CRAIG'S WIFE ™.
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Acts T, II and 111

Reception Room at the Home
of the Walter Craigs.

Staged by George Kelly; settings by Stewart Chaney;
decor by Jensen's.

Craig’s Wife

ACT 1

The entire action of the play transpires between froe-

thirty in the evening and nine o'clock the follow-
ing morning, in the Hving room in the home of
Mr. Walter Craig. This voom, like oll the other
rooms in the house, veflects the very excellent
faste and fanotical orderliness of its mistress.
It is a kind of frozen grondeur, in dork, highl

polished wood-~strewn with gorgeous, gold-
colored rugs and draped in vich brocaded satins.
The piano scarf and the scarf on the oblong
center table ave cangry-coloved, and the droper-
ies on the bay window af the left, and on the
curving window on the stoir-landing at the back,
are dark green. This curving window has o
beautiful built-in window seat, with lovely cush-
fons, and there is another built-ln seat af the
right of the siaircase, from which the balustrade
curves wpwards. On the vight, ot the back, there
is @ wide door hung with brown velvet portidres;
ond the rest of the room at the right is taken up
with en ormamenial mantelpiece, fancy mirror
and fireplace. In fromt of this fireplace there is
o beautiful high-backed chair. There is another
big chawr of the left of the center table, a small
foncy chair beside the piano, and a chair at
either side of the room, forword, There are two
faricy benches, one immediately above the cen-
ter fable, and one in fromt of the center table.
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8 CRAIG'S WIFE ACT 1

There is sufficieni room between the table and
this forward bench to permit of the business of
passing between them. Up at the left there is o
glass vestibule, one door of which opens into the
room and the other out on to the front porch.
As Mrs. Craig enters she appears to have been
dressed for this particular yoom. She wears on
extremely fashionable fown-colored ensemble
suit, brown slippers and stockings, and a small,
dark browm wvelvet toque. She carvies o brown
leather pocket-book and o brownm silk umbrells,

Miss Austen hurries down the stairs and out
through the portidres ot the right. Mrs. Harold
comes in thraugh the door up at the lefi, carry-
ing the evening newspaper and some tabourelte
dogiies, and moves down towords the cemter
table.

Mrs. HarOLD. {stopping halfway to the ioble and
peering out after Miss Austen} Is there something
you wanted, Miss Austen?

Miss AusTEN. No, thanks, dear, I'm just fooking for
that pattern that I sent for the other day: I wanted to
show it to Mrs. Frazier.

Mrs. Hasorp. Lift up the lid of that work-table
there, Miss Austen; I think I saw a pattern of some
kind in there this morning. (She continues to the fabie
and puts down the newspaper and doilies.)

Miss AusTEN. Yes, here it is, [ have it. (There is a
sound from the right) T knew I left it right here some-
whgre.) {She hurries in through the portidres and wp the
Stairs.

Mgrs. HAroLp. (moving up to the door at the left) 1
gave those roses she brought to Mazie to put in some
water.

Miss AusteN. Oh, did you—thanks ever so much,

Mgs. HaroLp. She's gettin’ a vase for them,

Miss AusteN. They're lovely, aren't they?
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Mrs, HaroLD, Yes, they're handsome. (She goes out
on to the porch aguein, and MAZIE comes in through the
portiéres, carrying a vase of pink roses, which she puts
;n} Bhe upper corner of the small grond piano at the
eft.

Mazte. (calling out through the French windows to
Mgs. Harorn} Did the paper come yet, Mrs. Harold?
thg‘hzl Harorn, Yes, I just brought 1t in,—it’s there on

table,

(Maszie turns ond comes back to the table, picks wp
the paper, and strolls forward, holding it up as
though to allow the light from a window af the
right to fall upon it.}

Mazie. More rain again tomorrow.

Mgs. HaroLb, {answering her from the front porch}
Does it say so?

Mazie. Unsettled tonight and Friday—probably
thunder showers. Slightly cooler, with moderate winds.

Mzs, Harowp, (coming in) I don't know where all
the rain is comin’ from.

Mazie, It isn’t very nice weather for Mrs. Craig, is
it?

Mrs. HArOLD, (moving forward to the piano} You
can't tell ; it might not be rainin’ in Albany. Aren't these
roses beautiful? (She smells the roses.)

Mazie, Yes, they're lovely,

Mzs. HAroLD. {crossing fo the foot of the stairs) I
heard her telling Miss Austen she's got over two hun-
dred roses bushes in her garden.

MAZIE. (turning end looking at Mrs. Harorp} Is
she still upstairs?

Mzrs. Harowo, Yeh, I guess she’s talkin® poor Miss
Austen to death, (MaziE loughs and resumes her paper,
and Mrs. HAROLD gives o eye around the room) Bring
that paper out with you when you're comin’, Mazie;
don’t leave it layin” around in here.
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Mazie, All right.

Mzes. HaroLo. (moving up fo the door ot the left and
fooking out) It'd be just like the lady to walk in on us.
(MAzIE turns sharply and looks at her.

Mazie. Mrs. Craig, do you mean?

Mges. Harorp, She might, you can'’t teil.

Mazie. 1 thought you said she wouldn't be back be-
fore Saturday.

Mgs. HaroLo. {coming back to the table and pick-
ing up the doilies) That's what she told me when she
was goin’ away. But it's just as well to keep a day or
two ahead of a woman hke Mrs, Craig, Mazie; {She
flicks the dust from the toble with the doilies) if she
gets an idea up there that there’s a pin out of place
around here,—she’ll take the first train out of Albany.
(Mazie makes o sound of amusement and reswmes her
poper and Mrs. Harovp starts for the door at the right)
Oh, there's plenty like her—I've worked for three of
them; you'd think their houses were God Almighty.
{She goes into the other reom.)

Mazie. Didn’t you tell me, Mrs. Harold, that you
worked out on Willows Aventie one time?

Mzs. HaroLn. (calling from ihe other room} Yes, 1
warlked out there for two years, at Doctor Nicholson's.

Mazie. Did you know any people out that way by
the name of Passmore?

Mgrs. HagroLp. (appearing between the portidres) By
the name of what?

Mazie. Passmore. Capital P-a-double s-more. Mr. J.
Fergus Passmore and wife,

Mzrs, Harop, {coming forward ot the right} No, 1
don’t remember anybody by that name; why?

Mazie. Nothing.~-1f says here they were both found
dead this morning in their home on Willows Avenue.

Mas. Hawown. Oh, Lord have mercy on them! What
happened to them?

MaziE. (reading) Why, it sez: “Fashionable Wil-
lows Avenue Residence Scene of Double Tragedy—
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Bodies of J. Fergus Passmore and Wife, Sodially
Prominent in This City, Found Dead in Library from
Bullet Wounds—Empty Revolver Near Fireplace—
Caunse of Death Shrouded in Mystery--Police Working
upon Identity of Gentleman Visitor Seen Leaving
Premises in Automobile Shortly After Midnight.”
{Mazik looks fearfully at Mrs. Harowp, who shakes
her head dolefully}) “About eight ¢'clock this morning
upon entering the library in the home of Mr. J. Fergus
Passmore of 2214 Willows Avenue, Miss Selma Coates,
a colored maid—""

Mgrs. HaroLp, Twenty-two fourteen must be out near
the lake. (The front door-bell rings incisively.) See
who that is, Mazie. (Mgs, HAROLD disappears into the
other room and MAZIE crosses up to the door ot the
left, putting down the newspaper on the table as she
passes.)

Mgs. CraiG, (out on the porch}) We can leave these
right here, Ethel ~Mazie'll bring them in.

Mazie. Oh, how do you do, Mrs. Craig.

Mgs. Craig. Hello, Mazie,

Mazie, (going out) You're back a litdle ahead of
time.

(Mgrs. HaROLD comes in through the poriiéres, peering
out toward the fromt porch.)

Mrs. CrarG. Yes, a little. Will you take these things,
please?
Mazte, Yes, Ma'm.

{Mgrs. Harowp sees that it is Mes. CRalg, gives a quick
glance around the room, snatches up the paper from
the table, and, with another glance over her vight
shoulder toward the front door, vonishes into the
other room.)

Mrs. Craic. And will you see that that catch is an
that screen door, Mazie—
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Mazie, Yes, Ma'm.

Mzrs, Crarc. (appesring in the door}) It was half
open when I came in. (She comes info the room, sweep-
ing it with o narrow eye, and crosses to the table to put
down her handbag and wmbrellse. ETHEL wonders in
after her gnd stands af thin:;frper corsner of the piano.
The screen door closes outside.} Take your things off,
dear, and sit down; you look tired. ( .S‘}i: moves Brross
to the mirror over the mantelpiece ot the right, ond
ETHEL puls her handbag on the pianc and commences
to remove her coat and hat} I think there’s nothing in
the world so exhausting as train riding. (MazIr comes
in, carrying o lady's satchel and @ suitcase. Mrs, CratG
turns} You may as well take those things right upstairs,
Mazie.

Mazie. Yes, Ma'm.

Mgrs. CrAlG. (crossing up and over to ETHEL) Put
that suttcase in the corner room,—Miss Landreth’ll oc-
cupy that room for the next few days.

MAzIE. (going up the siairs) Yes, Ma'm.

Mzs, Cratc. (taking ETHEL'S hat and coat and bag)
I'll take them, dear.

Erner. Thanks,

Mzrs. Crat, I'll have Mazie take them right up to
your room. {She puts them down on the table carefuﬂy
and ETHEL crosses down towards the mirror, seitling
her hair.)

Eruer. 1 suppose 1 logk terrible, don't 1?7

Mgs. Cratc. No, dear, you look quite all right. Would
you like a drink of something?

ErHEeL. 1 would like a drink of water, yes, if you
don’t mind.

(Mgrs, HAROLD appears between the portidres.)
Mgs. Crata. Hello, Mrs. Harold.

Mgrs. Hazowo, I see you're back again.
Mgrs. Crarc, This is Mrs. Harold, Ethel,
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Erzer. How do you do. {Mgs, Harowp bows ond
ETHEL moves back again 1o the roses on the piano.)
Mus. Craze. Miss Landreth will be staying here with
us for a week or two, Mrs, Harold, so I wish you'd
see that everything is all right in that corner room.
Mzs, Harown. All right, I will.

(Mazie comes down the stairs.)

Mes. Craxc. (moving down o the mirror, removing
her coat} And will you bring a glass of water, please,
Mrs. Harold.

Mzs. Harowp, Yes, Ma’'m. Just one glass?

Mgs. Cralg, Yes, I don’t want any,

{Mrs. HAROLD goes out again.)

ETHEL. Aren’t these roses beautiful. (Mnrs, Crarc
shifts her eyes from Mazie, who is gathering Etner’s
things up from the table, and looks steadily at the rases)
I don’t think I've ever seen such lovely roses.

Mgs, Cralc. Yes, they're very nice. Take those things
upstairs, Mazie.

Mazie, (starting up the stairs) Yes, Ma'm.

Mgs, Cratc. And 1 wish you'd use that back way
when you go up and down stairs, Mazie.

Mazie. (coming down again} 1 always keep for-

ttin' that. (ETHEL turns and locks at Mazie, ond

®S. Cnraitg, laying her cont across MAZIE'S orm as she
passes her, moves up to look ot the stoirs closely.
Mazie goes out ot the right.)

Mzs. Craic. This stairway’ll soon lock the way it
did before, with everybody tramping up and down it
every five minutes. (She turns to Eraes with o kind of
apologetic smile, and commences to remove her gloves)
It doesn’t seem ever to occur to anybody in the house,
¥thel, to use the back stairway. It’s the funniest thing
you've ever seen in your life, really. We might just as
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well not have one. No matter how many times they
have to go up or down stairs, they must go tramping
up and down this front way. And you know what stairs
Jook like after they’ve been tramped up and down a few
times. (Mrs. HaRoLp comes in with a glass of water on
a small silver tray) Thanks, Mrs, Harold.

ErnEL. (picking up o framed photograph from the
piano} Isn't this Mother's picture, Aunt Harriet?

(Mzs. HaroLp goes out.)

Mzs, Crata (crossing to ETHEL) Yes, that’s your
mother.

Erars I thought it looked something like her.

Mgs. Crari. She had it taken at Lakewood one sum-
mer, and ¥ always liked it. I like that dress; it never
seemed to get old-fashioned.

ETHEL. (storting fo cry) It doesn’t look much like
her now, does it? .

Mas. Crase. (putting the picture back on the piono)
Now, Ethel dear, you mustn’t start that. Your mother’s
been through this very same kind of thing many times
before.

ETHEL. (sitéing down, beside the pianos) But, I
should be there, Aunt Harriet. Supposing something
shkould happen.

Mzs. Crarc. But, nothing is going to happen, dear
¢hild. T haven't the sliphtest doubt but that your mother
wilt come through this little spell just as she's come
through all the others.

ErniL. I don't think the others have been as serious
as this, though.

Mrs. Cralg. Listen, Ethel dear, I've seen your
mother at least a dozen times at what I was perfectly
sure was the point of death, and she’s always come
around all right.

Errer. Well, why did Doctor Wood send for me, if
he didn't think it was serious?
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Mrs. Crazg. Because your mother asked him to, 1
suppose, dear; just as she asked him to send for me.
But he certainly couldn’t have thought it was so very
serious when he suggested you come away with me,

ErHer, It wasn't the doctor that suggested that, Aunt
Harriet, it was the night nurse,—I heard her tell him
so. She said it upset Mother too much to see me, and
if T were there she'd want to see me.

Mes. Crazc. Well, that’s very true, dear; but you
know how she cried when you came in. And there’s
nothing in the world so upsetting to the heart as crying.

Errer. But, I should be there; it seems terrible to
me now to have walked away and left Mother in that
condition.

d MS;S. Crarc. But, what could you do if you'd stayed,
et ?

Erner. (with o towch of desperation} 1'd at least
know what was going on.

Mgs, Cralg. (ha;lging ker the glass of water, and
putting her arm around her shoulder) Now, don’t upset
yourself, Ethel. Here, take a sip of this water. I'm per-
fectly sure you're magnifying the seriousness of your
mother’s condition, dear. And I most certainly shouid
never have come away myself only that I've seen this
same thing over and over again. {She turns and settles
the photograph on the piano) Besides, there isn't a
solitary thing we could do if we'd stayed; those nurses
won't allow it. (teking the glass from Ermer) And
the doctor said I was upsetting your mother~simply
because I told her a few things I thought she should be
told. (She crosses to the table and sets down the glass.)

Erner. There was something I wanted to tell her,
too, but he said he thought I'd better wait. o

Mrs. Crarg. Well, I'd have told her anyway, if I'd
been vou.

Ermer. I'm rather sorry now 1 didn’t,—I think it
would have made her easier in her mind.

Mgrs. CraG. (taking her kandkerchief from her
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bag and wiping the glass) Was it something important?

Eraer. It was about Professor Fredercks, at
school. Mother met him last year when she was up there
at Commencement, and she liked him very much. And
when we got home she said if he ever said anything to
me, she'd be glad if I could like him well enough to
marry him. She said she'd feel easier about me, in case
anything ever happened to her. And T wanted to tell
he

T,

Mzs. Cratc. You mean he had said something?

Ermer, Yes, he asked me to marry him right after
Easter, But I didn’t write anything about it to Mother;
I thought I'd wait until she'd be up there in June for
my Commencement, and then I'd tell her.

Mgs. Crai. I don’t know why your mother should
be so panicky about your future, Ethel; you're only
twenty-one.

ETHEL. She said she’d like to feel that I'd have some-
body.

Mrs. Crare. Why does a person need anybody, dear,
if he has money enough to get along on? (She furns and
crosses to the mirror {0 remove her hot) And, as a
matter of fact, you wouldn't be left absolutely desolate
even if something did happen to your mother. You'd
always have me—I'm your mother’s sister. So that,
really, T think you're a very foolish girl, Ethel, if you
allow our mothet’s apprehensions to rush you into
marriage.

ErHeL. She didnt want to rush me into it—she
simply said she thought it would be better for me to be
settied.

Mzrs. Craia, (bringing her hat back to the table, and
taking a powder puff from her bagj Well, naturally, 1
can understand that, of course. But, after all, simply
being settled isn’t everything, Ethel—a girl can be a
great deal worse off being settled than when she was
unsettled. And, personally, I can't conceive of being
very much worse off than married to a college profes-
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sor—stuck away in some dreadfiul place like Pough-
keepsie or Northampton—with not a tes-cent piece to
bless yourself with—unless you used your own money.
I'm constantly reading agitations in the newspapers
about the poor pay of college professors. And your
marrying one of them will hardly improve the situation.
(She flips the bag back on to the table, and moves for-
ward to o smoll ornamental bench in fromt of the center
fable} Did you accept this man when he asked you?

_ ErneL. Practically, yes. We'd rather thought of be-
g married sometime during the summer.

Mzs. Crate. Then, you mean you're engaged to him?

Etnrr. Yes. I knew Mother liked him, for she said
s0. The only thing was, she wanted me to be sure that
I liked him.

_Mgs. Crarg. Well, that's all very nice, Ethel, but
simply liking a man isn’t going to go very far toward
keeping things going, is it?

_EtHEL Well, 1 have money of my own, Aunt Har-
riet.

Mgs. Crazc. 1 know that, dear child, but surely he
isn't marrying you because of that?

Ernzr. No, of course not; he doesn’t know anything
about that.

Mzs. Craic. Well, T hope not. If a man marries a
girl he certainly must expect to support her, at least,

EraeL, Well, he does expect to support me, naturally.

Mgs. Crazs. How, dear—on a professor’s salary?

ErueL. Why, lots of professors are married, Aunt
Harriet.

Mgzs. Crazc, But their wives are not living the way
you've been accustomed to living, Ethel: not the wives
of young professors, at least. And I suppose this man
is young, isn't he?

Erner. He's twenty-seven.

Mzs, Cratg, Well, there you are. He's very lucky if
he's getting two hundred dollars a month: unless he’s
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some very extraordinary kind of professor; and he can
scarcely be that at twenty-seven years of age.

ErHEL. He's professor of the Romance Languages.

Mgs, Crare. Naturally. And I suppose he’s told you
he loves you in all of them.

Ernzr, Well, I certainly shouldn't care to think about
marriage at all, Aunt Harriet, unless I were at least in
love with the man.

(Mzs. CralG gives a liftle smile of pained amusement,
and moves towards ETHEL.

Mgs. Craic. That is your age, Ethel darling: most
girls pass through that. It’s what they call the snare of
romance ; and very few girls get through it successfully.

Eruer. Well, you married, Aunt Harriet.

Mzrs. CRAIG. (leaning on the back of the chair) But
not with any romantic illusions, dear. I saw to it that
my marriage should be a way toward emancipation for
me, I had no private fortune like you, Ethel; and no
special equipment,—outside of a few college theories.
So the only read to independence for me, that I could
see, was through the man I married. I know that must
sound extremely materialistic to you, after listening to
the professor of Romance Languages;—but it isn’t
really; because it isn't financial independence that i
speak of particularly. I knew that would come—as the
result of another kind of independence; and that is the
independence of authority—vowver the man 1 married.
And that doesn't necessarily imply any dishonesty of
attitude toward that man, either. T have a full apprecia~
tion of Mr. Craig—he’s a very good man; but he's a
husband—a lord and master—my master. And I mar-
ried to be independent.

Erner. Independent of your hushand too, do you
mean ?

Mrs. Craic. Independent of everybody. I lived with
a stepmother, Ethel, for nearly twelve years, and with
your mother after she was married for over five; I
know what it is to be on some one else’s floor. And [
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married to be on my own—in every sense of the word.
I haven’t entirely achieved the condition yet—but I
know it can be done. {She turns and glances up the
stairs and out through the portidres, ic assure hevself
that 5o one is listening. )

Erer. I don't understand what you mean, exactly,
Aunt Harriet.

Mzs. Caaic. (turning to ETHEL again) 1 mean that
I'm simply exacting my share of a bargain. Mr. Craig
wanted a wife and a home; and he has them. And he
can be perfectly sure of them, because the wife that he
got happens to be one of the kind that regards her hus-
band and home as more or less ultimate conditions. And
my share of the bargain was the security and protection
that those conditions imply. And I have them, But, un-
like Mr. Craig, I can't be absolutely sure of them; be~
cause I know that, to 2 very great extent, they are at
the mercy of the mood of a man. And I suppose I'm too
practical-minded to accept that as a sufficient guarantee
of their permanence. So I must secure their permanence
for myself.

Errrt, How!

Mz, Cnarg. By securing into my own hands the
control of the man.

Eruer. How are you ever going to do a thing like
that, Aunt Harriet?

Mrs. CrAIG. (moving towsrds her} Haven't you
ever made Mr. Fredericks do something you wanted
him to do?

ETneL. Yes, but ¥ always told him that I wanted him
to do it

Mzs, Craic, (half-sitting on the orm of the big
chair) But there are certain things that men can't be
told, Ethel; they don't understand them; particularly
romantic men; and Mr. Craig is inveterately idealistic.

ErsEL, But, supposing he were to find out sometime ?

Mgs. Craw. Find out what?
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ErrEel. What you've just been telling me—that you
wanted to control him.,

Mzs, Craic, That's rather an unprovable thing, isn’t
it? I mean to say, it isn't a thing that one does or says,
specifically ; it's a matter of—interpretation. And that's
where women have such a tremendous advantage over
men; so few men are capable of interpreting them.
(She loughs a little, and moves over to EtuEeL) 1 know
you're mentally deploring my lack of nobility.

Ernet. No, I'm not at all, Aunt Harriet.

Mzs. Crarg. Yes, you are, I see it in your face. {She
erosses 10 the lable} You think ' a very sordid
woman.

Ernzr. No, 1 don't think anything of the kind.

Mgrs, CrAlG. (tursing) Well, what do you think?

Etuer. Well, frankly, Aunt Harriet, I don’t think
it's quite honest,

Mss. Craic. But it's very much safer, dear—for
everybody. Because, as I say, if a woman is the right
kind of a woman, it's better that the destiny of her
home should be in her hands—than in any man’s, {(Mgs.
Harorp appears between the portidres.}) Did you want
to see me about something, Mrs, Harold?

Mzxs, HaroLp. It'll do after a while, Mrs, Craig; I
thought the young lady had gone upstairs.

Mgs. Crarc. No, not yet, she's going up immediately.
(turning to Erner) That's what I want you fo do,
Ethel-~go upstairs and lie down for an hour or so;
you'll feel ever so much better. I'll call you in time for
dinner.

EtHeL. (rising and moving towards the stairs) 1
don’t think I'l] be able to eat any dinner, Aunt Harriet.

Mes. Cra. (guiding Evuen towards the stairs)
Well, now, you might feel very different after you've
had a bit of a rest.

Eraer. I'm so terribly worried, Aunt Harriet,

Mgs. Crata. I know, dear child, it’s very trying; but
it’s one of the things we’ve got to go through with, T
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suppose. Besides, worrying can't possibly help her,
dear. (Mrs. CratG continues with ETHEL up to the
landing, and ETHEL goes on up the siairs.)

EtHEL, Oh, how can I help worrying.

Mzs. Crars. You can't help it, of course, dear; that's
the reasorn I want you to lie down for a while, I'Hl be up
in a few minutes-—just as soon as I've seen to a few
things down here. It’s the room straight down the hall,
to the right. Mazie’s very likely in there now. And don't
worry, dear., (ETREL disappears of the head of the
stairs, and Mrs. Craic looks closely af the landing, to
see if she cam discover any fresh scratches upon it.
Mrs. HAROLD comes in at tﬁe right.) What was it you
wanted to see me about, Mrs. Harold? (She comes
dotwn into the room again.)

Mrs. Harorp, Why, 1 wanted to tell you, Mrs.
Craig, that the cook left on Thursday. She just went
away and didn’t come back.

Mgrs. Craic. Did she get her wages?

Mgrs. Harorp. I paid her up till Tuesday,

Mgrs. Crazc. Did she take her things with her?

Mgs. Haroro, Why, she only had a suitcase and a
small radio; she took them. But I didn't think anything
about it, because she took them every Thursday,

Mzs. Crarc. (moving forwoerd) Have you been do-
ing the cooking since, Mrs. Harold?

Mgs. Harowp, Yes, we've been managin’ between us.
Mazie's a pretty good cook. I called up the Camac
agency on Saturday to send somebody out, but Miss
Hewlitt said she wanted to see you first. {Mrs. Craig
looks at her.) She sez she’s sent so many, she wants to
find out what's the matter before she sends any more,

Mgs. Crat. (crossing fo the piano) She ought to
have a few of them cook for her; she'd know what was
the matter. Where did these roses come from, Mrs,
Harold?

Mes, Harown, Why, that woman across the street
brought them over to Miss Austen.
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Mzs. Craxg. Mrs. Frazier, you mean?

Mzs. Harorp. Yes, Ma'm, she brought them over to
the porch—Miss Austen was sitting cut there sewing.

Mzs. Crasc. Well, you'd better take them out of here,
Mrs. Harold : the petals'll be all over the room. (Mgs.
Hazorp mioves across to the roses, and Mns, Cralc
busies herself with the draperies in the bay window
beyond the piano.)

Mgzs. Harorp. You didn’t have to stay away as long
as you thought, did you? _

Mges. Craic. Well, I suppose I could have stayed
away indefinitely, if I had allowed myself to become
sentimental. But I'm afraid I haven't very much pa-
tience with sick people, Mrs. Harold,

Mgrs, HaroLD. (faking the roses) Well, T suppose
it takes all kinds to make a world.

Mgrs. Crala. 1 suppose so.

Mgrs. HaroLn. (stopping ond hurning at the right)
Where do you want these roses put, Mrs. Craip?

Mgrs. Crarg. I don't care where vou put them, Mrs.
Harold, as long as they’re not in the rooms; [ don't
want to be picking up petals every two minutes.

Mzs. Harorp. Maybe Miss Aunsten’d ke them in
her room.,

Mrs. Cralg. (moving down lo examine the spot
where the vase stood) Maybe she would; you can ask
her, Is she up there now?

Mrs. Hazrowp., Yes, Ma'm; Mrs. Frazier is showing
her something about a pattern that she has,

{Mgs. CRAIG turns sharply and looks at her.

Mzs. Cratc. Do you mean to tell me that Mrs. Frazier
is upstairs, Mrs. Harold?

Mnrs. HaroLn, Yes, Ma’'m, she’s up there,

Mzs. Crare. And bow did she happen to get up
there?

Mgrs. Harorp, Well, T don't know, I'm sure, Mrs.
Craig, unless Miss Austen asked her.

Mges. Crate. All right. (She crosses to the fooi of
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the siairs and looks up, ond Mrs, HaRoLD goes out
through the portidres) Have there been any letters or
messages for me, Mrs. Harold, since I've been away?

Mrs. Harorp. Why, there were two leiters, yves; I
left them in your room. (coming into the room again)
One came this morning, and one came Tuesday. And
there was a gentleman called Mr. Craig last night about
eight o’clock, but he’'d gone out. So I gave him the tele-
phone number that Mr, Craig gave me in case anybody
called him.

Mgs. Crarc, Who was the gentleman? Did you get
his name?

Mgs, Harorp, Yes, Ma'm, he said his name was
Birkmire,

Mgs. Crats. Do you know if he got Mr. Craig all
right?

Mzs, Harowp. Yes, Ma'm, he did; because when I
told Mr, Craig this moming about him calling, he said
it was all right, that he'd talked to him last night. (Mgs.
Cralg nods and moves down to the center toble.}] And
then he called again this afternoon about half-past four,
{Mgrs, Cra1G turns and looks at her,

Mgs. Craic. Mr. Birkmire did?

Mzrs, Harown, Yes, Ma’'m; he said he wanted Mz,
Craig to get in touch with him as soon as he came in.

Mgrs, Crarg, What number was it Mr. Craig gave
you last night, Mrs, Harold, to have Mr. Birknmre call
him at?

Mgs. Harorp. Why, it was Levering three, one hun-
dred. 1 wrote it down on a piece of paper, so I wouldn't
forget it.

Mrs. Craza. All right, Mrs. Harold, I'll tell him
when he comes. {Mrs. HAroLD goes out.) And you
will get another vase for those roses, Mrs. Harold, be-
fore you take them up—

Mgs. Harowp. All right, T will.

Mgrs. Cratg. That one belongs down here. (She
stands ond thinks quictly for a second; then, with a
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glance up the stairs and out after Mes. HaxoLp, she
moves 1o the telephone and dials.)
(MAziE comes doum the stairs.

Mazie, Miss Landreth sent me down for her bag,

Mgs, Craic. It's there on the table. (MazIE picks up
the bag from the table and starts for the stairs again.
Mgs. Cra1G looks steadily at her and is about to speak
when MAZIE thinks of herself and turns back, crossing
towards the portidres) Take that glass out, too, Mazie.

Mz Yes, Ma'm. (She steps back and picks up the
glass.

Mgrs. Cratg. (Tulo the telephone) Information ? Why,
could you give me the address of the telephone number,
Levering three, one hundred? Oh, don’t you?—All
right, it isn't important—thank you very much. {She
hangs up and moves forward thoughtfully. And then
the screen door aulside bangs, and MR, CRAIG comes in
briskly, wearing o Ponoma hat and corrying o news-
paper.) ‘

Crazc. Well, look who's here, bright and smiling!
(He gdyances, removing his hot, and she moves
towards him.)

Mgs. Crarc. You almost beat me home,

Crarg, How did this happen? (He kisses her affec-
tionately) When did you get in, Harriet?

Mgs. CralG. {foking his hat and the newspaper from
him and puiting them on the table) A few minutes ago.
1 left Albany at noon.

Cratc (tossing his gloves on the piono) And how
is it you didn’t wire or something?

Mgs. Craic. (picking wp her own gloves from the
table and straightening out the fingers) 1 never thought
of it, to tell the truth; there was so much to be done
around there-—getting Ethel’s things together, and one
thing and another.

Craic. Was Ethel there?

Mzs. Crarc. Yes, Estelle insisted that she be sent for
last Saturday. And for the life of me I don’t know why
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she did such a thing; for it upset her terribly. So the
doctor said he thought the best thing to do would be to
get Ethel out of her sight for a few days: so I brought
her back with me. She's upstairs, lying down.

Cratc. How is Estelle?

Mgzs. Cratc. Why, I couldn’t see that there was any-
thing the matter with her—any more than usual. But
you'd think from her letter she was dying. And then 1
have o walk out, and leave my house for a whole week,
and go racing up to Albany.

Crarc, Has she a trained nurse?

Mgzs. Crata. (picking up his hot from the table) My
dear, she’s had two of them, for over six weeks. But
you know what trained nurses are.

Craic. Well, I'm sorry to hear Estelle is so bad.

Mzs. Craig. (handing him his hat) Here, take this,
Walter.

Craic. (drowing her back into his arms) But I'm
glad to have you back again.

Mgrs. CraiG. (laughing lightly) Stop it, Walter.

Cralc. Seems you've been away a month instead of
a week. (He kisses the side of her head.)

Mzs. Cralc. Don’t break my bones, Walter!

Craic. That's what T think I'd like to do sometimes.

Mzs. Craxc. (laughing) Now, stop it. (He releases
her and she straightens up, fouching her hair) Stop.
Here, take this hat and put it out where it belongs. {He
takes the hat and crosses above her towards tie por-
tidres.) And take this paper out of here too; this room’s
a sight. (He steps back and takes the paper, then goes
on out into the other room.) Your aunt’s company will
be scandalized.

Cratc. (from the other room) Has Auntie Austen
got some company !

Mgrs. CRAIG. (moving up to arrange the pillows on
the fancy sest at the right of the stairaay) So Mrs.
Harold says. She's upstairs with her,
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CrAIG. (recntering, and crossing directly over to the
boy window of the left) Who is it?

Mzs, Cralc. The lady of the roses, across the street
there.

Crarc. Mrs. Frazier?

Mzrs. Crarg. Yes. She’s getting very sociable,

Crarc. She certainly has some beautiful roses over
there, hasn't she?

Mzs. Craic. She ought to have; she has nothing to
do but look after them.

Cra1c. Those ramblers make a pretty effect, down at
the side there, don't they?

Mrs, Crarc. Wait till you sec them a week from
now,

CRrAIG. (turning to her) Why?

Mgs. Crazc. Why, there’ll be petals all over the place
over there.

CrarG. That ought to be prettier than the way it is
now.

Mges. Craic. Well, you might not think it was so
pretty if you had to sweep them up,

CrAIG. (taking some papers from his inside pocket,
and moving to the chair beside the piono) 1 wouldn't
sweep them up. (Mzs. CralG makes o sound of vast
emusement.) 1 can’t think of anything much prettier
than to have rose petals scattered all over the lawn.
{He sits dotwn.)

Mgs. CraG, (stroighteninig the big chair in front of
the fireplace) You'd have a nice looking place, ¥ must
say.

}(r’,‘um It's a wonder she wouldn't bring a few of
those roses over here to Auntie Austen.

Mgs. Crarg. T guess she has sense enough to know
that if we wanted roses we could plant some. (She
starts across towards him, above the center table, glanc-
ing toword the head of the stairs) Listen; she's apt to
be down here any minute, Walter, and if I were you 1
wouldn't be sitting there when she comes; for if she

ACT 1 CRAIG'S WIFE 27

sees you you'll never get away till she’s told you her
entire history, I've just escaped it twice. (She gathers
her things fogether on the table.)

Cra1G, DIve talked to her a couple of times on the
way up from the parage.

Mgs. Crarc. You mean she’s talked to you.

Craxc. No, she was out there fixing the roses when I
came by.

Mgs. Crate. Of course she was, That's where she is
most of the time. (becoming confidential, and moving
towards him) And the funny part of it is, Walter, I
don't think she realizes that people know exactly why
she does it. Really, it's the most transparently obvious
thing I've ever seen in my life.

Crazc. Well, why do you think she does it?

Mrs. Crarc. Why do I think she does it?

Cratg, Yes.

{She laughs, with a shade of amused impatience.)

Mgrs. Crarc. Well now, Walter—why do certain
women go about all the time with a child by the hand, or
a dog on a leash. To facilitate the—approach. (She re-
turns io the table and puts her gloves in her pockeibook;
and CRAIG sits looking at her, mystified) Only the lady
upstairs uses roses. So, really, I wouldn’t be sitting there
when she comes down, if 1 were you, Walter; you
know there is a danger in propinquity.

CratG, (reswuming his lefters) 1 guess she could have
gotten plenty of men if she'd wanted them,

Mzs. Craic. But she may not have been able to get
the kind she wanted. And you may be the kind, (He
looks at her ond laughs,} And this little visit this after-
noon, laden with flowers, may be simply the initial at-
tack in a very highly premeditated campaign.

Cralc. Did you say she brought some flowers over
this afternoon?

Mrs, Crarc, I saia, “highly premeditated.” I beliave
you told me you'd stopped a number of times to talk to
her.
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Crara, I've stopped twice, as a matter of fact,

Mgs, CraiG, And admired her roses?

Craxc, There was nothing much else to talk about.

Mrs, Craig. Of course there wasn't; that’s the point,
And if there hadn’t been any roses, there wouldn’t have
been anything at all to talk about. And you wouldn't
have stopped, and talked, (She looks at him directly
and smiles) But since you did, why-~it isn't at all in~
conceivable that she should conclude that you probably
liked roses. And that you might regard it as a very
charming little gesture if she were to just bring a few
over sometime-—to your aunt—when your wife was
out of the city.

CRrAIG. (leaning back against the piano and looking
at h?i.r felters ) What are you trying to do, kid me, Har-
ret?

Mgs, Crazc. Not at all. Don’t lean back against that
piano that way, Walter, you might scratch it.

Crare. My coat won't scratch it,

Mzs. Craic. (crossing hurriediy) Well, there might
be something in your pocket that will. (She pushes him
away from the piono) Now, sit up. (She gives him a
little slap on the back) Sit over there. {She indicetes
the big chair at the left of the center table, and he rises
good-naturedly and crosses ta it. Then she busies her-
self examining the spot on the piano where ke leaned,
and settling the piono scarf corefully.)

Cra16. Yes, sir, I think that's what you're trying te
do, Harriet, just kid me,

Mgs. Crazc. Well now, do you think what I've been
saying is at all improbable ?

Cra1c. No, it isn’t improbaole; it’s just funny,

Mzs. CrAG. (crossing back to the table and gather-
ing ofl her things up) The flowers were on the piano
when I came in.

Cratc. Well, if they were they were for Auntie
Austen.

Mgs, Crarg. Maybe they were. T sent them up to her
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room, anyway. So Mrs. Frazier probably thinks [
thought they were for Auntie Austen. (She starts for
the portiéres at the right, and he looks after her and
laughs. She turns and looks at him)} What are you
laughing at? '

Crame You.

Mgs. Crazg. Really?

Cralc. Yow're very amusing to-night.

Mzs, Craw. (coming forward at the right of the
table) And I think you're just a little bit reckless, Wal-
ter—sitting there tempting the temptress.

Crarc. You know, [ think you're getting jealous of
me, Harriet.

Mes, CrarG. (omused) Not at ali, dear boy; I'm
simply suspicious of rich, middle-aged divorcees who
specialize in wayside roses. (She leans on her umbrells.)

CrA1G. Mrs, Frazier isn't a divorcee,

Mzs, Craic. Isn't she?

Craxc. No, her husband was killed in an automobile
accident in 1936, She told me so herself. She was in the
car with him,

Mgs. Cra1e. And how is it she wasn’t killed?

Crarg. Well now, does everybody have to be killed
in automobile accidents?

Mgs. Crazc. No, there's always the World War,—
for missing husbands. You're a very guileless young
man, Walter; and I'm sorry your mind doesn’t work
just a little bit more rapidly.

Craxc. It works pretty thoroughly, though, when it
sees the point.

Mrs. CrAIG. (stopping near the door) But, that's a
slight advantage if the point is made before you see it.

Craxs. Do you know, I'd like to be able to see just
what's going on in your mind tonight.

Mrs, Ceare, Well, if you could, I daresay you'd find
something very similar to what's going on in the minds
of most of our neighbors these days.

Crazc. Now, just what do you mean by that?
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Mgs. Cratc. They have eyes, Walter; and they use
them. And I wish you'd use yours. And I also wish
you'd tell me whose telephone number Levering three,
one hundred is.

Crarc. Fergus Passmore, why?

Mgrs. Craic. Nothing, I was just wondering. Mrs.
Harold told me you gave her that number last night in
case anybody wanted you, and I was wondering where
it was, .

Crarg, Fergus Passmore's. T was playing cards out
there last night. I ran into him yesterday in front of
the First National, and he asked me to come out there
fast night and play a little poker.

Mgs. CraiG, (moving forwerd o lltle) What did
Billy Birkmire want you for?

Crare. Why, a-—

Mgs, CrarG. Mrs. Harold said he called you up.

Crata. Yes, Fergus told me to get hold of him, too,
and bring him out there; so I did. But he catled me up
later to tell me that his father had just come in from
St. Paul, and he wouldn’t be able to make it, T wasn't
here when he called, so I talkked to him from there.

Mzgs, Crarc. I hope you're not going to get into card-
playing again, Walter.

6. Why, I never gave up card-playing.

Mgs. Cratg. Well, you haven't played in nearly a

ar,

Craic, Well, T suppose that’s because yow don't play.
And most of the folks know that, so they don’t ask me.
I don't suppose Fergus would have asked me yesterday
only that I happened to mention that yox were away.

M=s. Cra1c Was his wife there?

Cratc. She was for a while, but she didn’t play; she
waj going out somewhere,

Mzrs. Cratc. I suppose that’s the reason Fergus asked
you, wasn't it?

Crairc. What do you mean?
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Ma=s, Cratc. Why, you know how insanely jealous of
her he used to be.

Craic. Well, I'm sure he was never jealous of me.

Mrs. Crarc. He was jealous of everybody, from
what I could see.

Craig, Ch, don't be silly, Harriet.

Mgrs. Crawc, Well, you wouldn't know it, Walter,
even if he were.

Crarc. Well, I'm glad 1 wouldn’t.

Mgrs. Craic. And you come to find out, I'll bet that’s
just the reason Billy Birkmire dodged it. I'll bet that's
just what he called you up to tell you.

Crarc. He didn’t call me up to te!l me anything of the

" kind, now, Harriet; he simply called me to tell me that

his father had come in unexpectedly from—

Mgs. Craig, I don't mean last night ; I mean when he
called you today,

Caazc. He didn't call me today,

Mas. Craic. He did, this afternoon, around four
o'clock.

{rarc. Here?

Mgs. Craic. So Mrs, Harold told me. Said he wanted
you to get in touch with him as soon as you came in.

CrarG. (rising, and crossing to the telephone) Won-
der why he.didn't call the office.

Mzrs. Cratc. (moving towards the portidres) Prob-
ably he did, and you'd gone.

RAIG. What's Birkmire's number, do you know?

Mgs, Cratc. (turning ot the door) Park 840, isn't it?
Unless they've changed it.

Cratc. 1 think it is. (He dials.)

Mgzs. Crawe. (lowering her voice} Aand T'm really
gerious, Walter, about that woman upstairs, (There i
a laugh from Mgrs. Frazir, af the head of the stairs.}
So if 1 were you I wouldn’'t be here when she comes
down. (He silences her with e gesture; ond, with a
glance toward the head of the stairs, she goes out at
the right.}
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Mrs, Frazizr. I used to have considerable difficulty
myself, when I first started to use them.

Crarg. Hello—Park 8407

Miss AusteN, (af the head of the stairs}) Well, 1
think I understand it now. '

Czalc. Is Mr. Birkmire there? (Mgs. Frazizr ond
Miss AUSTEN come down the stairs.) Oh, that's too
bad; I just missed bim, didn’t F?

Mzs. Frazier. Well now, please don’t hesitate to call
me, dMiss Austen, if there’s anything you don’t under-
stand-—

Cra1g. Yes, this is Mr. Craig speaking.

Miss AusteN. 1 will, I'll let you know,

Mns. Frazier. Because I haven't a solitary thing to
do. (Ske sces MR, CrAIG af the telephone, and urns o
Miss Austen, laying her finger on her lips.)

Crarc. Then, he'll probably be here pretty soom.
{Mgzs. FRAZIER comes down into the room, and Miss
AUvsTeN stops on the landing, looking at Mr. Crarg.)

Thanks—that's fine. Thank you very much. (He hangs

up.)

Miss Auster,. Hello, Walter.

Cralg. Hello, Auntie. How are you?

Miss AUSTEN, (coming down from the landing) 1
didn’t know you were home,

Craig. Just got in this minute. How do you do, Mrs.
Frazier.

Mgs. Frazizr. How do you do, Mr. Craig.

Miss AvstEn, Mrs. Frazier was kind enough to
come up and show me something about a new pattern
that 1 just bought.

Craig, That so?

Miss AusteN. Mrs, Harold fells me that Harriet is

“home.

Craic. Yes, she just got in ahead of me.

Miss AvsreN, Did she say how Mrs, Landreth was?

Crarc. Pretty bad shape, 1 imagine, from what she
says.
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Miss AusteN, Where is Harriet, upstairs?

Crarc. Yes, she’s just taken her things up.

Mgs, Frazier. Miss Austen was telling me that Mrs.
Craig’s sister has heart trouble,

Cra1G. Yes, she’s had it a long time,

Mrs. Frazizr. Poor woman.

Miss AusTen. Nearly ten years.

Mgrs. Frazier. How unfortunate. I suppose Mrs,
Craig is very much upset, isn’t she?

Craic. Yes, I suppose she is.

Mzs, Frazier. Is she her only sister?

Crare. Yes, there are just the two of them,

Mgs. Frazrer. Too bad, But, that's the way it seems
to go as a rule, doesn’t it?

Cra1G. Yes, that's trite,

Miss Austen, Walter, you should see all the wonder-
ful roses Mrs. Frazier just brought me over. (Mgs.
Frazier gives a little deprecating laugh and moves
towards the piano at the left.)

Craxg. Oh, yes?

Miss Austen. They're perfectly beautiful.

Mxs. Frazier. Not a very generous giving, I'm
afraid, when there are so many of them.

CratG and Miss AUSTEN. (speaking together)

Craig. Well, I'm sure we appreciate it very much,
Mi1ss AusTen. I think it’s very charming of you to
remember us at all,

Mzs, Frazier. Sometimes I think perhaps I am a bit
fooli(sh to have so many of them, because it is a lot of
work.

Miss Austew. It must be; I often-say that to Walter.

Mzs, Frazier. Yes, it is. But, you see, they were
more of less of a hobby with my husband when he was
alive; and I suppose I tend them out of sentiment,
really, more than anything else,

Miss AvusreN. How long has your husband been
dead, Mrs. Frazier?

Mgs, Frazizr. He'll be dead ten years this coming
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November. Yes, Yes, he died the twenty-third of No-
vember, 1930. He was injured on the second, in an
automobile accident at Pride’s Crossing, Massachusetts:
we were on our way back from Bar Harbor—I was
telling Mr. Craig about it. And he lingered from that
until the twenty-third. So, you see, the melancholy days
have really a very literal significance for me.

Miss AusteN. I should say so, indeed.

Mus. Frazier. Yes, that is the one month I must get
away. I don't care where I go, but I must go some-
where; 1 couldn't stand it here; I have too many
memories. So every year, as goon as ever November
comes around, I just pack up my things and go out to
Dayton, Ohio. I have a married daughter living out
there ; her husband is connected with the National Cash
Register Company. And, of course, she makes all man-
ner of fun of my annual pilgrimages to Dayton, She
says instead of being in England now that April's
there, with me it's in Dayton now that Novembet's
there. (She laughs faintly) We have great fun about it.
But, of course, her husband’s business is there. And I
think sometimes perhaps I should spend more time with
her; I think it would help us both. But the trouble is,
when I go out there, it's 50 very difficult for me to get
away again. She has the most adorable baby—just
fifteen months old; and he thinks there’s nobody in the
world like his grandmother, And, of course, I think
there’s nobody in the world like him. Although, to tell
the truth, I did resent him terrifically when ke was
born-—to think that he’d made me a grandmother. But
he's quite won me over; and I suppose I'm as foolish
now as all the other grandmothers,

Miss AvusteN. [s she your only daughier, Mrs.
Frazier?

Mas. Fraziez. Yes, she was my only child.

Cra1G. Then, you live alone over here, Mrs. Frazier?

Mgzs, Fraziez. All alone, yes.

Mirss AUSTEN. Is that so?
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Mrs. FrAaziER Yes, ['ve lived alone now for nearly
four years—ever since my daughter was married.
Alone at fifty. (She laughs lightlyj Rather a premature
desolation, isn't it? (She loughs again, a litlle.)

Crarc. Certainly 13,

Miss AustEN, I should say so.

Mzs. Frazigr. I remember reading a story by that
name one time, a number of years ago; and I remember
thicking then, how dreadful that would be—to be left
alone—especially for 2 woman. And yet the very same
thing happened to me before I was fifty.

Miss Austen. Well, didn’t you ever think of going
out and living with your daughter, Mrs, Frazier?

Mrs. Frazier. Well, of course, she has never given
up trying to persuade me to do that; but I always say to
her, “No, darling, T will live out my days in your fath-
er's house—even though he isn’t there.,” I say, “I have
my memories, at least; and nobody can take those from
me.” Of course, she says I'm sentimental; (She loughs)
but I'm not, really—not the least bit. Because if I were,
I should have probably married again; but I feel that—

Cratg. 1 should think you would have married again,
Mits. Frazier,

Mgs. Frazier, Well, I suppose that would have been
the logical thing to do, Mr. Craig; but, I don’t know—
I suppose perhaps I'm one of those one-man women.
There are such women, you know,

Miss AusteN. Yes, indeed there are.

Mrs. Frazier, Just as there are one-woman men.
And T think it’s particularly unfortunate when anything
happens to the attachment of a person of that kind—
whether it's death, or disillusionment, or whatever it is
~because the impairment is always so absolutely irre-
parable, A person of that type can never care very
greatly again, about anything.

Miss AusteN. (looking away off ) That’s very true,
Mtrs. Frazier. _

Mgs. Frazier, (falling into a mood) Never. (She
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shakes hev head slowly from side 1o side; then starts
Well, I think I'd better go, or you'll be agreeing witl)x
my dauvghter that I'm sentimental.

(They follow her towards the door. )

Miss AusteN and Crate. (speaking logether)

Miss Avsten. Oh, not at all, Mrs. Frazier; ¥ agree

with you perfectly,

.Cratc. [ think a little bit of sentiment is a very

ﬁce ﬂ;\:g some;imﬁs: "

RS. YRAZIER, (turning at the door) And I do ho
yptt:'ll tell Mrs, Craig that 1 was inquiring about hg:
Sister,

Crazc. I will, Mrs. Frazier, thank you very much.

Mpgs. Frazmr, I hope she'll be better soon. Good
afterncon, Mr. Craig. (She goes out.)

CrazG, Good afternoon, Mrs, Frazier. I hope your'il
" Miss, Fassrea. (ol back) Thank

RS, HRAZYER. cqkin ac RNKS ever
I shall be delighted to, ~ " o e

Miss Ausren. ( following her out} And thanks again
for the roses.

(Crats_turns away from the door and goes up the
stairs. Mes. CRAIG appears between the portidres,
looking darkly toward the bay window at the lefs,
where Mgs, ZIER can be Seem possing arross
the lawm. )

Mgzs. Frazrer. Oh, don't mention i, dear child, I
should have brought you twice as many.

Miss Austen, And I'll let you know if there’s any-
thing T don’t understand as I go along,

Mgrs, Frazier, Please do, now, Miss Austen ; don't
hesitate to call me.

Miss Austen. T will, I'll et you know,

Mgs. Frazier. Good-by.
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Miss AvsteN, Good-by, Mrs. Frazier.

(The screen door slams. Mrs, CRAIG moves forward fo
the mirror over the mantelpiece ot the right.)

Mgs. Crate. The silly creature. (She stands looking
in the misvor, touching her hair. Miss AUSTEN comes
in. )

Miss AUSTEN. (stopping just inside the door) Oh,
Harriet, I was just going up to your room. How did
you find your sister? Mrs. Harold told me a moment
ago that you were back.

Mgs. Crata. (without turning) Yes, I'm back. (turn-
ing, with a touch of challenge n her manner) And 1
think it's about time 1 come back. don’t you?

Miss AusteN. Why, dear?

Mgs, Craic. Why?

Miss Austen, Yes, I don’t understand what you
mean.

Mzs. Craig, Well, from the looks of things, if I'd
stayed away much longer, I should have probably come
back to find my house a thoroughfare for the entire
neighborhood,

Miss AusTEN. You mean Mrs. Frazier being here?

Mzs. Crate. You know perfectly well what I mean,
Auntie Austen; please don’t try to appear so innocent.
{(She moves up to the foot of the stairs, to assure her-
self that Mr. CRA1G is not within hearing distance. Miss
AUSTEN gives her a long, narrow look and moves for-
ward at the right of the piano. There is & pause; them
Mzs. Crag comes forward to the cemter table in g
perfect fury) That's exactly what that woman’s beesnt
trying to do ever since we've been here; and the min-
ute you get my back turned you let her succeed—just
for the sake of a Yot of small talk. How did she happen
to get in here?

15s Austen. Why, I asked her in, of course; you
don’t suppose she walked in of her own accord.
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Mzs. Cratc. I wouldn’t put it past her, if she knew I
was away. (Miss AUsTEN looks at her.} T know Mrs.
Frazier's type better than you do. {She seitles the
things on the table) What did you do, go over after her?

Miss Austen, No, I did not. T was sewing on the
porch there, and she brought me some roses over, which
I think was very thoughtful of her,

Mgrs. Cratg. Very thoughtful,

Miss Avsten. And I happened to mention the dress
that I was making, and that the pattern that I'd bought
for it wasn't quite clear to me. And she seemed to know
from my description just what pattern it was, and very
kindly offered to help me.

Mgs. Cratc. Of course; and you walked right into
the trap. _

Mrss AUSTEN. (furning o her) Well, why do you
think she should be so anxious to get in Aere, Harriet?

Mzrs. Craic. For the same reason that a lot of other
women in this neighborhood want to get in here—to
satisfy their vulgar curiosity; and see what they can
see.

: I\grss AvusteN, And, why should you care if they do
see?

Mgs, Crag. T wouldn’t gratify them—T1 don’t want a
lot of idle neighbors on visiting terms. Let them tend
to their houses, and they'll have plenty to do: instead
of wasting their time with a lot of silly roses. (She
crosses down 1o the mirvor again) Mrs, Frazier is very
likely one of those housckeepers that hides the dirt in
the corners with a bunch of roses.

Miss AusTeN. You know nothing about her house,
Harriet,

Mzs. Crazc. T know what her lawn looks like,—that's
enough for me. {turning) And you had to bring her
upstairs, too, for fear she wouldn’t see enough down
here.

Miss AvusteNn. I don't suppose the woman knows
what vou've got in your house, Harriet.
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Mgs. Cratc. Oh, Auntie Austen! Really, I wish you
were as guileless in certain other respects as you scem
to be in the matter of visiting neighbors,

Miss AusteENn, A good neighbor is a very good thing
sometimes, Harriet.

Mzrs. Crarc, Well, you may have them; I dont want
them running in and out to me.

Miss AusteN. None of them has ever run in and out
to you so far that | remember,

Mges. Crare. One of them has just left.

Miss Austen. She wasn’t here to see you.

Mrs, Crais. She was in my house, wasn't she?

Miss AusTEN. And in your husband’s house,

Mgs, Crarg. Oh— (She gives a little laugh of mirth-
less amusement) Well, she was hardly here to see my
hushand, was she?

{Miss AusTeN holds her eye for a second.

Miss Ausren. Mo, she was not; although I've no
doubt you'd attempt such an interpretation if you
thought there was any possibility of Walter’s believing
it. I don't think any extremity would be too great for
you, Harriet, as long as it kept people out of the Temple
of the Lord. It's a great wonder to me you haven't
asked us to take off our shoes, when we walk across the
carpet. (MRr. CrAlG coughs, somewhere upstairs, and
M=s, CrAIG moves suddenly o the foot of the stairs and
looks up.} Mrs. Frazier was here to see me, your hus-
hand's aunt. And T made her welcome; and so did he.
And asked her to come back-again. And I don’t think

ou'd find him very much in accord with your attitude,
if he knew about it,

Mpzs. Crarg. Well, you'll probably tell him.

Miss AusteN, Oh, I've got a lot of things *o tell him,
Harriet.

Mgs. Cra1G. I've no doubt you have.

Miss AusTEN. F've had plenty of time to think about
them during the past two years, up there in my room.
And they've been particularly clear to me this past
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week that you've been away. That's why I've decided
to tell Walter; (Mzs. Cra1G furns sharply and looks at
ker.) because 1 think he should be told. Only I want
you to be here when I tell him, so that you won't be able
to twist what I say.

Mgs, Crasg. (coming forward to the table) You have
a very good opinion of me, haven't you, Auntie Austen?

Miss AusTeN. It jsn’t an opinion I have of you at all,
Harriet; it’s you that I have,

Mes. Craig. Well, whatever it is, I'm not at all inter-
ested in hearing about it. And I want you to know that
IIlrt:steﬂt intensely your having brought Mrs. Frazier in

ere,

Miss AusTEN, (lurning away) Oh, be honest about
it, at least, Harriet!

Mgrs. Craic. What do you mean?

Miss AusTtEN. Why particularize on Mrs, Frazier?

Mgs. Craxg. Because I don’t want her here.

Miss AusTEN. You don't want anybody here,

Mus. Crazc. I don’t want her.

Miss Austen, (looking divectly of her) You don’t
want your husband— (Mgrs. Craic starts slightly and
then stands rigid for a second, Then, still holding Miss
AUSTEN'S gye, she moves slowly to the foot of the stairs
to glance up.) only that he's necessary to the upkeep
here. But if you could see how that could be managed
without him, his position here wouldn't be as secure as
the position of one of those pillows there. {She indicates
the pillows on the seat at the right of the stoirway.)

Mrs. Cratg, (moving forward again) Well, I must
say, Miss Austen, that’s a very nice thing for you to
say to me. _

Miss AusteN., It's the truth, whether you like to
hear it or not. You want your house, Harriet, and
that's all you do want. And that’s all you'll have, at the
finish, unless you change your way. People who live to
themselves, Harriet, are generally left to themselves;
for other people will not go on being made miserable
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indefinitely for the sake of your ridiculous idolatry of
house furnishings.

Mzs. Cratc. You seem to have borne it rather suc-
cessfully. .

Muss Austen. I did it for Walter’s sake; because 1
knew he wanted to have me here; and I didn't want to
make it difficult. But I've been practically a recluse in
that room of mine upstairs ever since we've been here;
just to avoid scratching that holy stairway, or leaving
a footprint on one of these sacred rugs. I'm not used to
that kind of stupidity. I'm accustomed to lving in
rooms; (M. Craic comes quietly down the stairs and
stands on the landing looking inquiringly from one to
the other. Mrs. CRAIG sees him out of the corner of her
eye, and drifts forward to the mirror ot the right.} and
I think too much of myself to consider their appearance
where my comfort is concerned. So I've decided to
make a change. Only T want my reasons to be made

‘perfectly clear to Walter before I go—I think I owe it

1o him, for his own sake as well as mine. {Mi1ss AusTEN
becomes gware of CRAIG'S presence on the stairway and
turns and looks at him. There is a dead pause, Then she
turns away, and CRAIG comes dowm into the voom and
forward guestioningly. }

Cra1c. What'’s the matter ?

Mrs. Craig. (turning) 1 haven't the faintest idea,
I'm sure. But from what Auntie Austen has just been
saying, she seems to think there are quite a few things
the matter.

Crarc, What is it, Auntie?

Mzs, Cra1G. She fells me she's going to leave us,

{He looks at iy wife, then at his aunt.)

Muiss AvusTen. It's nothing very new, Walter.

CralG. (lo his wife) Going to leave the bouse, you
mean ?

Mgs. Craic. So she says.
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{He looks at Miss AUSTEN again.

Craxc. You didn’t say that, did youn, Auntie?

Mes. Crazc. Haven't I just told you she said it?

Miss AusteN. I am leaving to-morrow, Walter,

Crarg. But, why ? What's happened?

Mzs. Ceais. She says she hnds my conduct of af-
fairs here unendurable,

Miss Austen. I'll be obliged to you, Harriet, if
you'll allow me to explain the reasons for my going; 1
know them better than you do.

Mes, Crarg. (turning o the large chair in front of
the fireplace and sitting down) You haven't any reasons
that I can see; except the usual jealous reasons that
women have—of the wives of men they've brought up,

Miss AusTeN. You'll have plenty of time to give your
version of my leaving after I've gone.

Mzs, Crarc. Well, sit down, then, and let us hear
your version of it.

Miss AusteN. I prefer to stand, thank you.

Mgs, CratG. Just as you please,

Miss AusTEN. (glancing at ihe chair ai the left, be-
lozw the pianc) 1 doubt if I'd know quite how to sit in
one of these chairs,

Crarc. Why, what do you mean, Auntie? 1 can’t be-
lieve that you've had any difficulty with any one; and
especially with Harriet—who thinks the world of you.
{Miss AusTeN smiles dryly.) Now, you know she does,
Auntie. Harriet is just as fond of you as I am. (turn-
ing io his wife} Why, it's incredible, positively.

Mgs. Crate. I'm glad you're here—to hear some of
this.

Crala. 1 suppose there are little irritations come up
around a house occasionally, just as there are in any
other husiness ; but ’'m sure you're too sensible, Auntie,
to allow them to affect you to the extent of making you
want to leave the house, Why, what would we do around
here without you? It wouldn't seem to me that we had
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any house at all. What was it you said to Auntie, Har-
riet?

Mgs, Cratc. I haven't said anything to her, of course;
she’s simply using her imagination.

Craig. Then, it isn’t anything that Harriet has said to
you, Auntie?

Miss AusteN. Oh, no—Harriet never soys anything.
She simply acts; and leaves you to interpret—if vou're
able. And it takes a long time to be able—until you find
the key. And then it's all very simple~and very ridicu-
lous, and incredibly selfish, So much so, Walter, that 1
rather despair of ever convincing you of my justifica-
tion for leaving your house,

Cralg. Well, what has Harriet done, Auntie?

Mges. Craic. I'll tell you what T did, Walter—1 ob-
jected to Auntie Austen's having brought that woman
across the street there in here while T was away.

Crate. You mean Mrs. Frazier?

Mrs, Craig. Yes, I mean Mrs. Frazier.

Crarg. Why, what's the matter with Mrs. Frazier?

Mgrs. Craic. She’s a vulgar old busybody, that's
what's the matter with her—that’s been trying to get in
hete ever since we've been here,

L CR;\I(;. What do you mean, she’s been trying to get in
ere’?

Mes, Crars. You wouldn't understand if I told vou,
Walter. It's a form of curiosity that women have about
other women's houses that men can't appreciate,

Miss AvusteEN, Harriet is chiefly provoked, Walter,
because she has allowed herself to be tempted off form
for a moment. She would much prefer to have excluded
Mrs. Frazier by the usual method-—that has been em-
ployed in the exclusion of every other man and woman
that has ever visited here. But since she’s blundered,
she must attempt to justify herself now by arraigning
Mrs. Frazier as everything from a vulgarian to a busy-
body—and even to insinuating that her visit here this
afterncon was inspired by an interest in you.
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Mzrs. Crate. I insinuated nothing of the kind. I
simply asked a questipn in answer to an insinuation of
yours,

Miss Austex. The details are unimportant, Harriet;
I know the principle.

Mgzs. Crarc. Well, tell the truth about it, at least.

Miss AusTen. That is exactly what T am going to do
~gven af the risk of Walter's disfavor.

Craic. T don't think you could very well incur that,
Auntie,

Miss AusteN. You're a man, Walter; and you're in
love with your wife. And I am perfectly familiar with
the usual result of interference under those circum-
stances.

Crars. Well, I hope I'm open to conviction, Auntie,
if you have a gnevance.

Miss Avusten, It isa’t my own cause I’'m about to
‘plead ; it doesn’t matter about me. I shan't be here. But

don’t want to be witness to the undoing of 2 man that -

was by way of becoming a very important citizen, with-
out warning him of the danger,

Craig. I don’t understand what you mean, Auntie,

Miss AusTeN. That is probably the greater part of
the danger, Walter—that you dos’t understand. If vou
did it would be scarcely necessary to warn you.

Craic. Of what?

(There is o pause; and Miss AusTen looks right into
kis eyes.}

Miss AusTin. Your wife.
(Mgrs. Craic breaks into a mirthless laugh, ot the ab-

surdity of Miss AUSTEN's implication. Cralc
turns and looks at her.}

Crarc, What are you laughing at, Harriet?
Mgs. Crarc, Why, don’t you think that’s very amus-
ing?
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Crarc. I don’t know that 1 think it's so very amusing,

Mrs. €rarc. Well, wait till you've heard the rest of
it; you'll probably change your mind.

Miss AusteN. (looking steadily at Mes. Craic)
Harriet isn't really laughing, Walter.

Mzs. Craig, What am 1 doing, crying?

Miss Avustex. You are whistling in the dark.

Mzs. Cratc. (vastly emused, and risinig) Oh, dear!

Mi1ss AusTEN. You're terrified that your secret has
been discovered,

(Mrs. CRAIG turns shorply end faces her.

Mgs, Craic. Really? And what is my secret?

Miss Averen. I think it's hardly necessary to teil
you that, Harriet.

Mgrs. Crazg, But, I'm interested in hearing it.

Miss AusteN, Well, you can listen while I tell it to
Walter.

Mzs. Cratg. Very well,

Miss Avsten. But, { want you to know before T tell
him that it didn't remain for your outburst against Mrs.
Frazier here a few minutes ago to reveal it to me; 1
knew it almost as soon as Walter’s mother knew it.

{There 15 6 pause: then Mrs. Crarc moves a few sieps
towardys her husband. )

Mzrs. Cral, (with o touch of mock mysteriousness)
She means that I've been trying to poison you, secretly,
Walter.

Miss AusteN, Not so secretly, either, Harriet,
(Mers. Craig laughs Lightly and staris for the portidres.

Mrs. Crarc. Well, P'm sorry I must go, for I'm sure
this is going to be very amusing.

Miss AusteN, I've asked Harriet to stay here, Wal-
ter.

Mgs, CrAIG. {turning shorply) Well, I don’t intend to
stay.

g:hss Austen. I didn't think you would.
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Craic, Why not, Harriet?

Mzs. CraiG. Because 1 have something more import-
ant to do than listen to a lot of absurdities.

Miss AusTeN, Then, I shall have to regard your go-
ing as an admission of the truth of those absurdities.

Mgs. Crarc. Well, you may regard it as you please:
only I hope when you've finished discussing me, you'll
be as frank in letting Walter know something of what
F've been putting up with during the past two years,
{She goes out.)

Miss AusteN. Playing the martyr as usual. (Cralc
takes @ step or two toward the portidres, and stands for
a second looking after his wife. Then he turns ond looks
at his auni.) I could have almost spoken those last
words for her, Walter; I know her so well,

CratG. (coming back) 1 wish you'd tell me what's
happened here, Auntie.

Mrss AusTeN. That isn't so easy o tell to a man,
Walter; it requires a bid of elucidation. ‘

Cra1c. What is it?

Miss Austen. Walter—why do vou suppese your
mother asked you to promise her, when she was dying,
that you'd take me with you when you married?

Craic. Why, I think that was a perfectly natural re-
quest, Auntie, considering what you'd been to both of
us during her illness.

Miss Auster, Bat, it wasn't as though T should need
2 home—for she knew I preferred to travel,—that that's
what I was preparing to do when she was first stricken.
And T never told you, Walter, but she asked me to
promise her that T should accept your invitation when
you made it. You see, she knew her woman, Walter,—
the woman you were going to marry.

Crare. You mean that Mother didn’t ke Harriet?

Miss AvusteN, Nobody could like Harriet, Walter;
she doesn’t want them to,

Cratc, 1 like her.
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Miss AustEN. You're blinded by a pretty face, son,
as many another man has been blinded.

CraiG, Well, what has Harriet done?

Miss AusTen. She’s left you practically friendless,
for one thing; because the visits of your friends imply
an importance to you that is at variance with her plan:
so she’s made it perfectly clear to them, by a thousand
little gestures, that they -are not welcome in her house.
Because this is her house, you know, Walter; it isn't
yours—don’t make any mistake about that. This house
is what Harriet married—she didn’t marry you. You
simply went with the house-—as a more or less regret-
able necessity, And you must not obtrude; for she
wants the house all to herself. So she has set zbout re-
ducing you to as negligible a factor as possible in the
scheme of things here.

Crare. You don't really believe that, Auntie, do you?

Miss Awusten. That is her plan concerning you,
Walter, I'm telling you. That is why the visits of your
friends have been discouraged.

Crare. I can’t think that Harriet would discourage
my friends, Auntie.

Miss Avusten., Does any of them come here?

Crarc. Why, most of them have been here at one
time or another, yes,

Miss AusTeN, Not within the last eighteen months;
and you've only been married two years,

" Crarc. Well, why shouldn’t Harriet want my friends
ere ?

Miss Austen. For the same reason that she doesn't
want anybody else here. Because she’s a supremely self-
centered woman; and with the arrogance of the self-
centered mind, she wants to exclude the whole world—
because she’s afratd of it. And these four walls are the
symbol of that fear.

CRAIG. (turning owaey, and crossing towards the
right, below the table} 1 can’t believe that, Auntie,

Miss AusTEN. (extending her arm towards the front
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door, and following him) Can you remember when any
one has darkened that door—until here to-day, when
Mrs. Frazier came over >—And you see the result of
that. And why do vou suppose that people have so
suddenly stopped visiting you? They always visited you
at home. It can hardly be that yow've changed so
radically in two years. And I daresay all those charm-
ing young men and women that used to have such pleas-
ant times at home, thought that when you married your
house would be quite a rendezvous. But they reckoned
without their—hostess, Walter—just as they are be-
ginning to reckon without you. {He turns and looks at
ker.) You never go out any more.—Nobody ever asks
you.—They're afraid you might bring her; and they
don’t want her.——Because she’s made it perfectly clear
to them that she doesn’t want them. (CraiG looks away
ogain slowly.) And just as your friends are beginning
to reckon without you in thetr social life, so it is only a
question of time till they begin to reckon without you
in their business life, (He looks at her again, ond she
moves closer to him.) Walter— I want to tell you some-
thing that I saw the other day in the city, or rather
heard. I was baving luncheon at the Colonnade, and
two of your old Thursday-night poker crowd came in,
and sat at a table within hearing distance of me, And
presently a man and his wife came in and sat down at
another table. And the wife immediately proceed to tell
the man how he should have sat down; and how he
should sit now that he was down, and so on. And I dis-
tinctly heard one of your friends say to the other,
“Listen to Craig’s wife over here,” (CraiG turns his
head and looks right into Miss Austen's eyes. There
is @ slight pause. Then he crosses in front of her, and
continues pver to the piano af the left, and she moves
after im.) That is a little straw, Walter, that should
show you the way the wind is blowing. Your friends
resent being told where they shall sit, and how; so they
are avoiding the oceasion of it—just as ¥ am going to
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avoid it. But you canmot avoid it, so you must deal
with it.

Craig. How? How should I deal with it?

Miss Avsten. By impressing yvour wife with the
realization that there is a man of the house here, as
well a5 a woman; and that you are that man. And if
you don’t, Walter, you are going to go the way of
every other man that has ever allowed himself to be
dominated by a selfish woman.—Become a pallid little
echo of her distorted opinions; believing finally that
every friend you ever had before you met her was try-
ing to lead you into perdition—and that she rescued
you, and made a man of you. {(She makes a little sound
of bitler amusement, and turns eway towards the foot
of the stoirs) The irony of it. And yet they can do it.

CralG. (crossing towards the right) Harriet could
never turn me against my friends.

Mrss AUsTeN, (turning at the foot of the stairs, and
speaking with level conviction) Walter~they can make
men believe that the mothers that nursed them-~are
their arch enemies. (She comes towards him suddenly)
That’s why I'm warning you. For you're fighting for
your life; and T cannot in conscience leave this house
without at least turning on the light here, and letting
you see what it is that you're fighting against. (She
starts for the stairs, and CRAIG turns suddenly end fol-
lows her.)

Crarc. Auntie, T can’t see you leave this house!

Miss AUSTEN, (stopping on the londing) But, if I'm
not happy here.

Cratc, Well, why have T been so hlind that T haven’t
seen that you were not happy, and fixed it so that you
would be!

Miss AusteN. (quietly) Because you haven't sees
your wife, Walter.,

Crate. Oh, T can’t be convinced that there isn't an
enormous element of misunderstanding between you
and Harriet. (Miss AUSTEN closes her eyes and shakes
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her head from side to side ) Oh, I'm not disputing that
she has a peculiar disposition—she may be all that vou
say of her;—but I really can’t see the necessity of your
leaving the house; the thing must be susceptible of some
sort of adjustment.

Miss AusTeEN. No house is big enough, Walter, for
two women who are interested in the same man.

Crarg. (crossing over to the left) I'll never have a
minute’s peace if you leave here; Tl reproach myself.

Miss Austen. You hive nothing to reproach your-
self with, Walter; you've always been very kind to me.

Crarc. What will you do if you leave here?

Miss Austen. What I've always wanted to do—
travel~all over the world-—far and wide: so that I
shan’t become—litile. I have such a deadly fear of that
after these past two years.

Craic. But, I promised Mother that you'd always
have a home with me, and if you go, I'll feel somehow
that I'm breaking that promise,

Miss AusTEN. You haven't a home to offer me,
Walter. You have a house—with furniture in it—that
can only be used under highly specified conditions. I
have the impression somehow or other, when I look at
these rooms—that they are rooms that have died—and
are laid out. (She turns and starts up the stairs.)

Crarc. Well, whatever they are, they'll seem less if
you leave them. I don't think I'd feel worse if it were
Mother herself that were leaving.

(She turns, with her hand on _tie balustrade. )

Miss AusTEN. Be glad that it isn't your mother, Wal-
ter; she would have left long ago. (She goes on up the
stairs, and he stonds looking afier her. There is a ring
at the front door. He turns and looks out through the
French windows, then moves to the middle of the reom
and looks out through the portidres. The bell vings
again; then MAZIE comes down the stoirs.)

Crate. There’s a boy at the front door, Mazie.

Mazie Yes, sir, I heard the bell,
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Cratc. I'm expecting a gentleman, too, Mazie, in a
few minutes; I'll be upstairs.

Mazie. All right, Mr, Craig, I'll call you when he
comes. (MAziE goes out to angwer the bell, and Crarc
goes up the stairs. He stops halfway up and thinks. )

Boy's Voice, (at the fromt door) Why, Christine,
up at the corner, sez if you're goin’ to the Society to-
night, would you mind payin’ her dues for her; she sez
she can't go to-night,

(Crarg disappears.)

Maziz, Oh, sure, tell her I'll be glad to.
Bo¥’'s Voice. She sez the card's in the envelope there
with the money.

{Mxzs. HaroLp comes in through the portidres and
crosses towards the door, looking out keenly.)

Mazie. All right, tell her Tll tend to it. (The screen
door slams and MAZIE comes in.)

Mges. Harown, Did you answer that door, Mazie?

Mazie. (crossing below the table to the mantelpiece)
Yes, it was the tailor’s little boy, up at the corner, with
Christine’s Society money. He sez Christine can't go
to-night,

Mzs. Harorp. Is to-night Society night again al-
ready?

Mazie, (putting an envelope back of the center orna-
ment on the mantelpiece) It's the third Friday.

Mrs. Harorp. I can never keep track of that old
Society.

Mazie. Do you want me to pay your dues for you?

Mgs. HaroLp. {moving o the foot of the stairs) No,
dear, I'm paid up to the first of July. (MaziE turns
from the mantelpiece and moves towards her.}) Where
did Mr. Craig go—upstairs?

Mazie. 1 guess so, unless he's out there somewhere.
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Mgs. XARorp. (glancing toward the front porch, and
tgkmg G step or two towards Mazie) No, he's not out
there,

Mazie, Why, what’s the matter?

Mzs. Harotp. (laying her hand on Mazie's arm,
and lowering her voice) 1 think the old lady's goin’ to
}::av;. (She tiploes to the portidres, MAZIE watching

er.

Mazie. Miss Austen? {(Mgrs. Harowo nods; and then
looks out through the adjoining rooms.)

Mrs. Harowp. (furning to Mazie) The lady made a
row about Mrs. Frazier being here. (She looks out
again. )

Maziz, Did she?

Mzs. Harowp. (coming back) She was furious. I
knew it was coming by the face on her when she told
me to take the roses out of the room. So as soon as |
heard Mrs. Frazier goin’, 1 went right up to the library;
you can hear every word up there, you know, over near
the radiator,

Mazie. Yes, T know you can. Was ke here?

Mgs. Haroro. He wasn't at first, but T think he must
have come down while they were at it. I heard her say
she didn’t want her house made a thoroughfare for
the neighborhood.

Mazre. Can you imagine it—as though anybody ever
came ¢ here,

Mgrs. Harorp, That's what I felt like sayin’. But
Miss Austen told her.

Mazre. Did she?

Mzs, Harop. I should say she did. It didn't take
Mrs, Craig Jong to get out of the reom once Miss
Austen got started.

(A door closes upstairs, and Mazie darts to the center
table and settles the table scarf. Mrs. HaroLp steps
to the big chair in front of the mantelpiece and
feigns to be occupied in setting it straight, MAzZIE
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glances over her right shoulder up the stairs, then
steps up to the foot of the stairs and glances up.
Then she hurries forward to Mzs, HaroLd agoin,
glancing through the portidres os she goes.)

Mazie. What did Mrs. Craig do, walk out of the
room !

Mrs. Harorn. Yes. She said she had something else
to do besides listenin' to a lot of silly talk. (Mazie
raises her eyes to heaven.) 1 felt like sayin’ I'd like to
know what it was she had to do.

Mazie. So would I

Mgzs, Harowp. I've been here nearly a year now, and
1 have my first time to see her do anything—only a lot
of snoopin’'—after somebody else has finished.

Maziz It’s too bad Miss Austen didn’t tell her that
while she was at it.

Mrs, Harown, (raising her hand, with a touch of

| solemnity) She told her enough. (She goes up to the.

foot of the stairs and looks up.)

Maziz. Well, didn't ke say anything?

Mrs. Harotn. Not very much; Miss Ansten done
most of the talkin’, (She comes down to MAzIE's left,
confidentiaily) She told him if he didn’t do something
very soon, his wife’d make him look like an echo.

Mazie. She will, too.

Mrs. Harorp. He said she had a peculiar dispesition
~-and that Miss Austen didn’t understand her. Well,
1 {elt like sayin’ if Miss Austen don't understand her,
1 do. And I’d soon tell her how well I understand her,
too, only that she gives me a wide berth,

Mazig. I feel kind of sorry for him sometimes,
though.

Mrs, HaroLp. Yes, it's a pity for him. (lowering
her woice, and speaking with great conviction) She
could build a nest in his ear, and he'd never know it.
(She turns to the table and settles the scarf.)
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Mazie. She certainly is the hardest woman to please
that I've ever worked for.

Mes. Harorp, Well, | don't know whether she’s hard
to please or not, Mazie, for I've never tried to please
her. T do my work, and if she don't like it she has a
tongue in her head ; she can soon tell me, and I can go
somewhere else. I've worked in too many houses to be
out of a place very long. (straightening up and resting
her left hand on the table) Did 1 tell you about her
wanting me to dust the leaves off that little tree in front
of the diningroom window last week?

Mazie, Dust the leaves?

Mgs. HaroLp. (looking to heaven for witness) That's
the honest God’s fact. And me with the rheumatism at
the time.

Mazie. Can you imagine such a thing?

Mgrs. Harorp, Well, you know how I done it, don’t
you?

Mazie. What'd you say to her?

Mas. Harorp, T told her right up. I said, “I'Il dust
no tree for nobody.”

Mazie. You done right.

Mrs. Harowp, She sez, “You mean you refuse to
dust it ?'—"*"Yes,” I sez, “I refuse, and,” 1 sez, “what’s
more, I'm goin’ to stay refuse.” “Well,” she sez, “it
needs dusting, whether you dust it or not.” “Well,” 1
sez, “let it need it," 1 sez. I sex, “A little dust won't
poison it.” 1 sez, “We'll be dust ourselves some day,
unless we get drownded.” (She goes to the portidres.)

Mazre. You done right.

Mrs. Harorp. Oh, 1 told her. {She glances out
thravugh the rooms.)

Mazie, I think the worst kind of a woman a girl can
work for is one that’s crazy about her house.

Mkes. Harorp. T do, too; because I think they are
crazy half the time. You know, yon can go crazy over
a house, Mazie, the same as you can over anything else.

MaziE. Sure you can,
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Mes. HaroLp. Doctor Nicholson’s wife was one of
them ; although she wasn’t as generous a woman as this
one.

Mazie, No, that's one thing you've got to say for
Mrs, Craig; she’s not stingy.

Mzs, Harorp, No, that's true, she isn't.

Mazie 1 don’t think I've ever worked in a house
where there was as good a table for the help.

Mzs. Harorp, That's right; you always get whatever
they get.

Mazie. And you never have to ask for your wages,
neither, (The door-bell rings.)

Mzrs. HaroLp. No, she’s very good that way.

Mazie. (going to answer the door, settling her cap
and apron) I guess that’s that gentleman Mr. Craig’s
expectin’.

Mgs. Harorp, Come out when you come in, Mazie.
{She goes out through the portidres. Mz, CRAIG comes
doum the stairs.)

BiexMIRE. {at the front door) Good evening. Is Mr.
Craig in?

Mazie, Yes, sir, he’s in.

(The screen dooy is heard to close, BImEMIRE enters.)

Crarg, Hello, Billy, how are you?

BIrRKMIRE. (shaking hands earnestly) Hello, Walt,
(He looks right into CRAIG'S eyes.)

Craig, T called your house a little while ago; {(Birx-
MIRE {urns fo the piamo with his reincoot and hat.)
there was a message here for me when 1 got in, saying
you'd called.

(Mazie comes in and crosses lowards the poriidres.)

Birkmire. Yes, I've been trying to get hold of vou
since four o'clock.
Craxc. Let me take those things out of your way.
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(Mazie stops near the portidres and looks back, to see
if they want her to take BIRKMIRE'S things.)

Birxmire. No, thanks, Walter. I've got to get right
back to the house.

{Maz1g goes out; and Craic moves down towards the
table )

Craze. Your father still here?

BirukuMire. Yes, he'll be here for a day or two yet.
(He looks keenly out through the portidres, stepping up
towards the back of the room.)

CRAIG, (watching him curiously) What's the matter ¢
(BIRKMIRE makes a deft gesture, signifying that
Mazre may be within hearing distance.) What is it ?

BirkMIRE. (sfepping down close to Crarc and lay-
ing his hand on his sleeve} What about it, Walt?

Crar6. About what?

BmrMIRE. About Fergus and his wife. You were out
there last night, weren't you?

Crarc. Sure. That's where I talked to you from.

Bmrraire, Well, my God, what happened out there,
Walter?

Cra1G. What do you mean?

BirxmMire, Haven't you seen the evening papers?

Crarc. Not yet, no. Why?

BIRRKMIRE. (smothering an exclamation, and step-
ping to the piano o get 6 newspaper out of his pocket)
Jesus, how did you miss it}

Cratc. Why, what’s happened?

Brrxwmixe. Fergus and his wife are dead.

Crars. What!

Bmxmire. Found them this morning in the library.

Cratc. Passmore, you mean?

Bmxuire. (honding kim the paper} Here it is on
the front page of the Telegraph.
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CraiG. (crossing down to the right) What are you
saying, Billy?

BirMire. (stepping over towerds the portidres and
looking out) 1t's in every paper in town.

Crate. Where is it?

BrrewmiIrg. (coming forward et Crarg's left and indi-
cating a certain headline) Fergus Passmore and wife
found dead in library.

Crarc. My God!

BirxMIRE, (turning awoy lowards the left and get-
ting a cigarette from his case) | happened to see it over
a man's shoulder coming down in the elevator in the
Land Title Building about four o’clock, and I dammed
near had heart failure. I've been trying to get you on
the ’phone ever since. And I saw her myself at the
Ritz Iast night at twelve o'clock. T was talking to her.
I took the old man over there for a bit of supper after
the show, and she was there with that military gent
she’s been stepping it with lately. (suddenly loying
his hand on Crars’s arm) That's my hunch on this
thing, Walter. I think she's been playing this soldier
fellow a little too much lately and Fergus has heard
of it and probably called it when she got in last night,
and busted up the show. You know, he was always
jealous as hell of her. (FHe takes a step or fwo towards
the back and glances through the portidres.)}

Craxc. There must be a catch in this thing some-
where, Billy.

BIrKMIRE. (coming forward again) How could there
be a catch in it, Walter? Do you think they'd print
that kind of stuff for a joke?

Craic. Well, my God, I was out there last night till
twelve o'clock.

BirKMIRE. (fearing the cigarette between his fing-
ers) Well, evidently this thing happened after you got
away from there. Ilid she get in before you left there
last night?

Cratc, (looking up from the paper) What?
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BirxMire. I say, did Adelaide get in lasi night be-
fore you left out there?

CralG. No, but she was there when I got out there,
about nine o’clock. She was going out somewhere,

Birxumirg. Yes, and I know who it was she was going
out with, too; that’s the third time I've run into her
with that bird lately. And I want to find out what his
name is right away quick, too, for he might be in on
this thing.

Crarc. Have you been out there yet?

BirxkMire. Out to Fergus', you mean?

Crarg, Yes,

Birrmire. Sure, T hopped right out there as soon as
I read it; but you can't get near the place.

Crarg I think [ ought to get in touch with Police
Headguarters right away, Billy.

Bmxkuire. Well, that's why I wanted to get hold of
you. It says there they’re looking for a man seen leav-
ing the house after midnight.

Cralg, Sure, that's me,

BireMige. Well, not necessarily you, Walter.

Cralc. That's the time [ got away from there.

BirxkMIRE. That doesn’t mean anything, Only I think
it'd be a good thing to let them know right away.,

CralG. (turning suddenly ond going up to the tele-
phone) Sure, Ull call up right away.

BirrMIRE. (following him up) Well, now, wait a
minute, Walter, don’t move too fast; you know a thing
like this can take a thousand and one turns; and we
don’t want to make any false move. This kind of thing'd
be pie for the newspapers, you know. And the fact that
we were invited out there to play cards wouldn’t read
any too well.

Craic. Well, you weren’t out there,

BireMise, I know that; but I'm not sitting back in
the comer in this thing, you know, Walter. It just so
happened that I wasn’t out there. But 1 talked to you
on the telephone out there last night, from my house;
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and in a thing of this kind they trace telephone calls
and everything else,

CrasG. (looking at the paper again) My God, this is
a terrible thing, though, isn't it, Billy.

BIRKMIRE. {turning away fo the left, and passing his
hand avross his brow) 1 haven’t got it myself yet,

Crarg. Terrible.

BmyMmire, It'll be a jar to your wife when she hears
it, won't it?

Cralc, Awful.

BirkMIRE She’ll very likely see it in the paper up
there in Albany.

Crasg, She's back from Albany.

BirkMIRE s she?

CralG. She got in a while ago.

Brexmire. Well, she doesn’t know anything about
this yet, does she?

CrAIG. I don't think so; unless she happened to see
the paper I brought home, I suppose it's in it.

BirgmMirg. Sure, it's in all of them.

CralG. I just took it from the boy and put it in my
pocket,

Brrkmire. Where is Harriet?

CrArg. She's upstairs.

BmRkMIRE. (lowering his voice) Does she know you
were out there last night?

Craic. I don’t know, I guess she does. Yes, I think I
mentioned it a while ago.

BirkMIRg. (sitepping o CralG's side, and loying his
hand on his wm) Well, now, listen, Walter— If she
doesn™t happen to see the paper, what she doesn’t know
won't bother her. And this thing is apt to clear itself
up over night. Tt might be cleared up now, for all we
know ; for 1 suppose the police have been working on it
alt day. But, I think the wise move for us is just to hop
out there and try to find out what’s going on; and if
they haven't found anything out yet, just get in touch
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with Police Headquarters and let them know where
we're at.

CRAIG. {tossing the newspaper on 1o the scat beside
the telephone talle) Yes, let's do that. Wait till I get
my hat. {He goes through the portidres.)

BiRgMIRE, (crossing to the pianc for his things)
I've got my car out here; we can cut across the park
and be out there in ten minutes, (He throws his rain-
coat across his arm, picks up his hat, and sieps quickly
across to get the newspaper that Crare left on the seat.
He glances up the stairs and out through the portiéres.
Then he sees Cratc coming through the adjoining room,
and starts for the fronf door.)

CRAIG. (entering, wearing his hai, and corrying the
newspaper he brought home) T'll take this paper with
me; keep it out of sight.

BirkMIRe. I've got the other one here in my pocket.
(BrrMIRE goes ouf.}

Craxe. (glancing about the room as he crosses to the
fromt door) We take the Globe here in the afternoon,
but I den't see it anywhere around out there. (/e goes
out.}

BirMiIre. I've got the ¢ar right out here,

CRrAIG. (outbside) 1 guess across the park will be the
quickest.

Brrxmire Yes, we can be over there in ten minutes.

(There is @ dead pausc. Then a clock somewhere out at
the right strikes half-past sizx, with a soft gong.
There is another slight pause, and them Mzs,
CraxG sweeps through the portidres, carrying an
open newspaper, She sces that no one is in fhe
room, and rushes to the forward window to see if
she con sce Mr. CraiG anywhere about, Then she
starts for the front door, but changes her smind
and rushes up to the landing of the stairway.)

Mzs. Crare. {calling up the staivs) Walter '—Wal-
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terl—Are you up there, Walter? {(She hurrics down
into the room Ggain and over to the portidres} Mazie!
—Mazie! (She runs across o the front door and oul.
Mazie comes in threugh the portidres and looks about,
then starts towards the front door. Mrs, CRAIG hurries
in again. )}

Mazie. Were you calling me, Mrs. Craig?

Mrs. Cratc. Yes, Mazie. Have you seen anything of
Mr. Craig?

Mazie, Why, he was here 2 few minutes ago, Mrs.
Craig, with a gentleman.

Mgs. Craic. What gentlernan? Who was he?

Mazie. I dont know who he was, Mrs. Craig; 1
never saw him hefore,

Mgs, Cratc. Didn’t you catch his name?
b'lMAzm No, Ma'am, | didn’t. He came in an automo-

ile.

Mxs. Crats, Well, did Mr. Craig go away with him?

Mazie. 1 don’t know whether he did or not, Mrs.
Craig, 1 didn’t know he’d gone.

Mgs, CratG. (turning MAZIE around guickly by the
shoulder and wrging her towards the portidres) See if
Mr. Craig's hat's on the tack out there.

Mazie. (hurrying out) Isn't he up in his rcom?

Mes. Cratc. No, he isn’t. {She turns breathlessly and
looks toward the bay window at the left) Oh, Lord!
{turning to the portidres again) Is it?

MaziE. (from somewhere owt at the right) No,
Ma’'m, it isn'.

Mges. Crarg. Well, listen, Mazie, run over to the
garage there and see if he’s there! No, no, come this
way, it's quicker. (She waits frontically uniil Mazig
rushes through the portitres and across towords the
front door} And if he’s there tell him to come over here
immediately; 1 want to see him,

Mazig, Yes, Ma'm. (The screen door slams after her,
and she hurries past the bay window at the lefi.)

Mgrs. Crarc. Hurry now, Mazie. Tell him 1 want
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him right away. (She turns in the door and leans
against the jamb, looking straight out, wide-eyed, and
holding the newspaper against her bosom) Oh, my
God! (She hurries across above the center table and
down to the window, forward, at the right) Ob, my
God! (She stonds looking eagerly through the window,
toward the left, os though watching MAZIE running
down the siveet.)

THE CURTAIN DESCENDS SLOWLY

ACT 11

Ten minutes later.

(Mzs. Coar6 is standing ot the window, forword, read-
ing the newspaper, She stops reading, glances out
the window, and then moves with a kind of con-
trolled desperation to the boy window ot the left,
where she looks out again eagerly. Mis. HaroLp
comes in from the right.)

Mzs. Harorn, Is Mazie here, Mrs. Craig?
(She turns nervously)

Mgrs. Crarc. No, she isn't, Mrs., Harold; I've sent
her on an errand; she’ll be back in a minute.

Mzs. Harowp. (turning to go out again} I told her
1 thought 1 heard you calling her.

(Telephone bell rings.)

Mprs. Cratg. See who that is, Mrs. Harold, will you,
please,
(Mrs. HAROLD comes back and picks up the telephone.

Mgrs, HaroLp, Hello ?—Hello?

Mzs. Crarc. What's the matter; don't they answer?

Mzs, Harorp, No, Ma’m, they haven’t answered yet.
Hello!

Mrs. Crats. (iurning 1o the window again) Never
mind it, Mrs. Harold ; it’s probably mistake.

Mzs. Harowp. (honging up the reccrver) It does that
sometimes when it's a long-distance call.
{Mgrs. Craic turns sharply.

Mgs, Craxc. They didn't say it was long distance, did

they?
63
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Mzs. Harorp. No, Ma'm, they didn't say anything;
nobody answered at all,

Mgs. Crarg, Well, if they want us theyll ring again.

Mes. Harorn, Will you tell Mazie I want her when
she comes in, Mrs. Craig, please?

Mzgs. Cra1G. Yes, I'll send her out to you as soon as
she comes back. (Mrs. HAroLD goes out through the
portidres, and Mrs. CRrAIG erosses over and down fto
the window, forward, and looks out. She sees Mazie
hurrying back from the garage, and steps quickly up
to the door ai the left. MAzZIE can be seen running past
the bay window. The screen door slams, and Mazie
rushes in.} Isn't he over there, Mazie?

Mazre. No, Ma’m, he isn't.

Mzs. CraiG. Are you sure?

Mazie. Yes, Ma'm, I looked 2!l around.

Mzs. Craic. Did you go round to the back?

Mazie Yes, Ma'm, 1 looked everywhere, Old Mr.
Foster was standin’ over there; I ast him if he'd seen
anything of Mr, Craig, but he said he hadn't.

Mzs, Crase Is the garage locked ?

Mazie Yes, Ma'm, I tried the door,

Mgs, Crazc. Well, could you see whether or not the
car was in there?

Mazie. Yes, Ma'am, they’re both in there, the little
one, too; I looked through the glass. ( Mgs. CrAIG turus
away to the right, with a troubled expression, and moves
dotm towards the mirror, and MAZIE moves towords
the door at the right. Mrs. Crarg glances out the win-
dow, forward.) 1 guess maybe he musta went away with
that gentleman that was here.

Mgs, Crarg. He probably did. You say that gentie-
man came in a car, Mazie?

Mazie. Yes, Ma'm, I think it was his; it was standin’
right in front of the house when I opened the door for
him,

Mrs. Cratg. Al right, Mazie. Mrs. Harold wants
you for something.

ACt 11 CRAIG'S WIFE 63
Maziz. (going out}) Oh, does she?

{Mrs. Craic leans against the mantelpiece and thinks
hard. The telephone bell rings. She turns and looks
ot the telephone; it rings again, Then she moves
to onswer it. MAZIE comes in.)

Mgs, Craig, I'll answer it, Mazie,

Mazie. Oh, all right. (She withdrows, ond Mrs.
Craic picks up the telephone,)

Mgzs. Crare (in g subdued voice) Mazie.

Mazie, Yes, Ma'm?

Mgrs. Cral. Come here for a minute, (Maziz ap-
pears between the portidres.} Go up and see that Miss
Landreth’s door is closed,

Mazre, fwithdrowing) Yes, Ma'm,

Mzs. CraiG. Be very quiet about it, now, Mazie, and
don’t disturb her if she’s asleep.

Maze, All right.

{Telephone bell rings again.}

Mgs. Crate, Hello 7Yes?-wAll right. (She glonces
up the stairs, and then waits) Hello? Yes— (in a londer
woice} Hello! Yes—this is Mrs, Craig speaking. Mr,
Craig isn't here just now, if you wanted Mr, Craig.
Oh—why-a-~Miss Landreth it lying down just now.
Who is this speaking, please?—Oh, I see. Why——not a
thing in the world, Mr. Fredericks, except that she's
very tired— We've only just mow gotten in from
Albany, and I suggested that she go upstairs and lis
down for a while. Yes— Am 1 going to do what? No,
I didn’t understand what you said, Mr. Fredericks.
Why, yes, of course, I'd go back with her if anything
unforeseen developed—otherwise she can go back her-
self. We're simply waiting now to hear something from
her mother’s physician up there.—Yes, of course I'm
sure. Why, why should you put yourself to that trouble,
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Mr, Fredericks ?~~there wouldn't be anything you could
do when you get here—Well, I'd much rather not call
her, if you don't mind, Mr. Fredericks; she’s lying
down.—Well, can't you tell me what it is you want to
tell her—and I can give her the message? Well, prob-
ably it would, Mr. Fredericks ;—it’s very nice of you
t0 be so solicitous about her, but T don't care to disturb
her just now. I'm very sorry. (She hangs up abrupily,
and glonces toward the head of the stairs.)

(MAZIE appears betweer the portidres.

Mazig. The door was closed, Mrs. Craig.

Mgs. Craic. All right, Mazie. (Mazie withdraws,
ond Mrs. Cra1G moves forward, thoughtfully. There is
@ tap at the front door-bell. Mazie crosses to answer
the door. Mrs. Craic is looking sharply toword the
front door) See what those gentfermnen want, Mazie.

Maziz Yes, Ma'm.

CATELLE. (af the front deor) Mr, Craig in?

Mazie. No, sir, he’s not in just now: he went out
about twenty minutes ago.

CateLLe. What time do you expect him back?

Mazie, Why, I couldn’t say for certain; but I guess
he’ll be back in time for dinner, about seven o'clock.

CateLLe. Is his wife in?

Mazie Yes, sir, she's in.

u(igmw. I'd like to speak to her for a minute if 1
could.

(Mzs, Cratc, who has been standing very still, listen-
ing, vonishes through the portidres, looking over
‘}:‘er jkauider apprehensively toward the front

sor.

Mazie. Yes, sir. Will you just step in? (The sereen
door closes; and immediately MAzZIE hurries inlo the
Ir;om) If you'll just take a chair for a minute I'll call

r,
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{CateLLE wanders in, removing his hat, followed by
HarrY, who ¢lso remowves his hat as he enters.
CATELLE moves down to the center table, puts his
hat down, and itakes a small leather note-book
from his inside pocket; and HARRY comes forward
and sits in the chair beside the piano. There is a

pouse.}

Hagry. They didn’t get this place with 2 pound of tea,

CateLLE. A lot of money. Phoenix Fire Insurance
people. This lad’s old man used to be the president of
the Company. Died about twelve years ago. I guess this
gent's in line for the old man's job, if he lives.

(Mzus. CrAIG enters through the porfidres. Harny rises,
and CATELLE turns to her.)

Mnrs, Crare. Good evening,

Hazrry. Good evening.

CaTeLLE. Good evening, Ma'm, I called to see Mr.
Craig.

Mazs. Crarg, Mr. Craig isn't in just now, I'm sorry.

CaTteriLE. Are you Mrs. Craig?

Mrs. Craig. Yes.

N CA;‘ELL& Have you any idea what time Mr. Craigl
¢ inf

Mas. Crarc. Why, I'm expecting him any minute;
he was here less than a half-hour age, when 1 went up-
stairs; so he must be right here in the neigborhood
somewhere,

CATELLE. {consulting his watch) 1 see,

Mes, Cratg. He'll certainly be back for his dinner, at
seven o'clock, if you'd care to call back.

Carzrir, Well, I've got to be over the other side of
town at seven o’clock,~so it may be that you could give
me the information I am looking for, as well as Mr.
Cratg. Would you sit down for a minute?

Mzs. Crawc. Yes, certainly, (She turns fo the choir
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in front of the mantelpiece and sits down. Harry re-
sumes his chair beside the piano, and CATELLE sits on
the small bench immediately above the center table.)

Cateree. I thought I'd like to speak to Mr. Craig
first, but I don’t suppose it makes a great deal of differ-
ence.

Mgzs. Cratg. I thought he might be over at the gar-
age—I1 wanted him myself a few minutes ago; but the
maid says he isn’t over there.

CareLLe. Well, I'll tell you what it is T wanted to see
him about, Mrs. Craig. I suppose you've seen in the
evening paper about this unfortunate affair out here on
Willows Avenue?

Mzs. Crac, You mean that shooting affair?

CateLLe. Yes, at the Passmore home.

Mzs. Cratc. Yes, isn't that a dreadiul thing!—I've
just beer reading it here.

CATELLE. Yes, it’s a very sad affair.

Mgzs, Craz. They're both dead, aren’t they?

CaTELLE. Yes, they're both dead.

Mgs. Cratc. Isn’t that terrible. That’s what T wanted
to see my husband for ; T wanted to ask him i1f he knew
that man,

CateLLe, He probably did; they’re pretty well known
people here in town.

Mgs. Cratg. Yes, they must be, according to the
paper. I haven’t had a chance to read it all yet, I've just
gotten in from Albany.

CATELLE. It's 2 rather peculiar case.

Mes. Cralg, Was it a robbery or something?

CATELLE No, there wasn't anything taken. Of course,
it could have been a foiled attempt at robbery, but
that'd hardly explain certain other circumstances.

Mzs. Craxc. Are you gentlemen working on the case?

CATELLE. Yes, Ma'm, we're from Police Head-

uarters. But, that doesn’t need to alarm you, Mrs.
%raig; there’s no particular connection between that
and our visit here,
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Mrs. Cratg. Well, I'm very glad to know that.

CateLLE, No, this Passmore affair looks to me presty
clearly a matter of jealousy motive. Of course, there
are one or two attendant circumstances, as there usually
are in cases of this kind, but they don’t mean anything,
as far as the actual shooting is concerned. There was a
man seen leaving the house shortly after midnight in
an automobile— One of the neighbors happened to see
him ; buat it was too dark to establish any identification.
Besides, that wouldn’t acconnt for the death of Mrs.
Passmore; because she didn’t get in until after three
o'clock, and the man left there between twelve and one.

Mgrs. Cratc. I see,

CareLie. But, of course, as you understand, Mrs,
Craig, it's part of our business to follow up any little
outside clue that we happen to get hold of that might
throw some additional light on a case.

Mgzs. Crarc. Yes, of course.

CateLrLe. And that’s what I wanted to see Mr, Craig
abotit.

Mgs. Crarg. You mean you think Mr. Craig might be
the man that was seen leaving there last night.

CareLre. No, that circumstance is really not being
seriously considered; a house of that description might
have had any number of visitors during the evening.

Mgs. Crazc, That's very true,

CareLLe. But, we've had a report late this afternoon,
Mrs. Craig, from the Lynnebrooke Telephone Ex-
change, where your light comes in, that there was a call
made on your telephone here at five-twenty-seven this
evening, asking for the address of the telephone pum-
ber Levering three, one hundred ; and that happens to
be the number of the telephone at Mr. Passmore’s
home.

Mzs. Crarg, You mean that somebody called from
here? (She indicates the telephone.)

CateLie. On this telephone, yes, Ma'am. QOakdale,
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six, two, three, That’s the number of your telephone
here, isn't it?

Mgzs. Craig, Yes, that's our number.,

CateLLe. That's what T've got here,

Mzrs. Craxc. But I can’t imagine who it would be
that called,

CateriE, The report says it was a woman’s voice,

Mgs. Crare, Who was it that reported it, do you
know?

CateLLe T couldn'’t tell you that, Mrs, Craig.

Mgrs. Crarc. I mean to say, would it be possible that
the person who reported it could have made a mistake
in the number?

Caterie. No, they're usually pretty careful in an af-
fair of this kind.

Mzus. Craic. And the call was made at five o'clock
this evening, you say?

CATELLE. Five-twenty-seven, my report says. The
operator didn't give the address, of course; it’s against
the telephone company’s rules. And the party rang off.

Mgs. Crarg. Well, that's extraordinary. Although it
might have been one of the servants—probably saw it
in the evening paper and was curious to kmow where
it was, (rising) I'll ask them.

CateLiLe, Well, T could understand that curiosity if
the address wasn't published; but it is; and the tele-
phone number isn't. And I was interested in finding out
why anyone’d have that particular "phone number to-
day and not know the address—when it’s been in all
the newspapers since two o'clock this afterncon. And
this call wasn't made till after five.

Mgs. Cratc. It does seem strange, doesn't it?

CateLLE. ] haven't been able to figure it out.

Mgs. Cratc. But, I dare say there’s some very simple
explanation of it.

CaterLE, Has this telephone here been used at all, to
your knowledge, Mrs. Craig, since five o'clock this
afternoon ?
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Mgs. Crarc. Why, I answered a call, a few minutes
ago, from Northampton, Massachusetts,

CateLie. A long-distance call, you mean?

Mzs, Cralc, Yes. It was a Mr. Fredericks, at Smith
College there, calling my niece, to inquire about her
mother, Her mother is ill in Albany,

Carerte, 1 see,

Mgs. Crarc. That's where we've just come from.

CaTeLLE, You don’t know whether or not anybody
from the outside has been in here since five o'clock?

Mgrs. Cralc. Not to my knowledge; except a neigh-
bor from across the avenue there, Mrs, Frazier. She
brought some roses over to my husband’s aunt. She
was here when T got in; although I scarcely think she
would have used the telephone. But, I'll ask Miss
Austen tf you like.

CarteLLe. I wish you would, please, if you don’t
mind.

Mgzs. Cra1c. (going to the stoiriway landing} Not at
all. She's up in her room, 1 believe,

CarrLLE. Would you mind asking her to step down
here for a few minutes?

Mgzs. Cratc. Yes, certainly. (colling) Miss Austen!
—Miss Austen!

(There is the sound of o door opening somewhere up-
stairs.}

Mrss AUSTEN. (from upstairs) Is some one calling
me?

Mgzs. Cralc. Yes—it's me, Miss Austen. Would you
mind coming down here for a minute or two, Miss
Austen? I'd like to speak to you.

Miss Austen. All right, I'll be down in a moment.

Mzrs, Craig, (iurning to come dowas) H you will,
please. She'll be right down.

Carerre, Thank you very much.

Mrs. Craic. {moving towards the portidres) I sup-
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pose I'd better call the servants too, hadn’t 1? They'll
probably know something about it.

CATELLE, Yes, I'd like to sce them for a minute,

Mgrs. CrAIG, (going through the portidres) 1l call
them right away.

{CaTeLLE looks at Ris waich and rises,

CATELLE, (crossing towards the portidres) What time
have you got there, Harry? ( He watches keenly through
the portiéres.)

Mzrs. Craig. Maziel

Haxgry. Just seven.

MAzIE. (out ot the right) Yes, Ma’'m?

Mrs. Cratc. Would you come here for a minute?

Cateuik, Do you mind if 1 use this *phone here, Mrs.
Craig?

Mes. Crarc. They'll be right in. (She enters.)

CateLLE Do you mind if I use this ‘phone here for
3 minute?

Mgs. Cra1G. {moving forward) Not at all, go right
ahead. I didn't hear what you said,

Carerie, U've pot a call to make at seven o'clock.

Mrs. Crawe. That's quite all right. (He dials and
stands holding the telephone; and Mzs, Craic listens
keeniv.)

CATELLE, (inio the telephone} 4000—Right.

{There is a stillness: then the clock strikes seven, with
o soft gong. Mazie enters, on the third gong.)

Mazie. Did you want me, Mrs, Craig?

{Mzs. Cratg mokions to her fo be stlent; Mazte stands
locking from one to the other in a state of positive
bewilderment. }

Carerre. Thielens? Catelle.~That s0?--T got away
from there before six. Pertod? Righto, Chuck., What
are you trying to do, break Harry's heart? (He gives a
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rather dry litie lough} Al right, Chuck, I'll be right
over. (He hangs up and crosses io the table for his hat)
We'd better get rnight out there, Harry., (HARRY rises
ond moves up to the door.) I won't have to bother you
any more right now, Mrs. Craig; there’s been 2 bit of
additional information come in over at Headquarters
that'll hold things up temporarily.

Mgs. Craxg. (moving towards the center table) Well,
do you want me to have Mr. Craig get in touch with you
when he comes in?

Caterre. No, we'll get in touch with him if it's
necessary.

Mrs. Craic. And you don’t want to question the rest
of the people now, either?

(HARRY goes out.)

Caterie. Not just now, Mrs. Craig, thatik you very
much. (He staris for the door.)

Mrs. Craic. You're welcome, I'm sure. All right,
Mazie.

(Mazie withdraiws reluctantly, her eyes fastened wpon
CATELLE.)

CarteLie. I'm sorry to have had to trouble you.

Mzs. Craic. {following him ito the door) That's
quite all right.

CATELLE. (furning af the door} You can explain the
circumstances to Mr. Craig, if you will.

Mgs, Cralc. Yes, I will. He'll probably know some-
thing about it.

CATELLE. {going out} Very likely he will.

Mrs, Cratc. And if he doesn’t, I'm sure one of the
others will.

Caterie. All right, thank you very much, Mrs.
Craig.

Mgs. Crarg, You're very welcome, I'm sure.
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Carerie, Good evening,
Mgzs. Crare. Good evening,

(The screen door closes, and Mgs. CralG turns slowly
and lifts her closed hands in & guiet panic. Then
she hurries forward and across to the window and
watches the two detectives going down the street.
Mi1ss AUSTEN rontes down the stairs quietly, ond
stands on the landing, looking at her.)

Miss Austen, Did yon want to see me about some-

thing, Harriet?

{Mgrs. Cralc siaris slightly.

Mgs. CraIG. {going out through the portidres) No,
not now, Miss Austen; it isn't necessary, I'm sorry to
have troubled you.

(Miss AUSTEN stands for a second looking after her;
then she moves forward to the window to see what it
wwas that had so engaged Mrs, Crarg’s atfention. Then
she moves up towards the telephone, glancing through
the portidres, and dials.

Miss AUSTEN. (linfo the telephone) Hello? Is this the
Mowers Express Office? Well, how early could I have
some things taken away to-morrow morning? Six hun-
dred and eighty Belmont Manor. Yes, just a block from
the Park. Well, eight o'clock would be time enmough.
Miss Irene Austen. That's right. Thank you. (She hangs
up, and goes up the stairs.)

{Mrs. Craig comes through the portieres, glances
toward the head of the stairs, and moves 1o the
foot of the stairs to look up. Then she steps to the
telephone iable and settics everything precisely,
MazIE appears between the portigres.)

Mprs. Cratg. What is it, Mazie?
Mazie. Why, Mrs, Harold wants to know if she'f)
serve the dinner now, Mrs. Craig.
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Mgs. Cratc. (moving forward, thoughifully} Tell
her not yet for a little while, till Mr. Craig gets here;
I'm expecting him any minute,

Mazie. Yes, Ma'm.

(She goes out; and Mrs. Cralc stonds thinking hard
for a second. The screen door closes shorply, and
she wheels round with a rapid movement, crossing
above the center table towards the door. CralG
enters, removing his hat.)

Mzs, Cratc, Waltert Where have you been?

Crazg. Out with Billy Birlemire, Why?

Mrs. Cralg. (indicating the other door of the glass
vestibule) Shut that door, (He turns ond shuis it, and
she moves along the foot of the stairway, glancing up
and out through the portidres.)

CralG, (coming into the room agein) What's the
matter?

Mgs. Cra1g. (turning ond crossing back to him) My
God, haven't you seen the evening paper about Fergus
Passmore and his wife!

Cra16. Yes, Pve seen it

Mzs. Crarc. Well, what about it, Walter?

Craia, {putting his hat on the piomo) I don’t know
any more about it than you do, Harriet.

Mgs. Craie. My God, isn’t that a terrible thing! I've
beent nearly out of my mind for the last half-hour,
happened to see it in the paper there when I came
downstairs, and I couldn't find you anywhere.

Craic. T went out with Birkmire, _

Mrs, Craig, Was that Birkmire that was here?

Cratg Yes, he wanted to see me about it.

Mgs. Craic. I didn'’t even know whether you knew it
or not; because vou hadn’t said anything about it when
you came in this evening.

Cratc. 1 didn't krow it when I came in this evening.
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Mgs. Cralc. (pointing at the paper on the table} It's
on the very front page of the paper there.

Crarc. I didn't sce the paper this evening till Birk-
mire showed it to me.

Mgzs. Cralg, Well, why didn’t you call me then, and
not go rushing out of the house?

Craxc. I didn’t want to upset you.

Mgrs. Crata. (moving forward and across in fromt
of the center table) Well, I certainly couldn’t have been
any mmore upset than 1 have been. (turning te him)
Mazie said there’s been a man here, and that you'a
gone away with him in an automobile--so, of course, I
didn’t know what to think. I thought probably you'd
been arrested or something.

(He looks at her sharpiy.)

Cratc. What would I be arrested for?

Mgs. Crarc. Why, in connection with this thing, of
course. [(toking a $tep towards him} The Police are
looking for you, you know that, don’t you?

Craze, Who says the Police are looking for me?

Mzs. Crara. Two of them have just left here, not five
ninutes ago.

Cralc. Policemen?

Mgs. Craic. They said they were from Police Head-
quarters; that's all I know.

Crate. And what are they looking for me for?

Mgs. Cratc, Well, now, why do you suppose they're
looking for you, Walter?

Craxa. T don't knaw.

Mgs. Craic. Doesn’t it say in the paper there that
you were seen leaving Passmore's at twelve o'clock last
night?

Craic. It doesn't say that I was seen leaving there.

Mzs. Craic. It says there was a man seen leaving
there, and who else could it have been but you? You
were out there, weren't you?

Craic. Yes.

Mgrs. Cra1G. Well, that’s enough, isn't it? (She turns
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away o her left, and crosses above the table towards
the portiéres.)

Crare. But they don't know that.

Mes, Crate. Oh, don’t be absurd, Walter,

Cratc. Who saw me?

Mgs. Crarc. [coming back towards him) Somebody
always sees in a case of this kind.

Cralc, Who could it have been?

Mgrs. Crarc. The butler saw you, dida’t he?

Craig, What if he did?—he didn't know me from
Adam. He says so there in the paper, doesn’t he?

Mzs. Craig. He could identify your picture, couldn’t
he?

Crazc. Who's going to give him my picture?

Mgs. Crare, Don’t talk so loud. (She steps back
towards the portidres, to assure herself that neither of
the servants is listening.)

CraAlG. (moving forwerd at the left of the center
table) Anyway, 1 don’t believe he'd recognize my pic-
ture if he did see it; he only came inte the library for
a couple of minutes to serve some drinks, and went
right out again, And he didn’t get my name, because
Fergus was sitting on the lawn when T got there and
took me in himself. And the butler was in bed whes 1
left there.

Mrs, CraiG. {coming forward ot the right of the
table) Didn’t any of the other servants see you?

Cra1G, Not that I know of.

Mgs. CrAIG. {coming very close lo him and lowering)
her voice) Didn't you tell me that Billy Birkmire called
you on the telephone out there last night?

Craic. Yes, I talked to him out there.

Mgs, Craig, Well, didn’t the butler get your name
then?

Crarc. No; Fergus answered the *phone himself, on
the extension in the fibrary.

Mrs. Crarc. Well, those men have been here, any-

way.
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Crarc. Well, what did they want?

Mrs. Craic. Haven't I just told you what they
wanted? They wanted to see you.

Crazc. Did they say they knew it was I that was out
there last night ?

Mas, Cratg. I don't remember what they said, ex-
actly; I was too upset. But they wanted to know where
you were, and, of course, I couldn’t tell them; because
you were here when I left the room, and then you sud-
denly disappeared. (turning away to the right) 1 was
never placed in such a position in my life. I'm sure
those men must have thought I was evading them.
(turning back to him again) But I didn’t know what
to say to them—except that you'd probably taken a
Jittle walk around the neighborhood here; because T'd
sent Mazie over to the garage to look for you a3 soon
as I saw the paper, and she said both the cars were in
there.

Craic, I went out in Birkmire's car,

Mgs. Cratc. Where did you go with him ¢

Cra16. Over to Fergus’ house.

Mags. CraiG. And what in heaven's name did you do
a thing like that for, Walter!

Cratc, Why not?
th?s. Craig. Supposing you'd run into somebody out
there!

Crate. And what if T did?

Mgs. Crar, Do you want your name to be dragged
into this thing?

Cra1c. My name’ll be dragged into it anyway, won't
it?

Mgs. Crarg. Why will it?

Craic. You say those men have been here already.

Mrs, Crarc. And what if they have? That doesn't
mean anything.

Crarc. It means that they must have associated my
name with it already, doesn’t it?
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Mgrs. Craic. No, it doesn't mean anything of the
kind; they were simply looking for information.

Cralc. But was to me they came for that informa-
tion. )

Mes.  Crazg. Because you were a friend of Pass-
more’s.

Crarc, Exactly. And they'll very likely come back
here again.

Mkgs. Crazc. But, you don't have to go out looking for
them, do you? .

Cralg. (turning away and going up iowords the
door ot the left) You can'’t be playing any game in a
thing like this, Harriet.

Mzs. Craic. (following him up) No, and you don't
have to go rushing out to meet a lot of scandalous pubs
licity, either. I should think your own common sense
would show you what it would mean to have your
name even mentioned in a thing of this kind. {turning
oway and down towards the center table) Why, it'd be
in every newspaper in the country.

Craic. (coming forward at the right of the piana)
That wouldn’t bother me in the least.

Mps. CraiG. (aghast) It wouldn't bother you!

Cratc. Not the least bit—my conscience is clear,

Mgs, CrAIG. (stepping fo his side) Oh, don’t be so
absurdly romantic, Walterl

Craic, It isn’t a question of romanticism at all,

Mzs. Craic. No, and it isn’t a question of conscience,
either. It's simply a matter of discretion. If you've had
nothing to do with this thing, what's the use of becom-
ing involved ?

Crazc. What do you mean, if I've had nothing to do
with it?

Mgzs. Craig. (with sudden temper) Oh, now don’t
start picking me up on every word! (She turns away to
the right and crosses above the center toble towards the
portidres) I've had cross-examination enough in the
last fifteen minutes. (CrAIG takes a cigarelte from a
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case and closes the cose with o snap, Mss. Craig turns
and sees that! he is about to smoke) Now, don’t smoke
in this room, Walter. {He hrows the cigareite across
the room to the fireplace. Mrs, Craig looks at it in
astonishmeni, and then at him) Well, that's a nice place
to throw it, 1 must say. {She goes down to the fireplace
and picks st up.}

Cra1G. (silting in the chair ot the right of the piano)
Oh, what does it matter!

Mzs. Cratc. Don'’t you want it ?

Craic. What good 15 it, if T can’t smoke it?

Mgs. CraG. {crossing above the table rowards the
front door, holding the cigarette cway from her, be-
tween her thumb and finger} There are plenty of other
places in the house to smoke, if you want to smoke,

Craig, I don't know whete they are,

Mgs. CrAIG, {going oui the door) You can smoke in
your den, can’t you?

Cratc. If T shut the door. (He sits thinking, deeply.
The screen door slams, and Mes. CRAIG comes in agaix,
looking keenly toward the portidres) Did those men
say when they'd be back here?

Mazs, Craic I don't remember whether they did or
not ;—1 suppose they did. They said they’d get in touch
with you if it was necessary. (coming forward io his
side, and lowering ker voice) But, if they do come back
bere, Walter, don’t give them any more information
than I did.

Crarg. Well, T certainly won't deny that T was a
friend of Fergus’,

Mrs. Cratc. You don't have to deny that you were a
friend of his; but you certainly don’t have to submit to
a lot of cross-examination by detectives, either, simply
because you happened to be a friend of his. {She furns
cway ond moves to the front of the center table} Let
them go and cross-eaamne some of his other friends;
you weren't the only fniend he had.
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Craigc, Why did you submit to their cross-examina-
tion?

Mgs. Crarc. (furning lo him} Because I didn't
know at the time to what extent they were justified in
questioning me. I thought probably they had some in-
formation about your having been out at Passmore’s
last night. And I was at my wit's end, trying to keep
from saying something that would imply an admission
of it, I told them right away that I'd just gotten in from
Albany, so I suppose they assumed that I didn’t know
where you'd been last night.

Craxg, How long did they stay here?

Mgs. Crarc. About fifteen minutes, I imagine ; but it
seemed like a year.

Cra16. What were they talking about all that time?

Mgs. Cratg. About you, and Fergus Passmore, and
where you were, and when you'd be back, and all kinds
of questions. (She goes to the piano and picks up his
hat, setthing the piano scarf.)

Cratc. Did they say they'd been to any other of
Fergus' friends?

Mgs, Craig. I don’t remember, they may have. They
said something about him being very well known here
socially, so they probably have,

(He thinks for o second.

CralG. (rising abruptly and crossing to the telephone)
I think I'll call Birkmire up and see if they’ve been to
see him.

Mrs, Crarc. (with o ponicky movement towards
him) Now, wait a minute, Walter! You're not going to
do anything of the kind,

Cratc. Why not?

Mgs, CrAIG. {taking the telephone from him) Now,
go away from this 'phone. (She draws him forward by
the arm, awoy from the telephone) Let me tell you
something.

Crat6. What's the matter ?

Mgs. Craig, Don'’t you realize that that telephone is
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being watched-—and that they are probably watching
Birkmire's, too?

Crate, Who is?

Mgs. Crazc. Why, the Police, of course. Haven't you
any realization of your position in this affair?

Crarc. I evidently haven’t the same realization that
you have.

Mrs. Crarg. Well, it’s time you did have,

Crase. Itis?

Mgzs. Cratc. Yes, it is.

CE;MQ And what realization have you of my posi-
tion |

Mgs. CrA1G. Never mind what realization I have; that
doesn’t matter now. 1 simply know that the very first
thing the Police do in a case of this kind is to watch
the telephone calls to and from the house.

Craic. Not from this house.

Mzs. Crate. T mean from Fergus' house.

Crare. I wasn't going to call Fergus' house,

Mzs. Crate. You were going to call Billy Birkmire,
weren't you?

Cralc. At his own house, yes.

Mrs. Crarg. Well, what difference does it make,
Waiter. Do you think those detectives can’t put two and
two together? Birkmire called you last night at Pass-
more’s didn’t he?

Craxg, Yes,

Mgrs. Crats. And there's undoubtedly a record of the
call.

CratG. That wouldn’t involve my name, would it?

Mzs. Crale. It would if the operator listened in.

Cratc. And do you think she has nothing to do but
listen in on calls? ,

MRs. CrAIG. She listened in on this one, didn’t she?

Crarc. On which one?

Mgs. Crare. What? (She steps back from him sud-
denly, ond touches her hair, in an effort to appear
casual) ‘What did you say?
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Cralc. Which call do you say the operator listened
inon?

Mzs. Craic. I don't know which one she listened in
o, But some one must have listened in on something
or those men wouldn’t have come here, would they?

Cra1g. Did they say the operator had reported on a
call from here?

Mrs, Crarc. I don’t remember what they said, dis-
tinctly. One of them kept rambling something about a
telephone call, but I assumed it was the one that Birk-
mire made to vou last night out at Fergus'.

Craig. Didn't they say when the call was made?

Mrs. Crarg. What does it matter when it was made,
Walter?

Crac. It matters a lot,

Mgs. Crarc. The fact remains, doesn’t it, that that
telephone is undoubtedly being watched now.

Crasg. (whirling round and picking up the telephone
agoin) Well, T want to know why it's being watched.

Mzs. CrAIG. (springing to his side and seizing the
telephone ) Now, listen to me, Walter Craig; you must
not use that telephone. (She looks him strawght in the
eyes, then wmoves back several steps and looks at him

efiantly} 1 will not allow you to drag my name into a
notorious scandal,

Cratg, (whipping the receiver off and putiing it to
his ear) T've got to find out where 'm at in this thing!

Mgs. CratG, {raising her voice threateningly)} 1 you
speak over that teleplione T'll leave this house! (He
lakes the receiver from his ear and looks at her stead-
ily. There is a pause.} And you know what construc-
tion'd be put upon that, under the circumstances,

{He stowly hangs up and sets the telephone back on the
fittle table, holding her eves steadily.

Cratg. (moving slowly towards her) What do you
mean, you'll leave this house?

Rlrs. Cratg. (stonifv) I mean exactly what T said.
Do you think I could stay in this neighborhood twenty-
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four hours after my name had been associated with a
thing of this kind?

Crats. And havent you any appreciation of the
necessity of my knowing what’s happening in this case?

Mzs. Craig. I have no appreciation of any necessity
but the necessity of keeping still.

Cratc. But supposing something developed that
would reveal absolutely the fact that I had been out
there last night—

Mgs. Craic. What can develop, if you keep still?

Crarg, But, supposing something did? Wouldn't it be
very much better for me to have been open and above-
board from the beginning, instead of having played a
waiting game, and probably create an attitude of sus-.
picion where there are no grounds for any?

Mzs. Craic. There are grounds for suspicion, Wal-
ter; don’t evade the issue.

Cratc. What are they?

_Ix}flins. Craic. The fact that you were out there last
night.

Crae, That doesn’t mean a thing.

Mzs. Crarc. Evidently, not to you.

Craic. Does it to you?

Mrs. Cratc. What does it matter what it means to
me? It isn't for me to determine the degree of your
guilt or innocence. I'm not interested.

Crarc. You're not interested !

Mgs, Cra16, I'm interested only in the impression on
the popular mind,~~and the respect of the community
we've got to live in,

Cratc, You mean you'd rather know I was involved
in this thing and kecp the respect of the community,
than know I was a victim of circumstances, and lose it?

(Mgrs. Harob appears between the portidres. Mrs.
CRAIG sees her over Crale’s shoulder, and crosses
guickly below him.)
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Mzs. Caarc. What is it, Mrs. Harold?

Mzs. Harorp, I'm sorry to bother you, Mrs. Craig,
but I'm afraid the dinner'll be spoiled.

Mges. Crarg. (going down to the mirror) All right,
Mrs, Harold, put it up; I'll be right out.

{Cratc moves forword to the upper right-hand corner
of the center table.)

Mgs. HaroLo, (withdrawing) All right.

Cratg. Mrs. Harold.

Mrs. HArOLD. {stopping) Yes, sir? (She comes back
a few steps towards him. )

Crazg. Mrs. Harold, do you know if anybody has
called that number that I gave you last night here, to-
day, on this telephone?

Mgrs. HaroLp. You mean the number you gave me
to have Mr. Birkmire call you at?

Craxg. Yes, Levering three one hundred.

Mzs. Harorp, No, sir, 1 don't know that anybody
has. 1 only gave it to Mr. Birkmire over the telephone
Iast night when he called.

Craic. You haven't had occasion to call that number
to-day on this telephone, have you, Mrs, Harold?

Mgzs. HaroLp. No, sir, I haven't, Mr. Craig,

Crarc. All right, Mrs. Harold, thanks very much.
(She starts to go, then stops and turns again.

Mzs. Harorp. I never even thought about it to-day
until Mrs. Craig asked me for it when she came in this
evening.

{There is a pause. CrAIG shifts his e%es to his wife, who
raises her arm slowly and touches her hair before
the mirror.)

Crarc. All right, Mrs, Harold, thank you very much.
(Mzs. Hazrowp withdraws, end CRAIG moves up slowly
towards the portidres and watches her out of hearing
distance. Then he turns ond looks at his wife. She
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stands very still. He moves o step or two slowly towards
her) It was you that made that call. (She furns and
looks at him, with a touch of defionce.} What were you
doing, checking up on me?

Mgs. Crale. (stgrting up lowords the portidres)
Don’t flatter yourself, Walter.

Cratc. That's what you were doing, wasn't it?

Mgs. Crai6. The man hasn’t been born yet that I'd
bother checking up on.

Crar. Why didn’t you tell the truth?

Mgrs. Crate (whirling upon him) Because I antici-
pated an attack of your romantic conscience.

Crac. You were playing safe; that was it, wasn’t it?

Mgs. Crare. Exactly!

CraiG. And at my expense!

Mgs. Craic. I knew the necessity of it with you!

CRAIG, (turning away to the left and crossing in
front of the center table) God!

Mgs. Cratc. (following him wp) 1 knew if 1 told
you I made that call, you'd be on the telephone in five
minutes telling the Police.

CRALG. (turning sharply) 1 intended doing that any-
way.

Mzrs. Cratc, You silly fool!

Craic. That's where T went this evening, with Birk-
mire, when T left here—to Police Headquarters.

Mzs. Crarc. {aghast} Ohl

Cra1e. And the only reason 1 didn't tell them then
was that the man in charge of the case had gone to his
dinner and wouldn't be back till eight o'clock. But he'll
he told then! (He swings wp lo the front door.)

Mrs. CralG. (leaning across the center table, and
speaking threateningly) Well, if you do, you'll explain
my leaving you, tco.

Craic. That wouldn’t worry me in the least, Harriet,

Mgs. Craic. Well, it might worry them.

(He turns sharply and locks at her, dismayed: then

comes back to the table.
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Crawc, Listen to me, Harriet, Why weren't you at
least honest with me in this thing, and not try to make
it appear that I was responsible for the visit of those
detectives ?

Mprs, Crazg. Because T knew exactly what you'd do
if I told you. And that would mean an explanation of
why I had called up; and the next thing would be an
admission of the fact that you are the man the Police
are looking for. _

Craig, But it's you those detectives are locking for.

Mgs, Craii. Oh, you needn’t try to tum it on to me!
They wouldn’t be looking for either of us if you'd
stayed at home last night, instead of being out card-
playing with a lot of irregular people. (She turns down
to the mirror.)}

Crarc. What was there irregular about Fergus Pass-
more?

Mgrs. Crazs, (turning to him, in o wroth) There
must have been some irregularity, or this thing wouldn't
have happencd. Evervbody that knew Fergus Passmore
knew that he was insanely jealous of his wife; and then
you have to go out visiting them. (She crosses below
the table to the piano) 1 felt in my bones up there in
Albany that something’d happen while T was away;
that was the reason 1 didn’t stay up there any longer
than I ahsolutely had to. I knew as soon as ever my
back was turned you'd be out with your friends again.
(He looks at her, under his brows; and there is a pouse.
 Craic. And what has your back being turned got to
do with my visiting my friends?

Mgs, Craic. Never mind what it has to do with it
only you wouldn’t have been visiting them if I'd been
here,

Cratg. How would you have stopped me?

Mprs. Cra1g. I'd have stopped you all right, one way
or another,

Crare. What would you have done—locked the door
on me?
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Mgs. Crazc. It wouldn't have been necessary to lock
the door on you, {Skhe turns and looks at him directly)
You haven't been visiting them in the last eighteen
months, have you?

Crarc. No, I haven’t.

Mgs. CraiG. And they haven't been visiting you,
either?

Crare. No, they haven't,

Mgs. Craig, (turning away) Well—

Craxa, (after a slight pause) You mean you've kept
them out of here?

Mgrs. CralG. {turning to him again and looking him
straight in the eyes}) Well, if T have, the end justified
the means; you at least haven’t been in the shadow of
the law in the last eighteen months.

(He holds her eye for a second, then moves forward to
the foot of the table.

Cra1a. You're certainly running true to form, Harriet.

Mzs. Crare. Well, I'm glad of it if T am.

Ceaxc. My aunt said here a while ago that you'd
driven all my friends away from this house.

Mzrs., Crarc. (with level significance) There are
ways of getting rid of people without driving them
away from the house.

{He makes a iitile sound of bitter amusement.

Crars. And 1 thought she was imagining things at
your expense.

Mrs. Cratc. Well, you see she probably had better
perception than you'd given ner credit for.

{He turns and looks at her darkly.

Crarc. Probably she nad; ior she perceived some-
thing else, Harriet, that may be equally true.

Mzs, Crarc. Is that so?

Crate. She said lyou were trying to get rid of me,
too— (She darts a lock at Lim.) without actually driv-
mg me away from the house. (She loughs devisively,
and moves across towards the portidres. He follows her
up, raising his voice) And 1 believe that's true, too.
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Mgzs. Crarg, Keep your vaice down?! De you want
everybody in the house to hear you?

Craze. You've admitted it, by your attitude in this
affair this evening.

Mrs. Craig. flooking et him, and moving forward
to the mantclpiece}) 1 don't know what you're talking
about,

Cratc. (coming forwerd and leaning on the table)}
Very well you know what I'm talking about. And you
knew what my aunt. was going to talk about, too, here
a while ago; that's the reason you left the room before
she started.

Mus. CrarG. I'm sorry I didn’t stay here now.

Craic. No danger of your staying here, Harriet;
you couldn’t bear it. (She laughs, and he moves for-
ward to the left) My God, how perfectly she knows
you, Harriet| She couldn’t have read you any better if
vou'd written it out for her. And 1 felt rather sorry
listeniing to her, thinking she was probably getting a
little old and suspicious; particularly when she said
you had excluded my friends,

Mgrs. Craic, Do you think T wanted my house turned
into a tavern?

Cratc. My friends never turned my mother’s house
into a tavern.

Mgs. Cratc. They didn't play poker at your mother’s
house til! all houirs of the morning.

Cralg. Every Thursday night for ten years; till two
o’clock, if they felt like it.

Mrs. Craie. Well, evidently, vour mother and I had
very differént ideas of a house.

Craic. Very different indeed, Harriet; theré was
more actual home in one room of my mother’s house
than there'd be in all of this if we lived in it a thousand
ears.

Y Mgs, Crars. Why didn't you stay in it, then, if you
found it so attractive?

Crazc. Now you're talking, Harriet; why didn't T do
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just that. (1le turns away to the left, then turns sud-
denly back) But, don’t make any mistake that I think
you didn’t want my friends here simply because they
playved cards. You didn’t want them because, as my
aunt says, their visits implied an importance to me that
was at variance with your little campaign—the cam-
paign that was to reduce me to one of those wife-ridden
sheep that's afraid to buy a necktie for fear his wife
might not approve of it. (He goes up towerds the front
door.

Mgs. Cratc. Oh, don't try to make yourself out a
martyr; you've had your share of this bargain.

(He turns suddenly and looks at her, then comes for-
ward again.

Craig. I never regarded this thing as a bargain.

Mzs. Crate Did you expect me to go into a thing as
tmportant as marriage with my eyes shut?

Craic. I wanted you to go into it honestlv, as T went
into it~ And you've been playing safe right from the
start. (He turns away towards the piano.)

Mrs. Crae. I've been doing nothing of the kind.

Cratc. Don’t tell me what you've been doing; 1 see
your game as clearly as my aunt sees it. (He turns and
comes back towards her) You've been exploiting me,
consistently, in your shifty little business of personal
safety. And you'd throw me right now to the suspicion
of implication in this double murder-—to preserve that
safety. (He goes back towards the piane agoin.)

Mrs. Craig. (almost crying) I've been trying to pre-
serve my home.

Craic. That's all I've heard from you since the day I
married you.

Mgrs. Craic. Well, what =’se has a woman Yke me
but her home?

Cratc. (lurning to her} Hasn't she her hushand?

Mgrs. Cratc. She could lose her hushand, couldn’t
she?

Craxc Couldn't she Iose her home, ton?

ACT 1% CRAIG'S WIFE 91

Mes, Crate. She couldn't if she knew how to secure
it.
CRAIG. (raising his finger solemnly) That's the point
in a nutshell, Harriet ; if she knew how to fix it for her-
self. (He turns away and rests his honds on the piono.)

Mrs. Crazc. Well, what if 1 have fixed things for
myself 7 You haven't Jost anything by it, have you? If
P'vefixed them for myself I've fixed them for you, too,
Your home is here, And maybe if I hadn't played the
game so consistently it wouldn’t be here. And I wouldn't
be the first woman that's lost her home, and her hus-
band, too, through I ling the control of them get out
of her hands. (She smoves up towards the back of the
room, in a crying femper) 1 saw what happened to my
own mother, and T made up my mind it'd never happen
to me, (She turns and comes forward opain) She was
onie of those “I will follow thee, my husband” women—
that believed everything my father told her; and all the
time he was mortgaging her home over her head for
another woman, And when she found it out, she did
the only thing that women like her con do, and that was
to die of a broken heart-—within six months; and leave

the door open for the other woman to come in as step-

mother over Estells and me. (She turns to the mantel-
piece) And then get rid of us both as soon as Estelle
was marriageable. (turning to him suddenly) But the
house was never mortgaged over her head, I'll promise
you that; for she saw to it that it was put in her name
before ever she took him; and she kept it there, too,
right to the finish, (She sweeps up towards the back of
the room again.) _

Crarc. Why didn't you ask me to put this house in
your name? .

Mgs. Craic. (whirling upon him) Because I didn't
twen!? it in my name!

Cralg, It would have been more honest.

Mgrs. CralG, (coming forward to the right end of the
table) 1 haven't done anything that wasn’t honest!
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Craic. How would you know, Harriet?

Mgrs. Crase. I've simply tried to be practical; but,
with your usual romanticism, you want to make me ap-
pear I:ke a criminal for it.

Crarc. I'm not reproaching you at all.

Mrs. Cratg, Well, you shouldn’t reproach me; for
there’s nothing to reproach me about.

Cralc. You simply married the wrong man, Harriet,

Mzs. CratG, (witheringly} 1 married a romantic
fool! (He looks at her narrowly, and she holds his eve)
That's what T married; {She turns away ond goes up
1o the portidves to Jook out) and T'm seeing it more
every day I live.

(There is o pause. Then Craig breaks into o hard litlle
laugh.)

Cratc. How well we understand each other now,
Harriet,

Mzs, Crare. {coming forward to the mantelpiece
again) Well, T understand you, anyway, whether you
understand me or not. (Speaking directly to him) And

ou ought to thank your God that I do, for T don't
ow what'd become of you if I didn't. (She turns to
the mantelpiece, and swddenly sees the card that MAzIE
left back of the center ornament. She picks up the litle
envelope defily, takes the card out and reads it.)
(Cratc stands regarding her icily. And after o pouse,
he speaks,—in a level, rather dangerous tone.

CrarG. The brass of you—and the presumption.
{She looks at him,

Mgs. Cparc. What?

Craic. I'm just wondering how you get that way.

Mprs, Cratc. How I get what way?

Crarc. So brazenly presumptuous, as to say such a
thing to me,

Mzs, Crarc, What have I said? T ion't know what
you're talking about.
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Cralc. (moving slowly oway a step or two from the
piano} What have you ever done, or a million athers
like you, that would warrant the assumption of such
superiority over the men you're married to?

Mrs, Craig. Nobody's assuming any superiority.

Crats. Doesn’t your remark admit it?

Mrs. CrAte. {turning and moving up to the portidres}
Don't get yourself into a temper.

Crate, That you don’t know what'd become of me
only that you understand me,

I d]\gks. CralG. (glancing through the portidres) Neither

Cratc, The presumption of you.

Mes. Craic. What are you standing there for,
Mazie?

Mazie end CrAIG. (speaking logether)

Mazie. Why, Mrs. Harold sent me in to see if you
were coming in to dinner.

Crarg. That you should set yourself about to con-
trol the very destiny of a man,—

Mgs. Crate. Yes, I'm coming right away.

Mgs. Crarg and Craig. (speoking together)

Mrs. Crarc. But I want to see you for a minute
first, Mazie.
Crate. As though T were some mental incompetent.

Mazie, Yes, Ma'm.

Mgzs. Craic, {furning and going towards Cralg, ond
lowering her voice, in an effort to silence him) Don't
make a show of yourself in front of Mazie. (Mane
comes through the portidres, and Mrs, CrA1G turns to
ker) Mazie, what is this card here?

Mazie. Why, it’s the Society card, Mrs. Craig, of
the Mutual Benevolent.

Mzs. Crams. And what is it doing here?

Mazie. Why, Christine sent it down about an hour
ago, with the tailor’s little boy, to know if I'd pay her
dues for her.



04 CRAIG’S WIFE ACT 11

Mgs. Cratc. And couldn’t you find any place for it
but back of that ornament?

Mazie, Why, 1 was—

Mgs. Craic. After all the times I've told you never to
put anyﬂﬁz‘af on that mantelpiece.

Mazie, Yes, you have told me, Mrs, Craig, but when
I came in—

Mzs. Crate, Then, why do you do it? Must I keep
telling you the same thing indefinitely? You know per-
fectly well 1 never allow anybody even to dust that
mantelpiece but myself. 1 even bought a special little
brush for those ormaments, becatise T wouldn’t trust
them to anybedy else. And yet the minute you get my
back turned you must use them as a catch-all for every-
thing in the house.

Mazie. Mrs. Harold asked me something when I
came in, and—

Mgrs. Craig. 1 am not interested in what anybody
asked you; that does not excuse you, (Maziz lakes a
handkerchicf from the pocket of her apron and touches
it to her eyes.) 1 have told you over and over again
wewer to put anything back of those ornaments; and
you deliberately disobey me. You simply will nof do as
you are told. And when a girl will not do as she is told,
the best thing for her to do is to go some place where
she will be made to do it. So I want you to get your
things together to-night and leave this house to-morrow
morning. (Mazie looks at her, then turns oway to
leave the room.) Here's the card. And find some place
for it besides back of an ornament. (MazIg fakes the
card end withdraws.) And tell Mrs. Harold to put up
the dinner, I'l be down in two minutes; (She sfarts for
the siairs) 1'm going up to see what my niece wants for
her dinner. {She goes up the stairs haughtily. Halfway
up she turns, but without stopping, ond addresses
Crag roldiy) You'd better go out there and get your
dinner before it's cold,
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(She diseppears at the head of the stairs, and Cralg
Stondys looking at the floor, His eyes wonder up the
stoirs after her, and then doun the right side of
the room. They settle upon the ornament on the
mantelpiece, and he looks at it hard; then crosses
slowly and picks it wp. He holds it in kis hand,
looking at it curiously: then suddenly lifts it in the
air and smashes it on the bricks in front of the
matelpicce. He stands looking ot the shaitered
pieces for ¢ moment; then takes o cigarette from
his cose and strolls back across the yoom towards
the piano, He faps the cigoretle on the case, then
lakes out o maich and lights it, lossing the burned
match on to the floor. Then he leans against the
piano and smokes, thoughtfully. Mrs, HaroLD
hurries in through the portidres.)

Mzs, Harorp, Did something get broke in here Mr.
Craig? (He indicates the shattered ornomeni with o
nod, and Mgzs. HAroLD locks towards the mantelpiece.
She sces the pieces, ond raising her hands and eyes to
Heaven, takes a Step or fwo fowords them ) Glory be to
God this day and this night, how did that happen, Mr.
Craig! Did it fall off the mantelpiece?

Cratc. (without moving} No, I smashed it, Mrs,
Harold.

Mzs, Haroro. (puzzled) On purpose, do you mean,
Mr. Craig?

Crarg. Yes—1I didn’t like it.

Mgs. Harorp. I wish you'd tell Mrs. Craig it was you
that done it, Mr. Craig; if she sees it she might think
it was one of us that broke it.

Crazc, 't tell her all about it, Mrs, Harold; don’t
you worry about that. (He siraightens up ond storis
across slowly towards the big chair in front of the
mantelpiece, and Mrs, Harorp moves a step or fwp
towards the portidres.)
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Mazs. HaroLD, (turning to him) Will T get the dust-
pan and sweep that up, Mr. Craig?

Craig. No, don’t bother about it now, Mrs. Harold;
go out and get your dinner.

{She moves towards the portiéres, then stops again.

Mzs, Harorp, Ain’t you comin’ to your dinner, Mr.
Craig?

Craia, (sitting down)} No, 1 don't want any dinner
to-night, Mrs, Harold.

Mzrs. Harorp. Don't you want nothing at all?

Crate. Not a thing. (She withdrows; and he sits
smoking and thinking.)

Mrs. CrAXG. (from the head of the stairs) Are you
down there, Walter?

Crag, Yes,

Mgzs. Crarc. Listen—did something fall down there
a minute ago?

Crars. No.

Mgrs. Cratg. Are you sure?

CratG. Yes, I'm sure.

Mgs. Crarg. Well, it sounded up here as though the
house fell down.

CRAIG. (after o slight pause) Maybe it did, Harriet
—I'm just sitting here wondering. (He sits smoking.
—hiis eyes wandering up, and oui, ond sway off.)

THE CURTAIN DESCENDS SLOWLY

ACT I

SceNE: Same as preceding act—the following morning,
ebout eight-thirty, CRAIG is sHll sitting in the big
choir before the fireplace, asleep. After a pause,
Mgrs. HaroLp enters through the portiéres, carry-
ing a dust-pan and hand brush. She sees Craig,
looks at him curiously, and also observes the pieces
of the shattered ornament and the cigaretle butls
at his feet. She turns and puts the dust-pan ond
brush down on the seat ot the right of the stair-
way, ond, with a glance up the stars, crosses and
unlocks the front deor and goes out. The screen
door slams afier her and Crarg wokes. He looks
around, glances ot his waich, gets wp ond setiles
himself before the mirror. Mrs. HAROLD #iploes in,
bringing the morning paper.

Cra16, Good morning, Mrs. Harold.

Mgrs. HaroLn, (stopping above the center table)
Good morning, Mr, Craig. '

Cratg. T must have made a night of it sitting here,

Mgrs. Harorp. Yes, I was wondering if you'd been
there all night.

Craze, T must have fallen asleep. _

Mnrs. Harorp, You must feel pretty tived, don’t you?

CrAIG. (turning to her) No, I'm all right. Is that the
morning paper you have there, Mrs. Harold?

Mzs, Harown. Yes, sir, I was just bringing it in.

Craxc, Let me see it, will you?

Mgrs. Harowp, Yes, sit, {He tokes the poper; and,
stepping to the piono, reads it eagerly.) Would you like
a cup of coffee, Mr. Craig?

97



98 CRAIG'S WIFE ACT 111

Crare. Yes, I'll take a little coffee if you have it.
Mgrs, Harowp. {starting for the portidres) Its all
made —1I'll just turn on the percolator for a minute.

{(She goes out; and he sitonds reading. There is the
sound of a door opening somewhere upstairs. He
glances toward the head of the stairs, then crosses
guickly up to the front door and out on 1o the
porch. Mrs, HAROLD comes in again; and, picking
up the dust-pan and brush, comes forward to the
mantelpiece ond staris to sweep up the ornament
and cigarette butts. Mzs. CRAIG appears on the

Stoirway. )

Mgs. Crac. Mrs, Harold.

Mrs. HAroLD, (straightening up) Yes, Ma'm?

Mus. Cratc, Has the morning paper come yet?

Mgzs. Harorp. Yes, Ma’am, I just gave it to Mr.
Craig; he’s reading it there on the front porch.

Mes. Craxc. (puzaled, and coming down the stasrs)
What is ke doing up so early?

Mzs. Harown, I don’t think he's been in bed at all,
Mrs. Craig; he was sitting in this big chair here when [
came in this morning, and he was sitting here last night
when T locked up.

{Mgs. CRAIG crosses tn the bay window at the left and
looks out on to the porch; and Mrs, HARoOLD re-
sumes her sweeping. Mrs. Craxg becomes aware
of what Mrs, HaroLp is doing, and turns to her.)

Mgs, Crazc. What is that you're sweeping up there,
Mrs, Harold?

Mzs. Harown. (siroightening up) Why, it's that
center ornament that was here, Mrs, Craig.

Mzrs. CralG. (crossing down in front of the center
tadle, looking wide-eyed ot the vacant place on the
mantelpiece} What!
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Mgrs, Harotn, It got broke last night.

Mgs. Crarc. Oh, my God, Mrs, Harold, don’t tell me
that (hat’s that beautiful statuette!

Mrs., Harorn, Mr. Craig said that he broke it.

Mgs. CratG. (iooking at the shatiered picces in the
dust-pan, which Mrs, Harorp is holding) Oh, my God,
look at the way it's broken !—It's smashed into a thou-
sand pieces,

Mus. Harorp. It must have fallen on the bricks here.

Mgrs. Cra1c. Oh, that never simply fell, Mrs. Har-
old; it's absolutely shattered-—look at the size of the
pieces. 1t's out of the question even to think of having
it mended.

Mzs. Haroin, No, T don't think it could ever be
mended now.

Mas. Craic. (almost crying) That beautiful thing—
that T wouldn’t even allow anybody to go near; and
look at it now,

Mgs. HaroLp, It certainly is too bad.

Mgrs. Crarc. And, of course, | might just as well
throw those others away now, for they're absolutely
meaningless without this one. (She furns away, in o
pang of grief, and moves a few steps towards the left,
then suddenly turns again to Mrs. Harorp) How on
earth did it ever happen, Mrs. Harold?

Mgrs. Hazoiw, I don’t know, V'm sure, Mrs. Craig.

Mzrs. Crais. 1 suppose Mazie broke it for spite,
didn't she >—Because T reprimanded her last night for
putting things back of it.

Mrs. HaroLp. No, she didn’t break #, Mrs. Craig,
for she was out there in the kitchen with me when we
heard it fall.

Mgs. CraAtG. (furning oway ond crossing below the
center table) Well, send her in here to me now, I want
to speak to her. _

Mrs. Haroun. Mr. Craig said that he broke it;
{Mrs. Crar turns and looks ot her.) be said he didn’t
lLike that arnarent.
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Mzs. Craic. Tell Mazie I want to see her.

Mrs, Harorn. She isn't here, Mrs. Craig ; she’s gone.

Mgs. Craic. You mean she's left already?

Mzs. Harop. Yes, Ma'm, she left right after she
had her breakfast.

Mes. Cratc. Of course she did, the contemptible
little devil,

Mgs. Harop, Mr. Craig said that he'd tell you all
about it.

Mzs. Crarc, Where did Mazie go?

Mges. Harorp, She said she was goin’ to her married
sister’s for a while.

Mzs. Cralc. Did you pay her her wages?

Mzs. Harorp, Yes, Ma'm, I paid her last night,

Mzs. Craic. (turning owesy towoards the front door)
All right, Mrs. Harold, (Mzs. HAroLD goes out through
the poritéres, taking the dust-pan and brush with her.)
Walter, come in here for a minute, will you? (She
glonces over her shoulder, to see that Mrs. HazoLp is
out of earshot, then turns ond woits till CRAIG comes
in. He enters, corrying the newspaper.) What does the
paper say this moming about the Passmore thing?

Cra1G, (handing her the newspaper) You're quite
safe. {He comes forword and across in front of the
center table to the mirror, and straightens his tie.)

Mgrs, Craxe. (stepping forward to the piano ond
spreading the paper out eagerly) What does it say?

Crarc. His brother got in last night from Pittsburgh,
with a letter that Fergus had written him, intimating
his intentions.

Mzs, Cra1G. Then, Fergus did it himself?

Crare. So it appears,

Mzs. Crarg. I always told you he was jealous of his
wife.
(He turns and looks at her.

Cra1c. He did it because she was dishonest.

Mrs, CratG. (reading} I suppose this telegram here
from his brother about Fergus® letter was the additional
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information that that detective spoke about here last
night. (She straightens wp and speaks directly to
Crai6) He called Police Headquarters from here about
seven o'clock, and then he said it wouldn’t be necessary
to bother us any more for a while,—that there’d been
some additional information come in on the caset so 1
suppose that's what it was; for it says here the telegram
was reecived at Police Headquarters at six forty-five.

Crai6. (moving with a wearied air towards the por-
tidres) What does it matter now, Harriet?

Mgs, CratG. It doesn™t matter now, but it would have
mattered—only that I kept my head last night, and
didn’t allow vou to telephone, and make a show of us
all. (He laughs bitterly.) You can laugh, as much as
you like; but you can thank me that your name isn’t in
every paper in the city this morning. ($he resumes her
reading. )

Caarc. Oh, I can thank you for more than that, Har-
rief.

Mes. Craic, Well, you can thank me for that, any-
way.

gnua. 1 can thank you for having given me a new
name last night—that fits me so perfecily that I've de-
cided to continue its use. You called me a romantic
fool.

Mgs. Cra1g. Fergus must have known about this man
that Adelaide’s been going around with; for if says
here he’d mentioned him once before in a letter to his
brother.

(Mgs. HAROLD appears between the portidres.

Mgrs. Haroro. The coffee’s ready, Mr. Craig.

CraiG. (turning quietly towords the portidres) All
right, Mrs. Harold. {She withdraws, and he follows
her.}

Mrs. Craic. (looking up suddenly) Listen, Walter,
come here for a2 minute.

Cratc. (He turns) What?

Mgrs, Cualc. Listen. (She glances over his shoulder
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after Mrs. Harowp, then lowers hev voice) Billy Birk-
mire'll very likely want you to go out there with him to
Fergus’ funeral; but don't you do it. And you'd better
tell him not to go around there either; for one of you
1s apt to say something. And if that butler out there sees
you, he might recognize you. And there’s no use start-
ing anything now, when the thing’s all over.

{He looks at her steadily.

Craig. Is that af! you wanted to tell me?

Mgs. Crarg, Well, it's the thing to do, isn’t it? It
certainly wouldn’t help matters now to say anything,
would it? What are you smiling at?

CrAIG. At your wanting to help matters.

Mgs. Craze. So I have wanted to help them.,

Crara. Since when?

Mgzs. CralG. (turning oway to the center table) Well,
don’t let's go into all that again. I've been wanting to
help you principally, but you don’t seem to have sense
enough to appreciate it.

Crasg, Is that all you want me for?

Mgrs. CRAIG. (turning to him again) No, it isn't all
T want you for. I want to know about that ormament
there that was broken here last night.

Crarc. What about it?

Mes. Craig. I don't know what about it; that's the
reason I'm asking you. Mrs, Harold tells me here this
morning that you told her last night that you'd broken it.

Craxs, So I did.

Mzs. Craic. Well, you ought to be proud of yourself.

Cralg. I was for a moment.

Mgs. Cratic. What were you doing—leaning against
the mantelpiece again as usual?

Cra1g. No, it wasn’t an accident ; I did it deliberately.

Mi;s. Craic. What do you mean, you did it deliber-
ately?

Craxg. T mean that T smashed it purposely,

Mzs. Crara. What for?

CratG, 1 became suddenly heroic,
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Mazs. Crarg, ¥ don't believe you,

CRrATG. {furning arway} Very well, that's that.

Mges. Crate. Why would you deliberately break a
beautiful, expensive ornament like that?

CraiG, (turning back) I didn’t break it,

Mgs. Craig. Well, you said you did.

Cuarc. (bitterly) I said I smashed it—into a thous-
and little pieces, right here on these bricks here. And
then I smoked one cigarette after another, till 1 had
your sanctum sanctorum here absolutely littered with
ashes and cigarette butts. T was positively 2 hell of a
fellow around here for about an hour last night; you
should have seen me,

Mnrs. Crarc. What did you do, go out of your mind
or something ?

Cratc. No, I was particularly clear in my mind,
strange to say. You made a remark here last night, Har-
riet, that completely illuminaied me; and illuminated
you, And suddenly T saw-—-for the first time—every-
thing—just as one sees an entire landscape at midnight
in a flash of lightning. But, unfortunately, the lightning
struck my house-—and knocked it down; and 1 sat here
all night wondering how I might build it up again.

Mrs, Crarc. What remark are you talking about?

Craic. You said that a woman might lose her hus-
band but not her home, if she knew how to secure it.

Mrs, Crars. Well, hasn’t many a woman lost her
husband ?

Cratc. And many a man has lost his life too, Har-
riet, because his wife has never made a sufficiently il-
Iuminating remark, But you did make it. And that other
remark—when you said there were ways of getting rid
of people without driving them away from the house.
{He smiles bitterly} 1 saw your entire plan of life,
Harriet, and its relationship to me. And my instinct of
self-preservation suggested the need of immediate ac-
tion—the inauguration of a new régime here: so I
smashed the little ornament there—as a kind of opening
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gun. And T was going to smash all the other little orna-
ments—and Gods you had set up in the temple here,
and been worshipping before me. 1 was going to put
my house in order, including my wife; and rule it with
a rod of iron. (Mgs. CRAIG turns away, faintly amused)
I don’t wonder that amuses you; it amused me; par-
ticularly when I suddenly remembered the truth of
what you called me last night; and in view of that, the
absurdity of my trying to sustain such a rdle indefinite-
ly. It made me laugh-— But I'm rather serry you
couldn’t have seen me, anyway; I think you would at
least have appreciated the sincerity of my attempt to
continue here as your husband. {He turns slowly end
smoves towards the portidres.)

Mprs, Crare, What de you mean, your attempt to
continue here as my husband?

CraIG. The role is not for me, Harriet; I can only
play a romantic part.

(She turns her head quietly and looks at him; and he
kolds her eye for o second, then goes out through
" the portidres; ond she stands looking after him.
Then she moves slowly to the portidres and stands,
thinking. The door-bell rings, but evidently she
doesw’t hear it. She moves forward siowly, still
thinking narrowly. Mrs. HAROLD comes through

the portidres hurriedly.)

dl.das Cralc. There's some one at the door, Mrs. Har-
ol

{The door-bell rings again.)

Mzes. HAROLD, (hurrying across to answer the door)
I guess maybe it's the man for Miss Austen’s things.

Mzs. Crarg. Is Miss Austen leaving already?

Mgrs. HaroLp, (siopping near the door)} 1 think so;
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she said last night she was going first thing in the
morning,

Mns. Cratc. Is she up?

Mgs. Haropd. Yes, Ma'm, she asked me to call her at
;even. {She goes oul, ond Mgrs. Craic crosses after

er.)

Mrs, Crarc, Well, if that’s the man for her things,
Mrs. Harold, have him go round to the side door and
bring her things down the back stairway; I don’t want
him dragging trunks down these front stairs. (She
steps o the bay window ot the left and looks out af the
expressman.)

ExeressMAN, (at the front door) Trunks ready?

Mrs. Harorn, Yes, they're ready. Would you mind
going around to the side door ; you can bring them down
the back way.

ExrressMAN. Around this way?

Mgs. HaroLp, Yes, up the steps; I'll open it for you.
{ The screen door slams, and she hurries in ogain, cross-
ing towards the portidres.)

Mpzs. Cratg. Are Miss Austen’s things ready, Mrs.
Harold?

.’\éns. Harorp, Yes, Ma'm, I helped her pack fast
night,

Mpgs. Craic. Did she say where she was going?

Mgs, Harorp. {stepping) Yes, Ma'm; she sez she’s
going to the Ritz-Catlton Hotel now, but after that she
sez she's going to travel. (comtinuing o the portidres)
I must open the door for that man,

(She goes out, and Mgs. Cralc sionds looking after
her, thinking. She moves across towards the por-
tidres and stops. ETHEL hurries down the stairs,
with her hat and coat on.)

Mgs. Craic. Ethel, dear child, what are you doing
up so early?
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ErnEL. I haven't been asleep all night, I've been
waiting to hear some one clse up.

Mrs. Crare. You're not ill, are you, dear?

Eruer. No, but ] must go home immediately, Aunt
Harriet; 'm too troubled in my mind to stay here any
longer.

Mzs. Crarc. But you can’t go immediately, dear.

Ereer. I must go, Aunt Harriet,

Mges. Cralc. But there’s no train, dear, until the nine-
seventeen.

EtaEL, Well, it's nearly that now, isn't it?

(Mgs. Crals glances at her watch,

Mrs. Craic. It isn't a quarter of nine yet.

ETHEL. Well, it'll take that time to get to the station,
waon't it?

Mrs, Crars. It doesn’t take ten minutes, dear, in a
taxicab; and I can have one here in five minutes,

ErneL. (putting her bag on the table and crossing
domum to the mirror) Well, will you call one, please?

Mgs. Cratc. (moving after her) Certainly, dear; but
there’s no use calling it already, you'd only have to wait
around the station there.

ETREL T'm so worried, Aunt Harriet,

Mgs. Cra1g. I know, dear child; but I'm sure you're
upsetting yourself unnecessarily; we certainly would
have heard something if anything had happened.

Erugr. (twrning to Mrs. Crai6) I really should call
Mr. Fredericks on the long distance, Aunt Harriet;
he'll be wondering what on earth is the matter. Because
T rushed away as soon as ever I got Dr. Wood's wire,
and simply left a note that Mother was very ill. And
he's probably called me up at home by this time and
found that I"'m down here; and he won'’t know what to
think of it

Mgrs. Crate. Well, T wouldn’t worry myself too much
about what he'l] think, dear,

Erner. But he’ll think it's funny that T should be
down here if Mother’s so ill.
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(There is a sound upstairs of a trunk being moved.)

Mgs, Crate. (dashing towards the stairs end up on
to the landing) He probably hasn’t given it a thought,
" ErueL Oh, don't say that, Aunt Harriet, I know he

as,

Mgrs. Cratc. (clapping her hands briskly, to attract
the expressman’s atiention) Please be careful of that
floor there, Mr, Expressman, will you?

Exrressman. This baby got away from me. I though?
it was lighter than it is,

Mzs. Cralc. Well, please try to keep it away from
that wall there; I don’t want that wall all seratched up;
1 only had it painted in April. (There is a sound of the
trunk being dragged along the hollway to the back
stairs, and then o heovy thud, Mgs. Craxc closes her
eyes in an agony of suffering and leans heavily upon
the banister to keep from fainting. Then she turns ond
comes down into the room again) Mr. Craig’s aunt is
sending some luggage away to be mended; and those
expressmen are so careless they don’t care if they tear

down the house.

Ersize. T haven’t bad a chance to speak to Miss
Austen yet.

Mgs. CraiG. I suppose she's getting dressed.

Errer, I haven't seen Uncle Walter yet, either.

Mzs. Crarc. He's out there having some coffee, |
Eelie\;e. Don’t you want to come oot and have some too,

ear ?

Erarer. I don’t think I could touch a thing, Aunt
Harriet.

Mzs. Crara. You could take a sip of coffee.

Ernser. T don't want Uncle Walter to see me looking
s¢ terrible,

Mus. Crazs. What does it matter, darling ; he under-
stands. And you really shouldn’t start on that trip back
home without something. And when you do go back,
Ethel, I want you to consider seriously what I've been
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saying 1o you about Mr. Fredericks. You're not married
to him yet; and if there's anything to be done, it's now
that it must be done. You can’t come back and undo a
thing like marriage,

ErreL. Oh, 1 don’t know what to do, Aunt Harriet.

Mgrs, Crazs. Well, there's no hurry about doing any-
thing just now. And don’t let him hurry you. Just think
it over—for his sake as well as for your own. You
don’t want to be a burden to him, do you?

ErmeL, Certainly not.

Mgrs, Crarg. Well, what else would you be to him,
dear—unless you used your own money? And that isnt
conducive to respect for a man. And, in any case, you'd
find in time that he'd come to resent your independence
of him.

Miss AusteEN, (of the heod of the stairs) Yes, I have
it here in my bag, Mrs. Harold.

Mzs, CralG. (drawing ETREL towards the portidres)
So just think it over. And come on out to the break-
fast room and let me get you something,

(They go out through the portidres. Miss AusTen
comes down the stairs, dressed for the streef. She
Glances through the portiéres and diels a telephone
number. Mgrs. HaRoLD comes douwn the stairs,
dressed for the street, and corrying a suit case and
a smaller bag.)

Miss Avustew. I think you might as well take those
right out on to the porch, Mrs. Harold,

Mzs. Harow, (going out) Yes, Ma'm,

Miss Austen. Have them ready when the cab comes.
{into the telephone} Hello—Will you please send a
taxicab to six hundred and eighty Belmont Manor, right
away, please? Yes, (She sels the telephone down and
Mzs. HaroLp comes in} It be here in a few minutes.
Are you all ready?
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Mrs. Harorn, Yes, Ma’m, I'm ready.

Miss Austen, Hadn't you better speak to Mrs. Craig
about your keys, Mrs. Harold?

Mgs. Harorp. I left them with yours up on her
dressing-table,

Miss AusteN. I think you'd better tell her.

Mm: Hazorp. Do you want me to tell them you're
going?

Miss AusteN, (going towards the door) No, it isn’t
necessary, Mrs. Harold ; I'll write to Mr. Craig. But, I
think you'd better tell them that you're going.

Mzs. Haroro. I did tell Mr, Craig 1 was going; 1
told him this morning,

Miss Avsten. Well, T think you'd better tell Mrs,
Craig, too,

Mgs. Harorp, Yes, Ma'm.

Miss Austen. There might be something she’d want
to ask you.

Mgrs. Haroro, All right, T'll tell her.

Miss Austen, I'll sit here on the porch till the taxi
comes. {She goes out, ond Mrs. Hazrorp goes to the
mirror and straightens her funny hat.}

Mzs, CRAIG. (coming through the adjoining room)
Are you in there, Mrs. Harold? (Mrs, HaroLp moves
up to the foot of the stoirs and stands focing the por-
tidres. Mrs, Cralc comes in) Oh, I've been looking for
you out there, Mrs. Harold; I wanted you to give my
niece a little breakfast.

Mgzs., Harorp, I've left everything ready out there,
Mrs. Craig.

Mzgs, Crarg. Where are you going, Mrs. Harold?

Mzs. Haroro, Why, I'm going with Miss Austen,
Mrs, Craig.

Mzs. Craig. Indeed?

Mgzs. Haron, She was tellin’ me last night she was
goin’ to leave here, and I said I thought I'd be leavin®
pretty soon myself; so she said if I was goin’ anyway
soom, she’d like very much to have me go with her.
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Mgs, Cralc. And where are vou going with her?

Mgs. Haroro. Why, we are goin’ to the Ritz-Carlton
first, and after that she sez she's goin’ to travel for a
few years.

Mgs. Cra1c. Well, that ought to be a very good ex-
perience for you.

Mgzs. Harowp, Yes, I've niever been many places out-
side of here and Long Branch, and I thought I'd bet-
ter take the chance while I had it.

Mgs, Crarc. And do you think it's very considerate
of you, Mrs. Harold, to walk away this way without
giving me any notice?

Mrs, Harorp. You didn’t give Mazie much notice
last night, Mrs. Craig.

Mgrs. Cratc. Mazie didn’t deserve any notice; she
was a very disobedient girl. She absolutely refused to
do what 1 told her,

Mrs. Harorp. Well, I haven't always done exactly
what you told me to do, either, Mrs. Craig,—so maybe
I deserve to go as well as Mazie,

Mzs. Crare. Well, of course, you can suit yourself
about going, Mrs, Harold, but you understand 1 shail
have to tell Miss Hewlitt about your leaving without
notice.

Mzes. Harowp, Miss Hewlitt knows all about my leav-
ing, Mrs. Craig; she’s surprised that T didn't leave long
ago, to tell you the truth.

Mzrs. Craic. And why didn't you leave?

Mgrs, Harorp, Well—there were no children—and
it's near church. But Miss Hewlitt told me when I
came here that if T stayed a month I'd be the first out
of seven that did,

Mrs, Crarc. Miss Hewlitt has sent some very un-
satisfactory women here.

Mzs, Harowp, A lot of them bave worked in some
pretty fine places.

Mazs, Cralg. (turning oway, and moving doum to
the mirror) Well, of course, that depends upon what a
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person’s idea of a fine place is. And I suppose the next
batch she sends me won't be any more satisfactory than
the rest.

Mgs. HaroLp, I think you're very foolish to have her
send any more, Mrs. Craig, if you ask me.

Mgs. Craic. One person can't do everything.

Mzs. Harorp. I've heard you say yourself more than
once that you bad to do over again everything that any
woman that ever worked for you did,—so why not
save the money?

(MRs. CraAIG turns from the mirror ond comes towards
her,

Mzs. Crarc, What about the keys?

Mrs. Harowp. I left them all on your dressin’-table
upstairs; and Miss Austen’s, too.

Mrs. Cra1g. Wasn't there anything else to be left?

Mrs. Haroro. Yes, Ma’m, I left the money that I had
over with the week’s list in an envelope with the keys.

Mzrs, CralG. (iurning to the portidres} All right—
I hope you enjoy your world tour.

Mrs. HAROLD. (going towards the fromt door) Il
be a change, anyway.

(Mzs, Crate furns at the portidres.

Mzs. Cratc. And I hope when you come back, you'l}
be able to find a place that'll be as easy as this one has
been.

Mgzs. Harorp, (stopping at the door end turning)}
Don’t worry about me, Mrs. Craig; nobody belongin’
to me ever died in the poor-house,

{She goes out on to the porch, and Mrs, Craig looks
ofter her stonily. The front door-bell rings in-
cisively, and Mrs. Crarg steps forward at the right
and looks keenly toward the fromt door.)

FREDERICKS. {of the front door} How do you do?
Mzs, Hazorp. How do you do?
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Frepericks. I should like to see Miss Landreth, [f I
could. My name is Fredericks,

{Mzs. Craic mokes a rapid movement of consterna-
tion, then looks ai the portidres. EYHEL comes
through the portidres.)

Etrer and Mss. HaroLb, (speaking together)
Eruxv. I think 1'd better get my things, Aunt Har-
riet; it must be nearly nine n’clocl{.
Mzs, Hawrorp. Oh, come in, please, I think Miss
Landreth is just having her breakfast.

{The screen door slams.)

ErneL ond Feepericks, (speaking together)
E;rum. Would you mind telephoning for a taxi-
cab
Frepericks. I suppose I am a hit early.

(ETREL hears his voice and stops at the foot of the
stairs. Mrs, CRAIG glides oul through the portidres,
Mgs. HAROLD comes in at the front door.)

Mgrs. Harorn. Oh, I was just comin to call you, Miss
Landreth; there’s a Mr. Fredericks here to see you.
{FREDERICKS comes in,

Frepericks, Hello, Ethel,

(Mus. Harown passes o the door, back of nim, and
goes out again.)

ErmeL. Gene, there isn’t anything happened to

Mother?
Feepericks. Not a thing in the world, dear, that I

know of.
Ermer, You're sure?
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Freoericks. "Pon my word, Ethel. I haven't been to
your house.

Eruer. Well, why did you come away down here,
then, at this hour of the morning?

Frepericrs. (taking o step to her} 1 wanted to see
you. (She begins to ¢cry, and he takes her in his arms.)
1 thought maybe you were ill or something. Don't cry,
darling; I give you my word there isn't a thing wrong
at home, I simply telephoned you as soon as I got your
note, and they told me you'd left for here: so then I
called you on long distance. But T couldn’t get any
satisfaction on long distance, and I didn’t know what
to think. So I just jumped on the night train and got
it here at eight-twenty.

ETHEL. (siraightewing up and touching her hair)
I'm going back right away, Gene; there’s a train at
nine-seventeen from the station down town,

Frepericks. I'll go back with you.

Erust I don’t know why 1 ever came away in the
arst place.

FREDERICKS. {guiding her to the chair at the right of
the piano) Sit down here for a minute, dear; you lock
terribly pale. (He puis his hat and roin-coat on the
piano.)

ErnzL. T haven’t closed my eyes since I've been here,
I've been so worried.

Frepericks. I've been worried about you, too, ever
since 1 got your note.

EraeL. And then T told Aunt Harriet about our en-
gagement, and that ugset me more than ever.

FREDERICKS, Why ? :

Errer. Oh, she didn't seem to approve of it exactly,

Frevericks. Why not?

ErmeL, (rising) Oh, for several reasons, Gene.—T'Il
tell you on the train, (She starts for the foot of the
stairs. )

FrEpERICKS. (toking her hand as she passes him) 1
wish you'd tell me now, Ethel,
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ETHEL (turning to him) There isn’t time, dear.

Frepericxs. But you make me uneasy.

ErmeL. It’s nothing, Gene, particularly. She simply
said she thought perhaps I hadn’t considered the thing
sufficiently.

Frepericks. What is there to consider, darling, in a
thing of this kind—except that we love each other,

ETHEL But she said a thing like marriage should be
considered more practically.

Freoericxs. I don’t accept that argument, Ethel; T've
seen too many carefully reasoned marriages turn out
aadly. 1t's simply a chance that one has to take, more or

S5,

ErmEt. 1 hadn't thought of not marrying you, Gene;
I was just thinking whether or not it would be wise to
postpone it.

Frevericks. Tt wouldn’t be wise, Ethel ; it isn’t a good
thing to postpone a thing like marriage—so many things
can happen. {He suddenly takes her in his arms) And
1 don't want anything to happen,

Errer. What else have T got, Gene, if anything hap-
pened to Mother? (She buries her fuce in his shoulder
and cries.)

Frepericks. Nothing’s going to happen to her,
sweetheart. And if it did, you wouldnt feel any worse
than I'd feel if anything happened to this,

(She continues to cry for o second, then stroightens up
and presses her handkerchief to her eyes.

, i’l;in. We'd better go, Gene, it must be nearly nmne
o'l

(She starts across below the table towords the mirvor,
and he storts aeross above the toble towards the
telephone. CRAIG comes throwugh the portidyes.)

Fuepenicxs. I'd better call 2 taxi, hadn’ I?
Erner. Oh, Uncle Walter~this is Mr, Fredericks,
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(FREDERICKS continues over {0 shoke hands with
CraxG, and ETBEL moves up to Frepericks’ left. )

CratG, (shoking hands) I'm glad to meet you, Mr.
Fredericks,

Frepericks. How do you do, Mr. Craig?

Ernel, Mr. Fredericks is the young man I'm en-
gaged to be married to,

Crar, Well, I am glad to meet yon,

Frepericks. Pretty lucky fellow, dont you think,
Mr. Craig?

Cratc. I'd say you were. And is it all set?

FREDERICKS, I hope so; although Ethel seems to feel
a little nervous about it

Craig. What are you nervous about, Ethel?

EtneL. I'm not nervous—it isn't that. But I was
telling Gene that I'd been discussing it with Aunt Har-
riet, and she seemed to think that probably I hadnt
considered it enough,

(Frepericks looks ot Cratg)

Cratc. What did she want you to consider?

ErgEL. Well, she said on account of my age she
didn’t think I appreciated the practical side of mar-
riage enough.

Crazg, That's the one side of marriage that should
not be appreciated too much, Ethel; it’s a lack of faith
in each other.

Frepericks. That's what I tell Ethel.

Craic. The only thing I think you need to consider
really seriously—is whether or not you are both abso-
lutely honest with each other. (Frepericxs looks of
Ermer, and CralG crosses below them towards the
stairs) It doesn’t seem to me that there’s very much
else to worry about.

ErneL We're going back on that nine-seventeen,
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Uncle Walter; do you know the number of the taxicab
company ?

Crara (starting up the stairs) You won't need 2
taxi, I'm going right down past the station.

EtsEL. Are you going now?

Craxc. Right away, yes. You have plenty of time; I
€an get you down there in less than ten minutes.

Eruer, Uncle Walter, will you bring my satchel down
when you're coming?

Crarc. Yes, I'll get it.

Erwer. It's on the chair there, right inside my door.
{picking up her bag from the table and crossing down
o the mirror lo fix herself) We won't have to call a
taxi.

{FreDERICKS glances owi through the portidres, then
comes forward, lowering his voice.

_l;;ma;nmxcxs. Did your aunt tell you I called you last
nght ¢
{ETHEL furns.

Errst. On long distance, you mean?

Frepericxs, Yes, I called you from Northampton as
soon as 1 got your note. I called you at home first, of
course, and they gave me this address.

Ere. And vou called here?

Frepericks. Yes, about seven o’clock. Didn't she tell

u?

YGETHEL. Neo, she didn't, Gene.

Fuepearicks. I talked to her. She said you were
asleep.

EraeL. I couldn’t have been asleep, Gene,

Frepericks. 1 asked her to call you to the telephone,
but she didn’t seem to want to do it. She said you'd just
gotten in and you were tired out.

Erser, Well, T was tired, but she could have calfed
me; she might have known 1'd want to talk o you. Be-
cause I didn't know what you’d think of my being
down here, after leaving word that I was going home.

Frepericks, Have you seen her this morning?
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Erxer. Yes, but she didn’t say anything about it.
And 1 was talking to her here this morning about you,
too. 1 was saying that I ought to call y0u on the long
distance, that you'd be wondering what was the mat-
ter.

Crarc. (hurrying down the stoirs with ETHEUS
satchel) I'll run over and get the car.

Frepericks. Can I take that, Mr. Craig?

Crarc, I'll leave it out here on the porch. T'll be back
in two minutes, You have lots of titne,

FREDERICKS. (going to the piano for his hat and rain-
cont) Are you ready, Ethel?

ETHEL. Yes, I'm ready, Gene. I'd better say good-by
to Aunt Harriet,

Frepericks, Will T wait for you outside?

Eraer. Don’t you want to meet her, Gene?

}: Feepericks. 1 don't think she wants to meet me,
“thel.

Fruer. Why not?

FrepERICKS, After what you've been telling me.

ErrEL. Oh, that's nothing, Gene.

Frevericks. She hung up on me last night.

ErHEL, Yes, I want to ask her about that call.

FRepeRICKS. (going out) I think I'd better wait for
you outside,

(EtHuEL glances through the portidres, then comes for-
ward thoughtfully of the right. There is a slight
pause. Then Mrs. Craig ghdes through the por-
tires and ocross io the bay window to look oul.
EtHEL watches her narrowly, then maves io the
right end of the center table,}

Eruer. I'm just going, Aunt Hartiet,
(Mgs, Craic turns, slightly startled.

Mrs. Crarc. Oh, I thought you'd gone. {She comes
back towerds Etner) T didn't hear anybody in here,
and I was wondering if you'd gone without telling me.
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Eraer. No, I'm just going.

Mgrs. Craic. Where are Mr, Craig and Mr. Freder-
icks?

ErrrL. Mr. Fredericks is there on the porch. (Mkgs.
CRraXG turns 1o the front door end glences out.) Uncle
Walter’s gone over to get the car.

Mgs. Cra1c. Oh, he's going to drive you in.

ETHEL, Yes.

Mzs. Crarg. Well, that’ll be fine,—you won't have to
bother calling a taxi. (coming forward to ETHEL
again) Did Mr. Fredericks have any word about your
mother?

Errer, No, he hadn’t been home,

Mzs. Craic. Why don't you call him in, Ethel; 1
should like to meet him,

EreEe.. He thought probably you wouldn't care to
meet him, :

Mzs. Craze. Why, how absurd. Why not?

Erner. I was telling him about what you said last
night, when I told you I was going to marry him.

Mzs. Crarc, Well, my dear child, I was simply talk-
ing in a general way. My remarks weren’t direeted
against Mr. Fredericks particularly. T'm sure he'd ap-
preciate the logic of what T said himself.

Ernel He doesn™; Aunt Harriet; I told him what
you said, and he takes quite the opposite view.

- Mszs. Crazg, Well, of course, he has considerable to
tghain by the transaction, Ethel, you must remember
at.

Eraer, Well, Uncle Walter has nothing to gain by
it, and he agrees with him,

Mgrs. Cratc. Well, you remember I told you last
night that Mr. Craig was extremely romantic,

EtmeL. (becoming very stony) y didn’t you call
me last night, Aunt Harriet, when Mr. Fredericks tefe-
phoned?

Mrs. Crarc. Because you were asleep, dear.
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Ernzi. I couldn’t have been asleep. T haven’t closed
my eyes since 1've been here.

Mgs. Craig. Well, T thought you were asleep, Ethel;
T sent Mazie up to your room and she said your door
was closed.

Ernen. She could have rapped.

Mgs. Craic. Well, what was the sense of upsetting
vou, dear?

ETHEL. Because it was important to me.

Mgrs. Crasg. I asked him if it was important, and if
there was any message he wanted to leave, and he said
na.
ErnzL, And you hung up on him.

Mgs. Crarc. Because he insisted upon talking to you
and you were not in any condition to be talked to. {She
turns and moves towards the bay window.)

Eraer. Why didn't you tell me this morning that
he'd called—when I said I should call him?

Mgs. Cralg, (turning coldly} Now, please, Ethel
dear-1 shan't answer any more questions about Mr.
Fredericks. (She goes to the bay window to look out}
I've had quite enough to worry we this morning with-
out thinking about Mr. Fredericks. He's going back
with you, I suppose?

ErneL. (crossing up to the front door) Yes.

Mzs, Crarg. (turaing fo her) Well, I'm glad you
won't have to make the trip alone. Good-by, dear. {She
kisses her) 1 hope you'll let me know right away how
you find your mother.

ErnEL (holding her hand) Aunt Harriet—

Mzs. Crars. What, dear?

EraEL (after o pause, ond holding her eye) Aunt
Harriet, is Uncle Walter legving you?

Mzs. Cratg. Why, what on earth ever put that into
your head, Ethel?

Eruer. Something he was saying when I came to the
head of the stairs to come down this morning.

Mzs, Crarc. And what was he saying?
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Erien, Something about your having made a re-
mark that made it impossible for him to continue here
as your hushand,

Mgrs, Craic. I'm sure I haven't the faintest idea
what you're talking about, Ethel.

ErHEL. And then a while ago here, when I told him
I was going to be married to Mr. Fredericks, he said

the only thing we needed to consider seriously was

whether or not we were absolutely honest with each
other. And I was wondering if he'd found out.

Mgs. Craia. Found out what?

Erme. That that you told me last night,—when I
said I didn't think it was honest,

{There is a movemeni on the front porch. The screen
door slams, and Mzs. Craic turns oway guickly
and looks out the bay window.)

Crarg. (outnide) ANl set?

Frepenrcks, (outside) All set, Ethel’s inside.

EraxL. (going out) Good-by, Aunt Harriet.

Mgzs. Crate. (turning and following her to the door)
Good-by, dear,

Ermer. I'll write you as soon as I get home.

Mgs. Craze. Do, dear; let me know how your mother

18.
Etazr. Ves, I shall

(The screen door slams.)

Cuaxs. Ready, Ethel?
EraeL. Yes, I'm coming, Uncle Walter.

{Mgs. CrAIG turns nervously and moves across omd
doum to the monielpiece. )

Craxg, Your bag’s in the car. I'll be with you in a
minute. (He comes in, toking o little leather key-case
Jrom his pocket, and crosses to the portidres.)
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Mzs, Cratg. Are you going to the office now?

CrarG. Yes, it's nearly nine o'clock. (fe goes out,
and Mrs. CRAIG moves up to the portidres.)

Mrs. Crars. Mrs, Harold says vou haven't been in
bed all night ; you won't feel much like sitting at a desk
all day.

CrarG, (from the other room) I'll have plenty of
time to rest after a bit.

(Mgrs. CRAIG'S eyes narrow, in an atfempt to fothom
this remark, She comes forword again ot the vight,
slowly ond thoughtfully. Craic enters, fastening
the kitile key-case, and crosses towards the front
door, picking wup his hat from the table as he
passes. )

Mzrs. Cratc. Did you find what you were looking
for?

Crarc. I wasn't looking for anything—I was just
leaving the key to your car and the garage, with some
other things I've left there for you. (He turns at the
door} If you should want me for anything during the
next week or two, Harriet, I'll be at the Ritz,

Mgs. CralG. (turning suddenly and making a rapid
movement 10 the center table) Now, listen to me, Wal-
;::r Craig, you're surely not serious about leaving this

ouse,

Crare. Why, T should think that decision would
please you very much.

Mrs. Cratc. Well, it doesn’t please me at ali; it's
absolutely ridiculous.

Cratc. But it's so absolutely practical.

Mzs. Cra1G. Oh, don’t try to be funny.

Cra16. And you've been deploring my lack of prac-
ticality so long.

Mgrs. Cralc. I'd like to know what's practical about
a man walking out and leaving his wife and his home.
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Crarg. I have no wife to leave—for you mneither
loved not honored me.

Mgrs. Cralc. Well, you married me, whether I did or
not.

Cralc. 1 never saw you before in my life, Harriet—
until last night.

Mgrs. Crare. You married me, didn't you?

Crarc. And you married a house; and if it’s agree-
able to you, I'll see that you have it; and that you can
go on having it, just as though [ were here.

Mgs. Cra1G. {turning away) You'll be here; unless
F'm very much mistaken,

Cra16. You don’t know your man, Harriet,

Mrs. Crate. I know him well enough for that, any-
way.

Crarc. Oh, you knew me pretty well, I'll grant you
that; particularly when you said my mind worked very
slowly.

Mgs, Crarc. It's working pretty slowly now, when
{?uddon't appreciate the absurdity of a move of this
<ind.

CratG. But you failed to reckon with the thorough-
ness of my mind, Harriet, when it does work. And it
appreciates this situation so thoroughly that it has no
;:lusions about the impossibility of my continuance

ere.

Mes, Crarc. What 1s there so impossible about it ?

Craig. We've shown our hands, Harriet, and the
game i5 up.

Mrs, Crate, What did T do last night that was so
terrible ?

Crarg, You simply showed your hand, that was all.

Mgs. Craig. I simply kept you from making a fool
of yourself ; that was all T did.

Crate. But you also showed me how I could keep
from making a fool of myself in the future,

Mzs. Craic. Well, you're certainly not beginning
very aupicionsly, T can tefl you that.
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Crarg. But I shall be at least a self-respecting fool;
and that's something 1 could never be if I stayed here,
-—knowing that you had no respect for me.

Mges. Crarc. You're not teling the truth; I always
respected you.

Cralc. Don't try to soften the blow, Harriet; T assure
you it isn’t necessary. (He turns towards the door, and
she makes @ move towards him.)

. Mgs Crats. Where are you going when you leave
ere!
(He turns and looks at her.

Craia, That'll be rather interesting to know, Harriet
—where a lot like me are going.-—Out of fashion, pos-
sibly.

Mgs, Crarg. Well, what about your things ?~—Aren’t
you going to take anything with you?

Cra16, You may send them to me if you like.

Ma=s. Craic. (furning away) Well, I won’t send
them to you; for you'll very likely be back again within
a week,

Crate, Perhaps it will be just as well if vou don'’t
send them {0 me, Harriet .—for I'm rather sentimental
about things; and T might look back, and be turned
into a romantic fool,

Mgs. Crazc, Oh, 1 suppose you'll never forgive me
for calling you that.

Crais. No, there isn't a thing in the world I don't
forgive you for, Harriet; that's the reason it won't be
necessary for me to come back here any more; there's
nothing to adiust. I guess possibly I'm a bit old-fash-
toned—I must be trusted-—and you never trusted me.

Mrs, Craic. 1 wouldn’t trust any man after what
T've seen,

Craic. I don’t blame you. But 1 wonder that, with
all your wisdom, it never oecurred to you that one
cannot play a dishonest game indefinitely,

Mzs, Craic. I haven't played any dishonest game.

Cra1c. Possibly not, according to your standards;
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but I think you have. And I think in your heart you
know you have. And that's the rock that you and I are
splitting on, Harriet. If this affair at Passmores’ hadn't
revealed you, something else would: so my going may
as well be to-day as to-morrow. Good-by, Harriet.

(He goes out; she leans on the table. The screen door
slams. She moves over to the boy window ond
watches him get into the automobile: then she
comes forword to the window at the right and
watches him down the street. After he has passed
beyond her vision, her gaze wanders into the room
again, and she becomes conscious of two tiny pieces
of the broken ornament near the mantelpiece. She
stoops and picks them up, flicking away with her
foaot eny other invisible particles that may be
about. Then she looks at the twa remaining orna-
ments om the montelpiece ond tries to come to
some conclusion abowt their arrangement. She
places them equi-distant from each other and the
ends of the mantelpiece, and stands off to observe
the effect. The front door-bell rings sharply. She
turns and crosses to answer il.)

Bov's Vorce. (ot the front door) Telegram for Mrs.
Walter Craig.

(She signs for the telegram, the screen door slams and
she comes in, opening the telegrom. She reads the
telegram, looks straight ahead for a second, think-
ing—Iooks at the wire again, and bursts into ieors
~-Sinking into the chair ot the right of the piano,
She cries hard for a moment, then smooths the
telegram out and reads it again. Mrs, Frazier ap-
peors in the door, dressed in gray, and carrying
an armload of white roses. She comes forward in-

guiringly.)
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Mrs. Frazier. Good morning, Mrs. Craig, (Mgzs.
Cral1G doesn’t hear her.) Good moming. {Mrs. Craig
looks at her, startled, gets up mevvously ond moves
across to the frout of the center table, touching her
eyes and her heir,} 1 do hope you'll pardon my walking
in without ringing, but I thought Miss Austen’d be on
the front porch, and 1 wanted to bring her these roses.
{She hands Mzrs Craic the roses) I was telling her
yesterday 1'd bring her over some; she was saying she
admired white roses so much; and I have so many of
them over there just now.

Mrs. Cra1c. T haven't seen her yet this morning.

Mers, FrAZIER. {preparing fo go) Well, if you'll just
tell her I left them.

Mgrs. Cralg. Yes, T shall; thanks ever so much,

Mrs, Frazier, (turning back) Oh, have you had
any word about your sister this morning, Mrs. Craig?
Miss Austen was telling me yesterday she was quite 1l

Mzs, CRAIG. (stgriing to cry agein) She died this
morning at six o’clock.

Mgs. Frazier. Oh, dear me, how sad.

Mgrs. Crazc. 1 just had this wire.

Mes. Frazren. Dear, dear, dear, isn't that too bad!

Mzs. Crara I had no idea she was so ill or 1 should
never have come back.

Mgzs, Frazier, Dear, dear, dear, I’'m so sorry. I
shouldn’t have bothered you at all.

Mzs, Crazg. That’s quite all right. _

Mgs. Frazier. I'm sure you have my sympathy.

Mzs. Craig. Thank you.

Mes. Frazisr. I do bope you'll let me know, Mrs.
Craig, if there’s any way I can be of any service to you.

Mzs, Crare. Thank you very much; I don’t think
there’s anything anybody can do. i

Mgs. Frazier. I suppose you'll have to go right back
up there again, won't you?

Mgs. Craic. I don't know whether I shall be able to
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or not, to tell you the truth, Mrs. Frazier; it's been
such a strain,

Mgrs. Fraziex. Yes, those long illnesses are dreadful.
But I hope you won't hesitate to let me know if there's
anything I can do.

Mgs. Crazg. That's very kind of you. T'll give these
roses to Miss Austen when I see her,

Mgs, Frazier. If you will, please. (She starts for
the door} I'm terribly sorry. I'll run over again.

{She goes out; and Mrs, Crarg stands very still until
she hears the screen door clase. Then she steps up
to the door and clicks the latch. Then she turns,
comes forwoard a few steps into the room again,
and stands, holding the roses ageinst her bosom
and looking straight out. A clock out in one of the
adjoining rooms sirikes nine with a mournful gong.
After the fourth gong her eyes wander in the
direction of the clock end she moves slowly across
towords the portidres. Then she comes forward of
the right, wandering, end crosses below the table
to the piano. Several rose petals flutter to the floor.
She stands at the piane for a moment, looking oud
through the bay window, then retraces her steps.
She looks unseeingly at the scaitered petals, conn
Binues up towards the portiéres, looks out through
the deserted rooms, and finally stops. A few more
petals drift 1o the floor. The curtam commences to
descend, wvery, very slowly. She turns desolately
and wanders back towerds the piono again,
clutching the roses close, her eyes wide and des-
pairing.

THE END
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