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THE FOURPOSTER
STORY OF THE PLAY

(1 male; 1 female)

In telling his story of a twenty-five-year marriage,
Mr. de Hartog passes over none of the standard
moments of fear, pathos and unconscious comedy. The
play begins with Michael carrying Agnes over the thres-
hold and into the bedroom, which is to be the single
setting for our pastel little cavalcade. In the second
scene, a year later, Michael must run for the family
doctor. In the third, ten years later, Michael 1s
prevented from losing his head over another woman.
The fourth scene details the couple’s shocked realiza-
tion that their son is growing up, the fifth scene takes
place on the day of their daughter’s wedding, and the
last scene finds the bedroom being dismantled and
Michael once more carrying Agnes across the threshold.



THE FOURPOSTER

Play by Jan de Hartog; staged by Jose Ferrer; setting
by Syrjala; costumes by Lucinda Ballard; pre-
sented by The Playwrights Company at the Barry-
more Theatre, October 24, 1951.

THE CAST
AGNES tovvvvnntonrnneenneencanennns Jessica Tandy
MICHAEL ....cvvviiinennnnsnnnnnnsns Hume Cronyn
SYNOPSIS
ACT 1

ScENE 1: 1890.

SceENE 2: A year later.
ACT I1

SCENE 1: I901.

SCENE 2: Seven years later.
ACT III

SCENE 1: 1013.

ScENE 2: Twelve years later.



The Fourposter

ACT ONE
SceNE I

1890. Night. Bedroom. Fourposter. Door in arch Center
back wall, window in Right; washstand and low
chair down Left. Wardrobe above washstand;
bed table in front of window, Right; bureau Right
of arch. Bed on dais Left of arch; chest at foot
of bed; arm chair and trunk, Right Center. Console
$able and two chairs in rear of hall. The room is
dark. Low-burning gaslamps shimmer bluishly
Right of arch and at bed Left. The door is opened
clumsily, and HE enters, carrying HER $n his arms
into the room out of the lighted passage. HE wears
a top hat on the back of his head; SHE is in her
bridal gown. HE stops in the moonlight at a:f
Center, kisses her, whirls and carries her to bed.

SHE. Oh, Micky, whoo! Hold me! Hold me tight!
Whoo! Whoo! I'm falling. I can’t—
(HEe throws her onto the bed and tries to kiss her
again.)
Michael, the door! The door!
(HE runs to the door and closes it.)
(SHE gets off the bed, straightens her hat and dress)
Oh, goodness, my hair—and look at my dress! (SHE
turns on the gas bracket on wall beside the bed.)
(HE crosses and turns up gas bracket Right of
arch.)
(She moves down stage and turns toward him. HE
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6 THE FOURPOSTER ACT 1

crosses down Left to her, takes off gloves, puts one in
each go::ket and kneels before her) What are you
doing’

He. I'm worshipping you.

SHE. Get up immediately! (Tries to lift him wup)
Michael, get up, I say!

H?E. (Kneeling, hands on her waist) Can’t I worship
you?

SHE. Are you out of your senses? If our Lord should
see you—

He. He could only rejoice in such happiness.

SHE. Michael, you mustn’t blaspheme. You know you
:lm.lsf(n’t. Just because you’ve had a little too much to

rink.

He. T haven’t drunk a thing. (Teeters on his knees)
If I'm drunk, I'm drunk only with happiness—

SHE. You wouldn’t be praying with everything on if

you weren’t. (Turns front) Oh! Goodness! I think I
am too.

He. Happy?

SHE. Tipsy. Let me see if I can stand on one leg.
(Holding her hands out to him, tries and fails) Whoo!

He. (Rises) Angel!

(Tries to kiss her, but SHE dodges.)

SHE. (Crossing below him to Center) Michael, that
hat—!

He. What? Oh. (Takes hat off) What have you got
in vour hands? (Crosses down Center to her.)

SHE. A little rose—a little rose from our wedding
cake.

HE. Let’s eat it.

SHE. (Crossing below him to down Left) No— 1
want to keep it—always— (SHE puts it in her dress.)

HE. (Puts hat on. Crossing to her) Agnes, Agnes,
tell me that you are happy.

SHE. (Crossing Left between washstand and chair)
Please, Michael, do say something else for a change.
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HEe. I can’t. I've only one word left to express what
I feel; happy. Happy, happy, happy, happy— Haxzpyl
(Twirls and, stumbling against dais, sprawls back
against bed.)

SHE. (Crossing to him) Are you all right?

HEe. Happy!

SHE. (Crossing down Left) 1 suddenly feel like
saying all sorts of shocking things.

He. Go on.

SHE. Listen—no, in your ear—

(HE rises, crosses to her.)
(SHE wants to whisper something but is checked by
what she sees) Oh! Michael—!

HEe. (Faces her) What?

SHE. No, don’t move. (Looks at ear again) Let me
see the other one.

(He turns his head and SHE looks at his other ear.)
You pig!

HEe. What is it?

SHE. Don’t you ever wash?

HEe. Every day.

SHE. All over?

He. Oh, well—the main things.

SuE. What are the main things?

He. (Trying to kiss her) My precious—

SHE. Your what?

He. You are my precious. Wouldn’t you like to kiss
me?

SHE. I would like to go over you from top to bottom,
with hot water and soap; that’s what I would like to
do.

He. Please do.

SHE. Oh, well—don’t let’s dwell on it. (Crosses below
him to Right Center.)

(HE crosses up Left, puts one foot on dais.)
(SHE sits on trunk down Right Center) Ouch!

He. Sweetheart! What’s the matter?

SHE. Ouch! My shoes are hurting me. I must take
them off or I'll faint. :
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HE. (Crossing to her) Let me do it! Please—

(SHE puts out her foot. HE kneels and tenderly pulls
her skirt back and kisses her shoe.)

SHE. Michael, please, they hurt me so.

He. (Kisses her foot again; when SHE wants to do
it herself) No, no, dearest! Let me do it, please let me
do it. (HE takes her shoe again.)

SHE. But you take such a long time.

He. (Untying bow on shoe) Isn’t that heaven? I
could spend the whole night undressing you.

SHE. I didn’t ask you to undress me. I only asked
you to help me out of my shoes.

He. I would help you out of anything you ask, dear
heart. (Takes off shoe.)

SHE. (Withdraws her foot) Now that’s one, and
now—

(As SHE leans forward to take off other shoe
herself, sees him, still on his knees, leaning back
and staring at her.)
Please, Michael, don’t look at me so creepily. Please
get undre—take your hat off!

He. (Takes hat off, puts it on trunk) Agnes, do you
remember what I told you, when we first met?

SHE. No—?

He. That we had met in a former existence.

Sue. Oh, that.

He. T am absolutely certain of it now.

SaEe. Of what?

He. That moment, just now, I suddenly had the
feeling of having experienced all this before.

SHE. Did you really?

He. You sitting here just as you are, I on my kne=s
in front of you in a hired suit, just before we—

SHE. What?

He. (Putting shoe down, HE leans against her knee)
Oh, darling, I am happy.

SHE. Must you make me cry?
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He. You should, you know. This is a very sad
occasion, really. Your youth is over.

SHE. (Pushing him back and getting up) 1 want to
go home.

He. What—?

SHE. (Crossing down Right, up Center, down Center)
I can’t! I want to go home!

HEe. (Still on knees) Darling, what’s the matter?
What have I done?

SHE. (Picks up shoe) 1 want to go home. I should
never have married you.

HEe. (Rises) Agnes—

SHE. How can you! How dare you say such a thing!

He. But what—? I haven’t said a thing all night but
that I was— )

SHE. My youth over! That’s what you would like!
Undressing me, the whole night long, with your hat
on and unwashed ears and—oh! (Crosses to him and
puts her arms around his neck and weeps.)

HEe. (Comforting her inexperiencedly) That’s right,
darling; that’s it ; you cry, my dearest; that’s the spirit.

SHE. That’s—that’s why you made me drink such a
lot, taking nothing yourself all the time.

He. Why, I’ve had at least three bottles.

SHE. (Breaks away from him and backs up) Then
what did you say? What did you say, when you threw
me on the bed?

He. Threw?

SHE. “If I'm drunk, I’'m drunk with happiness.”
That’s what you said.

He. But, darling, only a minute ago you said your-
self—

SHE. I did not!

He. Well, of all the— (Crossing to her, takes her by
the shoulders) Here—smell! (Breathes at her with his
mouth wide open) Ho, ho, ho!

SHE. (Escaping the kiss she wants by hiding her face
against his shoulder) Oh, I'm so dizzy.

He. I love you.
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SHE. I’m so embarrassed.

He. Why?

SHE. Because I'm so dizzy.

He. So am 1.

SHE. Dizzy?

He. Embarrassed.

SHE. Why?

HE. (Backs away from her) Oh, well, you know. It
would have been such a relief if I could have spent
the whole night taking off your shoes.

SHE. And then have breakfast, straight away, yes?

He. (Picks up hat) Yes. Agnes, I— I don’t revolt
you, do I?

SHE. (Slips off other shoe, picks it up) You? Why
on earth should you?

He. Well, I mean—those ears and—things, you
know.

SHE. (Crossing up Center puts shoes on chest at foot
of bed) But, darling, I said that only because of other
people. What do I care?

HEe. (Turns front, below trunk) And Agnes—there’s
something I should tell you.

SHE. (Steps down Center) Why tell it just now?

He. You're right. (Puts hat on) I'm such a fool that
I—

(SHE frowns.)
(HE takes hat off again and puts it on trunk) Would
you like something to drink? (Crosses to washstand
down ILeft.)

SHE. (Crossing down Center) Heavens, no. Don't
talk about drinking.

He. A glass of water, I mean. (Pitks up glass and
carafe) After all that champagne.

SuE. Michael, please talk about something else. I— I
really couldn’t just now, honestly.

He. Well, I think I will. (Pours glass of water.)

SHE. Did you write a poem for tonight? (Crosses to
him Left Center.)

He. No.
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SuE. What a pity. I thought you would have written
something beautiful for our wedding.

He. (Drinks) No.

SHE. Nothing at all?

He. (Drinks again and puts glass down) No.

SHE. You're blushing. Please read it to me.

HEe. (Above washstand) 1 haven’t got one, darling,
really, I haven’t.

SHE. You're lying. I can tell by your eyes that you
are lying. v
He. (Crossing to her) As a matter of fact, you
wouldn’t like it, darling; it’s rather modern. There is

another one I’'m writing just now.

SHE. I want to hear the one about our wedding.

He. (Right of washstand chair) Never before in my
whole life have I told anybody anything about a poem
I hadn'’t finished. :

SHE. (Crossing to him) Is it in your pocket? (Starts
to pick his pockets) '

He. (Trying to keep her hands back, sits in chair)
Agnes, you can’t have it. I think it’s going to be won-
derful. “The Fountain of the Royal Gardens.”

SHE. Why may I not hear the one about our
wedding?

He. (Takes her hands) Darling, don't you think it
much more special, just now, something nobody else
has ever heard before?

SHE. Has anybody heard the one about our wedding,
then?

HEe. (Takes poems from pocket) Listen, tell me what
you think of the permutation of the consonants, the
onomatopoeia, I mean: “Hissing shoots the slender
shower ; out of shining, slimy stone—"

SHE. (Steps back) No.

He. “Swaying shivers sparkling flower; rainbow
shimmers in the foam.

(SHE starts to door.)
Flashing, dashing, splashing, crashing—"
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(SHE hurries to the door, picking up suitcase from
chest as she goes.)
Where are you going?

SHE. (Opens door, taking the key from the lock)
Back in a minute. (Exits, shuts door, locks it.)

He. Why are you taking your suitcase? (Rises and
runs to door; drops poems on chest as he goes) Agnes,
darling! Agnes! Agnes! (Tries to open the locked
door.)

(HE turns, moves down Center, sees her shoes, picks
them up and smiles. Suddenly, a thought strikes
him. He drops the shoes, runs Left onto dais, picks
up suitcase there, starts to put it on bed, stops,
turns, then crosses Right and puts suitcase on arms
of chair. He opens the case, takes out mightcap
and puts it on his head. He rips off his coat and
vest, shirt and tie. As he starts to take his trousers
off, he stops, listens, runs to door, listens again.
He then hurries down Center and takes the trousers
off. He takes nightshirt from case, crosses to foot
of bed, throws nightshirt on bed and sits on chest
and hurriedly takes off his shoes. Then he pauses,
looks toward the door in embarrassment. He
quickly puts the shoes back on again, gets into the
nightshirt, pulls his trousers on over it; then his
coat. He moves a few steps Left, turns, sees his
vest, shirt and tie on trunk where he had thrown
them. He tosses them into the suitcase, fastens it,
runs Left, puts suitcase in wardrobe; starts to
washstand, stops, looks toward door. Then quickly
he crosses down to washstand, picks up towel,
dampens one corner of it in pitcher of water and
starts to wash his right ear.)

(SHE enters. As HE hears door open, he sits in
chair Left and folds his arms. SHE closes the door
and puts the key back in the lock. Her dress is
changed somehow; it looks untidier and she has
taken off her wedding hat. SHE turns from door,



ACT 1 THE FOURPOSTER 13

spots him sitting in the chair, the collar of his
jacket upturned and the nightcap on his head.)

He. Hullo.

SHE. What—what are you doing?

He. Sitting.

SHE. (At Center) What on earth is that?

He. What? (Turns and looks Left.)

SHE. On your head?

He. Oh—why—

SHE. Do you wear a nightcap?

HEe. Oh, no. Just now when there’s a draft. (Rises,
takes cap off and puts it in his pocket. Crosses to her.)

SHE. Is that a nightshirt?

He. What have you got on?

SHE. My father has been wearing pajamas for ages.

He. Oh, has he really? Well, I don't.

SHE. Why have you—changed?

HEe. Why have you?

SHE. I? Oh— I'm sleepy.

He. So am L.

SuE. Well, then, shall we—?

He. (Steps up stage) Why, yes—let’s.

SHE. (Crossing below him onto dais) All right.
Which side do you want?

HE. (At Center) 1? Oh, well— I don’t care, really.
Any side that suits you is all right with me.

SHE. I think I would like the far side. Because of
the door.

He. The door?

SHE. (Turns back quilt) Because of breakfast, and
in case somebody should knock. You could answer it.

HEe. I see. v

SHE. (Picks up “God Is Love” pillow from bed)
What’s this?

He. What?

SHE. This little pillow ? Did you put that there?

HEe. Of course not! (Steps up onto dais) What's it
got written on it?
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SHE. “God Is Love.” Oh, how sweet! Mother must
have done that. Wasn’t that lovely of her? (Puts pillow
back on bed.)

He. (Edges Right, on dais, looks at door) Yes,
charming. '

(SHE turns away and starts undressing. HE takes off
his coat. SHE turns. After an embarrassing moment
in which neither of them can think of anything to
say:)

SHE. Michael, please turn ’round.
He. Oh, I'm so sorry— I just didn’t realize.

(HE sits down on the edge of the chest, putting his
coat beside him, and takes off his shoes and socks.
SHE steps down from dais, steps out of dress and
hangs it in wardrobe. Crosses back up onto dais.)

SHE. It's rather a pretty bed, isn’t it?

HEe. (Picks up her shoes and places them next to
his) Yes, it is, isn’t it? It was my father’s, you know.

SHe. Not your mother’s?

HEe. Yes, of course, my parents. I was born in it, you
know.

SHE. (Taking a step toward him) Michael—

He. (Turning toward her) Yes, darling?

SHE. (Backing up) No, don’t look! Michael ?

HEe. (Turning away) Yes?

SHE. Tell me how much you love me, once more.

HE. I can’t any more.

SHE. What?

He. T can’t love you any more than I'm doing. I
wor— I’m the hap— I'm mad about you.

SHE. That’s what I am about you. Honestly.

He. That is nice, dear.

Sue. I am so happy, I couldn’t be happier.

He. That is lovely, darling.

SHE. And I wouldn’t want to be, either.

He. What?

Sue. Happier.
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He. T see.

SHE. I wish that everything could stay as it was—
before today. I couldn’t stand any more—happiness.
Could you?

HEe. God, no.

SHE. How coldly you say that.

HEe. But what the blazing hell do you expect me to
say then?

SHE. Michael! Is that language for the wedding ni—
before going to sleep? You ought to be ashamed of
yourself !

He. But damn it, Agnes— (Sneezes) I— I've got a
splitting headache and I'm dying of cold feet. (Takes
nightcap from pocket and puts it on.)

SHE. (Takes off her slippers) Then why don’t you
get into bed, silly?

(HE rises, crosses up onto dais.)

No! A moment! A moment!

(HE turns away, steps down from dais and stands
facing down stage and Right. SHE gets into bed,
the “God Is Love” pillow beneath her head. HE
stands for a moment in embarrassment, starts to
take off his trousers, then realizing that the room is
still brightly lit, he crosses to bracket Right of
arch and turns it off. He turns and faces down
Right.)

He. May I turn ’round now?

SHE. Yes.

(HEe crosses Left up onto dais and reaches to turn
down the Left bracket but is stopped by her inter-
ruption.)

Wait! It can’t leak, can it? The lamp, I mean?

He. Of course not.

SHE. But I think I smell gas.

He. (Reaches behind him and takes her hand)
Darling, listen. You are an angel, and I'm madly in
love with you, and I’'m embarrassed to death and so
are you, and that’s the reason why we— Goodnight.
(HE reaches up and turns down the Left bracket.)
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SHE. Goodnight.
(HE steps down, takes off his trousers and puts
them on chair down Left.)

Can you find your way?

HEe. Yes, yes— (Crossing back up to bed, stubs his
 toe on the dais) Ouch!

SHE. Michael! What are you doing?

HEe. (On dais) Nothing. I hurt my toe. (HE gets
into bed.)

SHE. Oh, I'm so sorry. (Long silence) Do get into
bed carefully, won’t you?

He. I'm in it already.

SHE. Michael ?

HE. Yes?

SHE. Michael, what was it you didn’t want to tell
me tonight?

He. Ah—

SHE. You may tell me now, if you like. I'm not
embarrassed any more, somehow.

He. Well—

SHE. If you tell me what it was, I'll tell you some-
thing as well.

HEe. What?

SHE. But you must tell me as well. Promise me.

HE. Yes.

SHE. No, promise me first.

He. All right. I promise.

SHE. I— I've never seen a man—before—completely.
Never.

He. Oh, well—you haven’t missed much.

SHE. And you?

He. Oh.

SeE. Have you ever seen a woman before—com-
pletely?

HEe. Well—

SHE. What does that mean?

He. You know, I once had my fortune told by a
gypsy.
Sre. Oh—
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HE. She said I'd have a very happy married life, that
I’d live to a ripe old age, and she said that everything
would turn out all right. '

SHE. And was she—naked?

He. Of course not! She went from house to house
with a goat.

SHE. Oh— Goodnight.

He. Goodnight. (Pause) Are you comfy?

SuEe. Oh yes.

He. Not too cold?

SuE. Heavens, no. I'm simply boiling. And you?

HEe. Rather cold, really.

SHE. (After a silence) Michael!

HE. Yes?

SHE. Michael! Now I’'m sure that I smell gas. (SHE
sits up.)

He. That must be the drink.

SHE. Do you still smell of drink that much? I can’t
believe it.

He. Yes.

SHE. Let me smell your breath again.

HEe. Oh please, Agnes, let’s try to go to sleep.

SHE. No, Michael, I want to smell it. If it is the gas,
we may be dead tomorrow, both of us.

He. Oh, well—

SHE. Oh well? Do you want to die?

HEe. Sometimes.

SHE. Now?

He. No, no.

SHE. Please, Michael, let me have a little sniff before
I go to sleep; otherwise, I won't close an eye. (Lies
down) Please, Michael.

HE. (Sits up and leans over her) Ho! Ho! Ho! (Lies
back on his pillow) There.

SHE. (Sits up and leans over him) 1 don’t smell a
thing. Do it again.

He. Ho! Ho!

SHE. Again.

HEe. Ho, ho.
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SHE. Again—

HE. (Raises his arm to embrace her) Ho—
CURTAIN
ACT ONE
Scene II

1891. Late afternoon The same bedroom. Down Right
a bassinette. Right Center chair is now down Right
He is lying in the fourposter, with a towel wrapped
around his head. The bed is strewn with books,
papers, an over-sized dinner bell and his dressing
gown. Heaps of books and papers are on the dais
at foot of bed. When the Curtain rises, HE
awakens.

He. (From beneath the blankets) Agnes! Agnes!
(Sits up) Agnes! (Picks up bell and rings loudly and
insistently.)

SHE. (Enters arch hurriedly carrying a pile of clean
laundry. SHE is very pregnant) Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes.
What is it? (Crosses to foot of bed.)

He. I've got such a pain!

(SHE returns to door and closes it.)
I can’t stand it any longer!

SHE. (Putting laundry on chest) Now, come, come,
darling. Don’t dramatize. (Crosses up onto dais and
takes towel from his head) T'll soak your towel again.

HEe. No! It isn’t my head, it’s shifted to here. (Puts
his hand on his back.)

Sue. Where?

He. Here! (Leans forward. Places her hand on the
painful spot) Here! What is there? Do you feel any-
thing ?

SuE. You’ve got a pain there?

He. As if I'd been stabbed. No, don’t take your hand
away-—oh, that’s nice,

SHE. (Suspiciously) But what sort of pain? Does it
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come in-—in waves? First almost nothing and then
growing until you could scream?

HEe. That's right. How do you know—

SHE. Micky, that’s impossible.

He. What's impossible? Do you think I'm sham-
ming ?

SHE. (Crossing Center) You're having labor pains!

He. You're crazy!

SHE. (At foot of bed) And all the time—all the time
I've put up a brave front because I thought you were
really ill! (Sits on chest, puts towel on chest.)

HEe. But I am ill! What do you think? That I lay
here groaning and sweating just for the fun of it?

SHE. All the time I've been thinking of you!

HEe. I've done nothing else, day and night, but think
of you! How else do you think I got the pains yow're
supposed to have?

(SHE sobs.)
O}:j }1611! This is driving me mad! (HE jumps out of
bed.

Sue. Micky! (HE tears open the wardrobe) Micky,
what are you doing?

He. Where are my shoes?

SHE. Michael! You aren’t running away, are you?

HEe. (Gets clothes from wardrobe) I'm going to get
that doctor.

SHE. (Rises) No, Michael, you mustn’t.

HE. (Puts clothes on chair down Left) 1f 1 drop
dead on the pavement, I'm going to get that doctor.
I'm not going to leave you in this condition a minute
longer. He said so himself, the moment you got those
pains. (Crosses onto dais. Kneels, looks under bed.)

SHE. When I got them! Not when you got them!

HEe. Don’t you feel anything then?

SHE. Nothing! Nothing at all.

HEe. Agnes, I don’t understand why you were crying
just now.

SHE. (Crossing onto dais, helps him up) Please
darling, please go back to bed. You'll catch a cold with
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those bare feet and you’re perspiring so freely. Please,
darling.

HEe. (Turns front) But I don’t want to.

SHE. (Pops him into bed) 1 want you to. Uppy-pie,
in you go!

He. Anyone would think you wanted me to be ill.

SHE. No grumbling, no growling. (Puts “God Is
Love” pillow behind his head) There! Comfy ? (Crosses
to chest.)

HE. No! (HE throws pillow to floor down Left.)
(SHE picks up laundry, crosses to bureau and puts
laundry in drawer. Closes drawer.)

Agnes, I'm scared.

SHE. But what on earth of ?

He. Of—of the baby. Aren’t you?

SHE. (At bureau) Good Heavens, no. Why should 1?
It’s the most natural thing in the world isn’t it? And
I'm feeling all right. (Picks up sewing. )

HE. You have changed a lot, do you know that?

SHE. (Starts sewing) Since when ?

He. Since you became a mother.

SHE. (Above bassinette) But I'm not a mother yet.

HE. Then you don’t even realize it yourself. Suddenly
you have become a woman.

SHE. Have I ever been anything else?

He. A silly child.

SHE. So that’s what you thought of me when we
married ?

He. When we marrled my feet were off the ground.

SHE. Well, you've changed a lot, too.

He. Of course I have. I have become a man.

SnEe. Hah!

He. Well, haven't I? Agnes, aren’t I much more
calm, composed—

SHE. (Picks up rattle from bassinette and throws it
to him) You're a baby!

He. (Throws covers back and sits on edge of bed)
That’s right! Humiliate me! Lose no opportunity of
reminding me that I’'m the male animal that’s done its
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duty and now can be dismissed. (Jumps out and crosses
Right Center.)

SHE. (Sits on chest) Michael!

HE. (At Right Center) Yes! A drone, that’s what I
am! The one thing lacking is that you should devour
me. The bees— (Crosses up Center to her.)

SHE. Michael, Michael, what’s the matter? (Reaches
out to him.)

He. (Crossing down Right below bassinette) I'm
afraid!

SHE. But I'm not, Michael, honestly, not a bit.

He. I'm afraid of something else.

SHE. What?

HEe. That I've lost you.

SHE. (Rises, crosses to him) Michael, look at me—
what did the doctor tell you?

He. (Turns front) It's got nothing to do with the
doctor. It’s got nothing to do with you, either. It’s got
to do with me.

SHE. (Crossing to him, puts arms about him) But
you’re going to be all right, aren’t you?

He. (Breaks away) I'd never be all right again, if
T’ve lost you.

SuE. But what are you talking about? You've got me
right here, haven’t you?

HEe. But your heart, that’s gone. I wish I was lying
in that cradle.

SHE. (Puts her arms around him again) You fool—
(Kisses him) —you can’t be as stupid as all that. No,
Michael.

HE. (Breaks away, crossing below her to chest and
picks up slippers) I'm sorry I brought the subject up.
Whatever did I do with my shoes? (Crosses to ward-
robe Left.)

SuE. (Crossing up Center) Darling, do you mean
that you haven’t noticed how I've tried every day, all
day long to prove to you how much I love you—and 1
don’t understand why I should. (Sits on chest.)

HEe. (Steps up onto dais) Listen! Before that cuckoo
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pushes me out of the nest, I want to tell you once
more that I love you. Love you, just as you are— (Sits
on bed and puts on slippers) I thought I loved you
when I married you, but that wasn’t you at all. That
was a romantic illusion. I loved a sort of fairy princess
with a doll’s smile and a—well, anyway not a princess
with hiccoughs and cold feet, scratching her stomach
in her sleep— (Takes her hand) I thought I was
marrying a princess and I woke up to find a friend, a
wife— You know, sometimes when I lay awake longer
than you, with my arm around your shoulder and your
head on my chest, I thought with pity of all those lonely
men staring at the ceiling or writing poems—pity, and
such happiness that I knew at that very moment it
wouldn’t last. T was right, that’s all. (Rises, crosses
around to up stage foot of bed; picks up robe.)

SuE. Well, if you thought about a princess, I thought
about a poet.

HE. (Fixes sleeves in robe right side out) Oh?

SHE. You didn’t know that I had cold feet and every
now and again I get an attack of hiccoughs—

He. (Putting on robe) You don’t do anything else
the whole night long.

SHE. What?

He. (At Right Center) Scratch your stomach and
sniff and snort and smack your lips, but go on, go on.

SHE. And you lie listening to all this without waking
me up?

HE. (Crossing to her) Yes. Because I don’t know
anything in the world I'd rather listen to. (Kisses her)
Got anything to say to that?

SHE. Yes, but I won’t say it.

He. Why not?

SHE. Never mind, darling, you stay just as you are.

He. (At Right Center) Miserable, deserted, alone?
You do nothing else all day and night but fuss over that
child—eight months now! First it was knitting panties,
then sewing dresses, fitting out the layette, rigging the
cradle— (Ties robe.)
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SHE. And all this time you sat quietly in your corner,
didn’t you?

HE. I retired into the background as becomes a man
who recognizes that he is one too many.

SHE. (Rises, crossing to him) Oh, angel! (Puts her
arms around his neck and kisses him) Do you still not
understand why I love you so much?

HE. (Facing front) You—jyou noticed how I blotted
myself out?

Sre. Did I?

He. I didn’t think you did.

SHE. You helped me more than all model husbands
put together. Without you I would have been frightened
to death for eight whole months. But I simply had
no time,

HEe. (Turns suddenly to her) 1 believe you're teasing
me.

SuE. I love you. Do you believe that?

He. Of course.

SHE. Must I prove it to you?

HEe. (Crossing Right below bassinette) Oh; no. I'm
perfectly prepared to take your word for it.

SHE, (Crossing Left Center) All right, if you like,
we'll send the child to a home.

HEe. (At window) What?

SHE. (At down Left Center) And then we’ll go and
look at it every Sunday.

HE. (Crossing above bassinette) Agnes, why do you
tease me?

SHE. (Crossing Center) Darling, I'm not teasing you.
I'm telling you the truth. Even if I were going to have
twenty children, you are my husband and I'd rather
leave them as foundlings—

(SHE grasps at her back and turns up stage. HE stares
at her in horror.)

He. (Crossing to her) Darling, what—what is it?
Agnes!
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SHE. (Clutching the bed post) Oh!

HEe. (Crossing down Left. Picks up clothes, crossing
to her) The doctor! For God’s sake, the doctor!
(Frantically unties robe.)

SHE. No—oh, oh! Don’t—not the doctor. Stay here.

HEe. (Crosses down Left. Puts clothes back on chair,
crossing to her right) Darling, darling! Angel! Agnes,
my love! What must I do? For God’s sake, I must do
something! (Crosses onto dais Left of her.)

SHE. (Sings, convulsed by pain, loudly)

“Yankee Doodle went to town,
Riding on a pony—"

HEe. Agnes!

SHE. (Sings on)

“He stuck a feather in his hat,
And called it macaroni.”

He. (On dais, takes her by shoulders) Agnes! (HE
slaps her cheek quickly several times.)

SHE. (Regains her senses, slaps back at him) Oh.
Micky— What are you doing?

He. I— I thought you were going mad.

SHE. I1? Why?

He. (Seats her on chest) You started to sing.

Sue. (Sitting) Oh, yes. The doctor said if those
pains started, I had to sing. That would help. I must
have done it automatically.

He. Are you all right now?

SHE. Oh yes, yes.

He. Now you just sit here quietly. (Crossing down
Left) Tl get the doctor.

SHE. No, Michael, you mustn’t. He said we weren’t
to bother him until the pains came regularly.

He. Regularly? But I won’t be a minute. (Crosses
to chair down Left. Picks up clothes.)

SHuE. Oh, please, please don’t go away. Oh, I wish
mother were here.

HEe. (Crossing onto dais, puts clothes on bed) Now,
don’t worry! This is the most natural thing in the
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world. You just sit here quietly. I'll put some clothes
on and—

SHE. Oh no, no Micky, please, please don’t fuss. 1
wish it didn’t have to happen so soon.

HEe. (Turns upstage wnth back to audience, takes off
pajama pants. Puts on trousers) Yes.

SHE. (Picks up pajama panis) I'm not nearly ready
for it yet—

HEe. (Taking off robe and putting it on bed) Well,
I am. Honestly, I am. I can’t wait to—to go fishing
with him, if it's a boy, and—and, if it’s a girl, go for
walks, nature rambles— (Crosses to wardrobe Left
and gets tie from there.) :

SHE. But that won’t happen for years. First, there
will be years of crying and diapers and bottles—

‘He. (Ties tie) I don’t mind, darling. Honestly, T
don’t. I'll—find something to do. I'll work and—and go
fishing alone. You're never going to have to worry
about—

SHE. (In pain again) Oh!

HEe. (Crossing to her, kneels) Another one?

SHE. No. No, I don’t think so.

He. (Crossing onto dais) Now, why don’t you go to
bed? (Throws robe and coat on chest. Fixes bed
linen) You go to bed— I'll finish dressing and make
you a nice cup of tea, yes?

SHE. No, no thank you, darling. I think I'll stay
right where I am. Oh, I haven’t done nearly all the
things I should have done. (Rises, crossing to door)
There’s still half the laundry out on the roof and—

HE. (Crossing up Center to Right of her, stops her)
Agnes, do stop worrying. As soon as I've finished
dressing, I'll go to the roof and take the washing in
for you. (Seats her on chest.)

SHE. (Puts arms about his waist) No, please don’t
leave me alone.

He. (Puts his arms about her shoulders) All right,
all right. There’s nothing to be afraid of. This has been
going on for millions and millions of years. Now what
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would you like? Shall I read you something? (Crossing
onto dais. Picks up books) “Schopenhauer,” Alice in
Wonderland ?

SHE. No.

HE. I know. I’ve started a new book. It’s only half
a page. Shall I read you that? Yes? (He picks up
writing pad.)

SHE. (Biting her lip) Yes—

He. (Sits on foot of bed) It’s going to be a trilogy.
It’s called “Burnt Corn, the Story of a Rural Love.”
Do you like that as a title?

SHE. (Biting her lips) 1 think that’s wonderful.

He. Now this is how it opens— (Takes hold of her
hand) Are you all right?

SHE. Fine.

He. (Reads) “When she entered the attic with the
double bed, she bent her head, partly out of reverence
for the temple where she had worshipped and sacrificed,
partly because the ceiling was so low. It was not the
first time she had returned to that shrine—"

(SHE has a pain.)
Are you all right? :

Sue. Oh, Micky, I love you so. Don’t, don’t let’s
ever— (SHE has another pain.)

(HE helps her like a sweet man. HE drops pad
and kneels before her.)
(SHE buries her head in his shoulder, then looks up)
Now—now, I think you’d better go and call him.

He. I will, my darling. (Puts on his coat. Crosses up
to door, stops, returns to her) Now, you just sit tight.
(Crosses to door, returns and kisses her. Crosses to
door, turns, sees bassinette, runs to it and pulls it over
close to her and exits as:)

CURTAIN



ACT TWO
ScenE I

190r1. Night. The same room, ten years later. The only
iece of furniture left from the preceding scene
1s the fourposter, but it has been fitted out with
new brocade curtains. Paintings hang on the walls,
expensive furniture crowds the room. Dressing
table and chair up Right; sofa Right Center; chair
down Right; sofa at foot of bed with tabouret
below it; chairs Left Center and Left. Bed table
on dais at head of bed. Bureau in dressing room.
No washstand any more, but a bathroom down
Left. Where the wardrobe stood in the preceding
act, the wall has been removed and this has become
an entrance to a dressing room. The whole thing
is very costly, very grand and very new. Only one
side of the bed has been made; there is only one
pillow on the bed with the “God Is Love” pillow on
top of it.

AT RISE, there is no one in the room. SHE enters door
Center and slams the door behind her. SHE stands
at the foot of the bed, removing her evening gloves.
Crosses up Right to dressing table, throws gloves
on the table, crosses Left Center and is stopped
by a KNOCK at the door. SHE stands Left Center
for @ moment. The KNOCK 1is repeated, more
insistently.

SHE. (After a pause) Come in.
27
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He. (Enters, closes door) Excuse me. (Goes to the
dressing room Left, gets his night clothes, re-enters
and crosses to door up Center) Good night.

SHE. (As HE opens door) You were the life and
soul of the party this evening, with your interminable
little stories.

He. (Starts out, stops, turns) My dear, if you don’t
enjoy playing second fiddle, I suggest you either quit
the orchestra or form one of your own. (Goes out and
shuts door.

SHE. (Mutters after @ moment’s stupefaction) Now,
I’ve had enough! (Runs to door, rips it open, stands in
hallway and calls off) Michael! (Then bellows)
Michael! Come here! (Re-enters, crosses Left Center,
takes off evening wrap, throws it on bed.)

He. (Pops in. At up Center. Has top hat and cane in
hand and evening cape over arm) Have you taken leave
of your senses? The servants?

SHE. (At Left Center) I don’t care if the whole town
hears it.

(HE exits.)
Come back, I say!

HEe. (Re-enters) All right. This situation is no
longer bearable! (Closes door.)

SHE. What on earth is the matter with you?

He. Now, let me tell you one thing, calmly.

(SHE crosses below him to dressing table up Right.
Takes off plume, throws it on table.)
My greatest mistake has been to play up to you, plying
you with presents—

SHE. I like that! (Picks up gloves.)

He. Calmly! Do you know what I should have done?
I should have packed you off to boarding school, big
as you are, to learn deportment.

SHE. (Turns to him) Deportment for what?

He. (Crossing down Center) To be worthy of me.

SuEe. The pompous ass whose book sold three hun-
dred thousand copies!
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HEe. That is entirely beside the point.

SHE. It is right to the point! (Carrying gloves)
Before you had written that cursed novel, the rest of
the world helped me to keep you sane.

(HE crosses Left.)
Every time you had finished a book or a play or God
knows what, and considered yourself to be the greatest
genius since Shakespeare—

(HE says, “Now really!” HE puts cape, hat, gloves

on wall chair Left.)
—I was frightened to death that it might turn out to
be a success. (SHE crosses to him) But, thank Heaven,
it turned out to be such a thorough failure every time,
that I won the battle with your megalomania. But now,
now this book, the only book you ever confessed to be
trash until you read the papers—oh, what’s the use!
(Crosses down Right Center, rolls up gloves.)

He. My dear woman, I may be vain, but you are
making a tragic mistake.

SHE. (Crossing up Center. Laughs) Now listen!
(Laughs) Just listen to him! To be married to a man
for eleven years, and then to be addressed like a public
meeting. (Throws gloves on dressing table) Tragic
mistake! ,

(HEe sits Left Center.)
(SHE crosses down to him) Can’t you hear yourself,
you poor darling idiot, that you’ve sold your soul to a
sentimental novel?

He. Agnes, are you going on like this, or must I—

SHE. Yes, yes, you must! You shall hear it.

(He pounds floor with cane.)
And don’t interrupt me! There is only one person in
this world who loves you in spite of what you are, and
let me tell you— (She crosses Center.)

He. You are mistaken. There is a person in this world
who loves me—because of what I am.

SHE. (At Center) And what are you, my darling?

He. Ask her.



30 THE FOURPOSTER ACT 11

SHE. Her—

HE. Yes.

SHE. Oh— (Crosses up Center, holds onto bed post)
Who is she?

He. You don’t know her.

SHE. Is she—young? (Turns up:t?e) How young?

HEe. No. (Rises. Crossing Left. Picks up clothes) T'll
be damned if I go on with this. You look like a corpse.

SHE. A corpse?

HE. (Crossing up to arch) So pale, I mean. (At door)
Agnes, I'm not such a monster, that— (Crossing down
Center to her) Sit down. Please, Agnes, do sit— Agnes!

SuE. (Turns away. Crossing down Left) No, no—
it’s nothing. I'm all right. What do you think? That I
should faint in my thirty-first year because of some-
thing so—so ordinary?

He. Ordinary?

SuEe. With two children? I didn’t faint when Robert
had the mumps, did I?

He. (Crossing down Center) Don’t you think this
is a little different?

" SHE. No, Michael. This belongs to the family medi-
cine chest.

He. I love her!

SHE. So, not me anymore?

(He doesn’t reply.)
I don’t mean as a friend, or as—as the mother of your
children, but as a wife?

(HE crosses down Right.)
You may tell me honestly, really. Is that why you've
been sleeping in the study?

HE. (At window Right) 1 haven’t slept a wink.

SHE. (At Left Center) 1 see. It must be Cook who
snores.

HE. (Turns to her) Since when do I snore?

SHE. Not you, dear, Cook. Every night when I went
down the passage.

HE. (Goes to the door, opens it) Good night!

SHE. (At Left Center) Sleep well,
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HE. (Crossing down Center) What was that?

SHE. Sleep well.

HEe. Oh— (Stops at door, then slams it shut) No!
(Throws clothes down on sofa at foot of bed. Down
Center) T'll be damned, I won’t stand it!

SHE. What is the matter?

HE. Cook snores! Agnes, I love somebody else! It’s
driving me crazy! You, the children, she, the children,
you—for three weeks I have lived through hell, and
all you've got to say is “Cook snores!”

SHE. (Steps toward him) But darling—

HEe (Crossing below sofa down Right) No, no, no,
no! You are so damned sure of yourself that it makes
me sick!

(SHE crosses up Center facing bed.)
I know you don’t take this seriously, but believe me,
I love that woman! I must have that woman or I'll go
mad! (Crosses to above sofa.)

SHE. (Turns to him) Haven’t you—had her yet?

He. (Crosses Center to her) At last! Thank God,
a sign of life.

(SHE sits on sofa at foot of bed.)

Why haven’t you looked at me like that before? I have
begged, implored, crawled to you for a little under-
standing and warmth, and love, and got nothing. Even
my book, that was written inspired by you, longing for
you—right from the beginning you have seen it as a
rival. (Crossing down Left) Whatever 1 did, whatever
I tried: a carriage, servants, money, dresses, paintings,
everything—you hated that book. And now? (Crossing
up Left) Now you have driven me into somebody else’s
arms. Somebody else, who understands at least one
thing clearly: that she will have to share me with my
work. (Above chair down Left.)

SHE. Does she understand that she will have to-share
you with other women as well?

He. She doesn’t need to. At last I found a woman
who'll live with my work, and a better guarantee of
my faithfulness nobody could have. (Crosses onto dais.)
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g §HE. But how does she live with it? What does she
o?

He. She listens. (Sits on bed) She encourages me—
with a look, a touch, a—well, an encouragement. When
I cheer, she cheers with me, when I meditate, she
meditates with me—

SHE. And when you throw crockery, she throws
crockery with you?

He. (Checks himself) Haven't you understood one
single word of what I have been saying? Won’t you,
can'’t you see that I have changed?

SHE. No.

He. (Rises. Crossing up Right Center) Then you
are blind, blind, blind! That’s all I can say. At any
rate, you've changed.

SHE. I!

He. (Crossing Right to above sofa) No, don’t let’s
start that.

SE. Go on,

He. No, it’s senseless. No reason to torture you any
longer, once I have—

SHE. Once you have tasted blood ?

HEe. (Crossing around sofa) Agnes, I'm sorry it was
necessary for me to hurt you. It couldn’t very well have
been done otherwise. I'm at the mercy of a feeling
stronger than I. (Sits sofa.)

SHE. Rotten, isn’t it.

He. Horrible.

SHE. And yet—at the same time not altogether.

He. No. On the other hand, it’s delicious.

SuE. The greatest thing a human being can experi-
ence.

HEe I'm glad you understand it so well.

SHE. Understand >—why, of course. It’s human, isn’t
it?

He. How do you come to know that?

SHE. What?

He. That it’'s—human?

SHE. Well, I'm a human being, aren’t I?
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HEe. Agnes, I never heard you talk like this before.
What's the matter with you?

SHE. Well, I might have my experience too, mightn’t
I? (Rises. Crossing onto dais, picks up clock from bed-
table) Goodnight !

HE. (Rises. Crossing to foot of bed) Just a minute!
[ want to hear a little more about this.

SHE. But I know it now, dear.

HEe. Yes, you do! But I don't! What sort of experi-
ences are you referring to?

SHE. (Crossing to him. Puts clock on tabouret) Now
listen, my little friend! You have dismissed me without
notice, and I haven’t complained once as any other
housekeeper would have done. I have accepted the facts,
because I know a human being is at the mercy of this
feeling, however horrible and at the same time delicious
it may be.

HEe. (At up Center) Agnes!

SHE. (On dais) 1 really don’t understand you. I am
not thwarting you in the least, and instead of your
going away happily and relieved that you are not
going to leave a helpless wreck behind—

HEe. (Crossing up to arch) You might answer just
one plain question before—we finish this business. Have
you—aren't you going to be alone, if I leave you?

SHE. Alone? I've got the children, haven't I?

HEe. (Crossing down Center) That’s not at all certain.

SHE. (After a shaky silence) You had better leave
this room very quickly now, before you get to know
a side of me that might surprise you a lot.

He. (Crossing to her) 1 have, I'm afraid. I demand
an answer. Have you a lover?

SHE. (Goes to door, opens it. Stands down Right of
door) Good night. :

He. For eleven long years I have believed in you!
(Crossing to her) You were the purest, the noblest
thing in my life!

SHE. (Interrupting, and with him) —the noblest
thing in my life! Good night!



34 THE FOURPOSTER ACT It

He. If you don’t answer my question, you'll never
see me again.

SHE. Get out of here.

HEe. (Sits sofa at foot of bed) No.

Sre. All right. (Crossing onto dais) Then there’s
only one thing left to be done. (She picks up wrap from
bed and exits into dressing room Left.)

HEe. What? What did you want to say?

(SHE does not answer. SHE returns with second
wrap and overnight case; puts them both on chair
down Left and opens case.)
What's the meaning of that?
(SHE goes on, crosses onto dais, picks up night-
gown and negligee. Crosses down Left, packs them
m case.)
Darling, believe me, I won’t blame you for anything,
only tell me— (Rises, stands Left Center) —where are
you going?

SHE. (Crossing up Right to dressing table and getting
brushes and comb) Would you mind calling a cab for
me?

HE. (Turning to her) Agnes!

SHE. (Crossing down Left packs brushes and comb
i case) Please, Michael, I can’t arrive there too late.
It is such an embarrassing time already. Pass me my
alarm clock, will you?

HEe. No, I can’t have been mistaken about you that
much! Only yesterday you said that I had qualities—

SHE. Excuse me. (Passes him, gets her alarm clock
from the tabouret. Crosses down Left, puts clock in
case.)

HEe. (Wants to stop her when she passes, but checks
himself) All right. It is a solution, anyhow.

SHE. (Closes overnight case, picks it up, puts wrap
over arm, crosses Left around chair to him ond puts
out her hand) Goodbye, Michael.

(HE refuses. SHE starts Center below him. HE blocks
her way.)
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HE. Do you really think I'm going to let you do this?
Do you?
SHE. A gentleman does not use force when a lady
wishes to leave the room.
He. Ch, I'm so sorry. (Steps aside up stage.)
Sue. Thank you.
(Crosses up toward door. HE grabs her arm and
pulls her back. SHE drops her suitcase and wrap
wn the struggle. HE flings her up onto the bed.)
Michael! Let me go! Let me go! I—
HEe. Now look, I've put up with all the nonsense from
you—
(SHE succeeds in tearing herself free, gets off the
bed and kicks his shin.)
Ouch! (HE grasps at his shinbone and limps down
Right, leans against arm of sofa.)
SHE. Get out!
He. Right on my scar!
SHE. Get out!
(He takes off his coat, throws it on chair down
Left. As He starts toward her:)
T’ll scream the house down if you dare come near me!
(SHE scrambles back up onto bed.)
He. Where’s my pillow! (Crosses up onto dais.)
belS'HE. (Reaching for bell pull) Get out or I'll ring the
1!
HEe. (As he exits dressing room Left) Make up that
bed properly.
SHE. You're the vilest swine God ever created.
He. (Re-enters corrying pillow. Crossing to foot of
bed) If 1 have to make you hoarse and broken for the
rest of your life, you’ll know that I am a man. Make up
that bed! (Throws pillow at her.)
SuE. I would rather—
He. (Stepping up onto dais) And shut up! Get off
there!
SHE (Strikes at him with “God Is Love” pillow)
You are the silliest hack-writer I ever—
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HEe. (Grabs “God Is Love” pillow and throws it stage
Right) Get off, or I'll drag you off!

SHE. (Gets off bed Left of him) And that book of
vours is rubbish.

He. What did I tell you after I finished it? Listening
to me once in awhile wouldn’t do you any harm. Here!
(Throws comforter at her) Fold that!

SHE. (Throws it back) Fold it yourself!

HEe. (Throws it back) Fold it!

(SHE goes at him and HE grasps her hands. SHE still
tries to flail him. HE slips in the struggle and sits
on dais. SHE tries to pound his head. HE regains
his feet and pinions her arms behind her.)

SHE. (As HE grasps her face with left hand) T'll bite
you!

He. Oh, no you won't. If you could see your eyes
now, you'd close them. They're blinding.

SHE. With hatred!

He. With love.

(Gives her a gquick kiss; SHE breaks free. HE gets on
guard.)

SHE. (Looks at him speechless for a moment, then
sits on the bed, away from him, sobbing) 1 wish I were
dead. I want to be dead, dead, dead—

He. (Sits on edge of bed, holding shin) Before you
die, look in my eyes, just once. Look! (Turns her to
him)

(SHE looks.)
What do you see there?

SHE. Wrinkles!

HEe. (Crosses down, picks up evening pumps which
have come off in the scuffle and crosses back up onto
dais) That’s how long it is since you last looked. (Sits
on bed and puts one pump on) What else?

SHE But—what about her?
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Hz. T was lonely.
Sue. (Stands) You'd better go now.
He. Weren't you?
SHE. Please go.
HEe. (Crosses down Left, picks up evening coat.
- Crosses up to door)
(SHE picks up his pillow and crosses down Left
and puts it on chair.)

(At archway, as HE puts on other pump:) I've started
writing a new book.

Sue. When?

HE. (Right of arch) A couple of weeks ago.

SHE. And you haven't read me anything yet?
Impossible.

He. I read it to her.

SHE. (Above chair down Left) Oh—and?

He. She liked it all right. But she thought it a little

well, coarse.

SuE. You, coarse? What kind of sheep is she?

Hr. (Steps down Center) Shall 1 go and get the
manuscript ?

SHE. (Picks up his pillow) Tomorrow.

He. (Moves quickly to door and puts hand on door
knob) No, now!

SHE. (Crosses up onto dais, puts his pillow in bed)
Please, tomorrow—tomorrow.

(HE throws coat onto sofa at foot of bed and crosses
around onto dais and embraces her.)

CURTAIN

ACT TWO
Scene II
1008. 4:00 A.M. to dawn. When the Curtain rises, the

stage is dark. The door is opened brusquely and
HE enters, wearing an overcoat over his pajamas.
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HE is carrying a bourbon bottle and riding crop.
SHE is asleep in the fourposter.

He. (As He enters) Agnes! (Crosses to dressing
table Right of arch and turns on dressing table lamps)
Agnes, Agnes, look at this! (Crosses Left onto dais,
turns on bedtable lamp. HE shows her brown bourbon
bottle.)

SHE. (Waking up and shielding her eyes with arm)
Hunh? What’s the matter?

He. In his drawer, behind a pile of junk—this!

SHe. What?

He. He's seventeen—eighteen! And it’s four o’clock
in the morning! And—and now, this!

SHE. (Sitting up) What, for Heaven’s sake?

He. (Hands her the bottle) Look!

SHE. (Takes bottle and looks at it) Bourbon!

HEe. Your son. The result of your modern upbring-
ing.

SHE. But what—where— (Puts bottle down in bed)
—what does all this mean? What’s the time? (Leans
over and picks up clock.)

He. (Crossing down Left and exits into bathroom)
It’s time I took over his education.

SHE. But he told you he would be late tonight. He
specially asked permission to go to that dance— I gave
him the key myself!

HEe. (Re-enters and exits again into dressing room)
Where did you put that thing?

Sue. What thing?

He. My old shaving strop.

Sne. What do vou want that for? (Lying back in
bed) Come back to bed.

HEe. (Re-enters) So you approve of all this? You
think its perfectly natural that a child boozes in his
bedroom and paints the town until four o’clock in the
morning ?

SHE. But darling, he told you! And surely the child
has a right to a bit of gaiety.
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He. One day let me explain the difference to you
between gaiety and delirium tremens! (Crosses up
Center.)

SuEe. What are you going to do, Michael ?

HE. (Turns round in the doorway) 1 am going down-
stairs where I have been since one o’clock this morning.
And when he comes home, [— (Crosses down Center.)

SHE. (Climbs out of bed. SHE wears a slumber bon-
net. Picks up robe) 1 won’t let you—if you are going
to beat that child, you will have to do so over my dead
body. (On dais, putting on robe.)

He. Don't interfere, Agnes.

SHE. (Crossing down Center) 1 mean it, Michael!
Whatever happens, even if he has taken to opium, I
will not let you beat that child!

He. All right. In that case, we had better call the
police.

SHE. But you knew he was coming in late! These
children’s parties go on till dawn!

He. (Left of sofa. With a politician’s gesture of
despair) Now, 1n my young days, if I was told to be in
at a certain hour— (Turns to her for the beginning of
a big speech) 1— (Sees her for the first time) What
in the name of sanity have you got on your head?

SHE. (Crossing to him) Now, now, that’s the very
latest thing—everyone’s wearing them—

- He. But what is it?

SHE. A slumber helmet.

He. (Crossing down Right above sofa) Slumber
helmet! Bourbon in the bedroom, children’s parties that
go on till dawn and slumber helmets. All right. (Crosses
below sofa onto dais. Throws riding crop on sofe at
foot of bed and rips off overcoat) 1 am going to bed.

SHE. (Crossing to foot of bed) Listen to me, will
you?

HE. (Steps out of slippers) 1 have the choice between
bed and the madhouse— I prefer bed. I have a life to
live. Good night! (HE gets into bed and pulls the blan-
ket up)
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(SHE crosses Right above sofa.)
(He sits up) 1 hope you enjoy being a drunkard’s
mother! (Lies back.)

SHE. (Crossing to foot of bed) 1 don’t want to spoil
your performance as an irate father, but I can’t help
thinking what your attitude would be if it were not
Robert, but Lizzie who stayed out late. ,

He. (Sits up) Exactly the same! With this difference,
that Lizzie would never do such a thing.

SHE. Ha!

HE. Because she happens to be the only sane member
of this family. Except me, of course. (Lies back.)

SHE. (At arch up Center) 1 could tell you something
about her that would—no, I’d better not.

He. (Sits up) If you think that I am going to fall
for that stone-age woman’s trick of hinting at some-
thing and then stopping— That child is as straight
and as sensible as—as a glass of milk. (Lies back.)

SeE. Milk! ‘

He. (Finds bottle in bed, sits up, puts bottle on
bedtable, lies back) At least she doesn’t go to bed with
a bottle of bourbon.

Sue. Hmm—

He. (Sitting up) What—hmm?

SHE. Nothing, nothing. Nothing, nothing.

He. Agnes, you aren’t by any chance suggesting that
she goes to bed with anything else, are you?

SHE. (Crossing to foot of bed) 1 am not suggesting
anything. I am just sick and tired of your coming down
like a ton of bricks on that poor boy every time, while
she is allowed to do whatever she pleases.

He. So! I have an unhealthy preference for my
daughter. Is that it?

SHE. 1 am not saying that. I—

He. All right, say it! Say it!

SHE. What?

He. Oedipus!

(SHE crosses down Right around sofa.)
Oh! Leave me alone. (Under the blankets again.)
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