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INTRODUCTION

IN 1945, when | was chosen Rector of Aberdeen Univer-
sity, my student-constituents very thoughtfully resolved
to get some material return for the honour they had done
me, and asked me to write a comedy for presentation at
their annual festival on behalf of local chanties. Recog-
nising the logic of their demand, and owning a senti-
mental regard for the festival, at the inception of which,
many years before, | had played a minor part, | undertook
to do what | could ; and feeling that Sir Walter Scott
was in a position to ignore some small irreverence —
remembering, too, the generous absurdities in the plot
of Rob Roy — | made a light-hearted parody of that story,
and buttressed it with a dozen songs written to airs that
| took from a collection of Scottish tunes published
between 1787 and 1803 by James Johnson, whose most
useful and distinguished collaborator was Robert Burns.
The outcome of my virtuous distortions and benevolent
pilfering was To Meet the MacGrcgors.

The play was produced in Aberdeen in the spring of
1946, and in the autumn of the same year in Glasgow at
Mr. Bridie's Citizens' Theatre. A comparison of the
two productions was both interesting and instructive,
for though both were modestly successful, they resembled
each other in only two particulars: in each cast there
was a towering and dominating Rob Roy, and in neither
company was there anyone who could sing with more
than a drawing-room talent. Such was the virtuosity of
the Glasgow players that they made my frolic look almost
like adrama; and in Aberdeen were found two students
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Vi INTRODUCTION

who portrayed the sons of Rob Roy with so happy a gift
for clowning that my parody put on the likeness, when
they were on the stage, of a most engaging comedy. It
is possible, therefore, that the piece is workable clay for
a producer and actors who have the necessary talent to
mode it ; and if they have voices in addition, they may
do very well with it.

The music of the songs has the advantage —to a
producer, that is, who has an aert and sensitive musical
friend — that it requires some arrangement. In the
Aberdeen production this was done with considerable
spirit; in Glasgow, with much grace. But there is no
reason why it should not be done again : | am jealous of
the tunes, which are better than the words and deserve
more attention.

Having said something of al this to the directors of
that most liberal firm of publishers, Messrs. Macmillan,
| suggested that the play might appeal to those amateur
dramatic societies which, for their Christmas production,
occasiondly seek an alternative to The Gondoliers, and
even, with the example of Brigadoon before us— though
| cannot, aas, pretend that there is a sentimental interest
in my opusculum —to some reckless producer in the
commercial theatre ; and the Messrs. Macmillan most
generoudly agreed to publish it in one volume with Love
in Albania.

Of this | need say very little, but | should like to assert
that the difference between two productions, the first
in Mr. Bridie's Citizens Theatre and the second under
the prodigious hands of Mr. Ustinov, has induced in me a
modesty, a humility indeed, that may be most salutary.
As a novelist | exercise a masterly control over my char-
acters ; as atentative and incipient dramatist | am bound
to realise, in consequence of Glasgow and Mr. Ustinov,
that my control is no more than that of any other parent
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whose offspring, in our modern times, have survived their
infancy. In Glasgow Mr. Douglas Campbell as Sergeant
Dohda, the most conspicuous character in the play, sur

prised and delighted me by a genia representation of the
part that | had never envisaged, but which, when | saw
it, convinced me of its truth ; while in Bath, and later
in London, Mr. Ustinov daunted my parental mind with
s0 masterly and huge a realisation of the mere germ | had
conceived, that | was divided between pride in my share
of him and wonderment a his conquest of me. Here,
| believe, may be a useful lesson for the incipient and
tentative dramatist ; and | am deeply grateful to both
of them.

That 1 am grateful to the other members of the two
companies is not likely to be doubted by any who have
seen their playing, but by others must be taken for
granted ; because | have promised, in some slight recog-
nition of a friendship that has for long given me great
comfort and pleasure, the dedication of this book, not
to them, as might be expected, but to my dear companion
John Moore. The author who is fair cannot play freely
with his fancy.
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THE CHARACTERS

Robert Lawn

Susan Lawn, his wife
Flora Maclver, their cook
Will Ramilhes
Sergeant Dohda



The whole action of the play occurs during a
single night in the early summer of 1944,
in London. The scene throughout is the flat
occupied by ROBERT LAWN and his wife ;
two rooms of which — a sitting-room and a
bedroom — are simultaneously shown. The
furnishing of the flat exhibits the owners
good taste, and reveals their comfortable
status in the world.

A rough plan of the stage is shown below.

THE STAGE
Window Window

fa 11
Door | jDoorJ

Sitting-room Bedroom
Door 2




A NOTE ON THE CHARACTERS

FLORA MACIVER is a strongly-built, robust, and hearty woman
of about thirty-five. She spesks in a well-marked Highland accent.
There is no subservience in her attitude to the Lawns— her
employers — but her independence is not offensive, because she has
naturally good manners.

WILL RAMILLIES is a smallish, lightly-built man, of distinguished
appearance. He is pae and intense — a little conscious, it may be,
of both his ability and his looks. His nature is romantic, and
therefore serious.  Sometimes he excites ridicule and laughter in
the audience ; but the actor who plays him must never try to
excite laughter. Ramillies may occasionally be ridiculous, but he
is aways sincere. He is in his early thirties.

SUSAN LAWN is a charming woman, though her untidiness, her
disregard of domestic discipline, quite justifiably rouse her husband's
anger. She is both intelligent and good ; but trying to live with.
Her nature is sweet, with a quite unsugared sweetness. Her age —
twenty-nine, perhaps ?

ROBERT LAWN has nothing of his wife's gift of happiness. He is
serious, ill-tempered, and aggrieved by the perplexities of life. He
isin love with his wife, but often angry with her. He is physicaly
attractive, and he has real virtue in him. He isin his middle thirties,
and he may wear horn-rimmed spectacles.

SERGEANT DOHDA is a rough, tough, burly man in his forties.
Physically he dominates al the rest; though Flora, when the time
comes, is capable of challenging him. It becomes apparent, too,
that under his tough exterior there is a profound sentimentality ;
and the actor who plays him must, with equal seriousness, be tough
and sentimental as the Situation requires. Like Will Ramillies,
Sergeant Dohda excites ridicule ; but like Ramillies he must be
played sympatheticaly.



ACT |

SCENE. The LAWNS flat, about eleven o'clock at night.

In both rooms the windows are heavily curtained, and when
the light is turned on in the sitting-room, it is disclosed as a very
pleasantly Jurnished room, but extremely untidy. The light
is turned on as the Curtain goes up and FLORA and MR.
RAMILLIES come in by Door i. MRS, LAWN, it appears,
has lately been practising her 'cello, and has left it standing
against a chair, the bow lying on another. Sheets of music are
scattered on the floor; aJew books lie, open andjace down, on
a soja and on the carpet too. A large picture on the left-hand
wall — by John Piper — hangs noticeably askew. Under a
chair there is visible a pair of bedroom dlippers, once extremely
smart, but now deplorably shabby; and on the bookcase, a
well-filled bookcase, at the back of the room, there is a brassiere
which MRS. LAWN has forgotten. WILL RAMILLIES discovers
it, early in the first scene, when be is left alone in the room.

FLORA, when she comes in, is wearing out-door dress. sheis,
perhaps, a little too smartly attired. ~ She looks round, and with a
confident stride walks across to Door 2, that leads to the bedroom.

FLORA (knocks and listens, then opens the door; turns on
the light in the bedroom, and turns it off again). Mrs. Lawn !
Are you there, Mrs. Lawn ? — She's not there! She
must have gone out, but it's a queer thing she wouldn't
be telling me.

RAMILLIES. Doesn't she usualy go out a night ?

FLORA. Shelll be going to the theatre from time to
time. — But come in, Mr. Ramillies. Come in and sit
5
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down. She won't be away for long, I'm thinking, and
you're not in dal that hurry.

RAMILLIES. She may have gone to a party.

FLORA. Sheld have told me, if shed been thinking of
that; she keeps nothing to hersdf. Shed enjoy a
party too, for she's fond of the dancing, and it's little
enough chance she gets at it. Mr. Lawn's not that way
inclined. No, not at al.

RAMILLIES. She's unlucky, isn't she ? If her husband
was in the Army, she could dance every night. And
she probably would.

FLORA. No, indeed she wouldn't | She's got her
faults, but not that one.

RAMILLIES (looking round the dishevelled room). She's a
very untidy woman.

FLORA. There's no denying that.
RAMILLIES. How old is she ?

FLORA. The boy is five — there are two children, a
boy and a girl, but they're in the country with Mr.
Lawn's mother — and she told me she was twenty-two
when she married : so that'll make her twenty-eight or
thereabout.

RAMILLIES. Or perhaps a little more. Her husband
ought to be careful.

FLORA. What do you mean by that ?

RAMILLIES. Between thirty and thirty-five no woman
is to be trusted.

FLORA. You've aways had fine notions, Mr. Ramillies,
but I'd a trust a woman of any age before I'd trust your
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theories about her. — And you're wrong about Mrs.
Lawn, though | grant you that if | was a man, | wouldn't
be married to her — no, not if | was to get the George
Cross for it.

RAMILLIES. Why not ?
FLORA. She's light-hearted, poor soul.

RAMILLIES. That's an uncommon quality, among
civilised people.

FLORA. It is indeed ; and I'm sorry for Mr. Lawn,
for he's one of the serious kind. He's in one of these
Government Departments and five nights a week he's up
till midnight, trying to reform it. He's the kind that
thinks everything ought to be improved, and al of us
compelled to live happier lives.

RAMILLIES. So they don't get on very well together ?

FLORA. Wédll, that being his way of thinking, it's a
great trial for the poor man to have a wife who's happy
enough as she is, and wants no help from him at al.

RAMILLIES (stooping to pick up a Jew scattered sheets of
music that lie near him). And yet — | may be wrong —
but | wonder if Mrs. Lawn's as virtuous as you think ?
Untidy habits and cardless moras very often go together.

FLORA. Och, man, you've got a mind like a tram-
ca! It'sawaysrunning in the same track | — Why, she
told me herself that when the war had been going on for
no more than six weeks, she made a great resolution.
However long it might last, she said, she was going to
have nothing to do with adultery.

RAMILLIES. Why not ?
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FLORA. It was becoming far too common, she said*

While RAMILLIES is considering this last remark, the
outer door-bell rings, and FLORA, exclaiming "It'll
be herself! " gets up to answer it. She leaves Door i
open, and SUSAN LAWN is seen through it, and SUSAN
LAWN is heard. She is wearing a light waterproof,
and a handkerchief tied round her head.

SUSAN. Oh, what arelief! | was afraid you wouldn't
be home yet, and I'd forgotten my key — | do hope it
isn't lost — so if you hadn't been here I might have
had to sit on the mat for an hour. . . . (She has come
into the sitting-room, and now, turning, she sees RAMILLIES,
utters a little note of surprise, and automatically greets him.
Oh! How doyou do ?

RAMILLIES. How do you do ?

FLORA. This is the gentleman that took me out to-
night, Mrs. Lawn. | thought you would like to meet
him too, so | made him come in and wait. Youll
have heard of Will Ramilhes ? Wél, this is him.

SUSAN. Mr. Ramillies ?

RAMILLIES. Flora is an old friend of mine, Mrs.
Lawn—

SUSAN. Are you the Mr. Ramillies ?

RAMILLIES. How do | answer that? If | say Yes
you'll think me arrogant, and to say No would only be
stupid.

SUSAN. I'm sure you're neither, and I'm delighted to
meet you. — Why have you never told me that you had
such a distinguished friend, Flora? | should have
boasted about him at once.
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FLORA. He was not digtinguished at al when | first
knew him. — You had never even caught a samon,
Mr. Ramillies, till my father showed you the way of it.

RAMILLIES. That's perfectly true.

FLORA. It's just this book of yours that's made you
famous al of a sudden.

SUSAN. You must be tired of hearing it praised,
Mr. Ramillies— but how good it is, and how exciting !

RAMILLIES. Albania's awild and impetuous country.
| doubt if anyone could write truthfully about it and
be dull.

SUSAN. But so many people are dull when they
write about love — and those five poems, at the end of
your book, make the most exciting pages in it.

RAMILLIES. The spectacle of human agony has aways
drawn a crowd.

SUSAN. What a very uncomfortable thought! |
wonder if it's true?— Oh dear ! (She has just caught
sght of the gaudy, hut very shabby hedroom dlippers that lie
half-hidden under a chair. | think | must go and change
my shoes, Mr. Ramillies. They're uncomfortable too,
but it was the only pair | could find. Do sit down.
Il be very quick, | promise you. — | want to speak to
you for a moment, Flora

SUSAN pauses at Door 2, where FLORA comes to speak
to her. SUSAN whispers " Those dippers, Flora! "
Then she goes into the hedroom takes off her coat and
shoes, sits down at her dressing-table, turns on the light,
and brushes her hair. FLORA brings in the shabby
dippers, closing the door behind her.  During the con-
versation that follows, SUSAN is occupied with her
B
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complexion, her hair, her nails, and so forth. RAMILUES,
ifi the meantime, in the ditting-room, has taken a hook
from the shelves, reading — or tasting — that and other
books.

FLORA (regarding the dippers). They're not the sort

you'd put in a shop-window, are they ?

SUSAN. They're dreadful, but so comfortable. — Tell
me, Flora, how did you come to know Mr. Ramillies?

FLORA. He used to stay with us a Achiltimorie
every year, where my father had the hotel.

SUSAN. He has rather an odd manner, hasn't he ?

FLORA. There are those that can't get on with him at
all, but he's got a good head on him, and a kind heart, too.

SUSAN. Did you like his book ?

FLORA. It's a good book, there's no denying that.
It's not the sort of book that you read one day, and forget
the next. But | wouldn't say that | like the poetry at
the end of it. Theres three or four lines there that
would have been better left to the imagination.

SUSAN. | went straight out and bought a new night-
gown after reading them !

FLORA. Ay, they make you think. — But there's
nothing wrong with his behaviour when you go out with
him. It was a fine dinner he gave me, and then the
Palladium, and we got a taxi and he never made a move
that anyone could take exception to.

SUSAN. What a triumphant evening you've had !

FLORA. Wdl, | thought I should do something in
return, so | brought him here to meet you and Mr. Lawn.
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SUSAN. | do wish Robet would come home a a
reesonable time. Hes daying later and later at that
office of his.

FLORA. It'saterrible burden, is a sense of duty.

SUSAN. And I'm another burden. Poor Robert! —
But come and help me talk to our distinguished visitor.
Have we any coffee left ?

FLORA. There's not very much, but it'll do. Would
you like me to make some ?

SUSAN. If it's not too much trouble—
FLORA. It's no trouble at all.

SUSAN returns to the sitting-room. FLORA turns out
the dressing-table light, follows her; and goes to the
kitchen through Door |.

SUSAN. Now | wasn't long, was I, Mr. Ramillies ?
Floras going to make some coffee, and then we'll talk
about Scotland, 1'm sure you're tired of Albania.

RAMILLIES. | hope you appreciate Flora. 1've known
her for along time—

SUSAN. | hope shdl too.

RAMILLIES. | don't suppose she'd ever have left home,
if her father hadn't married again.

SUSAN. It becomes a habit, doesn't it ?— But do
st down, Mr. Ramillies. You don't look comfortable
standing there.

RAMILLIES. People sit too much. It's not good for
them.



12 LOVE IN ALBANIA ACT i

SUSAN. Wdll, won't you have a drink ?— I'm sure
youd like a whisky and soda

RAMILLIES. No, thank you, | don't drink.

SUSAN. Not at al ? | thought great writers were
utterly dependent on it.

RAMILLIES. | don't drink in small quantities.
SUSAN. Oh, but we've plenty.

RAMILLIES. | don't regard drink as a mere accompani-
ment to conversation, | don't make a habit of it. Any-
thing that becomes a habit loses its value.

SUSAN. Even politeness ?

RAMILLIES. That's probably overdone, and drinking
certainly is. I'm so fond of it that | keep it for great
occasons ; and then | drink enormously, like a sailor
coming home from a voyage to the Antarctic. Either
total abstinence or magnificent debauchery : that's my
rule of life.

SUSAN. I'm afraid there isn't enough for a debauch.—
Will you have a cigarette ?

RAMILLIES. | don't smoke.
SUSAN. Not even twenty at a time ?

RAMILLIES. I don't smoke because tobacco is a
narcotic, and I've no desire to drug my senses or reduce
my appetite for life. The majority of people — o
caled civilised people — are afraid of life ; but I'm not.

SUSAN. Neither am |, Mr. Ramillies.
RAMILLIES. Have you any imagination ?
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SUSAN. | redly don't know. My husband says that |
haven't a constructive mind — but that's not the same
thing, isit ?

RAMILLIES. Not quite.

SUSAN. And in any case | mustn't discuss Robert.
He's told me not to.

RAMILLIES. He€'s quite right.

SUSAN. But why should we make a mystery of our
husbands ? Very few of them are mysterious.

RAMILLIES. When you were a child, did you ever
keep a secret ?

SUSAN. Yes, often. Wdll, sometimes.

RAMILLIES. And the secret, so long as it remained a
secret, was immensely valuable, because it was yours
aone.

SUSAN. But that was a childish pleasure, and we grow
out of childish things. As soon as you have learnt to
talk, you discover the pleasure of talking ; and silence
becomes intensely boring. Surely, Mr. Ramillies, you
are the last person to argue in favour of secrecy when
you have just published, for al the world to read, five
poems about a love-affair in Albania that was — well,
| don't know much about Albania, but in this country
it would be considered an outstanding event in anybody's
life.

RAMILLIES. That's a different matter altogether.
SUSAN. It dwaysis, when aman does something.
RAMILLIES. Haveyouever beeninlove?
SUSAN. | have been married for seven years.
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RAMILLIES. That isnt an answer. To be married
means that you lend yourself, against reasonable security,
in return for a settled interest. But to be in love means
that you give, freely and without condition, your whole
life and spirit.  Every thought that makes a man
himself, that makes a woman more than hersdf — that
makes her the very fount and principle of life—is
given, given, | say, without care or foreboding or
accountancy.

SUSAN. But why are you so fierce about it ? Must
love dways be given fiercely ?

RAMILLIES. Yes

SUSAN. Surely that might be awkward in a modern
flat?

RAMILLIES. Don't you see that by taming love, by
domesticating it, you spail it of al its meaning ? You
make of love a trivial affair like a glass of sherry before
dinner. If you rescue it from agony, you rob it of its
glory. You turn the creative passon of the universe
into a plaything, a parlour game ; but a game with no
rules, because you and your sort are too idle to learn
them !

FLORA comes in with a coffeepot and cups on a tray.
She has taken off her hat and coat.

FLORA. Has he been arguing already ? And what's
gone wrong with the world now, Mr. Ramillies ?

SUSAN. A great ded, it appears; and Mr. Ramillies
is very worried about it.

FLORA. And just to make it worse, I've wasted half
the coffee.  For | left the gas on too full, and it boiled
over.



SCHNE 1 LOVE IN ALBANIA 15

SUSAN. That shows you the danger of too much
pressure in a smdl flat, Mr. Ramillies. — But where's
your own cup, Fora? Mr. Ramillies isyour guest.

FLORA. I'm needing nothing more to-night, Mrs.
Lawn.

SUSAN. Oh, please, Flora Just to be friendly.

FLORA. Wéll, if that's the reason, I'll take a cup with
you.

She goes out.

SUSAN. If | admit what you say — | think it's
absurd, but if, for the sake of argument, | admit that
love has become no better than a game, will you tell me
why you think | don't know the rules ?

RAMILLIES. I've been abroad for a couple of years, but
I've gathered, since | came back, that marriage vows in
England have gone the way of al the peace tredties in
Europe : they've been torn up.

SUSAN. By those, perhaps, who weren't clever enough
to keep their peace.

RAMILLIES. Cleverness doesn't work that way — and
promises are only kept by saints or simpletons. Women
of your sort—

SUSAN. Not again, Mr. Ramillies. You've sad that
before, and it's not a phrase | like. | don't know what
it means.

RAMILLIES. Shdl | say, women of your vitality ?
Women who have a little — they couldn't expect more —
a little of your beauty ?

SUSAN. Redly, Mr. Ramillies!
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FLORA returns with a third cup, and helps herself.
She removes the bow of SUSAN's ‘cdlo from a chair,
and sits down.

FLORA. You haven't been playing as much as you
used to, Mrs. Lawn. This is the first time you've had
out the 'cello for a month or more.

SUSAN. | may have been neglecting my practice, but
I'm learning some new theory.

FLORA. Mr. Ramilhes will have been telling you
about Albania?

SUSAN. I'm not quite sure. Have you been talking
about Albania, Mr. Ramillies?

RAMILLIES. A good ded of what | think, and some-
thing of what | say, are coloured by what | learnt there.

FLORA. It must be awild sort of country.

RAMILLIES. It's a saage and magnificent country.
Terrible in winter, terrible in the darkness — but in the
morning sun the mountains are like the landscape of
some heroic paradise.

FLORA. It must have reminded you of Scotland.

RAMILLIES. And the people can stand up to their
background. They're fierce and noisy, like the mountain
streams ; and the streams are crysta-clear. Men and
women live with great bravery, and great passon, and
a sgnd purity. A purity that's enforced by rigid law,
by an iron convention, and the sanction of the blood-
feud.

SUSAN. Do you find that attractive ?
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RAMILLIES. The people never complain that life is
unrea. They curse the hardships of life, but they never
doubt the validity of their life.

FLORA. They'll have no time for consideration, the
poor souls.  Not in a country like that, without con-
veniences of any kind. They'll be working from morning
to night, especially the women, and too tired to think
what they're doing. — Will you take some more coffee,
Mrs. Lawn ?

SUSAN, a little restless— RAMILLIES* intensity has
dightly unnerved her — has got up and gone over to the
picture that hangs askew on the left-hand wall. She
mekes a small and ineffectual effort to straighten it, and
says, " No, thank you, Flora" — RAMILLIES looks
at his watch, and gets up.

RAMILLIES. Yes, they work hard, and because | work
when | have to, | must go now. But | should like to
come again.

SUSAN. To see Flora?
RAMILLIES. Good-night, Mrs. Lawn.

SUSAN. Mr. Ramillies.
RAMILLIES. Yes ?

SUSAN. | want to know why you published those
poems. You sad, a little while ago, that men and
women should be reticent about their love. If you
believe that, if you believe that peoples life together
should be kept a secret thing, why did you tell yours to
al the world ?

RAMILLIES. Do you know the usua effect of exposure ?
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SUSAN. After a shipwreck, when people take to the
lifeboats and they're not quickly rescued, they sometimes
die of exposure.

RAMILLIES. That was my reason for publishing the
poems : so that my love should die of it. Good-night,
Mrs. Lawn.

FLORA. Shall | see him out, malam ?
SUSAN. Please, Flora.

FLORA and RAMILLIES go out by Door /. SUSAN,
after a moment or two of thought, goes by Door z into
the bedroom, turns on the light, and sitting before her
looking-glass, earnestly considers her reflection.  FLORA,
re-entering the sitting-room by Door |, knocks at the
bedroom door.

SUSAN. Yes ?

FLORA. Isthereanything moreyou'll bewanting ?
SUSAN. No, nothing more.

FLORA. Weéll, good-night, Mrs. Lawn.

SUSAN. No, don't go, Flora. Come m and sit down.
— Flora, | don't redlly like Mr. Ramillies.

FLORA. Och, hold your tongue! Why, the first
time | saw him | thought he was pure poison! But
when you get used to him you'll find a lot of good points
in him.  And he's got good intentions.

SUSAN. He's dways been the same, has he ?

FLORA. Thefirst time | ever saw him was in the hotel
at Achiltimorie, and that was the first time he ever
camne. And there he was, laying down the law, as if he
owned the place.
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SUSAN. What was he talking about ?

FLORA. It was China, that time. He€d just come
back from Pekin, and he was telling everyone that the
Chinese were the only people in the world who under-
good good manners. You should have seen him, in a
house where no one ever lost his temper, beating his
tankard on the bar and shouting about good manners —
but he hasn't much sense of humour, as you'll have
noticed for yourself.

SUSAN. None at al, | should think. But that didn't
matter in Albania, perhaps, and | suppose it's no dis-
advantage in poetry — or to love.

FLORA. But he's dead against love now. He says
it's a plague, like the Black Death, only worse.

SUSAN. Did he suggest a remedy ?
FLORA. Well, he himself has set his face againgt it.

SUSAN. Then | must have been mistaken. Because
for a moment, this evening, | thought he was— oh,
how shall | put it ?—about to offer, or declare, or
perhaps threaten his intention of making love to me.

FLORA. But what chance had he to betelling the tae ?
It was no time at al — it wouldn't be more than three
minutes — that | was out of the room.

SUSAN. Oh, there was no warning. But quite
suddenly he made what | thought was the usual pre-
liminary — with unusual violence—and paid me a
compliment.

The outer door of theJtat is dammed. In the sitting-
room, Door i is opened by ROBERT LAWN, wio does
not immediately come in, but calls " Susan ! " while in
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the hall outside he is taking off his coat. He calls again,
and annoyed when he gets no reply, comes in and looks
about him, at the untidy room, with manifest displeasure.
Then his attention is caught by the noise of laughter next
door in the bedroom.

FLORA. A compliment on your looks, was it ?
SUSAN. Yes, Flora

FLORA. Then it was no compliment at al. Or it
wasn't meant to be. For it's another of his new ideas,
that a pretty face is a crime against society.

SUSAN. A crime?
FLORA. He'saways getting new idess.
SUSAN. WEell, that one makes a difference, doesn't it ?

FLORA. There's some of his notions that you can't
help laughing at.

SUSAN. I'm sure you can't.
She laughs — but tentatively and insincerely.

FLORA. And there was you afraid he might be making
apassat you! Isthat not funny when you think of it ?

FLORA laughs heartily, and SUSAN accompanies her; but
with rather a hollow note. ROBERT, whofor a moment
has stood listening on the other side of Door 2, MOW opens
it quickly and comes into the bedroom.

ROBERT. What'sgoing on here?

SUSAN. Raobert 1 | thought you were never coming !
You're looking very tired.

ROBERT. There's a lot to be done, and someone must
do it.
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SUSAN. Horaand | have had such an exciting evening.
Sit down, Robert, and well tell you al about it.

ROBERT. Don't you think we might find a more
convenient occasion ?

FLORA. I'll be going to my bed, Mrs. Lawn, for it's
getting late.

SUSAN. No, Flora, there's no hurry. Don't go yet.

FLORA. It's long past eleven, and | was aways one for
my bed. So good-night to you now. Good-night,
Mr. Lawn.

SUSAN. Good-night, Flora, and thank you so much
for bringing your friend here. (FLORA goes out by Door 2.
In the sitting-room she picks up the tray with the coffce-cups,
and goes out by Door 1. ROBERT returns to the sitting-room,
and SUSANfollows.) You weren't very polite to Flora

ROBERT. The sight of this room destroys more than
courtesy. | came in here — | had something to tell you,
and | caled to you. | called twice, and you paid no
attention—

SUSAN. How could I, when | didn't hear you ?

ROBERT. — I came in, and found myself in a slum!
This room looking like a slum, and in the bedroom —
our bedroom!— you sprawling in a chair and chattering
to a servant !

SUSAN. And why not ? Foras a charming woman,
of whom | grow fonder every day. She's been wounded
in defence of her country. She was a sergeant in the
Artillery when you were only a private in the Home
Guard—
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ROBERT. I'm in no mood for badinage. The sight
of this room, this disorder, the squdor you create —
can't you realise, Susan that your neglect of al disci-
pline is a destructive thing ? You're a dattern !

SUSAN. You aways spoil your case, Robert, by over-
stating it. To-night, |1 admit, the room is a little
untidy—

ROBERT. It's the very image and example of aslum !
A littered slum! Even the pictures! — What's the
use of my buying a first-rate John Piper when you can't
even hang him properly ?

SUSAN. | did try to straighten it, but one of the hooks
will have to be moved. — Darling, don't you think it's
a little petty to be so worried because everything isn't
in apple-pie order ? I'm much tidier and more reason-
able than Audrey, who's going to keep an aligator in
her bathroom.

ROBERT. An dligator ?

SUSAN. She rang me up this evening, and asked me
to come and see her at once ; and when | got there, she
was in the bathroom feeding an alligator with sardines.

ROBERT. Where did she get it ?
SUSAN. She bought it from a sailor.
ROBERT. Good God.

SUSAN. So if you're honest about me — about us—
you must admit that you've something to be thankful for.

ROBERT. Yes, | have. I've much to be thankful for,
and | know it. But—

SUSAN. Oh, don't spail it! | had a lovely evening
till you came home.
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ROBERT. With your ‘cello ?

SUSAN. That gave me a lot of pleasure to begin with,
and then | went to see Audrey, and when | came back |
had a distinguished visitor. Flora brought him.

ROBERT. Hora?

SUSAN. | thought he had bad manners, but Flora had
no complaints. He gave her dinner, and took her to
the Palladium—

ROBERT. Who did ?
SUSAN. Mr. Ramillies.

ROBERT. Do you mean Will Ramillies? What was
he doing here ?

SUSAN. Sitting in that chair, when he wasn't standing.
He usually stood up to talk.

ROBERT. He came herewith Flora?

SUSAN. That's what I'm trying to tell you, Robert.
You're not being very clever, are you ?

ROBERT. But how extraordinary. I've been hoping
to meet him.

SUSAN. I expectyouwill. Ithink hemeanstocomeback.
ROBERT. To see Flora?

SUSAN. You don't think it possble that | could be
the attraction ?

ROBERT. Did you set yourself out to attract him ?
SUSAN. There was no need to.

ROBERT. | see And | can assume, in conseguence
that you've formed a high opinion of him ?
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SUSAN. He's rather conceited, and he has no sense of
humour. No, I'm not sure that | like him — not yet.

ROBERT. He seems to have had some astonishing
experiences.

SUSAN. They've had an astonishing effect on him. |
wonder what happened to the girl ?

ROBERT. The girl in the book ?
SUSAN. She disappeared, didn't she ?

ROBERT. She disappeared from his last chapter; |
don't know what actualy happened to her. Wel,
I'm glad he didn't stay. I'd like to meet him, but I'm
tired to-night. I'm damned tired.

SUSAN. You redly mustn't work so hard, Robert.
It won't do anyone any good. — Now don't argue, but
gotobed! Shal I getyou adrink first ?

ROBERT. No, | don't think so. Areyou coming ?

SUSAN. In a minute or two. I'm going to tidy the
room a little first.

They speak these last sentences at Door 2. SUSAN
kisses her husband, who, in the bedroom, takes off his
coat and waistcoat and hangs them in a wardrobe ; while
she, in the sitting-room, puts her 'cello into its case, and
remembers to loosen the bow. Then ROBERT, taking off
his tie, remembers something of which he had meant to
speak, and returns to Door 2.

ROBERT. When | was coming in to-night — | meant
to tell you before, but you started that argument, and
drove it out of my mind—
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SUSAN. Yes, dear. What ese do you want to tell
me ?

ROBERT. Waell, just as | was coming out of the lift,
| saw an American soldier on the stairs.

SUSAN. You can't go anywhere in London without
seeing an American soldier.

ROBERT. He was behaving in rather a suspicious
manner. He'd been coming upstairs, but when he saw
me he turned and went down again.

SUSAN. | suppose he was a little bit drunk, and had
come into the wrong house.

ROBERT. He was a sinister-looking fellow.

SUSAN. The American army is very, very large,
Robert. They couldn't possibly exclude everyone who
hadn't a nice, honest, reassuring, Anglo-Saxon face. —
Now do hurry up and have your bath, and I'll telephone
to Audrey. I'm the least bit worried about her.

While ROBERT puts on a dressing-gown, and leaves the
bedroom by Door 3, SUSAN returns to the sitting-room
and takes up the telephone.

SUSAN (on the telephone). Audrey ? Thisis Susan. . . .
Is everything al right? . . . Oh, I'm so glad. |
couldn't go to bed till I'd asked you. . . . No, | don't
suppose he could, but it suddenly occurred to me that
this is probably the first time in your life that you've
ever been aone in your flat with an aligator. . . .
And you think he'saseep ? . . . Well, | hope you both
have a good night. . . . Yes, Robert's gone to bed. He
came home looking very tired, and we had a little quarrel
and patched it up. . . . Yes, he is being difficult, but
it isn't altogether his fault. . . . No, I'm very cheerful.

c
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I've had a delightful evening. You can't possbly guess
whom | found here, when | came home. . . . (The outer
bell — the door-bell —rings; and SUSAN looks round, sur-
prised?) I'm sorry, Audrey, | must ring off. There's

someone at the door. ... | can't think who it is at
this time of night. . . . Wel, give me aring in the
morning. . . . Yes, of course.  Good-night, Audrey.

(The door-bell rings again. SUSAN gets up, looks towards
the bedroom, and after closing Door 2, goes out by Door |
to see who her caller is. It is RAMILLIES who has
returned; and she leads him into the sitting-room
again.)

RAMILLIES. | had to come back. | suddenly remem-
bered something I'd said to you. Something you might
have misunderstood. Something you probably did mis-
understand. — And if so, you must have suspected me
of a very gross intention. But | assure you that | had no
such intention !

SUSAN. Please sit down, Mr. Ramillies. This little
room isn't really meant for taking exercise.

RAMILLIES. In a moment, yes. But | must implore
you, first of al, to rid your mind of any lurking fear that
| was proposing to make love to you.

SUSAN. I'm only a timid woman, Mr. Ramillies, but
| give you my word that so far you haven't caused me a
moment's anxiety. And if you were to do so now, my
husband is within call.

RAMILLIES. I'm quite willing to meet your husband !
My conscience is clean.

SUSAN. And my husband, who's in his bath, soon will
be, — Oh, do sit down! You'll tire yoursdf out.



SCENEI LOVE IN ALBANIA 27

RAMILLIES. | don't know what it is to fed tired. [I've
often done forty miles a day.

SUSAN. But not indoors ?

RAMILLIES. Good heavens, no! On bridle-paths,
sheep-tracks, over bare hillsides hidden in the clouds.

SUSAN. It sounds most exhausting. But tell me—
if I'm not being indelicate — how exactly did you give
me the impresson — or suppose you had — that you
were about to make love to me ?

RAMILLIES. You asked me what sort of woman |
thought you.

SUSAN. Oh, surely not! Only a perfect fool or
someone quite shameless would do that. A fool to be
rebuffed, and a person without shame — well, to invite
what persons without shame do invite.

RAMILLIES. | had referred to you and your sort of
woman—

SUSAN. And | objected to that ! | didn't ask a ques-
tion at al, but | did protest against being classfied.
We've had too much of that ! Nature tried to put us al
in the same class by giving us the same function ; and
ever since then weve been doing our best — for your
ske —to show a few locd differences. So talk about
me if you want to, but don't talk about " my sort ".

RAMILLIES. You are very clever, Mrs. Lawn.
SUSAN. My husband doesn't think so.
RAMILLIES. Does he think you beautiful ?
SUSAN. He usad to.
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RAMILLIES. Whatever he thinks, you're a woman of
rare and delectable beauty.

SUSAN. No woman could hear that without a little
emotion. Thank you, Mr. Ramillies.

RAMILLIES. But when | say that, I'm not making
love to you ! Nor was | making love to you when | said
it before !

SUSAN. But why are you so vehement ?
RAMILLIES. Because my feelings are vehement.

SUSAN. Then you mustn't say it a third time, must
you ?

RAMILLIES. No, | mustn't. | redise that. Because
beauty — a woman's beauty — is no longer benign. |
See it as one of civilisation's most powerful enemies.

SUSAN. A pair of eyes, large enough, and a nicely-
shaped nose ; an agreeable mouth, a good complexion,
and due proportion — if that's your enemy, Mr. Ramil-
lies, you won't lack volunteers to face it, whatever it
threatens.

RAMILLIES. In the history of barbarian states, how
many ruling princes have logt their thrones and plunged
their people into anarchy because they were obsessed
by the beauty of their concubines and the pleasures of
the harem ? It's the commonplace of their history.
And now, for the first time in the world, the ordinary
run of mankind is being tempted to destroy itself in the
way that hitherto was reserved for princes only.

SUSAN. | do know, of course, that this is the Century
of the Common Man. But perhaps | hadn't redised
what his privileges were going to be.
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RAMILLIES. In the civilised parts of the world there
are more tolerably good-looking women than ever before.
As their appearance improves, so does their power to
attract ; and simultaneously they have learnt that the
natural penalties of love can be controlled and circum-
vented. What's theresult ? A universal, ever-increasing
addiction to idle pleasure that threatens the whole
seriousness of mankind, that undermines high endeavour,
that rots ambition, destroys the soul, and reduces love
itself to an insignificant exercise !

SUSAN. | think you're behaving like one of your
barbarian princes, Mr. Ramilhes. They were enthralled
by their concubines, and you're enthralled by your idess.
And theories can make a man quite as nervous as a harem.

RAMILLIES. If you look at the advertisement pages of
any American magazine you'll see the confirmation of all
I've been saying. The advertisers are aready using the
wegpon that I'm afraid of, and using it effectively.
They're using it to exploit the public, and to drug the
public so that it shan't know it's being exploited. They
use physical beauty and the allurements of sex to sell
motor-cars, electric-washers, holiday-resorts, Bach con-
certs, soap, and life-insurance. The commerce of a
continent depends on a good set of teeth and a pair of
bare legs | Woman's been emancipated, and what use
has she made of it ? She has commercialised her legs, and
that'sall.

SUSAN. | find it very difficult, Mr. Ramillies, to
reconcile the sort of thing you're saying now with the
poems in your book about Albania. | thought they were
the most beautiful and exciting celebration of a woman
and her love that | have read since — since | read Keats
at school.
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RAMILLIES. Like everyone ese you have quite mis
understood the poems.

SUSAN. They are love-poems : you can't deny that.

RAMILLIES. But the love that inspired them was never
consummated ; and in that lay the strength of it. Love
that achieves a physical fulfilment doesn't need much
celebration. Love that is satisfied at once gets none at
al. But when love is hard and dangerous, when it's
bitter and disappointed, it may produce poetry.

SUSAN. But surely — | don't mean to contradict you,
of course — but surely, in the third of the poems
especidly — I've read it again and again — there's the
most wonderful understanding and description of —
well, I'm sure it isn't frustration.

RAMILLIES. Haveyou acopy of the book ?

SUSAN. Yes it's here, | think. (She goes to a book-case,
stoops and looks along a shelfy It certainly used to be
here. . . . No, that's not it. It's got a red cover, hasn't
it? ... Well, that's very odd.

RAMILLIES. If I could read the poem to you—

SUSAN. That would be heavenly, but | wonder where
itis? Someone must have taken it.

RAMILLIES. No one has any scruples about stealing
a book or a loaf of bread ; they're both necessary to life.

SUSAN. That's where it is! In the kitchen. | saw it
there this afternoon. Fora must have been reading it.

RAMILLIES. And now she has probably taken it to bed
with her.
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SUSAN. Oh no, Hora isn't the sort of girl to read in
bed. I'll go and look for it.

RAMILUES. Shdl | comewithyou?
SUSAN. Yes, do. It's anice friendly kitchen.

Shegoes out by Door 1, followed by RAMILLIES. As the
door closes, the curtains covering the window in the bed-
room blow inward and, as they part, reveal — in the
white helmet, white belt and gaiters of an American
Military Policeman — thefigure of SERGEANT DOHDA.
He looks cautioudy round before entering, and having
come in and closed the window behind him, briefly inspects
the room; then, with the air of a man dangerously
reconnoitring, approaches Door 2 and stoops to peer
through the keyhole. Almost immediately Door j opens,
and ROBERT, in pyjamas and a most respectable dressing-
gown, comes in and regards him with amazement and
some small alarm.

ROBERT. Who the devil are you ?

DOHDA. Keep it quiet, mister. Keep your trap shut,
and you won't come to any harm.

ROBERT. You're the man | saw on the stairs. What
areyou? A burglar ?

DOHDA. Pull down your vest, brother. Don't you
know the Military Police when you see them ?

ROBERT. But who are you — and what do you mean
by breaking into my house ?

DOHDA. I'm a top-sergeant serving Uncle Sam in the
European Theatre of Operations to save Democracy !

ROBERT. What's that got to do with it ? You can't
come and save democracy in my house !
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DOHDA. You got to save democracy everywhere.
That's what we're fighting for.

ROBERT. Well, of course. | know that as well as
you do. But I'm not talking politics, | want to know
what you're doing in my house !

DOHDA. | got a mission.

ROBERT. A mission ?

DOHDA. | got a purpose.

ROBERT. But why bring it here ?

DOHDA. I'm tailing a guy caled Ramilhes.
ROBERT. What do you know about him ?
DOHDA. | know plenty.

ROBERT. My wife's met him. He's a very distin-
guished person.

DOHDA. Hesapole-cat. He'satwo-timing, copper-
hearted heel. He's a creeping, snake-eyed dlicker on
the make. If you was to hear what that slimy, unethical,
dill-pickle's done to me and mine, you'd blow your top.

ROBERT. Now look here: you must be sensible. |
don't know much about Ramilhes, and nothing at al
about you. If you've suffered some injury at his hands,
I'm sorry, of course, but you must realise that you can't
invade another person's house in this criminal fashion,
no matter what your purpose is.

DOHDA. So that's the line, isit? That's what | get
for coming three thousand miles into the European
Theatre of Operations to save Democracy ! | need
sympathy, | need human understanding. But when |
come into another guy's house and look for it, what does
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he tdl me? Scram! he says and that's all the thanks
| get.

ROBERT. | cant see that your presence here is
serving democracy in the smallest degree ; or that you
have any claim on me.

DOHDA. Whered England be without the United
States ? Tell me that !

ROBERT. If you really want to enquire into historical
origins, tell me where the United States would be
without England.

DOHDA. Keep your nose clean, brother ! You offend
the United States, you're setting fire to your meal-ticket.

ROBERT. And you want me to believe that you repre-
sent the United States ?

DOHDA. No, sr! | represent humanity ! Haven't
| been telling you that | got a private mission on account
of being in distress? And you stand there, with that
dead pan, and tell me the distress of another human
bean means nothing to you. You ought to be ashamed !

ROBERT. If you're realy in trouble, my dear
fellow—

DOHDA. | got abroken heart! Is that something ?

ROBERT. I'm sorry, very sorry indeed. But | still
don't see how | can help you, and I'm not wholly per-
suaded that you should expect me to.

DOHDA. Didn't al of us ought to help one another ?
Doesn't it mean nothing to you when a guy comes into
your apartment and tells you he's got a broken heart ?
Does that just roll off your knife, or do you want me to
tell youwhy ?
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ROBERT. | think you're being monstrously unreason-
able and quite implausible.  But if it will ease your mind
to tel me your story, then go ahead.

DOHDA. That's better. That's better ! Wadl, | got
a daughter, see ? An only bedoved daughter. And she
went on the lam with a crooked double-crossing chicken-
butcher. Is that something? And suppose | tell you —
now listen to me, mister ! — suppose | tell you I'm
aiming to find out what he's done to her ? Don't that
mean more than peanuts ?

ROBERT. I'm not sure that | understand everything
you say, or catch all the implications of it—

DOHDA. If you don't talk English, what do you talk ?
Maybe you understand pictures? Maybe you've heard
of a magazine we read caled Life magazine? Get a
load of this, mister, (from a breast-pocket he takes a folded
magazine-page of pictures, and bands it to ROBERT.) Take
your own time, and read out the spots.

ROBERT (reading). "Albanian guerrillafighter Draga
Dohda is a tdl dender brunette whose classic features
and well-stacked figure might well have earned her, in
happier times, front-page prominence as a Conover
Model. Draga looks like a million dollars, but her
record would make a sensation on the police-blotter.
At an age when most American girls can still count their
dates, Draga claims to have rubbed out twenty-seven of
her country's enemies with her own hand."—She's a
handsome girl, isn't she ?

DOHDA. That's my daughter. My only daughter.

ROBERT. Well, she's put up a remarkable perform-
ance, but she must be rather a handful in the house ?
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DOHDA. | ain't seen her dnce she was a habe, since
she was two years old.

ROBERT. And at that age you never know how they're
going to develop.

DOHDA. I'm not beefing about what Dragas done.
It's what this Limey's done that gripes me. Read that
next piece, mister.

ROBERT. " Captain Will Ramillies, noted English
author and traveller, now on special assignment with
Albanian partisans, reconnoitres enemy-stronghold with
Draga Dohda. Draga is easy on the eye but hard on
the Hemies. Ramillies, too, has got what it takes." —
What precisely does that mean ?

DOHDA. That's what | want to know ! There's my
daughter, Draga, that | haven't seen for eighteen years,
with this snake called Ramillies. Those pictures were
taken eight months ago. Now Draga's disappeared — |
got information about that, 1 got good information —
and Ramillies, he's here in London. Well, how come
he's here in London ? He's taken a powder, you say.
Well, maybe. And maybe worse. Maybe he's given her
a permanent.

ROBERT. A permanent ?

DOHDA. A oneway ticket, the pay-off, the big
bounce.

ROBERT. You dont mean that he may have killed
her?

DOHDA. That's what a goon does to his dame when
he's had plenty.

ROBERT. But you have no reason to suppose that
Ramillies is that sort of person — it seems unlikely to
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me — and what evidence have you that your daughter
is, in fact, dead ? You're letting your imagination run
away with you : that's what's wrong.

DOHDA. You don't understand how a father feels
when his only beloved daughter gets knocked-off by a
Limey.

ROBERT. | don't believe anything of the sort has
happened. Your daughter seems to be a girl who's quite
able to look after herself.

DOHDA. You got no sympathy : that's your trouble.

ROBERT. Another thing | don't understand is how
you, an American citizen, have a daughter who's an
Albanian partisan.

DOHDA. How come, brother ? A guy's born where
his old lady happens to be at the time, isn't he? And
my old lady was in Albania; so that's where | was born
and raised, and got married there too, for the first time.

ROBERT. Soyou're not American by birth ?

DOHDA. You don't have to be. Getting to be an
American's like getting to be converted.

ROBERT. But you didn't take your daughter with
you ?

DOHDA. She was only a babe, and | got in a hot box.
In ajam, see? And up to the gills. So | pulled a pin,
see, and took the air. | soft-shoed out and hit the tracks
for old New York.

ROBERT. Andyou'velived there ever since?

DOHDA. No, sir. | been around plenty. | been in
Cincinnati and Pittsburg, | been in Detroit and out on
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the Coast. But | was back in New York when this
man's war began. | was doing a stretch up the river,
but I made a deal and came out on parole.

ROBERT. Doesn't " up the river " mean in prison ?

DOHDA. Sure. Sureitdoes. Inthecooler. But Sing-
Sing, it's a picnic beside the Cheese Box in Illinois.

ROBERT. So you've been in prison more than once ?

DOHDA. And what of it ? It al depends on circum-
stances, see? You're a doctor or a priest, maybe, and
the cops don't take no notice. You get by with it. But
maybe you're in some other racket where the protection's
not so hot ; and what happens? You make a dlip, and
the bulls are on your tail before you know how.

ROBERT. And when you went into the army, in spite
of your criminal record you were posted to the Military
Police ?

DOHDA. Sure. That's sensible, isn't it ? They need
guys with experience in the M.P.'s. — But you and me
can't it here al night just pounding our gums : | got a
mission ! | got to go and look for that snake Ramillies.

ROBERT. Where do you expect to find him ?

DOHDA. Right here, brother. (He listens at the door
again.') It's al quiet in the parlour, so | guess they're
gtill in the kitchen. Playing house, maybe.

ROBERT. You're completely at fault now, I'm afraid.

Youve missed him by an hour or s0. He was here,
earlier in the evening, but he left before | came home.

DOHDA. And | was right on his tail ; and he turns
in his tracks and comes back again. He€s in your
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kitchen right now, and I'm not worrying in case he gets
out again. | took precautions.

ROBERT. What sort of precautions ?

DOHDA. I'd a couple of screws in my pocket, and a
little iron bracket just made for a door you don't want
to be opened ; and | screwed it up good and tight. So
Mr. Ramillies is there when | want him.

ROBERT. In the kitchen — with the door fastened ?
With my wife? The man you suspect of killing your
daughter ?

DOHDA. That gripes you, does it? Maybe you're
beginning to feel that human sympathy ? Maybe
you're starting to realise what | said before, that a guy
who's in dutch has got the right to ask some other guy
to chip in and help ? You re learning, brother, you're
learning fast.

ROBERT. Get out of my way ! | must go to her.
DOHDA. Button your lip! They're coming.

DOHDA, sanding near Door 2, has beard Door |
being opened, and SUSAN's voice as she and RAMILLIES
come in againfrom the kitchen. She carries RAMILLIES's
book.

SUSAN. We could argue for a long time about that.
. . . Butif love is a plague, your poetry won't stop the
infection, Mr. Ramillies. It will spread it.

RAMILLIES. But it isn't love—1 tell you agan! —
it isn't the high passon of love that's our enemy. It's
the belittling of love that belittles us too! Love can
exat a civilisation, and playing at love can bring civilisa
tion toppling to the ground !
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In the bedroom.
DOHDA. He's giving her the works.

ROBERT. What do you mean ?
DOHDA. Bigtak about love.
ROBERT. I'm not going to stand that !

He takes a step forward, and DOHDA, kneding at the
door; pulls a revolverfrom his holster with great dexterity,
and threatens him.

DOHDA. Curl up, curl up ! T'll tell you when to go.

In the sitting-room.
SUSAN. Civilisation may topple in any case, and if we
are to be ruined, | should much prefer low love to high
explosives.

RAMILLIES. You're evading theissue, aren't you?

SUSAN. | avoid trouble whenever | can. In my own
st of Commandments, that's Number One. And if
everyone did the same—

RAMILLIES. No, no. You mustn't joke about it.
SUSAN. How do you know that I'm joking ?

RAMILLIES. You are! | put forward an argument —
a serious argument — and you should either agree with
it or disagree.  But if you make light of it, you are either
ddliberately making a joke of what | say, or incapable of
understanding. And if you are incapable of understand-
ing, that's because your mind is lazy, undeveloped,
untidy—

SUSAN. Oh !
RAMILLIES. What's the matter ?
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SUSAN. My brassere! It's been there dl evening
and | never noticed it till now ! Oh, how right you are,
Mr. Ramillies! | am untidy ! I'm very untidy. No
wonder Robert said the room was like a sum. It's
utterly a slum, isn't it? | did mean to put things in
order before going to bed, but then you came back,
Mr. Ramillies, and | realy hadn't the opportunity, had
[? Do pull that rug straight, will you? And pick up
that cushion ? | aways try to leave things tidy at night,
no matter what they are during the day. And this
picture worries me: one of the hooks should come
farther along the rail. Will you steady the chair for
me, Mr. Ramillies ?

SUSAN, while she talks, has been making a dap-dash
efort to tidy the room; and RAMILLIES, a little put
out by her brusque interruption, rather unwillingly
assists.  Now she mounts a chair inJront of the picture
that hangs askew, and stretches to reach one of the hooks
from which it is suspended.

RAMILLIES. Let me do that for you.
SUSAN. No, no. | can reach it perfectly well—

Stretching a little farther, she overbalances — kicks the
chair over— and Jailing intoRAMILLIES"'sanns sends
him sprawling on to a near-by couch where momentarily
they lie in what appears to be a clumsy but close embrace.
The noise of theJailing chair alarms SERGEANT DOHDA,
who throws open Door z and closelyfollowed by ROBERT,
comes in behind a menacing revolver.

DOHDA. Bresk it up there! Break it up !
CURTAIN

END OF ACT ONE



ACT 11

SCENE. The same as before.  Ten minutes later.

In the bedroom RAMILLIES and DOHDA sit silent and
morose, an unfriendly distance between them. RAMILLIES is
looking at the page of photographs torn from Life ; DOHDA is
chewing gum.

In the sitting-room ROBERT and SUSAN — he as morose
as the others, and she slent for a moment or two after the
Curtain rises — sit equally apart.

In the bedroom.
DOHDA. So you're not talking ?

RAMILLIES. I've got nothing to say.

DOHDA. Youll find something. They aways do.
And | got patience. | can wait.

In the sitting-room.

SUSAN. Queen Victoria herself might have fallen off
a chair.

ROBERT. It's not very likely. And if she had, she
wouldn't have fallen into the arms of a disreputable
literary adventurer.

SUSAN. When we spoke of him earlier this evening,
you seemed to think very highly of Mr. Ramillies.

ROBERT. It often happens that one is attracted by a
book and repelled by its author. I've sometimes thought
that going to meet a living author is like being presented
to a goose because you enjoy patedefoiegras.

41 D
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SUSAN. When | was talking to Mr. Ramillies |
thought how much he resembled you in some ways.
| like him, | confess, but he would be insufferable to live
with.

ROBERT. You put that forward as a point of resem-
blance?

SUSAN. Youre not easy, are you? When Mr.
Ramillies complained that modern love had become too
facile, it did occur to me that he might change his opinion
if he were married to you.

ROBERT. So you weren't talking only about books?
Y our conversation was broad enough to include love ?

SUSAN. We spoke of nothing else.  The poor nice
man is a monomaniac.

ROBERT, Then that American may be right about
him ; perhaps he did murder the girl ! — Do you know,
until to-night I'd never met a criminal.

SUSAN. What did it feel like, when he pointed his
revolver at you ?

ROBERT. It was a curious sensation. He took me by
surprise, and, to begin with, it was most humiliating. |
felt exactly as if | were at school, and a master had
caught me cribbing.

SUSAN. Did you often crib ?

ROBERT. Of course | did. | was a very clever boy. —
But when | think of it now, the pistol, | mean, it makes
me furiously angry. | wouldn't put up with it again.

SUSAN. But what else could you do ?

ROBERT. | wouldn't stand it. 1'd make him put it
down.
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SUSAN. Not if I'm present, Robert. It would be too
painful.

ROBERT. In a way, you know, | rather admire
Sergeant Dohda ; he's very frank and outspoken about
himself.

SUSAN. That's common form in America. They're
not so well corked as we are.

ROBERT. Now if Ramillies followed his example
and were equally ftank—

SUSAN. You think we might get a surprise ?

ROBERT. Helooks quite respectable — but respectable-
looking people have committed murder.

SUSAN. | can't believeit ; he'snot that sort of man. —
Being a woman, of course, | don't fee as strongly
as you about men who do murder women ; but | don't
think Mr. Ramillies would. In spite of the way in
which he taks, | think he may be a little frightened
of us.

ROBERT. It isn't a watertight defence, is it? It's
not inconceivable that a man should murder someone
he's frightened of. It's a very good reason for murder. —
Have you got that book of his ?

SUSAN. It's here. | was reading the poems again.

ROBERT. What happened in the end ? What's his
last reference to her ?

SUSAN. | can't quite remember.

ROBERT, in a chair, finds the proper place in the book,
and reads with close attention. SUSAN, on a sofa, lights
a Ccigarette and puts her feet up; and contemplates
cigarette-smoke and her thoughts.
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In the bedroom SERGEANT DOHDA, taking out a packet
of cigarettes, goes to RAMILLIES and offers him one
RAMILLIES refuses. DOHDA lights one.

DOHDA. You're an educated man, and you ought to
understand what | feel. It's eighteen years since | seen
the little cookie, but I'm her father, and blood's thicker
than water. Now come clean, won't you? Tdl me
what you did to her.

RAMILLIES. What do you suspect ? What do you
think | did to her ?

DOHDA. I'm asking the questions, not you. I'm the
loving father of a cute kid that | haven't seen in years,
but you're the buttinski she's been living with, and now
you've walked out on her. Well, | got the right to ask
questions.

RAMILLIES. You've only got the excuse of knowing
nothing whatever about the circumstances. In the first
place, we didn't live together.

DOHDA. But maybe in the second place, eh ?

RAMILLIES. | did not live with Draga! | saw a lot
of her, | admit. | was with her for eight or nine months.
But al that time we were fellow-soldiers, and that's dl.

DOHDA. Yesh ? And because why ?

RAMILLIES. That was normal discipline among the
partisans.

DOHDA. | don't see it, mister. Now look at Draga :
she's got the it and that, you can't deny it. Well, what's
wrong with you ?

RAMILLIES. Can't you redlise that there were hundreds
of girls and women, serving and fighting on equa terms
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with men, and out of sheer necessity the first and most
rigidy enforced of al orders was that there must be
no relations between them except the common comrade-
ship of ordinary soldiers? There was no thought or
awareness of different sexes ; there was only the thought
and awareness of our common cause.

DOHDA. Well, maybe. Maybe for the majority. In
the majority of broads there's always some old cows,
and with them it's O.K. But with a girl like Draga it's
different. You look at her — my little cookie — and
you got to admit it. She's got the apple, she's got the
old magoo ! Are you going to tell me you lived with a
girl like Draga, and weren't no more than buddies
together ?

RAMILLIES. That is the truth, whether you believe it
or not.

DOHDA. Well, for Pete's sake ! — Here, take a drag.
RAMILLIES. | don't smoke.
DOHDA. Holy cats, what do you do ?

DOHDA returns to bis chair and smokes, gloomily. On

the bed, hands under his head, RAMILLIES lies and stares
at the ceiling.

In the sitting-room.

ROBERT (putting down the book). He doesn't tell you.
It's one of the worst tricks of these modern writers :
they convey the atmosphere of a situation, they describe
the psychology of their characters, they give you small,
picturesque, irrelevant details — and they don't tell you
what happened !

SUSAN. He doesn't admit that he murdered her, you
mean ?
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ROBERT. No.

SUSAN. | don't suppose he did. | think he's far more
likely to have packed his kit in a hurry, and gone off.
without even saying good-bye — just to avoid giving her
pain, of course.

ROBERT. There'sabrilliant description of an argument
he had with haf a dozen partisans — Draga was one of
them — in a tumbledown shepherd's hut in the moun-
tains before they attacked a village. Then there's a
remarkably vivid picture of the fighting, but he doesn't
tell you whether Draga was killed or wounded or came
out unhurt. He doesn't even condescend to tell you
who won ! — That's the weakness of the modern method :
it ignores facts. Now the Victorians, in spite of their
reticence and all their upholstered phrases, never left
you in any doubt as to what had actually occurred.

SUSAN. Poor Mr. Ramillies. And m some respects
he's so very like the Victorians. He believes in re-
pression.

ROBERT. As a means to an end, or an end in itself ?

SUSAN. Oh, as a means to an end, I'm amost sure.
At least | think so, and | certainly hope so; because if
he believes that repression itself is a good thing, perhaps
he did murder poor Draga. She may have been one of
those irrepressible girls whom one can't repress in any
other way.

ROBERT. What did he say about it ?

SUSAN. About repression? He sad it was the price
of our survival. Four-fifths, or five-sixths, or seven-
eighths of human nature — | forget the fraction —is
either disgusting or destructive, he says, and it ought to
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be put down with an iron hand. Then he sad some
thing about icebergs that sounded impressive at the
time, but now | can't remember what it was. What can
he have said to make me fedl interested in icebergs ?

ROBERT. Only one-ninth of an iceberg isvisible. The
rest of it, like so much of human nature, is below the
water-line.

SUSAN. You are clever, darling. It's one of the things
that make you tolerable. You often think that | don't
appreciate you, but 1 do; | realy do. | only wish you
were more sympathetic.

ROBERT. | think | understand you fairly well.

SUSAN. You don't understand my difficulties. You
see, in primitive times, it was so easy for a woman to
give her heart awa