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Mag. Puxrrs. If you'll forgive %.% saying 8o, Hestor, I'm not
sure sa unborn baby is quite ths moet suitable topic of conver-
sation. n/ . (She moves sn front e\} table 0. to the setice B.C. n:&
ots)

Hxsten®, I'm blessed if T soo -uus_:am bad form about s vuvw_

Mcownw... ?LS has been absently gathering the coffec-cups on o the
#ray). .No Eo_d docs Mother—alfter it's born. P

Hxstex. IZcan’t wait for that] I love thinking about them.
And wondering;what they're going to be—I mesn, vow or girl.

Amrgssr.éo\%:&rﬁv Why, !ov&vo»hnvouﬂﬂ

sister's baby for Bﬁanrn before he was born.
Mna, Pexires. I'm not Brns& to be old- ?u_:ouom
Hxstex Ags&@ but with 9 little tremble in her voice). You

ea.wv» to be. This is ging to boia very remarkable baby. There .

aren’t many born with such parénts. And I intend to go right on
talking sbout it with anyohy who'll linten to me. Christina doesa't
mind. Bhe’s just as intercsted:.as I am.

Mas. Przirs. Really, Heater ! )

Hxgtza, Qﬁ-nub- vprwrnu mE» me in a very maternal frame
g El R ‘..‘: Pl T \-!.Y—V.‘VV\#

Hra. gn-. Matornal! ' v

Hesrex. What [ eay is: T'm as good as married. I might as
well make the best of my opportunities to get used to the ides.
Because I intend to have a8 many babies as possible.

Mes. PrELre Gr!xxam ol m«ounwd 1a that why you're mamrying
Rob, Hester t

Hzstee. What Voo«o_. reason could I wuqo- T'm sorry if T've
ehocked you, but, as I esid before, you've shocked me—(ehe furns
eway ow ker r.vlnum that's that! (She aits on the sofa 1.0)

(Roskrr, »b:ﬁu. conscious o\ his action, NSF up the coffec-tray.
Mrs. PazELrs, sceing him, quickly rises n:& turning round the front
of the tabls to his L., S»&u%:a_\oﬁe\»tva:& “t Her eyes meet
wbuwa..- ond there s no mistaking the intention of:the look she
Q—eo-r:r Then, without @ word, she goes wp ©. and.out of the
roomAoith the troy.)

mbhwu. (starting after Rer). Mother! . . . Hester didn't mean
.+ (Hotumme-boshateadizasmnd: Hestor, how could
you |

Hxesren. I don't know . . . but I don't care if I did |
ROBRET {Bnofcscfo-twe:}y It doesn’t make things auy casier foz
ms.

r-gl Ob, wbcmga —aa-oo:d._

RoBrrT-{whorevo 1ng. Shovfurentnnocbalr Gy Thrrmmesss -
nesoof-hiv-mtvad). Noc.«o got Mother all rufiied and upset. (Hes
moucs-away-ferory-Hxownnrtwkingtha chairefrom theniopmyforietoble
hach-to_the daahsipeatiagesmarT Now we'll bave to amooth bher down

!

Vo MY Cy&
el
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and . bave all. kinds o~ explanations -Em everything. (Mewncfucne

et Qrnd NN’
.&m&% Really, it was two bad of you.

Hester. I know. I lost my tem cve X
don’t you! 7 pes °% undamtend,
b Rosrrr (0p70). I understand. that you're a guest in Mother's
ouse.
Hzsten, Is that all you understand ¥ Oh, Robl
avay from Aim.) ° - (She frarne

Rosxgrr I%hzi I'm sorry, Heater. But, for the

momeat, I'm thinking of Mother.
Hrsren ?Ert’a%ia?ugv I oo . . . I'll apologize.

Romerr. That's up to you. Aggcliql&\
wihqprertzz WY

Hester. Isupposs she’ll never forgive me. Itisn't this, though.

RoBERT (stondwgearthe- gﬂﬂr This |
Hearen, The scene I made.

Roserr. What do you mean }
Hzster. Idon't kmow. ... Bome mothers like the gizls their

Roserr. Doesn’t that depond on the girla §

Hzsten. Not asn:é_u1

Roserr. You musto’t be unjust to Mother.

Hesrxa. Rob, I'm a little tired of hearing about your mother.

Agnwu.ggﬁméwi

A ‘ T ROBKRT) Ob, I didn't
“cwwn 5.\3W a"_a»_ 1 m_mc t mean it a bit! A?Rts

viie sofr m sorry, Rob. . N . 512@
Don't you bear me 1 7 ow I'm apologizing to you.

RosERrT (Jacsng HestE
ther 1 Jocing B up stage 0.). Yes, I hear youu What

HesTER (moving (o RoBERT). Oh, what difference does it make |

I'm not marrying your mother. I'm .
you, Rob! [ love \OC_ mAITyIng yom. And 1 love

Rosert (abowt to embrace her, checks Mnsclf ond drope his hands).

Yoo, my dear.
Hester. I'll nover be bad again.
Ropertr. I'm willing to take your word for i,

Hester. You'd better bo. WPV rehondupdadkissabovider
\.\ﬂ%ﬂ. Ob, you are angry with me,

Roserrt, Zc. I'm not.

Uzestek (sakingrhendand, fcomaRoumerrYRS0EE"3Rs 55k
gé.ﬁhﬁ? Socendofthevereveronw  You'rea Aw

one.

Woggloe.&&xiqgﬁr Think so ¢ How{
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Hxsten (without lonking.atxhim). As a lover. I've never seen

another like
RosxRr.

you.

Haven't you 1  {uhuthanughtosicibos bim,bus-he-kerpa A8

sprtitionys Tell me something, Hester.

Hestex:
Rosxrr.

What ?
Have you had msay?

Hestxr (&
RoszrT.

bevermroundvoswivien). Many what 1

J

Lovoers.

HEsTERWuridBEF agasm). Oh, Robert, what a thing to say

to a lady!
Rosnerr.

You know what I mean. ?

HESTER (od el T0%ids  I'm not quite sure I want to answer.

Rosxrr.
Hesten

don’t know .

RoperT.
HEsTER

quite often .

I'm not asking for their nameoa.

Oh, I shouldn’t mind thas ., . . the truth is . .. I
You must.

PEESTyr: 1 don't really. T used to think . . . oh,
. . that one of my young men was coming to the

poiot . . . but . ..

" ROBERT.
HesTER.
RossrT.
HesTER,
Rorerr.
HEesTeR,
RobpERT.
HestER
RoszRT.

i

You 't

But none of them ever did.

That surprises me. Why not?

I don’t think it was entirely lack of allure, Rob.

Of course it wasn't!

I think it was because I always langhed.

You didn’t laugh at me.

You looked foolish enough, dow that T think of it

Yes. Idaresay ...
re t G paueorthon APtz dsserwn. - arnistartirairthe

" 8o I was the only one.

Bay the only one 1 didn’t laugh at, pleass. You make

me sound so undesirable. (Shw. shrony.. punshatsslye

Ropear. Ididn't mean to. (Sguonisafasbesidechonsioaning=fore
e BT NI RS Tell mo, Hoator . . .

Hestxx. Anything.

Roserr. Have you thought what i will mean to be my wife 1

HestER. . A very pleasant life,

Roserr. For youl

Hester, I certaioly Y“ope so.

(A dhight~peever)

Romzrt. I don’t know that I quite share your enthusinsm fox
children.

Hester. You will.

Roeert. They don't exactly help a career, you know.

Hrzsten. ‘Have you got s careor ! (Sarvwits forwands)

Rosxrr. I fully intend to have ocne.
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Hxstza. I'm glad to hear it.

Roserr. I've got just as much talent as Dave has.

Hraren What kind of taleat | ,

?unwd.. U baven't docided. I can draw pretty well. I'm nob
. bad musician. I wmight decide to compose. 1 might even write.
I've often thought of it. And children, you see . . .

Hesten. I doon't know much about careers, but Linoolp had

Mﬂ_&ou and adored ‘em, and if you can do half as well as he
id- ..

Rorxxr. Then my preferences aren’t to be considered 1

Hxsren ?\%ﬂag You just leave
things to wme. If we're poor, I'll cook and scrub §oors. I'll bring
.q our children. I'll take care of you whether we live in New

ork or Kamschatka. This business is up to me, Rob. Don't leb
is worry you.

RosrrrdefeatedamthouttitmersRardirmad® | only wanted
o make sure you unaerstood my point of view. -

_HxeTER (naing and moving 1o the lower window, Aer manner o
kule rufied). 1t 1 don't, 1 shall, 50 lot’s cut this short.

Rosxrr (hischnincofethoughtcumbrbb®). What is it 8
Hesten. There goos your mothor down the road.
MNOH“’.—.A v .ﬂ- andero Y g gt e Lg e V) N LTA.
R GRdG SR Weri
can she be doing !
Hester AE&E&%:%%
flagenrundsaoross-tothepiais). Bhe's fetching her darling David
E%no of the cold. 1 knew she would. ’
OBXRT §?§§8§ rily
hnm._.aauuﬁoagau would you mind oot speaking that way of mother 1
Hearza (hamdling Mhcsteofsmisiode Can's she leave them

alone for a minute {
Ropgrr. Bhe's the worrying kind.

HestEn, Ohb, rot! “rNe. 2100y, from LAecptaRITaRd CoMAr™

Rosxrt. fherpingrabiseporition =x:). Him.ouzw you're bent ‘.l
making things ss difficult as poesible for me. .

mmhmquw;%\g. I'm sorry you feel that

Iharexowilongrirnitablespousal
RosErT (dapssalutelyrmovingto thef rontuf Tevetteen?  Hostor |
Hesten.: Yest! - . « ,
Rosxrr { Ty to-ieod: Have you thought any moee
gv&:.oiomo&aogno-vac&-
/

sbout our honeymoon !
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Ropxrr. Abrosd's a pretty general term. You were to think
where you wanted to be taken.

Hesten. I left that to you.

Roserr. You said you * didn’t care.”

Hrstex. I don’t.

Roserr. Nor where we live after . . . nor how.

gqyﬁiﬁg\ﬁgg Idon't ... Idon's.
I want to live with you. Agg%{ee?é cu...f
wbchsmainatenden ation?y® What's the use of this, Rob !

Ronxrt. We've » nover talked seriously about our marriage before.

HxsTn fnglicnile What is there to say sbout it't

Ronerr. A great deal

Hxarxa ggﬁr%&.%i%@i
o AT I T IR Ty e O ACGR oI IS Werboars hikey. I don'y
agree. Marrisgeas are things of feeling. They'd better not be talked
about.

Bopzar. Real iages can stand discussion |

Hestzr gﬁ% Rob{

Rorenrr. What !

Hzster, That wasn't nice.

‘Ropear. Wasn't it t

B mggadsuddenlysfrightired=ehaoomerto-aPRition=erlittle. above
whismcotiedisobryyms What's the matter, Rob ! T'll talk as seriously

u plessse. Do Ilove yon! Yes. Am I going to make you s

Mﬁaﬂ?- I bope 80, though I may make mistakes. Are you
going to be happy withme t [ rovo that, too, but you'll have to
answer it for wcﬁu&b ( PoicardrhEzfiredx

Roperr. I can’t snswer it

Hrsten (seppirusuddenlysin-Rerzmovement}c Why can’t you1

Ropzrr. Becauss I'm not sure of it.

HesTER (Mmeaxdosaomarsd-ooies). Aren’t you, Rob ¥

Rosxrr. These things are better faced before than after.

mnﬁ.ﬂi 1 What
is it you're to sy

Roaxnr. only we could be surel

Hxsren . Bo that's it}

RoBxar (masisgeclorontomkarphiambondagripping detmthoulders).
.buawon-onﬂncwda 15»8 BE.Q Bo‘

8 2

REF W mwo!anuuvol.uol-
ngnbu A.‘it&g&ﬂs.&.@ below Rer). Marriage is
such a serions ¢ You don't realize how seriona.

Hxstea. Don't *

Roexar. No . .. I hope you won't think harshly of me. . . .
And, mind uon.mrzano-th wanted to break things off . . . 1
enly want .

sven. Ploase, Rob | (Shesmonesowaycanduwp iothe.ride ol -
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Roprrt WORRT AT PLT- e ATy Ui L[ ( fadingtuprstage). Ne.

You've got to hear me out.

Hesten. I've heard enough, thank youl

Ropert. I'm only trying to look at this thing . ..

Hrstxr. Beripusly . . . I knmow . . .

RoBEeRT. WoNEo. after all, the bappineas of three people ke
affected by it.

Hesten Yurningreuddenlyzon=Aep=C=Adnd). Three \

Roserr. As Mother eaid, before dinner. -

Hestee (Soningecics 3 S alightiy-abons Ao
Bo you talked this over with your mother 1

(Dwsingzthe &?&%ﬁn 1 g»ﬂg:ug%
%m&mm« hervon ued=ond: wibrasidy
Ropxrr. Isn’t that natursll

( Hwﬂaaa standipg. st-cithenrendeafethe
&wf@n&: xm:

sofa-+ROSTRAAINA
ehw.ega%a.guf

Hrsren. Is your mother the third {
Roserr. Wouldn't she be!

Hrsten. Yes, I supposs she would . . . I think you might tell
me what olse she had to eay.

Roserr. It was all wiso and kind. You may be ss hard sa
Wo: like on me, but yon musta’t be hard on poor, aplendid, looely

other.

HesTER (uMvAesdroathumtheapaimestvvends TRITRY). Bo
she's lonely, too! Whst else did ahe say about us f

RoBzrT. Well, you baven't been very interested in planning
our future. Bhe notices such things,

Hxstea. What eise 1

Robert. Bhe secs through peopls, you know.

HxstEn. Through me 1

Ronerr. Bhe z.ccmrn. as T must say I do, that we didn’t Jove
oach other quite enough to . . . (He Acsitates, stops in kis walk
ond Aalf turns to HesTer) At lesst, she thought we ought to
think very o!.o?:w 7&03 we . .

resolufson, gacetg }ivi ?;s%& ?at “ﬁsauwz.
a%:hﬁ.ﬂk\aa b di.feggmﬁ:rrg
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Hxsten. If you really want to be free . .
that, Rob, it’s all right. It's perfectly all right
... Don't worry! . .

[Aox IL.

.if you really want
. . . I'll st you free
Only you've got to say so. You've got-

to!l ... Answer me, Rob. Do you want to be rid of me !

I guess that’s answer auocmv. (BhvoeretdiNiMictior bork s fromn shime
ol BAcrengagemanianing. fron=hERSfiRGEr)< Hore's your ringl

uwbanw.n.mougn_bou.«mo -uw»rinlo.:g.oa—o~&$7
wards | . Don't,. v_oboo_ I can’t take it | (dle-turng: a:tAe Jor

BxsTEn (wi dhindeparthly). 1

shall have an eaaier time of .n. if you keep away from me. I want
to eave my faco . . . i I can. (S Qocdeo i behind ki

Roserr. Hester, v_cga_ ( GrPearRing.)

Hester. Al right, if you won 't go, I will. (Shedraws:bockind
Lppbotitorturnsemizr : B-sleroard ¥ith&do57"GY) -

RoBERT ?‘ﬁi&] x ll o459 Rey). I'm sorry. Of
ocourse I'll go.

Hester. And take «oE. :um with you.
(4 .§am.w:=a nd :wumas rdly hold) out kis hand o

ing;, A8 km-eﬂz.wmao :Mﬂa:-nﬁw G;EQ“MS- Qn >.M-u

edks »:SQ.:? % sobbing, .-
nPth: Oﬁwwllmur HNOBHMH wfm&

m«oumw._. (tuming n. the koosv For God’s sake, Hester .

Amrmwggsss\oro:E\g‘aiggssr-g
by Aer Aysterical sobs of wrelchedness and Aumisliation. Roserr,
~.§3§& and distraught, srresolutely moves to hes &t the back of

the sofa and then turns to the door and calls.)

Mother! Christina! Come here! Hester . . .

(CHRIETINA appears in the door. Mra. PreLrs follows Aer. Ronxey
returns to the bock of the sofa.)

" Can's you pull yourself together {

(She motions him away ; ke steps bock, and CHRISTINA comes fo As n,
hand.)

Curistina. What's the matter |

Roszrtr. It's Hester. Can’t you stop ber?

Mra. Pexrrs (coming 2.0. a little up etags). Good heavens, Robin |
What's wrong with the child 1

Rosxxr (going to Mas. PRxLrs s CEnisina comes down . qf the

»
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sofa and crosses in front of it to its L. end). Bhe’s . . . upees .

you see, I was just . . . you know .

Mzs. Puxurs. I scel ... Bhe's taking it badly.
) (Hestrr's sobs increase.)

Caniariia (meeting the situation quite collectedly—speaking abruptly
with the sntemtion of checking the hysteria). Hester, stop it}

(DaviD appears at the open doors.)

Opon & window, Dave, .
houses, Mrs. Phelps !

(DaviD without question gocs to the upper window and (Arows st open.
Mrs. PueLps goes up to the desk n.0. for Aer sults)

HesTER. Tell Rob to go awayl Tell Rob to go away!
CArisTINA (sharply). Never mind Rob! .., Get ma some sal
volatile, one of youl Hurry upl

Haven’t you any amelliog-ralts in the

(RoBERT goes out 0.)

(DavID atthe up-stage window leans out and gathers some snow in his
handkerchief.)

Mrs. Purrrs (advancing to 0.). THere are my salta.

(CnrisTINA goes behind the sofa very quickly, mcets Mra. Prxire
and taking the salis from Fer returns to the back of the sofa and
firmly and skilfully raises HESTER to o silting position.)

CHRIBTINA (peremptorily). Hester! (She holds the salts for
Hester to smell.)) Now, atop it1 Stop it, do you hear me !

Hester. I'm trying to stop. If you'd only send these awful
people out! Take me awsy, Christina | (Shke raises Aer arms and
atlempts to graxp CRRISTINA, who i suppurting her on her L) Take
me back to New York! ['ve got to get away from here. I csa’d
face them! 1 can’t! 1 can'tl

CaristTiNa. Now, stop itl ’

Davip (coming forward from the window). Here's some snow in
my handkerchief. Rub it on her wrists and temples

CrrisTINA. Thanks, Dave.

(She comes round the L. end of the sofa and takes the Randkerchief
from Davip, who is in front of the ». end of (he 20fa.  She then site
beside HESTER, who maintains Aer upright position [ puts the mow
on the floor ot her fret and taking some holds 1t to HESTER'S forchead.
HEsTER, by dint of great ¢ffort, gradunlly overcomes Rer sobs,
ROBERT relurns with a tumbler partly filled with sal volntile. Rother
Aeritatingly he takes ¢ round the back of the sofa to CRRISTINA'S L.)

Mrs. Paxrirs (down B.0., speaking as RoBERT enters and orosses,
éi%?b»an.&egtr-. Really, I de




