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THE HEIRESS

Produced at the Haymarket Theatre, London, on February 1st, 1949,
with the following cast of characters:

(in the order of their appearance)

MARIA (the Parlour-maid) . . . . .
DR AUSTIN SLOPER . . . . .
MRrs LAvINIA PENNIMAN (his Sister) . . .
CATHERINE (his Daughter) . . . .
MRs EL1ZABETH ALMOND (his Slster) . . .
MARIAN ALMOND (his Niece) . . . . .
ARTHUR TOWNSEND (MARIAN’s Fiancé) . . .
Morris TOWNSEND (ARTHUR’s Cousin) . . .
MRrs MoONTGOMERY (MORRIS’s Sister) . . .

The Play directed by JouN GIELGUD

SYNOPSIS OF SCENES

Pauline Jameson
Ralph Richardson
Gillian Lind
Peggy Ashceroft
Madge Compton
Gillian Howell
Donald Sinden
James Donald
Ann Wilton

The action of the play passes in the front parlour of Dr Sloper’s house
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THE HEIRESS
ACT I

SCENE 1

SCENE.—The front parlour of DR SLOPER’S house in Washington
Square. An October evening. I1850.

The room is a handsome one and has two tall, sash-type
windows R. which overlook the Square. Through them can be
seen the tron railings of the house, a lamp-post, and one pillar
of the portico. The fireplace is in the wall L., which is a convex
curve and terminates down L. tn a door opening into the study.
The back wall contains a large square opeming, outlined by
pilasters. Two steps, the width of the opening, rise up to the
hall and to a pair of sliding doors which can cut it off from
the room. I acing the opening and slightly to R. of it, the stair-
case curves away to L., with a window half-way up. The front
door, at the R. end of the hall, is out of sight, and has two steps
down 1into the street. Between the stairs and the front door,
another door is partly seen which opens into a clothes closet.
Access to the kitchen is below the stairs to L. The house is not
decorated in the gaudy Victorian style which we have come to
associate with all nineteenth-century interiors. DR SLOPER set
up housekeeping with his young bride in 1820 and he and she
were 1n & position in life to buy ‘* Duncan Phyfe’s " furniture,
and to combine 1t with the English mahogany which their forbears
had brought with them. His tastes have certainly mot changed
in the years which have elapsed since that time, and so the house
which he built for himself is furnished with discretion and
elegance. Only in the elaborate drapes and hangings that mask
the windows does the new taste for opulence betray itself, and
even that is modified. The mantelpiece, the mirror over it, the
““ Gilbert Stuart” family portraits of MRS SLOPER’S family, these
are the indications of the DOCTOR’s affluence. Gilt and red plush
would have offended a man of taste as much in 1850 as they
would in 1940. A single-headed couch stands R.C., up and
down stage, with a small octagonal pedestal table above it. Up
R. of the table is a tall wpholstered stool. A single chair stands
down R., below the windows. In the bay of the downstage window
is a strong lacquer coffee-table. Betwcen the windows there is a
small writing bureau with a chair to it. In the corner up R. is
a large round table, and an oblong table stands in the corner
up L. A wing armchair stands in front of the fireplace, with
a small cabinet table L. of it. A long, low, fireside stool and a
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small circular footstool stand against the fender. Below the
fireplace is a pedestal sewing table and a chair with a pole-screen
against the wall behind it. A flower-stand with a bowl of flowers
on it stands down L. below the door. The windows are fitted
with venetian blinds, deep pelmets and long curtains. The floor
is parquet with a large circular *“ Aubusson” carpet and rugs
at the door down L. and fireplace. At night the room is lit by
oil-lamps, of which there are two on the mantelpiece, one on the
writing bureau and a twin patiern on the table up R. There
are twin lustre-brackets with candles on the walls R. and L. of
the opening up c. A china bell-pull is set in the wall L. of the
opeming up c. Three small portraits in oils hang on the wall
over the writing bureau and there is a large mirror over the
mantelpiece. Vases of flowers and ornaments complete the fur-
nishing of the room. The study down L. contains a writing
table, with an armchair R. of it and a small chair L. of it. Along
the back wall is a leather couch with a filing cabinet L. of 1t.
There is a window in the L. wall with velvet curtains to it. The
fireplace backs on to that of the drawing-room and only the fender
and mantelpiece are seen. Prints and watercolours hang on
the back wall, and the floor is carpeted. At night the study is
Ut by an oil-lamp that stands on the writing table. Several large
medicine jars stand on the filing cabinet. The hall is furnished
with an oblong table L. of the foot of the stairs with a narrow oak
bench L. of 1t. Under the table there is a small square stool. A
large vase, used for sticks and umbrellas, stands R. of the table,
behind the newel post. Amnother large vase stands in a niche
tn the stasrcase wall. Higher up the stairs, three portraits in
oils hang on the wall. The staircase is carpeted and both lace and
velvet curtains hang at the window. At night the hall is lit by
an oil-lamp that stands on the table. A large portrait hangs at
the top of the stairs, and another over the door to the clothes closet.
(See the Ground Plan at the end of the Play.)

When the CURTAIN rises the lamps are Uit and a fire burns in the
grate. MARIA, the parlour-maid, is closing the curtains of the
window down R. The front door is heard to open, then close.
DR SLOPER enters the hall from R. and moves to the foot of the
statrs. He is a distinguished, middle-aged man, smpeccably
dressed and pleasant in manner. He carries a walking-stick,
gloves and medical bag. He puts the walking-stick in the vase,
and his hat and gloves on the hall table.

MARIA (with a curtsy). Good evening, Doctor.
SLopER. Good evening, Maria.
MariA. Would you like your supper now, Doctor ?

(SLOPER enters the room and brings his medical bag with him.)
SLoPEr, Have Miss Catherine and her aunt waited for me ?
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MARIA. No, sir. They dined quite early. They wanted
plenty of time to dress.

SLOPER (remembering). Oh yes. (He glances at the clock.)
Well, our company won’t be here for a while.

MARIA (moving above the table c.). No, sir. Cook has kept
everything warm. Can I bring you a tray ?

SLOPER (putting his bag on the floor R. of the armchair). No,
thank you, Maria. (He sits in the armchair.)) 1 had a little
something at the Garrisons.

MariA. How is Mrs Garrison ?

SLOPER. She is fine—fine. She is the mother of a new
citizen. He and I shook hands for the first time at exactly a
quarter past six.

Mar1A. It’s a boy?

SLOPER. Yes.

MARIA. How nice. (She pours out a glass of sherry.) They
wanted a boy, didn’t they ?

SLoPER. They just wanted a child, Maria, and now they’'ve
got one—eight and a half pounds. Such beautiful little creatures.
Why don’t they grow up that way?

(MARIA fakes the glass of sherry on the tray to SLOPER.)

(Taking the sherry.) Maria, when you marry, you must have a
lot of children. Don’t put all your hopes on one. (He drinks.)

MARIA (smiling). That’s what my mother said—she had
thirteen. (She replaces the tray on the table c.)

SLoPER. Where is my daughter, Maria ?

MAR1A. Miss Catherine is upstairs, sir.

SLOPER (rising, putting his glass on the mantelpiece and crossing
to the desk). I must register that birth. Oh, Maria, Mr Garrison
will come by at the side door later tonight for a copy of the
document. I'll leave it out for you. (He sits at the desk.)

MARIA (picking up the medical bag). I'll see that he gets it, sir,
(She exits with the bag down L. MRS PENNIMAN enfers and comes

down the stairs.)

MRs PENNIMAN (calling). Is that you, Austin ?

(Ske enters the room.)

SLoPER. Good evening, Lavinia. (He takes the Ceriificate
Book and the cylinder from the drawer.)

Mrs PENNIMAN. How nice that you are home. I was afraid
the baby might take all evening, and then our little party would

be spoiled.
SLOPER. No, the baby kept his engagement promptly.

(MARIA enters down L. closing the door behind her.)

MARriA. Excuse me. What time shall I serve the collation,
Doctor ?
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SLoper. What time did Miss Catherine suggest ? (He enters
some particulars on the certificate.)

MaR1A. She said to ask you.

SLOPER ] (Well, I should . . .

Mgrs PENNIMAN Serveit . . . (Shelookstowards
SLOPER with an apologetic
laugh, then turns to MARIA.)
Serve it late. (Ske is embar-
rassed at her own effrontery.)
Well, I would like a long visit
with sister Elizabeth. And

I'm anxious to get to know
J Marian’s young man,

SLOPER (pleasantly). Serve it late, Maria.
MAR1A (moving up C.). Yes, sir.

(She exits up c. to L. MRS PENNIMAN, anxious to tell SLOPER
her news, moves below the downstage end of the couch.)

MRs PENNIMAN. Austin, I had the most exciting time today.
(She sits on the downstage end of the couch.)

SLOPER (surprised). With Catherine ?

Mrs PENNIMAN. Oh, no, Catherine was busy. I went out
alone. (She prepares to tell an exciting story.) Now you might
not approve of this, but I strolled into the Astor Hotel all by
myself.

SLOPER (amused). Lavinia! What a daring thing to do.
How did you like the oil paintings over the Bar?

Mrs PenNiMAN. The Bar? Oh, Austin! Shame on you!
I didn’t go there to drink—I wanted to see the grand staircase.
(Ske looks across the back of the couch.) Oh, a birth certificate !
And as I stood there admiring it, I heard a voice behind me
saying, “Isn’t that Lavinia Penniman?” I turned around,
and who do you suppose it was ?

SLopeER. Could it have been a fellow Poughkeepsiean ?

Mrs PENNIMAN. Two of them!

SLOPER. Good gracious, what a windfall! (He tears the
certificate out and replaces the book in the drawer.)

Mrs PENNIMAN. They had been members of my husband’s
congregation. And do you know—they have not set foot in that
church since he passed away. They said it would be hard to fill
the Reverend Penniman’s place in the community.

(SLOPER rises and crosses to C. with the certificate and cylinder.)

SLOPER (meditatively). Yes—he was a large man.

Mrs PENNIMAN. And then they asked me where I was stop-
ping and when I told them with my brother Dr Sloper at sixteen,
Washington Square, they were so impressed. It’s just made
my visit.

(together).
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SLOPER (rolling the certificate). Then you couldn’t have told
them what a dreary time we're giving you.

MRs PENNIMAN. Oh, Austin, you're not. I’ve enjoyed being
with you and Catherine.

SLoPER. Have you really, Lavinia? Have you enjoyed it
enough to stay on? I have been wondering if you'd care to
spend the winter here.

MRs PENNIMAN (pleased). Here? Would you like me to?

SLOPER (putting the certificate in the cylinder). Yes. I have
been asked to represent our doctors at a medical congress in
Paris in December.

MRs PENNIMAN (deeply impressed). Paris, France ?

SLOPER (smiling). Yes. (He resumes his thought.) Of course,
Catherine is of an age where she can perfectly well stay alone
with the servants, but I thought if you lived here while I was
away, you might help her.

Mgrs PENNIMAN. Help her? But help her how? She goes
out very little, she hardly needs me as a chaperon. She runs
this house most competently. She obviously doesn’t want a
confidante, so what am I to help her to?

SLopER. Well, for instance, this evening while our company
is here. Perhaps you could persuade Catherine to remain quietly
in the room with us and join in the conversation.

MRrs PENNIMAN. But, Austin, of course she will do that.

SLoPER. The last time I had guests she disappeared into the
pantry four successive times.

Mrs PeENNIMAN. Oh! Well, I will try. And of course I
will gladly stay the winter.

SLOPER. Good! Now, my dear, if you will excuse me, I
must go and dress. (He starts to go, but turns back to her.) Help
her to be clever, Lavinia. I should so like her to be a clever
woman.

Mrs PeENNIMAN. But she is so gentle and good.

SLoPER. You are good for nothing unless you are clever.

(A church clock off is heard to strike the half hour. SLOPER goes
into the hall, puts the cylinder on the hall table, then exits up
the stairs. MRs PENNIMAN rises, moves fo the fireplace, sits on
the firestool and uses the bellows on the fire. CATHERINE SLOPER
enters, descends the stairs and comes into the room. She is a
healthy, quiet girl in her late twenties. She is dressed in an
over-elaborate red velvet gown with red trimmings.)

MRs PENNIMAN (furning on the firestool). Catherine. Oh,
you've got it on !

CATHERINE. Yes. Do you like the colour?

MRrs PENNIMAN. Yes, it’s extremely rich.

CATHERINE. Do you think father will like it ?

Mrs PENNIMAN. He’s bound to. You know, one of the last

A¥*
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times I ever saw your poor mother she was wearing the most
delicious little bows of that colour in her hair.

CATHERINE. Yes, Aunt, I know. You said they were cherry
red.

MRrs PENNIMAN. So they were. (She puts down the bellows.)

CATHERINE. I picked it up at the dressmaker’s on my way
to the Hospital Committee this afternoon. The ladies all thought
it was a lovely colour. (She crosses down L.) Is father in his
study ?

MRs PENNIMAN (rising). No, he’s upstairs dressing. Tell me
about the meeting. Did you have a nice time ?

CATHERINE (crossing to the couch and arranging the cushions).
Some of the women are so foolish that they are funny. They
think it ill-bred to know anything about food, so they are useless
on the committee. One girl asked me today if veal was the
front or the hind part of the cow.

Mrs PENNIMAN (smiling). What did you tell her ?

-CATHERINE (with humour). Well, Aunt, I told her the truth., I
said it was a nursing calf, and just when it was most adorable,
most touching—we eat it. (She sits on the downstage end of the
couch.)

MRrs PENNIMAN (laughing). Such airs and graces. When I
was young we took pride in our housewifery. When I think
of the meals I used to set before the Reverend Penniman . . .

CATHERINE (feasing). Then you have deceived me, Aunt.

MRs PENNIMAN (surprised). How so?

CATHERINE. You led me to believe that you and he lived
on love alone.

(They laugh.)

Mrs PENNIMAN. Oh, Catherine! (She moves to L. of her.)
Catherine, dear—er—since you are so handsomely dressed you
will allow Maria to attend to all the details of the collation this
evening ?

CATHERINE. They are already attended to.

MRs PENNIMAN. Good. (She sits above CATHERINE on the
couch.) Then you won’t have any reason to go into the pantry
—will you?

CATHERINE (after a pause). You have been talking to father.

Mrs PENNIMAN. Well, in a way—I have. You see, dear, your
father feels . . .

CATHERINE (rising and moving C.). Father would like me to
be composed and to direct the conversation.

MRs PENNIMAN. Yes.

CATHERINE. But I can’t. That is why I go into the pantry.

Mrs PENNIMAN. But, dear, perhaps you do not try suffi-
ciently ?

CATHERINE. Oh, I do, I do. I would do anything to please
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him. There is nothing that means more to me than that. (Con-
fidingly.) I've sat upstairs sometimes and thought of things
I should say, and how I should say them, but when I am in
company—I lose it all.

MRs PENNIMAN. But why, Catherine ? With me you express
yourself on every subject.

CATHERINE. When I am here in the parlour with father, it
seems that no-one could want to listen to me. No matter what
I have thought about upstairs, down here it seems so unimportant.

Mrs PENNIMAN. Well, Catherine, dear, if you will observe
your cousin Marian this evening, you will see that what she
says is never of any great consequence, but that doesn’t keep
her from saying it.

CATHERINE (moving down L.). Yes, Aunt, but Marian might
recite the alphabet, and Arthur Townsend would still think her
the cleverest girl in New York. (She sits on the chair down L.)

MRs PENNIMAN. Are you envious of Marian, Catherine ?

CATHERINE. Why, I have never even met Mr Townsend.

MRrs PENNIMAN, Oh, no, no. I didn’t mean that. I mean,
shouldn’t you like to be an engaged girl, too ?

CATHERINE. Idon’t know. The question has never come up.

Mgrs PENNIMAN. Not even in your own mind ? Don’t you
ever think about having your own home and husband and
children ?

CATHERINE (very quietly). Yes, I think about it.

Mrs PENNIMAN. Well, don’t you desire it ?

CATHERINE (hesitantly). It is the person I think of. It is, to
find someone to love.

Mrs PENNIMAN. And someone who loves you.

CATHERINE (stmply). But that is the same thing.

(There is @ moment’s pause. SLOPER enlers, descends the stairs
and comes into the room.)

SLopER. Ah, Catherine. (He moves C.)
(CATHERINE rises and moves to the fireplace.)

Good evening, my dear.
CATHERINE. Good evening, Father. Do you like my dress ?
SLOPER (eyeing her fully). Is it possible this magnificent
person is my daughter ?

(CATHERINE does not know quite how to take this.)

You are sumptuous, opulent—you look as if you had eighty
thousand dollars a year.

CATHERINE. I thought you would like the colour.

SLOPER. Hm'm !

CATHERINE. It is cherry red.
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SrLoPEr. Ah’al

CATHERINE. My mother used to wear it.

Mrs PENNIMAN. In her hair ribbons.

SLoPER. Oh, yes, Catherine, but your mother was dark. She
dorlnina)ted the colour. (He picks up the newspaper from the
table c.

(CATHERINE fakes her embroidery out of the bag on the chair down
L., sits down L. and commences to sew. MRS PENNIMAN,
sensing temsion, tries to mend matters.)

Mrs PENNIMAN. Catherine was at a meeting of the Ladies’
Hospital Committee today, Austin.

SLoper. Oh, really ?

Mrs PENNIMAN. She has been very active there all the week.

SLoPER. Good! (7o CATHERINE.) How do you like it, my
dear ?

CATHERINE. Very much. It is very stimulating.

Sroper. That’s fine. I like women who do things. What is
your particular duty ?

CATHERINE. I copy out the vegetable lists for the children’s
ward.

SLOPER (moving to the armchair). Well, that’s necessary work.
(He indicates the embroidery.) Are you starting another of those
samplers ?

CATHERINE. Why, yes, Father. I find it a most agreeable
pastime.

SLoPER. Don't let it turn into a life work, Catherine. (He
stts in the armchair and begins to read.)

Mrs PENNIMAN (again stepping into the breach). Catherine
had such an amusing experience at the Hospital today, Austin.
(To CaTHERINE.) Catherine, dear, tell your father about that
young woman. Tell him just the way you told me.

SLOPER (with an expectant smile). Yes, please do.

CATHERINE. Well—er—there was a young woman—er—also
on the Committee and she asked me about veal.

SLoPER. Yes?

CATHERINE. She didn’t know what it was.

SLOPER. I see?

Mrs PENNIMAN (eagerly). She thought it was part of the
cow, didn’t she, Catherine ?

CATHERINE. Yes—she didn’t know it was calf.

SLOPER. She didn’t ?

CATHERINE (struggling). She didn’t know any of the cuts of
beef.

SLOPER (waiting). I see?

MRrs PENNIMAN. You see, Austin, Catherine told her it was
a young cow.

SLOPER. Yes?
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CATHERINE (Jost). Well, I just thought—she might not have
liked it.

SLoPER. Ah! (He indicates CATHERINE'S position.) That is
not a very good light for sewing, Catherine, you might hurt
your eyes.

(A carriage is heard approaching.)

CATHERINE. Yes, Father.

(The carriage stops. The doorbell rings. MARIA enters L., crosses
to the fromt door and opens 1t.)

MRrs PENNIMAN (rising). Here they are.

(She goes into the hall and stands below the hall table. SLOPER
rises and puts his newspaper on the table up L. CATHERINE
puts her sewing in the bag them rises, moves to SLOPER and
stands below him, L. of the doors wp c., with her arm in his.)

MARIA (af the fromt door). Good evening, Mrs Almond.

(Mrs EL1ZABETH ALMOND, a handsome woman in her forties, enters
by the front door.)

MRs ALMOND (as she enters). Good evening, Maria.
(MARIA fakes MRS ALMOND's cape.)

(She crosses to MRs PENNIMAN.) Livvie!
Mrs PENNIMAN, Lizzie! (She kisses MRS ALMOND.)

(MARIAN ALMOND enters by the fromt door.)

Mar1A. Good evening, Miss Marian.
MARIAN (as she enters). Good evening, Maria.

(MARIA fakes MARIAN’S shawl. MRS ALMOND enters the room.
MARIAN moves to MRS PENNIMAN and kisses her. ARTHUR
TowNSEND and MORRIS TOWNSEND enter by the fromt door.
MARIA takes ARTHUR’S hat and stick. MORRIS closes the front
door. ARTHUR moves fo MARIAN who introduces him to MRS
PENNIMAN, and he kisses her hand.)

Mrs ALMOND. Good evening, Austin. Hello, Catherine, dear.

SLopER. How nice to see you, Liz. (He kisses her.)

MRs ALMOND (easing down R.C.). Well, Austin, who’s ill ?
Who'’s dead? Whom have you been cutting up lately ?

(MoRRis gives his hat and stick to MARIA. MARIA puts the clothes
in the clothes closet. ARTHUR and MARIAN enter the room, arm in
arm. MORRIS bows to MRS PENNIMAN, who curisies, but does
not speak.)

SLOPER (amused). I see you are in good health, Liz. You're
more respectful to me when your gout’s troubling you.

(The carriage is heard to depart.)
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MRs ALMOND. Arthur, this is my brother, Dr Sloper.

(ARTHUR bows. MRS PENNIMAN eniers the room, moves down R. of
the couch and sits on the downstage end of it.)

And this is Marian’s cousin, Catherine. (She sits on the couch,
above MRS PENNIMAN.)
ArRTHUR. How do you do, Miss Sloper ?

(MORRIS enters the room.)

MARIAN. Good evening, Uncle Austin.
SLOPER. Marian, my dear. (He kisses her.) How nice to see
you.

(MARIAN crosses to CATHERINE and kisses her. MARIA moves
from the clothes closet, and closes the sliding doors before she
exits.)

MaRrIAN. Hello, Cathie.
CATHERINE. Good evening, Marian.

(MARIAN moves down L.)

ARTHUR (shaking hands with SLOPER). How do you do,
Doctor ? I have taken the liberty of bringing my cousin. I
thought that since you were meeting me, you would not mind
meeting him. (He turns to MORRIS.) Morris, meet Dr Sloper.
Dr Sloper—Morris Townsend.

Morris. How do you do, sir? (He shakes hands with
SLOPER.)

Mrs PENNIMAN. And I am the doctor’s other sister.

MoRRIs (turning and bowing). How do you do, ma’am? I
hope you will pardon my intrusion on a family party, Dr and
Miss Sloper. I am newly returned from Europe and feel some-
what lost.

SLoPER. I am delighted to meet you, sir. (To ARTHUR.)
You did quite right to bring your cousin.

(ARTHUR moves down R. of the couch.)

MArIAN. How grand you look, Cathie. I told Morris he
should find you very grand, and then he was determined to
come.

ARTHUR (beckoning to MARIAN). Marian.

CATHERINE. Thank you, Marian.

(MARIAN crosses to ARTHUR and sits down R. There is a pause.
SLOPER pats CATHERINE'S hand. She mistakes his meaning,
and curtsies to MORRIS and ARTHUR.)

How do you do, sir? How do you do, sir?
SLopER. No, Catherine. (He loosens her hand from his arm.)
The young gentlemen cannot take chairs until you do.
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CATHERINE., I'm sorry, Father. (She moves down L. and sits.)

(SLOPER indicates the stool up c. to MORRIS, who brings it from
behind the table to front of it. ARTHUR puls the desk chair
near MARIAN and sits.)

MariaN. Uncle Austin, Arthur says that a house in Washing-
ton Square is the best investment in the City.
_ SLOPER (fo ARTHUR). I am happy to see that we think alike,
sir.
ARTHUR. Er—yes—the counting house with which I am
associated thinks very highly of the Square. We have funds
available for mortgages at all times.
haSLOPER. Well—that’s most reassuring. (He sits in the arm-
chair.)

Mrs PENNIMAN. And when is the marriage to be, Marian ?

MaRIAN. The twentieth of November, Aunt Lavinia. Arthur
wanted to hold me off till Spring, but I wouldn’t have it. (She
puts her hand out to ARTHUR.)

Morris. Arthur will have the truest cause to celebrate
Thanksgiving of his life.

Mrs PENNIMAN. How charmingly expressed, Mr Townsend.

MoRRris (fo CATHERINE). I hear from Miss Almond that you
are to be one of the bridesmaids, Miss Sloper.

MARIAN. Bridesmaid! Why, Cathie’s to be my maid-of-
honour.

MRrs PENNIMAN. Perhaps Catherine will catch the bride’s
bouquet.

Mrs ALMOND. Of course she will. Marian will aim it at
Catherine. They can practise with a bean bag.

(There is some polite laughter. CATHERINE nervously twists her
handkerchief. SLOPER rises, moves to CATHERINE, fakes the
handkerchief from her and puts it in his pocket.)

SLOPER (giving CATHERINE a cue). Mr Morris Townsend has
lately returned from Europe, Catherine.

CATHERINE (fo MoRRIS). Have you been away long, sir ?

Morris. Yes, I have, to my disadvantage as I now see,

CATHERINE. Why?

(SLOPER sits in the armchair.)

Morris. I find I have missed some lovely things at home.

CATHERINE. Oh!

Morris. Besides, people forget you.

MARIAN (feasing). He wants us to say that we would never
forget him, don’t you, Morris ?

CATHERINE (protesting). Oh, Marian |

MoRRis (smiling). There is nothing I would rather hear. (7o
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CATHERINE.) Are you as great a tease as your cousin, Miss
Sloper ?
CATHERINE. No. (She rises and starts to move up C.)

(MoRri1s and ARTHUR rise. SLOPER rises and bars CATHERINE'S
way.)
SLoPER. Is there something I can get you, Catherine ?

CATHERINE (frapped). My embroidery . . .
SLopER. We will admire it later, my dear.

(CATHERINE resumes her seat down L.)

Morris. Ah, Miss Sloper, you are just like the young ladies
of Paris. They, too, are always busy with their petit-point.
(He pronounces the last word with a good French accent.)

MRs PENNIMAN (ecstatically). Oh! You speak French.

MoRris. A little, ma’am.

Sroper. Did you make the Grand Tour, Mr Townsend ?

Morris. No, sir. I spent most of my time in France and
Italy.

Mrs PENNIMAN. Italy! Oh, how beautiful it must be !

Morris. You don’t know it, ma’am ?

(SLOPER sits in the armchair.)

MRrs PENNIMAN. No, I've never been there, but I have always
felt it must be the most romantic country. Such handsome men
—(hastily) and such beautiful women. Tell me, Mr Townsend,
do you find our American young ladies very different ?

Morris. So different, ma'am. (He looks expressively at
CATHERINE.) So delightfully different | (He bows.)

(In a spasm of nervousness, CATHERINE knocks the miniature off
the table against her right elbow.)

SLOPER (half-rising). It’s all right, Catherine.
CATHERINE (picking up the miniature). 1 didn’t break it,
Father. (She replaces it on the table.)

(MoRRIS resumes his seat on the stool.)

SLOPER (calming her). Of course you didn’t, my dear. (Then
quickly, in order to draw away the attention.) Mr Townsend, I
suppose I shall find Paris unchanged ?

MoRrris. Are you planning a trip, sir?

SroperR. I hope to attend a medical congress there this
winter.

Mgrs ALMOND. It’s a tremendous trip, Austin, just to go and
talk to a lot of other doctors.

SLOPER (smiling). Oh, between talks I shall find time for other
things. I shall walk in every street I walked in the first time
many years ago ; I shall shop in every shop . . .
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Morris. And smell every smell !
(They all laugh.)

I see you really love the city, sir.

SLOPER. I have good reason to—I went there on my wedding
trip.

MARIAN. We have been having a wonderful time listening
to all the new French songs. We kept Morris playing for hours
last evening.

Morris. I don’t know how you stood it !

ARTHUR. Oh, come now, Morris, (he claps his hands) don’t
be modest !

MARIAN. Would you like to hear some, Cathie?

(CATHERINE does not answer.)

Mrs PENNIMAN. I should love to.

ARTHUR (looking around). Too bad, Morris, no pianoforte.

Morris (gaily). Oh, what a pity! (Confidentially, to
CATHERINE.) And it’s my trump card, Miss Sloper.

MRs PENNIMAN. There is a spinet in the study.

CATHERINE (appalled). But that was mother’s!

SLOPER (rising). The instrument is not in tune.

Morris. I do not play well enough, sir, for that to make
much difference.

SLOPER (firmly). I'm sorry.

MRrs ALMOND. Let them try it, Austin. I haven’t heard
music here in a long time.

MRs PENNIMAN (rising and crossing fo SLOPER). Please,
Austin.

ARTHUR (moving below the couch). He wants to outshine me,
Doctor, with the ladies.

SLoPER. Very well, Lavinia, if you wish it.

MRs PENNIMAN (moving to the door down L.). This way, Mr
Townsend.

(MoRR1s rises, crosses to the door down L. and opens it. MRS
PENNIMAN exits down L. MORRIS stands down L. of the door.
MARIAN rises and crosses with ARTHUR to the door down L.)

MaRIAN. Let us use some of our wedding money for a fine
pianoforte, Arthur.

(ARTHUR and MARIAN exit down L. A low hum of conversation
1s heard off down L. whenever the door is open. MRS PENNIMAN
re-enters down L.)

Mrs PENNIMAN. Catherine, dear, bring the lamp. There is
none on the spinet.

(She exits down L. CATHERINE 7ises, crosses to the desk and picks
up the lamp from it. MORRIS crosses quickly to CATHERINE.)
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Morris. Please allow me, Miss Sloper. It might be too
heavy for you.

(CATHERINE lries to keep hold of the lamp as MORRIS tries to
relieve her of it.)

CATHERINE. Oh, nol

MoRris. Please . . .

CATHERINE. It’s quite all right.

SLOPER (smiling). Catherine! Let the young man carry it
for you.

CATHERINE (relinquishing the lamp). Yes, Father.

MORRIS (crossing with the lamp to the door down L.). You
thought I was going to drop it, didn’t you, Miss Sloper? I
won’t. I shall be most careful.

(CATHERINE crosses to the door down L. and exits. MORRIS follows
her off and closes the door.)

SropeR. I shall never understand it. Her mother was so
graceful.

(MRrs ALMOND, embarrassed, looks away. MRS PENNIMAN enters
down L.)

Mrs PENNIMAN. Austin, Mr Townsend can’t open the spinet.
Is it locked ?

SLOPER (taking a small key from his watch-chain). Here is the
key, Lavinia. See that I get it back. (He hands the key to
MRs PENNIMAN.)

MRrs PENNIMAN. Thank you. (Ske turns in the doorway.
Confidentially.) Isn’t he charming ?

(MRs PENNIMAN exits down L. and closes the door behind her.)

SLOPER. She does not mean Arthur, Elizabeth.

MRrs ALMOND. I know she doesn’t.

SLoPER. What about this cousin ? Who is he? (He fakes
a cigar from the box on the table L. of the armchair.)

MRrs ArLMoND. He’s a distant cousin, it seems. Arthur’s
mother is always talking about branches of the family; elder
branches, younger branches, inferior branches, as if it were a
royal house. Now, Arthur, it appears, is on the royal line;
his cousin Morris is not.

SLopeR. Cousin Morris has a royal ease about inviting himself
along, hasn’t he ? Quite the sort of figure to please the ladies.

MRrs ALMOND. Yes.

SLoPER. Did he do anything before he went on his travels ?

Mgrs ALmonND. I don’t think so. I believe he had a very
small inheritance. He intimated that he had used it up. He
lives in the Second Avenue with his sister.
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SLoPER. Who is she? (He takes the box of matches from the
mantelpiece.)

Mgrs ALMOND. A Mrs Montgomery, a nice little woman, a
widow. I met her once at a charity bazaar for needy children.
She has five of her own.

SLoPER. A widow, with five children? Do you mean he
lives on her?

MRrs ALMOND. I can hardly answer that, Austin. You would
have to ask her.

(The church clock strikes three-quarters. SLOPER lights a maich.)

Tell me—what do you think of Arthur?

SLOPER (smiling). Arthur? Well, he isn’t very lively, is he ?
I see him as the president of a bank at fifty.

Mgrs ALMOND. Good !

SLoPER. A small bank. (He lights his cigar.)

MRrs ALMOND. Even so, Marian will like that.

SLOPER. Are you entirely satisfied with the arrangement ¢

MRs ALMOND (shrugging). She wanted him.

SLOPER (pacing down L.). Do you suppose there is another
Arthur somewhere in this great city of ours?

MRrs ALMoND. Catherine will find a husband.

SLoPER. You think so ?

MRs ALMOND. She has the prospect of thirty thousand dollars
a year.

SLOPER (moving C.; with a smile). I see that you appreciate
her.

Mrs ArLMoND. I don’t mean that’s her only merit. You
always have a way of alluding to her as an unmarriageable girl.

SLOPER. You see how she is with young men.

MRrs ALMOND. That is the trouble in New York; the men
are too young. They marry at the age of innocence, before
the age of calculation. If they only waited a little, Catherine
would fare better.

SLOPER. As a calculation? Thank you very much! (He
turns to the fire.)

Mgs ALMOND. Of course I didn’t mean it that way.

SLOPER (shrugging). We need not deceive each other, my
dear.

MRs ALMOND (7ising and moving C.). Austin, are you really as
detached as you seem about Catherine ?

(SLOPER puts his cigar in the ashtray on the mantelpiece and turns.)

SLoPER. Detached ? That’s the last thing I am. (He moves
to the table c.) 1 am deeply interested in every phase of her life.
Detached! I wish I were.

Mrs ALMOND. Why ? (She sits on the stool C.)

SLOPER (pouring out a glass of sherry). Because I wish I had
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confidence in her ability to manage herself, and her future, with
some wisdom, or even some intelligence.

MRs ALMOND. I see that you have no confidence and I imagine
Catherine sees it, too.

SLOPER. If you are reproaching me, Liz, you must be more
specific. (He hands the glass to her.) What would you like me to
do for her that I haven’t done? Is there something I have
missed ? She has been to the best schools in the city. She
has had the finest training I could get her in music and dancing.
She has sat here with me evenings on end, and I have tried to
make conversation with her, and give her some social adeptness.
She has never been constrained in the spending of money, or
in the direction of the household. I have given her freedom
wherever I could. The result is what you see—an entirely
mediocre and defenceless creature with not a shred of poise.
What did I do wrong, my dear sister ? If you know, I wish
you'd tell me, for I do not.

MRrs ALMOND (placing her glass on the table c.). I do not
mean that you have not done your duty as a father.

SLopER. I have been as good a father as it was possible for
me to be with the material Providence gave me.

(Three running chords are heard on a spinet off down L. SLOPER
and MRS ALMOND listen for a moment.)

MRs ALMOND (surprised). Why, it 4s in tune, Arthur.
SLOPER (moving to the fireplace). Yes. (He picks up his cigar.)

(A4 voice, presumably MORRIS, is heard off down L. singing *“ Chan-
son de Fortunio’.)

Mrs ArmoND. That’s quite remarkable, after all these years.

SLOPER (sttting in the armchair). 1 keep it looked after. I
have a man who comes in three or four times a year.

Mrs ALMOND. You should encourage Catherine to play.

SLoPER. I do. She can't.

Mrs ALMOND. Austin, you are so intolerant! And you
expect so much.

SLoPER. Yes, I expect everything. You remember her
mother, Liz. Her mother who had so much grace and gaiety.
(He looks at the miniature.) Her mother who was such a pleasure
to look at and be with. This is her child. (He pauses.) I was
entitled to expect that some day she should make it up to me,
wasn't 1?

MRrs ALMoND. Make what up?

SLoPER. Her mother’s death! She killed her mother in
getting born.

MRrs ALMOND (pityingly). Oh, Austin!

(The song finishes. The sound of applause is heard off down L.)

SLoPER. I've lived these years in loneliness, waiting for
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Catherine to be all the lovely things her mother was. I let
nothing interfere with it. I didn’t marry. I didn’t do anything
to endanger the process. I concentrated my life on seeing her
approach the perfection of her mother.

Mrs ArmMonD. No child could compete with this image you
have of her mother. You have idealized that poor dead woman
beyond all human recognition.

SLOPER. You are not entitled to say that. Only I know
what I lost when she died.

(The voice off down L. is heard to commence singing a second
song, ‘‘ Plaisir d’Amour’’. SLOPER and MRS ALMOND listen
for a few moments. MRS ALMOND watches SLOPER.)

(Herises.) When I hear that spinet played, (ke paces down L. and
turns) 1 remember the day she got it. (He paces up r.c.) We
were in Paris, (he turns) and bought it at Pleyel’s. She wouldn’t
sail for home until she found a captain who was willing to let
her take it on board with her. Six months later she was dead.

MRrs ALMOND (gently). That was a long time ago, Austin.

SLOPER (moving to the fire,; with his back to MRs ALMOND).
That is no consolation.

They listen to the song as—
the CURTAIN falls,

SCENE 2

SCENE.—The same. An afternoon two weeks later.

The couch is now down R.C., facing down stage. There is
an oblong table above it. The chair from down R. is near the
R. end of the couch. The table from C. has been removed and
the stool has been placed in the bay of the upstage window.

(See the Ground Plan and Photograph of the Scene.)

When the CURTAIN rises the room is brilliant with the sunlight
from the Square, and there is an Indian Summer quality in the
light which makes the room seem very cheerful. A bright fire
burns tn the grate. MRS PENNIMAN s seated on the couch.
MORRIS s seated R.

Mrs PENNIMAN (laughing). Really, Mr Townsend, you
shouldn’t make fun of Arthur. After all, he is your relative.

Morris. I don’t care about that! But he did introduce
me into this house, and for that I must be grateful all the rest
of my life. (He bows his head to her gracefullv.) Here I have
found a true friend.

Mgrs PENNIMAN. Perhaps you have found something more
important than that in this house.
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Morris. Did you tell her that I would call today ?

Mrs PENNIMAN. No, I must confess I did not. She is so
gentle, so timid, I was afraid she would take flight at your
third visit within the week.

MoRrRIs (rising and moving above the couch to L.). There’s
nothing special about three visits, is there ? (He looks at his
watch.) And since she’s out anyway, what have we gained ?

(The church clock strikes four.)

MRs PENNIMAN. She will be home, I am sure of it.

Morris. Well, but when ?

MRs PENNIMAN (pleased with his impatience). Ah, Mr Towns-
end, you remind me so of the Reverend Penniman. The same
ardency, the same passionate nature.

MoRRISs (eastng c.). Was she pleased with the flowers, Mrs
Penniman ?

Mrs PENNIMAN. I think very pleased.

Morris. What did she say ?

Mrs PENNIMAN. She said, *“ They are a spring flower, It is
unusual to get them so late.”

Morris. Is that all?

Mrs PENNIMAN. But she took them upstairs to her sitting-
room and placed them right next to her chair at the window.
I think that’s good, don’t you ?

Morris. What did her father say?

Mrs PEnNIMAN. How do you mean ?

Morris. Did he tease her when he saw them ?

Mrs PENNIMAN. How would he see them ? He never goes
into her sitting-room. )

MoRrris (pumping). Does Catherine—I mean, Miss Sloper . . .

MRs PENNIMAN (smiling). My boy, you may let yourself go
when you are with me. (She eases along the couch seat to the R. end
of 1t.)
fMORRIS (sitting on the couch, L. of her). Does Catherine see
many young men, Mrs Penniman ?

MRs PENNIMAN (embarrassed). Er—well, she receives many
invitations. And she always attends the Cotillions.

Morris. I don’t mean that. I mean does she receive young
men like myself, often ?

Mgrs PENNIMAN. She is of a retiring nature.

Morris. I cannot believe that she is so reserved with every-
body. I am afraid she disapproves of me.

MRrs PENNIMAN (¢n alarm). Oh, no!

MorRris. She gives me no encouragement.

Mrs PENNIMAN. But that is because she is so shy.

Morris. Oh dear, then we shall never know her heart, shall
we ?

MRrs PENNIMAN. But she is not shy with me, Mr Townsend.
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She confides in me freely. In the privacy of her own room she
is most expressive.

Morris. Dare I ask what my name has brought forth in
that privacy ?

MRs PENNIMAN. I can assure you that she has a wealth of
feeling, but she is wary of showing it.

MorRris (musing). It’sodd. In Europe, a girl like that would
have been married long since. Why, in Paris with her income
she might have got a Count.

MRs PENNIMAN (enchanted). A Count? Do you really think
so ? (Thoughtfully.) But Austin would never have it.

Morris. Tell me about the doctor, ma’am. What are his
interests ? Does he like art, or music? Has he any hobby ?

MRs PENNIMAN. His work is his hobby. Medicine is his only
mistress.

Morris. That’s a devil of a difficult thing for a man like
me to talk about.

Mrs PENNIMAN. Once he knows what is going on in your
heart, you will have plenty to talk about between you.

(CATHERINE enters by the front door. MORRIS rises and moves
lo the fireplace.)

(She calls.) Catherine, is that you?
CATHERINE (off). Yes, Aunt.

(CATHERINE comes into the room. She carries a very small packet.)

MRrs PENNIMAN. You have a visitor, young lady. He has
been waiting for your return most anxiously.

CATHERINE (with a curtsy to MoRRis). Good afternoon.

Morris. It is a beautiful afternoon for me now, Miss Sloper.
But I was afraid you might not come back at all.

CATHERINE. Oh, I should have to come back some time.
(She puts the packet on the table.) 1T live here.

MoRRi1s (smiling). I know you do, Miss Sloper. That'’s why I
am here.

(There ts a slight pause.)

Mrs PENNIMAN. Mr Townsend wondered if his flowers had
been delivered in good.condition.

CATHERINE. Yes, thank you. They were very fresh. I
mailed a note to you this morning.

Morris. I shall treasure it, Miss Sloper, although I did not
send the flowers in order to be thanked. I sent them to give
you pleasure,

CATHERINE. Thank you.

MoRris (feeling in his pockets). Oh, I found the poem I told
you about,

CATHERINE. Did you?
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Morris. I am such a vagabond—TI've left it in my hat. (He
moves up c.) Pardon me, ma’am. T’ll get it.

(He goes into the hall and then into the clothes closet.)

MRrs PENNIMAN (rising and coming to L. of CATHERINE), I
will leave you alone with him.
CATHERINE. What will I talk about?

(Mrs PENNIMAN fakes off CATHERINE'S bonnet, then her wrap.)

MRs PENNIMAN (smiling). You will not have to do the talking.
My dear child, he has come a-courting.

CATHERINE. Do you mean courting me ?

Mgrs PENNIMAN. Certainly not me, miss! (She {takes
CATHERINE'S parasol.) You must be very gracious to him.

(MoRR1s re-enters up c. He carries a sheet of paper with the
poem written on it.)

Morris (R. of CATHERINE). I copied it off late last night.
(He looks expressively at CATHERINE.) I was restless and could
not sleep.

MRrs PENNIMAN (moving up c.). Mr Townsend, you must
excuse me. I have numerous duties which call me. I trust
that we shall see you again.

MoRrris (bowing low). I am your servant, ma’am,

(CATHERINE takes off her gloves.)

MRs PENNIMAN (furning in the hall). Catherine, don’t forget to
rest before going out, for tonight. (To Morris.) Our girl is
off to another of her endless parties, Mr Townsend ! Dancing—
dancing till dawn !

(She exits up the stairs.)

Morrris. It makes me very unhappy to hear that.

CATHERINE. What ?

Morris. That you are so gay, so sought after. It makes
my way harder.

CATHERINE. Oh, but I am not going to a party tonight. My
father and I are dining with Mr and Mrs Hone. That is all.

Morris. That’s what I like about you, you are so honest
Will you tell me something, Miss Sloper? Did you go out
today because you thought I might call ?

CATHERINE (after a pause). Yes.

Morris. Do you not like to see me?

CATHERINE. Yes, I like to see you, Mr Townsend. But you
have called so frequently this week that T . ..

Morris (smiling). That you are tired of me.

CATHERINE. No.

Morris. You consider my behaviour improper ?
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CATHERINE. I do not know. I am puzzled.

MoRrris (laughing). Good! I like that! If you are puzzled,
you are thinking of me, and that is what I want above all ; that
you should think of me.

CATHERINE (moving below the couch). Mr Townsend, you are
very bold. (Ske puts her gloves on the sofa table.)

Morris (confidently). I will be bolder; I will ask you one
more question. Miss Sloper, when you came back just riow, did
you—hope that I would be gone—or—that I would be here ?

CATHERINE (half turning to him). Is that the poem ?

MoRRi1s (moving to her ; gaily). It is! I had forgotten it.
I forget everything when I find myself here with you. It says
the things I tried to say to you last time I was here.

CATHERINE (faking the paper). May I read it? (Ske eases
down R.)

Morris. Oh, not now! Perhaps you will read it when you
are alone. It will say more to you then. I will think of you
reading it when I stand under your window.

CATHERINE (turming). Oh, Mr Townsend, you must not do
that !

MoRRI1s (mocking her gently). Oh, Miss Sloper, how am I to
help doing it? I think of you constantly.

CATHERINE. I am not very good at this kind of conversation.

Morris. Neither am I. I am afraid that is our trouble—I
am not a glib man, Miss Sloper.

CATHERINE. Oh, but I think you talk very welll (Ske sits
on the chair down R.)

MoRrRIs (sitting on the couch). Never when I need it most,
never when I am with you. Oh, when I’m with Mrs Penniman,
or in my room at home, I can think of the most delightful things
to say—can you understand that ?

CATHERINE (smiling). Yes, I can.

Morris. But here, with you, I sound like a fool.

CATHERINE. I don’t think so.

Morris. Well, if ever you should think so, if ever I have
sounded high-flown or false, put it down to that, will you ?

CATHERINE. I will try.

Morris. And take pity on my situation.

CATHERINE. What situation ?

Morris. Miss Sloper, I have fallen in love with you.

CATHERINE (with a gasp). You have?

Morris. You are breathless.

CATHERINE. Yes, I am.

Morris. Why—is it so strange?

CATHERINE. Yes, it is very strange.

(SLOPER enters by the front door and moves to the foot of the stairs.
He carries his walking-stick, gloves and medical bag. He puts
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the walking-stick tn the vase, and his hat and gloves on the hall
table. CATHERINE rises and crosses down L. MORRIS rises and
moves to R. of the table above the couch.)

SLOPER (in the hall). Ah, Catherine, you are receiving ?
CATHERINE. Yes, Father. I have a visitor.

(SLOPER enters the room bringing his bag with him.)

SLOPER. Good afternoon, my dear. How do you do, Mr
Townsend ? (He shakes hands, above the table, with MORRIS.)

Morris. Good afternoon, Dr Sloper.

SLOPER (looking around). Is your cousin here with you? (To
CATHERINE.) Where’s the happy couple ? (He moves C.)

CATHERINE (moving fo SLOPER and laking his bag). They are
not here, Father. (She puts the bag on the chair down L.)

(The church clock strikes the quarter.)

MoRRIs (moving to L. of the sofa table). I took the liberty of
coming on my own, sir. I wanted to thank Miss Sloper and
yourself for having received me the first time.

SLoPER. That’s most polite, sir. It was a very small gather-
ing, and we were pleased to have you.

MoRR1s (gracefully). Sometimes it is the small parties at
which one takes the greatest pleasure. This one gave me an
excuse to call on a most attractive young lady, and her attractive
father.

SLoPER. Oh, we are not that attractive. Catherine, pull the
bell, will you. I'd like my sherry and biscuits.

(CATHERINE moves up L.C., pulls the bell, then stares out towards
the upstage window.)

Mr Townsend might enjoy some with me.

MOoRRIs (crossing to the fire). 1'd be honoured. (He smooths
his hair.)

SLOPER (sniffing). That’s an excellent bay rum you are using,
Mr Townsend.

Morris. I brought it with me from France, Doctor. Permit
me to share it with you.

SLopER. Why in the world should you ?

Morris. There is no reason, sir, except the pleasure it would
give me.

SLOPER. I could hardly allow you to do that. (He sits in the
armchair.) Well, Catherine.

(CATHERINE does not hear.)

Catherine | (He claps his hands.) What have you been up to,
my dear ? Did you decide to do anything further about the
music lessons ?
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CATHERINE (moving C.). Yes, Father, I called on Mr Rougini
after lunch.

SLOPER. And what did he say?

CATHERINE. He said the harp was a very difficult instrument.

SLoPER. Well, we both know that, my dear. What else did
he say ?

CATHERINE. He did not think I was suited to it.

SrorErR. Why not ?

CATHERINE (timidly). You need a true ear for the harp. It
seems that I have not a very true ear.

SLOPER. Nonsense, my dear—that’s impossible! Your
mother’s ear was impeccable. Why, she used to tune her own
pianoforte.

CATHERINE (moving below the couch). Yes, Father, I know.

Morris (tactfully). Miss Sloper has a great appreciation for
music surely. That is a sufficient talent in itself.

SLOPER. Do you find it so?

(MARIA enters up c. from L. She carries a tray with sherry and
biscuits. CATHERINE sifs on the couch. MORRIS lifts the bag
off the chair down L., puts the bag on the floor, then sits.)

(He rises.) Good afternoon, Maria.
MARIA (R. of SLOPER). Good afternoon, Doctor.
SLoPER. Is Cook’s knee any better ?
MAR1A. It is a little easier, Doctor.

(SLOPER takes the stopper out of the decanter, puts it on the tray
then picks up the decanter and the other glass.)

SLOPER (filling the glass on the tray). T’'ll be up to see herin a
little while. Here, give this to Mr Townsend. (He fills the glass
he is holding for himself.)

(MARIA takes the glass on the tray to MORRIS then moves to L. of
SLOPER.)

Mar1iA. She’s not upstairs, Doctor, she’s in the kitchen.

SLOPER (putting the decanter on the tray). This is hopeless,
Maria! How am I to get rid of the inflammation unless you
keep her in bed ? (He replaces the stopper in the decanter.)

MaRr1A, Perhaps you’il talk to her, Doctor.

SrLoper. I'll be down to see her as soon as I finish this.

MariA. Thank you, sir.

(She moves above SLOPER, puts the tray on the table above the couch,
then exits up C. to L. SLOPER moves to the fireplace.)

Morris. You are a very kind man, sir. Most great doctors
are too busy to see the illness under their noses.
SLopER. Mr Townsend, you are full of agreeable and flattering
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cbservations, both for Catherine and myself. I wonder why ?
(He sits in the armchair.)

Morris. That is the way you both strike me, sir. I told Miss
Sloper earlier—I am very candid. (He drinks.)

CATHERINE (fo SLOPER). Yes, he is very candid.

(SLOPER looks at CATHERINE, then at MORRIS.)

SropER. How do you keep busy since your return to New
York, Mr Townsend ? Are you looking for a position ?

Morris. Oh, “ position "’ is more than I should presume to
call it! That sounds so fine. I should like some quiet work—
anything to turn an honest penny.

SropER. What sort of thing should you prefer ? (He drinks.)

Morris. You mean what am I fitted for ? Very little, I am
afraid. I have nothing but my good right arm, as they say in
the melodramas.

SLOPER. You are too modest. In addition to your good right
arm you have a very good mind. (He puts his glass on the table L.)
I know nothing of you but what I see; but I see that you are
extremely intelligent.

CATHERINE (murmuring). Oh, yes—yes!

MOoRRIS (7ising, crossing to the sofa table and putting his glass on
the tray). 1don’t know what to answer when you say that. You
advise me, then, not to despair ?

SLOPER (with a smile). 1 should be sorry to admit that a
robust, well-disposed man need ever despair. If he doesn’t suc-
ceed in one thing, he can try another. Only, he should choose
with discretion.

Morris. Ah, yes, with discretion. Well, I have been indis-
creet formerly, but I think I have got over it. I am very steady
now. (He smiles.) Were you kindly intending to propose some-
thing to my advantage ?

SLoPER. No, I have no particular proposal to make. But
occasionally one hears of opportunities. I hear, for instance, the
West is opening up. Many young men are turning their eyes in
that direction.

MORRIS (crossing to the chair L.). I'm afraid I shouldn’t be
able to manage that. I must seek my fortune here or nowhere.
(He sits.) You see, I have ties here. (To CATHERINE.) I have
a widowed sister from whom I have been separated for a long
time, and to whom I am everything.

CATHERINE. Naturally.

MoRRIs (fo SLOPER; smiling). I shouldn’t know how to tell
her that I must leave her. She depends on me so much.

SrLoPER. That’s very proper, family feeling is very proper. I
think I've heard of your sister. (He picks up his glass.)

Morris. It is possible, though I rather doubt it; she lives
so very quietly.
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SLOPER. As quietly, you mean, as a lady may who has several
young children.

(MoRRIs laughs, rises and moves to the fireplace.)

Morris. Yes, my nephews and nieces—that’s the very point.
I am helping to bring them up. I'm a sort of amateur tutor ;
I give them lessons.

SLorER. That’s very proper, but it’s hardly a career. (He
drinks.)

Morris. No, it won’t make my fortune.

SLOPER (incisively). Ah! (He rises.) You must not be too
much bent on a fortune. (He puts his glass on the sofa table.)
But I will keep you in mind, Mr Townsend. Be sure I will not
lose sight of you. (He furns to CATHERINE.) Catherine, I am
going downstairs.

(CATHERINE 7ises. SLOPER moves to get his bag and MORRIS hands
it to him.)

Oh, thank you. Good afternoon, Mr Townsend. (He goes into
the hall.)

Morris. Good afternoon, Doctor. I am very grateful for
your interest.

SLOPER (turning in the hall). Yes—yes, indeed.

(He exits up c. to L. There is a pause.)

Morris, He doesn’t like me—he doesn’t like me at all.
Extraordinary man !

CATHERINE. I don’t see why you should think that.

Morris. I feel; I am very quick to feel.

CATHERINE. Oh, no! I am sure you are mistaken.

Morris. Well, you ask him, and you will see.

CATHERINE (slowly). I would rather not ask him, if there is
any danger of his saying what you think.

MoRRIs (moving to her). It wouldn’t give you any pleasure to
contradict him ?

CATHERINE. I never contradict him.

Morris. Would you hear me abused without opening your
lips in my defence ?

CATHERINE. Oh, he won’t abuse you. He doesn’t know you
well enough.

(Morris laughs.)

I shall simply not mention you.

Morris. That is not what I should have liked you to say. 1
should have liked you to say, “ If my father does not think well
of you, what does it matter? ”

CATHERINE. But I couldn’t say that! It would matter.

Morris. Do you know, I believe you could ? I believe you
could do anything for one whom you loved |
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CATHERINE (crossing down L. and standing with her back to
him). Mr Townsend, you mustn’t speak to me in this way. I
mustn’t listen to this.

MoRrRis (moving close behind her and pleading passionately). It
is two weeks since first I saw you, and I have not had an easy
moment since that night. I think of nothing else. I am pos-
sessed by you.

CATHERINE (with her head down and with desperale sincerity).
How could you be? How could you?

MORRI1S (moving above and to L. of her). My dearest girl, my
whole life depends on your believing me, believing how much I
care for you. You are everything I have ever yearned for in a
woman.

CATHERINE (looking up). But I am so ...

(Before she can finish, he draws her to him and kisses her. After
a moment her arms go round him tightly.)

Morris. Will you marry me, Catherine ?

CATHERINE (looking at him fully, for the first time). Yes.

MoRRIs (smiling at her). You make me very happy. Do you
love me?

CATHERINE. Yes.

Morris. Dear Catherine! (He kisses her.)

CATHERINE (holding him). I love you! I love you!

Morris. I will cherish you for ever.

CATHERINE (detaching herself and crossing below the couch). We
must do our duty. We must speak to my father. I will speak
to him this evening. You must speak to him tomorrow.

MOoRRIS (moving to L. of her). It is sweet of you to do it first.
The young man, the happy lover, usually does that. But just
as you please.

CATHERINE (silting on the couch). Women are more tactful.
(She smiles bravely.) They can persuade better.

MORRIS (sitting L. of her on the couch and holding her hands). You
will need all your powers of persuasion. (He looks at her.) But
then, you are irresistible !

CATHERINE. Morris, promise me one thing. When you speak
to my father, you will be very respectful.

Morris. Ishalltry. I certainly would rather have you easily
than have to fight for you. v

CATHERINE. Do not speak of fighting ; we shall not have to
fight.

Morris. We must be prepared. After all, it’s natural for
your father to want a brilliant match for you ; you have every-
thing—position, wealth, and your own sweetness. And I am a
poor man, Catherine.

CATHERINE. Oh, but my father will not mind that.

Morris. He might. He might fear that I am mercenary.
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