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THE WIDOWING OF MRS. HOLROYD
(1914)
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THE FIRST ACT
Scene 1

The kitchen of a miner’s small cottage On the left 1s
the fireplace, with a deep, full 1ed fire At the back
15 6 white-cwrtained window, and beside it the outer
door of the room  On the night, two white wooden
stairs intrude wnto the hitchen below the closed stau -
Joot deor  On the left, another door.

The room 1y furnished with a chintz-backed sofa
under the window, a glass-hnobbed painted dresser on
the right, and wn the centre, toward the fire, a table
with a 1ed and blue cheek tablecloth. On one swde
of the hearth 1s a wooden rocking-chauwr, on the other
an arm-chatr of round states . An unhighted copper-
shaded lamp hangs from the 1aftered ceting. It s
dark turlight, wath the room full of warm fireglow.
A woman entars from the outer door.  .1s she leaves
the door open belund her, the colliery 1ad can be
seen not far from the thieshold, and, away back, the
headsioi ks of a put.

The woman s tall and voluptuously bult. She
carries a bashet heaped full of washing, which she has
tust taken from the clotheslines outside. Settng
down the basket heavily, she feels among the clothes.
She lifts out a white heap of sheets and other linen,
setting il on the table , then she takes a woollen shart
wn her hand
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sen, sldraorp (aloud, o herself): You kiow theyre
Jiot dry even now, though it's been as fine as it has.
(She spreads the shirt on the back of ker rocking-chair,
which she turns io the fire.)
voIcE (calling from oulside) : Well, have you got them
dry ?
[MRs. HOLROYD starts up,turns and flings her hand
tn the direction of the open door, where appears a
man in blue overalls, swarfed and greased. He carries
a dinner-basket.

MRS. HOLROYD : You-—you—I don’t know what to
call you! The idea of shouting at me hike that —hike
the Evil One out of the darkness !

BLACKMORE : I ought to have remembered your tender
nerves. Shall I come in ?

MBS, HOLROYD : No—not for your impudence. But
you’re late, aren’t you ?

BLACKMORE : It'’s only just gone six We electricians,
you know, we'’re the gentlemen on a mmne : ours 18
gentlemen’s work. But I'll bet Charles Holroyd
was home before four.

MES. HOLROYD (bitlerly): Ay, and gone again before
five.

BLACKMORE : But mine’s a lad’s job, and I do nothing !
—Where’s he gone ?

MRS. HOLROYD (contemptuously): Dunno! He'd got a
game on somewhere—rtoffed himself up to the nines,
and skedaddled off as brisk as a turkey-cock. (She
smirks tn front of the murror hanging on the chimney-
piece, in imitation of a man brushing his hair and
moustache and admaring himself.)
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srackMone : Though turkey-cocks aren’t brsk-as a
rule. Children playmg ? .

MRS. HOLROYD (recovering herself, coldly): Yes. And
they ought to be in. (She continues placing the flannel
garments before the fire, on the fender and on chair-
backs, till the stove 18 hedged in with a steaming fence ;
then she takes a sheet in a bundle from the table, and
gowng up to BLACKMORE, who standswatching her,says):
Here, take hold, and help me fold 1t.

BLACKMORE : I shall swarf 1t up.

MRS. HOLROYD (snaiching back the sheet) . Oh, you're as
tiresome as everybody else.

BLACKMORE (putling down his basket and moveng to door
on right) : Well, I can soon wash my hands.

MRS. HOLROYD (ceasing to flap and fold pillowcases):
That roller-towel’s ever so dirty. I'll get you
another. (She goes to a drawer 1n the dresser, and then
back toward the scullery, where s a sound of water.)

BLACKMORE : Why, bless my life, I'm a lot dirtier than
the towel. I don’t want another.
MRS. HOLROYD (going wnio the scullery)+ Here you are.

BLACKMORE (softly, now she 1s near hum) : Why did you
trouble now ? Pride, you know, pride, nothing else.

MRS. HOLROYD {also playful) : It’s nothing but decency.
BLACKMORE (softly) : Pride, pride, pride !

[A4 chuld of esght suddenly appears 1n the doorway.
JacK : Oo, how dark !

MRS. HOLROYD (hurrying agitated into the kitchen) : Why,
where have you been—what have you been doing
now ?
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JACKJ{surprised) : Why—I've only been out to play.

MRS. HOLROYD (still sharply) : And where’s Minnie ?
[A little girl of sux appears by the door.

MINNIE : I’'m here, mam, and what do you think—-?

MRS. HOLROYD (Softeming, as she recovers equanimity) :
Well, and what should I think ?
?

. JACK : Oh, yes, mam—you know my father ?
MRS. HOLROYD (wromically) : 1 should hope so.

MINNIE : We saw him dancing, mam, with a paper
bonnet.

MRS, HCLROYD : What——?

JACK : There’s some women at New Inn, what’s come
from Nottingham

MINNIE : An’ he’s dancin’ with the pink one.

McK : Shut up, our Minnie. An’ they’ve got paper
bonnets on

MINNIE : All colours, mam !

JACK (getting angry): Shut up, our Minme' An’ my
dad’s dancing with her.

MINNIE : With the pink-bonnet one, mam.

Jack : Upin the club-room over the bar.

MINNIE : An’ she’s a lot littler than him, mam

JACK (puleously). Shut up, our Minnie— An’ you can
see ’em go past the window, ’cause there 1sn’t no

curtains up, an’ my father’s got the pink bonnet
one

MINNIE : An’ there’s a plano, mam

JACK : An’ lots of folks outside watchin’, lookin’ at my
dad ! He can dance, can’t he, mam ?
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MRS. HOLROYD (she has been lighting the lamp, and holds
the lamp-glass) : And who else is there ?

MINNIE : Some more men-—an’ all the women wnth
paper bonnets on.

JACK : There’s about ten, I should think, an’ they say
they came in a brake from Nottingham.

[Mrs. HOLROYD, frying to replace the lamp-glass
over the flame, lets 1t drop en the floor with a smash.
JAckK : There, now—now we’ll have to have a candle.

BLACKMORE (appearing in the scullery doorway wzth the
towel) : What’s that—the lamp-glass ?

JACK : I never knowed Mr. Blackmore was here.
BLACKMORE (fo MRs uoLnoyD). Have you got another ?

MR8. HOLROYD : No. (There ts silence for a moment.)
We can manage with a candle for to-night.

BLACKMORE (stepping forward and blourng out the smoky
flame) : I'll see 1f 1 can’t get you one from the pit.
I shan’t be a minute.

MRS. HOLROYD: Don’t—don’t bother—I don’t want
you to.

[He, however, unscrews the burner and goes.

MINNIE : Did Mr. Blackmore come for tea, mam ?

MRS. HOLROYD : No; he’s had no tea.

JAck : I bet he’s hungry. Can T have some bread ?

MRS. HOLROYD (she stands a lighted candle on the lable) :
Yes, and you can get your boots off to go to bed.

Jack : It’s not scven o’clock yet.

MRS. HOLROYD : It doesn’t matter.

MINNIE : What do they wear paper bonnets for, mam ?
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MHS. HOLROYD : Because they’re brazen hussied.

JAcK : I saw them having a glass of beer.

MRS. HOLROYD : A nice crew !

Jack : They say they are old pals of Mrs. Meakins.
You could hear her screaming o’ laughin’, an’ my
dad says: * He-ah, missis—here—a dog’s-nose for
the Dachess-—hopin’ 1#’ll smell samthing ”— What’s
a dog’s-nose ?

MRS. HOLROYD (gising hum a piece of bread and butter ) :
Don’t ask me, child. How should I know ?

MINNIE : Would she eat 1t, mam ?

MRS, HOLROYD : Eat what ?

MINNIE ¢ Her 1n the pink bonnet—eat the dog’s nose ?

MRS. HOLROYD : No, of course not How should I
know what a dog’s-nose 1s ?

JAck . Ibet he'll never go to work to-morrow, mother—
will he ?

MRS. HOLROYD : Goodness knows. I'm sick of it—
disgracing me. There’ll be the whole place cackling
thas now. They’'ve no sooner finished about him
getting taken up for fighting than they begin on this.
But I'll put a stop to it some road or other. It’s not
gomng on, if I know 1t : 1t isn’t.

{She stops, hearing footsteps, and BLACKMORE
enters.
BLACKMORE : Here we are then—got one all nght.
MINNIE : Did they give it you, Mr. Blackmore ?
BLACKMORE : No, I took it.

[He screws on the burner and proceeds to light the
lamp. He is a tall, slender, molrle man of twenty-
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gevm, brown haired, dressed in blue overalls.! Jack
HOLROYD 138 a bng, dark, ruddy, lusty lad. MINNIE is
also big, bui fair.
MINNIE : What do you wear blue trousers for, Mr.
Blackmore ?
BLACKMORE : They’re to keep my other trousers from

getting greasy.
MINNIE : Why don’t you wear pit-breeches, hike dad’s ¢

JAck : 'Cause he’s a 'lectrician.  Could you make me a
a hittle injun what would make electric hight ?

BLACKMORE : 1 will, some day.
Jack : When?
MINNIE : Why don’t you come an’ hive here ?

BLACKMORE (looking swiftly at Mrs HOLROYD): Nay,
you've got your own dad to hve here.

MINNIE (plawntively) - Well, you could come as well.
Dad shouts when we've gone to bed, an’ thumps the
table. He wouldn’t if you was here.

Jack : He dursn’t——

MRS. IIOLROYD * Be quiet now, be quiet. Here, Mr.
Blackmore. (She again gives ham the sheet to fold.)

BLACKMORE - Your hands are cold.
MRS. HOLROYD : Are they ?—I didn’t know.
[BLACKMORE puts his hand on hers.

MRS. HOLROYD {confusedly, looking aside): You must
want your tea.

BLACKMORE : I'm 1n no hurry.

MEBS. HOLROYD : Selvidge to selvidge. You’ll be quite
a domestic man, if you go on.

BLACKMORE : Ay.
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[They fold the two sheets. '

BLACKMORE : They are white, your sheets |

MRS, HOLROYD : But look at the smuts on them —look !
This vile hole! I'd never have come to live here, in
all the thick of the pit-grume, and lonely, if 1t hadn’t
been for him, so that he shouldn’t call 1n a public-
house on his road home from work. And now he
shnks past on the other side of the railway, and
goes down to the New Inn instead of coming in for
hisdinner. Imight as well have stopped 1n Bestwood

BLACKMORE : Though I rather hike this httle place,
standing by itself.

MRS. HOLROYD : Jack, can you go and take the stock-
mngs in for me ? They're on the line just below the
pigsty. The prop’s near the apple-tree—mind 1t.
Minme, you take the peg-basket.

MINNIE : Will there be any rats, mam ?

MRS. HOLROYD : Rats—no. They’ll be frightened when
they hear you, if there are.

[The children go out.

BLACKMORE : Poor little beggars |

MRS, HOLROYD : Do you know, this place 1s fairly alive
with rats. They run up that dirty vine in front of
the house—I'm always at him to cut it down—and
you can hear them at might overhead like a regiment
of soldiers tramping. Really, you know, I hate them.

BLACKMORE : Well—a rat 1s a nasty thing |

MRS, HoLROYD : But I s’ll get used to them. I'd give
anything to be out of this place.

BLACKMORE : It is rotten, when you’re tied to a hife you
don’t hke. But I should miss it 1f you weren’t here.
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When I'm coming down the line to the pit‘in the
morning—it’s nearly dark at seven now—I watch
the firehght in here— Sometimes I put my hand on
the wall outside where the chimney runs up to feel
it warm— There isn’t much mn Bestwood, is there ?

MRS. HOLROYD : There’s less than nothing if you can’t
be hike the rest of them—as common as they’re made.

BLACKMORE : It’s a fact—particularly for a woman—
But this place 1s cosy-— God love me, I'm sick of
lodgings.

MRrS. HOLROYD : You'll have to get marned— I’'m
sure there are plenty of nice girls about.

BLACKMORE : Are there? I never see ’
laughs )

MRS. HOLROYD : Oh, come, you can’t say that.

em. (He

BLACKEMORE I've not seen a single girl—an unmarned
girl—that I should want for more than a fortnight—
not one.

MRS. HOLROYD : Perhaps you're very particular.

[She puts her two palms on the table and leans back.
He draws near to her, dropping his head.

BLACKMORE Look here !

[He has put lns hand on the table near hers.

MRS. HOLROYD : Yes, I know you’ve got nice hands—
but you needn’t be vain of them.

BLACKMORE . No—it’s not that— But don’t they
seem—(he glances swiftly at her ; she turns her head
aswde; he laughs mervously)—they sort of go well
with one another. (He laughs agan.)

MRS. HOLROYD : They do, rather—

[They stand still, near one another, with bent
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heads, for a moment. Suddenly she slarls u}) and
draws her hand away.

BLACKMORE : Why—whatisit?

[She does not answer. The children come in—
JACK with an armful of stockings, MINNIE wath the
basket of pegs.

Jack : I believe 1t’s freezing, mother.

MiNNiE: Mr. Blackmore, could you shoot a rat an’
hit 1t ?

BLACKMORE (laughing): Shoot the lot of em, like a wink.

MRS. HOLROYD : But you've had no tea What an
awful shame to keep you here !

BLACKMORE : Nay, I don’t care. It never bothers me
MRs. HOLROYD : Then you’re different from most men.
BLACKMORE : All men aren’t alike, you know.

MRs. HOLROYD : But do go and get some tea.

MINNIE (planticely) - Can’t you stop, Mr. Blackmore ?
BLACKMORE : Why, Minme ?

MINNIE : So’s we're not frightened. Yes, do. Will you ?
BLACKMORE : I'rightened of what ?

MINNIE : 'Cause there’s noises, an’ rats—an’ perhaps
dad’ll come home and shout.

BLACKMORE : But he’d shout more if I was here,

Jack : He doesn’t when my uncle John’s here. So you
stop, an’ perhaps he won’t.

BLACKMORE : Don’t you hke him to shout when
you’re in bed ?

[They do not answer, but look seriously at hvm.

CURTAIN
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Scene II

The same scene, two hours later. The clothes are folded in
hittle piles on the table and the sofa. MRS. HOLROYD
is folding a thick flannel undervest or singlet which
her husband wears 1n the pit and which has just dried
on the fender.

MRS, HOLROYD (fo herself): Now, thank goodness,
they’re all dried. It’s only nine o’clock, so he won’t
be in for another two hours, the nuisance. (Ske
sits on the sofa, letting her arms hang down in dejection.
After a minule or two she yumps up, to begin rudely
dropping the mles of washed clothes in the basket.)
I don’t care, I'm not going to lct hum have it all hes
way—no ! (She weeps a lLitle, fiercely, drying her
eyes on the edge of her white apron.) Why should I
put up with it all ?—Ye can do what he hkes. But
I don’t care, no, I don’t—

[She flings down the full clothes-basket, sus sud-
denly n the rocking-chair, and weeps. There 1s the
sound of coarse, bursting laughter, in vain subdued,
and a man’s deep guffjaws. Footsteps draw mear.
Suddenly the door opens, and a little, plump, preity
woman of thirty, wn a close-fitting dress and a giddy,
Jrilled bonnet of pink paper, stands perkily in the
doorway. MRS HOLROYD springs up,; her small,
sensitive nose 15 inflamed with weeping, her eyes are
wet and flashing. She fronts the other woman.

CLARA (with & pert smile and a jerk of the head) : Good
evenn’ !
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MRS. BOLROYD : What do you want ? '

CLARA (she has a Yorkshire accent) : Oh, we’ve not come
beggin’—this 1s a visit.

[She stuffs her handkerchief an front of her mouth
wn a lutle snorting burst of laughter. There 1s the
sound of another woman behand gowng off into uncon-
trollable laughter, while a man guffaws.

MRS. HOLROYD (affer a moment of impotence—tragically) .
What !
CLARA (faltering shightly, affectmg a polite tone) We
thought we'd just call——
[She stuffs her handkerchuef in front of her explosive
laughter—the other woman shrieks again, beginning
high, and runnming doren the scale

MRS HOLRoYD . What do you mean ?—What do you
want here ?

CLARA (she Iites her lLip). We don’t want anything,
thanks. We've just called  (She begins to laugh
again—so does the other ) Well, I don’t think much
of the manners i this part of the country (She
takes a few hesitating steps anto the kitchen )

MRS. HOLROYD ({rying to shut the door upon her). No,
you are not coming n

CLARA (preventing ler closing the door) : Dear me, what
a to-do! (She struggles wiuth the door. The other
woman comes up to help ; a man 1s seen n the back-
ground.)

LAURA : My word, aren’t we good enough to come 1n ?

[MRs. HOLROYD, finding herself confronted by
what seems to her excitement a crowd, releases the
door and draws back a lLittle—almost in tears of anger.
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MRS. HOLROYD : You have no business here. What do
you want ?

CLARA (putting her bonnel straight and entering 1n brisk
defiance) : 1 tell you we've only come to see you.
(She looks round the kitchen, then makes a gesture
toward the arm-chair.) Can I sit here ? (She plumps
herself down.) Rest for the weary.

[A woman and a man have followed her into the
room. LAURA 18 lghly coloured, stout, some forty
years old, wears a blue paper bonnet, and looks like
the landlady of a public-house. Both she and CLARA
wear much jewellery. LAURA 15 well dressed wn a
blue cloth dress. HOLROYD 15 a big blond man Hais
cap s pushed back, and he looks rather tipsy and
lawless He has a heavy blond moustache. Has
jacket and trousers are black, hs vest grey, and he
wears a turn-down collar with dark bow.

LAURA (sitfing down wn a chawr on right, her hand on her
bosom, panting) I've laughed till I feel fair bad.

CLARA : ’Aven’t you got a drop of nothink to offer us,
mester ? Come, you are slow. I should ’ave thought
a gentleman like you would have been out with the
glasses afore we could have got breaths to ask you.

HOLROYD (clumsily): 1 dunna believe there’s owt 1n
th’ ouse but a bottle of stout.

CLARA (putting her hand on her stomach). It feels as
if th’ kettle’s going to boil over.

[She stuffs her handkerchief wn front of her mouth,
throws back her head, and snorts with laughter,
having now regawned her confidence. LAURA laughs
an the last state of exhaustion, her hand on her breast.
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HOLrROYD : Shall ta ha’e 1t then ?
clARA : What do you say, Laura—are you having a
drop ?
LAURA (submisswely, and naturally tongue-tied) - Well —
I don’t mmd—1T1 will 1if you do.
CLARA (reckiessly) - 1 think we’ll ’ave a drop, Charlie,
an’ risk1it. It’]l ’appen hold the rest down.
[There 1s a moment of sulence, while HOLROYD goes
wnto the scullery. CLARA surveys the room and the
dramatic pose of MRS HOLROYD curiously.

HOLROYD (suddenly Heh! What, come 'ere——!
[There 1s a smash of pots, and a rat careers out of
the scullery. LAURA, the first to see i, utlers a
scream, but 1s fastened to her chawr, unable to move.

CLARA (jumps up to the table, crying) It’s arat— Oh,
save us! (She scrambles up, banging her head on
the lamp, which swings violently )

MRS. HOLROYD (who, with a hitle shriek, jerks her legs
up on to the sofa, where she was stiffly reclining, now
cries i despavring falsetio, streiching forth her arms) :
The lamp—mind, the lamp |

[cLARA steadies the lamnp, and holds her hand to her
head.

HOLROYD (coming from the scullery, a boitle of stout in

h1s hand) : Where 1s he ?

cLArA : I believe he’s gone under the sofa My, an’
he’s a thumper, 1f you like, as big as a rabbit.

[HOLROYD advances cautiously toward the sofa,

LAURA (springing suddenly wnto life) : Hi, hn, let me go
—Ilet me go— Don’t touch him— Where 18 he ?



THE WIDOWING OF MRS. HOLROYD 21

(She flees and scrambles on to CLARA’S armechair,
catching hold of the latter’s skirts.)

CLARA : Hang off—do you want to have a body down—
Mind, I tell you.

MRS. HOLROYD (bunched up on the sofa, with crossed
hands holding her arms, fascinated, waiches her husband
as he approaches to stoop and attack the rat; she
suddenly screams) Don’t, he’ll fly at you !

HoLROYD * He’ll not get a chance.

MRS. HOLROYD : He will, he will—and they’re poison-
ous ! (She ends on a very high note. Leaning forward
on the sofa as far as she dares, she stretches out her
arms to keep back her husband, who 1s about to kneel and
search under the sofa for the rat.)

HOLROYD : Come off, I canna see him.

MRS. HOLROYD . I won't lct you, he'll fly at you.

sorLroyp I'll settle hbm——

MRS. HOLROYD : Opcn the door and let hum go

HOLROYD . Ishonna I'll settle him. Shut thy claver.
He'll non come amgh thee

[He kncels down and begins to creep to the sofa.
With a great bound, Mrs. HOLROYD flies to the door
and flings 1t open. Then she rushes back to the
couch.

cLAarA . There he goes !

HOLROYD (stnultaneously): IIh!1—Ussza'! (He flings
the bottle of stout out of the door.)

LAURA (piteously) - Shut the door, do.

[uoLrROYD rises, dusting his irousers knees, and
closes the door. LAURA heavily descends and drops
in the chair,
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CLAR4 : Here, come an’ help us down, Charlie. Look
at her; she’s gong off. (Though LAURA ts still

® purple-red, she sinks back wn the chair. HOLROYD
goes to the table. cLARA places her hands on his
shoulders and jumps hightly down. Then she pushes
HOLROYD with her elbow.) Look sharp, get & glass of
water.

[She unfastens LAURA’s collar and pulls off the
paper bonnef. MRS. HOLROYD sils up, straightens
her clothing, and fries to look cold and conlemptuous.
HOLROYD brings a cup of water. CLARA sprinkles
her friend’s face. LAURA sighs and sighs again very
deeply, then draws herself up painfully.

CLARA (tenderly) : Do you feel any better—shall you
have a drink of water ? (LAURA mournfully shakes
her head ; cLARA turns sharply to noLroyD.) She’ll
’ave a drop o’ something  (HOLROYD goes outf. CLARA
meanwhile fans her friend with a handkerchicf.
HOLROYD brings stoul. She pours out the stout, smells
the glass, smells the bottle—then finally the cork.) Eh,
mester, 1t’s all of a work—it’s had a foisty cork.

[At that instant the stawrfoot door opens slowly,
revealing the claldren—the girl peering over the boy’s
shoulder—both n white nightgowns. Everybody
starts. LAURA gives a lille cry, presses her hand on
her busom, and sinks back, gasping.

CLARA (appealing and anxious, 10 MRS. HOLROYD) : You
don’t ’appen to ’ave a drop of brandy for her, do
you, missis ?

[MRS. HOLROYD r2ses coldly without replying, and
goes to the stairfool door where the children stand.

MRS. HOLROYD (sternly, to the children): Go to bed !
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JACK : What’s a matter, mother ? .
MRS. HOLROYD : Never you mind, go to bed !
CLARA (appealingly) -+ Be quick, missis.

[MRS. HOLROYD, glancing round, sees LAURA going
purple, and runs past the children upstasrs. The
boy and gurl sut on the lowest stawr. Thewr father
goes out of the house, shamefaced. MRS HOLROYD
runs downstarrs with a lLittle brandy wn a large bottle.

CLARA . Thanks, awfully. (70 raAura): Come on,
try an’ drink a drop, there’s a dear.
[They admunister brandy to Lacra. The children
st watching, open-eyed. The gurl stands up to look.
MINNIE (whispering) I believe 1t’s blue bonnet.
JACK (whispering) 1t 1sn’t—she’s m a fit.
MINNIE (whispering) : Well, look under th’ table—

JACK pecers undcer)- -there's ’er bonnet. (JACK creeps
Jorward ) Comc back, our Jack

JACK (returns with the bonnet) It’s all madc of paper.

MINNE . Let’s have a look— 1t’s stuck together, not
sewed.
[She tries 1t on. noLrROYD enters—he looks al the
chald.

MRS. HOLROYD (sharply, glancing round) Take that
off !
[MINNIE hurriedly takes the bonnet from her head.
Her father snatches u from her and puts if on the fire.
CLARA . There, you're comng round now, love.
[MRS 101 ROYD turns away. She sees HOLROYD'S

eyes on the brandy-boitle, and immediately removes
ot, corkang ot up.
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MRS. HOLROYD ({0 CLARA): You will not need this any
more ?

CE.ARA : No, thanks I’'m very much obhged

MES. HOLROYD (does mot unbend, but speaks coldly to
the chaldren) . Come, this is no place for you—come
back to bed

MINNIE * No, mam, I don’t want to.
MRS. HOLROYD (contralto) - Conic along !
MINNIE . I'm frightened, mam

MRS. HOLROYD  Frightened, what of *
MINNIE © Qo, there was a row.

MRS HOLROYD (lahing MINNIL wn her arms) Dhd they
frighten you, my pet ? (She kusses her )

JACK (1n a hagh whisper) : Mother, 1t’s pink bonnet and
blue bonnet, what was dancing

MINNIE (whimpering) I don’t want to go to bed, mam,
I'm frightened

CLARA (who has pulled off her pink bonnet and revealed
a jug-handle coiffure) . We're going now, duckie—
you’re not frightcned of us, aie you ?

[MRrS. HOLROYD takes the gul away before she can
answer. JACK lLingers behind

HOLROYD Now then, get off after your mother.

JACK (laking no notice of hus father): I say, what’s a
dog’s-nose ?

[cLARA ups with her handkerchicf and LAURA
responds with a faint giggle.

HOLROYD . Go thy ways upstairs

cLARA : It’s only a small whiskey with a spoonful of
beer 1n 1t, my duck.
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Jack: Ohl .

cLARA ; Come here, my duck, come on.

. L]
[sAck curious, advances.

cLARA : You’ll tell your mother we didn’t mean no
harm, won't you ?

JACK (touching her earrings) : What are they made of ?

cLaRrA : They’re only earrings. Don’t you hke them ?

Jack : Um! (He stands surveying her curwously. Then
he touches a bracelet made of many litle mosar
brooches.) This 1s pretty, 1sn’t 1t ?

CLARA (pleased) : Do you hike 1t ?

[She takes it off Suddenly MRS. HOLROYD 18
heard calling, ** Jack, Jack ' cLaRra starts.

HOLROYD . Now then, get off !

CLARA (as JACK 18 reluctantly goang) Kiss me good
night, duckie, an’ give this to your sister, shall you ?

[She hands Jack the mosaic bracelet. He takes 1t
doubtfully. She kisses him. HOLROYD waiches in
silence.

LAURA (suddenly, pathetically): Aren’t you gomg to
give me a kiss, an’ all ?

[sAcK yeelds her his cheek, then goes,
CLARA (f0 HOLROYD) . Aren’t they nice children ?
HOLROYD : Ay
cLARA (briskly): Oh, dear, you’re very short, all of a
sudden. Don’t answer if it hurts you.
LAURA : My, 1sn’t he different ?
HOLROYD (laughing forcedly) : I'm no different.

CLARA ¢ Yes, you are. You shouldn’t ’ave brought us
if you was going to turn funny over it.
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BOLROYD : I'm not funny.
cLarA : No, you're not. (She begins to laugh. vraURA
joins wn wn spile of herself.) You’re about as solemn
as a roast potato. (She flangs up her hands, claps them
down on her knees, and sways up and down as she
laughs, LAURA jowning in, hand on breast.) Are you
ready to be mashed ? (She goes off again—ihen
suddenly wipesthe laughter off her mouth and 1s solemn.)
But look ’ere, this’ll never do. Now I'm going to be
quiet. (She prums herself.)
HOLROYD : Tha’d ’appen better.
cLARA *© Oh, indeed! You think I've got to pull a mug
to look decent ? You’d have to pull a big un, at that
rate.
[She bubbles off, uncontrollably—shaking herself
wn  eXasperation wmeanwhile  LAURA jons n.
HOLROYD leans over close to her.
HOLROYD . Tha’s got plenty o’ fizz 1n thee, seemly.
CLARA (putting her hand on his face and pushing it aside,
but leaving her hand over his cheek and mouth like a
caress) : Don’t, you’ve been drinking. (She begins
to laugh.)
HOLROYD : Should we be goin’ then ?
cLARA : Where do you want to take us ?
HOLROYD : Oh—you please yourself o’ that | Come on
wi’ me.
CLARA (sutting up pram): Oh, mdeed !
HOLROYD (catching hold of her). Come on, let’s be
movin'—(he glances apprehenswely at the stairs).
cLARA : What’s your hurry ?
HOLROYD (persuasively): Y1, come on w1’ thee,
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crarA : I don’t think. (She goes off, uncontrollably.)

HOLROYD (sitting on the table, just above her): What's
use o’ sittin’ ’ere ?

cLARA : I'm very comfy : I thank thee.

HOLROYD : Tha’rt a baffing Little 'ussy.

CLARA (runming her hand along his thigh): Aren’t you
havin’ nothing, my dear ? (Offers hum her glass.)

HOLROYD (getting down from the table and putting his
hand forcibly on her shoulder). No. Come on, let’s
shift.

CLARA (struggling)+ Hands off |

[She fetches him a sharp slap across the face.
MRS, HOLROYD s heard coming downslairs. CLARA,
released, sits down, smoothing herself. HOLROYD
looks evil. He goes vut to the door.

CLARA (fo MRS. HOLROYD, pemently): I don’t know
what you think of us, I'm sure

MRS. HOLROYD . I think nothing at all.
cLara (bubbling) . So you fix your thoughts elsewhere,

do you? (Suddenly changing to seriousness.) No,
but I have been awful to-mght.

MRS. HOLROYD (contralto, emphatic) 1 don’t want to
know anything about you. I shall be glad when
you'll go.

cLARA @ Turning-out time, Laura.

LAURA (furtling) . 1I'm sorry, I’'m sure.

cLARA . Never mind. But as true as I'm here, missis,
1 should never ha’ come if I"d thought. But I had
a drop—1t all started wath your husband saywmn’ he
wasn’t a married man.
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1AURA (laughing and wiping her eyes): I've never

. knowed her to go off hike 1t—it’s after the time she’s
had.

CLARA : You know, my husband was a brute to me—
—an’ I was 1n bed three month after he died. He
was a brute, he was. This 1s the first time I’ve been
out ; 1t’s a’most the first lJaugh I've had for a year.

LAURA : It’s true, what she says We thought she’d go
out of ’er mind  She never spoke a word for a fort-
mght,

cLARA : Though he’s only been dead for two months,
he was a brute to me. I was as nice a young girl as
you could wish when I married him and went to the
Fleece Inn—1 was.

LAURA : Killed hisself drinking. An’ she’s that excit-
able, she 1s. We s’ll ’ave an awtul time with ’er
to-morrow, I know

MRS. HOLROYD (coldly) : I don’t know why I should hear
all ths.

cLarA @ I know I must ’ave seemed awful. An’ them
children—aren’t they nice hittle things, Laura ?

LAURA . They are that.

HOLROYD (enlering from the door) Hanna you about
done theer ?

cLara . My word, 1if this 1s the way you treat a lady
when she comes to see you. (She rises)

#oLroYD . I'll see you down th’ hne.

CLARA : You're not coming a stride with us.

LAURA . We've got no hat, neither of us

cLARA ¢ We've got our own hair on our heads, at any
rate. (Draunng herself up suddenly wn front of mrs.
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BOLROYD.) An’ I've been educated at a boz;rding
school as good as anybody. I can behave myseoif
either in the drawing-room or in the kitchen as is
fitting and proper. But if you’d buried a husband
like mme, you wouldn’t feel you’d much left to be
proud of—an’ you might go off occasionally.
MRS. HOLROYD I don’t want to hear you.
CLARA (boblung a curtsy) : Sorry I spoke.
[She goes out stiffly, followed by LAURA
HOLROYD (gowng forward) * You mun mind th’ points
down th’ line
cLARA’s VOICE : I thank thee, Charhe—mind thy own
points.
[He hesitates at the door—returns and sits down.
There 15 silence wn the room HOLROYD suts with has
chin in his hand ™Mrs 1uoLroYD listens. The foot-
steps and vorces of the two women die out. Then she
closes the door HOLROYD begins to unlace his boots.

HOLROYD (ashamed yet deflant, withal anxious to apolo-
gize) Wheer’s mv shippers ?
[MRS HOLROYD sits on the sofa with face averted
and does not answer

HoLroyD . Dost hear ? (IHe pulls off Ins boots, noisily,
and begins to hunt under the sofa.) 1 canna find the
things (Vo answer.) Humph'—then I’ll do be
‘out ‘em. (Ile stumps about in Ins stockinged feet,
gowng wnto the scullery, he brings oul the loaf of biead ,
he returns wnto the scullery ) Wheer’s th’ cheese ?
(No answer—suddenly) God blast 1t ! (Ile hobbles
wnto the kiichen.) I’ve trod on that broken basin, an’
cut my foot open (MRS. HOLROYD refuses lo take
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any notice. He sits down and looks at his sole—pulls

«w Off his stocking and looks again.) It’s lamed me for
life. (Mms. HOLROYD glances at the wound.) Are 'na
ter goin’ ter get me owt forit ?

MRS. HOLROYD : Psh!

HOLROYD : Oh, a’ rnight then (He hops to the dresser,
opens a drawer, and pulls out a white rag ; he 1s about
to lear 4.)

MRS. HOLROYD (snatching it from hwam): Don’t tear
that !

ROLROYD (shouting) Then what the deuce am I to
do ? (MRS. HOLROYD suts stomely ) Oh, a’ right then |
(He hops back to his chair, sits down, and begins to
pull on s stocking.) A’ nght then—a’ right then.
(In a fever of rage he begins pulling on has boots ) T'll
go where I can find a bit o’ rag

MRS HOLROYD Yes, that’s what you want! All you
want 1s an excuse to be off agamm—* a bit of rag "’ !

HOLROYD (shouting) © An’ what man’d want to stop in
w1’ a woman sittin’ as fow as a jackass, an’ canna
get a word from ’er edgeways

Mrs HOLROYD Don’t expect me to speak to you after
to-night’s show. How dare you bring them to my
house, how dare you ?

HOLROYD They’ve non hurt your house, have they ?

MRS. HOLROYD - I wonder you dare to cross the door-
step.

HOLROYD . I 8’ll do what the deuce I like. They’re as
good as you are

MRS. HOLROYD (stands speechless, staring at ham ; then
low)* Don’t you come near me again
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HOLROYD (suddenly shouting, to get his courage' up):
She’s as good as you are, every bit of it. -

MRS. HOLROYD (blazing): Whatever I was and what-
ever I may be, don’t you ever come near me again.

"OLROYD + What! I’ll show thee. What’s the hurt
to you if a woman comes to the house ? They're
women as good as yourself, every whit of it.

MRS. HOLROYD * Say no more. Go with them then, and
don’t come back.

HOLROYD : What! Y1, I will go, an’ you s’ll see. What!
You think you’re something, since your uncle left
you that money, an’ Blackymore puttin’ you up to
it. I can see your hittle game I'm not as daft as
you mmagme I'm no fool, I tell you

MrS. HOLROYD . No, you’re not You’re a drunken
beast, that’s all you are

HOLROYD What, what—I'm what ? I’ll show you
who’s gaffer, though (He threatens her )

MRS HOLROYD (between her teeth) : No, it’s not going on.
If you won'’t go, I will.

HOLROYD : Go then, for you’ve always been too big for
your shoes, 1n my house——

MRS. HOLROYD Yes—I ought never to have looked at
you. Only you showed a fair face then.

HOLROYD - What! What! We’ll see who’s master i’
this house I tell you, I'm gom’ to put a stop to 1t.
(He brings s fist down on the table with a bang.) It’s
going to stop (He bangs the table again.) I've put
up with 1t long enough Do you think I'm a dog in
the house, an’ not a man, do you——

MRS. HOLROYD : A dog would be better.
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HOLEROYD : Oh! Oh! Then we'll see. We'll see who's

e the dog and who 1sna We're gow’ to see. (He bangs
the table.)

MRS. HOLROYD : Stop thumping that table! You’ve
wakened those children once, you and your trollops.

HOLROYD - I shall do what the deuce I like !

MRS HOLROYD No more, you won't, no more [I've
stood this long enough Now I'm gomng. As for
you—you've got a red face where she slapped you.
Now go to her

HOLROYD * What 9 What ?

MRS. HOLROYD  For I'm sick of the sights and sounds
of you.

HOLROYD (bitterly) By God, an’ I've known 1t a long
time.

MRS. HOLROYD . You have, and 1t’s true.

HOLROYD : An, I know who 1t 1s th’rt hankerin’ after.

MRS. HOLROYD I only want to be nd of you,

HOLROYD : I know it mighty well But I know him !

[Mrs. HOLROYD sinking down on the sofa, suddenly
begins to sob half-hysterically. woLroYD watches
her. s suddenly, she dries her eyes.

MRS. HOLROYD : Do you think I care about what you
say ? (Suddenly.) Oh, I've had enough. I've tred,
I've tried for years, for the children’s sakes. Now
I’ve had enough of your shame and disgrace.

HOLROYD Oh, indeed !

MRS. HOLROYD (her vouwce s dull and nflexible) - T've
had enough Go out agam after those trollops—
leave me alone. I've had enough. (HOLROYD stands
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looking at her.) Go, I mean it, go out again." And
if you never come back again, I'm glad. I've had
enough. (She keeps her face averted, unll not look at
him, her attitude expressing thorough weariness.)
noLrOYD : All right then !
[He hobbles, in unlaced boots, to the door. Then

he turns to look at her  She turns herself still farther
away, so that her back 1s toward him. He goes.

CURTAIN



THE SECOND ACT

The scene 1s the same, two hours later. The cotlage is
wn darkness, save for the firehight. On the table is
spread a newspaper. A cup and saucer, a plate, a
prece of bacon wn the frying tin are on the newspaper
ready for the maner’s breakfast. MRS. HOLROYD
has gone to bed. There 1s a nowse of heavy stumbling
down the three steps outside.

BLACKMORE’S VOICE Steady, now, steady. It’s all n
darkness. Missis I—-Has she gone to bed ?

[He tries the latch—shakes the door

HOLROYD'S VOICE (he ¢s drunk): Her’s locked me out,
Let me smash that bloody door in. Come out—come
out—ussza | (He strikes a heavy blow on the door.
There 15 a scuffle )

BLACKMORE’S VOICE Hold on a bit—what’re you
domng ?

HOLROYD’S VOICE I’'m smashing that blasted door 1n.

MRS. HOLROYD (appearing and suddenly drawing the
bolts, flinging the door open) What do you think
you're domng ?

HOLROYD (lurching into the room, snarling): What?
What ? Tha thought tha’d play thy monkey
tricks on me, did ter ? (Shouting) But I'm gomng
to show thee. (He lurches at her threatenangly ; she

recoils.)
34
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BLACKMORE (seizing him by the arm): Here, here—1!
Come and sit down and be quiet. o

HOLROYD (snarling at him): What ?—What? An’
what’s thaigh got ter do w1’ it ? (Shouting.) What’s
thdigh got ter do w1’ 1t ?

BLACKMORE . Nothing—nothing; but 1t’s getting
late, and you want your supper.

HOLROYD (shouting) - I want nowt. I'm allowed nowt
m this ’ouse. (Shouting louder.) ’Er begrudges me
ivry morsel I ha’e.

MRS. HOLROYD * Oh, what a story !

HOLROYD (shouting) . It’s the truth, an’ you know it.

BLACKMORE (concihatory) . You’ll rouse the children.
You’ll rouse the children, at this hour.

HOLROYD (suddenly quiet) Not me—not 1f I know 1t.
I shan’t disturb ’em—Dbless ’em

[He staggers to his arm-chawr and sits heavly

BLACKMORF  Shall T hght the lamp ?

MerS. HoLroYD No, don’t trouble Don’t stay any
longer, there’s no need

BLACKMORE (quietly) T’ll just see 1t’s all nght

[He proceeds wn silence to light the lamp HOLROYD
18 seen droppung forward wn lus chawr  He has a cul
on his cheek MRS HOLROYD 15 1n an old-fashioned
dressing-gown  BLACKMORE has an overcoat but-
toned up to his chin  There 15 a very large lump of
coal on the red fire.

MRS, HOLROYD Don’t stay any longer

BLACEMORE . I’ll see 1t’s all right.

MRS. HOLROYD - I shall be all right. He’ll go to sleep
now.
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BLACKMORE : But he can’t go like that.

3zpS. HOLROYD : What has he done to his face ?

BLACKMORE : He had a row with Jim Goodwin.

MRS. HOLROYD : What about ?

BLACKMORE : I don’t know.

MRS. HOLROYD : The beast !

BLACKMORE : By Jove, and 1sn’t he a weight! He's
getting fat, must be

MRS. HOLROYD - He’s big made-—he has a big frame,

BLACEMORE Whatever he 1s, 1t took me all my time to
get him home. I thought I'd better keep an eye on
him I knew you’d be worrymng So I sat in the
smoke-room and waited for him Though 1t’s a dirty
hole—and dull as hell.

MRS. HOLROYD . Why did you bother ?

BLACKMORE : Well, I thought you’d be upset about
him. I had to drink three whiskies-—had to, 1n all
conscience—(smaling)

MRrS. HOLROYD I don’t want to be the rumn of you.

BLACEMORE (smuling) Don’t you ? I thought he’d
pitch forward on to the lines and crack his skull.

[noLrOYD has been sinking farther and farther
Jorward wn drunken sleep. ile suddenly jerks too far
and 1s awakened. IHe ity upright, glaring fiercely
and dazedly at the wo, who wstantly cease talking.

HOLROYD (f0 BLACEMORL) What are thaigh dow’
’ere ?

BLACEMORE . Why, I came along with you.

HOLROYD : Thou’rt a liar, I’'m only just come n.

MRS, HOLROYD (coldly) : Heisno har at all. He brought
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you home because you were too drunk to vome
yourself. ot

HOLROYD (starting up): Thou’rt a har! I niver set
eyes on him this night, afore now.

MRS. HOLROYD (weuth a * Pf* of contempt): You don’t
know what you have done to-mght.

HOLROYD (shouting) : 1s’ll not ha’e1t, I tell thee.

MRS HOLROYD : Psh!

HOLROYD : Is’ll not ha'eit. I s’ll ha’e no carrymn’s on
Y’ my ’ouse——

MRS. HOLROYD (shrugging her shoulders). Talk when
you’ve got some sense.

HOLROYD (fiercely) I’'ve as much sense as thaigh. Am
I afool? Canna I see ? What’s ke dom’ here then,
answer me that. What ?

MRS. HOLROYD  Mr. Blackmore came to bring you home
because you were too drunk to find your own way.
And this 1s the thanks he gets

HOLROYD (contempiuously) Blackymore, Blackymore.
It’s him tha cuts thy cloth by, 11t ?

MRS. HOLROYD (hotly) - You don’t know what you’re
talking about, so keep your tongue still,

HOLROYD (bitengly). I don’t know what I’'m talking
about—I don’t know what I'm talking about—
don’t I'? An’ what about him standing there then,
if I don’t know what I'm talking about ?—What ?

BLACKMORE . You've been to sleep, Charhe, an’ for-
gotten I came 1n with you, not long since

HOLROYD : I’'m not daft, I’'m not a fool. I've got eyes
in my head and sense. You needn’t try to get over
me. I know what you’re up to.
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BLACKMORE (flushing) : It’s a bit off to talk to me like
«, that, Charhe, I must say.

HOLROYD : I'm not good enough for ’er. She wants
Mr. Blackymore. He’s a gentleman, he 1s. Now we
have 1t all; now we understand.

MRS. HOLROYD : I wish you understood enough to keep
your tongue still.

HOLROYD : What ? What ? I'm to keep my tongue
still, am I? An’ what about Mr. Blackymore f

MRS. HOLROYD (fiercely) Stop your mouth, you—you
vulgar, low-minded brute.

BOLROYD : AmI? Am I? An’ what are you ? What
tricks are you up to, an’ all ? But that’s all right—
—that’s all nght. (Shouteng.) That’s all night, if
it’s you.

BLACKMORE : I think I'd better go You seem to
enjoy—er—er—calumniating your wife

HOLROYD (mockingly): Calammating—calammating—
T'll give you calammating, you mealy-mouthed
jockey : I'll give you calammating.

BLACKMORE . I think you’ve said about enough.

HOLROYD : ’Ave I, ’ave 1?7 Yer fimsy jack—’ave 17
(In a sudden burst.) But I've not done wi’ thee yet ?

BLACKMORE (eronically): No, and you haven’t.

HOLROYD (shouting—pulling hamself up from the arm-
chawr) : I'll show thee—1I’ll show thee

[BLACKMORE laughs.

HOLROYD : Yesl—yes, my young monkey. It’s
thaigh, isit ?

BLACEMORE : Yes, 1t’s me.
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HOLROYD (shouting) : An’ I'll ma’e thee wish it worn’t,
I will. What—? What? Tha’d come shvin’ round
here, would ta ? (He lurches forward at BLACKMORE
with clenched fist.)

MRS. HOLROYD : Drunken, drunken fool—oh, don’t.

HOLROYD (turning to her): What ?

[She puts up her hands before her face. BLACK-
MORE seizes the upraised arm and swings HOLROYD
round.

BLACKMORE (12 a lowering passion): Mind what tha'rt
domg !

HOLROYD {turning fiercely on him—ncoherent) : Wha’—
wha’ !

[He avms a heary blow. BLACKMORE evades 1, §0
that ke 1s struck on the sude of the chest. Suddenly he
shows his teeth. He rawses his fists ready to strike
HOLROYD when the latter stands to advantage.

MRS. HOLROYD (rushing upon BLACKMORE): No, nol
Oh, no !

[Ske flies and opens the door, and goes out. BLACK-
MORE glances after her, then at HOLROYD, who 18
preparwng, hike a bull, for another charge The
young man’s face Lights up.
|

[4s he advances, BLACKMORE quuckly retreats
out-of-doors. HOLROYD plunges upon hum. BLACK-
MORE slips behand the door-jamb, puts out Ins foot,
and trips HOLROYD with a crash upon the brick yard.

HOLROYD : Wha’—wha’

MBS. HOLROYD : Oh, what has he done to humself ?
BLACKMORE (thickly) : Tumbled over himself.
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» [HOLROYD is seen struggling to rise, and is heard
\, tncoherently cursing.
MRS. HOLROYD : Aren’t you going to get um up ¢
BLACKMORE : What for ?
MES. HOLROYD . But what shall we do ?
BLACKMORE : Let him go to hell.
[noLrOYD, who had subsided, begins to snarl and
struggle agan,
MRS HOLROYD (un terror) : He’s getting up.
BLACKMORE . All right, let him.
[Mrs. HOLROYD looks at BLACKMORE, suddenly
afrard of hwm also.
HOLROYD (n @ last frenzy): T’ll show thee—I'll—

[He raises humself up, and s qust piwcking his
balance when BLACKMORE, uwith a sudden hight kck,
sends lum sprawling agawn  He s seen on the edge
of the light to collapse wnto stupor.

MRS, HOLROYD : He'll kill you, he’ll kill you !
[BLACEMORE laughs short.

MES. HOLROYD : Would you believe 1t ! Oh, 1sn’t 1t
awfull (She begins to weep m a hitle hystera,
BLACKMORE stands with s back leaning on the door-
way, grinmng wm a stravned fashion.) Is he hurt, do
you thmk ?

BLACKMORE . I don’t know—-1 should think not.

MRS. HOLROYD : I wish he was dead ; I do, with all my
heart.

BLACKMORE : Do you ? (He looks at her quickly; she
wavers and shrinks, he begins to smale strawnedly as
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before.) You don’t know what you wish, or what you
want. .

MRS. HOLROYD (froubled): Do you think I could get
past hum to come mnside ?
BLACKMORE : I should think so.
[MRs. moLroYD, silent and troubled, manecuvres

n the doorway, stepping over her husband’s feet,
which lie on the threshold,

BLACKMORE . Why, you’ve got no shoes and stockings
on !

MRS, HOLROYD : No (She enters the house and stands
trembling before the fire )

BLACKMORE ( following her) : Are you cold ?
MRS. HOLROYD * A little—with standing on the yard.
BLACKMORE . What a shame !
[She, uncertarn of herself, sits down. He drops on
one knee, awkwardly, and takes her feet in his hands.
MRS. HOLROYD . Don’t—no, don’t !

BLACKMORE : They are frightfully cold. (He remawns,
with head sunk, for some moments, then slowly rises.)
Damn him |

[They look at each other, then, at the same time,
turn away

MRS. HOLROYD : We can’t leave him lying there
BLACKEMORE : No—no ! I'll bring ham 1n.
MRS. ROLROYD : But !

BLACKMORE : He won’t wake again. The drink will
have got hold of lum by now. (He hesitates.) Could
you take hold of his feet—he’s so heavy.

MRS, HOLROYD : Yes.
»



42 THE WIDOWING OF MRS. HOLROYD

) [They go out and are seen stooping over HOLROYD.
BLACEMORE : Wait, wait, till I've got him—half a
minute.

[Mrs. nOLROYD backs wn first. They carry
HOLROYD 12 and lay him on the sofa.

MRS. HOLROYD Doesn’t he look awful ?
BLACKMORE : It’s more mark than mar Itisn’t much,
really.

[He 15 busy taking off HOLROYD’S collar and tee,
unfastening the wassicoat, the braces and the warst
buitons of the trousers, he then proceeds to unlace
the drunken man’s boots.

MRS. HOLROYD (who has been watching closely) : 1 shall
never get him upstairs.

BLACKMORE He can sleep here, with a rug or some-
thing to cover him. You don’t want him—upstairs 7

MRS HOLROYD : Never agamn

BLACKMORE (after a moment or two of sience): He'll
be all right down here. Have you got a rug ?

MRS. HOLROYD . Yes.

{She goes upstairs BLACKMORE goes into the
scullery, returning with a lading can and towel. He
gets hot water from the boder Then, kneeling down,
e begins to wipe the drunken man’s face hghtly with
the flannel, to remove the blood and durt.

MRS. HOLROYD (returning) What are you domng ?
BLACKMORE * Only wiping his face to get the dirt out.
MRS. HOLROYD . I wonder if he’d do as much for you.
BLACKMORE . I hope not.

MRS. HOLROYD : Isn’t he hornble, horrble——
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BLACEMORE (looks up at her) : Don’t look at him. then. ,

MRS, HOLROYD : I can’t take 1t in, 1t’s too much. ‘

BLACKMORE : He won’t wake I will stay with you.

MRS, HOLROYD (earnestly): No—oh, no.

BLACKMORE : There will be the drawn sword between
us. (He wndicates the figure of HOLROYD, which les, in
effect, as a barrier between them.)

MRS, HOLROYD (blushing): Don’t!
BLACKMORE * I'm sorry

MRS. HOLROYD (after watching hum for a few moments
hghtly wiping the sleeping man’s face with a lowel) :
I wonder you can be so careful over him.

BLACKMORE (quuetly) . It’s only because he’s helpless.

MRS. HOLROYD : But why should you love him ever so
hittle *

BLACKMORE : I don’t—only he’s helpless. Five minutes
since I could have killed him.

MES HOLROYD : Well, I don’t understand you men.

BLACKMORE : Why

MRS. HOLROYD : I don’t know.

BLACKMORE * I thought as I stood in that doorway,
and he was trying to get up-—I wished as hard as
I've ever wished anything in my hfe——

MKS. HOLROYD . What?

BLACKMORE . That I'd killed him. I've never wished
anything so much 1 my hfe—if wishes were any-
thing.

MRS. HOLROYD : Don’t, 1t does sound awful.

BLACKMORE I could have done 1t, too. He ought to be
dead.
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MBS, HOLROYD (pleading) : No, don’t! You know you
don’t mean 1t, and you make me feel so awful.

BLACKMORE : I do mean 1t. It 1s simply true, what I
say.
MRS. HOLROYD : But don't say it,
BLACKMORE * No ?
MRS. HOLROYD . No, we’ve had enough.
BLACKMORE . Give me the rug.
[She hands 1t him, and he tuchs ROLROYD up.

MRS. HOLROYD : You only do 1t to play on my feelings,

BLACKMORE (lauglung shorily): And now give me a
pillow—thanks

[There 15 a pause—both look at the sleeping man.

BLACKMORE I suppose you’re fond of him, really.

MRS. HOLROYD : No more

BLACKMORE * You were fond of him ?

MRS, HOLROYD I was—yes.

BLACKMORE : What did you like 1 him ?

MRS. HOLROYD (uneasily). I don’t know

BLACKMORE . I suppose you really care about him,
even now 7

MRS. HOLROYD . Why are you so sure of it ?

BLACKMORE * Because I thimnk 1t 1s so.

Mrs. HOLROYD: I did care for him—now he has
destroyed 1t~——-

BLACKMORE . I don’t believe he can destroy 1t.

MRS HOLROYD (with a short laugh): Don’t you?
When you are married you try You’ll find 1t 1sn’t
so hard.
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BLACKMORE : But what did you like in him—because
he was good-looking, and strong, and that ? 0!

MRS. HOLROYD : I hked that as well. But if a man
makes a nuisance of himself, his good looks are ugly
to you, and his strength loathsome. Do you think
I care about a man because he’s got big fists, when he
1s & coward n his real self ?

BLACKMORE . Is he a coward ?

MRS. HOLROYD : He 1s5—a pettifogging, paltry one.

BLACKMORE And so you’ve really done with him ?

MES. HoLkoYD I have,.

BLACKEMORE And what are you going to do ?

MRS HOLROYD * I don’t know

BLACKMORF * I suppose nothing You’ll just go on—
even 1f you’s e done with him—you’ll go on with him,

[There 15 a long pause.

BLACKMORL But was there nothmg else 1n him but
his muscles and his good looks to attract you to
him ?

MRs. HoLrOYH  Why ? What does 1t matter ?

BLACKMORF  What did you think he was ?

MRS, HOLROYD  Why must we talk about him ?

BLACKMORF  Because I can never quite believe you.

Mrs HOLrOYD . I can’t help whether you beheve 1t or
not.

BLACKMORE Are you Just m a rage with him, because
of to-might ?

Mrs HOLrROYD I know, to-night finished it But 1t
was never right between us

BLACKMORE * Never ?
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MRS, HOLROYD : Not once. And then to-night—no, it’s
\ (toomuch ; Ican’tstand any moreof it.

BLACKMORE . I suppose he got tipsy. Then he said he
wasn’t a married man—vowed he wasn’t, to those
paper bonnets They found out he was, and said he
was frightened of his wife getting to know. Then he
said they should all go to supper at his house—I
suppose they came out of mischief.

MRrS. HOLROYD : He did 1t to msult me.

BLACKMORE : Oh, he was a bit tight—you can’t say 1t
was deliberate

MRS. HOLROYD No, but 1t shows how he feels toward
me., The feeling comes out 1n drink

BLACKMORE  How does he feel toward you ?

MRS HOLROYD He wants to msult me, and humihate
me, 1 every moment of his life. Now I simply despise
him.

BLACKMORE  You really don’t eare any more about
him ?

MRS, HOLROYD No

BLACKMORE (hesitates) And you would leave him ?

MRS. HOLROYD I would leave him, and not care that
about him any more (She snaps her fingers )

BLACKMORE * Will you come with me ?

MRS. HOLROYD (after a reluctant pause). Where ?

BLACKMORE : To Spain. I can any time have a job
there, 1n a decent part You could take the children.

[The figure of the sleeper stirs uneasily—they
watch him

BLACKMORE . Will you ?



THE WIDOWING OF MRS. HOLROYD 47

MRS. HOLROYD : When would you go ?
. . ’
BLACKMORE : To-morrow, if you like. .

MRS. HOLROYD . But why do you want to saddle
yourself with me and the children ?

BLACKMORE . Because I want to.

MRS. HOLROYD But you don’t love me ?
BLACKMORE * Why don’t I'?

MRS. HOLROYD : You don’t.

BLACKMORE . I don’t know about that. I don’t know
anything about love. Only I've gone on for a year,
now, and 1t’s got stronger and stronger

MRS, HOLROYD What has ?

BLACKMORE : This—this wanting you, to live with me,
I took no notice of 1t for a long time. Now I can’t
get away from 1t, at no hour and nohow (He still
avouds direct contact with her )

MRS. HOLROYD * But you’d like to get away from it.

BLACKMORE I hate a mess of any sort But if you'll
come away with me—you and the children

MRS. HOLROYD But I couldn’t—you don’t love me——

BLACKMORE I don’t know what you mean by I don’t
love you

MRS. HOLROYD I can feel 1t.

BLACKMORE And do you love me ? (A4 pause.)

MRS. HoLROYD Idon’t know. Everything is so—so——

[There 15 a long pause

BLACKMORE : How old are you ?
MRS. HOLROYD Thirty-two.
BLACKMORE * I’'m twenty-seven.
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MES. YOLROYD : And have you never been in love ?
N BLACKMORE : I don’t think so. I don’t know.
MRS. HOLROYD : But you must know. I must go and
shut that door that keeps clicking.

[She rises to go upstarrs, making a clatter at the
stawrfoot door. The norse rouses her husband. As
she goes upstairs, he moves, makes coughing sounds,
turns over, and then suddenly sits upright, gazing at
BLACKMORE  The latter sits perfecily stil on the
sofa, s head dropped, hiding his face Hais hands
are clasped  They remawn thus for a manute.

HOLROYD * Hello! (He stares fixedly.) Hello! (His
tone 15 undecided, as 1f he mastrusts hvmself) What
are—who are ter? (BLACKMORE does nol move;
HOLROYD stares blankly, he then turns and looks at
the room.) Well, I dunna know

[He staggers to Ins feet, clinging to the table, and
goes gropwing lo the stawrs They creak loudly
under his weight. A door-laich 15 heard to clwck.
In a moment MRS HOLROYD comes quickly douwn-
stairs

BLACKMORE : Has he gone to bed ?

MRS. HOLROYD {nodding) Lying on the bed.

BLACKMORE : Will he settle now ?

MRS HOLROYD . I don’t know He 1s like that some-
times He will have delirtum tremens if he goes on.
BLACKMORE (softly) You can’t stay with him, you

know.

MRS HOLROYD And the children ?

BLACKMORE . We'll take them,

MRS. HOLROYD : Oh!
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[Her face puckers to cry. Suddenly he statts up
and puts his arms round her, holding her protectively
and gently, very caressingly. She clings to him.
They are silent for some moments.

BLACKMORE (struggling, in an altered vowe): Look at
me and kiss me.

[Her sobs are heard distinctly. BLACKMORE lays
his hand on her cheek, caressing her always with his
hand.

BLACKMORE . My God, but I hate him! I wish either
he was dead or me (Mms. HOLROYD hides against
ham ; her sobs cease, after a while he confinues n
the same murmuring fashion ) It can’t go on like it
any morc I feel asif I should come 1n two. I can’t
keep away from you. I sumply can’t Come with
me Come with me and leave him. If you knew
what a hell 1t 1s for me to have you here—and to see
him. I can’t go without you, I can’t It’s been
hell every moment for six months now. You say
I don’t love you Perhaps I don’t, for all I know
about it But oh, my God, don’t keep me like 1t any
longer Why should /e have you—and I’ve never
had anything.

MRS. HOLROYD Have you never loved anybody ?

BLACKMORE = No—-I've tned. Kiss me of your own
wish—will you ¢

MRS, HOLROYD I don’t know.

BLACKMORE (after a pause): Let’s break clear. Let’s
go right away. Do you care for me ?

MRS, HOLROYD . I don’t know. (She loosens herself,
rises dumbly.)
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BLACKMORE : When do you think you will know ?
. [She sits down helplessiy.

MRS. HOLROYD * I don’t know

BLACKMORE : Yes, you do know, really. If he was
dead, should you marry me ?

MRS. HOLROYD * Don’t say 1t

BLACKMORE : Why not ? If wishing of mine would kill
him, he’d soon be out of the way.

MRS. HOLROYD * But the children {

BLACKMORE I'm fond of them I shall have good
money.

MRS. HOLROYD  But he’s their father

9

BLACKMORE * What does that mean
MRS. HOLROYD  Yes, I know —(a pause) but——-
BLACKMORE  Is 1t hum that keeps you ?

MRS. HOLROYD : No.

BLACKMORE Then come with me. Will you? (He
stands wating for her, then he turns and takes his
overcoat , pulls it on, leauing the collar turned up,
ceasing to twist s cap.) Well—will you tell me to-
morrow ?

[She goes forward and [lings her arms round has
neck. Ie suddenly kisses her passionately.

MRS. HOLROYD But I ought not. (She draws away a
little , he well not let her go.)

BLACKMORE : Yes, 1t’s all right  ({le holds her close.)

MRS. HOLROYD : Is 1t ?

BLACKMORE : Yes, 1t 1s, It’s all night.

[He kisses her again  She releases herself but
holds his hand, They keep histening.
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mzs. HoLroYD : Do you love me ?
BLACKMORE : What do you ask for ?
mrs. HOLROYD : Have I hurt you these months ?

BLACKMORE : You haven’t. And I don’t care what it’s
been if you’ll come with me (T'here 1s a noise upstars
and they wait ) You w:ll soon, won’t you ?

[She kisses hum

MRS, HOLROYD . He’s not safe. (She disengages herself
and sits on the sofa.)

BLACKMORE (lakes a place beside her, holding her hand
in both his) You should have waited for me.

MRS. HoLkoYD How wait ?
BLACKMORE And not have married him.

MRS HOLROYD I might never have known you—I
married him to get out of my place.

BLACKMORE Why ?

MRS HOLROVD * I was left an orphan when I was six
My Uncle John brought me up, in the Coach and
Horses at Ramsworth He’d got no children. He
was good to me, but he drank I went to Mansfield
Grammar School. Then he fell out with me because
I wouldn’t wait in the bar, and I went as nursery
governess to Berryman’s  And I felt I'd nowhere to
go, I belonged to nowhere, and nobody cared about
me, and men came after me, and I hated 1t. So to
get out of 1t, I married the first man that turned up.

BLACKMORE : And you never cared about him ?

MRS. HOLROYD * Yes, I did I did care about hum I
wanted to be a wife to him. But there’s nothing at
the bottom of him, if you know what I mean. You
can’t get anywhere with him. There’s just his body
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and nothing else. Nothing that keeps him, no
anchor, no roots, nothing satisfying. It’s a horrible
feeling there 1s about him, that nothing 1s safe or
permanent—nothmg 1s anything - —

BLACKMORE : And do you think you can trust me ?

MRS. HOLROYD . I think you’re different from him,

BLACKMORE Perhaps I'm not.

MRS. HOLROYD (warmly) - You are

BLACKMORE : At any rate, we'll see  You’ll come on
Saturday to London ?

MRs. HOLROYD Well, you see, there’s my money. I
haven’t got 1t yet My uncle has Ieft me about a
hundred and twenty pounds

BLACKMORE : Well, see the lawyer about it as soon as
you can, I can let you have some money if you want
any. But don’t let us wait after Saturday.

MRS. HOLROYD But 1sn’t 1t wrong ?

BLACKMORE . Why, 1if you don’t care for hum, and the
children are miserable between the two of you—
which they are—-

MRS HOLROYD Yes

BLACKMORE : Well, then I see no wrong As for him—
he would go one way, and only one way, whatever
you do  Damn him, he doesn’t matter

MRS. HOLROYD No

BLACKMORE : Well, then—have done with 1it. Can’t
you cut clean of him ? Can’t you now ?

MRS. HOLROYD : And then-—the children

BLACKMORE : They’ll be all right with me and you—
won’t they ?’

MRS. HOLROYD : Yes




THE WIDOWING OF MRS, HOLROYD 58

BLACKMORE : Well, then. Now, come and have done
with it. We can’t keep on being ripped 1n two hke
this. We need never hear of him any more.

MRS, HOLROYD  Yes—I love you. I do love you——

BLACKMORE : Oh, my God! (He speaks with difficulty—
embracing her)

MRS. HOLROYD . When I'look at him, and then at you—
ha—(she gries a short laugh )

BLACKMORE * He’s had all the chance—it’s only fair—
Lizzie——

MRS. HOLROYD * My love

[There 15 silence He keeps his arm round her.
After hesutating, he pcks up his cap.

BLACKMORE . I'll go then—at any rate. Shall you
come with me ?

[She follows hum to the door.
MRS. HoLROYD  I’ll come on Saturday
BLACKMORE . Not now ?

CURTAIN



THE THIRD ACT

Scene, the same Tume, the follounng erening, about
seten o’clock  The table 15 half-lard, with a large cup
and saucer, plate, etc , 1eady [or HOLROYD'S dinner,
which, like all maners, he has when he comes home
between fowr and fire o’clock  On the other half of the
table MRS. HOLROYD 15 troning  Oun the hearth stand
newly baked loaves of bread Tlhe 1rons hang at the

fire.

JACK, with a bowler hat hanging at the back of has
head, parades up to the sofa, on which stands MINNIE
engaged wn dusting a picture  She has a soiled white
apron tied behind her, to make a long skirt.

Jack : Good mornin’, missis  Any scissors or knives
to grind ?

MINNIE (peering down from the sofa) Oh, I can’t be
bothered to come downstairs. Call another day.

JACK : Ishan’t,

MINNIE (keeping up her part) Well, T can’t come down
now. (JACK stands irresolule ) Go on, you have to
go and steal the baby

Jack : I'm not.

MINNIE © Well, you can steal the eggs out of the fowl-
house.

JAck : Y'm not.

MINNIE : Then I shan’t play with you. (JACK fakes off

54
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his bowler hat and flings it on the sofa ; tears come in
MINNIE'S eyes.) Now I'm not friends. (She surveys:
hum ruefully ; after a few moments of silence she
clambers down and goes to her mother.) Mam, he
won’t play with me.

MRS. HOLROYD (crossly) . Why don’t you play with her ?
If you begin bothering, you must go to bed.

Jack : Well, I don’t want to play.

MRS. HOLROYD : Then you must go to bed.

Jack : Idon’t want to

MRS. HOLROYD . Then what do you want, I should hike
to know ?

MINNIE : I wish my father’d come.
Jack : I do.

MRS HOLROYD - I suppose he thinks he’s paying me
out. This 1s the third tune this week he’s slunk past
the door and gone down to Old Brinsley instead of
coming in to his dinner Ie’li be as drunk as a lord
when he does come

[The chaldien look at her plawntively.

MINNIE © Isn’t he a nuisance ?

JACK : I hatelim I wish he'd drop down th’ pit-shaft.

MRS. HOLROYD  Jack |—I never heard such a thing in
my life! You mustn’t say such things—it’s wicked.

Jack : Well, I do.

MRS, HOLROYD (loudly): I won’t have it He's your
father, remember.

JACK (1 a hagh toue) Well, he’s always comin’ home
an’ shoutin’ an’ bangin’ on the table. (He 15 getting
tearful and defiant.)
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Mrs. HoLroyp : Well, you mustn’t take any notice of

« hum,

MINNIE (wrstfully) . *Appen if you said something nice
to him, mother, he’d happen go to bed, and not shout.

JAcK : I'd hit him in the mouth.

MES. HOLROYD * Perhaps we’ll go to another country,
away from him—should we ?

JACK * In a ship, mother ?

MINNIE : In a ship, mam ?

MRS. HOLROYD : Yes, mn a big ship, where it’s blue
sky, and water and palm-trees, and——

MINNIE : An’ dates ?

JACK : When should we go ?

MRES. HOLROYD Some day

MINNIE © But who’d work for us ¢ Who should we have
for father ?

JacK * You don’t want a father. I can go to work for
us.

MES. HOLROYD : I've got a lot of money now, that your
uncle left me.

MINNIE (after a general thoughtful sience) An’ would
my father stop here ?

MRS. HOLROYD : Oh, he’d be all nght.

MINNIE : But who would he live with ?

MRS HOLROYD . Idon’t know—one of his paper bonnets,
if he hikes

MINNIE : Then she could have her old bracelet back,
couldn’t she ?

MRS. HOLROYD : Yes—there 1t 15 on the candlestick,
waiting for her.
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[There is a sound of footseps—then a knock a? the
door. The chaldren start. ]

MINNIE (wn relief) : Here he is.

[MRS. HOLROYD goes to the door. BLACKMORE
enters.

BLACKMORE : It 1s foggy to-might— Hello, aren’t you
youngsters gone to bed ?

MINNIE : No, my father’s not come home yet.

BLACKMORE (furning fo MRS HoLroyb) Ihd he go to
work then, after last might ?

MRS. HOLROYD I suppose so His pit things were gone
when I got up I never thought he'd go

BLACKMORE And he took his snap as usual ?

MRS. HOLROYD . Yes, just as usual I suppose he’s
gone to the New Inn  Hc'd say to himself he’d pay
me out. That’s what he always does say. ““ I'll pay
thee out for that bit—I'll ma’e thee regret 1t >

JAack © We're going to leave him

BLACKMORE So you think he’s at the New Inn ?

MRS IOLROYD I’'m sure he 15 - and he’ll come when
he’s tull. He’ll have a bout now, you’ll sec

MINNIE Go and fetch him, Mr Blackmore

JACK * My mother says we shall go in a ship and leave
him.

BLACKMORL (after looking keenly at dack  to Mrs.
HOLROYD) ShallI goand see1f he’s at the New Inn ?

MRS. HOLROYD No—perhaps vou’d better not—-
BLACKMORE : Oh, he shan’t see me I can easily
manage that,
JAcK : Fetch him, Mr. Blackmore.
]
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BLACKMORE : All right, Jack. (To MRS. HOLROYD.)

+ Shall 1%

MRs. HOLROYD. We're always pulling on you——
But yes, do !

[BLACKMORE goes out.

Jack : I wonder how long he’ll be.

MRS. HOLROYD : You come and go to bed now : you'd
better be out of the way when he comes in.

MINNIE : And you won’t say anything to hum, mother,
will you ?

MRS. HOLROYD : What do you mean ?

MINNIE . You won’t begin of him-—row him.

MRS. HOLROYD : Is he to have all his own way ? What
would he be Iike, 1if I didn’t row him ?

JACK - But 1t doesn’t matter, mother, 1if we’re going to
leave him——

MINNIE . But Mr. Blackmore’ll come back, won’t he,
mam, and dad won’t shout before him ?

MRS. HOLROYD (beginning ifo undress the children):
Yes, he’ll come back.

MINNIE . Mam-—could 1 have that bracelet to go to
bed with ?

MRS, HOLROYD : Come and say your prayers.

[They kneel, muttering wn thewr mother’'s apron.

MINNIE (suddenly lifting her head). Can I, mam ?

MRS. HOLROYD (trying to be stern): Have you finished
your prayers ?

MINNIE : Yes.

MRS. HOLROYD . If you want 1t—Dbeastly thing! (She
reaches the bracelet down from the mantelprece.) Your
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father must have put it up there—I don’t know
where I left 1t. I suppose he’d think I was proud of
it and wanted 1t for an ornament.

[MIxNIE gloats over 1. MRS. HOLROYD lights a
candle and they go upstawrs. After a few moments
the outer door opens, and there enters an old woman.
She 1s of maddling stature and wears a large grey
shawl over her head. After glancing sharply round
the room, she advances to the fire, warms herself,
then, taking off ler shaul, sits in the rockimg-chaur.
As she hears Mrs. HOLROYD's footsteps, she folds
her hands and puts on a lachrymose erpression,
turning down the corners of her mouth and arching
ker eyebrozs

MRS. HOLROYD  Hello, mother, 1s 1t you ?

GRANDMOTHER . Yes, it’s me. Haven’t you finished
ironing ?

MRS HOLROYD : Not yet.

GRANDMOTHER  You’'ll have your rons red-hot.

MRS. HOLROYD  Yes, I 5'll have to stand them to cool.
(She does so0, and moves about at her wroring )

GRANDMOTHER And you don’t know what’s become of
Charles ?

MRS, HOLROYD * Well, he’s not come home from work
yet. 1supposed he was at the New Inn— Why ?

6RaNDMOTHLR That young eleetrician come knocking
asking 1if I knew where he was  “Eh,” I sad,
“ I've not set eyes on him for over a week— nor his
wife neither, though they pass th’ garden gate every

time they go out. I know nowt on im > 1 axed
him what was the matter, so he said Mrs. Holroyd
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was anxious because he’d not come home, so I

.® thought I'd better come and see. Is there anything
up ?

MRS. HOLROYD : No more than I've told you

GRANDMOTHER . It’s a rum ’un, if he’s neither in the
New Inn nor the Prince o’ Wales. I suppose some-
thing you've done’s set him off.

MRS. HOLROYD : It’s nothing I've done,

GRANDMOTHER * Eh, if he’s gone off and left you,
whativer shall we do! Whativer ’ave you been
doing ?

MRS. HOLROYD * He brought a couple of bright daisies
here last mght —two of those trollops from Notting-
ham-—and I said I'd not have 1t

GRANDMOTHER (sighing deeply) : Ay, you've never been
able to agree.

MRS. HOLROYD . We agreed well enough except when
he drank like a fish and came home rolling.

GRANDMOTHER (whining) . Well, what can you expect
of a man as ’as been shut up 1’ th’ pit all day ? He
must have a bit of relaxation.

MES. HOLROYD He can have 1t different from that,
then. At any rate, I'm sick of it.

GRANDMOTHER . Ay, you've a stifi neck, but 1t’ll be
bowed by you're my age.

MRS. HOLROYD . Will1t ? I’d rather 1t were broke.

GRANDMOTHLK . Well—there’s no telling what a
jealous man will do. (She shakes her head.)

MRS. HOLROYD * Nay, I think 1t’s my place to be jealous,
when he brings a brazen hussy here and sits carrym’
on with her.
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oranpMOTHER : He'd no business to do that. But you
know, Lizzie, he’s got something on his side.

MRs. HOLROYD : What, pray ?

GRANDMOTHER : Well, I don’t want to make any mis-
chief, but you’re my son’s wife, an’ 1t’s nothing but
my duty to tell you They’ve been saying a long
time now as that young electrician is here a hit too
often.

MRS. HOLROYD He doesn’t come for my asking.

GRANDMOTHER  No, I don’t suppose he wants for
asking. But Charlie’s not the man to put up with
that sort o’ work.

MRS. HOLROYD  Charlie put up with 1t ! If he’s any-
thing to say, why doesn’t he say 1t, without going to
other folks. . . . ?

GRANDMOTHER : Charlie’s never been near me with a
word—nor ’as he said a word elsewhere to my
knowledge. For all that, this 1s going to end with
trouble

MRS. HOLROYD  In this hole, every gossiping creature
thinks she’s got the night to cackle about you—
sickening ! And a parcel of hes

GRANDMOTHER  Well, Lizzie, I've never said anything
agamst you Charlie’s been a handful of trouble
He made my heart ache once or twice afore you had
him, and he’s made 1t ache many, many’s the time
since. But 1t’s not all on his side, you know

MRS. HOLROYD (hotly) : No, I don’t know.

GRANDMOTHER ©  You thought yourself above him,
Lizzie, an’ you know he’s not the man to stand it.

MRS, HOLROYD : No, he’s run away from it.
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GRANDMOTHER (venomously) : And what man wouldn’t
leave a woman that allowed him to hive on sufferance
in the house with her, when he was bringing the
money home ?

MRS. HOLROYD * Sufferance ! "—Yes, there’s been a
lot of letting him live on ¢ sufferance ”’ 1n the house
with me. Itis who have hved on sufferance, for his
service and pleasure No, what he wanted was the
drink and the public house company, and because
he couldn’t get them here, he went out for them.
That’s all

GRANDMOTHER * You have always been very clever at
hitting things off, Lizzie I was always sorry my
youngest son married a clever woman He only
wanted a bit of coaxmg and managing, and you
clever women won’t do it

MRS. HOLROYD He wanted a slave, not a wife

GRANDMOTHLR It’s a pity your stomach wasn’t too
high for hum, before you had him  But no, you could
have eaten him ravishing at one time.

MRS. HOLROYD It’s a pity you didn’t tell me what he
was before I had hun  But no, he was all angel. You
left me to find out what he really was.

GRANDMOTHER Some women could have lived with
him happy enough. An’a fat lot you’d have thanked
me for my telling.

[There s a knock at the door MRS HOLROYD
opens

RIGLEY - They tell me, missus, as your mester’s not
hoom yet.

MRS, HOLROYD : No—who1s1t ?
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GRANDMOTHER : Ask him to step inside. Don’t ct,an
there lettin’ the fog in.

[RIGLEY steps in. He is a tall, bony, very roughly
hewn collier.

RIGLEY : Good evenin’.

GRANDMOTHER : Oh, 1s 1t you, Mr. Rigley? (In a
querulous, sputcful tone to mMrs HOLRoYD) He
butties along with Charlie

MRS. HOLROYD * Oh'!
RIGLEY * Au’ han yer seen nowt on 'im ?
MRS. HOLKOYD No-—was he all nght at work ?

RIGLEY Well, ¢’ wor nowt to mention. A bit short,
like © ’adna much to say I canna ma’e out what
’e’s done w1’ "1ssen. (fe s manifestly uneasy, does
not look at the two women )

GRANDMOTHER  An’ did ’e come up 1’ th’ same bantle
w1’ you ?

RIGLEY * No—'e didna As Ah was comin’ out o’ th’
stall, Ah shouted, ‘“ Art comin’, Charhe? We’re a’
off.” An’ ’e said, ‘“ Ah’m comm’ 1in a minute.”
'E wor just fimshin’ a stint, like, an’ ’e wanted ter
get it set An’’e’d been a bit roughish in "1s temper,
like, so I thowt ’e didna want ter walk to th’ bottom
wi’ us. .

GRANDMOTHER (wawling) . An’ what’s ’e gone an’ done
to himself ?

RIGLEY : Nay, missis, yo munna ax me that ’'E’s non
done owt as Ah know on On’y I wor thinkin’,
’appen summat ‘ad ’appened to ’mm, like, seein’ as
nob’dy had any knowings of 'im comin’ up.
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MRBS. HOLROYD : What 1s the matter, Mr. Rigley?

* Tell us 1t out.

RIGLEY : I canna do that, mssis. It seems as if ‘e
niver come up th’ pit—as far as we can make out.
’Appen a bit o’ stuff’s fell an’ pinned '1m.

GRANDMOTHER (warhing) An’ ’ave you left “im lying
down there 1n the pit. poor thing ?

RIGLEY (uneasily) * 1 couldna say for certain where ’e is.

MES. HOLROYD (agitated) Oh, 1t’s very likely not very
bad, mother ! Don’t let us run to meet trouble.

RIGLEY * We ’ave to "ope for th’ best, missis, all on us

6RANDMOTHER (wailing) Eh, they’ll bring 'tm ‘ome,
I know they will, smashed up an’ broke! An’ one
of my sons they’ve burned down pit till the flesh
dropped off ’1n, an’ one was shot till '1s shoulder was
all of a mosh, an’ they brought ’em ’ome to me.
An’ now there’s this

MRS. HOLROYD (shuddering) Oh, don’t, mother.
(Appealing to ric1EY.) You don’t know that he's
hurt ?

RIGLEY (shaking hts head) 1 canna tell you

MRS. HOLROYD (i a high hysterwcal voice) Then what
1Isit ?

RIGLEY (very uneasy): I canna tell you But yon
young clectrician—Mr Blackmore— ’e rung down to
the night deputy, an’ it seems as though there’s been
a fall or summat

GRANDMOTHER  Eh, Lazzie, you parted from him n
anger. You hittle knowed how you’d mect him agam.

rIGLEY (making an effort): Well, I'd ’appen best be
gomn’ to see what’s betide. (Ile goes out.)
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¢raNDMOTUER : I'm sure I've had my share of bad
luck, I have. I'm sure I've brought up five lads in
the pit, through accidents and troubles, and now
there’s this  The Lord has treated me very hard,
very hard. It’s a blessing, Lizaie, as you've got a bit
of money, else what would ’ave become of the
children ?

MRS HOLROYD Wcll, 1f he’s badly hurt, there’ll be the
Jnion-pay, and sich-pay- -we shall manage And
perhaps 1t’s not very much

GranDMOTI'TR  There’s no knowin’ but what they’ll
be carryin’ hun to die 1 th’ hospital

MRrS. HoLroYD  Oh, don’t say so, mother—it won’t
be so bad, you’ll sec

GrANDMOTIHER  Ilow much money have you, Lizze,
comin’ ?

MES. HoLroYD 1 don’t know— not much over a
hundred pounds

GRANDMOTHER (shaking her head) An’ what’s that,
what’s that ?

MRS. Ho1 RoYD (sharply) Hush'!

GRANDMOTHLR (crying) Why, what ?

[MRs HOLROYD opens the door. In the silence can
be keard the pulsing of the fan engine, then the
drivang engine chuffs ramdly  there 1s a skirr of
brakhes on the rope as it descends,

mns, noLiroyp . That’s twice they’ve sent the chair
down—I wish we could see. . . Hark!

GRANDMOTHI k& What 15 1t ?

MRS, HOLROYD Yes—it’s stopped at the gate. It's the
doctor’s.
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GRANDMOTHER (comang fo the door) : What, Lizzie ?

‘MRrS. ROLROYD* The doctor’s motor. (She lislens
acutely.) Dare you stop here, mother, while I run
up to the top an’ see ?

GRANDMOTHER : You’d better not go, Lizzie, you'd
better not. A woman’s best away

MRS. HOLROYD : It 1s unbearable to wait,

GRANDMOTHER * Come 1n an’ shut the door—it’s a cold
that gets in your bones  (She goes mn.)

MRS HOLROYD Perhaps while he’s in bed we shall have
time to change mm  It’s an 1ll wind brings no good.
He’ll happen be a better man

eraANDMOTHFR *© Well, you can but try Many a
woman’s thought the same

MRS. HOLROYD Oh, dear, I wish somebody would
come. He’s never been hurt since we were married.

GRANDMOTHER * No, he’s never had a bad accident, all
the years he’s been in the pit  He’s been luckier than
most. But everybody has 1t, sooner or later.

MRS HOLROYD (shivering) It 1¢ a hornid night.

GRANDMOTHER (querulous) - Yes, come your ways m.

MRS. BOLROYD Hark!

[There vs a quick sound of footsteps BLACKMORE
comes wmto the light of the duvorway

BLACKMORE : They’re bringing him.

MRS. HOLROYD (quickly putting her hand over her breast) :
What 1s1t ?

BLACKMORE : You can't tell anything’s the matter
with him—t’s not marked him at all.

MRS, HOLROYD : Oh, what a blessing | And 1s 1t much ?
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BLACKMORE : Well

MRS, HOLROYD : What s it ?

BLACKMORE : It’s the worst.

GRANDMOTHER : Who 1s 1t —What does he say ?

[Mrs. noLroyp sinks on the nearest chawr with a
horrified expression. BLACKMORE pulls humself
together and enters. He s very pale.

BLACKMORE * I came to tell you they’re bringing him
home.

GRANDMOTHER  And you said it wasn’t very bad, did
you ?

BLACKMORF  No— I said 1t was—as bad as 1t could be.

MRS HOLROYD (rzsing and c10ssing to her MOTHER-IN-
Law, flings Ler arms round her , wn a high vouce):
Oh, mother, what shall we do ? What shall we do ?

GRANDMOTHER  You don’t mean to say he’s dead ?

BLACKMORE  Yes

GRANDMOTHFR (starning)  God help us, and how
was 1t ?

BLACKMORE Some stuff fell.

GRANDMOTHLR (ruching herself and her daughter-in-law—
both weeping) Oh, God have mercy on us! Oh,
God have mercy on us! Some stuff fell on him. An’
he’d not even time to cry for mercy, oh, God spare
him! Oh, what shall we do for comfort ? To be
taken straight out of his sins. Oh, Lizzie, to think
he should be cut off in his wickedness! He’s been
a bad lad of late, he has, poor lamb. He’s gone very
wrong of late years, poor dear lamb, very wrong.
Oh, Lizzie, think what’s to become of him now !
If only you’d have tried to be different with him.
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MRS. HOLROYD (moaning) : Don’t, mother, don’t. I
can’t bear 1it.

BLACKMORE (cold and clear) - Where will you have him
laid ¢ The men will be here 1n a moment.

MRS. HOLROYD (starting up) They can carry him up to

bed
BLACKMORE 1t’s no good taking him upstairs. You'll

have to wash him and lay him out.

MRS. oLROYD (slartled) Well
BLACKMORE . He’s 1n his pit-dirt
GRANDMOTHER © He 15, bless him. We’d better have
him down here, Lizzie, where we can handle him.
MRS IIOIROYD Yes
[She begins to put the tea thangs away, but drops
the sugar out of the bas:n and the lum ps fly broadcast.
BLACKMORE Never mind, I'll pick those up. You put
the children’s clothes away
[Mrs. norkoyn stares witless around. The
GRANDMOINER sifs rockiig herself and weeping.
BLACKEMORE clears the table, putting the pots in the
scullery  He folds the white tublecloth and pulls back
the table The door opens MRS HOLROYD ullers
a cry. RIGLLY enters.
RIGLEY They’re bringing him now, missis.
MRS, HoLrOoYD Oh!
RIGLEY (semply) 'There must ha’ been a fall directly
after we left him.
MRS. HOLROYD (frowning, horrified) - No— no !
RIGLLY {fo BLACKMORE). It fell a’ back of hm, an’
shut '1m 1n as you might shut a loaf 1 th’ oven, It
never touched him,
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MRS, HOLROYD (staring distractedly) : Well, then——

rIGLEY : You see, 1t come on ’im as close as a trap on a
mouse, an’ gen him no air, an’ what wr’ th’ gas, 1t
smothered him. An’1t wouldna be so very long about
it neither.

MRS, HOLROYD {quzef with korror) . Oh'!

GRANDMOTHER : Eh, dear—dear Eh, dear—dear.

RIGLEY (lookwng hard at her) - I wasna to know what 'ud
happen.

GRANDMOTHER (not heeding him. bul weeping all the
time) : But the Lord gave him time to repent He’d
have a few minutes to repent. Ay, I hope he did, 1
hope he did, else what was to become of him. The
Lord cut hum off 1n his sins, but He gave him time
to repent

[rRIGLFY looks away at the wall. BLACKMORE has
made a space 1n the middle of the floor.

BLACKMORE  If you’ll take the rocking-chair off
the end of the rug, Mrs Holroyd, I can pull it
back a bit from the fire, and we can lay him on
that.

GRANDMOTHIR ({petulantly). What’s the good of
messing about (She moves )

MRS, HOLROYD * It suffocated him ?

RIGLLY (shaking his head, briefly) Yes 'Appened th’
after-damp—

BLACKMORE *+ He’d be dead 1n a few minutes.

MRS. HOLROYD : No—oh, think |
BLACKMORE : You mustn’t think
RIGLEY (suddenly): They commin’!
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* [MRS. BOLROYD siands at bay. The GRANDMOTHER

o half rises. RIGLEY and BLACKMORE ¢fface themselves

as much as possible A man backs into the room,
bearing the feet of the dead man, which are shod in
great put boots. As the head bearer comes awkwardly
past the table, the coat with which the body s covered
ships off, revealing LOLROYD wn his put-dirt, naked
to the warst.

MANAGER (a little stout, white-bearded man) : Mind now,
mind. Ay, missts, what a )ob, indeed, 1t 1s!
(Sharply.) Where mun they put him ?

MRES. HOLROYD (turning her face aside from the corpse):
Lay him on the rug,

MANAGER : Steady now, do 1t steady

SECOND BEARER (r1sing and pressing back his shoulders) :
By Guy, but ’e ’ings heavy

MANAGER . Y1, Joe, I'll back my life o’ that,

GRAaNDMOTRER : Eh, Mr Chambers, what’s this
affliction on my old age. You kept your sons out o’
the pit, but all mmne’s in  And to think of the
trouble I've had—to think o’ the trouble that’s come
out of Brinsley pit to me.

MANAGER . It has that, 1t’as that, missis. You seem
to have had more’'n your share, I’ll admit it, you
have.

MRS. HOLROYD (who has been staring at the men): It is
too much !

[BLACKMORE frowns; RIGLEY glowers at her.

MANAGER : You never knowed such a thing in your
hfe. Here’s a man, hohn’ a stint, just finishin’, (He
puts himself as f wn the holer’s posiion, gesticulating
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freely) an’ a lot o’ stuff falls behind him, clean ‘as a
whistle, shuts him up safe as a worm 1n a nut and,
piver touches him—niver knowed such a thing in
your life.

MeS, HOLROYD : Ugh!

MANAGER : It niver hurt hm—niver touched him.

MRS. HOLROYD : Yes, but— but how long would he be
(she makes a sweeping gesture, the MANAGER looks
at her and unll not help her out}—how long would 1t
take—oh—to—to kill him ?

MANAGER : Nay, I canna tell ye ’E didna seem to
ha’ strived much to get out—did he, Joe ?

SECOND BEARER - No, not as far as Ah'n seen.

FIRST BEARER - You look at ’1s ands, you'll see then.
’E’d non ha’e room to swimg the pick.

[The MANAGER goes on his knees.

MRS. HOLROYD (shuddering) Oh, don’t!

MANAGER : Ay, th’ nails 1s broken a bit

MRS. HOLROYD (clenchaing her fists) . Don’t!

MANAGER : E’d be surc ter ma’e a bit of a fight But
th’ gas 'ud soon get hold on 'um. Ay, 1t’s an awful
thing to think of, 1t 1s indeed

MRS. HOLROYD (her vowce bieaking) . I can’t bearit !

MANAGER : Eh, dear, we none on us know what’s
comin’ next.

MRS. HOLROYD (getiing hysterical) : Oh, 1t’s too awful,
it’s too awful |

BLACKMORE : You’ll disturb the children.

GRANDMOTHER : And you don’t want them down here.
MANAGER : 'E'd no business to ha’ been left, you know.
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RIGLEY : An’ what man, dost think, wor goin’ to sit

+» him down on his hams an’ wait for a chap as wouldna
say “ thank yer »* for his cump’ny ? °E’d bin ready
to fall out wi’ a flicker o’ the candle, so who dost
think wor gomn’ ter stop when we knowed ’e on’y
kep on so0’s to get shut on us.

MANAGER Tha'rt quite night, Bill, quite right. But
theer you are

RIGLEY Ah’if we’d stopped, what good would 1t ha’
done——

MANAGER . No, ’appen not, ’appen not.

RIGLEY . For, not known——

MANAGER I'msayin’ nowt agen thee, neither one road
nor t’other. (There 15 general silence- then, 10 MRS.
HOLrOYD.) I should thmk th’ inquest’ll be at th’
New Inn to-morrow, mussis  I'll kit vou know

MES. HOLROYD . Will there have to be an inquest ?

MANAGER Yes—there’ll have to be an inquest  Shall
you want anybody in, to stop with you to-night ?

MES. HOLROYD No

MANAGER Well, then, w'd best be goin’.  T'll send my
missis down first thing 1in the morning  It’s a bad
job, a bad job,1t1s  You’ll be a’ right then ?

MRS. HOLROYD . Yes,

MANAGER : Well, good mght then-—good might all.

ALL: Good mght Good mght
[The MANAGLR, followed by the two bearers, goes
out, closing the door
RIGLEY . It’s like this, missis. I never should ha’ gone,
if he hadn’t wanted us to.
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NMRS. HOLROYD : Yes, I know.

RIGLEY : 'E wanted to come up by ’s sen. .
MEeS. HOLROYD (weardy): I know how it was, Mr.
Rigley.

RIGLEY: Yes——
BLACKMORE Nobody could foresee.

RIGLEY (shaking hus head) No If there’s owt, mussis,
as you want - --

MRS. HoLROYD Yes Ithink theresn’t anything.

RIGLEY (after a moment) Well - good mght—we’ve
worked 1’ the same stall ower four years now

MRS. HOLROYD  Yes
RIGLEY . Well, good mght, missis.
MRS, HOLROYD AND BLACKWORE . Good night.
[The craxDMOTHLR all thes time has been rocking
herself to and fro. moarang and murmuring beside the
dead man IV hen R1GILY has gone MRS HOLROYD

stands staring distracledly before her  She has not
yet looked at her husband

GRANDMOTHER . Ilave vou got the things ready,
Lizzie ?

MRS HOLROYD What things ?

GRANDMOTHER To lay the child out

MRS. HOLROYD (shie shudders) No—what ?

éranpMotTiER  Haven’t you put him by a pair o
white stockings, nor a white shirt ?

MRs. HOLROYD He’s got a white cricketing shirt—
but not white stockings
GRANDMOTHER Then he’ll have to have his father’s,
Let me look at the shurt, Lizzie. (MRS. HOLROYD
F
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takes one from the dresser drawer).) This’ll never do—
—a cold, canvas thing w1’ a turndown collar. I s’ll
'ave to fetch his father’s. (Suddenly.) You don’t
want no other woman to touch him, to wash him and
lay him out, do you ?
MRS, HOLROYD (weeping ) . No
GRANDMOTHER . Then I’ll fetch him his father’s gear.
We mustn’t let him set, he’ll be that heavy, bless
him. (She takes her shaw! ) 1 shan’t be more than a
few minutes, an’ the young fellow can stop here till
I come back.
BLACKMORE . Can’t I go for you, Mrs Holroyd ¢
GRANDMOTHER: No  You couldn’t find the things.
We’ll wash him as soon as 1 get back, Lizzie
MRS. HOLROYD : All night
[She watches her mother-in-law go out  Then she
starts, goes in the scullery for a bowl, in whach she
pours warm water. She takes a flannel and soup and
towel. She stands, afraid to go any jurther
BLACEMORE . Welll
MRS. HOLROYD  This 1s a judgment on us
BLACKMOKE VWhy ?

MRS. HOLROYD . On me, 1t 1s

BLACKMORE . How ?

MRS. HOLROYD . It 1s,
[BLACKMORE shales his head.

MRS. HOLROYD . Yesterday you talked of murdering

him.
BLACKMORE : Well |
MRS, HOLEOYD . Now we’ve done 1t.
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BLACKMORE : How ?

Mgs. 1oLroYD : He’d have come up with the others,*
if he hadn’t felt— felt me murdering him.

BLACKMORE But we can’t help 1t

MRS, HOLROYD . It’s my fault

BLACKMORE * Don’t be like that !

MRS. HOLROYD (looking at hum— then wndiwcatirg her
husband) 1daren’t sce hum

BLACKMORE No?

MRS. HOLROYD . I've killed him that s all
BLACKMORE No, you haven’t

MRS, HOLROYD . Yes, I have

BLACKMORE M ¢ couldn’t helpat

Mis, HOLrROYD  If he hadn t fclt, it he hadn’t krown,
he wouldn’t have stayed, he'd have come up with
the rest

BLACKMORE Well, and even if 1t was so, we can’t help
1t now,

MRS. HOLROYD But we've killed him

BLACKMORE. Ah, I'm tired——

MRS. HOLROYD Yes.

BLACKMORE (after u pause) Shall I stay ?

MrS HO1hOYD I- Idaren’t be alone with him

BLACKMORE {s:f1ng doun) No

MRS, norroyn I don’t love him, Now he’s dead. I
don’t love um  He hies hke he did yesterday.

BLACKMORE I suppose, being dead- 1 don’t know
MRms. noLkoyYp . Ithink you’d better go.
BLACKMORE (resung) . Tell me.
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€
MRS, HOLROYD : Yes.
¢ BLACKMORE : You want me to go.

MRS. HOLROYD * No—but do go. (They look at each
other.)

BLACKMORE : I shall come to-morrow (ke goes out).

[MRS. HOLROYD stands very stiff, as «f afrard of the
dead man. Then she stoops down and begins to
sponge s face, talking to ham.

MRS. HOLROYD: My dear, my dear—oh, my dear!
I can’t bear 1t, my dear —you shouldn’t have done 1t.
You shouldn’t have done1t Oh—-1I can’t bear 1it, for
you. Why couldn’t I do anything for you? The
children’s father—my dear—I wasn’t good to you.
But you shouldn't have done this to me Oh, dear,
oh, dear! Did 1t hurt you ?-—oh, my dear, 1t hurt
you—oh, I can’t bearit. No, things aren’t fair—we
went wrong, my dear. I never loved you enough—
Ineverdid Whatashame for you! It was a shame.
But you didn’t —you didn’t try I would have loved
you—I tried hard What a shame for you! It was
so cruel for you You couldn’t help 1t—my dear, my
dear. You couldn’t helpit And I can’t doanything
for you, and 1t hurt you so! (She weeps butterly, so
her tears fall on the dead man’s fuce, suddenly she
kisses ham') My dear, my dear, what can 1 do for
you, what can I? (She weeps as she wipes his face
gently )

GRANDMOTHER (enlers, puts a bundle on the table, takes
off her shawl) . You're not all by yourself ?

MRS. HOLROYD Yes

GRANDMOTHER : It’s a wonder you’re not frightened.
You’ve not washed his face.



THE WIDOWING OF MRS, HOLROYD 77

MBS. HOLROYD : Why should I be afraid of him—now,
mother ? .

GRANDMOTHER (weeping): Ay, poor lamb, I can’t
think as ever you could have had reason to be
frightened of him, Lizzie.

MRS. HOLROYD : Yes—once——

GRANDMOTHER * Oh, but he went wrong. An’ he was a
taking lad, as 1ver was. (She cries pitefully ) And
when I waked his father up and told him, he sat up
in bed staning over his whiskers, and said should he
come up ? But when I'd managed to find the shirt
and things, he was stillin bed You don’t know what
1t1sto ive with a man that hasno feeling. But you’ve
washed him, Lizzie ?

MRS, HOLROYD . I was finishing his head.

GRANDMOTHER : Let me do 1t, child.

MRS, HOLROYD  I’ll finish that.

GRANDMOTHER . Poor lamb—poor dear lJamb! Yet I
wouldn’t wish him back, Lizzie He must ha’ died
peaceful, Lizzie He seems to be smiling He
always had such a rare smile on him—not that he’s
smiled much of late

MRS. HOLROYD * I loved him for that.

GRANDMOTHER * Ay, my poor child—my poor child.

MRS, HOLROYD He looks nice, mother.

GRANDMOTHER : I hope he made his peace with the
Lord.
MRS. HOLROYD : Yes.
GRANDMOTHER : If he hadn’t time to make his peace
with the Lord, I've no hopes of him. Dear o’ me,
dear o’ me. Isthere another bit of flannel anywhere 1
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[MRs. BOLROYD rises and brings a plece. The
¢ GRANDMOTHER begins to wash the breast of the dead

man.
GRANDMOTHER : Well, I hope you’ll be true to his
children at least, Lizzie (MRS. HOLROYD weeps-—the
old woman contenues her washing ) Eh- and he’s fair
as ailly Did you ever sec a man with a whiter skin
— and flesh as fine as thedriven snow. He’s beautiful,
he 1s, the lamb. Many’s the time I’ve looked at
him, and I've felt proud of him, I have. And now
he lies here  And such arms on im ! Look at the
vaccination marks, Lizzie When I took him to be
vaccinated, he had a little pink bonnet with a feather.
(Weeps ) Don’t cry, my girl, don’t  Sit up an’
wash him a’ that side, or we s’ll never have him
done. Oh, Lizzie !
MRS IIOLROYD (sttting up, startled) What—what ?
6rRaNDMOTUER Look at his poor hand !
[She holds up the rght hand. The nails are
bloody
MRS. HOLROYD . Oh, no! Oh,no! No!
[Both women weep
GRANDMOTHER (afler a while) We maun get on,
Tazzie
MRS. HOLROYD (suttang up) - I can’t touch huis hands.
there’s nothing

GRANDMOTHER * But I’'m his mother
I couldn’t do for him.

MRS, HOLROYD . I don’t care—1I don’t care

GRANDMOTHER Prithee, prithee, Lizzie, I don’t want
thee goin’ off, Lizzie.

MRS. HOLROYD (moaning) Oh, what shall Ido!
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GRANDMOTHER : Why, go thee an’ get his feet washed.

He’s setting stiff, and how shall we get him laid out ?

[MRs. HOLROYD, sobbing, goes, kneels at the
miner’s feet, and begins pulling off the great boots.

GRANDMOTHER There’s hardly a mark on him. Eh,
what a man hes! I've had some fine sons, Lizzie,
I've had some big men of sons

MRS. HOLROYD - He was always a lot whiter than me.
And he used to chaff me,

GRANDMOTHLR  But s poor hands! I used to thank
God for my children, but they’re rods o’ trouble,
Lizzie, they are. Unfasten his belt, child We mun
get his things off soon, or else we s’ll have such a job.

[Mrs. noLrovyD, haiing dragged off the boots,
rises  She 15 weeping

CURTAIN
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PREFACE

A ~NicE phrase © ““ A People’s Theatre.” But what about
it ? There’s no such thing in existence as a People’s
Theatre . or even on the way to existence, as far as
we can tell The name 15 chosen, the baby 1sn’t even
begotten . nay, the would-be parents aren’t married,
nor yet courting

A People’s Theatre Note the indefinite article. It
1sn’t The People’s Theatre, hut A People’s Theatre Not
The People 1l popolo, le peuple, das Volk, ths
monster 15 the same the world over Plebs, the pro-
letariat. Not the theatre of Plebs, the proletariat, but
the theatre of A People What people ? Quel peuple
donc *—A Pcople’s Theatre Translate 1t into French
for yourself

/A People’s Theatre Since we can’t produce it, let us
deduceit Major premiss  the seats are cheap Minor
premiss the plays are good Conclusion -+ A People’s
Theatre. YHow much will you give me for my syllogism ?
Not a slapin the eve, I hope.

We stick to our guns. The seats are cheap That
has a nasty proletarian look about 1t (But appearances
are deceptive The proletariat 1sn’t poor. Everybody
1s poor except Capital and Labour. DBetween these
upper and nether millstones great numbers of decent
people are squeezed,,

The seats arc cheap * 1n decency’s name. Nobody
wants to swank, to sit 1n the front of a box like a
geranium on a window-sill—** the cynosure of many
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eyes.” Nobody wants to profiteer. We all feel that it
m as humiliating to pay high prices as to charge them.

{ No man consents in his heart to pay high prices unless
“he feels that what he pays with his rnght hand he will
get back with his left, erther out of the pocket of a man
who isn’t looking, or out of the envy of the poor neigh-
bour who s looking, but can’t afford the figure. 3 The
seats are cheap. Why should A People, fabulous and
lofty giraffe, want to charge or to pay high prices ? If
1t were the peoplenow  Butitisn’t Itisn’t Plebs, the
proletanat The seats arc cheap

The plays are good Pah!- this has a canting smell
Any play 15 good to the man who likes to look at 1t.
And at that rate *“ Chu Chin Chow *° 1s extra-super-
good What about your good plays * Whose good ?
Pfus to your goodness !

That minor prenuss 1s a bad egg 1t will hatch no
bird Good plays? You might as well say mimsy
bomtittle plays, you’d be saying as much The plays
are—don’t say good or you’ll be beaten. The plays—
the plays of A People’s Theatre are—oh, heaven, what
are they ?--not popular nor populous nor plebelan
nor proletarian nor folk nor pansh plays. { None of that

adjectival spawn.,
The only clue-word 1s People’s, for all that, A
People’s ---—- Chaste word, 1t will bring forth no

adjective “ The plays of A People’s Theatre are People’s
plays. The plays of A People’s Theatre are plays about
people.

It doesn’tlook much, at first sight. After all—people !
Yes, people! Not the people, 1e. Plebs, nor yet the
Upper Ten. People Neither Piccoll nor Grandr mn
our republic  People.
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People, ah God! Not mannequins. Not lords nor
proletanats nor bishops nor husbands nor co
respondents nor virgins nor adulteresses nor uncles
nor noses. Not even white rabbits nor presidents.
People.

Men who are somebody, not men who are something.-
Men who happen to be bishops or co-respondents,
women who happen to be chaste, just as they happen
to freckle, because 1t’s one of their mmnumerable odd
quahties. Even men who happen, by the way, to
have long noses  But not noses on two legs, not burly
pairs of gaiters, stuffed and voluble, not white merin-
gues of chastity, not incarnations of co-respondence.
Not proletanats, petitioners, presidents, noses, bits of
fluff. Heavens, what an assortment of bits' And
aren’t we sick of them!

People, T say  And after all 1t’s saying something.

“It’s harder to be a human bcng than to be a president
or a bit of flufl, You can he a president, or a bit of
flulf, or even a nose, by clockwork < Given a role, a
part, you can plav 1t by clochwork  But vou can t have
a clockwork human bang

We're dead sick of parts » It’s no use your protesting
that there 15 a man behind the nose Wec cant see
him, and he can’t sce himself Notling but nose.
Neither can you mahe us believe there 1s 4 man inside
the gaiters  Ile’s never showed his head yet

It may be, i rcal life, the gaiters wear the man, as
the nose wears Cyrano It may be Sir Auckland Geddes
and Mr. J H Thomas are only chppings from the
tlustrated press It may be that a muiner 1s a comph-
cated machine for cutting coal and voting on a ballot-
paper. It may be that coal-owneis arec hike the petu
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blew arrangement, a system of vacuum tubes for
whooshing Bradburys about from one to the other.

It may be that everybody delights in bits, 1in parts,
that the public insists on noscs, gaiters, white rabbuts,
bits of fluff, automata and gewgaws If they do, then
let’em Chu Chin Chow forever!

In spite of them all A People’s Theatre ‘A People’s
Theatre shows men, and not parts Not bits, nor
bundles of bits A whole bunch of rélcs tied into one
won’t make an mdividual  Though gaiters perish, we
will have men

Although most mners may be pich-cum-shovel-cum-
ballot mmplements, and no more, still, among nuners
there must be two or three living mdniduals. The
same among the masters. The majority are suction-
tubes for Bradburys But in this Sodom of Industnal-
1sm there are surcly ten men, all told My poor hittle
withered grain of mustard seed, I am half afraid to take
you across to the seed-testing department !

Eénd if there are men, theie 1s A Pcople’s Theatre

How many tragic situations did Gocthe say were
possible ? Somcthing ke thirty-two. VWhich scems a
lot. Anyhow, grantcd that men are men still, that not
all of them are bits, parts, machine-sections, then we
have addcd anothcr tragic possibility to the st the
Strihe situation  As yct no onc tackles this situation.
It 1s a sort of Medusa head, which turns— no, not to
stone, but to sloppy treacddle Mr Galsworthy had a
peep, and sank down towards bathos

Granted that men are still men, Labour v, Capitalism
1s a tragic struggle If men arc no more than imple-
ments, 1t 1s non-tragic and mcrcly disastrous. In
tragedy the man 1s more than his part. Hamlet is
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more than Prince of Denmark, Macbeth 1s more than
murderer of Duncan. The man 1s caught in the wheels,
of hus part, lus fate, he may be torn asunder. He may
be killed, but the resistant, integral soul in hum 1s not
destroyed. He comes through, though he dies. He goes
through with his fate, though death swallows him.
And 1t 15 1n this facing of fate, this going right through
with it, that tragedy lies. Tragedy is not disaster. It
18 a disaster when a cart-wheel goes over a frog, but 1t
18 not a tragedy. Tragedy is the working out of some
mmmediate passional problem withi the soul of man.
If this passional problem and this working out be
absent, then no disaster 1s a tragedy, not the hugest .
not the death of ten nullion men. It s only a cart-
wheel going over a frog. 'There must be a supreme
struggle

In Shakespeare’s time 1t was the people versus king
storm that was brewing. Majesty was about to have
its head off. Comc what nught, Hamlet and Macbeth
and Goneril and Recgan had to see the business through.

Now a new wind 15 getting up. We call 1t Labour
versus Capitalism. Vve say 1t 1s a mere matenal
struggle, a money-grabbing aflair. But ths 1s only
one aspect of 1t In so tar as men are merely mechanical
the struggle 15 one which, though 1t may bring disaster
and death to nullions, 1s no more than accident, an
accadental collision ot forces. But i so tar as men are
men, the situation 15 tragic. It 1s not really the bone
weare fighting tor. W care fighting to have somebody’s
head off. The contlict 1s 1n pure, passional antagonism,
turming upon the poles of belet. Majesty was only
hors d’@uvres to this tragic repast.

So, the strike situation has this dual aspect. First
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it it a mechanico-material struggle, two mechanibal
forces pulling asunder from the central object, the hone.
All 1t can result 1n 1s the pulling asunder of the fabric
of civilisation, and even of life, without any creative
1ssue. It 1s no more than a frog under a cart-wheel.
The mechanical forces, rolling on, roll over the body of
life and squash it

The second 1s the tragic aspect According to this
view. we see more than two dogs fighting for a bone,
and life hopping under the Juggernaut wheel, The two
dogs are making the bone a pretext for a fight with
each other That old bull-dog, the British capitalist,
has got the bone in histeeth That unsatisfied mongrel,
Plebs, the proletamat, shivers with rage not so much at
sight of the bone, as at sight of the great wrinkled jowl
that holds 1t 'There 1s the old dog, with his knowing
look and his massive grip on the bone and there 1s
the insatiable mongrel, with his great splay paws. The
one 1s all head and arrogance, the othcr all paws and
grudge Thcboneisonly the pretext A first condition
of the being of Bully 1s that he shall hate the prowhng
great paws of Plebs wlulst Plchs by inherent nature
goes mad at the sight of Bully’s jowl ‘“ Dropit!’ cries
Plebs ““ Hands off !’ growls Bully It 1s hands
against head, the shambling, servile body in a rage of
nsurrection at last against the wrinkled, heavy head.

Labour not only wants his debt. He wants his pound
of flesh It 15 a quandary. In our heart of hearts we
must admit the debt. We must admit that 1t 1s long
overdue But this last condition | In vain we study
our anatomy to see which part we can best spare,

Where 1s our Portia, to save us with a timely quibble )
We've plenty of Portias. They’ve recited thewr heads
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off—* The qualty of merey 1s not stramned.” Buf the
old Shylock of the proletariat persists  He pops up,
agam, and says, ‘“ All nght, I can’t have my pound of
flesh with the blood But then you can’t keep my
pound of flesh with your blood jou owecit me Itis
your husincss to dchiver the goods  Dcliver it then—
with or without blood deliver 1t  Then Portia
seratches her head, and thinks agam

What’s the solution ? “There 15 no solution  But still
therc 1s a choice  Therd’s a chotee betwecn a mess and
a tragedy If Plebs and Bully hang on onc to caglg
end of the bone, and pull for grun hic, thev will at 14st
tear the bonc to atoms 1n short, destioy the whele
material substance of lif¢, and so parish by daceident,
no bettar than a frog under the whed of destiny
That may bc a disastar, but it 1s onlv a mess for all
that

On the otha liand, if they have a fight to flight they
mught rcally drop the bone  Instcad of wranghng the
bone to bits they mnght rcallvy go straight tor one
another  They arc ik hostile partics on board a ship,
who both procccd to scuttle the ship so as to sink the
other party  Down gocs the ship, with all the bally
lot on board .\ tcw suivivors swim and squeal among
the bubbles  and then silancc

It 1s too much to supposc that the combatants will
ever drop the obvious old bone,  But 1t 15 not too much
to imagime that somc men might acknowledge the bone
to be merely a pretest, another hollow cusus bella
If we really conld know what we were fighting for, 1f we
could deeply belicve 1n what we were ighting for, then
the struggle nught have dignity, beauty, satisfaction for
us I 1t were a profound stiuggle for something that

a
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was’coming to life in us, a struggle that we were con-
vinced would bring us to a new freedom, a new hfe,
then 1t would be a creative activity, a creative activity
in which death 1s a chmax 1n the progression towards
new bemng. And this 1s tragedy.

Therefore, 1f we could but comprehend or feel the
tragedy in the great Labour struggle, the intrinsic
tragedy of having to pass through death to birth, our
souls would still know some happiness, the very
happiness of creative suffering. Instead of which we
pile accident on accident, we tear the fabric of our
existence fibre by fibre, we confidently look forward
to the time when the whole great structure will come
down on our heads. Yet after all that, when we are
squirrmng under the debns, we shall have no more
faith or hope or satisfaction than we have now> We
shall crawl from under one cart-wheel straight under
another.

+ The essence of tragedy, which is creative crisis, 15 that
a man should go through with his fate, and not dodge
1t and go bumping into an accident And the whole
business of life, at the great critical periods of mankind,
1s that men should accept and be onc with their
tragedy. Therefore we should open our hearts. For
one thing, we should have a People’s Theatre Perhaps
1t would help us 1n this hour of confusion better than
anything. >

HERMITAGE,
June, 1919



ACT 1

Scene I

Sunday morming. Market-place of o large maining
village wn the Midlands. A man addressing a
small gang of collwers from the foot of a stumpy
memorial obelisk. Church bells heard. Church-
goers passing along the outer pavements.

WILLIE HOUGHTON * What’s the matter with you
folks, as I've told you before, and as I shall keep
on telling you every now and again, though 1t doesn’t
make a bit of difference, 1s that you’ve got no 1dea of
freedom whatsoever I’ve lived in this blessed place
for fifty years, and I've never seen the spark of an
1dea, nor of any response to an 1dea, come out of a
single one of you, all the time 1 don’t know what it
1s with colliers—whether 1t’s spending so much time
in the bowels of the earth—but they never seem to be
able to get their thoughts above their bellies If
you’ve got plenty to eat and drink, and a bit over to
keep the mussis quiet, you're satisfied. I never saw
such a satisfied bloomun’ lot 1n my hfe as you Barlow
and Walsall’s men are, really. Of course you can
growse as well as anybody, and you do growse. But
you don’t do anything else. You're stuck in a sort
of mud_of contentment, and you feel yourselves
sinking, but you make no efforts to get out. You
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bleat a bit, like sheep in a bog—but you like it, you
know. You like sinking in—you don’t have to stand
on your own feet then.

T’ll tell you what’ll happen to you chaps. I’ll give
you a little picture of what you’ll be hke mn the
future. Barlow and Walsall’s 'll make a number of
compounds, such as they keep niggers m m South
Africa, and there you’ll be kept. And every one of
you'll have a hittle brass collar round his neck, with a
number on 1t You won’t have names any more.
And you’ll go from the compound to the pit, and
from the pit back agamn to the compound. You
won’t be allowed to go outside the gates, except at
week-ends. They'll let you go home to your wives
on Saturday mghts, to stop over Sunday. But
you’ll have to be 1n again by half-past nine on Sunday
night, and 1if you’re late, you’ll have your next
week-end knocked off. And there you’ll be— and
you’ll be quite happy. They’ll give you plenty
to eat, and a can of beer a day, and a bit of bacca—
and they’ll provide dominoes and shittles for you to
play with. And you’ll be the most contented set of
men alive —But you won’t be men  You won’t even
be amimals. You’ll go from number one to number
three thousand, a lot of numbered slaves—a new
sort of slaves——

vOICE . An’ wheer shall thee be, Willie ?

wiLLIE . Oh, I shall be outside the palings, laughing
at you. I shall have to laugh, because 1t’ll be your
own faults. You’ll have nobody but yourself to
thank for it You don’t wan! to be men. You'd
rather not be free—much rather. You’re hke those
people spoken of in Shakespeare. * Oh, how eager
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these men are to be slaves!” I believe 1t’s Shake-
speare—or the Bible—one or the other—it mostly.
is—

ANABEL WRATH (she was passing to church): It was
Tiberius,

wiLLIE: Eh ¢
ANABEL * Thiberus said 1it.

wiLLIE : Tiberius I—Oh, did he ? (Laughs ) Thanks!
Well, if Tiberius said 1t, there must be something in
it And he only just missed being 1n the Bible, any-
way. He was a day late, or they’d have had him 1n.
* Oh, how eager these men are to be slaves1”—It’s
evident the Romans deserved all they got from
Tiberius—and you'll deserve all you get, every bit
of it. But don’t you bother, you’ll get it  You
won’t be at the merey of Tiberius, you'll be at the
mercy of something a jolly sight worse. Tiberus
took the skin off a few Romans, apparently But
you’ll have the soul taken out of you—every
one of you. And I'd rather lose my skin than my
soul, any day But perhaps you wouldn’t

vorce  What art makin’ for, Wilhe? Tha seems
to say a lot, but tha goes round it. Tha’rt like a
donkey on a gin. Tha gets ravelled

WILLIE Yes, that’s just 1. I am preasely hke a
donkey on a gin— a donkey that’s tryving to wind a
lot of colliers up to the surface. There’s many a
donkey that’s brought more colliers than you up to
see dayhght, by trotting round.—But do you want to
know what I'm making for ¥ I can soon tell you that.
You Barlow and Walsall’s men, you haven’t a soul
to call your own. Barlow and Walsall’s have only to
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say to one of you, Come, and he cometh ; Go, and he
« goeth, Lie down and be kicked, and he lieth down
and he s kicked—and serve him )olly well right.

VOICE : Ay—an’ what about 1t ? Tha’s got a behind
o’ thy own, hasn’t ter ?

wILLIE © Do you stand there and ask me what about
1t, and haven’t the sense to alterit ? Couldn’t you set
up a proper Government to-morrow, 1f you hked ?
Couldn’t you contrive that the pits belonged to you,
mstead of you belonging to the pits, like so many old
pit-ponies that stop down till they are blind, and take
to eating coal-slack for meadow-grass, not knowing
the difference? If only you’d learn to think, I'd
respect you As you are, I can’t, not if I try my
hardest. All you can think of 1s to ask for another
shiling a day That’s as far as your imagination
carries you And perhaps you get sevenpence
ha’penny, but pay for 1t with half a crown’s worth
of sweat. The masters aren’t fools— as you are.
They’ll give you two-thirds of what you ask for,
but they’ll get five-thirds of 1t back again—and
they’ll get 1t out of your flesh and blood, too, 1n
jolly hard work. Shylock wasn’t in 1t with them. He
only wanted a pound of flesh. But you cheerfully
give up a pound a week, each one of you, and keep
on giving 1t up —But you don’t seem to see these
things You can’t think beyond your dinners and
your ’lowance. You think if you can get another
shilling a day you’re set up. You make me tired, I
tell you.

JOB ARTHUR FREER : We think of others besides our-
selves.
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wiLLIE : Hello, Job Arthur—are you there ? I didn’t
recognise you without your frock-coat and silk
hat—on the Sabbath.—What was that you said ?
You think of something else, besides yourselves ?—
Oh ay—I'm glad to hearit. Did you mean your own
importance ?

[4 motor car, GERALD BARLOW driving, OLIVER
TURTON wath ham, has pulled up )

JOB ARTHUR (glancing at the car) No, I didn't.

wiLLlE Didn’t you, though ?—Come, speak up, let
us have 1t. The more the merner You were going
to say something.

JOB ARTHUR * Nay, you were doing the talking

WILLIE © Yes, so I was, till you interrupted, with a
great 1dea on the tip of your tongue Come, spit 1t
out No matter if Mr Barlow hears you You
know how sorry for you we feel, that you’ve always
got to make your speeches twice—once to those
above, and once to us here below. I didn’t mean the

angels and the devils, but never mind Speak up,
Job Arthur.

JOB ARTHUR - It’s not everybody as has as much to
say as you, Mr Houghton.

wiLLIE No, not in the open—that’s a fact Some
folks says a great deal more, 1n semi-private You
were just going to explamn to me, on behalf of the
men, whom you so ably represent and so wisely lead,
Job Arthur—we won’t say by the nose- you were
just gong to tell me—on behalf of the men, of course,
not of the masters—that you think of others, besides
yourself. Do you mind explamning what others ?
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JOB ARTHUR: Everybody’s used to your talk, Mr.

* Houghton, and for that reason 1t doesn’t make much
mmpression. What I meant to say, in plain words,
was that we have to think of what’s best for every-
body, not only for ourselves.

WILLIE © Oh, I see What’s best for everybody! I
see! Well, for myself, I'm much obhged—there’s
nothing for us to do, gentlemen, but for all of us to
bow acknowledgments to Mr Job Arthur Freer, who
so kindly has all our interests at heart

JoB ARTHUR - I don’t profess to be a red-rag Sociahst.
I don’t pretend to think that if the Government had
the pits 1t would be any better forus No What I
mean 1s, that the pits are there, and every man on
this place depends on them, one way or another.
They’re the cow that gives the milk. And what I
mean 1s, how every man shall have a proper share of
the milk, which is food and hiving. I don’t want to
kill the cow and share up the meat It’s like killing
the goose that laid the golden egg I want to keep
the cow healthy and strong. And the cow 1s the
pits, and we’re the men that depend on the pits.

WILLIE Who's the cat that’s going to lick the cream ?

JOB ARTHUR My position is this—and I state 1t before
masters and men—that 1t’s our business to strike
such a balance between the interests of the men and
the interests of the masters that the pits remain
healthy, and everybody profits

WILLIE : You're out for the millennium, I can see—
with Mr. Job Arthur Freer striking the balance We
all see you, Job Arthur, one foot on either side of the
fence, balancing thc sce-saw, with masters at one
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end and men at the other. You’ll have to give. one
side a lot of pudding.—But go back a bit, to whera
we were before the motor car took your breath away.
When you said, Job Arthur, that you think of others
besides yoursclf, didn’t you mean, as a matter of
fact, the office men ? Didn’t you mean that the
colbiers, led— we won’t mention noses—by you,
were gomg to come out in sympathy with the office
clerks, supposing they didn’t get the rise in wages
which they’ve asked for — the office clerks * Wasn’t
thatit ?

JoB ARTHUR There’s been some talk among the men
of standing by the office. I don’t know what they’ll
do. But they’ll do it of their own decision, whatever
1it1s

wiLITF - There’s not a shadow of doubt about it, Job
Arthur Butt’s a funny thing the decisions all have
the same foxy smell about them, Job Arthur

OLIVER TUR1ON (calling from the car) What was the
speech about, 1n the first place ?

wiLLIE I beg pardon ?

OoLIVFR : What was the address about, to begin with ?

wiLLir  Oh, the same old hat—Freedom But partly
it’s given to annoy the Unco Guid, as they pass to
their Sabbath banquet of self-complacency.

oLIVER : What about Freedom ?

WILLIE : Very much as usual, I believe But you
should have been here ten minutes sooner, before we
began to read the lessons. (Laughs.)

ANABEL W. (moving forward, and holding out her hand) :
You’d merely have been told what Freedom wsn’t :
and you know that already. How are you, Olver ?
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oLIVER: Good God, Anabel!—are you part of the

« meeting? How long have you been back in England ?

ANABEL : Some months, now. My family have moved
here, you know.

OLIVER : Your family! Where have they moved
from ?—from the moon ?

ANABEL: No, only from Derby.—How are you,
Gerald ?

[GERALD fwists wn hus seat to give her his hand.
GERALD : I saw you before
ANABEL: Yes, I know you did.

[30B ARTUTUR has disappeared  The men disperse
sheeprshly into groups, to stand and st on thewr
heels by the walls and the causeway edge WILLIE
HOUGHTOX begins to talk to indvrduals

oLIVER . Won’t you get 1n and drive on with us a
httle way ?

ANABEL No, I was going to church
OLIVER . Going to church! Isthat a new habit ?

ANABEL * Not a habit But I've been twice since 1
saw you last

OLIVER * I see And that’s nearly two years ago.
It’s an annual thing, hike a birthday ?

ANABEL No T’ll go on, then

OoLIVER : You'll be late now.

ANABEL : Shall1? It doesn’t matter.

oLIVER : We are going to see you again, aren’t we ?

ANABEL (afler a pause): Yes, I hope so, Oliver.

oLIVER : How have you been these two years—well ?
—happy ?
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ANABEL : No, neither. How have you ?

OLIVER : Yes, fairly happy. Have you been ill ? o
ANABEL: Yes, in France I was very ill.

OLIVER ;: Your old neuritis ?

ANABEL: No. My chest. Pneumonia—oh, a complica-
tion.

oLIveEr : How sickeming! Who looked after you?
Is 1t better ?

ANABEL: Yes, 1t’s a great deal better.

oLIVER * And what are you domng mm England—
working ?

ANABEL: No, not much —I won’t keep the car here:
good-bye.

GERALD Oh,1t’s all nght

oLIVER But, Anabel—we must fix a meeting. 1 say,
wart Just a moment Could I call on your people ?
Go mto town with me one day I don’t know
whether Gerald intends to see you—whether he
intends to ask you to Lilley Close

GERALD ;: I——

ANABEL: He’s no need I'm fixed up there already.

GERALD What do you mean ?

ANABEL I am at Lilley Close every day—or most
days - to work with your sister Wimfred in the
studio,

GERALD . What ?-why, how’s that ?

ANABEL: Your father asked me. My father was
already giving her some lessons.

GERALD : And you're at our house every day ?

ANABEL: Most days.
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GERALD : Well, I'm—well, I'll be—you managed it

« very sharp, didn’t you? I've only been away a
fortmght.

ANABEL : Your father asked me—he offered me twelve
pounds a month—I wanted to do something.

GERALD : Oh yes, but you didn’t hire yourself out at
Lilley Close as a sort of upper servant just for twelve
pounds a month

ANABEL: You're wrong—you're wrong I'm not a
sort of upper servant at all—not at all

GERALD : Oh yes, you are, if you're paid twelve pounds
a month—three pounds a week That’s about what
father’s sick-nurse gets, I believe. You're a hind of
upper servant, hike a nurse You don’t do 1t for
twelve pounds a month  You can make twelve
pounds 1n a day, if you like to work at your little
models - T know you can sell your little statuette
things as soon as you mahke them.

ANABEL But I can’t make them 1 can’! make them
I've lost the spirit— the jote de 1:1v7e—1 don’t know
what, since I've been 11l 1 tell you I've got to earn
something

GERALD * Nevertheless, you won’t make me believe,
Anabel, that you've come and burted yourself in the
provinces— such provinces— just to carn father’s
three pounds a week Why don’t you admit it,
that you came back to try and take up the old
threads ?

oLIVER : Why not, Gerald ? Don’t you think we
ought to take up the old threads ?

GeraLD : I don’t think we ought to be left without
chorce. I don’t think Anabel ought to come back
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end thrust herself on me—for that’s what it amounts
to, after all—when one remembers what’s gone
before.

ANABEL: I don’t thrust myself on you at all. I know
I'm a fool, a fool, to come back. But I wanted to.
I wanted to see you again. Now I know I've pre-
sumed I've made myself cheap to you. I wanted
to—I wanted to. And now I've done 1t, I won’t
come to Lilley Close again, nor anywhere where you
are. Tell your father I have gone to France again
—it will be true,

GERALD You play tricks on me—and on yourself.
You know you do. You do 1t for the pure enjoyment
of it. You’re making a scene here imn this filthy
market-place, Just for the fun of it. You Lke to see
these accursed colhers standing eyemng you, and
squatting on their heels. You like to catch me out,
here where I'm known, where I've been the object of
their eyes since I was born. This 1s a great coup de
matn for you. I knew 1t the moment I saw you here.

OLIVER : Afterall, we are making a scene 1n the market-
place. Get in, Anabel, and we’ll settle the dispute
more privately. I'm glad you came back, anyhow.
I’'m glad you came right down on us. Get n, and let
us run down to Whatmore

ANABEL. No, Oliver. I don’t want to run down to
Whatmore. I wanted to see you—1I wanted to see
Gerald—and I've seen him— and I’ve heard him.
That will suffice me. We’ll make an end of the
scene 1n the maiket-place. (Ske turns away.)

OLIVER : I knew 1t wasn’t ended. I knew she would
come back and tell us she’d come. But she’s doneher
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bit—~now she’ll go again. My God, what & fool of
. & world —You go on, Gerald—I’ll just go after her
and see it out. (Calls.) One moment, Anabel.

ANABEL (calling) : Don’t come, Oliver. (ZT'urns.)

GERALD : Anabel! (Blows the horn of the motor car
veolently and agitatedly—she looks round—turns again
as if frightened.) God damn the woman! (Gets
douwn from the car ) Drive home for me, Oliver,

CURTAIN

Scene 1I

WINIFRED'S studio at Lilley Close. ANABEL and
WINIFRED working at u model in day.

WINFRED : But 1sn’t it lovely to be i Pans, and to
have exhibitions, and to be famous ?

ANABEL: Paris was a good place. But I was never
famous.

WINIFRED : But your httle animals and birds were
famous. Jack said so. You know he brought us that
bronze thrush that 1s singing, that 1s 1n his room. He
has only let me sce 1t twice It's the loveliest thing
I've ever seen. Oh, if I can do anything hhe that !
—TI’ve worshipped 1t, I have. Is it your best thing ?

ANABEL : One of the best.

WINIFRED : It must be, When I see 1t, with its beak
hifted, singing, something comes loose 1n my heart,
and I feel as if I should cry, and fly up to heaven,
Do you know what I mean ? Oh, I'm sure you do,



TOUCH AND GO 108

or you could never have made that thrush. Father
is so0 glad you’ve come to show me how to work,
He says now I shall have a Lfe-work, and I shall
be happy. It’s true, too.

ANABEL: Yes, till the Iife-work collapses.

WINIFRED . Oh, 1t can’t collapse. I can’t beleve 1t
could collapse. Do tell me about something else you
made, which you loved—something you sculpted.
Oh, 1t makes my heart burn to hear you !—Do you
think I mught call you Anabel ? I should love to.
You do call me Winufred already.

ANABEL: Yes, do.

WINIFRED : Won't you tell me about something else
you made- something lovely ?

ANABEL: Well, I did a small kitten—aslecp— with
its paws crossed. You know, Winifred, that wonder-
ful look that hittens have, as1f they were blown along
lihe a it of fluff- as if thay waglied nothing at all
—Just wafted about- and yet so alite—do you
hnow——?

winlIRED . Darhings— darlings— I love them !

AMABEL . Well, my kitten really came off—it had
that quality. 1t looked as i 1t had just wafted there.

WINIFRED  Ob, yes!—oh, I know! And was it in
clay ?

ANABEL: I cut 1t 1n soft grey stone as well I loved
my kitten. An Armeman bought her.

WINIFRED : And where 1s she now ¢

ANABEL: I don’t know—in Armenia, I suppose, if
thereis such a place. It would have to be kept under
glass, because the stone wouldn’t polish—and I
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didn’t want it polished. But I dislike things under

. glass—don’t you ?

wINIFRED . Yes, I do. We had a golden clock, but
Gerald wouldn’t have the glass cover, and Daddy
wouldn’t have i1t without So now the clock 1s 1n
father’s room. Gerald often went to Paris Oliver
used to have a studio there I don’t care much for
pamnting- do you ?

ANABEL No I want something I can touch, if
1t’s something outside me,.

WINIFRED : Yes, 1sn't 1t wonderful, when things are
substantial Gerald and Oliver came back yesterday
from Yorkshire. You know we have a colliery there.

ANABEL. Yes, I believe I've heard.

WwINIFRED : ] want to introduce you to Gerald, to see
if you hke him He’s good at thc bottom, but he’s
very overbearnng and definite.

ANABEL Ishe?

winIFRED *© Ternbly clever in business He'll get
awfully rich.

ANABEL Isn’t he nch enough already ?

wiINIFRED  Oh yes, because Daddy is rich enough,
really. I think if Gerald was a bit different, he’d be
really nice. Now he’s so managing. 1t’s sickening
Do you dislike managing people, Anabel ?

ANABEL: I dishke them extremely, Winifred
wiNIFRED They’re such a bore.
ANABEL: What does Gerald manage ?

wiINIFRED Everything You know he's revolutiomsed
the collieries and the whole Company He’s made
a whole new thing of 1t, so modern. Father says he
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almost wishes he'd let it die out—let the pits be
closed. But I suppose things must be modernised,
don’t you think ? Though 1t’s very unpeaceful, you
know, really.

ANABEL : Decidedly unpeaceful, I should say.

wiINIFRED : The colliers work awfully hard. The pits
are quite wonderful now. Father says 1t’s against
nature—all this electncity and so on. Gerald adores
electnicity. Isn’t it curious ?

ANABEL: Very. How are you getting on ?

wiINIFRED : I don’t know. It’s so hard to make things
balance as 1f they were alive. Where ts the balance
in a thing that’s alive ?

ANABEL: The poise ? Yes, Winifred—to me, all the
secret of life 1s 1in that—just the—the inexpressible
poise of a living thing, that makes 1t so different
from a dead thing. To me 1t’s the soul, you know—
all hving things have 1t—flowers, trees as well. It
makes hfe always marvellous.

WINIFRED . Ah, yesl—ah, yes! If only I could put
1t 1n my model.

ANABEL* 1 think you will. You are a sculptor,
Winifred.-—Isn’t there someone there ?

WINIFRED (running to the door) - Oh, Oliver !

oLIVER . Hello, Winnie! Can I come in? This 1s
your sanctum : you can keep us out if you hke.

wiNIFRED Oh, no. Do you know Miss Wrath,
Oliver ? She’s a famous sculptress.

OLIVER : Is she? We have met.—Is Winifred going
to make a sculptress, do you think ?

ANABEL: I do.

B
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oLIVER: Good! I like your studio, Winnie. Awfully
nice up here over the out-buwildings. Are you happy
mit?

WINIFRED : Yes, I'm perfectly happy—only I shall
never be able to make real models, Ohver—it’s so
difficult.

oLIVER : Fine room for a party—gve us a studio
party one day, Win, and we’ll dance.

WINIFRED (flying to am): Yes, Olver, do let us dance.
What shall we dance to ?

OLIVER : Dance ?—Dance Vigni-vignons—we all know
that. Ready ?

WINIFBED : Yes,

[They begin to sing, dancing meanwhile, in a free
little ballet-manner, a wine-dance, dancing separate
and then together.

De terre en vigne

La voila la johie vigne,
Vigni-vignons—vignons le vin,
La vouila la jolie vigue au vin,
La voua la Johie vigne.

OLIVER . Jom in—join 1in, all.

[ANABEL jouns wn; the three dance and move wn
rhythm.
WINIFRED : I love it—I love 1t! Do Ma capote d
trows boutons—you know 1it, don’t you, Anabel?
Ready—now

[They begin to dance to a quick lutle march-
rhythm, all singing and dancing tll they are out
of breath.

OLIVER : Oh |—tired !—let us sit down.
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wINIFRED :  Oliver ]—oh, Oliver 1—I love you.and
Anabel. o

oLIVER : Oh, Winifred, I brought you a present—
you'll love me more now,

WINIFRED : Yes, Ishall. Do give it me.

oLIVER : I left 1t in the morming-room. I put 1t on
the mantelpiece for you.

WINIFRED : Shall I go forit ?

OLIVER ;: There it s, if you want it.

WINIFRED * Yes—do you mmd ? I won’t be long.

[Exat.

OLIVER : She'’s a nice child.

ANABEL: A very nice chuld.

OLIVER : Why did you come back, Anabel ?

ANABEL : Why does the moon rise, Oliver ?

OLIVEE : For some mischief or other, so they say

ANABEL: You think 1 came back for mischief’s sake ?

oLIVER : Did you ?

ANABEL: No.

OLIVER : Ah!

aNasrL: Tell me, Olhiver, how 1s everything now 7—
how 1s it with you ?—how 1s 1t between us all ?

oLivER : How 1s 1t between us all !—How 51t 1t, 18
more the mark.

ANABEL. Why ?

OLIVER . You made a fool of us.

ANABEL . Of whom ?

oLivek : Well—of Gerald particularly—and of me.

ANABEL : How did I make a fool of you, Olver ?
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OLIVER : That you know best, Anabel.

ANABEL: No, I don’t know. Was it ever right between
Gerald and me, all the three years we knew each
other—we were together ?

OLIVER : Was 1t all wrong ?

ANABEL: No, not all. But it was ternble. It was
terrible, Ohver. You don’t realise. {You don’t
realise how awful passion can be, when it never
resolves, when 1t never becomes anything else. Itis
hate, really >

oLIVER . What did you want the passion to resolve
into ?

ANABEL: I was blinded—maddened. Gerald stung me
and stung me till I was mad I left him for rcason’s
sake, for samty’s sake. We should have killed one
another

OLIVER  You stung him too, you know- and pretty
badly, at the last : you dehumamsed him,

ANABFL When ? When I left him, you mean ?

OLIVER: Yes, when you went away with that Nor-
wegian—playing your game a httle too far

ANABEL: Yes, I knew you’d blame me I knew you’d
be agamnst me. But don’t you see, Olver, you
helped to make 1t impossible for us

oLiver: Did I? I didn’t intend to

ANABEL: Ha, ha, Oliver! Your good intentions!
They are too good to bear investigation, my friend.
Ah, but for your good and friendly intentions

OLIVER : You mught have been all ight ?

ANABEL. No, no, I don’t mean that. But we were a
vicious tnangle, Ohver—you must admut it.
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oLIVER : You mean my friendship with Gerald ;vent
against you ? .

ANABEL: Yes. And your friendship with me went
against Gerald

OLIVER - So I am the devil in the piece.

ANABEL: You see, Ohver, Gerald loved you far too
well ever to love me altogether. He loved us both.
But the Gerald thatloved yousodearly, old, old friends
as you were, and trusted you, he turned a terrible face
of contempt on me You don’t know, Ohver, the
cold edge of Gerald’s contempt for me— because he
was so securc and strong 1 his old friendship with
you. You don’t know his sneering attitude to me
1n the deepest things—because he shared the deepest
things with you He had a passion for me. But he
loved you.

oLrver . Well, he doesn’t any more We went apart
after you had gone The friendship has become
almost casual

ANABEL You see how bitterly you speak.
oLIVER. Yet you didn’t hate me, Anabel.

ANABEL No, Ohver—I was awfully fond of you. 1
trusted you— and I trust you still. You see I knew
how fond Gerald was of you And I had to respect
this feeling SoIkad tobe anare of you Ihadtobe
conscious of you 1n a way, I had to love you You
understand how I mean * Not with the same fearful
love with which I loved Gerald. You seemed to me
warm and protecting—like a brother, you know—
but a brother one loves.

OLIVER : And then you hated me ?
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ANAl;EL : Yes, I had to hate you.

OoLIVER : And you hated Gerald ?

ANABEL . Almost to madness—almost to madness.

orrver : Then you went away with that Norwegan.
What of him ?

ANABEL : What of him ? Well, he’s dead

OLIVER : Ah! That’s why you came back ?

ANABEL. No, no. I came back because my only hope
inhife was 1n coming back Baard was beautiful— and
awful You know how glisteningly blond he was.
Oliver, have you ever watched the polar bears ? He
was cold as 1ron when 1t 1s so cold that it burns you.
Coldness wasn’t negative with him It was positive
—and awful beyond expression—like the aurora
boreahs

oLIvER I wonder you ever got back.

ANABEL: Yes, so do I. I feel as if I'd fallen down a
fissure In the1ce  Yet I have come back, haven’t 1?

OLIVER . God knows! At least, Anabel, we've gone
through too much ever to start the old game again,
There’ll be no more sticky love between us,

ANABEL * No, I think there won’t, either

OLIVER : And what of Gerald ?

ANABEL: I don’t know What do you think of lum ?

oLIvER I can’t think any more. 1 can only blindly
go from day to day, now.

ANABEL: So can I. Do you think I was wrong to
come back ? Do you think I wrong Gerald ?

oLIvER : No. I'm glad you came. But I feel I can’t
know anything. We must just go on.
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ANABEL: Sometimes I feel I ought never to have
come to Gerald again—never—never—never. .

OLIVER : Just left the gap ?—Perhaps, if everything
has to come asunder. But I think, if ever there is to
be life—hope,—then you had to come back. I
always knew it There i1s something eternal between
you and him ; and if there is to be any happiness, it
depends on that But perhaps there is to be no more
happiness—for our part of the world.

ANABEL (afler a pause): Yet I feel hope—don’t you ?

OLIVER : Yes, sometimes.

ANABEL ' It seemed to me, especially that winter in
Norway,—1I can hardly express it,—as if any moment
life might mve way under one, hike thin ice, and one
would be more than dead. And then I knew my
only hope was here—the only hope.

oLIVER : Yes, I behieve it. And I beheve—

[Enter MRS, BARLOW

MRS. BARLOW : Oh, I wanted to speak to you, Olver,

OLIVER : Shall I come across ?

MRS. BARLOW No, not now. I believe father 1s coming
here with Gerald

OoLIVER * Is he going to walk so far ?

MRS BARLOW: He will do it.—I suppose you know
Oliver ?

ANABEL * Yes, we have met before.

MRS. BARLOW (f0 OLIVER): You didn’t mention 1it,
Where have you met Miss Wrath ? She’s been about
the world, I believe.

ANABEL: About the world ¥—no, Mrs Barlow. If
one happens to know Pans and London——
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MRS, BARLOW : Paris and London! Well, I don’t say
you are altogether an adventuress, My husband

* seems very pleased with you—for Winufred’s sake,
I suppose—and he’s wrapped up 1n Winifred.

ANABEL : Winifred is an artist.

MRS8. BARLOW : All my children have the artist in them.
They get 1t from my family My father went mad
in Rome. My family 1s born with a black fate—
they all inherit 1t.

oLIVER * I believe one 1s master of one’s fate some-
tumes, Mrs. Barlow. There are moments of pure
chaice.

MRS. BARLOW * Between two ways to the same end, no
doubt. There's no changing the end.

oLIVER. Ithink there s

MRS. BARLOW Yes, you have a parrenu’s presumptu-
ousness somewhere about you

oLIVER . Well, better than a blue-blooded fatalism.

MRS, BARLOW. The fate 1s in the blood you can't
change the blood.

[Enter WINIFRED.

WINIFRED : Oh, thank you, Oliver, for the wolf and
the goat, thank you so much!—The wolf has
sprung on the goat, Miss Wrath, and has her by
the throat.

ANABEL : The wolf ?

oLIVER : It’s a little marble group—Italian—n hard
marble.

WINIFRED : The wolf—I love the wolf—he pounces so
beautifully. His backbone 15 so termbly fierce. I
don’t feel a bit sorry for the goat, somehow.
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oLIvER : I didn't. She is too much like the wrong'sort
of clergyman, .

WINIFRED : Yes—such a stiff, long face. I wish he’d
kill her.

MRS. BARLOW : There’s a wish !

WINIFRED - Father and Gerald are coming. That’s
them, I suppose

[Enter MR BARLOW and GERALD.

MR. BAR1OW  Ah, good mornming—good morning—
quite a little gathering | Ah

oLIvER The steps tire you, Mr Barlow.

MR. BARLOw A httle- a little—thank you —Well,
Miss Wrath, are you quite comfortable here ?

ANABEL Very comfortable, thanks.

GERALD It was clever of you, father, to turn this
placeinto a studio

MR. BARLOW  Yes, Gerald You make the worldly
schemes and I the homely. Yes, it's a delightful
place. Ishall come here often if the two young ladies
will allow me - By the way, Miss Wrath, I don’t
know if you have been mtroduced to my son Gerald.
I beg your pardon Miss Wrath, Gerald—my son,
Miss Wrath. (They bou ) Well, we are quite a
gathering, quitc a pleasant lttle gathering. We
never expected anything so dehightful s month ago,
did we, Winifred, darling ?

wINIFRED  No, daddy, 1t’s much nicer than expecta-
tions.

MR. BARLOW . So 1t 15, dear—to have such exceptional
compemonship and such a pleasant retreat We are
very happy to have Miss Wrath with us—very happy.
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GERALD: A studio’s awfully nice, you know; it is
. such a retreat. A newspaper has no effect in it—
falls quite flat, no matter what the headlines are.
MR. BARLOW Quite true, Gerald, dear. It is a sanctum
the world cannot invade—unlike all other sanctuaries,

T am afraid

GERALD : By the way, Oliver—to go back to profanities
—the colliers really are coming out 1n support of the
poor, 1ll-used clerks.

MR. BARLOW. No, no, Gerald—no, no! Don’t be such
an alarmist. Let us leave these subjects before the
ladies No, no- the clerks will have their increase
quite peacefully

GERALD * Yes, dear father—but they can’t have it
peacefully now. We’ve been threatened already by
the colliers —we’ve already received an ultimatum.

MR. BARLOW . Nonsense, my boy—nonsense! Don’t
let us split words You won’t go aganst the clerks 1n
such a small matter Always avoid trouble over small
matters. Don’t make bad feehing—don’t make bad
blood

Mrs., BARLOW  The blood 1s already rotten in this
neighbourhood What 1t needs 1s letting out. We
need a few veins opening, or we shall have mortifica-
tion setting 1n  The blood 1s black.

MR. BARLOW : We won’t accept your figure of speech
literally, dear No, Gerald, don’t go to war over
trifles.

GERALD : It’s just over tnfles that one must make war,
father. One can yield gracefully over big matters.
But to be bullied over tmfles 1s a sign of criminal
weakness.
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MR. BARLOW : Ah, not so, not so, my boy. When 'you
are as old as I am, you will know the comparative,
insignificance of these trifles.

GERALD : The older I get, father, the more such trifles
stick in my throat.

MR. BARLOW - Ah, 1t 1s an increasingly rrritable dis-
position m you, my child. Nothing costs so bitterly,
in the end, as a stubborn pride.

MRrS. BaRLOW - Except a stubborn humility—and that
will cost you more Avoid humihty, beware of
stubborn humility . 1t degrades Hark, Gerald—
fight! When the occasion comes, fight! If 1t’s one
agamst five thousand, fight! Don’t give them your
heart on a dish! Never! If they want to eat your
heart out, make them fight for 1it, and then give 1t
them powsoned at last, poisoned with your own
blood —What do you say, young woman ?

ANABLL Isit for me to speak, Mrs Barlow ?

MRS. BARLOW Weren’t you asked ?

ANABFL. Certainly ¥ would neter give the world my
heart on a dish But can’t there ever be peace—real
peace ?

MRS. BARLOW : No—not while there 1s devilish enmity.

MR, BARLOW You are wrong, dear, you are wrong.
The peace can come, the peace that passeth all under-
standing.

MRS. BARLOW - That there 1s already between me and
Almighty God Tam at peace with the God that made
me, and made me proud. With men who humihate
me I am at war Between me and the shameful
humble there 1s war to the end, though they are
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millions and I am one. I hate the people. Between

« my race and them there 1s war—between them and
me, between them and my children—for ever war,
for ever and ever.

MR. BARLOW . Ah, Hennetta—you have said all this
before.

MRS. BARLOW : And say 1t agamn. Fight, Gerald. You
have my blood in you, thank God. Fight for 1t,
Gerald. Spend 1t as if 1t were costly, Gerald, drop
by drop. Let no dogs lap 1t —Look at your father.
He set his heart on a plate at the door, for the poorest
mongrel to eat up. See him now, wasted and crossed
out hike a mistake—and swear, Gerald, swear to be
true to my blood 1in you. Never he down before the
mob, Gerald Fight it and stab it, and die fighting.
It’s a lost hope—but fight !

GERALD . Don’t say these things here, mother.

MRS. BARLOW  Yes, I will—I will. I’ll say them before
you, and the child Winifred—she knows. And
before Oliver and the young woman— they know,
too.

MR. BARLOW  You see, dear, you can never understand
that, although I am weak and wasted, although I
may be crossed out from the world like a mstake,
I still have peace mn my soul, dear, the peace that
passeth all understanding.

MRS. BARLOW . And what night have you to 1t * All
very well for you to take peace with you into the
other world. What do you leave for your sons to
inhent ?

Me. BARLOW : The peace of God, Hennetta, 1f there 18
no peace among men.
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Mes. BARLOW: Then why did you have children ?
Why weren’t you cehibate ? They have to live among
men. If they have no place among men, why have
you put them there ? If the peace of God 1s no more
than the peace of death, why are your sons born of
you ? How can you have peace with God, if you
leave no peace for your sons—no peace, no pride, no
place on earth ?

GERALD : Nay, mother, nay You shall never blame
father on my behalf

MRS. BARLOW Don’t trouble—he 1s blameless—I, a
hulking, half-demented woman, I am glad when you
blame me. But don’t blame me when 1 tell you to
fight. Don’t do that, or you will regret 1t when you
must die. Ah, your father was stiff and proud enough
before men of better rank than himself He was over-
bearing enough with his equals and his betters. But
he humbled himself before the poor, he made me
ashamed He must hearit - he must hear it ! Better
he should hear it than die coddling himself with
peace. His humihty, and my pride, they have made
a nmice ruin of each other. Yet he1s the man I wanted
to marry— he 1s the man I would marry agam. But
never, never again would I give way before his
goodness. Gerald, 1f you must be true to your father,
be true to me as well Don’t set me down at nothing
because I haven’t a humble case

GERALD : No, mother— no, dear mother. You see,
dear mother, I have rather a job between the two
halves of myself. When you come to have the wald
horses 1n your own soul, mother, it makes 1t difficult.

MRS. BARLOW . Never mind, you’ll have help
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eERaLD: Thank you for the assurance, darling.—
. Father, you don’t mind what mother says, I hope. I
beleve there’s some truth in 1t—don’t you ?

MR. BARLOW : I have nothing to say.

WINIFRED : I think there’s some truth in it, Daddy.
You were always worrying about those hormd
colliers, and they didn’t care a bit about you. And
they ought to have cared a million pounds.

MR BARLOW : You don’t understand, my child,

CURTAIN



ACT 11

ScenNE: Evening of the same day. Drawwng-room at
Lilley Close. MR. BARLOW, GERALD, WINIFRED,
ANABEL, OLIVER present. BUTLER pours cofjee.

ME. BARLOW . And you are quite a stranger in these
parts, Miss Wrath ?

ANABEL: Practically, But I was born at Derby.

MR. BARLOW : I was born 1n this house—but it was a
different affair then: my father was a farmer, you
know. The coal has brought us what moderate
wealth we have. Of course, we were never poor or
needy—farmers, substantial farmers. And I think
we were happier so—yes.—Winnie, dear, hand Miss
Wrath the sweets. 1 hope they’re good. I ordered
them from London for you.—Olver, my boy, have
you everything you bke ? That’s nght.—It gives me
such pleasure to see a httle festive gathering 1n this
room again. I wish Bertie and Elinor mught be
here. What tiume 1s 1t, Gerald ?

GERALD : A quarter to nine, father.

MR, BARLOW : Not late yet. I can sit with you another
balf-hour. I am feelng better to-day. Winifred,
sing something to us.

WINIFRED : Something jolly, father ?

MR. BARLOW : Very jolly, darhng.

119
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wiNtFRED :  I'll sing * The Lincolnshire Poacher,”
. shallI?

MR. BARLOW : Do, darling, and we’ll all join 1n the
chorus.—Wll you join 1n the chorus, Miss Wrath ?

ANABEL: I will. Itisa good song.

MR, BARLOW Yes, 1sn’t it !

WINIFRED + All dance for the chorus, as well as singing.

[They sing, some pirouette a little for the chorus.

MR. BARLOW * Ah, splendid, splendid ! There 1s nothing
like galety.

WINIFRED. I do love to dance about. I know : let us
do a hittle ballet—four of us—oh, do !

GERALD : What ballet, Wimifred ?

WINIFRED . Any Eva can play for us. She plays
well.

MR. BARLOW . You won’t disturb your mother ? Don’t
disturb Eva 1if she 1s busy with your mother. (Ezut
wINIFRED.) If only I can seec Wimifred happy, my
heart 1s at rest - 1if only I can hope for her to be
happy mn her Iife.

GERALD . Oh, Wimnnie’s all nght, father—especially
now she has Miss Wrath to mmtiate her into the
mysteries of life and labour

ANABEL . Why are you ironical ?

MR. BaARLOW Oh, Miss Wrath, believe me, we all feel
that—it 1s the greatest possible pleasure to me that
you have come.

GERALD . I wasn’t ironical, I asure you.

MR. BARLOW : No, indeed—no, indeed ! We have every
belief 1n you
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»

ANABEL: But why should you have?

MR, BARLOW : Ah, my dear child, allow us the credit.
of our own discernment. And don’t take offence at
my famihanty. I am afraid I am spoilt since I am
an invahd.

[Re-enter WINITRED, with EVA.

MR. BARLOW Come, Eva, you will excuse us for upset-
ting your evening. Will you be so good as to play
something for us to dance to ?

EVA: Yes,sir What shall I play ?

WINIFRED Mozart —I’ll find you the piece. Mozart’s
the saddest musician 1n the world-—but he’s the best
to dance to.

Me. BaARLow © Why, how 1s 1t you are such a con-
noisseur 1n sadness, darling ?

GERALD Sheisn’t She’s a flagrant amateur.

[Eva plays , they dance a Liftle ballet

MR. BARLOW Charming- charmung, Miss Wrath :
will you allow me to say Anabel, we shall all feel so
much more at home / Yes thank yjou cr—you
enter into the spint of 1t wondertully, Anabel, dear.
The others arc accustomed to play together Butit
1s not so easy to conie 1n on occaslon as you do.

GERALD : Oh, Anabel s a genius I—1 beg your pardon,
Miss Wrath— famuliarity 1s catching.

MR. BARLOW  Gerald, my boy, don’t forget that you
are virtually host here.

EVA : Did you want any more music, sir ?

GERALD: No, don’t stay, Eva We mustn’t tire
father.

[Ezit EVa.
1
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MR, BARLOW : I am afraid, Anabel, you will have a great
deal to excuse 1n us, in the way of manners. We have
never been a formal household. But you have hved
in the world of artists. you will understand, I hope.

ANABEL : Oh, surely

MR. BARLOW . Yes, I know.\f\We have been a turbulent
family, and we have had our share of sorrow, even
more, perhaps, than of joys. And sorrow makes
one mndifferent to the conventionalities of life. >

GERALD : Excuse me, father . do you mind if I go and
write a letter I have on my conscience ?

MR. BARLOW : No, my boy. (Ezu ¢ErarLp.) We have
had our share of sorrow and of conflict, Miss Wrath, as
you may have gathered.

ANABEL * Yes—a hittle.

MR. BarRLow. The mines were opened when my
father was a boy—the first—and 1 was born late,
when he was nearly fifty. So that all my hfe has
been mvolved with coal and colliers. As a young
man, I was gay and thoughtless. But I marned
young, and we lost our first child through a ternble
accident  Two children we have lost through sudden
and violent death. (WINIFRLD goes out unnoticed.)
It made me reflect. And when I came to reflect,
Anabel, I could not justify my position in hife. If I
believed 1n the teachings of the New Testament—
which I did, and do-—~how could I keep two or three
thousand men employed underground in the mines,
at a wage, let us say, of two pounds a week, whilst
Ihvedn this comfortable house, and took something
hke two thousand pounds a year—Iet us name any
figure——
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ANABEL: Yes, of course, But is it money that really
matters, Mr. Barlow ? .

MR. BARLOW : My dear, if you are a working man, 1t
matters. When I went into the homes of my poor
fellows, when they were 11l or had had accidents—
then I knew 1t mattered I knew that the great
disparity was wrong— even as we are taught thatitis
wrong.

ANABEL: Yes, I beheve that the great dispanty 1s a
mustake. But take their ves, Mr Barlow. Do you
think they would live more, if they had more money ?
Do you think the poot live less than the rich ¥—is their
life emptier ?

MR. BARLOW  Surely their Lives would be better,
Anabel.

oLIvEr * All our lives would be better, 1f we hadn’t
to hang on 1n the perpetual tug-of-war, hke two
donkeys pulling at one carrot. The ghastly tension
of possessions, and struggling for possession, spoils
life for everybody.

MR. BARLOW  Yes, I know now, as I knew then, that
it was wrong But how to avoid the wrong ? If I
gave away the whole of my income, 1t would merely
be an arbitrary dispensation of chanty. The money
would still be nune to give, and those that received
it would probably only be weakened instead of
strengthened. And then my wife was accustomed to
a certain way of hving, a certamn establishment.
Had I any right to sacrifice her, without her consent ?

ANABEL: Why, no!

MR. BARLOW : Again, if I withdrew from the Company,
if I retired on a small income, I knew that another
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man would automatically take my place, and make
« it probably harder for the men.

ANABEL: Of course—while the system stands, if one
makes self-sacrifice one only panders to the system,
makes 1t fatter.

MR. BARLOW One panders to the system-—one panders
to the system. And so, you see, the problem 1s too
much. One man cannot alter or affect the system ;
he can only sacrifice humself toit W hich 1s the worst
thing probably that he can do.

OoLIVER - Quite But why feel guilty for the system ?
—everybody supports 1t, the poor as much as the
rich. If every rich man withdrew from the system,
the working classes and socialists would keep 1t
gomg, every man 1n the hope of getting rich himself
at last. It’s the people that are wrong They want
the system much more than the rich do— because
they are much more anxious to be rich—never having
been rich, poor devils

MR, BARLOW : Just the system So I decided at last
that the best way was to give every private help that
lay in my power I would help my men individually
and personally, wherever I could Not one of them
came to me and went away unhcard ; and there was
no distress which could be alleviated that I did not
try to alleviate. Yet I am afraid that the greatest
distress I never heard of, the most distressed never
came to me. They hid their trouble

ANABEL: Yes, the decent oncs,

MR. BARLOW : But I wished to help—it was my duty.
Still, I think that, on the whole, we were a comfortable
and happy community. Barlow and Walsall’s
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men were not unhappy in those days, I believe.
We were liberal ; the men lived. .

OLIVER : Yes, that 1s true. Even twenty years ago
the place was still jolly.

MR. BarLOow  And then, when Gerald was a lad of
thirtecn, came the great lock-out. We belonged to
the Masters’ Federation-—I was but one man on the
Board We had to abide by the decision. The
mines were closed till the men would accept the
reduction.—Well, that cut my life across. We were
shutting the men out from work, starving therr
families, in order to force them to accept a reduction.
It may be the condition of trade made 1t imperative
But, for myself, I would rather have lost everything.
~—Of course, we did what we could Food was very
cheap— practically given away  We had open
kitchen here  And 1t was mercifully warm summer-
time Nevertheless, there was privation and suffer-
ing, and troublc and bitterness  We had the redcoats
down— cien to guard this house. And from this
window I saw Whatmore head-stocks ablaze, and
before I could get to the spot the soldiers had shot
two poor fcllows They were not killed, thank
God— -

OLIVER : Ah, but they enjoyed 11— they enjoyed 1t
immensely 1 remember what grand old sporting
weeks they were It was hike a fox-hunt, so hively
and gay bands and tea-parties and excitement
everywhere, pit-ponies loose, men all over the
country-side- —

MR. BARLOW . There was a great deal of suffermg which
you were too young to appreciate. Howeyer, since
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that year I have had to acknowledge a new situation
« —a radical if unspoken opposition between masters
and men. Since that year we have been sphit into
opposite camps Whatever I might privately feel,
I was one of the owners, one of the masters, and
therefore i the opposite camp To my men I was
an oppressor, a representative of mjustice and greed.
Privately, I hike to think that even to this day they
bear me no malice, that they have some lingering
regard for me But the master stands before the
human being, and the condition of war overndes
individuals— they hate the master, even whilst, as a
human being, he would be their friend I recognise
the mevitable justice It 1s the price one has to pay.

ANABEL. Yes, 1t 1s difficult—very.
MR. BARLOW . Perhaps I weary you *
ANABEL. Oh, no—no

MR. BARLOW  Well—then the mines began to pay
badly The seams ran thin and unprofitable, work
was short Either we must close down or introduce
a new system, American methods, which I dislike so
extremely Now 1t really became a case of men
working against machincs, flesh and blood working
against 1ron, for a hivellhood  Still, 1t had to be done
—the whole system revolutionised  Gerald took 1t in
hand—and now I hardly know my own pts, with
the great electric plants and strange machinery, and
the new coal-cutters 1ron men, as the colliers call
them —everything running at top speed, utterly
dehumanised, inhuman  Well, 1t had to be done;
1t was the only alternative to closing down and
throwing three thousand men out of work. And
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Gerald has done it. But I can’t bear to see it. The
men of this generation are not like my men. They
are worn and gloomy; they have a hollow look
that I can’t bear to see. They are a great grief to
me. I remember my men even twenty years ago—
& noisy, hvely, careless set, who kept the place
ringing Now 1t 1s too quiet—too quiet. There 1s
something wrong in the quietness, something
unnatural. I feel 1t 1s unnatural; I feel afraid of it.
And I cannot help feehing guilty.

ANABEL Yes—I understand It terrifies me,

MR. BARLOW  Does 1t >—does 1t —Yes.—And as my
wife says, I leave 1t all to Gerald—ths terrible situa-
tion. But I appeal to God, 1f anything 1n my power
could have averted 1t, I would have averted 1it. 1
would have made any sacnifice For it 1s a great and
bitter trouble to me.

ANABEL. Ah, well, 1n death there 1s no industnal
situation Something must be different there.

MR. BARLOW * Yes—yes.

OLIVER : And you see sacrifice 1sn’t the shghtest use.
If only people would be sane and decent.

MR. BARLOW : Yes, mdeed —Would you be so good as
toring, Oliver ? Ithink I must go to bed.

ANABEL * Ah, you have over-tired yourself

MR. BARIOW . No, my dear— not over-tired Excuse
me if I have burdened you with all this. It reheves
me to speak of it

ANABEL . I realise hiow termble 1t 1s, Mr. Barlow—and
how helpless one 1s.

MR. BARLOW . Thank you, my dear, for your sympathy.
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ouv:mz: 1f the people for one minute pulled them-

. selves up and conquered their mania for money and
machine excitement, the whole thing would be
solved.—Would you like me to find Winme and tell
her to say good-mght to you *?

MR. BarLOW If you would be so kind (Eazt oLIVER.)
Can’t you find a sweet that yvou would lke, my
dear ? Won't you take a Iittle cherry brandy ?

[Enter BU1LTR

ANABELI Thank you

wiLLiAM ¢+ You will go up, sir 7

MR. BARLOW : Yes, Wilham

WILLIAM  You are tired to-mght, sir

MR. BARLOW It has come over me just now

wiLLiaM I wish you went up before you became so
over-tired, sir  Would you hke Nurse ?

MR. BARLOW . No, I'll go with you, Wilham. Good
night, my dear

ANABEL: Good might, Mr Barlow 1 am so sorry if
you are over-tired

[Exat BUTLER and MR BARLOW  ANABEL lakes a
drank and goes o the fire  Enfer GLRALD

GERALD : Father gone up ?

ANABEL Yes

GERALD I thought I heard im Has he been talk-
ing too much ?—-Poor father, he will take things
to heart.

ANABEL: Tragice, really.

GERALD : Yes, I supposeitis. But one can get beyond
tragedy—beyond the state of feeling tragical, I
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mean. Father himself is tragical. One feels he is
mistaken—and yet he wouldn't be any different, and
be himself, I suppose. He’s sort of crucified on an
idea of the working people. It’s rather horrble
when he’s one’s father.—However, apart from
tragedy, how do you like being here, 1n this house ?

ANABEL : I like the house It’s rather too comfortable.

GERALD *© Yes. But how do you like being here ?

ANABEL: How do you like my being in your home ?

GERALD * Oh, I think you’re very decorative.

ANABEL . More decorative than comfortable ?

GERALD : Perhaps. But perhaps you give the necessary
finish to the establishment.

ANABEL: Like the correct window-curtains ?

GERALD . Yes, something like that. I say, why did
you come, Anabel ? Why did you come slap-bang
mto the middle of us ?—It's not expostulation—I
want to know.

ANABEL : You mean you want to be told.

GERALD . Yes, I want to be told

ANABEL That’s rather mean of you. You should
savvy, and let 1t go without saying.

GERALD : Yes, but I don’t savvy.

ANABEL: Then wait till you do.

GERALD : No, I want to be told. There’s a difference in
you, Anabel, that puts me out, rather. You’re sort
of softer and sweeter——I’'m not sure whether 1t
isn’t a touch of father in you. There’s a httle
sanctified smudge on your face, Are you really
a bit sanctified ?
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ANABEL ; No, not sanctified. It’s true I feel different.

,I feel I want a new way of hfe—something more

dignified, more religious, if you hke—anyhow,
something positive.

GERALD * Is it the change of heart, Anabel ?

ANABEL: Perhapsitis, Gerald

GERALD I'm not sure that I hke it. Isn’t 1t like
a berry that decides to get very sweet, and goes
soft ?

ANABEL : I don’t think so

GERALD : Shghtly sanctimonious. I think I hiked you
better before. I don’t think I like you with this
touch of aureole People seem to me so hornbly
self-satisfied when they get a change of heart —they
take such a fearful lot of credit to themselves on the
strength of it

ANABEL Idon’t think I do —Do you feel no different,
Gerald ?

GERALD . Radically, I can’t say I do—I feel very
much more 1ndifferent

ANABEL What to ?

GERALD : Everything.

ANABEL * You're still angry—that’s what it 1s.

GERALD Oh yes, I'm angry But that 1s part of my
normal state.

ANABEL: Why are you angry ?

GERALD Is there any reason why I shouldn’t be
angry ? I'm angry because you treated me—well, so
impudently, really— clearing out and leaving one to
whistle to the empty walls.
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ANABEL: Don’t you think it was time I cleared out,
when you became so violent, and really dangeroug,
really like a madman ?

GERALD : Time or not time, you went—you disappeared
and left us high and dry—and I am still angry.—
But I'm not only angry about that. I’'m angry with
the colhiers, with Labour for 1ts low-down impudence
—and I’m angry with father for being so1ll-—and I’'m
angry with mother for looking such a hopeless thing—
and I'm angry with Oliver because he thinks so
much——

ANABEL * And what are you angry with yourself for ?

GERALD I’'m angry with myself for being myself—I
always was that I was always a curse to myself.

ANABEL And that’s why you curse others so much ?

GERALD You talk as if butter wouldn’t melt i your
mouth.

ANABEL You see, Gerald, there has to be a change.
You'll have to change

GERALD : Change of heart ? -Well, 1t won’t be to get
softer, Anabel

ANABEL. You necdn’'t be softer But you can be
quieter, more sane cven There ought to be some
part of you that can be quiet and apart from the
world, some part that can be happy and gentle.

GERALD Well, there 1sn’t I don't pretend to be able
to extricate a soft sort of John Hahfax, Gentleman,
out of the machine I'm mixed up 1n, and keep him
to gladden the connubial hearth. I'm angry, and
I'm angry night through, and I’m not going to play
bo-peep with myself, pretending I’'m not.
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ANABEL: Nobody asks you to. But is there no part
, of you that can be a bit gentle and peaceful and

happy with a woman ?

GERALD : No, there 1sn’t —I'm not gong to smug with
you—no, not I You’re smug in your coming back.
You feel virtuous, and expect me to nise to it. I
won’t.

ANABEL Then I'd better have stayed away

GERALD - If you want me to virtwise and smug with
you, you had.

ANABEL : What do you want, then ?

GERALD * I don’t know Iknow I don’t want that.

ANABEL. Oh, very well. (Goes to the pano, begins
to play )

[Enter MRS. BARLOW

GERALD . Hello, mother! Father has gone to bed

MRS. BARLOW  Oh, I thought he was down here talking.
You two alone ?

GERALD With the piano for chaperone, mother.

MRS. BARLOW * That’s more than I gave you credit for.
I haven’t come to chaperone you either, Gerald

GERALD : Chaperone me, mother! Do you think I
need 1t ?

MRS. BARLOW  If you do, you won’t get it I’ve come
too late to be of any use 1n that way, as far as I hear.

GERALD . What have you heard, mother %
MRS. BARLOW . I heard Oliver and this young woman

talking.
GERALD: Oh, did you? When? What did they
say ?
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MBS, BARLOW : Something about marred in the sight
of heaven, but couldn’t keep it up on earth.,

GERALD : 1 don’t understand.

Mes. BARLOW : That you and this young woman were
married in the sight of heaven, or through eternity,
or something sunilar, but that you couldn’t make up
your minds to 1t on carth.

GERALD . Really! That’s very curtous, mother.

]

MRS. BARLOW  Very common occurrence, I believe.

GERALD . Yes, so 1t 15s. But I don’t think you heard
quite right, dear. There seems to be some lingering
uneasiness 1n heaven as a matter of fact  We’d quite
made up our minds to live apart on earth. But where
did you hear this, mother ?

MRS. BARLOW I heard 1t outside the studio door this
morning

GERALD  You mean you happened to be on one side
of the door while Oliver and Anabel were talking on
the other ?

MRS Bariow You'dmake a detective, Gerald—you’re
so good at putting two and two together. 1 hstened
till I'd heard as much as I wanted I’'m not sure
X didn’t come down here hopmng to hear another
conversation going on.

GERALD Listen outside the door, darling ?

MRrS. Bari.ow  There’d be nothing to listen to if I
were inside

GERALD It isn’t usually done, you know.

MRS. BARLOW . 1 listen outside doors when I have
occasion to be mterested—which 1sn’t often, un-
fortunately for me.
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GERALD ; But I’ve a queer feeling that you bave a

permanent occasion to be mterested in me. I only
* half hike it.

MRS. BARLOW : It’s surprising how uninteresting you
are, Gerald, for a man of your years. I have not had
occasion to histen outside a door, for you, no, not for
a great while, believe me.

CERALD : I beleve you implicitly, darlng. But do
you happen to know me through and through, and
i and out, all my past and present doings, mother ?
Have you a secret access to my room, and a spy-hole,
and all those things ? This 1s uncomiortably thrilhing.
You take on a new lustre.

MRS. BARLOW: Your memowrs wouldn’t make you
famous, my son.

GERALD : Infamous, dear ?

MRS. BARLOW : Good heavens, no! What a lot you
expect from your very muld sins! You and this
young woman have lived together, then ?

GERALD . Don’t say ** this young woman,’’ mother dear
—it’s shightly vulgar. It 1sn’t for me to compromise
Anabel by admitting such a thing, you know.

MES. BARLOW . Do you ask me to call her Anabel ?
I won’t.

GERALD : Then say ‘‘ this person,” mother. It's more
becoming.

Mes. BARLOW: I didn’t come to speak to you,
Gerald. I know you. I came to speak to this
young woman.

GERALD : ‘' Person,” mother.—Will you curtsey,
Anabel ? And I'll twist my handkerchuef. We shall
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make a Cruikshank drawing, if mother makes her
hair a little more slovenly.

MRS. BARLOW : You and Gerald were together for some
time ?

GERALD * Three years, off and on, mother.

MRS. BARLOW . And then you suddenly dropped my
son, and went away ?

GERALD : To Norway, mother—so I have gathered.

MRS. BARLOW And now you have come back because
that last one died ?

GERALD Is he decad, Anabel ? How did he die ?

ANABEL : He was killed on the ice.

GERALD : Oh, God!

MRS, BARLOW : Now, having had your fill of tragedy,
you have come back to be demure and to marry
Gerald. Does he thank you ?

GERALD . You must listen outside the door, mother,
to find that out.

MRS, BARLOW  Well, 1t’s your own affair.

GERALD . What a lame summing up, mother I—quite
unworthy of you

ANABEL. What did you wish to say to me, Mrs.
Barlow ? Please say 1it.

MRS. BARLOW : What did I wish to say ! Ay, what did
I wish to say ! What 1s the use of my saying any-
thing ? What am I but a buffoon and a slovenly
cancature in the famly ?

GERALD : No, mother dear, don’t chmb down—
please don’t. Tell Anabel what you wanted to
say.
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MES. BARLOW : Yes—yes—yes. I came to say—don’t
. be good to my son—don’t be good to him.

GERALD : Sounds weak, dear—mere contrarmess.

MRS. BARLOW : Don’t presume to be good to my son,
young woman. I won’t haveit, evenif he will. You
hear me ?

ANABEL: Yes. Iwon’t presume, then.

GERALD : May she presume to be bad to me, mother ?

MES. BARLOW : For that you may look after yourself.—
But a woman who was good to him would run him
1n si1x months, take the manhood out of him. He has
a tendency, a secret hankering, to make a gift of
himself to somebody. He shan’t doit. I warn you.
I am not a woman to be despised.

ANABEL ;: No—I understand.

MRS. BARLOW : Only one other thing I ask If he must
fight—and fight he must—Ilet him alone don’t you
try to shield him or save him. Don’t interfere—do
you hear ?

ANABEL: Not till I must.

MRS. BARLOW : Never Learn your place, and keep 1t.
Keep away from hum, if you are going to be a wife
to him. Don’t go too near. And don’t let him come
too near. Beat him off if he tries. Keep a solitude
in your heart even when you love him best. Keep it.
If you lose 1t, you lose everything.

GERALD But that 1sn’t love, mother.

MRS, BARLOW : What ?

GERALD : That isn’t love.

MES. BARLOW : What? What do you know of love,
you ninny ? You only know the feeding-bottle. It's
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what you want, all of you—to be brought up by
hand, and mew about love. Ah, God |- Ah, God |-
that you should none of you know the only thing
which would make you worth having

GERALD : I don’t believe in your only thing, mother.
But whatisit ?

MRBS. BARLOW  What you haven’t got—the power to
be alone.

GERALD ¢ Sort of megalomania, you mean ?

MRS. BARROW  What ? Megalomama ! What 1s your
love but a megalomania, flowing over everybody, and
everything like spilt water ¥ Megalomania! I hate
you, you softy ! I would beat you (suddenly advancing
on hom and beating hum fiercely)—beat you imnto some
manhood— beat you

GERALD * Stop, mother—keep off.

Mrs. BArLow It’s the men who need beating
nowadays, not the cluldren Beat the softness out
of bim, young woman It’s the only way, if you
love hun enough— 1f you love him enough.

GERALD You hear, Anabel ?

Speak roughly to your little boy,
And beat him when he sneezes

MRS, BARLOW (catchung up a large old fan, and smashing
it about lus head) You softy—you piffler—you will
never have had enough ! Ah, you should be thrust in
the fire, you should, to have the softness and the
brittleness burnt out of you !

[The door opens— OLIVER TURTON enters, followed
by JOB AWTHUR FREER. MRS. BARLOW 1S stll
attacking GERALD. She turns, infuriated

K
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Go out! Go out! What do you mean by coming in
unannounced. Take him upstairs—take that fellow
mte the hibrary, Ohver Turton.

GERALD : Mother, you iumprove our already pretty
reputation. Already they say you are mad.

MRS. BARLOW (ringing viwolently) Let me be mad then.
I am mad—driven mad. One day I shall kil you,
Gerald.

GERALD : You won’t, mother, because I shan’t let you.

MRS, BARLOW . Let me [ —let me! Asf I should wait
for you to let me |

GERALD : I am a match for you even 1n violence, come
to that.

MRS, BARLOW: A match! A damp match. A wetmatch,

[Enter BUTLER.

WILLIAM You rang, madam ?

MRS. BARLOW : Clear up those bits —Where are you
going to see that white-faced fellow ? Here ?

GERALD . I thmk so.

MRS. BARLOW . You will stull have them commg to
the house, will you ? You will still let them trample
1 our private rooms, will you? Bah! I ought to
leave you to your own devices. [Eazut.

GERALD . When you've done that, William, ask Mr.
Freer to come down here.

WILLIAM : Yes, SIT.

[4 pause. Exit wiLL1AM,

GERALD: So—o0—o0. You've had another ghmpse of
the famuly hfe.

ANABEL: Yes. Rather—disturbing.
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GERALD : Not at all, when you're used to it. Mother
isn’t as mad as she pretends to be.

ANABEL: I don’t think she’s mad at all. I think she
has most desperate courage.

GERALD: “‘Courage’ is good. That’s a new term forit.

ANABEL: Yes, courage. When a man says ‘‘ courage ”’
he means the courage to die. A woman means the
courage to ive That’s what women hate men most
for, that they haven’t the courage to hve.

GERALD : Mother takes her courage into both hands
rather late.
ANABEL . We're a little late ourselves.

GERALD . e are, rather. By the way, you seem to
have had plenty of the courage ot death—you've
played a pretty deathly game, 1t seems to me—both
when I knew you and atterwards, you've had your
finger pretty deep in the death-pie.

ANABEL . That’s why I want a change of—of——
GERALD : Of hcart {—Better take mother’s tip, and
try the poker.
ANABEL. I will
GERALD : Ha—corraggio |
ANABEL . Yes-—corraggio !
GERALD . Corragmaccio |
ANABEL. Corraggione !
GERALD : Cock-a-doodle-doo !
{Enter oLIVER and FREER.
Oh, come mn. Don’t be afraid, it’s a charade.

(ANABEL rwses.) No, don’t go, Anabel. Corraggio !
Take a seat, Mr. Freer.
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JOB ARTHUR : Sounds hke a sneezing game, doesn’t it ?
GERALD ; Itis, Do you know the famous rhyme :

Speak roughly to your hittle boy,
And beat him when he sneezes ?

JoB ARTHUR : No, I can’t say I do.

GERALD . My mother does. Will you have anything
to drink ? Will you help yourself ?

JoB ARTHUR . Well—no—I don’t think I'll have any-
thing, thanks.

GERALD . A cherry brandy ?—Yes ?—Anabel, what’s
yours ?

ANABEL Did I see Kummel ?

GERALD : You did. (They all take drinks) What’s
the latest, Mr Freer ?

JOoB ARTHUR : The latest ¥ Well, I don’t know, I'm
sure——

GERALD Oh, yes. Trotitout We're quite private.

JoB ARTHUR. Well—1 don’t know. There’s several
things

GERALD . The more the merrer,

JOB ARTHUR I'm not so sure. The men are in a very
funny temper, Mr. Barlow— very funny.

GERALD . Comncidence—soam 1. Not surprising, 1s1t ?

JOB ARTHUR . The men, perhaps not.

GERALD : What clse, Job Arthur ?

JOB ARTHUR You know the men have decided to
stand by the office men ?

GERALD : Yes.

JoB ARTHUR: They've agreed to come out next
Monday.
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GERALD : Have they ?

JOB ARTHUR: Yes; there was no stopping them.
They decided for 1t like one man.

GERALD How was that ?

J0B ARTHUR - That’s what surprises me They’re
a jolly sight more certain over this than they’ve
ever been over therr own interests

GERALD : All their love for the office clerks coming
out 1n a rush ?

JoB ARTHUR Well, I don’t know about love; but
that’s how 1t 1s

GERALD What 1s1t, 1f 1t 1sn’t love ?

JoB ARTHUR I can’tsay They'rein a funny temper.
It’s hard to make out

GERALD - A funny temper, are they #* Then I suppose
we ought to laugh

JOB ARTHUR No, I don’t think 1t’s a laughing matter
They’re coming out on Monday for certam

GERALD Yes- so are daffodils

JoB ARTHUR Beg pardon ?

GERALD Daffodils

JoB ARTHHUR No, I don’t follow what you mean

GERALD * Don’t you? But I thought Alfred Breffitt
and Wilham Straw were not very popular

JOB ARTHUR. No, they aren’t—not in themselves,
Butit’s the principle of the thing—so 1t seems.

GERALD . What principle ?

JoB ARTHUR Why, all sticking together, for one thing—
all Barlow and Walsall’s men holding by one another.

GERALD : United we stand ?
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JOB ARTHUR: That’s it. And then it’s the strong

« defending the weak as well There’s three thousand

colhers standing up for thirty-odd office men. I must
say I think 1t’s sporting mvself

GERALD : You do. do you ? United we stand, divided
we fall. What do they stand for, really ? What st ?

JOB ARTHUR - Well—for their night to a hving wage.
That’s how Isee1t

GERALD For their right to a living wage ! Just that ?

JoB ArRTHUR  Yes, sir—that’s how I see 1t

GERALD  Well, that doesn’t seem so preposterously
difficult, does 1t ?

JoB ARTHUR . Why, that’s what I think myself, Mr,
Gerald It’ssuch a little thing

GERALD © Quite T suppose the men themselves are to
judge what 15 a hiving wage ?

JoB ARTHUR Oh, I think they’re gquite reasonable,
you know

GERALD Oh, yes, eminently reasonable Reason’s
their strong pomnt - -And 1f they get their increase
they’ll be quite contented ?

JOB ARTHUR  Yes, as far as I know, they will.

GERALD As far as you know ? Why, 1s there some-
thing you don’t know ?--something you're not sure
about ?

JoB ARTHUR No-—I don’t think so I think they’ll
be quite satisfied this time

GeERALD Why this time ? Ts there going to be a next
time—every-day-has-its-to-morrow hind of thing ?

JoB ARTHUR . I don’t know about that. It’s a funny
world, Mr Barlow
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GERALD : Yes, I quite believe it. How do you see it
funny ? ,
JoB ARTHUR : Oh, I don’t know. Everything’s in a

funny state.

GERALD : What do you mean by everything ?

JoB ARTHUR . Well—I mean things in general—Labour,
for example.

GERALD : You think Labour’s in a funny state, do
you ? What do you think 1t wants ? What do you
think, personally ?

JoB arTuUR Well, in my own mind, I think it wants
a bit of 1ts own back.

GERALD * And how does 1t mean to get 1t ?

JoB ARTHUR . Ha! that’s not so easy to say. But it
means to have 1t, in the long run,

GERALD * You mean by increasing demands for higher
wages ?

JOB ARTHUR  Yes, perhaps that’s one road

GERALD * Do you see any other ?

JOB ARTHUR Not just for the present

GERALD * But later on ?

JOB ARTHUR I can’t say about that, The men will
be quiet enough for a bit, if 1it’s all right about the
office men, you know

GERALD * Probably But have Barlow and Walsall's
men any special grievance apart from the rest of the
miners ?

JoB ARTHUR I don’t know. They’ve no liking for you,
you know, sir.

GERALD : Why ?
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JOB ARTHUR : They think you've got a down on them.
GRRALD : Why should they ?
JoB ARTHUR : I don’t know, sir; but they do.

GERALD : So they have a personal feeling against me ?
You don’t think all the colliers are the same, all over
the country ?

JOB ARTHUR . I think there’s a good deal of feeling——

GERALD : Of wanting their own back ?

JoB ARTHUR * That’s 1t.

GERALD But what can they do? I don’t see what
they can do. They can go out on strike—but they’ve
done that before, and the owners, at a pinch, can
stand 1t better than they can. As for the ruin of the
industry, 1f they do ruin 1t, 1t falls heaviest on them.
In fact, 1t leaves them destitute There’s nothing
they can do, you know, that doesn’t hit them worse
than 1t hits us

JoB ARTHUR I know there’s something in that But
if they had a stiong man to head them, you see

GERALD Yes, I've heard a lot about that strong man
—but I've never come across any signs of him, you
know I don’t believe in one strong man appearing
out of so many little men. All men are pretty big
In an age, or In a movement, which produces a really
big man. And Labour is a great swarm of hopelessly
Iittle men That’s how Iseeit

JOB ARTHUR  I'm not so sure about that

cERALD . Tam Labourisa thing that can’t have a head.
It’s a sort of unwieldy monster that’s bound to run
1ts skull against the wall sooner or later, and knock
out what bit of brain 1t’s got. You see, you need
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wit and cou'rage and real understanding 1if you’re
going to do anything positive. And Labour has none
of these things-—certainly 1t shows no sign of thent.

JOB ARTHUR : Yes, when 1t has a chance, I think you’ll
see plenty of courage and plenty of understanding.
GERALD * It always has a chance And where one sees
a bit of courage, there’s no understanding; and
where there’s some understanding, there’s absolutely
no courage It’s hopeless, you know—it would be
far best if they’d all give 1t up, and try a new

Iine.

JoB ARTHUR I don’t think they will.

GERALD No, I don’t either They’ll make a mess,
and when they’ve made 1t, they’ll never get out of 1t.
They can’t—they’re too stupid.

JoB ARTHUR They’ve never had a try yet.

6ERALD  They’re trymng every day  They just
simply couldn’t control modern industry—they
haven’t the intelhgence They’ve no life intelligence.
The owners may have little enough, but Labour
has none. They're just mechamecal httle things
that can make one or two motions, and they’re
done They've no more 1dea of life than a lawn-
mower has

JOB ARTHUR It remains to be seen.

GERALD : No, 1t doesn’t It’s perfectly obvious—
there’s nothing remains to be seen  All that Labour
18 capable of, 1s smashing things up And even for
that I don’t believe it has either energy or the
courage or the bit of necessary passion, or slap-dash—
call it whatever you will. However, we’ll see.
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JOB ARTHUR : Yes, sir. Perhaps you see now why

you're not so very popular, Mr. Gerald.
e

GERALD : We can’t all be popular, Job Arthur. You'’re
very high up n popularnty, I believe

JoB ARTHUR : Not so very. They hsten to me & bit.
But you never know when they’ll let you down. 1
know they’ll let me down one day—so 1t won’t be a
surprise

GERALD : I should think not

JoB ARTHUR But about the office men, Mr. Gerald.
You think 1t'll be all nght ?

GERALD . Oh, yes, that’ll be all nght.

JoB ARTHUR Easiest for this time, anyhow, sir, We
don’t want bloodshed, do we ?

GERALD . I shouldn’t mund at all It might clear the
way to something But I have absolutely no behef
m the power of Labour even to bring about anything
so positive as bloodshed.

JoB ARTHUR * I don’t know about that—I don’t know.
—Well.

GERALD : Have another drink before you go.—Yes,
do Help yourself.

JoB ARTHUR: Well—if you’re so pressmmg (Helps
himself ) Here’s luck, all |

ALL: Thanks-

GERALD : Take a cigar—there’s the box Go on—
take a handful—£ill your case

JoB ARTHUR* They're a great luxury nowadays,
aren’t they ? Almost beyond a man like me,

GERALD : Yes, that’s the worst of not bemng a bloated
capitalist. Never mind, you’ll be a Cabinet Mimister
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some day.—Oh, all right—I’ll open the door for
you.
»

JoB ARTHUR: Oh, don’t trouble. Good night—good
night. [Exeunt.

oLIvER * Oh God, what a world to live 1n !

ANABEL Irather iked im Whatis he ?

oLiveR . Checkweighman—Ilocal secretary for the
Miners’ Federation-- plays the viohn well, although
he was a collicr, and 1t spoilt his hands. They’re a
musical famuly

ANABEL Butisn't he rather nice ?

oLiver Idon’t like him But I confess he’s a study.
He’s the modern Judas

ANABEL Don’t you think he likes Gerald ?

oLivER I'm sure he does The way he suns himself
here—hke a cat purring 1n his luxuriation.

ANABLL - Yes, I don’t mind 1t It shows a certain
sensitiveness and a certain taste,

OoLIVER  Yes, he has both--touch of the artist, as
Mrs. Barlow says He loves refinement, culture,
breeding, all those things—loves them—and a
presence, a fine free manner

ANABEL. But that s nice in him.

OLIVER : Quite. But what he loves, and what he
admires, and what he aspires to, he rnust betray. It's
his fatahty He hves for the moment when he can
kiss Gerald in the Garden of Olives, or wherever
it was

ANABEL: But Gerald shouldn’t be kissed.

oLIvER : That’s what I say.
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ANABEL: And that’s what his mother means as well,
I suppose.

[Enter GERALD.

G6ERALD : Well—you’ve heard the voice of the people.
ANABEL * He 1sn’t the people

GERALD I think he 15, myself—the epitome.

OLIVER - No, he’s a special type

GERALD : Ineffectual, don’t you think ?

ANABEL : How pleased you are, Gerald! How pleased
you are with yourself! You love the turn with him.

GERALD It’s rather stimulating, you know.

ANABEL It oughtn’t to be, then.

oLIVER . He’s your Judas, and you love him

GERALD Nothing so deep He’s just a sort of Zohan
harp that sings to the temper of the wind I find him
amusing

ANABEL I think 1t’s boring

ovLiver And I think 1t’s nasty

GERAID I believe you're both jealous of hhm What
do you think of the British working man, Oliver ?

OLIVER It seems to me he’s in nearly as bad a way as
the British employer he’s nearly as much beside the
point

GERALD * What point ?

OLIVER . Oh, just hfe.

GERALD : That’s too vague, my boy. Do you think
they’ll ever make & bust-up ?

oLIvER . I can’t tell. I don’t see any good 1n 1t, if
they do
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GERALD : It might clear the way—and it might block
the way for ever: depends what comes through.
But, sincerely, I don’t think they’ve got 1t in them.’

ANABEL : They may have something better.

GERALD * That suggestion doesn’t interest me, Anabel.
Ah well, we shall see what we shall see. Have a
whisky and soda with me, Oliver, and let the troubled
course of this evening run to a smooth close. It’s
quite like old times. Aren’t you smoking, Anabel ?

ANABEL : No, thanks.

6ERALD * I believe you’re a reformed character. So
1t won’t be Iike old times, after all

ANaBEL *© I don’t want old times. I want new ones.

GERALD * Wait till Job Arthur has risen like Anti-
chnst, and proclaimed the resurrection of the gods.—

Do you see Job Arthur proclaiming Dionysus and
Aphrodite ?

ANABEL It bores me I don’t hke your mood. Good
night.

GERALD : Oh, don’t go.

ANABEL . Yes, good night. [Exet.

OLIVER . She’s not reformed, Gerald. She’s the same
old moral character—moral to the last bit of her,
really—-as she always was.

GERALD . Is that what it 1s 7—But one must be
moral.

OLIVER . Oh, yes. Oliver Cromwell wasn’t as moral as
Anabel 1s-—nor such an iconoclast.

GERALD : Poor old‘Anabel !
oLIVER : How she hates the dark gods !
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GERLLD : And yet they cast a spell over her. Poor old
Anabel | Well, Ohver, 1s Bacchus the father of
*whisky ?
OLIVER : 1 don’t know —1 don’t ike you either. You
seem to smile all over yourself It’s objectionable.
Good night,

GERALD : Oh, look here, this 1s censorous.
OIIVER * You smile to yourself. [Ewrd.

CURTAIN



ACT J1I
ScenE 1

An old park. Early eveming. In the background a low
Georgian hall, which has been turned inio offices
for the Company, shows windows already lighted.
GERALD agnd ANABEL walk along the path.

ANABEL © How beautiful this old park 1s!

G6ERALD . Yes, 1t 15 beautiful—seems so far away from
everywhere, 1f one doesn’t remember that the hall 1s
turned into offices.—No one has hived here since I
was a httle boy. I remember going to a Christmas
party at the Walsalls’.

ANABEL : Has 1t been shut up so long ?

GERALD . The Walsalls didn’t ke 1t—too near the
ugliness, They were county, you know—we never
were: father never gave mother a chance, there.
And besides, the place 1s damp, cellars full of water.

ANABEL: Kven now ? v

GERALD : No, not now—they’ve been drained. But
the place would be too damp for a dwelling-house.
It’s all nght as offices They burn enormous fires.
The rooms are quite charming. This 1s what happens
to the stately homes of England—they buzz with
inky clerks, or their equivalent. Stateliness is on 1ts
last legs.

161
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ANABEL: Yes, it grieves me—though I should be
bored if I had to be stately, I think.—Isn’t it beauti~
ful in this hight, hike an eighteenth-century aquatint ?
I’m sure no age was as ugly as this, since the world
began,

GERALD . For pure uglness, certainly not. And I
believe none has been so filthy to hve in —Let us sit
down a munute, shall we? and watch the rocks fly
home. It always stirs sad, sentimental feehngs in
me.

ANABEL : So 1t does in me.—Listen | one can hear the
coal-carts on the road—and the brook—and the dull
noise of the town—and the beating of New London
pit—and voices—and the rooks—and yet 1t 18 so stall,
We seem so still here, don’t we ?

GERALD . Yes.

ANABEL Don’t you think we’ve been wrong ?

GERALD . How ?

ANABEL: In the way we’ve hved—and the way we’ve
loved.

GERALD : It hasn't been heaven, has 1t ? Yet, I don’t
know that we’ve been wrong, Anabel. We had 1t to
go through.

ANABEL Perhaps - And, yes, we've been wrong too.

GERALD . Probably. Only, I don’t feel it hke that,

ANABEL. Then I think you ought You ought to feel
you’ve been wrong.

GERALD : Yes, probably. Only, I don’t. I can’t help
1t. I think we’ve gone the way we had to go, follow-
Ing our own natures.

ANABEL . And where has 1t landed us ?
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GERALD : Here.

ANABEL: And where 1s that ? ]

GERALD Just on this bench in the park, looking at
the evening.

ANABEL: But what next ?

GERAID God knows ! Why troublc ?

AnaBoL Onc must trouble I want to feel sure

GERALD  What of ?

axaBrL  Of you—and of myself.

GErAlD Then be sure

what 1t’s

anasrL  But I can’t  Think of the past
been.
grraLD  This 1sn’t the past

anaBiL  But what 151t ? Is there anything sure 1n
it ? Is there any real happiness ?

coralD  Why not ?

ANABEL  But how ecan you ask ? Think of what our
Iife has been

GEralD Idon’t wantto
aNanil No,youdont But what doyou want ?

Grrard  I'm all nght, you know, sitting here hke
this

AnABEL  But one can t sit here for cver, can one ?
GERALD . Idon’t want to

ANABEL And what will you do when we leave here ?
¢ERALD God knows ! Don’t woirry me Be still a bit.
ANABEL But I'm worried. You don’t love me
GErALD . I'won’t argueit

aNaBEL  And I'm not happy.

L
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GERALD : Why not, Anabel ?

ANABEL: Because you don’t love me—and I can’t
forget.

GERALD : I do love you—and to-night I’ve forgotten.

ANABEL * Then make me forget, too. Make me happy.

GERALD : I can’t make you—and you know 1t.

ANABEL: Yes, you can. It’s your business to make
me happy. I’ve made you happy

GERALD : You want to make me unhappy.

ANABEL : I do think you’re the last word in selfishness,
If I say I can’t forget, you merely say, ** I’ve for-
gotten ”, and if I say I'm unhappy, all you can
answer 1s that I want to make you unhappy I
don’t 1n the least. I want to be happy myself. But
you don’t help me

GERALD There 1s no help for it, you see. If you were
happy with me here you’d be happy. As you aren’t,
nothing will make you—not genumely,

ANABEL . And that’s all you care.

GERALD No—1I wish we could both be happy at the
same moment. But apparently we can’t

ANABEL : And why not ?—Because you’re selfish, and
think of nothing but yourself and your own feelings.

GERALD . Ifit s so, 1t 1s so.

ANABEL . Then we shall never be happy.
GERALD : Then we shan’t. (4 pause.)
ANABEL : Then what are we going to do ?
GERALD : Do ?

ANABEL : Do you want me to be with you ?
GERALD : Yes.
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ANABEL : Are you sure ?
GERALD : Yes. .
ANABEL: Then why don’t you want me to be happy ?

GERALD . If you'd only be happy, here and now——
ANABEL: Howcanl?

GERALD : How can’t you 7—You’ve got a devil inside
you.

ANABEL: Then make me not have a dewval.

GERALD : I've known you long enough—and known
myself long enough—to know I can make you
nothing at all, Anabel nerther can you make me.
If the happiness 1sn’t there—well, we shall have to
wait for 1t, hike a dispensation. It probably means
we shall have to hate each other a httle more.—I
suppose hate 1s a real process,

ANABEL: Yes, 1 know you believe more in hate than
i love.

GERALD : Nobody 1s more weary of hate than I am—
and yet we can’t fix our own hour, when we shall
leave off hating and fighting. It has to work 1tself
out 1n us.

ANABEL . But I don’t want to hate and fight with you
any more 1 don’t believe 1 1t—not any more.

GERALD : It’s a cleansing process—Ihike Arnstotle’s
Katharsis. We shall hate ourselves clean at last, 1
suppose.

ANABEL: Why aren’t you clean now? Why can’t
you love ? (He laughs.) Do you love me ?

GERALD : Yes,

ANABEL: Do you want to be with me for ever ?
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GERALD : Yes.

ANABEL : Sure ?

GERALD : Quite sure.

ANAREL: Why are you so cool about it ?

GERALD : I'm not. I’'m only sure—which you are not.

ANABEL: Yes, I am—I want to be marned to you.

GERALD : I know you want me to want you to be
married to me. But whether off your own bat you
have a positive desire that way, I'm not sure. You
keep something back —some sort of female reserva-
tion—like a dagger up your sleeve You want to
see me 1n transports of love for you.

ANABEL How can you say so? There—- you see—
there—this 1s the man that pretends to love me, and
then says I keep a dagger up my sleeve. You har !

GERALD : I do love you—and you do keep a dagger up
your sleeve—some devihish hittle female reservation
which spies at me from a distance, in your soul, all
the time, as 1f I were an enemy.

ANABEL : How can you say so 2—Doesn’t 1t show what
you must be yourself 7 Doesn’t it show 7-——What 1s
there in your soul ?

GERALD : Idon’t know.

ANABEL : Love, pure love ?—Do you pretend 1t’s love ?

GERALD : I'm so tired of this.

ANABEL: So am I, dead tired: you self-deceiving,
self-complacent thing. Ha !—aren’t you just the
same You haven’t altered one scrap, not a scrap.

GERALD : All nght—you are always free to change
yourself.



TOUCH AND GO 157

ANABEL : I have changed, I am better, I do love you—
I love you wholly and unselfishly—I do—and I want
a good new life with you. *

GERALD : You’re terribly wrapped up 1in your new
goodness I wish you’d make up your mind to be
downright bad

ANABEL Ha!—Do you ?—You'd soon see. You’d
soon see where you’d be 1f There’s somebody
coming. (Ruses.)

GERALD : Never mund; 1t’s the clerks leaving work, I
suppose. Sit still.

ANABEL: Won’t you go ?

GERALD : No. (A man draws near, followed by another.)
Good evening

CcLERK . Good eveming, sir. (Passeson.) Good evemng,
Mr Barlow

ANABEL They are afraid

GERALD : I suppose their consciences are uneasy about
this strike

ANABLL. Did you come to sit here just to catch them,
hke a spider waiting for them ?

GERALD * No. I wanted to speak to Breffitt

ANABEL I believe you’re capable of any horridness

GerALD . All right, you beleve 1it. (Two more figures
approach ) Good evening

CLERKS - Good mght, sir. (One passes, one stops)
Good evening, Mr Barlow. Er—did you want to see
Mr. Breffitt, sir ?

GERALD : Not particularly.

cLErRK : Oh! He'll be out directly, sir—if you'd ke
me to go back and tell him you wanted him.
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GERA;..D : No, thank you.

CLERK : Good night, sir. Excuse me asking.

GERALD : Good night.

ANABEL: Who is Mr. Breffitt ?

GERALD : He 1s the chief clerk—and cashier—one of
father’s old pillars of society.

ANABEL: Don’t you like him ?

GERALD : Not much.

ANABEL * Why ?*—You seem to dishke very easily.

GERALD * Oh, they all used to try to snub me, these
old buffers They detest me like poison, because 1
am different from father

ANABEL: I believe you enjoy being detested

GERALD * 1 do (Another clerk approaches—hesiates
—stops )

CLERK : Good evening, sir. Good evening, Mr. Barlow.
Er—did you want anybody at the office, sir ? We’re
just closing

GERALD . No, I didn’t want anybody.

cLERK  Oh, no, sir. I sce. Er—by the way, sir—
er—I hope you don’t think this—er — bother about
an increase—this strike threat—started 1n the office.

GERALD . Where did 1t start ?

cLERK : I should think 1t started—where 1t usually
starts, Mr Barlow—among a few loud-mouthed
people who think they can do as they like with the
men They’re only using the office men as a cry—
that’s all They’ve no interest in us, They want to
show therr power.—That’s how 1t 1s, sir.

GERALD : Oh, yes.
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cLERK : We're powerless, if they like to make ‘a cry
out of us.

GERALD : Quite.

CLERK : We're as much put out about 1t as anybody.

GERALD : Of course.

cLERK . Yes—well—good night, sir. (Clerks draw near
—there 15 a sound of loud young vorces and bicycle
bells. Bucycles sweep past )

CLERKS Good night, sir —Good night, sir.

¢ERALD . Good night —They’re very bucked to see
me sitting here with a woman—a young lady as
they’ll say I guess your name will be flying round
to-morrow. They stop partly to have a good look
at you. Do they know you, do you think ?

ANABEL. Sure.

cLERKS Mr Breffitt’s Just coming, sir —Good night,
sit - Good night, sir  (.4nother bicycle passes )

ANABEL The bicycles don’t see us —Isn’t 1t rather
hateful to be a master ? The attitude of them all1s so
ugly. Ican quite see that it makes you rather a bully.

GERALD : I suppose 1t does. (Figure of a large man
approaches )

BREFFITT Oh—ah—it’s Mr Gerald!—I couldn’t
make out who 1t was.—Were you coming up to the
office, sir ? Do you want me to go back with you ?

GERALD . No, thank you-—I just wanted a word with
you about this agitation. It’ll do just as well here.
It’s a pity 1t started—that the office should have set
it going, Breflitt.

BREFFITT * It’s none of the office’s doing, I think you'll
find, Mr Gerald. The office men did nothing but ask



160 TOUCH AND GO

for a just advance—at any rate, times and prices
being what they are, I consider it a fair advance.
'If the men took 1t up, 1t’s because they’ve got a set of
loud-mouthed blatherers and agitators among them
like Job Arthur Freer, who deserve to be hung—
and hanging they’d get, if I could have the judging
of them.

GERALD : Well—t’s very unfortunate—because we
can’t give the clerks their increase now, you know.

BREFFITT Can’t you *—can’t you? I can’t see that
1t would be anything out of the way, 1f I say what I
think.

GERALD : No. They won’t get any increase now. It
shouldn’t have been allowed to become a pubhe
cry with the colliers We can’t give 1n now.

BREFIITT : Have the Board decided that ?

GERALD : They have—on my advice

BREFFITT - Hm ! then the men will come out.

GERALD . We will see.

BREFFITT : It’s trouble for nothing—it’s trouble that
could be avoided. The clerks could have their
advance, and 1t would hurt nobody.

GERALD * Too late now.—I suppose if the men come
out, the clerks will come out with them ?

BREFFITT They’ll have to—they’ll have to

GERALD . If they do, we may then make certain
alterations 1n the office staff which have needed
making for some time,

BREFFITT. Very good— very good I know what you
mean —I don’t know how your father bears all this,
Mr. Gerald.
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GERALD : We keep 1t from him as much as possible.—
You'll let the clerks know the decision. And 1if they
stay out with the men, I’ll go over the hist of the staff
with you. It has needed revising for a long time.

BREFFITT I know what you mean—I know what you
mean—1I believe I understand the firm’s interest in
my department I ought, after forty years studymg
1t. D’ve studied the {firm’s interests for forty years,
Mr. Gerald I'm not likely to forget them now.

GERALD : Of course.

BREFFITT But I think 1t’s a mistake—I think 1t’s a
mistake, and I'm bound to say 1it, to let a great deal of
trouble nise for a very small cause. The clerks might
have had what they reasonably asked for.

GERALD . Well, 1t’s too late now.

BREFFITT : I suppose 1t 1s—I suppose 1t 1s. I hope
you’ll remember, sir, that I've put the interest of the
firm before everything—before every consideration.

GERALD . Of course, Breffitt.

BREFFITT But you’ve not had any liking for the
office staff, I'm afraid, sir— not since your tather put
you amongst us for a few months.—Well, sir, we
shall weather this gale, I hope, as we’ve weathered
those in the past Times don’t become better, do
they ? Men are an ungrateful lot, and these agitators
should be lynched They would, if I had my way.

GERALD - Yes, of course  Don’t wait.

BREFFITT . Good night to you. [Exat.

GERALD . Good night.

ANABEL : He’s the last, apparently.

GERALD : We'll hope so.
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ANABEL: He puts you in a fury.

GERALD : It’s his manner. My father spoilt them—
abominable old lmpets. And they’re so self-
nighteous. They think I'm a sort of criminal who has
instigated this new devilish system which runs every-
thing so close and cuts 1t so fine —as if they hadn’t
made this inevitable by thewr shameless carelessness
and wastefulness 1n the past. He may well boast of
his forty years—forty years’ crass, stupid wasteful-
ness.

[Two or three more clerks pass, talking tull they
approach the seat, then becomang silent after bidding
good night

ANABEL * But aren’t you a bt sorry for them ?

GERALD : Why ? If they’re poor, what does 1t matter
n a world of chaos ?

ANABEL * And aren’t you an obstinate ass not to give
them the bit they want. It’s mere stupid obstinacy.

GERALD . It may be. I call it policy.

ANABEL - Men always do call thewr obstinacy pohey.

6ERALD . Well, T don’t care what happens. I wish
things would come to a head T only fear they won’t.

ANABEL: Aren’t you rather wicked *—dAsking for
strife ?

6ERALD I hope I am. It’s quite a rehef to me to
feel that I may be wicked Ifear I’'mnot. I can see
them all anticipating victory, m therr low-down
fashion wanting to crow their low-down crowings. I'm
afraid I feel it’s a righteous cause, to cut a lot of
little combs before I die.

ANABEL : Butif they’re in the nght in what they want ?
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GERALD : In the right—in the right |—They’re just
greedy, incompetent, stupid, gloating 1n a sense of
the worst sort of power. They’re like vicious children,
who would like to kill their parents so that they
could have the run of the larder. The rest 1s just
cant.,

ANABEL: If you're the parent in the case, I must say
you flow over with loving-kindness for them.

GERALD : 1 don’t-—1 detest them. I only hope they
will fight. If they would, I'd have some respect for
them. But you’ll see what it will be.

ANABEL : I wish I needn’t, for it’s very sickening.

GERALD : Sickening beyond expression.

ANABEL * I wish we could go right away.

GERALD . So do I—if one eould get oneself out of this.
But one can’t. It’s the same wherever you have
mmdustrialism—and you have industriahsm every-
where, whether 1t’s Timbuctoo or Paraguay or
Antananarivo.

ANABEL . No,1tisn’t: you exaggerate.

JOB ARTHUR {suddenly approaching from the other side) :
Good evening, Mr. Barlow. 1 heard you were n
here. Could I have a word with you ?

GERALD : Get on with1t, then.

JOB ARTHUR: Is it might that you won’t meet the
clerks ?

GERALD : Yes

JOB ARTHUR Notin any way ?

GERALD : Not in any way whatsoever.

JOB ARTHUR : But—I thought I understood from you
the other night——
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GERALD : It’s all the same what you understood.

0B ARTHUR : Then you take 1t back, sir ?

GERALD: I take nothing back, because I gave
nothing.

JOB ARTHUR. Oh, excuse me, excuse me, sir You
said 1t would be all right about the clerks. This lady
heard you say 1t.

GERALD Don’t you call witnesses against me.—
Besides, what does 1t matter to you ? What 1 the
name of ——

JoB ARTHUR Well, sir, you said 1t would be all right,
and I went on that

GERALD : You went on that ! Where did you go to ?

JoB ARTHUR The men’ll be out on Monday.

GERALD So shall I,

JOB ARTHUR . Oh, yes, but— where’s 1t going to end ?

GERALD * Do you want me to prophesy ? When did
I set up for a pubhic prophet ?

J0B ARTHUR I don’t know, sir. But perhaps you’re
doing more than you know. There’s a funny feeling
Just now among the men

GERALD So I've heard before Why should 1 concern
myself with their feelings 7 Am I to ery when every
collier bumps his funny-bone --or to laugh *?

JOB ARTHUL . It’s no laughing matter, you see

6ERALD And I’'m sure 1t’s no crying matter—unless
you want to cry, do you see ?

JOB ARTHUR Ah, but, very lkely, 1t wouldn’t be me
who would cry.—You don’t know what might
happen, now.
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GERALD : I'm waiting for something to happen. I
should hke something to happen—very much—very
much indeed. ’

JoB ARTHUR: Yes, but perhaps you’d be sorry if 1t
did happen.

GERALD : Isthat a warning or a threat ?

JoB ARTHUR * I don’t know—1t might be a bit of both.
What I mean to say

GERALD (suddenly seizing ham by the scruff of the neck
and shaking ham) What do you mean to say ?—
I mean you to say less, do you see 3—a great deal
less—do you see ? You've run on with your saying
long enough that clock had better run down. So
stop your saymngs— stop your sayings, 1 tell you—
or you'll have them shaken out of you—shaken out
of you— shaken out of you, do you see ? (Suddenly
flings ham aside )

[J0B ARINIUR, staggering, falls.

ANABEL ., Ohno!-—oh, no!

GERALD . Now get up, Job Arthur; and get up wiser
than you went down. You've played your hittle
game and your httle tricks and made your lttle
saymgs long enough. You're gomng to stop now.
We’ve had quite enough of strong men of your
stamp, Job Arthur—quite enough—such Labour
leaders as you

JoB ARTHUR: You'll be sorry, Mr. Barlow—you’ll be
sorry. You’ll wish you’d not attacked me.

GERALD Don’t you trouble about me and my sorrow.
Mind your own,

JoB ARTHUR: You will—you’ll be sorry. You’ll be
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sorry for what you’ve done, You'll wish you’d never
begun this,

dErRALD: Begun—begun }—I’d lhke to finish, too,
that I would. I'd ke to fimsh with you, too—I
Warn you.

JoB ARTHUR : I warn you—I warn you. You won’t
goon much longer. Every parish has its own vermin.

GERALD : Vermun ?

JoB ARTHUR: Every pansh has its own vermin; it
lies with every parish to destroy its own. We shan’t
have a clean parish till we’ve destroyed the vermin
we’ve got.

GErALD: Vermin? The fool’s raving. Vermun !—
Another phrase-maker, by God! Another phrase-
maker to lead the people—Vermin ? What vermun ?
I know quite well what I mean by vermin, Job
Arthur. But what do youmean ? Vermin ? Explamn
yourself.

JOB ARTHUR: Yes, verrmin. Vermin i1s what hives on
other people’s lives, iving on their Iives and profiting
by 1t. We’ve got ’em 1n every parish—vermin, I say
—that live on the sweat and blood of the people—
Iive on 1t, and get rich on 1t—get rich through hving
on other people’s lives, the lives of the working men—
living on the bodies of the working men—that’s
vermun—ifitisn’t, whatisit ? And every parish must
destroy 1ts own—every parish must destroy its own
vermin.

GERALD : The phrase, my God! the phrase.

JOB ARTHUR : Phrase or not phrase, there 1t 1s, and face
1t outif you can. There1t 1s—there’s not onen every
parish—there’s more than one—+there's a number——
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GERALD (suddenly kicking him): Go! (Kicks him.)
Go! (Kiwcks hum.) Gol (J0B ARTHUR falls.) Get
out! (Kucks hum.) Get out, I say! Get out, I tell
you!l Get out! Get out!—Vermin!—Vermimn |—
Tl vermin you! I'll put my foot through your
phrases. Get up, I say, get up and go—go !

JOB ARTHUR : It’ll be you as’ll go, this time.

GERALD What? What 7—By God! I'll kick you
out of this park like a rotten bundle if you don’t get
up and go.

ANABEL © No, Gerald, no. Don’t forget yourself. It’s
enough now. It’s enough now —Come away. Do
come away. Come away—leave him

JOB ARTHUR (stall on the ground). It’s your turn to
go. It’s you as’ll go, this time.

GERALD (looking at him ). One can’t even tread on
you.

ANABEL: Don’t, Gerald, don’t—don’t look at him.—
Don’t say any more, you, Job Arthur.—Come away,
Gerald. Come away—come-—do come.

GERALD (turmung). That a human bemng! My God!
—But he’s right—1t’s I who go. It’s we who go,
Anabel. He’s still there.—My God ! a human being !

CURTAIN

Scene II

Market-place as in Act I. WILLIE HOUGHTON, addressing
a large crowd of men from the fool of the obelisk.

WILLIE : And now you’re out on strike—now you’ve
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been out for a week pretty nearly, what further are
you? I heard a great deal of talk about what you
swere gomng to do. Well, what are you gomng to do ?
You don’t know. You’ve not the smallest i1dea. You
haven’t any 1dea whatsoever. You've got your
leaders. Now then, Job Arthur, throw a little hight
on the way 1n front, will you: for it seems to me
we’re lost in a bog. Which way are we to steer ?
Come—give the word, and let’s gee-up.

JOB ARTHUR. You ask me which way we are to go.
I say we can’t go our own way, because of the ob-
stacles that he 1n front You’ve got to remove the
obstacles from the way.

WwiLLIE. So said Balaam’s ass. But you’re not an
ass—beg pardon, and you’re not Balaam—you’re
Job. And we've all got to be little Jobs, learning
how to spell patience backwards. We've lost our
jobs and we've found a Job It’s picking up a
scorpton when you’re looking for an egg ——Tell us
what you propose domng. . . . Remove an obstacle
from the way! What obstacle ? And whose way ?

JoB ARTHUR : Ithink it’s pretty plain what the obstacle
IS.

wiLLIE - Oh ay. Tell us then.

JoB ARTHUR : The obstacle to Labour 1s Capital.

WwiLLIE : And how are we gomng to put salt on Capital’s
tail ?

JoB ARTHUR: By Labour we mean us working men ;
and by Capital we mean those that dertve benefit
from us, take the cream off us and leave us the
skim.

wiLLIE : Oh yes.
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JOB ARTHUR: So that, 1f you're going to remove the
obstacle, you’ve got to remove the masters, and all
that belongs to them. Does everybody agree wish
me ?

voices (loud): Ah, we do—yes—we do that—we do
an’ a’—y1—y1—that’s it |

WILLIE : Agreed unamimously. But how are we going
to do it ? Do you propose to send for Willhamson’s
furniture van, to pack them in ? I should think one
pantechnicon would do, just for this pansh. TI’ll
drive. Who’ll be the vanmen to hft and carry ¢

JoB ARTHUR . It’s no use foolhng. You’ve fooled for
thurty years, and we’re no further. What’s got to
be done will have to be begun It’s for every man to
sweep 1n front of his own doorstep. You can’t call
your neighbours dirty till you’ve washed your own
face. Every parish has got 1ts own vermin, and it’s
the business of every pansh to get nnd of 1ts own.

voICES * That’s 1t—that’s 1t—that’s the ticket—that’s
thestyle !

WILLIE : And arc you gomng to comb ’em out, or do
you propose to use Keating’s ?

voices Shutit! Shut it up! Stop thy face! Hold
thy gab |—Go on, Job Arthur.

JoB ARTHUR : How 1t’s got to be done 1s for us all to
decide. I’'m not one for violence, except 1t’s a force-
put. But it’s hke this. We’ve been travelling for
years to where we stand now—and here the road
stops. There’s only room for one at a time on this
path. There’s a precipice below and a rock-face
above. And 1n front of us stand the masters. Now
there’s three things we can do. We can either throw

M
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ourselves over the precipice ; or we c¢an lie down and
let the masters walk over us; or we can get on.

wiLLIE : Yes. That’s all nght. But how are you
going to get on ?

JOB ARTHUR: Well—we’ve either got to throw the
obstacle down the chff—or walk overit.

VOICES . Ay—ay—ay—yes—that’s a fact.

wiLLie: I qute follow you, Job Arthur. You've
either got to do for the masters—or else just remove
them, and put them somewhere else.

voices : Ged nd on ’em—drop ’em down the shaft—
simnk ’em—ba’ done wi’ ’em—drop ’em down the
shaft—bust the beggars—what do you do wr’
vermmn ?

WILLIE . Supposing you begin. Supposing you take
Gerald Barlow, and hang him up from this lamp-post,
with a prece of coal 1n his mouth for a sacrament

VOICES : Ay—serve hun right—serve the beggar right !
Shove it down ’s throttle—ay !

WILLIE : Supposing you do it—supposing you've done
it—and supposing you aren’t caught and punished—
even supposing that—what are you going to do next ?
that’s the point.

JOB ARTHUR. We know what we’re gomng to do.
Once we can get our hands free, we know what
we're going to do.

WILLIE : Yes, so do I. You’re either going to make
such a mess that we shall never get out of 1it—which I
don’t think you will do, for the Enghsh working man
15 the soul of obedience and order, and he’d behave
himself to-morrow as if he was at Sunday school, no
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matter what he does to-day.—No, what you’ll do,
Job Arthur, you’ll set up another lot of masters, such
a jolly sight worse than what we’'ve got now. %'d
rather be mastered by Gerald Barlow, 1if it comes to
mastering, than by Job Arthur Freer—oh, such a iot |
You’ll be far less free with Job Arthur for your boss
than ever you were with Gerald Barlow. You’ll be
far more degraded.—In fact, though I've preached
socialism m the market-place for thirty years—if
you’re gomng to start killing the masters to set
yourselves up for bosses—why, kill me along with
the masters. For I'd rather die with somebody who
has one tiny little spark of decency left—though 1t
18 a little tiny spark-—than live to triumph with those
that have none.

voices : Shut thy face, Houghton—shut it up—shut
him up—hustle the beggar! Hoi l—hoi-ee —whoo |
—whoam-1t, whoam-1t —whoo I—bow-wow I—wet-
whiskers !

WiLLIE : And it’s no use you making fools of your-
selves (Hs words are heard through an ugly,
jeering, cold commotion.)

vOICE (loudly): He’s comin’,

voices: Who?

VOICE : Barlow.—See ’s motor ?—comin’ up—sithee ?

(Suddenly and

wiILLIE : If you’ve any sense left
vwlently disappears.)

VOICES : Sorry |-—he’s comin’—’s comin’—sorry, ah |
Who's 1n ?—That’s Turton drivin’—yi, he’s behind
w1’ & woman—ah, he’s commn’—he’ll none go back—
hold on. Sorry !l-—wheer’s ’e comun’ ?—up from
Loddo—ay (T'he cries die down—the motor car
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slowly comes wnto sight, OLIVER drwmlg, GERALD and
ANABEL behind. The men stand wm a mass in the
tway.)
OLIVER : Mind yourself, there. (Laughter.)
GERALD : Go ahead, Oliver.
voick : What’s yer ‘urry ?
[Crowd sways and surges on the car, OLIVER i8
suddenly dragged out. GERALD stands up—he, too,
15 serzed from behind—he wrestles—us® torn out of
his great-coat—then falls— disappears. Loud cries
—* H1 !~hoi !—hoi-ee ! ’-—qll the while. The car
shakes and presses uneasily
voICE : Stop the blazin’ motor, somebody
voice : Here y’arel—hold a minute (A4 man jumps
wn and stops the engine-—he drops in the driver’s seat.)
COLLIER (outside the car) Step down, muss.
ANABEL I am Mrs. Barlow
COLLIER . Missis, then. (Laugh.) Step down—lead
’er forrard Take ’em forrard—take ’em forrard.
JOB ARTHUR . Ay, make a road.
GERALD : You're makin’ a proper fool of yourself now,
Freer.
JOB ARTHUR. You've brought it on yourself You’ve
made fools of plenty of men.
coLLIERS . Come on, now—come on! Whoa |—whoa |
—he’s a jibber—go pretty now, go pretty !
voices (suddenly) Lay hold o’ Houghton—nab \m—
seize 1m—rats |—rats I-—bring 1m forrard |

ANABEL (n @ loud, clear voice) I never knew anything
so ridiculous,
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vOICES (falsetto): Ridiculous! Oh, ridiculous! Mind
the step, dear !—I'm Mrs. Barlow |—O, are you ?__
Tweet—tweet !

JoB ARTHUR: Make a space, boys, make a space.
(He stands with prisoners wn a cleared space before the
obelisk.) Now—now—quiet & minute—we want to
ask a few questions of these gentlemen.

voOICEs - Quiet I-—quiet I—Sh-h-h! Sh-h-h |-—Answer
pretty—answer pretty now !—Quiet I—Shh-h-h !

JoB ARTHUR . We want to ask you, Mr, Gerald Barlow,
why you have given occasion for this present
trouble ?

GERALD : You are a fool

voices *© Oh '—oh '—naughty Barlow |—naughty baa-
lamb—answer pretty—answer pretty—be good baa-
lamb—baa—basa !'— answer pretty when gentleman
asks you.

JOB ARTHUR . Quiet abit Sh-h-h '—We put this plain
question to you, Mr. Barlow Why did you refuse
to give the clerks this Just and fair advance, when you
knew that by refusing you would throw three
thousand men out of employment ?

ceraLD You are a fool, I say.

voIcEs : Oh'!—oh! - won’t do—won’t do, Barlow—
wrong answer—wrong answer—be good baa-lamb—
naughty boy—naughty boy !

JOB ARTHUR * Quiet a bit—now |—If three thousand
men ask you a just, straightforward question, do you
consider they’ve no right to an answer ?

GERALD : I would answer you with my foot.

vOICES {amud a threatening scuffle). Da-di-da! Hark
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ye—hark ye! Oh—whoa—whoa a bit|—won't
do l—won’t do {—naughty—naughty—say you’re
sorry—say you're sorry—kneel and say you’re sorry
—kneel and beg pardon !

JOB ARTHUR * Hold on a bit—keep clear !

voicEs : Make him kneel—make him kneel—on his
knees wath him !

Jos ArTHUR : I think you’d better kneel down.
[The crowd press on GERALD—he siruggles—ithey
hat ham behind the knees, force hum down.
oL1vER * This 1s shameful and unnecessary.
voices : All of ’em—on your knees—all of ’em—on
their knees !

[They seize OLIVER and WILLIE and ANABEL,
husthng. ANABEL kneels quictly—the others struggle.

wiLLIE : Well, of all the damned, dirty, cowardly

voices . Shut up, Houghton—shut him up—squeeze
him !

OLIVER : Get off me—let me alone—I'll kneel.

voIcEs - Good little doggies—nice doggies—kneel and
beg pardon—yap-yap—answer—make him answer |

JOB ARTHUR (holdeng up his hand for silence) : Tt would
be better if you answered straight off, Barlow. We
want to know why you prevented that advance ?

voICES (after a pause) Nip his neck ! Make him yelp !

OLIVER ;: Let me answer, then —Because it’s worse,
perhaps, to be bullied by three thousand men than
by one man

voices : Oh!l—oh!—dog keeps barking—stuff his
mouth—stop him up—here’s a bit of paper—answer,
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Barlow—nip his neck—stuff his mug—make him
yelp—cork the bottle |
[They press a lump of mewspaper into OLIVER’S
mouth, and bear down on GERALD.

JOB ARTHUR: Quiet—quiet—quiet—a minute, every-
body. We give him a minute—we give him a minute
to answer.

voICES : Give him a minute—a holy minute—say your
prayers, Barlow—you’ve got a munute—tick-tick,
says the clock—time him !

JOB ARTHUR Keep quiet.

wiLLIE : Of all the damned, cowardly:

vOICES : Sh-h-h {-—Squeeze him—throttle um ! Silence
15 golden, Houghton.—Close the shutters, Willie’s
dead.—Dry up, wet-whiskers !

JOB ARTHUR  You've fifteen seconds.

voices : There’s a long, long trail a-windmng

JOB ARTHUR: The minute’s up —We ask you agan,
Gerald Barlow, why you refused a just and fair
demand, when you know 1t was against the wishes of
three thousand men all as good as yourself ?

voICES - And a sight better—I don’t think—we’re not
all vermin—we’re not all crawlers, tving off the
sweat of other folks—we’re not all pansh vermm—
parish vermin,

JoB ARTHUR - And on what grounds you think you
have no occasion to answer the straightforward
question we put you here ?

ANABEL (after a pause) : Answer them, Gerald. What’s
the use of prolonging this ?

GERALD : I’ve nothing to answer,




176 TOUCH AND GO

voices : Nothing to answer—Gerald, darling—Gerald,
duckie—oh, lovey-dovey—I've nothing to answer—
no, by God—no, by God, he hasna—nowt to answer—
ma’e him find summat, then—answer for him—gi’e
him ’s answer—let him ha’e it—pgo on—mum—mum
—lovey-dovey—rub his nose m 1t—kiss the dirt,
ducky—bend him down—rub his nose in— he’s say-
ing something-—oh no, he 1sn’t—sorry I spoke—
bend him down !

JOB ARTHUR Quiet a bit—quiet, everybody—he’s got
to answer—keep quiet.—Now (A4 silence ) Now
then, Barlow, will you answer, or won’t you?
(Stlence.)

ANABEL: Answer them, Gerald-—never mind.

voICES : Sh-h-h! Sh-h-h! (Sulence)

JOB ARTHUR * You won’t answer, Barlow

voick : Down the beggar !

voIcES : Down him—put his nose down—flatten him !

[The crowd surges and begins to howl —they sway
dangerously—GERALD 18 spread-eagled on the ground,
face down.
JoB ARTHUR Back—back—back a minute—back—
back! (They recol.)
WILLIE : 1 hope there’s a God 1n heaven.
voIcEs : Put him down—flatten him !
[WILLIE 5 flattened on the ground
JoB ARTHUR: Now then—now then—if you won’t
answer, Barlow, I can’t stand here for you any more.—
Take your feet off him, boys, and turn him over.
Turn him over—let us look at him. Let us see if he
can speak. (They turn ham over, with another scuffle.)
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Now then, Barlow—you can see the sky above you.
Now do you think you’re going to play with three
thousand men, with therr lives and with their souls ?
—now do you think you’re going to answer them with
your foot ?——do you—do you ?

[The crowd has begun to sway and heave danger-
ously, with a low, muffled roar, above whach 1s heard
JOB ARTHUR’S vowce. As he ceases, the roar breaks
wnto a yell—the crowd heaves.

voices . Down him—ecrack the vermun—on top of
him—put your foot on the vermin !

ANABEL (with a loud, prercing cry, suddenly starting up) :
Ah no! Ah no! Ah-h-h-h no-o-0-o! Ah-h-h-h
no-0-0-0 ! Ah-h-h-h no-o-0-o!{ No-0-0-0! No-0-0-0!
No-0! No-0-0!—Ah-h-h-h!-—1t’s enough, 1t’s enough,
1t’s enough! It’s enough—he’s a man as you are.
He’s a man as you are. He’s a man as you are.
He’s a man as you are. (Weeps—a breath of
silence )

OLIVER . Lect us stop now-—let us stop now. Let me
stand up. (Silence ) I want to stand up (A4 muffled
nose.)

voict Let him get up (OLIVER ruses.)

OoLIVER : Be quet. Bequiet —Now—choose ! Choose !
Choose ! Choose what you will do! Only choose!
Choose |1t will be irrevocable (4 moment’s pause.)
Thank God we haven’t gone too far.—Gerald, get
up. (Men still hold ham down.)

JOB ARTHUR . Isn’t he to answer us * Isn’t he going
to answer us ?

OLIVER . Yes, he shall answer you. He shall answer
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you. But let him stand up. No more of this. Let
him stand up. He must stand up. (Men still hold
GERALD down,) (OLIVER lakes hold of thewr hands and
removes them.) Let go—let go now. Yes, let go—
yes—I ask you to let go. (Slowly, sullenly, the men
let go. GERALD 1s free, but he does not move.) There—
get up, Gerald! Getup! You aren’t hurt, are you ?
You must get up—it’s no use. We’re doing our best
—you must do yours. When things are like thus,
we have to put up with what we get. (GERALD rises
slowly and faces the mob. They roar dully.) You ask
why the clerks didn’t get this increase ? Wait !
Wait! Do you still wish for any answer, Mr,
Freer ¥

JOB ARTHUR . Yes, that’s what we’ve been waiting
for.

oLIVER : Then answer, Gerald.

GERALD : They’'ve trodden on my face.

oLIVER No matter. Job Arthur will easily answer
that you’'ve trodden on their souls. Don’t start an
altercation. (T'he crowd s beginnang to roar.)

GERALD * You want to know why the clerks didn’t
get their rise 7—Because you interfered and at-
tempted to bully about 1t, do you see. That’s
why.

voIcEs : You want bullying.—You'll get bullying, you
will.

oLIVER . Can’t you see 1t’s no good, either side ? It’s
no mortal use. We might as well all die to-morrow,
or to-day, or this minute, as go on bullying one
another, one side bullying the other side, and the
other side bullying back. We’d better all die.
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WiLLIE : And a great deal better. I’m damned if 'l
take sides with anybody agamst anything, after ths,
If 'm to die, I'll die by myself. As for hving, 1t
seems 1mpossible.

JOB ARTHUR: Have the men nothing to be said for
their side ?

oLIvER : They have a great deal—but not everything,
you see.

JoB ARTHUR: Haven’t they been wronged ? And
aren’t they wronged ?

oLIVER . They have-—and they are But haven’t they
been wrong themselves, too ?—and aren’t they wrong
now ?

JoB ARTHUR How ?

OLIVER : What about this affair? Do you call 1t
right ?
JOB ARTHUR . Haven’t we been driven toit ?

OLIVER : Partly. And haven’t you driven the masters
to1t, as well ?

JoB ARTHUR - I don’t see that.

oLIVER © Can’t you see that 1t takes two to make a
quarrel ? And as long as each party hangs on to 1ts
own end of the stick, and struggles to get full hold of
the stick, the quarrel will continue. It will continue
till you've killed one another. And even then, what
better shall you be ? What better would you be,
really, if you'd killed Gerald Barlow just now ?
You wouldn’t, you know. We’re all human beings,
after all. And why can’t we try really to leave off
strugghng against one another, and set up a new
state of things ?



180 TOUCH AND GO

JoB ARTHUR: That’s all very well, you see, while
you’ve got the goods.

OLIVER : I’ve got very little, I assure you,

JOoB ARTHUR . Well, if you haven’t, those you mx
with have. They’ve got the money, and the power,
and they intend to keep 1t.

oLIVER . As for power, somebody must have 1t, you
know. It only rests with you to put it mto the hands
of the best men, the men you really bcheve mn.—And
as for money, 1t’s hfe, 1t’s hiving that matters, not
simply having money.

JOB ARTHUR : You can’t live without money.

oLIVER: 1 know that. And therefore why can’t we
have the decency to agree simply about money—-just
agree to dispose of 1t so that all men could hive their
own lives.

JoB ARTHUR - That’s what we want to do But the
others, such as Gerald Barlow, they keep the money—
and the power

OLIVER . You see, if you wanted to arrange things
so that money flowed more naturally, so that it
flowed naturally to every man, according to his
needs, I think we could all soon agree But you
don’t What you want 1s to take 1t away from one
set and give 1t to another—or keep 1t yourselves.

JoB ARTIUR  We want every man to have his proper
share.

oLIvER : I’'m sure I do. I want every man to be able
to live and be free. But we shall never manage 1t by
fighting over the money. If you want what 1s
natural and good, I'm sure the owners would soon
agree with you.
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JOB ARTHUR : What ? Gerald Barlow agree with us ?
OLIVER : Why not ? I beheve so.
JOB ARTHUR : You ask him,

OLIVER : Do you think, Gerald, that if the men really
wanted a whole, better way, you would agree with
them ?

GERALD* I want a better way myself—but not their way.

JOB ARTHUR . There, you see!

voicEs Ah-h! look you!—That’s hhm—that’s him
all over.

OLIVER You want a better way,—but not his way :
he wants a better way—but not your way. Why
can’t you both drop your buts, and stmply say you
want a better way, and believe yourselves and one
another when you say 1t ¥ Why can’t you ?

GERALD . Look here! I'm quite as tired of my way of
Iife as you are of yours If you make me believe you
want something better, then I assure you I do. I
want what you want. But Job Arthur Freer’s not
the man to lead you to anytlung better You can
tell what people want by the leaders they choose,
do yousee ? You choose leaders whom I respect, and
T’ll respect you, do you see ? Asitis, I don’t. And
now I’'m going.

voices . Who says ?-—Oh ay |-—Who says gomn’ ?

GERALD . Yes, I'm going. About this affair here we’ll
cry quits, no more said about it. About a new
way of life, a better way all round—I tell you I want
it and need 1t as much as ever you do, I don’t care

about money really. But I'm never going to be
bullied
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vorce : Who doesn’t care about money ?

GERALD : I don’t. Ithink we ought to be able to alter
the whole system—but not by bullying, not because
one lot wants what the other has got.

voICE . No, because you’ve got everything.

GERALD : Where’s my coat ? Now then, step out of
the way.

[They move towards the car.
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SCENE 1

Courtyard of sAuL’s house wn Gulgal. sort of compound
with an adobe house beyond. AGAG, bound, seated on
the ground, and fastened by a rope Lo a post of the
shed. Men with spears. Enter MERAB and MICHAL,
daughters of sauL, with tambourthes. MAIDENS

MERAB (runnng and_dancing) + Saul came home with
the spoil of the Amalekite,

MAIDENS : Hie! Amalekite! Hie! Amalekite !

MICHAL Saul threw his spear into the desert of Shur,
through the heart of the Amalekite

MAIDENS  Stuck the Amalckite, pierced him to the
ground

MICHAL . Wind ot the desert blows between the ribs
of Amalek, only the jackal 1s fat on that land Who
smote the Amalekite, as a sand-storm smites the
desert ?

MAIDLNS  Saul ! Saul! Saulistheslayerand the death
of Amalek.

MERAB (before acac) What s this dog with a string
round his neck ?

MAIDENS . What dog 15 this ?

MicHAL © I know this dog, men used to call 1t King !

MAIDENS Look at this King |

MLRAB . Agag, Agag, King of the Amalekites ! Dog on
a string at the heel of mughty Saul !

MICHAL (speaking to AGAG): Are you the King of the
Amalekites ?

AGAG: I am he, maiden !

X 1856
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MICHAL : J thought it was s dog my father had brought
home, and tied to a post.

MERAB: Why are you alone, Agag? Where are sl
your armed men, that ran like hons, round the road
to Egypt ? Where are your women, with gold on their
foreheads ? Let us hear the tinkle of the bracelets of
your women, O King, King Agag, King of mighty
Amalek !

MAIDENS (laughing—shaking tambourines 1n AGAG’S
Jace—spitting on hwm): Dog! Dog! Dog of an
Amalekite |

MicHAL : Who hung on the heels of Israel when they
journeyed out of the wilderness of Shur, comng from
Egypt, 1n the days of our fathers, 1n the day of Moses,
our great deliverer ?

MAIDENS : Ay! Ay! Who threw theirr spears in the
backs of the wandenng Israelites ?

micuaL : Who killed our women, and the weary ones,
and the heavy-footed, 1n the bitter days of wandering,
when we came up out of Egypt ?

MERAB  Who among our enemies was aceursed like the
Amalekite ? When Moses held the rod of God up-
Iifted 1n his hand, Joshua smote the Amalekite till the
sun went down. But even when the sun was gone,
came the voice of the Almighty : War, and war with
Amalek, tll Amalek 15 put out from under heaven.

MICHAL: Dog! Son of dogs that lay in wait for us as
we passed by | Dog! Why has Saul left you eyes to
see, and ears to hear |

BAUL (comang from house) : Agag1s among the maidens |

MICHAL: See, Father, 1sthisa king ?

sauL: Even so.
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micEAL: Itis'a dog that cannot scratch his own fleas.

8AUL: Even so, 1t 15 a king: King of rich Amalek.
Have you seen the presents he has brought for the
household of Saul ?

micHAL For the daughters of Saul, Father ?

SAUL. Surely for Merab and Michal, daughters of Saul.
(To a man.) Ho! Bring the basket of spoils for the
daughters of the King.

MICHAL : Lasten! Listen! King Agag seeks a wife in
Gilgal! Oh, Father, I do not hike him ! He looks like
a crow the dogs have played with Merab, here 1s a
King for your hand !

MERAB Death 1s his portion, the Amalekite.

micnal.  Will you put him to death, Father ? Let us
laugh a little longer at his Amalek nose

[Enter man with basket—also JonaTHAN and
ABNEK.

saUL See the gifts of Agag, King of Amalek, to the
daughters of Saul! Tissue from Egypt, head-veils
from Pharaoh’s house! And see, red robes from
Tyre, and yellow f1om Sidon.

MICHAL (screams) That for me, Father, that for me !
Give the other to Merab.—Ah! Ah!' Ah!—Thank
you, King Agag, thank you, King of Amalek.

sauL Goldsmith’s work for arms and ankles, gold and
dropping silver, for the ears,

MIicHAL . Give me those! Give me those! Give the
othersto Merab! Ay ! Ay ! Maidens ! HowamI ?—
See, Agag, noble Agag, how am I now ? Listen!
(She dances, the ornaments climk ) They say . Noble
Agag !—Kwng of Grvers! Poor draggled crow that
had gold initsnest | Caw ! King Agag! Caw! It’sa
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daughter of Saul, of long-limbed Saul, smiter of
Amalek, who tinkles with joys of the Amalekite.

JONATHAN : Peace, maiden! Go m and spin wool with
the women. You are too much among the men.

MICHAL : Art thou speaking, O Jonathan, full of thy
own manhood ?

JoNaTHAN : Take in these spoils from the eye of men,
and the light of day. Father, there came one saying
that Samuel sought you in Carmel

SAUL: Let lmm find me 1n Gilgal

ABMNER . They are calling even now at the gate, (Moves
to gate.)

SAUL (to girls) Go to the house and hide your spoil, for
if this prophet of prophets finds the treasure of the
Amalekite upon you, he will tear it away, and curse
your youth.

micHAL - That he shall not! Oh, Merab, you got the
blue shawl from me! Run! Maidens! Run! Fare-
well, King Agag, your scrvant thanks your lordship !
—~Caw ! —Nay, he cannot even say caw |

[Exit—running—MICHAL, and other MAIDENS
Sollow.
ABNER: It 1s so, my lord Samuel ¢ven now has
passed the stone of directions, secking Saul in Galgal.
saUL: Jtis well. He has.come to bless our triumph
JONATHAN : Father, will you leavc that man n the
sight of Samuel ?
sauL: No! Go you quickly into the house, O Agag!
Take him quickly, men, and let no mouth speak his
name,

[Eweunt acae and men.
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JoNATHAN : I have a misgiving, Father, that Samuel
comes not 1n peace, after Saul in Gilgal.

sAUL: Has Saul laid low the Amalekite, to fear the
commg of an old prophet ?

ABNER Samuel 15 a jealous man, full of the tyranny
of prophecy Shall we wait him here, or go into the
house and be seated on the mats? Or shall we go
forth from the gate towards him ?

sAUL: I will stay here, and brighten my sword-edge in
the waiting

ABNER (at the gute—calling) . He 1s coming across the
ficld; an old man in a mantle, alone, followed by
two of Ins prophets

JONATHAN {jotning ABNER) It 1s he And comung 1n
anger

aB~Lr  In anger against whom ?

Jonatuan  Against mmy father Because we have not
destroyed the Amalekite utterly, but have saved the
best spoil

ABNTR  Nay, but 1t 15 a foolish thing, to throw fine
linen mto the fire, and fat young oxen down a dry
well

Jova1uan It wasthe commandment.

AB LR Why should the maidens not rejoice 1n their
ornaments, and the God of the Unknown Name enjoy
the scent of blood-sacnfice ?

[They retreat fromn the gate, sAUL sharpens Ins
sword  _Ifter a pause, enter SAMUEI, followed by
the prophets

saUL (laying down hits sword) Blessed be thou of the
Lord! I have performed the commandment of the
Lord,
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S8AMUEL : What meaneth the bleating of the sheep in
my ears, and the lowing of the oxen which I hear ?
sauL. They have brought them from the Amalekites.
The people spared the best of the sheep, and of the
oxen, to sacrifice unto thy God, but the rest we have

utterly destroyed.

SAMUEL - Stay, and I will tell thee what I have heard
out of the inner darkness, this mght.

SAUL Say on

SAMUEL ~ When thou wast little in thine own sight,
wast thou not made the chieftain of the tribes of
Israel, and the Deep poured His power over thee, to
anoint thee King * And the Voice out of the deeps
sent thece on a journey, saying Go, and utterly
destroy the sinners the Amalekites, and fight against
them until they be consumed —Why then did you
not obey the Vorce, instead of flying upon the spoil,
and doing evil in the sight of the Unclosing Eyes ?

saul. Yea, I have obeyed the Voice from the beyond.
I have gone the way which the Great One sent me,
and have brought Agag the King of Amalek prisoner,
and have utterly destroyed the Amalekites But the
people took the spoil, sheep and oxen, the chief of
the things which should have been utterly destroyed,
to sacrifice 1n Galgal unto the Lord thy God.

SAMUEL © Does the Breather of the skies take as great
dehght in sacrifice and burnt offerings as 1n obedience
to the Voice that spoke on the breath of the night ?
Behold, to obey 1s better than sacnfice, and to
hearken than the fat of rams.

saUL. Is not God the sender of hife, and the bread of
Iife ? And shall we deny the meat and destroy the
bread that 1s sent ?
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8AMUEL : Behold, is the Lord my God a sutler, to stock
the larders of Saul ? Lo, He heeds not the fat beef
nor the fine raiment, but threshes out His anger in
the firmament. Amalek has defied the hiving Breath,
and cried mockery on the Voice of the Beyond.
Therefore the living Wrath will wipe out the Amale-
kite, by the hand of His servant, Israel. And if the
Nameless is without compunction, whenece the com-
punction of Saul ?

sAuL: I feared the people, and obeyed their voice.

SAMUEL * Yes, that was bravely done! Thou didst not
fear the Great Lord, thou fearest the people, smaller
than thyself. Thou didst not obey the Cry from the
mdst of the dark, but the votce of the people !—I tell
thee, rebellion 1s as the sin of witcheraft, and stub-
bornness 1s as imquity and 1dolatry. Because thou
hast rejected the word of the Lord the Lord hath also
rejected thee from being King.

sauL - Shall a King not hearken to the voice of his
people ?

saMUEL The people cried for a King, in the froward-
ness of their hearts But can they make a King
out of one of themselves ? Can they whistle a lion
forth from a litter of dogs ? The people cried for a
King, and the Lord gave to them. Even thee, Saul.
But why art thou King ! Because of the voice of the
people ?

s8AvuL : Thou didst choose me out,

SAMUEL : The finger of the Thunder pointed me to thee,
and the Wind of Strength blew me in thy way. And
thou art King because from out of the muddle world
the great Wish settled upon thee. And thou art
King because the Lord poured the o1l of His mught
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over thee. But thou art disobedient, and shuttest
thine ears to the Voice. Thou hearest the barkings
of dogs and the crying of the people, and the Voice
of the Midmost 1s nothing to thee. Therefore thou
hast become as nothing unto the Lord, and He that
chose thee rejecteth thee again. The power of the
Lord shall fall away from thee, and thou shalt
become again a common man, and a httle thing, as
when the Lord first found thee

sauL- I have smned For I have transgressed the
commandments of the Lord, which thou didst hear
out of the deeps of the mght Because I feared the
people, and obeyed their voice But now, I pray
thee, pardon my sin, and turn again with me, that I
may find the Lord, to worship Him

sAaMUTL I will not return with thee: for thou hast
rejected the word of the Lord, and the Lord hath
rejected thee from being King over Israel (samMUEL
turns away. SAUL catches hold of the hem of SAMUEL’S
garment and f tears in his hand ) The Lord hath rent
the Kingdom of Israel away from thec this day, and
hath given 1t to a neighbour of thine that 1s better
than thou (pause);- and the Mighty One that
moveth Jsrael will not he, nor repent towards thee
agamn for He 15 not a man that He should repent.

sauL: I have sinned, I have sinned, I have turned my
face the wrong way Yet honour me now, I pray
thee ! Tlonour me before the elders of my people, and
before Israel, and turn again with mec, that I may
find the Lord thy God, and worship Him.

SAMUEL (furming)+ Thou hast turned away from the
Hidden Sun, and the gleam 1s dying from out of thy
tace. Thou hast disowned the Power that made
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thee, and the'glow is leaving thy limbs, the ghsten of
o1l 1s waning on thy brow, and the vision 1s dying i
thy breast Yet because thou art the Lord’s anointed
I will bless thee agan 1n the sight of the elders. Yet
if the Lord hath decided agamst thee, what avails
an old man’s blessing ?

SAUL * Yet bless me, my Father

saMUEL (lifting his hand) The Lord be with thee!
The Lord’s strength strengthen thee ! The power and
the mught of the Lord brighten thine eyes and hght
thy face the Lord’s life hift thy hmbs and gladden
the walls of thy breast, and put power in thy belly
and thy hips! The Lord’s haste strengthen thy
knees and quicken thy feet !

SAUL ({ifting both hands to heaten) . Lo, I have sinned,
and lost myself, I have been mine own undomng But
I tuin again to Innermost, where the flame 1s, and
the wings are throbbing Hear me, take me back !
Brush me again with the wings of hife, breathe on
me with the breath of Thy desire, come 1n unto me,
and be with me, and dwell in me  ¥or without the
presence of theaw ful Lord, I aman emptyshell. Turn
to me, and ill my heart, and forgive my transgression
For I will wach myself clean of Amalek, to the last
speck, and remove the source of my sinmng (drops
his hunds  twrns to samurL)  Isat well, O Samuel ?

SAMULL  May 1t be well ! Bring me hither Agag, King
of the Amalekites

sauL Ilo, Jonathan, send here Agag the Amalekite
And send thou the chief of the herdsmen, O Abner,
for we must wipe away the stain of Amalek swiftly,
out of Gilgal

[Ereunt 3onATiIAN and ABNER.
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SAUL (to 8AMUEL) : The Lord shall be with me again this
day, that the Kingdom be not rent from me.

SAMUEL : Who knoweth the ways of the Deep 7 I will
entreat, ah! for thee 1n the night-time, and 1n the
day. Butif He hath turned His face away, what am
I but an old man crymng like an infant in the mght |

[Enter acac—comng forward delicately.

AGAG : Surely the bitterness of death 1s past.

SAMUEL (sewzing SAUL’s sword) As thy sword hath
made women childless, so shall thy mother be
childless among women, (Rushes on AGaG with sword
—AGAG steps behind a wall, SAMUEL upon hvm.)

[Enter HERDSMAN,

JONATHAN - Better 1t had been 1n battle, on the field
of the fight

ABNER * Itisasacrifice.

SAUL (to HERDSMAN) Gather together the cattle of the
Amalekite which came as spoil, and fasten them in a
pen. Leave out no sheep and no calf, nor any goat,
but put them all mn.

HERDSMAN : It shall be as Saul says [Exat.

SAMUEL (entering with red sword) 1 have hewed him in
pieces before the Lord, and his blood has gone up
to the Most High , 1t 15 1n the nostrils of the God of
Wrath.

sauL Come now, I pray thee, within the house, and
let them bring water for thy feet and food to gladden
thine heart.

SAMUEL : It may not be But I must go to Ramah to
entreat for thee before the Lord, and even now must
I go. And may the Might be with thee.

CURTAIN



SCENE II
A room in Ramah. Night. SAMUEL in prayer.

SAMUEL : Speak to me out of the whirlwind, come to
me from behind the sun, listen to me where the winds
are hastening. When the power of the whirlwind
moves away from me, I am a worthless old man. Out
of the deep of deeps comes a breath upon me, and my
old flesh freshens like a flower. I know no age Oh,
upon the wings of distance turn to me, send the
fanning strength into my hips 1 am sore for Saul,
and my old bones are weary for the King. My heart
15 like a fledghng 1n a nest, abandoned by 1ts mother,
My heart opens its mouth with van cnies, weak and
meaningless, and the Mover of the deeps will not
stoop to me My bowels are twisted in a knot of
grief, 1n a knot of anguish for my son, for him whom
I anointed beneath the firmament of might On
earth move men and beasts, they nourish themselves
and know not how they are ahive But in all the
places moves Unseen Almighty, like a breath among
the stars, or the moon, like the sea turning herself
over. I eat bread, but my soul faints, and wine will
not heal my bones. Nothing 1s good for me but
God. Like waters He moves through the world, hike
a fish I swim 1n the flood of God Himself Answer
me, Mover of the waters, speak to me as waves speak
without mouths. Saul has fallen off, as a nipe fig
falls and bursts. He, anomnted, he moved n the
flood of power, he was God’s, he was not his own.
Now he1s cast up like a fish among the dry stones, he
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beats himself against the sun-licked pebbles. He
jumped out from the deeps of the Lord, the sea of
God has seen him depart. He will die within the
smell of his own violence. Lord, Lord, Ocean and
Mover of oceans, lick im 1nto the flood of Thyself.
Wilt Thou not reach for him with the arm of a long
wave, and catch him back mto the deeps of hving
God ? Is he lost from the sway of the tide for ever
and for ever * When the 1ain wets him, will 1t wet
him Godless, and will the wind blow on him without
God 1n 1t ? Lord, wilt Thou not reach for him, he 1s
Thine anointed ? Bitter are the waters of old age,
and tears fall inward on the heart  Saul 1s the son
whom I anointed, and Saul has ciawled away from
God, he creeps up the rocks in vamty, the stink of
him will rise up like a dead crab  Lord, 15 1t verily so
with Saul, 1s he gone out from Thec for ever, hke a
creeping thing crawled in vanity from the clement of
elements ?* 1 am old, and my tears run inward, they
deaden my heart because of Saul. For Saul has
crawled away fromn the IFountain of Days, and
the Ancient of Days will know him no more 1
hear the voice of the Lord like waters washing
through the mght, saymmg  Saul has fallen away
and 1s no more wn the way of the power of God Yea,
what 1s love, that I should love him!' He 1s fallen
away, and stinketh hike a dead crab, and my love
stinks with him I must wash myscdf because of
Saul, and strip myself of him again, and go down 1nto
the deeps of God Speak, Lord, and I will obey.
Tell me, and I will do 1t I sink hike a stone 1n the
sea, and nothing of my own 1s left me. I am gone
away from myself, I disappear 1n the deeps of God.
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And the oracle of the Lord stirs me, as the fountains
ofthe deep Lo! Iam not mine own. The flood has
covered me and the waters of the beginning sound n
the shell of my heart. And I will find another King
for Israel, I shall know him by the whispers of my
heart Lo, I will fill the horn with o1l agam, with the
otl from the body of Him, and I will go into the hills of
Judah., I will find out one, n whom the power
sleeps. And I will pour potency over his head and
anomt him with God’s fecundity, and place him
beyond forgetting I will go into the hills of Judah,
where the sheep feed among the rocks, and find a
man {resh in the morning of God And he shall be
King On the morrow I will gather myself and go,
silently, carrying the kingship away from Saul,
because the virtuc is gone out of him. And Saul
will kill me with a spear, in one stroke, for rage he
will kil ue, 1f T tell him But I shall not tell hum
I shall say I must away to the land of Judah, 1t 1s
the time to sacrifice mn the place of Bethlehem, the
appomnted time 1s at hand - So I shall go anay from
Saul for ever, and never shall I see lus face again
I shall hide myself away from his face, lest he hurt
himsell, slaying me I shall go 1n the morning with
sure feet, but the shell of my heart will be weary.
For I am the Lord’s and servant of the Lord, and 1
go 11 obedicnce, even with the alacrty of willingness
But alas, that I should have loved Saul, and had
pride in um ! I am old.

CURTAIN



SCENE III

Bethlehem an open place in the village. An old man on
a roof calling aloud and kindling a signal fire.

1ST ELDER (calling, on the roof). Come in! Come in |
Come in! Come all menin! Come all in to the place
of counsel ! Gather into the place of counsel, all men
gather now. Comein! Comen!

2ND ELDER (on the plaza) : What now ?

8eD ELDER: The watchman on the fourth hill saw a
host of prophets coming, even Samuel among them.

2ND ELDER : Yea! What does this bode ?

JESSE : What have we done wrong, that Samuel comes
down upon us ? If he curses us we are dead men.

4tH ELDER Dreadison me. The sun looks darkened.

8RD ELDER : Nay, let us wait. It may be he comes 1n
peace.

ELIAB (brother of paviD)* Why do we, who are men
that fear not the hon nor the bear, nor even the
Philistine, tremble before the raging of these
prophets ?

2ND ELDER: Hush then! For the Bolt 1s above us,
and can strike out of a clear sky. Canst thou hear
His meanmg, or know His vision, Who 1s secret save
to the prophets ? Peace then, hush thy mouth.

JESSE . Verily, there 1s no open vision, and the word of
One 1s precious. Without Samuel, we should stare
with the stare of deaf men, and the fixed eyes of the
blind We should run our faces against the wall, and
fall with our feet into a hole. We should not hear the
hon roaring upon us.
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ELIAB : Not so, my Father. Without a prophet I seek
the lion when he roars sbout the herd, I slay him
without advice from the Lord. We lhive our hives as
men, by the strength of our right hand. Why heed
the howlings of priests in linen ephods, one or many !

JESSE : My son, shut thy teeth on such words. Seal
thy heart to silence. The strength of a man lasts for a
little time, and wastes like the o1l in a lamp. You are
young, and your lamp 1s unbroken. But those that
hive long needs must renew their strength again, and
have their vessel replemished. And only from the
middle-middle of all the worlds, where God stirs armd
His waters, can strength come to us.

ELIAB : Will it not come without Samuel ?

JESSE . There 1s a path that the gazelle cannot follow,
and the lion knows not, nor can the eagle fly it.
Rare 1s the soul of the prophet, that can find the
hidden path of the Lord. There is no open vision,
and we, who can see the hon 1n the thicket, cannot
see the Lord 1n the darkness, nor hear Him out of the
cloud. But the word of One 1s precious, and we
perish without it.

ELIAB: I cannot bow my heart to Samuel Is he a
King to lead us 1nto battle, and share the spoil with
us ¥ Why should we fare worse without hin ?

JESSE * My son, day follows day, and night travels
between the days. But the heart of man cannot
wander among the years like a wild ass in the wilder-
ness, running hither and thither. The heart at last
stands still, crying : Whather 2 Whither # like a
lost foal whinnying for lus dam, the heart cries and
nickers for God, and will not be comforted. Then
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comes the prophet with the other wision in his eyes,
and the mner hearing 1n his ears, and he uncovers the
secret path of the Lord, Who 1s at the middlemost
place of all. And when the heart 1s in the way of
God, 1t runs softly and joyously, without weariness.

ELIAB - I would sooner follow the King, with spear and
shield.

JSSE  Samuel 15 more precious than the King, and
more to be obeyed. As God 1s to Samuel, Samuel to
the King 1s God The King 1s as a boy awaiting lus
father’s bidding, uneasy till he 1s told what he shall
do. Even so Samuel speaks to Saul, with the mouth of
authority, to be obeyed TFor he 1s the lips of God.

ELIAB  For me, give me the right arm of Saul

[sAMUEL enters followed by wild prophcts The
ELDERS go to meel ham

1sT ELDER The Lord be with thee !

saMUEL The Lord keep this peoplc !

1sT ELbER Comest thoun peace ?

SAMUEL In peace I come to sacrifice unto the Lord.
Sanctify yourselves and come to sacrifice, according
to your famihes Renew your clothcs and punfy
yourselves

1sT ELDER Into which house will you go ?

saMUEL Into the house of Jesse.

JESSE . I am here, my lord.

saMUEL - Call your household together, and sanctify
yourselves, for we will sacrifice a heifer to the Lord
this day, 1n your house. And 1t shall be a feast unto
you.

CURTAIN



SCENE IV

JESSE'S house. A small wnner courtyard a rude altar
smoking, and blood sprinkled round SAMUEL before
the altar, hands bloody. In another part a large red
fire with a great pot seething, and pieces of meat
roasting on spiuts JESSE turning the spits It 18
evening, sun going down,

sAMUEL . Call your sons. Call them one by one to
pass before me For I will look on them, before we
sit around to the feast of the sacrifice.

JESSE They are in the house, waiting. I will call the
first-born first.  (Calling) Ehab, come forth!
Samuel asks for thee !

ELIAB (enterng) The Lord be with you.

SAMUEL (asude) . Surely the Lord’s anointed 1s before
Him | (Gazes at £L1aB who s big and handsome.)

SAMUEL (as:de) I shall not look on his countenance,
nor on the height of his stature. For the voice of
my soul tells me he 1s rejected. The Lord sees not
as men sec. For man looketh on the outward
appearance, but the Lord looketh on the heart.

SAMUEL (fo JLssk)  Him hath the Lord not chosen. Call
thy other son.

JEsse: Ha'! Abinadab! And, Ehab, gather all thy
brothers together, for the feast shall be set forth,

[Exit ELIAB
ABINADAB (entering) The Lord be with you.

S8AMUEL (gazing on ABINADAB) : Neither hath the Lord
chosen this

(o) 201
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JESSE : Gothou, Abinadab! Be all thy brethren ready
in the house ?

ABINADAB : They be all there, warting for the sacrifice
meat

JESSE (calling) - Come, Shammah! And when I call,
come you others in your order, one by one.

sHAMMAT (entering) - The Lord be with you.
SAMUEL (slowly) : Nerther hath the Lord chosen this.

JESSE. Gothou! Nay! Rather go to the fire and turn
the spitted meat.

sHAMMAH . Yea ! Forit should not singe.

JESSE (calling) Ho! Son! Come forward !
FOURTH SON * The Lord be with you !

SAMUEL . Neither hath the Lord chosen ths.
JESSE : Go thou hence, and wait yet a whale.
FOURTH soN  What wouldst thou then with me ?

JESSE (calling). Hol Son! (T'o him who waits.) Nay,
go or stay, as thou wilt. But stand aside. (He stands
aside.)

FIFTH SON The Lord be with you.
JESSE : Turn thy face to the sun, that 1t may be seen.
SAMUEL . Neither hath the Lord chosen this,

JEsSSE : Thou art not he whom Samucl seeks. Stand
thou aside. (Calling.) Ho!l Son! (To huim who
wauts.) Bring in thy brother.

[Enter siXTu SON . all the other brothers edge in
after him,

s1xTH sON : The Lord be with you !
SsAMUEL . Neither hath the Lord chosen this.
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SIXTH SON: Wherefore hast thou called me, my
Father ?

JESSE * Samuel would look on the faces of all my sons
Go now | Who then was not called ? Who among you
has not come forward ?

SEVENTII sON I! Wilt thou me ?

JESSE . Nay, but come into the light before the prophet
of God

saMUEL : Nerther hath the Lord chosen this.

JESSE : Nay, then 1t1s finished, for there be no more.

SAMUEL . Are here all thy children ?

JESSE : Yea, verily, there remaineth yet the youngest.
And behold he keepcth the sheep.

SAMUEL : Send and fetch him. ¥For we will not sit
down till he come hither,

JESSE . Go thou, Shammah, for he will be conung 1n
now. I will see——

[Exit JusSE, also SHAMMAH,

ELIAB . My lord, will the Lotd ol Hosts anoint a King,
while Saul yet hiveth ?

SAMUEL My son, out of the deep cloud the hightning
cometh, and toucheth its own. Even so, irom the
whitlwind ol the whole world’s muddle, leaneth out
the Wonderf{ul and toucheth His own, but whcther
the anomting be for prophecy or pniesthood, or for
a leader o1 a King over Istael, the Mover ot all hath
1t 1n His own deeps,

ELIAB. Yea! But if the Lord anomnt a man to be
King, can the Lord agamn take back the anomting,
and wipe out the o1l, and remove the giit, and undo
the man He has made ?
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sAMUEL: The power 1s beyond us, both before and
after. Am I not anointed before the people ? But
if I should say . The power os my own , I wsll even do
my own bhdding, then this 1s the sin of witcheraft,
which stealeth the power of the whirlwind for 1its
own. And the power will be taken from me, and I
shall fall into a pit.

CLIAB * It 1s a hard thing, to be the Lord’s anointed.

saMUEL . For the froward and irreverent spinit, 1t 15 a
thing well-nigh 1mpossible.

[Enter JESSE with DAVID.
JessE Ths 1s David, the last of the sons of Jesse.
{Enter sHAMMAH

saMUEL (asude) I shall arise and anoint him. For this
1s he. (Adloud) The Lord hath chosen this one.
(Takes the horn of o1l and holds 1t oter vAVID’s head.)
The skies will anoint thee with thewr glory, the ol
of the Sun 1s poured over thee, and the strength of
His power. Thou shalt be a master ot the happenings
among men Answer then. Docs thy soul go forth
to the Deep, does the Wonderer move in thy soul ?

'DAVID © Yea, my lord. Surely my soul leaps with
God |

SAMUEL (anownting DAVID) The Glory pours Himself
out on thee. The Chooser chooseth thee. Thou
shalt be no more thine own, for the chosen belongs
to the Chooser When thou goest 1n, 1t shall be at the
whisper of the Mover, and when thou comest out, 1t
shall be the Lord. Thy strength 1s at the heart of
the world, and thy desires are from thence. The
walls of thy breast are the front of the Lord, thy
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loins are the Deep’s, and the fire within them is His.
The Lord looketh out of thy eyes and sits on thy
hps. Thou closest thy fist on the Deep, and thy
knees smile with His strength He holdeth the bow
of thy body erect, and thy thighs are the pillars of
His presence Henceforward thou art not thine
own. The Lord 1s upon thee, and thou art His.

DAVID (making an obeisance): I am thy servant, my
lord.

SAMUEL : Ye shall sit around, and divide the meat, and
eat of the feast, and bid the neighbours to your feast
of sacnfice this mght

[They move around, fetching trenchers of wood, and
a huge dish, and a heap of flat bread They begin
to take the meat from the fire, and with a cry Lift down
the pot

JESSE David s a child, and the Lord hath chosen him.
What shall become of hum * Make 1t plain to us,
O Samuel, this mght!

SAMULL - Ask not, for none knoweth Let him hive till
such time as the Unseen stretcheth out His hands
upon him  When the time 1s fulfilled, then we shall
know Beforehand no man knoweth And now the
meat 1s ready from the fire, and the feast of sacrifice
1s prepared, and I have done Eat you of the feast,
and lhive before the Lord, and be blessed Speak
nothing of this hour, lest mischance befall you I
go my way Do not seek to stay me. Call whom ye
will to meat, eat then what 1s before you, for ths 1s
your hour.

JESSE : The sun has gone down, and 1t 1s night. Wilt
thou venily go forth *
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[Ezit SAMUEL.

eL1AB  He has anomnted the youngest, and the oldest
he has passed over

JESSE It 1s the Lord Go, Abinadab, and bid 1n the
neighbours to the fcast

ELIAB  Nay, 1t 1s Samuel, who envies a strong man his
strength, and scttles on the weak

JeEsst.  These things, at this hour, thou shalt not say.
Is my son David chosen beneath the heavens, and
shall Ehab lus brother east 1t up a reproach to him ?
Yca! pile up the dish from the pot, that 1t may cool,
and not burn the hand of him that tastcth

ELIAB ({0 pavin) Wilt thou be a priest in a blue
ephod ?

pavid I know not To-day and to-morrow I shall
keep my father’s sheep More I know not

rL1ap  Canst thou see the Bolt within the cloud ? Canst
thou hear His voice out of the ground ?

pavip I know not I wish the Lord be with me

erias  Is e nearer thee, than thine own father ?

pavin  Mpyfather sits before me and I see hisface But
the Lord 1s 1n my limbs as a wind 1n a tree, and the
tree 1s shaken

ELIAB * Is not the Lord also in me, thou stnipling ? Is
thine the only body that 1s visited ?

pavip. I know not My own heart I know. Thou
knowest thine own T wish the Lord be with me,

ELIAB © Yea, I know my own heart indeed Neither is
1t the heart of a whelp that minds the sheep, but the

heart of a man that holds a spear. Canst thou draw
my bow, or wield my sword ?



DAVID 207

pAvID : My day is not yet come.

JESSE : It is enough. The guests we have bidden are
here! O David, my son, even carry out their portion
to the womenfolk, for they may not come here. And
think thou no more of this day. The Lord will move
mm His own time, thou canst not hasten Him. (To
the NEIcHBOURS ) Nay, come ! And sit ye to meat !
For we will eat this night of the sacrifice that Samuel
hath slain before the Lord.

NEIGHBOURS Peace be to this house! And 1s Samuel
at once gone forth ? Yea! Good seemeth thy feast,
O Jesse !

JESSE An heifer, of the first year, fat and goodly !
Reach forth thy hand.

[They all sut around the huge, smoking platter.
JESSE dips wn his hand, and carries the mess to his
mouth.

NEIGHBOUR Yea! Good 1s the feast ! And blessed be
Samuel, who came to Bethlehem this day | (Re-enter
DAVID : suts down and eats. They all dip their hands in
the great platter, and eat in silence.) Verly, thisis a
great feast ! Surelyﬁthe Lord hath visited thy house
this day, O Jesse !

CURTAIN



SCENE V

SAUL’s house 1n Gilgal. MERAB and MICHAL n the
courtyard, spinning wool, with thewr mardens. They
are laughing and giggling

1sT MAIDEN Now I'll ask one ! I'll ask one.

MERAB : Ask then!

8rD MAIDEN - Why does a cow look over a wall ?

mictial, Yah! Yah! We know that old one. We all
know 1t.

MERAB : Who knows the answer ? Hold your hand up.

[Only MicHAL holds up her hand

8rD MAIDEN There! There! They don’t know 1t !
Why does a cow look over a wall ?

1st MaiDEN To see what’s on the other side.

MICHAL * Wrong! Wrong! How silly ! (Laughter.)

2ND MAIDEN  Because 1t wants to get out,

MicHAL Wrong! And 1t’s such an easy one.

8RD MAIDEN Why does a cow look over a wall ?

4TH MAIDFN + To scratch its neck  (Much laughter )

3rD MAIDEN * Wrong! Wrong! All wrong! Give 1t
up !

MICHAL No!' No! Let them guess again, Why does
a cow look over a wall ?

1sT MAIDEN - To see if David’s coming to drive her to
pasture (Wld laughter,)

mICcHAL  That’s wrong ! That’s not the answer !

MERAB Giveitup ?

3rD MAIDEN (laughing wildly) : To see of David’s comang

to drive her to pasture !
208
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MICHAL: That’s not the answer, Stupid !

18T MAIDEN : Why not, say I ? It’s as good as the real
answer —The cows of Jesse will have to look a long
time over a wall. (Much laughter.) No doubt they're
looking at ths moment. (Shrieks of laughter.)
Mooo-00! Moo-oo! David, come home. (Hysterical

laughter )

MICHAL * Fool! Fool! That’s not the answer.

1sT MAIDEN - Yes That’s the answer in Bethlehem.
Why does a Bethlehem cow look over a wall ?—
Because David’s come to Gilgal  (Much laughter )

MICHAL That’s wrong ! That’s wrong !

28D MATDEN  It’s not wrong for a Bethlehem cow.

MICHAL  But 1t’s not a Bethlehem cow. (Much
laughter.)

1sT MAIDEN  Isit the heifers of Gilgal ? (¥uld laughter.)

4tH MAIDEN Why do the heifers of King Saul look
over the wall in Galgal ?

1sT MAIDEN Listening to the music  (117:ld laughter.)

MERAB (amad her laughter) If my father hears us !

micHAL  You are all fools! You don’t know the right
answer You can’t guess it! You can’t guess it.

2ND MamDex  Well, what 1s 1t then ? Only Michal
knows what the cow 1s looking for ! (Laughter.)

MAIDENS Goon! Goon! Tell us, Michal !

MICHAL : Because she can’t see throughit (Laughter.)

18T MAIDEN : See through what ? (Wald laughter )

MAIDENS . See through what ? (A4l laughing )

2ND MAIDEN : Because who can’t see through what ?
(Shrieks of laughter )
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1ST MAIDEN : What a senseless answer | Because she
can’t see through it ! (Shrieks of laughter.)

MICHAL : You are all fools! fools! fools!{ You know
nothing  You don’t know anything.

[Enter sauL—angry.

saUL* Enough! Enough! What s all this ? Istherea
madness among the women ? Silence, I say !

MicHAL : We arc but telling riddles.

sauL Itshallnotbe! What! am I to hear the shrieks
of my daughters’ folly spoiling the morming ? T wll
riddle you a riddle you shall not care for (MAIDENS
steal away )

MERAB We had thought my father was abroad among
the men

8AUL: You had thought, had you! And your father’s
being abroad was timcly to let loose your ribaldry !

MIcHAL * Nay, Father, there was no mbaldry. The
maid did only ask, why does a cow look over a wall ?

souL (shouting) Be still! Or I will run this spear
through your body Am I to wrestle with the Lord
and fail because of the wantoning of my daughters
among their maidens! Oh! cursed m my offspring
asin all things ! (MERAB steals away ) Cursed above
all in my womenfolk !

MicHAL : Could we not help you, Father, to strive with
the Lord ? They say the wise women can command
the spirits of the deep.

sAUL: Art thou then a seeress * art thou amongst the
witches ?

MicHAL: Not so. But Saul my father i1s among the
wondrous. Should not his daughter be as wise as the
wise women who can see into the mysteries ?
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BAUL (groaning): This is the sin of witchcraft! The
hand of my children is against me !

MICHAL : Nay Father, we would indeed be for you, and
not against you.

8AUL: I have sworn to wipe out the sin of witcheraft
from the land, I have sworn the death of all who lure
the people with spirits and with wizardry. I have
killed the soothsayers 1n the towns and the villages.

MICHAL * But, Father, might I not see the Bolt in a
cloud, or call the Spirits out of the earth | I am your
daughter, 1s that to be a witch ?

saUL: Thou art a spawn of evil, and I will run thee
through.

MICHAL : But why ! Oh, why !

sauL Thy soul s a soul of & witeh that workest against
thy father. I call on the Lord, and my heart foams,
because He will not hear me. I know it now. Itis
thee, thou witch! (Wanting to strike her with the
spear )

MICHAL (weeprng) Itisnotso! Itisnotso! The people
say of thee, the Lord has departed from thee, and I
would only help thee with the Lord, as Jonathan
helps thee against the Philistines

SAUL (horrified) - Is the Deep a Philistine ! Nay, now I
know thou art the brood of witches, who catch the
powers of the earth by cunning Now I will surely
pierce thee through, that my house may be pure, and
the Fire may look on me again.

MICHAL (screams) My lord! My lord !

saUL: I will pierce thee through. For I have sworn
the death of all witches, and such as steal the powers
of earth and sky by their cunming. It will be as good a
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deed in the sight of the Lord, as when the prophet of
God slew Agag, and Samuel will turn to me again.
For I am empty when the Lord abandons me. And
evil spints break into my empty place, and torture
me.—1 will surely slay this witch, though she were
seven times my youngest. For she lifts the latch to
the evil spirit that gets into my soul unawares

MIicHAL: My lord! My lord! I am no witch! I am
not !

sauL Thou art a witch, and thy hand worketh against
me, even when thou knowest not Nay, thou art a
witch and thy soul worketh witcheraft even when
thou sleepest. Therefore I will pierce thee through.
And I will say unto the people Saul hath slain the
witch that gnawed nearest into his heart

MIcHAL ¢ I will not be slain ! (Shrieks )

[Enter JONATHAN and DAVID, 1unning

JoNaTHAN My Father!

pavidb O King!

sAUL Thisis the witch that hinders me with the Lord !

JoxatuaN  This, Father! Why, Michal 1s a child,
what can she know of witchceraft ?

saUL. Itisin her will My soul tells me that women
with their evil intentions are playing against me, with
the Lord And this i1s she, She shall die as the
others, sceresses, died, to cleanse the land before the
Lord God.

paviD . But yet, O King, thy servant has heard 1t 1s a
hard thing to be a witch, a work of silent labour and
of years. And this maiden your daughter 1s not
silent, I think, nor does she seem to waste her young
brows 1n secret labours.
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JONATHAN : This is true enough. She 1s a feather-
brain.

SAUL: Yet 18 her spint against her father’s.
MICHAL (still weeping) No! No! I would help him.

pAVID If same spirit of evil hinder King Saul with the
Lord of Hosts, 1t will be more than the whims of a
girl  The spirits that hamper the soul of the King
cannot be children and girls.

8AUL. It may be so Yet though I wrestle, the spint
of the Deep will not come to me And the wound 1s
greater than a wound 1n battle, bleeding inwardly. I
am a strange man unto myself.

pavib . Yet Saul s King, comely in his prde, and a
great leader 1n battle. His deeds cry unto the wharl-
wind and are heard. Why should Saul wrestle with
the Lord ? Saul speaks 1n actions, and 1n the time of
action the spuit of God comes upon him, and he is
King 1n the sight of all men

saUL. It 1s even so. Yet my soul does not cease to
ache, like the soul of a scorned woman, because the
Lord will not descend upon me and give me peace In
strength

pavib  Who s strong like Saul, in Israel ?

sauL. Yet lus strength 1s as a drunken man’s—great
with desparr.

pAVID Nay, O King! These are fancies How can
my lord speak of despair, when victory s with him,
and the Light 15 on his brow 1n the sight of all Israel |

sauL: Can I so decetve myself ?
DAVID : Surely the King deceives himself.
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JONATHAN : Surely, Father, 1t 1s a strange self-decep-
tion you put on yourself,

sAUL: Can 1t be so? Yet if so, why does Samuel visit
me no more, and withhold his blessing ? And why do
I feel the ache 1n me, and the void, where the Full
should be ? I cannot get at the Lord.

MicHAL . May I speak, my Father ?

sauL. Yea!

MicuaL: Why not laugh as you used to laugh, Father,
and throw the spear 1n sport, at a mark, not gnp 1t
i anger ? Saul 1s beautiful among men, to make
women weep for joy if he smle at them. Yet his
face 1s heavy with a frown.

sAUL . Why should I smile at thee, witch ?

micual: To gladden me, Father. For I am no witch.

sAUL : And when dost thou need gladdening, say ?

MICHAL : Now, Father, even here !

saUL : Thy sorrows are deep, I warrant me.

[Touches her cheek with his fingers

MIcHAL: Yea! Did not this strange young man—
indeed heis but a boy—find me chudden and disgraced
and in tears before the Kung ?

sauL. And what then ?

mricaaL. Who 1s this boy from the sheepfolds of
Bethlehem, that he should think hghtly of the
King’s daughter in Gilgal ?

pAviD . Nay! What man could think hghtly of Michal
the daughter of Saul? Her eyes are hike the stars
shining through a tree at midmght.

MICHAL . Why through a tree ?

8AUL (laughing suddenly) : Thou bird of the pert whastlel
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Run! Run, quail! Get thee among the maidens !
Thou hast piped long enough before the men.

MICHAL : Even if I run my thoughts run with me,

8AUL : What thoughts, bird of mischef ?

MIcuAL . That this boy, ruddy with the shepherd’s sun,
has seen my tears and my disgrace

DAVID . Surely the tears of Michal are ke falling stars
in the lonely mudmght.

mrcuaL . Why, again, 1n the night ?

SAUL (laughing aloud) Be gone! Be gone! No more |

[Exat MICHAL.

SAUL: She1s a chick of the King’s nest | Think not of
her, David |

DAVID : But she 1s pleasant to think of.

sAUL . Even when she mocks thee ?

DAVID - Very pleasant

sauL. The young men flee from a mocking woman.

pavID . Not when the voice 1s sweet.

saUL: Is Michal’s voice sweet ? To me at times 1t 1s
snarling and bad 1n my ears.

pavip That 15 only when the harp-strings of the
King’s ears are unstrung.

sauL. It may be. Yet I think I am cursed in my
womentolk. Was not the mother of Jonathan a
thorn 1n my heart * Vhat dost thou prescribe for a
thorn in the heart, young wiseling ?

pAvID . Pluck it out, O King, and throw 1t aside, and 1t
1s forgotten.

SAUL: But 1s it easy to pluck out a rancorous woman
from the heart ?
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DAVID : I have no certamn knowledge: Yet 1t should
not be hard, I think.

sauL: How?

DAVID © A man asks in lus heart - Lord, Who fannest
the fire of my soul iunto strength, does the woman cast fuel
on the Lord’s fire withn me, or does she cast wet sand ?
Then i1t the Lord says- She casts wet sand, she
departs for ever from a man’s presence, and a man
will go nigh unto her no more, because she seeks to
quench the proper fire which 1s within him.

sAUL* Thou art wiser than if thou hadst been many
times wived. Thou art a cocksure stripling

pavip. My brothers say of me, I am a cocksure
malapert Yet I do not wish to be! Why am I so,
my lord

sAUL (laughing) It must be the Lord made thee so.

pavinp My brother has struck me 1n the face, before
now, for words 1n which I saw no harm,

SAUL (laughing) Didst see the harm atterwards ?

pAVID . Not I. I had a bruiscd miouth, and that was
harm enough. But I thought still the words were
wise

SAUL (laughing) Dost think so even yet ?

pavIiD  Yea, they were wise words But unwisely
spoken

SAUL (laughing heartily) The Lord sends the wisdom,
and leaves thee to spend 1t ! You offer a tit-bit to a
wolf, and he take your fingers as well

vaviD I shall learn in the King’s household.

8AUL : Among the wolves ?

DAVID Nay, the lion 1s nobler than the wolf.
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sAUL: He will not grudge thee thy callow wisdom.—
I go to speak with Abner.

DAVID : Can I serve the King mn anything ?

sauL - Not now. [Eait.

paviD : He has gone in good humour.

JONATHAN - We found him 1n an evil one.

paviD Ewvil spints out of the earth possess him, and
laughter from a maiden sounds to him as the voice of
a hyena sounds to a wounded man stricken in the
feet.

JONATHAN . It is so. He rails at his daughter, and at
the mother who bore me, till my heart swells with
anger Yet he was not alwaysso. Whyisit ?

pAvID . He has lost the Lord, he says

JONATHAN But how ? Have I lost the Lord, too ?

paviD. Nay ! You are good

JONATHAN I wish I knew how my father had lost the
Lord —You, David, the Dawn 1s with you Itisin
your face -—Do you wrestle before the Lord ?

pavip. Who am I, that I should wrestle before the
Lord * But when I feel the Glory 1s with me, my
heart leaps ke a young kid, and bounds in my
bosom, and my hmbs swell like boughs that put
forth buds.— Yet I would not be vainglorious.

JONATHAN : Do you dwell willingly here in Gilgal ?

DAVID : I am strange here, and I miss my father, and
the hills where the sheep are, in Bethlehem. Yet I
comfort myself, turning my soul to the Nameless ;
and the flame flares up 1n my heart, and dries my
tears, and I am glad.

JONATHAN * And when my father has been bitter and

r
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violent, and you go alone in tears, in a strange
place—I have seen the tears, and my heart has been
sad—then do you yearn for Bethlehem, and your
own ?

DAVID : I am weak still.—But when I see the stars, and
the Lord in darkness alive between them, I am at
home, and Bethlehem or Gilgal 1s the same to me.

JONATHAN - When I lLe alone 1n camp, and see the
stars, I think of my mother, and my father, and
Michal, and the home place.—You, the Lord becomes
a home to you, wherever you are.

pavip  Itisso. Ihad notthought of it.

JoNATHAN . I fear you would never love man nor
woman, nor wife nor child, dearly.

pavID : Nay ! Ilove my father dearly, and my brothers
and my mother.

JONATHAN  But when the Lord enters your soul,
father or mother or friend 1s as nothing to you.

pAvID © Why do you say so ?—They are the same.
But when the Lord 1s there, all the branches are
hidden 1n blossom.

JONATHAN : Yea !—I, alas, love man or woman with
the heart’s tenderness, and even the Lord cannot
make me forget.

pavID : But nor do I forget.—It 1s as if all caught fire
at once, 1n the flame of the Hope.

JONATHAN Sometimes I think the Lord takes from me
the flame I have. I love my father And my father
lifts the short spear at me, in wild anger, because, he
says, the Fire has left him, and I am undutiful.

paviD : The King 1s the Lord’s anointed. The King
has known, as none know, the strong gladness of the
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Lord’s presence in his limbs. And then the pain of
wanting the Lord, when He cometh not, passes the
pain of a woman moaning for the man she loves,
who has abandoned her.

JONATHAN : Yet we love the King. The people look
up to him.' Abner, the chief captain, 1s faithful to
him unto death. Is this nothing to a man ?

DAVID : To a man, it 1s much. To the Lord’s anointed,
it 1s much riches But to the King whom the Lord
hath rejected, even love 1s a hurt

JONATHAN : Is my father truly rejected from bemng
King, as Samuel said * And merely that he spared
Agag and a few Amalekite cattle? I would not
willingly have drawn the sword on naked Agag.

DAVID : Who knows ? I know not.— When a people
choose a King, then the will of the people 1s as God
to the King. But when the Lord of All chooses a
King, then the King must answer to the Lord of All.

JONATHAN . And the Lord of All required the death of
defenceless Agag ?

DAVID © Amalek has set his will against the Whirlwind.
There are two motions in the world. The will of man
for himself, and the desire that moves the Whirlwind.
When the two are one, all 1s well, but when the will
of man 1s agamst the Whirlwind, all 1s 1ll, at last.
So all 1s decreed 1ll, that 1s Amalek And Amalek
must die, for he obstructs the desire of the breathing
God.

JONATHAN : And my father ?

paviD * He s King, and the Lord’s anointed.

JONATHAN * But his will 1s the will of a man, and he
cannot bend 1t with the Lord’s desire ?
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DAVID : It seems he cannot. Yet I know nothing.

JONATHAN : It grieves me for my father. Why isit you
can soothe him ? Why cannot 1?

pavip : 1know not. Itisthe Lord.

JONATHAN : And why do I'love thee ?

pavID : It 1s the Lord.

JONATHAN : But do you love me agan, David ?

pavip If a man from the sheep dare love the King’s
son, then I love Jonathan. But hold it not against
me for presumption.

JonaTHAY  Of a surety, lovest thou me, David ?

DAVID : Asthe Lord hiveth.

JONATHAN . And it shall be well between us, for ever ?

pavip Thou art the King’s son But as the Lord
Liveth and keepeth us, 1t shall be well between me
and thee. And I will serve thee.

JONATHAN : Nay, but love my soul.

paviD : Thy soul 1s dear to my soul, dear as hfe.

[They embrace silently.

JONATHAN : And if my father sends thee away, never
forget me,

DAVID : Not while my heart lives, can I forget thee.—
But David will easily pass from the mind of the son
of the King.

JONATHAN : Ahnever! For my heart 1s sorrowful, with
my father, and thou art my comfort. 1 would thou
wert King’s son, and I shepherd in Bethlehem.

DAVID: Say pot so, lest thine anger nise on me at
last, to destroy me.

JONATHAN : Nay, 1t will not.

CURTAIN
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Yard of saUL’s house 1n Gilgal. MICHAL, with tambourine,
singing or talking to herself.

MICHAL . As for me, I am sad, I am sad, I am sad, and
why should I not be sad ? All things together want
to make me sad. I hate the house when the men are
gone to war. All the men are gone out against the
Philistine  Gone these many days. And never a
victory. No one coming home with spoil, and no
occasion to dance I am sad, I am sad, my lfe is
useless to me. Even when they come, they will not
bring David My father looked pleasantly on him
for a while, then sent him away. So are men! Such
1s a king ! Sent him away again! And I know, some
day when the Lord has left Saul, he will marry me to
some old sheik --Unless he dies 1n the war Any-
how, everybody 1s gone, and I am dull, dull. They
say 1t 15 the Lord. But why should the Lord make
the house of Saul dreary ? As for me, I don’t know
whether the Lord 1s with me, or whether He 1s not
with me. How should I know ? Why should I care !
A woman looks with different eyes mto her heart,
and, Lord or no Lord, I want what I want. I wishI
had a sure charm to call back Dawvid, son of Jesse.
The spells 1 have tried were no good I shall try
again with the sand and the bones. (Shke puts a litle
sand, and three small white bones, in her tambourine
—mutters and bends—itosses her tambourine sofily
and drops 1t on the ground. Kneels and gazes intently.)
Bones, bones, show me the ways 1n the sand. Sand,

221
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lie still ; sand, lie still and speak. Now then, I see the
hills of Judah, where Bethlehem is. But Dawid is
not there, he 1s gone. At least I don’t see him.
In the sand is a road to Gilgal, by the white crown-
bone. But he 1s not coming this way, that I can
see. Where else ? Where else ? This must be Elah
in the sand, where my father 1s. And there is
Shochoh, opposite, where the Philistines are. Ah
yes, two hills, and a valley between, with a brook 1n
the bottom And my father with our men on one
slope. the Philistines on the other. Ah yes, that will
be my father among our men, at least that 1s his
black tent But Jonathan is not there O woe, if
Jonathan were killed ! My heart 1s afraid for Jona-
than. Though how should 1 know Jonathan as a
speck of sand, anyhow ? There 1s nothing 1n the
sand I am no wise woman, nor a seeress, even
though I would lLike to be How dull 1t 1s! How
dull 1t 1s here! How dullit 1s to be a woman! (Throws
away her tambourine ) Why do they sit 1n front of
the Philistines without defeating them !

WATCHMAN (entering from the gate) Men are coming,
from the host of Saul They come with a litter.

SOLDIER (enterang) The Lord strengthen you

MICHAL  Who comes ? Isit news of victory ?

soLDIER . No, lady ! Jonathan is wounded m the knee,
and comes home to rest

micaaL Wounded in the knee ? And what else ?
SOLDIER - How, else ?

MIcHAL : Oh, slow-witted ! What other news ¥ Are
the Philistines defeated and slaughtered ?

SOLDIER * Nay, they are not.
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MicHAL: Then what has happened ?
SsoLDIER : Naught has happened.
MICHAL : Where 1s the King ? Is all well with him ?

SsOLDIER: The King s with the host at Elah, and all is
well with him.

MICHAL : Then where are the Philistines ?

soLDIER : The Philistines are arranged over against us,
on the oppostte hill at Shochoh

MICHAL : And what has happened ? Do Israel and the
Phihistines sing songs to one another ?

SOLDIER * Nay ! A portion of the men go forth to fight,
wellnigh each day. And the champion of the Phils-
tines comes each day to challenge us.

MIcHAL : And who answers out of Israel ?

SOLDIER : None answers.

mIcuAL None answers! Yea, that 1s news to hear!
Has Israel never a champion? Is my father, the
King, sick ?

SOLDIER : Many champions have we, forsooth But
we are men, And this Philistine 1s huge : he 1s out
of the old days, before the Flood He 1s a huge
gant, whose great voice alone shakes the tents,

MICHAL : And not one man answers his challenge ?

SOLDIER : Nay, where shall we find a huge giant among
us, to answer him ?

MICHAL : If he were a mountain, I would prick hhm with
my needle,

SOLDIER : Yes, and would you mught prick the eyeballs
of him !

[Enter Litter-bearers with JONATHAN.
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micHAL: This is most strange !—Ah, Jonathan, and
art thou wounded 1n the knee ?

JONATHAN : Yea !

mrcHAL : The Lord be praised 1t is not in the calf |

JONATHAN : Hush, shrew ! .

micuaL. Did the Philistine giant wound thee 1n the
knee, O Jonathan ?

JONATHAN A Philistine wounded me.

micHAL But I hear they boast a giant, a champion.

JONATHAN - Yea, verily.

MIctial . A huge unheard-of giant.

JONATHAN . Hugh enough : and heard daily.

MIcHAL : What does he say, daily ?

JONATHAN - Oh—he asks that we send down a man to
fight with him  And if he, the Philistine of Gath, slay
our man, then shall all Israel be servant to the
Philistines. But if our man slay this Goliath, then
the Phihistines shall be our servants And seeing
that this giant be so large, no ordinary man can get
past his sword to attack him, therefore the King 1s
not willing that the fight be settled between cham-
pions, lest we lose our freedom 1n a moment

MICHAL* And dare no man go up against this huge one ?

JONATHAN . Nay, many dare. And many a man seeks
to go. I myself would willingly go. Though I know
I should die. But what would I care about dying, 1f
the Philistine died first ? Yet I doubt I should die
first, and Israel be delivered into bondage. Hence the
King will accept no champion from our midst. But

we shall sally forth in daily companies, and defeat the
Philistines at length
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MICHAL : At a great length.

JONATHAN - Hast thou wounds or pain, to find it so ?

MIicHAL: Yea, the wound of shame, that Israel,
challenged, 1s dumb. Israel has no champion!
What wound of shame for the woman !

JONATHAN : Why mnisk the nation mn a fight between
champions ? We are all champions, and we all fight
the Philistine.

MICHAL : Only not this big one.

JONATHAN : In single combat, with the fate of the
nation hanging in the 1ssue, no! But if Goliath
mingle 1n the battle ranks, then every man of
Benjamin will have at him

MIcHAL * And mingles he not in the battle ranks ?

JONATHAN - Ah no! He saves himself for the single
combat, for this bawling of the challenge and the
ratthing of the oversized shield.

MICHAL : Some man should think of a way.

JONATHAN Think thou! I must rest, and recover, and
return to the field of battle.

CURTAIN



SCENE VII

The camp of the Israelites at Elah. In the background,
black tents of worsted. Morning. Men assembling
in arms, to battle. Much shouting of war-cries—
much nowse of war-like anticipation. DAVID enlering,

carrying a staff.

pAvID : Is yon the tent of Eliab of Bethlehem ?

soLDIFR : The tent of the sons of Jesse.

SHAMMAH (comung armed from the tent) Is not this our
brother David ? (Calling) Ho!l David 1s here!
(Embracing pavin.) And art thou also come to the
fight ?

ELIAB (also armed) What, David ! Hast thou left the
sheep to come among the men-at-arms? (They
embrace )

DAVID : My father sent me here to inquire of you, and
to bring you bread, and the cheeses for the captain of
your thousand. The loaves and the parched corn
and the cheeses have I left with the keeper of the
victuals, But where is Abinadab ?

ELIAB : With the host, where we must form to battle.

[The men are formang in loose array, ABINADAB
comes and embraces DAVID,

ABINADAB: Hast thou come from Bethlehem ? And
how is our father, and all the homestead ?
paviD. Yea, all are well. My father sent me with
victual, and to see how you fare, and to take your
pledge.
226
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RLIAB: The pledge we will give you after the fight.
And how fares my young son at home ?

CAPTAIN (calling) : The thousand of Judah, get you to
your hundreds : get you to your places. (Bustle of
men falling into rank.)

DAVID (following his brothers): Your son was bitten
by a hound, but all is well.

ELIAB : What hound, forsooth ? And lives the dog yet ?

BAUL (passing) : Five hundred of Benjamin, lead into
the valley |

soLpIERS : Ah! Ah! The five hundred are moving
forth | (Loud shouting of SOLDIERS )

DaVID © And how goes the fight ?

sHAMMAH . Wellah, this way and that, as wind bloweth |

pavID - The days are many, that you are afield. My
father grew uneasy, and could stay no longer. Long
d_Land no news are ill to hve, said he.

ELIAB . Tell my father, this 1s no folding of sheep, out
here.

pavVID : And has no weighty blow been struck, on either
side ?

sOLDIERS (calling)- Ha! Ha! The five hundred are
near the brook! And behold, the Philistine cham-
pron cometh forth from the ranks, to meet them.
(Hush wn the camp.)

MIGHTY VOICE OF GOLIATH * Ho! Ho, there! Israel!
Why are ye come to set your battle array ¢ Am 1
not a Philistine, and ye servants to Saul ? Choose
you a man for you, and let him come down to me.

DAVID (in the hush) . But who is this ?
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soLpiERs: Ha! Ha! The five hundred are fleeing

back from him ! They are sore afraid.
{4 hush.

sHAMMAH : This 1s Gohath, their champion.

vorce oF GoLiATH: Ha! hal! Why run.ye? Choose
you a man for you, and let him come down to me.
If he can fight with me, and kill me, then will we be
your servants But if I prevail against him, and
kill him, then shall ye be our servants, and serve
us It 1s fairly said Choose you a man for you!

DAVID {4n the hush) Surely he 1s a huge man! Goeth
no man forth to meet him ?

soLpier Have you seen this man ! Surely, forty days
has he come up to defy Israel. And it shall be, that
the man who killeth him, the King will enrich him
with great riches, and will gine him his daughter,
and make his father’s house frec in Israel

pavip . What will the King do to the man that killeth
this Phulistine and taketh away the reproach from
Israel # WIill he surely give hum his daughter ? The
daughter of his house 1n Gilgal ?

SOLDIER : Ay, surely he will. And much riches And
make his father’s house free in Israel

pavip : Who 1s this uncircumecised Philistine, that he
should defy the armuies of the iving God ?

soLDIERS . Ah! Heis what thou seest.

DAVID - As the Lord Liveth, there shall be an end to
him.
SOLDIERS : Would 1t were so! But who shall do 1t ?

DAVID - Is the Lord naught in the reckoning ¥ The
Lord 1s with me, and I will do 1t.
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soLDIERS : Thou ? How canst thou kill this great giant?

pAvID : I can doit. I will kill him, as the Lord liveth
1n me, were his name six times Goliath.

SOLDIER : Nay, but how ?
DAVID : The Lord will show you how I, I will kill him,

ELIAB (comang forward). What art thou doing here ?
Why camest thou hither, and with whom hast thou
left those few shecp 1n the wilderness ¥ I know thy
pride, and the naughtiness of thy heart. For thou
art come down that thou mightest see the battle.

pavip : What have I now done ? Was I not sent by
my father, for a cause ?

ELIAB (turning away wn anger) - Thou didst persuade
him, 1n the vamty of thy mind

soLDIER Shall we say to Saul of thee, that thou art
minded to kill the giant ?

DAVID : Say so to lum. ¥For the Lord 1s with me.

ANOTHER SOLDIER . Verly, feelest thou in the power to
kill this mighty man ?

pavID. Venly! And 1s 1t sooth the King will give hus
daughter to hum that slayeth the roaring Philstine ?

SOLDIER : Yea, 1t 1s sooth, for it 1s so proclaimed. But
tell us how thou wilt come migh him, to slay him.

pavip The Lord will show you.

SOLDILRS . Saul 1s coming.

SAUL (approaching) Which 1s this man will go forth
against the Philistine ?

paviD Let no man’s heart fail because of the giant,
for thy servant will go out and fight with him

sAUL. Thou? Thou art not able to go against this
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Philistine to fight with him, for thou art but a youth,
and he 1s a man of war from his youth.

paviD : Thy servant slew both the hon and the bear ;
and this uncircumeised Philistine shall be as one of
them, seeing he hath defied the armies of the hiving
God. ) '

sauL: But neither lion nor bear came against thee in
greaves of brass nor armed with sword a man’s
length, How shallst thou fight with this giant in
panoply ?

DAVID : The Lord that delivered me out of the paw of
the lion, and out of the paw of the bear, He will
deliver me out of the hand of the Phlistine.

8AUL : Thou shalt go. And the Lord be with thee. (To
ARMOUR-BEARER ) Fetch hither my armour, and
another sword. For we will put them on him.

[Ez:t ARMOUR-BEARER.

paviD : Shall thy servant go 1n armour clad ?

saUL . How else canst thou keep thy hfe ?

VOICE OF GOLIATH : Ho! men of Saul! Is there no
man among you, to answer when a fighter calls ?
Are you all maidens, combing your hair ? Where 1s
Saul, the slayer of foemen ? Is he crying like a quail
to his God ? Call to Baal, and call to Astaroth, for
the God of Israel 1s a pigeon 1n a box.

pavib: Hal Lord God! Dehver him into my hand
this day !

SAUL: Yea! (Enter ARMOUR-BEARER.) Put the coat
of proof upon him, and the helmet of brass.

[They put the armour of the KING on DAVID.
DAVID : I am not used to 1it.
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SAUL (unbuckling his sword) : Take thou my sword.

DAVID (girding 1t on) : Thy servant hath honour beyond
his lot. Lo! I am strange i1n this array ! The Lord
hath not intended it for me. [Takes shield.

SAUL: Now thou art ready. A man shall bear thy
shield.

DAVID . Then let me go. But let me assay this sword
and battle harness that 1s on me. (Sets forth. Tries
his sword, goes a httle way Turns suddenly back.)
I cannot go with these, for I have not proved them.

[Drops his seld. Hastily unbuckles sword, and
gwes wttosauL. Unfastensthe helmet The ARMOUR-
BEARER disarms DAVID.

SAUL: Then thou goest not! Uncovered thou canst
not go.

DAVID : As the Lord hiveth, I will go with naught but
God upon me.

vOICE OF GOLIATH The God of Israel 1s a blue pigeon
m a box, and the men of Israel are quails 1n the net
of the Philistine. Baal 1s laughing aloud, and Astarte
smiles behind her sleeve, for Israel 1s no more than
worms 1n a dung-hill

DAVID : Ishall go. Sound the trumpet !

[He picks up his staff, recrosses hastly to the back
of the stage, downwards as to a valley  Stoops wn the
distance : meanwhile trumpet sounds and the voice
of the HERALD 1s heard, crying -

BERALD : Come down, Goliath! Come forward,
Phibstine ! For Israel sendeth a champion against
thee. (Nowse of shouting 1n both camps.)
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SsHAMMAN : See, Dawvid 1s picking smooth stones from
the brook bed.

ABINADAB He has put them in his leather pouch, and
taken his shng 1n lus hand. Surely he will go after
the Philistine as after a wolf.

saUL: The Philistine cometh down with his shield-
bearer before him —Yea, but the youth 1s naked and
unafraid

voIiCL. OF GOLIATH. Where art thou, champion of
Israel ? 1 see thee not. Hast thou already perished
of thy dread ?

VOICE OF DAVID (small) : Yea, I am comng.

VOICE OT GOLIATH * Thou |

sauL  How he disdains the youth ! If we have lost all
on this throw !

VOICE OF GOLIATH . Am I a dog, that thou comest to me
with staves ? Now shall Astaroth slay thee with
spittle, and Baal shall break thy bones with a,loud
laugh.

voOICE OF DAVID Thou comest to me with a sword, and
with a spear, and with a shield but I come to thee
i the name of the Lord of Hosts, the God of the
armues of Israel, Whom thou hast defied

VOICE OF GOLIATH . Come ! Ha-ha! Come tome, and 1

will give thy flesh to the fowls of the air, and to the
wild beasts of the hills
[Meanwhale the bystanders, SHAMMAH, ABINADAB,
SOLDIERS, all s.ve the ARMOUR-BREARER and SAUL,
have been runmang to the far background, to look
closer.

vOICE OF DAVID . This day will the Lord deliver thee
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into my hand ; and I will smite thee, and take thy
head from thee.

VOICE OF GoLiathn : Ha! Ha! Canst thou chirp ?
Come over, thou egg, that they see me swallow thee.
(Loud yellang from Phulistines.)

vOICE OF DAvID : I will give the carcass of the host of
the Philistines this day to the fowls of the air, and to
the beasts of the earth, That all the earth may
know there 1s a God 1n Israel (Loud yelling of Israel.)

VOICE OF GOLIATH : Come, thou whistling bird !
Come ! Seest thou this sword ? (Loud yelling of
Philistines.)

voice oF DAVID Yea! and all this people shall know
that the Lord saveth not with sword and spear:
for the battle 1s the Lord’s, and He will dehver you
into our hands (Great defiance heard wn Israel )

VOICE OF GOLIATH Must we die of thy talking ? And
wilt thou not come forth ? Then must I fetch thee.
« o « (Tumult an Philwstia )

ARMOUR-BLARER  The Philistine 1s hasteming down !—
Obh, and behold, the youth is running at him fast !
Ha-a-a!

[ARMOUR-BEARER rushes away, leaving sauL
alone.

SAUL (1n a pause) Ah! Ah!l—Lord, my Lord | —Is he
down ? (Great shouting heard—men running.) What ?
Yea, the Philistine has fallen! The boy but slang a
stone at him ! It 1s the Lord! Nay, he niseth not !
—Ah God! was 1t so easy a thing ? Why had I not
done 1t ! See, see, Saul, see, thou King of Israel, see
this nameless boy who hath run upon the fallen

Q
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Phihstine, and seized his sword from his hand, and
stands upon his body hewing at the neck of the giant !
Ah, sight for the King of Israel, who stands alone, in
safety, far off, and watches this thing done for him !
Yea, they may shout! It 1s not for me. It 1s for
that boy, whom I know not How should I know
him, with his young beard on his p! It 1s a hard
thing to hack off the head of such a giant, and he
cannot find the neck jomnt I see him stooping !
(4 great wild shout us heard ) Ah! Even so! Even
so |

ADNFR (entering running) : The youth hath slain the
Phalistine with a stone from a shing, and even now has
hewn his head loose, and 1s holding 1t up before the
armies

SAUL * Even so!

ABNER Yea! He stands upon the body of that which
was Goliath, and holds up the head to Israel! The
Lord has prevailed. (Loud shouting.)

SOLDIERS (runmang past). The host of the Philistines
15 1n fight ! After them | After them |

ABNER Shall we not pursue ? Will not the King lead
the pursuit? Lo! they flee in abandon, flinging
away their spears i their haste.

saUL This needs no leader. Any man can strike in the
back of a running enemy. What of the youth ?

ABNER * He hath stripped the Philistime of his gear.
Yea, I can see the body of the giant naked in blood
upon the ground

s8AUL: Who 1s this youth ? Whose son 1s he ?
ABNER : As thy soul liveth, O King, I cannot tell.
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sAUL : Enquire thou whose son the stripling 1s.

ABNER : He 1s coming towards the brook. 1 will bring
him hither. (Exit.)

S8AUL: Yea, he 1s coming ! And alone up the slope, for
the men have gone hike hounds after the Phmlistine,
and to the stripping of the tents. Yea, as bees
swarm 1n upon the sweetmeats, when the window 1s
opened. This 1s a day to make songs for. But not
im the name of Saul  Whom will the maidens sing to ?
To him yonder, coming up the hill slowly, with the
swinging head, and the bright brass armour of the
Phibstine. To that ruddy-faced fair youth, with a
young beard on his mouth. It seems I should know
him, 1f I would Yea, I shall know him in my hour.
Ah the blithe thing ! Ah the blithe boy! Ah God!
God! was I not blithe ? Where 1s it gone ? Yea,
where | Blitheness in a man 1s the Lord i his body.
Nay, boy, boy! I would not envy thee the head of
the Philisttne Nay, I would not envy thee the
Kingdom 1tself. But the blitheness of thy body,
that 1s thy Lord in thee, I envy it thee with a sore
envy. For once my body too was blhthe But
1t hath left me It hath lett me. Not because I am
old. And were I ancient as Samuel 1s, I could stall
have the alertness of God 1n me, and the blithe
bearing of the living God upon me. I have lost the
best 1hadit, and haveletit go Ha! whitheris he
going ? He turns aside, among the tents. Ahal
Aha! Soitis. Among the tents of Judah, and to the
booth of the Bethlehemite! So, he has gone in to
lay down his spoil, the helmet of brass, and the
greaves of brass, the coat, the great sword, and the
shirt fringed with scarlet. Lay them by, they are
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thine. Yea, they are thine, lay them mn thy tent.
No need to bring them unto the King. They are no
king’s spoil. Yea, lead him Ihither, Abner! Lead
him hither | He 1s bringing the head in his hand. Oh
yes, the champion, the victor! He 1s bringing the
head 1in his hand, to swing 1t under the nose of the
King. But the sword, the great sword, and the
greaves of brass and the body-spoil he has €’en lad
by in his own tent, where no man may lay hand on
it. Oh! 1t 1s a shrewd youth, and a canny youth,
cunming as the Lord makes them.

[Enter DAVID, with head of GOLIATH—and ABNER.

sAUL. So! Comest thou agamn ?

pavip . Evenso | Tolay the head of thine enemy before
thee, O King !

SAUL. Whose son art thou, thou young man ?

pavip . I am the son of thy servant Jesse the Beth-
lehemite

SAUL Art thouso! Ay, thou art David! And brother
to Ehab, and Abinadab, and Shammah, three men of
war '—Thou hast put cunning 1n thy skill, and slan
thine enemy as he were a hare among the bushes.

ABNER See! The place where the stone sunk 1n, mn
the side of the forehead bone! It lies still there, the
stone of Dawid.

sAUL * Yea, that was death without weapons meeting,
indeed.

ABNER : Surely the Lord was in that round stone, that
digged the pit in Gohath’s head-bone !

pAvID : Except the Lord had been with me, I had not
done it.
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SOLDIERS (standing round): Yea, the Lord sped the
hand of David. The Lord is with this young man.
SAUL : Praise we must give to the Lord, and to Davad
the promised reward Seekest thou thy reward at

the King’s hand, thou young man ?

DAVID : It s as the King willeth  Yet what should the
reward be ?

SAUL ;: Hast thou not heard 1t proclaimed ?

DAVID . Nay, I arrived but in the dawn, with provender
from my father to my brethren.

SAUL : Didst thou not set forth even now against the
Philistine, hoping big for the reward ?

paviD ;: Notso, O King But the Lord moved me to go,
to take off the shame and the reproach from the army
of the living God

8AaUL: Thou hast done well! Yet claimest thou thy
reward ?

paviDp : Shall I not hear from the King’s mouth, what
the reward should be ?

sAauL : How was 1t said, Abner ? Recallest thou ?

ABNER * Yea, O King ! Riches and the King’s daughter,
and freedom for his father’s house, to the man that
should slay Goliath 1n the single combat.

saUL: Smgle-handed hath David slamn Gohath, -
deed! Even without any combat at all. But how
hikest thou thy reward, thou young man ?

DAVID . Were 1t mine, O King, I should rejoice for
my father’s sake and fall to the ground beneath the
honour put upon me, being son-mn-law to the King.

sauL: Even so! Now thou shalt stay with me, and
live in my house and return no more to thy father’s
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house. And all shall be done to thee, as was said.—
For surely thou hast brought much honour upon
Israel. And we will make much of thee. For thou
art champion of Israel in the sight of all the people.
And thou shalt sit at the King’s right hand, that all
men may delight 1n thee Yet, since thou art young,
and fresh from the sheepfold, we will not hasten thee
to thy confusion But thou shalt dwell as as on
among us, and rise in degree as a son rises, sitting at
the King's meat And behold, my elder daughter
Merab, her will I give thee to wafe  Only be thou
vahant for me, and fight the Lord’s battles.

paviD Let but thy servant serve thee, O King, in the
sight of the Lord And Saul will take the head of this
Philistine to put it on a pole ?

saUL. Nay! Thou thyself shalt bring 1t before the
people, 1 Jerusalem of Judah.

CURTAIN
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The king’s tent at Elah : a square tent of dark worsted,
wath the wide front open. Heaps of panoply and spoil
without: Wathin, n the public part of the lent,
SAUL, with DAVID on his right hand, JONATHAN on
his left, and sitting around, the CAPTAINS of the
armaes of Israel.

SAUL: We have numbered the armies in tens, 1n
hundreds, and 1n thousands And now are all men
returned from pursuing after the Phihistine, and the
spoil 1s all brought in. And the wounded of the
Philistine have fallen by the way, even to the valley
of Ekron and the gates of Gath, their dead are more
than their hving. Yet are their princes within the
land, holding on to strong places Therefore we will
rejoice not yet, nor go home to the feasting. But
while his heart 1s sunk low, we will follow up the
Philistine 1n every place where he holds out. Is 1t
sooth ?

capTAINS : It 1s good, O King.

ABNER . The blow that was struck with a pebble, we
will follow up with swords and spears, till 1n the
Lord’s name not one uncircumectsed remains n the
land.

cAPTAINS : It 1s good! It 1s good! (They strike thewr
shields.)

SAUL (presenting pavip): This 1s David, that slew
Gohath the Phihistine, and delivered Israel from
reproach. Sits not David high 1n the heart of every
man 1n Israel, this day ?

239
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caPTAINS : Yea! David | David ! (Stmicing shaelds.)

SAUL : Who 1s first among the men of war this day ? Is
1t not David, my son David ?

CAPTAINS : David! Dawvid! It 1s Dawnid |

8AUL: Yea, Captains! Your King 1s but captain of the
captains { Whom shall we set over the men of war this
day ? Shall 1t not be David * This time, shall not
David lead the hosts ? Is he not the first against the
Phibistine ? Yea, i this foray of triumph and this
campaign of victory, should any man lead but David ?

cAPTAINS . It 1s good ! Dawid shall command, till we
return home this time from smuting the Philistine.
(They clash shields with martial noise.)

SAUL (fo pavip) Hearest thou, David, son of my
dehght ?

pavip - O King, I am no leader of men of war I have
no skill in arts of battle Honour me not to my
confusion.

sauL Nay, this time shalt thou take the charge. For
1n thes fight art thou the first man among the men of
war in Israel Answer, Captamns! Isit not so ?

capTAINS : Venly ! This time we will have Dawvid.

ABNER : Verily, save David lead us, we will not go.

[The caprains rise, and lyt locked shields before
DAVID as if to raise hum up

saUL : If we go not now, we lose the golden hour. The
choice 1s upon thee, David.

pavip : Thy servant will do according to thy will, O
King, and according to the will of Abner, and of the
Captamns (He rises before the captains ) But I am
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young, and not brought up to war. And the Captains
and the strong men will laugh at me, seemmg my
mexperience and my presumption.

ABNER . Nay! No man shall find occasion to laugh at
thee, for the fight 1s 1n thee as in a young eagle.
Leading to ‘war shalt thou learn war.

DAVID : It1s as the King and the Captams shall bid me

SAUL (rising) . We will make ready, and send out the
news through the camp  In this 1s Daved our leader !
Then David shall choose his men, and go forth. He
shall give his orders, and the Captains shall march
at his bidding David, the day is thine !

[Salutes  The caprains agawn salute DAVID
with spear on shield, then they go out

cAPTAINS To thee, David ! (Erxeunt )
DAVID (fo JoNATHAN)  How shall I bring this to a pass ?

JONATHAN * Thy soul will not fail thee Thou art the
young hon of Judah, thou art the young eagle of the
Lord O David, 1s 1t well between me and thee, and
hast thou verily not forgotten me ?

pavip  Verly, thou hast not left my soul But how
shall T go before these men ?

JoNATHAN We have sworn a covenant, 15 1t not be-
tween us 7 Walt thou not swear with me, that our
souls shall be as brothers, closer even than the blood ?
O David, my heart hath no peace save all be well
between thy soul and mine, and thy blood and mune.

DAVID : As the Lord liveth, the soul of Jonathan 1s
dearer to me than a brother’s.—O brother, if I were
but come out of this pass, and we might live before
the Lord, together !
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JONATHAN : What fearest thou then ? °

DAVID : In the Lord, I fear nothing. But before the
faces of men, my heart misgives me.

JONATHAN : Sittest thou not high in the hearts of
Israel ?

DAVID : Yea, but who am I, to be suddenly Lifted up!
Will they not throw me as suddenly down ?

JONATHAN Who would throw thee down, that art
strong as a young eagle, and subtle as the leopard ?

pavID I will rest in the Lord.

JONATHAN * And in me wilt thou not trust ?

DAVID * I will trust thee, Jonathan, and cleave to thee
till the sun sets on me Thou art good to me as man
never before was good to me, and I have not deserved
1t. Say thou wilt not repent of thy kindness towards
me !

JONATHAN O brother, give me the oath, that naught
shall sunder our souls, for ever

DAVID . As the Lord Iiveth, my soul shall not part for
ever from the soul of my brother Jonathan ; but shall
go with him up the steeps of heaven, or down the
sides of the pit And between his house and my
house the covenant shall be everlasting For as the
hearts of men are made on earth, the heart of
Jonathan 1s gentlest and most great.

JONATHAN : The covenant 1s between us. (Covers his

Jface.)

DAVID (after a pause) . But how shall I go before these
captains, O my brother ? Comest thou not with me ?
Wilt thou not stand by me ? Oh, come !

JONATHAN - I am limping still in the knee, and how
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shall I lead a foray ? But thou art mine and I am
thine. And I will clothe thee 1n my clothes, and give
thee my sword and my bow, and so shall my spint
be added to thy spirit, and thou shalt be as the
King’s son and the eagle of the Lord, in the eyes of
the people

[Takes off striped coat, or unde-sleeved tunic.

pAvip But can I do this thing ?

JONATHAN : Yea! That all men know thou art as the
King’s son 1n the world For the eagle hath gold in
his feathers and the young hon 1s bright. So shall
David be seen 1n Israel

[pavID slowly pulls off kas loose robe, a herdsman’s
tunic cut off at the knee JONATHAN takes off hus
sleeveless shurt, and s seen 1 s leather lown-strap.
From s upper arm he takes a metal bracelet.

JoNATHAN . Even all my garments thou shalt take,
even the armlet that should not leave me till I die.
And thou shalt wear 1t for ever. And thy garments
will I take upon me, so the honour shall be mine.

DAVID pulls off his shert, and 1s seen wn the leather lown-
strap, JONATHAN puts s biacelet on DAVID’S
arm, then his own shart over DAVID’s head, and holds
up ks coloured robe  DAVID robed, JONATHAN brings
hwm a coloured head-kerchief and girdle, then his
sword and hus bow and quiver and shoes. JONATHAN
puts on DAVID’S clothes.

pavip - How do I appear ?
JONATHAN Even as the eagle in his own plumage. Itis

said, Dawid, that thou art anointed of Samuel, before
the Lord. Isitso?
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DAVID : Yea.

JONATHAN : Thou hast the sun within thee, who shall
deny thee ?

DAvVID : Why speakest thou sadly, Jonathan, brother ?

JONATHAN : Lest thou go beyond me, and be lost to
me.

pavip* Lord! Lord! Let not my soul part from the
soul of Jonathan for ever, for all that man can be to
man on earth, 1s he to me.

JONATHAN . Would I could give thee more |

sauL (entering): Yea! And which now 1s the King’s
son, and which the shepherd ?

paviD © Thy son would have 1t so, O King.

JONATHAN . It 1s well, Father! Shall not the leader
shine forth ?

saUL: Even so And the young King-bird shall moult
his feathers 1n the same hour

JONATHAN . The robe of David honours the shoulders of
Jonathan.

SAUL . Art thou ready, thou brave young man ?

pavip : I am ready, O King.

sauL  The host 1s 1n array, awarting thy cormmng.

pavip I will come where the King leads me

SAUL (to J0NATHAN) Put another robe upon thee, ere
thou come forth.

JONATHAN : I will not come forth (Turns abruptly )

[DAVID follows SAUL from the tent—loud shouting
of the army.

JONATHAN (alone) : If the Lord hath anomted him for
the kingdom, Jonathan will not quarrel with the
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Lord. My father knoweth. Yet Saul will strain
against God. The Lord hath not revealed Himself
unto me - save that once I saw the ghsten in my
father that now I see in David. My hfe belongs to
my father, but my soul 1s Dawvid’s. I cannot help
it. The Lord sees fit to sphit me between King and
King-to-be, and already I am torn asunder as between
two wild horses straimng opposite ways. Yet my
blood 1s my father’s. And my soul 1s David’s. And
the right hand and the left hand are strangers on
me.
CURTAIN



SCENE IX

Outside the courtyard of sauL’s house wm Gilgal.
Doorway of courtyard seen open. MAIDENS running
Jorth with wnstruments of muswc. Men-servants
gazing wnto the distance. People waiting.

MAIDENS  Lau-lu-a-li-lu-lu-lu ' Lu-lu-lu-li-a-h-lu-lu |
A-h-lu-lu-lu-a-i-lu ! Lu-al-h-lu! Lu-al-h-lu-a !

MERAB : Out of Judah Saul comes 1n |

MIcHAL : David slew the Phulistine,

MERAB AND HER MAIDENS : Out of Judah Saul comes
in !

MICHAL AND HER MAIDENS : David slew the Philistine.

ALL (repeat several fimes) A-h-lu-lu! A-li-lu-lu-lu! Lu!
lu! lu! lu! It! lu! lu! a! ! lu! lu!l lu! !

MERAB : All the Philistine has fled.

MICHAL : By the roadside fell their dead.

MERAB . Wounded fell down i the path.

MICHAL : Beyond Ekron unto Gath.

MERAB AND MAIDENS : All the Philistine has fled.

MICHAL AND MAIDENS : By the roadside fell their dead.

MERAB AND MAIDENS : Wounded fell down mn the path.

MICHAL AND MAIDENS . Beyond Ekron unto Gath.

ALL (repeat continuously) - Lu-lh-lu-lu-lu! Lu-lu-li-a-
lu-lu! La-a-b-lu-lu-lul! Lu! Lul Lu! A! h! Lu!
Lu! Lu! Lu! ILail Al Lu! Lu! Li! Lul Al
Li! Lu! Lu! Lu! Lu! ul

MERAB : Saul 1n thousands slew their men !
MicHAL : Dawvid slew his thousands ten !
246
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MERAB AND MAIDENS: Saul m thousands slew their
men |

MICHAL AND MAIDENS : David slew his thousands ten !
Oh! Lu! Lu! Lu! Lu! Lu! Lu! A! Li! Lu!
Lul! Lu!

ALL: Lu! Lut! Lu! Li! Lu! Lu! Lu!—A-h-lu-lu-
a-li-lu-lu! Lu-a-li-lu-lu-lu! Lu-lu-lu!

MERAB | Out of Judah Saul comes n.

MICHAL : David slew the Philistine.

MERAB AND MAIDENS - Out of Judah Saul comes 1n.

MICHAL AND MAIDENS David slew the Philistine.

ALy : Lu-li-lu-lu-lu-h-lu ! Lu-lu-a-h-lu-lu-lu !

[They continue the repetitrion of the simple rhymes,
as SAUL draws near, followed by DAVID, JONATHAN,
ABNER and the armed men., The MAIDENS keep up
the singing, all the time dancing, MERAB with her
MAIDENS on one side of the men, MICHAL and her
MAIDENS on the other, singing loudly back and forth
all the tvme. The men pass slowly wnto the gate,
without response, The MAIDENS run peering al the
spoul the servant-men are carrying wn. All pass in
at the gate.

CURTAIN



SCENE X

Courtyard of saUL’s house in Gilgal ~ Confusion of people
and men just come in—MAIDENS stll singing outside.

aBNER The King 1s returned to his own house once
more full of victory When shall we slay the sacrifice ?

saUL To-night I will slay a bull calf for my house, and
an ox will I sacrifice for my houschold And for the
men will we slay oxen and sheep and goats

ABNER Yea! For this 1s a great day before the Lord
in Israel! And we will sprinkle the spoil with the
sacrifice

SauL . Hast thou heard the song of the women ? Nay,
hearest thou ? Hark1 (In the dwstance 15 heard the
siging )

MERAB  Saul in thousands slew Iis men

MICHAL . Dawd slew hs thousands ten

ALL : Lu-lu-lu-li-lu-lu-a '  A-li-lu-lu-a-li-lu !

ABNER Ay!

SAUL . May such mouths be brused !

ABNER Nay! Nay'! King Saul! In this hour!

SAUL : In this mstant! They have aseribed to Dawvid
ten thousands, and to me they have ascribed but
thousands. And what can he have more, but the
Kingdom ?

ABNER . Nay, nay, O Saul! It 1s but the hight words of
women Ay, let them sing! For as vain women they
fancy naught but that head of Gohath, with the
round stone sunken in  But the King 1s King.

248
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SAUL: Shall that shepherd oust me, even from the
mouths of the maidens ?

ABNER : Nay, this 1s folly, and less than kingly.

MICHAL (followed by MErAB—runming round the KING
with thewr tambourines) . Lu-b-lu-lu-a-hi-lu! A-h-lu-
lu-a-li-lu-lu-lu |

SBAUL * Away !

MERAB AND MICHAL : Lu-lu-lu-lu! Saul, the King | Lu-
lu-lu-lu-al-li-lu-lu! Saul! Saul! Lu-lu-lu! Saul!
Saul! Lu-lu-lu!

SAUL Peace, 1 say ! (Exit, passing tnto house )

MERAB AND MichAL . Jonathan and David. Lu-lu-lu !
Here they come, the friendly two! Lu-lu-lu-lu-a-h-lu!
Lu-lu-a-li-lu-lu-lu !

MERAB . Jonathan 1s kingly bred.

MicHAL David took Gohath’s head.

BoTi . Jonathan and David! Lu-lu-lu'—a! Here
they come, the loving two-a !

MICHAL (fo pavip). Where 1s the giant’s head ?

DAVID . It 1s 1n Jerusalem ot Judah, O Maiden.

MicHaL Why did you not bring it here, that we might
see 1t ?

pavid . I am of Judah, and they would have 1t there.

MicHAL : But Saul 1s King, and could have 1t where he
would.

DAVID : Saul would leave 1t 1n Jerusalem

MICHAL : And the armour, and the greaves of brass, and
the shield, and the sword ¥ The coat of brass that
weighs five thousand shekels. Where arc these ? 1
want to see them, O Dawvid !

paviD: The armour is 1n my father’s house, and 1n
B
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Jerusalem. The sword lies before the Lord in Ramah,
with Samuel, O Maiden !

MicHAL : Why take 1t to Samuel ? Do you not know
my name, O David |

pavID : You are Michal.

MICHAL . I am she. And this 1s Merab ! Look at him,
Merab, and see if you hke him. Is it true, O my
brother Jonathan, that the King will give Merab his
daughter to the slayer of the Philistine ?

JONATHAN He hath said so.

MIcHAL : To us he has not saxd one word. O Merab !
Look at thy man! How likest thou him ?

MERAE . I will not look at um yet

MIcHAL : Oh, thou! Thou hast spied out every hair 1n
his beard. Is he not fox-red ? I think the beard of a
man should be raven-black. O Merab, thy Dawid 1s
very ruddy.

MERAB . Nay! He 1s not yet mine, nor I hs.

MICHAL . Thou wouldst 1t were so! Aiee! Thou art
hasty and beforehand with the red youth! Shame
on thee, that art a King’s daughter.

MERAB - Nay, now, I have said naught.

mricual . Thou shouldst have said somewhat, to cover
thy unmaidenly longing —QO Dawid, this Merab sighs
in her soul for you. How like you her ?

DAVID : She 1s fair and a modest maiden.

MICHAL: As am not It Oh, but I am Saul’s very
daughter, and a hawk that soars king high., And
what has Dawvid brought, to lay before Merab ?

pAvID : All T have 15 laid before the XKing.
MICHAL : But naught of the Phihstine Gohath! All
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that spoil you took home to your father’s house, as
the fox brings his prey to his own hole. Ah, Dawvid,
the wary one!

MERAB : It was his own! Where should he take 1t, but
to s father’s house !

MicHAL - Is not the ng:r his father ! Why should he
not bring 1t here ? Is Merab not worth the bride-
money ?

JONATHAN - Oh, peace! Thou art all mischief, Michal.
Thou shouldst be married to a Phihstine, for his
undoing.

MicHAL . Ayeel This David has come back to trouble
us! Why didst not thou slay the Philistine,
Jonathan ?

JoNATHAN . Peace! Let us go m, David! These
maidens are too forward My father did never
succeed in ruling his household of women.

micHaL Ayee! His household of women! Thou,
Jonathan! Goin, David! They shall not put poison
m your mcat

[4s DAVID and JONATHAN depart she sings

Empty-handed David came !
Merab saw him full of shame!
Lu-lu-lu-lu-lu-h-lu! A-h-lu-a! A-b-lu!
Empty-handed David came !
Merab saw him full of shame !
A-b-lu-lu! A-b-lu-h! La-lu-h-lu-a !
(T'o MERAB ) So he has come !
MERAB : Evenso! Yet his brow says Havea care!
MICHAL : Have a care, Merab! Have a care, David {
Have a care, Michal ! Have a care, Jonathan ! Have
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a care, King Saul! I do not hke his brow, it is too
studied.

MERAB : Nay, 1t 1s manly, and grave.

MICHAL : Ayee! Ayee! He did not laugh. He did not
once laugh. It will not be well, Merab.

MERAB : What will not be well ?

mrcHAL . The King will not give thee to hum.

MER4B : But the King hath spoken

MrciiaL I have read the brow of Saul, and 1t was black.
I have looked at David’s brow, and 1t was heavy and

secret. The King will not give thee to David, Merab
I know 1t, I know 1t.

MERAB : A King should keep his word !

MIicHAL : What! Art thou hot with anger aganst thy
father, lest he give thee not to this shepherd boy !
David hath cast a spell on Merab! The ruddy
herdsman out of Judah has thrown a net over the
King’s daughter ! Oh, poor quail ! poor partridge !

MERAB : I am not caught! Iam not!

MIcHAL : Thou art caught ! And not by some chieftain,
nor by some owner of grecat herds. But by a sheep-
tending boy ! Oh, fie!

MERAB * Nay, I do not want hum.

MICHAL : Yea, thou dost. And if some man of great
substance came, and my father would give thee to
him, thou wouldst cry : Nay ! Nay! Nay' I am
David’s !

MERAB : Never would I cry thuis and that thou sayest.
For I am not his.—And am I not first daughter of the
King !

mricHAL : Thou wartest and pantest after that red
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David, And he will clmb high in the sight of Israel,
upon the mound of Merab. 1 tell thee, he1s a chmber
who would chmb above our heads.

MERAB : Above my head he shall not chmb.

MICHAL . Empty-handed David came !
Merab saw hum full of shame !
Lu-li-lu-h ! Lu-li-lu-lu-hi ! A-h-lu-lu !

CURTAIN



SCENE X1

Room wn KING’s house at Gulgal. Bare adobe room, mats
on the floor SAUL, ABNER and ADRIEL rechning
around a hitle open hearth.

SAUL : And how 1s the slayer of Goliath looked upon, in
Gilgal ?

ABNER . Yea!l he 1s a wise young man, he brings no
disfavour upon himself.

SAUL : May Baal fimish im { And how looks he on the
King’s daughter ? Does he eye Merab as a fox eyes
a young lamb ?

ABNER : Nay, he 1s wise, a young man full of discretion,
watching well his steps

sauL* Ay 1s he! Smooth-faced and soft-footed, as
Joseph 1n the house of Pharaoh | Itell you, I hke not
this weasel.

ABNER Nay, he 1s no enemy of the King His eyes are
clear, with the light of the Lord God But he 1s alone
and shy, as a rude young shepherd.

SsAUL . Thou art his uncle, surely I tell you, I will send
him back to Bethlehem, to the sheep-cotes

ABNER : He 1s grown beyond the sheep-cotes, O King !
And wilt thou send him back mto Judah, while the
giant’s head still blackens above the gates of Jeru-
salem, and Dawid 1s darhng of all Judea, 1n the hearts
of the men of Judah ? Better keep him here, where
the King alone can honour him.

SAUL * I know him! Should I send him away, he will
have them name him King 1n Judah, and Samuel will
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give testimony. Yea, when he carried the sword of
the giant before Samuel in Ramah, did not Samuel
bless him in the sight of all men, saying : Thou art
chosen of the Lord out of Israel !

ABNER : If 1t be so, O King, we cannot put back the
sun in heaven Yet 15 David farthful servant to the
King, and full of love for Jonathan. I find i1n him no
presumption.

SAUL* My household 1s agamnst me Ah, this 1s the
curse upon me ! My children love my chief enemy,
him who hath supplanted me before the Lord. Yea,
my children pay court to David, and my daughters
languish for him. But he shall not rise upon me. I
say he shall not! Nor shall’he marry my elder
daughter Merab. Wellah, and he shall not.

ABNER Yet Saul has given his word.

SAUL © And Saul shall take 1t back What man should
keep his word with a supplanter ? Abner, have we
not appointed him captain over a thousand ? Captain
over a thousand in the army of Saul shall he be. Oh
yes ! And to-morrow I will say to him, I will even say
it again  Behold Merab, my elder daughter, her will I
gwe thee to wife  only be thou valiant for me, and fight
the Lord’s battles. And then he shall go forth with his
thousand again, quickly, against the Phihistine Let
not my hand be upon him, butletithe handjof the
Philistine be upon him.

ABNER . But if the Lord be with him, and he fall not,
but come back once more with spoil, wilt thou then
withhold the hand of thy daughter Merab from him ?

sAUL : He shall not have her ! Nay, I know not When
the day comes that he returns back to this house, then
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Saul will answer him, We will fiot tempt the
Thunderer.

ADRIEL : I have 1t sure, from Eliab his brother, that
David was anointed by Samuel to be King over Israel,
secretly, 1n the house of his father Jesse. And Eliab
liketh not the voungster, saying he was. ever heady,
naughty-hearted, full of a younghng’s naughty pnde,
and the concert of the father’s favourite. Now the
tale 1s out 1n Judah, and many would have him King,
saymg - Why should Judah look to a King out of
Benjamin ? TIs there no horn-anointed among the
men of Judah ?

sAUL Soi1sit! Sois 1t !—To-morrow he shall go forth
with his men, and the hand of the Philistine shall be
upon him I will not Iift my hand upon him, for fear
of the Dark! Yet where 1s he now ? What 1s he
conmving at this moment, in the house of Saul ? Go
see what he 1s about, O Adnel !

[Ex1t ADRIEL

ABNER It 1s a bad thing, O Saul, to let this jealous
worm eat 1nto a King’s heart, that always was noble !

saUL I cannot helpit The worm 1s there And since
the women sang—nay, mn all the cities they sang the
same—~Saul hath slain his thousands, but Dand hath
slawn hus tens of thousands, it gnaws me, Abner, and 1
feel I am no longer King m the sight of the Lord.

ABNER : Canst thou not speak with the Morming Wind ?

= And if the Lord of Days have chosen David to be king
over Israel after thee, canst thou not answer the great
Wish of the Heavens, saying : It wswell ! ?

sAUL I cannot! I cannot deny my house, and my
blood ! T cannot cast down my own seed, for the seed
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of Jesse to sprout. I cannot! Wellah, and I will
not! Speak not to me of this!

ABNER . Yet wert thou chosen of God ! And always hast
thou been a man of the bright horn.

sauL  Yea, and am I brought to this pass! Yea, and
must I cut myself off 2 Almost will I rather be a
man of Belal, and call on Baal. Surely Astaroth
were better to me For I have kept the faith, yet
must I cut myself off ! Wellah, 1s there no other
strength ?

ABNER : I know not. Thou knowest, who hast heard
the thunder and hast felt the Thunderer.

sauL I hear It no more, for It hath closed Its hps to
me. But other voices hear I in the mght—other
voices !

[£nter ADRIEL

saUL . Well, and where 1s he ?

ADRIEL  He 1s sitting 1n the house of Jonathan, and
they make music together, so the women listen.

sauL.  Ah! And sings the bird of Bethlehem ? What
songs now ?

ADRIEL Even to the Lord How excellent 15 thy name
wn all the earth  And men and women listen dihgently,
to learn as 1t droppeth from his mouth, And
Jonathan, for very love, writes 1t down.

SAUL * Nay, canst thou not remember ?

ADRIEL I cannot, O King Hark!

[.1 man s heard 1n the courtyard, singing loud and

manly, from Psalm vua.
Vouwce of singer  'What 1s man, that thou art mimdful
of him ? and the son of man, that thou visitest

him ?
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For thou hast made him a little lower than the
angels, and hast crowned lim with glory and
honour.

Thou madest him to have dominion over the works of
thy hands;

Thou hast put all things under his feet..

All sheep and oxen, yea, and the beasts of the field ;

The fowl of the aiwr, and the fish of the sea, and
whatsoever passeth through the paths of the
seas

O Lord our Lord, how excellent 1s thy name 1 all
the earth |
[sAUL Listens moodaly.

saUL T hearhim! Yea, they sing after him! He will
set all Israel singing after him, and all men n all

lands All the world will sing what he sings. And I

shall bc dumb Yea, I shall be dumb, and the lips of

my house will be dust ! What, am I naught , and set
at naught ! What do I know ? Shall I go down into
the grave silenced, and Iike one mute with ignorance ?

Ha! Ha! There are wells 1n the desert that go deep

And even there we water the sheep, when our faces are

blackened with drought Hath Saul no sight into the

unseen ? Ha, look ! look down the deep well, how
the black water 1s troubled - —Yea, and I see death,
death, death! 1 see a sword through my body, and
the body of Jonathan gaping wounds, and my son

Abinadab, and my son Melchishua. and my son

Ishbosheth lying in blood Nay, I see the small pale

1ssue of my house creceping on broken feet, as a

lamed worm Yea, yea, what an end! And the seed

of David nising up and covering the earth, many,
with a glory about them, and the wind of the Lord
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in their hair. Nay, then they wheel against the sun,
and are dark, like the locusts sweeping in heaven,
like the pillars of locusts mowving, yea, as a tall, dark
cloud upon the land. Till they drop in drops of
blood, like thunder-ramn, and the land 1s red Then
they turn-agam into the glory of the Lord. Yea,
as a flight of birds down all the ages, now shedding
sun and the gleam of God, now shedding shadow and
the fall of blood, now as quails churping in the spring,
now as the locust pillars of cloud, as death upon the
land. And they thicken and thicken, t1ll the world’s
air grates and cheks as with the wings of locusts. And
man 1s his gwn devourer, and the Deep turns away,
without wish to look on him further So the earthis
a desert, and manless, yet covered with houses and
iron Yea, David, the pits are digged even under the
feet of thy God, and thy God shall fall in  Oh, their
God shall fall into the pit, that the sons of David have
digged Oh, men can dig a pit for the most bigh God,
and He falls in—as they say of the huge elephant 1n
the lands beyond the desert. And the world shall be
Godless, there shall no God walk on the mountains,
no whirlwind shall stir ike a heart in the deeps of
the blue firmament. And God shall be gone from
the world Only men there shall be, 1n mynads, hke
locusts, chcking and grating upon one another, and
crawling over one another The smell of them shall
be as smoke, but 1t shall rise up into the air, without
finding the nostrils of God. For God shall be gone !
gone ! gone! And men shall inherit the earth ! Yea,
hike locusts and whirring on wings like locusts. To
this the seed of David shall come, and this 1s ther
trrumph, when the house of Saul has been swept up,
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long, long ago into the body of God. Godless the
world! Godless the men in myriads even like locusts.
No Godintheair! No God on the mountams ! Even
out of the deeps of the sky they lured Him, mnto their
pit! So the world 1s empty of God, empty, empty,
like a blown egg-shell bunged with wax and floating
meaningless God shall fall Himsclf into the pit these
men shall dig for Hm! Ha! Hal! O Dawvid’s
Aimghty, even He knows not the depth of the dark
wells 1n the desert, where men may still water therr
flocks! Ha! Ha! Lord God of Judah, thou peepest
not down the pit where the black water twinkles
Ha-ha! Saul peeps and sees the fate that wells up
from below! Ha! Lo! Death and blood, what 1s
this Almighty that sees not the pits digged for Him
by the children of men? Ha! Ha'! saith Saul
Look 1n the black murror! Ha!

ABNER Itisnot well, O King

SAUL - Ha! Ttis very well ! Ttis very well. Let them
lay their trap for his Lord  For his Lord will fall into
1t Aha! Aha! Give them length of days I do
not ask 1t

ABNER . My lord, the darkness 1s over your heart

SAUL* And over my eyes! Ha!l And on the swim of
. the dark are visions What ? Are the demons not
under the works of God, as worms are under the
roots of the vine ? Look! (Stares transfired.)
ABNER (fo ADRIFL). Go quickly and bring Jonathan,
and David, for the King 1s prophesying with the spimt
of the under-earth
[Ezit ADRIEL.

SAUL : The room 1s full of demons! I have known 1t
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filled with the breath of Might. The ghsten of the
dark, old movers that first got the world into shape.
They say the god was once as a beetle, but vast and
dark And he rolled the earth into a ball, and laid
hisseed m1t Then he crept clicking away to hide for
ever, while the earth brought forth after um. He
went down a deep pit. The gods do not die. They go
down a decp pit, and hive on at the bottom of oblivion
And when a man staggcrs, he stumbles and falls back-
wards down the pit--down the pit, down through
oblivion after oblivion, where the gods of the past
Live on. And they laugh, and eat his soul. And the
time will come when even the God of David will fall
down the endless pit, till He passes the place where
the serpent lies hving under oblivion, on to where the
Beetle of the Beginning lives under many layers of
dark Isecit! Aha! I seethe Beetle clambering
upon Him, Who was the Lord of Hosts.

aBNER . I cannot hear thee, O King. I would €’en be
deaf in this hour Peace! I bid thee! Peace!

sauL  What ? Did someone speak within the shadow ?
Come thou forth then from the shadow, if thou hast
aught to say.

ABNER I say Peace! Peace, thou! Say thou no
more {

savL  What ? Peace! saith the voice * And what 1s
peace ? Hath the Beetle of the Beginming peace,
under many layers of oblivion ? Or the great serpent
coiled for ever, 1s he coiled upon lus own peace ?

[ZLnter JONATHAN, DAVID, and MEN.

SAUL (contnuwng 1 tell you, till the end of time, unrest

will come upon the serpent of serpents, and he will
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lift his head and hiss against the children of men—

thus will he hiss | (sauUL husses.) Hiss! Hiss! and

he will strike the children of men—thus
[sAUL strikes as a serpent, and with his javelin.

JONATHAN : Father, shall we sound music ?

sauL! Father! Who 1s father? Know ye not, the
vast, dark, shiming beetle was the first father, who
laid his eggs 1n a dead ball of the dust of forgotten
gods ? And out of the egg the serpent of gold, who
was great Lord of Life, came forth

JONATHAN ({0 pAVID) : Now sing, that peace may come
back upon us.

pAvID ¢ If he heed me (Swungs Psalm vin.)

[sAUL meanwhile raves—then sinks wnlo gloom,
staring fixedly.

sAUL And the serpent was golden with hfe But he
said to himself I willlay an egg So he laid the egg
of his own undoing And the Great White Bird came
forth. Some say a dove, some say an eagle, some say
a swan, some say a goose— all say a bird And the
serpent of the sun’s hfe turned dark, as all the gods
turn dark. Yea, and the Great White Bird beat wings
m the firmament, so the dragon shd into a hole, the
serpent crawled out of sight, down to the oblivion of
oblivion, yet above the oblivion of the Beetle

[DAVID meanwhile sings.

SAUL (strikeng with his hands as +f at a wasp). Na-al
But what 1s this sound that comes like a hornet at
my ears, and will not let me prophesy! Away |
Away |

JONATHAN : My Father, 1t 1s a new song to sing.

sauL  What art thou, Jonathan, thy father’s enemy ?
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JONATHAN : Listen to the new song, Father.

saUL: What ? (Hearkens a moment.) 1 will not hear
it! What | Isay I will not hearit! Trouble me not,
nor stop the dark fountain of my prophecy! I will
not hearken! (Lustens)

DAVID (singing): When I consider thy heavens, the
work of thy fingers, the moon and the stars, which
thou hast ordained.

S8AUL : What ! art thou there, thou brown hornet, thou
stealer of life’s honey ! What, shalt thou stay in my
sight ! (Suddenly hurls his jovelin af DAVID. DAVID
leaps aside.)

JONATHAN * My Father, this shall not be !

sAUL. What ! art thouthere ? Bring me here my dart.

JONATHAN (picking up the javelin): Look then at the
hole in the wall ! Is not that a reproach against the
house of the King for ever ? (Gives the javelin to
SAUL.)

[sauL sinks into moody suence, staring. DAVID
begins to sing very saftly.

pAvVID (singing) - O Lord our Lord, how excellent 1s
thy name 1n all the earth! Who has set thy glory
above the heavens.

[sAUL very softly, with the soft, swift suddenness
of a great cat, leaps round and hurls the javelin again.
DAVID as swiftly leaps aside

sAUL : I will smite David even to the wall.

ABNER: Go hence, David! Swiftly hence!

JONATHAN : Twice, Father !

[Ezit DAVID.

ABNER (serzeng javelin) . The evil spirits upon thee have
done this. O Saul! They have not prevailed.
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sauL: Have I pierced im? Is he down with the
dead ? Can we lay him n the sides of the pit ?

ABNER : He 1s not dead ! He 1s gone forth.

sAUL (wearrly) Gone forth! Ay! He s gone forth |—
What, did I seek to slay him ?

JONATHAN : Yea, twice

sauL . I was out of myself I was then beside myself.

ABNDR . Yea, the evil spirits were upon thee.

sauL. Tell him, O Jonathan, Saul seeks not his hife.
Nay ! Nay! Do I not love hun, even as thou dost,
but more, even as a father! O David! Dawvid! I
have loved thee. Oh, I have Ioved thee and the Lord
1n thee —And now the evil days have come upon me,
and I have thrown the dart against thee, and agamnst
the Lord. I am a man given over to trouble, and
tossed between two winds Lo, how can I walk before
the faces of men ! (Couers kis face with lins mantle )

ABNER The evil spirits have left im  Peace comes
with sorrow.

JONATHAN . And only then

sauL  Bring David hither to me, for I will make my
peace with him, for my heart 1s very sore

JONATHAN . Verily, shall 1t be peace ?

sAUL. Yea! For I fear the Night (Exu JoNATHAN.)
Surely now will David publish it 1n Judah  Saul
hath lLifted hus hand to slay me

ABNER * He will not publish it in Judah.

sauL: And wherefore not ? Is he not as the apple of
thewr eyes to the men of Judah, who love not over-
much the tribe of Benjamn ?

ABNER But David 1s the King’s man.
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sauL: Ah, would it were verily so.
[Enfer JONATHAN and DAVID.

DAVID : The Lord strengthen the King !

SAUL: Ah, Dawvid, my son, come, and come 1n peace.
For my hands are bare and my heart 1s washed and
my eyes ate no longer’ deluded. May the Lord be
with thee, David, and hold 1t not against me, what
I have done Spurits of the earth possess me, and I
am not my own Thou shalt not cherish 1t 1n thy
heart, what Saul did against thee, in the season of his
bewilderment ?

pavip  Naught has the King done against me. And
the heart of thy servant knoweth no 1l

sauL.  Hatest thou me not, David ?

pAviD : Let the word be unspoken, my Father!

SAUL: Ah, David! Dawid! Why can I not love thee
untroubled ?—But I will right the wrong.—Thou
shalt henceforth be captain of the thousand of Hebron,
and dwell 1n thine own house, by the men. And
behold, Merab, my elder daughter, I will give thee to
wife.

pavip  Who am I, and what 1s my life, or my father’s
family in Israel, that I should be son-in-law to the
King ?

sauL - Nay, thou art of mine own heart, and the Lord
1s thy great strength. Only be vabant for me, and
fight the Lord’s battles.

pAvID - All my life 1s the King’s, and my strength 1s to
serve.

SsAUL : It shall be well. And with thy thousand shalt
thou succour Israel

CURTAIN



SCENE XII

The well ai Gigal : MAIDENs coming unth water-jars.
Two HERDSMEN filling the trough—one below, at the
water, one on the steps. They swing the leathern
bucket back and forth with a rough chant - the lower
shepherd swinging the load to the upper, who swings
it lo the trough, and hands « back. DAVID
approaching.

1sT HERDSMAN . Ya! David missed her.

2ND HERDSMAN  Let hum get her sister—Oh | Oh-oh-h |

1sT TERDSMAN  Ya ! David missed her.

2ND HERDSMAN . Let him get her sister—Oh-h-h-h |

(Continue several tumes )

I1sT MaIDEN  How long, O Herdsman !

2ND HERDSMAN : Ho-0-0! Enough!

18T HERDSMAN {coming up) - Ya !l David missed her !
[MAIDENS run away jfrom him

1sT MAIDLN Ho, thou! Seest thou not David ?

1sT HERDSMAN  Yea, heisthere! Ho! Dawvid! And
hast thou missed her ?

[MaIDENS laugh.

DAVID . What sayest thou, O Man ?

1sT BERDsMAN - Thou hast missed her—say |—am I not
right ?

pavip : And whom have I mussed ?

18T HERDSMAN : Wellah! And knowest thou not ?

DAVID : Nay !

1sT HERDSMAN  Wellah ! But Merab, the King’s elder
daughter ! Wellah! We feasted her week half a

266
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mobn ago, whilst you and your men were gone forth
against the Philistines. Wellah, man, and didst thou
not know ?

DAVID : Sayest thou so ?

1sT HERDSMAN : Wellah! And 15 1t not so? Say,
Maidens, hath not Adriel the Meholathite got Merab,
Saul’s daughter, to wife ? And hath he not spent
his week with her ? Wellah, thou art ousted from
that bed, O David

DAVID : And hath the King given his daughter Merab
unto Adriel the Meholathite ! Wellah, shall he not
do as he choose, with his own ?

1sT HERDSMAN Ay, wellah, shall he! But thou wert
promised And in thy stead, another hath gone mn
unto her Is 1t not so, O Maidens ? Sleeps not
Merab in the tent of Adriel the Meholathite ?

1sT MAIDEN . Yea, the King hath married her to the
man.

DAVID . And sings she as she shakes his butter-skin ?

1st MAIDEN  Nay, as yct she sings not But if David
sits here beneath the tree, she will come with her jar.
Nay, 1s that not Adnel the Meholathite himself,
coming forth ? O Herdsman, drive not the cattle as
yet to the drinking troughs ! (Goes down and fills her
putcher )

28D MAIDEN . Will David sit awhile beneath the tree ?

pavip  Yea

2ND MAIDEN © Then shall Michal, daughter of Saul,
come hther with her water-jar Isit well, O David ?

pAVID : Yea, 1t is very well,

[MAIDEN goes down with her patcher.
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ADRIEL : Ha, David! And art thou returned ? Fhave
not seen thee before the King.

DAvVID : Ireturned but yesterday. And I saw the King
at the dawn. Now art thou become a great man in
Israel, O Adrel, and son-in-law to the King. How
fareth Merab 1n the tents of the Meholathite ?

ADRIEL : Yea, and blithely. And to-morrow eveninthe
early day will I set her on an ass, and we will get us
to my father’s house. For heis old, and the charge of
his possessions 1s heavy upon him, and he fain would
see hus daughter Merab, who shall bring him sons—
sons to gladden him  And she shall have her hand-
maidens about her, and her store-barns of wool, and
corn, and clotted figs, and bunches of raisins, all her
wealth she shall see 1n store !

DAVID . May she live content, and bring thee sons, even
males of worth

ADRIEL . The Lord grant i1t ! And thou hast come home
once more with spoil! How thou chastenest the
Philistine ! Yea, and behold, the King hath delight
i thee, and all his servants love thee! Lo ' Tamthe
King’s son-in-law, of Merab Now, therefore, be thou
also the King’s son-1n-law, for there 1s yet a daughter.

DpAVID - Seemeth 1t to you a ight thing, to be the King’s
son-in-law, seeing that I am a poor man, and hghtly
esteemed ?

ADRIEL . By my beard, the King delighteth 1n thee, and
all his servants love thee. There 1s no man 1n Israel
more fit to take a daughter of the King.

pAVID : Yea, there be men of mighty substance such
as thou, whose flocks have not been counted, and who
send men-at-arms pricking with iron lance-points, to
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thd King’s service. But what have 1, save the bare
hands and heart of a faithful servant ?

ADRIEL : Nay, thy name 1s high among men. But lo !
here cometh Saul, as he hath promised. He 1s coming
out to my tents. I will go forward to bring him 1n.
Come thou ?

paviD : Nay! Leave me here.

[Exit ADRIEL

1sT HERDSMAN I have heard the mouth of Adnel, O
David! Surely he 1s the King’s listener

pavib . And thou! Who made thee a histener ?

1sT HERDSMAN Nay, I must guard the water-troughs
till the cattle have drunk Adriel hath flocks and
men-servants, but David hath the Lord, and the
hearts of all Israel! Better a brave and bright man,
with a face that shines to the heart, than a great
owner of troops and herds, who struts with arms
akimbo As I plant this driving-stick in the soft
earth, so hath the Lord planted David in the heart
of Israel 1 say Stick, may thou flourish! May
thou bud and blossom and be a great tree For thou
artnot asthejaselin of Saul, levelled at David’s bosom.

DAVID Peace! Saul cometh.

1sT HERDSMAN Wellah! And I will go down to the
water. (Goes to the well )

pAvID The Lord strengthen the King.

SAUL * Art thou my son, David ? Yea, David, have
they told thee, I have married my daughter Merab
unto Adriel the Meholathite, even to him who stands
here ?

pAVID © Yea, O Saul! They told me the King’s
pleasure. May the Lord bless thy house for ever !
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sauL: Have I not promised my daughter unto fhee ?
But my servants tell me the heart of Michal goes
forth wishful unto David. Say now, 1s she farr in
thine eyes ?

DAVID : Yea! Yea, O King, yea!

SAUL. When the new moon shows her tender horns
asbove the west, thou shalt this day be my son-in-law
n one of the twain.

DAVID . Let thy servant but serve the King !

saus: Yea, an thou serve me, 1t shall be on the day of
the new moon

DAVID Yea, will I serve without fail.

SAUL: So be1t!

[Exit with ADRIEL.

HERDSMAN (comang up) Now 1s David the richest man
mm Israel —in promises! Wilt thou not sell me a
King’s promise, for this my camel-stick ?

paviD : It s well.

HERDSMAN  Sayest thou? Then 1t 1s a bargamn ?
Wellah ! Take my stick It 1s worth the word of
a King.

DAVID . Peace !

HERDSMAN : Thou meanest war '

pavip: How?

HERDSMAN If thou get her, 1t 1s war If thou get her
not, 1t 1s more war. Sayest thou peace ?

MATDENS (rumnang). Oh, master David, hath Saul
passed with Adriel ?

HERDSMAN * They have passed, letting fall promuses as
the goat droppeth pills.

pAvID : Peace, O Man !
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l(AID%N + Oh, thaster David, shall Michal come forth to
fill her water-jar ? For Merab 1s setting meats before
the King, in the booth of Adriel. Oh, Dawvid, shall
Michal bring her jar to the well ?

HERDSMAN : Ay, wellah, shall she! And I will hold
back the .cattle this Dittle while, for I hear their
volces.

[Exat.
pAVID - Run back quickly and let her come

[Ezit MAIDEN.

DAVID (alone) - Lord! dost Thou send this marden to
me ? My entrails strain 1n me, for Michal, daughter
of Saul. Lord God of my Salvation, my wanting of
this maiden 1s next to my wanting Thee. My body 1s
a strung bow. Lord, let me shoot mine arrow unto
this mark. Thou fillest me with desire as with
thunder, Thy lightning 1s 1n my lomns, and my breast
Iike a cloud leans forward for her Lord! Lord!
Thy lett hand 1s about her middle, and Thy right
hand grasps my hfe So Thou bringest us together
in Thy secret self, that it may be fulfilled for Thee
m us. Lord of the Great Wish, I will not let
her go.

MICHAL (entering—covering her chan and throat with her
kerchief) - Wilt thou let me pass to fill my jar, O thou
stranger ?

pAvVID - Come, Michal, and T will fill thy jar

[She comes forward—he takes her jar and goes
down the steps. Returning he sets it on the ground at
hus feet.

MICHAL : Oh, David! And art thou still unslain ?
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DAVID : As the Lord wills, no man shall slay me.{ And
livest thou 1n thine house lonely, without thy sister
Merab ?

MICHAL + Isthy heart sore in thee, David, that thou hast
lost Merab ? Her heart 1s gentle, and she sighed for
thee But e’en she obeyed. .

pAvID  She hath a man of more substance than Dawvid.
And my heart 1s very glad on her account.

MIchAL - It 1s well.

DAVID + O Michal, didst thou come willingly to the well,
when the maiden told thee I waited here ?

micuAL © Yea, willingly.

pAvID . O Michal, my heart runs before me, when 1t
sees thee far off, like one cager to come to his own
place Oh, thou with the great eyes of the wilderness,

shall my heart leap to thee, and shall thou not say
Nay! to it ?

MicHAL © What said my father, O David, when he
passed ?

DAVID - He said when the new moon showeth her
horns in the west, on this day shalt thou surely be my
son-in-law of one of the twain.

micual  Yea, and 1s thy heart uplifted, to be a King’s
son-in-law ?

DAVID - So she be Michal, my body 1s uphfted hke the
sail of a ship when the wind arouses

MIcHAL Nay, thou art a seeker of honours! Merab
had been just as well to thy liking.

pavip. Ah,no! Ah! Ah! Merab s gentle and good,
and my heart softened with kindness for her, as a
man unto a woman But thou art hike the msmg
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mopn, that maketh the imbs of the mountain glisten,
O Michal, we twain are upon the hillsides of the Lord,
and surely He will bring our strength together!

MICHAL : Andif the Lord God say thee nay !

pavip : He will not. He hath thy hfe in His left hand,
and my Lfe He holdeth in His right hand. And
surely He will lay us together mn the secret of His
desire, and 1 shall come unto thee by the Lord’s
domng.

MmicHAL © Butif He say thee nay, thou wilt let me go.

paviD Thou knowest not the Lord my God. The
flame He kindles He will not blow out. He 1s not
yea-and-nay ' But my Lord my God loveth a bright
desire and yearneth over a great Wish, for 1ts fulfil-
ment Oh, the Lord my God 15 a glowing flame and
He loveth all things that do glow. So loves He thee,
Michal, O woman before me, for thou glowest hke
a young tree m full flower, with flowers of gold and
scarlet, and dark leaves O thou young pomegranate
tree, lowers and fruit together show on thy body.
And flame calleth to flame, for flame 1s the body of
God, hike flowers of flame Oh, and God 1s a great
Wish, and a great Desire, and a pure flame for ever.
Thou art kindled of the Lord, O Michal, and He will
not let thee go.

MICHAL: Yet the Lord Himself will not marry me.

DAVID : I will marry thee, for the Lord hath kindled me
unto thee, and hath saxd  Go to her, for the fruits of
the pomegranate are ripe.

MIcHAL © Wil thou not seek me for thyself ?

DAVID . Yea, for my very self ; and for my very self ;
and for the Lord’s own self in me.
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MicHAL : Ever thou puttest the Lord between me and
thee.

pAvID : The Lord 1s a sweet wind that fills thy bosom
and thy belly as the sail of a ship ; so I see thee sailing
delicately towards me, borne onwards by my Lord.

MICHAL. Oh, David, would the new- moon were
come! For I fear my father, and I misdoubt his
hindrances.

pavip Thinkest thou, he would marry thee away, as
Merab ?

micuaL  Nay, but thou must make a song, and sing it
before all Israel, that Michal 1s thine by the King’s
promise, no man shall look on her but Dawid.

pAVID - Yea'! T will makeasong And yea, I will not
let thee go  Thou shalt come to me as wife, and I will
know thee, and thou shall lie 1n my bosom. Yea !
As the Lord liveth !

MICHAL : And as the Lord hiveth, not even my father
shall constrain me, to give me to another man, before
the new moon showeth her horns

pavib It is well, O Michal ' O Michal, wife of David,
thou shalt sleep in my tent ! In the tent of the men
of war, beside the sword of David, Michal sleeps, and
the hand of David 1s upon her hip. He has sealed her
with his seal, and Michal of Dawvid 1s her name, and
kingdoms shall he bring down to her. Michal of
David shall bloessom in the land, her name shall
blossom mn the mouths of soldiers as the rose of
Sharon after raimn  And men-at-arms shall shout her
name, like a victory cry 1t shall be heard And she
shall be known 1n the land but as Michal of Dawvid ;
blossom of God, keeper of David’s nakedness.
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MICHAL : They shall not reive me from thee.—1I see men
coming.

DAVID : Wilt thou go ?

MICHAL - I shall call my maidens. So ho! So ho!
(Waves the end of her kerchief )

HERDSMAN (entering) There are two captains, servants
of Saul, coming even now from the booths of the
Meholathite, where the King 1s

MICHAL : Yes, let them come, and we will hear the words
they put forth.

HERDSMAN And the cattle are being driven round by
the apricot garden They will soon be here.

pAVID * In two words we shall have the mind of Saul
from these captans

MAIDENS (entering— runmng) O Michal, men are
approaching |

MICHAL : Fill you your jar, and with one ear let us
hsten. David stays under the tree

18T MaIDEN  Stars are 1n thine eyes, O Michal, hike a
love mght !

28D MAIDEN Oh! and the perfume of a new-opened
flower ! What sweetness has she heard ?

8rD MAIDEXN © Oh, say! what words hike honey, and
like new sweet dates of the Oasis, hath Dawid the
singer sa1d to Michal ? Oh, that we might have heard !

18T cAPTAIN (enfering) David 1s still at the well ?

DAVID Yea, after war and foray, happy 1is the homely
passage at the well ?

2ND cAPTAIN : Wilt thou return to the King’s house
with us, and we will tell thee what 1s toward . even
the words of Saul concerning thee.
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DAVID : Say on! For I must in the other way,

1sT capTAIN : The King dehghteth in thee more than in
any man of Israel For no man layeth low the King’s
enemies hke David, in the land.

DAVID : Sayest thou so ?

1sT capTaiN : Yea! And when the new moon shows
her horns shalt thou be son-in-law to Saul, in his
daughter Michal.

pAvID As the Lord, and the King, willeth Saul hath
said as much to me, even now Yet I am a poor man,
and how shall the King at last accept me ?

2~D cAPTAIN - This too hath Saul considered. And he
hath said  Tell my son David, the King desireth not
any bride-money, nay, neither sheep nor oxen nor
asses, nor any substance of hr1s But an hundred
foreskins of the Philistines shall he bring to the King,
to be avenged of his enemies

1sT caPTAIN  So said the King Before the new moon,
as she cometh, sets on her first might, shall Davnid
bring the foreskins of an hundred Philistines unto
Saul And that night shall Saul deliver Michal, his
daughter, unto David, and she shall sleep n David’s
house

28D caPTain  And Israel shall be avenged of her
enemies

pavID . Hath the King verily sent this message to me ?

1sT capraIN . Yea, he hath sent 1t, and a 1mg from his
own hand Lo!' here 1t 1s' Yor said Saul Let
Dawvid keep this for a pledge between me and him,
mn this matter. And when he returneth, he shall give
me my ring again, and the foreskins of the Philistine,
and I will ;ive him my daughter Michal to wife.
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DAVID,: Yea! Then I must hence, and call my men,
and go forth against the Philistine. For while the
nights are yet moonless, and without point of moon,
will I return with the tally.

[Eaat.

2ND capTain  Yea, he 1s gone on the King’s errand.
18T cApTAIN * Lct him meet what the King wishes.
[Exeunt

HERDSMAN  Yeca, I know what ye would have. Ye
would slay David with the sword of the Philistine,
For who keeps promise with a dead man! (micmaLn
and MAIDLNS edge i) Hast thou heard, O Michal ?
David 1s gone forth agaimnst the Philistine. For Saul
asketh an hundred foreskins of the enemy as thy
bride-money Is it not a tall dowry ?

micual.  Yea ! hath my father done this!

HERDSMAN  Wellah, hath he! For dead men marry no
king’s daughters And the spear of some Philistine
shall beget death mn the body of David Thy father
hath made thee dear !

MicuAL  Nay, he hath made my name cheap 1n all
Isracl.

23D HERDSMAN {entering)  Run, Maidens! The cattle
are coming round the wall, athirst !

MAIDENS (shouldering thewr jars): Away! Away!

[Lraeunt

CURTAIN



SCENE XIII

A room wn DaVID’S house wn Gilgal. Almost dark.
DAVID alone, speaking softly  an wmage wn a corner.

DAVID Give ear to my words, O Lord,:" consider my
meditation.

Hearken unto the voice of my ery, my King, and my
God : for unto thee will I pray

My voice shalt thou hear in the morming, O Lord ; 1n
the morning will 1 direct my prayer unto thee,
and will look up.

For thou art not a God that hath pleasure in wicked-
ness * neither shall evil dwell with thee.

The foolish shall not stand in thy sight . thou hatest
all workers of iniquity.

Thou shalt destroy them that speak leasing . the Lord
will abhor the bloody and deceitful man

But as for me, I will come into thy house in the
multitude of thy mercy and in thy fear will I
worship toward thy holy temple.

Lead me, O Lord, in thy rnighteousness, because of
mine enemies ; make thy way straight before
my face.

For there 1s no farthfulness in their mouth ; their
mmward part 1s very wickedness; their throat
15 an open sepulchre they flatter with their
tongue.

Destroy thou them, O God ; let them fall by their
own counsels, cast them out in the multitude
of their transgressions, for they have rebelled
aganst thee
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But let all those that put their trust in thee rejoice :
let them ever shout for joy, because thou de-
fendest them : let them also that love thy name
be joyful in thee.

For thou, Lord, wilt bless the rnighteous ; with favour
wilt thou compass him, as with a shield.

[Pause.

Nay Lord, I am Thy anointed, and Thy son. With the
ol of anomtment hast Thou begotten me. Oh, T am
twice begotten of Jesse, and of God ! I go forthasa
son of God, and the Loid 1s with me Yet for this
they hate me, and Saul seeks to destroy me. What
can I do, O Lord, 1n this pass ?

[Enter Micuar, through curtam at side, with
tray and lamp.

micuaL The dawn s at hand. Art thou not famnt with
this long watching before the Lord ? Oh! why wilt
thou leave thy bed and thy pleasure of the night, to
speak out 1into the empty, chill hour towards
morning ? Come then, cat of the food which I have
brought

pavip . I will not eat now, for my soul still yearns
away from me

Micnal  Art thou sick ?
paviD : Yea! My soul 1s sick
MIcHAL : Why ?

pavip © Nay, thou knowest. Thy father hates me
beyond measure.

micHAL . But I love you.
DAVID (fakes her hand) : Yea !
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MICHAL : Is it nothing to you that Michal is your wife
and loves you ?

pAvID ¢ Venly, 1t 1s not nothing. But, Michal, what
will come to me at last ? From moon to moon Saul’s
anger waxes I shall lose my Ife at last. And what
good shall I be to thee then ? )

MICHAL : Ah, no! Ah, no! Never shall I see thee dead.
First thou shalt see me dead. Never, never shall I
tear my hair for thee, as a widow. It shall not be.
If thou go hence, 1t shall not be into death.

DAVID : Yet death 1s near From month to month,
since I came back with the foreskins of the Philistine,
and got thee to wife, Saul has hated me more. Michal
loves Dawvid, and Saul’s hate waxes greater. Jonathan
loves David, and the King commands Jonathan,
saying . There, where thou seest him, there shalt
thou slay Dawid.

MicHAL My father 1s no more a man. He s given over
entirely to evil spirits But Jonathan will save thee
through 1t all.

DAVID * The Lord will save me. And Jonathan 1s
dearer to me than a heart’s brother.

MiciAL Think, O husband, if Saul hateth thee, how
Michal and Jonathan, who are children of Saul, do
love thee.

pAvID : Yea, verily ! It 1s like the rainbow 1n the sky
unto me. But, O Michal, how shall we win through ?
I have loved Saul. And I have not 1t in me to hate
him. Only his perpetual anger puts on me a sur-
passing heaviness, and a wearmess, so my flesh
wearles upon my bones.
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MICHAL : But why ? Why ? Why does it matter to
thee? I love thee, all the time—Jonathan loves
thee—thy men love thee. Why does the frenzy
of one distracted man so trouble thee ? Why ? Itis
out of all measure.

DAVID : Nay; he1s Saul, and the Lord’s anointed. And
he 1s King over all Israel.

MIcHAL: And what then ? He is no man among men
any more. Ewvil possesses him. Why heed him,
and wake in the night for him ?

DAVID : Because he 1s the Lord’s anointed, and one
day he will kill me.

MicHAL . He will never kill thee. Thou sayest thyself
the Lord will prevent him And if not the Lord, then
I will prevent him—for I am not yet nothing n
Gilgal. And Jonathan will prevent him. And the
captains will prevent htm  And art thou not also
the Lord’s anointed ? And will not the Lord set thee
King on the hill of Zion, 1n thine own Judah ?

DAVID : O Michal! O Michal! That the hand of the
Lord’s anointed should be lfted against the Lord’s
anomted ! What can I do ? For Saul 1s the Lord’s,
and I may not even see an enemy 1n him. I cannot
verily ! Yet he seeks to slay me Al these months
since he gave thee to me, after I brought the foreskins
of the Philistine for thy dowry, he has hated me more,
and sought my life Before the moon of our marriage
was waned away thy father commanded his servants,
and even Jonathan, to slay David on that spot where
they should find him. So Jonathan came to me in
haste and secret, and sent me away into the fields
by night and hid me. Yea, before the month of our

T
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marriage was finished I had to flee from thee in the
might, and leave my place cold.

MICHAL : But not for long. Not for long. Jonathan
persuaded my father, so he took thee back. Even
he loved thee again.

DAVID : Yea, healsoloves me ! But Saul s a man falling
backward down a deep pit, that must e’en clutch
what 1s nearest hum, and drag 1t down along with
him.

micHAL: But Saul swore: As the Lord hveth, David
shall not be slain,

DAVID : Ay, he swore. But before two moons were
passed his brow was black again. And when the
season of the year came, that the Xings of the
Phihstme go forth, I went up against them, and fought.
The months of the fighting I fought with them, and
all the people rejoiced But I saw with a sinking
heart the face of Saul blacken, blacken darker with
greater hate ! Yea, he hath loved me, as the Lord’s
anomted must love the Lord’s anomnted. But Saul
1s shppmg backward down the pit of despair, away
from God. And each time he strives to come forth,
the loose earth yields beneath his feet, and he shdes
deeper. So the upreach of his love fails hum, and the
downshde of his hate 1s great and greater in weight,
I cannot hate hin—nor love him—but, O Michal, 1
am oppressed with a horror of him.

MICHAL: Nay, do not dwell on him.

DAVID : And the year went round its course, and once
more there was war with the Philistine. And once
more we prevalled, in the Lord. And once more the
armies shouted my name. And once more I came
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home to thee—and thou didst sing. And my heart
did sing above thee. But as a bird hushes when the
shadow of the hawk dances upon him from heaven,
my heart went hushed under the shadow of Saul.
And my heart could not sing between thy breasts,
as 1t wanted to, even the heart of a8 brnndegroom. For
the shadow of Saul was upon 1t.

MICHAL : Oh, why do you care ? Why do you care ?
Why do you not love me and never care ?

DAVID : Itis not in me. I have been blithe of thy love
and thy body. But now three days ago, even imn the
midst of my blitheness, Saul agamn threw his javelin
at me— yea, even 1n the feast. And I am marked
among all men. And the end draws mgh —For
scarce may I leave this house, lest at some corner
they slay me.

MicBAL : What end, then ? What end draws nigh ?

pavID : I must get me gone. I must go mto the
wilderness.

MICHAL (weeping) Oh, bitter! Bitter! My joy has
been torn from me, as an eagle tears a lamb from the
ewe. I have no joy in my life, nor in the body of my
lord and my husband. A serpent is hid 1n my mar-
riage bed, my joy 1s venomed. Oh, that they had
wed me to a man that moved me not, rather than be
moved to so much hurt,

pAVID . Nay, nay! Oh, nay, nay! Between me and
thee 1s no bitterness, and between my body and thy
body there 1s constant joy | Nay, nay! Thou art a
flame to me of man’s forgetting, and God’s presence.
Nay, nay ! Thou shalt not weep for me, for thou art
8 delight to me, even a delight and a forgetting.
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MicHAL: No! No! Thou leavest me in the night, to
make prayers and moaning before the Lord. Oh, that
thou hadst never married in thy body the daughter of
thine enemy !

DAVID : Say not so, 1t 1s & wrong thing , thou art sweet
to me, and all my desire.

MICHAL ; It 1s not true ! Thou moanest, and leavest me
in the might, to fall before the Lord.

DAVID - Yea, trouble 1s come upon me. And I must
take my trouble to the Lord. But thy breasts are
my bhiss and my forgetting. Oh, do not remember
my complaimng | But let thyself be sweet to me, and
let me sleep among the hlies.

micHAL : Thou wilt reproach me again with my father.

DAVID : Ah, no! Ah, never I reproached thee! But
now I can forget, I can forget all but thee, and the
blossom of thy sweetness Oh, come with me, and let
me know thee For thou art ever again as new to me.

MICHAL (rising as he takes her hand) Nay, thou wilt
turn the bitterness of thy spirit upon me again.

pavID : Ah, no! I will not! But the gate of my hfe
can I open to thee again, and the world of bitterness
shall be gone under as 1n a flood

MICHAL : And wilt thou not leave me ?

paviD : Nay, hft up thy voice no more, for the hour of
speech has passed.

[Ezeunt through curtain at back.
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The same room, unchanged, an hour or so later  but the
grey hght of day. A WOMAN-SERVANT comes tn.
There w a wooden wmage 1n a corner.

WOMAN-SERVANT : Yea, the highted lamp, and the food !
My lord David hath kept watch again before the
Lord, and tears will fall in Michal’s bosom, and darken
her heart ! Aiee! Aiee! That Saul should so hate
the life of David! Surely the evil spirits are strong
upon the King.

BOY (entering) Jonathan, the King’s son, 1s below,
knocking softly at the door.

WOMAN-SERVANT Go! Open swiftly, and make fast
agamn  Aiee! Alce:' My lord Jonathan comes too
early for a pleasure visit I will see if they sleep.
(Goes through the curtain.)

[Enter JONATHAN JONATHAN stands sulent,
penswve  Goes to window. Re-enter WOMAN-
SERVANT  She starts, seeing JONATHAXN—then puts
her hand on her mouth

WOMAN-SERVANT O my lord Jonathan! Hush |

JONATHAN : They are sleeping still ?

WOMAN-sERVANT  They are sleeping the marrage
sleep. David hath even watched before the Lord,
in the night But now with Michal he sleeps the
marnage sleep 1n the lands of peace Now grant a
son shall come of 1t, to ease the gnawing of Michal’s
heart.

JONATHAN : What gnaws in Michal’s heart ?

285
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WOMAN-SERVANT : Ah, my lord, her love even for
Dawid, that will not be appeased. If the Giver gave
her a son, so should her love for David abate, and
cease to gnaw in her.

JONATHAN : But why should it gnaw in her ? Hath she
not got him, and the joy of him ?

WOMAN-SERVANT : O Jonathan, she 15 even as the house
of Saul. What she hath cannot appease her.

JONATHAN What then would she more ?

woOMAN-SERVANT She 15 of the house of Saul, and her
very love 1s pain to her. Each cloud that crosses her
is another death of her love. Ah, 1t 1s better to let
love come and to let 1t go, even as the winds of the
hills blow along the heavens. The sun shines, and 1s
dulled, and shines agamn; 1t 1s the day, and 1its
alterings ; and after, 1t 1s night.

JONATHAN . David and Michal are asleep ?

WOMAN-SERVANT In the marrage sleep. Oh, break it
not |

JONATHAN : The sun will soon nse Lo! this house 1s
upon the wall of the city, and the fields and the hills
lie open

WOMAN-SERVANT . Shall I bring food to Jonathan ?

JoNATHAN Nay! Hark! Men are crying at the city’s
western gate, to open The day 1s beginning.

WOMAN-SERVANT * May 1t bring good to this house !

JONATHAN : It 1s hke to bring evil,

WOMAN-SERVANT : Ah, my lord !

DAVID (appearing through the curtain at the back):
Jonathan !

JONATHAN * David ! Thou art awake |



DAVID 287

pavio (laughing): Yea! Am I not? Thou art my
brother Jonathan, art thou not ? (They embrace.)

JONATHAN : O Dawid, the darkness was upon my
father in the might, and he hath again bid slay thee.
Leave not the house. Unbar not the door! Watch !
And be teady to flee! If armed men stand round
the door (MicHAL appears), then let down the boy
from the window, and send instantly to me. I will
come with thy men and with mine, and we will
withstand the hosts of Saul, if need be.

MicHAL : Is something new toward ?

JONATHAN - My father bade his men take David, and
slay him 1n the dawn. I must away, lest they see
that I have warned thee. Farewell, O Davnid |

DAVID * Farewell, my brother Jonathan! But I will
come down the stair with thee [Ezeunt.

micual  Yea! Yea! So sure as 1t 1s well between me
and him, so sure as we have peace 1n one another, so
sure as we are together—comes this evil wind, and
blows upon us! And oh, T am weary of my Iife, be-
cause of 1t !

WOMAN-SERVANT Alee! Aiee! Say not so, O Michal!
For thy days are many before thee.

micnal  This time, an they take him, they will surely
kil] him

WOMAN-SERVANT  Sayest thou so! Oh, why, in the
Lord’s name !

MIcHAL: I know 1t If they take him this time, he is
lost.

WOMAN-SERVANT . Oh, then shall they surely not take
him ! Oh, but what shall we do ?
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MICHAL : Creep thou on the roof ! Let no man see thee.
And there he: watch if armed men approacB the
house.

DAVID (entersng) : Thereis no one there,

MICHAL : They will come as the sun comes. (To
woMAN.) Go thou and watch.

WOMAN-SERVANT : Verily I will! [Exat,

micHAL O Dawvid! So sure as 1t 1s springtime 1n me,
and my body blossoms like an almond-tree, comes this
evil wind upon me, and withers my bud! Oh, how
can I bring forth children to thee when the spear of
this vexation each times pierces my womb ?

pAvVID * Trouble not thyself, my flower. No wind
shall wither thee

MICHAL - Oh, but I know This time, an they take thee,
thou shalt lose thy hfe.—And Jonathan will not
save thee.

pAVID . Nay ! Be not afraid for me.

micHAL: Yes! I am afraid! I am afraid! Ho! Ho,
there! (Claps her hands. Enter Boy. To BOY.)
Bring the water-skin for thy master, filled with
water. And his pouch with bread-—for he goeth on a
journey.—O David! Dawvid! Now take thy cloak,
and thy bow, and thy spear, and put on thy shoes.
For thou must go! Jonathan cannot avail thee this
time.

DAVID : Nay ! Why shall I flee, when the sun 1s nsing ?

micHAL: Yea! If thou go not before the sun 1s here
m the morning shalt thou be slain  Oh make ready !
Thy shoes ! Put them on! (pAvID reluctantly obeys.)
Thy cloak, so they shall not know thee ! (He puts
on.) Thy spear and bow !
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BOY (entering) : Here 1s the pouch and the water-flask.

MICHAL : Run, bring figs and dry curds. Dost thou
hear aught at the door ?

BOY : Naught! {Ext.

MICHAL : O David, art thou ready ! Oh, that thou
leavest me'! :

DpAvID : I need not go! Yea, to comfort thee, I will go
to the place that Jonathan knoweth of, and thou
shalt send thither for me, Or wilt thou

WOMAN-SERVANT (re-entering) O Michall O Dawnd,
master | There be men-at-arms approaching, under
the wall, and walking by stealth. Oh, flee! Oh, flee!
for they mean thy hfe.

MIcHAL Now must thou go by the window, into the
fields. I seethe sun’s first ghtter Even for this hour
bave I kept the new rope ready. (She fastens the
rope to a stout stake,and flings the ends from the window.
Tovnavin ) Go! Go! Swiftly be gone!

paviD . I will come agaimn to thee. Sooner or later as
the Lord liveth, T will take thee agamn to me, unto
my bed and my body.

MicHAL . Hark ! They knock ! Ha—al

BOY (entering) - There are men at the door!

MICHAL . Go! Call to them! Ask what they want!
But touch thou not the door !

[DAVID meanwhile climbs through the window—
the stake holds the rope

WOMAN-SERVANT (clumbing wth her hands): So! Sol
So! My lord Dawnid! So! So! Swmg him not
against the wall, O spiteful rope. So! So! He kicks
free! Yea! And God be praised, he 1s on the ground,
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looking an instant at his hands. So he looks up and

departs ! Lifts his hand and departs ! *
MICHAL : Is he gone ? Draw m the rope, and hide 1t safe.
WOMAN-SERVANT : That I will!

[Meanwhile MicHAL has flung back the curtain of
the recess where the low earthen bank of the bed is
seen with skins and covers. She takes the wooden
wmage of a god and lays it wn the bed, puts a pillow
at its head, and draws the bed-cover high over .

MICHAL (to herself): Yea, and my house’s god which is
n my house, shall lie in my husband’s place, and the
mmage of my family god, which came of old from my
mother’s house, shall deceive them ¥or my house
has 1ts own gods, vea, from of old {enter Boy), and
shall they forsake me ?

BOY * They demand to enter The King asketh for
David, that he go before the King’s presence.

MICHAL. Go thou, say to them My lord and my
master, David, 1s sick 1n his bed.

Boy I will say that. [Ezut.

WOMAN-SERVANT  Sit thou migh the bed And if they
still will come up thou shalt say he sleepeth

MICHAL Yea, will I  (Suf¢ by bed) O god of my
household, O god of my mother’s house, O god 1n the
bed of Dawvid, save me now |

[Enter BOY

BOY : They will e’en set eyes on my master.

MICHAL . Stay! Say to them, that their captains shall
come up, two only © but softly, for my lord David
hath been sick these three days, and at last sleepeth,

BoY : I will tell them. [Ezat.
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WOMAN-SERVANT : And I too will go bid them hush.
! [Exit. MICHAL sits in silence.

[Enter two cAPTAINS with the WOMAN-SERVANT.

WOMAN-SERVANT : There he sleepeth in the bed.
MICHAL : Sh-h-h! i
18T capTAIN : I will go even now and tell the King.

[Exeunt the CAPTAINS after a pause.
CURTAIN

[Curtain rises afler a short time on same scene.

WOMAN-SERVANT (rushing in) - They are coming again
down the street, but boldly now.

MICHAL : Yea! Let them come ! By this time 1s David
beyond their reach, in the secret place.

WOMAN-SERVANT * Oh, and what shall befall thee ! Oh't

MicHAL * I am the King’s daughter., Even Saul shall
not Iift is hand against me. Go down thou to the
door, and hold the men whilst thou mayst Why
should we admit them forthwith * Say that Michal
is performing her ablutions.

wOMAN-SERVANT : Will T not ! [Exu.

MmicHAL * And shall I strip the bed ? They will search
the house and the fields. Nay, I will leave 1t, and
they shall see how they were fools. O teraphim, O
my god of my own house, hinder them and help me,
O thou my teraphim, watch for me!

[Sound of knocking below.

VOICE OF SERVANT: Ho, ye! Who knocks, in the
Lord’s name ?
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VOICE OF CAPTAIN : Open! Open ye ! In the name of
the King. f

VOICE OF SERVANT : What would ye n this house of
sickness ?

VOICE OF CAPTAIN : Open, and thou shalt know.

VOICE OF SERVANT : I may not open, save Michal nd
me.

voIcE OF CAPTAIN Then id Michal bid thee open
forthwith.

VOICE OF SERVANT : O thou captain of the loud shout,
surely thou wert here before! XKXnow then, my
master 1s sick, and my mistress performeth her
ablutions in the sight of the Lord At this moment
may I not open

VOICE OF CAPTAIN . An thou open not, 1t shall cost thee.

VOICE OF SERVANT ° Nay, now, 1s not my mistress
King’s daughter, and 1s not her command laid on
me ? O Captan, wilt thou hold 1t against me, who
tremble between two terrors ?

voICE OF¥ CAPTAIN Tremble shalt thou, when the
terror nips thee. FE’en open the door, lest we break
1t 1n.

VOICE OF SERVANT : Oh, what uncouth man 1s this, that
will break down the door of the King’s daughter, and
she naked at her bath, before the Lord !

VOICE OF cAaPTAIN We do but the King’s bidding.

VOICE OF SERVANT How can that be ? What, did the
King mmdeed bid ye break down the door of his
daughter’s house, and she uncovered i the Lord’s
sight, at her ablutions ?

vOIcE OF CAPTAIN: Yea! The King bade us bring
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before him instantly the bed of Dawid, and David
upoﬁ the bed !

VOICE OF SERVANT ;: Oh, now, what unseemly thing 1s
this!| Hath not the King legs long enough ? And
can he not walk hither on his feet # Oh, send, fetch
the King, I pray thee; thou Captamn Say, I pray
thee, that Michal prays the King come hither.

VOICE OF CAPTAIN : Word shall be sent. Yet open now
this door, that the bird escapes me not.

vOICE OF SERVANT O Captain! And i1s my master
then a bird? O would he were, even the young
eagle, that he might spread wing! O man, hast
thou no fear what may befall thee, that you namest
David a bird ? O Israel, uncover now thine ear !

VvOICE OF cApPTAIN I name him not

VOICE OF SERVANT And what would ye, with this bird
my master! Oh, the Lord forbid that any man
should call him a bird |

VOICE Or CAPTAIN We e’en must bring him upon
his bed before the King

VOICE OF SERVANT Now what 1s this! Will the King
heal him with mighty spells ? Or 1s David on his
sick-bed to be carried before the people, that they
may know his plight ? What new wonder 1s this ?

VOICE OF cAPTAIN I cannot say—— Yet I will wait
no longer.

micHAL Open, Maiden! Let them come up

VOICE OF SCRVANT . Oh, my mistress crieth unto me,
that I open. Yea, O Michal, I will e’en open to these
men. For who dare look aslant at the King’s
daughter ?
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CAPTAIN (eniering, followed by soldiers): 1Is Davi'd still
in the bed ? An he cannot rise, will we carry him
upon the bed, before the King.

MICEAL : Now what 1s this ?

cAPTAIN : Sleeps he yet ? Ho, David, sleepest thou ?

2ND SOLDIER : We will take up the bed, and wake him,

8RrD SOLDIER : He stirs not at all,

CAPTAIN (fo micHAL) : Yea, rouse him and tell him the
King’s will.

MicHAL : I will not rouse hum,

CAPTAIN (gowng to the bed) : Ho, thou! Hol Dawidl
(He suddenly pulls back the bed-cover.) What 1s this ?
(Sudden loud shrilug laughter from the WOMAN-
SERVANT, who flees when the men look round.)

SOLDIERS (crowding) : We are decetved Ha-ha! Itis
a man of wood and a goats’-hair bolster | Ha-ha-ha !
What husband 1s this of Michal’s ?

MICHAL . My teraphim, and the god of my house.

CcAPTAIN : Where hast thou hidden Dawid ?

MicHAL : I have not hidden him.

[Pause.

VOICE OF SAUL (on the stawr): Why tarry ye here?
What! Must the King come on his own errands ?
(sauL enters.) And are ye here ?

MicHAL: The Lord strengthen thee, my Father.

sauL: Ha! Michal! And can then David not rise
from hus bed, when the King sendeth for hum ?

capTAIN : Lol O King! Behold the sick man on the
bed ! We are deceived of Michal.

SAUL: Whatisthis ? (Filangs the vmage across the room.)
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MICHAL : Oh, n.ly teraphim ! Oh, god of my house !
Oh,‘alas, alas, now will misfortune fall on my house !
Oh, woe 15! woe 1s me! (Kneels before teraphim.)

SAUL: Where 1s David? Why hast thou deceived
me ?

MIcHAL . O god of my house, god of my mother’s house,
visit 1t not upon me !

SAUL : Answer me, or I will slay thee |

micHAL : God of my house, I am slain! I am slamn !}

sAUL : Where 1s David ?

micHAL : O my lord, he 1s gone, he 1s gone ere the sun
made day.

sauL  Yea, thou hast helped him against me.

MICHAL (weeping): Oh' Oh! He said unto me: Let
me go, why shoulds! thow make me slay thee, to trouble
my face wn the sight of men. 1 could not hinder him,
he would have slain me there !

saUL: Why hast thou decerved me so, and sent away
mine enemy, that he escaped ?

MICHAL (weeping) 1 could not prevent him.

sAUL . Even when did he go ?

micniaL  He rose up before the Lord, 1n the deep night.
And then he would away, while no man saw

saur.  Whither 1s he gone ?

MICHAL ;: Verly, and venly, 1 know not

{Pause.

sAUL: So! He hath escaped me! And my flesh and
my blood hath helped mine enemy. Woe to you,
Michal! Woe to you! Who have helped your
father’s enemy, who would pull down thy father to
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the ground. Lo! my flesh and my blood rebel
against me, and my seed lies in wait for me, to make
me fall |

MicHAL : Oh, why must David be slamn ?

sauL: Woe to you, Michal! And David shall bring
woe to you, and woe upon you. Dawid shall pull
down Saul, and David shall pull down Jonathan ;
thee, Michal, he will pull down, yea, and all thy
house. Oh, thou mayst call on the teraphim of thy
house. But if thy teraphim love thy house, then
would he smite David speedily to the death, for if
David hiveth I shall not live, and thou shalt not live,
and thy brother shall not hve For David will bring
us all down n blood

MICHAL (weeping) O my Father, prophesy not against
him |

SAUL - It shall be so. What, have I no mnsight into the
dark! And thou art now a woman abandoned of
her man, and thy father castest thee off, because
thou hast deceived him, and brought about his hurt.

MicHAL: O my Father, forgive me! Hold 1t not
against me |

SAUL : Nay, thou hast bent thy will against thy father,
and called destruction upon thy father’s house.

MICHAL : Ah, no! Ah, no!

CURTAIN



* SCENE XV

Naioth in Ramah. A round, pyramid-like hill, with
a stawr-like way to the top, where 1s a rude rock
altar. Many PROPHETS, young and old, unld and
dressed yn blue ephods without mantle, on the summit
of the hll and down the slope. Some have harps,
psalteries, pipes and tabrets. There 1s wild muswc
and rough, ragged chanting. They are expecting
something. Below, SAMUEL and DAVID, lalkwing.
Not far off a PROPHET 1n attendance.

PROPHETS (om hill—rregularly cryuing and chanting):
Ths 1s the place of the Lord! Upon us shines the
Unseen! Yea, here 1s very God! Who dare come
mto the glory ! O thou, filled with the Lord, sing with
me on this high place For the egg of the world 1s
filled with God.

SAMUEL (speaking to pDAVID) : It 1s time thou shouldst
go. As a fox with the dogs upon him, hast thou
much fleeing to do.

pavib . Must I always flee, my Father ? I am already
weary of flight.

SAMUEL: Yea, to flee away 1s thy portion. Saul
cometh hither to seek thee. But surely shall he fall
before the Lord. When he gets him back to his own
caty, enquire thou what 1s his will towards thee.
And if 1t still be evil, then flee from him dihgently,
while he hves.

DAVID : And shall there never be peace between Saul’s
house and mine ?

SAMUEL : Who knows the Lord utterly ! If there be

v 207
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not peace this time, then shall there never in hfe be
peace between thee and hum, nor thy house and his.

pavip: Yet am I his son-in-law, in Michal my wife !
And my flesh yearneth unto mine own.

SAMUEL : Is the house of Saul thine own ?

DAVID : Yea, verily !

SAMUEL : Dost thou say, Yea, verily ? Hark, now! If
this time there be peace between thee and hum, 1t
should be peace. But if not, then think of naught
but to flee, and save thyself, and keep on fleeing
while Saul yet liveth. The Lord’s choice 1s on thee,
and thou shalt be King mn thy day. As for me, I
shall never see thy day.

DAvID : Would 1 could make my peace with Saul!
Would I could return to mine own house, and to
mine own wife, and to the men of my charge !

sAMUEL My son, once the Lord chose Saul. Now
hath He passed Saul over and chosen thee. Canst
thou look guiltless mto the face of Saul? Can he
look guiltless mnto thy face ? Can ye look into each
other’s faces, as men who are open and at peace with
one another ?

DAVID : Yet would I serve hum faithfully.

SAMUEL : Yea, verly! And in thine heart, art thou
King, and pullest the crown from his brow with
thine eyes.

DAVID : O my Father, I would not !

SAMUEL . Wouldst thou not ? Willst thou say to me
here and now : As the Lord lvveth, I wnll not be Kwng !
But Saul and ks house shall rule Israel for ever : and
Jonathan my friend shall be King over me! Wilt
thou say that to me ?
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pavID : Does Samuel bid me say this thing ?

saMt’eEL : He bids thee not. But for Saul’s sake, and
for Jonathan’s, and for Michal’s, and for peace,
wilt thou say 1t 7 Answer me from thine own heart,
for I know the smell of false words. Yea, I nd thee,
speak ! . .

pAVID : The Lord shall do unto me as He mll.

SAMUEL : Yea, for the Lord hath anointed thee, and
thou shalt rule Israel when Saul 1s dead, and I am
dead, and the Judges of Israel are passed away. For
my day 1s nearly over, and thine 1s another day.
Yea, Saul has Iived 1n my day, but thou livest n
thine own day, that I know not of.

pavip: O my lord, 15 there naught but wrath and
sorrow between me and Saul henceforth ?

SsAMUEL * The Lord will show ! Knowest thou not ?

DAVID *© I would 1t were peace |

sAMUEL * Wouldst thou verly? When the wind
changes, will 1t not push the clouds 1ts own way ?
Will fire leap hvely in wet rain * The Lord 1s all
things. And Saul hath seen a tall and rushing flame
and hath gone mad, for the flame rushed over him.
Thou seest thy God in thine own hkeness, afar off,
or as a brother beyond thee, who fulfils thy desire.
Saul yearneth for the flame: thou for thy to-
morrow’s glory The God of Saul hath no face.
But thou wilt bargain with thy God. So be it! I
am old, and would have done. Flee thou, flee, and
flee agamn, and once more, flee. So shalt thou at
last have the kingdom and the glory in the sight of
men. I anointed thee, but I would see thee no more,
for my heart is weary of its end.
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DAVID : Wilt thou not bless me ?

saMUEL : Yea, I will bless thee ! Yea, I will bless thee,
my son. Yea, for now thy way 1s the way of might ;
yea, and even for a long space of time 1t shall be so.
But after many days, men shall come again to the
faceless flame of my Strength and of Saul’s. Yea, I
will bless thee ! Thou art brave, and alone, and by
cunning must thou hve, and by cunning shall thy
house Live for ever. But hath not the Lord created
the fox, and the weasel that boundeth and skippeth
hke a snake !

paviD : O Samuel, I have but tried to be wise ! What
should I do, and how should I walk in the sight of
men ? Tell me, my Father, and I will do 1t.

saMUEL : Thou wilt not. Thou walkest wisely, and thy
Lord 1s with thee Yea, each man’s Lord 1s his own,
though God be but one. I know not thy Lord Yet
walk thou with Him  Yea, thou shalt bring a new
day for Israel Yea, thou shalt be great, thou shalt
fight as a flower fighteth upwards, through the stones
and alone with God, to flower in the sun at last.
For the yearning of the Lord streameth as a sun,
even upon the stones. (A4 tumult above among the
PROPHETS. SAMUEL looks up-—continues abstractedly.)
Yea, and as a flower thou shalt fade But Saul was
once a burning bush, afire with God. Alas, that he
saw his own image mirrored in the faces of men !
(A4 blare of music above.)

SAMUEL (fo PROPHET): What see ye ?
PROPHETS (shouting) The sun on the arms of the King.

BAMUEL (f0 pAVID) © Now shalt thou go! For I, too,
will not set mine eyes upon Saul the King.
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DAVID : Bless me then, O my Father!

SAMUEL : The Lord fill thy heart and thy soul! The
Lord quicken thee! The Lord kindle thy spint, so
thou fall into no snare! And now get thee gone!
And when Saul 1s returned to his own place, enquire
thou secretly his will towards thee And then act
wisely, as thou knoweth.

pavip . I go forth into the fields, as a hare when the
hound gives mouth! But if the Lord go with
me . . [Eaut.

saAMUEL (fo proPHET) Is Saul surely in sight ?

PROPHET * Verily, he 1s not far off He has passed the
well of Shecu

saMUEL . Has he company of men ?
PROPHET : Ten armed men has he,

8AMUEL - Will he still bring armed men to the high
place ? Lo! Say thou to him Samuel hath gone
before the Lord, in the hidden places of the Hill,

PROPHET I will e’en say it.

SAMUEL * Say also to him + David, the anointed, 1s
gone, we know not whither And let the company
of the prophets come down towards the King

PROPHET . It shall be so. [Erit SAMUEL.

PROPHET (climbing hll and calling) . O ye Prophets of
the Lord, put yourselves in array, to meet Saul the
King.

2ND PROPHET (on hull with flute—sounds flute loudly
with a strong tune—shouts) Oh, come, all ye that
know our God! Oh, put yourselves in array, ye
that know the Name. For that which 1s without
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name is lovelier than anything named ! (Soun?s the
tune strongly.)
[PROPHETS gather wn array—musicians wn front ;

they chant slowly. As saUL approaches they slowly
descend.

CHORUS OF PROPHETS : Armues there are, for the Lord
our God |
Armies there are against the Lord !
Wilt thou shake spears i the face of Almighty God ?

Lo! in thy face shakes the ightming [B:s.

Countest thou thyself a strong man, sayest thou
Ha-ha !

Lo! We are strong in the Lord! Our arrow seest
thou not !

Yet with the unseen arrows of high heaven

Pierce we the wicked man’s feet, pierce we his feet 1n
the fight

Lo! the bow of our body 1s strung by God

Lo! how He taketh aim with arrow-heads of our
wrath !

Prophet of God 1s an arrow mn full fight

And he shall pierce thy shield, thou, thou Lord’s
enemy.

Long 1s the fight, yet the unseen arrows fly

Keen to a wound 1n the soul of the great Lord’s
enemy

Slowly he bleeds, yet the red drops run away

Unseen and inwardly, as bleeds the wicked man.

Bleeding of God ! Secretly of God.

SAUL (entering with ARMED MEN—PROPHETS continue Lo
chant) : Peace be with you !

PROPHET : Peace be with the King !
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sauL: Lo! yé prophets of God! Is not Samuel set
ovér you ?
PROPHET : Yea ! O King!

SAUL (beginning to come under the wnfluence of the chant
and to take the rhythm wn hs vowe) Is Samuel not
here ? )

PROPHET : He hath gone up before the Lord !

SAUL. Surely the Lord 1s in this place! Surely the
great brightness (looks round)—and the son of Jesse,
15 he among the prophets ?

PROPHET : Nay, he has gone hence.

saUL Gone! Gone! What, has he fled from the high
place | Surely he feared the glory ! Yea. the bnght-
ness! So he has fled before the flame! Thus shall
he flee before the flame ! But gone ? Whither gone ?

PROPHET We know not whither

saUuL Even let im go! Even let him go whither he
will! Yea, even let him go! Yea! Come we forth
after such as he ? Let him go ! Is not the Lord here ?
Surely the brnghtness 1s upon the hill! Surely 1t
gleams upon this high place !

LEADER OF MEN-AT-ARMS Tarry we here, O King ?
Where shall we seek the son of Jesse ?

sAUL : Even where ye will
LEADER * Tarrieth the King here ?

saUL. Yea! I will know if the Lord 1s venly i this
place.

PrOPHET : Vertly He 1s here.

[Company of PROPHETS still chant.
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SAUL (going slowly forward) : Art Thou here, O Lord ?
What ? Isthis Thy brightness upon the hill ? What ?

Art Thou here in Thy glory ?
COMPANY OF PROPHETS . Fire within fire 1s the presence
of the Lord !
Sun within the sun is our God ! . [Bis.
Rises the sun among the hlis of thy heart
Rising to shine 1n thy breast ? [Bus.

saUL: Yea! O Prophets! Am I not King ? Shall
not the Sun of suns rrse among the hills of my heart,
and make dawn in my body ? What! Shall these
prophets know the glory of the Lord, and shall the
son of Kish stay under a cloud ? (Stucks his spear
into the ground, and unbuckles his sword-belt.)

LEADER OF ARMED MEN - Wilt thou go up before the
Lord, O King ? Then camp we here, to await thy
pleasure.

saUuL: I will go up. Camp an ye will.

LEADER : Even camp we here. (They untackle.)

savL: Ha! Ha!l Is there a glory upon the prophets ?
Do their voices resound like rocks in the valley!
Ha! Ha! Thou of the sudden fire! I am coming!
Yea ! I will come into the glory ! (4dvancing, throws
down hs woollen mantle. The 1st PROPHET lakes
it up.)

CHORUS OF PROPHETS : Whiteness of wool helps thee

not 1n the high place,

Colours on thy coat avail thee naught. [Bis.
Fire unto fire only speaks, and only flame
Beckons to flame of the Lord ! [Bis.

[The proPHETS divide and make way as sAUL
comes up.
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sAUL: Is my heart a cold hearth ? Is my heart fireless
urfto Thee ? Kindler! it shall not be so! My heart
shall shine to Thee, yea, unshadow 1tself. Yea, the
fire In me shall mount to the fire of Thee, Thou Wave
of Brightness !

SOLDIER (below—with loud and sudden shout) : The sun
1s 1n my heart. Lo! I shine forth!

SAUL (with suddenness). 1 will come up! Oh'! I wili
come up! Dip me in the flame of brghtness, Thou
Bright One, call up the sun in my heart, out of the
clouds of me. Lo! I have been darkened and
deadened with ashes! Blow a fierce flame on me,
from the middle of Thy glory, O Thou of the faceless
flame. (Goes slowly forward ) Oh, dip me 1n the
ceaseless flame !

[Throws down his coat, or wide-sleeved tunic, that
came below the knee and was heavily embrowdered at
neck and sleeves in many colours s seen wn the
sleeveless shart that comes half~way down the thigh.

SOLDIER (below) + Kings come and pass away, but the
flame 1s flame for ever. The Lord 1s here, like a tree
of white fire! Yea, and the white glory goes in my
nostrils like a scent.

sAUL: Shall a soldier be more blessed than 17 Lo! I
am not dead, thou Almmghty'! My flesh 1s still
flame, still steady flame. Flame to flame calleth,
and that which 1s dead 1s cast away. (Flings off his
shart : 15 seen, a dark-skinned man wn leathern loin-
guwdle.) Nay, I carry naught upon me, the long
flame of my body leans to the flame of all glory ! I
am no king, save in the Glory of God. I have no
kingdom, save my body and soul. I have no name.

o*
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But as a slow and dark flame leaneth to a great glory
of flame, and 1s sipped up, naked and nameless®ean
I to the glory of the Lord.

CHORUS OF PROPHETS * Standcth a man upon the stem
of upnight knees
Openeth the navel’s closed bud, unfoldeth the flower
of the breast !
Lo! Like the cup of a flower, with morning sun
Filled 1s thy breast with the Lord, filled 1s thy navel’s
wide flower !

SoLDIER : Oh, come ! For a hittle while the glory of the
Lord stands upon the high place { Oh, come | before
they build Him houses, and enclose Him within a
roof ! Oh, 1t 1s good to hve now, with the hight of the
first day’s sun upon the breast. For when the seed
of David have put the Lord nside a house, the glory
will be gone, and men will walk with no transfigura-
tion ! Oh, come to this high place! Oh, come !

saUL: Surely I feel my death upon me! Surely the
sleep of sleeps descends. (Casts hamself down.) 1
cast myself down, mght and day; as in death, he
I naked before God Ah, what 1s life to me! Alas
that a man must hve till death visit him 1 —that he
cannot walk away into the cloud of Sun! Alas for
my hfe! For my children and my children’s children,
alas! For the son of Jesse will wipe them out!
Alas for Israel! For the fox will trap the hon of
strength, and the weasel that 1s a virgin, and bringeth
forth her young from her mouth, shall be at the
throats of brave men! Yea, by cunning shall Israel
prosper, mn the days of the seed of David : and by
cunning and lurking in holes of the earth shall the
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seed of Jesse fill the earth. Then the Lord of Glory
wibl have drawn far off, and gods shall be pitiful, and
men shall be as locusts. But I, I feel my death upon
me, even 1n the glory of the Lord. Yea, leave me
In peace before my death, let me retreat mto the
flame! .

[A4 pause.

ANOTHER SOLDIER * Saul hath abandoned his kingdom
and his men! Yea, he puts the Lord between him
and his work !

PROPHET * E’en let him be ! For lus loss 1s greater than
another’s triumph.

SOLDIER : Yea! But wherefore shall a man leave s
men leaderless—even for the Lord !

1sT sOLDIER (prophesying): When thou withdrawest
Thy glory, let me go with Thee, O Brightest, even
into the fire of Thee !

CHORUS OF PROPHLTS: Cast thysclf down, that the

Lord may snatch thee up
Fall before the Lord, and fall high
All things come forth from the flame of Almughty

God,
Some things shall never return | [Bus.
Some have their way and their will, and pass at last
To the worm’s warting mouth. [Bis.

But the lugh Lord He leans down upon the hill,
And wraps His own in Ihs flame,

Wraps them as whirlwind from the world,
Leaves not one sigh for the grave

CURTAIN



SCENE XVI .
Late afternoon. A rochy place outsrde Gilgal. DAVID
15 lnding near the stone Ezel.

pAvVID (alone) Now, if Jonathan comes not, I am lost.
This 1s the fourth day, and evening 1s migh. Lo
Saul seeketh my hife. O Lord, look upon me, and
hinder mmne enemues ! Frustrate them, make them
stumble, O my God! So ncar am I to Gilgal, yet
between me and minc own housce hies the whole gap
of death. Yea, Michal, thou art not far from me.
Yet art thou distant even as death. I hide and have
hidden. Three days have I hadden, and caten scant
bread. Lo! Is this to be the Lord’s anointed ! Saul
will kill me, and Ishall dic! There! Someone moves
across the field! Ah, watch! watch! Isit Jonathan ?
It 1s two men, yea, 1t is two men. And one walks
before the other Surely 1t 1s Jonathan and his lad !
Surely he has kept his word! O Lord, save me now
from mine enemies, for they compass me round.
O Lord my God. put a rope round the neck of my
enemy, lest he rush forward and seize me 1n the secret
place Yea, 1t 15 Jonathan, 1n a striped coat And a
man behind him earrycth the bow. Yea, now must
I histen, and uncover my ears, for this 1s hife or death
O that he may say  Behold, the arrows are on this
side of thee, take them ! For then I can come forth and
go to my house, and the King will look kindly on me.
—But he comes slowly, and sadly. And he will say :
The arrows are beyond thee—and I shall have to flee
away hke a hunted dog, into the desert.—It will be
so! Yea! And I must hide lest that lad who follows

308
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Jonathan should see me, and set Saul’s soldiery
upon me. (Ezit after a pause.)

[Enter J0NATHAN with bow, and LAD with quiver.
JONATHAN (stringing his bow): Lo! this 1s the stone
Ezel, Seest thou the dead bush, hike a camel’s head ?
That 1s & mark I have shot at, and now, before the
hght falls, wall I put an arrow through his nose.
(Takes an arrow ) Will this fly well ? (Balancing 1t.)
1AD : It s well shafted, O Jonathan.

JONATHAN : Ay ! Let us shoot. (Takes avm—shoots.)
Yea, 1t touched the camel’s ear, but not his nose!
Grve me another! (Shoots.) Ah! Hadst thou a
throat, thou camel, thou wert dead. Yet 1s thy nose
too cheerful | Let us try again! (Zakes another
arrow —shoots.) Surely there 1s a scratch upon thy
nose-tip! Nay, I am not myself! Give me the
quiver. And run thou, take up the arrows ere the
shadows come

LAaDp . I will find them.

[He runs, as he goes JONATHAN shoots an arrow
over his head. The LAD runs afier 1l—stops.
JONATHAN Is not the arrow beyond thee ?
1LAD * One s here! Here, another !

JONATHAN . The arrow 1s beyond thee! Make speed !
Haste ! Stay not!

LAD : Three have I! But the fourth

JONATHAN : The arrow is beyond thee! Run, make
haste !

1AD : Iseeit not! Iseeit not! Yea, 1t is there within
bush. I have it, and it 1s whole. O master, is this
all ?
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JONATHAN : There is one more. Behold it is beyond
thee. s

LAD (running): I see it not! I see 1t not! Yea, it 1s
here !

JoNaTHAN : It 15 all. Come, then! Come! Nay, the
light 1s fading and I cannot sge. Take thou the bow
and the arrows, and go home. For I will rest here
awhile by the stone Ezel

LAD . Will my master come home alone ?

JONATHAN  Yea will I, with the peace of day’s-end
upon me. Go now, and wait me in the house I shall
soon come.

[Exit 1AD  JONATHAN suls down on a stone till
he s gone

JONATHAN (calling softly) David! Dawnd !

[pavID comes forth, weeping  Falls on s face to
the ground and bows himself three times before
JONATHAN. JONATHAN raises hun. They kiss one
another, and weep

pAviD Ah, then 1t 1s death, 1t 1s death to me from
Saul ?

JONATHAN . Yea, he seeks thy life, and thou must flee
far hence.

DAVID (weeprng) Ah, Jonathan ! Thy servant thanks
thee from his heart But ah, Jonathan, 1t 1s bitter
to go, to flee like a dog, to be houseless and homeless
and wifeless, without a friend or helpmate! Oh,
what have I done, what have I done! Tell me, what
have I done! And slay me if I be in fault.

JONATHAN (wn tears) : Thou art not in fault. Nay, thou
art not ! But thou art anointed, and thou shalt be
King. Hath not Samuel said 1t even now, in Naioth,
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when he would not look upon the face of Saul ! Yea,
théu must flee until thy day come, and the day of the
death of Saul, and the day of the death of Jonathan.

DAVID (weepang): Oh, I have not chosen this. This
have I not taken upon myself Ths 1s put upon me,
I have nét chosen 1t<4 I do not want to go! Yea, let
me come to Gilgal and die, so I see thy face, and the
face of Michal, and the face of the King. Let me
die! Let me come to Gilgal and die! (Fhngs himself
on the ground 1n a parorysm of grief’)

JONATHAN . Nay! Thou shalt not die. Thou shalt
flee ! And till Saul be dead, thou shalt flee. But when
Saul has fallen, and I have fallen with my father—
for even now my hfe follows my father—then thou
shalt be King.

pAavID I cannot go!

JoNATHAN . Yea! Thou shalt go now. For they will
send forth men to meet me, ere the dark. Rise now,
and be comforted (pavip rises)

DAVID - Why shouldst thou save me! Why dost thou
withhold thy hand ! Slay me now !

JonaTHAN I would not slay thee, nor now nor ever.
But leave me now, and go And go in peace, foras-
much as we have sworn both of us in the name of the
Lord, saying 7The Lord be between me and thee, and
between my seed and thy seed for ever

pavID : Yea, the covenant 1s between us{ And I will
go, and keep 1t.

[They embrace wn silence, and 1n silence DAVID
goes oul.

JONATHAN (alone wn the twilight): Thou goest, David |
And the hope of Israel with thee! I remain, with
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my father, and the star-stone falling to despair.
Yet what is it to me! I would not see thy new day,
David For thy wisdom 1s the wisdom of the subtle,
and behind thy passion lies prudence. And naked
thou wilt not go into the fire Yea, go thou forth, and
let me die. For thy virtue.is i vy wit, and thy
shrewdness. But in Saul have I known the mag-
nanimity of & man Yea, thou art a smiter down of
gants, with a smart stone! Great men and mag-
nammous, men of the faceless flame, shall fall from
Strength, fall before thee, thou David, shrewd whelp
of the lion of Judah! Yet my heart yearns hot over
thee, as over a tender, quick child And the heart
of my father yearns, even amud 1ts dark wrath. But
thou goest forth, and knowest no depth of yearming,
thou son of Jesse. Yet go! For my twihight 1s more
to me than thy day, and my death 15 dearer to me
than thy hfe! Take it! Take thou the kingdom,
and the days to come In the flames of death where
Strength 1s, I will wait and watch till the day of
Dawvid at last shall be fimshed, and wisdom no more
be fox-faced, and the blood gets back its flame. Yes,
the flame dies not, though the sun’s red dies! And
I'must get me to the city [Ruises and departs hastily.

CURTAIN
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