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THE LIVING ROOM
STORY OF THE PLAY
(2 MALES; 5 FEMALES)

THE LIVING ROOM has to do with a young girl
who has fallen in love with a married man, an aging
psychologist, who also happens to be the executor of
her mother’s will. She comes to live with fear-ridden,
elderly relatives after her mother’s death. The aunts and
uncle, staunch Catholics all, suspect that the niece is
having an affair with the lecturer on psychology.

One bitter aunt schemes to break up the romance.
The other is too doddering to understand what is going
on most of the time. The uncle, an invalid priest, con-
fined to a wheelchair, is torn between mercy and the
tenets of his faith regarding the sanctity of marriage.

An unhappy environment—the living room is de-
pressing and obviously not meant for that purpose—a
meeting with her lover’s distraught wife, and the real-
ization that she could never entirely possess him, cause
the girl to commit suicide.



THE LIVING ROOM

Drama by Graham Greene; staged by Hugh Hunt;
designed by Raymond Sovey; costumes supervised by
Kathryn Miller; presented by Gilbert Miller and Donald
Albery at Henry Miller’s Theatre, November 17, 1954.

The Cast:
MARY teviiiinii it e Hazel Jones
ROSE PEMBERTON .............. Barbara Bel Geddes
MicHAEL DENNIS ................ Michael Goodlifie
TERESA BROWNE ................... Nora Nickolson
HELEN BROWNE ................... Ann Shoemaker
FATHER JAMES BROWNE ........... Walter Fitzgerald
MRrs. DENNIS .oovveiiiiniinnnnnn.. Carol Goodner
SCENES
ACT ONE
SCENE 1. The Living Room. Late afternoon in March.
SceNE 2. The same. The mext morning.
ACT TWO

ScENE 1. The Living Room. Three weeks later.
Late afternoon.

SceNE 2. Tke same. A few minutes later.
SCENE 3. The same. Next morning.



The Living Room

ACT ONE
SceNE 1
The living room.—Late afternoon in March.

At first sight, when the curtain rises, we are aware of
something strange about the living room. The house
is an ordinary South Kensington house, and there is
nothing at first on which we can positively lay a
finger and say “This is wrong” or “This is strange.”
Through a tall window at the back we see only the
tops of the trees in the square outside and the win-
dow is oddly barred up half its height. Is it that the
furniture—in a fashion difficult to define—doesn’t
quite fit, as though it had been chosen for a larger
room of a different shape? But there are many
explanations for that in these days. There are two
doors to the room—one is open on to the landing,
Right; the other, Left, up a small flight of stairs, is
closed. (See scene design back of book.)

As the Curtain rises a BELL downstairs is ringing.

(MARY comes rapidly in from hall. She is un-uniformed
and you could not believe that those heavy, shape-
less legs could belong to anyone less independent
than a daily woman. A light shines through a glass
pane above the door at the top of the staircase, and
this seems to indicate to her that whoever she seeks

5



6 THE LIVING ROOM ACT 1

is there. As the BELL rings again she goes out to
the hall and we hear her rattling down the stairs.
Almost at the same moment we hear the SCUND
of water pouring away from a basin in a closet,
behind the Left door. That, for a moment, seemns
to focus the oddness, the uneasiness of this room,
for who would expect a lavatory to open immediately
out of a living room as though it were—perhaps we
are now reaching the heart of the problem—really
a bedroom? Door SLAM. VOICES mount the stairs
in hall—a man’s voice and MARY'S.)

MicHAEL. Good afternoon.

Mary. Good afternoon, sir.

MicHAEL. Is Miss Browne in?

Mary. Yes sir, she is expecting you--will vou come
this way please. (Pause.) Miss Browne will be glad to
see you, Miss Rose—safe and sound.

MicHAEL. I hope she got my wire.

Mary. Oh yes sir. (Enters.)

(Rosk enters to front of Right Center table. MICHAEL
to above chair Right Center.)

MicuAeL. This has been quite a climb.
Mary. It’s warm for the time of year sir.
MicHAEL. Not in the train—the heating wasn’t on.

(MicHAEL DENNIS, @ man in the middle forties with a
strained, rather sullen face, anxious about too many
things and too anxious to disguise his anxiety, and
RoseE PEMBERTON, a girl of about twenty with a look
of being not quite awake, a bewildered, tousled-
pillow face, a face which depends for its prettiness
on youth: it will never again be quite so pretty as
this year—or even perhaps this month.)

Mary. I'll get Miss Browne sir; she’ll be down in a
minute. (Ske goes out.)
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MicHAEL. Down? She must live in an attic.
(MicHAEL and Rosk stand stiffly, a little apart,
looking round the room.)
Why have a living room on the third floor? Do you think
it’s to discourage callers? (Pause. He moves restlessly
to Left Center, but comes back to exactly the same spot
three feet away from the girl.) What an odd room? It’s
the wrong shape. Do you see what I mean? Nothing quite
fits. I wonder where this goes to— (He tries the Left
door and again returns to that exact spot of carpet.)
Locked. The Browne family’s skeleton. Browne with an
E. Well haven’t you anything to say? Some joke? Some-
thing to show that we don’t really care a damn.

(RoSE shakes her head.)
Well, I've delivered you safely. The reliable family
friend. (Puts gloves in pocket; crosses Right of RoOSE.)
You are only twelve hours late. And we sent the right
considerate telegram. The orphan is safe. But they
wouldn’t have worried. You were in my hands.

(ROSE puts out a hand and touches him. He puts his

hand over hers, holding it tightly, but they keep the

same distance.)
(He kisses her hand.) Be careful. You can always trust
me to be very careful. I've reached the careful age.
Wasn’t my planning perfect? The two rooms at opposite
ends of the corridor. And even the Boots was not up
when our alarm went. The shoes stood on parade all
down the corridor—in the correct positions.

Rosk. (Imploringly) Do you have to? Isn’t it bad
enough, darling—?

MicHAEL. (Drops hand.) Careful, again. Darling is
a word we mustn’t use. (Moves down Right and turns to
her.) Perhaps ‘dear’ would be all right from a man of
my age. A safely married man. But when I say dear,
remember it means—just that. Dear.

RosE. (Moves to him.) We can hear anybody coming
up the stairs.
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(She kisses him, and at that moment a key turns in the
[Left door. They leap to their original positions as
the door opens and Miss TErREsA BROWNE comes
out—an old lady who must have passed seventy a
long while ago. She closes the door behind her and
enters living room. TERESA crosses to Left Center,
pays not the slightest attention. She walks by them
as though they were not there and out through the
Right door—on to the hall.)

MicHAEL. (In a low voice) Why did she go out like
that? Why didn’t she speak? Do you think she saw us?

Rose. (Whispers.) No—but perhaps she heard some-
thing— (To door, hand on knob.)

MicHAEL. There wasn’t anything to hear. She’s com-
ing back.

TERESA. (Re-enters. Shc holds out her hand and smiles
with restrained cordiality.) My dear, you must be Rose.
Mary never told me you’d arrived.

Rosk. (Kissing her) And you are Aunt Helen. Or do
I have to call you great Aunt.

TERESA. I'm Aunt Teresa, dear.

Rosk. How silly of me.

TEREsA. Not silly after all these years. You were only
six, weren’t you?

Rosk. Only six. This is Mr. Dennis, Aunt Teresa.

TERESA. I’'m interested to meet you, Mr. Dennis. My
niece mentioned you often in her letters.

Rosi. (To MicuAEL.) My mother.

MicHAEL. (Right of door.) Of course. (Pause.) 1 hope
you don’t think, Miss Browne, that I've let down your
trust already.

TeresA. I don’t know what you mean, Mr. Dennis.
Trust?

MicHAEL. We'’re twelve hours late. It seemed sensible
to catch an early morning train instead of travelling
after the funeral.

TERESA. (Crosses to Rose.) I was so sorry not to be
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there, dear. But I couldn’t leave your uncle and your
Aunt Helen. You found a room in the village, I hope,
Mr. Dennis?

MicHAEL. Oh, yes. The Red Lion.

TERESA. Mass was said for your mother this morning,
dear, by Father Turner.

RoOsE. Oh, I'm sorry. I didn’t know. I should have been
there.

Teresa. We were all there—even my brother. We
remembered you with her. Are you a Catholic, Mr.
Dennis?

MicHAEL. (Abruptly) No.

(ROSE to above Center table.)

TERESA. (Surprised.) Oh! How odd that my niece
should have left you her executor.

Rose. (With asperity.) Why not? My father wasn’t a
Catholic.

TeresA. No, dear. Poor man. Would you like a cup
of tea, Mr. Dennis?

MicuAEL. You mustn’t bother. I only came to hand
over Rose—

Teresa. A laborer deserves his hire. Excuse me a
moment, Mr. Dennis.

(She goes to the door and calls “Mary.” No answer.
She goes out on to the landing and calls again
“Mary.” MiICHAEL looks at ROSE.)

(From the landing.) What time is it, Mr. Dennis?
MicHAEL. Just gone five. (Moves up Left of door.)
TERESA. Mary always leaves so punctually, but she’s

paid till five fifteen.

MicHAEL. I’ve really got to go.

TEeRESA. My brother always likes his cup. (Calls.)
Mary! (She goes out and downstairs.)

MicHAEL. (Closes door.) Well, we’ve broken the ice.
(To above table Right Center.) That’s not a good
phrase, is it, for a pair of people skating like we are.

Rose. Darling, what are you worrying about? Me?
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You don’t have to. I swear it. (With a touch of bitter-
ness) I loved you the night of my mother’s funeral. That’s
an oath, isn’t it, like mixing blood. For ever and ever.
Amen.

MicuAeL. Oh, it’s myself I'm worrying about. I'm
afraid you’re going to disappear. In a wood of old people.
I'm afraid I’'m losing you—the minutes are hurrying.
What happens tomorrow?

(He moves around the room while she stays still but
rather at a loss, in the center of it.)

Roste. You don’t have to worry. You can’t lose me.
After all, you’re the executor.

MicHAEL. You mean the executor. Yes, I suppose I
can always see you on business. She came from up here.
(He opens the Left door.) It just doesn’t make sense.
(Re-enters.) The third floor. A bath room leading out of
the sitting room. This must have been a bed room. (He
shuts door.)

(Miss HELEN BrOwWNE enters from hall. She is a little
younger than her sister—a fat woman, with a cer-
tain bonhomie. She can steer straight through other
people’s lives without noticing.)

HeLEN. You're Rose?
(They kiss.)
My dear little sweetheart, I used to call you. And you
are Mr. Dennis?
(They shkake hands.)
Oh, vou wouldn’t believe what a naughty little sweet-
heart she could be sometimes. Teresa told me you’d
arrived. She’s making tea. The maid left too early, but
the clock in the kitchen’s fast. Rose, dear, perhaps you’d
give her a hand with the bread and butter.
RosEk. (Steps in.) I'm afraid I don’t know where—
Herrn. Straigcht down the stairs and into the base-
ment. You’ll hear her cluttering around. (To MICHAEL.{
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My poor sister’s eyesight’s failing. It’s to be expected,
of course, at seventy-six. (Moves up and opens curtains.)

Rosk. (To MicHaEeL.) I’ll see you—?

HELEN. Mr. Dennis will stay to tea, won’t you, Mr.
Dennis?

MicuAEL. Well—I— (Nods “Yes” to RoOSE.)

(ROSE leaves the room—unwillingly.)

HELEN. (To above chair Lejt of Center table.) I was so
sorry not to have been at the church. But you do under-
stand, don’t you, I couldn’t leave my brother and sister.
(Gets knitting from Center table.) Do sit down.

MicHAEL. I hadn’t meant to stay.

HEeLEN. Oh, but there’s so much we would like to
hear. (She sits firmly down in the most comfortable chair
Left of Right Center table.) The Brownes all have long
ears, like the Flopsy Bunnies. You know the Flopsy Bun-
nies, Mr. Dennis.

MicHAEL. I don’t think I do.

HEeLEN. Not dear Beatrix Potter? But of course she
was my generation. I saw her once shopping at Deben-
hams. Now I'd expect you—somehow—to be an older
man.

MicuAEL. I'm forty-five. (He sits wunwillingly on
settee.)

HeLEN. Catholics are much too clanny sometimes,
don’t you think. Dear Teresa was quite surprised when
my niece chose someone who wasn’t a Catholic as a
trustee.

MicHAEL. I was her husband’s friend, you know—his
pupil too. I owe everything to him. Even my job now-—at
London University.

HerLeN. You’'ll think us rather bigoted but we never
cared very much for poor John’s profession. It would
have been so awkward for my niece if it had been—con-
demned.

MicHAEL. I'm afraid you won’t approve of my pro-
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fession then—but I'm a mere lecturer in psychology. Not
a professor.

HEeLEN. Oh, well, of course, it doesn’t matter about
you, does it, Mr. Dennis? We aren’t concerned. And the
will? We’ve had no details yet. (Coyly) Long ears again.

(Exterior LIGHTS dim slowly to out.)

MicHAEL. Rose will have about eight hundred a year
of her own at the age of twenty-five. Until then, your
brother and I are trustees.

HEeLEN. It might have been better to have kept it in
the family instead of troubling you. (Coyly) Now I'm
being clanny too.

MicHAEL. You see, her father appointed me a trustee
before he died, and Mrs. Pemberton just let it stand.
His friends were always her friends. I used to visit them
every summer after his death.

HELEN. (Sadly) She was the first Browne to marry a
non-Catholic.

MicHAEL. (With a smile.) The first Browne?

HEeLEN. The first of owr Brownes. And you are the
executor too, Mr. Dennis?

MicuaerL. As T was trustee I suppose the lawyers
thought it would make things go more smoothly. I shall
resign as trustee as soon as the will’s executed. You’ll be
free of me.

HEerLEN. Oh, but of course I didn’t mean—

MicHAEL. I don’t think I’'m made to be a trustee, Miss
Browne.

HELEN. (Almost as though she had taken his point)
We were a little anxious about Rose until we got your
telegram.

MicHAEL. She was tired by the funeral. It would have
been too much to travel all night. I thought the morning
train—

HEeLEN. Poor Rose, it must have been lonely in that
house all by herself.

MicuAeL. Better than travelling, of course. (Pause.)
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I got a room at the Red Lion for myself. (Explaining a
little too much.)

HEeLEN. So right of you, Mr. Dennis. In a village like
that there’d have been a lot of silly talk if you’d stayed in
the house.

MicHAEL. Even about a man of my age and a girl of
hers?

HEeLEN. (Cheerfully and inexorably) Human nature’s
such a terrible thing, Mr. Dennis. Or is that very Roman
of me?

MicHAEL. 1 haven’t found it terrible. Complicated,
tangled, perhaps unhappy. Needing help.

HEeLEN. My niece wrote in one of her last letters that
vou had been very helpful. We are so grateful for that.
There was little we could do.

(She notices that MICHAEL is a little absent. The

room still puzzles kim. He cannot help looking here

and there, particularly at the stains on the wall.)
(Making conversation) But now we can all help Rose to
forget.

MicHAEL. I'm very sorry. What was that? Forget?

HEeLEN. Her dear mother.

MicHAEL. Is it always a good thing to forget? Of course
my job is usually to teach people the importance of
remembering.

HeLen. What are you staring at, Mr. Dennis?

MicuAEL. Was I staring?

HeLEN. I'm afraid it is rather a cluttered room. But
you see it’s our only living room.

MicHAEL. It looks quite a big house from outside.

HEeLEN. A great many of the rooms are closed.

MicuaeL. War damage?

HrLEN. (Guardedly) For one reason or another.

(As le still looks around.)
All the rooms need repapering, but one doesn’t like to
spend capital, does one?

(TERESA enters, carrying a cake-stand and a plate of
buttered bread. Puts them on table Right Center.
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In this household she is obviously the anxious
Martha; the weaker character intent on carrying
out orders. The orders are first thought up some-
where else, presumably behind that mask of bon-
homie her slightly younger sister presents to the
world.)

Teresa. The kettle’s boiling, Helen. We shan’t be a
moment, Mr. Dennis. Everything’s ready.

MicHAEL. It’s good of you, but I hadn’t meant to stay.

TeresA. Oh, but you must meet our brother. (Gets
cloth from sideboard.)

(MICHAEL rises.)

HeLEN. Don’t press Mr. Dennis, Teresa. He may have
all sorts of things—

(Looks between MiICHAEL and HELEN.)

MicHAEL. (A few steps Left.) Perhaps I ought ta have
a word with—your niece, before T go. -

TeresA. With my niece? But she’s—she’s—dead.

HELEN. (Shkarply) He means Rose, dear.

(TERESA lays cloth on Center table.)

MicHAEL. There’s still a lot of business to be done.
About the will. You see, the other executor is abroad.

Teresa. What a good thing you’re a careful man, Mr.
Dennis.

MicHAEL. Am I careful? (To up Left Center.)

TerEsA. That’s what you were telling Rose, wasn’t it?
‘You can always trust me,” you said, ‘to be very careful.’
I thought it was so sweetly put.

MicHAEL. (Covering up) Well, an executor has to be
careful—or he goes to jail.

(Look between HELEN and MICHAEL.)
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HELEN. (Defining his sphere of interest) You should
really see my brother about all those legal things. (Down
Left to sewing stand to put away knitting.) Rose is too
young to understand. Dear little sweetheart. So take off
your coat. Teresa, if Rose is tired, tell her to lie down.
We can entertain Mr. Dennis.

RosE. (Returns on that word, carrying the tray of
tea-things.) I'm not a bit tired.

TeRESA. Oh there you are dear.

HEeLEN. Well then, if you’ll all sit down. Do take your
coat off, Mr. Dennis. I'll push James in. You know he’s
been confined to his chair for years. Start pouring the
tea dear. (She goes out Right.)

TERESA. (Fussing with the tea-things) Now find your-
selves chairs. (Turns Right Center in stage.) Would you
like to sit over here, Mr. Dennis?

(RoOSE is about to sit at Right Center.)
No, not that one, Rose. That’s your Aunt Helen’s. (Ske
starts to pour tea.)

(Pause. RosE and MICHAEL sit down together on settee.
They don’t look at each other. Constraint keeps
their eyes on a mutual object, as if it is only there,
where TERESA deals with the tea-things, that their
gaze can meet vicariously.)

TeresA. Where did you say you went to Mass today,
dear?

Rosk. I didn’t, Aunt Teresa.

TErESA. But it’s a holy day of obligation, dear. Oh,
well, perhaps it doesn’t matter if you were travelling.

Rose. I forgot. I could have gone before the early
train. But I slept so sound.

TEeRESA. One lump, Mr. Dennis?

MicHAEL. (Rises; gets cup.) Thank you.

TERESA. (Is pouring out the tea as she talks.) Rose
dear?

Rosk. Yes please.
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(MICHAEL takes two cups; puts RosE’s on table Right
Center.)

Teresa. I started a novena for you as soon as I heard
of your poor mother.

Rose. Thank you, Aunt Teresa.

TeresA. I expect you’d like to go to Mass tomorrow.
It’s the second of nine we’ve arranged for her. Mary
doesn’t come in till eight thirty, but we’ll wake you our-
selves.

Rose. Thank you.

TERESA. (Pause.) Help yourself to bread and butter,
Mr. Dennis. (Pours her tea.)

(Rose and MICHAEL both put out their hands,
touch each other and recoil over the plate.)
(To Rost.) Has Helen told you about your room?

Rose. No, but there’s no hurry.

TeresA. You see, dear, we are very cramped for
space here. So many rooms are closed. We thought
perhaps you wouldn’t mind sleeping here. The sofa’s
very comfortable. The end lets down dear.

Rosk. Of course. I don’t mind.

MicHAEL. I was saying to your sister, Miss Browne,
that it seemed quite a large house from the street.
~ TeresA. Oh, it was. It was. But so many rooms had

to be closed.

MicHAEL: War damage? (Takes bread and butter.)

TERresA. Not exactly.

HEeLEN. (Off.) Here we are— Will somebody please
open the door?

TeresA. Would you kindly.

(MICHAEL opens door. HELEN pushes in a chair in
which sits her brother, JAMES BROWNE, man of
about 65, with a face to which one is not sure
whether nature or wmutilation has lent strength.
All his vitality perhaps has to find its way above
the waist. A shawl is over his legs and he wears a



ACT 1 THE LIVING ROOM 17

scarf round his neck. MICHAEL closes door and
comes down Right.)

HELEN. James, here is Rose—and Mr. Dennis, the
executor.

JAMES. It’s good to see you, my dear. After all these
years. You've changed more than I have.

RoOSE. (Bends down and kisses him.) How are you,
Uncle?

JaMEs. Pretty well, my dear. Thank God you won't
play trains with my chair now. Well, Mr. Dennis, I
hope she hasn’t been a trouble to you. We expected you
last night.

(RosE backs upstage.)

MicHAEL. The morning train seemed a better idea,
Mr. Browne.

HEeLEN. (Sits Left at Center table.) Father Browne,
Mr. Dennis. My brother’s—

MicHAEL. Of course. I'm sorry.

JaMmEs. Do sit down, Mr. Dennis.

MiceAEL. Thank you. (Sits with cup on puff Right
Center.)

JaMmes. (Turns chair.) Now you’ve seen all the
family again, can you bear us, Rose? We are a bit
older than we were but we aren’t so bad.

(TErESA puts desk chair above table; sits.)

Rose. It was good of Mother to leave me to you.
I’d have been lost without you.

James. The only Catholic Pemberton. But somehow
I never think of you as a Pemberton.

TEeresA. (Handing JAMES a cup) Your tea, dear.

James. (Moves to Right of table Center.) Thank
you. (Takes tea.)

Rosk. (Gets bread from Right Center table, offers it
to JaMES.) Some bread and butter, Uncle?
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JamEes. No, thank you, dear. Just the tea. I'm not an
eating man.

(RosE puts bread back on table.)

Teresa. Oh, Rose. Such a funny thing happened
last night. A lady rang up and she asked if we were
the Brownes who were expecting a niece.

Rose. Who was she? z

TEReSA. I've no idea. When I told her you weren’t
arriving till today she just rang off.

HeLEN. You never told me, Teresa. What a secret
little thing you are.

TERESA. I've only just remembered. (To Roske.) I
expect it was a friend of yours who wanted to enquire.

Rose. I can’t think of anybody— (She looks at
MICHAEL with apprehension. Sits chair Right Center.)
—in London.

Teresa. Oh, if it’s anything important, I expect
she’ll ring again. Talking of important, James, Mary
left a quarter of an hour early today.

HeLEN. It wasn’t exactly her fault. The clock in the
kitchen is always twenty minutes fast.

(While the old people talk, RosE and MICHAEL sit
awkwardly together saying nothing. They have no
small talk for each other.)

TeresA. Since it’s always fast she must know the
real time. Will you speak to her, James? She would
take it better from you. Oh— (Putting her cup sud-
denly down, she makes for the door.)

HeLen. Now, dear, what is it?

TeresA. If Mary left early I don’t know how the
oven is.

HerLeN. It can wait for a few mintes. What a little
Martha you are.

TeresA. You'd be the first to complain tonight about

the pie.
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HELEN. (Puts down cup and rises.) Well then, let
me go, dear, and I'll have only myself to blame.

TERrResa. The cooking tonight is my responsibility.
Isn’t that so, James?

JaMmes. It’s a Thursday. Yes.

(TEREsA looks at HELEN. Starts off.)
HEeLeN. Well I'll come with you.

(During the argument Rose and MICHAEL have drawn
a little apart from the OTHERS. TERESA leaves the
room. HELEN is about to follow her when she
looks round and sees MICHAEL's hand touching
RoOSE’s as he takes her empty cup.)

Rosk. No, thank you, dear. (A4 quick look at HELEN.
She tries to swallow the last word but it’s too late.)

HEeLEN. (Above Right Center table.) See that Mr.
Dennis has a slice of my plum cake, James. (She
leaves, closing door.)

JAaMEs. She has a wonderful hand with cakes, Mr.
Dennis.

MicHAEL. (Crosses up Left with empty cups.) 1
don’t think I will. I ought to be going home.

ROSE. (Rises to Left of her chair.) I'm sorry.

MicHAEL. Why?

Rosk. I mean, I've been such a trouble.

MicrAEL. No trouble. But my wife gets anxious
rather easily. She’s not very well. (Gets coat from
bannister.)

JaMEs. Oh—I'm sorry to hear that.

MicHAEL. I should have gone home sooner, but I
thought there were things we ought to discuss—about
the will.

ROSE. (A few steps closer. Anxious to insure seeing
her lover the next day.) No, no. It can wait. Till tomor-
row. You'll be coming in tomorrow? We can talk then.

MicHAEL. Of course. Any time that suits you. I'll
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ring you up in the morning. Have a good rest tonight.

(They are trying to reassure each other in JAMES’s
presence.)

Rose. You've done so much for me.

MicHAEL. (Goes close to JaAMES.) It's my job. I'm
the executor not the erecuter.

Rose. It was a silly slip I was never good at
English.

MicHAEL. As the executor and trustee (Slowly and
firmly) T’ll try not to make any slips at all. Goodbye,
Father Browne.

(Handshake. RosE opens door.)

James. Goodbye, Mr. Dennis. We'll be seeing each
other again soon, I hope.

MicHAEL. I'll see you tomorrow. (Pause.) Good-
bye, Rose.

Rosk. (Looks at JaMEs.) I'll see you to the door.

(Thev go together to the door. It is an excuse for them
to move behind the old man’s chair out of his
vision. They are afraid to kiss but they hold each
other for a moment. They kiss as he starts down-
stairs.)

MicHAEL. Don’t bother to come down. It’s a long
way to the hall. (He goes.)

(We can hear his steps on the stairs, but she still
doesn’t return. A pause.)

James. (Adjusts rug.) Come in. dear, and have
another cup of tea.

RosE. (Outside.) 1 don’t awfully like tea.

JaMEs. (Guessing her thoughts. Turns his chair
Right.) Yes, it’s a long way down, isn’t it. Only the
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kitchen is in the place you'd expect. In the basement.

Even if you don’t like tea, come in and sit down.
(RoSE enters.)

I don’t see many strangers.

Rose. Am I a stranger? (Closes door.)

JaMEs. One can love a stranger.

Rose. (To chair Right Center.) Yes. (But her mind
is away.) Uncle, why are so many rooms closed?

James. Have you noticed? So quickly.

Rosk. T mistook the landing just now. It’s a strange
house. The rooms down there seemed to be locked.

JaMmes. T suppose I ought to tell you. But it comes
from something very foolish?

Rose. Yes? (Sits Right Center.)

James. T wouldn’t tell you if you were just staying
a while. But this has got to be your home. You’'ll see
it for yourself. You'll watch your Aunt Teresa—your
Aunt Helen, and I suppose there’s a lot to puzzle you.

Rosk. I thought it was funny the way Aunt Teresa
came out of there, not paying any attention—

James. Yes, it’s funny, isn’t it? Go on thinking it’s
funny—a bit pathetic, too. There’s no harm in it. Don’t
let it get on your nerves. I sometimes think the young
have worse nerves than we have. Age is a good drug
and it doesn’t lose its effect.

Roske. But you still haven’t told me.

James. My dear, it’s absurd. And I should have
been able to stop it. (Right arm on chair.) 1 hope yvou'll
laugh. Please laugh. It’s very funny—in its way.

Rose. Yes?

JaMEs. (Nerving himself) You see, your Aunt Helen
sleeps on the first floor in the old drawing room.
Because I'm an invalid they would have insisted on the
dining room for me but I told them they couldn’t get
me up and down stairs to the living room, so I have
what used to be a nurse’s little sitting-room here—
next to this one—this was the night nursery in the old
days. Aunt Teresa has the day nursery just opposite.
You see the bedrooms are all closed.
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Rose. But why.

JAMEs. (Slowly and reluctantly) They don’t like
using a room in which anybody has ever died.

Rost. (Not understanding.) Died?

JAMES. (Purposely light.) It's a habit people have
—in bedrooms. So the bedrooms are all shut up—
except this. It’s an old house and they aren’t taking
any chances. They risked this one—it had been a
night nursery for a long time, and children don’t die
very often. Anyway, they don’t die of old age.

RosE. (Pause. To above table, looking at Left door.)
When did it all start?

JaMmEs. I’'m not sure. I first noticed it when our
father died. It had seemed quite natural before when
my mother’s room was shut; there was nobody else
to sleep in it. I only came for holidays and they had no
visitors. But when this (He taps his rug.) happened and
I came to live here I noticed our father’s room was
closed too, and when I wanted a room on the second
floor Teresa said—TI think it was Teresa—‘but that was
Rose’s room.”

Rose. Rose?

JamEes. Your grandmother. She was the only one
of us who got married. She died here you know when
your mother was born.

Rose. Was that when it started?

JaMEes. It may have been. Who knows when any-
thing really starts. Perhaps when we were all children
together here in this room.

(A pause. She goes to front of sofa Left.)

Roske. It’'s—creepy, isn’t it?

James. No, no, my dear. Not creepy. I used to laugh
at them myself and threaten to die in here. What will
you do for a living room then? I'd say. But I think at
the last moment they’d push me into my own little
room—and that could be closed too. (Has moved chair
to slightly below Center table.)
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Rose. But I still don’t understand. (Sits Right end
of sofa.)

JauMEes. Nor do I. T suppose it’s the fear of death—
of the certainty of death. They don’t seriously mind
accidents. They aren’t so much worried about your
poor mother—because she was still young. She needn’t
have died. It’s the inevitable they hate. Of course when
someone dies they’ll do all the right things—they are
good Catholics. They’ll have masses said—and then
as quickly as possible they forget. The photographs are
the first thing to disappear.

Rose. But why? Why?

JaMmEs. You'll have to ask Mr. Dennis that. He lec-
tures and writes books and teaches psychology. I
expect he’d call it an anxiety neurosis. Or something
more difficult. I'm a priest and I've given up psychol-
ogy. They are good people, I doubt if they’ve ever
committed a big sin in their lives—perhaps it would
have been better if they had. I used to notice, in the
old days, it was often the sinners who had the biggest
trust. In mercy. My sisters don’t seem to have any
trust. (Pause.) Are you afraid of death?

Rosk. I don’t think so. I haven’t thought.

JamEes. Of course it seems closer to them than to

ou.
g Rose. (To chair Left of Center table.) Are you
afraid of death, Uncle?

JAMES. I used to be—twenty years ago. And then
something worse happened to me. It was like God
reproving me for being such a fool. When that car
smash came I ceased to be any use. I am a priest who
can’t say Mass or hear confessions or visit the sick. I
shouldn’t have been afraid of dying. I should have been
afraid of being useless.

Rosk. (Sits.) But you are of use to them, Uncle.

JamMEs. A priest isn’t intended to be just a comfort
to his family. Sometimes in the morning when I am
half asleep, I imagine my legs are still here. I say to
myself, oh dear, oh dear, what a day ahead. A meeting
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of the Knights of Saint Columba, and then the Guild
of the Blessed Sacrament, a meeting of the Altar
Society, and after that— It’s strange how bored I
used to be with all the running around.

Rose. Now I'm here, can’t we go out together to
the river and the park?

James. Yes. I'd like to now and then. But it means
hiring a couple of men. It’s a long way down the stairs
and I'm heavy. But I’m not going to use you, dear. I
hope soon you’ll be getting married.

Rose. There’s plenty of time.

HELEN. (Enters, leaving door ajar.) Poor little
fusspot. The oven was perfectly all right. Mary’s very
reliable. Has Mr. Dennis gone? (Picks up bread and
butter plate and puts it on Center table.)

JamEs. He went a few minutes ago.

HEeLEN. (Putting dishes on tray) A nice man, but
not much sense of humour, I'm afraid. T was telling
him about the Flopsy Bunnies. He’d never heard of
them.

JamEes. You mustn’t be hard on him for that. T've
never read Paradise Lost.

TERESA. (Enters in a hurry.) Has Mr. Dennis left?

HEeLEN. He’s gone, dear. (Takes desk chair to desk.)

TeresA. That lady is on the telephone again. The
one who rang up before. She wants to talk to him.

Rose. I have his number. (Rises. With a trace of
bitterness at the last word.) She can get him at home.

TEeresA. T said T thought I'd heard him go, and she
wants to talk to you, Rose.

Rose. (Scared.) Me?

TERESA. She says she’s Mrs. Dennis. Will you speak
to her, dear? She’s asking all sorts of questions I can’t
answer.

Rosk. But I don’t know her. I’ve never even met her.

(HELEN 1is listening intently.)

James. What questions, Teresa?
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TERESA. She said she tried to speak to Mr. Dennis
last night at the hotel. She wasn’t well. Where do you
say he stayed, dear?

Rose. I don’t know. In the village.

TERESA. And then she tried your house and you
weren’t there. She sounds a little—strange. I wish
you'd come, dear. She’s waiting on the telephone.

JamEes. Better have a word with her.

Rose. (Desperately) 1 can’t. 1 don’t know her.
Michael will be home any moment. (Turns Left.)

James. Well—perhaps. (Leans forward, hand on
table.)

HeLEN. Don’t worry my little sweetheart, James.
She’s tired. (Kisses Rose.) Such a long journey. (To
Rose.) Your Aunt Helen will take care of it for you.

(JAMES turns slowly after HELEN crosses.)

CURTAIN

ACT ONE
SceNE 11
The living room. The next morming.

MicHAEL DENNIS is alone at Center table. He is ill at
ease. He opens a brief case, takes out some papers
and puts them back. He crosses to desk; looks at
door; crosses to sofa Left and sits. TERESA enters.

TeresA. (To table) Oh my goodness! Good morning,
Mr Dennis.

MicHAEL. (Rises.) Good morning. I promised yes-
terday I'd come in.

TerEsA. We hadn’t expected you quite so early.

MicHAEL. I have a lecture at eleven. (A4 few steps to
Left Center.)
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TERESA. My brother hasn’t finished his breakfast.
(To above table.) You see, my sister and I went to
Mass this morning—

MicHAEL. I didn’t want to bother your brother. It
was really Rose I came to see.

TerEsA. Oh, but Rose is out. She didn’t go to Mass.

MicHAEL. I could come after three. I have some
students at two.

TERESA. She’s going out this afternoon.

MicHAEL. Well, perhaps I could look in after dinner.

TErEsA. She’ll be out then—so my sister says.

MicHAEL. (Pause. Crosses below to Right to her.
With sombre readlisation.) And tomorrow—does Miss
Browne say she’ll be out then, too?

TEeREsA. Yes.

MicrAEL. Why?

TeresA. I suppose she knows the reason. I don’t.

MicHAEL. (Crosses up to Right of table.) Where is
Rose?

TEerEsA. I don’t know. I really don’t, Mr. Dennis. I'm
never told anything in this house.

MicHAEL. I'm the executor of her mother’s will—
and her trustee. Your sister can’t prevent my discuss-
ing matters with her.

TeRESA. I've no idea what she can do and what she
can’t, Mr. Dennis. She’s a terribly determined woman.
I'm her elder, but she’s always had her way. Even my
brother—and he’s a priest. Do you know, Mr. Dennis,
she’s so arranged this house that, that, (Her eyes on the
closet.) well, I'm quite ashamed. I don’t know what
strangers think. We should have made one out of the
cupboard on the landing.

MicHAEL. Suppose I just stay here till Rose comes
in?

TeresA. Oh, I don’t know that she’s out. And if she’s
not out, she wouldn’t be able to come in, would she?

MicHAEL. Miss Browne. could you take a message—

TeresAa. I'd have to ask Helen.

MicHAEL. But I'm Rose’s trustee.
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TeRresAa. Helen thinks that was a mistake.
MicHAEL. (With anger, crosses to Right of TERESA.)
I don’t care what Miss Browne thinks—

(HELEN pushes JAMES through the door which TERESA
has left open. She has shed her bonhomie and we
can see the strong will buried in the big breasts and
stout body. TERESA to up Left. HELEN to Left of
Center table.)

HEeLEN. Good morning, Mr. Dennis. This is an early
call.

MICHAEL. (Stubbornly) I've come to see Rose. Good
morning, Father Browne.

JaMes. (Left of table.) Good morning. I suppose I
could make a joke about being pushed into this affair—
if it would help.

MicHAEL. It wouldn’t. When I don’t know what
affair—

HeLEN. Your wife telephoned again, just after you
left, Mr. Dennis.

MicHAEL. I know. She told me.

HEeLEN. Rose is our responsibility now. So you do
understand, don’t you, we have to clear the matter up.

MicHaeL. What matter?

JamEs. For goodness sake, sit down, all of you. You
make me want to stand up myself.

(They prepare to sit. MICHAEL crosses below Center
table to chair Right Center.)

TerReSA. (To above table Center.) Not that chair,
Mr. Dennis. That’s Helen’s.

HEeLEN. (To above table Center.) Teresa, dear, don’t
you think you'd better go and keep an eye on Mary?

TEeResA. It’s not my turn.

HEerLeN. I have to have a little talk with Mr. Dennis.

TEeRESA. But I'm the eldest.
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HELEN. That’s just it dear. This is not your gener-
ation.
TERESA. (Appealing.) James?
James. Better go, dear. There are too many of us as
it is.
HELEN. I heard Mary on the first landing.
TEREsA. She’s not dusting the closed rooms, is she?
HELEN. I told her particularly not. But perhaps you
had better make sure.
(TERESA goes hurriedly out closing door.)

(She turns her chair front.) And now James.
(JAMEs sits silent and ill at ease in his wheel chair.
A pause.)

You promised to have a word with Mr. Dennis. (Sits.)

JAMEs. (With a helpless or appealing gesture.) Mr.
Dennis is not a Catholic. I am not in the confessional.
I have no authority.

HELEN. But, James, a woman can hardly ask—

MicrAEL. This is the second time I've been on trial
today. I hope I've reached the Supreme Court. You
want to ask me whether Rose and I are lovers. That’s
it, isn’t it? (Crosses slowly to above table Center.)

HeLeEN. We would never have put it so crudely.

MicHAEL. But I'm not a Catholic, as your brother
says. I haven’t learned to talk about “offences against
purity.” In my lectures I try to be crude—it’s only
another word for precise.

Jaumes. Forgive me, but so far you haven’t been very
—precise.

MicHAEL. (Stops.) You said you had no authority. I
agree with you. I'm not going to answer. (Toward
stairs Left.)

HeLeN. Then we can only assume the worst.

JaMEes. Speak for yourself, Helen. I shall do no such
thing.

HgELEN. Where did you spend the night before last,
Mr. Dennis? It wasn’t true that you stayed in the
village, was it?

MicrAEL. No.
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HEeLen. Why did you tell us that?

MicHAEL. I had booked a room.

HELEN. But when your wife telephoned—

MicHAEL. (Turns to her.) Two people are on trial.
I won’t answer any questions—unless Rose wants me
to. I think you had better let me talk to her. (Crosses
up to desk.)

HeLEN. But you won’t be able to see her again, Mr.
Dennis.

MicHAEL. (To above table.) That’s melodramatic
and impracticable, Miss Browne. (With sudden fear.)
She’s not ill, is she?

JaMEs. No—no—

MicHAEL. You are not dealing with two children.

HEeLEN. One is a child.

MicHAEL. Legally, yes, for another year.

HEeLEN. I agree you are hardly a child. How many
children have you, Mr. Dennis?

MicHAEL. None

HeLeN. Why do you want to see Rose again?

MiceHAEL. The will— I have to—

JaMmes. Go on being frank. I like you better that way.

MicHAEL. (Stung.) 1 love her. Is that frank enough
for you?

HEeLEN. Frank? It’s—it’s repulsive. Seducing a child
at her mother’s funeral.

MicHAEL. You take your psychology out of library
books, Miss Browne. (Up to sideboard.)

HeLEN. I take my—

JamEes. You've asked your questions, Helen. Now
leave us alone.

HerLen. Did you hear him admit that—

James. There’s no point in anger. We only get angry
because we are hurt. And our hurt is not of importance
in this case. We are dealing with more important
people.

HELEN. Are you calling him—

James. Of course he’s more important than we are.
You and I are only capable of self-importance, Helen.
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He’s still in the middle of life. He capable of suffering.
HELEN. I wish you wouldn’t preach at me, James.
JaMEs. I’'m sorry. Sometimes I remember I'm a

priest. Please go away.

HELEN. James, will you at least promise—?
James. Helen, I can’t bear your voice when it gets on

one note. We are too near death, you and I—
HEeLEN. (Pause.) You're impossible, James. (She

leaves closing door.)

(A pause.)

JaMmes. I knew that word would do the trick.

MiceAEL. What word?

James. Death. (4 pause.) What are we going to do
about her? :

MicHAEL. Miss Browne seems quite capable—

James. I meant Rose. Rose knew you were married?

MicaAEeL. Of course.

JaMmes. You said this was your second trial today?

MicHAEL. (To above table; puts will on table.) When
I got home last night my wife was in bed with the door
locked. Like a jury after the evidence has been heard.
This morning she gave her verdict of guilty.

James. (Leans forward—hand on table.) Was it a
just one?

MicaAEL. Do you believe in justice? (With angry
irony.) Of course. (To Right.) 1 forgot. You believe
in a just God. The all-wise Judge.

James. That kind of justice has nothing to do with
a judge. (He turns his head and followwss MICHAEL’S
movements.) It's a mathematical term. We talk of a
just line, don’t we? God’s exact, that’s all. (Moves
chair down Left of table.) He’s not a judge. An abso-
lute knowledge of every factor—the conscious and the
unconscious—yes, even heredity. All your Freduian
urges. That’s why he’s merciful.

MicHAEL. (Coming to a halt by JAMES’S chair.) 1
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know what I seem like to you. A middle-aged man.
Whose wife won’t divorce him.

James. That wouldn’t have helped.

MicuHAEL. But I mean to marry Rose.

JaMmEs. It would be better to live with her. She’d be
less bound to you then.

MicHAEL. (Up to sideboard.) How I hate your logic.

JaMmEs. I sometimes hate this body cut off at the
knees. But my legs won’t exist however much I hate
the lack of them. It’s a waste of time hating facts.

MIicHAEL. (Crosses to chair Right Center.) 1 believe
in different facts. (4 pause. Sits.) Father, we have our
heretics in psychology too. I believe in the analysis of
dreams, but shmetimes I have had a dream so simple
and brief that there seems to be nothing there to analyse
—a shape, a few colours, an experience of beauty, that’s
all. Then I refuse to look further.

JaMmEs. What has that to do—?

MicHAEL. Oh, I can analyse my own love. I can
give you all the arguments. Pride that a girl can love
me, the idea that time is hurrying to an end, the sense
of final vigour which comes before old age, the fascin-
ation innocence may have when you’ve ceased to be-
lieve in it—it’s like seeing a unicorn in Hyde Park.
It’s true, Father, you can analyse every dream, but
sometimes the analysis doesn’t seem to make sense. An
anxiety neurosis, I say, and then the face stares back
at me so young and lovely—why should I explain my
love any other way.

JamEes. You don’t have to convince a priest that the
truth seems all wrong sometimes. I learnt that years
ago in the confessional. All the same, I'd rather you
were dead. Or somebody different.

MicrAEL. Different?

JamMes. Say, like your grandfather. He may have vis-
ited a brothel once in a while when he went abroad,
but he believed you only loved the person you married.
He wasn’t even tempted to leave his wife, society was
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so strong—any more than you are tempted to commit
murder. You may be a better man, but he caused much
less trouble.

MicrAEL. It wasn’t what I meant to do.

JamEs. You haven’t much imagination. How can you
have a love affair without trouble?

MicHAEL. I don’t want a “love affair.” I meant to
break it gently to my wife—later, when there wouldn’t
have been any of this bitterness.

James. T was wrong. You've got a great imagination,
if you think you can leave a woman without bitterness.

MicrAEL. My wife and I—we haven’t been lovers
in a long while.

JaMES. You've been companions, haven’t you?

MicHAEL. I didn’t mean to hurt anyone. I had
planned nothing. I never even noticed Rose until two
months ago. I came to see her mother when the doctors
had diagnosed angina and she knew she might die any
time, walking too far, lifting a weight. She wanted to
talk about Rose. I wasn’t a Catholic, but she trusted
me. We both lost the man we cared for most when her
husband died. Rose came into the room. I didn’t bother
to look up at first, but when she bent down to kiss her
mother I smelt her hair. Then she went out of the room.
She was like a landscape you see from the train, and
you want to stop just there.

JAMES. (Leans forward on table.) Well?

MicHAEL. I pulled the communication cord.

JaMmes. And there’s always a fine attached.

MicHAEL. But I want to pay it. Alone.

JaMmes. Was my sister right? When you went down
for the funeral, were you planning—?

MicrAEL. Not even then. Oh, perhaps I'd be shocked
too, if it weren’t myself and Rose. You can’t shock
yourself, can you? “The funeral bakemeats did coldly
furnish forth the marriage tables”. But there hasn’t
been a marriage. (Down to Left of JAMES.) And now
there can’t be. What do we do?

JaMes. (Turns chair to face MicHAEL.) You're the
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psychologist. Let’s hear the wisdom of Freud, Jung,
Adler. Haven't they all the answers you need ? You can
only get a priest’s answer from me.

MicHAEL. I'm asking for the priest’s answer. Then
I'll know what I have to fight.

JAMES. (Wheels chair to MICHAEL down Left.)
There’s only one answer I can give. You're doing
wrong to your wife, to Rose, to yourself—and to the
God you don’t believe in. Go away. Leave her, don’t
write to her, don’t answer her letters if she writes to
you. She’ll have a terrible few weeks. So will you. You
aren’t a cruel man.

MicHAEL. And in the end— ?

James. We have to trust God. Everything will be
all right.

MIcHAEL. (Angrily) All right— (Crosses up to
sideboard and leans on it.) What a queer idea you have
of all right. I've left her. Fine. (To steps up to Left of
James.) So she’ll always associate love with betrayal.
When she loves a man again there’ll always be that in
her mind—Ilove doesn’t last. So it won’t last. She’ll
grow her defence mechanisms until she dies inside
them. (Crosses around to Right.) And I'll go on as I
have for the last ten years, having a woman now and
then, for a night, on the sly, substitutes, living with a
woman I don’t desire—a hysteric. She has something
real for her hysteria now, but for ten years she’s
invented things Ever since our child died. Sometimes
find myself thinking she invented even that. I wasn’t
there. (To Left of table Right Center.)

James. Can’t you even find a cure for your own
wife?

MicHAEL. No. Because I'm part of her insecurity.
I’m inside her neurosis as I'm inside her house.

James. (Turns chair to Left of Center table.) So
you’ll burn down the house. For God’s sake don’t talk
any more psychology at me. Just tell me what you
want.

MicHAEL. (To Right of Center table; leans on it.)
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To live with Rose. To live an ordinary quiet human life.
To have a family. She can change her name to mine for
convenience. For the sake of the children. So no one
will know. Perhaps one day my wife will divorce me,
and we can marry.

James. (Ironically) 1 shouldn’t take the trouble.
Rose wouldn’t want a fake marriage.

MiceAEL. You don’t know her

JaMmes. T know one side of her better than you do.

(MICHAEL sits Right of table.)

You can’t fob off a Catholic with a registrar’s signature
and call it a marriage. We do as many wrong things as
you do, but we have the sense to know it. I don’t say
she wouldn’t be happy—in a way—as long as the desire
lasted. Then she’d leave you—even with the registrar’s
signature. I’'m sorry for you, being mixed up like that,
with one of us.

MicuAEL. I'll risk it.

James. And your wife?

MicHAEL. A hysteric will go on with a scene until
she gets what she wants. There are only two things you
can do. Give her what she wants, and that brings the
next scene closer—she smells success, like a dog bitch.
(Rises to Right of his chair.) Or just walk out. She
can’t make a scene alone. I've walked out for half hours
long enough. I shall walk out for good. (To back of
table.) Father, I sound cruel. I'm not. I do love her.
She’s been my wife. She ruined her health over the
child. I want to make her happy. I've tried to, but I
can’t go on. (To sideboard.) It's no good going on—for
any of us. We’ll break sooner or later and it only pro-
longs the pain. What’s the matter?

James. (Is trembling. His head has dropped.) It’s
a terrible world.

MicHAEL. (To back of chair.) Can’t you forget
you're a priest for a while?

James. (With bitter self-reproach.) 1 forget it
twenty-two hours a day.

MIcHAEL. As a man can you see Rose happy in this
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house—three old people and all these closed rooms?
Why closed? (Leaning on table.)

JAMES. (In a low ashamed voice.) They were afraid
to live in a room where any one had died. So they
closed the bedrooms.

MicHAEL. (Too patly.) So that’s it. (Crosses to Right
Center table.) I've come across cases like that. Compul-
sive neurosis. People who won’t grow up so that they
believe they won’t die.

JamEes. How you love your snap judgments, Dennis.

MiceAEL. What a household for Rose. What’s going
to happen when one of them dies—or you die? Can you
see her helping to shift the furniture into another
hiding place? Is that the life for a girl?

JamEes. You've got plenty of reason on your side,
but— (A pause.)

MicHAEL. (He has a sense of victory.) But what?

JaMmEes. God has plenty of mercy.

MicHAEL. You can’t expect me to depend on that.

JaMmEs. I don’t know that we do often.

MicHAEL. (Down Right to puff.) It’s no good asking
your sister. But, I ask you. Let me speak to her.

James. Can’t you let her alone for a little to make up
her own mind?

MicHAEL. Or your sister to make it up for her?

James. (His last appeal.) You're a psychologist.
(Wheels to fromt of Right Center chair.) You know
how often young girls fall in love with a man your
age, looking for a father.

MicHAEL. (Defensively.) What of it?

JamEes. Rose never knew her father.

(He has got under MICHAEL's skin. His reaction is
unnecessarily vehement.)

MicrAEL. All right. (Up to door.) I may be a father
substitute. I don’t care a damn. (To above table down
Left.) 1f it makes her happy. It’s as good a reason for
love, isn’t it. as black hair or a good profile? Hair
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alters, a man grows a second chin. A substitute may
give satisfaction for a lifetime.

JaMmEs. (Leans over back of chair.) You can’t think
in terms of a lifetime.

MicHAEL. I might die before she got tired of me.

JaMmEes. You might. It’s a terrible thing to have to
depend on, though.

(A BELL rings below.)

haMICHAEL. Can I go and find her? (To back of wheel
chair.)

JamEes. She’s not in the house. Helen saw to that.

MicuAgL. Can I wait till she returns?

JamEs. I can’t turn you out, can I?

MicHAEL. I know you think I'm making her miser-
able. But yesterday morning at breakfast she was
happy. Yes, even after the funeral. Death was over and
life was beginning. She was so proud because she had
a lover—even me. Like a child with a new doll. My
eyes could really open and shut. (He hears FOOT-
STEPS on the stairs.) That’s Rose, now.

James. It’s only Mary.

MicrAEL. No. I know her step. She’s coming up. Am
I going to see her with your consent? Or without?

JAMEs. (Wheels to fromt of door; turns facing
MicHAEL.) What are you going to say to her?

MicHAEL. (To Left of table Right Center.) I'm
going to ask her to pack her bag. (At the door.) It is
her.

James. (Calling.) Rose! (Moves up Left of door.)

RoSE. (Enters. She sees MICHAEL with surprise and
pleasure.) But you telephoned. They said you'd tele-
phoned.

. MicHAEL. What about?

Rose. You couldn’t come. You had to go away. For
a week.

MicHAEL. [ never telephoned, They didn’t want me
to see you.
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Rosk. But that’s absurd. (Closes door.) Uncle? You
weren’t concerned?

(MICHAEL crosses Left.)

JaMEes. No. He wants to talk to you. Let me go to
my room please.

RoSE. (Looking from one to the other.) What’s hap-
pened? What'’s it all about? You, both of you—

JaMmEs. He wants you to pack your bag.

Rose. (Crosses to below Center table to MICHAEL.
She speaks with excitement and no apprehension.)
You mean—go away ? They know all about us? Do you
want me to go away now, today?

(MICHAEL watches her with growing uneasiness.
She is too young and unprepared.)
How lucky I never unpacked the trunk. I can be ready
in a few minutes. (She crosses to her uncle with sudden
remorse.) Oh, Uncle, you must think we are very
wicked ?

James. No. Just ignorant. And innocent.

Rosk. (Looks at MICHAEL with pride.) Not innocent.

JaMes. Please open the door Rose.

Rosk. I didn’t want to hurt you. It just happened this
way.

JaMmEes. Don’t worry about me.

Rose. I know it’s wrong, but I don’t care. We're
going to be happy.

JaMEs. Is he?

(Roske looks quickly at MicHAEL. He doesn’t look a
happy man.)

Rosk. Darling, is anything the matter?

MicHAEL. My wife knows.

Rosk. (To front of Center table with the glibness and
unfeelingness of youth.) It had to happen sooner or
later. Was she very angry?

MicHAEL. Not exactly angry.
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Rose. (To Left Center.) You've had an awful time.

MicrAEL. Other people are having an awful time.

Rose. Yes, of course. It’s terribly sad, but we’ll be
all right. You'll see. And people get over everything.

MicrAEL. She cried a great deal. I left her crying.

JaMEs, Please let me go to my room. I feel like an
accomplice.

Rosk. I'm sorry, Uncle. (She goes to the wheel chair
and pushes it out the door.)

JamEes. Come and see me whert you've done.

Rose. You don’t think I'd go away without saying
goodbye?

(MICHAEL moves to above Center table; for a
moment he is alone. The fight is over, he has won,
but he doesw’t look victorious. ROSE comes back
—there is no unhappiness there.)
(She rushes above tabley arms around his neck.) Dar-
ling, tell me what you've planned.

MicuAEL. My plans haven’t been a success. My wife
won’t divorce me. We may never be able to marry.

Rosk. (With momentary disappointment.) Oh! (She
sweeps her disappointment aside. Puts coat on desk;
then gets suitcase at wardrobe.) It doesn’t really matter,
does 1t ? It wouldn’t have been a real marriage, anyway.
And—somebody may die.

MICHAEL. (Gets briefcase fromt Center table; crosses
to table Right Center.) You're a Catholic. I never knew
any Catholics before—execept your mother.

RosE. (Put suitcase on Center table.) Perhaps I'm
only half one. Father wasn’t.

MicHAEL. You never knew him, did you? (Turns
face from her.)

Rosk. No. But I've seen lots of photographs. He had
a nose rather like yours. (Crosses to him.)

MicHAEL. (IVith bitterness.) 1 never noticed that.

Rosk. Shall I pack now?

(She begins to get her things together in suitcase while
the dialogue continues.)
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MicHAEL. You don’t mind—about the Church? (To
above table Center.) You know you won’t be able to go
to your—what do you call it? Communion, is it? so
long as we are together.

Rose. (Up on platform Left; leans onm railing
lightly.) Oh, T expect it will come all right in the end.
I shall make a deathbed confession and die in the odour
of sanctity. (Exits Left.)

MicHAEL. (To steps as she enters with sponge bag
and toilet articles.) Our children will be illegitimate.

Rose. (At foot of steps.) Bastards are the best, so
Shakespeare says. We did King John my last term at
school. The nuns hurried over those bits. (Resumes
packing at table.) There was a lovely phrase for
bastards—*“born under the rose.” I liked Faulconbridge.
Oh, what an age ago it seems. (To wardrobe for undics
and shoes.)

MicHAEL. (Left Center.) Your aunts won’t let vou
come back here.

Rosk. (Bringing things to table.) Do you think, I
care? Darling, I can’t bear this house. It gives me
the creeps. Do you know why they’ve closed the rooms ?

MicHAEL. Yes

Rose. Well, T can’t help wondering which of them
will die where. If one of them died in here, they
wouldn’t have enough rooms to live in. It’s really
awful. Like something in Edgar Allen Poe. (To ward-
robe for dress.)

MicHAEL. (Crossing to Right of table.) What a lot
of books you’ve read.

Rose. You aren’t angry about something, are you?
I'll do anything you say. Just tell me where to go and
I'll go. Like Ruth. “Your people shall be my people.”
I suppose your people are all psychologists. (Closses
wardrobe.)

MicrAEL. Not all. (To table Right Center; sits on
it.)

Rost. (Coming down.) I've read Freud in Peguin.
The Psychology of Everyday Life.
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MicHAEL. You have, have you?

Rosk. Darling, something’s fretting you. What is it?
(To above Right Center chair.) You haven’t fallen in
love with another woman?

MicraeL. No. I finished all that with you.

Rosk. I shall never be sure of that. (Crosses back to
suitcase.) You didn’t waste much time with me.

MIcHAEL. (Rises; to Right of chair Right Center.)
I haven’t much time to waste.

Rosk. (Right of table.) You are worrying, just like
yesterday. (Crosses; kneels on Right Center chair.)
What is the matter?

MicHAEL. Only a damned sense of responsibil-
ity. Listen, Rose, this is serious. Have you really
thought—?

Rosk. I don’t want to think. You know about things,
I don’t. Darling, I've never been in love before. You
have.

MicrAEL. Have I?

Rose. Your wife.

MicrAEL. Oh, yes.

Rose. You know the way around. Tell me, what to
do. I'll do it. I've packed my bag, but I'll unpack it if
you want it a different way. I'll do anything, darling,
that’s easier for you.

(MICHAEL starts to move.)
Look tell me to come to Regal Court, now this minute,
and I'll come.

MicHAEL. Regal Court?

Rosk. Yes—it’s a place where people go to make love.
So everybody says. I'll go there now and come back
here. I’ll meet you there every day. Or I'll take my bag
and go away with you—for years.

MicHAEL. Only years?

RosE. Just say what you want. I’'m awfully obedicnt.

MicHAEL. (Crosses to her.) Dear, it's not only you
and me—you have to think.

Rose. Don’t make me think. (Head down then up.)
I warned you not to make me think. I don’t know
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