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  ACT I


  SCENE I


  The set is a shallow one, set down stage.


  The Scene is a small balcony overlooking the floor of the Mayflower Restaurant, most famous and most expensive of London’s West End eating-places. The balcony, which is only a few feet above floor level, holds two tables, and occupies only the R. half of the stage. To L. a corridor runs. To R., off stage, are the steps to the restaurant floor.


  At the L. table are seated valenti, a young man of Italian appearance and great good-looks, and his sister rosa, still in her early twenties, brown-haired, well dressed, demure, and entirely English in appearance.


  At the R. table are two men. One is john judd, a smallish man of sixty-five, with a self-contained manner, a well-scrubbed appearance, and a Canadian drawl. The other is donald macallister, a newspaper-man four years out of Glasgow, twenty-five, eager, enthusiastic, kindly, uncouth, and quite sure that the world is his oyster. macallister is sitting back to back with rosa.


  When the curtain goes up, a waiter is taking judd’s order. valenti and his sister have just been given their coffee and liqueurs; rosa leaning on the balcony edge, turned away from the audience, watching the scene below, valenti taking his cigarette-case from his pocket.


   


  

  


  judd Then we’ll have filet mignon. (To macallister) Like beef?


  macallister Indeed I do.


  judd And I think that will be about all for the moment. If we find we can eat any more we’ll order it later.


  waiter Thank you, sir. Vegetables with the partridge, sir?


  judd (his drawl more obvious) Whatever in your professional mind would seem to be appropriate.


  waiter Thank you, sir. I shall send the wine waiter to you.


  judd Don’t bother. Send us a magnum of your best champagne.


  waiter Thank you, sir.


  [He fusses for a moment over the table, in recognition of the champagne order, and then goes.]


  rosa (to her brother, who is offering his cigarette-case) No, I am going to have some of these first. (She indicates the plate of friandises) They make the best in London. (She helps herself to a sweet, and smiles at him)


  valenti Happy? (She nods) Me, too.


  macallister You know, I have interviewed a good many people in my time, Mr Judd, but never over dinner at the Mayflower.


  judd Where did you interview them, mostly?


  macallister Oh, everywhere from the front steps to the bathroom.


  judd The bathroom?


  macallister He was a round-the-world flier with only three minutes to spare.


  judd Well, come to that, I don’t often give more than three minutes myself. To be honest, young fellow, if this weren’t my first night back in the old country, you’d be having the usual drink and cigar like the rest of them.


  macallister I hope you won’t think it’s just cupboard love, if I say that I’m glad to be celebrating with you.


  judd Thank you. I’m rather glad you turned up. Did the Clarion send you because you are Scots?


  macallister (in his rich accent) How did you know I was a Scot? Oh, my name, of course. No, they sent me because nothing but the best was good enough to interview John Judd.


  judd (appreciating this right-and-left) There’s a great future in front of you, Mr Macallister.


  macallister Well, there’s a fine example only two feet in front of me at this moment. Did you always mean to be a success, Mr Judd, or did it just happen?


  judd I actually meant to be a crane-driver, but somehow it didn’t come off. I still stop and stare at a crane. No, I was a success in Canada because I found out how to get on the blind side of the Scots.


  macallister The Scots?


  judd Yes. What the French left of Canada the Scots took. It’s my greatest distinction that, being nothing but a snivelling little nobody from Camden Town, I made a million sterling out of pure-blooded Scots.


  macallister Congratulations. I take it there was a formula.


  judd Yes. It’s quite simple. The Scots are a great people, but they have two weaknesses. They’re vain; and they’re avaricious. Well, the trick is to let them think they are getting something for nothing (that satisfies their avarice), and to let them think you don’t know (that satisfies their vanity). After that they’ll practically adopt you.


  macallister (ruefully) You don’t like us, I see.


  judd Like you? Lord love you, every girl I was ever in love with was a Scot. That is why I never married.


  macallister Why?


  judd They were all looking for something better.


  macallister (philosophically) Well, I’ve had my leg pulled before.


  [Enter waiter.]


  waiter I beg your pardon, sir. I’m very sorry, sir, but this table is engaged. I can give you a very good one on the floor of the restaurant.


  judd Since when has the table been engaged?


  waiter It should have been marked reserved, sir, only it was forgotten. I’m very sorry, sir, but there are several very good tables vacant, and you can have your choice, sir.


  judd I don’t want another table. I like this one. It seems to me to be one of the only two tables in the place where you can hear yourself speak.


  waiter Yes, sir. Perhaps, sir. But I can give you a corner one by the far door. If you will just follow me, sir. (He is in a hurry, scarcely hides his impatience, and takes it for granted that judd will rise at once)


  judd Listen, young man. You brought us to this table, didn’t you?


  waiter Yes, sir, I did. But I didn’t know then that it was reserved. The gentleman has now arrived. If you will come this way, sir, I’ll show you to another table.


  judd (mildly) Go and fetch the maître d’hôtel.


  waiter Sir?


  judd I said: Go and fetch the maître d’hôtel.


  waiter But——(Catching judd’s eye. Very stiffly, and with as much insolence as he dare) Yes, certainly, sir.


  [Exit waiter, R.]


  judd I hope their food is better than their manners. (Referring to rosa) I see that England still grows pretty girls.


  macallister (without turning; gloomily) Yes. And they still like tall dark men. (macallister is small and sandy)


  judd Oh, so you have eyes in the back of your head.


  macallister Every good newspaper man has.


  [Enter the waiter, making hurriedly for rosa and valenti.]


  waiter (in passing, to judd) The maître d’hôtel is just coming, sir. (To valenti) I am very sorry, sir, this table is reserved for nine o’clock. Perhaps you wouldn’t mind having your coffee in the lounge.


  rosa In the lounge? (Protesting) Oh, no! Why? The lounge is a desert just now.


  waiter I’m very sorry, madam.


  valenti But we haven’t been here an hour yet. If it was reserved for nine, why did you put us here?


  waiter I didn’t know then, sir. I shall have fresh coffee served for you in the lounge in a moment.


  [Enter R. the maître d’hôtel. The waiter indicates with a gesture of his hand that it is judd who has demanded his presence. Exit waiter.]


  maître d’hôtel I regret very much to inconvenience you, monsieur——


  judd You the maître d’hôtel?


  rosa (to valenti) They’re being turned out too! (She listens quite openly)


  judd I came here for dinner because I was told that it is the best place in London. Now the waiter wants me to change my table because someone else wants it. Do you always do business that way?


  maître I regret very much. You see, the gentleman is a very frequent guest, and he is accustomed to having this table.


  judd And in fact the table was not reserved at all. I never believed it was. Your favoured customer has turned up and wants his table, so the man who has just dropped in can be picked up and dumped somewhere else.


  maître (retrieving) Ah, no, monsieur. Believe me, the table should have been marked. But I can assure monsieur that there are excellent tables on the floor. If monsieur——


  judd I like it here. It is quiet, and I want to talk to this young man. Moreover, I don’t like your method of business. Go and tell your gentleman that the table he wants is occupied, but that he can have the choice of all the good ones on the floor.


  maître I am sure that monsieur would not like to be the means of losing the waiter his position. That is what would result from his failure to reserve the table.


  judd And that, my friend, is blackmail. Go and explain things to your client, and if he is the gentleman you say he is, that will be an end of the business.


  maître (showing signs of nastiness) I regret to insist, monsieur, but this table is not available——(Catching judd’s eye. With a great air of long-suffering patience) Very well, monsieur; I shall see what can be done.


  [Exit maître d’hôtel, R.]


  rosa (to her brother, who is preparing to vacate their table) No, wait. Perhaps we shan’t have to go.


  judd So that is what has happened to the Old Country! Or is it that I didn’t move in the circles where such things happen, back in the old days. (Running a finger round his collar) You know, I’ve always been proud of my blood pressure, but I don’t think it’s what it used to be.


  rosa (twisted round in her chair, and speaking to him past macallister’s shoulder) Are you being turned out too?


  valenti (horrified) Rosa!


  judd (pleased by her fresh youth and her friendly, almost schoolgirlish, manner) Too? Are you part of the beleaguered garrison?


  rosa Yes, they want us to go and have our coffee in the lounge. Do you know the lounge? It is ten acres big, and at this time of the evening there isn’t a soul in it.


  judd Then my advice to you, my dear young lady, is to drink your coffee in peace. We shall stand siege together.


  rosa Of course, everyone knows that Giovanni is the biggest snob in London.


  judd Who is Giovanni?


  rosa The maître d’hôtel. The man you were speaking to. Unless you appear once a month in the Bystander, you don’t exist for Giovanni.


  judd And what is the Bystander?


  rosa (after a slight pause; doubtfully) Aren’t you English?


  judd Well, a sort of poor relation. Canadian.


  rosa Oh. (Considering) Canada. (Pleased) Perhaps Giovanni has made a mistake for once.


  judd How’s that?


  rosa Canada is supposed to be bad to beat. (Lifting her liqueur glass to him) My faith is pinned to the maple leaf.


  judd Well, my own faith is pinned to English good manners. An Italian head waiter may be a snob, but I hope my countryman has a sense of humour. I hope it very much, because I am very hungry indeed. At least, I was. Come to think of it, my stomach feels very small all of a sudden.


  rosa That’s your gorge rising.


  valenti Rosa, darling!


  rosa Giovanni makes a lot of people sick at the stomach. Here he comes! (She turns round again)


  maître I am desolated, monsieur, the gentleman insists on having the table that was reserved for him.


  judd You told him that the table was occupied?


  maître Assuredly, monsieur.


  judd And you mean to say——


  maître Unfortunately, the gentleman is aware that monsieur has not yet been served. He thinks that it would be a simple thing on monsieur’s part to move.


  judd I agree with him. But I am not as simple as all that. If I happened to be the Duke of Kensington you wouldn’t have asked me to move. Since I’m plain John Judd, I stay here on principle.


  maître Monsieur, I have done my best, but if this table is not given up we lose one of our best clients.


  judd I have already lost my appetite; why should I care about your clients? Is it for the same client that you are turning out this young couple?


  maître My dear monsieur, there is no question of turning out! It is merely a matter of adjustment, of——


  judd Don’t quibble. Does the same man want that table too?


  maître I really do not know why monsieur——


  judd Does he?


  maître Yes, monsieur.


  judd Why?


  maître Why!


  judd Yes, why? Is he with a party?


  maître No, monsieur. There is no party.


  judd A lady with him?


  maître No, monsieur, he is alone. But I cannot see what this——


  judd You are clearing out the balcony for one man?


  maître The gentleman dislikes publicity, monsieur.


  judd Stop calling him a gentleman——(Struck by a sudden thought) It isn’t royalty, by any chance?


  maître (incautious and genuine for the moment) Oh, no, monsieur, royalty would not——(He pulls himself up)


  judd (dryly) No. I quite agree with you. Royalty would have better manners. It takes a commoner to be that self-important. Will you see what is keeping our dinner?


  maître You will not vacate the table, monsieur?


  judd I will not.


  maître (with a helpless gesture) You make it very difficult for everyone.


  judd I hope so. Tomorrow morning I shall buy this joint and make it still more difficult for everyone.


  maître If I could but persuade monsieur that the other tables I offer him are——


  judd (with the quick movement of a man whose held-back anger has overcome him, taking a ticket from his pocket and extending it to the waiter, who is hovering in the background) Bring our things from the cloakroom. (As the waiter takes it and goes) You may have the best food in London, you damned little wop, but there’s a stink round the place that would turn the stomach of a Kansas hobo. Run along and lick the shine off your client’s patent leathers, and tell him he has the freedom of the place as far as we’re concerned. He’s probably more accustomed to the smell than we are.


  maître I am sorry you are upset, monsieur. The matter could have been adjusted so easily if monsieur had been accommodating.


  [Exit maître d’hôtel.]


  rosa Hooray!


  valenti Rosa!


  judd (grinning at her, ruefully) Dear, dear. I told you my blood pressure was going back on me. And I have let you two young people down, haven’t I?


  rosa Oh, no. It was lovely.


  judd Dreadful to be defeated by one’s own temper. Always a mistake to lose one’s temper unintentionally. I can only suggest that you forgive me enough to come and have your coffee with us somewhere.


  rosa With you? I think that would be charming.


  valenti But you haven’t had dinner yet.


  judd Do you mind watching us eat?


  valenti No, of course not, but——(He hesitates)


  judd My name is Judd. John Judd. And this is Mr Macallister of the Daily Clarion. You don’t know anything about me, but the Clarion will vouch for my complete respectability.


  valenti I am Valenti. And this is my sister, Rosa.


  macallister (involuntarily) Your sister!


  [This breaks the ice. Laughter from the other three.]


  rosa (looking at him for the first time) Yes, his sister.


  valenti I shall get my things.


  [Exit valenti, R.]


  judd I am sorry about that good dinner we were going to have, Mr Macallister. You must think of another place.


  macallister There’s the Marguerite.


  rosa I don’t think, somehow, that Mr Judd would like that tonight.


  macallister No. Perhaps you’re right. The—the smell is rather like the Mayflower.


  rosa They are practically twins.


  judd Mr Macallister, lead me to a good steak and a boiled potato, and let us postpone the champagne to a more propitious occasion.


  rosa I suppose you wouldn’t care for a snack bar?


  judd I don’t think I know exactly what a snack——


  rosa (to macallister) There’s the Peacock.


  macallister Yes, of course. Just round the corner.


  judd If it is just round the corner that settles it. We go to the Peacock. What is it? A pub?


  macallister It’s a sort of off-shoot of a pub. The food is grand. (To rosa) That was a brain wave.


  rosa Oh, I’m very knowledgeable.


  judd You are a very charming and helpful young woman, and I am distressed that the maple leaf has let you down so badly. It is one of the things I’ve always prided myself on: not letting people down.


  [Enter valenti, hoisting himself into his coat, followed by the waiter with two hats and coats, and valenti’s bill and change on a plate.]


  waiter (to valenti) Your change, sir.


  [valenti takes it, leaving a tip; and the waiter puts the plate on the table and offers to help judd with his coat. judd snatches it from him, macallister takes his hat and coat, and they prepare to go.]


  waiter (stiffly) I’m sorry, sir.


  [A smaller waiter strips the second table and removes it, while the waiter puts judd’s table in the middle of the balcony.]


  judd (as they are going) Wait a moment. I want to see what this All Highest looks like. (They pause, half-way down the corridor, L.)


  [Enter the maître d’hôtel, practically walking backward in front of mathew pomfret. mr pomfret is a well-preserved forty-eight. He has a presence, a jowl, a heavy foot, a cold eye, a good tailor, and immeasurable conceit.]


  maître I am truly sorry to have kept monsieur waiting so long. I can promise that the dinner will be worth waiting for.


  pomfret I hope so, Giovanni, I hope so.


  [They seat him with reverent care.]


  macallister So that’s who it was!


  judd (as they begin to move out, L.) Know him?


  macallister There’s practically nothing I don’t know about him.


  judd Come to the Peacock and tell me all you know.


  waiter (seeing that judd is performing an odd pas seul) Something in your shoe, sir? Can I——?


  judd No, I’m just shaking the dust off my feet, thank you.


  BLACK OUT


  SCENE 2


  A snack bar, a few minutes later. We view the counter from the server’s side. It curves slightly from down L. to the middle front of the stage, so that those seated at it are not in a straight row. The counter is not solid, and one can see the legs of the high stools drawn up on the other side.


  Enter from the L., above the counter, rosa, judd, macallister, and valenti.


   


  

  


  rosa (calling) Ahoy, Arthur!


  [Enter from the L., below the counter, a waiter, white-coated.]


  rosa Good evening, Arthur, (arthur acknowledges their presence with a lift of his hand half-way to saluting point) We have brought you a new customer.


  valenti Evening, Arthur.


  rosa He has never eaten anything but maple leaves.


  judd And dirt. I’ve eaten a peck of dirt tonight.


  rosa He wants to try one of your grills. But meanwhile he had better have some soup.


  macallister Have you any of that barley broth? (arthur nods) Mr Judd and I will have that. (To judd) You don’t mind barley, I hope?


  judd Mind it?


  macallister Lots of people resent every grain of barley that’s outside a whisky bottle.


  valenti Coffee for us, Arthur.


  rosa And some of your little sugar biscuits.


  [Exit arthur, L.]


  judd (contemplating the stool he is supposed to climb on to) You know, I never sat on one of these things before. (Handling it) When I was young people sat on these to write in a ledger—leisurely; now they sit on them to eat—in a hurry. (Struggling on to the stool) Is that progress?


  rosa You’ll feel better when you’ve had some food.


  judd I wish I hadn’t lost my temper. It’s ten years since I lost my temper. I despise people who lose their temper.


  rosa Anyone who calls Giovanni a damned little wop is a hero. A public benefactor. I shall put a cross on my calendar tonight. And I shall remember you in my prayers every night from now on.


  judd Disgraceful of me. Do you go there often?


  rosa Oh, no; we can’t afford the Mayflower. We were celebrating.


  judd (to valenti) You know, I thought you were Italian, at first.


  valenti (after a moment’s hesitation) Actually our name is Marriott. But our grandmother was Italian, and I use her name professionally. It looks better.


  macallister (puzzling) Valenti. (Having solved it) Of course! That’s who you are. How stupid of me. The man who cuts women into pieces.


  judd What!


  macallister On the stage. You know. A magician.


  valenti Ah, no. Not magic, I regret to say. Illusion, merely.


  macallister It looked mighty like magic to me.


  rosa You’ve seen the show?


  macallister More than—— (Stopping to look at her) And of course you’re the—you’re the——


  rosa I’m the stooge.


  valenti Stooge, indeed! Without Rosa there would be no Valenti. That is what we were celebrating tonight. Our seven years together.


  rosa (to judd) Were you celebrating?


  judd Yes. I was celebrating my first night in London after fifty years exile.


  rosa Fifty! But you can’t be more than that.


  [arthur brings bowls of soup and cups of coffee, puts them on the counter, and goes.]


  judd I was nearly sixteen when I left. Very grown up I thought I was. And every year since then I have been coming home, but somehow it never happened. I—I got—knitted into the fabric of Canada. It’s a fine country. And I helped build it. I built myself a fortune too, but it’s an honest one.


  macallister That’s what they said at the office.


  judd Who said?


  macallister When they gave me this assignment, the sub. said: Go and interview one fortune that wasn’t made by playing the market.


  judd Yes? (He looks pleased)


  rosa What do you do, Mr Judd?


  judd I’m a builder.


  rosa Houses?


  judd Only incidentally. Roads, and bridges, and railways. Another man designed them, but it is my job to see that they are built to last. They’ll last. There isn’t a bit of shoddy in one of them. There are monuments to John Judd all over Canada. My name’s not on any of them, but my signature is, if you know what I mean. That’s what I was celebrating tonight.


  macallister (touched; in a burst) And a bladder of hot air like Mathew Pomfret had to spoil it! I hope his dinner is choking him.


  judd Yes, I want to hear about this—what did you say his name was?


  macallister Pomfret. (Spelling) P-o-m-f-r-e-t. Pronounced Pumfrey.


  valenti Oh, that man?


  macallister Do you know him?


  valenti Who doesn’t? Oh, not personally. But he’s tipped to be the next Prime Minister, isn’t he?


  macallister (agreeing) Uh-huh. God help the Empire.


  judd (who still thinks of England in terms of the Nineties) Aristocrat?


  macallister Aristocrat! Huh! His name isn’t even Pomfret. He was born Immenhausen. Oh, yes, he’s English. His father was naturalised. A British passport covers a multitude of sins these days. Good soup?


  judd Very. Married?


  macallister Pomfret? No. Still looking round. Said to be thinking of the Earl of Aberfeldy’s daughter.


  rosa But she’s ancient!


  macallister (omniscient as befits a newspaper-man) Thirty-six. But she would bring him the only thing he hasn’t got so far. Entry to Court circles. That’s still something for which you need more than money and a British passport.


  judd How did he make his money?


  macallister Shares, and not sharing.


  judd Mean?


  macallister Outside public subscription lists, his meanness is practically pathological.


  judd But he eats at the Mayflower.


  macallister Oh, he’s not mean about himself. He has a ten-room flat in the most expensive block in London. And a show place in the country. You know: the kind that is open to the public on the first Thursday in each month. Beds that Elizabeth slept in, and cupboards where Charles the Second hid. Considering how wide-awake that woman was, its extraordinary that beds should be the thing that——


  judd Who keeps house for him?


  macallister A sister. Very mousy and subdued, I believe. Never comes to town.


  judd That all his family?


  macallister As far as anyone knows. Why? (Looking slyly at him) Are you planning to destroy them root and branch?


  judd (not listening) Your paper, Mr Macallister, is it owned by a syndicate?


  macallister The Clarion? No, it’s the partner of the Evening Post. The last privately owned papers in London. Why, Mr Judd?


  judd I just wondered.


  macallister When John Judd wonders a cold draught goes round the back of my neck. You’re not planning to buy the thing and turn me into the street for recommending the Mayflower, I hope?


  judd Is it for sale?


  macallister Everything is for sale.


  judd A truly journalistic point of view.


  macallister You don’t like the Press, I’m afraid.


  judd My dear Mr Macallister, nobody likes the Press. They may court it, be afraid of it, or even reverence it, but no one has the slightest affection for it.


  valenti Just like Mr Pomfret, in fact.


  judd (slowly; considering the subject again) Yes. Mr Pomfret. You say he is an M.P.


  macallister M.P. for his country place: West Lee. East Downshire the constituency is. That is why he bought the house. And because it is a good setting, of course. He is always photographed at West Lee. He feels he goes well with Charles and Elizabeth.


  rosa If you don’t stop talking about Mr Pomfret my gorge won’t let my coffee down. (Pointing to her throat where it meets her chest) It is all stuck just there.


  judd My dear young lady, if we are going to do anything about Mr Pomfret, it is very necessary to know all there is to know.


  rosa Are we going to do something about him?


  judd I think it would be a good idea. In fifty years I have not come across a more needy object.


  rosa Oh, lovely. What are we going to do?


  judd I think we are going to make him wish he had never been born. Tell me: is it, in your collective opinion, possible to make a man wish he had never been born, and still keep within the Law?


  macallister As an ex-court-reporter, it’s my considered opinion that the Law has thought of everything. They have only to look long enough in their files, and they’ll prevent you picking your teeth.


  rosa Why do we have to keep within the Law?


  judd Woman, the eternal outlaw.


  rosa Well, why do we?


  valenti Are you proposing to murder him?


  rosa Don’t be silly. I would love to, of course, but it isn’t practicable. They are very fussy about murder in England.


  judd To what extent does a young woman consider lawlessness ‘practicable’, then?


  rosa Oh, a little spot of blackmail. Or tarring and feathering. People are ducked in horse-ponds quite often, and I’m sure that that isn’t legal, but the police don’t seem to bother.


  macallister They don’t need to. The injured man gets bigger damages in a civil action.


  rosa (seized by an idea) I know! I shall sue him for breach of promise.


  valenti You will not. I won’t have a sister of mine dragged through the courts.


  rosa I shan’t be dragged. I shall be dragging him.


  valenti It’s all the same. Headlines, and pictures, and interviewers. The whole horrible scandal a nine days’ wonder.


  rosa Well, even if it is——


  valenti And anyhow, a woman who sues a man for breach of promise is beneath contempt.


  rosa Nonsense. If a woman has been basely deserted after a man has monopolised the best years of her——


  valenti I tell you, you’ll do no such thing.


  judd Hey, hey; hold your horses. You don’t even know the man!


  rosa (equably) Oh, that wouldn’t take long.


  judd And how would you get him to propose?


  rosa You don’t need a proposal for breach of promise.


  judd Don’t you?


  rosa No. Just some evidence. And a new hat. And a little white frill round your neck. Judges love little white frills.


  judd Upon my soul! I sometimes wonder if any woman understands morality.


  rosa (ignoring him) If the Pomfret man has been holding himself in for the sake of Lord Aberfeldy’s daughter, he must be just ready to make a fool of himself. (Calling) Arthur! Arthur, more biscuits, please! Mayflower meals may be heavenly, but they have no lasting qualities. You know, the very thought of getting even with Mr Pomfret has cured my gorge. How is yours?


  judd Better. But I think we wash out any ideas concerning breach of promise.


  rosa Oh. What a pity. I always thought it would be nice to soft-soap a judge.


  valenti You may have to yet if you don’t mend your ways.


  [Enter arthur with biscuits.]


  rosa Oh, well. Between us we could illusion him off the bench. Thank you, Arthur.


  [Exit arthur.]


  macallister Pity you couldn’t illusion Pomfret out of England. (Hopefully) You couldn’t, I suppose?


  valenti There is a limit even to the talents of Valenti.


  judd Mr Macallister is thinking of magic carpets. And I quite see that these are not practical politics. But—I’m not sure that one couldn’t illusion a man out of public life.


  valenti (interested) How, sir?


  judd (smiling) Well, how? You to play.


  valenti (smiling back) I don’t know. I should have to think about it. What do you want? To stand him on his head, so to speak?


  judd Yes, to stand him on his head. So that pomp will no longer be possible to him.


  valenti It’s a nice proposition.


  judd Are you two working just now?


  rosa We were until Saturday. Now we have the summer free until we open in Boston in September. We are going to swim in the south of France, all day and all night, for weeks and weeks.


  judd Forgive my asking such a personal question—it is not idle curiosity, I assure you—but what do you make a week when you are working?


  valenti A hundred.


  judd Dollars?


  valenti No, pounds.


  [judd whistles.]


  rosa But we will come to you for twenty-five.


  judd (taken aback at her quickness) What!


  rosa That is what you were going to suggest, isn’t it? That we should join you to put a kink in Mr Pomfret.


  judd You are uncanny, young woman; uncanny.


  rosa Do let’s, Val. It would be such fun. And I hate that man.


  valenti So do I. But—I don’t see what I could do. If I did, I would do it for nothing, I promise you!


  rosa (reminiscent) Coffee in the lounge, indeed! A howling desert.


  judd Don’t tell me that Valenti isn’t the equal of a wind-bag like Pomfret.


  valenti Of course I am. It is just that it is—something quite new. I should have to think about it.


  judd Naturally. Naturally. I brief you to think about it.


  rosa (pointing a dramatic forefinger at macallister) Mr Judd!


  judd What?


  rosa We’ve been talking in front of the Press!


  macallister I may be Press, Mr Judd, but I’m your liege man. I’m deaf and dumb until you say otherwise. But of course, if there ever is anything you can tell the Press, I hope you’ll remember me.


  judd I don’t see why you should be merely a passenger, Mr Macallister. After all, your wrongs are as great as ours; and Scottish wrongs into the bargain.


  macallister You mean I can come in on this? With pleasure! You’ll find a newspaper-man very useful to you.


  judd (thoughtfully) Yes, a newspaper would be useful.


  macallister Oh, I can’t bring you the Clarion, you know. I’m just a humble reporter.


  judd That’s all right. I’ll maybe get the Clarion for myself. (As macallister laughs) What’s amusing you?


  macallister I’ve just remembered something Giovanni said.


  judd What?


  macallister ‘The gentleman doesn’t like publicity’! Pomfret! Who’s publicity mad!


  judd We’ll give him publicity.


  CURTAIN


  SCENE 3


  The small drawing-room at West Lee on a midsummer afternoon. At the back is a large window looking out on the courtyard at the front of the house; and below the fireplace, L., is a smaller one. The room is raised considerably above the level of the ground outside (the remains of a moat still exist round the house), so that it is not possible to see the courtyard from the audience’s point of view. The furnishings are what one would expect: chintz-covered chairs here and there among a collection of ‘pieces’. Parallel with the fireplace is an oblong table with, among other things, a large jar holding several sprays of roses.


  hermione pomfret is sitting by the fireplace, knitting. It is a dull, rainy afternoon, and she has caused a fire to be lit. She is several years younger than her brother, but looks older. Her hair is greying, her clothes good but subdued, her manner gentle and self-effacing.


   


  

  


  pomfret (calling, off) Hermione! Hermione!


  hermione Yes, dear, I’m here. (She starts up, putting down her knitting, as he calls again. She has got to her feet when he appears)


  pomfret Hermione, what have you done with the——(He sees the fire) A fire! In the middle of June! Really, Hermione!


  hermione It is so wet and cold this afternoon, Mathew, I thought it would cheer things up.


  pomfret Have I not had central heating put in this house at enormous expense?


  hermione Yes, dear. But we couldn’t have radiators put in this room, you remember.


  pomfret Then why not sit in a room that has a radiator? Why choose the coldest place in the house to spend the afternoon in?


  hermione Did you want something, dear?


  pomfret I said: why choose the coldest place in the house to spend your time in?


  hermione But I always sit here.


  pomfret Is that any reason why, for once, you couldn’t sit elsewhere?


  hermione There’s my bedroom, of course, but——


  pomfret My good Hermione, don’t be ill-used and dramatic.


  hermione But I’m not! I——


  pomfret What is wrong with the other drawing-room, or the library, or the Blue Room, or any other of the half-dozen living-rooms in this establishment?


  hermione This is the Open Day, dear. Had you forgotten? Sims is showing a party round now.


  pomfret (punctured) Oh. (Looking for a scapegoat) Once a fortnight is far too often to have strangers tramping round the house in muddy boots. I must change that.


  hermione It is not often wet. And it is only once a month in the winter. It would be a pity to deprive people of beauty we don’t use ourselves.


  pomfret Oh, well; I suppose they do go away and talk about it. (Amending hastily) I mean, they do take a great interest in the house, no doubt.


  hermione Oh, yes. Sims noticed a woman trailing her fingers over the surface of the Queen Anne desk.


  pomfret Admiring the patina.


  hermione No, looking for dust. (One is never sure how simple hermione’s speeches are. There is always a hint of something sardonic. But that, of course, would be unthinkable in so subdued and devoted a character) Talking of dust reminds me——


  pomfret I came to ask you what you had done with the list of invitations for the twentieth. I left them on my desk, and they’re not there now. Is it quite impossible for me to leave anything on my own desk for a moment and find it again when I——?


  hermione Have you looked in your pockets?


  pomfret Don’t be insulting, my dear Hermione. I left it on my desk. In the middle. Flat and open.


  hermione Perhaps Rose moved it, but I hardly think so. She is a very good girl. Quite the best we ever had. You wouldn’t look in your pocket-book to make sure, dear?


  pomfret (snatching his book out of his pocket) Nothing will ever convince a woman but practical demonstration. The spiritual home of all women is Missouri. (Laying out the contents of the wallet like cards) There, and there, and there, and there, and——(Coming on the missing list) Dear me, how did that get there?


  hermione (mildly) I expect you put it there, dear.


  pomfret Well, upon my soul! I could have sworn——


  hermione Mathew, I wondered if you would do something for me.


  pomfret If it is money for your Children’s Charity, I can’t afford it. I am very hard up just now.


  hermione Oh, no, it isn’t money.


  pomfret (brightening) Oh. Oh, in that case——


  hermione I wondered if perhaps you would speak to Rose.


  pomfret Speak to her?


  hermione Yes; she has given notice, you know. And it is such a pity. The best parlour-maid we ever had—and only five weeks with us.


  pomfret But what has that to do with me? It is Sims’ business to engage the staff and see to their comings and goings.


  hermione Apparently she told Mrs Bleeson that she was going because you had been rude to her.


  pomfret I! I am never rude to anyone, and, emphatically, never to a menial.


  hermione You are sometimes a little hasty, you know.


  pomfret I don’t suffer fools gladly, if that is what you mean.


  hermione If you would just——


  pomfret Just what? Are you suggesting that I should coax a domestic servant to stay in my employ?


  hermione No, dear, no. But if you just explained that you are hasty sometimes, and that what you say is never to be taken seriously——


  pomfret Not taken seriously?


  hermione I mean, anything you say in haste.


  pomfret Really, Hermione, you surprise me perpetually. You seem to have no realisation of our position. It is only the other day that I had to complain of the Markham woman hanging about, and now you expect me to apologise to my own servants. I tell you again that Mrs Markham may have all the qualities of an angel, but she is an auctioneer’s wife, and as such should be invited only to entertainments connected with the Party. And as for Rose, if that is her name, I find your suggestion quite shocking. Quite shocking.


  hermione Very well, dear.


  pomfret (simmering) That I should bribe a maidservant with fair words to stay in my employment!


  hermione Even if she didn’t stay, dear, don’t you think it would be a pity to let her go with such a—such a false impression of you? Servants do gossip.


  pomfret If I had cared what people said of me, I should never have reached my present position.


  hermione No, of course you wouldn’t, dear.


  [He looks at her doubtfully for a moment—that remark has sounded a little odd—but she is quite placidly knitting.


  [Enter rosa, to replenish the fire. She looks a very trim and efficient parlour-maid.]


  hermione (as rosa goes about her work in silence) Has Sims not finished showing the party round yet, Rose?


  rosa Very nearly, madam. They’ll be coming through the hall in a few moments. But there is another party waiting at the door.


  hermione Oh. We are busy this afternoon in spite of the rain.


  rosa Yes, madam.


  hermione (happily) A few more shillings for the Nursing Association.


  pomfret (to rosa) That’s enough coal.


  rosa Enough? Enough to what, sir?


  pomfret To keep the fire in.


  rosa The idea, sir, is not to keep the fire in, but to make some heat come out.


  pomfret (staggered) I think you are being impudent.


  rosa No, sir. Merely informative. My mother always said that if you burned coal without getting warmth out of it, you might as well throw it into the river. If your idea is economy, sir, then I respectfully suggest that that is the most extravagant fire I have ever seen.


  pomfret You respectfully suggest! I see very little respect indeed. In fact, I have rarely encountered such impudence.


  rosa Oh, I hope not, sir. The last thing I should like to be is impudent.


  pomfret Are you the girl who is leaving because I am supposed to have been rude to her?


  rosa (cautiously) Well, I’m one of them.


  pomfret One of them!


  rosa I mean, the description fits, but I don’t suppose I’m unique.


  pomfret Are you half-witted?


  hermione Rose, dear, this is most unlike you.


  pomfret When was I ever rude to you?


  rosa Every day except Sundays.


  pomfret Sundays?


  rosa Sunday’s my day off.


  pomfret You know quite well that that is a monstrous piece of invention. Why, I—I have hardly ever noticed you!


  rosa Oh, sir! (Before he can decide whether she is being arch or protesting) You called me a good-for-nothing slut only the other day.


  pomfret If I did, I am quite sure the words were applicable.


  rosa No, you were just in a temper.


  pomfret I was——! My good woman——!


  rosa (continuing with an air of sweet reasonableness) I couldn’t stay in a place where the Master called me anything that came handy every time his luncheon went back on him. I hope you see that.


  pomfret (almost speechless) My good woman, you will not only not stay, but you will leave this house before sundown.


  rosa Very well, sir. I’ll go with pleasure.


  hermione Oh, no, Mathew! What will poor Sims do?


  rosa It will cost you extra wages, but I don’t suppose you’ll mind.


  pomfret I shall not pay you a penny.
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