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PRIVATE ENTERPRISE

In tius play, Mr. [k treats a contem-
porary social and political theme which
affects the life of everybody. Essentidly,
the theme is the relation of the community
to the individual, but it is expressed in
terms of the "dosed shop” in industry.
Peter Logan has religious scruples against
joining a trade union, His employers,
whom he has served faithfully throughout
his working life, refuse to dismiss him.
A strikeisfollowed by the virtual confis-
cation of their property. Hie theme
behind the play is. has a mgority the
right to disregard a minority merely
becauseitis amgority ? Are ahundred
thousand people a hundred thousand
times more in the tight than one person?
And can anation thrive if the individua
is forbidden to make adventur& and to
follow hisownlight ?
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CHARACTERS

in order of their appearance

EDMUND DELAWARE, a manufacturer

ALICE EDDINGTON, his widowed daughter
MELANIE, Philip's wife

ELSIE, amad

REV. GEORGE FENNELL, M.A., Vicar of Altonbury
PHILIP DELAWARE, Edmund's edest son
ANDREW DELAWARE, Edmund's second son
AMABEL ALDERNEY-EVANS

DENZIL ("Snooky") DELAWARE, Edmund's youngest son
ARTHUR SE

ART U S BY Trade Unionists

BERT "SNOD

PETER LOGAN, aworkman

GORDON TALBOT, a factory director

The time is the present and the immediate future.
The place is the manufacturing town of Altonbury.



The action throughout the play is laid
in Edmund Delaware's drawing-room

ACT |
SCENE 1. An evening
SCENE 2 Severd days later

ACT 11
SCENE 1: Sx months later
SCENE 2: Severd wesks later

ACT Il
SCENE 1. A few days later
SCENE 2 : Three weeks later



PRIVATE ENTERPRISE

ACT |
SCENE |

EDMUND DELAWARE, whose age is seventy-two, is reading The
Times in his drawing-room in a provincial town where he
owns a factory which has been in his family®s possession for
threegenerations.  The hour is soon after nine o'clock in the
evening.  The room is comfortablyfurnished in a style which
may be called good, but unnotable; in conventionally good
taste, DELAWARE hasafineappearance. Hislooksarenot
in the least like those of the business men imagined by cartoon-
ists in Left Wing newspapers or the editors of Big Business
magazines. Heisahandsome, well-bred man., with a flexible
face which has laughter lurking in every crease.  His humour
is dightly cynical, but is not unkindly. There are no snarls
init. It doesnot irresponsibly wound. A person, unaware
of his history,, might suppose him to be a solicitor in an old
family practice, or an intelligent doctor, or a liberal-minded
clergyman, but would not think of him as the owner of a
factory where component parts for motor-cars are made.
This is an educated business man, a graduate of Oxford
University, who had once had ideas of afar different career :
diplomacy ; but had, soon after coming down from Corpus
Christi, found himself fascinated by the factory his grand-
father hadfounded, and hadjoined hisfather in managing it.
The fineness of hisfeatures does not denote any weakness in
his character. He has strength and decision, and is swift and
shrewd in his judgments, far swifter and shrewder than his
father was, and as sure and determined as his grandfather.
More generous and less rough than that old gentleman, who
lifted himself out of a labourer's cottage into this very house

9



io PRIVATE ENTERPRISE

where EDMUND DELAWARE nowsits, heisnot lessstrong. He
no longer devotes himsdf as closely to his factory as he
formerly did : but this slackening of effort is not due tofailing
powers; he wishes his eldest son, PHILIP, to take greater
responsibility for the business while hisfather is still active
and fit to give him any guidance he may need.

A clock strikes the first quarter, and immediately after its
sound has ceased, the door opens, and DELAWARE'S only
daughter, ALICE, enters. Her ageis thirty-three. Sheisa
widow, her hushand having been killed early in the war,
leaving her childiess. ALICE EDDINGTON hasinherited her
father's judgment, but not his good looks. Her hushand's
death made her bleed internally. She keeps her grief to
herself, however. It is not inflicted even on her father,
although he is well aware of it. Hers was a short marriage,
a few weeks in duration, and it did not take her from her
home, which she keeps for her father and brother.  This
woman has a delusive air of calm.  She is sensitive and
emotional, but she has schooled herself to seem calm to othtr
people.  When she is caught suddenly by demanding events,
she shows her emotions, but shows them only for a moment
or two.

ALICE. Didyou ligten to the News, Father ?

DELAWARE (abstractedly). What did you say, my dear ?

ALICE. Did you ligen to the News ?

DELAWARE. Oh, no, | forgot. How stupid of me. I'm
getting very forgetful. Thefactis| was absorbed in an article
on toads.

ALICE. Toads ?

DELAWARE. Yes. A toad'slifeisan odd one. It has four
months of activity, two months of love, and six months of
lethargy. The proportions seem dl wrong to me.  Too much
lethargy and not enoughlove. The News s over, | suppose ?

ALICE (switching on the wireless). We may hear the end of
it. Sometimes they repeat the headlines.

DELAWARE. I'm sck of news. All this history were
making is very fatiguing. The papers are amost unreadable.
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ALICE. And dull.

DELAWARE. Yes very dull. What | want isthe newsthat's
unfit to print—something very scandalous about archbishops
in the Athenaeum! . . .

The wireless comes on

ANNOUNCER. That is the end of the News.

ALICE (switching the wireless off). Too late. Because we
haven't listened, there's sure to be something exciting. You're
a very tiresome old man.  (She kisses the top of his head).

DELAWARE. Yes, | know, my dear. | oughtto belaid up
in flannd. Sill, well seeit dl inthe morning, and much more
ofit, worseluck. Where's everybody ? | haven't seen asoul
since supper. Is Philipin ?

ALICE.  Not yet.

DELAWARE. He's later than usua tonight.

ALICE. Yes Hes meeting Andrew.

DELAWARE. Of course. Has Médanie gone with him ?

ALICE. No, shesupstairs.  She spends alot of timein her
room.

DELAWARE. Wi, if youre as ornamental as she is, you
have to.

ALICE. Father, you must speak to Philip. He's working
far too hard. If he doesn't ease off, hell collgpse.

DELAWARE. Old Logan's our chief headache at the moment.

ALICE. What! Peter?

DELAWARE. Yes He has some rdigious quirk about
unions. | don't pretend to understand it, but he's convinced
himsdf that unions are unscriptural and he would be breaking
God's law if he were to join one.  That's one of the reasons
why Philip looks harassed and haggard.  Isn't Mdanie the
person to talk to him ?

ALICE. Shedoesntnaticesuchthings. Shehasto tittivate.

DELAWARE. Now, now, no pussy tak, Alice.

ALICE. Verywdl, father. Though | do think she's an odd
girl for Philip to marry.

DELAWARE. | like her mysdf. Shes gaudy. The only
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gaudy thing we know in these dull times. But then, I'm an
odripredly! . ..

ALICE (laughing}.  Qlj, daddy !

DELAWARE. Oh, yes, | am. | once went for fun to consult
apsycho-anayst and I've never been able to look mysdlf in the
face gnce. The things I've been thinking since | was two
months old!

ALICE. But Philip's such a sobersides !

DELAWARE. Exotics have a disturbing effect on sober
people. Mdanies a stylish woman.  She has nearly dl the
dyle there is in the town. My eyes glisten when | see her—
something lovely left over from the world weve logt . . .

ALICE. She doesn't do anything, father.

DELAWARE. She exigts. That's enough. My dear, were
al starving for light and colour.  Our eyes are sore with seeing
dull sights, dull food, dull shops, dull streets and dreadfully
dull women in dull clothes.

ALICE. Widl, you must speak to Philip, father.

DELAWARE. Very wel, my dear, though it's hard on an old
man to have to tell afully adult son the facts of life.

ALICE. Thereason you find it hard is that you were worse
than Philip.  Like father, like son.

DELAWARE (a little bitterly). Not dways, Alice

ALICE. No, not dways. | often wonder what's become of
Shooky.

DELAWARE. Sodol. Poor Snooky.

ALICE. Yes poor Snooky. Such abad hat!

DELAWARE. Butwhy? Why, inthe name of God? Were
decent people, Alice. But Snooky! ... (Hecannotfinishhis
sentence).

ALICE (putting her hand on his shoulder). | know. Bad, bad
hat. But very likesble.

DELAWARE. Yes very likeable. Once, when hewas alittle
boy and had done something rather nasty, | took him upstairs
to beat him, and when | lifted the cane he looked a me with
that queer, crumpled smile he had . . . and | couldn't touch
him. | just stopped mysdf from giving him five bob.
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ALICE. Yes he had that effect on me, too. But he had his
goad points, daddy, and even when he was most maddening, |
ill loved him. | wish we knew where he is.  I'd give any-
thing to have him home again.

DELAWARE. What a rum family we are! Philip, so sure
and steady; Snooky, so uncertain and . . . vicious, redly !

ALICE. No, not vicious, father. Very annoying, but not
vicious.

DELAWARE. Widl, not far fromit. And then Andrew—full
of quirks and principles. Compared with him, Stafford Cripps
is postively loose!

ALICE. What about me ?

DELAWARE. You—ijust a darling! I'm very glad you're
my daughter. If you'd been any other man's, | should have
had to sted you. What aremarkable person | must be, to have
fathered four such dissmilar children. Or was it your mother
who wasremarkable?

ALICE. | expect it was mother. Men aways caim the
credit for their children, and give dl the blame to their wives.
My children, when you're proud of them. Your children,
when you're not.

DELAWARE. W4dlI, that's a fair division of labour !

The door opens, and MELANIE DELAWARE enters: a
woman infull possession of herself.  She is thirty-three and,
without being beautiful, she contrives to look it. As Dela-
ware says, she has style.  There is nothing obstrusive about
MELANIE. She behaves as if her right to a prominent place
in the sun were not only unquestionable, but unquestioned.
It does not occur to MELANIE that anybody could dream of
denying her anything. Despite rationing and shortage, she
not only looks, but is well dressed.

DELAWARE. Ah, Mdanie, my dear.

MELANIE. Hasn't Philip come home yet ?

DELAWARE (rising from his seat). No. Sit here, my dear.
(She takes his seat). Would you like to sse The Times ?

MELANIE. No, thank you.

DELAWARE. Wel, perhaps you're right. (Looking round
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jar a seat). Philip's gone to meet Andrew. (ALICE pushes a
chair towardshim). Thank you, Alice. (Seatshimself). They'll
be here a any moment. What have you been doing since
supper ?

MELANIE. Oh, things. | must get some new stockings.
Have you any coupons to spare, Alice ?

ALICE. Nobody has any coupons to spare.

The telephone bell rings.

DELAWARE. If that's someone for me, tell him | passed
away very peacefully this.afternoon. (To MELANIE) | don't
know whether | have any coupons that would be useful to you,
Méeanie! . . .

ALICE (at the telephone}. Hello! Yes, thisis Mr. Dela
ware's house.  No, I'm Mrs. Eddington, his daughter. Can |
take a message? Very wdl, just a moment, please. (She
covers the mouthpiece with her hand).  It's the Daily Express,
father. It wants to spesk to you.

DELAWARE. But | don't want to speak to it.

ALICE (holding the receiver to him). They say it's important.

DELAWARE. Yes | know. Ought girlsto wear trouserson
Good Friday ?

The door opens, and ELSIE, a girl about sixteen, enters.

ELSEE. A man from a paper wants to see you, Sr, and the
Vicar's come.

DELAWARE (bewildered and exasperated). What is al this?

ALICE. You answer the telephone.  I'll see them.

She goes out, followed by ELSEE. DELAWARE speaks to
the Dally Express.

DELAWARE. Hello! Yes, I'm Mr. Ddlaware. What news ?
(He diffens as he listens). Yes, | have a son of that name.
(Then his voice quickens).  What did you say ?  (His expression
changes from one of apprehension to one of mingled joy and
incredulity). Areyou sure? No, | didn't listen to the News
tonight. | forgot about it.  Oh, thank you, thank you ! No,
no, | haven't anything to say. | can scarcely speak. Yes.
Yes yes yes.  No, no, please not tonight.  1'm too overcome.
Yes. Yes Youcansay I'mplessedand . . . proud. Thank
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you. You're very kind. (He puts down the receiver). My
God! Oh, my God!

Hepicks up The Times which hasfallen on thefloor, and
then, dropping it again, almost reels towards the door.

MELANIE. Whatisit? What'swrong?

DELAWARE (disregarding her). Alice! ... Alice! ...

The door opens and Alice, intensely excited, enters.

DELAWARE. Alice, Snooky! . . .

He is about tofall when she catches him.

ALICE. | know, father, I've just heard.

She holds him in her arms, sustaining him. The Rev.
George Fennell, a man about Delaware's age, enters. He,
too, is excited.

FENNELL (both hands extended’). My dear old friend, what
glorious news !

DELAWARE (recovering himself). | fed shattered, George. |
only heard about it amoment ago. A newspaperman rang me
up!...
FENNELL. But didn't you listen to the nine-o'clock news ?

DELAWARE. No, | wasreading The Timesand | forgot about
news.

FENNELL. Oh, how wonderful, how wonderful.  (Catching
sight of Melanie). Oh, good-evening !

MELANIE. What has happened ?

DELAWARE. Médanie doesn't know yet.

ALICE.  Snooky's won the V.C.

MELANIE.  The V.C!!

FENNELL. Isn't it splendid? | aways knew hed make
good. (To DELAWARE). Did they tel you what he did ?

DELAWARE. | was too dazed to grasp it! ...

FENNELL. | would not have believed that any human being
could be so brave.

ALICE. Snooky never felt any fear.

FENNELL. But, my dear Alice, thisis unimaginable valour.
Itsamiracle hes dive.  As | ligened to what held done, | felt
overwhemed with wonder and pride, Youve never met
Denzil, Mdanie ?
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MELANIE. No. Ishe coming here ?

ALICE. Wedon't know where heis.

FENNELL. That newspaperman who came in with me was
asmoved as | was.  And no wonder.  And no wonder !

MELANIE. | hope he will come home. | should like to
meat Denzil.

DELAWARE. What did he do, George ?

FENNELL. What did he not do? He went out by himsdf,
with plenty of time to fed frightened, and cleared a lot of
Boche out of a place that seemed impregnable.  Walked right
up to death and took no notice of it. What a noble thing it is
to treat desth with disdain.

DELAWARE. Snooky wasadways afearlesslad.  Too fearless.
| used to wish he could feel frightened.

FENNELL. His courage saved a lot of lives. Not one man
was wounded where many might have been killed. This is
the sort of act that redeems us dl. | don't mind telling you,
Edmund, there have been times when I've despaired of people
and felt inclined to pray, Oh, God, wipe us dl out. WEe're not
fit to live. But one deed like Denzil's redeems a lot.

ALICE. Did they say on the wirdess where he is ?

FENNELL. No. Youll have the whole town here to-
morrow. We must give him a public reception when he comes
home. How proud his mother would have been. | wish
shed lived to hear this news.

DELAWARE. Sodol. Thelast news she had of him wasn't
... nice

FENNELL. Forget that, Edmund. Forget dl that. Think
only of this. Did you know he was in the Army ?

DELAWARE. No. 4

ALICE. We haven't heard of him snce that time . . . just
before mother died.

DELAWARE. Eightyears.

FENNELL. Andnow this! Itisdill true that God moves
in a mysterious way, His wonders to perform.

DELAWARE. | sometimes wish that He were less mysterious,
that He would remember His first commandment.
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ALICE. What's that, father ?

DELAWARE. Let there be Light!

MELANIE. Why don't you try to find out where he is?
Can't you ring up someone ?

FENNELL. We might try the War Office.

DELAWARE. Atthishour?

FENNELL. There€s aways somebody about. Those War
Office people do alot of work, even in wartime.

Alice is busy with the London Telephone Directory.

ALICE. War Officel War Office!l  War Department.  Oh,
it's got pages of numbers.

FENNELL.  Try the first one

Philip Delaware enters while they are talking. He is
about thirty-eight and full of purpose, like his father, but
without hisfather's dlightly cynical humour.  He has enough
humour, however, to save himfrom priggery, but not enough
to save himfrom suffering and strain.  He looks very tired.
He kisses Melanie.

ALICE (glancing up from the Telephone Directory). Oh,
Philip, Snooky's won the V.C.!

The news shakes thefatigue out of Philip.

PHILIP. What? What did you say ?

ALICE. It was on the wireless tonight.

FENNELL. A superb act of courage, Philip.

PHILIP. Ishedive?

DELAWARE. Yes, he's dive

PHILIP. When did hewin it ?

FENNELL. Sometimeago, but there was delay in awarding
it because some of the witnesses went to Burma.

PHILIP. Whereishe? Ishehere?

Of,fALICE. We don't know. I'mjust going to ring up the War
ice.

PHILIP. Give methat book. (He takes the Directoryfrom
her). My God, what a wonderful thing to have happened!
Our Snooky! ... | came home tonight feding dl in.
Andrew's train wes late, and it was wet and cold in that station.
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But now, | could kick the gars out of heaven.  (He turns the
pages of the Directory as he speaks}.

ALICE. Whereis Andrew ?

PHILIP. War Dept., War Dept.!... Updairs. Unpack-
ing. Generd Switchboard. That ought to do.

ALICE. I'l go up and tel him about Snooky. (Exit).

PHILIP (at the telephone).  Trunks, please.

MELANIE. | wonder how Andrew will take this ?

DELAWARE. Liketherest of us.

FENNELL. Withpride.

DELAWARE. Of course he will.

MELANIE. Snooky is very handsome, isn't he ?

FENNELL. Yes remarkably.

MELANIE.  And audecious ?

DELAWARE. Very audacious!

PHILIP. This is Altonbury 185. Yes. | want London,
Whitehall 9400—the War Office. Yes, please, and as soon as
you can. (He puts down the receiver). They'l ring up when
they get through. What were you saying about Andrew ?

DELAWARE. Médanie was wondering how Andrew would
take it, and | sad like the rest of us.  We're a funny family,
George, but we're affectionate.

FENNELL. Don't | know it.

DELAWARE. I've never known a family so divided, and yet
20 closdy united, as thisone.  Hit one of us, and you hit us dl.
| suppose Snooky has hurt us more than anyone would believe.
There have been times, Mdanie, when I've come near to
hating him! . . .

PHILIP. Not hating, father.

DELAWARE. Yes, Philip, hating. But affection survived.

MELANIE. Everything | have heard of him makes me think
he must be very fascinating.

FENNELL. Heis vey.

PHILIP. Everybody likes Snooky, in spite of his faults.

DELAWARE. Sometimes, George, I'm not sure that people
can help ther faults.  We behave as if we can.  But can we ?

FENNELL, We should be daves if we couldn'.
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DELAWARE. Perhgpsweate. That'swhy | try not to blame
anybody for anything, but I'm less tolerant than | should like
to be.  No one fals down on his faith as often as | do.

FENNELL. We can choose, Edmund, therefore we are free.

DELAWARE. What choice has anybody ? | wasn't asked if
I'd like to live. | had life thrust upon me. That's a liberty
to take with aman—give him life without his leave. If Denzil
had been dlowed decison in his own life, do you think he
would have chosen to be Denzil ? Would anybody choose to
be what heis?

PHILIP. The biologigs have an explanaion of it, father.
They say that each of usiis the result of a dight disarrangement
of chromosomes!  One arrangement produces Christ. Another
produces Crippen. | don't care about that explanaion. It
makes life an accident.  If we were as chance-born as that, we
should be mindless, but were not.  We can wish to be better.
Mindless daves couldn't desire improvement.

FENNELL. Or bring it about, Philip. | hate your belief,
Edmund. | hate the thought that I'm irresponsible, the result
of a whim, tossed into this world without any kindness for
mel! ...

DELAWARE. | hate it mysdf. But hating a thing doesn't
abolish it.

ANDREW enters. Hisageis thirty-four. Heisa nervous,
almost solemn, man, whose face kindles amazingly when he
smiles.  This is afanatic, but a gentlefanatic, although he
is none the less determinedfor that.

FENNELL. Ah, Andrew.

DELAWARE. Hullo, Andrew, you've heard about Denzil ?

ANDREW. Yes, Alice told me. It's the sort of thing I'd
expect himto do. Good evening, Mdanie.

MELANIE. 'Evening, Andrew. Your brother must be a
very brave man. | like brave men.

PHILIP. Sodol. Buttherearedl sorts of bravery.

ANDREW. Méeanie doesn't like conscientious objectors.

MELANIE. | like men who fight.

ALICE enters and sits down.
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DELAWARE. What did your peoplein Londonwant ?

ANDREW. They want me to go back to China

FENNELL. Butyou'vejust beenthere.

ANDREW. That's why they want me to go back. | know
the country.  It'sin an gppalling plight, father.  If we can put
Chinaright, the rest of the world will be easy.

FENNELL. Andrew's a refutal of your doubt, Edmund.
He's made a choice—not one | care about myself—but a hard
choice for anybody to make. Y our father thinks we've no free
will, Andrew : were al daves.

ANDREW. But daves sometimes escape.

ALICE. What would happento peopleif your fear weretrue,
father ?

PHILIP. We should vanish.

DELAWARE. Would that matter ?

ALICE. Oh yes, father, yes. Think of what Snooky was,
and what he has done now.

FENNELL. Of courseit would matter. Imagine this world
without hope or aspiration.

ALICE. Dreadful! Dreadful | A piece of waste tissue in
a pointless universe.

ANDREW. There isn't any living thing that doesn't hope
and aspire.

PHILIP. Andwedl want tolive. How can we want life if
it is empty and pointless ? What do you think, Meanie ?

MELANIE. Me? | don't think. | enjoy what there is to
enjoy. Ifitisn't much, | enjoy dl thereis.

DELAWARE. Senghle girl.

ANDREW. | sympathisewith thosewho aspireto something
better than themsalves. | like to think of Cdliban lifting up
his eyes to Miranda—that muddy vesture aspiring to purity
and loveiness.  And I'm full of pride that he had the wish to
climb out of his swamp and desire beauty.

DELAWARE, How dareabeast lay handson beauty !

ANDREW. Because he needs beauty, father.

The telephone bell rings.
PHILIP. ThisU be the War Office. (Taking the call).
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Hello! What? Who? Oh, Snooky! (Theothersspringup
when they hear this). Where are you, Snooky? Oh, come
home, come home. Yes were dl here, waiting for you.
Heres father! . . .
He thrusts the receiver into hisfather'shands. Delaware,
suddenly trembling, takes it and lifts it to his ear.
DELAWARE. s that you, Snooky ? Oh, my dear boy, my
dear boy! . . .
The receiver falls out of his hand, and he turns away in
tears. Alice takes it up.
ALICE. It's Alice speaking, Snooky. Daddy's upset. I'm
crying too, darling. Oh, come home, Snooky, come home.
We all want you home! . . .

The scene closes.



ACT |
SCENE I

It is the afternoon, several days later. ELSIE opens the door of

the drawing-room and ushers in AMABEL ALDERNEY-EVANS,

a sentimental-looking woman of thirty-three who has a

surprising streak of hardnesss in her when she fears that a

demandfor service that will cause her discomfort is about to

, be made. Amabel likes her comforts, creature and intel-

lectual, and is convinced that any person who disturbs her is

wicked. She dissolves into tears very easily, but the tears
are as easily dried.

ELSIE. Il tdl Mrs. Eddington you're here, miss.

AMABEL. Thank you, Else IsMr. Denzil about ?

ELSE. | don't hardly know, miss. | haven't hardly known
anything since he came home. | seem to go about in a kind
of a daze.

AMABEL. It must be thrilling to have a hero in the house.

ELSIE. Oh,itis miss. Toothrilling. | brokethree plates
this morning thinking about it. Y ou seg, miss, I've never been
in a house with a hero before. There's only dad a home.
It's just like being in the pictures, miss, except that it's true.
He's ever so nice, too.  Friendly.

AMABEL. All heroes are friendly.

ELSE. Soarelots of people that aren't heroes. Megts you
once, and behaves like they knew you dl their life.  And if you
tdl them to stop it, they say you've gone dl county. | took
his breakfast up to him this mornin% You wouldn't think
he'd won the V.C,, if you saw him in his pyjamas.

AMABEL. W, the war's over, thank heaven, and dl our
dear boys are home again.

ELSEE. Yes and didnt some of them get a surprise when
they came. My gran'dad was awfully upset when he heard it

22
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was over. You see, miss, he had agrudge against the Germans
over the last one.  Getting on very nice he was, what with
munitions and everything, and then they went and stopped it.
And now they've stopped it again.  That's twice the Germans
have done it on Gran'dad, and it's made him lose his faith in
everything.

DENZIL DELAWARE enters. He is wearing battledress,
with a captain's badges. His age is thirty, and he is hand-
somer even than hisfather, but pleasing in manner more than
in looks. He can disarm an opponent by smiling at him—
that sort of chap.

DENZIL. Oh, sorry! | didn't know anyonewashere! . ..
Why, it's Amabel!

He goes over to greet her, and ELSIE, with a look of
adoration on her face, goes out.

AMABEL. Fancy you remembering me.

DENZIL. | couldn't forget you. Nobody could.

AMABEL. Flatterer. After dl you've gone through, and all
the glory you've won. Y ou might easily forget a poor insigni-
ficant little person likeme. | can scarcely believeitis dl true.
But | know him, | said when | heard the news, we were swest-
hearts when we were children! . . .

DENZIL. So we were.

AMABEL. It ssems incredible that anyone | knew could
win the V.C.

DENZIL. Wél, someone you know haswon it.

AMABEL. Doesn't that show how wonderful lifeis? | do
think everything is wonderful. Only last week, | sad to
myself—| was resting at the time—I'm not very strong, as you
may remember—isn't it wonderful, | sad! . . .

DENZIL. What ?

AMABEL. Oh, nothing in particular. Just everything.
Ian't it wonderfiil, | said. It made me fedl a better woman.

DENZIL. But did you need to ?

AMABEL. Now you'e teasing me, Denzil, just as you used
to when we were sweethearts. But | know | have faults.
Who hasn't ? That's just what | dways say. Who hasn't |
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sy. And why should | expect to be faultless when everybody
has faults ?  All the same, there's good in the worst and bad in
the best, and when | heard the news about you winning the
V.C, | sad, Wdl, | said, doent that just prove it.

DENZIL. M'yes!

AMABEL. | was aways on your Sde, Snooky. You dont
mind my calling you Snooky, do you ?

DENZIL. Of course not.

AMABEL. No matter what anyone said against you, | stood
up for you. Hell winoutintheend, | said. And you have.
Oh, I'm so proud of you, Snooky. You've justified my faith.

DENZIL. How nice of me.

AMABEL. | told Else I'd come in to spesk to Alice, but |
redly ran in to catch a glimpse of you when you weren't
surrounded by admirers . . . just us two, perhaps.

DENZIL. Widl, how have you been dl thislong time ?

AMABEL. I've fdt the drain of the war very deeply. |
don't dways show my fedings, but you must remember how
sengitive | am. Theleast thing upsets me. | did what | could,
of course.  One has to do one's bit. "Who dies if England
lives?' That's dways been my motto. | have aweak heart,
though, and that's a grest handicap.

DENZIL. Yes | expectitis

AMABEL. Doctor Barclay disapproved of my doing anything
strenuous, and he gave me a certificate. He's such anice man,
Dr. Barclay. Héll give you a certificate for dmost anything.
But | did dl | could. The moment war broke out, | said to
myself, What can | do for England ? Dr. Barclay said the best
thing | could do was nothing. Keep cam and cool.  But that
wasn't enough for me.  Setting an example is dl very wel,
but | wanted to do more than that, and | started the Canteen.
How grateful the dear boys were when | served them with
coffee.  One of them told me that a cup of coffee from a
woman's hand reconciled him to anything. He spent a lot of
his time in the Canteen, esting doughnuts and reminding
himsdlf of the gentle things of life. | sometimes wonder where
he is now.
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DENZIL. Indink, | fancy.

AMABEL. Clink?

DENZIL. Yes one of those places we liberated. He must
miss the doughnuts.

AMABEL. Ah, me, what a lot has happened since we were
children. .

DENZIL. A lot has happened since anybody's childhood.

AMABEL. But we were very happy then. | was so fond of
you, Denzil, though you were naughty.

DENZIL. Was | ? | don't remember. Anyhow, | hope
you're gill fond of me.

AMABEL. Wadll, of course, we're older now, aren't we? |
mean to say, we aren't children any longer. Isn't that a pity ?

DENZIL. No, | don't think so. | hated my childhood.

AMABEL. Oh, but Denzil, it's so beautiful. Heaven lies
about us in our childhood. Who was it said that ?

DENZIL. A damned fool. | didn't enjoy mine. It's an
over-rated period of life, much admired by old men and older
women.

AMABEL. Youre just the same as ever—different.

DENZIL. Thisgirl, Melanie! . . .

AMABEL (with a drop in temperature).  Oh, yes.

DENZIL. How did old Philip pick her up ?

AMABEL. Oh, | don't think he picked her up. It's only
Americans who pick people up.

DENZIL. Americans don't pick. They're picked. Where
did Philip meet her ?

AMABEL. Oh, in the war. You know the way people did
meet. War's frightfully promiscuous, | think.

DENZIL. Was she in the Forces ?

AMABEL. Oh, no. Méeanie would never go into Forces.

DENZIL. | suppose she got a certificate too ?

AMABEL. No, she went into a Government office with a
V.I.P. or something. That's how Philip met her, | think. He
was doing some work for the Government.

DENZIL. Shesasmart girl.

AMABEL, M'yes.
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DENZIL. Youdon'tlike her?

AMABEL. Oh, I do, | do. | admireher very much. Only
—wadll, ought one to look so smart when England's in such
trouble ?

DENZIL. That's the time to look your smartest. Mogt
Englishwomen manage to look damned dowdy even when
England isn't in trouble, I'm dl for style. It does a soldier
good to come out of the Line and see smart women !

AMABEL. | dohopel shdl seealot of you, Snooky !

DENZIL. Oh, you will!

AMABEL. But | mean—uwell, not in a crowd, but as we used
to meet when we were children—and sweethearts.

ALICE enters.

ALICE. I'm so sorry, Amabel!

AMABEL. Don't apologise. I've enjoyed my little talk with
Snooky. Wehad somuchtosay! . . .

ALICE. Oh, Snooky, the Clerk of the Council hastel ephoned.
The Mayor and he are coming to consult you.

DENZIL. Consult me. What about ?

ALICE. A public reception! . . .

DENZIL. ©h, God, must | have one ?

ALICE. You don't have to have anything. But it'll be
disappointing to people if you dontt.

AMABEL. Of courseit will. They're pining to see you.

DENZIL. Itwasthelast of methey pinedto seewhen | was
here before.

ALICE. Need you harp on that? It isn't anything to
remember.

AMABEL. Forgive and forget. We were dl wrong—even
you, Snooky. N

DENZIL (with his attractive twisted smile). ~ Sorry, Alice, I'm
not realy aharper. What do | havetodo ? Stand about and
look noble? Tdl 'em | only did what anybody would have
done?

ALICE. Yes, that's about all! When's the Investiture ?

DENZIL. A week today.



PRIVATE ENTERPRISE 27

ALICE. Wed like the public reception here immediately
after that.

AMABEL. Youll wear it, won'tyou? TheV.C. | mean.

DENZIL. Thisis going to be a frightful fuss.

AMABEL. All heroes are modest!

DENZIL. I'm not modest. | know | did a damned brave
thing. That's what surprises me. | can't think how | came
todoit! . ..

AMABEL. | sad you were modes.

DENZIL. No, I'm not modest. I'm puzzled. | suppose
I'm as brave as most people, and as frightened, but how did |
come to be as brave as dl that ? It was the daftest, damned
thing to do. | must have been off my nut.

AMABEL. Oh, Denzil, everybody knows how cam and cool
you were.  The Vicar never stops talking about it. He tells
everybody how dedliberate you were.

DENZIL. Yes, he's mentioned that to me more than once.
But heswrong. | tdl you if | had thought about it, | shouldn't
have done it.

AMABEL. Nonsense, nonsense!

ALICE. You'reseious, Snooky ?

DENZIL. Absolutely dead serious. | simply don't know
how | came to do that incredibly courageous act. My God, |
go cold and shivery when | think of it. How did | survive?
| wasn't even hit.

AMABEL. You were guided and protected.

DENZIL. Why weren't other men guided and protected?
And if | was, why was | ? Why should a bad hat like me be
guided and protected ? No, that's blind dley stuff, Amabel.
Just sentimental gush. | must have been mad. And what a
chap does when he's daft isn't courageous.

ALICE. Itswhat we cdl courage.

DENZIL.  Yes but is it ?

AMABEL. Indeeditis When | think of it, my heart legps
with elaion.

DENZIL. When | think of it my knees knock with fear.

AMABEL. | want to cry when | hear you talking like that.
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It makes mefed that after dl the world is worth while and that
people are good. So much nobility and so much modesty.
Forgive mefor crying! . . .

MELANIE enters.

DENZIL. Ah, Mdanie!

MELANIE. Am [ intruding ?

DENZIL. No, no, of courseyou aren't.

MELANIE. How are you, Amabd ?

AMABEL. | fed uplifted, Mdanie. That's the only word
| canuse. Uplifted. You see I've been crying.  Of course,
| fed things very deeply. I'm so sendtive.  You're much
tougher than | am.  So are you, Alice.  And then, of course,
Médanie, I've known Denzil since we were children. He and
| were sweethearts.  Weren't we, Denzil ?

DENZIL. What? Oh,yes, yes of coursewewere. | mean,
Meanie, | used to knock her about a hit.

AMABEL. You never hit me, Denzl, never. You were
adways sweet! . . . | must go home, Alice. | redly cameto
see Denzil and I've been rewarded. | feel so moved that |
want to go to my room ... and pray.

DENZIL. Why ?

AMABEL. Oh, Denzil! . . .

She almost runs out of the room.

ALICE. | must go and see her off. (Exit).

DENZIL. She'sacomic.

MELANIE. Shesvery sentimentd.

DENZIL. Yes drippingwithdop. Shewasawaysamushy
piece. Cries very easly. But knows how to take care of
herself. These weepers dways do. | shouldn't say you
cried much, Mdanie.

MELANIE. No, I'm not aweeper. But | dso know how to
take care of mysdlf.

DENZIL. Do you ?

MELANIE. Yes. All women should know how to take care
of themselves. But no man should. Security for women;
danger for men.

DENZIL. The women get the best of it, don't they ?
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MELANIE. It'saman'sprivilegetogivewomenthebest ofit.
ALICE re-enters.

DENZIL.  Got rid of her ?

ALICE. Yes she dmod fell down the steps in her excite-
ment.

DENZIL. Did she do much work in the war ?

MELANIE. You'd think sheld won it from the way she talks!

ALICE. She sarved coffee to the troops and played bridge
for the Red Cross. That's what she caled keeping up the
public morade. Shes bridge mad. On the resurrection
morning, shell play the last trump.

MELANIE. Shé's very rich, isn't she ?

ALICE. Very. Shessorichthat she can afford to berich.

DENZIL. Why hasn't shemarried ?

ALICE. Oh, she's not as rich as dl that. Men are very
choosy now. They like their women to be intelligent.

DENZIL. Butalrichwomenareinteligent. Andbeautiful!
| wonder if | could live with her.

MELANIE. Would you marry her ?

DENZIL. Wdl, not gladly, but patiently. | suppose |
ought to settle down, and if she can keep me in the style to
which | should like to fed accustomed, she'd do dl right.
I'm not fussy about women, so long as they're rich.

ALICE. People who marry for money have to work very
hard for their wages.

MELANIE. Notnearly ashardaspeoplewhomarry forlove.
And they do get some wages. Lovers don't.

DENZIL. I've had dl the hardship | want, and I'm taking
things eadly from now on.  If Amabel has enough money, Il
let her maintain me, but | want alot.

MELANIE. Youwon'thaveany difficulty in persuading her.
She's ripe for the plucking.

ELSIE enters.

ELSIE. The Mayor and the Town Clerk are here, madam.
I've shown them into the morning room.

ALICE. Very wel, Else. (Exit Elsie). Youd better go
and spesk to them, Denzil. If you want me, I'll dill be here.
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DENZIL. Right. Only this sort of thing isn't my line.
He goes out.

MELANIE. lsn't he odd ?

ALICE. He was dways odd.

MELANIE. But very likedble.

ALICE. You like him ?

MELANIE. Very much. But | shouldn't careto be hiswife.

iALICE. A good lover, you think, but not a good husband ?

MELANIE. M'yes! You know where you are with a
husband.

ALICE. But not with a lover ?

MELANIE.  No.

ALICE. How full of guile you sound, Manie.

MELANIE. | havemy wisdom, Alice. Itisnot everybody's
wisdom, but it serves me very well. | think the most important
thing in the world is wisdom.

ALICE. Morethanlove?

MELANIE. Much more.

ALICE. Did you say wisdom or worldly wisdom ?

MELANIE. | don't know the difference.

ALICE. | was afraid you didn't. There is one, you know.
I've taken along time to find it out.  Listen, Melanie.  When
Gerad was killed, | felt very bitter about Andrew. But I'm
ashamed of that bitterness now. Gerald wouldn't have
liked it.

MELANIE. | never tak about these things, Alice. What's
theuse? Your loss isnt any less because people are sorry for
you. But | fed for you more than you imagine.

ALICE. Wed only been married a month.

MELANIE. No wonder you felt bitter.

ALICE. | wasn't fair to Andrew. | thought he went about
looking smugly noble because he wasn't fighting, drawing
himsdf up as if he were thinking, "How much finer | am than
these people who go about dying for their country and their
faith 1"  Every time | thought of Gerald crashing in flamed!...

MELANIE. Don't.

ALICE. It's dl right. | cah manage. He had a quick
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desth. Better than alongillness. That's what | tell mysdlf,
but 1 don't fed very convinced about it. | think | hated
Andrew then. He was standing aside, and that seemed a poor
thing to do. But | don't hate him any more. He has his
courage too. He's been under more fire than many soldiers.
His ambulance was in nearly every blitz in London. Heisnt
a coward.

MELANIE. Buthewon't fight. A man should bewillingto
fight.

ALICE. How arewe to stop war if everybody wants to fight ?

MELANIE. Why do you want to stop it ?

ALICE. We ghdl finish ourselves if we dontt.

MELANIE. Youthink I'm shalow, don't you ?

ALICE (hesitatingly}.  Wel—yes, | did.

MELANIE. Don't you il ?

ALICE. I'm not sure.

MELANIE. | knew you did. Lots of people do. They
fancy because I'm not always shedding tears and running round
like an agitated rabhbit, that | don't think and feel. | think and
fedl agreat dedl, Alice. But even if | were as shalow as you
thought me, are you sure | should be wrong ?

ALICE. Goon. Youvemorethan that to say.

MELANIE. Shdlow people are very happy, but people who
fed things deeply are miserable. They suffer unnecessary
pain. And what's the good? They can't prevent our
troubles.

ALICE. We shan't prevent them if we don't try.

MELANIE. 1'd rather be me Alice, and forget my troubles
quickly, than you, and never forget them. I'm much happier
than you are.

ALICE. Isthat dl you care about—happiness ?

MELANIE. Do you know anything better ? Why isit wise
to remember your grief, and shdlow to forget it ? | sometimes
think you're afool.

ALICE. Me?

MELANIE. Yes far moreofafool than| am, with your deep
fedings and your sense of duty. Philip's as bad as you are,
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and what thanks does he get ? His workmen think he's done
very well out of the war, don't they ?

ALICE. Yes

MELANIE. Well!

ALICE. You seemto think that dl these things are merely
amatter of opinion. Aren't you forgetting our nature ?

MELANIE. No. Butthat worksbothways, for theshalow,
like me, and the deep, likeyou. | don't let nature take liberties
with me. | take liberties with nature. Anyhow, if it's my
nature to be shallow, that's not my fault, is it ?

ALICE. Sofather says, but you can change your nature.

MELANIE.  Can you ?

The door opens and DELAWARE, followed by ANDREW,
enters. ANDREW has a Ietter in his hand.

DELAWARE. Take no notice of it.

ANDREW. | shant.

ALICE. What is it, Andrew ?

ANDREW. Another anonymous letter, comparing me un-
favourably with Snooky.  (He tears the letter in pieces and puts
it in the wastepaper basket}.

MELANIE. Doyouget many letterslikethat ?

ANDREW. Quite a lot. | oughtn't to fed upset by them,
but | do. | don't like being abused, even by people | despise.

MELANIE. How odd! When | despise people, they don't
exig.

DELAWARE. People who write letters like that, Andrew, are
ether fools or vicious, and generdly both. If your mind is
troubled by their reproach, then you deserve reproach.  It's a
sign that you're unsure of yoursalf.

ANDREW. | am.

ALICE (in surprise).  Are you ?

ANDREW. Sometimes. I'mnot so sure of my own tightness
that | never have a doubt.

DELAWARE. If we were to wait for certainty, we should die
of despair. What you've never redlised, Andrew, is that
there's another view round the corner ! . . . | met Amabd in
the stireet.  She told me sheld been here,
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ALICE. Snooky's thinking of marrying her.

ANDREW. Snooky! Oh, nonsense. Heslarking.

DELAWARE. W, hell have to live with her. That'll be
harder than winning the V.C.

ANDREW. She's a kindly creature of course.

ALICE. A man aways says that about a woman when he
thinks she's a drivelling idiot.

DELAWARE. If Amabel hadn't any kindness of heart, what
could you say she has.

MELANIE. Money.

DELAWARE.  Ha ha

MELANIE. Her kindness doesn't interest Snooky. Her
income does.

DELAWARE. Wiéll, of course, she ought to provide for some-
body besides herself.  But | shouldn't like him to hurt Amabel.

MELANIE. Peoplehurtthemselves. Itistheir own fault if
they are hurt.

ANDREW. You've got very definite views, Mdanie.

MELANIE. As definite as | can make them. I'm sure of
nothing but my own desire.

ANDREW. Andwhat'sthat ?

MELANIE. Tohaveagoodtime. _

ANDREW. | wish | could satisfy mysdif as eadly asthat. |
keep on wondering how to give other people a good time.

DELAWARE. That's what you think you think. You redly
form an opinion of a good time, and then try to impose it on
other people.  There's a Hitler in the heart of every idedist.

ALICE. Father, why do you tak so cynicaly. You know
that's not how you fed!.

DELAWARE. It's how | ought to fed.

ANDREW. Sometimes | feel so despondent that | want to
throw in my hand. |s anything any of us do worth doing ?
We spend our lives trying to improve ourselves, and look &t us.
What a bloody lot we are!

DELAWARE. Yes look a us. Not a pretty sight, are we,
Méeanie ?

C
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MELANIE (rising and almost exhibiting her grace). | do my
best to look well.

DELAWARE. And you succeed, my dear.

MELANIE. You shdl haveakissfor that. (She kisses him,
and then reseats herself).

ALICE. It's very easy to be pessmigtic. Mog people are.
A man needs courage to be an optimit.

ANDREW. Yes. One day, about two years ago, when | was
in Devon, teking a rest after a bout of blitzes, | climbed up a
hill above a little town on the sea, so smdl that it hasn't any
industry a dl, not even alaundry ! It was a lovely evening,
one of those fine days when England warms your heart, and
you want to gather it up in your arms and hug it. While | was
sitting there, amogt at peace, two aeroplanes flew in from the
sa  They came over the hill where | was sitting and turned
towards the town, and | saw a bomb come out of one of them
and fdl on some workmen's houses. It was just about tea
time. There was an explosion and the whole place was hidden
in a cloud of red dust. Presently, flames flickered through.
| couldn't hear a sound, not a single sound. Even the flames
were slent. Then the cloud of dust began to sdtle, and
houses emerged from the mist. | ran down the hill asfast as |
could, and found rescuers trying to recover the dead and
wounded from the wrecked houses.  In one house lived some
people| knew : ayoungworkman and hiswife and two children.
They had just begun their tea when the bomb hit their home
and destroyed them ! . . . Do you know, the whole raid was
over in about a minute and a half. Two young men flew in
from the sea and killed a workman and his wife and children
in less than ninety seconds, and went away again. | don't
know why this raid upset me more than any I'd seenin London,
but it did. | suppose it was the flippancy of it, the obscene
whimsicality that shattered me.  If that airman had fumbled
with his trigger for a moment, his bomb would have falen in
the seg, and al those four people would gill be dive.  Isnt it
frightful that our lives should depend on such mischance?
But that isnt dl. Am | to feel admiration for the young men
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who did that? What's noble about it? We've lived for
myriads of years and made progress and more progress, and we
think very highly of oursdves, but at the end of it dl, two
light-hearted lads come casually out of the sky and kill a
workman and his wife and children who were sitting down to
tea! ... Noble isntit? Something to sing about!

MELANIE. Wsdl, what can we do about it ?

ANDREW. | want people to say they won't do that—that
they would rather die than do that! .. .

DELAWARE. They never will.

ANDREW. Then the sooner the human race packs up and
departs, the better.

ALICE. Do you think Gerdd was flippant when he raided
the Germans ?

ANDREW. Oh, Alice, you know what | mean. | hate the
thought of asking him to do such things.

ALICE. Itisn't any-worse than any other kind of war. It's
more merciful to be killed by a bomb than to have a bayonet
stuck in your bowels.

ANDREW. The whole thing is horrible ....

ALICE. Gerad diedforyou! . ..

DELAWARE (taking hold of her). Alice, my dear !

He leads her to a chair, where she sits down and sobs.

ANDREW. Alice!

DELAWARE waves him into silence. In afew moments,
she recovers herself.

ALICE. I'm sorry, father.

DELAWARE.  All right, my dear.

ALICE (rising). Youll al bein to supper, won't you ? Il
just go to the kitchen and see what there is.

She goes out, and as she does so, Denzl enters.

DENZIL. Hdlo! Alicelooks upset.

DELAWARE. Yes, sheis, but don't take any notice.

DENZIL. Wédl, I've got rid of them. | told them I'd do
what they wanted, and they went away as pleased as Punch.

DELAWARE. What are you talking about ?

DENZIL. Oh, of course, you weren't here when they came
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in. The Mayor and the Clerk came to see me about the public
reception. What's wrong ? You dl look very glum!

DELAWARE. Andrew has a poor opinion of mankind.
Idedligts nearly dways have. Their admiration for man in the
abgtract is so great that when they meet man in the concrete
they lose their temper. But |, being a pessmist, and having
no very great hopes of improvement, am continually surprised
to find how much better people are than | expected them to be.

ANDREW. What's the war taught you, Snooky ?

DENZIL. How to kill.

ANDREW. Nothing dse?

DENZIL. Yes afew things, but that mostly. You forget,
don't you, that killing's a soldier's job.  The more enemies he
wipes out, the more likely he is to win the war. Kill or be
killed—that's about dl it amounts to.  I'll tell you something
d=e I'velearned fromthewar.  The more principles aman has,
the more ready he is to kill people who don't agree with him.
High-minded men can be very bloody-minded and damned
crud. I'dfeel alot safer with acommon blackguard who fights
for fun than | would with a mora man who fights for faith.
I might get more mercy from the blackguard : | shouldn't get
any from the mordigt.

MELANIE. Do you think Andrew would be less merciful
than—than . . . ?

DENZIL. Than me? Yes much less. | wouldn't trust
mysdf with Andrew when he was suffering from mord
indignation.

ANDREW. Snooky likes his joke.

DENZIL. That's not a joke. My dear Andrew, dl the
tyrants and ruthless oppressors have been men with a mora
misson . . . certain they were sent into the world to redeem it.
The mosgt bloodthirsty man | met in the war was a pious
Highlander who nearly passed out a the thought of playing
football on Sunday.

DELAWARE. I'm afraid of high-minded men mysdf, but
I'm dso afraid of scoundrels. | could do very well without
ether.
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DENZIL. What, and have the world full of smug little Civil
Servants.

DELAWARE. | don't think they need be smug, Denzil.

DENZIL. Must be, if they're Civil Servants. Can't help
themsalves. They pass examinations in smugness. Listen,
father, I've got a problem for you. What's to become of me ?

DELAWARE. I'm damned if | know !

DENZIL. Wadl, you brought me into the world. It's your
business to see me safely through it.  (Alice returns and sits
down beside her father}.  Something's got to be done about me.
I'm not high-minded like Andrew or devoted to duty like
Philip. I'm just a plain bad hat. Until this war, | wasn't
anybody's blue-eyed boy. | was a complete flop, a mora and
socid washout. But now look at me!  People who'd have
crossed the street to avoid meeting me, now come rushing up
to shake my hand. Mayors and Town Clerks solicit interviews
with me, and ask me when itll be convenient for me to be
publicly received by my proud fellow-citizens. And why?
Because | killed alot of people | didn't know ! It seems that
| have ataent for killing. But | can't walk into an office and
say to the Managing Director, "I'm very nifty at daughter, and
I'd like agood job at fifteen hundred ayear " Well, what are
you going to do about me ?

DELAWARE. We can't get up a war every now and then for
your benefit, Denzil! . . .

DENZIL. Butif I'd lived two or three centuries ago, that's
exactly what would have been done for me. 1'd have been a
chap who earned his living wherever there was a war, and it
would have been somebody's business to see that | had a job.
I've strayed out of my period. I'mlost.  Hitler really did me
agood turn when he started the war.  1'd probably be in gaol
now if he hadn't.

ALICE. Why should you expect us to make your life for
you ? You should make it yourself! . . .

DENZIL. | did, and a nice mess it was.

ALICE. Men make their own lives. It's only daves who
expect to have them made.
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DENZIL. Inthat cae, I'm awilling dave. | want to be
kept. Amabe's the most likely keeper I've seen so far. If
nobody better turns up, she can have me. (PHILIP enters).
Oh, hullo, Philip ! Still got your nose to the grindstone ?

PHILIP. Yes, and I'm not sure which will give out firgt, the
grindstone or thenose.  (To MELANIE as he kisses her). Hullo,
darling. Father, I've had atalk with old Logan. He's immo-
vable. Hewon't join any union.

DELAWARE. Wadl, why should he if he doesn't want to ?

PHILIP. The men say he must join or go.

DELAWARE. I'm damned if he will. He's worked for us all
his life!

PHILIP. | know. That's how | feel. But well have
trouble if he doesn't join. That chap Snoddy's particularly
unpleasant about him, and he's got a lot of influence over the
men. I'm prepared to fight, father.

MELANIE. Fight? What do you mean—fight ?

PHILIP. If Logan doesn't join their union, the men will
grike.  I'm willing to fight, father, if you are.

DENZIL. That'll make you damned unpopular.

PHILIP. Yes, but Logan's agood man. He's been faithful
to us, and we must be faithful to him.

DELAWARE. Besides, it's our factory, Denzil.

DENZIL. The men don't seem to think so.

PHILIP. That's what we must teach them. Oh, Mdanie,
I've got a meeting tonight.

MELANIE. Anocther meting. You've been to one dmost
every night for a month.

PHILIP. Not every night, darling. Pretty often, | admit.
| can't help it. The work has to be done, and mogt of the
people who should be doing it, aren't here.  Can | have some-
thing to est fairly soon, Alice?

ALICE. Yes Philip. It'sacold supper, so you can have it
now. Come aong.

Exit ALICE.
PHILIP. Good! Father, you'l fight, won't you ?
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DELAWARE. Wi, yes. | don't like this sort of thing.  I'm
an old man, and | want peace.

PHILIP (going towards the door}.  But not a any price, father.

DELAWARE (following him to door). No, not a any price.
But I'd pay a good dedl for it.

PHILIP. Well fight, father.

DELAWARE. All right, Philip. Thisis your job more than
mine !

They go out together.

ANDREW (calling after them). But why ? Why ? No fight
is worth what it cogts !

PHILIP (off). | don't agree.

ANDREW. But, Philip . . . (Hegoes off to continue hisplea).

DENZIL. Looks as if we were going to have trouble.

MELANIE. Yes | dont like it much.

DENZIL. Wdl, why don't you stop Philip ?

MELANIE. Have you ever tried to stop him ?

DENZIL. Yes, severa times.

MELANIE.  Who won ?

DENZIL.  He did.

MELANIE. Philip's tough. Very tough. Wel, I'd better
go and see that he's getting a proper med.

DENZIL. Come here. (She comes up to him.  They look at
each otherfor a moment or two.  Then heputs his arms round her
and kisses her ardently).

MELANIE (releasing hersdf). You're a little rough, aren't
you?

DENZIL. You wanted me to kiss you ?

MELANIE. VYes

He kisses her again, and this time her arms go round him
and his kiss is returned as ardently as it is given. Then
MELANIE withdrawsfrom his arms and sits down and sighs.
With satisfaction? Or regret? With both? They are
slent for afew moments.

DENZIL. Weél, where do we go from here ?

MELANIE. Nowhere.

DENZIL. Oh! Isthisthe end ?
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MELANIE. Listen Snooky. I'm not getting into trouble
for you or anybody dse.  If you think I'm going to land mysdif
in tiie divorce court because you're amusing to kiss, you must
think again, and think better. | don't attach any importance
to this sort of thing. It'samusing . . . that's all... agreesble
entertainment, but not more important than going to the
movies.

DENZIL. Butyou enjoyed being kissed ! . . .

MELANIE. | enjoy tennis. But I'm not breaking up my
lifewith Philip for kisses or tennis. Y ou're much too casud a
gentleman for a girl to leave homefor.

DENZIL (almost offended). | s

MELANIE. | don't mind being kissed by you. | like skilful
kissing, and you're good at it. But that's dl, Snooky. (She
rises as she speaks}.  Understand ?

DENZIL. ~ Huh ... uh ... huh.

She walks to the door, where she pauses.

MELANIE. Oh, andanotherthing. I'drather st andwatch
Philip eating cold spam for supper than be kissed by you . . .
or anybody.

She goes out, as it were, flicking her skirt. He stands
gaping at the door through which she has vanished, then he
shakes his fist.

DENZIL. Well, damn your eyes, then! Damn and blast
your eyes!



ACT 1l
SCENE |

The time is close on seven o' clock on a winter nighty about six
months later. DENZIL, no longer in uniform, is sitting
reading the evening paper. The sound of a car is heard
outside. "This must be them"' he says, and going to one
of the windows, pulls a curtain aside and looks out.

DENZIL (still at the window). Good Lord, it's Amabel!
Damn! |forgotdl about her. (Hereturnsto the centre ofthe
room). Phooo-00-00, she will be in a wax !

He goes to the door and opens it and listens.  The sound
of women's voices—AMABEL'S and ELSIE'S—can be heard.
Then ELSE says—'No, Miss, he's by himsef in the
drawing room."

DENZIL (calling into the hall). I'm here, Amabel.

A moment later, Awabel appears in the doorway.

AMABEL. Oh, Snooky!

DENZIL (drawing her into the room and kissing her). I'm
terribly sorry, darling! . . .

AMABEL (pouting). | wated and waited !

DENZIL. Wel, I'msorry! . ..

AMABEL. | couldn't believe you wouldn't be there to meet
me.  Why weren't you there ?

DENZIL (shutting the door). Well, the truth is | forgot.

AMABEL.  Forgot!

DENZIL. Yes | know that soundsawful, darling! . . .

AMABEL. You said you'd meet me. You promised! “And
apromiseis apromise. But youforgot.

DENZIL. Waittill you hear my news!

AMABEL. What news? | haven't heard any.

DENZIL. Il tel youifyoull ligen! . ..

AMABEL. Wédl, | am ligening. I've been listening &l the

41
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time. | was s0 cold standing there, waiting and waiting.  You
know how delicate | am. The least thing upsets me. |
waited ever so long, hours and hours/ . . .

DENZIL. Ten minutes!

AMABEL. Weél, it seemed like hours, and when it seems
hours, it li hours. And then you tell me you forgot. | mean
tosay!...

DENZIL. Stdown, darling. You must be very tired! . . .

AMABEL. | am. Pm sure I've got a temperature or Some-
thing. | aways get atemperature. The slightest thing gives
me atemperature. | stood on a man's foot dl the way from
Euston! . ..

DENZIL. He must have enjoyed that.

AMABEL. He was very nasty about it, and kept on making
remarks. Asifl wantedto stand on hisfoot. It's bad enough
to have to stand on your own. Why didn't you meet me ?
You know you promised ! . . .

DENZIL. Wadl, darling, Crump died suddenly.

AMABEL. Crump! Crump! Who's Crump?

DENZIL. Our Member of Parliament.

AMABEL. Oh, him! Hes no loss, is he? Hes only
Labour. And we could do with less of them. 1'd gladly go
to amemoria service for the whole lot.

DENZIL. There's going to be a bye-eection, Amabel.

AMABEL. Oh, isthere? Why?

DENZIL. Because Crump's dead.

AMABEL. Hes as much nuisance dead as he was dive.

DENZIL. I'mamost certainto be askedto stand for the seet.

AMABEL. What! Go into Parliament ?

DENZIL. Yes. I'mexpectingadeputation at any moment.
In fact, | thought you were the deputation.

AMABEL. Oh, wdl, of course, if you're going to be in
Parliament, that's different. | expect you'l get on very nicdy
there.  WEeIl meet everybody and go to everything.

DENZIL. When Sdlby and Snoddy arrive! . . .

AMABEL. Snoddy! But he's a Socidigt!

DENZIL. Yes darling. | shal be a Labour candidate.
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AMABEL. But you're not Labour!. ..

DENZIL. Yes | am. For thetime being anyhow.

AMABEL. Oh, Denzil, it's ridiculous. How can you be
Labour ? You'e a gentleman.

DENZIL. | don't see much difference between one politician
and another. It's mostly a matter of accent.

AMABEL. Father used to say that when a Conservative
couldn't get ajob from his own party, he joined Labour.

DENZIL. Wadl, youwouldn't blame a poor bloke for going
abroad when he couldn't get ajob at home.

AMABEL. Anyhow, | think you might have met me. (He
stops her complaint with a kiss).

ELSIE enters.

ELSIE. There's some men to seeyou, Sr.

DENZIL. Oh, yes, Else. Show them in here, will you ?
How many are there ?

ELSE.  Two, sr.  (Exit}.

AMABEL. | suppose I'd better go now.

DENZIL. No, wait a while. | want to introduce you to
them.

AMABEL. That will please Snoddy. He glares & me as if
I'd pinched his purse.

DENZIL hears the sound of feet advancing along the hall,
and he goes to the door, which has been left open by ELSIE,
to greet his visitors.

DENZIL. Ah, gentlemen, comein !

ARTHUR SELBY, a man about sixty, enters, followed by
BERT SNODDY, whose age isabout thirty. SELBY isa Trade
Unionist rather than a Socialist, the sort of Labour man who
is nearly extinct. His sense is sound and solid, easy going
and good natured, and his opinions and his word are respected
even by his opponents.  He is better describable as a Radical
than as a Socialist. At the back of his mind, hefeels distrust
of officials, and resents their interference in his affairs.  He
realises that they cannot be done without, but he wishes there
werefewer of them and that they had less to do.  Neverthe-
less, he works with the Socialists, and even with the Commu-
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nists, because he thinks they are more likely than other
politicians to give workmen what he wishes them to have ....
BERT SNODDY is a very different sort of man : aggressive and
embittered and distrustful of anybody who differs from his
opinions.  His agile mind isfull of hatred. He loathes his
opponents because they are his opponents, and would cheerfully
disembowel any person who does not bow his head reverently
every time Karl Marx's name is mentioned.  He is afanatic,
chief victim of his own slogans and political catchwords.  In
the fourth century, he would have been a Desert Father,
abhorring humanity and especially his relations : and in the
fifteenth he would have been a thin-lipped Dominican monk,
seeking whom he might torment and torture.  His austerity
would have worried Cromwell. In the first third of the
nineteenth century, he would have been a High Anglican at
Oxford with Newman, and eager to mortify his own and other
people's flesh. Now he is a Communist, but substantially,
he is a sour-minded puritan, to whom suffering and dis-
comfort are congenial.  He will be very unhappy in Heaven,
but in his element in Hell. SNODDY is cleverer than SELBY,
if cleverness is anything, but not nearly so sound or sensible.
Both are religious men, but SELBY mingles hisfaith with hope
and charity : SNODDY doesnt. SELBY likes people and
trusts them; SNODDY didlikes them and distrusts them.
SELBY is an optimist and a Chrigtian and full of hope :
SNODDY isa Communist and a pessimist andfull of despair.
SELBY is an Englishman ; SNODDY is an internationalist:
and that's a description which, in SELBY'S opinion, is tanta-
mount to saying that he is an atheist and probably immoral.

DENZIL. I've brought you in here because this is the only

room with a fire. How are you, Sdby ?

SELBY. Fine. Good evening miss.

AMABEL. Good evening, Mr. Selby.

DENZIL. How are you, Snoddy ?

SNODDY. Austerity must be a novelty here.

DENZIL. Not as novd as you think, Snoddy. My great-

grandfather was a workman, and had opinions amost as strict
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as yours. We keep up some of his traditions, though | cant
say | care about them.

SELBY. | saw him once when | was ayoung lad. Fine old
fellow 'e was.

SNODDY. Wi, the upper classes are learning a little about
deprivetion. Do 'em good.

DENZIL. Let me introduce you to Miss Alderney-Evans.
Were going to be married ! . . .

SELBY (holding out his hand to AMABEL). Oh, indeed! |
congratulate you both.

AMABEL. Thank you, Mr. Seby. I'm very lucky, aren't
I ? Itisn't every woman who marries a V.C,, isit ?

SELBY. No, it isn't.

SNODDY. Weve met before—on Committees !

AMABEL. Yes haventwe? I'm afraid we differed, didn't
we?

SNODDY.  We did.

DENZIL. You two are the first outside the family to hear of
our engagement.

SELBY. WEéll, there's no class war in love.

SNODDY. It's worse in love than in economics. If you
want to know the biologicd evils of class distinctions, read
Bernard Shaw.

SELBY. It's only Conservatives that read Shaw. 'E's a
reactionary. Believesin equality. Labour 'as no use for that
nonsense. | wish you dl the best, Miss Alderney-Evans.

AMABEL. Thank you. Good-night!

= Goodnight.  (Exit AMABEL and DENZIL).

SNODDY. | don't like this engagement much.

SELBY. What'sit got to do with you ?

SNODDY. She's arich woman, isn't she? Her father was
one of the worst reactionaries in this town.

SELBY. You think anybody's a reactionary that doesn't
agree with you, Bert.

SNODDY. Wedl, that stands to reason, doesn't it. I'm a
progressive, arent | ?

d
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SELBY. That depends on where you're progressin’.

SNODDY. | don't like the idea of Labour men marrying rich
women.

SELBY. Why, ‘df the Cabinet's married to 'em.

SNODDY. That's al right if the women are Socidids, but
this one's a Conservative. Absolutely rank.

SELBY. 'Ell look after ‘er. Any man that is a man sees
that ‘is wife votes the way 'e does. Any'ow, '€s the best
candidate we're likely to get now. | aways said old Crump
was a rotten choice. 'E got the lowest mgjority in the Labour
party, an' '€s no sooner elected than 'e goes an' dies. This
chap'll win the seat as easy as wink. An' 'gs got 'er on toast.
Anybody can see she's daft about 'im.

SNODDY. W, so long as your eyes are open.

SELBY. They're open dl right.

Re-enter DENZIL.

DENZIL. Weél, gentlemen! Won't you sit down! (They
do so). | expect you could do with alittledrink ! . . .

SNODDY.  Not for me, thanks.

DENZIL. Youwill, Sdby ? I've asked Eldeto bring it in.

SELBY. Wi, ifit's goin. Bert doesn't drink on principle,
but | say drink's to be drunk, not argued about.

ELSIE enters with a tray on which are whisky and soda.
She sets it down.

DENZIL. Thank you, Elsie.

Exit ELSIE. DENZIL pours out whisky for himself and
SELBY.

DENZIL. Sureyouwon't have one, Snoddy ?

SNODDY.  Quite sure.

DENZIL. It's harmless stuff—practically lemonade.

SNODDY. | disgpprove of drink.

DENZIL. You don't mind us having it, | hope.

SNODDY. | do, but what's the use.

SELBY. It does me good to see a bottle like that. Must be
months since | saw one.

SNODDY.  You'd be better off if you never saw ancther.
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SELBY. | don't want to be better off.  (Takes hisglassfrom
DENZIL). Wadl, ‘ere's the skin off your nose.

DENZIL (taking a drink, too). And the skin off yours.

SELBY. | often wonder what teetotalers do when they want
to celebrate anything.

DENZIL. They don't.

SELBY. Don't what ?

DENZIL. Want to celebrate anything. Heré's the skin off
your nose again.

SELBY. An' off yours. Wél, now, you know why Bert an'
me are 'ere.  Joe Crump's death's took us by surprise an' put
usinaproper fix. That's the sort of chap 'ewas. Alwaysin
aste. A lingerin' death 'ud a-bin more convenient to us, but
0' course, Joe 'ad to go and die sudden. As | was sayin' to
Bert a minute ago, our mgjority at the Genera Election wasn't
too good, an' we can't afford to run any riskswithit.  Wewant
a candidate that'll go down well with the wobblers.

SNODDY. And with the women.

SELBY. Same thing. All women wobble. They 'aven't
any stability. | don't 'old with women's suffrage myself.
Never 'ave 'dd with it, an' never will. But Snce we've gat it,
we ‘ave to cope with it. What we need badly, Captain, if
you'l excuse the expression, is a picturesque candidate. I'm
an ardent Labour man mysdlf, but I must admit we aren't what
you'd cdl picturesque. Our chaps seem to keep their mindsin
dungarees.

SNODDY. Their business is with facts, not fairy tales.

SELBY. But the dectors like fairy tales. Think of the
things we told them at the Genera Election. An' they like a
picturesque persondity.

SNODDY. They got one in Ramsay MacDonad, and look
what he did to us.

SELBY. Wael, Ramsay Mac 'ad ‘is points. If 'ed been a
Conservative, 'ed ‘ave been advancedin isviews.  But any'ow,
we need a picturesque personaity in this congtituency, an'
(turning to DENZIL as he speaks) you've got one.  The crowd's
acomic thing. It doesn't know what it wants till it gets it, an’
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then it doesn't want it. It doesn't matter what sort of crowd
it is ‘igh-brow or low-brow or no-brow, it's comic, an' it ‘as to
be treated comic.  IfOratio Bottomley an' Socrates 'ad stood
for Oxford University, Socrates would 'ave log ‘is deposit.
Well, now, captain, you see ‘ow it is.  I've thought it best to
be open an' aboveboard with you. You're the best candidate
we can put up, though | ought to tell you there was opposition
to you!

SNODDY. | waspartofit. I'magainst upper class Labour
candidates asarule. | think Labour representatives should be
part of the proletariat.

SELBY. That word proletariat goes to Bert's 'ead.  It's 'is
form of intoxication.

DENZIL (to SNODDY). But I thought you were against class
digtinctions.

SNODDY. I'm againgt them in the rich, but the proletariat
must stick together.

SELBY. It's a nice, long, juicy word, that word proletariat.
Sort of satisfies you when you've nothin' to think about.

DENZIL. Why don't you stand, Snoddy ?

SNODDY. They wouldn't eect me.

SELBY. That's a fact. They wouldn't. Wouldn't touch
Bert with a barge pole.

DENZIL. Why ?

SELBY. 'E'sextreme. 'E's went to Ruskin College an' lost
'is zest for life.

SNODDY. I'm logicd.

SELBY. | ‘'a@elogic. It's only fit for foreigners.

SNODDY. I'm what's cdled a bitter ender. | don't believe
in half measures or compromise.  All or nothing, that's me.

SELBY. An' that's why we can't 'ave 'im as our candidae.
'E doesn't know the elementary facts of life, Bert doesn't.  If
you ask for dl or nothin', you damn well get nothin'.  Every-
body 'ere knows that Bert's a Communist, an' if 'e was to stand
for the seat, wed lose it.

SNODDY. That's the posdtion, Captain. Half the people
that voted for Joe Crump wouldn't vote for me, and asit's more
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important to keep the seat for Labour than to choose me as a
candidate, I'm content to stand down.

DENZIL. But isn't that compromise ?

SNODDY. | suppose it is but even | have to face facts.
And the fact in this constituency is, I'd be licked.

SELBY. Hes right, Captain. Were not Communists,
we're Labour men. Communism is a foreign ‘abit, an' we
prefer English 'abits. | don't 'old with foreigners as a rule.
They're a bit 'ysterica, aways wavin' their arms about, an'
ladi dain'. Communism's dl right for backward people, but
we're not Russians, so let's stick to English ways, if you see
what | mean.

DENZIL.  Yes | e

SELBY. All you've got to do is go on platforms an' let them
e that bit o' ribbon you've got, an' the seat'll be yours
‘andsome.  Give the proletariat what it wants, an' it'll eat out
of your ‘and.

DENZIL. And what does the proletariat want ?

SNODDY. Everything.

SELBY. They won't get it, but you 'ave to make 'em think
they will.

DENZIL. Wél, what do | haveto do ?

SELBY. ToetheParty line. That'sal. But what, roughly,
are your ideas about things ?

DENZIL. Wadl, roughly, | shal do whatever the Party tells
me, provided, of course, you approve of it.

SELBY. That's the only idea you need. Persndly, I'm
againgt members of parliament ‘avin' too many ideas. One at
atime is enough. It's a pity you aren't gettin' married this
week. A weddin' 'as avery stimulatin' effect on an dection.

SNODDY. Ther€e's one question you'll have to answer.  It's
about the cosad shop.

DENZIL. Yes?

. SNODDY. We're going to have a bit of trouble with your
Irm.
DENZIL, Ours?

D
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SNODDY. Yes. You've got a chap caled Logan, a religious
chap, working for you.

DENZIL. Yes, I've heard about him.

SNODDY. He doesn't belong to our Union.  Were nego-
tiating with your firm, but were not getting anywhere, and
well have to have a decision pretty soon.  Supposing there's
a strike, wherell you stand ?

DENZIL. Il take an impartid view ! . . .

SNODDY. But that's just what we don't want you to do.
We want you to take ours.

DENZIL. Oh, | don't supposetherell beany serioustrouble.
Anyhow, we can cope with it when it comes,

SELBY. That's right. 'Alf the trouble in the world is
caused by people lookin' for it.  Give it amiss | say, an' it
isn't there. W, captain, | think that's about dl we can do
tonight. We wanted to find out if you'd be willing to stand.
Of course, youll 'ave to meet the executive. This you
understand, is only a sort of afeder.

DENZIL. Yes, | understand that.

SNODDY. But if you'll stand, welll see that you're chosen.

DENZIL. When doesthe executive meet ?

SNODDY. Tomorrow night.

DENZIL. Allright. I'l bethere!

SNODDY. Then you'l stand ?

DENZIL. Yes

SELBY. Good! Good, good!

DENZIL. But my sdection must be unanimous.

SELBY. Insx weeks timeyou'll be our member.

They rise as he speaks. In the middle of good-bye babble >
the door opens and PHILIP enters.

PHILIP (halting in the doorway). Oh, | beg your pardon.
| didn't know ! . ..

DENZIL. That'sdl right, Philip. Weve just finished.

PHILIP (greeting the others}. Hullo, Sdlby, what are you
doing here? And you, Snoddy ? Hobnobbing with bloated
capitdists ! Ther€ll be great dismay in Moscow when Stdin
hears of this.
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SELBY. | wouldn't be surprised.  But (pointing to DENZIL)
‘eisntanenemy. 'E'soneofus. An'itwon't belong before
you ‘ave a member of parliament in your family.

PHILIP. What! Denzil ?

SELBY. That's right. 'E's just consented to be Labour
candidate at the bye-dection.

PHILIP. Labour candidate ?

SELBY. That's right. An' 'ell be the most popular candi-
date we've ever 'ad.

PHILIP (to DENZIL). Your conversion's been very sudden,
hasn't it ?

DENZIL. All conversons are sudden, but it isn't as sudden
asyouthink. I've been attending Labour meetings ever since
| came home. Haven't |, Sdby ?

SELBY. Ay, you've been very regular.

DENZIL. | haven't lisened to the men in the Army for six
years without learning something.  They don't intend to suffer
the dumps and the disappointments their fathers suffered after
the last war.

SELBY. That's afact! If we can 'ave full employment in
wartime, well take damn good care there's full employment in
peace.

SNODDY. Therell never be peace till we win the class war.

SELBY. It'sahit late for a chin-wag on Karl Marx, Bert, but
even if it wasn't, | cant stand the chap. 'Ed too much ‘air
on'isface. (To DENZIL) I'll let you know in the mornin' about
the meeting tomorrow night. (To PHILIP) Good-night, Mr.
Delaware.

PHILIP (shaking his hand). Good-night. (Turning to
SNODDY and holding out his hand). Y ou won't be compromised
in the Kremlin, will you, if we shake hands ?

SNODDY (taking his hand). Good-night!

Exeunt DENZIL, SELBY and SNODDY, chattering. PHILIP
is alonefor a moment or two. MELANIE enters.

MELANIE. Has the revolution begun ?

PHILIP. Denzil's been receiving a deputation from the
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Labour Party. Hes to be their candidate at this bye-dection -
we're to have.

MELANIE. Did you say Labour ?

PHILIP. Yes You knew hed been going to Labour
meetings?

MELANIE. Oh, yes but | thought that was just juvenile
intellectuaity—spots on the brain !

PHILIP. Snooky isnt ajuvenile, Mdanie.

MELANIE. Not in years, but he is in mind. He isn't half
the man you are.

PHILIP (pleased). Dont you think so? He's admired by
women.

MELANIE. M'yes, the sort that Amabel is—all gooseflesh
and gurgle.  But heisn't your equal. You're avery fineman,
Philip, though | says it as shouldnt.

PHILIP. Who dse has a better right to say it ? I'd rather
hear it from you than from any other living soul.

MELANIE.  Goose!

PHILIP. [ thought you were abit gone on Snooky yoursalf.

MELANIE. What! Me? I'm gone on you.

PHILIP. But weren't you interested in him ?

MELANIE. I'minterested in James Mason, but only as a
photograph.

PHILIP (drawing her close to him}. | seem to love you more
and more every day.

MELANIE (kissng him). Dear Philip. I'm not a very
intelligent woman, but | have the good sense to love you.
I'm the sort that wants to live with aman and have his children.
That's dl. I'm your woman, and | want you to be my
children's father. 1tl be good for them to have you for their
father ! ...

PHILIP. And you for their mother.

MELANIE. You se= Philip, I'm quite primitive. | just
want primitive things : aman, and a home, and a family; and
| dont care one damn about anything dse | think that
making a home and creating children that are worth having is
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a good job of work, and I'm content to do it.  The moment |
saw you, | marked you down !...

PHILIP. Y oumake me seem to have been trapped, my dear.

MELANIE. Wadl, you were trapped. | wanted you, and |
was determined to get you. And | did get you. Do you
think that a woman who took as much trouble to trap aman as
| took to trap you is going to waste her thoughts on a flibberty-
gibberty fellow like Snooky !. . .

PHILIP. Hehascharm, you know!

MELANIE. Charm! Pooh! Crooks have that! There's
more character in your little finger, Philip, than there is in
Snooky's whole composition. Or mine! (She kisses himand
moves away). Why is he standing for Labour ?

PHILIP. Labour's in power. But | oughtn't to say that.
_ It sounds as if | thought him insincere.

MELANIE. W, isn't he ?

PHILIP. Oh, no. Snooky has his own integrity.

MELANIE. So had Hitler.

PHILIP. Don't tie me up in words, Médanie.

MELANIE. I'm not trying to. DenziPs the sort that's out
for himsdf. That's dl. Amabe won't like this Labour
association.

PHILIP. Shell like whatever he likes. Hes her signature .
tune. Before long, shell be swathed in red ties and singing
The Red Flag. What have you been doing since lunch ?

MELANIE. Theusud stuff. Snooky and | went for a walk
after tea

PHILIP. But he had to meet Amabel, hadn't he ?

MELANIE. Hadhe? Hedidn't tdl methat. (To DENZIL,
who enters as she speaks). Denzil, did you meet Amabel
tonight ?

DENZIL. | forgot dl about it.

MELANIE. Forgot!

DENZIL. Yes. And shewas damned angry, too.

MELANIE. | should think so.

DENZIL. Has Philip told you my news, Meanie?
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MELANIE. Hetold mesome cockeyed story about you being
aLabour candidate! . . .

DENZIL. There's nothing cockeyed about it. It's a fact.

MELANIE. Wl look at the horny-handed son of toil! Do
we have to cdl you Comrade ?

DENZIL. Thereare sx Old Etoniansin the Minigtry. I've
just been looking them up in Who's Who.

EDMUND DELAWARE, followed by ALICE EDDINGTON,
enters.

MELANIE. Oh, father, Snooky's going into parliament.

DELAWARE. What for?

MELANIE (sneeringly). To serve his country.

DELAWARE. Have you chosen your Party yet, Snooky ?

DENZIL. Yes father. Labour. Or rather, it's chosen me.

PHILIP. You've just missed the deputation.

ALICE. But Snooky, you don't know athing about politics.

DELAWARE. Is that necessary in a member of parliament,
my dear ?

ALICE. | should have thought o, father.

DELAWARE. Innocent child. I've known about twenty
members in my life, and most of them were the damnedest
as%s I've ever met.  Snooky'll feel a home a Westmingter,
won't you, Snooky ?

DENZIL. All right, dad, | cantakeit.

DELAWARE. Parliament is made up of fluent fools and
pompous prigs, with an occasiona genius thrown into save our
sdf-repect.  Thank God, this country's better than the people
its puts in parliament.  Wed be ruined if it werent.

ALICE. Youreahbitter old man, father.

DELAWARE. | don't know whom to pity the most these days,
the young or the old, those who've logt hope or those who've
never had any.

DENZIL. What help am | going to get fromyou ?

PHILIP. Help!

ALICE.  Udl

DENZIL. Yes, | takeityoull help me.

ALICE.  But why ?
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MELANIE. Yes, Snooky, why ?

DENZIL. Weél, I'm one of the family, aren't | ? 'Y ou want
me to succeed ?

DELAWARE. My dear Denzil, are you quite daft ?

PHILIP. Succeed in what ? Your Party wants to put us
out of business, and you ask us to help them do it.

ALICE. Will you kindly sharpen this razor so that | can cut
your throat. We're Conservatives, Snooky, not Socidists.

DENZIL. Will you work for me, Melanie ?

MELANIE. No, Snooky.

ALICE. We'readll againgt you, Snooky.

DENZIL. Wdl, | shdl haveto fight without you.

DELAWARE. Youll have to do more than that, my boy.
Youll have to fight againgt us. (ANDREW enters). Perhaps
Andrew will help you.

ANDREW. What's that, father ?

DELAWARE. Perhapsyou'll help Snooky.

DENZIL. I'm standing for Parliament, Andrew.

ANDREW. Soam .

OMNES.  You!

ANDREW. Yes [I'm danding as a Pacifist.

MELANIE. Weél, we can't work for both of you.

DENZIL. But I'mto bethe Labour candidate, Andrew.

ANDREW. Yes, | know. That'swhy I'm standing. | want
to prove that principles are above family feding or any personal
relations. Besida Snooky, the Labour Party is the worst
enemy of peace!

DENZIL. Don't beso damned glly.

PHILIP. Oh! What about the class war ?

DENZIL. That's a rhetorical expression.

ANDREW. It's the main point in your creed. Labour men
bdieve in conflict and contention.  All the terms you use in
your indudtrid struggles areterms of war.  There'd be no need
for Trade Union leaders if employers and workmen were
sdtisfied, so they spread a belief that employers and workmen
are naIural enemies, and there can be no peace unstthe
workers have overcome the employers.
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DENZIL. That's very clever, no doubt! . . .

ANDREW. I'mnot trying to be clever, Snooky. Theworld
is gck of cleverness. It wants peace.  But how can there be
any peace anywhere when there's no peace here—in our heads
and our hearts.  (He strikes his head and his breast as he speaks).
I'm against your Party, Denzil. It's the warmonger's party.

DENZIL. Therearemore pacifistsin the Labour Party than
any other.

ANDREW. | can wdl bdieve that. It wasn't peace they
wanted : it was safety,

DENZIL. Don't you want safety ?

ANDREW. No, | want peace.

DENZIL. There's no senseinyour standing. You haven't
a hope of dection.  Youll forfeit your deposit.

ANDREW. | shdl have made a profession of faith.

PHILIP. And he may keep you out, Snooky.

DENZIL. Oh,that'sit,isit? Dividethe progressive vote !

DELAWARE. Why do Labour people aways assumethat they
aoneare progressive ?

ALICE. All you care about is higher wages and less work.

MELANIE. I'mrather likethat myself—only | don't pretend
to be noble about it.

DENZIL. Wadl, that's part of progress, isn'tit ? Providing
more and more people with more and more amenities of
civilisad life.

ALICE. Such asdog races and football pools.

DENZIL. Arethey any worse than horse races and bridge
parties?

DELAWARE. Are they any better ? That chap Selby, the
chairman of your Labour Party here! . . .

DENZIL. A very decent, upright man.

DELAWARE. Yes a very decent upright man. | have the
greatest respect for Selby's character, but | haven't the dightest
respect for his opinions.  I've talked to him about this progress
he thinks he's making, and it's the rankest reaction.  Industry
is to be controlled by the working class who are "the people
of England,” Aren't we "the people of England” too ? Sdby
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thinks a thing must be right because it's big. The higgest
crowd is the best crowd, and a million men are more important
than one man. But they're not, Snooky. A million men can
destroy the world.  One man can save it.

DENZIL. One man damned nearly destroyed it.

MELANIE. It only needs you to stand, Philip, and the family
party'll be complete.

PHILIP. Somebody in this house must work. Father and
I will try to keep the factory going while Snooky and Andrew
fiddle about.

DELAWARE. Y our pacifism puzzlesme, Andrew. Youseem
to think that mankind will perish if we don't make universa
peace. Butwill it ? There have been a least fifty wars in the
last hundred years. And many of them have been great wars.
We werefighting in the Crimeawhen my father was a boy, and
since then we've had—let me ¢ the Indian Mutiny, the
American Civil War, the Franco-German War, two South
African wars, and . . . (he cracks hisfingers as if he were trying
to recall names).

PHILIP. The Spanish-American and the Russo-Japanese
wars, father.

DELAWARE. Yes yes, of course. Wars in Abyssnia and
China

ALICE. And the two World Wars.

DELAWARE. Yes, the two World Wars. Y, in spite of all
these wars, in which millions of vigorous men and women were
killed, we have more abundant life than there was in your great
grandfather's day, and we've made immense material progress.

ANDREW. Isthat a pleafor war, father ?

DELAWARE. No, my son, it's apleafor common sense. The
world is better off now, in spite of the mess we're in, than it
ever was before.

ANDREW. Except one thing father.

DELAWARE. What's that ?

ANDREW. It has logt its soul.

DELAWARE, Lost—or only midaid?
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ANDREW. Does it matter which ?  We'd be better off if we
were to lose our possessions and recover our spirit.

DENZIL. Ifyou say thingslikethat in your eection address,
you won't get a single vote.  And you'll be mobbed.

ANDREW. Neverthdess, | shal say them.

PHILIP. We haven't lost or midaid our spirit. His soul is
the one thing a man can't lose.  It's dill there, even when he
has forgotten it. It's bigger and better than he is. Do you
think this frail and easily broken thing, this body you cdl me,
isdl | am, or that it matters more than the everlagting, striving
thing that brought us dl out of ancient dime and sent us haf-
way up the pinnacle of life? | keep my hope and | keep my
fighting faith. | don't bdieveinyour party of davers, Snooky,
nor do | believein your perpetua peace, Andrew. You fellows
make me feel sick. You go to your little tin tabernacles and
swear you will not cease from menta grife, fior shal your
sword deep in your hand, and while the words are ringing on
your lips, you turn Conchy at the first hint of war.

MELANIE. Philip, darling, how eloguent you are!

PHILIP. No, Mdanie, not € oquent, only hopeful.

DELAWARE. Hopeful, Philip! Stll ?

PHILIP. Yes, father, and shdl beaslong as | live

ELSIE (entering}. Supper is ready, maam.

DELAWARE. Come dong, dl of you. I'm smply starving.



ACT I
CENE I

We are still in DELAWARE'S drawing-room afew weeks after the
events of the first scene.  The REV. GEORGE FENNELL and
DELAWARE are playing chess, and the Vicar isgetting much
the worst of the game. He is seated at the table, anxiously
considering his dismal plight, while DELAWARE, securein the
thought of victory, stands in front of the fireplace, gloating
over him.

DELAWARE. Besaten, George ?

FENNELL. Doesn't look very good, does it? Wat a
minute! Ah! (He makesa move).

DELAWARE (crossing to the table and looking at the move).
Yes, that's pretty good.

FENNELL. But not good enough. Only prolonging the
agony.

DELAWARE (making a move). Yes. How's that ?

FENNELL. It's afair cop, constable. Don't hit me and I'll
goquiet!

DELAWARE. Have another ?

FENNELL. No, I think not. I've been swiped hard enough
for one day.

They place the chessmen into the box during the following
speeches, and DELAWARE puts the box and the board aside.

FENNELL. | see Andrew's back. | met him in the town
this morning. He seems to have got over that crack on the
head he got in the dection.

DELAWARE. Oh, yes. Andrew's pretty tough. He soon
recovers from things. But it was a great shock to him to find
that the only argument the high-minded proletariat could
think of using against him was hah® a brick.

59
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FENNELL. He was lucky not to have his eye knocked out,
His pall didn't amount to much.

DELAWARE. No, indeed! To forfeit your deposit and get
laid out by a brick is a poor reward for trying to serve the
people! . ..

FENNELL. How does Denzl like being a member of
parliament ?

DELAWARE. Loves it. So does Amabe. They're here.
Came this afternoon. They're coming in when they've
finished hobnobbing with their committee.

The door opens, and AMABEL enters.

AMABEL. Hullo, everybody.

FENNELL (rising togreet her).  Amabdl, my dear !

AMABEL. Have| disturbed you ?

FENNELL. No, no! This old confidence trickster has just
given me the licking of my life a chess, and I'm sore dl over.
I'm going home to lick my wounds. Anyhow, nothing can
disturb chess players.

DELAWARE. Don't you believe him, Amabel.

AMABEL. | don't. They look cdm because they're dazed.
Father wasterribleif you bresthed while hewas making amove.

FENNELL. Chessisthemogtintelectud of games. A good
chess player !. ..

DELAWARE. | know what you're going to say. He can win
wars as easy as winking because he's such a brilliant strategist.
W, one of theworst soldiers | ever kifew was a brilliant chess
player!

AMABEL. Besdes, who wants intelect in a game? Just
ruins the game.  I'm againg intelect. It spoils everything.
Why can't people just be themsdlves instead of running around
trying to be mental ?

FENNELL. How areyou liking politics ?

AMABEL. | love them—mesting everybody and being in
everything. | mean to say, dl the important people and 4l
that. | met Aneurin Bevan on Thursday. It was such fun !

DELAWARE. Wi, I'm glad somebody finds politics amusing.
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They depress me terribly.  But then | belong to the crimina
clases.  I'm an employer of labour.

FENNELL (to AMABEL). | suppose Snooky and you have
come here to stir us dl up ?

DELAWARE. It's dl this bothersome business about Peter
Logan. You know him, George ?

FENNELL. Yes and a very decent chap he is, though he
isnt a churchman.

DELAWARE. Peter has his own opinions about the universe.
He belongs to one of those obscure, but delightful sects which
relieve the tedium of establishment by proving that nobody
dseis going to heaven. Hdl will be full of bishops, George,
and vicars !, ..

FENNELL. Inthat case, hel won't be so bad as it's made
out to be.

AMABEL. Oh, I cant believe they'd put a bishop in hell.
A curate, perhaps, but not a bishop.

DELAWARE. Anyway, Logan won't join a union, and the
chaps say they'll strike if he doesnt.

AMABEL. Denzil ssyshewasn't freewhen hewasasoldier,
so0 why should anybody be free just because he's a civilian.

DELAWARE. At this moment, Amabel, your father is
revolving rapidly in his grave.

AMABEL. Wadl, why doesnt Logan join a union? Hed
save alot of trouble if he did.

DELAWARE. Yes, if saving trouble is dl that matters.

FENNELL. Didn't Hitler say something like that in 1940 ?
He was right.  We should have saved a lot of trouble if we'd
put up our hands. Only we preferred the trouble.

AMABEL. It'sdl sodlly. Why can't he do what everybody
does?

DELAWARE. There, George. That's the new gospd. Do
what everybody does.  Don't dare to be different.

AMABEL. Of course, you can al argue the head off me. |
dont understand these things. But | do think it's a pity for
one man to stand out againg the redt.



62 PRIVATE ENTERPRISE

DELAWARE (to FENNELL). Didn't Caigphas, the High Priest,
sy something like that ?

FENNELL. Yes. Itis expedient for us that one man should
die for the people.

DELAWARE. What sort of a people is it that saves its skin
by letting a man die for it ? Thank God, | am an old man
and have a chance of dying in liberty. But Pm afraid, Amabdl,
that your children will be daves.

AMABEL. Wdll, if they want to be ! ...

DELAWARE. That's the worst kind of dave—the man who
wants to be one.  He's sarvile in his soul.

AMABEL. Being free hasn't been a lot of fun for some
people, and they'd rather feel secure. That's what Denzil
sys.

DENZIL, followed by PHILIP, enters.

DENZIL. What did | say ?

DELAWARE. Amabel has been making an eloquent plea for
davery, Denzil, fresh, | gather, from your lips.

DENZIL. Oh,that! Theword davery doesn't frighten us.
Our watchword is security.

FENNELL. | know men who are perfectly secure. They
have no worries or responsibilities.  They are certain of their
food and clothing and housing. They have regular employ-
ment, and a doctor to look after their hedth, and a parson to
see that their souls are carefully inspected. They are guarded
and protected and absolutely secure.  But they dl want to get
out.

AMABEL. Oh, where are they ?

FENNELL. In Wormwood Scrubs, my dear. | think I'd
better go now. If | don't | shal forget that | am a clergyman
and say something dreadful.  (As PHILIP prepares to go to the
door with him). No, don't come to the door, Philip, | know
my way.

ANDREW enters, almost colliding with him.

ANDREW.  Sorry, Vicar. Just going ?

FENNELL. Yes if | can get out before I'm arrested.

ANDREW. Arrested! What for ?
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FENNELL. Oh, just anything, just anything! Good-bye!
Exit).
( Al)\lDREW. Isthereato-doon?

PHILIP. Yes andyou'rejustintimetotakepartinit. It's
this business about Peter Logan. We're dl mixed up in the
firm and you're affected by it as much as any of us. I've asked
Peter to come here for an informa talk with Sdby and Snoddy
and us. Theyll arrive in a few minutes. Where's Alice ?

AMABEL. Il cdl her. Shés in the kitchen.

PHILIP. And wed better have Mdanie in, too. Thisis a
family affair. (Exit AMABEL).

DENZIL. You understand, dont you, that this is very
awkward for me. | hopeto get an officeinthe Government!...

DELAWARE. Redly! Aswhat?

DENZIL. | dontknow. Thefirstvacancy! . ..

DELAWARE. What a pleasant way of working. The Army,
the Navy or the Air Force—take your pick !

DENZIL. You may dish me if you take up a reactionary
attitude about Logan.

PHILIP. | don't care a tuppenny damn what becomes of
your political career. | care a great dea about how we treat
Peter Logan, and | care agreat ded, too, about the way we run
our factory.  If you think that we are going to let injustice
be done to Logan so that you may become Minister of Fisheries,
you're greatly mistaken.

DENZIL. Wéel, so long as we quite understand where we
arel

PHILIP. We understand perfectly.

ALICE, followed by MELANIE and AMABEL, enters.

ALICE. Whnatisthis, father ?

DELAWARE. You tdl them, Philip.

PHILIP. Things are coming to a head, and as you have some
financid interest in the busness, father and | think you'd better
know exactly what the situation is.

MELANIE. 1 ill don't see why you should upset your
business for one person.  Peter Logan may be al you say, but
he isn't dl that important.
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ALICE. Be careful how you treat an obscure man, Mdanie.
He may turn out to be your saviour.

MELANIE. Widl, let him save then. In any cese aren't
there too many saviours about ?

PHILIP. The factory happens to be ours, Mdanie. We
madeit. Without father and grandfather it wouldn't be there.
I've no use for this twaddle about working men being the
foundation of everything. They aren't—not by a long chak.
This body of mine would be nothing without this. (He strikes
his head with his hand}. Take the mind away and what's left ?
| don't intend to let our factory become a cockpit for politicians
and officids. It's our factory and well employ in it whom
we please.

MELANIE. How can you if the men go on dirike ?

PHILIP. We can shut down until they return.

DENZIL. The Government won't let you do that. They'll
take it over.

PHILIP. What's the factory without us? A body without
abrain. This isn't afight for Logan done, Meanie, as you
seemto think. It's afight for dl working men—the men who
want to do their job and earn their pay and spend their wage
the way they want to spendit.  That's what we'refighting for,
and I'll fight for it, if | have to barricade mysdlf in the factory
todoit. I'magaing directed men, Denzil. Wefight, father.

MELANIE. Haveyoutoldthem our news?

PHILIP.  Not yet.

MELANIE. I'm going to have a baby.

ALICE. Méanie!

MELANIE. It will make me very happy to hear that the
factory has been ruined for the benefit of Mr. Peter Logan.

ELSE enters.

ELSIE. Mr. Sdby's come, sir, and Mr. Snoddy.

PHILIP. Thank you, Else.  (Exit with ELSIE).

ALICE. I'm s0 glad, Mdanie.

AMABEL. Soam |.

DELAWARE. Thiswill be my first grandchild.

AMABEL. | do hope it's a boy. But of course you never
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know how things will turn out. | know a woman who went
to the best gynaecologist in London, and he told her her heart
bests showed she was going to have a daughter, but she had
twin sons !  Isn't that funny !

MELANIE (going to DELAWARE). You see, don't you, why |
fed like that about the factory.

DELAWARE.  Yes | se

MELANIE. Please be senshle, dl of you. This isn't the
time for heroic stunts. | don't understand your palitics, and
your principles. All | know is that I'm going to have a baby,
and | want it to have al we've got and a bit more.

PHILIP returns.

PHILIP. Comein, won't you ?

SELBY and SNODDY enter.

PHILIP. Peter hasn't turned up yet. | expect hell be here
any minute now. | think you know everybody. You've met
my wife, haven't you ?

SELBY. W, not exactly met. 'Ow are you, maam ?

MELANIE.  Hoping, Mr. Selby—hoping therell be
common sense tonight.  How do you do, Mr. Snoddy ? (She
shakes hands with both of them).

SNODDY. Uncommon sense is what's needed these days,
Mrs. Delaware.

MELANIE. Waell, whatever sort's needed, | hope therell be
alot ofit.  (Turning to ALICE and AMABEL). | suppose wed
better leave them to it.

SELBY. It's a shame for us to drive you out! . . .

ALICE. That's dl right, Mr. Sdby. WEell go to the
kitchen. We're used to it. One of these days, men'll have
the strike of their lives.

SNODDY. And what'l that be ?

ALICE. A general dtrike of women. You men have given
usadirty deal. What we're going to do with you on our hands
when you're working only five days a week, God knows? . . .

She goes out, and AMABEL and MELANIE follow her to the door.

MELANIE. Them's my sentiments, too, Mr. Snoddy.

£
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AMABEL. When | say things like that, Denzil says men can

aways wheedle women into anything. But he's wrong !
They both go out, AMABEL shutting the door behind her.

DELAWARE. Wal, gentlemen, st down. (To PHILIP).
Peter ought to be here.

SELBY. Were a little in front of our time, | think. (To
DENZIL). When did you get down ?

DENZIL. This afternoon. It wasn't easy to get away but |
thought | ought to be here.  Naturaly, this business interests
me more than the usual trouble.

SELBY. Naturaly. Mr. Delaware, | may as well tel you
the Union is absolutely determined about this business.
Snoddy and | ‘ave come 'ere because we feel respect for you ...
an'you,too! (Heturnsto PHILIP). But our minds are made
up, an' nothin' that's said tonight is likely to change them.
Peter Logan's a decent man, but ‘is decency 'as nothin' to do
with the matter in 'and. If 'e was the Archangel Gabriel
imsdf an' ‘e worked in your factory, 'ed 'ave to join the Union.

SNODDY.  Or qo.

DELAWARE. Where?

SNODDY. Wherever he came from!

DELAWARE. That's heaven, isn't it ?

ELSIE knocks on the door.  PHILIP opens it.

ELSE (outside}. Mr. Logan, Sr.

PHILIP. Ah, Peter, comein.

PETER LOGAN is an elderly workman, about fifty-five, as
fine in hisfashion as SELBY, as upright and determined: and
he has the same fanaticism as SNODDY. His sincerity is
transparent.

SELBY. Evenin', Peter.

LOGAN. Evenin', Arthur. Evenin', Snoddy.

SNODDY. Evening, Logan.

LOGAN (to DELAWARE).  How are you, Sr ?

DELAWARE (taking his hand). All the better for seeing you,
Peter. How's your wife.

LOGAN. Fine gr, fine. Shes a cheerful woman, thank
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God. (To DENZIL and ANDREW) Good evening. (They
murmur friendly greetings).

DELAWARE. Come and sit down here. Peter, beside me.
(Logan does s0). You and | are old friends, and old friends
must stand together.  Well, gentlemen, ther€'s no need for us
to waste time on preliminaries, so we'll go straight to the point.

SELBY. An'thepointisplain. Peter, you've got to join the
Union.

LOGAN. What Union?

SELBY. Our Union.

SNODDY. There are too many Unions. One would be
enough. All theselittle Unions weaken the working class, and
some of them are scab.

LOGAN. I've no choice then ?

SELBY.  No.

DENZIL. Why shouldyou? A soldier has no choice. He
has to serve where he's sent.

LOGAN. I'mnot a soldier.  I'm a civilian.

SELBY. That's where you are wrong, Peter. You are a
soldier.  In the Workers Army.

SNODDY. Ay, and some of usthink you're a deserter.

SELBY. Now, now, Bert, no 'ard words, if you please. We
know Peter, an' we know 'e's a sincere and honest man !

SNODDY. What's the use of sincerity without sense.
Goodness is a crime when it's slly.  This is a war, and there
are only two sides to it: your side and the enemy's.

LOGAN. I'mnot joining any Union, big or small.

SNODDY. Then you'll have to leave your job !

LOGAN. Listen to me, Snoddy. I've never had the
dightest respect for you.  You're a sour-bdllied, bitter-minded,
barren man, with a heart full of hatred. Men like you are evil,
and I've spent my lifefighting evil! . . .

SNODDY. Have | got to listen to this ?

SELBY. 'E listened to you, Bert.  You might listen to 'im.

SNODDY. Abuse is no argument.

LOGAN. I'mnotabusingyou. I'mtelingyouwhat | think
of you. | don't doubt your sincerity, but you yoursdf sad a
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second ago, sincerity without sense is crime.  In my opinion,
you're a criminal.

SELBY. Ah, steady, Peter.

SNODDY. Let him talk.

LOGAN. My family haslivedinthistown and digtrictfor as
long as we have any memory, and we've always been a fighting
family, fighting for freedom. My great-grandfather was
transported for trying to formaUnion! . . .

SNODDY. And you'e trying to wreck what he tried to start.

LOGAN. No, I'm not. I'm carying on his fight—for
freedom. He wasn't the only one of us that fought. My
grandfather was a Chartist and was sent to prison. | can
remember him, an old man, telling me the hard times he had,
and how cruelly he was treated in prison. | don't forget that.
I'll never forget it.

SNODDY.  Then why aren't you on our side now ?

LOGAN. I'm on the same side as my grandfather and my
great-grandfather. 1'm defending my freedom. They fought
the Government and the employers, but mine's a harder fight
than theirs. | haveto fight my own class.

SNODDY. Pah! Theresno senseintalk likethat. Those
that aren't for us are against us.

LOGAN. You see, Snoddy, | don't share your belief. |
don't think that al the right is in one class and al the wrong
in the other. There are some bad workmen and some good
employers, (TurningtoDELAWARE). Y ou'reagoodemployer,
ar.

DELAWARE. And you're a good workman, Peter.

SNODDY. Good employersaretheworkers worst enemies.
They reconcile them to capitaiam.

LOGAN. That's dreet-corner trash! My mind's made up.
| won't be forced into anything.

SELBY. Youll be forced out of your job, Peter.

LOGAN. Very well, I'l be forced out of it.

PHILIP. But haven't we some say in this, Sdlby ?

SELBY. Oh, yes, everybody 'as a say.

DELAWARE. Even if he hasn't anything dse.
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PHILIP. Do you mean that if Peter doesn't join your Union
and we refuse to sack him, you'll declare a strike ?

SELBY. Yes

PHILIP. Thenwhat happens ?

SELBY. Who cantdl ? The strikemay spread ! . . .

DENZIL. Why should there be astrike at dl ? Peter's not
ayoung man. He can retiré.  We could penson him.

LOGAN. | don't want to retire. I'm an able-bodied man,
and | likemy work. I'mnot retiring, and I'm not being bribed
by a pension.

SNODDY. Ligten, Peter Logan. We're fighting for the
emancipaion of the working-class, and we look on men like
you astraitors! . ..

SELBY. Youll never convert a good man by bad words,
Bert.

LOGAN. It'sdl right, Arthur. | don't mind what he says.
| can give as good as | get.

SNODDY. I'm trying to make you redise what we fedl.
We've had to fight for every right we possess.  Nothing's ever
been granted to us by grace or because it was right we should
have it. Weve had to force it from the bosses, fight for it,
suffer for it, starve and diefor it. Y our grandfather and your
great-grandfather, you say, fought for freedom. For whom ?
For us. Just aswe'refighting for it now. You won' join the
fight but you'll accept the benefits that are won init.  |Is that
fair or decent ?  (Pointing to ANDREW). He was a Conchy in
thewar. He wouldn't fight, but he takes the freedom other
people won.  You're the same.  If we win better conditions
of life for the working people, you'll benefit by them, though
you never raised a finger to win them, though you did worse
than that, you hampered them that won them.

LOGAN. My rdigion forbids me to take part in politica
movements! . . .

SNODDY. How can you live if you don't ?

LOGAN. Perfectly. Thebusiness of thisworld is not mine.
Y ou have no hope hereafter, so you must agitate yourself about
your condition here. | have dl the hope there is and I'm not
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much concerned about earthly things. Y ou think that thislittle
bit of life, this sixty or seventy years, is important because you
don't believe there's anything else.  But | do believe there's
more than this, so much more, Snoddy, that this existence that
hardly lasts as long as the flame of a match you light your pipe
with, doesn't matter that! (He snapshis fingers).

SNODDY. Pah! That kind of talk gets nobody anywhere.
If your grandfather and your great-grandfather had acted as
you're doing, wed dill be where they were.

SELBY. That's the point, Peter.

LOGAN. They're where | shdl be, in the everlagting grace
of the Almighty God.

SNODDY. That's what you say, but were making sure of
something here in case there's nothing after; and we mean to
change the whole structure of society from top to bottom.
There wouldnt be a community without the working class.
(He turns to DELAWARE. Without us, you couldn't live.

DELAWARE. Could you live without us?

SNODDY. Easly. We can create our own leaders.

PHILIP. Who will become the same as us in time, with the
same outlook and habits and the same sense of superiority.
You don't think, do you, that Sdin lets every Tom, Dick and
Harry in Moscow dap his back and tell him what to do.

SNODDY. He has a working-class mind.

PHILIP. He has amaster's mind.

DELAWARE. No man in authority has a working-class mind.

PHILIP. Supposing we were to strike—| mean the mana-
gerid dlass?

SNODDY. You'd belicked in a week.

PHILIP. Wouldn't the withdrawal of mind be paralysing ?

SELBY. Not so paralysing as the withdrawal of |abour.

SNODDY. If the whole working class were to gtrike for a
week, where should we dl be ?

SELBY. Sunk!

DELAWARE. I'm glad you use the word all, Snoddy. It
includes the working class.

PHILIP. Why suppose what can't happen?
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SNODDY. Can't it ? When weve got the working class
thoroughly organised, anything can happen.

LOGAN. I'd rather be bossed by feuda lords than shop
Sewards.

DENZIL. What about Parliament ?

SNODDY. We don't take much notice of that. A generd
strike can do more in a fortnight than a parliament can do in
ten years. The working man is the first fact for us, Mr.
Deaware, and we put facts first. The rest of the population
can have what's left when the working class is satisfied.
Youve had your turn. It's our turn now. Wel, Logan,
what's it to be ?

LOGAN. | won't submit toforce!

SELBY. Then, Mr. Delaware, you must sack him or we come
out.

DELAWARE. That's avery grave threat, Selby.

SELBY. Ay, very grave.

PHILIP. We shdl not sack Peter.

SELBY (rising). Very wel, Mr. Philip.

They all rise.

SNODDY. It'll be a bitter war.

DENZIL. | ill think my suggestionistheright one. Peter,
why don't you retire ?

LOGAN.  You mean run away, don't you ?

ANDREW (rhetorically). This is an evil thing you are about
todo. You will put bitterness in many hearts.  There will be
wreck and ruin, and no one knows what the end will be.

SELBY (suddenly andfervently). Peter, why don't you come
in.  We don't want to fight over a decent chap like you.

LOGAN. You have your way of looking at things, Arthur.
| have mine. Time will tell which of us is right. (To
DELAWARE). Good-night, sir.

DELAWARE (taking his hand}. Good-night, Peter.

LOGAN. I'd just like to tel you, dr, and you, too, Mr.
Philip, that if you decide to sack me, ther€ll be no ill-feding
on my part. Well ill be good friends.

Hegoesout. Thereis a general bustle among the others.
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SELBY.  Of course, you'll understand that thisis an informal
meeting. Nothing official has been settled here tonight.

PHILIP. Yes, Sdhy, we understand.

SELBY. We shdl have to report to the Ministry of Labour,
an' they'll send someone down, | suppose, an' if he cant
arrange a sdtlement, the matter'll have to go before the
Tribunal! . . .

SNODDY. The men may take the matter into their own
hands!

DENZIL. Butunofficia drikesand lock-outs areillegal!

There is general laughter at this statement.

PHILIP. So areblack markets and burglars.

SNODDY.  If the men come out of their own accord, wholl
sop them? You cant gaol the lot. It's time we had a
decison. | shall go straight to the factory and report what's
happenedthere. (ToDENZIL). Whosesdewill youtake?

DENZIL. Theright sde.

DELAWARE. Youll loseyour segt if you do.

SNODDY. There's only one side now : ours.

There is a movement towards the door. SELBY and
SNODDY go out, accompanied by PHILIP and DENZIL.

DELAWARE. This will be the first strike we've had in our
factory. | wish | had died with the record unbroken.

ANDREW. Oh, father, dying's so easy. Anybody can do
that. It's living that's so* hard.

MELANIE enters.

MELANIE. Wdl?

DELAWARE. It's not well, my dear.

MELANIE. Haven'tyousettledit?

DELAWARE. No. We're going to fight.

PHILIP returns.

MELANIE. Fight! Philip, you aren't going to fight ?

PHILIP. Yes.

MELANIE. But you cant fight!

PHILIP.  We can and we will.

MELANIE.  Philip, you mustn't fight.

PHILIP, Why ?
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MELANIE. Wemay losedl we possess.

PHILIP. Wdl ?

MELANIE. | want my sonto have hisinheritance. You've
no right to waste it.  It's not yours (turning to DELAWARE) nor
yours. It'shis. Youvehadit ontrust for him. Logan isn't
worth it.  Don't fight.

PHILIP. We must fight, Melanie. Every man must fight
for his faith.

MELANIE. What's your fate to my son ?  How will you face
him if you risk al you have for your faith ?

PHILIP. How shdl | face him if | don't ?

MELANIE. Father, the factory's yours, not Philip's . . .

DELAWARE. I'm on Philip's Sde, my dear.

ANDREW. It'swrong, it'sal wrong. You're playing pitch
and toss on the brink of hell.

MELANIE, with a gesture of despair’, sits down. ALICE
enters.

ALICE. Amabel and Denzil are moving out.

DELAWARE. Moving out ?

ALICE. Yes. They think it's better they shouldn't stay
here while there's dl this trouble. They're upstairs packing.
Has the strike begun ?

ANDREW. Praticaly.

ALICE. | seemto have spentdl my lifeinwar. Ever since
| was a child there has been fighting of some sort.  Won't
anybody keep the peace ?

PHILIP. Dead men don't fight. Living men do.

The telephone bell rings.  Philip picks up the receiver.

PHILIP. Yes? Oh, yes, John. (He listens for a few
moments).  All right, John.  No, don't do anything.  I'll come
at once. Goodbye. (He replaces the receiver). They're out.
(The others do not speak). I'm going round to the works.  Are
you coming, father ? (DELAWARE makes a desponding motion
with his handsy but does not answer).

MELANIE. [l comewithyou! . ..
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PHILIP. No. Stay here. [I'll go done.
He goes out. MELANIE stands gazing about her. The

front door is heard to slam as PHILIP goes out.  Then she
dts down.

ALICE. Wdl, | supposewe shdl gill want something to eat!

She looks around as if expecting an answer., but., getting

none., she goes out. The sound of a car starting is heard.

It rises and then dies away. ANDREW, MELANIE and

DELAWARE sit in silence.  The scene ends.



ACT Il
SCENE |

It is a few days later., and we are ill in the drawing room.
MELANIE is seated by a window, scribbling on a writing pad,
which she balances on her knees. ALICE enters.

MELANIE. Switchthelight on, Alice, please.

ALICE. | thought | heard Philip coming in.

MELANIE. No, not yet. But father's just come home.

ALICE (seating hersdlf). | hope they've settled something at
this conference.

MELANIE. Thewhole thing could have been settled easily

and smply.
ALICE. By sacking Logan.
MELANIE.  Yes

DELAWARE, in a state of dejection, enters.

ALICE. Hullo, father.

DELAWARE. Hullo, my dear.

MELANIE. Have you stled the strike ?

DELAWARE. Werefarther away than ever. When we think
weve reached an agreement, the men spring a new demand
on us.

ALICE. What happens now ?

DEL AWARE shrugshisshoul dersand sitsdown despondently.
MELANIE. Logan's out of work, too, | suppose ?
DELAWARE. Yes. Wereadl out of work.

MELANIE. Wél, then, the strike can be settled at once.
Logan needn't be taken back. It's perfectly smple.

DELAWARE. My experience, Mdanie, is that perfectly
sdmple things are generaly impossible.

MELANIE. WheresPhilip?

DELAWARE. Hell be here presently. | felt so sick of this
miserable business that | came away. There's a queer temper
these times.

75
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MELANIE. Hasn't there dways been a queer temper after a
war?

DELAWARE. But it's worse now. The men want rights
without respongibilities.  Gimme, gimme, gimme—that's the
sirit of thisage.  You've got something. | wantit. Gimme,
gimme, gimme!

MELANIE. Doyouredly think it matters much whether we
own the factory, so long as we control it ?

DELAWARE. How can we control it if we don't own it ?

MELANIE. Ownership doesnt seem important to me.
Control does.

DELAWARE. I'm too old to appreciate these didtinctions,
Mdanie. A man takes care of his own property : he doesn't
take care of other peoples.

MELANIE. Doesntthat apply to workmen, too ?

DELAWARE. Yes I... | suppose .

MELANIE. Very wdl, then. | don't care two pins who
ownswhat, solong as I'm inthe group that governs. | can have
as good a time under Communists as | have under the Con-
servatives.

ALICE. Youdon't carewhat happens so long asyou have a
good time ?

MELANIE. No. Ifl can't get my comfort the Consarvative
way, I'll get it the Communist way. The wives of Russian
Commissars have a very good time, and the wives of Labour
M.P.sdon't do too badly. | met awoman M.P. the other day
—she's the Under Secretary of something—and she was the
smartest-looking woman in theroom ! . . .

DELAWARE. Except you, my dear.

ALICE. Wdl, why not ?

MELANIE. She was much better dressed than | was. |
thought to mysdlf, if that's what being a Labour woman M.P.
can do for you, I'm dl for it.  She made the only duchess in
the room look a frump.

PHILIP enters.
MELANIE. Wdl,Philip? -
PHILIP. After you'd gone, father, Snoddy muttered some-
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thing about a sympathetic strike, and Selby said he was afraid
that Meldrum Factory'd have to shut down.

MELANIE. All for oneman! Isit worth it ?

DELAWARE. If this strike goes on, our business may be
ruined. My time's dmost over, and it doesn't matter much to
me how | finish financidly. But it matters to you Alice, and
to Philip and Andrew. Snooky's dl right. Amabel can look
after him. | suggest that | buy back your sharesin the factory.
Youll be safe then.

PHILIP. 1 think that's right as far as Alice and Andrew are
concerned father, but I'min this fight! . . .

MELANIE. You'reforgetting me, aren'tyou?

PHILIP. | can earn our living—here or elsewhere.

DELAWARE. Medani€'s paint's a good one, Philip. I'll buy
your shares too. It only means that my estate is distributed
now instead of when I'm dead. If the strike ruins the estate
therell be nothing left to digtribute. | can't leave Alice in
the lurch.

Enter ELSIE.

ELSIE. There's agentleman to seeyou, Sir.

PHILIP. Me?

ELSIE. HejustsadMr. Delaware, sir.  Hisname's Talbot.

PHILIP. Oh, yes. Is he in the morning room ?

ELSE. Yes, gr.

PHILIP.  I'll see him, father.

Exit PHILIP. ELSIE draws curtains.

ALICE. Isn't he from Meldrum factory ?

DELAWARE. Yes The managing director.

ALICE. Then | suppose his men have come out.

DELAWARE. | shouldn't be surprised.

MELANIE. It'sapretty mess, isn'tit? All for thelove of
Logan!

ANDREW enters.

ANDREW.  The Medrum men are oui.

DELAWARE. So | gather. Tabot's talking to Philip in the
morning room.
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ANDREW. Yes. | met him on the doorstep. Hes in the
devil of a rage.

Exit ELSIE.

MELANIE. | dont wonder. It's a bit hard to have his
factory upset because our men have had a row with us.
Supposing the entire town comes out ?  Supposing the strike
spreads to the rest of the country ?

DELAWARE. | should dill say fight. There comes a
moment when appeasement is worse than war.  1'd rather die
on my feet than live on my hands and knees.

ALICE. Father'sright. There's atime when you must put
up your fists. You can only make peace by fighting.

ANDREW. That's what they've adways said—but there's no
peace. One row makes another. | must avenge my defeat.
You must avenge yours. And the end is bitterness and sorrow.

DELAWARE. What would you do, Andrew ?

ANDREW. Givein!

ALICE. Givein?

ANDREW. Yes, no victory isworth what it codts.

DELAWARE. How odd that you and Melanie should think
alike!

MELANIE. Alliesaredwaysodd. | wantthisstrike settled,
Andrew. | don't care how it's settled so long asitis. That's
what you want, isn't it ?

ANDREW. | want peace.

ALICE. At any price.

ANDREW. Yes. What do dl these things matter if we can
only get them and keep them by cutting each other's throats.
Shedding blood for furniture and houses and possessions.  I'd
strip mysdlf bare if that would bring peace.

The door opens and PHILIP enters, followed by GORDON

TALBOT, a keen-faced man offorty-five.

PHILIP. Tabot wants aword with you, father.

DELAWARE (rising). Come in, Talbot.

The others rise as if to depart, but TALBOT checks them.

TALBOT. No, pleese. Don't go. Il only stay a few
moments and | hope I'll persuade Mrs. Philip, and you, too,
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Mrs. Eddington, to support me. (They resume their seats).
| suppose you know our men are out ?  (Murmurs of assent).
They won't be the only ones.

DELAWARE. No, | don't suppose so.

TALBOT. Do youwant agenera strike?

MELANIE. | don'twant any strike.

DELAWARE. Nobody wants strikes except people with a
vested interest in trouble.

TALBOT. Then why let one happen in your factory ?

PHILIP. Because we won't let Snoddy and Selby do what
they like with us.

TALBOT. That's just talk. Our job's to get our trade
baances right. Nothing dse matters now. When weve
straightened them, we can tackle these Trade Union chaps on
level terms and knock hell out of them. This isn't the time
for strikes.

ANDREW. Notimeis.

ALICE. But if the men make unreasonable demands.

TALBOT. Let 'em! Give 'em anything they want now.
We can ded with them later on.  Look here, Delaware, you've
got to stop this strike.

DELAWARE. By sacking a faithful workman.

TALBOT. I'd sack the Almighty to stop astrike. 1 tell you
this dtrike is spreading like wildfire.

PHILIP. Ligten, Talbot. We're up against something far
bigger than you think.  Our shop stewards are all Communists.

TALBOT. So areours.

PHILIP. Wadl, these chaps don't want peace. They want
war. They want to wipe us out. The men themselves are
out of hand. We mustn't reprove a man now. Ther€ll be a
drike if we do! We mustn't promote anybody without the
workmen's approval. If we make one concesson, we must
make another. We have afive-day week. Presently, itll bea
four-day week. A workman may lose his temper with me, but
| mustn't lose my temper with him.  He's proving his inde-
pendence. I'm only showing what a tyrant and bully | am.
It was the working class that won the war.  We did nothing.
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They'redl tiredandinneed of arest.  Well, my God, Taboat,
aren't we tired too ? How much of this sort of thing are we
going to stand ?

TALBOT. All of it until the sump comes. Then well put
these chaps in their places.

PHILIP. | dont like your way of taking, Talbot. If I'm
to fight, I'll fight as fairly as I'm able. I'm not looking
forward to sumps so that | can starve men into submission.
That'sadirty way of fighting.

ANDREW. All ways of fighting are dirty.

ALICE. No, they're not. There's fair fighting and foul.

ANDREW. Does it matter to a dead man if he's killed fairly
or foully ? He didn't want to die.

TALBOT. Don't drag rdigion into it. The minute you
bring religion into daily life, there's hell to pay. Do you think
workmen are full of nobility whenthey fight ? Don't they beat
up any man who won't join their strike ?  What do they care
who they hurt as long as they get what they want ? They'd
starve the rest of us for a bob a day on their pay.

PHILIP. Neverthdess, Tabot, well do what we believe to
be right.

TALBOT. And your ideaof what isright is only an opinion.

PHILIP. What dse have we to work with but our opinions ?

DELAWARE. You see Tabot, we believe that individuals
are more important than crowds. And we know that every
fight that is worth fighting has to be fought by londly, deter-
mined people. The freedom you and | enjoy wasn't won by
crowds. It was won in spite of them.  We fought the King :
we fought the peers: we fought the manufacturers. we're
fighting the state : and soon well fight our worst enemy—the
working man. Well get knocked about, and may seem to be
beaten. But if there is any heart and soul in this world, well
win a last.

TALBOT. A very nice piece of oratory, Delaware, very nice,
indeed, and if this was a Pleasant Sunday afternoon, I'd
applaud it as loudly as anybody. But it isn't. Face facts,
man.
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DELAWARE. | am. You're running away from them.
We've been through far worse than this before, and well come
out of it as we came out of al our troubles, if well remember
our breed and fight wrong wherever we see it.

TALBOT. Wi, your blood be on your own head. The
Ministry'll send someone down to tackle this trouble. Mean-
while, the Employers Federation’ll do al it can to stop it.
We regard you, Delaware, as the Trade Unions regard Logan.
You've got to conform.  Or perish. Good-day !

DELAWARE. Good-day!

TALBOT goes out almost violently.

DELAWARE. | didike him even more than | dislike Snoddy.

ANDREW. He amost made me feel bellicose.  All the time
he was talking, | felt the most frightful longing to hit him on
thejaw.

MELANIE. But he was talking sense.

DELAWARE. | remember reading a story about that profane
politician, Lord Melbourne, who remarked that he had been
at many meetings where al the wise men were on one side and
al the damned fools on the other. "And by God," he sad,
"the damned fools were right!”

MELANIE. A good story, father, doesn't settle strikes.

ELSE enters.

ELSIE. Mr. Logan wants to spesk to you, Sir.

PHILIP (going to the door). Come in, Peter.

PETER LOGAN enters. ELSIE retires, shutting the door
behind her.

MELANIE. Wdl, Logan, moretrouble.

LOGAN (ignoring her, andgoing to DELAWARE). I've decided
to join the Union, sir.

MELANIE. Oh, splendid.

LOGAN. | thought that was only fair to you, sir. My
principles are the same as they were, but | can't bear to see
your business wrecked.

PHILIP. This doesn't sdtle anything, Peter. There's a
more important question, and that's our right to run our own
lives. | tel you dl, these chaps mean to dispossess us.  They

F
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clam power and dominion.  You must join their Union. We
must dl do what they tell us. They're to have dl the rights:
were to have none. That question has ill to be settled.
Fight, man, fight.

LOGAN. At my age sr ?

PHILIP. Atany age. Go to your grave with your head up
and your fists free.

LOGAN. I'm joining the Union.

DELAWARE. What's come on us dl, Peter.

LOGAN. Sn, dr. Pride and sdfishness and sin.  Good-
night.

DELAWARE (rising). I'll come to the door with you. Give
meyour arm.  I've known you since we were both young lads,
and I've dways liked you, Peter.

LOGAN. And I've aways liked you, Sr.

DELAWARE. | thinkwemight havebeenalowedtowork out
our time together in the way we're used to, but | suppose we're
both out of date.

LOGAN. Ay, mebbe. Mebbe weve both been here long
enough, and it's time we went.

They go, arm in arm, towards the door.

PHILIP. But were fighting, father. You hear, Peter!
We're fighting it out.

The two old men turnfor a moment to look at him.  Then
they go out in silence, LOGAN unlinking his arm and letting
DELAWARE go firgt.

MELANIE. They look as if they were already dead.

The scene ends.



ACT I
SCENE I

The time is three weeks later. AMABEL is seated in a comer of
the room, reading a magazine.  The door opens and DENZIL
enters.

DENZIL. You done?

AMABEL. Can't you see | am? I've been here by myself
ever since lunch.  Alice and Melanie went out and didn't even
ask me if I'd like to go with them. And | haven't seen you
for hours and hours and hours.

DENZIL. I've been busy.

AMABEL. I'mbeing neglected. | know I'm not clever, but
I'm not a fool, and | do know when I'm being neglected. |
mean to say, if everybody goes out and nobody asks you to go
with them, you are neglected. It's no good arguing about it!

DENZIL.  Fm not.

AMABEL. That'swhat | say. It's no good arguing about it.
If nobody takes any notice of you, and everybody goes out and
doesn't ask you if you'd like to go, you're neglected. And
that's that. Do you dill love me, Denzil ?

DENZIL. Yes Haveyou seen The Times?

AMABEL. It's about here somewhere. Well, if you love
me, why do you neglect me ?

DENZIL. | havent neglected you. I've been busy | tel
you.

AMABEL. | can't seethat being busy's an excuse for neglect-
ing your wife. I've been dtting here by mysdf for hours and
hours and hours.  You haven't even kissed me.

DENZIL. Oh, dl right. (He pecks her). But a man can't
keep on remembering to kiss a woman when he has things on
his mind.

AMABEL. | don't seewhy not. After dl, what's life without

83
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love. | mean to say it isn't much fun for a girl if there's no
love isit? And if you had to St here aone for hours and
hoursand hours! . . .

DENZIL. Ligen, Amabel, | want to have another go at
father and Philip before | spring our proposal on them. [I've
been hammering it dl out since | saw you thismorning. That's
why you seem to have been neglected. But you havent,
darling. | had you a the back of my mind dl the time.

AMABEL. | want to be at the front of your mind, Denzil.
After dl, | amyour wife. You can't get away from that.

DENZIL. | don't want to get away from it.

AMABEL. I'm like the idand in Mary Rose, Denzil; | like
to be remembered.

DENZIL (almost to himself).  God grant me patience.

AMABEL. What did you say, dear ?

DENZIL. | was only asking God to make me worthy of you.

AMABEL. Oh, how sweset of you. | shdl kiss you for that.
(As she does so, the door opens and PHILIP, followed by DELA-
WARE, enters).

DENZIL. Ah, father, I'm glad you've come back. |'ve had
along talk with Verner.

DELAWARE. Who's he ?

DENZIL. A man from the Ministry of Labour.

DELAWARE. Oh, aCivil Servant!

DENZIL. Yes and a very inteligent one.

DELAWARE. All Civil Servants are intelligent apart. It's
only when they get together that they're such damned fools.

DENZIL. Verner didn't say anything definite but he hinted
quite a lot.

PHILIP. Hinted what ?

DENZIL. The Government takes a very serious view of this
strike!

DELAWARE. I'mglad it's taking a serious view of something.

DENZIL. Verner advisesyouto sdtle.

PHILIP. Weve awaysbeenwilling to setle. Thefactory's
there.  The men have only to return !

DENZIL. Onyour terms.
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PHILIP. Cetanly. It'sour factory. They want to return
on their terms, don't they ? And it isn't their factory.

DENZIL. Theytakeadifferentview fromours. They regard
themsdlves as partners! . . .

DELAWARE. No, Denzil, they don't. They regard them-
sdves as the owners.  We're merely their managers.

DENZIL. Wadl, theré's something in their argument, isn't
there?

PHILIP. Not adamned thing.

DELAWARE. As Philip says, Denzil, not a damned thing.
A man can live without hands and feet, but he can't live without
a head.

DENZIL. | don't suppose it makes any difference to you,
but if you were to behave reasonably and settle it, it would be
agood thing for me personaly.

DELAWARE. I'm surprised, Denzil, to hear you hinting at a
job. I thought that dl Labour men were above vulgar
ambition.

PHILIP. My dear father, you've only to watch a Labour
man's face when a job's lurking round the corner, to get rid of
that idea.

AMABEL (who has been absorbed in her magazing). | think it
must be terrible to be buried dive.

The others gaze at her in astonishment.

DELAWARE. What!

DENZIL. What on earth are you talking about ?

AMABEL. I'vejust read an article in this magazine on pre-
mature buria, and it sounds awful. | think people should
make certain you're realy dead before they bury you.

She goes out, as if she were about to order her lawyers to
add a codicil to her will to ensure that she isn't buried alive.

DELAWARE. Amabel has a very detached sort of mind. |
sometimes find it hard to follow. Your lives must be very
enthralling, Snooky. | don't suppose you ever know what
shé's going to say next.

DENZIL. Ligen, father, Verner asked me to arrange
another unofficial meeting between you and the Union. [I've
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seen Sdby and Snoddy, and they'll be here shortly.  Snoddy's
not very agreesble.

PHILIP. He never is.

DENZIL. Wadll, he's asfierce for afight as you are, Philip.
He's coming, though he didn't want to.

DELAWARE.  Supposing we can't agree ?

DENZIL. That will be very serious, father.

PHILIP.  For whom ?

DENZIL.  For you.

DELAWARE.  You mean the Government will take over our
factory ?

DENZIL. How do I know what the Government will do ?

PHILIP. But that's what you think itll do ?

DENZIL. It doesn't want to. It has enough trouble on its
hands aready.

DELAWARE. But if we don't sdttle on the men's terms, it
will confiscate our property ?

DENZIL. Confiscate is an ugly word, father !

DELAWARE. And confiscation is an ugly thing. Theft
doesn't ceasse to be theft when the Government commits it.

DENZIL. But, father, the stat€'s mordlity is different from
the individud's.

DELAWARE. That's what's wrong with it. | don't see why
the State should be alowed to commit acts for which you and |
would be put in prison or hanged.

DENZIL. You can't arguewith Governments, unlessthey've
logt their mgjority.  And this one hasn't.

ELSE enters.

ELSIE. Those men are here, sir.

DELAWARE. What men ?

ELSIE. The strike men, gr.

DENZIL. Do you mean Mr. Seby and Mr. Snoddy ?

ELSIE. Yes sr. The men that were here before, gr.

DENZIL. Oh, dl right.

He goes out, and ELSIE drifts after him.
PHILIP. Sdby's a decent man. It's Snoddy | don' like.
DELAWARE. Oh, he's just the common fanatic. There have
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adways been men of his sort. Hes only a Desat Father
gtanding on hishead. The Christian church has thousands of
Snoddys.

DENZIL returns, followed by SELBY and SNODDY.
DELAWARE (rising to greet them). Waéll, gentlemen ?
SELBY. I'm responsble for this vigt, Mr. Delaware.

Snoddy 'ere is opposed to it.

SNODDY.  Tooth and nall.

SELBY. Weve 'ad atak with this chap, Verner, from the
Minigtry of Labour, an' we thought that mebbe if you an' me
‘ad atak we might settle this business.

SNODDY. There's only one way to settle it.

PHILIP. For us to put up our hands ?

SNODDY. Yes. Unconditiona surrender.

DELAWARE. You s, Sdby ?

SELBY. Bertan'medon'tlook at thingsfromthesame point
of view. 'E thinks there's only one way of ettlin' trouble, but
| think there's 'df a dozen ways, an' if one won't work, | try
another. You've madeit 'ard for me by refusin' to negotiate
until the men return to work. | didn't think you'd do that,
Mr. Delaware.

DELAWARE. | didn't think my men would strike without
warning.

SELBY. Wadl, you 'ave to make allowances for the spirit of
the ime. We're dl restless an' upset. | il can't see what
al this fuss is about.

PHILIP. Human rights, Selby. There's nothing on earth
soirrationa and unreasonable asliberty. Butit'sthisirrational
thing that men want and will die for. There isn't a man on
this earth who'll go to the stake for davery, but millions of
them will die for freedom.

SNODDY. Rhetoric!  That's dl that is!

PHILIP. Thissrikemay endinourruin! . . .

DENZIL. But why should there be ruin for anybody?
Hasn't Logan offered to join the Union ?

PHILIP. That makes no difference to us. This trouble is
sure to develop again.  We must saitle it now.
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SNODDY. In any case, the Union will refuse Logan's

application.
DENZIL. Refuse!
SNODDY.  Yes

DELAWARE. | dont understand, Snoddy. | thought this
drike was because he wasn't a member of the Union.

SNODDY. He caused this strike and must suffer for it.  We
won't have him in the Union.

DELAWARE. Youcantmean! . ..

PHILIP. Yes, father, that's exactly what they do mean.
They don't intend to let Logan earn his living here again.

SNODDY. Not in our trade. The man betrayed his class.
He must pay the penalty.

DELAWARE. Arthur Sdby, do you consent to that ?

SELBY. Yes Mr. Deaware. | don't like it. Nobody
could. But Peter was the cause of this trouble, an' ‘e must be
punished. We won't ‘ave im in the Union, an' we won't ‘ave
im in the works.

DELAWARE. But thisistyranny and oppression.

SELBY. Those are words, Mr. Delaware. They don't
frighten us.

DELAWARE. That's a pity. They frighten me, and they
ought to frighten you.

SNODDY. Our terms, Mr. Delaware, are smple.  No man
will be dlowed to work in the factories of this town unless he
belongs to our Union.  Any employer employing a man who
doesn't belong to our Union will not be able to carry on his
business. But that isnt dl. We want some share in the
management. In future, no man is to be employed or pro-
moted without our consent. Those are our terms, and it's a
waste of your time and ours to discuss anything else.

PHILIP. And those are terms we shall not accept.

DELAWARE. Weéll, Denzil, what's your opinion of this ?

DENZIL. It'spretty dradtic, father.

PHILIP. Do you approve of it ?

DENZIL. I'mlike Selby. | hatethis sort of thing . . .



PRIVATE ENTERPRISE 89

DELAWARE. Are you taking our Sde? Wel, Denzil ? . . .
There is a pause.

DENZIL. | shal support the men, father.

PHILIP. At the cogt of your conscience ?

DENZIL. My conscienceisclesr.

DELAWARE. lsn't the word adaptable, Denzil ?

SELBY. Mr. Delaware, Peter Logan'sanoldman! . . .

DELAWARE. Not so very old, Arthur !

SELBY. Youknow what | mean. Indugtridly '‘€sold. In
ayear or two VIl be out of mdustry altogether Ell ‘ave 'is
old-age pens onan' 'is savings an' one thing an® another.  Isa
war over im common sense ?

DELAWARE. In ayear or two, Arthur, al of us will be dead.
Is it common sense to fight about anything? No man is
defeated until he's dead, and even then I'm not sure that he's
licked.

PHILIP. And, anyhow, well go to our graves kicking.

DELAWARE. Yes kicking. The English are a peculiar
people, Arthur, asyou oughttoknow. They always come back.
They may be kicked out, but they return. Defeat is only an
incident in a war they know they'll win. Do you remember
that song the soldiers used to sing in the first World War ?

SELBY. We sang a lot of songs.

DELAWARE. Yes, we sang alot of songs. WEe're a singing
people. But there was one song which was more than a song!
It was a revelation of character and faith. Here we are, here
we are, here we are again! We shdl come back. You s,
Arthur, the English dways come back.

SNODDY. I'm Englisharent | ?

DELAWARE.  Yes, but your mind is full of idess that aren't.
You think security is dl that matters.  We dontt.

SELBY. W, my little mission's failed.

He rises as he speaks.

DENZIL. Don't do anything in a hurry. Seep on it.
Another day won't make much difference.

PHILIP. Itwon'tmakeany. Weshdl dill bewhereweare.

SELBY (holding out his hand to Delaware).  Good-night.
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DELAWARE (shaking his hand warmly). ~ Good-night, Arthur!
You know, you and | have a good ded in common. | don't
feel dien to you as | do to him (nodding his head towards
SNODDY).  You're a bitter man, Snoddy, and the English aren't
a bitter people.  That's why youll never lead them. Good-
night !

SNODDY. Bitterness is an dement in life, Mr. Delaware.
We need it. | don't care whether | lead or follow, so long as
my crowd goes in the right direction.  Good-night.

There is a babble of sound as they go out, leaving DELA-
WARE alone. ALICE enters.

ALICE. Wdl, father.

DELAWARE. Were where we were, my dear. Denzil's on
their side.

ALICE. Bad boy makes bad.

DELAWARE. Human beings have lived on this earth for
millions of years, Alice. Wouldn't you think by this time
they'd have learnt how to live ?

ALICE. Will they ever learn, father ?

DELAWARE. | wonder.

ANDREW enters.

ANDREW. W, it's sdttled.

ALICE. What! The strike ?

ANDREW. My appointment.

ALICE. Oh, that!

ANDREW. I'mto go outto Chinaat once. Things arein a
very bad way in China

DELAWARE. Indeed. Thepoorunfortunateheathen! How
much they need the blessings of European civilisation !

ANDREW. | shdl have plenty to do. Hunger and disease
and dissenson everywhere.

DELAWARE. So different from dear old England.

Enter MELANIE and PHILIP.

DELAWARE. Andrew's going to China Tfce Chinese are
in great need of progress, and he's going out to teach it to them.

MELANIE. You must send some of them here, Andrew, to
e how well we're doing.
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ELSE enters.

ELSE. Mr. Logan wants to see you, Sr.  He wants to say
good-bye.

DELAWARE. Say good-bye! Show himin, Else.

ELSE. Yes gr.

She goes out, leaving the door open.

DELAWARE. Good-bye! Where'she going?

MELANIE. It's a pity he didn't go sooner. He's like you,
Andrew, ruined by principles and idedls.

ELSIE returns.
ELSIE. Mr. Logan, sir.
LOGAN enters.  ELSIE retires, shutting the door behind her.

DELAWARE (rising). Come in, Peter. Sit down. What's
this | hear about good-bye ?

LOGAN (to the others).  Good-evening.

They murmur their responses.

ALICE Do you want to speak to father aone, Peter ?

LOGAN. No, Mrs. Eddington.  I've just come to say good-
bye to you al.

DELAWARE. Where are you going ?

LOGAN. South Africa, gr.

DELAWARE. South Africal

LOGAN. Yes dr. | have a daughter out there. Shes
sent for me and her mother.

DELAWARE. | remember her. Wasn't her name Jenny ?

LOGAN.  Yes dr.

DELAWARE. A nicegirl. But you mustn't go away.

LOGAN. I've no place here any more, sr, England's not
my home now.

PHILIP. Isit anybody's ?

ALICE. We used to say that an Englishman's home was his
cadle.  Now it's his concentration camp.

DELAWARE.  Perhaps you're right to go, Peter. Youll be
happy with Jenny.

LOGAN. Uh-huh! But we belong here, sir.  I'm afraid
my wifell fret.

PHILIP. I'm damned sorry, Peter.
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LOGAN. Oh, wel, gr, we get these ups and downs.  If it
hadn't been this, it would have been something dse.

MELANIE. Noneofthisneed havehappened. Youweredl
wilful and must have your own way.

LOGAN. That's what you dways said, Mrs. Philip.

MELANIE. Wasnt | right ? What good has this nobility
and high-mindedness done anybody ?

LOGAN. Given us some sdtisfaction, maam, indde us. |
don't regret anything | did.

DELAWARE. Nor do |, Peter.

LOGAN. But that doesn't prevent me from fedling sorry to
go, the way I'm going. Hardly anybody speaks to me now.
They dare right through me or turn away. When | was a
child, sr, and heard the Minister reading about the scapegoat,
in the Bible, that was driven into the Wilderness, | used to feel
pity for the scapegoat.

DELAWARE.  Uh-huh!

LOGAN. | never dreamt that I'd be one. | wouldn't mind
if it weren't for Hannah.

ALICE. Your wife.

LOGAN. Ay. Shefedsit bad. This sort of thing's hard
on women, gir.

DELAWARE. It's hard on us dl, Peter.

LOGAN. Ay, but harder onwomen. It doesn't matter much
to us where we are, but it matters to them. One place in the
world is no more to me than another.

MELANIE. | dmogt envy you, Mr. Logan.

LOGAN. Envy me maam ?

MELANIE. Yes your confidence about now and heresfter.

LOGAN. | have nothing maam, that you or anybody ese
can't have.

MELANIE. You s, | believe only in what | have.

LOGAN. Ifthatwasadl | had, maam, | should have nothing
a dl. Weél, | just came in to say good-bye, so I'll be going
now. I'm afraid this strike's been hard on you, sr.

DELAWARE. Yes, Peter, it has, but no harder than some
other things. When do you sall ?
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LOGAN. As soon as | can get away, Sr.

DELAWARE. Let me know the date, will you? 1'd like to
come to the station and see you off.

LOGAN. That's too much trouble for you to take.

DELAWARE. No, no! Perhaps I'll go to South Africa with
you.

LOGAN. | wish you would. Good-bye, sir.

DELAWARE. For the present, Peter. | want to come to the
station. Don't forget.

LOGAN. No, gr, | won't. (Then, almost to himself as he
gazes about him). It's my wife I'm sorry for. Shell take
on!...

He suddenly crumples and sits down with his head in his
hands.

ALICE. Poor Peter!

LOGAN (recovering himsdf a little).  I'm sorry, sr.  (Going
towards the door). Silly of me! ...

He opens the door and goes out.  DELAWARE follows him.
The others move uneasily about the room, but do not speak.
The sound of a street door being closed is heard.
PHILIP (to ANDREW). When are you going to China ?
ANDREW. Like Peter, as soon as | can get away.
DELAWARE returns, shutting the drawing roomdoor behind
him.  He goes to his seat and sits down.  After a moment
or two, he speaks.

DELAWARE. Poor old Logan! Hés taking this harder than
we imagine.

MELANIE. What | can't understand is why the strike goes
on, now that Logan's out of it. Hell bein South Africa before
long, and well Hill be on strike.  That's grotesque.

PHILIP. Isthereanythingon earthyou'dfight for, Meanie?

MELANIE. Yes, you. And my child.

PHILIP. Wadl, fight for us then. What sort of people
should we be if we put up our hands every time somebody
shouted at us. If you were a soldier and you knew that the
end of your fight would be death, would you stop fighting ?

(MELANIE doesnot answer).
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ANDREW. Dying for your country's not enough. You
should live for it.

ALICE. Do you redly mean that the Government will take
the factory from us ?

DELAWARE. Yes, my dear.

ALICE. But they can't do that!

DELAWARE. Can't they ? If they can confiscate our lives,
they can confiscate our property. What was that song we used
to sng—an old-fashioned song? Oh, | remember, Britons
never, never, never shal be daves. Makes you laugh, doesn't
it?

PHILIP. They'll have to put us out, and well go out
kicking.

MELANIE.  Why ?

PHILIP. If nobody will fight, Hitler's won the war.

DELAWARE. He, being dead, yet dictates.

PHILIP. Wdl, I'm fighting him, dead or dive, Nazi or
Bolshie. There must be some men left. We cant dl be
robots.

MELANIE. I'drather be arobot than a corpse.

ALICE. Would you? Why ?

MELANIE. Becaus life's al I've got.

ALICE. I'mon your Sde, Philip. If we go down, well go
down with ribbons in our hats.

PHILIP. Thank you, Alice. But Mdanie isn't the coward
she makes hersdlf out to be.

AMABEL enters,, followed by DENZIL.

AMABEL. Weve got good news for you !

PHILIP. Us? .

DELAWARE. | think it must have been about the year 1908
when | last heard good news. Well, what is it, Amabel ?

AMABEL. You tdl them, Snooky !.. .

DENZIL. After | left Sdby and Snoddy, | went to see
Vener! ...

DELAWARE. The Civil Servant! .. .

DENZIL. Yes I'd dready mentioned an idea | had when
| last saw the Prime Minigter.
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AMABEL. We cdl him Clem—among oursalves, of course.
His name's Clement.  After the saint, | think.

DENZIL. Do you mind, Amabel ?

AMABEL. Mind what ?

DENZIL. If 1 go on talking about the strike.  1'm sorry to
interrupt you. .

AMABEL. Oh, dear, I'm a frightful fribble, aren't | ?
Just like the brook.

DELAWARE. What brook ?

AMABEL. Tennyson's. You know, the one that went on
for ever.

DENZIL. | shouldn't have said that you went on for ever,
Amabel, but you do goon. Listen, father, the situation in the
whole industry is serious and this strike has made it worse.
Y ou haven't been as tactful as you might have been, Philip, and
the men are angry. The Government's got the wind up.
It'sworried about exports, and it's afraid that the men's temper
will deteriorate. If it does, the result may be very grave.
None of us want anything extreme. We want a settlement.
The P.M.'s a moderate man.

DELAWARE. So was Pontius Pilate.

AMABEL. Oh, no, not at al like that. He's a public school
boy, and went to Oxford.

DENZIL. But the PM. may be forced to do things hed
rather not.

DELAWARE. No, no, don't tell me that man of blood and
iron can be forced to do anything he doesn't want to do.

AMABEL. Oh, but he can. You've no idea how difficult it
is to govern a country. Now I'm in the Government myself,
I'm just beginning to get aglimpse of it.  But I'm interrupting
you Snooky, darling.

DENZIL.  Yes, you are.

AMABEL. | do so get carried away by things. Go on,
Snooky.

DENZIL. | made a suggestion to the P.M. which he liked.
Heleft meto settleit with Verner.  Butit'sthefinal suggestion,
father.
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DELAWARE. Find ?

DENZIL. Yes. The Government cant run the risk of
further deterioration. That's what the Communists want.

PHILIP. Andwhat was your suggestion ?

DENZIL, That Amabd should buy the factory from you,
father.

PHILIP. Amabd ?

DELAWARE. Buy my factory ?

DENZIL. Yes.

PHILIP. Good God, Denzil !

DENZIL. The dtrike would then end. The men would
return to work.

PHILIP. Ontheir terms.

DENZIL. Yes And thefactory would ill bein the family.

AMABEL. | shouldlovetoownafactory. It mustbelovely
to look at it and say to yoursdlf "That's ming" !

DELAWARE. Do | hear the voice of a Socidigt ?

AMABEL. Oh, werenot as Socidigt asdl that. | mean to
say everybody says things on platforms they wouldn't dream of
saying in private.  Wasn't it clever of Snooky to think of this
idea?

DELAWARE (drily). Very clever !

PHILIP. But you can't run the factory, Snooky.

AMABEL. Wethought youwould. Asmanager, | mean.

PHILIP. Indeed! But will the men consent to my
managing it ?

DELAWARE. Philip is the master of the factory, Denzil.
Your suggestion is that he should step down to manager.

DENZIL. A very specid kind of manager, father.

ANDREW. Won't you have to ask Sdby and Snoddy for
permisson to make Philip manager ? What will happen if
they refuse ?

DENZIL. Wadl, of course, we haven't got down to details yet.
Amabe and | thought we ought to mention the-matter to you
al firgt.

ANDREW. The consent of Sdby and Snoddy isn't quite a
detall, isit ?  Surely, it's essentid ?
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PHILIP. Andrew's right. You see Snooky, they wouldn't
let old Logan stay in his job, nor would they let him join their
Union. He has to emigrate. Are they likely to be more
tender with me than they were with him ?

DENZIL. That remains to be seen. What | want to know
now is whether you'l take the job.

PHILIP. No, Snooky, | won't.

AMABEL. But why, Philip? It would be so nice to have
you managing my factory.

PHILIP. | won't be manager where | was master.

DENZIL. What's your opinion, Mdanie?

MELANIE. | shouldn't like Philip to be turned down by
Snoddy.

DENZIL. Father?

DELAWARE. Philip must make his own decisons. The
factory, you know, is owned entirely by me.  I'm ill capable
of running it.

DENZIL. What do you mean exactly ? Will you sl it to
Amabel or keep it yourself?

ALICE. Will he be alowed to keep it ?

DENZIL. Let'sbeclear about this, father. The Union will
only sdttle on the men's terms.

ANDREW. What ardlief it will be to get back to China!

AMABEL. China! What's Chinagot to do withit?

ALICE. Andrew's going there admost at once.

AMABEL. Whatever for ?

DENZIL (impatiently). ~ All right, darling, al right!

AMABEL. Of course, | once knew aman who went to South
America, but he didn't stay long. He lives a Saffron Walden
now! . ..

DENZIL. Allright, darling! Well, father ?

DELAWARE. Is there anything about the rights of the
owner ?

PHILIP. You won't be the owner, father. Youll be the
hired man.  You don't own a business when your subordinates
dictate to you.  Yours not to reason why, yours but to do what
the Trade Union tdls you.
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DELAWARE. Wél, Denzil, what rightshavel ?

DENZIL. Oh, generd rights, father.

DELAWARE. I'm more interested in particular rights—my
rights. The men's terms seem to deny me any.

ALICE. Don't agree to them, father.

AMABEL. Youll be ruined if you don't.

ALICE. All right, then, well be ruined. But we can start
again somewhere.  Don't agree, father.

DELAWARE. Will you please tdl your Union friends,
Shooky, that the factory belongs to me, not to them, and that
| shal employ init anyone | please. | shdl not ask Mr. Sdby
or Mr. Snoddy for permisson to employ my son or any other
man.

AMABEL. Please sl it to me.

DELAWARE. | will not &l it to anyone.  Ifit is taken from
me, you may buy it from the thieves, but you'll be a receiver
of stolen goods if you do. In former times you would have
been put in prison for that, but now you will receive a reward.

- Snooky will enter the Ministry.

DENZIL. Ligen, father, | said this was the end of nego-
tiation. The Government has made up its mind about that.
Verner told me this afternoon that if he fails to settle the strike,
the factory will be ... taken over.

DELAWARE (after a pause).  You mean—confiscated ?

DENZIL. No, father—taken over. At a price to be fixed
by an arbitrator.  Youll get better terms from Amabel.

AMABEL. Oh, yes, Il pay you wdl for it.  After dl, you
are Snooky's father. | mean that does make a difference,
doesnt it ?

ALICE. But what right have the Government to take it ?

DENZIL. They havethe power.

ALICE. I'm talking about right.

DENZIL. And I'm talking about power.

ANDREW. Y ou meanthat mightisright ?

DENZIL. First, last and dl the time.

ANDREW. Force—physicd force ?

DENZIL. Yes.
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ANDREW. What about moral force ?

DENZIL. Mord Force? What's that ? An abstract term
used by priests and philosophers, signifying nothing. Morality
is a matter of convenience, Andrew. Anything that is
inconvenient to the mgjority is immord.

DELAWARE. You have performed aremarkablefeat, Denzil.

DENZIL. What'sthat, father ?

DELAWARE. You have cancelled the Chrigtian creed.

ANDREW. That's what Caiaphas thought.

ALICE. And Judas Iscariot.

ANDREW. But they were mistaken.

DENZIL. | promised to telephone Verner to tell him what
you'd decided to do.  If you won't sdll to Amabel, hell return
to London tonight and report to the Minigter.

MELANIE. Youmust givefather timetothink.

DELAWARE. I've had time, my dear, dl my life, my dear,
and | have thought.

DENZIL. Well, father ?

DELAWARE. Tél the Government, Denzil, it can go to hell.

PHILIP. Good, father, good.

DENZIL. Then you agreeto that, Philip ?

PHILIP. Absolutely.

DENZIL. You're quite sure, father ?

DELAWARE. Quite sure, Denzil. | was never so sure of
anythingin my lifeas | am of this. Telephone to your friend.

DENZIL hestates. He moves towards the telephone and
then turns back.

DENZIL. Father, dofor God's sakethink what you'redoing.

DELAWARE. Ring up your friend, the Civil Servant.

DENZIL. | can't father. He must find out for himself.

PHILIP rises and goes to the telephone.

PHILIP. Where can | find him ?

DENZIL. Atthe Town Hdl. Hes in the Clerk's office.

PHILIP (to operator). Altonbury One.

DENZIL. Wadll, I've done my best. Nobody can do any
more.
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DENZIL goes out.  AMABEL follows him half-way and then
stands gazing at them irresolutely.

AMABEL. Oh, | do wish everybody would be nice and
agreegble.  It's so much nicer when everybody's nice.

DENZIL (off). Amabel!

AMABEL. | was only saying to the Prime Minister the other
day, why can't everybody be nice. And he said, Yes, why
can't they ?

DENZIL (off). Amabel!

AMABEL. Yes, Snooky ! (She goes out almost at a run).

PHILIP (The call comes through). Is that the Town Hall ?
Put me through to the Clerk's office. | want to speak to Mr.
Verner. Yes. Mr. Delaware. (A pause). Hullo! Is that
Mr. Verner ? No, I'm his son. My brother has told me of
your talk this afternoon and | wish to tell you what | have just
told him.  Our factory is not for sde. It is our factory, and
we won't dlow anyone to interfere with it. (A Yes,
| redise that. Tdl the Government from us that they can go
and be damned. Yes. They may take it from us, but we are
not giving it up. We are not surrendering it to anybody.
They must force us out of it. And by God's grace we shall
light a candle in England this day that shdl never be put out.
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