in love. When they gave me this crown first, |
would have flung it back to them, had it not
been for you, Vera. 0 God! It is men's custom
in Russa to bring gifts to those they love. |
sad, | will bring to the woman | love a people,
an empire, aworld! Vera, it isfor you, for you
aone, | kept this crown; for you aone | am a
king. Oh, | have loved you better than my oath!
Why will you not spesk to me? You love me
not! Youlovemenot! You have cometowarn
me of some plot against my life. What is life
worth to me without you? [CONSPIRATORS mur-
mur outside]

VERA. Oh, lost! lost! lost!

CZAR. Nay, you are safe here. It wants five
hours still of dawn. To-morrow, | will lead you
forth to the whole people—

VERA. To-morrow. !

CZAR.  Will crown you with my own hands as
Empress in that great cathedral which my fathers
built.

VERA [Loosens her hands violently from him, and
starts up]. | am a Nihilist! | cannot wear a
crown!

CZAR [Falls at her feef]. | am no king now. |
am only a boy who has loved you better than hi?




ACT iv) VERA; OR, THE NIHILISTS i

honour, better than his oath. For love of the
people | would have been a patriot. For love of
you | have been a traitor. Let us go forth to-
gether, we will live amongst the common people.
| am no king. | will toil for you like the peasant
or the serf.  Oh, love me a little too! [CONSPIRA-
TOKS murmur outside,]

VERA [Clutching dagger]. To strangle whatever
nature is in me, neither to love nor to be loved,
neither to pity no——Oh, | am awoman! God
help me, | am awoman! 0 Alexisd | too have
broken my oath; | am atraitor. | love. Oh, do
not spesk, do not speak—[Kisses his lips|—the
firgt, the last time. [He clasps her in his arms;
they sit on the couch together.]

CZAR. | could die now.

VERA. What does death do in thy lips? Thy
life, thy love are enemies of death. Spesk not
of death. Not yet, not yet.

CZAR. | know not why death came into my
heart. Perchance the cup of life isfilled too full
of pleasure to endure. This is our wedding
night.

VERA. Our wedding night!

CZAR. And if death came himself, methinks
that | could kiss his pallid mouth, and suck sweet
poison from it.

VERA. Our wedding night! Nay, nay. Death
should not sit a the feast. There is no such thing
as death.

CZAR. There shal not be for us. [CONSPIRA-
TORS murmur outside,]
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VEEA. What isthat? Did you not hear some-
thing?

CZAR.  Only your voice, that fowler's note
which lures my heart away like a poor bird upon
the limed twig.

VERA. Methought that some one laughed.

CZAR. It was but the wind and rain; the night
is full of storm. [CONSPIRATORS murmur outside,]

VERA. It should be so indeed. Oh, where are
your guards? where are your guards?

CZAR. Where should they be but at home? |
shall not live pent round by sword and sed.
The love of a people is a king's best body-guard.

VERA. The love of a people!

CZAR. Swest, you are safe here.  Nothing can
harm you here. 0 love, | knew you trusted me!
You sad you would have trust.

VERA. | have had trust. O love, the past
seems but some dull grey dream from which our
ouls have wakened. This is life a lagt.

CZAR. Ay, life at last.

VERA. Our wedding night! Oh, let me drink
my fill of love to-night! Nay, Sweet, not yet, not
yet. How dtill it is, and yet methinks the air is
full of music. It is some nightingale, who, weary-
ing of the south, has come to sing in this bleak
north to lovers such aswe. It is the nightingae.
Dogt thou not hear it?

CZAR. Oh, sweet, mine ears are dogged to al
Sweet sounds save thine own voice, and mine eyes
blinded to al sghts but thee, ése had | heard
that nightingale, and seen the golden-vestured
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morning sun itsef steal from its sombre esst
before its time for jealousy that thou art twice
as fair.

VERA. Yet would that thou hadst heard the
nightingale. Methinks that bird will never sing
again.

CZAR. It is no nightingale. Tis love himsdf
singing for very ecdasy of joy that thou art
changed into his votaress. [Clock begins striking
twelve] Oh, listen, swest, it is the lover's hour.
Come, let us stand without, and hear the mid-
night answered from tower to tower over the
wide white town. Our wedding night! What is
that? What is that?

[Loud murmurs of CONSPIRATORS in the street.]

VERA [Breaks from him and rushes across the
stage]. The wedding guests are here aready!
Ay, you shdl have your sign! [Sabs herself.]
Y ou shdl haveyour sign! [Rushestothewindow.]

CZAR [Intercepts her by rushing between her and
mndow, and snatches dagger out of her hand]. Vera

VERA [Clinging to him]. Give me back the dag-
gerl Give me back the dagger! There are men
in the street who seek your life!  Your guards
have betrayed you! This bloody dagger is the
signal that you are dead. [CONSPIRATORS begin to
shout beloiv in the street] Oh, there is not a mo-
ment to be lost! Throw it out! Throw it out!
Nothing can save me now; this dagger is poisoned!
| feel death aready in my heart.

CZAR [Holding dagger out of her reach]. Death
isin my heart too; we shdl die together.
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YERA. Oh, lovel love! love! be merciful to me!
The wolves are hot upon you! you must live for
liberty, for Russia, for me!' Oh, you do not love
me! You offered me an empire once! Give me
this dagger now! Oh, you are cruel! My lifefor
yours! What doesit matter? [Loud shoutsinthe
street, 'VERA! VERA! To the rescue! To the res
cuel']

CZAR. The bitterness of death is past for me.

VERA. Oh, they are breaking in below! Sed
The bloody man behind you! [CZAR turns round
for an ingant] Ah! [VERA snatches dagger and
flings it out of window.]

CONSPS. [Below]. Long live the people!

CZAR. What have you done?

VERA. | have saved Russia. [Dies]

TABLEAU
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DRAMATIS PERSONS

SIMONE GESSO (Duke of Padua).

BEATRICE (his Wife).

ANDREA POLLAIUOLO (Cardinal of Padua).
MAFFIO PETRUCCI |

JEPPO VITELOZZO  (of the Duca Household).
TADDEO BARDI

GUIDO FERRANTI.

ASCANIO CRISTOFANO (his Friend).

COUNT MORANZONE.

BERNARDO CAVALCANTI (Chief Judticiar of Padua).
HUGO (the Public Executioner).

LUCIA (a Tirewoman).

Serving-Men, Burghers, Soldiers, Falconers, Monks;
etc.

Scene—Padua
Time—Latter half of the sixteenth century.

ACT | Market place a Padua.
ACT Il Room in the Duca Pdace.
ACT Il Corridor in the Duca Pdace
ACT IV Hal of Justice.

ACTV Prison.
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ACT |

MARKET-PLACE AT PADUA, NOON

In the background the Cathedral, a building of
black and white marble in the Romanesque style.
Marble steps lead up to the great door; at foot of
these two massive stone lions. Houses on eithef
side, with bright-coloured awnings at the windows,
and stone arcades along thefront. To right afoun-
tain,—a Triton in antique bronze, blowing his conch
at the entrance of his cave. Round the basin runs a
stone bench. The Cathedral bells are ringing, and
the citizens, men and women and children, are
flocking into Church.

GUIDO FERRANTI and ASCANIO CRISTOFANO

ASCANIO. Sure as I'm a man with the breath
o' life in me, I'll not budge a step further; dse
shal | have no breath left,—to curse withal.
'‘Od's mdison on this jack o' lantern dance, say |!
[Sits down on the stone bench.]

GUIDO. Nay, lad! it must be here. [Accosts a
passer-by, doffing his cap.] Pardon me, Sir, is this
the Market-Place, and yonder the Church of
Santa Croce? [Citizen nods] Thanks, good Sr.

ASCANIO. Wdl?
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GUIDO. Yed this is the spot.

ASCANIO. F faith, |1 would ‘twere any other;
there's never a tavern in sight.

GUIDO [Takes a letter from his pocket and reads|.
"Time—noon; town—Padua; place—the Market
square; day—St. Philip's.”

ASCANIO. And the man? How says it we are
to know him?

GUIDO [Reads]. "I shall wear a violet cloak,
with asilver falcon embroidered on the shoulder,"
—qgay apparel, Ascanio!

ASCANIO. I'd liefer havemy leathern jerkin. And
dost think he will give thee tidings of thy father?

GUIDO. Surely. Dost not remember? 'tis scarce
aweek agone, | wasin the vineyard, at the corner
by the high-road, just where the goats aye bresk
in, when a man came riding by who asked me if
my name was Guido. Then he gave me this letter
sgned "Thy father's Friend," bidding me come
hither to-day, if | would learn the secret of my
birth. | have alway deemed old Pietro my uncle,
but the letter said ‘twas not so,—that | had but
been entrusted to his charge by one whom he had
never seen again.

ASCANIO. Dost not know then who thy father
was?

GUIDO.  No.

ASCANIO. Hast no recollection at al of him?

GUIDO. None, Ascanio, none.

ASCANIO [Laughing]. Ah! then he can never
have fetched thee so many a shrewd clout o' the
head as mine did me!
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GUIDO [Smiling]. Didst never deserve 'em, of
course, dear lad!

ASCANIO. Never! that was just the sin and
shameo't. Notoncedid conscienceround mel was
guilty, never oncel—What hour did he appoint?

GUIDO. Noon. [Cathedral dock strikes]

ASCANIO. Tis that now, and our man is not
here. | don't believe in him, Guido: | misdoubt
'tis some wench hath cast soft eyes on thee. |
have companied thee from Perugia to Padua—
now, o' my life, thou shalt company me to the
nearest tavern. [Rises] By the great gods of
appetite, Guido, I'm as sharp-set for meat as a
widow for a husband, as weary of walking as a
maid of moralising, and as dry as a sermon.
Come, Guido! why stand there a-gape at nothing,
like the village idiot, would peep into his own
pate! Thy man is not coming.

GUIDO. | fear thou'rt i* the right. Hal [Just
as he is preparing to go off ivith ASCANIO, COUNT
MORANZONE appears in a violet cloak having a silver
falcon embroidered on the shoulder. He goes up
stage to the Cathedral; as he is on the point of enter-
ing the church, GUIDO springs up the steps and inter-
cepts him]

MORANZONE. Guido Ferranti, thou art well
true to time.

GUIDO. Then my father lives?

MORANZONE. Yea, he lives—in thee. Dogt fa
vour him in features, bearing, gait and al outward
semblance; | pray thou be his match in mind and
mettle.
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GUIDO. Tdl me of my father! For this mo-
ment only have | lived.

MORANZONE. We should be adone.

GUIDO. Thisis my trustiest friend, who for the
love he bears me hath come with me to Padua;
there is no secret we share not as brothers.

MOEANZONE. One secret thou must not confide
to him.

GUIDO [To ASCANIQ]. Return in an hour's time.
He knows not there is naught in this world can
dim theflawlessmirror of our love. For one hour
farewel|!

ASCANIO. Tak not with him, he hath the evil
gye

GUIDO [Laughing]. No, no, | have no doubt he
will tel me | am a great lord in Italy, and long
and merry days await us. Leave us for an hour,
dear lad! [Exit ASCANIO] Now tell me of my
father. [Sts down on the stom bench.] Was he
tall? This at any rate | know for sure, he sa his
horse right gallantly. His hair was dark?—may-
hap a red gold, like the glint of fire? Was his
voice soft and low? Doughty warriors sometimes
have a gentle ring of voice. Or was it like the
bettle clarion that shatters the foemen's array?
Rode he aone to war, or with a brave company
of squires and valorous riders? Nay! | feel oft
as if the blood of Kings pulsed through my veins.
Was he a King?

MOBANZONE. He was the kingliest of men.

GUIDO [Proudly]. So, when last you saw him,
my noble father towered high above the rest.
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MORANZONE. High above others heads—[ Going
up to GUIDO and laying a hand on his shoulder]
there on the scaffold, where the headsman's axe
lay ready for his neck.

GUIDO [Starting back]. Who art thou, dreadful
man, who likearaven, with itsghostly cry, comest
from the grave to bring this hapless news?

MORANZONE. Men cdl me here the Count
Moranzone, Lord of a poor mountain hold, a few
starveling acres and a scanty crew of henchmen.
Yet was | once a Noble of Parma's noblest,—nay!
more than that, | was thy father's friend.

GUIDO [Seizing the COUNT'Shand].  Tell me of him.

MORANZONE. Thou art Lorenzo's son, the great
Duke, whose banner waved o'er many a hard-
fought field, in battle with the Saracen infidels.
He was Prince of Parma and Duke of al the fair
relm of Lombardy up to the wals of Florence;
yeal Florence itsdlf was tributary to him.

GUIDO. Come to his death.

MORANZONE. Thou'lt hear that soon enough!
He was a war,—oh! noble warrior-lion that in
al Italy would never suffer wrong to be—he led
the fine flower of chivalry againgt the Lord of
Rimini, that foul adulterer Giovanni Madatesta—
whom God requite—and was lured by him into a
traitorous ambush, bound in caitiff fetters and
like a low-lived rascd, like a baseborn knave,
butchered by the common headsman before al
men's eyes

GUIDO [Grasping his dagger]. And Maatesta
lives?
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MORANZONE. No, he is dead.

GUIDO. Dead, you say? Oh! over-hasty
Desath, hadst but tarried a short while for me, |
would have done thine office for thee.

MORANZONE [Clasping the young man's wrist].
Tis not too late! The man who sold him is yet
dive.

GUIDO. $Sold him? my father was sold?

MORANZONE. Yeal sold like a head of bestid;
bartered and betrayed for pelf, higgled and chaf-
fered for in secret bargain, by one he thought the
paragon of freres,—his bosom friend in whom he
trusted, whose love he had knitted to himself by
countless benefits.  Who on this earth sows kind-
ness regps only base ingratitude.

GUIDO. So thou'rt alive, false Judas? Well, |
will make the wide world thy Potter's field,—go,
buy it forthwith, for verily thou must hang there.

MORANZONE. Judas, thou saidst? Yeal Judas
in hisunfaith, but he was craftier than Judas was,
thirty pieces of silver he deemed too scant a price.

GUIDO. And what gat he for my father's head?

MORANZONE. What gat he? Why, cities, fiefs
and principalities—vineyards and broad lands.

GUIDO. Whereof he shdl keep but six poor feet
of soil, torot in. Whereishe, the accursed villain,
tell mewhere? Show methefellow, and though he
come ged clad from head to foot, armoured and
malled in panoply, yeal guarded by a thousand
horsemen,—yet will | pierce the bulwark of their
soears and see his black heart's blood digtil its
latest drop from off my blade. 1 will kill him.
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MORANZONE [Speaking deliberately]. Fool, dost
cdl that revenge? Death is thefind lot of dl us
mortds, and if he come suddenly, why, then 'tis
s0 much gained! [Goes close up to GUIDO,] Thy
father was sold, sold,—be that thy cue; sl thou
the sdler in thy turn! Thou must to Court, sit
at the same board with him, eat of the same bread.

GUIDO.  Ah, bitter bread!

MORANZONE. Thy palate is too nice; vengeance
will sweeten the taste. o' nights thou must be his
boon-companion at the revel, his closest friend,
that he may cling confidingly to thee and tell thee
al his wiles. Laugh, if he asks thy merriment;
runs his humour to melancholy, don mourning
weeds!  When the time is ripe—[GUIDO grasps his
sword]. No, no, | cannot trust thee; thy hot-
blooded youth and unbridled temper will not wait
for this dow satisfaction, but will shipwreck our
schemes of vengeance.

GUIDO, You know me not. Tell me his name,
and | will follow your counsd in dl ways.

MORANZONE. When the time is fully come, the
victim lulled adeep, the hour favourable, | will
send thee secretly asign by aspeedy messenger.

GUIDO.  Speak, how isthe man to die?

MORANZONE.  That night thou must clamber to
hisdeepingroom,—noteit well!

GUIDO. Nay, have no fear.

MORANZONE. | know not if crime-laden folk do
deep; but if he degps, then wake him firgt, and
grip him by the throat—so, dost understand? Tl
him of what blood thou art, of whose begetting,
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and the motive of thy vengeance; then let him
cringe to thee, cringe on his bended knees. Let
him proffer thee his hoarded treasures for hislife,
and when he sacrifices al his fortune, say this. ' |
want not gold, mercy | know not/—and straight-
way to thy task. Now swear, thou wilt not day
him ere | give the word; dse | return home again
and leave thee yet in ignorance and thy father
unavenged.

GUIDO. | swear by my father's battle-flag——

MORANZONE. The headsman tore it to tatters
in the open Market-square.

GUIDO. By my father'sgrave then——

MORANZONE. Grave! What grave? Thy galant
father hath no grave. His dust was scattered to
the winds, his ashes borne by the breeze about the
dreets like chaff that pricks the eyes of beggar-
men. His head was spiked before the gaol, tricked
out in mockery with a paper crown, that the scur-
rilous rabble of the town might whet their ribald
tongues at his expense.

GUIDO. Was dl thisso? Then by my father's
spotless name, by his shameful, hideous death, by
his friend's abject villainy,—these things at least
remain,—by these | swear | will not assall his life
until you bid me—then God help his soul; he shall
die, die worse than a dog's death! And now, the
sgn?

MORANZONE.  This dagger, thy father's dagger,

GUIDO. Oh! let me s it dose ARl now | re-
member me how my so-cdled uncle, good old man,
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spake of acloak,—as ababe | was wrapped in it,—
whereon were woven in gold two leopards such as
these; in sted as here they like me better,—they're
fitter for my purpose. Speak, Sr, have you no
word to give mefrommy father?

MORANZONE. Thou never saw'st thy father—
After his fase friend had bewrayed him, | only
escgped of al his liegemen to carry the fatal news
to Parma to the Duchess.

GUIDO. Téel me of my mother.

MORANZONE. Thy mother—she was a very
Saint of purity—fell into a swoon at the tidings,
was saized with pangs of childbirth 'fore the time
—she had been wed but seven short months—and
brought thee prematurely into the world. Then
fled her soul heavenward, to welcome thy father
a the gate of Paradise.

GUIDO. The mother dead, the father bought
and sold!  Meseems as though | stood upon a be-
leaguered rampart, and messenger after messenger
came to bring me Job's tidings. Prithee, let me
get my breath; my ears are dinned with ill news.

MORANZONE. When thy mother died, in fear of
foes | spread the report that thou too wast dead;
then | spirited thee away, and carried thee to a
trusty vassd, who dwells at Perugia; thou know'st
therest.

GUIDO.  Saw you ever my father again?

MORANZONE. Yea, once; clad in the mean garb
of avinedresser, | crept to Rimini.

GUIDO.  Oh noble heart!

MORANZONE. At Rimini everything isto be had
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for gold—I bribed his gaolers.  When thy father
learned that a son was born to him, his eye flashed
clear beneath his brows, like distant lightning on
the main. He gripped my hand, and made me
swear to rear thee worthily of him,—and | took
the oath. Do thou revenge his death on the false
friend!

GUIDO. For my dead father's sske, | thank
thee. . . . Now hisname?

MORANZONE. How thou remind'st me of him!
in every lineament thou'rt hisfellow.

GUIDO. The villain's name!

MORANZONE. Thou'lt learn it soon; the Duke
Iseen now on hisway hither, with his Court.

GUIDO. What of that? Tel me his name!

MORANZONE. Think'st not they make a gallant
band of worshipful and stalwart gentlemen?

GUIDO. The name, Count!

[The DUKE OF PADUA enters, attended by COUNT
BARDI, MAFFIO PETRUcci, and other noblemen of his
Court.]

MORANZONE [Quickly]. The man to whom |
kned isthy father'smurderer. Mark him!

GUIDO [Reachingfor the dagger]. The Duke!

MORANZONE. Keep thy fingers from the sted.
What, dost forget so soon?—[Kneels to the DUKE]
My noble Lord!

DUKE. Greeting to ye, Moranzone, 'tis long
snce we have seen you at Padua. We were hunt-
ing yesterday around your Castle—you cdl it a
Cedlle, yon chilly house wherein you st mumbling
oer your beads, amaking your confesson like a
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good old man. | am never like to be a good old
man; God would be outwearied with the confession
of my sinsl [Sees GUIDO, and draws back] Who is
that yonder?

MORANZONE. My sister's son, your Grace! just
come of age for bearing arms; he would fain tarry
a while at Court.

DUKE [Sill gazing at GUIDO]. How is he caled?

MORANZONE. Guido Ferranti, my Lord!

DUKE. Of what city?

MORANZONE. He springs from Mantua.

DUKE [Approaching GUIDO]. Thou hast the eyes
of one | knew,—but he died childless. Thou
would'st serve with me? well, we lack soldiers—
Art honest, sirrah? Then make no truck with
thine honesty, keep it for thyself. At Padua hon-
ey is deemed ostentation; so 'tis clean out o
fashion there. Look, see these lords, they smell
of amber and perfumes. . . .

BARDI [Aside]. For sure the poisoned shaft is
amed a us.

DUKE. Every man thou seest hath his price;
albeit—to pose as incorruptible—some st it high.

BARDI. | thought as much.

DUKE. $o give up honesty. Singularity is no
profitable quality, abeit in these stae, flat, in-
spid days, the very most singular thing a man
can do is to have wits, for then the rabble jeers
him. Therabblel scornthouitas| do. Itspraise
isfroth, and | count its windy favour accordingly.
Popularity is the one insult | have never had to
abide.
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MAFFIO [Asidg]. He hath had no lack of hate,
an that be what he craves.

DUKE. Be crafty; in thy dealingswith the world,
curb thine impetuousness! Think twice! The
first impulse is oftcnest good-natured.

GUIDO [Asidg]. On his lips Sts a toad that dis-
tils its venom thence.

DUKE. Give heed to foes, dse will the world
think light of thee; 'tisinits eyes aproof of power.
Yet show a smiling mask of friendship to every
man, till what time thou hast him safe in hand.
Then crush him!

GUIDO [Aside]. Oh, wise Philosopher!  Art dig-
ging a deep grave for thine own self.

MORANZONE [To GUIDO]. Dost mark his words?

GUIDO. Yea, only too well!

DUKE. And never beover scrupulous; the hand
that is clean is empty, and offers a pitiful show.
Would'st have the lion's share in life's good
things, why, don the fox's skin; it will bestead
thee well. 'Tis a coat that fits every man, fat
and lean, great and small; who makes thee such
a codt, is a tailor who will never lack for cus
tomers.

GUIDO. Your Grace, | will remember.

DUKE. Good, my lad, good! | carenot to have
about me shallow fools, that mete out the gold of
life with niggling scruples, and shifting, shuffling,
come to shipwreck; failure isthe one fault | never
know. Let me have men about me. Conscience
is but a name that dastard cowardice scrawls on
the shield. Dost understand me, sirrah?
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GUIDO. Yes, your Grace, in dl ways will |
obey your golden rule.

MAFFO. Never have | seen your Grace so much
inclined for preaching; the Cardinal must have
an eye to his laurds.

DUKE. My gospd is practised by the world,
his only talked about. 1 think little of the Car-
dinal; he must needs be a pious churchman that
will deny his tediousness. Wdll, young sr, we
number thee to-day amongst our Household.
[Reaches GUIDO his hand to kus] GUIDO starts back
in horror, but at a warning gesture from COUNT
MORANZONE, kneels and kisses the DUKE'S hand.]
Henceforward thou must be accoutred as beseems
our Court and thine own honour.

GUIDO. From my heart | thank your Grace.

DUKE. Tel me again; what was your name?

GUIDO. Guido Ferranti, my Lord.

DUKE. From Mantua? Have a care for your
wives, when so trim a gallant comes to Padua.
Yea, you do well to laugh, Count Bardi, | know
right well how merry-hearted is the man at whose
hearth sits an uncomely wife.

MAFFIO. By leave, your Grace, the dames of
Padua are above suspicion.

DUKE. What, are dl foul-featured? Come, the
Cardina hath long been waiting our pious con-
sort; why, folk should clip him both his sermon
and hisbeard. Will you with us, Count, and help
us hear a homily of good . Jerome.

MORANZONE [Botving]. Alas, my Lord. . . .

DUKE [Interrupting], Spare your excuses,



632 THE PLAYS OF OSCAR WILDE [ACT i

you would as lief miss the Mass. Now follow
al.
[ Disappears with his train into the Cathedral ]

GUIDO [After a pause]. My father was the
Duke's victim, and | kissed his hand!

MORANZONE. Oft do it in the future!

GUIDO. Must I?

MORANZONE. Yeal thou hast sworn an oath.

GUIDO. My oath doth make me hard as granite.

MORANZONE. Farewell, my son; thou see'st me
no more till the time is ripe.

GUIDO. | implore you, come soon.

MORANZONE. | will be to hand, when the time
is ripe; be ready!

GUIDO. Have no fear.

MORANZONE. Y onder comesthy friend. Banish
him from Padua, and from thy heart.

GUIDO. Yea from Padua; from my heart, no.

MORANZONE. Nay, it must needsbe. | will not
leave thce, till thou hast done it.

GUIDO. Do you grudge me every friend?

MORANZONE. Revenge be thy friend, thou
need'st no other.

GUIDO. Well, well, so be it!

ASCANIO [ASCANIO CRISTOFANO enters]. Guido,
lad, 1 have outdone thee every way. | have drunk
aflask of wine, eaten a pasty and kissed the serv-
ing-wench. Thou look'st as down i' the mouth
as a schoolboy that cannot buy him apples, or a
potwalloper that cannot sdl his vote. What is
the news, Guido?

GUIDO. Ascanio, we two must part.
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ASCANIO. That may be something new, but
tis not true.

GUIDO. Too true, Ascanio; thou must now
begone, and should'st never see my face again.

ASCANIO.  No, no; thou dost not know me
redly, Guido mine. | am but a lowly farmer's
son, ill practised in the use of courtly manners;
50 | can till, an thou art of noble lineage, be thy
henchman. | will guard thee truer than an hire-
ling doth.

GUIDO [Seizing his hand]. Ascanio!  [Sees
MORANZONE'S menacing look and drops ASCANIO'S
hand.] It cannot be.

ASCANIO. Hath it come to this with thee?
Why, methought the friendship of the antique
world was not yet dead, that the Roman exemplar
might in our flat, sale and unheroic days yet find
its worthy counterpart. By the love that deeps
peaceful as the summer sees, what fortune hath
betid thee? May | share it?

GUIDO. Shareit?

ASCANIO. Yea, share it.

GUIDO. Never, never.

ASCANIO. Hath an heritage come to thee—a
Cadlle with strong towers, and gold to boot?

GUIDO [Bitterly]. Yea, | have entered on mine
heritage.  Oh, bloody legacy, horrid heirship!
Verily must | guard it anxioudy like any miser,
and keep al for myself! Wherefore, | prithee,
leave me now.

ASCANIO.  What, must we never more Sit hand
in hand, as once we used, buried so deep in an old
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tome of chivary that curly head touched curly
head? must we never more play truant, and away
to follow the huntsman through the Autumn
woods, and watch the falcons shake off their
jesses, as puss breaks from the covert?

GUIDO. Never more.

ASCANIO. Must | leave thee then without one
fond word?

GUIDO. Leave me, and my love go with thee.

ASCANIO.  Unknightly, churlish thy behaviour!

GUIDO.  Unknightly, churlish—yea, an thou
wilt. . . . Why waste more usdess words? Fare
thee well!

ASCANIO. Hast thou no word of kindly parting,
Guido?

GUIDO. No. The past dl lies behind me like a
dream. To-day a new life begins. Farewell!

ASCANIO. Farewdl! [Exit Sowly and reluctantly.]

GUIDO. Wél, are you content? Saw you not
how | drave from me my friend and staunchest
comrade, as he were a kitchen scullion? Oh, to
think | could treat him sol—Are you now content?

MORANZONE. | am content. But now my way
is back to my desert fortalice in the hills.  Forget
not the token,—thy father's dagger. When as |
snd it thee, fulfil thy task! -

GUIDO. Be sure | will. [Exit COUNT MOBAN-
ZONE.] Oh, Everliving God, should my soul yet
retain some trace of human nature—kindly ruth
or soft sympathy,—wither, consume, destroy it!
An Thou dogt not, | must myself cut compassion
with cold stedl from out my heart, | must smother
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pity in my deep o' nights, that it speak not within
me. Revenge for me! Revenge, be thou my
bedfellow, my bosom friend, sit thou by me, ride
with me to the chase; if | am aweary, sing me
sweet songs, if | am light-hearted, make merry
with me, and if | dream, whisper in mine ear the
hideous story of my father's murder—Said |
murder? [Draws his dagger.] Then hear me,
God of Vengeance! Oh, God, Thou God which
punishest dl perjury, may Thine angels record
this my solemn oath in flamesof fire, that till the
day | expiate my father's death with blood, | will
forego the noble ties of honourable friendship, the
noble joys of comradeship, the union of loving
souls and heartfelt gratitude—yea, more, from
this hour forth | do foreswear the love of women
and that hollow bauble men cdl female loveliness
—[The organ peals out in the Cathedral. Beneath
a canopy of cloth of silver borne by four pages in
scarlet, the DUCHESS OF PADUA descends the Church
steps; as she passes GUIDO, their eyes meet for an
instant, and as she leaves the stage, she turns to look
back at the young man, whose dagger dropsfrom his
hand.] Say, who is yonder lady?
BURGHER. = The Duchess of Padual

ENDOFACTI



ACT Il

A STATE APAKTMENT IN THE DUKE'S CASTLE

The walls are hung with tapestry representing the
festal procession of Venus and the Graces. A wide
central door leads onto a loggia with pillars of red
marble, affording a view over Padua. To right, a
great canopy, with three thrones, one being higher
than the others. The ceiling is decorated with long
gilt rays to imitate sunbeams. Furniture of the
period,—seats covered in gilt and embossed |eather,
buffets set out with gold and silver plate, and chests
painted with mythological scenes. A throng of
Courtiers stands outside on the loggia, looking into
the street below, from which ascends the roaring of a
disorderly rabble, and shouts of "Down with the
DUKE." After a short pause, enter the DUKE, very
calm. He leans on FERRANTI'S arm, and is accom-
panied by the CARDINAL. The outcries continue
unabated.

DUKE. No, Cardina, | have had full enough of
her; she is worse than wicked,—good.

MATTIO [Excitedly]. Two thousand folk, High
ness, are come together, clamouring more inso’
lently every moment.

DUKE. Pshaw! they but offend their lungs!
Who brawls so loud, my lords, will do us no hurt;
the only foes | fear are the dlent ones. [Howls
from the crowd.] Look you, Cardina, how my

536
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people loves me; they offer me a serenade, | had
liefer hear it than any soft complaining of the lute.
ISt not ecstasy to hearken to it? {Renewed out-
cry.] Alas they be a trifle out of tune; there-
foremust my men shoot at them. A cats concert
| cannot brook. Petrucci, go tell the Captain of
our Guard below to clear the Square. Art hard
0 hearing? Do what | wish.  [Exit PETRUCCI ]

CARDINAL. | do beseech your Grace, give ear
to their distress.

DUKE [Seating himself on the throne].  Why, yes,
the pears all this year have never been so fine as
of yore. | pray you pardon, Cardinal, | thought
you spake of pears. [A shout of joyfrom the popu-
lace] What means that?

GUIDO [Rushes to the window]. The Duchess is
below in the Square,—pacing betwixt the soldiers
and the folk, to stay the firing.

DUKE. The Foul Fiend have her!

GUIDO [Sill at the window]. Now hath she en-
tered the Palace—a dozen burghers after her.

DUKE [Springing up].  The Duchess, by Heaven!
she doth presume too far.

BARDI.  She is here.

DUKE. Shut yonder door; the morning air
gdrikes cold. [The door onto the loggia henceforth
remains closed—The DUCHESS enters, followed by a
band of shabbily clad burghers)]

BEATRICE [Falling on her knees|. | do beseech
your Grace;, hear our petition.

DUKE. Am | atailor, lady wife, that you appear
before me with so ragged a crew?
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BEATRICE. Their rags make manifest, me-
thought, their distress more clearer than | can
myself.

DUKE. Wherein standeth their distress?

BEATRICE. All, my good lord, day by day they
do endure such dole as neither you nor | nor ever
a one of al these noble lords have ever used to
have the faintest thought of. Why, the very
bread they eat is baked of half rotten husks.

FIRST BURGHER. Yea, nothing but husks.

DUKE. A fine nourishing food; | give it my
own nags.

BEATRICE [Persisting]. And the water that
flows into the town cigterns is corrupted by the
breach of the aqueduct to foul swamps and miry
pools.

DUKE. Drink wine; water ismost unwholesome.

SECOND BURGHER. Ah, but, your Grace, the
tolls are grown so high that be levied at the city
gate that wine is not for us.

DUKE. Then commend the tolls, seeing they
keep you sober.

BEATRICE. Think how we flaunt in pomp and
splendour here, and lack naught that luxury and
wedth can crave, with hosts of servants to obey
our every nod. Whiles through their sunless lanes
dinks haggard misery, and with sharp knife
gedthily and noisdedy dits the little children's
throats.

THIRD BURGHER. Yea verily, so 'tis; my pretty
lad died yesterday of hunger. He was Sx years
old; I am so poor | cannot bury him.
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DUKE. Art poor? then dost not fee happy to
sy as much? Why, poverty is a Christian virtue;
[To the CARDINAL] ist not so? You, Cardind, |
know have fat livings, tythes and lands,—that
makeyou ready enow to preach voluntary poverty.

BEATRICE. My noble Duke, my husband, be
pitiful! Whiles we st here in proud paaces with
pillared porticoes to guard us from the sun, with
walls and roofs to keep out the winter's cold,
there's many a burgher here in Padua lives in o
vile ahole that rain and snow and blustering wind
are fellow lodgers with him. Others deep of
autumn nights under the arches of the city
bridges, till the damp mists stiffen their limbs, and
fever comes, and then——

DUKE. —they ae safe hid in Abraham's
bosom. Them that be so wretched here below,
| send 'em up to Heaven. And do they ever
thank me for't? [To the CARDINAL,] Standsit not
somewhere st down in Holy Writ, that every
man should be content with that state of life God
sends him? Why must | meddle therewith, and
botch the handiwork of al-wise Providence? It
hath decreed that some men starve, whiles others
feast. The world is none of my making.

FIRST BURGHER. The Duke hath a hard heart.

SECOND BURGHER. Higt, neighbour, | hope the
Cardind is going to spesk for us.

CARDINAL. Verily 'tis a Chrigtian duty to bear
poverty, for God doth appoint a rich reward
thereto; yet is it no less Christian to be charitable,
to dill hunger and hed pain. Meseems here in
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our city are many wrongs Your Highness wisdom
should reform.

FIRST BURGHER. What is this " reform"! What
means it, eh?

SECOND BURGHER. ‘Faithl it means this, to let
dl beas'tis. | would have somewhat dse.

DUKE. Reform! you, Cardinal, spake of reform?
In Germany livesaman called L uther, who would
fain reform your Roman Church. Wédll, have ye
not proclaimed him heretic, and hang not the
Church's ban and interdict over his head?

CARDINAL [Sarting up]. He hath lured the
flock from out the fold,—all we ask is that you
feed the sheep.

DUKE. | have shorntheir fleece, so | may well
feed them. But the rebels—[The DUCHESS raises
appealing hands}.

FIRST BURGHER. Hist! a word of pity, he will
grant us some boon.

SECOND BURGHER. Dogt think so?

DUKE. For this ragged rabble that comes here
before me—their mouths are swollen with
treason——

THIRD BURGHER. Softly, my noble Duke; then
stop 'em with bread. We will be quiet enow then.

DUKE. Nay, but ye shall keep quiet, hungry or
full. My lords, so mutinous have grown the times,
the yokel scarce lifts his hat and fears no blows,
while the day labourer hustles the noble in the
open street. Now God hath appointed me for
scourge to this rout, to chagtise them for their
ans
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BEATRICE. By what right? Art Ihou so Snless?

DUKE. If virtue punish sin, 'tis naught; but let
gn chasten sin; then is God well plessed.

BEATRICE. Have you no awe of Heaven?

DUKE. Have | aught to fear? Man's enemy,
am | not God's friend? [Tothe BURGHERS.] Now,
my good, trusty men of Padua, anent the petition
of the Duchess,—to deny a boon to so fair an
advocate, were to lack love and courtesy,—I
promise this, to do something for your distress——

HRST BURGHER. Now is he going to abolish
the tolls!

SECOND BURGHER. Or havethem giveuseach a
loaf of bread!

DUKE. Next Sunday shdl the Cardina choose
for his sermon after the blessed Mass the text:
"how beautiful a thing it is to be obedient!"
[Murmurs from the BURGHERS)]

FIRST BURGHER. That will not fill our bellies.

SECOND BURGHER. A sermon is but a poor
sauce, an a man have nothing more.

BEATRICE. Poor folk, ye see | have no weight
with the Duke; but get you to the Castle yard,
and my treasurer shall share amongst you an hun-
dred ducats from my chest, abeit gold is not d-
way over plentiful therein.

ALMONER. An hundred ducats is the whole sum
it holds.

BEATRICE. Givethemwhat | have.

FIRST BURGHER. God keep the Duchess!

SECOND BURGHER. God keep her Grace!

BEATRICE. And every Monday morn bread
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ghdl be given to them in need. [The BURGHERS
bow themselves out.]

FIRST BURGHER [As he goes]. God keep the
Duchess, say | again.

DUKE [Calling him back]. Come hither, fellow!
What is thy name?

HRST BURGHER. Dominic, my Lord.

DUKE. A fine name! Prithee, why Dominic,
and no other?

FIRST BURGHER [Scratching his head]. Because
that |1 was born on S. George's day.

DUKE. An excelent good reason! Here's a
ducat for thee; now shout likewise—God keep
the Duke!

FIRST BURGHER [Feebly]. God keep the Duke!

DUKE. Louder, fellow, louder!

FIRST BURGHER [A trifle louder]. God keep the
Dukel

DUKE. More gleefully, fellow; put more heart
in't! See, here's another ducat for thee.

FIRST BURGHER [Overjoyed]. God keep the Duke.

DUKE [Mockingly]. My lords, the love of this
smple fellow stirs me deeply. [Addressing the
BURGHER roughly.} Begonesirrah! [ExitBURGHER,
bowing low.] Thisisthetrick o't to buy popular-
ity nowadays. Yea, we are naught, if we be not
democraticd. [To the DUCHESS] So, gracious
lady, you dtir up mutiny amongst our citizens,
and by your daly ams-giving have filched the
love o' the common herd. | cannot suffer this.

BEATRICE [Cadting a glance at GUIDO]. You are
in error, my Lord; they love me not.
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DUKE. | will not have you give bread to the
folk, only because they be hungry.

BEATRICE. The poor have unimpeachable
rights,—the right to pity and the right to mercy.

DUKE. Thou pratest to me of rights? And this
is the woman for whose sake | forewent my clam
to three of the fairest towns in Italy, Pisa, Genoa
and Orvieto.

BEATRICE. Promised, my lord, but not ful-
filled! you broke your word, as away.

DUKE. You do me wrong. Reasons of State
itwas. . ..

BEATRICE. What cause of State can justify the
breach of plighted word?

DUKE. There is a forest nigh Pisa, yea, cose
by the city, where wild-boars lurk; when | prom-
ised Pisato thy father,—the sanguine fool,—I had
forgot the fine sport there.

BEATRICE. The man that is foresworn in hon-
our, my lord, doth forget al.

DUKE. In Genoa, that is the place—yea, | am
sure on't—they say red surmullet do swim in the
bay more plentiful than anywhere in Italy.
[Turning to one of his train] You, my lord, you
sem a hearty trencherman, you can tell our
Duchess if 'tis true.

BEATRICE. And Orvieto?

DUKE [Yaiming]. It hath dipped my remem-
brance, why | gave him not Orvieto,—in terms
of our covenant. Mayhap | felt not so digposed.
[Going up to the DUCHESS] Now, look about you.
Here you are done. Back to France is many a
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long dusty mile; and even there, your father
keeps at his Court a bare hundred paltry knights.
Hope'st yet for championship? Who of all these
lords, the noble cavaiers of Padua, stands true
to thee?

BEATRICE. Not one. [GUIDO startsforward, but
restrains himself,]

DUKE. And never will, so long as | am Duke
in Padua. Understand me,—I have had enow of
thy charitable ways; thou art my property, so do
what | bid. An 'tis my will to hold thee in the
house, my Paace here must be thy prison; and
if 1 will thou goest forth abroad, thou must from
morn till eve be free as air.

BEATRICE. What right have you . . .?

DUKE. The second Duchess once asked me that
same question; canst see her tomb in the Church
of good St. Bartholomew, carven of red marble—
wondrous fine! Give me thine arm, Guido! My
lords, let us throw off our falcons at the midday
hour. Bethink you, you are alone here, noblelady.

[Exit DUKE, leaning on GUIDO'S arm, andfollowed
by his retinue]

BEATRICE [Looking after them]. Strange that
anyone, blameless to al seeming, doth love the
Duke, hangs on his lips, that foully poison every
word, and shrinks not from him, as though bound
to his servicel Wdll, what of it? it doth concern
me not. | stand alone, to love inaccessble. The
Duke saith well, 1 am aone, forlorn and disgraced
and belittled—did ever woman stand so al alone
as|? The wooer cdls us pretty children, saith we



ACT ii] THE DUCHESS OF PADUA 545

be not fit to make a life for ourselves, and there-
fore doth ruin the life we had. What sad |1,
"Wooers'? We are their goods and chattels,
their daves, we are not so fondly fondled as the
dog that licks their hand, as the falcon on their
wrist. | said, "Wooers'? Nay, we be bought
and sold, our very body is so much pelf to them.
| wisitispoor woman'susual lot,—her life, mated
with aman she loves not, makes shipwreck on his
sefishness; but being usual, 'tis no less hard to
bear. Meseems| never yet heard awoman laugh,
laugh out of pure light-heartedness,—except one
that stood at night i' the public street—poor soul!
She had painted lips, a mask of joy to hide her
sorrow, and she laughed,—pray God | may never
laugh so. To die were better! [GUIDO enters un-
observed from behind; the DUCHESS throws herself
dawn before a figure of the Madonna.}  Oh Holy
Maiy, with the sweet, wan look, ringed with
little angel heads that hover round thee, know'st
thou no succour for me? Oh Mother of God,
know'st thou no succour?

GUIDO. No, | can bear it no more. | must
gpeak to her, spesk to my love. Am |, fair lady,
embraced in your prayer?

BEATRICE [Rising]. Only unhappy souls need
piy intercession.

GUIDO. Then needs must | be one, for sure!

BEATRICE. Why s0? Doth not the Duke do
fchee honour enow? dost lack advancement at our
Court? 'Tis not within my power to give it thee;
mine own self, | have as good as no weight here.
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GUIDO. Of favour, your Grace, | have no lack
from the Duke—whom my soul loathes worse
than hell,—I come on my knees to offer you true-
proven service unto death.

BEATRICE. Alackaday! | am falen so low
in place, | can reward thee only with niggard
thanks.

GUIDO [Sdizing her hand]. And not with love?
[The DUCHESS dtarts back, GUIDO falls at her feel.]
Oh, dear Saint! Forgive me, | have been over
bold. Thy beauty sets my young blood glowing.
An my mouth but touch thy hand in lowly greet-
ing, leaps every nerve so fierce with passion, that
| fear no extremity of daring for to win thy love.
[Springs to hisfeet.] Bid me fare forth, and pluck
renown from out the lion's jaws,—I will wrestle
with the Nemean monster in the desart wastes!
Toss into the throat of battle a riband, aflower, a
bit of tinsel, anything, that hath once touched
thee, 1 will bring it back to thee unscathed, in
combat with al the knights of Christendom!
Yea, more than that, bid me to scde the white
cliffs of mighty England, and from her presump-
tuous scutcheon will | blot out thy France's lilies,
which England, yon lion of the sess, hath filched
from her.

Oh loved Beatrice! drive me not from thy Sde,
for the minutes creep past |eaden-footed without
thee; though, an | look upon thy loveliness, the
hours flit by like winged Mercuries, and the world
gleams dl golden.

BEATRICE. | never dreamed | could be redlly
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loved. Dogt truly love me so immeasurably as
thou dost declare?

GUIDO. Go, ask the sea-gull an she loves the
waves, ak the roses an they love the rain, ask the
lark, that will not sipg before the bresk of dawn,
an shelovesthe day,—and then these be but empty
pictures, mere shadows of my love. Tis afierce
fire that al the waters of the ocean cannot ex-
tinguish.—Give me a word!

BEATRICE. Scarce know | what | should say.

GUIDO. Say, thou lov'st me.

BEATRICE. Is that thy behest? And must it
be fulfilled forthwith? Yea it might well be s,
an if | redly loved thee; but if not, what am |
then to say?

GUIDO. An if thou lov'st me not, yet say thou
dost; the lie would be shamed to truth upon thy
tongue.

BEATRICE. Or should | remainfor ever dumb?
Lovers, they say, are happiest, when they be in
doubt.

GUIDO. No! doubt doth kill me; and, must | die,
let me die of joy, and not of doubt. Oh, tell me,—
may | stay, or must | go?

BEATRICE. | would thou mightest neither stay
nor go. If thou dogt stay, thou steadl'st my love
fromme; and if thougoest, thou takest it away with
thee. An dl the morning stars could sing, they
might not manifest the greatness of my love.
Guido, "I love thee.

GUIDO [With outstretched arms].  Oh, never stop,
—only by night, I thought once, sang the night-



548 THE PLAYS OF OSCAR WILDE [ACTi

ingale—but if thou must be slent, let my lips
find thine, that make so sweet a sound.

BEATRICE. My lips do not yet give thee my
heart.

GUIDO. Dogt thou sted that against me then?

BEATRICE. Ah, my love's lord, 'tis mine no
longer; the first day | saw thee, | let my heart be
filched away by thee,—thief against my will, who
rashly brakest into my guarded treasure house and
gsole away my jewel! Strange robbery, which
doth enrich thee, without thy knowing it, and
hath left me poorer, yet al so happy.

GUIDO [Embracing her]. Oh, my love, my lovel!
Hide not thy head so!' Let me open the little scar-
let gates, that closed in music, dive after cords,
and | will win aricher booty than al the gold the
griffin guards in Armenia's wilderness.

BEATRICE. Thou, Guido, art my lord, what |
posess is thine; what not, thy fancy lends me
lavishly, which doth squander your treasures as
they were abauble. [Kisseshim.]

GUIDO. How bold methinks I am to look at
you like this. The gentle violet lurks beneath
the leaf and fears to gaze a the great sun in
dread of so much brightness; yet have mine eyes,
presumptuous eyes! now grown so fro ward that
like twin fixed stars they gaze at thee unwinking,
rioting in thy loveiness.

BEATRICE. Dearest, would thou mightest watch
me for ayel Thine eyes are polished mirrors; by
looking in them, | can see mysdlf therein, and so
I know my likeness lives in thee.
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GUIDO [Taking her in hisarms]. Stay till, thou
heavenly orb, and make this hour eternal! [A
pause)]

BEATRICE. St a little lower, yea just <0,
that my fingers may dip through thy hair, that
thy face may be lifted like a cup to meet my
kiss.

Hast ever marked, if one unlock along neglected
room,—heavy with dust and foul ed with stains of
mould, that foot of man hath not trod for years,—
take down the rusty bars from the windows and
throw wide the broken shutters, for to let the sun
stream in,—hast marked how the sun doth trans-
form each sooty flake of dust into a brilliant atom
of dancing gold? Mine heart is like to that long
empty hall, love glints gaily into it, and hath lent
dl life itsgold. Dost not think love is the whole
contents of life?

GUIDO. Yea, without loveis life but an unhewn
block, lying in the quarry, till the carver's hand
awake the god within.  Without love life is dumb
as a common reed, that grows in marshes and by
river banks, and holds no music.

BEATRICE. Yet therefrom the minstrel Love
will cut a pipe, and draw forth music from it; so
Love charms melody from out each life. Say |
not true?

GUIDO. Tis women make it true. With pencil
and with chisd do men work,—the dyer's son,
Paul Veronese, their great rival a Venice, who
painted God's Magdaen, dim as a lily and as
white, mounting the Temple steps, and Raphad,
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who painted divine Madonnas, divine in ther
pure motherhood,—and yet are women thfe great-
e artists of this earth; they model men's daily
life, which the greed of gold of our days doth de-
grade, and make it fair by love.

BEATRICE. Ah, Guido, | would that thou and |
were poor,—the poor, that love each other, are
0 rich.

GUIDO. Say once more that thou lov'st me,
Beatrice.

BEATRICE [Letting her fingers glide round his col-
lar]. How dose the collar of thy doublet fits
about thy neck! [COUNT MORANZONE looks in
through the door of the external corridor.]

GUIDO. Nay, tell me that thou lov'st me.

BEATRICE. | do remember, when as a child |
dwet in my loved France a the Court at Fon-
tainebleau, the King wore such a collar.

GUIDO. But tedl me that thou lov'st me!

BEATRICE [Jestingly]. The King of France was
an illustrious hero, yet was he not so kingly as
thou art. Why needs must | confess my love to
thee? [She takes his head between her hands and
lifts hisface to hers] Thou know'st | do belong
to thee for ever, with soul and body both! [She
kisses him, then suddenly notices MORANZONE and
springs up.] Ha, what is that? [MORANZONE dis-
appears]

GUIDO.  What, dearest?

BEATRICE. Methought | saw two eyes of flame
prying upon us through the doorway.

sumo. Nay, it was nothing. Only the sen-
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tine's shadow moved across the floor. [The
DUCHESS till stands staring at the window.] Twas
nothing, love.

BEATRICE. What now need trouble us, who
are in Love's guard and keeping? Twere dl in-
different to me, an if the world and its menial
backbiters should trample down and tread out
my life. They say the common flowers of the
field do shed a sweeter perfume, if they be trod
on, than if they bloom undisturbed, and many
plants, dse scentless, diffuse only in death, when
they are broken and torn, the odours of Araby.
So isit with young lives, which daily dressis like
to crush; it doth express all their sweets and oft
heightens yet more their charm. Love is the
crown of life; think'st not 'tis s0?

GUIDO. Come, let us sport and sing! | fed |
fain would sing now.

BEATRICE. Nay, hush! At times it seems as
though dl existence were narrowed to one sngle
transport of delight, and joy's very intensity lad
ased upon the lips.

GUIDO. Let my lips bresk this sed! Thou
lov'st me, Beatrice?

BEATRICE. Ist not strange, that loving thee, |
should love mine enemy?

GUIDO. Thine enemy,—what enemy?

BEATRICE. Thyself, who with Love's shaft hast
pierced my heart,—poor heart, that lived but for
itsdf aone, till thine arrow struck it.

GUIDO. Ah, Bedtrice, mysdf have been wound-
ed so sore by this same bow, that dl untended |
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lie here to die, unless, beloved physician, thou
dost heal me.

BEATRICE. Nay, | cannot maketheewhole, for
| am sck of the same sickness.

GUIDO. Oh, how | love thee! | must €en rob
the cuckoo of his voice, and sing one note for
aye.
BEATRICE. Nay, sing no other! An this be the
cuckoo's lay, then is the nightingde hoarse-
throated, and the shrill lark hath lost her melody,

GUIDO. Kiss me, Beatrice! [ She takes his head
between her hands, bends over and kisses him; a loud
knocking is heard at the door,—GUIDO springs up.
A serving-man enters)]

SERVING-MAN. A packet for your Worship!

GUIDO [Carelessly]. Ah, hand it here!

[ The serving-man hands him the packet in a wrap-
per of vermilion silk, and goes off, as GUIDO is in
the act of opening it, the DUCHESS dlips behind him
and snatches it away in jest.

BEATRICE [Laughing]. What is to wager, it
comes from a girl 2—she would fain see thee wear-
ing her colours, | do begrudge her the smalest
part in thee. Nay, like a miser I must have thee
dl, €en though | may spoil thee by my greed.

GUIDO.  Tis nothing.

BEATRICE. A maid doth send it thee.

GUIDO. Thou knowest well, 'tis nothing.

BEATRICE [Turns away and opens the packet].
Traitor, tell me now, what means this. a dagger—
two leopards on it of ded.

GUIDO [Takes the dagger out of her hands}. o God !
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BEATRICE. Wadll, then, | will look out 0" win-
dow; mayhap | may recognise by his arms the
messenger who gave it to the porter at the Gate.
| will never rest till | do know thy secret. [Runs
out onto the loggia laughing.]

GUIDO. Tishorrible! So soon have | forgot my
father's death, so readily admitted love into mine
heart, that now must | ruthlessly banish it away
and let in murder, that knocksfiercely at the door.
| must! Have | not sworn an oath? Yet not to-
night. Nay, it must be to-day. Farewell then,
dl joy and light of life; farewell, dl memory of
gentleness; farewell, Beloved! Can | with blood-
stained hands stroke and caress her hands of inno-
cence? with lips still wet with gore meet hers?
Can a murderer's eyes look into her flowerlike
orbs, that would strike me blind, to languish
henceforward in eterna night? Nay, murder
hath sat up a barrier betwixt us—too high for
exchange of kisses.

BEATRICE. Guido!

GUIDO. Bestrice, forget, forget that name,
drike it out for ever from thy life!

BEATRICE [Drawing near him]. Best beloved!

GUIDO [Shrinking back], A barrier is risen up
betwixt us twain, that we may not pass.

BEATRICE. Naught is there | dare not do, an
thou be near me.

GUIDO. Ah, there it is, | cannot be near thee,
cannot more breathe the same air with thee, nor
greet thy beauty with glance from eye to eye; it
doth unnerve my wavering heart and makes my
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flaccid hand to missitsaim. | prithee, let me go;
forget that thou hast ever seen me!

BEATRICE. How, withthy kissesstill hot upon
my lips, forget the love plights that thou swarest?

GUIDO. | take them back.

BEATRICE. Thou cangt not, Guido, they area
part of elementd nature; the air throbs with their
harmony, and these fond oaths do give a sweseter
melody to the song of birds.

GUIDO. Now is a barrier risen 'twixt us twain,
before forgotten or not known.

BEATRICE. No, there is no barrier, Guido; in
pauper's weeds | will follow thee to the end of the
world.

GUIDO [Wildly]. The world is not wide enough
to hold us both. Fare thee well for ever.

BEATRICE [Calmly, withrestrained passion]. Why
didst intrude into my life at al? Why sow in my
tender heart the white flower of love?

GUIDO. Beatrice!

BEATRICE. Now thou art fain to tear it up root
and branch, but every fibre holds my heart so
fast, that, an thou breakest one, mine heart bresks
too. Why didst come into my life? Why didst
uncover the secret springs of my love, that long
had been choked up? Ah, why?

GUIDO.  Oh God!

BEATRICE [Wringing her hands]. Why didst
bresk open the duices of passon, till, like the
waters of aflooded river that sweep away with
them meadows and woods, Love with the tri-
umphant might of an avaanche did whirl away
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my life with it? Must | drop by drop gather up
again those waters? Ah me! atear is formed of
every drop, embittering my life with its sdt savour.

GUIDO. Say no more, | do conjure thee, for |
must needs leave thy life, to seek a way that is
denied thee.

BEATRICE. | have heard tell that mariners,
dying of thirst on a raft, wretched castaways on
the wide seas, do dream of green meadows and
rippling brooks, and then, their throats parched,
awake to suffer yet more piteous torments, be-
cause deep hath so deceived them; and so they
die, cursing the deep which did cradle them in
dreams. | curse thee not, though | too have made
shipwreck on the ocean men call despair.

GUIDO.  Oh God, oh God!

BEATRICE. Ah, stay, stay, Guido; listen, | love
thee. [A short pause] Isthere no echo, when |
sy | love thee, to sound back to me? Isit dead?

GUIDO. All, dl is dead,—save only one thing,
and that dies to-night.

BEATRICE. Then must | school my lips to part-
ing; and yet, methinks they'll never learn the les-
son, for when | shape them to cry farewell, naught
will they say but this: | love thee! Must | chide
the rebels? But can one lip chide the other? Ah,
both are guilty, and refuse to utter the fatal word.

GUIDO. Then must | say it for them. Farewell;
never can we see each other more. [Rushes to-
wards her.]

BEATRICE. Artgoing? Nay, touch me not,—
go, | sy, go! [Exit GUIDO. Never agan—was
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that it—never see each other again? Wadl, |
know my duty. | will exchange the lamp of love
for afuneral torch, lay my bridal wreath upon my
bier, ater my wedding-march into adirge, and so
snging die, like the swan.

Oh grief, an thou art so enamoured of my life,
why couldst not choose another form?—the mask
of pain, not the smile of love, the raven's voice,
not the nightingale's, the mole's blind eyes, not
those sapphire orbs, that like the summer sky are
S0 deep blue God would seem visible in them,—
then, grief, then should | have known thee for
what thou art.

Why in heaven's name spake he of a barrier?
No, there is no barrier raised betwixt us; he lied,
and should | therefore shun henceforth what |
have loved, and hate what | adored? We women
live not after such a guise. For should | cut his
image from my heart, my heart, in pilgrim wise,
would follow bleeding after that image through
the world and summon it back with the soft cal of
love.

[Enter the DUKE equipped for the chase with Fal-
coners and dogs)

DUKE. You kept us waiting, and our dogs to
boot.

BEATRICE. | do not hunt to-day.

DUKE.  Why x0?

BEATRICE. | cannot go, my Lord.

DUKE. What, baby face, thou dar'st to cross
my will? | could bind thee on a jade and chase
thee through the dreets, that the rabble—the
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folk thou feedest!'—might wave their caps and
scoff at thee.

BEATRICE. Hast never then a kindly word for
me?

DUKE. With kindly words a man doth catch
hisenemies. Thee | hold within the hollow of my
hand; why need | waste flattering speeches?

BEATRICE. | am not coming.

DUKE [Beating his boot with his riding whip]. |
have changed my mind. Thou art to remain at
home, and like a devoted wife, mayst watch from
the lattice for our return. Twcre too terrible if
any accident befell thy dear consort! Ho, Lords,
comeon, thedogsare hot-foot,—and | too, with so
dutiful awifebesdeme. Whereis Childe Guido?

MAFFIO. My lord, | have not seen him for a
full hour past.

DUKE. No matter, soon enow | shall get asght
of him. You, gracious lady, tarry soft a home
and spin. | wager you my word, home-keeping
virtues are oft very commendable,—in other folks.

[Exit DUKE with his train)]

BEATRICE. The dtars do fight against me, that
is the sum of dl. Wherefore will | this night,
when my lord is adeep, make good use of my dag-
ger and s0 end my days. My heart is like a sone
that nothing scores save the dagger's edge. There
let it find the name that lies hid within. To-night
must death sever me from the Duke—but yet
he too, the old Duke, may die to-day. Why not?
Yesterday his hand was dricken palsied; men
have oft been dain by such a stroke—and why
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not he? Are there not fever too and ague and
fit, as mostly such accompany old age? Nay,
nay, he dies not, he is too sinful. The honour-
worthy die before their time. The good die,—
beside whom, in the hideous pollution of his life,
heis aleper. Women and children die; the Duke
dies not, he is too sinful.

Can it be, that sin hath a sort of immortality,
unknown to virtue? Can it be that the bad man
thrives on what to other mortas is death, like
poisonous herbs that live from corruption? Nay,
nay, God would never suffer that. Yet my lord
dies not, he is too sinful. Wherefore 'tis | alone
will die to-night. Grim death must so my bride-
groom be, the grave my secret pleasure house of
joy. A churchyard is the world, and like a coffin
each one doth carry a skeleton within.

[COUNT MOKANZONE enters, all in black; he crosses
the stage in the background, gazing about him
anxioudly.]

MORANZONE. Guido? Where is he? nowhere
can | find him.

BEATRICE [Perceiving him]. Oh God! Twas
thou didst take away my love from me.

MORANZONE [With flashing eyes|. How, hath he
forsaken thee?

BEATRICE. What! dost not know? Give him
back to me, oh, give him back to me; dse will |
have thy body torn limb from limb, and thy head
nailed to the pillory, till the carrion vultures have
flayed it bare. Better hadst thou crossed the
lionesss path than come betwixt my love and me.
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[Withgatheringpassion.] Oh, givehim back, thou
know'st not how | love him. But now he knelt
on that seat, here stood, there gazed a me and
kissed my wide open portals, dropt a song of love,
so wild with hand and spoiled these lips with his,
and in these ears, yearning that al around the
birdsfell silent. Give him back to me!

MORANZONE. He loves you not.

BEATRICE. The plague dry up thy tongue, that
saith so!  Give him back to me!

MORANZONE. You will never, noble lady, see
him more, neither this night nor any other night.

BEATRICE. What is thy name?

MORANZONE. What is my name?—Revenge!

[Exit.]

BEATRICE. Revenge! | have never harmed a
little child; what seeks revenge then at my door?
No matter, death stands ready there on watch, to
light me with his gloomy torch. Tis true, men
hate thee, Death, yet to me thou wilt be dearer
than my best beloved. Send forth thy messengers
then straightway, urge on the weary seeds of
lagging day and hurry forward night, thy sger.
Enwrap the world in black, and let thy parson,
the owl, screech from his ruined tower, the toad
croak, and the bat, dave of the dark Persephone,
whir on fluttering pinions through the gloom.
Tear up the shrieking mandrakes, that they make
us music for the dance, and bid the mole dig deep
thy cold, narrow bed. For this night will | lie
within thine arms.

END OFACT I



ACT I

A BROAD CORRIDOR IN THE DUKE'S PALACE

To left, a window affording a view over Padua by
moonlight.  To right, a flight of steps leading to a
door, before which hangs a curtain of crimson satin
embroidered with the Ducal armsin gold. On the bot-
tom step is seated a black-robedfigure.  The scene is
lighted by an iron brazier in which tow is burning.
Thunder and lightning. Night-time.

[GUIDO climbs in by the mndow.]

GUIDO. The storm growsfiercer; how my ladder
swayed! At every shock methought the ropes had
parted! [Looks back at the city.] Great God, what
a night! In the skies the crash of thunder, and
wild lightnings that blaze through the town from
pinnacle to pinnacle, till the pale houses tremble
and seem to shudder each time another flash darts
aong the streets.  [Crosses stage to the foot of the
steps] Ha, who art thou, that lurk'st on the stairs
watching like Death for a guilty soul? [A pause.]
Art dumb? Hath the storm paralysed thy tongue
and benumbed thy speech? Out of the way; in
yonder chamber have | work to accomplish, that
no man dse can do. [Thefigure rises and removes
its mask]

MORANZONE. Guido Feiranti! Thy deed father
shouts with glad triumph this night!

GUIDO [Confused]. Wohat, are you here?

560
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MORANZONE. | was waiting your coming.

GUIDO [Looking away from him|. | did not ex-
pect you; yet am | glad | can now tell you mine
intent.

MORANZONE. First would | inform thee of my
plans Know then, the horses stand ready at the
Parmagate; once thou hast performed thine office,
we ride thence away. To-morrow night, an our
steeds prove trusty, we shall be at Parma. There
are dready warned the old-time friends of thy
noble father, who have long been stirring up are-
volt of the burghers. By dint of gold and empty
promises | have won to our side many folk that
now hold to the Duke, the usurper. Once the
Duke is dead, the soldiery is soon induced to
mutiny, and then thou mountest thy father's
throne as lawful lord of Padua

GUIDO. It cannot, cannot be.

MORANZONE. It shall be!

GUIDO. Now hear me, Count Moranzone, | am
resolved not to kill the Duke.

MORANZONE. Say that again! Mine ears have
cheated me, dd hath numbed my powers. | am
grown a greybeard afore my time. What didst
say? Thou wouldst with the dagger in thy girdle
revenge thy father's bloody murder. Didst thou
say that?

GUIDO. No, | said, Sir Count, | was resolved
not to kill the Duke.

MORANZONE. Impossible, my senses do deceive
me; or the midnight storm-laden air changes thy
meaning in the saying.
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GUIDO. You hear aright; | will not kill the man.
MORANZONE. And what, traitor, of thine oath?
GUIDO. | am determined to break it!
MORANZONE. And what of thy father's murder?
GUIDO. Think you, my father would have joy,
to see this old man's blood reeking on my hands?

MORANZONE. Yea, he would laugh for pleasure.

GUIDO. Not so—the other world hath better
knowledge; vengeance is God's, leave it to God.

MORANZONE. Thou art God's instrument of
vengeance.

GUIDO. Nay! God needs no instrument but
his own hand. | will not kill the man.

MORANZONE. Wilt not! then why art thou here?

GUIDO. Count Moranzone, | will push into the
Duke's chamber, to lay the dagger here on the
deeper's bosom, and this paper. When he awakes,
he will learn in whose power he was, who spared
his life; that is the fairest revenge for me.

MORANZONE. Thou will not day him?

GUIDO.  No!

MORANZONE. Ignoble scion of the noblest of
fathers, who dost not begrudge another hour of
life to the man who sold him.

GUIDO. You stayed my hand therefrom. Else
had | killed him in the open market-place, the
day first | saw him.

MORANZONE. Twas not the time then; now the
hour is come, and like agirl, thou pratest of mercy.

GUIDO. No, but of right revenge, such as be-
seems my father's son.

MORANZONE. Unhappy father, once more be-
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trayed, and by your own son!  Thou art a dastard;
eke draw thy ded, dash into the Duke's room,
and bring me back his black heart upon thy
sword. Once he is dead, then thou may'st talk
to me of noble vengeance.

GUIDO. Hear me!  Upon your honour, upon
your love toward my father's name, think you,
my father, that puissant lord, that doughty hero,
that knightly warrior, would €er have crept in
like a thief by night, and stabbed a greybeard in
his bed? Speak!

MORANZONE [After some hesitation]. Thou didst
take an oath, and thou must keep it! Dost deem
| know not thy secret, thy commerce with the
Duchess?

GUIDO. Stop, thou liar! The moon hersdf is
not so chaste, the stars not so pure.

MORANZONE. And yet thou lov'st her, wesk
fool, who usest love but only as a plaything!

GUIDO. Yesa, thou dost well to talk; in thy veins,
greybeard, youth stirs not stormily. Thy bleared
eye hath barred its velled gateway to beauty,
thy ear is stopped, robbed of its erstwhile keen-
ness, and shut to thisworld's music. Thou talk'st
of love, and knowest not what love is

MORANZONE. 1 too, young sir, have wandered
moonstruck, have sworn, sck with yearning, to
die, and died not; | too have nimbly rhymed of
loves and doves in halting verses sung to a cracked
guitar, as lovers used to do; | know the trick o't
mad lust of food and bed. ... At bottom we dl are
beasts—|ove is mere sensudity under aholy name.
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GUIDO. Now am | assured you know naught at
al of Love. Loveislife'ssacrament; it hath magic
to charm virtue out of naught, and purifies from
al the nauseous refuse of this world. It is the
fire that refines the gold from dross, the van that
sifts chaff and wheat, the Spring that from the
hard-frozen soil lets innocency put forth her rose-
buds. God walks no more amongst mankind—
hisimage, Love, goesin His stead. The man who
loves a woman knoweth the secret as well of the
Creator as of the world created. There is no
house so lowly, so poor and pitiful, that, if the
indwellers be pure of heart, Love shuns the same;
but an if bloody murder knock at the Pdace gate
and find an entrance, then creeps Love wounded
forth and dies. That is the penalty ordained of
God for sin.  The bad man cannot love. [Groans
are heardfrom the DUKE'S deeping-room] What is
that? Do you not hear it?

MORANZONE. Nay, 'twas nothing.

GUIDO. | take this to be woman's mission,—
through the power of Love to save man's soul;
love for my Beatrice hath taught me to see amore
sublime, more holy vengeance, an if | spare the
Duke, than in any bloody deed of murderous mid-
night violence—young hands choking out an old
man's life. Wast not for Love's sske that Chrigt,
who was himsdlf Love incarnate, exhorted men to
forgive their enemies?

MORANZONE [Soffingly]. That was in Palestine,
not at Padua—a saying coined for Saints. | have
to ded with men.
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GUIDO. Tis for al times.

MORANZONE. Wherein is shown the Duchesss
gratitude? Will she bend her cheek to thine, and
fondle thee, because her consort can no more tor-
ture her?

GUIDO. Woe is me! never must | see her face
more. Scarce twelve hours agone | took leave of
her so abruptly, with such unruly passion, that
ghe hath shut fast her heart aganst me. No, |
shdl never see her more.

MORANZONE. What art minded to do?

GUIDO. Oncel have laid the dagger in its place,
| leave Padua this very night.

MORANZONE.  And then?

GUIDO. 1 go to enroll my name with the Doge
of Venice, that he send me speedily to the wars to
fight againg the Heathen in the Holy Land; there
will I, for my life is but a burden to me, throw
myself recklesdy upon some foeman's spear. [Re-
newed groaning from the DUKE'S chamber] Hear
you not someone crying?

MORANZONE. | hear continually from the dark
purlieus of the grave one crying for vengeance.
We waste time; the morn is near; art thou deter-
mined not to kill the Duke?

GUIDO. | am so resolved.

MORANZONE. Guido Ferranti, there in yonder
room lies the man who erst sold your father and
delivered him to the headsman's hands. There he
deeps, thou hast thy father's dagger; wilt thou
not day him?

gmmo. | will not.
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MORANZONE.  Unhappy father, thou art left
unavenged.

GUIDO. Unhappier yet were thy son a murderer.

MORANZONE. Pshaw, what is life?

GUIDO. | know not, Sir Count; | did not give
it, and | dare not take it.

MORANZONE. Not oft have | thanked God so
heartily as now, that he hath bestowed never a
son on me! - Why, what bastard blood then flows
in thy veins, that, having thine enemy in thy
power, thou let'st him escape! | would thou hadst
tarried where thou wert.

GUIDO. Mayhap it had been better so. May-
hap the best of dl, an | had never seen this world
of sorrow!

MORANZONE. Farewell!

GUIDO. Farewell to you, Count Moranzone!
One day the purport of my vengeance will be
clear to you.

MORANZONE. Never.

[Exit by the window, and down the rope-ladder.]

GUIDO. Thou, father, knowest of mine intent
and art content with this nobler vengeance.
Whenas | grant the man hislife, | ween| am doing
as thou would'st have done thyself. | cannot tell,
father, whether human voice can break through
the iron prison of the dead, whether the departed
have any tidings of what we do and |eave undone
for their sskes. And yet, methinks, | fed a pres-
ence near me, like a shadow by my sde, and me-
$ams as though spirit kisses touched my lips, and
left them sanctified. [Kneels] Oh father, cangt
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thou not break the laws of Death and show thy-
«f in bodily shape, that | may grasp thy hand?
Nay, nay, 'tisnaught. [Rises] Itisthemidnight
phantoms do befool us, the night deceives us like
a puppet-showman, persuading us that what is
not, is. Tiswaxing late; | must now to my work.
[Draws a letter from his bosom and reads] When
he wakes and sees this |etter and the dagger beside
it, disgust will take hold on him for hislife. Will
he mayhap repent and reform his ways? Or will
he mock, because ayoung wight hath spared him,
hisbitter enemy? Tisal onetome. Thy errand,
father, itisthat | fullfil, —thy ordersand my love's,
which hath taught me to know thee as thou art.
[Glides up the steps; just as he is stretching out his
hand to draw back the curtain, the DUCHESS comes
forward to meet him, all inwhite. GUIDO starts back ]
Beatrice?

BEATRICE. Guido, is it thou here—so late at
night?

GUIDO. Thou dainless angd of my life, thou
comest surely from God with a heavenly message,
—that 'tis nobler to practise mercy than revenge.

BEATRICE. For mercy | do beseech thee from
my heart of hearts.

GUIDO. Oh father, now do I know thy will; for
with Mercy hand in hand appeared Love like a
God upon my peath.

BEATRICE. | felt sure thou would'st come back
again, when thou didst leave me so cruelly. Oh
why didst do it? | make no quarrel, for now can
| keep thee, fed thy heart's pulse throb soft and
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fearful against mine. We are a pair of cage birds
that kiss each other through the bars—The time
dips by, dawn will be here in an hour; get horses
for the ride to Venice, there | am in no suspicion
from them.

GUIDO. | follow thec, dearest, to the world's
end.

BEATRICE. Nay, but dost love me verily?

GUIDO. Loves the lark the grey of dawn, that
wakes its note?

BEATRICE. Can naught change thee?

GUIDO. Naughtinthisworld. So sureasswings
the mariner's needle, so turn | to the loadstone
of thy love.

BEATRICE. No obstacle rises now betwixt us?

GUIDO. None now, nor in the future.

BEATRICE. That is my work.

GUIDO. Now wait till | do mine.

BEATRICE. Wilt thou go from me? leave me
again as erst?

GUIDO. In one moment will | fare back. First
| must haste into the Duke's chamber and leave
this letter there, and this dagger with it,—that
when hewakes . . .

BEATRICE. Who wakes?

GUIDO. The Duke.

BEATRICE. He will never wake more.

GUIDO. Is he dead?

BEATRICE. Yea, he is dead.

GUIDO. Oh God, how wonderful are thy ways!
Could | €er have thought that, this very night
when | entrusted to thy hands the vengeance that
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Is Thine, Thou wouldst touch the man with Thy
finger and summon himbefore Thy judgment seat?

BEATRICE. | havejust stabbed him. . . .

GUIDO [in horror].  Oh!

BEATRICE. —in hisdegp. Come nearer, be-
loved, let metell you dl. Erel begin, kiss meon
the mouth. What! thou wilt not kiss me? Well,
thou wilt, when thou hast learned how | dew him.
Meseemed, after thou hadst |eft me in anger, that
life was stale, unprofitable, without thy love. |
had resolved to kill mysdlf this night. About an
hour agone, | woke, drew forth my dagger from
beneath the pillow, where | had hid it with this
intent, bared the blade and tried its sharpness,
and thought of thee, how fondly | loved thee.
The weapon was already aimed upon myself, when
| turned mine eyes to the greybeard, ripe in years
and wickedness, as he lay there, still muttering
cursesin hisdeep. At sight of that hateful face a
lightning flash shot through me suddenly: this is
the barrier Guido spake of—whom ese could he
mean when he said barrier but him?——

What happened next, | scarce know. One
thing only, that betwixt him and me a reeking
mist of blood arose.

GUIDO. Horrible!

BEATRICE. Yea, well mightest thou cdl the
sght | saw horrible; there was arain of gore, then
he groaned grievoudly, and then the groaning died
avay. Then | only heard the blood drip, drip
down on the floor.

GUIDO. Enough, enough.
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BEATRICE. Wilt thou not kiss me now? Dost
not remember what thou saidst,—that woman's
love makes angds of us men; well, man's love
makes martyrs of poor women, who bear every-
thing for his sake.

GUIDO.  God!

BEATRICE. Thou hast naught to say?

GUIDO. Speech dies betwixt my lips.

BEATRICE. The Duke was dain with this sed.
I never thought he would have bled so sore. Wl
water may wash clean my hands, ist not 0? But
my soul? Enough, enough! let us begone hencel
Isnot the barrier betwixt usfalen? What wouldst
thou more? Come now, the mom draws nigh.
[Lays her hand on GUIDO'S]

GUIDO [Shrinking away from her]. Logt Saint!
Ange from hdl! What bloody demon was it set
thee on? That thou didst kill thy consort is
naught,—Hell was already gaping for his soul,—
but thou hast murdered Love dong with him,
and where Love was, is now but a bloody stain,
that breathes forth reek of plague and pestilence,
and chokes Love.

BEATRICE [in a sort of amazement]. | did it for
thee. Hadst thou so willed, | had never suffered
it. Thou art to remain forsooth without spot or
blemish, untouched, blameless, unsmirched! Men
know not what women do for love's sske. Have
| not destroyed my soul for dl eternity? Oh, be
kind to me; | did it for thee.

GUIDO. Touch me not; there flows a dender
sream of blood betwixt us, that yet can neer



ACT iii] THE DUCHESS OF PADUA 571

be bridged. When thou didst stab thy husband,
thou didst smite Love to the heart with the same
blow. We must see each other no more.

BEATRICE [Wkringing her hands]. For thee! For
thee! | did it for thee; cangt forget that? Thou
gpakest of a barrier betwixt us twain; now the
barrier lies in yon upper chamber, laid low, de-
stroyed, shattered and overthrown,—it can divide
us no more.

GUIDO. Thou didst misunderstand me, sin was
the barrier, and thou hast st it up thyself; crime
was the barrier, murder was the barrier, and thine
own hand hath built it up so high it shuts out
Heaven and God.

BEATRICE. | did it for thee, thou canst not,
must not, forsake me. Guido, hear! Seeto get-
ting horses, let us st forth to-night. What was
islike an evil dream—forgotten, the future beck-
ons us; are we not faring forth to find sweet days
of love in the flowery meads? We will laugh; nay,
then we will weep, if only we weep together, thou
and I; 1 will serve thee like a poor drudge, like
any handmaid. | will be so humble, so full of
lowliness; thou dost not know me!

GUIDO. Nay, nay, | know thee now. Begone,
begone, | say, from my sight!

BEATRICE [Pacing backwards and forwards]. Ah
God! how fondly | have loved this man!

GUIDO. Never! Else would Love have stayed
thine arm, when thou didst sully his sanctuary,
which only innocency may rightly enter.

BEATRICE. Theseare merewords, words, words.
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GUIDO. Begone! How could we ever share the
holy meal of love? Thou hast poured poison in
the consecrated wine, murder dips hisfinger in the
cup. | had liefer have borne a thousand deaths.

BEATRICE. Since | did the deed, | have borne a
thousand deaths.

GUIDO. Tis life, not death, thou hast to dread.

BEATRICE [Throwing herself upon her knees].
Then strike me dead! | have poured forth blood,
pour forth more yet, and heaven, or d<se hell, will
greet us twain united. Draw thy sword, and
quick make reckoning with Death, who yet licks
his lips after this feast. Quick, quick, let thy
sword pierce to my heart, ‘twill find there but the
image of its lord. But an thou wilt not kill me
with thy sword, then bid me fall upon this reeking
knife, and | will do it.

GUIDO [Wresting the knife from her hand]. Give
itme, giveitme, | say. Oh God! thy very hand is
wet with blood. Hell ishere, | can tarry no longer.

BEATRICE. Wilt thou not raise me up, or must
| like a beggar grovel on my knees?

GUIDO. Let me never behold thy face again!

BEATRICE. Ah, wel for me, had | never seen
thee!l But bethink thee, 'twas for thee | did it.
[GUIDO shrinks away; kneeling, she seizes his hands]
Nay, Guido, grant me hearing for a brief space!
Till thou earnest to Padua, | lived indeed a la
mentable life there, but free from thoughts of
murder,—subject to the cruelty of my husband,
obedient to his unrighteous wishes, as pure as
any maid of noble lineage, that now would draw
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back shuddering from my touch. Then thou
earnest, Guido, and | heard from thy lips the first
words of kindness | had ever listened to since |
left France. What then! Thou earnest hither,
in thine ardent eyes | read the meaning of love,
every word from thee rang like music in my
numbed soul. Thou didst shine splendid, like the
good Saint Michael in Santa Croce, the Church |
used toprayin. Shal | ever gothereto pray again?
In thy bright, young face glowed the clear light of
morning—and | loved thee, yet hid my love from
thce. Thou didst pay court to me, didst kneel
beforeme, asnow | kneel at thy feet. With sweet-
sounding oaths thou didst vow love to me, and
| trusted thee. | thought how that many women
in the world, if they were wedded to this monster,
fettered to him, like galley-daves to a leper,—
that many women would have assaled thee as
temptresses. | did not so. | know, an | had done
it, dbeit | had not lain in the very dust before
thee, thou wouldst have loved me unchangingly.
[Approaches him timidly after a pause] Whether
thou dost understand me even now, | cannot tell,
Guido; for thee | have committed the outrage,
that hath chilled my young blood to ice, for thee,
and thee done. [Sretching out her arms]

Wilt thou not speak to me? Love me a little;
ah, my youth hath so lacked love, so yearned for
friendship.

GUIDO. | dare not look upon thee; what thou
cravest is too, too publicly infamous. Get thee
gone to thy chamberwomen!
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BEATRICE. Ha, hal there spesks a man!—Hadst
ihou come to me with guilt-laden soul, afoul mur-
der thou hadst committed not for love, but lucre,
| would have s& me upon thy bed and watched
by thee the livdlong night, that remorse might
not digtil its poison in thine ear and drive deep
away. For the guilty man best merits love in his
torment.

GUIDO. Whereguiltis, love hath naught to seek.

BEATRICE. Whereguiltis, ought notlovetobe?
Oh God! how differently we women love from
men. Many and many a woman lives here in
Padua, that toils and moils and wears her fingers
to the bone in hard work—the husband wastes the
scanty week's wage in dissolute carouse, in the
boisterous tavern, then staggers home late o' the
Saturday night, to find his wife seated at the fire-
less hearth, lulling adeep her whimpering child.
At that he dtarts beating his poor wife, because
the child cries with hunger and the fire is black.
Y et the wife loves him, rises up next morning, her
facedl swollen with grief and marks of blows, and
tidies the house, sets her work in trim, forces a
amile and is but too glad if he beat her not before
their child another timel—That isawoman's love.
[Pause] Thou dost not spesk. Oh be kind to
me, while yet the summer of my life shines bright.
Thou cangt not drive me from thy side; whither
am | to go, an if thou rgject me? For thee hath
this hand murdered life, for thee my soul hath
undone itsdf beyond redemption.

GUIDO. Begone from my sight! The dead man
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isaspirit, and our love hovers like a spectre round
its desert grave and wanders through this charne-
house, and weeps, because it was murdered when
thy consort was dain. Dost not see that?

BEATRICE. | seethis, that when men love, they
give women scant, scant measure, but women
give all they have, when they love. That is what
| see now, Guido.

GUIDO. Away! Away! Awake thy dead to
life, ere thou dar'st return.

BEATRICE. All, would to God | could awake the
dead, give back the glassy eye its power of vision,
the tongue its erstwhile flow of words, the heart
its life-pulse—but it cannot be. What's done is
done; once dead, dead for aye; no more the fire
warms, or the winter chills with al its snows.
Something is flown; cal him, no answer comes—
make jest, he laughs no more,—stab him, he never
bleeds. Would that | could awake him! Oh God,
turn back thy sun a brief while, erase this night
in the book of time and blot it out. Reverse the
sun and let me be what an hour agone | was
Nay, nay, time stands not till for anything, the
sun stays not his course, though remorse cry €er
50 hoarsdly. But thou, beloved, has thou no word
of pity more for me? Oh Guido, Guido, kiss me
once again!  Force me not to some desperate re-
slvel A woman waxes mad, when so entrested.
Wilt thou not kiss me yet once more?

GUIDO [Holding up the knife}. Nay, not till the
blood is dried upon this stedl, nor even then.

BEATRICE. How scant pity, Saviour, is for us



576 THE PLAYS OF OSCAK WILDE [ACT iii

women in this rough world! Men do entice usto
the abyss, and then desert us when we fall into it.

GUIDO [Wildly]. Go, go to join thy dead!

BEATRICE [Going up the steps]. Wl then, | will
go!l May you one day find more pity than thou
hast given me.

GUIDO. Let me find pity, when | do commit
foul midnight murder.

BEATRICE [Descending three or four steps againy.
Murder thou saidst? Murder is an hungered and
doth crave for more. Death, his twin brother, is
not satisfied; but stalks shrieking through the
house and will not be appeased till he have com-
pany. Tarry a while, Death, | will give thee a
faithful servant to fare with thee. Stay shrieking,
murder, thou shalt enjoy a full feast, till thou be
sdtiate.

A storm will threaten this house before morn, so
fearful that the white moon is already changed to
grey for very horror; alight wind sweeps moaning
round the house, the stars above haste madly
adong their heavenly path, as if the night were
melting in tears of fire for what the day brings
withit. Ohweep, lamenting heaven! Weep thine
eyes out! Though grief like a deluge drowned al
the universe, till it became one ocean of bitter
tears, yet were't not enough! [A peal of thunder.]
Dogt not understand? the heavens have mounted
their artillery. Revenge is waked, and her deuth
houndsareletlooseontheworld. Who of ustwain
cdls down the lightning on his head, let him be-
ware the hurt that lurks within the forked levin's
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flame. [A flash of lightning, followed by a peal of
thunder .}

GUIDO. Away! Away!

[Exit the DUCHESS. As she raises the crimson
door-curtain, she throws one last look back at GUIDO,
without the latter showing any sign of relenting.
Thunder again.}

In ashes a my feet lies my life, love itsdf is
dan. In its stead hath murder crept in on
sedthy bloodstained feet. And she, she who
hath wrought the deed—yet she loved me and
did the outrage for my sake! Beatrice, Bestrice,
come back!

[Just as he is mounting the steps, the tread of sol-
diers is heard approaching} Ha what is that?
The gleam of torches and swift hurrying feet.
God grant they do not seizeher. [The approaching
sounds grow louder.} Beatrice! there is till time
for flight. Come down, come down! [The
DUCHESSS voice is heard from without.]

BEATRICE. This way fled my husband's mur-
derer.

[Down the steps hurries a troop of soldiers. At
first they do not see GUIDO, until the DUCHESS ap-
pears, surrounded by her attendants carrying torches,
at the top of the stairs and points out where GUIDO
gands. He s at once arrested. One of the men-at-
arms snatches the knife from his hands and shows
it to the Captain of the Watch.]

END OF ACT I



ACT IV

HALL OF JUSTICE

The lower part of the walls is hung with stamped
grey velvet, the upper part painted red. Gilded sym-
bolic figures support the roof, which is decorated with
red stripes; frieze and skirting-boards are grey. A
canopy of white satin with gold flower pattern is
erected for the DUCHESS. Below this, a long bench,
draped with a red cloth, for the Judges. Below this
again a table for the Clerks of the Court. Two sol-
diers stand either side of the Canopy, and two more
guard the door. The citizens have some of them al-
ready entered, while others are till arriving and ex-
changing greetings. Two Ushers in violet uniforms
keep order with long white wands.

HRST BURGHER. Good morrow, neighbour An-
thony.

SECOND BURGHER. Good morrow, neighbour
Dominic.

FIRST BURGHER. Tis a memorable day for
Padua, eh?—the Duke dead.

SECOND BURGHER. Let me tell thee this, neigh-
bour Dominic, | have never lived aright day's life
gnce the last Duke died—as true as I'm an honest
man.

HRST BURGHER. They'll examine him firgt, and
then judge him, won't they, neighbour Anthony?

SECOND BURGHER. Nay, nay! dse might dis

578
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putes occur. First hell be judged, that he may
get his deserts, and then the examination will be
held, so that no injustice is possible.

FIRST BURGHER. Waéll, well, ‘twill go hard with
his neck, there's no doubt o' that.

SECOND BURGHER. Yea, 'tis most impious
wicked to spill the blood of a Duke.

FIRST BURGHER. A Duke must have blue blood
i" hisveins, eh?

SECOND BURGHER. As | look on't, our Duke's
blood was black, like his black soul.

FIRST BURGHER. Have a care, neighbour An-
thony, the Usher with the blue eyes hath marked
thee.

SECOND BURGHER. For what | care, let him cast
his blue eyes on me an he will; he can't knock me
down with ‘cm.

THIRD BURGHER. What think ye specialy of
the young fellow who stuck his knife into the
Duke?

SECOND BURGHER. Tis a well bred, well dis-
positioned, well looking lad,—and nathdess a
villain, for he hath killed the Duke.

THIRD BURGHER. He hath done't for the first
time. Mayhap the law will give him extenuating
circumstances, seeing 'tis a case of ‘first offence.’

SECOND BURGHER. Yea truly, | never thought
o that. But then the Law is hard on every man.

USHER. Hold thy tongue, rascal!

SECOND BURGHER. What, am | thy mirror, that
thou miscall'st me rascal?

FIRST BURGHER. Here comes one o' the House-
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hold. How now, Dame Lucia, what news from
Court? How ist with thy poor migress, the
Duchess with the gentle face?

LUCIA. A fineday truly! afineday o' calamity!
Alackaday, what a day and what a caamity!
This very year come Michagmas, 'tis just nine-
teen year since | wedded my good man. Now we
be at August, and the Duke is murdered; there's
a notable coincidence for ye!

SECOND BURGHER. AN, if 'tis a notable coinci-
dence, mayhap the lad will not be done for.
'Gaingt coincidences is no law; at least | know o
none 'gainst incidents.

FHRST BURGHER, But how goes it with the
Duchess?

LUCIA. | was sure some disaster was coming
on the house; for sx weeks past the cakes have
al been burnt o' the one side, and only last Mar-
tinmas eve a big moth, with wings, flew into the
candle, so that of sheer fright | well nigh——

SECOND BURGHER. But tell us of the Duchess,
good gossip; how doth she fare?

LUCIA. I' fegs, and 'tis high time ye asked news
of her; the poor lady is near out of her wits. The
whole night long she hath never dosed an eye, but
hath paced back and forth her chamber. 1 begged
her to take somewhat, a whey-posset or a sup of
aquavitae, and get to bed, and not grudge a sl
of degp to her shattered nerves; but 'nay, nay,
dhe answered, 'l am afraid of dreaming!" What
think ye of her word—strange, ist not?

SECOND BURGHER. Great folks be something
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short of sense; Providence doth make it up to
‘em in fine clothes.

LUCIA. Wadll, well, thisis dl | can say: God
keep us from murder, so long as we live.

[MORANZONE enters hastily.]

MORANZONE. Is the Duke dead?

SECOND BURGHER.  His heart hath a knife stuck
in't, and that can scarce be healthful for any man.

MORANZONE. Who is accused of the murder?

SECOND BURGHER. The prisoner, Sr.

MORANZONE. Who is the prisoner?

SECOND BURGHER. Why, the man they do ac-
cuse of having murdered the Duke.

MORANZONE. | mean, what is his name?

SECOND BURGHER. Why, just whatever his god-
fathers baptised him by? what could it be dse?

USHER. Guido Ferranti is his name, noble sr.

MORANZONE. Yea, | knew it ailmost before you
told me. [Aside] Tis strange he should have
killed the Duke, seeing he left me in so different
amind. Methinks, when he looked on the man,
the fiendish bewrayer of his father, then passonate
anger drew from out his heart al his boyish love-
lore and planted revenge there instead. But |
wonder he escgped not.  [Mingling again tvith the
crowd.] Say, how was he seized?

THIRD BURGHER. Why surely, by the forelock,
Sr.

MORANZONE. | mean, who sdzed him?

THIRD BURGHER. Why verily, they who ar-
rested him.

MORANZONE. Who raised the alarm?
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THIRD BURGHER. That | cannot tell you, Sir.
LUCIA. The Duchess hersdlf denounced him.
MORANZONE [Asidg]. The Duchess That hath
an ugly sound.
LUCIA. Of course! The dagger was 4till in his
hand—the Duchesss dagger.
MORANZONE. What say you?
LUCIA.  With the Duchesss dagger was my
Lord Duke dain.
MORANZONE [Aside], Some mystery lurks be-
hind al this, that | cannot fathom.
SECOND BURGHER. They tarry long ere they
come into Court.
FIRST BURGHER. They will come soon enow, |
trow, for the prisoner.
USHER. Silence! slencetherel
FIRST BURGHER. Dogt bresk the slence thine
own salf, Sr Usher, ordering us to keep it.
[The President of the Court and the Judges enter.]
SECOND BURGHER. Who is yonder fellow in scar-
let? ISt the headsman?
THIRD BURGHER. Nay, that isthe Chief Justiciar.
[GUIDO is brought in under guard.
SECOND BURGHER. There comes the prisoner
for sure.
THIRD BURGHER. He looks a likely lad enow.
FIRST BURGHER. Ay, but that isall hiswiliness,;
scoundrels nowadays do ook so respectable, that
respectable folk, an they would be different from
‘em, must needs look like scoundrels.
[ The headsman enters, and takes his place behind
GUIDO]
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SECOND BURGHER. Here comes the headsman!
By'r Lord—think ye the axe is sharp?

FIRST BURGHER. Yea, a deal sharper than thy
wits; but the edge is not turned toward him, mark
ye that, neighbours?

SECOND BURGHER [Scratching his neck].  Ton
my word, | had liefer ‘twere not quite so nigh.

FIRST BURGHER. Pshaw, needst have no fear,
man; us common folk they never behead, but just
st us aswing a end of arope. [Fanfare of trum-
pets without.]

THIRD BURGHER. What mean the trumpets? Is
the sitting over already?

FIRST BURGHER. Nay, that doth mean the
Duchess.

[Enter the DUCHESS in black velvet; her train of
flowered black velvet is borne by pages clad in violet.
With her enter the CARDINAL in scarlet robes and the
Gentlemen of the Court in black. She takes her
place on the throne above the Judges bench; the latter
rise and remove their caps at her entrance.  The
CARDINAL sits beside the DUCHESS, but on a slightly
lower level. The Courtiers group themselves about
the throne]

SECOND BURGHER. The poor Duchess how
white shelooks!  Is shegoing to St on the throne?

FIRST BURGHER. Yea, now she doth take the
Duke's place.

SECOND BURGHER. Tis a right good thing for
Padua; the Duchess is a kind-hearted, merciful
Lady—once she cured my child of afever.

THIRD BURGHER. Yea, and more than that; she
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hath given us bread. That should not be forgot
to her credit.

A SOLDIER. Stand back there, good folk!

SECOND BURGHER. Why need we to stand back,
if we be good folk?

USHER. Silence in the Court!

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. With your Grace's leave, an
it pleaseyou, wewill deal with the Duke's murder.
[ The DUCHESS bows assent.] Let the prisoner step
forward! What is thy name?

GUIDO. What matters that, my Lord?

CHIEF JUSTICIAR.  Guido Ferranti they cdl thee
in Padua

GUIDO. A man can die under that name as well
as another.

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. Tiswel known to thee what
awful crime they charge thee with,—most trait-
orous murder done on our Duke, Simone Ges,
Lord of Padua What defence hast thou to
offer?

GUIDO. None.

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. Then dost thou make confes-
gon of guilt?

GUIDO. Nay, | do confess naught, and | deny
naught. | pray you, worshipful Sr, proceed asfast
as €ea the use of justice and the law permit.
I will render no explanations.

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. Then cangt thou not be guilt-
less of the murder; rather hath thy hardened, con-
tumacious heart shut fast its gates agang the
right. Never think thy slence will avail thee; on
the contrary it doth but magnify thy guilt, whereof
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we have beendl dong fully convinced. Now once
more, | bid thee spesk.

GUIDO. | will not speak.

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. Then naught is left for me to
do but speedily to pronounce on thee the doom of
degth.

GUIDO. | beseech you, say out your judgment
quick. You can confer on me no more longed for
boon. )

CHIEF JUSTICIAR [Rising]. Guido Ferranti——

MORANZONE [Advancing from among the crowd].
Stay, stay, Sr Judticiar!

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. Who art thou that bidst
justice stay?

MORANZONE. An it be justice, let it take its
course; but an it be not——

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. Who is this?

BARDI. A Noble, and wel known to our
whilom Duke.

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. Waél, S, you have come
opportunely to be satisfied anent our Duke's
murder. There dands the man who did the
hideous deed.

MORANZONE. Hath mere suspicion fastened
blindly on him, or haveyou proofshe wasthe man?

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. Thrice over hath the Court
summoned him to say his say; but guilt lies heavy
on his tongue, for not aword doth he advance in
vindication, nor seeks to clear himsdf of blame,
which surely innocence would have done.

MORANZONE. A second time | ask the ques
tion,—have you proofs?
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CHIEF JUSTICIAK [Showing the dagger]. This
dagger, which the soldiers last night tore dl
bloody from his blood-stained hands. Need we
better proof?

MORANZONE [Takes the dagger and approaches the
DUCHESS]. Have | not seen adagger much like
thishanging at your Grace'sgirdle? [The DUCHESS
shudders, but without answering] Let me con-
verse with this youth, who is in such peril of his
life, for a few moments,

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. With much pleasure, Sir!
And may you bring him to aframe of mind when
he will unburden his heart of its load of guilt.
[MOEANZONE goes over to GUIDO, andtakes his hand.]

MORANZONE [Whispers]. She did it! | could see
it in her eyed  Cangt think that 1 should suffer
thy father's son to be dragged to the scaffold
by this woman? Even as her Consort sold thy
father, will she now do with thee.

GUIDO. Count Moranzone, | didit, and | done.
You may rest content, my father is avenged.

MORANZONE. Enough, enough, | know thou
didst not do it; dse had thy father's dagger, not
this woman's plaything, fulfilled the work. Look,
how she gazes a us By God, the marble mask
ghdl down; before dl the world will | arraign her
for this murder.

GUIDO. You must never do so.

MORANZONE. Be sure of this, | will.

GUIDO. Better say no word of it, my Lord.

MORANZONE. Why not? An she be guiltless
dhe can prove it; if guilty, she mugt die
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GUIDO. And what am | to do?

MORANZONE. Thou or I—one of us twain is to
toll the truth here and now.

GUIDO. The truth is—I did the deed.

MORANZONE. We will see what our good
Duchess answers.

GUIDO. Nay, I will tdl al right out.

MORANZONE. Tis well said, Guido. On her
own head fall the consequences of her outrage,
not on thine! Did she not ddiver thee to the
guard?

GUIDO.  Yes, e did.

MORANZONE. Well then, avenge thy father's
death on her! She was wife of the false Judas!

GUIDO.  Yes e wad

MORANZONE. Now, methinks, no further urging
is needed, abeit yesterday thou wast childishly
discouraged and faint-hearted.

GUIDO. Faint-hearted though | was yesterday,
I will no more be so to-day, be sure of that.

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. Doth he confess?

GUIDO. My Lord, I will confess—that a cruel
murder hath been committed.

FIRST BURGHER. Now, look at that; he hath a
gentle heart and will know naught o' murder; so
they will let him go free anon.

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. And that is dl?

GUIDO. Nay, | say more than that,—I say, the
man doth mortal sn who sheds man's blood.

SECOND BURGHER. He should go say that to the
headsman; 'tis a good word.

GUIDO. Last boon of al, I do beseech the Court
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to grant me leave frankly to expound the riddle
of the murder, lighten this darkness, and name
the guilty one who yesternight dew the Duke
with this dagger.

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. The boon is granted.

BEATRICE [Rising]. Nay, nay, he must not
speak; need we any further proofs? Was he not
sized at night within the Pdace in the bloody
garb of guilt?

CHIEF JUSTICIAR [Showing her the Code}. Your
Grace may look yoursdf how the Law doth
stand.

BEATRICE [Pushing the book away}. Bethink
you, Sir Judticiar, is it not most likely a man of
his sort might here in presence of dl the people
defame and vilify my late Consort, the City, the
City's honour, mayhap even mine own saf?

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. But the Law, your Gracel

BEATRICE. He must not speak; but with a gag
in his mouth climb the ladder to the headsman's
block.

CHIEF JUSTICIAR.  But the Law!

BEATRICE. No Law bindsus, 'tiswe bind others
by the Law.

MORANZONE. Sir Justiciar, you will never suffer
such injustice here.

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. Nay, spare your reproaches,
Count Moranzone. "Twere sure a bad ensample,
noble Lady, to turn away the Law from the right
path; by such arbitrary power anarchy might well
creep in to disturb our golden-baanced mean,
and wrong win unrighteous victory.
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BARDI. Your Grace cannot hinder the course
of Justice.

BEATRICE. You preach of Justice and brag of
the Law! Methinks, ye proud lords of Padua,
the man who hurts your goods or pockets, who
would but minish your monstrous incomings by
the worth of one poor ferry toll, you would be far
enow from giving him the benefit of the tardy
Law's delay, with the same gentle patience ye do
recommend to me.

BARDI. Your Grace doth wrong the Nobles.

BEATRICE. Nay, methinks | do not. Which of
you dl, an he found athief at night in his house,
stowing away some worthless trash amid his rags,
would enter on discussions, and not cal in acon-
stable out of hand, to hale him straight to gaol?

So would ye, finding the villain with my hus-
band's blood upon his hands, have hded him be-
fore his judge, that his head might be struck off.

GUIDO.  God!

BEATRICE. Sir Justiciar, speak!

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. It may not be, your Grace.
The laws of Padua are strict upon the point: even
a common murderer hath the right thereafter to
plead his case with his own mouth.

MORANZONE. Oh righteous Judge! Oh right-
eous law!

BEATRICE. Now are ye making triumph dl too
soon with your Law and Right! This is no ordi-
nary, baseborn murderer, Justiciar, but a bold
outlaw, a traitor to the State, caught in open re-
bellion. The man who murders the Ruler of the
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Sate, murders the State as well, doth make al
women widows, and dl children orphans; soishe
the public enemy of the State, as much as though
he came with menacing artillery, in league with
the hodtile levies of Venice, and rattled at the
gates of our Stronghold. Nay, more perilousis he
to the State than serried spears and thundering
cannon; for walls, gates, battlements, bastions,
and dl such things as are wrought of mere brute
wood and stone, can be built up anew. But who
can raise up again the body of my dead Consort,
and bid him live and laugh?

MAFFIO. By Saint Paul, they will surely, | ween,
forbid him the right to spesk.

JEPPO. Y ea, she hath gotten him fast hand and
foot. But listen what more she hath to say.

BEATRICE. Wherefore bestrew ye now Paduas
head with ashes, hang mourning banners out in dl
her dreets, let every citizen go cad in sober
black,—but ere we make us ready for the funera
feast, we must bethink us of the accursed mur-
derer's hand, that hath wrought ruin on our State.
Away with him dtraight to yon narrow house,
whence no sound returns, where with a pinch of
dust Death stops the lying mouths of men.

GUIDO. Let go there, constables. Hear me,
Justiciar!  Thou cangt as little check the fetter-
less Ocean, the winter whirlwind, the Alpine
hurricane, as slence me. Yea, should your sol-
diers drive their swords into my throat, yet shall
each wound's gaping mouth with furious tongue
cry out to Heaven.
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CHIEF JUSTICIAR.  Violence of this sort doth
naught avail; so long as the tribuna grants thee
not legitimate authority of free speech, thy words
be but spoken to the winds. [ The DUCHESS smiles,
GUIDO falls back with a despairing look]

Now, your Grace, | and these wise Justicers do
propose with your good leave to withdraw us into
another chamber, and there consider this hard
caze of law, and examine statutes and precedents.

BEATRICE. Go, worthy Justiciar, search the
statute well, and be not at the beck and cdl of
the dandering knave.

MORANZONE. Go, worthy Justiciar, search your
own conscience, and send no man to death un-
heard.

[Exeunt CHIEF JUSTICIAR and colleagues]

BEATRICE. Hold thy peace, thou evil genius of
my life; for the second time thou com'st betwixt
us. Thistime, | ween, Sir, 'tis my turn.

GUIDO. | will not die till I have spoken out.

BEATRICE. Die, and take thy secret along with
thee to the grave!

GUIDO. Art ill that same Duchess of Padua?

BEATRICE. | am what thou hast made me; look
and see, | am thy creature.

MAFFIO. Look'ye, is she not like the white
tigress a Venice an Indian Sultan once sent the
Doge?

JEPPO. Higt, she can hear thy babble.

EXECUTIONER. My lad, | know not what thy
speaking can effect, now mine axe is come so nigh
thy neck; no words can blunt its edge. But seeing
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it doth concern thee so nearly, | will hie me yonder
to the Churchman; the commoner folks aye cdl
him hither. | know of a surety, he hath a kind
heart.

GUIDO. He whose trade is death is courtlier
than dl therest.

EXECUTIONER. God have mercy on thee, | do
thee the last service on earth.

GUIDO. Sir Cardinal, in a Chrigtian land, where
the pitying face of the Redeemer looks down from
the high seet of justice, shal a human being die
without confession? If not, then let mereved the
nightmare of my sns, so far as 9n doth burden my
soul.

BEATRICE. A needless waste of time.

CARDINAL. Ah, my son, | have no influence
over the Justiciar. Mine office only begins when
doom hath been pronounced, to stir the wavering
sinner to repentance, that he may whisper in the
e of Holy Church the secrets of a sin-laden
heart.

BEATRICE. As much as €er thou wilt, may'st
spesk at the confessiondl, till thy lips be outwear-
ied, but here thou shat not .

GUIDO. Reverend Father, you do bring me but
weak consolation.

CARDINAL. Nay, my son, the strong power of
the Church doth not end with this poor soap-bub-
ble world, whereof we, saith &. Jerome, are but
dust—for, an if the sinner die repentant, prayer
and our holy masses may do much to rescue his
soul from Purgatory.
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BEATRICE. Anthou dost meet my husbandin
Purgatory with a blood-red star over his heart,
tel him | send you to bear him company

GUIDO.  Oh God!

MORANZONE. This is the woman thou didst
love, ist not?

CARDINAL. How crud is Your Grace toward
thisman!

BEATRICE. Not haf so crud as he was to your
Grace.

CARDINAL. Yea truly, he did to death your
Consort.

BEATRICE. He did indeed!

CARDINAL. But mercy is the noblest preroga-
tive of Princes.

BEATRICE. | found no mercy, and | give none.

He hath turned my heart into a stone,
sowed nettle spawn in the flowering mead, pois-
oned the wellspring of compassion in my heart,
and torn up loving-kindness by the roots; my life
islikealand of famine, wherefrom dl good things
are utterly digged up. | am what thou hast made
me. [The DUCHESS weeps}

JEPPO. Strange she should so have loved the
wicked Duke.

MAFFIO. Strange 'tis women love their mates,
and drange it is they love them not.

JEPPO. What a philosopher art thou, Petrucci!

MAFFIO. Why yes, | can bear with equanimity
the ill-luck of other folks,—and that is philosophy.

BEATRICE. They tarry long, the greybeards, in
debate, bid them come, bid them come quick, dse
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my heart will burst, so fiercely doth it beat; not
that | am so exceeding anxious to live, for God
wot, my life is not so joyful,—but at any rate |
fain would not die without companions, nor fare
aone to hell.

Sr Cardinal, canst not here on my brow read a
word writ in scarlet letters—the word 'Revenge.’

.. Bring water that | wash it out; it was
branded there yesternight—say, must | wear it
there by day, Cardina? Oh, how it burns, and
doth consume my brain!  Give me a knife,—no
not that one, another,—that | may cut it out.

CARDINAL. Itisbut natural to rage againgt the
murderous hand of the malefactor who struck
dead your husband in his deep.

BEATRICE. Ah, Cardinal, would | could burn
that hand off,—it will burn in the world to come.

CARDINAL. Our Holy Church bids us forgive
our enemies.

BEATRICE. Forgive?what isthat?therewasno
forgiveness ever for me. Ha, they come at last!
Wdl, Sr Judticiar, well?

[The CHIEF JUSTICIAR enters]

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. Revered and most exated
our Liege Lady, long have we examined the knotty
point, and well pondered Your Grace's words of
wisdom,—never wisdom spake from fairer lips.

BEATRICE. Get on, my Lord, and let be com-
pliments!

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. We find, as duly demon-
drated to Your Grace, that whosoever, whether
by force or fraud, doth conspire againg the person
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of the Prince, isipsofacto outlawed and void of all
rights which appertain to other men, is a traitor
and an enemy of the people, whom any sword
may day at will, without its wielder being cdled
into account; but an if he be brought before the
judgment seat, he must with dumb lips and 4l
humility submit him to his well-deserved fate, see-
ing he hath forfeited the right of free speech.

BEATRICE. | thank thee from my heart, your
law doth please me well. And o, | beg, finish
with the assasdn, as is meet for him; for | am
weary of waiting, and the headsman is weary too.
What, is there aught more?

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. Yea, Your Grace, one thing
more. The man is a foreigner, no Paduan, and
owes no fealty to our Duke, more than Nature
clams of everyone. He may be accused of mani-
fold treasons, whereof the penalty is certain death,
yet hath he right of free speech in open sesson
‘fore the people; nay, the Court will urgently cal
on him, in accord with proper precedent, to defend
his life, to the end his City may not, justly in-
censed, charge unjust judgment ‘gaingt our State,
whereby a War might well be brought upon us.
So ruthful are Paduas laws toward the stranger
that sojourneth within her walls!

BEATRICE. Ishe, as member of our Household,
a dranger in the city?

CHIEF JUSTICIAR.  Only when he hath served
seven years here, can he become a citizen of Padua.

GUIDO. | thank thee from my heart, your law
doth please me well.
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SECOND BURGHER. Law, | like not Law; an
there were no Law, would be no transgressors o
the Law, and folk would live virtuous.

FIRST BURGHER. Yea, verily, that is a wise
word, it carries a man far.

USHER. Yea, to the gallows, rascal!

BEATRICE. Is this the law?

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. Veily ‘tis the Law of the
Land, noble Lady.

BEATRICE. Show me the book; yea, there it
stands in blood-red characters.

JEPPO. Look at our Duchess!

BEATRICE. Accursed law, ah, could | but tear
thee from the code of state, as now | tear thee from
this book. [Tears the leaf out.] Count Bardi,
prithee, aword! Areyou loyd? Then get mea
horse, have it in waiting a my door, for | must
ride in hot haste to Venice.

BARDI. You are for Venice, Duchess?

BEATRICE. Say naught of it! Go, go speedily.

[Exit BARDI ]

A word more, Sr Justiciar. If, as thou say'st,
this is law in Padua,—and of the Tightness of thy
judgment | raise no doubt, albeit right in such a
cae is hitter wrong,—yet can | not, by virtue of
mine office, adjourn thistria to alater time?

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. A blood process can never be
postponed.

BEATRICE. | will not stay to hearken to the fel-
low insulting me with his rough answers. Besides,
dl important duties do await a the Pdace.  At-
tend me, gentlemen!
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CHIEF JUSTICIAR. Noble Lady, you may not
depart hence, until the accused is condemned or
acquitted.

BEATRICE. May not, Sir Justiciar! Pray, by
what right dost put obstacles in my way? Am |
not Mistress here in Padua, Liege Lady of the
State?

CHIEF JUSTICIAR.  On this ground,—seeing you
are source and fount of life and eke of desath,
wherefrom Right doth flow like a mighty river,
Right is dried up, an you be not present, and hath
no proper existence; therefore must you remain.

BEATRICE. Thou wouldst keep me here against
my will.

CHIEF JUSTICIAR.  Let not your will go against
the Law.

BEATRICE. And if | force my way from out the
Court? ‘

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. You cannot force the Justic-
ers to clear the way.

BEATRICE. | will not stay. [Risesfromher seat)]

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. Is the Doorkeeper there?
Let him step forward.  [Doorkeeper comesforward.]
Thou knowest what doth belong to thine office!
[The Doorkeeper shuts the doors of the Hall of Jus-
tice, which are to left of stage, and kneels down, as
the DUCHESS and her train approach.]

DOORKEEPER. In dl humility 1 do beseech
Your Grace, let not the doing of my duty become
discourtesy, my unwelcome office be made a
grievous burden. By virtue of the right that mak-
eth you a Princess | stand here; were | to bresk
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the law, Your Grace, | should be breaking your
commandment and not my own.

BEATRICE. Isnoneamongst you, most honour-
able Sirs, will toss this prating windbag from my
path?

MAFFIO [Drawing his sword]. | will!

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. Count Maffio, be heedful
what you do, [to JEPPO] and you too, my Lord; the
first manthat drawshissword, were't only aganst
a condable, dies before night.

BEATRICE. Put up your swords, gentlemen; |
am resolved to hear the man. [Goes back to the
throne]

MAFFHO. Waéll, thou hast got thine enemy in
thy clutches now.

CHIEF JUSTICIAR  [Taking up the hour-glass].
Guido Ferranti, whiles here the sand runs in this
hour-glass, 'tis allowed thee to soeek fredly, but no
longer.

GUIDO. It is long enow.

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. Thou standest at the very
extremest verge of death; by thy salvation, spesk
only the plain, undiluted truth. Naught dse will
sead thee.

GUIDO. An | spesk untruth, ddiver thou my
body to the headsman.

CHIEF JUSTICIAR  [Turning the hour-glass].  S-
lence al, whiles the prisoner speaks.

USHER. Ho there, slence in the Court!

GUIDO. My Lord Judticiar, revered Judge of
this high Court, scarce know | how to begin what
| have to say, so strange and horrible seams the
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tdetome. Fire, let me declare mine origin and
birth. | am the bold Lorenzo's son, the Duke,
who with hideous treachery was bewrayed by a
villain—whilom Duke in this same town of
Padua.

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. Beware, 'twill help thee
naught to defame the Prince who now lies in his
coffin.

MAFHO. By Saint James, why he is hereditary
Lord then of Parma

JEPPO. | aye took him to be noble born.

GUIDO. | do confess that, with a view to right-
€ous revenge, most righteous revenge upon amur-
derer, | took service at the Duke's Court, sat with
him at meat, drank of his wine and was his boon-
companion; so much | do confess—only thisfur-
ther, that | held my hand till he gave into my
keeping the dearest secrets of hislife, till he clung
tome and in dl ways trusted me, asonce my noble
father trusted him. | held my hand until— [To
theheadsman.] Thouman of blood, turnnot thine
axetoward me before the time; who knows wheth-
e my death-hour be redly come. Is mine the
only neck among folk present here?

CHIEF JUSTICIAR.  Swift runs the sand in the
hour-glass, be quick and tell us of the Duke's mur-
der.

GUIDO. Tobebrief: yesternight ‘twas midnight
when | scaed the Paace walls with a stout rope,
bent on avenging my father's murder; such was
my purpose, | do own it, Sr.  Thus much will |
confess, and this to boot: when cautioudy | had



600 THE PLAYS OF OSCAR WILDE [ACT iv

climbed the stepsthat |ead to the Duke's deeping-
room, and was stretching forth my hand to the
scarlet curtain, that shook and shuddered in the
storm, just then the white moon shone out in the
sky and flooded the dark chamber with a slver
sheen, the night lit up its tapers for my service.
Adeep lay the hated Duke, still cursing in his
dreams, and at the thought of my father'sdaying,
—my father whom he bartered to the block, sold
to the scaffold, | pierced the traitor's heart with
this dagger here, which by mere chance 1 found
there in the room.

BEATRICE [Springing up]. Oh!

GUIDO [Speakingfast and excitedly]. | stabbed
the Duke. Now, Justiciar, an | may yet crave one
boon, let me see the sun never more, when he
shines upon the misery of this sorrowful world.

CHIEF JUSTICIAR. Thy wish be granted thee.
Die to-night! Lead him forth! Come ye with
me, Srd

[GUIDO is led off; as he goes, the DUCHESS throws
wide her arms and rushes across the stage towards
him]

BEATRICE. Guido! Guido! [Fallsin a swoon,

END OF ACT IV



ACT V

A DUNGEON IN THE STATE PRISON AT PADUA

GUIDO lies (left) on a camp bed; beside him a table
and on it a beaker. Five soldiers are drinking and
dicing at a stone table in the corner; one of them has
a lantern hanging from his halberd. A torch is
stuck in the wall, above GUIDO'S head. In back-
ground two barred windows, and between them (mid-
dle) the door, all opening onto a passage without.
Sage dimly lighted.

FIRST SOLDIER [Throwing the dice]. Sx, gx
again, PietroladJ

SECOND SOLDIER. Deuce and dl, Lieutenant,
I'll play no more with thee; dse shal | lose dl |
have.

THIRD SOLDIER. All but thy wits; need'st have
no fear about them.

SECOND SOLDIER. He can't rob me o' my
wits.

THIRD SOLDIER. Nay, because thou hast none
to lose

SOLDIERS [Laughing loudly]. Ha' hal ha

FIRST SOLDIER.  Hist, ye will wake the prisoner,
he's adeep.

SECOND SOLDIER. What matter? He'll deep
long and sound enow, once he'sburied. My word
on't, he'd beglad if only we could wake him, when
he's lad i' the grave.

601
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THIrDSOLDIER. Not he, for when he wakes up
there, 'tis the last day come.

SECOND SOLDIER. Yea, he hath brought him*
sdf to apretty passtruly; why, let me tell ye—to
kill one of us, who be mere flesh and blood, is
againg orders, but to day a Duke, that is against
the laws.

HRST SOLDIER. But he was a cursed bad Duke.

SECOND SOLDIER.  Then should he have had no
truck with him; the man who goes with bad folk,
runs risk of being fouled with their badness.

THIRD SOLDIER. Why, o' coursehe doth. How
old isthe prisoner?

SECOND SOLDIER. Old enow to commit follies,
and not old enow to be wise and sensible.

FIRST SOLDIER.  He can be any age &t that rate.

SECOND SOLDIER.  They say the Duchess would
fain reprieve him.

FIRST SOLDIER. Truly?

SECOND SOLDIER. Yea, it seems she gppeded
to the Chief Justiciar, but he refused.

FIRST SOLDIER. But | always thought, Pietro,
the Duchess could do anything.

SECOND SOLDIER.  For sure,—why, look'ye how
shes made; | don't know afiner woman.

SOLDIERS.  Ha ha ha

FIRST SOLDIER. | meant that our Duchess
could order anything and have it done.

SECOND sBRDDHER. Nolotsep; fdornoew heds delivr

up to his Judges, and they will take good care
to see him executed, they and Big Hugo, the heads-
man. But once his head's off, then the Duchess
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can pardon him, an it suits her fancy; there's no
law to hinder that.

FIRST SOLDIER. | don't suppose after al that
Big Hugo, as ye cdl him, when the last comes to
the last, will get the chance to do his duty on him;
this Guido comes of a noble house, so the laws
alow him to take poison, an such be his pleasure.

THIRD SOLDIER. Ton honour, drinking poison
isasorry sort o' pleasure.

SECOND SOLDIER. What kind o' athing is this

poison, eh?

FIRST SOLDIER. Why, poison, man, that kills
ye dead.

SECOND SOLDIER. What sort o' thing ist ex-
actly, poison?

FIRST SOLDIER. A drink, like water, only not
quite so wholesome. Would'st like to taste and
try, there's some i' the beaker yonder.

SECOND SOLDIER. 'Zounds, an it be not whole-
some, I'll not touch it.

THIRD SOLDIER. Now, an he won't drink it?

FIRST SOLDIER. Then they'll put him to deeth.

THIRD SOLDIER. But an he do drink it?

FIRST SOLDIER. Then will he die.

SECOND SOLDIER. A damned poor choice for
him; well, 'tis to be hoped hell make a wise
one.

[Knocking heard at the door.]

FIRST SOLDIER. Go See, who ‘'tis

[Third soldier goes and looks through the judos]

THIRD SOLDIER. A woman.

HRST SOLDIER. Is she a trim wench?
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THIKD SOLDIER. | can't se, Lieutenant, she
wears a mask.

HBST SOLDIER. Only right fair or downright
ugly women hide their faces. Let her come in!
[The soldier opens the door and the DUCHESS enters,
masked and cloaked.}

BEATRICE [To the third soldier}. Are you the
Officer on guard?

FIRST SOLDIER [Sepping forward]. | am, noble
Lady.
BEATRICE. | must speak aonewiththeprisoner.

FIRST SOLDIER. Alas! that is impossible. [Tlie
DUCHESS hands him a ring, he looks at it and re-
turnsit with a bow; then ordersthemen.} Withdraw!

[Exeunt the other soldiers}

BEATRICE. Your men are a trifle rough, Sr
Officer.

FIRST SOLDIER. They mean no harm.

BEATRICE. Inafew minutes| shall be coming
again, as | go down the corridor then, see they
do not lift my mask.

FHRST SOLDIER. You need have no fear, noble
Lady.
BEATRICE. | have especid reasons for wishing
no one to see my face.

FIRST SOLDIER. Withthisring, nobleLady,you
may go in and out at your good pleasure; 'tis the
Duchesss ring.

BEATRICE. Now leave us done. [Just as the
Officer is on the point of going} One moment more.
For what hour is the execution fixed?

FIRST SOLDIER. At twelve o'clock, noble Lady,
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we are to lead him forth according to orders, but
he will scarce surely wait for us; in al likelihood
he will take asip of the poison before then. Men
are sore afraid of the headsman.

BEATRICE. Is that poison there?

FIRST SOLDIER. Yea, noble Lady, very power-
ful poison.

BEATRICE. Now, prithee go.

FIRST SOLDIER. 'Zounds, what a lovely hand!
Who may she be, | wonder? Mayhap a woman
who hath loved him. [Exit.]

BEATRICE [Removing her mask]. At last! Now
can he easily escape, cloaked and masked; we are
amogt of adze, no one will recognise him. Mine
own fate | care little for. So long as he doth not
curse me, abet he forsake me, al is well; but
will he curse me? he hath every right to. Tis
eleven now, they come not ere twelve; what will
they say, when they see the nest empty? [Walks
to the table] So that is poison. How wonderful
that here in this liquor lies the key of dl life's
wisdom. [Takes up the beaker.] It amels of pop-
pies, how well do | remember, when | was a child
in Sicily, | plucked a weslth of scarlet poppiesin
the corn, and wove a garland of them; even mine
uncle, the grim John of Naples, laughed. | knew
not that poppy juice can choke the source of life,
can dop its pulse and freeze the blo6tl, till men
come and hale off the poor corpse and cadt it
in the grave—yea, the dead body, but the soul
fares either to heaven or hdl. Whither will mine

go?
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[ Takes the torch from the wall, and goes up to the
pallet bed.}

How soft he degps, like a boy outwearied with
play. Ah, would that | could deep so peacefully,
but | dream dreams. [Bending over him.] Poor
lad, shdl | kiss him? No, my lips would scorch
him, sick and sorry as heis of love. But his white
neck shdl surely 'scgpe the headsman; that | have
provided for. This night he shal fly from Padua,
—and therefore | am glad. You are right cun-
ning, Sir Justiciar, but you are not haf so cunning
as |,—and therefore | am glad. Oh God, how |
loved him, and what a bloody flower hath blos-
omed therefrom.  [Returns to the table] Now,
dhdl | drink this liquor, and so make an end?
Were it not better to wait till Death come to find
me in my bed with his horrid following,—re-
morse, diseese, ed and affliction? | know not an
there be much pain to suffer. ... | am so young,
S0 young, to go to my death now, yet it must
needs be 0. But why? why die? To-night he
doth excape, so that his blood falls not upon my
head. Nay, nay, | must die, | am laden with
guilt, and therefore must | die; he loves me not,
and therefore must | die; | had died happier, an
he had kissed me, but that he will not do. Little
| knew him; | deemed he would have denounced
me to the Judge; we women never know our dear-
eg, till they forsake us

[Bell beginstotoll] Hateful bell, why dost thou
cry like a brazen-mouthed bloodhound hungering
after his life; hush, thou dogt cry in vain. He
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stirs—quick! [Seizes the beaker.] Oh love, love,
love, | never thought to pledge thee so.

[Drinks the poison and puts dawn the beaker
behind her on the table. The noise aivakens GUIDO;
he starts up, but does not see what she has done.
Slence reignsfor a minute, while they gaze at each
other.]

I am not come to crave for pardon now, | know
| stand outside of al forgiveness, a guilty, an
accursed woman!  Enough! | have confessed d-
ready to the Justicers the exceeding burden of my
gns. They would not listen to me. Some said, |
had invented the tale to save thee, since thou
wast in league with me; others, that women
played with pity as they did with men; others
again, that grief for my husband had robbed me
of my senses. They would not hear me, and when
| swore on the Book, | was sent to the physician.
Ten againg one; ten they are, thy life isin their
power. Folk cal me Duchess of Padua, though
whether | be so still, | cannot tell. | have par-
doned thee, and they have reversed my act, de-
claring 'tis treason what | have decreed,—mayhap
it is. In an hour they will be here to hae thee
from thy cdl and bind thy hands behind thy back
and drag thee to the block,—I have forerun them.
Here is the signet-ring of Padua, it will bring thee
safe past the watch; now take mask and cloak,
they have ordersto ask no questions. Oncethrough
the prison doors, turn to the left, and at the second
bridge horses await thee—at morn thou shalt be
a Venice. [A pause] Thou wilt not speak, wilt
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not once curse me, ere thou goest? Thou hast
good right to.

Dost not comprehend that ‘twixt thee and the
scaffold scarce so much sand in the hour-glass is
left to run as a child's fist holds. Here is the
ring, the hand is clean; no blood cleaves to it.
Have no fear! Wilt thou not take the ring?

GUIDO [Takes it and kisses it].  Willingly, noble
Lady.
BEATRICE. And leave Padua?

GUIDO. How, leave Padua?

BEATRICE. This very night.

GUIDO. This very night?

BEATRICE. Thank thy God therefor.

GUIDO. Then | may live. Ne€er did life seem
so dluring to me as now.

BEATRICE. Why dost delay, my Guido? Here
is the cloak, at the bridge a horse—at the toll-
house yonder by the second bridge. Why wilt
thou linger here? Can thine ear not catch the
dreadful bell, which at each stroke shortens thy
young life yet another minute? Fly, fly quickly!

GUIDO. He comes not speedily enough.

BEATRICE. Who?

GUIDO [Calmly]. Why, the headsman

BEATRICE. Nay, nay, say not that.

GUIDO. He done can bring me out of Padua

BEATRICE. What, thou dar'st, dar'st burden my
over-burdened soul with two dead men; one, one
is enough! For when | stand before my God eye
to eye, thou must not, thou shdt not, with a red
thread about thy white neck, step forward and
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accuse me, so that the very devils that howl in
hell should pity me.  Wilt thou be harder-hearted
than the devils God banishes from heaven!

GUIDO. | stay here, noble Lady.

BEATRICE. Nay, nay, thou canst not. Dost
not understand | have less power now in Padua
than any girl. They will kill me. | have just
seen the scaffold in the open Square; already the
rabble was pressing round it with cruel jests and
lugt of horrors, asthough it were the stage of some
masquerade and not the melancholy throne of
death. Oh Guido, thou must fly.

GUIDO. Yeaq, by the hand of death, but not by
thine.

BEATRICE. Oh, thou art pitiless, as pitiless now
as dway. Nay, Guido, thou must away.

GUIDO. | shdl remain, noble Lady.

BEATRICE. Thoumust not, Guido, it would be
%0 dreadful ese, that €en the stars, amazed and
horrified, would fall from heaven, that the moon
would be stopped and darkened in her path, and
the sun cease to shine upon the earth that saw
thy death.

GUIDO. | will not give way.

BEATRICE [Wringing her hands]. Thou dost not
know this, that once the Justicers are come, | am
powerlessto shield thee from the axe. Asif | had
not done outrage enow already! Will one sin not
suffice? Must it engender yet another sin worse
than the first crime? Oh God, shut up the womb
that mothers sin, dry it up, and never more shdl
blood stain my hand, as it did but now.
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GUIDO [Taking her hand]. How, am | fdlen so
low, | should begrudge to die for thee?

BEATRICE [Drawing away her hand]. For mer
My life is a worthless thing, that hath been tossed
out into the street mud of the world. Thou must
not diefor me, thou shat not, Guido; | am asinful
woman.

GUIDO. Let them who know not what tempta-
tion is let them who have not waked like us in
the furnace-fire of passon, and whose life is tedious
and colourless, in a word dl them, if such there
be, who have never loved, let them cast stones
a us.

BEATRICE.  Woe is me, ah, woe is mel

GUIDO [Throwing himself at her feet]. Thou art
my life, my highest, truest joy! Oh golden hair,
oh purple mouth, oh cheeks framed to alure man's
love! Incarnate image of lovelinesss To thee
doing homage, | forget dl that hath been; to thee
doing homage, my soul touches thine; to thee
doing homage, | fed mysdf a God. Albeit my
body come to the headsman's block, yet doth my
love live for aye.

[The DUCHESS holds her hands before her face,
GUIDO draws them away.] Lift the drooping cur-
tains of thine eyes, that | may look in them and
say—!| love thee, and never more than when
Desth presses his cold lips betwixt us. | love
thee, Beatrice—thine answer? Woeisme! | can
well endure the headsman, but not this slence; say
thou lovest me. This one word, and Death hath
no sting left; but an thou say it not, fifty thousand
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deaths are then a mercy. Thou art crud, thou
dost not love me.

BEATRICE. | havenorightto. Love'shandsof
innocence are stained with blood vilely shed,—here
on the ground is blood, sprinkled there by me.

GUIDO. Nay, love, not by thee; only a devil
tempted thee.

BEATRICE [Springing up]. No, no, each one is
his own devil, and himsdf turns the world into a
hell.

GUIDO. Then sink Paradise to Tartarus!  For
now | hold this world a heaven a brief while. |
love thee, Bedtrice.

BEATRICE. Tainted with the plague of sin, | am
not worthy of thee.

GUIDO. By the Redeemer, the Sn was mine, if
sn there were. | nurtured murder in my heart,
sweetened my meat therewith, flavoured my wine,
in thought | struck down the accursed Duke an
hundred timesaday. Had the man died only haf
so often as | wished, Death would have been stalk-
ing for ever through the house, Murder would
have never rested. But thou, Beloved, thou who
looked with ruth upon the whipped hound, thou at
whose gaze children's faces brightened, because
where thou didst pass, sunshine went with thee,
thou gentle angel of white, holy purity, what was
it men cdl thy sin?

BEATRICE. Whatwasit? Oftitssemstomea
dream, an evil dream sent by an evil demon; but
then, | see the corpse within its coffin, and know it
is no dream, know that my hand is red with blood;
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and my poor soul, on the voyage to alove's haven
'gangt the wild tempest of this mad world, hath
wrecked her bark ontherock of sn. What was
it, thou dogt ask,—only a murder, naught ese
but murder, horrid murder.

GXJDO. Nay, never, never; 'twas but the pain-
ful blossom of thy love, that in a moment burst
into bloom, and in a moment's passion bare a
bloody fruit, such as in thought mysdf had
plucked a thousand times. My mind was full of
murder, but my arm was weak; thy arm com-
mitted murder, but thy mind was innocent. |
love theefor it, Beatrice; who refuses pity for thy
disress, may he find no compassion in Heaven.
Kissme, sweet! [Triestokissher.]

BEATRICE. Nay, nay, thy mouth is pure, mine
sullied; my paramour was murder, and Sn dept
inmy bed. Guido, anthou lov'st me, fly, fly; for
every moment gnaws at thy life like a deadly
worm. Beloved, fly, and if in later days thou dost
remember me, think of me as of one who loved
thee better than dl dse in the world; as of a wo-
man, Guido mine, who was fain to offer up her life
for her love, and thereby dew her love—What ist
now? the bell hath fallen dumb, and up the stairs ||
hear the tread of armed men coming.

GUIDO [Asde]. Thesgnd for the watch to hde
meforth.

BEATRICE. Why hath it stopped ringing?

GUIDO. Must thou know? For this sSde the
grave, my life ends here—beyond the tomb we
shdl s each other again.
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BEATRICE. It is not yet too late; fly hence, the
horse stands ready by the bridge, there yet istime.
Away, away, thou must not tarry longer.

[Noise of soldiers in the corridor.]

A VOICE FROM WITHOUT. Make way for the
Chief Justiciar of Padual

[Through the barred window the Chief Justiciar is
seen passing along the passage, torch-bearers preced-
ing him.]

BEATRICE. It is too late.

A VOICE FROM WITHOUT. Make way for the
Headsman!

BEATRICE [Throwing herself down].  Oh!

[ The Executioner, axe on shoulder, appears in the
corridor, Monks carrying tapers behind him,]

GUIDO. Farewel, my love, | drink the poison
here. | fear not the headsman; only this, | will
not die upon the block.

BEATRICE. Oh!

GUIDO. Nay, rather here, here in thy arms, be-
twixt two kisses—fareweil! [Goes to the table, and
seizes the cup.] What, art empty? [Tossesit on
the floor.] Ohniggardly gaoler, thou dost begrudge
even thy poison.

BEATRICE [In aweak voice]. No blame belongs
to him.

GUIDO. Oh God, hast thou drunk it, Beatricel
tell me, thou hast not done that!

BEATRICE. An | were to lie, there burns a fire
a my heart that will soon proclaim the truth.

GUIDO. Traitorous love, why didst leave me
never a drop over?
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BEATRICE. Nay, nay, therewasdeath only for
me in the cup.

GUIDO. Let me taste the dainty poison from
thy lips, mayhap some il lingers there.

BEATRICE. Thou art not to die, thou has shed
no blood, thou art not to die; 'tis | have shed
blood, and | must die.  Stands not the word writ:
Blood for blood? Whosadso? | cannot remem-
ber.

GUIDO. Wait for me, our souls will depart
together.

BEATRICE. Nay, livel There be many women
left in the world ready for love, not murder, for
thy sake.

GUIDO. Thee only do | love.

BEATRICE. That is no good ground for dying.

GUIDO. An if we die together, why cannot we
rest together in one tomb?

BEATRICE. The graveisbut anarrow marriage
bed.

GUIDO. It will suffice for us.

BEATRICE. They shdl bedeck it with stiff cere-
cloth and bitter herbs; for roses, methinks, spring
not in the grave, and if any there be, they are dl
withered, snce the Duke died.

GUIDO. Ah Beatrice, thy mouth wears roses
that do defy Death. ,

BEATRICE. Will not my mouth, whenas we lie
inthe grave, fall dl to dust, thy bright eyes shrink
to blind holes, and worms, our marriage-guests,
gnaw at thy heart?

GUIDO. What matter? Degth doth react on
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love—and through love's eternd maesty | die
with thee.

BEATRICE. Butthe graveisdark, thetombis
dark; wherefore must | go first to light the tapers
ere thou come. Nay, nay, | will not die, will not
die. Beloved, thou art strong, and young and
brave! Defend me when the Angel of Desth
draws near, and wrestle with him for me! [Push-
ing GUIDO forward] | will kiss thee, when thou
hast vanquished him. Hast thou no way to stay
the poison that doth rage within me? Are there
no rivers left in al Italy? Bring me a besker of
water and put out this burning firel

GUIDO.  Oh God!

BEATRICE. Why didst thou never tell me that
in Italy al is desert dryness—no water anywhere,
only fire?

GUIDO. Beoved!

BEATRICE. Send for the physician, but not for
him who staunched my husband's blood. Fetch
aphysician instantly! There is for every poison
anantidote, hewill sl itusfor agrest price. Tel
him, for one short hour of life Padua shdl be his
guerdon. | will not die. | am sck to death.
Touch me not, poison gnaws a my vitas. |
never knew it was such pain to die. Life, me-
thought, had taken al the heart's agony for itsalf.
It seems 'tis not so.

GUIDO.  Accursed stars, quench ye your torches
in tears, and bid your migtress, the moon, to pae
her beams to-night.

BEATRICE. What do we here, Beloved? This
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room is poorly furnished forth for abrida cham-
ber. Come, let us begone a once. Where are
the horses? By now we should be haf way to
Venicee How cold the night is Let us ride
faster! Are not these our wedding bdls, Guido?

[Outside the Monks begin their chants]

Music! It might be merrier; but melancholy is
now the fashion,—why | cannot tell. Why dost
weep? Do we not love each other? Naught dse
isneeded. Desath, what seek'st thou here? Thou
wert never asked to this feast; away, thou dost
intrude. | tell thee, | drank thy health in wine,
and not in poison. They lied who sad | had
drunk up thy poison; it was spilt on the ground,
like my husband's blood,—thou hast come too late.

GUIDO. Theresnothing here, sweetheart; these
be but unsubstantial phantoms.

BEATRICE. Death, why dost thou tarry here?
Go to the upper chamber, there stands prepared
for thee the cold meats of my Consort's funeral
feast; here 'tis a marriage banquet. Thou hast
gone astray. Beside, 'tis summer now, we need
not so fierceafire; thou art scorching us. Guido,
bid the sextons have done with digging of this
empty grave. | will not be entombed therein. |
burn, consume, melt in the inward glow; cangt do
naught to help me? Water, give me water, but
no more poison.—Ha, now the pain is past; how
drange, | fed no pain. Desath is gone, how glad |
am thereof; methought he would fain part us.
Tdl me this, Guido, art sorry thou didst ever see
me?
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GUIDO. What had my life been without thee?
In this dull, flat world many a man hath died,
waiting and wishing for such amoment asthis, and
never found it.

BEATRICE. Thou art not sorry then? How
strange it seemd

GUIDO. Have | not fed mine eyes on beauty?
That isjoy enow for aman'slife. | could jest for
very merriment; at many afeast | have sat sadder;
who can be sad at such afeast asthis, where Degath
and Love are our cupbearers? We are made one
in love and death.

BEATRICE. | havebeenguilty aboveal women,
and therefore punished above dl women. What
dost truly think,—tis not possible—can love wipe
away the blood from off my hands, pour balsamin
my wounds, hea my scars, and wash my scarlet
gns as white as snow? | have sinned much.

GUIDO. Who dgns for love, sins not.

BEATRICE. | have sinned, and yet mayhap shdll
| be forgiven. | have loved much.

[They kiss each other for the first time in this Act.
Suddenly the DUCHESS springs up in afearful death
spasm, tears at her clothing in her agony, and finally
falls back on her seat, her face wrung and distorted
with pain. GUIDO takes the dagger from her girdle,
kills himself with it, then as hefalls across her knees,
drags down the cloak hanging over the back of the
chair, and covers her completely with it. A short
pause. Then the trampling of soldiers in the corri-
dor, the door opens, the Chief Justidar, the Execu-
tioner and the Watch enter, and see the black, muffled
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shape and GUIDO lying athwart it. ~ The Chief Justi-
tiar rushesforward and draws away the cloak from
the DUCHESS, whose countenance is now the marble
image of Peace,—showing that God hasforgiven her ]

END OF ACT V
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SALOME

SCENE—A great terrace in the Palace of HEROD,
set above the banqueting-hall. Some soldiers are
leaning over the balcony. To the right there is a
gigantic staircase, to the left, at the back, an old
cistern surrounded by a wall of green bronze. The
moon is shining very brightly.

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. How beautiful is the Prin-
cess Sdome to-night!

THE PAGE OF HERODIAS. Look a the moon.
How strange the moon seemdl - Sheislike awoman
risng from a tomb. She is like a dead woman.
One might fancy she was looking for dead things.

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. She has a strange look.
Se is like a little princess who wears a yellow
vell, and whose feet are of slver. Sheis like a
princess who has little white doves for feet. One
might fancy she was dancing.

THE PAGE OF HERODIAS. She is like a woman
who is dead. She moves very dowly.

[Noise in the banqueting-hall.]

HRST SOLDIER. What an uproar! Who ae
those wild beests howling?

SECOND SOLDIER. The Jews. They are always
like that. They are disputing about their religion.

HRST SOLDIER. Why do they dispute about
their religion?

SECOND SOLDIER. | cannot tell. They are a-

623



624 THE PLAYS OF OSCAR WILDE

ways doing it. The Pharisees, for instance, say
that there are angds, and the Sadducees declare
that angels do not exist.

HRST SOLDIER. | think it is ridiculous to dis
pute about such things.

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. How beautiful isthe Prin-
cess Sdome to-night!

THE PAGE OF HERODIAS. You are aways look-
ing a her. You look at her too much. Itis dan-
gerous to look at people in such fashion. Some-
thing terrible may happen.

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. She is very beautiful to-
night.

FIRST SOLDIER. The Tetrarch has a sombre

SECOND SOLDIER. Yes; he has a sombre aspect.

FHRST SOLDIER. He is looking a something.

SECOND SOLDIER. He islooking a some one.

HRST SOLDIER. At whom is he looking?

SECOND SOLDIER. | cannot tell.

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. How pale the Princess is!
Never have | seen her s0 pae. She is like the
shedow of a white rose in a mirror of silver.

THE PAGE OF HERODIAS. You must not look at
her. You look too much at her.

HRST SOLDIER. Herodias hes filled the cup of
the Tetrarch.

THE CAPPADOCIAN. Isthat the Queen Herodias,
she who wears a black mitre sewed with pearls,
and whore hair is powdered with blue dust?

FIRST SOLDIER. Yes that is Herodias, the
Tetrarch's wife.
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SECOND SOLDIER. The Tetrarch is very fond of
wine. He has wine of three sorts. One which is
brought from the Idand of Samothrace, and is
purple like the cloak of Caesar.

THE CAPPADOCIAN. | have never seen Caesx.

SECOND SOLDIER. Another that comes from a
town cdled Cyprus, and is as yelow as gold.

THE CAPPADOCIAN. | love gold.

SECOND SOLDIER. And the third is a wine of
Sicily. That wine is as red as blood.

THE NUBIAN. The gods of my country are very
fond. Twice in the year we sacrifice to them
young men and maidens; fifty young men and a
hundred maidens. But | am afraid that we never
givethemquiteenough, for they arevery harshtous.

THE CAPPADOCIAN. In my country there are no
gods left. The Romans have driven them out.
There are some who say that they have hidden
themselves in the mountains, but | do not believe
it. Three nights | have been on the mountains
seeking them everywhere. | did not find them.
And at lagt | cdled them by their names, and they
did not come. | think they are dead.

FIRST SOLDIER. The Jews worship a God that
one cannot see.

THE CAPPADOCIAN. | cannot understand that.

FIRST SOLDIER. In fact, they only believe in
things that one cannot see.

THE CAPPADOCIAN. That ssems to me ato-
gether ridiculous.

THE VOICE OF JOKANAAN. After me shdl come
another mightier than 1. | am not worthy so
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much as to unloose the latchet of his shoes.
When he cometh, the solitary places shal be glad.
They shdl blossom like therose.  The eyes of the
blind shall see the day, and the ears of the desf
shdl be opened. The suckling child shal put his
hand upon the dragon's lair, he shdl lead the
lions by their manes.

SECOND SOLDIER. Make him be slent. He is
aways saying ridiculous things.

FIRST SOLDIER. No, no. He is a holy man.
He is very gentle, too. Every day, when | give
him to eat he thanks me.

THE CAPPADOCIAN. Who is he?

HRST SOLDIER, A prophet.

THE CAPPADOCIAN. What is his name?

FIRST SOLDIER.  Jokanaan.

THE CAPPADOCIAN. Whence comes he?

FIRST SOLDIER. From the desart where he fed
on locusts and wild honey. He was clothed in
camd's hair, and round his loins he had aleathern
belt. He was very terrible to look upon. A great
multitude used to follow him. He even had dis
ciples.

THE CAPPADOCIAN. What is he talking of?

FIRST SOLDIER.  We can never tell. Sometimes
he says things that affright one, but it is impos
sble to understand what he says.

THE CAPPADOCIAN. May one se him?

HRST SOLDIER. No. The Tetrarch has for-
bidden it.

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. The Princess has hidden
her face behind her fan! Her little white hands
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are fluttering like doves that fly to their dove-
cotes. They are like white butterflies. They are
just like white butterflies.

THE PAGE OF HERODIAS. What is that to you?
Why do you look at her? You must not look at
her. . . . Something terrible may happen.

THE CAPPADOCIAN [Pointing to the cistern]. What
a strange prison!

SECOND SOLDIER. It is an old cistern.

THE CAPPADOCIAN. Anold cistern! That must
be a poisonous place in which to dwell!

SECOND SOLDIER. Oh no! For instance, the
Tetrarch's brother, his elder brother, the first
husband of Herodias the Queen, was impri-
soned there for twelve years. It did not kill
him. At the end of the twelve years he had to
be strangled.

THE CAPPADOCIAN. Strangled? Who dared to
do that?

SECOND SOLDIER [Pointing to the Executioner, a
huge Negro]. That man yonder, Naaman.

THE CAPPADOCIAN. He was not afraid?

SECOND SOLDIER. Oh no! The Tetrarch sent
him the ring.

THE CAPPADOCIAN. What ring?

SECOND SOLDIER. The desth-ring. So he was
not afraid.

THE CAPPADOCIAN. Yet it isaterrible thing to
srangle a king.

FRST SOLDIER. Why? Kings have but one
neck, like other folk.

THE CAPPADOCIAN. 1 think it terrible.
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THE YOUNG SYRIAN. The Princessis getting up!
Sheisleaving thetable! Shelooks very troubled.
Ah, she is coming this way. Yes, she is coming
towards us. How pade sheid Never have | seen
her so pale.

THE PAGE OF HERODIAS. | pray you not to look
a her.

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. Sheislike a dove that has

strayed. . . . Sheislike a narcissus trembling in
the wind. . . . Sheislike a silver flower.
[Enter SALOME]

SALOMfi. I will not stay. | cannot stay. Why
does the Tetrarch look at me all the while with
his mole's eyes under his shaking eyelids? It is
strange that the husband of my mother looks at
me like that. | know not what it means. Of a
truth | know it too well.

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. You have left the feast,
Princess?

SALOMfi. How sweet is the air here! | can
breathe here.  Within there are Jews from Jeru-
sdem who are tearing each other in pieces over
their foolish ceremonies, and barbarians who drink
and drink, and spill their wine on the pavement,
and Greeks from Smyrnawith painted eyes and
painted cheeks, and frizzed hair curled in col-
umns, and Egyptians silent and subtle, with long
nails of jade and russet cloaks, and Romans
brutal and coarse, with their uncouth jargon.
Ah! how | loathe the Romans! They are rough
and common, and they give themsalves the ars of
noble lords.
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THE YOUNG SYRIAN. Will you be seated, Prin-
0ess?

THE PAGE OF HERODIAS. Why do you spesk to
her? Oh! something terrible will happen. Why
do you look at her?

SALOM6. How good to see the moon!  She is
like a little piece of money, a little silver flower.
Sheis cold and chaste. | am sure she is avirgin.
Yes, sheisavirgin. She has never defiled hersalf.
She has never abandoned hersdf to men, like the
other goddesses.

THE VOICE OF JOKANAAN. Behold! the Lord
hath come. The son of man is a hand. The cen-
taTs have hidden themselves in the rivers, and
the nymphs have left the rivers, and are lying
beneath the leaves of the forest.

SALOMfi. Who was that who cried out?

SECOND SOLDIER. The prophet, Princess.

SALOME. Ah, the prophet! He of whom the
Tetrarch is afraid?

SECOND SOLDIER. We know nothing of that,
Princess. It was the prophet Jokanaan who cried
out.

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. Is it your pleasure that |
bid them bring your litter, Princess? The night
is fair in the garden.

SALOME. He says terrible things about my
mother, does he not?

SECOND SOLDIER.  We never understand what
he says, Princess.

SALOME  Yes, he saysterrible things about her.

[Enter a Save]
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THE SLAVE. Princess, the Tetrarch prays you
to return to the feast.

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. Pardon me, Princess, but
if you return not some misfortune may happen.

SALOMfi. Is he an old man, this prophet?

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. Princess, it were better to
return.  Suffer me to lead you in.

SALOME.  This prophet ... is he an old man?

FIRST SOLDIER. No, Princess, he is quite young.

SECOND SOLDIER.  One cannot be sure.  There
are those who say he is Elias.

SALOME. Who is Elias?

SECOND SOLDIER. A prophet of this country in
bygone days, Princess.

THE SLAVE. What answer may | give the
Tetrarch from the Princess?

THE VOICE OF JOKANAAN. Reoice not, 0 land
of Palestine, because the rod of him who smote
thee is broken. For from the seed of the serpent
shdl come a basilisk, and that which is born of it
shall devour the birds.

SALOME. What a strange voicel | would spesk
with him.

FIRST SOLDIER. | fear it may not be, Princess.
The Tetrarch does not suffer any one to spesk
with him. He has even forbidden the high priest
to spesk with him.

SALOME. | desire to spesk with him.

FIRST SOLDIER. It is impossible, Princess

SALOME. | will spesk with him.

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. Would it not be better to
return to the banquet?
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saLomt. Bring forth this prophet.

[Exit the Save)]

FRST SOLDIER. We dare not, Princess.

SALOME [Approaching the cistern and looking
down into it]. How black it is, down there! It
must be terrible to be in so black a hole! It is
likeatomb. . . . [To the soldiers.} Did you not
hear me? Bring out the prophet. | would look
on him.

SECOND SOLDIER. Princess, | beg you do not
require this of us.

SALOME. You are making me wait upon your
pleasure.

FIRST SOLDIER. Princess, our lives belong to
you, but we cannot do what you have asked of us.
And indeed, it is not of us that you should ask
this thing.

SALOME [Looking at the young Syrian]. Ah!

THE PAGE OF HERODIAS. Oh! what is going to
happen? | am sure that something terrible will
happen.

SALOME [Going up to the young Syrian]. Thou
wilt do this thing for me, wilt thou not, Narra-
both? Thou wilt do this thing for me. | have
ever been kind towards thee. Thou wilt do it for
me. | would but look at him, this strange prophet.
Men have talked so much of him. Often | have
heard the Tetrarch talk of him. 1 think he is
afraid of him, the Tetrarch. Art thou, even thou,
dso afraid of him, Narraboth?

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. | fear him not, Princess,
thereisno man | fear. But the Tetrarch has for
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mally forbidden that any man should raise the
cover of this well.

SALOME. Thou wilt do this thing for me, Narra-
both, and to-morrow when | passin my litter be-
neath the gateway of the idol-sdllers | will let fall
for thee a littleflower, a little green flower.

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. Princess, | cannot, | cannot.

SALOME [Smiling]. Thou wilt do this thing for
me, Narraboth. Thou knowest that thou wilt do
this thing for me. And on the morrow when |
shdl pass in my litter by the bridge of the idol-
buyers, | will look at thee through the mudin
vells, | will look at thee, Narraboth, it may be |
will smile at thee. Look a me, Narraboth, look
a me. Ah! thou knowest that thou wilt do what
| ask of theee Thou knowest it. ... | know
that thou wilt do this thing.

THE YOUNG SYRIAN [Sgning to the third soldier].
Let the prophet come forth. . . . The Princess
Sdome desires to see him.

SALOME. Ah!

THE PAGE OF HEBODIAS. Oh! how strange the
moon looks. Like the hand of a dead woman who
is seeking to cover herself with a shroud.

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. She has a strange aspect!
Sheislike alittle princess, whose eyes are eyes of
amber. Through the clouds of mudin she is
amiling like a little princess.

[The prophet comes out of the cistern. SALOME
looks at him and steps slowly back.]

JOKANAAN. Where is he whose cup of abomina
tionsis now full? Where is he, who in arobe of
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Slver shdl one day die in the face of al the peo-
ple? Bid him come forth, that he may hear the
voice of him who hath cried in the waste places
and in the houses of kings.

SALOME. Of whom is he spesking?

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. No one can tell, Princess.

JOKANAAN. Where is she who saw the images of
men painted on the walls, even the images of the
Chaldeans painted with colours, and gave hersdf
up unto the lust of her eyes, and sent ambassadors
into the land of Chadaea

SALOME. It isof my mother that he is speaking.

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. Oh, no Princess.

SALOME. Yes; it is of my mother that he is

ing.

JOKANAAN. Where is she who gave hersdlf unto
the Captains of Assyria, who have baldricks on
their loins, and crowns of many colours on their
heads? Where is she who hath given hersdf to
the young men of the Egyptians, who are clothed
in fine linen and hyacinth, whose shidds are of
gold, whose helmets are of slver, whose bodies
are mighty? Go, bid her rise up from the bed of
her abominations, from the bed of her incestuous-
ness, that she may hear the words of him who
prepareth the way of the Lord, that she may re-
pent her of her iniquities. Though she will not
repent, but will gtick fast in her abominations; go,
bid her come, for the fan of theLord isin His hand.

SALOME. Ah, but he is terrible, he is terrible!

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. Do not stay here, Princess,
| beseech you.
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SALOME. It is his eyes above dl that are ter-
rible. They are like black holes burned by torches
in a tapestry of Tyre. They are like the black
caverns of Egypt in which the dragons make their
lars. They are like black lakes troubled by fan-
tasticmoons. . . . Doyouthink hewill spesk again®?

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. Do not stay here, Princess.
| pray you do not stay here.

SALOME. How wasted he is He s like a thin
ivory statue. Heislike animage of silver. | am
sure he is chagte as the moon is. He is like a
moonbeam, like a shaft of silver. | would look
closer a him. | must look at him closer.

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. Princess Princess!

JOKANAAN. Who is this woman who is looking
at me? | will not have her look at me. Wherefore
doth she look a me with her golden eyes, under
her gilded eydids. | know not who sheis. | do
not desire to know who she is. Bid her begone.
It is not to her that | would spesk.

SALOME. | am Sdome, daughter of Herodias,
Princess of Judaea.

JOKANAAN. Back! daughter of Babylon! Come
not near the chosen of the Lord. Thy mother
hath filled the earth with the wine of her iniqui-
ties, and the cry of her snning hath come up even
to the ears of God.

SALOME.  Spesk again, Jokanaan. Thy voice
IS @ music to mine ear.

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. Princess! Princess! Princess

SALOME.  Spesk again!  Spesk again, Jokanaan,
and tell me what | must do.
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JOKANAAN. Daughter of Sodom, come not near
me!l But cover thy face with a veil, and scatter
ashes upon thine head, and get thee to the desert
and seek out the Son of Man.

SALOMfi.  Who is he, the Son of Man? Ishe as
beautiful as thou art, Jokanaan?

JOKANAAN. Get thee behind me! | hear in the
palace the beating of the wings of the angel of
death.

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. Princess, | beseech theeto
go within.

JOKANAAN. Angd of the Lord God, what dost
thou here with thy sword? Whom seekest thou
in this pdace? The day of him who shdl diein a
robe of silver has not yet come.

SALOME.  Jokanaan!

JOKANAAN. Who speaketh?

SALOMES. | am amorous of thy body, Jokanaan!
Thy body is white like the lilies of afield that the
mower hath never mowed. Thy body is white
like the snows that lie on the mountains of Judaea,
and come down into the valleys. Therosesin the
garden of the Queen of Arabia are not so white as
thy body. Neither the roses of the garden of the
Queen of Arabia, the garden of spices of the Queen
of Arabia, nor the feet of the dawn when they light
on the leaves, nor the breast of the moon when she
lies on the breast of the sea. .. . There is nothing
in the world so white as thy body. Suffer me to
touch thy body.

JOKANAAN. Back! daughter of Babylon! By
woman came evil into the world. Spesk not to
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me. | will not listen to thee. | listen but to the
voice of the Lord God.

SALOME.Thy body is hideous. It is like the
body of aleper. It is like a plastered wall where
vipers have crawled; like a plastered wall where
the scorpions have made their nest. It is like a
whitened sepulchre full of loathsome things. It
is horrible, thy body is horrible. It is thy hair
that | am enamoured of, Jokanaan. Thy hair is
like clusters of grapes, like the clusters of black
grapes that hang from the vine-trees of Edom in
the land of the Edomites. Thy hair is like the
cedars of Lebanon, like the great cedars of Leb-
anon that give their shade to the lions and to the
robbers who would hide them by day. Thelong
black nights, when the moon hides her face, when
the stars are afraid, are not o black as thy hair.
The slence that dwells in the forest is not so
black. There is nothing in the world that is so
black asthy hair.... Suffer me to touch thy hair.

JOKANAAN. Back, daughter of Sodom! Touch
me not. Profane not the temple of the Lord God.

SALOMES. Thy hair is horrible. It is covered
with mire and dust. It is like a knot of serpents
coiled round thy neck. | love not thy hair. . . .
It is thy mouth that | desire, Jokanaan. Thy
mouth is like aband of scarlet on atower of ivory.
It is like a pomegranate cut in twain with a knife
of ivory. The pomegranate-flowers that blossom
in the gardens of Tyre, and are redder than roses,
arenot so red. The red blasts of trumpets that
herald the approach of kings, and make afraid the
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enemy, are not so red. Thy mouth is redder than
the feet of the doves who inhabit the temples and
are fed by the priests. It is redder than the feet
of him who cometh from a forest where he hath
dain alion, and seen gilded tigers. Thy mouth
is like a branch of coral that fishers have found in
the twilight of the sea, the cord that they keep
for the kings! ... It is like the vermilion that
the Moabites find in the mines of Moab, the ver-
milion that the kings take from them. It is like
the bow of the King of the Persians, that is painted
with vermilion, and is tipped with cord. There
is nothing in the world so red as thy mouth. . . .
Suffer me to kiss thy mouth.

JOKANAAN.  Never! daughter of Babylonl
Daughter of Sodom! Never!

SALOME. I will kiss thy mouth, Jokanaan. |
will kiss thy mouth.

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. Princess, Princess, thou
who art like a garden of myrrh, thou who art the
dove of dl doves, look not at this man, look not
at him! Do not spesk such words to him. | can-
not endure it. ... Princess, do not spesk these
things.

SALOMEJ. | will kiss thy mouth, Jokanaan.

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. Ah! [He kills himself and
falls between SALOME and JOKANAAN ]

THE PAGE OF HERODIAS. The young Syrian has
dan himself! The young captain has dain him-
sdf! He has dain himsdf who was my friend!
| gave him a little box of perfumes and ear-rings
wrought in silver, and now he has killed himsdfl
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Ah, did he not say that some misfortune would
happen? | too sad it, and it has come to pass.
WEell | knew that the moon was seeking a dead
thing, but | knew not that it was he whom she
sought. Ahl why did | not hide him from the
moon? If | had hidden him in acavern snewould
not have seen him.

FIRST SOLDIER. Princess, the young captain has
just dain himself.

SALOME. Suffer me to kiss thy mouth, Jokanaan.

JOKANAAN. Art thou not afraid, daughter of
Herodias? Did | not tell thee that | had heard
in the palace the beating of the wings of the angel
of death, and hath he not come, theangel of death?

SALOME. Suffer me to kiss thy mouth.

JOKANAAN. Daughter of adultery, there is but
one who can save theg, it is He of whom | spake.
Go sk Him. Heisin aboat on the sea of Gali-
lee, and He talketh with His disciples Kned
down on the shore of the sea, and cdl unto Him
by His name. When He cometh to thee (and to
al who cdl on Him He cometh), bow thyself at
Hisfeet and ask of Him the remission of thy sns.

SALOME.  Suffer me to kiss thy mouth.

JOKANAAN. Cursed be thou! daughter of an
incestuous mother, be thou accursed!

SALOME. I will kiss thy mouth, Jokanaan.

JOKANAAN. 1 will not look at thee, thou art
accursed, Sdome, thou art accursed. [He goes
down into the cistern.}

SALOME. | will kiss thy mouth, Jokanaan; |
will kiss thy mouth.
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FIRST SOLDIER. We must bear avay the body
to another place. The Tetrarch does not care to
¢ dead bodies, save the bodies of those whom he
himsdf has dain.

THE PAGE OF HERODUS. He was my brother,
and nearer to me than a brother. | gave him a
little box full of perfumes, and aring of agate that
he wore dways on his hand. In the evening we
were wont to walk by the river, and among the
amond trees, and he used to tell me of the things
of his country. He spake ever very low. The
sound of his voice was like the sound of the flute,
of one who playeth upon the flute. Also he had
much joy to gaze at himsdf in the river. | used
to reproach him for that.

SECOND SOLDIER. You are right; we must hide
the body. The Tetrarch must not see it.

FIRST SOLDIER. The Tetrarch will not come to
this place. He never comes on the terrace
He is too much afraid of the prophet.

[Enter HEROD, HERODIAS, and all the Court]

HEROD. Where is SdoMe? Where is the Prin-
cess? Why did she not return to the banquet as
| commanded her? Ah! there she id

HERODIAS. You must not look at her! You
are aways looking at her!

HEROD. The moon has a strange look to-night.
Has she not a strange look? She is like a mad
woman who is seeking everywhere for lovers. She
is naked, too. She is quite naked. The clouds
are seeking to clothe her nakedness, but she will
not let them. She shows hersdf naked in the
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ky. She reds through the clouds like a drunken
woman. ... | am sure she is looking for lovers.
Does she not red like a drunken woman? Sheis
like a mad woman, is she not?

HERODIAS. No; the moon is like the moon,
that is dl. Let us go within. . . . We have
nothing to do here.

HEROD. | will stay here! Manasseh, lay car-
pets there. Light torches, bring forth the ivory
table, and the tables of jasper. The ar here is
sweet. | will drink more wine with my guests.
We must show dl honours to the ambassadors of
Ceesar.

HERODIAS. It is not because of them that you
remain.

HEROD. Yes, the ar is very sweet. Come,
Herodias, our guestsawait us. Ah! | have slipped!
1 havedippedinblood! Itisanill omen. Where-
foreisthere blood here? . . . and this body, what
does this body here? Think you | am like the
King of Egypt, who gives no feast to his guests
but that he shows them a corpse? Whose is it?
I will not look on it.

FHRST SOLDIER. It is our captain, sre. He is
the young Syrian whom you made captain of the
guard but three days gone.

HEROD. | issued no order that he should be dain.

SECOND SOLDIER. He dew himsdlf, Sre.

HEROD. For what reason? | had made him
captain of my guard.

SECOND SOLDIER. We do not know, Sre.  But
with his own hand he dew himsdf.
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HEROD. That seems strange to me. | had
thought it was but the Roman philosophers who
dew themsdlves. Is it not true, Tigdlinus, that
the philosophers at Rome day themselves?

TIGELLINUS. There be some who day them-
sdves, gre. They are the Stoics.  The Stoics are
people of no cultivation. They are ridiculous
people. | myself regard them as being perfectly
ridiculous.

HEEOD. | dso. It is ridiculous to kill one-
sf.

TIGELLINUS. Everybody at Rome laughs at
them. The Emperor has written a satire against
them. It is recited everywhere.

HEROD. Ah! he has written a sdatire against
them? Caesar is wonderful. He can do every-
thing. ... It is strange that the young Syrian
has dain himself. | am sorry he has dain him-
sf. | am very sorry; for he was fair to look
upon. He was even very fair. He had very
languorous eyes. | remember that | saw that he
looked languoroudy at Salome. Truly, | thought
he looked too much at her.

HERODIAS. There are others who look too much
a her.

HEROD. His father was a king. | drove him
from his kingdom. And of his mother, who was
aqueen, you made a dave—Herodias. So he was
here as my guest, as it were, and for that reason
| made him my captain. | am sorry he is dead.
Ho! why have you left the body here? | will not
look a it—away with it! [They take away the
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body.] Itiscold here. Thereisawind blowing*
Is there not a wind blowing?

HEBODIAS. No; thereisno wind.

HEROD. | tell you there is a wind that blows.
... And | hear in the air something that is like
the besating of wings, like the beating of vest
wings. Do you not hear it?

HERODIAS. | hear nothing.

HEROD. | hear it no longer. But | heard it.
It was the blowing of the wind. It has passed
away. But no, | hear it again. Do you not hear
it? Itisjust like the beating of wings.

HERODIAS. | tell youthereisnothing. Youare
ill. Let us go within.

HEROD. | amnotill. Itisyour daughter whois
sck to death. Never have | seen her so pde.

HERODIAS. | have told you not to look at her.

HEROD. Pour me forth wine. [Wineis brought.]
Sdome, come drink alittle winewith me. | have
here awine that is exquisite. Caesar himsdlf sent
it me. Dip into it thy little red lips, that | may
drain the cup.

SALOME. | am not thirsty, Tetrarch.

HEROD. You hear how she answers me, this
daughter of yours?

HERODIAS. She does right. Why are you d-
way's gazing &t her?

HEROD. Bring me ripe fruits. [Fruits are
brought] Sdome, come and eat fruits with me.
| love to see in afruit the mark of thy little teeth.
Bite but a little of this fruit that | may eat what
is left.
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SALOME. | am not hungry, Tetrarch.

HEROD [To HERODIAS]. You see how you have
brought up this daughter of yours.

HERODIAS. My daughter and | come of aroyd
race. Asfor thee, thy father was a camd driver!
He was a thief and a robber to boot!

HEROD. Thou liest!

HERODIAS. Thou knowest well that it is true.

HEROD. Sdome, come and St next to me. |
will give thee the throne of thy mother.

SALOME. | am not tired, Tetrarch.

HERODIAS. You s in what regard she holds
you.

HEROD. Bring me—what is it that | desire?
| forget. Ah! ah! | remember.

THE VOICE OF JOKANAAN. Behold the time is
come!  That which | foretold has come to pass.
The day that | spoke of is at hand.

HERODIAS. Bid him be silent. | will not listen
to his voice. This man is for ever hurling insults
agang me.

HEROD. He has said nothing against you. Be-
Sdes he is a very great prophet.

HERODIAS. | do not believe in prophets. Cana
man tell what will come to pass? No man knows
it. Also heisfor ever insulting me. But | think
you are afraid of him. ... | know well that you
are afraid of him.

HEROD. | am not afraid of him. | am afraid of
no man.

HERODIAS. | tdl you, you are afraid of him.
If you are not afraid of him why do you not de-
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liver him to the Jews who for these sx months
past have been clamouring for him?

A JEW. Truly, my lord, it were better to de-
liver him into our hands.

HEROD. Enough on this subject. | have a-
ready given you my answer. | will not deliver
him into your hands. Heisaholy man. .Heisa
man who has seen God.

A JEW. That cannot be. There is no man who
hath seen God since the prophet Elias. He is
the last man who saw God face to face. In these
days God doth not show Himself. God hideth
Himself. Therefore great evils have come upon
the land.

ANOTHER JEW. Verily, no man knoweth if Elias
the prophet did indeed see God. Peradventure
it was but the shadow of God that he saw.

A THIRD JEW. God is at no time hidden. He

showeth Himsdf a al times and in al places
God is in what is evil even as He is in what is
good.
A FOURTH JEW. Thou shouldst not say that.
It is a very dangerous doctrine. It is a doctrine
that cometh from Alexandria, where men teach
the philosophy of the Greeks. And the Greeks
are Gentiles: They are not even circumcised.

A FIFTH JEW. No one can tell how God work-
eth. His ways are very dark. It may be that
the things which we cdl evil are good, and that
the things which we cdl good are evil. There is
no knowledge of any thing. We can but bow our
heads to His will, for God is very srong. He
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breaketh in pieces the strong together with the
wesk, for He regardeth not any man.

FIRST JEW. Thou speskest truly. Verily God
is terrible; He breaketh in pieces the strong and
the weak as a man breaks corn in a mortar. But
asfor man, he hath never seen God. No man hath
seen God since the prophet Elias.

HERODIAS. Make them be slent. They weary
me.

HEROD. But | have heard it said that Jokanaan
is in very truth your prophet Elias.

THE JEW. That cannot be. It is more than
three hundred years since the days of the prophet
Elias.

HEROD. There be some who say that this man
is Elias the prophet.

A NAZARENE. | am sure that he is Elias the
prophet.

THE JEW. Nay, but heisnot Eliasthe prophet.

THE VOICE OF JOKANAAN. Behold the day is a
hand, the day of the Lord, and | hear upon the
mountains the feet of Him who shal be the
Saviour of the world.

HEROD. What does that mean? The Saviour
of the world?

TIGELLINUS. It is a title that Caesar adopts.

HEROD. But Caesar is not coming into Judaea.
Only yesterday | received letters from Rome.
They contained nothing concerning this matter.
And you, Tigelinus, who were at Rome during
the winter, you heard nothing concerning this
matter, did you?



646 THE PLAYS OF OSCAR WILDE

TIGELLINUS. Sre, | heard nothing concerning
the matter. | was explaining the title. It is one
of Caesar's titles.

HEROD. But Cassar cannot come. He is too
gouty. They say that his feet are like the feet of
an dephant. Also there are reasons of State.
He who leaves Rome loses Rome.  He will not
come. Howbeit, Caesar is lord, he will come if
such be his pleasure.  Nevertheless, | think he
will not come.

HRST NAZARENE. It was not concerning Caesar
that the prophet spake these words, Sre.

HEROD. How?—it was not concerning Caesar?

FIRST NAZARENE. No, my lord.

HEROD. —Concerning whom then did he spesk?

FIRST NAZARENE. Concerning Messias who has
come,

A JEW. Messah hath not come.

FIRST NAZARENE. He hath come, and every-
where He worketh miracles.

HERODIAS. Ho! ho! miraclesl | do not believe
inmiracles. | haveseentoo many. [TothePage]
My fan.

FIRST NAZARENE. This man worketh true
miracles.  Thus, a a marriage which took place
in a little town of Galilee, a town of some im-
portance, He changed water into wine. Certain
persons who were present related it to me.  Also
He heded two lepers that were seated before the
Gate of Capernaum simply by touching them.

SECOND NAZARENE. Nay, it was blind mep
that he hedled a Capernaum.
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FIRST NAZARENE. Nay; they were lepers. But
He hath healed blind people aso, and He was
Seen on a mountain talking with angels.

A SADDUCEE. Angds do not exist.

A PHARISEE. Angdsexist, but | do not believe
that this Man hath talked with them.

FIRST NAZARENE. He was seen by a great mul-
titude of people talking with angels.

HERODIAS. How these men weay me! They
ae ridiculoust [To the Page] Weél! my fan!
[ The Page gives her thefan.] Y ou have a dreamer's
look; you must not dream. It isonly sck people
who dream. [She strikes the Page with her fan.]

SECOND NAZARENE. There is dso the miracle
of the daughter of Jairus.

FIRST NAZARENE. Yea, that is sure. No man
can gansay it.

HERODIAS. These men are mad. They have
looked too long on the moon. Command them
to be silent.

HEROD. What is this miracle of the daughter
of Jairus?

FIRST NAZARENE. The daughter of Jairus was
dead. This Man raised her from the dead.

HEROD. How! He rases people from the dead?

FIRST NAZARENE. Yea dre, He raiseth the
dead.

HEROD. | do not wish Him to do that, | for-
bid Him to do that. | suffer no man to raise the
dead. This Man must be found and told that |
forbid Him to raise the dead. Where is this Man
at present?
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SECOND NAZARENE. He is in every place, my
lord, but it is hard to find Him.

FIRST NAZARENE. It is sad that He is now in
Samaria

A JEW. lItiseasy to seethat thisisnot Messias,
if He is in Samaria. It is not to the Samaritans
that Messias shall come.  The Samaritans are ac-
cursed. They bring no offerings to the Temple.

SECOND NAZARENE. He left Samaria afew days
gnce. | think that a the present moment He is
in the neighbourhood of Jerusalem.

FIRST NAZARENE. No; he is not there. | have
just come from Jerusdlem. For two months they
have had no tidings of Him.

HEROD. No matter! But let them find Him,
and tell Him, thus saith Herod the King, 'I will
not suffer Thee to raise the dead!" To change
water into wine, to heal the lepers and the blind.

... He may do these things if He will. | sy
nothing againgt these things. In truth | hold it a
kindly deed to heal aleper. But no man shdl raise
thedead. Itwouldbeterribleif thedead cameback.

THE VOICE OF JOKANAAN. Ah! the wanton one!
The harlot! Ah! the daughter of Babylon with
her golden eyes and her gilded eydids! Thus
sath the Lord God, Let there come up against
her a multitude of men. Let the people take
stones and stone her. . . .

HERODIAS. Command him to be slent.

THE VOICE OF JOKANAAN. Let the captainsof
the hogts pierce her with their swords, let them
crush her beneath their shieds.
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HERODIAS. Nay, but it is infamous.

THE VOICE OF JOKANAAN, It isthusthat | will
wipe out al wickedness from the earth, and that
al women shdl learn not to imitate her abomina-
tions.

HERODIAS.  You hear what he says aganst
me? You suffer him to revile her who is your wife?

HEROD. He did not speak your name.

HERODIAS. What does that matter? Y ou know
well that it is | whom he seeks to revile. And |
am your wife, am | not?

HEROD. Of a truth, dear and noble Herodias,
you are my wife, and before that you were the
wife of my brother.

HERODIAS. It was thou didst snatch me from
his arms.

HEROD. Of atruth | was stronger than he was.

. . . But let us not tak of that matter. | do
not desireto talk of it. It is the cause of the ter-
rible words that the prophet has spoken. Per-
adventure on account of it amisfortunewill come.
Let us not spesk of this matter. Noble Herodias,
we are not mindful of our guests. Fill thou my
cup, my well-beloved. Ho! fill with wine the great
goblets of silver, and the great goblets of glass.
| will drink to Caesar. There are Romans here,
we must drink to Caesar.

ALL. Ceesar! Caesar!

HEROD. Do you not see your daughter, how
pae she is?

HERODIAS. What is that to you if she be pae
or not?
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HEROD. Never have | seen her so pde.

HERODIAS. You must not look a her.

THE VOICE OF JOKANAAN. In that day the sun
shdl become black like sackcloth of hair, and the
moon shal become like blood, and the stars of
the heaven shall fall uponthe earth likeunripe figs
that fall from the fig-tree, and the kings of the
earth shall be afraid.

HERODIAS. Ah! Ah! 1 should like to see that
day of which he spesks, when the moon shall be-
come like blood, and when the stars shal fall
upon the earth like unripe figs. This prophet
talkslikeadrunkenman . . . but | cannot suffer
the sound of his voice. | hate his voice. Com-
mand him to be silent. ;

HEROD. | will not. | cannot understand what
it is that he saith, but it may be an omen.

HERODIAS. | do not believe in omens. He
gpeaks like a drunken man.

HEROD. It may be he is drunk with the wine
of God.

HERODIAS. What wine is that, the wine of
God? From what vineyards is it gathered? In
what wine-press may one find it?

HEROD [From this point he looks all the while at
SALOMe].Tigellinus, when you were at Rome of
late, did the Emperor spesk with you on the
subject of . . .?

TIGELLINUS. On what subject, my Lord?

HEROD. On what subject? Ah! | asked you a
question, did | not? | have forgotten what |
would have asked you.
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HERODIAS. You arelooking again at my daugh-
ter. You must not look at her. | have aready
sad so.

HEROD. You sy nothing ese

HERODIAS. | sy it again.

HEROD. And that restoration of the Temple
about which they have talked so much, will any-
thing be done? They say the veil of the Sanctuary
has disappeared, do they not?

HERODIAS. It was thysdlf didst stedl it. Thou
speakest at random and without wit. | will not
stay here. Let us go within.

HEROD. Dance for me, Sdomd

HERODIAS. | will not have her dance.

SALOME. | have no desire to dance, Tetrarch.

HEROD. Sdom6, daughter of Herodias, dance
for me.

HERODIAS. Peacel! let her done.

HEROD. | command thee to dance, Sdomé.

SALOME. | will not dance, Tetrarch.

HERODIAS [Laughing]. You see how she obeys
youl.

HEROD. What is it to me whether she dance or
not? It is naught to me. To-night | am happy, |
am exceeding happy. Never have | been so happy.

HRST SOLDIER. The Tetrarch has a sombre
look. Has he not a sombre look?

SECOND SOLDIER. Yes, he has a sombre look.

HEROD. Wherefore should | not be happy?
Ceesaxr, who is lord of the world, Csesar, who is
lord of dl things, loves me well. He hasjust sent
me most precious gifts.  Also he has promised me
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to summon to Rome the King of Cappadocia,
whoisrny enemy. It may bethat at Romehewill
crucify him, for he is able to do dl things that
he hasamind to. Verily, Caesar islord. There-
fore | do well to be happy. Thereis nothing in
the world that can mar my happiness.

THE VOICE OF JOKANAAN. He shdl be sested
on histhrone. He shal be clothed in scarlet and
purple. In his hand he shall bear a golden cup
full of hisblasphemies. And theangel of theLord
ghal smite him. He shdl be eaten of worms.

HEEODIAS. You hear what he says about you.
He says that you will be eaten of worms.

HEROD. It is not of me that he spesks. He
speaks never againg me. It is of the King of
Cappadocia that he spesks; the King of Cappa-
docia who is mine enemy. It is he who shdl be
eaten of worms. Itisnotl. Never has he spoken
word against me, this prophet, save that | sinned
in taking to wife the wife of my brother. It may
be he is right. For, of a truth, you are sterile.

HERODIAS. | am sterile, 1?7 You say that, you
that are ever looking at my daughter, you that
would have her dance for your pleasure? You
gpesk as afool. | have borne achild. You have
gotten no child, no, not on one of your daves.
It is you who are sterile, not 1.

HEROD. Peace, woman! | say that you are
derile.  You have borne me no child, and the
prophet says that our marriage is not a true
marriage. He says that it is a marriage of incest,
a marriage that will bring evils. ... | fear heis
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right; | am surethat heisright. | would be happy
at this. Of atruth, | am happy. Thereisnothing
I lack.

HERODIAS. | am glad you are of so fair a hu-
mour to-night. It is not your custom. But it is
late. Let us go within. Do not forget that we
hunt at sunrise.  All honours must be shown to
Caesar's ambassadors, must they not?

SECOND SOLDIER. The Tetrarch has a sombre
look.

FIRST SOLDIER. Yes, he has a sombre look.

HEROD. Salome, Salome, dance for me. | pray
thee dance for me. | am sad to-night. Yes; | am
passing sad to-night. When | came hither |
dipped in blood, which is an evil omen; dso |
heard in the air a beating of wings, a beating of
giant wings. | cannot tell what they mean. . . .
| am sad to-night. Therefore dance for me
Dance for me, Sdome, | beseech thee. If thou
dancest for me thou mayest ask of me what thou
wilt, and | will give it thee, even unto the half of
my kingdom.

SALOMe [Rising]. Will you indeed give me what-
soever | shdl ask of thee, Tetrarch?

HERODIAS. Do not dance, my daughter.

HEROD. Whatsoever thou shalt ask of me, even
unto the half of my kingdom.

SALOMe. You swear it, Tetrarch?

HEROD. | swear it, Sdome.

HERODIAS. Do not dance, my daughter.

SALOME. By what will you swear this thing,
Tetrarch?
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HEROD. By my life, by my crown, by my gods.
Whatsoever thou shalt desire | will give it thee
even to the haf of my kingdom, if thou wilt but
dance for me. 0 Saome, Salome, dance for me!

SALOMe. You have sworn an oath, Tetrarch.

HEROD. | have sworn an oath.

HERODIAS. My daughter, do not dance.

HEROD. Even to the haf of my kingdom. Thou
wilt be passing fair as aqueen, Salom, if it please
thee to ask for the half of my kingdom. Will she
not befair asaqueen? Ahlitiscold herel There
isanicy wind, and | hear . . . wherefore do |
hear in the air this beating of wings? Ah! one
might fancy a huge black bird that hovers over
the terrace. Why can | not seeit, this bird? The
beat of its wings is terrible. The breath of the
wind of its wings is terrible. It is a chill wind.
Nay, but it is not cold, it is hot. | am choking.
Pour water on my hands. Give me snow to est.
Loosen my mantle.  Quick! quick! loosen my
mantle. Nay, but leave it. It is my garland
that hurts me, my garland of roses.  The flowers
are like fire. They have burned my forehead.
[He tears the wreath from his head and throws it on
thetable] Ah!| canbreathenow. How red those
petals are!  They are like stains of blood on the
cloth. That does not matter. It is not wise to
find symbols in everything that one sees It
makes life too full of terrors. It were better to
sy that stains of blood are as lovely asrose petals.
It were better far to say that.. . . But we will not
speek of this. Now | am happy. | am passng



SALOME 655

happy. Have | not the right to be happy? Your
daughter is going to dance for me. Wilt thou
not dance for me, Saome? Thou hast promised
to dance for me.
HERODIAS. | will not have her dance.
SALOME. I will dance for you, Tetrarch.
HEROD. You hear what your daughter says.
She is going to dance for me. Thou doest well to
dance for me, Sdome And when thou hast
danced for me, forget not to ask of me whatsoever
thou hast a mind to ask. Whatsoever thou shalt
desre | will give it thee, even to the haf of my
kingdom. | have sworn it, have | not?
SALOME. Thou hast sworn it, Tetrarch.
HEROD. And | have never broken my word.
| am not of those who bresk their oaths. | know
not how to lie. | am the dave of my word, and
my word isthe word of aking. The King of Cap-
padocia had ever a lying tongue, but he is no true
king. Heisacoward. Also he owes me money
that he will not repay. He has even insulted my
ambassadors.  He has spoken words that were
wounding. But Caesar will crucify him when he
comes to Rome. | know that Caesar will crucify
him. And if he crucify him not, yet will he die,
being eaten of worms. The prophet has proph-
esed it. Wel! wherefore dost thou tarry, Salome?
SALOMe. | am waiting until my daves bring
perfumes to me and the seven veils, and take from
off my feet my sandals. [Saves bring perfumes and
the seven vells, and take off the sandals of SALOMe.]
HEROD. Ah thou art to dance with naked feet.
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Tiswelll Tiswell. Thy little feet will be like
whitedoves. They will belikelittlewhite flowers
that dance upon the trees. . . . No, no, she is
going to dance on blood. There is blood spilt on
the ground. She must not dance on blood. It
were an evil omen.

HERODIAS. What is it to thee if she dance on
blood? Thou hast waded deep enough in it. ...

HEROD. What is it to me? Ah! look at the
moon! She has become red. She has become red
asblood. All! the prophet prophesied truly. He
prophesied that the moon would become as blood.
Did he not prophesy it? All of ye heard him
prophesying it. And now the moon has become
as blood. Do ye not see it?

HERODIAS. Oh, yes, | seeit wel, and the stars
are falling like unripe figs, are they not? and the
sun is becoming black like sackcloth of hair, and
the kings of the earth are-afraid. That at least
onecan see. The prophet isjustified of hiswords
in that at least, for truly the kings of the earth
are afraid. . . . Let us go within. You are sick.
They will say at Rome that you are mad. Let
us go within, 1 tell you.

THE VOICE OF JOKANAAN. Who isthiswho COm-
eth from Edom, who is this who cometh from
Bozra, whose raiment is dyed with purple, who
shineth inthe beauty of hisgarments, who walketh
mighty inhisgreatness? Whereforeisthy raiment
stained with scarlet?

HERODIAS. Let usgo within. The voice of that
man maddens me. | will not have my daughter
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dance while he is continualy crying out. | will
not have her dance while you look at her in this
fashion. In a word, | will not have her dance.

HEROD. Do not rise, my wife, my queen, it will
avail thee nothing. | will not go within till she
hath danced. Dance, Sdlome, dance for me.

HERODIAS. Do not dance, my daughter.

SALOMIE. | am ready, Tetrarch.

[SALOMES dances the dance of the seven veils)

HEROD. Ah! wonderful! wonderful! You see
that she has danced for me, your daughter. Come
near, Salome, come near, that | may give thee
thy fee. Ah! | pay a royd price to those who
dance for my pleasure. | will pay thee royally.
| will give thee whatsoever thy soul desireth.
What wouldst thou have? Speak.

SALOMe [Knedling]. | would that they presently
bring me in a silver charger . . .

HEROD [Laughing]. In asilver charger? Surely
yes, in a slver charger. She is charming, is she
not? What is it thou wouldst have in a silver
charger, 0 sweet and fair Sdlome, thou art fairer
than all the daughters of Judsca? What wouldst
thou have them bring thee in a dlver charger?
Tel me. Whatsoever it may be, thou shat re-
ceive it. My treasures belong to thee. What is
it that thou wouldst have, Salome?

SALOME [Rising]. The head of Jokanaan.

HERODIAS. Ah! that is well said, my daughter.

HEROD.  No, no!

HERODIAS. That is well said, my daughter.

HEROD. No, no, Sdome. It is not that thou
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desirest. Do not listen to thy mother's voice. She
isever giving thee evil counsd. Do not heed her.

SALOMe. It is not my mother's voice that |
heed. It isfor mine own pleasure that | ak the
head of Jokanaan in a silver charger. You have
sworn an oath, Herod. Forget not that you have
sworn an oath.

HEROD. | know it. | have sworn an oath by my
gods. | know it well. But | pray thee, Sdome,
ask of me something dse. Ask of me the half of
my kingdom, and | will give it thee. But ak
not of me what thy lips have asked.

SALOME | ask of you the head of Jokanaan.

HEROD. No, no, | will not give it thee.

SALOME. You have sworn an oath, Herod.

HERODIAS. Yes, you have sworn an oath.
Everybody heard you. You swore it before
everybody.

HEROD. Peace, woman! It isnot to you | speek.

HERODIAS. My daughter has done well to ask
the head of Jokanaan. He has covered me with
insults. He has said unspeakable things against
me. One can e that she loves her mother well.
Do not yield, my daughter. He has sworn an
oath, he has sworn an oath.

HEROD. Peacel Spesk notto me! . . . Sdome,
| pray thee be not stubborn. | have ever been
kind toward thee. | have ever loved thee. . . .
It may be that | have loved thee too much.
Therefore ask not this thing of me. Thisis ater-
rible thing, an awful thing to ask of me. Surely,
| think thou art jesting. The head of a man that
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is cut from his body is ill to look upon, is it not?
It is not meet that the eyes of avirgin should look
upon such a thing. What pleasure couldst thou
have in it? There is no pleasure that thou
couldst have in it. No, no, it is not that thou
desrest. Hearken to me. | have an emerdd, a
great emerald, thou cangt see that which passeth
afar off. Caesar himsdlf carries such an emerald
when he goes to the circus. But my emerdd is
the larger. | know well that it is the larger. It
is the largest emerald in the whole world. Thou
wilt take that, wilt thou not? Ask it of me and |
will give it thee.

SALOME. | demand the head of Jokanaan.

HEROD. Thou art not listening. Thou art not
ligening. Suffer me to speak, Sdome

SALOME. The head of Jokanaan.

HEROD. No, no, thou wouldst not have that.
Thou sayest that but to trouble me, because |
have looked at thee and ceased not this night. It
is true, | have looked at thee and ceased not this
night. Thy beauty has troubled me. Thy beauty
has grievoudly troubled me, and | have looked at
thee over-much. Nay, but | will look at thee no
more. One should not look at anything. Neither
at things, nor a people should one look. Only
in mirrors is it well to look, for mirrors do but
show usmasks. Oh! oh! bring wine! | thirst....
Sdome, Sdome, let us be as friends. Bethink
thee. . . . Ah! what would | say? What wast?
Ah! | remember it! ... Sdome—nay but come
nearer to me; | fear thou wilt not hear my words—
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Sdome, thou knowest my white peacocks, my
beautiful white peacocks, that walk in the garden
between the myrtles and the tall cypress trees.
Their besks are gilded with gold and the grains
that they eat are smeared with gold, and their
feet are stained with purple. When they cry out .
the rain comes, and the moon shows hersdlf in the
heavens when they spread their tails. Two by
two they wak between the cypress trees and the
black myrtles, and each has a dave to tend it.
Sometimes they fly across the trees, and anon
they crouch in the grass, and round the pools of
the water. There are not in dl the world birds
so wonderful. | know that Caesar himsdlf has no
birds so fair as my birds. | will give thee fifty of
my peacocks. They will follow theewhithersoever
thou goest, and in the midst of them thou wilt be
like unto the moon in the midst of a great white
cloud.... | will givethem to thee dl. | have but
a hundred, and in the whole world there is no
king who has peacocks like unto my peacocks.
But | will give them al to thee. Only thou must
loose me from my oath, and must not ask of me
that which thy lips have asked of me. [He
empties the cup of wine]

SALOME. Give me the head of Jokanaan.

HERODIAS. Wdl said, my daughter! As for
you, you are ridiculous with your peacocks.

HEKOD. Ah! thou art not listening to me. Be
cadm. Asfor me, am| not cam? | am atogether
cam. Ligten. | have jewels hidden in this place
—jewels that thy mother even has never seen;
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jewels that are marvellous to look at. | have a
collar of pearls, st in four rows. They are like
unto moons chained with rays of silver. They are
even as half a hundred moons caught in a golden
net. On the ivory breast of a queen they have
rested. Thou shdt be as fair as a queen when
thou wearest them. | have amethysts of two
kinds, one that is black like wine, and one that
is red like wine that one has coloured with water.
| have topazes, yellow as are the eyes of tigers,
and topazes that are pink as the eyes of a wood-
pigeon, and green topazes that are as the eyes of
cats. | have opdsthat burn always, with a flame
that is cold as ice, opas that make sad men's
minds, and are afraid of the shadows. | have
onyxes like the eyeballs of adead woman. | have
moonstones that change when the moon changes,
and are wan when they see the sun. | have sap-
phires big like eggs, and as blue as blue flowers.
The sea wanders within them and the moon comes
never to trouble the blue of their waves. | have
chrysolites and beryls and chrysoprases and
rubies. | have sardonyx and hyacinth stones,
and stones of chacedony, and | will give them dl
unto thee, dl, and other things will | add to them.
The King of the Indies has but even now sent me
four fans fashioned from the feathers of parrots
and the King of Numidia a garment of ostrich
feathers. | have a crystd, into which it is not
lawful for a woman to look, nor may young men
behold it until they have been beaten with rods.
In a coffer of nacre | have three wondrous tur-
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quoises. He who wears them on his forehead can
imagine things which are not, and he who carries
them in his hand can turn the fruitful woman into
awoman that is barren. These are gresat treasures
above dl price. But thisisnot dl. In an ebony
coffer | have two cups, amber, that are like apples
of pure gold. If an enemy pour poison into these
cups they become like apples of slver. Inacoffer
incrusted with amber | have sandds incrusted
with glass | have mantles that have been
brought from the land of the Seres, and bracelets
decked about with carbuncles and with jade that
come from the city of Euphrates. . . . What de-
greg thou more than this, Sdomel  Tel me the
thing that thou dcsirest, and | will give it thee.
All that thou askest | will give thee, save one
thing only. | will give thee al that is mine, save
only the head of one man. | will give thee the
mantle of the high priest. | will give thee the
vel of the sanctuary.

THE JEWS. Oh! oh!

SALOME.  Give me the head of Jokanaan.

HEROD [Snking back in his seat]. Let her be
given what she asks  Of atruth she is her moth-
e's child! [The first Soldier approaches. HERO-
DIAS drawsfrom the hand of the Tetrarch the ring of
death, and gives it to the Soldier, who straightway
bears it to the Executioner. The Executioner looks
scared.] Who has taken my ring? There was a
ring on my right hand. Who has drunk my wine?
There was wine in my cup. It was full of wine.
Someone has drunk it!  Oh! surely some evil will
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befall some one. [The Executioner goes dawn into
thecistern.] Ah! Wherefore did | give my oath?
Hereafter let no king swear an oath. If he keep it
not, it is terrible, and if he keep it, it is terrible
aso.

HERODIAS. My daughter has done well.

HEROD. | am sure that some misfortune will
happen.

SALOME[She leans over the cistern and listens].
There is no sound. | hear nothing. Why does
he not cry out, thisman? Ah! if any man sought
to kill me, 1 would cry out, | would struggle, |
would not suffer. . . . Strike, strike, Naaman,
grike, | tell you. . . . No, | hear nothing. There
is adlence, aterible slence. Ah! something has
falen upon the ground. | heard something fall.
He is afraid, this dave. He is a coward, this
davel Let soldiersbe sent. [ She sees the Page of
HERODIAS and addresses him.] Come thither, thou
wert the friend of him who is dead, wert thou not?
Well, | tell thee, there are not dead men enough.
Go to the soldiers and bid them go down and
bring me the thing | ask, the thing the Tetrarch
has promised me, the thing that is mine. [The
Page recoils. She turns to the soldiers] Hither,
ye soldiers.  Get ye down into this cistern and
bring me the head of this man. Tetrarch,
Tetrarch, command your soldiers that they bring
me the head of Jokanaan.

[A huge black arm, the arm of the Executioner,
comes forth from the cistern, bearing on a silver
shield the head of JOKANAAN, SALOME seizes it.
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HEROD hides his face with his cloak. HERODIAS
smiles and fans herself. The Nazarenes fall on
their knees and begin to pray.]

Ah! thou wouldst not suffer me to kiss thy
mouth, Jokanaan. Well, | will kissit now. | will
bite it with my teeth as one bites a ripe fruit.
Yes, | will kiss thy mouth, Jokanaan. | sad it;
did I not say it? | sad it. Ah! | will kiss it
now. . . . But, wherefore dost thou not look at
me, Jokanaan? Thine eyes that were so terrible,
so full of rage and scorn, are shut now. Where-
fore are they shut? Open thine eyed Lift up
thine eyelids, Jokanaan! Wherefore dogt thou
not look a me? Art thou afrad of me, Jo-
kanaan, that thou wilt not look at me? . . . And
thy tongue, that was like a red snake darting
poison, it moves no more, it speaks no words,
Jokanaan, that scarlet viper that spat its venom
upon me. It isdtrange, isit not? How is it that
the red viper gtirs no longer? . . . Thou wouldst
have none of me, Jokanaan. Thou reectedst me.
Thou didst spesk evil words againgt me.  Thou
didst bear thyself toward me as to a harlot, as
to a woman that is a wanton, to me, Sdomd,
daughter of Herodias, Princess of Judseal Wel,
| till live, but thou art dead, and thy head be-
longsto me. | can do with it what | will. | can
throw it to the dogs and to the birds of the air.
That which the dogs leave, the birds of the air
shdl devour. . . . Ah, Jokanaan, thou wert the
man that | loved done among men. All other men
were hateful to me. But thou wert beautiful!
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Thy body was a column of ivory set upon feet
of silver. It was agarden full of doves and lilies
of slver. It was a tower of slver decked with
shields of ivory. There was nothing in the world
s0 white as thy body. There was nothing in the
world so black as thy hair. In the whole world
there was nothing so red asthy mouth. Thy voice
was a censer that scattered strange perfumes, and
when | looked on thee | heard a strange music.
Ah! wherefore didst thou not look a me, Joka
naan? With the cloak of thine hands and with the
cloak of thy blasphemies thou didst hide thy face.
Thou didst put upon thine eyes the covering of
him who would see his God. Wll, thou hast seen
thy God, Jokanaan, but me, me, thou didst never
se  If thou hadst seen me thou hadst loved me.
| saw thee, and | loved thee. Oh, how | loved
thee! | love thee yet, Jokanaan, | love only thee.
| am athirst for thy beauty; | am hungry
for thy body; and neither wine nor apples can ap-
pease my desre. What shal | do now, Jokanaan?
Neither thefloodsnor the great waters can quench
my passion. | wasaprincess, and thou didst scorn
njp. | wasavirgin, and thou didst take my virgin-
ity fromme. | was chaste, and thou didst fill my
"veinswith fire. . . . Ah! ah! wherefore didst
thou not look at me? If thou hadst looked at me
thou hadst loved me. Waell | know that thou
wouldst have loved me, and the mystery of loveis
greater than the mystery of death.
HEROD. She is monstrous, thy daughter, | tell
thee she isiponstrous.  In truth, what she has done
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isagrea crime. | am sure that it is A crime
againg some unknown God.

HERODIAS. | amwell pleased with my daughter.
Shehasdonewdll. And | would stay here now.

HEROD. [Rising]. Ah! There spesks my broth-
er'swifel Come! | will not stay in this place.
Come, | tell thee. Surely someterriblething will
befall. Manasseh, Issadar, Zias, put out the
torches. | will not look at things, | will not suffer
things to look a me. Put out the torches! Hide
the moon! Hide the starsl  Let us hide oursalves
in our palace, Herodias. | begin to be afraid.

[The daves put out the torches. The stars disap-
pear. A great cloud crosses the moon and conceals it
completely. The stage becomes quite dark. The
Tetrarch begins to climb the staircase)]

THE VOICE OF SALOME Ah! | have kissed thy
mouth, Jokanaan, | have kissed thy mouth.
There was a hitter taste on my lips. Was it the

taste of blood? , . . Nay; but perchance it
wasthetasteof love. . . . They say that love
hath a bitter taste. . . . But what matter?

what matter? | have kissed thy mouth.
HEROD [Turning round and seeing SALOME].
Kill that woman!
[The soldiers rushforward and crush beneath their
shields SALOME, daughter of HERODIAS, Princess of
Judaea]

CURTAIN
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