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PREFACE

THE plays in this volume are placed in the order in which
they were written. Our Beffers, though it was not acted in
London till 1923, and then only with a scene at the end of
the second act altered to suit the exigencies of the Lord
Chamberlain, was written in Rome at the beginning of 1915.
When at last it was produced | extracted a certain amount
of discreet amusement from such of the critics as found in
it a development of characteristics that they had discovered
in plays produced before but written much later. | may
add in passing that in this edition | have reverted to my
origina version. It was more probable and | do not see
that it was more shocking. Inthefew years that have passed
audiences have become used to greater frankness, and if
the play were ever revived | havelittle doubt that the word
slut used by one of the characters, which made the spectators
-on thefirst night gasp with horror, would now fail entirely
to express the speaker's indignation. The Unattainable was
produced under the name of Caroline, and it gave MissIrene
Vanbrugh the opportunity for one of the best performances
of her distinguished career. | had a somewhat unusua
experience with this play. | wrote it in Geneva during the
autumn of 1915. | was engaged in work for the Intelligence
Department which the Swiss authorities did not approve
of, and my predecessor had had anervous breakdown owing
to the strain it put upon his temperament, more sensitive
than mine, to break the law; my colleague at Lausanne had
lately been sent to prison for two years. | did not know
how political prisoners were treated and | had no notion
whether, should such an unpleasant fate befall me, | should
be alowed pens and paper. | hated the idea of leaving the
play unfinished, and | knew it would be very difficult to
take it up again after a long interval. It was a great relief
¥



Vi PREFACE

to me when | wrote the last line. | sent it to London, and
it was put into rehearsal at once. | had written the whole
play up to a great comic scene in the last act, a scene of
mistaken identity in the classic manner, which in imagina
tion had very much amused me; and, indeed, it was on my
exuberant description of this scene that Miss Vanbrugh had
accepted the play. | managed to get a few days leave and
went to London for thefinal rehearsals. The date was fixed
for production. Things were very well advanced. The caste
was word-perfect. | sat through the first two acts and was
not dissatisfied; the play seemed to have come through very
much as | had seen it in my mind's eye, but | was awaiting
the scene which | expected to prove the climax of the
comedy. A very good actor, George Tully, had been engaged
to play in it. The persons concerned started. They went
through it and they acted it very well. To my dismay |
discovered that it did not amuse me at al. Herewas apretty
kettle offish! It took up two-thirds of thelast act, and it was
to lead up to it that the first two acts had been devised. It
seemed to me that there was but onethingto do. | waitedtill
the rehearsal was finished and then, telling Dion Boucicault,
who was producing it, that this would not do at al, asked
him to give me twenty-four hours, took the script home
and rewrote the last act. | left out the scene that had so
much disappointed me, and withit the character that George
Tully was to act. The play now offered to the reader is the
result. | do not know that it is an author's business to point
out to his readers the defects of his work, but if | were a
critic | should perhaps feel it my duty to make the observa-
tion that the play redlly is finished by the end of the first
act. What follows might have very well been left to the
imagination of the audience.

The same stern critic might make the same objection to
Home and Beauty, the last play in this volume, and in each
case the answer might be given, in extenuation, that a
certain number of diverting scenes do what is possible to
atone for the failure to adhere to the strict canons of drama.
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Home and Beauty was written in a sanatorium during the last
winter of the war. | had escaped a Swiss prison, but the
work | was engaged in had much exposed me to the rigours
of asingularly bad winter and | had contracted tuberculosis
of the lungs. This had been aggravated by a sojourn in
Russia, and when on the seizure of power by the Bolsheviks
| was obliged to come back to England, | was feeling very
sorry for myself. It was impossible then to go to Davos
or St. Moritz, so | went to Scotland. It was a very pleasant
life at Nordrach-on-Dee. | was sent to bed every day at
six o'clock, and an early dinner gave me a long evening to
myself. The cold, windless night entered the room through
the wide-open windows, and with mittens on my hands so
that | could comfortably hold a pen, it was an admirable
opportunity to write a farce. For Home and Beauty pretends
to be no more. | never had an opportunity of seeing it, but
| believe it made people laugh very much. Some of the
critics calledit cruel and heartless. | should not have thought
it was. It was written in the highest possible spirits. It was
intended to amuse.

So, for the matter of that, were the other two plays in
this volume. The reader of the previous prefaces to this
edition of my plays will not be surprised at my confession
that | think this is the business of a comedy. To my mind
it is not awork of edification, though it should be a work
of art, and if it castigates the follies of the moment that is
by the way and only so far as this no doubt laudabl e process
occasions laughter. The object is the entertainment of the
audience, not their improvement.

| am conscious that my plays are classed by the learned
who write books on the drama and contribute articles to
encyclopedias as commercial theatre, and it is true that on
the whole the managers have made money out of them and
I have kept the wolf some distance from my door.

The difficulty of the drama as an art lies for the most part
in its dependence on the audience. An audienceis a crowd
and art as we know has nothing to do with the multitude.
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The working classes, absorbed in the daily effort of provid-
ing for the needs of the body, have little energy left over to
cultivate the disinterested emotions of art. The upper
classes know nothing of it and careless. They feign some-
times an interest in it when fashion suggests such apose as a
socia distinction. Great ladies then cultivate those occupied
with the arts as in former times they kept buffoons. An
interest in art is found, if in any class at al, most commonly
perhaps in the middle ranks of society. A German observer
of this country has stated that it is amost exclusively
confined to the northern and western suburbs of London.
Even here it must be rare, for it needs not only a natural
instinct, which is uncommon, but an elaborate cultivation.
That the two are necessary is shown by the fact that a true
feeling for one of the arts by no means entails feeling for the
others: a man may have admirable taste in pictures and none
at dl in literature or music. The appeal of the arts then is to
the very few.

But the drama cannot do with that. 1t must address itself
equally to the working man in the gallery and to the gilded
youth in the stals. It must interest the stock-jobber who
reads nothing but The Financial Times and the elderly
spinster whose soul is sweet with memories of Italy and
Greece. Attempts have been made from time to time to
separate the various classes of playgoers. It has been
suggested that certain plays should be written with the idea
of attracting a limited, intellectual section, rather than the
public at large; but the attempts have failed, as indeed an
elementary acquaintance with the philosophy of the subject
would have shown was inevitable; and the difficulty still
remains to move, amuse and entertain an audience composed
of persons with every variety of education and intelligence.
It would be impossible if the audience consisted smply of
the aggregation of individuals, but the play forms it into a
distinct organism with characteristics peculiar to itself. It
seems obvious that the audience is as much part of the play
as the words and their interpreters. | read once a French
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criticism in which the theory was advanced that the reading
of a play was the only test of its merit: on the stage one was
influenced by the skill of the actors, the elaborateness of the
setting and the emotions of one's fellow spectators. | think
thisis nonsense. The play that is read differs not at dl from
that monstrous product, once fashionable, the nove in
dialogue. A play exists without an audience as little as a
colour without a spectator. If plays have maintained
through the many centuries since the drama arose "in a rude
and unpremeditated manner" from the worship of Dionysus,
certain main traits, it is due not to the imitativeness of the
dramatists, but to the unaltered characteristics of the crowd.
| do not know if the psychology of the audience is capable of
change, but it is clear from the most casual study of dramatic
works since AEschylusthat no great change has taken placein
it hitherto.

The audience has a collective soul. It feels, reacts, and
thinks differently from what each member of it, taken
separately, would do. It is emotional rather than in-
tellectual, and this gives it homogeneity; for however unlike
men are by their intelligence, their passions are the same.
The audience is on a lower level of civilisation than the
persons of which it is composed, and it may be for this
reason that the theatre is a generation behind the culture of
theage. The opinions, ideas and beliefs which are suggested
to an audience are accepted or rejected in the mass, un-
criticaly, and are considered either as absolute truths or as
absolute errors. An audience can only receive ideas when
they are placed before it in their smplest form, and even
then only when they agree with its own instinctive convic-
tions.

An audience demands sympathy, which | take to be no
more than direction of interest; for it is well-known that a
sympathetic character need not be a virtuous one. It has a
moral code which, according to the time, may be stricter or
more lax than that of theindividual. At the present moment,
in England at al events, it is shocked by things that would
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not shock the individual, though under the reign of Charles
I1, when probably the general morality was little different
from what it is now, it accepted conduct which would have
outraged him. Itis emational, but at the same time has more
commonsense than the individual. It has its own theories of
life which do not aways coincide with life as known by the
individual. Though swayed by impulse it does not believe
in it on the stage. The individual can hardly have failed to
notice that the actions of men are much influenced by their
passions, but an audience insists that they shall be influenced
only by reason. It demands much stronger motives than are
demanded in real life. For example, it so often happens that
men throw themselves into the water to save a perfect
stranger from drowning that the newspapers seldam trouble
to announce the fact; but on the stage if you made someone
do anything of the kind the spectators would shrug their
shoulders and say: these things don't happen. You could
only make the occurrence probable by giving at least three
overwhelming personal reasons for such a piece of fool-
hardiness. An audience has also racial characteristics. The
English are not a sexual nation and you cannot easily
persuade them that a man will sacrifice anything important
for love. | do not think an English audience, notwith-
standing the prestige of Shakespeare, ever really accepts the
story of Antony and Cleopatraas credible. Itisthisdifference
of attitude towards sexual passion that makes foreign plays
so improbable to us.

Itis clear that the dramatist's concern is with the audience
as an organic whole and not with the persons who make it
up. As soon as they leave the theatre and go about their
separate affairs they cease to be an audience and he has no
further concern with them. This reduces sensibly the
didactic efficiency of the drama, on account of which
writers have from time to time been attracted to the stage;
for if theindividual issomuchinclinedt o hypnotic suggestion
that he cannot shake off the emotions he has felt when his
personality was fused in that of the audience, heis not asafe
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person to be trusted alone, and should promptly be shut up
in an asylum.

The acute reader of the foregoing remarks will see at
once that they reduce dramatic criticism to a logica
absurdity. | wish for the sake of those who follow this
cdling that | could have concealed the fact from him. But
the deduction is too obvious. The critic trains himself not
to be influenced by the passions of the people who surround
him, but in so doing he does not see the play which they see.
His roleis to keep free from the contagion of the audience.
But the audience is so much part of the play that you cannot
judge it unless you are the audience. He ams at holding
aloof from popular clamour, but it is only by popular
clamour, the thrill that passes through the house, the
excitement of propinquity, that the play exists. Only one
form of criticism is logically reasonable. If a critic were so
sengitive to the emotion about him that he could feel itin all
its subtlety and if he had at the same time the power to stand
outside himsdalf and note his sensations, his criticism would
be, to the playwright at least, exceedingly useful. But |
suppose that a man with such gifts would in these democratic
days rule empires rather than write dramatic criticism,
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CHARACTERS

LADY GRAYSTON
DUCHESSE DE SURENNES
PRINCIPESSA DELLA CERCOLA
ELIZABETH SAUNDERS
ARTHUR FENWiCK
THORNTON CLAY
FLEMING HARVEY
ANTHONY PAXTON
LORD BLEANE

POLE

ERNEST

The action of the play takesplace at LADY GRAYSTON'S house
in Grosvwor Street, Mayfair, and at btr husband's place in
Suffolk, Abbots Kenton.
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THE FRST ACT

SCENE: The drawing-room at LADY GRAYSTDN'S bouse in
Grosvenor Street, Mayfair. It is a sumptuous double room, of
the period of George Il., decorated in green andgold, with a
coromandel screen and lacquer cabinets; but the coverings of the
chairs, the sofas and cushions, show the influence of Bakst and
the Russian Ballet; they offer an agreeable mixture of rich
plum, emeraldgreen, canary and ultra-marine. On thefloorisa
Chinese carpet, and here and there arepieces of Mingpottery.

It is about half-past four, early in the season, and a fine day.

When the curtain rises, from the street below is heard the melancholy
chant of the lavender man.

Won't you buy my sweet lavender?
Sixteen blue branches for a penny.
If you buy it once,

You'l buy it twice,

For it makes your clothes

Smell very nice—

Sweet-scented lavender.

BESSIE SAUNDERS comes in. She is a very pretty
American girl, of twenty-two, withfair hair and blue
eyes. Sheis dressedin the latest mode.  She wears a hat
and gloves, and carries a bag. She hasjust come in
from the street. She has in her hand a telephone

message, andgoing over to the telephone she takes up the
receiver.

BESSIE: Gerrard 4321. Is that the Berkeley? Put me
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Rough to Mr. Harvey, please. Fleming Harvey, thai
right. [Shelistens and smiles] Yes. Who d'you think
is? [She laughs] I've just got your telephone message
Where have you sprung from? That's fine. How lon
areyou staying in London? | see. | want to see you a
once. Nonsense. This very minute. Now just jump
into ataxi and come right away. Pearl will be in presently.
Ring off, Fleming. No, | will not ring off first. [A
pause] Are you there? How tiresome you are. You
might be half-way here by now. Weéll, hustle.

[She puts down the receiver and begins to take off her
gloves. POLE, the butler, comes in with a bunch of
roses.

POLE: These flowers have just come for you, miss.
BESSIE: Ohl Thank you. Aren't they lovely? You must
give me something to put themin, Pole.
POLE: I'll bring avase, miss.
[He goes out. She buries her face in the flowers and

inhales their fragrance. The BUTLER enters with a
bow filled with water.

BESSIE: Thank you. You'resurethey arefor me? There'sno
label.

POLE: Yes, miss. The person who brought them said they
was for you, miss. | asked if there wasn't a card, and he
said no, miss.

BESSIE: [With afaint amile] | think | know who they're

from. [She begins to arrange the flowers} Her ladyship
hasn't come in yet, has she?

POLE: Not yet, miss.

BESSIE: D'you know if anyoneis cominginto tea?
POLE: Herladyship didn't say, miss.

BESSIE: Y ou'dbetter prepareforfifteen, then.
POLE: Very good, miss.
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BESSIE: | wasbeingfunny, Pole.

POLE: Yes, miss? Shal | take the paper away, miss?

BESSIE: [With a dight sigh of resignation] Yes, do, will you?
[The telephone bell rings] Oh, | forgot, | switched the
telephone on here. Seewhoitis.

[POLE takes up the receiver and listens, then puts his hand
over its mouth.

POLE: Will you speak to Lord Bleane, miss?

BESSIE: Say I'm not at home.

POLE: Miss Saunders hasn't comeinyet. | beg pardon, my
lord. | didn't recognise your lordship's voice. [Apause]
Well, my lord, | did hear them say there was a private
view they thought of going to at the Grosvenor. You
might find Miss Saunders there.

BESSIE: You needn't elaborate, Pole.

POLE: | was only making it more convincing, miss. [Listen-
ing] | think so, my lord. Of course, | couldn't say for
certain, my lord; they might have gone out to Ranelagh.

BESSIE: Redly, Pah

POLE: Very good, my lord. [Heputs down the receiver} His
lordship askedif youwas expectedintotea, miss.

POLE: Is there anything else, miss?
BESSIE: No, Pole, thank you.

[He goes out. She finishes arranging the flowers. The door
is flung open and LADY GRAYSTON comes in followed
by FLEMING HARVEY. PEARL—LADY GRAYSTON
—is a handsome, dashing creature, a woman of
thirty-four, with red hair, and a face outrageoudy
painted. She is dressed in a Paris frock, but of
greater daring both in colour and cut than a French-
woman would wear. FLEMING is a nice-looking
young American in clothes that were obviously made in
New York.
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PEARL: My dear Bessie, I've found an entirely strange
young man on the doorstep who says heisacousin.

BESSIE: [Giving him her hands enthusiastically ~ Fleming.

FLEMING: lintroduced myselftoLady Grayston. Shedrove
up just as they were opening the door. Please reassure
your sister, Bessie. Shelooks upon me with suspicion.

BESSIE: Y ou must remember Fleming Harvey, Pearl.

PEARL: I've never set eyes on himin my life. But he looks
quite nice.

BESSE Heis

PEARL: Hé'sapparently cometo seeyoul.

FLEMING: | rang up five minutes ago and Bessie ordered me
to come round right away.

PEARL: Wédll, make him stop to tea. I've got to telephone.
I've suddenly remembered that I've asked twelve people
to dinner.

BESSIE: Does George know?

PEARL: Who is George?

BESSIE: Don't be absurd, Pearl. George—your husband.

PEARL: Oh! | couldn't make out who you meant. No, he
doesn't know. But what's much more important, the
cook doesn't know either. I'd forgotten George was in
London. 'She goes out.

BESSIE: George generaly dines out when Pearl is giving a
party, because he doesn't like people he doesn't know,
and he seldom dines at home when we're alone, because
it bores him.

FLEMING: It doesn't sound asif Sir George enjoyed many of
thebenefits of homelife.

BESSIE: Now let's st downand make ourselves comfortable.
You are going to stay to tea, aren't you?

FLEbNtI)!NG: It's not a beverage that I'm in the habit of im-

ibing.
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BESSIE: When you've been in England a month you won't
be ableto do withoutit. When did you land?

FLEMING: This morning. You see, I've lost no time in
coming to seeyou.

BESSIE: | should think not. It is good to see someone
straight from home.
FLEMING: Have you been having a good time, Bessie?

BESSIE: Wonderfull Since the beginning of the season,
except when Pearl has had people here, I've been out to
lunch and dinner every day, and I've been to aball every
night, generally two and sometimes three.

FLEMING: Geel

BESSIE: If| stopped now I'd drop down dead.

FLEMING: D'you like England?

BESSIE: | adoreit. | think it's too bad of dad never to have
let me come over to London before. Rome and Parisare

nothing. We're just trippers there, but here we're at
home.

FLEMING: Don't get too much at home, Bessie.

BESSIE: Oh, Fleming, | never thanked you for sending me
theroses. Itwasperfectly sweet of you.

FLEMING: [Withasmile’] | didn't send you any roseS.

BESSIE: Didn'tyou? Well, why didn't you?

FLEMING: | hadn'ttime. Butl will.

BESSIE: It's too late now. | naturaly thought they were

from you, because Englishmen don't send flowersin the
sameway as American boys do.

FLEMING: Is that so?
[Thereis a slightpause. BESSIE gives him a quick look.

BESSIE: Fleming, | want to thank you for that charming
letter you wrote me.

FLEMING: There's no occasion to do that, Bessie.
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BESSIE: | was afraid you might feel badly about it. But we'll
aways be the greatest friends, won't we?

FLEMING: Always.

BESSIE: After dl, you were eighteen when you asked me to
marry you, and | was sixteen. It wasn't a very serious
engagement. | don't know why we didn't break it off
before.

FLEMING: | supposeit never occurredtous.

BESSIE: I'd amost forgotten it, but when | came over here
| thought I'd better make everything quite clear.

FLEMING: [Withasmile] Bessie, | believeyou'rein love.

BESSIE: No, I'm not. | tell you I'm having a wonderful
time.

FLEMING: Wéll, who sentyoutheroses?

BESSIE: | don't know. Lord Bleane.

FLEMING: You're not going to marry alord, Bessie?

BESSIE: Haveyou any objection?

FLEMING: Well, on first principles, | think American girls
had better marry American men, but then | happen to be
an American man.

[BESSIE looks at himfor a moment.

BESSIE: Pearl gave a dinner party last night. | was takenin
by a cabinet minister, and on the other side of me | had
an ambassador. Just opposite was a man who'd been
Viceroy inIndia. Madame Angelotti dined with us, and
she sang afterwards, and a lot of people came on from an
official dinner in their stars and ribands. Pearl looked
superb. She's a wonderful hostess, you know. Severd
people told me they would rather come here than to any
houseinLondon. Before Pearl married George Grayston
she was engaged to a boy who was in business in Port-
land, Oregon.

FLEMING: 'Smiling' | seeyou're quite determined to marry
alord.
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BESSIE: No, I'm not. I'm keeping an open mind on the
subject.

FLEMING: What d'you mean by that?

BESSIE: Well, Fleming, it hasn't escaped my notice that a

certain noble lord is not unwilling to lay his beautiful
coronet at my feet.

FLEMING: Don't talk like a novelette, Bessie.
BESSIE: But it feds just like a novelette. The poor dear is

trying to propose to me every time he sees me, and I'm
doing al I can to prevent him.

FLEMING: Why?
BESSIE: | don't want to refuse him, and then wish | hadn't.

FLEMING: You could easily make him ask you again.
Women find that so simple.

BESSIE: Ah, but supposing he went right away to shoot big
game in Africa It's what they do, you know, in
novelettes.

FLEMING: I'mreassured about onething. You're not inthe
least in love with him.

BESSIE: | told you | wasn't. You don't mind my saying al
this to you, Fleming?
FLEMING: Gracious, no; why should |?

BESSIE: You're sureyou don't feel sore at my throwing you
over?

FLEMING: [Cheerfully.] Not a hit.

BESSIE: | am glad, because then | cantell you dl about the
noble lord.

FLEMING: Hasit occurredtoyou that hewantsto marry you
for your money?

BESSIE: You can put it more prettily. You can say that he
wants to marry me with my money.

FLEMING: Andisthat aprospect that allures you?
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BESSIE: Poor dear, what else can he do? He's got a large
place to keep up, and he smply hasn't a cent.

FLEMING: Readlly, Bessie, you amaze me.

BESSIE: | shan't when you've been here amonth.

[PEARL comesin.

PEARL: Now, Besse, tell me all about this strange young
man.

BESSIE: He's quite capable of telling you about himself.

PEARL: [To FLEMING.] How long are you staying?

FLEMING: A couple of months. | want to see something of
English life.

PEARL: | see. D'you want to improve your mind or d'you
want to go into society?

FLEMING: | supposel couldn't combinethetwo

PEARL: Are you rich?

FLEMING: Not at al.

PEARL: It doesn't matter, you're good-looking. If one
wants to be a success in London one must either have
looks, wit, or a bank-balance. You know Arthur
Fenwick, don't you?

FLEMING: Only by reputation.

PEARL: How superciliously you say that!

FLEMING: He provides bad food to the working classes of
the United States at an exorbitant price. | have no doubt
he makes alot of money.

BESSIE: He's agreat friend of Pearl's.

PEARL: When he first came over because they turned up
their noses at him in New York, | said to him: My dear
Mr. Fenwick, youre not good-looking, you're not
amusing, you're not well-bred, you're only rich. If you
want to get into society you must spend money. ~

FLEMING: It was evidently in the nature of a straight talk.

BESSIE: We must do what we can for Fleming, Pearl.
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PEARL: [With a chuckle WEeIl introduce him to Minnie
Surennes.

FLEMING: Who inthe world is she?

PEARL: The Duchesse de Surennes. Don't you remember?
She was a Miss Hodgson. Chicago people. Df course,
they're nobody in America, but that doesn't matter over
here. She adores good-looking boys, and | daresay she's
getting rather tired of Tony. [To BESSIE] By the way,
they're coming in this afternoon.

BESSIE: | don't like Tony.

PEARL: Why not? | think he's charming. He's the most
unprincipled ruffian | ever met.

FLEMING: Is Tony the duke?

PEARL: What duke? Her husband? Oh no, she divorced
him years ago.

BESSIE: | think Fleming would like the Princess much
better.

PEARL: Oh, well, he'll meet her here to-day, too.

BESSIE: She was a Miss van Hoog, Fleming.

FLEMING: Is she divorced too?

PEARL: Oh no, her husband's an Italian. It's very difficult
to get a divorce in Italy. She's only separated. She's
quite nice. She's one of my greatest friends. She bores
me alittle.

[POLE comes in to announce THORNTON CLAY and then
goes out. THORNTON CLAY is a stout American with
a bald bead and an effusve manner. He is somewhat
overdressed. He speaks with a marked American
accent.

POLE: Mr. Thornton Clay.

CLAY: How dyou do?

PEARL: You're the very person we want, Thornton. An
entirely strange young man has suddenly appeared on my
doorstep, and says he's my cousin.
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CLAY: My dear Pearl, that is a calamity which we Americans
must always be prepared for.

BESSIE: | won't haveyou say suchthings, Mr. Clay. Fleming
is not only our cousin, but he's my very oldest friend.
Aren't you, Fleming?

PEARL: Bessiehas a charming nature. Shereally thinks that
friendship puts one under an obligation.

FLEMING: Sinceyou're talking of me, won't you introduce
me to Mr. Clay?

PEARL: How American you arel

FLEMING: [Smiling} It's not unnaturd, is it?

PEARL: Over here we haven't the passion that you have in
America for introducing people. My dear Thornton,
alow me to present to you my long-lost cousin, Mr.
Fleming Harvey.

CLAY: It's so long since | was in America that | almost
forget, but | believe the proper answer to that is
Mr. Heming Harvey, I'm pleased to make your
acquaintance.

FLEMING: Aren'tyouanAmerican, Mr. Clay?

CLAY: | won't deny that | was bornin Virginia.

FLEMING: | beg your pardon, | thought from the way you
spoke . . .

CLAY: {Interrupting.} But, of course, my home is London.

PEARL: Nonsense, Thornton, your homeiswherever there's
afirst-classhotel.

CLAY: | went to America seven years ago. My father died
and | had to go and settle up his affairs. Everyone took
me for an Englishman.

FLEMING: Thatmusthavegratifiedyouvery much,Mr. Clay.

CLAY: Of course, | haven't a trace of an American accent.
| supposethat wasthereason. And then my clothes.

[He looks down at them with satisfaction.
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PEARL: Fleming wantsto seelifein London, Thornton. He
can't do better than put himself under your wing.

CLAY: | know everyone who's worth knowing. | can't deny
that.

PEARL: Thornton cals more countesses by their Christian
names than any man in town.

CLAY: I'll get him cards for some good balls, and I'll sec that
he's asked to one or two of the right parties.

PEARL: Hes good-looking, and I'm sure he dances well.
He'll be a credit to you, Thornton.

CLAY: [To FLEMING.] But, of course, there's really nothing |
can do for you. _At Lady Grayston's you are in the very
hub of society. | don't mean the stuffy, old-fashioned
society, that goes about in barouches and bores itself stiff,
but the society that counts, the society that figuresin the
newspapers. Pearl is the most wonderful hostess in
London.

PEARL: What do you want, Thornton?

CLAY: In this house, sooner or later, you'll meet every
remarkable man in England except one. That is George
Grayston. And he's only remarkable because he's her
husband.

PEARL: [Withachuckle] | might haveknownyouwere only
saying a pleasant thing in order to make the next one
more disagreeable.

CLAY: Of course, | can't make out why you never ask
George to your parties. Personally | like him.

PEARL: That's al the nicer of you, Thornton, since he
aways speaks of you asthat damned snob.

CLAY: [With a shrug of the shoulders] Poor George, he has
such a limited vocabulary. | met Flora della Cercola at
luncheon to-day. Shetold me shewas coming to teawith
you.
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PEARL: She's getting up a concert in aid of something or
other, and she wants me to help her.

CLAY: Poor Flora, with her good worksl She takes
philanthropy as a drug to alay the pangs of unrequited
love.

PEARL.: | dwaystell her she'd do much better to takealover.

CLAY: You'll shock Mr. Harvey.

PEARL: It won't hurt him. 1t'll do him good.

CLAY: Did you ever know her husband?

PEARL: Oh yes, | met him. Just the ordinary little Dago. |
cannot imagine why she should ever have been in love
with him. She's an extraordinary creature. D'you know,
I'm convinced that she's never had an affair.

CLAY: Some of these American women are strangely
sexless.

FLEMING: | have an idea that some of them are even
virtuous.

PEARL: [With a gmle] It takes al sorts to make aworld.

[POLE enters to announce the DUCHESSE DE SURENNES,
and then goes out.

POLE: The Duchesse de Surennes.

[The DUCHESSE is a large, dark woman of forty-five
with scarlet lips and painted cheeks, a woman of
opulent form, bold, self-assured and outrageously
sensual. She suggests a drawing of a Roman Emperor
by Aubrey Beardsey. She is gowned with a certain
dashing magnificence, and wears a long string of large
pearls round her neck. During the conversation POLE
and two footmen bring in tea, andplace it in the back
drawing-room.

PEARL: My dear, how nice of you to come.
DUCHESSE: Isn't Tony here?
PEARL: No.
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DUCHESSE: Hesaid hewas coming straight here.

PEARL: | daresay he's been delayed.

DUCHESSE: | can'tunderstandit. Hetel ephonedaquarter of
an hour ago that hewas starting at once.

PEARL: [Reassuringly] Hell be here presently.

DUCHESSE: {With an effort over hersdf} How pretty you're

looking, Bessie. No wonder al the men | meet rave
about you.

BESSIE: Englishmenare so shy. Why don't they raveto me?

DUCHESSE: They'll never let you go back to America.

PEARL: Of course, she's never going back. I'm determined
that she shal marry an Englishman.

CLAY: Shelll make a charming addition to our American
peeresses.

PEARL: And therelll be another that you can cdl by her
Christian name, Thornton.

BESSIE: | wish youwouldn'ttalk asif | hadn't aword to say
inthe matter.

CLAY: Of course, you've got aword to say, Besse—a very
important one.

BESSIE: Yes, | suppose?
CLAY: Exactly.
PEARL: Pour outthetea, darling, will you?

BESSIE: Surely. [To CLAY.] | know you don't share Flem-
ing's contemptfortea, Mr. Clay.

CLAY: | couldn't live a day without it. Why, | never travel
without a tea basket.

FLEMING: [lronically.] Isthat so?
CLAY: You Americans who live in America . . ;
FLEMING: [Under his breath] So queer of us.

CLAY: Despisethe delectable habit of drinking tea because
you are still partly barbarous. The hour that we spend
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over itis themost delightful of the day. We do not make
a business of eating as at luncheon or dinner. We are at
ease with ourselves. We toy with pretty cakes as an
excuse for conversation. We discuss the abstract, our
souls, our morals;, we play delicately with the concrete,
our neighbour's new bonnet or her latest lover. We
drink tea because we are a highly civilised nation.

FLEMING: | must be very stupid, but | don't follow.

CLAY: My dear fellow, the degree of a nation's civilisation is
marked by its disregard for the necessities of existence.
You have gone so far as to waste money, but we have
gone farther; we waste what is infinitely more precious,
more transitory, more irreparable—we waste time.

DUCHESSE: My dear Thornton, you fill me with despair.
Compton Edwardes has cut me off my tea. | thought he
was only depriving me of a luxury, now | see he's
depriving me also of a religious rite.

FLEMING: Who in heaven's name is Compton Edwardes,
that he should have such influence?

PEARL: My dear Fleming, he's the most powerful man in
London. Hesthe great reducer.

FLEMING: Graciousl What does he reduce?

PEARL: Fat.

DUCHESSE: He's aperfect marvel, that man. Do you know,
the Duchess of Arlington told me he'd taken nine
pounds off her.

PEARL: My dear, that's nothing. Why, Clara Hollington
gave me her word of honour she'd lost over astone.

BESSIE: [From the tea-table] Anyone who wants tea must
come and fetch it.

[The men saunter over to the next room, while PEARL and
the DUCHESSEgo onwiththeir conversation.

DUCHESSE: Whoisthat nice-lookingyoungman, Pearl ?
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PEARL ' : Oh, he's a young American, He pretends to be a
cousin of mine. He's come to see Bessie.

DUCHesse: Does hewant to marry her?

PEARL. ¢ Good heavens, | hope not. He's only an old friend.
You know the funny ways they have in America.

DUCHESSE: | suppose nothing is really settled about Harry
Bile ,ane?

PEARL : No. But | shouldn't be surprised if you saw an

announcement in the Morning Post one day.

DUCHESSE: Has she enough money for him?

PEARL: Shehasamillion.

DUCHESSE: Not pounds?

PEARL: Oh no, dollars.

DUCHESSE: That's only eight thousand ayear. | shouldn't
have thought he'd be satisfied with that.

PEARL: People can't expect so much nowadays. There
won't be any more enormous heiresses as there were in
your time. Besides, Harry Bleane isn't such a catch as all
that. Of coursg, it's better to be an English baron than an
Italian count, but that's about dl you can say for it.

DUCHESSE: Of courseshe'll accept him?

PEARL: Ohyes, she's crazy tolivein England. And as| tell
her, ir's quite pleasant to be a peeress even now.

DUCHESSE: What on earth can have happenedto Tony?

PEARL: My dear, he's not likely to have been run over by a
motor-bus.

DUCHESSE: I'm not afraid of motor-buses running over him;
I'm afraid of him running after Gaiety girls.

PEARL: [Drily.] I should have thought you kept avery sharp
eyeon him,

DUCHESSE: You see, he hasn't got anything to do from
morningtill night.

PEARL: Why doesn't he get ajob?
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DUCHESSE: I've been trying to get him something, but
difficult. You've got such a lot of influence,
Can't you do something? | should be so grateful.

PEARL: What can he do?

DUCHESSE: Anything. And as you know he's very
looking.

PEARL: Does he know French and German?

DUCHESSE: No, he has no gift for languages.

PEARL: Can hetype and write shorthand?

DUCHESSE: Oh, no. Poor dear, you can hardly expect that.

PEARL: Can he do accounts?

DUCHESSE: No, he has no head for figures.

PEARL: [Reflectively.] Well, the only thing | can see that he'd
do for is a government office.

DUCHESSE: Oh, my dear, if you only could manage that.
You can't think what a comfort it would be for me to
know that he couldn't get into mischief at least from ten
to four every day.

[POLE announces TONY PAXTON. TONY is a handsome
youth of twenty-five, in beautiful clothes, with engaging
manners and a charming smile.

POLE: Mr. Paxton.

PEARL: Well, Tony, how islife?

TONY: Rotten, | haven't backed awinner or won a rubber
this week.

PEARL: Ah well, that's the advantage of not having money,
you can afford to lose it.

DUCHESSE: [Burstingin.] Wherehaveyoubeen, Tony?

TONY: 1? Nowhere.

DUCHESSE: You said you were coining straight here. It

doesn't take twenty-five minutes to get here from Dover
Street.
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TONY: | thought there wasn't any hurry. | was just hanging
about the club.

DUCHESSE: | rang up the club again, and they said you'd
gone.

TONY: [After a very dlightpause] | was downstairs having a
shave, and | suppose they never thought of looking for
mein the barber's shop.

DUCHESSE: What on earth did you want to be shaved for at
half-past four in the afternoon?

TDNY:: | thought you'd like meto look nice and clean.

PEARL: Go and get Bessie to give you some tea, Tony; I'm
sureyou want it after the strenuous day you've had.

[Henods and walks into the inner room.

PEARL: Minnie, how can you be so silly? You can't expect
to keep amanif you treat him like that.

DUCHESSE: | know he's lying to me, there's not a word of
truth in anything he says: but he's so dim | can never
catch him out. Oh, I'm so jealous.

PEARL: Areyoureally inlovewith him?

DUCHESSE: He¢'s everything in the world to me.

PEARL: You shouldn't let yourself be carried away like this.

DUCHESSE: I'm not cold-blooded like you.

PEARL: You seem to have a passion for rotters, and they
aways treat you badly.

DUCHESSE: Oh, | don't care about the others. Tony is the
only one I've ever realy loved.

PEARL: Nonsense! Youwerejustasmuchinlovewith Jack
Harris. You did everything in the world fnr him. You
taught him to wear his clothes. You got him into
society. And the moment he could do without you he
chucked you. Tony will do just the same.

DUCHESSE: I'm not going to be such a fool this time. I'm
going to take care he can't do without me.
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PEARL: | can't imagine what you sec in him. You must
know that . . .

DUCHESSE: [Interrupting.] There'svery littlel don't know.
He's aliar, a gambler, an idler, a spendthrift, but in his
way he is fond of me. [Appealingly.] You can see he's
fond of me, can't you?

PEARL: He's so much younger than you, Minnie.

DUCHESSE: | can'thelpit. | lovehim.

PEARL: Oh, well, | supposeit's no good talking. Aslong as
he makes you happy.

DUCHESSE: Hedoesn't. Hemakesmemiserable. Butl love
him. . . . Hewants me to marry him, Pearl.

PEARL: You'renot going to?

DUCHESSE: No, T won't be such afool asthat. Ifl married
him 1'd have no hold over him at al.

[Enter POLE to announce the PRINCESS BELLA CERCOLA.
She is a tall, thin woman of thirty-five, with a pale,
haggard face and great dark eyes. She is a gentle, kind
creature, but there is something pathetic, almost traffic,
in her appearance. She is dressed, though very well, and
obviously by a Paris dressmaker, more quietly than the
DUCHESSE or PEARL. She has not only wealth, but
distinction.

POLE: Princess ddla Cercola.

[Exit. PEARL getsuptoreceive her. Theykiss.

PEARL: Darlingl

PRINCESS: D'you hate me for coming to bother you? | ran
up because | know how difficult you are to catch.
[Kissing the DUCHESSE.] How are you, Minnie?

DUCHESSE: Don't ask me for a subscription, Flora. I'm so
poor.

PRINCESS: [Smiling} Wait till | tell you what it's for, and
then you'll remember that you had a father cdled
Spencer Hodgson.



ACTI OUR BETTERS 23

DUCHESSE: [With a little groan] As if | wanted to be
reminded of itl

PEARL: You're so absurd, Minnie. Y ou should make ajoke
of the pork. | always tell people about father's hardware
store, and when | haven't got a funny story to tell about
it, | invent one.

PRINCESS: You've made your father quite a character in
London.

PEARL: That's why | never let him come over. He couldn't
possibly live up to his reputation.

[FLEMING HARVEY comesforward fromthe inner room.

FLEMING: I'm going to say good-bye to you.

PEARL: You mustn't go beforel'veintroduced you to Flora
Flora, thisis Mr. Fleming Harvey. He's just come from

" America He probably carries a six-shooter in his hip-
pocket.

FLEMING: I'm told | mayn't say I'm pleased to make youi
acquaintance, Princess.

PRINCESS: When did you land?

FLEMING: This morning.

PRINCESS: | envy you.

FLEMING: Becausel landed this morning?

PRINCESS: No, because aweek ago youwerein America.

DUCHESSE: Floral

FLEMING: | was beginning to think it was something to be
rather ashamed of.

PRINCESS: Oh, you mustn't pay any attention to Pearl and
the Duchesse. They're so much more English than the
English.

PEARL: | notice you show your devotion to the country of
your birth by staying away from it, Flora.

PRINCESS: Lasttimel wasin Americait made meao unhappy
that | vowed I'd never go there again.
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DUCHESSE: | was thereten years ago, when | was divorcing
Gaston. | hadn't been in America since my marriage,
and I'd forgotten what it was like. Oh, it was so crude.
Oh, it was so provincial. You don't mind my saying so,
Mr. Harvey?

FLEMING: Not at dl. You're just as American as | am, and
there's no reason why among ourselves we shouldn't
abuse the mother that bore us.

DUCHESSE: Oh, but I don't look upon myself as American.
I'm French. After dl, | haven't a trace of anh American
accent. To show you how it got on my nerves, | almost
didn't divorce Gaston because | thought | couldn't bring
myself to stay in Americalong enough.

PRINCESS: It's not because it was crude and provincial that |
was unhappy in America. | was unhappy because after
dl it was home, the only real home I've ever had, and 1
was a stranger.

PEARL: My dear Flora, you're being very sentimental.

PRINCESS: [Smiling.] I'm sorry; | apologise. You're a New
Yorker, Mr. Harvey?
FLEMING: I'm proud of it, madam.

PRINCESS: New Y ork's wonderful, isn'tit? It has something
that no other city in the world has got. | like to think of
Fifth Avenue on a spring day. The pretty girls in their
smart frocks and neat shoes, who trip along so gaily, and
al the good-looking boys.

DUCHESSE: | grantyou that; some of the boys are too lovely
for words.

PRINCESS: Everyone is so strong and confident. There's
such an exaltation inthe air. You feel in the passers-by a
serene and unshakable belief in the future. Oh, it's very
good to be divein Fifth Avenue on a sunny day in April.

FLEMING: It's good for an American to hear another
American say such pleasant things about his country.
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PRINCESS: Y ou must come and sec me, and you shall tell me
al the news of home.

PEARL: How high the newest building is, and how much
money the latest millionaire has got.

FLEMING: Good-bye.

PEARL: Haveyou madefriendswith Thornton Clay?

FLEMING: | hope so.

PEARL: You must get him to give you the address of his
tailor.

FLEMING: Aren't you pleased with my clothes?

PEARL: They'revery American, you know.

FLEMING: So am I.

[THORNTON CLAY comesforward. The DUCHESSE strolls
over to the inner room and is seen talking with BESSIE
and TONY PAXTON.

PEARL: Thornton, | was just telling Mr. Harvey that you'd
take him to your tailor.

CLAY: | was going to suggest it.

FLEMING: My clothes are not at al a success.

PEARL: Who d'you go to? Stultz?

CLAY: Of course. He's the only tailor in London. [To
FLEMING.] Of course he's a German, but art has no
nationality.

FLEMING: I'm pleased at all events to think that it's a
German tailor who's going to make me look like an
Englishman.

[Hegoes out. THORNTON makes hisfarewells.

CLAY: Good-bye, Pearl.

PEARL: Are you going? Don't forget you're coming down
to Kenton on Saturday.

CLAY: | won't, indeed. | adore your week-end parties, Pearl.

I'm so exhausted by Monday morning that I'm fit for
nothing for therest of theweek. Good-bye.
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[He shakes bands and goes oat. As he is going, POLE
opens the door to announce LORD BLEANE. He is a
young man, very English in appearance, pleasant, clean
and well-groomed.
POLE: Lord Bleane. [ Exit.
PEARL: Dear Harry, how nice of youto come.
BLEANE: I'min absolute despair.
PEARL: Good heavens, why?
BLEANE: They're sending a mission to Rumania to hand the
Garter to some bigwig and I've got to go with it.
PEARL: Oh, but that'll be very interesting.
BLEANE: Yes, but we start to-morrow, and | shan't be able
to come down to Kenton on Saturday.
PEARL: When do you come back?
BLEANE: In four weeks.
PEARL: Then come down to Kenton the Saturday after that.
BLEANE: May I?
PEARL: Y ou must go and break the newsto Bessie. Shewas
so looking forward to your visit.
BLEANE: D'you think shell giveme sometea?
PEARL: | haveno doubt, if you ask her nicely.
[Piegoes over to the inner room.

PRINCESS: Now I've got you to myself for two minutes.
Y ou will help me with my concert, won't you?

PEARL: Of course. What do you want me to do? I'll make
Arthur Fenwick take any number of tickets. You know
how charitable he is.

PRINCESS: It's for a very good cause.

PEARL: I'm sureitis. But don't harrow me with revolting
stories of starving children. I'm not interested in the
poor.

PRINCESS: [Smiling] How can you say that?
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PEARL: Arc you? | often wonder if your philanthropy isn't
an elaborate pose. You don't mind my saying that, do
you?

PRINCESS: 'Gvod-bumouredly..] Not at dl. You have no heart,
and you can't imagine that anyone else should have.

PEARL: | have plenty of heart, but it beats for people of my
own class.

PRINCESS: I've only found onething really worth doing with
all this money | have, and that is to help alittle those who
need help.

PEARL: [Withastrug] Solong as it makes you happy.

PRINCESS: It doesn't, but it prevents me from being utterly
miserable.

PEARL: Y ou make mesoimpatient, Flora. You've got more
money than you know what to do with. You're a
princess. You've practically got rid of your husband. |
cannot imagine what more you want. | wish | could get
rid of mine.

PRINCESS: [Satiling] | don't know what you've got to
complain of in George.

PEARL: That'sjustit. | shouldn't mindif he beat me or made
love to chorus girls. | could divorce him then. Dh, my
dear, thank your stars that you had a husband who was
grossly unfaithful to you. Mine wants me to live nine
months of the year in the country and have a baby every
five minutes. | didn't marry an Englishman for that.

PRINCESS: Why did you ,'marry him?

PEARL: | made amistake. I'dlived all my lifein New Y ork.
| was very ignorant. | thought if you were a baronet you
must bein society.

PRINCESS: | often wonder if you're happy, Pearl.

PEARL. Do you? Of course I'm happy.

PRINCESS: An ambassador told me the other day that you
were the most powerful woman in London. It's very
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wonderful how you've made your way. You had
nothing very much to help you.

PEARL: Shdl | tell you how it was done? By force of
character, wit, unscrupulousness and push.

PRINCESS: [Smiling] You'revery frank.
PEARL: Thathasalwaysbeenmy pose.

PRINCESS: | sometimes think there's positive geniusin the
way you'veignoredthe snubs of the great.

PEARL: [With a chuckle You're being very unpleasant,
Flora.

PRINCESS: And there's something very like heroismin the
callousness with which you've dropped people when
they've served your turn.

PEARL: You're driving meto the conclusion that you don't
altogether approve of me.

PRINCESS: On the other hand | can't help admiring you.
You've brought al the determination, insight, vigour,
strength, which have made our countrymen turn
Americainto what it i to get what you wanted. In a
way your hfe has been awork of art. And what makesit
more complete is that what you've aimed at is trivial,
transitory andworthless.

PEARL: My dear Flora, people don't huntin order to catcha
fox.

PRINCESS: Sometimes, doesn't it make you rather nervous,
when you're sitting on the top of your ladder, in case
anyone should giveit akick as he passes?

PEARL: It'll want morethan akick to topple my ladder over.
D'you remember when that silly woman made such a
fuss because her husband was inlove with me? It wasn't
till 1 only just escaped the divorce court that the duchesses
really took me up.

[The DUCHESSE comesforward with TONY PAXTON.
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DUCHESSE: We redly must be going, Pearl. | expect my
masseur at sx. Compton Edwardes told me about him.
He's wonderful, but he's so run after, if you keep him
waiting a moment he goes away.

PEARL: My dear, do be careful. Fanny Halam got herself
dawn to amere nothing, but it made her look a hundred.

DUCHESSE: Oh, | know, but Compton Edwardes has
recommended to me a wonderful woman who comes
every morning to do my face.

PEARL: Y ou are coming to my ball, aren't you?

DUCHESSE: Of coursewerecoming. Yoursareamost the
only parties in London where one amuses oneself as
much as at a night club.

PEARL: I'mhaving Ernestto comeinand dance.

DUCHESSE: | thought of having him one evening. How
much does he charge for comingin socially?

PEARL: Twenty guiness.
DUCHESSE: Good heavens, | could never afford that.
PEARL: What nonsensel Y ou'refarricherthanl| am.

DUCHESSE: I'm not so clever, darling. | can't think how you
do so much on your income.

PEARL: 'Amused’ I'm avery good manager.
DUCHESSE: Onewould never think it. Good-bye, dear. Are

you coming Tony?
TONY: Yes [Shegvesout.
TONY: [Shaking hands with PEARL.] I've not had a word with
youto-day.
PEARL: 'Chaffing him.] What are we to do about it?
PRINCESS: | must get Minnieto go to my concert. Minnie.
[She gogj out. TONY is leftface toface with PEARL.

TONY: You're looking perfectly divine to-day. | don't
know what there is about you.
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PEARL: [Amused but not disconcerted.] It is nice of you to say
S0.

TONY: | simply haven't been able to take my eyes off you.

PEARL: Ate you making love to me?

TONY: That's nothing new, isit?

PEARL: You'll get into trouble.

TONY: Don't be disagreeable, Pearl.

PEARL: | don't remember that | ever told you you might cal
me Pearl.

TONY: It's how | think of you. You can't prevent me from
doing that.

PEARL: Waell, | think it's very familiar.

TONY: | don't know what you'\;e done to me. | think of
you dl day long.

PEARL: | don't believe it for 3. minute. You're an un-
principled ruffian, Tony.

TONY: Do you mind?

PEARL: [Withachuckle] Shamelesscreature. | woniki-jbat
itis that Minnie seesin you.

TONY:: | haveall sorts of merits.

PEARL: I'm glad you think so. | can only discover one.
TONY: What is that?

PEARL: You're somebody else's property.

TONY: Ohl

PEARL: 'Holdingoutberhand.] Good-bye.

[He kisses her wrist. His lips linger. She looks at him
from under her eyelashes.

PEARL: It doesn't makeyouirresistible, you know.
TONY: There'sawaysthefuture.

PEARL: The future's everybody's property.

TONY: [Inanundertone.] Pearl.
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PEARL: Be quick and go. Minnie will be wondering why
you don't come.

[Hegoesout. PEARL turnsaway with a smile. BESSIE and
LORD BLEANE advance into the room.

PEARL: Has Harry broken the news to you that he can't

come down to us on Saturday?
{The PRINCESS comes in.

PRINCESS: I've got my subscription.

PEARL: | kept Tony up here aslong as | could so as to give
you a chance.

PRINCESS: [With a laugh] That was redly tactful.

PEARL: Poor Minnie, she's as mean as cat's meat. [With a
glance at BESSIE andLoRV BLEANE.] If you'd like to come

down to the morning-room we can go through my
visitors' book and see who'll be useful to you.

PRINCESS: Oh, that would be kind of you.

PEARL: [To BLEANE] Don't go till I come back, will you?
I haven't had a word with you yet.

BLEANE: Allright.
[PEARL and the PRINCESS go out.

BESSIE: | wonder if you sent me theseflowers, Lord Bleane?
BLEANE: | did. I thought youwouldn't mind.
BESSIE: Itwasvery kind of you.

[She takes two of the roses and puts them in her dress.
BLEANE is overcome with shyness. He does not know
how to begin.

BLEANE: D'you mindif | light a cigarette?
BESSIE: Not a Al

BLEANE: [As helightsit.} D'you know, thisis the first time
I've ever been alone with you. It was very tactful of
Lady Graystonto leave us.

BESSIE: I'm not sure if it wasn't a trifle too tactful.
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BLEANE: | was hoping most awfully to have the chance of
getting a talk with you.

[The song of the lavender is beard again in the street
BESSIE welcomes the diversion.

BESSIE: Oh, listen, there'sthelavender man comeback again.
[She goes to the window and listens} Throw him down a
shilling, will you?

BLEANE: All right. [He takes a coinfrom hispocket and throws
it into the street.

BESSIE: | seem to fedl al the charm of England in that funny
little tune. It suggests cottage gardens, and hedges, and
winding roads.

BLEANE: My mother grows lavender at home. When we
were kids we were made to pick it, and my mother used
to put it in little muslin bags and tie them up with pink
ribbon. And she used to put them under the pillows of
one's bed and in al the drawers. Shall | ask her to send
you some?

BESSIE: Oh, that wouldbe such abother for her.

BLEANE: It wouldn't. She'dliketo. Andyou know, it's not
like the lavender you buy. It knocks spots off anything
you can get in shops.

BESSIE: Y ou must hate leaving London at this time of year.

BLEANE: Oh, I'm not very keen on London. [Making a dash
forit} | hateleavingyou.

BESSIE: [With comic desperation} Let's not talk about me,
Lord Bleane.

BLEANE: But that's the only topic that occurs to me.

BESSIE: There'sawaystheweather in England.

BLEANE: You see, I'm off to-morrow.

BESSIE: | never saw anyone so obstinate.

BLEANE: | shan't see you again for nearly a month. We
haven't known one another very long, and if | hadn't
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been going away | expect I'd have thought it better to
wait a bit.

BESSE: [Clasping her bands.} Lord Bleane, don't proposeto
me.

BLEANE: Why not?
BESSEE: Because | shdl refuse you.
BLEANE: Ohl

BESSE: Tdl me about the part of the country you livein. |
don't know Kent at dl. Isit pretty?

BLEANE: | don't know. It'shome.

BESSE: | lovethose old Elizabethan houses that you havein
England with dl their chimneys.

BLEANE: Dh, ours isn't a show place, you know. It's just
a rather ugly yellow brick house that looks like a box,
and it's got a great big stucco portico in front of it. |
think the garden's rather jolly.

BESSE: Pearl hates Abbots Kenton. She'd sdl it if George
would. She's only redly happy in London.

BLEANE: | don't know that | was so particularly struck on
Bleane till | was over in France. When | was in hospital
at Boulogne there didn't seem much to do but to think
about things. ... It didn't seem asif | could get well.
| knew | should if they'd only let me come home, but
they wouldn't; they said | couldn't be moved. . . . It's
rather bleak in our part of the country. We've got an
east wind that people find a hit trying, but if you've
been used to it dl your life it bucks you up wonderful.
In summer it can be awfully hot down there, but there's
adways something fresh and sdt in the ar. You s
we're so near the marshes. ... It was only just across
the water, and it seemed such an awful long way off.
| an't boring you, am 1?

BESSIE: No. | want you to tell me.
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BLEANE: It's a funny sort of country. There are a lot of
green fields and elm trees, and the roads wind about—
it's rotten for motoring; and then you have the marshes,
with dykes in them—we used to jump them when we
were boys, and fall in mostly; and then there's the sea.
It doesn't sound much, but | felt it was the most ripping
thing | knew. And then there are hop-fields—I forgot
them—and the oast-houses. They're rather picturesque,
| suppose. | expect it's like the lavender to you. To me
it's just England.

[BESSIE gets up and walks towards the window. In the
distance is heard the melancholy cry of the lavender man.

BLEANE: What are you thinking about?

BESSIE: It must be very wonderful to feel like that about
one's home. I've never known anything but a red stone
house in Nineteenth Street. As soon as dad can get a
decent offer for it we're going to move further up town.
Mother has a fancy for Seventy-Second Street, | don't
know why.

BLEANE: Df course, | know it couldn't mean the same to a
girl that it means to me. | shouldn't expect anyone to
live there always. | can be quite happy in London.

BESSIE: [With a smile] You're determined to do it?

BLEANE: If you could bring yourself to marry me, I'd try
and give you a good time.

BESSIE: Well, | suppose that's a proposal.

BLEANE: I've never made one before, and it makes me a bit
nervous.

BESSIE: You haven't said anything that | can answer yes
or no to.

BLEANE: | don't want to say anything that you can answer
no to.

BESSIE: [With a chuckle] Let me say that Til think it over,
may 1?



ACT | DUR BETTERS 33

BLEANE: I'm going away to-morrow.

BESSIE: I'll give you an answer when you come back.

BLEANE: But that won't be for four weeks.

BESSE: It'll give us both a chance to make up our minds.
After dl, it is rather a serious step. You may come to
the conclusion that you don't realy want to marry me.

BLEANE: There's no fear of that.

BESSIE: You're coming down to Kenton for the week-end
after you get back. If you change your mind send Pearl
a wire putting yourself off. | shal understand, and I
shan't be in the least hurt or offended.

BLEANE: Then it's good-bye till then.

BESSIE: Yes. And . . . thank you very much for wishing
to marry me.

BLEANE: Thank youvery muchfor not refusing me outright.

[They shake bands and he goes out. She walks over to
the window to look at him, glances at the watch on
her wrist, and then leaves the room. In a moment
POLE shows in ARTHUR FENWICK. He is a tall,
elderly man with a redface and grey hair.

POLE: I'll tell her ladyship you're here, sir.

FENWICK: That'll be very good of you.

POLE goes out. FENWICK takes a cigar from his case,
and the evening paper from a table, and settles himself
down comfortably to read and smoke. He makes him-
self very much at home. PEARL comes in.

PEARL: Aren't Bessie and Harry Bleane here?

FENWICK: No.

PEARL: That's very strange. | wonder what can have
happened.

FENWICK: Never mind about Bessieand Harry Bleane. Give
me your attention now.

PEARL: You'revery late.
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FENWICK: | like to come when | stand a chance of finding
you alone, girlie.

PEARL: | wish you wouldn't cal me girlie, Arthur. | do
hate it.

FENWICK: That's how | think of you. When I'm present at
one of your big set-outs, and watch you like a queen
among all those lords and ambassadors and bigwigs,
| just say to myself, She's my girlie, and | feel warm
dl over. I'm so proud of you then. You've got there,
girlie, you've got there.

PEARL: 'Smillng' You've been very kind to me, Arthur.

FENWICK: You'vegot brains, girlie, that's how you've done
it. It's brains. Underneath your flighty ways and that
casud air of yours, so that one might think you were
just enjoying yourself and nothing more, | see you
thinking it all out, pulling a string here and a string
there; you've got them in the hollow of your hand dl
the time. You leave nothing to chance, Pearl, you're
agreat woman.

PEARL: Not great enough to make you obey your doctor's
orders.

FENWICK: [Taking the cigar out of bis mouth' You're not
going to ask me to throw away the first cigar I've had
to-day?

PEARL: To please me, Arthur. They're so bad for you.

FENWICK: If you put it like that | must give in.

PEARL: | don't want you to be ill.

FENWICK: You've got a great heart, girlie. Theworld just
thinks you're a smart, fashionable woman, clever,
brilliant, beautiful, a leader of fashion, but | know
different. 1 know you've got a heart of gold.

PEARL: You're aromantic old thing, Arthur.

FENWICK: My loveforyouisthemost preciousthing| have
intheworld. You're my guiding star, you're my ideal.
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You stard to me for all that's pure and noble and clean
in womanhood. God bless you, girlie. | don't know
what | should do if you failed me. | don't believe |
cnuld live if | ever found out that you weren't what
| think you.

PEARL: [With her tongue in her cheek] You shan't, if | can
help it.

FENWICK: You do care for me a little, girlie?

PKARL: Of course | do.

FENWICK: I'm an old man, girlie.

PEARL: What nonsensel | look upon you as a mere boy.

FENWICK: [Flattered.] Well, | expect a good many young
men would be glad to have my physique. 1 can work
fourteen hours on end and feel as fresh as a daisy at
the end of it.

PEARL: Your vitality is wonderful.

FENWICK: | sometimes wonder what it is that first drew you
to me, girlie.

PEARL: | don't know. | suppose it was the impression of
strength you give,

FENWICK: Yes, I've often been told that. It's very difficult
for people to be with me long without realising that—
well, that I'm not just the man in the street.

PEARL: | always feel | can rely on you.

FENWICK: You couldn't have said anything to please me
better. | want you to rely on me. | know you. I'm
the only man who's ever understood you. | know that,
deep down in that big, beating, human heart of yours,
you're a timid, helpless little thing, with the innocence
of a child, and you want a man like me to stand between
you and the world. My God, how | love you, girliel

PEARL: Take care, there's the butler.

FENWICK: Oh, damn it, there's aways the butler.
[POLE wmes in with a telegram and a pared of, books.



38 OUR BETTERS ACT |

PEARL: [Taking the telegram and glancing at the parcel.] What's
that, Pole?

POLE: They're books, my lady. They've just come from
Hat chard's.

PEARL: Oh, I know. Undo them, will you? [POLE cuts
open the parcel and takes out a bundle offour or five books.
PEARL opens the telegram] Oh, botherl There's no
answer, Pole.

POLE: Very good, my lady.
[Exit.
FENWICK: Is anything the matter?
PEARL: That fool Sturrey was dining here to-night, and
he's just wired to say he can't come. | do hate having
my parties upset. 1'd asked ten people to meet him.

FENWICK: That's too bad.

PEARL: Pompous owl. He's refused invitation after invi-
tation. | asked him six weeks ago this time, and he
hadn't the face to say he was engaged.

FENWICK: Well, I'm afraid you must give him up. | daresay
you can do without him.

PEARL: Don't be afool, Arthur. I'll get hold of him some-
how. He may be Prime Minister one of these days.
[She reflects a moment] | wonder what his telephone
number is. [She gets up and looks in a book, then sits down
at the telephone  Gerrard 7035. If he comes once because
| force him to he'll come again because helikesit. This
houseis like the kingdom of heaven: | have to compel
them to come in. ... Is Lord Sturrey in? Lady
Grayston. I'll hold the line. [Making her voice sweet and
charming.] Isthatyou, Lord Sturrey? It'sPearl Grayston
speaking. | just rang up to say it doesn't matter a bit
about to-night. Of course, I'm disappointed you can't
come. But you must come another day, will you'-
That's very nice of you. How about this day week?
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Oh, I'm sorry. Would Thursday suit you? Ohl Wéll,
how about Friday? You're engaged every evening next
week? You arein demand. Well, I'll tell you what, get
your book and tell me what day you are free.

FENWICK: You're the goods, girlie. You'll get there.

PEARL: Tuesday fortnight. Yes, that'll suit me beautifully.
8.30. I'm so glad you chosethat day, because I'm having
Kreislcr in to play. | shall look forward to seeing you.
Good-bye. 'She puts down the receiver.] This time I've
got him. The ape thinks he understands music.

FENWICK: Have you got Kreisler for Tuesday fortnight?
PEARL: No.

FENWICK: Are you sure you can get him?

PEARL: No, but I'm sure you can.

FENWICK: You shal have him, girlie. [She takes the books
that POLE brought in and puts them about the room. One
she places face downwards, open] What are you doing
that for?

PEARL: They're Richard Twining's books. He's coming to
dinner to-night.

FENWICK: Why d'you trouble about authors, girlie?

PEARL: London isn't like New York, you know. People
like to meet them over here.

FENWICK: | should have thought your position was quite
strong enough to do without them.

PEARL: We live in a democratic age. They take the place
in society of the fools whom kings kept about their
courts in the middle ages. They have the advantage
that they don't presume on their position to tell one
home truths. They're cheap. A dinner and a little
flattery is dl they want. And they provide their own
clothes.

FENWICK: Youllitter up your house with their rotten books
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PEARL: Dh, but | don't keep them. These are on approval.
| shal send them al back to the bookseller to-morrow
morning.

FENWICK: Pearl, you're alittle wonder. When you want to
go into business you come to me and I'll take you into
partnership.

PEARL: How is business?

FENWICK: Fine! I'm opening two new branches next week.
They laughed at me when | first came over here. They
said I'd go bankrupt. I've turned their silly old methods
upside down. He laughs longest who laughs last.

PEARL: [Reflectively.] Ah, I can't help thinking that's what
my dressmaker said when she sent me in my bill.

[He gives a dight start and looks at her shrewdly. He
sees her blandly smiling.]

FENWICK: Girlie, you promised me you wouldn't run up
any more hills.

PEARL: That's like promising to love, honour, and obey
one's husband, the kind of undertaking no one is really
expected to carry out.

FENWICK: You naughty little thing.

PEARL: It's Suzanne—you know, the dressmaker in the
Place Vendome. The war has dislocated her business
and she wants to get her money in. It isn't very con-
venient for me to pay just at present. It's rather a large
sum. [She gives him a sheaf of type-written documents

FENWICK: This looks more like a five-act play than a bill.

PEARL: Clothes arc expensive, aren't they? | wish | could
dress in fig-leaves. It would be cheap, and | believe it
would suit me.

FENWICK: [Putting the bill in hispocket.] Well, I'll see what
I can do about it.

PEARL: You arc a duck, Arthur. . . . Would you like me
to come and lunch with you to-morrow?



ACT | DURBETTERS 41

FENWICK: Why, sure.

PEARL: All right. Now you must go, as | want to lie down
before | dress for dinner.

FENWICK: That'sright. Take care of yourself, girlie, you're
very precious to me.

PEARL: Good-bye, dear old thing.
FENWICK: Gaod-byc, girlie.

[He goes out. A.S he goes to the door the telephone rings.
PEARL takes up the receiver.

PEARL: You're speaking to Lady Grayston. TonyJ Of
course | knew your voice. Well, what isit? I'm not at
al stern. I'm making my voice as pleasant as | can.
I'm sorry you find it disagreeable. 'She gives a chuckh’
No, I'm afraid | couldn't come to tea to-morrow. |
shall be engaged dl the afternoon. What is the day
after to-morrow? 'Smiting Well, | must ask Bessie.
| don't know if she's free. Of course I'm not coming
alone. It would be most compromising. A nice-looking
young man like you. What would Minnie say? Oh, |
know al about that. ... | didn't promise anything.
| merely said the future was everybody's property. A
deepless night. Fancy! Well, good-bye. . . . Tony,
do you know the most enchanting word in the English
language? Perhaps.

[She puts down the telephone quickly, and the curtainfalls.

END OF THE FIRST ACT



THE SECOND ACT

The Scene is a morning-room at Abbots Ken ton, the Gray stuns
place in the country. It has an old-fashioned, comfortable
look; nothing is very new; the chintzes arefaded. Three long
french windows had on to a terrace,

It is after dinner-, a fine night, and the windows are open.

The women of the party are sitting down waiting for the men;
they are PEARL and BESSIE, the DUCHESSE DE SURENNES
and the PRINCESS BELLA CERCoLA.

PRINCESS: You must be exhausted after al the tennis you
played this afternoon, Minnie.

DUCHESSE: Not ahit. | only played four sets.

PRINCESS: Y ou played so vigorously. It made me quite hot
to look at you.

DUCHESSE: If | didn't take exercise | should be enormous.
Oh, Flora, how | envy youl You can eat anything you
choose and it has no effect on you. And what makes
it so unfair is that you don't care about food. | am a
lazy and a greedy woman. | never eat any of the things
| like, and | never miss a day without taking at least
an hour's exercise.

PRINCESS: [Smiling] If mortification is the first step in
sanctity, I'm sure you must be on the high road to it.

PEARL: One of these days you'll give up the struggle,
Minnie, and, like Flora, take to good works.

DUCHESSE: [ With immense decision.] Neverl | shdl lie on my
death-bed with my hair waved and a little rouge on my
checks, and with my last breath murmur: Not gruel,
it's so fattening.
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PEARL: Wdll, you'll have more serious tennis to-morrow.
Harry Bleane plays much better than Thornton.

DUCHESSE: It was very tiresome of him not to come till it
was just time to dress.

PEARL: He only got back from Rumania yesterday, and he
had to go down to see his mother. [With an amused
glance at her sister.] BBSsic asked me not to put him next
her at dinner.

BESSIE: Pearl, you are a catl | do think it's hateful the way
you discuss my private affairs with al and sundry.

DUCHESSE: My dear Bessie, they'velong ceased to beyour
private affairs.

PEARL: I'm afraid Bessie misses her opportunities. Just
before he went to Rumania | left them aone together,
and nothing happened. All my tact was wasted.

BESSIE: Y our tact was too obvious, Pearl.

DUCHESSE: Wéll, do be quick and bring him to the scratch,
my dear. I'm growing tired of people asking me, Is
he going to propose or is he not?

BESSIE: Don't they ever ask, Is she going to accept him or
is she not?

DUCHESSE: Of course, you'll accept him.

BESSIE: I'm not so sure.

PRINCESS: [Smiling.] Perhaps it depends on the way he asks.

PEARL: For heaven's sake, don't expect too much romance.
Englishmen aren't romantic. It makes them feel absurd.
George proposed to me when he was in New York
for the Horse Show. | wasn't very well that day, and
I was lying down. | was looking a perfect fright. He
told me al about a mare he had, and he told me dl
about her father and her mother and her uncles and her
aunts, and then he said: [Imitatinghim.] Look here, you'd
better marry me.

PRINCESS: How very sudden.
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PEARL: Oh, | said, why didn't you tell me you were going
to propose? 1'd have had my hair waved. Poor George,
he asked why?

DUCHESSE: The French are the only nation who know how
to make love. When Gaston proposed to me he went
down on his knees, and he took my hand, and he said
he coulldnt live without me. Of course | knew that,
because he hadn't a cent, but still it thrilled me. He
said | was his guiding star and his guardian angel—
oh, | don't know whatl It was beautifull | knew he'd
been haggling with papa for a fortnight about having
his debts paid; but it was beautiful.

PRINCESS: Wereyou quite indifferent to him?

DUCHESSE: Oh, quite. I'd made up my mind to marry a
foreigner. People weren't very nice to us in Chicago.
My cousin Mary had married the Count de Moret, and
mother couldn't bear Aunt Alice. She said, If Alice
has got hold of a Count for Mary, I'm determined that
you shall have a Duke.

PEARL: And you did.

DUCHESSE: | wish you could have seen the fuss those
Chicago people made of me when | went over last. It
was hard to realise that | used to cry my eyes out because
| wasn't asked to the balls | wanted to go to.

PRINCESS: $till, 1 hope Bessie won't marry any man she
doesn't care for.

PEARL: My dear, don't put ideas in the child's head. 1he
French are a much more civilised nation than we are,
and they've come to the conclusion long ago that
marriage is an affair of convenience rather than of senti-
ment. Think of the people you know who've married
for love. After five years do they care for one another
any more than the people who've married for money?

PRINCESS: They have the recollection!
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PEARL: Nonsense! As if anyone remembered an emotion
when he no longer felt it!

DUCHESSE: It's true. I've been in love a dozen times,
desperately, and when I've got over it and look back,
though | remember | was in love, | can't for the life of
me remember my love. It aways seems to me so odd.

PLARL: Believe me, Bessie, the flourishing state of father's
hardware store is a much sounder basis for matrimonial
happiness than any amount of passion.

BESSIE: Oh, Pearl, what is this you've been telling people
about dad selling bananas?

PEARL: Bananas? Oh, | remember. They were saying that
Mrs. Hanley used to wash the miners' clothes in Cdli-
fornia. That and her pearls arc taking her everywhere.
| wasn't going to be outdone, so | said father used to
sell bananas in the streets of New Y ork.

BESSIE: He never did anything of the kind.

PEARL: | know he didn't, but | thought people were getting
rather tired of the hardware store, and | made a perfectly
killing story out of it. | had a new Callot frock on and
I thought | could manage the bananas.

DUCHESSE: A most unpleasant vegetable. So fattening.

[The men come in. THORNTON CLAY, ARTHUR FEN-
WICK, and FLEMING. PEARL and BESSIE get up.

BESSIE: Y ou've been along time.

DUCHESSE: 'Vhere is Tony?

CLAY: He and Bleane are finishing their cigars.

DUL:HESSE: Well, Mr. Harvey, are you still enjoying life in
London?

CLAY: He should be. I've got him invitations to all the
nicest parties. But he will waste his time in sight-seeing.
The other day—Thursday, wasn't it?>—I wanted to take
him to Hurlmgham, and he insisted on going to the
National Gallery instead.
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PEARL: [Smi,'ing.] What an outrageous proceEdingl

FLEMING: | don't see that it was any more outrageous for
me than for you. | saw you coming in just as | was
going out.

PEARL: | had a reason to go. Arthur Fenwick has just
bought a Bronzino, and | wanted to see those in the
National Gallery.

DUCHESSE: | think it's much more likedly that you had an
assignation. I've aways heard it's a wonderful place
for that. You never meet any of your friends, and if
you do they're there for the same purpose, and pretend
not to see you.

FLEMING: | certainly only went to see the pictures.

CLAY: But, good heavens, if you want to do that there's
Christie's, and there you will meet your friends.

FLEMING: I'm afraid you'll never make a man of fashion
out of me, Thornton.

CLAY: I'm beginning to despair. You have a natural instinct
for doing the wrong thing. D'you know, the other day
I caught him in the act of delivering haf a bagful of
letters of introduction? | implored him to put them in
the waste-paper basket.

FLEMING: | thought as people had taken the trouble to give
them to me, it was only polite to make use of them.
CLAY: Americansgivelettersso carelessly. Beforeyou know
where you are you'll know al the wrong people. And,
believe me, the wrong people are very difficult to

‘'shake off.

FLEMING: [Amused.] Perhaps some of my letters are to the
right people.

CLAY: Then they'll take no notice of them.

FLEMING: It looks as though the wrong people had better
manners than the right ones.

CLAY: The right people are rude. They can afford to be.
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| was a very young man when | first came to London,
and | made mistakes. All of us Americans make mis-
takes. It wanted a good deal of character to cut people
who'd taken me about, asked me to dine, stay with
them in the country, and heaven knows what, when
I found they weren't the sort of people one ought to
know.
PEARL: Of course, one has to do it.

DUCHESSE: Of course. It shows that you have a nice nature,
Thornton, to worry yourself about it.

CLAY: I'm curiously sentimental. Another of our American
faults. | remember when I'd been in London two of
three years, | knew pretty well everyone that was worth
knowing, but I'd never been asked to Hereford House.
The duchess doesn't like Americans anyway, and she'd
been very disagreeable about me in particular. But |
was determined to go to her ball. | felt it wasn't the
sort of function | could afford to be left out of.

PEARL: They'revery dull balls.

CLAY: | know, but they're aimost the only ones you can't
go to without an invitation. Waell, | found out that the
duchess had a widowed sister who lived in the country
with her two daughters. Lady Helen Blair. My dear,
she was a very stuffy, dowdy woman of fifty-five, and
her two daughters were stuffier and dowdier still, and
if possible, older. They were in the habit of coming
up to London for the season. | got introduced to them,
and | laid myself out. | took them to the play, | showed
them round the Academy, | stood them luncheons, |
gave them cards for private views, for amonth | worked
like a Trojan. Then the duchess sent out her invitations,
and the Blair girls had half a dozen cards for their young
men. | received one, and, by George, I'd earned it. Of
course, as soon as | got my invitation | dropped them,
but you know | felt quite badly about it.
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DUCHESSE: | expect they're used to that.

CLAY: A strangely tactless woman, Lady Helen Blair. She
wrote and asked me if | was offended about anything
because | never went near them.

PEARL: | wish those men would come, and then we could
dance.

DUCIIESSE: Oh, that'll bg charming! It's such good exer-
cise, isn't it? I'm told that you dance divinely, Mr.
Harvey.

FLEMING: | don't know about that. | dance.

DUCHESSE: [To the PRINCESS.] Oh, my dear, who dyou
think | danced with the other night? [Impesively)
Ernest.

PRINTCESS  Ohl

DUCHRSSE: My dear, don't say, Oh! like thut. Don't you
know who Ernest is?

PEARL: Ernest is the most sought after man in London.

PRINCESS: You don't mean the dancing-master?

DUCHESSE: Oh, my dear, you mustn't cal him that. He'd
be furious. lie isn't a professional. He gives lessons
it ten guineas an hour, but only to oblige. He's invited
to al the best dances.

FLEMING: One of the tilings that rather surprised me at
balls was to see dl these dancing-masters. Do English
girls like to be pawed about by Greeks, Dagos and
Bowery toughs?

CLAY: You Americans who live in America, you're so
prudish.

DUCHESSE: Believeme, | would gotoany dancewherethere
was the remotest chance of meeting Ernest. It's a
perfect dream to dance with him. He showed me a
new step, and | can't get it quite right. 1 don't know
what | shall do if 1 don't run across him again very soon.

PRINCESS: But why don't you let him five you alesson?
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DUCHESSE: My dear, ten guineas an hourl | couldn't
possibly afford that. I'm sure to meet him at a dance in
a day or two, and | shall get a lesson for nothing.

PEARL: You ought to make him fal in love with you.

DUCHESSE: Oh, my dear, if he only would! But he's so run
after.

[BLEANE and TONY PAXTON come infrom the terrace.
DUCHESSE: At last!
TONY: We've been taking a stroll in the garden.
PEARL: | hope you showed him my tea-house.
BKSSIE: It's Pearl's new toy. You must be sure to admireit.

PEARL: I'm very proud of it. You know, George won't
let me do anything here. Pie says it's his house, and
he isn't going to have any of my muck. He won't even
have new chintzes. Well, there was an old summer-
house just over there, and it was al worm-eaten and
horrid and tumble-down, what they cal picturesque,
but it was rather a nice place to go and have teain as it
had areally charming view; | wanted to pull it down and
put up a smart Japanese tea-house instead, but George
wouldn't hear of it, because, if you please, his mother—
a peculiarly plain woman—used to sit and sew there.
Weéll, | bided my time, and the other day, when George
was in London, | pulled down the old summer-house,
got my Japanese tea-house down from town, put it up,
and had everything finished by the time George came
back twenty-four hours later. He very nearly had an
apoplectic stroke. If he had | should have killed two
birds with one stone.

BESSIE: Pearll
PRINCESS: | don't know why you' ve furnished it so
elaborately.

PFARL: Wdll, | thought in the hot weather I'd sleep there
sometimes. It'll be just like sleeping in the open air.
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FENWICK: These young people want to start dancing,
Pearl.

PEARL: Where would you like to dance, in here with the
gramophone, or in the drawing-room with the pianola?

BESSIE: Oh, in the drawing-room.

PEARL: Let'sgotherethen.

BESSIE: [To CLAY.] Come and help me get the rolls out.

CLAY: Right you are.

[They go out, followed by the DUCHESSE and PEARL,
TONY, FENWICK, and BLEANE.

FLEMING: [To the PRINCESS.] Aren't you coming?

PRINCESS: No, | think I'll stay here for the present. But
don't bother about me. Y ou must go and dance.

FLEMING: There are enough men without me, I'm sure
Thornton Clay isahostinhimself.

PRINCESS: Y oudon'tlikeThornton?

FLEMING: Hes been very kind to me since | came to
London.

PRINCESS: | waswatching your facewhen hetold that story
about the Hereford ball. Y ou must learn to conceal your
feelingsbetter.

FLEMING: Didn't you think it was horrible?

PRINCESS: I've known Thornton for ten years. I'm used to
him. And as you say yourself, he's very kind.

FLEMING: That'swhat makeslife so difficult. Peopledon't
seem to be good or bad as the sguares on a chessboard
are black or white. Even the worthless ones have got
good traits, and it makes it so hard to know how to
deal with them.

PRINCESS: [Smiling a little] You don't approve of poor
Thornton?

FLEMING: What do you expect me to think of aman who's
proud of having forced his way into a house where he
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knew he wasn't wanted? He reckons success by the
number of invitations he receives. He holds himself up
to me as an example. He tells me that if | want to get
into society, | must work for it. What do they think
of a man like Thornton Clay in England? Don't they
despise him?

PRINCESS: Everywhere, in New York just as much as in
London, there are masses of people struggling to get
into society. It's so common a sight that one loses the
sense of there being anything disgraceful in it. Pearl
would tell you that English society is a little pompous;
they welcome a man who can make them laugh. Thorn-
ton is very useful. He has high spirits, he's amusing,
he makes a party go.

FLEMING: | should have thought a man could find some
better use for his life than that.

PRINCESS: Thornton has plenty of money. Do you think
there is any point in his spending his life making more?
I sometimes think there's too much money in America
aready.

FLEMING: There are things a man can do beside making
money.

PRINCESS: Y ou know, American wealth has reached apitch
when it was bound to give rise to a leisured class.
Thornton is one of the first members of it. Perhaps he
doesn't play the part very well, but remember he hasn't
had the time to learn it that they've had in Europe.

FLEMING: [Smiling] I'm afraid you don't think me very
charitable.

PRINCESS: You're young. It's area pleasure to meto know
anice clean American boy. And I'm so glad that you're
not going to be dazzled by this English life that dazzles
so many of our countrymen. Amuse yourself, learn
what you can from it, take dl the good it offers you
"and go back to America
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FLEMING: | shall be glad to go back. Perhaps | ought never
to have come.

PRINCESS: I'm afraid you're not very happy.

FLEMING: | don't know what makes you think that.

PRINCESS: It's not very hard to see that you're in love with
Bessie.

FLEMING: Did you know that | was engaged to her?

PRINCESS: [Surprised.] No.

FLEMING: | was engaged to her before | went to Harvard.
| was eighteen then, and she was sixteen.

PRINCESS: How very early in life you young people settle
things in Americal

FLEMING: Perhapsitwasrather silly and childish. Butwhen
shewrote arid told me that she thought we'd better break
it off, | discovered | cared more than | thought.

PRINCESS: What did you say to her?

FLEMING: | couldn't try to hold her to a promise she gave
when shewas a schoolgirl. | answered that | sympathised
and understood.

PRINCESS: When did this happen?

FLEMING: A couple of months ago. Then | got the chance
to go over to Europe and | thought I'd come to see
what was going on. It didn't take me long to tumble.

PRINCESS: You're bearing it very well.

FLEMING: Oh, the only thing | could do was to be pleasant.
I should only have bored her if I'd made love to her.
She took our engagement as an amusing joke, and there
wasn't anything for me to do but accept her view of
it. She was having thetime of her life. Atfirst| thought
perhaps she'd grow tired of al these bdls and parties,
and then if | was on the spot | might persuade her to
come back to America with me.

PRINCESS: You may still.
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FLEMING: No, | haven't a chance. The first day | arrived
she told me how wonderful she thought this English
life. She thinks it full and varied. She thinks it has
' beauty.

PRINCESS: That sounds rather satirical.

FLEMING: Pearl has been very nice to me. She's taken me
about, I've driven with her constantly, I've sat in her
box at the opera, I'm her guest at the moment. If |
had any decency I'd hold my tongue.

PRINCESS: Well?

FLEMING: [ Bursting out impetuously’.] There's something in
these surroundings that makes me feel terribly uncom-
fortable. Under the brilliant surface | suspect all kinds
of ugly and shameful secrets that everyone knows and
pretends not to. This is a strange house in which the
husband is never seen and Arthur Fenwick, a vulgar
sensualist, acts as host; and it's an attractive spectacle,
this painted duchess devouring with her eyes a boy
young enough to be her son. And the conversation—
I don't want to seem a prude, | daresay people over
here talk more freely than the people I've known; but
surely there are women who don't have lovers, there
are such things as honour and decency and self-restraint.
If Bessie is going to remain over here | wish to God
she'd marry her lord at once and get out of it quickly.

PRINCESS: D'you think shelll be happy?

FLEMING: Are they any of them happy? How can they
expect to be happy when they marry for . . . 'The
PRINCESS gives a sudden start, and FLEMING stops short.]
| beg your pardon. | was forgetting. Please forgive me.
You see, you're so different.

PRINCESS: I'm sorry | interrupted you. What were you
going to say?

FLEMING: It wasn't of any importance. You see, I've been
thinking it over so much that it's rather got on my
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nerves. And | haven't been able to tell anyone what |
was thinking about. I'm dreadfully sorry.

PRINCESS: You were going to say, how can they expect to
be happy when they marry for a trumpery title? You
thought, they're snobs, vulgar snobs, and the misery of
their lives is the proper punishment for their ignoble
desires.

FLEMING: [Very apologetically] Princess.

PRINCESS: [lronically.] Princess.

FLEMING: Believe me, | hadn't the smallest intention of
saying anything to wound you.

PRINCESS. You haven't. It's too true. Most of us who
marry foreigners are merely snobs. But | wonder if it's
al our fault. We're not shown a belter way of life. No
one has even hinted to us that we have any duty towards
our own country. We're blamed because we marry
foreigners, but columns are written about us in the
papers, and our photographs are in dl the magazines.
Our friends are excited and envious. After al, we are
human. At first, when people addressed me as Princess,
| couldn't help feeling thrilled. Of course it was
snobbishness.

FLEMING: You make me feel a terrible cad.

PRINCESS: But sometimes there've been other motives, too.
Has it ever occurred to you that snobbishness is the
spirit of romance in a reach-me-down? | was only
twenty when | married Marino. | didn't see him as a
fortune-hunting Dago, but as the successor of a long
line of statesmen and warriors. There'd been a pope in
his family, and a dozen cardinals, one of his ancestors
had been painted by Titian; for centuries they'd been
men of war, with power of life and death; 1'd seen the
great feudal castle, with its hundred rooms, where they
had ruled as independent sovereigns. When Marino
came and asked me to marry him it was romance that
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stood in his shoes and beckoned to me. | thought of
the palace in Rome, which | had visited as a tripper, and
where | might reign as mistress. | thought it was
splendid to take my place after al those great ladies,
Orsinis, Colonnas, Gaetanis, Aldobrandinis. | loved him,

FLEMING: But there's no need to tell me that you could
never do anything from an unworthy motive.

PRINCESS: My hushand's family had been ruined by specu-
lation. He was obliged to sdl himself. He sold himself
for five million dollars. And | loved him. You can
imagine the rest. First he was indifferent to me, then
| bored him, and at last he hated me. Oh, the humiliation
| endured. When my child died | couldn't bear it any
longer; | left him. | went back to America. | found
myself a stranger, | was out of place, thelife had become
foreign to me; | couldn't live at home. | settled in
England; and here we're strangers too. I've paid very
heavily for being a romantic girl.

[BESSIE comes in.

BESSIE: Really, Fleming, it's too bad of you to st in here
and flirt with the Princess. We want you to come and
dance.

[The PRINCESS, agitated, gets up and goes out into the
garden,]

BESSIE: [Looking after her.] Is anything the matter?

FLEMING: No.

BESSIE: Are you coming to dance, or are you not?

FLEMING: | had quite atalk with Lord Bleane after dinner,
Bessie.

BESSIE: [Smiling.] Well?

FLEMING: Are you going to accept the coronet that he's
dangling before your eyes?

BESSIE: It would be more to the point if you asked whether
I'mgoingtoaccept the coroner that he's laying at my feet
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FLEMING: He'savery nicefellow, Bessie.

BESSIE: | know that.

FLEMING: | wanted to dislike him.

BESSIE: Why?

FLEMING: Well, | don't think much of these English lords
who run after American girls for their money. | expected
him to be a brainless loafer, with just enough cunning
to know his market value, but he's a modest, unassuming
fellow. To tell you the truth, I'm puzzled.

BESSIE: [Chaffing him.] Fancy thatl

FLEMING: | think it's a low-down thing that he's doing, anJ
yet he doesn't seem a low-down fellow.

BESSIE: He might be in love with me, you know.

FLEMING: Is he?

BESSIE: No.

FLEMING: Arc you going to mairy him?

BESSIE: | don't know.

FLEMING: | suppose he's come here to ask you?

BESSIE: 'After a short panse.' He asked me a month ago. |
promised to give him an answer whci he came back
from Rumania. . . . I'm in a panic. He's waiting to
get me alone. | was able to be quite flippant about it
when | had a month before me, but now, when I've
got to say yes or no, I'm so jumpy | don't know what
to do with mysdl.

FLEMING: Don't marry him, Bessie.

BESSIE: Why not?

FLEMING: Well, first, you're no more in love with him than
he is with you.

BESSIE: And then?

FLEMING: Isn't that enough?

BESSIE: | wonder if you realise what he offers me. Do you
know what the position of an English peeress is?
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FLEMING: Doesit mean so muchtobecalled Y our Ladyship
by tradesmen?

BESSIE: You donkey, Fleming. If I marry an American
boy my life will be over; if | marry Harry Bleane it will
be only just beginning. Look at Pearl. | could do what
she's done; | could do more, because George Grayston
isn't ambitious. | could make Harry do anything I liked.
He would go into politics, and | should have a saon.
Why, | could do anything.

FLEMING: [Dryly] | don't know why you should be in a
panic. You've evidently made up your mind. You'll
have a brilliant marriage with crowds outside the church,
your photograph will be in al the papers, you'll go away
for your honeymoon, and you'll come back. What will
you do then?

BESSIE: Why, settle down,

FLEMING: Will you break your heart like the Princess be-
cause your husband has taken a mistress, or will you
take lovers like the Duchesse de Surennes, or will you
bore yourself to death like Pearl because your husband
is virtuous, and wants you to do your duty?

BESSIE: Fleming, you've got no right to say things like that
to me.

FLEMING: I'm sorry if I've made you angry. | had to say it.

BESSIE: Are you quite sure that it's for my sake you don't
want me to marry Lord Bleane?

FLEMING: Yes, | thinkitis. When you broke off our engage-
ment | didn't blame you. You wouldn't have done it
if you'd cared for me, and it wasn't your fault if you
didn't. When | came over | saw that | could expect
nothing but friendship from you. You must do me the
justice to acknowledge that during this month | haven't
given the smallest sign that | wanted anything else.

BESSIE: Oh, you've been charming. You always were the
best friend I've had.
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FLEMING: Ifinacorner of my heart | kept my love for you,
that is entirely my affair. | don't know that it puts you
to any inconvenience, and it pleases me. |I'm quite sure
that I'm only thinking now of your happiness. Go back
to America, and fall in love with some nice fellow, and
marry him. You'll have all my best wishes. Perhaps
your life won't be so brilliant or so exciting, but it will
be simpler and wholesomer, and more becoming.

BESSIE: You're a dear, Fleming, and if | said anything dis-
agreeable just now, forgive me. | didn't mean it. |
shall always want you to be my dearest friend.

[LORD BLEANE enters from the terrace.
BLEANE: | was looking for you everywhere. | wondered
where you'd got to.

[There is a moment's pause. FLEMING HARVEY looks
from BESSIE to BLEANE.

FLEMING: | really must go and dance with the Duchesse or
shelll never forgive me.

BLEANE: I've just been dancing with her. My dear fellow,
it's the most violent form of exercise I've ever taken.

FLEMING: I'm in very good condition.
'He goes ouit.
BLEANE: Blessings on him.

BESSIE: Why?

BLEANE: Because he's left us alone. Ask me another.

BESSIE: | don't think I will.

BLEANE: Then I'll ask you one.

BESSIE: Please don't. Tell me al about Rumania.

BLEANE: Rumaniais a Balkan State. Its capital is Bucharest.
It has long been known for its mineral springs.

BESSIE: You're in very high spirits to-night.

BLEANE: You may well wonder. Everything has conspired
to depress them.



ACT 1|1 OUR BETTERS 59

BESSIE: Oh, what nonsense!

BLEANE: First | was in England thirty-six hours before |
had a chance of seeing you; secondly, when | arrived
you'd already gone up to dress; then, when | was ex-
pecting to sit next you at dinner, | was put between Lady
Grayston and the Princess; and, lastly, you made me
pound away at that beastly pianola when | wanted to
dance with you.

BESSIE: Well, you've survived it dl.

BLEANE: What | want to point out to you is that if notwith-
standing I'm in high spirits, | must have a most engaging
nature.

BESSIE: | never dreamt of denying it.

BLEANE: So much to the good.

BESSIE: The man's going to propose to me.

BLEANE: No, I'm not.

BESSIE: | beg your pardon. My mistake.

BLEANE: | did that a month ago.

BESSIE: There's been a change of moon since then, and no
proposal holds good after the new moon.

BLEANE: | never knew that.

BESSIE: Y ou've been down to see your mother.

BLEANE: She sends you her love.

BESSIE: Have you told her?

BLEANE: | told her a month ago.

[BESSIE does not speak for a moment; when she answers
it is more gravely.]

BESSIE: You know, | want to be frank with you. Youwon't
think it disagreeable of me, will you? I'm not in love
withyou.

BLEANE: | know. But you don't positively didike me?

BESSIE: No. | like you very much.
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BLEANE: Won't you risk it then?
BESSIE: {Almost tragically.] | can't make up my mind.

BLEANE: I'll do ail I can to make you happy. I'll try not to
make a nuisance of myself.

BESSIE: | know quite well that | wouldn't marry you if you
weren't who you are, and I'm afraid | know that you
wouldn't marry me if | hadn't a certain amount of
money.

BLEANE: Oh, yes, | would.

BESSIE: It's nice of you to say 0.

BLEANE: Don't you believe it?

BESSIE: | suppose I'm a perfect fool. | ought to play the
game prettily. You sec, | know that you can't afford to
marry a girl who isn't well-to-do. Everyone knows
what | have. Pearl has taken good care that they should.
You wouldn't ever have thought of me otherwise.
We're arranging a deal. You give your title and your
position, and | give my money. It's a commonplace
thing enough, but somehow it sticks in my throat.

[BLEANE besitates a moment, and walks up and down
thinking.]

BLEANE: You make me feel an awful swine. The worst of
it is that some part of what you say is true. I'm not
such a fool that | didn't see your sister was throwing
us together. | don't want to seem a conceited ass, but
a fellow in my sort of position can't help knowing that
many people think him rather a catch. Mothers of
marriageable daughters are very transparent sometimes,
you know, and if they don't marry their daughters
they're determined it shan't be for want of trying.

BESSIE: Oh, | can quite believe that. | have noticed it in
American mothers, too.

BLEANE: | knew it would be a good thing if | married you.
I don't suppose | should have thought about you if |
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hadn't been told you were pretty well off. It's beastly
now, saying al that.

BESSIE: | don't see why.

BLEANE: Because after a bit | found out I'd fallen in love
with you. And then | didn't care if you hadn't got a
bob. | wanted to marry you because—because | didn't
know what to do without you.

BESSIE: Harry |

BLEANE: Do believe me. | swear it's true. | don't care a
hang about the money. After al, we could get along
without it. And I love you.

BESSIE: It's very good to hear you say that. 1'm So absurdly
pleased and flattered.

BLEANE: You do believeit, don't you?

BESSIE: Yes.

BLEANE: And will you marry me?

BESSIE: If you like.

BLEANE: Of course | like. [He fakes her in bis arms and
kissesher.]

BESSIE: Take care, someone might comein.

BLEANE: [ Smilingandhappy.] Comeintothegardenwithme.

[He dretches out his hand, she hesitates a moment,
smiles, takes it, and together they go out on to the
terrace.

For a moment the music of a one-step is heard
more loudly, and then the DUCHESSE and TONY
PAXTDN come in. She sinks into a chair fanning
herself, and he goes over to a table, takes a cigarette,
and lights it.
DUCHESSE: Didyou see? That was Harry Bleaneand Bessie.
| wondered where they were.

TONY: You've got eyes like alynx.
DUCHESSE: I'm positive they were hand in hand.
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TONY: It looks as if she'd worked it at last.

DUCHESSE: | don't know about that. It looks as if he'd
worked it.

TONY:She's not such a catch as al that. If | were a peer
I'd sl myself for a damned sight more than eight
thousand a year.

DUCHESSE: Don't stand so far away, Tony. Come and sit
on the sofa by me.

TONY: [Going over to her)] | say, I've been talking to Bleane
about two-seaters.

DUCHESSE: [Very coldly.] Ohl

TONY: [Giving her a look out of the corner of his eye] He says
I can't do better than get a Talbot.

DUCHESSE: | don't see why you want a car of your own.
You can always use one of mine.

TONY: That's not the same thing. After al, it won't cost
much. | can get a ripper for just over twelve hundred
pounds, with a really smart body.

DUCHESSE: Y outalk asthoughtwelvehundred poundswere
nothing at al.

TONY: Hang it al, it isn't anything to you.

DUCHESSE: What with the income tax and one thing and
another, I'm not so terribly flush just now. No one
knows the claims | have on me. Because one has a
certain amount of money one's supposed to be made of
it. They don't realise that if one spends it in one way
one can't spend it in another. It cost me seven thousand
pounds to have my house redecorated.

TONY: [Sulkily] You said | could buy myself a car.
DUCHESSE: | said I'd think about it. | wasn't under the
impression that you'd go and order one right away.

TDNY: I've practicaly committed myself now.

DUCHESSE: You only want a car so that you can be inde-
pendent of me.
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TDNY: Well, hang it al, you can't expect me to be tied to
your apron-strings aways. It's a bit thick if whenever
I want to take a man down to play golf | have to ring
up and ask if I can have one of your cars. It makes me
look such an ass.

DUCIIESSE: Ifit's only to play golf you want it, I'm sure any-
one would rather go down to the links in a comfortable
Rolls-Royce than in a two-seater.

[A silence.

TONY: If you don't want to give me a car, why on earth
did you say you would?

DUCHESSE: [Putting her hand on bim' Tony.

TONY: For goodness sake don't touch me.

DUCHESSE: [Hurt and mortified.] Tonyl

TONY: | don't want to force you to make me presents. |
can quite well do without a two-seater. | can go about
in omnibuses if it comes to that.

DUCHESSE: Don't you love me?

TONY: | wish you wouldn't constantly ask me if | love
you. It is maddening.

DUCHESSE: Oh, how can you be so cruel to mel

TONY: [Exasperated] D'you think this is quite the best
place to choose to make a scene?

DUCHESSE: | love you with dl my heart. I've never loved
anybody as much as | love you.

TONY: No man could stand being loved so much. D'you
think it's jolly for me to feel that your eyes are glued
on me whatever I'm doing? | can never put my hand
out without finding yours there ready to press it.

DUCHESSE: | can't help it if | love you. That's my tem-
perament.

TONY: Yes, but you needn't show it so much. Why don't
you leave me to do the love-making?
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DUCHESSE: If | did that there wouldn't be any love-making.
TONY: You make me look such afool.

DUCHESSE: Don't you know there's nothing in the world |
wouldn't do for you? '

TONY: [Quickly] Well, why don't you marry me?

DUCHESSE: [With a gasp] | can't do that. You know that
| can't do that.

TONY: Why not? You could still call yourself Duchesse de
Surcnnes.

DUCHESSE: No; I've always told you nothing would induce
me to marry.

TONY: That shows how much you love me.
DUCHESSE: Marriage is so middle-class. It takes away all
' the romance of love.

TONY: You simply want to have your freedom and keep
me bound hand and foot. D'yuu think it's jolly for me
to know what people say about me? After al, | have
got some pride.

DUCHESSE: I'm sure we shall be able to get you a job soon,
and then no one will be able to say anything.

TONY: I'm getting fed up with the whole business; | tell
you that straight. 1'd just as soon chuck it.

DUCHESSE: Tony, you don't mean to say you want to leave
me. I'll kill myself if you do. | couldn't bear it, |
couldn't bear it. I'll kill myself.

TONY: For GOB'S sake, don't make such a row.
DUCHESSE: Say you don't meanit, Tony. | shall scream.

TONY: After al, I've got my self-respect to think of. It
seems to me the best thing would be if we put a stop
to the whole thing now.

DIICHESSE: Oh, | can't loseyou. | can't.
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TONY: No one can say I'm mercenary, but hang it al, one
has to think of one's future. | shan't be twenty-five for
ever. | ought to be settling down.

DUCHESSE: Don't you care for me any more?

TONY: Of course | care for you. If | didn't, d'you think
I'd have let you do al you have for me?

DUCHESSE: Then why d'you make me so unhappy?

TONY: | don't want to make you unhappy, but really some-
times you are unreasonable.

DUCHESSE: You mean about the car?

TDNY: | wasn't thinking about the car then.

DUCHESSE: You can haveit if you like.

TDNY: | don't want it now.

DUCHESSE: Tony, don't beunkind.

TONY: I'm not going to take any more presents from you.

DUCHESSE: | didn't mean to be unreasonable. 1'd like you
to have the car, Tony. I'll give you a cheque for it
to-morrow. [Coaxingly.] Tell me what the body's like.

TONY: [Sulkily] Oh, it's a torpedo body.

DUCHESSE: You'll take me for drives in it sometimes?

[He turns round and looks at her, sheputs out her hand,
he thaws, and smiles engagingly.

TONY: | say, you are awfully kind to me.

DUCHESSE: You do like me a little, don't you?

TONY: Of course | do.

DUCHESSE: You have a good heart, Tony. Kiss me.

TDNY: [Kissing her, pleased and excited] | saw an awfully
jolly body in a shop in Trafalgar Square the day before
yesterday. I've got half a mind to get the people who
made your body to copy it.

DUCHESSE: Why don't you get it at the shop you saw it at?

My people are terribly expensive, and they aren't any
better than anybody dse.
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TONY: Well, you sec, | don't know anything about the firm.
| just happened to catch sight of it as | was passing.
DUCHESSE: What on earth were you doing in Trafalgar
Square on Thursday? | thought you were going to

Ranclagh.

TONY: | was put off. | hadn't got anything to do, so |
thought I'd just slope round the National Gallery for
haf an hour.

DUCHESSE: That'sthelast place | should have expected you
to go to.

TONY: | don't mind having a look at pictures now and
then.

[A sudden suspicion comes to the DUCHESSE that be was
there with PEARL, but she makes no sign that he
can see.

DUCHESSE: [Blandly.] Did you look at the Bronzinos?

TONY: [Falling into the trap.] Yes. Arthur Fenwick bought
one the other day at Christie's. He paid a devil of a
price for it too,

DUCHESSE: [Clenching her hands in the effort to hide her agita-
tion] Oh?

TONY:I do think it's rot, the prices people pay for old
masters. I'm blowed if I'd give ten thousand pounds
for a picture.

DUCHESSE: Well go to the National Gallery together one
of these days, shall we?

TONY: | don't know that | want to make a habit of it, you
know.

[PEARL and THORNTON CLAY come in. During the
conversation the DUCHESSE surreptitiously watches
PEARL and TONY for signs of an intelligence between
them.

PEARL: I've got great news for you. Bessie and Harry
Blcane are engaged.
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DUCHESSE: Oh, my dear, I'm so glad. How gratified you
must bel

PEARL: Yes, I'm delighted. You must come and congratu-
late them.

CLAY: Above all we must congratulate one another. We've
al worked for it, Pearl.

TONY: He hadn't much chance, poor blighter, had he?

PEARL: We're going to have one more dance, and then
Arthur wants to play poker. You must come.

CLAY: [To the DUCHESSE.] Will you dance this with me,
Minnie?

DUCHESSE: I'd like to.

[CLAY gives her his arm. She throws TONY and PEARL a
glance, and purses her lips. She goes out with CLAY .

PEARL: Y ou haven't danced with me yet, Tony. Y ou should
really pay some attention to your hostess.

TONY: | say, don't go.

PEARL: Why not?

TONY': Because | want to talk to you.

PEARL: [Flippantly.] If you want to whisper soft nothings
in my ear, you'll find the one-step exceedingly con-
venient.

TONY: You'realittlebeast, Pearl.

PEARL: Y ou've been having along talk with Minnie.

TONY: Oh, she's been making me ahell of a scene.

PEARL: Poor thing, shecan't helpit. Sheadoresyou.

TONY: | wish she didn't, and you did.

PEARL: [WAH a chuckle]. My dear, it's your only attraction
for me that she adores you. Come and dance with me.

TONY': You've got apiece of hair out of place.

PEARL: Harel? [She takes a smallglass out ofher bag and looks
at herself. As she does so TONY steps behind her and kisses
her neck.] Youfool, don't do that. Anyone might see us.
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TONY: | don't care.

PEARL: | do. Arthur'sasjealous as cats meat.
TONY: Arthur's playing the pianola.
PEARL: There's nothing wrong with my hair.

TONY: Of course there isn't. Youre perfectly divine
to-night. | don't know what there is about you.

PEARL: You'reafoolish creature, Tony.
TONY: Let's go in the garden.
PEARL: No, they'll be wondering where we are.

TONY: Hang it al, it's not so extraordinary to take a stroll
instead of dancing.

PEARL: | don't want to take a stroll,

TONY: Pearl.

PEARL: Yes?

[She looks at him.  For a moment they stare at one another
in silence. A hot flame ofpassion leaps up suddenly
between them, and envelops them, so that they forget
everything but that they are man and woman. The air
seems all at once heavy to breathe. PEARL, like a bird
in a net, struggles to escape; their voices sink, and
unconscioudly they speak in whispers.

PEARL: Don't be afool, Tony.

TONY: [Hoarsely] Let's go down to the tea-house.
PEARL: No, | won't.

TONY: We shdl be quite safe there.

PEARL: | daren't. It's too risky.

TONY: Oh, damn the riskl

PEARL: [Agitated.] | cantl

TONY: I'll go down there and wait.

PEARL: [Breathlessly.] But—ifthey wonder wherel am.
TONY: They'll think you've gone up to your room.
PEARL: | won't come, Tony.
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TONY: [I'll wait for you.

[As he goes out, ARTHUR FENWICK comes in. PEARL
gives a dlight start, but quickly recovers herself.

FENWICK: Look here, I'm not going on pounding away at
that wretched pianola unless you come and dance, Pearl.

PEARL: [Exhausted] I'm tired, | don't want to dance any
more

FENWICK: Poor child, youlook quitepale.

PEARL: Do I? | thought I'd put plenty of rouge on. Am |
looking revolting?

FENWICK: Youdwayslook adorable. You'rewonderful. |
can't think what you SEC in an old fellow like me.

PEARL: You'retheyoungest man|'ve ever known.

FENV\{ICK: How well you know the thing to say to please
me

[He isjust going to take her in his arms, but instinctively
she draws back.

PEARL: Let's play poker now, shall we?
FENWICK: Notifyou'retired, darling.
PEARL: I'm never too tired for that.

FENWICK: You don't know how | adoreyou. It'saprivilege
to be allowed to love you.

PEARL: [Sure of hersdf again] Dh, what nonsensel You'll
make me vain if you say things like that.

FENWICK: You do love me alittle, don't you? | want your
love so badly.

PEARL: Why, | dote onyou, you silly old thing.

[She takes hisface in her hands and kisses him, avoids his

arms that seek to encircle her, and goes towards the
door.

FENWICK: Where are you going?
PLARL: I'm just going to my room to arrange my face.
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FENWICK: My God, how | loveyou, girliel There's nothing
intheworld | wouldn't do for you.
PEARL: Realy?
FENWICK: Nothing.
PEARL: Then ring for Pole and tell him to set out the card-
table and bring the counters.
FENWICK: And | was prepared to give you a sablt coat or a
diamond tiara.
PEARL: | much prefer chinchilla and emeralds.
FENWICK: [Taking her hand.] Must you really go and arrange
your face?
PEARL: Redlly!
FENWICK: Be quick then. | can hardly bear you out of my
sight. [He kisses her band.
PEARL: [Looking at him tenderly Dear Arthur.
[She goes out. FENWICK rings the bell. Then he goes on
the terrace and calls out.
FENWICK: Thornton, we're going to play poker. Get them
to come aong, will you?
CLAY: [Vutside] Right-hoi
[POLE comes in.
FCNWICK: Oh, Pole, get the card-table ready.
POLE: Very good, sr.
FENWICK: And we shall want the counters. Let's have

those mother-o'-peail ones that | brought down last time
| was here.

POLE: Very good, dir.
{The PRINCESS comes in. POLE proceeds to bring a card-
table into the centre ofthe room and unfolds it. He gets
a box of counters out of a drawer, andputs them on the
table.

FENWICK: Pearl hasjust gone to her room. Shelll be herein
one minute.
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PRINCESS: 'Lookingat thepreparations Thislookslikemore
dissipation.

FENWICK: Wewere going to have alittle game of poker. |
don't think we ought to play very long, Pearl is looking
terriblytired.

PRINCESS: | don't wonder. She's so energetic.

FENWICK: Shedoestoomuch. Just now when| camein she
was quite white. 1'm really very uneasy about her. You
see, she never spares herself.

PRINCESS: Fortunately she's extremely strong.

FENWICK: She has a constitution of iron. She's a very
wonderful woman. It's very seldom you meet a woman
like Pearl. She's got aremarkable brain. I've frequently
discussed business with her, and I've been amazed at her
clear grasp of complicated matters. | owe agreat deal to
her. And she's good, Princess, she's good. She's got a
heart of gold.

PRINCESS: I'm sure she has.
FENWICK: Shell always do a good turn to anybody. She's

the most generous, the most open-handed woman |'ve
ever met.

{The DueHESSE comesin as he says these words.
DUCHESSE: Who isthis?
FENWICK: Weweretalking of our hostess.
DUCHESSE: | =e

[She has her bagin her hand; when the othersart not looking
she hides it behind a sofa.
FENWICK: | have no hesitation in saying that Pearl is the
most remarkable woman in England. Why, she's got
hdfthe Cabinet in her pocket. She's very powerful.

DUCHESSE: | have often thought that if she'd lived in the
reign of Charles Il shewould have been a duchess in her
own right.
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FENWICK: [Innocently.] Maybe. Shewouldadornany sphere,
She's got everything—tact, brains, energy, beauty.

DUCHESSE: Virtue.

FENWICK: If | were the British peopk, I'd make her Prime
Minister.

PRINCESS: [Smiling] Youre an excellent friend, Mr.
Fenwick.

FENWICK: Of course, you've heard of her hostel for young
women aone in London?

DUCHESSE: [Sweetly] Yes, there was agreat deal about it in
the papers, wasn't there?

FENWICK: That's athing I've always admired in Pearl. She
has a thoroughly modern understanding of the value of
advertisement.

DUCHESSE: Yes, she has, hasn't she?

FENWICK: Well, believe me, she conceived the idea of that
hostel, built it, endowed it, organised it, al on her own.
It cost twenty thousand pounds.

DUCHESSE: But surely, Mr. Fenwick, you paid the twenty
thousand pounds. Pearl hasn't got sums like that to
throw away on charity.

FENWICK: | gave the money, but the money isn't the
important thing. The idea, the organisation, the success,
areal dueto Pearl.

DUCHESSE: It has certainly been one of the best advertised of
recent philanthropic schemes.

[THORNTON CLAY, BESSIE, BLEANE and FLEMING
come In.

CLAY: We're dl dying to play poker.

FENWICK: The tableis ready.

BESSIE: Where is Pearl?

FENWICK: She's gone to her room. Shelll be back in a
minute.

"They gather roundthetable andsit down
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BESSIE: You're going to play, Princess?

PRINCESS: Oh, I don't think so, Il look on. I'm going to
bed inaminute.

BESSIE: Oh, you must play.

[The PRINCESS smiles, shrugs her shoulders and ap-
proachesthe table.

FENWICK: Leaveaplacefor Pearl.

DUCHESSE: You must leave one for Tony, too.

CLAY: What's he doing?

DUCHESSE: Helll be' here presently.

FENWICK: Shdl | give out the counters? What would you
like to play for?

PRINCESS: Don't let it be too high.

DUCHESSE: How tiresome of you, Floral | think I'minluck
to-night.

FENWICK: We don't want to ruin anyone. Shilling antes.
Will that suit you?

PRINCESS: Very well.

FENWICK: [To CLAY.] The whites are a shilling, Thornton,
reds two, and blues five bob. Mr. Harvey, you might
count some out, will you?

FLEMING: Sure.

[ The three ofthem start counting out the counters.

DUCHESSE: Oh, how stupid of me, | haven't got my bag.

FENWICK: Never mind, we'll trust you.

DUCHESSE: Oh, I'd rather pay at once. It saves so much
bother. Besides, | hate not having my bag.

PRINCESS: One aways wants to powder one's nose if one
hasn't got it.

DUCHESSE: Bessie dear, | l€ft it in Pearl's new tea-house. Do
run and fetch it for me.

BESSIE: Certainly.



74 OUR BETTERS ACT Il

BLEANE: No, Il go.
BESSIE: You don't know the way. | can go through the
bushes. It's only twenty yards. You stop and count out

the counters,
[Shegoes out

FENWICK: There's five pounds here. Will you take them,
Princess?

PRINCESS: Thank you. Here's my money.

DUCHESSE: I'll give you my fiver as soon as Bessie brings
my bag.

CLAY: How on earth came you to leave it in the tea-house?

DUCHESSE: I'm so careless. I'm aways leaving my bag
about.

FLEMING: Here's another five pounds.
PRINCESS: What beautiful counters they arel

FENWICK: I'm glad you like them. | gave them to Pearl.
They've got her initials on them.

CLAY: Let's have a hand before Pearl comes. Lowest dals.
[7 bey all cut,

FLEMING: Table stakes, | suppose?

FENWICK: Ohyes, it makesitamuch better game.

CLAY: Your deal, Fenwkk.

FENWICK: Anteup, Princess.

PRINCESS: | begyour pardon.

[She pushes forward a counter. FENWICK deals. The
others take up their cards.

FENWICK: Two shillings to comeiin.

FLEMING: I'm coming in.

BLEANE: | always comein.

FENWICK: | oughtn't to, but | shall al the same. Are you
going to make good your ante, Princess?

PRINCESS: | may just as well, mayn't 1?
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FENWICK: That's how I've made a fortune. By throwing
good money after bad. Would you likea card?

PRINCESS: I'll have three.
[FENWICK gives them to her.
CLAY: The Princess has got a pair of deuces.

FLEMING: I'll have one.
[FENWICK givesit to him.

BLEANE: Onenever getsthat straight, Harvey. I'll take five.
FENWICK: That'swhat | call areal sport.
CLAY: Nonsense. It just means he can't play.
BLEANE: It would be rather a sell for youif1 got a flush.
CLAY: It would, but you haven't.

[FENWICK hasgiven him cards and BLEANE looks at them.
BLEANE: You're quite right. | haven't.

[He flings them down. Through the next speeches the
business -with the cardsfollows the dialogue.

FENWICK: Don't you want any cards, Duchesse?

DUCHESSE: No, I'm out of it.

CLAY: I'll havethree. | thought you werein luck.

DUCHESSE: Wait aminute. You'll be surprised.

FENWICK: Dedler takes two.

CLAY: Who bets?

PRINCESS: I'm out of it.

CLAY: | sad it was apair of deuces.

FLEMING: I'll bet five shillings.

CLAY: I'll take it and raise five shillings.

FENWICK: | suppose | must risk my money. What have
got to put down? Ten shillings?

FLEMING: There's five shillings, and I'll raise you five
shillings more.

CLAY: No, I've had enough.
FENWICK: I'll take you and raise you again.
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FLEMING: Very well. And oncemore.
FENWICK: TIll see you.

[BESSIE comes in. The DUCHESSE has been watching for
her. BESSIE is excessively disturbed.

DUCHESSE: Ah, there's Bessie.

FENWICK: [ToFLEMING.] What haveyou got?
DUCHESSE: Did you find my bag?

BESSIE: TWith agasp] No, it wasn't there.

DUCHESSE: Dh, but | remember distinctly leaving it there.

Il go and look for it myself. Mr. Fenwick, will you
come with me.

BESSIE: No, don't—you can't go into the tea-house.

PRINCESS: [Surprised.] Bessie, is anything the matter?

BESSIE: [In a strained voice] The door of the tea-house is
locked.

DUCHESSE: Oh, it can't be. | saw Pearl and Tony go in there
just now.

[BESSIE suddenly bides her face and bursts into a flood of
tears.

PRINCESS: [Sarting to her feetf] Minnie, you devill What
haveyou been doing?

DUCHESSE: Don't ask what I've been doing.

FENWICK: You must be mistaken. Pearl went up to her
room.

DUCHESSE: Go and look for her. . . .

[FENWICK tsabout to start from his chair. The PRINCESS
puts her band on his shoulders.

PRINCESS: Where are you going?

DUCHESSE: | saw her.
[For a moment there is apause.

CLAY: [In an embarrassedway] WoclL we'd better go on with
our game, hadn't we?
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[The PRINCESS and BLEANE an bending over BESSIE,
trying to get her to control herself.

FLEMING: That was your money, Mr. Fenwick.
FENWICK: [Saring infront of him, with a redface and blood-
shot eyes, under his breath.] The slut. The slut.

[The DUCHESSE takes her bagfrom behind the cushion,
gets out the stick for her lips, and her mirror, and
begins to paint them.

CLAY: You'd better deal, Fleming. The Princess won't play,
| expect.

DUCHESSE: Deal me cards. | want to play.

CLAY: Bleane, come on. Wed better go on with our game.
Take Bessie's chips.

[BLEANE comes forward. FLEMING deals the cards. A.
stormy silence hangs over the party, broken only by the
short speeches referring to the game; they play trying to
relieve the tension. They are all anxiously awaiting
PEARL, afraid she will come, knowing she must, and
dreading the moment; they are nervous and constrained.

CLAY: Your ante, Bleane.

[BLEANE putsforward a counter. The cards an dealt in
silence.

CLAY: I'm coming in.
[FENWICK looks at his cards, putsforward a couple of

counters, but does not speak. FLEMING putsforward
counters.

FLEMING: D'youwant acard?

BLEANE: Three, please.

CLAY: Two.

FENWICK: [ With an effort over him self' I'll have three.

[FLEMING deals them as they ask. Just as he has given
FENWICK his, PEARL comes in, followed by TONY.
TDNY is smoking a cigarette.
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PEARL: Oh, have you started aready?
FENWICK: [Violently.] Where haveyou been?
PEARL: 1? My head was aching alittle and | went for a
‘turn in the garden. | found Tony composing a sonnet to
" the moon.
FENWICK: Y ou said you were going to your room.
PEARL: What are you taking about?
[She looks round, sees the DUCHESSE'S look of angry
triumph, and givesadight start.
DUCHESSE: Once too often, my dear, once too often.
[PEARL takes no notice. She sees BESSIE. BESSIE has
been staring at her with miserable eyes, and now she

hides her face. PEARL realises that everything is
discovered. She turns coolly to TONY.

PEARL: You damned foal, | told you it was too risky.

END OF THE SECOND ACT



THE THIRD ACT

The SCENE is the same as in the last act, the morning-room at
Kenton.

It is next day, Sunday, about three in the afternoon, and the sun is
shining brightly.

The PRINCESS, THORNTON CLAY and FLEMING are sitting
down. FLEMING lights another cigarette.

PRINCESS: Isitgoodforyoutosmokesomany cigarettes?
FLEMING: | shouldn't think so.
CLAY: He must do something.

PRINCESS: Perhapsyou can get up agameof tennislater on.
FLEMING: It's very hot for tennis.

CLAY: Beddes, who will play?

PRINCESS: Y ou two could haveasngle.

CLAY: If we only had the Sunday papers it would be
something.

PRINCESS: Y ou can hardly expect themin aplacelikethis.
| don't suppose there are many trains on Sunday.

CLAY: | wonder if dinner is going to be as cheerful as
‘luncheon was.

FLEMING: Did Pearl send any explanation for not appearing
a luncheon?

PRINCESS:| haven'tanidea
CLAY: | asked the butler where she was. He said she was
lunching in bed. | wish I'd thought of that.
PRINCESS: I'mafraidwewererather silent.
CLAY: Slent! | shall never forget that luncheon. Minnie
subdued—and dlent. Tony sulky—and glent. Bessie
79
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frightened—and slent. Bleane embarrassed—and silent.
Fenwick furious—and silent. | tried to be pleasant and
chatty. It was like engaging the pyramids in small-talk.
Both of you behaved very badly. You might have given
me alittle encouragement.

FLEMING: | was afraid of saying the wrong thing. The
Duchesse and Bessie looked as if they'd burst into tears
on the smallest provocation.

PRINCESS: | was thinking of Pearl. What a humiliation!
What a horrible humiliation!

FLEMING: What d'youthink shelll do now?

CLAY: That's what I'm asking mysdlf. | have an idea that
she won't appear again till were dl gone.

PRINCESS: | hope shewon't. She's always so sure of herself,
| couldn't bear to see her pae and mortified.

CLAY: Shés got plenty of courage.

PRINCESS:. | know. She may force hersdf to face us. It
would be a dreadful ordeal for al of us.

FLEMING: D'youthink she'sfedingitvery much?

PRINCESS: She wouldn't be human if she weren't. | don't
suppose she dept any better last night than the rest of us.
Poor thing, she must be a wreck.

FLEMING: Itwasaterriblescene.

PRINCESS: | shal never forget it. The things that Minnie
sad. | couldn't have believed such language could issue
from awoman's throat. Oh, it was horrible.

CLAY: It was tartling. I've never seen a woman so beside
herself. And there was no stopping her.

FLEMING: Andwith Bessethere.
PRINCESS:. Shewascrying somuch, | doubtif sheheard.

CLAY: | wasthankful when Minnie had the hysterics and we
were able to fuss over her and dab her face and dap her
hands. It was a very welcome diversion.
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FLEMING: Doesshehaveattackslikethat often?

CLAY: | know she did when the young man before Tony
married an heiress. | think she has one whenever there's
acrigs in the affairs of her heart.

FLEMING: For goodness sake, Thornton, don't talk about it
asif it were ajoke.

CLAY: [Surprised] What's the matter, Fleming?

FLEMING: | think it's abominableto treat the whole thing so
fligpantly.

CLAY: Why, | was very sympathetic. | wasn't flippant.
Who got the sal volatile? | got the sa volatile.

FLEMING: [Witha shrug ofthe shoulders]] | daresay my nerves
are a bit on edge. You see, before, | only thought
things were rather queer. It's come as, well, as a shock to
discover exactly what the relations are between al these
people. And what | can't very easlly get over is to
redise that I'm the only member of the party who
doesn't take it as a matter of course.

CLAY: We shdl never make a man of the world of you,
Fleming.

FLEMING:, I'm afraid that didn't sound very polite, Princess.
| beg your pardon.

PRINCESS: | should have few friends if | demanded the
standard that you do. I've learned not to judge my
neighbours.

FLEMING: Isit necessary to condonetheir vices?

PRINCESS. You don't understand. It's not entirely their
fault. It's the life they lead. They've got too much
money and too few responsibilities. English women in
our dtation have duties that are part of their birthright,
but we, strangers in a strange land, have nothing to do
but enjoy ourselves.

FLEMING: Wdl, | thank God Bleane is a decent man, and
hell take Bessie out of dl this.
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[The DUCHESSE comes in.  Unlike the PRINCESS, who isin
asummer frock, suitablefor the country, the DUCHESSE
wears a town dress and a hat.

PRINCESS: Y ou've been changing your frock, Minnie.

DUCHESSE: Yes. I'mleaving thishousein hafanhour. I'd
have gone this morning, if Fd been able to get away. |
aways thought it a detestable hole, but now that I've
discovered there are only two trains on Sunday, one a
nine, and the other at haf-past four, | have no words to
express my opinion of it.

CLAY: Yetyouhaveanextensivevocabulary, Minnie.

DUCHESSE: I've been just as much a prisoner as if I'd been
shut up with lock and key. I've been forced to eat that
woman's food. | thought every mouthful would choke
me.

PRINCESS: Do keep cam, Minnie. You know how bad it is
for you to upset yourself.

DUCHESSE: As soon as | found there wasn't atrain | sent
over to the garage and said | wanted to be taken to
London a once. Would you believe it, | couldn't get a
ca.

CLAY: Why not?

DUCHESSE: One of the cars went up to town early this
morning, and the other is being overhauled. There's
nothing but aluggage cart. | couldn't go to Londonin a
luggagecart. Asitisl shal havetogotothestationinit.
| shall look ridiculous.

CLAY: Haveyou orderedit?

DUCHESSE: Yes. It's to be round at the door in a few
minutes.

CLAY: What on earth can Pearl have sent the car up to
London for?

DUCHESSE: Toshow her spite.

PRINCESS; That's not like her.
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DUCHESSE: My dear, she'sheenmy greatest friendfor fifteen
years. | know her through and through, and | tell you
that she hasn't got a single redeeming quality. And why
does she want to have the car overhauled to-day?
When you're giving a party the least you can doisto see
that your carsarein running order.

PRINCESS: Oh, well, that was an accident. You can't blame
her for that.

DUCHESSE: | only haveonethingtobethankful for, andthat
is that she has had the decency to keep to her room. |
will bejust. It shows at least that she has some sense of
shame.

CLAY: You know, Minnie, Pearl has a good heart. She
didn't mean to cause you pain.

DUCHESSE: Are you trying to excuse her, Thornton?

CLAY: No, | think her conduct is inexcusable.

DUCHESSE: Sodol. | meantohavenothingmoretodowith
her. It'sajudgment on me. | didiked her thefirsttimel
saw her. One should aways trust onesfirstimpressions.
Now my eyes are opened. | will never speak to her
again. | will cut her dead. | hope you'l tdl her that,
Thornton.

CLAY: If that's a commission you're giving me, it's not a
very pleasant one.

PRINCESS: Will youlet mehaveaword or twowith Minnie?

CLAY: Why, of course. Come dong, FHeming.

[CLAY and FLEMING HARVEY 0 into thegarden.

DUCHESSE: My dear, if you're going to ask me to turn the
other cheek, don't. Because I'm not going to. I'm
going to do dl | can to revenge mysdlf on that woman.
I'm going to expose her. I'm going to tell everyone how
she'streated me. When | was her guest.

PRINCESS: Y ou must take care what you say for your own
sake, Minnie,
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DUCHESSE: | know quite enough about her to make her
position in London impossible. 1'm going to ruin her.

PRINCESS: What about Tony?

DUCHESSE: Oh, IVe finished with him. Ah! I'm not the

kind of woman to stand that sort of treatment. | hope
hell end in the gutter.

PRINCESS: Don't you care for him any more?

DUCHESSE: My dear, if hewas starving, and went down on
his bended knees to me for a piece of bread, | wouldn't
give it to him. He revolts me.

PRINCESS: Well, I'mvery glad. It distressed me to seeyou
on those terms with a boy like that. You're well rid of
him,

DUCHESSE: My dear, you needn't tell me that. Hes a
thorough wrong 'un, and that's al there is about it. He
hasn't even had the decency to try and excuse himself.
He hasn't even made an attempt to see me.

PRINCESS: [Gives her a quick look] After al, he never really
cared for you. Anyone could seethat.

DUCHESSE: [Her voice breaking] Oh, don't say that, Flora. |
couldn't bear it. Heloved me. Until that woman came
between us | know he loved me. He couldn't help
loving me. | did everything in the world for him. [She
bursts into tears,]

PRINCESS: Minnie. My dear, don't give way. You know
what a worthless creature he is. Haven't you any self-
respect?

DUCHESSE: He's the only man I've ever loved. | could
hardly bear him out of my sight. What shal | do without
him?

PRINCESS: Takecare, hereheis.

[TONY comes in. He is startled at seeing the DUCHESSE.
She turns away and hurriedly dries her tears.
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TONY: Oh, | beg your pardon. | didn't know anyone was
here. | was looking for some cigarettes.

[He stands there awkwardly, not knowing whether togo or
stay. The PRINCESS looks at him reflectively. Thereis
a moment's silence.  Then she shrugs her shoulders and
goesout. Helooks at the DUCHESSE who standswith
her back to him. He hesitates a moment, then, almost
on the tips of his toes, walks over to the cigarettes,
fills his case, takes another look at the DUCHESSE, and
isin the act of tip-toeing out of the room when she stops
himwithher question.

DUCHESSE: Whereareyougoing?

TONY: Nowherein particular.

DUCHESSE: Thenyou'dbetter stay here.

TONY: | thought you wished to be done.

DUCHESSE: Isthatwhyyou'vekeptaway frommeall day?
[He sinks sulkily into an armchair. The DUCHESSE

finally turnsround and faceshim.
DU;:IIj)ESSE: Haven't you got anything to say for yourself at
TONY: What'sthegood of talking?

DUCHESSE: Y oumight at least say you're sorry for thepain
you've caused me. |f you'd had any affection for meyou
wouldn't have done dl you could to avoid me.

TONY: | knew you'd only make a scene.

DUCHESSE: Good heavens, you surely don't expect me not
to make a scene.

TONY: Thewholething'svery unfortunate.

DUCHESSE: Hal Unfortunate. Y ou break my heart andthen
you say it's unfortunate.

TONY: | didn't mean that. | meant it was unfortunate that
you caught us out.
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DUCHESSE: Oh, hald your stupid tongue. Every word you
t say is more unfortunate than the last.

TONY: It's because | knew you'd take offence at everything
| said that | thought the best thing | could do was to keep
out of the way.

DUCHESSE: You're heartless, heartless. If you'd had any
decent fedling you couldn't have eaten the lunch you did.
But you munched away, munched, munched, munched,
till I could have killed you.

TONY: Wdl, I washungry.

DUCHESSE: Y ou oughtn't to have been hungry.

TONY: What are you going to do about it?

DUCHESSE: About your appetite? Pray to God your next
mouthful chokesyou.

TONY: No, about the other.

DUCHESSE: I'mgoingtoleavethishousethisafternoon.

TONY: D'you want me to come, too?

DUCHESSE: What d'you suppose it matters to me whether
you go or stay?

TONY: If you go | shdl have to go, too.

DUCHESSE: Y ou ought to start soonthen. It'sfour milesto

the station. | shall be obliged if you will not get in the
same carriage as me.

TONY: I'm not going to walk. They can run me down in a
car

DUCHESSE: Therés nothing but a luggage cart, and I'm
going in that.

TONY: Isn't thereroom for me?

DUCHESSE: No.

TONY: When d'you want meto move out of my flat?

DUCHESSE: What hasthat got to dowithme?

TONY: You know very wdl that | can't pay the rent.
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DUCHESSE: That's your look-out.

TONY: | shall gotothe colonies.

DUCHESSE: That's the very best thing you can do. | hope
you'll have to break stones, and dig, and paint—with
lead paint. | hope you're miserable.

TONY: Oh, well, it'll have its compensations.

DUCHESSE: Such as?

TONY: | shal be my own master. | was about fed up with
this, | cantel you.

DUCHESSE: Yes, you can say that now.

TONY: D'you think it was dl jam, never being able to call
my soul my own? | was sick to death of it.

DUCHESSE: You cadi
TONY: Wel, you may just aswell know thetruth.

DUCHESSE: D'you meanto say you never cared for me? Not
even a the beginning?

[He shrugs his shoulders, but does not answer. She speaks
the next phrases in little gasps gradually weakening as
her emotion overcomes her. He stands before her in
sulky silence.

DUCHESSE: Tony, I'vedoneeverythingintheworldfor you.
I've been like a mother to you. How can you be so
ungrateful. You haven't got any heart. If you had you'd
have asked me to forgive you. Youd have made
some attempt to ... Dont you want me to forgive
you?

TONY: What d'you mean by that?

DUCHESSE: Ifyou'd only asked me, if you'd only shown you
were sorry, 1'd have been angry with you, | wouldn't
have spoken to you for a week, but I'd have forgiven
you—I'd have forgiven you, Tony. But you never gave
me a chance. It's cruel of you, cruell

TONY: Wél, anyhow, it's too late now.
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DUCHESSE: Do you want it to be too late?

TONY: It's no good grousing about the past. The thing's
over now.

DUCHESSE: Aren'tyousorry?

TONY: | don't know. | supposel aminaway. | don't want
to make you unhappy.

DUCHESSE: If you wanted to be unfaithful to me why
didn't you prevent me from finding out? You didn't
even trouble to take alittle precaution.

TONY: | wasadamnedfool, | know that.

DUCHESSE: Areyouinlovewiththatwoman?

TONY: No.

DUCHESSE: Thenwhy didyou? Oh, Tony, how could you?

TONY: If one felt about things at night as one does next
morning, lifewould be a dashed sight easier.

DUCHESSE: Ifl saidtoyou, Let'slet bygonesbebygonesand
start afresh, what would you say, Tony?

'Soe looks away. He lists his eyes on her reflectively.

TONY: Weve made a break now. Wed better leave it at
that. | shall go out to the colonies.

DUCHESSE: Tony, youdon't meanthat seriously. Y oucould
never stand it. You know, you're not strong. Youll
only die

TONY: Oh, well, one can only die once,

DUCHESSE: I'm sorry for dl | sad just now, Tony. Ididn't
mean it,

TONY: Itdoesn't matter.

DUCHESSE: | can't live without you, Tony.

TONY: I've made up my mind. It's no good talking.

DUCHESSE: I'm sorry | was horrid to you, Tony. I'll never
be again. Won't you forget it? Oh, Tony, won't you
forgive me? I'll do anything in the world for you if only
you won't leave me.
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TONY: It's a rotten postion I'm in. | must think of the
future.

DUCHESSE: Oh, but Tony, Il make it all right for you.

TONY: It'svery kind of you, but it's not good enough. Let's
‘part good friends, Minnie. If I've got to wak to the
dation, it's about time | was starting. [He holds out his
hand to her,]

DUCHESSE: D'you mean to say it's good-bye? Good-bye for
ever? Oh, how can you be so cruell

TONY: When on€'s made up one's mind to do athing, it's
best to do it a once.

DUCHESSE: Oh, | can't bear it. | can't bear it. [She beginsto
cry.] Oh, what afool | wasl | ought to have pretended
not to see anything. | wish I'd never known. Then you
wouldn't have thought of leaving me.

TONY: Come, my dear, pull yourself together. You'll get
over it.

DUCHESSE: [Desperately] Tony, if you want to marry me—
I'm willing to marry you. [Apause.

TONY:: | should be just as dependent on you. D'you think
it would bejolly for me having to come to you for every
five pounds | wanted?

DUCHESSE: I'll settle something on you so that you'll be
independent. A thousand ayear. Will that do?

TONY: You are a good sort, Minnie. [He goes over and sits
down beside her]

DUCHESSE: Y ou will be kind to me, won't you?

TONY: Rather! And look here, you needn't give me that
two-seater. | shall be able to drive the Rolls-Royce.

DUCHESSE: Y ou didn't want to go to the colonies, did you?

TONY: Not much.

DUCHESSE: Oh, Tony, | doloveyou so.

TONY: That'sright.
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DUCHESSE: We won't stay another minute in this house.
Ring the bdl, will you? Youll come with me in the
luggage cart?

TONY: [Touchingthebell.] | much prefer that to walking.

DUCHESSE: It'smonstrousthat there shouldn't beamotor to
take luggage to the station. It's a most uncomfortable
house to stay in.

TONY: Oh, beastly. D'you know that | didn't have a bath-
room attached to my bedroom? [POLE comesin.

DUCHESSE: Istheluggagecartready, Pole?

POLE: I'll enquire, your grace.

DUCHESSE: My maid is to follow in the morning with the
luggage. Mr. Paxton will come with me. [To TONY ]
What about your things?

TONY: Oh, they'll be dl right. | brought my man withme.
POLE: Her ladyshipisjust coming downstairs, your grace.
DUCHESSE: Oh, is she? Thank you, that'll do, Pole.
POLE: Very good, your grace.
[Hegoes out. As soon as he closes the door behind him the
DUCHESSE springs to her feet.
DUCHESSE: | won't see her. Tony, seeif Thornton is on the
terrace.
TONY: All right. [Hegoes to the Frenchwindow.] Yes. I'll call
him, shall 1? Clay, come here aminute, will you?
[He goes out. THORNTON CLAY comes in, followed
immediately by the PRINCESS and FLEMING.
DUCHESSE: Thornton, I'm told Pearl is coming downstairs.
CLAY: Atlast. .
DUCHESSE: | won't see her. Nothing will induce me to see
her.
PRINCESS: My dear, what isto be done? We can't make her
remain upstairs in her own house.
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DUCHESSE: No, but Thornton can spesk to her. Shes
evidently ashamed of herself. | only ask one thing, that
she should keep out of the way till I'm gone.

CLAY: I'll do my best.

DUCHESSE: I'mgoing to walk up and down till the luggage
cartisready. | haven't taken my exercise to-day.

[She goes out.

CLAY: If Pearl is in a temper that's not a very pleasant
message to give her.

PRINCESS: You won't find her in a temper. If she's dread-
fully upset, tell her what Minnie says gently.

FLEMING: Here is Besse. [She comes in] It appears that
Pearl isjust coming downstairs.

BESSIE: Is she?

PRINCESS. Haveyou seen her thismorning, Bessie?

BESSIE: No. She sent her maid to ask me to go to her, but
| had a headache and couldntt.

[They look at her curiously. Sheisinclinedto be abrupt and
slent. It may be imagined that she has made up her
mind to some course, but what that is the others cannot
tell FLEMING goes over and sits beside her.

FLEMING: I'm thinking of going back to America next
Saturday, Besse.
BESSIE: Dear Heming, | shal be sorry to lose you.

FLEMING: | expect you'll be too busy to think about me.
You'll have to see dl kinds of people, and then there's
your trousseau to get.

BESSIE: | wish you could come over to Paris with me,
Princess, and help me withiit.

PRINCESS: 1?7 [She gets an inkling of what BESSIE means] Of
coursg, if I could be of any help to you, dear child. . . .
[She takes BESSE'S band and gives her afond smite. BESSB
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turns away to hide a tear thatfor a moment obscures her eyes]
Perhapsit'savery good idea. We must talk about it.
[PEARL comes in. She is perfectly cool and collected.
radiant in a wonderful, audacious gown; she is looking
her best and knows it.  There is nothing in her manner to
indicate the smallest recollection ofthe episode that took
place on the preceding evening.

PEARL: [Brightly] Good-morning.

CLAY: Good-afternoon.

PEARL: | knew everyonewould abuse mefor coming down
solate. It was such alovely day | thought it was a pity to
get up.

CLAY: Don't be paradoxica, Pearl, it's too hot.

PEARL: Thesunstreamed into my room, and | said, It'sasin
not to get up on amorning like this. Andthemorel said
| ought to get up, the more delightful | foundit to liein
bed. How isyour head, Besse?

BESSIE: Oh, it's better, thank you.

PEARL: | was sorry to hear you weren't feeling up to the
mark.

BESSIE: | didn't degp very well.

PEARL: What have you done with your young man?

BESSIE: Harry? He'swriting letters.

PEARL: Spreading the glad tidings, | suppose. You ought
to write to his mother, Besse. It would be a graceful
atention. A charming, frank little letter, the sort of
thing one would expect aningénueto write. Straight
from the heart.

CLAY: I'msureyou'd loveto writeit yourself, Pearl.

PEARL: Andwemust think about sending an announcement
to the Morning Post.

FLEMINGg: You think of everything, Pearl.

PEARL; | take my duties as Besse's chaperon very serioudy.
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I've dready got a brilliant idea for the gown I'm going to
wear at the wedding.

FLEMING: Ged

PEARL: My dear Fleming, don't say Geg, it's SO Americaa
Say By Jove.

FLEMING: | couldn't without laughing.

PEARL: Laffing. Why can't you say laughing?

FLEMING: | don't want to.

PEARL: How obstinate you are. Of course, now that
Besse is going to marry an Englishman shell have to
take lessons. | know an excellent woman. She's taught
al the American peeresses.

FLEMING: You surprise me.

PEARL: She'sgot awonderful method. She makesyou read
aloud. And she has long lists of words that you have to
repeat twenty times a day—half instead of haf, and barth
instead of bath, and carnt instead of can't.

FLEMING: By Joveinstead of Gee?

PEARL: Peeresses don't say By Jove, Fleming. She teaches
them to say Good heavens instead of Mercy.

FLEMING: Doesshemakemoney by it?

PEARL: Pots. She's alovely woman. Eleo Dorset had an
accent that you could cut with aknife when shefirst came
over, and in three months she hadn't got any more than
I have.

BESSEE: [Gettingup. To FLEMING. D'you think it's too hot
for aturn in the garden?

FLEMING: Why, no.

BESSE: Shdl we go then? [They go out together

PEARL: What's the matter with Bessie? She must have
swallowed a poker last night. No wonder she couldn't
deep. It's enough to give anyone indigestion.

CLAY You know that Minnieis going this afternoon, Pearl?
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PEARL: Yes, s0 | heard. It's such a bore there are no cars
to take her to the station. Shell have to go in the
luggage cart.

CLAY: She doesn't wish to see you.
PEARL: Oh, but | wish to e her.
CLAY: | daresay.

PEARL: | must see her.

CLAY: Sheasked meto tell you that she only wished you to
do one thing, and that is to keep out of the way till she's
gone.

PEARL: Thenyou can go and tell her that unless she ssesme
she shan't have the luggage cart.

CLAY: Peall

PEARL: That's my ultimatum.

CLAY: Can you see me taking a message like that to the
Duchesse?

PEARL: It's four miles to the station, and there's not a scrap
of shade dl the way.

CLAY: After dl, it's not a very unreasonable request she's
making.

PEARL: If shewantstheluggage cart she must come and say
good-bye to melike alady.

CLAY: [Tothe PRINCESS] What am | to do? We used up dll
the sal volatile last night.

PRINCESS: I'll tell her if you like. D'you redly indst on
seeing her, Pearl?

PEARL: Yes it's very important. [The PRINCESS goes out.
PEARL watches her go with a smile] I'm afraid Hora is
shocked. She shouldn't know such people.

CLAY: Redly, Pearl, your behaviour is monstrous.

PEARL: Never mind about my behaviour. Tdl me how
luncheon went off.



ACTIII OUR BETTERS 95

CLAY: My dear, it was like a gathering of relations who hate ,,
one another, after the funeral of arich aunt who's left al
her money to charity.

PEARL: It must have been pricdless. I'd have given anything
to be there. --

CLAY: Why werent you?

PEARL: Oh, | knew there'd be scenes, and I'm never at my
best in a scene before luncheon. One of the things I've
learnt from the war is that a generd should choose his

-owntimefor abattle.

CLAY: Minnie moved heaven and earth to get away this
morning.

PEARL: | knew she couldn't. | knew none of them could go
till the afternoon.

CLAY: Thetrain service is atrocious.

PEARL: George says that is one of the advantages of the
place. It keepsit rural. Ther€'s one at nine and another
at half-past four. | knew that not even the most violent
disturbances would get people up at eight who never by
any chance have breakfast till ten. Assoonas| awokel
took the necessary steps.

CLAY: [Interrupting] You dept?

PEARL: Oh yes, | dept beautifully. There's nothing like a
little excitement to give me a good night.

CLAY: Wdl, you certainly had some excitement. I've rarely
witnessed such aterrific scene.

PEARL: | sent out to the garage and gave instructions that
the old Ralls-Royce was to be taken down at once and
the other was to go to London.

CLAY: Whatfor?

PEARL: Never mind. You'll know presently. Then | did a
little telephoning.

CLAY: Why were you so anxious to prevent anybody from
leaving the house?
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PEARL: | couldn't"have persuaded mysdf that my party was
a suceess if hadf my guests had left me on Sunday
morning. | thought they might change their minds by
the afternoon.

CLAY: If that's your only reason, | don't think it's a very
good one.

PEARL: It isn't. | will be frank with you, Thornton. | can
imagine that a very amusing story might be made out of
this episode. | never mind scandd, but | don't expose
myselftoridiculeif | can helpit.

CLAY: My dear Pearl, surely you can trust the discretion of
your guests. Who do you think will give it away?

PEARL:  You.
CLAY: 1? My dear Pearl, | giveyou my word of honour . . .

PEARL: [Camly My dear Thornton, | don't care two-
pence about your word of honour. You're a pro-
fessional entertainer, and you'll sacrifice everything to a
good story. Why, don't you remember that killing
story about your father's death? You dined out a
whole season on it.

CLAY: Well, it was a perfectly killing story. No one would
have enjoyed it more than my poor old father.

PEARL: I'm not going to risk anything, Thornton. | think
it's much better there should be no story to tell.

CLAY: No one can move the clock backwards, Pearl. |
couldn't help thinking at luncheon that there were the
elements of a very good story indeed,

PEARL: And you'll tell it, Thornton. Then | shal say:
My dear, does it sound probable? They dl stayed quite
happily till Monday morning; Sturrey andthe Arlingtons
dined on the Sunday night, and we had a very merry
evening. Besdes, | was lunching with Minnie only two
days afterwards. And | shdl say: Poor Thornton, he is
such aliar, isn't he?
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CLAY:: | confessthat if you are reconciled with Minnieit will
take a great ded of the point away from my sory.
What about Arthur Fenwick?

PEARL: Hes a sensudist, and the sensua are dways
sentimental.

CLAY: He scared me dreadfully a luncheon. He was eating
a dressed crab, and his face grew every minute more
purple. | was expecting him to have an apoplectic fit.

PEARL.: It's not an unpleasant death, you know, Thornton,
to have a stroke while you're eating your favourite dish.

CLAY: You know, thereare no excusesfor you, Pearl.
PEARL: Human nature excuses so much, Thornton.

CLAY: You redly might have left Tony done. This habit
you have of snitching has got you into trouble before.

PEARL: People are so sdfish. It just happens that | find no
man so desirable as one that a friend of mineis inlove
with. | make dlowances for the idiosyncrasies of
my friends. Why shouldn't they make alowances for
ming?

[ The DUCHESSE comes in, erect and haughty, with the air of
"Boadiceafacing the Roman legions. PEARL turnsto her
withaningratiating smile.

PEARL: Ah, Minnie

DUCHESSE: I'mtoldtheonly way | canleavethishouseisby
submitting to the odious necessity of seeing you.

PEARL: | wish you wouldn't go, Minnie. Lord Sturrey is
coming over to dinner to-night, and so are the Arling-
tons. | aways take a lot of trouble to get the right
people together, and | hate it when anybody fails me at
the last minute.

DUCHESSE: D'youthink anythingwould haveinduced meto
stay s0 long if thered been any posshility of getting
away?
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PEARL: It wouldn't have been nice to go without saying
good-bye to me.

DUCHESSE: Don't talk nonsense, Pearl.

PEARL: D'you know that you behaved very badly last night,
and | ought to be extremely angry with you?

DUCHESSE: I? Thornton, the woman's as mad as a hatter.

PEARL: You redly oughtn't to have made a scene before
Harry Bleane. And, you know, to tell Arthur wasn't
playing the game. If you wanted to tell anyone, why
didn't you tell George?

DUCHESSE: Inthefirst place, hewasn't here. Heneveris.

PEARL: | know. He says that now society has taken to
coming down to the country for week-ends he prefers
London.

DUCHESSE: I'll never forgive you. Never. Never. Never.
Youd got Arthur Fenwick. Why weren't you satisfied
with him? If you wanted to have an affair with anyone,
why didn't you take Thornton? He's amost the only one
of your friends with whom you haven't. The omisson
is becoming amost marked. ‘

PEARL: Thornton never makes love to me except when
other people are looking. He can be very passionate
inthe front seat of my box at the opera.

CLAY: This conversation is growing excessively personal.
Il leave you. [Hegoes out.

PEARL: I'msorry | had to insst on your seeing me, but | had
something quite important to say to you.

DUCHESSE: Before you go any further, Pearl, | wish to tell
you that I'm going to marry Tony.

PEARL: [Aghast.] Minniel Oh, my dear, you'renot doing it
to spite me? Y ou know, honestly, he doesn't interest me
in the dightest. Oh, Minnie, do think carefully.

DUCHESSE: It's the only way | can kegp him.
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PEARL: D'youthink you'll behappy?

DUCHESSE: What shouldyou careif I'mhappy?

PEARL: Of course | care. D'you think it's wise? You're
giving yourself into his hands. Oh, my dear, how can
you risk it?

DUCHESSE: He said he was going out to the colonies. | love
him. ... | believe youre redly distressed. How
strange you are, Pearll Perhaps it's the best thing for
me. He may settle down. | was very longly sometimes,
you know. Sometimes, when | had the blues, | dmost
wished I'd never left home.

PEARL: AndI'vebeenmoving heavenand earthtoget hima
job. 1've been on the telephone this morning to dl the
Cabinet Ministers| know, and at last I've doneit. That's
what | wanted to tell you. | thought you'd be so
pleased. | suppose how he won't want it.

DUCHESSE: Oh, I'm sure he will. He's very proud, you
know. That's one of thethings| liked in him. He had to
be dependent on me, and that's partly why he dways
wanted to marry me.

PEARL: Of course, you'll keepyourtitle.

DUCHESSE: Oh yes, | shdl do that.

PEARL: [Goingtowardsher asifto kissher.] Wel, darling, you
have my very, very best wishes.

DUCHE|SSE: [Drawing back] I'm not going to forgive you,
Pearl.

PEARL: Butyou'veforgivenTony.

DUCHESSE: | don't blame him. Hewasled away.

PEARL: Come, Minnie, don't be spiteful. Y ou might let by-
gones be bygones.

DUCHESSE: Nothing will induce me to stay in this house
another night.

PEARL: It'savery dow train, and you'l have to go without
your tea
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DUCHESSE: | don't care.

PEARL: You won't arrivein London till half-past eight, and
you'll have to dine in a restaurant.

DUCHESSE: | don'tcare.

PEARL: Youll be grubby and hot. Tony will be hungry and
out of temper. And you'll look your age.

DUCHESSE: Y ou promised metheluggagecart.

PEARL: [Withasigh.] You shdl haveit; but you'll have to sit
on the floor, because it hasn't got any seats.

DUCHESSE: Pearl, it's not going to break down on the way
tothestation?

PEARL: Oh, no. How can you suspect me of playing a trick
like that on you? . . . [With a tinge of regret It never
occurred to me.

[THORNTON CLAY comesin.

CLAY:: Pearl, | thought you'd like to know that Fenwick is
coming to say good-byeto you.

DUCHESSE: I'll go and tell Tony about the job you've got
him. By theway, what isit?

PEARL: Oh, it's something in the Education Office.

DUCHESSE: How very nice. What dothey dothere?

PEARL: Nothing. But it'll keep him busy from ten to four.
[ The DUCHESSE goes out.|

PEARL: She's going to marry him.

CLAY: | know.

PEARL: I'm a wonderful matchmaker. First Besse and
Harry Bleane, and now Minnie and Tony Paxton. |
shal have to find someone for you, Thornton.

CLAY': How onearth did you manageto appease her?

PEARL.: | reasoned with her. After dl, she should be glad
- the boy has sown his wild oats before he marries. And
besdes, if he were her husband, of course she wouldn't
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expect fidelity from him; it ssems unnatural to expect it
when heisn't.

CLAY: But she's going al the same.

PEARL: I've got a quarter of an hour yet. Give me your
handkerchief, will you?

CLAY: [Handing it to her.] You're not going to burst into
tears?

PEARL: [She rubs her cheeks violently.] | thought | ought to
look alittle wan and pale when Arthur comesin.

CLAY: Youll never love me, Pearl. You tell me dl your
Secrets.

PEARL: Shall | tell you what to do about it? Take the
advice | give to Americans who come over to London
and want to see the Tower: say you've been, and don't go.

CLAY: D'you think you can bring Arthur round?

PEARL: I'm sure | could if he loved me.

CLAY: My dear, he dotes onyou.

PEARL: Don't be a fool, Thornton. He loves his love for
me. That's quite a different thing. I've only got one
chance. He sees himsdlf as the man of iron. I'm going to
play the dear little thing racket.

CLAY: You're amost unscrupul ous woman, Pearl.

PEARL: Not morethan most. Pleasego. | think he ought to
find me done
[CLAY goes out. PEARL seats herselfin a pensive attitude
and looks down at the carpet; in her hand she holds
dejectedly an open volume of poetry. Presently ARTHUR
FENWICK comes in. Shepretends not to see him. He is
the strong man battered but not beaten struggling with
the emotion which he tries to master.
FENWICK: Pearll

PEARL: [With ajump.] Oh, how you startled me. | didn't
hear you come in.
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FENWICK: | daresay you'resurprisedto sseme. | thought it
was necessary that we should have a short conversaion
before | left this house.

PEARL: [Lookingaway.] I'm glad to see you once more.

FENWICK: Y ouunderstandthat everythingisover between
us.

PEARL: If you've made up your mind, there's nothing for
me to say. | know that nothing can move you when
you've once done that.

FENWICK: [Drawing himselfup alittle] No. That has dways
been part of my power.

PEARL: | wouldn't haveyou otherwise.
FENWICK: | don't want to part from you in anger, Pearl.

Last night | could have thrashed you within an inch of
your life.

PEARL: Why didn't you? D'you think I'd have minded that
- from the man | loved?

FENWICK: You know | could never hit awoman.

PEARL.: | thought of you dl through the long hours of the
night, Arthur.

FENWICK: | never dept awink.

PEARL: One would never think it. You must be made of
iron.

FENWICK: | think | am sometimes.
PEARL: Am | very padée

FENWICK: A little.

PEARL: | fed aperfect wreck.

FENWICK: Youmustgoandliedown. It'snogood making
yourself ill.

PEARL: Oh, don't bother about me, Arthur.

FENWICK: I've bothered about you so long. It's difficult for
me to get out of the habit al at once.

PEARL: Every wordyou say stabsmetotheheart.



ACT 111 OURBETTERS 103

FENWICK: I'll get done quickly with what | had to tdll you
and then go. It's merely this. Of course, | shdl continue
the dlowance I've always made you,

PEARL: Oh, | couldn't takeit. | couldn't takeit.

FENWICK: Y ou must bereasonable, Pearl. Thisisamatter
of business.

PEARL: It's a question | refuse to discuss. Nothing would
have induced me to accept your help if | hadn't loved
you. Now that there can be nothing more between us—
no, no, the thought outrages me.

FENWICK: | was afraid that you'd take up that attitude.
Remember that you've only got eight thousand a year of
your own. You cant live on that.

PEARL: | can starve.

FENWICK: | must insist, Pearl, for my own sske. You've
adopted a style of living which you would never have
done if you hadn't had me at the back of you. I'm
morally responsible, and | must meet my obligations.

PEARL: We can only be friends in future, Arthur.

FENWICK: | haven't often asked you to do anything for me,
Pearl.

PEARL: | shal return your presents. Let me give you my
pearl necklace a once.

FENWICK: Girlie, you wouldn't do that.

PEARL: [Pretending to try and take the necklace off] | can't
undo the clasp. Please help me.

[Shegoes up to him and turns her back so that be may get
at it.

FENWICK: | won't. | won't.
PEARL: I'll tear it off my neck.
FENWICK: Pearl, youbreak my heart. Doyou carefor meso

little that you can't bear to wear the trifling presents |
gave you. l
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PEARL: If you talk to melikethat | shall cry. Don't you see
that I'm trying to keep my self-control?

FENWICK: Thisisdreadful. Thisiseven morepainful than
| anticipated.

PEARL: You seg, strengthiseasy toyou. I'mweak. That's
why | put mysdf in your hands. | felt your power
instinctively.

FENWICK: | know, | know, and it was because | felt you
needed me that | loved you. | wanted to shelter you
from the storms and buffets of the world.

PEARL: Why didn't you save me from myself, Arthur?

FENWICK: When | look at your poor, pae little face |
wonder what you'll do without me, girlie.

PEARL: [Her voicebreaking] It'll bevery hard. I've grown so
used to depending on you. Whenever anything has
gone wrong, I've come to you and you've put it right. |
was beginning to think there was nothing you couldn't
do.

FENWICK: I'veawayswel comed obstacles. | likesomething
to surmount. It excites me.

PEARL: You seemed to take dl my strength from me. | felt
strangely weak besideyou.

FENWICK: It wasn't necessary that we should both be
strong. | loved you because you were weak. | liked you
to come to mein dl your troubles. It made me feel so
good to be ableto put everything right for you.

PEARL.: You've dways been able to do theimpossible.

FENWICK: [Impressively.] | have never found anything
impossible.

PEARL: [Deeply moved] Except to forgive.

FENWICK: Ah, | sseyou know me, | never forget. | never
forgive.

PEARL: | suppose that's why people fed there's something
strangely Napoleonic about you.



ACT Il OUR BETTERS 105

FENWICK: Maybe, Andyet—thoughyou'reonly awoman,
you've broken me, Pearl, you've broken me.

PEARL: Oh no, don't say that. | couldn't bear that. | want
you to go on being strong and ruthless.

FENWICK: Something has gone out of my life for ever. |
amost think you've broken my heart. | was so proud of
you. | took so much pleasure in your success. Why,
whenever | saw your namein the society columns of the
papers it used to give me a thrill of satisfaction. What's
going to become of you now, girlie? What's going to
become of you now?

PEARL: | don't know; | don't care.

FENWICK: Thisfellow, doeshecarefor you? Will hemake
you happy?

PEARL: Tony? Hes going to marry the Duchesse. [FEN-
WICK repressesadtart.] | shall never ssehim again.

FENWICK: Thenifl leaveyou, you'll have nobody but your
husband.

PEARL: Nobody.

FENWICK: You'll beterribly londly, girlie.

PEARL: You will think of me sometimes, Arthur, won't
you?

FENWICK: | shal never forget you, girlie. 1 shal never
forget how you used to leave your fine house in Mayfair
and come and lunch with me down town.

PEARL: You used to give me such ddicious things to eat.

FENWICK: It wasatreat to seeyou in your beautiful clothes
-sharing a steak with me and a bottle of beer. | can order
a steak, Pearl, cant 1?

PEARL: And dyou remember those ddicious little onions
that we used to have? [She seemsto taste them] M . . .

M ... M ... It makes my mouth water to think of
them.
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FBNWICK: Therearefewwomenwhoenjoyfoodasmuchas
you do, Pearl.

PEARL: D'you know, next time you dined with me, I'd made
up my mind to give you an entirely English dinner.

' Scotch broth, herrings, mixed grill, saddle of lamb, and
then enormous marrow bones.
[FENWICK can hardly bear the thought, hisface grows red,
his eyes bulge, and he gasps.

FENWICK: Oh, girlie! [With utter abandonment.] Let's have
that dinner. [H seizes her in his arms and kisses her.] |
can't leave you. You need me too much.

PEARL: Arthur, Arthur, canyou forgive me?

FENWICK: Toerrishuman,toforgivedivine.

PEARL: Oh, how likeyouthat is

FENWICK: If you must deceive me, don't let me ever find
out. | love you too much.

PEARL: | won't, Arthur, | promiseyou | won't.

FENWICK: Come and sit on the sofa and let me look at you.
| s;emto seeyou for thefirst time.

PEARL: Y ou know, you wouldn't have liked thewalk to the
station. It's four miles in the sun. You're a vain old
thing, and your boots are always a little too small for
you.

[BESSEE comes in. She stops as she sees PEARL and
FENWICK sitting hand in hand.

PEARL: Areyou going out, Besse?

BESSIE: As soon as Harry has finished his letters, we're
going for a walk.
PEARL: [To FENWICK.] You mustn't squeeze my hand in
Bessiels presence, Arthur.
FENWICK: You're a very lucky girl, Besse, to have a sister
like Pearl. Shes the most wonderful woman in the
- world.
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PEARL: You're talking nonsense, Arthur. Go and put some
flannels on. It makes me quite hot to look at you in that
suit. Well try and get up alittle tennis after tea

FENWICK: Now, youmustn'ttireyourself, Pearl. Remember
those white cheeks of yours.

PEARL: [With a charming look at him] Oh, I shal soon get
my colour back now.

[She gives him her hand to kiss and he goes out. PEARL
takes a little mirror out of her bag and looks at
hersdf  reflectively.

PEARL: Men are very trivid, foolish creatures. They have
kind hearts. But their heads. Oh dear, oh dear, it's
lamentable. And they're so vain, poor dears, they're
S0 vain.

BESSE: Pearl, to-morrow, when we go back to London,
I'm going away.

PEARL: Are you? Where?

BESSEE: The Princess is going to take me over to Paris for
afew days.

PEARL: Oh, is that dl? Don't stay away too long. You
ought to be in London just at present.

BESSE: On my return I'm proposing to stay with the
Princess.

PEARL: [Calmly.] Nonsense.

BESSE | wasn't asking your permission, Pearl. | was
telling you my plans.

PEARL: [Looks at her for a moment reflectively] Are you going
to make me a scene, too? I've dready gone through
two this afternoon. I'm rather tired of them.

BESSE: Please don't be darmed. I've got nothing more
to say.

[She makes as though to leave the room.

PEARL: Don't be alittle fool, Besse. You've been staying
with me dl the ssason. | can't dlow you to leave my
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house and go and live with Flora We don't want to
go out of our way to make people gossp.

BESSE: Pease don't argue with me, Pearl. It's not my
business to reproach you for anything you do. But it
isn't my business, either, to stand by and watch.

PEARL: You're no longer a child, Besse.

BESSE: I've been blind and foolish. Because | was happy
and having a good time, | never stopped to ask for
explanations of this, that and the other. | never thought.
, . . Thelife was so gay and brilliant—it never struck
me that underneath it dl———Oh, Pearl, don't make me
say what | have in my heart, but let me go quietly.

PEARL : Bessie, dear, you must be reasonable. Think what
people would say if you suddenly left my house. They'd
ask all sorts of questions, and heaven knows what
explanations they'd invent. People aren't charitable, you
know. | don't want to be hard on you, but | can't afford
to let you do athing like that.

BESSIE: Now that | know what | do, | should never respect
mysdlf again if | stayed.

PEARL: | don't know how you can be so unkind.

BESSIE: | don't want to be that, Pearl. But it's stronger
than | am. | must go.

PEARL: [With emotion.] I'm so fond of you, Besse You
don't know how much | want you with me. After dl,
I've seen so little of you these last few years. It's been
such a comfort to me to have you. You were so pretty
and young and swest, it was like aray of April sunshine
in the house.

BESSIE: I'm afraid you think women are as trivial, foolish
creatures as men, Pearl.

[PEARL looks up and sees that BESSIE is not in the least
taken in by the pathetic attitude.

PEARL: [lcily] Take care you don't go too far, Besse
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BESSE: Theres no need for us to quarrel. I've made up
my mind, and there's the end of it.

PEARL: Horas afool. | shall tell her that | won't have her
take you away from me. Youll stay with me until
you're married.

BESSIE: D'you want me to tell you that | can hardly bear
to speak to you? You fill me with shame and disgust.
| want never to see you again.

PEARL: Redlly, you drive me beyond endurance. | think |
must be the most patient woman in the world to put
up with al I've had to put up with to-day. After dl,
what have | done? | was alittle silly and incautious. By
the fuss you all make one would think no one had ever
been incautious and silly before. Besides, it hasn't got
anything to do with you. Why don't you mind your
own business?

BESSIE: [Bitterly.] You talk as though your relations with
Arthur Fenwick were perfectly natural.

PEARL: Good heavens, you're not going to pretend you
didn't know about Arthur. After dl, I'm no worse than
anybody dse. Why, one of the reasons we Americans
like London is that we can live our own lives and people
accept things philosophically. Eleo Gloster, Sadie
Twickenham, Maimie Hartlepool—you don't imagine
they're faithful to their husbands? They didn't marry
them for that.

BESSIE: Oh, Pearl, how can you? How can you? Haven't
you any sense of decency a dl? When | came in just
now and saw you sitting on the sofa with that gross,
vulgar, sensua old man—oh! [ She makes a gesture Of
disgust.] You cant love him. | could have understood
if ... but—oh, it's so disgraceful, it's so hideous.
What can you see in him? Hes nothing but rich. . . .
[She pauses, and her face changes as a thought comes to her,
and coming borrifiesher.] It's not because he'srich? Pearll Ohl
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PEARL: Redly, Besse you're very slly, and I'm tired of
talking to you.

BESSIE: Peal, it's not that? Answer me. Answer me.
PEARL: Roughly] Mind your own business.

BESSIE: He was right, then, last night, when he called you
that. He was so right that you didn't even notice it.
A few hours later you're sitting hand in hand with him.
A dut. That's what he cdled you. A dlut. A dlut.

PEARL: How dare you! Hold your tongue. How dare you!
BESSIE: A kept woman. That's what you are.

PEARL: [Recovering herself] I'm a fool to lose my temper
with you.

BESSE: Why should you? I'm saying nothing but the
truth.

PEARL: You're adlly little person, Bessie. If Arthur helps
me a little, that's his affair, and mine. He's got more
money than he knows what to do with, and it amuses
him to see me spend it. | could have twenty thousand
ayear from himif | chose.

BESSIE: Haven't you got money of your own?

PEARL: You know exactly what 1've got. Eight thousand
a year. D'you think | could have got the position |
have on that? You're not under the impression dl the
world comes to my house because of my charm, are
you? I'm not. You don't think the English want us
here? You don't think they like us marrying their men?
Good heavens, when you've known England as long as |
have you'l redise that in their hearts they till look
upon us as savages and Red Indians. We have to force
ourselves upon them. They come to me because | amuse
them. Very early in my career | discovered that the
English can never resist getting something for nothing.
If a dancer is the rage, they'll see her a my house. If
a fiddler is in vogue, they'll hear him a my concert.
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| givethem balls. | give them dinners. I've made mysdlf
the fashion, I've got power, I've got influence. But
everything I've got—my success, my reputation, my
notoriety—I've bought It, bought it, bought it.

BESSE: How humiliating!

PEARL: And, finally, I've bought you a husband.

BESSIE: That's not true. He loves me.

PEARL: D'you think hed have loved you if | hadn't shown
ou to him in these surroundings, if | hadn't dazzled
im by the brilliant people anong whom he found you.
You don't know what love is made of. D'you think it's
nothing that he should hear a Prime Minister pay you
compliments. Of course | bought him.

BESSIE: [Aghast] It's horrible.

PEARL: You know the truth now. It'll be very useful to
?{ou in your married life. Run away and take your
ittle walk with Harry Bleane. I'm going to arange
my face

[She goes out. BESSIE is left ashamed and stunned.
BLEANE comes in.

BLEANE: I'm afraid I've kept you waiting. 1'm so sorry.

BESSE: [Dully] It doesn't matter a all.

BLEANE: Where shal we go? You know the way about
these parts, and | don't.

BESSIE: Harry, | want you to rlease me. | can't marry you.

BLEANE: [Aghast.] Why?

BESSE: | want to go back to America. I'm frightened.

BLEANE Of me?

BESSIE: Oh no, | know that you're a dear, good creature;
I'm frightened of what | may become.

BLEANE: But | love you, Besse.

BESSE: Then that's dl the more reason for me to go. |
must tell you frankly. I'm not in love with you, | only
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like you. | would never have dreamt of marrying you,
if you hadn't been who you are. | wanted to have atitle.
That's why Pearl married her husband, and that's why
the Duchess married. Let me go, Harry.

BLEANE: | knew you didn't love me, but | thought you
might come to in time. | thought if | tried | could make
you love me.

BESSIE: You didn't know that | was nothing but a sef-
seeking, heartless snob.

BLEANE: | don't care what you say of yourself, | know that
you can be nothing but what is true and charming.

BESSIE: After what you've seen last night? After what
you know of this house? Aren't you disgusted with
al of us?

BLEANE: You can'tthink | could class you withthe Duchesse
and . . . [He stops]

BESSE: Pearl a my age was no different from what | am.
It's the life.

BLEANE: But perhaps you won't want to lead it. The set
you've been living in here isn't the only set in England.
It makes a stir because it's in the public eye. Its doings
are announced in the papers. But it isn't a very good
s, and there are plenty of people who don't very much
admire it.

BESSE: You must let me try and say what | have in my
heart. And be patient with me. You think | can make
mysdf a home in your life. I've had a hint of it now
and then. I've seen a glimpse of it through Pearl's
laughter and the Duchesse's sneers. It's alife of dignity,
of responshbilities, and of public duty.

BLEANE: [With a rueful smile] You make it very strenuous.

BESSIE: It comes naturally to the English girls of your dass.
They've known it al their lives, and they've been brought
up to leed it. But we haven't. To us it's just tedious,
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and its dignity is irksome. Were bored, and we fall
back on the only thing that offers, pleasure. You've
spoken to me about your house. It means everything
to you because it's associated with your childhood and
al your people before you. It could only mean some-
thing to me if | loved you. And | don't.

BLEANE: Y ou've made me so wretched. | don't know what
to say to you.

BESSIE: If | make you wretched now, it's so that we may
both be saved a great deal of unhappiness later on. I'm
glad | don't care for you, for it would make it so much
harder for me to go. And I've got to go. | can't marry
you. | want to go home. If | marry ever | want to
marry in my own country. That is my place.

BLEANE: Don't you think you could wait alittle before you
decide finally? .

BESSE: Don't put difficulties in my way. Don't you see
that we're not strong enough for the life over here? It
goes to our head; we lose our bearings;, we put away
our own code, and we cant adopt the code of the
country we come to. We drift. Therés nothing for
us to do but amuse ourselves, and we fall to pieces.
But in Americawe're safe. And perhaps America wants
us. When we come over here we're like soldiers desert-
ing our country in time of war. Oh, I'm homesick for
America. | didn't know how much it meant to me till
now. Let me go back, Harry.

BLEANE: If you don't want to marry me, of course, I'm not
going to try and make you.

BESSEE: Don't be angry, and be my friend aways.

BLEANE: Always.

BESSE: After dl, three months ago you didn't know me.
In three months more you will have forgotten me. Then
marry some English girl, who can live your life and
share your thoughts. And be happy.
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[PEARL comes in. She has rouged her cheeks, and has
once more the healthy colour which is usual with her.
She is evidentlyjubilant.
PEARL: The car has just come back from London. [She
goes to thefrench window and calls] Minnie!
BESSIE: | shall tell Pearl to-morrow.
BLEANE: | won't post my letters then. I'll go and get them
out of the box.
BESSIE: Forgive me.
[He goes out. The DUCHESSE and CLAY appear at the
window.
DUCHESSE: Did you cdl me?
PEARL: The car has just come back from London, so it can
take you to the dation.
DUCHESSE: That's amercy. | didn't at all like the idea of
going to the station in the luggage cart. Where is Fora?
I must say good-bye to her.
PEARL: Oh, there's plenty of time now. The car will run
you down in ten minutes.
[TONY comes in, then the PRINCESS and FLEMING.
DUCHESSE: Tony, the car has returned, and is going to take
us to the station.
TONY: Thank God for thatl | should have looked a perfect
fool in that luggage cart.
CLAY: But what on earth did you send the car to London
for,anyway?
PEARL: In one minute you'll see.

[ARTHUR FENWICK comes in. He has changed into
flannels.

FENWICK: Whoisthat gentleman that's just arrived, Pearl?
PEARL: The man of mystery.

[The BUTLER comes in, followed by ERNEST, and after
announcing him goes oi.
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POLE: Mr. Ernest.

DUCHESSE: Ernestl

CLAY: Ernest?

[He is a little dark man, with large eyes, and long hair
neatly plastered down. He is dressed like a tailor's
dummy, in black coat, white gloves, silk hat,
patent leather boots. He is a dancing master, and
overwhelmingly gentlemanly. He speaks in mincing
to_n%.

ERNEST: Dear Lady Grayston.

PEARL: [Shaking hands with him] I'm so glad you were able
to come. [Totheothers] You weretalking about Ernest
last night, and | thought we would have nothing to do
this evening and he would cheer and comfort us. | sent
the car up to London with orders to bring him back
dead or dive

ERNEST: My dear Lady Grayston, I'm sure I'll get into no
I end of trouble. | had dl sorts of cdls to pay this after-
noon, and | was dining out, and 1'd promised to go to
alittle hop that the dear Duchess of Gloster was giving.
But | felt | couldn't refuse you. Y ou've always been such
a good friend to me, dear Lady Grayston. ,You must
excuse me coming in my town clothes, but your
chauffeur said there wasn't a moment to lose, so | came
just as | am.

PEARL: But you look a perfect picture.

ERNEST: Oh, don't say that, dear Lady Grayston; | know this
isn't the sort of thing one ought to wear in the country.

PEARL: Y ou remember the Duchcsse de Surennes?
ERNEST: Oh, of course | remember the Duchesse,
DUCHESSE: Dear Ernestl

ERNEST: Dear Duchessdl

DUCHESSE: | thought | was never going to see you again,
Ernest.
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ERNEST: Oh, don't say that, it sounds too sad

PEARL.: It's such a pity you must go, Minnie. Ernest could
have shown you dl sorts of new steps.

ERNEST: Oh, dear Duchesse, you're not going the very
moment | come down? That is unkind of you.

DUCHESSE: [With an effort] | must go. | must go.

ERNEST: Have you been practising that little step | showed
you the other day? My dear friend, the Marchioness of
Twickenham—not the old one, you know, the new one—
is beginning to do it so well.

DUCHESSE: [Sruggling with hersdlf] Have we time, Pearl? |
should like Ernest to dance just one two-step with me.

PEARL: Of course there's time. Thornton, set the gramo-
phone.
[THORNTON CLAY at once darts it, and the notes o]
the two-step tinkle out.
DUCHESSE: Y ou don't mind, Ernest, do you?
ERNEST: | love dancing with you, Duchesse.
[They take up their positions.
DUCHESSE: Justonemoment. Itawaysmakesmesonervous
to dance with you, Ernest.
ERNEST: Oh, now, don't be slly, dear Duchesse.

‘They begin to dance.

ERNEST: Now hold your shoulders like alady. Arch your
back, my dear, arch your back. Don't look like a sack

of potatoes. If you put your foot there, | shal kick it.

DUCHESSE: Oh, Ernest, don't be cross with me.

ERNEST: | shdl be cross with you, Duchesse. You don't
pay any attention to what | say. You must give your
mind to it.

DUCHESSE: | do! | dol
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ERNEST: And don't dance like an old fish-wife. Put some
vimintoit. That'swhat | always say about these modern
dances: you want two things, vim and nous.

DUCHESSE: [Plaintively.] Ernest!

ERNEST: Now don't cry. I'm saying all this for your good,
you know. What's wrong with you is that you've got
no passion.

DUCHESSE: Oh, Ernest, how can you say such athing. I've
adways looked upon mysdlf as a very passionate woman.

ERNEST: | don't know anything about that, dear Duchesse,
but you don't get it into your dancing. That's what
| said the other day to the dear Marchioness of Twicken-
ham—not the new one, you know, the old one—You
must put passion into it, | sad. That's what these
modern dances want—passion, passion.

DUCHESSE: | see exactly what you mean, Ernest.

ERNEST: And you must dance with your eyes as well, you
know. You must look as if you had a knife in your
garter, and as if you'd kill me if | looked a another
woman. Don't you see how I'm looking, I'm looking
as though | meant, Curse her! how | love her. There!

[The music stops and they separate.
DUCHESSE: | have improved, Ernest, haven't |?

ERNEST: Yes, you've improved, dear Duchesse, but you
want more practice.
PEARL: Minnie, why on earth don't you stay, and Ernest
will give you a red lesson this evening.
ERNEST: That's what you want, Duchess.
[ The DUCHESSE wrestles with her soul.
DUCHESSE: Tony, dyou think we can stop?
TONY: | didn't want to go away. It's rotten going up to

town this evening. What on earth are we going to do
with oursalves when we get there?
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DUCHESSE: Very well, Pearl, if it'll please you, well stop.
PEARL: That is nice of you, Minnie.

DUCHESSE: Y ou'revery naughty sometimes, Pearl, butyou
have a good heart, and | can't help being fond of you.

PEARL: [With outstretched arms.] Minnie!
DUCHESSE: Pearll
[They clasp one another and affectionately embrace.
ERNEST: What an exquisite spectacle—two ladies of title
kissing one another.
BESSE: [To FLEMING.] They're not worth making a fuss
about. I'm sailing for America next Saturday!

THE END
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THE UNATTAINABLE
THE FRST ACT

SCENE: The drawing-room of CAROLINE'S house in Regent's Park.

It is spacious and airy. It isfurnished in apleasantlyfantastic
manner by a woman who desires to be in the latest mode but
who tempers it with her own good taste. The influence of
futurism is apparent in the carpet; the cushions, the coverings
of sofas and chairs; but there is nothing so outrageous as to
make the room merely a curiosity. Here and there largejars
of flowers contrast the sobriety of nature with the extravagance
of human imagination.

It is early summer and late in the morning.
COOPER, a trim parlourmaid, ushers in MRS. TRENCH.

ISABELLA TRENCH is a woman of thirty-five, fair, plump,
pretty till, well dressed and debonair.  She has an attractive
softhess and a great gift of sympathy. Her heart melts to
every unhappiness, and people in distress go to her in-
stinctively.

COOPER: I'll tell Mrs. Ashley you're here, madam.
ISABELLA: She's not down yet?

COOPER: No, madam, she's only just had her bath.
ISABELLA: Do ask her if | can come up. | want to see her

a once

COOPER: Very good, madam.

ISABELLA: Tdl her I'm frightfully excited

COOPER: Very good, madam.

ISABELLA: [With a smile] Of course you know, Cooper?
COOPER: Oh, yes, madam; it was cook saw it fird. She

123
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aways likes to have a look a The Times before it goes
upstairs.

ISABELLA: Was Mrs. Ashley surprised.

COOPER: Well, madam, shenever sadaword. Shejust kept
dtaring at the announcement. As | said to cook, | redly
thought her eyes would pop out of her head.

ISABELLA: | must see her a once, Cooper.

COOPER: Il go and tell her, madam. [As she is going the
telephone bell rings. COOPER answers it] Yes—whols it
please? No, miss, thisis Mrs. Ashley's maid speaking.
[To ISABELLA] It's Miss Fulton, madam.

ISABELLA: Oh, let me spesk to her. | think | know what she
wants. Go and tell Mrs. Ashley I'm here.

COOPER: Very good, madam.
[Exit. ISABELLA sits down and takes the receiver.

ISABELLA: Maude, Maude! It's Isabella Trench spesking. |
rang you up this morning, and they said you hadn't
come up from the country. | have not seen Carolineyet.
I know no more than you do, darling. | think it must be
true. After dl,it'sin The Times. Why don't you come
round? I'm sure Caroline will want to see you. Yes,
that's it. Youll find me here. Good-bye.

[She puts down the receiver. COOPER ushers in REX
CUNNINGHAM. He s a nice-lookingyoung man with
dark eyes and dark hair brushed back over bis bead
and plastered down. He achieves a romantic look,
not withstanding his motor-coat and the cap that he
carries in his band. -

COOPER: Mr. Cunningham.

[REX hesitates a moment as be sees a stranger in the
room then recognises ISABELLA and comes forward
cordially. ISABELLA greets him without warmith.

REX: How do you do?

GOOPER: Mrs. Ashley will be down directly, madam.
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ISABELLA: Verywdll.
[Exit COOPER.
REX: [Looking at his wrist watch.] She promised shed be
readyon the minute.
ISABELLA: What for?
REX: I've got a new two-seater. I'm going to take her for
a turn round Richmond Park.
ISABELLA: When did you make that arrangement?
REX: Last night.
[She looks at himfor a moment pulled.
ISABELLA: Haven't you heard the news?
REX: What news?
[SABELLA: Why, there's an announcement in The Times this
morning of Stephen Ashley's death.
REX: My hatl . . . Ought one to condole with Caroline or
congratulate her?
ISABELLA: | didn't know you cdled her Caraline.
REX: Didn'tyou?
ISABELLA: She hasn't seen her husband for over ten years.
One can hardly expect her to be very much upset. Still,
I don't think shelll want to go for a run in your two-
Seater.
REX: Why not?
ISABELLA: Shell have other things to do.
REX: Was her husband an awful brute?
ISABELLA: | don't know anything about him. Caroline never
discusses her relations with him. | don't believe there's
one of her friends who's ever seen him even.

REX: | asked her once if he was crud to her. She sad no,
he had adenoids.

ISABELLA: You seem to be on very intimate terms with
Cardline.

REX: Do you disapprove?
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ISABELLA: Verymuch.
REX: What shdl we do about it?

[SABELLA: D'you know that Robert Oldham and Caroline
have been madly in love with one another for the last
tenyears? It hasgiven meanew faithin human natureto
watch their charming affection for one another. They've
waited dl this time, and now at last Caroline is free.
I'm so glad to think they have nothing to reproach
themselves with. It's the happy ending to a fairy story.

REX: [Dedectedly] | suppose you think the only thing | can
doisto take mysalf off.

ISABELLA: Robert may be here any minute.

REX: | was looking forward enormously to our drive.

ISABELLA: Are you in love with Caroline?

REX: Desperately.

ISABELLA: [Putting her hand on his arm] I'm so sorry. You
must try and get over it.

REX: | shal never do that.

ISABELLA: But you knew about Robert.

REX: Hes forty-five if he's a day. No man can be serioudly
in love at that age.

ISABELLA: Caroline oughtn't to have let you come here.
She must have known that you cared for her.

REX: She told me she was in love with Robert Oldham.

ISABELLA: [More and more sympathetic] Are you awfully
unhappy?

REX: Awfully. Do you think there's no chance for me
a dl?

ISABELLA: It would be cruel to hold out any hopes to you.
None—none whatever.

REX: [Sombrely.] My hati

ISABELLA: Now you must go.
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REX: All right. If you think I'd better. Y ou've been awfully
kind to me.
ISABELLA: I've got such a soft heart and you've touched it.
REX: May | cdl you Isabdla?
ISABELLA: I'd like you to.
[She gives him her hand. He raises it to his lip and
kisses it.
ISABELLA: I'm such a sentimentalist. Love adways moves
me.
REX: Good-bye.
[Exit. ISABELLA wipes the tiny tears that glisten in the
"corner of her eyes. CAROLINE comesin. Sheis a very
attractive woman of thirty-five, tall, dim, with
humorous eyes and a charming smile. She is dressed
for motoring.

ISABELLA: Caraline!
CAROLINE: Havel kept youwaiting?

ISABELLA: Why didn't you let me come up? | wanted to see
you so badly.

CAROLINE: | don't let even my dearest friend see me till
I've done my hair.

ISABELLA: | suppose you don't like your forehead?

CAROLINE: Not much. By the way, where is Rex? | saw
his car from my window.

ISABELLA: | thought you wouldn't want to see him this
morning. | sent him away.

CAROLINE: Why on earth did you do that?

ISABELLA: My dear, do you know he's in love with you?

CAROLINE: | should be a perfect fool if | didn't.

ISABELLA: He hasn't told you so?

CAROLINE: I'm beginning to think it's his only topic of
conversation.

ISABELLA: My dear, how can you be so flippant?
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CAROLINE: D'you think | ought to take him serioudy?
ISABELLA: [Not without acidity] Of course, he's very young,
| don't suppose he means haf he says.

CAROLINE: [Chaffing her.] Even if he means a quarter it's a
good ded.

ISABELLA: D'you think he wants to marry you?

CAROLINE: I don't know. I'm sure he wants to elope with
me.

ISABELLA: You're too exasperating, Caroline. But | didn't
come here to talk about Rex.

CAROLINE: D'you cal him Rex?

ISABELLA: He asked me to just now.

CAROLINE: [Smiling] On!

ISABELLA: Now, Caroline, be serious. Is it true? When |
read the births, deaths, and marriages in The Times this

morning, and suddenly saw your name, | could hardly
believe my eyes.

CAROLINE: Neither could 1. "On the 29th ult, a the
Edward and Alexandra Hospital, Nairobi, Stephen, only

on of the late Algernon Ashley of Bleane Woods,
Faversham, aged 41. By Cable”

ISABELLA: It must be true.
CAROLINE: Of coursg, it's very circumstantia, but Stephen
had a peculiar sense of humour. He's been reported dead

two or three times. It's true, it's never got so far as
. the obituary column of The Times before.

ISABELLA: Can't you make certain?

CAROLINE: | tlephoned to my solicitors and they've cabled
to Nairobi. Somehow | think it is true this time,

ISABELLA: Shdl you go into mourning?
CAROLINE: | don't ssewhy | should.
ISABELLA: | wouldn't unless you think it'll become you.
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CAROLINE: After dl, | haven't seen or heard of my hushand
for more than ten years. It would be hypocrisy to
pretend that | regret his death.

ISABELLA: | never knew exactly why you separated from
him.

CAROLINE: Oh, he had adenoids.

ISABELLA: [Smiling] You are the most reserved person |
ever met.

CAROLINE: | managed not to discuss his failings while he

was dive. | think | may just as well hold my tongue
about them now he's dead.

ISABELLA: Ah, well, whatever you suffered it's dl over now.
You've only got happiness to look forward to. Oh, my
dear, marry Robert quickly. Don't let there be any
delays. Heaven knows you've waited long enough.

CAROLINE: Tenyeas.
ISABELLA: Aren't you glad now that you have nothing to

reproach yourselves with? | know, I'm very glad for
you.

CAROLINE: Therewasnever any possibility of anythingdse
Of course, we might have bolted, but Robert has prac-
tised too long in the Divorce Court to fancy the role of
co-r&pondent Besides, he had nothing but his practice
'to live upon. And we were too fond of one another to
risk the infinite tediousness of an affair.

ISABELLA: Everyone must admire your strength.
CAROLINE: It didn't require strength, only common sense.
ISABELLA: Haveyou heard from him thismorning?
CAROLINE: No, | knew he had to be in chambers early.
ISABELLA: He's certain to come round presently.

CAROLINE; | shouldn't think so. Hes in a case that's first
onthelis.
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ISABELLA: Aren't you excited? | wonder how you can bear
your impatience.

CAROLINE: | can hardly expect Robert to throw up a case
to come and propose to me, can |?

[COOPER enters to announce MAUDE FULTON. Sheis a
smartly-dressed spinster not far off forty with bright
eyes and a vivacious manner. She has a sharp tongue.
She is sentimental when other people are concerned, but
exceedingly practical in her own affairs.

COOPER: MissFulton.
[ Exit.
MAUDE: Oh, my dear, Pve had asuccess. I've beenfollowed
in the street.
CAROLINE: [Amused, greeting her.] Maudel

MAUDE: | was rushing adong here, when suddenly | redlized
that a man was following me. Well, | wanted to make
sure, so | crossed to the other side of the street, and he
crossed too. | dackened down. ... | was smply
running aong, | was so anxious to see you and dear
Robert—and be dackened down.

ISABELLA: Weren't youfrightened?

MAUDE: Frightened? Of course not. I'm constantly being
followed inthe street. | likeit. It gives an amusement
to the dullest walk. Of course, it never goes any
further.

CAROLINE: Doyousaythatwithrdief orwithregret?

MAUDE: Oh, my dear, | should never have a moment to
myself if | listened to al the men who want to make love
to me. Of course, | cannot make out what it is they see
in me. | know I'm not beautiful, but there's evidently
something about me that they can't resist.

CAROLINE: [Chaffing her.] | expect it is that you throw your-
«df at their heads. | never knew a man yet who could
ress that.
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MAUDE: Oh, my dear, | quite forgot. My best con
gratulations.

CAROLINE: On the deeth of my husband?

MAUDE: And on your engagement to Robert Oldham.

CAROLINE: It's very kind of you, but I'm not engaged to
Robert Oldham.

MAUDE: Oh, nonsense; that follows automatically on the
death of your husband, like putting a penny in the dot
and getting a piece of chocolate out. | suppose he's
running along to Somerset House now to get a specia
licence.

CAROLINE: My dear, don't beridiculous. He hasn't asked me
to marry him.

ISABELLA: But he's going to.

CAROLINE: [Thoughtfully.] | suppose he is.

MA#I_DE: What on earth d'you mean, Caroline? Y ou know

eis.

CARCLINE: [With exasperation.] Yes of course | do. But
don't badger me. You tak as if we had to marry if
we liked it or not. I'm not going to force the man to
marry me.

MAUDE: Oh, my dear, don't talk such nonsense. He's been
passionately inlovewith youfor years.

CAROLINE: For yeard

ISABELLA: And you've been just as much in love with him,
Cardline.

CAROLINE: | know | have.

MAUDE; Y ou've both been looking forward to this moment
even snce you met one another?

CAROLINE: And now it's come.

ISABELLA: What afunny thingtosay, Caroline.

CAROLINE: It's the obvious thing to say, isn't it? I'm getting
into training for married life.
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ISABELLA: How strange you arethismorning. | expected to
find you, oh, | scarcely know—tremulous, crying a
little, perhaps. . . .

CAROLINE: [With a smile] | suppose you were prepared to
jmingleyour tearswith mine.

ISABELLA: Happy tears. | certainly didn't expect to find
you., .

CAROLINE: What?

MAUDE: Inabeastlytemper, my dear.

ISABELLA: Be nice to Robert when he comes, Caroline.
Think how he must be hating that stupid case which
iskeeping him away. Don't you know what histhoughts
ae? | do. Hés counting the minutes—why, | can
amost hear the beating of his heart.

CAROLINE: What nonsenseyoutalk, Isabella

ISABELLA: Can't you see him, when he gets here at lagt,
ringing the bell? And the time seems interminable

till Cooper opens the door. And then hell run up the
sarsfour at atime.

CAROLINE: It'sjust like apenny novelette, isn't it? But he
won't, because it would make him out of breath.

ISABELLA: As if hell think of that, you foolish creature.
Hell just take you in hisarms and say: At ladt, at last—
| seeitdl.

MAUDE: I'dloveto behere. | adoreromance.

CAROLINE: | shall be greatly obliged if you'll both of you
go away before he comes.

ISABELLA: Of course, darling. There are moments when one
has aright to be rid of prying eyes.

MAUDE: Whendid hesay hewascoming?

CAROLINE: He hasn't said. I've not heard from him this
morning.

MAUDE: D'you mean to say he didn't telephone? | wonder

"~ why not.
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CAROLINE: Perhaps he hadn't timeto look at the paper. He
may not know.

MAUDE: Oh, nonsense.

ISABELLA: | think it's very natural he shouldn't have tele-
phoned. After dl, Stephen Ashley was your husband.
Robert is a man of the greatest delicacy. It may esesly
have occured to him that just at that moment you might
have certain memories that you preferred to be left
aone with.

CAROLINE: How long do you give his delicacy?

MAUDE: Tillthecourtrises, personaly.

ISABELLA: [Smiling,] | believe you're just as impatient as |
know heis

CAROLINE: My dear, whenyou ‘e beenstayingat theseaside,
haven't you sometimes gone down to the beach meaning
to have a bathe, and when you got there found the sea
look very chilly? You try not to noticeit. You go into
your bathing machine, and it's grey and comfortless.
But you take off your clothes and put on your bathing
dress, and then you open the door. You seein front of
you a narrow hit of ssa And it's cold and yellow and
dreary and wet. And your heart sinks.

MAUDE: The only thing then is not to think about it, but
to jump in quickly.

CAROLINE: I'm wondering if that is what Robert is saying
to himsdf just now.

ISABELLA: What on earth makes you think that?

CAROLINE: It's a very good plan to ascribe your own
feelings to other people.

MAUDE: My dear, you don't mean to say you're frightened?
CAROLINE: [Desperately.] Panic-stricken.

ISABELLA: How foolish you are, Carolinel  You don't mean
to say you have any doubt about Robert's devotion?
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MAUDE: Oh, is that what's troubling you?

ISABELLA: Why, everyone knows he adores you. Don't you
know how he spesks about you to your friends? |
remember, last New Year's Eve when we were having
supper together at the Savoy, | said to him: Doesn't it
make you rather melancholy to think that another year
isgone? No, he said, every New Y ear that comes brings
me nearer to marrying Caroline.

CAROLINE: He's a dear old thing. Of course, | know he
loves me.

MAUDE: We have inspired love, you and |, Caroline.

CAROLINE: But your adorers don't put a pistol to your head
and say: Marry me.

MAUDE: No, but they frequently put one to their own and
say they'll shoot themselves if | don't.

CAROLINE: You're till a spinster, Maude, how do you meet
thesituation?

MAUDE: | tell them the truth. After mature consideration
| have come to the conclusion that one husband is not
enough for one woman.

CAROLINE: Good heavens, | found one much more than |
wanted.

MAUDE: That doesn't prove that you might not have found
three more satisfactory.

ISABELLA: Three!

MAUDE: That is my ideal. | would live two days a week
with each and have my Sundays to myself.

[The telephone bell rings.

ISABELLA: That is Robert.

CAROLINE: It can't be. He must be in court just now.

[She goes towards the telephone. It keeps on ringing.

ISABELLA: | have a presentiment. 1'm convinced it's Robert.

(Just as CAROLINE is about to takt the receiver she
hesitates, she is very nervous.
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CAROLINE: Answer for me, Maude, in case , . .
MAUDE: Very wdll.

[ She takes up the receiver and listens.
CAROLINE: I hatetelephones. | wishl'd never had oneputin.
MAUDE: Who is that? No. This is Miss Fulton speaking,

but I'll cal Mrs. Ashley—yes, I'll hold on.

CAROLINE: Maude, who is it?
MAUDE: [Sgnificantly] Mr. Oldham's clerk.

CAROLINE: [Agitated.] Maude, say | can't spesk to anybody.
Say I'm out. Say you don't know when I'll be in.

MAUDE: [Into the receiver.] Is that you, Robert? Thisis Maud
Fulton. Caroline is here. Yes, shell be delighted to
See youl.

CAROLINE: Maude, I'm out. I'm out, | tell you. Say you've
made a mistake. Maude, you cat!

MAUDE: [Taking no notice] Yes, you'd better come round
a once. Of course Caroline's disengaged; she's been
expecting you.

CAROLINE: [Aghast] Maude!

MAUDE: Good-bye. [She puts down the receiver] That settles
that.

CAROLINE: Maude, I'll never forgive you. It's monstrous.
You had no right to say al that. I'll never spesk to
you again aslong as | live. You said I'd been expecting
him.

MAUDE: Wdll, haven't you? And what's more, he knows
you've been expecting him. After dl these yearsit redly
is not worth while for you to play hide-and-seek with
one another.

CAROLINE: It's so humiliating. You've told him amost in
so many words that I'm sitting here waiting for him to
come and make me a proposal of marriage.

MAUDE: So you are.
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CAROLINE: Has the possibility occurred to you that | may
refuse him?

MAUDE: [Decidedly] No.
CAROLINE: Why not?

MAUDE: You've let him wait for you year after year. He's
given you the best of his life. He's sacrificed everything
In the hope of marrying you some day. Now you must
marry him if you want to or not.

ISABELLA: But you do want to, Caroline?

CAROLINE: [Hesitatingly] | thought so yesterday.

ISABELLA: You know he dotes on you. You'll never find
anyone who will love you so faithfully.

CAROLINE: It'sloving that's the important thing, not being
loved.

MAUDE: But you love him, Caroline. Don't be so silly.
All your friends have known for ten years that you
loved him. You're not like me. You're one of those
constant women. You've never bothered your head
about another man since first you made Robert's
acquaintance.

ISABELLA: Your fedlings can't have changed from one day
to another.

CAROLINE: | supposetheycan't.

ISABELLA: You must accept him, Caroline.

CAROLINE: Yes, | know. "Vitb a smile] Don't be afraid.
I'm going to. ... But don't be harsh with me. It can't
be very drange that I'm a little nervous. In fact, |
distinctly feel my heart beating in my boots.

ISABELLA: Nevermindthat. Theshynessyou'refeelinggives
you a sort of tremulous charm which, | promise you, is
very effective.

CAROLINE: 1 must go and put on some other things. It's
only fair to Robert to set out the object he's going to
purchase to the best advantage.
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ISABELLA: No matter what you wear hell think you
ravishing.

CAROLINE: Dear Robert. | know. But for dl that | will
not be proposed to in a motor-coat.

ISABELLA: Y ou're going to make him very happy.

CAROLINE: I think I am. | was very foolish just now. I'm
beginning to feel more at ease. After dl, it is a great
pleasure to know that after al his kindness to me, dll
his unselfish devotion, | have it in my power at last to
give him his heart's desre.

[Exit

MAUDE: That'sthat.

ISABELLA: Poor Caroline!

MAUDE: Now, will you tell me what is the matter with her.

ISABELLA: [With a shrug of shoulders] Hope deferred. When
you've wanted something very badly and it comes at
lagt, it is somehow alittle frightening.

MAUDE: You're sure there isn't another man somewhere
lurking in the background!

ISABELLA: Oh, quite. Rex Cunningham was here this
morning, but she didn't see him. | sent him away.

MAUDE: Very wise of you.

ISABELLA: | felt sorry for him. Hes desperately in love with

her. But I'm sure sheisn't even interested in him. She's
only known him three months.

MAUDE: A man you've known three months always has an
advantage over a man you've known ten years.

ISABELLA: Now | know why you never married, Maude.

MAUDE: Why?

ISABELLA: Because nobody asked you.

MAUDE: How did you guess?

ISABELLA: Becauseyou have common sense. Menlikeitin
a wife, but not in a girl.



138 THE UNATTAINABLE ACT |

MAUDE: I'm very glad you sent Rex away. When next he
comes hell find everything settled.
[Enter COOPER, followed by REX.
COOPER: Mr. Cunningham.

[Exit COOPER. The two ladies are taken aback by his
unexpected appearance. He is not a little surprised
to find ISABELLA still there.

REX: Oh, | was expecting to find Caroline. [Shaking hands
with Miss FULTON.] How do you do?

MAUDE: [Promptly.] Shell be down in one moment. You
must stay.

REX: | was going to.

ISABELLA: | thought you were going for a drive?

REX: Alone? | just tootled round the Park, and then |
made up my mind that | must see Caroline.

MAUDE: | quite understand. It's nice of you to want to be
the first.

REX: [Not comprehending] | beg your pardon?

MAUDE: [Sweetly] To congratulate her on her engagement.

REX: [With consternation] What?

MAUDE: You don't mean to say you didn't know? Shes
to be married to Robert Oldham almost directly. | think
it's so charming that these two dear people should come

together after dl these years. And you know, they're
madly in love with one another.

REX: But they weren't engaged a quarter of an hour ago.

MAUDE: Oh, that's nothing. I've been frequently engaged
and broken it off again within twelve minutes.

REX: Of coursg, that's quite comprehensible.

MAUDE: Do you think s0? It isn't true.

REX: It might be. Anyhow, I'm going to wait till 1 see
Caroline.

MAUDE: Why?
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REX: Because I'm going to propose to her, if you want to
know. [To ISABELLA] | ought never to have let you
chivwy me away. It'simpossible that she should marry
Robert Oldham. It'll break my heart. If you have any
kindness you won't try and prevent me from seeing her.
| must see her.

MAUDE: Of course, you must see her. Youll hardly recog-
nize her. She looks ten years younger. She's simply
radiant. I've never seen anyone look so happy. How she
adoresthat man! [ REX.givesagasp.] They'regoingtobe
married by special licence. They've already made up
their minds to go to Venice for their honeymoon.
Robert had to go away for a few minutes; she could
hardly bear to let him out of her sight.

REX: [Snking down crushed.] My hat! | shall never get over
this.

ISABELLA: [Going up to him] My poor boy! Rex! Rex!

REX: It's just like my luck. That's the sort of thing that
aways happens to me.

MAUDE: | never loved ayoung gazelle but it was sureto die.

ISABELLA: Maude! [To REX compassionately.] It breaks my
heart to see you so wretched.

REX: Nobody ever caresfor me.

ISABELLA: Don't say that. It sounds so hopeless.

REX: [Getting up] I'd better go. There's nothing for me to
do here now.

ISABELLA: [Taking his hand] Where are you going?

REX: | don't know, | don't care.

ISABELLA: | can't bear to seeyoullikethis. ; . . Won't you
come and dine with me to-night?

REX: You'll find me very dull.

ISABELLA: Oh, no, | shan't.

REX: [Stll holding her hand] Very well. You are good to me

ISABELLA: Good-bye.
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REX: You have an extraordinary gift of sympathy. There's
.something about the blueness of your eyes that seems
‘to console one.

ISABELLA: Dear Rex.

[H goes out with a bow to MAUDE.

MAUDE: Wél, my dear, you're wasting no time.

ISABELLA: [Indignantly] Maude! The poor boy was abso-
Iutely broken up. It made my heart bleed. | couldn't let
him go without a word of comfort.

MAUDE: Hm! Why did you ask him to dinner?

ISABELLA: | thought he'd like to talk to me about Caroline.
| couldn't bear to think of him passing the whole evening
by himself. He would have been too wretched.

MAUDE: Oh, well, with a husband safely tucked away in
India you can afford to be a sympathetic friend.

ISABELLA: What things you said to him! It simply made
my hair stand on end.

MAUDE: Don't you think it was much the best thing to do?
Caraline is in a funny mood. There's something
pathetic and rather charming about that young man. |
don't deny it for aminute. I've got a heart just as much
as you have, my dear. Theré's no knowing what
Caroline might have done in a moment of emotion.
It was much better to face him with the accomplished
fact.

ISABELLA: You'ie a wonderful liar, Maude.

MAUDE: Don't be idiotic, my dear. To lie well is one of
the privileges of our sex. | don't lie any better than
you do. Besdes werethey lies? | was only anticipating.
In half an hour al | said will be true.

ISABELLA: | don't say you weren't justified.

MAUDE: And what is half an hour? Just think how time
changes from one place to another. Why, Caroline's
engagement is aready ancient history in Petrograd.
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ISABELLA: Yes, if you look at it like that it's awhite lie a
the utmost.

MAUDE: Oh, my dear, not even that. Hardly more than
a fib.

[COOPER comes in followed by ROBERT OLDHAM.
ROBERT is a tall handsome man of five-and-forty,
well-preserved, but inclined to stoutness; he is well
dressed well caredfor, and evidently desirous to hold
on to a semblance of youth.

COOPER: Mr. Oldham.

[ Exit.
MAUDE: [Enthusiastically.] Robert!
ISABELLA: [Sympathetically’] Dear Robert.

[ROBERT is a little taken aback at the warmth of his
greeting, but he braces himself and advances into the
room.

ROE; ERT: Y ou welcome me as though I'd had a narrow shave
of being run over by a motor-bus.

ISABELLA: WEe're very glad to see you.
MAUDE: Weve been waiting for you al the morning.
ROBERT: Oh!' [With an dffort at alacrity | wish I'd known.
[Shakes hands with MAUDE] How do you do?
MAUDE: | must kiss you.
ROBERT: Must you?
MAUDE: [Drawing back coyly] Don't you want me to?
ROBERT: Of course | do. I'd like it.
[He offers her his cheek and she kisses him.

MAUDE: Now don't pretend you're as cool as a cucumbey.
Men are so slly. They're so afraid of their emations.
Of course, you're al in a flutter. Let me feel your pulse.

ROBERT: | shdl not. You'revery familiar with me, Maude;
| dont like it.

MAUDE: Dear Robert.
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ROBERT: [To ISABELLA, taking her hand] And how ae you,

dear lady?
[She leaves her hand in his. It must be a habit of hers.

ISABELLA: [A little tremulously.] | hardly know what to say
to you. Oh, Robert, I'm so happy in your happiness.
Isn't it wonderful? After al these years—it's so stupid
of me, | almost fed asif | could cry.

ROBERT: Y ou haveawonderful heart, |sabdla

ISABELLA: You know Fm not clever. ... | can't express

myself, but believe me, | fed al that you could wish
me to fedl.

ROBERT: You may kiss me if you wish to.

ISABELLA: [Laughing] | don't.

ROBERT: A rebuff.

MAUDE: But how on earth have you managed to get here?
ROBERT: By the drastic method of taking a taxi.

MAUDE: Don't be exasperating. We were under the im-
pression you had a case this morning.

ROBERT: Who is we?

MAUDE: Caroling, |sabella, and myself.

ROBERT: | see No; a case which was expected to finish

yesterday has turned out rather along one. | dare say
we shan't come on to-day at all.

MAUDE: [Promptly.] Then why didn't you come earlier?

ROBERT: It's only midday. | know that Carolineis not an
ealy riser.

MAUDE: Y ou might have telephoned.

ROBERT: | had some papers to read. Business before
pleasure, you know. . . . Have you been discussing
my slence?

ISABELLA: [Smiling] | think | was right after dl. | put it
down to ddicacy. Any nice man would redize that just
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at that moment a woman must prefer to be done with
her recollections.

MAUDE: Anyhow, the important thing is that you're here
now. And if | know you a al you've got a ring in
your pocket.

[ROBERT givesa dlight start.

ISABELLA: Oh, Robert, do show it mel I'd love to see it.

ROBERT: But | haven't got aring. | went straight to cham-
bers this morning and then | came straight here. It never
occurred to me,

MAUDE: You stupid man! Caroline would have been so
pleased.

[SABELLA: And touched. But never mind; when she sees
you shell think of nothing but that she's free and you're
here. And for ever and ever you'll be here. Oh, Robert,
be kind to her! Remember al she's gone through. You
can never do too much for her.

ROBERT: | know.

MAUDE: Have you made up your mind where you're going
to spend your honeymoon?

ROBERT: My dear Maude, it's only a couple of hours ago
that | saw the sad news of Stephen Ashley's death.

MAUDE: Sad, do you cal them?

ROBERT: For him, | mean. Of course, not for me. | don't
suppose there's anybody who isn't cared for by someone
or other. | expect somebody is regretting him.

MAUDE: | very much doubt it. | think we may safely ook
upon his death as a happy release.

ROBERT: | don't know why you say that. Y ou know nothing
about him except that he had adenoids.

.ISABELLA: It's so .plendid of Caroline never to have sad a
sngle word against him.

ROBERT: Oh, splendid. But, after dl, a man may have
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adenoids and yet be possessed of dl kinds of—admirable
qualities.

MAUDE: You're not going to stand up for him. If Caroline
refused to say anything against him, it's certainly not
because there was nothing to say.

ROBERT: Of course not.

MAUDE: It dmost sounded as if you were taking his part.

ROBERT: Good heavens, don't be so literal. | was making
a genera observation. That's why conversation is im-¢
possible with women. They will find a personal appli-
cation in a general statement. Besides, a man with my
particular experience knows that a person may have all
manner of virtues and yet be insupportable to live with.

ISABELLA: Fortunately that isn't the case with Caroline.

ROBERT: Oh, no; Caralineiswonderful. Who should know
it better than 1?

MAUDE: Personaly, | recommend you to go to Venice

ROBERT: [As though he werejust on the verge of starting] Now?

MAUDE: For your honeymoon | mean.

ROBERT: Oh, | beg your pardon; I'd forgotten for the
moment. Can you quite see us gushing up and down

the Grand Cand? | fancy we've known one another a
little too long for Venice.

MAUDE: Oh, but marriage makes such a difference. Youll
have to make one another's acquaintance all over again.

ROBERT: [Not without anxiety.] D'you think it'll change
Caroline much? | don't know that | should wish that
exactly. You see I'm used to this Caroline.

MAUDE: Shell be just the same, only more .

ROBERT: That is reassuring, but rather vague. My idea
would be rather to make a tour of the capitas of Europe.

MAUDE: But you'd spend dl your time in railway stations.
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ROBERT: | know. That is precisely where aman shows his
superiority to a woman. She is flustered and nervous.
She's certain they'll miss the train. But he is cdm. He
s to the luggage nonchalantly. He has the tickets
safe. He keeps an eagle eye on the umbrellas. Thisisa
man—every inch of him, she says; | am but a poor weak
woman. Believe me, those are very good lines on which
to start married life. | think the capitals of Europe.

ISABELLA: My own impression is that Caroline will want to
go to some quiet little place by the seaside.

ROBERT: | don't look my best in bathing costume.

ISABELLA: Shell want to be done with you surely.

ROBERT: | won't bathe. Nothing will induce me to bathe.
| hate cold water. | was only thinking this morning
how | hated the sea

MAUDE: [Surprised This morning. Why?

ROBERT: | don't know. It just occurred to me. Haven't you
made up your mind sometimes in a weak moment to
go and have a bathe? You go down to the beach and
the sealooksicy. You try not to noticeit. You go into
your bathing machine, and it's cold and smelly. But
you take off your clothes and put on your bathing
costume, and then you open the door and you see in
Lrec;gt of you a narrow bit of sea. And you wish you were

[During this speech MAUDE and ISABELLA have first
pricked up their ears, then stared at him, and, finally,
tKey turn and look at one another with amazement.
CAROLINE comes in. She is now charmingly gpjwwd.

ROBERT: How do you do

CAROLINE: How dyou do?

MAUDE: Y ou absurdthings.

CAROLINE: [Sharply] Don't be ridiculous, Maude.

ISABELLA: We redly ought to be going, dear.
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CAROLINE: Oh, aren't you going to stay to luncheon?

ISABELLA: 'Obviously inventing] I'm lunching out. So are
you, Maude, aren't you?

MAUDE: Yes

CAROLINE: Oh, well, it's early yet. Don't go.

MAUDE: I'm so sorry, but | must go and be tried on. It's
such a bore.

ISABELLA: You might drop me, perhaps, | have an appoint-
ment with my dentist. Good-bye, darling.
CAROLINE: Good-bye. It's been so nice to see you.

[They kiss one another.
ISABELLA: Good-bye.

MAUDE: 'To ROBERT.] Dear Robert, we leave her in your
care.

ISABELLA: Dear, dear Robert.

"They go out.

ROBERT: That's how elephants must behave when they're
being tactful.

CAROLINE: How is it you're here so early? | wasn't ex-
pecting you till after the courts rose.

ROBERT: Oh ... | managed to get away. Maude sad
you were expecting me.

CAROLINE: Yes, | was expecting you to tea. Don't you
remember, you said yesterday you'd look in.

ROBERT: | suppose | couldn't have a whisky and soda?

CAROLINE: Yes, of course I'll ring. [She touches the bell.]

ROBERT: I've got to be back in chambers by one.

CAROLINE: You must keep your eye on the time. You
mustn't be late.

ROBERT: [Making conversation.] What a nice woman Isabella
is. Pity she doesn't get on wiH her husband.
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CAROLINE: Oh, but she does, only she gets on better with
him when he's in India and she's in England. They're
devoted to one another from a distance.

ROBERT: There's something curiously feminine and sympa-
thetic about her. She's not clever, but she's extra
ordinarily restful. | canimagine a man being extremely
attached to Isabella

CAROLINE: She'sstill quitepretty.

ROBERT: But, of course, one doesn't know what she'd be
like to live with always. That's so different, isn't it?
CAROLINE: [With conviction] Oh, absolutely. [COOPER comes

in.] Bring up the whisky and soda, Cooper, and a glass.

COOPER: Very good, madam.

[Exit COOPER.

ROBERT: It reminds me of the case I'm in just now. Did
you ever meet the Petersens?

CAROLINE: | don't think so.

ROBERT: Quiteanice woman. Shewas aMrs. Macdougai.
I've known Petersen for twenty years. I'd never have
thought him capable of things like that.

CAROLINE: What did he do?

ROBERT: Oh, well, hed been devoted to Mrs. Macdougai
for years. It was an old-standing affair. Everybody
accepted it. One aways asked them to dinner together.
At last they persuaded Macdougai to let himself be
divorced. I'm acting for Mrs. Petersen now.

CAROLINE: | must be very stupid, but where does Mrs.
Petersen come? You've not mentioned her before.

ROBERT: Mrs. Petersen was Mrs. Macdougai; you see, they
got the divorce from Macdougai, then they married,
and now they're divorcing.

CAROLINE: Oh, | sse. Of course. Very natural. How long
have they been married?
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ROBERT: Eighteen months. And now they can't stand the
sight of one another. She says he's dull when he's sober
and brutal when he's drunk.

CAROLINE: Ah!'" And what does he say?

ROBERT: He marvels a his sdlf-control. He can't imagine
why he never killed her.

[A short silence.  COOPER comes in with the whisky.
She goes out. ROBERT helps himself.

ROBERT: | did a very unprofessional thing. | had a chat
with Petersen in the club the other night. | told him
| couldn't discuss the matter, but he insisted on telling
me that he had no ill-feeling towards me because | was
appearing for his wife. He said he only had himself
to blame.

CAROLINE: That was nice of him.

ROBERT: Oh, he didn't mean it like that. He meant he ought
to have known better than to marry her. He said if a
woman couldn't get on with one husband you might
bet your boots she wouldn't get on with another.
[There is a momentary silence] Very nice whisky this is
of yours, Caroline.

CAROLINE: You ought to like it. You chose it.

[He takes out a cigarette and lights it elaborately, pre-
tending he is quite at ease.

ROBERT: So your husband has died at last, Caroline.

CAROLINE: Yes,

ROBERT: | suppose you don't know what he died of?

CAROLINE: No, | have no idea.

ROBERT: Fever, | suppose. A man has to have a very fine
physique to stand those climates indefinitely.

CAROLINE: Stephen had avery finephysique.

ROBERT: | suppose it was a great surprise to you when you
read the announcement in this morning's Times?
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CAROLINE: Yes it was.

ROBERT: After dl, death, even that of a person who was
eindifferent to you, is dways a shock.

CAROLINE: Yes, when a man is dead you seem only to
remember his good qudities.

ROBERT: It must be over ten years since you've seen him.
| remember, when first | met you, you'd only been
separated about three months.  You haven't changed a
bit in these ten years, Caraline.

CAROLINE: I'm afraid that's only your fancy. You've seen
me dmost every day snce then, and you naturally
wouldn't notice any difference in me.

ROBERT: That's true. In away it's been a wonderful ten
years, Caroline. Weéve found constant amusement in
one another's society. Y ou've been a great help to me.
Y ou've seen me rise from a struggling junior to a pretty
good position. | don't see why | shouldn't be a judge
before | die

CAROLINE: We've had some very good times together,
haven't we?

ROBERT: Wonderful!

CAROLINE: Y ou've been a dear, Robert. Y ou've aways been
s0 kind and patient.

ROBERT: It certainly hasn't been hard to be either.

CAROLINE: Andyou'vegot certain pointsthat are strangely
endearing. Y ou never forget the little anniversaries that
men find a bore to remember, but that women think
so much of. You never fal to send me allittle present
on my birthday. Why, you even remember the day we
firsg met and send me flowers. Ten times you've done
that, Robert.

ROBERT. By George, if this had only happened ten years
ago. What a difference if would have made to us. We
should be quite an old married couple by now, Cardline

L
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CAROLINE: Doyouwishit had?

ROBERT: What a questionl Why, every day for ten years
I've read the obituary column of The Times for that
notice. It addecl a savour to breskfast.

CAROLINE: And now a kst it's come.

ROBERT: | redize that I've lost for ever the little thrill of
excitement that | aways had when | took up the paper.
I've often wished that your name began with a V or
aW instead of an A, so that | might be able to prolong
the agony alittle as | read deliberately down the column.

CAROLINE: There's dways something alittle melancholy in
getting what one wants.

ROBERT: Do you know, Caraline, I've never even seen a
photograph of your husband.

CAROLINE: I'm afraid | haven't one. When we separated |
destroyed everything that could possibly remind me
of him.

ROBERT: | know. | shdl never even know what that man
Jlooked like, and yet he has influenced my life more
than anyone dse in the world. What sort of a man was
he, Caraline?

CAROLINE: An ordinary sort of man.

ROBERT: It's rather queer if you come to think of it. If he
hadn't lived | should have had an entirdy different life;
if hed died years ago | should be another man from
what | am now. Just by exiding, a thousand miles
away, obscurely, hes made me what | am.

CAROLINE: Then we have a least something to be grateful
to himfor.

ROBERT: Cardling, what a charming thing to say!

CAROLINE: | never thought of it before, but | suppose I,
too, have been influenced by Stephen, even though |
never st eyes on him. | shouldn't be what | am either
but for him.
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ROBERT: Lifeisastrange business, Caroline.
CAROLINE: I'm beginning to think so.
[A short silence.

ROBERT: Wdll, | expect you've got alot of thingsto do. |
mustn't keep you.

CAROLINE: And you have an appointment, haven't you?
You mustn't be late for that.

ROBERT: Oh, I've got my eye on the time.

CAROLINE: Yes | imagined you had.

ROBERT: | thought I'd like to have a little chat with you
a once

CAROLINE: It was kind of you to come, it's been pleasant
to see you.

ROBERT: I'll look in again about tea-time, may 1?

CAROLINE: Oh, yes, that'll be nice. | dare say | can get one
or two people so that we can have a rubber of bridge
before dinner.

ROBERT: That always rests me after I've been in court.
Widl, good-bye, Caroline, God bless you.

CAROLINE: Good-bye.-l hopeyouwinyour case.

ROBERT: Thanks.

[He goes to the door and opens it. She steps towards the
bell to ring. At the door he hesitates. She looks at
him andpauses. He half shuts the door and meditates.
She withdraws her hand from the bell. He opens the
door again, and she stretches out her hand once more.
He braces himsdf for the ordeal, shuts the door
quickly and comes back into the room. She turns
away from the bell.

ROBERT: [With assumed cheerfulness] | was amost forgetting
the purpose of my vist.

CARCLINE: Oh! Didn't you come just to pass the time
of day?
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ROBERT: Well, not exactly, | think I'll just have a little
drop more whisky if you dont mind. | can't imagine
why my throat is so dry this morning.

CAROLINE: | dare say there'satouch of east in the wind.

ROBERT: [Pouring out the whisky.] Well, Caroline, what shall
we do about it?

CAROLINE: About what?

ROBERT: [Very busy with the siphon.] When would you like
us to be married?

CAROLINE: Wdll, | haven't thought about the matter.

ROBERT: We arranged that we would be as soon as your
husband died.

CAROLINE: Yes, | know.

ROBERT: [With assumed facetiousness' It only remains tor you
to name the day. °

CAROLINE: I'm not going to name one.

ROBERT: My dear Caroline, you must. That is by old
established custom the privilege of your sex.

CAROLINE: What day would you suggest?

ROBERT: Obstinate woman! | suppose you'll want some
time to get a trousseau. And then banns take three
weeks, don't they? | couldn't get away till the end of
term, anyhow. What about the beginning of the Long
Vacation?

CAROLINE: I'm not going to marry you, Robert.

ROBERT: Caroling

CAROLINE: [I've thought it over very carefully and I've
completely made up my mind.

ROBERT: Do you mean to tell me that nothing | can say
will induce you to change it?

CAROLINE: [With a twinkle in her eyes] No.

ROBERT: This is an awful shock to me, Cardline. This is
an awful blow. I've been living in hopes of this moment
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for years, and, now . . . now ., . you could knock
me down with a feather.

CAROLINE: [With her tongue in her cheek] I'm sorry to cause
you pain, Robert, but, believe me, | am acting for
the best.

ROBERT: Do you mean to say that you absolutely refuse to
marry me?

CAROLINE: Absolutely.

ROBERT: [A little uneasily] Carcline, has anything in my
behaviour led you to imagine that my heart wasn't set
on marrying you? Would your answer have been
different if | had expressed mysdf differently? Women
are very strange. Haven't | been ardent enough? You
must remember that I'm a shy man. This is an occason
when one may reasonably feel a certain embarrassment.
I'm no longer in my first youth, Caroline. | should have
felt ridiculous if I'd thrown myself on one knee and all
that sort of thing. | have had no wide and varied
experience in making proposals of marriages.

CAROLINE: Redly. Inthat case | can only congratulate you.
Y ou made this one as though to the manner born. You
were as cool as though you were ordering a dozen
oysters and a pint of champagne.

ROBERT: | didn't fed it, Caroline. | was shaking in every
limb.

CAROLINE: After al, you came to the point at once. I've
known men with whom it required months of patience
on the part of the object of their affections to bring
them to it.

ROBERT: Then | cannot understand why you refused me.

CAROLINE: My dear Robert, we've been very happy in one
another's company for ten years. Weve been joined
together by avery charming sentiment. Don't you think
it would be a pity to expose it to the wear and tear of
domedtic life?
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ROBERT: You're awonderful woman, Caroline.

CAROLINE: Oh, it bad occurred to you.

ROBERT: It hadn't exactly occurred to me, but it had crossed
my mind. After dl, one hasto look at these things from
arational point of view. We're very well as we are.

CAROLINE: It ssemsapity to makeachange.

ROBERT: Not apity, Caroline; arisk.

CAROLINE: Thenyou agreethat | waswisetorefuseyou?

ROBERT: From your point of view, Cardling | dare say
there's agreat ded to be said in favour of your decision.
I, of course, could only have gained by the change.

CAROLINE: It's nice of you to say s0. But are you sure that
you're not a little relieved that | refused you?

ROBERT: 1? My dear Caroling, can't you see I'm over-
whelmed with disappointment?

CAROLINE: It's not visible to the naked eye, Robert.

ROBERT: You forget | have great power of self-contral.

CAROLINE: | shouldn't be hurt if you confessed that a the
bottom of your heart you were feeling as though you'd
deliberately put your head in a noose, and then by a
merciful interposition of Providence . . .

ROBERT: [Interrupting] Caroling, | have been wanting to
marry you for years. And now that the opportunity at
last occurs you refuse me. Well, | accept your reasons.
| bow to the inevitable. | know you too wel to try
to make you change your mind, but don't think because
| take it like this that my heart isn't . . .

CAROLINE: Seared.

ROBERT: Are you laughing at me, Caroline?

[He looks at her. She begins to chuckle. For a moment
be assumes a pose of indignation. She tries to restrain
her laughter , but finds it impossible; he is gained by
it, and begins to laugh also. Then they both roar till
the tears run down their cheeks.
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ROBERT: Cardling, you'readorable.
CAROLINE: You humbug, Robert.

ROBERT: My dear, | had to do it. And I've done it, mind
you, I've done it.

CAROLINE: Yes, you've doneit. And now well forget dl
about it.

ROBERT: You know, | was terrified, Cardline.

CAROLINE: Poor dear, | know. Your heart was in your
_boots, wasn't it?

ROBERT: You don't bear me a grudge?

CAROLINE: Of course not.

ROBERT: You're wonderful, Caroline. Upon my soul, |
could amost marry you.

CAROLINE: Desared, | could very nearly consent to be your
wife.

END OF THE FIRST ACT



THE SECOND ACT

The scene is the same.

It is a little after four o'clock in the afternoon of the same day,

CAROLINE is standing by the window looking out. COOPER
comes in.

COOPER: Mrs. Gilliatt has rung up to say she hopes you
haven't forgotten youre going to tea with her at
Rumplemeyer's, madam.

CAROLINE: | havent forgotten, Cooper. But | haven't the
least intention of going.

COOPER: | said I'd give you the message, maam; but | said
| didnt think you were feeling very well.

CAROLINE: It hadn't occurred to me, but | don't think | am
feding very well. | wish it would rain. It's s0 exas-

perating when the weather doesn't fit in with one's
moods.

COOPER: Shdl I ring up Mrs. Gilliatt and say you're sorry
you can't come to tea, maam?
CAROLINE: Yes | think I'll lie down. The more| think of
it the more | think I'm not very well.
[She lies down on the sofa.
COOPER: When one's feding like what you are, maam, it
aways makes one fed better not to fed very wel.

CAROLINE: [Smiling] That's rather confused, Cooper; but |
believe it's quite true. Put alot of cushions behind me.
[This COOPER does] Thank you. Now put the cigarettes
where | can reach them.

COOPER: [Fetching them] Yes madam.

CAROLINE: There are two books over there. Let me have
156
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them, will you? Thank you. And give me the picture
papers. Therel

COOPER: Shdl | cover up your feet, mdam?

CAROLINE: You might put that Spanish shawl over them,
Cooper. It's dways satisfactory to look nice even if
there's no oneto seeyou.

[COOPER carries out CAROLINE'S various directions.

COOPER: There, maam. Is there anything else?

CAROLINE: No. | fed better dready. I'm not a home to
anybody, and | won't spesk to anyone on the telephone.

COOPER: Very good, maam.

CAROLINE: I'm extremely pleased with my own society,
Cooper. It's very nice to be done when one wants to.
I like to think it's my own house and nobody can cross
my threshold without permission. It's redly very
pleasant to be one's own mistress.

COOPER: Some people like a man about the house, maam,
and some people dont.

CAROLINE: | don't.

COOPER: Ah, well, maam, you're one of the lucky ones
you can please yourself.

CAROLINE: Cooper, what do you mean? Y ou're not dissatis-
fied with your young man?

COOPER: No, maam, not exactly that. But | don't know as
I'd marry him if | ‘ad anything better to look forward to.

CAROLINE: But you're not obliged to marry him, Cooper.

COOPER: Him or somebody ese. It's not very satisfactory
being in service al your life. And it isn't so easy for a
rtJ)z_atrIourmaid to find places when shes getting on a

it.

CAROLINE: Tell me, Cooper, how did he propose?

COOPER: Wdl, maam, | don't know as he exactly proposed
a dl. You s it was like this. 1'd been waking out
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with him for something like two years, and he never sad
anything that you could take hold of, so to speak, so at
last | sad to him: Well, what about it? What about
what? he sad. You know what | mean, | sad. | do
not, he said. Wel, do you mean it or do you not? |
sad. Isit ariddle? he sad. No, | sad, but I've been
walking out with you for two years, and | just want to
know If anything's to come of it or not. Oh, he sad.
| don't mind one way or the other, | sad; but I'm not
going to waste my time till doomsday, and | just want
to know, that's dl. Well, he said, what do you propose?
Well, | said, what about August Bank Holiday? Make
it Christmas, he sad; | get arise then. All right, | sad,
as long as | know where | am | don't mind waiting,
but I like to know where | am.
CAROLINE: It wasn't very romantic, Cooper.

COOPER: Well, maiam, my belief is that men don't want to
marr?/. It's not in their nature. You 'ave to give them
a little push or you'll never bring them to it.

CAROLINE: And supposing they regret it afterwards,
Cooper?

COOPER: .Oh, well, maam, it's too late then. And you
know, maam, they generally try to make the best of it
when they know they can't help themsdves.

CAROLINE: And let us look on the bright side of things,
Cooper; they're often not unhappy, poor brutes.

COOPER: Oh, no, maam, | think they're much happier; but
sometimes they wont redlize it, s0 to spesk.

CAROLINE: That's human nature, Cooper. Y ou won't forget
to telephone to Mrs. Gilliatt.

COOPER: [Going.] No, maam, Il ring her up a once

CAROLINE: Oh, and Cooper, you might ring up Dr. Cornish
and ask him if he can come round.

COOPER: | thought you were feding better, maam?
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CAROLINE: | am, but | think it would comfort me to see a
doctor. To be able to talk about onesdf without fear
of interruption is chegp at haf a guinea

COOPER: Very good, maam.

[Exit. CAROLINE settles herself more comfortably than
ever on the sofa; she takes one of the illustratedpapers
and begins to look at it. The door is quietly opened,
and MAUDE FULTON puts a roguish head round the
comer.

MAUDE: May | come in?

CAROLINE: Good heavens, how you startled mel

MAUDE: Say | may come in, Caroline.

CAROLINE: No, you may not come in.

MAUDE: [Edging hersdfin.] Don't be brutal, Caroline.

CAROLINE: | think I've got scarlet fever.

MAUDE: [Opening the door a little more] I've had it.

CAROLINE: On the other hand, it may be smal-pox.

MAUDE: [Coming right in] I'm constantly being vaccinated.

CAROLINE: I'm not a home, Maude.

MAUDE: | know, but I felt sure you'd see me. Cooper
didn't want to let me come up.

CAROLINE: Servantsarenotwhat they were. Sheshouldonly
have let you force your way over her inanimate corpse.

MAUDE: Darling, surely a corpse couldn't be anything ese

but inanimate.

CAROLINE: Just as an intruder couldn't be anything dse but
intolerable.

MAUDE: Now that you've had the last word, offer me a cup
of tea and tell me all about it.

CAROLINE: | shdl not, Maude.

MAUDE: Now don't be ridiculous, Caroline. | felt | must

see you. You can't expect me to be entirely devoid of
curiosity.
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CAROLINE: After knowing you for twenty years? No, my
dear, | don't. But, on the other hand, you can't expect
me to be such afool as to gratify it.

MAUDE: | naturally wanted to be the first to congratulate
you. [Insinuatingly.] Cardline, tell me now how he
did it.

CAROLINE: D'you think it's fair to a man to tell a third
party what romantic madness sdized his tongue at such
a moment?

MAUDE: [Eagerly] Oh, my dear, go on. I'm thrilled to the
core.

CAROLINE: [She looks at her with an ironical smile] | was
standing in the middle of the room, Maude, and he
came up to me, and fell on one knee.

MAUDE: Yes Sr Walter Raeigh.

CAROLINE: Hetook my hand. | turned alittle away.

MAUDE: Yes, yes

CAROLINE: At last, he sad, at last! Oh, | have waited for
this moment for a hundred years. | know | am utterly
unworthy of you, but | adore the very ground you tread
on. You aremy idea of woman. Oh, Caroline, Caroling,
will you be mine? Clarence, | sad. . . .

MAUDE: Raobert, you mean, surely.

CAROLINE: [Bursting into laughter] You fool, Maude. Can
you see Robert making such a perfect ass of himsdlf?

MAUDE: Redly, Caroline, you are exasperating.

CAROLINE: Shdll | tell you the honest truth?

MAUDE. [Acidly] If you can.

CAROLINE: He fiddled about with a siphon, and said: Well,
when would you like to be married?

MAUDE: Oh | prefer the other way; but after dl it comes
to the same inthe end. Darling, | congratulate you with
dl my heart.
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CAROLINE: On get
you very much.

MAUDE. Don't be so sih,

CAROLINE: But I'm not e

MAUDE: Whatareyoutalkingabout

CAROLINE: | refused him.

MAUDE: Good heavend Why?

CAROLINE: | thought I should be happier
I wes.

MAUDE: Caroline, how cruel of you! How .
sdfish! But what did Robert say?

CAROLINE: He was dmost too much surprised for wo.

MAUDE: Wasn't he overwhelmed?

CAROLINE: | could seeit was a disappointment, but he did
dl he could not to make it more difficult for me.

MAUDE: | can hardly believe my ears. What are you going
to do, then?

CAROLINE: I'm going to remain a widow. And to make it
quite clear, | shal go into mourning. Crepe and weeds
and dl the trapping of woe. [MAUDE meditates for a
moment, while CAROLINE watches her, wondering whether
she accepts her account of the incident] D'you think they'll
suit me?

MAUDE. [Tartly] If they don't, I think you can be trusted
not to wear them long.

CAROLINE: | don't see why you should be cross with me.

MAUDE: I'm disappointed in you, Caroling, and I'm very,
very, very sorry for Robert.

CAROLINE: Marry him, then.

MAUDE: I'm not a marrying woman.

CAROLINE: Neither am . Sgersin adversity.

MAUDE: Of course, helll ask you again.
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iy given herself aniny] He
me till he's blue in the
no.
, hothing more to be sad.
co%es in to announce DR. CORNISH. This is
ry stout, red-faced jovial genthman, with an
t mis tic view of life.
r. Cornish.
ne: How do you do? Cooper, did you send that
message?

.OOPER: Yes, maam. Mrs. Gilliatt said sheld just heard the
dreadful news, and it must be a terrible shock and she
quite understood; you had her sincest sympathy, and
she hoped you wouldn't forget t'at you were playing
bridge with her to-morrow afternoon.

CAROLINE: Thank you.

[Exit COOPER.

CAROLINE: [Turning to DR. CORNISI.] Now | can attend to
you.

DR. CORNISH: That's what 1've Come to do to you.

CAROLINE: You know Miss Fulton?

DR. CORNISH: [Shaking hands pith her.] A homeopath, |
bdieve

MAUDE: Oh, no, I'vegiventhat up. But I'vegot awonderful
bone-setter that | go to now.

DR. CORNISH: Dear me, have you been bresking your
bones?

MAUDE: No, but I might.

DR. CORNISH: I can recommend a very competent motor-
omnibus if you are looking for something to run over
you.
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CAROLINE: Now, Maude, Dr.
professiondly. YouVe staye
MAUDE: Are you ill, darling?
CAROLINE: I shal knowthatwhenDr.
me.
MAUDE: | thought you werent looking
mark. Of course Il go. -
CAROLINE: And don't come back till you're sent
MAUDE: Dear Caraline. It'slucky | know she's dt.
me, or | might take offence at some of the thL
says to me. Good-bye, Dr. Cornish.
DR. CORNISH: [Shaking handswith her.] Does the bone-setu
make love to you?
MAUDE: Not more than most men.
[ Exit.
DR. CORNISH: Now, dear lady, what isthe matter withyou?
CAROLINE: llI-temper.
DR. CORNISH: Anailmen very distressing to ladies maids,

I've aways understood. | noticed you were suffering
from it.

CAROLINE: 1 didn't send for you so that you might have the
pleasure of making yoursalf disagresable and earning
hdf a guinea into the bargain.

DR. CORNISH: It does seem unfair, doesn't it? Let me fed
your pulse.

CAROLINE: [As he takes her wrist] There's nothing wrong
with my body. It's my mind.

DR.CORNISH: Whatisamisswiththat?

CAROLINE; Wdl, for one thing | don't know it.

DR. CORNISH: The British Empire is governed exclusively

by gentlemen who suffer from the same complaint. You
mustn't let that worry you.

CAROLINE: I'm vexed and bored.
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_ ching to do with the announce-
xiing's paper? | can well under-
~JL husband might cause any woman
-ion.
n't think it's that. 1Ve just redecorated
m, and | don' think tt's quite a success,
aow, these new fashions don't suit me. I'm
d with any of the clothes | bought this spring.
,ay I'm alittle runjdown and want a change of air.

NISH: Quite SQ. Quite s0. Now tell me the truth.
INg: But I'm tilling you the truth.

A. CORNISH: Yes,1 know; but the true truth. Women
make such distinction between the two.
CAROLINE: TSiing]' You must have a very large practice,
Dr. Cornish.

DR. CORNISH: I, get dong. Now come, dear lady.

CAROLINE: | sent for you becaur' | wanted to tell you the
truth. lve known you so Ing, and | can trust you.
Y ou know, I'm devoted to Rfobert Oldham. I've wanted
to marry him ever since we first met. And now that
the opportunity has come, | don't want to.

DR. CORNISH: | s

CAROLINE: Of course, nobody knows. Robert thinks I'm
dying to marry him. And dl my friends. You see it
was an understood thing that we should marry as soon
as | was free. He's waited for me al these years.

DR. CORNISH: It's awkward, isntit? | can see that Robert
Oldham will mink you a little unreasonable Hes no
longer a yoiig man.

CAROLINE: Pat is what | said to myself. | thought the
mattervver from every standpoint. | remembered
Robert's infinite patience, his devotion and sdlf-sacrifice,
and | made up my mind that it was my duty to marry
him.



ACT 11 THE UNATTAINABLE 165

DR. CORNISH: It's hard to speak of duty in these matters;
but if you ask my opinion, in this particular case | think
you're right.

CAROLINE: He came here this morning. | discovered that he
didn't want to marry me in the least.

DR. CORNISH: Wél, that smplifies matters.

CAROLINE: It does nothing of the kind. | was prepared to
sacrifice mysdlf. I'd made up my mind to an act of
renunciation. 1'd promised mysdlf that he should never,
never know the truth. You don't think it's pleasant to
realize suddenly that you're not wanted, and you can
keep your sdf-sacrifice. It's enough to make any woman
feel not very well.

DR. CORNISH: Now, don't work yoursdlf up into a scene
dear lady.

CAROLINE: Why not?

DR. CORNISH: I've seen so many. | assure you they have no
effect on me a al.

CAROLINE: In that case it isn't worth while, is it? But it is
vexatious, Dr. Cornish, isn't it?

DR. CORNISH: Very.

CAROLINE: Upon my word | could amost wish my husband
were dive again. [No sooner are the words out of her
mouth than the telephone bell rings] Good heavens, how it
startled me! | told Cooper | wouldn't speak to anyone.
Oh, | know what it is. It's my solicitor. They've had
the answer to my cable. [She fakes up the receiver and
listens] Yes. Lester and Lester? | was expecting you
toring me up. Yes I'll hold on. [To DR. CORNISH ]
They're putting me through to Sr Henry. Oh, the
suspense!  You know, I've had two or three false alarms
of Stephen's death before. Oh, if he's only dive this
time it'll make such a difference. 1t'll put an end to all
my difficulties. [Speaking into the receiver] Yes Sr

M
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Henry? You haven't had an answer to your cable?
Then . . . Oh! [To DR. CORNISH.] He's seen Stephen's
licitor. [Listening.] | sse Thank you very much. It
was kind of you to ring me up. Good-bye.

[ Sheputs down the receiver.

DR. CORNISH: Wel?

CAROLINE: Stephen's solicitor has had afurther cablefrom
Nairobi. It appears my husband died in the hospita
there four days ago of cirrhosis of the liver. Is that the
sort of disease he would die from?

DR. CORNISH: You must know that better than I. | never
knew him.

CAROLINE: Could brandy bring it on?

DR. CORNISH: Nothing better.

CAROLINE: Thenthat settlesit. Therecan beno moredoubt.
I'm free.

DR. CORNISH: Don't say it so despondently. It's a condition
that most married people aspire to.

CAROLINE: Doesnt it strike you that there's something dis-
tressingly obvious in being awidow? | can quite under-
stand why a more delicate civilization than ours ordered
the jnimolation of widows on their husband's pyre.

DR. CORNISH: My dear lady, youtaketoo gloomy aview of
the gtuation. From the days of the ancients a certain
gaiety has been ascribed to the condition which you
now adorn.

CAROLINE: | refuse to be gay. My hushand spited me for ten
years by living, now he spites me more than ever before
by dying.

DR. CORNISH: D'you know what's the matter with you?

CAROLINE: If you say appendicitis I'll kill you.

DR. CORNISH: I wish | could, for that is an ailment which
can be cured by a trifling operation. But there's no
escgpe from the malady | have in mind.  Theré's no cure.
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There are no pdliatives even. The most eminent
physician in the world can do no more than offer sym-
pathy and consolation.

CAROLINE: My dear Dr. Cornish, you freeze the very marrow
un my bones. Tell me what it is quickly. | will brace
mysdf to bear the worst.

DR. CORNISH: Middle age.
CAROLINE: Say that again.
DR. CORNISH: Middle age.
CAROLINE: Impossible! Oh, impossible!

DR. CORNISH: Let me suggest one or two symptoms to you.
Haven'ti you noticed lately how young the policemen
are abaiit the streets? Why, they're mere boys. But
when you were a girl, don't you remember, they were
middle-aiged men.

CAROLINE: Mow that you come to spesk of it | have noticed
that the policemen are very young nowadays.

DR. CORNISH: And when you're in a house party, haventt
you noticW that some of the young people are redly
very rowgv? It's lucky they keep more or less to them-
sves bee use their conversation redlly is very tedious.

CAROLINE: Byj it is very tedious.

DR. CoRNistthtt's just the same as it was fifteen years ago,
and you ;. In'tfind it so then.

CAROLINE: " 1Ire beginning to frighten me.

DR. CORNISH liTou're devoted to dancing, aren't you?

CAROLINE: [Brlgﬁtfy] Passionately. That, a dl events, hasn't
left me.

DR. CORNISH: B'_ut don't you find by about onein the morn-
ing you're r;‘ither tired and quite ready to go home?

CAROLINE: | natpraly don't want to beja wreck next day.

Da CORNISH: Wereyou awreck next day fifteenyears ago?
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CAROLINE: | used to be able to deep till twelve o'clock next
morning.

DR. CORNISH: And now you can't? | know. At whatever
time you go to bed you awake about eight, don't you?
One does, you know, as one grows older.

CAROLINE: I'm beginning to feel a hundred*

DR. CORNISH: You mustn't take it too hardly. Things
haven't gone very far yet.

CAROLINE: [Ironically.} Thank you so much.

DR. CORNISH: Perhaps you've noticed one white hair on
your head, and you've said to your friends: I'm sure |
shdl be prematurely grey.

CAROLINE: Areyou enjoying this, Dr. Cornish?

DR. CORNISH: It's not so tragic as you think.

CAROLINE: Middleage?

DR. CORNISH: It'strue there are no remedies. Rouge, dye,
powder and pencil are not even palliatives, they merely
emphasize the obvious.

CAROLINE: Y ouhavenothingtorecommend but resignation?

DR. CORNISH: | can offer comfort.

CAROLINE: [Shaking her head] No.

DR. CORNISH: Dear lady, it'sthe happy time of aman'slife.
You have learnt your limitations. They ce like a pack
of cards, with which the skilful condor can do a
hundred tricks. Passion no longer hold you endaved.
You go your way and attach no more importance to
the opinion of your fellows than is seemly. You are
sound in wind and limb and you are freeJ Good heavens,
when | was young | did things | didn't’ want to because
other people did. Now | do what | ‘ike. | wear the
clothes | fancy, and don't ask mysdf if they're the
fashion. When I'm tired | go to bed. When I'm bored
| betake mysdf to my own counsd. Bélieve me, middle
age is very pleasant. A book, a glsfss of wine, and

i
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Amaryllis sporting in the shade, while I—bask in
the sun.

CAROLINE: Is it because I'm middle-aged that Robert no
longer wants to marry me?

DR. CORNISH: Not a dl. | was explaining why you no
longer wanted to marry him.

CAROLINE: 'Taking a little mirror out of her bag and looking at
hersdfin it] | see mysdf no different from what | was
yesterday or ten years ago.

DR. CORNISH: Y ou'reavery charmingand avery fascinating
woman.

CAROLINE: | was never beautiful. At my best| wasnomore

than pretty, but I've been quite content with that.
Peaple have found me amusing.

DR. CORNISH: Nonemorethan|.

CAROLINE: I've never lacked admiration. . . . It's beenthe
breath of my nodtrils, Dr. Cornish. If dl that is to go,
what is there |eft? Charity and good works? You talk
like aman. You tak like afool. You don't know what
middle age is to a woman. It's very hard. It gives me
such apain in my heart. [Shebeginsto cryalittle. DR.
CORNISH watches her with not unkindly amusement] You're
not going to charge me for this, are you? That would
be more than | could bear.

DR. CORNISH: On the contrary, I'm going to charge you
double. A doctor is only supposed to give drugs, but
I've given you common sense. [CAROLINE gives a little
cry.] What is the matter?

CAROLINE: May your hair fall out in bushels, and dl your
teeth rattle from your palsed gums. May your joints
ache with rheumatism and your toes tingle with gout.
May you wheeze and snore like an overfed pug, and
blow like a ridiculous grampus.

DR. CORNISH: Mercy!
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CAROLINE: What a fool | am to let mysdlf be harassed by
you. Were nothing in oursdves. Were what other
people think we are. I've just thought of Rex.

DR. CORNISH: Who the dickens is Rex?

CAROLINE: Rex is passion and youth and love. To him, a
dl events, I'm young and charming. He loves me.

DR. CORNISH: Ho, ho!

CAROLINE: [Goingto the telephone] Mayfair 2315. Rex? D'you
know who it is? [She makes her voice as seductive as she
knows how.] What are you doing? Idle creature. Under
the circumstances . . . Under what circumstances?
Would you like to come and dine with me to-night?
[Her face changes Engaged? Y ou've never been engaged
before when I've asked you. Can't you break the
engagement? Oh, of course, if there's any difficulty you
mustn't think of it. Anyhow, come round and see me
now; well drink a dish of tea together. Very well. [She
puts down the receiver] He's coming at once.

DR. CORNISH: What are you going to do?

CaROLINE: 1? Oh, I'm going to tell him that I've refused
Robert.

DR. CORNISH: And then?
CAROLINE: [Smiling.] Then well see.

[She draws a long, triumphant breath. It is obvious that
she expects theyoung man then to fling his passionate
heart at her feet.

DR. CORNISH: My adviceto you isto marry Robert Oldham.
CAROLINE: He doesn't want to marry me.
DR. CORNISH: Nag him alittle.

CAROLINE: Why should | marry him? Hes not young. |
don't believe were suited to one another.

DR. CORNISH: You try. Youll find youll jog dong quite
comfortably. ’
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CAROLINE: Good heavens, | don't want to jog dong. | want
poetry, passion, romance.

DR. CORNISH: [Soothingly.] Yes. | think FI write you alittle
prescription. | dare say a gentle sedative will do you
no harm.

CAROLINE: [As be prepares to sit down] You can write as
many prescriptions as you like, but if you think Fm
going to take your beastly medicine you're very much
mistaken.

DR. CORNISH: [Writing] Human emoation is a queer busi-
ness. Has it ever struck you that with a few grains of
one drug you can make the timid heroic, and with afew
grams of another the romantic, matter-of-fact. You can
make thefemwe incomprise satisfied with her lot and the
adventurer content to stick to his desk. You have read
that the history of the world would have been different
if Cleopatras nose had been longer. My dear, | have
no doubt that if Cleopatra had been treated with valerian
and massage she would never have made such a fool
of hersdf at the Battle of Actium, and I'm convinced
that with the administration of a certain amount of
strychnine and iron | could have persuaded Antony that
it wasn't worth while to lose an empire for her sske.
Take this three times a day after medls. Youll find it'l
do you alat of good.

CAROLINE: | don't want to be done good to.

[COOPER comes in.

COOPER: Mrs. Trench has cdled, maam.

CAROLINE: I'm not a home, Coaper.

COOPER: | said you were not a home, mdam; but Mrs.
Trench says you telephoned for her to come at once

CAROLINE: 1? 1 did no such thing.
COOPER: What shdl | say, maam?
CAROLINE: | suppose she must come up.
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COOPER: Very good, maam.
[Exit.
DR. CORNISH: Well, good-bye, dear lady.
CAROLINE: I'm twenty-five, Dr. Cornish. Romance is on
the way to my door in a two-seater.
DR. CORNISH: Send it away, and let common sense come
trundling dong in a four-wheeler.
CAROLINE: Never. Good-bye.
[DR. CORNISH goes out. In a moment ISABELLA comes
in with MAUDE FULTON.
CAROLINE: I'm delighted to see you, Isabdla; but | can't
make out what you mean by saying | telephoned.
MAUDE: | teephoned.
CAROLINE: Youl
MAUDE: | think it's absurd that you should refuse Robert
Oldham. | sent for Isabella so that we might talk it
over.
CAROLINE: May | ask what businessit is of |sabellds?
ISABELLA: My dear, when your friends see you about to
make aterrible mistake, they wouldn't be friends if they
didn't do everything they could to save you from it.
CAROLINE: | take it that you've talked the matter out
downgtairs.
MAUDE: | put the case before Isabdla as | saw it.
ISABELLA: | can hardly believe it even now. It's the most
astounding thing I've ever heard in my life.
CAROLINE: | hope you've had a pleasant chat. Now | will
ask you both to go away. I'm going to lie down.
MAUDE: [Stting down firmly.] No, Carling, we will not go
till you've heard what we have to say.
ISABELLA: There must be some misunderstanding. It only
r_eqﬁj[res a little good-will and everything can be put
right.
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CARCd)ILINE: Robert and | understand one another only too

well.

ISABELLA: | wonder if you haven't known him so long that
Kou_‘ve ceased to redize what a very attractive man

e is.

CAROLINE: [A little surprised.] Do you find him s0?

ISABELLA: Hes one of the most charming men I've ever
met.

CAROLINE:  On!

ISABELLA: He's very handsome. He has charming eyes.

CAROLINE: Ah! That's just what he says about you.

ISABELLA: [Pleased.] Redly? Do tell me what he says.

CAROLINE: What a pity you can't marry him yoursdf,
Isabdllal

ISABELLA: Oh, I! Hés never had eyes for anybody when
you've been there.

CAROLINE: Not till to-day. But then I'm not aways there,
am 1?

ISABELLA: What do you mean, Caroline? You're speaking
quite acidly.

CAROLINE: Oh, nothing.

MAUDE: All that is neither here nor there. Y ou can't afford
to refuse Robert. You've been a good ded talked about
in connection with Robert Oldham; but your friends
have been exceedingly sympathetic owing to the peculiar
circumstances. But honestly you owe it to them just
as much as to yoursdf to marry the man as soon as
you can.

CAROLINE: I'm going to marry to please myself, not to
please my friends.

MAUDE: Besides, it's high time you settled down.

CAROLINE: Upon my word, | don't know why.

MAUDE: You're no chicken, Caraline.
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CAROLINE: At dl events, I'm younger than you, darling.

MAUDE: A widow is as old as her possble hushand, a
'spinster is as young as her latest young man.

CAROLINE: Thenif | choose ahusband at al I'll choose one
younger than Robert.

ISABELLA: My dear, he'saperfect age. Everyone knows that
young men think of nothing but themselves. It's the
man of forty-five who makes much of you.

MAfUDkE: Dear Caroling, | think the time has arrived to be
rank.

CAROLINE: Good heavens, haven't you beenfrank hitherto?

MAUDE: I've been doing my best to spare your fedings.

CAROLINE: | hadn't noticed it.

MAUDE: I'm afraid | shal have to make mysdf a little
unpleasant.

CAROLINE: For my good or for your own satisfaction?

MAUDE: By amerciful interposition of providence in these
meatters one can generaly combine the two. | fed it
my duty to tell you the whale truth.

CAROLINE: Will it take very long?

MAUDE: Why?

CAROLINE: Only that I'm expecting Rex in aminute or two,
and I'm afraid | must ask you to leave me when he
Comes.

MAUDE: That'savery strange request.

CAROLINE: He has asked to see me done.

MAUDE: What doeshewant?

CAROLINE: I'm sure | don't know. I'mfilledwith curiosity.

MAUDE: | won't conced from you that I'm surprised,
Caraline,

CAROLINE: Areyou?

MAUDE: Yes you e | told him you were engaged to
Robert  Oldham.
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CAROLINE: [Indignantly.] You didn't. How dare youl Redly,
Maude, you take top much upon yoursalf. It's mon-
strous. | will not let you interfere with my affairsinthis
way. It's too monstrous.

MAUDE: Wdl, | thought you would be. And what's more,
you ought to be.

CAROLINE: I'll never forgive you. How dare you? How
dare you?

ISABELLA: [At the window.] Here he is.

CAROLINE: Rex? ~

ISABELLA: Hes just driven up.

MAUDE: I'm not going, Caroline. We must thrash this
matter out thoroughly. While Rex is here Isdbdla and
I will have a cup of teain your boudoir,

CAROLINE: 'lIronically] Make yourselves at home, won't you?

MAUDE:; Come, Isabdlla.

CAROLINE: [Furiously] If you'd like an egg to your tea, mind
you order it.

[The two ladies go out. CAROLINE hurriedly looks at
herselfin theglass, arrangesher hair alittle, powders
her nose, and settles herselfdown in a becoming attitude
with a book. She is careful to arrange her skirt so
that it shall make a graceful line. COOPER shows in
REX  CUNNINGHAM.

COOPER: Mr. Cunningham.

[ Exit.

CAROLINE: [Very affably] How nice of you to come.

REX: | thought | was never going to see you again.

CAROLINE: Good heavens, why?

REX: [With a shrug of the shoulders| Let me congratulate you
on your engagement.

CAROLINE: D'you mean that my engagement entails the
bresking of our friendship?
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REX: Don't you know how I've felt for you ever since |
knew you? D'you think | have no heart?

CAROLINE; No, | don't think that. You are romance,
youth, passion.

REX: | could bear to think of you as the wife of a man
I'd never seen. He was far away, and | knew you didn't
carefor him. But now it's quite different.

CAROLINE: Youveknownawaysthat | wasdeeply attached
to Robert.

REX: If you knew how I've suffered.

CAROLINE: Don't, Rex, you break my heart.

REX: And | shal go on suffering. | know myself. | know
what tortures I'm capable of. I've got that nature. But
what must be, must be. The only thing is, | beseech you
not to ask me to go on seeing youl.

CAROLINE: But I'm very fond of you.

REX: Y ou say that because you have akind heart. You'll be
happy with the man you love. | shal only beinthe way.
Say good-bye to me and let me go. I'm seeing you now
for the last time. | shal never get over it. My lifeis
blighted. But at al events let me spare you the sight of
my torment. Let mesufferinslenceandin solitude.

CAROLINE: What would you say if | told you that I'd
refused to marry Robert Oldham?

REX: You? But Miss Fultontold meyou were engaged.

CAROLINE: She was mistaken.

REX: 'Looking at her blankly.] My hat!

CAROLINE: [Alittlesurprised.] Aren't you pleased?

REX Why didyourefusehim?

CAROLINE: | suppose because | didn't love him enough.

REX: Areyou quite sureyou're wise?

CAROLINE: | beg your pardon? | didn't expect you to ask me
that question!
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REX: I'm thinking of your happiness.

CAROLINE: It may bethat my happinessliesdsewhere.

REX: [Not without embarrassment."' After dl, you've known
Robert Oldham a great many years, haven't you?

CAROLINE: Not so many asdl that.

REX: Hes avery good chap. None better. He's by way of
being distinguished too. | dwaysfed rather insignificant
besdehim.

CAROLINE: One might amost think you wanted me to
marry him.

REX: It would break my heart. Y ou know that.

CAROLINE: But——

REX: Looking at it entirely from your point of view | can't
help seeing it would be the best thing.

CAROLINE: It's nice of you to be so anxious for my welfare.

REX: That has been my firstthought ever sincel first saw you.

CAROLINE: It's rare to find such unselfishness in a man.

REX: I'm so accustomed to being absolutely wretched.

CAROLINE: [With aflashofinsight.] Are you sure you don't
rather likeit?

REX: I? Do you know how many degpless nights I've spent
onyour account?

CAROLINE: AndI felt so sorry for you, poor dear. Tell me,
has nobody ever been in love with you?

REX: | suppose s0. But, | don't know why, it's aways
bored me stiff.

CAROLINE: I'm beginning to see daylight. You thrive on
hopeless passion, my poor friend.

REX: | don't know what you mean. If you think that
| haven't been perfectly sincereindl I've said to you——

CAROLINE: [Interrupting] Oh, I'm sure you have. But
hasn't my grestest attraction been that | didn't return
your love?
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REX: | never expected to hearyou say such things to me,
Caraline.

CAROLINE: My dear, | don't blame you. Were as were
made. You are the unhappy lover. | was a donkey not
to see it before.

REX: You make mefed anawful fool, Caroline,

CAROLINE: Don't grudge me that little bit of satisfaction.
By the way, where are you dining to-night?

REX: Isabdlaasked meto eat achop with her.

CAROLINE: It crossed my mind that it might be she. Dear
Issbdla. Youl'l like her so much as you get to know her
more. She has a husband in India and shell never do
anything to cause him any red uneasiness; but she has a
very tender heart and an unlimited amount of sympathy.

REX: Cardline, you don't think for amoment——?

CAROLINE: No, but | recommend it. You s now I've
discovered that nothing can distress you more than
to have your passon returned, I'm afraid | shan't
succeed in being as sympathetic as you have the right to
expect.

REX Youre unjust to me, Cardline. It's not my fault if
"I'm only redly happy when I'm utterly miserable.

CAROLINE: I'msogladI'mnot. Butit takes dl sorts to make
a world.

REX: Andyou know, they never give me achance. They're
quite impossible.

CAROLINE: Who?

REX: Women.

CAROLINE: They will fall onyour neck, | suppose. They're
affectionatecreatures.

REX: They're dwayswanting to sacrifice themselves.

CAROLINE: | nearly did mysdf, Rex.

REX: They're so sdfish. They never will let a man be sdf-
sacrificing and dl that sort of thing. Why shouldnt a
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man be an object of pity? | want to deny myself, | want
to stand aside, | can suffer in dlence. I'm madelike that.

CAROLINE: Not quiteinslence, Rex. But I'm keeping you,
and I'm sure you have a hundred things to do. Good-
bye.

REX: No one will ever understand me. Good-bye. [He
goes to the door, opens ., andpauses a moment] And you
know, Caroline, a woman is more desirable when she's
unattainable.

[ Exit.

CAROLINE: [A sudden light dawning upon her.] A true word|
[Pause] My hat!

[MAUDE FULTON and ISABELLA TRENCH come in.

MAUDE: We heard him go.

CAROLINE: Heavens, I'd forgotten al about you. [To
ISABELLA] Well, my dear, you've not been wasting
your time with Rex, have you? He thinks you have
charming blue eyes too.

ISABELLA: Caroline, what do you mean?
CAROLINE: It appears he's dining with you to-night.
ISABELLA: | merely askedhimbecauseheseemedunhappy.

CAROLINE: Unhappy? Why, he enjoys being unhappy. |
give him to you, Isabella, since you want him.

ISABELLA: [Outraged] Ohl

CAROLINE: Youll just suit him. Youll listen to dl his
protestations of affection, and youll weep little st
tears of sympathy when he tells you he adores you.
And you'll give him to understand that your husband
doesn't appreciate you. And you'll be dreadfully sorry
for him. And | can trust you not to go an inch further
than is quite safe. Y ou mustn't do that because it'll put
him out dreadfully. Thelast thing he wantsis to have his
“fedings reciprocated.
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ISABELLA: [Beginning to cry.] | never thought you'd say such
things to me.

MAUDE: Caroline, you've asked him to marry you and he's
refused.

CAROLINE: Oh, | haven't. Redly that's too much. I've
never been so insulted. [Shebeginstocryalso.] Oh, | hate
you, Maude, | hate youl

MAUDE: Cardline!

CAROLINE: You'reaspiteful, envious cat.

MAUDE: You'vegot no right to say such thingsto me. I've
only aimed at your good.

[She begins to cry. They all three sob angrilyfor a minute,
then all three take their bags and pull out their
mirrors.

ISABELLA: Oh, my dear, what afright | look.
CAROLINE: Good heavendl | look a perfect sight.
MAUDE: Crying doesn't suit me one bit.

[These three speeches are said together then all three take
their puffs and powder their noses. While they are
busily engaged COOPER comes in.

COOPER: Mr. Oldham has called, maam.
CAROLINE: Not a home.

COOPER: He said he'd come by appointment, maam.
MAUDE: That's quite right. Show him up, Cooper.
COOPER: Very good, miss.

[ Exit.
CAROLINE: What d'youmean, Maude?

MAUDE: | sent for him.

CAROLINE: Abominable woman! I'm speechless Maude,
you abominable woman!

MAUDE: | don't care if you're angry. The matter can't be
left like this, and something's got to be done.

CAROLINE: [Makingfor the door.] | won't see him.
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MAUDE: But he's here now.

CAROLINE: Get rid of him, then. Y ou think he's charming,
Isabella, take him too.

ISABELLA: H€Il never go without seeing you.

CAROLINE: Then!'ll tell you why | refused him—because he
didn't want to marry me. | saw his heart sink as the
words were wrung out of him by his sense of decency.
He asked me only because hefelt he must.

MAUDE: Oh, what nonsense! | oughtn't to have left you
done. You'reapair of children. | dare say hewasalittle
nervous, and I'm sure you were.

CAROLINE: Tkere'sno doubt that hewas. If you'd seenthe
amount of whisky he took! Dutch courage to propose
tome Areyou going to ask him now to marry me out of
pity! | dare say he'saready got aticket for the South Sea
Idands in his pocket.

ISABELLA: Everyoneknowsthat Robert hasworshippedthe
ground you trod on for ten years. It's incredible that
now, when he can a last achieve his greatest wish, he
shouldn't want to.

CAROLINE: Youidiat, Isabela, don't you know that the only
thing men want is the unattainable?

MAUDE: | suppose you're quite surethat he did propose?

CAROLINE: Y oumay bequitecertainthat | wouldn't havelet
him out of the room before he did. | have my sdf-
respect to think of.

MAUDE: Perhaps you didn't make yoursdlf aluring enough.

CAROLINE: | made mysdf asaluring as| knew how.

MAUDE: You should have waited till the evening. A good
dinner and a bottle of champagne have a wonderful
effect on the masculine heart.

ISABELLA: And no woman is S0 attractive that she's not
improved by shaded lights and an evening frock. -
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CAROLINE: | didn't want him to come this morning. You
did it. 1 knew very well that no man feels like marriage
before luncheon.

MAUDE: | thought Robert was an exceptional man.
CAROLINE: No man's an exceptional man. Y ou must know
that by now.
ISABELLA: Whatishedoing all thistime?
CAROLINE: Making up his mind to face the music. | won't
come out of my room till he's gone.
[She flings out of the room. The two ladies are left
astounded.
MAUDE: Well!

ISABELLA: Dear Caroline is rather hard sometimes. She
should show more tenderness.

[COOPER ushers in ROBERT OLDHAM and then goes out.
COOPER: Mr. Oldham.

ROBERT: | just asked Cooper to givemeadrink. Is Caroline
not here? Good afternoon. [Slence] Is anything the
matter? When | came out of court my clerk gave me a
message that | was to come a once on a matter of the
greatest importance.

MAUDE: | sent the message. I'm not pleased with you,
Robert. '

ROBERT: How changeable you are. It's only afew hours ago
since you inssted on kissing me,
MAUDE: Thisisnotimefor flippancy.

ROBERT: My dear Maude, if conscience took ahuman shape,
| am convinced she would take yours. Bdieve me,
nothing is further from me than flippancy.

MAUDE: Thenyour conscienceistroubling you.
ROBERT: | never ssid 0. It'sperfectly at ease.
MAUDE: Inthat case your remark was sensdess.
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ROBERT: [Desperately.] Oh, heavens! | was only trying to be
funny.

MAUDE: | should have thought you knew enough about
cross-examination to redize that it was an extremely
damaging admission.

ROBERT: Good God, woman, don't bully me. What is the
meatter?

MAUDE: [impressively,] What have you done to Caroline?

ROBERT: 1? | don't understand what you mean?

MAUDE: Whenwe camehere, Isabellaandl, to congratulate
her, we found Caroline in a state of complete collagpse.
Isn't that so, Isabella?

ISABELLA: [A little doubtfully] Yes, Maude.

MAUDE: Shewas crying her eyes out. Her maid told us that
sheld had one fainting fit after another. The sal volatile
bottle was empty. Isn't that so, Isabella?

ISABELLA: [Very uncomfortably] Yes, Maude.

MAUDE: We had to send for the doctor. He says her
condition is most alarming, and itll be a miracle if she
escapes brain fever.

ROBERT: Good God!

MAUDE: | repeat, what have you doneto Caroline?

ROBERT: Nothing. | asked her to marry me.

MAUDE: Ahl That confirms Carolin€s statement, Isabella.
And she refused. Weren't you alittle surprised?

ROBERT: My dear Maude, surprised isn't the word. | was
staggered. I'm redling under the blow 4ill.

MAUDE: It must have seemedincomprehensible.

ROBERT: Imagine. For ten years I've longed for the
moment when | might be able to ask her to be my wife.
It has been my dearest hope. There was nothing in the
world | wanted more. She shatters dl my expectations
a ablow. At the moment it seems to me that | have
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nothing left to live for. | suppose | shal get over it in
time, but . . .

MAUDE: Why don't you ask her again?

ROBERT: She made me understand that her decison was
quiteirrevocable. And, after al, my prideis deeply hurt.
| cannot expose mysdlf a second time to so monstrous a
humiliation.

MAUDE: Fddle

ROBERT: Redly, Maude, | think you might show me some

"sympathy in the bitterest disappointment of my life.

MAUDE: My dear friend, Caroline refused you because you
showed her very plainly that you didn't want to marry
her.

ROBERT: Oh, what nonsensel Everyone knows | wanted to
marry her.

MAUDE: You asked her as though it was a duty you owed
her. A woman of spirit would naturally refuse. | would
haverefused you mysdlf.

ROBERT: Isabdlla, everyone knows Maudeis aterribleliar.
Tell me, isthereaword of truth in what she says?

ISABELLA: Perhaps you didn't quite redlize that a woman
doesn't like these things arranged in too matter-of-fact a
way. You should have made love to her. I'm sure you
do it very well.

ROBERT: [Stting down beside her.! What makes you think
that?

ISABELLA: TJat is the sort of thing that every woman
knows.

ROBERT: What intuition you have, Isabella

ISABELLA: [Putting her band on his] | know you love her,
Robert.

ROBERT: [Taking her band.] I'm devoted to her.

ISABELLA: Letacharmingstory haveacharmingend.
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ROBERT: | wonder if sheredly caresfor me, Issbella
ISABELLA: Oh, how can you doubt it? Women are faithful
creatures, Robert.

ROBERT: Fiddlity is not the characteristic which | have
found most conspicuous in them in my practice a the
Bar.

ISABELLA: D'youknow that Carolineisjeal ousof you?

ROBERT: Oh, come; what makesyouthink that?

ISABELLA: She's furious with me. Of course, | know she's
not quite herself to-day, but she's been unkind to me.
It appears that you told her | had chiming blue eyes.

ROBERT: Soyou have.

ISABELLA: You ought to have said it to me. | should have
understood. I'm afraid she took it amiss.

ROBERT: Y ouwouldunderstandanything.

ISABELLA: | suppose | have a natura gift of sympathy. Of
course, Caralineis charming, but sheisalittlelacking in
tenderness sometimes, don't you think s0?

ROBERT: Thatisyour most exquisitetrait.

MAUDE: Redly, Isabela, 1 don't know what you think
you're doing.

ISABELLA: [With someasperity.] My dear, | wish you'd let me
do thingsin my own way.

MAUDE: | can't see that anything you've sad for the last
five minutes will make it any clearer to Robert that it is
his duty to marry Caroline,

ROBERT: Dutyl Stern daughter of the voice of God.

MAUDE: Y ou've compromised her. You've got her talked
about. There's only one course opentoyou. You oweit
to yourself and you owe it to her. And you oweit to us.

ROBERT; Oh, redly. Do you think s0?

MAUDE: We cant be deprived now of the satisfaction of
seaing you both happy. Y ou've behaved like agentleman
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hitherto; I recommend you to play the role with elegance
totheend.

ROBERT: [He thinks it over for a moment. He makes up his
mind."" Il see Cardline.

MAUDE: We will leave you. Come, Isabella We have
done our duty, and the saints in heaven can do no
more. ’

ISABELLA: Good-bye.

[He opens the door for them and they go out. He rings the
bell. He walks up and down moodily once or twice, but
then braces himself; he is an Englishman, and fears no
foe. COOPER comes in.

ROBERT: Will you ask Mrs. Ashley if | could see her for a
few minutes?

COOPER: Mrs. Ashley is engaged, Sir.

ROBERT: I'll wait till she is free.

COOPER: Very good, sr. [Exit COOPER. In a moment she
comes in again.] Mrs. Ashley is ill, sir, and unable to see
anyone.

ROBERT: I'll wait till she's well.

COOPER: Very good, sr. [Shegoes out and in a moment more
comes back.] Mrs. Ashley is dead, Sr.

ROBERT: I'll wait till she comes to life. This is the day of'
judgment, and the last trump is sounding loud and long.

COOPER: Very good, Sir.

[Exit. Thisbrings CAROLINE.

CAROLINE: Have they gone?

ROBERT: Thank God!

CAROLINE: [Calling.] Cooper.

COOPER: [Comingin] Yes, maam?

CAROLINE: Put the chain on the door and don't let anyone
in, or I'll give you your notice.

COOPER: Very good, maam.

[Exit.
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CAROLINE: Your message was so pathetic that | had to
come, Robert.

ROBERT: Look here, Caroline, you behaved very badly in
putting dl the blame on me. You didn't so very much
want to marry me, did you?

CAROLINE: [Smiling.] Not sovery much.

ROBERT: Thenwhat'sdl this nonsense about floods of tears
kndfainting fits?

CAROLINE: Who told you that?

ROBERT: Maude. She said you were in a state of collapse,
and would only escape brain fever by amiracle.

CAROLINE: [Chuckling] You didn't believeit?

ROBERT: No. But | thought you might be up to some
monkey trick.

CAROLINE: | boretheblasting of all my hopeswith complete
fortitude, Robert.

ROBERT: Wéll, now look here, Caroling, it's no good kicking
againg the pricks. Weve got to marry.

CAROLINE: [Energetically,] I'm hanged if we do.

ROBERT: Y ou know, thisisonly the beginning. We shall be
left no peace. Sooner or later we shal be driven to it.
We may just as well resign ourselves and bow to the
inevitable.

CAROLINE: If I marry it'll be because | want to, not to please
my friends.

ROBERT: My dear, | have alarge experience of the reasons
for which two people marry. They marry from pique, or
loneliness, or fear, for money, position, or boredom;
because they can't get out of it, or because their friends
think it'll be agood thing, becatise no one has ever asked
them before, or because they're afraid of being left on
the shelf; but the one reason which infallibly leads to
disaster is when they marry because they want to.

CAROLINE: You'reonly sayingthat to reassureme.
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ROBERT: D'you think Maude and Isabella will give up the
struggle? Never. They'll be joined by al your friends,
wholl think it very funny that you don't marry, and by
al mine, who'l think there's a discreditable reason on
my sde, by your uncles and aunts, by my nephews and
nieces My dear girl, we haven't a chance.

CAROLINE: I will fightto thelast cartridge, Robert.

ROBERT: Afterdl, | dare say well jog along well enough.

CAROLINE: [Vehemently.] Jog dongl jog dongl jog aong!
| don't want to jog along.

ROBERT: Y ou know I'm devoted to you, Caraline,

CAROLINE: I'm devoted to you, Robert.

ROBERT: But | don't mind telling you now that at the first
moment the thought of marriage frightened me out of
my wits. It meant changing all my habits and forming
new ones. It meant giving up my freedom. . . . You
don't mind my saying this, do you?

CAROLINE: My dear, | didn't fed very differently myself.

ROBERT: It'snot that | want to be agay dog, but | want to be
ableto be agay dogif | want to.

CARCLINE: | know. Don't you know how you fed when
you've been along journey, and your train steams in at
night to some strange city that you've never been in
before. All the lights are twinkling. And a wonderful
excitement seizes you, and you think any adventure may
happen to you. It never does, but it aways may. Oh,
Robert, if you were dtting on the seat oppodte me I'd
know it never could.

ROBERT: It's no good, Cardline; we're the heroes of romance,
you and I. Weve got to satisfy the human craving for a
happy ending.

CAROLINE: I wishto heaven my husband had never died.

ROBERT: You know, Caroline, perhaps we shdl fed quite
differently about it when wearemarried.
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CAROLINE: What makesyouthink that?

ROBERT: | knew a man in South Africawho was engaged to
agirl in England, and he wasn't able to send for her till
they'd been engaged for seven years. He went to meet
her at Durban, but just as the boat was coming in his
courage failed him, and he turned and ran. She chased
him to Cape Town. He fled to Johannesburg. She
chased him to Port Elizabeth. He fled to Lorenzo-
Marquez. My dear, she chased him up and down the
Continent of Africa, and at last she cornered him. She
married him out of hand, and ever snce he's been the
happiest mandive.

CAROLINE: I'm not thinking of you, Robert, I'm thinking
entirely of myself.

ROBERT: My dear, in another hour Maude will be on your
doorgtep.

CAROLINE: The chainis up.

ROBERT: Shell bring acamp-stool and sandwiches.

CAROLINE: Robert, thisisintolerable? | stherenothingyou
can do?

ROBERT: Good heavens, what can | do? I'm a desperate
man.

CAROLINE: I don'tliketo ask youto commit suicide.

ROBERT: That's lucky, because | have no intention of doing
0.

CAROLINE: | suppose you wouldn't marry Maude?

ROBERT: No. Certainly not!

CAROLINE: Istherenothingyou'll dofor me?

ROBERT: Il marry you.

CAROLINE: I'ooh, you're doing that for yourself, not for me.

ROBERT: It'j no good quarrelling. We shal have plenty of
time for that when were married.

CAROLINE: D'you know, weve never quarrelled oncein dl
the time we've known one another.
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ROBERT: Thataugurswell for thefuture, a al events.

CAROLINE: Robert, | don't want to marry you.

ROBERT: Come, my dear, just alittle courage. | wouldn't
pressyouif | saw away out, but thereisn't one.

CAROLINE: Are you sure?

ROBERT: Postive. It's the only way.

CAROLINE: It'safar, far better thing that | do than | have
i ever done before, Robert.

ROBERT: Thenit's settled?

CAROLINE: [With a sigh] It's settled.

ROBERT: Wed better getit over quickly, Caroline.

CAROLINE: | supposenothingisgained by delaying.

ROBERT: It's lucky | didn't resgn from those clubs as |
talked of doing.

CAROLINE: Why?

ROBERT: Wdl, itwasamereextravagance, | never went near
them; but | shall wantthemwhen| ammarried.

CAROLINE: | thought it was chiefly bachelors who used
clubs.
ROBERT: Oh, no; bachelorsdon't mind staying at home.

CAROLINE: This will make a great change in your life,
Robert.

ROBERT: I've aways been very domegtic. | dare say it'll do
me good to be shaken up a bit.

CAROLINE: You spent practicaly all your evenings here.
I'm sure it won't hurt you to see a little more of other
people.

ROBERT: We were getting into a groove, Caraline. | dare
say it wanted something like this to stir us up. | look
forward to the future with considerable pleasure.

CAROLINE: The past was very pleasant, Robert. A tete-A-tefe
will never be the same thing again.
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ROBERT: You'e thinking of the little suppers we used to
have at the Savoy after the play They were jolly,
weren't they?

CAROLINE: And you know, Robert, | never logt the little
thrill it gave me to come and dine with you in your
house. They were harmless little dinners enough, but
there was always a sense of adventure when | took off my
cloak in your hall.

ROBERT: By theway, what areyou going to do about getting
rid of your house?

CAROLINE: [Astounded] I'm not going to get rid of my
house.

ROBERT: My dear, we don't want two.

CAROLINE: Of course not. | naturally supposed you'd sl
yours.

ROBERT: Why? I've had my house for twenty years. I'm
very much attached toit. You've only got alesse.

CAROLINE: That's got nothingto dowithit. I'vejust hadit
redecorated. I've spent afortune on my bathroom.

ROBERT: You're not going to ask me to have my bathin a
futurist bathroom. | never feel my best before breakfast
asitis.

CAROLINE: I'm sorry you don't like my bathroom. But that's
amatter of taste.

ROBERT: Persondly, | don't see what anyone can want
more than plan white tiles. It's clean, sanitary and
cheerful.

CAROLINE: [Beginning to be vexed.] Oh, of course you aways
think your own things are better than anybody dses.
Your bathroom is just like a tube station. | redly can't
see mysdf having my bathinit. | should be afraid al the
time that a young man was going to pop in and say:
Next station—Marble Arch!
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ROBERT: My dear child, you must be sensible. It's perfectly
obvious that my house is amuch nicer one than yours.

CAROLINE: [Sharply] | don't agree with you at al.

ROBERT: [Impatiently] Of course, if you won't lisen to
reason, there's nothing more to be sad.

CAROLINE: I tel you frankly that nothing will induce meto
leave this house.

ROBERT: Redlly, this is sheer obstinacy. There's no room
for me here. There's not even a room that | can make
into a study.

CAROLINE: Oh, yes, there is. There's that very nice little
room behind the dining-room.

ROBERT: [Indignantly] It looks out on ablank wall.

CAROLINE: That's just why | thought it would do so well
for astudy. Therell be nothing to distract your thoughts.

ROBERT: You've told me a hundred times you could do
.nothing with it—it was like an ice-box in winter and like
a furnace in summer. Redly, if you have no more
affection for me than that . . .

CAROLINE: It isn't a matter of affection, it's a matter of
commonsense. Y our house is very nice for a bachelor ...

ROBERT: [Interrupting] Thank you.

CAROLINE: Butit'squiteunsuitablefor awoman. Thereare
no cupboards.

ROBERT: Now you're making difficulties, Caroline Cup-
boards can be built.

CAROLINE: And which room have you settled for my
boudoir? The cod-cdlar? It's preposterous.

ROBERT: [With temper] I'm not going to argue the matter,
Cardline. I've made up my mind and there's an end of it.

CAROLINE: [Quite decidedly] | happen to have made up my
mind too.
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ROBERT: When | was waiting for you just now | decided
exactly how to arrange matters. 'Y ou shal have the best
bedroom, of course.

CAROLINE: It hasn't any sun, | know it.

ROBERT: [With dignity.] It is the room that my poor Aunt
Charlotte died in, Caroline.

CAIROL_I NE: That doesn't make it any pleasanter for meto
ive in.

ROBERT: My dear Caroline, | cannot understand your attitude.

CAROLINE: It'squitesmple. I'mpleasedwithmy houseand
I'm going to stick to it.

ROBERT: It's fortunate that I'm the most patient man in the
world. It's obviousthat awoman comesto her husband's
house.

CAROLINE: | don't seewhy a dl.

ROBERT: My dear, it's one of the best-established customs
of the human race. We have Biblica authority for it.
A woman is enjoined to forsake dl and follow her
husband.

CAROLINE: You don't know what you're talking about.
Beforeyou quotethe Biblel recommend you to readit.

ROBERT: [Fuming] Redly, Caroline, | must protest against
the tone you're taking up. ," am discussing the matter in
themost friendly spirit.

CAROLINE: [Furious] Surely you're not going to accuse me
of being acrimonious. You said just now wed never
quarrelled. Bdieve me, it isn't because you haven't
given me abundant provocation.

ROBERT: 1 think well resume the conversation when you're
a little camer, Caroling, Youll only say things now
which you'll regret |ater.

CAROLINE: Don't think for aninstant you can impress me by
being patronizing, Robert. | have no wish to resume the
conversation. I've dready said dl | had to say.
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ROBERT: The great thing is that we should clearly under-
stand one another. | am prepared to gratify al your
whims, however unreasonable they may be, and heaven
knows, for the most part they're unreasonable enough;
but this is a matter of principle. | mean to begin as |
mean to go on. | wish you to put this house in the
agent's hands a once.

CAROLINE: I shal donothing of thesort.

ROBERT: Caroline, | have put my request in the most
courteous and obliging way possible; but I do not
expect it to be disregarded.

CAROLINE: I presumeyou are talking for your own enter-
tainment; you're certainly not talking for mine.

ROBERT: Le&t memake mysdf quiteclear, Caraline. | refuse
to come and livein this house.

CAROLINE: Thatisunfortunate, becausenothingwillinduce
meto come and livein yours.

ROBERT: Perhapsyou'dliketothink the matter over.

CAROLINE: No, thank you. I've quitemadeup my mind. If
you want to marry me you must come and live here.

ROBERT: | will not marry you unless you consent to livein
my house.

CAROLINE: Very well. That settlesit.

ROBERT: Take care, Caroline. 1've proposed twice now. |
shal not propose a third time.

CAROLINE: | wouldn't marry you now if you crawled on
your bended knees from the Tower of London to
Buckingham Pdace.

ROBERT: Inthat casethe marriageisoff, Caroline.

CAROLINE: | was willing to sacrifice mysdf, but it's alittle
too much to expect that dl the sacrificing should be on
my Sde.

ROBERT: Sacrifice, you cdl it. | was marrying you out of
pure good nature.
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CAROLINE: Good heavens, what an escapel'vehad! | might
have been chained to you for life.

ROBERT: It shows what women are. Even the ablest men
are children in their hands. 1've known you ten years,
Cardline, and thisis thefirst time you've shown yourself
in your true colours.

CAROLINE: I've always known that you were selfish, vain
and dyspeptic; but | shut my eyes to it. I've been
punished. | didn't like you thefirsttime | saw you. It's
always amistake not to trust tofirst impressions.

ROBERT: Inthat case, I'm surprised that you threw yourself
at my head in the way you did.

CAROLINE: Thank heaven, my eyesare opened at last! And
as to throwing myself at your head, | would never have
looked at you if you hadn't pestered me with your
attentions.

ROBERT: [Ironically.] | suppose you were sorry for me?
CAROLINE: No, but | knew you were safe. And | can't
imagine anything more ridiculous in a man than that.
ROBERT: [Boiling.] Oh! oh! | will never speak to you again,

Cardline.

CAROLINE: Y ou don't think | wish to continue our acquaint-
ance, do you?

ROBERT: Haveyou anythingmoreto say tome?

CAROLINE: Only this. Perhaps you'd like to meditate over
it. If you were the only man in the world | wouldn't
marry you.

ROBERT: Cardline, | cantruthfully say thatif | had to choose
between the altar and the scaffold | would undoubtedly
choosethe scaffold. Good-bye.

CAROLINE: Good riddance! [He isgoing to the door. Suddenly
the telephone bell rings. They both give a gasp. They look
at one another in dismay. The bell rings firmly.] It's Maude.

ROBERT: Good God! I'd forgotten about her.
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CAROLINE: What shal | do?
ROBERT: I'm off, Caroline.
CAROLINE: You coward! You can't leave melike that.
ROBERT: Well, you'd better answer it.
CAROLINE: Youanswerit, Robert. You'reaman.
ROBERT: | daren't, Caroline.
[Meanwhile the bell rings persistently angrily.
CAROLINE: For goodness sake, stopitringing !
ROBERT: It'll never stop till you answer.
CAROLINE: I wishto heaven I'd never had thetelephone put
in.
ROBERT: | dways didiked Maude.
CAROLINE: She'sadetestablewoman!
ROBERT: | can'timaginewhy you ever put up with her.
CAROLINE: | hate her, | hate her! [Desperately.] For good-
ness sake, stop that ringing!
ROBERT: Take the receiver off.
CAROLINE: Youtakeit off, Robert.
ROBERT: Cardline.
CAROLINE: Oh, Robert, if you'veeverlovedme.
ROBERT: [l do it.

[He creeps towards the table as though it were a beast that

might bite; he stalks it carefully, stealthily, then with a
sudden bound leaps on to the telephone and snatches the
receiver off. CAROLINEgives a shriek. He bounds back
and they are close together. She clings to him.  They
tremble withfear.

ROBERT: I've doneit.

CAROLINE: Don't leave me, Robert.

ROBERT: No, | won't leave you.

CAROLINE: Oh, Robert, | shdl never forget thii.
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ROBERT: Shethinkswereligening. She's ta{I king at her end
now. | expect shes getting angry, She's making a
Eene.

CAROLINE: Oh, Robert, | wonder what she's saying.

ROBERT: Can't you guess? '

CAROLINE: Thank God, the chain is on the door! Shell be
round in ten minutes.

[They look at one another in dismay.

ROBERT: It's no good, Caroline. Weve go't to get married.

CAROLINE: | know. But what is to be dione? You must
think of some way out, Robert.

ROBERT: There€'s only one. We must giv e up both houses
andtakeanew one.

CAROLINE: Butl likemy house, Robert.

ROBERT: | like mine.

CAROLINE: It'll be a wrench for both of 'us. That's some
comfort.

ROBERT: Our first sacrifice on the atar of connubid bliss.

CAROLINE: You'l let me decorate the new house, Robert.

ROBERT: All except the bathroom. Give me that as a
wedding-present.

CAROLINE: | tell you what, well each have a bathroom.
Y ou can have yours like atube station.

ROBERT: Andyoushdl haveonelikean attack of gadtritis.

CAROLINE: [With a sigh] Ifit's got to b e done it had better
be done at once. I'll ring up the house agent.

[She takes up the telephone-book and looks out an address.
ROBERT: Shdl we be married by specid  licence?
CAROLINE: | haven't an idea
ROBERT: | think I'll just go round to the club. Petersenis

sure to be there, and hel's had alot of experience in these

matters. Therés no reason why ' | shouldn't ask him
that.
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CAROLINE: Oh|| how did the divorce go?

ROBERT: First '_rate. I think it'll last for four or five days.
Neither of them will have a shred of reputation by the
time it's over.

CAROLINE: [At the telephone} May fair 148. Are you Messs.
Gaskel and Birch? | want to let my house. ... | cant
say it al on the tdephone. Will you send somebody
round. No. At once Where? Oh, Mrs. Ashley,
Curzon Terrace, Regent's Park.

[Sheputsdown thereceiver.

ROBERT: Isthere anything more you want to say to me? [I'll
be back presently to tell you what I've found out.

CAROLINE: Before dinner?

ROBERT: Oh, yes. By the way, about dinner. Don't you
think we need cheering up a bit? I'm afraid it would be
rather dull dining by ourselves.

CAROLINE: | thinl;itwouldrather.

ROBERT: Why don't you ask Isabella?

CAROLINE: Rex CL'gnningham isdining with her. 1 might ask
him too, and we can play bridge.

ROBERT: Oh, yes that'll be jolly. [CAROLINE takes out her
patience cards] What are you going to do now?

CAROLINE: Oh, I'll have a game of patience.

ROBERT: Yes do. It'll restyou.

[He goes towards the door.
CAROLINE: Raobert.

ROBERT: Yes?
CAROLINE: It's emeralds | like, you know.
ROBERT: I'm glad yoU reminded me.
[He goes Out. She begins to put out her patience cards.

END OF THE SECOND ACT



THE THIRD ACT

SCENE: Thesame. Itisten minutes|ater.

[CAROLINE is finishing her game of patience. COOPER
shows in DR. CORNISH.

COOPER: Dr. Cornish.

[ Exit.

CAROLINE: Thisis a joyful surprise. I've torn up your
prescription.

DR. CORNISH: How onearthdoyou expect adoctor to make
a living if you won't take medicine! You'll remain
perfectly well.

CAROLINE: You didn't talk like that just now.

DR.CORNISH: Thatwasavisit. Thisisacal.

CAROLINE: | hesitateto ask his reason.

DR. CORNISH: You need not. | wasjust going to tell you.
I'm devoured with curiosity.

CAROLINE: That isn't one of the failings that middie-age
eradicates?

DR. CORNISH: Tell me, which haswon, romance or common-
sense? Are you going to marry Robert Oldham or Rex
Cunningham?

CAROLINE: My dear doctor, Rex Cunninghamisamereboy.

DR. CORNISH: Oh, I've known those marriages turn our
very well. My last cook married the lad who came in to
do the boots and knives, and they're very happy. At
least | haven't heard anything to the contrary.

CAROLINE:. | wonder how she worked it.

DR. CORNISH: Thepoalicy of nag, | believe.
19
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CAROLINE: I'Ve promised to marry Robert Oldham.

DR. CORNISH: Thenit only remains for me to congratulate
you.

CAROLINE: Onecomfortisthat my friendswill haveto give
me wedding-presents. | get back on them that way,
don't I?

DR. CORNISH: I'msureyou'll bevery happy.

CAROLINE: [Tartly] I'm sure | shal be nothing of the sort.

DR. CORNISH: Don'tjump downmy throat.

CAROLINE: You know I'm very fond of Robert. | don't
want to lose him.

DR. CORNISH: Isthat inevitable?

CAROLINE: Haven't you noticed that other people's bread-
and-butter is aways much nicer than your own? Robert
islikethat. He dways prefers somebody else's fireside.
If 1 marry him, whereis he going to spend his evenings?

DR. CORNISH: | only see oneway out of it. Y ou must marry
somebody ese.

CAROLINE: I believeit'stheonly way | cankeep Robert. It's
very hard if you come to think of it.

DR. CORNISH: Especidly on the innocent victim.

CAROLINE: WhomdyouthinkI'dbettermarry?

DR. CORNISH: Let us examine your circle of friends and see
who would meet your requirements.

CAROLINE: [Withatwinkleinher eye] I don'tthinkitought
to be anyone too young.

DR. CORNISH: No, a man of a certain age.

CAROLINE: | rather likegrey hair, don'tyou?

DR. CORNISH: A professona man, of course.

CAROLINE: Oh,yes, I'dlikehimto haveinterestsincommon
with Robert.

DR. CORNISH: He oughtn't to be a barrister. It would be
suchaborefor youif they talked shop together.
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CAROLINE: | don't see why he shouldn't be a doctor.

DR. CORNISH: Yes, | don't think that's abad idea. And of
course if he had a pretty large practice it would keep him
busy, wouldn't it?

CAROLINE: Yes. Now, there's only onething more. | think
he ought to be agreat friend of Roberts.

DR. CORNISH: Obvioudy that would make matters much
smpler. Now, let usthink. | wonder who thereis
CAROLINE: Don't bother, Dr. Cornish. I've aready made
up my mind.

DR. CORNISH: God blessmy soul, you'revery quick.

CAROLINE: Youare going to marry me.

DR. CORNISH: [Withgreat decision.] No, I'm not.

CAROLINE: Now, my dear friend, don't be unreasonable.
You mest the requirements in a manner that | can only
describe as miraculous,

DR. CORNISH: My dear lady, let usput thingsin their places
Iharg your medica attendant, not an aspirant to your

and.

CAROLINE: Oh, butyou saidjust now that thiswasacal and
not avist.

DR. CORNISH: We can easlly settle that. | will charge you
hdf a guinea, and that makes it a vist.

CAROLINE: I thoughtyouwereamanof theworld.

DR. CORNISH: If that means getting out of an awkward
predicament gracefully, | flatter mysdf | am.

CAROLINE: No, itdoesn't. It means accepting the inevitable
with degance.

DR. CORNISH: Theinevitableis only what afool has not the
wit to avoid.

CAROLINE: Bdieve me, when awoman really makes up her

mind to marry a man nothing on God's earth can save
him
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DR. CORNISH: No one is more conscious than | of your
advantages. | am sure any man would be lucky to get
you, but you know I'm very modest. | don't deserve so
much happiness.

CAROLINE: Your diffidence gives you a new charm in my
eyes. It shdl be the object of my life to prove you
mistaken.

DR. CORNISH: | have too much affection for you to consent
for aninstant to your wasting your efforts onsounworthy
an object.

CAROLINE: Ah, then you have an affection for me.

DR. CORNISH: A purely medica affection, if | may so put it.

CAROLINE: Good heavens, it soundslike mumps.

DR. CORNISH: You know, you should have had that
prescription made up. | told you you needed soothing.

CAROLINE: I find you soothing. That's one of the reasons
why | consent to marry you.

DR. CORNISH: Don't let us lose sight of the point that |
haven't asked you.

CAROLINE: Well, do.

DR. CORNISH: You might accept me.

CAROLINE: | undoubtedly should.

DR. CORNISH: Then | don't think I'll risk it.

CAROLINE: You'd better. It will only be embarrassing for
both of usif I have to make the proposal.

DR. CORNISH: | can dways say no.

CAROLINE: Oh, but | wouldn't take a refusdl.

DR. CORNISH: Y ou'reaperfect monster of determination.

CAROLINE: When| think of Robert'sgreat affectionfor me,
I'm prepared for anything.

DR. CORNISH: | don't wish to seem brutal, but | really must

tell you that in my heart of hearts | am completely
indifferent to Robert's affection for you.
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CAROLINE: | thought hewas a greet friend of yours.

DR. CORNISH: He is

CAROLINE: Then you must want to make him happy. I'm
sure held like you to be my husband.

DR. CORNISH: You'e putting me in a very embarrassing
position.

CAROLINE: | wonder if you know how very pleasantitisto
be married.

DR. CORNISH: I'm sureit'sdelightful for thosewholikeit.

CAROLINE: Thereareahundredwaysinwhichawoman can
make a man comfortable.

DR. CORNISH: There are athousand and one in which she
can do the reverse.

CAROLINE: | awaysthink there's something rather coldand
cheerless about a house that lacks a woman's touch.

DR. CORNISH: How true! | feel quite sure that if you put
that before Robert as persuasively as you have before me
he will realize how very lucky heis to be going to marry
you.

CAROLINE: Pray, don't beflippant. You aregoing to marry
me.

DR. CORNISH: No.

CAROLINE: Yes.

DR. CORNISH: [With a amile] After dl, you can't force me.

CAROLINE: | can makelifeintolerableto you unlessyou do.

DR.CORNISH: Y ou'reavery dangerouswoman.

CAROLINE: Butyou'reavery braveman.

DR. CORNISH: | can't help thinking that Robert would look
upon it as avery unfriendly action on my part.

CAROLINE: Only foramoment. He'd soon redizethat wed
only had his happiness in view.

DR. CORNISH: If you find ahushand so essentid, why were
you so cardess as to lose your last?
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CAROLINE: I never knew what a useful article it was about a
house.

DR. CORNISH: It doesn'tinspireconfidence, you know,

CAROLINE: I'll be more careful with you.

DR. CORNISH: [Withachuckle] It would be anawful sl for
him, wouldn't it?

CAROLINE: Can't you see his face when you tell him?

DR. CORNISH: [Considering her] Of course, youre a very
charming woman.

CAROLINE: Peoplehavethought so.

DR. CORNISH: [Impulsively] | think Robert's a fool. He
should never have hesitated.

CAROLINE: Heshouldn't have, should he?

DR.CORNISH: Itwouldservehimjolly wdl rightif someone
stepped over his head and saized the opportunity that he
hadn't the courage to take.

CAROLINE: I'd rather you spoke of me as a prize than as an
opportunity. That suggests aremnant at asde.

[Hegives her along look. There isa twinkle in his eye.

DR. CORNISH: Caroline, will you be my wife?

CAROLINE: 1? [For a moment she is surprised but she quickly
recovers hersdlf] | hardly know what to say to you. This
is S0 unexpected. It never entered my head that you—

, that you cared for me. [She takes the plunge with deter-
mination] Yes, | will beyour wife.

DR. CORNISH: I've alwaysthought it would be very niceto
have someone on whom | could experiment with new
medicines when they're put on the market.

CAROLINE: [Somewhat taken aback] Oh! How have you
managed up till now?

DR. CORNISH: [Blandly] I've generdly tried them on the
maids, but they have no interest in science; they will give
me their notice. But, of course, you couldn't do that,
could you?
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CAROLINE: | haven't got a very great interest in science
myself.

DR. CORNISH: Oh, but it'll come. I'm sure you won't
hesitate at atrifling, inconvenience when you redlize how
much it means to me.

CAROLINE: [Pursing her lips] If there are any other duties
which you expect of me, | hope you'll tell me a once.

DR. CORNISH: | don't know that thereare. Of course, you'll
have to lead a very retired life. People don't much like
meeting their doctor's wife; they're dways afraid she
knows too much about their insdes. In fact, the most
desirable thing is that she should be a confirmed invaid.

CAROLINE: limaginethatwoul dfoll owa mostautomatical ly
on a course of medicines whose properties you were
entirely unfamiliar with.

DR. CORNISH: That is one of those admirable contrivances
which confirm one in the bdief that the world is not a
matter of pure chance.

CAROLINE: [Shaking off the doubts which his remarks have
suggested] Oh, well, | don't care. When | think of the
faces they'll dl make when you tell them the news,
everything is worth while.

DR. CORNISH: | seethejoke from your point of view much
morethanfrommine.

CAROLINE: Issbella will think it very touching and shell
probably kiss you.

DR. CORNISH: Shesavery pretty young woman.

CAROLINE: Maudewill think I've behaved abominably, and
shell tell me so with gusto. But Robert—I wonder
what Robert will look like. I'm going to telephone to
Issbella. [Shetouchesthe bell] They've spent ahappy day
hereto pleese themsalves. Now it's my turn,

DR. CORNISH: Are you expecting Robert?
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CAROLINE: Yes. Dear Robert. Hewent to buy mearing.
[COOPER comesin.] Cooper, ring up Mrs. Trench and ask
her to come round at once. | have something very
important to tell her'

COOPER: Very good, maam.

Exit.

CAROLINE: Now listen. Maude, if I know her, is on her way
to this house. I'm only surprised that she hasn't come
dready. Robert cant be long. Then there's Isabella
Y ou mustn't say aword till they'redl here. Then——

DR. CORNISH: Yes, what then?

CAROLINE: Then you'll stand here and you'll get into an
appropriate attitude. You'll try and look merry and
bright, won't you?

DR. CORNISH: Oh, d'you think so0? | should have thought
an air of stern resolution would be more to the point,
CAROLINE: Remember that you've loved me in secret for

seven years.

DR. CORNISH: It's the seven which seems to me a little
difficult to indicate on my face.

CAROLINE: Thenyou'l say tothem: My dearfriends, | have
acommunication toimpart whichwill beinthe nature of
asurpriseto al of you. Caroline has consented to be my
wife. Andthenwell see what happens.

DR. CORNISH: | &=
CAROLINE: Whatd'youthinkwill happen?
[ Enter COOPER, followed by Miss FULTON.
COOPER: MissFulton
[Exit.
MAUDE: Wdl, Caroline. Oh, how do you do again, Dr.
Cornish?[ ToCAROLINE.] Isanythingthematterwithyou?

CAROLINE: [Mysterioudy] No. Dr. Cornish hasn't come to
see me about my hedth.
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DR. CORNISH: No.

MAUDE: Whereis Robert?

CAROLINE: Hes gone ouit.

MAUDE: You haven't sent him away?

CAROLINE: He did what you wished, Maude.

MAUDE: [Withtriumph.] Ah. | knew it only needed alittle
firmness and everything could be put right.

CAROLINE: Maude, something has happened which putsan
entirely different complexion on things.

MAUDE: [Suddenly suspicious] What on earth do you mean?
Dr. Cornishl

DR.CORNISH: Allingoodtime, mydearlady.

MAUDE: Isn't everything dl right?

CAROLINE: It depends onwhat you mean by al right.

MAUDE: My dear . . .

CAROLINE: You must wait till Robert comes. It's only fair

that nobody should know before he does. [To DR.
CORNISH.] Don'tyouagreewithme?

DR. CORNISH: Perfectly.

MAUDE: By theway, haveyou had ananswer tothetelegram
you sent to Nairobi?

CAROLINE: No, | haven't yet.

[COOPER comesin to announce ROBERT OLDHAM and then
goes out.

COOPER; Mr. Oldham!

CAROLINE: [Cordially.] Ah, Robert, I've been wondering
what had happened to you.

ROBERT: Good God, there's Maude.
CAROLINE: And Dr. Cornish.

ROBERT: Hullod I've not seen you for along time. What
dyou think of the news?

CAROLINE: Dr. Cornish has some news, too, Robert.
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MAUDE: If I am not told it soon | shdl have an attack of

thysterics.

ROBERT: I've seen Petersen, Cardline.

CAROLINE: You shdl tell me what he said later.

ROBERT: You'revery strange, Caroline.

CAROLINE: Y oumust haveamoment'spatience.

MAUDE: Why?

CAROLINE: | want Isabellato be here. She takes such an
interest in me | feel that she, too, should know some-
thing that makes so great a difference to my future.

ROBERT: [Somewhat irritably | don't understand. | hate
mysteries.

DR. CORNISH: | have something to tell you which is very
important, but Mrs. Ashley does not wish me to break it
to you till dl her friends are gathered round her.

CAROLINE: Exactly.

MAUDE: | likemysteries, but | hate suspense.

ROBERT: Oh, Cornish, has Caroline told you what weve
decided on?

DR. CORNISH: She'stoldmethatyouwishtomarry her.

ROBERT: Y ou know I've been devoted to her for years.

CAROLINE: Weneednot gointothat now, Robert.

MAUDE: I'm beginning to grow very uneasy.

[Enter COOPER.

COOPER: Mrs. Trench and Mr. Cunningham.

[They enter.

CAROLINE: At last.

ISABELLA: What is the matter, Caroline? Fortunately Rex
was at my door. Hewasjust going to take mefor adrive
in the Park.

CAROLINE: His two-seater is S0 useful, isn'tit?

ISABELLA: So | made him bring me here a once. Has
anything happened? Your messge has made me
dreadfully anxious.
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REX: WEére both dreadfully anxious, Caroline.

CAROLINE: What is it, Cooper?

COOPER: There's a gentleman cdled. He says he has an
appointment with you, maam.

CAROLINE: [Taking the card] Gaskell and Birch. Oh, |
know; they're the house agents.

ROBERT: Of course. You rang them up just before | left
you. Cooper can take him round the house.

CAROLINE: Thank the gentleman for coming, Cooper, and
say I'm sorry to bayejoubled him, | shan't be wanting
to let my house just yet after dll.

ROBERT: [Astounded] Cardline!

CAROLINE: That's dl, Cooper.

COOPER: Verygood, maam. _

[Exit.

ROBERT: What isthemeaning of this? Y ou agreed that you
would get rid of your house. If you've changed your
mind, Caroline .

CAROCLINE: Wait one moment, Robert. Now, dear Doctor, |
think the time has arrived. Will you tell them—every-
thing?

DR. CORNISH: [Seppingforward] Yes. My dear friends, |
have a communication to impart which will be in the
nature of asurpriseto dl of you.

ISABELLA: | can simply hear my heart beating.
DR. CORNISH: [Looking steadily at CAROLINE] Stephen
Ashley walked out of this room exactly five minutes ago.
ALL:What?
[No one is more taken aback than CAROLINE. DR.

CORNISH watches her with extreme, but inward
entertainment.

DR, CORNISH: | have seen himwith my own eyes. HEsno
more dead than | am.
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REX: My hat!

ISABELLA: | don't understand. Caroline!

CAROLINE: No one can be more flabbergasted than .

DR, CORNISH: It's not the first time his death has been
announced. When | camein and found him | was hardly
surprised.

CAROLINE: 1 don't know if I'm standing on my head or on
my heds.

DR. CORNISH: Hecanvery easily livefor twenty years.

CAROLINE: D'youthinkhewill?

DR. CORNISH: If proper careis taken of him.

MAUDE: My poor Caroline, what a disappointment for you.

DR. CORNISH: You must dl of you be very gentle with
Caoline. [To CAROLINE] | can only offer you my
sincerest sympathy.

CAROLINE: You'renot going?

DR. CORNISH: [Withasmile] 1'm going to leave you to ded
with the situation as best you can.

CAROLINE: [Under her breath] You brute!

DR. CORNISH: If a man of the world is one who can get out
of an awkward predicament gracefully. . . . Good-bye.

[Hegoes out quickly.

ISABELLA: You're bearing it magnificently.

CAROLINE: [Tryingnottolaugh] D'youthink s0? It's beenan
awful grain. I've just about reached the end of my
strength. | think I'm going to faint.

ISABELLA: Robert, open the window. You look a perfect
wreck.

CAROLINE: [Beginning to giggle] No, I'm going to have a
nerve storm.

MAUDE: Don' let yourself go, Caroline. Don't let yoursdlf

0-
CAF%OLINE: [Gurgling] | canthelpit.
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[She starts laughing. Her laughter grows louder and louder.
They all press round her.

ALL: Caroline, Caraline.

CAROLINE: It was such a shock!
ISABELLA: Where are my smelling sats?
MAUDE: How stupid of me

[ The two ladies hurriedly take salts from their bags and put
them under CAROLINES nose while she helplessly
laughs and laughs.

MAUDE: Hereare some. Sgp her hands.
"The two men take her hands andslap thepal ms.
ROBERT: Stopit, Caroline, stopit!
ISABELLA: Let's send for the doctor.
MAUDE: What'sthe good of adoctor? | know exactly what
to do. Sap her feet.

CAROCLINE: | won't have my feet dapped.
MAUDE: Don't pay any attention to what she says.

{While the men continue slapping her hands the ladies sap

herfeet. CAROLINE laughs uproarioudly. At last she
is exhausted.

CAROLINE: Oh, dear!

MAUDE: Now she's getting better. | knew the best thing
was to dap her feet. If that doesn't stop it, then the
thing isto wrap her inarug and roll her up and down the
floor.

CAROLINE: Maude, you catl Oh, I'm beginning to feel
better.

ROBERT: After dl, one can't be surprised, can one?

MAUDE: Good heavens, if my husband suddenly appeared
likethat | shouldfall downin a fit.

REX: | didn't know you had ahusband.

MAUDE: | haven't. That's why it would be such aterrible
shock.
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ISABELLA: Nowyoumusttell useverything, Caroline.
CAROLINE: There's nothing to tell.
MAUDE: Nonsense. How did he come in?
CAROLINE: On his feefj
MAUDE: Don't be silly. What did he do? What did he say?
What is he up to? Whereis he going?
CAROCLINE: Ohl
"Thisisalong-drawn sound as sherealiseswhat sheisin for
and what she must invent.
ROBERT: Don't worry her. Hasn't she been through enough
aready, poor child?
CAROLINE: How good you are to me, Robert!
MAUDE: It can't hurt you just to give us the bare facts,
Cardline.
CAROLINE: Sitdown, then,andl will tell youdll.

[They seat themselves on chairs, two on each side of her,
eager for afull account.

ROBERT: Now don't excite yourself, Caroline. | beseech
you to be cam.

MAUDE: Hold your tongue, Robert.

CAROLINE: Wdll, | was sitting down quite camly playing a
game of patience. Robert had just left me.

ROBERT: On what an errandl

MAUDE: | know. You had arranged to be married. | saw it
a once in Robert'slook. My poor Robert!

ROBERT: [ Smply.] I hadtoldCarolinel couldn'tlivewithout
her. She promised to be mine.

CAROLINE: Hewent outtobuy aring. | waswonderingifit
would be a cabochon.

ROBERT: [Gloomily.] Would you like to see?
[He takes out ofhispocket a large emerald ring.
CAROLine: Oh, Robert, what a beauty! It looks frightfully
expendve. T
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ROBERT: Oh, amere song. | wonder ifthey'll take it back.

CAROLINE: Don't bother about that, Robert. | will keepitas
a memento of our short engagement.

[Roberr’s fece falls.
ISABELLA: What acharmingidea, Caroline!
ROBERT: [With a hollow laugh] There's no one like Caroline
to have charming ideeas like that.
MAUDE: Go on, Cardline

CAROLINE: | only wanted a seven to get my patience out. |
drew aten of clubs, athree of spades. | don't believe |
shdl get it, | said. Suddenly Cooper opened the door
and sad agentleman wanted to see me.

ALL: Yesyed

"They draw their chairs a little closer.

CAROLINE: | thought it wasthe houseagent.

ROBERT: Of course. You rang him up just before | left.

CAROLINE: Oh, Raobert, | want to tell you that | thought it
over. It seemed cruel to make you sdl your dear little
house. After dl, awoman should cleave to her husband.
I had made up my mind to get rid of this one, and come
and livein yours.

ROBERT: Cardline, wereyou ready todothat for me?

THE OTHERS: Go on, Caroline.

A:AROLINE: | didn't hesitate. | said to Cooper: Show the
gentleman up. | went on with my patience. Ah, | said,

there's the seven at lastl | raised my eyes, and there was
my husband standing before me.

ALL:Oh! . ..

CAROLINE: [Dramatically.] You, | sad. Yes he sad. Not
dead? | said. No, he sad.

MAUDE: It's the most exciting thing I've ever heard in my
life.

ISABELLA: What did you do then?
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CAROLINE: [Deliberately.] | asked him to sit down.

ROBERT: That was splendid. You aways had presence of
mind, Caroline. | like that. You asked him to st
down.

CAROLINE: | wanted to gaintime. | wasal in a flutter.

MAUDE: Of coursg, | think it was monstrous of him to come
here at all.

CAROLINE: Hediditin kindness, Maude. He saw the notice
in The Times this morning, and he thought | might be
anxious about him. He said he felt the only thing to do
was to come here himsdlf and tell me the announcement
was premature.

ISABELLA: But, then, what is the explanation of it?

CAROLINE: The explanation? I'm just coming to that.

ROBERT: Redlly the papers ought to be more carefull

MAUDE: Go on, Caraline; were smply hanging on your
words. =

CAROLINE: I'm not sure, but | think I'm going to have
another nerve storm.

MAUDE: Get the hearthrug, Rex. That'll just do to roll her
upin.

CAROLINE: No, don't bother. | think it's going off. The
explanation is perfectly smple. Just give me a moment
to collect my thoughts. Y ou know. I'm quite dazed after
al I've gone through to-day.

ISABELLA: Takeyourtime, dearest.

CAROLINE: Well, I may aswell confesstoyou now that poor
Stephen has aways been very wild. It appears that he
was in with a man cdled Brown, and they'd been
connected in some ded or other which I'm afraid was
dreadfully shady. Of course, | didn't ask for detals
It's dl rather vague in my mind.

ROBERT: That'sonly natural.
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MAUDE: Oh, bequiet, Robert.

CAROLINE: They had a row, and Brown bolted with dl
Stephen's belongings, his papers, his kit, everything.
Then | don't know exactly what happened. Brown
seems to have been taken suddenly ill. When he was
brought to the hospital he was unconscious. They
found Stephen's papers on him and naturally concluded
hewas Stephen.

MAUDE: | se it dl. It's a thing that might happen to
anybody.

CAROLINE: [Eagerly] Yes isn't it? Stephen saw the an-
nouncement in this morning's Times. He grasped the
whole situation. | don't think he's sorry the authorities
in East Africa should bdieve him dead. He's made up
his mind to go to Texas Stephen Ashley is dead to
everyone but me.

MAUDE: At dl events, you've seen him for the last time,
Cardline. That's something to be thankful for.

CAROLINE: | suppose so.

ROBERT: What doyou mean by that? Aren't you sureof it?

CAROLINE: Ther€'s one other thing | must tell you. | hardly
know how to say it. He till loves me.

REX: Caroline.

CAROLINE: He asked meto go to Texas.

ALL:Youl

CAROLINE: Hes going to start anew life. He said | should
give him confidence in himself. He implored me to go
with him.

ROBERT: But of course you refused, Caraling?

CAROLINE: | was obliged to refuse. Then he sad that |
would be aningpiration to him. Hewould do everything
in the world to make amends for the past. He would
make himsdf a new man, and then he would come back
for me.
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ISABELLA: It'sredly very beautiful.
ROBERT: Andwheredo| comein?
CAROLINE: | cannever marry you, Robert.

ROBERT: Caroline, youfill mewithanguish. ... | must be
adonefor amoment. | don't want to be unmanly.

[He gets up and walks dowly to the window. He stands
there struggling with his emotions. REX is sunk in
blank wretchedness.

MAUDE: Wdll, Isabdlla, wedid dl wecould. Weat dl events
have nothing to reproach ourselves with.

ISABELLA: Poor Robert. My heart bleeds for him. There's
something singularly awe-inspiring in the sight of a
strong man wrestling with his emotion.

MAUDE: It'snot oftenthat | confess mysdlf beaten, but this
timel redly am at aloss. Good-bye, Caroline. I'll ring
up thisevening to see how you are.

CAROLINE: Good-bye, dearest. | can never thank you
enough for al you've done for me to-day.

"They kiss, and Miss FULTON goes out.

ISABELLA: | must leave you too, Caroline, but I'd just like to
say aword or two to Robert beforel go. It'sjust at these
timesthat amanvauesawoman'ssympathy.

CAROLINE: Oh, do, Isabdla. | know what aheart you have.
[ISABELLA goes up to ROBERT andputs her handgently on his
arm. He heaves a sigh and gently pats her hand. She looks up at
him softly. they step out on to the balcony. CAROLINE and
REX have watched the little comedy] At it again. Dear
Isabella, shel's so sympathetic.

REX: [Gloomily.] Ifthere'sanyoneinwant of sympathy now
it's me.

CAROLINE: Isanything the matter?

REX: Canyou ask methat? Oh, Caroling, everything is the
matter. | loveyou.
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CA:?O(Ij_I NE: Oh, you mustn't say that to me now, Rex—so
oud.

REX: This changes everything.
CAROLINE: | supposeitdoes. | neverthought-ofit.
REX: You never thought of me at dl. Oh, Cardline, you

must be quite heartless. Has anyone ever loved you as
unselfishly asl have?

CAROLINE: Now that | have one man with a marriage
certificate in his hand, so to speak, and another with a
g)ecial licence in his pocket, it does make a difference,

oesnt it?

REX: My postionis absolutely intolerable.

CAROLINE: [With a sigh of sdf-satisfaction] | am the un-
attainable.

REX: [Absorbed in himsdf] Oh, how I'm going to suffer.
I'm going to endure absolute agonies.

CAROLINE: [In exactly the same condition] | am young. | am
beautiful. | andesred.

REX: You're not paying any attention to me. | adore you,
Cardline.

CAROLINE: [Looking away modestly.] | can never love you,
Rex.

REX: Areyouquite, quitesureofthat, Caroling?

CAROLINE: Quite,quite.

REX: [With a sigh of satisfaction.] My heart's never been so
broken as thistime. It'll take me al my life to piece it
together again. You do bdieve in my love now don't
you? '

CAROLINE: Oh, yes. A woman has such quick intuition. |
know that you love me.

REX: | shal pass deepless night after degpless night.

CAROLINE: | can hardly bear to think of it.

REX: And theré's nothing you can do, is there?
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CAROLINE: Nothing.

REX: [With immense tyjoyment.] I'm smply going to have a
rotten time.

CAROLINE: It'swonderful to be capable of such love.

REX: Yes I'm like that. | never knew anyone who could
suffer as | can.

CAROLINE: It's only those who can who are worthy of a
great love

REX: Do you think it would be umnanlj of me to cry?

CAROLINE: | shouldn't like you to doit Here.

REX: Oh, no. I'll keep a stiff upper lip aslong as I'm with
you. But to-morrow morning | shouldn't wonder et dll
If my pillow was sopping.

CAROLINE: Have you a waterproof sheet?

REX: Yes | never travel without one.

CAROLINE: [Giving him her hand.] 1 wish you could marry
some nice pure young English girl.

REX: Withabit of money? | can never forget you, Caroline.
Why are you giving me your hand?

CAROLINE: [With emotion] | thought you were going away.

REX: | can't leave you like this. We must talk this over
thoroughly. I've got masses of things | want to say
toyou.

CAROLINE: Not now, Rex. I'm shattered by dl thisemotion.

REX: W, when can | see you again?

CAROLINE: I'mafraid I'm dreadfully full up this week.

REX: Cardline, have pity on me.

CAROLINE: Of course, if you hadn't been engaged to-night
you might have come and dined here.

REX: But I'm not engaged to-night.

CAROLINE: | thought you were dining with Isabella

REX: | can dine with Isabdla any night.
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CAROLINE: Won' she be hurt if you throw her over?
REX: To tdl you the truth, Caroline, | don' think I'm
, going to get on with Isabella

CAROLINE: Dyou find her too . . . too mdting?

REX: My dear Caraline, she's like butter on a hot day. No,
no, too many tears have been wept on that bosom; I'm
not going to bedew it with mine.

CAROLINE: Inthat case dinner a eight sharp.

REX: Il come, Cardline ... if nothing unfortunate has
happened to me before then.

CAROLINE: Oh, becareful, I'vegot quiteanicelittledinner.

REX: [ Gloomily.] What haveyou got?

CAROLINE: I've got some fresh caviare. It's just arrived
from Russa -

REX: | could eat nothing. In happier moments | don't deny
that | like caviare.

CAROLINE: And I've got alittle turtle soup.

REX: | might try to swalow alittle turtle soup.

CAROLINE: [Softly] Don't let anything happen before dinner.
REX: | suppose you haven't got grilled salmon?
CAROLINE: No, turbot.

REX:[Desperately.] Everythinggoesagainst me.
CAROLINE: Ontheother hand, I'vegot some dear little baby

chickensjust out of their shells. It seems amost unkind
to eat them when so young.

REX: | dare say they've been saved alot of unhappiness.

CAROLINE: Andthen nothing but astrawberry ice.

REX: | shouldn't wonder if | could egt the ice

CAROLINE: Thenyou'll come?

REX: [With a deep sgh] If it'll give you any pleasure. A
dinner-jacket or a white tie?

CAROLINE: A dinner-jacket.
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REX: All right. Good-bye. | ... | can't say good-bye to
the others. I'm in such afearful state of agitation.

[Exit. ISABELLA hears the door close and comes back
into the room.
ISABELLA: Has Rex gone? He was going to drive me home.
CAROLINE: How stupid of him! | suppose he forgot.
ISABELLA: I'll get a taxi. | want to leave you done with
Robert. He's dreadfully upset, Caraline.
CAROLINE: Is he?
ISABELLA: I've been trying to console him alittle.
CAROLINE: Yes, | saw you.
ISABELLA: Be very gentle with him, Caroline. Be tender.
CAROLINE: | shdl never find the exquisite things to say to
him that you would, Isabdla
ISABELLA: He says | have a wonderful gift of sympathy.

CAROLINE: [With asigh.] | wonder if you'd come and dine
with me to-night?
ISABELLA: I'm afraid I've asked Rex.
CAROLINE: I'm sure he doesn't need you hdf as much as
I do.
ISABELLA: Oh, if you need me, Caraline, of course I'll come.
Somehow | felt you'd want me to-night. WEell have
a good cry together, darling.
CAROLINE: Oh, thatwill benice.
ISABELLA: Good-bye till then, dearest; | suppose I'd better
put on a tea-gown.
CAROLINE: Oh, yes, that'll be very suitable. Dinner at eight
sharp. '
ISABELLA: Only an egg for me, Cardline.
'She goes out. ROBERT bears her last word as be comes
into the room.
ROBERT: When is she going to eat an egg?



ACT 11 THE UNATTAINABLE 221

CAROLINE: For dinner.

ROBERT: How disgusting! Where?

CAROLINE: Here.

ROBERT: You don't mean to say youve invited her to
dinner?

CAROLINE: Yes

ROBERT: Why on earth haveyou donethat?

CAROLINE: You asked me to.

ROBERT: | never did anything of the sort. Redly, Cardline,
you are too inconsiderate.

CAROLINE: | thought you wanted to play bridge afterwards.

ROBERT: Bridge! Y ou might have known that this evening
of dl others I'd want to be done with you. Upon my
word, it's too calous

CAROLINE: Oh, Robert!

ROBERT: I'm staggering under the bitterest disappointment
of my life. I'm utterly miserable. The only thing that
consoled me was the thought of having a quiet evening
alone with you so that we could have a good talk. And
you bring that cackling woman aong.

CAROLINE: | thought you were so fond of her.
ROBERT: You know perfectly well that for ten years I've

been supremely indifferent to every woman in the world
but you.

CAROLINE: [She begins to understand.] Oh! [With a smile]
It's very nice of you to say so, dear Robert.

ROBERT: Caroline, 1 don't know how I'm going to besr it.
| fed as if the earth were tottering under my feet.

CAROLINE: You must have paience, Robert.

ROBERT: Patience! I've had patience for ten years. And

now just when the reward was put into my hands it's
snaiched away.
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CAROLINE: You know, | expected you to be rather relieved
at hearing that my husband was dive.

ROBERT: I? My dear Caraline, have you gone out of your
mind?

CAROLINE: Y ou weren't so very Anxious to marry methis
morning.

ROBERT: Nonsense, Caroline. Y ou know very well that I've
always been anxious to marry you.

CAROLINE: Y ou dissembled with some skill, Robert.

ROBERT: | will be perfectly frank with you, Caroline. At
the first moment | was alittle startled. 1t meant begin-
ning a new life and the change of al my habits. But
that was only a natura hesitation. When you accepted
me | knew I'd achieved the dearest wish of my heart.
Cadline, I've never wanted to marry you as much as
| do now.

CAROLINE: Don't you think I'm a little old to marry?

ROBERT: You?

CAROLINE: It has occurred to me sometimes that I'm not
quite so young as | was. A spiteful person might say
| was amost middle-aged!

ROBERT: What nonsense! Why, you haven't reached your
prime yet.

CAROLINE: Are you sure you see no change in me?

ROBERT: None. This morning | thought perhaps you were
amost looking your age. But now, | don't know what's

happened to you, you look radiant. You've not been
making up, have you?

CAROLINE: Oh, no, | never do that.

ROBERT: You look eighteen. You'reravishing. If | hadn't
been madly in love with you for ten years | should fall
in love with you this afternoon.
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CAROLINE: It makes mefed so happy to hear you say that.

ROBERT: Oh, it's crud that this man should come back just
when wed fixed everything up. | want to be married
to you, Caroline. Why shouldn't we take the matter
in our own hands and force the wretched fdlow to
divorce you?

CAROLINE: We've discussed that so often and we've decided
it wasimpossible. We're daves of our past, our circum-
stances, and our surroundings. It can't be done, Robert.

ROBERT: D'you mean to say we must go on like this?

CAROLINE: Areyou surewe're not happier aswe are? We
can keep our ideds in one another. Who knows what
painful surprises marriage might bring us? You might
find me flirtatious and exacting. 1 might discover you
were sdfish and comfort-loving.'

ROBERT: Hang it dl, Caroling, I'm not sdfish. | have a
passion for saf-sacrifice.

CAROLINE: Nothi ngj-i's'go pleasant astothink of thesacrifices
that one will never have to make.

ROBERT: Caroline, you don't know how | love you.

CAROLINE: Our love has lasted very long, Robert. Don't
you think a closer connection might give it dl sorts of
little rubs and wrenches till there was nothing of it left?
One may reasonably ask one thing of life, that it
shouldn't tear rents in the illusions it creates. Illusion
may be the foundation of al our happiness, but even if
it isilluson let us keep it.

ROBERT: You may talk, but that man can't live for ever.

CAROLINE: He has a wonderful physique.

ROBERT: Next time he dies, | shdl seize you by the hair of
your head and drag you to the altar.

CAROLINE: Hell see us both out. I'm conscious that he
lives now with a new and different life. It may be that
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he's necessary for our happiness. So, | cannot fade and
you will ever love. My husband has been found. [With

immense decision] And now, Robert, he will never die.
ROBERT: Cardline, | adore you.

[He clasps her in bis arms.

THE END
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HOME AND BEAUTY
THE FIRST ACT

The scene is VICTORIA'S bedroom. It is the kind of bedroom
which is only used to deep in; and butfor the bed, with its
hangings and its beautiful coverlet, and the great lacquer °
dressing-table, crowded with the necessary aids to feminine
beauty, might just as well be a sitting-room. There are graceful
pieces of furniture here and there, attractive pictures on the
walls, flowers. it is all very comfortable, luxurious and
modish. In the fire-place a bright fire is burning.

VICTORIA, a pretty little thing in a lovely "confection” which
is partly tea-gown and partly dressing-gown, is lying on a
sofa having her bands manicured. Miss DENNIS, the mani-
curigt, is a neat, trimperson of twenty-five. She has a dight
cockney accent.

Miss DENNIS: [Evidently ending a long story] And so a lagt
" | sad to him: Oh, very well, 'ave it your own way.

VICTORIA: One has to in the end, you know.

Miss DENNIS: Hed asked me five times, and | really got
tired of saying no. And then, you see, in my business
you get to know dl the ins and outs of married life, and
my impression is that, in the long run, it don't redly
matter very much who Y’OU marry.

VICTORIA: Oh, | do so agree with you there. It dl depends
on yourself. When my first husband was killed, poor
darling, | went dl to pieces My bust smply went to
nothing. | couldn't wear a low dress for months.

Miss DENNIS: How dreadful.

229 Q
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VICTORIA: | simply adored him. But you know, I'm just
as fond of my second husband.

MIssDENNIS: You must have one of those loving natures.

VICTORIA: Of course, | should never survive it if anything
happened to my present husband, but if anything did
—touch wood—you know, | couldnt help mysdf, I'd
just have to marry again, and | know I'd love my third
husband just as much as | loved the other two.

Miss DENNIS: [Sighing] Loveisawonderful thing.

VICTORIA: Oh, wonderful. Of course, I'd wait the year.
| waited the year when my first was killed.

Miss DENNIS: Oh yes, | think one always ought to wait the
year.

VICTORIA: | noticed you had an engagement ring on the
moment you came in.

MissDENNIS: | didn't really ought to wear it during business
hours, but | like to fed it's there.

VICTORIA: | know the feeling so well. You turn it round
under your glove, and you say to yourself: Well, that's
settled. Is he nice-looking?

Miss DENNIS: Wl, he's not what you might cal exactly
handsome, but he's got a nice face.

VICTORIA: Both my husbands have been very handsome
men. You know, people say it doesn't matter what a
man looks like, but that's dl nonsense. There's nothing
shows a woman off like a good-looking man.

Miss DENNIS: Hes very fair.

VICTORIA: Of coursg, it's dl a matter of taste, but | don't
think | should like that mysdf. They dways say fair
men are deceitful. Both my husbands were dark, and
they both had the D.SO.

Miss DENNIS: That's funny, isn't it?
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VICTORIA: | flatter mysdf there are not many women
who've been married to two D.SO.'s. | think I've done
my bit.

Miss DENNIS: | should just think you had. Ifit's not asking
too much, | should like to know which of them you
liked best.

VICTORIA: Wel, you know, | redly can't say.

Miss DENNIS: Of course, | haven't had the experience, but
| should have thought you'd prefer the one who wasn't
there. That almost seems like human nature, doesn't it?

VICTORIA: The fact is, dl men have their faults. They're
seifish, brutal and inconsiderate. They don't understand
how much everything costs They can't see things, poor
dears, theyre cat-witted. Of course, Freddies very
unreasonable sometimes, but then so was Bill. And he
adores me. He can hardly bear me out of his sight.
They both adored me.

Miss DENNIS: That makes up for a great ded, | must say.

VICTORIA: | can't understand the women who complain
that they're misunderstood. | don't want to be under-
stood. | want to be loved. ,

[TAYLOR opens the door and introduces MRS. SHUTTLED.
WORTH. This is VICTORIA'S mother, an elderly,
grey-haired lady in black.

TAYLOR: Mrs. Shuttleworth.

[Exit.

VICTORIA: [Gushing.] Darling Mother.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: My precious child.

VICTORIA: Thisis Miss Dennis. It's the only moment in
the day she was dable to give me.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: [Graciousy] How do you do?
VICTORIA: You don't mind coming up dl these dairs, do
you, darling? You see we have to be dreadfully

economica with our cod. We tried to wangle more,
but we couldnt manage it.
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MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Oh, | know. The cod controller was
postively rude to me. Red tape, you know.

VICTORIA: They say we can only havetwo fires. Of course,
we have to have one in the nursery, and | must have
one in my bedroom. So | have to see people in here.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: And how are the precious darlings?

VICTORIA: Fred's got adight cold, and Nannie thought he'd
better stay in bed, but Baby's splendid. Nannie will
bring him in presently.

Miss DENNIS: Arethey both boys, Mrs. Lowndes?

VICTORIA: Yes. But I'm going to have a girl next time.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Fred will be two next month,
Victoria

VICTORIA: | know. I'm beginning to fed so old. Poor
lamb, he wasn't born till three months after his father
was killed.

Miss DENNIS: How very sad. You don't like the nails too
red, do you?

VICTORIA: Not too red.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: She looked too sweet in mourning.
| wish you could have seen her, Miss Dennis.

VICTORIA: Mother, how can you say anything so heartless?
Of course, black does suit me. There's no denying that.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: | insisted on her going to Mathilde.
Mourning must be well made, or dse it looks nothing
a dl.

Miss DENNIS: Did you say your little boy's namewas Fred?
After his father, | suppose?

VICTORIA: Oh no, my first husband was cdled William. He
particularly wanted the baby to be cdled Frederick
after Major Lowndes. You s, Major Lowndes had
been my husband's best man, and they'd aways been
such greet friends.

Miss DENNIS; Oh, | se
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VICTORIA: Then, when | married Major Lowndes, and my
second baby was born, we thought it would be nice to
give it my first husband's name, and so we cdled it
William.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: | was againgt it myself. | thought it
would aways remind the dear child of what shed log.

VICTORIA: Oh, but, Mother darling, | don't fed a hit like
that about Bill. | shal never forget him. [To Miss
DENNIS, pointing to a double photograph frame] You s
| have their photographs side by side.

Miss DENNIS; Some men wouldn't like that very much.

VICTORIA: Freddie has me now. He can't grudgeitif I give
a passing thought to that poor dead hero who's lying
in a nameless grave in France.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Don't upset yourself, darling. You
know how bad it is for your skin. She has such a soft
heart, poor dear.

VICTORIA: Of course, now thewar's over, it's different, but
when Freddie was at the front | always thought it must
be a consolation to him to think that if anything hap-
pened to him and | married again | should aways keep
a little corner in my heart for him.

Miss DENNIS: There, | think that's dl for to-day, Mrs.
Lowndes. Would you like me to come again on Friday?

[She proceeds to put away the various utensils she has
been using.

VICTORIA: [Looking at her nails] Pesse You do them
beautifully. There's something very satisfactory in a
well-manicured hand. It gives you a sense of assurance,
doesn't it? If | were a man | would never want to hold
a hand that wasn't nicely manicured.

Miss DENNIS: The gentleman I'm going to marry said to
me that the first thing that attracted him was the way
my nails were polished.
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VICTORIA: One never knowswhat'll take aman's fancy.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Persondly, | am a firm believer in
first impressions. And that is why | say to dl the girls
| know: Whenever you are being shown into a drawing-
room hite both your lips hard, give them a good lick,
put your head in the air, and then sal in." There's
nothing men like more than a red moist mouth. I'm an
old woman now, but | never go into a room without
doing it.

Miss DENNIS: Fancy, now, | never thought of that. | must
try it and see

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: It may make dl the difference to
your life.

VICTORIA: Miss Dennisis engaged to be married, Mother.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Ah, my dear, don't make the
common mistake of thinking that because you've got
on nun safe you need not make yourself attractive to
others™ ™

VICTORIA: OnFriday next, then, Miss Dennis.

Miss DENNIS: Very well, Mrs. Lowndes. |sthere anything
you're wanting just at the moment?

VICTORIA: Nothing, thanks.

Miss DENNIS: I've got a new skin food that they've just
sent me over from Paris. | would like you to giveit a
trid. | think it's just the thing for your complexion.

VICTORIA: I'm afraid to try anything | don't know. I've
got such a ddicate skin.

Miss DENNIS: It's been specidly prepared for skins like
yours, Mrs. Lowndes. The ordinary skin food is well
enough for the ordinary skin, but arealy beautiful skin
like yours wants somethlng very extra-speual in the
way of food.

VICTORIA:| e<pect|tsfr|ghtfullyexpensve andyou know,

they say we must economize. | suppose somebody's got
to pay for the war.
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Miss DENNIS: I'll make specid termsfor you, Mrs. Lowndes.
I'll only charge you fifty-nine and sx for a three-guinea
pot. It'salargepot, aslarge asthat. [ She measureswith
her fingers a pot about three inches high] | promise you it's
not an extravagance. A good skinfoodis_an investment.

VICTORIA: Oh wel, bring it with you next time you come.

Miss DENNIS: I'm sure you won't regretit. Good afternoon,
Mrs. Lowndes. [To MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH.] Good
afternoon.

[She goes out.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: | dare say she's right. They pick up
alot of experience, those women. | aways say the same
thing to girls. Look after your skin, and your bills will
look after themselves.

VICTORIA: She was telling me that the Johnston Blakes are
going to divorce.

MRS, SHUTTLEWORTH: [Without concern] Redly. Why?
VICTORIA: He's been fighting for the last four years. He
says he wants a little peace now.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: I'm afraid many of these men who've
been away so long will have got out of the habit of being
married. | dare say it was a mercy that poor Bill was
killed.

VICTORIA: Mother darling, how can you say anything so
dreadful ?

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Wdll, I must say | wasthankful when
Freddie got a job at the War Office. The difference
between men and women is that men are not naturally
addicted to matrimony. With patience, firmness, and
occasiond rewards you can train them to it just as you
cantrainadog to walk onitshind legs. But adog would
rather walk on al fours and a man would rather be free.
Marriage is a habit.

VICTORIA: And avery good one, Mother.
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MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Of course. Buttheunfortunatething
about this world is that good habits are so much essier
to get out of than bad ones

VICTORIA: Wéll, one thing | do know, and that is that
Freddie smply adores being married to me.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Inyour place, | shouldhavemarried
Leicester Paton.

VICTORIA: Good heavens, why?

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Haveyounever noticedthat hewears
spats? Men who wear spais dways make the best

“hushands.

VICTORIA: It probably only means that he has cold feet. |
expect he wears bedsocks, and | should hate that.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Nonsense. It means that he.has a
neat and orderly mind. He likes things just so. Every-
thing in its place and at the proper season. In fact, a
creature of habit. | am convinced that after Sx months
of marriage Leicester Paton would forget that he'd ever
.been a bachelor.

VICTORIA: | was asoldier's widow. | don't think it would
have been very patriotic to marry a civilian.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: You girlsdl talked asthough the
war would last for ever. Heroism is al very well, but
at a party it's not nearly so useful as afaculty for smal
tak.

[TAYLOR comes in.

TAYLOR: Mr. Leicester Paton has cdled, madam. | sad |
didn't know if you could see him.

VICTORIA: Tdk of the devil. Oh yes, bring him up here.

TAYLOR: Very good, madam.

[ Exit.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: | didn't know you were seaing any-
thing of him, Victoria
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VICTORIA: [With some archness,] He's been rather attentive
lately.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: | knew | was right. | felt sure you
atracted him.

VICTORIA: Oh, darling, you know | can never think of any-
one but Freddie, but of courseit's useful to have someone
to run errands for one. And he can wangle amogt
anything one wants.

MRS.SHUTTLEWORTH: Butter?

VICTORIA: Everything, my dear, butter, sugar, whisky.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Bite your lips, darling, and give
them a good lick. [VICTORIA carries out the suggestion]
Y ou missed the chance of your life.

VICTORIA: After dl, he never asked me.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Don't be silly, Victoria, you should
have made him.

VICTORIA: Y ouknow that | adored Freddie. Besides, ration
books hadn't come in then.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: By the way, whereis Freddie?

VICTORIA: Oh, my dear, I'm perfectly furious with him. He
promised to take me out to luncheon, and he never
turned up. He never telephoned or anything; not a
word. | think it's too bad of him. He may be dead for
al | know.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Optimist.

[TAYLOR ushers in MR. LEICESTER PATON, and then
goes out. He is a small, fat man, very well pleased
with the world and with himself, beautifully dressed
and obvioudly prosperous. You could tell at a mile,
that he had so much money that he did not know what
to do with it. He is Ef_f_gble, gallant and easy

TAYLOR: Mr. Leicester Paton. -

VICTORIA: | hope you don't mind being dragged up,.al
these gtairs. We have to be so dreadfully economica
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with our cod. | can only afford to have afirein my
bedroom.

PATON: [Shaking hands with her.] You're not going to tell
me that you have any trouble about getting cod. Why
on earth didn't you let me know? [Shaking hands with
MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH] How do you do?

VICTORIA: Y ou don't mean to say you could get me some?

PATON: It's quite out of the question that a pretty woman
shouldn't have everything she wants.

VICTORIA: | told Freddiethat | felt sure he could wangleit
somehow. What's the use of being a the War Office
if you can't have some sort of a pull?

PATON: Leave it to me. I'll see what | can do for you.

VICTORIA: You're a perfect marvel.

PATON: Now that these men are coming back from the
front no one would look at us poor devils who stayed
at home if we didn't at least make ourselves useful.

VICTORIA: You only stayed at home because it was your
duty.

PATON: | attested, you know; | didn't wait to be called up.
But the Government said to me: You're a shipbuilder:
go on building ships. So | built them ships._

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: | think it was very noble of you.

PATON: And then they bringin atax on excess profits. As
| sad to the Prime Minigter mysdlf: It's trying one's
patriotism rather high. It redly is )

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: A little bird has whigpered to me
that the Government intends to show its appreciation
of your great services in the next Honours List.

PATON: Oh, one doesn't ask for that. Onés glad to have
been able to do ones hit.

VICTORIA: How true that is. That's just what | fed!.

MRS.SHUTTLEWORTH: Victoriahasworkedlikeadog,you
know. It's a marvel to me how her hedth has stood it.
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VICTORIA: | don't know how many committees I've been
on. I've sold at twenty-three bazaars.

PATON: There's nothing that takes it out of one so much.

VICTORIA: At the beginning of the war | worked in a
canteen, but | had to give that up, because | could never
go out to lunch anywhere. | thought a one time of
working in a hospital, but you know al the red tape
there is in those places—they said | had no training.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: I'm sureyou'd have made awon-
derful nurse.

VICTORIA: | didn't propose to be the ordinary sort of nurse
a dl. | was quite content to leave that to those un-
fortunate females who make their living by it. But it
doesn't want any particular training to be nice to those
poor, dear, wounded boys, to shake out their pillows
and take them flowers, and read to them. It only wants
sympathy.

PATON: | don't know anyone who has more.

VICTORIA: [With a flash of her eyes] With people | like.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Haveyoustoppedyourteas, darling?

VICTORIA: Oh, yes after the Armidtice,

PATON: Y ou used to give teas to wounded soldiers?

VICTORIA: Yes, Tommies, you know. | think it's so im-
portant to cultivate the persona relation. | used to
invite a dozen every Thursday. At first | had them in
the drawing-room, but it made them shy, poor dears,
s0 | thought it would be nicer for them if they had it in
the servants hdl. 1'mthe only woman | know who never
had the smalest trouble with her maids

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Darling, I think I'll goupstairsand
se how my dear little grandson is. | do hope it's not
influenza.

VICTORIA: Yes do, Mother. Hell be thrilled to see you.
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[Mas SHUTTLEWORTH goes out. LEICESTER PATON,
rising as she does, when be sits down again takes a
place on the sofa beside VICTORIA.

PATON: Is anything the matter with your little boy?

VICTORIA: Poor darling, he's got a cold.

PATON: I'm s0 sorry.

VICTORIA: | dare say it's nothing, but you know what a
mother is she can't help feeling anxious.

PATON: Youreawonderful mother.

VICTORIA: | adore my children.

PATON: [Going on with his sentence And a perfect wife.

VICTORIA: D'youthink s0?

PATON: Doesn't your husband?

VICTORIA: Oh, he's only my husband. His opinion doesn't
count.

PATON: Doesheknow what alucky man heis?

VICTORIA: If he does he's quite convinced that he deserves
to be.

PATON: | envy him.

VICTORIA: [Flashing a glance at him.] You don't think I'm
quite detestable, then?

PATON: Shdl | tell you what | think of you?

VICTORIA: No, don't, you'll only exaggerate. You know,
there are only two qualities that | flatter myself on: I'm
not vain and | am unselfish. "

[FREDERICK comes in. He is a tall, soldierly fellow in
uniform, with red tabs and a number of ribbons on
his tunic. He nods ,LEICESTER PATON and shakes
bands with him.

VICTORIA: Freddie, where have you been dl this time?
FREDERICK: I've been at the club,
VICTORIA: But you promised to take me out to luncheon.
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FREDERICK: Did I? | forgot dl about it. I'm so sorry.

VICTORIA : Forgot? | suppose something more amusing
turned up.

FREDERICK: Wdll, | only said I'd comeif | wasn't too busy.
VICTORIA: Were you busy?
FREDERICK: | wes.

VICTORIA: Bill wasnever too busy togivemeluncheonwhen
| wanted it.

FREDERICK: Fancy that.

PATON: | think Il be getting dong. Now the war's over
you fellows can take things easily. My work goes on
just the same.

FREDERICK: That's a new car you've got, isn't it?
PATON: | have to get about somehow, you know.

FREDERICK: So do I, but being only a soldier | manage to
do it on my flat feet.
PATON: [Shaking hands with VICTORIA.] Good-bye.
VICTORIA: Good-bye. So nice of you to come and see me.
[LEICESTER PATON goes out.
VICTORIA: | should be glad to know why you threw me
over like that.

FREDERICK: Are you obliged to receive visitors in your
bedroom?

VICTORIA: You don't mean to say you're jealous, darling?
| thought you seemed grumpy. Is he put out? Let him
come and give his little wife a nice kiss.

FREDERICK: 'lrritably.] I'm not in the least jedous.

VICTORIA: Youslly oldthing. You know it'stheonly room
in the house that's got a fire.

FREDERICK: Why the dickens don't you have one in the
drawing-room?
VICTORIA: My poor lamb, have you forgotten that there's
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*“been awar and there happens to be a shortage of cod?
| will tel you exactly why we don't have afire in the
drawing-room. Petriotism.

FREDERICK: Patriotism be hanged. The place is like an
ice-house.

VICTORIA: Darling, don't be unreasonable. After spending
two winters in the trenches | shouldn't have thought
you'd be such a dave to your comfort. | know you
don't mean it when you say patriotism be hanged, but
you shouldn't say things like that even in jest.

FREDERICK: I'm dashed if | can see why it would be less
patrictic to have afire in the drawing-room where we
could dl benefit by it, rather than here where it's no
good to anyone but you.

VICTORIA: [Opening her eyes very wide] Darling, youre not
going to ask me to do without afire in my bedroom?
How can you be so selfish? Heaven knows, | don't want
to boast about anything I've done, but after having
daved my life out for four years | do think | deserve a
little consideration.

FREDERICK: How's the kid?

VICTORIA: And it's not as if | grudged you the use of my
room. You can come and sit here as much as you like.
Besides, a man has his club. He can dways go there if
he wants to. .

FREDEI;Q]I CK:lapologize. Y ourequiteright.Y ou'rdwiggglways
right.

VICTORIA: | thought you wanted meto be happy.

FREDERICK: | do, darling.

VICTORIA: Before we were married, you said you'd make
that the chief am of your life.

FREDERICK: [Smiling] | can't imagine that a sensble man
could want a better one.

VICTORIA Confess that you've been a perfect pig.
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FREDERICK: A brutebeast, darling.

VICTORIA: [Mollified] D'you know that | asked you to give
me a kiss just now? It's not -a request that I'm in the
habit of having ignored.

FREDERICK: | trust it's not one that you're in the habit of
making to dl and sundry.

[He kisses her.

VICTORIA: Now tell me why you forgot to take me out to
luncheon to-day.

FREDERICK: | didnt forget. | was prevented. | ... |
haven't had any luncheon myself. Il just ring and ask
the cook to send me up something.

VICTORIA: My poor lamb, the cook Ieft this morning.

FREDERICK: Again?

VICTORIA: How d'you mean again? This is the first time
shes |eft.

FREDERICK: Hangit al, she's only been here aweek.

VICTORIA: You needn't get cross about it. It's much more
annoying for me than for you.

FREDERICK: [lrritably] I don't know why on earth you can't
keep your servants.

VICTORIA: No one can keep servants nowadays.

FREDERICK: Other people do.

VICTORIA: Please don't spesk to me like that, Freddie. I'm
not usd to it.

FREDERICK: | shall speak to you exactly as | choose.

VICTORIA: It'sso petty toloseyour temper just becauseyou
can't have something to eat. | should have thought after
spending two years in the trenches you'd be accustomed
to going without a med now and then.

FREDERICK: For goodness sake don't make a scene.

VICTORIA: It'snot | who am making a scene. It's you who
are making scene.
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FREDERICK: Victoria, | beg you to control yourself.

VICTORIA: | don't know how you can be so unkind to me.
After dl the anxiety | suffered on your account when
you were in France, | do think you might have a little
consideration for me.

FREDERICK: Sedngthat for thelast year I've had aperfectly
safe, cushy job at the War Office, | think you might by
now have recovered from any anxiety you felt on my
account.

VICTORIA: Must | remindyouthat my nerveswere shattered
by poor Bill's death?

FREDERICK: No, but | was confident you would.

VICTORIA: Thedoctor said | should need the greatest atten-
tion for severa years. | don't believe | shall ever quite
get over it. | should have thought even if you didn't
love me any more you'd have alittle human pity for me.
That's dl | ask, just the tolerant kindness you'd show
to a dog who was fond of you. [Working herself up into
apassion.] Heaven knows I'm not exacting. | do every-
thing | can to make you happy. I'm patience itsdf.
Even my worst enemy would have to admit that I'm
unselfish. [As he is about to speak.] You weren't obliged
to marry me. | didn't ask you to. You pretended you
loved me. | would never have married you if it hadn't
been for Bill. You were his greatest friend. You made
me love you because you spoke so beautifully of him.
[He is just going to say something but she 'goes onlwpfacably.]
That's my mistake. I've loved you too much. You're
not big enough to bear so great a love. Oh, what a
fool I've been. | let mysdlf be taken in by you, and I've
been hitterly punished. [Heading off the words she sees he
wants to speak] Bill would never have treated me like
that. Bill wouldn't have taken my poor, loving heart
and thrown it aside like an old hat. Bill loved me. He
would have dways loved me. | adored that man. He
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waited on me hand and foot. He was the most unselfish
man | ever knewf He was a hero. He's the only man
| ever redly cared for. | was mad ever to think of
marrying you, mad, mad, mad. | shal never be happy
again. | would give anything in the world to have my
dear, dear Bill back again.

FREDERICK: I'm glad you fed like that about it, because
hell be here in about three minutes.

VICTORIA: [Brought up short.] What? What on earth dyou
mean by that?

FREDERICK: He rang me up at the club alittle while ago.

VICTORIA: Freddie. What are you talking about? Areyou
mad?

FREDERICK: No. Nor drunk.

VICTORIA: | don't understand. Who talked to you?

FREDERICK: Bill .

VICTORIA: Bill. Bill who?

FREDERICK: Bill Cardew.

VICTORIA: But, poor darling, he's dead.

FREDERICK: He showed no sign of it on the telephone.

VICTORIA: But, Freddie . . . Freddie. Oh, you're pulling
my leg. It's too beastly of you. How can you be so
heartless?

FREDERICK: Wadll, just wait and you'll see for yourself.
[Looking at his wrist watch.] In about two and a half
minutes now, | should think.

VICTORIA: [Coaxing him] Now, Freddie, don't be vindictive.
| dare say | was rather catty. | didn't mean it. You
know | adore you. You can have a fire in your study,
and damn the food controller. I'm sorry for dl | sad
just now. There, now, it's dl right, isn't it?

FREDERICK: Perfectly. But it's not going to prevent Bill
from walking into this room in about two minutes and
a quarter.

a
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VICTORIA: | sndl scream. It's not true. Oh, Freddie, if
you ever loved me, say it's not true.

FREDERICK: There's no need to take my word for it.

VICTORIA: But, Freddie, darling, do be sensble. Poor Bill
was killed at the Battle of Ypres. He was actually seen
to fal. He was reported dead by the War Office. You
know how distressed | was. | wore mourning and
everything. We even had a memoria service.

FREDERICK: | know. It'll want adevil of alot of explaining,
turning up like this.

VICTORIA: | shdl go stark, staring mad in a minute. How
do you know'it was Bill who spoke to you on the
telephone?

FREDERICK: He sad so.

VICTORIA: That proves nothing. Lots of people say they're
the Kaiser.

FREDERICK: Yes, but they speak from alunatic asylum. He
spoke from Harwich Station.

VICTORIA: | daresay it wassomebody dseof thesamename.

FREDERICK: That'sidictic, Victoria. | recognized hisvoice.

VICTORIA: What did he say exactly?

FREDERICK: Wel, he said he was at Harwich Station, and
would be in London at 3.13. And would | break it to
you?

VICTORIA: But he must have said more than that.

FREDERICK: No, not much.

VICTORIA: For goodness sake, tell me exactly what he
said—exactly.

FREDERICK: Wéel, | was just coming aong to take you out
to luncheon, when | was told | was wanted on the
telephone. A long-distance call—Harwich.

VICTORIA: | know. A segport town.
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FREDERICK: | gtrolled along and took up the receiver. |
sad: Is that you, darling?

VICTORIA: Why did you say that?

FREDERICK: That's dways agoQd.Ppeain& onthetelephone.
It puts the person at the other end at their esse.

VICTORIA:Idict.

FREDERICK: Somebody said: I sthat you, Freddie? | thought
| recognized the voice, and | felt dl funny. Yes | sad.
It's me, Bill, he said, Bill Cardew.

VICTORIA: For heaven's sake be quick about it,

FREDERICK: Hulloa, | sad, | thought you were dead. |
thought as much, he answered. How are you? | said.
Ai, he sad.

VICTORIA: What an idiotic conversation.

FREDERICK: Damnit dl, | had to say something.

VICTORIA: You ought to have said a thousand things.

FREDERICK: We only had three minutes.

VICTORIA: Wel, go on.

FREDERICK: He said: I'm just tootling up to London. I'll
be up a 3.13. You might go aong and bresk it: to
Victoria Right ho, | said. He said, So-long, and | sad
So-long. And we rang off.

VICTORIA: But that was before luncheon. Why didn? you
come at once and tell me?

FREDERICK: Totdl you thetruth I was a bit shaken by then.
| thought the first thing was to have a double whisky
and a smdl soda

VICTORIA: And what did you do then?

FREDERICK: Wéll, | sat down to think. | thought steadily
for a couple of hours.

VICTORIA: Andwhat haveyou thought?
FREDERICK: Nothing.
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VICTORIA: It seemshardly worthwhileto have gonewithout
your lunch.

FREDERICK: It's a devilish awkward position for me.

VICTORIA: For you? And what about me?

FREDERICK: After dl, Bill was my oldest pal. He may think
it rather funny that I've married his wife.

VICTORIA: Funny!

FREDERICK: On the other hand, he may not.
VICTORIA: Why didn't you tell me the moment you came
in, ingtead of talking about heaven knows what?
FREDERICK: It wasn't avery easy thingto say. | wastrying
to find an opportunity to dip it in casualy, don't you
know.

VICTORIA: [Furiously.] Wasting precious time,

FREDERICK: [Blandly] Darling, you surely don't think
making a scene is ever waste of time.

VICTORIA: Now we haven't got a chance to decide on any-
thing. | haven't even time to put a frock on.

FREDERICK: What the deuce do you want to put a frock
on for?

VICTORIA: After dl, | am hiswidow. I think it would be
only nice of me to be wearing mourning when he comes.
What did he say when you told him?

FREDERICK: When | told him what?

VICTORIA: How can you be so stupid! When you told him
you and | were married.

FREDERICK: But I didn't tell him.

VICTORIA: Do you mean to say that he's coming here under
the impression that I'm his wife?
FREDERICK: Why, naturaly.

VICTORIA: But why on earth didn't you tel him at once?
It was the only thing to do. Surely you see that.
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FREDERICK: It didn't strike me at the moment. Besdes, it's
rather a_ddicate thing to say on the telephone.

VICTORIA: Well, sorheonemusttell him.

FREDERICK: I've come to the conclusion that you're quite
the best person to do that.

VICTORIA: I? 1? 1? Do you think I'm going to do Al
yourdirty .work?

FREDERICK: | must say, | don't think it would come well
from me.

VICTORIA: I'm not going to deal my darling Bill thishitter,
bitter blow.

FREDERICK: By the way, it's—it's jolly he's dive, isn't it?

VICTORIA: Ripping.

FREDERICK: | amglad, aren't you?

VICTORIA: Yes, awfully glad.

FREDERICK: Then youll just bresk the news as gently as
you can, Victoria

VICTORIA: [As if she were weighing the matter.] | redly don't
think that's.my.province.

FREDERICK: [Exercising all his charm] Darling, you've got
so much tact. | never knew anyone who could ded
with a delicate situation as you can. You have such a
light hand. You're so sympathetic. And you've got
such a wonderful tenderness.

VICTORIA: | don't think you've got hold of the right line
a dl. There's only one way to manage a thing like
this. You just take him by thearm and say: Look here,
old man, the fact is ...

FREDERICK: [Interrupting] Victoria, you don't mean to say
you're willing to give up the chance of making the
biggest scene you've ever made in your life?

VICTORIA: Now 100K here, Freddie, this is the only thing
I've ever asked you to do for mein my life. You know
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how fral 1 am. I'm not feding a dl wdl. Youre the
only man | have to lean on.

FREDERICK: It's no good, Victoria. | won'ti

VICTORIA: [Furiously.] Damn you.

FREDERICK: By George, here heis.

VICTORIA: I've not even powdered my nose. Fortunately
| have no personal vanity.

[She begins to powder herself feverishly. The voice is
heard of someone coming up the stairs: Hulloa
Hullod Hulloal Then the door is flung open and
in bursts WILLIAM. He is a well-set-up, jovial
fellow', wearing at the moment a very shabby suit.

WILLIAM: Hereweareagain.

VICTORIA:Bill!

FREDERICK: Weas | right?

VICTORIA: | can hardly believe my eyes.

WILLIAM: Give me a kiss, old lady. [He seizes her in bis
armsand givesher aheartykiss. Then heturnsto FREDERICK.
They shake hands] Well, Freddie, old man, how's life?

FREDERICK: Al, thanks.

WILLIAM: Are you surprised to see me?

FREDERICK: Alittle.

VICTORIA: Infact, agood ded. -

WILLIAM: I'mjolly glad to see you here, Freddie, old man.
On the way up in the train | cursed, mysdf five times
for not having asked you to wait with Victoria till |
rolled up. | was afraid you might have some damned
feding of ddlicacy.

FREDERICK: 1?

WILLIAM: You s, it struck me you might think Victoria
and | would want to be aone just the first moment,
but | should have been as sick asadog if | hadn't seen
your ugly old face here to welcome me. By the way,
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you've neither of you sad you were glad to see me.

VICTORIA: Of course were glad, Bill darling.

FREDERICK: Rather.

WILLIAM: Tactful of meto get old Freddie to come round
and break the news to you, | think, Victoria

VICTORIA: Yes darling, and exactly like you.

WILLIAM: It'sjust like old times to hear you cal medarling
every other minute.

FREDERICK: It's one of Victorids favourite words.

WILLIAM: You know, | nearly didn't warn you. | thought
it would be rather a lark to break in on you in the
middle of the night. '

[FREDERICK andVICTORIA givealittle start.

VICTORIA: I'm just as glad you didn't do that, Bill.

WILLIAM: What ascene, my word. The degping beauty on
her virtuous couch. Enter a man in a shocking old
suit.  Shrieks of the deeping beauty. It is I, your
husband. Tableau.

VICTORIA: [To turn the conversation] You're quite right, it is
a shocking old suit. Where did you get it?

WILLIAM: | didntgetit. | pinchedit. | must say | wouldn't
mind getting into some decent things.

[He walks towards a door that leads out of VICTORIA'S
room.

VICTORIA: [Hastily.] Where are you going?

WILLIAM: | was going into my dressng-room. Upon my
soul, | Amost forget what I've got. | had a blue serge
suit that was rather dressy.

VICTORIA: I've put dl your clothes away, darling.

WILLIAM: Where?

VICTORIA: In camphor. You couldnt put them on until
they've been arer

WILLIAM: Hell, said the duchess
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[MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH comes in.  WILLIAM it standing
%0 that at first she does not see him.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: | think the little lamb is going on
nicey, Victoria ’

VICTORIA: [Swallowing] Mother.

WILLIAM: | was just going to ask about the kid.

[MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH jumps out of her skin. She
turns round and sees WILLIAM.

MRS, SHUTTLEWORTH: Who is that?

WILLIAM: Who the devil dyou think it is?

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: The language and the voice—Bill
Cardew's. Who is that?

WILLIAM: [Walking towards her.] Well, | may be a hit thinner
and it certainly is a shocking old suit.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Don't come near me or | shal
scream.

WILLIAM: You can't escgpe me. 1'm going to kiss you.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Take him away. Don't let him come
near me. Victoria, who is that man?

FREDERICK: WdlI, Mrs. Shuttleworth, it's Bill Cardew.

MRS, SHUTTLEWORTH: But he's dead.

FREDERICK: He doesn't seem to know it.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: It's absurd. Will someone wake
me up.

WILLIAM: Shdl | pinch her, and if so, where?

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: It'sahorribledream. Of coursehe's
dead. That man's an imposter.

WILLIAM: Shdl | show you the strawberry mark on my
left shoulder?

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: | tell you Bill Cardew's dead.
WILLIAM: Prove it.
MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: [Indigtantly] Prove it? The War
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Office announced it officialy; Victoria went into
mourning.

WILLIAM: Did shelook niceinit?

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Sweet. Perfectly swest. | ingstedon
her going to Mathilde. Mourning must be well made
or d=eit looks nothing at dl. Why, we had a memoria
[vice

FREDERICK: Fullychord.

WILLIAM: Didyouhaveamemoria servicefor me, Victoria?
That was nice of you.

VICTORIA: It wasvery well attended.

WELIKLAM: i», glad it wasn't a frost.

FREDERICK: | sat/) old man, we don't want to hurry you,

" you know, but were dl waiting for some sort of
explanation.

WILLIAM: | was coming to that. | wasjust giving youtime
to get over your first raptures at seeing me again. Have
you got over them?

FREDERICK: | can only speak for mysdlf.

WILLIAM: Wél, you know, | was damned badly wounded.

FREDERICK: Yes, a Ypres. A fellow saw you fal. He sad
you were shot through the head. He just stopped a
minute, and saw you were killed, and went on.

WILLIAM: A superficial observer. | wasn't. | waseventualy
picked up and taken to Germany.

VICTORIA: Why didn'tyouwrite?

WILLIAM: Well, | think | must have been rather dotty for
abit. I don't know exactly how long | was in hospital,
but when | began to St up and take nourishment |
couldn't remember a damned thing. My memory had
completely gone.

MRS.SHUTTLEWORTH: Strange. To my mind very strange.
WILLIAM: | think my wound must have made me a bit
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irritable. When | was being taken dong to a camp |
had a difference of opinion with a German officer, and
| lad him out. By George, they nearly shot me for
that. Anyhow, they sentenced me to about a hundred
and fifty years imprisonment, and prevented me from
writing, or making any sgn that | was dive.

VICTORIA: But your memory came back?

WILLIAM: Yes, gradualy. And, of course, | redized then
that you'd think | was dead. But | had no means of
letting you know.

FREDERICK: You might have wired from Rotterdam.

WILLIAM: The lines were so congested. They told me I'd
arrive before my wire.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: It'sdl quite probable.

WILLIAM: More or less, | flatter mysef. But you can bet
your lifegjon”one thing: I'm not dead, and, what's more,
| propose to live for another forty years, if not fifty.

[TAYLOR comesin.

TAYLOR: If you please, maam, where shdl | put the gentle-
man's things? He told me to bring them upstairs.

WILLIAM: Oh, it's only afew odds and ends for the journey
that | got on my way. Put them in the dressingroom.

VICTORIA: No, leave that for the moment, Taylor. Well
decide presently.

TAYLOR: Very good, madam.

[She goes out.

WILLIAM: What's the matter with the dresing-room,
Victoria?

VICTORIA: My poor darling, don't forget your arrival is a
complete surprise. Nothing is ready.

WILLIAM: Don't let that worry you. After what I've been
used to, | can pigdt anywhere. [Looking at the bed]
By George, a spring mattress. Father will degp without
rocking to-night.
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MR% SHUTTLEWORTH: [Firmly] Something's got to be
one.

WILLIAM: How dyou mean?
VICTORIA: [Hurriedly.] We haven't got a cook.

WILLIAM: Oh, you needn't bother about that. Freddie and
| will do the cooking. My specidity is a grilled stesk.
What can you do, Freddie?

FREDERICK: | can boil an egg.

WILLIAM: Splendid. --They always say that's the one thing
a chef can't do, Nothing to worry about. Well get in
some pditi defoiegras and a few oysers, and there you
ae. Now let's have alook at the kid.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Hes not very well to-day. | don't
think he should leave his bed.

WILLIAM: Oh, dl right. I'l toddle up and see him. |
haven't made his lordship's acquaintance yet. What's
his name?

VICTORIA: [Rather nervoudy.] Don't you remember, just

before you went away, you sad you'd like him caled
Frederick if he was a boy.

WILLIAM: Yes, | know | did, but you sad you'd see me
Eamcréed. You'd quite made up your mind to cdl him
ancelot.

VICTORIA: When | thought you were dead | felt | must
respect your wishes.

WILLIAM: It must have been a shock if it took you like that.

VICTORIA: Of course, | asked Freddie to be godfather. -

WILLIAM: Has the old ruffian been a stand-by to you while
I've been away?

VICTORIA: | ... I've seen a good ded of him.

W”BI'-IﬁM: | felt you were safe with him, you know. Hesa
orick.
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FREDERICK: | say, you might spare my blusheswhileyou're
about it.

VICTORIA: He was very kind to me during my—bereave-
ment.

WILLIAM: Dear old chap. | knew you were a tower of
strength.

FREDERICK: [Sweatingfreely.] | ... | did what | could, you
know.

WILLIAM: Wdl, don't be so modest about it.
MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: [Morefirmly] | tell you something
must be done.

WILLIAM: My dear Victoria, what is the matter with your
mother?

FREDERICK: [Trying to change the conversation] | think we
might bust ourselves and have some bubbly to-night,
Victoria.

WILLIAM: And damn the expense.

FREDERICK: | wonder ifit'sarrived yet. | told them to send
a case in the day before yesterday.

WILLIAM: Have you been running the cellar? Rash to let
him do that, Victoria, very rash.

VICTORIA: | know nothing about wine.

WILLIAM: Freddie knows a thing or two. | say, do you
remember that last time we went on a bat together?
You were blind to the world.

FREDERICK: Go to blazes! | was nothing of the sort.

WILLIAM: Pretty little thing that was. Are you as thick
with her as you used to be?

[VICTORIA draws herself up and looks daggers at
FREDERICK.

FREDERICK: [With dignity] | haven't an idea who you're
referring to.
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WILLIAM: Oh, my dear old boy, don't put any frills on.
Victoriads a married woman, and she knows what the
lads of the village are when they get out. A very nice
little girl indeed, Victoria. If | hadn't been a married
man I'd have had a shot at cutting Freddie out.

VICTORIA: 'lcily] He aways told me he'd never looked at
awoman in his life. .

WILLIAM: Youshouldn't encouragetheyoungtolie. That's
what they al say. Rapid. These wretched aeroplane
fellows have been turning out engine after engine, and
they can't keep pace with him. Tak of a lurid past;
Mrs. Shuttleworth, veil your face.

FREDERICK: My poor Bill, your memory! When you
recovered it, I'm afraid you remembered al sorts of
things that had never happened.

WILLIAM: Past, did | say? Unless I'm very much mistaken,
his present wouldn't bear the closest inspection.

FREDERICK: By George, I've hit it. The poor fellow thinks
he's being funny.

WILLIAM: [Going on.] | don't blame you. Make hay while
the sun shines. | admire the way you can make love to
three women at a time and make each one believe she's
the only one you've ever really cared for.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: 'Witb determination] If someone
doesn't do something a once | shdl do it mysdlf.

WILLIAM: [In a whisper to VICTORIA, pointing at MRS.
SHUTTLEWORTH.] Air raids?

[At that moment a baby's wail is heard outside.
VICTORIA: [Withagitation.] Willie.

WILLIAM: Hulloa, what's that? Is that the kid? [He goes
swiftly to the door and opens it. The crying is heard more
loudly' Why, it's coming upstairs. Y ou told methe kid
was in the nursgly. [Addressing the nurse] Bring him
aong and let me have a look at him.
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[A nurse, in a neatgrey uniform, comes in with a baby in her
arms.

VICTORIA: {Desperately] Freddie, do something, even if it's
only something stupid.

FREDERICK: Theonly thingthat occursto meistostand on
my head.

WILLIAM: [Jovially] Hulloa, hulloa, hulloa.

FREDERICK: That's not theway to talk to a baby, you owl.

WILLIAM: Not such a baby as al that. Can he speak yet,
Nurse?

NURSE: Oh no, sr, not yet.

WILLIAM: Rather backward, isn't he? Not what | should
have expected in a son of mine.

[The NURSE gives him a look of surprise, and then with a
look at VICTORIA assumes an appearance of extreme
primness.

NURSE: | never knew ababy talk asyoung asthat, Sir.
WILLIAM: Upon my soul, there's not much of him. Looks
tomerather astumer. | think we've been done, Victoria.

NURSE: [Indignantly] Oh, I don't think you ought to say
that, sir. He's avery fineboy. He weighs more than a
good many dowhenthey're six months.

WILLIAM: What's that? How old is he?

NURSE: Four months last Tuesday, sSr.

WILLIAM: Y ou'vebeenbusyinmyabsence, Victoria.

VICTORIA: Freddie, for goodness sake speak. Don't stand
there like a stuffed tomato.

MRS, SHUTTLEWORTH: Leavetheroom, Nannie.

[The NURSE, pursing her lips, intrigued and perplexed,
goes out.

FREDERICK: [Trying to take it lightyjy The fact is, you've
made rather an absurd mistake.Y ou've been away so
long that of course there's agood deal you don't know.
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WILLIAM: I'm asimple creature.

FREDERICK: Wéll, to cut along story short——

WILLIAM: What story?

FREDERICK: | wish youwouldn'tinterrupt me. I'm telling

you as quickly as | can. To cut along story short, the
infant that's just gone out of the room is not your son.

WILLIAM: | had asort of suspicion hewasn't. | tell you that
frankly.

VICTORIA: Oh, the fool. The blithering nincompoop.

WILLIAM: Well, who the deuce is his father?

FREDERICK: In point of fact, | am.

WILLIAM: You? You don't mean to say you're married?

FREDERICK: Lots of people are. In fact, marriage has been
quite the thing during the war.

WILLIAM: Why on earth didn't you tell me?

FREDERICK: Hangit al, man, you've been dead for thelast
threeyears. How could 1?

WILLIAM: [Seizing his hand.] W, I'm jolly glad to hear it,
old chap. | knew you'd be caught one of these days.
Y ou were awily old bird, but—ah, well, we al come to
it. My very best congratulations.

FREDERICK: That's awfully good of you. I'm—er—I'm
staying here, you know.

WILLIAM: Are you? That's first rate. Is your missus here
too?

FREDERICK: It's rather difficult to explain.

WILLIAM: Don't tell me she's only got one eye.

FREDERICK: Can't you guess why I'm staying here?

WILLIAM: No. [He looks round the room and his eyes fall on
MRS. SHUTTLEWORth]. You don't mean to say you've
married Victoria's mother?

FREDERICK: No, not _exactly.
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WILLIAM: What does he mean by not exactly! | hope you
Ihaven‘t been trifling with thg_affections of my mother-in-

aw.

MBS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Dol look asif | werethemother of
that baby?

WILLIAM: We livein an age of progress. One should keep
an open mind about things.

FREDERICK: Y ouquitemisunderstandme, Bill.

WILLIAM: Is there nothing between you and Victorias
mother?

FREDERICK: Certainly not.

WILLIAM: Well, I'm sorry. | should have liked to be your
son-in-law. And you would have done the right thing by
her, wouldn't you?

VICTORIA: Redly, Bill, I don't think you should talk about
my mother like that.

WILLIAM: If he'scompromised her he ought to marry her.

VICTORIA: He hasn't compromised her and he can't marry
her.

WILLIAM: | don't want to seeminquisitive, but if you didn't
marry Victoria's mother, who did you marry?

FREDERICK:Damnyou,l marriedVictoria

END OF THE FIRST ACT



THE SECOND ACT

The drawing-room at VICTORIA'S house. It is very hizarre.
VICTORIA hasput the decoration into the hands of an artist in
futurism, and the result is very modern, outrageous, fantastic,
but not ugly. Thereis no fire in thegrate and all the windows are
open. FREDERICK is sitting in agreatcoat "with a rug round bis
legs, reading thepaper. MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH enters.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: I'm going now.
FREDERICK: Areyou?

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: I'm taking my dear little grand-
children away with me.

FREDERICK: Areyou?

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Y ou don't ssemin avery good temper
this morning.

FREDERICK: I'm not.
MRS.SHUTTLEWORTHI Victoriawill bedownpresently.
FREDERICK:Willshe?

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: I shouldhavethoughtyou'd ask how
she was after that dreadful shock.
FREDERICK: Wouldyou?

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: She's better, poor darling, but she's
terribly shaken. | put her to bed at once with hot-water
bottles. :

FREDERICK: Didyou?

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Of course, she was totaly unfit to
discuss this terrible situation yesterday.

FREDERICK: Was she?
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MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Surely you can see that for yourself.
The only thing was to keep her perfectly quiet till shed
had time to recover alittle.

FREDERICK: Was it?

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: But this morning | have no doubt
you'll find her prepared to go into the matter.

FREDERICK: Shdl I?

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: If you have nothing ése you wish to
say to me | think I'll go now.

FREDERICK: Will you?

[MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH purses her lips very tight andgoes
towards the door. At that moment TAYLOR comes in.

TAYLOR: Mr. Leicester Paton has caled, madam. Mrs.
Lowndes says, will you see him a minute. She's just
getting out of her bath.

MRS. SHUTTLE”DRTH: Certainly. Show himin here.

TAYLOR: Very good, madam,

[ Exit.

FREDERICK: Il go.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: | wonderwhat hewants.

FREDERICK: PerhapshewantsVictoriaspermissionto pay
you his addresses.

[Hegoes out. In a minute TAYLOR announces LEICESTER
PATON and then goes out.

TAYLOR: Mr. Leicester Paton.

PATON: Y our daughter rang me up thismorning. | thought
the best thing | could do was to come along at once.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: That's too good of you. I'm sure if
anything can be done you are the man to do it.

PATON: It's an extraordinary situation.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Of course, | think it was very
inconsiderate of Bill to turn up like that.

PATON: Poor thing, she must be quite upset.
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MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: Wel, | can only tell you that the
shock entirely took the wave out of her hair. She only
had it done yesterday, and it was as straight as atelegraph
pole this morning.

PATON: You don't say so.

MRS, SHUTTLEWORTH: Heresheis

[VICTORIA comes in. She has her dressing-gown on and
bedroom dlippers. Her hair is only par fly done,, but she
manages to look perfectly ravishing.

VICTORIA: | didn't want to keep you waiting. | came down
just as | was. You mustn't look at me.

PATON: | can't helpit.

VICTORIA: What nonsense. | know | look a perfect fright,
but fortunately | have no personal vanity.

PATON: [Holding her hand] What a catastrophe! You must
be beside yourself.

VICTORIA: [With a charming smile] | knew | could rely on
your sympathy.

PATON: What in heaven's name are you going to do?

VICTORIA: It'sbecausel haven't anideathat | telephonedto
you. You see you've taught me to bring al my diffi-
culties to you.

PATON: To whom ese should you bring them? We must
think. We must discuss the matter.

VICTORIA: Thepositionisimpossible.

PATON: It's wonderful that you bear it so bravely. | was
expecting to find you in a state of collapse.

VICTORIA: [With aflash ofthe eyes] With you to lean on?

PATON: | suppose you've been having the most terrible
scenes.

VICTORIA: Heartrending. Y ou see, they both adoreme.

PATON: And you?

VICTORIA: I? | only want to do—my duty.
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PATON: How likeyou! How exactly like you.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: If there'snothingmorel candofor
you, darling | think Il go now.

VICTORIA: Do, darling.

MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH: [Shaking handswith LEICESTER PATON]
Be very kind to her.

PATON; Il try.

[MRS. SHUTTLEWORTH goes ott.

VICTORIA: [Almost tenderly.] It was sweet of you to come
and see me a once. | was afraid you wouldn't have
time.

PATON: Do youimaginel should alow anything to stand in
the way when you sent for me?

VICTORIA: Oh, but you know | shouldn't like to think that
you were putting yourself out on my account.

PATON: I wish| could pretend | were. Asamatter of fact, |
was only going down to see a place I've just bought in
the country, and as | wanted to try my new Ralls |
thought I'd kill two birds with one stone.

VICTORIA: | didn't know youwere buying aplace.

PATON: Oh, it's a very modest little affair. The park is not
more than three hundred acres, and there are only
twenty-eight bedrooms. But you see, I'm a bachelor. |
want so little.

VICTORIA: Whereisit?

PATON: It's near Newmarket.

VICTORIA: A very nice neighbourhood.

PATON: A maninmy positionis bound to do something for
the good of the country, and it seems to me that to
patronize a good old English sport, which gives em-
ployment to numbers of respectable men, is an occupa
tion which is truly patriotic. I'm going to take up
racing.
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VICTORIA: | think it's splendid of you. So many men waste
their money on their own sdlfish pleasures. It's such a
relief to come across anyone who is determined to make
a thoroughly good use of it. I've often wondered that
you didn't go into Parliament.

PATON: For the last four years I've been too busy winning
the war to bother about governing the nation.

VICTORIA: Yes, but now. They want strong men of keen
intelligence and dominating personality.

PATON: It's not impossible that very soon | shdl have the
opportunity to show of what metal | am made. But not
in the House of Commons.

VICTORIA: [All topieces] In the House of Lords?

PATON: [Roguishly.] Ah, you mustn't ask me to betray the
confidence of the Prime Minister.

VICTORIA: You'll look sweetin scarlet and ermine.

PATON: [Gallantly.] But it's too bad of me to talk about my
concerns when yours are so much more important.

VICTORIA: Oh, you can't think how | love to hear you talk
about yoursdlf. One feels a brain behind every word you
say.

PATON: It's easy to be brilliant when one has a sympathetic
listener.

VICTORIA: Of course, Bill and Freddie are dear good
fellows, but their conversation is alittle limited. During
the war it was rather smart to talk about guns, and flying
machines, and flea-bags, but now . . .

PATON: | understand you so well, dear lady.
VICTORIA: Why do you cdl me that?

PATON: Out of pure embarrassment. | don't know whether
to cal you Mrs. Cardew or Mrs. Lowndes.

VICTORIA: Why don't you split the difference and cdl me
Victoria?
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PATON: May I1?
VICTORIA: [Giving him her hand.] It will make me fed that
you are not an entire stranger to me.

PATON: [With surprise] Your wedding rings? You aways
used to wear two.

VICTORIA: Aslong as | thought that poor Bill was dead |
didn't want to forget him.

PATON: Butwhy haveyou removed them both?

VICTORIA: I'mdl a sea I'm married to two men, and | fed
asif | were married to neither.

PATON: | wish you weren't. | wish with al my heart you
weren't.

VICTORIA: How emphatic you are. Why?

PATON: Can't you guess?

VICTORIA: [Looking down.] | must be very stupid.

PATON: Don't you know that | dote upon you? | curse my
unhappy fate that | didn't meet you before you were
married.

VICTORIA: Would you have asked meto marry you?
PATON: Morning, noon and night until you consented.

VICTORIA: | never want a Paris model so much as when |
know it's just been sold to somebody else. | wonder if
you'd want to marry me if | were free?

PATON: Yes. With al my heart.

VICTORIA: But I'm not free.

PATON: Andyou—ifyou were, would you marry me?
VICTORIA: Tdl me,why doyouwear spats?

PATON: | think they're so neat.

VICTORIA: Oh, not because you suffer from cold feet?
PATON: Oh no, my circulation is excellent.

VICTORIA: | don't believe you're the sort of man who'd ever
'take no for an answer.
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PATON: You're perfectly adorable.

VICTORIA: [With a smile, shyly] | wonder if you'd take me
out to luncheon?

PATON: Give me the chance.

VICTORIA: I'll just dress myself. Come back in haf an hour,
and you'll find me ready.

PATON: Very well.

VICTORIA: Good-bye for the present.

[Theygo out together. WILLIAM'S voice is heard outside.

WILLIAM: Victoria. [He comes in, but sees nobody in the room]
Hulloa [ Shouting.] Freddie.

FREDERICK: [Outside] Hulloa

WILLIAM: Freddie.

[FREDERICK comesin with his rug and hispaper.

WILLIAM: | say, | can'tfind my boots.

FREDERICK: Y our boots? What do you want your boots
for?

WILLIAM: To put them on. What else d'you think | want
them for?

FREDERICK: | saw them lying about. | thought I'd better
put them away in case of accidents.

WILLIAM: Silly ass. Where did you put them?

FREDERICK: | wasjust trying tothink.

WILLIAM: You don't mean to say you don't know where
they are.

FREDERICK: Of coursel know wherethey are becausel put
them there, but | don't happen to remember just at the
moment.

WILLIAM: Wéll, youhurry upand remember.

FREDERICK: Don't fuss me. | can't possibly remember if
you fuss me

WILLIAM: Try andthink whereyou put them.
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FREDERICK: [Looking doubtfully at avase] | know | didn't put
them in one of the flower vases.

WILLIAM: So | should hope.
FREDERICK: They might be in the cod-scuttle.
WILLIAM: Ifthey arel'll black your face with them.

FREDERICK: [Looking in the scuttle, with triumph.] | said they
weren't in the coa scuittle.

WILLIAM: Fathead. | don't want to know where they're
not. | want to know where they are.

FREDERICK: If | knew that | shouldn't be hunting for them.

WILLIAM: If you don't find them in two and a half seconds
I'll break every boneinyour body.

FREDERICK: It's no good losing your hair about it. If we
can't find your boots we can't.

WILLIAM: [lrritably.] | say, what the devil have you got dll
the windows open for?

FREDERICK: | wastrying to warm the room a bit. Besides,
they say it's healthy.
WILLIAM: A short life and a merry one for me. | like afug.
[He shuts the windows.
FREDERICK: That won't makeit any warmer. I'vetried that.
WILLIAM: Youslly ass why don't youlight the fire?

FREDERICK: Don't be so damned unpatriotic. Victoria
must have afirein her bedroom, and we must have one
in the nursery.

WILLIAM: Why?

FREDERICK: For the children’s bath.

WILLIAM: [Astonished.] What, every day?
FREDERICK: Y es, theywashchildrenal ot nowadays.
WILLIAM: Poorlittlebeggars.

FREDERICK: Jumping up and going towards him] Where the
devil did you get that suit?
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WILLIAM: Rather saucy, | flatter myself. Victoria sent it in
to me.

FREDERICK: Sheneedn'thavesent youtheonly new suit1've
had since thewar. Upon my soul, | think it's a bit thick.

WILLIAM: Wel, you didn't like the suit | wore yesterday.
You can't expect me to go about infig-leavesunless you
have the house properly warmed.

FREDERICK: If you'd had the decency to ask me you might
have had this suit I've got on.

WILLIAM: Thanks, but | don't altogether like that one. It's
a hit baggy at the knees for me.

FREDERICK: Y ou'revery muchmistakenif youthink you're
going to wear dl the new clothes and I'm going to wear
al the old ones.

WILLIAM: If you're going to be shirty about it, where the
devil did you get that pin?

FREDERICK: Oh, Victoria gave it me on my birthday.

WILLIAM: Wdl, it'smine. She gaveit me on my birthday
first. And where did you get those links?

FREDERICK: Victoria gave them to me as a Christmas
present. °

WILLIAM: Oh, did she? Shegavethemto measaChristmas
present before she gave themto you. Youjolly wel take
them off.

FREDERICK: I'll sze you blowed first. At your death you left
everything to her in your will. If she chose to give them
to me it's no business of yours.

WILLIAM: Wéel, I'm not going to argue about it, but | think
it's dashed bad form to swank about in a dead man's
jewellery.

FREDERICK: Bytheway, didyouever haveahammeredgold
Cigarette-case?

WILLIAM: Rather. That was Victorias wedding present to
me. Did you get it too?
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FREDERICK: Thrifty woman, Victoria

WILLIAM: | say, unless | have afirel shal turn into the
Albert Memoridl.

FREDERICK: Applyamatchandseewhat happens.

WILLIAM: Thanks—I will.

[Hestrikesa match andlights the fire. Theflamesleap up.

FREDERICK: Now I'll take my coat off. Victoria will be
furious.

WILLIAM: That's your look out. You'll have to take the
responsibility.

FREDERICK: It's got nothing to do with me. You'e the
master of this house.

WILLIAM: Notatal. I ambut anhonoured guest.

FREDERICK: Oh no, the moment you appeared | sank into
insignificance.

WILLIAM: My dear fdlow, where did | degp last night? In
the spare bedroom. That proves conclusively that | am a
guest and nothing more.

FREDERICK: Andwherethedevil doyouthink| dept? Here.

WILLIAM: Why did you do that? Y ou were perfectly sober
when | went to bed.

FREDERICK: Victoriasaid | couldn't deepin the next room
to hers now you were back.

WILLIAM: Oh, well, | dare say you made yourself very
comfortable on the sofa.

FREDERICK: Look at thedamned thing.

WILLIAM: By theway, what'sthe matter withthefurniture?

FREDERICK: When you were killed Victoria was naturally

very much upset, so she had the drawing-room re-
decorated.

WILLIAM: | dare say I'm not very bright so early in the
morning, but | don't quite see the connection.
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FREDERICK: You s the old room had too many painful
associations.  She wanted to distract her mind.

WILLIAM: Oh, | was under the impression that you'd
undertaken that.

FREDERICK: [With dignity] | was sympathetic. That is
surely what you would have liked me to be.

WILLIAM: Of course. I'm not blaming you.

FREDERICK: If you'd seen Victoria in tears you couldn't
expect a man not to try and console her.

WILLIAM: Shé's the only woman | ever knew who looks as
pretty when she cries as when she smiles. It's a great
power.

FREDERICK: | knew you'dtakeit likeasensible man.

WILLIAM: Quite so.

FREDERICK: Whenwouldyoulikemetoclear out?

WILLIAM: My dear fellow, why should you wish to do that?
Surely you don't for a moment imagine that | ahdl be
in the way. | propose to make my visit quite a brief one.

FREDERICK: I'm sorry to hear that. Victoriawill be dis-
appointed. But of course that's no concern of mine.
You and your wife must arrange that between you.

WILLIAM: My dear old thing, you entirely misunderstand
me. | am not the man to come between husband and
wife.

FREDERICK: What the devil do you mean?
WILLIAM: Well, if it comes to that, what the devil do you
mean?
[VICTORIA comes in. She now wears a most beaming
morning dress.  She carries a hox of chocolates.
VICTORIA: Good-morning.
[Shegoesto WILLIAM and giveshimher cheektokiss.
WILLIAM: Good-morning.
VICTORIA: Good-morning.
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[She goes up to FREDERICK and gives him the other cheek to
kiss.

FREDERICK: Good-morning.

VICTORIA: [With a nod of the head towards WILLIAM.] | went
to him first because he's been away so long.

FREDERICK: Naturally. And he was your husband long
before | was.

VICTORIA: | don't want either of you to be jealous of the
other. | adore you both and I'm not going to show any
favouritism.

FREDERICK: | don't see why he should have the spare bed-
room, while | have to double up on the drawing-room
sofa

WILLIAM: | likethat. What about thefatted calf?

FREDERICK: Not unlessyou've brought your couponswith
you.

VICTORIA: [Catchingsight ofthe fire] Wholit that fire?

FREDERICK: He did.

WILLIAM: It was your match.

[VICTORIA draws up a chair and sits down infront of the
fire in such a way as to prevent any warmth from
getting into the room.

VICTORIA: [Eating a chocolate  Of course you don't care if
we run so short of coal that my wretched babies die of
double pneumonia. It's simply crimina to have a fire
here.

WILLIAM: I'm tortured by the pangs of remorse. But, need
you monopolizeit?

VICTORIA: Ifthereisafirel may aswdl get somebenefit out
of it.

FREDERICK: Arethosechocolatesyou'reeating, Victoria?

VICTORIA: Yes, Bobbie Curtis sent them to me. They're
delicious.
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FREDERICK: Arethey?

VICTORIA: It'ssohardto get good chocolatesjust now.

FREDERICK: I knowitis. | haven't tasted onefor months.

VICTORIA: [Biting a chocolate  Oh, this one's soft indde.
How hateful. Would either of you like it?

WILLIAM: [Ironically.] Itssemsapity towasteit, Victoria

VICTORIA: [Eatingit.] | daresay you'reright. Oneoughtn't
to be too particular in war-time.

WILLIAM: Ah, | supposethat's what you thought when you
married Freddie.

VICTORIA: | did that for your sake, darling. Hewas sucha
pa of yours.

FRE’%E&?ICK: She was simply inconsolable when you were

illed.

WILLIAM: It'slucky youwerethereto consoleher.

VICTORIA: It was Freddie who broke the news to me. He
thought of the memoria service. He came to see me
twice aday.

WILLIAM: And with your practical mind | suppose you
thought it hardly worth his while to wear out shoe-
leather when a trifling ceremony might save him the
journey.

VICTORIA: Of course we waited the year. | told him he
mustn't think of it till the year was up.

WILLIAM: With leather so expensive? But you always had
nice fedlings, Victoria.

VICTORIA: You know how helpless | am without a man. |
knew you wouldn't wish me to remain a widow.

FREDERICK: | felt | wastheproper person to look after her.

WILLIAM: Theway you'veboth of you sacrificed yourselves
for my sake is almost more than | can bear. | can only
hopeh E)hat you didn't have to force your inclinaions too
much?
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FREDERICK: What do you mean by that?

WILLIAM: Well, snceitappearsyoumarriedentirely formy
sake, | presume there was nothing between you but—
shall we say esteem?

VICTORIA: Oh, but, Bill darling, didn't | tell you that |
adored Freddie? It was his wonderful friendship for you
that won my heart.

FREDERICK: Shewas so devoted toyou, Bill, | should have
been a brute not to care for her.

WILLIAM: Onewouldamost think you fell inlove with one
another.

VICTORIA: Only over your dead body, darling.
FRIED ERICK: I should havethought you'd berather touched
y it.
WILLIAM: Itgivesmequitealumpinmythroat.
FREDERICK: And Victorianever forgot you, old man. Did
you, Victoria?
VICTORIA: Never.

FREDERICK: I know quitewell that | only camesecondinher
heart. So long as you were round and about she would
never have thought of me.

WILLIAM: Oh, | don't know about that. Even the most
constant woman likes a change now and then.

FREDERICK: No, no. | know Victorids faithful heart. She
can never really love any man but you. Victoria, you
know how | adore you. You are the only woman in the
world for me. But | redlize that there is only one thing
for me to do. Bill has come back. There is only one
course open to me as a gentleman and a man of honour.
It is a bitter, bitter sacrifice, but | am equd to it. |
renounce al rightsin you. | will go away, awiser and a
sadder man, and leave you to Bill. Good-bye, Victoria

Wipe your mouth and give me one more kiss before we
part for ever.
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VICTORIA: Oh, how beautiful of you, Freddie. What asoul
you've got.

FREDERICK: Good-bye, Victoria Forget me and live
happily with a better man than .

VICTORIA: | shdl never forget you, Freddie. Good-bye.
Go quickly or | shall break down.

[WILLIAM has planted himself firmly infront of the door.
FREDERICK goes up to him with outstretched hand,.

FREDERICK: Good-bye, Bill. Bekindto her. | couldn't do
'ithis for anyone but you.

WILLIAM: [Deliberately] Nothing doing.

FREDERICK: lamgoingoutof yourlifeforever.

WILLIAM: Notinthoseboots.

FREDERICK: Damn it dl, what's the matter with them?
They're not yours.

WILLIAM: A figure of speech, my lad.

FREDERICK: | don't think this is exactly the moment for
flippancy. You get away from that door.

WILLIAM: Y oushall only passover my dead body.

FREDERICK: What's the good of that? | shouldn't get the
chance then.

VICTORIA: Bill, why prolong a painful scene?

WILLIAM: My dear Victoria, | am not the man to accept a
sacrificelikethat. No. The War Office has decided that
I'm dead. You've had a memorial service. You've
redecorated the drawing-room. You are happy. It
would be monstrously selfish if | disturbed a state of
thingswhichiseminently satisfactory to you both. | will
not come between you.

VICTORIA: Oh, Bill, how noble.

WILLIAM: Victoriag, | am a gentleman and a soldier. This
being that you see before you, notwithstanding the
tolerable suit he wears, is a disembodied wraith. To dl
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intents and purposes | am as dead as mutton. | will
remain so.

FREDERICK: Victoriawill never behappy withmenow that
you've come back.

WILLIAM: Notanotherword. Sheisyours.

FREDERICK: My dear Bill, you know me very little. | am
lazy, selfish, bad-tempered, mean, gouty, and pre-
disposed to cancer, tuberculosis, and diabetes.

WILLIAM: Thisisterrible, my poor Freddie. Y ou must take
the greatest care of your health, and dear Victoriawill do
her best to correct your defects of character.

FREDERICK: If youreally loved her youwouldn't exposeher
to the certain misery that it must be to live with a man
like me.

WILLIAM: Freddie, old man, | can no longer conceal from
you that with a constitution ruined by dissipation in my
youth and broken by the ravages of war | have not much
longer to live. Besides, Victoria knows only too well
that | am vindictive and overbearing, extravagant,
violent and mendacious.

VICTORIA: | understanditall. You'rebothsonoble. You're
both so heroic. Y ou're both so unselfish.

[TAYLOR comes in.

TAYLOR: If you please, maam, someone to see you from the
Alexandra Employment Agency.

[ She bands her a dlip of paper.
VICTORIA: Oh,sendherinatonce.
TAYLOR: Very good, madam.

[Exit.

VICTORIA: A cook. A cook. A cook.
FREDERICK: Goodbusiness. Issheplainor good?
VICTORIA: Plain and good.
WILLIAM: Howlikeawoman.
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[TAYLOR shows in MRS. POGSON and closes the door
behind her. MRS. POGSON is large and heavy and
authoritative. She is dressed like the widow of an
undertaker.

MRS. POGSON: Good-morning.
VICTORIA: Good-morning.

[MRS. POGSON looks round her, and seeing a handy chair
sits down on it.

MRS. POGSON: | ‘ave your name on the list the Alexandra
gave me as requiring a cook. | don't know as | very
much like this neighbourhood, but | thought I'd just pop
in and see if the position looked like suiting me.

VICTORIA: [Ingratiatingly.] I'm sureyou'd find it a very nice
one.

MRS. POGSON: | couldn't stand themair-raidsand | madeup
my mind | wouldn't come back to London not so long as
thewar lasted. And the streets dl dark and | don't know
what al. But of course | prefer London.

VICTORIA: Naturally.

MRS. POGSON: And now that the war's over if | can find
anything that suits me | don't mind coming back. Why
did the last cook leave you?

VICTORIA: Shewasgoingtobemarried.

MRS. POGSON: Ah, that'swhat al youladiessay. Of course,
it may be s0, and on the other 'and it may not.

VICTORIA: Shetold me she hadn't had anicer place for the
last three months.

MRS. POGSON: Now before we go any further I'd just like to
know one thing. Have you got a garage?

VICTORIA: Wel, we have, but there are no carsinit. We
sold our car.

MRS. POGSON: Oh, well, that would be very convenient. |
aways bring my Ford with me.

T
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VICTORIA: Yes, of course

MRS. POGSON: Do you keep men-servants?

VICTORIA: No, I'm afraid not.

MRS. POGSON: [Severely] I've aways been used to men-
servants.

VICTORIA: You see, snce the war . . .

MRS. POGSON: Oh, you don't ‘ave to tell me. | know it's
very difficult. And | suppose you 'aven't got a kitchen-
maid either?

VICTORIA: Onecan't get onefor loveor money.

MRS. POGSON: That's a thing | shdl never forgive the
Government for. Taking al them girls and putting them
in munitions. tll, that's not your fault, | will say that.
Theré's many cooks | know as say they will not go
without a kitchen-maid, but | say, it's war-time and
everyone ought to do his bit. If | must do without a
kitchen-maid, well, | will do without a kitchen-maid.

VICTORIA: Ithinkit'svery patrioticof you.

MRS. POGSON: Of course, | leave you to makeany arrange-
ments you like about lighting the kitchen fire. All I ask
is that it should be aight when | come down in the
morning.

VICTORIA: Ohl' Naturadly, | see your point. But | don't
quite know how | should manage about that.

MRS. POGSON: In my last position the gentleman of the
house lit the fire every morning,

VICTORIA: Oh, | hadn't thought of that.

WILLIAM: I wouldn'tif | wereyou, Victoria

MRS. POGSON: A very nicegentleman hewastoo. Brought
me up a cup of tea and a dice of thin bread and butter
every day before | got up.

VICTORIA: I'm sure wed do everything we could to make
you comfortable.
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MRS. POGSON: What cooking would you require?

VICTORIA: I'msureyou'd satisfy usthere. | can seeat once
that you're afirst-rate cook.

MRS. POGSON: | don't ‘old with alot of fancy things mesdlf,
not in war-time. | say, be thankful you get anything to
ed at dl.

VICTORIA: Of course, | know it's very difficult to have a
great variety now. I'm sure you'll do the best you can.
Were out for luncheon a good ded and we dine at
eight.

MRS. POGSON: Of course, you can please yourselvesthere,
but | never do any cooking after middie-day.

VICTORIA: That'srather awkward.

MRS. POGSON: If you don't think I'll suit you | needn't
waste any more of my time. 1've got ten to a dozen ladies
that | must interview this morning.

VICTORIA: Oh, | wouldn't make a point of that. | dare say
we can arrange our hours to suit you.

MRS. POGSON: Wdll, | aways serve up my dinner a one
oclock. A nice little bit of meat and a milk pudding.
And should you want anything after that you can always
‘ave the cold meat for your supper and any little sweet |
‘appen to ‘ave in the kitchen.

VICTORIA: | see. And what—what wages are you asking?

MRS. POGSON: | don't know as I'm asking any wages. I'm
prepared to accept a salary of two pound a week.

VICTORIA: That's rather more than I've been in the habit of
paying.

MRS. POGSON: If you aren't prepared to pay that there are
plenty as are.

VICTORIA: We won't quarrel about that. I'm sure you're
worth the money.

MRs POGSON: | don't think there arc any more questions |
need ask you.
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VICTORIA: No, | think that's everything. When would you
be able to come in?

MRS. POGSON: I'll just go and see these other ladies and see
what they 'ave to offer me, and then if | come to the
conclusion that you'll suit me I'll just drop you a line.

VICTORIA: | do hope you'll come here. I'm sure you'd be
happy.

MRS. POGSON: That'swhat | alwayssay, thegreat thingisto
be 'appy. And | like your face. | don't mind telling you
that I've taken quite afancy to you.

VICTORIA: I'mvery gladto hearit.

MRS. POGSON: There, | wasjust goingaway and | knew | ‘ad
one more question to ask you. My ‘ead's like a perfect
geve this morning. How many are you in the family?

VICTORIA: Wdl, | have two children, but they give no
trouble at all, and just at present they're not staying here.

MRS. POGSON: Oh, | don't mind children. I've had too
many meself to do that.

VICTORIA: And then there's just me and these two gentle-
men.

MRS. POGSON: | supposeyou are married to one of them.

VICTORIA: | don't know what you mean by that. I'm
married to both.

MRS. POGSON: Both? Legaly?

VICTORIA: Of course.

MRS. POGSON: Well, | do cdl that going it. [Withgrowing
indignation,] Ifit 'ad been just a gentleman friend 1'd,'ave
‘ad nothing to say. I've lived in the very best families
and I'm quite used to that. It keeps the lady quiet and
good-tempered and she ain't dways fussing about one
thing and another. And if he lives in the 'Ouse she ain't
likely to keep the dinner waiting for ‘af an hour every
other day. But if youre married to 'im that's quite
another thing. It's not justice. If you ladies think
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you're going to ‘ave two 'usbands while many aworking
woman can't even get one—wdll, dl | say is it's not
justice. I've bin a Conservative dl me life, but thank
God I've got a vote now, and | tell you straight what
I'm going to do, I'm going to vote Labour.

[She flaunts out of the room and slams the door behind her.

WILLIAM: Bang!

VICTORIA: LFuriousJy.] The position is intolerable. | must
have one husband. There areal sorts of waysinwhicha
husband is indispensable. But only one. | cannot and
will not have two.

FREDERICK: | haveanidea

WILLIAM: It's sure to be a rotten one.

FREDERICK: Let'sdrawlots.

WILLIAM: | knew it was a rotten one.

VICTORIA: Howd'youmean, Freddie?

FREDERICK: Well, well taketwo piecesof paper andmakea
cross on one of them. Then well fold them up and put
them in a hat. Well draw, and the one who draws the
cross gets Victoria

VICTORIA: [Mollified] That'll be rather thrilling.

WILLIAM: I'd sooner tossforit. I'mlucky at tossing.

FREDERICK: Do you mean to say you funk it?

WILLIAM: | don't exactly funk it. 1t'san awful risk to take.

VICTORIA: 1t'll be so romantic. Get some paper, Freddie.

FREDERICK: All right.

"~ WILLIAM: [Worried.] | dont likeit. Thisisn't my lucky

day. | saw the new moon through glass. | knew

something was going wrong the moment | opened my
egg this morning.
[FREDERICK goes to a desk and takes out a sheet of paper

which he tears in two. Then with his back turned be
draws a cross.
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FREDERICK: Whoever draws the blank paper renounces dl
clamto Victoria. He vanishes from the scene like a puff
of smoke. He will never be heard of again.

WILLIAM: | don't like it. | repeat that | only do it under
protest.

VICTORIA: Now, Bill, don't be disagreeable the moment you
come back.

FREDERICK: You'l have plenty of time for that during the
next forty years.

VICTORIA: You seem rather above yourself, Freddie.
Supposingyou draw the blank?

FREDERICK: | saw a dappled horse this morning. What
shdl we put them in?

VICTORIA: Thewaste-paper basket isthe best thing.

FREDERICK: [l getit. Now you quite understand. One of
these papers has a cross oniit. | will put the two papers
in the basket, and Victoria shall hold it. It is agreed that
whoever draws a blank shall leave the house at once.

WILLIAM:  [Faintly] Yes

FREDERICK: [Handing her the basket.] Here you are, Victoria
WILLIAM: [Withagitation] Shake'emwell.

VICTORIA: Allright. | say, isn'tthisthrilling?

FREDERICK: Youdraw first, Bill.

WILLIAM: [Shaking like a leaff] No, | can't. | redly cant.

FREDERICK: It's your right. You are Victorids first
husband.

VICTORIA: Hes right there, Bill. You must have the first
dip in the lucky bag.

WILLIAM: Thisisawful. I'm sweating like apig.

VICTORIA: It'stoo exciting. My heartis simply going pit-a
pat. | wonder which of you will get me.

WILLIAM: [Hesitating] Going over thetop is nothing to it.

FREDERICK: Courage, oldman, courage.
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WILLIAM: It's no good, | can't. You must remember that
my nerves are al to pieces after three years in a German
prison.

VICTORIA: | ssehow muchyouloveme, Bill.

FREDERICK: Shut your eyes, man, and make a plungefor the
basket.

WILLIAM: The only thing is to get it over. | wish I'd been
a better man.

[He draws out one of the pieces ofpaper and FREDERICK
takes the other. For a moment be looks at it nervously,
unable to bring himsdf to unfold it. FREDERICK
opens his, gives a sudden cry, and starts back.

FREDERICK: [Dramatically.] Blank. Blank. Blank.
[WILLIAM gives a dtart, and quickly unravels the paper in
his hand. He stares at it in horror.
WILLIAM: My God!
VICTORIA: Oh, my poor Freddie!
FREDERICK: [With enormousfegling.] Don't pity me, Victoria.

I want all my courage now. I'velost you and | must bid
you good-bye for ever.

VICTORIA: Oh, Freddie, this is too dreadful! You must
come and see me from time to time.

FREDERICK: | couldn't. That is morethan| could bear. |
shall never forget you. You are the only woman | have
ever loved.

[At these words WILLIAM looks up and observes him
curiougly.

VICTORIA: You'll never love another, will you? | shouldn't
like that.

FREDERICK: How could | love anyone after you? Why, you
might as well ask a man to see when the sun has gone
down.

WILLIAM: He can turn on the dectric light, you know.
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FREDERICK: Ah, you can jest. | am a broken-hearted and a
ruined man.

WILLIAM: | was only suggesting the possibility of con-
solation.

VICTORIA: | don't think that's very nice of you, Bill. |
thought what he said extremely poetic. Besides, | don't
want him to be consoled.

FREDERICK: Givemeonelastkiss, Victoria
VICTORIA: Darling!
[He seizes her in his arms and kisses her.
FREDErI?I CK: [The hero ofromance] Good-bye. | go into the
night.
WILLIAM: Oh, aren't yougoing at once?
FREDERICK: | am.
WILLIAM: Wéll, it happensto be the middie of the day.
FREDERICK: [Withdignity.] | was spesking in metaphor.
WILLIAM: Before you go you might just let me have a look
at that other bit of paper, the one with the blank on it.

FREDERICK: [Walking towards the door.] Oh, don't delay me
with foolish trifling.

WILLIAM: [Intercepting him] I'm sorry to detain you.

FREDERICK: [Trying to dodge round him] Why d'you want to
e it?

WILLIAM: [Preventing him] Mere curiosity.

FREDERICK: [Trying the other side] Really, Bill, I don't know

how you can be so heartless as to give way to curiosity
when my heart is one great aching wound.

WILLIAM: | should like to have the two pieces framed, an
interesting souvenir of an important occasion.

FREDERICK: Any other piece will do just aswell. | threw
that oneinthe fire,

WILLIAM: Oh no, you didn't. You put it in your pocket.
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FREDERICK: I've had enough of this. Can't you see that
I'm a desperate man?

WILLIAM: Not half so desperate as | am. If you don't give
me that bit of paper quietly I'll take it from you.

FREDERICK: Go to blazed

WILLIAM: Giveitup.

[He makes a dashfor FREDERICK, who dodges; he pursuet
him round the room.

VICTORIA: What'sthe matter? Haveyou both gone mad?
WILLIAM: You'll haveto sooner or | ater.

FREDERICK: Il see you damned first.

VICTORIA: Why don't you giveithim?

FREDERICK: Not if | know it.

VICTORIA: Why not?

FREDERICK: | won't have my fedings hurt like this.
WILLIAM: I'll hurtalot morethanyour feelingsinaminute.

[FREDERICK makes a sudden bolt for the door> but
WILLIAM catches him.

WILLIAM: Got cher. Now will you giveit up?
FREDERICK: Not onyour life.
WILLIAM: I'll break your bally armifyou don't.
FREDERICK: [Writhing] Oh, you devil! Stop it. You're
hurting me.
WILLIAM: I'mtrying to.
FREDERICK: Hithimontheheadwiththepoker, Victoria
WILLIAM: Don't be unlady-like, Victoria
FREDERICK: Y oufilthy Boche. Allright, hereitis.
[WILLIAM lets him go and FREDERICK takes the paper
out of hispocket. Just as WILLIAM thinks he isgoing
togive it him, heputsitin his mouth.
WILLIAM: [Seizing him by the throat.] Take it out of your
moulth.
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[FREDERICK takesit out andthrowsit on the floor.
FREDERICK: | don't know if you cdl yourself a gentleman.
[WILLIAM takes up the paper and unfolds it.
WILLIAM: You dirty dog.
VICTORIA: What'sthematter?
[He walks over and hands it to her.
WILLIAM: Look.
VICTORIA: Why, it's got a cross on it.
WILLIAM: [Indignantly.] They both had crosses on them.
VICTORIA: | don't understand.
WILLIAM: Don't you? He was making quite sure that |
shouldn't draw a blank.

[VICTORIA looks at him in astonishment. There is a
momentspause.

FREDERICK: [Magnanimously] | did it for your sake,
Victoria. | knew that your heart was set on Bill, only
you couldn't bear to hurt my feelings, so | thought I'd
make it easier for you.

VICTORIA: That was just like you, Freddie. You have a
charming nature.

WILLIAM: [Acidly] Italmost bringstearstomy eyes.

FREDERICK: I'm made that way. | can't help sacrificing
myself for others.

[TAYLOR comes in.
TAYLOR: May | spesk to you for a minute, madam.
VICTORIA: Not now. I'm busy.
TAYLOR: I'm afraid it's very urgent, madam.

VICTORIA: Oh, very wdll, I'll come. Don't say anything
important till | come back.

[TAYLOR holds the door openfor her, and she goes out.
FREDERICK: How did you guess?
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WILLIAM: You were so devilish calm about it.
FREDERICK: That was the calm of despair.
[WILLIAM is sitting on the sofa. He happens to put his
hand behind him and feels something hard. With a
puzzed expression he puts down bis hand between the
seat and the back of the sofa and draws out first one
boot and then another.

WILLIAM: My boots!

FREDERICK: | knew I'd put them somewhere.

WILLIAM: You didn't put them anywhere. You hid them,
you dirty dog.

FREDERICK: It'salie. Why the dickens should | hide your
rotten old boots?

WILLIAM: You were afraid I'd do a bunk.

FREDERICK: You needn't get ratty about it. | only ascribed
to you the disinterested motives that |—that | have
myself. | may be wrong, but, after all, it's anoble error.

WILLIAM: One might almost think you didn't want Victoria.

[FREDERICK looks at himfor a moment thoughtfully, then
he makes up his mind to make a clean breast ofit.

FREDERICK: Bill, old chap, you know I'm not the sort of
man to say aword against my wife.

WILLIAM: Nor am | the sort of man to listen to a word
against mine.

FREDERICK: But, hang it all, if afellow can't discuss his wife

dispassionately with her first husband, who can he
discuss her with?

WILLIAM: | can'timagineunlessit'swith her second.
FREDERICK: Tell me what you really think of Victoria.
WILLIAM: Shée'sthe sweetest littlewoman in the world.
FREDERICK: No man could want a better wife.
WILLIAM:She'spretty.

FREDERICK: Charming,
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WILLIAM: Delightful.

FREDERICK: | confess that sometimes I've thought it hard
that when | wanted athing it was sdlfishness, and when
she wanted it, it was only her due.

WILLIAM: | don't mind admitting that sometimes | used to
wonder why it was only natural of me to sacrifice my
inclinations, but in her the proof of a beautiful nature.

FREDERICK: It has tried me now and then that in every
difference of opinion | should aways be wrong and she
should always be right.

WILLIAM: Sometimes | couldn't quite understand why my
engagements were made to be broken, while nothing in
theworld must interfere with hers.

FREDERICK: | have asked myself occasionaly why my time
was of no importance while hers was so precious.

WILLIAM: | did sometimeswish| could cal my soul my own.

FREDERICK: Thefactis, I'm not worthy of her, Bill. Asyou
S0 justly say, no man could want a better wife. . . ,

WILLIAM: [Interrupting,] No, you said that.

FREDERICK: But I'm fed up. If you'd been dead I'd have
seen it through like a gentleman, but you've turned up
like a bad shilling. Now you take up the white man's
burden.

WILLIAM: I'l see you damned firgt.

FREDERICK: She must have one husband.

WILLIAM: Look here, there's only one thing to do. She
must choose between us.

FREDERICK: That'snot giving meachance.

WILLIAM: | don't know what you mean by that. | think it's
extraordinarily magnanimous on my part.

FREDERICK: Magnanimous be hanged. I'vegot acharming
nature and I'm extremely handsome. Victoria will
naturally choose me.
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WILLIAM: Heaven knows|'m not vain, but I've always been
given to understand that I'm an almost perfect specimen
of manly beauty. My conversation is not only amusing,
but instructive.

FREDERICK: I'drather tossfor it.

WILLIAM: I'm not going to risk anything like that. 1've had
enough of your hanky-panky.

FREDERICK: I thought | was dealingwithagentleman.

WILLIAM: Hereshecomes.

[VICTORIA comesin.  Sheisin a temper.

VICTORIA: All theservantshavegiven noticenow.

FREDERICK: They haven'!

VICTORIA: I'vedoneeverythingintheworld for them. I've
given them double wages. 1've fed them on the fat of the
land. I've given them my own buttar and my own sugar
to eat.

FREDERICK: Only because they were bad for your figure,
Victoria

VICTORIA: They didn't know that. I've given them dl the
evenings out that | redly didn't want them. ['ve let them
bring the whole British Army to tea here. And now they
give me notice.

WILLIAM: It'sabit thick, | must say.

VICTORIA: | argued with them, | appeded to them, |
practically went down on my knees to them. They
wouldn't listen. They're going to walk out of the house
this afternoon.

WILLIAM: Oh, well, Freddie and | will do the housework
until you get some more.

VICTORIA: Do you know that it's harder to get a parlour-
maid than a peerage? Why, every day at Paddington
Registry Office you'll see ajueue of old bachelors taking
out licences to marry their cooksT It's the only way to
keep them.
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WILLIAM: Wél, Victoria, we've decided that there's only
onething to be done. Y ou must choose between us.

VICTORIA: How canl? | adoreyou both. Besdes, there'sso
little to choose between you.

WILLIAM: Oh, 1 don't know about that. Freddie has a
charming nature and he's extremely handsome.

FREDERICK: | wish you wouldn't say that, Bill. Heaven
knows you're not vain, but | must tell you to your face
that you're an almost perfect specimen of manly beauty,
and your conversation is not only amusing but in-
structive.

VICTORIA: | don't want to hurt anybody's fedings.

FREDERICK: Beforeyou decide, | fed it only fair to makea
confession to you. | could not bear it if our future life
were founded on alie. Victorig, in my department there
isastenographer. Sheis of the femininegender. She has
blue eyes and little yellow curls at the nape of her neck.
Therest | leave to your imagination,

VICTORIA: How abominable. And | always thought you
had such anice mind.

FREDERICK: | am unworthy of you. | know it only too, too
well. You can never forgiveme.

WILLIAM: Dirty dog.

VICTORIA: That certainly smplifiesmatters. | don'tquitesee
myself as the third lady in the back row of a harem.

WILLIAM: Youwould run no risk of being that in Canada.
Women are scarce in Manitoba.

VICTORIA: What areyoutalking about?

WILLIAM: | havecometotheconclusionthat England offers
me no future now the war is over. | shdl resign my
commission. The empire needs workers, and | am ready
to take my part in reconstruction. Make me the happiest
of men, Victoria, and well emigrate together.



ACTII HOME AND BEAUTY 291

VICTORIA: To Canada?

FREDERICK: Wherethe sablescomefrom.

VICTORIA: Not the best ones.

WILLIAM: | shdl buy a farm. | think it would be a very
good plan if you employed your leisure in learning how
to cook the simple fare on which we shal live. | believe
you can wash?

VICTORIA: [With asperity.] Lace.

WILLIAM: But I think you should dso learn how to milk
Cows.

VICTORIA: | don't like cows.

WILLIAM: | seetheideaappeasto you. It will be awonder-
ful life, Victoria. You'l light the fire and scrub the
floors, and you'll cook the dinner and wash the clothes.
You'll vote.

VICTORIA: And what shall | doin my spare moments?

WILLIAM: We will cultivate your mind by reading the
EjicyclopadiaBritannicatogether. Takeagood ook at us,
Victoria, and say which of usiit's to be.

VI C'_I'%)RIA: Totel youthetruth, I don't seewhy it should be
either.

FREDERICK: Hangitdl, it must be one or the other.

VICTORIA: | think no one can deny that since the day |
married you I've sacrificed myself in every mortal way.
I've worked myself to the bone to make you comfortable.
Very few men have ever had such a wife as I've been to
both of you! But one must think of onesdf sometimes.

WILLIAM: How true.

VICTORIA: Thewar is over now, and | think I've done my
hit. I've married two D.SO.'s Now | want to marry a
Ralls-Royce.

FREDERICK: [Astonished.] But! thought you adored us.
VICTORIA: Wel, you see, | adore you both. It's six of one
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and half a dozen of the other, and the resultis . . .

WILLIAM: A wash-out.

FREDERICK: Hang it dl, | think it's a bit thick. Do you
mean to say that you'vefixed up to marry somebody else
behind our back?

VICTORIA: You know | wouldn't do a thing like that,
Freddie.

FREDERICK: Weéll, | don't tumble.

VICTORIA: My dear Freddie, have you ever studied the
domestic habits of the unicorn?

FREDERICK: | am afraid my education was very much
neglected.

VICTORIA: Theunicornisashy and somewhat timidanimal,
and it is impossible to catch him with the snares of the
hunter. But heis strangely impressionable to the charms
of the fair sex. When he hears the frou-frou of a silk
petticoat he forgets his native caution. In short, a pretty
woman can lead him by the nose.

[TAYLOR comes in.

TAYLOR: Mr. Leicester Paton is downstairs in his car,
madam.

VICTORIA: Isit the Rolls-Royce?
TAYLOR: | think it is, madam.

VICTORIA: [With a smile of triumph  Say I'll come down al
once.

TAYLOR: Very good, madam. [Exit
VICTORIA: Theunicorn's going to take me out to luncheon
[ She makes a long nose at them andgoes out

END OF THE SECOND ACT



THE THIRD ACT

Thekitchen. Atoneendisarange, with agas-stove; at the other end
a dresser on which are plates and dishes. At the back a door
leads out to the area and near it is a window, with iron bars,
through which can be seen the area steps andpersons ascending
anddescendingthem. Inthemiddle oftheroomisakitchentable,
andhereandtherekitchenchairs. Thereislinoleumonthe floor.
Theplaceisclean, sanitary, and cheerful.

WILLIAM is sitting on one of the chairs with hisfeet on another,
reading a thin, paper-bound novel of the sort that is published
at threepence and sold by the newsagent round the comer.
FREDERICK comesinwithascuttlefull of coals

FREDERICK: [Puttingdownthe scuttle.] | say, these coals weigh
about aton. You might carry them upstairs.

WILLIAM: [Cheerfully] | might, but I'm not going to.

FREDERICK: | wouldn't ask you, only since | waswounded
in the arm serving my country | haven't the strength
| had once

WILLIAM: [Suspiciously.] Which arm were you wounded in?
FREDERICK: [Promptly,] Botharms.

WILLIAM: Carry the cods on your head then. | believe
that's the best way redly. And they say it improves the
figure.

FREDERICK: Y ou heartlessdevil.
WILLIAM: I'ddoitlike ashot, old man, only the doctor said
it was very bad for my heart to carry heavy weights.

FREDERICK: What's the matter with your heart? You sad
you were wounded in the head.

493 1)
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WILLIAM: Besides, itisn't my work. 1'm doing the cooking.
You redly can't expect meto do housework aswell.

FREDERICK: Areyou doing the cooking? It looksto meas
though you were just gitting about doing nothing. |
don't seewhy | should have to sweat my life out.

WILLIAM: You see, you have no organization. House-
work'sperfectly smple, only you must have organi zation.
| have organization. That's my secret.

FREDERICK: | was a mug to say I'd do the housework. |
might have known you'd freeze on to a soft job if there
was one.

WILLIAM: | naturally undertook to dowhat | could do best.
That is one of the secrets of organization. Cooking is an
art. Any fool can do housework.

FREDERICK: I'll giveyou athick ear inaminute. Youjust
try and get a shine on apair of boots and seeif it's easy.

WILLIAM: | don't believe you know how to shine a pair of
boots. Did you spit on them?

FREDERICK: No, only onthe silver.

WILLIAM: Youjustlook nippy and get thetablelaid whilel
finish my book. )

FREDERICK: [Gloomily,] Is it luncheon or dinner?

WILLIAM: | don't know yet, but were going to have it
down here because it's easier for dishing up. Organiza-
tion again.

FREDERICK: What doesVictoriasay tothat?

WILLIAM: | haven't told her yet.

FREDERICK: She'sinanawful temper thismorning.

WILLIAM: Why?

FREDERICK: Becausethewater inthe bathroom wasn't hot.

WILLIAM: Wasntit?

FREDERICK: Y ouknowverywedlitwasnt.

WILLIAM: 1 think cold baths are much better for people.
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There'd be a damned sight less illness about if cold baths
were compulsory.

FREDERICK: Tdl that to the horse-marines. Y ou were too
lazy toget up intime. That'sdl thereistoit.

WILLIAM: | wish you'd get on with your work instead of
interrupting me dl the time.

FREDERICK: You don't look as if you were so busy as all
that.

WILLIAM: | want to find out if the nursery governess
married the duke after al. You should read this after
I'vefinishedit.

FREDERICK: | don't havetimefor reading. When| takeona
job | liketo do it properly.

WILLIAM: I wishyouwouldn'tmumble.

FREDERICK: What is there for lunch? [He goes over to the
stove and takes a cover offa saucepan  What's this mess?

WILLIAM: Those are potatoes. Y ou might give one of them
ajab with afork to see how they're getting on.

FREDERICK: It seems rather unfriendly, doesn't it?
WILLIAM: Ohno, they'reusedtoit.

[FREDERICK takes afork andtries to transfix apotato.

FREDERICK: Damn it dal, they won't stop still. They're
wriggling al over the place. Wriggle, wriggle, little
tater. How | wonder who's your mater. Poetryl Come
here, you little devil. Woa there.

WILLIAM: | say, don't make such a row. Thisis awfully
exciting. He's plunged both his hands into her hair.

‘FREDERICK: Dirtytrick, | calit.
WILLIAM: Why? Sheld washed it.

FREDERICK: Bringing out apotato Damn it dl, they're not
skinned.

WILLIAM: | suppose you mean peeled.
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FREDERICK: If there's anything | didlike it's potatoes in
their skins.

WILLIAM: It's ssimply waste to pedl potatoes. | never peel
potatoes.

FREDERICK: Is that organization?

WILLIAM: W, if you ask me, that'sjust what it is.

FREDERICK: Ever snce I've been a the War Office I've
heard fellows talk of organization, but | never could find

anyone to tell me just what it was. It's beginning to
dawn on me now.

WILLIAM: [Sill reading] Well, what isit?

FREDERICK: 1'm not going to tell you unless you listen.

WILLIAM: [Looking up.] Hes just glued his lips to hers.
wel?

FREDERICK : Organizationmeansgetting someoneel setodo
your job for you if you can, and if you can't, letting it rip.

WILLIAM: | suppose you think you're funny.

FREDERICK: [Putting the potato back in the saucepan] The
steak smells as though it was almost done.

WILLIAM: Done? It's only been on about a quarter of an
hour.

FREDERICK: But in a grill-room they do you steak in ten
minutes.

WILLIAM: | don't care about that. Y ou cook meat a quarter
of an hour for every pound. | should have thought any
fool knew that.

FREDERICK: What's that got to do with it?

WILLIAM: | bought three pounds of steak, so I'm going to
cook it for three-quarters of an hour.

FREDERICK: Weéll, it looks to me as if it wanted eating now.

WILLIAM: That's only its cunning. It won't be ready for
ages yet. | wish you'd let me get on with my story.
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FREDERICK: [Puzzed.] But look here, if there were three
steaks of a pound each you'd cook them a quarter of an
hour each.

WILLIAM: Exactly. That'swhat | say. That comesto three-
quarters of an hour.

FREDERICK: But, hangitall,it'sthesamequarter of anhour.

WILLIAM: Youmakemetired. Youmight just aswell say
that because three men can walk four miles an hour each
man can walk twelve miles an hour.

FREDERICK: Butthat'sjustwhat | do say.

WILLIAM: Wdll, it'sdamnedidiotic, that'sall.

FREDERICK: No, but | mean exactly the opposite. That's

what you say. Y ou've got me confused now. Well have
to start dl over again.

WILLIAM: | shdl neverfinishthisstory if yougoonlikethis.

FREDERICK: It'saveryimportant matter. Let'sget apencil
and a piece of paper and work it out. We must get it
right.

WILLIAM: For goodness sake go and clean knives or some-

thing, and don't bother your head about things that are
no concern of yours.

FREDERICK: Who's going to eat the steak?

WILLIAM: Youwon'tif you'renot careful.

FREDERICK: IfI'mcareful | don'tthink | will.

WILLIAM: [Beginning to grow peevish.] Cooking has its rules
like everything dse, and it's just as little use arguing
about them as arguing about women.

FREDERICK: Now look here, if you cut that steak into three,
would there be three pounds of steak or not?

WILLIAM: Certainly not. Thered be three steaks of one
pound, and that's quite another matter.

FREDERICK: But it would bethe same steak.
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WILLIAM: [Emphatically.] It wouldn't be the same steak. It
would be an entirely different steak.

FREDERICK: Doyoumeanto tell methatif you had asteak
of ahundred pounds you'd cook it for twenty-five hours?

WILLIAM: Yes, and if | had a steak a thousand pounds I'd
cook it for ten days.

FREDERICK: It seems an awful waste of gas.
WILLIAM: | don't care about that, it's logic.

[Enter VICTORIA.

VICTORIA: | redly think it's too bad of you. I've been
ringing the bl for the last quarter of an hour. There
are two men in the house, and you neither of you pay
the least attention.

WILLIAM: Wewere having an argument.
FREDERICK: Let me put it before you, Victoria

WILLIAM: It has nothing to do with Victoria. 1'm the cook,
and | won't have anyone come interfering in my kitchen.

FREDERICK: You must do something, Victoria. The steak
will be absolutely uneatable.

VICTORIA: | don't care. | never eat steak.
WILLIAM: It'sal you'll get for luncheon.
VICTORIA: | shan't be herefor luncheon.
WILLIAM: Why not?

VICTORIA: Because—becauseMr. Leicester Paton hasmade
me an offer of marriage and | have accepted it.

FREDERICK: Butyou'vegot two husbandsaready, Victoria
VICTORIA: | imagine you'll both be gentlemen enough to
put no obstacle in the way of my getting my freedom.

[A ring is beard.
FREDERICK: Hulloa, who'sthat?
VICTORIA: Thatismy solicitor.
FREDERICK: Y ourwhat?
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VICTORIA: | told him to come a one. Go and open the
door, Freddie, will you?

FREDERICK: What the dickens does he want?
VICTORIA: He's going to fix up my divorce.
FREDERICK; You'e not letting the grass grow under your
feet.
[He goes out.
WILLIAM: Thisis adesperate step you're taking, Victoria.

VICTORIA: | had to do something. You must see that it's
quite impossible for a woman to live without servants.
| had no one to do me up this morning.

WILLIAM: How on earth did you manage?

VICTORIA: | had to put on something that didn't need
doing up..

WILLIAM: That seems an adequate way out of the difficulty.

VICTORIA: It so happensthat the onefrock that didn't need
doing up was the one frock | didn't want to wear.

WILLIAM: Youlook ravishinginital thesame.

VICTORIA: [Rather difly I'd sooner you didn't pay me
compliments, Bill.

WILLIAM: Why not?

VICTORIA: Well, now that I'm engaged to Leicester Paton
| don't think it's very good form.

WILLIAM: Haveyouquitemadeupyour mindtodivorceme?

VICTORIA: Quite.

WILLIAM: In that case, | can damost look upon you as
another man's wife.

VICTORIA: What do you mean by that?

WILLIAM: Only that | can make loveto you without feeling
a thundering ass.

VICTORIA: [Smiling.] I'm not going to let you make love
to me.
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WILLIAM: Y oucan't prevent mefromtelling youthat you're
the loveliest thing that ever turned a poor man's head.

VICTORIA: | can close my ears.

WILLIAM: [Taking her bands] Impossible, for | shal hold
your hands.

VICTORIA: | shall 'scream.
WILLIAM: You can't, because | shal kiss your lips.

[He does so.

VICTORIA: Oh, Bill, what a pity it is you were ever my
husband. 1'm sure you'd make a charming lover.

WILLIAM: | have often thought that is the better part.

VICTORIA: Takecare. They'rejust coming. It would never
do for my solicitor to find me in my husband's arms.

WILLIAM: Itwould beoutrageous.

[FREDERICK ushers in the visitor. MR. A. B. RAHAM
isa solicitor. There is nothing more to be said about
him.

VICTORIA: How do you do, Mr. Raham? Do you know my
husbands?

MR. RAHAM: I'm pleased to meet you, gentlemen. | dare
say it would facilitate matters if | am told which of you
is which, and which is the other.

VICTORIA: Thisis Major Cardew, my first husband, and
this is my second husband, Major Lowndes.

MR. RAHAM: Ah, that makes it quite clear. Both Mgjors.
Interesting coincidence. ,

WILLIAM: | suppose that Mrs. Lowndes has put you in
possession of the facts, Mr. Raham?

MR. RAHAM: | think so. We had a long talk at my office
yesterday.

FREDERICK: You can quite understand that it's a position
of some ddlicacy for Mrs. Cardew.
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MR. RAHAM: [Puzzled] Mrs. Cardew? Where does Mrs.
Cardew come in?

FREDERICK: ThisisMrs. Cardew.

Ma. RAHAM: Oh, | see what you mean. That, in short, is
thedifficulty. Isthislady Mrs. Cardew or Mrs. Lowndes?
Wéll, the fact is, she has decided to be neither.

VICTORIA: I've just broken it to them.

WILLIAM: You find us still staggering from the shock.

FREDERICK: Staggering.

MR. RAHAM: She has determined to divorce you both. |
have told her that this is not necessary, since she is
obvioudy the wife of only one of you.

VICTORIA: [Argument"atively.] In that case, what am | to the
other?

MR. RAHAM: Wdl, Mrs. Cardew, or shall we say Lowndes?
| hardly like to mention it to a lady, but if you'll excuse
me saying so, you're his concubine.

WILLIAM: | rather like that, it"sounds so damned Oriental.

VICTORIA: [Indignantly.] | never heard of such a thing.

WILLIAM: Oh, Fatima, your faceis like the full moon, and
your eyes are like the eyes of a young gazelle. Come,
dance to me to the sound of the lute.

VICTORIA: Well, that settlesit. | shal divorce them both
just to prove to everyone that they're both my husbands.

FREDERICK: | think it's just as well to take no risks.

MR. RAHAM: Do | understand that you two gentlemen are

" agreeable?

WILLIAM: Spesking for mysdlf, | am prepared to sacrifice
my fedings, deep as they are, to the happiness of
Victoria

MR. RAHAM: Very nicely and fedlingly put.

VICTORIA: He aways was a gentleman.

MR. RAHAM: [To FREDERICK.] Now you, Major Cardew.
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FREDERICK: My name is Lowndes.

MR. RAHAM: My mistake. Of courseyou're Major Lowndes.
| made a mental note of it when we were introduced.
Cardew—camel-face. Lowndes—litigation. Pelmanism,
you know.

FREDERICK: | see. Itdoesn't seemvery effective, though.

MR. RAHAM: Anyhow, that is neither here nor there. Will
you give this lady the freedom she desires?

FREDERICK: | will. [With a pulled look] When did | last
say thosewords? [ Remembering.] Of course, themarriage
savice.

MR. RAHAM: Wdll, so far so good. | am under the im-
pression that when it comes to the point we shall not
need to take both you gentlemen into court, but | quite
agree with Mrs. Lowndes-Cardew that it will save time
and trouble if we get up the case againgt both of you in
the same way. Since you will neither of you defend
the case, there is no need for you to go to the expense
of legdl advice, so | propose to go into the whole matter
with you now.

VICTORIA: Y oucanfed quiteeasy abouttakingMr. Raham's
advice. He has arranged more divorce cases than any
man in England.

MR. RAHAM: | venture to say that there are few of the best
families in this country that haven't made use of my
services in one way or another. Outraged husband,
deceived wife, co-respondent or intervener; it's hardly
likely that anyone who is anyone won't figure sooner
or later in one or other of these capacities. And although
it's | as says it, if he's wise he comes to me. My maxim
has aways been: Do it quickly; don't let's have a lot
of fuss and bother. And, just to show you how my
system works, there are ladies for whom I've got a
divorce from three or four successve hushands, and
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never a word of scanda has sullied the purity of their
fair name.

WILLIAM: You must be a very busy man.

MR. RAHAM: | assure you, Mgor, I'm one of the busest
men in London.

WILLIAM: Fortunately, somemarriagesare happy.

MR. RAHAM: Don't you believe it, Mgor Cardew. There
are no happy marriages. But there are some that are
tolerable.

VICTORIA: You are a pessimist, Mr. Raham. | have made
both my husbands idedly happy.

MR. RAHAM: But| will cometothepoint. Though, perhaps,
it is hardly necessary, | will point out to you gentlemen
what the law of the country needs in order to free a
couple who, for reasons which merely concern them-
sdves, have decided that they prefer to part company.
If a husband wishes to divorce his wife he need prove
nothing but adultery, but the English law recognizes
the natural polygamy of man, and when a wife desires
to divorce her husband she must prove besides cruelty
or desertion. Let us take these first. Do you wish the
cause of offence to be cruelty or desertion?

VICTORIA: Persondly, | should prefer desertion.

WILLIAM: Certainly. | should very much didike to be cruel
to you, Victoria

FREDERICK: Andyou know | could never hurtafly.

MR. RAHAM: Then we will settle on desertion. | think my-
sf it is the more gentlemanly way, and besides, it is
more easily proved. The procedureis excessively smple.
Mrs. Cardew-Lowndes will write you a letter, which |
shal dictate, asking you to return to her—the usual
phrase is "to make a home for her"—and you will
refuse. | propose that you should both give me your
refusals now.
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WILLIAM: [Surprised.] Before weve had the letter?

MR. RAHAM: Precisdy. Theletter which shewill write, and
which is read out in court, is so touching that on one
occasion the husband, about to be divorced, was so
moved that he immediately returned to his wife. She
was very angry indeed, and so now | invariably get the
refusal first.

WILLIAM: It's so difficult to write an answer to a letter that
hasn't been written.

MR. RAHAM: To meet that difficulty | have aso prepared
the replies. Have you a fountain-pen?

WILLIAM:  Yes

MR. RAHAM: [Taking a piece ofpaper from hispocket-book and
two sheets of paper.’ If you will kindly write to my dic-
tation, we will settle the matter at once. Hereis a sheet
of paper.

WILLIAM: [Taking it] The address is—Hotel Majestic.

MR. RAHAM: You will seethe point later. Hereis a piece
for you, Major.

[Hegives it to FREDERICK.

FREDERICK: Do we both write the same letter?

MR. RAHAM: Certainly not. | have two letters that |
generally make use of, and | propose that you should
each of you write one of them. The note of oneis sorrow
rather than anger. The other is somewhat vituperative.
You can decide among yourselves which of you had
better write which.

VICTORIA: They both habitually swore a me, but | think
Bill's language was more varied.

MR.RAHAM: That settlesit. Areyouready, Major Lowndes?

FREDERICK: [Getting to ready write,] Fire away.

MR.RAHAM: [Dictating] My dear Victoria, | havegivenyour
letter anxious condderation. If I thought there was any
hope of our making a greater success of married life in
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the future than we have in the past | should be the first
to suggest that we should make one more attempt.
WILLIAM: Very touching.

MR. RAHAM: [Continuing] But | have regretfully come to the
conclusion that to return to you would only be to
cause a recurrence of the unhappy life from which |
know that you have suffered no lessthan I. | am bound
therefore definitely to refuse your request. | do not
propose under any circumstances to return to you.
Yours sincerely.—Now sign your full name.

VICTORIA: A very niceletter, Freddie. | shal alwaysthink
pleasantly of you.

FREDERICK: | have my points.
MR. RAHAM: Now, Major Cardew, are you ready?
WILLIAM: Quite.

MR. RAHAM: My dear Victoria, | aminreceipt of your |etter
asking me to return to you. Our life together has been
a hel upon earth, and | have long redized that our
marriage was a tragic mistake. You have sickened me
with scenes and tortured me with jealousy. If you have
tried to make me happy you have succeeded singularly
ill. 1 trust that | shall never see you again, and nothing
in the world will induce me ever to resume a life which
| can only describe as a miserable degradation.

WILLIAM: Thick, en?

MR. RAHAM: Now the crowning touch, Mark the irony ot
the polite ending: | beg to remain yours most sincerely.
—Now sign your name.

WILLIAM: I've sgned it.

MR. RAHAM: Then that is settled. Now we only have to
go into court, apply for a decree for restitution of
conjugal rights, and sx months later bring an action
for divorce.

VICTORIA: Sx monthslater! But whenshal | befree, then?
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MR. RAHAM: In about ayear.

VICTORIA: Oh, but that won't do at dl. | must have my
freedom by—well, before the racing season ends, at
al events.

MR. RAHAM: As soon as that?

VICTORIA: The Derby, if possible. Certainly by the Two
Thousand Guineas.

MR. RAHAM: [Shrugging his shoulders] In that case the only
thing is cruelty.

VICTORIA: It can't be helped. They'll have to be crudl.

FREDERICK: | don't like the idea, Victoria

VICTORIA: Try and be a little unselfish for once, darling.

WILLIAM: | could never strike awoman.

VICTORIA: If | don't mind | don't see why you should.

MR. RAHAM: Cruelty has its advantages. If it's properly
witnessed it has a convincing air which desertion never
has.

VICTORIA: My mother will swear to anything.

MR. RAHAM: Servants are better. The judges are often
unduly suspicious of the mother-in-law's testimony. Of
course, one has to be careful. Once, | remember, on
my instructions the guilty husband hit the lady | was
acting for in the jaw, which unfortunately knocked out
her false teeth. The gentleman she had arranged to
marry happened to be present and he was so startled
that he took the night train for the Continent and has
never been heard of since.

WILLIAM: I'm happy to say that Victoria's teeth are dl her
own.

MR. RAHAM: On another occasion | recommended agentle-
man to take a gtick and give hiswife afew strokes with
it. 1 don't know if he got excited or what, but he gave
her a regular hiding.
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VICTORIA: How awfull

MR. RAHAM: It was indeed, for she threw her arms round
his neck, and, saying she adored him, refused to have
anything more to do with the divorce. She was going
tomarry acolonel inthearmy, and hewas most offensive
to me about it. | had to tell him that if he didn't leave
my office | would send for the police.

VICTORIA: You're dreadfully discouraging.

MR. RAHAM: Oh, | merely tell you that to show you what
may happen. But | have devised my own system and
have never known it fail. | aways arrange for three
definite acts of cruelty. First at the dinner-table. Now,
please listen to me carefully, gentlemen, and follow my
instructions to the letter. When you have tasted your
soup you throw down the spoon with a clatter and say:
Good Lord, this soup is uneatable. Can't you get a
decent cook? You, madam, will answer: | do my best,
darling. Upon which you, crying with a loud voice:
Take that, you damned fool, throw the plate straight
at her. With a little ingenuity the lady can dodge the
plate, and the only damage is done to the table-cloth.

VICTORIA:Ilikethat.

MR. RAHAM: The second act is a little more violent. |
suppose you have a revolver.

WILLIAM: At dl events, | can get one.

MR. RAHAM: Having carefully removed the cartridges, you
ring the bell for the servant, and just as she opens the
door, you point it at the lady and say: You lying devil,
I'l kill you. Then you, madam, give a loud shriek, and
cry to the maid: Oh, save me, save me.

VICTORIA: | shdl love doing that. So dramatic.

MR. RAHAM: | think it's effective. When the servant tells
her story in court it is very seldom that an audible thrill
does not pass over the audience. They describe it in the
papets as. Sensation.
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VICTORIA: [Practising] Oh, save me. Save me.

MR. RAHAM: Now wecometo physical asopposedto moral
cruelty. It's as well to have two witnesses to this. The
gentleman takes the lady by the throat, at the same time
hissng malevolently: I'll throttle you if I swing for it,
by God. It's very important to leave a bruise so that
the doctor, who should be sent for immediately, can
swear to it.

VICTORIA: | don't like that part so much.

MR. RAHAM: Bdieve me, it's no more unpleasant than
having a tooth stopped. Now if one of you gentlemen
would just go up to the lady well practise that. | set
great store on this particular point, and it's important
that there should be no mistake. Major Cardew, would
you mind obliging?

WILLIAM: Not & dl.

VICTORIA: Be careful, Bill.

WILLIAM: Do | take her with both hands or only one?

MR. RAHAM: Only one.

[WILLIAM seizes VICTORIA by the throat.

MR. RAHAM: That's right. If he doesn't press hard enough
kick him on the shins.

WILLIAM: If you do, Victoriag, | swear I'll kick you back.

MR. RAHAM: That's the spirit. You can't make a bruise
without a little violence. Now hiss.

VICTORIA: I'm choking.

MR. RAHAM: Hiss, hiss.

WILLIAM: I'll throttle you if | swing for it, by God.

MR. RAHAM: Splendid! A red artist. You're as good as
divorced aready.

VICTORIA: He did say it well, didn't he? It really made my
blood turn cold.

FREDERICK: Do you want me to do it too?
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MR. RAHAM: Now you've seen the idea | think it'll do if
you just practise it once or twice with Major Cardew.

FREDERICK: Oh, dl right.

MR. RAHAM: Now we come to a point trivial enough in
itself, but essential in order to satisfy the requirements

| of our English law. Adultery.

WILLIAM: That I think you can safely leaveto us.

MR. RAHAM: By no means. | think that would be most
dangerous.

WILLIAM: Hang it dl, man, human nature can surely be
trusted there.

MR. RAHAM: We are not dediing with human nature, we
are dealing with law.

WILLIAM: Law be blowed. With the price of a supper in
my pocket and an engaging manner | am prepared to
supply you with al the evidence you want.

MR. RAHAM: | amshocked and horrified by your suggestion.
Do you expect a man in my position to connive at
immorality.

WILLIAM: Immorality. Wéll, there must be—shall we say

a soupon of it—under the painful circumstances.

MR. RAHAM: Not a dl. | dways arrange this part of the
proceedings with the most scrupulous regard to pro-
priety. And before we go any further | should like to
inform you that unless you are prepared to put out of
your mind anything that is suggestive of indecent
behaviour | shal decline to have anything more to do
with the case.

VICTORIA: | think you must have a nasty mind, Bill.

WILLIAM: But, my dear Victoria, | only wanted to make
things easy for you. | apologize. | put mysdf in your
hands, Mr. Raham.

MR. RAHAM: Then please listen to me. | will engage a suite

w
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of rooms for you at the Hotel Majestic. You will
remember it was from there you wrote the letter in
which you declined to return to your wife. The judge
never fails to remark on the coincidence. On a date to
be settled hereafter you will come to my office, where
you will meet a lady.

WILLIAM: Do you mean to say you provide her too?

MR. RAHAM: Certainly.

FREDERICK: What's she like?

MR. RAHAM: A most respectable person. | have employed
her in these cases for many years.

WILLIAM: It sounds as though she made a business of it.

MR. RAHAM: She does.

FREDERICK: What!

MR. RAHAM: Yes, she had the idea—a most ingenious one
to my mind—that in these days of speciadized pro-
fessions there was great need for someone to undertake
the duties of intervener. That is the name by which
the lady is known adultery with whom is the motive
for divorce. She has been employed by the best legd
firms in London, and she has figured in practicaly all
the fashionable divorces of the last fifteen years.

WILLIAM: You ama2e me.
MR. RAHAM: | havefelt it my duty to give her al the work

| can on account of a paraly2ed father, whom she
supports entirely by her exertions.

VICTORIA: Not an unpleasant existence, | should imagine.

MR. RAHAM: If you knew her you would realize that no
thought of that has ever entered her mind. A most
unsalfish, noble-minded woman.

WILLIAM: Does she make money by it?

MR. RAHAM: Sufficient for her simple needs. She onlv
charges twenty guineas for her services.
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WILLIAM: I'm sure| could get it done for less.

MR. RAHAM: Not by a woman of any refinement.

WILLIAM: Well, well, with most of us it's only once in a

lifetime. '

MR. RAHAM: I will proceed. Y ou will fetchthislady at my
office, and you will drive with her to the Hotel Mgjestic,
where you will register as Major and Mrs. Cardew. You
will be shown into the suite of rooms which | shall
engage for you, and supper will be served in the sitting-
room. You will partake of this, and you will drink
champagne.

WILLIAM: | should like to choose the brand myself.

MR. RAHAM: [Magnanimoudly.] | have no objection to that.

WILLIAM: Thanks.

MR.RAHAM: Thenyouwill play cards. MissMontmorency
is a wonderful card-player. She not only has an un-
paralleled knowledge of al games for two, but she can
do a great number of tricks. In this way you will find
the night pass without tediousness, and in the morning
you will ring for breakfast.

FREDERICK: I'm not sure if | should have much appetite
for it.

MR. RAHAM: | never mind my clients having brandy and
sodainstead. It looks well in the waiter's evidence. And
after having paid your hill, you will take Miss Mont-
morency in a taxi-cab and deposit her at my office.

WILLIAM: It sounds a devil of a beano.
FREDERICK: | should like to see her first.

MR. RAHAM: That is perfectly easy. | know that ladies in
these cases often like to see the intervener themselves.
Ladies are sometimes very suspicious, and even though
they're getting rid of their husbands, they don't want
them to—well, run any risks; and so | took the liberty
of bringing Miss Montmorency with me. Sheis waiting
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in the taxi at the door, and if you like | will go and
fetch her.

FREDERICK: Al. Il go dong and bring her down.

VICTORIA: Is she the sort of person | should like to meet,
Mr. Raham?

MR. RAHAM: Oh, a perfect lady. She comes from one of
the best families in Shropshire.

VICTORIA: Do fetch her, Freddie. Now | come to think of
it, | should like to see her. Men are so weak, and |
shal be easier in my mind if I can be sure that these
poor boys won't be led astray.

[FREDERICK goes out.

WILLIAM: Do you mean to say that with this evidence you
will be able to get a divorce?

MR. RAHAM: Not a doubt of it. I've got hundreds.

WILLIAM: | am only a soldier, and | dare say you will not
be surprised if | am mentally deficient.

MR. RAHAM: Not a dl. Not a l

WILLIAM: Why on earth does such a state of things exist?

MR. RAHAM: Ah, that is a question which a one time |
often asked myself. | confess it seemed to me that when
two married persons agreed to separate it was nobody's
business but their own. | think if they announced their
determination before a justice of the peace, and were
given sx months to think the matter over, so that they
might be certain they knew their minds, the marriage
might then be dissolved without further trouble. Many
lieswould never be told, much dirty linen would never
be washed in public, and the sanctity of the marriage
tic would be strengthened rather than lessened if the
world were spared the spectacle of the sordid aspect
the state which is cdled blessed too often wears. There
would be a notable saving of time, money and decency.
But a lagt | hit upon the explanation.
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WILLIAM: What is it, then?

MR. RAHAM: If the law were aways wise and reasonable it
would be obeyed so easily that to obey the law would
become an instinct. Now, it is not for the good of the
community that the people should be too law-abiding.
So our ancestors in the wisdom of their hearts devised
certain laws which were vexatious or absurd, so that
men should break them and therefore be led insensibly
to break others.

WILLIAM: But why isit not for the good of the community
that the people should be too law-abiding?

MR. RAHAM: My dear sir, how else would thelawyers earn
their living?

WILLIAM: | had forgotten. | see your point.

MR. RAHAM: | hope | have convinced you.

WILLIAM: Completely.

[At this moment FREDERICK comes in. lie is pale and
dishevelled. He staggers into the room like a man
who has been exposed to a tremendous shock.

FREDERICK: 'Gaspingl' Brandy! Brandy !

WILLIAM: What'sthematter?

FREDERICK: Brandy!

[He fills almost half a glass with brandy and tosses it
off. A voice is heard outside the door.

Miss MONTMORENCY: Is this the way?

MR. RAHAM: Come straight in, Miss Montmorency.

'She enters.  She is a spingter of uncertain age. She might
be fifty-five. She looks rather like a hard-boiled egg,
but there is in her gestures a languidgrace.  She speaks
with a dight drawl, pronouncing her words with
refinement, and her manner is a mixture of affability
land condescension.  She might be a governess in a very
good family in the suburbs. Her respectability is
portentous.
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MissMONTMORENCY : Butthisisthekitchen.

[WILLIAM takes a long look at her, then gets up and
goes to the brandy. His band shakes so violently that
the neck of the bottle rattles against the glass. Us
takes a long drink.

VICTORIA: I'm afraid it's the only room in the house that's
habitable at the moment.

MissMONTMORENCY : To the practised observer the signs
of domestic infelicity jump to the eye, as the French say.

MR.RAHAM:MissMontmorency—Mrs. Frederick Lowndes.

Miss MONTMORENCY: [Gracioudy.] I'm charmed to make
your acquaintance. The injured wife, | presume?

VICTORIA: Er—yes.

Miss MONTMORENCY: So sad. So sad. I'm afraid the war is

responsible for the rupture of many happy marriages.
I'm booked up for weeks ahead. So sad. So sad.

VICTORIA: Do sit down, won't you.

Miss MONTMORENCY: Thank you. Do you mind if | get
out my note-book? | like to get everything perfectly
clear, and my memory isn't what it was.

VICTORIA: Of course.

MissMONTMORENCY : And now, which of these gentlemen
is the erring husband?

VICTORIA: Well, they both are.

Miss MONTMORENCY: Oh, redly. And which are you going
to marry after you've got your divorce.

VICTORIA: Neither.

Miss MONTMORENCY: This is a very peculiar case, Mr.
Raham. When | saw these two gentlemen | naturally
concluded that one of them was the husband Mrs.
Frederick Lowndes was discarding and the other the

husband she was acquiring. The eternal triangle, you
know.
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WILLIAM: In this case the triangle is four-sided.

Miss MONTMORENCY : Oh, how very peculiar.

MR. RAHAM: We see alot of strange things in our business,
Miss Montmorency.

Miss MONTMORENCY: To whom do you say it, as the
French say.

VICTORIA: | don't want you to think that I've been at all
light or careless, but the fact is, through no fault of
my own, they're both my husbands.

Miss MONTMORENCY: 'Taking it as a matter of course] Oh,
really. How very interesting. And which are you
divorcing?

VICTORIA: I'm divorcing them both.

Miss MONTMORENCY: Oh, | see. Very sad. Very sad.

WILLIAM: We're taking as cheerful a view of it as we can.

Miss MONTMORENCY: Ah, yes, that's what | say to my
clients. Courage. Courage.

FREDERICK: [With a start.] When?

VICTORIA: Be quiet, Freddie.

Miss MONTMORENCY: | think I ought to tell you at once that
| shouldn't like to misconduct myself—I use the tech-
nical expression—with both these gentlemen.

MR. RAHAM: Oh, Miss Montmorency, a woman of your
experience isn't going to strain at a gnat.

Miss MONTMORENCY: No, but | shouldn't like to swallow
a camd.

MR. RAHAM: We shall be generous, Miss Montmorency.

Miss MONTMORENCY:: | have to think of my self-respect.
One gentleman is business, but two would be debauchery.

MR. RAHAM: Mrs. Lowndes is anxious to put th|s matter
through as quickly as possible.

Miss MONTMORENCY: | dare say my friend Mrs. Onslow
Jervis would oblige if | asked her as a personal favour.
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VICTORIA: Are you sure she can be trusted?

Miss MONTMORENCY: Oh, she's a perfect lady and most
respectable.  She's the widow of a clergyman, and she
hastwo sonsin the army. They've done sowell inthewar.

MR. RAHAM: Unless we can get Miss Montmorency to
reconsider her decision I'm afraid we shal have to put
up with Mrs. Ondow Jervis.

MissMONTMORENCY :1amadamant,Mr.Raham.Adamant.

FREDERICK: I'm al for Mrs. Ondow Jervis personaly.

Miss MONTMORENCY: Then you fall to me, Major ... |
didn't catch your name.

WILLIAM: Cardew.

MissMONTMORENCY :1hopeyouplay cards.

WILLIAM: Sometimes.

Miss MONTMORENCY: I'm a great card-player. Piquet,
carte, cribbage, double dummy, baccarat, bezique, |
don't mind what | play. It's such a rdief to find a
gentleman who's fond of cards.

WILLIAM: Otherwise | daresay the night seems rather long.

Miss MONTMORENCY: Oh, not to me, you know. I'm such
a student of human nature. But my gentlemen begin
to grow alittle restless when I've talked to them for six
or seven hours.

WILLIAM: | can hardly believe it.

MissMONTMORENCY : Onegentlemanactual ly said hewanted
to go to bed, but, of course, | told him that would
never do.

VICTORIA: Forgive my asking—Yyou know what men are—
do they never attempt to take any liberties with you?

MissMONTMORENCY: Ohno. Ifyou'realady you can always
keep amanin his place. And Mr. Raham only takes the
very best sort of divorces. The only unpleasantness I've
ever had was with a gentleman sent to me by afirm of
solicitors in a cathedral city. | took a didlike to him the
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first moment | saw him, and when he refused to drink
anything at supper but ginger-beer | was on my guard.
A cold sensualist, | said to myself.

VICTORIA: Oh, I know so well what you mean.

MissMONTMORENCY : He had no sooner finished his second
bottle of ginger-beer than, without any warning at dll,
he said: |1 am going to kiss you. You could have heard
a pin drop. | pretended to think he was joking, so |
said: We have met for business rather than pleasure.
And what d'you think he answered? He said: This is
one of the rare occasions on which one can combine the
two. | didn't lose my presence of mind. | expostulated
with him. | told him | was a woman and defenceless,
and he said: That's just it. Not a gentleman, of course,
not in the best sense of the word. | appealed to his
better nature. But al invain. | didn't know what to do,
when suddenly | had an inspiration. | rushed to the
door and caled T the detective who was watching us.
He protected me.

MR. RAHAM: It was risky, Miss Montmorency. The judge
might have said there was collusion.

MissMONTMORENCY : Necessity knows no law, Mr. Raham,
as those dreadful Germans say, and | was terribly
frightened.

WILLIAM: | can assure you, Miss Montmorency, that you
need have no fear that | shall take advantage of your
delicate position.

MissMONTMORENCY:: Of course, you will divest yoursel f
of none of your raiment.

WILLIAM: On the contrary, | propose to put on an extra
suit of clothes.

Miss MONTMORENCY: Oh, Mr. Raham, please don't forget

that 1 only drink Pommery. In the Twickenham divorce
they sent up Pol Roger, and Pol Roger always gives me
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indigestion. Fortunately the dear Marquis, who suffers
from dyspepsia, had some pepsin tabloids with him or
| dont know what | should hare done.

MR. RAHAM: I'll make a note of it at once.

Miss MONTMORENCY: 1906. [To WILLIAM.] I'm sure we
shal have a delightful night. | can see that we have
much in common.

WILLIAM: It's too good of you to say so.

Miss MONTMORENCY: 'To FREDERICK.] And | know you'll
like Mrs. Ondow Jervis. A perfect lady. She has such
charm of manner. So much ease. You can see that she
did a lot of entertaining when her husband was Vicar
of Clacton. They have a very nice class of people at
Clacton.

FREDERICK: | shall be charmed to meet her.

Miss MONTMORENCY:: You will take care not to be at all
risque, as the French say, in your conversation, won't
you? Of course, she's a woman of the world, but as
the widow of the Vicar of Clacton she feds it only due
to hersdf to be alittle particular.

FREDERICK: | promise you I'll be very careful.

Miss MONTMORENCY: | don't know what Mr. Raham would
say to our sharing a suite. We could play bridge. She's
a very fine bridge-player, and we only play thregpence
a hundred, because in her position she can hardly gamble,
can she?

MR.RAHAM: | awaysliketoobligeyou, MissMontmorency,
but | hardly think that arrangement would do. You
know how fussy the judges are. We might hit upon
one of them who saw nothing in it.

Miss MONTMORENCY: | know. They're tiresome, silly
creatures.

MR. RAHAM: Why, the other day | came across one who
wouldn't believe the worst had happened when a man
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and a woman, not related in any way, mind you, were
proved to have been done in a room together for three-
guarters of an hour.

Miss MONTMORENCY: Oh, well, let us take no risks. Business
is business. It must be you and me aone then, Major
Cardew. You will let me know in good time when you
fix the fatal night. I'm very much booked up just now.

MR. RAHAM: Of course, we will do everything to suit your
convenience, Miss Montmorency. And now, Mrs.
Lowndes, since we have settled everything, | think Miss
Montmorency and | will go.

VICTORIA: | cant think of anything dse.

MissMONTMORENCY : Excuse my taking theliberty, Mrs.
Frederick Lowndes, but after your great trouble is over
should you be wanting any face massage, may | give
you my card. ?

VICTORIA: Oh, do you do face massage?

MissMONTMORENCY : Only for ladies who are personally
recommended to me. Here is my card.

VICTORIA: [Looking at if.] Esmeralda

Miss MONTMORENCY: Yes, it's a pretty name, isn't it? | aso
make the Esmeralda cream. The Marchioness of
Twickenham's face was simply ravaged when she was
divorcing the Marquis, and, believe me, after a course
of twelve treatments you wouldn't have known her.

VICTORIA: Of course, dl this sort of thing isagreat nervous
shock.

Miss MONTMORENCY: Oh, | know. And there's nothing like
face massage for soothing the nerves.

VICTORIA: I'll certainly keep your card.

Miss MONTMORENCY: Good-bye, then. [To WILLIAM.] I'm
not going to say good-bye to you, but au revoir.
WILLIAM: Believe me, | look forward to our next meeting.
MR. RAHAM: Good morning, Mrs. Lowndes. Good
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morning. [Moving towards the door that leads into the area.]
Shdl we go out this way?

Miss MONTMORENCY: [Just a little taken aback] The area
steps? Oh, very well. It's so quaint and old-fashioned.
| aways think alady if sheis alady can do anything.

[She gives a gracious bow and goes out followed by
MR. RAHAM.

WILLIAM: Thisis a bit of al right that you've let us in for,
Victoria

VICTORIA: Wdll, darling, it's the only thing I've ever asked
you to do for mein dl my life, so you needn't complain.

WILLIAM: | will bear it like a martyr.

VICTORIA: Now, the only thing left is for me to bid you
good-bye.

FREDERICK: Already?

VICTORIA: You must understand that under the circum-
stances it wouldn't be quite nice for me to stay here.
Besides, without servants, it's beastly uncomfortable.

WILLIAM: Won't you even stay to luncheon?

VICTORIA: | don't think I will, thanks. 1 think | shal get
a better one at mother's.

FREDERICK: Oh, are you going there?

VICTORIA: Where else do you expect a woman to go in a
crigs like this?

WILLIAM: | should think the steak was about done, Freddie.

FREDERICK: Oh, I'd give it another hour or two to make
sure.

VICTORIA: Of course, | redlize that it's a painful moment
for both of you, but as you say, we shan't make it any
easier by dragging it out.

WILLIAM: True.

VICTORIA: Good-bye, Bill. | forgive you everything, and
| hope we shall dways be good friends.
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WILLIAM: Good-bye, Victoria. | hope this will not be by
any means your last marriage.

VICTORIA: When everything is settled you must come and
dine with us. I'm sure you'll find that Leicester has the
best wines and cigars that money can buy.

[She turns to him an Indifferent cheek.
WILLIAM: [Kissing it.] Good-bye.
VICTORIA: And now, Freddie, it's your turn. Now that

there's nothing more between us you might give me
back that pin | gave you.

FREDERICK: [Taking it out of histie.] Here you are.
VICTORIA: And there was a cigarette-case.

FREDERICK: [Giving it her] Take it.

VICTORIA: They say jewellery hasgoneup tremendouslyin

value since the war. | shall give Leicester a cigarette-
case as a wedding present.

WILLIAM: You always do, Victoria.
VICTORIA: Men like it. Good-bye, Freddie dear. | shall
always have a pleasant recollection of you.
[She turns the other cheek to him.

FREDERICK: Good-bye, Victoria.
WILLIAM: Would you like a taxi?
VICTORIA: No, thanks. | think the exercise will do me good

[She goes out, and is seen tripping up the area steps.
FREDERICK: A wonderful woman.

WILLIAM: | shall never regret having married her. Now
let's have lunch.

FREDERICK: | wish| looked forward to it as much asyou do.

WILLIAM: Dear old man, has this affecting scene taken away
your appetite?

FREDERICK: It's not the appetite I'm doubtful about. It's
the steak.
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WILLIAM: Oh, don't you worry yourself about that. ['ll
just dish up. [He goes over to the stove and tries to get the
steak out of thefrying-pan.] Come out, you great fat devil.
It won't come out.

FREDERICK: That's your trouble.

WILLIAM. Bringing the frying-pan to the table] Oh, wel, we
can eat it just as well out of the frying-pan. Shall |
carve it? '

FREDERICK: [Stting down] Please.

[WILLIAM takes a knife and starts to cut the steak. It
won't cut. He applies force. The steak resists
stealthily. A little surprised, WILLIAM puts some-
what more strength into it. He makes no impression.
He begins to grow vexed. He dtarts to struggle. He
sets his teeth. It is all in vain. The sweat pours
from his brow. FREDERICK watches him in gloomy
slence. At lagt in a passon WILLIAM throws down
the knife.

WILLIAM: [Furioudy] Why don't you say something, you
fool?

FREDERICK: [Gently] Shall I go and fetch my little hatchet?

WILLIAM: [Attacking the steak again angrily with the knife]
I know my theory's right. If you cook a pound of mesat
a quarter of an hour you must cook three pounds of
meat three quarters of an hour.

[A boy, carrying a large, square, covered basket, is seen
coming down the area steps. He knocks at the door

FREDERICK: Hulloa, who's this? [He goes to the
doorandopens] Whatcanl doforyou,myson?™

CLARENCE: Does MrsFrederick Lowndes live here?

FREDERICK: In a manner of spesking.

CLARENCE: [Coming in.] From the Rite Hotel.

FREDERICK: What's that? Walk right in, my boy. Put it
on the table.
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WILLIAM: [Looking at the label.] With Mr. Leicester Paton's
compliments.

FREDERICK: It's luncheon.

CLARENCE: | was told to give the basket to the lady
personally.

FREDERICK: That's al right, my boy.

CLARENCE: If the lady's not here I'm to take it back again.

WILLIAM: [Promptly.] She's just coming downstairs. [He
goes to the door and calls] Victoria, my darling, that kind
Mr. Leicester Paton has sent you a little light refresh-
ment from the Ritz.

FREDERICK: There's haf-a-crown for you, my lad. Now,
you hop it quick.
CLARENCE: Thank you, sr.
[He goes out.

FREDERICK: Now you 4n eat the steak if you like. I'm
going to eat Victorias luncheon.

WILLIAM: It's a damned unscrupulous thing to do. Il
join you.

[They hurriedly begin to unpack the basket.

FREDERICK: [Taking off a cover] What's here? Chicken en
casserole?

WILL'IAM: That's al right. Here, give me that bottle and

sec me oped it ulilgds

see me open it
P Thén il
FREDERICK: Patt defoiegras. Good. Caviare? No. Smoked
salmon. Stout fellow, Mr. Leicester Paton.
WILLIAM: Don't stand there staring at it. Get it out.
FREDERICK: This is a regular beano.

WILLIAM: I'm beginning to think the wangler won the war
after dl.
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FREDERICK: Mousse au jambon. He's gbt some idea of
Victorids appetite. :

WILLIAM: My dear fellow, loveis aways blind.

FREDERICK: Thank God for it, that's all | say. How's that
cork going?

WILLIAM: Hdf amo. It's just coming.

FREDERICK: Thisis what | cdl anice little snack. Dear
Victoria, she was a good sort.

WILLIAM: In her way.

FREDERICK: But give me pdtf defoie gras.

WILLIAM: [Getting the bottle opened] Pop. Hand over your
glass.

FREDERICK: Hereyou are. I'm as hungry as atrooper.
WILLIAM: Before we start, | want you to drink a toast.
FREDERICK: Il drink anything.
WILLIAM: [Holding up hisglass)] Victorias third husband.
FREDERICK: God help himl
WILLIAM: And for us—liberty.

[As they drain their glasses curtain falls quickly

THE END
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