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SCERE.—A small house in the country, The action
passes on Clristmas Day, 1933. The audience
8 aaked to imagine that the recommendations
of the Majority Report of the Royal Commis-
sion on Divorce v, Matrimonial Causes have
become the law of the lamd.

ACT I.—TaHE HaLL. MoORNING.

ACT 11.—THE DRAWING RooM. EARLY AFTER-
NOON.

ACT IIL—TBE HALL LATE AFTERNOON.
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ACT L

The curtain rises on the hall, obviously used as
the common-room of a country house. On ths
right (of the audience) is the outer door and
a staircase that runs down from an upper
landing towards the middle of the room, half
hiding what has once been e separale smaller
room with a baize door at the back. In the
corner a French window opens on to @ snow-
bound garden. On the lcfl, facing the entrance,
a log fire is blazing. Staircase, pictures,
grandfather clock, elc., are wreathed with holly
and mistletoe. At the breakfast tabls, which 8
laid for three and Ullered with paper and
siring, sit Miss HesTER FAIRFIELD and MAR-
GARET FAIRFIELD, Ler niece by marriage. The
third chair has two or three wvarcels piled up
on i,

HesTer FAIRFIELD 3 one of those twilching, kigh-
minded, elderly ladies in black, who kesp a
grievance as they might keep a pet dog—as
soon as 1t dies they replace it by another. The
grievance of the monyent seems to be the empty
third chair, and MARGARET FAIRFIELD is, as
usual, on the defensive, Such a little, pretty,
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helpless-looking woman as MARGARET has
- genserally half a dozen big sons and a husband
to bully ; but MARGARET has only a daughter,
and her way of looking at even the chair on
*  which that daughter ought to be sitting, s the
way of a child whose doll has suddenly come
to life. For the rest, she i3 so youthfully
anzious and simple and charming that the sireak
of grey in her hair pu.zies yow. You wonder
what trouble has fingered i, It Joes not occur
Lo you that she is quite thirty-five.

 MaRGARET. [4poluyising] Yes, she is late.

Misg FairrFIELD, .\s usual!

Manaarer. Oh, well, she was dancing till three.
T hadn’t the heart to wake her.

Miss Fairrierp. Till threo, was she? Who
brought her home ?

Margarer. Kit, of course.

Miss Fairrierp. Three o’clock on Christmas
morning! I wonder what the Rector said to that.

MaraareT. Oh, Kit’s on holiday.

Miss Farrrierp. I heard you tell her myself to
be in by twelve, If anything could make me
approve of this marriage of yours—

MARGARET. Oh, dop’t begin it again, Auntie !
~ Mies FairrieLp. —it's that the child will have &

- strong hand over her at last. A step-father’s better
than nothing—if you can call him a step-father
when her father’s still alive.
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MaRraAReT. Oh, don’t! o
Miss FarrpieLn. What's the use of saying

“don’t”? He isalive. You can’t get away from

that.

MARrGARET. Aunt Hester—please /

Miss FairFieLp, Well, I'm only telling you--lf .
it's got to he, I'm not sorry it's Gray Meredith,

MAaRGARET, [Smiling] Yes, 8ydney knows just
how far she may go with Gray.

Miss Fairernip, I see nothing to laugh at in that,

MarGarer. It’s so funny to think how circum-
spect you ail are with him, He’s the one person
I'vo alway« felt perfectly safe with., I'd ask any-
thing of Giray.

Misy FarrrieLp. [Grimly] You always have, my
dear!

Marearrt. I don't know why you should be
unkind to me on Christmas morning.

M s~ FAIRFIELD. [ With u sort of grudging afec-
tion] 1 suppose it’s because I've only got another
week to be unkind to you in.

MARGARET. [Restlessly] Oh, 1 wish you didn’t
hate it so.

Miss FairrisLp, My dear, when you see a person
you care for, and she your own nephew’s wife, on
the brink of deadly sin—

MARGARET. Must we begin it again ?

Miss FairrieLp. I do my duty. If you'd done
yours your daughter wouldn’t be late for breakfast,
and I shouldn’t be given the opportunity.
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MAarGARET. Perhaps I had better call her.

Miss FairrieLp, Everything getting cold—and so
disrespectful ! She ought to be taught.

MARGARET. [Rising with a sigh] You're qmto
right. [Calling at the foot of the stairs] Sydney,
darling, shall I bring you up your coffee ?

SyoNey's Voice. [dnswering] It's all right,
Mother! I'm coming.

Miss FairrieLp. And I suppose that’s all you'll
say.

SYDNEY comes out of her room. She is phy-
sically a bigger, fairer edition of MARGARET,
but there the likeness ends. Her manner ts
brisk and decided. She i3 very sure of her-
self, but when she loses her temper, as she
of ten does, she loses her aplomb and reveals
the schoolgirl. Her attitude to the world is
that of justice, untempered, except where her
mother 1s in question, by mercy. Butl she is
very fond of her mother,

S8yYpNeY. [Running down the stairs] Merry
Christmas, everyone! I'm not late, am I? Morn-
ing, Auntie! What, no post?

MareareT. It gets later every year.

Miss Faierierp. I'm very much obliged to you,
Bydoey, for the—card-case. ,

Syoxey. [Undoing her parcels] It's a. cigarette
case, Auntie dear. You see, I thought if you gave

_me a prayer-book again we might do a deal. Ab,
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I thoughb so! Thanks most awfully. It's aweet of .
you. Shall we?

Misg FamrrigLp, What ? “

Sypney. Bwop.

Maircager. Sydney, dear, that's rather rude.

Svoxey. {Swiftly] Well, Motber, I hate being
hinted at.

* MaRGARET. [Bewildered] Hint? What hint?
*. SypNev. Oh, Mother, you're such a lamb. You
nevér see anything. [Zo Miss Farrrizrp] I'm
sorry, Auntie, but 'm seventeen, and I've left
school, and I am not going to church to-day, or any
day any more ever, except to chaperon Mother and
Gray next week, bless ’em !

Miss Farrrierp. I do think, Margaret, she ought
at least to call him Uncle,

MARGARET. Aren’'t you coming with us to-day,
darling? Christmas Day?

BvoNey. Sorry, Mother. It's against my prin-
ciples. 1 refuse to kneel dewn and say I'm a
miserable sinner. I’m not miserable and I'm not a
ginner, and I cannot tell a lie to please any old—
prayer-book. Besides, I'm expecting Kit. -

Miss Famrrierp. You'll find that Kit takes his
mother to chiurch. Shehasn't lost all her influence—

Svpney. [Darkly] She’ll be finding herself up
against me 500

MARGARET, fLsIu a schoolgwl] Oh, Sydney, has
he—2? .
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Svowey, He's trying his hardest to, but I like to
sort of spread my jam. v

Mazgarer. Then—then— ?

Svoxey. I'm not actually engaged, if you mean
that—{ Watching their faces mischievously] but I'm
going to be,

Miss Faisrierp. Engaged at seventeen! Pre.
posterous |

BYDNEY. [Instantly] Mother was married at
Aeventeen.

Manaarer. That was the war.

Bypyey. I don’t see what that’s got to do with it.

Manaarer. [Timidly] Sydney—at seventeen,
one dosesn’t know enough—

SypNeY. One doesn’t know the same things, I
dare say.

M4ARGARET. One doesn’i know anything at all.

Sypxer. Yes, but think of the hopeless sort of
world you were seventeen in—even you. As for
poor Auntie, as far as knowing things goes—

Mazaarer, Sydney, my dear, he good !

8yorey. I am being good. I'm returning hint for

t.

Miss Fairriern. [Rufling] Is this the way you
let your daughter speak to me, Margaret ?

Byoxey. [Closing with her] You see, she doosn’t
enjoy being hinted at either.

Manaarer. [Between the upper and the nether.
mill-stone] I don’t know what you mean, Bidney,
“hut don’s /
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Svprey. I mean that P'm not going to let Aunt
Hester interfere in my affairs like she does in yours.
That's what I mean.

Miss Fargrieioe These are the manners they
teach you at your fine school, I suppose!

SvpNey. Never mind, Auntie, I've had my lessons
in the holidays too. You needn’t think I haven't
watched the life you've led Mother over this divorce
business,

MARGARET. [Distressed at the discussion] Sydney |
Sydaey!

Sypney, [Remorselessly] Well, hasn’tshe? What
prevented you from marrying Gray ages ago?
Father’s been out of his mind long enough, poor
man! You knew you were free to be free. You
knew you were making Gray miverable and yourself
miserable—and yet, though that divorce law has
been in force for years, it’s taken you all this time
to fight your scruples, At least, you call them
scruples! What you really mean is Aunt Hester
and her prayer book. And now, when you have at
last consented to give yourself a chance of being
happy—when it’s Christmas Day and you'rs going
to be married at New Year—still you let Aunt
Hester sit at your own breakfast table and insult
you with talk about deadly sin. Tt’s no use pre-
tending you didn’t Auntie, becanse Mother left my
door open and T heard you.

MaRrGARET, |With a certain dignity] Sydney, I
can take care of myself. .
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Sypney [Oblivious of 4] Take care of yourself!
As if everybody didn’t ride rough-shod over you
when I'm not there.

MancaReT, Yes, but my pet, you musn’t break
out like this. Of course your aunt knows you don't
really mean to be rude—

Sypxey. I do mean to be rude to her when she’s
rude to you.

MaRGARET. My dear, you quite misunderstand
your aunt,

SypNey. Oh, no, I don't, Mother! |MARGARET
ehrugs her shoulders helplessly and sits down on the
sofa to the left of the fireplace.]

Miss FarrieLp. [Rising] I'm afraid you'll have
to go to church without me, Margaret. I'm
thoroughly upset. You've brought up your daughter
to ignore me, and I know why. I'm the wrong side
of the family. I'm the one person in this house
who remembers poor Hilary. I shall read the
wervice in the drawing-room. [She goes out.]

Sypxey. [Looking after her] She owes me some-
thing. She’s been dying for an excuse, with that
cold. [She turns to the sofa and says more gently]
‘What's the use of crying, Mother? If Gray finds
out there’ll be a row, and then Aunt Hester'll be
sorry she ever was born, ,

MaraaRET. It ien’'t that. You get so excited,
Sydney! You remind me—your father was s0
,excitable, I don’t like to see it,
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Syoxey. I'm not really. I needn’t let myself go
if I don’t want to. :

MARrGARET. You musn’t get ‘impatient with your
aunt, SBhe can’t get accustomed to the new ways,
that’s all. I—I can’t myself, sometimes. [Rest-
lessly] T hope I'm doing right.

SypNev. Oh, I do think it’s morbid %o have a
conscience. 1f Father had been dead fifteen years,
would you say, “I hope I'm doing right”? And he
is dead. His mind’s dead. You know you've done
all you can, And you're frightfully in love with
Gray—

MAaRGARET. [Flushing] Don’t, Sydney!

SvpNey. Well, you are, and so he is with you,
So what's the worry about? Aunt Hester! What
people like Aunt Hester choose to think! I call it
morbid.

MARGARET, [ Whimsically] T suppose I haven't
brought you up properly. Your aunt’s quite right !

SyoNev. Yes. That’s what it always comes back
to. '* Your aunt’s quite right!” I can argue with
you by the hour—

Marearer. [MHastily] Oh, not this morning,
darling, will you?

SvoNgy. —and Gray can argue with you by the
hour—

MarGarer, [Smiling] Ah, but he never does.

SBypNev. —and you pretend to agree with us;
but underneath your common sense, your mind’s
really thinking—¢ Your aunt's quite right |”
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MARGARET. She stands for the old ways, Sydney.

SypNey. She stands for Noah and the flood.
She’d no business to go dragging up Father and the
divorce on Christmas morning to upset you.

MARGARET, It wasn’t your aunt.

Syoney. Then it was me, I suppose! ¢ If I could
only control my tongue and my temper,” and all the
rest of it!

MARGARET. [Quietly] No, it was about Kit.

Syoxey. Kit? Oh, that’s all right, Mother.
Doun’t you worry about me and Kit.

MaraAReT. I do.

Syprey. You needn't.

Marearer. [Shyly] You see, I thought I was in
love at seventeen, too, )

SyoNEy. Oh, but I quite know what I'm doing.

MARGARET. And now I know I didn’t know much
about jt. I don’t want you te be—rushed.

8vprEY. Nobody could make me do what I didn't
want to do.

Magcarer. [Forgetting SYpNey] It was nobody’s
fault. It was the war— [She sits, dreaming.]

SypNey. Its extraordinary to me—whenever you
middle-aged people want to excuse yourselves for
anything you've done that you know you oughtn't
to have done, you say it was the war. How could
& war make you get married if you didn’t want to ?'

. MARGABET. [Groping for words] It was the feel

‘in the air. They say the smell of blood sends
horses crazy. That was the feel. One did mad.
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‘things, Hilary—your father—he was going out—
“the treuches—to be hurt. And he wasso fond of
me he frightened me. I was so sorry. I thought

I cared.  Can't you understand ?

Sypwey. No. Either yon care or you don't.

MaRrGARET. [Passionately] How can you know
until it happens to you? How was I to know there
was more to it than keeping house and looking after
Hilary—and you? How was I to know?

SypNeY. [Doubtfully] Is there so much more to
it?

MaRGARET. Yes.

SYprey. I don’t believe there is for some people.
Why it's just what I want—to look after Kit and a
house of my own, and—oh, at least half a dozen
kids,

MARGARET, [ Uncomfortably] Sydney, dear !

8ypNEY. Ob, Kit’s as keen as I am on eugenics,

He’s doing a paper for his debating society.

Magaarer. Well, I found you quite enough to
manage,

SyoNev. [Leaning over the back of the sofa] I
believe you were scared of me when I was little—
[Margaret nods] and even now—

MARGARET. [Quickly] What?

SYpNeY. [Quite good humoured about it] Well, if
~ you had to choose between me and Gray, it wouldn't
be Gray who'd lose you.

ManGaRET. [Confronted with the idea] I hope I'd
do what’s right.
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Byoxey. [4irily] There you are!

MARGARET. [4s it goes home] It's not true.
You've no right to make me out a heartless mother.
But— ,

Sypxey (Her arm vround her mother's neck)
Well—heartless Mother ?

Marearer. [Clutching at the arm] Oh, Sydney—
what should I do if Gray—if Gray—

Sypxev. It’s all right, Mother! [Zhere is the
sound of @ motor driving up.] There is Gray.

MARGARET, [Jumping up hurriedly] Oh, and I'm
not dressed. Say I'll be down in a minute. [She
runs upstairs.]

SypNey. You've plenty of time. The bells haven’t
begun yet.

MARGARERT. [From the gallery] Tell Bassett to
clear away,

SYDNEY rings the bell. The elderly maid
enters through the baize door.
BasserT. Yes, Miss?
Syoxev. You can clear, Bassett !

While she is speaking Gray MEREDITH comes
in through ihe hall door. He is about
Sorty, tall, dark and quiet, very sure of
himself, and quite indifferent to the effect
he makes on other people. As heis a man
who never has room in his head for more
than one idea at a time, and as for the
last five years thot idea has been MARGARET,
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the rest of the world doesn't get much out of
him. DBut mention her and he behaves
exactly like a fire being poked.

GRAY. [Putting down a box he carries] Where's
your mother ?

SyoNEv. [Folding her hands] Good morning,
dear Sydney! A merry Christmas to you, and so
many thanks for the tie that, with the help of your
devoted aunt, you so thoughtfully—

GRAY. Stop it, there's a good child! I haven't
missed her, have 1?

SYDNEY. Pray accept in return as a small token
of esteem and total dependency—

Grav. I asked you if your mother had started.

SYpNEY. [In her natural veice] It's true, you
know, You simply daren’t cope with me yet,

GRAY. [Twinkling in spite of himself] Hm! A
time will come—

SypNEY. Wouldn’t it warm the cockles of Aunt
Hester's heart to hear you! What are cockles,
Gray? Gray, she says I ought to call you Uncle!
Gray, d'you think you have brought me what I
think you have for a Christmas present ?

Gray. You'd better go and look. It's in the
motor with Kit.

SypNey. It?

Grav. He.

8vpNEyY. By Viscount out of Vixen ?

Grav. Really, Sydney !
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ByoNey. Dear Uncle Hester |

Gray, Yes, but Sydney—?

S¥pNEY. [At the door] Oh, didn't I tell you?
Mother says she’ll be down in a minute. {[She lets
in the sound of the church bells as she goes out.]

ORraAY walks about the room, then, going to the
Joot of the staircass, he calls softly.

GraY. Margaret! [ He waits a moment: then he

calls again] Margaret!

He listens, takes another turn about the room,
then, coming back to the staircase, stands,
leaning againsi the foot of the balusters.
MARGARET comes softly down the stairs,
and bending over, puts her hands on his
shoulders.

MaRGARET. A merry Christmas!

GrAY. [Turning round and kissing her] And a
happy New Year!

Maroarer. It will be—oh, it will be!

Gray. I almost think it will sometimes. [Holding
her at arms’ length] New frock ? ~

MarcareT. Like it?

GraY. Oh, I've seen it already.

Margarer., Why, it's the first time I've put it on, -

GraY. [Untying the box on the table as he
speaks] Bydnoy carted it along with her last week
when we went to choose—this.
. Marcager. [Like a child with a new toy] Far‘
‘me, Gray ?
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Grav. Looks like it. *

Marcarer. Oh, I hope you haven't been ex-
travagant.

GRray. [Opening the lid] Well, Sydney said—

Marearer. Bilver fox! Oh, my dear, you
shouldn't,

Gray. Put’em on. Sydney’s quite a wise child.

Magcarer. [Luzuriously] Oh, I do love being
spoiled.

GeraY. You haven’t had so much of it, have
you, Meg?

Maraarer. [With a complete change of manner
Dor’t!

GrAY. What?

MaRrGARET. Don't call me Meg.

GrAy, Why not?

MARGARET. You never have before,

Gray. Don't you see, I want a name for you that
no-one else uses. .

MaRGARET, [Close to him] Yes, yes, that no-one
else has ever used. Not Meg. Not Margaret,
Make a name of your own for me—new—new.

Gray. Well, you're getting one new name pretty
soon, anyhow.

‘MARGARET. Yes. New year—new name—new
Jlife. [In his arms] Oh, Gray, is thirty-five very
old? -

Grav, Not when you say it.

Margarer. Oh, Gray, we've time for every-
thing still?
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Grav. Time for everything. [He laughs] Ex-
cept church, my child! Do you really insist on
going ?

MaRrGARET. Aunt Hester will be horrified if I
don’t. Besides— [She comes back to the table and
begins putting the papers together.)

GrAY. What?

Maraarer. I suppose you'll think me a fool—

GRaAY. Shall I?

Marcarer. Oh, Gray, for the first time in my
life I'm happy. I want to say—

Gray. What does she want to say ?

MARGARET. “ Humble and hearty thanks—"

SYDNEY runs in with a puppy n her arms,
She i3 followed by Kir. XKir s a good-
looking, fair-haired boy who may be
twenty-two, but 18 nevertheless emuch
younger than SYDNEY, whom he takes as
sertously as he takes everything else in life.
It is part of her charm for him that he
JSinds it a little difficult to keep up with
her.

Bypney. Mother! Mother! Look what Gray's
brought me!

MARGARET. Oh, Sydney, your aunt isn’t fond of
dogs. Merry Chnstmas, Kit!

Kir. Merry Christmas, Mrs, Fairfield |

" BvpNey. Yes, but isn’t he an angel? And Kit's
given me a collar for him. [She goes up {0 GRAY]
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“You know, Gray, it's so sweet of you that in return
rn—

Gray. Well?

Syoxney, {Conspiratorially] Make Kit late for
church if you like.

Gray. [Putting himself in her hands] I did
promise him a lift.

SYpNEY. [Settling it] He can cut across the
flelds. [Aloud] Kit, what about a bone for the
angel? You might go and make love to Bassett.
[She puts the dog into his arms. They stroll off
together into the inner room.]

Kir, [Earnestly, as he goes out through the
baize door] He ought to be kept to biscuits,

SypNey. [Calling to kim] Just one to gnaw.
[Then, over her shoulder] Mother, the bells have
been going quite a while.

MARGARET. [7'0 GRray] Listen, don’t you love
them ?

Gray. Church bells?

MARGARFT. Wedding bells.

GrAY. Margaret, you've stepped straight out of
a Trollope novel. ]

Marcarer. [Flushing] T suppose you think I'm
gentimental.

GraY. No, but you're pure nineteenth century.

MaraareT. I'm not. [Zelephone bell rings] Oh!

Grav, There goes the twentieth. Don’t you
see how it makes you jump?

i SyoxNey has gone lo the telephone,
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Sypyey. Hullo! Hullo' .« . You rang me up.,
[She hangs up the receiver] “Sorry you have been
trubbled!” And it's sure to be someone trying to
get on,

GRAY. On Christmas morning ? Hardly! I say,
come along! The bells have stopped.

MARGARET. [In a strange voice] Yes, they stopped
when that other bell rang.

SypNey, Why, Mother, what’s the matter ?

Maraarer. [Blindly] Thoy stopped.

SypNey. I told you, darling, you're late.

Maraarer. Give me my furs. I'm cold. [Grav
helps her on with them.)

8y¥prEY. [Proud of her] They are lovely.

MaRGARET. [At the door, wistfully] It isn’t too
good to be true, is it ?

Gray. The furs?

Marcarer. Everything! You—oh, what a fool
I am ! [You hear Grav's laugh answering hers as
they go out logether, and the sound of the motor
driving away.]

SypNeY. [Subsiding on to the sofa, to Kit, who has
come in as the others go] I thought they'd never
get off. Mother has a way of standing around and
gently fussing—I tell you I'll be glad when next
week’s over. .

Kir. 80’1 I. T haven’t had a look in lately.

Sypney. [With an intimats glance] Not hsb
night? But it Aas been a job, running Mother, I'm-

“'bmé‘.gsmd and best man and family. hwyer nud .
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Juliet’s nurse all rolled into one—and a sort of
lightning conductor for Aunt Hester into the bar-
gain, That’s why I've had so little time for yom.
It's quite true what Gray was saying just now—
Mother ¢s nineteenth century, She’s sweet and
helpless, but she's obstinate too. My word, the time
she took making up her mind to get that divorce !

Kir. It's just about that that I've been wanting
to talk to you. You see—

BypNey, Well ?

Krr. You see—

SypNey. Hurry up, old thing!

Kir. Well, you see, when I got home last night
the governor was sitting up for me.

Sypnev. He would be.

Kir. And in the course of the row—you came in
to it.

S8ypxey. Oh, but he likes me,.

Kir. Yes, he was quite soothed when I said we
were engaged.

SypNev, Liar!

Kir. [Serenely] Oh, well—

8voney. [She finds his chuokle infectious] What
did he say ?

Krir. Oh, lots of rot, of course, about being too
young. But he was quite bucked really until—

SypNey., Well ?
. Kir. Well, I was a fool. I said something, quite
.hy chance, about your father, Then the fur began
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to fly, You see, it seems he thought your mother
was a widow—

ByoNey, [Ruffling up] What's it got to do with
him ?

Kir. Well, you see —

Svypyey, If you'd only make me see instead of
you-secing me all the time.

Krr. T'm afraid of hurting your feelings.

SypNpyY. I'm not nineteenth century.

Kir. [Desperately] Well, my people are.

SypNeY., Well ?

Kir. That’s the trouble—my people are! Father
promptly began about not seeing his way to—

Svyoxey. To what, Kit ?

Kir. To—to marrying them.

SypNeY, But I've never heard of anything so
crazy.

Krr. Of course, you know, there’s nothing to
worry about. There are heaps of clergymen who
will,

8ypnEY, My dear boy, if Mother isn’t married in
her own parish church she’ll think she’sliving in sin,

Kir. Well, there it is !

SypNey. But look here, the old rector knew all
about it. Do you mean to say that a new man can
come into our parish and insult Mother just because
his beastly conscience doesn’t work the same way
the old rector’s did? The divorce is perfectly
legal.

K. [In great discomfort] Yes, Father knows al]
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that. [Hopefully] Of course, I don’t see myself why
& registry office—

Sypney. If it were me I'd prefer it. Much less
fuss. But Mother wouldn’t.

Kir. But she ought to see—

SypNey. But she won’t. It's no use reckoning
on what people ought to be. You've got to deal
with them as they are.

Kir, [Quiltily] Well, I'm awfully sorry.

SypNey. It’s no use being sorry. We've got to
do something.

Kir. [Hopelessly] When once the old man gets
an idea into his head—

Sypxey, He'd better not let it out in front of
Mother. Gray’d half kill him if he did. And I
tell you this, Kit, what Gray leaves I'll account for,
even if he is your father. Poor little Mother !

Kir. Well I'm all on your side, you know that.
But of ecourse, Sydney, a clergyman needn’t re-marry
divorced people. It’sin that bill. The governor
was quoting it to-day.

SypNev. But doesn't he know the circumstances.

Kir. He only knows what I do.

SyopNey. One doesn't shout things at people,
naturally, But it’s nothing to be ashamed of, It’s
only that my unfortunate father has been in an
asylum ever since I can remember. Shell-shock. It
began before I was born. He never came home
again. Mother had to give up going to see him
even. It scemed to make him worse.
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Krr. Pretty tragic.

Syprev, Oh, for years now he hasn’t known any-
one, luckily. And he’s well looked after. He's
quite all right.

Kir. [Oncomfortably] You're & queer girl.

Syprev. But he is,

K1r. Yes—but—

SypNEY. What ?

Kir. Your own father—

SypneY. [Impatiently] My dear boy, I’ve never
even seen him. Oh, of course it’s very sad, but I
can't go about with my handkerchief to my eyes all
the time, can I?

Kir. Yes—but—

SypNEv. I hate cant.

Ki1. [Leaning over the back of the sofa, his hands.
playing with her chain] You little brute—you're
as hard as nails, aren’t you ?

SYDNEY. [Putting wup her face to him] Am I?
[ They kiss.] ‘

Miss Famgrieup. [Passing through] Really

*8ydney! Before lunch!

Kir. You know, old thing, sometimes I don’t feel
as if T should ever really get on with your annt.

8yoxey. [Dimpling] You'll have to if—

Kir. Good Lord! You don’t want her in the
house ! ‘

Svoxev. [Calmly] I must take her off Mothor‘

.sometimes. That's only fair, But she: shan’s-
worry you. - -
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Kir. 1 say, you're going to have things your own
‘way, aren't you ? '
“Byoxey. But of course I am, darling.

Kir, [Heavily] But look here—marriage is &
sort of mutual show, isn't it? We've got to pull
together.

Bypxey., Of course,

KiT. But suppose we come to a cross-roads, so to
speak ? '

SyYpNey, Well, somebody’ll have to give way,
won't they, darling ?

Kir. Hm! .

SypNey. My dear Loy, if you want a door-mat
you'd better look out for someone—someone like
poor dear Mother, for instance,

Kir. [Wiser than he knows] But you are like
ber, Sydney!

SYpNEY. Me? Do you think I'd let my daughter
run me the way I run Mother? Not much !

Miss Fairrierp. [Re-entering] I think I left
my—[ murnurs).

SYDNEY. [4side] It's no good. She's doing this
on purpose hLccause I cheeked her. You'd better
go, old man, Besides, they must be well through
. the anthem. ‘

. Kir. {Disturbed] Good Lord! 1 should think I
“had better go!

. SyomEv. [Going with him to the door] I say,
kesp your father quiet till I've had time to talk to
Gray. , .
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Kirr. Right! [He goes out.]

SypwNey. [Calling] Kit!

Kit. {Reappearing] Yes?

Syprey. Come round in the afterngon.

Krr. Right! [He goes out.]

Svpwev, [Calling] Kit!

Ki1r, [Reappearing] Yes?

SyprNey. I don't suppose there’ll ever be any
cross-roads.

Kir. Darling! [4 scufle. SyYDNEY reappears
patting her hair.]
© Mg  Fairrienp, I'm afraid I disturbed &
téte-a-téte.

Sypsey. [Sweetly] Oh, Auntie, whatever made
you think that?

Miss Farrrierp. But 1 really could’nt sit in the
drawing-room. There’s no fire. [She sits down
and opens her book).

SypNeY. [In a soft little voice, hums] ¢ When we
are married we'll have sausages for tea.”

Miss Fa1rriELD. Do you mind being quiet while
I read the service?

SvoNey. Sorry! [She lakes up some knitting.]

Miss FairrirLp. What are you doing ?

Sypxry. Tie for Kit.

Miiss Farrierp. Sydney! Needlework ‘on
Sunday ! g

Sypxey. Well, I can'tsit in the duwmg-room
sither if there’s no fire,

1
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Mma Fairrierp. There’s no need to lose your
‘tamper.

- SyoNev. [Out of patience] Here,ii’m going. [4s

she makes fog,the staircase the telephone gives a

broken tinkle.)

. Miss Farrierp. Sydney, I believe that tele-
phone’s going off !

8yoney, Yes, I'm sure it's someone trying to get
on, They’ve rung up once already.

Miss FaIrFIELD. Sydney, I won't be left to deal
withit. [Zhetelephone rings deafeningly.] There,
I told you so.

Sypxey. Well, it’s not my fault! [Ske takes of
the receiver] Hullo ! Hullo!, . . Yes. .. Yes . ..
Yes . . . [To her aunt] It’s a trunk call.

Miss FairrirLp, Who on earth—?

Sypney. Yes ... Hullo! ... Yes ..., Mrs,
. Fairfield’s out. Shall I take a message? . . . This
is Miss Fairfield speaking . . . All right, I'll hold
on ... [To her aunt] Auntie, it's from Bedford.
It’s about Father. [Info the telephone] Yes . . .
This is Miss Fairfield speakmg ««. What? .". .
Good Lord!

Miss FAIrrieLD. Sydney, don’t say “ Good Lord ” |

SypNEY, But you should have let Mrs, Fairfield
knoge! . . . Only this morning? Ob, I see . , .
No, we've heard nothing. When dld you find
o:ﬁ . What makes you—? I see ... No,
‘ho's not here . . . Of course we'd let you know
“s .+ « Then you'lllet us know at once if anything . . ,
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yes . . . Miss Fairfield, Mrs, Fairfield is going
away very soon. . . Thank you . .. Good-bye.

SypNEY hangs wup the recawer and turna
round.

Miss FarrrieLp, Well ?

Sypney. Father’s got away.

Miss FarFierp. What? Who spoke to you?

Sypxey. The head man—what’s his name?
Rogers! Frightfully upset.

Miss FairrieLp. I should think so. Why, the
poor fellow’s dangerous.

SypNey. Apparently he’s been very much better
lately, and this last week, a marked change, he says.

Miss FarrFieLp. [Agitated] You mean he's
getting well?

SypNey. Looks like it. Rogers was awfully
guarded but—apparently they'd already written to
Uncle Hugh and the solicitors,

Miss FaigrieLp, They ought to have written to
me,

SyoNer. Of course, they wouldn't write to
Mother—now—but we ought to have heard.

Miss Fairrienp, When did they miss him?

Sypxevr. This morning. Then a lot about its
being inexplicable and the precautions they thad
taken and so on. The fact remains that he has
managed {0 get away. .

Miss Fairrieip. It's disgraceful carelessness.

BroNey. Their theory is that he has suddenly
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come to himself. Is it possible, Auntie? Can it
“happen ? .

Migs Fairrierp. It’s quite possible. It does. It
was the same with my poor sister, Grace. After ten
years that was,

SvoNey, But the doctors said incurable.

Miss Faivrienp. The Almighty’s greater than the
doctors. And nerves—nerves are queer things, I
nursed your Aunt Grace. Well, I always told your
mother to wait,

SYpNEY. [Struck] Is that a fauct about Aunt
Grace? 'Was she out of her mind teo?

Miss FairrieLp. She never had to be sent away.

Sypxey. Nobody ever told me.

Miss Fawrrierp., There's something in most
families.

Sypxey, But with Father—wasn’t it shell-shock ?

Miss Fairriery. Il was brought on by shell-shack.

SvoNey. D'you mean that in our fdmily there's
insanity?

Miss Famwrierp. [Fidgeting] That's not the way
to talk. But we're nervy, all of us, we're nervy,
Your poor father would have been no worse than
the rest if it hadn’t been for the war.

Sypxey, [Slowly] What do you mean, “ nervy”?

Miss Farvierp. [ With a sidelong glance] I mean
the way you're taking this.

Syoxey. [Sharply] How aw I taking it?

Myss FalRFiELD, |[rritated] Well, look at you
now,
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Syoney. [Coldly] T'm perfectly under control
. Miss Fairrierp., That’s it. It’s not natural. ‘

Syoxey. [Slowly] You mean, I shouldn't bother
to control myself if— )

Miss Fairrierp, [Hastily] You're too young to
think about such things. ‘

Sypxey, —if I weren't afraid, you mean. Did
Mother know—when she married ?

Miss Farrrierp, I tell you there are troubles in
every family, but one doesn’t talk about them.

Sypney. But did she #now the trouble was in-
sanity?

Miss Fairrieep, [Shortly] I don’t know,

Sypxey, Did Father?

Miss FatrrieLv. One always knows in a general
sort of way,

Sypwey. [Relentlessly] Am I nervy?

Miss FairrieLp. Young people don’t have nerves,

Bypwey, Insanity! A thing you can hand on!
And I told Kit it was shell-shock !

Miss Farrrierp. I don't see what difference it
makes to Christopher.

SypxeY. You don’t see what difference—? You
don't see—? [To herself] But I see [Thers is a.
pause] Aunt Hester, suppose Father really gets
well—? .

Miss Fairrierp, Well ?

. BypNey. Whatever will he do? . .
- Miss Farezip. It's & question of -what ,!our
mother will do. R
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Syprev. Bub it won’t have anything to do with
Motha.l
. Miss FarrrieLD. [Grimly] Won't it?
Sypxey. What on earth are you driving at?
Miss Farsriewp. I can’t discuss it with you.
Sypxey. Why not?
Miss Fairrierp. You're too young.
Bypxey. I'm old enough to be engaged.
Mies Farrrienp. You're not engaged.
Syprey. [Insolently] Kissed then. You saw
tha.t half an hour ago, didn't you? I might just as
~well say I can’t discuss it with you because you're
too old.
~M1ss Farrr1erp, How dare you speak to me like

that ?

SYDNEY. [Beside herself ] Oh, are all old people
such stone walls ? Here's a shadow, here’s a trouble,
here’s a ghost in the house—and when I aek you
.what shall I do, you talk about your blessed
dignity !

Miss Farrrierp. [Rising] This is the second
time in one morning that you have driven me out of
the room.,

SByoNeY [Wringing her hands] Well, I'm sorry!
‘But I'm 80 worried. Don'’t you see I've got to keep
it off Mother ? and Kit! Oh, I've got to tell Kit!
[Following her irresolutely] Auntie, if you'd only be
-decent [But Miss FAIRFIELD has gone out, SYDNEY
::’wm back into the room] If 1 only knew what to

dot
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She stands hesitating. Then she goss to the

tolephone : makes @ movement as if to take it
down but checks herself, shaking her head.
She comes back to the sofa at last and flings
herself down on it, fidgeting with the cushions
and frowning. She i8 roused by the click of
a latch as the French window tn the tnner
room 18 softly opened, and HiLArY FAIRFIELD
steps over the thresholld. Ife is a big, fresh-
coloured man with grey hair and bowed
shoulders. In speech and movements he is
quick and jerky, inclined to be boisterous,
but pathetically easy to check. This he
knows himself, and he has, indeed, an air of
being always in rebellion against his own
habit of obedience. He comes in, ireading
softly, his bright eyes dancing with excite-
ment, like a child gstéing ready to spring o
surprise on eomebody. Something in the
Jashion of the empty room (for he does not
see SYDNRY crouching in the cushions) dis-
concerts him. He hesitates. The happy
little smile fades. His eya wanders from one
object to another and he moves about, recog-
nising a picture here, fingering there an
unfamiliar hanging, as it were losing and
JSinding himself a dozen times in his progress
round the room. Ile comes to a stand at

- lagt before the fire-place, warming his hands.

Then he takes out a pipe and with the other
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hand feels absently along the mantel-piece for
the satches. SYDNEY, who has been waitch-
ing him with a sort of breathless sympathy,
says softly :—

SypNey What are you looking for ?

Hivary, They've moved my—[with a start] eh?
[He turns sharply and sees her] Meg! It’s Meg!
[With a rush] Oh, my own darling!

SypNEY. [MHer confidence in her power to deal
with the situation suddenly gons] TI—I'm not Meg.

Hivary. |Boisterously] Not Meg! Tell me I
don’t know Meg ! [SYDNEY gives @ nervous schoolgirl
giggle] EW? [Then, his voice changing completely]
No, it’s not Meg. [Uneasily] I beg your pardon.
I thought you were—another girl. T’ve been away
a long time.

SypNey. Whom do you want ?

Hicary. [Startled again] There, you see, it's
her voice too, Who are you?

SYDNEY. [Fencing] How did you get in,

Hirary. Tool-shed gate. [Louder] Who are
you?

Svpxey. Where have you come from ?

Hinary. Bedford. Took a car. [Lashing him-
self into an agitation] Who are you?

SyoNey. Whom do you want to see ?

Hivary. [Losing all control] Who are you?

Syoxey. |[Slowly] I think I'm your daughter.
[HiLAry stares at her blankly. Then he bursts out
laughing.] ‘
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Hivary. Daughter! Daughter! By God, that’s
-good! My wife isn’t my wife, she’s my daughter!
And my daughter’s seventeen and I'm twenty-two.

Sypxey. You're forgetting what yem and
years—

Hivary. Yes, of course. It's years and years.
It's a life-time. It's ny daughter’s lifetime. What's
your name—daughter ? '

SypNEY. Sydney.

Hivary. Sydney. Sydney, eh? My mother was
Sydney. I like Sydney. I—[catching af his
dignity] I suppose we're rather a shock to each
‘other—Bydney.

SypNey. No. Youre not a shock to me. But
Pm afraid—

HiLary. [Breaking in] Is my—? Is your—?
Where's Margaret ?

SypNEv. At church,

.HiLary. Back soon, eh?

Sypney. Yes, that’s why I'm afraid—

Hivary. [Unheeding] I might go to meet her,eh?
~ Svoney. [Quickly] Ob, T wouldn’t. Come and
sit down and wait for her and talk,

Hivary. [Obediently] Very well. [He sits down
beside her on the sofa. They look at each other. Ha
says shyly] I say, isn't this queer?

. Syopxry, It makes me want to cry.

" Hipary. Why? That’sallover. Laugh! Laugh'
That's $he thing to do, What a lovely room this is!
1 can't say I like the new paper—or the curtains!

-



“sbr:1 A BILL OF DIVORCEMENT 33

. Svowey, [Quickly] Yos, T liked the old red
_'ones, too. [ Then, with an effort] Thone——arent
" the only changes. Everything changes—

Hiuary. [Swiftly] Bet you Aunt Hester hasn't,
eh? [They look at each other and laugh.] AndI
bet you—I say, is your mother such a darling
still?

SypNey, [Recalled to the business befors her,
brusquely] Look here—Father—

Hiragy., [Savouringit] ¢ Father!” « Father "
Well?

SyuNey. We've got to talk. We've got to geb
things straight before she comes back.

HivAry. [His eye and lLis attention beginning fo
wander] Back soon, eh ? 'Why has Meg moved the
clock? Tt was much better where we putit. Must
get it put back. Nearly one. Ble’s late, isn’t she?
I—I really think, you know, I'll go out and meet
your mother.

SypNey. [duthoritatively] You're to stay here.

HiLary., [Beginning obedicntly] Very well—
[He flares suddenly] Tl do as I like about that.

SypNev. [Passionately] T11 not have you
frighten her.

Hivary. I? [He smiles securely.]

Sypyey. Can’t you realise what the shock—?

Hivary, [Blissfully] Never known anyone die
of joy yet !

Svpwev. Father, youdon’t understand! You and -
mothcr——

L ¥
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Hirary. [Geiting irritated] Look here, this is
nothing to do with you—

Syprey. But you mustn't—

HiLArY [Violenily] Now I tell you I'm not going
to be hectored. I won’tstand it. I've had enough
of it. D'you hear? I've had enough of it.

SypxNey. If you talk to my mother like thig—

HivLary, [Softening] Meg understands.

SypNey [Jealously] So do I understand.

Hivary. I believe you do. You got wild all in a
momént.% That’s my way, too. It means nothing.
Meg can’t see that it means nothing. But it makes
a man wild, you know, to be dragooned when he's
as sane as—my God, I am sane! That's all over,
isn't it? I am sane. Daughter!

Sypxey. [Watching him] Father?

Hicary. Don't let me get—that way, It's bad.
Help me to go slow. I'm as well as you are, you
know. But it’s new. It only happened to-day—
like a curtain lifting. [Confidentially] You see I
was standing in the garden—

SypNey. I can’t conceive how you got away.

Hiuary, Led. Like Peter out of prison. I
went through the gate, openly. Their eyes were
blinded. [With a complete change of ione] Pure
luck, you know. There were visitors going out—
and I nipped along with them, talking. No-one
spotted me. I wouldn’t have believed it possible.
Heaps of us—of them, I mean—have tried, you
know. - ‘
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Syprev. But you'd no money.

Hivary. [ Whimsically] I took the first taxi I
saw. Promised him double. He’s at the lower
gate now, waiting to be paid.

Sypney. Father, dear/ Ticking away the tup-
pences! We're not millionaires!

Hivary. [Carelessly] Your mother'll see to it.
| Sound of a motor horn] That’s him! I suppose
he’s got tired of waiting and come round.

Syp¥ey. No, no! That'll be Mother. Yon
mustn’t stop here. You must let me tell her.
You must let me tell her first. [She goes out
hurriedly.)

Hivary. Your mother, is it? Your mother,eh?
Here—child—a wvinute, give me a minute! give me
a minute ! ”

MARGARET. [4s she./cmn.es in] No—he couldn't.
But he’s coming round directly after lunch—Hilary !

Hivary. [Like a man who can't see] Meg! Ts it
Meg? Meg, I've come home.

MaRGARET. [Terrified] Sydney, don't go away!

Syoxey. It's all right, Mother!

Hivary. Meg!

MaRcARET. But they said—they said—incurable.
They shouldn’t have said—incurable.

Hivary. What does it matter? I'm well. I'm
well, Meg! I tell you—it came over me like a
lantern flash—Ilike a face turning to you. I wasin
the garden, you know—Ilost. I was a lost soul—
outcast! No hope. I can never make anyone
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understand. I was never like the rest of them.
T was sane, always—but—the -face was tarned
‘away.

SyoNEY. What face?

Hivary. The face of God.

MARGARET. Sydney—is he—?

Sypnev.—It’s all right, Mother! That isn't

. madness. He’s come to himself.

‘MaRr@ARreT. Then—then—what am I to do?

HiLarY. What's that? [He comes nearer.]

MaRrGARET., I—I—

Hivary. [Staring at her] You don’t say a word.
One would think you weren’t glad to seeme. Aren’t
you glad to see me?

MARGARET. Of course—glad —you poor Hilary!

* - Hirary. If you knew what it is to say to myself—
Y'm at home! That place—!

MARGARET. [Mechanically] Ob, bub thers was
every comfort,

Hivarv. Hell! Hell!

MARGARET. [Insisting] But they were good to
you? -

Hirary, Good enough,

MaroARgr. [In acuts distress] They dndu’t-—xll-

*treat— ?

SYDNEY. Mother, you know you did the very
best—

Hivary. If it had been heaven—-what difference

. doe# it make? I wasa dead man. Do you know:
. what the dead do in heaven? They sit on their:
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golden chairs and sicken for home. Why did you
‘never come ?

Maraarer. They wouldn't let me. It made you
worse. '

Hirary. Because I wanted you so.

MarGARET. Bub you didn’t know me,

Hivary. My voice didn't—and my speech-and my
actionsdidn’t. But I knew you. Meg—Dbehind the
curtain—behind the dreams and the noises, and the
abandonment of God-—I wanted you. - I wanted—I
wanted— [He puts his hand to hig head.] Took
here—1I tell you we mustn’t talk of these things.
It’s not safe, I tell you. When I talkI see a black
hand reaching up through the floor—do you see ?
there—through the widening crack of the floor—
to catch me by the ankle and drag—drag—

Sypney, Father—Father—go slow!

MaRrGARET. [Terrified] Syduey !

SypNey, It's all right, Mother! We'll manage.

HiLary. [Turning to her] Yes, you tell your
mother. I'm all right! You understand thaf,
don’t you? Once it was a real hand. Now I know
it's in my mind. T tell you, Meg, P'm well. But
it’s not safe to think about anything but— Oh, my
dear, the holly and the crackle of the fire and the
snow like a veil of peace on me—and you like the
- S0QW-—80 8till—

He comes Lo her with oulstretched arms,

Maraarer [Faint  No—no—no—
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. Hivary. |[Ezalted] Yes—yes—yes! [He catohes
-her to him.)

Marcarer. For pity’s sake, Hilary— |

BasserT. [Entering] Lunch is served, Ma'am !

Marcarer. [Helplessly] Sydney?

SyYpNEY. Lay an extra cover. This—my—this
gentleman is staying to lunch.

Hivary. [Doisterously] Staying to Junch! to
lunch! That's a good joke, isn’t it? T say, listen!
T'm laughing. Do you know, I'm laughing? It's
blossed to laugh. Staying to lunch ! Yes, my girl!
Lunch and tea and supper and breakfast, thank
God! and for many a long day !

CURTAIN.
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ACT 11.

The curtain rises on M ARGARET'S drawing-room. It
in prettily furnished i1 o gentle, white-walled,
water-colowr-in-golid-frame fashion, and is full
of fowers. In one rorner is @ parrot in a
cuge, and near o« Miss FAIRFIELD'S arm-chair
and fool-stool and work-table. The fire-place
has w white sheepshin i front of it, and brass
Sire-trows : on the mantel-piece is o gilt clock
and wmany pholoyraphs. At right angles to the
Sfire a low empire couch vuns out iuto the room,
There 15 @ hint of SYDNEY in the ultra-modern
cushionry withwhich itis piled.  As the curtain
goes up BASBETT 13 showinyg tn Gway MEREDITH.

BasserT. They're still at lunch, Sir.

GRAY. |Glancing at the clock] They're late.

Bassert. It's the visitor, Sir. He’s kept them
talking.

Grayx. Visitor?

BasserT. Yes, Sir, a strange gentleman, Will
you take coffee, Sir? ,

GrAaY. I may as well go in and have it with them.

BasseTr. The mistress said, would you not, Sir,
She'd come to you.

Grav. [4 litile surprised] Oh, very well.
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Basserr. T'lltell Miss 8ydney yon’ve come, Sir,

Grav, [Lifting kis eyebrows] Tell Mra. Fairfield,

BasseTr. Miss Sydney said T was to tell her too,‘
Sir, quietly.

Gray, [Pursled] Is—? [He checks an zmpulu to
question the servant] All right !

Basserr. Thank you, Bir.,

She goes out, leaving the door open, There is
a slight pause, MARGARET comes in
hurriedly, shutting the door behind her,

Grav, [Smiling] Well, what’s the mystery ?

Maraager. Gray, he’s come back |

Gray. Who?

Marcarer. Hilary!

Gray. [Lightly] Hilary ? What Hilary? Hilary!

Marcarer. Yes,

Gray. Good God!

MarcaRer. He got away, He came straight
here. I found him with Sydney.

Gray. Don’t be frightened. T'm here, Is he
" dangerous?
MarGAReT. No, no, poor fellow! :
Gray. You can’t be sure. Anyway, I'd better
.. take charge of him while you phone the asylum,

;. No, that won’t do, there are no trains, We must

" ring up the authorities.
*'MargaReT. Oh, no, Gray! ’

. Gray, It nob pleasant, but it's the ouly thmg.
tode. v

v e’
‘ Con
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Maraarer. You don’t understand.

GrAy. There’s only one way to deal with an
escaped lunatic.

MarcARET. But he’s not. He's well.

' GraY. What's that?

Manaarer. He's well. He knows me. He—

Grav. I don't believe it.

MarGARET. Do you think I want to believe it?
Oh, what a ghastly thing to say!

Gray. This has nothing to do with you. Hehas
nothing to do with you. Leave me to deal with
him. [He yoes torards the door.]

MARGARET, Where are you going ?

Gray. 'Phoning for Dv. Alliot to begin with.

MARGARET. Sydney’s done that already.

Gray. Sydney’s head’s on her shoulders.

Marcarer. He'll be here as soon as he can. He
could always manage Hilary.

Gray. You'd better go up to your room.

Marcarer. No.

GraY. Don’t take it too hard. It'll be over in
an hour. We'll get him away quietly, poor devil.

MargareT. But it's no good, Gray, he’s well
We've been on to the asylum already. They say
we should have heard in a day or two even if he
hadn’t got away.

Grav. Really well? .

Marcarer. The old Hilary—voice and ways and
—oh, my God ! what am I to do?

‘Grav. Do? You?

-
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MARGARET. Don’t you see, he knows nothmg?..
His hair's grey and he talks as he talked at twenty.
It's horrible.

GraY. What do you mean, he knows nothing ?

MarcareT. About the divorce. About you and
me. He thinks it’s all—as he left it.

Grav. [Incredulously] You've said nothing ?

MaroAreT. He's like a lost child come home.
Do you think I want to send him crazy again?
He— ‘ .
Gray. [With a ceriain anger] You've said
nothing ?

MaRGARET. Not yet.

Gray, You'll come away with me at once.

MarGARET. I can’t. I've got to think of Hilary.

Gray. You've got to think of me.

MagrGARET. I am you. But I've done him so
much injury— ‘

Gray. Yow've done Fairfield injury? You hbtla
saint !

MAaRGARET, Saint? I'm a wicked woman, I'm
wishing he hadn’t got well. I'm wishing the doctors
will say it's not true. In my wicked heart I'm
calling down desolation on my own husband.

Gray. You have no husband. You're ma.rrymg‘
me in a week. You're mine. '

MaBGARET. I'm afraid—

Gray. Whose are you? Answer me.

Mmus'r Yours,

. Geay., You know it?,
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Maraarer. I know it. ‘

GRay. Then never be afraid again. -

Marearer. No, not when you'rerhere. I'm not
afraid when you're here. But I must be good to
Hilary. ~ You see that?

Gray. What good is “ good ” to him, poor devil?

MARGARET. At least I'll break it gently.

Grav. Gently? That’s just like a woman, All
you can do for him is to come away now.

Marearer. How can I? He'’s got to be told.

Ggay. Then let me tell him.,

MarGAReT. No, no! From you, just from you,
it would be wanton. I won't have cruelty.

Gray. We'll go straight up to town and get
married at once. That'll settle everything.

MARrGARET. You mustn’t rush me. I've got to
do what’s right.

Ggrav. It is right. There’s nothing else to be
done. You can't stay herec.

MaRGARET. No,.I can't stay here. Don't let me
stay here,

Gray. Come with me. The car'’s outside. You
say Alliot will be here in ten minutes. Leave him
a note. He's an old friend as well as a doctor,
Lot him deal with it if you won’t let me.

. Marcarer. Ob, can’t you see that I must tell
Hilary myself ?
 Gmay. [dngrily] Women are meomprehensible'

- Magcarer. It's men who are uncomprehending,

'Gm’b you feel that it’ll hurt him less from me ?
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Grav. I#1l hurt him ten thousand times more.

. Margarer. But differemtly. It's the things one
might have said thas fester. At least I'll spare him
that torment. He shall say all he wants to say.

Gray [Blackly] 1 suppose the truth is that
there’s something in the very hest of women that
enjoys a scene.

Marearer. That’s the first bitter thing you've
ever said to me.

GRrav. |Breaking out] Can’t you see what it does
to me to know you are in the same house with him ?
For God’s sake come out of it!

Marcarer. [Close to him] I want to come, now,
this moment. I want to be forced to come.

Gray. That settles it.

MARGARET. [Eluding him] ButImustn’t! Don’t
you see that I mustn't? I can’tleave Sydney to lay
my past for me,

Gray. Your past is dead.

MarGARET. ITts ghost’s awake and walking.

HiLary's VoicE. Meg! Meg!

MAaRGARET. [Clinging to him] Listen, it's calling
to me.

Hivary's Voice. Meg, where are you?

MaRGARET. It's too late! I'm too old! Ishall
pever get away from him. I told you it was too
good to be true.

Gray. [Deliberatsly matier-of-fact] Listen to
me! ' I am going home now. There are orders to
be given. I must getsome money and papers, - But
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1 shall be back here in an hour. I give you just
that hoar to tell him what you choose. After that
you'll be ready to come.

Magraarer, If—if I've managed—

Gray. There’sno if. You're coming.

Marcarer. Am I coming, Gray ?

Hivary. [Entering from the hall] Meg, Sydney
said you'd gone to your room. Hullo! What's
this? Who's this? Doctor, eh? I've been ex-’
pecting them down on me. [7o Gray] It's no
good, you know. T'm as fit as you are. Any test
you like,

MargAReT, Mr. Meredith called to sec me,
Hilary! He's just going.

Hivary. Oh, sorry! [He walks to the fire and
stands warming his hands, but watching them over
Tis shoulder.]

GRraY. [4¢ the door, in a low voice to MARGARET]
I don't like leaving you.

MARGARET. Youmust! It'sbetter! But—come
back quickly !

Gray. You'll be ready ?

MarGarer. I will. [GRAY goes out.]

Hruary., [Uneasily] Who's that man?

Maraarer. His name’s Gray Meredith.

_ Hivuary. What's he doing here?

MarcareT. He’s an old friend.

BHirary, I don’t know him, do I?

Maraarer. It's since you were ill. It's the Jast
five years, .
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Hitary, He's in love with yon! I tell you, the
man’s in love with you! Do you think I'm so dazed
and crazed I can't see that? You shouldn’t let him,
Meg! You're such a child you don’t know what
you're doing when you look and emile— '

MARGARET. [In a strained voice] Ido know, [She
stands guite still in the middle of the room, her head
lifted, a beautiful woman.]

Hivary. [Staring at her] Lord, I don't wonder
at him, poor brute! [Stll staring] Meg, you've
changed.

MARGARET. [Calching at the opening] Yes,
Hilary. ‘

Hivary, Taller, more beautiful—and yet I miss
something.

MaRGARET. [Urging him on] Yes, Hilary.

Hivany, [Wistfully] —something you unsed to
have—kind—a kind way with you. The child’s got
it. Sydney—my daughter, Sydney! She’s more
" you than you are. You—you've grown right up—

away—beyond me—haven't you?

Marcarer. Yes, Hilary.

Hitary, But I'm going to catch up, You'll help
me to catch up with you—Meg? [She doscen’t
answer.] Meg! waitforme! Meg, whereare you 2

" Why don’t you bold out your hands ? o

. MaRGARET. [Wrung for him] T can't, Hilury 13

o My bandn are full, -
Hisany. [His tone lightening into relier]: WM
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Sydney? She’ll be off in no time. She's told me
about the boy—what’s his name—Kit—already.
" *. MARGARET. It's not Sydney.

Hivary, What? [Crescendo] Eh? What are
you driving at ? What are you trying to tell me?
‘What's changed you? Why do you look at me side-
ways? Why do you flinch when I speak loudly?
Yes—and when I kissed you— It'sthatman! [He
goes up to her and takes her by the wrist, ataring
into her face,] Isittrue? You?

Marefrer. [Pitifully] T've done nothing wrong.
T'm trying to tell you. I only want to tell you and
make you understand. Hilary, fifteen years is a
long time—

Hivary, [Dully] Yes. Isuppose it's a long time
for a woman to be faithful.

MaRGARET., That’s it! That's the whole thing !
If I'd loved you it wouldn’t have been long— .

Hivarwy. [Violently, crying her down] You did
love me onve,

MaRGARET, [Beaten] Did I—once? I don't
know-—

There is a silence.

" Hivawry. | Without cxpression] What do you ex-
pect me to do? Forgive you?

Maraarer, [Stung] There’s nothing to forgive,
{Softening] Oh, so much, Hilary, to forgive each
" other ; but not that.

. Hizary, [More and more roughly as he lou;
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control of himself] Divorce you then ? Because I'l
not do that! TI'll have no dirty linen washed in the
courts.

MARGARET [Forced into the open] Hilary, I
divorced you twelve months ago.

Hivary. [Shouting] What? What? What?

MaraageT. I divorced you—

Hivary, [Beside himself] You're mad! You
couldn’t do it! You'd no cause! D’you think I'm
to be put off with your lies? Am Iachild? Youd
no cause! Oh, I see what you're at. You want to
confuse me. You want to pull wool over wy cyes.
You want to drive me off my head—drive me mad
again, Youdevil! You devil! You shan't do it,
TI've got friends— Sydney! where's that girl
[Shouting] Sydney! Hester! Al of you! Come
here! Come here, I say! [SyDNey opens the
drawing room door.]

Sypxey. Mother, whatisit? [Sheenters, followed
by Miss FairFierp. 7o Hipary—)] What are you
doing? You're frightening her.

Hivary. [Wildly] No, no! You're not on her
side. You're little Sydney—kind—my Sydney!
What did you say—go slow, eh! Keep your hand
here—cool, cool. {7hen as SYDNEY, breaking from
him, makes a movement to her mother| Stand away
from that woman !

MARGARET. Sydney, humour him,

Hivary. [A¢ white heat] What was I calling you
for, eh? Ob, yes, a riddle. I've got a riddle fer
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you. There was a man at that place—used to ask
riddles—the moon told ’em to him. Just such a
white face whispering out of the blue—lies! He
couldn’t find the answers—sent him off his head.
But I know the answer. When’s a wife not a wife,
eh? Want to know the answer? [Pointing to
MaraareT] When she's this—this—this ! [Confi-
dentially| She’s poisoning me.
Miss FairvieLp, Now, Hilary! Hilary l—

Hivary. Sydney, come here! I'll tell you.
[Sypwev standy torn hetween the tuwa.]

Miss Farrrienp. What have you done to him,
Margaret?

MARGARET. I've told him the truth.

Miss FarrrIeLp. God forgive you!

Hivany. [Raving] 1 tell you she’s pouring poison
into my ear. You remember that fellow in the
play—and his wife? That's what she’s done. If
1 told you what she said to me, you'd think I was
mad, And that’™s what she wants you to think.
She wants to get rid «f me. She’s got a tame cat
about the place [m in the way. And so she
comes to me, d'vou sce. and tells me—what do you
think? She savs she’s 1ot my wife, What do you
think of that?

Miss FAIRrFIELD. |(rindy] You may well ask.

Magrearer. | f'o Svoyey | He won’t listen—

SYpNEY, Siv down, darling! You're shaking.

Mancager. He's always had these rages, It's



50 A BILL OF DIVOB.C‘EMEN‘T ‘-'m it

my fault. I began at the wrongend." Hxlary—-»xt’i '
not—I'm not what you think.

Hrunr Then what was that man domg in my
house ? '
MareareT. In a weck I'm going to marry him.

Hivary. D’you hear her? To me she says thin!
Is she mad or am I?
Maraager. [Desperately] I tell you there’s been
& law passed—
Mise FairrFieLp, No need for him to know that
now, Margaret !
SypNer. Of course he has to know,
Miss FairFierp. Not now.
MARGARET. [On the defensive] I don’t know what
you mean, Aunt Hester !
Misgs FairrieLp. Let us rather thank God that
he has come back in time.
MargARzT. [Uneasy] In time? In time?
Mies Fairrierp. To snatch a brand from the
burning, ,
MareaRET. I'm a free woman. I've got my
divorce. ,
Misg Faigrigrp. Whom God hath joined let no
man put asynder.
MaRGARET [At bay] T'm a free woman. I'm’
going to marry Gray Meredlth This is 4 tnp!
Bydney ! ~
. Mi1ss FairrieLD, Is thu talk for a young gxrl tol‘
hear? ‘
MAaGuwr Sydney, you re to fotch Gruy
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Hitisy [ With weak molmu] It he comes here
1l kill him.

‘MaRGARET. [Catehing SypNEyY back] No, no!

. D'you hear him? What am I to do?-

Sypxey. It's all right, Mother! We'll manage
somehow,

Basserr. {Entering] Dr. Alliot is in the hall,
ma'am,

Marcarsr. [With a gasp of rahef] Ask him to
come in here. At once.

Dy, Alliot trots in. He i8 a pleasant, round-
aboud, elean littls old man, with a twinkling
face and brisk chubby niovements of the hands.
He is upright and his voice is sirong. He
wears his seventy odd years like a good joke
that he ezpects you to keep up, in spite of the
Jact that he is really your own age and
understands you betier than you do yourself.
But behind his comfortable manner is a hint
of authority which has ite effect, especially
on HiLary.

Dr. Auuior. What's all this T hear? - Well, well |
(Gtoed afterncon, Mrs, Fairfield! Good afternoon,
© Miss Fairfield! Merry Christmas, Sydney! Now
~ then, now for him! Welcome back, Fairfield !
" "Welcome back, my boy ! ‘

‘o Hinary. It's—it's old Alliot, isn't i4?
. Dn: AuLior. Your memory’s all right I see. -
o', "HiLagy. T suppose they’ve sent for you—
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Dr. Aruior. Well, well, you ses, yon've arrived
rather unconventionally. I've been in touch with—

Hivary. That place?

De. Artior. Why, yes! You may have to go
back, you know. Formalities! Formalities!

Hivary. I don't mind. T'm well. I'm well
Alliot! I'm not afraid of what you'll say. I'm
not afraid of any of you.

Dr. Arnior. Well, well, well! that sounds
hopeful.

Hivary. But I ean’t go yet, Doctor.

Dr. Arrior. Only for a day or two.

Hivary. It's my wife. I lost my temper. I do
lose my temper. It means nothing. Go slow, eh?
My wife's ill, Doctor. She’s not right in her head,

Dr. Arutor, [Alert] Ah!

Hivary. [With a wave of his hand] So are the
rest of them. Mad as hatters.

Dr. Arvior. Hm |

Hivagy, [Checked, glances at him keenly a
moment. Then chuckling] Oh, youw're thinking
that’s a delusion.

Dz. Aruior. [Humouring him] Betweenyou and
me, it's a common one.

Hivary. [Half flattered] Ah,we know,don’t we?
Berved in the same shop, eh? Only the counter
between us.

' De. ALLioT. [Feeling his way] Well, well—

Hitary. But look here! Bhe says she’s not my

wife,
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De. Avrtor. [Enlightened] Oh! Oh, that's the
trouble !

Hivary. Bhe says she’s not my wife,

Dg. Avvior. [Soberly] I's a hard case, Fairfield.

Hivary. What d’you mean by that?

Ds. Arntor. 1t'sthe old wisdom of the scape-goat
—it is expedient—how does it go? expedient—?

SypNey. “Ttis expedient that one man should die
for the people.”

Dr. Avuior. That’s it! A hard word, but a
true one.

Hinary. What has that got to do with me?

Dr. ALnioT. Well, the sitvation is this—

Hivary. There is no situation. 1 married Meg.
I fell ill. Now I'm well again. I want my wife.

Dr. ArLior, Why, yes—yes—

Hivary. [Picking it up irritably] * Yes—yes—"
“Yes—yes—" I suppose that’s what you call
humouring a lunatic.

Dr. Arvior. Why, I hope to be convinced,
Fairfield, that that trouble’s over, but—

Hiuary. But you're going to lock me up agsin
because I want my wife,

Dr. Arnior. [Patiently] Will you lot me put the
case to you ?

"HiLary. You can put fifty cases. It makes no
difference.

Bypwey. [Af his elbow, softly] Father, I'd listen.
~ Hiuary. [Slipping his arm through hers] Eh?
Bydney ? that you? You'renot against me, Sydney ?
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' Byowev. Nobody’s against you. We only want
: you to listen.

Hizagy. Well, out with it! .

Dr. Arutor. D'you remember—can you throw
your mind back to the beginning of the agitation
.against the marriage laws? No, you were a school-
boy—

Hivary. Deceased wife’s sister, eh? That's the
law that lets a man marry his sister-in-law and
won’t let & woman wmarry her brother-in-law,
Pretty good, that, for your side of the counter.

Dr. Arrror. Well, well, that hardly matters now.

Hivary, It shows what your rotten, muddle-
headed laws are worth, anyhow.

8YoNEY. Father.

Hinary. All right! Go ahead! Go aliead!

Dr. Aruior. Well, as the result of that agitation
—and remember, Hilary, what thousand, thousand
tragedies must have had voice in such an outery—
& commission was appointed to enquire into the
working of the divorce laws., It made its report,
recommended certain drastic reforms, and there, I -

" suppose, a8 is the way with commissions, would have
been the end of the sub;ect if it hadn’s bean for
the war-—and the war marriages, .

Hinapy [Lowmng] So that’s where I come int
Mgrga.ret, is that where I come in?

' De. Avvror. Naver, I suppose, in one doc;de
‘were there €0 many young murnageu. Happy?
‘that's another thing!' Marry in haste— - -
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" MaBGARET. They weren’t all happy.

D=, Anvior. But they were young, those boys
.aud girls who married. As young as Kit, and as-
impatient a8 Sydney. And thatsaved them, That
young, young gemeration found out, out of their
own unhappiness, the war taught them, what peace
couldn’t teach us—that when conditions are evil it
is not your duty to submit—that when conditions
sreevil, your duty, in spite of protests, in spite of
sentiment, your duty, though you trample on the
bodies of your nearest and dearest to do it, though
you bleed your own heart white, your duty is to see
that those conditions are changed. If your laws
forbid you, you must change your laws. If your
church forbids you, you must change your church;
and if your God forbids you, why then, you must

change your God.

Miss Farrrierp. And we who will not change ?

MarGARET. Or cahnot change— ?

Dr. Aruior. Stifle. Like a anake that can't cast
its skin. Grow or perish—it’s the law of life. And
s0, when this young generation—yours, not mine,
Hilary—decided that the marriage laws were, I
won't say evil, but outgrown, they set to work to
oh&ngo them.

" Muss Farsrierp. You needn't think it was with-
out protest, Hilary. I joined the anti-divorce

league myself.

Dr. Arsior, No, it wasn't withoat probenh Mra.
“Grundy and the churches are protesting still. But
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in spite of protest, no man or woman to-day is
bound to a drunkard, an habitual criminal, or—

Hivrary. Or—?

Dr. Arnior. Or to a partner who, as far as we
doctors know—

Hinarv, But you can’t be sure!

Dr. AruioT. I sayasfar as we know, is incurably
insane—in practice, is insane for more than five
years.

HiLary. And if he recovers? Look at me!

Dr. Arrtor. [With a sigh}-+It is expedient— "

Hiuary. And you call that justice!

MARGARBT. At least call it mercy. All the days
of your life to stand at the window, Hilary, and
watch the sun shining on the other side of the road
—it’s hard, it’s hard on a woman.

Dz, ALtioT. At least call it common sense. Ifa
man can’t live his normal life, it’s as if he were
dead. If he’s an incurable drunkard, if he’s shat
away for life in prison—

Hizary. But I'm not a drunkard. T'm not a
convict, I've done nothing. 1've been to the war,
to fight, for her, for all of you, for my country, for
this law-making machine that I've callsd my
country. And when I’ve got from it, not honour-
able scars, not medals and glory, but sixteen years
in hell, then when I get out again, then the country
T've fought for, the laws I've fought for, the woman
T'we fought for, they say to me, ““As yot've done.
without her for fifteen years you can do without
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her altogether.” That's what it is. When I was
helpless they conspired behind my back to take
away all I had from me. [70 Maraarer] Did I
ever hurt you? Didn’t T love you? Didn’t you
love me? Could I help being il1? What have I
done?

SyoNey. You died, Father.

MarcaRer. Sydney, don’t be cruel.

Miss FairrieLp. Ah, we cry after the dead, but
I've always wondered what their welcome back
would be.

Hirary. Well, you know now.

Dr. Avvior. T don’t say it isn’t hard—

Hivary. Ah, you don’t say it isn’t hard. That
good of you. That’s sympathy indeed. And my
wife—she’s full of it too, isn't she? ¢ Poor dear!
I was married to him once. I'd quite forgotten.”

Maraaner. For pity’s sake, Hilary|

Dr. Arvior. Why, face it, man! One of you
must suffer., Which isit to be? The useful or the
useless? the whole or the maimed? the healthy
woman with her life before her, or the man whose
children ought never to have been born?

Hirary. [In terrible appeal] Margaret !

Sypney. Is that true, Dr. Alliot? Ts that true?

MAaRrGARET, [Her voice shaking] T think you go
too far.

Dr. ALL1or. Mrs. Fairfield, in this matter I can-
not go too far.

Miss FairrieLp. For me, at any rate—too far

B

),

8
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and too fast altogether! Before ladies| It's not’

“nice. It's enough to call down a judgment.

Basgerr. [Eatering] Mr. Pumphrey to see youw,
ma'am, [To SvpNey] And Mr, Kit,

Miss Farsrierp, [Justified] Aht

Maroarer. I can’t see anyone.

Basserr, He said, ma’am, it was important.

Hivary. Who? Who? ,

Miss FarrrieLp, The Rector. I expect he's
heard about you.

Hivagy. I can’t see him. I won't see him. Let
me go. I've met the Levites. Spare me the priest.
[He breaks away from them and yoea stumbling
out at ths other door.]

SypNey. [Following him an:twusly] Father !

Dgr. Anvior. [Preventing her] No, no, my child!
T'll look after bim. [Ze goes out quickly.]

The RECTOR 18 an insignificant man, with an
important manner and a plum in his
mowth, He enters with K1, who is flushed
and perturbed.

RecToR. Ah, good afterncon, Mrs. Fmrﬁeld-—-
Miss Fairfield—

MareAreT, [Mechanically. She ts uery m-exi'

" ond inatientive]. A happy Christmas, Mr. Pumpbrey!

Recror. Ah! Just so! Christmas afternoon”

_ An unusual day to call, Mrs. Fmrﬁeld, and, I mu' ’

an junconvenient hour~—
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’ Maraagrer. Not at all, Mr. Pumphrey.

‘Recror. I can give myself [he takes out his
wateh] till three fifteen, no longer. The children’s
service in at three thirty. ‘

MarGARET. [7wrning to the bell] Mayn’s I order
you an early cup of tea?

Recror. Thank you, thank you, no. Busy as I
am, I should not have disturbed you—

Miss Faigrierp, Rector, it's as if you had been
sent !

Reotor., Ah! gratifying! I did not see you at
the morning service, Miss Pairfield. But last
night—/ate last night—

Miss Farrriern, [With o look at BypNey)
Three A.M., Rector ?

Recror. Three fifteen, Miss Fairfield.

Krr, Look bere, Father—

Reoror. I received certain information from my
son—

Kir. No, you don't, Father. I'll have my say
first. It’s just this, Mrs. Fairfield—

Reoror. [Fussed] Chnstopher? Christopher?

Kir. [He i8 wvery much in earnest and he
addresses himself solely to MarGARET] I want you to
know that it is nothing to do with me, Mrs, Fair-
field. T don’t agree with my father. [Comfiden-
téally] You wouldn’t think it but I never do.

. Rgoror, Christopher?
- Krr, [Jgnoring kim] And it was on;ly coming np
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.the drive that he sprung on me why he wanted to
see you, or I wouldn't have come—

MarcagET. [Liking him] T think Sydney would
bave been sorry, Kit.

Kir. [With a touch of his father’s manner] Yes,
well, Sydney and I have talked it over—and I know
T'm going into the church myself—but I think
he’s all wrong, Mrs. Fairfield. [Unconscious of
plagiarism] Tm not nineteenth century. [But

SyDNEY giggles.]
Misg FairrieLp. Rector, what's the matter with

the young man ?

Kir. [Forging ahead] You see, I'm pretty keen
about Syduey, and so, naturally, I'm pretty keen
about you, Mrs. Fairfield ?

Recror. Miss Fairfield, I'm without words.

Kir. [Burdened) —and I just wanted to tell you
that T can’t tell you what I think of my father over
this business. It makes me wild. .

sypxey. Kit, yow'd better shut up.

Kir. [Turning to Sypxey] Well, T ouly wanted
her to understand that T'ra not responsible for my
father—that he's not my own clioice, if you know
what Tmean. [They talk aside.]

Reoror. His mother’s right hand ! I don't know
what’s come over him. ‘

Miss Fatrrierp, [Grimly] A pretty face, Rector!

RecTor., Ah! the very point! I shall be glad
to see you alone, Mrs. Fairfield-—not you, of course,
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Mise Fairfield, but—er— [He glances at Krr and
SYDNEY.]

MarGAreT, [Reszgmdly] Sydney, have you shown
Kit all your presents?

Syonmy. [Reluctantly taking the hint, but con-
tinuing the conversation as they go out] What did
you let him come for ? Oh, you're no good! [The
door bangs behind them.)

MARGARET. [Half smiling] Well, Mr, Pumphrey,
I suppose it's about Syduey and Kit ?

Recror. Mrs. Fairfield, until Jast night we en-
couraged, we were gratified—

MARGARET. Last night? Ob, the dance!

Recror. I satupfor my son until three fifteen of
Christmas morning. His excuse was your daughter—

MaRGARET, [ With dignity] Do you take objection
to Sydney, Mr. Pumphrey ?

Reoror. Now, my desr lady, you mustn’t mis-
understand me—

MarGARET. [Quietly] To me, then?

Rector. Mrs. Fairfield,I beg— Butin the course
of a slight——er—altercation between Christopher
and myself it transpired—

MARGARET. [She has been prepared for it] 1 see,
It's her father—

Reoror. I am grieved—grieved for you.

Maraarer. But his illness was no secret.

Reotor. My heart, Mrs. Fairfield, and Mrs.
Pumphrey’s heart has gone out to you in your-
affliction. When the light of reason—
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Margarer. Then you did know. ZThen I don’s
‘follow. -

Recror. But according to Christopher——

Marearer. Well?

Rroror. Mrs. Fairfield, is your husband alive or
dead ?

MArGARET. My former husband is alive.

Recror. [With a half deprecatory, half trium-
phant gesture] Out of your own mouth, Mrs.
Fairfield—

MARGARET. [Bewildered] But you say you knew
he was insane ?

Recror. But I didn’t know he was alive.

Miss FairrieLp, [Irritated] Don’t be so foolish,
Margaret. It's not the insanity, it's the divorce.

Recror. When I realised that I had been within
a week of re-marrying a divorced person—

" Marcarer, [Coldly] Why didn’t you go to Mr.
Meredith ?

Recror. Mr., Meredith is—er—a difficult man
to—er—approach. I felt that an appeal to your
feelings,'as a Christian, as a mother—

MarcareT, You mean you'll prevent Kit marry-
ing Sydney—?

Recror. It depends on you, Mrs. Fairfleld. I
‘won't let him marry the child of & woman who re-
marries while her husband is alive, ‘

. MancaAreT. But the church allows it? :

Miss Fainrierp. [Correcting her] kas at xt,_r
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Reoror. [With dignity] *“Winks” is hardly the
word—

Marcaner. Then what word would you use, Mr, '
Pumphrey ?

Recror. T am not concerned with words.

Marcarer, But I want to know. I care abeut
my church. It lets me and it doesn’t let me—what
does it mean ?

REector, [Muchmoved] Tam not concerned with
meanings, Mrs. Fairfield. 1 am concerned with my
own conscience,

Miss FairrieLp. Margaret——you've no business
to upset the Rector. Why don’t you tell him that
the situation has changed?

Marcarer. Nothing has ehanged.

Recror, Changed ?

Migs Farrrierp. My nephew has recovered—
returned. He's in the house now.

Recror, Providence! It's providence! [With
enthusiasm] I never knew anything like providence.
Changed indeed, Miss Fairfield! My objection goes.
Dear little Sydney ! Ah, Mrs, Fairfield, in a year
you and your husband will look back on this—
-episode as on a dream—a bad dream—

MARGARET. [Stomly] I have no husband.

- Reoror. Ah! 'the re-marriage—a mere form-
-ality—

. Miss Farrierp, Simpler still—the decree can be
-rescinded.
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MARGARET. [Stunned] Aunt Hester, knowing his
history, knowing mine, is it possible that you expect
me to go back to him ?

Miss Fairrierp. He's come back to you.

Reoror. A wife’s duty—

MareareT. [Slowly] 1 think youw're wicked. I
think you’re both wicked.

REecTor. Mrs. Fairfield |

Miss Fairrienp. Control yourself, Margaret !

Mancarer. [With a touch of wildness in her
manner] You—do you love your wife?

Rector. Mrs. Fairfield !

MABGARET. Do you?

Recror. Mrs. Pumphrey and I—most attached—

MareareT. Suppose you weren’t. Think of it
to want so desperately to feel—and to feel nothing.
Do you know what it means to dread a person who
loves you? To stiffen at the look in their eyes?
To pity and—shudder ? You should not judge.

HILARY, unseen, opens the door and shuts it
again quickly,
Reoror. T—J—
Miss Faigrierp, There it is, yon see, Rector!
She doesn’t care what she says.
Dr. ALuioT enters.

Dr. Avuior, [Gravely, holding the door behind
him] Murgaret my child— [ He sces the others and
‘his voice changes] Hullo, Pumphrey! You here
still?  Well, well—you’re cutting it fine.
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Recror. The service! [He pulls out his watch,
stricken.] -

Dr. Arnior. Tl run you down there if you'll
wait a minute. [70 MARGAReT, privately, poking
a wise forefinger] What you want, my child, is &
good ery and a cup of tea.

RecTor. [Coming up to MARGARET, stifly] Good-
day, Mrs. Fairfield! You will not—reconsider— ?

MarGaReT. I will not.

Recror. I regret—I regret— [To Miss Fair-
rIELD] My dear lady, you have my sympathy. I
think I left my hat— [Miss FAIRFIELD escorts him
into the hall.]

Dr., Aruior. Hilary’s coming home with me,
Margaret. He wants a word with you first. Can
you manage that?

MarGARET. Of course.

Dg. Avruior. [Abruptly] Where’s Meredith ?

MARGARET. [Eagerly] He'’s coming. He's taking
me away.

Dr. Arutor. Good. The sooner the better.

Rector. [Reappearing at the door] Dr, Alliot—
it now wants seven minutes to the half,

Dr. Aruior. Coming! Coming! See now—you

- can be gentle with himn—

Maraarer. Of course,

Dr. Arior, [With a keen look at her] Nor yet
too gentle. Well, well, God be with you, child!
[He irots out.]
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HiLary comes in, hesitating. If he is with-
out dignity, he is, nevertheless, too much
like a hectored, forlorn child to be ludicrous,

Hivary., Have they gone ? [Reassuring her] It's
all right. I'm going too. [He waits for her to
answer. She says nothing] I'm going. I've got to
I see that. He's made me see.

MagaaRer. Dr. Alliot ?

Hinary. I'm going to stay with him till I can look .
round. He's going to make it right with that place.

MARGABET. I'm gla.d you've got a good friend,
Hilary,

Hizary. Yes, he's a good chap. He's talked to
me. He's made me see. [/e comes a little oloser.]
He says—and I do see— It’s too late, of eourse—
[hia look at her is a petition, but she makes no gign]

ian’t it? [He comes nearer.] Yes—it's too late.
‘It wouldn’t be fair—to ask you-——[agam the look]
wonld it ?

MarGAReT. [Imploringly] Oh, Hilary, Hilary!

Hivary. [Encouraged to come closer] No woman
could be expected—you couldn’t be expected—[sha
makes no sign] could you? [Repeating his lesson]
It’s what he says—you've made & new life for yout-
self—[he wmu] haven't you? There’s no room in -
itw—for me—is there? [He is close to her. She
doss not move] So it’s just a case of-—saying

“good-bye and going, because—because—I quite see
~there'sno chance— | Suddenly he throws himself
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down beside her, catching at her hands, clinging o
her knees] Oh! Meg, Meg, Meg! isn’t there justa
chance ?-

MARGARET, [Faintly] Hilary, I can't stand it.

Hivary. [And from now to the end of the scens he
i8 at full peli, tumbling over his words, frantic]
Yes, but listen to me! Listen to me! You don’t
listen. Listen to me! I’ve been alone so long—

MARGARET, Gray! Gray! Why don't you come?

Hicary, I'll not trouble you. I'll not get in your
way—but—don’t leave me allalone. Give mesome-
thing—the rustle of your dress, the cushion where
you've lain—your voice about the house. You
can’t deny me such little things, that you give your
servant and your dog.

MARGARET. It's madness—

Hirary, It's naked need!

MARGARET. What good should I be to you? I
don’t love you, Hilary—poor Hilary., I love him.
I never think of anything but him.

Hivary, Butit'sme you married. You promised
—you promised-—better or worse—in sickmess in
health— You can’t go back on your promise.

Maraarer. Itisn't fair.

HivLary. Anything’s fair! You don’t know what

‘misery means.

MarcARET. I'm learning. :

Hinary, But you don’t krow. You couldn’s
leave me to it if you knew. Why,I've never known
you hurt a creature in all your life! Remembaer
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the rat-hunts in the barn, the way we used to chaff
you? and the starling? and the kitten you found?
Why, I've seen you step aside for a little creeping
green thing on the path. You've never hurt any- -
thing. Then how can you hurt me so? You can’t
have changed since yestorday—
MARGARET. [In despairing protest] It’s half my
life ago—
Hivary. It's yesterday, it's yesterday !
MARGARET. [With the fleeting couraye of a half
caught bird] Yes, it is yesterday. It's how you
took me—jyesterday—and now you're doing it again !
Hivary. [Catching at the hopeof it] Am I? Am
I? Isit yesterday? yesterday come back again?
~ MaRrGaReT. [In the toils] No—no! Hilary, I
can't!
Hivary. [4t white heat] No, you can't, You
't leave we. You can’t do it to me. You can’t
drive me out—the wilderness—alone—alone—alone,
 You can't do it, Meg—you can't do it—youn can’t!
MARGARET. [Beaten] I suppose—TI can't.
Hirary. You—you'll stay with me? [Breaking
down utlerly] Oh, God bless you, Meg, God bless
you, God bless you—
She resigns her hands to him while she sits,
Nattened against the back of her chair,
‘ quivering a little, like a crucified moth,
MARGARET. [ Puzzling +it out] You mean—God
help me?
CURTAIN,
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ACT III.

The scene is the same a8 in Act 1. Miss FAIRFIELD
sits reading, SYDNEY i3 fidgeting about the
room, BASBETT comes in and begins to lay the
cloth. Kit, who enters unseen behind her, sees
Mi1ss FAIRFIELD and makes hastily up the stair
on tip-tue.

Sypxey, | Turning] Oh, Bassett, isn't it rather
early for ten? Lunch was so late.

BasserT. [Desisting] Oh, very well, miss,

Miss FarwrieLp. Now, Sydney! Always trying
to upset things! T'm more than ready for my tea. ‘
Bring it in at once, Bassett.

BasserT, Very well, ma’am !

SyoNEY. Aunsie, I know Mother won’t want to
be disturbed.

Miss FairrieLp, It’s high time she was. Talk!
Talk! No consideration. She'll tire Hilary out.
[She goes towards the drawing-roon:.]

BYDNEY. [ Worried] Auntie, T think—

Miss Fargriern, Then you shouldn’t! [She goes
out. -

‘ B]Annn. Shall I bring in tea, Miss Sydney ?
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. Svomev. [With a twinkle] T think we'll wait halt
an hour. h
"Basserr. [With an answering tmnlcle] Very well,

miss,

SypNgy. Oh—DBassett—tell Mr. Kit that—er—
that the coast’s clear,

Basserr. He dido’t stay out with us, miss. Him
and the puppy together was a bit too much for cook,
with the turkey on her hands. [Looking round]
He's here somewhere, miss. [ She goes out.]

Byprev. [Addressing space] Kit, you idiot, come
out!

Krr. [Appearing at the head of the stairs] I spend
half my life dodging your aunt. [4s he runs down-
stairs he rakes a bunch of mistletoe from the top of
a picture.] She spoilt the whole effect this morn-
ing, but now— [He advances on SYDNEY.]

Sypxey. [Enjoying herself ] What do you want

“now ?

Kir. [Chanting] « The mistletoc hung in the old
oak hall}"—

Svoxey. [Eluding him] Bhut up, Kit! [They
dodge and scuffle like two puppies till the drawing-
room door opens, letting in the sound of voices.]

Kir. 8st! [He dashes up the stairs and cm's
down again much more soberly as Srmwv mys
lm- shoulder—] - .

" 8ypNey. It's only Mother. P

" MARGARET comes dragging into the mw,, a?ud-
ting the door behind her, :
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~, BypNey. [f’he laughter dying out of her] Oh,

Mother, how white you look!

Margarer. Has Kit gone? :
Syp¥eY. No, but I can get rid of him if you want

me to. .

MARGARET, I want him to wait. I want him to

take a letter for me to Gray.

SypNey. Do you want Gray to come here?

- MARGARET. I want him not to come here.

ny

Sypxey, Oh, I see, not till after Father’s gone.
Marearer. He's not going.
Sypwev. Mother !

MARGARET looks al her with twitching lips.

SypNEY. Mother, you haven't—

MargareT. I can’t talk to you now, Sydney.
Syprey. But Mother—

MARGARET. Please.

Syoney, But Mother—

MaRrGARET. Ask Kit to wait a few minutes,
Sypxey. But—

MARGARET goes inio the inner room and sits
down to write al a little desk near the
window, Her back v turned to them and
ghe 18 soon absorbed in her leiter. SyYpNEY
stands deep in thought.

Kir, [A¢ the foot of the stairs] All serene ?

ByYuNBY makes no answer. Kit pramces up
behind her with the bunch of mistletos,
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KiT. [Repeating his success] “The mistletos
hung in the old oak hall!”

Sypxey. [Violently] Oh, for God’s sake, stop it!

Kir, [Quenched] What's the row?

Svpney. You never know when to stop.

Kir. Well, you needn’t snap out at a person—

SYDXEY. [Impulsively] Sorry! Oh, sorry, old
men! I'm jumpy to-day.

Kir. [Chaffing her] Nervy old thing!

ByYDNEY. [Stricken] I—1T suppose I am.

Kir. One minute you're as nice as pie, and then
you fizz up like a seidlitz powder, all about nothing.

Syoxey. All about nothing. Sorry, my old Kit,
sorry | [She flings herself down on the sofa. Then,
with an effort] Come and talk. What's the news?

Kir. I told you it all this morning. What's
yours?

Syoxey. Ilike yours better, How’s the pamphlet
going?

Kir. Nearly done. I put in all your stuff,

Sypxey. [Absently] Good.

Krr. Though you know, I don't agree with it.
‘What I feel is—you're not listening.

Syoxey. [Slowly] Kit, talking of that paper—I
read somewhere—suppose now—is it true it can
skip a generation? »

Kir. It? What? ,

S8ypNey, Ob—any illness, Consumption or—
well, say insanity. Suppose—you, for instance— -
suppose you were a queer family—a little, you
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know. Say your mother or your father was queer
—and you weren't. You were perfectly fit, you
understand, perfectly fit—

Kir. Well?

SypNEY. What about the children?

Krr. I wouldn’t risk it. Thank the Lord your
father’s only shell-shock.

SypNev. Why?

Kit. You can’t pass on shell-shock.

SypNEY. Then you can pass on insanity—even if
youw're fit yourself ?

Kir. Of course you can.

SypNEv. It would be very wicked, wouldn’t it—
to children? Ob, it would be wicked. I suppose
when people are in love they don’s think.

Kir. Won’t think.

SypNev. But isn’t there a school that says there’s
no such thing as heredity ?

Kit. Well, all T know is I wouldn’t risk it.

SypNeY. It—it’s hard on people.

Kir. My word, yes. They say that’s why old
Alliot never married.

SYDNEY. | High and mightily] Oh, village gossip.

Kir. [A4pologetically] Well, you know what the
mater is,

Byoxey. [dbandoning her dignity] Who was it,
Kit?

Kirr, Old Miss Robson.

SroNey. Rot !

Kir, Fact.
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SypNey. But she’s all right.

Kir. Had a game sister.

SypNey. Of course! I just remember her. Bhe
used to scare me, ‘

Kir. Oh, it must be true. They’re such tre-
mendous pals still. .

SypNEY, Poor old things!

Kir. Rotten for her.

Syovey. Rottener for him! What did she go
on being pals with him for?

Kir. Why shouldn’t she ?

SyoNev. Well it stopped him marrying anyone
else. She oughtn’t to have let him.

K1r. You can't stop a person being fond of you.

SypNey. When it's a man you can.

Kir. My dear girl, you don’t know what you're
talking about.

SypNey. My dear boy, if a girl finds out that it's
not right for her to marry a wnan, it'’s up to her to .
choke him off.

Ki1. Rot!

SyoxiEy. Well, I think so.

Kir. Couldn’t be done.

Sypxey. Couldn’t it just ?

Kir. Any man would see through it.

SYDNEY. As if any man ever saw through any-'
thing! As if I couldn’t choke you off in five
minutes if I wanted to ! .

.. Kir. I'd like to see you try!
" BypNey. Would you?
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Kir. My dear girl, we’re not all fools where
women are concerned.

- Bypwev. I admire your air of conviction.

Kir Don't be clever-clever, old thing. Be—
[ His arm slips round her.]

SyoNey. [Edging away] Don’t.

Kir. [He ylances round hastily at MARGARET,
but she is deep in writing.] Why not?

SypNev. [Deliberately] T hate being pawed. [4
pause.]

Kir. Look here, Sydney, d’you call this a way of
spending Christmas afternoon?

SypNev. [Her lip quivering] It isn’t much of a
way, is it ?

Kir. Well then, old thing! [Again the arm.]

SypnEey. [Zeily] T told you to leave e alone,

Kir, [ Rising, huffed] OhL, well, if you can't be
decent, I'm going.

SvpNey. [Sweetly] Counter attraction?

Kir. [Wheeling round on her] Now, my dear old
thing, look here. I know it’s ounly a sort of way
you've got into; but when you say—* men ! "—with
a sort of sneer, and * other attractions”’ —like that,
in that voice, it just sounds cheap. I hateit. It’s
not like you. I wish you wouldn’s,

BypNey. Dear me!

Kit. Now I suppose you're annoyed.

SypxeY. Oh, no, I'm only amused.

Kir, [Heavily] There’s nothing amusing about
me, Sydney. I'm in earnest.
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SypEY. I'm sure you are. You got out of
answering an innocent little question quite neatly.
It looks like practice.

Kir. [Harried] Now, look lLere, Sydney, I swear
to you— :

SyoNev. [Like the ghost in Hamlet] Swear!

Kir. If you're thinking of Alice Hewitt I've only
met her four times.

S8ypxey. Oh, so her name’s Alice!

Kir. Didn’t you know ?

Synpey. Never heard of her till this minute.

Kir. Then what on earth have you been driving
at.

SypNey. Trying an experiment.

Kir. If it’s because you're jealous——

BypxEY. Jealous! Jealous of a— What colour
are her eyes?

Kir. [Carelessly] How'd I know?

SYpNev. [With o sudden spurt of suspicion]
Kit! What colour are mine?

Kir. [Helplessly] Ob, er—oh—

SypNey. [Terribly] Kit! Whatcolourare mine?
[Relenting] Look at my frock, youdonkey! What
do you suppose I wear blue fur? 8o Alice has got
blue eyes!

Kir. How do you know ?

SyoNey. I know you, Kit. You're «-uservative.

Kir. As a matter of fact, she isn’t anlike you.
That’s what made me talk to her.

Sypxey. Oh, you've talked to her?



acrur A BILL OF DIVORCEMENT 7

Krir. [ Warming] Oh, yes—quite a lot. She’s a
friend of my sister’s,

Syoxev. She always is.

Kir. What d’you mean—+she always is”? I
tell you I've only met her four times. I can’t make
you out.

Syprry. No?

Kir. I wish I could make you out.

SYDNEY. |4n ache in her voice] Oh, T wish you
could.

Kir. [ Besponding instantly] I say, old thing, is
anything really the matter ?

Sypney, |With e glance ai MARGARET] T'm
worried.

Kir. Oh, that! Yes, it’s beastly for your mother.

SYDNEY. Ob, it’s not that, At least—

Krr, What?

Sypxey, [Lightly] Oh, I don't know,

Krr. | /'nxzled] Can't you tell me ?

SypNEY. No, old man.

Eir. | 4s in Act. I.] But—look here—marriage
bas got to be a sort of mutual show, hasn’t it?
Confidence, and all that ?

S8YDNEY goes off into a peal of laughter,

Kir. What'’s the matter now?

SypNey. Do you preach this sort of germon to
Alice?

Krr. Sydney — that's— that's rude — that's—
that's—
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SypNey. Take time, darling!
" Kir. You're being simply insulting.

SyoNey. Too bad! I should go and tell Alice.

Kir, Damn Alice !

Sypxey. Oh, no, Kit, she’s got blue eyes.

Kir. [Storming] Look here, what's up ?

SypNeY. Nix,

Kir. Have you really got your backup? What's
the matter with you, Sydney ?

SypNey. D'you want to know ?

Kir. [With a certain dignity] I think T'd better.

Sypxey. Well, it's [yawning] ¢ jam to-morrow,
jum yesterday, but—" Surely you know how it
ends?

Kir. Idon’t. And I don’t want to.

Syoxey. [ Drearily] « But never jam to-day.”

Kir. [Startled] Why, Sydney !

SyoNev. [Recovering herself, liyhtly] D’you know
what that’s out of ?

Kir. No.

SYoNeY. [Mischievously]Youought to—¢“Alice”—

Ki1T makes a furious gesture.

SyoNeY. [Appeasing him] No, no, no! *Alice
through the Looking-glass | 7 [ Moresoberly] I can’t
help it, Kit, When I look in the looking-glass I
' gee—Alice.

Ki1r. Once and for all, Sydney, will you shut up
about Alice ?

Syonmy. Can't. It's her jam to-day.
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Kr1. I wish you'd talk sense for a change.

SypNey. But I am. I'm conveying to you as
nicely and tactfully as possible that I'm—

Kirr, [dpprehensive at last] What, Sydney ?

Syoxey, Tired of jam.

Kir, [Heavily] D’you mean you're tired of me?

Sypxey, That would be putting it crudely.

Krr. What's got into you? I don't know you,

SYDpNEY. P’raps you're beginning to.

Kir. But what have I done?

SyoNev. [Flaring effectively] Well, for one thing
you shouldn’t have told your father we were engaged.
What girl, do you suppose, would standit? You
ask Alice.

Kir. [Flaring in reality] If you're not jolly
careful T will, )

SypNey. [Egging him on] Good for you!

Kir. [Furious] And if I do T'll ask her more
than that,

SypNey. [Clapping her hands] I should go and
do it now, if I were you. Strike while the iron’s hot.

Kit. You're mad.

SYpNeY. [With intense bitterness] Yes, I suppose

" that’s the right word to fling at me.

Ki1r, [Between injury and distress] I never meant
that. You're twisting the words in my mouth.
You're just picking a quarrel.

8ypNev. [Lazily] Well, what’s one to do witha
little boy who won’t take his medicine ? T tried to
give it you ia jam.
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Kir. [Curt] You want me to go?

Syoney. Yes.

Kir. For good?

Sypxey. Yes.

Kir, Honest?

SypNey. Yes.

Kir. Right. [He turns from her and goes out.]

Margarer. [Looking up] Was that Kit? Sydney,
don’t let him go.

Syprey. Kit! Ki-it!

Kar. [Returning joyfully] Yes! Yes, old thing?

SYDNEY. [Impassively] Mother wants you.

Maraarer, Oh, Kit—would you take this for
me? It's for Mr. Meredith. I expect you’ll meet
him, but if not, I want you to take it on. At
onee, Kit.

Kit. Right, Mrs. Fairfield !

Mareager. [Detaining him] What's the matter,
Kit?

Kirr. [His head up] Nothing, Mrs. Fairfield.

SypNEY. Mother, Kit’s got to go.

Kir. [Resentfully] It’'s all right. I'm going.
You needn’t worry.

MARGARET. [ Humorously, washing her hands of
them] Oh, you two!

She turns away from them and stands, her
arm on the mantel piece, staring into the
Jire. KiT marches to the door.

SYpNEY. [In spite of herself, softly] Kit |
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Kir. [Quickly] Yes?

SypNEY. [Recovering herself, impishly] You'll
give her my love?

Kir. You're a beast, Sydney Fairfield! [He
goes out with a slam.]

BYDNEY. [In a changed voice] You'll give her my
love, [Running to the door.] Kit! [The door
opens ayain, but it is GRAY MEREDITH who-comes in.]

Gray. Sydney, what's wrong with Kit? He
went past me like a gust of wind.

MaraareT, [Coming up to them] He didn’t give
you my note ?

Gray. He never looked at me. What note?

MaRrGARET, I—

GRAY. Aren’t you ready? Whyaren’t youdressed?

MarGARET. I—

Grav. You must be quick, dearest.

MARGARET. I— [She sways where she stands.]

GRAY goes to her, and half clinging to him,
half repulsing him, she sits down with her
arm on the table and her head on her arm,

GRray. Ofcourse! Wornout! Youshould have
come an hour ago.

MARGARET. Yes.

Grav. Never mind that now. Sydney, get your
mother’s wraps.

MarGARET. [4gitated] Sydney—wait—no.

GrAY. Warm things. It’s bitter, driving.

Sypwgy, [Uncertainly] Gray, I think—
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- GRrav. Get them, plesse.

After a tiny pause and look at him SypNey
obeys. You sec her go upstairs and dis-
appear along the gallery.

GraY. [Solicitous] I was afraid it would come
hard on you. Has he—? But you can tell me all
that later.

MarcareT. I must tell it you now.

GeAY. Be quick, then. We've got a fifty mile
drive before us.

MAaRGARET. [Not looking at him] I—I'm not
coming.

GraY. [Smiling] Not? There,sitquiet amoment.
My dear—my dear heart—you're all to pieces.

MarGARET. I'm not coming.

GRrAY. [Checking what he takes for hysleria)
Margaret—Margaret—

MaRGARET. I'm not coming. It's Hilary.

Gray. What? Collapsed againi? I thought as
much.

MarGaRET, I—

Gray. Tragic! But—it simplifies his problem,
poor devil. Has Alliot charge of him?

MarGaReT. No,no. It's not that. He’s not ill.

_He’s well. That’s it. He’s well—and—he won’t
et me go.

Grav. He won't, won'the? [He turns from her.]

MaRrGARET. Where are you going?

Gray, To settle this matter, Where is he?
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Maraager. Leave him alone. It's me you must
punish. I've made up my mind, Oh, how am I to
tell you? He convinced me. He—cried, Gray.
[Then, as Gray makes a quick gesture] You mustn’t
sneer. You must understand. He's so unhappy.
And there’s Sydney to think of. And Gray, he
won't marry us.

GraY. What's that?

Marcarer. The Rector. He's been here.

Gray. [Furious] My God, why wasn’t I?

MaireAreT, And Aunt Hester—she madeit worse.
[Despairingly] You see what it is—they all think
T'm wicked.

Gray. Damned insolence !

MARGARET. Butit’snot them—it's Hilary. Idid
fight them. T can’t fight Hilary. I see it. It’s
my own fault. I ought never to have let myself
care for you.

Gray. Talk sense,

MARGARET. But there it is. It's too much for
me. I've got to stay with him,

GRraY. [For the first time taking her seriously]
Say that again, Margaret, if you dare—

Marcarer. I've got to—stay— [With a sharp
crying note in her voice] Gray, Gray, don’t look
at me like that!

He turns abruptly away from her and walks

' » across tothe hearth. He stands a moment,
deep in thought, takes out and lights a
cigarsite, realisss what he i3 doing, and
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with an exclamation flings it inlo the fire,
Then he comes lo MARGARET, who has
not moved,

GRraz. [Very quietly] This—this is rather an
extraordinary statement, isn't it ?

MARGARET. [Shrinking] Don’t use—that tone.

Gray. I am being as patient as I can. But—it’s
not easy.

MarGARET. Easy— ?

GraY. Do you mind telling me exactly what you
mean ?

MarGaReT. I can’t talk. You know I'm not
clever. I'm trying to do what’s right—

Grav. Then shall I tell you?

MARGARET makes a little quick movement
with her hands, but she says nothing.

Gray. [ Watching her keenly while he speaks]
You mean that you've made a mistake—

MaRGARET. [Misunderstanding] Yes,

GRrAY, —that the last five years goes for nothing—
that you don’t care for me.

MagrGARET. Gray!
GrAY. Wait. That you've never cared for me—

that you don’t want to marry me—
Marcarer. How can you say these things to me?
Ggray. But'aren’t they true?
MARGARET, You know—you know they'e not
true,
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Gray. Then what do you mean when you say,
“I won’t come?”

MarcAReT, I mean—Hilary. T've got to put
him first befause—because he’s weak., You—you’re
strong. .

Gray. Not strong enough to do without my birth-
right. T want my wifc and my children. I've
waited a long while for you. Now you wust come.

SYDNEY comes down the stairs, a red furred
cloak over her arm. She pauses a few steps
from the bottom, afraid to break in on
them,

Marcarer, If Hilary’s left alone he’ll go mad
again,

GRrAY. Margaret—come.

MARGARET. How can I?

Gray. Margaret, my own heart—come.

MARGARET. You oughtn't to torture me. I've
got to do what’s right.

Gray. |Darkening] Are you coming with me?
T shan’t ask it again,

MARGARET. Oh, God—You hear him! What
am I to do?

SYDNEY comes down another step.

Gray. Why, you'’re to do as youchoose. I shan't
force you. I'm not your turn-key. I'm not your
beggar. We're free people, you and I. It’s for
you to say if you'll keep your—conscience, do you
call it ?—and lose—
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MarGARET. I've lost what I love, There’s no
more to lose,

Geay. You sing as sweetly as a toy mghtmgale.
Almost T'd think you were real.

Margarer. [Wounded] I don’t know what you
mean.

Gray. “ What you love!” You don’t know the
meaning of the notes you use.

MARGARET. [Very white, but her voice 13 steady)
Don’t deceive yourself. I love you. 1 ache and
faint for you. I starve—

Svonay. [Appalled, whispering] What is it? I
don’t know her.

MarGarer. I'm withering withent you like cut
grass in the sun. I love you. I love you. Cau't
you see how it is with me? But—

Gray. There’s no “but” in love,.

- MarGareT. What is it in me? There's a thing
I can’t do. T can’t see such pain. '
Gray. [Hoarsely] Do you think 7 can’t suffer?

MarGARET I am you. But he—he’s so defence-
less. It's vivisection—like cutting a dumb beast
about to make me well. I can’t do it, T'd, rather
die of my cancer. "

* GrAY. [The storm breaking] Die hhen——yon faol—
you fool !

Svowey descends another step. The cloak
elides from her hands on to the baluster.

GRaY [ Without expression] Good-bye. |
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MazraareT. [Blindly] Forgive—

Gray. How can I?

MaggArer. I would you—

v GRray. D’you think I bear ggn malice? It's not
I. Why, to deny me, that’s a little thing. I'll not
go under because you're faithless. But what you're
doing is the sin without forgiveness. You're deny-
ing—not me—but life. You're denying the spirit
- of life. You're denying—you’re denying your mate.

SpYNEY. [Strung wp to breaking point] Mother,
you shall not.

Marcaret. [4s they both turn] Sydney !

SypNEY. [Coming down to them] I tell you—I tell
you, you shalk.not.

MARGARET. [Sitting down, with « listless gesiure]
I must. Thére’s no way out.

SypNeEY. There is. For you there is. I've
thought it all along, and now I know. Father—
he’s my job, not yours,

MarGAREY, [ With o last flicker of passion] D’you
think I'll make a scape-goat of my own child?

SypNey. [Sternly] Can you help it? TI'm his
child. [She throws herself down beside her] Mother !
“Mother darling, don’t you see? You're no good to
bim. You're scared of him. But I'm his own
flesh and blood. I know how he feels. I'll make
him happier than you can. Be glad for me. Be
glad I'm wanted somewhere.

MaRGARET. [Struggling against the hope that is
Fflooding her] But Kit, Sydney—Kit?
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Svoner. [With o queer little laugh that ends,
though it does not begin, guite naturally] Bless him,
I'll be dancing at his wedding in six months.

Marcarer, But all'you ought to have— -

Syowey. [Jumping up flippantly] Oh, Pm off
getting married. I'm going to have a career.

MarGARRT. —the love-~the children— .

SypNEY. [Strained] No children for me, Mother.
No children for me. I've lost my chauce for ever,

Marcarer. [ Weakly] No—no—

SypNeY. Smiling down al her] But you—you
take it. I give it to you.

Margarer. But—

8yoNey. [Dominant] What's the yse of arguing?
I've made up my mind. :

MARGARET. But if your father— +

SYDNEY. [Af the end of her enduranes] Go away,
Mother, Go away quickly. This is my job, not
yours. [She turns abruptly from them to the
window, and stands staring out into the darkening
garden.]

MARGARET. [Dazed] So—so— [She sways, hesi-
tating, unbelieving, like a bird-al the open door of
its cage] So—1I can come.

GrAy makes wo answer.

MarGarer. [With & new full note in her voics]
Gray, I can come.

Grav. [Without moving] Can you, Margatet ?

MARGARET. [In heaver] I can come.

GRray. [Impassively] Are you.suro? L B

®
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- Maroarer. [In quick alarm] What %o you
mean ? a

Gray. [Stonily] Why, you could deny me.

You've chopped and changél.” I wamt Proot that
“ you've stillis right to tome,« " '
Marcarer. [LiBt child] Your# angry with
500 ? bl

Gray. No. *®

- MMraarer. You're angry with re.

Gray. I want proof.

Marcaner. I get frightened. I'm made so.
Always I've been afraids—of Hilary—of everyone—
of life. But now-—you—you're angry, you're so
angry, youw're very angry with me—and I— [She
goes steadily across the room to him.  He makes no
movement ]| Umenot afvaid.  [She puts up her hands,
and drawing-him down to her kisses him on the
mouth.] Is that proof? e

‘Gray. [Quietly] Proof enough, Come.

He takes the eloak and throws it vound her.
They go vutiogether. AsSYDNEY, forgotien,
stands looking after them, BASSETT enters
with the tea-tray. She puts it down on the
table and turng up thewlights.

Basserr. Is the gentleman staying to tea, miss ?
8voxEY, [Correcting her] Mr. Fairfield. - It's my
father, Bassets.
BasserT. We thought so, miss ?
. B¥BNEY, [Smiling#hintly] Did you, Bassett ?
. G
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Bassetr. He's got your way, misa! Quick-like!
[She opens the drawing-room door] Tea’s rgady,
ma'am. [Outside the motor drives away.]

Misé Fargmiep. [Batering with Hidary] Tea's
very late, [BASSETT gees out.]

Hivary. I $hought I heard the sound of a car
[Suspieiously] Where's your mother ?

BypNey. She's gone away.

Hrvary. [Stricken] Gone?

8ypNey. Gone away for good.

Hirary. Where?

SypNEY. Out of our livese

Hivary. With— ?

Syorey. [Quickly] Out of our lives.

Miss Fargrierp. [Furiously] This is your doing,
Bydney.

Hiuary. [Dazed] Gone. Everything gone.

Sypsey. 'm wot gone.

Hruiry., But that boy—?

Sypxey. That’s done with.

Miss fAIﬁYXELD.‘ You'vo jilted him?

SvpNev. Yes.

Miss Faigprep. Like mother, like daughter.

8yvyEeY. ﬁst so.

Miss Faigrierp. ] pray you get your punishment.

Svongy. Your prayers will surely be answered,

- Auntie.

HiLary. [8lowly] It was a cruel thing te do.
S¥oxet. He'll gef-over it. Men——they’re not like
u. ’ - -
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HiLAry. [Tynwl{y’j You loved him? ° .

+ SyoNeY. Wha¥s that to ag:i;&l:e but me?
* HILARY. [Peering at her]. rg.erying.
SypNEY. I'm not. . o
H1LraY. You love him? «
Svoxey. I suppose so.
*HivarY. Then why? Then why?
Sypyey? We're in the same boat, Bather. “
Miss Fairrierh. Yes, that's the way they™talk
»mow, Hilary. They know "too much, the yolng
women, It upsets everything,

HiLARY sits down IR the spfa.

Hivary. [Broken] T don't sep shéid. - .Ldon't see
l«v%at,’s to become of me. There’s no-one.

SyYpNEY. There’s me. ‘ “i
Hivary. [Not looking at k#r] 1 should think you
hate me. o &

~: §¥oNeY. I need you just as badlfy a!’%u need the,
HiLagy. [Fiercely] It'gyour damn-cleviy doing .
that sho went. D’you think T cap’t haté youd
* §YDNLY. [Close to him] No, no, Fathery, ou Wit
me too much. We'll make a geod job it'yes.  *
Hivuary. [Ilig.head in-his hands] What job?
SvoNak. [ Petting hgm, coaxing him, lot ng him,
her hands quiatin&hiﬁ."dmitching ds, hemallipng
will alteady caphrolliing him} Living. T'vegot suck:*
plans alréady, Fatl ?_r—mtﬁer dedt, “s Wl do
things. We'll hav"@l’%@d time'?iolﬁoh%, %‘on- d
I—you and I. {)id yop kmow” Jomtd* got a clever®

L e
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dq.ughter" thng—-pnmtmg—-n.ctmg' We'll go
ofi. tour together. We'll make a’lot of money:
We'll have a c-ottﬂ.ge somewhere. You see, I'll
make it up to you. Pl make you proud of me,
‘ 185 FAIRFIFLD. [Surveying them] Proud of her !
g you see, Hilary? That's all she thinks of —self—-
self—self! Money, ambition—and sends that poot
boy away. Arparson’sson! Not g,ood enough for
her, that's” what it ix, She’s like' the rest of the
young women, Hard a8 nails! Hard as nails!
Sypney. [Crying out‘] Don’t you listen to ler,
Father! Father, don’t believe her! T'm not hard.
‘I’anot hard.

g arm goes round her with a gesture,
awkward, tinid, yel fatherly.

THE CURTAIN FALLS.

May-June, 1920.
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