UNIVERSAL
LIBRARY

OU_168668

AdVvVddl T
1VSHIAINN






OSMANIA_UNIVERSITY LIBRARY

Call Nn,t' b S;' n Accession No. ’ 3 -m'}
Author o \ “ E s

Title
r} l [ C‘\.V N é
This book should be refurned on or before the date

la t marked below.






THE TRAVELLERS’ LIBRARY
*

THE MOON OF THE CARIBBEES
AND SIX OTHER PLAYS OF THE SEA



A descriptive list of some of the volumes in
THE TRAVELLERS’ LIBRARY will be
found at the end of the volume.

€ As further volumes are constantly being added
to the Library, it is not always possible to keep
these lists fully up to date. For the latest lists
application should be made to any bookseller,
or to the publishers,



THE MOON OF THE CARIBBEES
AND SIX OTHER PLAYS OF THE SEA
by
EUGENE G. O’NEILL

WITH AN INTRODUCTION BY

ST. JOHN ERVINE

LONDON
JONATHAN CAPE 30 BEDFORD SQUARE



FIRST PUBLISHED 1923 é
SECOND IMPRESSION 192
FIRST ISSUED IN THE TRAVELLERS' LIBRARY 1929

PRINTED IN GREAT BRITAIN



Contents

INTRODUCTION

THE MooN oF THE CARIBBEES
Bounp East For CARDIFF
THe Long Vovace HoME

IN THE ZONE

ILE

WhaErRe THE Cross 1s MabDE

‘THE Rorr






Introduction

THE author of these seven short plays, -Eugene
Gladstone O’Neill, was born in New York on
October 16, 1888. His name clearly indicates
both the race from which he sprang and the
politics of his family at the date of his birth.
“ O’Neill,” by itself, might as easily be worn by an
Orangeman as by a Sinn Feiner—many O’Neills
have been high in the counsels of the Ulster
Unionists—but when it is preceded by the name
of ‘ Gladstone,” there can be little doubt that
its wearer had a pre-Sinn Fein Nationalist for a
father who carried his affectionate respect for
the first author of a Home Rule Bill to his son’s
baptismal font. G ames O’Neill was born in Ire-
land, but emigrated to America, where he became
a popular actor and theatrical manag His
wife, Ella Quinlan, although born in America, had
Irish parents. Their son, therefore, may fairly
claim that the Irish part of him predominates over
the American, although I doubt whether he takes
any interest in Ireland where, so far as I know,
he has never set his feet. There is nothing in
his work to indicate that he caresa brass farthing
about an island which has subsisted too long on
the charity of the world, and must now, heaven
be praised, subsist on its own labours for the rest
of time. 'Whatever his political opinions may be,
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INTRODUCTION

he has very properly kept them out of his plays,
although he has not been reticent about himself
in any other respect. Nothing is so obvious in
his work as this, that he has wrought it out of
his own experience even more than he has wrought
it out of his imagination, and that the experience
has on the whole been hard and bitter.

It is said, on what authority I do not know,
that a rolling stone. gathers no moss. Mr.
O'Neill is a living refutation of the statement.
There can be few men alive who have rolled so
far and so often and gathered so much moss in
so short a time as he has done. (After passing
through various preparatory schools, mostly
Roman Catholic, Mr. O’Neill, at the age of
seventeen, entered Princeton University, which
was then under the presidency of Mr. Woodrow
Wilson. ) He remained at Princeton for one year,
when afcording to legend (which has been very
busy with him) he was sequestrated for good.

fter leaving the University, he became sec-
retary of a mail-order firm in New York, but,
finding this form of employment unattractive, he
went off on a gold-prospecting expedition to
Spanish Honduras where he got a fever, but no
gold. He then became assistant manager of a
theatrical touring company in the United States,
but probably found it as unprofitable as gold-
mining, for he made a complete break with land
enterprises and got a job as a seaman on a Nor-
wegian barqueJwhich took sixty-five days to sail
from Boston to Buenos Aires. Legend asserts
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INTRODUCTION

that he was * shanghaied ” in South America,
but authority provides no confirmation of it. He
left the Norwegian barque and spent eighteen
months in the Argentine, where he followed a
variety of employments, ranging from the draught-
ing department of the Westinghouse Electric
Company and the wool house of the Swift Packing
Company to the more domestic affairs of the
Singer Sewing Machine Company ; and then he
returned to the sea for his second voyage as an
ordinary seaman on a British steamer plying
between Buenos Aires and Durban. His third
voyage, in a British steamer, was from Buenos
Aires to New York, where he secured a job as a
seaman on an American liner running from New
York to Southampton. (After this, he made
another change of profession, and became an actor
in his father’s company, touring through the Far
Western states. He did not remain on the stage
for long. His next job was that of a general
newspaper hack on a small-town journal in Con-
necticut, followed by a stay of six months in a
sanatorium for consumptives, at the end of which
time he decided to become a dramatist,] the career
which is now certain to be his for the remainder
of his life.

He had done all this various work before the
age of twenty-four, and had, one would have
thought, acquired enough knowledge of mankind
to enable him to write plays without further
instruction ; but that pathetic faith which all
Americans have in the power of professors to
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make an author of a man after twenty lessons in
the craft of letters, caused him to spend a year at
Harvard in taking the Drama Course. He had not
yet realized what he was soon to realize, that every
dramatist of quality makes his own technique.
Whatever he learned during his year at Harvard,
he took pains to discard. [If he knows anything
of the rules of dramatic conStruction, as laid down
by all the authorities from Aristotle to Mr.
William Archer and Professor G. P. Baker, he
has carefully concealed his knowledge and written
his plays as if he had none. One of his long
plays, Beyond the Horizon, occupies six acts when
three would do. Another play, Diff’rent, has a
beginning and an end, but no middle. A third
play, The Emperor Fomes, is practically a mono-
logue in eight scenes. Aristotle would turn in
his grave if he could hear of Mr. O’Neill’s tricks
with technique, but he might be induced to
pardon them by the fact that they are extra-
ordinarily successful. Mr. O’Neill seems, in
each new play that he produces, to be making a
fresh experiment ; and the singular thing is that
each experiment justifies itself. The construc-
tion of Diff’rent has no resemblance to that of
Beyond the Horizon, nor has the construction of
either of them any resemblance to that of The
Emperor Fones ; but in each case it seems exactly
suited to Mr. O’Neill’s purpose. His plays, in
short, are new adventures) Mr. O’Neill is still
at his old game of rolling round the world in
search of fresh experiences.
o}



INTRODUCTION

He is now thirty-four years of age and the
author of more than a dozen plays, half of which
are full-length pieces. The plays included in
this volume may be described as his apprentice
work, but they reveal unmistakable evidence of
an unusual mind and prepare the reader for the
bigger and stranger work he has done since they
were written. Several of them, I/e and In the
Zone, have been performed at the Everyman
Theatre at Hampstead, where the longer play,
Diff’rent was also performed. Another of his
long plays, The Emperor Jones, is to be produced
in London by Mr. C. B. Cochran, and there are
rumours that Anna Christie is also to be produced
here, perhaps, by Miss Sybil Thorndike.

11

He has not escaped from 61e influence of Mr.
Bernard Shaw}—who among the younger drama-
tists has —and the character of the Cockney
sailor, Cocky, is obviously derived from that of
Felix Drinkwater in Caprain Brassbound's Con-
version. Mr. O’Neill has the Irishman’s quick-
ness to catch the vivacious, half-neurotic accents
of the Londoner, born and brought up in the
gutter ; but now and then his ear fails him. He
puts this speech into Cocky’s mouth in In the
Zone : ““ Lettin’ on be ’is silly airs, and all, ’e’s
the son of a blarsted earl or somethink.” No
Cockney in this world ever used the expression
“ Lettin’ on,” which is an Irish one, nor is the
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INTRODUCTION

colloquialism * and all ” anything but a common
Irish term. In The Long Voyage Home, Mr.
O’Neill makes a Cockney crimp refer to police-
men as “‘ peelers,” a term which may have been
used in England in the days of Sir Robert Peel,
but is seldom, if ever, heard here now. Nick,
at the date of Mr. O’Neill's piece, would have
talked of ““ coppers ”’ or “ slops "’ or * bobbies,”
but never, unless he had had an Irish upbringing,
of “ eclers e lapses are rare, however,
and msxgmﬁcant zshe hectic brilliance of the
London guttersnipe’s talk, whether derived from
Mr. Shaw’s Drinkwater or from a Cockney
sailor on that British steamer which plied between
Buenos_ Aires and Durban, is faithfully repro-
duced3 We get the man’s excitability, his lack
of human kindliness, his frights, his love of sensa-
tion, his garrulity, his emotional crises, his frequent
tears and overwrought laughter and low cunning
and mean cleverness all truly set out. The
creature lives and moves and has his being.
Another character, Driscoll, the Irish rufhan,
who is sometimes jeered at as ‘“ a ’airy ape,” has
furnished Mr. O'Neill with the stuff for a tre-
mendous character in a play actually called The
Hairy Ape.] All the other sailors who form the
cast of the first four plays are etched with verity
and vigour, Olson and Paul and the Russian,
Ivan, and Scotty and Smitty and Davis, so that
we have a sense of intimacy with them, even if
we wish that we hadn’t.
The faults of the plays are obvious. Most of
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them are character-studies rather than pieces of
drama, and they may be regarded as the rough
notes made by Mr. O’Neill for the bigger plays
he is now writing. But they are astonishingly
good rough notes. He is, perhaps, too eager
to jot down the exact words used by his people,
and he scatters his ‘‘ bloodies ” and ‘ blasts ”
and “ bleedin’s ” and “ hells” and * damns”
excessively over his dialogue. * Bloody " sounds
less terrible in the ears of an American than it
sounds in the ears of an Englishman, despite the
fact that it is quite frequently heard on the English
stage since Mr. Lennox Robinson, followed by
Mr. Bernard Shaw, made it popular there ; but
we have not yet become reconciled to continuous
streams of gutter language, and Mr. O’Neill’s
fidelity to fact will probably prevent his plays
from being acted as often as they ought to be 1n
this country. That, however, is a minor flaw
and remediable. It is natural for a young man
—and the whole of these plays were written before
Mr. O’Neill was thirty—to imagine that fidelity
to fact is more important than fidelity to imagina-
tion. We all begin by making our characters
curse and swear, even if we do not make them
do anything else. I once wrote a play in which
the principal character seldom said anything but
‘“ Hell’s flames | ” and * Damn and blast you ! ”
and I can still remember the awe with which I
regarded myself when I finished it. Mr. O’Neill
has learned, as we all learn, that it is easy to mis-
take violence for strength and to imagine that a
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INTRODUCTION

man is being vigorous when he is merely being
foul-mouthed.

None of these faults are fundamental. They
are the signs of a lively and original mind which
has not yet mastered its material, but is in process
of doing so; and Mr. O’Neill’s later work fully
justifies the hope his countrymen have that he
will be the first great American dramatist. That
hope has often been raised—William Vaughn
Moody was commonly expected to justify it, but
died before he could do so—and as often dropped ;
but no one in the history of the American theatre
has given more justification for it than Mr.
O’Neill has done. Perhaps the most notable
characteristics of his work are, first, the sea-air
in it, and, second, the complete absence of theatri-
cality in his method.} One might expect that the
son of an actor who had himself been an actor
would manifest some signs of his theatrical up-
bringing in his writing ; but no one, reading
these plays or any of Mr. O’Neill’s plays, would
ever suspect him of theatrical parentage or train-
ing. He might never have been inside a theatre,
so little mark is there in his work of acquaintance
with stage-tradition and stage-technique. It is
impossible for a skilled reader not to know from
Sir Arthur Pinero’s play, that the English drama-
tist brings an actor’s training to the creation of
them ; but Mr. O’Neill’s theatrical career seems
to have left no impression on his mind, none in
comparison with the impression made by his
seamanship. I have already stated that his plays

14
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are made without regard to the rules of the game
or, rather, that he has invented his own technique
for each of his plays. He may yet decide that
Aristotle knew his business and that the rules
of the game are good rules, abrogable only on
special occasions ; but whether that be so or not,
there remains no doubt that his experimenting
mind owes nothing whatever to the theatre and
very much to the sea. is work is as fluid as
water and as consistent.) The tides return with
terrible regularity, although they seem uncon-
trolled and wasted; and something of that
strength is in these plays. Mr. O’Neill, like all
men—Mr. Conrad, for example—who are truly
acquainted with the sea, does not sentimentalize
about it. It may call him as it calls many, but
he has no pretty illusions about it. The sea
is beautiful and horrible, cruel and kind ; it
destroys and it strengthens ; it binds and it
separates, and is utterly implacable. But so is
Life | Suddenly, out of their hearts, the men
Bound East for Cardiff denounce their trade :

vank. This sailor life ain’t much to cry
about leavin’—just one ship after another, hard
work, small pay, and bum grub ; and when we
git to port, justa drunk endin’up ina fight, and
all our money gone, and then ship away agam.
Never meetin’ no nice people never gittin’
outa sailor town, hardly, in any port 3 travellin’
all over the world and never seein’ none of it ;
without no one to care whether you're alive or

5



INTRODUCTION

dead. (With a bitter smile)) There ain’t much
in all that that'd make yuh sorry to lose it,
Drisc.

priscoLL (gloomily). It’s a hell av a life, the
sea.

YANK (musingly). It must be great to stay
on dry land all your life and have a farm with a
house of your own, with cows and pigs and
chickens, "way in the middle of the land where
yuh’d never smell the sea or see a ship. It
must be great to have a wife, and kids to play
with at night after supper when your work is
done. It must be great to have a home of
your own, Drisc.

priscoLL (with a great sigh). It must,
surely ; but what’s the use av thinkin’ av ut ?
Such things are not for the loikes av us.

And so we leave these rough men with their
discontent and dreams, knowing well that their
dreams might not be any more pleasant for them
than their realities. Mr. Hamlin Garland, in his
A Son of the Middle Border, has drawn a picture
of pioneering farm-life in such a place, * 'way in
the middle of the land,” as the Yank dreamed
of, which, could he read it, might make him tolerate
the sea with greater philosophy. Heaven must
seem very attractive to the inhabitants of hell,
but how do we know what it seems like to those
who live in it?

16
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III

Mr. O’Neill’s home is now in Provincetown, a
lonely-ish place on the coast of Massachusetts,
from which he descends once or twice a year on
New York with the manuscript of a new play.
His wife, formerly Miss Agnes Boulton Bourton,
to whom he was married in 1918, is an English-
woman from London. He has, perhaps, been
writing too rapidly in the last ten years, but
each play that he takes to town with him
shows that his mind retains its freshness. Every-
thing that he writes, though it be written with
realistic intention, is suffused by poetic feel-
ing. He has caught cadences from Synge in
some of his plays, but these are faint echoes that
do not irritate the mind by the memories they
evoke. Finally and surely, Mr. O’Neill’s master
is Mr. O’Neill. He takes what he needs from
his elders, as all of us ought to do, but he does
not fail to satisfy his chief needs from his own
resources. He is immeasurably the most interest-
ing man of letters that America has produced
since the death of Walt Whitman.

ST. JOHN ERVINE.
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The Moon of the Caribbees
A Play in One Act



Characters
Yank
DriscoLL
OLsonN
Davis
Cocky
SmrrrY
PauL
Lawmps, the lamptrimmer.
CHips, the carpenter.
Ovrp Towm, the donkeyman.
Bic Frank
Dick
Max
Pappy

Seamen of the British tramp steamer,
Glencairn.

Firemen on the Glencairn.

BeLLa
SusiE
VioLeT
PrarL
Tue First MATE

Two other seamen—Scorry and Ivan—and
several other members of the stokehole-
engine-room Crew.

West Indian Negresses.

Nore.—With the exception of Iz the Zone the action of
all the plays in this velume takes place in years preceding the
outbreak of the World War.



The Moon of the Caribbees

SCENE. A forward section of the main deck of the
British tramp steamer Glencairn, at anchor
off an island in the West Indies.  The full moon,
half-way up the sky, throws a clear light on the
deck. The sea is calm and the ship motionless.

On the left two of the derrick booms of the
foremast jut out at an angle of forty-five de-
grees, black against the sky. In the rear the
dark outline of the port bulwark is sharply de-
Jfined against a distant strip of coral beach,
white in the moonlight, fringed with coco
palms whose tops rise clear of the horizon. On
the right is the forecastle with an open door-
way in the centre leading to the seamen’s and
Siremen's quarters. On either side of the
doorway are two closed doors opening on the
quarters of the Bo'sun, the ship’s carpenter,
the messroom steward, and the donkeyman—
what might be called the petty officers of the
ship. Near each bulwark there is also a short
staircase, like a section of fire escape, leading
up o the forecastle head (the top of the fore-
castley—the edge of which can be seen on the right.

In the centre of the deck, and occupying
most of the space, is the large, raised square
of the number one hatch, covered with canvas,
battened down for the night.

A melancholy negro chant, faint and far-
off, drifts, crooning, over the water.
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THE MOON OF THE CARIBBEES

Most of the seamen and firemen are reclining
or sitting on the hatch. Paul is leaning against
the port bulwark, the upper part of his stocky
Sfigure outlined against the sky. Smitty and
Cocky are sitting on the edge of the forecastle
kead with their legs dangling over. Nearly all
are smoking pipes or cigarettes. The majority
are dressed in patched suits of dungaree. Quite
a few are in their bare feet and some of them,
especially the firemen, have nothing on but a
pair of trousers and a wvest. A good many
wear caps.

There is the low murmur of different con-
versations going on in the separate groups as
the curtain rises. This is followed by a sudden
silence in which the singing from the land can
be plainly heard.

DRISCOLL (@ powerfully built Irishman who is
sitting on the edge of the hatch, fromt—irritably).
Will ye listen to them naygurs ? I wonder now,
do they call that keenin’ a song ?

smitry (a young Englishman with a blond
moustacke. He is sitting on the forecastle head look-
ing out over the water with his chin supported on
his hands). It doesn’t make a chap feel very cheer-
ful, does it ? (He sighs.)

cockyY (4 wizened runt of a man with a strag-
gling grey moustache—slapping Smitty on the back).
Cheero, ole dear ! Down’t be ser dawhn in the
marf, Duke. She loves yer.

sMITTY (gloomily). Shut up, Cocky ! (He
4
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turns away from Cocky and falls to dreaming again,
staring toward the spot on shore where the singing
seems to come from.)

BIG FRANK (4 huge fireman sprawled out on the
right of the hatch—waving a hand towards the land).
They bury somebody—py chimminy Christmas,
I tink so from way it sound.

YANK (a rather good-looking rough who is sitting
beside Driscoll), What d’yuh mean, " bury ?
They don’t plant 'em down here, Dutchy. They
eat ’em to save fun’ral expenses. I guess this guy
went down the wrong way an’ they got indigestion.

cocky. Indigestion! Ho yus, not ’arf|
Down’t yer know as them blokes ’as two stomachs
like a bleedin’ camel ?

DAVIS (@ short, dark man seated on the right of
hatck). An’ you seen the two, I s’pect, ain’t you ?

cocky (scornfully). Down’t be showin’ yer
igerance be tryin’ to make a mock o’ me what has
seen more o’ the world than yeself ever will.

Max (@ Swedish fireman—from the rear of
hatch). Spin dat yarn, Cocky.

cocky. It’s Gawd’s troof, what I tole yer. I
"eard it from a bloke what was captured pris’ner by
’em in the Solomon Islands. Shipped wiv ’im one
voyage. 'T'was a rare treat to 'ear 'im tell what
"appened to 'im among ’em.  (Musingly.) 'E was
a funny bird, 'e was—'ailed from Mile End, ’e did.

priscoLL (with a snort). Another lyin’ Cock-
ney, the loike av yourself !

5
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LAMPs (@ far Swede who is sitting on a camp-
stool in front of his door talking with Chips). Where
you meet up with him, Cocky ?

CHIPS (@ lanky Scotchman—derisively). In
New Guinea, I'll lay my oath !

cocky (defiantly). Yus ! It was in New
Guinea, time I was shipwrecked there. (T%ere is
a perfect storm of groans and laughter at this speech.)

YANK (getting up). Yuh know what we said
yuh’d get if yuh sprung any of that lyin’ New
Guinea dope on us again, don’t yuh ?  Close that
trap if yuh don’t want a duckin’ over the side.

cocky. Ow, I was on’y tryin’ to edicate yer a
bit. (He sinks into dignified silence.)

YANK (nodding teward the shore). Don’t yuh
know this is the West Indies, yuh crazy mut?
There ain’t no cannibals here. They’re only
common niggers.

DRISCOLL (frritably). Whativir they are, the
divil take their cryin’. It’s enough to give a man
the jigs listenin’ to ’em.

YANK (with a grin). 'What’s the matter, Drisc ?
Yuh’re as sore as a boil about somethin’.

priscolL. I’'m dyin’ wid impatience to have a
dhrink ; an’ that blarsted bumboat naygur woman
took her oath she’d bring back rum enough for the
lot av us whin she came back on board to-night.

BIG FRANK (overhearing this—in a loud eager voice).
You say the bumboat voman vill bring booze ?

6
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DRISCOLL (sarcastically). ‘That’s right—tell the
Old Man about ut, an’ the Mate, too. (4/
of the crew have edged nearer to Driscoll and are
listening 1o the conversation with an air of sup-
pressed excitement.  Driscoll lowers his wvoice im-
pressively and addresses them all.) She said she
cud snake ut on board in the bottoms av thim
baskets av fruit they’re goin’ to bring wid ’em
to sell to us for’ard.

THE DONKEYMAN (an old grey-headed man with
a kindly, wrinkled face. He is sitting on a camp-
stool in fromt of his door, right front). She’ll be
bringin’ some black women with her this time—or
times has changed since I put in here last.

priscoLL. She said she wud—two or three—
more, maybe, I dunno. (This announcement is
received with great emthusiasm by all hands.)

cocky. Wot a bloody lark !
oLsoN. Py yingo, we have one hell of a time |

priscoLL (warningly). Remimber ye must be
quiet about ut, ye scuts—wid the dhrink, I mane
—ivin if the bo’sun is ashore. The Old Man
ordered her to bring no booze on board or he
wudn’t buy a thing off av her for the ship.

PADDY (a squat, ugly Liverpool Irishman). To
the divil wid him |

BIG FRANK (turning on him). Shud up, you
tamn fool, Paddy ! You vant make trouble?

(To Driscoll. )  You und me, ve keep dem quiet,
Drisc.

7
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priscoLL. Right ye are, Dutchy. TI'll split
the skull av the first wan av ye starts to foight.
(Three bells are heard striking.)

pavis. Three bells. When's she comin’,
Drisc ?

priscoLL. She’ll be here any minute now,
surely. (To Paul, who has returned to his position
by the bulwark after hearing Driscoll’s news.)
D’you see ’em comin’, Paul ?

pAUL. I don’t see anyting like bumboat.

(They all set themselves to wait, lighting pipes,
cigarettes, and making themselves com-
Sfortable. There is a silence broken only
by the mournful singing of the negroes
on shore.)

SMITTY (slowly—with a trace of melancholy).
I wish they’d stop that song. It makes you think
of—well—things you ought to forget. Rummy
go, what ?

COCKY (slapping him on the back). Cheero, ole
love | We'll be "avin’ our rum in arf a mo’, Duke.
(He comes down to the deck, leaving sztty alone
on the forecastle head.)

BIG FRANK. Sing someting, Drisc. Den ve
don’t hear dot yelling.

pavis  Give us a chanty, Drisc,
paDDY. Wan all av us knows.

Max. We all sing in on chorus,
8



THE MOON OF THE CARIBBEES
oLsoN. ‘‘ Rio Grande,” Drisc.

BIG FRANK. No, ve don’t know dot. Sing
“ Viskey Johnny.”

curps. * Flyin’ Cloud.”

cocky, Now ! Guv us *“ Maid o’ Amster-
dam.”

”

Lamps. ““ Santa Anna ” iss good one.

DriscoLL. Shut your mouths, all av you.
(Scornfully.) A chantyisutyewant? I’llbet me
whole pay day there s not wan in the crowd ceptm
Yank here, an’ Ollie, an’ meself, an’ Lamps an’
Cocky, maybe, wud be sailors enough to know the
main from the mizzen on a windjammer. Ye've
heard the names av chanties but divil a note av the
tune or a loine av the words do ye know. There’s
hardly a rale deep-water sailor lift on the seas,
more’s the pity.

vaNK. Giveus “ Blow the Man Down.” We
all know some of that. (4 chorus of assenting
voices : Yes |—Righto |—1Let ’er drive |—Start
’er, Drisc | ez.)

priscoLL. Comeinthen,all avye. (He sings.)
As I was a-roamin’ down Paradise Street—

ALL. 'Wa-a-ay, blow the man down |

priscoLL. As I was a-roamin’ down Paradise
Street—

aLL. Give us some time to blow the man
down!

9
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CHORUS
Blow the man down, boys, oh, blow
the man down !
Wa-a-ay, blow the man down |
As I was a-roamin’ down Paradise
Street—
Give us some time to blow the
man down !

DRiscoLL. A pretty young maiden I chanced
for to meet.

AL, Wa-a-ay, blow the man down !

DRISCOLL. A pretty young maiden I chanced
for to meet.

aLL, Give us some time to blow the man down!

CHORUS

Blow the man down, boys, oh, blow
the man down !
Wa-a-ay, blow the man down |
A pretty young maiden I chanced
for to meet.
Give us some time to blow the
man down !

PAUL (just as Driscoll is clearing his throat
preparatory to starting the next verse). Hay, Drisc |
Here she come, I tink. Some bumboat comin’
dis way. (They all rusk to the side and look toward
the land.)

vaNk. There’s five or six of them in it—and
they paddle like skirts.
10
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priscoLL (wildly elated). Hurroo, ye scuts |
"Tis thim right enough. (He does a few jig steps
on the deck.)

OLSON (after a pause during which all are watching
the approaching boat). Py yingo, I see six in
boat, yes, sir.

pavis. I kin make out the baskets. See ’em
there amidships ?

BIG FRANK. Vot kind booze dey bring—viskey ?

priscoLL. Rum, foine West Indy—wid a
kick in ut loike a mule’s hoind leg.

Lamps. Maybe she don’t bring any ; maybe
skipper scare her.

priscoLL. Don’t be throwin’ cold water,
Lamps. I'll skin her black hoide off av her if she
goes back on her worrd.

vank. Here they come. Listen to ‘em gig-
glin’. (Calling.) Oh, you kiddo ! (The sound
of women’s voices can be heard talking and laughing.)

priscoLL (calling). Is ut you, Mrs. Old Black
Joe ?

awoMmaN’s voice. 'Ullo, mike | (Thereis loud
feminine laughter at this retors.)

priscoLL. Shake a leg an’ come abord thin,

THE WOMAN’s voIcE. We're a-comin’.

priscoLL. Come on, Yank. You an’ me’d
best be gom to give ’em a hand wid their truck,
"T'will put ’em in good spirits,

II
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cocky (as they start off lefr). Ho, you ain’t
'arf a fox, Drisc. Down'’t drink it all afore we
sees it.

DRISCOLL (over his shoulder). You’ll be havin’
yours, me sonny bye, don’t fret. (He and Yank
go off left.)

cocky (ficking his lips). Gawd blimey, I can

do wiv a wet.
pavis. Me, too |

curps. Il bet there ain’t none of us’ll let any
go to waste.

BIG FRANK. I could trink a whole barrel mine-
self, py chimminy Christmas !

cocky. I ’opes all the gels ain’t as bloomin’
ugly as’er. Looked like a bloody organ-grinder’s
monkey, she did. Gawd, I couldn’t put up wiv
the likes of ’er |

paDpDY. Ye'll be lucky if any of thim looks at
ye, ye squint-eyed runt.

cocky (angrily). Ho, yus? You ain’t no
bleedin’ beauty prize yeself, me man. A ’airy
ape, I calls yer.

paDDY (walking “toward  him——truculently).
Whot'’s thot ? Say ut again if ye dare.

cocky (his hand on his sheath knife—snarling).
’Airy ape | That’s wot I says | (Paddy tries 1o
veach him, but the others keep them apart.)

BIG FRANK (pushing Paddy back). Vot's the
12
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matter mit you, Paddy? Don’t you hear vat Dris-
coll say—no fighting ?

PADDY (grumblingly). 1 don’t take no back
talk from that deck-scrubbin’ shrimp.

cocky. Blarsted coal-puncher |  (Driscol/
appears wearing a broad grin of satisfaction. The
fight is immediately forgotten by the crowd who gather
around him with exclamations of eager curiosity.
How is it, Drisc? Any luck? Vot she bring,
Drisc ? Where’s the gels ? etc.)

DRISCOLL (with an apprehensive glance back at
the bridge). Not so loud, for the love ay hivin |
(The clamour dies down.) Yis, she has ut wid her.
She’ll be here in a minute wid a pint bottle or two
for each wan av ye—three shillin’s a bottle. So
don’t be impashunt.

cocky (indignantly). ‘Three bob | The bloody
cow |

SMITTY (with an ironic smile). Grand larceny,
by God | (They all turn and look up at him, sur-
prised to hear him speak.)

owsoN. Py yingo, we don’t pay so much.
BIG FRANK. Tamn black tief |

papDY. We'll take utaway from her and give
her nothin’.

THE CrROWD (growling). Dirty thief ! Dot’s
right | Give her nothin’! Not a bloomin’
"apenny | ez,

DRiscoLL (grinning). Ye can take ut or lave
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ut, me sonny byes. (He casts a glance in the direc-
tion of the bridge and then reaches inside his shirt
and pulls out a pint bottle.) ’'Tis foine rum, the
rale stuff. (He drinks.) 1 slipped this wan out
av wan av the baskets whin they wasn’t lookin’.
(He hands the bottle to Olson who is nearest him.)
Here ye are, Ollie. Take a small sup an’ pass ut
to the nixt. ’Tisn’t much but ’twill serve to take
the black taste out av your mouths if ye go aisy
wid ut. An’ there’s buckets more av ut comin’.

(The bottle passes from hand to hand, each
man taking a sip and smacking his lips
with a deep ‘ Aaah” of satisfaction.)

pAvis. Where’s she now, Drisc?

priscoLL. Up havin’ a worrd wid the skipper,
makin’ arrangements about the money, I s’pose.

pavis. An’ where’s the other gels ?

priscoLL. Wid her. There’s foive av thim
she took aboard—two swate little slips av things,
near as white as you an’ me are, for that grey-whis-
kered auld fool, an’ the mates—an’ the engineers
too, maybe. The rist av thim'll be comin’ for’ard
whin she comes.

cocky., ’'Eain’t ’arfa funny ole bird, the skip-
per. Gawd blimey ! ’Member when we sailed
from ’ome ’ow ’e stands on the bridge lookin’ like
a bloody ole sky pilot ? An’ ’is missus dawhn on
the bloomin’ dock ’owlin’ fit to kill ’erself ? An’
’is kids 'owlin’ an’ wavin’ their ’andkerchiefs ?
(With great moral indignation.) An’ ’ere e is

14
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makin’ up to a bleedin’ nigger ! There’s a cap-
tain for yer | Gawd blimey | Bloody crab, I

calls ’im |

DRIscoLL. Shut up, ye insect ! Sure, it’s
not you should be talkin’, an’ you wid a woman
an’ childer weepin’ for ye in iviry divil’s port in the
wide worrld, if we can believe your own tale av ut.

cocky (still indignant). 1 ain’t no bloomin’
captain, I ain’t. I ain’t got no missus—reg’lar
married, I means. I ain't

BIG FRANK (putting a huge paw over Cocky’s
mouth). You ain't going talk so much, you hear ?
(Cocky wriggles away from him.) Say, Drisc,
how ve pay dis voman for booze ? Ve ain’t got
no cash.

DRiscoLL. It’s aisy enough. Each girl'll have
a slip av paper wid her an’ whin you buy anythin’
you write ut down and the price beside ut and sign
your name. If ye can’t write have some one who
can do ut for ye. An’ rimimber this : Whin ye
buy a bottle av dhrink or (with a wink) somethin’
else forbid, ye must write down tobaccy or fruit
or somethin’ the loike av that. Whin she laves
the skipper’ll pay what’s owin’ on the paper an’
take ut out av your pay. Is ut clear to ye now ?

ALL.  Yes—Clear as day—Aw right, Drisc—
Righto—Sure, etc.
priscoLL. An’ don’t forgit what I said about
bein’ quiet wid the dhrink, or the Mate’ll be down
on our necks an’ spile the fun. (A chorus of assens.)
M.C. I 5 B
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pavis (looking aft). Ain’t this them comin’?
(They all look in that direction. The silly laughter
of @ woman is heard.)

priscoLL. Look at Yank, wud ye, wid his
arrm around the middle av wan av thim. That
lad’s not wastin’ any toime.

(The four women enter from the left, giggling
and whispering to each other. The
Sfirst three carry baskets on their heads.
The youngest and best-looking comes last.
Yank has his arm about her waist and is
carrying her basket in his other hand.
All four are distinct negro types.  They
wear light-coloured, loose-fitting clothes
and have bright bandana handkerchiefs
on their heads. They put down their
baskets on the hatch and sit down beside
them. The men crowd around, grin-
ning.)

BELLA (she is the oldest, stoutest, and homeliest of
the four-—grinning back at them). 'Ullo, boys.

THE OTHER GIRLS. 'Ullo, boys.

THE MEN. Hello, yourself—Evenin’—Hello
—How are you? et.

BELLA (genially). Hope you had a nice voyage.
My name’s Bella, this here’s Susie, yander’s
Violet, and her there (pointing 1o the girl witk
Yank) is Pearl. Now we all knows each other,

PADDY (roughly). Never mind the girls.
Where’s the dhrink ?

16
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BELLA (tartly). You're a hawg, ain’t you?
Don’t talk so loud or you don’t git any—you nor
no man. Think I wants the ole captain to put
me off the ship, do you ?

YANK. Yes, nix on hollerin’, you! D’yuh
wanta queer all of us ?

BELLA (casting a quick glance over her shoulder)
Here | Some of you big strapping boys sit back
of us on the hatch there so’s them officers can'’t see
what we're doin’. (Driscoll and several of the
others sit and stand behind the girls on the hatch.
Bella turns to Driscoll.) Did you tell ’em they
gotter sign for what they gits—and ZAow to
sign ?

priscoLL. I did—what’s your name again—
oh, yis—Bella, darlin’.

BeLLA. Then it’s all right ; but you boys has
gotter go inside the fo’castle when you gits your
bottle. No drinkin’ out here on deck. I ain’t
takin’ no chances. (An impatient murmur of assent

goes up from the crowd.) Ain’t that right, Mike ?

priscoLL. Right as rain, darlin’. (Big Frank
leans over and says something to him in a Jow wvoice.
Driscoll laughs and slaps his thigh.) Listen,
Bella, I've somethin’ to ask ye for my little friend
here who's bashful. Ut has to do wid the ladies
so I'd best be whisperin’ ut to ye meself to kape
them from blushin’. (He leans over and asks her
a question.)

BELLA (firmly). Four shillin’s,
17
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DRISCOLL (laughing). D’you hear that, all av
ye? Four shillin’s ut is.

PADDY (angrily). 'To hell wid this talkin’, 1
want a dhrink.

BELLA. Is everything all right, Mike ?

DRISCOLL (after a Jook back at the bridge). Sure.
Let her droive |

BeLLA.  All right, girls.  (The girls reach down
in their baskets in under the fruit which is on top
and each pulls out a pint bottle. Four of the men
crowd up and take the borles.) Fetch a light,
Lamps, that’s a good boy. (Lamps goes to his
room and returns with a candle.  This is passed from
one girl to another as the men sign the sheets of paper
for their bottles.) Don’t you boys forget to mark
down cigarettes or tobacco or fruit, remember !
Three shillin’s is the price. Take it into the
fo'castle. For Gawd’s sake, don’t stand out here
drinkin’ in the moonlight. (Tke four go into the
forecastle. Four more take their places. Paddy
plants himself in front of Pear! who is sitting by Y ank
with his arm still around her.)

PADDY (gruffly). Gimme thot | (She holds out
a bottle which he snatches from her hand, He turns
0 go away.)

YANK (sharply). Here, you! Where d’yuh
get that stuff 7 You ain’t signed for that yet.

raDDY (sullenly). 1 can’t write me name.

vaNK. Then I'll write it for yuh. (He takes
18
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the paper from Pearl and writes.) Thereain’t goin
to be no welchin’ on little Bright Eyes here—not
when I’'m around, see ? Ain’t I right, kiddo ?

’

PEARL (with a grin). Yes, suh.

BELLA (secing all four are served). ‘Take it into
the fo’castle, boys. (Paddy defiantly raises his
bottle and gulps down a drink in the full moonlight.
Bella sees him.) Look at ’im! Look at the
dirty swine! (Paddy slouches into the forecastle.)
Wants to git me in trouble. That settles it !
We all got to git inside, boys, where we won'’t git
caught. Come on, girls.

(The girls pick up their baskets and follow
Bella. Yank and Pear! are the last
to reach the doorway. She Ilingers
behind him, her eyes fixed on Smirty,
who is still sitting on the forecastle head,
his chin on his hands, staring off into
vacancy.)

PEARL (waving a hand to attract his attention).
Come ahn in, pretty boy. Ah likes you.

sMmITTY (coldly). Yes ; I want to buy a bottle,
please.

(He goes down the steps and follows her into
the forecastle.  No one remains on deck
but the Donkeyman, who sits smoking
his pipe in front of his door. There is
the subdued babble of woices from the
crowd inside, but the mournful cadence
of the song from the shore can again be
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faintly heard. Smitty reappears and
closes the door to the forecastie after him.
He shudders and shakes his shoulders
as if flinging off something which dis-
gusted him. Then he lifts the bottle
which is in his hand to his lips and
gulps down a long drink. The Don-
keyman  watches  him  impassively.
Smitty sits down on the hatch facing
him. Now that the closed door has
shut off nearly all the noise the singing
Sfrom shore comes clearly over the moonlit
water.)
SMITTY (/istening to it for a moment). Damn that
song of theirs. (He takes another big drink.)
What do you say, Donk ?

THE DONKEYMAN (guietly). Seems nice an’

sleepy-like.

smrrry (with a hard laugh). Sleepy | If 1
listened to 1t long—sober—I’d never go to sleep.

THE DONKEYMAN. 'Tain’tsich bad music, is it ?
Sounds kinder pretty to me—low an’ mournful—
same as listenin’ to the organ outside o’ church of
a Sunday.

sMITTY (with a touckh of impatience). 1 didn’t
mean it was bad music. Itisn’t. It’s the beastly
memories the damn thing brings up—for some
reason. (He takes another pull at the bottle.)

THE DONKEYMAN. Ever hear it before ?

smitty. No; never in my life. It’s just a
20
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something about the rotten thing which makes me
think of—well—oh, the devil | (He forces a
laugh.)

THE DONKEYMAN (spmmg placidly).  Queer
thmgs, mem’ries. ain’t ever been bothered much
by ’em.

sMITTY (looking at him fixedly for a moment—with
quiet scorn). No, you wouldn’t be.

THE DONKEYMAN. Not that I ain’t had my
share o’ things goin’ wrong ; but I puts ’em out
o’ me mind, like, an’ fergets 'em.

sMITTY. But suppose you couldn’t put them
out of your mind ? Suppose they haunted you
when you were awake and when you were asleep
—what then ?

THE DONKEYMAN (gusetly). I'd git drunk,
same’s you're doin’.

smrrry (with a harsk laugh). Good advice.
(He takes another drink. He is beginning to show
the effects of the liguor. His face is flushed and he
talks rather wildly.) We're poor little lambs who
have lost our way, eh, Donk ? Damned from here
to eternity, what ? God have mercy on such as
we | True, isn’t it, Donk ?

THE DONKEYMAN. Maybe ; I dunno. (dfter
a slight pause.) 'Whatever set you goin’ to sea ?
You ain’t made for it.

sMITTY (laughing wildly). My old friend in
the bottle here, Donk.
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THE DONKEYMAN. [ done my share o’ drinkin
in my time. (Regretfully) Them was good
times, those days. Can’t hold up under drink no
more. Doctor told me I'd got to stop or die.
(He spits contentedly.) So 1 stops.

sMITTY (with a foolish smile). Then I'll drink
one for you. Here’s your health, old top | (He
drinks.)

THE DONKEYMAN (after a pause). S’posc there’s
a gel mixed up in it some place, ain’t there ?

’

smrtty (stiffly). What makes you think so?

THE DONKEYMAN. Always is when a man lets
music bother 'im. (After a few puffs at his pipe.)
An’ she said she threw you over ’cause you was
drunk ; an’ you said you was drunk ’cause she
threw you over. (He spits leisurely.) Queer
thing, love, ain’t it?

SMITTY (rising to his feet with drunken dignity).
I'll trouble you not to pry into my affairs, Donkey-
man.

THE DONKEYMAN (unmoved). That’s every-
body’s affair, what I said. 1 been through it
many’s the time. (Genially.) 1 always hit ’em a
whack on the ear an’ went out and got drunker’n
ever. When I come home again they always had
somethin’ special nice cooked fur me to eat.
(Puffing at his pipe.) That’s the on’y way to fix
’em when they gits on their high horse. I don’t
s’pose you ever tried that ?
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smitrY (pompously). Gentlemen don’t hit
women.

THE DONKEYMAN (placidly). No ; that’s why
they has mem’ries when they hears music.  (Smizty
does not deign to reply to this, but sinks into a
scornful silence. Davis and the girl Violet come out
of the forecastle and close the door behind them. He
is staggering a bit and she is laughing shrilly.)

pavis (turning to the left). This way, Rose,
or Pansy, or Jessamine, or Black Tulip, or Violet,
or whatever the hell flower your name is. No
one'll see us back here. (They go off Jeft.)

THE DONKEYMAN. There’s love at first sight
for you—an’ plenty more o’ the same in the
fo’c’sle.  No mem'ries jined with that.

sMiTTY (really repelled). Shut up, Donk.
You're disgusting. (He rakes a long drink.)

THE DONKEYMAN (philosophically). All depends
on how you was brung up, I s’pose. (Pear/
comes out of the forecastle. There is a roar of voices
from inside. She shuts the door behind her, sees
Smitty on the hatch, and comes over and sits beside
him and puts her arm over his shoulder.)

THE DONKEYMAN (chuckling). ‘There’s love for
you, Duke.

PEARL (patting Smitty’s face with her hand).
*Ullo, pretty boy. (Smitty pushes her hand away
coldly.) What you doin’ out here all alone by
yourself ?

sMITTY (with a twisted grin). Thinking and—
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(ke indicates the bottle in his hand)—drinking to
stop thinking. (He drinks and laughs maudlinly.
The bottle is three-quarters empty.)

PEARL. You oughtn’t drink so much, pretty
boy. Don’ you know dat? You have big,

big headache come mawnin’,
sMmrtry (dryly). Indeed ?

PEARL. Tha's true. Ah knows what Ah say.
(Cooingly.) Why you run ’way from me, pretty
boy ? Ah likes you. Ah don’ like them other
fellahs. Theyact too rough. You ain’t rough.
You're a genelman. Ah knows. Ah can tell a
genelman fahs Ah can see 'im.

smitry. Thank you for the compliment ; but
ou’re wrong, you see. I’'m merely—a ranker.
(He adds bitterly.) And a rotter.

PEARL (patting his arm). No, you ain’t. Ah
knows better. You’re a genelman. (Insinuatingly.)
Ah wouldn’t have nothin’ to do with them
other men, but (she smiles at him enticingly) you
is diff’rent. (He pushes her away from him dis-
ﬁustesily. She pouts) Don’ you like me, pretty

oy !

smitty (@ it ashamed). 1 beg your pardon.
I didn’t mean to be rude, you know, really. (His
politeness is drunkenly exaggerated.) 1'm a bit off
colour.

PEARL (brightening up.) Den you do like me
—little ways ¢
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sMITTY (carelessly). Yes, yes, why shouldn’t
1? (He suddenly laughs wildly and puts his arm
around her waist and presses her to him.) Why
not ? (He pulls his arm back quickly with a shudder
of disgust, and takes a drink. Pearl looks at him
curiously, puzzled by his strange actions. The door
[from the forecastle is kicked open and X ank comes out.
The uproar of shouting, laughing and singing woices
has increased in violence. Yank staggers over

toward Smitty and Pearl.)

YANK (blinking at them). What the hell—oh,
it’s you, Smitty the Duke. I was goin’ to turn
one loose on the jaw of any guy’d cop my dame, but
seein’ it’s you (Sentimentally.) "Pals is pals
and any pal of mine c’n have anythin’ I got, see ?
(Holding out his hand.)) Shake, Duke. (Smitty
takes his hand and he pumps it up and down.)
You'n me’s frens. Ain’t I right?

smitty.  Rightitis, Yank. But you’re wrong
about this girl. ~ She isn’t with me. She was just
going back to the fo'c’sle to you. (Pear/ looks
at him with hatred gathering in her eyes.)

vank. Tha’ right?

smitty. On my word !

YANK (grabbing her arm). Come on then, you,
Pearl | Le’s have a drink with the bunch. (He
pulls her to the entrance where she shakes off his hand
long enough to turn on Smitty furiously.)

PEARL. You swine! You can go to hell |
(She goes in the forecastle, slamming the door.)
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THE DONKEYMAN (spitting calmly). 'There’s love
for you. They'’re all the same—white, brown,
yeller ’n’ black. A whack on the ear’s the only
thing’ll learn ’em.

(Smitty makes no reply, but laughs harshly
and takes another drink ; then sits
staring before him, the almost empty bottle
tightly clutched in one hand. There
is an increase in volume of the muffled
clamour from the forecastle and a mo-
mentlater the door isthrown open and the
whole mob, led by Driscoll, pours out on
deck. Al of them are very drunk and
several of them carry bottles in their
hands. Bella is the only one of the
women who is absolutely sober. She
tries in ‘vain to keep the men quiet.
Pearl drinks from 2ank's botile every
moment or so, laughing shrilly, and
leaning against Yank, whose arm is
about her waist. Paul comes out last,
carrying an accordion. He staggers
over and stands on top of the hatch, his
instrument under his arm.)

priscoLL.  Play us a dance, ye square-head
swab !—a rale, Godforsaken son av a turkey trot
wid guts to ut.

YANK. Straight from the old Barbary Coast in
"Frisco |

pauL. I don’ know. I try. (He commences
tuning up.)
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vANK. Ataboy ! Let ’er rip| (Davis and
Violet come back and join the crowd. The Don-
keyman looks on them all with a detached, indulgent
air.  Smitty stares before him and does not seem to
know there is anyone on deck but himself.)

BIG FRANK. Dance? Idon’tdance. I trink !
(He suits the action to the word and roars with
meaningless laughter.)

priscoLL. Git out av the way thin, ye big
hulk, an’ give us some room. (Big Frank sits
down on the hatch, right. Al of the others who are
not going to dance either follow his example or lean
against the port bulwark.)

BELLA (on the verge of tears at her inability to keep
them in the forecastle or make them be quiet now they
are out). For Gawd’s sake, boys, don’t shout so
loud! Want to git me in trouble ?

DRISCOLL (grabbing her). Dance wid me, me
cannibal quane. (Some one drops a bottle on deck
and it smashes.)

BELLA (kysterically). 'There they goes | There
they goes | Captain’ll hear that! Oh, my
Lawd |

priscorL. Be damned to him | Here’s the
music | Off ye go !

( Paul starts playing * You Grear Big Beauti-
ful Doll” with a note left out every
now and then.  The four couples com-
mence dancing—a jerk-shouldered ver-
sion of the old Turkey Trot as it was done
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in the sailor-town dives, made more
grotesque by the fact that all the couples
are drunk and keep lurching into each
other every moment. Two of the men
start dancing  together, intentionally
bumping into the others. Yank and
Pearl come around in front of Smitty
and, as they pass him, Pearl slaps him
across the side of the face with all her
might, and laughs viciously. He jumps
to his feet with his fists clenched, but sees
who kit him and sits down again,
smiling bitterly. Yank laughs boister-
ously.)

YANK. Wow | Some wallop ! One on you,
Duke.

priscoLL (hurling his cap at Paul). Faster, ye
toad | (Paul makes frantic efforts to speed up and
the music suffers in the process.)

BELLA (puffing). Let me go. I'm wore out
with you steppin’ on my toes, you clumsy Mick.
(She struggles, but Driscoll holds her tight.)

priscoLL. God blarst you for havin’ such big
feet, thin. Aisy, aisy, Mrs. Old Black Joe | 'Tis
dancin’ll take the blubber off ye.

(He whirls her around the deck by main force.
Cocky, with Susie, is dancing near the
hatch, right, when Paddy, who is sitting
on the edge with Big Frank, sticks his
Joot out and the wavering couple stumble
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over it and fall flat on the deck. A roar
of laughter goes up. Cocky rises to his
feet, his face livid with rage, and springs
at Paddy, who promptly knocks him
down. Driscoll hits Paddy and Big
Frank hits Driscoll.  In a flash a whole-
sale fight has broken out and the deck
is a surging crowd of drink-maddened
men  hitting out at each other indis-
criminately, although the genmeral idea
seems to be a battle between seamen and
Siremen. The women shriek and take
refuge on top of the hatch, where they
huddle in a frightened group. Finally
there is the flash of a knife held high in
the moonlight and a loud yell of pain.)

pavis (somewhere in the crowd). Here’s the
Mate comin’ | Let’s git out o’ this !

(There is a general rush for the forecastle.
In a moment there is no one left on deck
but the linle group of women on the
hatch 3 Smitty, still dazedly rubbing
his cheek ; The Donkeyman quietly
smoking on his stool ; and Yank and
Driscoll, their faces battered up con-
siderably, their wvests in shreds, bend-
ing over the still form of Paddy,
which lies stretched out on the deck
between them. In the silence the mourn-
Jul chant from the shore creeps slowly
out to the ship.)
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DRriscoLL (quickly—in a low woice). Who
knoifed him ?

YANK (stupidly). 1 didn’t see it. How do I
know ? Cocky, I'll bet. (The First Mate
enters from the left. He is atall, strongly-built man,
dressed in a plain blue uniform.)

THE MATE (angrily). What’s all this noise
about ? (He sees the man lying on the deck.)
Hello ! What’s this? (He bends down on one
knee beside Paddy.)

DRISCOLL (stammering). All av us—was in a
bit av a harmless foight, sir,—an’—I dunno——
(The Mate rolls Paddy over and sees a knife wound
on his shoulder.)

THE MATE. Knifed, by God. (He takes an
electric flash from his pocket and examines the cut.)
Lucky it’s only a flesh wound. He must have hit
his head on deck when he fell. That’s what
knocked him out. This is only a scratch, Take
him aft and I'll bandage him up.

DRISCOLL., Yis, sor.

(They 1ake Paddy by the shoulders and feet
and carry him off left. The Mate
Jooks up and sees the women on the hatch
Jor the first time.)

THE MATE (surprised). Hello | (He walks
over to them.) Go to the cabin and get your money
and clear off. If I had my way, you’d never
(His foot hits a botrle. He stoops down and picks it
up and smells of i1.) Rum, by God | So that’s
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the trouble | I thought their breaths smelled
damn queer. (To the women, harshly.) You
needn’t go to the skipper for any money. You
won’t get any. That'll teach you to smuggle
rum on a ship and start a riot.

BELLA. But, Mister

THE MATE (sternly). You know the agreement
-——Ium-—no money.

BELLA (indignantly). Honest to Gawd, Mister,
I never brung no——

THE MATE (flercely). You'realiar | And none
of your lip or I'll make a complaint ashore to-
morrow and have you locked up.

BELLA (subdued). Please, Mister

THE MATE. Clear out of this, now | Not an-
other word out of you! Tumble over the side
damn quick | The two others are waiting for
you. Hop, now ! (They walk quickly—almost
run—off to the left. The Mate follows them, nod-
ding to The Donkeyman, and ignoring the oblivious
Smirty.)

(There is absolute silence on the ship for a few
moments.  The melancholy song of the
negroes drifts crooning over the water.
Smitty listens to it intently for a time ;
then sighs heavily, a sigh that is half
a s0b.)

smitry. God | (He drinks the last drop in
the bottle and throws it behind him on the harch.)
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THE DONKEYMAN (spitting tranquilly). More
mem’ries ?  (Smitty does not answer him. The
ship’s bell tolls four bells. The Donkeyman knocks
out his pipe.) I think I'll turn in. (He opens the
door 1o his cabin, but turns to Jook ar Smitty—kindly.)
You can’t hear it in the fo’c’sle—the music, I
mean—an’ there’ll likely be more drink in there,
too. Good night. (He goes in and shuts the door.)

smitty. Good night, Donk.

(He gets wearily to his feet and walks with
bowed shoulders, staggering a bit, to the
forecastle entrance and goes in.  There
is silence for a second or so, broken only
by the haunted, saddened voice of that
brooding mausic, faint and far-off, like
the mood of the moonlight made audible.)

Tue CurraiN FaiLs
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Bound East for Cardiff

SCENE. The seamen’s forecastle of the British tramp
steamer Glencairn on a foggy night midway on
the wvoyage between New York and Cardiff.
An irregular-shaped compartment, the sides of
which almost meet at the far end to from a
triangle.  Sleeping bunks aboutr six feet long,
ranged three deep with a space of three feet
separating the upper from the lower, are built
against the sides. On the right above the
bunks three or four port holes can be seen. In
front of the bunks, rough wooden benches.
Ower the bunks on the left, a lamp in a bracke:.
In the left foreground, a doorway. On the
floor near it, a pail with a tin dipper.  Qilskins
are hanging from a hook near the doorway.

The far side of the forecastle is so narrow
that it contains only one series of bunks.

In under the bunks a glimpse can be had of
sea-chests, suit-cases, sea-boots, etc., jammed in
indiscriminately.

At regular intervals of a minute or so the
blast of the steamer’s whistle can be heard
above all the other sounds.

Five men are sitting on the benches talking.
They are dressed in dirty patched suits of dun=
garee, flannel shirts, and all are in their stocks
ing feet. Four of the men are pulling on pipes
and the air is heavy with rancid tobacco smoke.
Sitting on the top bunk in the left foreground, a
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Norwegian, Paul, is softly playing some folk song
on a battered accordion. He stops from time
to time to listen to the conversation.

In the lower bunk in the rear adark-haired,
hard-featured man is lying apparently asleep.
One of his arms is stretched limply over the side
of the bunk.  His face is very pale, and drops
of clammy perspiration glisten on his forehead.

1t is nearing the end of the dog-warch—
about ten minutes to eight in the evening.

cocky (@ wizened runt of a man. He is telling
a story. The others are listening with amused, in-
credulous faces, interrupting him at the end of each
sentence with loud derisive guffaws). Makin’ love
tome, she was | It’s Gawd’s truth ! A bloomin’
nigger | Greased all over with cocoanut oil, she
was. Gawd blimey, I couldn’t stand ’er. Bloody
old cow, I says ; and with that I fetched ’er a biff
on the ear wot knocked ’er silly, an’ (He is
intervupted by a roar of laughter from the others.)

pavis (@ middle-aged man with black hair and
moustache). You're a liar, Cocky.

scotTy (4 dark young fellow). Ho-ho! Ye
werr neverr in New Guinea in yourr life, I'm
thinkin’.

oLsoN (@ Swede with a drooping blond mous-
tache—with ponderous sarcasm). Yust tink of it |
You say she wass a cannibal, Cocky ?

DRISCOLL (a brawny Irishman wwith the battered
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Seatures of a prizefighter). How cud ye doubt ut,
Ollie ? A quane av the naygurs she musta been
surely. Who else wud think herself aqual to
fallin’ in love wid a beauthiful, divil-may-care rake
av a man the loike av Cocky ? (A burst of laughter
[from the crowd.)

cocky (indignantly). Gawd strike me dead if
it ain’t true, every bleedin’ word of it. 'Appened
ten year ago come Christmas.

scorty. 'Twasa Christmas dinner she had her
cyes on,

pavis. He’d a been a tough old bird.

priscoLL. ’Tis lucky for both av ye ye escaped ;
for the quane av the cannibal isles wad ’a died av
the belly ache the day afther Christmas, divil a
doubtavut. (The laughter at this is long and loud.)

cocky (sullenly). Blarsted fat ’eads |

(The sick man in the lower bunk in the rear
groans and moves restlessly.  There is a
hushed silence. Al the men turn and
stare at him.)

priscoll. Ssshh | (I a hushed whisper.)
We'd best not be talkin’ so loud and him tryin’ to
have a bit av a sleep. (He tiptoes softly to the side
of the bunk.) Yank | You’d be wantin’ a drink
av wather, maybe ? (Yank does not reply.  Dris-
coll bends over and looks at him.) It’s asleep he is,
sure enough. His breath is chokin’ in his throat
loike wather gurglin’ in a poipe. (He comes back
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quietly and sits down.  All are silent, avoiding each
other’s eyes.)

COCKY (after a pause). Pore devil | It’s over
the side for ’im, Gawd ’elp ’im.

DRIsCOLL. Stop your croakin’! He's not
dead yet, and, praise God, he’ll have many a long
day yet before him.

SCOTTY (shaking his head doubtfully). He’s bod,
mon, he’s verry bod.

pavis. Lucky he’s alivee. Many a man’s
light woulda gone out after a fall like that.

oLsoN. You saw him fall ?

pavis. Right next to him. He and me was
goin’ down in number two hold to do some chip-
pin’. He puts his leg over careless-like and misses
the ladder and plumps straight down to the bottom.
I was scared to look over for a minute, and then
I heard him groan and I scuttled down after him.
He was hurt bad inside, for the blood was drippin’
from the side of his mouth. He was groanin’
hard, but he never let a word out of him.

cocky. An’ you blokes remember when we
’auled ’im in ’ere ! ‘Oh, ’ell, ’e says, oh, ’ell—
like that, and nothink else.

owsoN. Did the captain know where he iss
hurted ?

cocky. That silly ol’ josser | Wot the ’ell
would ’e know abaht anythink ?
6
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scorry (scornfully). He fiddles in his mouth
wi’ a bit of glass.

priscoLL (angrily). ‘The divil’s own life ut is
to be out on the lonely sea wid nothin’ betune you
and a grave in the ocean but a spindle-shanked,
grey-whiskered auld fool the loike av him. 'Twas
enough to make a saint shwear to see him wid his
gold watch in his hand, tryin’ to look as wise as an
owl on a tree, and all the toime he not knowin’
whether ’twas cholery or the barber’s itch was the
matther wid Yank.

sCOTTY (sardonically). He gave him a dose of
salts, na doot ?

priscoLL. Divil a thing he gave him at all, but
looked in the book he had wid him, and shook his
head, and walked out widout sayin’ a word, the
second mate afther him no wiser than himself,
God’s curse on the two av him !

COCKY (after a pause). Yank was a good ship-

mate, pore beggar. Iend me four bob in Noo
Yark, ’e did.

priscoLL (warmly). A good shipmate he was
and is, none betther. Ye said no more than the
truth, Cocky. Five years and more ut is since
first I shipped wid him, and we’ve stuck together
iver since through good luck and bad. Fights
we've had, God help us, but "twas only when we’d
a bit av drink taken, and we always shook hands
the nixt mornin’. Whativer was his was mine,
and many’s the toime I'd a been on the beach or
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worse, but for him. And now (His woice
trembles as he fights to control his emotion.) Divil
take me if I’m not startin’ to blubber loike an auld
woman, and he not dead at all, but goin’ to live
many a long year yet, maybe.

pavis. The sleep’ll do him good. He seems
better now.

orsoN. If he wude eat someting:

priscoLL. Wud ye have him be eatin’ in his
condishun ?  Sure it’s hard enough on the rest
av us wid nothin’ the matther wid our insides to
be stomachin’ the skoff on this rusty lime-juicer.

scorTY (indignantly). It’s a starvation ship.

pavis. Plenty o’ work and no food—and the
owners ridin’ around in carriages |

oLsoN. Hash, hash ! Stew,stew | Marma-
lade, py damn | (He spits disgustedly.)

cocky. Bloody swill | Fit only for swine is
wot I say.

priscorL. And the dishwather they disguise
wid the name av tea | And the putty they call
bread | My belly feels loike I'd swalleyed a
dozen rivets at the thought av ut! And sea-
biscuit that’d break the teeth av a lion if he had
the misfortune to take a bite at one |

(Unconsciously they have all raised their
wvoices, forgetting the sick man in their
sailor’s delight at finding something to
grumble about.)
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PAUL (swings his feet over the side of his bunk,
stops playing his accordion, and says slowly.) And
rot-ten po-tay-toes | (He starts in playing again.
The sick man gives a groan of pain.)

priscoLL (holding up his hand). Shut your
mouths, all av you. ’Tis a hell av a thing for us
to be complainin’ about our guts, and a sick man
maybe dyin’ listenin’ to us. (Gers up and shakes
his fist at the Norwegian.) God stiffen you, ye
square-head scut! Put down that organ av
yours or I’ll break your ugly face for you. Is that
banshee schreechin’ fit music for a sick man?

(The Norwegian puts his accordion in the
bunk and lies back and closes his eyes.
Driscoll goes over and stands beside
Yank. The steamer's whistle sounds
particularly loud in the silence.)

pavis. Damn this fog | (Reaches in under a
bunk and yanks out a pair of sea-boots, whick he pulls
on.) My look-out next, too. Must be nearly
eight bells, boys.

(With the exception of Olson, all the men
sitting up put on oilskins, sou’-westers,
sea-boots, etc., in preparation for the
watch on deck.  Olson crawls into a
lower bunk on the right.)

scorty. My wheel.

oLsoN (disgustedly). Nothin’ but yust dirty
weather all dis voyage. I yust can’t sleep when
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weestle blow. (He rurns his back 1o the light and is
soon fast asleep and snoring.)

scorty. If this fog keeps up, I'm tellin’ ye,
we'll no be in Carrdiff for a week or more.

priscoLL. “Twas just such a night as this the
auld Dover wint down. Just about this toime ut
was, too, and we all sittin’ round in the fo’c’sle,
Yank beside me, whin all av a suddint we heard a
great slitherin’ crash, and the ship heeled over till
we was all in a heap on wan side. What came
afther I disremimber exactly, except ’twas a hard
shift to get the boats over the side before the auld
teakittle sank. Yank was in the same boat wid
me, and sivin morthal days we drifted wid scarcely
a drop of wather or a bite to chew on. ’Twas
Yank here that held me down whin I wanted to
jump into the ocean, roarin’ mad wid the thirst.
Picked up we were on the same day wid only Yank
in his senses, and him steerin’ the boat.

cocky (protestingly). Blimey, but you’re a
cheerful blighter, Driscoll ! Talkin’ abaht ship-
wrecks in this ’ere blushin’ fog. (Yank groans and
stirs uneasily, opening his eyes. Driscoll hurries
to his side.)

DRIscoLL. Are ye feelin’ any betther, Yank ?
YANK (in a weak voice). No.

DRIscoLL. Sure, you must be. You look as
sthrong as an ox. (Appealing to the others.) Am
I tellin’ him a lie ?
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pavis. The sleep’s done you good.

cocky. You'll be ’avin’ your pint of beer in
Cardiff this day week.

scorty. And fish and chips, mon |

YANK (peevishly). What're yuh all lyin’ fur ?
D’yuh think I'm scared to—— (He hesitates as if
[frightened by the word he is about to say.)

DriscoLL. Don’t be thinkin’ such things !

(Tte ship’s bell is heard heavily tolling eight
times. From the forecastle head above
the voice of the look-out rises in a long
wail : Aaall's welll.  The men look
uncertainly at Yank as if undecided
whether to say good-bye or not.)

YANK (in an agony of fear). Don’t leave me,
Drisc ! I'mdyin’, I tell yuh. I won’t stay here
alone with every one snorin’.  I’ll go out on deck.
(He makes a feeble artempt to rise, but sinks back
with a sharp groan. His breath comes in wheezy
gasps.) Don’t leave me, Drisc |  (His face grows
white and his head falls back with a jerk.)

priscoLL. Don’t be worryin’, Yank. Tl
not move a step out av here—and let that divil av
a bosun curse his black head off. You speak a
word to the bosun, Cocky. Tell him that Yank
is bad took and I'll be stayin’ wid him a while yet.

cocky. Right-o. (Cocky, Davis, and Scotty
go out quietly.)
I
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cockY (from the alleyway). Gawd blimey, the
fog’s thick as soup.

DRISCOLL. Are ye satisfied now, Yank ? (Re-
ceiving no answer, ke bends over the still form.) He’s
fainted, God help him | (He gets a tin dipper from
the bucket and bathes Y ank’s forehead with the water.
Yank shudders and opens his eyes.)

YANK (slowly). 1 thought I was goin’ then.
Wha’ did yuh wanta wake me up fur?

DRISCOLL (with forced gaiety). Is it wishful
for heaven ye are?

YANK (gloomily). Hell, I guess.

DRISCOLL (crossing himself involuntarily). For
the love av the saints don’t be talkin’ loike that !
You’d give a man the creeps.  It’s chippin’ rust on
deck you’ll be in a day or two wid the best av us.

(Zank does not answer, but closes his eyes
wearily. The seaman who has been on
Jook-out, Smitty, a young Englishman,
comes in and takes off his dripping oil-
skins. While he is doing this the man
whose turn at the wheel has been re-
lieved enters. He is a dark, burly
Jfellow witha round stupid face. The
Englishman steps softly over to Driscoll.
The other crawls into a lower bunk.)

sMmITTY (whispering). How’s Yank ?

pRriscoLL, Betther. Ask him yourself. He’s
awake.
12
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vaNk. I'm all right, Smitty.

smitty. Glad to hear it, Yank. (He crawls
20 an upper bunk and is soon asleep.)

AN (The stupid-faced seaman who came in after
Smirty rwists his head in the direction of the sick man.
You feel gude, Jank ?

YANK (wearily). Yes, Ivan.

waN. Dot’s gude. (He rolls over on his side
and falls asleep immediately.)

YANK (after a pause broken only by snores—with
a bitter laugh). Good-bye and good luck to the
lot of you |

DRISCOLL. Is ut painin’ you again ?
P

vANK. It hurts like hell—here. (He points to
the lower part of his chest on the left side.) 1 guess
my old pump’s busted. Ooohh !

(4 spasm of pain contracts his pale features.
He presses his hand to his side and
writhes on the thin mattress of his bunk.
The perspiration stands out in beads on
his forehead.)

priscoLL (ferrified). Yank | Yank! What
isut? (Fumping to his feer.) T'll run for the cap-
tain, (He starss for the doorway.)

YANK (sitting up in his bunk, frantic with fear).
Don’t leave me, Drisc | For God’s sake don’t
leave me alone | (He leans over the side of his
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bunk and spits. Driscoll comes back to him.)
Blood ! Ugh!

priscoLL. Blood again | I’d best be gettin’
the captain.

vaNk. No, no, don’t leave me | If yuh do
I'll git up and follow you. I ain’t no coward, but
I’'m scared to stay here with all of them asleep and
snorin’.  (Driscoll, not knowing what to do, sits
down on the bench beside him. He grows calmer and
sinks back on the matress.) ‘The captain can’t do
me no good, yuh know it yourself. The pain
ain’t so bad now, but I thought it had me then.
It was like a buzz-saw cuttin’ into me.

priscoLL (fiercely). God blarst ut |

(The Captain and the Second Mate of the
steamer enter the forecastle. The cap-
tain is an old man with grey moustache
and whiskers. The Mate is clean-
shaven and middle-aged. Both are
dressed in simple blue uniforms.)

THE CAPTAIN (taking out his warch and feeling
Yank's pulse). And how is the sick man ¢

YANK (feebly). All right, sir.
THE CAPTAIN. And the pain in the chest ?
vANK. It still hurts, sir, worse than ever.

THE CAPTAIN (faking a thermometer from his
pocket and putting it into Yank's mouth). Here.
Be sure and keep this in under your tongue, not
over it.
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THE MATE (after a pause). Isn’t this your
watch on deck, Driscoll ?

DRISCOLL. Yes, sorr, but Yank was fearin’ to
be alone, and

THE CAPTAIN. That’s all right, Driscoll.
priscorL. Thank ye, sorr.

THE CAPTAIN (stares at his watch for a moment
or so; then takes the thermometer from 2ank’s
mouth and goes to the lamp to read it.  His expression
grows wvery grave. He beckons the Mate and Dris-
coll to the corner near the doorway. Yank watches
them furtively. The Captain speaks in a low voice
to the Mate) Way up, both of them. (To
Driscoll) Has he been spitting blood again ?

priscort. Not much for the hour just past,
sorr, but before that

THE CAPTAIN. A great deal ?

DRISCOLL.  Yes, SOtt.

THE capTaiN. He hasn’t eaten anything ?
priscoLL. No, sorr.

. THE capTaIN. Did he drink that medicine I
sent him ?

DRISCOLL, Yes, sorr, but it didn’t stay down.

THE CAPTAIN (shaking his head). I'm afraid—
he’s very weak. I can’t do anything else for him.
It’s too serious for me. If this had only hap-
pened a week later we'd be in Cardiff in time
to
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priscoll. Plaze help him some way, sorr !

THE CAPTAIN (impatiently). But, my good man,
I'm not a doctor. (More kindly as he sees Dris-
coll's grief.) You and he have been shipmates a
long time ?

priscoLL. Five years and more, sorr.

THE cAPTAIN. | see. Well, don’t let him
move. Keep him quiet and we'll hope for the
best. I’ll read the matter up and send him some
medicine, something to ease the pain, anyway.
(Goes over 1o Yank.) Keep up your courage !
You’'ll be better to-morrow. (He breaks down
lamely before Xank's steady gaze.) We'll pull you
through all right—and—hm—well—coming,
Robinson ?  Dammit | (He goes out hurriedly,
followed by the Mate.)

DRISCOLL (¢rying to conceal his anxiety). Didn’t
I tell you you wasn’t half as sick as you thought
you was ! The Captain’ll have you out on deck
cursin’ and swearin’ loike a trooper before the
week is out.

vaNk. Don’tlie, Drisc. I heard what he said,
and if I didn’tIc’d tell by the way I feel. Iknow
what’s goin’ to happen. I'm goin’ to—— (He
hesitates for a second—ihen resolutely.) T'm goin’
to die, that’s what, and the sooner the better !

priscoLL (wildly). No, and be damned to you,
you're not. I'll not let you.

YaNk. It ain’t no use, Drisc. I ain’t got a
chance, but I ain’t scared. Gimme a drink of
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water, will yuh, Drisc? My throat’s burnin’ up.
(Driscoll brings the dipper full of water and supports
his head while he drinks in great gulps.)

DRISCOLL (seeking vainly for some word of comfort).
Are ye feelin’ more aisy loike now ?

YANK. Yes—now—when I know it’s all up.
(A4 pause.) You mustn’t take it so hard, Drisc.
I was just thinkin’ it ain’t as bad as people think—
dyin’. I ain’t never took much stock in the truck
them sky-pilots preach. Iain’t never had religion ;
but I know whatever it is what comes after # can’t
be no worser’n this. I don’t like to leave you,
Drisc, but—that’s all.

priscoLL (with a groan). Lad, lad, don’t be
talkin’.

vank. This sailor life ain’t much to cry about
leavin’—just one ship after another, hard work,
small pay, and bum grub ; and when we git into
port, just a drunk endin’ up in a fight, and all your
money gone, and then ship away again. Never
meetin’ no nice people ; never gittin’ outa sailor
town, hardly, in any port ; travellin’ all over the
world and never seein’ none of it ; without no
one to care whether you're alive or dead. (WA
a bitter smile.) 'There ain’t much in all that that’d
make yuh sorry to lose it, Drisc.

priscoLL (gloomily). It’s a hell av a life, the
sea.

YANK (musingly). It must be great to stay on
dry land all your life and have a farm with a house
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of your own with cows and pigs and chickens, *way
in the middle of the land where yuh’d never smell
the sea or see a ship. It must be great to have a
wife, and kids to play with at night after supper
when your work was done. It must be great to
have a home of your own, Drisc.

DRISCOLL (with a great sigh). It must, surely ;
but what’s the use av thinkin’avut ?  Such things
are not for the loikes av us.

vANK. Sea-farin’ is all right when you're
young and don’t care, but we ain’t chickens no
more, and somehow, I dunno, this last year has
seemed rotten, and I've had a hunch I'd quit—
with you, of course—and we’d save our coin, and
go to Canada or Argentine or some place and git a
farm, just a small one, just enough to live on. I
never told yuh this cause I thought you’d laugh
at me.

DRISCOLL (enthusiastically). Laugh at you, is
ut ? When I'm havin’ the same thoughts myself,
toime afther toime. It’s a grand idea and we’ll
be doin’ ut sure if you’ll stop your crazy notions
—about—about bein’ so sick.

YANK (sadly). Too.late. We shouldn’ta made
this trip, and then How’d all the fog git in
here ?

DriscoLL. Fog?

vaNK. Everything looks misty. Must be
my eyes gittin’ weak, I guess. What was we
talkin’ of a minute ago ? Oh, yes, a farm, It's
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too late. (His mind wandering.) Argentine, did
I say? D’yuh remember the times we’ve had in
Buenos Aires? The moving pictures in Barracas ?
Some class to them, d’yuh remember ?

priscoLL (with satisfaction). 1 do that; and
so does the piany player. He'll not be forgettin’
the black eye I gave him in a hurry.

YANK. Remember the time we was there on the
beach and had to go to Tommy Moore’s boarding
house to git shipped ? And he sold us rotten oil-
skins and sea-boots full of holes, and shipped us on
a skysail yarder round the Horn, and took two
months’ pay for it. And the days we used to sit
on the park benches along the Paseo Colon with
the vigilantes lookin’ hard at us ?  And the songs
at the Sailor’s Opera where the guy played rag-
time—d’yuh remember them ?

priscolL. I do, surely.

vank. And La Plata—phew, the stink of the
hides ! I always liked Argentine—all except
that booze, cafia. How drunk we used to git on
that, remember ?

priscoLL. Cud I forget ut? My head pains
me at the menshun av that divil’s brew.

YANK. Remember the night I went crazy with
the heat in Singapore? And the time you was
pinched by the cops in Port Said ?  And the time
we was both locked up in Sydney for fightin’ ?

DRiscoLL. I do so.
19



BOUND EAST FOR CARDIFF

vaNk. And that fight on the dock at Cape
Town (His woice betrays great inward pertur-
bation.)

priscoLL (hastily). Don’t be thinkin’ av that
now. ’Tis past and gone.

vANk. D’yuh think He'll hold it up against me ?
pRiscoLL (mystified). Who's that ?

vaNK. God. They say He sees everything.
He must know it was done in fair fight, in self-
defence, don’t yuh think ?

DRrIsCOLL. Av course. Ye stabbed him, and
be damned to him, for the skulkin’ swine he was,
afther him tryin’ to stick you in the back, and you
not suspectin’. Let your conscience be aisy. I
wisht I had nothin’ blacker than that on my sowl.
I'd not be afraid av the angel Gabriel himself.

YANK (with a shudder). 1 c’d see him a minute
ago with the blood spurtin’ out of his neck. Ugh !

priscoLL. The fever, ut is, that makes you see
such things. Give no heed to ut.

YaNKk (uncertainly). You don’t think He'll
hold it up agin me—God, I mean ?

priscoLL. If there’s justice in hiven, no !
(Yank seems comforted by this assurance.)

YANK (after a pause). We won’t reach Cardiff
for a week at least. I'll be buried at sea.

DRISCOLL (putting his hands over his ears)
Ssshh | I won’t listen to you.
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YANK (as #f ke had not heard him). It’s as good
a place as any other, I s’pose—only I always
wanted to be buried on dry land. But what the
hell'll T care—then ? (Fretfully.) Why should
it be a rotten night like this with that damned
whistle blowin’ and people snorin’ all round ? 1
wish the stars was out, and the moon, too ; I
c’d lie out on deck and look at them, and it’d make
it easier to go—somehow.

priscoLL. For the love av God don’t be
talkin’ loike that |

YANK. Whatever pay’s comin’ to me yuh can
divvy up with the rest of the boys ; and you take
my watch. It ain’t worth much, but it’s all I've
got.

priscoLL. But have ye no relations at all to
call your own ?

YANK. No, not as I know of. One thing I
forgot : You know Fanny the barmaid at the
Red Stork in Cardiff ?

prIscoLL. Sure, and who doesn’t ?

vank. She’s been good to me. She tried to
lend me half a crown when I was broke there last
trip. Buy her the biggest box of candy yuh ¢’'n
find in Cardiff. (Breaking down—in a choking
voice.) It’s hard to slip on this voyage I'm goin’
on—alone | (Driscoll reaches out and grasps his
hand. There is a pause, during whickh both fight to
control themselves.) My throat’s like a furnace.
(He gasps for air) Gimme a drink of water, will
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yuh, Drisc ?  Driscoll gets him a dipper of water.)
I wish this was a pint of beer. Oooohh !

(He chokes, his face convulsed with agony,
his hands tearing at his shirt front.
The dipper falls from his nerveless
Jingers.)
priscoLL. For the love av God, what is ut,
Yank ?

YANK (speaking with tremendous  difficulty).
S’long, Drisc | (He stares straight in front of him
with eyes starting from their sockets.) Who's that ?

priscort. Who? What?

YANK (faintly). A pretty lady dressed in black.
(His face twitches and his body writhes in a final
spasm, then straightens out rigidly.)

DRISCOLL (pale with horror). Yank ! Yank !
Say a word to me for the love av hiven | (He
shrinks away from the bunk, making the sign of the
cross. Then comes back and puts a trembling hand
on Yank’s chest and bends closely over the body.)

cocky (from the alleyway). Oh, Driscoll |
Can you leave Yank for arf a mo’ and give me a
'and ? :
wRRISCOLL (with a great sob). Yank! (He
sinks down on his knees bésidle the ‘bunk, his head on
his hands. His lips move in some half-remembered
prayer.) '

cocky (enters, his oilskins and sou’~wester glisten-
ing with drops of water). The fog’s lifted.
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(Cocky sees Driscoll and stands staring at him with
open mouth. Driscoll makes the sign of the cross
again.)

cocky (mockingly). Sayin’ ’is prayers !

(He catches sight of the still figure in the bunk
and an expression of awed understanding
comes over his face. He takes off his
dripping sou’-wester and stands, scratch-
ing his head.)

cocky (in a husked whisper). Gawd blimey |

Tue Curtain FaLLs
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The Long Voyage Home

SCENE. The bar of a low public-house near the Lon-
don docks—a squalid, dingy room, dimly lighted
&y oil lamps placed in brackets on the walls.
On the left, the bar. In front of it, a door
leading to a side room. On the right, tables
with chairs round them. In the rear, a door
leading to the street.

A slovenly barmaid with a stupid face sodden
with drink is mopping up the bar. Her arm
moves back and forth mechanically and her
eyes are half shut as if she were dozing on
her feet. At the far end of the bar stands
Fat Joe, the proprietor, a gross bulk of a man
with an enormous stomach. His face is red
and bloated, his little piggish eyes being almost
concealed by rolls of fat. The thick fingers
of his big hands are loaded with cheap rings
and a gold watch-chain of cable-like propor-
sions stretches across his checked waistcoat.

At one of the tables, front, a round-shouldered
young fellow is sitting, smoking a cigarette.
His face is pasty, his mouth weak, his eyes
shifting and cruel. He is dressed in a shabby
suit, which must have once been cheaply flashy,
and wears a muffler and cap.

1t is about nine o’clock in the evening.

JoE (yawning). Blimey if bizness ain’t ’arf
slow to-night, I donnow wot’s "appened. The
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place is like a bleedin’ tomb. Where’s all the
sailor men, I'd like to know? (Raising his
voice.) Ho, you Nick | (Nick turns round list-
Jessly.) Wot’s the name o’ that wessel put in at
the dock below jest arter noon ?

NIcKk (laconically).  Glencairn—from Bewne-

zerry (Buenos Aires).
JoE. Ain’t the crew been paid orf yet?

Nick. Paid orf this arternoon, they tole me.
I ’opped on board of ’er an’ seen ’em. ’'Anded
’em some o’ yer cards, I did. They promised
faithful they’d ’appen in to-night—them as
whose time was done.

JOE. Any two-year men to be paid orf?

NIck. Four—three Britishers an’ a square-
bl
ead.

JOE (indignantly). An’ yer popped orf an’ left
’em ? An’ me a-payin’ yer to 'elp an’ bring 'em
in ’ere |

Nick (grumblingly). Much you pays me !
An’ I ain’t slingin’ me 'ook abaht the ’ole bleedin’
town fur now man. See?

joe. I ain’t speakin’ bn’y fur meself. Down’t
I always give yer yer share, fair an’ square, as
man to man?

NICK (with a sneer). Yus—Db’cause you ’as to.

JoE. ’Asto? Listento’im! There’s many'd
be "appy to 'ave your berth, me man |
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NIick. Yus? Wot wiv the peelers li'ble to

put me away in the bloody jail fur crimpin’, an’
all ?

JOE (indignantly). We down’t do no crimpin’,
NICK (sarcastically). Ho, now | Not ’arf !

JOE (a bit embarrassed). Well, on’y a bit now
an’ agen when there ain’t no reg’lar trade. (To
hide his confusion he turns to the barmaid angrily.
She is still mopping up the bar, her chin on her breast,
Fkalf-asleep.) ’Ere, me gel, we've 'ad enough o’
that. You been a-moppin’, an’ a-moppin’, an’
a-moppin’ the blarsted bar fur a ’ole ’our. 'Op
it aht o’ this | You’d fair guv a bloke the shakes

a-watchin’ yer.

MAG (beginning to sniffle). Ow, you do frighten
me when you ’oller at me, Joe. I ain’ta bad gel,
I ain’t. Gawd knows I tries to do me best fur
you. (She bursts into a tempest of sobs.)

joE (roughly). Stop yer grizzlin’l An’ ’op
it aht of ’ere |

NicK (chuckling). She’s drunk, Joe. Been
"ittin’ the gin, eh, Mag ?

MAG (ceases crying at once and turns on him
Sfuriously). You little crab, you | Orter wear a
muzzle, you ort | A-openin’ of your ugly mouth
to a "onest woman what ain’t never done you no
‘arm. (Commencing to sob again.) H’abusin’ me
like a dawg cos I'm sick an’ orf me oats, an’ all,

joe. Orf yer go, me gel |  Go hupstairs and
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’ave a sleep. I'll wake yer if I wants yer. An’
wake the two gels when yer goes hup. It’s ’arpas’
nine an’ time as some one was a-comin’ in, tell
’em. D’yer ’ear me?

MAG (stumbling around the bar to the deor on left—
sobbing). Yus, yus, I ’ears you. Gawd knows
wot’s goin’ to "appen to me, I'm that sick. Much
you cares if I dies, down’t you ? (Ske goes out.)

JOE (still brooding over Nick’s lack of diligence—
after a pause). Four two-year men paid orf wiv
their bloody pockets full o’ sovereigns—an’ yer
lorst ’em. (He shakes his head sorrowfully.)

NICK (tmpatzently) Stow it | They promised
faithful they'd come, I tells yer. They’ll be
walkin’ in in ’arf a mo’. There’s lots o’ time yet.
(Un a Jow woice.) ’'Ave yer got the drops? We
might wanter use ’em.

JOE (taking a small bottle from behind the bar).
Yus ; ’ere it is.

NICK (with satisfaction). Right-o | (His shifty
eyes peer about the room searchingly. Then he
beckons to Foe, who comes over to the table and sits
down.) Reason I arst yer about the drops was
‘cause I seen the capt’n of the Amindra this arter-
noon.

Jjok. ‘The Amindra? Wot ship is that ?

NIcK. Bloody windjammer—skys’l yarder-—
full rigged—painted white—been layin’ at the
dock above ’ere fur a month. You knows ’er.

6



THE LONG VOYAGE HOME

JoE. Ho, yus. I knows now.

Nick. The capt’n says as ’e wants a man
special bad—ter-night. They sails at daybreak
ter-morrer.

joe. ‘There’s plenty o’ ’ands lyin’ abaht waitin”
fur ships, I should fink.

nick. Not fur this ship, ole buck. The
capt’n an’ mate are bloody slave-drivers, an’ they’r
bound down round the 'Orn. They ’arf starved
the 'ands on the larst trip ’ere, an’ no one’ll dare
ship on ’er. (dAfter a pause.) 1 promised the
capt’n faithful I'd get 'im one, and ter-night.
JoE (doubtfully). An’’ow are yer goin’ to git’im?
NICK (with a wink). 1 was thinkin’ as one of
em from the Glencairn’d do—them as was paid
orfan’ is comin’ ’ere.
joE (with a grin). 1t'd be a good ’aul, that’s
the troof. (Frowning) If they comes ’ere.
nick. They’ll come, an’ they’ll all be rotten
drunk, wait an’ see.  (There is the noise of loud, bois-
terous singing from the street.) Sounds like ’em,
now. (He opens the street door and looks out.)
Gawd blimey if it ain’t the four of ’em | (Turn-
ing to Foe in triumph.) Naw, what d’yer say ?
They’re lookin’ for the place. T'll go aht an’ tell
’em.
(He goes out.  Joe gets into position behind
the bar, assuming his most oily smile.
A moment later the door is opened,
admitting Driscoll, Cocky, Ivan and
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Olson. Driscoll is a tall, powerful
Iriskman ; Cocky, a wizened runt of a
man with a straggling grey moustache ;
Ivan, a hulking oaf of a peasant ; Olson,
a stocky, middle-aged Swede with round,
childish blue eyes. The first three are
all very drunk, especially Ivan, who
is managing his legs with difficulty.
Olson is perfectly sober. All are
dressed in their ill-fitting shore clothes
and look very uncomfortable. Driscoll
has unbuttoned his stiff collar and its
ends stick out sideways. He has lost
his tie.  Nick slinks into the room after
them and sits down at a table in rear.
The seamen come to the table, front.)

JoE (with affected heartiness).  Ship ahoy, mates!
’Appy to see yer 'ome safe an’ sound.

DRISCOLL (furns round, swaying a bit, and peers
at him across the bar). So ut’s you, is ut? (He
looks about the place with an air of recognition.)
’An the same damn rat’s-hole, sure enough. I
remimber foive or six years back 'twas here I was
sthripped av me last shillin’ whin I was aslape.
(With sudden fury.) Ged stiffen ye, come none
av your dog’s thricks on me this trip or I’ll
(He shakes his fist at Foe.)

JoE (hastily interrupting). Yer must be mis-
taiken. This is a "onest place, this is.

cocky (derisively). Ho, yus! An’ you're a
bleedin’ angel, I s’pose ?
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VAN (vaguely taking off his hat and putting it on
again—plaintively). 1 don’ li-ike dis place.

DRISCOLL (going over to the bar—as genial as
he was furious a moment before). Well, no matther,
’tis all past an’ gone an’ forgot. I'm not the
man to be holdin” harrd feelin’s on me first night
ashore, an’ me dhrunk as a lord. (He Aolds out
his hand, which Foe takes wvery gingerly) We'll
all be havin’ a dhrink, I’'m thinkin’. Whiskey
for the three av us—Irisk whiskey |

cocky (mockingly). An’ a glarse o’ ginger beer
fur our blarsted love-child ’ere. (He jerks his
thumb at Olson.)

oLsoN (with a good-natured grin). 1 bane a
good boy dis night, for one time.

priscoLL (bellowing, and pointing to Nick as Foe
brings the drinks to the table). An’ see what that
crimpin’ son av a crimp’ll be wantin’—an’ have
your own pleasure. (He pulls a sovereign out of
his pocket and slams it on the bar.)

Nick. Guv me a pint o’ beer, Joe.

(Foe draws the beer and takes it down to
the far end of the bar. Nick comes
over to get it and Joe gives him a
significant wink and nods toward the
door on the left. Nick signals back
that he understands.)

cocky (drink in hand—impatiently). 1’'m that
bloody dry ! (Lifting his glass to Driscoll.)
Cheero, ole dear, cheero |

9
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DRISCOLL (pocketing his change without looking at
i). A toast for ye : Hell roast that divil av a
bo’sun | (He drinks.)

cocky. Right-o! Gawd strike 'im blind !
(He drains his glass.)

Ivan (half-asleep). Dot’s gude.

(He tosses down his drink in one gulp.
Olson sips his ginger ale. Nick takes
a swallow of his beer and then comes
round the bar and goes out the door

on left.)

cockY (producing a sovereign). Ho there, you
Fatty | Guv us another !

joe. The saime, mates ?
cocky. Yus.

priscoLL. No, ye scut! I'll be havin’ a
pint av beer. I'm dhry as a loime kiln.

VAN (suddenly getting to his feet in a befuddled
manner and nearly upsetting the table). 1 don’
li-ike dis place | I wan’ see girls—plenty girls.
(Pathetically.) 1 don’ li-ike dis place. I wan’
dance with girl.

DRISCOLL (pushing him back on his chair with a
thud). Shut up, ye Rooshan baboon | A foine
Romeo you’d make in your condishun. (Jvan
blubbers some incoherent protest—then suddenly falls
asleep.)

JOE (bringing the drinks—Ilooks at Olson). An’
you, matey ?
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OLSON (shaking his head). Noting dis time,
thank you.

cocky (mockingly). A-saivin’ of ’is money, ’e
is | Goin’ back to 'ome an’ mother. Goin’ to
buy a bloomin’ farm an’ punch the blarsted dirt,
that’s wot ’e is | (Spitting disgustedly.) There’s
a funny bird of a sailor man for yer, Gawd blimey !

oLsoN (wearing the same good-natured grin).
Yust what I like, Cocky. I wus on farm long
time when I wus kid.

priscoLL. Lave him alone, ye bloody insect !
"Tis a foine sight to see a man wid some sense
in his head instead av a damn fool the lotke av
us. I only wisht I'd a mother alive to call me
own. I’'d not be dhrunk in this divil’s hole
this minute, maybe.

cockyY (commencing to weep dolorously). Ow,
down’t talk, Drisc! I can’t bear to ’ear you.
I ain’t never ’ad no mother, I ain’t

DRISCOLL. Shutup, ye ape, an’ don’t be makin’
that squealin’. If ye cud see your ugly face,
wid the big red nose av ye all screwed up in a
knot, ye’d never shed a tear the rist av your
loife. (Roaring into song.) We ar-re the byes av
We-e-exford who fought wid hearrt an’ hand !
(Speaking.) To hell wid Ulster | (He drinks
and the others follow his example.) An’ T'll strip
to any man in the city av London won’t dhrink
to that toast.

(He glares truculently at Foe, who immedi-
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ately downs his beer. Nick enters
again from the door on the left and
comes up to Joe and whispers in his
ear. The latter nods with satisfaction.)

DRISCOLL (glowering at them). What divil’c
thrick are ye up to now, the two av ye? (He
fourishes a brawny fist.) Play fair wid us or ye
deal wid me !

Joe (hastily). No trick, shipmate! May
Gawd kill me if that ain’t troof !

NIcK (indicating Tvan, who is snoring). On’y
your mate there was arskin’ fur gels an’ I thorght
as 'ow yer'd like ’em to come dawhn and ’ave
a wet wiv yer.

joE (with a smirking wink). Pretty, ’olesome
gels they be, ain’t they, Nick?

NICK. Yus.

cocky. Aar ! I knows the gels you 'as, not
'arf | They’d fair blind yer, they're that ’omely.
None of yer bloomin’ gels fur me, ole Fatty. Me
an’ Drisc knows a place, down’t we, Drisc ?

priscoLL. Divil a lie, we do. An’ we'll be
afther goin’ there in a minute. There’s music
there an’ a bit av a dance to liven a man,

jok. Nick, ’ere, can play yer a tune, can’t
yer, Nick ?

NICK. Yus.

JoE. An’ yer can ’ave a dance in the side
room ’ere,
12
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priscorL. Hurroo | Now you’re talkin’. (The
two women, Freda and Kate, enter from the left. Freda
is a little, sallow-faced blonde. Kate is stout and dark.)

cocky (in a loud aside to Driscoll). Gawd
blimey, look at ’em | Ain’t they 'orrible ? (The
women come forward to the table, wearing their best
set smiles.)

FREDA (in a rasping woice). 'Ullo, mates.
RATE. 'Ad a good voyage ?

DriscoLL. Rotten ; but no matther. Wel-
come, as the sayin’ is, an’ sit down, an’ what’ll
ye be takin’ for your thirst ? (To Kate.) You'll

be sittin’ by me, darlin’—what’s your name ?

KATE (with a stupid grin). Kate. (Ske stands
by his chair.)

DRISCOLL (putting his arm around her). A good
Irish name, but you’re English by the trim av
ye, an’ be damned to you. But no matther.
Ut’s fat ye are, Katy dear, an’ I never cud endure
skinny wimin. (Freda fafvours him with a viperish
glance and sits down by Olson.) What'll ye have ?

oLsoN. No, Drisc. Dis one bane on me.

(He takes out a roll of notes from his inside
pocket and lays one on the table.  Foe,
Nick, and the women look at the
money with greedy eyes. Ivan gives
a particularly violent snore.)

rrepA.  Waike up your fren’. Gawd, ’ow I
"ates to ’ear snorin’,
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DRISCOLL (springing to action, smashes Ivan’s
hat over his ears). D’you hear the lady talkin’
to ye, ye Rooshan swab? (The only reply to
thisis a snore.  Driscoll pulls the battered remains of
the hat off Ivan’s head and smashes it back again.)
Arise an’ shine, ye dhrunken swine !

(Another snore.  The women giggle. Dris-
coll throws the beer left in his glass
into Tvan's face. The Russian comes
to in a flash, spluttering. There is a
roar of laughter.)

IVAN (indignantly). 1 tell you—dot’s someting
I don’ li-ike !

cocky. Down’t waste good beer, Drisc.

AN (grumblingly). 1 tell you—dot is not
ri-ight.

priscoLL. Ut’s your own doin’, Ivan. Ye
was moanin’ for girrls an’ whin they come you
sit gruntin’ loike a pig in a sty. Have ye no
manners ?  ([van seems to see the women for the
Sirst time and grins foolishly.)

KATE (laughing at him). Cheero, ole chum,
'ows Russha ?

IVAN (greatly pleased—putting his hand in his
pocker). 1 buy a drink.

oLsoN. No ; dis one bane on me. (To Foe.)
Hey, you faller !

joe. Wot'll it be, Kate d
KATE. Gin.
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FREDA. Brandy.

priscoLL. An’ Irish whiskey for the rist av
us—wid the excipshun av our timperance friend,
God pity him !

FREDA (fo Olson). You ain’t drinkin’ ?

oLsoN (kalf-ashamed). No.

FREDA (with a seductive smile). 1 down’t
blame yer. You got sense, you 'ave. 1 on’y
tike a nip o’ brandy now an’ agen fur my ’ealth.

(Foe brings the drinks and Olson’s change.
Cocky gets unsteadily to his feet and
raises his glass in the air.)

cocky. ’Ere’s a toff toast for yer: The
ladies, Gawd—{(ke hesitates—ithen adds in a
grudging tone)—bless ’em.

KATE (with a szlly gzggle) Oo-er | That
wasn’t what you was goin’ to say, you bad Cocky,
you | (They all drink.)

priscoLL (fo Nick). Where’s the tune ye was
promisin’ to give us?

Nick. Come ahn in the side ’ere an’ you'll
,
ear it.

priscoLL (getting up). Come on, all av ye.
We'll have a tune an’ a dance if I'm not too

dhrunk to dance, God help me.

(Cocky and Ivan stagger to their feet. Ivan
can hardly stand. He is leering ar
Kate and snickering to himself in a
maudlin fashion. The three, led by
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Nick, go out by the door on the left.
Kate follows them. Olson and Freda

remain seated.)

cocky (calling over his shoulder). Come on
an’ dance, Ollie.

oLsoN. Yes, I come.

(He starts 1o get up. From the side room
comes the sound of an accordion and a
boisterous whoop from Driscoll, fol-
lowed by a heavy stamping of feet.)

FReDA. Ow, down’t go in there. Stay ’ ere
an’ 'ave a talk wiv me. They're all drunk an’
you ain’t drinkin’.  (With a smile up into his face.)
I’ll think yer don’t like me if yer goes in there.

oLsoN (confused). You wus wrong, Miss
Freda. I don’t—I mean I do like you.

FREDA (smiling—oputs her hand over his on the
table). An’Ilikes you. Yer a genelman. You
don’t get drunk an’ hinsult poor gels wot 'as a
'ard an’ uneppy life.

OLSON (pleased, but still more confused—wriggling
his feer). 1 bane drunk many time, Miss Freda.

FREDA. Then why ain’t yer drinkin’ now ?
(She exchanges a quick, questioning glance with Foe,
who nods back at her—ihen she continues per-
suasively.) 'Tell me somethin’ abaht yeself.

oLsoN (with a grin). There ain’t noting to

say, Miss Freda. I bane poor devil sailor man,
dat’s all.
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FREDA. Where was you born—Norway ?
(Olson shakes his head) Denmark ?

oLsoN. No. You guess once more,
FREDA. Then it must be Sweden.
oLsoN. Yes. I wus born in Stockholm.

FREDA (pretending great delight). Ow, ain’t
that funny | I was born there, too—in Stock-
holm.

oLsoN (astonished). You wus born in Sweden ?

FREDA. Yes ; you wouldn’t think it, but it’s
Gawd’s troof. (Ske claps her hands delightedly.)

oLsoN (beaming all over). You speak Swedish ?

FREDA (trying to smile sadly). Now. Y’see
my ole man an’ woman come ’‘ere to England
when I was on’y a baby an’ they was speakin’
English b’fore I was old enough to learn. Sow
I never knew Swedish. (Sadly.) Wisht I ’ad |
(With a smile) We'd 'ave a bloomin’ lark of it
if I ’ad, wouldn’t we?

oLsON. It sounds nice to hear the old talk
yust once in a time.

FREDA. Right-o | No place like yer ‘ome, 1
says. Are yer goin’ up to—to Stockholm b’fore
yer ship’s away agen?

oLsoN. Yes. I go home from here to Stock-
holm. (Proudly.) As passenger |

FREDA. An’ you'll git another ship up there
arter you've 'ad a ’oliday ?
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otsoN. No. I don’t never ship on sea no
more. I got all sea I want for my life—too
much hard work for little money. Yust work,
work, work on ship. I don’t want more.

FREDA. Ow, [ see. That’s why you give up
drinkin’.

owsoN. Yes. (With a grin) If 1 drink I
yust get drunk and spend all money.

FREDA. But if you ain’t gointer be a sailor no
more, what'll yer do? You been a sailor all
yer life, ain’t yer ?

otsoN. No. I work on farm till I am
eighteen. I like it, too—it’s nice—work on
farm.

FREDA. But ain’t Stockholm a city same’s
London ? Ain’t no farms there, is there ?

oLsoN. We live—my brother and mother live
—my father iss dead—on farm yust a little way
from Stockholm. I have plenty money, now.
I go back with two years’ pay and buy more
land yet ; work onfarm. (Grinning.) No more
sea, no more bum grub, no more storms—yust
nice work.

FrREDA. Ow, ain’t that luvly ! T s’pose
you'll be gittin’ married, too ?

oLsoN (very much confused). 1 don’t know. I
like to, if I find nice girl, maybe.

FREDA. Ain’t yer got some gel back in Stock-
holm ¢ I bet yer ’as.
18
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otsoN. No. I got nice girl once before I go
on sea. But I go on ship, and I don’t come
back, and she marry other faller. (He grins
sheepishly.)

FREDA. Well, it’s nice for yer to be goin’
‘ome, anyway.

oLsoN. Yes. I tank so.

(There is a crask from the room on left and
the music abruptly stops. A moment
later Cocky and Driscoll appear, sup-
porting the inert form of Ivan between
them. He is in the last stage of
intoxication, unable to move a muscle.
Nick follows them and sits down at
the table in rear.)

DRISCOLL (a5 they zigzag up to the bar). Ut's
dead he is, I'm thinkin’, for he’s as limp as a
blarsted corpse.

cocky (puffing). Gawd, ’e ain’t ’arf ’eavy |

DRISCOLL (slapping Ivan’s face with his free
hand). Wake up, ye divil, ye. Ut’s no use.
Gabriel’s trumpet itself cudn’t rouse him. (7o
Foe.) Give us a dhrink, for I'm perishing wid
the thirst. ’Tis harrd worrk, this.

joe. Whiskey ?

DRriscoLL. Irish whiskey, ye swab.

(He puts down a coin on the bar. Foe
serves Cocky and Driscoll.  They drink
and then swerve over to Olson’s table.)
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oLsoN. Sit down and rest for time, Drisc.

priscoLL. No, Ollie, we'll be takin’ this lad
home to his bed. Ut’s late for wan so young to
be out in the night. An’ I'd not trust him in
this hole as dhrunk as he is, an’ him wid a full
pay day on him. (Shaking his fist at Joe.) Oho,
I know your games, me sonny bye !

JOE (with an air of grievance). ‘There yer goes
again—hinsultin’ a ’onest man !

cocky. Ho, listen to 'im | Guv ’'im a shove
in the marf, Drisc.

OLSON (anxious to avoid a fight—getting up).
I help you take Ivan to boarding house.

FREDA (protestingly). Ow, you ain’t gointer
leave me, are yer? An’ we 'avin’ sech a nice
talk, an’ all.

priscoLL (with a4 wink). Ye hear what the
lady says, Ollie. Ye'd best stay here, me timper-
ance lady’s man. An’ we need no help. 'Tis
only a bit av a way and we’re two strong men
if we are dhrunk. Ut’s no hard shift to take
the remains home. But ye can open the door
for us, Ollie. (Olson ‘goes to the door and opens
it.) Come on, Cocky, an’ don’t be fallin’ aslape
yourself. (They lurch toward the door. As they
go out Driscoll shouts back over his shoulder.)
We'll be comin’ back in a short time, surely.
So wait here for us, Ollie.

ouson. All right. I wait here, Drisc,
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(He stands in the doorway uncertainly.
Foe makes wiolent signs to Freda to
bring him back. She goes over and
puts her arm around Olson’s shoulder.
Foe motions to Nick to come to the
bar. They whisper together excitedly.)

FREDA (coaxingly). You ain’t gointer leave
me, are vyer, dearie? (Then irritably.) Fur
Gawd’s sake, shet that door | I'm fair freezin’
to death wiv the fog.

(Olson comes to himself with a start and
shuts the door.)

oLsoN (humbly). Excuse me, Miss Freda.

FREDA (leading him back to the table—coughing).
Buy me a drink o’ brandy, will yer? I'm sow
cold.

otson. All you want, Miss Freda, all you
want. (To Foe, who is still whispering instructions
to Nick.) Hey, Yoe| Brandy for Miss Freda.
(He lays a coin on the table.)

joe. Right-o! (He pours out her drink and
brings it to the table.) 'Avin’ somethink yeself,
shipmate ?

otsoN. No. I don’t tank so. (He points to
his glass with a grin.) Dis iss only belly-wash,
no? (He laughs.)
JOE (hopefully). ’Ave a man’s drink.
otsoN. I would like to—but no. If I drink
one I want drink one tousand. (He laughs again.)
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FREDA (responding to a vicious nudge from Joe's
elbow). Ow, tike somethin’. I ain’t gointer
drink all be meself.

otsoN. Den give me a little yinger beer—
small one.

(Foe goes back of the bar, making a sign to
Nick to go to their table. Nick does
50 and stands so that the sailor cannot
see what Foe is doing.)

NICK (t0 make talk). 'Where’s yer mates popped
orf ter?

(Foe pours the contents of the little bottle
into Olson’s glass of ginger beer.)

oLsoN. Dey take Ivan, dat drunk faller, to
bed. They come back.

(Foe brings Olson’s drink to the table and
sets it before him.)

JoE (to Nick—angrily). 'Op 1it, will yer?
There ain’t no time to be dawdlin’. See?
"Urry |

Nick. Down’t worry, ole bird, I'm orf. (He

hurries out the door. Joe returns to his place
behind the bar.)

oLsoN (after a pause—worriedly). 1 tank I
should go after dem. Cocky iss very drunk, too,
and Drisc

FREDA. Aar! The b1g Irish is all right.
Don’t yer car 'im say as 'ow they’d surely come
.back ’ere, an’ fur you to wait fur 'em ?
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oLsoN. Yes ; but if dey don’t come soon I
tank I go see if dey are in boarding house all
right,

FREDA, Where is the boardin’ ’ouse ?
oLsoN. Yust little way back from street here.
FREDA. You stayin’ there, too ?

OLSON. Yes—until steamer sail for Stock-
holm—in two day.

FREDA (she is alternately looking at Foe and
feverishly trying to keep Olson talking so he will
forget about going away after the others). Yer
mother won’t be ’arf glad to see yer agen, will
§thP (Olson smiles.) Does she know yer com-
in’

owsoN. No. I tought I would yust give her
surprise. I write to her from Bonos Eres but
I don’t tell her I come home.

FREDA. Must be old, ain’t she, yer ole lady ?

oLsoN. She iss eighty-two. (He smiles remin-
iscently.) Youknow, Miss Freda, I don’t see my
mother or my brother in—let me tank—{/e
counts laboriously on his fingers)—must be more
than ten year. I write once in while and she
write many time ; and my brother he write me,
too. My mother say in all letter I should come
home right away. My brother he write same
ting, too. He want me to help him on farm.
I write back always I come soon ; and I mean
all time to go back home at end of voyage. But
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I come ashore, I take one drink, I take many
drinks, I get drunk, I spend all money, I have
to ship away for other voyage. So dis time I
say to myself : Don’t drink one drink, Ollie, or,
sure, you don’t get home. And I want go home
dis time. I feel homesick for farm and to see
my peotplc again, (He smiles.) Yust like little
boy, I feel homesick. Dat’s why I don’t drink
noting to-night but dis—belly-wash | (He roars
with childish laughter, then suddenly becomes serious.)
You know, Miss Freda, my mother get very old,
and I want see her. She might die and I would
never

FREDA (moved a lot in spite of herself). Ow,
don’t talk like that | I jest ’ates to ’ear any one
speakin’ abaht dyin’.

(The door to the street is opened and Nick
enters, followed by two rough-looking,
shabbily-dressed men, wearing mufflers,
with caps pulled down over their eyes.
They sit at the table nmearest to the
door. Joe brings them three beers,
and there is a whispered consultation,
with many glances in the direction of
Olson.)

OLSON (starting to get up—worriedly). 1 tank
I go round to boarding house. I tank someting
go wrong with Drisc and Cocky.

FREDA. Ow, down’t go. They kin take care
of theyselves. They ain’t babies. Wait ’arf a
mo’, You ain’t 'ad yer drink yet.
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JOE (coming hastily over to the table, indicates the
men in the rear with a jerk of his thumb). One of
them blokes wants yer to ’ave a wet wiv 'im.

FREDA. Right-o | (To Olson.) Let’s drink
this. (Ske raises her glass. He does the same.)
"Ere’s a toast fur yer : Success to yer bloomin’
farm an’ may yer live long an’ ’appy on it.
Skoal |

(She tosses down her brandy. He swallows
half his glass of ginger beer and makes
a wry face.)

orsoN. Skoal | (He puts down his glass.)

FREDA (with feigned indignation). Down'’t yer
like my toast ?

oLsoN (grinning). Yes. It iss very kind,
Miss Freda.

FREDA. Then drink it all like I done.
(He gulps down the rest.)

oLsoN, Well
Dere | (He laughs.)

FREDA. Done like a sport |
ONE OF THE ROUGHS (with a laugh). Amindra

ahoy !

NIck (warningly). Sssshh |

oLsoN (turns around in his chair). Amindra?
Iss she in port ? I sail on her once long time
ago—three mast, full rig, skys’l yarder ? Iss dat
ship you mean ?

THE ROUGH (grinning). Yus ; right you are.

25



THE LONG VOYAGE HOME

oLsoN (angrily). 1 know dat damn ship—
worst ship dat sail to sea. Rotten grub and dey
make you work all time—and the Captain and
Mate wus Bluenose devils. No sailor who know
anyting ever ship on her. Where iss she bound
from here ?

THE RouGH. Round Cape ’'Orn—sails at
daybreak.

oLsoN. Py yingo, I pity poor fallers make dat
trip round Cape Stiff dis time year. I bet you
some of dem never see port once again. (He
passes his hand over his eyes in a dazed way. His
voice grows weaker.) Py golly, I feel dizzy. All
the room go round and round like I wus drunk.
(He gets weakly to his feet.) Good night, Miss
Freda. 1 bane feeling sick. Tell Drisc—I go
home. (He takes a step forward and suddenly
collapses over a chair, rolls to the floor, and
Jies there unconscious.)

JOE (from behind the bar). Quick, nawh |
(Nick darts forward with [Joe following.

Freda is already beside the unconscious
man and has taken the roll of money
[from his inside pocket. She strips off
a note furtively and shoves it into her
bosom, trying to conceal her action, but
Foe sees her. She hands the roll to
Joe, who pockets it.  Nick goes through
all the other pockets and lays a handful
of change on the table.)
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JOE (impatiently). ’Urry, ’urry, can’t yer?
The other blokes’ll be ’ere in 'arf a mo’. (The
#wo roughs come forward.) 'Ere, you two, tike 'im
in under the arms like 'e was drunk. (T%e¢y do
so.) Tike 'im to the Amindra—yer knows that,
don’t yer 7—two docks above. Nick’ll show yer.
An’ you, Nick, down’t yer leave the bleedin’
ship till the capt’n guvs yer this bloke’s advance
—full month’s pay—five quid, d’yer ’ear ?

Nick. I knows me bizness, ole bird.

(They support Olson to the door.)

THE ROUGH (as they are going our). 'This silly
bloke’ll ’ave the s’prise of ’is life when ’e wakes
up on board of ’er.

(They laugh. The door closes behind them.
Freda moves quickly for the door on
the left, but Joe gets in her way and
stops her.)

JoE (threateningly). Guv us what yer took |
FREDA, Took? I guv yer all ’e ’ad.

joE. Yer a liar! I seen yer a-playin’ yer
sneakin’ tricks, but yer can’t fool Joe. I'm too
old a 'and. (Furiously.) Guv it to me, yer
bloody cow | (He grabs her by the arm.)

FREDA. Lemme alone | I ain’t got no——

JoE (kits her wiciously on the side of the jaw.
She crumples up on the floor.) That’ll learn yer |

(He stoops down and fumbles in her bosom
and pulls out the bank-note, which he
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stuffs into his pocket with a grunt of
satisfaction. Kate opens the door on
the left and looks in—rthen rushes to
Freda and lifts her head up in her

arms.)

RATE (gently). Pore dearie | (Looking atr Foe
angrily.) Been ’ittin’ ’er agen, ’ave yer, yer cow-
ardly swine |

jo. Yus; an’ I'll it you, too, if yer don’t
keep yer marf shut. Tike ’er aht of ’ere |

(Kate carries Freda into the next room.  Joe
goes behind the bar. A moment later
the outer door is opened and Driscoll
and Cocky come in.)

priscoLL. Come on, Ollie. (He suddenly sees
that Olson is not there, and turns to Joe.) Where
is ut he’s gone to?

JOoE (with a meaning wink). 'E an’ Freda went
aht t’gether ’bout five minutes past. ’E’s fair
gone on ’er, ’e is.

priscoLL (with a grin). Oho, so that’s ut, is
ut > 'Who'’d think Ollie’d be sich a divil wid the
wimin ? 'Tis lucky he’s sober or she’d have him
stripped to his last ha’penny. (Turning to Cocky,
who is blinking sleepily) What’ll ye have, ye
little scut? (To Foe) Give me whiskey, Irish
whiskey |

Tue Curtain FaLLs
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In the Zone
A Play in One Act
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In the Zone

SCENE. The seamen’s forecastle. On the right
above the bunks three or four port-holes covered
with black cloth can be seen. On the floor
near the doorway is a pail with a tin dipper.
A lantern in the middle of the floor, turned
down very low, throws a dim light around the
place. Five men, Scotty, Ivan, Swanson,
Smitty and Paul, are in their bunks apparently
asleep. 1t is about ten minutes to rwelve on
a night in the autumn of the year 1915.

Smitty turns slowly in his bunk and, leaning
out over the side, looks from one to another of
the men as if 1o assure himself that they are
asleep. Then he climbs carefully out of his
bunk and stands in the middle of the forecastle
Sfully dressed, but in his stocking fees, glancing
around him suspiciously. Reassured, he leans
down and cautiously pulls out a suit-case from
under the bunks in front of him.

Fust at this moment Davis appears in the
doorway, carrying a large steaming coffee-pot
in his hand. He stops short when he sees
Smitty. A puzzled expression comes over his
Sface, followed by one of suspicion, and he re-
treats farther back in the alleyway, where he
can watch Smitty without being seen.

All the latter's movements indicate a fear of
discovery. He takes out a small bunch o,  ys
and unlocks the suit-case, making a slight  se
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as he does so. Scotty wakes up and peers at
him over the side of the bunk. Smitty opens
the suit-case and takes out a small black tin box,
carefully places this under his mattress, shoves
the suit-case back under the bunk, climbs into
his bunk again, closes his eyes and begins to
snore lJoudly.

Davis enters the forecastle, places the coffee-
pot beside the lantern, and goes from one to the
other of the sleepers and shakes them <vigor-
ously, saying to each in a low wvoice : Near
eight bells, Scotty. Arise and shine, Swan-
son. Eight bells, Ivan. Swmity yawns
loudly with a great pretence of having been
dead asleep. Al the rest of the men tumble
out of their bunks, stretching and gaping, and
commence to pull on their shoes. They go one
by one to the cupboard near the open door,
take out their cups and spoons, and sit down
together on the benches. The coffee-pot is
passed around. They munch their biscuits
and sip their coffee in dull silence.

pavis (suddenly jumping to his feet—nervously).
Where’s that air comin’ from ? (A are
startled and Jook at him wonderingly.)

SWANSON (@ squat, surly-faced Swede—grumpily).

What air ? I don’t feel nothing.

pavis (excitedly). 1 kin feel it—a draught.

(He stands on the bench and looks around—suddenly
exploding.) Damn fool square-head | (He Jeans
over the upper bunk in which Paul is sleeping and
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slams the port-hole shut)) 1 got a good notion to
report him. Serve him bloody well right !
What’s the use o’ blindin’ the ports when that
thick-head goes an’ leaves ’em open ?

SWANSON (yawning—izoo sleepy to be aroused by
anything—rcarelessly). Dey don’t see what little
light go out yust one port.

scoTTy (protestingly). Dinna be a loon, Swan-
son! D’ye no ken the dangerr o’ showin’ a
licht wi’ a pack o’ submarrines lyin’ aboot ?

IVAN (shaking his shaggy ox-like head in an
emphatic  affirmative). Dot’s right, Scotty. I
don’ li-ike blow up, no, by devil |

SMITTY (his manner slightly contemptuous). 1
don’t think there’s much danger of meeting any
of their submarines, not until we get into the
War Zone, at any rate.

DAVIS (he and Scotty look at Smitty suspiciously—
harshly). You don’t, eh? (He lowers his woice
and speaks slowly.) Well, we're in the war zone
right this minit if you wants to know.

(The effect of this speech is instantaneous.
Al sit bolt upright on their benches
and stare at Dawvis.)

smrrty. How do you know, Davis ?

pavis (angrily). ’'Cos Drisc heard the First
send the Third below to wake the skipper when
we fetched the zone—’bout five bells, it was.
Now whata y’ got to say ?
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sMITTY (conciliatingly). Oh, I wasn’t doubting
your word, Davis ; but you know they’re not
pasting up bulletins to let the crew know when
the zone is reached—especially on ammunition
ships like this.

IVAN (decidedly). 1 don’t li-ike dees voyage.
Next time I ship on windjammer Boston to River
Plate, load with wood only so it float, by golly !

swaNsoN (fresfully). 1 hope British navy blow
’em to hell, those submarines, py damn !

scoTTY (looking at Smitty, who is staring at the
doorway in a dream, his chin on his hands. Mean-
ingly). It is no’ the submarrines only we've
to fear, I'm thinkin’,

DAvIs (assenting eagerly). ‘That’s no lie, Scotty.

SWANSON. You mean the mines ?

scorry. 1 wasna thinkin’ o’ mines eitherr.

pavis. There’s many a good ship blown up
and at the bottom of the sea, what never hit no
mine or torpedo.

scorry. Did ye neverr read of the Gerrman
spies and the dirrty work they’re doin’ all the
war ? .
(He and Davis both glance at Smitty, who
is deep in thought and is not listening
to the conversation.)

pavis. An’ the clever way they fool you !

swaNsoN. Sure ; I read it in paper many
time,
6
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pavis. Well—(fe is about to speak but hesitates
and finishes lamely—you got to watch out, that’s
all T says.

IVAN (drinking the last of his coffee and slamming
his fist on the bench explosively). 1 tell you dis
rotten coffee give me belly-ache, yes | (They
all look at him in amused disgust.)

scoTTy (sardonically). Dinna fret about it,
Ivan. If we blow up ye’ll no’ be mindin’ the
pain in your middle.

(Fack enters. He is a young American with
a tough, good-natured face. FHe wears
dungarees and a heavy jersey.)

jack. Eight bells, fellers.
vaN (stupidly). 1 don’t hear bell ring.

jack. No, and yuh won’t hear any ring, yuh
boob—(lowering his wvoice unconsciously)—now
we're in the war zone.

swANsON (anxiously). Is the boats all ready ?

Jack. Sure ; we can lower ’em in a second.

pavis. A lot o’ good the boats’ll do, with us
loaded deep with all kinds o’ dynamite and stuff
the like o’ that | If a torpedo hits this hooker
we'll all be in hell b’fore you could wink your
eye.

jack. They ain’tgoin’ to hitus,see ? That’s
my dope. Whose wheel is it?

VAN (sullenly). My wheel. (He lumbers out.)
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jack. And whose look-out ?
swansoN. Mine, I tink., (He follows Ivan.)

jack (scornfully). A hell of a lot of use keepin’
a look-out | We couldn’t run away or fight if
we wanted to. (To Scotty and Smirry.) Better
look up the bo’sun or the Fourth, you two, and
let 'em see you're awake.

(Scotty goes to the doorway and turns to
wait for Smitty, who is still in the
same position, head on hands, seem-
ingly unconscious of everything. Fack
slaps him roughly on the shoulder and
he comes to with a start.)

Aft and report, Duke | What’s the matter with
yuh—in a dope dream ? (Smitty goes out after
Scotty without answering. Jack looks after him
with a frown.) He’s a queer guy. I can’t figger
him out.

pavis. Nor no one else. (Lowering his voice
—meaningly.) An’ he’s liable to turn out queerer
than any of us think if we ain’t careful.

JACK (suspiciously). What d’yuh mean ?

(They are interrupted by the entrance of
Driscoll and Cocky.)

cocky (protestingly). Blimey if I don’t fink
I'll put in this ’ere watch ahtside on deck. (He
and Driscoll go over and get their cups.) 1 down't
want to be caught in this ’ole if they ’its us. (He
pours out toffee.)
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priscoLL (pouring his). Divil a bit ut wud
matther where ye arre. Ye'd be blown to
smithereens b’fore ye cud say your name. (He
sits down, overturning as he does so the untouched cup
of coffee which Smirty had forgotten and left on the
bench. They all jump nervously as the tin cup hits
the floor with a bang. ~ Driscoll flies into an unreason-
ing rage.) Who's the dirty scut left this cup
where a man ’ud sit on ut ?

pavis. It’s Smitty’s.

DRISCOLL (kicking the cup across the forecastle).
Does he think he’s too much av a bloody gentle-
man to put his own away loike the rist av us?
If he does I'm the bye’ll beat that noshun out av
his head.

cocky. Be the airs ’e puts on you’d think ’e
was the Prince of Wales. Wot’s ’e doin’ on a
ship, I arsks yer ? ’E ain’t now good as a sailor,
is e >—dawdlin’ abaht on deck like a chicken wiv

’is ’ead cut orf |

JACK (good-naturedly). Aw, the Duke’s all
right. S’posin’ he did ferget his cup—what’s
the dif ?  (He picks up the cup and puts it away—
with a grin.) This war zone stuff’s got yer goat,
Drisc—and yours too, Cocky—and I ain’t cheerin’
much fur it myself, neither.

cocky (with & sigh). Blimey, it ain’t no
bleedin’ joke, yer first trip, to know as there’s a
ship full of shells li’'ble to go orf in under your
bloomin’ feet, as you might say, if we gets it be a
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torpedo or mine. (With sudden savagery.) Calls
theyselves 'uman bein’s, too ! Blarsted 'Uns |

priscoLL (gloomily). 'Tis me last trip in the
bloody zone, God help me. The divil take their
twenty-foive per cent. bonus—and be drowned

like a rat in a trap in the bargain, maybe.

pavis. Wouldn’t be so bad if she wasn’t
carryin’ ammunition. Them’s the kind the subs
is layin’ for.

DRriscoLL (érritably). Fur the love av hivin,
don’t be talkin’ about ut. I’m sick wid thinkin’
and jumpin’ at iviry bit av a noise.

(There is a pause during which they all stare
Gloomily at the floor.)

jack. Hey, Davis, what was you sayin’ about
Smitty when they come in ?

pAvis (with a great air of mystery). Il tell you
in a minit. I want to wait an’ see if he’s comin’
back. (/mpressively.) You won’t be callin’ him
all right when you hears what I seen with my own
eyes. (He adds with an air of satisfaction.) An’
you won’t be feelin’ no safer, neither.

(They all look at-him with puzzled glances
[full of a vague apprehension.)

priscoLL. God blarst ut !

(He fills his pipe and lights it.  The others,
with an air of remembering something
they had forgotten, do the same.  Scotty
enters.)
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scorty (in awed tones). Mon, but it's clear
outside the nicht | Like day.

DAVIS (in Jow tones). 'Where's Smitty, Scotty ?

scorty. Out on the hatch starin’ at the moon
like a mon half-daft.

pavis. Kin you see him from the doorway ?

scoTTY (goes to doorway and carefully peeks our).
Aye ; he’s still there.

pavis. Keep your eyes on him for a moment.
I’ve got something I wants to tell the boys and I
don’t want him walkin’ in in the middle of it.
Give a shout if he starts this way.

scorty (with suppressed excitement). Aye, Il
watch him. And I've somethin’ myself to tell
aboot his Lordship.

DRISCOLL (impatiently), Out wid ut! You're
talkin’ more than a pair av auld women wud be
standin’ in the road, and gittin’ no further along.

pavis. Listen | You 'member when I went
to git the coffee, Jack ?

jack. Sure, I do.

pavis. Well, I brings it down here same as usual
and got as far as the door there when I sees him.

JACK. Smitty ?

pavis. Yes, Smitty | He was standin’ in the
middle of the fo'c’sle there—(pointing)—lookin’

around sneakin’-like at Ivan and Swanson and the
rest ’s if he wants to make certain they’re asleep.
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(He pauses significantly, looking from one to
the other of his listeners. Scotty is
nervously dividing his attention between
Smitty on the hatch outside and Davis’
story, fairly bursting to break in with his
own revelations.)

Jack (impatiently). What of it ?

pavis. Listen | He was standin’ right there
~—(pointing again)—in his stockin’ feet—no shoes
on, mind, so he wouldn’t make no noise !

JACk (spitting  disgustedly). Aw |

pavis (not heeding the interruption). 1 seen
right away somethin’ on the queer was up, so I
slides back into the alleyway where I kin see him
but he can’t see me. After he makes sure they’re
all asleep he goes in under the bunks there—
bein’ careful not to raise a noise, mind l—an’
takes out his bag there. (By this time every one,
Fack included, is listening breathlessly to his story.)
Then he fishes in his pocket an’ takes out a bunch
o’ keys an’ kneels down beside the bag an’ opens
1t.

scorty (unable to keep silent longer). Mon,
didn’t I see him do that same thing wi’ these two
eyes. 'T'was just that moment I woke and spied
him.

DAvVIS (surprised, and a bit nettled to have to share
kis story with any one). Oh, you seen him, too,
eh ? (To the others.) Then Scotty kin tell you
if I'm lyin’ or not.

12
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priscoLL. An’ what did he do whin he’d the
bag opened ?

pavis. He bends down and reaches out his
hand sort o’ scared-like, like it was somethin’
dang’rous he was after, an’ feels round in under his
duds—hidden in under his duds an’ wrapped up
in ’em, it was—an’ he brings out a black iron box !

cockyY (looking around him with a frightened
glance). Gawd blimey !

(The others likewise betray their uneasiness,
shuffling their feet nervously.)

pavis. Ain’t that right, Scotty !
scorty. Right as rain, I'm tellin’ ye |

pavis (fo the others with an air of satisfaction).
There you are |  (Lowering his voice.) An’ then
what d’you suppose he did ?  Sneaks to his bunk
an’ slips the black box in under his mattress—
in under his mattress, mind !

jack. And it’s there now ?
pavis. Course it is |

(Fack starts toward Sminty’s bunk.  Dris-
coll grabs him by the arm.)

priscorL. Don’t be touchin’ ut, Jack |

jack. Yuh needn’t worry. I ain’t goin’ to
touch it. (He pulls up Smitty’s mattress and looks
down. The others stare at him, holding their
breaths. He turns to them, trying hard to assume a
careless tone.) It’s there, aw right.
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cocky (miserably upset). I'm gointer ‘op it
aht on deck. (He gets up, but Driscoll pulls him
down again. Cocky protests.) It fair guvs me the
trembles sittin’ still in ’ere.

DRriscoLL (scornfully). Are ye frightened, ye
toad ? ’Tis a hell av a thing fur grown men to be
shiverin’ loike childer at a bit av a black box.
(Scratching his head in uneasy perplexiry.) Still,
ut’s damn queer, the looks av ut.

pavis (sarcastically). A bit of a black box, eh ?
How big d’you think them—(ke /Aesitates)—
things has to be—big as this fo’c’sle ?

JACK (in a woice meant to be reassuring). Aw,
hell | T'll bet it ain’t nothin’ but some coin he’s
saved he’s got locked up in there.

pavis (scornfully). That’s likely, ain’t it?
Then why does he act so s’picious ?  He’s been
on ship near two year, ain’t he? He knows
damn well there ain’t no thiefs in this fo’c’sle,
don’t he ? An’you know ’s well ’s I do he didn’t
have no money when he came on board an’ he
ain’t saved none since. Don’t you? (Fack
doesn’t answer.) Listen | D’you know what he
done after he put that thing in under his mattress ?
—an’ Scotty’ll tell you if I ain’t speakin’ truth.
He looks round to see if any one’s woke up

scorty. I clapped my eyes shut when he
turned round.

pavis, An’ then he crawls into his bunk an
14
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shut his eyes, an’ starts in snorin’, pretendin’ he
was asleep, mind |

scorry. Aye, I could hear him.

pavis. An’ when I goes to call him I don’t
even shake him. 1 just says, “ Eight bells,
Smitty,” in a’most a whisper-like, an’ up he gets
yawnin’ an’ stretchin’ fit to kill hisself ’s if he’d
been dead asleep.

cocky. Gawd blimey !

DRiscoLL (shaking his head). Ut looks bad,
divil a doubt av ut.

pavis (excitedly). An’ now I come to think of
it, there’s the port-hole. How’d it come to git
open, tell me that? I know’d well Paul never
opened it. Ain’t he grumblin’ about bein’ cold all
the time ?

scorty. The mon that opened it meant no
good to this ship, whoever he was.

JACK (sourly). 'What port-hole? What're yuh
talkin’ about ?

pavis (pointing over Paul's bunk). There. It
was open when I come in. I felt the cold air on
my neck an’ shutit. It woulda been clear’s a
lighthouse to any sub that was watchin’—an’ we
s’posed to have all the ports blinded | Who'd
do a dirty trick like that ? It wasn’t none of us,
nor Scotty here, nor Swanson, nor Ivan. Who
would it be, then ?

cocky (angrily). Mustabeen’is bloody Lordship.
15
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pavis. For all we know he mighta been
signallin’ with it. They does it like that by
winkin’ a light. Ain’t you read how they gets

caught doin’ it in London an’ on the coast ?

cocky (firmly convinced now). An’ wots ‘e

doin’ aht alone on the ’atch—keepin’ ’isself clear
of us like ’e was afraid ?

priscoLL. Kape your eye on him, Scotty.
scorry. There’s no’ a move oot o’ him.

JACK (in irritated perplexity). But, hell, ain’t
he an Englishman? What’d he wanta

pavis, English? How d'we know he’s Eng-
lish? Cos he talks it? That ain’t no proof.
Ain’t you read in the papers how all them German
spies they been catchin’ in England has been
livin’ there for ten, often as not twenty years, an’
talks English as good’s any one ?  An’ look here,
ain’t you noticed he don't talk natural 7 He talks
it too damn good, that’s what I mean. He don’t
talk exactly like a toff, does he, Cocky ?

cocky. Not like any toff as I ever met up wiv.

pavis. No ; an’ he don’t talk it like us, that’s
certain. An’ he don’t look English. An’ what
d’we know about him -when you come to look at
it ? Nothin’ | He ain’t ever said where he
comes from or why. All we knows is he ships on
here in London ’bout a year b’fore the war starts,
as an A.B.—stole his papers most lik’ly—when
he don’t know how to box the compass, hardly,
Ain’t that queer in itself 7 An’ was he ever open
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with us like a good shipmate ? No ; he’s always
had that sly air about him ’s if he was hidin’
somethin’.

DRISCOLL (slapping his thigh—angrily). Divil
take me if I don’t think ye have the truth av ut,
Davis.,

cocky (scornfully). Lettin’ on be ’is silly airs,
and all, ’e’s the son of a blarsted earl or somethink !

pavis. An’ the name he calls hisself—Smith !
I'd risk a quid of my next pay day that his real
name is Schmidt, if the truth was known.

JACK (evidently fighting against his own convic-
tion). Aw, say, you guys give me a pain!
What’d they want puttin’ a spy on this old tub for ?

DAVIS (s/zcz/emg his lzead sagely). They’re decp
ones, an’ there’s a lot o’ things a sailor’ll see in
the ports he puts in ought to be useful to ’em.
An’ if he kin signal to ’em an’ they blows us up
it’s one ship less, ain’t it ?  (Lowering his voice and
indicating Smitty's bunk.) Or if he blows us up
hisself.

scorry (in alarmed tones). Hush,mon ! Here
he comes !

(Scorty hurries over to a bench and sits down.

A thick silence settles over the fore-

castle.  The men look from one to another

with uneasy glances.  Smitty enters and

sits down beside his bunk. He is seeming-

ly unaware of the dark glances of sus-

picion directed at him from all sides.

17
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He slides his hand back stealthily over
his mattress and his fingers move,
evidently feeling to make sure the box is
still  there. The others follow this
movement carefully with quick looks out
of the corners of their eyes. Their
attitudes grow tense as if they were
about to spring at him. Satisfied the
box is safe, Smitty draws his hand away
slowly and utters a sigh of relief.)

SMITTY (in a casual tone which to them sounds
sinister).  1t’s a good light night for the subs if
there’s any about.

(For a moment he sits staring in front of him.
Finally he seems to sense the hostile
atmosphere of the forecastle and looks
[from one to the other of the men in sur-
prise. Al of them avoid his eyes. He
sighs with a puzzled expression and gets
up and walks out of the doorway. There
is silence for a moment after his
departure and then a storm of excited
talk breaks loose.)

pavis. Did you see him feelin’ if it was there ?
y

cocky. 'E ain’t 'atf a sly one wiv ’is talk of
submarines, Gawd blind ’im !

scorty. Did ye see the sneakin’ looks he gave
us ?
priscoLL. Ifivir I saw black shame on a man’s
face ’twas on his whin he sat there |
18
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JACK (thoroughly convinced at last). He looked
bad to me. He’s a crook, aw right.

DAVIS (excitedly). What'llwedo? We gotter
do somethin’ quick, or

(He is interrupted by the sound of something
hitting against the port side of the fore-
castle with a dull, heavy thud. The
men start to their feet in wild-eyed
terror and turn as if they were going
to rush for the deck. They stand
that way for a strained moment,
scarcely breathing and listening in-
tently.)

jack (with a sickly smile). Hell | It’s on’y a
piece of driftwood or a floatin’ log.  (He sits down
again.)

DAvIS (sarcastically). Or a mine that didn’t go
off—that time—or a piece o’ wreckage from some

ship they’ve sent to Davy Jones.

cockyY (mopping his brow with a trembling hand).
Blimey | (He sinks back weakly on a bench.)

priscoLL (furiously). God blarstut | No man
at all cud be puttin’ up wid the loike av this—an’
I’m not wan to be fearin’ anything or any man in
the worrld’ll stand up to me face to face ; but
this divil’s trickery in the darrk (He starts
for Smitty’s bunk.) T’ll throw ut out wan av the
port-holes an’ be done wid ut.  (He reaches toward
the mattress.)

19
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scorry (grabbing his arm—wildly). Arre ye
daft, mon ?

pavis. Don’t monkey with it, Drisc. Iknows
what to do.  Bring the bucket o’ water here, Jack,
will you ?  (Fack gets it and brings it over to Davis.)
An’ you, Scotty, see if he’s back on the hatch.

SCOTTY (cautiously peering out). Aye, he’s sittin’
there the noo.

pavis. Sing out if he makes a move. Lift up
the mattress, Drisc—careful now |  (Driscoll does
so with infinite caution.) ‘Take it out, Jack—
careful—don’t shake it now, for Christ’s sake !
Here—put it in the water—easy | There, that’s
fixed it | (They all sit down with greas sighs of
relief) The water’ll git in and spoil 1t.

priscoLL (slapping Davis on the back). Good
wurrk for ye, Davis, ye scut | (He spits on his
hands aggressively.) An’ now what’s to be done
wid that black-hearted thraitor ?

cocky (belligerently). Guv ’'im a shove in the
marf and ’eave ’im over the side |

pavis., An’ serve him right |

JAcK. Aw, say, give him a chance. Yuh can’t
prove nothin’ till yuh find out what’s in there.

DRIsCOLL (heatedly). Is ut more proof ye'd
be needin’ afther what we've seen an’ heard ?
Then listen to me—an’ ut’s Driscoll talkin’—if
there’s divilmint in that box an’ we see plain ’twas
his plan to murrdher his own shipmates that have
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served him fair (He raises his fist) Tl
choke his rotten hearrt out wid me own hands, an’
over the side wid him, and one man missin’ in the
mornin’,

pavis. An’ noonethe wiser., He’s the balmy
kind what commits suicide.

cocky. They 'angs spies ashore.

JAck (resentfully). 1f he’s done what yuh think
I'll croak him myself, Is that good enough for
yuh ?

DRISCOLL (Jooking down at the box). How'll
we be openin’ this, I wonder ?

scotty (from the doorway—warningly). He's
standin’ up.

pavis. We'll take his keys away from him
when he comes in. Quick, Drisc! You an’
Jack get beside the door and grab him. (T%ey get
on either side of the door. Davis snatches a small
coil of rope from one of the upper bunks.) ‘This’ll
do for me an’ Scotty to tie him.

scorty. He’s turrnin’ this way—he’s comin’ |
(He moves away from the door.)

pavis. Stand by to lend a hand, Cocky.
cocky. Right-o |

(ds Smitty enters the forecastle he is seized
roughly from both sides and his arms
pinned behind him, At first he strug-
gles fiercely, but seeing the uselessness
of this, ke finally stands calmly and
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allows Davis and Scotty to tie up his
arms.)

SMITTY t('when they have finished—with cola con-
tempt). If this is your idea of a joke I'll have to
confess it’s a bit too thick for me to enjoy.

cocky (angrily). Shut yer marf, ’ear |

priscoLL (roughly). Ye'll find ut’s no joke, me
bucko, b’fore we're done wid you. (To Scorry.)
Kape your eye peeled, Scotty, and sing out if any
one’s comin’. (Scotty resumes his post at the
door.)

SMITTY (with the sameicy contempt). If you'd be
good enough to explain

priscoLL (furiously). Explain, is ut? ’Tis
you'll do the explainin’—an’ damn quick, or we’ll
know the reason why. (To Fack and Davis.)
Bring him here, now. (They push Smitty over to
the bucket.) Look here, ye murrdherin’ swab.
D’you see ut? (Smitty looks down with an ex-
pression of amazement which rapidly changes to one
of anguish.)

pavis (with a sneer). Look at him | S’prised,
ain’t you? If you wants to try your dirty spyin’
tricks on us you’ve gotter git up earlier in the
mornin’,

cockY., Thorghtyer weren’t ’arf a fox, didn’t
yer ?

SMITTY (frying to restrain his growing rage).
What—what do you mean ? That’s only—How
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dare—What are you doing with my private
belongings ?

cocky (sarcastically), Ho yusl  Private
b’longings !

DRISCOLL (shouting). What is ut, ye swine ?
‘Will you tell us to our faces ? What'’s in ut ?

SMITTY (biting his lips—holding himself in check
with a great effort). Nothing but That’s
my business. You'll please attend to your own.

priscorL. Oho, utis, is ut ? (Shaking his fist
in Smitty's face.) ‘Talk aisy now if ye know what'’s
best for you. Your business, indade | Then
we’ll be makin’ ut ours, I'm thinkin’. (To Fack
and Davis)) ‘Take his keys away from him an’
we’ll see if there’s one’ll open ut, maybe. (T%ey
start in searching Smitty, who tries to resist and kicks
out at the bucket. Driscoll leaps forward and helps
them push him away.) ‘Try to kick ut over, wud
ye? Did ye see him then ? Tryin’ to murrdher
us all, the scut | Take that pail out av his way,
Cocky.

(Sminty struggles with all of his strength and
keeps them busy for a few seconds.  As
Cocky grabs the pail Smitty makes a
JSinal effort and, lunging forward, kicks
again at the bucket, but only succeeds in
hitting Cocky on the shin. Cocky im-
mediately sets down the pail with a bang
and, clutching his knee in both hands,
starts hopping around the forecastle,

groaning and swearing.)
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cocky. QOoow ! Gawd strike me pink !
Kicked me, ’e did ! Bloody, bleedin’, rotten
Dutch ’og |  (Approaching Smitty, who has given
up the fight and is pushed back against the wall near
the doorway with Fack and Dawvis holding him on
either side—wrathfully, at the top of his lungs.)
Kick me, will yer ? I'll show yer what for, yer
bleedin’ sneak | (He draws back his fist.  Driscoll
pushes him to one side.)

DRIscoLL. Shut your mouth ! D’you want to
wake the whole ship ?  (Cocky grumbles and retires
20 a bench, nursing his sore shin.)

JACK (taking a small bunch of keys from Smitty's
pocket.) Here yuh are, Drisc.

DRISCOLL (taking them). We'll soon be knowin’.

(He takes the pail and sits down, placing it
on the floor between his feet. Smitty
again tries to break loose, but he is too
tired and is easily held back against the
wall.)

smitry (breathing heavily and wery pale).
Cowards !

jack (with a growl), Nix on the rough talk,
see | That don’t git yuh nothin’.

DRISCOLL (Jooking at the lock on the box in the water
and then scrutinizing the keys in his hand). This’ll
be ut, I'm thinkin’. (He selects one and gingerly
reaches his hand in the water.)

SMITTY (his face grown livid—chokingly). Don'’t
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you open that box, Driscoll. If you do, so help
me God, I'll kill you if I have to hang for it.

DRISCOLL (pausing—his hand in the water).
Whin I open this box I'll not be the wan to be
kilt, me sonny bye | I'm no dirty spy.

SMITTY (his voice trembling with rage. His eyes
are fixed on Driscoll's hand). Spy? What are
you talking about ? I only put that box there
so I could get it quick in case we were torpedoed.
Are you all mad? Do you think I'm
(Chokingly.) You stupid curs ! You cowardly
dolts | (Dawvis claps his hand over Smitty’s mouth.)

pavis. That’ll be enough from you !

(Driscoll takes the dripping box from the
water and starts to fit in the key.
Smitty springs forward furiously, almost
escaping from their grasp, and drags
them after him half-way across the
forecastle.)

priscoLL. Hold him, ye divils |

(He puts the box back in the water and jumps
to their aid. Cocky hovers on the out-
skirts of the battle, mindful of the kick
he received.)

smrrry  (raging). Cowards! Damn you !
Rotten curs | (He is thrown to the floor and held
there.) Cowards ! Cowards !

priscoLL. I'll shut your dirty mouth for you.
(He goes to his bunk and pulls out a big wad of waste
and comes back to Smitty.)
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smitty. Cowards | Cowards |

DRriscOLL (with no gentle hand slaps the waste
over Smitty’s mouth). That’ll teach you to be
mishamin’ a man, ye sneak. Have ye a handker-
chief, Jack ? (Fack hands him one and he ties it
tightly around Smitty's head over the waste.) That’ll
fix your gab. Stand him up, now, and tie his
feet, too, so he’ll not be movin’. (Tkey do so and
leave him with his back against the wall near Scotty.
Then they all sit down beside Driscoll, who again
lifts the box out of the water and sets it carefully on
his knees.  He picks out the key, then hesitates, looking
from one to the other uncertainly.) We'd best be
takin’ this to the skipper, d’you think, maybe ?

JACK (irritably). ‘To hell with the Old Man.
This is our game and we ¢’n play it without no help.

cocky, Now bleedin’ horficers, I says !

pavis. They’d only be takin’ all the credit and
makin’ heroes of theyselves.

DRIsCOLL (boldly). Here goes, thinl (He
slowly turns the key in the lock. The others instinc-
tively turn away. He carefully pushes the cover
back on its hinges and looks at what ke sees inside with
an expression of puzzled astonishment.  The others
crowd up close. Even Scotty leaves his post to take
a look.) What is ut, Davis ?

pavis (mystified). Looks funny, don’t it?
Somethin’ square tied up in a rubber bag. May-
be it’s dynamite—or somethin’—you can’t never
tell,
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Jack. Aw, it ain’t got no works so it ain’t no

bomb, I'll bet.

pAvis (dubiously). They makes them all kinds,
they do.

jack. Open it up, Drisc.
pavis. Careful now !

(Driscoll takes a black rubber bag resembling
a large tobacco pouch from the box and
unties the string which is wound tightly
around the top. He opens it and takes
out a small packer of letters also tied up
with string. He turns these over in
his hands and locks at the others
questioningly.)

jack (with a broad grin). On’y letters!  (S/ap-
ping Davis on the back.) Yuh're a hell of a
Sherlock Holmes, ain’t yuh ? Letters from his
best girl too, I'll bet. Let’s turn the Duke loose,
what d’yuh say ? (He starts to get up.)

DAvis (fixing him with a withering look). Don’t
be so damn smart, Jack. Letters, you says, ’s if
there never was no harm in ’em. How d’you
s’pose spies gets their orders and sends back what
they finds out if it ain’t by letters and such things ?
There’s many a letter is worser’n any bomb.

cocky. Right-o! They ain’t as innercent as
they looks, I'll take me oath, when you read ’em.
(Pointing at Smitry.) Not ’is Lordship’s letters ;
not be no means |
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JACK (sitting down again), Well, read ’em and
find out.

(Driscoll  commences untying the packet.
There is a muffled groan of rage and
protest from Smitty.)

pavIs (triumphantly). ‘There | Listen to him !
Look at him tryin’ to git loose |  Ain’t that proof
enough ? He knows well we’re findin’ him out.
Listen to me | Love letters, you says, Jack, ’s if
they couldn’t harm nothin’. Listen ! I was
readin’ in some magazine in New York on’y two
weeks back how some German spy in Paris was
writin’ love letters to some woman spy in Switzer-
land who sent ’em on to Berlin, Germany. To
read ’em you wouldn’t s’pect nothin’—just mush
and all.  (Impressively.) But they had a way o’
doin’ it—a damn sneakin’ way. They had a
piece o’ plain paper with pieces cut out of it an’
when they puts it on top o’ the letter they sees on’y
the words what tells them what they wants to
know. An’ the Frenchies gets beat in a fight
all on account o’ that letter.

cocky (awed). Gawd blimey | They ain’t
’arf smart bleeders | -

DAVIS (seeing his audience is again all with him).
An’ even if these letters of his do sound all right
they may have what they calls a code. You can’t
never tell. (To Driscoll, who has finished untying
the packet.) Read one of ’em, Drisc. My eyes
is weak.
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DRISCOLL (takes the first one out of its envelope
and bends down to the lantern with it.  He turns up
the wick to give him a better light.) I'm no hand
to be readin’, but I'll try ut.

(Again there is a muffled groan from Smirty
as he strains at his bonds.)

pavis (glatingly). Listentohim | Heknows,
Go ahead, Drisc !

priscoLL (his brow furrowed with concentration).
Ut begins : Dearest Man (His eyes travel
down the page.) An’ thin there’s a lot av blarney
tellin’ him how much she misses him now she’s
gone away to singin’ school—an’ how she hopes
he'll settle down to rale worrk an’ not be sky-
larkin’ around now that she’s away loike he used
to before she met up wid him—and ut ends : ““ I
love you betther than anythin’ in the worrld. You
know that, don’t you, dear ? But b’fore I can
agree to live out my life wid you, you must prove
to me that the black shadow—1I won’t menshun
uts hateful name, but you know what I mean—
which might wreck both our lives, does not exist
for you. You can do that, can’t you, dear?
Don’t you see you must for my sake ?” (He
pauses for a moment—then adds gruffly.) Uts
signed : ““ Edith.”

(At the sound of the name, Smitty, who has
stood tensely with his eyes shut as if he
were undergoing torture during the read-
ing, makes a muffled sound like a sob
and half turns his face to the wall.)
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JACK (sympathetically). Hell | What’s the use
of readin’ that stuff even if-

pavis  (interrupting  him  sharply). Wait |
Where’s that letter from, Drisc ?

priscoLL. There’s no address on the top av ut.

pavis (meaningly). What'd I tell you? Look
at the postmark, Drisc,—on the envelope.

priscoLL. The name that’s written is Sidney
Davidson, wan hundred an’

pavis. Never mind that. O’ course it's a
false name. Look at the postmark.

priscoLL. There’s a furrin stamp on ut by the
looks av ut. The mark’s blurred so it’s hard to
read. (He spells it out laboriously.) B-e-r—the
nixt is an 1, I think—i—an’ an n,

pavis (excitedly). Berlin! What did I tell
you? I knew them letters was from Germany.

cocky (shaking his fist in Smitty’s direction).
Rotten ’ound !

(The others look at Smirty as if this last fact had
utterly condemned him in their eyes.)

pavis. Give me the letter, Drisc. Maybe 1
kin make somethin’ out of it. (Driscoll hands the
letter 1o him.) You go through the others, Drisc,
and sing out if you sees anythin’ queer. (He bends
over the first letter as if he were determined to figure
out its secret meaning.  Fack, Cocky and Scotty Jook
over his shoulder with eager curiosity. Driscoll
takes out some of the other letters, running his eyes
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quickly down the pages. He looks curiously over at
Smitty from time to time, and sighs frequently with a
puzzled frown.)

pavis (disappointedly). 1 gotter give it up.
It’s too deep for me, but we'll turn ’em over to the
perlice when we docks at Liverpool to look
through. This one I got was written a year
before the war started, anyway. Find anythin’ in
yours, Drisc?

priscorL. They’re all the same as the first—
lovin’ blarney, an’ how her singin’ is doin’, and the
greatthings the Dutch teachersays about her voice,
an’ how glad she is that her Sidney bye is worrkin’
harrd an’ makin’ a man av himself for her sake.

(Smitty turns his face completely to the wall.)
pavis (disgustedly). If we on’y had the code !

DRISCOLL (faking up the bottom letter). Hullo !
Here’s wan addressed to this ship—s.s. Glencairn,
ut says—whin we was in Cape Town sivin months
ago—— (Looking at the postmark.) Ut’s from
London.

pavis (eagerly). Read it | (There is another
choking groan from Smitty.)

DRISCOLL (reads slowly—his wvoice becomes lower
and lower as he goes on). Ut begins wid simply
the name Sidney Davidson—no dearest or sweet-
heart to this wan. * Ut is only from your chance
meetin’ wid Harry—whin you were drunk—that
I happen to know where to reach you. So you
have run away to sea loike the coward you are be-
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cause you knew I had found out the truth—the
truth you have covered over with your mean little
lies all the time I was away in Berlin and blindly
trusted you. Very well, you have chosen. You
have shown that your drunkenness means more to
you than any love or faith av mine. Iam sorry—
for I loved you, Sidney Davidson—but this is the
end. I lave you—the mem’ries ; an’ if ut is any
satisfaction to you I lave you the real-i-zation that
you have wrecked my loife as you have wrecked
your own. My one remainin’ hope is that nivir
in God’s worrld will I ivir see your face again.

Good-bye. Edith.”

(As he finishes there is a deep silence, broken
only by Smitty’s muffled sobbing. The
men cannot look at each other. Driscoll
holds the rubber bag limply in his hand
and some small white object falls out
of it and drops noiselessly on the floor.
Mechanically Driscoll leans over and
picks it up, and looks at it wonderingly.)

pavis (in a dull voice). 'What's that ?

pRriscoLL (slowly). A bit av a dried-up flower,
—a rose, maybe.

(He drops it into the bag and gathers up the
letters and puts them back.  He replaces
the bag in the box, and locks it and puts
it back under Smitty’s mattress. The
others follow him with their eyes. He
steps softly over to Smitty and cuts the
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ropes about his arms and ankles with
his sheath knife, and unties the handker-
chief over the gag. Smitty does not
turn around, but covers his face with his
hands and leans his head against the
wall. His shoulders continue to heave
spasmodically, but he makes no further
sound.)

DRISCOLL (stalks back to the others—there is a
moment of silence, in which each man is in agony with
the hopelessness of finding a word he can say-—then
Driscoll explodes). God stiffen us, are we never
goin’ to turn in fur a wink av sleep ?

(They all start as if awakening from a bad
dream and gratefully crawl into their
bunks, shoes and all, turning their faces
to the wall, and pulling their blankets
up over their shoulders. Scotty tiproes
past Smitty out into the darkness.
Driscoll turns down the light and crawls
snto his bunk as

Tue Curtain FaLLs
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Carrain KEeeney
Svocum, second mate
Mprs. Keeney

Jor, a harpooner

Members of the crew of the steam whaler Atlantic
Queen,
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SCENE. Caprain Keeney's cabin on board the steam
whaling ship Atlantic Queen—a small, square
compartment about eight feet high with a sky-
light in the centre looking out on the poop deck.
On the left (the stern of the ship) a long bench
with rough cushions is built in against the wall.
In front of the bench, a table. Owver the bench,
several curtained port-holes.

In the rear, left, a door leading to the captain’s
sleeping quarters. To the right of the door a
small organ, looking as if it were brand new, is
placed against the wall.

On the right, to the rear, a marble-topped
sideboard. On the sideboard, a woman’s sew-
ing basket.  Farther forward, a doorway lead-
ing to the companion-way and past the officers’
quarters to the main deck.

In the centre of the room, a stove. From the
middle of the ceiling a hanging lamp is suspended.
The walls of the cabin are painted white.

There is no rolling of the ship, and the light
which comes through the skylight is sickly and
faint, indicating one of those grey days of calm
when ocean and sky are alike dead. The
silence is unbroken except for the measured tread
of some one walking up and down on the poop
deck overhead.

1t is nearing two bells—one 0’clock—in the
afternoon of a day in the year 1895.
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At the rise of the curtain there is a moment of
intense silence. Then the Steward enters and
commences to clear the table of the few dishes
whick still remain on it after the Captain’s
dinner. He is an old, grizzled man dressed
in dungaree trousers, a sweater, and a woollen
cap with ear flaps. His manner is sullen and
arngry. He stops stacking up the plates and
casts a quick glance upward at the skylight ;
then tiptoes over to the closed door in rear and
listens with his ear pressed to the crack. What
he hears makes his face darken and he mutters
a furious curse. There is a noise from the
doorway on the right and he darts back to the
table.

Ben enters. He is an overgrown, gawky
boy with a long, pinched face. He is dressed in
sweater, fur cap, etc. His teeth are chattering
with the cold and he hurries to the stove, where
he stands for a moment shivering, blowing on
his hands, slapping them against his sides, on
the wverge of crying.

THE STEWARD (#n relieved tones—seeing who it
i5). Oh, ’tis you, is it ? What're ye shiverin’
’bout 7 Stay by the stove where ye belong and
ye’ll find no need of chatterin’.

BEN. It’s c-c-cold. (Trying to control his chat-
tering teeth—derisively.) Who d’ye think it were
—the Old Man ?

THE STEWARD (makes a threatening move—Ben
shrinks away). None o’ your lip, young un’, or
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I'll learn ye. (More kindly) Where was it
ye've been all o’ the time—the fo’c’sle ?

BEN. Yes.

THE STEWARD. Let the Old Man see ye u
for’ard monkeyshinin’ with the hands and ye’ll
get a hidin’ ye’ll not forget in a hurry.

BEN. Aw, he don’t see nothin’. (A4 #ace of
awe in his tones—he glances upward.) He just
walks up and down like he didn’t notice nobody—
and stares at the ice to the no’the’ard.

THE STEWARD (the same tone of awe creeping into
his voice). He’s always starin’ at the ice. (I a
sudden rage, shaking his fist at the skylight.) Ice,
ice, ice | Damn him and damn the ice | Hold-
in’ us in for nigh on a year—nothin’ to see but
ice—stuck in it like a fly in molasses !

BEN (apprehensively). Ssshh | He’'ll hear ye.

THE STEWARD (raging). Aye, damn him, and
damn the Arctic seas, and damn this stinkin’
whalin’ ship of his, and damn me for a fool to ever
ship on it | (Subsiding as if realizing the useless-
ness of this outburst—shaking his head—slowly,
with deep conviction.) He’s a hard man—as hard
a man as ever sailed the seas.

BEN (solemnly). Aye.

THE STEWARD. The two years we all signed up
for are done this day. Blessed Christ | Two
years o’ this dog’s life, and no luck in the fishin’,
and the hands half starved with the food runnin’
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low, rotten as it is ; and not a sign of him turnin’
back for home | (Bitterly) Home !l Ibegin to
doubt if ever I’ll set foot on land again. (Ex-
citedly.) What is it he thinks he’ goin’ to do?
Keep us all up here after our time is worked out
till the last man of us is starved to death or frozen ?
We’ve grub enough hardly to last out the voyage
back if we started now. What are the men goin’
to do ’bout it? Did ye hear any talk in the
fo'c’sle ?

BEN (going over to him—in a half whisper).
They said ig he don’t put back south for home
to-day they’re goin’ to mutiny.

THE STEWARD (with grim satisfaction). Mutiny?
Aye, ’tis the only thing they can do ; and serve
him right after the manner he’s treated them—'s
if they wern’t no better nor dogs.

BEN. The ice is all broke up to s'uth’ard.
They’s clear water ’s far ’s you can see. Heain’t
got no excuse for not turnin’ back for home, the
men says.

THE STEWARD (bitterly). He won’t look no-
wheres but no’the’ard where they’s only the ice to
see. He don't want to see no clear water. All
he thinks on is gittin’ the ile—'s if it was our fault
he ain’t had good luck with the whales. (Skaking
his head.) 1 think the man’s mighty nigh losin’
his senses.

scN (awed). D’you really think he’s crazy ?

THE STEWARD. Aye, it's the punishment o’
6
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God on him. Did ye ever hear of a man who
wasn’t crazy do the things he does ?  (Pointing to
the door in rear.) Who but a man that’s mad
would take his woman—and as sweet a woman as
ever was—on a stinkin’ whalin’ ship to the Arctic
seas to be locked in by the rotten ice for nigh on
a year, and maybe lose her senses forever—for
it’s sure she’ll never be the same again. -

BEN (sadly). She useter be awful nice to me
before—(his eyes grow wide and frightened)—
she got—Iike she is.

THE STEWARD. Aye, she was good to all of us.
"Twould have been hell on board without her ;
for he’s a hard man—a hard, hard man—a driver
if there ever was one. (With a grim laugh.) 1
hope he’s satisfied now—drivin’ her on till she’s
near lost her mind. And who could blame her ?
"Tis a God’s wonder we're not a ship full of crazed
people—with the damned ice all the time, and the
quiet so thick you’re afraid to hear your own
voice.

BEN (with a frightened glance toward the door on
right). She don’t never speak to me no more—
jest looks at me ’s if she didn’t know me.

THE STEWARD. She don’t know no one—but
him. She talks to him—when she does talk—
right enough.

BEN. She does nothin’ all day long now but
sit and sew—and then she cries to herself without
makin’ no noise. I've seen her,
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THE STEWARD. Aye, I could hear her through
the door a while back.

BEN (tiptoes over to the door ana listens). She’s
cryin’ now.

THE STEWARD (furiously—shaking his fist). God
send his soul to hell for the devil he is !

(There is the noise of some one coming slowly
down the companionway stairs. The
Steward hurries to his stacked-up dishes.
He is so nervous from fright that he
knocks off the top one, which falls and
breaks on the floor. He stands aghast,
trembling with dread.  Ben is violently
rubbing off the organ with a piece of
cloth which he has snatched from his
pocket.  Captain Keeney appearsin the
doorway onright and comes into the cabin,
removing his fur cap as he does so.
He is a man of about forty, five feet
ten in height, but looking much shorter
on account of the enmormous proportions
of his shoulders and chest. His face is
massive and deeply lined, with grey-blue
eyes of a bleak hardness, and a tightly
clenched, thin-lipped mouth. His thick
hair is long and grey. He is dressed
in a heavy blue jacket and blue trousers
stuffed into his sea-boots.)

(He is followed into the cabin by the Second
Mate, a lanky six-footer with a lean
weather-beaten  face. The Mate is
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dressed about the same as the Captain.
He is a man of thirty or so.)

KEENEY (comes toward the Steward—with a stern
Jook on his face.  The Steward is visibly frightened
and the stack of dishes rattles in his trembling hands.
Keeney draws back his fist and the Steward shrinks
away., The fist is gradually Jowered and Keeney
speaks slowly). Twould be like hitting a worm.
It is nigh on two bells, Mr, Steward, and this
truck not cleared yet.

THE STEWARD (stammering). Y-y-yes, sir.

KEENEY. Instead of doin’ your rightful work
ye've been below here gossipin’ old woman’s
talk with that boy. (To Ben, fiercely.) Get out
o’ this, you! Clean up the chart room. (Ber
darts past the Mate to the open doorway.) Pick up
that dish, Mr. Steward |

THE STEWARD (doing so with difficulty). Yes, sir.

KEeNEY. The next dish you break, Mr. Stew-
ard, you take a bath in the Bering Sea at the
end of a rope. ’

THE STEWARD (tremblingly). Yes, sir. (He
hurries out. The Second Mate walks slowly over to
the Captain.)

MATE. 1 warn’t ’specially anxious the man at
the wheel should catch what I wanted to say to you,
sir. 'That’s why I asked you to come below.

KEENEY (impatiently). Speak your say, Mr.
Slocum,
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MATE (unconsciously lowering his woice). I'm
afeard there’ll be trouble with the hands by the
look o’ things. They’ll likely turn ugly, every
blessed one o’ them, if you don’t put back. The
two years they signed up for is up to-day.

kEENEY. And d’you think you’re tellin’ me
somethin’ new, Mr. Slocum ? I’ve felt it in the
air this long time past. D’you think I’ve not seen
their ugly looks and the grudgin’ way they worked ?

(The door in rear is opened and Mrs. Keeney
stands in the doorway. She is a slight,
sweet-faced little woman primly dressed
in black. Her eyes are red from weep-
ing and her face drawn and pale.
She takes in the cabin with a frightened
glance and stands as if fixed to the spot
by some nameless dread, clasping and
unclasping her hands nervously. The
two men turn and look at her.)

KEENEY (with rough tenderness). Well, Annie ?

MRS. KEENEY (ad if awakening from a dream).
David, I (She is silent.  The Mate starts for
the doorway.)

KEENEY (turning to him—sharply). Wait |
MATE. Yes, Sir.
kEENEY. D’you want anything, Annie?

MRS. KEENEY (after a pause, during which she
seems to be endeavouring to collect her thoughts).
I thought maybe—I'd go up on deck, David, to
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get a breath of fresh air. (Ske stands humbly
awaiting his permission. He and the Mate exchange
a significant glance.)

KEENEY. It’s too cold, Annie. You’d best
stay below to-day. There’s nothing to look at
on deck—but ice.

MRS. KEENEY (monotonously). 1 know—ice, ice,
ice | But there’s nothing to see down here but
these walls. (She makes a gesture of loathing.)

KEENEY. You can play the organ, Annie.

MRrs. KEENEY (dully). 1 hate the organ. It
puts me in mind of home.

KEENEY (4 touch of resentment in his wvoice). 1
got it jest for you.

MRs. KEENEY (dully). 1 know. (Ske turns
away from them and walks slowly to the bench on
left.  She lifts up one of the curtains and looks
through a port-hole ; then utters an exclamation of
joy.) Ah,water | Clearwater | Asfaras] can
see | How good it looks after all these months
of ice | (She turns round to them, her face trans-
figured with joy.) Ah, now I must go upon deck
and look at it, David.

KEENEY yro'wning). Best not to-day, Annie.
Best wait for a day when the sun shines.

MRS. KEENEY (desperately). But the sun never
shines in this terrible place.

KEENEY (@ tone of command in his voice). Best
not to-day, Annie,
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MRS. KEENEY (crumbling before this command—

abjectly). Very well, David.

(Stke stands there staring straight before her
as if in a daze. The two men look
at her uneasily.)

KEENEY (sharply). Annie |
MRS, KEENEY (dully). Yes, David.
KEENEY. Me and Mr. Slocum has business
to talk about—ship’s business.
MRS. KEENEY. Very well, David.
(She goes slowly out, rear, and leaves the
door three-quarters shut behind her.)

KEENEY. Best not have her on deck if they’s
goin’ to be any trouble.

MATE. Yes, sir,

kKEENEY. And trouble they’s goin’ to be. I

feel it in my bones. (Takes a revolver from the
oy e 9, ;

pocket of his coat and examines it) Got your'n ?

MATE. Yes, sir.

KEeNEY. Not that we'll have to use ’em—not
if T know their breed of dog—jest to frighten
’em up a bit. (Grimly) 1 ain’t never been
forced to use one yit ; and trouble I've had by
land and by sea’s long as I kin remember, and
will have till my dyin’ day, I reckon.

MATE (kesitatingly). Then you ain’t goin’—
to turn back?

KEENEY. Turn back | Mr. Slocum, did you
12
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ever hear o’ me pointin’ s’uth for home with
only a measly four hundred barrel of ile in the
hold ? ‘

MATE (hastily). No, sir—but the grub’s gittin’
low.

KEENEY. They’s enough to last a long time
yit, if they’re careful with it ; and they’s plenty
o’ water.

MATE. They say it’s not fit to eat—what’s
left ; and the two years they signed on fur is
up to-day. They might make trouble for you
in the courts when we git home.

KEENEY. To hell with ’em | Let them make
what law trouble they kin. I don’t give a damn
’bout the money. I've got to git the ile!
(Glancing sharply at the Mate.) You ain’t turnin’
no damned sea lawyer, be you, Mr. Slocum ?

MATE (flushing). Not by a hell of a sight, sir.

KEENEY. What do the fools want to go home
fur now? Their share o’ the four hundred
barrel wouldn’t keep ’em in chewin’ terbacco.

MATE (slowly). They wants to git back to
their folks an’ things, I s’pose.

KEENEY (looking at him searchingly). 'N’ you
want to turn back, too. (The Mate looks down
confusedly before his sharp gaze.) Don't lie, Mr.
Slocum. It’s writ down plain in your eyes.
(With grim sarcasm.) 1 hope, Mr. Slocum, you
ain’t agoin’ to jine the men agin me.
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MATE (indignantly), ‘That ain’t fair, sir, to
say sich things.

KEENEY (with satisfaction). 1 warn’t much
afeard o’ that, Tom. You been with me nigh
on ten year and I've learned ye whalin’. No
man kin say I ain’t a good master, if I be a hard
one.

MATE. ] warn’t thinkin’ of myself, sir—’bout
turnin’ home, I mean. (Desperately.) But Mrs.
Keeney, sir—seems like she ain’t jest satisfied up
here, ailin’ like—what with the cold an’ bad
luck an’ the ice an’ all,

KEENEY (%is face clouding—rebukingly but not
severely). ‘That’s my business, Mr. Slocum. I'll
thank you to steer a clear course o’ that. (A
pause.) ‘The ice’ll break up soon to no’th’ard.
I could see it startin’ to-day. And when it goes
and we git some sun Annie’ll perk up. (Another
pause—ithen he bursts forth.) It ain’t the damned
money what’s keepin’ me up in the Northern
seas, Tom. But I can’t go back to Homeport
with a measly four hundred barrel of ile. I'd
die fust. I ain’t never come back home in all
my days without a full ship. Ain’t that truth ?

MATE. Yes, sir ; but this voyage you been ice-
bound, an’

KEENEY (scornfully). And d’you s’pose any of
’em would believe that—any o’ them skippers
I've beaten voyage after voyage? Can’t you

hear ’em laughin’ and sneerin’—Tibbots ’n
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Harris 'n’ Simms and the rest—and all o’ Home-
port makin’ fun o’ me : ‘‘ Dave Keeney what
boasts he’s the best whalin’ skipper out o’ Home-
port comin’ back with a measly four hundred
barrel of ile” ? (The thought of this drives him
into a frenzy, and he smashes his fist down on the
marble tp of the sideboard.) Hell ! 1 got to git
the ile, I tell you. How could I figger on this
ice ? It’s never been so bad before in the thirty
year I been acomin’ here. And now it’s breakin’
up. In a couple o’ days it’ll be all gone. And
they’s whale here, plenty of ’em. I know they
is and I ain’t never gone wrong yit. I got to
git the ile ] I got to git it in spite of all hell,
and by God, I ain’t agoin’ home till I do git it |
(There is the sound of subdued sobbing from

the door in rear. The two men stand

silent for a moment, listening. Then

Keeney goes over to the door and looks

in. He hesitates for a moment as if

he were going to enter—ithen closes

the door softly.  Foe, the harpooner, an

enormous  six-footer with a battered

ugly face, enters from right and stands

waiting for the Captain to notice him.)

KEENEY (turning and seeing him). Don’t be
standin’ there like a gawk, Harpooner. Speak
up !

JoE (confusedly). We want—the men, sir—
they wants to send a depitation aft to have a
word with you.
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KEENEY (furiously). Tell ’em to go to
(Checks himself and continues grimly.) Tell ’em
to come. I’ll see ’em.

JoE. Aye, aye, sir. (He goes out.)

KEENEY (with a grim smile). Here it comes,
the trouble you spoke of, Mr. Slocum, and we’ll
make short shrift of it. It’s better to crush such
things at the start than let them make headway.

MATE (worriedly). Shall 1 wake up the First
and Fourth, sir ?  We might need their help.

kEeNey. No, let them sleep. I'm well able
to handle this alone, Mr. Slocum.

(There is the shuffling of footsteps from out-
side and five of the crew crowd into
the cabin, led by Joe. Al are dressed
alike—sweaters, sea-boots, etc. They
glance uneasily at the Captain, twirling
their fur caps in their hands.)

KEENEY (after a pause). Well? Who's to
speak fur ye?

JOE (stepping forward with an air of bravadn).
be.

KEENEY (eyeing him up and down coldly). So
you be. Then speak your say and be quick
about it.

JOE (#rying not to wilt before the Captain’s glance
and avoiding his eyes). 'The time we signed up
for is done to-day.
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KEENEY (icily). You're tellin’ me nothin’ I
don’t know.

joE. You ain’t pintin’ fur home yit, far’s we
kin see.

kEENEY. No, and I ain’t agoin’ to till this

ship is full of ile.

JoE. You can’t go no further no’the with the
ice afore ye.

KEENEY. The ice is breaking up.

JOE (after a slight pause during which the others
mumble angrily to one another). The grub we're
gittin’ now 1s rotten.

KEENEY. It’s good enough fur ye. Better
men than ye are have eaten worse.
(There is a chorus of angry exclamations
from the crowd.)

JOE (encouraged by this support). We ain’t agoin’
to work no more less you puts back for home.

KEENEY (flercely).  You ain’t, ain’t you ?
joe. No; and the law courts’ll say we was

right.

KEeNEY. To hell with your law courts !
We're at sea now and I'm the law on this ship.
(Edging up toward the harpooner.) And every
mother’s son of you what don’t obey orders goes
in irons.

(There are more angry exclamations from
the crew. Mprs. Keeney appears in
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the doorway in rear and looks on with
startled eyes. Nome of the men notice
her.)

joe (with bravads). Then we’re agoin’ to
mutiny and take the old hooker home ourselves.
Ain’t we, boys ?

(As ke turns his head to look at the others,
Keeney's fist shoots out to the side of
his jaw. Joe goes down in a heap
and lies there. Mpys. Keeney gives a
shriek and hides her face in her hands.
The men pull out their sheath knives
and start a rush, but stop when they
Sind themselves confronted by the re-
volvers of Keeney and the Mate.)

KEENEY (his eyes and woice snapping). Hold
still | (The men stand huddled together in a sullen
silence.  Keeney's voice is full of mockery.) You've
found out it ain’t safe to mutiny on this ship,
ain’tyou ? And now git for'ard where ye belong,
and (He gives Foe's body a comtemptuous
kick.) Dra§ him with you. And remember the
first man of ye I see shirkin’ I'll shoot dead as
sure as there’s a sea under us, and you can tell
the rest the same. Git for'ard now | Quick !
(The men leave in cowed silence, carrying Foe with
them. Keeney turns to the Mate with a short laugh
and puts his revolver back in his pocket.) Best get
up on deck, Mr. Slocum, and see to it they don’t
try none of their skulkin’ tricks. We’ll have to
keep an eye peeled from now on. I know ’em.
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MATE. Yes, sir,

(He goes out, right.  Keeney hears his wife’s
hysterical weeping and turns around in
surprise—then walks slhwly to her
side.)

KEENEY (putting an arm around her shoulder
—with gruff tenderness). ‘There, there, Annie.
Don’t be afeard. It’s all past and gone.

MRS. KEENEY (shrinking away from him). Oh,
I can’t bear it | I can’t bear it any longer |

KEENEY (gently). Can’t bear what, Annie?

MRS. KEENEY (hysterically). All this horrible
brutality, and these brutes of men, and this
terrible ship, and this prison cell of a room, and
the ice all around, and the silence.

(After this outburst she calms down and
wipes her eyes with her handkerchief.)

KEENEY (after a pause during which he looks
down at her with a puzzled frown). Remember, I
warn’t hankerin’ to have you come on this voyage,
Annie.

MRS. KEENEY. | wanted to be with you, David,
don’t you see ? I didn’t want to wait back there
in the house all alone as I've been doing these
last six years since we were married—waiting,
and watching, and fearing—with nothing to keep
my mind occupied—not able to go back teaching
school on account of being Dave Keeney’s wife.
I used to dream of sailing on the great. wide,
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glorious ocean. I wanted to be by your side in
the danger and vigorous life of it all. I wanted
to see you the hero they make you out to be in
Homeport. And instead (Her waice grows
tremulous.) All 1 find is ice and cold—and
brutality | (Her woice breaks.)

KEENEY. [ warned you what it’d be, Annie.
“ Whalin’ ain’t no ladies’ tea party,” I says to
you, and * you better stay to home where you've
got all your woman’s comforts.” (Shaking his
head.) But you was so set on it.

MRS. KEENEY (wearily). Oh, I know it isn’t
your fault, David. You see, I didn’t believe you.
I guess I was dreaming about the old Vikings
in the story books and I thought you were one
of them.

KEENEY (protestingly). 1 done my best to make
it as cosy and comfortable as could be. (Mzs.
Keeney looks around her in wild scorn.) 1 even
sent to the city for that organ for ye, thinkin’ it
might be soothin’ to ye to be playin’ it times
when they was calms and things was dull like.

MRS. KEENEY (wearily). Yes, you were very
kind, David. I know that. (She goes to left and
lifts the curtains from the port-hole and looks out—
then suddenly bursts forth.) 1 won’t stand it—I
can’t stand it—pent up by these walls like a
prisoner. (Ske runs over to him and throws her
arms around him, weeping. He puts his arm pro-
sectingly over her shoulders.) ‘Take me away from
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here, David ! If I don’t get away from here,
out of this terrible ship, I'll go mad | Take me
home, David ! I can’t think any more. I feel
as 1if the cold and the silence were crushing down
on my brain. I’m afraid. Take me home !

KEENEY (holds her at arm’s length and looks
at her face anxiously). Best go to bed, Annie.
You ain’t yourself. You got fever. Your eyes
look so strange like. I ain’t never seen you
look this way before.

MRS. KEENEY (laughing hysterically). It’s the
ice and the cold and the silence—they’d make
any one look strange.

KEENEY (soothingly). In a month or two, with
good luck, three at the most, I'll have her filled
with ile and then we’ll give her everything she’ll
stand and pint for home.

MRS, KEENEY. But we can’t wait for that—I
can’t wait. I want to get home. And the men
won’t wait. ‘They want to get home. It’s cruel,
it’s brutal for you to keep them. You must sail
back. You've got no excuse. There’s clear
water to the south now. If you've a heart at
all you’ve got to turn back.

KEENEY (harshly). 1 can’t, Annie.
MRS. KEENEY. Why can’t you?

KEENEY. A woman couldn’t rightly under-
stand my reason.
MRS, KEENEY (wildly). Because it’s a stupid,
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stubborn reason. Oh, I heard you talking with
the second mate. You're afraid the other cap-
tains will sneer at you because you didn’t come
back with a full ship. You want to live up to
your silly reputation even if you do have to beat
and starve men and drive me mad to do it.

KEENEY (his jaw set stubbornly). It ain’t that,
Annie. Them skippers would never dare sneer
to my face. It ain’t so much what any one’d
say—but (He hesitates, struggling to express
his meaning.) You see—I've always done it—
since my first voyage as skipper. I always come
back—with a full ship—and—it don’t seem right
not to—somehow. I been always first whalin’
skipper out o’ Homeport, and Don’t you
see my meanin’, Annie? (He glances at her.
She is not Jooking at him but staring dully in fronmt
of her, not hearing a word ke is saying.) Annie !
(She comes to herself with a start) Best turn in,
Annie, there’s a good woman. You ain’t well.

MRS. KEENEY (resisting his attempts to guide her
to the door in rear). David | Won’t you please
turn back ?

KEENEY. (gently). 1. can’t, Annie—not yet
awhile. You don’t see my meanin’. I got to
git the ile.

MRs. KEENEY. It'd be different if you needed
the money, but you don’t. You've got more
than plenty.

KEENEY (impatiently). It ain’t the money I'm
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thinkin’ of. D’you think I'm as mean as that?

MRs. KEENEY (dully). No—I don’t know—I
can’t understand (Intensely.) Oh, 1 want
to be home in the old house once more and see
my own kitchen again, and hear a woman’s voice
talking to me and be able to talk to her. Two
years | It seems so long ago—as if I'd been
dead and could never go back.

KEENEY (worried by her strange tone and the far-
away look in her eyes). Best go to bed, Annie.
You ain’t well.

MRS. KEENEY (not appearing to hear him). 1
used to be lonely when you were away. Iused to
think Homeport was a stupid, monotonous place.
Then I used to go down on the beach, especially
when it was windy and the breakers were rolling
in, and I'd dream of the fine free life you must
be leading. (Ske gives a laugh which is half a
s0b.) I used to love the sea then. (Shke pauses ;
then continues with slow intensity.) But now—I
don’t ever want to see the sea again.

KEENEY (thinking to humour her). ’'Tis no fit
place for a woman, that’s sure. I was a fool to
bring ye.

MRS. KEENEY (after a pause—passing her hand
over her eyes with a gesture of pathetic weariness).

How long would it take us to reach home—if
we started now ?

KEENEY (frownming). ’Bout two months, I
reckon, Annie, with fair luck.
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MRS. KEENEY (counts on her fingers—ithen mur-
murs with a rapt smile). That would be August,
the latter part of August, wouldn’t it? It was
on the twenty-fifth of August we were married,
David, wasn’t it ?

KEENEY (#ying to conceal the fact that her memories
have moved him—gruffly). Don’t you remember ?

MRS. KEENEY (vaguely—again passes her hana
over her eyes). My memory is leaving me—up
here in the ice. It was so long ago. (A4 pause—
then she smiles dreamily.) It’s June now. The
lilacs will be all in bloom in the front yard—and
the climbing roses on the trellis to the side of
the house—they’re budding.

(She suddenly covers her face with her
hands and commences to s0b.)

KEENEY (disturbed). Go in and rest, Annie.
You're all wore out cryin’ over what can’t be
helped.

MRS. KEENEY (suddenly throwing her arms around
his neck and clinging 1o him). You love me, don’t
you, David ?

KEENEY (in amazed embarrassment at this out-

burst). Love you? Why d’you ask me such a
question, Annie ?

MRS. KEENEY (shaking him—fiercely). But you
.do, don’t you, David ? Tell me |

KEENEY. ['m your husband, Annie, and you're
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my wife. Could there be aught but love between
us after all these years?

MRS. KEENEY (shaking him again—still more
fiercely). Then you do love me. Say it |

KEENEY (simply). 1 do, Annie.

MRS. KEENEY (gives a sigh of relief—her hands
drop to her sides. Keeney regards her anxiously.
She passes her hand across her eyes and murmurs
half to herself.) 1 sometimes think if we could
only have had a child. (Keeney turns away from
her, deeply moved. She grabs his arm and turns
him around to face her—intensely.) And I've
always been a good wife to you, haven’t I, David ?

KEENEY (Ais woice betraying his emotion). No
man has ever had a better, Annie.

MRs. KEENEY. And I’ve never asked for much
from you, have I, David? Have I?

KEENEY. You know you could have all I got
the power to give ye, Annie.

MRS. KEENEY (wi/dly). Then do this this once
for my sake, for God’s sake—take me home |
It’s killing me, this life—the brutality and cold
and horror of it. I'm going mad. I can feel
the threat in the air. I can hear the silence
threatening me—day after grey day and every
day the same. I can’t bear it. (Sodbing.) Tl
go mad, I know I will. Take me home, David,
if you love me as you say. I'm afraid. For
the love of God, take me home !
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(She throws her arms around him, weeping
against his shoulder. His face betrays
the tremendous struggle going on within
him. He holds her out at arm’s
length, his expression softening. For
a moment his shoulders sag, he becomes
old, his iron spirit weakens as he looks
at her tear-stained face.)

KEENEY (dragging out the words with an effort).
I'll do it, Annie—for your sake—if you say it’s
needful for ye.

MRS. KEENEY (with wild joy—kissing him). God
bless you for that, David !

(He turns away from her silently and walks
toward the companionway. Fust at
that moment there is a clatter of foor-
steps on the stairs and the Second Mate
enters the cabin.)

MATE (excitedly). ‘The ice is breakin’ up to
no’the’ard, sir. There’s a clear passage through
the floe, and clear water beyond, the look-out
says.

(Keeney straightens himself like a man coming
out of a trance. Myrs. Keeney looks at
the Mate with terrified eyes.)

KEENEY (dazedly—irying to collect his thoughts).
A clear passage? To no’the’ard?

MATE. Yes, Sir.

KEENEY (his voice suddenly grim with determina-
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tion). Then get her ready and we’ll drive her
through.

MATE. Aye, aye, sir.
MRS. KEENEY (appealingly). David |

KEENEY (not heeding her). Will the men turn
to willin’ or must we drag ’em out ?

MATE. They’ll turn to willin’ enough. You
put the fear o’ God into ’em, sir. They’re meck
as lambs.

KEENEY. Then drive ’em—both watches.
(With grim determination.) ‘They’s whale t’other
side o’ this floe and we’re going to git ’em.

MATE. Aye, aye, sir.

(He goes out hurriedly. A moment later
there is the sound of scuffling feet from
the deck outside and the Mate’s wvoice
shouting orders.)

KEENEY (speaking aloud to himself—derisively).
And I was agoin’ home like a yaller dog !

MRS. KEENEY (fmploringly). David |

KEENEY (sternly). Woman, you ain’t adoin’
right when you meddle in men’s business and
weaken ’em. You can’t know my feelin’s. 1
got to prove a man to be a good husband for ye
to take pride in. I got to git the ile, I tell ye.

MRS. KEENEY (supplicatingly). David | Aren’t
you going home ?
KEENEY (ignoring this question—commandingly).
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(She throws her arms around him, weeping
against his shoulder. His face betrays
the tremendous struggle going on within
him. He holds her out at arm’s
length, his expression softening. For
a moment his shoulders sag, he becomes
old, his iron spirit weakens as he looks
at her tear-stained face.)

KEENEY (dragging out the words with an effor?).
I'll do it, Annie—for your sake—if you say it’s
needful for ye.

MRS. KEENEY (with wild joy—kissing him). God
bless you for that, David !

(He turns away from her silently and walks
toward the companionway. Just at
that moment there is a clatter of foor-
steps on the stairs and the Second Mate
enters the cabin.)

MATE (excitedly). The ice is breakin’ up to
no'the’ard, sir. There’s a clear passage through
the floe, and clear water beyond, the look-out
says.

(Keeney straightens himself like a man coming
out of a trance. Mps. Keeney Jooks at
the Mate with terrified eyes.)

KEENEY (dazedly—irying to collect his thoughts).
A clear passage? To no’the’ard ?

MATE. Yes, sir.

KEENEY (his voice suddenly grim with determina-
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tion). Then get her ready and we'll drive her
through.

MATE. Aye, aye, sir.
MRS. KEENEY (appealingly). David |

KEENEY (not heeding her). WIill the men turn
to willin’ or must we drag 'em out?

MATE. They’ll turn to willin’ enough. You
put the fear o’ God into ’em, sir, They’re meck
as lambs,

KEENEy. Then drive ’em—both watches.
(With grim determination.) ‘They’s whale t’other
side o’ this floe and we’re going to git ’em.

MATE. Aye, aye, sir.

(He goes out hurriedly. A moment later
there is the sound of scuffling feet from
the deck outside and the Mate's voice
shouting orders.)

KEENEY (speaking aloud to himself—derisively).
And I was agoin’ home like a yaller dog |

MRS. KEENEY (imploringly). David |

KEENEY (sternly). Woman, you ain’t adoin’
right when you meddle in men’s business and
weaken ’em. You can’t know my feelin’s. I
got to prove a man to be a good husband for ye
to take pride in. I got to git the ile, I tell ye.

MRS. KEENEY (supplicatingly). David | Aren’t
you going home ?
KEENEY (ignoring this question—commandingly).
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You ain’t well. Go and lay down a mite. (He
starts for the door.) 1 got to git on deck. (He
goes out.  She cries after him in anguish.) David !

(A pause. She passes her hand across her
eyes—rthen commences to laugh hysteric-
ally and goes to the organ. She sits
down and starts to play wildly an old
hymn. Keeney re-enters from the door-
way to the deck and stands looking at
her angrily. He comes over and grabs
her roughly by the shoulder.)

KEENEY. Woman, what foolish mockin’ is
this 7 (She laughs wildly and he starts back from
her in alarm.) Annie | What is it ? (She doesn’t
answer him. Keeney's voice trembles.) Don’t you
know me, Annie ?

(He puts both hands on her shoulders and
turns her around so that he can look
into her eyes. She stares up at him
with a stupid expression, a wvague
smile on her lips. He stumbles away
[from her, and she commences softly to
play the organ again.)

KEENEY (swallowing hard—in a hoarse whisper,
as if he had difficulty in speaking). You said—you
was a-goin’ mad—God | (4 long wail is heard
from the deck above) Ah bl-o-o-0-ow! (4
moment later the Mate's face appears through the
skylight. He cannot see Mrs. Keeney.)

MATE (in great excitemens). Whales, sir—a
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whole school of ’em—off the star’b’d quarter
'bout five mile away—big ones !

KEENEY (galvanized into action). Are you
lowerin’ the boats ?

MATE. Yes, sir.

KEENEY (with grim decision). I'm a-comin’
with ye.

MATE. Aye, aye, sir. (Fubdilanily.) You'll
git the ile now right enough, sir. (His kead is
withdrawn and he can be heard shouting orders.)

KEENEY (turning to his wife). Annie | Did
you hear him | Tl git the ile. (She doesn’t
answer or seem to know he is there. He gives a
hard laugh, which is almost a groan.)) 1 know
you're foolin’ me, Annie. You ain’t out of your
mind—{(anxiously)—be you ? TI'll git the ile now
right enough—jest a little while longer, Annie—
then we’ll turn hom’ard. I can’t turn back now,
you see that, don’t ye ? I've got to git the ile.
(In sudden terror.) Answer mel You ain’t
mad, be you ?

(She keeps on playing the organ, but makes

no reply. The Mate's face appears
again through the skylight.)

mate. All ready, sir.

(Keeney turns his back on his wife and
strides to the doorway, where he stands
Jor a moment and looks back at her in
anguish, fighting to control his feelings.)
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MATE. Comin’, sir?

KEENEY (his face suddenly grown hard with
determination).  Aye.

(He rturns abruptly and goes out. Mrs.
Keeney does not appear to notice his
departure. Her whole attention seems
centred in the organ. She sits with
half-closed eyes, her body swaying a
little from side to side to the rhythm
of the kymn. Her fingers move faster
-and faster and she is playing wildly
and discordantly as

Tue CurtaiNn FaLrs
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Where the Cross i1s Made

SCENE.  Captain  Bartlet’'s *‘ cabin"—a  room
evected as a look-out post at the top of his house
situated on a high point of land on the Cali-
fornia coast.  The inside of the compartment is
Sitted up like the captain’s cabin of a deep-sea
satling vessel.  On the left, forward, a port-hole.
Farther back, the stairs of the companionway.
Still farther, two more port-holes. In the rear,
left, a marble-topped sideboard with a ship’s
lantern onit.  In the rear, centre, a door opening
on stairs which lead to the lower house. A
cot with a blanket is placed against the wall to
the right of the door. In the right wall, five
port-koles.  Directly under them, a wooden
bench. In fromt of the bench, a long table
with two straight-backed chairs, one in front,
the other to the left of it. A cheap, dark-
coloured rug is on the floor. Inthe ceiling, mid-
way from front to rear, a skylight extending
from opposite the door to above the left edge
of the table. In the right extremity of the sky-
light is placed a floating ship’s compass. The
light from the binnacle sheds over this from
above and filters down into the room, casting a
vague globular shadow of the compass on the floos .

The time is an early hour of a clear windy
night in the autumn of the year 1900. Moon-
light, winnowed by the wind which moans in the
stubborn angles of the old house, creeps wearily
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WHERE THE CROSS IS MADE

in through the port-holes and rests like tived dust
in circular patches upon the floor and table.  An
insistent monotone of thundering surf, muffled
and far off, is borne upward from the beach
below.

After the curtain rises the door in the rear is
opened slowly and the head and shoulders of
Nat Bartlett appear over the sill. He casts
a quick glance about the room, and seeing no
one there, ascends the remaining steps and enters,
He makes a sign to some one in the darkness
beneath : ** All right, Doctor.”  Doctor Higgins
follows him into the room and, closing the
door, stands looking with great curiosity around
him. He is a slight, medium-sized professional-
looking man of about thirty-ive. Nat Bartlernt
is wvery tall, gaunt, and loose-framed. His
right arm has been amputated at the shoulder
and the sleeve on that side of the heavy pea-
Jacket he wears hangs flabbily or flaps against
his body as he moves. He appears much older
than his thirty years. His shoulders have a
weary stoop as if worn down by the burden of his
massive head with its heavy shock of tangled,
black hair.  His face is long, bony, and sallow
with deep-set black eyes, a large aquiline nose,
a wide, thin-lipped mouth shadowed by an un-
kempt bristle of moustache. His voice is Jow
and deep with a penetrating, hollow, metallic
quality. In addition to the pea-jacket, he wears
corduray trousers stuffed down into high laced
boots.
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WHERE THE CROSS IS MADE

NaT. Can you see, Doctor ?

HIGGINS (in the tos-casual tones which betray
an inward uneasiness). Yes—perfectly—don’t
trouble. The moonlight is so bright

Nat. Luckily. (Walking slowly toward the
table.) He doesn’t want any light—lately—only
the one from the binnacle there.

HIGGINS, He? Ah—you mean your father ?

NAT (impatiently). Who else ?

HIGGINS (@ bit startled—gazing around him in
embarrassment). 1 suppose this is all meant to be
like a ship’s cabin ?

NAT. Yes—as I warned you.

HIGGINS (in surprise). Warned me? Why,
warned ? I think it’s very natural—and interesting
—this whim of his.

NAT (meaningly). Interesting, it may be.

HIGGINS. And he lives up here, you said—
never comes down ?

NAT. Never—for the past three years. My
sister brings his food up to him. (He sits down in
the chair to the left of the table) ‘There’s a lantern
on the sideboard there, Doctor.  Bring it over and
sit down. We'll make a light. T’ll ask your
gardon for bringing you to this room on the roof—

ut—no one’ll hear us here ; and by seeing for
yourself the mad way he lives Understand
that I want you to get all the facts—just that,
facts l—and for that light is necessary. Without
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that—they become dreams up here—dreams,
Doctor.

HIGGINS (with a relieved smile carries over the
lantern). It is a trifle spooky.

NAT (not seeming to notice this remark). He
won’t take any note of this light. His eyes are too
busy—out there. (He flings his left arm in a wide
gesture seaward.) And if he does notice—well,
let him come down. You’re bound to see him
sooner or later. (He scratches a match and lights
the lantern.)

HIGGINs, Where is—he?

NAT (pointing upward). Up on the poop. Sit
down, man | He'll not come—yet awhile.

HIGGINS (sitting gingerly on the chair in front of
table). 'Then he has the roof, too, rigged up like
a ship ?

NAT. Itold youhehad. Likeadeck,yes. A
wheel, compass, binnacle light, the companionway
there —(/%e points)—a bridge to pace up and down
on—and keep warch. If the wind wasn’t so high
you’d hear him now—back and forth—all the
livelong night. (With a sudden harshness.) Didn’t
I tell you he’s mad ? -

HIGGINS (with a professional air). That was
nothing new. I’ve heard that about him from all
sides since I first came to the asylum yonder. You
say he only walks at night—up there ?

NAT. Only at night, yes. (Grimly) The
6
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things he wants to see can’t be made out in daylight
—dreams and such.

HIGGINS. But just what is he trying to see?
Does any one know ? Does he tell ?

NAT (impatiently). 'Why, every one knows what
Father looks for, man | The ship, of course.

HIGGINS, What ship ?

Nat. His ship—the Mary Allen—named for
my dead mother.

HIGGINS. But—I don’t understand Is

the ship long overdue—or what ?

NAT. Lost in a hurricane off the Celebes with
all on board—three years ago !

HIGGINS (wonderingly). Ah. (After a pause.)
But your father still clings to a doubt

NAT. There is no doubt for him or any one
else to cling to. She was sighted bottom up, a
complete wreck, by the whaler John Slocum.
That was two weeks after the storm. They senta
boat out to read her name.

HIGGINS. And hasn’t your father ever heard——

NAT. He was the first to hear, naturally. O,
he knows right enough, if that’s what you're
driving at. (He bends toward the doctor—in-
tensely.) He knows, Doctor, he knows—but he
won't believe. He can’t—and keep living.

HIGGINS (impatiently). Come, Mr. Bartlett,
let’s get down to brass tacks. You didn’t drag
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me up here to make things more obscure, did you ?
Let’s have the facts you spoke of. I'll need them
to give sympathetic treatment to his case when we
get him to the asylum.

NAT (@nxiously lowering his wvoice). And you’ll
come to take him away to-night—for sure ?

HIGGINS, ‘Twenty minutes after I leave here
I'll be back in the car. That’s positive.

NAT. And you know your way through the
house ?

H1GGINs, Certainly, I remember—but I don’t
see

NaT. The outside door will be left open for
you. You must come right up. My sister and
I will be here—with him. And you understand
Neither of us knows anything about this.
The authorities have been complained to—not by
us, mind—but by some one. He must never
know

HIGGINS, Yes, yes—but still I don’t
he liable to prove violent ?

NAT. No—no. He’s quiet always—too
quiet ; but he might do something—anything—if
he knows .

HIGGINS. Rely on me not to tell him, then ;
but I'll bring along two attendants in case
(He breaks off and continues in matter-of-fact tones.)
And now for the facts in this case, if you don’t
mind, Mr, Bartlett.

NAT (shaking his head—moodily). There are cases
8
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where facts Well, here goes—the brass
tacks. My father was a whaling captain as his
father before him. The last trip he made was
seven years ago. He expected to be gone two
years. It was four before we saw him again. His
ship had been wrecked in the Indian Ocean. He
and six others managed to reach a small island on
the fringe of the Archipelago—an island barren as
hell, Doctor—after seven days in an open boat.
The rest of the whaling crew never were heard
from again—gone to the sharks. Of the six who
reached the island with my father only three were
alive when a fleet of Malay canoes picked them
up, mad from thirst and starvation, the four of
them, These four men finally reached 'Frisco.
(With great emphasis.) They were my father ;
Silas Horne, the mate ; Cates, the bo’sun, and
Jimmy Kanaka, a Hawaiian harpooner. Those
four | (With a forced laugh.) There are facts
for you. It was all in the papers at the time—
my father’s story.

HIGGINS. But what of the other three who were
on the island?

NAT (harshly). Died of exposure, perhaps.
Mad and jumped into the sea, perhaps. That was
the told story. Another was whispered—killed
and eaten, perhaps | But gone—vanished—that,
undeniably. That was the fact. For the rest—
who knows ? And what does it matter ?

HIGGINS (with a shudder). 1 should think it
would matter—a lot.
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Nar (fiercely). We're dealing with facts, Doc-
tor | (With a laugh.) And here are some more
for you. My father brought the three down to
this house with him—Horne and Cates and Jimmy
Kanaka. We hardly recognized my father.
He had been through hell and looked it. His
hair was white. But you'll see for yourself—soon.
And the others—they were all a bit queer, too—
mad, if you will. (He laughs again.) So much
for the facts, Doctor. They leave off there and
the dreams begin.

HIGGINS (doubitfully). It would seem—the facts
are enough.

NaT. Wait. (He resumes deliberately.) One
day my father sent for me and in the presence of
the others told me the dream. I was to be heir to
the secret. Their second day on the island, he
said, they discovered in a sheltered inlet the rotten,
water-logged hulk of a Malay prau—a proper war
prau such as the pirates used to use. She had
been there rotting—God knows how long. The
crew had vanished—God knows where, for there
was no sign on the island that man had ever
touched there. The Kanakas went over the prau
—they’re devils for staying under water, you know
—and they found—in two chests—(ke leans back
in his chatr and smiles ironically))—Guess what,
Doctor ?

HIGGINS (with an answering smile). ‘Treasure,
of course.
NAT (leaning forward and pointing his finger
10
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accusingly at the other). You see | The root of
belief is in you, too | (Then he leans back with a
hollow chuckle.) Why, yes. Treasure, to be sure.
What else ?  They landed it and—you can guess
the rest, too—diamonds, emeralds, gold ornaments

—innumerable, of course. 'Why limit the stuff of
dreams ? Ha-ha | (He laughs sardonically as if
mocking himself.)

HIGGINS (deeply interested). And then ?

NaT. They began to go mad—hunger, thirst,
and the rest—and they began to forget. Oh,
they forgot a lot, and lucky for them they did,
probably. But my father realizing, as he told
me, what was happening to them, insisted that
while they still knew what they were doing they
should—guess again now, Doctor. Ha-ha |

HIGGINS, Bury the treasure ?

NAT (iromically). Simple, isn’t it? Ha-hal
And then they made a map—the same old dream,
you see—with a charred stick, and my father had
care of it. 'They were picked up soon after, mad
as hatters, as I have told you, by some Malays.
(He drops his mocking and adopts a calm, deliberate
tone again.) But the map isn’t a dream, Doctor.
We’re coming back to facts again. (He reaches
into the pocket of his pea-jacket and pulls out a
crumpled paper) Here. (He spreads it out on
the table.)

HIGGINS (craning his neck eagerly). Dammit |
1§
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This is interesting. The treasure, I suppose, is
where

NAT. Where the cross is made.

HIGGINS. And here are the signatures, I see.
And that sign ?

NAT. Jimmy Kanaka’s. He couldn’t write.

HIGGINS. And below? That’s yours, isn’t
it ?

NAT. As heir to the secret, yes. We all
signed it here the morning the Mary Allen, the
schooner my father had mortgaged this house to
fit out, set sail to bring back the treasure. Ha-ha !

HIGGINs. The ship he’s still looking for—
that was lost three years ago ?

NAT. ‘The Mary Allen, yes. The other three
men sailed away on her. Only father and the
mate knew the approximate location of the island
—and I—as heir. It’s (He hesitates, frown-
ing) No matter. I'll keep the mad secret.
My father wanted to go with them—but my
mother was dying. I dared not go either.

HIGGINS. Then you wanted to go? You
believed in the treasure then ?

NaT. Of course. Ha-ha! How could I help
it? I believed until my mother’s death. Then
he became mad, entirely mad. He built this cabin
—to wait in—and he suspected my growing
doubt as time went on. So, as final proof, he
gave me a thing he had kept hidden from them all
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—a sample of the richest of the treasure. Ha-ha !
Behold !

(He takes from his pocket a heavy bracelet
thickly studded with stones and throws
it on the table near the lantern.)

HIGGINS (picking it up with eager curiosity—as
if in spite of himself). Real jewels ?

NAT. Ha-ha! You want to believe, too.
No—paste and brass—Malay ornaments.

HIGGINS, You had it looked over ?

NAT. Like a fool, yes. (He puss it back in his
pocket and shakes his head as if throwing off a burden.)
Now you know why he’s mad—waiting for that
ship—and why in the end I had to ask you to take
him away where he’ll be safe. The mortgage—
the price of that ship—is to be foreclosed. We
have to move, my sister and I. We can’t take
him with us. She is to be married soon. Per-
haps away from the sight of the sea he may

HIGGINS (perfunctorily). Let’s hope for the best.
And 1 fully appreciate your position. (He gets
up, smiling.) And thank you for the interesting
story. I'll know how to humour him when he
raves about treasure.

NAT (sombrely). He is quiet always—too quiet.
He only walks to and fro—watching

HicGINs, Well, I must go. You think it’s
best to take him to-night ?

NAT (persuasively). Yes, Doctor. The neigh-
I3
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bours—they’re far away, but—for my sister’s sake
—you understand.

HIGGINS, I see. It must be hard on her—
this sort of thing. Well—(ke goes to the door,
which Nat opens for him)—I'll return presently.
(He starts to descend.)

NAT (urgently). Don’t fail us, Doctor. And
come right up. He'll be here.

(He closes the door and tiptoes carefully to the
companionway. He ascends it a few
steps and remains for a moment listen-
ing for some sound from above. Then
he goes over to the table, turning the
lantern wery low, and sits down,
resting his elbow, his chin on his hand,
staring sombrely before him. The door
in the rear is slowly opened. It creaks
slightly and Nat jumps to his feet—in
a thick voice of terror.) 'Who's there ?
(The door swings wide open, revealing
Sue Barilett. She ascends into the
room and shuts the door behind her.
She is a tall, slender woman of rwenty-
Sive, with a pale, sad face framed in a
mass of dark red hair. This hair
Surnishes the only touch of colour abour
her. Her full lips are pale ; the blue
of her wistful wide eyes is fading intoa
rwilight grey. Her woice is low and
melancholy. She wears a dark wrap-
per and slippers.)

14
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SUE (stands and looks at her brother accusingly).
It’s only I.  What are you afraid of ?

NAT (averts his eyes and sinks back on his chair
again). Nothing. 1 didn’t know—I thought
you were in your room.

SUE (comes to the table). 1 was reading. Then
I heard some one come down the stairs and go
out. Who was it? (With sudden terror.) It

wasn’t—Father ?

NAT. No. He’s up there—watching—as he
always is.

SUE (sitting down—insistently). Who was it ?

NAT (evasively). A man—I know.

sue. What man? What is he? You're
holding something back. Tell me.

NAT (raising his eyes defiantly). A doctor,

SUE (alarmed). Oh | (With quick intuition.) You
brought him up here—so that I wouldn’t know !

NAT (doggedly). No. I took him up here to
see how things were—to ask him about Father.

SUE (as #f afraid of the answer she will get).
Is he one of them—from the asylum ? Oh, Nat,
you haven’t

NAT (interrupting her—hoarsely). No, no !
Be still.

sue. That would be—the last horror.

NAT (defiantly). Why ?  You always say that.
What could be more horrible than things as they
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are? 1 believe—it would be better for him—
away—where he couldn’t see the sea. He'll
forget his mad idea of waiting for a lost ship and a
treasure that never was. (s if trying to convince
himself—wvehemently.) 1 believe this |

sUE (reproachfully). You don’t, Nat. You
know he'd die if he hadn’t the sea to live with.

NAT (bitterly). And you know old Smith will
foreclose the mortgage. Is that nothing? We
cannot pay. He came yesterday and talked with
me., He knows the place is his—to all purposes.
He talked as if we were merely his tenants, curse
him | And he swore he’d foreclose immediately
unless

SUE (eagerly). What?

NAT (in a hard woice), Unless we have—
Father—taken away.

SUE (in anguish). Oh! But why, why?
What is Father to him ?

NaT. The value of the property—our home
which is his, Smith’s. The neighbours are afraid.
They pass by on the road at nights coming back
to their farms from the town. They see Aim up
there walking back and forth—waving his arms
against the sky. They’re afraid. They talk of
a complaint. They say for his own good he must
be taken away. They even whisper the house is
haunted. Old Smith is afraid of his property.
He thinks that 4e may set fire to the house—do
anything

16
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SUE (despairingly). But you told him how
foolish that was, didn’t you? That Father is
quiet, always quiet.

NAT. What’s the use of telling~——when they
believe—when they’re afraid ?  (Swe hides her face
in her hands—a pause—Nat whispers hoarsely.)
I've been afraid myself—at times.

sue. Oh, Nat! Of what?

NaT (violently). Oh, him and the sea he calls
to! Of the damned sea he forced me on as a
boy—the sea that robbed me of my arm and made
me the broken thing I am |

sUE (pleadingly). You can’t blame Father—
for your misfortune.

naT. He took me from school and forced me
on his ship, didn’t he ?  'What would I have been

now but an 1iqgnorant sailor like him if he had had
his way ¢ No. It’s the sea I should not blame,
that foiled him by taking my arm and then

throwing me ashore—another one of Ais wrecks !

suk (with a sob). You’re bitter, Nat—and hard.
It was so long ago. Why can’t you forget?

NaT (bitterly). Forget | Youcantalk | When
Tom comes home from this voyage you’ll be
married and out of this with life before you—
a captain’s wife as our mother was. I wish you
Joy-

sUE (supplicatingly). And you’ll come with us,
Nat—and father, too—and then

17
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naT. Would you saddle your young husband
with a madman and a cripple ?  (Fiercely.) No,
no, not I | (Vindictively.) And not him, either !
(With sudden meaning—deliberarely.) TI've got to
stay here. My book is three-fourths done—my
book that will set me free | But I know, I feel, as
sure as I stand here living before you, that I must
finish it here. It could not live for me outside of
this house where it was born. (Staring at her
fixedly.) So I will stay—in spite of hell | (Sue
sobs hopelessly.  After a pause he continues) Old
Smith told me I could live here indefinitely
without paying—as caretaker—if-

SUE (fearfully—like a whispered echo). If?
NAT (staring at her—in a hard voice). If I have

him sent—where he’ll no longer harm himself—
nor others,

sue (with horrified dread). No—no, Nat |
For our dead mother’s sake.

NAT (struggling). Did I say I had? Why do
you look at me—like that ?

sue. Nat! Nat | For our mother’s sake !

NaT (in terror). Stop | Stop | She’s dead—
and at peace. Would you bring her tired soul
back to him again to be bruised and wounded ?

sue. Nat !

NAT (clutching at his throat as though to strangle
something within him—hoarsely). Sue | Have
mercy | (His sister stares at him with dread fore-
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boding. Nat calms himself with an effort and con-
tinues deliberately.) Smith said he would give
two thousand cash if I would sell the place to him
—and he would let me stay, rent free, as care-
taker.

SUE (scornfully). Two thousand | Why, over
and above the mortgage it's worth

NAT. It’s not what it’s worth. It’s what one
can get, cash—for my book—for freedom !

sue. So that’s why he wants Father sent
away, the wretch! He must know the will
Fatber made

NAT. Gives the place to me. Yes, he knows.
I told him.

SUE (dully). Ah, how vile men are |

NAT (persuasively). If it were to be done—if
it were, I say—there’d be half for you for your
wedding portion. That’s fair.

sUE (horrified). Blood money | Do you think
I could touch it?

NAT (persuasively). It would be only fair. I'd
give it you.

sue. My God, Nat, are you trying to bribe
me ?

NAT. No. It’syoursin all fairness. (Witha
twisted smile.) Youforget I'm heir to the treasure,
too, and can afford to be generous. Ha-ha i

SUE (a/armed). Nat! You're so strange.
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You're sick, Nat. You couldn’t talk this way if
you were yourself Oh, we must go away from
here—you and father and 1! Let Smith fore-
close. There'll be something over the mortgage ;

and we’ll move to some little house—by the sea
so that father.

NaT (fiercely).  Can keep up his mad game with
me—whispering dreams in my ear—pointing out
to sea—mocking me with stuff like this | (He
takes the bracelet from his pocket. The sight of it
infuriates him and he hurls it into a corner, exclaiming
in a terrible woice.) No| No ! It’s too late for
dreams now. It’s too late | I've put them be-
hind me to-night—forever |

SUE (looks at him and suddenly understands that
what she dreads has come to pass—Ietting her head
fall on her outstretched arms with a long moan.)
Then—you’vedoneit ! You've soldhim | Oh,
Nat, you’re cursed !

NAT (with a terrified glance at the roof above).
Ssshh |  What are you saying ? He'll be better

off—away from the sea.

sut (dully). You've sold him.

Nat (wildly). No |l No ! (He takes the map
Jfrom his pocker.) Listen, Sue ! For God’s sake,
listen to me! See! The map of the island.
(He spreads it out on the table)) And the treasure—
where the cross is made. (He gulps and his words
pour out incoherently.) I've carried it about for
years. Is that nothing ? You don’t know what
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it means. It stands between me and my book.
It’s stood between me and life—driving me mad !
He taught me to wait and hope with him—wait
and hope—day after day. He made me doubt
my brain and give the lie to my eyes—when hope
was dead—when I knew it was all a dream—1I
couldn’t kill it | (His eyes starting from his head.)
God forgive me, I still believe | And that’s mad
—mad, do you hear ?

SUE (looking at him with horror). And that is
why—you hate him |

NaT. No, I don’t (Then in a sudden
frenzy.) Yes! 1 do hate him! He’s stolen
my brain | I've got to free myself, can’t you see,
from him—and his madness.

Sue (terrified—appealingly). Nat! Don’t |
You talk as if-

NAT (with a wild laugh). As if 1 were mad?
You’re right—but I'll be mad no more | See !
(He opens the lantern and sets fire to the map in his
hand. When he shuts the lantern again it flickers
and goes out. They warch the paper burn with fas-
sinated eyes as he talks.) See how I free myself
ind become sane. And now for facts, as the
loctor said. I lied to you about him. He was a
loctor from the asylum. See how it burns | It
nust all be destroyed—this poisonous madness.
Yes, I lied to you—see—it’s gone—the last speck
—and the only other map is the one Silas Horne
ook to the bottom of the sea with him. (He Jets
he ash fall to the floor and crushes it with his foot.)
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Gone ! I'm free of it—at last | (His face is
very pale, but he goes on calmly.) Yes, I sold him,
if you will—to save my soul. They’re coming
from the asylum to get him (There is a loud,
muyffled cry from above, whick sounds like *“ Sail-ho,”
and a stamping of feet. The slide to the companion-
way above is sliid back with a bang. A gust of air
tears down into the room. Nat and Sue have jumped
to their feet and stand petrified. Captain Bartlen
tramps down the stairs.)

NAT (with a shudder). God | Did he hear?
SUE. Ssshh |

(Captain Bartlett comes into the room. He
bears a striking resemblance to his son,
but his face is more stern and formidable,
his form more robust, erect and muscular.
His mass of hair is pure white, his
bristly moustache the same, contrasting
with the weather-beaten leather colour
of his furrowed face.  Bushy grey brows
overhang the obsessed glare of his fierce
dark eyes. He wears a heavy, double-
breasted blue coat, trousers of the same
material, and rubber boots turned down
Srom the knee.)

BARTLETT (in @ state of mad exultation strides
toward his son and points an accusing finger at him.
Nat shrinks backward a step). Bin thinkin’ me
mad, didye ? ‘Thinkin’ it for the past three years,
ye bin—ever since them fools on the Slocum
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tattled their damn lie o’ the Mary Allen bein’
a wreck.

NAT (swallowing hard — chokingly). No—
Father—I

BARTLETT. Don’t lie, ye whelp! You that
I'd made my heir—aimin’ to git me out o’ the
way! Aimin’ to put me behind the bars o’ the
jail for mad folk !

sue. Father—no |

BARTLETT (waving his hand for her to be silent).
Not you, girl, not you. You're your mother.

NAT (very pale). Father—do you think—I

BARTLETT (fiercely). A lie in your eyes | I
bin a-readin’ 'em. My curse on you

suE, Father! Don’t !

BARTLETT. Leave me be, girl. He believed,
didn’the ? And ain’t he turned traitor—mockin’
at me and sayin’ it’s all a lie—mockin’ at him-
self, too, for bein’ a fool to believe in dreams, as
he calls ’em.

NAT (placatingly). You're wrong, Father. I
do believe.

BARTLETT (triumphantly). Aye, now ye do!
Who wouldn’t credit their own eyes ?

NAT (mystified). Eyes?
BARTLETT. Have ye not seen her, then? Did
ye not hear me hail ?
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NAT (confusedly). Hail? 1 heard a shout.
But—hail what —seen what ?

BARTLETT (grimly). Aye, now’s your punish-
ment, Judas. (Explosively.) The Mary Allen, ye
blind fool, come back from the Southern Seas—
come back as I swore she must |

SUE (trying to soothe him). Father | Be quiet.
It’s nothing.

BARTLETT (not heeding her—his eyes fixed hyp-
notically on his son’s). Turned the pint a half-hour
back—the Mary Allen—loaded with gold as I
swore she would be—carryin’ her lowers—not a
reef in ’em—makin’ port, boy, as I swore she must
—too late for traitors, boy, too late |—droppin’
her anchor just when I hailed her.

NAT (a haunted, fascinated look in his eyes, which
are fixed immovably on his father's). ‘The Mary
Allen' |  But how do you know ?

BARTLETT. Not know my own ship ! 'Tis
you’re mad !

NAT. But at night—some other schooner

BARTLETT. No other, I say! The Mary
Allen—clear in the moonlight. And heed this :
D’you call to mind the signal I gave to Silas
Horne if he made this port o’ a night ?

Nat (showly). A red and a green light at the
mainmast-head.
BARTLETT (triumphantly). Then look out if
ye dare | (He goes to the pors-hole, left forward.)
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Ye can see it plain from here. (Commandingly.,
Will ye believe your eyes ! Look—and then call
me mad | (Nar peers through the port-hole ana
starts back, a dumbfounded expression on his face.)

NAT (slowly). A red and a green at the main-
mast-head. Yes—<lear as day.

sut (with a worried look at him). Let me see.

(She goes to the port-hole.)

BARTLETT (fo his son with fierce satisfaction).
Aye, ye see now clear enough—too late for you.
(Nat stares at him spellbound.) And from above
I saw Horne and Cates and Jimmy Kanaka plain
on the deck in the moonlight lookin’ up at me.
Come !

(He strides to the companionway, followed by
Nat.  The 1wo of them ascend. Sue
turns from the port-hole, an expression of
[frightened bewilderment on her face.
She shakes her head sadly. A loud
“ Mary Allen, ahoy!” comes from
above in Bartlett's voice, followed like
an echo by the same hail from Nat.
Sue covers her face with her hands,
shuddering. Nat comes down the
companionway, his eyes wild and ex-
ulting.)

SUE (brokenly). He's bad to-night, Nat. You're
right to humour him. It’s the best thing.

NAT (savagely). Humour him 7 What in hell
do you mean ?
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SUE (poz'ntz’ngrto the port-hole). 'There’s nothing
there, Nat. There’s not a ship in harbour.

NAT. You're a fool—or blind | The Mary
Allen’s there in plain sight of any one, with the
red and the green signal lights. Those fools lied
about her being wrecked. And I've been a fool,
too.

sue. But, Nat, there’s nothing. (Ske goes
over to the port-hole again.) Not a ship. See.

Nvat. Isaw, Itell you! From above it’s all
plain. (He turns from her and goes back to his seat
by the table.  Sue follows him, pleading frightenedly.

sue. Nat! You mustn’t let this
You're all excited and trembling, Nat. (Ske
puts a soothing hand on his forehead.)

NAT (pushing her away from him roughly). You
blind fool !

(Bartletr comes down the steps of the com-

panionway. His face is transfigured
with the ecstasy of a dream come true.)

BARTLETT. They’ve lowered a boat—the three
—Horne and Cates and Jimmy Kanaka. ‘They’re
a-rowin’ ashore. I heard the oars in the locks.
Listen | (A4 pause.)

NAT (excitedly). 1 hear |

SUE (who has taken the chair by her brother—in
a warning whisper). It's the wind and sea you
hear, Nat. Please |

BARTLETT (suddenly). Hark | They’velanded.
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They're back on earth again as I swore they’d
come back. They’ll be a-comin’ up the path
now.
(He stands in an attiende of rigid attention.
Neci strains forward in his chair. The
sound of the wind and sea suddenly
ceases and there is a heavy silence. A
dense green glow floods slowly in
rhythmic waves like a liguid into the
room—as of great depths of the sea
faintly penetrated by light.)

NAT (catching at his sister’s hand—chokingly).
See how the light changes ! Green and gold !
(He shivers.) Deep under the sea | I've been
drowned for years | (Hysterically) Save me |
Save me !

SUE (patting his hand comfortingly). Only the
moonlight, Nat. It hasn’t changed. Be quiet,
dear, it’s nothing. (The green light grows deeper
and deeper.)

BARTLETT (7 a crooning, monotonous tone), They
move slowly—slowly. They’re heavy, I know,
heavy—the two chests. Hark ! They’re below
at the door. You hear ?

NAT (starting to his feet). 1 hear | I left the
door open.

BARTLETT. For them ?

NAT. For them.
SUE (shuddering). Ssshh | (The sound of a
M.c 27 G
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door being heavily slammed is heard from down-
stairs.)

NAT (to his sister—excitedly). ‘There | You
hear ?

sue. A shutter in the wind.
Nat. There is no wind.
BaRTLETT. Up they come! Up, bullies !

They’re heavy—heavy | (The paddling of bare
feet sounds from the floor below—then comes up the
stairs.)

NAT. You hear them now ?

sue. Only the rats running about. It’s
nothing, Nat.

BARTLETT (rushing to the door and throwing it
open). Come in, lads, come in !—and welcome
home |

(The forms of Silas Horne, Cates, and Fimmy
Kanaka rise noiselessly into the room
Sfrom the stairs. The last two carry
heavy inlaid chests. Horne is a parror-
nosed angular old man dressed in grey
cotton trousers and a singlet torn open
across his hairy chest.  Jimmy is a
tall, sinewy, bronzed young Kanaka,
He wears only a breech cloth.  Cates is
squat and stout and is dressed in dun-
garee trousers and a torn white sailor’s
Jumper, stained with iron rust. All are
in their bare feet. Water drips from
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their soaked and rotten clothes. Their
hair is matted, intertwined with slimy
strands of sea-weed. Their eyes, as
they glide silently into the room, stare
Sfrightfully wide at nothing. Their
Slesh in the green light has the suggestion
of decomposition. Their bodies sway
limply, nervelessly, rhythmically as if to
the pulse of long swells of the deep sea.)

NAT (making a step toward them). See |
(Frenziedly.) Welcome home, boys !

SUE (grabbing his arm). Sit down, Nat. It’s
nothing. There’s no one there. Father—sit
down |

BARTLETT (grinning at the three and putting his
finger to his lips). Not here, boys, not here—
not before him. (He points to his son.) He has
no right, now. Come. The treasure is ours
only. We’'ll go away with it together. Come.
(He goes to the companionway. The three follow,
At the foor of it Horne puts a swaying hand on his
shoulder and with the other holds out a piece of paper
to him. Bartlett takes it and chuckles exultantly.)
That’s right—for him—that’s right | (He
ascends.  The figures sway up after him.)

NaT (frenziedly). Wait | (He struggles to-
ward the companionway.)
SUE (trying to hold him back). Nat—don’t |
Father—come back |
NaT. Father |
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(He flings her away from him and rushes up
the companionway. He pounds against
the slide, which seems to have been shut
down on him.)

sUk (hysterically—runs wildly to the door in rear).
Help! Help!

(As she gets to the door, Doctor Higgins
appears, hurrying up the stairs.)

HIGGINS (excitedly). Just a moment, Miss.
What’s the matter ?

SUE (with a gasp). My father—up there |
HIGGINS. I can’tsee—where’s my flash? Ah.

(He flashes it on her terrvor-stricken face, then
quickly around the room. The green
glow disappears. The wind and sea
are heard again. Clear moonlight
Soods through the port-holes. Higgins
springs to the companionway. Nat is
still pounding.)

Here, Bartlett. Let me try.

NAT (coming down—Ilooking dully at the doctor).
They’ve locked it. I can’t get up.

HIGGINS (looks up—in an astonished woice).
What's the matter, Bartlett ?  It’s all open. (He
starts to ascend.)

NAT (in 4 wvoice of warning). Look out, man |
Look out for them !

HIGGINS (calls down from above). Them ?
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Who? There’s no one here. (Suddenly—in
alarm.) Come up | Lend a hand here ! He’s
fainted !

(Nar goes up slowly. Sue goes over and
lights the lantern, then hurries back to
the foot of the companionway with it.
There is a scuffling noise from above.
They reappear, carrying Captain Bart-
letr’s body.)

HIGGINS. Easy now | (They lay him on the
couch in rear. Sue sets the lantern down by the
couch. Higgins bends and listens for a heart-beat.
Then he risas, shaking his head.) I'm sorry

SUE (dully). Dead ?

HIGGINS (nodding). Heart failure, I should
judge. (With an anempt at consolation.) Perhaps
it’s better so, if:

NAT (as if in a trance). 'There was something
Horne handed him. Did you see?

suk (wringing her hands). Oh, Nat, be still |
He’s dead. (To Higgins with pitiful appeal.)

Please go—go——
HIGGINS. There’s nothing I can do?

sue. Go—please (Higgins bows stiffly
and goes out. Nat moves slowly to his father's body,
as if attracted by some irresistible fascination.)

Nar. Didn’t you see? Horne handed him
something.
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sueE (sobbing). Nat! Nat!| Come away !
Don’t touch him, Nat ! Come away.

(But her brother does mot heed her. His
gaze s fixed on his father’s right hand,
which hangs downward over the side
of the couch. He pounces on it and
Jforcing the clenched fingers open with a
great effort, secures a crumpled ball of
paper.)

NAT (flourishing it above his head with a shout of
triumph). See | (He bends down and spreads it out
in the light of the lantern.) 'The map of the island !
Look | Itisn’tlostfor meafterall ! There’s still
a chance—my chance | (With mad, solemn de-
cision.) 'When the house is sold I'll go—and I’ll
find it | Look ! It’s written here in his hand-
writing : * The treasure is buried where the
cross 1s made.”

SUE (covering her face with her hands——brokenly).
Oh, God! Come away, Nat| Come away |
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The Rope

SCENE. The interior of an old barn situated on top
of a high headland of the sea coast.  In the rear,
to the left, a stall in which lumber is stacked up.
To the right of it, an open double doorway looking
out over the ocean. Quiside the doorway, the
faint trace of what was once a road leading to
the barn. Beyond the road, the edge of a cliff
which rises sheer from the sea below. On the
right of the doorway, three stalls with mangers
and hay-racks. The first of these is used asa
wood-bin and is half full of piled-up cordwood.
Near this bin, a chopping-block with an axe
driven into the top of it.

The left section of the barn contains the hay
loft, which extends at a height of about rwelve
feet from the floor as far to the right as the
middle of the doorway. The loft is bare except
for a few scattered mounds of dank-looking hay.
From the edge of the loft, half-way from the
door, a rope about five feet long with an open
running noose at the end is hanging. A rusty
plough and various other farming implements, all
giving evidence of long disuse, are lying on the
floor near the left wall. Farther forward an
old cane-bottomed chair is set back against the
wall.

In front of the stalls on the right stands a
long, roughly constructed carpenter’s table, evi-
dently home-made. Saws, a lathe, a hammer,
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a chisel, a keg containing nails, and other tools
of the carpentry trade are on the table. Two
benches are placed, one in front, one to the left
of it.

The right side of the barn is a bare wall.

It is berween six and half-past in the evening
of a day in early spring. At the rising of the
curtain some trailing clouds near the horizon,
seen through the open doorway, are faintly
tinged with gold by the first glow of the sunses.
As the action progresses, this reflected light
gradually becomes brighter, and then slowly
fades into a smoky crimson. The sea is a dark
slate colour.  From the rocks below the headland
sounds the muffled monotone of breaking wawves.

As the curtain rises, Mary is discovered squat-
ting cross-legged on the floor, her back propped
against the right side of the doorway, her face
in profile. She is a skinny, overgrown girl of
ten with thin, carroty hair worn in a pig-tail.
She wears a shabby gingham dress. Her face
is stupidly expressionless. Her hands flutter
about aimlessly in relaxed, flabby gestures.

She is staring fixedly at a rag doll which she
has propped up against the doorway opposite
her.  She hums shrilly to herself.

At a sudden noise from outside she jumps to
her feet, peeps out, and quickly snatches up the
doll, whick she hugs fiercely to her breast.  Then,
after a second's fearful hesitation, she runs to
the carpenter’s table and crawls under it.

As she does so Abraham Bentley appears in

4



THE ROPE

the doorway and stands, blinking into the
shadowy barn. He is a tall, lean, round-shoul-
dered old man of sixty-five. His thin legs,
twisted by rheumatism, totter feebly under him
as he shuffles slowly along by the aid of a thick
cane. His face is gaunt, chalky-white, furrowed
with wrinkles, surmounted by a shiny bald scalp
[fringed with scanty wisps of white hair. His
eyes peer weakly from beneath bushky black
brows. His mouth is a sunken line drawn in
under his large beak-like nose. A two weeks’
growth of stubby patches of beard covers his
Jjaws and chin.  He has on a threadbare brown
overcoat, but wears no hat.

BENTLEY (comes slowly into the barn, peering
around him suspiciously.  As he reaches the table and
leans one hand on it for support, Mary darts from
underneath and dashes out through the doorway.
Bentley is startled ; then shakes his cane after her).
Out o’ my sight, you Papist brat | Spawn o’
Satan | Spyin’ on me! They set her to it.
Spyin’ to watch me | (He Jlimps to the door and
looks out cautiously. Satisfied, he turns back into
the barn.) Spyin’ to see—what they’ll never
know. (He stands staring up at the rope and taps
it testingly several times with his stick, talking to
himself as he does so.) It’s tied strong—strong
as death (He cackles with satisfaction.)
They’ll see, then | They'll see | (He laboriously
creeps over to the bench and sits down wearily. He
Jooks toward the sea and his voice quavers in a doleful
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chant)) ‘‘ Woe unto us ! for the day goeth away,
for the shadows of the evening are stretched out.”
(He mumbles to himself for a moment—ithen speaks
clearly.) Spyin’ on me! Spawn o’ the Pit!
(He remews his chant) *'They hunt our steps
that we cannot go in our streets : our end is near,
our days are fulfilled ; for our end is come.”

(As he finishes, Annie enters.  She is a thin,
slovenly, worn-out looking woman of
about forty with a drawn, pasty face.
Her habitual expression is one of a dulled
irritation.  She talks in a high-pitched
sing-song whine. She wears a faded
gingham dress and a torn sun-bonnet.)

ANNIE (comes over to her father, but warily keeps
out of range of his stick). Paw | (He doesn’t answer
or appear to see her.) Paw ! You ain’t fergittin’
what the doctor told you when he was here last, be
you? He said you was to keep still and not
go a-walkin’ round. Come on back to the house,
Paw. It’s gittin’ near supper-time and you got
to take your medicine b’fore it, like he says.

BENTLEY (his eyes fixed in fromt of him). *‘ The
punishment of thine iniquity is accomplished, O
daughter of Zion : he will visit thine iniquity, O
daughter of Edom ; he will discover thy sins.”

ANNIE (waiting resignedly until he has finished—
wearily). You better take watch on your health,
Paw, and not be sneakin’ up to this barn no more.
Lord sakes, soon’s ever my back is turned you
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goes sneakin’ off agen. It’s enough to drive a
body outa their right mind.

BENTLEY. ‘‘ Behold, every one that useth
proverbs shall use this proverb against thee,
saying, As is the mother, so is her daughter | ”
(He cackles to himself.) So is her daughter |

ANNIE (her face flushing with anger). And if
I am, I’'m glad I take after her and not you, y’old
wizard | (Scornfully.) A fine one you be to be
shoutin’ Scripture in a body’s ears all the livelong
day—you that druv Maw to her death with your
naggin’, and pinchin’, and miser stinginess. If
you’ve a mind to pray, it’s down in the medder you
ought to go, and kneel down by her grave, and ask
God to forgive you for the meanness you done to
her all her life.

BENTLEY (mumbling). *‘ As is the mother, so
is her daughter.”

ANNIE (enraged by the repetition of this quotation).
You quotin’ Scripture |  Why, Maw wasn’t cold
in the earth b’fore you was down in the port
courtin’ agen—courtin’ that harlot that was the
talk o’ the whole town | And then you disgraces
yourself and me by marryin’ her—Aer—and
bringin’ her back home with you ; and me still
goin’ every day to put flowers on Maw’s grave
that you'd fergotten. (Ske glares at him vindic-
tively, pausing for breath.) And between you you’d
have druv me into the grave like you done Maw
if I hadn’t married Pat Sweeney so’s I could git
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away and live in peace. Then you took on so
high and mighty ’cause he was a Cath’lic—yox
gittin’ religion all of a moment just for spite on me
‘cause I'd left—and b’cause she egged you on
against me ; yox sayin’ it was a sin to marry a
Papist, after not bein’ at Sunday meetin’ yourself
for more’n twenty years !

BENTLEY (Joudly). * He will visit thine iniquity

ANNIE (interrupting). And the carryin’s-on you
had the six years at home after I'd left you—the
shame of the whole county | Your wife, indeed,
with a child she c/aimed was your’n, and her goin’
with this farmer and that, and even men off the
ships in the port, and you blind toit ! And then
when she got sick of you and ran away—only to
meet her end at the hands of God a year after—
she leaves you alone with that—your son, Luke,
she called him—and him only five years old |

BENTLEY (babbling). Luke? Luke?

ANNIE (tauntingly). Yes, Luke ! ‘ As is the
mother, so is her son "—that’s what you ought to
preach ’stead of puttin’ curses on me. You was
glad enougl to git me back home agen, and Pat
with me, to tend the place; and help bring up that
brat of hers. ([fealously.) You was fond enough
of him all them years—and how did he pay you
back ? Stole your money and ran off and left you
just when he was sixteen and old enough to help.
Told you to your face he’d stolen and was leavin’.
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He only laughed when you was took crazy and
cursed him ; and he only laughed harder when
you hung up that silly rope there—(ske points)—
and told him to hang himself on it when he ever
came home agen.

BENTLEY (mumbling). You'll see, then. You'll
see |

ANNIE (wearily—her face becoming dull and
emotionless again). 1 s’pose I'm a bigger fool than
you be to argy with a half-witted body. But I
tell you agen that Luke of yours ain’t comin’ back ;
and if he does he ain’t the kind to hang himself,
more’s the pity. He’s like her. He’d hang you
more likely if he s’pected you had any money. So
you might ’s well take down that ugly rope you’ve
had tied there since he run off. He’s probably
dead anyway by this.

BENTLEY (frightened). No! No |

ANNIE. Them as bad as him comes to a sudden
end. ([rritably.) Land sakes, Paw, here I am
argyin’ with your lunatic notions and the supper
not ready. Come on and git your medicine. You
can see no one ain’t touched your old rope.
Comeon ! You cansit'n’ read your Bible. (He
makes no movement. She comes closer to him and
peers into his face—umertamly) Don’t you hear
me? Ido hope you ain’t off in one of your fits
when you don’t know nobody. D’you know
who’s talkin’ ?  This is Annie—your Annie, Paw.

BENTLEY (bursting into senile rage). None o'
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mine | Spawn o’ the Pit | (#ith a quick move-
ment he hits her viciously over the arm with his stick.
She gives a cry of pain and backs away from him,
holding her arm.)

ANNIE (weeping angrily). That’s what 1 git
for tryin’ to be kind to you, you ugly old devil !

(The sound of a man’s footstep is heard from
outside and Sweeney enters. He is a
stocky, muscular, sandy-haired Irish-
man, dressedin patched corduroytrousers,
shoved down into high laced boots, and
a blue flannel shirt. The bony face of his
bullet head has a pressed-in appearance
except for his heavy jaw, which sticks
out pugnaciously. There is an expres-
sion of mean cunning and cupidity
about his mouth and his small, round,
blue eyes. He has evidently been
drinking and his face is flushed and
set in an angry scowl.)

sweeNEy., Have ye no supper at all made, ye
lazy slut ? (Seeing that she has been crying.)
What’re you blubberin’ about ?

aNNIE. It’s all his fault. I was tryin’ to git
him home, but he’s that set I couldn’t budge
him ; and he hit me on the arm with his cane
when I went near him.

sweeney. He did, did he? TI’ll soon learn
him better. (He advances toward Bentley threaten-

ingly.)
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ANNIE (grasping his arm). Don’t touch him,
Pat. He’s in one of his fits and you might kill
him.

SWEENEY. An’ good riddance !

BENTLEY (hissing). Papist | (Chanss.) * Pour
out thy fury upon the heathen that know thee not,
and upon the families that call not on thy name :
for they have eaten up Jacob, and devoured him,
and consumed him, and made his habitation
desolate.”

SWEENEY (instinctively crosses himself—ithen scorn-
fully). Spit curses on me till ye choke. It’s not
likely the Lord God’ll be listenin’ to a wicked
auld sinner the like of you. (To Annie.) What's
got into him to be roamin’ up here ? When I
left for the town he looked too weak to lift a foot.

ANNIE.  Oh, it’s the same crazy notion he’s had
ever since Luke left. He wanted to make sure
the rope was still here.

BENTLEY (pointing to the rope with his stick).
He-he ! Luke’ll come back. Then you'll see.
You'll see !

SWEENEY (nervously). Stop that mad cacklin’
for the love of heaven | (With a forced laugh.)
It’s great laughter I should be havin’ at you, mad
as you are, for thinkin’ that thief of a son of yours
would come back to hang himself on account of
your curses. It’s five years he’s been gone, and
not a sight of him ; an’ you, cursin’ an’ callin’
down the wrath o’ God on him by day an’ by
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night. That shows you what God thinks of your
curses—an’ Him deaf to you !

ANNIE, It’s no use talkin’ to him, Pat.

sweeNEY. I've small doubt but that Luke is
hung long since—by the police. He’s come to no
good end, that lad. (His eyes on the rope.) Tll
be pullin’ that thing down, so I will ; an’ the auld
loon’ll stay in the house, where he belongs, then,
maybe.

(He reaches up for the rope as if to try and
yank it down. Bentley waves his stick
[frantically in the air, and groans with
rage.)
ANNIE (frightened).  Leave it alone, Pat.  Look
at him. He’s liable to hurt himself. Leave his
rope be. It don’t do no harm.

SWEENEY (refuctantly moves away). It looks
ugly hangin’ there open like a mouth. (T%e o/d
man sinks back into a relieved immobility. Sweeney
speaks to his wife in a low tone.) Where’s the
child ? Get her to take him out o’ this. I want
a word with you he’ll not be hearin’.  (S%e goes
to the door and calls out) Ma-ry! Ma-ry ! (4
faint, answering cry is heard and a moment later
Mary rushes breathlessly into the barn. Sweeney
grabs ker roughly by the arm. She shrinks away,
looking at him with terrified eyes.) You're to take
your grandfather back to the house—an’ see to it
he stays there.

ANNIE. And give him his medicine.
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SWEENEY (as the child continues to stare at him
silently with eyes stupid from fear, he shakes her
impatiently). D’you hear me, now? (To his
wife.) It’s soft-minded she is, like I've always
told you, an’ stupid ; and you’re not too firm in
the head yourself at times, God help you | An’
look at him | It’s the curse is in the wits of your
family, not mine.

ANNIE. You've been drinkin’ in town or you
wouldn’t talk that way.

MARY (whining). Maw | I'm skeered |

SWEENEY (lets go of her arm and approaches
Bentley). Get up out o’ this, ye auld loon, an’
go with Mary. She’ll take you to the house.
(Bentley tries to hit him with the cane.) Oho, ye
would, would ye? (He wrests the cane from the
old man’s hands.) Bad cess to ye, you're the
treach’rous one | Get up, now | (He jerks the
old man to his feet.) Here, Mary, take his hand.
Quick now | (Skhe does so tremblingly.) Lead
him to the house.

ANNIE.  Go on, Paw | T’ll come and git your
supper in a minute.

BENTLEY (stands stubbornly and begins to intone).
O Lord, thou hast seen my wrong ; judge
thou my cause. Thou hast seen all their ven-
geance and all their imaginations against me——""

SWEENEY (pushing him toward the door. Bentley
tries to resist. Mary pulls at his hand in a sudden
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fit of impish glee, and laughs shrilly). Get on now
an’ stop your cursin’.
BENTLEY. ‘‘ Render unto them a recompense,

O Lord, according to the work of their hands.”

SWEENEY. Shut your loud quackin’ | Here’s
your cane. (He gives it to the old man as they
come to the doorway and quickly steps back out of
reach.) An’mind you don’t touch the child with
it or I'll beat you to a jelly, old as ye are.

BENTLEY (resisting Mary's efforts to pull him out,
stands shaking his stick ar Sweeney and his wife).
* Give them sorrow of heart, thy curse unto them.
Persecute and destroy them in anger from under
the heavens of the Lord.”

MARY (tugging at his hand and bursting again into
shrill laughter). Come on, gran’paw. (He allows
himself to be led off, right.)

SWEENEY (making the sign of the cross furtively—
with a sigh of relief). He’s gone, thank God !
What a snake’s tongue he has in him | (He sits
down on the benck to the left of table.) Come here,
Annie, till I speak to you. (She sits down on the
bench in front of table. Sweeney winks mysteriously.)
Well, I saw him, sure enough.

ANNIE (stupidly). Who ?

SWEENEY (skarply). Who? Who but Dick
‘Waller, the lawyer, that I went tosee. (Lowering
his voice.) An’ I've found out what we was wishin’
to know. (With a laugh.)) Ye said I'd been
drinkin’—which is true ; but 'twas all in the plan
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I'd made. I've a head for strong drink, as ye
know, but he hasn’t. (He winks cunningly.) An’
the whiskey loosened his tongue till he’d told all
he knew.

annie.  He told you—about Paw’s will ?

sweeNey. Hedid. (Disappointedly.) But for
all the good it does us we might as well be no
wiser than we was before.  (He broods for a moment
in silence—then hits the table furiously with his fist.)
God’s curse on the auld miser !

ANNIE.  What did he tell you ?

sWeeNEY. Not much at the first. He’s a cute
one, an’ he’d be askin’ a fee to tell you your own
name, if he could get it. His practice is all drib-
bled away from him lately on account of the drink.
So I 'let on I was only payin’ a friendly call, havin’
known him for years. Then I asked him out to
have a drop o’ drink, knowin’ his weakness ; an’
we had rashers of them, an’ I payin’ for it. Then
I come out with it straight and asked him about the
will—because the auld man was crazy an’ on his
last legs, I told him, an’ he was the lawyer made
out the will when Luke was gone. So he winked
at me an’ grinned—he was drunk by this—an’
said : “It’s no use, Pat. He left the farm to
the boy.” *“To hell with the farm,” I spoke
back. “ It’s mortgaged to the teeth ; but how
about the money?” ‘The money?” an’ he
looks at me in surprise, *“ What money ?”*  “ The
cash he has,” I says. “ You're crazy,” he says.
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*“There wasn’t any cash—only the farm.”
“ D’you mean to say he made no mention of money
in his will 7’ I asked. You could have knocked
me down with a feather. ‘‘He did not—on
my oath,” he says. (Sweeney leans over to his
wife—indignantly) Now what d’you make o’
that ? The auld divil !

ANNIE. Maybe Waller was lyin’.

sweeNey, He was not. I could tell by his
face. He was surprised to hear me talkin’ of
money.

ANNIE. But the thousand dollars Paw got for
the mortgage just before that woman ran away

sWEENEY. An’ that I’ve been slavin’ me hands
off to pay the int’rist on !

ANNIE., What could he have done with that ?
He ain’t spent it. It was in twenty-dollar gold
pieces he got it, I remember Mr. Kellar of the
bank tellin’ me once.

sweeNey. Divil a penny he’s spent.  Ye know
as well as I do if it wasn’t for my hammerin’, an’
sawin’, an’ nailin’, he’d be in the poor house this
minute—or the mad house, more likely.

ANNIE.  D’you suppose that harlot ran off with
it ?
sweeENEY. [ do not ; I know better—an’ so do
you. D’you not remember the letter she wrote
tellin’ him he could support Luke on the money
16
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he’d got on the mortgage she’d signed with him ;
for he’d made the farm over to her when he mar-
ried her. An’ where d’you suppose Luke got
the hundred dollars he stole ? The auld loon
must have had cash with him then, an’ it’s only
five years back.

annie.  He’s got it hid some place in the house
most likely.

SWEENEY. Maybe you're right. I'll dig in the
cellar this night when he’s sleepin’.  He used to
be down there a lot recitin’ Scripture in his fits.

ANNIE.  What else did Waller say ?

sweeNEY. Nothin’ much ; except that we
should put notices in the papers for Luke, an’ if
he didn’t come back by sivin years from when
he’d left—two years from now, that'd be—the.
courts would say he was dead an’ give us the farm.
Divil a lot of use it is to us now with no money
to fix it up ; an’ himself ruinin’ it years ago by
sellin’ everythin’ to buy that slut new clothes.

ANNIE. Don’t folks break wills like his’n in
the courts ?

sweeNEY. Waller said ’twas no use. The auld
divil was plain in his full senses when he made
it ; an’ the courts cost money.

ANNIE (resignedly). There ain’t nothin’ we
can do then?

sWEENEY. No—except wait an’ pray that
young thief is dead an’ won’t come back ; an’
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an’ find where it is the auld man has the gold
hid, if he has it yet. I'd take him by the neck
an’ choke him till he told it, if he wasn’t your
father. (He takes a full quart flask of whiskey from
the pocket of his coat and has a big drink.) Aahh |
If we'd on’y the thousand we’'d stock the farm
good an’ I'd give up this dog’s game—(ke indicates
the carpentry outfit scornfully)—an’ we’d both work
hard with a man or two to help, an’ in a few years
we’d be rich ; for ’twas always a payin’ place in
the auld days.
ANNIE. Yes, yes, it was always a good farm
then.

sweeNey. He'll not last long in his senses, the
doctor told me. His next attack will be very
soon an’ after it he'll be a real lunatic with no legal
claims to anythin’. If we on’y had the money
"T'would be the divil an’ all if the auld fool
should forget where he put it, an’ him takin’ leave
of his senses altogether. (He takes another nip
at the bostle and puts it back in his pocket—with a
sigh)) Ah, well, I’ll save what I can an’ at the
end of two years, with good luck in the trade,
maybe we'll have enough.
(They are both startled by the heavy foot-
steps of some one approacking outside.
A shrill burst of Mary's laughter can
be heard and the deep voice of a man
talking to her.)
SWEENEY (uneasily). It's Mary ; but who
could that be with her ? It’s not himself.
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(As ke finishes speaking, Luke appears in
the doorway, holding the dancing Mary
by the hand. He is a tall, strapping
young fellow, about rwenty-five, with a
coarse-featured, rather handsome face
bronzed by the sun. What his face
lacks in intelligence is partly forgiven for
his good-natured, half-foolish grin, his
hearty laugh, his curly dark hair, a
certain devil-may-care recklessness and
irresponsible youth in voice and gesture.
But his mouth is weak and character-
less ; his brown eyes are large but
shifty and acquisitive. He wears a
dark blue jersey, patched blue trousers,
rough sailor shoes, and a grey cap. He
advances into the stable with a mocking
smile on his lips until he stands directly
under the rope. The man and woman
stare at him in petrified amazement.)

ANNIE. Luke |

SWEENEY (crossing himself). Glory be to God—
it’s him !
MARY (hopping up and down wildly). It’s Uncle

Luke, Uncle Luke, Uncle Luke | (S%e runs 1o
her mother, who pushes her away angrily.)

LUKE (regarding them both with an amused grin).
Sure, it’s Luke—back after five years of bummin’
round the rotten old earth in ships and things.
Paid off a week ago—had a bust-up—and then
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took a notion to come out here—bummed my
way—and here I am. And you’re both of you
tickled to death to see me, ain’t yuh ?—like hell !
(He laughs and walks over to Annie.) Don’t yuh
even want to shake flippers with your dear, long-
lost brother, Annie? I remember you and me
used to git on so fine together—Ilike hell !

ANNIE (giving him a venomous look of hatred).
Keep your hands to yourself.

LUKE (grinning). You ain’t changed, that’s sure
—on’y yuh’re homlier’n ever. (He turns to the
scowling Sweeney.) How about you, brother Pat ?

sweeNey. 1’d not lower myself to take the hand
of a

LUKE (with a threat in his wvoice). Easy goes
with that talk | I’'m not so soft to lick as I was
when I was a kid ; and don’t forget it.

ANNIE (to Mary, who is playing catch with a silver
dollar which she has had clutched in her hand—
sharply). Mary | What have you got there ?
Where did you get it ?  Bring it here to me this

minute |

(Mary presses the dollar to her breast and
rematns standing by the doorway in
stubborn silence.)

LUKE. Aw, let her alone! What’s bitin’
yuh ?  That’s on’y a silver dollar I give her when
I met her front of the house. She told me you
was up here ; and I give her that as a present to
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buy candy with. I got it in 'Frisco—cart-wheels,
they call ’em. There ain’t none of them in these
parts I ever seen, so I brung it along on the voyage.

ANNIE (angrily). 1 don’t know or care where
you got it—but I know you ain’t come by it
honest. Mary ! Give that back to him this
instant | (As the child hesitates, she stamps her
foot furiously.) D’you hear me? (Mary staris
to cry softly, but comes to Luke and hands him the
dollar.)

LUKE (faking it—with a look of disgust at his half-
sister). 1 was right when I said youain’t changed,
Annie. You're as stinkin’ mean as ever. (7o
Mary, consolingly.) Quit bawlin’, kid. You'n’
me’ll go out on the edge of the cliff here and
chuck some stones in the ocean same’s we useter,
remember ?

(Mary’s tears immediately cease. She looks
up at him with shining eyes, and claps
her hands.)

MARY (pointing to the dollar he has in his hand).
Throw that | It’s flat 'n’ it’ll skip.

Luke (with a grin). That’s the talk, kid.
That’s all it’s good for—to throw away ; not
buryin’ it like your miser folks’d tell you. Here |
You take it and chuck it away. It’'syour’n. (He
gives her the dollar and she hops to the doorway. He
turns to Pat with a grin.) 1'm learnin’ your kid
to be a sport, Tight-Wad. I hope you ain’t got
no objections.
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MARY (impatiently), Come on, Uncle Luke.
Watch me throw it.

Luke. Awright. (To Pat.) I'll step outside
a second and give you two a chanct to git all the
dirty things yuh're thinkin’ about me off your
chest. (Threateningly.) And then I'm gointer
come and talk turkey to you, see ? I didn’t come
back here for fun, and the sooner you gets that in
your beans, the better.

MAarY. Come on and watch me |
LUKE. Aw right, I'm comin’.

(He walks out and stands, leaning his back
against the doorway, left. Mary is
about six feet beyond him on the other
side of the road.  She is leaning down,
peering over the edge of the cliff and
laughing excitedly.)

marY. Can I throw it now? CanI?

Luke. Don’t git too near the edge, kid. The
water’s deep down there, and you’d be a drowned
rat if you slipped. (Ske shrinks back a step.)
You chuck it when I say three. Ready, now !
(She draws back her arm.) One ! Two | Three!
(She throws the dollar away and bends down to
see it hit the water.)

MARY (clapping her hands and laughing). Iseen
it | I'seen itsplash | It’s deep down now, ain’tit ?
Luke. Yuh betcher it is| Now watch how
far I kin chuck rocks.
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(He picks up a couple and goes to where she
is standing.  During the following con-
versation between Sweeney and his wife
he continues to play this way with Mary.
Their woices can be heard, but the words
are indistinguishable.)

SWEENEY (glancing apprehensively toward ithe
door—with a great sigh). Speak of the divil an’
here he is | (Furiously.) Flingin’ away dollars,
the dirty thief, an’ us without

ANNIE (interrupting him). Did you hear what
he said ? A thief like him ain’t come back for no
good. (Lowering her woice.) D’you s’pose he
knows about the farm bein’ left to him ?

SWEENEY (uneasily). How could he ? An’ yet
—I1 dunno——(¥#ith sudden decision.) You'd best
lave him to me to watch out for. It’s small
sense you have to hide your hate from him.
You're as looney as the rist of your breed. An’
he needs to be blarneyed round to fool him an’
find out what he’s wantin’. I'll pritind to make
friends with him, God roast his soul ! An’ do
you run to the house an’ break the news to the
auld man ; for if he seen him suddin it’s likely
the little wits he has left would leave him ; an’
the thief could take the farm from us to-morrow
if himself turned a lunatic.

aNNIE (getting up). T’ll tell him a little at a
time till he knows.

SWEENEY. Be careful, now, or we'll lose the
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farm this night. (Ske starts towards the doorway.
Sweeney speaks suddenly in a strange, awed woice.)
Did you see Luke when he first came in to us ?
He stood there with the noose of the rope almost
touchin’ his head. I was almost wishin’
(He hesitates.)

ANNIE (viciously). 1 was wishin’ it was round
his neck chokin’ him, that’s what I was—hangin’
him just as Paw says.

sweeNEY. Ssshh | He might hear ye. Go
along, now. He’s comin’ back.

MARY (pulling at Luke’s arm as he comes back to
the doorway). Lemme throw ’'nother | Lemme
throw ’'nother !

LUKE (enters just as Annie is going out and stops
ker). Goin’ to the house? Do we get any
supper ! I’'m hungry.

ANNIE (glaring at him, but restraining her rage).

Yes.

LUKE (jovially). Good work ! And tell the
old man I'm here and I'll see him in a while.
He'll be glad to see me, too—like hell | (He
comes forward. Annie goes off, right.)

MARY (in an angry whine, tugging at his hand).
Lemme throw ’nother., Lemme

LUKE (shaking her away). ‘There’s lots of rocks,
kid. Throw them. Dollars ain’t so plentiful.

MARY (screaming). No!l No ! 1 don’t wanter
throw rocks. Lemme throw ’nother o’ them.
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SWEENEY (severely). Let your uncle in peace,
ye brat | (Ske commences to cry.) Run help your
mother now or I'll give ye a good hidin’.  (Mary
runs out of the door, whimpering. Pat turns to
Luke and holds out his hand.)

LUKE (looking at it in amazement). Ahoy, there !
What's this ?

SWEENEY (with an ingratiating smile). Let’s let
bygones be bygones. I’'m harbourin’ no grudge
agen you these past years. Ye was only a lad
when ye ran away an’ not to be blamed forit. I'd
have taken your hand a while back, an’ glad to,
but for her bein’ with us. She has the divil’s
own tongue, as ye know, an’ she can’t forget the
rowin’ you an’ her used to be havin’.

LUKE (s522l] Jooking at Sweeney’s hand). So that’s
how the wind blows | (#ith a grin.) Well, I'll
take a chanct.

(They shake hands and sit down by the table,
Sweeney on the front bench and Luke on
the left one.)

SWEENEY (pulls the botile from his coat pocket—
with a wink). Will ye have a taste ? It’s real
stuff.

Luke. Yuh betcher I will | (He rakes a big
gulp and hands the bottle back.)

SWEENEY (after taking a drink himself, puts bottle
on table). 1 wasn’t wishin’ herself to see it or I'd
have asked ye sooner. (There is a pause, during
which each measures the other with his eyes.)
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LUukE. Say, how’s the old man now ?

SWEENEY (cautiously). Oh, the same as ivir—
older an’ uglier, maybe.

Luke. I thought he might be in the bug-
house by this time.

SWEENEY (kastily). Indeed not ; he’s foxy to
pritind he’s looney, but he’s his wits with him all
the time.

LUKE (insinuatingly). Is he as stingy with his
coin as he used to be?

sweeNEY. If he owned the ocean he wouldn’t
give a fish a drink ; but I doubt if he’s any money
left at all. Your mother got rid of it all, I'm
thinkin’. (Luke smiles a superior, knowing smile.)
He has on’y the farm, an’ that mortgaged. I've
been payin’ the int’rist an’ supportin’ himself an’
his doctor’s bills by the carpentryin’ these five
years past.

Luke (with a grin). Huh! Yuh're slow.
Yuh oughter get wise to yourself.

SWEENEY (inguisitively). What d’ye mean by
that ?

LUKE (aggravatingly). Aw, nothing. (He turns
around and his eyes fix themselves on the rope.)
What the hell (He is suddenly convulsed with
laughter and slaps his thigh.) Hahaha | If that
«don’t beat the Dutch | The old nut |

SWEENEY, What?
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Luke. That rope. Say, has he had that
hangin’ there ever since I skipped ?

SWEENEY (smiling). Sure ; an’ he thinks you'll
be comin’ home to hang yourself.

Luke, Hahaha! Not this chicken! And
you say he ain’t crazy | Gee, that’s too good to
keep. I got to have a drink on that. (Sweeney
pushes the bottle toward him. He raises it toward
the rope.) Here’s how, old chum | (He drinks.
Sweeney does likewise.) Say, I'd a’most forgotten
about that. Remember how hot he was that day
when he hung that rope up and cussed me for
pinchin’ the hundred ? He was standin’ there
shakin’ his stick at me, and I was laughin’ ’cause
he looked so funny with the spit dribblin’ outa
his mouth like he was a mad dog. And when I
turned round and beat it he shouted after me :
“ Remember, when you come home again there’s
a rope waitin’ for yuh to hang yourself on, yuh
bastard | (He spits contemptuously.) What
a swell chanct. (His manner changes and he frowns.)
The old slave-driver | That’s a hell of a fine old
man for a guy to have |

SWEENEY (pushing the bottle toward him). Take
a sup an’ forgit it. 'Twas a long time past.

LUKE. But the rope’s there yet, ain’t it 7 And
he keeps it there. (He takes a large swallow.
Sweeney also drinks.) But I'll git back at him aw
right, yuh wait ’'n’ see. I'll git every cent he’s
got this time.
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sweENEY (s/yly). If he has a cent. Im not
wishful to discourage ye, but (He shakes his
head doubtfully, at the same time fixing Luke with
a keen glance out of the corner of his eye.)

LUKE (with a cunning wink). Aw, he’s got it
aw right. You watch me | (He is beginning to
show the effects of the drink he has had.  He pulls out
tobacco and a paper and rolls a cigarette and lights it.
As ke puffs he continues boastfully.) You country
jays oughter wake up and see what’s goin’ on.
Look at me. I was green as grass when I left
here, but bummin’ round the world, and bein’ in
cities, and meetin’ all kinds, and keepin’ your two
eyes open—that’s what'll learn yuh a cute trick
or two.

sweeNEy. No doubt but you’re right. Us
country folks is stupid in most ways. We've
no chance to learn the things a travellin’ lad like
you'd be knowin’.

LUKE (complacently). Well, you watch me and
I'll learn yuh. (He snickers.) So yuh think the
old man’s flat broke, do yuh ?

sweeNey. 1 do so.
Luke. Then yuh’re simple ; that’s what—
simple | You’re lettin’ him kid yuh.

sweeNey. If he has any, it’s well hid, I know
that. He’s a sly old bird.

Luke. And I'm a slyer bird. D’yuh hear

that 7 I c’n beat his game any time. You watch
me |
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(He reaches out his hand for the bottle.  They
both drink again. Sweeney begins to
show signs of gesting drunk. He hic-
coughs every now and them and his
wvoice grows uncertain and husky.)

sweeNey. It'd be a crafty one who'd find
where he’d hidden it, sure enough.

LUuke. You watch me ! T’ll find it. 1 bet-
cher anything yuh like I find it. You watch me !
Just wait till he’s asleep and I’ll show yuh—ter-
night. (There is a noise of shuffling footsteps outside
and Annie’s whining voice raised in angry protest.)

sweeNEY. Ssshh ]| It’s himself comin’ now.

(Luke rises to his feet and stands, waiting in
a defensive atitude, a surly expression
on his face. A moment later Bentley
appears in the deorway, followed by
Annie. He leans against the wall, in
an extraordinary state of excitement,
shaking all over, gasping for breath,
his eyes devouring Luke from head to

foot.)

ANNIE. I couldn’t do nothin’ with him. When
I told him Ae'd come back there was no
holdin’ him. He was a’most frothin’ at the mouth
till I let him out. (Whiningly.) You got to see
to him, Pat, if you want any supper. I can’t

SsWEENEY, Shut your mouth! We’'ll look
after him.,
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annie, See that you do. I'm goin’ back.

(Ske goes off, right. Luke and his father
stand looking at each other. The surly
expression disappears from Luke’s face,
which gradually expands in a broad
grin.)

Luke (jovially). Hello, old sport! I s’pose
yuh’re tickled to pieces to see me—Iike hell !
(The old man stutters and stammers incoherently as if
the very intensity of his desire for speech had paralysed
all power of articulation. Luke turns to Pat) 1
see he ain’t lost the old stick. Many a crack on
the nut I used to get with that.

BENTLEY (suddenly finding his <voice—chants.)
“ Bring forth the best robe, and put it on him ;
and put a ring on his hand, and shoes on his feet :
And bring hither the fatted calf, and kill it ; and
let us eat, and be merry : For this my son was
dead, and is alive again ; he was lost, and is
found.” (He ends up with a convulsive sob.)

LUKE (disapprovingly). Yuh're still spoutin’
the rotten old Word o’ God same’s ever, eh ?
Say, give us a rest on that stuff, will yuh 7 Come
on and shake hands like a good sport. (He kholds
out his hand. The old man totters over to him,
stretching out a trembling hand. Luke seizes it and
pumps it up and down.) That’s the boy !

SWEENEY (genuinely amazed). Look at that,
would ye—the two-faced auld liar.

(Bentley passes his trembling hand all over
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Luke, feeling his arms, his chest, his
back. An expression of overwhelming
Joy suffuses his worn features.)

LUKE (grinning at Sweeney). Say, watch this,
(With tolerant good-humour.) On the level I b'lieve
the old boy’s glad to see me at that. He looks
like he was tryin’ to grin 3 and I never seen him
grin in my life, I c’'n remember. (A4s Bentley at-
tempts to feel his face.) Hey, cut itout! (He
pushes his hand away, but not roughly.) I'm all
here, yuh needn’t worry. Yuh needn’t be scared
I'm a ghost. Come on and sit down before yuh
fall down. Yuh ain’t got your sea-legs workin’
right. (He guides the old man to the bench at left
of table.) Squat here for a spell and git your wind.
(Bentley sinks down on the bench. Luke reaches for
the bortle) Have a drink to my makin’ port.
It’ll buck yuh up.

SWEENEY (alarmed). Be careful, Luke. It
might likely end him.

LUKE (holds the bottle up to the old man’s mouth,
supporting his head with the other hand. Bentley
gulps, the whiskey drips over his chin, and he goes
into a fit of convulsive coughing. Luke laughs.)
Hahaha | Went down the wrong way, did it ?
I'll show yuh the way to do it. (He drinks.)
There yuh are—smooth as silk. (He hands the
bottle to Sweeney, who drinks and puts it back on the
table.)

sweeNey, He must be glad to see ye or he'd
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not drink. ’Tis dead against it he’s been these
five years past. (S/mkmg his head.) An’ him
cursin’ you day an’ night | I can’t put head or
tail to it. Look out he ain’t meanin’ some bad
to ye underneath. He’s crafty at pretendin’,

LUKE (as the old man makes signs to him with his
hand). What's he after now ? He’s lettin’ on
he’s lost his voice again. What d’yuh want ?

(Bentley points with his stick to the rope.  His
lips move convulsively as he makes a
tremendous effort to utter words.)

BENTLEY (mumbling incokerently), Luke—Luke
—rope—Luke—hang.
SWEENEY (appalled). There ye are! What

did I tell you ?  It’s to see you hang yourself he’s
wishin’, the auld fiend !

BENTLEY (nodding). Yes—Luke—hang.
LUKE (taking it as a joke—with a loud guffaw).
Hahaha ! If that don’t beat the Dutch | The

old nanny-goat | Aw right, old sport. Any-
thing to oblige. Hahaha |

(He takes the chair from left and places it
under the rope.  The old man watches
him with eager eyes and seems to be
trying to smile. Luke stands on the
chair.)

sweeNey. Have a care, now! I'd not be
foolin’ with it in your place.

Luke. All out for the big hangin’ of Luke
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Bentley by hisself. (He puts the noose about his neck
with an air of drunken bravado and grins at his
father. The latter makes violent motions for him to
go on.) Look at him, Pat. By God, he's in a
hurry. Hahaha ! Well, old sport, here goes
nothin’.  (He makes a movement as if he were going
to jump and kick the chair from wunder him.)

SWEENEY (half starts to his feet—horrified.)
Luke ! Are ye gone mad?

LUKE (stands staring at his father, who is still
making gestures for him to jump. A scowl slowly
replaces his good-natured grin). D’yuh really mean
it—that yuh want to see me hangin’ myself ?
(Bentley nods wvigorously in the affirmative. Luke
glares at him for a moment in silence) Well, I'll
be damned | (T Pat) An’ 1 thought he was
only kiddin’. (He removes the rope gingerly from
his neck.  The old man stamps his foot and gesticulates
wildly, groaning with disappointment. Luke jumps
to the floor and looks at his father for a second.  Then
his face grows white with a vicious fury.) Tl fix
your hash, you stinkin’ old murderer | (He grabs
the chair by its back and swings it over his head as
if he were going to crush Bentley'’s skull with it.  The
old man cowers on the bench in abject terror.)

SWEENEY (jumping to his feet with a cry of alarm).
Luke | For the love of God !

(Luke hesitates ; then hurls the chair behind
him under the loft, and stands menac-
ingly in front of his father, his hands
on his hips.)
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LUKE (grabbing Bentley’s shoulder and shaking
him—rhoarsely). Yuh wanted to see me hangin’
there in real earnest, didn’t yuh ? You'd hang
me yourself if yuh could, wouldn’t yuh? And

ou my own father | Yuh damned son of a gun |
%’uh would, would yuh ? I'd smash your brains
out for a nickel |  (He shakes the old man more and
more furiously.)

sweeNEY., JLuke! Look out! You'll be
killin’ him next.

LUKE (giving his father one more shake, which
sends him sprawling on the floor). Git outa here !
Git outa this b’fore I kill yuh dead | (Sweeney
rushes over and picks the terrified old man up.)
Take him outa here, Pat | (His voice rises 1o a
threatening roar.) Take him outa here, or I'll
break every bone in his body | (He raises his
clenched fists over his head in a frenzy of rage.)

sweeNEy. Ssshh | Don’t be roarin’ ] I've
got him. (He steers the whimpering, hysterical
Bentley to the doorway.) Come out o’ this, now.
Get down to the house ! Hurry now! Ye've
made enough trouble for one night. (They dis-
appear off right. Luke flings himself on a bench,
breathing heavily. He picks up the bottle and takes
a long swallow. Sweeney re-enters from rear. He
comes over and sits down in his old place.) Thank
God he’s off down to the house, scurryin’ like a
frightened hare as if he’d never a kink 1n his legs
in his life. He was moanin’ out loud so you
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could hear him a long ways. (With a sigh.) It’s

a murd’rous auld loon he is, sure enough.
LUKE (thickly). 'The damned son of a gun |

sweENEY. [ thought you’d be killin’ him that
time with the chair.

LukE (violently). Serve him damn right if I
done it.

SWEENEY. An’ you laughin’ at him a moment
sooner | I thought ’twas jokin’ ye was.

LUKE (sullenly). So 1 was kiddin’; but I
thought he was tryin’ to kid me, too. And then
I seen by the way he acted he really meant it.
(Banging the table with his fist.) Ain’t that a hell
of a fine old man for yuh !

sweeNEY. He’s a mean auld swine.

Luke. He meant it aw right, too. Yuh
shoulda seen him lookin’ at me. (#ith sudden
lugubriousness.) Ain’t he a hell of a nice old man
for a guy to have ? Ain’t he?

SWEENEY (soothingly). Hush | It’s all over
now. Don’t be thinkin’ about it.

LUKE (on the verge of drunken tears). How kin
I help thinkin’—and him my own father ?  After
me bummin’ and starvin’ round the rotten earth,
and workin’ myself to death on ships and things—
and when I come home he tries to make me bump
off—wants to see me a corpse—my own father,
too | Ain’t he a hell of an old man to have?
The rotten son of a gun !
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sWEENEY. It’s past an’ done. Forgitit. (He
slaps Luke on the shoulder and puskes the botile to-
ward him.) Let’s take a drop more. We'll be
goin’ to supper soon.

LUKE (takes a big drink—huskily). Thanks.
(He wipes his mouth on his sleeve with a snuffle.)
But I'll tell yuh something you can put in your
pipe and smoke. It ain’t past and done, and it
ain’t goin’ to be | (More and more aggressively.)
And I ain’t goin’ to ferget it, either |  Yuh kin
betcher life on that, pal. And /e ain’t goin’ to
ferget it—not if he lives a million—not by a
damned sight | (With sudden fury.) T’ll fix his
hash | TI'll git even with him, the old skunk !
You watch me ! And this very night, too !

sweeNey, How d’you mean ?

LUKE. You just watch me, I tellyuh | (Bang-
ing the table.) 1 said I'd git even and I will git
even—this same night, with no long waits, either |
(Fro'z;ming.) Say, you don’t stand up for him, do
yuh !

SWEENEY (spitting—uehemently). ‘That’s child’s
talk. There’s not a day passed I've not wished
him in his grave.

LUKE (excitedly). Then we'll both git even on
him—you 'n’ me. We're pals, ain’t we ?

SWEENEY. Sure.

Luke. And yuh kin have half what we gits.
That’s the kinda feller Iam | That’s fair enough,
ain’t it ?
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SWEENEY. Surely.

Luke. I don’t want no truck with this rotten
farm. You kin have my share of that. I ain’t
made to be no damned dirt puncher—not me !
And I ain’t goin’ to loaf round here more’n I got
to, and when I goes this time I ain’t never comin’
back. Not me! Not to punch dirt and milk
cows. You kin have the rotten farm for all of me.
What I wants is cash—regular coin yuh kin
spend—not dirt. I want to show the gang a real
time, and then ship away to sea agen or go bum-
min’ agen. [ want coin yuh kin throw away—
same’s your kid chucked that dollar of mine over-
board, remember ? A real dollar, too | She’s a
sport, aw right |

SWEENEY (anxtous to bring him back to the subject).
But where d’you think to find his money ?

LUKE (confidently). Don’t yuh fret. I’ll show
yuh. You watchme ! I know his hidin’ places.
I useter spy on him when I was a kid Maw
used to make me—and I seen him many a time
at his sneakin’. (Indignantly.) He used to hide
stuff from the old lady. What d’yuh know about

him—the mean skunk.

sweeNEY. That was a long time back. You
don’t know

LUKE (assertively). But I do know,see | He’s
got two places. One was where I swiped the
hundred.

sweeNey. It'll not be there, then,
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Luke. No ; but there’s the other place ; and
he never knew 1 was wise to that. I'd have left
him clean on’y I was a kid and scared to pinch
more. So you watch me ! We’ll git even on
him, you 'n’ me, and go halfs, and yuh kin start
the rotten farm goin’ agen and I'll beat it where
there’s some life.

sWEeNEY. But if there’s no money in that
place, what’ll you be doin’ to find out where it is,
then ?

Luke. Then you ’'n’ me ’ull make him tell !

sweeNey. Oho, don’t think it! ’Tis not
him’d be tellin’.

LUKE. Aw, say, you're simple | You watch
me | I know a trick or two about makin’ people
tell what they don’t wanter. (He picks up the
chisel from the table.) Yuh seethis? Well,if he
don’t answer up nice and easy we’ll show him !
(A ferocious grin sertles over his face.) We'll git
even on him, you 'n’ me—and he’ll tell where it’s
hid. We'll just shove this into the stove till it’s
red hot and take off his shoes and socks and warm
the bottoms of his feet for him. (Savagely.)
He'll tell then—anything we wants him to tell.

SWEENEY. But Annie?

Luke. We'll shove a rag in her mouth so’s she
can’t yell. That’s easy.

SWEENEY (his head lolling drunkenly—with a
cruel leer). *Twill serve him right to heat up his
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hoofs for him, the limpin’, auld miser |—if ye
don’t hurt him too much.

LUKE (with a savage scowl). We won’t hurt
him—more’n enough. (Suddenly raging.) TI'll
pay him back aw right | He won’t want no more
people to hang themselves when 1 git through
with him. T'll fix his hash | (He sways to Ais
feet, the chisel in his hand.) Comeon | Let’s git
to work. Sooner we starts the sooner we’re rich.
(Sweeney rises.  He is steadier on his feet than Luke.
At this moment Mary appears in the doorway.)

MARY. Maw says supper’s ready. I had mine.
(She comes into the room and jumps up, trying to
grab hold of the rope.) Lift me, Uncle Luke. I

wanter swing.

LUKE (severely). Don’t yuh dare touch that
rope, d’yuh hear ?
MARY (whining). 1 wanter swing.

Luke (with a shiver). It’s bad, kid. Yuh
leave it alone, take it from me,.

sweeNey. She’ll get a good whalin’ if I catch
her jumpin’ at it.

Luke. Come on, pal. T'hell with supper.
We got work todo first.  (They go to the doorway.)

SWEENEY (turning back to the sulking Mary). And
you stay here, d’you hear, ye brat, till we call ye
—or I'll skin ye alive.

Luke. And ter-morrer mornin’, kid, I'll give
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yuh a whole handful of them shiny, bright things
yuh chucked in the ocean—and yuh kin be a real
sport.

MARY (eagerly). Gimme’em now ! Gimme’em
now, Uncle Luke. (As ke shakes his head—whin-
ingly.) Gimme one ! Gimme one |

Lukie. Can’tbedone, kid. Ter-morrer. Me
’n’ your old man is goin’ to git even now—goin’
to make him pay for

SWEENEY (interrupting—nharskly). Hist with your
noise | D’you think she’s no ears ? Don’t be
talkin’ so much. Come on, now.

LUKE (permitting himself to be pulled out the
doorway). Aw right!| I'm with yuh. We'll
git even—you 'n’me. The damned son of a gun !

(They lurch off to the right.)

(Mary skips to the doorway and peeps after
them for a moment. Then she comes back
to the centre of the floor and looks
around her with an air of decision.  She
sees the chair in under the loft and
runs over to it, pulling it back and setting
it on its legs directly underneath the
noose of the rope. She climbs and
stands on the rop of the chair and grasps
the noose with both her upstretched
hands. Then with a shriek of delight
she kicks the chair from under her and
launches kerself for a swing. The rope
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seems to part where it is fixed to the
beam. Adirty grey bag tied to the end
of the rope falls to the floor with a
muffled, metallic thud. Mary sprawls
Sforward on her hands and knees,
whimpering.  Straggly wisps from the
pile of rank hay fall silently to the
foor in a mist of dust. Mary, dis-
covering she is unhurt, glances quickly
around and sees the bag. She pushes
herself along the floor and, untying the
string at the top, putsin her hand. She
gives an exclamation of joy at what she
feels and, turning the bag upside down,
pours its contents in her lap. Giggling
to herself, she gets to her feet and goes
to the doorway, where she dumps what
she has in her lap in a heap on the floor
1ust inside the barn. They lie there in
a little glittering pile, shimmering in the
faint sunset glow—ififty twenty-dollar
gold pieces.  Mary claps her hands and
sings to herself : ** Skip—skip—skip.”
Then she quickly picks up four or five
of them and runs out to the edge of the
cliff.  She throws them one after another
into the ocean as fast as she can and
bends over to see them hit the water.
Against the background of horizon clouds
still tinted with blurred crimson she hops
up and down in a sort of grotesque
dance, clapping her hands and laughing
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shrilly.  After the last one is thrown
she rushes back into the barn to get
more.)
MARY (picking up a handful—giggling ecstatically).
Skip | Skip | (She surns and runs out to throw
them as)
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1. CAN SUCH THINGS BE? A volume of Stories

by Ambrose Bierce
S ¢ Bierce never wastes a word, never coins a too startling phrase ;
he secures his final effect, a cold thrill of fear, by a simple, yet
subtle, realism. No anthology of short stories, limited to a score
or so, would be complete without an example of his unique
artistry.” Morning Post

2 THE BLACK DOG. A volume of Stories
by A. E. Coppard
§ ¢ Mr. Coppard is a born story-teller. The book is filled with
a variety of delightful stuff : no one who is interested in good
writing in general, and good short stories in particular, should
miss it.”  Spectator

3. THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY of a SUPER-TRAMP
by W. H. Davies. With a preface by c. BErRNARD sHAw
9§ Printed as it was written, it is worth reading for its literary style
alone. The author tells us with inimitable quiet modesty of how
he begged and stole his way across America and through England
and Wales until his travelling days were cut short by losing his
right foot while attempting to ¢ jump’ a train.



4.

BABBITT A Novel
by Sinclair Lewis

9 ‘ One of the greatest novels I have read for a long time.-

H.G. Wells ‘ Babbistt is a triumph.’  Hugh Walpole

‘ His work has that something extra, over and above, which

makes the work of art, and it is signed in every line with the
unique personality of the author.” Redecca [Vest

. THE CRAFT OF FICTION

by Percy Lubbock

‘ No more substantial or more charming volume of criticism
has been published in our time.” Odseroer
* To say that this is the best book on the subject is probably true ;
but it is more to the point to say that it is the only one.’
Times Literary Supplement

. EARLHAM

by Percy Lubbock

‘ The book seems too intimate to be reviewed. We want to be

allowed to read it, and to dream over it, and keep silence about

it. His judgment is perfect, his humour is true and ready ; his

touch light and prim; his prose is exact and clean and full
of music.” Times

. WIDESEAS ¢ MANY LANDS A Personal Narrative

by Arthur Mason.
With an Introduction by MAURICE BARING
¢ ‘T'his is an extremely entertaining, and at the same time, moving
book. Weare in the presence of a born writer. We read with
the same mixture of amazement and delight that fills us through-
out a Conrad novel.” New §tatesman

. SELECTED PREJUDICES A book of Issays

by H. L. Mencken
‘ He is exactly the kind of man we are necding, an iconoclast,
a scoffer at ideals, a critic with whips and scorpions who does
not hesitate to deal with literary, social and political humbugs
in the one slashing fashion.” English Review



9. THE MIND IN THE MAKING An Essay
by James Harvey Robinson

§ ¢ For me, I think James Harvey Robinson is going to be almost
as important as was Huxley in my adolescence, and William
James in later years. Itisa cardinal book. I question whether
in the long run people may not come to it, as making a new
initiative into the world’s thought and methods.” From the

Introduction by H. G. WELLS

10. THE WAY OF ALL FLESH A Novel
by Samuel Butler

9 “It drives one almost to despair of English Literature when one
seessoextraordinary a study of Englishlife as Butler’s posthumous
Way of All Flesk making so little impression. Really, the
Englishdo not deserve to have greatmen.” George Bernard §haw

11. EREWHON A Satire
by Samuel Butler

§ *To lash the age, to ridicule vain pretension, to expose hypo-
crisy, to deride humbug in education, politics and religion, are
tasks beyond most men’s powers; but occasionally, very
occasionally, & bit of genuine satire secures for itself more than a
passing nod of recognition. Erew/on is sucha satire. . . . The

best of its kind since Gu/liver’s Travels.’ Augustine Birrel!

12. EREWHON REVISITED A Satire
by Samuel Butler

9§ ‘ He waged a sleepless war with the mental torpor of the pros-
perous, complacent England around him; a Swift with the
soul of music in him, and completely sane; a liberator of
humanity operating with the wit and malice and coolness of

Mephistopheles.” Manchester Guardian

13. ADAM AND EVE AND PINCH ME Stories
by A. E. Coppard

§ Mr. Coppard’s implicit theme is the closencss of the spiritual
world to the material ; the strange, communicative sympathy
which strikes through two temperaments and suddenly makes
them one. Hedeals with those sudden impulses under which
secrecy is broken down for a moment, and personality revealed

as under a flash of spiritual lightning.



14. DUBLINERS A volume of Stories
by James Joyce

§ A collection of fifteen short stories by the author of Ulysses.
They are all of them brave, relentless, and sympathetic pictures
of Dublin life ; realistic, perhaps, but not crude ; analytical, but
not repugnant. No modern writer has greater significance than
Mr. Joyce, whose conception and practice of the short story is

certainly unique and certainly vital.

15. DOG AND DUCK
by Arthur Machen
§  As a literary artist, Mr. Arthur Machen has few living cquals,
and that is very far indeed from being his only, or even his
greatest, claim on the suffrages of English readers.” Sunday
Times

16. KAl LUNG'S GOLDEN HOURS
by Ernest Bramah
§  Itis worthy of its forerunner. ‘There is the same plan, exacti-
tude, working-out and achievement; and therefore complete
satisfaction in the reading.”  From the Preface by HiLAIRE BELLOC

17. ANGELS & MINISTERS, AND OTHER PLAYS
by Laurence Housman
Imaginary portraits of political characters done in dialogue—
Queen Victoria, Disracli, Gladstone, Parnell, Joseph
Chamberlain, and Woodrow Wilson.
§ ‘It is all so good that one is tempted to congratulate Mr,
Housman on a true masterpiece.” Times

18. THE WALLET OF KAI LUNG
by Ernest Bramah
§ ¢ Something worth doing and done. ... It was a thing in-
tended, wrought out, completed and established. Therefore
it was destined to endure, and, what is more important, it was
a success.” Hilaire Belloc



19. TWILIGHT IN ITALY
by D. H. Lawrence

§ This volume of travel vignettes in North Italy was first published
fa 1916. Since then Mr. Lawrence has increased the number
of hisadmirers year by year. In Twilight in Italy they will find
all the freshness and vigour of outlook which they have come to

expect from its author.

20, THE DREAM A Novel
by H. G. Wells

§ ¢It is the richest, most generousand absorbing thing that Mr.
Wells has given us for years and years.” Daily News
‘1 find this book as close to being magnificent as any book that
I have ever read. It is full of inspiration and life.’
Daily Graphic

21. ROMAN PICTURES
by Percy Lubbock

9 Pictures of life as it is lived—or has been or might be lived—
among the pilgrims and colonists in Rome of more or less
English speech.
* A book of whimsical originality and exquisite workmanship,
and worthy of one of the best prose writers of our time.’
Sunday Times

22. CLORINDA WALKS IN HEAVEN
by A. E. Coppard

* Genius is a hard-ridden word, and has been put by critics at

many puny ditches, but Mr. Coppard sets up a fence worthy of

itsmettle. He shows that in hands like his the English language

is as alive as ever, and that there are still infinite possibilities in
the short story.” Outlook

23. MARIUS THE EPICUREAN
by Walter Pater

§ Walter Pater was at the same time a scholar of wide sympathies
and a master of the English language. In this, his best known
work, he describes with rare dclicacy of feeling and insight the
religious and philosophic tendencies of the Roman Empire at
the time of Antoninus Pius as they affected the mind and life of

the story’s hero.



24. THE WHITE SHIP Stories
by Aino Kallas
With an Introduction by joun caLsworTHY
§ * The writer has an extraordinary sense of atmosphere.”
Times Literary Supplement
¢ Stories told convincingly and well, with a keen perception for
natural beauty.” Nation

25. MULTITUDE AND SOLITUDE A Novel
by John Masefield

5 ¢ As well conceived and done, as rich in observation of the
world, as profound where it needs to be profound, as any novel
of recent writing.” Ourlook
*This is no common book. It is a book which not merely
touches vital things. It is vital.” Daily News

26. SPRING SOWING Stories
by Liam O’Flaherty

Y “ Nothing seems to escape Mr. O’Flaherty’s eye; his brain
turns all things to drama ; and his vocabulary is like a river in
spate. Spring Sowing is a book to buy, or to borrow, or, yes,

to steal.” Bookman

27. WILLIAM A Novel
by E. H. Young
Y ¢An extraordinary good book, penetrating and beautiful.’
Allan Monkhouse
¢ All its characters are very real and alive, and William himself
is a masterpiece.” May Sinclair

28. THE COUNTRY OF THE POINTED FIRS
by Sarah Orne Jewett

§ ¢ The young student of American literature in the far distant

future will take up this book and say *“a masterpiece | ” as

proudly as if he had made it. It will be a message in a universai

language—the one message that even the scythe of Time spares.’

From the Preface by WILLA CATHER
.



29. GRECIAN ITALY
by Henry James Forman
§ ¢ It has been said that if you were shown Taormina in a vision
you would not believe it. If the reader has been in Grecian
Italy before he reads this book, the magic of its pages will revive
old memories and induce a severe attack of nostalgia.” From
the Preface by H. FESTING JONES

30. WUTHERING HEIGHTS
by Emily Bronté
§ ¢Itisa very great book. You may read this grim story of lost
and thwarted human creatures on a moor at any age and come
under its sway.’ From the Introduction by Rrose Macauray

31. ON A CHINESE SCREEN
by W. Somerset Maugham

9 A collection of sketches of life in China. Mr. Somerset
Maugham writes with equal certainty and vigour whether his
characters are Chinese or European. There is a tenderness
and humour about the whole book which makes the reader turn

eagerly to the next page for more.

32. A FARMER’S LIFE
by George Bourne

§ The life story of a tenant-farmer of fifty years ago in which the
author of The Bettesworth Book and The Memoirs of a Surrey
Labourer draws on his memory for a picture of the every-day
life of his immediate forebears, the Smiths, farmers and handi-
craft men, who lived and died on the border of Surrey and

Hampshire.

33. TWO PLAYS. The Cherry Orchard & The Sea Gull
by Anton Tchekoff. Translated by George

Calderon

§ Tchekoff had that fine comedic spirit which relishes the incon-
gruity between the actual disorder of the world with the under-
lying order. He habitually mingled tragedy (which is life scen
close at hand) with comedy (which is life seen at a distance).

His plays are tragedies with the texture of comedy.



34. THE MONK AND THE HANGMAN'S
DAUGHTER
by Ambrose Bierce
§ ¢ They are stories which the discerning are certain to welcome.
They are evidence of very unusual powers, and when once
they have been read the reader will feel himself impelled to
dig out more from the same pen.” Westminster Gazette

35. CAPTAIN MARGARET A Novel
by John Masefield

§ « His style is crisp, curtand vigorous. He has the Stevensonian
sea-swagger, the Stevensonian sense of beauty and poetic spirit.
Mr. Masefield’s descriptions ring true and his characters carry

conviction.” Te Observer

36. BLUE WATER
by Arthur Sturges Hildebrand

§ This book gives the real feeling of life on a small cruising yacht ;
the nights on deck with the sails against the sky, long fights with
head winds by mountainous coasts to safety in forlorn little island

ports, and constant adventure free from care.

37. STORIES FROM DE MAUPASSANT
Translated by Elizabeth Martindale

9 ¢ His “story ” engrosses the non-critical, it holds the critical too
at the first reading. . . . 'That is the real test of art, and it is
because of the inobtrusiveness of this workmanship, that for once
the critic and the reader may join hands without awaiting the
verdict of posterity.” From the Introduction by FOrRD MADOX

FORD

38. WHILE THE BILLY BOILS First Scrics
by Henry Lawson
Y These stories are written by the O. Henry of Australia. They
tell of men and dogs, of cities and plains, of gullies and ridges,
of sorrow and happiness, and of the fundamental goodness that
is hidden in the most unpromising of human soil.



39. WHILE THE BILLY BOILS Second Seres
by Henry Lawson
§ Mr. Lawson has the uncanny knack of making the people he
writesabout almost violently alive. Whether he tells of jackeroos,
bush children or drovers’ wives, each one lingers in the memory
long after we have closed the book.

41. IN MOROCCO
by Edith Wharton

§ Morocco is a land of mists and mysteries, of trailing silver veils
through which minarets, mighty towers, hot palm groves and
Atlas snows peer and disappear at the will of the Atlantic cloud-

drifts.

42. GLEANINGS IN BUDDHA-FIELDS
by Lafcadio Hearn

§ A book which is readable from first page to last, and is full of
suggestive thought, the essays on Japanese religious belief calling
for special praise for the earnest spirit in which the subject is

approached.

43. OUT OF THE EAST
by Lafcadio Hearn
§ Mr. Hearn has written many books about Japan ; he is saturated
with the essence of its beauty, and in this book the light and
colour and movement of that land drips from his pen in every
delicately conceived and finely written sentence.

4¢4. KWAIDAN
by Lafcadio Hearn
§ The marvellous tales which Mr. Hearn has told in this volume
illustrate the wonder-living tendency of the Japanese. The
storics are of goblins, fairies and sprites, with here and there an
adventure into the field of unveiled supernaturalism.

45. THE CONQUERED
by Naomi Mitchison:
A story of the Gauls under Cesar
§ * With The Conguered Mrs. Mitchison establishes herself as the
best, if not the only, English historical novelist now writing.
It seems to me in many respects the most attractive and poignant
historical novel I have ever read.” New Statesman



46. WHEN THE BOUGH BREAKS
by Naomi Mitchison
Stories of the time when Rome was crumbling to ruin
9§ ‘ Interesting, delightful, and fresh as morning dew. The
connoisseur in short stories will turn to some pages in this
volume again and again with renewed relish.” Times Literary
Supplement

47. THE FLYING BO’SUN
by Arthur Mason

9 ¢ What makes the book remarkable is the imaginative power
which has re-created these events so vividly that even the
supernatura]l ones come with the shock and the conviction
with which actual supernatural events might come.” From the

Introduction by EDWIN MUIR

48. LATER DAYS
by W H. Davies
A pendant to The Autobiography of a Super-Tramp
9§ ¢The self-portrait is given with disarming, mysterious, and

baflling directness, and the writing has the same disarmingness
and simpleness.” Observer

49. THE EYES OF THE PANTHER Stories
by Ambrose Bierce

§ It is said that these tales were originally rejected by virtually
every publisher in the country. Bierce was a strange man;
in 1914 at the age of seventy-one he set out for Mexico and
has never been heard of since. His stories are as strange as
his life, but this volume shows him as a master of his art.

so. IN DEFENCE OF WOMEN
by H. L. Mencken

9 * Al I design by the book is to set down in more or less plain
form certain ideas that practically every civilized man and
woman holds in pesto, but that have been concealed hitherto
by the vast mass of sentimentalities swathing the whole woman

question.” From the Author’s Introduction



51. VIENNESE MEDLEY A Novel
by Edith O’Shaughnessy

§ ¢ 1t is told with infinite tenderness, with many touches of grave
or poignant humour, in a very beautiful book, which no lover
of fiction should allow to pass unread. A book which sets its
writer definitely in the first rank of living English novelists.’

Sunday Times

52. PRECIOUS BANE A Novel
by Mary Webb
§ ¢ She has a style of exquisite beauty ; which yet has both force
and restraint, simplicity and subtlety ; she has fancy and wit,
delicious humour and pathos. She sees and knows men aright

as no other novelist does. She has, in short, genius.” Mr.
Edwin Pugh

53. THE INFAMOUS JOHN FRIEND
by Mrs. R. S. Garnett

§ 'This book, though in formn an historical novel, claims to rank
as & psychological study. It is an attempt to depict a character
which, though destitute of the common virtues of every-day
life, is gifted with qualities that compel love and admiration.

54. HORSES AND MEN
by Sherwood Anderson

§ “Horses and Men confirms our indebtedness to the publishers who
are introducing his work here. It has a unity beyond that of
its constant Middle-west setting. A man of poetic vision, with
an intimate knowledge of particular conditions of life, here
looks out upon a world that seems singularly material only
because he unflinchingly accepts its actualities.” Morning Post

s5. SELECTED ESSAYS
by Samuel Butler

§ This volume contains the following essays:

‘The Humour of Homer How to Make the Best of Life
Quis Desiderio . . .} The Sanctuary of Montrigone
Ramblings in Cheapside A Medieval Girls’ School
The Aunt, the Nieces, and  Art in the Valley of Saas

the Dog Thought and Language



56. A POET’S PILGRIMAGE
by W. H. Davies

§ A Poers Pilgrimage recounts the author's impressions of his

pative Wales on his return after many years’ absence. He tells of

a walking tour during which he stayed in cheap rooms and ate

in the small wayside inns. 'The result isa vivid picture of the
Welsh people, the towns and countryside.

57. GLIMPSES OF UNFAMILIAR JAPAN. First

Series
by Lafcadio Hearn

§ Most books written about Japan have been superficial sketches of
a passing traveller. Of the inner life of the Japanese we know
practically nothing, their religion, superstitions, ways of thought.
Lafcadio Hearn reveals something of the people and their

customs as they are.

§8. GLIMPSES OF UNFAMILIAR JAPAN. Second
Series .
by Lafcadio Hearn
§ Sketches by an acute observer and a master of English prose, of a
Nation in transition—of the lingering remains of Old Japan,
to-day only a memory, of its gardens, its beliefs, customs, gods
and devils, of its wonderful kindliness and charm—and of
the New Japan, struggling against odds towards new ideals.

59. THE TRAVELS OF MARCO POLO
Edited by Manuel Komroff

§ When Marco Polo arrived at the court of the Great Khan,
Pekin had just been rebuilt. Kublai Khan was at the height of
his glory. Polo rose rapidly in favour and became governor of
an important district. In this way he gained first-hand know-
ledge of a great civilization and described it with astounding

accuracy and detail.

60. SELECTED PREJUDICES. Second Series
by H. L. Mencken

9 ¢ What a master of the straight left in appreciation! Everybody
who wishes to see how common sense about books and authors
can be made exhilarating should acquire this delightful book.’

Morning Post



61. THE WORLD’S BACK DOORS

by Max Murray
With an intreduction by HECTOR BOLITHO
§ This book is not an account so much of places as of people.
The journey round the world was begun with about enough
money to buy one meal, and continued for 66,000 miles.
There are periods as a longshore man and as a sailor, and a
Chinese guard and & night watchman, and as a hobo.

62. THEEVOLUTION OF AN INTELLECTUAL
by J. Middleton Murry

§ These essays were written during and immediately after the
Great War. 'The author says that they record the painful stages
by which he passed from the so-called intellectual state to the
state of being what he now considers to be a reasonable man.

63. THE RENAISSANCE
by Walter Pater

§ This English classic contains studies of those *supreme
artists,” Michelangelo and Da Vinci, and of Botticelli, Della
Robia, Mirandola, and others, who ¢ have a distinct faculty of
their own by which they convey to us a peculiar quality of
pleasure which we cannot get elsewhere” There is no
romance or subtlety in the work of these masters too fine for

Pater to distinguish in superb English.

64. THE ADVENTURES OF A WANDERER
by Sydney Walter Powell
§ Throwing up a position in the Civil Service in Natal because
he preferred movement and freedom to monotony and
sccurity, the author started his wanderings by enlisting in an
Indian Ambulance Corps in the South African War, After-
wards he wandered all over the world.

65. ‘RACUNDRA’S’ FIRST CRUISE
by Arthur Ransome
§ This is the story of the building of an ideal yacht which
would be & cruising boat that one man could manage if need
be, but on which three people could live comfortably. The
adventures of the cruise are skilfully and vividly told.



66. THE MARTYRDOM OF MAN
by Winwood Reade

€ <Few sketches of universal history by one single author have
been written. One book that hasinfluenced me very strongly
is The Martyrdom of Man. ‘This * dates,” as people say now-
adays, and it has a fine gloom of its own; but it is still an
extraordinarily inspiring presentation of human history as one
consistent process.” H. G. Wells in The Outline of History

67. THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF MARK
RUTHERFORD
With an introduction by H. W. MASSINGHAM
§ Because of its honesty, delicacy and simplicity of portraiture,
this book has always had a curious grip upon the affections
of its readers. An English Amiel, inheriting to his comfort
an English Old Crome landscape, he freed and strengthened his

own spirit as he will his reader’s.

68. THE DELIVERANCE
by Mark Rutherford

§ Once read, Hale White [Mark Rutherford] is never forgotten.
But he is not yet approached through the highways of English
letters. To the lover of his work, nothing can be more attrac-
tive than the pure and serene atmosphere of thought in which

his art moves.

69. THE REVOLUTION IN TANNER’S LANE
by Mark Rutherford

§  Since Bunyan, English Puritanism has produced one imagina-
tive genius of the highest order. To my mind, our fiction
contains no more perfectly drawn pictures of English life in its
recurring emotional contrast of excitement and repose more
valuable to the historian, or more stimulating to the imaginative

reader.” H. W. Massingham

70. ASPECTS OF SCIENCE. First Series
by J. W. N. Sullivan

§ Although they deal with different aspects of various scientific
ideas, the papers which make up this volume do illustrate,
more or less, one point of view. ‘This book tries to show one
or two of the many reasons why science may be interesting for
people who are not specialists as well as for those who are.



91. MASTRO-DON GESUALDO
Giovanni Verga. Translated by D. H. Lawrence
9§ Verga, who died in 1922, is recognized as one of the greatest of
Italian writers of fiction. He can claim a place beside Hardy
and the Russians, ‘It is a fine full tale, a fine, full picture of
life, with a bold beauty of its own which Mr. Lawrence must
have relished greatly as he translated it.’ Oéseroer

72. THE MISSES MALLETT
by E. H. Young

§ The virtue of this quiet and accomplished piece of writing
lies in its quality and in its character-drawing; to summarize
it would be to give no idea of its charm. Neither realism nor

romance, it is a book by a writer of insight and sensibility.

73. SELECTED ESSAYS. First Series
by Sir Edmund Gosse, C.B.

§ « The prose of Sir Edmund Gosse is as rich in the colour of
young imagination as in the mellow harmony of judgment. Sir
Edmund Gosse’s literary kit-kats will continue to be read with
avidity long after the greater part of the academic criticism of
the century is swept away upon the lumber-heap. Daily

Telegraph

74. WHERE THE BLUE BEGINS
by Christopher Morley

9 A delicious satirical fantasy, in which humanity wears a dog-
collar.
¢ Mr. Morley is a master of consequent inconsequence. His
humour and irony are excellent, and his satire is only the more
salient for the delicate and ingenuous fantasy in which it is set.’
Manchester Guardian

75. JAVA HEAD
by Joseph Hergesheimer

3 ‘The author has created a connoisseur’s world of hisown ; a world
of colourful bric-2-brac—of ships and rustling silksand old New
England houses—a world in which the rarest and most per-
plexing of emotions are caught and expressed for the perceptible
moment as in austerely delicate porcelain. Fave Head is a

novel of grave and lasting beauty.



76. CONFESSIONS OF A YOUNG MAN
by George Moore
9 ¢ Mr. Moore, true to his period and to his genius, stripped
himself of everything that might stand between him and the
achievement of his artistic object. He does not ask you to
admire this George Moore. He merely asks you to observe

him beyond good and evil as a constant plucked from the
bewildering flow of eternity.” Humbert Wolfe

77. THE BAZAAR. Stories
by Martin Armstrong

9 ¢ These stories have considerable range of subject, but in general
they are stay-at-home tales, depicting cloistered lives and deli-
cate finely fibred minds. . . .  Mr. Armstrong writes beauti-

fully.” Nation and Atheneum

78. SIDE SHOWS. Essays
by J. B. Atkins
With an Introduction by jaMEs BoNE

§ Mr. . B. Atkins was war correspondent in four wars, the London
editor of a great English paper, then Paris correspondent of
another, and latterly the editor of the Specrator. His subjects

in Side Shows are briefly London and the sea.

79. SHORT TALKS WITH THE DEAD
by Hilaire Belloc

§ In these essays Mr. Belloc attains his usual high level of pungent
and witty writing. The subjects vary widely and include an
imaginary talk with the spirits of Charles I, the barber of Louis
X1V, and Napoleon, Venice, fakes, eclipses, Byron, and the

famous dissertation on the Nordic Man,

80. ORIENT EXPRESS
by John dos Passos

S This book will be read because, as well as being the temperature
chart of an unfortunate sufferer from the travelling disease, it deals
with places shaken by the heavy footsteps of History, manifest-
ing itself as usual by plague, famine, murder, sudden death and
depreciated currency. Underneath the book is an ode to

railroad travel.



81. SELECTED ESSAYS. Second Series
by Sir Edmund Gosse, C.B.

9 A second volume of essays personally chosen by Sir Edmund
Gosse from the wide field of his literary work. One is de-
lighted with the width of his appreciation which enables him
to write with equal charm on Wycherley and on How ¢to

Read the Bible.

82. ON THE EVE
by Ivan Turgenev. Translated by Constance
Garnett

9 In his characters is something of the width and depth which

so astounds us in the creations of Shakespeare. On the Eve is

a quiet work, yet over which the growing consciousness of

coming events casts its heavy shadow. Turgenev, even as he

sketched the ripening love of a young girl, has made us feel the
dawning aspirations of a nation.

83. FATHERS AND CHILDREN

by Ivan Turgenev. Translated by Constance
Garnett

9 ¢ As a piece of art Fathers and Children is the most powerful of
all Turgenev’s works. The figure of Bazarov is not only the
political centre of the book, but a figure in which the eternal
tragedy of man’s impotence and insignificance is realized in

scenes of a most ironical human drama.” Edward Garnett

84. SMOKE
by Ivan Turgenev. Translated by Constance
Garnett

S In this novel Turgenev sees and reflects, even in the shifting
phases of political life, that which is universal in human nature.
His work is compassionate, beautiful, unique; in the sight

of his fellow-craftsmen always marvellous and often perfect.

85. PORGY. A Tale
by du Bose Heyward
§ This fascinating book gives a vivid and intimate insight into the
lives of a group of American negroes, from whom Porgy stands
out, rich in humour and tragedy. The author’s description of
a hurricane is reminiscent in its power.



86. FRANCE AND THE FRENCH
by Sisley Huddleston

§  There has been nothing of its kind published since the War.
His book is a repository of facts marshalled with judgment;
as such it should assist in clearing away a whole maze of mis-
conceptions and prejudices, and serve as a sort of pocket
encyclopzedia of modern France.” Times Literary Supplement

88. CLOUD CUCKOO LAND. A Novel of Sparta
by Naomi Mitchison

§ < Rich and frank in passions, and rich, too, in the detail
which helps to make feigned life scem real.’ Times Literary
Supplement

89. A PRIVATE IN THE GUARDS
by Stephen Graham

€ In his own experiences as a soldier Stephen Graham has con-
served the half-forgotten emotions of a nationin arms. Above
all he makes us feel the stark brutality and horror of actual war,
the valour which is more than valour, and the disciplined
endurance which is human and therefore the more terrifying.

go. THUNDER ON THE LEFT
by Christopher Morley
§ 1t personal to every reader, it will become tor every one a
reflection of himself. I fancy that here, as always where work
is fine and true, the author has created something not as he
would but as he must, and is here an interpreter of a world more

wonderful than he himself knows.” Hugh Walpole

91. THE MOON AND SIXPENCE
by Somerset Maugham
9 A remarkable picture of a genius.
* Mr. Maugham has given us a ruthless and penetrating study
in personality with a savage truthfulness of delineation and an
icy contempt for the heroic and the sentimental” Te Times



92. THE CASUARINA TREE
by W. Somerset Maugham
§ Intensely dramatic stories in which the stain of the East falls
deeply on the lives of English men and women. Mr. Maugham
remains cruelly aloof from his characters. On passion and its
culminating tragedy he looks with unmoved detachment, ringing
the changes without comment and yet with little cynicism.

93. A POOR MAN’S HOUSE
by Stephen Reynolds

§ Vivid and intimate pictures of a Devonshire fisherman’s life.
¢ Compact, harmonious, without a single—I won’t say false—
but uncertain note, true in aim, sentiment and expression,
precise and imaginative, never precious, but containing here
and there an absolutely priceless phrase. . . . Foseph Conrad

94. WILLIAM BLAKE
by Arthur Symons

Y When Blake spoke the first word of the nineteenth century
there was none to hear it; and now that his message has pene-
trated the world, and is slowly re-making it, few are conscious
of the man who first voiced it. This lack of knowledge is

remedied in Mr. Symons’ work.

95. A LITERARY PILGRIM IN ENGLAND
by Edward Thomas

s A book about the homes and resorts of English writers, from
John Aubrey, Cowper, Gilbert White, Cobbett, Wordsworth,
Burns, Borrow and Lamb, to Swinburne, Stevenson, Mere-
dith, W. H. Hudson and H. Belloc. Each chapter is a2 minia-
ture biography and at the same time a picture of the man and

his work and environment.

96. NAPOLEON : THE LAST PHASE
by The Earl of Rosebery

9 Ofbooks and memoirs about Napoleon there is indeed no end,
but of the veracious books such as this there are remarkably
few. Itaims to penetrate the deliberate darkness which sur-

rounds the last act of the Napoleonic drama.



97. THE POCKET BOOK OF POEMS AND
SONGS FOR THE OPEN AIR
Compiled by Edward Thomas
§ This anthology is meant to please those lovers of poetry and the
country who like a book that can always lighten some of their
burdens or give wings to their delight, whether in the open air
by day, or under the roof at evening; in it is gathered much of
the finest English poetry.
38. SAFETY PINS: ESSAYS
by Christopher Morley
With an Introduction by H. M. ToMLINSOX
§ Very many readers will be glad of the opportunity to meet Mr.
Morley in the r8le of the gentle essayist. He is an author who
is content to move among his fellows, to note, to reflect, and to
write genially and urbanely ; to love words for their sound as
well as for their value in expression of thought.

99. THE BLACK SOUL: A Novel
by Liam O’Flaherty
§ < The Black Soul overwhelms one like a storm. . . . Nothing
like it has been written by any Irish writer.” “&" in The
Irisk Statesman

100. CHRISTINA ALBERTA’S FATHER:
A Novel
by H. G. Wells
9§ « At first reading the book is utterly beyond criticism ; all the
characters are delightf{ully genuine.” Spectator
¢ Brimming over with Wellsian insight, humour and invention.
No one but Mr. Wells could have written the whole book and
given it such verve and sparkle” Westminster Gazette

102. THE GRUB STREET NIGHTS
ENTERTAINMENTS
by J. C. Squire
§ Stories of literary life, told with a breath of fantasy and
gaily ironic humour. Each character lives, and is the more
lively for its touch of caricature. From The Man Who Kept
a Diary to The Man Who Wrote Free Verse, these tales
constitute Mr. Squire’s most delightful ventures in fiction;
and the conception of the book itself is unique.



103. ORIENTAL ENCOUNTERS
by Marmaduke Pickthall

8§ 1In Oriental Encounters, Mr. Pickthall relives his earlier man-
hood’s discovery of Arabia and sympathetic encounters with
the Eastern mind. He is one of the few travellers who really

bridges the racial gulf.

105. THE MOTHER : A Novel
by Grazia Deledda
With an introduction by p. H. LawrENnce
9 An unusual book, both in its story and its setting in a remote
Sardinian hill village, half civilized and superstitious. The
action of the story takes place so rapidly and the actual
drama is so interwoven with the mental conflict, and all
so forced by circumstances, that it is almost Greek in its
simple and inevitable tragedy.

106. TRAVELLER’S JOY : An Anthology
by W. G. Waters

9 This anthology has been selected for publication in the
Travellers’ Library from among the many collections of verse
because of its suitability for the traveller, particularly the
summer and autumn traveller, who would like to carry with

him some store of literary provender.

107. SHIPMATES: Essays
by Felix Riesenberg
9§ A collection of intimate character portraits of men with whom
the author has sailed on many voyages. The sequence of
studies blends into a fascinating panorama of living characters.

108. THE CRICKET MATCH
by Hugh de Selincourt

§ Through the medium of a cricket match the author endeavours
to give a glimpse of life in a Sussex village. First we have a
bird’s-eye view at dawn of the village nestling under the Downs ;
then we see the players awaken in all the widely different
circumstance of their various lives, pass the morning, assemble
on the field, play their game, united for a few hours, as men

should be, by a common purpose—and at night disperse.



109. RARE ADVENTURES AND PAINEFULL
PEREGRINATIONS (1582-1645)
by William Lithgow
Edited, and withan Introduction by 8. 1. LAWRENCE
§ This is the book of a seventeenth-century Scotchman who
walked over the Levant, North Africa and most of Europe,
including Spain, where he was tortured by the Inquisition.
An unscrupulous man, full of curiosity, his comments are
diverting and penetrating, his adventures remarkable.
110. THE END OF A CHAPTER
by Shane Leslie

§ In this, his most famous book, Mr. Shane Leslie has preserved
for future generations the essence of the pre-war epoch, its
institutions and individuals. He writes of Eton, of the Empire,
of Post-Victorianism, of the Politicians. . .. And whatever

he touches upon, he brilliantly intcrprets.

111. SAILING ACROSS EUROPE

by Negley Farson
With an Introduction by FRANK MORLEY

§ A voyage of six months in a ship, its one and only cabin
measuring 8 feet by 6 feet, up the Rhine, down the Danube,
passing from one to the other by the half-forgotten Ludwig’s
Canal. To think of and plan such a journey was a fine
imaginative effort and to write about it interestingly is no

mean accomplishment.

112. MEN, BOOKS AND BIRDS—Letters to a friend

by W. H. Hudson
With Notes, some Letters, and an Introduction by
MORLEY ROBERTS

§ An important collection of letters from the naturalist to his

friend, literary executor and fcllow-author, Morley Roberts,
covering a period of twenty-five years.
113. PLAYS ACTING AND MUSIC
by Arthur Symons

3 ‘This book deals mainly with music and with the various arts of
the stage. Mr. Arthur Symons shows how each art has its
own laws, its own limits; these it is the business of the critic
jealously to distinguish. Yet in the study of art as art, it
should be his endeavour to master the universal science of beauty.



114. ITALIAN BACKGROUNDS
by Edith Wharton

9 Mrs. Wharton’s perception of beauty and her grace of writing
are matters of general acceptance. Her book gives us pictures
of mountains and rivers, monks, nuns and saints.

115. FLOWERS AND ELEPHANTS
by Constance Sitwell. With an Introduction by
E. M. Forster

§ Mrs. Sitwell has known India well, and has filled her pages
with many vivid little pictures, and with sounds and scents.
But it is the thread on which her impressions are strung that
is so fascinating, a thread so delicate and rare that the slightest

clumsiness in definition would snap it.

116. THE MOON OF THE CARIBBEES: and

Other Plays of the Sea
by Eugene O’Neill. With an Introduction by St.
John Ervine

§ ¢ Mr. O'Neill is immeasurably the most interesting man of
letters that America has produced since the death of Walt
Whitman." From the Introduction.

117. BETWEEN EARTH AND SKY. Stories of
Gypsies
by Konrad Bercovici. With an Introduction by
A. E. Coppard

§ Konrad Bercovici, through his own association with gipsies,
together with a magical intuition of their lives, is able to give
us some unforgettable pictures of those wanderers who, having

no home anywhere, are at home everywhere.

118. THE HOUSE WITH THE GREEN
SHUTTERS
by George Douglas. With an Introduction by
J. B. Priestley -

§ This powerful and moving story of life in a small Scots burgh
is one of the grimmest studies of realism in all modern fiction.
The author flashes a cold and remorseless searchlight upon the
backbitings, jealousies, and intrigues of the townsfolk, and his
story stands as a classic antidote to the sentimentalism of the

kailyard school.



119. FRIDAY NIGHTS
by Edward Garnett

§ Of Friday Nights a Times reviewer wrote: * Mr. Garnett is
“ the critic as artist,” sensitive alike to elemental nature and
the subtlest human variations. His book sketches for us the
possible outiines of a new humanism, a fresh valuation of both

life and art.’

120. DIVERSIONS IN SICILY
by Henry Festing Jones

§ Shortly before his sudden and unexpected death, Mr. Festing
Jones chose out Diversions in Sicily for reprinting in the
Travellers’ Library from among his three books of mainly
Sicilian sketches and studies. The publishers hope that the
book, in this popular form, will make many new friends.
These chapters, as well as any that he wrote, recapture the

wisdom, charm, and humour of their author.

121. DAYS IN THE SUN: A Cricketer’s Book.
by Neville Cardus (‘Cricketer’ of the Manchester
Guardian).

122, COMBED OUT
by F. A. Voigt
9§ This account of life in the army in 1917-18 both at home and
in France is written with a telling incisiveness. 'The author
does not indulge in an unnecessary word, but packs in just the
right details with an intensity of feeling that is infectious.

*

Note
The Travellers’ Library is now published as a joint enterprise by
Jonathan Cape Ltd. and William Heinemann Ltd. The new
volumes announced here to appear during the spring of 1929
include those to be published by both firms. The series as a whole
or any title in the series can be ordered through booksellers from
either Jonathan Cape or William Heinemann. Booksellers’ only
care must be not to duplicate their orders,

Made and Printed in Great Britain by Butler & Tanner Ltd., Frome and I.ondoo
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