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WHEN WE ARE MARRIED*®

ACT 1

ScENE.—The sitting-room in Helliwell's house.

It is a solid detached late- Victorian house. On the L. (aclor’s L.)
wall is a window. L.C. in the back wall 1s a door to the rest of
the house, leading directly into the hall. On the B. wall is a small
conservatory, with a door leading into this, and then into the
garden. The room is furnished unthout taste, in the style of about
thirty years ago. There is an upright piano, little cupboards,
drawers in small tables, etc.

At the rise of the CURTAIN, the evening sunlight comes through the
window. There s nobod on the stage. We hear the front-
door bell ring. A moment Iater RuBy BIRTLE ushers in GERALD
ForBES. RUBY is a very young *‘ slavey  of the period, who
looks as if her hair has just gone *“ up.” FORBES 18 a pleasant
young man, in the smart clothes of the period, and unlike Rupy
and most of the other characters does not talk with a marked
West Riding accent.

RuByY (L. of the door). You'll have to wait, 'cos they haven’t
finished their tea.

GerALD. Bit late, aren't they ? (He crosses to R.0.)

RuBY (approaching, confidentially). It’s a do.

GERALD. It’s what ?

Rusy. A do. Y’know, they've company.

GErALD. Oh—Isee. It'sa sort of party, and they're having
high tea.

Rusy (after nodding, going closer still). Roast pork, stand pie,
salmon and salad, trifle, two kinds o’ jellies, lemon-cheese tarts,
jam tarts, swiss tarts, sponge cake, walnut cake, chocolate roll,
and a pound cake kept from last Christmas.

GERALD (with irony). Is that all ?

Rusy (seriously). No, there’s white bread, brown bread,
currant teacake, one o’ them big curd tarts from Gregory’s, and
a lot o’ cheese.

GERALD. It 15 a do, isn't it ¥ (He moves towards the con-
servatory.) _ .

Rusy (after nodding, then very confidentially). And a little
brown jug.

* N.B. Paragraph 3 on page i of this Acting Edition regarding photocopying
and video-recording should be carefully read.
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GERALD (turning, astonished). A little brown jug ?

Rusy (still confidentially). You know what that is, don’t
vou ? Don’t you? (She laughs.) Well, I never did! Little
brown jug’s a drop o’ rum for your tea. They're getting right
lively on it. (Coolly.) But you don’t come from round here,
do vou ?

GeErALD (down R., mot disposed for a chat). No.

(A distant bell rings, not the front-door bell.)

Rusy. I come from near Rotherham. Me father works in
t'pit, and so does our Frank and our Wilfred.

(The distant bell sounds again.)

GeraLD. There’s a bell ringing somewhere.

RuBy (coolly). 1 know. It's for me. Let her wait. She’s
run me off me legs to-day. And Mrs. Northrop's in t'kitchen—
she can do a bit for a change. (She crosses to GERALD.) There's
seven of 'em at it in t'dining-room—Alderman Helliwell and
missus, of course—then Councillor Albert Parker and Mrs.
Parker, and Mr. Herbert Soppitt and Mrs. Soppitt—and of course
Miss Holmes.

GeraLp. Oh—Miss Holines 1s there, is she ?

Rusy. Yes, but she's stopped eating. (Ske giggles.) You're
courting her, aren’t you ?

GERALD (astonished and alarmed). What !

RuBy (coolly). Oh-—I saw you both —the other night, near
Cleckley Woods. 1 was out meself, with our milkman’s
lad.

(GERALD fturns away.)

Now don’t look like that, I won't tell on vou.

GERALD (producing a shilling, then rather desperately). Now—
look here! What's your name ?

Rusy. Ruby Birtle.

GeraLp. Well, Ruby, you wouldn’t like Miss Holmes to get
into a row here with her uncle and aunt, would you ?

Rusy. No, I wouldn't like that. But I'd like that shilling.

GERALD (after giving it to her). You said Miss Holmes had
fin shed eating.

RuBy. Yes. She can’t put it away like some of 'em. I'd
rather keep Councillor Albert Parker a week than a fortnight.
D’you want to see her ?

GERALD. Yes. Could you just give her the tip quietdly that
I'm here—if the rest of them aren’t coming in here yet ?

Rusy. Not them! You'd think they'd been pined for a
month—way they're going at it ! (She turns up stage.) I'll tell
her. (She turns back.) She'd better come round that way—
through t’greenhouse
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(Before she can move again, MRS. NORTHROP, an aggressive but
humorous working-woman of about fifty, puts her head in through
the doorway.)

MRgrs. NorTHROP (aggressively). Oh—'ere y'are !

RuUBY (coolly). That's right, Mrs. Northrop. (She crosses up
L.0.)

Mgrs. NORTHROP (aggressively). I see nought right about it—
you gassin’ in 'ere as if you owned t'place instead o' gettin’ on
wi’ your work. She's rung for ver twice, an’ I've just taken
another lot o’ hot water in. Nah, come on, yer little crackpot ,

(She holds the door open, and RUBY exits after a grin at GERALD.
Mrs. NorTHROP looks in for a minute.)

Aren’t you t'organist at chapel ? (She morves down a little.)

GERALD. Yrs,

Mgrs. NorTuRrOP (cheerfully). Ay, well, they've got it in for

ou.,
i GERALD (astonished). How do you know ?

Mgrs. Norraropr. 'Cos 1 ’eard 'em say so. (Complacently.)
I don’t miss much.

GERALD (slowly). So that's why Mr. Helliwell asked me to
come round and see him.

Mgs. NorTHROP (cheerfully). That's right. There’s three of
'em ’'ere to-night, d'vou see—all big men at chapel. You’ve been
enjoyin’ verself a bit too much, I fancy, lad.

(GERALD (slowly). So that’s it—is it ?

MRgs. NorTHROP (coming a liftle farther in, leaning forward,
with a very confidential air). Ay-—and d'you know what I say ?
I say—to 'ell with ’em !

(She turns up and exits, leaving GERALD looking a little worried.
He moves about restlessly towards L., takes his cigarcite-case oul
of his pockel mechanically, then puts it back again. He keeps an
eye on the door snto the conservatory. After a few moments,
Nancy HoLMES, an attractive girl in her early twenties, hurries
tn through this doorway, and checks down R.)

Naxcy (in breathless whisper). Gerald !

GERALD (joyfully advancing). Nancy ! (He makes as if to kiss
her.)

Naxcy (breathlessly). No, you mustn't, not here—no, Gerald
—please——

(But he does kiss her and no harm has been done.  They sit on the
R. settee, GERALD on her B.)

Now, listen, Gerald, and be sensible. This is serious. You
know why Uncle Joe sent for you ?

GERALD (with a slight grin). They've got it in for me. I've
just been told.
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Nawcy. It'sserious, Gerald. They've been grumbling about
you some time, and now, as far as I .can gather, one of these
miserable old beasts saw you late one night—with me——

GERALD (serious now). Oh—I say—you weren’t recognized,
were you ?

Naxcy. No. But you were.

GeEraLD. Well, that’s not so bad, as long as they can’t
drag you into it. I know how strict your aunt is, and you
can't afford to quarrel with them here until we’re ready to be
married

NANcY (earnestly). No, but vou can’t either, Gerald. And
thev're going to be very cross with you, and you’ll have to be
awfully careful what you say to them. And there’s that beastly
Councillor Parker here, too, and you loathe him, don’t you ?

GeraLD. Absolutely. And I'll loathe him more than ever
now that he’s full of roast pork and trifle. (He rises, moving to
above the L. scttce.) 1think I'd better give them time to recover
from that huge ghastly tuck-in they’re having

Naxcy. I should. Though they’'ve nearly finished now,

GERALD (returns to the r. settee). If I clear out for half an hour
or 8o, could you slip away too ? (He sits.)

Na~ncy. I might. They don’t really want me. I'm in the
way. You see, it’s an anniversary celebration, and I don’t come
into it at all.

GERALD. What are they celebrating ?

(Before she can reply, RuBY opens the door, announcing.)
Rusy. It's “ Yorkshire Argus "—two of ’em.

(GERALD rises, and moves doun R.

Enter FRED DYsoON, a cheerful, rather cheeky youngish reporter,
and HENRY ORMONROYD, who carries a large and old-fashioned
newspaperman’s camera and a flashlight apparatus. ORMON-
ROYD 18 a middle-aged man with an avr of beery dignity and wears
a large drooping moustache. NaNcY has risen. She crosses
up 1.0.)

This 18 Miss Holmes, Alderman Helliwell’s niece. T’others is
still having their tea.

(RuBy goes out. DYSON comes down to NANCY.)

DysoN (cheerfully). 'Evening, Miss Holmes. (70 GERALD)
How-d'you-do ? This is Mr. Henry Ormonroyd, our photo-
grapher. (He crosses doun 1.)

OrMONROYD (bowing). Pleased to meet you, I'm sure.
Delightful weather we're having for the time of year.

GErALD. Isn't it ?

OrRMONROYD (profoundly). It is.

Acr 1) WHEN WE ARE MARRIED 11

DysoN, We seem to have come too early.

Naxcy. I'm afraid you have—

OrMONROYD (with dignified reproach). What did I tell you,
Fred ? (He moves to DysoN,) Always wanting to rush things.
We could have had at least a couple more with my friend at the
“ Lion.” (Hecrossestoc.) He'sachap who used to have a very
good little peppermint rock business on the Central Pier, Black-
pool, at the time I had my studio there. Old times, y'know, Mr.
—cer—and happy days, happy days! (He turns up stage, hum-
ming.) '

Dysox (briskly, moving to v.c.). All right, Henry. I'm sorry
we're early. Matter of fact, I don’t know yet what this is about.
I just got a message from the office to come up here and bring a
photographer.

Naxcy. You see, it's their Silver Wedding.

DysoN. Henry! It's Alderman Helliwell's Silver Wedding |

OrmoNrOYD. Very nice—I suppose.

Naxncy. Yes, but not only my uncle and aunt’s. There were
three couples—my uncle and aunt, Mr. and Mrs. Soppitt, Mr.
and Mrs, Parker

Dysox. Is that Councillor Albert Parker ?

Naxcy (pulling a little face). Yes. You know him ?

Dysox (gloomily). Yes, we know him.

ORMONROYD (confidentially). Every time he opens his mouth
at the Town Hall, he puts his foot in it, so they call him the
“foot and mouth disease ” Ha! ha! (Now suddenly
solemn again.) Are all three happy couples here ?

Naxcy. Yes, because they were all married on the same
morning at the same chapel. They have a photograph—a
combined wedding-group. (Ska goes to the piano to find +t.)

GERALD (to DYsoN, moving tn to R.C.). You'll have to inter-
view 'em, and they’ll tell you how happy they've been (He
sits on the R. setiee.)

Dysox. Oh—yes. 1 see the idea now.

NANcY (returning with an old photograph). Here you are. All
six of them on their wedding morning. Don’t they look absurd
in those clothes ?

OrMONROYD (solemnly). To you—yes. To me—no. I was
married myself about that time. (Holding the photograph at arm’s
length, and looking at it crifically.) Now, you see, Fred (he crosses
down to Dysox), what's wanted is another group in the very
same positions After twenty-five ycars’ wear and tear.
Very nice.

Dyson. You're holding it upside down.

OrmoNrOYD. I know, lad, I know. That’s the way we
always look at 'em professionally. (He looks closely.) Either
the flies have been at this, or someone’s touched up Albert Parker
with a screw-driver. (He gives the photograph to GErRALD.) Well, if
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we're too early, we're too early. Might nip back to the “ Lion,”

Fred lad, eh ?
(OrRMONROYD fakes the camera from the top of the settee L.)

Dysox. We'll come back in about an hour.
OrMONROYD. They're keeping a very nice drop of beer down
at the “ Lion,”” now.

(DysoN and ORMONROYD go out, NANCY going towards the door
with them, and shutting it behind them. GERALD looks at the
photograph, then at the back of it, and is obviously interested and
amused.)

GERALD (moving to ©., with some excilement). This was when
they were all married, then—September the fifth, ‘eighty-
three 7

Nawxcy. Yes—why ? (Coming down c.) What's the matter,
Gerald ? (He has started laughing.) Gerald, what is it ? Oh—
don’t be so mean. They’ll be here in a minute.

(As he shakes his head, still laughing softly, we hear voices behind
the door into the hall.)

GeraLD. They're coming in.
way.

(He puts down the photograph on the table below the Rr. settee, picks up
his straw hat, while she has gone to the door into the conservatory, and
they hurry out that way, shutting the door behind them. Voices
outside the door into the hall are louder now, and after a moment
the PARKERS, the SorpITTS and the HELLIWELLS enfer. They
are dressed in their best, and obviously crammed with high tea.
ALBERT PARKER 18 a tall, thin, conceited, sententious man ; his
wife ANNIE, a hopeful kind of woman. HERBERT SOPPITT is @
smallish, neat man, clearly dominated by his wife CLARA, a noisy
woman. JOSEPH and MAriA HELLIWELL are high-coloured,
rather bouncing, rather pompous, very pleased with themselves
Their ages are all between forty-five and fifty-five. HERBERT
SopprrT and Mrs. PARKER talk a rather genteel ordinary Eng-
lish ; the other four have pronounced North-Country accents,
with particularly broad *“a™ sounds.)

HELLIWELL (very much the host).
a good cigar, an’ I've got the very thing.
from the drawer of the table.)

(PARKER and SOPPITT move fo R.C., above the settee.)

MariA (indignantly). That Mrs. Northrop! When she’s
finished her washing-up to-night she g;oes-—a.nd goes for good.

CrArRA. And quiteright too! They're all the same. Answer-
ing back—if you say anything.

Nancy, let’'s dodge out that

Now what’s wanted now’s
(He goes to get a box

o o
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Magria. Trouble with her is—she likes a drop. I've smelt it
before to-day.

(CLARA sits on the lower end of the settee 1.0C., MARIA al the upper
end. ANNIE crosses, and sits below the seltee Rr.C.)

HELLIwELL (0., offering the cigar-box to PARKER). Now then,
Albert ! You'll find that’s a good cigar, La Corona.

PARRER (faking one). Thanks, Joe. As you know, 1 don't
smoke a lot, but when 1 do, I like a good cigar.

HevraweLL (offering to Sopprrt). Herbert ?

Sorprrr. I don't think—er—I will—thanks, Joe.

MARIA (expansively). Nay, Herbert, ’ave one 0’
cigars.

nga. If he’d had it to pay for himself, he'd have been
wanting one.

SoppiTT (rather nervously). I think—I'd rather not sinoke
just now—I1 believe I ate too much at tea.

ANNIE (to keep him company). 1 know I did.

(SorPrTT MoOves to the conservatory.)

Joe's

PARKER (severely). Yes, an’ you'll be complaining before the
night’s out. (He comes to the scitee R.C. and sils on ANNIE'S L.)

CrLAarAa. An’' so will Herbert.

PARKER (complacently). Now that’s something that never
bothers me.

HevuiweLL (o., guffawing). No, we've noticed that, Albert,

PARKER (offended). How d’you mean ?

Maria. Go on, Albert, you know what Joe is—must "ave his
little joke.

Axxie. I know I ought to have stopped long before I did—I
mean, at tea—but, Maria, everything was so nice,

CrLara. ’Ear, ‘ear!

MARIA (complacently accepting this). Well, 1 said to Joe,
“Now, Joe,”’ I said, *“ we'll only have just the six of us, but
we'll make it an occasion an’ do it well while we're at it,” 1 said.
Didn’t I, Joe ?

HELLIWELL (busy attending to his cigar, though he does not
remove the band). Did you ?

MAriA (indignantly). Youn know very well I did.

HerLuiweLL (still not interested). All right, you did then.

MaRriA (same indignant tone). You know quite well 1 did, Joe
Helliwell.

HeLLIWELL (suddenly annoyed himself),
right, you did then.

CLARA (pats MariaA’s hands). They're all alike. Wait till
somebody else’s with you, and then try to make you out a liar,

PARKER (severely). Speak for yourself! I don’t try to make
myv wife out a liar. do I, Annie?

All right, all right, all
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ANNIE (rather timidly, hesitantly). Well—no—Albert, not—

really——

PARKER (very severely). How d’you mean—not really—I1 just
don’t, that's all. (Changing the subject, in rather lordly style.)
A good smoke, Joe, quite a good smoke. It reminds me of that
cigar Sir Harold Watson gave me not so long since at the club.
I was standing near the fireplace, and Sir Harold came up——

ANNIE (gathering courage to interrupt). Albert—you told
them before.

PARKER (glaring). Well, I can tell 'em again, can’t I ?

SopPITT (tactfully, coming to below the R. settee). Maria, have
you got a copy of that old photograph we had taken ? I couldn’t

d ours.

Maria. Yes. Where is it, Joe ? (While he looks round.)
Aaa, I laugh many a time when I think o’ that morning—six
of us, all so nervous——

HELLIWELL. And the parson worse still. He was only like
twopennorth o’ copper, an’ I could ha’ given him a few years
myself,

Crara. 1 think we were about first he'd ever married.

ANNIE. I'm sure we were. I didn’t feel I'd been married
properly

PARkER (severely). Of course you'd been married properly.
If he’d been ninety and doing it all his life, you wouldn’t ha'
been married any better, would you ?

Maria. I've forgotten his name now. He was only a tem-
porary, wasn't he ?

Sopprrr. I remember! (A pause.) It was a tree—Beech.

Herviwern. That's right—Beech—an’ he'd a funny squint.
(He has found the photograph.) And here’s the old photo. (He
hands it to his wife. ANNIE crosses to the L. settee, and the ladies
look at it, with exclamations, while the men remain aloof.)

PARKER (the business-man now). I see Crossbreds are down
again.

HELLIWELL (another business-man). Ay—and they’ll stay
down with Australian market as it is. (He sits in the chair 0©.)
If I've said it once, I've said it a thousand times—if Merinos
is down and staying down, then your Crossbreds’ll have to
follow. Now, look at Merinos

MaRriA (looking up to expostulate). Here, Joe, we didn’t come
here to talk about Merinos. This isn’t Wool Exchange. Take
a look at yourselves and see what we took on.

(He ignores her. She puts the: photograph on the table behind the
seltee.)

HeLLiwerLn, Now wait a minute. 'Ealths !
Maria. That's right, Joe. Ring!

(HeitaweLL rings. MARIA turns to the others,))

l .
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We ought to do it in proper style, an’ drink our healths before
we go any further.

SopprrT (attempting a joke). Further—where ?

CraRra (severely). That'll do, Herbert. A bit o' fun’s all right,
but you go too far.

Soperrr (indignantly). 1 didn’t mean

CLARA (rises, cutting in). That'll do, Herbert ! (She crosses
to the settee R., and sits.)

(Mrs. Norruror looks in.)

Mgs. NorTHROP (aggressively). Well ?

MARIA (rather grandly). There's a tray with glasses on—just
bring it in

Mgrs. NortHROP (indignantly). What—me ? How many
pairs of 'ands——

HELLIWELL (peremptorily). Now then—just tell thingumpty-
ite—Ruby—to bring in the port wine.

Mgs. NortHROP. What—on top o' your tea? You'll be

poorly.

(She withdraws. HELLIWELL s furious.)

HevuiweLL (angrily). Now did you ’ear that——

Maria (hastily). All right, Joe, we don't want any trouble.
She goes to-night, an’ she doesn't come back.

Crara. 1 don’t know what things are coming to! All the
same ! Answering back !

PARKER (sententiously). They're all alike, that class of people.
We have the same trouble at mill. Don't know when they’re
well off. Idle, that's what they are—bone idle !

CrArA. And impudent! Back answers !

ANNIE (timidly). Yes—but I suppose they don't know any
better

PARKER (severely). They know a lot better. And what you
want to stick up for 'em for, I can’t think.

HeruiweLL (heartily). Now then, Albert, don’t start fratch-
ing, but try an’ enjoy yourself for once. This is an anniversary.
Which reminds me, Charlie Pearson told me, t'other day, they
built a new Wesleyan Methodist Chapel up at Thornton, and they
opened with an anniversary. Anyhow, this is ours, o let’s have
peace an’ goodwill all round. Now I thought we'd first drink
a bit of a toast to ourselves

Maria. That was my idea.

HEeELLIWELL (ignoring this, but only just). Then I thought we’d
have a bit of a chat about old times, an’ then we’d settle down to
a game o' Newmarket——

Maria. That was my idea too.

HeELuiweLL (annoyed). What the hangment does it matter
whose idea it was, so long as we get on with it and enjoy our-
selves !
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Sopprrr. That’s the great thing. (Controlled belch. He
catches his wife’s eye and falters.) Enjoy ourselves. (He rises,
moves to the r. door, looking miserable and a bit sick.)

Crara (severely). 1 told you to leave that salmon alone.

HEeLLIWELL (moves down a step). Nay, Clara, why can’t he
have a bit o' salmon if he fancies it ?

CrAarA (sharply). ’'Cos it doesn’t fancy him, Joe Helliwell,
that's why. Look at that time we all went to Scarborough !

SoppiTT. It was Bridlington. (She turns back to the B. end of
the settee.)
Crara. It was both! And what did that doctor say ?

You're digging your grave with your teeth, Mr. Soppitt.
HevLiwerLn. Ha-ha-ha !

(Enter RUBY, carrying a tray with six small glasses on it, and three
bottles of port. HELLIWELL crosses up to her.)

Here, what did you want to bring 'em all for ? One bottle at

a time’s enough.
RuBY (putting doun the tray).
'‘ave t'lot while you was at it.
HeLLIWELL (heavily). In future, just take vour orders from
me and not from Mrs. Northrop. Now just trot along—an’ no

lip.

Mrs. Northrop said you'd better

(He starts to take the cork out of the bottle.)

RuBY (furning at the door). Mrs. Northrop says she's not
coming ’ere again

HerLiweLL (heatedly). We know all about it.
after her, cigar in mouth, bottle in hand.)

MARIA (cutting tn). Now let it be, Joe.
(HELLIWELL draws the cork with an effort.)

(RuBY has now gone and closed the door. HELLIWELL begins
pouring oul the port.)

(He moves

D’vou know what we ought to do for this ? We ought to get
just in the same places we were in that old photo. Where is it ?
(She finds it and directs them from it.) Now here we are.
(She uses a settee.) I was in the middle. You were here, Clara.
You this side, Annie. Now come on, Albert—behind Annie.
Herbert.

(MARIA sits last. These five have now arranged themselves in the
grouping of the old photograph. HELLIWELL hands them thewr
glasses of port, then takes up a position himself.)

HeLLIWELL (facetiously). Here's to me and my wife's hus-
band !
MaRiaA.

PARKER (solemnly).

Let’'s have none o’ that silly nonsense, Joe.
A few serious words is what’s needed.
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ANNIE (rather plaintively). Oh—must you, Albert ?
Parker. How d’you mean—must I 7 What’s wrong with a

few scrious words on an occasion like this ? Marriage-—is a
gerious business.

Crama. That's right, Albert. Where'd we be without it ?

Sorprrr.  Single.

Crara. That'll do, Herbert.

PARKER (sentenliously, moving to ©., facing tie others). Marriage
—well—marriage—to begin with, it’s an institution, isn't it ?

MarIA (solemnly). That is so. (Sighs profoundly.)

PARKER (getting into his stride). One of the oldest institutions.
It goes back—right back to—well, it goes right back. And it’s
still going strong t;-day. Why ?

HerLriweLL (kastily). Well, because

PARKER (sharply cutting in). Let me finish, Joe, let me finish,
Now, why is it still going strong to-day ? Because it’s the back-
bone of a decent resnectable life.

HeLLxweLL (solemrly). True, Albert, true.

PArkeEr. Where would women be without marriage ¥

CLARA (sharply). And where'd some o’ you men be ?

PArgEr. All right, I'm coming to that.

Hevviwenn, Well, don’t be too long, Albert. I want to try
this port.

PARKER (solemnly). Marriage may be a bit more necessary
to women than it is to men

ANNIE. Why ?

PARKER (annoyed at this).

Hertiwerrn., Children, yvou see, Annie,

ANNIE (abashed). Oh—yes—I'd forgotten. Still—

Parker. I'm talking now, #f you please. But if a woman
wants a 'ome and security and a respectable life, which she gets
from marriage, a man wants something to——

CLARA (quickly). He wants all he can get.

Parker. He wants a nice comfortable 'ome, somebody to tell
his troubles to and so forth

HELLIWELL ( facetiously). That’s good, Albert, the and so forth.

PArRkER. Now, Joe——

Hevuiwern, Well, cut it short——

PARKER (slowly and solemnly, moving back to the top of the settee
R.). So, as we're all gathered 'ere to celebrate the anniversary of
our joint wedding-day, friends, I give you—the toast of Marriage !

Maria. Very nice, Albert.

(They all drink.)

ANNIE (confidentially). It'll go straight to my head. D’'you
remember that time at Harrogate ? I could have sunk through
the floor when that waiter langhed.

HELLIWELL (producing the bottle again from the table r.c.). Now,

Why ?
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wait a minute. That’s all right as far as it goes—but—nay—
damn it !
MARIA (reproachfully). Joe!
Herriwern. We must have another toast, just for ourselves.
I bet it isn’t often there’s three couples can meet like this who
were all wed on same morning together. Now then

(He insists on filling the glasses again as they still hold them in their
hands. He takes the bottle back to the table.)

MaRri1a (confidentially). 1 don’t act silly, but my face gets so
red.

Herriwern. Now—here's to all of us—and the Reverend
Mr. What's-his-name—Beech—who tied us up—wherever he

13_—.-.
Tee OrEERS. Here's to us. Here's to him. (Etc.)

(They drink. When they have finished, the front-door bell 1is
heard.)

Maria. Front door! Who'll that be ?

HeLLiweLL (rather importantly). Well, 1 told * Yorkshire
Argus ”’ to send somebody round to have a word with us.

CrArA (delighted). What—are you going to have a piece in
the papers ?

PArRgER. They don’t want to catch us like this.

(He swallows the rest of his port hastily. The others do the same.
The group breaks up, PARKER to the table R.C., tien down R.
Sorprrr behind the table, then lo the head of the settee. JOE lo

above the L. settee., RUBY enters.)

Marra. Is it “ Yorkshire Argus” ?

Rusy. No, it's Mr. Forbes, t'organist from t'chapel. He
came afore, an’ then went away again.

Hevrtrwern, Tell him to wait.

(RuBY goes. HELLIWELL furns to the others.)

You know about this business, Albert. You too, Herbert.
SoperrT (hesitantly, moving to HELLIWELL)., Yes—but——
HerLLrweLL  (sharply). But, nothing. You're too soft,

Herbert.

Crara. I'm always telling him so.

HeLviwern., He’s chapel organist—he’s paid for t’job—an’
either he behaves himself properly or he goes.

PARKER (severely). He'll go anyhow, if I've my say.

AxNIE. No, Albert, he’s not a bad young fellow

PArRRER. Now you shut up, Annie. You don’t know half of
what we know. An’ I'll bet we don’t know half there is to know
about that chap. Never should ha’ been appointed. I said so
then. I say so now. I know my own mind.
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ANNIE (rebelliously). 1 wish sometimes you'd keep a bit of it
to yourself.

Parker. What's that mean ?
(NANCY now appears at the door from the conservalory R.)

Maria, Hello, love, where've you been ?

NANcCY (who seems a trifle giggly). Just out a minute. (Cross-
ing up to the door.) You don’t want me,do you, Auntie ? Be-
cause if you don't, I thought I'd put my hat and coat on and see
if Muriel Spencer’s in.

MARIA (rises). Allright. (As she moves across.) There'’s that
Gerald Forbes waiting outside—your uncle has something to say
to him—now don’t go talking to him. (She puts the glass on the
buffet, and moves to R. of HELLIWELL.)

Herviwern. 1 should think not. (Moving towards NANOY.)
Just say ‘ Hello” or “ Good evening ”’ and leave it at that.
The less you have to do with that chap the better, Nanecy.

(NANcY suddenly explodes into giggles.)

Now what's funny about that ?
Naxcy (still giggling). I'm sorry, Uncle. I just remembered
—something that amused me——

(She goes out giggling.)

HeLuiweLL. Now what's got hold of her ?

Maria. Oh—she's at silly age. They don’t know half the
time whether to laugh or cry when they're that age. (She goes
to the top of the settee L.c.) Now, Clara—Annie—we’ll leave the
men to it. I expect that’s what they want——

(CLARA comes round below the settee and up to MARIA.)

PARKER (solemnly). Certainly. After all, it’s chapel business.
Maria. Well, we want to go upstairs anyhow.
Hevurwern. That's right.

(CLAarA glares. He collapses on the seliee.)

Marra. You haven’t seen what Joe bought me yet. (7ToJog.)
But don’t take too long over him.

ParkeEr. Him! It wouldn’t take me long——

HeruiweL (jowially). 1t'll take me less long, 'cos I don’t
make speeches. Here, we'll put these out o’ t'way——

(As the women go out, HELLIWELL puts the glasses back on the
buffet. A certain primness now descends on them. PARKER
oils at the L. end of the setlee R.)

Parker. I said from first—it’s a bad appointment. To start
with, he's too young.

Soperrr (rather timidly). 1 don’t think that matters much.
(He sits on PARKER'S L.)
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PARRER (severely). Trouble with you, Herbert, is you don’t
think anything matters much, and that’s just where you’re wrong.

HevuiwerLnL. Young Forbes is a southerner an’ all.

PARKER (with grim triumph). Ah—I was coming to that.

Soepirr. Oughtn’t we to have him in ?

HeLLiweLL., No, let him wait a bit.

PArger. Do him good. No, as soon as they told me he's a
Southerner and his name’s Gerald, I said, *“ We don’t want him.”
[ said, *“ La-di-dah. That’s what you're going to get from him,”
I said. * La-di-dah. What we want at Lane End—biggest
chapel for miles—wi’ any amount o’ money in congregation—
what we want is a bit o’ good old Yorkshire organ-playing and
choir-training,” 1 said. ““ We don’t want la-di-dah.” (With
awful imitation of wultra-refined accents.) ** Heow-d'yew-dew.
Sow chawmed to meek your acquaintance. Eoh, dee-lateful

wethah ! You know what I call that stuff ?
Sorprrt (who has a sense of humour). Yes. (Broadly.) La-
di-dah.

Herviwern., Albert’s right. We made a mistake. Mind
you, he'd good qualifications, an’ he seemed a nice quiet lad. But
[ must say, after old Sam Fawcett, chapel didn’t seem right with
an organist who goes round wearing one o’ these pink shirts and
knitted ties and creases in his trousers——

PArger. It's all
PARKER ) :
Sorirr | (together). La-di-dah'!

PARKER (in a disgusted tome). Then look at his Messiah !
We warned him. I said to him myself, “ I know it’s a Christmas
piece, but you've got to get in quick, afore the others.”

HerLuiwern. Right, Albert. After t'end o' November,
there’s been so many of 'em you might as well take your Messiah
an’ throw it into t’canal.

ParkErR. And look what happened. Hillroad Baptist gave
Messiah. Salem gave Messiah. Tong Congregational gave
Messiah. Picklebrook Wesleyans gave Messiah. And where
was Lane End ?

Sorrrrr. Well, when we did get it—it was a good one.

HeruiwenL. I'm not saying it wasn’t, but by that time who
cared ? But anyhow all that’s a detail. Point is, we can’t have
any carrying on, can we !

Soprerrtr (gravely). Ah—there I agree, Joe.

PARKER (indignantly). An’ 1 should think so. Organist at
Lane End Chapel carrying on! (He puts out his cigar, on the table
behind the settee.) That sort o’ game may do down South, but it
won't do up ’ere.

Hevtiwern., We're all agreed on that.

(Sorrrrr and PARKER nod.)

— .
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Right, then! We’ll have 'im in.

(He goes to the door, the other two sitting wp stifly and looking
official and important. Rather grimly through the open door.)

All right, come in.

returns to his chair c. GERALD Forges follows him
in, closing but not latching the door behind him. GERALD looks
cool and self-possessed, with a twinkle in his eye. HELLIWELL
sits down and looks as official and important as the other two.
All three stare severely at GERALD, as he sits down. GERALD
pulls out a cigarette-case, but no sooner has he taken a cigarette
from it than PARKER remonstrates with him.)

PARKER (severely). 1 wouldn’t do that.

GERALD (rather startled). Do what ?

PARKER (severely). Well, what ’ave you got in your 'and ?

GERALD (still surprised). This ? Cigarette. Why ?

PARgER. Under the circumstances, young man, don’t you
think it might be better—more—more suitable—more fitting—
if you didn't smoke that just now ?

(The three men look at one another.)

GERALD (with a shrug). Oh—all right, if that’s how you feel
about it. (Puts the case away. A pause.) Well ? You wanted
to talk about something, didn’t you ? (He sits at the upper end
of the setiee 1.C.)

HevLiwerL (firmly). We did. We do.

PARgER. And if I'd ’ad my way, we'd have been talking to
you long since.

GeraLD. Well, not very long since, because I haven’t been
up here very long.

PargeEr. No, you haven't been up here very long, and I
don’t think you’ll be up here much longer.

Herurwerrn. Here, Albert, let me get a word in. Mr. Forbes,
you’re organist of our Lane End Chapel, and that’s the biggest
place o’ worship round here, and this is a very respectable neigh-
bourhood, with a lot o’ money behind it. You have a paid
appointment as organist and choir-master.

GerarLp. Yes, though it doesn’t keep me, y’know, Mr. Helli-
well.

HerLiwerrn. No, but because you are our organist, you're
able to get pupils and various extra jobs, so you don’t do so bad
out of it, eh ?

GERALD (a trifle dubiously). No, I'm quite satisfied—for the
time being.

PARKER (annoyed).
You're satisfied !

GERALD (quielly).

You're satisfied! For the time being!

That’s what I said, Mr. Parker.
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PArRRER (with dignity). Councillor Parker. (Pointing.)
Alderman Helliwell. Councillor Parker. Mr. Soppitt.
GERALD (indicating himself). Plain mud !
PARKER (explosively, rising). Now listen

HELLIWELL (cutting in noisily). Nay, let me finish, Albert.
We want to keep calm about this—just keep calm.

(PARKER sils.)

GeErALD. I'm quite calm.

HELLIWELL (rather explosively). You're a damn’ sight too
calm for my liking, young man. You ought to be sitting there
looking right ashamed of yourself, instead of looking—looking—
well, as you do look.

GErALD. But you haven’t told me what's wrong yet.

PARKER (angrily). Wrong? You're wrong. And carrying
on’'s wrong.

Heroiwern (loftily). In some chapels they mightn’t care
what you did—I don’t know—but Lane End’s got a position to
keep up. We're respectable folk, and naturally we expect our
organist to behave respectably.

SorPITT (apologetically). 1 think you have been very careless,
Mr. Forbes, and there really has been a lot of grumbling.

PArgER. For one thing—you've been seen out—Ilate at
night—wi’ girls.

GerALD. Girls?

Hevraxwern, It may be t'same lass each time, for all I know,
but if what I hear is true, whoever she is, she ought to be ashamed
of herself. My word, if she’d owt to do wi’ me, I'd teach her a
sharp lesson.

PARKER, Somebody saw you once, gallivanting away late
at night, at Morecambe. And it gets round, y’know—oh yes—
it gets round.

GERALD (beginning to lose his temper). Yes,soit seems. But I
didn’t think you'd find it worth while to listen to a lot of silly
gossip

PARRER (sharply).

GeEraLD. What tone can I take ?

Now don’t start taking that tone——
I say, a lot of silly

gossip
Sopprrr. Now, steady, steady.
GErALD. Silly gossip. Old women’s twaddle

That’ll do. Just remember, you're not
We're nearly twice your age, and

HELLIWELL (heavily).
much more than a lad yet.
we know what’s what——

GERALD (angrily). Well, what is what, then ?

HerLrweLL (angrily). This is what. We're not going to have
any more of this. Either behave yourself, or get back to where
you came from. You're not going to make us a laughing-stock
and a byword in t'neighbourhood. Now this is a fair warning——

b e ol

| easy a bit.
- And
. Just happe
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GERALD (steadily). I haven’t done anything I'm ashamed of.
PargeEr. What’s that prove ? If a chap’s got cheek of a

| brass monkey, he never need do aught he’s ashamed of.

Sopprrr. Careful, Albert.

Parger. Why should I be careful ? I'll tell him to his face
what I've said behind his back. He never ought to have been
appointed, and now he’s been carrying on and not caring tup-
pence what ble folk might think, he oughtn’t to be given
any warnings but told to get back to where he came from, and
then he can carry on as much as he likes.

(Both GERALD and SOPPITT start to protest, but HerrxweLL loudly
stops them.)

Herrrwern. Now, Albert, we mustn’t be too hard. We must
give young men just another chance. (Severely and patronizingly
to GEraLD.) I'm not sure I should if this were any other time.
But nay—damn it, this is a festive occasion an’ we must take it
So I'm giving you a last chance to mend yourself.
you can think yourself lucky catching me i’ this humour.
ns we're all celebrating anniversary of our wedding-
day—all three of us—ay, we've all been married twenty-five
years to-day. (He blows his nose.)

(GERALD shakes his head rather sadly.)

What you're shaking your head about ?

GERALD (quietly, gently). Well,jyou see, Mr. Helliwell—I beg
your pardon, Alderman Helliwell—I'm rather afraid you haven’t
been married twenty-five years.

HELLIWELL (roaring). Do you think we can’t count, lad ?

GERALD (same quiet tone). No, I don’t mean that. But I'm
afraid you’ve only been living together all this time.
HELLIWELL (jumping up angrily). Living together ! T'll knock

your head right off your shoulders, lad, if you start talking like
that to me.

GERrALD (also standing up). No, no, no. I'm not trying to
insult you. I mean what I say.

PARKER (angrily). Mean what you say! You're wrong in
your damned ’ead.

Soeerrr (authoritatively for him).
Joe. We must listen. He means it.

HerLriweLL (angrily). Means it! Means what ?

GERALD (impressively). If you'll just be quiet a minute I'll
explain.

PARKER (explosively). I don’t want to——

GERALD (sharply). 1 said—quaiet.

Herorwernn., Leave him be, Albert,

GERALD (sits). Thanks. Mind if I smoke now ?

(All sit. With maddening slowness, GERALD takes out and lights

Wait a minute—Albert,
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a cigarette, HELLIWELL and PARKER waich him with impatience
and look as if about to explode.)

I went to North Wales for my holiday this summer

HELLIWELL (impatiently). Is this part of it, 'cos I don’t care
where you went for your holidays ?

GERALD (calmly). I went to North Wales, and only came
back about a fortnight ag>. While I was there I made the
acquaintance of a parson, who'd been in Africa for the last
twenty years. When he learnt that I was the organist of Lane
End Chapel, Clecklewyke, he became very excited, and then it
turned out that he'd been at Lane End himself for a short time.
About twenty-five years ago.

Sopprrr. What was his name ?

GERALD. Beech. Francis Edwin Beech.

HeLLxweLL (boisterously). Oh—yes—Beech! We were only
talking about him to-night. We remember Mr. Beech. He
married us, y'’know. Yes, he married us, five-and-twenty years
ago—all three couples. That’s what we'’re celebrating—(his
voice suddenly dies away because he realizes what the other two
have realized for the last minule that there might be something
wrong. So as he mutters the end of his sentence now, he glances
unhappily at the others) y’know—being—married—twenty-five
years——

(GERALD looks at them over his cigarelle.)

PARKER (swallowing). Go on. Go on.

GErALD. I could see that something he remembered about
Clecklewyke and Lane End worried him. (With obvious relish.)
You might say, gentlemen, it was preying on his mind, it was
gnawing at his conscience, it was haunting him, it was —

HeLurweLL (angrily). What is this—a recitation ?

GEeErALD. Imust apologize if I'm boring you, gentlemen —
PARKER (in sudden passion, jumping wup). La-di-dah!
La-di-dah ! (He goes up stage, then turns down as GERALD stares

at him in astonishment.) Now if you've anything to tell us, for
God’s sake tell us—and don’t la-di-dah | (He stands behind
HELLIWELL.)
Herorwernn, Quite right, Albert.
Well, what did Mr. Beech say ?
GeraLp. He didn't say anything.

(HELLIWELL and PARKER are at once relieved and annoyed. They
breathe more freely, but then feel they have been needlessly alarmed.
SoprPrTT waits to learn more and looks steadily at GERALD.)

Hervrwepn, Well, what are you nattering on about him
fo ?

SorprTT (Moving up to above the R. scttee),
(To GeraLp.) That’s not all, is it ?

(T'o GERALD, impatiently.)

Just a minute, Joe.

~ RS- B = = — i, I ———— —
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Gerarp. All? I should think not! Only you won't give
me a chance. I said he didn’t say anything, but he wrote some-
thing. The letter only came two days ago. I have it here. (He
produces one rather small sheet of notepaper, written on both sides.
He now reads it impressively.) From the Reverend Francis
Edwin Beech. * Dear Mr. Forbes, DBefore returning to Africa
I feel I owe it both to you and to myself to explain what you
must have found puzzling in my many references to Cleckle-
wyke and Lane End Chapel.  Although 1 was only temporarily
at Lane End, I could not forget it, for there I was guilty of the
most culpable negligence.

(The three men look at one another.)

I went to Clecklewyke straight from college, and during those
first few months I did not realize that there were various forms
I ought to have signed and had witnessed by church officers,
g0 that one may be recorded as an authorized person to perform
the cecremony of marriage -

HELLIWELL (rises, shouting). What’? (Ie grabs the letter from
(GERALD, starcs at it, then reads himself, slowly.) . .. “the
ceremony of marriage. The result was, I was not then an
authorized person.  Fortunately during that short period I was
only called upon twiece to marry people, but the first time there
were no less than three hopeful young couples who imagined—
poor souls—that I was joining them in holy wedlock—when—I—
was completely—unauthorized —to—do—so 22

PARKER (crosses to HeLLiwEiLL, yelling and snatching the letter.)
Let’s have a look. (He looks and SopprrT joins him.) It's
signed all right too—Francis Edwin Beech.

GERALD (rises). And if you compare that signature with the
one in the Chapel register, you’ll see it’'s the same man. No
deception. (He moves away to L.)

Heruiwern (dazed and bitter). Why—the bloody donkey !

(He sits down, dazed, on the upper end of the settee .. He and
PARKER and Sorrrrt look at one another in silent consternation.)

Sorerrr (slowly, thoughtfully). Why, if we've never been
married at all, then (He goes to the upper end of the
gellee R.)

Herrmrwern., Don’t start working it out in detail, Herbert,
‘cos it gets very ugly—very ugly. There’s that lad o' yours at
Grammar School, for instance—I wouldn’t like to have to give
'iIm a name now

Sorerrr (indignantly). Here, steady, Joe——

Hepurwernn. Well, you see, it gets very ugly. Keep your
mind off t'details.

PARgER (bitterly). Silver wedding! (He sits in the chair ©.)

HewvrwerLn. Now don't you start neither, Albert.
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PArRgER (solemnly). Joe, Herbert, when them three poor Sorprrr (indignantly). What—me !
women upstairs gets to know what they really are—— PARKER (severely). You were ’asty, }"kpﬂw. Herbert, you
Hurtawern (grimly). Then t'balloon goes up properly. Talk can't deny }t- (To GE}HLD-). Mind you, I'll say now to your
about a rumpus., You'll ’ear 'em from ’ere to Leeds. face what I've often said beh'md your back. You gave us best
PARKER (gravely). Joe, Herbert, they mustn’t know. Nobody Messiah and best Elijah we've Dee had at Lane End.
must know. Why—we'd be laughed right out o’ town. What— : Hm Easy, ea.:!yl Best i Cle(ﬂ{lewyke ! And why ?
Alderman Helliwell—Councillor Albert Parker—Herbert Soppitt I've if"ld em rhen they e asked me. That young felle:_' of
—all big men at Chapel, too ! I tell you, if this leaks out—we’re ours is clever,” I said. I knew he had it in him,” I said.
done. Anstfﬂnc.lrl éh;pefie!ﬂy, ﬂlsamg). b:;es, you did, J:lm (7o GERALD.)
80 . I've always been on your side.
s ol sk sl GERALD. 1 believe you have, Mr. Soppitt. (70 all three of

Soerrrr (horrified). If once it got into the papers ! rht G
HeLLIWELL (even more horrified). Papers! Oh—Christmas ! them.) You can keep that letter te-night—on one condition.

RS i S G That Mr. Soppitt has it.
it's got to be kept from t'papers. SoPPITT (eagerly, holding out his hand). Thank you, Joe.

(GERALD, who has been leaving them to themselves to digest this HeLrxweLL (uneasily). What's the idea o’ this ! (He backs
news, now turns to them again, coming to L.C.) up a little.)

: : ; : GeEraLD. That happens to be the way I feel about it. Now,
Iet?{:?ﬁﬂifl‘f:l éi"ld:}?? out hus hand). You'd better give me that either give it back to me at once—or Band it over to Mr. Soppitt,
er, hi you : who’ll be answerable to me for it.

%;‘I:,EF;?ELL} (together). Oh no! (They both rise.) SURREEY: (eagerly). Certainly, ‘cextainly.
: 3 s (HELLIWELL silently and grudgingly hands it over. SOPPITT puls
(They stand together as if protecting it.) it carefully in his inside pocket. The others watch him hke
PARKER (holding it out). This letter hawks. GERALD moves to the window. There is a pause, then
HeLLiweLL (snatching it). Here we hear a knocking from wupstairs.)

PARKER (angrily). Nay, Joe—give it back Herurwenn, Knocking., (Not happily.)

Hevriwernn., 'm sorry, Albert, but I don’t trust nobody wi’ PARKER (grimly). 1 ’eard.
this letter but meself. Why—it’s—it's dynamite ! HELLIWELL. That means she's getting impatient.
GeraLD. Yes, but it's addressed to me, and so it happens to Soperrr. I expect Clara’s been ready to come down for some
be my property, you know. time.
Sorprrr. I'm afraid he’s right there. HevurwerL (bitterly). They want to get on with the celebration.
HELLIWELL (turning on him, annoyed). You would have to PARKER (bitterly). Chat about old times.
put that in, wouldn't you ? Dang me, you're in this mess just HerwaweLL (bitterly). Nice game o' cards.
as we are, aren’t you ? - GERALD (after a pause). I'd better be going. (He moves up
PARKER (severely). Anyhow, we’ve a position to keep up even to the door.)
if you haven’t, Herbert. HeLuiweLL (hastily going up to him). No, no. No. Take it
SorprTT (apologetically). 1 was only saying he's right when he easy.
says it's his property. We had a case PArgER. No ’urry, no 'urry at all. I expect Joe has a nice
HevtaweLL (aggressively). Never mind about that -case. cigar for you somewhere.
Think about this case. It's a whole truck-load o’ cases, this is. HeLLiweLL (with forced joviality). Certainly I have. And a
(He turns up c.) drink of anything you fancy——
GEraLD, My letter, please. | GErALD. No, thanks, And I must be going.
(HELLIWELL furns douwn to him.) (HELLIWELL brings him down.)
HeLurweLL (ingratiatingly). Now listen, lad. I know you Herurwern. Now listen, lad. We've admitted we were “asty

only want to do what’s right. And we happencd to be a’bit with you, so just forget about it, will you? Now you see the
*asty with you, when you first came in. We didu’'t mean it. mess were in, through no fault of ours

Just—a way o’ talking. When Ilerbert Soppitt there gets (He goes up for his cigars.)
started |

gy M —
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GeraLp. Ido. And it s a mess, isn’'tit ? Especially when
you begin to think

PARKER (hastily). Yes, quite so, but don’t you bother think-
ing. Just—(rather desperately) try an’ forget you ever saw that
letter.

HELLIWELL (who now comes down ©. with the cigars). We're
all friends, the best of friends. Now you’ve got to have a cigar
or two, lad—I insist—(he sticks several cigars into GERALD'S
outside pocket, as he talks) and you're going to promise us—on
your word of honour—not to tell anybody anything about this
nasty business, aren’t you ?

(All three look at him anxiously. He keeps them waiting a moment
or two.)
GeraLp. All right.

(They breathe again. HELLIWELL sAakes his hand.)
HeLLrweLL. And you won’t regret it, lad.
(The knocking from upstairs is heard again.)

PARKER (miserably). ’'Ear that.

HeLviwernn, It's wife again.

Sorerrr (thoughtfully). Curious thing about wives. They're
always telling you what poor company you are for them, yet
they’re always wanting to get back to you.

HevLxwerL (darkly). That isn’t 'cos they enjoy your com-
pany. It's so they can see what you’re doing.

Parger. Well, what are we doing ?

HeELLiweLL (sharply now). Wasting time. (To them.) Now
listen, chaps, we're in no proper shape yet to face t'wives.
They'd have it all out of us in ten minutes, and then fat’ll be in
t’fire.

Parker. I know. We've got to put our thinking caps on.

SopprrT. I suppose Mr. Beech couldn’t have been mistaken,
could he ?

Parger. We might take that letter and get expert advice

HeLLiweLL (hastily). What! An’ ’ave it all over the town.

PARKER (quickly). We might put a case—without mentioning
names

HeLLiweLL (with decision). I know what we'll do. We'll nip
down to t'club, 'cos we can talk it over there in peace an’ quiet.
Come on, chaps. Just as we are, straight down t'club. (7%
GErALD.) Now, young man, you promised. You won’t go
back on your word ?

GErRALD. No. You're safe with me.

Herviwern (urgently). Good lad! Now, wait till we've got
off, then go out front way. Come on, Albert, Herbert, we've no
time to lose an’ we go this way—(bustling them towards the exil R.
through the comservatory) straight to t'club.
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(They go out R. GERALD looks at his walch, smiles, lights a
cigarette, then makes for the door, which has never been quite
closed. When he opens it suddenly, MRrS. NORTHROP, still
holding a towel and a large glass dish, which she is wiping per-
functorily, is discovered just behind the door. She is in high
glee and not at all abashed at being found there. She leans
against the hinge of the door, and GERALD backs a little into the

room.)

GERALD (with mock sternness). Have you been listening ?

Mgs. NorTaHROP (who may have had a drink or two). Listening !
I should think I have been listening! I wouldn’t have missed
this lot even if it means ’aving earache for a week. None of
'em rightly married at all! Not one of 'em properly tied up !
(She begins laughing quite suddenly, and then goes off into peals of
laughler, rolling against the door. The dish she holds seems to be
in danger.)

GERALD (amused as he goes past her, out). Look out—or you
may break that dish.

Mgs. NorTHROP (calling to him). Brek a dish! If I want to,
I'll brek a dozen now.

GERALD (just off, challengingly). Not you! I dare you!

Mzs. NorTHROP (coolly). Well, here’s a start, any road.

(She tosses the dish down and it smashes noisily in thehall. We
hear GERALD give a laughing shout, then bang the fromt door.
Mgs. NorTHROP now starts laughing helplessly again, still
leaning against the door.)

Nay—dammit !
(She is still roaring with laughter as—
The CurTAIN briskly descends.)

(Laughing.) Oh dear—oh dear—oh dear——



ACT IT

SceEx®E.—The same, about half an hour later.

The lights are on. MARIA is drawing curlains, ANNIE and
CLARA are laying out the cards and counters for Newmarket on a
card table c., and they continue doing this throughout the scene
that follows, chiefly counting the coloured counters and putting
them into piles.

CLARA (with much discontent).
queer way o going on.

Marra. They'll have just gone outside to finish their smokes.

CrArA (grimly). When Herbert takes me out to enjoy myself,
I don’t expect him to be outside finishing any smokes.

ANNIE (at table). Perhaps they'd something they wanted to
talk over.

Crara. Well, they can talk it over here, can’t they ?

(RuBY enters from the conservatory.)

MARIA (turning away from the window). Well, Ruby, are they
out there ?

Rusy. No, they aren’t.

MARIA (sharply, moving to 1.c.). Have you looked properly ?

Rusy. Well, I couldn’t miss three grown men in a garden
that size.

Maria. Did you look up and down the road like I told
you ?

Rusy. Yes, but they aren’t there.

(The three wives look at one another, puzzled.)

Crara. Didn’t you hear them go ?

Rusy. No. Iwasback in t'kitchen all time, doing t'washing
up. That Mrs. Northrop left me to it.

Maria. Where was she, then ?

Rusy. Out 'ere somewhere, I fancy. I know she’s gone like
a dafthead ever since she come back. Laughin’ to herself—like
a proper barmpot.

Maria. Well, ask Mrs. Northrop if she knows where they
went.

Well, I must say—this is a

(RUBY goes. MARIA comes to the L. of the o. table.)

That noise you heard upstairs was a bit o' this Mrs. Northrop’s
30
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work-——one o’ my best dishes gone. An’ Ruby says she just
laughed.

CrLara. Stop it out of her wages and see if she can get a good
laugh out o’ that. I've no patience with 'em.

AxNI1E. I thought she didn’t look a nice woman.

Crara. One o’ them idle drinking pieces o’ nothing from back
o' t'mill,

Maria. Well, I was in a hurry
But she goes—for good—to-night.

(RuBY appears.)

Ruey. Mrs. Northrop says they wanted to have a nice quiet
talk, so they went down to their club.

(RuBY disappears. MARIA sits on the setfee L.)

CrarA (angrily). Club! Club!

AxNIE. And to-night of all nights. (Ske sits on the R. sefiee.)
I do think it's a shame.

Maria (tndignantly). I never ’eard o’ such a thing in me life.

CrarA (furiously, moving down R.). Club! T'll club him.

AxNIE. Nay, I don’t know what's come over ’'em.

CrArA (angrily). I know what’ll come over one of ’em.
(Turns up behind the R. settee.)

Maria. Perhaps there’s something up.

CLARA (fo c.). Something down you mean—ale, stout, an’
whisky. Drinks all round! Money no object | (She sits in a
chair ©.)

Maria. They're ’ere.

(T'he three of them immediately sit bolt upright and look very frosty.
The men file in from the conservatory, looking very sheepish.)

HELLIWELL (nervously). Ay—well—

Maria (grimly). Well, what ?

Hevrawern, Well—nowt—really.

SoppITT (nervously). We didn’t—er—think you'd be down
yet. Didwe,Joe ? Did we, Albert ?

HerLrrwern. No, we didn't, Herbert.

PARkER. That's right, we didn't.

CrarA (cuttingly). Herbert Soppitt, you must be wrong in
your head. Club ! ,

ANNIE. And to-night of all nights !

Hevoiwerrn. Well, you see, we thought we'd just nip down
for a few minutes while you were talking upstairs.

Maria. What for ?

PargER. Oh—just to talk over one or two things.

Crara. What things ?

Sorerrr. Oh—just—things, y’know—things in general.

(He comes to the left of the o. chair, with HELLIWELL.)

and had to have somebody.
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PARKER (coming forward to the R. of the chair c., rubbing his
hands). Well—I see the table's all ready—so what about that
nice little game ¢’ Newmarket ?

Crara. You'll get no Newmarket out o’ me to-night.

ANNIE. You're—you're—seclfish.

Crara. Have you just found that out ? Never think about
anything but their own comfort and convenience.

Maria. I'm surprised at you, Joe Helliwell—and after I'd
planned to make everything so nice.

Crara. Lot o’ thanks you get from them ! Club! (Looking
hard at SorprrT.) Well, go on—say something.

(The men look at one another uneasily. Then the women look
indignantly.)

AxxI1E. Just think what day it is!

Crara. And after giving you best years of our life—without
a word o' thanks.

Maria. An’ just remember, Joe Helliwell, there were plenty
of other fellows I could have had besides you.

AxxieE. You scem to think—once you’ve married us, you can
take us for granted.

PARRER (uncasily). Nay, I don’t.

CrArA (very sharply). Yes, you do—all alike !

Maria. If some of you woke up to-morrow to {ind you
weren’'t married to us, you'd be in for a few big surprises.

HELLIWELL (uneasily). Yes—I1 dare say—you're rizht.

MARIA (staring at him). Joe Helliwell, what’s matter with you
to-night ?

HELLIWELL (uneasily). Nowt—nowt’s wrong wi’ me, love.

Crara (looking hard at Sorprrr). You'll hear more about this
when I get vou 'ome.

Sorerrr (maildly). Yes, Clara.

(The women look at the men again, then at one another. Now they
turn away from the men, ignoring them.)

Maria. What were you saying about your cousin, Clara ?

CLARA (ignoring the men). Oh—well, the doctor said, “ You're
all acid, Mrs. Foster, that’s your trouble. You're making acid
as fast as you can go.”

ANNIE. Oh—poor thing!

Crara. Yes, but it didn’t surprise me, way she'd eat. I once
saw her eat nine oyster patties, finishing ’em up after their Ethel
got married. I said, “ Nay, Edith, have a bit o’ mercy on your
inside,” but of course she just laughed.

(The men have been cautiously moving to the back towards the door.
As HELLIWELL has his hand on the handle, MARIA turns on
him.)
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Maria. And where're you going now ?

HELLIwELL (uneasily). Into t’dining-room.

Maria. What for ?

Herurwenn, Well—because—well (He gathers boldness.)
We've summat to talk over. Albert, ’Erbert, quick !

(They file out smartly, without looking behind them. The women
stare at them in amazement. The door shuts. The women look
at one another.)

Maria. Now what’s come over 'em ?

ANNIE. There's something up.

Crara. What can be up ? They're just acting stupid, that’s
all. But wait till I get his lordship ’ome.

ANNIE. Suppose we went home now

IIJ‘I.AB.A. No fear! That's just what they'd like. Back to
t’club !

Maria. I'd go up to bed now and lock me door, if I didn’t
think I'd be missing something.

AnNIE. It’s a pity we can’t go off just by ourselves—for a
day or two.

Crara. And what sort o’ game are they going to get up to
while we're gone ? But I've a good mind to go in and tell mine,
“ Look, I've been married to you for five-and-twenty years and
it’s about time I had a rest.”

Maria. And for two pins I'll say to Joe, *“ If you got down
on your bended knees and begged me to, I wouldn’t stay married
to you if I didn't have to.”

(The door opens slowly, and MrS. NORTHROP comes just inside,
ope Yy
carrying a large string-bag, with clothes, two stout boitles in, elc.
She 18 dressed to go home now.)

Mgs. NorTHROP. I've done.

MARIA (suspiciously). It hasn’t taken you very long.

Mgs. NorTHROP (modestly). No—but then I'm a rare worker.
Many a one’s said to me, *“ Mrs. Northrop, I can’t believe you've
just that pair of 'ands—you’re a wonder.”

Maria (acidly). Well, I don’t think I want a wonder here,
Mrs. Northrop. I'll pay you what I owe you to-night, and
then you needn’t come again. :

Mrs. NorrHROP (bridling). Ho, I see—that’s it, is it ?

Maria. Yes, it is. I don’t consider you satisfactory.

Crara. I should think not!

Mgs. NORTHROP (an ). Who's askin’ you to pass re-
marks ? (70 Maria.) And don’t think I want to come ’ere
again. Me ’usband wouldn’t let me, anyhow, when he ’ears
what I ’ave to tell him. We’ve always kept ourselves respectable.

Maria. And what does that mean ?
Crara. Don’t encourage her impudence.
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Mrs. NorTHROP. An’ you mind your own interference. (7o
Maria.) I was beginnin’ to feel sorry for you—but now——
Maria (coldly). 1 don’t know what you're talking about.

Crara. What’s she got in that bag ?

Mrs. NorTHROP (angrily). I've got me old boots an’ apron
an’ cleanin’ stuff in this bag——

Maria. I can see two bottles there

Mgrs. NorTHROP (angrily). Well, what if you can? D’you
think you're the only folk i’ Clecklewyke who can buy summat
to sup ? If you must know, these is two stout empties I'm
taking away ’cos they belong to me—bought an’ paid for by me
at Jackson’s off-licence—an’ if you don’t believe me go an’ ask
‘em.

MARIA (rises, stopping CLARA from bursting in). No, Clara,
let her alone—we’ve had enough. (70 Mrs. NorTHROP, rather
haughtily.) 1t’s twenty-four shillings altogether, isn’t it ? (She
goes up to the bureaw.)

Mgs. NorTHROP (aggressively). No, it isn’t. It’s twenty-five
and six—if I never speak another word.

MARIA (returns to the L. of MRs. NorTEROP). All right then,
twenty-five and six, but I'm going to take something off for that
dish you broke——

Mgrs, NorTHROP (angrily). You won’t take a damned ha’penny
off |

Crara. Language now as well as back answers !

Maria (giving MRrS. NORTHROP a sovereign). Here’s a pound
and that’s all you'll get.

MRrs. NorTHROP (angrily). I won’t ’ave it. I won’t ’ave it.

MaRrIA (leaving it on the nearest table to MRS. NORTHROP).
There it is, Mrs. Northrop, and it's all you'll get. (She sits down
in stately fashion and turns to CLarA.) Let’s see, Clara, what
were you saying ?

(AU three women now ignore MrS. NORTHROP, which makes her
angrier than ever.)

Mgs. NorTHROP (drowning any possible conversation). An’
don’t sit there tryin’ to look like duchesses, 'cos I've lived round
'ere too long an’ I know too much about yer. Tryin’ to swank !
Why (pointing to Mar1ia), I remember you when you were Maria
Fawcett an’ you were nobbut a burler and mender at Barkinson's
afore you took up wi’ Joe Helliwell, an’ he were nobbut a wool-
sorter i’ them days. And as for you (pointing to CLARA), I
remember time when you were weighin’ out apples an’ potatoes
in your father’s greengrocer’s shop, corner o’ Park Road, an’ a
mucky little shop it wor an’ all

Maria (rising, angrily). T'll fetch my husband.

Mgrs. NorTHROP. He isn’t your husband. I was goin’ to say
I'm as good as you, but fact is I'm a damn’ sight better, 'cos
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I'm a respectable married woman an’ that’s more than any o’
you can say

CrLARA (angrily). Get a policeman.

Mgs. NorTHROP (derisively). Get a policeman. Get a dozen,
an’ they’ll all "ave a good laugh when they ’ear what I ’ave to
tell 'em. Not one o’ you properly married at all. I 'eard that
organist o’ yours tellin’ your 'usbands—if I can call 'em your
'usbands. I wor just be’ind t'door—an’ this lot wor too good to
miss—better than a turn at t'Empire.

CrLARA (rising, angrily). I don’t believe a word of it.

Mrs. NorTtHROP. Please yerself. But ’e give ’em a letter,
an’ that’s why they went down to t'club to talk it over—an’ I
can’t say I blame ’em, 'cos they’ve plenty to talk over. An’, by
gow, 8o 'ave you three. It’s about time yer thought o’ getting
wed, isn't it ?

(They stare in silence. She gives them a triumphant look, then
picks up her sovereign.)

And now you owe me another five an’ six at least—an’ if you've
any sense you'll see I get it—but I can’t stop no longer 'cos I've
said I meet me 'usband down at * "Are an’ ’Ounds,” ’cos they’re
'aving a draw for a goose for Clecklewyke Tide an’ we've three
tickets—so I'll say good night.

(She bangs the door. The three women stare at one another in
consternation.)

Maria. That’s why they were so queer. I knew there was
something.
CrLARrA (bitterly). The daft blockheads ! (To R. of the c. chair.)
(ANNIE suddenly begins laughing.)

Oh—for goodness’ sake, Annie Parker !

ANNIE (still laughing). I'm not Annie Parker. And it all
sounds so silly.

MAriA (indignantly). Silly! What's silly about it * (She
goes to the L. of CLARA.)

CrARrA (bitterly). Serves me right for ever bothering with
anybody so gormless. Isn’t this Herbert Soppitt all over.
Couldn’t even get us married right !

MAaRi1A (sitting c., and looking distressed). But—Clara, Annie—
this is awful. What are we going to do ?

Crara. I know what we're not going to do—and that’s play
Newmarket. (She begins putting things away, helped by the other
two.)

AxNNIE. Eee—we’ll look awfully silly lining up at Lane End
Chapel again to get married, won't we ?

CrARA (angrily). Oh—for goodness’ sake——I!
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MARIA (bitterly). Better tell them three daftheads in t'dining-
room to come in now.

Crara. No, just a minute.

Maria. What for ?

CrarA. ’Cos I want to think an’ very sight of Herbert'll make
me that mad I won’t be able to think. (She ponders for a moment.)
Now if nobody knew but us, it wouldn’t matter so much.

Maria. But that fool of a parson knows

CrAra. And the organist knows——

ANNIE. And your Mrs. Northrop knows—don’t forget that—
and yvou wouldn’t pay her that five-and-six

Maria. Here, one o’ them men must fetch her back.

Crara. Ishould think so. Why, if people get to know about
this—we’re—we re——

Rusy (looking in, announcing loudly). * Yorkshire Argus.”

CLARrA (in @ panic). We don’t want any “ Yorkshire Argus ”
here—or God knows where we'll be——

(She s interrupted by the entrance of FRED DysoN, who has had
some drinks and is pleased with himself.)

Dyson (very heartily). Well, here we are again. At least I am.
Fred Dyson—** Yorkshire Argus.” Mrs. Helliwell ?

MARIA (rather faintly). Yes.

Dysox (same tone). And Mrs. Albert Parker and Mrs. Soppitt
—three lucky ladies, eh ?

(They are looking anything but fortunate.)

Now, you'd never guess my trouble.

ANNIE (who can’t resist it). You'd never guess ours, either.

MARIA (hastily). Shut up, Annie. What were you saying,
Mr. Dyson ?

Dyson. I've gone and lost our photographer—Henry Ormon-
royd. Brought him with me here earlier on, then we went back
to the * Lion,” where he’d met an old pal. I left 'em singing
“ Larboard Watch ” in the tap-room, not twenty minutes since,
went into the private bar five minutes afterwards, couldn’t find
old Henry anywhere, so thought he must have come up here.
By the way, where’s the party ?

Axnie. This is it.

MAria (hastily). Shut up, Annie. (Rather desperately, to
Dyson.) You sece, my husband—Alderman Helliwell—you
know him, of course ?

Dyson (heartily). Certainly. He's quite a public figure, these
days. That's why the * Argus ”’ sent me up here to-night—
when he told 'em you were all celebrating your silver wedding——

CLARA (unpleasantly). Oh—he suggested your coming here,
did he ?

Dysox. He did.
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CLARA (unpleasantly). He would !

Marra. Well, he didn't know then—what—I mean——
(Her voice falters and dies away.)

DysoN. Our readers ’'ud like to know all about this affair.

CLARA (grimly). An’ I'll bet they would !

Maria. Now ’ave a bit o’ sense, Clara——

CrarA (quickly). Why, you nearly gave it away

ANNIE (coming in). What on earth are you saying, you two ?
(She smiles at DYsSON, who is looking rather mystified.) 1t’s all right,
Mr. Dyson. What Mrs. Helliwell was going to say was that
there was only just us six, y'’know. It wasn’'t a real party.
Just a little—er—private—er—sort of—you know.

DysoN (looking about him, thirstily). 1 know. Just a cosy
little do—with—er—a few drinks

Maria. That'’s it.

Dyson. A few drinks—and—er—cigars—and—er—so on.

(But they do not take the hint, so now he pulls out a pencil and a
bit of paper.)
Now, Mrs. Helliwell, wouldn’t you like to tell our readers just
what your feelings are now that you're celebrating twenty-five
years of happy marriage ?
MaRria (her face working). I—er—I—er

DysoN. You needn’t be shy, Mrs. Helliwell. Now, come
on.

(To his astonishment, MARIA suddenly bursts into tears, and then
hurries oul of the room.)

CrArA (reproachfully). Now, look what you've done, young
man.

Dyson (astonished). Nay, dash it—what have I done? I
only asked her——

ANNIE (hastily). She’s a bit upset to-night—you know, what
with all the excitement. It’s no use your staying now—you'd
better go and find your photographer.

CLARA (angrily). Now, Annie, for goodness’ sake| We want
no photographers here.

ANNIE (fo Dysox). That’s all right. She’s upset too. Now
you just pop off.

(ANNIE almost marches DysoN to the door and sees him through it.
We hear him go out. CrLARA sits breathing very hard. ANNIE
returns, leaving door open behind her.)

Well, we're rid of him.

Crara (rR.c.). For how long ?

ANNIE (annoyed). You can’t sit there, Clara, just saying
“ For how long ? 7 as if you're paying me to manage this busi-
ness. If we want it kept quiet, we'll have to stir ourselves and
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not sit about shouting and nearly giving it all away as you and
Maria did when that chap was here.
Crara (bitterly). If we hadn’t said we'd marry a set o' num-

skulls, this would never 'ave happened. If my poor mother was
alive to see this day

(Maria returns, blounng her mnose, and sits down miserably
on the L. setlee.)

Maria (unhappily). T'm sorry—Clara, Annie—but I just
couldn’t help it. When he asked me that question, something
turned right over inside—an’ next minute I was crying.

CrarA (severely). Well, erying’s not going to get us out of
this mess.

ANNIE (sharply). You're never satisfied, Clara. First you
go on at me for laughing and now you blame poor Maria for
crying (She sits ©.)

CLarA (loudly, sharply). Well, what do you want to go
laughing an’ erying for ? What do you think thisis ? * Uncle
Tom’s Cabin ” ? (She sits on the R. sellee.)

Maria. They're coming in.

(The women sit back, grimly waiting. HELLIWELL, PARKER,
SoPPITT enter, and the women look at them. SopPPITT drops
down R. PARKER comes R.C., with HELLIWELL on his L.)

PARKER (uneasily). Who was that ?

(No reply. He exchanges a glance with SorprrT and HELLIWELL.)

I said, who was it came just then ?
Crana (suddenly, fiercely). *‘ Yorkshire Argus!”
PArkER (resigned tone). They know.
ANNIE (sharply). 'Course we know.

(HELrurwELL looks at them, then makes for the door again.)

Maria. And where are you going ?

Hevriwernn., To fetch t’'whisky ?

Magria. And is whisky going to ’elp us ?

Herniwernn, I don’t know about you, but it'll help me.
(He goes out.)

MARrIA (hopefully). Tt's not all a tale, is it ?

PARKER. No, it's right enough. We put case to a chap at
club—no names, of course—and he said it 'ad 'appened a few
times—when a young parson thought he was qualified to marry
folk—an’ it turned out he wasn’t. But of course it ’asn’t hap-
pened often.,

Crara. No, but it has to ’appen to us. (Fiercely to SOPPITT.)
1 blame you for this.

Sorerrr (unhappily to PARER). Didn't I tell you she would ?
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CLARA (sharply). She! Who's she? The cat? Just re-
member you’re talking about your own wife.

PArggEr. Ah—but you see, he isn’t—not now.

CrArA (angrily). Now, stop that, Albert Parker.

(HELLIWELL returns with a large tray, with whisky, soda and
glasses.)

Hervrwern, Any lady like a drop ?
Maria. State I’'m in now, it 'ud choke me.

(The other women shake their heads scornfully.)

Hevrrwernn. Albert ?

Parggr. Thanks, I think I will, Joe. (He goes to him.)

HeLLIwELL (busy with drinks). ’Erbert ?

CLARA (quickly). He mustn’t ’ave any.

HeLvrwerLn., 'Erbert ?

Crara (confidently). You ’eard what I said, Herbert. You're
not to ’ave any.

Sorprrr (the rebel now). Thanks, Joe, just a drop.

(He goes up, looks at his wife as he takes his glass and drinks, then
comes away, still looking at her, while she glares at him.)

Heviawerrn. ’Ere, but I'd never ha’ thought young Forbes
'ud have back on his word like that, when he promised solemnly
not to tell another soul.

Maria. But he didn’t tell us.

HELLIWELL (staggered). Eh ? (He exchanges an alarmed glance
with the other men.) Who did, then ?

Maria. Charwoman—Mrs. Northrop. She 'eard you, behind
that door.

HeLtiwEeLL (alarmed). ’Ere, where is she ?

Maria. Gone.

ANNIE (with some malice as she rises, moving lo the Rr. seltee).
Maria’s just given her the push.

PARKER (angrily). If she's gone off with this news you just
might as well play it on Town Hall chimes.

HELLIWELL (angrily). Why didn’t you say so at first ? If
this woman gets round wi’ this tale about us, we’ll never live it
down. Did she go 'ome ?

AxNiE. No, to the “ Hare and Hounds.” (She sits L. of
Crara.)

HeLLtwELL (masterfully). Herbert, swallow that whisky quick
—an’ nip down to t"** Hare an’ Hounds "’ as fast as you can go,
an’ bring her back

Sorpirr. But I don't know her.

Herurwernn., Nay, damn it, you saw her in here, not an hour
since——

SoppiTr. An’ she doesn’t know me.
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HeLuiweLL. Now, don’t make difficulties, Herbert. Off you
go. (He moves him towards the conservatory.) And bring her
back as fast as you can and promise her owt she asks so long
as you get back. (He is now outside, shouting.) An’ make haste.
We're depending on you.

(HELLIWELL refurns, blowing, carrying SopPiTT’s glass. He is
about to drink out of this when he remembers, so he takes and
drinks from his own, then breathes noisily and mops his brow.
They are all quiet for a moment.)

You know, Albert lad, it feels quite peculiar to me.

PArRgER. What does ?

Herrxwern., This—not being married.

MARIA (rising, solemn). Joe Helliwell, 'ow can you stand
there an’ say a thing like that ?

CLARA He ought to be ashamed of himself.

ANNIE }(W)' {I’m sugrpriaed at you, Joe.

HEeLLIwELL (bewnrldered). What—what are you talking about ?

MARIA (solemnly). After twenty-five years together. Haven’t
I been a good wife to you, Joe Helliwell ?

Herrrwern. Well, I'm not complaining, am I ?

PARKER (tactlessly). You've been the same as a good wife to
him, Maria.

MARIA (furiously). The same! 1 haven’t been the same as
a good wife, I've been a good wife, let me tell you, Albert Parker.

ANNIE Nay, Albert !

CLARA }(together). I n};ver 'eard such silly talk.

PARKER (aggressively). Oh—an’ what’s silly about it, eh ?

Crara. Everything.

HeLLIWELL (tactlessly). Nay, but when you come to think
of it—Albert’s right.

PAREKER (solemn and fatuous). We must face facts. Now,
Maria, you might feel married to him

MaRr1A (scornfully). I might feel married to him! If you'd
had t.went.y-ﬁve ye.a.ra of him, you wouldn’t talk about mtght
Haven't I—

HELLIWELL (cwttmg in nowsily). ’'Ere, steady on, steady on—
with your twenty-five years of 'm. Talking about me as if I were
a dose o’ typhoid fever.

Magria (loudly). I'm not, Joe. All I'm saying is

PARKER (still louder). Now let me finish what I started to say.
I said—you might feel married to him—but strictly speaking—
and in the eyes of the law—the fact is, you're not married to him,
We're none of us married.

CrLARA (bitterly). Some o’ t’neighbours ha’ missed it, couldn’t
you shout it louder ?

PArRkER. I wasn’t that loud.

HELLIWELL (reproachfully). You were bawling your 'ead off.
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AxnNie. Yes, you were.

MAaRria (reproachfully). You don’t know who's listening. I'm
surprised you haven't more sense, Albert.

PARgER (wrritably). All right, all right, all right. But we
shan’t get anywhere till we face facts. It’s not our fault, but

our misfortune.
Maria. I don't know so much about that either.

Herrrwern. Oh ? (To AnBerr.) Goin’ to blame us now.

Maria. Well, an’ why not ?

HELLIWELL (irritably). Nay, damn it—it wasn’t our fault.

Magria. If a chap asks me to marry him and then he takes
me to chapel and puts me in front of a parson, I expect parson
to be a real one an’ not just somebody dressed up.

Herrrwern, Well, don't 17

Maria. You should ha’ found out.

Hevvrwern., Talk sense! 'Ow could I know he wasn’t
properly qualified ?

(smeering). Well, it’s funny it’s got to ’appen to us,
isn’t it ?

PARKER. But that’s what I say—it’s not our fault, it’s our
misfortune. It’s no use blaming anybody. Just couldn’t be
‘elped. But fact remains—we're——

CLARA (inferrupting angrily). If you say it again, Albert
Parker, I'll throw something at yer. You needn’t go on and on
about it.

MAR1A (bitterly). Mostly at top o’ your voice.

PARKER (with an air of wounded dignity). Say no more. I've
finished. (He turns his back on them.)

(AUl three women look at him disqustedly. MARIA now turns to
HELLIWELL.)

Maria. But, Joe, you're not going to tell me you feel different
—just because of this—this accident ?

HeLriweLL (solemnly). 1 won’t tell you a lie, love. I can’t
help it, but ever since I've known I'm not married I've felt most
peculiar.

MARIA (rising, in a sudden temper). Oo, I could knock your
fat head off. (She goes hurriedly to the door, making a sobbing
noise on the way, and hurries out.)

ANNIE (rising, follows her). Oh—poor Maria! (She goes 0w,
closing the door.)

Crara. Well, I ’ope you're pleased with yourself now.

HeLLIwELL (sententiously). Never interfere betwecen 'usband
and wife.

Crara. You just said you weren’t 'usband an’ wife.

HevLLiweLL (angrily). 'Ere, if I'm going to argue with a
woman it might as well be the one I live with. (He hurries out.)

(A silence. PARKER remains sulky and detached.)
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CrARA (after a pause). Well, after all these ructions, another
glass o’ port wouldn’t do me any ’arm—(she waits, then as there
18 no move from PARKER)—thank you very much. (She rises,
with dignity, to help herself at the buffet up r.c.) Nice manners
we're being shown, I must say. (She fills her glass.) 1 said nice
manners, Councillor Albert Parker! (She comes down to the
chair ©.)

PARKER (turning, angrily). Now if I were poor Herbert
Soppitt, I'd think twice before I asked you to marry me again.

CLARA (just going to drink). Ask me again! There’ll be
no asking. Herbert Soppitt’s my husband—an’ he stays my
husband.

PArRkER. In the eyes of the law

CrARA (cutting in ruthlessly). You said that before. But let
me tell you, in the sight of Heaven Herbert and me’s been married
for twenty-five years.

PARRER (triumphantly). And there you're wrong again, be-
cause in the sight of Heaven nobody’s married at all—

(HELLIWELL pops his head in the doorway L., looking worried.)

Hertiwernn. Just come in the dining-room a minute, Albert.
We're having a bit of an argument
PAarker, Yes, Joe,

(HELLIWELL disappears. PARKER goes oul, leaving the door a
little open. CLARA, left alone, finishes her port, crosses 1.C., then
picks up the old photograph and glares with contempt at the figures
on tt. A house-bell can be heard ringing distantly now.)

CrAra (muttering her profound contempt at the figures in the
photograph). Yer silly young softheads ! (She bangs it down in
some prominent place, face up.)

(RuBY now looks in.)

Rupy. Mrs. Soppitt——

CLARA (rather eagerly). Yes?

Rusy. Mrs. Helliwell says will you go into t’dining-room.
(As CLARA moves quickly towards the door, RuBY adds coolly :)
Aaa—they're fratchin’ like mad.

(CLARA goes out quickly, followed by Rusy. We hear in the
distance the sound of a door opening, the voices of the three in the
dining-room noisily raised in argument, the shutting of the door,
then a moment’s silence. Then several sharp rings at the front
door. After a moment, RUBY’S voice off, but coming nearer.)

(Off.) Yes, I know. ... All right. ... ’Ere, mind them
things. . . . This way. . ..

(RuBY ushers in ORMONROYD, who i3 carrying his camera, elc.,
and i8 mow very ripe.)
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OrMONROYD (advances into the room and looks about him with
great care, them returns to RuBy.) Nobody here. (He gives
another glance to make sure.) Nobody at all.

Runy (up un.c.). They’ll all be back again soon. They're
mostly in dining-room—fratchin’.

OrMoNROYD (c.). What—on a festive occasion like this ?

RouBy. That’s right.

OrmoxroyD. Well, it just shows you what human nature is.
(He wanders to r.0.) Human nature !+ T-t-t-t-t-t. I'll bet if
it had been a funeral—they’d have all been in here, laughing
their heads off. (fle looks closely ai the cigars on the table r.C.)
There isn’t such a thing as a cigar here, is there ?

Rugy (moving down c¢.). Yes, yer looking at 'em. D’youn
want one ? ’'Kre. (As he lights it.) Me mother says if God
had intended men to smoke He'd hav® put chimneys in their
heads.

ORMONROYD (comes to her r.). Tell your mother from me that
if God had intended men to wear collars He'd have put collar-
studs at back of their necks. (He stares at her.) What are you
bobbing up an’ down like that for ?

Rusy. I'm not bobbing up an’ down. It's you. (She laughs
and regards him critically.) You're a bit tiddly, aren’t yer ?

OrMONROYD (horror-struck). Tidd-ldly ?

Runy. Yes. Squiffy.

ORMONROYD (surveying her mistily). What an ex’t’rornry idea !
You scem to me a mos’ ex’t’rornry sort of—little—well, I dunno,
really—what’s your name ?

Rury. Ruby Birtle.

OrmoNrOYD (tasting it). Umm—Ruby——

Rupy. All right, I know it’s a silly daft name, you can’t tell
me nowt about Ruby I ’aven’t been told already—so don’t try.

OrMONROYD (solemnly). Ruby, I think you're quite ex't’rornry.
How old are you ?

Rury (quickly). Fifteen—how old are you ?

OrMoNROYD (waving a hand, vaguely). Thousands of years,
thousands and thousands of years. (He turns away R.)

Ruey (coolly). You look to me about seventy.

ORMONROYD (turns back, horrified). Secventy! I'm fifty-four.

Rusy (severely). Then you've been neglectin’® yerself.

(OrMoNROYD looks at her, breathing hard and noisily.)

Too much liftin’ o’ t’elbow.

ORMONROYD (after indignant pause). Do you ever read the
“ Police News " ?

Rusy. Yes. I like it. All ’orrible murders.

OrmMoNROYD. Then you must have seen them pictures of
women who've been chopped up by their husbands

Rusy (with gusto). Yes—with bloody ’atchets.
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OrMONROYD (impressively). Well, if you don’t look out, Ruby,
you'll grow up to be one of them women. (He wanders away L.,
and then notices and takes up the old photograph.)

Rusy (looking at it). Aaaaa!—don’t they look soft ? (She
looks suspiciously at him, dubiously.) How d’you mean—one o’
them women ?

OrmoNrOYD. Don’t you bother about that, Ruby, you've
plenty of time yet. (He puts photograph down.)

Rusy (puzzled). Time for what ?

ORMONROYD (goes up R.C., intent on his art now). Now what
I'm going to do—is to take a flashlight group of the three couples
—just as they were in the old photograph. Now—let me see——
(Very solemnly and elaborately he sets up his camera, up stage R.,
then comes down and puts a chair facing it nearly centre.)

RuBY (who has been thinking). ’Ere, d’you mean 1've plenty
of time yet to grow up an’ then be chopped up ?

OrMONROYD (absently). Yes.

Rusy (persistently). But what would 'e want to chop me up
for ?

OrMoNROYD. Now you sit there a minute.

Rusy. I said, what would 'e want to chop me up for ?

ORMONROYD (putting her into the chair and patting her shoulder).
Perhaps you might find one who wouldn’t, but you’ll have to be
carcful. Now you stay there, Ruby.

Rusy (hopefully). Are yer goin’ to take my photo ?

OrRMONROYD (grimly). Not for a few years—yet—— (He s
now fiddling with his camera.)

RuBy (after thoughtful pause). D’you mean you're waiting for
me to be chopped up ?

(Throughout the dialogue that follows, ORMONROYD keeps looking
through his lens or, with the assistance of RUBY, moves the chairs
—or chairs and a settee—for the group of six who will face the
camera. He also keeps putting RuBy, who always sits stiffly
smiling, no maltter what she may be saying at the time, in the
various positions in the group to see how he can focus her.)

(Cheerfully, not reproachfully.) Eeeee !—you've got a right nasty
mind, 'aven’t you ? (A pause.) Are you married ?

OrRMONROYD. Yes.

Rusy. Yer wife doesn’t seem to take much interest in yer.

OrMoNROYD. How do you know ?

Rusy. Well, I'll bet yer clothes hasn’t been brushed for a
month. (Going on cheerfully.) Yer could almost make a meal off
yer waistcoat—there’s so much egg on it. (After a pause.) Why
doesn’t she tidy you up a bit ?

OrMONROYD (busy with his preparations). Because she’s not
here to do it.

Rusy. Doesn’t she live with yer?
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ORMONROYD (stopping to stare at her, with dignity). Is it—er—
essential—you should know all about my—er—private affairs ?

Rusy. Go on, yer might as well tell me. Where is she ?

OrMONROYD. Mrs. Ormonroyd at present is—er—helping her
gister to run a boarding-house called ** Palm View "—though the
only palm you see there is the one my sister-in-law holds out.

Rusy, Where ? Blackpool ?

OrmoNrOYD. Not likely. There’s a place you go to live in
—not to die in. No, they're at Torquay. (With profound scorn.)
Torquay !

RuBy (impressed). That’s right down south, isn’t it ?

OrRMONROYD (with mock pompousness). Yes, my girl, Torquay
is on the south coast of Devonshire. It is sheltered from the
northerly and easterly winds, is open to the warm sea breezes
from the south, and so is a favourite all-year-round resort of
many delicate and refined persons of genteel society. In other
words, it’s a damned miserable hole. (He 8 his arrange-
ments with satisfaction.) There we are, all ready for the three
happy couples.

RuBy (sceptically). Did yer say ’appy ?

OrmMoNrOYD. Why not ?

Rusy. Well, for a start, go an’ listen to them four in t’dining-
room.

ORMONROYD (beginning solemnly). Believe me, Rosie——

Rusy (sharply). Ruby.

OrmMoNROYD. Ruby. Believe me, you're still too young to
understand.

RuBy. I've ’eard that afore, but nobody ever tells what it
is I'm too young to understand. An’ for years me brother kept
rabbits.

OrRMONROYD (solemnly but vaguely). It’s not a question of
rabbits—thank God ! But marriage—marriage—well, it’s a very
peculiar thing. There’s parts of it I never much cared about myself.

Rupy. Which parts ?

OrMoNrROYD. Well—now I'm a man who likes a bit o’ com-
pany. An’ I like an occasional friendly glass. I'll admit it—I
like an occasional friendly glass.

Rusy. It ’ud be all t’same if you didn’t admit it. We could
tell. (Sniffs.)

OrmoNrOYD. If these three couples here have been married
for twenty-five years and—er—they’re still sticking it, well, then
I call ’em three happy couples, an’ I won’t listen to you or any-
body else saying they're not. No, I won’t have it. And if you
or anybody else says, * Drink their health,” I say, * Certainly,
certainly, with pleasure.” (He gives himself a whisky and
soda with remarkable speed.) Wouldn't dare to refuse, 'cos it
would be dead against my principles. Their very good health.
(He takes an enormous drink.)
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RuBy. Eeee!—you are goin’ to be tiddly.

ORMONROYD (ignoring this, if he heard it, and very mellow and
sentimental now). Ah—yes. To be together—side-by-side—
through all life’s sunshine and storms—hand-in-hand—in good
times and bad ones—with always a loving smile—— (Waving
hand with cigar in.)

RuBy (coldly). Mind yer cigar !

OrMONROYD. In sickness and in health—rich or poor—still
together—side-by-side—hand-in-hand-—through all life’s sun-
shine and storms

RuBy (quickly). You said that once.

OrMONROYD. Oh—yes—it's a wonderful—it's a bee-yutiful
thing

Rusy. What is ?

OrMoNrOYD. What is! Lord help us—it’s like talking to
a little crocodile! I say—that it’s a wonderful and bee-yutiful
thing to go through good times and bad ones—always together—
always with a loving smile—

RuBy. Side-by-side—an’ ’and-in-"and——

OrmoNrOYD. Yes, and that’s what I say.

Ruey. Then there must be summat wrong wi’ me ’cos when
I've tried goin’ side-by-side an’ ’and-in-'and even for twenty
minutes I've 'ad more than I want.

ORMONROYD (staring at her). Extr'ord'n’'ry! What's your
name ?

Rusy. It’s still Ruby Birtle.

OrmoNroYD. Well, haven’t you had a home ?

RuBy. ’'Course I've 'ad a home. Why ?

OrMONROYD. You talk asif you'd been brought up in a tram-
shed. No sentiment. No tender feeling. No—no—poetry

Rusy (indignantly). Goon. I know poetry. We learnt it at
school. ’'Ere——

(RuBy recites, as ORMONROYD sifs.)

They grew in beauty side by side,
They filled one home with glee ;

Their graves are severed, far an’ wide,
By mount and stream and sea.

The same fond mother bent at night
O’er each fair sleeping brow ;

She ’ad each folder flower in sight—
Where are those dreamers now ?

One 'midst the forest of the west,
By a dark stream is laid—

The Indian knows his place of rest
Far
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(She hesitates. CLARA enters quietly and stares at her in as-
tonishment. RuUBY gives her ome startled look, them concludes
hurriedly.)

—Far in the cedar shade.

(RuBY hurries out. CLARA stands in RUBY'S place L.c., ORMON-
ROYD, who has turned away and closed his eyes, now turns and
opens them, astonished to see CLARA there.)

OrMONROYD (bewildered). Now I call that most peculiar, most
peculiar. I don’t think I'm very well to-night—

CrLARA (same tone as RuBY used). You're a bit tiddly, aren’t

u?
YOORHOHROYD. Things aren’t rightly in their place—if you
know what I mean—but I'll get it——

Crara. Who are you, and what are you doing here ?

OrMONROYD (still dazed). Henry Ormonroyd—** Yorkshire

"—take picture—silver wedding group

Crara (firmly). There’s no silver wedding group’ll be taken
here to-night.

OrMoNrROYD. Have I come to t'wrong house ?

Crara (firmly). Yes. (She crosses R.)

OrMONROYD. Excuse me . .. (Moving to the door up L.C.,
which opens to admit ANNIE.)

ANNIE. Who's this ? (She comes down L.C.)

OrMONROYD (hastily confused). Nobody, nobody—I'll get it
all straightened out in a minute—now give me time——

(ORMONROYD goes out.)

Ax~IE. Isn’t he the photographer ?

(bitterly). Yes, an’ he’s drunk, an’ when I come in,
Maria’s servant reciting poetry to him, an’ God knows what’s
become of Herbert an” Albert an’ that Mrs. Northrop an’ (angrily)
I'm fast losing my patience, I'm fast losing my patience——

ANNIE (comes R.C.). Now, Clara—— (She furns as MARIA
enders, rather wearily.) Well, Maria ?

Maria. I can't knock any sense at all into Joe. Where’s
Herbert ? (70 L. of . chair.)

CLARA (grimly). Still looking for that Mrs. Northrop. (7The
Jront-door bell rings.) Somebody else here now. (She crosses L.,
sits on the seltee.)

Maria. Well, don’t carry on like that, Clara. I didn’t ask
'em to come, whoevar it is. (She sits ©.)

CLA?'A}. If you didn’t, I'll bet Joe did. With his *“ Yorkshire

(RuBY enders, rather mysteriously.)
Maria. Well, Ruby, who is it ?
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Rusy (lowering voice). It's a woman.
CrarA (hastily). What woman ?

(ANNIE drops a hitle down R.C.)

Maria. Now, Clara! (7o Ruy.) What sort of woman ?
Who is it ?

RuUBY (coming down L. of MARIA, confidentially). I don't know.
But she doesn’t look up to much to me. Paint on her face. An’
I believe ber ’air’s dyed.

(The three women look at one another.)

Crara (primly). We don’t want that sort o’ woman here,
Maria.

Maria. 'Course we don’t—but (She hesitates.)

AxNIE. You'll have to see what she wants, Maria. It might
be something to do with—y’know—this business.

Crara (angrily). How could it be ?

Axxie. Well, you never know, do yer ?

Crara. Let Joe see what she wants.

MARI1A (rising, L. of chair). Oh—no—state of mind Joe's in,
I’d better see her. Ask her to come in, Ruby—and—er—you

needn’t bother Mr. Helliwell just now. (She crosses L., sits R. of

CLARA.)
(RuBY goes out. The three women settle themselves, rather anziously.

RuBY ushers in LoTriE, who enters smiling broadly. MARIA

rises, the other two remaining seated.)

MARIA (nervously). Good evening.

Lormie (L.c.). Good evening.

Maria. Did you want to see me ?

LotTIE (coolly, crossing to the chair c.). No, not particularly.
(She sits down, calmly, and looks about her.)

(The other three women exchange puzzled glances.)
Magria. Er—I don’t think I got your name.

Lorrie. No. You didn’t get it because I didn’t giveit. But

I'm Miss Lottie Grady.
MARIA (with dignity). And I'm Mrs. Helliwell.

LorTie (shaking her head). No, if we're all going to be on
our dignity, let’s get it right. You're not Mrs. Helliwell. You're

Miss Maria Fawecett.

CLaARA (as MARIA is too stunned to speak). Now just a minute

LoTTIE (turning to her, with mock sweetness). Miss Clara Gaw-
thorpe, isn’t it ? Gawthorpe’s, Greengrocer’s, corner of Park
Road. (Twurning to ANNIE.) I'm afraid I don’t know your

maiden name——
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AxNie. I'm Mrs. Parker to you.
Lorrie. Please yourself, 1 don’t care.

(MARIA sits on the L. seftee.)

I'm broad-minded. (Surveying them with a smile.)

CraraA (angrily). 1 suppose that Mrs. Northrop’s been talking
to you.

Lorrie. Certainly. Met in the old “ Hare and Houndas,”
where I used to work. She’s an old friend of mine.

CrLARA (angrily). If you've come ’ere to get money out of
N

Lorrie. Who said anything about money ?

Maria. Well, you must have some idea in coming to see us.

LoTTIE (coolly). Oh—I didn’t come here to see any of you
three. (She turns her face to ANNIE.)

AxNie. Well, who did you come to see, then ?

LorTiE (smiling). A gentleman friend, love.

CrLArA (angrily, rising). Gentleman friend ! (She crosses down
to below the L. settee.) You'll find none o’ your gentleman friends
in this house, will she, Maria ?

MaRriA (indignantly). 1 should think not!

ANNIE (rising, goes to R. of LorTie). Just a minute, Clara.
I'd like to hear a bit more about this.

Lorrie. Very sensible of you. You see, if a gentleman friend
gets fond of me—then tells me—more than once—that if he
wasn't married already, he’d marry me-—

(MARIA rises. A slight pause.)

CrarA (grimly). Well, go on.

Lorrie. Well—then I suddenly find out that he isn’t married
already, after all, then you can’t blame me—can you ?—if I'd
like to know if he’s still in the same mind. (She beams upon them,
while they look at one another in growing consternation.)

CLARA (astounded). Well, I'll be hanged ! (She moves behind
the L. seltee.)

AxNIE., Now we are getting to know something. (She returns
to the R. seltee, sils.)

Maria (flustered). Clara—Annie. (Suddenly crossing to
Lorrie.) Who was it ?

(The front-door bell rings.)

ANNIE (anxiously). Just a minute, Maria, there’s somebodv
else here now. (Crossing L. to above CLARA.)

Crara (angrily). Oh, for goodness’ sake—can’t you keep 'em
out ?

RuBy (appearing, tmportantly). The Rev-erent Clem-ent
Mer-cer |

(AU three wives look startled. MARIA crosses back to the L. seliee,
MERCER, a large grave clergyman, enters, and RUBY refires.)
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MERCER (sympathetically). Mrs. Helliwell ? (Down to MAR1A.)

MARIA (faintly). Yes?

MERCER (taking her hand a moment). Now, Mrs. Helliwell,
although you’re not a member of my congregation, I want you
to realize that 1 feel it my duty to give you any help I can.

Maria (confused). I'm afraid—I don’'t understand—Mr.
Mercer.

MerceEr. Now, now, Mrs, Helliwell, don’t worry. Let’s take
everything calmly. May I sit down ?

(MERCER brings down the chair from the bureau up L., to L.C., and
sits down, smiling at them. MARIA sifs.)

AxNIE. Did somebody ask you to come here ?
MERCER. Yes, madam.

(ANNIE sits below MARIA.)

A working man I know called Northrop stopped me in the street
and told me to go at once to Alderman Helliwell’s house as a clergy-
man’s presence was urgently required here. So here I am—-
entirely at your service.

(LorTIE in danger of exploding rises and goes quickly towards
the conservatory, where she stands with her back to the others.

MERCER gives her a puzzled glance, then turns to the other
three.)

Now, what is it ? Not, I hope, a really dangerous illness ?

MAria (blankly). No.

MERCER (rather puzzled). Ah !—I hurried because I thought
there might be. But perhaps you feel some younger member of
your family is in urgent need of spiritual guidance. An erring
son or daughter ?

(A moise from LoOTTIE.)

Crara (forcefully). No.

MERCER (puzzled). 1 beg your pardon ?

Crara. I just said No. I mean, there aren’t any erring sons
and daughters. Just husbands, that’s all.

MERCER (rises). Husbands ?

(LorTIe suddenly bursts into a peal of laughter, turning towards
them. MERCER looks at her, puzzled.)

LoTTIE (crosses to R. of the chair c., laughing). You've got it all
wrong.

MERCER (rather annoyed). Really! I don’t see——

Lorrie. I think they want you to marry 'em.

MERCER (glances astounded at the others). Marry them !

ANNIE (rising, with spirit). ’'Ere, Maria, come on, do some-
thing. (70 Mercer.) You'd better talk to Mr. Helliwell—
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MAR1A (rising, takes his left arm). He's in the dining-room—
just across——

(ANNIE 18 now on his L. They lead him out.)

Ask him if he thinks you can do anything for us—(now outside
the room) just in there—that’s right——
CrLARA (crossing to L. of the chair c.). Which one was it ?

(LOTTIE returns to her seat, smiling, as MARIA re-enters followed by
ANNIE, who crosses to R.C., MARIA fo L. of the bureau chair.)

Lorrie. I think you missed a chance there—at least, two of
you did.

(ANNIE sils on the R. seltee, lower end.)

Maria. Two of us! (She takes the chair back to the bureau.)
Lortie. Well, you remember what I told you ?

(She smiles reminiscently as MARIA comes down to the L. sellee.)

I'd known him here in Clecklewyke, but it was at Blackpool we
really got going. He said he was feeling lonely—and you know
what men are, when they think they're feeling lonely—specially
at Blackpool.

CraArA (hastily). It couldn’t have been Herbert. He's never
been to Blackpool without me.

ANxNIE, Yes, he has, Clara. Don’t you remember—about four
years since—— ?

CLARA (thunderstruck). And he said he hadn’t a minute away
from that Conference. I'll never believe another word he says.
(To ANNIE, coming to the head of the L. seftee.) But your Albert
was with him that time.

ANNIE (grimly). 1 know he was.

(CLARA sits on her L.)

MariA. SowasJoe. (Shesitson the L. setlee.) Said he needed
a change.

LorTiE (sweetly). Well, we all like a change, don’t we ?
(SopPITT enters up L.C., rather hesitantly. CLARA sees him first.)

-CLARA (sharply, rising). Now, Herbert Soppitt——

Sopprrr. Yes, Clara ? (He drops down a little.)

Lorrie. Well, Herbert, how are you these days ? (Playfully.)
You haven’t forgotten me, have vou ?

SOPPITT (L. of LoTTIE). Forgotten you ? I'm afraid there's a
mistake——

CrarA (grimly). Oh—there’s a mistake all right.

Maria. Now, Clara, don’t be too hard on him. I expect it
was only a bit o’ fun.

Sopprrr. What is all this ?
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Lorrie (playfully). Now, Herbert—— (She rises.)
SopprrT (indignantly). Don’t call me Herbert.
CrarA (angrily). No, wait till I'm out o’ t'way.

. I expect he didn’t mean it.
SOPPITT (annoyed). Mean what ?

(PARKER now enlers, rather wearily. SOPPITT turns to him.)

I found that Mrs. Northrop, Albert. (He turns away, crossing to
below the Rr. settee.)
LortiE (R. of PARKER). Oh—hello, Albert !

(CLARA sits.)

PARKER (staring at her). How d’you mean—Hello, Albert ?
Lorrie (playfully). Now, now—Albert !

(PARKER crosses to C., looks at her in astonishment, then at the three
women, finishing with his wife, who rises.)

ANNIE (bitterly, crossing to his R.). Yes, you might well look
at me, Albert Parker. You and your cheap holiday at Black-
pool ! I only hope you spent more on her than you’ve ever done
on me.

PARKER (vehemently). Spent more on her ? (He steps up to
her.) I've never set eyes on her before. Who is she ?

(LorTiE sits c. ANNIE and CLARA now look at each other, then
at MARIA, who looks at them in growing consternation.)

MARIA (rising). I don’t believe it. I won’t believe it.
(RuBy looks tn, excitedly.)

Rusy. Mayor’s motor-car stopping near t’front gate.
CrARA (rises, shouting as RUBY goes). Well, tell it to go away
again. (She sits.)
(HELLIWELL comes out of the dining-room, shutting the door, and
begins speaking early. He bumps into RUBY in the doorway,
as she exits.)

HELLIWELL (coming down L.0., flustered). What with a photo-
grapher who's drunk, and a parson that’s mad | (He sees
LotTie now, and visibly wilts, and gasps.) Lottie !

MaRriA (furiously). Lottie !

CURTAIN,

ACT III

SCENE.-~The same, about a quarter of an hour later,

RUBY is tidying up the room, and also eating a large piece of
pasty. The camera is now stacked against the wall above the
doors. RUBY continues with her work several

moments after the rise of the CURTAIN, then NANCY makes cautious
appearance at the conservatory, sees that nobody but RUBY is
gc, then turns to beckon in GERALD, and they both come into

room.

Naxcy. What’s been happening, Ruby ?

RUBY (above the B. settee). What "asn’t been ’appening ! Eee
—we’ve had some trade on wi’ one thing an’ another.,

Nancy (mischievous rather than reproachful). You see what
you've done, Gerald.

Rusy. What! He didn’t start it, did he ? ’Cos if he did,
he’s got summat to answer for. (She crosses c.)

RNA.HG'!’ (crossing to her, B.). Did—anybody ask where I was,
uby ?

Rusy (RB. of the L. settee). No, an’ I'll bet you could stop out
all night and they’d neither know nor care.

GERALD (coming down in front of the R. settee). But what has
been happening, Ruby ?

Rusy (confidentially). Place ’as been like a mad ’ouse this
last half-hour. To start with, Mayor o’ Clecklewyke’s been and
gone——

Naxcy. The mayor ?

GERALD (amused). Why did they want to bring the mayor
into it ?

Rusy. Nobody brought him. He come of his own accord—
with a case o’ fish-things an’ wearing t’chain—like a chap in a
pantymime. He soon took his 'ook. But reporters didn’t

GerALD. Reporters, eh ?

RuBy. Ay, an’ there were plenty of 'em an’ all an’ they didn’t
want to go neither, not like t'mayor. So Mr. Helliwell an’ Mr.
Parker took ’em into t'kitchen an’ give 'em bottled ale an’ for
all I know they may be there yet. Mrs. Helliwell’s up in t’bed-
room—feeling poorly—an’ Mrs. Soppitt’s with her, Mr. Soppiti
an’ Mrs. Parker’s somewhere out in garden

Naxcy. I told you there was somebody there. (She comes
down to GERALD.)
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Rusy. Ay, but let me finish. Now there's a woman wi’ dyed
'air washing herself in t'bathroom upstairs—an’ nobody knows
what she wants—beyond a good wash. Down in t’dining-room
there’s a photographer who's right tiddly tryin’ to argue with
gert big parson—an’ I'll bet he’s makin’ a rare mess—an’ that'll
be to do next.

(RUBY ezils.)

GErALD., Sounds all very confused to me.

Nanvcy. Yes, and I'd better slip upstairs while nobody’s
about. Oh—Gerald. (She goes up a litle to L.0.)

GERALD (following her). Nancy !

Naxcy. Do you still love me ?

GeraLp. Yes, Nancy—still—even after a whole hour.

(They kiss. Enter SopPrTr and ANNIE from the conservatory.
They cross to c.)

Sopprrr. Here, I say! You two seem very friendly !
ANNIE. I believe you were the girl he was seen with.
SoppiTT. Were you ?

Nancy. Yes. We're practically engaged, you know. Only
—1 was frightened of saying anything yet to Uncle Joe.

Sopprrr. Well, don’t start to-night——

ANNIE. Whyshouldn’t she ? (Shesitsc.) He won’t be quite
80 pleased with himself to-night as usual-—just as I know another
who won't.

Nancy. Good night.

ANNIE. Good night. Why don’t you go outside and say
good night properly. You're only young once.

(Naxcy and GERALD exit lo the conservatory.)

Yes, you're only young once, Herbert. D’you remember that
time, just after you’d first come to Clecklewyke, when we all
went on that choir trip to Barnard Castle ?

Sopprrr. Ido, Annie. As a matter of fact, I fancy I was a bit
sweet on you then.

ANNIE. You fancy you were! I know you were, Herbert
Soppitt. Don’t you remember coming back in the wagonette ?

SOPPITT. Ay!

ANNIE. Those were the days!

SopprTT. Ay!

ANNIE. Is that all you can say—Ay!

Sorpprrr. No. But I might say too much.

Axw~ie. I think I'd risk it for once, if I were you. (She rises,
goes down R.C.)

Sopprrr. And what does that mean, Annie ? (Following her.)

AxNiE. Never you mind. But you haven't forgotten that
wagonette, have you ¥’
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Sopprrr. Of course I haven’t.
(He has his arm round her waist. Enter CLARA.)

Hello, Clara.

Crara. How long’s this been going on ?

Axxie. Now, don’t be silly, Clara.

Crara. Oh—it's me that hasn’t to be silly, is it * I suppose
standing there with my ’usband’s arm round you bold as brass,
that isn’t being silly, is it ? I wonder what you call that sort
of behaviour, then ?

Sopprrr (rR.c.). It was only a bit of fun. |

CrLara. Oh—an’ how long have you been ’aving these bits o’
fun—as you call them—Herbert Soppitt ?

AxNIE. You've a nasty mind, Clara.

Crara. Well—of all the cheek and impudence! Telling me
I've got a nasty mind. You must have been at it some time
getting Herbert to carry on like that with you. Don’t tell me
he thought of it himself—I know him too well.

AxNIE. Oh—don’t be so stupid, Clara. I'm going into the
garden. I want some fresh air,

(She goes out R.)

Crara. Well, Herbert Soppitt, why don’t you follow her and
get some fresh air too ? Go on, don’t mind me. Come here.

(He doesn’t move.)

You ’eard me, come here.

Soppirr. Why should 17

Crara. Because I tell you to.

Sopprrr. I know. I heard you. But who do you think you
are ?

CrLarA (down to him, ¢.). Herbert Soppitt—you must have
gone wrong in your head.

Sopperrr. No. Not me. I'm all right.

CrLARA (sharply). You'd better go home now, an’ leave me to
deal with this business here.

SopriTT (bravely). Certainly not.

CrarA. In my opinion it's awkward with both of us here.

Soperrr. Well, you go home, then ? (7o below the Rr. settee.)

Crara. What did you say ?

Soeprrr (bravely). 1 said, you go home. You are doing no
good here.

(Very angry now she marches up to him and gives him a sharp slap
on the cheek.)

Crara. Now then! (She steps back and folds her arms.)
Just tell me to go home again !
Sorprrr (slowly, vmpressively, approaching her ©.). Clara, 1
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always said that no matter what she did, I'd never lift a hand
to my wife——

Crara. 1 should think not indeed !

SorpITT. But as you aren’t my wife—what about this ?

(He gives her a sharp slap. She is astounded.)

Crara. Herbert !

SOPPITT (commandingly). Now sit down. (He points to the L.
seftee.)

(She does not obey.)
(In a tremendous voice of command.) Sit down !

(She sits on the L. settee, staring at him. Then when she opens
her mouth to speak.)

Shut up! I want to think. (He turns up stage.)

(A silence, during which she still stares at him. He stands L. of
the c. chair.)

Crara (in a low voice). I don’t know what’s come over you,

Herbert Soppitt.

SoppITT (fiercely). You don’t, eh ?

CLARA (gaping at ham). No, I don’t.

SorprrT (severely). Well, you don’t think I put up with women
coming shouting and bawling at me and smacking my face, do

ou ?

: Crara. Well—you’ve never gone on like this before.
Sopprrr. Yes, but then before you were my wife——
CLARA (hastily). I'm your wife now.

Soperrr. Oh no—you’re not. (He produces the lelter.)
Crara. Give me that letter (Half rising.)
Sopprrr (down a little r.0.). Sit down—and shut up, woman !

(CLARA sits. Enter PARKER.)

PArgER. Where’s Annie ?

Sopprrr. She’s out there somewhere—why don’t you look
for her ?

Crara. Perhaps she’s hiding her face—and if you'd seen
what 1'd seen to-night, Albert Parker

Soprirr. Hold your tongue, before it gets you into mischief

Crara. I'm only—

Soeperrr. Shut up.

Pargkrr. Here, but wait a minute—I'd like to hear a bit more
about this (T'o the L. of SoprprTT.)

Soeerrr. Then you’re going to be disappointed. (7o CrarA.)
You get back to Maria Helliwell, go on.

ParkEr. Here, Clars, you're not going to——
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Sopprrr. YOU mind you're own business. (7o Crara.) Go
on—sharp.

(CLARA rises, and exils up L.C.)

PArgER. Herbert, 'ave you been ’aving a lot to drink ¥
Sorprrr. I had a few, trying to find that Mrs. Northrop.
Parker. I thought as much.

SoprPITT (crossing to the front of the L. settee). And I may
possibly have some more, but whether I do or not, I'll please
myself—just for once—and if any of you don’t like it, you can
lump it.

PArgER. Where did you say my wife was ?

Sopprrr. She’s out there in the garden.

PARKER (disapprovingly). What—at this time o’ night ?
(Looking towards the garden.)

Sopprrr. Yes—and why not ?

PARkER (with dignity). I'll tell ’er that. I've no need to tell
you. You're not my wife.

Sopprrr. No, and she isn't either. Don’t forget that. (He
sits on the L. sellce.)

(PARKER goes to the door and calls.)

PARKER. Annie! Hey—Annie!

Sorprrr. Why don’t you go out and talk to her, instead o’
calling her like that—as if she were a dog or something ?

PArgER. 'Cos standing about in damp grass this time o’
night is bad for me. I don’t want to start a running cold on
top of all this. (He calls again.) Hey—Annie! (He returns to
R.c.) I came in to ’ave a few words in private with her——

Sorprrr. Oh—TI’ll leave you. (Rising.)

PARRER. In my opinion, there’s been a lot too much talk
among us altogether, too much noisy ’anky-panky, about this
daft business. You might think we were a meeting o’ t'gas
committee way we’'ve gone on so far. What's wanted is a few
gerious words i’ private between us chaps an’ our wives, an’ less
o’ this public argy-bargy an’ ’anky-panky.

(ASNIE enfers through the conservatory. She comes to below
the r. setlee.)

Ah—so there y’are.
SoperrT (going up r.c.). Well, best o’ luck, Annie !
PARKER (suspiciously). How d’you mean ?
SopprrT (turning at the door). Hanky-panky !

(He goes out. PARKER goes up after him, then turns back.)

Parker. He's 'ad a drop too much, Herbert 'as| Comes of
running round the town after that charwoman.
ANNIE (sils on the B. seflee, amused). Well, Albert !
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PARKER (pompously and complacently now). Well, Annie, I'm
going to set your mind at rest. (He comes a little down L.C.)

ANNIE (demurely). Thank you, Albert.

PArRKER (as before). Yes, I don’t want you to be worrying.
Now 1 think you'll admit I've always tried to do my duty as a
‘usband.

AxNIE. Yes, Albert, I think you’ve always tried.

PARKER (suspiciously). What do you mean ?

ANNIE (demurely). Why—just what you mean, Albert.

PARKER (after another suspicious glance, returns to the former
tone, and 13 insufferably patronizing). Of course, as nobody knows
better than you, I'm in a different position a.ltogether to what I
was when I first married you

AxNIE. When you thought you married me, Albert.

PargeEr. Well, you know what Imean! (Downy.) Inthem
days, I was just plain young Albert Parker.

ANNIE. And now you're Councillor Albert Parker——

PARKER (strutting up and down L.c.). Well, an’ that’s some-
thing, isn’t it ? And it isn’t all, by a long chalk. I've got on i’
business, made money, come to be a big man at chapel, vice-
president o’ t’Cricket League, on t’hospital committee, an’ so
forth—eh ? (He finishes up L.C.)

ANNIE. Yes, Albert, you've done very well.

PARKER (complacently). 1 know I ’ave. An’ mind you, it’s
not altered me much. I'm not like some of 'em. No swank
about me—no lah-di-dah—I'm a plain man. (Down c.)

ANNIE (rather sadly). Yes, Albert, you are.

PARKER (looking at her suspiciously). Well, what’s wrong wi’
it ? You're not going to tell me that at your time o’ life——

ANNIE (indignantly cutting in). My time of life !

Parger. Well, you're no chicken, are yer ? And I say,
you're not going to tell me now, at your time o’ life, you'd like
a bit o’ swank an’ lah-di-dah !

ANNIE (wistfully). I've sometimes wondered

PARKER (brushing this aside). Nay, nay, nay, nobody knows
better than me what you'd like. (Going L.C., ke sits on the L.
seitee.) An’ you know very well what a good husband I've been
—steady——

ANNIE (rather grimly). Yes, you'’ve been steady all right,
Albert.

PARKER (complacently) That’swhat Isay. Steady. Reliable.
Not silly wi’ my money——

ANNIE (same tone). No, Albert, your worst enemy couldn’t
say you'd ever been silly with your money.

PARKER (complacently). And yet at the same time—not
stingy. No, not stingy. Everything of the best—if it could
be managed—everything of the best, within reason, y’know,
within reason,

Act TII) WHEN WE ARE MARRIED 59

Axnie. Yes, within reason.

PARKER (in a dreamy ecstasy of complacency). A]wa. reason-
able—and reliable. But. all the time, getting on, goin’ up i’ the
world, never satisfied with what 'ud dn for most men—no, steadily
moving on an' on, up an’ up-—cashier, manager, share in the
business—councillor this year, alderman next, perhaps mayor
soon—that’s how it’s been an’ that’s how it will be. Y’know,
Annie, I've sometimes thought that right at first you didn’t
realize just what you'd picked out o’ t'lucky bag. Ay! (He con-
templates his own greainess, while she watches him coolly.)

ANNIE (after @ pause). Well, Albert, what’s all this leading
up to?

pP.nnxm (recalled to his argument). Oh !—well, yer see, Annie,
I was just saying that I thought I'd been a good husband to

u. An’, mind yer, I don’t say you've been a bad wife—no,

don’t——

Axxie (drily). Thank you, Albert.

PARRER (with immense patronage, rises, crosses to her). So I
thought I'd just set your mind at rest. Now don’t you worry
about this wedding business. If there’s been a slip up—well,
there’s been a slip up. But I'll see you're all right, Annie. I'll
see it’s fixed up quietly, an’ then we'll go an’ get married again—
properly. (Standing above her, he pats her on the shoulder.) 1know
my duty as well as t'next man—an’ I'll see that you're properly
married to me.

AxnNiE. Thank you, Albert.

PARgER. That'’s all right, Annie, that’s all right. I don’t
say every man 'ud see it as I do—but—never mind—I know what
my duty is. (He crosses back to down L.)

AxNiE. And what about me ?

PARKER (puzzled, turning on her). Well, I'm telling yer—

you’ll be all right.

Annie. How d’'you know I will ?

PARgER (hastily). Now don’t be silly, Annie. (Going up
stage.) If 1 say you’ll be all right, you ought to know by this
time yer will be all right. (He selects a cigar from the box on the
buffet.)

'gjmm (slowly). But Idon’t think I want to be married to you.

PARKER (staggered). What! (He turns down sharply.)

ANNIE (slowly). You see, Albert, after twenty-five years of
it, perhaps I've had enough.

PARKER (horrified). ’'Ad enough! (He comes down c.)

ANNIE. Yes, had enough. You talk about your duty. Well,
for twenty-five years I've done my duty. I've washed and
cooked and cleaned and mended for you. I've pinched and
scrimped and saved for you. I've listened for hours and hours
and hours to all your dreary talk. I've never had any thanks for
it. I've hardly ever had any fun. But I thought I was your
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wife and I'd taken you for better or worse, and that I ought to
put up with you

PARKER (staring, amazed). Put up with me !

ANNIE (coolly). Yes, put up with you.

Parger. But what's wrong with me ? (He takes a step down.)

ANNIE (coolly). Well, to begin with, you're very selfish. But
then I suppose most men are. You're idiotically conceited. But
again, so are most men. But a lot of men at least are generous.
And you're very stingy. And some men are amusing. But—
except when you're being pompous gnd showing off—you’re not
at all amusing. You're just very dull and dreary——

PArgeER. Never !

ANNIE (firmly). Yes, Albert. Very dull and very, very dreary,
and stingy.

PARKER (staring at her as if seeing a strange woman). ’As some-
body put you up to this ?

AxNIE. No, I've thought it for a long time.

PargerR. How long ?

ANNIE. Nearly twenty-five years.

PARKER (half dazed, half indignant). Why—you—you—you
little serpent !

ANNIE (tgnoring this). So now I feel it’s time I enjoyed myself
a bit. I'd like to have some fun before I'm an old woman,

PARKER (horrified). Fun! Fun! What do you mean—
fun ?

ANNIE (coolly). Oh—nothing very shocking and terribly—
just getting away from you, for instance——

PARKER (in loud pained tone). Stop it! (He turns up stage.)
Just stop it now ! (He turns back.) I think—Annie Parker—
you ought to be ashamed of yourself.

ANNIE (dreamily). Well, I'm not. Bit of travel—and live-
liness—and people that are amusing—and no wool business and
town councillors and chapel deacons——

PARKER (shouting angrily, crossing down to her). Why don’t
you dye your hair and paint your face and go on t’stage and
wear tights——

ANNIE (wistfully). I wish I could.

(As PARKER groans in despair at this, crossing L., RUBY looks in.
PARKER suls.)

RuBy (loudly and cheerfully). Mr. Soppitt says if you haven’t
finished yet yer better 'urry up or go somewhere else to "ave it
out 'cos they’re all coming in ’ere.

PARKER (angrily). Well, we 'aven’t finished. (He rises, goes
up stage R. of RUBY.)

ANNIE (coolly). Yes, we have.

(RuBY nods and leaves the door open.)
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PARKER (loudly, above chair ¢.). Now listen, Annie, let’s just
talk a bit o’ sense for a minute——

AxnNiE. They’ll all hear you—the door’s open.

Parger. Nay—damn it——! (Up to the door.)

(He goes to shut the door but SorrrrT enters, followed by CLARA.)

Sopprrr (amused). Hello, Albert—what’s made you look so
flabbergasted.

PARkER (annoyed). If 1 want to look flabbergasted, then I'll
look flabbergasted, without asking your advice, Herbert.

Sorprrrr. Hanky-panky! (fle comes down behind the L.
gellee.)

PArRgER. Now shut up! ’Ere, Clara, yer wouldn't say I was
stingy, would yer ?

Crara. Well, you've never been famous for getting your hand
down, have you, Albert ? (Coming down in front of the L.
settee.)

PARRER (indignantly). I've got my ’and down as well as
t'next man. I've always paid my whack, let me tell yer. (He
sits on the chair c.) Call a chap stingy just because he doesn’t
make a big show—'cos he isn't—or

ANNIE (burlesquing his accent, coolly). Lah-di-dah !

SoPPITT. Now stop tormenting him, Annie.

PARKER (indignantly, rising, goes towards Sorprrr.). Tor-
menting me ! Nobody’ll torment me. And I like that coming
from you, Herbert, when you've been a by-word for years.

CrLARA (angrily). A by-word for what ?

PArgER. For years.

Crara. Yes, but a by-word for years for what ?

ParkEr. Oh! Hen-pecked! Ask anybody who wears the
trousers in your house !

ANNIE. Albert, don’t be so vulgar!

Ih’ARKER (fo r.c.). Why, a minute since you wanted to wear
tights.

ANNIE. Only in a manner of speaking.

ParkEr. How can it be in a manner of speaking—'cos either
you're wearing tights or you're not ?

(Enter LoTTIE, and HELLIWELL.)

Lorrie. What's this about tights ?

PARKER (turning to her). Now you'll clear out right sharp—if
you'll take my tip. (He goes up c.)

LorTie. And I'll bet it's the only kind of tip you do give
too. (70 Axwie.) He looks stingy to me! (Coming a little
down stage.)

PArgERr. Stingy! If anyone says that again to me to-night
they'll get what for, and I don’t care who it is,

(He goes out up L.0.)
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Hevorwernn,  For two pins I'd either leave this house myself
or else clear everybody else out. I've never seen such a place—
there’s folk nattering in every damn’ corner. (He goes up stage.)

ANNIE (rises). Where’s poor Maria ?

(She goes across towards the door.)
Sopprrr. Clara !

(CLARA exils after ANN1E, Sorprrr following.)

HELLIWELL (coming down a little). Now, Lottie, be reasonable.
A bit o’ devilment'’s all right, but I know you don’t want to make
real mischief

Lorrie. Where's the mischief come in ? Didn't you say—
more than once—that if you hadn’t been married already
(She moves a lLittle r.C.)

HELLIWELL (urgently, coming down to her L.). Now, you know
very well that were only a bit o' fun. When a chap’s on a
‘oliday in a place like Blackpool an’ gets a few drinks inside "im,
you know very well he says a lot o’ damn’ silly things he doesn't
mean

LorriE (indignantly). Oh—I see. (She sits.) Just tellin® me
the tale an’ then laughing at me behind my back, eh ?

HELLIWELL (urgently, coming down to her L.). No, I don’t
mean that, Lottie. Nobody admires you more than I do.
You're a fine lass and a good sport. But you've got to be
reasonable. Coming ’ere like this, when you know as well as
I do, it were just a bit o’ fun!

(Maria enters. She is dressed to go out, and 18 carrying some
housekeeping books, some keys, and several pairs of socks. These
can all be in a basket together.)

Marta (grimly, a litile below the door). Just a minute, Joe
Helliwell !

HeLLiweLL (groaning). Oh—Christmas ! (Then sees she has
her outdoor things on.) ’Ere, Maria, where are yer going ?

Maria (determined but rather tearful). I'm going back to me
mother’s.

HevwiweLL.  Your mother’s! Why, if you go to your mother
in this state o’ mind at this time o’ night, you'll give her a
stroke.,

Lortie. That's right. She must be about ninety.

Maria (angrily). She's seventy-two. (She pauses.) And
mind your own business. I've got some of it 'ere for you. (Ske
comes down L.0. a little.)

Lorrte. What do you mean ?

MARrA (indicating things she's carrying). Some of your new
business, an’ see 'ow you like it. You'll find it a change from
carrying on wi’ men behind the bar,
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Hervurwern, What in the name o’ thunder are you talking
about ? (She goes up L.c. and closes the door and returns.)

Maria. I'm talking about ’er. If she wants my job, she can
"ave it.

LorriE (Rising.) 'Ere, just a minute——
}(together). { (She crosses towards MARIA.)

Now listen, Maria——

MAaR1A (silencing them by holding up keys and rattling). There’s
all t'’keys, an’ you'd better start knowing where they fit. (She
puts them on the table behind the settee.) An’ don’t forget char-
woman's just been sacked, an’ I don’t expect Ruby’ll stay.
You’'ll have to manage by yourself a bit. An’ greengrocer calls
at ten and the butcher calls at half-

HELLIWELL (shouting). What does it matter when t’butcher
calls ?

Maria (calmly). I'm talking to ’er, not to you. (7o LoTTIE,
who looks astonished.) These is the housekeeping books an’
you'll 'ave to 'ave 'em straight by Friday or he’ll make a rumpus.
'Ere you are.

Lorrie (backing away to r.c.). I don’t want 'em.

HeLuiweLL (harassed). 'Course she doesn’t——

Magria. She can’t run this house without ’em. You said so
yourself. (She throws the books on to the L. settee.)

Herurwern., 1 know I did, but it’s nowt to do with ’er.

Maria. Then what did she come ’'ere for ? (To LoTTIE,
producing the socks. She hangs them on the back of the settee.)
An’ look, ’ere’s five pairs of his socks and one pair of woollens
that wants darning, and you'd better get started on 'em. An’
upstairs you'll find three shirts and two more pairs of woollens
you’ll 'ave to do to-morrow, an’ you'd better be thinking o’
to-morrow’s dinner 'cos he always wants something Aot an’ he’s
very particular (She turns up towards the door.)

LorTIE (aghast). ’Ere, what do you think I am ?

Hewrawern., Now, Maria, you're getting it all wrong. Nobody
knows better than me what a good wife you’ve been. Now ’ave
a bit of sense, love, It’s all a mistake.

Maria. And there's a lot of other things you’ll have to
manage, but while you're trying to manage them and him too,
I'll be at Blackpool.

(She exits, followed by HELLIWELL.)
(Enter ORMONROYD.)
OrMoNROYD. I know that face.

Loorrie. Harry Ormonroyd.

OrMONROYD. Lottie, my beautiful Lottie. And you haven’t
forgotten me ?

Lorrie. Forgotten you! My word, if you're not off I'll saw
your leg off. ’Ere, you weren’t going to take their photos ?
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OrMONROYD. Yes, group for “ Yorkshire Argus.” Make a
nice picture—very nice picture.

Lorrie. Nice picture! Don’t you know ? Haven't they
told you ? (She roars with laughter.)

OrmoNrOYD. Here now, stop it, stop it. Have a drink of
port.

Lorrie. Well, I suppose I might. (She goes up to the buffet.)

ORMONROYD (pours out wine). Certainly, certainly. Liberty
'All here to-night.

Lortie. Oh—it’s Liberty Hall right enough. (She takes the
glass.) Chin-chin.

OrmonNrOoYD. All the best, Lottie. (Down c.)

LorTie (on his R.). Nice drop of port wine this. Joe Helliwell
does himself very well here, doesn’t he ?

OrMoNrROYD. Oh yes, Lottie, you'll find everything very
comfortable here. ’Ere, somebody told me you were back at the
Talbot.

Lorrie. I was up to Christmas. Who told you ? Anybody
I know ?

OrMONROYD (solemnly). Yes—now just a minute. You
know him. I know him. We both know him. I have him
here on the tip of my tongue, but can’t remember. Er—no.
But I'll get him, Lottie, I'll get him.

LotTiE. Then I had to go home. Our Violet—you remember
our Violet—she married a sergeant in the Duke of Wellington’s—
the dirty Thirty-Thirds—and now she’s in India.

ORMONROYD (remembering, triumphantly). Tommy Toothill !

Lorrie. What about him ?

OrRMONROYD (puzzled by this). Nay, weren’t you asking about
im ?

Lorrie. No, I've something better to do than to ask about
Tommy Toothill.

OrMONROYD (still bewildered). Quite so, Lottie. But what
were we talking about him for ? Didn’t you say he'd gone to
India ?

Lorrie. No, you fathead, that’s our Violet. Oh—I remem-
ber, it must have been Tommy Toothill "at told you I was working
at the “ Talbot”—d you see ?

OrMONROYD (still bewildered). Yes, I know it was. But what
of it, Lottie ? Aren’t you a bit argumentative to-night, love ?

LortiE (good-naturedly). No,I'm not, but you've had a couple
too many.

OrmoNrOYD. Nay, I'm all right, love. ’Ere, what’s happened
to your Violet ?

LorrIE (impatiently). She married a sergeant and went to
India.

OrMONROYD (triumphantly). Of course, she did. Somebody
told me—just lately.
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LorTie. I told you.

OrMONROYD (reproachfully). Yes, I know—I can ’ear. But
80 did somebody else, I know—Tommy Toothill !

Lorrie. You've got him on the brain. Then at Whitsun—I
took a job at Bridlington—but I only stuck it three weeks. No
life at all—I told 'em, I says, * I don’t mind work, but I do like
a bit of life.”

OrMoNROYD. I'm just the same. Let’s 'ave a bit of life, I
say. An’ ’ere we are, getting down in dumps, just because
Tommy Toothill's gone to India.

Lorrie. He hasn’t, you piecan, that’s our Violet. Nay,
Harry, you're giving me the hump.

OrmoNrOYD. Well, play us a tune. Just for old time’s sake.

LorTiE (going up to piano). Aaaa, you silly old devil, I'm
right glad to see you,

ORMONROYD ( follow.s ker). Good old times, Lottie, good old

times.

(They sing. They are interrupted by the entrance of HELLIWELL,
PARKER and SOPPITT.)

Herurwern. Now, what the hangment do you think this
is—a tap-room ? *‘ Yorkshire Argus ”’ wants you on telephone.—

OrMONROYD. See you later.

Herurwern. And then get off home.

Lorrie. Come on, love, I'll help you. (She leads him off up
L.C.)

(They exit. PARKER moves up R.C., SOPPITT fo above the L. setiee.
HELLIWELL L. of the chair c.)

Pargkrr. Now, what’s wanted now is a few serious words in
private together.

HerLLaweLL., Yes, , Albert. I know. But give a chap
time to have a breather. I've just had to persuade Maria not
to go back to her mother’s.

Parger. Why, what can her mother do ?

Herruiwern, Oh—don’t start asking questions—just leave
it, Albert, leave it, and let me have a breather. (70 the R. of
SOPPITT. )

(Enter the three ladies, wearing their hats. They come to c.,
ANNIE 18 to the R., with MARIA tn the 0., CLARA fo her L.)

ANNIE. Now then, Albert—Joe—Herbert——

Herrrwern. What is this, an ultimatum ?

Magria. Joe Helliwell, I want you to answer one question.

HevrawerLn. Yes, Maria.

Maria. Do you love me ?

HELLIWELL (embarrassed). Now, what sort of question is that
to a chap—here ? Why didn’t you ask me upstairs ?
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Marra (solemnly). Once and for all—do you or don’t you ?
Hervrwern., Yes, of course I do, love.

MARIA (goes fo the L. settee). Then why didn’t you say so
before ?

(CLArA follows her. ANNIE crosses to the R. settee. All three
ladies sit, taking off their hats, putting them on the back of the
settees.)

PARRER (moving c., as if beginning to make a long speech).
And now we’re all by ourselves, it’s about time we started to
put our thinking caps on ’cos we’re not going to do any good

ing round the 'ouse argy-bargying

Maria. That’s right, Albert.

PARgER. Yes, but let me finish, Maria. We——

(He 18 interrupted by RUBY appearing at the door.)
RuBy. She’s back !
Maria. Who is ?
Rusy. That Mrs. Northrop. (Withdraws, leaving door open.)

Hevrrwery (loudly, in despair, up to door). Oh—Jerusalem—
we don’t want ’er ’ere. . . .

(Mrs. NorRTHROP appears, carrying bag, and flushed. HELLIWELL
shuts the door.)

Mrs. NorrEROP. If you don’t want me ’ere, why did you
send 'im round chasing me and askin’ to come back ? Yer
don’t know yer own minds two minutes together. (70 MARIA.)
You ’aven’t settled up wi’ me yet, y’know.

HeLLiweLL (annoyed). Outside !

PARKER (hastily, anxiously). Half a minute, Joe, we can’t
'ave her telling all she knows—— We'll be t’laughing stock o’
Clecklewyke to-morrow——

Mgs. NorRTHROP (contemptuously). Yer've bin that for years,
lad. I'd rather ha’ Joe Helliwell nor you. Joe ’as ’ad a bit o’
fun in his time, but you’ve allus been too stingy.

PARKER (the word again). Stingy! 1f anybody says that
again to me to-night, they’'ll get what-for an’ I don’t care who
it is.

HevLiwerL (fo Mrs. Nortaror). I told you—outside—
gharp !

Mgs. NortarOP (full of malice). Suits me. I reckon naught
o’ this for a party. You can’t frame to enjoy yourselves. But
then there's one or two faces ’ere that 'ud stop a clock, never
mind a party. But wait till a few of 'em I know ’ears about it !
You’ll ’ear 'em laughing at back o’ t'mill right up ’ere.

ParkeEr. Now we can’t let her go i’ that state o’ mind.

Crara. You ought to charge ’er with stealin’.

Mes. NorTEROP (horrified). Stealin’? Why—for two pins—
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I'll knock yer lying ’ead off, missis. Never touched a thing i’
my life that wasn’t me own !

(Rusy looks in, and MRrs. NORTHROP sees her.)

What is it, love ?

RuBy (loudly, chiefly to HELriweLL). That photograpler’s
asleep an’ snoring bi telephone.

HEvLrweLL (irritably). Well, waken him up an’ tell him to
go home.

(RuBry withdraws. Mrs. NorTHROP lakes charge again.)

Mrs. NorrrroP (significantly). An’ I could keep me mouth
shut if it were worth me while——

CLARA (almost hissing). That’s blackmail !

SopprrT (hastily). Shut up, Clara !

Mgrs. NorTaEROP (looking at him). Hello, you've come to life,
‘ave yer ?

HerirweLL (fo Mrs. NortErROP). How much d’you want ?

MARIA (angrily). 1 wouldn’t give her a penny.

CLARA (quickly). Nor me neither.

ParxER (quickly). Can we trust ’er—we’ve no guarantee.

SOPPITT (quickly). She could sign something.

ANNIE (quickly). That 'ud be silly.

(quickly). Not one single penny !

HeuuaweLL (angrily). Will you just let me get a word in—
an’ be quiet a minute. Now then——

Rusy (looking in). Mr. Helliwell !

HErLrxrweLL (impatiently). What ?
_ Ruey. I wakened ’im an’ told 'im to go ome. But ’e says e
18 at 'ome. i

(She withdraws as HELLIWELL bangs and stamps in fury up c.)

HELLIweLL (at top of his voice). What is this—a bloody
mad-'ouse ?
MERCER (off, but approaching). Mr. Helliwell! Please !

HELLIWELL (groaning). Oh !—Jehoshaphat !—another of "em !
(He breaks to L. of ©.)

(MERCER enfers. He comes down on the R. of HELLIWELL.)

MERCER (sternly). Mr. Helliwell, I cannot allow you to use
such language. It’s quite unnecessary.

HELLIWELL (protesting). You wouldn’t think so if
~ MERCER (cutting in). Quite unnecessary. A little patience—a
little quiet consideration—that’s all that is needed.

HELLIwWELL. What—with folk like her ! (Pointing to Mgs.
Ng{n:nnor.)

RCER (furns, surprised and disapproving). Mrs. Northrop !

What are you doing Ili‘matrna? i 8 y
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MARr1A (quickly). Making trouble !

MEeRCER (before MRS. NORTHROP can speak). Making trouble !
(He stoops a little, near her.) And you've been drinking again.

Mgrs. NorTHROP (humble, crestfallen). Only a drop or two—
just because I was a bit upset——

MEeRCER (accusingly). I'm ashamed of you, after all your
promises.

Mgrs. NorTHROP (humble and flattering). Oh—Mr. Mercer—
you're a wonderful man—an’ you're t'only preacher i’ Cleckle-
wyke worth listening to. (7o the others, roundly.) Aaaa!—
he’s a fine preacher is Mr. Mercer. (70 MERCER, admiringly.)
Like—like a—gurt lion of a man !

MERCER (briskly, masterfully). Now, Mrs. Northrop, flattery
won't help. You must make me a solemn promise.

Mgs. NorTHROP (looking up at him, humbly). Yes, Mr. Mercer.

MEeERCER. Now promise me, solemnly, you will tell nobody
what you've heard here to-night. Now promise me.

Mrs. NORTHROP (in a solemn quavering tome). 1 promise.
(Making suitable gestures.) Wet or dry . . . may I die.

MEeERCER. T-t-t-t-t. But I suppose that will do. Now off
you go, quietly home, and be a good woman. Good night, Mrs.
Northrop.

MRrs. NorRTHROP (Aumbly). Good night, Mr. Mercer, and thank
you very much. (She turns at the door to address the company.)
Aaaa !—he’s a lion of a man—— (Fliercely, a parting shot.)
Worth all you lot put together. (She goes.)

HeLrtiweLL (with relief). Well, we're rid o’ one. (To
MercER.) Now have you studied that letter, Mr. Mercer ?

MERCER (producing it). I've considered it very carefully.
(Impressively.) And you know what I think ?

SEVERAL oF THEM (eagerly). No! Tell us! (Ete.)

MEeRCER (slowly). This letter—in my opinion—is perfectly
genuine.

HerixweLL (disgustedly). 1 thought you were going to tell
us summat we didn't know. (Impatiently.) Well—what the
hangment are we going to do, then ?

MERCER (turning to him impressively). My dear sir—
(Then quickly.) 1 don’t know.

HeLLxweLL (disgusted). Oh—Christmas !-——

MERCER. But—if you want my final opinion, I think that if
there were less bad temper and bad language in this house, you
would have a better chance of settling your affairs.

HELLIWELL (exasperated). And I think I'm getting a bit tired
o’ vou, Mr. Mercer.

MERCER (very angry, towering over HELLIWELL). What |
After wasting my time, you now have the audacity—— Here——

(HeLLiweLL flinches, but it is the letter he 18 being given.)
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Good night, sir. Good night, ladies.

(He marches out and bangs the doors. HELLIWELL breathes heavily
and wipes his face, crossing to L.C.)

Hevrawern. Well, that’s another we're rid of.

PARKER (beginning in his wusual style). And now what's
wanted——

CrLARA (cutting in, mimicking him). What’s wanted is a bit
o’ brainwork, and where we're going to get it from I don’t know.

HervrweLL (behind the chair o©., severely, to CLARA). You'll
get it from me if you’ll keep quiet a minute,

(A pause. They concentrate hard, and now ORMONROYD, still
carrying a large glass of beer, comes in and sits down in the chair
0., while they stare at him in amazement and disgust.)

OrMONROYD (cheerfully). Now—let's see—what were we talk-
ing about ?

(HELLIWELL breaks to L. of the chair ¢.)

PARKER (angrily). We weren’t talking about anything to you.

ORMONROYD (ignoring this). I wouldn’t object to a nice hand
at cards. (7o HeLLiwELL, who is looking exasperated). 1 like
a game o solo, don’t you ?

Herviwern,. No! And I told you to get off 'ome.

ORMONROYD (reproachfully). Nay, but you want your photo
o' t'group, don’t you ?

PAarger. You'll take no photos ’ere to-night.

OrMoNROYD. Now it's a funny thing you should ha’ said
that. I’'m a chap ’at notices things—I ’ave to be in my pro-
fession—an’ I've been telling meself there’s people ’ere in this
'ouse to-night who isn’t easy in their minds. No, there’s summat
a bit off 'ere—just you see. And people has to be easy in their
minds to be photographed. (7o HerLrwern.) Nobody ever
comes with the toothache, y'know, to ’ave their photos taken.

SopPrTT (seriously). No, I don’t suppose they do. It never
occurred to me—that.

OrMONROYD. Name, sir ?

SorpITT. SoOppitt.

OrMONROYD. Ormonroyd 'ere. There’s thought in this face.
I'd like to do it sometime in a nice sepia finish. Remind me,
Mr. Soppitt.

(LoTTIE enlers.)

Ah, there y’are, Lottie. (He rises, to the R. of LorTie.) Join
the company.
MARiA (to LoTTIR, rising). I thought you'd gone long since.
Herurwern., You know very well you promised to go, half
an hour gince.
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Crara (rises). We ought to put police on you.

AxNIE. Clara!

OrmoNrOYD. Now what’s the idea of picking on Lottie ?
Why don’t you live and let live. We're all in the same boat.
We all come ’ere and we don’t know why. We all go in our
turn and we don’t know where. If you are a bit- better off, be
thankful. An’ if you don’t get mto trouble an’ make a fool of
yvourself, well, be t-ha.nkful for that, 'cos you eaa:ly might. What
1 say is thla We're all human, aren’t we ? (Behind the
chair c.)

ANNIE. Yes, and thank you Mr. Ormonroyd.

Parger. What yer thanking him for ? Who's he to start
telling us what we ought to do ?

Crara. Impudence, I call it.

(The telephone rings.)

OrMoNrOoYD. Oh,me ? I'mnothing much. But in ease you
want to be nasty, Councillor Albert Parker, just remember
though I may be nothing I ’appen to work for a newspaper.
(He comes a little down c¢.) Behind me stands the Press,
don’t forget that, an’ the Press is a mighty power in the land
to-day

(RUuBY enters.)

Rupy. Telephone went and when I says “ Who is it ? ” chap
said “* Yorkshire Argus—is Ormonroy d, our photographer,
there ? 7’ an’ when I says ““ Yes, he’s still ere,” he savs ** Well,
tell him he's sacked.” ~You’re sacked. (Sincerely.) 1'm sorry.

OrMoxrOYD. So am I, lass.

(RuBy exits. OrRMONROYD looks around as if searching.)

I left a bag in ’ere somewhere. (7o down R.)

LorTIE. You must have left it down at “ Lion,” lad. (She
goes up to the buffet.)

PArkER. 1 thought 'e couldn’t carry corn. (He breaks to the
R. of HELLIWELL.)

ANNIE, Shut up, Albert. (She rises, goes to the R. of PARKER.)

LoTTIE (comes down to above the R. seitee.) Nay, Harry, you
silly old devil, it’s not so bad.

ORMONROYD (turns back to r.c.). It’s not so good. (He sits
on the Rr. settee.) Hard to know where to turn.

LorTie. Come on, lad, never say die. We've scen a bit of
life an” we’ll see some more before they throw us on the muck-
heap. (To the others.) For two pins, I'd take him away now,
and leave you to settle vour own troubles—if you can.

HELLIWELL. Why——what s he got to do with our troubles ?

LorTie. Plenty. (She sits above OrRMONROYD.) Now, Harry,
tell ’em where you were married.
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OrmoNkoyD. Nay, Lottie, they don’t want to hear about
my bad luck.

PARgeErR. We've enough of our own, without his.

ANNIE. No, Albert. Come on, Mr. Ormonroyd. (Crossing
o R.C.)

Lorrie. Tell 'em where you were mamed

OrMoNrROYD. Lane End Chapel—five an’ twenty years since.

HELLIWELL (a step towards Pmnn) 'Ere, he must be in
t’same boat with us, then !

OrMONROYD. Just another o’ my bits of bad luck.

(ANNIE sils 0.)

Crara. We can understand that all right.

Lorrie. Yes, but Harry 'ere had separated from his wife and
they wanted to be free.

Herurwern., Well, what were they worrying for ? They
were free. Parson hadn't proper qualifications.

Lorrie. Hold on a minute—go on, Harry.

OrmoNROYD. I know he hadn’t. Wlfe found that out. But
what she’'d forgotten, till I got a copy o’ t'certificate is that in
them days—twenty-five years since—chapel wedding—registrar
had to be there an’ all—to sign certificate.

ParkER. Joe, he’s right.

OrMoNROYD. I know damn’ well I'm right. I've been carry-
ing certificate for months trying to find a loophole in it—see for
yourself.

(He shows the certificate to HELLIWELL, who comes down, looks at
it and returns to PARKER.)

CLARA. Are we married after all ?
Herrrwern, Yes, of course we are. If parson didn’t tie us
up, registrar did—all legal—as right as ninepence.
Aaaaa! Thank God!

(MARIA crosses o the L. of ANNIE, who rises.)

MARiA (as she crosses). Mr. Ormonroyd, this is best night’s
work you ever did. Thank you.

(OrMONROYD and LOTTIE rise.)

Lorrie. Now then, Harry, buck up, lad. Why don’t you
take that little photo-shop in Blackpool again ?

(CLaRrA crosses to the L. of MARIA.)

OrMoNROYD. Nay, it 'ud cost me about a hundred pound to
start it again—and I haven’'t a hundred shillings—an’ I know

you haven’t.
Lorrie. Wo, but there's folk here who'd never miss it.

PARKER. ’'Ere, steady.
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ANNIE. Albert, stingy again ? »

PargER. Nay, never—if that’s how you feel (Moving S
up to the R. of the desk.)

Heruawernn. We'll soon fix you up, Ormonroyd lad, leave it
to me. (Between CLARA and MARIA.) By gow, you've taken a
load off my mind—— Aaaaa—— Now then, everybody, let’s
brighten up. (To door.) Ruby ... Ruby .. . bring some
more drinks, lass. Owt you've got. Who'll give us a song ?

OrRMONROYD (up to the piano). Lottie's the one. Come on,
Lottie, play us a tune.

(They look through the sheet musie.)
CraArA (crossing L.c.). Now then, Herbert Soppitt, you see 1
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am your wife after all. (She sits on the L. settce.) ‘ v :J,:?E
Sorpprrr. Yes, Clara, and I hope we’ll be very happy. But RS, Ty L
we won't be if you don’t drop that tone of voice. I don’t like : 2 s
it. (He sits above CLARA.) Ry
Crara. No, Herbert. E

Sorprrr. No!

PARKER (rises to the L. of HELLrweLL). ’Ere, Joe, you wouldn’t
say I was dull and dreary, would you ?

HerLrwerLn., Ay, a bit, Albert.

Parger. Well, that beats me. I've always seemed to myself
an exciting sort of a chap. (To ANNIE, coming down R.C.)
Anyhow, stingy or whatever I am, I'm still your husband.

ANNIE. So it looks as if I'll have to make the best of you.

Maria. We’ll all have to make the best of each other. But,
then, perhaps it's what we're here for.

HeLLIwELL (at her side). That’s right, love.

PargeEr. Well, we'd better see if we can have some of this
fun of yours you talk about——

ANNIE. Aaaa—it doesn’t matter, Albert.

PARgER. It does. I say we'll have some fun
above ANNIE.)

(ORMONROYD having found his camera by the conservatory door,
brings it down R.)
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(They all take up *‘ group positions,” as he sets the camera up.)
Now ! Steady—steady—everybody——

(Enter RuBy with drinks. The flashlight goes off and she drops l
her tray.)

CURTAIN,

OrmoNRrROYD. All in your places

CORSERVATORY

POOTLIGRHTS



