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FOREWORD

This is the fourth of a series of modern play anthologies by
the same editors.

The first of the series was entitled Sixteen Famous Amer-
ican Plays, published in 1941. It contained the following

plays:
Life with Father; The Time of Your Life; The Man Who
Came to Dinner; The Little Foxes; Our Town; Having
Wonderful Time; The Women; Boy Meets Girl; Waiting
for Lefty; Dead End; The Petrified Forest; Ah, Wilder-

ness!; The Front Page; Biography; The Green Pastures;
They Knew What They Wanted.

The second in the series was entitled Sixteen Famous
British Plays, published in 1942. It contained the following
plays:

The Second Mrs. Tanqueray; The Green Bay Tree; Jour-

ney’s End; Milestones; The Circle; Cavalcade; The

Green Goddess; Dangerous Corner; Mr. Pim Passes By;

The Barretts of Wimpole Street; Outward Bound; The

Importance of Being Earnest; The Corn Is Green; What

Every Woman Knows; Loyalties; Victoria Regina.

The third in the series was entitled Sixteen Famous Euro-
pean Plays, published in 1943. It contained the following

plays:
The Wild Duck; The Weavers; The Sea Gull; Cyrano de
Bergerac; The Lower Depths; The Playboy of the West-
ern World; Anatol; The Cradle Song; Six Characters in
Search of an Author; R.U.R.; The Dybbuk; Liliom;
Grand Hotel; Tovarich; Shadow and Substance; Amphi-
tryon 38.

In making these selections we confined ourselves almost
entirely to modern plays, the great majority, in fact, being
ix



X EFOREWORD

comparatively recent. We included only one play by any

one author, and the prime requisite was the en(forsement of

a successful presentation in this country. We furthermore

sought, we hope successfully, to achieve a wide variety in
e and treatment.

The problems with which we were faced in the prepara-
tion of this volume were somewhat different. Since the days
of the old vaudeville circuits the professional one-act play
has become something of a rarity. It is chiefly to the vast
number of little-theater groups throughout the country that
the one-act play owes its prosperous survival. Only after the
most careful study of the successful amateur productions
all over the country have we ventured to make the present
selection. We have allowed ourselves considerable Igtitude
in our choice, including two plays that have more than one
scene, but these are both short plays and may properly be
considered to fall within the present category. Our range
of playwrights in this case has been international, and the
character and treatment shows even a wider scope than
heretofore, a point that need not be labored when one con-
siders the truly global stretch from Strindberg to Kaufman.

We have again limited ourselves to only a single play by
a given author, although in some cases, notably O'Neill and
Coward, this was hard discipline.

In the matter of successful presentation in this country
we have found checking difficult, but we may confidently
say that whether or not each play has been enthusiastically
received, we are quite safe in asserting that each has been
enthusiastically and frequently produced. We have been
fortunate in being able to acquire a number of plays that
are not easily accessible, and many that have never before
appeared in any anthology. There are, of course, a few
familiar selections which are definite “musts” for any such
collection as this. We have not, however, relied on a few
outstanding plays to carry the book. There is ground for
suspicion that some anthologists have been content to pre-
sent a few highlights or “plums” to entice the customer and
then filled out their volume with less consequential mate-
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rial. Possibly, the success of this whole new series of play
selections is due to the fact that the editors have endeav-
ored to present tables of contents that have included noth-
ing but highlights and spared neither effort nor cxpense to
do so. Considerable patience and persistence have Eeen re-
quired to track down permission to reprint all the selec-
tions in this anthology. A discouraging variety of difficulties
was met with, but eventually only one play which we
wished to include proved unobtainable.

Certain readers and critics will question the judgment
that governed our selections, but the choices necessarily
represent personal opinions, and we found that getting
each other to agree on thirty plays was toufh enough with-
out undertaking completely to satisfy a wide public. As has
been the case in the earlier books, the gentleman who has
been kind enough to write our introduction has assumed no
responsibility for the contents of the book. Messrs. Atkin-
son, John Mason Brown and John Anderson, who per-
formed this service for the earlier volumes, did not concur
in every instance with our selection, and we imagine Mr.
Richard Watts, Jr., will have similar reservations.

For the first time in this series we have included, in an
appendix, brief biographical data on the various authors.
Here again, if any critical color has crept in, it is purely per-
sonal prejudice and enthusiasm on the part of the editors,
who hereby accept the responsibility and at the same time
express gratitude to the authors, agents and original
publishers whose gracious permissions made this volume
possible.

BENNETT CERF
Van H. CARTMELL
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INTRODUCTION

By Richard Watts, Jr.

It is my great fear that I am going to be a disappoint-
ment to the Messrs. Cerf and Cartmell, the editors of this
volume. Being combative gentlemen, these worthics are
happiest when the critics whom they have selected to in-
troduce their play anthologies are sniping at them scorn-
fully, calling bitter attention to their various sins of com-
mission and omission. Apparently it cheers them to be told
that their taste in the drama is faulty and a trifle idiotic and
upsets them immeasurably to be agreed with by their pre-
siding critic—which may indicate their general attitude
toward professional dramatic criticism. Anyway, it can
hardly be said that the Hollywood vice of the yes-man has
reached them.

It pains me, therefore, to contemplate their consterna-
tion when they find that I am in general agreement with
them and think that their selections arc fine. I have some
dissents here and there, and I can think of some plays
which I feel should have found a place in this collection—
my professional pride, if nothing else, would insist on that
—but I congratulate the two editors on the wisdom and
the completeness of their choice. The plays herein pre-
sented make excellent reading as well as excellent acting;
they represent a splendid range in subject, treatment, man-
ner and sctting; and they offer an admirable general view
of the nature and quality of the one-act drama.

One yirtue of this collection, and a considerable virtue
it is, too, is that it is fun to read. On the whole I think there
is more sheer pleasure in reading a one-act play than is
to be found in perusing full-length dramas. It is a form
which tends to set free the imagination and the spirit of
the playwright and to send it bounding through time and

X1v
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space, ignoring the customary fetters of convention and of
length. Almost any playwright can say what he wants to
say in less time than the full-length play requires, and the
onc-act work is joyously free of the usual padding. It is a
sprightly form and a splendidly easygoing one, and it is no
chance that the Irish, who—as dramatists, at least—are in-
clined to be cloquent and original in their flights of the
imagination, and not too formal, are particularly trium-
phant in it.

In fact, if I were determined to be disapproving of the
Messrs. Cerl and Cartmell, one of my chief criticisms
would be that they had included too few Irish plays in
their collection. It is my dogmatic opinion that Synge’s
Riders to the Sea is not only the finest drama in this vol-
ume, but is the most eloquently powerful one-act play that
has ever been written. Lady Gregory’s The Rising of the
Moon is a delightful little play and I am glad that it has
been included, but I wish that space could likewise have
been found for the selfsame Lady Gregory’s The Gaol Gate
and possibly for her Spreading the News; certainly for
W. B. Yeats’s stirring Cathleen ni Houlihan. I am a bit
dubious about including St. John Ervine among the Irish
playwrights, but I wish there had been room for his short
work called The Magnanimous Lover. '

Obviously it has been impossible to include in the space
of one volume all of the works which should have been
included, but even within these limits I would have made
a few changes. For example, Eugene O'Neill’s The Moon
of the Caribbees is the best one-act play that I know of in
America and is certainly the superior of the same author’s
effective but somewhat obvious and mechanical In the
Zone. As for the inclusion of George S. Kaufman’s If Men
Played Cards as Women Do, it seems to me absurd to
present it as the representative of American hilarity when
such a wonderful work as Ring Lardner’s magnificently
insane The Tridget of Greva is omitted.

In fact if I wanted to include a short Kaufman work it
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would have been the tale of a casual fire department called
The Still Alarm. I think, though, that, despite my great
admiration for Mr. Kaufman as collaborator and stage di-
rector, I would leave him out of my compilation and would,
after substituting The Tridget of Greva, try to find a place
for either Marc Connelly’s saga of a traveler making epic
preparations for a journey “way up to 125th Street or, if too
great a delicacy didn’t interfere, perhaps Mr. Connelly’s
tale of a hapless gentleman who was forced to listen to
tales of waterfalls, etc., upon a trying occasion.

Possibly at this point it may seem that, after rather
grandly expressing great approval for the Messrs. Cerf and
Cartmell at the outset, I am now determined to tear them
apart. This, however, is not the case. While I would have
preferred the suggestions I have set down and have a few
other reservations here and there I find almost all of the
plays herein included of interest for varying reasons. In
truth, the only serious plays in the volume which strike me
as completely without merit are Maeterlinck’s A Miracle
of St. Antony and Stanley Houghton’s The Dear Departed,
and I suppose that the fame of the Maeterlinck work war-
rants its inclusion, despite its hollowness.

In several other cases, even when I do not care particu-
larly for the play, I can see why it was included and I hail
the inclusion. For example, The Drums of Oude is certainly
one of the worst melo£amas ever written, and yet I have
heard of it for so many years and it has achieved so wide-
spread a reputation—in great part, of course, because its
use of the native drums off stage foreshadowed the justly
more celebrated employment of the tomtom in O'Neill's
The Emperor Jones—that I am glad of the chance to read
it here. I doubt, though, if I will ever bother to read it
again.

Likewise I think the publishers were right when they
included Oscar Wilde’s Salomé. Certainly this is one of the
most unhealthy and decadent dramas in the world and I
doubt whether there is a line in this volume or even in all
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of world dramatic literature with which the reader will
find himself in such utter accord as Herod’s final “Kill that
woman!” I dislike Salomé with great heartiness, yet there
is no escaping its morbid fascination, even its touches of
evil beauty, and I suspect that this volume would be incom-
plete without it.

At this point it might be well for me to turn to some of
the plays I particularly admire. As I have said, Riders to
the Sea seems to me the most eloquent one-act play ever
written. And there are few short plays finer and more
moving than William Saroyan’s He;l)o Out There. In the
most simple and heartbreaking terms Saroyan proves that
he can be just as effective, if not more so, when he is writing
directly and without eccentricities as when he is being just
a bit studiously perverse. Hello Out There and the full-
length The Time of Your Life offer between them complete
evidence that the recluse from Fresno is a true dramatist
and one of the glories of the American theatre.

One of my favorites in this collection is A Sunny Morn-
ing by the Quintero brothers. There is in this little story of
ancient sweethearts a true sunniness of the heart, a gay
spirit, a romantic graciousness and a gently ironic humor
that make it thoroughly enchanting. In general, I am no
great enthusiast for the drama of unhappy Spain, but this
work is a delight.

After so many years it is pleasant to go back to Anatole
France’s The Man Who Married a Dumb Wife and find
that it still maintains its playful manner and its air of hu-
morous improvisation. In turning from the urbane and
amused irony of cynical old Anatole to the savage, neurotic
bitterness of Strindberg’s Miss Julie one gets some idea of
the range of plays included in this compilation. I find Miss
Julie tiresome, overwrought and a little silly, but it still
has a certain strange power about it and there is something
undeniably fascinating about the black, humorless depths
of its hatred. Anatole France’s distaste for the human race
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is infinitely more adult and intelligent but somehow less
disturbing in its pathological overtones.

As a writer of short plays Chekov is considerably less
interesting and important than he is in his full-length
dramas or his stories. The Boor, however, is a pleasant little
comedy, a sort of brief Muscovite Taming of the Shrew,
and if there is anyone still alive who holds to the one-time
popular belief that the Russians are a humorless people,
given exclusively to melancholia, it may possibly disabuse
him of so fantastic an idea. The fact is, of course, that the
Russians, like that curiously similar nationality, the Irish,
are mercurial in temperament and are thus able to rush
back and forth precipitously between the heights of merri-
ment and the Eepths of despondency while indulging in
either quality with a fine completeness which makes it at
the time seem their exclusive preoccupation. It is one of
the racial traits which makes the drama of both countries
so vigorously emotional and, in a strange sort of way, so
alike.

Sir James M. Barrie’s The Twelve-Pound Look will be
remembered by veteran theatregoers chiefly as a vehicle
for Eihel Barrymore, who used to have a wonderful time
playing its heroine and bringing the magic of her voice
and her gracious humor to bear on it. It is an amiable little
vaudeville, pleasant enough to see or to read, but I am
afraid that anyone reading it today will be struck chiefly
by the annoying whimsicality of the stage directions and
of Sir James’s coy little asides to the reader. If you think
that the Barrie quaintness is offensive in The Twelve-Pound
Look, however, you should examine the author’s pixy anno-
tations in A Kiss for Cinderella, and, anyway, this charac-
teristic weakness of the playwright shouldn’t altogether
blind one to the effective if obvious quality of the comedy.

Schnitzler’s The Green Cockatoo is still fun to read and,
in a skillful production, would be entertaining to watch.
Its romantic artificiality is well maintained, and while its
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irony is pretty obvious it does possess a true theatrical
effectiveness. It is no Anatole, but it doesn’t pretend to be,
and we may continue to enjoy it for its debonair style and
its sheer delight in the pleasant but now usually neglected
business of using the theatre theatrically in frank and un-
ashamed joyousness over the fact that it is being theatrical.
Only the Lunts in our current drama seem to carry on this
sheer relish for the theatre as theatre.

There arc two famous and excellent horror plays in this
volume, Lord Dunsany’s A Night at an Inn and Louis N.
Parker’s dramatization of W. W. Jacob’s The Monkey’s
Paw. Both of them are more effective in the theatre than
in the library, but if you read them with any sense of the
possibilities of staging and acting in such matters I think
you will enjoy both of them. Dunsany, incidentally, seems
to be pretty much forgotten these days. I saw him in Ire-
land recently, a massive, gray-bearded figure with the air
of an old Celtic hero exiled from the company of Finn and
his peers and uncomfortably thrust into modern evening
clothes. I am afraid he is aware of the critical and popular
neglect into which he has fallen these days and I hope the
inclusion of his play here will recall to playgoers what a
great man of the theatre he was just a couple of decades
ago. I also wish there had been room in this volume for
two other grand works of his, King Argimenes and the
Unknown Warrior and The Queen’s Enemies.

Perhaps the first thing that strikes a reader of Gals-
worthy’s The Little Man is the absurd jargon that is allotted
to the somewhat discreditable American of the brief moral-
ity play. When even so expert an observer as John Gals-
worthy can go so wrong, it is not surprising that the speech
attributed to Americans in the plays and novels of lesser
men should be so fantastically ridiculous. It might be
hoped that one result of the war and the presence of so
many Amecrican soldiers in England and so many English
here would be to give our Allies at least a slightly more
accurate picture of how we talk, but I am by no means
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optimistic. I saw a ({)lay by an Englishman about life in
Kansas City in London last season, a weird and fantastic
thing called No Orchids for Miss Blandish, and in it the
playwright even thought Kansas City newspapermen drank
pink gin. Anyway, despite a character Galsworthy fondly
thought to be American, The Little Man, is a rather enter-
taining comedy about idealism called upon to go into
action.

If Philip Moeller’s Helena’s Husband seems a trifle out-
moded these days, it will be remembered that this is a
natural fate of pioneers, even in the drama. Helena’s Hus-
band, like John Erskine’s novel, The Private Life of Helen
of Troy, was regarded as pretty fresh in its viewpoint and
treatment when it began mocking the ancient legends back
in the now-forgotten days of “debunking.” To that same
period in life and letters belong Susan Glaspell’s Suppressed
Desires, which made excellent fun of psychoanalysis, and
Lawrence Langner’s Another Way Out, which laughed at
moral emancipation in Greenwich Village. All of these
works possess, among their other interests, a value for the
social historian of that fascinating if somewhat repulsive
era in the national annals.

In Kenneth Sawyer Goodman’s A Game of Chess, Hol-
worthy Hall's and Robert Middlemass’s The Valiant and
Lewis Beach’s The Clod we turn to three entertaining
melodramas. To me the otherwise effective A Game of
Chess ends in disappointment because its climax is so un-
satisfactory. Endeavoring for a change to be a constructive
critic, whatever that is, I would suggest that the work
would have been improved had the remarkably inexpert
villain unexpectedly turned the tables on his triumphant
and self-satisfied antagonist. The Valiant, which has been
so successful in vaudeville, is pat and mechanical in story
and treatment but in a shameless sort of way it does get its
effect. The most striking of the trio is Mr. Beach’s Civil
War incident, The Clod, which is still a play of power and
merit.
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The chief interest of Lithuania lies in matters which
have nothing to do with its dramatic qualities. It seems to
have been the only play written by Rupert Brooke and it
represents one of the first emergences of a tale that used to
come out of Eastern Europe with great regularity in the
days immediately following the First World War until it
became one of the favorite legends of the late Alexander
Woollcott. In its own right, it is not without its interest as
a horror play. Another poet, Miss Millay, is represented by
her anti-war work, Aria da Capo, which belongs distinctly
to a post-war period. It strikes me as considerably more
dramatic and effective than her belligerent narrative poem,
Lidice. Alice Gerstenberg’s Overtones has been described
as a sort of forerunner of O'Neill’s Strange Interlude, al-
though that is true only in the sense in which it can be said
that The Drums of Oude foreshadowed The Emperor
Jones.

Had I been selecting a Noel Coward play for inclusion
in this volume I would have picked either the hilarious
Hands Across the Sea or the touching Still Life, instead of
Fumed Oak, but that does not prevent me from recog-
nizing the effectiveness and skill of the comedy chosen. As
for Mr. Odets’s Waiting for Lefty it is obviously a required
work for any collection of one-act plays. It is dramatic and
exciting; it is filled with the sort of simple prose poetry
which is Odets at his best and it is one of the finest of so-
cial protest dramas, long or short. I have already noted that
Saroyan’s Hello Oui There seems to me a masterpiece.

Last of all comes Irwin Shaw’s Bury the Dead, a striking
anti-war play which has been the most-praised of its au-
thor’s various contributions to the theatre. One of the best
writers of short stories in America, Mr. Shaw has been un-
fortunate in the drama in that his stage works are better
in their parts than as a whole and that the dramas continue
to be those of a man of promise rather than of achievement.
I think that Bury the Dead suffers from these characteristic
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defects and never quite comes off, but it does have its
flashes of power.

The important thing about the accompanying collection
is that, despite any complaints and objections that may be
leveled against various entries in it—and despite my seem-
ing querulousness I insist that my own compﬁ)aints and ob-
jections are minor ones—it is interesting to read and gives
the reader an excellent survey of the range and history of
the one-act play. As for the current status of one-act play-
writing, it is not encouraging, now that Mr. Saroyan is in
the Army, the Irish talent for this particular form is under-
going a lapse characteristic of the present state of the Irish
drama in general and a Southwestern newspaperman
named Noel Houston, who wrote an excellent short play
called According to Law, a couple of years ago, seems to
have returned to his silence.

New York
September, 1943
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THE MAN WHO MARRIED
A DUMB WIFE

SCENE ONE

A large room in JUDGE LEONARD BOTAL’s house at Paris.

Left: Main entrance, from the rue Dauphine; when the door is open,
vista to the Pont-Neuf.

Right. Door to the kitchen.

At the rear of the stage: A wooden stairway, leading to the upper rooms.

On the walls are portraits of magistrates, in gown and wig, and along the
walls, great cabinets, or cupboards, full of books, papers, parchments, and
bags of legal documents, with more piled on top of the cabinets. There is
a double step-ladder on castors, with flat steps on each side, used to reach
the top of the cabinets.

hA writing-table, small chairs, upholstered arm-chairs, and a spinning-
wheel.

(In Mr. Granville Barker’s production the street is shown in frons of the
house, instead of being concealed behind if; so that the chimneysweep,
the chickweed-seller, the candle-man, etc., pass across the front of the
stage )

The street door of the house opens on a hallway, from which a door leads
off to the kitchen, and a short stairway leads up, in a direction parallel with
the front of the stage, past a double lattice window open to the strect, to an
upper room in which most of the action takes place

This room has a large balcony and window-seat, and stands entirely open
to the street. The writing-table, book-case (instead of cabinets), and step -
ladder are scen within it. There is a bench or foim, long enough to seat two
or three people, in front of the table. A door at the right rear corner of the
room is supposed to open on a stairway leading to the rooms above.

(ciLEs is discovered sitting on a under each arm. She curtsics to the
small form in front of the table; on  audience. GILES, as soon as he spies
the rise of the curtain he turns to  her, runs to the street door and
the audience, bows in flamboyant stands quiet beside it, so that she
style, and then sits down again, does not notice him. As she starts to
with his back to the audience.) enter the house, he jumps at her and
snatches a bottle from one of the
The CHICKWEED MAN goes by, call-  baskets.)
ing: “Chickweed! Chickweed! Good
birdseed, good birdseed, good bird-  arison. Holy Mary, don’t you know
seed for saalel” better than to jump at anybody like
(Enter aLison, with a large basket  a bogie-man, here in a public place?
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ciies (pulling a bottle of wine out
of the other basket). Don’t scream,
you little goose. Nobody’s going to
pluck you. You're not worth it.
(Enter MASTER ADAM FUMEE. He
bows to the audience.)

auson. Will you let the Judge’s
wine alone, you rascall (She sets
down her baskets, snatches back
one of the bottles, cuffs the secre-
tary, picks up her baskets, and goes
off to the kitchen. The kitchen fire-
place is seen through the half-open
door.)

MASTER ApaM (slightly formal in
manner and speech at first). Is this
the dwelling of Mr. Leonard Botal,
Judge in civil and criminal cases?

ciLes (with bottle behind his back,
and bowing). Yes, «ir, it’s here, sir;
and I'm his secretary, Giles Bois-
courtier, at your service, sir.

MasTER ApaM. Then, boy, go tell
him his old school-fellow, Master
Adam Fumée, lawyer, wishes to see
him on business.

ciLes. Heie he comes now, sir.
(LEONARD BOTAL comes down the
stairs. GILES goes off into the kitch-
en.)

MASTER ADAM. Good day, Master
Leonard Botal, I am delighted to see
you again.

LEONARD. Good morning, Master
Adam Fumée, how have you been
this long time that I haven't set eyes
on you?

MASTER ApAM. Well, very well. And
I hope I find you the same, your
Honor.

LEONARD. Fairly so, fairly so. And
what good wind wafts you hither,
Master Adam Fumée? (They come
forward in the room.)

MASTER ADAM. I've come from
Chartres on purpose to put in your
own hands a statement on behalf of
a young orphan girl . . .

LEONARD. Master Adam Fumée, do
you remember the days when we
were law students together at Or-
leans University?

MASTER ADAM. Yes, yes; we used to
play the flute together, and take the
ladies out to picmces, and dance
from morning to night. . . . But
I've come, your Honor, my dear old
school-fellow, to hand you a state-
ment on behalf of a young orphan
girl whose case is now pending be-
fore you.

LEoNarp. Will she give good fees?

MASTER ADAM. She is a young or-
phan girl. . . .

LEONARD. Yes, yes, I know. But, will
she give good fees?

MASTER ADAM. She is a young or-
phan girl, who’s been robbed by her
guardian, and he left her nodung
but her eyes to weep with. But if
she wins her suit, she will be rich
again, and will give plentiful proof
of her gratitude.

LEONARD (taking the statement
which MASTER ADAM hands him).
We will look into the matter.

MASTER apaM. I thank you, your
Honor, my dear old school-fellow.

LEoNARD. We will look into it, withs
out fear or favor. ;
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aears me; he is in the kitchen, as
usual, upsetting the soup and the
servant. He’s a knave and a scoun-
drel. Giles! . . . Giles! . . . Here,
you rapscallion! You reprobatel! . . .

GILES
Honor.

(entering). Present, your

LEONARD (taking him by the ear).
Sirrah! Go straight to the famous
doctor, Master Simon Colline, who
lives in Buci Square, at the Sign of
the Dragon, and tell him to come to
my house at once, to treat a dumb
woman. . . .

ciLEs. Yes, your Honor. (GILES starts
off, running, to the right.)

LEONARD. Go the nearest way, not
round by the New Bridge, to watch
the jugglers. I know you, you slow-
poke; there’s not such another cheat
and loafer in ten counties.

(cILES comes back, slowly, across
stage, and stops.)

GILEs. Sir, you wrong me. . . .

LEONARD. Be off! and bring the fa-
mous doctor back with you.

ciLes (bolting off to the left). Yes,
your Honor.

LEONARD (going up and sitting down
at the table, which is loaded with
brief-bags). 1 have fourteen ver-
dicts to render today, besides the
decree in the case of Master Adam
Fumée’s ward. And that is no small
labor, because a decree, to do credit
to the Judge, must be cleverly
worded, subtle, elegant,and adorned
with all the ornaments both of style
and of thought. The sdeas must be
pleasingly conceivea and playfully

expressed. Where should one show
one’s wit, if not in a verdict?

(The WATERCRESS MAN enters from
the right and crosses to the left
singing: “Good watercress. fresh
from the spring! Keeps you healthy
and hearty! Six farthings a bunch,
Six farthings a bunch.” When the
WATERCRESS MAN is well on, entes
the cANDLE MAN from left to right,
singing: “Candles! Cotton-wick can-
dles! Burn bright as the stars!”
While he is passing, CATHERINE en.
ters from the upper stairway door;
she curtsies to the audience and then
sits on the window-seat, embroider-
ing. As the street-cries die away
LEONARD looks up from his work at
the table, and seceing CATHERINE,
goes to her and kisses her as she
rises to meet him. She makes a
curtsy, kisses him in return, and lis-
tens with pleased attention.)

Good morning, my love. . . . I
didn’t even hear you come down.
You are ke the fairy forms in the
stories, that seem to glide upon air;
or like the dreams which the gods,
as poets tell, send down to happy
mortals. (CATHERINE shows her
{)leasure in his compliments) My
ove, you are a marvel of nature,
and a triumph of art; you have
all charms but speech. (caTkER-
INE turns away sobbing slightly)
Shouldn’t you be glad to have that,
too? (She turns back, intensely in-
terested) Shouldn’t you be happy to
let your lips utter all the pretty
thoughts I can read in your eyes?
Shouldn’t you be pleased to show
your wit? (She waves her handker-
chief in glee) Shouldn’t you like to
tell your husband how you love
him? Wouldn't it be delightful to
call him your treasure and sweet-
heart? Yes, surely! . . . (They rise.
CATHERINE is ful)ll of pleased anima-
tion,)
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Well, I've a piece of good news

for you, my love. . . . A great doc-
tor is coming here presently, who
can make you talk. . . . (CATHER-
WE shows her satisfaction, dancing
gracefully up and down) He will
untie your tongue and never hurt
you a bit.
(CATHERINE'S movements express
charming and joyous tmpatience. A
BLIND MAN goes by in the street
playing a lively old-fashioned coun-
try dance. He stops and calls out in
a doleful voice: “Charity, for the
love of God, good gentlemen and
ladies.” LEONARD motions him away,
but catHERINE pleads for him by
her gestures, indicating that he is
blind. 1EONARD yields and goes
back to his writing-table. She stands
at the window listening while the
BLIND MAN $ings.)

The BLIND MAN.

There’s lots of good fish in the sea,
La dee ra, la dee ra;
Now who will come and fish with
me?
La dee ra, la dee ra;
Now who'll with me a-fishing go?
My dainty, dainty damsel, O!
Come fish the livelong day with me,
La dee ra, la dee ra,
And who will then be caughtP—
we'll seel
La dee ra, dee ra, day.

(Toward the end of the verse CATH-
ERINE glances at LEONARD and sees
that she is unobserved; she steals to
the street door as the BLIND MAN
begins the second verse there; dur-
ing this verse she dances to him and
frolics around the stage as he sings.)

The BLIND MAN.

Along the rippling river's bank,
La dee ra, la dee ra,

Along the wimpling water’s bank,
La dee ra, la dee ra,

Along the bank so shady O

I met the miller’s lady, O

And danced with her the livelong

day

La dee ra, la dee ra,

And oh! I danced my heart away!
La dee ra, dee ra, day.

(The BLIND MAN stops playing and
singing, and says, in a hollow and
terrifying voice: “Charity, for the
love of God, good gentlemen and
ladies.”)

LEONARD (who has been buried in
his documents and noticed nothing,
now drives the BLIND MAN off the
stage with objurgations) . Vagabond,
robber, ruffian! (And throws a lot
of brief-bags and books at his head,
then speaks to CATHERINE, who has
gone back to her place) My love,
since you came downstairs, I haven’t
been wasting my time; I have sen-
tenced fourteen men and six women
to the pillory; and distributed,
among seventeen different people—
(He counts up)—six, twenty-four,
thirty-two, forty-four, forty-seven,
and nine, fifty-six; and eleven, sixty-
seven; and ten, seventy-seven, and
eight, eighty-five; and twenty, a
hundred and five—a hundred and
five years in the galleys. Doesn’t
that make you realize the great
power of a judge? How can I help
feeling some pride in it?

(cATHERINE, who has stopped her
work, leans on the table, and smil-
ingly watches her husband. Then
she sits down on the table, which is
covered with brief-bags.)

LEONARD (making as if to pull the
bags from under her). My love, you
are hidin%l great criminals from my
justice. Thieves and murderers. But
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1 will not pursue them, their place of
refuge is sacred.

(A CHIMNEY SWEEP passes in the
street, calling: “Sweep your chim-
neys, my ladies; sweep them clear
and clean.”)

(LEONARD and CATHERINE kiss
across the table. But, seeing the
DOCTORS a17iving, CATHERINE TUNS
off up the stairs. Enter, in formal
procession, GiLES, leading the line
and imitating a trumpeter, then the
two DOCTORS ATTENDANTS, then
MASTER SIMON and MASTER JEAN.
The ATTENDANTS, one carrying the
case of instruments, take their stand
on either side of the door. The poc-
TOR and SURGEON bow formally to
the audience.)

ciLes. Your Honor, here’s the great
doctor you sent for.

MASTER SIMON (bowing). Yes, I
am Master Simon Colline himself.
- . . And this is Master Jean Mau-
gier, surgeon. You called for our
services?

LEONARD. Yes, sir, to make a dumb
woman speak.

MASTER SIMON. Good! We must
wait for Master Serafin Dulaurier,
apothecary. As soon as he comes we
will proceed to operate according
to our knowledge and understand-

ing.

LEONARD. Ah! You really need an
apothecary to make a dumb woman

speak?

MASTER SIMON. Yes, sir; to doubt it
is to show total ignorance of the re-
lations of the organs to each other,
and of their mutual interdepend-
ence. Master Serafin Dulaurier will
soon be here.
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MASTER JEAN MAUGIER (suddenly
bellowing out in stentorian tones).
Oh! how grateful we should be to
learnéd doctors like Master Simon
Colline, who labor to preserve us in
health and comfort us in sickness.
Oh! how worthy of praise and of
blessings are these noble doctors
who follow in their profession the
rules of scientific theory and of long
practice.

MASTER SIMON (bowing slightly).
You aie much too kind, Master Jean
Mauger.

LEONARD., While we are waiting for
the apothecary, won’t you take
some light refreshment, gentlemen?

MASTER SIMON. Most happy.
MASTER JEAN. Delighted.

LEONARD. Alison! So then,
Master Simon Colline, you will per-
form a shght operation and make
my wife speak?

MASTER SIMON. Say, rather, I shall
order the operation. I command,
Master Jean Maugier exccutes. . . .
Have you your instruments with
you, Master Jean?

MASTER JEAN. Yes, Master. (He
claps his hands; the ATTENDANTS
run forward into the room, and,
each holding one side, they un-
fold the large cloth case of instru-
ments and hold it up, disclosing a
huge saw with two-inch teeth, and
knives, pincers, scissors, a skewer,
a bit-stock, an enormous bit, eic.)

LEONARD. I hope, sirs, you don’t in-
tend to use all those?

MASTER SIMON. One must never be
caught unarmed by a patient.
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(The ATTENDANTS fold up the case
and give it to MASTER JEAN; then
run back to their positions by the
door, as ALISON, with a large tray,
bottles, and glasses, enters from the
kitchen.)

LEONARD. Will you drink, gentle-
men?

(COLLINE and MAUGIER take glasses
from aLIsoN and drink, after ALISON
has kissed COLLINE’s glass.)

MASTER siMON. This light wine of
yours is not half bad.

LEONARD. Very kind of you to say
so0. It’s from my own vineyard.

MASTER SIMON. You shall send me
a cask of it.

LEONARD (to GILES, who has poured
himself a glass full to the brim). 1
didn’t tell you to drink, you repro-
bate.

MASTER JEAN (looking out of the
window). Here is Master Serafin
Dulaurier, the apothecary.

(Enter MASTER SERAFIN. He trots
across the stage, stopping to bow to
the audience.)

MASTER SIMON (peering into the
street). And here is his mule! .
Or no—'tis Master Serafin himself.
You never can tell them apart.
(MASTER SERAFIN joins the group in
the room) Drink, Master Serafin. It
is fresh from the cellar.

MASTER SERAFIN, Your good health,
my Masters!

MASTER SIMON (fo ALISON). Pour
freely, fair Hebe. Pour right, pour
left, pour here, pour there. Which-
ever way she turns, she shows new
charms. Are you not proud, my girl,
of your trim figure?

aLisoN. For all the good it does me,
there is no reason to be proud of it
Charms are not worth much unless
they are hidden in silk and brocade.

MASTER SERAFIN. Your good health,
my Masters! (They aLL drink, and
make aLisoN drink with them.)

ALISON. You like to fool with us.
But free gratis for nothing.

MASTER SIMON. Now we are all
here, shall we go see the patient?

LEONARD. I will show you the way,
gentlemen.

MASTER SIMON. After you, Master
Maugier, you go first.

MASTER MAUGIER (glass in one hand,
case of instruments in the other).
I'll go first, since the place of honor
is the rear. (He crosses to the left,
and goes behind the table toward
the foor, following BOTAL.)

MASTER SIMON. After you, Master
Serafin Dulaurier.

(MASTER SERAFIN follows MAUGIER,
bottle in hand. MASTER SIMON, after
stuffing a bottle into each pocket of
his gown, and kissing the servant,
ALISON, goes up stage, singing.)

Then drink! and drink! and drink
again!

Drink shall drown our care and pain.

Good friends must drink before they
part,

To warm the cockles of the heart!

(aLISON, after cuffing GILES, who

was trying to kiss her, goes up last.)

(ALL sing in chorus as they go out

by the right upper door.)

Then drink! and drink! and drink
again!

CURTAIN
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SCENE TWO

SceNE:—the same. Four or five hours have elapsed.

MASTER ADAM. Good afternoon,
your Honor. How are you this after-
noon?

LEONARD., Well, fairly well. And
how are you?

MASTER ApAM. Well as can be. Ex-
cuse my besieging you, your Honor,
my dear comrade. Have you looked
into the case of my young ward
who’s been robbed by her guard-

ian?

LEONARD. Not yet, Master Adam
Fumée. . . . But what’s that you
say? You've been robbing your
ward?

MASTER ADAM. No, no, never think
it, your Honor. I said “my” out of
pure interest in her. But I am not
her guardian, thank God! I'm her
lawyer. And, if she gets back her
estate, which is no small estate nei-
ther, then I shall be her husband;
yes, I've had the foresight to make
her fall in love with me already.
And so, I shall be greatly obliged to
you if you'll examine her case at the
earliest possible moment. All you
have to do is to read the statement I
gave you; that contains everything
you need to know about the case.

LEONARD. Your statement is there,
Master Adam, on my table. I should
have looked through it already, if I
hadn’t been so besieged. But I've
been entertaining the flower of the

medical faculty here. (Suddenly

seizing him by the shoulders and
shaking him) "Twas your advice
brought this trouble upon me.

MASTER ApAM. Why, what do you
mean?

LEONARD. I sent for the famous doc-
tor you told me about, Master Si-
mon Colline. He came, with a
surgeon and an apothecary; he ex-
amined my wife, Catherine, from
head to foot, to see if she was dumb.
Then, the surgeon cut my dear
Catherine’s tongue-ligament, the
apothecary gave her a pill—and she
spoke.

MASTER ADAM. She spoke? Did she
need a pill, to speak?

LEONARD. Yes, because of the inter-
dependence of the organs.

MASTER ADAM. Ohl Ah! . .. Any-
how, the main point is, she spoke.
And what did she say?

LEONARD. She said: “Bring me my
looking-glass!” And, seeing me quite
overcome by my feelings, she added,
“You old goose, you shall give me a
new satin gown and a velvet-
trimmed cape for my birthday.”

MASTER ADAM. And she kept on
talking?

LEONARD. She hasn’t stopped yet.

MASTER ADAM. And yet you don’
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thank me for my advice; you don’t
thank me for having sent you to
that wonderful doctor? Aren’t you
overjoyed to hear your wife speak?

LEONARD (sourly). Yes, certainly. I
thank you with all my heart, Master
Adam Fumée, and I am overjoyed
to hear my wife speak.

MASTER ADAM. No! You do not show
as much satisfaction as you ought to.
There is something you are keeping
back—something that’s worrying
you.

LEONARD. Where did you get such
a notion?

MASTER ADAM. From your face. . ..
What is bothering you? Isn’t your
wife’s speech clear?

LEONARD. Yes, it’s clear—and abun-
dant. I must admit, its abundance
would be a trial to me if it kept up
at the rate which it started at.

MASTER ADAM. Ahl . . . I feared
that beforehand, your Honor. But
you mustn’t he cast down too soon.
Perhaps this flood of words will ebb.
It is the first overflow of a spring
too long bottled up. . . . My best
congratulations, your Honor. My
ward’s name is Ermeline de la Ga-
randiére. Don’t forget her name;
show her favor, and you will find
proper gratitude. I will be back later
in the day.

LEONARD. Master Adam Fumée, I
will look into your case at once.
(Exit MASTER ADAM FUMEE. CATH-
ERINE is heard off stage singing the
,BLIND MAN’S song, LEONARD starts,
shakes his head, hurries to his writ-
ing-table, and sits down to work.
CATHERINE, still singing, enters gaily,
and goes to him at the table.)

LEONARD (reading). “Statement, on
behalf of Ermeline-Jacinthe-Marthe
de la Garandiére, gentlewoman.”

CATHERINE (standing behind his
chair, and first finishing her song:
“La deera, dee ra, day,” then speak-
ing with great volubility) What are
you doing, my dear? You seem busy.
You work too much. (She goes to
the window-seat and takes up her
embroidery) Aren’t you afraid it
will make you ill? You must rest
once in a while. Why don’t you tell
me what you are doing, dear?

LEONARD. My love,I . . .

CATHERINE. Is it such a great se-
cret? Can’t I know about it?

LEONARD. My love, I . . .

CATHERINE. If it’s a secret, don’t
tell me.

LEONARD. Won't you give me a
chance to answer? I am examiing
a case and preparing to draw up a
verdict on it.

CATHERINE. Is drawing up a verdict
so very important?

LEONARD. Most certainly it is.
(CATHERINE sits at the window sing-
ing and humming to herself, and
looking out) In the first place, peo-
ple’s honor, their liberty, and some
times even their life, may depend on
it; and furthermore, the Judge must
show therein both the depth of his
thought and the finish of his style.

CATHERINE. Then examine your
case and prepare your verdict, my
dear. I'll be silent.

LEONARD. That’s right. . . . “Er-
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meline-Jacinthe-Marthe de la Ga-
randiére, gentlewoman . . .”

CATHERINE. My dear, which do you
think would be more becoming to
me, a damask gown, or a velvet suit
with a Turkish skirt?

LEONARD. I don’t know, I . . .

CATHERINE, [ think a flowered satin
would suit my age best, especially a
light-colored one, with a small
Hower pattern.

LEONARD. Perhaps so. But . . .

cATHERINE. And don’t you think,
my dear, that it is quite improper to
have a hoop-skirt very full? Of
course, a skirt must have some full-
ness . . . or else you don’t seem
dressed at all; so, we mustn’t let it
be scanty. But, my dear, you
wouldn’t want me to have room
enough to hide a pair of lovers under
my hoops, now would you? That
fashion won’t last, I'm sure; some
day the court ladies will give it up,
and then every woman in town will
make haste to follow their example.
Don't you think so?

LEONARD. Yes! Yes! But . . .

cATHERINE. Now, about high heels.
. . . They must be made just right.
A woman is judged by her foot-gear
—you can always tell a real fine
lady by her shoes. You agree with
me, don’t you, dear?

LEONARD.Yes, yes, yes, but . .

caTHeRINE. Then write out your
verdict. I shan’t say another word.

LEONARD. That’s right. (Reading,
and making sotes) “Now, the guard-
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ian of the said young lady, namely,
Hugo Thomas of Piédeloup, gentle-
man, stole from the said young lady
her—”

CATHERINE. My dear, if one were to
believe the wife of the Chief Justice
of Montbadon, the world has grown
very corrupt; 1t is going to the bad;
young men nowadays don’t marry;
they prefer to hang about rich old
ladies; and meanwhile the poor girls
are left to wither on their maiden
stalks. Do you think 1t’s as bad as all
that? Do answer me, dear.

LEONARD. My darling, won’t you
please be silent one moment? Or go
and talk somewhere else? I'm all at
sea.

CATHERINE. There, there, dear;
don’t worry. I shan’t say another
word! Not a word!

LEONARD. Good! (Writing) “The
said Piédeloup, gentleman, counting
both hay crops and apple crops . . .”

CATHERINE. My dear, we shall have
for supper tonight some minced
mutton and what's left of that goose
one of your suitors gave us. Tell me,
is that enough? Shall you be satis-
fied with 1t? I hate being mean, and
like to set a good table, but what’s
the use of serving courses which will
only be sent back to the pantry un-
touched? The cost of living is get-
ting higher all the time. Chickens,
and salads, and meats, and fruit
have all gone up so, 1t will soon be
cheaper to order dinner sent in by a
caterer.

LEONARD. I beg you . .. (Writing)
“An orphan by birth . . .7

CATHERINE. Yes, that’s what we're
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coming to. No home life any more.
You'll see. Why, a capon, or a par-
tridge, or a hare, cost less all stuffed
and roasted than if you buy them
alive at the market. That is because
the cook-shops buy in large quanti-
ties and get a big discount; so they
can sell to us at a profit. I don’t say
we ought to get our regular meals
from the cook-shop. We can do our
everyday plain cooking at home, and
it’s better to; but when we invite
people in, or give a formal dinner
party, then it saves time and money
to have the dinner sent in. Why, at
less than an hour’s notice, the cook-
shops and cake-shops will get you
up a dinner for a dozen, or twenty,
or fifty people; the cook-shop will
send in meat and poultry, the caterer
will send galantines and sauces and
rehishes, the pastry-cook will send
pies and tarts and sweets and des-
serts, and it’s all so convenient.
Now, don’t you think so yourself,
Leonard.

LEONARD. Please! please!
(LEONARD tries to write through the
following speech, murmuring: “An
orphan by birth, a capon by birth,
an olla podrida,” etc.)

CATHERINE. It's nc wonder every-
thing goes up. People are getting
more extravagant everv day. If they
are entertaining a friend, or even a
relative, they don’t think they can
do with only three courses, soup,
meat, and dessert. No, they have to
have meats in five or six different
styles, with so many sauces, or diess-
ings, or pasties, that it'’s a regular
olla podrida. Now, don’t you think
that is going too far, my dear? For
my part 1 just cannot understand
how people can take pleasure in
stuffing themselves with so many
kinds of food. Not that I despise a

good table; why, I'm even a bit of
an epicure myself. “Not too plenty,
but dainty,” suits my taste. Now,
what I like best of all is capons’
kidneys with artichoke hearts. But
you, Leonard, I suspect you have a
weakness for tripe and sausages. Oh,
fie! Oh, fie!l How can anyone enjoy
sausages?

LEONARD. (his head in his hands).
I shall go mad! I know T shall go
mad.

CATHERINE (running to the table
behind him). My dear, I just shan’t
say another word—not a single
word. For I can see that my chat-
tering might possibly disturb your

work.

LEONARD. If you would only do as
you say!

CATHERINE (returning to her place)
I shan’t even open my lips.

LEONARD. Splendid!

CATHERINE (busily embroidering).
You see, dear, I'm not saying an-
other word.

LEONARD. Yes.

CATHERINE. I'm letting you work
in perfect peace and quiet.

LEONARD. Yes.

CATHERINE. And write out your
verdict quite undisturbed. Is it al-
most done?

LEONARD. It never will be—if you
don’t keep still. (Writing) “Item,
One hundred twenty pounds a year,
which the said unworthy guardian
stole from the poor orphan girl . . .”
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cATHERINE. Listen! Ssh-shl Listen!
Didn’t you hear a cry of fire? {LEON-
ARD runs to the window, looks out,
and then shakes his head at caTh-
ERINE) I thought I did. But perhaps
I may have been mistaken. Is there
anything so territying as a fire? Fire
is even worse than water. Last year
I saw the houses on Exchange
Bridge burn up. What confusion!
What havoc! The people threw their
furniture into the river, and jumped
out of the windows. They didn’t
know what they were about; you
see, fear drove them out of their
senses.

LEONARD. Lord, have mercy upon
mel

caTHERINE. Oh! What makes you
groan so, dear? Tell me, tell me what
is the matter?

LEONARD, I can’t endure it another
minute.

CATHERINE, You must rest, Leon-
ard. You mustn’t work so hard. It
isn’t reasonable. You have no right
to . ..

LeoNarD. Will you never be still?

caTHERINE. Now, don’t be cross,
dear. I'm not saying a word.

LEONARD. Would to Heaven!
(MADAME DE LA BRUINE, followed
by her FooTMAN, crosses the stage
during the following speech.)

caTHERINE (looking out of the win-
dow). Ohl Here comes Madame de
la Bruine, the attorney’s wife! She’s
got on a silk-lined hood and a heavy
puce-colored ca;;le over her brocade

own. And she has a lackey with a
§ace like a smoked herring. Leon-

ard, she’s looking this way; I believe
she’s coming to call. Hurry and ar-
range the chairs and bring up an
armchair for her; we must show peo-
ple proper respect according to their
rank and station. She is stopping at
our door. No, she’s going on. Sh«’s
gone on. Perhaps I was mistaken.
Perhaps it was somebody else. You
can’t be sure about recognizing peo-
ple. But if it wasn’t she, it was some-
body like her, and even very much
like her. Now I think of it, I'm sure
it was she, there simply couldn’t be
another woman in Paris so like Ma-
dame de la Bruine. My dear. . . .
My dear. . . . Would you have
liked to have Madame de la Bruine
call on us? (She sits down on his
table) I know you don’t like rattle-
tongued women; it’s lucky for you
that you didn’t marry her; she jab-
bers like a magpie; she does nothing
but gabble from morning to night.
What a chatterbox! And sometimes
she tells stories which are not to her
credit. (LEONARD, driven beyond en-
durance, climbs upon his step-lad-
der and sits down on one of the
middle steps, and tries to write
there) In the first place, she always
gives you a list of all the presents
her husband has received. It’s a
dreadful bore to hear her tell them
over. (She climbs up on the other
side of the double step-ladder and
sits down opposite LEONARD) What
is it to us, if the Attorney de la
Bruine receives presents of game, or
flour, or fresh fish, or even a sugar-
loaf? But Madame de la Bruine
takes good care not to tell you that
one day her husband received a
great Amiens pasty, and when he
opened it he found nothing but an
enormous pair of horns.

LEONARD. My head will burst! (He
takes refuge on top of one of the
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cabinets, with his writing-case and
papers.)

CATHERINE (at the top of the lad-
der). And did you see my fine lady,
who’s really no lady at all, wearing
an embroidered cape, just like any

rincess? Don’t you think it’s ridicu-

us! But there! Nowadays every-
body dresses above his station, men
as well as women. Your court secre-
taries try to pass for gentlemen;
they wear gold chains and jewelry,
and feathers in their hats; all the
same, anyone can tell what they are.

LEONARD. (on top of his cupboard).
T've got to the point where I can’t
answer for the consequences; I feel
eapable of committing any crime.
(Calling) Giles! Giles! Giles! The
scoundrel!l Giles! Alison! Giles!
Giles! (Enter ciLes) Go quick and
find the famous Doctor in Buci
Square, Master Simon Colline, and
tell him to come back here at once
for a matter far more needful and

urgent than before.
ciLes. Yes, your Honor. (Exit.)

C€ATHERINE. What's the matter, my
dear? You seem excited. Perhaps the
air is close. NoP It’s the east wind,
then, don’t you thinkP—or the fish
you ate for dinner?

LEONARD (frantically gesticulating
on top of his cupboard). Non omnia
possumus omnes. It is the office of
servants to clean crockery, of mer-
cers to measure ribbon, of monks
to beg, of birds to drop dirt around
everywhere, and of women to cackle
and chatter like mad. Oh! How I
regret, you saucy baggage, that I
had your tongue loosed. Don’t you
worry, though—the famous doctor
shall soon make you more dumb

than ever you were. (He catches up
armfuls of the brief-bags which are
piled on his cupboard of refuge,
and throws them ai CATHERINE’S
head; she jumps nimbly down from
the ladder and runs off in terror,

crying.)

CATHERINE. Help! Murder! My hus-
band’s gone mad! Help! help!

LEONARD. Alison! Alison!
(Enter ALISON.)

avison. What a life! Sir, have you
turned murderer?

LEONARD. Alison, follow her, stay
by her, and don’t let her come
down. As you value your life, Alison,
don’t let her come down. For if I
hear another word from her, I shall
go raving mad, and God knows what
I might do to her—and to you. Go!
Off with you!

(ALISON goes upstairs. Enter Mas-
TER ADAM, MLLE. DE LA GARAN-
DIERE, and a LACKEY carrying a bas-
ket. LEONARD is still on top of the
cabinet or book-case. MASTER ADAM
and MLLE. DE LA GARANDIERE climb
up on each side of the step-ladder.
The LACKEY, with an enormous bas-
ket on his head, kneels in front,
center.)

MASTER ADAM. Permit me, your
Honor, with the object of soften-
ing your heart and arousing your
pity, to present before you this
young orphan girl, despoiled by a
grasping guardian, who implores
you for justice. Her eyes will speak
to your heart more eloquently than
my voice. Mlle. de la Garandiere
brings you her prayers and her tears;
she adds thereunto one ham, two
duck pies, a goose. and two gos-
lings. She ventures to h?e in ex-
change for a favoring verdict



THE MAN WHO MARRIED A DUMB WIFE 19

LEONARD. Mademoiselle, you arouse
my interest. . . . Have you any-
thing to add in defense of your
case?

MLLE. DE LA GARANDIERE. You are
only too kind, sir; I must rest my
case on what my lawyer has just
said.

LEONARD. That is all?
MLLE. DE LA GARANDIERE. Yes, Sir.

LEONARD. She knows how to speak
—and to stop. The poor orphan
touches my heart. (To the LACKEY)
carry that package to the pantry.
(Exit LACKEY. TO MASTER ADAM)
Master Adam, when you came in, I
was just drawing up the decree
which I shall presently render in
this young lady’s case. (He starts to
come down from his cabinet.)

MASTER ADAM. What, up on that
cupboard?

LEONARD. I don’t know where I am;
my head is going round and round.
Do you want to hear the decree? I
need to read 1t over myself. (Read-
ing) “Whereas, Mlle. de la Garan-
diére, spinster, and an orphan by
birth, did fraudulently, deceitfully,
and with injurious intent, steal, filch,
and subtract from her lawful guard-
ian, Squire Piédeloup, gentleman,
ten loads of hay and eighty pounds
of fresh-water fish, and whereas,
there is nothing so terrifying as a
fire, and whereas, the State’s Attor-
ney did receive an Amiens pasty in
which were two great horns . . .”

MASTER ADAM. What in Heaven’s
name are you reading?

LEONARD. Don’t ask me. I don’t

know myself. I think my brains have
been brayed in a mortar, for two
hours running, by the very devil
himself for a pestle. (He breaks
down and weeps on their shoulders)
I'm a driveling idiot. . . . And all
your fault, too, Master Adam Fu-
mée. . . . If that fine doctor of yours
hadn’t restored my wife’s speech . . .

MASTER ADAM. Don’t blame me,
Master Leonard. I forewarned you.
I told you right enough, that you
must think twice before untying a
woman’s tongue.

LEONARD. Ah, Master Adam Fumée,
how I long for the time when my
Catherine was dumb. No! Nature
has no scourge more fearsome than
a rattle-tongued female. . . . But I
count on the doctors to recall their
cruel gift. I have sent for them.
Here’s the surgeon now.

(Enter MASTER JEAN MAUGIER.)

MASTER JEAN MAUGIER. Your Hon-
or, I bid you good day. Here is
Master Simon Colline coming for-
ward upon his mule, followed by
Master Serafin Dulaurier, apothe-
cary. About him crowds the adoring
populace: chambermaids, trussing
up their petticoats, and scullions
with hampers on their heads form
his escort of honor. (Enter MASTER
SIMON COLLINE and MASTER SERA-
FIN DULAURIER followed by the Two
APOTHECARY'S BOYS) Oh! how justly
does Master Simon Colline coms
mand the admiration of the peoFle
when he goes through the city clad
in his doctor’s robe, his square cap,
his cassock and bands. Oh! how
grateful we should be to those noble
doctors who labor to preserve us in
health and comfort us in sicknesa.
Ohhhhl how . . .
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MASTER SIMON (f0 MASTER JEAN
MAUGIER) . Have done; ’tis enough.

LEONARD. Master Simon Colline, I
was in haste to see you. I urgently
beg for your services.

MASTER SIMON. For yourself? What
is your disease? Where is the pain?

LEONARD. No! for my wife; the one
who was dumb.

MASTER SIMON. Has sne any trouble
now?

LEONARD. None at all. I have all the
trouble now.

MASTER SIMON. What? The trouble
is with you, and it’s your wife you
want cured?

LEONARD. Master Simon Colline,
she talks too much. You should have
given her speech, but not so much
speech. Since you've cured her of
her dumbness, she drives me mad. I
cannot bear another word from her.
I've called you in to make her dumb
again.

MASTER SIMON. "Tis impossible!

LEONARD. What's that? You can’t
take away the power of speech
which you gave her?

MasTER SIMON. Nol That I cannot
do. My skill is great, but it stops
short of that.

(LEONARD in despair turns to each
of them in succession.)

MASTER JEAN MAUGIER. We cannot
doit.

MASTER SERAFIN. Our greatest ef-
forts would have not the slightest
result.

MASTER SIMON. We have medicines
to make women speak; we have
none to make them keep silence.

LEONARD. You haven’t? Is that your
last word? You drive me to despair.

MASTER SIMON. Alas, your Honor!
(He advances to the center, claps
his hands for attention, and de-
claims) There is no elixir, balm,
magisterium, opiate, unguent, oint-
ment, local application, electuary,
nor panacea, that can cure the ex-
cess of glottal activity in woman.
Treacle and orvietano would be
without virtue, and all the herbs
described by Dioscorides would
have no effect.

LEONARD. Can this be true?

MASTER SIMON. Sir, you dare not so
offend me as to doubt it.

LEONARD. Then I am a ruined man.
There’s nothing left for me to do but
tie a stone around my neck and
jump into the Seine. (He rushes to
the window and tries to jump out,
but is held back by the pocTors) 1
cannot live in this hubbub. (The
pocTors drag him back, set him
down, and, with MASTER ADAM,
stand in a circle in front of him) If
you don’t want me to drown myself
straightway, then you doctors must
find me some cure.

MASTER siMoON. There is none, I tell
you, for your wife. But there might
be one for you, if you would consent
to take it.

LEONARD. You give me a little hope.
Explain it, for Heaven'’s sake.

MASTER sIMON. For the clack of a
wife, there’s but one cure in life. Let
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her husband be deaf ’Tis the only
relief.

LEONARD. What do you mean?
MASTER SIMON. Just what I say.

MASTER ADAM. Don’t you under-
stand? That’s the finest discovery
yet. Since he can’t make your wife
dumb, this great doctor offers to
make you deaf.

LEONARD. Make me really deaf? Oh!
.. . (He starts to rise, but is pushed
back by MASTER stMoN, who stands
directly in front of him.)

MASTER SIMON. Certainly. I can
cure you at once, and for all time, of
your wife’s verbal hypertrophy, by
means of cophosis.

LEONARD. By cophosis? What is co-
phosis?

MASTER SIMON. "Tis what is vulgarly
called deafness. Do you see any dis-
advantages in becoming deaf?

LEONARD. Certainly I do!

MASTER JEAN MAUGIER. You think
so?

MASTER SERAFIN. For instance?
MASTER SIMON. You are a Judge.
What disadvantaé)e is there in a
Judge’s being dea

MASTER ADAM. None at all. Believe
me; I am a practicing lawyer. There

is none at all.

MASTER SIMON. ‘What harm could
come to justice thereby?

MAsTER ADAM. No harm at all.

Quite the contrary. Master Leonard
Botal could then hear neither law-
yers nor prosecutors, and so would
run no risk of being deceived by a
lot of lies.

LEONARD. That’s true.

MASTER ADAM. He will judge all the
better.

LEONARD. May be so.
MASTER ADAM. Never doubt it.

LEONARD. But how do you perform

MASTER JEAN MAUGIER. This cure.

MASTER siMON. Cophosis, vulgarly
called deafness, may be brought
about in several ways. It is pro-
duced either by otorrhcea, or by
sclerosis of the ear, or by otitis, or
else by anchylosis of the ossicles.
But these various means are long
and painful.

LEONARD. I reject them! . . . [ reject
them absolutely.

MASTER SIMON. You are right. It is
far better to induce cophosis by
means of a certain white powder
which I have in my medicine-case;
a pinch of it, placed in the ear, is
enough to make you as deaf as
Heaven when it’s angry, or as deaf
as a post.

LEONARD. Many thanks, Master Si-
mon Colline; keep your powder. I
will not be made deaf.

MASTER SIMON. What? You won't ba
made deaf? What? You refuse co-
phosis? You decline the cure which
you begged for just now? Ah, ’tis a
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zase but too common, and one cal-
culated to make a judicious physi-
cian grieve, to see a recalcitrant
patient refuse the salutary medica-
ment . . .

MASTER JEAN MAUGIER. And flee
from the care, which would cure all
his ailments . . .

MASTER SERAFIN. And decline to be
healed. Oh!

MASTER ADAM. Do not decide too
quickly, Master Leonard Botal; do
not deliberately reject this slight af-
fliction which will save you from far
greater torment.

LEONARD. No! I will not be deaf; I'll
have none of your powder.

ALISON (rushes in from the stairs,
stopping her ears). I can’t stand it.
My head will burst. No human crea-
ture can stay and listen to such a
clatter. There’s no stopping her. I
feel as if I'd been caught in the mill-
wheel for two mortal hours.
(cATHERINE is heard off stage sing-
ing the BLIND MAN’s song.)

LEONARD. Wretch! Don’t let her
come down. Alison! Giles! Lock her
in.

MASTER ApAM. Oh! Sir!

MLLE. DE LA GARANDIERE. Ohl Sir,
can your heart be so cruel as to want
to lock the poor lady up all alone?
(CATHERINE is heard singing again.
LEONARD starts for the ladder, and
climbs it as she enters.)

cATHERINE. What a fine large as-
sembly! I am your humble servant,
gentlemen. (She curtsies.)

MASTER SIMON COLLINE. Well, mad-
am? Aren’t you pleased with us?
Didn’t we do our work well in loos-
ing your tongue?

caTHERINE. Fairly well, sirs; and
I'm truly grateful to you. At first, to
be sure, I could speak but haltingly,
and bring out only a few words;
now, however, I have some degree
of facility; but I use it with great
moderation, for a garrulous wife 1s
a scourge in the house. Yes, gentle-
men, I should be in despair if you
could so much as suspect me of lo-
quacity, or if you think for a mo-
ment that any undue desire to talk
could get hold on me. (LEONARD, on
top of the cabinet, laughs wildly)
And so, I beg you to let me justify
myself here and now in the eyes of
my husband, who, for some incon-
cewvable reason, has become preju-
diced against me, and taken it into
his head that my conversation both-
ered him while he was drawing up
a decree. . . . Yes, a decree in fa-
vor of an orphan girl deprived of
her father and mother in the flower
of her youth. But no matter for that.
(She crosses to the ladder and starts
to go up one side of it. LEONARD
climbs down the other side, goes
first to one doctor, then to another,
and finally sits down on the bench
in front of the table) 1 was sitting
beside him and hardly saying a
single word to him. My only speech
was my presence. Can a husband
object to that? Can he take it ill
when his wife stays with him and
seeks to enjoy his company, as she
ought? (She goes to her husband
and sits down beside him. During
the rest of the speech all those pres-
ent, one after another, sink down in
exhaustion at listening to her) The
more I think of it, the less I can
understand your impatience. What
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can have caused it? You must stop
pretending it was my talkativeness.
That idea won’t hold water one mo-
ment. My dear, you must have some
grievance agammst me which I know
nothing about; I beg you to tell me
what it is. You owe me an explana-
tion, and as soon as I find out what
displeased you I will see to it that
you have no reason to complain of
the same thing again—if only you'll
tell me what 1t is. For I am eager to
save you from the slightest reason
for dissatisfaction. My mother used
to say: “Between husband and wife,
therc should be no secrets.” And she
was quite right. Married people
have only too often brought down
ternble catastrophes on themselves
or their housecholds just because
they didn’t tell each other every-
thing, That is what happened to the
Chiet Justice ot Beaupréau’s wife.
To give her husband a pleasant sur-
prise, she shut up a Itile sucking
p1g in a chest in her room. Her hus-
band heard 1t squealing, and
thought it was a lover, so he out
with his sword and 1an his wife
through the heart, without even
waiting to hear the poor lady’s ex-
planation. You can imagme his sur-
prise and desparr when he opened
the chest. And that shows you must
never have secrets, even for good
reasons. My dear, you can speak
freely before thesc gentlemen. I
know I have done nothing wrong, so
whatever you say can only prove
the more clearly how innocent I
am.

LEONARD (who has for some time
been trying in vain by gestures and
exclamations to stop CATHERINE's
flow of words, and has been show-
ing signs of extreme impatience).
The powder! Give me the powder!
Master Simon Colline, your powder
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—your white powder, for God’s
sakel

MASTER SIMON. Never was a
deafness-producing powder more
needed, that’s sure. Be so kind as to
sit down, your Honor. Master Ser-
afin Dulaurier will inject the copho-
sis powder in your ears.

(The poctors crowd about LEON-
ARD, and inject the powder first in
one ear and then in the other.)

MASTER SERAFIN. Gladly, sir, gladly.
MASTER sIMON. There! "Tis done.

CATHERINE ({0 MASTER ADAM FU-
MEE). Master Adam, you are a law-
yer. Make my husband hear reason.
Tell him that he must listen to me,
that 1t’s unheard of to condemn a
wife without letting her state her
case; tell him it’s not right to throw
brief-bags at your wife’s head—yes,
he threw brief-bags at my head—
unless you are forced to it by some
very strong feeling or reason. . . .
Or no!—no, I'll tell him myself. (To
LEONARD) My dear, answer me,
have I ever failed you in anything?
Am I a naughty woman? Am I a
bad wife? No, I have been faithful
to my duty; I may even say I have
loved my duty . . .

LEONARD (his face expressing beati-
tude, as he calmly twirls his
thumbs). "Tis delicious. I can’t hear
a thing.

CATHERINE. Listen to me, Leonard,
I love you tenderly. I will open my
heart to you. I am not one of those
light, frivolous women who are af-
flicted or consoled by airy nothings,
and amused by trifles. (She puts
her arms about him and they rock
back and forth, LEONARD grinning



24 ANATOLE

from ear to ear) 1 need companion-
ship. I need to be understood. That
is my nature—I was born so. When
I was only seven years old I had a
little dog, a little yellow dog. . . .
But you're not listening to me . . .

MASTER SIMON. Madam, he can’t lis-
ten to you, or to anyone else. He
can’t hear.

caTHERINE. What do you mean he
can’t hear?

MASTER SIMON. I mean just that. He
can’t hear, as the result of a cure he
has just taken.

(The BLIND MAN is heard again,
playing the same air.)

MASTER SERAFIN. A cure which has
produced in him a sweet and pleas-
ant cophosis.

CATHERINE, I'll make him hear, I
tell you.

MASTER sIMON. No, you won't, mad-
am; 1t can’t be dope.

CATHERINE. You shall see. (To her
husband, affectionately) My dear,
my beloved, my pretty one, my
sweetheart, my better-half. . . . You
don’t hear me? (She shakes him)
You monster, you Herod, you Blue-
beard, you old cuckold.

LEONARD. I can’t hear her with my
ears, but I hear her only too well
with my arms, and with my shoul-
ders and back.

MASTER SIMON. She is going mad.

MASTER MAUGIER., She has gone
mad! Stark staring mad!

LEONARD. Oh! How can I get away?
(CATHERINE bites his neck) Oh! She
has bitten me, I feel myself going
mad, too.

FRANCE

(The BLIND MAN has come forward,
playing and singing the first verse of
his song. Meanwhile CATHERINE
and LEONARD go singing and danc-
ing about, and bite the others, who
likewise go mad and sing and dance
wildly, all at the front of the stage.
The other characters of the play
come in—the CANDLE MAN, CHIM-
NEY SWEEP, MADAME DE LA BRUINE,
etc.; all are caught and bitten, and
join in the song and the dance,
which resolves itself into the old-
fashioned country “right and left,”
as they sing the second verse.)

ALL,

Along the rippling river’s bank,
La dee ra, la dee ra,

Along the wimpling water’s bank,
La dee ra, la dee ra,

Along the bank so shady O

I met the miller’s lady O

And danced with her the livelong

day,

La dee ra, la dee ra,

And oh! I danced my heart away,
La dee ra, dee ra, day.

(As LEONARD BOTAL freaches the
center of the front stage, the dance
stops a moment for him to say to the
audience.)

LEONARD. Good gentlemen and la-
dies, we pray you to forgive the
author all his faults.

(The dance re-commences, and as
the curtain falls all dance off left or
right, singing the refrain.)

ALL (diminuendo).
I danced with her the livelong
day,
La dee ra, la dee ra,
And oh! I danced my heart away.
La dee ra, dee ra, day.

CURTAIN _
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CHARACTERS

Miss JuLie, aged twenty-five.
Jonn, a servant, aged thirty.
CHRISTINE, a cook, aged thirty-five.






MISS JULIE

The action of the play takes place on Midsummer Night, in the Count’s

kitchen.

CHRISTINE stands on the left, by the hearth, and fries something in a pan.
She has on a light blouse and a kitchen apron jouN comes in through the
glass door in livery. Ile holds in his hand a pair of big riding boots with
spurs, which he places on the floor at the back, w a visible position.

Jonn. Miss Julie is mad again to-
night—absolutely mad!

cHRISTINE. Oh!l And so you're here,
are you?

Joun. I accompanied the Count to
the station, and when I passed the
barn on my way back I went in to
have a dance. At that time Miss
Julie was dancing with that man
Forster. When she noticed me, she
made straight for me and asked me
to be her partner in the waltz, and
{from that moment she danced in a
way such as I've never seen any-
thing of the kind before. She is
simply crazy.

CHRISTINE. She’s always been that,
but never as much as in the last
fortnight, since the engagement was
broken off.

joun. Yes, what an affair that was,
to be sure. The man was certainly a
fine fellow, even though he didn’t
have much cash. Well, to be sure,
they have so many whims and
fancies. (He sits down at the right
by the table) In any case, it’s
strange that the young lady should
prefer to stay at home with the
servants rather than to accom any
her father to her relations’, isn’t it?

CHRISTINE. Yes. The odds are that

she feels hersclf a little embarrassed
after the affair with her young man.

joun Maybe; but at any rate he
was a good chap. Do you know,
Christine, how it came about? I saw
the whole show, though I didn’t let
them see that I noticed anything.

cHRisTINE. What! You saw it?
JouN. Yes, that I did. They were

one evening down there in the

stable, and the young lady was

““trainng” him, as she called 1t

What do you think she was dong?
She made him jump over the riding
whup like a dog which one 1s teach-
ing to hop. He jumped over twice,
and each time he got a cut, but the
third time he snatched her ndmg
whip out of her hand, smashed it
into smithereens and—cleared out.

cHRrISTINE. Was that it? No, you
can’t mean it?

jonn. Yes, that was how it hap-
pened. Can’t you give me something
nice to eat now, Christine?

CHRISTINE (takes up the pan and
puts it before youn). Well, there’s
only a little bit of liver, which T've
cut off the joint.

JOuN (sniffs the food). Ah, very
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nice, that's my special dish. (He
feels the plate) But you might have
warmed up the plate.

CHRISTINE. Why, youre even more
particular than the Count himself,
once you get goin%. (She draws her
fingers caressingly through his
hair.)

jonN (wickedly). Ugh, you mustn’t
excite me like that, you know jolly
well how sensitive I am.

cHRISTINE. There, there now, it was
only because I love you.

JOHN (eats. CHRISTINE gets out a
bottle of beer). Beer on Midsum-
mer’s Night! Not for me, thank you.
I can go one better than that my-
self. (He opens the sideboard and
takes out a bottle of red wine with a
yellow label) Yellow label, do you
sec, dear? Just give me a glass. A
wineglass, of course, when a fel-
low’s gong to drink neat wine.

CHRISTINE (furns again toward the
fireplace and puts a small saucepan
on). God pity the woman who ever
gets you for a husband, a growler
ke you!

JouN. Oh, don’t jaw! You'd be only
too pleased if you only got a fellow
like me, and I don’t think for a min-
ute that you’re in any way put out
by my bemg called your best boy.
(Tastes the wine) Ah! very nice,
very nice. Not quite mellowed
enough though, that's the only
thing. (He warms the glass with his
hand) We bought this at Dijon. It
came to four francs the liter, with-
out the glass, and then there was the
duty as well. What are you cooking
theze now? It makes the most in-
feinal stink?

CHRISTINE. Oh, that’s just some as-
safcetida, which Miss Julie wants to
have for Diana.

jonN. You ought to express yourself
a little more prettily, Christine.
Why have you got to get up on a
holiday evening and cook for the
brute? Is it ill, eh?

CHRISTINE. Yes, it is. It slunk out to
the dog in the courtyard, and there
it played the fool, and the young
lady doesn’t want to know anything
about it, do you see?

Jonn. Yes, in one respect the young
lady is too proud, and in another not
proud enough. Just like the Count-
ess was when she was alive. She felt
most at home in the kitchen, and in
the stable, but she would never ride
a hoise, she’d go about with dirty
cuffs, but insisted on having the
Count’s coronet on the buttons.
The young lady, so far now as she
is concerned, doesn’t take enough
trouble about either herself or her
person; in a manner of speaking,
she is not refined. Why, only just
now, when she was dancing in the
barn, she snatched Forster away
from Anna, and asked him to dance
with herself. We wouldn’t behave
like that; but that's what happens
when the gentry make themselves
cheap. Then they are cheap, and no
mistake about it. But she is real
stately! Superb! Whew! What shoul-
ders, what a bust and:

CHRISTINE. Ye-e-s; but she makes
up a good bit, too. I know what
Clara says, who helps her to dress.

youN. Oh, Claral You women are
always envious of each other. I've
been out with her and seen her ride,
and then how she dances!



MISS

cRISTINE. | say, John, won’t you
dance with me when I'm ready?

jouN. Of course I will.
CHRISTINE. Promise meP

JouN. Promise? If I say I'll do a
thing, then I always do it. Anyway,
thanks very much for the food; it
was damned good. (He puts the
cork back into the botile. The young
lady, at the glass door, speaks to
people outside) Tl be back in a
minute. (He conceals the bottle of
wine in a napkin, and stands up re-
spectfully.)

JULIE (enters and goes to CHRISTINE
by the fireplace). Well, is it ready?

(CHRISTINE intimates to her by signs
that jonN is present.)

JouN (gallantly). Do the ladies
want to talk secrets?

JULIE (strikes him in the face with
her handkerchief). Is he inquisi-
tiveP

joun. Ah! what a nice smell of vio-
lets.

JuLie (coquettishly). Impudent
person! Is the fellow then an expert
in perfumes? (She goes behind the
table.)

JouN (with gentle affectation).
Have you ladies then been brewing
a magic potion this Midsummer
Night? Something so as to be able
to read one’s fortunes in the stars,
so that you get a sight of the future?

JULIE (sharply). Yes, if he manages
to see that, he must have very good
eyes. (To carisTINE) Pour it into a
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half bottle and cork it securely. Let
the man come now and dance the
schottische with me. John? (She
lets her handkerchief fall on the
table.)

JouN (hesitating). I don’t want to
be disobliging to anybody. but I
promused Christine this dance.

JuLie. Oh, well, she can get some-
body else. (She goes to CHRISTINE)
What do you say, Christine? Won't
you lend me John?

CHRISTINE. I haven’t got any say in
the matter. If you are so conde-
scendmg, Miss, it wouldn’t at all do
for him to refuse. You just go and
be grateful for such an honor.

jonn. Speaking frankly, and with-
out meanmg any offence, do you
think it’s quite wise, Miss Julie, to
dance twice 1n succession with the
same gentleman, particularly as the
people here are only too ready to
draw all kinds of conclusions?

JuLiE (explodes). What do you
mean? What conclusion? What does
the man mean?

JOHN (evasively). As you won’t un-
derstand me, Miss, I must express
myself more clearly. It doesn’t look
well to prefer one of your inferiors
to others who expect the same ex-
ceptional honor.

juLIE. Prefer? What idea is the man
getting into his head? I am abso-
lutely astomshed. I, the mustress of
the house, honor my servants” dance
with my presence, and if I actually
want to dance I want to do it with
a man who can steer, so that I
haven't got the bore of being
laughed at.
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joun. I await your orders, Miss; I
am at your service.

JuLIE (softly). Don’t talk now of
orders; this evening were simply
merry men and women at a revel,
and we lay aside all rank. Give me
your arm; don’t be uneasy, Chris-
tine, I'm not going to entice your
treasure away from you.

(youn offers her his arm and leads
her through the glass door. curis-
TINE alone. Iaint violin music at
some distance to schottische time.
CHRISTINE keeps time with the mu-
sic, clears the table where youn had
been eating, washes the plate at the
side-table, dries it and puts it in the
cupboard. She then takes off her
kitchen apron, takes a small murror
out of the table drawer, puts it op-
posite the basket of lilacs, lights a
taper, heats a hairpin, with which
she curls her front hair; then she
goes to the glass door and washes,
comes back to the table, finds the
young lady’s handkerchief, which
she has forgotten, takes it and smells
it; she then pensively spreads it out,
stretches it flat and fofls it in four.
JOHN comes back alone through the
glass door.)

J0BN. Yes, she is mad, to dance like
that; and everybody stands by the
door and grins at her. What do you
say about it, Christine?

CHRISTINE. Ah, it’s just her time,
and then she always takes on so
strange. But won’t you come now
and dance with me?

Joun. You aren’t offended with me
that I cut your last dance?

CHRISTINE. No, not the least bit; you
know that well enough, and I know
mv place besides.

JOHN (puts his hand round her
waist). You're a sensible girl, Chris-
tine, and you'd make an excellent
housekeeper.

JULIE (comes in through the glass
door. She is disagreeably surprised.
With forced humor). Charming
cavalier you are, to be sue, to run
away from your partner.

joun. On the contrary, Miss Julie,
I've been hurrymg all I know, as
you see, to find the girl I left behind
me.

JuLIE. Do you know, none of the
others dance hke you do. But why
do you go about in livery on a holi-
day eveningp Take it off at once.

joun. In that case, Miss, I must ask
you to leave me for a moment, be-
cause my black coat hangs up here.
(He goes with a corresponding ges-
ture toward the right.)

juLiE. Is he bashful on my account?
Just about changing a coat! Is he
going into his room and coming
back again? So far as I am con-
cerned he can stay here; I'll turn
1ound.

jorN. By your leave, Miss. (He goes
to the left, his arm is visible when
he changes his coat.)

JULIE (to cHRISTINE). I say, Chris-
tine, is John your sweetheart, that
he’s so thick with you?

CHRISTINE (going toward the fire-
place). My sweetheart? Yes, if you
like. We call it that.

JuLiE. Call it?

cHRISTINE. Well, you yourself, Miss,
had a sweetheart and
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JULIE. Yes, we were properly en-

gaged.

CHRISTINE. But nothing at all came
of it. (She sits down and gradually
goes to sleep.)

(yonn in a black coat and with a
black hat.)

JuLE. Trés gentil, Monsieur Jean;
trés gentil!

JouN. Vous voulez plaisanter, mad-
ame!

JuLie. Et vous voulez parler Fran-
¢ais? And where did you pick that
up?

jonN. In Switzerland, when I was
a waiter in one of the best hotels in
Lucerne.

JuLIE. But you look quite like a
gentleman in that coat. Charming.
(She sits down on the right, by the
table.)

jouN. Ah! you're flattering me.
JuLie (offended). Flatter? You?

JoHN. My natural modesty won’t
allow me to imagine that youre

aying true compliments to a man
ike me, so I took the hiberty of sup-
posing that you’re exaggerating or,
in a manner of speaking, flattering.

JuLik. Where did you learn to string
your words together like that? You
must have been to the theater a
great deal?

JouN. Quite right. I've been to no
end of places.

JULIE. But you were born here in
this neighborhood.

jonN. My father was odd man to
the State attorney of this parish, and
I saw you, Miss, when you were a
child, although you didn’t notice
me.

juLIE. Really?

jonN. Yes, and I remember one in-
cident in particular. Um, yes—I
mustn’t speak about that.

JuLIE. Oh, yes—you tell me. What?
Just to please me.

JouN. No, really I can’t now. Per-
haps some other time.

JuLIE. Some other time means
never. Come, is it then so dangerous
to tell me now?

joun. It's not dangerous, but it’s
much best to leave it alone. Just look
at her over there. (He points to
CHRISTINE, who has gone to sleep in
a chair by the fireplace.)

yuLie. She'll make a cheerful wife.
Perhaps she snores as well.

joun. She doesn’t do that—she
speaks in her sleep.

yuLie. How do you know that she
speaks in her sleep?

joun. I've heard it.

(Pause—in which they look at each
other.)

juLie. Why don’t you sit down?

joun. I shouldn’t take such a liberty
in your presence.

JuLIE. And if I order you to——

jonN. Then I obey.
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Juree. Sit down; but, wait a mo-
ment, can’t you give me something
to drink?

jonn. I don’t know what’s in the re-
frigerator. I don’t think there’s any-
thing except beer.

yurie. That's not to be sniffed at.
Personally I'm so simple in my
tastes that I prefer it to wine.

Joun (takes a bottle out of the re-
frigerator and draws the cork; he
looks in the cupboard for a glass and
plate, on which he serves the beer).
May I offer you some?

yuLie. Thanks. Won’t you have
some as well?

JouN I'm not what you might call
keen on beer, but if you order me,
Miss

juLik, Order? It seems to me that as
a courteous cavalier you might keep
your partner company.

JoHN. A very sound observation.
(I1e opens another bottle and takes
a glass.)

JuLIE. Drink my health! (jonn hes-
itates) 1 believe the old duffer is
bashful.

JOHN (on his knees, mock heroically,
lifts up his glass). The health of my
mistress!

yuLIE. Bravol Now, as a finishing
touch, you must kiss my shoe.
(you~ hesitates, then catches
sharply hold of her foot and kisses it
lightly) First rate! You should have
gone on the stage.

JOHN (gets up). This kind of thing

mustn’t go any further, Miss. Any-
body might come in and see us.

JuLlE. What would it matter?

yonN. People would talk, and make
no bones about what they said
either, and if you knew, Miss, how
their tongues have already been
wagging, then

yurie. What did they say then? Tell
me, but sit down.

Joun (sits down). I don’t want to
hurt you, but you made use of ex-
pressions—which pomted to innu-
endoes of such a kind—yes, you'll
understand this peifectly well your-
self. Youre not a child any more,
and, if a lady is seen to drink alone
with a man—even if it’s only a serv-
ant, téte-d-téte at mght—then

JuLie. What then? And, besides,
we're not alone: Christine is here.

Jonn. Yes, asleep.

JuLik. Then Il wake her up. (She
gets up) Christine, are you asleep?

CHRISTINE (in her sleep). Bla—bla
—bla—Dbla.

juLie. Christine! The woman can
go on sleeping.

CHRISTINE (in her sleep). The
Count’s boots are already done—
put the coffee out—at once, at once,
at once—oh, oh—ah!

JuLiE (takes hold of her by the
nose) . Wake up, will you?

jouN (harshly). You mustn’t dis-
turb a person who's asleep.

JULIE (sharply). What?
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JOBN. A person who's been on her
legs all day by the fireplace will
naturally be tired when night
comes; and sleep should be re-
spected.

JULIE (in another tone). That’s a
pretty thought, and does you credit
—thank you. (She holds her hand
out to jouN) Come out now and
pick some clover for me.

(During the subsequent dialogue
CHRISTINE wakes up, and exits in a
dazed condition to the right, to go
to bed.)

JouN. With you, Miss?
JuLIE. With me.

Joun. It’s impossible, absolutely im-
possible.

juLie, I don’t understand what you
mean, Can it be possible that you
imagine such a thing for a single
minute?

JouN. Me—no, but the people—
yes.

juLie, What! That I should be in
love with a servant?

JuLiE. I have a better opinion of
people than you have. Come and
try. Come. (She challenges him
with her eyes.)

Jonn. You are strange, you know.

JULIE. Perhaps I am, but so are you,
Besides, everything is strange. Life,
men, the whole thing is simply an
iceberg which is driven out on the
water until it sinks—sinks. I have a
dream which comes up now and
again, and now 1t haunts me. I am
sitting on the top of a high pillar
and can’t see any possibility of get-
ting down; I feel dizzy when I look
down, but I have to get down all
the same. I haven’t got the pluck to
throw myself off. I can’t keep my
balance and I want to fall over, but
I don’t fall. And I don’t get a mo-
ment’s peace until I'm down below.
No rest until I've got to the ground,
and when I've got down to the
ground I want to get right into the
earth. Have you ever felt anything
like that?

joun. No; I usually dream I'm ly-
ing under a high tree in a gloomy
forest. I want to get up right to the
top and look round at the hight land-

scane where the sun shines. and

Joun. It’s impossible, absolutely im-

nnacceihla

throw myself off. I can’t keep my

balance and I want to fall over, but
T dAan’t 411 A+Ad T Aar’F ook a v



36 AUGUST STRINDBERG

Joun. We must sleep tonight on
nine Midsummer Night herbs, then
our dreams will come true.

(Both turn round in the doorway
JouN holds his hand before one of
his eyes.)

JULIE. Let me see what’s got into
your eye.

Joun. Oh, nothing, only a bit of
dust—it’ll be all right in a minute.

JuLIE. It was the sleeve of my dress
that grazes! you. Just sit down and
I'll help vou get it out. (She takes
him by the arm and makes him sit
down on the table. She then takes
his Lead and presses it down, and
tries to get the dust out with the
corner of her handkerchief) Be

uite still, quite stilll (She strikes

im on the hand) There! Will he be
obedient now? I do believe the
great strong man’s trembling. (She
feels his arm) With arms hke that!

voux (warningly). Miss Julie.
TULIE. Yes, Monsieur Jean.

Joux. Attention! Je ne suis qu’un
hommel!

yuLie. Won't he sit still? See! It’s
out now! Let him kiss my hand and
thank me.

JouN (stands up). Miss Julie, listen
to me. Christine has cleared out
and gone to bed. Won't you listen
to me?

JuLIE. Kiss my hand first.

JouN. Listen to me.

JuLIE. Kiss my hand first.

joun. All right, but you must be re-
sponsible for the consequences

JuLE. What consequences?

JouN. What consequences? Don’t
you know it’s dangerous to play
with fire?

JuLIE. Not for me. I am insured!

JouN (sharply). No, you’re not!
And even if you were, there’s in-
flammable material pretty close.

JuLiE. Do you mean yourself?

jouN. Yes. Not that I'm particularly
dangerous, but I'm just a young
man!

juLiE. With an excellent appear-
ance—what incredible vanity! Don
Juan, I suppose, or a Joseph. I be-
lieve, on my honor, the man’s a
Joseph!

jouN. Do you believe that?

yuLE. I almost fear it. (JoHN goes
brutally toward and tries to embrace
her, so as to kiss her. yULIE boxes
his ears) Hands off.

JOHN. Are you serious or joking?
JULIE. Serious.

jouN. In that case, what took place
before was also serious. You're tak-
ing the game much too seriously,
and that’s dangerous. But I'm tired
of the game now, so would you
please excuse me so that I can go
back to my work? (He goes to the
back of the stage, to the boots) The
Count must have his boots early,
and midnight is long past. (He
takes up the boots.)
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juLie, Leave the boots alone.

jouN. No. It’'s my duty, and I'm
bound to do it, but I didn’t take on
the job of being your playmate. Be-
sides, the thing is out of the ques-
tion, as I consider myself much too
good for that kind of thing.

JuLE. You're proud.
JOHN. In some cases, not in others.
JuLie. Have you ever loved?

JouN. We people don’t use that
word. But I've liked many girls, and
once it made me quite 1ll not to be
able to get the girl I wanted, as ill,
mind you, as the princes in “The
Arabian Nights,” who are unable to
eat or drink out of pure love. (He
takes up the boots again.)

juLie. Who was it?
(yon is silent.)

jouN. You can’t compel me to tell
you.

JuLie, If T ask you as an equal, as
—a friend? Who was it?

jonn. You!
JuLie (sits down). How funny!

joun. And if you want to hear the
story, here goes! It was humorous.
This is the tale, mind you, which I
would not tell you before, but I'll
tell you right enough now. Do you
know how the world looks from
down below? No, of course you
don’t. Like hawks and eagles, whose
backs a man can scarcely ever see
because they’re always flying in the
air. I grew up in my father’s hovel
along with seven sisters and—a pig
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—out there on the bare gray field,
where there wasn't a single tree
growing, and I could look out from
the window on to the walls of the
Count’s parks, with its apple-trees.
That was my Garden of Eden, and
many angels stood there with a flam-
ing sword and guarded it, but all
the same I, and other boys, found
my way to the Tree of Life—Do
you despise me?

juLie., Oh, well—stealing apples?
All boys do that.

youn. That’s what you say, but you
despise me all the same. Well,
what’s the odds! Once I went with
my mother inside the garden, to
weed out the onion bed. Close by
the garden wall there stood a Turk-
1sh pavilon, shaded by jasmine and
surrounded by wild roses. I had no
idea what it was used for, but I'd
never seen so fine a building. Peo-
ple went in and out, and one day
the door stood open. I sneaked in,
and saw the walls covered with pic-
tures of queens and emperors, and
1ed curtams with fringes were in
front of the windows—mnow you
know what I mean. I (He takes
a lilac branch and holds it under the
young lady’s nose) I'd never been in
the Abbey, and I'd never scen any-
thing else but the church—but this
was much finer, and wherever my
thoughts roamed they always came
back again to it, and then little by
little the desire sprang up in me to
get to know, some time, all this
magnificence. Enfin, I sneaked in,
saw and wondered, but then some-
body came. There was, of course,
only one way out for the gentry, but
I found another one, and, again, I
had no choice. (juLiE, whe has
taken up the lilac branch, lets it fall
on the table) So I flew, and 1ushed
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through a lilac sush, clambered
over a garden bed and came out by
a terrace of roses. I there saw a hght
dress and a pair of white stockings
—that was you. I laid down under a
heap of herbage, right under them.
Can you imagine itP—under thistles
which stung me and wet earth
which stank, and I looked at you
where you came between the roses,
and I thought if it is true that a mur-
derer can get into the kingdom of
heaven, and remain among the an-
gels, it is strange if here, on God’s
own earth, a poor lad like me can’t
get into the Abbey park and play
with the Count’s daughter.

JULIE (sentimentally). Don’t you
think that all poor children under
similar circumstances have had the
same thoughts?

JouN (at first hesitating, then in a
tone of conviction). That all poor
children—yes—of course. Certainly.

JuLiE. Being poor must be an in-
finite misfortune.

JonN (with deep pain). Oh, Miss
Julie. Oh! A dog can lie on the
Count’s sofa, a horse can be petted
by a lady’s hand, on its muzzle, but
a boy! (With a change of tone) Yes,
yes; a man of individuality here and
there may have enough stuff in him
to come to the top, but how often is
that the case? What do you think I
did then?—I jumped into the mill-
stream, clothes and all, but was
fished out and given a thrashing.
But the next Sunday, when father
and all of the people at home went
to grandmother’s, I managed to
work it that I stayed at home, and
I then had a wash with soap and
warm water, put on my Sunday
clothes and went to church, where

I could get a sight of you. I saw you
and went home determined to die,
but I wanted to die in a fine and
agreeable way, without pain, and I
then got the idea that it was dan-
gerous to sleep under a lilac bush.
We had one which at that time
was in full bloom. I picked all the
blooms which it had and then lay
down in the oat bin. Have you ever
noticed how smooth the oats are?
As soft to the hand as human skin.
I then shut the lid, and at last went
to sleep and woke up really very ill;
but I didn’t die, as you see. I don’t
know what I really wanted; there
was no earthly possibility of win-
ning you. But you were a proof for
me of the utter hopelessness of es-
caping from the circle in which I'd
been born.

JULIE, You tell a story charmingly,
don’t you know. Have you been to
school?

joun. A little, but I've read a lot of
novels, and been a lot to the theater.
Besides, I've heard refined people
talk, and I've learned most from
them.

JuLIE. Do you listen, then, to what
we say?

jouN. Yes, that’s right; and I've
picked up a great deal when I've
sat on the coachman’s box or been
rowing the boat. I once heard you,
Miss, and a young lady friend of

yours.

yuLiE. Really? What did you hear
then?

joun. Well, that I can't tell you, but
I was really somewhat surprised,
and I couldn’t understand where
you'd learned all the words from.
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Perhaps at bottom there isn’t so
great a difference between class and
class as one thinks.

JuLie. Oh, you ought to be ashamed
of yourself! We are not like you are,
and we have someone whom we
love best.

JOHN (fixes her with his eyes). Are
you so sure of that? You needn’t
make yourself out so innocent, Miss,
on my account.

JuLIE. The man to whom I gave my
love was a scoundrel.

Joun. Girls always say that—after-
ward.

JULIE. Always?

jouN. Always, I think. I've certainly
already heard the phrase on several
previous occasions, in similar cir-
cumstances.

JuLiE. What circumstances?

jouN. The last time

yuLik. Stop! I won’t hear any more.

jonn. She wouldn’t either—it’s re-
markable. Oh, well, will you excuse
me if I go to bed?

juLie (tartly). Go to bed on Mid-
summer Night?

jouN. Yes. Dance out there with the
riff-raff, that doesn’t amuse me the
least bit.

juLie. Take the key of the boat-
house and row me out on the lake.
I want to see the sun rise.

vouN. Is that sensible?
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JUuLE. It seems youre concerned
about your reputation.

youN. Why not? I'm not keen on
making myself look ridiculous, nor
on being kicked out without a ref-
erence, if I want to set up on my
own, and it seems to me I have cer-
tain obhigations to Christine.

JuLie. Oh, indeed! So it’s Christine
again?

Joun. Yes, but it’s on your account
as well. Take my advice and go up
and go to bed.

JuLIE. Shall I obey you?

jouN. This once for your own sake,
I ask you; it’s late at night, sleepi-
ness makes one dazed, and one’s
blood boils. You go and lie down.
Besides, if I can believe my ears,
people are coming to find me, and
if we are found here you are lost.
(Chorus is heard in the distance and
gets nearer.)

“She pleases me like one o’clock,
My pretty young lidee,
For thoughts of her my bosom
block,
Her servant must I be,
For she delights my heart,
Tiritidi—ralla, tiritidi—ra!

“And now I've won the match,
For which I've long been try-
ing,
The other swains go flying,
But she comes up to scratch,
My pretty young lidee,
Tiritidi—ralla—la—TIal”

juLIE. I know our people, and I like
them—ijust in the same way that
they like me. Just let them come,
then you'll see.
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JouN. No, Miss Tulie. The folks
don’t love you. They eat your bread,
but they make fun of you behind
your back. You take it from me. Lis-
ten, just listen, to what they’re sing-
ing. No, you'd better not listen.

yuLE (listens). What are they sing-
mg?

JoHN. It’s some nasty lines about
you and me.

yuLie. Horrible! Ugh, what sneaks
they are!

joun. The riff-raff is always cow-
ardly, and in the fight it’s best to fly.

JuLie. Fly? But where to? We can’t
go out, and we can’t go up to Chris-
tine’s room either.

jouN. Then come into my room.
Necessity knows no law, and you
can rely on my being your real, sin-
cere and respectful friend.

JULIE. But just think, would they
look for you there?

youn. I'll bolt the door, and if they
try to break it in I'll shoot. Come.
(On his knees) Comel

JULIE (significantly). Promise me.

yonn. On my oath!

(JuLIE rushes off on the left. youn
follows her in a state of excitement.
Pantomime. Wedding party in holi-
day clothes, with flowers round
their hats and a violin player at their
head, come in through the glass
door. Barrel of small beer and a keg
of brandy wreathed with laurel are
placed on the table. They take up
glasses, they then drink, they then
make a ring and a dance is sung and

executed. Then they go out, singing
again, through the glass door. JuLIE
comes in alone from the left, ob-
serves the disorder in the kitchen
and claps her hands; she then takes
out a powder {mﬁ and powders her
face. yonn follows after the young
woman from the left, in a state of
exaltation.)

jouN. There, do you see, you've
seen it for yourself now. You think
it possible to go on staying here?

JuLEE. No, I don’t any more. Bu?
what’s to be done?

JouN. Run away—travel, far away
from here.

JuLIE. Travel? Yes, but where?

joun. Sweden—the Italian lakes,
you've never been there, have you?

JuLik. No; is it nice there?

jonN. Ohl A perpetual summer—
oranges, laurels. Whew!

JuLlE. What are we to start doing
afterward?

jonn, We shall start a first-class ho-
tel there, with first-class visitors.

JULIE. An hotel?

jouN. That’s a life, to be sure, you
take it from me—an endless succes-
sion of new sights, new languages,
not a minute to spare for sulking or
brooding; no looging for work, for
the work comes of its own. The bell
goes on ringing day and night, the
train puffs, the omnibus comes and

goes, while the gold pieces roll into
the till. That’s a%xfe to be surel!
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JuLIk. Yes, that’s what you call life;
but what about me?

jonn. The mistress of the house, the
ornament of the firm, with your ap-
pearance and your manners—oh!
success is certain, Splendid! You sit
Iike a queen in the counting house,
and set all your slaves in motion,
with a single touch of your electric
bell; the visitors pass in procession
by your throne, lay their treasure re-
spectfully on your table; you've got
no idea how men tremble when they
take a bid up in their hand—Tll
touch up the bills, and you must
sugar them with your sweetest
laugh. Ab, let’s get away from here.
(He takes a time-table out of his
pocket) Right away by the next
train, by six-thirty we're at Malmo;
at eight-forty in the morning at
Hamburg; Frankfort—one day in
Basle ancgi in Como by the St. Goth-
ard Tunpel in—let’s see—three
days. Only three days.

JuLie. That all sounds very nice,
but, John, you must give me cour-
age, dear. Tell me that you love me,
dear; come and take me in your
arms.

joun (hesitating). I should like to
—but I dare not—not here in the
house. 1 love you, no doubt about
it—can you have any real doubt
about it, Miss?

JuLIE (with real feminine shame).
MissP Say “Dear.” There are no
longer any barriers between us—
say “Dear.”

jouN (in a hurt tone). I can’t.
There are still barriers between us
so long as we remain in this house:
there is the past—there is my mas-
ter the Count; I never met a man

whom I've respected so much—I've
only got to see his gloves lying on a
chair and straight away I feel quite
small, I've only got to hear the bell
up there and I dash away like a
startled horse and—TI've only got to
see his boots standing there, so
proud and upright, and I've got a
pain inside. (He pushes the ioots
with his feet) Superstition, preju-
dice, which have bcen inoculated
into us since our childhood, but
which one can’t get rid of. But only
come to another country, to a re-
public, and I'll make people go on
their knees before my porter’s liv-
ery—on their knees, do you hear?
You'll see. But not me: I'm not made
to go on my knees, for I've got grit
in me, character, and, once I get on
to the first branch, youll see me
climb right up. Today I'm a serv-
ant, but next year I shall be the pro-
Erietor of a hotel; in ten years I srl)lall
e independent; then I'll take a trip
to Roumania and get myself deco-
rated, and may—note that I say
may—finish up as a count.

JuLie. Good! Good!

JonN. Oh, yes, the title of Count is
to be bought in Roumania, and then
you will be a countess—my count-
ess.

jurie. Tell me that you love me,
dear, if you don’t—why, what am I,
if you don’t?

joun. I'll tell you a thousand times
later on, but not here. And above
all, no sentimentalism, if everything
isn’t to go smash. We must look at
the matter quietly, like sensible
people. (He takes out a cigar, cuts
off the end, and lights it) You sit
there, I'll sit here; then we’ll have a
little chat just as though nothing
had happened.
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JuLIE. O my God! have you no feel-
ing then?

jouNn. Me? There’s no man who has
more feeling than I have, but I can
control myself.

JULIE. A short time back you could
kiss my shoe—and now?

joun (brutally). Yes, a little while
‘ago, but now we've got something
else to think of.

Jurie. Don't talk brutally to me.

joun. No, but I'll talk sense. We've
1nade fools of ourselves once, don’t
let’s do it again. The Count may
turn up any minute and we’ve got to
map out our hives in advance. What
do you think of ray plans for the fu-
ture? Do you agree?

juLie. They seem quite nice, but
one question—you need large capi-
tal for so great an undertaking—
have you got it?

JouN (going on smoking). Have I
got it? Of course I have. I've got my
special knowledge, my exceptional
experience, my knowledge of lan-
guages, that’s a capital which is
worth something, seems to me.

JULIE. But we can’t buy a single
railway ticket with all that.

youN. That’s true enough, and so
I'll look for somebody who can put
up the money.

yuLie. Where can you find a man
like that all at once?

youn. Then you'll have to find him,
if you're going to be my companion.

juLik. I can’t do that, and I've got
nothing myself. (Pause.)

JouN. In that case the whole scheme
collapses.

JULIE. And?

joun. Things remain as they are
now.

juLi. Do you think I'll go on stay-
ing any longer under this roof as
your mistress? Do you think I will
let the people point therr finger at
me? Do you think that after this I
can look my father in the face? No!
Take me away from here, from all
this humiliation and dishonor! O my
God! What have I done! O my God]
My God! (She cries.)

youN. Ho—ho! So that’s the game
—what have you doneP Just the
same as a thousand other people like
you.

JULIE (screams as though in a par-
oxysm). And now you despise me?
I'm falling, I'm falling!

jouN. Fall down to my level and
then I'll lift you up again afterward.

yuLie. What awful power dragged
me down to you, the power which
draws the weak to the strongP—
which draws him who falls to him
who rises? Or was it loveP—love—
this! Do you know what love is?

jouN. I? Do you really suggest that
I meant that? Don’t you think I'd
have felt it already long ago?

yuLie. What phrases, to be sure,
and what thoughts!

youn. That’s what I learned and
that’s what I am. But just keep your
nerve and don’t play the fine lady.
We've got into a mess and we've got
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to get out of it. Look here, my gul.
Come here, I'll give you an extra
glass, my dear. (IHe opens the side-
oard, takes out the bottle of wine
and fills two of the dirty glasses.)

yurie. Where did you get the wine
from?

jonN. The cellar.
JuLie. My father’s Bui gundy!

youN. Is it too good for his son-in-
law? I don’t think!

JuLie. And I've been diinking beer!

youn. That only shows that you've
got worse taste than me.

yuLiE. Thicf!
joun. Want to blab?

JuLIE. Oh, oh! the accomplice of a
house-thief. I drank too much last
might and I did things m my dream.
Midsummer Night, the feast of in-
nocent joys.

JouN. Innocent! Hml

yuzae (walks up and down). Is
there at this moment a human being
as unhappy as [ am?

jouN. Why are you? After such a
fine conquest. Just think of Chris-
tine in there, don’t you think she’s
got feelings as well?

JuLIE. I used to think so before, but
I don’t think so any more—no, a
servant’s a servant

joun. And a whore’s a whore.

JuLie. O God in heaven! Take my
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miserable life! Take me out of this
filth in which I'm sinking. Save me,
save me!

Jonn. I can’t gainsay but that you
make me fecl sorry. Once upon a
time when I lay m the onon bed
and saw you in the rose garden then
—T'll tell you straight—I had the
same dirty thoughts as all young-
sters.

joLiE. And then you wanted to die
for me!

jouN. In the oat bin? That was mere

gas.
JuLIE. Lies, you mean.

Jonn (begins to get sleepy). Near
enough. I read the story once in the
paper about a chimney-sweep who
laid down 1n a chest full of hilac be-
cause he was ordered to take addi-
tional nourishment.

JULIE. Yes—s0 you are
joun. What other idea should 1
have thought of? One’s always got
to capture a gal with flatteries.
JULIE. Scoundrel!

joun. Whorel

JuLIE. So I must be the first branch,
must I?

JouN. But the branch was rotten.

JuLie. I've got to be the notice
board of the hotel, have I?

JorN. I'm going to be the hotel.

JULIE. Sit in your office, decoy yout
customers, fake your bills.
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joun. I'll see to that myself.

juLIE. To think that a human being
can be so thoroughly dirty!

jouN. Wash yourself clean.

yuLIE. Lackey! Menial! Stand up—
you, when I'm speaking!

joun. You wench of a meniall Hold
your jaw and clear out! Is it for you
to come ragging me that I'm rough?
No one in my station of hife could
have made hersclf so cheap as the
way you carried on tonight, my girl.
Do you think that a clean-minded
girl excites men in the way that you

o? Have you ever seen a girl in my
position offer herself in the way you

did?

JuLiE (humiliated). That’s right,
strike me, trample on me! I haven’t
deserved anything better. I'm a
wretched woman. But help mel
Help me to get away, if there’s any
chance of it.

JouN (more gently). I don’t want
to deny my share in the honor of
having seduced you, but do you
think that a person in my position
would have dared to have raised his
eyes to you if you yourself hadn’t
invited him to do it? I'm still quite
amazed.

JULIE. And proud.
JouN. Why not? Although I must
acknowledge that the victory was

400 easy to make me get a swelled
head over it.

JULIE. Strike me once morel

Joun (he gets up). No, I'd rather
ask you to forgive me what I've al-

ready said. I don’t hit a defenseless
person, and least of all a girl. I can’t
deny that from one point of view I
enjoyed seeing that it was not gold
but glitter which dazzled us all
down below, to have seen that the
back of the hawk was only drab,
and that there was powder on those
dainty cheeks, and that those mani-
cured nails could have grimy tips,
that the handkerchief was dirty,
even though it did smell of scent!
But it pained me, on the other hand,
to have seen that the thing I'd been
striving for was not something
higher, something sounder; it pains
me to have seen you sink so deep
that you are far beneath your own
cook; it pains me to see that the au-
tumn flowers have crurapled up in
the rain and turned into a mess.

JuLIE. You're talking as though you
were already my superior.

jJoun. I am; look here, I could
change you into a countess, but you
could never make me into a count!

JULIE. But I am bied from a count,
and that you can never be.

jouN. That’s true, but I could pro-
duce counts myself if

JULIE. But you're a thief, and I'm
not.

youn. There are worse things than
being a thief; that’s not the worst;
besides, if I'm serving in a house-
hold, I look upon myself in a man-
ner of speaking as one of the family,
as a child of the house, and it isn’t
regarded as stealing if a child picks
a berry from a large bunch. (His
passion wakes up afresh) Miss Julie,
you’re a magnificent woman, much
too good for the likes of me. You've
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been the prey of a mad fit and you
want to cover up your mistake, and
that’s why you've got it into your
head you love me, but you don't. Of
course, it may be that only my per-
sonal charms attract you—an(})
that case your love is not a bit bet-
ter than mine; but I can never be
satisfied with being nothing more to
you than a mere beast, and I can’t
get your love.

JULIE. Are you sure of it?

jouN. You mean it might come
about? I might love you? Yes, no
doubt about it, you're };; etty, you're
refined. (Ile approaches her and
takes her hand) Nice, when you
want to be, and when you have
roused desire in a man the odds are
that it will never be extinguished.
(He embraces her) You are like
burning wine, with strong herbs in
it, and a kiss from you (He
tries to lead her on to the left, but
she struggles free.)

juLIE. Let me alone! That’s not the
way to win mel

joun. In what way then? Not in
that way? Not with caresses and
})retty words—not with forethought
or the future, escape from dis-
grace? In what way then?

JuLIiE. In what way? In what way?
I don’t know—I have no idea. I
loathe you like vermin, but I can’t
be without you.

JouN. Run away with me.

juLE (adjusts her dress). Run
away? Yes, of course we'll run away.
But I'm so tired. Give me a glass of
wine. (JOHN pours out the wine.
yuLik looks at her watch) But we
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must talk first; we've still a lris
time to spare. (She drinks up the
glass am}) holds it out for some
more.)

JouN. Don’t drink to such excess—
you'll get drunk!

yurie. What does it matter?

youN. What does it matter? It’s
cheap to get drunk. What do you
want to say to me then?

JuLiE, We'll run away, but we'l
talk first, that means I will talk, be-
cause up to now you've done all the
talking yourself. You've told me
about your life; now I'll tell you
about mine. Then we shall know
each other thoroughly, before we
start on our joint wanderings.

jonN. One moment. Excuse me, just
think if you won’t be sorry after-
ward for giving away all the secrets
of your life.

JULIE. Aren’t you my friend?

jonn. Yes, for a short time. Don't
trust me.

JuLie. You don’t mean what you
say. Besides, everybody knows my
secrets. Look here, my mother was
not of noble birth, but quite simple;
she was brought up in the theories
of her period about the equality and
freedom of woman and all the rest
of it. Then she had a distinct aver-
sion to marriage. When my father
proposed to her, she answered that
she would never become his wife,
but—she did. I came into the world
—against the wish of my mother so
far as I could understand. The next
was, that I was brought up by my
mother to lead what she called #
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child’s natural life, and to do that, I
had to learn everything that a boy
has to learn, so that I could be a liv-
ing example of her theory that a
woman is as good as a man. I could
go about in boys’ clothes. I learned
to groom horses, but I wasn’t al-
lowed to go into the dairy. I had to
scrub and harness horses and go
hunting. Yes, and at times I had ac-
tually to try and learn farm work,
and at home the men were given
women’s work and the women were
given men’s wortk—the result was
that the property began to go down
and we Eecame the laughing-stock
of the whole neighborhood. At last
my father appears to have wakened
up out of his trance and to have re-
belled; then everything was altered
to suit his wishes. My mother be-
came 1ll. I don’t know what the ill-
ness was, but she often suffered
from seizures, hid herself in the
grounds and in the garden, and re-
mained in the open air the whole
night. Then came the great fire,
which you must have heard about.
House, farm buildings and stables
all were burnt, and under circum-
stances, mind you, which gave a
suspicion of arson, because the acci-
dent happened the day after the ex-
piration of the quarterly payment of
the insurance mstallment, and the
premiums which my father had sent
were delayed through the careless-
ness of the messenger, so that they
did not get there in time. (She fills
her glass and drinks.)

Jonn. Don’t drink any more.

juLie. Oh, what does it matter? We
were without shelter and had to
sleep in the carriage. My father
didn’t know where he was to get the
money to build a house again. Then
my mother advised him to approach

a friend of her youth for a loan, a
tile manufacturer in the neighbor-
hood. Father got the loan, but didn’t
have to pay any interest, which
made him quite surprised, and then
the house was built. (She drinks
again) You know who set fire to the
house?

JouN. My lady your mother.

JULIE. Do you know who the tile
manufacturer was?

JonN. Your mother’s lover.

JUuLIE. Do you know whose the
money was?

Jonn. Wait a minute. No, that I
don’t know.

JULIE. My mother’s.

Joun. The Count’s then?—unless
they were living with separate cs.
tates?

yuLie. They weren’t doing that. My
mother had a small fortune, which
she didn’t allow my father to han-
dle, and she invested it with—the
friend.

youn. Who banked it.

JULIE. Quite night. This all came to
my father’s ears, but he could not
take any legal steps; he couldn’t pay
his wife’s lover; he couldn’t prove
that it was his wife’s money. That
was my mother’s revenge for his us-
ing torce against her at home. He
then made up his mind to shoot
himself. The report went about that
he had wanted to do it, but hadn’t
succeeded. He remained alive then
and my mother had to settle for
what she’d done. That was a bad
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time for me, as you can imagine. I
sympathized with my father, but I
sided with my mother, as I didn’t
understand the position. I learnt
from her to mistrust and hate men,
for, so far as I could hear, she al-
ways hated men—and I swore to
her that I would never be a man’s
clave.

jouN. And then you became en-
gaged to Kronvogt?

JuLIE. For the simple reason that he
was to have been my slave.

joun. And he wouldn’t have it?

juLie. He was willing enough, but
nothing came of 1t. I got sick of him.

Joun. I saw it, in the stable.
yuLie. What did you see?

jouN. I saw how he broke off the
engagement.

yoLik. That’s a lie. It was I who
broke off the engagement. Did he
say that he did it? The scoundrel!

joun. No, he wasn’t a scoundrel at
all. You hate the men, Miss.

JuLik. Yes—usually, but at times,
when my weak fit comes on—ugh!

JouN. So you hate me as well?

juLie. Infimtely. I could have you
killed like a beast.

jonn. The criminal is condemned

to hard labor, but the beast 1s killed.
yuLIE. Quite right.

jonn. But there’s no beast here—

-7

and no prosecutor either. What are
we going to do?

JULIE. Travel.

Joun. To torture each other to
death?

JuLie. No—have a good time for
two, three years, or as long as we
can—and then die.

youn. Die? What nonsense! I'm all
for starting a hotel.

JULIE (without listening to him).
By the Lake of Como, where the sun
is always shining, where the laurel-
trees are green at Christmas and the
oranges glow.

Joun. The Lake of Como is a rainy
hole. I didn’t sce any oranges there,
except in the vegetable shops; but
it’s a good place for visitors, because
there are a lot of villas which can be
let to honeymooning couples, and
that’s a very profitable industry. I'll
tell you why. They take a six
months’ lease—and travel away
after thrce weeks.

JuLIE (naively). Why after three
weeks?

jouN. They quarrel, of course; but
the rent’s got to be paid all the
same, and then we let again, and so
it goes on one after the other, for
love goes on to all ctermty—even
though it doesn’t keep quite so long,

juLie. Then you won’t die with me?

joun. I won’t die at all just yet,
thank you. In the first place, be-
cause I still enjoy hfe, and, besides,
because I look upon suicide as a sin
against providence, which has giver
us Iife.
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juLiE. Do you believe in God—
you?

jouN. Yes, I certainly do, and I go
to church every other Sunday. But,
speaking frankly, I'm tired of all
this, and I'm going to bed now.

juLik. You are, are you? And you
think that I'm satisfied with that?
Do you know what a man owes to
the woman he has dishonored?

Joun (takes out his purse and
throws a silver coin on the table).
If you don’t mind, I don’t like being
in anybody’s debt.

yuLiE (as though she had not no-
ticed the insult). Do you know
what the law provides?

goun. Unfortunately, the Jaw does
not provide any penalty for the

woman who seduces a man.

JULIE (as before). Can you find any
other way out than that we should
travel, marry and then get divorced
again?

joun. And if I refused to take on
the mésalliunce?

JuLiE. Mésallance?

JouN. Yes, for me. I've got better
ancestors than you have: I haven't
got any incendiarics in my pedigree.

JuLie. How do you know?

JONN. At any rate, you can’t prove
the contrary, for we have no other
pedigree than what you can see 1n
the registry. But I read in a book on
the drawing-room table about your
edigree. Do you know what the
ounder of your line was? A miller

with whose wife the king spent a
night during the Danish war. I don’t
run to ancestors like that. I've got no
ancestors at all, as a matter of fact,
but I can be an ancestor myselt.

juLie. This is what I get for open-
ing my heart to a cad, for ging
away my family honor.

Joun. Family shame, you mean.
But, look here, I told you so, people
shouldn’t drink, because then peo-
ple talk nonsense, and people
shouldn’t talk nonsense.

jJuLie. Oh, how I wish it undone,
how I wish it undone! And if you
only Joved me!

youN. For the last time—what do
you want? Do you want me to cry,
do you want me to jump over your
riding whip, do you want me to kiss
you, or tempt you away for three
weeks by the Lake of Como, and
then, what am I to do?—what do
you want? The thing’s beginning to
be a nuisance, but that’s what one
gets for meddling in the private af
faus of the fair sex. Miss Julie, I see
youre unhappy, I know that vou
suffer, but I can’t undeistand you.
Pcople hke us don’t go m for such
fairy tales, we don’t hate each other
either. We take love as a game,
when our work gives us time off, but
we haven’t got the whole day and
the whole might to devote to 1t Let
me look at you. You are ill, you are
certainly ill!

juLik. You must be kind to me, and
now talk like a man. Help me! Help
me! Tell me what I must do—what
course I shall take.

jouN. My Christ! If T only knew
myself!



MISS

JuLie. I am raving, I have been
mad! But isn’t there any way by
which I can be saved?

joun. Stay here and keep quiet.
Nobody knows anything.

JULIE. Impossible!l The servants
know it; and Christine knows 1t.

Joun. They don’t know and they

would never believe anything of the
kind.

joutE (slowly). It might happen
again.

joun. That’s true.
juLie And the results?

joun. The results? Where was I
wool-gathering not to have thought
about it? Yes, there’s only one thing
to do—to clear out at once. I won’t
go with you, because then it’s all up,
but you must travel alone—away—
anywhere you like.

juLie Alone? Where? I can’t do it.

youN. You must. And before the
Count comes bhack too. If you stay,
then you know what will be the re-
sult. If one has taken the first step,
then one goes on with it, because
one’s already in for the disgrace,
and then one gets bolder and bolder
—at last you get copped—so you
must tiavel. Write later on to the
Count and confess everything ex-
cept that it was me, and he'll never
guess that. I don’t think erther that
he’d be very pleased if he did find
out.

juLie. I'll travel, if you'll come with
me.
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JonN. Are you mad, Miss? Do you
want to elope with your servant?
Il all be m the papers the next
morning, and the Count would
never get over it.

juLik. I can’t travel, I can’t stay.
Help me! I am so tired, so infinitely
tired—give me orders, put life into
me again or I can’t think any more,
and I can’t do any more.

JouN. Sce here, now, what a
wretched creature you arel Why do
you strut about and turn up your
nose as though you were the lord
of creation? Well, then, I will give
you orders; you go and change your
clothes, get some money to travel
with and come down here again.

JULIE (sotto voce). Come up with
me.

jouN. To your room? Now yow're
mad agam. (He hesitates for a mo-
ment) No, you go at once. (He
takes her by the hand and leads her
to the glass door.)

JULIE (as she goes). Please speak
kindly to me, John.

jonN. An order always has an un-
kind sound. Just fcel it now for
yourself, just feel it. (Excunt both.)

(yon~ comes bach, gives a sigh of
relicf, sits down at the table by the
right, and takes out his notebook,
now and again he counts aloud,
pantomime. CHRISTINE comes in
with a white shirt-front and a white
necktie in her hand.)

cHrisTINE. Good Lord! What does
the man look Iike! What’s happened
here?

jonn. Oh, Miss Julie called in the
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servants. Were you so sound asleep
that you didn't hear it?

cHRISTINE. I slept like a log.

JouN. And dressed all ready for
church?

cHRISTINE. Yes. You know you
promised, dear, to come to Com-
munion with me today.

joun. Yes, that’s true, and you've
already got some of my togs for me.
Well, come here. (He sits down on
the right. CHRISTINE gives him the
white front and necktie and helps
him to put them on. Pause. Sleep-
ily) What gospel is it today?

cHRISTINE. I've got an idea it’s
about the beheading of John the
Baptust.

joun. That’s certain to last an aw-
ful time! Ugh! You're hurting me.
Oh, I'm so sleepy, so sleepy!

CHRISTINE. Yes, what have you been
domg all mght? You look absolutely
washed out.

Joun. I've been sitting here chat-
ting with Miss Julie.

CHRISTINE. She doesn’t know what’s
decent. My God! she doesn't.
(Pause.)

Jonn. I say, Christine dear.
CHRISTINE. Well?

youn. It’s awfully strange when one
comes to think it over.

cHRISTINE. What’s so strange about
her?

JouN. Everything. (Pause.)

cHRiSTINE (looks at the glass which
stands half empty on the table). Did
you drink together as well?

Joun. Yes.

cHRISTINE. Ugh! Look me in the
face.

JouN. Yes.

CHRISTINE. Is it possible? Is it pos-
sible?

Joun (after reflecting for a short
time). Yes, it is.

chrisTINE. Crikey! I'd never have
thought it, that I wouldnt. No.
Ugh! Ugh!

jomn. I take it you're not jealous of

her?

CHRISTINE. No, not of her; if it had
been Clara or Sophie, yes, I should
have been. Poor girll Now, I tell you
what. I won’t stay any longer m this
house, where one can’t keep any re-
spect for the gentry.

joun. Why should one respect
them?

CHRISTINE. Yes, and you, who are as
sly as they’re made, ask me that. But
will you serve people who carry on
so improper? Why, one lowers one-
self by doing it, it seems to me.

jouN. Yes, but it’s certainly a con-
solaticn for us that the others are no
better than we are.

cHRISTINE. No, I don’t find that; be-
cause if theyre not better it'’s not
worth while trying to be hke our
betters, and think of the Count,
think of him; he’s had so much
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trouble all his life long. No, I won’t
stay any longer in this house. And
with the likes of you! If it had been
even Kronvogt; if it had been a bet-
ter man.

Joun. What do you mean?

CHRISTINE. Yes, yes, youre quite a
good fellow, I know, but there’s al-
ways a difference between people
and people—and I can never forget
it. A young lady who was so proud,
so haughty to the men that one
could never imagine that she would
ever give herself to a man—and
then the likes of you! Her, who
wanted to have the poor Diana shot
dead at once, because she ran after
a dog in the courtyard. Yes, I must
say that, but I won’t stay here any
longer, and on the 24th of October
I go my way.

jonN. And then?

cHRISTINE. Well, as were on the
subject, 1t would be about time for
you to look out for another job, as
we want to get married.

jouN. Yes, what kind of a job am I
to look out for? I can’t get as good a
place as this, if I'm mairied.

cHRISTINE. Of cowmse, you can’t, but
you must try to get a placc as potter,
or see if you can get a situation as a
servant mn some public institution.
The victuals are few but certain,
and then the wife and children get
a pension.

jonN (with a grimace). That’s all
very fine, but 1t’s not quite my line
of country to start off about think-
ing of dying for wife and child. I
must confess that I've higher views.

CHRISTINE. Your views, to be surel

But you’ve also got obligations. Just
think of her.

JouN. You mustn’t nag me by talk-
ing about my obligations. I know
quite well what I've got to do. (He
listens for a sound outside) But
we've got time enough to think
about all this. Go in, and get ready,
and then we'll go to church.

cHrisTINE. Who's walking about
upstairs?

jonn. I don’t know—perhaps Clara.

CHRISTINE (goes). I suppose it can’t
be the Count who’s come back with-
out anyone having heard him?

JouN (nervously). No, I don’t think
so, because then he’'d have rung al-
ready.

cHRISTINE. Yes. God knows. I've
gone through the hkes of this be-
fore. (Exit to the right. The sun has
risen in the meanwhile and grad-
ually illuminates the tops of the
trees outside, the light grows grad-
ually deeper till it falls slanting on
the window. JOHN goes to the glass
door and makes a sign.)

JULIE (comes in in traveling dress,
with a small bird cage covered with
a handkerchief, and places it on a
chair). I'm ready now.

yonn, Hush! Christine is awake.
JULIE (extremely excited in the fol-
lowing scene). Did she have any

idea?

jouN. She knows nothing. But, my
God! what a sight you look.

JuLie. What! How do I look?
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jouN. Youre as white as a corpse
and, pardon my saying it, your face
is dinty.

juLIk. Then give me some water to
wash—all right. (She goes to the
washing-stand and washes her face
and hands) Give me a towel. Ah!
the sun has risen.

joun. And then the hobgoblin flies
away.

JuLIE. Yes, a goblin has really been
at work last night. Listen to me.
Come with me. I've got the needful,
John.

jonn (hesitating) . Enough?

JuLIE. Enough to start on. Come
with me; I can’t travel alone today.
Just think of it. Midsummer Day m
a stuffy train, stuck in among a lot
of people who stare at one; wait-
ing about at stations when one wants
to fly. No; I can’t do it! I can’t do it!
And then all my memories, my
memories of Midsummer’s Day
when I was a child, with the church
decorated with flowers—birch and
lilac; the midday meal at a splen-
didly covered table; relatives and
friends; the afternoon in the park;
dancing and music, flowers and
games. Ah! you can run away and
run away, but your memories, your
repentance and your pangs of con-
science follow on in the luggage van.

jouN. I'll come with you, but right
away, before it's ton late. Now. Im-
mediately.

JuLiE. Then get ready. (She takes
up the bird cage.)

Joun. But no luggage. In that case
we're lost.

yuLie. No, no luggage, only what
we can take with us in the compart-
ment.

youN (has taken a hat). What
have you got there then? What is it?

JULIE. It's only my little canary. I
don’t want to leave it behind.

Joun. Come, I sayl Have we got to
cart along a bird cage with us? How
absolutely mad! Leave the bird
there!

JuLie The only thing I'm taking
with me from home! The only living
creature that likes me, after Diana
was faithless to me! Don’t be cruel.
Let me take it with mel

Joun. Leave it there, I tell you—
and don’t talk so loud. Christine
might hear us.

jJuLiE. No, I won’t leave it behind

among strangers. I'd rather you
killed it.

jouN. Then give me the httle thing,
I'll twist its neck for it.

JULIE. Yes, but don’t hurt it; don’t!
No, I can’t!

yonn. Hand it over—I'll do the
trick.

JULIE (takes the bird out of the
cage and kisses it). Oh, my dicky
bird! Must you die by the hand of

your own mistress?

joun. Be good enough not to make
any scene; your life and well-being
arce at stake. That’s nght, quick! (He
snatches the bird out of her hand,
carries it to the chopping block, and
takes the kitchen knife. juLIE
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turns round) You should have
'learned to kill fowls instead of shoot-
ing with your revolver. (Chops)
And then you wouldn’t have fainted
at the sight of a drop of blood.

JULIE (shrieking). Kill me too, kill
me! If you can kill an innocent ani-
mal without your hand shaking! Oh,
I hate and loathe you' There is
blood between us! I cuise the hour
in which I saw you! I curse the hour
in which I was born!

joun. Now, what’s the good of
your cursing? Let’s go!

JULIE. (approaches the chopping
block as though attracted to it
against her will). No, I won’t go
yet, I can’t—I must see. Hush!
there’s a wagon outside. (She lis-
tens, while her eyes are riveted in a
stare on the chopping block and the
knife) Do you think I can’t look at
any blood? Do you think I'm so
weak? Oh! I'd just like to see your
blood and your brains on the chop-
ping block. I'd like to see your whole
stock swimming in a lake, like the
one there. I believe I could drink out
of your skull! I could wash my feet
in your chest! I could eat your heart
roasted! You think I am weak! You
think I love you! You think I mean
to carry your spawn under my
heart and feed it with my own
blood; bear your child and give it
your name! I say, you, what is your
name? I've never heard your sur-
name—you haven't got any, I
should think. I shall be Mrs. Head
Waiter, or Madame Chimney
Sweeper. You hound! You, who
wear my livery, you menial, who
wesr my arms on your buttons—
I've got to go shares with my cook,
have IP—to compete with my own
servant? Oh! oh! oh! You think I'm

a coward and want to run away?
No, now I'm going to stay, and then
the storm can burst. My father
comes home—he finds his sccretary
broken open and his money stolen
—then he rings the bell twice—for
his servant—and then he sends for
the police—and then I shall tell
him everything. Everything! Oh, it’s
fine to make an end of the thing—if
it would only have an end. And
then he gets a stroke, and dies—and
that’s the end of the whole story.
And then comes peace and quiet—
eternal peace. And then the escutch-
con is broken over the coffin: the
noble race is extinct—and the serv-
ant’s brat grows up in a foundling
hospital—and wins his spurs in the
gutter, and finishes up m a prison.
(cHRISTINE, dressed for church,
enters on the right, hymn book in
hand. yuLIE rushes to her and falls
into her arms, as though seeking
protection) Help me, Christine;
help me against this man!

CHRISTINE (immobile and cold).
What a pretty sight for a holiday
morning! (She looks at the chop-
ping block) And what a dirty mess
you've been making here! What can
it all mean? How you're shrieking
and

juLik. Christine, youre a woman,
and my friend. Beware of this
scoundrel.

joun (slightly shy and embar-
rassed). If you ladies want to have
an argument, I'll go in and have a
shave. (He sneaks away to the
right.)

JuLIE. You will understand me, and
you must do what I tell you.

cHrisTINE. No, I certainly don’t
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understand  such  carryings-on.
Where are you going to in your
traveling dress? And he’s got his
hat on. What's it all mean?

juLIE. Listen to me, Christine; lis-
ten to me; then I'll tell you every-
thing.

cHrisTINE. I don’t want to know
anything.

juLiE. You must listen to me.

cHRISTINE. What is it, then? Your
tomfoolery with John? Look here; I
don’t care anything about that, be-
cause 1t had nothing to do with me,
but if you think youre going to
tempt him to elope with you, then
we'll put a very fine spoke in your
little wheel.

juLie (extremely excited). Try to
be calm, Christine, and listen to me!
I can’t stay here, and John can’t stay
here, so we must travel.

CHRISTINE, Hm, hm!

juLie (with sudden inspiration).
But, look here. I've got an 1dea now.
How about if we all three went—
abroad—to Switzerland and started
a hotel together? I've got money.
{She shows it) You see; and John
and I will look after the whole thing,
and you, I thought, could take over
the kitchen. Isn’t it nice? Just say
yes, and come with us, and all is
fixed up. Just say yes. (She em-
braces CHRISTINE and hugs her ten-

derly.)

cHRISTINE (cold and contempla-
tive). Hm, hm!

JULIE (quicker). You've never been
out and traveled, Christine—you

must come out in the world and look
round; you can have no idea how
jolly it is to travel on a railway—to
be always seemng new people—new
countries. And then we get to Ham-
bur% and take a trip thiough the
Zoological Gardens. What do you
think of it? And then we’ll go to the
theater and hear thc opera—and
when we get to Munich we've got
the museums, and theie are Ru-
benses and Raphaels—pictures by
the two great painters, you see.
You've heard people talk of Munich,
where King Ludwig used to hive—
the king, you know, who went mad
—and then we'll go over his castles
—he has castles which are got up
just ike fairy tales—and 1t’s not far
from there to Switzeiland—with the
Alps. Ugh! just think of the Alps
covered with snow in the middle of
summer, and tangermes and laurel
trees grow there which are in bloom
the whole year round. (jonwn ap-
pears on the right, sharpening his
razor on a strop, which he holds
with his teeth and his left hand. He
listens with pleasure to her speech,
and now and again nods assent.
Extremely quickly) And then we
take a hotel—and I sit in the bureau
while John stands up and receives
the visitors—goes out and does bus-
iness—writes letters. That’s a life,
you take 1t from me, then the tramn
puffs, the omnibus comes, the bells
ring m the hotel itself, the bell rings
in the restaurant—and then I make
out the bills—and I'll touch them up
—you can have no idea how shy
travelers are when they’ve got to
pay their bill. And you—you're in-
stalled as mistress in the kitchen. Of
course, you haven’t yourself got to
stand by the fireplace, and you've
got to have nice pretty dresses when
you have to appear before the visi-
tors—and a girl with an appearance
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like you—uno, I'm not flattering you
—you can get a husband perhaps
some fine day, some rich Enghsh-
man; you see, people aie so easy to
catch. (She commences to speak
more slowly) And then we shall get
rich—and we’ll build a willa by
Lake Como—of course 1t ramns there
now and then, but (in a less tense
tone) there’s certain to be a great
deal of sun—even though theie’s
gloomy weather as well—and—
then—then we can travel home
again—and come back (pause)
here—or anywhere else.

CHRISTINE. Look here, Miss; do you
beleve in all this yourself?

JuLiE (crushed). Do I behieve m it
myself?

CHRISTINE. Yes.

juLie (tired). 1 don’t know. I
don't really believe in anything any
more. (She sits down on the seat
and lays her head on the table De-
tween her arms) In anything, in
anything at all.

CHRISTINE (turns to the left, where
Jonn is standing). So you thought

youd elope, did you?

JOHN (shamefaced, puts his razor
on the table). Elope? Come, that’s
a big word—you heard Miss Julie’s
plan; and although she’s tned now,
from having been up all night, the
scheme can still be put through.

cHRISTINE. I say, did you mean that
I should be cook there, for her?

JouN (sharply). Be so kind as to
spcak more refined when you’re
talking of your mistress. Under-
stand?

CHRISTINE.
joun. Yes.

cHRISTINE. No. I
there

say, I say

joun. Yes, listen to me. It is much
better for you if you do, and don’t
gabble so much. Miss Julie 1s your
mistress, and you ought to despise
yourselt for the same reason that
you despise her.

CHRISTINE. I have always had sc
much self-respect

youn. That you can despise others,

curisTINE. That I have never low-
erted myself below my place. Just
say, if you can, that the Count’s
cook had anything to do with the
cattleman or the swineherd. You
just tiy 1t on!

joun. Quite so. You had a httle
something on with a nice fellow,
and very lucky for you, too.

CHRISTINE A nice fellow, to be sure,
who sells the Count’s oats out of the
stable.

Joun. You're a nice one to talk; you
get commussions from the vegetable
man and amn’t above being squared
by the butcher.

CHRISTINE. What?

Joun. And so it’s you that can’t re-
spect your mistress any more! You
—you—I don’t think!

cHRISTINE. Come along to church
now. A good sermon’ll do you a lot
of good after the way you’ve been
carrying on.
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(ouN. No fear, I'm not going to
church today. You go alone, and
confess your own sins.

CHRISTINE. Yes, that I will, and I'll
come home with forgiveness, and
for you too; the Redeemer suffered
and died on the cioss for all our
sins, and if we go to Him with faith
and a contrite spirit then He will
take all our guilt on Himself.

JuLiE. Do you believe that, Chris-
tine?

cHRISTINE. That’s my living faith,
as true as I stand here, and that’s
my faith from a child, that I've kept
ever since I was young, and where
sin overflows there grace overflows
as well.

JuLiE. Ah, if I had your faith! Ah,
if

THRISTINE. Mark you, one can’t just
go and get it.

JuLie. Who gets it, then?

cHRISTINE. That’s the great secret
of grace, Miss, mark you, and God
is no respecter of persons, but the
first shall be last.

yuLik. Yes, but then He is a re-
specter of persons—the last.

CHRISTINE (continues). And it is
easier for a camel to go through the
eye of a needle than for a rich man
to get into the kingdom of heaven.
Mark you that’s what it is, Miss
Julie. Well, I'm off—alone, and on
the way I'll tell the stable boy not
to let out any horses, in case any-
body wants to travel, before the
Count comes home. Adieu! (Exit

through the glass door.)

youN. What a devill And all that
fuss about a canary.

JuLie (limply). Leave the canary
out of it. Can you see a way out of
all thisP—an end for the whole
thing?

Joun (ponders). No.

yuLie. What would you do in my
position?

Joun. In your position? Just wait a
minute, will you? As a giil of good
birth, as a womon—as a fallen
woman? I don’t know. Ah! I've got
it!

JULIE (takes up the razor and makes
a movement). That?

joun. Yes, but I wouldn’t do it—
note that well; that’s the diffeience
between us.

JULIE. Because you’re 4 man and
I'm a woman? What difference does
that make?

jouN. The same difference—as be-
tween men and women.

JuLiE (with the razor in her hand).
I want to, but I can’t do it. My
father couldn’t do it either—the
time when he ought to have.

jonN. No; he shouldn’t have done
it—his first duty was to revenge
himself.

yuLIE. And now my mother avenges
herself again through me.

jonn. Have you never loved your
father, Miss Julie?

JuLIE. Yes, infinitely—but I'm sure
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that I've hated him as well. I must
have done it without having noticed
it myself, but he brought me up to
despise my own scx, to be half a
woman and half a man. Who is to
blame for what has happencd? My
father, my mother, I myself? I my-
self? I haven’t got a sclf at all, I
haven’t got a thought which I don't
get fiom my father, I haven’t got a
passion which I don’t get fiom my
mother, and the latest phase—the
equality of men and women—that
I got from my fiancé, whom I called
a scoundrel for his pams. How then
can 1t be my own fault? To shove
the blame on Jesus as Christine
does—no, I've got too much pride
and too much common sense for
that—thanks to my father’s tcach-
ing. And as for a rich man not being
able to get into the kingdom of
heaven, that’s a lie. Christine has
got money in the savings bank.
Certamnly she won’t get in. Who is
responsible for the wrong? What
does it matter to us who is? I know
I've got to put up with the blame
and the consequences.

JouN. Yes—but (There are
two loud rings in succession. JULIE
starts, youN quickly changes his
coat, on the left) The Count’s at
home—just think if Christine
(He goes to the speaking tube at the
back, whistles, and listens.)

JuLie. He must have already gone
to his secretary by now.

JomN. It's John, my lord. (He lis-
tens. What the Count says is inaudi-
ble) Yes, my lord. (He listens) Yes,
my lord. At once. (He listens) Very
well, my lord. (He listens) Yes, in
half-an-hour.

JuLIE (extremely nervous). What

did he say? My God! what did he
say?

joun. He asked for his boots and
his coffee in half-an-hour.

juLie. In half-an-hour then. Oh,
I'm so tired, I can’t do anything; I
can’t 1epent, I can’t 1un away, I
can’t stay, I can’t live, I can’t die.
Help me now! Give me orders and
I'll obey hke a dog. Do me this last
service! Save my honor—save my
name! You know what I ought to
will, but don’t will. Do you will 1t
and order me to accomplsh it.

jouN. I don’t know—but now [
can’t either. I can’t make it out my-
self—it’s just as though it were the
result of this coat I've just put on,
but I can’t give you any orders. And
now, after the Count has spoken to
me, I can’t explain it properly—but
—ah! it’s the hvery which I've got
on my back. I beheve if the Count
were to come in now and order me
to cut my throat I'd do it on the
spot.

yurie. Then just do as though you
were he, and I were you. You could
imagne it quite well a minute ago,
when you were before me on your
knees. Then you were a knight.
Have you ever becn to the theater
and seen the mesmernist? (joHN
makes a gesture of assent) He says
to the medium, “Take the broom”;
he takes it; he says “Sweep,” and
he sweeps.

youn. But m that case the medium
must be asleep.

JuLie (exalted). I am already
asleep. The whole room looks as
though it were full of smoke—and
you look like an won furnace—-
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which is like a man in black clothes
and top hat—and your eyes glow
like coals when the fire goes out—
and your face is a white blur hke
cinders. (The sunlight has now
reached the floor and streams over
joun) It’s so warm and fine. (She
rubs her hands as though she were
warming them by a fire) And then
it'’s so hght—and so quiet.

JonN (takes the razor and puts it in
her hand). There 1s the broom; go,
now that it’s light, outside into the
barn—and (He whispers some-
thing in her ear.)

JUuLIE (awake). Thank you. Now
I'm going to have peacc, but tell me
now that the first shall have their
share of grace too. Tell me that,
even though you don't believe it.

jouN. The first? No, I can’t do that;
but, one minute, Miss Julie—I've
got it, you don’t belong any longer
to the first—you are beneath the
last.

JuLiE. That’s true—I am beneath

the very last; I am the last myself.
Oh—but now I can’t go. Tell me
again that I must go.

jonn. No, I can’t do that again now
either. I can’t.

JuLiE. And the first shall be last.

jonN. Don’t thmmk, don’t think!
You rob me of all my strength and
make a coward of me. What? I be-
Leve the clock was moving. No—
shall we put paper m? To be so
funky of the sound of a clock! But
it’s somethmg moie than a clock—
there’s somcthing that sits behind it
—a hand puts 1t 1n motion, and
something else scts the hand in mo-
tion—just put your ﬁngels to your
ears, and then 1t strikes worse again.
It strikes until you give an answer
and then it’s too late, and then come
the police—and then (Two
loud rings in succession. jonn
starts, then he pulls himsclf to-
gether) It's awful, but there’s no
other way out Go! (JULIE goes with
a firm step outside the door.)

CURTAIN
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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 1s 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 Princess Salomé tonight!

THE PAGE OF HERODIAS. Look at the
moon. How strange the moon seems!
She is like a woman rismg 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. She 1s like a little princess who
wears a yellow veil, and whose feet
are of silver. She is like a princess
who has hittle 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 slowly. (Noise in the banquet-
ing-hall.)

FIRST SOLDIER. What an uproar!
Who are those wild beasts howling?

secoND SOLDIER. The Jews. They
are always like that. They are dis-
puting about their religion.

FIRST SOLDIER. Why do they dis-
pute about their religion?

SECOND SOLDIER. I cannot tell. They
are always doing it. The Pharisees,
for instance, say that there are an-
gels, and the Sadducees declare that
angels do not exist.

FIRST SOLDIER. I think it is ridicu-
lous to dispute about such things.
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THE YOUNG SYRIAN. How beautiful
is the Princess Salomé tonight!

THE PAGE OF HERODIAS. You are al-
ways looking at her. You look at her
too much. It is dangerous to look at
people in such fashion. Something
terrible may happen.

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. She is very
beautiful tonight

FIRST SOLDIER. The Tetrarch has a
somber aspect.

SECOND SOLDIER. Yes; he has a som-
ber aspect.

FirsT soLpier. He is looking at
something.

sEconD soLDIER. He is looking at
someone.

FIRST SOLDIER. At whom is he look:
ing?

SECOND SOLDIER. I cannot tell.

THE YOUNG SYRIAN. How pale the
Princess is! Never have I seen her so
pale. She is like the shadow 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.

FIRST SOLDIER. Herodias has filled
the cup of the Tetrarch.
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‘THE CAPPADOCIAN. Is tha. the Queen
Herodias, she who wears « black
mitre sewed with pearls, and whose
hair is powdered with blue dust?

FIRST SOLDIER. Yes, that is Hero-
dias, the Tetrarch’s wife.

secoap SOLDIER. The Tetraich is
very fond of wine. He has wine of
three sorts. One which 1s brought
from the Island of Samothrace, and
1s purple like the cloak of Ceesar.

THE CAPPADOCIAN. I have never
seen Cuesar,

SECOND SOLDIER  Another that
comes from a town called Cyprus,
and is as yellow as gold.

THE CAPPADOCIAN. I love gold.

SECOND SOLDIER. And the third is a
wine of Sicily. That wine is red as

blood.

THE NUBIAN. The gods of my coun-
try are very fond. Twice in the year
we sacrifice to them young men and
maidens; fifty young men and a
hundred maidens. But I am afraid
that we never give them quite
enough, for they are very harsh to
us.

THE CAPPADOCIAN. In my country
there are no gods left. The Romans
have driven them out. There are
some who say that they have hid-
den themselves in the mountains,
but I do not believe it. Three nights
1 have been on the mountains seek-
ing them everywhere. I did not find
them. And at last I called them by
their names, and they did not come.
I think they are dead.

FIRST SOLDIER. The Jews worship a
God that one cannot see.
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THE CAPPADOCIAN. 1 cannot under-
stand that.

FIRST SOLDIER. In fact, they only
believe in things that one cannot see.

THE cAPPADOCIAN. That seems to
me altogether ridiculous.

THE VOICE OF JOKANAAN. After me
shall come another mightier than I.
I am not worthy so much as to un-
loose the latchet of his shoes. When
he cometh, the solitary places shall
be glad. They shal