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			The Persons of the Play

			
					
					Au­brey Tan­queray

				

					
					Paula

				

					
					Ellean

				

					
					Cay­ley Drummle

				

					
					Mrs. Cor­tely­on

				

					
					Cap­tain Hugh Ar­dale

				

					
					Gor­don Jayne, M.D.

				

					
					Frank Mis­quith, Q.C., M.P.

				

					
					Sir George Or­reyed, Bart.

				

					
					Lady Or­reyed

				

					
					Morse

				

			

			The Present Day.

			The Scene of the First Act is laid at Mr. Tan­queray’s rooms, No. 2x, The Al­bany, in the month of Novem­ber; the oc­cur­rences of the suc­ceed­ing Acts take place at his house, Higher­coombe, near Wil­lowmere, Sur­rey, dur­ing the early part of the fol­low­ing year.

		
	
		
			The Second Mrs. Tanqueray

		
	
		
			
				Act
				I
			

			Au­brey Tan­queray’s Cham­bers in the Al­bany—a richly and taste­fully dec­or­ated room, el­eg­antly and lux­uri­ously fur­nished: on the right a large pair of doors open­ing in­to an­oth­er room, on the left at the fur­ther end of the room a small door lead­ing to a bed­cham­ber. A cir­cu­lar table is laid for a din­ner for four per­sons which has now reached the stage of dessert and cof­fee. Everything in the apart­ment sug­gests wealth and re­fine­ment. The fire is burn­ing brightly.

			
				
					
							
							
							Au­brey Tan­queray, Mis­quith, and Jayne are seated at the din­ner table. Au­brey is forty-two, hand­some, win­ning in man­ner, his speech and bear­ing re­tain­ing some of the qual­it­ies of young-man­hood. Mis­quith is about forty-sev­en, gen­i­al and portly. Jayne is a year or two Mis­quith’s seni­or; soft-speak­ing and pre­cise—in ap­pear­ance a type of the pros­per­ous town phys­i­cian. Morse, Au­brey’s ser­vant, places a little cab­in­et of ci­gars and the spir­it-lamp on the table be­side Au­brey, and goes out.
						
					

					
							Mis­quith
							Au­brey, it is a pleas­ant yet dread­ful fact to con­tem­plate, but it’s nearly fif­teen years since I first dined with you. You lodged in Pic­ca­dilly in those days, over a hat-shop. Jayne, I met you at that din­ner, and Cay­ley Drummle.
					

					
							Jayne
							Yes, yes. What a pity it is that Cay­ley isn’t here to­night.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Con­found the old gos­sip! His empty chair has been star­ing us in the face all through din­ner. I ought to have told Morse to take it away.
					

					
							Mis­quith
							Odd, his send­ing no ex­cuse.
					

					
							Au­brey
							I’ll walk round to his lodgings later on and ask after him.
					

					
							Mis­quith
							I’ll go with you.
					

					
							Jayne
							So will I.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Open­ing the ci­gar-cab­in­et. Doc­tor, it’s use­less to tempt you, I know. Frank—Mis­quith and Au­brey smoke. I par­tic­u­larly wished Cay­ley Drummle to be one of us to­night. You two fel­lows and Cay­ley are my closest, my best friends—
					

					
							Mis­quith
							My dear Au­brey!
					

					
							Jayne
							I re­joice to hear you say so.
					

					
							Au­brey
							And I wanted to see the three of you round this table. You can’t guess the reas­on.
					

					
							Mis­quith
							You de­sired to give us a most ex­cel­lent din­ner.
					

					
							Jayne
							Ob­vi­ously.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Hes­it­at­ingly. Well—I—Glan­cing at the clock—Cay­ley won’t turn up now.
					

					
							Jayne
							H’m, hardly.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Then you two shall hear it. Doc­tor, Frank, this is the last time we are to meet in these rooms.
					

					
							Jayne
							The last time?
					

					
							Mis­quith
							You’re go­ing to leave the Al­bany?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Yes. You’ve heard me speak of a house I built in the coun­try years ago, haven’t you?
					

					
							Mis­quith
							In Sur­rey.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Well, when my wife died I cleared out of that house and let it. I think of try­ing the place again.
					

					
							Mis­quith
							But you’ll go rav­ing mad if ever you find your­self down there alone.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Ah, but I shan’t be alone, and that’s what I wanted to tell you. I’m go­ing to be mar­ried.
					

					
							Jayne
							Go­ing to be mar­ried?
					

					
							Mis­quith
							Mar­ried?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Yes—to­mor­row.
					

					
							Jayne
							To­mor­row?
					

					
							Mis­quith
							You take my breath away! My dear fel­low, I—I—of course, I con­grat­u­late you.
					

					
							Jayne
							And—and so do I—heart­ily.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Thanks—thanks.
					

					
							
							
							There is a mo­ment or two of em­bar­rass­ment.
						
					

					
							Mis­quith
							Er—ah—this is an ex­cel­lent ci­gar.
					

					
							Jayne
							Ah—um—your cof­fee is re­mark­able.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Look here; I daresay you two old friends think this treat­ment very strange, very un­kind. So I want you to un­der­stand me. You know a mar­riage of­ten cools friend­ships. What’s the usu­al course of things? A man’s en­gage­ment is giv­en out, he is con­grat­u­lated, com­pli­men­ted upon his choice; the church is filled with troops of friends, and he goes away hap­pily to a chor­us of good wishes. He comes back, sets up house in town or coun­try, and thinks to re­sume the old as­so­ci­ations, the old com­pan­ion­ships. My dear Frank, my dear good doc­tor, it’s very sel­dom that it can be done. Gen­er­ally, a worm has be­gun to eat its way in­to those hearty, un­re­served, pren­up­tial friend­ships; a dam­nable con­straint sets in and acts like a wast­ing dis­ease; and so, be­lieve me, in nine cases out of ten a man’s mar­riage severs for him more close ties than it forms.
					

					
							Mis­quith
							Well, my dear Au­brey, I earn­estly hope—
					

					
							Au­brey
							I know what you’re go­ing to say, Frank. I hope so, too. In the mean­time let’s face dangers. I’ve re­minded you of the usu­al course of things, but my mar­riage isn’t even the con­ven­tion­al sort of mar­riage likely to sat­is­fy so­ci­ety. Now, Cay­ley’s a bach­el­or, but you two men have wives. By the by, my love to Mrs. Mis­quith and to Mrs. Jayne when you get home—don’t for­get that. Well, your wives may not—like—the lady I’m go­ing to marry.
					

					
							Jayne
							Au­brey, for­give me for sug­gest­ing that the lady you are go­ing to marry may not like our wives—mine at least; I beg your par­don, Frank.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Quite so; then I must go the way my wife goes.
					

					
							Mis­quith
							Come, come, pray don’t let us an­ti­cip­ate that either side will be called upon to make such a sac­ri­fice.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Yes, yes, let us an­ti­cip­ate it. And let us make up our minds to have no slow bleed­ing-to-death of our friend­ship. We’ll end a pleas­ant chapter here to­night, and after to­night start afresh. When my wife and I settle down at Wil­lowmere it’s pos­sible that we shall all come to­geth­er. But if this isn’t to be, for Heav­en’s sake let us re­cog­nise that it is simply be­cause it can’t be, and not wear hy­po­crit­ic­al faces and suf­fer and be wretched. Doc­tor, Frank—Hold­ing out his hands, one to Mis­quith, the oth­er to Jayne—good luck to all of us!
					

					
							Mis­quith
							But—but—do I un­der­stand we are to ask noth­ing? Not even the lady’s name, Au­brey?
					

					
							Au­brey
							The lady, my dear Frank, be­longs to the next chapter, and in that her name is Mrs. Au­brey Tan­queray.
					

					
							Jayne
							Rais­ing his cof­fee cup. Then, in an old-fash­ioned way, I pro­pose a toast. Au­brey, Frank, I give you “The Next Chapter!”
					

					
							
							
							They drink the toast, say­ing, “The Next Chapter!”
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							Doc­tor, find a com­fort­able chair; Frank, you too. As we’re go­ing to turn out by-and-by, let me scribble a couple of notes now while I think of them.
					

					
							Mis­quith and Jayne
							Cer­tainly—yes, yes.
					

					
							Au­brey
							It might slip my memory when I get back.
					

					
							
							
							Au­brey sits at a writ­ing-table at the oth­er end of the room, and writes.
						
					

					
							Jayne
							To Mis­quith, in a whis­per. Frank—Mis­quith quietly leaves his chair and sits near­er to Jayne. What is all this? Simply a mor­bid crank of Au­brey’s with re­gard to ante-nup­tial ac­quaint­ances?
					

					
							Mis­quith
							H’m! Did you no­tice one ex­pres­sion he used?
					

					
							Jayne
							Let me think—
					

					
							Mis­quith
							“My mar­riage is not even the con­ven­tion­al sort of mar­riage likely to sat­is­fy so­ci­ety.”
					

					
							Jayne
							Bless me, yes! What does that sug­gest?
					

					
							Mis­quith
							That he has a par­tic­u­lar rather than a gen­er­al reas­on for an­ti­cip­at­ing es­trange­ment from his friends, I’m afraid.
					

					
							Jayne
							A hor­rible mésal­li­ance! A dairy­maid who has giv­en him a glass of milk dur­ing a day’s hunt­ing, or a little an­em­ic shop­girl! Frank, I’m ut­terly wretched!
					

					
							Mis­quith
							My dear Jayne, speak­ing in ab­so­lute con­fid­ence, I have nev­er been more pro­foundly de­pressed in my life.
					

					
							
							
							Morse enters.
						
					

					
							Morse
							An­noun­cing. Mr. Drummle.
					

					
							
							
							Cay­ley Drummle enters briskly. He is a neat little man of about five-and-forty, in man­ner bright, airy, de­bon­air, but with an un­der­cur­rent of ser­i­ous­ness.
						
					

					
							
							
							Morse re­tires.
						
					

					
							Drummle
							I’m in dis­grace; nobody real­ises that more thor­oughly than I do. Where’s my host?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Who has ris­en. Cay­ley.
					

					
							Drummle
							Shak­ing hands with him. Don’t speak to me till I have tendered my ex­plan­a­tion. A harsh word from any­body would un­man me.
					

					
							
							
							Mis­quith and Jayne shake hands with Drummle.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							Have you dined?
					

					
							Drummle
							No—un­less you call a bit of fish, a cut­let, and a pan­cake din­ing.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Cay­ley, this is dis­grace­ful.
					

					
							Jayne
							Fish, a cut­let, and a pan­cake will re­quire a great deal of ex­plan­a­tion.
					

					
							Mis­quith
							Es­pe­cially the pan­cake. My dear friend, your case looks miser­ably weak.
					

					
							Drummle
							Hear me! hear me!
					

					
							Jayne
							Now then!
					

					
							Mis­quith
							Come!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Well!
					

					
							Drummle
							It so hap­pens that to­night I was ex­cep­tion­ally early in dress­ing for din­ner.
					

					
							Mis­quith
							For which din­ner—the fish and cut­let?
					

					
							Drummle
							For this din­ner, of course—really, Frank! At a quarter to eight, in fact, I found my­self trim­ming my nails, with ten minutes to spare. Just then enter my man with a note—would I hasten, as fast as cab could carry me, to old Lady Or­reyed in Bruton Street?—“sad trouble.” Now, re­col­lect, please, I had ten minutes on my hands, old Lady Or­reyed was a very dear friend of my moth­er’s, and was in some dis­tress.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Cay­ley, come to the fish and cut­let?
					

					
							Mis­quith and Jayne
							Yes, yes, and the pan­cake!
					

					
							Drummle
							Upon my word! Well, the scene in Bruton Street beg­gars de­scrip­tion; the wo­men ser­vants looked scared, the men drunk; and there was poor old Lady Or­reyed on the floor of her bou­doir like Queen Bess among her pil­lows.
					

					
							Au­brey
							What’s the mat­ter?
					

					
							Drummle
							To every­body. You know George Or­reyed?
					

					
							Mis­quith
							Yes.
					

					
							Jayne
							I’ve met him.
					

					
							Drummle
							Well, he’s a thing of the past.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Not dead!
					

					
							Drummle
							Cer­tainly, in the worst sense. He’s mar­ried Ma­bel Her­vey.
					

					
							Mis­quith
							What!
					

					
							Drummle
							It’s true—this morn­ing. The poor moth­er showed me his let­ter—a dozen curt words, and some of those ill-spelt.
					

					
							Mis­quith
							Walk­ing up to the fire­place. I’m very sorry.
					

					
							Jayne
							Par­don my ig­nor­ance—who was Ma­bel Her­vey?
					

					
							Drummle
							You don’t—? Oh, of course not. Miss Her­vey—Lady Or­reyed, as she now is—was a lady who would have been, per­haps has been, de­scribed in the re­ports of the Po­lice or the Di­vorce Court as an act­ress. Had she be­longed to a lower strat­um of our ad­vanced civil­isa­tion she would, in the event of ju­di­cial in­quiry, have defined her call­ing with equal jus­ti­fic­a­tion as that of a dress­maker. To do her justice, she is a type of a class which is im­mor­tal. Phys­ic­ally, by the strange caprice of cre­ation, curi­ously beau­ti­ful; men­tally, she lacks even the strength of de­lib­er­ate vi­cious­ness. Paint her por­trait, it would sym­bol­ise a creature per­fectly pa­tri­cian; lance a vein of her su­perbly-mod­elled arm, you would get the poorest vin or­din­aire! Her af­fec­tions, emo­tions, im­pulses, her very ex­ist­ence—a bur­lesque! Flax­en, five-and-twenty, and feebly frol­ic­some; any­body’s, in less gentle so­ci­ety I should say every­body’s, prop­erty! That, doc­tor, was Miss Her­vey who is the new Lady Or­reyed. Dost thou like the pic­ture?
					

					
							Mis­quith
							Very good, Cay­ley! Bravo!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Lay­ing his hand on Drummle’s shoulder. You’d scarcely be­lieve it, Jayne, but none of us really know any­thing about this lady, our gay young friend here, I sus­pect, least of all.
					

					
							Drummle
							Au­brey, I ap­plaud your chiv­alry.
					

					
							Au­brey
							And per­haps you’ll let me fin­ish a couple of let­ters which Frank and Jayne have giv­en me leave to write. Re­turn­ing to the writ­ing-table. Ring for what you want, like a good fel­low!
					

					
							
							
							Au­brey re­sumes his writ­ing.
						
					

					
							Mis­quith
							To Drummle. Still, the fish and cut­let re­main un­ex­plained.
					

					
							Drummle
							Oh, the poor old wo­man was so weak that I in­sisted upon her tak­ing some food, and felt there was noth­ing for it but to sit down op­pos­ite her. The fool! the black­guard!
					

					
							Mis­quith
							Poor Or­reyed! Well, he’s gone un­der for a time.
					

					
							Drummle
							For a time! My dear Frank, I tell you he has ab­so­lutely ceased to be. Au­brey, who has been writ­ing busily, turns his head to­wards the speak­ers and listens. His lips are set, and there is a frown upon his face. For all prac­tic­al pur­poses you may re­gard him as the late George Or­reyed. To­mor­row the very char­ac­ter­ist­ics of his speech, as we re­mem­ber them, will have be­come ob­sol­ete.
					

					
							Jayne
							But surely, in the course of years, he and his wife will out­live—
					

					
							Drummle
							No, no, doc­tor, don’t try to up­set one of my settled be­liefs. You may dive in­to many wa­ters, but there is one so­cial Dead Sea—!
					

					
							Jayne
							Per­haps you’re right.
					

					
							Drummle
							Right! Good God! I wish you could prove me oth­er­wise! Why, for years I’ve been sit­ting, and watch­ing and wait­ing.
					

					
							Mis­quith
							You’re in form to­night, Cay­ley. May we ask where you’ve been in the habit of squan­der­ing your use­ful leis­ure?
					

					
							Drummle
							Where? On the shore of that same sea.
					

					
							Mis­quith
							And, pray, what have you been wait­ing for?
					

					
							Drummle
							For some of my best friends to come up. Au­brey ut­ters a half-stifled ex­clam­a­tion of im­pa­tience; then he hur­riedly gath­ers up his pa­pers from the writ­ing-table. The three men turn to him. Eh?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Oh, I—I’ll fin­ish my let­ters in the oth­er room if you’ll ex­cuse me for five minutes. Tell Cay­ley the news.
					

					
							
							
							He goes out.
						
					

					
							Drummle
							Hur­ry­ing to the door. My dear fel­low, my jab­ber­ing has dis­turbed you! I’ll nev­er talk again as long as I live!
					

					
							Mis­quith
							Close the door, Cay­ley.
					

					
							
							
							Drummle shuts the door.
						
					

					
							Jayne
							Cay­ley—
					

					
							Drummle
							Ad­van­cing to the din­ner table. A smoke, a smoke, or I per­ish!
					

					
							
							
							Se­lects a ci­gar from the little cab­in­et.
						
					

					
							Jayne
							Cay­ley, mar­riages are in the air.
					

					
							Drummle
							Are they? Dis­cov­er the ba­cil­lus, doc­tor, and des­troy it.
					

					
							Jayne
							I mean, among our friends.
					

					
							Drummle
							Oh, Nu­gent War­rinder’s en­gage­ment to Lady Alice Tring. I’ve heard of that. They’re not to be mar­ried till the spring.
					

					
							Jayne
							An­oth­er mar­riage that con­cerns us a little takes place to­mor­row.
					

					
							Drummle
							Whose mar­riage?
					

					
							Jayne
							Au­brey’s.
					

					
							Drummle
							Aub—! Look­ing to­wards Mis­quith. Is it a joke?
					

					
							Mis­quith
							No.
					

					
							Drummle
							Look­ing from Mis­quith to Jayne. To whom?
					

					
							Mis­quith
							He doesn’t tell us.
					

					
							Jayne
							We three were asked here to­night to re­ceive the an­nounce­ment. Au­brey has some the­ory that mar­riage is likely to ali­en­ate a man from his friends, and it seems to me he has taken the pre­cau­tion to wish us good­bye.
					

					
							Mis­quith
							No, no.
					

					
							Jayne
							Prac­tic­ally, surely.
					

					
							Drummle
							Thought­fully. Mar­riage in gen­er­al, does he mean, or this mar­riage?
					

					
							Jayne
							That’s the point. Frank says—
					

					
							Mis­quith
							No, no, no; I feared it sug­ges­ted—
					

					
							Jayne
							Well, well. To Drummle. What do you think of it?
					

					
							Drummle
							After a slight pause. Is there a light there? Light­ing his ci­gar. He—wraps the lady—in mys­tery—you say?
					

					
							Mis­quith
							Most mod­estly.
					

					
							Drummle
							Au­brey’s—not—a very—young man.
					

					
							Jayne
							Forty-three.
					

					
							Drummle
							Ah! L’age cri­tique!
					

					
							Mis­quith
							A dan­ger­ous age—yes, yes.
					

					
							Drummle
							When you two fel­lows go home, do you mind leav­ing me be­hind here?
					

					
							Mis­quith
							Not at all.
					

					
							Jayne
							By all means.
					

					
							Drummle
							All right. Anxiously. Deuce take it, the man’s second mar­riage mustn’t be an­oth­er mis­take!
					

					
							
							
							With his head bent he walks up to the fire­place.
						
					

					
							Jayne
							You knew him in his short mar­ried life, Cay­ley. Ter­ribly un­sat­is­fact­ory, wasn’t it?
					

					
							Drummle
							Well—Look­ing at the door. I quite closed that door?
					

					
							Mis­quith
							Yes.
					

					
							
							
							Settles him­self on the sofa; Jayne is seated in an arm­chair.
						
					

					
							Drummle
							Smoking, with his back to the fire. He mar­ried a Miss Her­ri­ott; that was in the year eight­een—con­found dates—twenty years ago. She was a lovely creature—by Jove, she was; by re­li­gion a Ro­man Cath­ol­ic. She was one of your cold sort, you know—all marble arms and black vel­vet. I re­mem­ber her with pain­ful dis­tinct­ness as the only wo­man who ever made me nervous.
					

					
							Mis­quith
							Ha, ha!
					

					
							Drummle
							He loved her—to dis­trac­tion, as they say. Jupiter, how fer­vently that poor dev­il cour­ted her! But I don’t be­lieve she al­lowed him even to squeeze her fin­gers. She was an ice­berg! As for kiss­ing, the mere con­tact would have giv­en him chapped lips. How­ever, he mar­ried her and took her away, the lat­ter greatly to my re­lief.
					

					
							Jayne
							Abroad, you mean?
					

					
							Drummle
							Eh? Yes. I ima­gine he grat­i­fied her by rent­ing a villa in Lap­land, but I don’t know. After a while they re­turned, and then I saw how woe­fully Au­brey had mis­cal­cu­lated res­ults.
					

					
							Jayne
							Mis­cal­cu­lated—?
					

					
							Drummle
							He had reckoned, poor wretch, that in the early days of mar­riage she would thaw. But she didn’t. I used to pic­ture him clos­ing his doors and mak­ing up the fire in the hope of see­ing her fea­tures re­lax. Bless her, the thaw nev­er set in! I be­lieve she kept a ther­mo­met­er in her stays and al­ways re­gistered ten de­grees be­low zero. How­ever, in time a child came—a daugh­ter.
					

					
							Jayne
							Didn’t that—?
					

					
							Drummle
							Not a bit of it; it made mat­ters worse. Frightened at her fail­ure to stir up in him some sym­path­et­ic re­li­gious be­lief, she de­term­ined upon strong meas­ures with re­gard to the child. He op­posed her for a miser­able year or so, but she wore him down, and the in­sens­ible little brat was placed in a con­vent, first in France, then in Ire­land. Not long af­ter­wards the moth­er died, strangely enough, of fever, the only warmth, I be­lieve, that ever came to that wo­man’s body.
					

					
							Mis­quith
							Don’t, Cay­ley!
					

					
							Jayne
							The child is liv­ing, we know.
					

					
							Drummle
							Yes, if you choose to call it liv­ing. Miss Tan­queray—a young wo­man of nine­teen now—is in the Lor­etto con­vent at Armagh. She pro­fesses to have found her true vo­ca­tion in a re­li­gious life, and with­in a month or two will take fi­nal vows.
					

					
							Mis­quith
							He ought to have re­moved his daugh­ter from the con­vent when the moth­er died.
					

					
							Drummle
							Yes, yes, but ab­so­lutely at the end there was re­con­cili­ation between hus­band and wife, and she won his prom­ise that the child should com­plete her con­ven­tu­al edu­ca­tion. He reaped his re­ward. When he at­temp­ted to gain his girl’s con­fid­ence and af­fec­tion he was too late; he found he was deal­ing with the spir­it of the moth­er. You re­mem­ber his vis­it to Ire­land last month?
					

					
							Jayne
							Yes.
					

					
							Drummle
							That was to wish his girl good­bye.
					

					
							Mis­quith
							Poor fel­low?
					

					
							Drummle
							He sent for me when he came back. I think he must have had a linger­ing hope that the girl would re­lent—would come to life, as it were—at the last mo­ment, for, for an hour or so, in this room, he was ter­ribly shaken. I’m sure he’d clung to that hope from the per­sist­ent way in which he kept break­ing off in his talk to re­peat one dis­mal word, as if he couldn’t real­ise his po­s­i­tion without din­ning this damned word in­to his head.
					

					
							Jayne
							What word was that?
					

					
							Drummle
							Alone—alone.
					

					
							
							
							Au­brey enters.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							A thou­sand apo­lo­gies!
					

					
							Drummle
							Gaily. We are talk­ing about you, my dear Au­brey.
					

					
							
							
							Dur­ing the telling of the story, Mis­quith has ris­en and gone to the fire, and Drummle has thrown him­self full-length on the sofa. Au­brey now joins Mis­quith and Jayne.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							Well, Cay­ley, are you sur­prised?
					

					
							Drummle
							Surp—! I haven’t been sur­prised for twenty years.
					

					
							Au­brey
							And you’re not angry with me?
					

					
							Drummle
							Angry! Rising. Be­cause you con­sid­er­ately with­hold the name of a lady with whom it is now the ob­ject of my life to be­come ac­quain­ted? My dear fel­low, you pique my curi­os­ity, you give zest to my ex­ist­ence! And as for a wed­ding, who on earth wants to at­tend that fa­mil­i­ar and prob­ably draughty func­tion? Ugh! My ci­gar’s out.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Let’s talk about some­thing else.
					

					
							Mis­quith
							Look­ing at his watch. Not to­night, Au­brey.
					

					
							Au­brey
							My dear Frank!
					

					
							Mis­quith
							I go up to Scot­land to­mor­row, and there are some little mat­ters—
					

					
							Jayne
							I am off too.
					

					
							Au­brey
							No, no.
					

					
							Jayne
							I must: I have to give a look to a case in Clif­ford Street on my way home.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Go­ing to the door. Well! Mis­quith and Jayne ex­change looks with Drummle. Open­ing the door and call­ing. Morse, hats and coats! I shall write to you all next week from Gen­oa or Florence. Now, doc­tor, Frank, re­mem­ber, my love to Mrs. Mis­quith and to Mrs. Jayne!
					

					
							
							
							Morse enters with hats and coats.
						
					

					
							Mis­quith and Jayne
							Yes, yes—yes, yes.
					

					
							Au­brey
							And your young people!
					

					
							
							
							As Mis­quith and Jayne put on their coats there is the clat­ter of care­less talk.
						
					

					
							Jayne
							Cay­ley, I meet you at din­ner on Sunday.
					

					
							Drummle
							At the Strat­fields’. That’s very pleas­ant.
					

					
							Mis­quith
							Put­ting on his coat with Au­brey’s aid. Ah-h!
					

					
							Au­brey
							What’s wrong?
					

					
							Mis­quith
							A twinge. Why didn’t I go to Aix in Au­gust?
					

					
							Jayne
							Shak­ing hands with Drummle. Good night, Cay­ley.
					

					
							Drummle
							Good night, my dear doc­tor!
					

					
							Mis­quith
							Shak­ing hands with Drummle. Cay­ley, are you in town for long?
					

					
							Drummle
							Dear friend, I’m nowhere for long. Good night.
					

					
							Mis­quith
							Good night.
					

					
							
							
							Au­brey, Jayne, and Mis­quith go out, fol­lowed by Morse; the hum of talk is con­tin­ued out­side.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							A ci­gar, Frank?
					

					
							Mis­quith
							No, thank you.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Go­ing to walk, doc­tor?
					

					
							Jayne
							If Frank will.
					

					
							Mis­quith
							By all means.
					

					
							Au­brey
							It’s a cold night.
					

					
							
							
							The door is closed. Drummle re­mains stand­ing with his coat on his arm and his hat in his hand.
						
					

					
							Drummle
							To him­self, thought­fully. Now then! What the dev­il—!
					

					
							
							
							Au­brey re­turns.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							Eye­ing Drummle a little awk­wardly. Well, Cay­ley?
					

					
							Drummle
							Well, Au­brey?
					

					
							
							
							Au­brey walks up to the fire and stands look­ing in­to it.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							You’re not go­ing, old chap?
					

					
							Drummle
							Sit­ting. No.
					

					
							Au­brey
							After a slight pause, with a forced laugh. Hah! Cay­ley, I nev­er thought I should feel—shy—with you.
					

					
							Drummle
							Why do you?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Nev­er mind.
					

					
							Drummle
							Now, I can quite un­der­stand a man wish­ing to be mar­ried in the dark, as it were.
					

					
							Au­brey
							You can?
					

					
							Drummle
							In your place I should very likely ad­opt the same course.
					

					
							Au­brey
							You think so?
					

					
							Drummle
							And if I in­ten­ded mar­ry­ing a lady not prom­in­ently in So­ci­ety, as I pre­sume you do—as I pre­sume you do—
					

					
							Au­brey
							Well?
					

					
							Drummle
							As I pre­sume you do, I’m not sure that I should tender her for pre­lim­in­ary dis­sec­tion at af­ter­noon tea-tables.
					

					
							Au­brey
							No?
					

					
							Drummle
							In fact, there is prob­ably only one per­son—were I in your po­s­i­tion to­night—with whom I should care to chat the mat­ter over.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Who’s that?
					

					
							Drummle
							Your­self, of course. Go­ing to Au­brey and stand­ing be­side him. Of course, your­self, old friend.
					

					
							Au­brey
							After a pause. I must seem a brute to you, Cay­ley. But there are some acts which are hard to ex­plain, hard to de­fend—
					

					
							Drummle
							To de­fend—?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Some acts which one must trust to time to put right.
					

					
							
							
							Drummle watches him for a mo­ment, then takes up his hat and coat.
						
					

					
							Drummle
							Well, I’ll be mov­ing.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Cay­ley! Con­found you and your old friend­ship! Do you think I for­get it? Put your coat down! Why did you stay be­hind here? Cay­ley, the lady I am go­ing to marry is the lady—who is known as—Mrs. Jar­man.
					

					
							
							
							There is a pause.
						
					

					
							Drummle
							In a low voice. Mrs. Jar­man! are you ser­i­ous?
					

					
							
							
							He walks up to the fire­place, where he leans upon the man­tel­piece ut­ter­ing some­thing like a groan.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							As you’ve got this out of me I give you leave to say all you care to say. Come, we’ll be plain with each oth­er. You know Mrs. Jar­man?
					

					
							Drummle
							I first met her at—what does it mat­ter?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Yes, yes, everything! Come!
					

					
							Drummle
							I met her at Hom­burg, two—three sea­sons ago.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Not as Mrs. Jar­man?
					

					
							Drummle
							No.
					

					
							Au­brey
							She was then—?
					

					
							Drummle
							Mrs. Dartry.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Yes. She has also seen you in Lon­don, she says.
					

					
							Drummle
							Cer­tainly.
					

					
							Au­brey
							In Ald­ford Street. Go on.
					

					
							Drummle
							Please!
					

					
							Au­brey
							I in­sist.
					

					
							Drummle
							With a slight shrug of the shoulders. Some time last year I was asked by a man to sup at his house, one night after the theatre.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Mr. Sel­wyn Eth­urst—a bach­el­or.
					

					
							Drummle
							Yes.
					

					
							Au­brey
							You were sur­prised there­fore to find Mr. Eth­urst aided in his cursed hos­pit­al­ity by a lady.
					

					
							Drummle
							I was un­pre­pared.
					

					
							Au­brey
							The lady you had known as Mrs. Dartry? Drummle in­clines his head si­lently. There is some­thing of a yacht­ing cruise in the Medi­ter­ranean too, is there not?
					

					
							Drummle
							I joined Peter Jar­man’s yacht at Mar­seilles, in the Spring, a month be­fore he died.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Mrs. Jar­man was on board?
					

					
							Drummle
							She was a kind host­ess.
					

					
							Au­brey
							And an old ac­quaint­ance?
					

					
							Drummle
							Yes.
					

					
							Au­brey
							You have told your story.
					

					
							Drummle
							With your as­sist­ance.
					

					
							Au­brey
							I have put you to the pain of telling it to show you that this is not the case of a blind man en­trapped by an art­ful wo­man. Let me add that Mrs. Jar­man has no leg­al right to that name, that she is simply Miss Ray—Miss Paula Ray.
					

					
							Drummle
							After a pause. I should like to ex­press my re­gret, Au­brey, for the way in which I spoke of George Or­reyed’s mar­riage.
					

					
							Au­brey
							You mean you com­pare Lady Or­reyed with Miss Ray? Drummle is si­lent. Oh, of course! To you, Cay­ley, all wo­men who have been roughly treated, and who dare to sur­vive by bor­row­ing a little of our philo­sophy, are alike. You see in the crowd of the ill-used only one pat­tern; you can’t de­tect the shades of good­ness, in­tel­li­gence, even no­bil­ity there. Well, how should you? The crowd is dimly lighted! And, be­sides, yours is the way of the world.
					

					
							Drummle
							My dear Au­brey, I live in the world.
					

					
							Au­brey
							The name we give our little par­ish of St. James’s.
					

					
							Drummle
							Lay­ing a hand on Au­brey’s shoulder. And you are quite pre­pared, my friend, to for­feit the es­teem of your little par­ish?
					

					
							Au­brey
							I avoid mor­ti­fic­a­tion by shift­ing from one par­ish to an­oth­er. I give up Pall Mall for the Sur­rey hills; leave off var­nish­ing my boots and double the thick­ness of the soles.
					

					
							Drummle
							And your skin—do you double the thick­ness of that also?
					

					
							Au­brey
							I know you think me a fool, Cay­ley—you needn’t in­fer that I’m a cow­ard in­to the bar­gain. No! I know what I’m do­ing, and I do it de­lib­er­ately, de­fi­antly. I’m alone; I in­jure no liv­ing soul by the step I’m go­ing to take; and so you can’t urge the one ar­gu­ment which might re­strain me. Of course, I don’t ex­pect you to think com­pas­sion­ately, fairly even, of the wo­man whom I—whom I am drawn to—
					

					
							Drummle
							My dear Au­brey, I as­sure you I con­sider Mrs.—Miss Jar­man—Mrs. Ray—Miss Ray—de­light­ful. But I con­fess there is a form of chiv­alry which I gravely dis­trust, es­pe­cially in a man of—our age.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Thanks. I’ve heard you say that from forty till fifty a man is at heart either a sto­ic or a satyr.
					

					
							Drummle
							Protest­ingly. Ah! now—
					

					
							Au­brey
							I am neither. I have a tem­per­ate, hon­our­able af­fec­tion for Mrs. Jar­man. She has nev­er met a man who has treated her well—I in­tend to treat her well. That’s all. And in a few years, Cay­ley, if you’ve not quite for­saken me, I’ll prove to you that it’s pos­sible to rear a life of hap­pi­ness, of good re­pute, on a—miser­able found­a­tion.
					

					
							Drummle
							Of­fer­ing his hand. Do prove it!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Tak­ing his hand. We have spoken too freely of—of Mrs. Jar­man. I was ex­cited—angry. Please for­get it!
					

					
							Drummle
							My dear Au­brey, when we next meet I shall re­mem­ber noth­ing but my re­spect for the lady who bears your name.
					

					
							
							
							Morse enters, clos­ing the door be­hind him care­fully.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							What is it?
					

					
							Morse
							Hes­it­at­ingly. May I speak to you, Sir? In an un­der­tone. Mrs. Jar­man, sir.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Softly to Morse. Mrs. Jar­man! Do you mean she is at the lodge in her car­riage?
					

					
							Morse
							No, sir—here. Au­brey looks to­wards Drummle, per­plexed. There’s a nice fire in your—in that room, sir. Glan­cing in the dir­ec­tion of the door lead­ing to the bed­room.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Between his teeth, an­grily. Very well.
					

					
							
							
							Morse re­tires.
						
					

					
							Drummle
							Look­ing at his watch. A quarter to el­ev­en—hor­rible! Tak­ing up his hat and coat. Must get to bed—up late every night this week. Au­brey as­sists Drummle with his coat. Thank you. Well, good night, Au­brey. I feel I’ve been doo­ced ser­i­ous, quite out of keep­ing with my­self; pray over­look it.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Kindly. Ah, Cay­ley!
					

					
							Drummle
							Put­ting on a neck-handker­chief. And re­mem­ber that, after all, I’m merely a spec­tat­or in life; noth­ing more than a man at a play, in fact; only, like the old-fash­ioned play­go­er, I love to see cer­tain char­ac­ters happy and com­fort­able at the fin­ish. You un­der­stand?
					

					
							Au­brey
							I think I do.
					

					
							Drummle
							Then, for as long as you can, old friend, will you—keep a stall for me?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Yes, Cay­ley.
					

					
							Drummle
							Gaily. Ah, ha! Good night! Bust­ling to the door. Don’t both­er! I’ll let my­self out! Good night! God bless yer!
					

					
							
							
							He goes out; Au­brey fol­lows him. Morse enters by the oth­er door, car­ry­ing some un­opened let­ters which after a little con­sid­er­a­tion he places on the man­tel­piece against the clock. Au­brey re­turns.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							Yes?
					

					
							Morse
							You hadn’t seen your let­ters that came by the nine o’clock post, sir; I’ve put ’em where they’ll catch your eye by-and-by.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Thank you.
					

					
							Morse
							Hes­it­at­ingly. Gunter’s cook and waiter have gone, sir. Would you prefer me to go to bed?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Frown­ing. Cer­tainly not.
					

					
							Morse
							Very well, sir.
					

					
							
							
							He goes out.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							Open­ing the up­per door. Paula! Paula!
					

					
							
							
							Paula enters and throws her arms round his neck. She is a young wo­man of about twenty-sev­en: beau­ti­ful, fresh, in­no­cent-look­ing. She is in su­perb even­ing dress.
						
					

					
							Paula
							Dearest!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Why have you come here?
					

					
							Paula
							Angry?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Yes—no. But it’s el­ev­en o’clock.
					

					
							Paula
							Laugh­ing. I know.
					

					
							Au­brey
							What on earth will Morse think?
					

					
							Paula
							Do you trouble your­self about what ser­vants think?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Of course.
					

					
							Paula
							Goose! They’re only ma­chines made to wait upon people—and to give evid­ence in the Di­vorce Court. Look­ing round. Oh, in­deed! A snug little din­ner!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Three men.
					

					
							Paula
							Sus­pi­ciously. Men?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Men.
					

					
							Paula
							Pen­it­ently. Ah! Sit­ting at the table. I’m so hungry.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Let me get you some game pie, or some—
					

					
							Paula
							No, no, hungry for this. What beau­ti­ful fruit! I love fruit when it’s ex­pens­ive. He clears a space on the table, places a plate be­fore her, and helps her to fruit. I haven’t dined, Au­brey dear.
					

					
							Au­brey
							My poor girl! Why?
					

					
							Paula
							In the first place, I for­got to or­der any din­ner, and my cook, who has al­ways loathed me, thought he’d pay me out be­fore he de­par­ted.
					

					
							Au­brey
							The beast!
					

					
							Paula
							That’s pre­cisely what I—
					

					
							Au­brey
							No, Paula!
					

					
							Paula
							What I told my maid to call him. What next will you think of me?
					

					
							Au­brey
							For­give me. You must be starved.
					

					
							Paula
							Eat­ing fruit. I didn’t care. As there was noth­ing to eat, I sat in my best frock, with my toes on the din­ing-room fend­er, and dreamt, oh, such a lovely din­ner-party.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Dear lonely little wo­man!
					

					
							Paula
							It was per­fect. I saw you at the end of a very long table, op­pos­ite me, and we ex­changed sly glances now and again over the flowers. We were host and host­ess, Au­brey, and had been mar­ried about five years.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Kiss­ing her hand. Five years.
					

					
							Paula
							And on each side of us was the nicest set ima­gin­able—you know, dearest, the sort of men and wo­men that can’t be im­it­ated.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Yes, yes. Eat some more fruit.
					

					
							Paula
							But I haven’t told you the best part of my dream.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Tell me.
					

					
							Paula
							Well, al­though we had been mar­ried only such a few years, I seemed to know by the look on their faces that none of our guests had ever heard any­thing—any­thing—any­thing pe­cu­li­ar about the fas­cin­at­ing host­ess.
					

					
							Au­brey
							That’s just how it will be, Paula. The world moves so quickly. That’s just how it will be.
					

					
							Paula
							With a little grim­ace. I won­der! Glan­cing at the fire. Ugh! do throw an­oth­er log on.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Mend­ing the fire. There. But you mustn’t be here long.
					

					
							Paula
							Hos­pit­able wretch! I’ve some­thing im­port­ant to tell you. No, stay where you are. Turn­ing from him, her face aver­ted. Look here, that was my dream, Au­brey; but the fire went out while I was doz­ing, and I woke up with a reg­u­lar fit of the shivers. And the res­ult of it all was that I ran up­stairs and scribbled you a let­ter.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Dear baby!
					

					
							Paula
							Re­main where you are. Tak­ing a let­ter from her pock­et. This is it. I’ve giv­en you an ac­count of my­self, fur­nished you with a list of my ad­ven­tures since I—you know. Weigh­ing the let­ter in her hand. I won­der if it would go for a penny. Most of it you’re ac­quain­ted with; I’ve told you a good deal, haven’t I?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Oh, Paula!
					

					
							Paula
							What I haven’t told you I daresay you’ve heard from oth­ers. But in case they’ve omit­ted any­thing—the dears—it’s all here.
					

					
							Au­brey
							In Heav­en’s name, why must you talk like this to­night?
					

					
							Paula
							It may save dis­cus­sion by-and-by, don’t you think? Hold­ing out the let­ter. There you are.
					

					
							Au­brey
							No, dear, no.
					

					
							Paula
							Take it. He takes the let­ter. Read it through after I’ve gone, and then—read it again, and turn the mat­ter over in your mind fi­nally. And if, even at the very last mo­ment, you feel you—oughtn’t to go to church with me, send a mes­sen­ger to Pont Street, any time be­fore el­ev­en to­mor­row, telling me that you’re afraid, and I—I’ll take the blow.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Why, what—what do you think I am?
					

					
							Paula
							That’s it. It’s be­cause I know you’re such a dear good fel­low that I want to save you the chance of ever feel­ing sorry you mar­ried me. I really love you so much, Au­brey, that to save you that I’d rather you treated me as—as the oth­ers have done.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Turn­ing from her with a cry. Oh!
					

					
							Paula
							After a slight pause. I sup­pose I’ve shocked you. I can’t help it if I have.
					

					
							
							
							She sits, with as­sumed lan­guor and in­dif­fer­ence. He turns to her, ad­vances, and kneels by her.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							My dearest, you don’t un­der­stand me. I—I can’t bear to hear you al­ways talk­ing about—what’s done with. I tell you I’ll nev­er re­mem­ber it; Paula, can’t you dis­miss it? Try. Darling, if we prom­ise each oth­er to for­get, to for­get, we’re bound to be happy. After all, it’s a mech­an­ic­al mat­ter; the mo­ment a wretched thought enters your head, you quickly think of some­thing bright—it de­pends on one’s will. Shall I burn this, dear? Re­fer­ring to the let­ter he holds in his hand. Let me, let me!
					

					
							Paula
							With a shrug of the shoulders. I don’t sup­pose there’s much that’s new to you in it—just as you like.
					

					
							
							
							He goes to the fire and burns the let­ter.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							There’s an end of it. Re­turn­ing to her. What’s the mat­ter?
					

					
							Paula
							Rising, coldly. Oh, noth­ing! I’ll go and put my cloak on.
					

					
							Au­brey
							De­tain­ing her. What is the mat­ter?
					

					
							Paula
							Well, I think you might have said, “You’re very gen­er­ous, Paula,” or at least, “Thank you, dear,” when I offered to set you free.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Catch­ing her in his arms. Ah!
					

					
							Paula
							Ah! ah! Ha, ha! It’s all very well, but you don’t know what it cost me to make such an of­fer. I do so want to be mar­ried.
					

					
							Au­brey
							But you nev­er ima­gined—?
					

					
							Paula
							Per­haps not. And yet I did think of what I’d do at the end of our ac­quaint­ance if you had pre­ferred to be­have like the rest.
					

					
							
							
							Tak­ing a flower from her bod­ice.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							Hush!
					

					
							Paula
							Oh, I for­got!
					

					
							Au­brey
							What would you have done when we par­ted?
					

					
							Paula
							Why, killed my­self.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Paula, dear!
					

					
							Paula
							It’s true. Put­ting the flower in his but­ton­hole. Do you know I feel cer­tain I should make away with my­self if any­thing ser­i­ous happened to me.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Any­thing ser­i­ous! What, has noth­ing ever been ser­i­ous to you, Paula?
					

					
							Paula
							Not lately; not since a long while ago. I made up my mind then to have done with tak­ing things ser­i­ously. If I hadn’t, I—How­ever, we won’t talk about that.
					

					
							Au­brey
							But now, now, life will be dif­fer­ent to you, won’t it—quite dif­fer­ent? Eh, dear?
					

					
							Paula
							Oh yes, now. Only, Au­brey, mind you keep me al­ways happy.
					

					
							Au­brey
							I will try to.
					

					
							Paula
							I know I couldn’t swal­low a second big dose of misery. I know that if ever I felt wretched again—truly wretched—I should take a leaf out of Con­nie Tir­lem­ont’s book. You re­mem­ber? They found her—With a look of hor­ror.
					

					
							Au­brey
							For God’s sake, don’t let your thoughts run on such things!
					

					
							Paula
							Laugh­ing. Ha, ha, how scared you look! There, think of the time! Dearest, what will my coach­man say! My cloak!
					

					
							
							
							She runs off, gaily, by the up­per door. Au­brey looks after her for a mo­ment, then he walks up to the fire and stands warm­ing his feet at the bars. As he does so he raises his head and ob­serves the let­ters upon the man­tel­piece. He takes one down quickly.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							Ah! Ellean! Open­ing the let­ter and read­ing. “My dear fath­er—A great change has come over me. I be­lieve my moth­er in Heav­en has spoken to me, and coun­selled me to turn to you in your loneli­ness. At any rate, your words have reached my heart, and I no longer feel fit­ted for this sol­emn life. I am ready to take my place by you. Dear fath­er, will you re­ceive me?—Ellean.”
					

					
							
							
							Paula re-enters, dressed in a hand­some cloak. He stares at her as if he hardly real­ised her pres­ence.
						
					

					
							Paula
							What are you star­ing at? Don’t you ad­mire my cloak?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Yes.
					

					
							Paula
							Couldn’t you wait till I’d gone be­fore read­ing your let­ters?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Put­ting the let­ter away. I beg your par­don.
					

					
							Paula
							Take me down­stairs to the car­riage. Slip­ping her arm through his. How I tease you! To­mor­row! I’m so happy!
					

					
							
							
							They go out.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Act
				II
			

			A morn­ing-room in Au­brey Tan­queray’s house, “Higher­coombe,” near Wil­lowmere, Sur­rey—a bright and pret­tily fur­nished apart­ment of ir­reg­u­lar shape, with double doors open­ing in­to a small hall at the back, an­oth­er door on the left, and a large re­cessed win­dow through which is ob­tained a view of ex­tens­ive grounds. Everything about the room is charm­ing and grace­ful. The fire is burn­ing in the grate, and a small table is taste­fully laid for break­fast. It is a morn­ing in early Spring, and the sun is stream­ing in through the win­dow.

			
				
					
							
							Au­brey and Paula are seated at break­fast, and Au­brey is si­lently read­ing his let­ters. Two ser­vants, a man and a wo­man, hand dishes and then re­tire. After a little while Au­brey puts his let­ters aside and looks across to the win­dow.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Sun­shine! Spring!
					

					
							Paula
							Glan­cing at the clock. Ex­actly six minutes.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Six minutes?
					

					
							Paula
							Six minutes, Au­brey dear, since you made your last re­mark.
					

					
							Au­brey
							I beg your par­don; I was read­ing my let­ters. Have you seen Ellean this morn­ing?
					

					
							Paula
							Coldly. Your last ob­ser­va­tion but one was about Ellean.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Dearest, what shall I talk about?
					

					
							Paula
							Ellean break­fas­ted two hours ago, Mor­gan tells me, and then went out walk­ing with her dog.
					

					
							Au­brey
							She wraps up warmly, I hope; this sun­shine is de­cept­ive.
					

					
							Paula
							I ran about the lawn last night, after din­ner, in sat­in shoes. Were you anxious about me?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Cer­tainly.
					

					
							Paula
							Melt­ing. Really?
					

					
							Au­brey
							You make me wretchedly anxious; you de­light in do­ing in­cau­tious things. You are in­cur­able.
					

					
							Paula
							Ah, what a beast I am! Go­ing to him and kiss­ing him, then glan­cing at the let­ters by his side. A let­ter from Cay­ley?
					

					
							Au­brey
							He is stay­ing very near here, with Mrs.—Very near here.
					

					
							Paula
							With the lady whose chim­neys we have the hon­our of con­tem­plat­ing from our win­dows?
					

					
							Au­brey
							With Mrs. Cor­tely­on—yes.
					

					
							Paula
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on! The wo­man who might have set the ex­ample of call­ing on me when we first threw out roots in this deadly-lively soil! Deuce take Mrs. Cor­tely­on!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Hush! my dear girl!
					

					
							Paula
							Re­turn­ing to her seat. Oh, I know she’s an old ac­quaint­ance of yours—and of the first Mrs. Tan­queray. And she joins the rest of ’em in slap­ping the second Mrs. Tan­queray in the face. How­ever, I have my re­venge—she’s six-and-forty, and I wish noth­ing worse to hap­pen to any wo­man.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Well, she’s go­ing to town, Cay­ley says here, and his vis­it’s at an end. He’s com­ing over this morn­ing to call on you. Shall we ask him to trans­fer him­self to us? Do say yes.
					

					
							Paula
							Yes.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Gladly. Ah, ha! old Cay­ley!
					

					
							Paula
							Coldly. He’ll amuse you.
					

					
							Au­brey
							And you too.
					

					
							Paula
							Be­cause you find a com­pan­ion, shall I be bois­ter­ously hil­ari­ous?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Come, come! He talks Lon­don, and you know you like that.
					

					
							Paula
							Lon­don! Lon­don or Heav­en! which is farther from me!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Paula!
					

					
							Paula
							Oh! Oh, I am so bored, Au­brey!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Gath­er­ing up his let­ters and go­ing to her, lean­ing over her shoulder. Baby, what can I do for you?
					

					
							Paula
							I sup­pose, noth­ing. You have done all you can for me.
					

					
							Au­brey
							What do you mean?
					

					
							Paula
							You have mar­ried me.
					

					
							
							
							He walks away from her thought­fully, to the writ­ing-table. As he places his let­ters on the table he sees an ad­dressed let­ter, stamped for the post, ly­ing on the blot­ting-book; he picks it up.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							In an altered tone. You’ve been writ­ing this morn­ing be­fore break­fast?
					

					
							Paula
							Look­ing at him quickly, then away again. Er—that let­ter.
					

					
							Au­brey
							With the let­ter in his hand. To Lady Or­reyed. Why?
					

					
							Paula
							Why not? Ma­bel’s an old friend of mine.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Are you—cor­res­pond­ing?
					

					
							Paula
							I heard from her yes­ter­day. They’ve just re­turned from the Rivi­era. She seems happy.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Sar­castic­ally. That’s good news.
					

					
							Paula
							Why are you al­ways so cut­ting about Ma­bel? She’s a kind­hearted girl. Everything’s altered; she even thinks of let­ting her hair go back to brown. She’s Lady Or­reyed. She’s mar­ried to George. What’s the mat­ter with her?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Turn­ing away. Oh!
					

					
							Paula
							You drive me mad some­times with the tone you take about things! Great good­ness, if you come to that, George Or­reyed’s wife isn’t a bit worse than yours! He faces her sud­denly. I sup­pose I needn’t have made that ob­ser­va­tion.
					

					
							Au­brey
							No, there was scarcely a ne­ces­sity.
					

					
							
							
							He throws the let­ter on to the table, and takes up the news­pa­per.
						
					

					
							Paula
							I am very sorry.
					

					
							Au­brey
							All right, dear.
					

					
							Paula
							Tri­fling with the let­ter. I—I’d bet­ter tell you what I’ve writ­ten. I meant to do so, of course. I—I’ve asked the Or­reyeds to come and stay with us. He looks at her and lets the pa­per fall to the ground in a help­less way. George was a great friend of Cay­ley’s; I’m sure he would be de­lighted to meet them here.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Laugh­ing mirth­lessly. Ha, ha, ha! They say Or­reyed has taken to tip­pling at din­ner. Heav­ens above!
					

					
							Paula
							Oh! I’ve no pa­tience with you! You’ll kill me with this life! She se­lects some flowers from a vase on the table, cuts and ar­ranges them, and fastens them in her bod­ice. What is my ex­ist­ence, Sunday to Sat­urday? In the morn­ing, a drive down to the vil­lage, with the groom, to give my or­ders to the trades­people. At lunch, you and Ellean. In the af­ter­noon, a nov­el, the news­pa­pers; if fine, an­oth­er drive—if fine! Tea—you and Ellean. Then two hours of dusk; then din­ner—you and Ellean. Then a game of Bésique, you and I, while Ellean reads a re­li­gious book in a dull corner. Then a yawn from me, an­oth­er from you, a sigh from Ellean; three fig­ures sud­denly rise—“Good night, good night, good night!” Im­it­at­ing a kiss. “God bless you!” Ah!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Yes, yes, Paula—yes, dearest—that’s what it is now. But, by-and-by, if people be­gin to come round us—
					

					
							Paula
							Hah! That’s where we’ve made the mis­take, my friend Au­brey! Point­ing to the win­dow. Do you be­lieve these people will ever come round us? Your former crony, Mrs. Cor­tely­on? Or the grim old vicar, or that wife of his whose huge nose is pos­it­ively in­de­cent? Or the Ullathornes, or the Gol­lans, or Lady Wil­li­am Pet­res? I know bet­ter! And when the young ones gradu­ally take the place of the old, there will still re­main the sac­red tra­di­tion that the dread­ful per­son who lives at the top of the hill is nev­er, un­der any cir­cum­stances, to be called upon! And so we shall go on here, year in and year out, un­til the sap is run out of our lives, and we’re stale and dry and withered from sheer, sol­it­ary re­spect­ab­il­ity. Upon my word, I won­der we didn’t see that we should have been far hap­pi­er if we’d gone in for the dev­il-may-care, café-liv­ing sort of life in town! After all, I have a set and you might have joined it. It’s true I did want, dearly, dearly, to be a mar­ried wo­man, but where’s the pride in be­ing a mar­ried wo­man among mar­ried wo­men who are—mar­ried! If—See­ing that Au­brey’s head has sunk in­to his hands. Au­brey! My dear boy! You’re not—cry­ing?
					

					
							
							
							He looks up, with a flushed face. Ellean enters, dressed very simply for walk­ing. She is a low voiced, grave girl of about nine­teen, with a face some­what re­sem­bling a Madonna. To­wards Paula her man­ner is cold and dis­tant.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							In an un­der­tone. Ellean!
					

					
							Ellean
							Good morn­ing, papa. Good morn­ing, Paula.
					

					
							
							
							Paula puts her arms round Ellean and kisses her. Ellean makes little re­sponse.
						
					

					
							Paula
							Good morn­ing. Brightly. We’ve been break­fast­ing this side of the house, to get the sun.
					

					
							
							
							She sits at the pi­ano and rattles at a gay melody. See­ing that Paula’s back is turned to them, Ellean goes to Au­brey and kisses him; he re­turns the kiss al­most furt­ively. As they sep­ar­ate, the ser­vants re-enter, and pro­ceed to carry out the break­fast-table.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							To Ellean. I guess where you’ve been: there’s some gorse cling­ing to your frock.
					

					
							Ellean
							Re­mov­ing a sprig of gorse from her skirt. Rover and I walked nearly as far as Black Moor. The poor fel­low has a thorn in his pad; I am go­ing up­stairs for my tweez­ers.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Ellean! She re­turns to him. Paula is a little de­pressed—out of sorts. She com­plains that she has no com­pan­ion.
					

					
							Ellean
							I am with Paula nearly all the day, papa.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Ah, but you’re such a little mouse. Paula likes cheer­ful people about her.
					

					
							Ellean
							I’m afraid I am nat­ur­ally rather si­lent; and it’s so dif­fi­cult to seem to be what one is not.
					

					
							Au­brey
							I don’t wish that, Ellean.
					

					
							Ellean
							I will of­fer to go down to the vil­lage with Paula this morn­ing—shall I?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Touch­ing her hand gently. Thank you—do.
					

					
							Ellean
							When I’ve looked after Rover, I’ll come back to her.
					

					
							
							
							She goes out; Paula ceases play­ing, and turns on the mu­sic-stool look­ing at Au­brey.
						
					

					
							Paula
							Well, have you and Ellean had your little con­fid­ence?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Con­fid­ence?
					

					
							Paula
							Do you think I couldn’t feel it, like a pain between my shoulders?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Ellean is com­ing back in a few minutes to be with you. Bend­ing over her. Paula, Paula dear, is this how you keep your prom­ise?
					

					
							Paula
							Oh! Rising im­pa­tiently and cross­ing swiftly to the settee, where she sits, mov­ing rest­lessly. I can’t keep my prom­ise; I am jeal­ous; it won’t be smothered. I see you look­ing at her, watch­ing her; your voice drops when you speak to her. I know how fond you are of that girl, Au­brey.
					

					
							Au­brey
							What would you have? I’ve no oth­er home for her. She is my daugh­ter.
					

					
							Paula
							She is your saint. Saint Ellean!
					

					
							Au­brey
							You have of­ten told me how good and sweet you think her.
					

					
							Paula
							Good!—yes! Do you ima­gine that makes me less jeal­ous? Go­ing to him and cling­ing to his arm. Au­brey, there are two sorts of af­fec­tion—the love for a wo­man you re­spect, and the love for a wo­man you—love. She gets the first from you: I nev­er can.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Hush, hush! you don’t real­ise what you say.
					

					
							Paula
							If Ellean cared for me only a little, it would be dif­fer­ent. I shouldn’t be jeal­ous then. Why doesn’t she care for me?
					

					
							Au­brey
							She—she—she will, in time.
					

					
							Paula
							You can’t say that without stut­ter­ing.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Her dis­pos­i­tion seems a little un­re­spons­ive; she re­sembles her moth­er in many ways; I can see it every day.
					

					
							Paula
							She’s marble. It’s a shame. There’s not the slight­est ex­cuse; for all she knows, I’m as much a saint as she—only mar­ried. Dearest, help me to win her over!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Help you?
					

					
							Paula
							You can. Teach her that it is her duty to love me; she hangs on to every word you speak. I’m sure, Au­brey, that the love of a nice wo­man who be­lieved me to be like her­self would do me a world of good. You’d get the be­ne­fit of it as well as I. It would soothe me; it would make me less hor­ribly rest­less; it would take this—this—mis­chiev­ous feel­ing from me. Coax­ingly. Au­brey!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Have pa­tience; everything will come right.
					

					
							Paula
							Yes, if you help me.
					

					
							Au­brey
							In the mean­time you will tear up your let­ter to Lady Or­reyed, won’t you?
					

					
							Paula
							Kiss­ing his hand. Of course I will—any­thing!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Ah, thank you, dearest! Laugh­ing. Why, good gra­cious!—ha, ha!—just ima­gine “Saint Ellean” and that wo­man side by side!
					

					
							Paula
							Go­ing back with a cry. Ah!
					

					
							Au­brey
							What?
					

					
							Paula
							Pas­sion­ately. It’s Ellean you’re con­sid­er­ing, not me? It’s all Ellean with you! Ellean! Ellean!
					

					
							
							
							Ellean re-enters.
						
					

					
							Ellean
							Did you call me, Paula? Clench­ing his hands, Au­brey turns away and goes out. Is papa angry?
					

					
							Paula
							I drive him dis­trac­ted some­times. There, I con­fess it!
					

					
							Ellean
							Do you? Oh, why do you?
					

					
							Paula
							Be­cause I—be­cause I’m jeal­ous.
					

					
							Ellean
							Jeal­ous?
					

					
							Paula
							Yes—of you. Ellean is si­lent. Well, what do you think of that?
					

					
							Ellean
							I knew it; I’ve seen it. It hurts me dread­fully. What do you wish me to do? Go away?
					

					
							Paula
							Leave us! Beck­on­ing her with a mo­tion of the head. Look here! Ellean goes to Paula slowly and un­re­spons­ively. You could cure me of my jeal­ousy very eas­ily. Why don’t you—like me?
					

					
							Ellean
							What do you mean by—like you? I don’t un­der­stand.
					

					
							Paula
							Love me.
					

					
							Ellean
							Love is not a feel­ing that is un­der one’s con­trol. I shall al­ter as time goes on, per­haps. I didn’t be­gin to love my fath­er deeply till a few months ago, and then I obeyed my moth­er.
					

					
							Paula
							Ah, yes, you dream things, don’t you—see them in your sleep? You fancy your moth­er speaks to you?
					

					
							Ellean
							When you have lost your moth­er it is a com­fort to be­lieve that she is dead only to this life, that she still watches over her child. I do be­lieve that of my moth­er.
					

					
							Paula
							Well, and so you haven’t been bid­den to love me?
					

					
							Ellean
							After a pause, al­most in­aud­ibly. No.
					

					
							Paula
							Dreams are only a hash-up of one’s day-thoughts, I sup­pose you know. Think in­tently of any­thing, and it’s bound to come back to you at night. I don’t cul­tiv­ate dreams my­self.
					

					
							Ellean
							Ah, I knew you would only sneer!
					

					
							Paula
							I’m not sneer­ing; I’m speak­ing the truth. I say that if you cared for me in the day­time I should soon make friends with those night­mares of yours. Ellean, why don’t you try to look on me as your second moth­er? Of course there are not many years between us, but I’m ever so much older than you—in ex­per­i­ence. I shall have no chil­dren of my own, I know that; it would be a real com­fort to me if you would make me feel we be­longed to each oth­er. Won’t you? Per­haps you think I’m odd—not nice. Well, the fact is I’ve two sides to my nature, and I’ve let the one al­most smoth­er the oth­er. A few years ago I went through some trouble, and since then I haven’t shed a tear. I be­lieve if you put your arms round me just once I should run up­stairs and have a good cry. There, I’ve talked to you as I’ve nev­er talked to a wo­man in my life. Ellean, you seem to fear me. Don’t! Kiss me!
					

					
							
							
							With a cry, al­most of des­pair, Ellean turns from Paula and sinks on to the settee, cov­er­ing her face with her hands.
						
					

					
							Paula
							In­dig­nantly. Oh! Why is it! How dare you treat me like this? What do you mean by it? What do you mean?
					

					
							
							
							A Ser­vant enters.
						
					

					
							Ser­vant
							Mr. Drummle, ma’am.
					

					
							
							
							Cay­ley Drummle, in rid­ing dress, enters briskly.
						
					

					
							
							
							The Ser­vant re­tires.
						
					

					
							Paula
							Re­cov­er­ing her­self. Well, Cay­ley!
					

					
							Drummle
							Shak­ing hands with her cor­di­ally. How are you? Shak­ing hands with Ellean, who rises. I saw you in the dis­tance an hour ago, in the gorse near Stapleton’s.
					

					
							Ellean
							I didn’t see you, Mr. Drummle.
					

					
							Drummle
							My dear Ellean, it is my ex­per­i­ence that no charm­ing young lady of nine­teen ever does see a man of forty-five. Laugh­ing. Ha, Ha!
					

					
							Ellean
							Go­ing to the door. Paula, papa wishes me to drive down to the vil­lage with you this morn­ing. Do you care to take me?
					

					
							Paula
							Coldly. Oh, by all means. Pray tell Watts to bal­ance the cart for three.
					

					
							
							
							Ellean goes out.
						
					

					
							Drummle
							How’s Au­brey?
					

					
							Paula
							Very well—when Ellean’s about the house.
					

					
							Drummle
							And you? I needn’t ask.
					

					
							Paula
							Walk­ing away to the win­dow. Oh, a dog’s life, my dear Cay­ley, mine.
					

					
							Drummle
							Eh?
					

					
							Paula
							Doesn’t that define a happy mar­riage? I’m sleek, well-kept, well-fed, nev­er without a bone to gnaw and fresh straw to lie upon. Gaz­ing out of the win­dow. Oh, dear me!
					

					
							Drummle
							H’m! Well, I heart­ily con­grat­u­late you on your ken­nel. The view from the ter­race here is su­perb.
					

					
							Paula
							Yes, I can see Lon­don.
					

					
							Drummle
							Lon­don! Not quite so far, surely?
					

					
							Paula
							I can. Also the Medi­ter­ranean, on a fine day. I won­der what Al­gi­ers looks like this morn­ing from the sea! Im­puls­ively. Oh, Cay­ley, do you re­mem­ber those jolly times on board Peter Jar­man’s yacht when we lay off—? Stop­ping sud­denly, see­ing Drummle star­ing at her. Good gra­cious! What are we talk­ing about!
					

					
							
							
							Au­brey enters.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							To Drummle. Dear old chap! Has Paula asked you?
					

					
							Paula
							Not yet.
					

					
							Au­brey
							We want you to come to us, now that you’re leav­ing Mrs. Cor­tely­on—at once, today. Stay a month, as long as you please—eh, Paula?
					

					
							Paula
							As long as you can pos­sibly en­dure it—do, Cay­ley.
					

					
							Drummle
							Look­ing at Au­brey. De­lighted. To Paula. Charm­ing of you to have me.
					

					
							Paula
							My dear man, you’re a bless­ing. I must tele­graph to Lon­don for more fish! A strange ap­pet­ite to cater for! Some­thing to do, to do, to do!
					

					
							
							
							She goes out in a mood of al­most child­ish de­light.
						
					

					
							Drummle
							Eye­ing Au­brey. Well?
					

					
							Au­brey
							With a wear­ied, anxious look. Well, Cay­ley?
					

					
							Drummle
							How are you get­ting on?
					

					
							Au­brey
							My po­s­i­tion doesn’t grow less dif­fi­cult. I told you, when I met you last week, of this fe­ver­ish, jeal­ous at­tach­ment of Paula’s for Ellean?
					

					
							Drummle
							Yes. I hardly know why, but I came to the con­clu­sion that you don’t con­sider it an al­to­geth­er for­tu­nate at­tach­ment.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Ellean doesn’t re­spond to it.
					

					
							Drummle
							These are early days. Ellean will warm to­wards your wife by-and-by.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Ah, but there’s the ques­tion, Cay­ley!
					

					
							Drummle
							What ques­tion?
					

					
							Au­brey
							The ques­tion which pos­it­ively dis­tracts me. Ellean is so dif­fer­ent from—most wo­men; I don’t be­lieve a purer creature ex­ists out of heav­en. And I—I ask my­self, am I do­ing right in ex­pos­ing her to the in­flu­ence of poor Paula’s light, care­less nature?
					

					
							Drummle
							My dear Au­brey!
					

					
							Au­brey
							That shocks you! So it does me. I as­sure you I long to urge my girl to break down the re­serve which keeps her apart from Paula, but some­how I can’t do it—well, I don’t do it. How can I make you un­der­stand? But when you come to us you’ll un­der­stand quickly enough. Cay­ley, there’s hardly a sub­ject you can broach on which poor Paula hasn’t some strange, out-of-the-way thought to give ut­ter­ance to; some curi­ous, warped no­tion. They are not mere worldly thoughts—un­less, good God! they be­long to the little hellish world which our black­guard­ism has cre­ated: no, her ideas have too little cal­cu­la­tion in them to be called worldly. But it makes it the more dread­ful that such thoughts should be ready, spon­tan­eous; that ex­press­ing them has be­come a per­fectly nat­ur­al pro­cess; that her words, acts even, have al­most lost their prop­er sig­ni­fic­ance for her, and seem bey­ond her con­trol. Ah, and the pain of listen­ing to it all from the wo­man one loves, the wo­man one hoped to make happy and con­ten­ted, who is really and truly a good wo­man, as it were, maimed! Well, this is my bur­den, and I shouldn’t speak to you of it but for my anxi­ety about Ellean. Ellean! What is to be her fu­ture? It is in my hands; what am I to do? Cay­ley, when I re­mem­ber how Ellean comes to me, from an­oth­er world I al­ways think, when I real­ise the charge that’s laid on me, I find my­self wish­ing, in a sort of ter­ror, that my child were safe un­der the ground!
					

					
							Drummle
							My dear Au­brey, aren’t you mak­ing a mis­take?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Very likely. What is it?
					

					
							Drummle
							A mis­take, not in re­gard­ing your Ellean as an an­gel, but in be­liev­ing that, un­der any cir­cum­stances, it would be pos­sible for her to go through life without get­ting her white robe—shall we say, a little dusty at the hem? Don’t take me for a cyn­ic. I am sure there are many wo­men upon earth who are al­most di­vinely in­no­cent; but be­ing on earth, they must send their robes to the laun­dry oc­ca­sion­ally. Ah, and it’s right that they should have to do so, for what can they learn from the check­ing of their little wash­ing-bills but les­sons of char­ity? Now I see but two courses open to you for the dis­pos­al of your an­gel.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Yes?
					

					
							Drummle
							You must either re­strict her to a para­dise which is, like every earthly para­dise, ne­ces­sar­ily some­what im­per­fect, or treat her as an or­din­ary flesh-and-blood young wo­man, and give her the ad­vant­ages of that so­ci­ety to which she prop­erly be­longs.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Ad­vant­ages?
					

					
							Drummle
							My dear Au­brey, of all forms of in­no­cence mere ig­nor­ance is the least ad­mir­able. Take my ad­vice, let her walk and talk and suf­fer and be healed with the great crowd. Do it, and hope that she’ll some day meet a good, hon­est fel­low who’ll make her life com­plete, happy, se­cure. Now you see what I’m driv­ing at.
					

					
							Au­brey
							A san­guine pro­gramme, my dear Cay­ley! Oh, I’m not pooh-poo­hing it. Put­ting sen­ti­ment aside, of course I know that a for­tu­nate mar­riage for Ellean would be the best—per­haps the only—solu­tion of my dif­fi­culty. But you for­get the danger of the course you sug­gest.
					

					
							Drummle
							Danger?
					

					
							Au­brey
							If Ellean goes among men and wo­men, how can she es­cape from learn­ing, soon­er or later, the his­tory of—poor Paula’s—old life?
					

					
							Drummle
							H’m! You re­mem­ber the epis­ode of the Jew­eller’s Son in the Ar­a­bi­an Nights? Of course you don’t. Well, if your daugh­ter lives, she can’t es­cape—what you’re afraid of. Au­brey gives a half stifled ex­clam­a­tion of pain. And when she does hear the story, surely it would be bet­ter that she should have some know­ledge of the world to help her to un­der­stand it.
					

					
							Au­brey
							To un­der­stand!
					

					
							Drummle
							To un­der­stand, to—to philo­soph­ise.
					

					
							Au­brey
							To philo­soph­ise?
					

					
							Drummle
							Philo­sophy is tol­er­a­tion, and it is only one step from tol­er­a­tion to for­give­ness.
					

					
							Au­brey
							You’re right, Cay­ley; I be­lieve you al­ways are. Yes, yes. But, even if I had the cour­age to at­tempt to solve the prob­lem of Ellean’s fu­ture in this way, I—I’m help­less.
					

					
							Drummle
							How?
					

					
							Au­brey
							What means have I now of pla­cing my daugh­ter in the world I’ve left?
					

					
							Drummle
							Oh, some friend—some wo­man friend.
					

					
							Au­brey
							I have none; they’re gone.
					

					
							Drummle
							You’re wrong there; I know one—
					

					
							Au­brey
							Listen­ing. That’s Paula’s cart. Let’s dis­cuss this again.
					

					
							Drummle
							Go­ing up to the win­dow and look­ing out. It isn’t the dog­cart. Turn­ing to Au­brey. I hope you’ll for­give me, old chap.
					

					
							Au­brey
							What for?
					

					
							Drummle
							Whose wheels do you think have been cut­ting ruts in your im­macu­late drive?
					

					
							
							
							A Ser­vant enters.
						
					

					
							Ser­vant
							To Au­brey. Mrs. Cor­tely­on, sir.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on! After a short pause. Very well. The Ser­vant with­draws. What on earth is the mean­ing of this?
					

					
							Drummle
							Ahem! While I’ve been our old friend’s guest, Au­brey, we have very nat­ur­ally talked a good deal about you and yours.
					

					
							Au­brey
							In­deed, have you?
					

					
							Drummle
							Yes, and Alice Cor­tely­on has ar­rived at the con­clu­sion that it would have been far kinder had she called on Mrs. Tan­queray long ago. She’s go­ing abroad for East­er be­fore set­tling down in Lon­don for the sea­son, and I be­lieve she has come over this morn­ing to ask for Ellean’s com­pan­ion­ship.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Oh, I see! Frown­ing. Quite a friendly little con­spir­acy, my dear Cay­ley!
					

					
							Drummle
							Con­spir­acy! Not at all, I as­sure you. Laugh­ing. Ha, ha!
					

					
							
							
							Ellean enters from the hall with Mrs. Cor­tely­on, a hand­some, good hu­moured, spir­ited wo­man of about forty-five.
						
					

					
							Ellean
							Papa—
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							To Au­brey, shak­ing hands with him heart­ily. Well, Au­brey, how are you? I’ve just been telling this great girl of yours that I knew her when she was a sad-faced, pale baby. How is Mrs. Tan­queray? I have been a bad neigh­bour, and I’m here to beg for­give­ness. Is she in­doors?
					

					
							Au­brey
							She’s up­stairs put­ting on a hat, I be­lieve.
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Sit­ting com­fort­ably. Ah! She looks round: Drummle and Ellean are talk­ing to­geth­er in the hall. We used to be very frank with each oth­er, Au­brey. I sup­pose the old foot­ing is no longer pos­sible, eh?
					

					
							Au­brey
							If so, I’m not en­tirely to blame, Mrs. Cor­tely­on.
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on? H’m! No, I ad­mit it. But you must make some little al­low­ance for me, Mr. Tan­queray. Your first wife and I, as girls, were like two cher­ries on one stalk, and then I was the con­fid­en­tial friend of your mar­ried life. That post, per­haps, wasn’t al­to­geth­er a sine­cure. And now—well, when a wo­man gets to my age I sup­pose she’s a stu­pid, pre­ju­diced, con­ven­tion­al creature. How­ever, I’ve got over it and—Giv­ing him her hand—I hope you’ll be enorm­ously happy and let me be a friend once more.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Thank you, Alice.
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							That’s right. I feel more cheer­ful than I’ve done for weeks. But I sup­pose it would serve me right if the second Mrs. Tan­queray showed me the door. Do you think she will?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Listen­ing. Here is my wife. Mrs. Cor­tely­on rises, and Paula enters, dressed for driv­ing; she stops ab­ruptly on see­ing Mrs. Cor­tely­on. Paula dear, Mrs. Cor­tely­on has called to see you.
					

					
							
							
							Paula starts, looks at Mrs. Cor­tely­on ir­res­ol­utely, then after a slight pause barely touches Mrs. Cor­tely­on’s ex­ten­ded hand.
						
					

					
							Paula
							Whose man­ner now al­tern­ates between de­lib­er­ate in­solence and as­sumed sweet­ness. Mrs.—? What name, Au­brey?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on.
					

					
							Paula
							Cor­tely­on? Oh, yes. Cor­tely­on.
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Care­fully guard­ing her­self through­out against any ex­pres­sion of re­sent­ment. Au­brey ought to have told you that Alice Cor­tely­on and he are very old friends.
					

					
							Paula
							Oh, very likely he has men­tioned the cir­cum­stance. I have quite a wretched memory.
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							You know we are neigh­bours, Mrs. Tan­queray.
					

					
							Paula
							Neigh­bours? Are we really? Won’t you sit down? They both sit. Neigh­bours! That’s most in­ter­est­ing!
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Very near neigh­bours. You can see my roof from your win­dows.
					

					
							Paula
							I fancy I have ob­served a roof. But you have been away from home; you have only just re­turned.
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							I? What makes you think that?
					

					
							Paula
							Why, be­cause it is two months since we came to Higher­coombe, and I don’t re­mem­ber your hav­ing called.
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Your memory is now ter­ribly ac­cur­ate. No, I’ve not been away from home, and it is to ex­plain my neg­lect that I am here, rather un­ce­re­mo­ni­ously, this morn­ing.
					

					
							Paula
							Oh, to ex­plain—quite so. With mock so­li­citude. Ah, you’ve been very ill; I ought to have seen that be­fore.
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Ill!
					

					
							Paula
							You look dread­fully pulled down. We poor wo­men show ill­ness so plainly in our faces, don’t we?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Anxiously. Paula dear, Mrs. Cor­tely­on is the pic­ture of health.
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							With some as­per­ity. I have nev­er felt bet­ter in my life.
					

					
							Paula
							Look­ing round in­no­cently. Have I said any­thing awk­ward? Au­brey, tell Mrs. Cor­tely­on how stu­pid and thought­less I al­ways am!
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							To Drummle who is now stand­ing close to her. Really, Cay­ley—! He soothes her with a nod and smile and a mo­tion of his fin­ger to his lip. Mrs. Tan­queray, I am afraid my ex­plan­a­tion will not be quite so sat­is­fact­ory as either of those you have just helped me to. You may have heard—but, if you have heard, you have doubt­less for­got­ten—that twenty years ago, when your hus­band first lived here, I was a con­stant vis­it­or at Higher­coombe.
					

					
							Paula
							Twenty years ago—fancy. I was a naughty little child then.
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Pos­sibly. Well, at that time, and till the end of her life, my af­fec­tions were centred upon the lady of this house.
					

					
							Paula
							Were they? That was very sweet of you.
					

					
							
							
							Ellean ap­proaches Mrs. Cor­tely­on, listen­ing in­tently to her.
						
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							I will say no more on that score, but I must add this: when, two months ago, you came here, I real­ised, per­haps for the first time, that I was a middle-aged wo­man, and that it had be­come im­possible for me to ac­cept without some ef­fort a break­ing-in upon many tender as­so­ci­ations. There, Mrs. Tan­queray, that is my con­fes­sion. Will you try to un­der­stand it and par­don me?
					

					
							Paula
							Watch­ing Ellean—sneer­ingly. Ellean dear, you ap­pear to be very in­ter­ested in Mrs. Cor­tely­on’s re­min­is­cences; I don’t think I can do bet­ter than make you my mouth­piece—there is such sym­pathy between us. What do you say—can we bring ourselves to for­give Mrs. Cor­tely­on for neg­lect­ing us for two weary months?
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							To Ellean, pleas­antly. Well, Ellean? With a little cry of ten­der­ness Ellean im­puls­ively sits be­side Mrs. Cor­tely­on and takes her hand. My dear child!
					

					
							Paula
							In an un­der­tone to Au­brey. Ellean isn’t so very slow in tak­ing to Mrs. Cor­tely­on!
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							To Paula and Au­brey. Come, this en­cour­ages me to broach my scheme. Mrs. Tan­queray, it strikes me that you two good people are just now ex­cel­lent com­pany for each oth­er, while Ellean would per­haps be glad of a little peep in­to the world you are anxious to avoid. Now, I’m go­ing to Par­is to­mor­row for a week or two be­fore set­tling down in Chester Square, so—don’t gasp, both of you!—if this girl is will­ing, and you have made no oth­er ar­range­ments for her, will you let her come with me to Par­is, and af­ter­wards re­main with me in town dur­ing the Sea­son? Ellean ut­ters an ex­clam­a­tion of sur­prise. Paula is si­lent. What do you say?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Paula—Paula dear. Hes­it­at­ingly. My dear Mrs. Cor­tely­on, this is won­der­fully kind of you; I am really at a loss to—eh, Cay­ley?
					

					
							Drummle
							Watch­ing Paula ap­pre­hens­ively. Kind! Now I must say I don’t think so! I begged Alice to take me to Par­is, and she de­clined. I am thrown over for Ellean! Ha! ha!
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Laugh­ing. What non­sense you talk, Cay­ley!
					

					
							
							
							The laughter dies out. Paula re­mains quite still.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							Paula dear.
					

					
							Paula
							Slowly col­lect­ing her­self. One mo­ment. I—I don’t quite—To Mrs. Cor­tely­on. You pro­pose that Ellean leaves Higher­coombe al­most at once and re­mains with you some months?
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							It would be a mercy to me. You can af­ford to be gen­er­ous to a des­ol­ate old wid­ow. Come, Mrs. Tan­queray, won’t you spare her?
					

					
							Paula
							Won’t I spare her. Sus­pi­ciously. Have you men­tioned your plan to Au­brey—be­fore I came in?
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							No, I had no op­por­tun­ity.
					

					
							Paula
							Nor to Ellean?
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Oh, no.
					

					
							Paula
							Look­ing about her, in sup­pressed ex­cite­ment. This hasn’t been dis­cussed at all, be­hind my back?
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							My dear Mrs. Tan­queray!
					

					
							Paula
							Ellean, let us hear your voice in the mat­ter!
					

					
							Ellean
							I should like to go with Mrs. Cor­tely­on—
					

					
							Paula
							Ah!
					

					
							Ellean
							That is, if—if—
					

					
							Paula
							If—if what?
					

					
							Ellean
							Look­ing to­wards Au­brey, ap­peal­ingly. Papa!
					

					
							Paula
							In a hard voice. Oh, of course—I for­got. To Au­brey. My dear Au­brey, it rests with you, nat­ur­ally, wheth­er I am—to lose—Ellean.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Lose Ellean! Ad­van­cing to Paula. There is no ques­tion of los­ing Ellean. You would see Ellean in town con­stantly when she re­turned from Par­is; isn’t that so, Mrs. Cor­tely­on?
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Cer­tainly.
					

					
							Paula
							Laugh­ing softly. Oh, I didn’t know I should be al­lowed that priv­ilege.
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Priv­ilege, my dear Mrs. Tan­queray!
					

					
							Paula
							Ha, ha! that makes all the dif­fer­ence, doesn’t it?
					

					
							Au­brey
							With as­sumed gaiety. All the dif­fer­ence? I should think so! To Ellean, lay­ing his hand upon her head, ten­derly. And you are quite cer­tain you wish to see what the world is like on the oth­er side of Black Moor?
					

					
							Ellean
							If you are will­ing, papa, I am quite cer­tain.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Look­ing at Paula ir­res­ol­utely, then speak­ing with an ef­fort. Then I—I am will­ing.
					

					
							Paula
							Rising and strik­ing the table lightly with her clenched hand. That de­cides it! There is a gen­er­al move­ment. Ex­citedly to Mrs. Cor­tely­on, who ad­vances to­wards her. When do you want her?
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							We go to town this af­ter­noon at five o’clock, and sleep to­night at Bayliss’s. There is barely time for her to make her pre­par­a­tions.
					

					
							Paula
							I will un­der­take that she is ready.
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							I’ve a great deal to scramble through at home too, as you may guess. Good­bye!
					

					
							Paula
							Turn­ing away. Mrs. Cor­tely­on is go­ing.
					

					
							
							
							Paula stands look­ing out of the win­dow, with her back to those in the room.
						
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							To Drummle. Cay­ley—
					

					
							Drummle
							To her. Eh?
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							I’ve gone through it, for the sake of Au­brey and his child, but I—I feel a hun­dred. Is that a mad­wo­man?
					

					
							Drummle
							Of course; all jeal­ous wo­men are mad.
					

					
							
							
							He goes out with Au­brey.
						
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Hes­it­at­ingly, to Paula. Good­bye, Mrs. Tan­queray.
					

					
							
							
							Paula in­clines her head with the slight­est pos­sible move­ment, then re­sumes her former po­s­i­tion. Ellean comes from the hall and takes Mrs. Cor­tely­on out of the room. After a brief si­lence, Paula turns with a fierce cry, and hur­riedly takes off her coat and hat, and tosses them upon the settee.
						
					

					
							Paula
							Oh! Oh! Oh! She drops in­to the chair as Au­brey re­turns; he stands look­ing at her. Who’s that?
					

					
							Au­brey
							I. You have altered your mind about go­ing out?
					

					
							Paula
							Yes. Please to ring the bell.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Touch­ing the bell. You are angry about Mrs. Cor­tely­on and Ellean. Let me try to ex­plain my reas­ons—
					

					
							Paula
							Be care­ful what you say to me just now! I have nev­er felt like this—ex­cept once—in my life. Be care­ful what you say to me!
					

					
							
							
							A Ser­vant enters.
						
					

					
							Paula
							Rising. Is Watts at the door with the cart?
					

					
							Ser­vant
							Yes, ma’am.
					

					
							Paula
							Tell him to drive down to the post-of­fice dir­ectly, with this.
					

					
							
							
							Pick­ing up the let­ter which has been ly­ing upon the table.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							With that?
					

					
							Paula
							Yes. My let­ter to Lady Or­reyed.
					

					
							
							
							Giv­ing the let­ter to the Ser­vant, who goes out.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							Surely you don’t wish me to coun­ter­mand any or­der of yours to a ser­vant? Call the man back—take the let­ter from him!
					

					
							Paula
							I have not the slight­est in­ten­tion of do­ing so.
					

					
							Au­brey
							I must, then. Go­ing to the door. She snatches up her hat and coat and fol­lows him. What are you go­ing to do?
					

					
							Paula
							If you stop that let­ter, walk out of the house.
					

					
							
							
							He hes­it­ates, then leaves the door.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							I am right in be­liev­ing that to be the let­ter in­vit­ing George Or­reyed and his wife to stay here, am I not?
					

					
							Paula
							Oh yes—quite right.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Let it go; I’ll write to him by-and-by.
					

					
							Paula
							Fa­cing him. You dare!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Hush, Paula!
					

					
							Paula
							In­sult me again and, upon my word, I’ll go straight out of the house!
					

					
							Au­brey
							In­sult you?
					

					
							Paula
							In­sult me! What else is it? My God! what else is it? What do you mean by tak­ing Ellean from me?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Listen—!
					

					
							Paula
							Listen to me! And how do you take her? You pack her off in the care of a wo­man who has de­lib­er­ately held aloof from me, who’s thrown mud at me! Yet this Cor­tely­on creature has only to put foot here once to be en­trus­ted with the charge of the girl you know I dearly want to keep near me!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Paula dear! hear me—!
					

					
							Paula
							Ah! of course, of course! I can’t be so use­ful to your daugh­ter as such people as this; and so I’m to be giv­en the go-by for any town friend of yours who turns up and chooses to pat­ron­ise us! Hah! Very well, at any rate, as you take Ellean from me you jus­ti­fy my look­ing for com­pan­ions where I can most read­ily find ’em.
					

					
							Au­brey
							You wish me to fully ap­pre­ci­ate your reas­on for send­ing that let­ter to Lady Or­reyed?
					

					
							Paula
							Pre­cisely—I do.
					

					
							Au­brey
							And could you, after all, go back to as­so­ci­ates of that or­der? It’s not pos­sible!
					

					
							Paula
							Mock­ingly. What, not after the re­fin­ing in­flu­ence of these in­tensely re­spect­able sur­round­ings? Go­ing to the door. We’ll see!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Paula!
					

					
							Paula
							Vi­ol­ently. We’ll see!
					

					
							
							
							She goes out. He stands still look­ing after her.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Act
				III
			

			The draw­ing-room at “Higher­coombe.” Fa­cing the spec­tat­or are two large French win­dows, sheltered by a ver­andah, lead­ing in­to the garden; on the right is a door open­ing in­to a small hall. The fire­place, with a large mir­ror above it, is on the left-hand side of the room, and high­er up in the same wall are double doors re­cessed. The room is richly fur­nished, and everything be­tokens taste and lux­ury. The win­dows are open, and there is moon­light in the garden.

			
				
					
							
							Lady Or­reyed, a pretty, af­fected doll of a wo­man with a min­cing voice and flax­en hair, is sit­ting on the ot­to­man, her head rest­ing against the drum, and her eyes closed. Paula, look­ing pale, worn, and thor­oughly un­happy, is sit­ting at a table. Both are in sump­tu­ous din­ner-gowns.
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							Open­ing her eyes. Well, I nev­er! I dropped off! Feel­ing her hair. Just fancy! Where are the men?
					

					
							Paula
							Icily. Out­side, smoking.
					

					
							
							
							A Ser­vant enters with cof­fee, which he hands to Lady Or­reyed. Sir George Or­reyed comes in by the win­dow. He is a man of about thirty-five, with a low fore­head, a re­ced­ing chin, a vacu­ous ex­pres­sion, and an omin­ous red­ness about the nose.
						
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							Tak­ing cof­fee. Here’s Dodo.
					

					
							Sir George
							I say, the flies un­der the ver­andah make you swear. The Ser­vant hands cof­fee to Paula, who de­clines it, then to Sir George, who takes a cup. Hi! wait a bit! He looks at the tray search­ingly, then puts back his cup. Nev­er mind. Quietly to Lady Or­reyed. I say, they’re doo­ced spar­in’ with their li­queur, ain’t they?
					

					
							
							
							The Ser­vant goes out at win­dow.
						
					

					
							Paula
							To Sir George. Won’t you take cof­fee, George?
					

					
							Sir George
							No, thanks. It’s get­tin’ near time for a whisky and po­tass. Ap­proach­ing Paula, re­gard­ing Lady Or­reyed ad­mir­ingly. I say, Bird­ie looks rip­pin’ to­night, don’t she?
					

					
							Paula
							Your wife?
					

					
							Sir George
							Yaas—Bird­ie.
					

					
							Paula
							Rip­pin’?
					

					
							Sir George
							Yaas.
					

					
							Paula
							Quite—quite rip­pin’.
					

					
							
							
							He moves round to the settee. Paula watches him with dis­taste, then rises and walks away. Sir George falls asleep on the settee.
						
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							Paula love, I fan­cied you and Au­brey were a little more friendly at din­ner. You haven’t made it up, have you?
					

					
							Paula
							We? Oh, no. We speak be­fore oth­ers, that’s all.
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							And how long do you in­tend to carry on this game, dear?
					

					
							Paula
							Turn­ing away im­pa­tiently. I really can’t tell you.
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							Sit down, old girl; don’t be so fid­gety. Paula sits on the up­per seat of the ot­to­man with her back to Lady Or­reyed. Of course, it’s my duty, as an old friend, to give you a good talk­ing-to—Paula glares at her sud­denly and fiercely—but really I’ve found one gets so many smacks in the face through in­ter­fer­ing in mat­ri­mo­ni­al squabbles that I’ve de­term­ined to drop it.
					

					
							Paula
							I think you’re wise.
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							How­ever, I must say that I do wish you’d look at mar­riage in a more sol­emn light—just as I do, in fact. It is such a beau­ti­ful thing—mar­riage, and if people in our po­s­i­tion don’t re­spect it, and set a good ex­ample by liv­ing hap­pily with their hus­bands, what can you ex­pect from the middle classes? When did this sad state of af­fairs between you and Au­brey ac­tu­ally be­gin?
					

					
							Paula
							Ac­tu­ally, a fort­night and three days ago; I haven’t cal­cu­lated the minutes.
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							A day or two be­fore Dodo and I turned up—ar­rived.
					

					
							Paula
							Yes. One al­ways re­mem­bers one thing by an­oth­er; we left off speak­ing to each oth­er the morn­ing I wrote ask­ing you to vis­it us.
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							Lucky for you I was able to pop down, wasn’t it, dear?
					

					
							Paula
							Glar­ing at her again. Most for­tu­nate.
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							A ser­i­ous split with your hus­band without a pal on the premises—I should say, without a friend in the house—would be most un­pleas­ant.
					

					
							Paula
							Turn­ing to her ab­ruptly. This place must be hor­ribly dole­ful for you and George just now. At least you ought to con­sider him be­fore me. Why don’t you leave me to my dif­fi­culties?
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							Oh, we’re quite com­fort­able, dear, thank you—both of us. George and me are so wrapped up in each oth­er, it doesn’t mat­ter where we are. I don’t want to crow over you, old girl, but I’ve got a per­fect hus­band.
					

					
							
							
							Sir George is now fast asleep, his head thrown back and his mouth open, look­ing hideous.
						
					

					
							Paula
							Glan­cing at Sir George. So you’ve giv­en me to un­der­stand.
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							Not that we don’t have our little dif­fer­ences. Why, we fell out only this very morn­ing. You re­mem­ber the dia­mond and ruby tiara Char­ley Prestwick gave poor dear Con­nie Tir­lem­ont years ago, don’t you?
					

					
							Paula
							No, I do not.
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							No? Well, it’s in the mar­ket. Ben­jamin of Pic­ca­dilly has got it in his shop­win­dow, and I’ve set my heart on it.
					

					
							Paula
							You con­sider it quite ne­ces­sary?
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							Yes, be­cause what I say to Dodo is this—a lady of my sta­tion must smoth­er her­self with hair or­na­ments. It’s dif­fer­ent with you, love—people don’t look for so much blaze from you, but I’ve got rank to keep up; haven’t I?
					

					
							Paula
							Yes.
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							Well, that was the cause of the little set-to between I and Dodo this morn­ing. He broke two chairs, he was in such a rage. I for­got, they’re your chairs; do you mind?
					

					
							Paula
							No.
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							You know, poor Dodo can’t lose his tem­per without smash­ing some­thing; if it isn’t a chair, it’s a mir­ror; if it isn’t that, it’s china—a bit of Dresden for choice. Dear old pet! he loves a bit of Dresden when he’s furi­ous. He doesn’t really throw things at me, dear; he simply lifts them up and drops them, like a gen­tle­man. I ex­pect our room up­stairs will look rather wrecky be­fore I get that tiara.
					

					
							Paula
							Ex­cuse the sug­ges­tion, per­haps your hus­band can’t af­ford it.
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							Oh, how dread­fully changed you are, Paula! Dodo can al­ways mort­gage some­thing, or bor­row of his ma. What is com­ing to you!
					

					
							Paula
							Ah!
					

					
							
							
							She sits at the pi­ano and touches the keys.
						
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							Oh, yes, do play! That’s the one thing I envy you for.
					

					
							Paula
							What shall I play?
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							What was that heav­enly piece you gave us last night, dear?
					

					
							Paula
							A bit of Schubert. Would you like to hear it again?
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							You don’t know any com­ic songs, do you?
					

					
							Paula
							I’m afraid not.
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							I leave it to you, then.
					

					
							
							
							Paula plays. Au­brey and Cay­ley Drummle ap­pear out­side the win­dow; they look in­to the room.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							To Drummle. You can see her face in that mir­ror. Poor girl, how ill and wretched she looks.
					

					
							Drummle
							When are the Or­reyeds go­ing?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Heav­en knows!
					

					
							
							
							En­ter­ing the room.
						
					

					
							Drummle
							But you’re en­ter­tain­ing them; what’s it to do with Heav­en?
					

					
							
							
							Fol­low­ing Au­brey.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							Do you know, Cay­ley, that even the Or­reyeds serve a use­ful pur­pose? My wife ac­tu­ally speaks to me be­fore our guests—think of that! I’ve come to re­joice at the pres­ence of the Or­reyeds!
					

					
							Drummle
							I daresay; we’re taught that beetles are sent for a be­nign end.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Cay­ley, talk to Paula again to­night.
					

					
							Drummle
							Cer­tainly, if I get the chance.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Let’s con­trive it. George is asleep; per­haps I can get that doll out of the way. As they ad­vance in­to the room, Paula ab­ruptly ceases play­ing and finds in­terest in a volume of mu­sic. Sir George is now nod­ding and snor­ing apo­plect­ic­ally. Lady Or­reyed, whenev­er you feel in­clined for a game of bil­liards I’m at your ser­vice.
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							Jump­ing up. Charmed, I’m sure! I really thought you’d for­got­ten poor little me. Oh, look at Dodo!
					

					
							Au­brey
							No, no, don’t wake him; he’s tired.
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							I must, he looks so plain. Rous­ing Sir George. Dodo! Dodo!
					

					
							Sir George
							Stu­pidly. ’Ullo!
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							Dodo, dear, you were snor­ing.
					

					
							Sir George
							Oh, I say, you could ’a told me that by-and-by.
					

					
							Au­brey
							You want a ci­gar, George; come in­to the bil­liard room. Giv­ing his arm to Lady Or­reyed. Cay­ley, bring Paula.
					

					
							
							
							Au­brey and Lady Or­reyed go out.
						
					

					
							Sir George
							Rising. Hey, what! bil­liard room! Look­ing at his watch. How goes the—? Phew! ’Ullo, ’Ullo! Whisky and po­tass!
					

					
							
							
							He goes rap­idly after Au­brey and Lady Or­reyed. Paula re­sumes play­ing.
						
					

					
							Paula
							After a pause. Don’t moon about after me, Cay­ley; fol­low the oth­ers.
					

					
							Drummle
							Thanks, by-and-by. Sit­ting. That’s pretty.
					

					
							Paula
							After an­oth­er pause, still play­ing. I wish you wouldn’t stare so.
					

					
							Drummle
							Was I star­ing? I’m sorry. She plays a little longer, then stops sud­denly, rises, and goes to the win­dow, where she stands look­ing out. Drummle moves from the ot­to­man to the settee. A lovely night.
					

					
							Paula
							Startled. Oh! Without turn­ing to him. Why do you hop about like a mon­key?
					

					
							Drummle
							Hot rooms play the deuce with the nerves. Now, it would have done you good to have walked in the garden with us after din­ner and made merry. Why didn’t you?
					

					
							Paula
							You know why.
					

					
							Drummle
							Ah, you’re think­ing of the—dif­fer­ence between you and Au­brey?
					

					
							Paula
							Yes, I am think­ing of it.
					

					
							Drummle
							Well, so am I. How long—?
					

					
							Paula
							Get­ting on for three weeks.
					

					
							Drummle
							Bless me, it must be! And this would have been such a night to have healed it! Moon­light, the stars, the scent of flowers; and yet enough dark­ness to en­able a kind wo­man to rest her hand for an in­stant on the arm of a good fel­low who loves her. Ah, ha! it’s a won­der­ful power, dear Mrs. Au­brey, the power of an of­fen­ded wo­man! Only real­ise it! Just that one touch—the mere tips of her fin­gers—and, for her­self and an­oth­er, she changes the col­our of the whole world!
					

					
							Paula
							Turn­ing to him, calmly. Cay­ley, my dear man, you talk ex­actly like a very ro­mantic old lady.
					

					
							
							
							She leaves the win­dow and sits play­ing with the knick­knacks on the table.
						
					

					
							Drummle
							To him­self. H’m, that hasn’t done it! Well—ha, ha!—I ac­cept the sug­ges­tion. An old wo­man, eh?
					

					
							Paula
							Oh, I didn’t in­tend—
					

					
							Drummle
							But why not? I’ve every qual­i­fic­a­tion—well, al­most. And I con­fess it would have giv­en this withered bos­om a throb of grand­moth­erly sat­is­fac­tion if I could have seen you and Au­brey at peace be­fore I take my leave to­mor­row.
					

					
							Paula
							To­mor­row, Cay­ley!
					

					
							Drummle
							I must.
					

					
							Paula
							Oh, this house is be­com­ing un­en­dur­able.
					

					
							Drummle
							You’re very kind. But you’ve got the Or­reyeds.
					

					
							Paula
							Fiercely. The Or­reyeds! I—I hate the Or­reyeds! I lie awake at night, hat­ing them!
					

					
							Drummle
							Par­don me, I’ve un­der­stood that their vis­it is, in some de­gree, ow­ing to—hem!—your sug­ges­tion.
					

					
							Paula
							Heav­ens! that doesn’t make me like them bet­ter. Some­how or an­oth­er, I—I’ve out­grown these people. This wo­man—I used to think her “jolly!”—sick­ens me. I can’t breathe when she’s near me: the whiff of her handker­chief turns me faint! And she pat­ron­ises me by the hour, un­til I—I feel my nails grow­ing longer with every word she speaks!
					

					
							Drummle
							My dear lady, why on earth don’t you say all this to Au­brey?
					

					
							Paula
							Oh, I’ve been such an ut­ter fool, Cay­ley!
					

					
							Drummle
							Sooth­ingly. Well, well, men­tion it to Au­brey!
					

					
							Paula
							No, no, you don’t un­der­stand. What do you think I’ve done?
					

					
							Drummle
							Done! What, since you in­vited the Or­reyeds?
					

					
							Paula
							Yes; I must tell you—
					

					
							Drummle
							Per­haps you’d bet­ter not.
					

					
							Paula
							Look here. I’ve in­ter­cep­ted some let­ters from Mrs. Cor­tely­on and Ellean to—him. Pro­du­cing three un­opened let­ters from the bod­ice of her dress. There are the ac­cursed things! From Par­is—two from the Cor­tely­on wo­man, the oth­er from Ellean!
					

					
							Drummle
							But why—why?
					

					
							Paula
							I don’t know. Yes, I do! I saw let­ters com­ing from Ellean to her fath­er; not a line to me—not a line. And one morn­ing it happened I was down­stairs be­fore he was, and I spied this one ly­ing with his heap on the break­fast-table, and I slipped it in­to my pock­et—out of malice, Cay­ley, pure dev­ilry! And a day or two af­ter­wards I met El­wes the post­man at the Lodge, and took the let­ters from him, and found these oth­ers amongst ’em. I felt simply fiendish when I saw them—fiendish! Re­turn­ing the let­ters to her bod­ice. And now I carry them about with me, and they’re scorch­ing me like a mus­tard plaster!
					

					
							Drummle
							Oh, this ac­counts for Au­brey not hear­ing from Par­is lately!
					

					
							Paula
							That’s an in­geni­ous con­clu­sion to ar­rive at! Of course it does! With an hys­ter­ic­al laugh. Ha, ha!
					

					
							Drummle
							Well, well! Laugh­ing. Ha, ha, ha!
					

					
							Paula
							Turn­ing upon him. I sup­pose it is amus­ing!
					

					
							Drummle
							I beg par­don.
					

					
							Paula
							Heav­en knows I’ve little enough to brag about! I’m a bad lot, but not in mean tricks of this sort. In all my life this is the most cad­dish thing I’ve done. How am I to get rid of these let­ters—that’s what I want to know? How am I to get rid of them?
					

					
							Drummle
							If I were you I should take Au­brey aside and put them in­to his hands as soon as pos­sible.
					

					
							Paula
							What! and tell him to his face that I—! No, thank you. I sup­pose you wouldn’t like to—
					

					
							Drummle
							No, no; I won’t touch ’em!
					

					
							Paula
							And you call your­self my friend?
					

					
							Drummle
							Good-hu­mouredly. No, I don’t!
					

					
							Paula
							Per­haps I’ll tie them to­geth­er and give them to his man in the morn­ing.
					

					
							Drummle
							That won’t avoid an ex­plan­a­tion.
					

					
							Paula
							Reck­lessly. Oh, then he must miss them—
					

					
							Drummle
							And trace them.
					

					
							Paula
							Throw­ing her­self upon the ot­to­man. I don’t care!
					

					
							Drummle
							I know you don’t; but let me send him to you now, may I?
					

					
							Paula
							Now! What do you think a wo­man’s made of? I couldn’t stand it, Cay­ley. I haven’t slept for nights; and last night there was thun­der, too! I be­lieve I’ve got the hor­rors.
					

					
							Drummle
							Tak­ing the little hand-mir­ror from the table. You’ll sleep well enough when you de­liv­er those let­ters. Come, come, Mrs. Au­brey—a good night’s rest! Hold­ing the mir­ror be­fore her face. It’s quite time.
					

					
							
							
							She looks at her­self for a mo­ment, then snatches the mir­ror from him.
						
					

					
							Paula
							You brute, Cay­ley, to show me that!
					

					
							Drummle
							Then—may I? Be guided by a fr—a poor old wo­man! May I?
					

					
							Paula
							You’ll kill me, amongst you!
					

					
							Drummle
							What do you say?
					

					
							Paula
							After a pause. Very well. He nods his head and goes out rap­idly. She looks after him for a mo­ment, and calls “Cay­ley! Cay­ley!” Then she again pro­duces the let­ters, de­lib­er­ately, one by one, fin­ger­ing them with aver­sion. Sud­denly she starts, turn­ing her head to­wards the door. Ah!
					

					
							
							
							Au­brey enters quickly.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							Paula!
					

					
							Paula
							Hand­ing him the let­ters, her face aver­ted. There! He ex­am­ines the let­ters, puzzled, and looks at her in­quir­ingly. They are many days old. I stole them, I sup­pose to make you anxious and un­happy.
					

					
							
							
							He looks at the let­ters again, then lays them aside on the table.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							Gently. Paula, dear, it doesn’t mat­ter.
					

					
							Paula
							After a short pause. Why—why do you take it like this?
					

					
							Au­brey
							What did you ex­pect?
					

					
							Paula
							Oh, but I sup­pose si­lent re­proaches are really the severest. And then, nat­ur­ally, you are itch­ing to open your let­ters.
					

					
							
							
							She crosses the room as if to go.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							Paula! She pauses. Surely, surely it’s all over now?
					

					
							Paula
							All over! Mock­ingly. Has my step­daugh­ter re­turned then? When did she ar­rive? I haven’t heard of it!
					

					
							Au­brey
							You can be very cruel.
					

					
							Paula
							That word’s al­ways on a man’s lips; he uses it if his soup’s cold. With an­oth­er move­ment as if to go. Need we—
					

					
							Au­brey
							I know I’ve wounded you, Paula. But isn’t there any way out of this?
					

					
							Paula
							When does Ellean re­turn? To­mor­row? Next week?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Wear­ily. Oh! Why should we grudge Ellean the little pleas­ure she is likely to find in Par­is and in Lon­don.
					

					
							Paula
							I grudge her noth­ing, if that’s a hit at me. But with that wo­man—!
					

					
							Au­brey
							It must be that wo­man or an­oth­er. You know that at present we are un­able to give Ellean the op­por­tun­ity of—of—
					

					
							Paula
							Of mix­ing with re­spect­able people.
					

					
							Au­brey
							The op­por­tun­ity of gain­ing friends, ex­per­i­ence, or­din­ary know­ledge of the world. If you are in­ter­ested in Ellean, can’t you see how use­ful Mrs. Cor­tely­on’s good of­fices are?
					

					
							Paula
							May I put one ques­tion? At the end of the Lon­don sea­son, when Mrs. Cor­tely­on has done with Ellean, is it quite un­der­stood that the girl comes back to us? Au­brey is si­lent. Is it? Is it?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Let us wait till the end of the sea­son—
					

					
							Paula
							Oh! I knew it. You’re only fool­ing me; you put me off with any trash. I be­lieve you’ve sent Ellean away, not for the reas­ons you give, but be­cause you don’t con­sider me a de­cent com­pan­ion for her, be­cause you’re afraid she might get a little of her in­no­cence rubbed off in my com­pany? Come, isn’t that the truth? Be hon­est! Isn’t that it?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Yes.
					

					
							
							
							There is a mo­ment’s si­lence on both sides.
						
					

					
							Paula
							With up­lif­ted hands as if to strike him. Oh!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Tak­ing her by the wrists. Sit down. Sit down. He puts her in­to a chair; she shakes her­self free with a cry. Now listen to me. Fond as you are, Paula, of hark­ing back to your past, there’s one chapter of it you al­ways let alone. I’ve nev­er asked you to speak of it; you’ve nev­er offered to speak of it. I mean the chapter that relates to the time when you were—like Ellean. She at­tempts to rise; he re­strains her. No, no.
					

					
							Paula
							I don’t choose to talk about that time. I won’t sat­is­fy your curi­os­ity.
					

					
							Au­brey
							My dear Paula, I have no curi­os­ity—I know what you were at Ellean’s age. I’ll tell you. You hadn’t a thought that wasn’t a whole­some one, you hadn’t an im­pulse that didn’t tend to­wards good, you nev­er har­boured a no­tion you couldn’t have gos­siped about to a par­cel of chil­dren. She makes an­oth­er ef­fort to rise: he lays his hand lightly on her shoulder. And this was a very few years back—there are days now when you look like a school­girl—but think of the dif­fer­ence between the two Paulas. You’ll have to think hard, be­cause after a cruel life one’s per­cep­tions grow a thick skin. But, for God’s sake, do think till you get these two im­ages clearly in your mind, and then ask your­self what sort of a friend such a wo­man as you are today would have been for the girl of sev­en or eight years ago.
					

					
							Paula
							Rising. How dare you? I could be al­most as good a friend to Ellean as her own moth­er would have been had she lived. I know what you mean. How dare you?
					

					
							Au­brey
							You say that; very likely you be­lieve it. But you’re blind, Paula; you’re blind. You! Every be­lief that a young, pure-minded girl holds sac­red—that you once held sac­red—you now make a tar­get for a jest, a sneer, a paltry cyn­icism. I tell you, you’re not mis­tress any longer of your thoughts or your tongue. Why, how of­ten, sit­ting between you and Ellean, have I seen her cheeks turn scar­let as you’ve rattled off some tale that be­longs by right to the club or the smoking-room! Have you no­ticed the blush? If you have, has the cause of it ever struck you? And this is the girl you say you love, I ad­mit that you do love, whose love you ex­pect in re­turn! Oh, Paula, I make the best, the only, ex­cuse for you when I tell you you’re blind!
					

					
							Paula
							Ellean—Ellean blushes eas­ily.
					

					
							Au­brey
							You blushed as eas­ily a few years ago.
					

					
							Paula
							After a short pause. Well! Have you fin­ished your ser­mon?
					

					
							Au­brey
							With a ges­ture of des­pair. Oh, Paula!
					

					
							
							
							Go­ing up to the win­dow and stand­ing with his back to the room.
						
					

					
							Paula
							To her­self. A few—years ago! She walks slowly to­wards the door, then sud­denly drops upon the ot­to­man in a par­oxysm of weep­ing. O God! A few years ago!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Go­ing to her. Paula!
					

					
							Paula
							Sob­bing. Oh, don’t touch me!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Paula!
					

					
							Paula
							Oh, go away from me! He goes back a few steps, and after a little while she be­comes calmer and rises un­stead­ily; then in an altered tone. Look here—! He ad­vances a step; she checks him with a quick ges­ture. Look here! Get rid of these people—Ma­bel and her hus­band—as soon as pos­sible! I—I’ve done with them!
					

					
							Au­brey
							In a whis­per. Paula!
					

					
							Paula
							And then—then—when the time comes for Ellean to leave Mrs. Cor­tely­on, give me—give me an­oth­er chance! He ad­vances again, but she shrinks away. No, no!
					

					
							
							
							She goes out by the door on the right. He sinks on to the settee, cov­er­ing his eyes with his hands. There is a brief si­lence, then a Ser­vant enters.
						
					

					
							Ser­vant
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on, sir, with Miss Ellean.
					

					
							
							
							Au­brey rises to meet Mrs. Cor­tely­on, who enters, fol­lowed by Ellean, both be­ing in trav­el­ling dresses. The Ser­vant with­draws.
						
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Shak­ing hands with Au­brey. Oh, my dear Au­brey!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on! Kiss­ing Ellean. Ellean dear!
					

					
							Ellean
							Papa, is all well at home?
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							We’re shock­ingly anxious.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Yes, yes, all’s well. This is quite un­ex­pec­ted. To Mrs. Cor­tely­on. You’ve found Par­is in­suf­fer­ably hot?
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							In­suf­fer­ably hot! Par­is is pleas­ant enough. We’ve had no let­ter from you!
					

					
							Au­brey
							I wrote to Ellean a week ago.
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Without al­lud­ing to the sub­ject I had writ­ten to you upon.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Think­ing. Ah, of course—
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							And since then we’ve both writ­ten and you’ve been ab­so­lutely si­lent. Oh, it’s too bad!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Pick­ing up the let­ters from the table. It isn’t al­to­geth­er my fault. Here are the let­ters—
					

					
							Ellean
							Papa!
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							They’re un­opened.
					

					
							Au­brey
							An ac­ci­dent delayed their reach­ing me till this even­ing. I’m afraid this has up­set you very much.
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Up­set me!
					

					
							Ellean
							In an un­der­tone to Mrs. Cor­tely­on. Nev­er mind. Not now, dear—not to­night.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Eh?
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							To Ellean aloud. Child, run away and take your things off. She doesn’t look as if she’d jour­neyed from Par­is today.
					

					
							Au­brey
							I’ve nev­er seen her with such a col­our.
					

					
							
							
							Tak­ing Ellean’s hands.
						
					

					
							Ellean
							To Au­brey, in a faint voice. Papa, Mrs. Cor­tely­on has been so very, very kind to me, but I—I have come home.
					

					
							
							
							She goes out.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							Come home! To Mrs. Cor­tely­on. Ellean re­turns to us, then?
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							That’s the very point I put to you in my let­ters, and you ob­lige me to travel from Par­is to Wil­lowmere on a warm day to settle it. I think per­haps it’s right that Ellean should be with you just now, al­though I—My dear friend, cir­cum­stances are a little altered.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Alice, you’re in some trouble.
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Well—yes, I am in trouble. You re­mem­ber pretty little Mrs. Brere­ton who was once Car­oline Ar­dale?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Quite well.
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							She’s a wid­ow now, poor thing. She has the en­tresol of the house where we’ve been lodging in the Av­en­ue de Fried­land. Car­oline’s a dear chum of mine; she formed a great lik­ing for Ellean.
					

					
							Au­brey
							I’m very glad.
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Yes, it’s nice for her to meet her moth­er’s friends. Er—that young Hugh Ar­dale the pa­pers were full of some time ago—he’s Car­oline Brere­ton’s broth­er, you know.
					

					
							Au­brey
							No, I didn’t know. What did he do? I for­get.
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Checked one of those hor­rid mu­tinies at some faraway sta­tion in In­dia, marched down with a hand­ful of his men and a few faith­ful nat­ives, and held the place un­til he was re­lieved. They gave him his com­pany and a V.C. for it.
					

					
							Au­brey
							And he’s Mrs. Brere­ton’s broth­er?
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Yes. He’s with his sis­ter—was, rather—in Par­is. He’s home—in­val­ided. Good gra­cious, Au­brey, why don’t you help me out? Can’t you guess what has oc­curred?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Alice!
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Young Ar­dale—Ellean!
					

					
							Au­brey
							An at­tach­ment?
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Yes, Au­brey. After a little pause. Well, I sup­pose I’ve got my­self in­to sad dis­grace. But really I didn’t fore­see any­thing of this kind. A ser­i­ous, re­served child like Ellean, and a boy­ish, high-spir­ited sol­dier—it nev­er struck me as be­ing likely. Au­brey paces to and fro thought­fully. I did all I could dir­ectly Cap­tain Ar­dale spoke—wrote to you at once. Why on earth don’t you re­ceive your let­ters promptly, and when you do get them why can’t you open them? I en­dured the anxi­ety till last night, and then made up my mind—home! Of course, it has wor­ried me ter­ribly. My head’s burst­ing. Are there any salts about? Au­brey fetches a bottle from the cab­in­et and hands it to her. We’ve had one of those hate­ful smooth cross­ings that won’t let you be prop­erly in­dis­posed.
					

					
							Au­brey
							My dear Alice, I as­sure you I’ve no thought of blam­ing you.
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							That state­ment al­ways pre­cedes a quar­rel.
					

					
							Au­brey
							I don’t know wheth­er this is the worst or the best luck. How will my wife re­gard it? Is Cap­tain Ar­dale a good fel­low?
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							My dear Au­brey, you’d bet­ter read up the ac­counts of his won­der­ful hero­ism. Face to face with death for a whole week; al­ways with a smile and a cheer­ing word for the poor help­less souls de­pend­ing on him! Of course, it’s that that has stirred the depths of your child’s nature. I’ve watched her while we’ve been drag­ging the story out of him, and if an­gels look dif­fer­ent from Ellean at that mo­ment, I don’t de­sire to meet any, that’s all!
					

					
							Au­brey
							If you were in my po­s­i­tion—? But you can’t judge.
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Why, if I had a mar­riage­able daugh­ter of my own and Cap­tain Ar­dale pro­posed for her, nat­ur­ally I should cry my eyes out all night—but I should thank Heav­en in the morn­ing.
					

					
							Au­brey
							You be­lieve so thor­oughly in him?
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Do you think I should have only a head­ache at this minute if I didn’t! Look here, you’ve got to see me down the lane; that’s the least you can do, my friend. Come in­to my house for a mo­ment and shake hands with Hugh.
					

					
							Au­brey
							What, is he here?
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							He came through with us, to present him­self form­ally to­mor­row. Where are my gloves? Au­brey fetches them from the ot­to­man. Make my apo­lo­gies to Mrs. Tan­queray, please. She’s well, I hope? Go­ing to­wards the door. I can’t feel sorry she hasn’t seen me in this con­di­tion.
					

					
							
							
							Ellean enters.
						
					

					
							Ellean
							To Mrs. Cor­tely­on. I’ve been wait­ing to wish you good night. I was afraid I’d missed you.
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Good night, Ellean.
					

					
							Ellean
							In a low voice, em­bra­cing Mrs. Cor­tely­on. I can’t thank you. Dear Mrs. Cor­tely­on!
					

					
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on
							Her arms round Ellean, in a whis­per to Au­brey. Speak a word to her.
					

					
							
							
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on goes out.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							To Ellean. Ellean, I’m go­ing to see Mrs. Cor­tely­on home. Tell Paula where I am; ex­plain, dear.
					

					
							
							
							Go­ing to the door.
						
					

					
							Ellean
							Her head droop­ing. Yes. Quickly. Fath­er! You are angry with me—dis­ap­poin­ted?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Angry?—no.
					

					
							Ellean
							Dis­ap­poin­ted?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Smil­ing and go­ing to her and tak­ing her hand. If so, it’s only be­cause you’ve shaken my be­lief in my dis­cern­ment. I thought you took after your poor moth­er a little, Ellean; but there’s a look on your face to­night, dear, that I nev­er saw on hers—nev­er, nev­er.
					

					
							Ellean
							Lean­ing her head on his shoulder. Per­haps I ought not to have gone away?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Hush! You’re quite happy?
					

					
							Ellean
							Yes.
					

					
							Au­brey
							That’s right. Then, as you are quite happy there is some­thing I par­tic­u­larly want you to do for me Ellean.
					

					
							Ellean
							What is that?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Be very gentle with Paula. Will you?
					

					
							Ellean
							You think I have been un­kind.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Kiss­ing her upon the fore­head. Be very gentle with Paula.
					

					
							
							
							He goes out and she stands look­ing after him, then, as she turns thought­fully from the door, a rose is thrown through the win­dow and falls at her feet. She picks up the flower won­der­ingly and goes to the win­dow.
						
					

					
							Ellean
							Start­ing back. Hugh!
					

					
							
							
							Hugh Ar­dale, a hand­some young man of about sev­en-and-twenty, with a boy­ish face and man­ner, ap­pears out­side the win­dow.
						
					

					
							Hugh
							Nelly! Nelly dear!
					

					
							Ellean
							What’s the mat­ter?
					

					
							Hugh
							Hush! Noth­ing. It’s only fun. Laugh­ing. Ha, ha, ha! I’ve found out that Mrs. Cor­tely­on’s mead­ow runs up to your fath­er’s plant­a­tion; I’ve come through a gap in the hedge.
					

					
							Ellean
							Why, Hugh?
					

					
							Hugh
							I’m miser­able at The War­ren; it’s so dif­fer­ent from the Av­en­ue de Fried­land. Don’t look like that! Upon my word I meant just to peep at your home and go back, but I saw fig­ures mov­ing about here, and came near­er, hop­ing to get a glimpse of you. Was that your fath­er?
					

					
							
							
							En­ter­ing the room.
						
					

					
							Ellean
							Yes.
					

					
							Hugh
							Isn’t this fun! A rab­bit ran across my foot while I was hid­ing be­hind that old yew.
					

					
							Ellean
							You must go away; it’s not right for you to be here like this.
					

					
							Hugh
							But it’s only fun, I tell you. You take everything so ser­i­ously. Do wish me good night.
					

					
							Ellean
							We have said good night.
					

					
							Hugh
							In the hall at The War­ren be­fore Mrs. Cor­tely­on and a manser­vant. Oh, it’s so dif­fer­ent from the Av­en­ue de Fried­land!
					

					
							Ellean
							Giv­ing him her hand hast­ily. Good night, Hugh.
					

					
							Hugh
							Is that all? We might be the merest ac­quaint­ances.
					

					
							
							
							He mo­ment­ar­ily em­braces her, but she re­leases her­self.
						
					

					
							Ellean
							It’s when you’re like this that you make me feel ut­terly miser­able. Throw­ing the rose from her an­grily. Oh!
					

					
							Hugh
							I’ve of­fen­ded you now, I sup­pose?
					

					
							Ellean
							Yes.
					

					
							Hugh
							For­give me, Nelly. Come in­to the garden for five minutes; we’ll stroll down to the plant­a­tion.
					

					
							Ellean
							No, no.
					

					
							Hugh
							For two minutes—to tell me you for­give me.
					

					
							Ellean
							I for­give you.
					

					
							Hugh
							Evid­ently. I shan’t sleep a wink to­night after this. What a fool I am! Come down to the plant­a­tion. Make it up with me.
					

					
							Ellean
							There is some­body com­ing in­to this room. Do you wish to be seen here?
					

					
							Hugh
							I shall wait for you be­hind that yew tree. You must speak to me. Nelly!
					

					
							
							
							He dis­ap­pears. Paula enters.
						
					

					
							Paula
							Ellean!
					

					
							Ellean
							You—you are very sur­prised to see me, Paula, of course.
					

					
							Paula
							Why are you here? Why aren’t you with—your friend?
					

					
							Ellean
							I’ve come home—if you’ll have me. We left Par­is this morn­ing; Mrs. Cor­tely­on brought me back. She was here a minute or two ago; papa has just gone with her to The War­ren. He asked me to tell you.
					

					
							Paula
							There are some people stay­ing with us that I’d rather you didn’t meet. It was hardly worth your while to re­turn for a few hours.
					

					
							Ellean
							A few hours?
					

					
							Paula
							Well, when do you go to Lon­don?
					

					
							Ellean
							I don’t think I go to Lon­don, after all.
					

					
							Paula
							Eagerly. You—you’ve quar­relled with her?
					

					
							Ellean
							No, no, no, not that; but—Paula! In an altered tone. Paula.
					

					
							Paula
							Startled. Eh? Ellean goes de­lib­er­ately to Paula and kisses her. Ellean!
					

					
							Ellean
							Kiss me.
					

					
							Paula
							What—what’s come to you?
					

					
							Ellean
							I want to be­have dif­fer­ently to you in the fu­ture. Is it too late?
					

					
							Paula
							Too—late! Im­puls­ively kiss­ing Ellean and cry­ing. No—no—no! No—no!
					

					
							Ellean
							Paula, don’t cry.
					

					
							Paula
							Wip­ing her eyes. I’m a little shaky; I haven’t been sleep­ing. It’s all right—talk to me.
					

					
							Ellean
							There is some­thing I want to tell you—
					

					
							Paula
							Is there—is there?
					

					
							
							
							They sit to­geth­er on the ot­to­man, Paula tak­ing Ellean’s hand.
						
					

					
							Ellean
							Paula, in our house in the Av­en­ue de Fried­land, on the floor be­low us, there was a Mrs. Brere­ton. She used to be a friend of my moth­er’s. Mrs. Cor­tely­on and I spent a great deal of our time with her.
					

					
							Paula
							Sus­pi­ciously. Oh! Let­ting Ellean’s hand fall. Is this lady go­ing to take you up in place of Mrs. Cor­tely­on?
					

					
							Ellean
							No, no. Her broth­er is stay­ing with her—was stay­ing with her. Her broth­er—
					

					
							
							
							Break­ing off in con­fu­sion.
						
					

					
							Paula
							Well?
					

					
							Ellean
							Al­most in­aud­ibly. Paula—
					

					
							
							
							She rises and walks away, Paula fol­low­ing her.
						
					

					
							Paula
							Ellean! Tak­ing hold of her. You’re not in love!
					

					
							
							
							Ellean looks at Paula ap­peal­ingly.
						
					

					
							Paula
							Oh! You in love! You! Oh, this is why you’ve come home! Of course, you can make friends with me now! You’ll leave us for good soon, I sup­pose; so it doesn’t much mat­ter be­ing civil to me for a little while!
					

					
							Ellean
							Oh, Paula!
					

					
							Paula
							Why, how you have de­ceived us—all of us! We’ve taken you for a cold-blooded little saint. The fools you’ve made of us! Saint Ellean! Saint Ellean!
					

					
							Ellean
							Ah, I might have known you’d only mock me!
					

					
							Paula
							Her tone chan­ging. Eh?
					

					
							Ellean
							I—I can’t talk to you. Sit­ting on the settee. You do noth­ing else but mock and sneer, noth­ing else.
					

					
							Paula
							Ellean dear! Ellean! I didn’t mean it. I’m so hor­ribly jeal­ous, it’s a sort of curse on me. Kneel­ing be­side Ellean and em­bra­cing her. My tongue runs away with me. I’m go­ing to al­ter, I swear I am. I’ve made some good res­ol­u­tions, and, as God’s above me, I’ll keep them! If you are in love, if you do ever marry, that’s no reas­on why we shouldn’t be fond of each oth­er. Come, you’ve kissed me of your own ac­cord—you can’t take it back. Now we’re friends again, aren’t we? Ellean dear! I want to know everything, everything. Ellean dear, Ellean!
					

					
							Ellean
							Paula, Hugh has done some­thing that makes me very angry. He came with us from Par­is today, to see papa. He is stay­ing with Mrs. Cor­tely­on and—I ought to tell you—
					

					
							Paula
							Yes, yes. What?
					

					
							Ellean
							He has found his way by The War­ren mead­ow through the plant­a­tion up to this house. He is wait­ing to bid me good night. Glan­cing to­wards the garden. He is—out there.
					

					
							Paula
							Oh!
					

					
							Ellean
							What shall I do?
					

					
							Paula
							Bring him in to see me! Will you?
					

					
							Ellean
							No, no.
					

					
							Paula
							But I’m dy­ing to know him. Oh, yes, you must. I shall meet him be­fore Au­brey does. Ex­citedly run­ning her hands over her hair. I’m so glad. Ellean goes out by the win­dow. The mir­ror—mir­ror. What a fright I must look! Not find­ing the hand-glass on the table, she jumps on to the settee, and sur­veys her­self in the mir­ror over the man­tel­piece, then sits quietly down and waits. Ellean! Just fancy! Ellean!
					

					
							
							
							After a pause Ellean enters by the win­dow with Hugh.
						
					

					
							Ellean
							Paula, this is Cap­tain Ar­dale—Mrs. Tan­queray.
					

					
							
							
							Paula ris­en and turns, and she and Hugh stand star­ing blankly at each oth­er for a mo­ment or two; then Paula ad­vances and gives him her hand.
						
					

					
							Paula
							In a strange voice, but calmly. How do you do?
					

					
							Hugh
							How do you do?
					

					
							Paula
							To Ellean. Mr. Ar­dale and I have met in Lon­don, Ellean. Er—Cap­tain Ar­dale, now?
					

					
							Hugh
							Yes.
					

					
							Ellean
							In Lon­don?
					

					
							Paula
							They say the world’s very small, don’t they?
					

					
							Hugh
							Yes.
					

					
							Paula
							Ellean, dear, I want to have a little talk about you to Mr. Ar­dale—Cap­tain Ar­dale—alone. Put­ting her arms round Ellean, and lead­ing her to the door. Come back in a little while. Ellean nods to Paula with a smile and goes out, while Paula stands watch­ing her at the open door. In a little while—in a little—Clos­ing the door and then tak­ing a seat fa­cing Hugh. Be quick! Mr. Tan­queray has only gone down to The War­ren with Mrs. Cor­tely­on. What is to be done?
					

					
							Hugh
							Blankly. Done?
					

					
							Paula
							Done—done. Some­thing must be done.
					

					
							Hugh
							I un­der­stood that Mr. Tan­queray had mar­ried a Mrs.—Mrs.—
					

					
							Paula
							Jar­man?
					

					
							Hugh
							Yes.
					

					
							Paula
							I’d been go­ing by that name. You didn’t fol­low my do­ings after we sep­ar­ated.
					

					
							Hugh
							No.
					

					
							Paula
							Sneer­ingly. No.
					

					
							Hugh
							I went out to In­dia.
					

					
							Paula
							What’s to be done?
					

					
							Hugh
							Damn this chance!
					

					
							Paula
							Oh, my God!
					

					
							Hugh
							Your hus­band doesn’t know, does he?
					

					
							Paula
							That you and I—?
					

					
							Hugh
							Yes.
					

					
							Paula
							No. He knows about oth­ers.
					

					
							Hugh
							Not about me. How long were we—?
					

					
							Paula
							I don’t re­mem­ber, ex­actly.
					

					
							Hugh
							Do you—do you think it mat­ters?
					

					
							Paula
							His—his daugh­ter. With a muttered ex­clam­a­tion he turns away and sits with his head in his hands. What’s to be done?
					

					
							Hugh
							I wish I could think.
					

					
							Paula
							Oh! Oh! What happened to that flat of ours in Eth­el­bert Street?
					

					
							Hugh
							I let it.
					

					
							Paula
							All that pretty fur­niture?
					

					
							Hugh
							Sold it.
					

					
							Paula
							I came across the key of the es­critoire the oth­er day in an old purse! Sud­denly real­ising the hor­ror and hope­less­ness of her po­s­i­tion, and start­ing to her feet with an hys­ter­ic­al cry of rage. What am I maun­der­ing about?
					

					
							Hugh
							For God’s sake, be quiet! Do let me think.
					

					
							Paula
							This will send me mad! Sud­denly turn­ing and stand­ing over him. You—you beast, to crop up in my life again like this!
					

					
							Hugh
							I al­ways treated you fairly.
					

					
							Paula
							Weakly. Oh! I beg your par­don—I know you did—I—
					

					
							
							
							She sinks on to the settee, cry­ing hys­ter­ic­ally.
						
					

					
							Hugh
							Hush!
					

					
							Paula
							She kissed me to­night! I’d won her over! I’ve had such a fight to make her love me! And now—just as she’s be­gin­ning to love me, to bring this on her!
					

					
							Hugh
							Hush, hush! Don’t break down!
					

					
							Paula
							Sob­bing. You don’t know! I—I haven’t been get­ting on well in my mar­riage. It’s been my fault. The life I used to lead spoilt me com­pletely. But I’d made up my mind to turn over a new life from to­night. From to­night!
					

					
							Hugh
							Paula—
					

					
							Paula
							Don’t you call me that!
					

					
							Hugh
							Mrs. Tan­queray, there is no cause for you to des­pair in this way. It’s all right, I tell you—it shall be all right.
					

					
							Paula
							Shiv­er­ing. What are we to do?
					

					
							Hugh
							Hold our tongues.
					

					
							Paula
							Eh?
					

					
							
							
							Star­ing va­cantly.
						
					

					
							Hugh
							The chances are a hun­dred to one against any­one ever turn­ing up who knew us when we were to­geth­er. Be­sides, no one would be such a brute as to split on us. If any­body did do such a thing we should have to lie! What are we up­set­ting ourselves like this for, when we’ve simply got to hold our tongues?
					

					
							Paula
							You’re as mad as I am!
					

					
							Hugh
							Can you think of a bet­ter plan?
					

					
							Paula
							There’s only one plan pos­sible—let’s come to our senses!—Mr. Tan­queray must be told.
					

					
							Hugh
							Your hus­band! What, and I lose Ellean! I lose Ellean!
					

					
							Paula
							You’ve got to lose her.
					

					
							Hugh
							I won’t lose her! I can’t lose her!
					

					
							Paula
							Didn’t I read of your do­ing any num­ber of brave things in In­dia? Why, you seem to be an aw­ful cow­ard!
					

					
							Hugh
							That’s an­oth­er sort of pluck al­to­geth­er; I haven’t this sort of pluck.
					

					
							Paula
							Oh, I don’t ask you to tell Mr. Tan­queray. That’s my job.
					

					
							Hugh
							Stand­ing over her. You—you—you’d bet­ter! You—!
					

					
							Paula
							Rising. Don’t bully me! I in­tend to.
					

					
							Hugh
							Tak­ing hold of her; she wrenches her­self free. Look here, Paula! I nev­er treated you badly—you’ve owned it. Why should you want to pay me out like this? You don’t know how I love Ellean!
					

					
							Paula
							Yes, that’s just what I do know.
					

					
							Hugh
							I say you don’t! She’s as good as my own moth­er. I’ve been down­right hon­est with her too. I told her, in Par­is, that I’d been a bit wild at one time, and, after a damned wretched day, she prom­ised to for­give me be­cause of what I’d done since in In­dia. She’s be­haved like an an­gel to me! Surely I oughtn’t to lose her, after all, just be­cause I’ve been like oth­er fel­lows! No; I haven’t been half as rack­ety as a hun­dred men we could think of. Paula, don’t pay me out for noth­ing; be fair to me, there’s a good girl—be fair to me!
					

					
							Paula
							Oh, I’m not con­sid­er­ing you at all! I ad­vise you not to stay here any longer; Mr. Tan­queray is sure to be back soon.
					

					
							Hugh
							Tak­ing up his hat. What’s the un­der­stand­ing between us then? What have we ar­ranged to do?
					

					
							Paula
							I don’t know what you’re go­ing to do; I’ve got to tell Mr. Tan­queray.
					

					
							Hugh
							By God, you shall do noth­ing of the sort!
					

					
							
							
							Ap­proach­ing her fiercely.
						
					

					
							Paula
							You shock­ing cow­ard!
					

					
							Hugh
							If you dare! Go­ing up to the win­dow. Mind! If you dare!
					

					
							Paula
							Fol­low­ing him. Why, what would you do?
					

					
							Hugh
							After a short pause, sul­lenly. Noth­ing. I’d shoot my­self—that’s noth­ing. Good night.
					

					
							Paula
							Good night.
					

					
							
							
							He dis­ap­pears. She walks un­stead­ily to the ot­to­man, and sits; and as she does so her hand falls upon the little sil­ver mir­ror, which she takes up, star­ing at her own re­flec­tion.
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			The Draw­ing room at “Higher­coombe,” the same even­ing.

			
				
					
							
							Paula is still seated on the ot­to­man, look­ing va­cantly be­fore her, with the little mir­ror in her hand. Lady Or­reyed enters.
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							There you are! You nev­er came in­to the bil­liard room. Isn’t it mad­den­ing—Cay­ley Drummle gives me sixty out of a hun­dred and beats me. I must be out of form, be­cause I know I play re­mark­ably well for a lady. Only last month—Paula rises. Whatever is the mat­ter with you, old girl?
					

					
							Paula
							Why?
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							Star­ing. It’s the light, I sup­pose. Paula re­places the mir­ror on the table. By Au­brey’s bolt­ing from the bil­liard table in that fash­ion I thought per­haps—
					

					
							Paula
							Yes; it’s all right.
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							You’ve patched it up? Paula nods. Oh, I am jolly glad—! I mean—
					

					
							Paula
							Yes, I know what you mean. Thanks, Ma­bel.
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							Kiss­ing Paula. Now take my ad­vice; for the fu­ture—
					

					
							Paula
							Ma­bel, if I’ve been dis­agree­able to you while you’ve been stay­ing here, I—I beg your par­don.
					

					
							
							
							Walk­ing away and sit­ting down.
						
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							You dis­agree­able, my dear? I haven’t no­ticed it. Dodo and me both con­sider you make a first-class host­ess, but then you’ve had such prac­tice, haven’t you? Drop­ping on to the ot­to­man and gap­ing. Oh, talk about be­ing sleepy—!
					

					
							Paula
							Why don’t you—!
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							Why, dear, I must hang about for Dodo. You may as well know it; he’s in one of his moods.
					

					
							Paula
							Un­der her breath. Oh—!
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							Now, it’s not his fault; it was deadly dull for him while we were play­ing bil­liards. Cay­ley Drummle did ask him to mark, but I stopped that; it’s so easy to make a gen­tle­man look like a bil­liard-mark­er. This is just how it al­ways is; if poor old Dodo has noth­ing to do, he loses count, as you may say.
					

					
							Paula
							Hark!
					

					
							
							
							Sir George Or­reyed enters, walk­ing slowly and de­lib­er­ately; he looks pale and wa­tery-eyed.
						
					

					
							Sir George
							With mourn­ful in­dis­tinct­ness. I’m ’fraid we’ve lef’ you a grea’ deal to your­self to­night, Mrs. Tan­queray. At­tra’tions of bil­liards. I apol’gise. I say, where’s ol’ Au­brey?
					

					
							Paula
							My hus­band has been ob­liged to go out to a neigh­bour’s house.
					

					
							Sir George
							I want his ad­vice on a rather press­ing mat­ter con­nec­ted with my fam­ily—my fam­ily. Sit­ting. To­mor­row will do just as well.
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							To Paula. This is the mood I hate so—driv­el­ling about his pre­cious fam­ily.
					

					
							Sir George
							The fact is, Mrs. Tan­queray, I am not easy in my min’ ’bout the way I am treat­in’ my poor ol’ moth­er.
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							To Paula. Do you hear that? That’s his moth­er, but my moth­er he won’t so much as look at!
					

					
							Sir George
							I shall write to Bruton Street firs’ thing in the morn­ing.
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							To Paula. Mamma has stuck to me through everything—well, you know!
					

					
							Sir George
							I’ll get ol’ Au­brey to fig­ure out a let­ter. I’ll drop line to Uncle Fitz too—doo­ced shame of the ol’ feller to chuck me over in this man­ner. Wip­ing his eyes. All my fam­ily have chucked me over.
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							Rising. Dodo!
					

					
							Sir George
							Jus’ be­cause I’ve mar­ried be­neath me, to be chucked over! Aunt Ly­dia, the Gen­er­al, Hooky Whit­grave, Lady Sug­nall—my own dear sis­ter!—all turn their backs on me. It’s more than I can stan’!
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							Ap­proach­ing him with dig­nity. Sir George, wish Mrs. Tan­queray good night at once and come up­stairs. Do you hear me?
					

					
							Sir George
							Rising an­grily. Wha’—
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							Be quiet!
					

					
							Sir George
							You presoom to or­der me about!
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							You’re mak­ing an ex­hib­i­tion of your­self!
					

					
							Sir George
							Look ’ere—!
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							Come along, I tell you!
					

					
							
							
							He hes­it­ates, ut­ters a few in­ar­tic­u­late sounds, then snatches up a fra­gile or­na­ment from the table, and is about to dash it on to the ground. Lady Or­reyed re­treats, and Paula goes to him.
						
					

					
							Paula
							George!
					

					
							
							
							He re­places the or­na­ment.
						
					

					
							Sir George
							Shak­ing Paula’s hand. Good ni’, Mrs. Tan­queray.
					

					
							Lady Or­reyed
							To Paula. Good night, darling. Wish Au­brey good night for me. Now, Dodo?
					

					
							
							
							She goes out.
						
					

					
							Sir George
							To Paula. I say, are you goin’ to sit up for ol’ Au­brey?
					

					
							Paula
							Yes.
					

					
							Sir George
							Shall I keep you comp’ny?
					

					
							Paula
							No, thank you, George.
					

					
							Sir George
							Sure?
					

					
							Paula
							Yes, sure.
					

					
							Sir George
							Shak­ing hands. Good night again.
					

					
							Paula
							Good night.
					

					
							
							
							She turns away. He goes out, steady­ing him­self care­fully. Drummle ap­pears out­side the win­dow, smoking.
						
					

					
							Drummle
							Look­ing in­to the room, and see­ing Paula. My last ci­gar. Where’s Au­brey?
					

					
							Paula
							Gone down to The War­ren, to see Mrs. Cor­tely­on home.
					

					
							Drummle
							En­ter­ing the room. Eh? Did you say Mrs. Cor­tely­on?
					

					
							Paula
							Yes. She has brought Ellean back.
					

					
							Drummle
							Bless my soul! Why?
					

					
							Paula
							I—I’m too tired to tell you, Cay­ley. If you stroll along the lane you’ll meet Au­brey. Get the news from him.
					

					
							Drummle
							Go­ing up to the win­dow. Yes, yes. Re­turn­ing to Paula. I don’t want to both­er you, only—the anxious old wo­man, you know. Are you and Au­brey—?
					

					
							Paula
							Good friends again?
					

					
							Drummle
							Nod­ding. Um.
					

					
							Paula
							Giv­ing him her hand. Quite, Cay­ley, quite.
					

					
							Drummle
							Re­tain­ing her hand. That’s cap­it­al. As I’m off so early to­mor­row morn­ing, let me say now—thank you for your hos­pit­al­ity.
					

					
							
							
							He bends over her hand gal­lantly, then goes out by the win­dow.
						
					

					
							Paula
							To her­self. “Are you and Au­brey—?” “Good friends again?” “Yes.” “Quite, Cay­ley, quite.”
					

					
							
							
							There is a brief pause, then Au­brey enters hur­riedly, wear­ing a light over­coat and car­ry­ing a cap.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							Paula dear! Have you seen Ellean?
					

					
							Paula
							I found her here when I came down.
					

					
							Au­brey
							She—she’s told you?
					

					
							Paula
							Yes, Au­brey.
					

					
							Au­brey
							It’s ex­traordin­ary, isn’t it! Not that some­body should fall in love with Ellean or that Ellean her­self should fall in love. All that’s nat­ur­al enough and was bound to hap­pen, I sup­pose, soon­er or later. But this young fel­low! You know his his­tory?
					

					
							Paula
							His his­tory?
					

					
							Au­brey
							You re­mem­ber the pa­pers were full of his name a few months ago?
					

					
							Paula
							Oh, yes.
					

					
							Au­brey
							The man’s as brave as a li­on, there’s no doubt about that; and, at the same time, he’s like a big good-natured school­boy, Mrs. Cor­tely­on says. Have you ever pic­tured the kind of man Ellean would marry some day?
					

					
							Paula
							I can’t say that I have.
					

					
							Au­brey
							A grave, sed­ate fel­low I’ve thought about—hah! She has fallen in love with the way in which Ar­dale prac­tic­ally laid down his life to save those poor people shut up in the Res­id­ency. Tak­ing off his coat. Well, I sup­pose if a man can do that sort of thing, one ought to be con­tent. And yet—Throw­ing his coat on the settee. I should have met him to­night, but he’d gone out. Paula dear, tell me how you look upon this busi­ness.
					

					
							Paula
							Yes, I will—I must. To be­gin with, I—I’ve seen Mr. Ar­dale.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Cap­tain Ar­dale?
					

					
							Paula
							Cap­tain Ar­dale.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Seen him?
					

					
							Paula
							While you were away he came up here, through our grounds, to try to get a word with Ellean. I made her fetch him in and present him to me.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Frown­ing. Doesn’t Cap­tain Ar­dale know there’s a lodge and a front door to this place? Nev­er mind! What is your im­pres­sion of him?
					

					
							Paula
							Au­brey, do you re­col­lect my bring­ing you a let­ter—a let­ter giv­ing you an ac­count of my­self—to the Al­bany late one night—the night be­fore we got mar­ried?
					

					
							Au­brey
							A let­ter?
					

					
							Paula
							You burnt it; don’t you know?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Yes; I know.
					

					
							Paula
							His name was in that let­ter.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Go­ing back from her slowly, and star­ing at her. I don’t un­der­stand.
					

					
							Paula
							Well—Ar­dale and I once kept house to­geth­er. He re­mains si­lent, not mov­ing. Why don’t you strike me? Hit me in the face—I’d rather you did! Hurt me! hurt me!
					

					
							Au­brey
							After a pause. What did you—and this man—say to each oth­er—just now?
					

					
							Paula
							I—hardly—know.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Think!
					

					
							Paula
							The end of it all was that I—I told him I must in­form you of—what had happened … he didn’t want me to do that … I de­clared that I would … he dared me to. Break­ing down. Let me alone!—oh!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Where was my daugh­ter while this went on?
					

					
							Paula
							I—I had sent her out of the room … that is all right.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Yes, yes—yes, yes.
					

					
							
							
							He turns his head to­wards the door.
						
					

					
							Paula
							Who’s that?
					

					
							
							
							A Ser­vant enters with a let­ter.
						
					

					
							Ser­vant
							The coach­man has just run up with this from The War­ren, sir. Au­brey takes the let­ter. It’s for Mrs. Tan­queray, sir; there’s no an­swer.
					

					
							
							
							The Ser­vant with­draws. Au­brey goes to Paula and drops the let­ter in­to her lap; she opens it with un­cer­tain hands.
						
					

					
							Paula
							Read­ing it to her­self. It’s from—him. He’s go­ing away—or gone—I think. Rising in a weak way. What does it say? I nev­er could make out his writ­ing.
					

					
							
							
							She gives the let­ter to Au­brey and stands near him, look­ing at the let­ter over his shoulder as he reads.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							Read­ing. “I shall be in Par­is by to­mor­row even­ing. Shall wait there, at Meur­ice’s, for a week, ready to re­ceive any com­mu­nic­a­tion you or your hus­band may ad­dress to me. Please in­vent some ex­plan­a­tion to Ellean. Mrs. Tan­queray, for God’s sake, do what you can for me.”
					

					
							
							
							Paula and Au­brey speak in low voices, both still look­ing at the let­ter.
						
					

					
							Paula
							Has he left The War­ren, I won­der, already?
					

					
							Au­brey
							That doesn’t mat­ter.
					

					
							Paula
							No, but I can pic­ture him go­ing quietly off. Very likely he’s walk­ing on to Bridge­ford or Cot­ter­ing to­night, to get the first train in the morn­ing. A pleas­ant stroll for him.
					

					
							Au­brey
							We’ll reck­on he’s gone, that’s enough.
					

					
							Paula
							That isn’t to be answered in any way?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Si­lence will an­swer that.
					

					
							Paula
							He’ll soon re­cov­er his spir­its, I know.
					

					
							Au­brey
							You know. Of­fer­ing her the let­ter. You don’t want this, I sup­pose?
					

					
							Paula
							No.
					

					
							Au­brey
							It’s done with—done with.
					

					
							
							
							He tears the let­ter in­to small pieces. She has dropped the en­vel­ope; she searches for it, finds it, and gives it to him.
						
					

					
							Paula
							Here!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Look­ing at the rem­nants of the let­ter. This is no good; I must burn it.
					

					
							Paula
							Burn it in your room.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Yes.
					

					
							Paula
							Put it in your pock­et for now.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Yes.
					

					
							
							
							He does so. Ellean enters and they both turn, guiltily, and stare at her.
						
					

					
							Ellean
							After a short si­lence, won­der­ingly. Papa—
					

					
							Au­brey
							What do you want, Ellean?
					

					
							Ellean
							I heard from Wil­lis that you had come in; I only want to wish you good night. Paula steals away, without look­ing back. What’s the mat­ter? Ah! Of course, Paula has told you about Cap­tain Ar­dale?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Well?
					

					
							Ellean
							Have you and he met?
					

					
							Au­brey
							No.
					

					
							Ellean
							You are angry with him; so was I. But to­mor­row when he calls and ex­presses his re­gret—to­mor­row—
					

					
							Au­brey
							Ellean—Ellean!
					

					
							Ellean
							Yes, papa?
					

					
							Au­brey
							I—I can’t let you see this man again. He walks away from her in a par­oxysm of dis­tress, then, after a mo­ment or two, he re­turns to her and takes her to his arms. Ellean! my child!
					

					
							Ellean
							Re­leas­ing her­self. What has happened, papa? What is it?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Think­ing out his words de­lib­er­ately. Some­thing has oc­curred, some­thing has come to my know­ledge, in re­la­tion to Cap­tain Ar­dale, which puts any fur­ther ac­quaint­ance­ship between you two out of the ques­tion.
					

					
							Ellean
							Any fur­ther ac­quaint­ance­ship … out of the ques­tion?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Yes.
					

					
							
							
							Ad­van­cing to her quickly, but she shrinks from him.
						
					

					
							Ellean
							No, no—I am quite well. After a short pause. It’s not an hour ago since Mrs. Cor­tely­on left you and me to­geth­er here; you had noth­ing to urge against Cap­tain Ar­dale then.
					

					
							Au­brey
							No.
					

					
							Ellean
							You don’t know each oth­er; you haven’t even seen him this even­ing. Fath­er!
					

					
							Au­brey
							I have told you he and I have not met.
					

					
							Ellean
							Mrs. Cor­tely­on couldn’t have spoken against him to you just now. No, no, no; she’s too good a friend to both of us. Aren’t you go­ing to give me some ex­plan­a­tion? You can’t take this po­s­i­tion to­wards me—to­wards Cap­tain Ar­dale—without af­ford­ing me the fullest ex­plan­a­tion.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Ellean, there are cir­cum­stances con­nec­ted with Cap­tain Ar­dale’s ca­reer which you had bet­ter re­main ig­nor­ant of. It must be suf­fi­cient for you that I con­sider these cir­cum­stances render him un­fit to be your hus­band.
					

					
							Ellean
							Fath­er!
					

					
							Au­brey
							You must trust me, Ellean; you must try to un­der­stand the depth of my love for you and the—the agony it gives me to hurt you. You must trust me.
					

					
							Ellean
							I will, fath­er; but you must trust me a little too. Cir­cum­stances con­nec­ted with Cap­tain Ar­dale’s ca­reer?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Yes.
					

					
							Ellean
							When he presents him­self here to­mor­row of course you will see him and let him de­fend him­self?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Cap­tain Ar­dale will not be here to­mor­row.
					

					
							Ellean
							Not! You have stopped his com­ing here?
					

					
							Au­brey
							In­dir­ectly—yes.
					

					
							Ellean
							But just now he was talk­ing to me at that win­dow! Noth­ing had taken place then! And since then noth­ing can have—! Oh! Why—you have heard some­thing against him from Paula.
					

					
							Au­brey
							From—Paula!
					

					
							Ellean
							She knows him.
					

					
							Au­brey
							She has told you so?
					

					
							Ellean
							When I in­tro­duced Cap­tain Ar­dale to her she said she had met him in Lon­don. Of course! It is Paula who has done this!
					

					
							Au­brey
							In a hard voice. I—I hope you—you’ll re­frain from rush­ing at con­clu­sions. There’s noth­ing to be gained by try­ing to avoid the main point, which is that you must drive Cap­tain Ar­dale out of your thoughts. Un­der­stand that! You’re able to ob­tain com­fort from your re­li­gion, aren’t you? I’m glad to think that’s so. I talk to you in a harsh way, Ellean, but I feel your pain al­most as acutely as you do. Go­ing to the door. I—I can’t say any­thing more to you to­night.
					

					
							Ellean
							Fath­er! He pauses at the door. Fath­er, I’m ob­liged to ask you this; there’s no help for it—I’ve no moth­er to go to. Does what you have heard about Cap­tain Ar­dale con­cern the time when he led a wild, a dis­sol­ute life in Lon­don?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Re­turn­ing to her slowly and star­ing at her. Ex­plain your­self!
					

					
							Ellean
							He has been quite hon­est with me. One day—in Par­is—he con­fessed to me—what a man’s life is—what his life had been.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Un­der his breath. Oh!
					

					
							Ellean
							He offered to go away, not to ap­proach me again.
					

					
							Au­brey
							And you—you ac­cep­ted his view of what a man’s life is!
					

					
							Ellean
							As far as I could for­give him, I for­gave him.
					

					
							Au­brey
							With a groan. Why, when was it you left us? It hasn’t taken you long to get your robe “just a little dusty at the hem!”
					

					
							Ellean
							What do you mean?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Hah! A few weeks ago my one great de­sire was to keep you ig­nor­ant of evil.
					

					
							Ellean
							Fath­er, it is im­possible to be ig­nor­ant of evil. In­stinct, com­mon in­stinct, teaches us what is good and bad. Surely I am none the worse for know­ing what is wicked and de­test­ing it!
					

					
							Au­brey
							De­test­ing it! Why, you love this fel­low!
					

					
							Ellean
							Ah, you don’t un­der­stand! I have simply judged Cap­tain Ar­dale as we all pray to be judged. I have lived in ima­gin­a­tion through that one week in In­dia when he de­lib­er­ately offered his life back to God to save those wretched, des­per­ate people. In his whole ca­reer I see now noth­ing but that one week; those few hours bring him near­er the Saints, I be­lieve, than fifty un­event­ful years of mere blame­less­ness would have done! And so, fath­er, if Paula has re­por­ted any­thing to Cap­tain Ar­dale’s dis­cred­it—
					

					
							Au­brey
							Paula—!
					

					
							Ellean
							It must be Paula; it can’t be any­body else.
					

					
							Au­brey
							You—you’ll please keep Paula out of the ques­tion. Fi­nally, Ellean, un­der­stand me—I have made up my mind.
					

					
							
							
							Again go­ing to the door.
						
					

					
							Ellean
							But wait—listen! I have made up my mind also.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Ah! I re­cog­nise your moth­er in you now!
					

					
							Ellean
							You need not speak against my moth­er be­cause you are angry with me!
					

					
							Au­brey
							I—I hardly know what I’m say­ing to you. In the morn­ing—in the morn­ing—
					

					
							
							
							He goes out. She re­mains stand­ing, and turns her head to listen. Then, after a mo­ment’s hes­it­a­tion she goes softly to the win­dow, and looks out un­der the ver­andah.
						
					

					
							Ellean
							In a whis­per. Paula! Paula!
					

					
							
							
							Paula ap­pears out­side the win­dow and steps in­to the room; her face is white and drawn, her hair is a little dis­ordered.
						
					

					
							Paula
							Husk­ily. Well?
					

					
							Ellean
							Have you been un­der the ver­andah all the while—listen­ing?
					

					
							Paula
							N—no.
					

					
							Ellean
							You have over­heard us—I see you have. And it is you who have been speak­ing to my fath­er against Cap­tain Ar­dale. Isn’t it? Paula, why don’t you own it or deny it?
					

					
							Paula
							Oh, I—I don’t mind own­ing it; why should I?
					

					
							Ellean
							Ah! You seem to have been very, very eager to tell your tale.
					

					
							Paula
							No, I wasn’t eager, Ellean. I’d have giv­en some­thing not to have had to do it. I wasn’t eager.
					

					
							Ellean
							Not! Oh, I think you might safely have spared us all for a little while.
					

					
							Paula
							But, Ellean, you for­get I—I am your step­moth­er. It was my—my duty—to tell your fath­er what I—what I knew—
					

					
							Ellean
							What you knew! Why, after all, what can you know! You can only speak from gos­sip, re­port, hearsay! How is it pos­sible that you—! She stops ab­ruptly. The two wo­men stand star­ing at each oth­er for a mo­ment; then Ellean backs away from Paula slowly. Paula!
					

					
							Paula
							What—what’s the mat­ter?
					

					
							Ellean
							You—you knew Cap­tain Ar­dale in Lon­don!
					

					
							Paula
							Why—what do you mean?
					

					
							Ellean
							Oh!
					

					
							
							
							She makes for the door, but Paula catches her by the wrist.
						
					

					
							Paula
							You shall tell me what you mean!
					

					
							Ellean
							Ah! Sud­denly look­ing fix­edly in Paula’s face. You know what I mean.
					

					
							Paula
							You ac­cuse me!
					

					
							Ellean
							It’s in your face!
					

					
							Paula
							Hoarsely. You—you think I’m—that sort of creature, do you?
					

					
							Ellean
							Let me go!
					

					
							Paula
							An­swer me! You’ve al­ways hated me! Shak­ing her. Out with it!
					

					
							Ellean
							You hurt me!
					

					
							Paula
							You’ve al­ways hated me! You shall an­swer me!
					

					
							Ellean
							Well, then, I have al­ways—al­ways—
					

					
							Paula
							What?
					

					
							Ellean
							I have al­ways known what you were!
					

					
							Paula
							Ah! Who—who told you?
					

					
							Ellean
							Nobody but your­self. From the first mo­ment I saw you I knew you were al­to­geth­er un­like the good wo­men I’d left; dir­ectly I saw you I knew what my fath­er had done. You’ve wondered why I’ve turned from you! There—that’s the reas­on! Oh, but this is a hor­rible way for the truth to come home to every­one! Oh!
					

					
							Paula
							It’s a lie! It’s all a lie! For­cing Ellean down upon her knees. You shall beg my par­don for it. Ellean ut­ters a loud shriek of ter­ror. Ellean, I’m a good wo­man! I swear I am! I’ve al­ways been a good wo­man! You dare to say I’ve ever been any­thing else! It’s a lie!
					

					
							
							
							Throw­ing her off vi­ol­ently.
						
					

					
							
							
							Au­brey re-enters.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							Paula! Paula stag­gers back as Au­brey ad­vances. Rais­ing Ellean. What’s this? What’s this?
					

					
							Ellean
							Faintly. Noth­ing. It—it’s my fault. Fath­er, I—I don’t wish to see Cap­tain Ar­dale again.
					

					
							
							
							She goes out, Au­brey slowly fol­low­ing her to the door.
						
					

					
							Paula
							Au­brey, she—she guesses.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Guesses?
					

					
							Paula
							About me—and Ar­dale.
					

					
							Au­brey
							About you—and Ar­dale?
					

					
							Paula
							She says she sus­pec­ted my char­ac­ter from the be­gin­ning … that’s why she’s al­ways kept me at a dis­tance … and now she sees through—
					

					
							
							
							She fal­ters; he helps her to the ot­to­man, where she sits.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							Bend­ing over her. Paula, you must have said some­thing—ad­mit­ted some­thing—
					

					
							Paula
							I don’t think so. It—it’s in my face.
					

					
							Au­brey
							What?
					

					
							Paula
							She tells me so. She’s right! I’m tain­ted through and through; any­body can see it, any­body can find it out. You said much the same to me to­night.
					

					
							Au­brey
							If she has got this idea in­to her head we must drive it out, that’s all. We must take steps to—What shall we do? We had bet­ter—bet­ter—What—what?
					

					
							
							
							Sit­ting and star­ing be­fore him.
						
					

					
							Paula
							Ellean! So meek, so de­mure! You’ve of­ten said she re­minded you of her moth­er. Yes, I know now what your first mar­riage was like.
					

					
							Au­brey
							We must drive this idea out of her head. We’ll do some­thing. What shall we do?
					

					
							Paula
							She’s a reg­u­lar wo­man too. She could for­give him eas­ily enough—but me! That’s just a wo­man!
					

					
							Au­brey
							What can we do?
					

					
							Paula
							Why, noth­ing! She’d have no dif­fi­culty in fol­low­ing up her sus­pi­cions. Sus­pi­cions! You should have seen how she looked at me! He bur­ies his head in his hands. There is si­lence for a time, then she rises slowly, and goes and sits be­side him. Au­brey!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Yes.
					

					
							Paula
							I’m very sorry.
					

					
							
							
							Without meet­ing her eyes, he lays his hand on her arm for a mo­ment.
						
					

					
							Au­brey
							Well, we must look things straight in the face. Glan­cing round. At any rate, we’ve done with this.
					

					
							Paula
							I sup­pose so. After a brief pause. Of course, she and I can’t live un­der the same roof any more. You know she kissed me to­night, of her own ac­cord.
					

					
							Au­brey
							I asked her to al­ter to­wards you.
					

					
							Paula
							That was it, then.
					

					
							Au­brey
							I—I’m sorry I sent her away.
					

					
							Paula
							It was my fault; I made it ne­ces­sary.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Per­haps now she’ll pro­pose to re­turn to the con­vent—well, she must.
					

					
							Paula
							Would you like to keep her with you and—and leave me?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Paula—!
					

					
							Paula
							You needn’t be afraid I’d go back to—what I was. I couldn’t.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Sssh, for God’s sake! We—you and I—we’ll get out of this place … what a fool I was to come here again!
					

					
							Paula
							You lived here with your first wife!
					

					
							Au­brey
							We’ll get out of this place and go abroad again, and be­gin afresh.
					

					
							Paula
							Be­gin afresh?
					

					
							Au­brey
							There’s no reas­on why the fu­ture shouldn’t be happy for us—no reas­on that I can see—
					

					
							Paula
							Au­brey!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Yes?
					

					
							Paula
							You’ll nev­er for­get this, you know.
					

					
							Au­brey
							This?
					

					
							Paula
							To­night, and everything that’s led up to it. Our com­ing here, Ellean, our quar­rels—cat and dog!—Mrs. Cor­tely­on, the Or­reyeds, this man! What an ever­last­ing night­mare for you!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Oh, we can for­get it, if we choose.
					

					
							Paula
							That was al­ways your cry. How can one do it!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Well make our cal­cu­la­tions solely for the fu­ture, talk about the fu­ture, think about the fu­ture.
					

					
							Paula
							I be­lieve the fu­ture is only the past again, entered through an­oth­er gate.
					

					
							Au­brey
							That’s an aw­ful be­lief.
					

					
							Paula
							To­night proves it. You must see now that, do what we will, go where we will, you’ll be con­tinu­ally re­minded of—what I was. I see it.
					

					
							Au­brey
							You’re frightened to­night; meet­ing this man has frightened you. But that sort of thing isn’t likely to re­cur. The world isn’t quite so small as all that.
					

					
							Paula
							Isn’t it! The only great dis­tances it con­tains are those we carry with­in ourselves—the dis­tances that sep­ar­ate hus­bands and wives, for in­stance. And so it’ll be with us. You’ll do your best—oh, I know that—you’re a good fel­low. But cir­cum­stances will be too strong for you in the end, mark my words.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Paula—!
					

					
							Paula
							Of course I’m pretty now—I’m pretty still—and a pretty wo­man, whatever else she may be, is al­ways—well, en­dur­able. But even now I no­tice that the lines of my face are get­ting deep­er; so are the hol­lows about my eyes. Yes, my face is covered with little shad­ows that usen’t to be there. Oh, I know I’m “go­ing off.” I hate paint and dye and those messes, but, by-and-by, I shall drift the way of the oth­ers; I shan’t be able to help my­self. And then, some day—per­haps very sud­denly, un­der a queer, fant­ast­ic light at night or in the glare of the morn­ing—that hor­rid, ir­res­ist­ible truth that phys­ic­al re­pul­sion forces on men and wo­men will come to you, and you’ll sick­en at me.
					

					
							Au­brey
							I—!
					

					
							Paula
							You’ll see me then, at last, with oth­er people’s eyes; you’ll see me just as your daugh­ter does now, as all whole­some folks see wo­men like me. And I shall have no weapon to fight with—not one ser­vice­able little bit of pret­ti­ness left me to de­fend my­self with! A worn-out creature—broken up, very likely, some­time be­fore I ought to be—my hair bright, my eyes dull, my body too thin or too stout, my cheeks raddled and ruddled—a ghost, a wreck, a ca­ri­ca­ture, a candle that gut­ters, call such an end what you like! Oh, Au­brey, what shall I be able to say to you then? And this is the fu­ture you talk about! I know it—I know it! He is still sit­ting star­ing for­ward; she rocks her­self to and fro as if in pain. Oh, Au­brey! Oh! Oh!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Paula—!
					

					
							
							
							Try­ing to com­fort her.
						
					

					
							Paula
							Oh, and I wanted so much to sleep to­night! Lay­ing her head upon his shoulder. From the dis­tance, in the garden, there comes the sound of Drummle’s voice; he is singing as he ap­proaches the house. That’s Cay­ley, com­ing back from The War­ren. Start­ing up. He doesn’t know, evid­ently. I—I won’t see him!
					

					
							
							
							She goes out quickly. Drummle’s voice comes near­er. Au­brey rouses him­self and snatches up a book from the table, mak­ing a pre­tence of read­ing. After a mo­ment or two, Drummle ap­pears at the win­dow and looks in.
						
					

					
							Drummle
							Aha! my dear chap!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Cay­ley?
					

					
							Drummle
							Com­ing in­to the room. I went down to The War­ren after you?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Yes?
					

					
							Drummle
							Missed you. Well? I’ve been gos­sip­ing with Mrs. Cor­tely­on. Con­found you, I’ve heard the news!
					

					
							Au­brey
							What have you heard?
					

					
							Drummle
							What have I heard! Why—Ellean and young Ar­dale! Look­ing at Au­brey keenly. My dear Au­brey! Alice is un­der the im­pres­sion that you are in­clined to look on the af­fair fa­vour­ably.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Rising and ad­van­cing to Drummle. You’ve not—met—Cap­tain Ar­dale?
					

					
							Drummle
							No. Why do you ask? By the by, I don’t know that I need tell you—but it’s rather strange. He’s not at The War­ren to­night.
					

					
							Au­brey
							No?
					

					
							Drummle
							He left the house half-an-hour ago, to stroll about the lanes; just now a note came from him, a scribble in pen­cil, simply telling Alice that she would re­ceive a let­ter from him to­mor­row. What’s the mat­ter? There’s noth­ing very wrong, is there! My dear chap, pray for­give me if I’m ask­ing too much.
					

					
							Au­brey
							Cay­ley, you—you urged me to send her away!
					

					
							Drummle
							Ellean! Yes, yes. But—but—by all ac­counts this is quite an eli­gible young fel­low. Alice has been giv­ing me the his­tory—
					

					
							Au­brey
							Curse him! Hurl­ing his book to the floor. Curse him! Yes, I do curse him—him and his class! Per­haps I curse my­self too in do­ing it. He has only led “a man’s life”—just as I, how many of us, have done! The misery he has brought on me and mine it’s likely enough we, in our time, have helped to bring on oth­ers by this lead­ing “a man’s life”! But I do curse him for all that. My God, I’ve noth­ing more to fear—I’ve paid my fine! And so I can curse him in safety. Curse him! Curse him!
					

					
							Drummle
							In Heav­en’s name, tell me what’s happened?
					

					
							Au­brey
							Grip­ping Drummle’s arm. Paula! Paula!
					

					
							Drummle
							What?
					

					
							Au­brey
							They met to­night here. They—they—they’re not strangers to each oth­er.
					

					
							Drummle
							Au­brey!
					

					
							Au­brey
							Curse him! My poor, wretched wife! My poor, wretched wife!
					

					
							
							
							The door opens and Ellean ap­pears. The two men turn to her. There is a mo­ment’s si­lence.
						
					

					
							Ellean
							Fath­er … fath­er … !
					

					
							Au­brey
							Ellean?
					

					
							Ellean
							I—I want you. He goes to her. Fath­er … go to Paula! He looks in­to her face, startled. Quickly—quickly! He passes her to go out, she seizes his arm, with a cry. No, no; don’t go!
					

					
							
							
							He shakes her off and goes. Ellean stag­gers back to­wards Drummle.
						
					

					
							Drummle
							To Ellean. What do you mean? What do you mean?
					

					
							Ellean
							I—I went to her room—to tell her I was sorry for some­thing I had said to her. And I was sorry—I was sorry. I heard the fall. I—I’ve seen her. It’s hor­rible.
					

					
							Drummle
							She—she has—!
					

					
							Ellean
							Killed—her­self? Yes—yes. So every­body will say. But I know—I helped to kill her. If I had only been mer­ci­ful!
					

					
							
							
							She faints upon the ot­to­man. He pauses for a mo­ment ir­res­ol­utely—then he goes to the door, opens it, and stands look­ing out.
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