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PERSONS OF THE PLAY.
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MRs. SEDDON, a landlady.
Snow, a detective,
A POLICE MAGISTRATE.
AN UNKNOWN LADY, from beyond.
Two LITTLE GIRLS, Aomeless.
LIVENS, their father.
A RELIEVING OFFICER.
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THE SILVER BOX

ACT 1L

SCENE L

The curtain rises on the BARTHWICKS' dining-room, largr,
modern, and well furnished; the window curtains
drawn. Electric light is burning. On the large
round dining-table is set out a tray with whisky, a
syphon, and a silver cigarette-box. It is past mid-
night,

A fumbling is heard outside the door. It is opened sud-
denly; JACK BARTHWICK seems to fall info the
room. He stands holding by the door knob, staring
before him, with a bealific smile. He is in evening
dress and opera hat, and carries in his hand a sky-
blue velvet lady’s reticule. His bovish face is freshly
coloured and clean-shaven. An overcoat is hanging
on his arm.

Jack. Hello! I've got home all ri—— (Defiantly.)
Who says I sh'd never’ve opened th’ door without
'sistance. (He staggers in, fumbling with the reticule,
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A lady's handkerchief and purse of crimson silk fall out.)
Serve her jollI' well right—everything droppin’ out. Th’
cat. D've scored her ofi—I've got her bag. (/e swings
the reticule)) Serves her jolI' well right. (e lakes a
cigarette out of the silver box and puls it in his mouth.)
Never gave tha’ fellow anything! (He hunis through all
kis pockets and pulls a shilling out; it drops and rolls
away. He looks for i) Beastly shilling! (He looks
agarn.) Base ingratitude! Absolutely nothing. (/e
laughs.) Mus’ tell him Pve got absolutely nothing.

He lurches through the door and down a corridor,
and presently veturns, followed by JONES, who
is adpanced in liguor. JONES, about thirty years
of age, has hollow cheeks, black civeles round
his eves, and rusty clothes. He looks as though
he might be unemployed, and enters in a hang-
dog manner. '

Jack, Sh! sh! sh! Don’t you make a noise, what-
ever you do. Shu’ the door, an’ have a drink. (Very
solemnly.) You helped me to open the door—I've got
nothin’ for you. This is my house. My father’s name’s
Barthwick; he’s Member of Parliament—Liberal Member
of Parliament: I've told you that before. Have a drink!
(He powrs out whisky and drinks it up.)) I'm not
drunk——  (Swbsiding on a sofa) Tha’s all right.
Wha's your name? My name’s Barthwick, so’s my
father's; Z’m a Liberal too—wha’re you? '

Joxes. (In a thick, sardonic voice) I'm a bloomin’
Conservative. My name’s Jones! My wife works ’ere;
she’s the char; she works ’ere. ‘

JACK.  Jones? (He laughs) There’s 'nother Jones
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‘at college with me. I'm not a Socialist myself; I'm a
Liberal—there’s velill difference, because of the prin-
«ciples of the Lib—Liberal Party, We're all equal be-
fore the law—tha’s rot, tha’s silly. (Laughs) Wha'
‘was | about to say? Give me some whisky.
JONES gives him the whisky he desires, together

with a squirt of syphon.
ha’ 1 was goin’ tell you was—I've had a row with
er. (He waves the reticule) Have a drink, Jones—
sh'd never have got in without you—tha’s why I'm
iving you a drink. Don’ care who knows I've scored
ter off. Th’ cat! (He throws his feet up on the sofa.)
’ you make a noise, whatever you do. You pour
t a drink—you make yourself good long, long drink
you take cigarette—you take anything you like.
h’d never have got in without you. (Closing his eves.)
oure a Tory—you're a Tory Socialist. I'm Liberal
yself—have a drink—I'm an excel’nt chap.

His head drops back. He, smiling, falls asleep,

and JONES stands looking at him: then, snatch-

g up JACK’S glass, he drinks it off. He picks

the reticule from off JACK'S shirt-front, holds it

to the light, and smells at it.

Jones.  Been on the tiles and brought ’ome some
f yer cat's fur.  [He stuffs it into JACK'S breast pocket.
JACK.  (Murmuring.) T've scored you off! You cat!

JONES looks around him furtively; he pours out

whisky and drinks it.  From the silver box he
lakes a cigarelle, puffs at it, and drinks more
whisky.  There is no sobriety left in him.

Jones. Fat lot o things they've got ‘ere! (He sees
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the crimson purse lving on the floor) More cats’ fur.
Puss, puss! (He fingers it, drops it on .ﬁh' tray, and looks .
at Jack.) Calf! Fat calf! (He sees his own presentment
in a mirvor. Lifting his hands, with fingers spread, he
stares at it; then looks again at JACK, clenching his fist
as if lo batter in his slecping, smiling face. Suddenly he
tilts the rest of the whisky into the glass and drinks il.
With cunning glee he takes the silver box and purse and
pockets them.) Tl score you off too, that's wot I'll do!

He gives a little snarling laugh and lurches to the
door.  His shoulder rubs against the switch;
the light goes out. There is a sound as of a
closing ouler door.

The curtain falls.

The curtain rises again at once.

SCENE IL

In the BARTHWICKS’ dining-room. JACK is still asleep ;
the morming light is coming through the curtains.
The time is half-past erght. WHEELER, brisk person,

enters with a dust-pan, and MRs. JONES more slowly
with a scuttle.

WHEELER.  (Drawing the curtains) That precious
husband of yours was round for you after you'd gone
yesterday, Mrs. Jones. Wanted your money for drink,
I suppose. He hangs about the corner here half the
time. I saw him outside the “Goat and Bells” when
I went to the post last night. If I were you I wouldn’t
live with him. I wouldn’t live with a man that raised
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his hand to me. I wouldn’t put up with it. Why don’t
you take the children and leave him? If you put up
with ’im it'll only make him worse. I never can see
why, because a man’s married you, he should knock
you about.

Mgs. JoNEs. (Shim, dark-eved, and dark-haired; oval-
faced, and with a smooth, soft, even voice,; her manner
patient, her way of talking quite impersonal; she wears a
blue linen dress, and boots with holes.) It was nearly two
last night before he come home, and he wasn't himself.
He made me get up, and he knocked me about; he
didn’t seem to know ww/at he was saying or doing. Of
course I would leave him, but I'm really afraid of what
he’d do to me. He’s such a violent man when he’s not
himself.

WHEELER. Why don’t you get him locked up? You'll
never have any peace until you get him locked up. If
I were you I'd go to the police court to-morrow. That’s
what I would do.

Mgs. JoNes. Of course I ought to go, because he
does treat me so badly when he’s not himself. But you
see, Bettina, he has a very hard time—he’s been out of
work two months, and it preys upon his mind. When
he’s in work he behaves himself much better. It's when
he’s out of work that he’s so violent.

WeEeLer. Well, if you won’t take any steps you'll
never get rid of him.

Mgs. Jones. Of course it’s very wearing to me; I
don’t get my sleep at nights. And it's not as if I were
getting help from him, because I have to do for the
children and all of us. And he throws such dreadful

things up at me, talks of my having men to follow me

The Silver Box. 2
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about. Such a thing never happens; no man ever speaks
to me. And of course it’s just the other way. It's what
he does that's wrong and makes me so unhappy. And
then he’s always threatenin’ to cut my throat if I leave
him. It’s all the drink, and things preying on his mind;
he’s not a bad man really. Sometimes he’ll speak quite
kind to me, but I’'ve stood so much from him, I don’t
feel it in me to speak kind back, but just keep myself
to myself. And he’s all right with the children too, ex-
cept when he’s not himself,

WaEeeLER. You mean when he’s drunk, the beauty.

Mgs. Jones. Yes. (Without change of woice.) There’s
the young gentleman asleep on the sofa.

They both look silently at Jack.

Mrs. Jongs. (Atf last, in her soft woice.) He doesn’t
look quite himself.

WaeeLer. He’s a young limb, that’s what he is.
It's my belief he was tipsy last night, like your husband.
It's another kind of bein’ out of work that sets Zim to
drink. Tl go and tell Marlow. This is his job. :

She goes.
Mrs. Jones, upon her knees, begins a gentle sweeping.

Jack. (Waking)) Who's there? What is it?

Mrs. Jongs. It’'s me, sir, Mrs. Jones.

JACK. (Sitting up and looking round)) Where is it—
what—what time is it?

Mgs. Jongs. It's getting on for nine o’clock, sir.

Jack. For nine! Why—what! (Rising, and loosen-
ing his tongue; putting hand to his head, and staring
hard at Mrs. fones) Look here, you, Mrs.—Mrs. Jones
—don’t you say you caught me asleep here.

Mgs. Jones. No, sir, of course I won’t, sir.
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Jack. It's quite an accident; I don't know how it
happened. I must have forgotten to go to bed. It's a
queer thing. I've got a most beastly headache. Mind
you don’t say anything, Mrs. Jones.

Goes out and passes MARLOW in the doorway. MAR-
LOW 75 young and quiet; he is cleanshaven, and
his hair is brushed high from his forehead in a
coxcomb. Incidentally a butler, he is first a man.
He looks at MRS. JONES, and smiles a private
smile.

Marrow. Not the first time, and won’t be the last.
Looked a bit dicky, eh, Mrs. Jones?

Mrs, Jones. He didn’t look quite himself. Of course
I didn’t take notice.

Marpow. You're used to them. How’s your old
man ?

Mrs. Jongs. (Softly as throughout) Well, he was
very bad last night; he didn’t seem to know what he
was about. He was very late, and he was most abusive.
But now, of course, he's asleep.

Marcow. That’s his way of finding a job, eh?

Mrs. JoNes. As a rule, Mr. Marlow, he goes out
early every morning looking for work, and sometimes he
comes in fit to drop—and of course I can’t say he
doesn’t try to get it, because he does. Trade’s very
bad., (Ske stands quite still, her pan and brush before
her, at the beginning and the end of long wvistas of ex-
perience, traversing them with her impersonal cye) But
he’s not a good husband to me—last night he hit me,
and he was so dreadfully abusive.

Makrcow. Bank ’‘oliday, eh! He's too fond of the
“Goat and Bells,” that’s what's the matter with him,

z‘
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I see him at the corner late every night. He hangs
about.

Mgs. Jones. He gets to feeling very low walking
about all day after work, and being refused so often,
and then when he gets a drop in him it goes to his
head. But he shouldn’t treat his wife as he treats me.
Sometimes I've had to go and walk about at night,
when he wouldn’t let me stay in the room; but he's
sorry for it afterwards. And he hangs about after me,
he waits for me in the street; and I don’t think he
ought to, because I've always been a good wife to him.
And I tell him Mrs, Barthwick wouldn’t like him coming
about the place. But that only makes him angry, and
he says dreadful things about the gentry. Of course it
was through me that he first lost his place, through his
not treating me right; and that's made him Dbitter
against the gentry. He had a very good place as groom
in the country; but it made such a stir, because of
course he didn't treat me right,

Marcow. Got the sack?

Mgs. Jones. Yes; s employer said he couldn’t
keep him, because there was a great deal of talk; and
he said it was such a bad example. But it’s very
important for me to keep my work here; I have the
three children, and I don’t want him to come about
after me in the streets, and make a disturbance as he
sometimes does.

MARLOW. (Holding up the empty decanter) Not a
drain! Next time he hits you get a witness and go
down to the court——

Mgs, Jones. Yes, I think I've made up my mind.
1 think 1 ought to.
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' Marrow. That’s right. Where’s the ciga——?

He searches for the silver box; he looks at Mgs.
JONES, who is sweeping on her hands and knees ;
he checks himself and stands reflecting. From
the tray he picks two half-smoked cigareltes, and
reads the name of them.

Nestor—where the deuce——?

With a meditative air he looks again at Mrs. Joxgs,
and, taking up JACK'S overcoat, he searches in
the pockels. WHEELER, with a tray of breakfast
things, comes in.

MarLOW. (Aside 70 WaEELER.) Have you seen the
cigarette-box ?

WHEELER. No.

Marcow. Well, it’s gone. I put it on the tray last
night. And he’s been smoking. (Showing her the ends
of cigarette.) 1It's not in these pockets. He can’t have
taken it upstairs this morning! Have a good look in
his room when he comes down. Who’s been in here?

WHEELER. Only me and Mrs. Jones.

Mgs. Jones. I've finished here; shall I do the draw-
ing-room now?

WHEELER. (Looking at her doubtfully.) Have you
seen——  Better do the boudwower first.

MRs. JoNES goes out with pan and brush. MARLOW
and WHEELER look each other in the face.

Marvow. It'll turn up.

WHEELER.  (Hesitating.) You don’t think ske
(Nodding at the door.)

Marrow. (Stoutly.) 1 don’t—I never believes any-
thing of anybody.

WHEELER. But the master’ll have to be told.
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MarLow. You wait a bit, and see if it don’t turn
up. Suspicion’s no business of ours. I set my mind
against it.

The curtain falls.

The curtain rises again at once.

SCENE IIIL

BARTHWICK and MRS. BARTHWICK are seated at the break-
fast table. He is a man between fifty and sixty;
quietly important, with a bald forehead, and pince-
nez, and the ““ Times” in his hand. She is a lady
of nearly fifty, well dressed, with grevish hatr, good
Sfeatures, and a decided manner. They face each
other.

Bartawick. (From behind his paper.) The Labour
man has got in at the by-election for Barnside, my
dear.

Mrs. BARTHWICK. Another Labour? I can’t think
what on earth the country is about.

BartEwick. I predicted it. It's not a matter of
vast importance.

Mrs. Bartawick. Not? How can you take it so
calmly, John? To me it's simply outrageous. And
there you sit, you Liberals, and pretend to encourage
these people!

BarTaWICK. (Frowning.) The representation of all
parties is necessary for any proper reform, for any
proper social policy.

Mgs. BarTHWICK. I've no patience with your talk of
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reform—all that nonsense about social policy. We
know perfectly well what it is they want; they want
things for themselves. Those Socialists and Labour
men are an apsolutely selfish set of people. They have
no sense of patriotism, like the upper classes, ey simply
want what we've got.

BAarTHWICK. Want what we've got! (He stares into
space.) My dear, what are you talking about? (With
a contortion.) I'm no alarmist,

Mrs. BartHWicK. Cream? Quite uneducated men!
Wait until they begin to tax our investments. I'm con-
vinced that when they once get a chance they will tax
everything—they’ve no feeling for the country- You
Liberals and Conservatives, you're all alike; you don’t
see an inch before your noses. You've no imagination,
not a scrap of imagination between you. You ought to
join hands and nip it in the bud.

Bartawick. Youwre talking nonsense! How is it
possible for Liberals and Conservatives to join hands,
as you call it? That shows how absurd it is for
women—— Why, the very essence of a Liberal is to
trust in the people!

MRrs. Bartawick. Now, John, eat your breakfast.
As if there were any real difference between you and the
Conservatives. All the upper classes have the same
interests to protect, and the same principles. (Calmly.)
Oh! you're sitting upon a volcano, John.

BarTwick. What!

Mgs. Bartawick. I read a letter in the paper yes-
terday. I forget the man’s name, but it made the
whole thing perfectly clear. You don’t look things in
the face.
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Bartewick. Indeed! (Heawvily) 1 am a Liberal!
Drop the subject, please!

Mgs. BartHwick. Toast? I quite agree with what
this man says: Education is simply ruining the lower
classes. It unsettles them, and that’s the worst thing
for us all. I see an enormous difference in the manner
of servants.

BarTHWICK. (With suspicious emphasis.) 1 welcome
any change that will lead to something better. (/e
opens a letter) H'm! This is that affair of Master
Jack’s again. “High Street, Oxford. Sir, We have
received Mr. John Barthwick, Senior’s, draft for forty
pounds.” Oh! the letter’s to him! “We now enclose
the cheque you cashed with us, which, as we stated in
our previous letter, was not met on presentation at your
bank. We are, Sir, yours obediently, Moss and Sons,
Tailors.” Hm! (Staring at the cheque) A pretty
business altogether! The boy might have been pro-
secuted.

Mgs. BartHwick. Come, John, you know Jack didn’t
mean anything; he only thought he was overdrawing.
I still think his bank ought to have cashed that cheque.
They must know your position.

BARTHWICK. (Replacing in the envelope the letter and
the cheque.) Much good that would have done him in
a court of law. (He stops as JACK comes in, fastening
his waistcoat and staunching a razor cut wupon his
chin.)

Jack. (Sitting down between them, and speaking
with an artificial joviality.) Sorry I'm late. (He looks
lugubriously at the dishes.) Tea, please, mother. Any
letters for me? (BARTHWICK fands the letter to him.)




THE SILVER BOX. 25

But look here, I say, this has been opened! 1 do wish
you wouldn’t——

BARTHWICK. (Zouching the envelope.) 1 suppose I'm
entitled to this name.

Jack. (Sulkily) Well, I can’t help having your
name, father! (He reads the letter, and mutters.) Brutes.

BARTHWICK. (Eyeing him.) You don’t deserve to be
so well out of that.

Jack. Haven’t you ragged me enough, dad?

Mgs. BarTHWICK. Yes, John, let Jack have his
breakfast.

BartHWICK. If you hadn’t had me to come to,
where would you have been? It’s the merest accident
—suppose you had been the son of a poor man or a
clerk. Obtaining money with a cheque you knew your
bank could not meet. It might have ruined you for
life. I can’t see what’'s to become of you if these are
your principles. I never did anything of the sort
myself,

Jack. I expect you always had lots of money. If
you've got plenty of money, of course——

BARTHWICK. On the contrary, I had not your ad-
vantages. My father kept me very short of money.

Jack. How much had you, dad?

BARTHWICK. It's not material. The question is, do
you feel the gravity of what you did?

Jack. I don't know about the gravity. Of course,
I'm very sorry if you think it was wrong. Haven't 1
said so! I should never have done it at all if I hadn’t
been so jolly hard up.

Bartawick. How much of that forty pounds have
you got left, Jack?
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Jack. (Hesitating.) 1 don’t know—not much.

BartHwick. How much?

JACK. (Desperately.) 1 haven't got any.

BarTHWICK. What?

Jack. I know I've got the most beastly headache.

He leans his head on his hand.

Mrs. BarTHWicK. Headache? My dear boy! Can’t
you eat any breakfast?

Jack. (Drawing in his breath.) Too jolly bad!

Mgs. BARTHWICK. I'm so sorry. Come with me, dear;
I'll give you something that will take it away at once.

They leave the room; and BARTHWICK, tearing up
the letter, goes to the fireplace and puts the
pieces in the fire. While he is doing this MARLOW
comes in, and, looking round him, is about
quietly to withdraw.

BarTHWIcK. What's that? What d’you want?

Marrow. I was looking for Mr. John, sir.

Bartawick. What d’you want Mr. John for?

Marvow. (With hesitation.) 1 thought I should find
him here, sir.

BarTHWICK.  (Suspiciously.) Yes, but what do you
want him for?

MarLoW. (Off-handedly.) There’s a lady called—
asked to speak to him for a minute, sir.

BartHwick. A lady, at this time in the morning.
What sort of a lady?

MarLOW.  (Without expression in his voice.) 1 can’t
tell, sir; no particular sort. She might be after charity.
She might be a Sister of Mercy, 1 should think, sir.

Bartawick. Is she dressed like one?

Marrow. No, sir, she’s in plain clothes, sir.
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BartHwick. Didn’t she say what she wanted?
Marrow. No, sir.
BartHwicK. Where did you leave her?
Marrow. In the hall, sir.
BartHwick. In the hall? How do you know she’s
not a thief—not got designs on the house?
MarLow. No, sir, I don’t fancy so, sir.
BartHwick. Well, show her in here; I'll see her
myself.
MARLOW goes out with a private gesture of dismay.
He soon returns, ushering in a young pale lady
with dark eyes and pretly figure, in a modish,
black, but rather shabby dress, a black and white
trimmed hat with a bunch of Parma wviolets
wrongly placed, and fuszy-spotted veil. At the
sight of MR. BARTHWICK she exhibils every sign
of nervousness. MARLOW goes oul.
UsknowN Lapy. Oh! but—I beg pardon—there’s
some mistake—I—— (She turns to fly.)
Bartawick. Whom did you want to see, madam?
UNKNOWN. (Stopping and looking back.) It was Mr.
John Barthwick I wanted to see.
Bartewick. I am John Barthwick, madam. What
can 1 have the pleasure of doing for you?
Unknown. Oh! I—I don’t——
She drops hes eyes. BARTHWICK scrutinises her,
and purses his lips.
BarTHWICK. It was my son, perhaps, you wished
to see?
UNKNOWN.  (Quickly.) Yes, of course, it’s your son.
BarTHWICK. May I ask whom I have the pleasure

of speaking to?
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UNKNOWN.  (dppeal and hardiness upon her face.)
My name is—oh! it doesn’t matter—I don’t want to
make any fuss. I just want to see your son for a minute.
(Boldly.) In fact, I must see him.

BartewICK. (Controlling his uneasiness.) My son is
not very well. If necessary, no doubt I could attend to
the matter; be so kind as to let me know— —

Unkyown, Oh! but I must see him—I've come on

purpose——(Ske bursts out! nervously.) 1 don’t want to
make any fuss, but the fact is, last—last night your son
took away—he took away my—— [Ste stops.

BARTHWICK. (Sewerely.) Yes, madam, what?
Unknown. He took away my—my reticule,
BartHwick. Your reti——?2

Unknown. I don’t care about the redicule; it’s not
that 1 want—I'm sure I don’t want to make any fuss—
(her face is quivering)—but—but—all my money was
in it!

Bartawick. In what—in what?

UnknowN. In my purse, in the reticule. It was a
crimson silk purse. Really, I wouldn’t have come—I
don’t want to make any fuss. But I must get my money
back—mustn’t 1?

Bartawick. Do you tell me that my son——?
Unknown. Oh! well you see, he wasn’t quite—I
mean he was—— [She smiles mesmerically.

BarTtawick. I beg your pardon.

UNkNOWN.  (Stamping her foot) Oh! don’t you see
—tipsy! We had a quarrel.

Bartawick. (Scandalised) How? Where?

UNkNOWN.  (Defiantly.) At my place. We'd had
supper at the—-—and your son——
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BARTHWICK. (Pressing the bell) May I ask how you
knew this house? Did he give you his name and ad-
dress?

UNKNOWN. (Glancing sidelong.) 1 got it out of his
overcoat.

BARTHWICK. (Sardonically.) Oh! you got it out of
his overcoat. And may I ask if my son will know you
by daylight?

UnknowN. Know me? I should jolly—I mean, of
course he will! [MARLOW comes in.

BartHwIcK. Ask Mr. John to come down.

MARLOW goes out, and BARTHWICK walks uneasily
about,

And how long have you enjoyed his acquaintance-
ship?

UnkNOWN. Only since—only since Good Friday.

BartHwWICK. I am at a loss—I repeat 1 am at a
loss——

He glances at this unknown lady, who stands with
eyes cast down, twisting her hands. And sud-
denly Jack appears. He stops on seeing who is
here, and the unknown lady hysterically giggles.
There s a stlence.

BARTHWICK. (Portentously.) This young—er—Ilady
says that last night—I think you said last night, madam
—you took away ——

UNKNOWN.  (Zmpulsively.) My reticule, and all my
money was in a crimson silk purse.

Jack. Reticule. (Looking round for any chance to
get away.) 1 don't know anything about it.

BARTHWICK. (Sharply.) Come, do you deny seeing
this young lady last night?
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Jack. Deny. No, of course. (Whispering) Why
did you give me away like this? What on earth did
you come here for?

UNKNOWN.  (Zzarfully.) I'm sure I didn’t want to—
it’s not likely, is it? You snatched it out of my hand—
you know you did—and the purse had all my money
in it. I didn’t follow you last night because I didn’t
want to make a fuss and it was so late, and you were
SO——

Bartawick. Come, sir, don’t turn your back on me
—explain! :

Jack.  (Desperately) 1 don’t remember anything
about it. (/n a low woice to his friend) Why on earth
couldn’t you have written?

UNKNOWN.  (Sullenly.) 1 want it now; I must have
it—TI've got to pay my rent to-day. (She looks at BARTH-
wick.) They're only too glad to jump on people who
are not—not well off.

Jack. I don’t remember anything about it, really
I don’t remember anything about last night at all. (He
puts his hand up to his head) 1It's all—cloudy, and I've
got such a beastly headache.

UNkNOowN.  But you 004 it; you know you did. You
said you'd score me off,

Jack. Well, then, it must be here. I remember
now—I remember something. Why did I take the
beastly thing?

BARTHWICK. Ves, why did you take the beastly ——

He turns abruptly to the window.

UNKNOWN. (With her mesmeric smile.) You weren’t

quite——were you?
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Jack.  (Smiling pallidly) Tm awfully sorry. If
there’s anything I can do——

BartawicH. Do? You can restore this property, I
suppose.

Jack. Tll go and have a look, but I really don’t
think I've got it.

He goes out hurriedly. And BARTHWICK, placing
a chair, motions lo the wvisitor lo sil; then,
with pursed lips, he stands and eves her
fixedly. She sits, and steals a look at him;
then turns away, and, drawing wup her veil,
stealthily wipes her eves. And JACK comes
back.

Jack. (Ruefully holding out the empty reticule) Is
that the thing? TI've looked all over—I can’t find the
purse anywhere. Are you sure it was there?

UNKNOWN. (Zearfullv.) Sure? Of course I'm sure.
A crimson silk purse. It was all the money I had.

Jack. I really am awfully sorry—my head’s so jolly
bad. T've asked the butler, but he hasn't seen it.

UnkNOWN. I must have my money——

Jack. Oh! Of course—that'll be all right; Tl see
that that’s all right. How much?

UNKNOWN.  (Swllenly.) Seven pounds—twelve—it’s
all I've got in the world.

Jack. That'll be all right; I'll—send you a—
cheque.

UnkNowN. (Eagerly) No; now, please. Give me
what was in my purse; I've got to pay my rent this
morning. They won't give me another day; I'm a fort-
night behind already.
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Jack. (Blankly.) T'm awfully sorry; I really haven’t
a penny in my pocket.

He glances stealthily at BARTHWICK.

UnkNOWN, (Zuwitedly.) Come, 1 say you must—it’s
my money, and you took it. I'm not going away with-
out it. They’ll turn me out of my place.

Jack. (Clasping his head.) But I can’t give you
what I haven’t got. Don’t I tell you I haven’t a beastly
penny?

UNKNOWN. (7ecaring at her handkerchief) Oh! do
give it me! (She puts her hands together in appeal,
then, with sudden fierceness.) 1f you don’t I'll summons
you. It's stealing, that's what it is!

BartewWICK. (Uneasily.) One moment, please. As
a matter of—er—principle, I shall settle this claim.
(He produces money.) Here is eight pounds; the extra
will cover the value of the purse and your cab fares.
I need make no comment—no thanks are necessary.

Touching the bell, he holds the door ajar in
silence.  The Unknown lady stores the money
in her relicule, she looks from JACK fo BARTH-
WICK, and her face is quivering faintly with
a smile. She hides it with her hand, and
steals away. Behind her BARTHWICK shuls the
door.

Bartawick. (With solemnity.) Hm! This is a nice
thing to happen!

Jack. (Zmpersonally.) What awful luck!

BarTHWICK. So this is the way that forty pounds
has gone! One thing after another! Once more I
should like to know where you'd have been if it hadn’t
been for me!  You don't seem to have any principles,
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You—you're one of those who are a nuisance to society;
you—jyou're dangerous! What your mother would say
I don’t know. Your conduct, as far as I can see, is
absolutely unjustifiable. It's—it’s criminal. Why, a
poor man who behaved as you've done ... d’you think
he’d have any mercy shown him? What you want is a
good lesson. You and your sort are—(ke speaks with
feeling)—a nuisance to the community. Don’t ask me
to help you next time. You're not fit to be helped.

JACK. (Zurning upon his sire, with unexpected fierce-
ness.) All right, I won’t then, and see how you like it.
You wouldn’t have helped me this time, I know, if you
hadn’t been scared the thing would get into the papers.
Where are the cigarettes?

BARTHWICK. (Regarding him uneasily.) Well—Tll say
no more about it. (He rings the bell) TIl pass it over
for this once, but—— [MARLOW comes in.
You can clear away.

He hides his face behind the < Times.”

JACK. (Brightening) 1 say, Marlow, where are the
cigarettes?

MagrLow. I put the box out with the whisky last
night, sir, but this morning I can’t find it anywhere.

Jack. Did you look in my room?

MarLow. Yes, sir; I've looked all over the house.
I found two Nestor ends in the tray this morning, so
you must have been smokin’ last night, sir. (Hesitating.)
P'm really afraid someone’s purloined the box.

Jack. (Uneasily.) Stolen it!

BartHWICK. What’s that? The cigarette-box! Is
anything else missing?

Marrow. No, sir; Pve been through the plate.

The Silver Box. 3
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BartHwick. Was the house all right this morning?
None of the windows open?

Marrow. No, sir. (Quietly to Jack.) You left your
latchkey in the door last night, sir.

e hands it back, unseen by BARTHWICK,

Jack. Tst!

BarTHWICK. Who's been in the room this morning?

MarLow. Me and Wheeler, and Mrs. Jones is all,
sir, as far as I know.

Bartawick. Have you asked Mrs. Barthwick? (70
Jack.)) Go and ask your mother if she’s had it; ask her
to look and see if she’s missed anything else.

[Jack goes upon this mission.
Nothing is more disquieting than losing things like this.

MarrLow. No, sir.

Bartawick. Have you any suspicions?

MarrLow. No, sir.

Bartawick. This Mrs. Jones—how long has she
been working here?

MarLow. Only this last month, sir,

BartHWick. What sort of person?

Marcow. I don’t know much about her, sir; seems
a very quiet, respectable woman.

BarTwick. Who did the room this morning?

Marrow. Wheeler and Mrs. Jones, sir.

Bartawick. (With his forefinger upraised.) Now,
was this Mrs. Jones in the room alone at any time?

Marvow. (Expressionless.) Yes, sir.

Bartawick. How do you know that?

Marvow. (Reluctantly.) 1 found her here, sir.

Bartawick, And has Wheeler been in the room
alone?
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Marrow. No, sir, she’s not, sir. I should say, sir,
that Mrs. Jones seems a very honest——

BARTHWICK. (Holding up his hand.) T want to know
this: Has this Mrs. Jones been here the whole morning?

MarLow. Yes, sir—no, sir—she stepped over to the
greengrocer’s for cook.

BartHwick. H’'m! Is she in the house now?

MarLow. Yes, sir.

BarTawIicK. Very good. I shall make a point of
clearing this up. On principle I shall make a point of
fixing the responsibility; it goes to the foundations of
security. In all your interests——

Marrow. Yes, sir.

BarTHWICK. What sort of circumstances is this Mrs.
Jones in? Is her husband in work?

MarrLow. I believe not, sir.

BarTHWICK. Very well. Say nothing about it to
anyone. Tell Wheeler not to speak of it, and ask Mrs.
Jones to step up here.

Marrow. Very good, sir.

MARLOW goes out, his face concerned; and BARTH-
WICK stays, his face jﬂdr'a'a! and a little pleased,
as befits a man conducting an enquiry. MRS.
BARTHWICK and her son come tn.

BartHwicK. Well, my dear, ybu've not seen it; 1
suppose?

Mgs. Bartawick. No. But what an extraordinary
thing, John! Marlow, of course, is out of the question.
Pm certain none of the maids——As for cook!

Bartawick. Oh, cook!

Mgrs. Bartewick. Of course! It's perfectly detest-

able to me to suspect anybody.
3'
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Bartawick. It is not a question of one’s feelings.
IU's a question of justice. On principle——

Mgs. BartHwick. I shouldn’t be a bit surprised if
the charwoman knew something about it. It was Laura
who recommended her,

BARTHWICK. (/udicially.) 1 am going to have Mrs.
Jones up. Leave it to me; and—er—remember that
nobody is guilty until they’re proved so. I shall be
careful. I have no intention of frightening her; I shall
give her every chance. I hear she’s in poor circum-
stances. If we are not able to do much for them we
are bound to have the greatest sympathy with the poor.

[MRs. JONES comes in.
(Pleasantly.) Oh! good morning, Mrs. Jones.

Mrs. Jones. (Soft, and even, unemphatic.) Good
morning, sir! Good morning, ma’am!

BartHwick. About your husband—he’s not in work,
I hear?

Mgs. Jones. No, sir; of course he’s not in work just
now.

BartHwick. Then I suppose he’s earning no-
thing.

Mgs. Jones. No, sir, he’s not earning anything just
now, sir. _

BarTHWICK. And how many children have you?

Mgs. Jones. Three children; but of course they don’t
eat very much, sir. [A little silence.

Bartawick. And how old is the eldest?

Mgs. JoNes. Nine years old, sir.

Bartawick. Do they go to school?

Mgs. Jones. Yes, sir, they all three go to school
every day.
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BARTHWICK. (Severely.) And what about their food
when you’re out at work.

Mgs. Jones. Well, sir, I have to give them their
dinner to take with them. Of course I'm not always
able to give them anything; sometimes 1 have to send
them without; but my husband is very good about the
children when he’s in work. But when he’s not in work
of course he’s a very difficult man.

BartHWIcK. He drinks, I suppose?

Mrs. Jones. Yes, sir. Of course I can’t say he
doesn’t drink, because he does.

BarTHwWICK. And I suppose he takes all your money?

Mrs. Jones. No, sir, he’s very good about my
money, except when he’s not himself, and then, of
course, he treats me very badly.

BarTHWICK. Now what is he—your husband?

Mgs. Jones. By profession, sir, of course he’s a
groom.

Bartwick. A groom! How came he to lose his
place?

Mgs. Jones. He lost his place a long time ago, sir,
and he’s never had a very long job since; and now, of
course, the motor-cars are against him.

BarTHWICK. When were you married to him, Mrs.
Jones?

Mrs. Jones. Eight years ago, sir—that was in——

Mgs. Bartrwick. (Skarplv.) Eight? You said the
eldest child was nine.

Mgs. Jones. Yes, ma'am; of course that was why
he lost his place. He didn’t treat me rightly, and of
course his employer said he couldn’t keep him because
of the example.
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BartHwick. You mean he—ahem——

Mrs. Jones. VYes, sir; and of course after he lost
his place he married me,

Mgs. BartHwICK. You actually mean to say you—
you were——

BartHwick. My dear——

Mgs. BARTHWICK. (/ndignantly.) How disgraceful!

BARTHWICK. (Hurriedly.) And where are you living
now, Mrs. Jones?

Mrs. Jones. We've not got a home, sir. Of course
we’ve been obliged to put away most of our things.

BarTtHWICK. Put your things away! You mean to
—to—er—to pawn them?

Mgs. Jones. Yes, sir, to put them away. We're
living in Merthyr Street—that is close by here, sir—at
No. 34. We just have the one room.

BArTHWICK. And what do you pay a week?

Mgs. Jones. We pay six shillings a week, sir, for a
furnished room.

BartHwick. And I suppose you're behind in the
rent?

Mgs. Jones, Yes, sir, we're a little behind in the
rent.

BAarTHWICK. But yox’re in good work, aren’t you?

Mrs. Jones. Well, sir, I have a day in Stamford
Place Thursdays. And Mondays and Wednesdays and
Fridays I come here. But to-day, of course, is a half-
day, because of yesterday’s Bank Holiday.

Bartawick. I see; four days a week, and you get
half a crown a day, is that it?

Mgs. Jones. Ves, sir, and my dinner; but sometimes
it’s only half a day, and that’s eighteenpence.
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BartHwick. And when your husband earns any-
thing he spends it in drink, I suppose?

Mgs. Jones. Sometimes he does, sir, and sometimes
he gives it to me for the children. Of course he would
work if he could get it, sir, but it seems there are a
great many people out of work.

Bartawick. Ah! Yes. We—er—won’t go into
that. (Sympathetically.) And how about your work
here? Do you find it hard?

Mgs. Jones. Oh! no, sir, not very hard, sir; except
of course, when I don’t get my sleep at night.

Bartawick. Ah! And you help do all the rooms?
And sometimes, I suppose, you go out for cook?

Mgs. Jones. Yes, sir.

BarTHWICK. And you've been out this morning?

Mgs. Jones. Yes, sir, of course I had to go to the
greengrocer’s.

BartHwicK. Exactly. So your husband earns no-
thing? And he’s a bad character.

Mrs. Jones. No, sir, I don't say that, sir. I think
there’s a great deal of good in him; though he does
treat me very bad sometimes. And of course I don’t
like to leave him, but 1 think I ought to, because really
I hardly know how to stay with him. He often raises
his hand to me. Not long ago he gave me a blow
here (touches her breast) and 1 can feel it now. So I
think I ought to leave him, don’t you, sir.

Bartuwick. Ah! I can’t help you there. It's a
very serious thing to leave your husband. Very serious
thing.

Mrs. Jones. Yes, sir, of course I'm afraid of what
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he might do to me if I were to leave him; he can be
so very violent.

Bartawick. H'm! Well, that I can’t pretend to
say anything about. It's the bad principle I'm speak-
ing of—

Mrs. Jones. Yes, sir; I know nobody can help me.
I know I must decide for myself, and of course I know
that he has a very hard life. And he’s fond of the
children, and it's very hard for him to see them going
without food.

Bartawick. (Hastily.) Well—er—thank you, I just
wanted to hear about you. I don’t think I need detain
you any longer, Mrs.— Jones.

Mgs. Jones. No, sir, thank you, sir.

Bartawick. Good morning, then.

Mgs. Jones. Good morning, sir; good morning,
ma’am.

BArRTHWICK. (Zxchanging glances with his wife.) By
the way, Mrs, Jones—I think it is only fair to tell you,
a silver cigarette box—er—is missing.

Mgs. JONES. (Looking from one face to the other.)
I am very sorry, sir.

Bartawick. Yes; you have not seen it, I suppose?

Mrs. JoNEs. (Realising that suspicion is wupon her;
with an uneasy movement) Where was it, sir; if you
please, sir?

BARTHWICK.  (Zvasively.) Where did Marlow say?
Er—in this room, yes, in #izs room.

Mgs. Jones. No, sir, I haven’t seen it—of course if
I'd seen it T should have noticed it.

BARTHWICK. (Giving her a rapid glance) You—
you are sure of that? :
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Mrs. Jongs. (Zmpassively.) Yes, sit. (With a slow
nodding of her head.) 1 have not seen it, and of course
I don’t know where it is,

She turns and goes quietly oul.

Bartawick. Hm!

The three BARTHWICKS awvoid each other’s glances.

The curtain falls.
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SCENE I

The JONES' lodgings, Merthyr Street, at half-past two
o’clock.

The bare room, with tattered oilcloth and damp, dis-
tempered walls, has an air of tidv wretchedness.
On the bed lies JONES, half-dressed; his coat is
thrown across his feet, and muddy boots are lying
on the floor close by. He is aslecp. The door is
opened and MRS. JONES comes in, dressed in a
pinched black jacket and old black sailor hat; she
carries a parcel wrapped up in ““ The Times.” She
puts her parcel down, unwraps an apron, half a
loaf, two onions, three polatoes, and a tiny piece of
bacon.  Taking a fteapot from the cupboard, she k-
rinses il, shakes into it some powdered tea out of a
screw of paper, puls it on the hearth, and sitting in
a wooden chair quietly begins to cry.

Jones, (Stirring and yawning) That you? What's
the time?

Mgs. JONES. (Drying her eyes, and in her usual voice.)
Half-past two.

Jones. What you back so soon for?

s
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Mgrs. Jones. I only had the half-day to-day, Jem.

Jongs. (On his back, and in a drowsy voice.) Got
anything for dinner?

MRrs. Jones. Mrs. Barthwick's cook gave me a
little bit of bacon. I'm going to make a stew. (She
prepares for cooking) There’s fourteen shillings owing
for rent, James, and of course I've only got two and
fourpence. They’ll be coming for it to-day.

Jongs. (Zurning towards her on his elbow.) Let
‘em come and find my surprise packet. I've had enough
o' this tryin’ for work. Why should I go round and
round after a job like a bloomin’ squirrel in a cage.
“Give us a job, sir”—¢*Take a man on”—“Got a wife
and three children.” Sick of it I am! I'd sooner lie
here and rot. “Jones, you come and join the demon-
stration; come and ’old a flag, and listen to the ruddy
orators, and go ’ome as empty as you came” There’s
some that seems to like #ia/—the sheep! When I go
seekin’ for a job now, and see the brutes lookin’ me up
an’ down, it’s like a thousand serpents in me. I'm not
arskin’ for any treat. A man wants to sweat hisself
silly and not allowed—that’s a rum start, ain’t it? A
man wants to sweat his soul out to keep the breath in
him and ain’t allowed—that’s justice—that's freedom
and all the rest of it. (He turns his face towards the
wall) You're so milky mild; you don’t know what goes
on inside o me. I'm done with the silly game. If they
want me, let ’em come for me!

Mgs. JONES stops cooking ‘and stands unmoving at

the table.
I've tried and done with it, I tell you. I've never been
afraid of what's before me. You mark my words—if
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you think they’ve broke my spirit, you're mistook. DIl
lie and rot sooner than arsk ’em again. What makes
you stand like that—you long-sufferin’, Gawd-forsaken
image—that’s why I can’t keep my hands off you. So
now you know. Work! You can work, but you haven’t
the spirit of a louse!

Mgrs. Jones. (Quietly.) You talk more wild some-
times when you're yourself, James, than when you’re
not. If you don’t get work, how are we to go on? They
won't let us stay here; they're looking to their money
to-day, I know.

Jones. T see this Barthwick o’ yours every day goin’
down to Pawlyment snug and comfortable to talk his
silly soul out; an’ I see that young calf, his son, swellin’
it about, and goin’ on the razzle-dazzle. Wot ’ave they
done that makes ’em any better than wot I am? They
never did a day’s work in their lives. I see ’em day
after day——

Mrs. Jones. And I wish you wouldn’t come after
me like that, and hang about the house. You don’t seem
able to keep away at all, and whatever you do it for I
can’t think, because of course they notice it.

Jones. T suppose I may go where I like. Where
may 1 go? The other day I went to a place in the
Edgware Road. “Gov'nor,” I says to the boss, “take
me on,” I says. “I ’aven’t done a stroke o’ work not
these two months; it takes the heart out of a man,” T
says; “I'm one to work; ’'m not afraid of anything you
can give me!” “My good man,” ’e says, “I've had
thirty of you here this morning. I took the first two,”
he says, “and that’s all I want” “Thank you, then rot
the world!” I says. “Blasphemin’,” he says, “is not

1
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the way to get a job. Out you go, my lad!” (He laughs
sardonically.) Don’t you raise your voice because you're
starvin’; don’t yer even think of it; take it lyin’ down!
Take it like a sensible man, carn’t you? And a little
way down the street a lady says to me: (Pinching his
voice) “D’you want to earn a few pence, my man?”
and gives me her dog to ’old outside a shop—fat as a
butler ’e was—tons o’ meat had gone to the makin’ of
Aim. It did ’er good, it did, made ’er feel ’erself that
charitable, but 1 see ’er lookin’ at the copper standin’
alongside o’ me, for fear I should make off with ’er
bloomin’ fat dog. (/e sits on the edge of the bed and
puts a boot on. Then looking up.) What's in that head
o yours? (Almost pathetically.) Carn’t you speak for
once?

There is a knock, and MRS, SEDDON, the landlady,
appears, an anxious, harassed, shabby woman
in working clothes.

Mgs. Seppon. I thought I ’eard you come in, Mrs.
Jones. I've spoke to my ’usband, but he says he really
can’t afford to wait another day.

Jongs. (With scowling jocularity.) Never you mind
what your ’usband says, you go your own way like a
proper independent woman. Here, Jenny, chuck her
that.

Producing a sovereign from his trousers pocket, he
throws it to his wife, who catches it in her
apron with a gasp. JONES resumes the lacing
of his boots.

Mrs. Jones. (Rubbing the sovereign stealthily.) TI'm
very sorry we're so late with it, and of course it’s
fourteen shillings, so if you've got six that will be right,
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MRs. SEDDON fakes the sovereign and fumbles for
the change.

Jongs. (With his eves fixed on his boots.) Bit of a
surprise for yer, ain’t it?

Mgs. SeppoN. Thank you, and I'm sure I'm very
much obliged. (Ske does indeed appear surprised) Tl
bring you the change.

Jongs. (Mockingly.) Don’t mention it.

Mgs. SEppoN. Thank you, and I'm sure I'm very

much obliged. [She slides away.
MRs. JONES gazes at JONES, who is still lacing up
his boots.

Jones. T've had a bit of luck. (Pulling out the
crimson purse and some loose coins.) Picked up a purse
—seven pound and more.

Mgs. Jones. Oh, James!

Jonges. Oh, James! What about Oh, James! I
picked it up I tell you. This is lost property, this is!

Mrs. Jones. But isn’t there a name in it, or some-
thing?

Joxes, Name? No, there ain’t no name. This
don’t belong to such as ’ave visitin’ cards. This be-
long to a perfec’ lidy. Tike an’ smell it. (He pitches
her the purse, which she puts gently to her nose)) Now,
you tell me what I ought to have done. You tell me
that. You can always tell me what I ought to ha’ done,
can’t yer?

Mrs. Jones. (Laying down the purse) 1 can’t say
what you ought to have done, James. Of course the
money wasn't yours; youve taken somebody else’s
money.

Jones. Finding’s keeping. D'l take it as wages for
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the time I've gone about the streets asking for what’s
my rights. Tl take it for what's overdue, d’'ye hear?
(With strange triumph.) Tve got money in my pocket,
my girl.

MRs. JONES goes on again with the preparation of

the meal, JONES looking at her furtively.

Money in my pocket! And I'm not goin’ to waste it.
With this ’ere money I'm goin’ to Canada. TIll let you
have a pound. (A4 silence) You've often talked of
leavin’ me. You've often told me I treat you badly—
well I ope you'll be glad when I'm gone.

Mgs. Jones. (Zmpassively.) You have treated me
very badly, James, and of course I can’t prevent your
going; but I can’t tell whether I shall be glad when
you're gone.

Jongs., It'li change my luck. I've ’ad nothing but
bad luck since I first took up with you. (More softly.)
And you've ’ad no bloomin’ picnic.

Mrs. Jones. Of course it would have been better
for us if we had never met. We weren’t meant for each
other. But you're set against me, that’s what you are,
and you kawe been for a long time. And you treat
me so badly, James, going after that Rosie and all.
You don’t ever seem to think of the children that I've
had to bring into the world, and of all the trouble I've
had to keep them, and what’ll become of them when
you're gone.

Jones. (Crossing the room gloomily.) If you think
I want to leave the little beggars you're bloomin’ well
mistaken.

Mgs. Jones. Of course I know you're fond of them.

Jongs. (Fingering the purse, half angrily.) Well, then,
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you stow it, old girl. The kids'll get along better with
you than when I'm here. If I'd ha’ known as much
as I do now, I'd never ha’ had one o’ them. What's
the use o’ bringin’ ’em into a state o’ things like this?
It’s a crime, that’s what it is; but you find it out too
late; that’s what's the matter with this ’ere world.

He puls the purse back in his pockel.

Mrs. Jones. Of course it would have been better
for them, poor little things; but they’re your own chil-
dren, and I wonder at you talkin’ like that. I should
miss them dreadfully if I was to lose them.

Jones. (Swllenly.) An’ you ain’t the only one. If
I make money out there—— (ZLooking up, he sees her
shaking out his coat—in a changed voice.) Leave that
coat alone!

The silver box drops from the pocket, scatlering
the cigarettes upon the bed. Taking up the box
she stares al it; he rushes at her and snatches
the box away.

Mrs. JoNes. (Cowering back against the bed.) Oh,
Jem! oh, Jem!

JonEs. (Dropping the box onto the table) You mind
what you're sayin’! When I go out I'll take and chuck
it in the water along with that there purse. I ’ad it
when I was in liquor, and for what you do when you’re
in liquor you’re not responsible — and that’s Gawd’s
truth as you ought to know. I don’t want the thing—
I won’t have it. I took it out o’ spite. I'm no thief, I,
tell you; and don’t you call me one, or it’ll be the worse
for you.

Mrs. Jones. (Zwisting her apron strings) It's Mr.
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Barthwick’s! You've taken away my reputation. Oh,
Jem, whatever made you?

Jones. What d’you mean?

Mgrs. Jones. It’s been missed; they think it's me.
Oh! whatever made you do it, Jem?

Jones. I tell you I was in liquor. I don’t want it;
what’s the good of it to me? If I were to pawn it
they’d only nab me. I'm no thief. I'm no worse than
wot that young Barthwick is; he brought ’ome that
purse that I picked up—a lady’s purse—’ad it off ‘er
in a row, kept sayin’ ’e’d scored ’er off. Well, I scored
‘im off. Tight as an owl ’e was! And d’you think
anything’ll happen to him?

MRs. JONES. (As though speaking to herself) Oh, Jem!
it’s the bread out of our mouths!

Jongs. Is it then? Ill make it hot for ’em yet.
What about that purse? What about young Barthwick?

MRS. JONES comes forward to the table and fries
to lake the box; JONES prevents her. '
What do you want with that? You drop it, I say!

Mrs. Jones. TIll take it back and tell them all
about it. [She attempts to wrest the box from him.

Jongs, Ah, would yer?

He drops the box, and rushes on her with a snarl.
She slips back past the bed. He follows; a
chair s overturned. The door is opened; SNow
comes in, a detective in plain clothes and bowler
hat, with clipped moustaches. JONES drops his
arms, MRs. JONES stands by the window gasping;
SNow, advancing swiftly to the table, puts his
hand on the silver box.

Svow. Doin’ a bit o’ skylarkin’? Faney this is

The Silver Box. ¢



50 THE SILVER BOX AND OTHER PLAYS,

what 'm after. J.B., the very same. (/e gats back
lo the door, scrulinising the crest and cypher on the box.
7o Mgs. Jones)) I'm a police-officer. Are you Mrs.
Jones?

Mrs. Jones. Yes, sir.

Snxow. My instructions are to take you on a charge
of stealing this box from J. Barthwick, Esquire, M.P.,
of 6, Rockingham Gate. Anything you say may be
used against you. Well, missis?

Mgs. JoNEs. (In her quiet voice, still out of breath,
her hand upon her breast) Of course I did nof take i,
sir. I never have taken anything that didn’t belong to
me; and of course I know nothing about it.

Sxow. You were at the house this morning; you
did the room in which the box was left; you were alone
in the room. I find the box ’ere. You say you didn’t
take it?

Mrs. Jongs. Yes, sir, of course I say I did not take
it, because 1 did not

Sxow. Then how does the box come to be here?

Mrs. Jones. I would rather not say anything
about it.

Svow. Is this your husband?

Mgrs. Jones. Yes, sir, this is my husband, sir.

Svow. Do you wish to say anything before I take
her?

[Jones remains silent, with his head bent down.
Well then, Missis. Tll just trouble you to come along
with me quietly.

Mgs. Jones. (Zwisting her hands) Of course I
wouldn’t say I hadn’t taken it if I had—and I didn’t
take it, indeed I didn’t. Of course I know appear-
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ances are against me, and I can’t tell you what really
happened. But my children are at school, and they’ll
be coming home—and I don’t know what they’ll do
without me!

Snow. Your ‘usband’ll see to them, don’t you

WOITY. [#Ze takes the woman gently by the arm.
Jones.  You drop it—she’s all right! (Sullenly.) 1
took the thing myself. .

SNOW. (Eyeing him.) There, there, it does you
credit. Come along, Missis.

JonEs. (Passionately.) Drop it, I say, you blooming
teck. She’s my wife; she’s a respectable woman. Take
her if you dare!

Svow. Now, now. What's the good of this? Keep
a civil tongue, and it'll be the better for all of us.

He puts his whistle in his mouth and draws the
woman lo the door.

JonEs. (With a rush.) Drop her, and put up your
’ands, or I'll soon make yer. You leave her alone, will
yer! Don't I tell yer, I took the thing myself!

Sxow. (Blowing his whistle.) Drop your hands, or
I'll take you too. Ah, would you?

JonEs, closing, deals him a blow. A Policeman
tn untform appears; there is a short struggle and
JONES s owverpowered. MRS. JONES raises her
hands and drops her face on them.

The curtain falls,

4*
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SCENE IL

The BARTHWICKS' dining-room the same evening. The
BARTHWICKS are sealed al dessert.

Mrs. BarTHWICK. John! (A silence broken by the
cracking of nuts.) John!

Bartawick. 1 wish you’d speak about the nuts—
they’re uneatable. [He puts one in his mouth.

Mgrs. BarTHWICK. It's not the season for them. I
called on the Holyroods. :

BARTHWICK fills his glass with port.

Jack. Crackers, please, dad.

BARTHWICK passes the crackers. His demeanour is
reflective.

Mrs. BartHWICK. Lady Holyrood has got very stout.
I've noticed it coming for a long time.

BARTHWICK. (Gloomily.) Stout? (He takes up the
crackers—uwith transparent airiness.) The Holyroods had
some trouble with their servants, hadn’t they?

Jack. Crackers, please, dad.

BARTHWICK. (Passing the crackers) It got into the
papers. The cook, wasn’t it?

Mgs. Bartawick. No, the lady’s maid. I was talk-
ing it over with Lady Holyrood. The girl used to have
her young man to see her.

Barthwick. (Uneasily.) T'm not sure they were
wise——

Mgs. Bartawick. My dear John, what are you talk-
ing about? How could there be any alternative? Think
of the effect on the other servants!
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BarTHWICK. Of course in principle—I wasn’t think-
ing of that.

JAck. (Maliciously.) Crackers, please, dad.

BARTHWICK 75 compelled to pass the crackers.

Mrs. Bartawick. Lady Holyrood told me: “I had
her up,” she said; “I said to her, ‘Yowll leave my
house at once; I think your conduct disgraceful. I can’t
tell, I don’t know, and I don’t wish to know, what you
were doing. I send you away on principle; you need
not come to me for a character” And the girl said:
‘If you don’t give me my notice, my lady, I want a
month’s wages. I'm perfectly respectable. I've done
nothing.’ ”—Done nothing!

BarTHWICK. H’m!

Mrs. BARTHWICK. Servants have too much licence.
They hang together so terribly you never can tell what
they’re really thinking; it’s as if they were all in a con-
spiracy to keep you in the dark. Even with Marlow,
you feel that he never lets you know what’s really in
his mind. I hate that secretiveness; it destroys all
confidence. I feel sometimes I should like to shake
him.

Jack. Marlow’s a most decent chap. It’s simply
beastly everyone knowing your affairs.

Bartawick. The less you say about that the better!

Mrs. BartHwick. It goes all through the lower
classes. You can not tell when they are speaking the
truth, To-day when I was shopping after leaving the
Holyroods, one of these unemployed came up and
spoke to me. I suppose I only had twenty yards or so
to walk to the carriage, but he seemed to spring up in
the street,
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BartEWICK. Ah! You must be very careful whom
you speak to in these days.

Mrs. Bartawick. I didn’t answer him, of course.
But I could see at once that he wasn't telling the
truth.

BArRTHWICK. (Cracking a nut) There’s one very
good rule—look at their eyes.

Jack. Crackers, please, dad.

BARTHWICK. (Passing the crackers.) If their eyes are
straightforward 1 sometimes give them sixpence. It's
against my principles, but it’s most difficult to refuse.
If you see that they’re desperate, and dull, and shifty-
looking, as so many of them are, it's certain to mean
drink, or crime, or something unsatisfactory.

Mgs. Bartawick. This man had dreadful eyes. He
looked as if he could commit a murder. “I've ’ad no-
thing to eat to-day,” he said. Just like that.

BartHwick. What was William about? He ought
to have been waiting.

Jack. (Raising his wine-glass to his nose)) Is this
the ’63, dad?

BARTHWICK, holding his wine-glass to his eye,
lowers it and passes it before his nose.

Mrs. Bartawick. I hate people that can’t speak
the truth. (Father and son exchange a look behind their
port) Its just as easy to speak the truth as not. Zze
always found it easy enough. It makes it impossible to
tell what is genuine; one feels as if one were continually
being taken in.

BarTHWICK. (Sententiously.) The lower classes are
their own enemies. If they would only trust us, they
would get on so much better.
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Mgs. Bartawick. But even then it's so often their
own fault. Look at that Mrs. Jones this morning.

BartHWICK. 1 only want to do what’s right in that
matter. I had occasion to see Roper this afternoon. I
mentioned it to him. He’s coming in this evening. It
all depends on what the detective says. I've had my
doubts. I've been thinking it over.

Mrs. BartHwick. The woman impressed me most
unfavourably. She seemed to have no shame. That
affair she was talking about—she and the man when
they were young, so immoral! And before you and
Jack! I could have put her out of the room!

Bartawick. Oh! I don’t want to excuse them,
but in looking at these matters one must consider——

Mgs. Bartawick. Perhaps yowll say the man’s
employer was wrong in dismissing him?

BartHWICK. Of course not. It's not there that I
feel doubt., What I ask myself 1s——

Jack. Port, please, dad.

BARTHWICK. (Circulating the decanter in religious
imitation of the rising and setting of the sun) 1 ask
myself whether we are sufficiently careful in making
enquiries about people before we engage them, espe-
cially as regards moral conduct.

Jack. Pass the port, please, mother!

Mrs. BarTAWICK. (Passing it.) My dear boy, aren’t
you drinking too much? [Jack fills his glass.

Marrow. (Zntering.) Detective Snow to see you, sir.

BarTHWICK. (Uneasily.) Ah! say I'll be with him
in a minute.

Mgs. Bartawick. (Without turning)) Let him come
in here, Marlow.
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SNOW enters in an overcoat, his bowler hat in
hand.

BARTHWICK. (Half rising) Oh! Good evening!

Syow. Good evening, sir; good evening, ma’am.
I've called round to report what I've done, rather late,
I'm afraid—another case took me away. (He fakes the
stloer box oul of his pocket, causing a sensalion in the
BarTHWICK family.) This is the identical article, I be-
lieve.

Bartawick. Certainly, certainly.

Svow. Havin’ your crest and cypher, as you de-
scribed to me, sir, I'd no hesitation in the matter.

Bartawick. Excellent. Will you have a glass of
—(ke glances at the waning porl)—er—sherry—(pours
out sherry). Jack, just give Mr. Snow this.

JACK 7ises and gives the glass to SNOW; then, loli-
ing in his chair, regards him indolently.

SNOW. (Drinking off wine and putting down the
glass.) After seeing you I went round to this woman’s
lodgings, sir. It’s a low neighbourhood, and I thought
it as well to place a constable below—and not without
’e was wanted, as things turned out.

BarTHWICK. Indeed!

Svow. Yes, sir, I ’ad some trouble, I asked her to
account for the presence of the article. She could give
me no answer, except to deny the theft; so I took her
into custody; then her husband came for me, so I was
obliged to take him, too, for assault. He was very
violent on the way to the station—very  violent—
threatened you and your son, and altogether he was a
handful, I can tell you.

Mgs, Bartawick. What a ruffian he must be!
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Svow. Yes, ma’am, a rough customer,

Jack. (Sipping his wine, bemused)) Punch the beg-
gar’s head.

Svow. Given to drink, as I understand, Sir.

Mgrs. BARTHWICK. It's to be hoped he will get a
severe punishment.

Svow. The odd thing is, sir, that he persists in
sayin’ he took the box himself.

Bartawick. Took the box himself! (He smiles.)
What does he think to gain by that?

Snow. He says the young gentleman was intoxi-
cated last night—(JACK stops the cracking of a nut, and
looks at Snow. BARTHWICK, losing his smile, has put
his wine-glass down; there is a silence—SNoW, looking
from face to face, remarks)—took him into the house
and gave him whisky; and under the influence of an
empty stomach the man says he took the box.

Mrs. Bartawick. The impudent wretch!

BartHwicK. D’you mean that he—er—intends to
put this forward to-morrow——

Snxow. That'll be his line, sir; but whether he’s
endeavouring to shield his wife, or whether (ke looks
at Jack) there’s something in it, will be for the magis-
trate to say.

Mgs. Bartawick. (Haughtily.) Something in what?
I don’t understand you. As if my son would bring a
man like that into the house!

BARTHWICK. (From the fireplace, with an effort to be
calm.) My son can speak for himself, no doubt.—Well,
Jack, what do you say?

Mrs. BartawWICK. (Sharplv.) What does he say?
Why, of course, he says the whole story’s stuff!
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JACK. (Embarrassed.) Well, of course, I—of course,
I don’t know anything about it. .

Mgs. BartRWICK. I should think not, indeed! (7o
SNOW.) The man is an audacious Ruffian!

BARTHWICK. (Suppressing jumps.) But in view of my
son’s saying there’s nothing in this—this fable — will
it be necessary to proceed against the man under the
circumstances?

Svow. We shall have to charge him with the as-
sault, sir. It would be as well for your son to come
down to the Court. There’ll be a remand, no doubt.
The queer thing is there was quite a sum of money
found on him, and a crimson silk purse. (BARTHWICK
starts; JACK rises and sits down again.) 1 suppose the
lady hasn’t missed her purse?

BartHWICK. (/astily.) Oh, no! Oh! No!

Jack. No!

Mgrs. BARTHWICK. (Dreamily.) No! (7v Snow.) Ive
been enquiring of the servants. This man does hang
about the house. I shall feel much safer if he gets a
good long sentence; I do think we ought to be protected
against such ruffians.

Bartawick. Yes, yes, of course, on principle—but
in this case we have a number of things to think of.
(70 Sxow.) I suppose, as you say, the man must be
charged, eh?

- Snow. No question about that, sir.

BarTHWICK. (Staring gloomily at Jack.) This prose-
cution goes very much against the grain with me. I
have great sympathy with the poor. In my position 'm
bound to recognise the distress there is amongst them.
The condition of the people leaves much to be desired.
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D'you follow me? I wish I could see my way to
drop it.

Mgs. BArTHWICK. (Sharply.) John! it’s simply not
fair to other people. It's putting property at the mercy
of anyone who likes to take it.

BARTHWICK. (Zrving to make signs to her aside) Pm
not defending him, not at all. I'm trying to look at the
matter broadly.

Mrs. Bartawick. Nonsense, John, there’s a time for
everything,

SNow. (Rather sardonically.) 1 might point out,
sir, that to withdraw the charge of stealing would not
make much difference, because the facts must come
out (ke looks significantly at JACK) in reference to the
assault; and as I said that charge will have to go for-
ward.

Bartawiok. (Hastily.) VYes, oh! exactly! It's en-
tirely on the woman’s account—entirely a matter of my
own private feelings.

Svow. If I were you, sir, I should let things take
their course. It’s not likely there’ll be much difficulty.
These things are very quick settled.

BartHWICK. (Doubtfully.) You think so—you think
s0?

Jack. (Rousing himself) 1 say, what shall I have
to swear to?

Sxow. That's best known to yourself, sir. (ZRe-
treating to the door) Better employ a solicitor, sir, in
case anything should arise. We shall have the butler
to prove the loss of the article. You'll excuse me going,
I'm rather pressed to-night. The case may come on
any time after eleven. Good evening, sir; good evening,
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ma’am. I shall have to produce the box in court to-
morrow, so if yow’ll excuse me, sir, I may as well take
it with me.

He takes the silver box and leaves them with a
little bow.

BARTHWICK makes a move to follow him, then
dashing his hands beneath his coal-tails, speaks
with desperation.

Bartawick. I do wish you'd leave me to manage
things myself. You o/ put your nose into matters
you know nothing of. A pretty mess you've made
of this!

Mgs. Bartawick. (Coldly.) 1 don’t in the least
know what yow're talking about. If you can’t stand up
for your rights, I can. Ive no patience with your
principles, it’s such nonsense.

BarTHWICK. Principles! Good Heavens! What have
principles to do with it for goodness’ sake? Don’t you
know that Jack was drunk last night!

Jack. Dad!

Mgs. BARTHWICK. (f2 horror rising.) Jack!

Jack. Look here, mother—I had supper. Every-
body does. I mean to say—jyou know what I mean
—_it’s absurd to call it being drunk. At Oxford every-
body gets a bit “on” sometimes——

Mrs. Bagtawick. Well 1 think it's most dreadfull
If that is really what you do at Oxford——

Jack. (Angrily.) Well, why did you send me there?
One must do as other fellows do. It's such nonsense,
I mean, to call it being drunk. Of course 'm awfully
sorry. D've had such a beastly headache all day.

Bartawick. Tcha! If youwd only had the common

B
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decency to remember what happened when you came
in. Then we should know what truth there was in
what this fellow says—as it is, it’s all the most con-
founded darkness.

JACK. (Staring as though at half~formed wisions.) 1
just get a—and then—it’s gone——

Mrs. BartHWICK. Oh, Jack! do you mean to say
you were so tipsy you can’t even remember——

Jack. Look here, mother! Of course I remember
I came—I must have come——

BarTEWICK. (Unguardedly, and walking up and down.)
Tcha!—and that infernal purse! Good Heavens! It’ll
get into the papers. Who on earth could have foreseen
a thing like this? Better to have lost a dozen cigarette
boxes, and said nothing about it. (7o kis wife.) It's all
your doing. I told you so from the first. I wish to
goodness Roper would come!

Mgs. Bartawick. (Shazplv.) 1 don’t know what
you're talking about, John.

BARTHWICK. (Zurning on her.) No, you—you—you
don’t know anything! (Skarply.) Where the devil is
Roper? If he can see a way out of this he’s a better
man than I take him for. I defy anvone to see a way
out of it. 7 can’t.

Jack. Look here, don't excite dad—I can simply
say I was too beastly tired, and don’t remember any-
thing except that I came in and (iz a dying voice) went
to bed the same as usual.

BartHwick. Went to bed? Who knows where you
went—D've lost all confidence. For all I know you slept
on the floor. :

JAck. (Indignantly.) 1 didn't, I slept on the——
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BARTHWICK. (Sitting on the sofa.) Who cares where
you slept; what does it matter if he mentions the—the
—a perfect disgrace?

Mgrs. BartHWICK. What? (A silence.) 1 insist on
knowing.

Jack. Oh! nothing——

Mgrs. Bartawick. Nothing? What do you mean
by nothing, Jack? There's your father in such a state
about it——

Jack. It's only my purse.

Mgs. Bartawick. Your purse! You know perfectly
well you haven’t got one.

Jack. Well, it was somebody else’s—It was all a
joke—I didn’t want the beastly thing——

Mgs. BArTHWICK. Do you mean that you had another
person’s purse, and that this man took it too?

Bartawick. Tcha! Of course he took it too! A
man like that Jones will make the most of it. It'll get
into the papers.

Mgs. Bartawick. I don’t understand. What on
earth is all the fuss about? (Bending over JACK, and
softly.) Jack, now, tell me dear! Don’t be afraid. What
is it? Come!

Jack. Oh, don’t, mother!

Mgs. BarTHWICK. But don’t what, dear?

Jack. It was pure sport. I don’t know how I got
the thing. Of course I'd had a bit of a row—I didn’t
know what I was doing—I was—I was—well, you
know—I suppose I must have pulled the bag out of
her hand.

Mgs. BartHwick. Out of her hand? Whose hand?
What bag—whose bag?
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Jack. Oh! T don’t know-—/er bag—it belonged to
—(in a desperate and rising voice) a woman.

Mrs. BARTHWICK. A woman? Ok! Jack! No!

JACK.  (fumping up.) You would have it. 1 didn’t
want to tell you. It’s not my fault.

The door opens and MARLOW wushers in a man of
middle age, inclined to corpulence, in evening-
dress. He has a ruddy, thin moustacke, and
dark, gquick-moving little eves. His evebrows
are Chinese.

Marvow, Mr. Roper, sir. [#e leaves the room.

RoPerR. (With a guick look round) How do you
do?

[But neither JACK nor MRrs, BARTHWICK make a sign.

BARTHWICK. (Hurryving.)) Thank goodness you've
come, Roper. You remember what I told you this
afternoon; we’ve just had the detective here.

Rorer. Got the box?

BarTAWICK. Yes, yes, but look here—it wasn’t the
charwoman at all; her drunken loafer of a husband
took the things—he says that fellow there (ke waves
his hand at JACK, who with his shoulder raised, seems
trying to ward off a blow) let him into the house last
night. Can you imagine such a thing?

Roper laughs.

BARTHWICK. (With excited emphasis.) It's no laugh-
ing matter, Roper. I told you about that business of
Jack’s too—don’t you see—the brute took both the
things —took that infernal purse. It'll get into the
papers.

ROPER. (Raising his evebrows.) Hm! The purse!
Depravity in high life! What does your son say?
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BarTHWICK. He remembers nothing. D——n!
Did you ever see such a mess? Ill get into the
papers.

Mrs. BARTHWICK. (With her hand across her eyes.)
No! it’s not that——

BARTHWICK and ROPER furn and look at her.

Bartawick. It's the idea of that woman—she’s just
heard ——

ROPER nods. And MRs. BARTHWICK, selting her
lips, gives a slow look at JACK, and sits down at
the table.

What on earth’s to be done, Roper? A ruffian like this
Jones will make all the capital he can out of that
purse.

Mrs. BartHwick. I don’t believe that Jack took
that purse.

Bartawick. What—when the woman came here
for it this morning?

Mrs. Bartawick. Here? She had the impudence?
Why wasn’t I told?

She looks round from face to face—no one answers
her, there is a pause.

BARTHWICK. (Swddenly.) What's to be done, Roper?

Rorer. (Quietly to Jack.) 1 suppose you didn’t
leave your latch-key in the door?

Jack. (Sullenly) Yes, I did.

BartHwick. Good heavens! What next?

Mrs. BarTHWICK. I'm certain you never let that
man into the house, Jack, it’s a wild invention. I'm
sure there’s not a word of truth in it, Mr. Roper.

Rorer. (Very suddenly.) Where did you sleep last
night?
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Jack. (Promptly.) On the sofa, there— (hesttating)
that is—I——

BarTHWICK. On the sofa? D’you mean to say you
didn’t go to bed?

Jack. (Sullenly.) No.

Bartawick. If you don’t remember anything, how
can you remember that?

Jack. Because I woke up there in the morning.

Mgrs, BartawicK. Oh, Jack!

BartHWICK, Good Gracious!

Jack. And Mis. Jones saw me. I wish you wouldn’t
bait me so.

Roper. Do you remember giving anyone a drink?

Jack. By Jove, I do seem to remember a fellow
with—a fellow with—— (/e looks at Roper) 1 say,
d'you want me——7

RoOPER. (Quick as lightning)) With a dirty face?

JACK. (With illumination.) 1 do—I distinctly re-
member his——

BARTHWICK moves abruptly ; MRS. BARTHWICK /looks
at ROPER angrily, and touches her son’s arm.

Mrs. Bartawick. You don’t remember, it’s ridicu-
lous! I don’t believe the man was ever here at all.

Bartawick. You must speak the truth, if it # the
truth. But if you #o remember such a dirty business,
I shall wash my hands of you altogether.

Jack. (Glaring at them.) Well, what the devil——

Mgrs. BARTHWICK. Jack!

Jack. Well, mother, I—I don’t know what you db

© want.

Mrs. Bartawick. We want you to speak the truth
and say you never let this low man into the house.

The Silver Box. S
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Bartawick. Of course if you think that you really
gave this man whisky in that disgraceful way, and let him
see what you'd been doing, and were in such a disgusting
condition that you don’t remember a word of it——

Rorer. (Quick.) I've no memory myself—never had.

BARTHWICK. (Desperately.) 1 don’t know what you're
to say.

Rorer. (70 Jack.) Say nothing at all! Don’t put
yourself in a false position. The man stole the things
or the woman stole the things, you had nothing to do
with it. You were asleep on the sofa.

Mrs. BartHwick. Your leaving the latch-key in the
door was quite bad enough, there’s no need to mention
anything else. (7Zvuching his forehead softly.) My dear,
how hot your head is!

Jack. But I want to know what I'm to do. (Pas-
sionately.) 1 won’t be badgered like this.

MRs. BARTHWICK recoils from him.

Rorer. (Very quickly.) You forget all about it. You
were asleep. _

Jack. Must I go down to the Court to-morrow?

ROPER, (Shaking his head)) No,

BARTHWICK. (/2 a relieved woice)) Is that so?

Rorer. Yes.

Bartawick. But vew’ll go, Roper.

Rorer. Yes.

Jack. (With wan cheerfulness.) Thanks, awfully! So
long as I don’t have to go. (Putting his hand up to his
head)) 1 think if yowll excuse me—I've had a most
beastly day. (e looks from his father to his mother.

Mgs. Barrawick. (Zurning quickly.) Good night,
my boy,
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Jack. Good night, mother.

Ie goes out. MRS, BARTHWICK Jfeaves a sigh.
There is a silence.

BarTHWICK. He gets off too easily. But for my
money that woman would have prosecuted him.

Rorer. You find money useful.

BarTHWICK. I've my doubts whether we ought to
hide the truth——

Rorer. There’ll be a remand.

Bartawick. What! D’you mean he’ll have to ap-
pear on the remand?

Roper., Yes.

Bartawick. Hm, I thought you'd be able to——
Look here, Roper, you must keep that purse out of the
papers. [ROPER frxes his little eves on him and nods.

Mgs. BARTHWICK. Mr. Roper, don’t you think the
magistrate ought to be told what sort of people these
Joneses are; I mean about their immorality before they
were married. I don’t know if John told you.

Roper. Afraid it’s not material.

Mgs. Bartawick. Not material?

Roper. Purely private life! May have happened to
the magistrate.

BARTHWICK. (With a movement as if to shift a burden.)
Then youw'll take the thing into your hands?

Roper. If the gods are kind. (#e holds his hand
oul.

)BAR‘I'HWICK. (Shaking it dubiously.) Kind—eh?
What? You going?

Roper. Yes. I've another case, something like
yours—most unexpected.

He bows to MRrs. BARTHWICK and goes oul, fol-
5‘
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lowed by BARTHWICK, lalking to the last. MRS,
BARTHWICK af the table bursts into smothered
sobs. BARTHWICK refurns.

BarTawiCK. (72 himself)) There'll be a scandal.

Mrs. BARTHWICK. (Disguising her grief at once.) I
simply can’t imagine what Roper means by making a
joke of a thing like that!

Bartuwick. (Staring strangely) You! You can’t
imagine anything! You've no more imagination than
a fly!

Mrs. BARTHWICK. (Angrily.) You dare to tell me
that I have no imagination.

Bartuwick. (Flustered)) I—I'm upset. From be-
ginning to end, the whole thing has been utterly against
my principles.

Mgs. BartHwick. Rubbish! You haven’t any! Your
principles are nothing in the world but sheer—fright!

BarTawick, (Walking to the window.) Ive never
been frightened in my life. You heard what Roper
said. It's enough to upset anyone when a thing like
this happens. Everything one says and does seems to
turn in one’s mouth—it’s—it’s uncanny. It’s not the
sort of thing I've been accustomed to. (ds though
stifling, he throws the window open. The faint sobbing
of a child comes 1n.) What's that? [Zhey lsten.

Mgs. BartHWICK. (Sharply.) 1 can’t stand that
crying. I must send Marlow to stop it. My nerves are
all on edge. (She rings the bell.)

Bartawick. I'll shut the window; you'll hear no-
thing. (He shuts the window. There is silence.)

Mgs. Bartuwick. (Skazply.) That's no good! It's
on my nerves. Nothing upsets me like a child’s crying.
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(MARLOW comes in.) What's that noise of crying, Mar-
‘low? It sounds like a child.

BARTHWICK. It is a child. I can see it against the
railings.

MARLOW. (Opening the window, and looking out—
quietly.) It's Mrs. Jones's little boy, ma’am; he came
here after his mother,

MRs. BARTHWICK. (Moving quickly to the window.)
Poor little chap! John, we oughtn’t to go on with this!

BARTHWICK. (Sitting heavily in a chair) Ah! but
it's out of our hands!

MRs. BARTHWICK Zurns her back to the window.
There is an expression of distress on her face.
She stands motionless, compressing her lips. The
crying begins again. BARTHWICK covers his ears
with his hands, and MARLOW shuts the window.
The crving ceases.

The curtain falls.
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ACT 5L

Eight days have passed, and the scene is a London Police
Court at one o’clock. A canopied seat of Justice is
surmounted by the lion and unicorn. Before the
fire a worn-looking MAGISTRATE is warming his
coal-tails, and staring at (wo little girls in Saded
blue and orange rags, who are placed before the dock.
Close to the witness-box is a RELIEVING OFFICER 22
an overcoat, and a short brown beard. Beside the
little girls stands a bald POLICE CONSTABLE. On the
front bench are sitting BARTHWICK and ROPER, and
behind them JACK. In the railed enclosure are seedy-
looking men and women. Some prosperous constables
sit or stand aboul.

MAGISTRATE. (/n his paternal and ferocious voice,
hissing his s’s) Now let us dispose of these young
ladies. .

Usner. Theresa Livens, Maud Livens.

The bald CONSTABLE indicates the little girls who
vemain silent, disillusioned, inatlentive.
Relieving Officer!
The RELIEVING OFFICER steps into the wilness-box.
Uster. The evidence you give to the Court shall
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be the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth,
so help you God! Kiss the book!
The book is kissed.

RELIEVING OFFICER. (/7 a monotone, pausing slightly
at cach sentence end, that his evidence may be inscribed.)
About ten o’clock this morning, your Worship, I found
these two little girls in Blue Street, Pulham, crying out-
side a public-house. Asked where their home was, they
said they had no home. Mother had gone away. Asked
about their father. Their father had no work. Asked
where they slept last night. At their aunt’s. I've made
enquiries, your Worship. The wife has broken up the
home and gone on the streets. The husband is out of
work and living in common lodging-houses. The hus-
band’s sister has eight children of her own, and says
she can’t afford to keep these little girls any longer.

MAGISTRATE. (Refurning to his seat beneath the
canopy of Justice) Now, let me see. You say the
mother is on the streets; what evidence have you of
that?

ReLievING OFFicer. I have the husband here, your
Worship.

MAGISTRATE. Very well; then let us see him.

There arve cries of “LIVENS.” Zhe MAGISTRATE
leans forward, and stares with hard compassion
at the little girls. 1avENs comes in. He is
quiet, with grizzled hair, and a muffler for a
collar. He stands beside the wilness-box.

And you are their father? Now, why don’t you keep
your little girls at home. How is it you leave them to
wander about the streets like this?

Livens. Dve got no home, your Worship. I'm living
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from ’and to mouth. I've got no work; and nothin’ to
keep them on.

MacisTRATE. How is that?

Livens. (Askamedly.) My wife, she broke my ’ome
up, and pawned the things.

MAGISTRATE. But what made you let her?

Livens. Your Worship, I'd no chance to stop ’er;
she did it when I was out lookin’ for work.

MAGISTRATE. Did you ill-treat her?

Livens. (Zmphatically.) 1 never raised my ’and to
her in my life, your Worship.

MacisTrRATE. Then what was it—did she drink?

Livens. Yes, your Worship.

MacisTraTE.  Was she loose in her behaviour?

Livens. (/n a low woice.) Yes, your Worship.

MAGISTRATE. And where is she now?

Livens. I don’t know, your Worship. She went off
with a man, and after that [——

MAGISTRATE.  Yes, yes. Who knows anything of
her? (7o the bald ConstapLe.) Is she known here?

RELIEVING OFFICER. Not in this district, your Worship;
but I have ascertained that she is well known——

MacisTRATE, Yes—yes; we’ll stop at that. Now
(70 the Father) you say that she has broken up your
home, and left these little girls. What provision can
you make for them? You look a strong man.

Livens. So I am, your Worship. I'm willin’ enough
to work, but for the life of me I can’t get anything
to do.

MaGiSTRATE. But have you tried?

Livens. T've tried everything, your Worship—I've
tried my ’ardest.
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MacisTraTE. Well, well—— [Zhere is a silence.
RELIEVING OFFICER. If your Worship thinks it’s a
case, my people are willing to take them. ’

MAGISTRATE. Yes, yes, I know; but I've no evi-
dence that this man is not the proper guardian for his
children. [#Ze rises and goes back to the fire.

RELIEVING OFFICER. The mother, your Worship, is
able to get access to them.

MAGISTRATE. Yes, yes; the mother, of course, is an
improper person to have anything to do with them.
(70 the Father) Well, now what do you say?

Livens. Your Worship, I can only say that if I
could get work I should be only too willing to provide
for them. But what can I do, your Worship? Here I
am obliged to live from ’and to mouth in these ’ere
common lodging-houses. I'm a strong man—I'm willing
to work—I'm half as alive again as some of ’em—but
you see, your Worship, my ’air’s turned a bit, owing to
the fever—(Zouches his hair)—and that’s against me;
and I don’t seem to get a chance anyhow.

MAGISTRATE. Yes—yes. (Slowwly.) Well, 1 think
it's a case. (Staring his hardest at the little girls.) Now,
are you willing that these little girls should be sent to
a home?

Livens. Yes, your Worship, I should be very will-
ing.

. MacisTRATE. Well, I'll remand them for a week.
Bring them again to-day week; if I see no reason against
it then, I'll make an order.

ReLievinG OrFricer. To-day week, your Worship.

The bald CONSTABLE (lakes the little givls out by
the shoulders. The Father follows them. The
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MAGISTRATE, relurning to his seal, bends over
and talks to his CLERK inaudibly.
BARTHWICK. (Speaking behind his hand) A painful
case, Roper; very distressing state of things.
Rorer, Hundreds like this in the Police Courts.
BarTHWICK. Most distressing! The more I see of
it, the more important this question of the condition of
the people seems to become. I shall certainly make a
point of taking up the cudgels in the House. I shall
move——
The MAGISTRATE ceases lalking lo his CLERK.
CLERK. Remands.

BartHWICK stops abruptly.  There is a stir and MRS.
JONES comes in by the public door; JONES, ushered
by policemen, comes from the prisoner’s door. They
Jfile into the dock.

CLERK. James Jones, Jane Jones.

UsHER. Jane Jones.

BARTHWICK. (/7 a whisper.) The purse—the purse
must be kept out of it, Roper. Whatever happens you
must keep that out of the papers. [RoPER nods.

BaLp ConstasrLeE. Hush!

Mgs. JoNES, dressed in her thin, black, wispy dress,
and black straw hat, stands motionless with
hands crossed on the front rail of the dock.
JONES leans against the back rail of the dock,
and keeps half turning, glancing defiantly about
him. He is haggard and unshaven.

Cuerk. (Consulting with his papers)) This is the
case remanded from last Wednesday, sir. Theft of a
silver cigarette-box and assault on the police; the two
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charges were taken together. Jane Jones! James
Jones!

MAGISTRATE. (Staring.) Yes, yes; I remember,

CLERK. Jane Jones.

MRrs. Jones. Yes, sir.

CrLErr. Do you admit stealing a silver cigarette-box
valued at five pounds, ten shillings, from the house of
John Barthwick, M.P., between the hours of 11 P.M. on
Easter Monday and 8.45 A.M. on Easter Tuesday last?
Yes or no?

MRs. Jones. (/n a low woice.) No, sir, I do not, sir.

CLERK. James Jones? Do you admit stealing a
silver cigarette-box valued at five pounds, ten shillings,
from the house of John Barthwick, M.P., between the
hours of 11 p.M. on Easter Monday and 8.45 AMm. on
Easter Tuesday last. And further making an assault
on the police when in the execution of their duty at
3 p.M. on Easter Tuesday? Yes or no?

JonEs. (Swullenly.) Yes, but I've a lot to say about it.

MAGISTRATE. (70 the CLERK.) Yes—yes. But how
comes it that these two people are charged with the
same offence? Are they husband and wife?

CLerk. Yes, si. You remember you ordered a
remand for further evidence as to the story of the male
prisoner.

MacisTrATE. Have they been in custody since?

Crerk. You released the woman on her own recog-
nisances, Sir.

MAGISTRATE. Yes, yes, this is the case of the silver
box; I remember now. Well?

Crerg. Thomas Marlow.

The cry of “THOMAS MARLOW” 75 repealed. MARLOW
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comes in, and steps into the witness-box, and is
sworn.  The silver box is handed wup, and
placed on the rail.

CLERK. (Reading from his papers) Your name is
Thomas Marlow? Are you butler to John Barthwick,
M.P,, of 6, Rockingham Gate?

Marrow. Yes, sir.

Crerg. Did you between 10.45 and 11 o'clock on
the night of Easter Monday last place a silver cigarette-
box on a tray on the dining-room table at 6, Rocking-
ham Gate? Is that the box?

MarrLow. Yes, sir.

Crerg. And did you miss the same at 8.45 on the
following morning, on going to remove the tray?

Marrow. Yes, sir,

Crerk. Is the female prisoner known to you?

MARLOW nods.

Is she the charwoman employed at 6, Rockingham
Gate? [Again MArRLOW nods.

Did you at the time of your missing the box find
her in the room alone?

Marrow. Yes, sir.

CLerg. Did you afterwards communicate the loss
to your employer, and did he send you to the police-
station ?

Marrow. Yes, sir.

CLerk. (70 Mrs. Jones.) Have you anything to ask
him?

Mrs. Jones. No, sir, nothing, thank you, sir.

CLErk. (70 JonEes.) James Jones, have you anything
to ask this witness?

Joxes. T don’t know ’im.
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MAGISTRATE. Are you sure you put the box in the
place you say at the time you say?

Marrow. Yes, your Worship.

MacGisTRATE. Very well; then now let us have the
officer.

MARLOW leaves the box, and Sxow goes into il.

UsHer. The evidence you give to the court shall be
the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth,
so help you God. [Zhe book is kissed.

CLERK. (Reading from his papers.) Your name is
Robert Snow? You are a detective in the X. B. division
of the Metropolitan police force? According to instructions
received did you on Easter Tuesday last proceed to the
prisoner’s lodgings at 34, Merthyr Street, St. Soames’?
And did you on entering see the box produced, lying
on the table?

Swow. Yes, sir.

Crerk. Is that the box?

Sxow. (Fingering the box.) Yes, sir.

Crerk, And did you thereupon take possession of
it, and charge the female prisoner with theft of the box
from 6, Rockingham Gate? And did she deny the
same?

Swow. Yes, sir.

Crerk. Did you take her into custody?

Snow. Yes, sir.

MacisTraTE. What was her behaviour?

Snxow. Perfectly quiet, your Worship. She persisted
in the denial. That's all.

MacisTrATE. Do you know her?

Sxow. No, your Worship.

MacGisTRATE. Is she known here?
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BaLp ConstasLe. No, your Worship, they’re neither
of them known, we've nothing against them at all.

Crerk. (7o Mrs. Jongs.) Have you anything to ask
the officer?

Mgrs. Jones. No, sir, thank you, I've nothing to ask
him.

MacisTRATE. Very well then—go on.

CLErK. (Reading from his papers) And while you
were taking the female prisoner did the male prisoner
interpose, and endeavour to hinder you in the execution
of your duty, and did he strike you a blow?

Snow. Yes, sir.

Cierc. And did he say, “You let her go, I took
the box myself”?

Sxow. He did.

CLerk. And did you blow your whistle and obtain
the assistance of another constable, and take him into
custody?

Svow. 1 did.

CLerk. Was he violent on the way to the station,
and did he use bad language, and did he several times
repeat that he had taken the box himself?

[Snow nods.

Did you thereupon ask him in what manner he had
stolen the box? And did you understand him to say
that he had entered the house at the invitation of young
Mr. Barthwick

BARTHWICK, fwrning in his seat, frowns at
RoPER.
after midnight on Easter Monday, and partaken of whisky,

and that under the influence of the whisky he had taken
the box?
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Svow. I did, sir.

Crerk. And was his demeanour throughout very
violent?

Snow. It was very violent.

Jongs. (Breaking in.) Violent—of course it was.
You put your ‘ands on my wife when I kept tellin’ you
I took the thing myself.

MAGISTRATE. (Hissing, with protruded neck.) Now—
you will have your chance of saying what you want to
say presently. Have you anything to ask the officer?

Jongs. (Swullenly.) No.

MacGIsTRATE. Very well then. Now let us hear what
the female prisoner has to say first.

Mrs. Jones. Well, your Worship, of course I can
only say what I’ve said all along, that I didn’t take the
box.

MAGISTRATE. Yes, but did you know that it was
taken?

Mgrs. Jones. No, your Worship. And, of course, as
to what my husband says, your Worship, I can’t speak
of my own knowledge. Of course, I know that he came
home very late on the Monday night. It was past one
o'clock when he came in, and he was not himself at all.

MacisTrRATE. Had he been drinking?

Mrs. Jongs. Yes, your Worship.

MAGISTRATE. And was he drunk?

Mgs. Jongs. Yes, your Worship, he was almost quite
drunk.

MacisTRATE. And did he say anything to you?

Mrs. Jones. No, your Worship, only to call me
names. And of course in the morning when I got up
and went to work he was asleep. And I don’t know
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anything more about it until I came home again. . Except
that Mr. Barthwick—that's my employer, your Worship
—told me the box was missing.

MAGISTRATE. Yes, yes.

Mrs. Jones. But of course when I was shaking out
my husband’s coat the cigarette-box fell out and all the
cigarettes were scattered on the bed.

MAGISTRATE. You say all the cigarettes were scattered
on the bed? (Z» Snow.) Did you see the cigarettes
scattered on the bed?

Sxow. No, your Worship, I did not.

MaGISTRATE. You see he says he didn’t see them.

Jones. Well, they were there for all that.

Sxow. I can’t say, your Worship, that I had the
opportunity of going round the room; I had all my work
cut out with the male prisoner.

MAGISTRATE. (70 Mgs. Jones.) Well, what more have
you to say?

Mgs. Jones. Of course when I saw the box, your
Worship, I was dreadfully upset, and I couldn’t think
why he had done such a thing; when the officer came
we were having words about it, because it is ruin to me,
your Worship, in my profession, and I have three little
children dependent on me.

MAGISTRATE. (Protruding his neck.) Yes—yes—but
what did he say to you?

Mgs. Jones. I asked him whatever came over him to
do such a thing—and he said it was the drink. He
said that he had had too much to drink, and something
came over him. And of course, your Worship, he had
had very little to eat all day, and the drink does go to
the head when you have not had enough to eat. Your
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Worship may not know, but it is the truth. And I
would like to say that all through his married life I
have never known him to do such a thing before, though
we have passed through great hardships and (speaking
with soft emphasis) I am quite sure he would not have
done it if he had been himself at the time.

MAGISTRATE. Yes, yes. But don't you know that
that is no excuse?

Mgs. JoNes. Yes, your Worship. I know that it is
no excuse,

The MAGISTRATE leans over and parleys with his
CLERK.

Jack. (Leaning over from his seat behind) 1 say,

BARTHWICK. Tsst! (Skeltering his mouth he speaks to
Roper.) Roper, you had better get up now and say
that considering the circumstances and the poverty of
the prisoners, we have no wish to proceed any further,
and if the magistrate would deal with the case as one
of disorder only on the part of——

BALp ConsTaBLE. Hssshh!

ROPER shakes his head.

MAGISTRATE. Now, supposing what you say and
what your husband says is true, what I have to con-
sider is—how did he obtain access to this house, and
were you in any way a party to his obtaining access?
You are the charwoman employed at the house?

Mgs. Jones. Yes, your Worship, and of course if I
had let him into the house it would have been very
wrong of me; and I have never done such a thing in
any of the houses where I have been employed.

Zhe Silver Box. 0
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MAGISTRATE. Well—so you say. Now let us hear
what story the male prisoner makes of it. ,

JONES (Who leans with his arms on the dock behind,
speaks in a slow, sullen voice) Wot I say is wot my
wife says. D've never been ’ad up in a police-court
before, an’ I can prove I took it when in liquor. I told
her, an’ she can tell you the same, that I was goin’ to
throw the thing into the water sooner than ’ave it on
my mind.

MAGISTRATE. But how did you get into the fowuse?

Jones. I was passin’ I was goin’ ome from the
“Goat and Bells.” -

MacGiSTRATE. The “Goat and Bells,”—what is that?
A public-house?

Jones. Yes, at the corner. It was Bank ’oliday, an’
I'd ’ad a drop to drink. I see this young Mr. Barth-
wick tryin’ to find the keyhole on the wrong side of
the door.

MaGiSTRATE. Well?

Jones. (Slowly and with many pauses) Well—I
’elped ’im to find it—drunk as a lord ’e was. He goes
on, an’ comes back again, and says, I've got nothin’
for you, ’e says, but come in an’ 'ave a drink. So I
went in just as you might ’ave done yourself. We ’ad
a drink o’ whisky just as you might have ’ad, 'nd young
Mr. Barthwick says to me, “Take a drink 'nd a smoke.
Take anything you like, ’e says. And then he went to
sleep on the sofa, I ’ad some more whisky—an’ I ’ad
a smoke—and I ’ad some more whisky—an’ I carn’t
tell yer what ’appened after that.

MacisTRATE. Do you mean to say you were SO
drunk that you can remember nothing?
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Jack. (Softly to his father)) 1 say, that's exactly
what——

BarTawick. Tssh!

Jongs. That’s what I do mean.

MacGisTRATE. And yet you say you stole the box?

Jongs. I never stole the box. I took it

MAGISTRATE. (Hissing, with protruded neck.) You did
not steal it—you took it. Did it belong to you—what
is that but stealing?

Jones. I took it.

MAGISTRATE. You took it—you took it away from
their house and you took it to your house——

Jones. (Sullenly breaking in.)) 1 ain’t got a house.

MacisTRATE. Very well, let us hear what this young
man Mr.—Mr. Barthwick—has to say to your story.

SNOW leaves the witness-box. The BALD CONSTABLE
beckons JACK, who, clutching his hat, goes into
the witness-box. ROPER moves lo the table set
apart for his profession.

SWEARING CLERK. The evidence you give to the Court
shall be the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the
truth, so help you God. Kiss the book.

The Book is kissed.

ROPER. (Zxamining.) What is your name?

Jack. (Zn a low wvoice) John Barthwick, Junior.

The CLERK zoriles it down.

Rorer. Where do you live?

Jack. At 6, Rockingham Gate.

All his answers are recovded by the Clerk.

Roper. You are the son of the owner?

JACK. (In a very low wvoice.) Yes. _

Roper. Speak up, please. Do you know the prisoner?

b.
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Jack. (Looking at the JONESES, in a low wvoice.) T've
seen Mrs. Jones. I— (in a /loud woice) don’t know
the man.

Jones, Well, T know you!

Batp ConstasrLe. Hssh!

Rorer. Now, did you come in late on the night of
Easter Monday?

Jack. Yes.

Rorer. And did you by mistake leave your latch-
key in the door?

Jack. Yes.

MacistRATE. Oh! You left your latch-key in the
door?

Rorer. And is that all you can remember about
your coming in?

Jack. (In a loud woice) Yes, it is.

MacistRATE.  Now, you have heard the male
prisoner’s story, what do you say to that?

JACK.  (Zurning to the MAGISTRATE, speaks suddenly
in a confident, straightforward woice.) The fact of the
matter is, sir, that I'd been out to the theatre that night,
and had supper afterwards, and I came in late.

MaGiSTRATE. Do you remember this man being
outside when you came in?

Jack.  No, sir. (He hesitates.) 1 don’t think I do.

MAGISTRATE. (Somewhat puzzled)) Well, did he help
you to open the door, as he says? Did anyone help
you to open the door?

Jack. No, sir—I don’t think so, sir—I don’t know.

Macistrate.  You don’t know? But you must

know. It isn't a usual thing for you to have the door
opened for you, is it?
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Jack. (With a shamefaced smile.) No.

MAGISTRATE, Very well, then——

Jack.  (Desperately.) The fact of the matter is, sir, .
I'm afraid I'd had too much champagne that night,

MAGISTRATE.  (Smiling.) Oh! you'd had too much
champagne?

JonEs. May I ask the gentleman a question?

MAGISTRATE. Yes—yes—you may ask him what
questions you like.

Jones. Don’t you remember you said you was a
Liberal, same as your father, and you asked me wot I
was?

JACK. (With his hand against his brow.) 1 seem to
remember——

Jones. And I said to you, “I'm a bloomin’ Con-
servazzze,” I said; an’ you said to me, “You look more
like one of these ’ere Socialists. Take wotever you like,”
you said.

JACK. (With sudden resolution) No, I don’t. I don’t
remember anything of the sort.

Jones. Well, I do, an’ my word’s as good as yours
I've never been had up in a police-court before. T.ook
‘ere, don’t you remember you had a sky-blue bag in
your ’and—— [BARTHWICK jumps.

Roper. I submit to your worship that these questions
are hardly to the point, the prisoner having admitted
that he himself does not remember anything. (Zkhere is
a smile on the face of Justice.) It is a case of the blind
leading the blind.

JonEs. (Vielently) I've done no more than wot he
’as. I'm a poor man. I've got no money an’ no friends
—he’s a toff—he can do wot I can’t,
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MacisTRATE. Now, now! All this won't help you—
you must be quiet. You say you took this box? Now,
what made you take it? Were you pressed for money?

Jones. I'm always pressed for money.

MacisTrATE. Was that the reason you took it?

Jones., No.

MacisTRATE. (7o Sxow.) Was anything found on
him?

Snxow. Yes, your Worship. There was six pounds
twelve shillin’s found on him, and this purse.

The red silk purse is handed to the MAGISTRATE.
BARTHWICK 7ises in his seal, but hastily sits down

again.
MAGISTRATE.  (Staring at the purse.) Yes, yes—Ilet
me see—— (Zhere is a silence)) No, no, I've nothing

before me as to the purse. How did you come by all
that money?

Jones. (After a long pause, suddenly.)) 1 declines
to say.

MacisTRATE. But if you had all that money, what
made you take this box?

Jones. 1 took it out of spite.

MAGISTRATE. (Hissing, with protruded neck.) You
took it out of spite? Well now, that's something! But
do you imagine you can go about the town taking things
out of spite?

Jones, If you had my life, if you’d been out of
work——

MacisTRATE. Yes, yes; I know—because you're out
of work you think it's an excuse for everything.

JonEs. (Pointing at Jack.) You ask ’zm wot made
im take the——
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RoPER. (Quietly.) Does your Worship require this
witness in the box any longer?

MAGISTRATE. ([ronmically.) 1 think not; he is hardly
profitable.

JACK leaves the witness-box, and, hanging his head,
resumes his seat.)

Jones. You ask 'im wot made ’im take the
lady’s——

But the BALD CONSTABLE calches him by the sleeve.

BaLp CoNSTABLE. Sssh!

MAGISTRATE.  (Emphatically.) Now listen to me.
I've nothing to do with what he may or may not have
taken. Why did you resist the police in the execution

_of their duty?

Jongs. It warn’t their duty to take my wife, a re-
spectable woman, that 'adn’t done nothing.

MAGISTRATE. But I say it was. What made you
strike the officer a blow?

JoNes. Any man would a’ struck ’im a blow. I'd
strike ’im again, I would.

MAGISTRATE. You are not making your case any
better by violence. How do you suppose we could get
on if everybody behaved like you?

Jongs. (Leaning forward, earnestly.) Well, wot about
‘er; who’s to make up to ’er for this? Who's to give ’er
back ’er good name?

Mgs. Jones. Your Worship, it’s the children that’s
preying on his mind, because of course I've lost my
work. And I've had to find another room owing to the
scandal.

MAGISTRATE. Yes, yes, I know—but if he hadn’t
acted like this nobody would have suffered.
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Jones. (Glaring round at Jack.) I've done no worse
than wot ’e ’as. Wot I want to know is wot’s goin’ to
be done to “im.

The BALD CONSTABLE again says ““ Hssh!”

Roper. Mr. Barthwick wishes it known, your Wor-
ship, that considering the poverty of the prisoners he
does not press the charge as to the box. Perhaps your
worship would deal with the case as one of disorder.

Jones. I don’t want it smothered up, I want it all
dealt with fair—I want my rights—

MAGISTRATE.  (Rapping his desk) Now you have
said all you have to say, and you will be quiet.

There is a silence; the MAGISTRATE bends over and
parleys with his CLERK. .

Yes, I think I may discharge the woman. (/z a
kindly voice he addresses MRs. JONES, who stands unmov-
ing with her hands crossed on the rail) Tt is very un-
fortunate for you that this man has behaved as he has.
It is not the consequences to him but the consequences
to you. You have been brought here twice, you have
lost your work— (He glares at JonEs) and this is what
always happens. Now you may go away, and I am very
sorry it was necessary to bring you here at all.

Mgs. Jones. (Softly.) Thank you very much, your
Worship.

She leaves the dock, and looking back at Jones,
twists her fingers and is still.

MacisTRATE.  Yes, yes, but I can’t pass it over. Go
away, there’s a good woman.

Mgrs. JONES stands back. The MAGISTRATE leans
his head on his hand: then raising it he speaks
/o JONES.
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Now, listen to me. Do you wish the case to be
settled here, or do you wish it to go before a Jury?

JonEs.  (Muttering.) 1 don't want no Jury.

MAGISTRATE. Very well then, I will deal with it
here. (After a pause.) You have pleaded guilty to steal-
ing this box—

Jones. Not to stealin’—

BaLp CownstasLe. Hssshh,

MAGISTRATE. And to assaulting the police——

JonNes. Any man as was a man——

MAaGISTRATE. Your conduct here has been most im-
proper. You give the excuse that you were drunk when
you stole the box. I tell you that is no excuse. If you
choose to get drunk and break the law afterwards you
must take the consequences. And let me tell you that
men like you, who get drunk and give way to your spite
or whatever it is that’s in you, are—are—a nuisance to
the community.

Jack. (Leaning from his seat) Dad! that's what
you said to me?

BartHwWICK. Tsst.

There is a silence, while the MAGISTRATE consulls
his CLERK; JONES leans forward waiting.

MacisTRATE. This is your first offence, and I am
going to give you a light sentence. (Speaking sharply,
but without expression) One month with hard
labour.

He bends, and parieys with his CLERK. 7he BALD
CONSTABLE and another help JONES from the
dock.

Jongs. (Stopping and twisting round) Call this
justice? What about ’im? ’E got drunk! ’E took the
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purse—'e took the purse but (iz @ muffled shout) it's ’is
money got “im off—Justice!

The prisoner’s door is shut on JONES and from the
seedy-looking men and women comes a hoarse
and whispering groan.

MacisTRATE. We will now adjourn for lunch! (e
rises from his seat.)

The Court is in a stir. ROPER gels up and speaks
to the reporter. JACK, throwing wup his head,
walks with a swagger to the corridor; BARTHWICK
Jfollows.

Mgs. Jones. (Zwurning to him with a humble gesture.)
Oh! Sirl—

BARTHWICK /esitales, then yielding lo his nerves,
he makes a shame-faced gesture of refusal, and
hurries out of Court. MRS. JONES stands looking
after him.

The curtain falls.
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JOY.

ACT L

The time is morning, and the scene a level lawn, bevond
which the river is running amongst fields. A huge
old beech-tree overshadows everything, in the dark-
ness of whose hollow many things are hidden.
A rustic seat encircles it. A low wall clothed in
creepers, with two openings, divides this lawn from
the flowery approaches to the house. Close to the
wall there is a swing. The sky is clear and sunny.
CoLoNEL HOPE s seated in a garden-chatr, reading
a newspaper through pince-nez. He is fifty-five,
and bald, with drooping grev moustaches and a

] weather-darkened face. He wears a Sfannel suil,
and a hat from Panama; a tennis racquet leans
against his chair. MRS, HOPE comes quickly through
the opening of the wall, with roses in her hands.
She is going grev; she wears tan gauntlets, and no
hat. Her manner is decided, her voice emphatic, as
though aware that there is no nonsense in its owner’s
composition. Screened by the hollow tree, Miss BEECH
is seated; and Jov is perched on a lower branch,
concealed by foliage.
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Mgs. Hope. I told Molly in my letter that she’d
have to walk up, Tom.

CoroNeL. Walk up in this heat? My dear, why
didn’t you order Benson’s fly?

Mrs. Hore. Expense for nothing! Bob can bring
up her things in the barrow. I've told Joy I won’t have
her going down to meet the train. She's so excited
about her mother’s coming there’s no doing anything
with her,

CoLoneL. No wonder, after two months,

Mgs. Hore. Well, she’s going home to-morrow; she
must just keep herself fresh for the dancing to-night.
I'm not going to get people in to dance, and have Joy
worn out before they begin.

COLONEL. (Dropping his paper.) 1 don’t like Molly’s
walking up.

Mrs. Hope. A great strong woman like Molly Gwyn!
It isn’t half a mile.

CoLoNer. 1 don't like it, Nell; it's not hospit-
able,

Mgs. Hore. Rubbish! If you want to throw away
money, you must just find some better investment than
those wretched three per cents of yours. The green-fly
are in my roses already! Did you ever see anything
S0 disgusting? (They bend over the roses they have
grown, and lose all sense of everything.) Where’s the
syringe? I saw you mooning about with it last night,
Tom,

COLONEL. (Uneasily.) Mooning! (He retires behind
his paper. Mrs. HOPE enters the hollow of the tree.)
There’s an account of that West Australian swindle,
Set of ruffians! Listen to this, Nell! “It is under-
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stood that amongst the shareholders are large numbers
of women, clergymen, and Army officers.” How people
can be such fools!

Becoming aware that his absorption is unobserved,
he drops his glasses, and reverses his chair to-
wards the tree,

Mgrs. Hope. (Reappearing with a garden syringe.) 1
simply won’t have Dick keep his fishing things in the
tree; there’s a whole potful of disgusting worms. 7/
can’t touch them. Fox must go and take ’em out,
Tom.

In his turn the COLONEL enfers the hollow of
the tree.

Mgs. HopE. (Personally.) What on earth’s the pleasure
of it? I can't see! He never catches anything worth
eating.

The COLONEL reappears with a paint pot full of
worms,; he holds them out abstractedly.

Mrs. Hope. (Jumping) Don’t put them near me!

Miss BEecH. (From behind the tree) Don’t hurt the
poor creatures.

CoLoNEL. (Zurning.) Hallo, Peachey? What are you
doing round there?

He puts the worms down on the seal.

Mrs. Hope. Tom, take the worms off that seat at
once!

CoLONEL. (Somewhat flurried) Good gad! 7 don’t
know what to do with the beastly worms!

Mgrs. Hope. It's not my business to look after Dick’s
worms. Don’t put them on the ground. I won’t have
them anywhere where they can crawl about.

She flicks some green fly off her roses,

The Silver Box, 7
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COLONEL. (Looking into the pot as though the worms
could tell him where to put them.) Dash!
Miss BeecH. Give them to me.
Mgs. Hope. (Relieved.) Yes, give them to Peachey.
There comes from round the tree Miss BeecH, old-
Jfashioned, barrel-shaped, balloony in the skirts.
She takes the paint pot, and sits beside it on the
rustic seal.
Miss BEECH. Poor creatures!
Mrs. Hore. Well, it's beyond »e how you can make
pets of worms—wriggling, crawling, horrible things!
RosE, who is young and comely, in a pale print
Jrock, comes from the house and places letters
before her on a silver salver.
(Zaking the letters) What about Miss Joy’s frock,
Rose?
Rose. Please, 'm, I can’t get on with the back
without Miss Joy.
Mgrs. Hope. Well, then you must just find her.
Z don’t know where she is.
Rost. (/n a slow, sidelong manner.) If you please,
Mum, I think Miss Joy’s up in the——
She stops, seeing Miss BEECH signing to her with
both hands.
Mrs. Hore. (Skarply.) What is it, Peachey?
Miss BeecH. (Selecting a finger.)) Pricked meself!
Mgs. Hope. Let’s look!
She bends to look, but Miss BEECH places the finger
in her mouth.
Rose. (Glancing askance at the CoLoneL) If you
please, Mum, it’s—below the waist, I think I can manage
with the dummy.
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Mgrs. Hope. Well, you can try. (Opening her letter
as ROSE retives) Here's Molly about her train.

Miss BeecH. Is there a letter for me?

Mgrs. Hope. No, Peachey.

Miss BeecH. There never is.

CoroneL. What’s that? You got four by the first
post.

Miss BeecH. Exceptions!

COLONEL. (Looking over his glasses.) Why! You
know, you get 'em every day!

Mrs. Hore. Molly says she’ll be down by the
eleven thirty. (/n an injured voice.) She’ll be here in
half an hour! (Reading with disapproval from the letter.)
“«MAURICE LEVER is coming down by the same train
to see Mr. Henty about the Tocopala Gold Mine. Could
you give him a bed for the night?”

Silence, slight but ominous.

COLONEL. (Calling in to his aid his sacred hospitality.)
Of course we must give him a bed!

Mgs. Hope. Just like a man! What room I should
like to know!

CoLoNEL., Pink.

Mrs. Hope. As if Molly wouldn’t have the Pink!

CoLoNEL. (Ruefully.) 1 thought she’d have the
blue!

Mrs. Hope. You know perfectly well it's full of
earwigs, Tom. I killed ten there yesterday morning.

Miss BeecH. Poor creatures!

Mgrs. Hope. I don’t know that I approve of this Mr.
Lever’s dancing attendance. Molly’s only thirty-six.

CoLoNEL. (In a high voice) You can’t refuse him
a bed; I never heard of such a thing.

7 L3
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Mgs. HOPE. (Reading from the letter) “This gold
mine seems to be a splendid chance. (She glances at
the CoLONEL.) TIve put all my spare cash into it.
They’re issuing some Preference shares now; if Uncle
Tom wants an investment.” (Shke pauses, then in a
changed, decided voice.) Well, 1 suppose I shall have to
screw him in somehow.

Coroner. What's that about gold mines? Gambling
nonsense! Molly ought to know my views.

Mgs. HoPE. (Folding the letter away out of her con-
sciousness.) Oh! your views! This may be a specially
good chance.

Miss BeecH. Ahem! Special case!

Mrs. HovE. (Paying no attention.) T'm sick of these
3 per cent. dividends. When you've only got so little
money, to put it all into that India Stock, when it might

be earning 6 per cent. at least, quite safely! There are
ever so many things I want.

CoLoNeL. There you go!

Mgs. HoPE. As to Molly, 7 think it’s high time her
husband came home to look after her, instead of stick-
ing out there in that hot place. In fact

(Miss BeecH looks up at the tree and exhibits
cercbral excitement)
I don’t know what Geoff’s about; why doesn’t he find
something in England, where they could live together.

CoLoNeL. Don’t say anything against Molly, Nell!

Mgs. Hore. Well, I don’t believe in husband and
wife being separated. That's not my idea of married
life. [Zhe CovLoNEL whistles quizzically.
Ah, yes, she’s your niece, not mine! Molly’s very—

Miss Beech. Ouch! (She sucks her finger.)
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Mrs. Hope. Well, if I couldn’t sew at your age,
Peachey, without pricking my fingers! Tom, if I have
Mr. Lever here, you'll just attend to what I say and
look into that mine!

CoroneL.  Look into your grandmother! I haven’t
made a study of geology for nothing. For every ounce
you take out of a gold mine, you put an ounce and a
half in. Any fool knows that, eh, Peachey?

Miss BeecH. I hate your horrid mines, with all the
poor creatures underground.

Mrs. Hore. Nonsense, Peachey! As if they'd go
there if they didn’t want to!

CoroNeL. Why don’t you read your paper, then
you'd see what a lot of wild-cat things there are
about.

Mrs. Hope. (Abstractedly.) 1 can’t put Ernest and
Letty in the blue room, there’s only the single bed.
Suppose I put Mr. Lever there, and say nothing about
the earwigs. I daresay he’ll never notice.

CoLoNeL. Treat a guest like that!

Mgrs. Hope. Then where am I to put him for
goodness sake?

CoLoneL. Put him in my dressing-room, I'll turn
out.

Mrs. Hope. Rubbish, Tom, I won’t have you turned
out, that's flat. He can have Joy's room, and she can
sleep with the earwigs.

Jov. (From her hiding-place upon a lower branch
of the hollow tree) 1 won't.

Mrs. Hore and the COLONEL jump.

CoroneL. God bless my soul!
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Mgs. Hore.  You wretched girl? 1 told you never

to climb that tree again. Did you know, Peachey ?

[Miss BEECH smiles.
She’s always up there, spoiling all her frocks, Come
down now, Joy; there’s a good child!

Jov. T don’t want to sleep with earwigs, Aunt
Nell,

Miss BEEcH.  7°// sleep with the poor creatures.

Mrs. HOPE. (After a pause) Well, it would be a
mercy if you would for once, Peachey.

CoLoneL. Nonsense, I won’t have Peachey——

Mgs. Hope.  Well, who is to sleep there then?

Jov. (Coaxingly.) Let me sleep with Mother, Aunt
Nell, do!

Mgs. Hop. Litter her up with a great girl like
you, as if we’d only one spare room! Tom, see that
she comes down—I can’t stay here, I must manage
something, [She goes away towards the house.

COLONEL. (Moving to the tree, and looking wup.)
You heard what your Aunt said?

Jov. (Seftly.) Oh, Uncle Tom!

Coroner. I shall have to come up after you,

Jov. Oh, do, and Peachey too!

COLONEL. (Zrving to restrain a smile.) Peachey, you
talk to her. ' (Without waiting for Miss BEECH however,
he proceeds) Whatll your Aunt say to me if I don’t
get you down?

Miss BeecH. Poor creature! :

Jov. T don’t want to be worried about my
frock.

COLONEL. (Scratching his bald head.) Well, 7 shall
catch it,
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Jov. Oh, Uncle Tom, your head is so beautiful
from here!

Leaning over, she fans it with a leafy twig.

Miss BeecH. Disrespectful little toad!

CoLONEL. (Quickly putting on his hat) Youwll fall
out, and a pretty mess that'll make on—(/ke looks un-
easily at the ground)—my lawn!

A woice 1s heard calling < Colonel! Colonel!”

Jov. There’s Dick calling you, Uncle Tom.

She disappears.

Dick. (Appearing in the opening of the wall) Ernie’s
waiting to play you that single, Colonel! [He disappears.

Jov. Quick, Uncle Tom! Oh! do go, before he
finds I am up here.

Miss BeecH, Secret little creature!

The COLONEL picks up his racquet, shakes his fist,
and goes away.

Jov. (Calmly.) Tm coming down now, Peachey.
(Climbing down.) Look out! I'm dropping on your head.
Miss BeecH. (Unmoved.) Don't hurt yourself!

Jov drops on the rustic seat and rubs her shin.
Told you so! (Ske hunts in a lhttle bag for plaster.)
Let’s see!

Jov. (Seeing the worms) Ugh!

Miss Beeca. What's the matter with the poor
creatures?

Jov. They're so wriggly!

She backs away and sits down in the swing.

She is just seventeen, light and slim, brown-

haired, fresh-coloured, and grey-eved; her white

frock reaches to her ankles, she wears a sun-bonnet.
Peachey, how long were you Mother’s governess?
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Miss BeecH. Five years.

Jov. Was she as bad to teach as me?

Miss Beecn. Worse! [Jov claps her hands.
She was the worst girl I ever taught.

Jov. Then you weren't fond of her?

Miss BeecH, Oh! yes, T was.

Jov. Fonder than of me?

Miss BeecH. Don’t you ask such a lot of questions!

Jov. Peachey, duckie, what was Mother’s worst
fault?

Miss BeecH. Doing what she knew she oughtn’t.

Jov. Was she ever sorry?

Miss BeecH. Yes, but she always went on doin’ it.

Jov. 7 think being sorry’s stupid!

Miss Beecun. Oh, do you?

Jov. It isn’t any good. Was Mother revengeful,
like me?

Miss BeecH. Ah! Wasn’t she?

Jov. And jealous?

Miss BeecH. The most jealous girl I ever saw.

Jov. (Nodding.) 1 hte to be like her.

Miss BEECH. (Regarding her intently.) Yes! you've
got all your troubles before you.

Jov. Mother was married at eighteen, wasn’t she,
Peachey? Was she—was she much in love with Father
then?

Miss BeecH. (With a snif) About as much as

usual. )

She takes the paint pot, and walking round begins
to release the worms.

Jov.  (Indifferently.) They don’t get on now, you
know.
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Miss Beecn. What d’you mean by that, disrespect-
ful little creature?

Jov. (In a hard voice) They haven’t ever since
I’ve known them,

Miss BeecH. (Looks at her, and turns away again.)
Don’t talk about such things.

Jov. I suppose you don’t know Mr. Lever? (Bit-
terly.) He's such a cool beast. He never loses his temper.

Miss BeecH. Is that why you don’t like him?

Jov. (Frowning) No—yes—I don’t know.

Miss Beecn. Oh! perhaps you 4o like him?

Jov. I don’t; I hate him.

Miss BEecH. (Standing still)) Fie! Naughty temper!

Jov. Well, so would you! He takes up all Mother’s
time.

Miss BEecH. (/z a peculiar voice.) Oh! does he!

Jov. When he comes 7 might just as well go to bed.
(Passionately.) And now he’s chosen to-day to come
down here, when I haven’t seen her for two months!
Why couldn’t he come when Mother and I'd gone home.
It's simply brutal!

Miss Beech. But your mother likes him?

Jov. (Sullenly) 1 don’t want her to like him.

Miss BeecH. (With a long look at Jov.) 1 see!

Jov. What are you doing, Peachey?

Miss BECH. (Releasing a worm.) Letting the poor
creatures go.

Jov. If I tell Dick he'll never forgive you.

Miss BeecH. (Sidling behind the swing and plucking
off Jov's sun-bonnet. With devilry.) Ab-h-h! You've
done your hair up; so that’s why you wouldn’t come
down!
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Jov. (Springing wp and pouting) 1 didn’t want
anyone to see before Mother. You are a pig, Peachey!

Miss BeecH. I thought there was something!

Jov. (Zwisting round.)) How does it look?

Miss BeecH. I've seen better.

Jov. You tell anyone before Mother comes, and see
what I do!

Miss Beecu. Well, don’t you tell about my worms,
then!

Jov. Give me my hat! (Backing hastily towards
the tree, and putting her finger to her lips.) Look out!
Dick!

Miss Beecn. Oh! dear!

She sits down on the swing concealing the paint
pot with her feet and skirts.

Jov. (On the rustic seat, and in a violent whisper.)
I hope the worms will crawl up your legs!

DICK, in flannels and a hard straw hat, comes in.
He is a quiet and cheerful boy of twenty. His
eyes are always fixed on Jov.

Dick. (Grimacing) The Colonel’s getting licked.
Hallo! Peachey, in the swing?

Jov. (Chuckling)) Swing her, Dick!

Miss BEecH. (Quivering with emotion.) Little crea-
ture!

Jov.  Swing her! [Dick zakes the ropes.

Miss BEECH. (Quietly.) It makes me sick, young
man.
Dick. (Patting her gently on the back) All right,
Peachey.

Miss BEecH. (Maliciously.) Could you get me my
sewing from the seat? Just behind Joy.
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Jov.. (Leaning her head against the tree)) If you do,
I won’t dance with you to-night.

Dick stands paralysed. Miss BEECH gels off the
swing, picks up the paint pot and stands con-
cealing it behind her.

Jov. Look what she’s got behind /e, sly old thing!

Miss Beecn. Oh! dear!

Jov. Dance with her, Dick!

Miss Beecs. If he dare!

Jov. Dance with her, or I won’t dance with you
to-night. [She whistles a waltz.

Dick. (Desperately.) Come on then, Peachey. We
must.

Jov. Dance, dance!

Dick seizes Miss BEECH by the waist. She drops
the paint pol. They revolve.

(Conwulsed) Oh, Peachey, oh!

Miss BEECH s dropped wpon the rustic seat. DicK

seizes JoY's hands and drags her up.
No, no! I won't!

Miss BeecH. (Panting.) Dance, dance with the
poor young man! (Ske mowves her hands.) La la—la la
la—la /z la! [Dick and Jovy dance.

Dick. By Jove, Joy! You've done your hair up.
I say, how jolly! You do look——

Jov. (Zhrowing her hands up to her hair) 1 didn't
mean you to see!

Dick. (In a hurt voice)) Oh! didn’t you? I'm aw-
fully sorry!

Jov. (Flashing round.) Oh, you old Peachey!

She looks at the ground, and then again at DICK.

Miss BeecH. (Sidling round the tree) Oh! dear!
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Jov. (Whispering.) She’s been letting out your
WOrms. [Miss BEECH disappears from view.
Look!

Dick. (Quickly.) Hang the worms! Joy, promise
me the second and fourth and sixth and eighth and
tenth and supper, to-night. Promise! Do!

(Jov shakes her head.
It’s not much to ask.

Jov. T won’t promise anything.

Dick. Why not?

Jov. Because Mother’s coming. I won’t make any
arrangements.

Dick. (Zragically.) 1t's our last night.

Jov. (Scornfully.) You don’t understand! (Dancing
and clasping her hands.) Mother’s coming, mother’s
coming!

Dick. (Violently) 1 wish—— Promise, Joy!

Jov. (Looking over her shoulder)) Sly old thing! If
yow'll pay Peachey out, I'll promise you supper!

Miss BEECH. (From behind the tree) 1 hear you.

Jov. (Whispering.)) Pay her out, pay her out! She’s
let out all your worms!

Dick. (Looking moodily at the paint pot.) 1 say, is
it true that Maurice Lever's coming with your mother?
Ive met him playing cricket, he’s rather a good
sort.

Jov. (Flashing out) I hate him.

Dick. (Zroubled) Do you? Why? 1 thought—1I
didn’t know—if I'd 4nozwn of course, I'd have——

He is going to say ““hated him too!” But the
voices of ERNEST BLUNT and the COLONEL are
heard approaching, in dispute,
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Jov. Oh! Dick, hide me, I don’t want my hair seen
till Mother comes.
She springs into the hollow tree. The COLONEL
and ERNEST appear in the opening of the wall,
Ernest. The ball was out, Colonel.
CorLoNEL. Nothing of the sort.
Ernest. A good foot out.
CoLoNEL. It was not, sir. I saw the chalk fly.
ERNEST s twenty-eight, with a little moustache,
and the positive cool voice of a young man who
knows that he knows everything. He is perfectly
calm.
ErnesT. I was nearer to it than you.
COLONEL. (/n a high, hot voice.) 1 don’t care where
you were, I hate a fellow who can’t keep cool.
Miss BEecH. (From behind the hollow tree.) Fie! Fie!
Ernest. We're two to one, Letty says the ball was
out.
COLONEL. Letty’s your wife, she’d say anything.
Ernest. Well, look here, Colonel, I'll show you the
very place it pitched.
CorLonerL. Gammon! You've lost your temper, you
don’t know what your talking about.
Erngest. (Coolly.) 1 suppose you'll admit the rule
that one umpires one’s own court.
CoLoNEL. (Hotly.) Certainly not in this case!
Miss BegcH. (From behind the hollow tree.) Special
case!
ErNesT. (Moving chin in collar—uvery coolly.) Well,
of course if you won’t play the game!
CoLoNEL. (In a towering passion.) 1f you lose your
temper like this, I'll never play with you again.
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7o LETTY, a pretty soul in a linen suit, approaching
through the wall.
Do you mean to say that ball was out, Letty?

LETry. Of course it was, father.

CoLoNEL. You say that because he’s vour husband.
(He sits on the rustic seat) 1f your mother’d been there
she’d have backed me up!

Lerry., Mother wants Joy, Dick, about her frock.

Dick. I—I don’t know where she is,

Miss BEECH. (From behind the hollow tree.) Ahem!

LETTY. What's the matter, Peachey?

Miss BeecH. Swallowed a fly. Poor creature!

ERNEST. (Returning to his point) Why I know the
ball was out, Colonel, was because it pitched in a line
with that arbutus-tree—

COLONEL. (Rising.) Arbutus-tree! (70 his daughter.)
Where's your mother?

LeErTy. In the blue room, father.

ErNest.  The ball was a good foot out; at the height
it was coming when it passed me— —

CoLONEL. (Staring at him.) You're a—you’re a—a
theorist! From where you were you couldn’t see the ball
at all. (7b Lerry.) Where's your mother?

LerTy. (Emphatically) In the blue room, Father!

The COLONEL glares confusedly, and goes away
towards the blue room.

ErnesrT., (In the swing, and with a smile.) Your old
dad’ll never be a sportsman!

Lerry. (Indignantly) 1 wish you wouldn’t call
father old, Ernie! What time’s Molly coming, Peachey?

ROSE kas come from the house, and stands watling
Jor a chance to speak.
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ERNEST. (Breaking in.)) Your old dad’s only got
one fault; he can’t take an impersonal view of things.

Miss BeecH. Can you find me anyone who can?

Ernest. (With a smile) Well, Peachey!

Miss BeecH. (Zronically.) Oh! of course, there’s
you!

ErNesT. I don’t know about that! But——

Rose. (7o Lerrv.) Please, Miss, the Missis says
will you and Mr. Ernest please to move your things into
Miss Peachey’s room.

ERNEST. (Veved.) Deuce of a nuisance havin' to
turn out for this fellow Lever, What did Molly want to
bring him for?

Miss Beecn. Course you've no personal feeling in
the matter!

RosE. (Speaking to Miss BeecH.) The Missis says
you're to please move your things into the blue room,
please Miss.

Lerry. Aha, Peachey! That settles you! Come on,
Ernie!

She goes towards the house. ERNEST, rising from
the swing, turns to Miss BEECH, who follows.

ERNEST. (Smiling, faintly superior.) Personal, not a
bit! I only think while Molly’s out at grass, she oughtn’t
t——

Miss BeecH. (Skarply) Oh! do you?

She hustles ERNEST out through the wall, but his
voice is heard faintly from the distance: 1
think it's jolly thin.”

Rose. (7» Dick.) The Missis says you're to take
all your worms and things, Sir, and put them where
they won’t be seen.
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Dick. (Shortly.) Haven't got any!

Rose. The Missis says she'll be very angry if you
don’t put your worms away; and would you come and
help kill earwigs in the blue——?

Dick. Hang! (e goes, and Rosk is left alone.

RoSE. (Looking straight before her) Please, Miss
Joy, the Missis says will you go to her about your
frock.

There is a httle pause, then from the hollow tree
JoY’s woice is heard.

Jov. No—o!

Rose.  If you didn’t come, I was to tell you she was
going to put you in the blue——

Jov looks out of the tree.
(£mmovable, but smiling.) Oh, Miss Joy, you’ve done
your hair up! (Jov retires into the tree.
Please, Miss, what shall I tell the Missis?

Jov. (Jov’s zoice is heard) Anything you like!

ROSE. (Ouver her shoulder.) 1 shall be drove to tell
her a story, Miss.

Jov. All right! Tell it.

ROSE goes away, and Joy comes out. She sits on
the rustic seat and wails. DICK, coming softly
JSrom the house, approaches her. _

Dick. (Looking at her intently.) Joy! I wanted to
say something——

[Jov does not look at him, but twists her Jingers.
I sha’n’t see you again you know after to-morrow till I
come up for the "Varsity match.

Jov. (Smiling.) But that's next week.

Dick. Must you go home to-morrow?

JOY nods three times,
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(Coming closer.) 1 shall miss you so awfully. You don’t
know how I—— (Jov skakes her head.
Do look at me! (Jov steals a look.) Oh! Joy!

Again Jov shakes her head.

Jov. (Suddenly.) Don’t!

Dick. (Seizing her hand) Oh, Joy! Can’t you——

Jov. (Drawing the hand away.) Oh! don’t.

Dick. (Bending his head.) It's—it's—so——

Jov. (Quietly.) Don't, Dick!

Dick. But I can’t help it! It's too much for me,
Joy, I must tell you——

Mgs. GWYN s seen approaching towards the house.

Jov. (Spinning round.)) 1t's Mother—oh, Mother!

She rushes at her.

Mrs. GWYN 75 a handsome creature of thirty-six,

dressed in a muslin frock. She twists her daughter
round, and kisses her.

Mrs. Gwyn. How sweet you look with your hair
up, Joy! Who's this? [Glancing with a smile at DIcK.

Jov. Dick Merton—in my letters you know.

She looks at DICK as though she wished him gone.

Mrs. Gwyn. How do you do?

Dick. (Shaking hands.) How d’you do? I think if
you'll excuse me—TIll go in.

He goes uncertainly.

Mgs. GwyN. What's the matter with him?

Jov. Oh, nothing! (Hugging her) Mother! You
do look such a duck. Why did you come by the tow-
ing-path, wasn't it cooking?

Mrs. GWyN. (Awoiding her eyes.) Mr. Lever wanted
to go into Mr. Henty’s.

Her manner is rather artificially composed,

Zhe Silver Box, 8
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Jov. (Dully.) Oh! Is he—is he really coming /ere,
Mother?

Mrs. GwyN, (Whose voice has hardened Just a little.)
If Aunt Nell’s got a room for him—of course—why
not?

Jov. (Digging her chin into her mother’s shoulder.)
Why couldn’t he choose some day when we'd gone? I
wanted you all to myself.

Mrs. Gwy~N.  You are a quaint child—when I was
your age——

Jov. (Suddenly looking up.) Oh! Mother, you must
have been a chook!

Mgs. Gwyn. - Well, I was about twice as old as you,
I know that.

Jov. Had you any—any other offers before you
were married, Mother?

Mgs. GwyN. (Smilingly.) Heaps!

Jov. (Reflectively.) Oh!

Mgs. GwyN. Why? Have you been having any?

Jov. (Glancing at Mrs. GwyN, and then down.)
N—o, of course not!

Mgs. Gwy~N. Where are they all? Where's Peachey?

Jov. Fussing about somewhere; don’t let’s hurry!
Oh! you duckie—duckie! Aren’t there any letters from
Dad?

MRrs. GWYN. (Zn a harder wvoice) Yes, one or two.

Jov. (Hesitating) Can't I see?

Mrs. GwyN. I didn’t bring them. (Changing the
subject obviously.) Help me to tidy—I'm so hot I don’t
know what to do.

She takes out a powder-puff bag, with a tiny
looking-glass.
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Jov. How lovely it'll be to-morrow—going home!

Mrs. GwyN. (With an wuneasy look) London’s
dreadfully stuffy, Joy. Youwll only get knocked up
again. ¢

Jov. (With consternation.) Oh! but Mother, I must
come.

Mrs. GWYN. (Forcing a smile) Oh, well if you
must, you must! [Jov makes a dash at her.
Don’t rumple me again. Here’s Uncle Tom.

Jov. (Quickly.) Mother, we're going to dance to-
night, promise to dance with me, there are three more
girls than men, at least, and don’t dance too much with
—with—you know—Dbecause I'm—(dropping her wvoice
and wvery still)—jealous.

Mgrs. GWyN. (Forcing a laugh.) You are funny!

Jov. (Very guickly.) [ haven’t made any engage-
ments because of you.

The COLONEL approaches through the wall.

Mrs. Gwyn. Well, Uncle Tom?

CoLONEL. (Genially.) Why, Molly! (He kisses her.)
What made you come by the towing-path?

Jov. Because it’s so much cooler, of course.

CoroneL. Hallo! What’s the matter with yon?
Phew! you’ve got your hair up! Go and tell your aunt
your mother's on the lawn. Cut along!

oy goes, blowing a kiss.
Cracked about you, Molly! Simply cracked! We shall
miss her when you take her off to-morrow. (/e places
a chair for her) Sit down, sit down, you must be
tired in this heat. I've sent Bob for your things with
the wheelbarrow; what have you got—only a bag, I

suppose?
8 *
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Mrs. Gwyn. (Sitting, with a smile) That's all,
Uncle Tom, except—my trunk and hat-box.

Coroner. Phew! And what's-his-name brought a
bag, I suppose?

Mrs. GwyN. They're all together. I hope it’s not
too much, Uncle Tom.

CovroNEL. (Dubiously.) Oh! Bob’ll manage! I sup-
pose you see a good deal of—of—Lever. That's his
brother in the Guards, isn’t it?

Mrs. Gwyn.,  Yes.

CoroNeL. Now what does this chap do.

Mrs. Gwyn. What should he do, Uncle Tom? He's
a Director.

Coroner. Guinea-pig! (Dubiously.) Your bringing
him down was a good idea.

Mrs. GWYN, looking at him sidelong, bites her
lips.
I should like to have a look at him. But, I say, you
know, Molly—mines, mines! There are a lot of these
chaps about, whose business is to cook their own dinners.
Your aunt thinks——

Mgrs. Gwyn. Oh! Uncle Tom, don’t tell me what
Aunt Nell thinks!

CoLoneL. Well—well! Look here, old girl! It's
my experience never to—what I mean is—never to
trust too much to a man who has to do with mining.
I've always refused to have anything to do with mines.
If your husband were in England, of course, I'd say
nothing. -

Mes. Gwyn. (Very still) We’'d better keep Aim out
of the question, hadn’t we?

CorLoneL.  Of course, if you wish it, my dear,
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Mgs. Gwyn. Unfortunately, I do.

CoLoNEL. (Nervously.) Ah! yes, 1 know; but look
here, Molly, your aunt thinks youwre in a very delicate
position—in fact, she thinks you see too much of young
Lever——

Mrs. GWYN. (Stretching herself like an angry cal.)
Does she? And what do yox think?

Coroner. I? I make a point of not thinking. I
only know that here he is, and I don’t want you to go
burning your fingers, eh?

[Mgs. GwyN sits with a vindictive smile.
A gold mine’s a go/d mine. I don’t mean he deliberately
—but they take in women and parsons, and—and all
sorts of fools. (Looking down.) And then, you know, I
can’t tell your feelings, my dear, and I don’t want to;
but a man about town’ll compromise a woman as soon
as he'll look at her, and (softly shaking his head) 1 don’t
like that, Molly! It’s not the thing!
Mgs. GwyYN sits unmoved, smiling the same smile,
and the COLONEL gives her a nervous look.
If—if—you were any other woman—/ shouldn’t care
—and if—if you were a plain woman, damme, you
might do what you liked! I know you and Geoff don’t
get on; but here’s this child of yours, devoted to you,
and—and don’t you see, old girl? Eh?

Mrs. Gwyn. (With a little hard laugh.) Thanks!
Perfectly! I suppose as you don’t think, Uncle Tom, it
never occurred to you that 7 have rather a lonely time
of it.

CoLoNEL. (With compunction.) Oh! my dear, yes,
of course I know it must be beastly.

Mrs. Gwyn. (Stonily.) 1t s,
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CoLoNeL. Yes, yes! (Speaking in a surprised wvoice.)
I don't know what I am talking like this for! It’s
your Aunt! She goes on at me till she gets on my
nerves. What d’you think she wants me to do now?
Put money into this gold mine! Did you ever hear
such folly?

Mrs. GWYN. (Breaking into laughter.) Oh! Uncle
Tom!

CoLoNEL.  All very well for you to laugh, Molly!

Mgs. GwyN. (Calmly) And how much are you
going to put in?

CoLoNEL. Not a farthing! Why, Ive got nothing
but my pension and three thousand India Stock!

Mgs. GwyN. Only ninety pounds a year, besides
your pension! D’you mean to say that’s all you've got,
Uncle Tom? I never knew that before. What a shame!

COLONEL. (Feelingly.) 1t is—a d—d shame! I don’t
suppose there’s another case in the army of a man being
treated as I'ze been.

Mgs. Gwy~. But how on earth do you manage here
on so little?

CoLONEL.  (Brooding) Your Aunt’s very funny.
She’s a born manager. She'd manage the hind leg off
a donkey; but if 7 want five shillings for a charity or
what not, I have to whistle for it. And then all of a
sudden, Molly, she’ll take it into her head to spend
goodness knows what on some trumpery or other, and
come to me for the money. If I haven't got it to give
her, out she flies about 3 per cent., and worries me to
invest in some wild-cat or other, like your friend’s thing,
the Jaco—what is it? I don’t pay the slightest attention
to her,
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Mrs. Hope. (From the direction of the house.) Tom!

CoLoNEL. (Rising) Yes, dear! (Then dropping his
wotce.) 1 say, Molly, don’t you mind what I said about
young Lever. I dom’t want you to imagine that I
think harm of people—you know I don’t—but so many
women come to grief, and—(%ot/y)—1I can’t stand men
about town; not that he of course——

Mgs. Hope. (Peremptorily.) Tom!

COLONEL. (/n hasty confidence.) 1 find it best to let
your Aunt run on. If she says anything——

Mrs. Hope. To-om!

CoLoNEL. Yes, dear!

He goes hastily. MRrs. GWYN sits drawing circles
on the ground with her charming parasol. Sud-
denly she springs to her feet, and stands waiting
like an animal at bay. The COLONEL and
Mrs. HOPE approack her talking.

Mrs. Hore. Well, how was 7 to know?

CoLoNeL. Didn’t Joy come and tell you?

Mgs. Hore. I don’t know what’s the matter with
that child? Well, Molly, so here you are. You're before
your time—that train’s always late.

Mrs. Gwy~. (With faint irony) I'm sorry, Aunt
Nell!

THEY bob, seem to take fright, and kiss each other
gingerly.

Mgs. Hope. What have you done with Mr. Lever?
I shall have to put him in Peachey’s room. Tom's got
no champagne,

CoroneL. They've a very decent brand down at the
George, Molly, I'll send Bob over——
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Mrs. Hope. Rubbish, Tom! He'll just have to put
up with what he can get!

Mrs. Gwy~N.  Of course! He's not a snob! For
goodness sake, Aunt Nell, don’t put yourself out! I'm
sorry 1 suggested his coming.

CoLONEL. My dear, we ought to have champagne in
the house—in case of accident.

Mrs. GWYN. (Shaking him gently by the coat) No,
please, Uncle Tom!

Mgs. Hove. (Swddenly.) Now, I've told your Uncle,
Molly, that he’s not to go in for this gold mine without
making certain it’s a good thing. Mind, I think you’ve
been very rash. I'm going to give you a good talking
to; and that's not all—you oughtn’t to go about like
this with a young man; he’s not at all bad looking. I
remember him perfectly well at the Fleming’s dance.

On MRs. GWYN's lips there comes a little mocking
smile.

COLONEL. (Pulling his wife’s sleeve.) Nelll

Mgs. Hope. No, Tom, I'm going to talk to Molly;
she’s old enough to know better.

Mrs. Gwyn, Yes?

Mgs. Hore. Yes, and yow’ll get yourself into a mess;
I don’t approve of it, and when I see a thing I don’t
approve of——

CoLoNeL. (Walking about, and pulling his mous-
tache.) Nell, I won’t have it, I simply won’t have it.

Mrs. Hore. What rate of interest are these Pre-
ference Shares to pay?

Mgrs. Gwy~. (Stll smiling.) Ten per cent.

Mrs. Hope. What did I tell you, Tom? And are
they safe?
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Mrs. Gwyn. You’d better ask Maurice.

Mrs. Hope, There, you see, you call him Maurice!
Now supposing your Uncle went in for some of them——

CoLoNEL. (Zaking off his hat—in a high, hot voice.)
I'm not going in for anything of the sort.

Mgs. Hope. Don’t swing your hat by the brim! Go
and look if you can see him coming!

[Z%he CoLONEL goes.
(In a lower woice) Your Uncle’s getting very bald.
I've only shoulder of lamb for lunch, and a salad. It's
lucky it’s too hot to eat.
[Miss BEEcH /as appeared while she is speaking.
Here she is, Peachey!

Miss BeecH. I see her. (She kisses Mrs. GWYN, and
looks at her intently.)

Mgs. GWYN. (Shrugging her shoulders.) Well, Peachey!
What d’you make of me?

COLONEL. (Returning from his search.) There’s a
white hat crossing the second stile. Is that your friend,
Molly ? [Mrs. GWYN nods.

Mgs. Hope. Oh! before 1 forget, Peachey—Letty
and Ernest can move their things back again. I'm
going to put Mr. Lever in yowr room. (Catching sight
of the paint-pot on the ground) There’s that disgusting
paint-pot! Take it up at once, Tom, and put it in
the tree.

The COLONEL picks up the pot and bears it to
the hollow tree followed by Mrs. HOPE; he
enters.

Mrs. Hope. (Speaking into the tree.) Not there!

COLONEL. (From within.) Well, where then?

Mgs. Hope. Why—up—oh! gracious!
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Mrs. GWYN, standing alone, is smiling. LEVER
approaches from the towing-path. He is a man
like a fencer's wrist, supple and steely. A man
whose age is difficult to tell, with a quick, good-
looking face, and a line between his brows; his
darkish hair is flecked with grey. He gives the
Jeeling that he has always had to spurt to keep
pace with his own life.

Mrs. HoPE. (Akso entering the hollow tree.) No—oh!
COLONEL. (From the depths, in a high wvoice.) Well,
dash it then! What 4o you want?
Mgs. GwyN. Peachey, may I introduce Mr. Lever
to you? Miss Beech, my old governess.
They shake each other by the hand.
Lever. How do you do?
His voice is pleasant, his manner easy.
Miss BeecH. Pleased to meet you.

Her manner is that of one who is not pleased. She
waiches.

MRs. GWYN. (Pointing to the tree—maliciously.) This
is my uncle and my aunt. They’re taking exercise, I
think.

The COLONEL and MRrs. Hopk emerge convulsively,
They are very hot. LEVER and MRrs. Gwyn are
very cool.

Mgs. Hope. (Shaking hands with him.) So you've
got here! Aren't you very hot?—Tom!
CoOLONEL, Brought a splendid day with you!
Splendid!
As he speaks, Jov comes running with a bunch

of roses; seeing LEVER, she stops and stands
quite rigid.
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Miss BeecH. (Sitting in the swing)) Thunder!
Coroner. Thunder? Nonsense, Peachey, you're
always imagining something. Look at the sky!
Miss BeecH. Thunder!
MRrs. GWYN'S smile has faded.
Mrs. Hore. (Zwrning.) Joy, don’t you see Mr.
Lever?
Jov, turning to her mother, gives her the roses.
With a forced smile, LEVER advances, holding
oul his hand.
Lever. How are you, Joy? Haven’t seen you for
an age!
Jov. (Without expression.) 1 am very well, thank
you.
She raises her hand, and just touches his. MRs.
GWYN'S eyes are fixed on her daughter. Miss
BEECH 75 walching them intently; Mrs. Hope
s buttoning the COLONEL'S coal.

The curtain falls.
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AT I

1t is afternoon, and at a garden-table Placed beneath the
hollow tree, the COLONEL 75 poring over plans. Astride
of a garden-chair, LEVER is smoking cigaretles. Dick
1s hanging Chinese lanterns to the hollow tree.

Lever. Of course, if this level (pointing with his
ctgarette) peters out to the West we shall be in a tightish
place; you know what a mine is at this stage, Colonel
Hope?

CoLONEL. (Aébsently.) Yes, yes. (Zracing a line.)
What is there to prevent its running out here to the
East?

Lever. Well, nothing, except that as a matter of
fact it doesn’t.

CoLoNEL. (With some excitement.) 'm very glad you
showed me these papers, very glad! 7 say that it's a
most astonishing thing if the ore suddenly stops there.

(4 gleam of humour visits Lever’s Jace.
Pm not an expert, but you ought to prove that ground
to the East more thoroughly.

LEVER. (Quizzically) Of course Sir, if you advise
that—

CoLoNer. If it were mine, I'd no more sit down
under the belief that the ore stopped there; than
Pd—— Theres a harmony in these things.
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Lever. I can only tell you what our experts say.

Coroner. Ah! Experts! No faith in them—never
had! Miners, lawyers, theologians, cowardly lot—pays
them to be cowardly. When they haven’t their own
axes to grind, they’ve got their theories; a theory’s a
dangerous thing. (/e loses himself in contemplation of
the papers.) Now my theory is, you're in strata here of
what we call the Triassic Age.

Lever. (Smiling faintly.) Ah!

CoLoneL. Youwve struck a fault, that’s what's hap-
pened. The ore may be as much as thirty or forty
yards out; but it’s there, depend on it.

LeveEr. Would you back that opinion, Sir?

CoLoNEL. (With dignity.) 1 never give an opinion
that Im not prepared to back. I want to get to the
bottom of this. What's to prevent the gold going down
indefinitely ?

Lever. Nothing, so far as I know.

CoLONEL. (With suspicion.) Eh!

Lever. All I can tell you is: This is as far as
we've got, and we want more money before we can get
any further.

CoLoNEL. (Absently.) Yes, yes; that’s very usual.

Lever. If you ask my personal opinion I think it's
very doubtful that the gold does go down.

CoLoNEL. (Smiling) Oh! a personal opinion—on
a matter of this sort!

LEVER. (As though about lo take the papers)) Per-
haps we'd better close the sitting, Sir; sorry to have
bored you.

CoLoNeL. Now, now! Don’t be so. touchy! If
I'm to put money in, I'm bound to look at it all round.
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LEVER. (With lifted brows) Please don't imagine
that I want you to put money in.

CoLoNeL. Confound it, sir! D’you suppose I take
you for a Company promoter?

Lever. Thank you!

COLONEL. (Looking at him doublfully.) You've got
Irish blood in you—um? You're so hasty!

LEver. If you're really thinking of taking shares—
my advice to you is, don’t!

COLONEL.  (Regretfully.) If this were an ordinary
gold mine, I wouldn’t dream of looking at it, I want
you to understand that. Nobody has a greater objection
to gold mines than I.

LEVER. (Looks down at his host with half-closed
eves.) But it is a gold mine, Colonel Hope.

CoroneL. I know, 1 know; but I've been into it for
myself; I've formed my opinion personally. Now, what’s
the reason you don’t want me to invest?

LEvEr. Well, if it doesn’t turn out as you expect,
you'll say it’s my doing. I know what investors are.

CoLoNEL. (Dubiously.) 1If it were a Westralian or
a Kaffir I wouldn’t touch it with a pair of tongs! It’s
not as if I were going to put much in! (He suddenly
bends above the papers as though magnetically attracted.)
1 like these Triassic formations!

Dick, who fas hung  the last lantern, moodily
deparis.

LEVER. (Looking after /4im.) That young man seems
depressed.

CoLoNEL. (4s though remembering his principles.) 1
don’t like mines, never have! (Suddenly absorbed again.)
I tell you what, Lever—this thing’s got tremendous
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possibilities. You don’t seem to believe in it enough.
No mine’s any good without faith; until I see for myself,
however, I sha’n’t commit myself beyond a thousand.

LEVER. Are you serious, sir?

CoLoneL. Certainly! Dve been thinking it over
ever since you told me Henty had fought shy. I've
a poor opinion of Henty. He’s one of those fellows
that says one thing and does another. An oppor-
tunist!

LEVER. (Slowly.) I'm afraid we're all that, more or

less. [ffc sits beneath the hollow lree.
COLONEL. A man never knows what he is himself.
There’s my wife. She thinks she’'s—— By the way,

don’t say anything to her about this, please. And,
Lever (nervously), 1 don’t think, you know, this is quite
the sort of thing for my niece.

Lever. (Quietly.) 1 agree. I mean to get her out
of it.

CoLONEL. (A little taken aback) Ah! You know,
she—she’s in a very delicate position, living by herself
in London. (LEVER looks at him ironically.) You (very
nervously) see a good deal of her? If it hadn’t been for
Joy growing so fast, we shouldn’t have had the child
down here. Her Mother ought to have her with her.
Eh! Don’t you think so?

LEVER. (Forcing a smile) Mrs. Gwyn always seems
to me to get on all right.

COLONEL. (ds though making a discovery.) You know,
Ive found that when a woman’s living alone and un-
protected, the very least thing will set a lot of hags and
jackanapes talking. (#orly.) The more unprotected and
helpless a woman is, the more they revel in it. If there’s
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anything I hate in this world, it's those wretched crea-
tures who babble about their neighbours’ affairs.

Lever. I agree with you.

CoLoNEL. One ought to be very careful not to give
them—that is (checks himself confused; then hurrving on)
—1I suppose you and Joy get on all right?

Lever. (Coolly.) Pretty well, thanks. I'm not exactly
in Joy's line; haven't seen very much of her, in
fact.

Miss BEECH and Jov have been approaching from
the house. But seeing LEVER, JoOv turns abruptly,
hesitates a moment, and with an angry gesture
goes away.

CoLoNEL.  (Unconscious.) Wonderfully affectionate
little thing! Well, she’ll be going home to-morrow!

Miss BeecH. (Who has been gazing after Jov.) Talkin’
business, poor creatures?

Lever. Oh, no! If yowll excuse me, I'll wash my
hands before tea.

Ie glances at the COLONEL poring over papers, and,
shrugging his shoulders, strolls away.

Miss BeecH. (Sitting in the swing.) 1 see your horrid
papers.

CoroneL. Be quiet, Peachey!

Miss BeecH. On a beautiful summer’s day, too.

Coroner. That’ll do now.

Miss BeecH. (Unmoved.) For every ounce you take
out of a gold mine you put two in,

Coronel. Who told you that rubbish?

Miss Beecu. (With devilry.) You did!

CovLoneL. This isn’t an ordinary gold mine.

Miss Beecu. Oh! quite a special thing.
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COLONEL stares al her, but subsiding at her im-
passtvily he pores again over the papers.

ROSE has approached with a ltea cloth.

Rose. If you please, sir, the missis told me fo lay
the tea.

CoroneL. Go away! Ten fives fifty. Ten 5-16ths,
Peachey?

Miss BeecH. I hate your nasty sums!

RoSE goes away. The COLONEL wrifes. MRs.
Hove's wvoice is heard, ““Now then, bring those
chairs, vou two. Not that one, Ernest.”
ERNEST and LETTY appear through the openings
of the wall, each with a chair

CoLONEL. (With dull exasperation.) What do you
want!

Lerry. Tea, father.

She places her chair and goes away.

Ernest That Johnny-bird Lever is too cocksure for
me, Colonel. Those South American things are no good
at all. I know all about them from young Scrotton.
There’s not one that's worth a red cent. If you want a
flutter— —

CoLONEL. (Explosively.) Flutter! I'm not a gambler,
sir!

Ernest. Well, Colonel (with a smile), 1 only don’t
want you to chuck your money away on a stiff 'un. If
you want anything good you should go to Mexico.

COLONEL. (Jumping up and holding out the map.)

Go to—— (He stops in time.)) What d'you call that,
eh? M-E-X——

Ernest. (Not to be embarrassed.) It all.depends on
what part.

The Silver Box, 9
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CoLonerL. You think you know everything—you
think nothing’s right unless it’s your own idea! Be good
enough to keep your advice to yourself.

ERNEST. (Mowing with his chair, and stopping with
a smile)) If you ask me, I should say it wasn’t playing
the game to put Molly into a thing like that.

CovLoneL. What do you mean, sir?

ErRNEST. Any Juggins can see that she’s a bit gone
on our friend.

CoLoNEL. (Freezingly.) Indeed!

Ernest. He’s not at all the sort of Johnny that
appeals to me.

CoLONEL. Really?

Ernest. (Unmoved) If 1 were you, Colonel, I
should tip her the wink. He was hanging about her at
Ascot all the time. It’s a bit thick!

Mgrs. HopE followed by ROSE appears from the house.
CoLONEL. (Stammering with passion.) Jackanapes!
Mgs. Hope. Don’t stand there, Tom; clear those

papers, and let Rose lay the table. Now, Ernest, go and
get another chair.

The COLONEL looks wildly round and sits beneath

the hollow tree, with his head held in his hands.
Rose lays the cloth.

Miss BeecH. (Sitting beside the CoLoneL.) Poor
creature!

ERNest. (Carrying his chair about with him.) Ask
any Johnny in the City, he’ll tell you Mexico’s a very
tricky country—the people are awful rotters—

Mgs. Hore. Put that chair down, Ernest.

ErNEst looks at the chair, puts it down, opens his

mouth, and goes away. ROSE follows him,
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What's he been talking about? You oughtn’t to get so
excited, Tom; is your head bad, old man? Here, take
these papers! (She hands the papers to the COLONEL.)
Peachey, go in and tell them tea’ll be ready in a minute,
there’s a good soul! Oh! and on my dressing-table
yow'll find a bottle of Eau de Cologne——

Miss Beecn. Don’t let him get in a temper again?
That’s three times to-day!

She goes towards the house.

CoLoNEL. Never met such a fellow in my life, the
most opinionated, narrow-minded —thinks he knows
everything. Whatever Letty could see in him I can’t
think. Pragmatical beggar!

Mgrs. Hope. Now Tom! What have you been up
to, to get into a state like this?

COLONEL. (Avoiding her eyes) 1 shall lose my
temper with him one of these days. He’s got that
confounded habit of thinking nobody can be right but
himself.

Mrs. Hope. That's enough! I want to talk to
you seriously! Dick’s in love. I'm perfectly certain
of it.

- CoLoNEL. Love! Who's he in love with—Peachey?

. Mrs. Hope. You can see it all over him. If I saw
any signs of Joy's breaking out, I'd send them both
away. I simply won't have it.

CoLoneL. Why, she’s a child!

Mgs. Hope. (Pursuing her own thoughts.) But she
isn’'t—not yet. I've been watching her very carefully.
She's more in love with her Mother than anyone, fol-
lows her about like a dog! She’s been quite rude to

Mr. Lever,
9 *
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CoLONEL. (Pursuing his own thoughts.) 1 don’t be-
lieve a word of it. [He rises and walks about.

Mgs. Hore. Don't believe a word of what?

The COLONEL is silent.

(Pursuing his thoughts with her own.) If 1 thought
there were anything between Molly and Mr. Lever d’you
suppose I'd have him in the house?

[THE CoLONEL stops, and gives a sort of grunt.
He’s a very nice fellow; and I want you to pump him
well, Tom, and see what there is in this mine.

CoLoNEL. (Uneasily.) Pump!

Mgs. Hope. (Looking at him curiously.) Yes, you've
been up to something! Now what is it?

CoroNer. Pump my own guest! I never heard of
such a thing!

Mgs. Hope. There you are on your high horse! I
do wish you had a little commonsense, Tom!

CoroneL. I'd as soon you asked me to sneak about
eavesdropping! Pump!

Mgs. Hore. Well, what were you looking at these
papers for? It does drive me so wild the way you
throw away all the chances you have of making a
little money. T've got you this opportunity, and you
do nothing but rave up and down, and talk nonsense!

CoLONEL. (/7 a high voice) Much you know about
it! I've taken a thousand shares in this mine!

' He stops dead. There is a silence.

Mgs. Hope. Youve—WHAT? Without consulting
me? Well, then, youwll just go and take them out
again!

CoLoNeL. You want me to——7

Mgs. Hope. The idea! As if you could trust your
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judgment in a thing like that! You'll just go at once
and say there was a mistake; then we'll talk it over
calmly.

COLONEL. (Drawing himself up.) Go back on what
I've said? Not if I lose every penny! First you worry
me to take the shares, and then you worry me not—I
won’t have it, Nell, I won’t have it!

Mgs. Hope. Well, if I'd thought you’d have for-
gotten what you said this morning and turned about
like this, d’you suppose I'd have spoken to you at all.
Now, do you?

CoLoNEL. Rubbish! If you can’t see that this is a
special opportunity!

He walks away followed by MRrs. HOPE, who en-
deavours to make him see her point of view.
ERNEST and LETTY are now returning from the
house armed with a third chair.

Lerry. What's the matter with everybody? Is it
the heat?

ERNEST. (Preoccupied and sitting in the swing.) That
sportsman, Lever, you know, ought to be warned off.

ROSE kas followed with the tea tray.

Lerry (Signing to Erxest) Where's Miss Joy,
Rose?

Rose. Don’t know, Miss.

Putting down the tray, she goes.

Lerry. Ernie, be careful, you never know where

oy is.
2 ERNEST. (Preoccupied with his reflections.) Your old
dad’s as mad as a hatter with me.

Lerry. Why?

Ernest. Well, I merely said what I thought, that
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Molly ought to look out what she’s doing, and he
dropped on me like a cartload of bricks.

Lerry. The dad’s very fond of Molly.

Ernest. But look here, d’you mean to tell me that
she and Lever aren’t——

Lerrv. Don't! Suppose they are! If Joy were to
hear it'd be simply awful. I Zke Molly. Z'm not going
to believe anything against her. I don’t see the use
of it. If it is, it is, and if it isn't, it isn’t.

ErNest. Well, all I know is that when I told her
the mine was probably a frost she went for me like
steam.,

Lerty. Well, so should I. She was only sticking
up for her friends.

ERNEST. Ask the old Peachey-bird. She knows a
thing or two. Look here, I don’t mind a man’s being
a bit of a sportsman, but I think Molly’s bringin’ him
down here is too thick. Your old dad’s got one of his
notions that because this Josser’s his guest, he must
keep him in a glass case, and take shares in his mine,
and all the rest of it

Lerry. T do think people are horrible, always
thinking things. It’s not as if Molly were a stranger.
She’s my own cousin. Tm not going to believe anything
about my own cousin. I simply zwon’s.

ERNEST. (Reluctantly realising the difference that this
makes.) 1 suppose it does make a difference, her being
your cousin,

Lerry. Of course it does! I only hope to goodness
no one will make Joy suspect——

She stops and puts her Jinger to her lips, for Jox
is coming towards them, as the tea-bell sounds.
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She is followed by Dick and Miss BEECH with
the Eau de Cologne. THE COLONEL and MRs.
Hork are also coming back, discussing still each
other's point of view.

Jov. Where's Mother? Isn't she here?

Mrs. Hope. Now Joy, come and sit down; your
mother’s been told tea’s ready; if she lets it get cold
it’s her look out.

Dick. (Producing a rug, and spreading it beneath the
tree.) Plenty of room, Joy.

Jov. I don’t believe Mother knows, Aunt Nell.

MRrs. GWYN and LETTY appear in the opening of
the wall.

Lerry. (Zouching Ersesv's arm.) Look, Ernie!
Four couples and Peachey——

ERNEST. (Preoccupied.) What couples?

Jov. Oh! Mums, here you are!

Seizing her, she turns her back on LEVER. They
sit in various seats, and MRrs. HOPE pours oul
the tea.

Mgs. Hope. Hand the sandwiches to Mr. Lever,
Peachey. It's our own jam, Mr. Lever.

Lever. Thanks. (He takes a bite) 1ts splendid!

Mgs. GwyN. (With forced gaiety.) 1t's the first time
I've ever seen you eat jam.

Lever. (Smiling a forced smile) Really! But I
love it.

Mgs. Gwy~. (With a little bow.) You always refuse
mine.

Jov. (Who has been staring at her enemy, suddenly.)
I'm all burnt up! Aren’t you simply boiled, Mother?

She touches her Mother's forehead.
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Mgs. Gwyn. Ugh! You're quite clammy, Joy.

Jov. It's enough to make anyone clammy.

Her eyes go back to LEVER’S face as though to stab
him.

Ernest. (From the swing) 1 say, you know, the
glass is going down.

LEVER. (Swavely.) The glass in the hall’s steady
enough,

Ernest. Oh, I never go by that; that's a rotten
old glass.

Coronen. Oh! is it?

Ernest.  (Paying no attention)) I've got a little
ripper—never puts you in the cart. Bet you what you
like we have thunder before to-morrow night.

Miss BEeCH. (Remowving her gaze from Joy fo LEVER.)
You dont think we shall have it before to-night, do
you?

LEVER. (Swawvely.) 1beg your pardon; did you speak
to me?

Miss Beech. I said, you don’t think we shall have
the thunder before to-night, do you?

She resumes her watch on Jov.

Lever. (Blandly) Really, 1 don’t see any signs
of it.

Jox, crossing to the rug, flings herself down. And
Dick sits cross-legged, with his eyes fast fixed
on her,

Miss Beech. (Zating) People don’t often see what
they don’t want to, do they?

LEVER only lifts his brows.

Mrs. GwyN. (Quickly breaking in)) What are you
talking about? The weather’s perfect.
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Miss BeecH. Isn't it.

Mrs. Hope. You'd better make a good tea, Peachey;
nobody’ll get anything till eight, and then only cold
shoulder. You must just put up with no hot dinner,
Mr. Lever.

LevEr. (Bowing)) Whatever is good enough for
Miss Beech is good enough for me.

Miss BeecH. (Sardonically—taking another sand-
wich.) So you think!

Mrs. GwyN. (With forced gaiety) Don't be so
absurd, Peachey.

Miss BEECH grunts slightly.

COLONEL. (Once more busy with his papers)) 1 see
the name of your engineer is Rodriguez—TItalian, eh?

Lever. Portuguese.

CoroneL. Don’t like that!

Lever. I believe he was born in England.

COLONEL. (Reassured)) Oh, was he? Ah!

Ernest. Awful rotters, those Portuguese!

CoroneL. There you go!

Lerty. Well, Father, Ernie only said what you said.

Mrs. Hope. Now I want to ask you, Mr. Lever, is
this gold mine safe? If it isn’t—I simply won’t allow
Tom to take these shares; he can’t afford it.

Lever. It rather depends on what you call safe,
Mrs. Hope.

Mgs. Hope. I don’t want anything extravagant, of
course; if they’re going to pay their 10 per cent. re-
gularly, and Tom can have his money out at any time——

[Zhere is a faint whistle from the swing.
I only want to know that it’s a thoroughly genuine
thing.
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Mgs. GwyN. (Zndignantly.) As if Maurice would be
a director if it wasn’t?

Mgs. Hore. Now Molly, I'm simply asking——

Mgs. Gwyn. Yes, you are!

CoLoNEL. (Rising)) Tl take two thousand of those
shares, Lever. To have my wife talk like that—I'm
quite ashamed.

Lever. Oh, come, sir, Mrs. Hope only meant——

Mrs. GWyN looks eagerly to LEVER.

Dick. (Quietly.) Let's go on the river, Joy.

Jov rises, and goes to her Mother’s chair.

Mgs. Hope. Of course! What rubbish, Tom! As
if anyone ever invested money without making sure!

LEVER. (Zromically.) It seems a little difficult to
make sure in this case. There isn’t the smallest necessity
for Colonel Hope to take any shares, and it looks to me
as if he’d better not.

He lights a cigarette.

Mrs. Hope. Now, Mr. Lever, don’t be offended! I'm

very anxious for Tom to take the shares if you say the
thing’s so good.

Lever. I'm afraid I must ask to be left out, please.

Jov. (Whispering.) Mother, if you've finished, do
come, I want to show you my room.

Mgs. Hope. I wouldn’t say a word, only Tom’s so
easily taken in.

MRs. GWYN. (Fercely.) Aunt Nell, how can you?

' Jov gives a little savage laugh.

LETTY. (Hastily.) Ernie, will you play Dick and me?
Come on, Dick!

All three go out towards the lawn.

Mgs. Hore. You ought to know your Uncle by this
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time, Molly. He’s just like a child. He’d be a pauper
to-morrow if I didn’t see to things.

CoroneL. Understand once for all that I shall take
two thousand shares in this mine. I'm—D'm humiliated.

He turns and goes towards the house.

Mgrs. Hope. Well, what on earth have I said?

She hurries after him.

Mrs. GWyYN. (fn a low woice as she /)as.f:s.) You
needn’t insult my friends!

LEVER, shrugging his shoulders, has .r/rofled astde.
Jov, with a passionate movement seen only by
Miss BEECH, goes off towards the house. Miss
BeEcH and MRrs. GWYN are left alone beside the
remnants of the feast.

Miss BeecH. Molly! (Mrs. GYWN looks up startled.)
Take care, Molly, take care! The child! Can’t you see?
(Apostrophising LEvEr.) Take care, Molly, take care!

Lever. (Coming back.) Awfully hot, isn't it?

Miss Beecu. Ah! and it'll be hotter if we don’t
mind.

Lever. (Swavely.) Do we control these things?

Miss BEECH looking from face to face, nods her
head repeatedly,; then gathering her skirls she
walks towards the house. MRrs. GWYN sils mo-
tionless, staring before her.

Extraordinary old lady! (e pitches away his cigarette.)
What's the matter with her, Molly?

Mgrs. GwyN. (With an effort) Oh! Peachey's a
character!

LEVER. (Frowning) So I see! [Zhere is a silence.

Mrs. GwynN. Maurice! -

Lever. Yes.
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Mgs. Gwy~N. Aunt Nell’s hopeless, you mustn’t
mind her.

LEVER. (/n @ dubious and ironic voice) My dear
girl, I've too much to bother me to mind trifles like
that.

Mrs. GWYN. (Going to him suddenly) Tell me,
won’t you? [LEVER shrugs his shoulders.
A month ago you’d have told me soon enough!

Lever. Now, Molly!

Mrs. GwyN. Ah! (With a bitter smile.) The Spring’s
soon over,

Lever. It’s always Spring between us.

Mgs. Gwyn, Is it?

Lever. You didn’t tell me what yox were thinking
about just now when you sat there like stone.

Mgs. Gwyn. It doesn’t do for a woman to say too
much.

LEver. Have I been so bad to you that you need
feel like that, Molly?

Mrs. GwyN. (With a little warm squeeze of his arm.)
Oh! my dear, it’s only that I'm so——

She stops.

LEVER. (Gently.) So what?

Mrs. GWYN. (/n a low woice)) It’s hateful here.

Lever. I didn’t want to come. I don’t understand
why you suggested it. (Mrs. GWYN is sient) It's been
a mistake!

Mrs. GWYN. (Her eyes fixed on the ground) Joy
comes /ome to-morrow. I thought if I brought you
here—1I should know——

Lever. (Vexedly.) Um!

Mrs. GwyN. (Losing her control) Can’t you see?



Jov. 141

It haunts me? How are we to go on? I must know
—1I must know!

Lever. I don’t see that my coming——

Mgs. Gwyn. I thought I should have more con-
fidence; I thought I should be able to face it better in
London, if you came down here openly—and now—I
feel I mustn’t speak or look at you.

Lever. You don’t think your Aunt——

Mrs. GwyN. (Scornfully.) She! It's only Joy I care
about.

LevER. (Frowning.) We must be more careful,
that’s all. We mustn’t give ourselves away again as we
were doing just now.

Mrs. Gwyn. When anyone says anything horrid
to you, I can’t help it.

She puts her hand on the lappel of his coat.

LEever. My dear child, take care!

Mrs. GWYN drops ler hand. She throws her head
back, and her throat is seen to work as though
she were gulping down a bitter draught. She
moves a?{'(l)"

(Following hastily.) Don’t dear, don’t! I only meant——
Come, Molly, let’s be sensible. I want to tell you some-
thing about the mine.

Mrs. GwyN. (With a quavering smile) Yes—let's
talk sensibly, and walk properly in this sensible, proper
place.

LEVER #s seen tryving to soothe her, and yet to walk
properly. As they disappear, they are viewed by
Jov, who like the shadow parted from ils
figure, has come to join it again. She stands
now, foiled, a carnation in her hand; then flings



| 0 B THE SILVER BOX AND OTHER PLAYS,

herself on a chair, and leans her elbows on the
lable.

Jov. I hate him! Pig!

ROSE. (Who has come to clear the tea things.) Did
you call, Miss?

Jov. Not you!

ROSE. (Motionless.) No, Miss!

Jov. (Leaning back and tearing the flower.) Oh! do
hurry up, Rose!

RoSE.  (Collects the tea things)) Mr. Dick’s coming
down the path! Aren't I going to get you to do your
frock, Miss Joy?

Jov. No.

Rose. What will the Missis say?

Jov. Oh, don’t be so stuck, Rose!

ROSE goes, but Dick has come.

Dick. Come on the river, Joy, just for half an hour,
as far as the kingfishers—do! (Jov shakes her head.)
Why not? It'll be so jolly and cool. I'm most awfully
sorry if I worried you this morning. I didn’t mean to,
I'won’t again, I promise. (Jov slides a look at him, and
Sfrom that look he gains a little courage.) Do come! Itll
be the last time. 7 feel it awfully, Joy.

Jov. There’s nothing to hurt you!

Dick.  (Gloomily) Isnt there—when you're like
this?

Jov. (In a hard voice) 1f you don’t like me, why
do you follow me about?

Dick. What s the matter?

Jov. (Looking up, as i for want of air) Ohl
Don’t!
Dick. Ob, Joy, what #s the matter? Is it the heat?
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Jov. (With a little, laugh.) Yes.

Dick. Have some Eau de Cologne. I'll make you
a bandage. (He takes the FEau de Cologne, and makes
a bandage with his handkerchief) 1t's guite clean.

Joy. Oh, Dick, you are so funny!

Dick. (Bandaging her forehead) 1 can’t bear you
to feel bad; it puts me off completely. I mean I don’t
generally make a fuss about people, but when it’s
you——

Jov. (Suddenly.) T'm all right.

Dick. Is that comfy?

Jov. (With her chin up, and her eyes fast closed.) Quite.

Dick. I'm not going to stay and worry you. You
ought to rest. Only, Joy! Look here! If you want me
to do anything for you, any time——

Jov. (Half opening her eyes.) Only to go away.

[Dick bites his lips and walks away.
Dick—(so/tly)—Dick! (Dick séops.) I didn’t mean that;
will you get me some water-irises for this evening?

Dick. Won't 1?  (He goes to the hollow tree and
Sfrom its darkness takes a bucket and a boat-hook.) 1 know
where there are some rippers!

[Jov stays unmoving with her eyes half closed.
Are you sure you're all right, Joy? You'll just rest here
in the shade, won't you, till I come back; itll do you
no end of good. I sha'n’t be twenty minutes.
He goes, but cannot help returning softly, to make
sure. .

You're guite sure you're all right?
Jov nods. He goes away towards the river. But

there is no rest for Jov. The voices of MRs.
Gwyn and LEVER are heard returning.



144 THE SILVER BOX AND OTHER PLAYS.

Jov. (With a gesture of anggr.) Hateful! Hateful!

She runs away.

Mrs. GWYN and LEVER are seen approaching; they
pass the tree, in conversation.

Mgrs. Gwy~. But I don’t see why, Maurice.

Lever, We mean to sell the mine; we must do
some more work on it, and for that we must have
money.

Mgs. GwyN. If you only want a little, I should
have thought you could have got it in a minute in the
City.

LEVER. (Shaking his head) No, no; we must get
it privately.

MRrs. GWYN.  (Doubtfully.) Oh! (She slowly adds.)
Then it isn’t such a good thing!

And she does not look at him.

Lever. Well, we mean to sell it.

Mgs. Gwy~. What about the people who buy?

LEvER.  (Dubiously regarding her) My dear girl,
they've just as much chance as we had. It's not my
business to think of them. There’s yowr thousand
pounds——

Mrs. GwyN.  (Sofftdy.) Don’t bother about my
money, Maurice. I don’t want you to do anything not
quite——

Lever.  (Zwvasively.) Oh! There's my brother's
and my sister’s too. I'm not going to let any of you
run any risk. When we all went in for it the thing
looked splendid; it's only the last month that we've had
doubts. What bothers me now is your Uncle. I don’t
want him to take these shares, It looks as if I'd come
here on purpose.
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Mrs. GwyN. Oh! he mustn’t take them!

Lever. That’s all very well; but it’s not so simple.

Mrs. GwyN.  (Skylv.) But, Maurice, have you told
him about the selling?

LEVER. (Gloomily, under the hollow tree) 1It's a
Board secret. I'd no business to tell even you,

Mrs. Gwyn. But he thinks he’s taking shares in a
good—a permanent thing.

Lever. You can’t go into a mining venture without
some risk. :

Mgrs. GwyN. Oh, yes, I know-—but—but Uncle
Tom is such a dear!

LEVER. (Stubbornly.) 1 can’t help his being the sort
of man he is. I didn’t want him to take these shares,
I told him so in so many words. Put yourself in my
place, Molly, how can I go to him and say—*This thing
may turn out rotten,” when he knows I got you to put
. your money into it?

‘But Jov, the lost shadow, has come back. She
moves forward resolutely. They are divided from
her by the hollow tree; she is unseen. She stops.

Mrs. Gwyn. I think he owught to be told about the
selling; it’s not fair.

Lever. What on earth made him rush at the thing
like that? I don’t understand that kind of man.

Mgs. GwyN. (Zmpulsively.) 1 must tell him, Maurice;
I can’t let him take the shares without——

She puts her hand on his arm.

Jov turns, as if to go back whence she came, but
slops once more.

LEvER. (Slowly and very quietly.) 1 didn’t think you’d
give me away, Molly.

The Silver Box. L
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Mrs. Gwyn, I don’t think I quite understand.

Lever. If you tell the Colonel about this sale the
poor old chap will think me a man that you ought to
have nothing to do with. Do you want that?

Mrs. GWYN, giving her lover a long look, louches
his sleeve. Jov, slipping behind the hollow tree,
has gone.

You can’t act in a case like this as if you'd only a
principle to consider. It's the—the special circum-
slances——

Mrs. GWYN. (With a faint smile.) But youw'll be glad
to get the money, won't you?

Lever. By George, if you're going to take it like
this, Molly!

Mgs. Gwyn., Don’t!

Lever. We may not sell after all, dear, we may find
it turn out trumps.

Mrs. GwyN. (With a shiver.)) 1 don’t want to hear
any more. I know women don’t understand. ¢Zmpul-
sively.) It's only that I can’t bear anyone should think
that you——

Lever. (Distressed) For goodness’ sake, don’t look
like that, Molly! Of course, I'll speak to your Uncle.
I'll stop him somehow, even if I have to make a fool of
myself. I'll do anything you want——

Mrs. Gwyn. I feel as if I were being smothered
here.

Lever. It's only for one day.

Mrs. GWYN. (With sudden tenderness.) It's mot your
fault, dear. I ought to have known how it would be.
Well, let’s go in!

She sets her lips, and walks towards the house with

SR
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LEVER following. But no sooner has she dis-
appeared than JOY comes running after; she stops,
as though throwing down a challenge. Her
cheehs and ears are burning.
Jov. Mother!
After a moment MRS. GWYN reappears in the opening
of the wall.
Mgs. GwyN, Oh! here you are!
Jov. (Breathlessly.) Yes.
Mgs. GwyN. (Uncertainly.) Where—have you been?
You look dreadfully hot; have you been running?
Jov. Yes—no.
Mgs. GwyN. (Looking at her fixedly.) What's the
matter—you're trembling! (So/#/y.) Aren’t you well, dear?
Jov. Yes—I don’t know.
Mgs. Gwyn, What 7s it, darling?
Jov. (Suddenly clinging to her.) Oh! Mother!
Mgs. Gwyn. I don’t understand.
Jov. (Breathlessly.) Oh, Mother, let me go back
home with you now at once——
Mgs. GwyN. (Her face hardening.) Why? What on
earth——
Jov. I can't stay here.
Mgs. Gwyn. But why?
Jov. I want to be with you—Oh! Mother, don’t you

love me?

Mgs. Gwy~. (With a faint smile.) Of course I love
you, Joy.

Jov. Ah! but you love /Aim more.

Mrs. Gwyn. Love him—whom?

Jov. Oh! Mother, I didn't—— (Ske tries lo take her

mother’s hand, but fails.) Oh! don’t.

10"
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Mgs. Gwy~N, Youwd better explain what you mean,
I think.

Jov. I want to get you to—he—he’s—he’s—
not——! !

MRs. GWYN. (Frigidly.) Really, Joy!

Jov. (Passionately.) Tl fight against him, and I know
there’s something wrong about—— [Ske stops.

Mrs. GwyN. About what?

Jov. Let’s tell Uncle Tom, Mother, and go away.

Mrs. Gwy~n. Tell Uncle Tom—what?

Jov. (Looking dorwn and almost whispering.) About—
about—the mine.

Mgs. Gwy~N. What about the mine? What do you
mean? (Fiercely.) Have you been spying on me?

Jov. (Shrinking)) No! oh, no!

Mgs. GwyN. Where were you?

Jov. (Just above her breath)) 1—I heard something.

Mgs. GwyN. (Bitterly.) But you were not spying?

Jov. T wasn’t—I wasn’t! I didn’t want—to hear.
I only heard a little. I couldn’t help listening, Mother.

Mrs. Gwy~N. (With a lLittle laugh.)  Couldn’t help
listening?

Jov. (Zhrough her teeth.) 1 hate him. 1 didn’t mean
to listen, but I hate him.

Mrs. Gwyn. T see. [Zhere is a silence.
Why do you hate him?
Jov. He—he—— [She stops.

Mrs. Gwyn. Yes?

Jov. (With a sort of despair.) 1 don’t know. Oh! I
don’t know! But I feel——

Mrs. GwyN. 1 can’t reason with you. As to what
you heard, it’s—ridiculous,
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Jov. It’s not that. It's—it’s you!
Mrs. GWyN. (Stonily.) 1 don’t know what you mean.
Jov. (Passionately.) 1 wish dad were here!
Mrs. GwyN. Do you love your father as much
as me? '
Jov. Oh! Mother, no—you 470z 1 don’t.
Mrs. GWVYN. (Resentfully.) Then why do you want
him?
Jov. (Almost under her breath.) Because of that
man.
Mgs. GwyN. Indeed!
Jov. I will never—never make friends with him.
Mrs. GwyN. (Cuttingly.) 1 have not asked you to.
Jov. (With a blind movement of her hand) Oh,
Mother! [Mrs. GWYN /alf turns away.
Mother—won’t you? Let’s tell Uncle Tom, and go away
from him,
Mrs. Gwyn. If you were not a child, Joy, you
wouldn’t say such things.
Jov. (ZEagerly.) T'm not a child, 'm—I'm a woman.
I am.
Mrs. GwyN. No! You—are—nof a woman, Joy.
She sees Jov throw up her arms as though warding
off a blow, and turning finds that LEVER 75
standing in the opening of the wall.
Lever. (Looking from face to face) What's the
matter? (Zhere is no answer.) What is it, Joy?
Jov. (Passionately.) 1 heard you, I don’t care who
knows. I'd listen again.
LEVER. (Zmpassively.) Ah! and what did I say that
was so very dreadful?
Jov. You're a—a—you're a—coward!
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Mrs. GWyN. (With a sort of groan.) Joy!

LEvER. (Stepping up to Jov, and standing with his
hands behind him—in a low wvoice.) Now, hit me in the
face—hit me—hit me as hard as you can. Go on,
Joy, it'll do you good.

Jov raises her clenched hand, but drops it, and
hides her face.
Why don’t you? I'm not pretending!
[Jov makes no sign.
Come Joy; youw’ll make yourself ill, and that won’t help,
will it? [But ]ov stell makes no sign.
(With determination.) What's the matter; now come—
tell me!

Jov. (In a stifled, sullen voice) Will you leave my
mother alone?

Mgs. Gwy~n. Oh! my dear Joy, don’t be silly!

Jov. (Wincing, then with sudden passion) 1 defy
you—I defy you! (She rushes from their sight.
Mrs. GwyN. (With a movement of distress.) Oh!

LEVER. (Zurning to MRrs. GWYN with a protecting
gesture) Never mind, dear! Itll be—itll be all right!

But the expression of his face is not the expression
of his words,

The curtain falls.
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ACT 11l

It is evening; a full yellow moon is shining through the

branches of the hollow tree. The Chinese lanterns
are alight. There is dancing in the house; the
music sounds now loud, now soft. Miss BEECH s
sitting on the rustic seat in a black bunchy evening
dress, whose inconspicuous opening s inlaid with
white. She slowly fans herself.

Dick comes from the house in evening dress. He does
not see Miss BEECH.

Dick. Curse! (4 short silence.) Cursel
Miss Beecn. Poor young man!
Dick. (With a start.) Well, Peachey, I can’t help it.
He fumbles off his gloves.
Miss Beech. Did you ever know anyone that could?
Dick. (Larnestly) It's such awfully hard lines on
Joy. I can’t get her out of my head, lying there with
that beastly headache while everybody’s jigging round.
Miss Beeca. Oh! you don't mind about yourself—

noble young man! §
Dick. I should be a brute if I didn’t mind more

for her.
Miss BeecH. So you think it's a headache, do you?

Dick. Didn’t you hear what Mrs. Gwyn said at
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dinner about the sun? (Wizh inspiration.) 1 say,
Peachey, couldn’t you—couldn’t you just go up and
give her a message from me, and find out if there’s
anything she wants, and say how brutal it is that she's
seedy; it would be most awfully decent of you. And
tell her the dancing’s no good without her. Do, Peachey,
now do! Ah! and look here!
He dives into the hollow of the tree, and brings
Srom out of it a pail of water, in whick are
placed two bottles of champagne, and some yellow
irises—he lakes the irises.
You might give her these. I got them specially for her,
and I haven’t had a chance,
Miss BEECH. (Lifting a bottle) What's this?
Dick.  Fizz.  The Colonel brought it from the
George. It's for supper; he put it in here because
of—— (Smiling faintly) Mrs. Hope, I think. Peachey,
do take her those irises.
Miss BeecH. D’you think they'll do her any good?
Dick. (Crestfallen.) 1 thought she'd like—— I
don’t want to worry her—you might try.
[Miss BEECH shakes her head.
Why not?
Miss Beech. The poor little creature won't let
me in.
Dick. You've éeen up then!
Miss BeecH. (Skarply.) Of course I've been up.
I've not got a stone for my heart, young man!
Dick. All right! I suppose I shall just have to
get along somehow.

Miss Beecu. (With devilry.) That’s what we've all
got to do.
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Dick. (Gloomily.) But this is too brutal for any-
thing!

Miss BeecH. Worse than ever happened to anyone!

Dick. I swear I'm not thinking of myself.

Miss BEecH. Did y’ever know anybody that swore
they were?

Dick. Oh! shut up!

Miss Beecn. You'd better go in and get yourself
a partner.

Dick. (With pale desperation.) lLook here, Peachey,
I simply loathe all those girls.

Miss BEecH. Ah—h! (Zronically.) Poor lot, aren’t
they?

Dick. All right; chaff away, it’s good fun, isn’t it?
It makes me sick to dance when Joy’s lying there. Her
last night, too!

Miss BeecH. (Sidling to him.) Youre a good
young man, and you’ve got a good heart.

She takes his hand, and puls it to her cheek.

Dick. Peachey—I say, Peachey—d’you think there’s
—1I mean d’you think there’ll ever be any chance for me?

Miss BeecH. 1 thought that was coming! I don’t
approve of your making love at your time of life; don’t
you think I'm going to encourage you.

Dick. But I shall be of age in a year; my money’s
my own, it’s not as if I had to ask anyone’s leave; and
I mean, I o know my own mind.

Miss Beecu. Of course you do. Nobody else
would at your age, but yox do.

Dick. I wouldn’t ask her to promise, it wouldn’t
be fair when she’s so young, but I do want her to
know that I shall never change.
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Miss BeecH. And suppose—only suppose—she’s
fond of you, and says ske’// never change.

Dick. Oh! Peachey! D’you think there’s a chance
of that—do you?

Miss BEEcH. A—h—h!

Dick. I wouldn’t let her bind herself, I swear I
wouldn't,  (Selemnly.) T'm not such a selfish brute as
you seem to think.

Miss Beecn. (Sidling close to him and in a violent
whisper.) Well—have a go!

Dick. Really? You are a brick, Peachey!

He kisses her.

Miss BEECH. (Vielding pleasurably ; then remembering
her principles) Don’t you ever say I said so! You're
too young, both of you.

Dick. But it is exceptional, I mean in my case,
isn't it?

The Colonel and Mrs. GWYN are coming down the
lawn.

Miss BeecH. Oh! zery !

She sits bencath the tree and fans herself.

CoLoner. The girls are all sitting out, Dick! I've
been obliged to dance myself. Phew!

He mops his brow.

Dick swinging round goes rushing off towards the

house.

(Looking after him.) Hallo! What's the matter with

him? Cooling your heels, Peachey? By George! it's

hot. Fancy the poor devils in London on a night like

this, what? (He sees the moon) It's a full moon.
You're lucky to be down here, Molly.

Mrs. GwyN. (/n a low woice) Very!
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Miss BeecH. Oh! so you think she’s lucky, do
your

CoOLONEL. (FZxpanding his nostrils.) Delicious scent
to-night! Hay and roses—delicious.

[He seats himself between them.
A shame that poor child has knocked up like this.
Don’t think it was the sun myself—more likely neuralgic
—she’s subject to neuralgia, Molly.

Mrs. GwyN. (Motionless.) 1 know.

CoroneL. Got too excited about your coming. I
told Nell not to keep worrying her about her frock, and
this is the result. But your Aunt—you know—she can’t
let a thing alone!

Miss BeecH. Ah! ’tisn’t neuralgia.

Mrs. GWYN looks at her quickly and averls her
eyes.

CoroneL. Excitable little thing. You don’t under-
stand her, Peachey.

Miss Beecu. Don’t I?

CorLonerL. She’s all affection. Eh, Molly? T re-
member what I was like at her age, a poor affectionate
little rat, and now look at me!

Miss BEecH. (Fanning herself) 1 see you.

CoLONEL. (A little sadly.) We forget what we were
like when we were young. She’s been looking forward
to to-night ever since you wrote; and now to have to go
to bed and miss the dancing. Too bad.

Mgs. Gwyn. Don’t, Uncle Tom!

COLONEL. (Patting her hand.) There, there, old
girl, don’t think about it. She'll be all right to-morrow.

Miss Beecu. If I were her mother I'd soon have

her up.
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CoLoNEL. Have her up with that headache! What
are you talking about, Peachey?

Miss BEecH. 7 know a remedy.

CoLoNEL.  Well, out with it.

Miss Beecs.  Oh! Molly knows it too!

Mgrs. GWyN.  (Staring at the ground.) 1It's easy to
advise,

COLONEL.  (Fidgeting) Well, if you're thinking of
morphia for her, don’t have anything to do with it. I've
always set my face against morphia; the only time I
took it was in Burmah. I'd raging neuralgia for two
days. I went to our old doctor, and I made him give
me some. “Look here, doctor,” I said, “I hate the idea
of morphia, I've never taken it, and I never want to.”

Miss BeecH. (Looking at MRs. Gwy~N.) When a
tooth hurts, you should have it out. It's only putting off
the evil day.

CoLONEL. You say that because it wasn’t your own.

Miss BEEcH. Well, it was hollow, and you broke
your principles!

Coroner.  Hollow yourself, Peachey; you're as bad
as anyone!

Miss Beecw. (With devilry.) Well, I know that!
(She turns to Mrs. Gwyn.) He should have had it out!
Shouldn’t he, Molly?

Mrs. Gwyn. I—don’t—judge for other people.

She gets up suddenly, as though deprived of air.

COLONEL. (Alarmed) Hallo, Molly! Aren’t you
feeling the thing, old girl?

Miss BEECH. Let her get some air, poor creature!

CoLONEL. (Who follows anxiously.) Your Aunt’s
got some first-rate sal volatile,

o i
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Mrs. Gwyn. It's all right, Uncle Tom. I felt giddy,
it’s nothing, now.

CoroNel. That's the dancing. (He taps his fore-
head.) 1 know what it is when you're not used to it.

Mrs. GWyN. (With a sudden bitter outburst)) 1 sup-
pose you think I'm a very bad mother to be amusing
myself while Joy’s suffering.

CoLoNEL. My dear girl, whatever put such a thought
into your head? We all know if there were anything
you could do, you'd do it at once, wouldn’t she, Peachey?

Miss BEEcH furns a slow look on MRs, GWyN.

Mgrs. Gwyn. Ah! you see, Peachey knows me
better.

CoLONEL. (Following wup his thoughts.) 1 always
think women are wonderful. There’s your Aunt, she’s
very funny, but if there’s anything the matter with me,
she'll sit up all night; but when she’s ill herself, and
you try to do anything for her, out she raps at
once.

Mrs. GWYN. (/n a low woice.) There’s always one
that a woman will do anything for.

CorLoneL. Exactly what I say. With your Aunt
i's me, and by George! Molly, sometimes I wish it
wasn't.

Miss BeecH. (With meaning) But is it ever for
another woman !

CoroNeL. You old cynic! D'you mean to say Joy
wouldn’t do anything on earth for her Mother, or Molly
for Joy? You don't know human nature. What a
wonderful night! Haven’t seen such a moon for years,
she’s like a great, great lamp!

(Mgrs. GwWYN, hiding from Miss BEECH'S eyes, rises
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and stips her arm through his; they stand flo-

gether looking at the moon.)
Don't like these Chinese lanterns, with that moon—
tawdry! eh! By Jove, Molly, I sometimes think we
humans are a rubbishy lot—each of us talking and
thinking of nothing but our own potty little affairs; and
when you see a great thing like that up there——
(Sighs.) But there’s your aunt, if I were to say a thing
like that to her she’d—she’d think me a lunatic; and
yet, you know, she’s a zery good woman.

Mrs. GWyN.  (Half clinging to him.) Do you think
me very selfish, Uncle Tom?

CoroNer. My dear—what a fancy! Think you
selfish-—of course I don’t; why should I?

Mrs. GwyN.  (Dully.) 1 don’t know.

COLONEL. (Changing the subject nervously)) 1 like
your friend, Lever, Molly. He came to me before
dinner quite distressed about your aunt, beggin’ me
not to take those shares. She'll be the first to worry
me, but he made such a point of it, poor chap—in the
end I was obliged to say I wouldn't. I thought it
showed very nice feeling. (Ruefully) It's a pretty
tight fit to make two ends meet on my income—I've
missed a good thing, all owing to your aunt. (Drop-
ping his voice) 1 don’t mind telling you, Molly, I think
they've got a much finer mine there than they’ve any
idea of.

Mrs. GWYN gives way. to laughter that is very
near to sobs,
(With dignity.) 1 can't see what there is to laugh at.

Mrs. Gwy~. I don’t know what’s the matter with
me this evening,
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Miss BeeEcH. (/n a low woice) I do.

CoLoNeL. There, there! Give me a kiss, old girl.
(He Fkisses her on the brow.) Why, your forehead’s as
hot as fire. 1 know—I know—you're fretting about
Joy. Never mind—come! (/e draws her hand beneath
his arm.) Let's go and have a look at the moon on
the river. We all get upset at times; eh? (Lifting his
hand as if he had been stung)) Why, you're not crying,
Molly! I say! Don’t do that, old girl, it makes me
wretched. Look here, Peachey. (Holding out the hand
on which the tear has dropped.) This is dreadful!

Mrs. GwyN. (With a wiolent effort.) 1It's all right,
Uncle Tom!

Miss BEECH wipes her own eves stealthily.  From
the house is heard the voice of Mrs. HorE, call-
ing “Tom.”

Miss BEecH. Someone calling you!

CoLoNEL. There, there, my dear, you just stay
here, and cool yourself—I'll come back—sha'n’t be a
minute. [He turns to go.

Mgrs. HopE's woice sounds nearer.
(ZTurning back) And Molly, old girl, don't you mind
anything I said. I don’t remember what it was—it

must have been something, 1 suppose.
He hastily refreals.

Mgrs. GWYN. (/n a fierce low woice) Why do you
torture me?

Miss BeecH. (Sadly) 1 don’t want to torture
ou.
i Mrs. Gwyn. But you do. D’you think I haven’t
seen this coming—all these weeks. I knew she must
find out some time! But even a day counts——
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Miss BeecH. I don’t understand why you brought
him down here.

Mrs. GwyN.  (After staring at her, bitterly) When
day after day and night after night you've thought of
nothing but how to keep them both, you might a little
want to prove that it was possible, mightn’'t you? But
Yyou don’t understand—how should you? You've never
been a mother! (4nd Jiereely.)  You've never had a
lov——

[Miss BEECH raises her Jace—it is all puckered.
(Zmpulsively.) Oh, I didn’t mean that, Peachey!

Miss Beech. Al right, my dear,

Mgs. GwyN. I'm so dragged in two. (Ske sinks
into a chair) 1 knew it must come.

Miss BEECH. Does she know everything, Molly?

Mrs. GwyN.  She guesses.

Miss Beech. (Mournfully.) 1t's either him or her
then, my dear; one or the other youw’ll have to give up.

Mgs. Gwyx, (Motionless.)  Life’s very hard on
women.

Miss Beech. Life’s only just beginning for that
child, Molly.

Mgs. Gwy~N.  You don’t care if it ends for me?

Miss Beech. Is it as bad as that?

Mrs. GwyN.  Yes,

Miss BEkcH. (Rocking  her body.) Poor things!
Poor things!

Mgs. Gwyn.  Are you still fond of me?

Miss BeecH. Yes, yes, my dear, of course I am,

Mgs. GwyN. In spite of my—wickedness?

She laughs.

Miss BeecH. Who am I to tell what’s wicked and
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what isn’t? God knows you’re both like daughters
to me.
Mgrs. GwyN.  (dbruptly.) 1 can’t.
Miss BeecH. Molly.
Mrs. Gwyn. You don’t know what you're asking.
Miss Beecu. If I could save you suffering, my
dear, I would. I hate suffering, if it'’s only a fly, I
hate it.
Mgrs. GwyN. (Zurning away from her) Life isn't
fair. Peachey, go in and leave me alone.
She leans back motionless.
Miss BEEcH gets off her seat, and stroking MRS.
GWYN’s arm in passing goes silently away. In
the opening of the wall she meets LEVER who is
looking for his partner. They make way for
each other.
Lever. (Going up to MRs. Gwyn—gravely.) The
next is our dance, Molly.
Mrs. GWyYN. (Unmoving.) Let’s sit it out here, then.
LEVER sifs down.
Lever. Dve made it all right with your Uncle.
Mgs. GWyN. (Dully.) Oh?
Lever. 1 spoke to him about the shares before
dinner.
Mrs. Gwyn. Yes, he told me, thank you.
Lever. There’s nothing to worry over, dear.
Mgs. GwyN. (Passionately.) What does it matter

about the wretched shares zow? I'm stifling.
She throws her scarf off.

Lever. I don’t understand what you mean by

“no“r.”
Mrs. Gwyn. Don’t you?

The Silver Box.
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Lever., We weren't—Joy can't 4now—why should
she? I don’t believe for a minute——
Mrs. Gwyn. Because you don’t want to.
LeEver. Do you mean she does?
Mgs. Gwyn, Her heart knows.
LEVER makes a movement of discomfiture ; suddenly
Mgs. GWYN looks at him as though to read his
soul.
I seem to bring you nothing but worry, Maurice. Are
you tired of me?
LEVER. (Meeting her eves) No, I am not,
Mgs. Gwyn.  Ah, but would you tell me if you
were?
Lever. (Sefely.) Sufficient unto the day is the evil
thereof.
Mrs. GWYN struggles to look at him, then covers
her face with her hands.
Mrs. Gwyn. If I were to give you up, you'd forget
me in a month.
Lever. Why do you say such things?
Mgs. Gwyn. If only I could believe I was necessary
to you!
LEVER.  (Forcing the fervour of his woice.) But you
are!
Mrs. Gwy~.  Am I? (With the ghost of a smile.)
Midsummer day!
She gives a laugh that breaks into a sob.
The music of a wallz sounds from the house.
Lever.  For God’s sake, don’t, Molly—I don’t be-
lieve in going to meet trouble. '
Mrs. Gwyn. It's staring me in the face.
Lever. Let the future take care of itself!
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Mrs. GWYN /fas turned away her face, covering it
with her hands.

Don’t, Molly! (Zrving to pull her hands away.) Don't!

Mrs. GwyN. Oh! what she/l I do?

There is a silence; the music of the waltz sounds
louder from the house.

(Starting up.) Listen! One can’t sit it out and dance
it too. Which is it to be, Maurice, dancing—or sitting
out? It must be one or the other, mustn’t it?

LEver. Molly! Molly!

Mrs. Gwyn. Ah, my dear! (Standing away from
kim as though to show herself) How long shall I keep
you? This is all that's left of me. It's time I joined
the wallflowers. (Smiling fainily. 1t's time I played the
mother, isn’t it? (/z a whisper.) 1It'll be all sitting out
then.

Lever. Don’t! Let’s go and dance, it'll do you
good.

He puts his hands on her arms, and in a gust of
passion kisses her lips and throat.

Mgrs. Gwyn. I can’t give you up—I can’t. Love
me, oh! love me!

For a moment they stand so; then, with sudden
remembrance of where they are, they move
apart.

Levir. Are you all right now, darling?

Mrs. GwyN. (Zrping to smile) Yes, dear—quite.

Lever. Then let’s go, and dance. [Zhey go.

For a few seconds the hollow lree stands alone;
then from the house ROSE comes and enters it.
She takes out a bottle of champagne, wipes i,
and carries it away; but sceing MRs. GWYN's

I*
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scarf lying across the chair, she fingers it, and
stops, listening lto the waltz.  Suddenly draping
it round her shoulders, she seizes the bottle of
champagne, and wallzes with abandon to the
music, as though avenging a long starvation of
her instincts.  Thus dancing, she is surprised by
Dick, who has come to smoke a cigarette and
think, at the spot where he was told to ““have a
go0.”  ROSE, startled, stops and hugs the bottle.

Dick. It’s not claret, Rose, I shouldn’t warm it.

ROSE, taking off the scarf, replaces it on the chair;
then with the half-warmed boltle, she retreats.
Dick, in the swing, sits thinking of his fate.
Suddenly from belind the hollow tree, he sees
Jov darting forward in her day dress with her
hair about her neck, and her skirt all torn. As
he springs towards her she turns at bay.

Dick. Joy!

Jov. I want Uncle Tom.

Dick. (/n consternation.) But ought you to have
got up—I thought you were ill in bed; oughtn’t you to
be lying down?

Jov. I haven’t been in bed. Where’s Uncle Tom?

Dick. But where have you been—your dress is all
torn? Look! [He touches the torn shkirt.

Jov. (Zearing it away.) In the fields. Where’s
Uncle Tom?

Dick. Aren’t you really ill then?

[(Jov shakes her head. Dick shows her the irises.

Look at these. They were the best I could get!
Jov. Don’t! I want Uncle Tom!
Dick. Won't you take them?
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Jov. I've got something else to do.

Dick. (With sudden resolution.) What do you want
the Colonel for?

Jov. I want him.

Dick. Alone?

Jov. Yes.

Dick. Joy, what is the matter?

Jov. Ive got something to tell him.

Dick. What? (With sudden inspiration.) 1s it about
Lever?

Jov. (In a low woice.) The mine.

Dick. The mine?

Jov. It’s not—not a proper one.

Dick. How do you mean, Joy?

Jov. I overheard. I don’t care, I listened. Iwouldn’t
if it had been anybody else, but I fafe him.

Dick. (Gravely) What did you hear?

Jov. He's keeping back something Uncle Tom ought
to know.

Dick. Are you sure?

(Jov makes a rush to pass him.
(Barring the way.) No, wait a minute—you must! Was
it something that really matters, I don’t want to know
what.

Jov. Yes, it was.

Dick. What a beastly thing—are you quite certain,
Joy?

Jov. (Between her teeth.) Yes.

Dick. Then you must tell him, of course, even if
you did overhear. You can’t stand by and see the
Colonel swindled. Whom was he talking to?

Jov. 1 won't tell you.



166 THE SILVER BOX AND OTHER PLAYS.

Dick. (Zaking her wrist) Was it—was it your
mother? [Jov bends her head..
But if it was your mother, why doesn’t she——

Jov. Let me go.

Dick. (Sl holding her.) 1 mean I can’t see what—

Jov. (Passionately.) Let me go!/

Dick. (Releasing her.) I'm thinking of your mother,
Joy. She would never——

Jov. (Covering her face) That man!

Dick. But, Joy, just think! There must be some
mistake. It's so queer—it's guite impossible!

Jov. He won’t let her.

Dick. Won't let her—won’t // her? But——
(Stopping dead, and in a very different voice) Oh!

Jov. (Passionately.) Why d’you look at me like
that? Why can’t you speak?

[Ske wazts for him to speak, but he does not.
I'm going to show what he is, so that mother sha'n’t
speak to him again. I can—can’t I—if I tell Uncle
Tom?—can’t [——?

Dick. But, Joy—if your mother knows a thing like
—that——

Jov. She wanted to tell—she begged him—and he
wouldn’t.

Dick. But, Joy, dear, it means——

Jov. I hate him, I want to make her hate him, and
I will.

Dick. But, Joy, dear, don’t you see—if your mother
knows a thing like that, and doesn’t speak of it, it
means that she—it means that you can’t maée her hate
him—it means— — If it were anybody else, but, well,
you can't give vour own mother away!
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Jov. How dare you! How dare you! (Zurning to
the hollow tree)) Tt isn’t true—— Ol it isn’t true?
Dick. (In deep distress.)) ]Joy, dear, I never meant,
I didn’t really!
He tries to pull her hands down from her face.
Jov. (Swddenly.) Oh! go away, go away/

Mrs. GWYN 75 seen coming back. JoY springs into
the tree. DICK quickly steals away. MRrs. GWYN
goes up to the chair and lakes the scarf that she
has come for, and is going again when Jov
steals out to her.

Mother!
Mgs. GwyN stands looking at her with her teeth
set on her lower lip.
Oh! Mother, it isn’t true?
Mgs. Gwyn. (Very still) What iso’t true?
Jov. That you and he are——
Searching her mother's face, which is deadly still,
In a whisper.
Then it 7s true. Oh!
Mgrs. Gwyn. That's enough, Joy! What 7 am is
my affair—not yours—do you understand?
Jov. (Low and fierce.) Yes, I do.
Mrs. Gwyn. You don't. You're only a child.
Jov. (Passionately.) 1 understand that you've hurt——
She stops.
Mgs. Gwyn. Do you mean your father?
Jov. (Bowing her head.) Yes, and—and me. (Ske
covers her face) T'm—T'm ashamed.
Mgs. Gwyn. 1 brought you into the world, and
you say that to me? Have I been a bad mother to

you?
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Jov. (Zn a smothered voice) Oh! Mother!

Mrs. GwyN. Ashamed? Am 7 to live all my life
like a dead woman because you're ashamed? Am I to
live like the dead because you're a child that knows
nothing of life? Listen, Joy, yow'd better understand
this once for all. Your father has no right over me
and he knows it. We've been hateful to each other for
years. Can you understand that? Don’t cover your
face like a child—look at me.

Jov drops her hands, and lifts her JSace. MRs,
GWYN looks back at her, her lips are quiver-
ing; she goes on speaking with stammering
rapidity.

D’you think—because 1 suffered when you were born
and because I've suffered since with every ache you
ever had, that that gives you the right to dictate to me
now? (/n a dead woice)) TI've been unhappy enough
and I shall be unhappy enough in the time to come.
(Meeting the hard wonder in Joy's Jace.) Oh! you un-
touched things, you're as hard and cold as iron,

Jov. I would do anything for vou, Mother.

Mgrs. GwyN. Except—Ilet me live, Joy. That’s
the only thing you won't do for me, I quite under-
stand.

Jov. Oh! Mother, you don’t understand—I zwant
you so; and I seem to be nothing to you now.

Mgs. Gwyn. Nothing to me? [She smiles.

Jov. Mother, darling, if you're so unhappy let’s for-
get it all, let's go away and I'll be everything to you, I
promise,

Mrs. GWYN. (With the ghost of a laugh.) Ah, Joy!

Jov. I would try so hard,
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Mrs. GWYN. (With the same quivering smile) My
darling, I know you would, until you fell in love
yourself.

Joy. Oh, Mother, I wouldn’t, [ never would, I
swear 1t.

Mrs. GwyN. There has never been a woman, Joy,
that did not fall in love.

Jov. (In a despairing whisper.) But it’s wrong of
you—it’s wicked!

Mgs. Gwyn, If it’s wicked, 7 shall pay for it, not
you!

Jov. But I want to save you, Mother!

Mrs. Gwyn. Save me? [Breaking into laughter.

Jov. I can’t bear it that you—if you'll only—UIll
never leave you. You think I don’t know what P'm
saying, but I do, because even now I—I half love some-
body. Oh, Mother! (Pressing her breast) 1 feel—I
feel so awful—as if everybody knew.

Mrs. GwyN. You think 'm a monster to hurt you.
Ah! yes! Youw'll understand better some day.

Jov. (In a sudden outburst of excited fear) 1 won'’t
believe it—I—I—can’t—you’re deserting me, Mother.

Mrs. Gwyn. Oh, you untouched things! You——

Jov looks up suddenly, sees her face, and sinks
down on her knees.

Jov. Mother—it’s for me/

Mgs. Gwyn. Ask for my life, Joy—don’t be afraid!

Jov turns her face away. MRs. GWYN bends sud-
denly and touches her daughter's hair; Jov
shrinks from that touch.

(Recoiling as though she had been stung.) 1 forgot—I'm

deserting you,
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And swiftly without looking back she goes away.
Jov left alone under the hollow tree, crouches
lower, and her shoulders shake. Here DICK
finds her, when he hears no longer any sound
of woices. He falls on his knees beside her.

Dick. Oh! Joy, dear, don’t cry. It’s so dreadful
to see you! I'd do anything not to see you cry. Say
something.

Jov is still for a moment, then the shaking of the
shoulders begins again.

Joy, darlking! 1Its so awful, you'll make yourself ill,
and it 1sn’t worth it, really. I'd do anything to save
you pain—won’t you stop just for a minute?

[Jov &5 still again.
Nothing in the world’s worth your crying, Joy. Give
me just a little look.

Jov. (Looking; in a smothered voice.) Don't.

Dick. You do look so sweet! Oh, Joy! Tl
comfort you, I'll take it all on myself. I know all
about it

(Jov gives a sobbing laugh.
I do. TI've had trouble too, I swear I have. It gets
better, it does really.

Jov. You don’t know—it's—it's——

Dick. Don’t think about it! No, no, no! I know
exactly what it's like. [He strokes her arm.

Jov. (Shrinking, in a whisper.) You mustn’t.

The music of a waltz is heard again.

Dick. Look here, Joy! It’s no good, we must talk
it over calmly.

Jov. You don’t see/ It's the—it’s the disgrace——

Dick. Oh! as to disgrace—she’s your mother, what-
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ever she does; I'd like to see anybody say anything
about her—(ziciously)—1’d punch his head.

Jov. (Gulping her tears.) That doesn’t help.

Dick. But if she doesn’t love your father—

Jov. But she’s married to him!

Dick. (Hastily.) Yes, of course, I know, marriage
is awfully important; but a man understands these things.

Jov looks at him. Seeing the impression he has
made, he tries again.
I mean, he understands better than a woman. Ive
often argued about moral questions with men up at
Oxford.

Jov. (Catching at a straw.) But there’s nothing to
argue about.

Dick. (Hastily.) Of course, 7 believe in morals.
(Zhey stare solemnly at each other) Some men don’t.
But 7 can’t help seeing marriage is awfully important.

Jov. (Solemnly.) 1It's sacred.

Dick. Yes, I know, but there must be exceptions,
Joy.

Jov. (Losing herself a little in the stress of this dis-
cussion.) How can there be exceptions if a thing’s sacred?

Dick. (Zarnestly.) All rules have exceptions; that's
true, you know; it’s a proverb.

Jov. It can’t be true about marriage—how can it
when—-—7?

Dick. (With intense earnestness.) But look here, Joy.
I know a really clever man—an author. He says that
if marriage is a failure people ought to be perfectly free;
it isn’t everybody who believes that marriage is every-
thing. Of course, / believe it’s sacred, but if it's a
failure, I do think it seems awful—don’t you?
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Jov. I don't know—yes—if—— (Suddenly.) But
it’s my own mother!

Dick. (Grawvely.) Iknow, of course. I can’t expect
you to see it in yowur own case like this. (With despera-
tion.) But look here, Joy, this’ll show you! If a person
loves a person, they have to decide, haven’t they? Well,
then, you see, that’s what your mother’s done.

Jov. But that doesn’t show me anything!

Dick. But it does. The thing is to look at it as if it
wasn’t yourself. If it had been you and me in love, Joy,
and it was wrong, like them, of course (ruefully) 1 know
you’'d have decided right. (Fiercely.) But I swear I
should have decided wrong. (7Zriumphantly.) That's
why I feel I understand your mother.

Jov. (Brushing her sleeve across her eves.) Oh, Dick,
you are so sweet—and—and—funny!

Dick. (Skding his arm about her.) 1 love you, Joy,
that’s why, and T’ll love you till you don’t feel it any
more. I will. Tll love you all day and every day; you
sha’n’t miss anything, I swear it. It's such a beautiful
night—it’s on purpose. Look! (Jov looks; ke looks at
her.)) But it's not so beautiful as you.

Jov. (Bending her head) You mustn’t. I don’t
know—what’s coming.

Dick. (Sidling closer) Aren't your knees tired,
darling? I—I can’t get near you properly.

Jov. (With a sob.) Oh! Dick, you are a funny—
comfort!

Dick. We'll stick together, Joy, always; nothing’ll
matter then.

(They struggle to their feet—the waltz sounds louder.
You're missing it all! I can’t bear you to miss the dan-
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cing. It seems so queer! Couldn’t we? Just a little
turn
Jov. No, no!
Dick. Oh! try!
He lakes her gently by the waist, she shrinks back.
Jov. (Brokenly.) No—no! Oh! Dick—to-morrow’ll
be so awful.
Dick. To-morrow sha’n’t hurt you, Joy; nothing shall
ever hurt yox again.
She looks at him, and her face changes; suddenly
she buries it against his shoulder.
They stand so just @ moment in the moonlight, then
turning to the viver move slowly out of sight.
Again the hollow tree is left alone. The music
of the waltz has stopped. The voices of Miss
BeecH and the COLONEL are heard approaching
Sfrom the house. They appear in the opening of
the wall. The COLONEL carries a pair of field-
glasses with which to look at the moon.
CoLoNeL. Charming to see Molly dance with Lever,
their steps go so well together! I can always tell when
a woman’s enjoying herself, Peachey.
Miss Beecu. (Sharply.) Can you? You're zery clever.
CoLoNeL. Wonderful, that moon! I'm going to have
a look at her! Splendid glasses these, Peachey (ke screws
them ouf), not a better pair in England. I remember in
Burmah with these glasses I used to be able to tell a
man from a woman at two miles and a quarter. And
that's no joke, I can tell you. (But on his way to the
moon, he has taken a survey of the earth to the right along
the river. In a low but excited wvoice) 1 say, I say—is
it one of the maids?—the baggage! Why! It's Dick!




174 THE SILVER BOX AND OTHER PLAYS,

By George, she’s got her hair down, Peachey!  It’s
Jey?

Miss BEECH goes to look. He makes as though to
hand the glasses to her, but puts them to his own
eyes instead—excitedly.

It is! What about her headache? By George, they're
kissing. I say, Peachey! I shall have to tell Nell!

Miss BeecH. Are you sure theyre kissing? Well,
that’s some comfort.

CoroneL. They're at the stile now. Oughtn't I to
stop them, eh? (He stands on tiptoe) We mustn’t spy
on them, dash it all. (He drops the glasses) They're
out of sight now.

Miss BeecH. (70 kerself) He said he wouldn't let
her.

CovoNeL. Wkat! have you been encouraging them.

Miss BeecH. Don’t be in such a hurry!

She moves towards the hollow tree.

CoLoNEL.  (dAbstractedly.) By George, Peachey, to
think that Nell and I were once—Poor Nell! I remember
just such a night as this——

He stops, and stares before him, sighing.

Miss BEECH. (Zmpressively.) It's a comfort she’s got
that good young man. She’s found out that her mother
and this Mr. Lever are—youx know.

CoLONEL. (Losing all traces of his JSussiness, and
drawing himself up as though he were on parade.) You
tell me that my niece——?

Miss BeecH. Out of her own mouth!

CoLONEL. (Bowing his head.)) 1 never would have
believed she’d have forgotten herself,

Miss BEECH. (Very solemnly.) Ah, my dear! We're
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all the same; we're all as hollow as that tree! When
it’s ourselves it's always a special case!

The COLONEL makes a movement of distress, and
Miss BEECH goes fo him.

Don’t you take it so to heart, my dear! [A4 silence.

CoLONEL. (Shaking his head) 1 couldn’t have be-
lieved Molly would forget that child.

Miss BeecH. (Sadly.) They must go their own
ways, poor things! She can’t put herself in the child’s
place, and the child can’t put herself in Molly’s.
A woman and a girl—there’s the tree of life between
them!

COLONEL. (Staring inlo the tree lo see indeed if that
were the tree alluded to) 1It's a grief to me, Peachey,
it's a grief! (He sinks into a chair, stroking his long
moustaches. Then to avenge his hurt) Sha'n't tell
Nell —dashed if I do anything to make the trouble
worse!

Miss BeecH. (Nodding) There’s suffering enough,
without adding to it with our trumpery judgments! If
only things would last between them!

COLONEL. (Fiercely) Last! By George, they'd
better—— (He stops, and looking up with a queer sorry
look.) 1 say, Peachey— Life’s very funny!

Miss BEecH. Men and women are! (Zouching his
forehead tenderly.) There, there—take care of your poor,
dear head! Tsst! The blessed innocents!

She pulls the COLONEL'S sleeve.  They slip away
towards the house, as Jov and Dick come back.
They are still linked together, and stop by the

hollow of the tree.
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Jov. (In a whisper) Dick, is love always like
this!
Dick. (Putting his arms round her, with conviction.)
1It’s never been like this before. It's you and me!
He kisses her on the lips.

The curtain falls.
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ACT 1I, SCENE 1. The kitchen of the Roberts’ cottage near
the works.

SCENE II. A space outside the works.
ACT IIL, The drawing-room of the Manager’s house.

The action takes place on February 7th between the howurs
of noon and six in the afternoon, close to the Trenartha Tin
Plate Works, on the borders of England and Wales, where a
strike has been in progress throughout the winter.
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STRITE

ACT L

It is noon. In the Underwoods’ dining-room a bright

fire is burning. On one side of the fireplace are
double doors leading to the drawing-room, on the
other side a door leading to the hall.  In the centre
of the room a long dining-table without a cloth is
set out as a board table. At the head of it, in the
Chairman’s seat, sils JoHN ANTHONY, an old man,
big, clean-shaven, and high-coloured, with thick white
hair, and thick dark eyebrows. His movements are
rather slow and feeble, but his eves are very much
alive. There is a glass of water by his side. On
his right sits his son EDCAR, an earnest-looking man
of thirty, reading a newspaper. Next him WANKLIN,
a man with jutting evebrows, and silver-streaked
light hair, is bending over transfer-papers. 'TENCH,
the secretarv, a short and rather humble, nervous
man, with side whiskers, stands helping him. On
WANKLIN'S 7ight sits UNDERWOOD, the Manager, a
quiet man, with a long, stiff jaw, and steady eyes,
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Back to the fire is SCANTLEBURY, a very large, pale,
sleepy man, with grev hair, rather bald. Between
him and the Chairman are two emply chairs.

WiLper. (Who is lean, cadaverous, and complain-
ing, with drooping grey moustaches, stands before the
fire.) 1 say, this fire’s the devil! Can I have a screen,
Tench?

SCANTLEBURY. A screen, ah!

Tench.  Certainly, Mr. Wilder. (/e looks at UNDER-
woon.) That is—perhaps the Manager—perhaps Mr.
Underwood——

ScantrLeeury. These fireplaces of yours, Under-
wood———

UNDERWOOD. (Roused from studying some papers.)
A screen? Rather! I'm sorry. (/e goes to the door
with a little smile)) We're not accustomed to complaints
of too much fire down here just now.

He speaks as though he holds a pipe between his
teeth, slowly, ironically.

WILDER. (/n an injured woice.) You mean the men.
H'm! [UnpERWOOD goes out.

ScaNTLEBURY. Poor devils!

WiLper. It's their own fault, Scantlebury.

EnGARr. (Holding out his paper) There’s great dis-
tress amongst them, according to the Zrenartha News.

Wiper. Oh, that rag! Give it to Wanklin. Suit
his Radical views. They call us monsters, I suppose.
The editor of that rubbish ought to be shot.

EpcGar. (Reading) “If the Board of worthy gentle-
men who control the Trenartha Tin Plate Works from
their armchairs in London, would condescend to come
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and see for themselves the conditions prevailing amongst
their workpeople during this strike——"
WiLper., Well, we /ave come.
EpGAR. (Continuing)) “We cannot believe that
even their leg-of-mutton hearts would remain untouched.”
WANKLIN Zakes the paper from him.
WiLper. Ruffian! I remember that fellow when he
hadn’t a penny to his name; little snivel of a chap that's
made his way by blackguarding everybody who takes a
different view to himself.
ANTHONY says something that is not heard.
WiLper. What does your father say?
Epcar. He says “The kettle and the pot.”
WiLper. Hm!
He sits down next to SCANTLEBURY.
SCANTLEBURY. (Blowing out his cheeks.) 1 shall boil
if I don’t get that screen.

UNDERWOOD and ENID enter with a screen, which
they place before the fire. ENID is tall; she
has a small, decided face, and is twenly-eight
years old.

Exm. Put it closer, Frank. Will that do, Mr. Wilder?
It’s the highest we've got.

WiLper. Thanks, capitally.

SCANTLEBURY. (Zwrning, with a sigh of pleasure.)
Ah! Merci, Madame! ;

Enxm. Is there anything else you want, father?
(ANTHONY shakes his head.) Edgar—anything?

Epcar. You might give me a “J” nib, old girl.

Exmn. There are some down there by Mr. Scantle-
bury.
r‘VS CANTLEBURY. (Handing a little box of nibs.) Ah!
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your brother uses “J’s.” What does the manager use?
(With expansive politeness) What does your husband
use, Mrs. Underwood?

Uxperwoop. A quill!

Scantiesury. The homely product of the goose.

e holds out quills.
UnperwooD. (Drnily.) Thanks, if you can spare me
one. (He takes a quill) What about lunch, Enid?
ENiD. (Stopping at the double doors and looking back.)
We're going to have lunch here, in the drawing-room,
so you needn’t hurry with your meeting.
WANKLIN and WILDER bow, and she goes out.

SCANTLEBURY. (Rousing himself, suddenly.) Ah!
Lunch! That hotel—— Dreadful! Did you try the
whitebait last night? Fried fat!

WiLper. Past twelve! Aren’t you going to read the
minutes, Tench?

TexcH. (Looking for the CHAIRMAN's assent, reads
in a rapid and monotonous wvoice.) “At a Board Meeting
held the 31st of January at the Company’s Offices,
512, Cannon Street, E.C. Present— Mr. Anthony in
the chair, Messrs. F. H. Wilder, William Scantlebury,
Oliver Wanklin, and Edgar Anthony. Read letters from
the Manager dated January 20th, 23rd, 25th, 28th,
relative to the strike at the Company’s Works. Read
letters to the Manager of January 21st, 24th, 26th,
29th. Read letter from Mr. Simon Harness, of the
Central Union, asking for an interview with the Board.
Read letter from the Men’s Committee, signed David
Roberts, James Green, John Bulgin, Henry Thomas,
George Rous, desiring conference with the Board; and
it was resolved ‘that a special Board Meeting be called
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for February 7th at the house of the Manager, for the
purpose of discussing the situation with Mr. Simon
Harness and the Men’s Committee on the spot. Passed
twelve transfers, signed and sealed nine certificates and
one balance certificate.”

He pushes the book over to the CHAIRMAN,

AnTHONY. (With a heavy sigh.) 1f it's your pleasure,
sign the same.

He signs, moving the pen with difficully.

WankLiN. What's the Union’s game, Tench? They
haven’t made up their split with the men. What does
Harness want this interview for?

TencH. Hoping we shall come to a compromise,
I think, sir; he’s having a meeting with the men this
afternoon.

Wiper. Harness! Ah! He’s one of those cold-
blooded, cool-headed chaps. I distrust them. I don’t
know that we didn’t make a mistake to come down.
What time’ll the men be here?

UnpERWOOD. Any time now.

WiLper. Well, if we're not ready, they’ll have to
wait—won’t do ’em any harm to cool their heels
a bit.

SCANTLEBURY. (Slozolv.) Poor devils! It's snowing.
What weather!

UnperwooD. (With meaning slowness.) This house’ll
be the warmest place they’ve been in this winter.

WiLper. Well, I hope we're going to settle this
business in time for me to catch the 6.30. Ive got
to take my wife to Spain to-morrow. (Chattily) My
old father had a strike at his works in ’69; just such a
February as this. They wanted to shoot him.
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WankLIN. What? In the close season? :

WiLDER. By George, there was no close season for
employers then! He used to go down to his office with
a pistol in his pocket.

SCANTLEBURY. (Faintly alarmed) Not seriously ?

WILDER. (With finality.) Ended in his shootin’ one
of ’em in the legs.

SCANTLEBURY. (Unavoidably feeling his thigh.) No?
God bless me!

ANTHONY. (Lifting the agenda paper) To consider
the policy of the Board in relation to the strike.

There s a silence.

WiLper. It's this infernal three-cornered duel—the
Union, the men, and ourselves.

WankLN. We needn’t consider the Union.

Wiper. It's my experience that you’ve always got
to consider the Union, confound them! If the Union
were going to withdraw their support from the men, as
they've done, why did they ever allow them to strike
at all?

Epcar. We've had that over a dozen times.

Wiper. Well, I've never understood it! It’s beyond
me. They talk of the engineers’ and furnacemen’s de-
mands being excessive—so they are—but that's not
enough to make the Union withdraw their support.
What's behind it? :

U~perwoon. Fear of strikes at Harper’s and Tine-
well’s,

WILDER. (With triumph.) Afraid of other strikes—

now, that’s a reason! Why couldn’t we have been told
that before?

Unperwoop, You were.
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TencH. You were absent from the Board that day,
sir.

ScanTLEBURY. The men must have seen they had
no chance when the Union gave them up. It's mad-
ness.

Unperwoob. It’s Roberts!

WiLDER. Just our luck, the men finding a fanatical
firebrand like Roberts for leader. [4 pause.

WANKLIN. (Looking at ANTHONY.) Well?

WILDER. (Breaking in fussily.) It's a regular mess.
I don’t like the position were in; I don’t like it; I've
said so for a long time. (Zooking at WANKLIN) When
Wanklin and I came down here before Christmas it
looked as if the men must collapse. You thought so
too, Underwood.

UnperwooDn. VYes.

WiLper. Well, they haven’t! Here we are, going
from bad to worse—losing our customers—shares going
down!

SCANTLEBURY. (Shaking his head) M’m! Mm!

WankLiy. What loss have we made by this strike,
Tench?

TexcH. Over fifty thousand, sir!

SCANTLEBURY. (Pained.) You don’t say!

Wiper. We shall never get it back.

TencH. No, sir.

WiLper. Who'd have supposed the men were going
to stick out like this—nobody suggested that. (Looking
angrily at TENCH.)

SCANTLEBURY. (Shaking his head)) Tve never liked

a fight—never shall. ;
AnTHONY. No surrender! (AU look at him.
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WiLper. Who wants to surrender? (ANTHONY looks
at him.) T—I want to act reasonably. When the men
sent Roberts up to the Board in December—then was
the time. We ought to have humoured him; instead of
that, the Chairman—(Dropping his eves before ANTHONY'S)
—er—we snapped his head off. We could have got
them in then by a little tact.

AnTHONY. No compromise!

Wiper. There we are! This strike’s been going
on now since October, and as far as I can see it may
last another six months. Pretty mess we shall be in
by then. The only comfort is, the men’ll be in a
worse !

Epcar. (7o Unperwoon.) What sort of state are
they really in, Frank?

UNDERWOOD. ( Without expression.) Damnable!

Wiper. Well, who on earth would have thought
they’d have held on like this without support!

Unperwoon. Those who know them.

WiLpeEr., I defy anyone to know them! And what
about tin? Price going up daily. When we do get
started we shall have to work off our contracts at the
top of the market.

Wankriv. What do you say to that, Chairman?

AxtHONY. Can’t be helped!

WiLper. Sha'n’t pay a dividend till goodness knows
when!

SCANTLEBURY. (With emphasis.) We ought to think
of the shareholders. (Zurning heawvily.) Chairman, I say
we ought to think of the shareholders.

ANTHONY mullers,

ScantLEBURY, What's that?
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TencH. The Chairman says he 7 thinking of you,
SIr.

SCANTLEBURY. (Sinking back into torpor.)) Cynic!

Witper. It’s past a joke. / don’t want to go
without a dividend for years if the Chairman does. We
can’t go on playing ducks and drakes with the Com-
pany’s prosperity.

EDGAR. (Rather ashamedly.) 1 think we ought to
consider the men.

All but ANTHONY fidget in their seals.

ScCANTLEBURY. (With a sigh.) We mustn’t think of
our private feelings, young man, That'll never do.

EDGAR. ([romically.) I'm not thinking of our feelings.
I'm thinking of the men’s.

WiILDER. As to that—we’re men of business.

WANKLIN. That #s the little trouble.

Epcar. There’s no necessity for pushing things so
far in the face of all this suffering—it's—it’s cruel.

No one speaks, as though EDGAR had uncovered
something whose existence no man prizing his
self-respect could afford to recognise.

WANKLIN. (With an ironical smile) I'm afraid we
mustn’t base our policy on luxuries like sentiment.

Epcar. 1 detest this state of things.

AnTHONY. We didn’t seek the quarrel.

Epcar. I know that, sir, but surely we've gone far

enough.
AnTHONY., No. [Al look at one another.

WankLiN, Luxuries apart, Chairman, we must look

out what we’re doing.
AnTHONY. Give way to the men once and there'll

be no end to it.
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WankLiN. 1 quite agree, but——

[ANTHONY skhakes his head.

You make it a question of bedrock principle?
[ANTHONY 20ds.
Luxuries again, Chairman! The shares are below par.

WiLper., Yes, and they’ll drop to a half when we
pass the next dividend.

SCANTLEBURY. (With alarm.) Come, come! Not so
bad as that.

WiLDER. (Grimly.) You'll see! (Craning forward
fo catch ANTHONY'S speech.) 1 didn’t catch——

TENCH. (Hesitating.) The Chairman says, sir, “Fais
que—que—devra——"

EpGar. (Sharply.) My father says: “Do what we
ought—and let things rip.”

Wiper. Tcha!

SCANTLEEURY. (Zhrowing up his hands.)) The Chair-
man’s a Stoic—1I always said the Chairman was a Stoic,

WiLper. Much good that'll do us.

WANKLIN.  (Swawvely.) Seriously, Chairman, are you
going to let the ship sink under you, for the sake of—a
principle?

ANTHONY. She won’t sink.

SCANTLEBURY. (With alarm.) Not while 'm on the
Board I hope.

ANTHONY. (With a twinkle.)) Better rat, Scantlebury.

ScANTLEBURY. What a man!

ANTHONY. T've always fought them; I've never been
beaten yet.

WankLin. We're with you in theory, Chairman. But
we're not all made of cast-iron.

AnxtHONY. We've only to hold on,
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WILDER. (Rising and going lo the fire) And go to
the devil as fast as we can!
ANTHONY. Better go to the devil than give in!
WILDER. (ZFretfully.) That may suit you, sir, but it
doesn’t suit me, or anyone else I should think.
ANTHONY looks him in the face—a silence.

Epcar. I don’t see how we can get over it that to
go on like this means starvation to the men’s wives and
families.

WILDER furns abruptly to the fire, and SCANTLEBURY
puls out a hand to push the idea away.

WaNKLIN. I'm afraid again that sounds a little senti-
mental.

Epcar. Men of business are excused from decency,
you think?

WiLper. Nobody’s more sorry for the men than I
am, but if they (lashing himself) choose to be such a
pig-headed lot, it’s nothing to do with us; we've quite
enough on oxr hands to think of ourselves and the
shareholders.

EnGaAR. (Zrritably.) It won’t kill the shareholders to
miss a dividend or two; I don’t see that #ia/’s reason
enough for knuckling under.

SCANTLEBURY. (With grave discomfort) You talk
very lightly of your dividends, young man; I don’t know
where we are.

WiLper. There’s only one sound way of looking at
it We can’t go on ruining ourselves with this strike.

AnTHONY. No caving in!

SCANTLEBURY. (With a gesture of despair) Look at
him!
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ANTHONY 75 leaning back in his chair. They do
look at him.

WiLDER. (Returning to his seat) Well, all I can say
is, if that’s the Chairman’s view, I don’t know what we’ve
come down here for.

AxtHONY. To tell the men that we've got nothing
for them—— (Grimly.) They won't believe it till they
hear it spoken in plain English.

Wiper. H’m! Shouldn’t be a bit surprised if that
brute Roberts hadn’t got us down here with the very
same idea. I hate a man with a grievance.

EpGAR. (Resentfully.) We didn’t pay him enough
for his discovery. I always said that at the time.

WiLper. We paid him five hundred and a bonus
of two hundred three years later. If that’s not enough!
What does he want for goodness’ sake?

TencH. (Complainingly.) Company made a hundred
thousand out of his brains, and, paid him seven hun-
dred—that’s the way he goes on, sir.

Wiper. The man’s a rank agitator! Look here, I
hate the Unions. But now we've got Harness here let’s
get him to settle the whole thing.

AnTHONY. No! [Again they look at him.

UnperwooDp. Roberts won’t let the men assent to
that.

ScanTLEBURY. Fanatic! Fanatic!

WiLDER. (Looking at ANTHONY.) And not the only
one! [FrOST enters from the hall.

Frost. (70 AxtHONY.) Mr. Harness from the Union,
waiting, sir. The men are here too, sir.

ANTHONY nods. UNDERWOOD goes lo the door,
returning with HARNESS, a pale, clean-shaven man
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with hollow cheeks, quick eyes and lantern jaw
—FRrosr has retired.

UNDERWOOD. (Pointing to TENCH'S chair.)) Sit there
next the Chairman, Harness, won’t you?

At HARNESS'S appearance, the Board have drawn
together, as il were, and turned a liitle to him,
like caltle at a dog.

HarNEss. (With a sharp look round, and a bow.)
Thanks! (He sits—his accent s slightly nasal) Well,
Gentlemen, we're going to do business at last, I hope,

WiLpeEr. Depends on what you ca// business, Har-
ness. Why don’t you make the men come in?

HARNESs. (Sardonically.) The men are far more in
the right than you are. The question with us is whether
we sha’n’t begin to support them again.

He ignores them all, except ANTHONY, lo whom he
turns in speaking.

ANTHONY. Support them if you like; we’ll put in
free labour and have done with it.

Harness. That won’t do, Mr. Anthony. You can’t
get free labour, and you know it.

AntHONY, We shall see that.

Harness. I'm quite frank with you. We were
forced to withhold our support from your men because
some of their demands are in excess of current rates.
I expect to make them withdraw those demands to-day:
if they do, take it straight from me, Gentlemen, we shall
back them again at once. Now, I want to see some-
thing fixed up before I go back to-night. Can't we
have done with this old-fashioned tug-of-war business?
What good’s it doing you? Why don’t you recognise

The Silver Box. 3
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once for all that these people are men like yourselves,
and want what's good for them just as you want what’s
good for you— (Bitterly.) Your motor-cars, and cham-
pagne, and eight-course dinners.

AxTtHONY. If the men will come in, we'll do some-
thing for them.

Harness. (Zronically) Is that your opinion too,
sir—and yours—and yowrs? (Zhe Directors do not
answer.)) Well, all I can say is: Its a kind of high
and mighty aristocratic tone I thought we’d grown out
of—seems I was mistaken.

ANTHONY. It’s the tone the men use. Remains to
be seen which can hold out longest—they without us,
or we without them.

Harness. As business men, I wonder you’re not
ashamed of this waste of force, gentlemen. You know
what it'll all end in.

AnTHONY. What?

Harngss, Compromise—it always does.

ScantLEgury. Can’t you persuade the men that
their interests are the same as ours?

HARNESS. (Y};mnw tronically.) 1 could persuade
them of that, sir, if they were.

WiLper. Come, Harness, you're a clever man, you
don’t believe all the Socialistic claptrap that’s talked
nowadays. There’s no real difference between their
interests and ours.

Harness. There’s just one very simple little ques-
tion I'd like to put to you. Will you pay your men
one penny more than they force you to pay them?

WILDER 75 silent.

WaskLiN.  (Chiming in.) 1 humbly thought that not
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to pay more than was necessary was the ABC of com-
merce.

HARrNESs. (With irony.) Yes, that seems to be the
ABC of commerce, sir; and the ABC of commerce is
between your interests and the men’s.

SCANTLEBURY. (Whispering) We ought to arrange
something.

HARNESS. (Drily) Am 1 to understand then,
gentlemen, that your Board is going to make no con-
cessions?

WANKLIN and WILDER bend forward as if lo speak,
but stop.

ANTHONY. (Nodding.) None.

WANKLIN and WILDER again bend forward, and
SCANTLEBURY gives an unexpected grunt.

Harness. You were about to say something, I be-
lieve? [But SCANTLEBURY says nothing.

EpGAR. (Looking up suddenly.) We're sorry for the
state of the men.

HArNEsS. (Zcily)) The men have no use for your
pity, sir. What they want is justice.

AnTHONY. Then let them be just.

Harness. For that word “just” read “humble”
Mr. Anthony. Why should they be humble? Bar-
ring the accident of money, aren’t they as good men
as you?

AntHONY. Cant!

Harness. Well, I've been five years in America. It
colours a man’s notions.

SCANTLEBURY. (Suddenly, as though avenging his un-
completed grunt) Let's have the men in and hear what

they’ve got to say!
3*
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ANTHONY 70ds, and UNDERWOOD goes out by the
single door.

Harngss. (Drily.) As 'm to have an interview with
them this afternoon, gentlemen, I'll ask you to postpone
your final decision till that's over.

Again ANTHONY nods, and taking up his glass
drinks.

UNDERWOOD comes in again, followed by ROBERTS,
Green, BurciN, THOMAS, Rous.  Zhey file in,
hat in hand, and stand silent in a row. ROBERTS
is lean, of middle height, with a slight stoop.
He has a little rat-gnawn, brown-grey beard,
moustaches, high check-bones, hollow cheeks,
small fiery eves. He wears an old and grease-
stained blue serge suit, and carries an old bowler
hat. He stands nearest the Chairman. GREEN,
next to him, has a clean, worn face, with a
small grey, goatee beard and drooping moustaches,
iron spectacles, and mild, straightforward eyes.
He wears an overcoat, green with age, and a
linen collar. Next to him is BULGIN, a tall,
strong man, with a dark moustache, and fighting
Jjaw, wearing a red muffler, who keeps changing
his cap from one hand to the other. Next to
him is THOMAS, an old man with a grey
moustache, full beard, and weather-beaten, bony
Jface, whose overcoat discloses a lean, plucked-
looking neck. On his right, ROUS, the youngest
of the five, looks like a soldier; he has eyes that
have stared al death.

UnperwooD. (Pointing) There are some chairs
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there against the wall, Roberts; won’t you draw them up
and sit down?

Roger1s. Thank you, Mr. Underwood, we'll stand
—in the presence of the Board. (/e speaks in a biting
and staccato wvoice, rolling his v's, pronouncing his a’s
like an Italian a, and his consonants short and crisp.)
How are you, Mr. Harness? Didn’t expect t* have the
pleasure of seeing you till this afternoon.

HARNESS.  (Steadily.) We shall meet again then,
Roberts.

RoBerTs. Glad to hear that; we shall have some
news for you to take to your people.

AnTHONY. What do the men want?

ROBERTS.  (Acidly) Beg pardon, I don't quite
catch the Chairman’s remark.

TeNcH.  (From behind the Chairman’s chair) The
Chairman wishes to know what the men have to
say.

RoBerts. It's what the Board has to say we've
come to hear. It’s for the Board to speak first.

ANTHONY. The Board has nothing to say.

ROBERTS.  (Looking along the line of men.) In that
case we're wasting the Directors’ time. We'll be taking
our feet off this pretty carpet.

He turns, the men move slowly, as though hyp-
notically influenced.

WANKLIN.  (Suavely) Come, Roberts, you didn't
give us this long cold journey for the pleasure of say-
ing that,

THOMAS. (4 pure Welshman.) No, sir, an’ what I
say 188 ——

Roeerts. (Bitingly) Go on, Henry Thomas, go
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on. Youre better able to speak to the — Directors
than me. [TrOMAS 25 silent.

TencH. The Chairman means, Roberts, that it was
the men who asked for the Conference, the Board wish
to hear what they have to say.

Roserts. Gad! If I was to begin to tell ye all
they have to say, I wouldn’t be finished to-day. And
there'd be some that'd wish they’d never left their
London palaces.

Harngss. What's your proposition, man? Be rea-
sonable.

Roperts. You want reason, Mr. Harness? Take a
look round this afternoon before the meeting. (He looks
al the men; no sound escapes them.)) You'll see some
very pretty scenery.

Harngss. All right, my friend; you won’t put
me off.

Roperts. (70 the men)) We sha'n’t put Mr. Harness
off. Have some champagne with your lunch, Mr. Harness;
you'll want it, sir.

Harness. Come, get to business, man!

Taomas. What we're asking, look you, is just simple
justice,

Roperts.  (Venomously.) Justice from London?
What are you talking about, Henry Thomas? Have
you gone silly? (THomAs #s silent) We know very well
what we are—discontented dogs—never satisfied. What
did the Chairman tell me up in London? That I didn’t
know what I was talking about. I was a foolish, un-
educated man, that knew nothing of the wants of the
men I spoke for.

Epcar. Do please keep to the point.
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ANTHONY.  (Holding up his hand.) There can only
be one master, Roberts.

RoperTs. Then, be Gad, it'll be us.

There 1s a silence; ANTHONY and ROBERTS stare at
one another.

Unperwoobp. If you've nothing to say to the Direc-
tors, Roberts, perhaps youw’ll let Green or Thomas speak
for the men.,

GREEN and THOMAS look anxiously at ROBERTS, af
each other, and the other men.

GRrEEN. (An Englishman.) 1f I'd been listened to,
Gentlemen——

TroMAs. What I'fe got to say iss what we'fe all
got to say——

Roeerts. Speak for yourself, Henry Thomas.

SCANTLEBURY. (With a gesture of deep spiritual dis-
comfort,) Let the poor men call their souls their own!

RoBerts. Aye, they shall keep their souls, for it's
not much body that you've left them, Mr. (with biling
emphasis, as though the word were an offence) Scantle-
bury! (Zo the men)) Well, will you speak, or shall I
speak for you? )

Rous. (Suddenly.) Speak out, Roberts, or leave it
to others.

Roserts. (Zronically.) Thank you, George Rous.
(Addressing himself to Axtaony.) The Chairman and
Board of Directors have honoured us by leaving London
and coming all this way to hear what we've got to say;
it would not be polite to keep them any longer waiting.

Wirper. Well, thank God for that!

Roperts. Ye will not dare to thank Him when I
have done, Mr. Wilder, for all your piety. May be your
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God up in London has no time to listen to the working
man. I'm told He is a wealthy God; but if He listens
to what I tell Him, He will know more than ever He
learned in Kensington.

Harness. Come, Roberts, you have your own God.
Respect the God of other men.

Roeerts. That’s right, si. We have another God
down here; I doubt He is rather different to Mr.
Wilder's. Ask Henry Thomas; he will tell you whether
his God and Mr. Wilder’s are the same.

THOMAS /fts his hand, and cranes his head as
though to prophecy.

WankLiN.  For goodness’ sake, let's keep to the
point, Roberts.

Rogperts. 1 rather think it is the point, Mr, Wanklin,
If you can get the God of Capital to walk through the
streets of Labour, and pay attention to what he sees,
you're a brighter man than I take you for, for all that
you're a Radical.

A~xtHONY. Attend to me, Roberts! (ROBERTS 75
stlent) You are here to speak for the men, as I am
here to speak for the Board.  [He looks slowly round.

WiLpErR, WANKLIN, and SCANTLEBURY make move-
ments of uneasiness, and EDGAR gazes at the

floor. A faint smile comes on HARNESS’ face.
Now then, what is it?

Roeerts. Right, sir!
Throughout all that follows, he and ANTHONY look
Jfixedly wupon each other. Men and Directors
show in their various ways suppressed uneastness,

as though listening to words that they themselves
would not have spoken,
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The men can’t afford to travel up to London; and they
don’t trust you to believe what they say in black and
white. They know what the post is (ke darts a look at
UspErwOOD and TENCH), and what Directors’ meetings
are: “Refer it to the manager—let the manager advise
us on the men’s condition. Can we squeeze them a
little more?”

UNDERWOOD. (/n a low woice) Don’t hit below
the belt, Roberts!

RoeerTs. Is it below the belt, Mr. Underwood?
The men know. When I came up to London, I told
you the position straight. An’ what came of it? I
was told I didn’t know what I was talkin’ about. I
can’t afford to travel up to London to be told that again.

AntHONY. What have you to say for the men?

Rogerts. I have this to say—and first as to their
condition. Ye shall ’ave no need to go and ask your
manager. Ye can’t squeeze them any more. Every
man of us is well-nigh starving. (4 surprised murmur
vises from the men. ROBERTS looks round,) Ye wonder
why I tell ye that? Every man of us is going short.
We can’t be no worse off than we've been these weeks
past. Ye needn’t think that by waiting ye'll drive us
to come in. We'll die first, the whole lot of us. The
men have sent for ye to know, once and for all, whether
ye are going to grant them their demands. I see the
sheet of paper in the Secretary’s hand. (TENCH moves
nervously.) That’s it, I think, Mr. Tench. It's not very
large.

TeNcH. (Nodding.) Ves.

RoBERTS. There’s not one sentence of writing on
that paper that we can do without.
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A movement amongst the men. ROBERTS furns on

them sharply.
Isn’t that so?

The men assent reluctantly. ANTHONY lakes from

TENCH the paper and peruses il.
Not one single sentence. All those demands are fair.
We have not asked anything that we are not entitled
to ask. What I said up in London, I say again now:
there is not anything on that piece of paper that a just
man should not ask, and a just man give. [4 pause.

A~xtHONY. There is not one single demand on this
paper that we will grant.

In the stir that follows on these words, ROBERTS
walches the Directors and ANTHONY the men.
WILDER gels up abruptly and goes over to
the fire.

Roeerts. D’ye mean that?

AntHONY. 1 do.

WILDER af the fire makes an emphatic movement
of disgust.

Roeerts. (Noting it, with dry intensity.) Ye best
know whether the condition of the Company is any
better than the condition of the men. (Scanning the
Directors’ faces.) Ye best know whether ye can afford
your tyranny—but this I tell ye: If ye think the men
will give way the least part of an inch, ye're making
the worst mistake ye ever made. (/e fixes his eyes
on SCANTLEBURY.) Ye think because the Union is not
supporting us—more shame to it!—that we'll be coming
on our knees to you one fine morning. Ye think be-
cause the men have got their wives an’ families to
think of—that it’s just a question of a week or two——
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AntHONY. It would be better if you did not specu-
late so much on what we think.

RoeerTs., Aye! It's not much profit to us! I will
say this for you, Mr. Anthony—ye know your own mind!
(Staring at ANTHONY.) I can reckon on ye!

ANTHONY. ([ronically.) 1 am obliged to you!

Roperts. And I know mine. I tell ye this. The
men will send their wives and families where the country
will have to keep them; an’ they will starve sooner than
give way. I advise ye, Mr. Anthony, to prepare yourself
for the worst that can happen to your Company. We
are not so ignorant as you might suppose. We know
the way the cat is jumping. Your position is not all that
it might be—not exactly!

ANTHONY. Be good enough to allow us to judge of
our position for ourselves. Go back, and re-consider
your own,

ROBERTS. (Stepping forward.) Mr. Anthony, you are
not a young man now; from the time that I remember
anything ye have been an enemy to every man that has
come into your works. I don’t say that ye’re a mean
man, or a cruel man, but ye've grudged them the say
of any word in their own fate. Ye've fought them
down four times. I've heard ye say ye love a fight—
mark my words—ye're fighting the last fight ye’ll ever
fight—— [TeNCH fouches ROBERTS’ sleeve.

Unperwoop. Roberts! Roberts!

Roeerts, Roberts! Roberts! I mustn’t speak my
mind to the Chairman, but the Chairman may speak his
mind to me!

WiLper. What are things coming to?
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AxTHONY. (With a grim smile at WILDER.)) Go on,
Roberts; say what you like!

RoBER1S. (After a pause)) I have no more to say.

AntHONY. The meeting stands adjourned to five
o’clock,

WANKLIN, (/7 a low woice to UNDERWOOD.) We shall
never settle anything like this.

Roserts. (Bitingly.) We thank the Chairman and
Board of Directors for their gracious hearing.

He moves towards the door; the men clusler to-
gether stupefied ; then RoUS, throwing up his head,
passes ROBERTS and goes out. The others follow.

Roserts. (With his hand on the door—maliciously.)
Good day, gentlemen! [He goes out.

HARNESS. (Zronically.) 1 congratulate you on the
conciliatory spirit that’s been displayed. With your
permission, gentlemen, I'll be with you again at half-
past five. Good morning!

He bows slightly, rests his eyes on ANTHONY, who
returns his stave unmoved, and, followed by
UNDERWOOD, goes out.  There is a moment of
uneasy silence. UNDERWOOD re-appears in the
doorway.

WiLDER. (With emphatic disgust.) Well!
The double doors are opened.
Exiv. (Standing in the doorway.) Lunch is ready.

EDGAR, getting up abruptly, walks out past his

sister.
WiLper. Coming to lunch, Scantlebury?
SCANTLEBURY. (Rising heavily.) I suppose so, I sup-
pose so. It’s the only thing we can do.
They go out through the double doors.
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WANKLIN. (/2 a low woice.) Do you really mean to

fight to a finish, Chairman? [ANTHONY n0ds.
WankLiN. Take care! The essence of things is to
know when to stop. [ANTHONY does not answer.

WANKLIN. (Very gravely.) This way disaster lies,
The ancient Trojans were fools to your father, Mrs.
Underwood. [He goes out through the double doors.

Enm. I want to speak to father, Frank.

UNDERWOOD follozos WANKLIN out. 'TENCH, passing
round the table, is restoring order to the scattered
pens and papers.

ENm. Aren’t you coming, Dad?

ANTHONY shakes his head. END looks meaningly
at TENCH.

Exm. Won’t you go and have some lunch, Mr.
Tench?

Tencu.  (With papers in his hand) Thank you,
ma’am, thank you! [He goes slowly, looking back.

EN. (Shutting the doors.) 1 do hope it's settled,
father!

AnTHONY. No!
Exm. (Very disappointed) Oh! Haven’t you done
anything? [ANTHONY shakes his head.

ENmp. Frank says they all want to come to a com-
promise, really, except that man Roberts.

AxtHONY, 7 don’t.

ENm. It's such a horrid position for us. If you
were the wife of the manager, and lived down here,
and saw it all. You can’t realise, Dad!

AnTHONY. Indeed?

ENmn. We see al/ the distress. You remember my
maid Annie, who married Roberts? (ANTHONY 720d5s.)
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It's so wretched, her heart’s weak; since the strike
began, she hasn’t even been getting proper food. I
know it for a fact, father.

ANTHONY. Give her what she wants, poor woman!

Exm. Roberts won't let her take anything from zs.

ANTHONY. (Staring before him.) 1 can’t be answer-
able for the men’s obstinacy.

Exm. They're all suffering. Father! Do stop it,
for my sake!

ANTHONY. (With a keen look at her) You don’t
understand, my dear.

Exm. If I were on the board, 'd do something.

AxtHONY. What would you do?

Exm. It's because you can't bear to give way. It’s
SO——

AntHONY. Well?

Exm. So unnecessary.

ANTHONY. What do yox know about necessity?
Read your novels, play your music, talk your talk, but
don't try and tell me what's at the bottom of a struggle
like this. '

Exm. I live down here, and see it.

AnTHONY. What d’you imagine stands between you
and your class and these men that you're so sorry for?

Enm. (Coldly) 1 don’t know what you mean,
father.

AntHONY. In a few years you and your children
would be down in the condition they’re in, but for those
who have the eyes to see things as they are and the
backbone to stand up for themselves. '

Exm. You don’t know the state the men are in.

AntHONY. I know it well enough.
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Exm. You don't, father; if you did, you wouldn’t— __

ANTHONY.  It's you who don’t know the simple facts
of the position. What sort of mercy do you suppose
you'd get if no one stood between you and the continual
demands of labour? This sort of mercy—(ke puts his
hand up to his throat and Squeezes 1t.)  First would go
your sentiments, my dear; then your culture, and your
comforts would be going all the time!

Exm. I don’t believe in barriers between classes,

ANTHONY, You——don‘t——believe—in—barriers—wbe-
tween the classes?

ENID. (Coldly) And 1 don’t know what that has
to do with this question,

ANTHONY. It will take 2 generation or two for you
to understand.

Exm. Its only you and Roberts, father, and you
know it! [ANTHONY Zhrusts out jis lower lip,
Itll ruin the Company.

ANTHONY.  Allow me to judge of that.

Enm, (Resentfully) 1 wont stand by and let poor
Annie Roberts suffer like this! And think of the children,
father! I warn you,

ANTHONY, (With a grim smile.)  What do you pro-
pose to do?

ENID.  Thats my affair,

ANTHONY only looks at her.

EN. (72 o changed voice, stroking his sleeve.) Father,
you £now you oughtn’t to have this strain on you—you
know what pr, Fisher said!

ANTHONY. No old man can afford to listen to old women,
. Enmb, Byt you /ave done enough, even if it really
t IS such a matter of principle with you,
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ANnTHONY. You think so?

Enmo. Dont, Dad! (Her face works.) You—you

might think of us/

AnTHONY. 1 am.

Exmip. Itll break you down.

ANTHONY. (Slowly.) My dear, I am not going to
funk; you may rely on that.

Re-enter TENCH with papers; he glances at them,
then plucking up courage. ]

TencH. Beg pardon, Madam, I think I'd rather see
these papers were disposed of before I get my lunch.

ENID, after an impatient glance at him, looks at
her father, turns suddenly, and goes into the
drawing-room.

TencH. (Holding the papers and a pen to ANTHONY,
very nervously.) Would you sign these for me, please,
sir? [ANTHONY ‘akes the pen and signs.

TeNCH. (Standing with a sheet of blotting-paper behind
EDGAR’S chair, begins speaking mervously) 1 owe my
position to you, sir.

AxtHONY. Well?

TencH. I'm obliged to see everything that's going
on, sir; 1—I depend upon the Company entirely. If
anything were to happen to it, i'd be disastrous for me.
(ANTHONY 70ds) And, of course, my wife’s just had
another; and so it makes me doubly anxious just now.
And the rates are really terrible down our way.

AnTHONY. (With grim amusement.) Not more t
rible than they are up mine.

TencH. No, sir? (Very nervously.) 1know the
pany means a great deal to you, sir.

AxTtHONY. It does; I founded it.
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TencH. Yes, sir.  If the strike goes on it'll he very
serious. I think the Directors are beginning to realise
that, sir,

ANTHONY. (Zronically.) Indeed?

TencH. I know you hold very strong views, sir, and
it's always your habit to look things in the face; but
I don’t think the directors—Ilike it, sir, now they—they
see it.

ANTHONY. (Grimly.) Nor you, it seems.

TexcH. (With the ghost of a smile.) No, sir; of course
I've got my children, and my wife’s delicate; in my
position I /aze to think of these things. (ANTHONY 70ds.)
It wasn't that 1 was going to say, sir, if you'll excuse
me (esitates)——

ANTHONY. Out with it, then!

Tencu. I know—from my own father, sir, that
when you get on in life you do feel things dread-
fully——

ANTHONY.  (Almost paternally.) Come, out with it,
Tench!

Tencu. I don't Zike to say it, sir.

ANTHONY. (Stonily.) You must.

TeNcu. (After a pause, desperately bolting it out.)
I think the Directors are going to throw you over, sir.

ANTHONY. (Sits tn silence.) Ring the bell!

Tencu  nervously rings the bell and stands by
the fire.

TencH. Excuse me saying such a thing. I was only
thinking of you, sir.

FROST enters from the hall, he comes to the Joot of
the table, and looks at ANTHONY; TENCH covers
his nervousness by arranging papers.

The Silver Box. 14
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A~THONY. Bring me a whiskey and soda.
FrosT. Anything to eat, sir?

ANTHONY shakes his head—FROST goes to the side-

board, and prepares the drink.

TexcH. (In a low voice, almost supplicating.) 1f you
could see your way, Sir, it would be a great relief to my
mind, it would indeed. (/e looks up at ANTHONY, who
has not moved.) It does make me SO very anxious. I
haven't slept properly for weeks, sir, and that’s a

fact.

ANTHONY looks in his face, then slowly shakes his
head.

Tench. (Disheartened.) No, sir?

He goes on arranging papers. FROST places the
whiskey and soda on a salver and puls it down
by ANTHONY'S right hand. He stands away,
looking gravely at ANTHONY.

Frost. Nothing I can get you, sir?

[ANTHONY shakes his head.

You're aware, sir, of what the doctor said, sir?

AxrtHomy. I am.
A pause. Frost suddenly moves closer to him, and
speaks in a low wvoice.
Frost. This strike, sir; puttin’ all this strain on
you. Excuse me, sir, is it—is it worth it, sir?
[ANTHONY mutters some words that are inaudible.

Very good, sir!

He turns and goes out into the hall—TENCH makes
two attempts lo speak; but meeting his chair-
man's gaze he drops his eyes, and turning dis=
mally, he too goes out, ANTHONY is left alone,
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|

[ He grips the glass, tills it, and drinks deeply;
| then sets it down wilth a decp and rumbling sigh,
: and leans back in his chair.

| The curtain falls,

L
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A CT Ik

SCENE I

It is half-past three. In the kitchen of Robert's collage
a meagre little fire is burning. The room is clean and
tidy, wvery barely furnished, with a brick floor and
white-washed walls, much stained with smoke. There
is a kettle on the fire. A door opposite the fireplace
opens inwards from a snowy streel. On the wooden
table are a cup and saucer, a teapot, knife, and
plate of bread and cheese. Close to the fireplace
in an old armchair, wrapped in a rug, sits MRS,
ROBERTS, a thin and dark-haired woman about
thirty-five, with patient eyes. Her hair is not done
up, but tied back with a piece a ribbon. By the
fire, too, is MRrS. YEO; a red-haived, broad-faced
person.  Sitting near the table is Mrs, Rous, an old
lady, ashen-white, with silver hair; by the door,
standing, as if about to go, ts Mrs. BULGIN, a [ittle
pale, pinched-up woman. In a chair, with her
elbows resting on the lable, and her face reshug
her hands sits MADGE THOMAS, a good-looking gii
of twenty-two, with high checkbones, deep-set eye
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and dark, untidy hair. She is /?'.r/e*m'ng lo the talk
but she neither speaks nor moves.

Mrs. YEO. So he give me a sixpence, and that’s
the first bit o’ money 7 seen this week. There an’t
much ’eat to this fire,. Come and warm yerself, Mrs.
Rous, you're lookin’ as white as the snow, you are.

Mgs. Rous. (Shivering— placidly) Ah! but the
winter my old man was took was the proper winter,
Seventy-nine that was, when none of you was hardly
born—not Madge Thomas, nor Sue Bulgin. (ZLooking
at them in twn.) Annie Roberts, 'ow old were you
dear?

Mrs. RoBERTS. Seven, Mrs. Rous.

Mgs. Rous. Seven—well ther’! A tiny little thing!

Mrs. YEo. (Aggressively.) Well, 1 was ten myself,
/ remembers it.

Mrs. Rous. (Placidly.) The Company hadn’t been
Started three years. Father was workin’ on the acid
that's "ow he got ’is pisoned leg. I kep’ sayin’ to ’im
“Father, you've got a pisoned leg.” “Well” % said,
“Mother, pison or no pison, I can’t afford to go a-layin’
up.” An’ two days after he was on ’is back, and never
80t up again. It was Providence! There wasn’t none
o’ these Compension Acts then.

Mgrs. YEo. Ye hadn’t no strike that winter! (With
&rim humour) ‘This winter’s ’ard enough for me. Mrs.
Roberts, you don’t want no ’‘arder winter, do you?
Wouldn’t seem natural to ’ave a dinner, would it, Mrs.
Bulgin?

. Mgs. BuLGN.  We've had bread and tea last four
ays,
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Mrs. YEo. You got that Friday's laundry job?

Mgs. BuLciN. (Dispiritedly.) They said they'd give
it me, but when I went last Friday, they were full up.
I got to go again next week.

Mgs. YEo. Ah! There’s too many after that. I
send Yeo out on the ice to put on the gentry’s skates
an’ pick up what ’e can. Stops 'im from broodin® about
the ’ouse.

Mgs. BuLciN. (In a desolate, matler-of-fact voice.)
Ieavin’ out the men—it’s bad enough with the children.
I keep ’em in bed, they don’t get so hungry when they're
not running about; but they're that restless in bed they
worry your life out. E

Mgs. YEo. You're lucky they’re all so small. It's =
the goin’ to school that makes ’em ’ungry. Don't
Bulgin give you ezythin’?

Mrs. BULGIN. (Shakes her head, then, as though by
afterthought.) Would if he could, I s’pose. .

Mgs. YEO. (Sardonically.) What! ’Aven’t ’e got
no shares in the Company? :

Mgs. Rous. (Rising with tremulous cheerfulness.) Well,
good-bye, Annie Roberts, I'm going along home.

Mrs. RoperTs. Stay an’ have a cup of tea, Mrs.
Rous?
Mrs. Rous. (With the faintest smile) Roberts'll
want ’is tea when he comes in. TI'll just go an’ get to
bed; it's warmer there than anywhere.

She moves very shakily towards the door.

Mrs. Yeo. (Rising and giving her an arm.) Come
on, Mother, take my arm; we’re all going’ the same way.

Mrs. Rous. (Zaking the arm.) Thank you, my
dearies! [Teey go out, followed by MRs. BULGIN.
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MADGE. (Mowing for the first time.) There, Annie,
you see that! I told George Rous, “Don’t think to
have my company till you’ve made an end of all this
trouble. You ought to be ashamed,” I said, “with
your own mother looking like a ghost, and not a stick
to put on the fire. So long as you're able to fill your
pipes, you'll let us starve.” “T'll take my oath, Madge,
“he said,” “I've not had smoke nor drink these three
weeks!” “Well, then, why do you go on with it?” ¢1
can’t go back on Roberts!” ... That's it! Roberts,
always Roberts! They'd all drop it but for him. When
e talks it’s the devil that comes into them.

(4 silence. MRs. ROBERTS makes a movement of
pain) Ah! Fou don’t want him beaten! He’s your
man. With everybody like their own shadows! (Ske
makes a gesture lowards MRs. RoBerts,) If Rous wants
me he must give up Roberts. If /e gave him up—
they all would. They’re only waiting for a lead. Father’s
against him—they’re all against him in their hearts.

Mgrs. Roperts. You won’t beat Roberts! (THEY
look silently at each other.)

Mapce. Won’t 1?7 The cowards—when their own
mothers and their own children don’t know where to turn.

Mgs. Roperts. Madge!

MADGE. (Looking searchingly at Mrs. Roperts.) I
wonder he can look you in the face. (She squats before
the fire, with her hands out to the flame) Harness is
here again. They'll have to make up their minds
to-day.

Mrs, ROBERTS, (In a soft, slow woice, with a slight
West-country burr) Roberts will never give up the
furnacemen and engineers. 'Twouldn’t be right.
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Mapce. You can’t deceive me. It’s just his pride.
A tapping at the door is heard, the women turn
as ENID enters. She wears a round fur cap,
and a jacket of squirrel's fur. She closes the
door behind her.

Enmn. Can I come in, Annie?

Mrs. RoBerts, (Flinching.) Miss Enid! Give Mrs.
Underwood a chair, Madge!

MADGE gives ENID the chair she has been sit-
ling on.

Exmp. Thank you!

ENm. Are you any better?

Mgs. Roeerts. Yes, M'm; thank you, M'm.

Exm. (Looking at the sullen MADGE as though re-
questing her departure) Why did you send back the
jelly? T call that really wicked of you!

Mrs. Roperts. Thank you, M'm, I'd no need
for it.

Enm.  Of course! It was Roberts’ doing, wasn’t
it? How can he let all this suffering go on amongst
you?

MADGE. (Swuddenly.) What suffering?

ENp.  (Surprised) 1 beg your pardon!

Mapce. Who said there was suffering?

Mrs. Roeerts. Madge!

MADGE. (Zhrowing her shawl! over her head.) Please
to let us keep ourselves to ourselves. We don’t want
you coming here and spying on us.

Exw. (Confronting her, but without rising.) 1 didn't
speak to you.

MADGE. (/n a low, fierce voice) Keep your kind
feelings to yourself. You think you can come amongst
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us, but you're mistaken. Go back and tell the Manager
that.

Exip.  (Stenzly.) This is not your house,

MADGE. (Zurning to the door) No, it is not my
house; keep clear of my house, Mrs. Underwood.

She goes out. ENID taps her fingers on the table.

Mrs. Roperts. Please to forgive Madge Thomas,
M'm; she’s a bit upset to-day. [4 pause.

Exm. (Looking at her) Oh, I think they're so
stuprd, all of them.

Mrs. RoBerTS. (With a faint smile)) Yes, M'm.

Exm. Is Roberts out?

Mrs. RoserTs. Yes, M’'m.

Enmp. It is Aés doing, that they don’t come to an
agreement. Now isn’t it, Annie?

Mgs. ROBERTS. (Softly, with her eyes on Exiv, and
moving the fingers of one hand continually on her breast.)
They do say that your father, M’'m——

Exip. My father’s getting an old man, and you
know what old men are.

Mrs. RoperTs, I am sorry, M’'m.

ENip.  (More softly.) 1 don’t expect you to feel sorry,
Annie. I know it’s his fault as well as Roberts’.

Mgs. Rogerts. I'm sorry for anyone that gets old,
M'm; it’s dreadful to get old, and Mr. Anthony was such
a fine old man I always used to think.

ENw.  (Zmpulsively.) He always liked you, don’t
you remember? Look here, Annie, what can I do? I
do so want to know. You don’t get what you ought to
have. (Going to the fire, she takes the kettle off, and
looks for coals) And you're so naughty sending back
the soup and things!
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Mrs. RoperTs. (With a faint smile) Yes, M’'m?

Exmp.  (Resentfully.) Why, you haven’t even got
coals?

Mgs. Roperts. If you please, M’m, to put the
kettle on again; Roberts won't have long for his tea
when he comes in. He’s got to meet the men at
four.

Exin. (Putting the kettle on.) That means he’ll lash
them into a fury again. Can’t you stop his going,
Annie? (Mrs. RoBErTS smules ironically.) Have you
tried? (A silence.) Does he know how ill you are?

Mgs. Roperts. It’s only my weak ’eart, M’m.

Exip. You used to be so well when you were
with us.

Mrs. Roperts. (Stiffening.) Roberts is always good
to me.

Exm. But you ought to have everything you want,
and you have nothing!

Mrs. RoperTs. (Appealingly.) They tell me I don't
look like a dyin’ woman?

Exmn.  Of course you don’t; if you could only have
proper—— Will you see my doctor if I send him to
you? I'm sure he’d do you good.

Mrs. Roperts. (With faint questioning.) Yes, M’'m.

Exip. Madge Thomas oughtn’t to come here; she
only excites you. As if I didn’t know what suffering
there is amongst the men! I do feel for them dread-
fully, but you know they /Aave gone too far.

Mgs. Roperts. (Continually moving her fingers.)
They say there’s no other way to get better wages, M'm.

ENm.  (Earnestly) But, Annie, that’s why the
Union won’t help them. My husband’s very sympa-
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thetic with the men, but he says they’re not under-
yaid.
; Mrs. RoBerts. No, M’'m?

Exmb.  They never think how the Company could
go on if we paid the wages they want.

MRrs. ROBERTS. (With an effort) But the dividends
having been so big, M’m.

ENID.  (Zaken aback.) You all seem to think the
shareholders are rich men, but they're not—most of
them are really no better off than working men.
(Mgs. ROBERTS smiles.) They have to keep up appear-
ances.

Mrs. RoBerts. Yes, M'm?

ENm. You don’t have to pay rates and taxes, and
a hundred other things that they do. If the men didn’t
spend such a lot in drink and betting they'd be quite
well off!

Mrs. Roeerts. They say, workin’ so hard, they
must have some pleasure.

Enmp.  But surely not low pleasure like that.

Mrs. ROBERTS. (A4 /little resentfully.) Roberts never
touches a drop; and he's never had a bet in his life.

Enxip.  Oh! but he’s not a com—— I mean he's
an engineer—a superior man.

Mgs. RoBerts. Yes, M’m. Roberts says they've no
chance of other pleasures. g

END.  (Musing)) Of course, I know it's hard.

MRs. Rogerts. (With a spice of malice) And they
say gentlefolk’s just as bad.

END.  (With a smile) 1 go as far as most people,
Annie, but you know, yourself, that's nonsense.

Mgs. Roeerts. (With painful effort) A lot o the
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men never go near the Public; but even they don’t save
but very little, and that goes if there’s illness.

Enip. But they've got their clubs, haven’t they?

Mgs. Roperts. The clubs only give up*to eighteen
shillin’s a week, M'm, and it's not much amongst a
family. Roberts says workin’ folk have always lived
from hand to mouth. Sixpence to-day is worth more
than a shillin’ to-morrow, that’s what they say.

Exip. But that’s the spirit of gambling.

Mgs. Roeerts. (With a sort of excitement.) Roberts
says a working man’s life is all a gamble, from the time
’¢’s born to the time ’e dies.

ENID leans forward, interested. MRS. ROBERTS goes
on with a growing excitement that culminates in
the personal feeling of the last words.

He says, M’m, that when a working man’s baby is born,
it's a tossup from breath to breath whether it ever
draws another, and so on all ’s life; an’ when he
comes to be old, it's the workhouse or the grave. He
says that without a man is very near, and pinches and
stints ’imself and ’is children to save, there can’t be
neither surplus nor security. That’s why he wouldn’t
have no children (she sinks back), not though I wanted
them.

Enmp. Yes, yes, I know!

Mrs. Roperts. No you don’t, M'm. You've got
your children, and youwll never need to trouble for
them.

ENxip.  (Gently) You oughtn’t to be talking so

much, Annie. (Zhen, in spite of herself.) But Roberts

was paid a lot of money, wasn’t he, for discovering that
process? £
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Mrs. ROBERTS. (On the defensive) All Roberts’
savin’s have gone. He's always looked forward to this
strike. He says he’s no right to a farthing when the
others are suffering. ’Tisn’t so with all o’ them! Some
don’t seem to care no more than that—so long as they
get their own.

Exip. I don’t see how they can be expected to
when they're suffering like this. (/2 a changed voice.)
But Roberts ought to think of yox’/ It's all terrible!
The kettle’s boiling. Shall I make the tea? (She rakes
the leapot, and seeing lea there, pours water into it.)
Won’t you have a cup?

Mrs. Roeerts. No, thank you, M’m. (She is
listening, as though for footsteps.) 1'd sooner you didn’t
see Roberts, M'm, he gets so wild.

Enm. Oh! but I must, Annie; I'll be quite calm, I
promise.

Mgs. Roperts. It’s life an’ death to him, M’m.

ENw. (Very gently.) Tl get him to talk to me out-
side, we won’t excite you.

Mrs. Roeerts. (Faintly.) No, M’m.

She gives a wviolent stari. ROBERTS has come in,
unseen.

ROBERTS.  (Removing his hat—zwith subtle mockery.)
Beg pardon for coming in; you're engaged with a lady,
I see.

Exm. Can I speak to you, Mr. Roberts?

Roperts. Whom have I the pleasure of addressing,
Ma’am?

Exip. But surely you know me! I'm Mrs. Underwood.

Roserts, (With a bow of malice) The daughter
of our chairman.
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Exm. (Zarnestly.)) Dve come on purpose to speak
to you; will you come outside a minute?
She looks at MRrS. ROBERTS.
RoserTs. (Hanging up his hat.) 1 have nothing to
say, Ma'am.
Exmo. But I must speak to you, please.
She mouves lowards the door.
Roeerts. (With sudden venom.) 1 have not the time
to listen!
Mrs. Roperrs. David!
Exm. Mr. Roberts, please!
Ronerts. (Zaking off his overcoat) 1 am sorry to
disoblige a lady—Mr. Anthony’s daughter.
Exin. (Wavering, then with sudden decision.) Mr.
Roberts, I know yowve another meeting of the men.
[ROBERTS boz0s.
I came to appeal to you. Please, please try to come
to some compromise; give way a little, if it’s only for
your own sakes! "
RoBERTS. (Speaking to himself) The daughter of
Mr. Anthony begs me to give way a little, if it's only for
our own sakes.
Exip. For everybody’s sake; for your wife’s sake.
RoperTs. For my wife’s sake, for everybody's sake
—for the sake of Mr. Anthony.
Exip. Why are you so bitter against my father?
He has never done anything to you.
Roeerts. Has he not?
Exin. He can’t help his views, any more than you
can help yours.
Roperts. 1 really didn't know that I had a right
to views!
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Exip. He’s an old man, and you——
Seeing his eyes fixed on her, she slops.
RosERTS. (Without raising his voice) If 1 saw Mr.
Anthony going to die, and I could save him by lifting
my hand, I would not lift the little finger of it.
Exm. You—you—
She stops again biting her lips.
RoperT1s. I would not, and that’s flat!
Enw. (Coldly.) You don’t mean what you say, and
you know it!
RoBerTs. I mean every word of it.
Enxip. But why?
Roserts. (With a flash.) Mr. Anthony stands for
tyranny! That’s why!
Exmp.  Nonsense!
MRs. ROBERTS makes a movement as if lo rise, but
sinks back in her chair.
END.  (With an impetuous movement.) ~Annie!
RoserTs.  Please not to touch my wife!
ENID.  (Recoiling with a sort of horror.) 1 believe—
you are mad. f
Roperts. The house of a madman then is not the
fit place for a lady. a
Exm. I'm not afraid of you.
RoeerTs. (Bowing.) 1 would not expect the daughter
of Mr. Anthony to be afraid. Mr. Anthony is not a
coward like the rest of them.
ENI.  (Suddenly.) 1 suppose you think it brave,
then, to go on with this struggle. '
RoeerTs. Does Mr. Anthony think it brave to fight
against women and children? Mr. Anthony is a rich
man, I believe; does he think it brave to fight against
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those who haven’t a penny? Does he think it brave to
set children crying with hunger, an’ women shwermg
with cold?
Exw. (Putting up her hand, as though warding off
a blow.) My father is acting on his principles, and you
know it!
Roperts. And so am I!
Exm. You hate us; and you can’t bear to be
beaten,
Rogerts. Neither can Mr. Anthony, for all that he
may say.
Enm, At any rate you might have pity on your
wife. 3
Mgs. ROBERTS who has her hand pressed to her
heart, (takes it away, and Iries fo calm her
breathing.

Rogerts. Madam, I have no more to say.

He takes up the loaf. There is a knock at the
door, and UNDERWOOD comes in. IHe stands

looking at them, ENID turns to him, then seems
undecided.

Uxperwoop, Enid!

RoperTs.  (Zromically) Ye were not needing to
come for your wife, Mr. Underwood. We are not
rowdies.

Usperwoop. I know that, Roberts. I hope Mrs.
Roberts is better.

[ROBERTS furns away without answering.

Come, Enid! 4

Exip. I make one more appeal to you, Mr. Roberts,
for the sake of your wife. b -
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Roperts.  (With polite malice) If 1 might advise
ye, Ma’am—make it for the sake of your husband and
your father.

ENID, suppressing a retort, goes out. UNDERWOOD
opens the door for her and follows. RoBERTS,
going lo the fire, holds out his hands to the dy-
ing glow.

Roserts. How goes it, my girl? Feeling better,
are you?

MRs. ROBERTS smiles faintly. He brings his over-
coal and wraps it round her.

(Looking at Jis watch.) Ten minutes to four! (As
though inspired.) T've seen their faces, there’s no fight
in them, except for that one old robber.

Mgs. Roeerrs. Won't you stop and eat, David?
You've ’ad nothing all day!

ROBERTS.  (Putting his hand to his throat) Can't
swallow till those old sharks are out o the town.
(e walks up and down.) 1 shall have a bother with
the men — there’s no heart in them, the cowards.
Blind as bats, they are—can't see a day before their
noses.

Mgs. Roperts. It’s the women, David.

Roeerts. Ah! So they say! They can remember
the women when their own bellies speak! The women
never stops them from the drink; but from a little
suffering to themselves in a sacred cause, the women
stop them fast enough.

Mgs. Roeerts. But think o’ the children, David.

Roperts. Ah! If they will go breeding themselves
ll.',or slaves, without a thought o’ the future o’ them they

reed-——

The Silver Box, 15
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Mrs. Roperts. (Gasping)) That’s enough, David;
don’t begin to talk of that—I won't—I can’t——

ROBERTS. (Staring at her) Now, now, my girl!

MRs. ROBERTS. (Breathlessly.) No, no, David —I
won't!

RosexrTs. There, there! Come, come! That’s right!
(Bitterly.) Not one penny will they put by for a day
like this. Not they! Hand to mouth—Gad!—I know
them! They've broke my heart. There was no holdin’
them at the start, but now the pinch ’as come.

Mrs. Roperts. How can you expect it, David?
They're not made of iron. '

Roperts. Expect it? Wouldn’t I expect what I
would do meself? Wouldn’t I starve an’ rot rather than
give in? What one man can do, another can.

Mgs. RoserTts, And the women?

Roperts. This is not women’s work. o

Mrs. Roeerts.  (With a flash of malice) No, the
women may die for all you care. That's their -
work. !

RopErTS. (Awverting his eves) Who talks of dying?
No one will die till we have beaten these——

He meets her eyes again, and again turns his away.
Excitedly. - '
This is what I've been waiting for all these months.
To get the old robbers down, and send them home
again without a farthin’s worth o’ change. I've seen
their faces, I tell you, in the valley of the shadow of
defeat. (He goes to the peg and lakes down his hat.

Mrs. Roperts. (Following with her eyes—softly.)
Take your overcoat, David; it must be bitter cold.

Roeerts, (Coming up to her—his eyes are Sfurtive.)
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No, no! There, there, stay quiet and warm. I won’t
be long, my girl.

Mrs. ROBERTS. (With soft bitterness.) You'd better
take it.

She lifts the coat. Bul ROBERTS puls it back,
and wraps it round her. He tries to meet her
eves, but cannol. MRrS. ROBERTS stays huddled
in the coal, her eyves, that follow him about, are
half malicious, half vearning. He looks at his
watch again, and lurns te go. In the doorway
he meets JAN THOMAS, a boy of ten in clothes
too big for him, carrying a penny whistle.

Roeerts. Hallo, boy!

He goes, JAN stops within a yard of MRS. ROBERTS,
and stares al her without a word.

Mgrs. Roperts.  Well, Jan!

Jan. Father’s coming; sister Madge is coming.

He sits al the table, and fidgets with his whistle;
he blows three wvague notes; then imitates a
cuckoo.

There is a tap on the door. OLD THOMAS
comes 1n.

THOMAS. A very coot tay to you, Ma’am. It is
petter that you are.

Mgs. Roperts. Thank you, Mr. Thomas.

THomas.  (Nervously.) Roberts in?

Mgks. RoBERTS. Just gone on to the meeting, Mr.
Thomas,

Tuomas. (With relief, becoming talkative)) This is
fery unfortunate, look you! I came to tell him that
Wwe must make terms with London. It is a fery great

i
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pity he is gone to the meeting. He will be kicking
against the pricks, I am thinking.

Mrs. Roeeris. (Half rising.) He'll never give in,
Mr, Thomas.

Tuomas. You must not be fretting, that is very pat
for you. Look you, there iss hartiy any mans for sup-
porting him now, but the engineers and George Rous.
(Selemnly.) This strike is no longer coing with Chapel,
look youl I have listened carefully, an’ I have talked
with her. (JaN dlows) Sst! 1 don’t care what th’
others say, I say that Chapel means us to be stopping |
the trouple, that is what I make of her; and it is my
opinion that this is the fery best thing for all of us, If =
it wasn’t my opinion, I ton’t say—but it is my opinion,
look you. .

Mrs. Rogerts. (Zrving to suppress her excitement.)
I don’t know what'll come to Roberts, if you give in.

TromAs. It iss no disgrace whateffer! All that a |
mortal man coult do he hass tone. It iss against
Human Nature he hass gone; fery natural—any man
may to that; but Chapel has spoken and he must not
co against /er. [JaN Zmztates the cuckoo.
Ton’t make that squeaking! (Going fo the door.) Here
iss my taughter come to sit with you. A fery goot day,
Ma’am—no fretting—rememper! i

MADGE comes in and stands at the open door,
watching the streel.

Mapce. You'll be late, Father; they’re beginning.
(She catches him by the sleecve) For the love of God,
stand up to him, Father—this time! g

THOMAS. (Detaching his sleeve with dignity.) Leave
me to do what’s proper, girl!
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He goes out, MADGE, in the centre of the open
doorway, slowly moves in, as though before the
approack of someone.

Rous.  (Appearing in the doorway.) Madge!

MADGE stands with her back to MRs. RoperTs,
staring at him with her head up and her hands
behind her.

Rous. (Who has a fierce distracted look.) Madge!
I'm going to the meeting.
MADGE, without moving, smiles contemptuously.

D’ye hear me? [Zhey speak in quick low woices.
MapGe. I hear! Go, and kill your own Mother, if
you must.

Rous seizes her by both her arms.  She stands
rigid, with her head bent back. He releases her,
and he too stands motionless.

Rous. T swore to stand by Roberts. I swore that!
Ye want me to go back on what I've sworn.

ManGe. (With slow soft mockery.) You are a pretty
lover!

Rous. Madge!

MADGE.  (Smiling) T've heard that lovers do what
their girls ask them—(JAN sounds the cuckoo’s notes)—=
but that’s not true, it seems!

Rous. You'd make a blackleg of me!

MabGe.  (With her eves half-closed)) Do it for me!

Rous. (Dashing his hand across his brow.) Damn!
[ can’t!

MabGe.  (Swiftly) Do it for me!

Rous.  (Zhrough his teeth) Don't play the wanton
with me!

MADGE.  (With a movement of her hand towards



230 THE SILVER BOX AND OTHER PLAYS.

JAN—quick and low.)) T'd do that to get the children
bread! :
Rous. (In a fierce whisper.) Madge! Oh, Madge!

MADGE. (With soft mockery.) But you can’t break
your word for me!

Rous. (With a choke) Then, Begod, I can!

He turns and rushes off.
MADGE stands with a faint smile on her face,
looking after him. She moves to the table.

ManGe. I have done for Roberts!

She sees that MRS. ROBERTS has sunk back in her
chatr. )

MADGE. (Running to her, and feeling her hands.)
You're as cold as a stone! You want a drop of
brandy. Jan, run to the “Lion”; say, I sent you for
Mrs. Roberts.

Mgrs. Roeerts. (With a feeble movement) T just
sit quiet, Madge. Give Jan—his—tea.

MADGE. (Giving JAN a slice of bread) There, ye
little rascal. Hold your piping. (Going to the fire, she |
kneels.) It’s going out.

Mgs. Roserts. (With a faint smile)) ’'Tis all the
same! [JAN begins to blow his whistle.

Mapce. Tsht! Tsht!—you——

Jan stops.

Mgrs. RoperTs. (Smiling.) Let ’im play, Madge.

MADGE. (On her knees at the fire, listening.) Waiting
an’ waiting. I've no patience with it; waiting an’ waiting
—that’s what a woman has to do! Can you hear them
at it—I can!

She leans her elbows on the table, and her chin on
her hands.  Behind her, MRS. ROBERTS /leans
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Sorward, with painful and growing excitement,
as the sounds of the strikers meeting come in,

The curtain falls.

SCENE 1L

1t is past four. In a grey, failing light, an open muddy
space is crowded with workmen. Beyond, divided
Jrom it by a barbed-wire fence, is the raised lowing-
path of a canal, on which is moored a barge. In
the distance are marshes and snow-covered hills.
The < Works’” high wall runs from the canal
across the open space, and in the angle of this wall
s a rude platform of barrels and boards. On it,
HARNESS #s standing. RoBErTS, a little apart from
the crowd, leans his back against the wall. On the
raised lowing-path two bargemen lounge and smoke
indifferently.

HARNESS. (Holding out his hand.) Well, I've spoken
to you straight. If I speak till to-morrow I can’t say
more,

Jaco. (4 dark, sallow, Spanish-looking man with a
short, thin beard) Mister, want to ask you! Can they
get blacklegs?

BuLeiN. (Menacing) Let ’em try.

There are savage murmurs from the crowd.

BROWN. (A round-faced man) Where could they
get ’em then?

Evans. (A small, restless, harassed man, with a
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fighting face) There’s always blacklegs; it’s the nature
of ’em. There’s always men that'll save their own skins.
Another savage muwrmur. There is a movement,
and old THOMAS, joining the crowd, takes his

stand tn fronl.

Harness. (Holding up his hand) They can’t get
them. But that won’t help you. Now men, be reasonable.
Your demands would have brought on us the burden of
a dozen strikes at a time when we were not prepared
for them. The Unions live by Justice, not to one, but
all.  Any fair man will tell you—you were ill-advised!
I don't say you go too far for that which you’re entitled
to, but you're going too far for the moment; you've dug
a pit for yourselves. Are you to stay there, or are you
to climb out? Come!

Lewis. (A clean-cut Welshman with a dark moustache.)
You've hit it, Mister! Which is it to be?

Another movement in the crowd, and Rous, coming
quickly, takes his stand next THOMAS.

Harness, Cut your demands to the right pattern,
and we'll see you through; refuse, and don’t expect me
to waste my time coming down here again. I'm not
the sort that speaks at random, as you ought to know
by this time. If you're the sound men I take you for
—no matter who advises you against it— (ke fixes his
eves on Roperts) you'll make up your minds to come
in, and trust to us to get your terms. Which is it to
be? Hands together, and victory—or—the starvation
you've got now? :

A prolonged murmur from the erowd.

Jaco. (Swullenly.) Talk about what you know.

Harxess.,  (Lifting his wvoice above the murmur.)
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Know? (With cold passion.) All that you've been
through, my friend, I've been through—I was through it
when I was no bigger than (pointing to a youth) that
shaver there; the Unions then weren’t what they are
now. What's made them strong? It's hands together
that's made them strong. I've been through it all, I
tell you, the brand’s on my soul yet. I know what
you've suffered—there’s nothing you can tell me that I
don’t know; but the whole is greater than the part, and
you are only the part. Stand by us, and we will
stand by you.
Quartering them with kis eyes, he waits. The
murmuring swells; the men jform litle groups.
GRrEEN, BULGIN, and LEWIS talk together.

Lewis. Speaks very sensible, the Union chap.

GREEN.  (Quietly.) Ah! if I'd 'a been /listened to,
you'd ’ave ’eard sense these two months past.

The bargemen are seen laughing.

Lewis. (Pointing.) Look at those two blanks over
the fence there!

BurciN. (With gloomy wiolence)) They'd best stop
their cackle, or I'll break their jaws.

Jaco. (Suddenly.) You say the furnace men’s paid
enough?

Harness. I did not say they were paid enough; I
said they were paid as much as the furnace men in
similar works elsewhere. ;

Evans. That's a lie! (Hubbub) What about
Harper's?

Harness. (With cold iromy) You may look at
home for lies, my man. Harper's shifts are longer, the
pay works out the same, '
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Henry Rous. (A dark edition of his brother George.)
Will ye support us in double pay overtime Saturdays?

Harness. Yes, we will.

Jaco. What have ye done with our subscriptions?

Harness. (Coldly.) 1 have told you what we will
do with them.

Evans. Ah! wi//, it’s always will!l Ye’d have our
mates desert us. [(Hubbub.

BurGiN. (Shouting.) Hold your row!

EvaNns looks round angrily.

Harness, (Lifting his wvoice) Those who know
their right hands from their lefts know that the Unions
are neither thieves nor traitors. DIve said my say.
Figure it out, my lads; when you want me you know
where I shall be.

He jumps down, the crowd gives way, he passes
through them, and goes away. A BARGEMAN
looks after him jerking his pipe with a derisive
gesture.  The men close up in groups, and many
looks are cast at ROBERTS, who stands alone
against the wall.

Evaxs. He wants ye to turn blacklegs, that’s what
he wants. He wants ye to go back on us. Sooner than
turn blackleg—TI'd starve, I would.

Bureciy.  Who's talkin’ o' blacklegs—mind what
you're saying, will you?

BracksmitH. (A youth with yellow hair and huge
arms.) What about the women?

Evans. They can stand what we can stand, I sup-
pose, can’t they?

Bracksmiti. Ye've no wife?

Evans. An’ don’t want one?
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TuoMAS.  (Raising his woice) Aye! Give us the
power to come to terms with London, lads,

DAvIEs. (4 dark, slow-fly, gloomy man.) Go up
the platform, if you got anything to say, go up aw’
say it.

There are cries of ““Thomas!” He is pushed towards
the platform; he ascends it with difficully, and
bares his head, waiting for silence. A hush!

Rep-Hamep YoutH.  (Suddenly.) Coot old Tho-
mas!

A hoarse laugh; the bargemen exchange remarks ;
a hush again, and TBOMAS begins speaking.

Tromas. We are all in the tepth together, and it
iss Nature that has put us there.

Henry Rous. It’s London put us there!

Evans, It’s the Union.

TraoMAS. It iss not Lonton; nor it iss not the Union
—it iss Nature. It iss no disgrace whateffer to a potty
to give in to Nature. For this Nature iss a fery pig
thing; it is pigger than what a man is. There iss more
years to my hett than to the hett of anyone here. It
is fery pat, look you, this coing against Nature. It is
pat to make other potties suffer, when there is nothing
to pe cot py it.

[A laugh. THOMAS angrily goes on.
What are ye laughing at? It is pat, I say! We are
fighting for a principle; there is nopotty that shall say
I am not a peliever in principle. Putt when Nature
says “No further,” then it is no coot snapping your
fingers in her face.

(4 laugh from ROBERTS, and murmurs of approval.

This Nature must pe humort. It is a man’s pisiness to



_'-'36 THE SILVER BOX AND OTHER PLAYS.

pe pure, honest, just and merciful. That’s what Chapel
tells you. (7o Roserts, angrily.) And, look you, David
Roberts, Chapel tells you ye can do that without coing
against Nature.

Jaco. What about the Union?

Tuomas, 1 ton’t trust the Union; they haf treated
us like tirt. “Do what we tell you,” said they. I haf
peen captain of the furnace-men twenty years, and I say
to the Union—(eveitedly)—“Can you tell me then, as
well as I can tell you, what iss the right wages for the
work that these men do?” For five and twenty years I
haf paid my moneys to the Union and—(with great
excitement)—for nothings! What iss that but roguery,
for all that this Mr. Harness says! [Murmurs.

Evans. Hear, hear.

Hexry Rous. Get on with you! Cut on with it
then!

Tuomas. Look you, if a man toes not trust me, am
I coing to trust him?

Jaco. That’s right.

TromAs. Let them alone for rogues, and act for
ourselves, [Murmusrs.

Bracksmiti.  That’'s what we been doin’, haven’t
we?

TaoMAs. (With increased excitement.) 1 wass brought
up to do for meself. I wass brought up to go without
a thing, if I hat not moneys to puy it. There iss too
much, look you, of doing things with other people’s
moneys. We haf fought fair, and if we haf peen peaten,
it iss no fault of ours. Gif us the power to make terms
with London for ourself; if we ton’t succeed, I say it iss
petter to take our peating like men, than to tie like togs,
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or hang on to others’ coat-tails to make them do our
pusiness for us!

Evans. (Muttering.) Who wants to?

TuoMmas. (Craning) What's that? If I stand up
to a potty, and he knocks me town, I am not to go
hollering to other potties to help me; I am to stand up
again; and if he knocks me town properly, I am to stay

there, isn't that right? [Laughter.
Jaco. No Union!
Henry Rous. Union! [Others take up the shout.

Evans. Blacklegs!
BULGIN and the BLACKSMITH shake their fists al
Evans.

Tuomas. (With a gesture) 1 am an olt man, look
you. (A4 sudden silence, then murmurs again.

Lewis. Olt fool, with his “No Union!”

Burciy. Them furnace chaps! For twopence I'd
smash the faces o’ the lot of them.

Green. If I'd ’a been listened to at the first——

TuoMmAs. (Wiping his brow.) I'm comin’ now to
what I was coing to say——

Davigs. (Muitering)) An’ time too!

THOMAs. (Solemnly.) Chapel says: Ton't carry on
this strife! Put an end to it!

Jaco. That’s a lie! Chapel says go on!

Taomas. (Scornfully.) Inteet! I haf ears to my
head.

Rep-Harep YourH. Ah! long ones! [4 laugh.

Jaco. Your ears have misbeled you then.

TuomAs. (Zxcitedly) Ye cannot be right if I am,
ye cannot haf it both ways.

Rep-Hamep Yourd. Chapel can though!
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“The Shaver” laughs; there are murmurs from
the crowd.

THoMAs. (Fixing his eves on ““ The Shaver.”) Ah!
ye're coing the roat to tamnation. An’ so I say to all
of you. If ye co against Chapel I will not pe with you,
nor will any other Got-fearing man.

He steps down from the platform. JAGO makes his
way flowards . There are cries of ““Don’t let
im go up!”’

Jaco. Don’t let him go up? That’s free speech,
that is. (/e goes up.) 1 ain’t got much to say to you.
Look at the matter plain; ye’ve come the road this far,
and now you want to chuck the journey. We've all been
in one boat; and now you want to pull in two. We
engineers have stood by you; ye’re ready now, are ye,
to give us the go-by? If we’'d a-known that before, we’d
not a-started out with you so early one bright morning!
That’s all Pve got to say. Old man Thomas a'n’t got
his Bible lesson right. If you give up to London, or to
Harness, now, it’s givin’ us the chuck—to save your skins
—you won't get over that, my boys; it’s a dirty thing
to do.

He gets down; during his little speech, whick is ironi-
cally spoken, there is a restless discomfort in the
crowd. ROUS, stepping forward, jumps on the plat-
Jorm. He has an air of fierce distraction. Sullen
murmurs of disapproval from the crowd.

Rous: (Speaking with great excitement) I'm no
blanky orator, mates, but wot I say is drove from me.
\‘Vhat I say is yuman nature. Can a man set an’ see
'1s mother starve? Can ’e now?

ROBERTS. (Starting forward.) Rous!
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Rous. (Staring at him fiercely.) Sim 'Arness said
fair! I've changed my mind!

Evans. Ah! Turned your coat you mean!

The crowd manifests a great surprise.

Lewis. (Apostrophising Rous.) Hallo! What's turned
him round?

Rous. (Speaking with intense excitement.) °'E said
fair. “Stand by us,” 'e said, “and we’ll stand by you.”
That’s where we’ve been makin’ our mistake this long
time past; and who's to blame for't? (/e points at
Roperts.) That man there! “No,” ’e said, “fight the
robbers,” ’e said, “squeeze the breath out o them!”
But it’s not the breath out o’ them that’s being squeezed;
it’s the breath out of us and owrs, and that’s the book
of truth. I’'m no orator, mates, it’s the flesh and blood
in me that's speakin’, it’s the heart o’ me. (With a
menacing, vet half ashamed movement towards ROBERTS.)
He'll speak to you again, mark my words, but don’t ye
listen. (7%e crowd groans.) It’s hell fire that’s on that
man’s tongue. (ROBERTS s seen laughing.) Sim ’Arness
is right. What are we without the Union—handful o’
parched leaves—a puff o’ smoke. I'm no orator, but I
say: Chuck it up! Chuck it up! Sooner than go on
starving the women and the children.

The murmurs of acquiescence almost drown the
murmurs of dissent.

Evans. What's turned you to blacklegging?

Rous. (With a furious look) Sim 'Arness knows
what he’s talkin’ about. Give us power to come to terms
with London; 'm no orator, but I say—have done wi’
this black misery!

He gives his muffler a twist, jerks his head back
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and jumps off the platform. The crowd applauds
and surges forward. Amid cries of “ That's
enough!” ““Up Union ! ““Up Harness !’ ROBERTS
quietly ascends the platform. There is a moment
of silence.
Bracksmita, We don’t want to hear you. Shut it!
Hexry Rous. Get down!

Amid such cries they surge towards the platform.
Evans. (Ziercely.) Let im speak! Roberts! Roberts!
BuLGiN. (Muttering)) He'd better look out that I

don’t crack 'is skull,

ROBERTS faces the crowd, probing them with his
eves till they gradually become silent. He begins
speaking.  One of the bargemen rises and stands.

Roperts. You don’t want to hear me, then? You'll
listen to Rous and to that old man, but not to me.
You'll listen to Sim Harness of the Union that’s treated
you so fair; maybe yow’ll listen to those men from Lon-
don? Ah! You groan! What for? You love their feet
on your necks, don’t you? (Zken as BULGIN elbows his.
way towards the platform, with calm pathos)) You'd like
to break my jaw, John Bulgin. Let me speak, then do
your smashing, if it gives you pleasure. (BULGIN stands
motionless and sullen.) Am 1 a liar, a coward, a traitor?
If only I were, ye’d listen to me, I'm sure. (Zhe mur-
murings cease, and there is now dead stlence.) Is there
a man of you here that has less to gain by striking? Is
there 2 man of you that had more to lose? Is there
a man of you that has given up eight hundred pounds
since this trouble here began? Come now, is there?
How much has Thomas given up—ten pounds or five,
or what? You listened to him, and what had he to say?
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«None can pretend,” he said, “that I'm not a believer
in principle—(awith biting irony)—but when Nature says:
‘No further, ’tes going agenst Nature.” 7 tell you if a
man cannot say to Nature: “Budge me from this if ye
can!”—(with a sort of exaltation)—his principles are
but his belly. “Oh, but,” Thomas says, “a man can be
pure and honest, just and merciful, and take off his hat
to Nature!” / tell you Nature’s neither pure nor honest,
just nor merciful. You chaps that live over the hill, an’
go home dead beat in the dark on a snowy night—don’t
ye fight your way every inch of it? Do ye go lyin’ down
an’ trustin’ to the tender mercies of this merciful Nature?
"Try it and you’ll soon know with what ye've got to deal.
“Tes only by that—(ke strikes a blow with his clenched
Jist)—in Nature’s face that a man can be a man. “Give
in,” says Thomas, “go down on your knees; throw up
your foolish fight, an’ perhaps,” he said, “perhaps your
enemy will chuck you down a crust.”

Jaco. Never!

Evans. Curse them!

Tromas. I nefer said that.

Roeerts. (Bitingly.) If ye did not say it, man, ye
meant it. An’ what did ye say about Chapel? “Chapel’s
against it,” ye said. “She’s against it!” Well, if Chapel
and Nature go hand in hand, it's the first I've ever heard
of it That young man there—(pointing to Rous)—said
I 'ad ’ell fire on my tongue. If I had I would use it all
to scorch and wither this talking of surrender. Sur-
rendering’s the work of cowards and traitors.

Hexry Rous. (4s GEORGE Rous moves Jforward.)
Go for him, George—don’t stand his lip!

RopErTS. (Flinging out his finger.) Stop there, George

The Silver Box. ¥
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Rous, it's no time this to settle personal matters. (Rous
stops.) But there was one other spoke to you—Mr. Simon
Harness. We have not much to thank Mr. Harness and
the Union for. They said to us “Desert your mates, or
we’ll desert you.” An’ they did desert us.

Evans, They did.

RoperTs, Mr. Simon Harness is a clever man, but
he has come too late. (With intense conviction.) For all
that Mr. Simon Harness says, for all that Thomas, Rous,
for all that any man present here can say— We've won
the fight!

The crowd sags nearer, looking eagerly up. Witk

withering scorn.

You've felt the pinch o't in your bellies. You've forgotten
what that fight "as been; many times I have told you;
I will tell you now this once again. The fight o’ the
country’s body and blood against a blood-sucker. The
fight of those that spend theirselves with every blow they
strike and every breath they draw, against a thing that
fattens on them, and grows and grows by the law of
merciful Nature. That thing is Capital! A thing that
buys the sweat 0’ men’s brows, and the tortures o’ their
brains, at its own price. Don’t 7 know that? Wasn’t
the work o’ 7y brains bought for seven hundred pounds,
and hasn’t one hundred thousand pounds been gained
them by that seven hundred without the stirring of a
finger. It is a thing that will take as much and give
you as little as it can. That's Capital! A thing that
will say—“I'm very sorry for you, poor fellows—you
have a cruel time of it, I know,” but will not give one
sixpence of its dividends to help you have a better time.
That's Capital! Tell me, for all their talk is there one _




STRIFE. 243

of them that will consent to another penny on the Income
Tax to help the poor? That’s Capital! A white-faced,
stony-hearted monster! Ye have got it on its knees;
are ye to give up at the last minute to save your miser-
able bodies pain? When I went this morning to those
old men from London, I looked into their very ’earts.
One of them was sitting there—MTr. Scantlebury, a mass
of flesh nourished on us: sittin’ there for all the world
like the shareholders in this Company, that sit not
moving tongue nor finger, takin’ dividends—a great
dumb ox that can only be roused when its food is
threatened. I looked into his eyes and I saw /fe was
afraid—afraid for himself and his dividends, afraid for
his fees, afraid of the very shareholders he stands for;
and all but one of them’s afraid—Ilike children that get
into a wood at night, and start at every rustle of the
leaves. I ask you, men—(ke pauses, holding out his
hand till there is utter silence)—Give me a free hand to
tell them: “Go you back to London. The men have
nothing for you!” (A4 murmuring.) Give me that, an’
I swear to you, within a week you shall have from
London all you want.

Evans, Jaco, axp OTHERs. A free hand! Give him
a free hand! Bravo—bravo!

Roperts. °Tis not for this little moment of time
we're fighting (the murmuring dies) not for ourselves,
our own little bodies, and their wants, ’tis for all those
that come after throughout all time. (With intense
sadness.)) Oh! men—for the love o’ them, don’t roll up
another stone upon their heads, don’t help to blacken
the sky, an’ let the bitter sea in over them. They're
welcome to the worst that can happen to me, to the

16*



244 THE SILVER BOX AND OTHER PLAYS.

worst that can happen to us all, aren’t they—aren't
they? If we can shake (passionately) that white-faced
monster with the bloody lips, that has sucked the life
out of ourselves, our wives and children, since the world
began. (Dropping the note of passion, but with the
utmost weight and intensity.) 1f we have not the hearts
of men to stand against it breast to breast, and eye to
eye, and force it backward till it cry for mercy, it will
go on sucking life; and we shall stay for ever what we
are, (in almost a whisper) less than the very dogs.

An utter stillness, and ROBERTS stands rocking his
bodv slightly, with his eyes burning the faces of
the crowd. :

Evans AND JaGo. (Swddenly.) Roberts! (Zhe shout "
15 taken up.)

There 1s a slight movement in the crowd, and
MADGE passing below the towing-path, stops by
the platform, looking up at ROBERTS. A sudden
doubting silence.

RoperTs. “Nature,” says that old man, “give in to
Nature.” 7 tell you, strike your blow in Nature’s face
—an’ let it do its worst! '

He catches sight of MADGE, his brows contract, he
looks away. A

MADGE. (In a low woice—close to the ;)Zaljfom)
Your wife’s dying!

ROBERTS glares at her as if torn from some pinnacle .
of exallation.

RoBERTS.  (Zrying to stammer on.) 1 say to you—-’
answer them—answer them— — ‘

He is drowned by the murmur in the cmwd.; ‘
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THOMAS. (Stepping forward) Ton’t you hear her,
then?

RoperTs, What is it? (A4 dead silence.

Tuomas. Your wife, man!

ROBERTS /Jesitales, then with a gesture, he leaps
down, and goes away below the towing-path,
the men making way for him. The standing
bargeman opens and prepares to light a lantern.
Davlight is fast failing.

Mapce. He needn’t have hurried! Annie Roberts
is dead. [Zhen in the silence, passionately.
You pack of blinded hounds! How many more women
are you going to let die?

The crowd shrinks back from her, and breaks up
in groups, with a confused, uneasy movement.
MADGE goes quickly away below the towing-path.
There is a hush as they look after her.

Lewis. There’s a spitfire for ye!

BuLGIN. (Growling) Tl smash ’er jaw.

GreeN. If I'd a-been listened to, that poor
woman-— —

THomaAs. It's a judgment on him for coing against
Chapel. T tolt him how ’twould be!

Evans. All the more reason for sticking by ’im.
(4 cheer) Are you goin’ to desert him now ’e’s down?
Are you goin’ to chuck him over, now ’e’s lost ’is wife?

The crowd is murmuring and cheering all at
once.

Rous. (Leaping on the platform.) Lost his wife!
Ayel Can’t ye see? Look at home, look at your own
wives! What's to save them? Ye'll have the same in_
all.your houses before long!
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LEwis. Aye, aye!
Hexry Rous. Right! George, right! :
There are murmurs of assent.
Rous. It’s not us that’s blind, it’s Roberts. How
long will ye put up with ’im!
Hexry Rous, BuLGiy, Davies. Give ’im the chuck!
The cry is taken up.
EvaNns. (Fiercely.) Kick a man that’s down? Down?
Henry Rous. Stop his jaw there! :
EVANS throws up his arm at a threat from BULGIN,
The bargeman, who has lighted the lantern, holds
it high above his head. 3
Rous. (Springing onto the platform.) What brought
him down then, but ’is own black obstinacy? Are ye
goin’ to follow a man that can't see better than that
where he’s goin’? o
Evans. He's lost 'is wife. 1
Rous. An’ who's fault’s that but his own. ’Ave
done with 'im, I say, before he’s killed your own wives
and mothers. 5
Davies. Down ’im!
Hexry Rous. He's finished!
Brown. We've had enough of 'im!
Bracksmit, Too much! :
The crowd takes up these cries, excepting only
Evans, Jaco, and GrEEN, who is seen to argue
mildly with the BLACKSMITH. a
Rous. (Above the hubbub) We'll make terms with
the Union, lads. - [Cheers.
EVANs. (Fiercely.) Ye blacklegs! E
BULGIN. (Szvagely—squaring up to him.) Who are
ye callin’ blacklegs, Rat?
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EvANS throws wup his fists, parvies the blow, and
returns it. They fight. The bargemen are seen
holding wup the lantern and emjoying the sight,
Old Tuomas steps forward and holds out his
hands.

Tromas. Shame on your strife!

The BracksmitH, Brown, Lewis, and the Ren-

HAIRED YOUTH pull EVANS and BULGIN apart.

The stage is almost dark,

The curtain falls.
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ACT TIE

It is five o’clock. In the UNDERWOODS' drawing-room, =~
which is artistically furnished, ENID is sitting on the
sofa working at a baby’s frock. EDGAR, by a little
spindle-legged table in the centre of the room, is
Jingering a china-box. IHis eyes are fixed on the
double doors that lead into the dining-room.

EDGar. (Patting down the china-box, and glancing
at his watch.) Just on five, they’re all in there waiting,
except Frank. Where’s he? ¥

Exm. He's had to go down to Gasgoyne’s about a
contract. Will you want him? >

EpGar. He can’t help us. This is a directors’ job.
(Motioning towards a single door half hidden by a curtain.)
Father in his room?

Enm. Yes.

Epcar. I wish he'd stay there, Enid.

[ENID looks up at him.
This is a beastly business, old girl? _
Le takes up the little box again and turns it over

and over,

Exm. I went to the Roberts’s this afternoon, Ted.

Epcar. That wasn’t very wise,
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Exip. He’s simply killing his wife.

Epcar. We are you mean.

ENID. (Sf:(/dcr.e{y.) Roberts ought to give way!

Epcar. There’s a lot to be said on the men’s
side.

Exio. I don’t feel half so sympathetic with them as
I did before I went. They just set up class feeling
against you. Poor Annie was looking dreadfully bad—
fire going out, and nothing fit for her to eat.

[EpGAr awalks to and fro.
But she would stand up for Roberts. When you see all
this wretchedness going on and feel you can do nothing,
you have to shut your eyes to the whole thing.

Epcar. If you can.

Exm. When I went I was all on their side, but as
soon as I got there I began to feel quite different at
once. People talk about sympathy with the working
classes, they don’t know what it means to try and put
it into practice. It seems hopeless.

Epcar. Ah! well.

Exip. It's dreadful going on with the men in this
state. I do hope the dad will make concessions.

Epcar. He won’t. (Gloomily.) It's a sort of religion
with him. Curse it! I know what’s coming! Hell be
voted down.

Exmp. They wouldn’t dare!

Epcar. They will—they’re in a funk.

EnNm. (/ndignantly.) He'd never stand it!

Epcar. (With a shrug) My dear girl, if you're
beaten in a vote, you've got to stand it.

ENm. Oh! (She gets up in alarm.) But would he
resign?
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Epcar. Of course! It goes to the roots of his
beliefs.

Enxm. But he's so wrapped up in this company,
Ted! There’d be nothing left for him! It'd be dread-
ful! [EDGAR shrugs his shoulders.
Oh, Ted, he's so old now! You mustn’t let them!

EDGAR. (Hiding his feclings in an outburst) My
sympathies in this strike are all on the side of the
men.

Exip. He's been Chairman for more than thirty
years! He made the whole thing! And think of the
bad times they’ve had, it’s always been he who pulled
them through. Oh, Ted, you must——

Epcar. What is it you want? You said just now
you hoped he’d make concessions. Now you want me
to back him in not making them. This isn’t a game,
Enid!

Exm. (Hotly) Itisn’t a game to me that the dad’s
in danger of losing all he cares about in life. If he
won’t give way, and he’s beaten, it'll simply break him
down!

Epcar. Didn't you say it was dreadful going on
with the men in this state?

Enm. But can’t you see, Ted, father'll never get
over it! You must stop them somehow. The others
are afraid of him. If you back him up——

EvGar. (Putling his hand to his head)) Against my
convictions—against yours! The moment it begins to
pinch one personally——

Enip. It isn’t personal, it's the dad!

Epcar. Your family or yourself, and over goes the
show!
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Enxin.  (Resentfully.) 1f you don't take it seriously,
I do.

Epcar. I am as fond of him as you are; that's
nothing to do with it.

Exm. We can’t tell about the men; it's all guess
work. But we know the dad might have a stroke any
day. D’you mean to say that he isn't more to you
than——

Epcar. Of course he is.

Enm. I den’t understand you then.

Epcar. H'm!

Exm. If it were for oneself it would be dif-
ferent, but for our own father! You don’t seem to
realise.

Epcar. I realise perfectly.

Enxm. It’s your first duty to save him.

Epcar. I wonder.

Exm. (Imploring) Oh, Ted! It's the only interest
he’s got left; it'll be like a death-blow to him!

EDGAR. (Restraining his emotion.) 1 know.

Enm. Promise!

Epcar. T'll do what I can.

He turns to the double doors.

The curtained door is opened, and ANTHONY ap-
pears. EDGAR opens the double doors, and passes
through.

SCANTLEBURY'S zoice is faintly heard: ““Past five;
we shall never get through—have fo eat another
dinner at that hotel!” The doors are shul.
ANTHONY walks forward.

AntHONY. You've been seeing Roberts, I hear.

Enm. Yes.
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ANTHONY. Do you know what trying to bridge such
a gulf as this is like?

ENID puts her work on the little table, and Jaces

him.
Filling a sieve with sand!
ENxmp. Don’t!
ANTHONY. You think with your gloved hands you
can cure the trouble of the century. [He passes on.

Exm. Father! (ANTHONY stops at the double doors.)
I'm only thinking of you! :

ANTHONY. (More softly.) 1 can take care of myself,
my dear.

Exm. Have you thought whatll happen if youw're
beaten—(ske points)—in there?

ANTHONY. I don’t mean to be.

Exm. Oh! Father, don’t give them a chance. You're
not well; need you go to the meeting at all?

ANTHONY. (With a grim smile)) Cut and run?

Exm.  But they’ll out-vote you!

ANTHONY, (Putting his hand on the doors.) We
shall see!

Exm. I beg you Dad!
[ANTHONY looks at her softly.
Won’t you?
ANTHONY shakes his head. He opens the doors.
A buzz of voices comes in.

SCANTLEBURY. Can one get dinner on that 6.30
“train up?

TeNCH. No, sir, I believe not, sir.

WiLper. Well, 1 shall speak out; Pve had enough
of this.

EpGar. (Sharply.) What?
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It ceases instantly. ANTHONY passes through, clos-
ing the doors behind him. ENID springs to
them with a gesture of dismay. She puts her
hand on the knob, and begins turning il then
goes to the fireplace, and laps her foot on the
Jender. Suddenly she rings the bell. Frosrt
comes in by the door that leads into the hall.

Frost. Yes, M'm?

Exm. When the men come, Frost, please show them
in here; the hall’s cold.

Frost. I could put them in the pantry, M'm.

Exm. No. I don’t want to—to offend them; they're
so touchy.

Frost. Yes, M'm. (Pause) Excuse me, Mr. An-
thony’s ’ad nothing to eat all day.

Exip. I know, Frost.

Frost. Nothin® but two whiskies and sodas,
M’'m.

Exm. Oh! you oughtn’t to have let him have
those.

Frost. (Gravely.) Mr. Anthony is a little difficult,
Mm. It's not as if he were a younger man, an’
knew what was good for 'im; he will have his own
way.

Enm. I suppose we all want that.

Frost. Yes, M'm. (Quietly.) Excuse me speakin’
about the strike. I'm sure if the other gentlemen were
to give up to Mr. Anthony, and quietly let the men
‘ave what they want, afterwards, that'd be the best way.
I find that very useful with him at times, M’'m.

[END shakes her head.

If he's crossed, it makes him violent (with an air of
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discovery), and DI've noticed in my own case, when I'm
violent I'm always sorry for it afterwards.

ENxm.  (With a smile) Are you ever violent,
Frost?

Frost. Yes, M'm; oh! sometimes very violent.

ENiD.  T've never seen you.

Frost. (Zmpersonally.) No, M’'m; that is so.

[ENID fidgets towards the door's back.

(With feeling)) Bein’ with Mr. Anthony, as you know,
M’m, ever since I was fifteen, it worries me to see him
crossed like this at his age. I've taken the liberty to
speak to Mr. Wenklin (dropping his voice)—seems to be
the most sensible of the gentlemen—but ’e said to me:
“That’s all very well, Frost, but this strike’s a very
serious thing,” ‘e said. “Serious for all parties, no
doubt,” T said, “but yumour ‘im, sir,” T said, “yumour
im.  It’s like this, if a man comes to a stone wall,
‘e doesn’t drive ’is ’ead against it, ‘e gets over it.”
“Yes,” ‘e said, “yowd better tell your master that.”
(FrROST looks at his nails.) That’s where it is, M'm. I
said to Mr. Anthony this morning: “Is it worth it, sir?”
“Damn it,” he said to me, “Frost! Mind your own
business, or take a month’s notice!” Beg pardon, M’m,
for using such a word.

EN.  (Moving to the double doors, and listening.)
Do you know that man Roberts, Frost?

Frost. Yes, M'm; that’s to say, not to speak to.
But to /ook at ’im you can tell what je’s like.

Enip, (Stopping)) Yes?

Frost. He’s not one of these ’ere ordinary ’armless
Socialists. ’E’s violent; got a fire inside ’im. What
I call “personal.” A man may ’ave what opinion ’e
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likes, so long as ’'e’s not personal; when ’e’s that ’e’s
not safe.
Exip. I think that’'s what my father feels about
Roberts.
Frost. No doubt, M'm, Mr. Anthony has a feeling
against him.
END glances at him sharply, but finding him in
perfect earnest, stands biting her lips, and look-
ing at the double doors.

It’s a regular right down struggle between the two. I've
no patience with this Roberts. From what I ’ear he’s
just an ordinary workin’ man like the rest of em. If
he did invent a thing he’s no worse off than "undreds
of others. My brother invented a new kind o' dumb
waiter—nobody gave Aim anything for it, an’ there it
is, bein’ used all over the place.
[ENm moves closer to the double doors.
There’s a kind o' man that never forgives the world,
because ’e wasn’t born a gentleman. What I say is
—no man that's a gentleman looks down on another
man because ’e *appens to be a class or two above ’im,
no more than if ’e ’appens to be a class or two below.

Exm. (With slight impatience.) Yes, 1 know, Frost,
of course. Will you please go in and ask if they’ll have
some tea; say I sent you.
Frost. Yes, M'm.

He opens the doors gently and goes in. There

is @ momentary sound of earnest, rather angry
talk.

Witper. I don’t agree with you.
WaNkLIN. We've had this over a dozen times.
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EpGar.  (Zmpatiently.) Well, what's the proposi-
tion?

ScantLe. Yes, what does your father say? Tea? |
Not for me, not for me!

WankLiN.  What I understand the Chairman to say
is this——

FROST re-enters closing the door behind him,
Exm. (Moving from the door) Won't they have
any tea, Frost?
She goes to the little table, and remains motionless, E
looking at the baby’s frock. :
A PARLOURMAID enters from the hall.
PARLOURMAID. A Miss Thomas, M'm.
Exiv.  (Raising her head) Thomas? What Miss
Thomas—d’you mean a——? '
ParLourmaID.  Yes, M’m. Y
ENio.  (Blankly) Oh! Where is she?
ParLourmAID. In the porch.
Enm. I don’t want—— (Ske hesitates.)
Frost. Shall T dispose of her, M’'m? 4
Exm. Pl come out. No, show her in here, Ellen.
Zhe PARLOURMAID and FROST go out. Enm purs-
ing her lips, sits at the little table, taking up
the baby’s frock. The PARLOURMAID ushers in
MAnGE THOMAS and goes out; MADGE stands by
the door.

Exm. Come in. What is it. What have you come :
for, please?

MapGE. Brought a message from Mrs. Roberts,
ENmD. A message? VYes.

MADpGE. She asks you to look after her mother,
Exm. I don’t understand.
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MADGE. (Swllenly.) That's the message.

Exip. But—what—why?

MapGe. Annie Roberts is dead. [ Zhere is a silence.

Exm. (Horrified) But it’s only a little more than
an hour since I saw her.

MapcGe. Of cold and hunger.

ENip. (Rising)) Oh! that’s not true! the poor thing’s
heart—— What makes you look at me like that? I
tried to help her.

MADGE. (With suppressed savagery.) 1 thought you'd
like to know.

ENip. (Passionately.) It's so unjust! Can’t you see
that I want to help you all?

MancGe. I never harmed anyone that hadn’t harmed
me first.

Enm. (Coldly.) What harm have I done you? Why
do you speak to me like that?

MADGE. (With the bitterest intensity.) You come out
of your comfort to spy on us! A week of hunger, that’s
what yox want!

Exwm. (Standing her ground) Don’t talk non-
sense! :

Mapce. I saw her die; her hands were blue with
the eold.

EN. (With a movement of grief) Oh! why wouldn’t
she let me help her? It's such senseless pride!

Mapce. Pride’s better than nothing to keep your
body warm.

EN. (Passionately)) 1 won't talk to you! How
can you tell what I feel? It’s not my fault that I was
born better off than you.

Mapce. We don’t want your money.

The Silver Box. 17
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Exp. You don’t understand, and you don’t want
to; please to go away! .

MADGE. (Balefully.) You've killed her, for all your
soft words, you and your father— —

ENip. (”’H}J rage and emotion.) That's wicked!
My father is suffering himself through this wretched
strike.

MADGE. (With sombre triumph.) Then tell him Mrs,
Roberts is dead! That'll make him better.

Enmp. Go away!

MapGe. 1It’s lucky she has no children, like you.

She makes a sudden and swift movement towards
ENp, fixing her eves on the child’s frock lying
across the little table. ENID snatches the froc
up, as though it were the child itself. They stan
a yard apart, crossing glances. k-

MADGE. (Pointing to the frock with a little smile)
Ah! You felt that! J

ENID on the point of tears straightens out the ahld’ A
Srock.

Exm. Go away!

Mapce. T've given you the message. R

She turns and goes out into the hall. ENID,
motionless till she has gone, sinks down at the
table, bending her head over the frock, which she
is still clutching to her. The double doors are
opened, and ANTHONY comes slowly in; he passes
his daughter, and lowers himself into an arm-
chair. He is very flushed. :

ENm.  (Hiding her emotion—anxiously.) What is it,
Dad? (ANTHONY makes a gesture, but does not spec
Who was it?
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ANTHONY does not answer. ENID going to the double
doors meets EDGAR coming in. They speak to-
gether in low fones.

What is it, Ted?

Epcar. That fellow Wilder! Taken to personalities!
He was downright insulting.

Exm. What did he say?

Epcar. Said, Father was too old and feeble to
know what he was doing! The dad’s worth six of
him!

Enxm. Of course he is. [Zhey look at ANTHONY.
The doors open wider, WANKLIN appears with
SCANTLEBURY.

SCANTLEBURY. (Sotto voce.) 1 don’t like the look of
this!

WANKLIN.  (Going forward) Come, Chairman!
Wilder sends you his apologies. A man can’t do more.

WILDER, followed by TENCH, comes in, and goes fo
ANTHONY.

WipEr. (Glumly.) 1 withdraw my words, sir. I'm
sorTy. [ANTHONY nods to him.
Exip.  You haven’t come to a decision, Mr. Wanklin?
WANKLIN shakes his head.
WankLiN. We're all here, Chairman; what do you
say? Shall we get on with the business, or shall we go
back to the other room?
ScantLEBURY. Yes, yes; let’s get on. We must
settle something,

He turns from a small chair, and settles himself
suddenly in the largest chair, with a sigh of
comjort.

WiLpEr and WANKLIN also sit; and TENCH,

i7*
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drawing up a straight-backed chair close to his ‘
Chairman, sits on the edge of it with the minute-
book and a stvlographic pen.
ENi.  (Whispering.) 1 want to speak to you a
minute, Ted.

They go out through the double doors.

WANKLIN. Really, Chairman, it’s no use soothin
ourselves with a sense of false security. If this
strike’s not brought to an end before the General
Meeting, the shareholders will certainly haul us over
the coals.

SCANTLEBURY. (Stirring)) What—what's that?

WaNkLIN. I know it for a fact.

AnTHONY. Let them!

WIiLDER. And get turned out? ]

WANKLIN. (70 ANxtHONY.) I don’t mind martyrdom
for a policy in which I believe, but I object to being
burnt for someone else’s principles. :

SCANTLEBURY. Very reasonable—you must see that,
Chairman.

AnTHONY. We owe it to other employers to stand
firm.

WaNkLIN.  There’s a limit to that.

ANTHONY.  You were all full of fight at the start.

SCANTLEBURY.  (With a sort of groan.) We thought 1
the men would give in, but they—haven’t!

ANTHONY. They will! y

WILDER. (Rising and pacing up and down.) I can't
have my reputation as a man of business destroyed for
the satisfaction of starving the men out. (Almost in
lears) 1 can’t have it! How can we meet the
holders with things in the state they are? b
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ScanTLEBURY. Hear, hear—hear, hear!

WiLDER.  (Lashing himself)) If anyone expects me
to say to them I've lost you fifty thousand pounds and
sooner than put my pride in my pocket I'll lose you
another. (Glancing at ANTHONY.) It’s—it's unnatural!
I don’t want fo go against you, sir——

WANKLIN.  (Persuasively.) Come, Chairman, we’re
not free agents. We're part of a machine. Our only
business is to see the Company earns as much profit
as it safely can. If you blame me for want of principle:
1 say that we're Trustees. Reason tells us we shall
never get back in the saving of wages what we shall
lose if we continue this struggle—really, Chairman, we
must bring it to an end, on the best terms we can
make.

AnTHONY. No!

There is a pause of general dismay.

WiLpEr. It’s a deadlock then. (Letting his hands
drop with a sort of despair.) Now I shall never get off
to Spain!

WANKLIN.  (Retaining a trace of irony.) You hear
the consequences of your victory, Chairman?

WiLDER. (With a burst of feeling.) My wife’s ill!

ScantLEBury. Dear, dear! You don't say so!

Witper. If I don’t get her out of this cold, I won’t
answer for the consequences.

Through the double doors EDGAR comes in looking
very grave.

Epcar. (70 his Father) Have you heard this,
sir?  Mrs. Roberts is dead!

Everyone stares at him, as if lrying to gauge the
importance of this news,
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Enid saw her this afternoon, she had no coals, or food,
or anything. It's enough!
There is a stlence, evervone avoiding the other's eves,
except ANTHONY, who stares hard at his son.

ScantiEsury.  You don’t suggest that we could
have helped the poor thing?

WILDER.  (Flustered) The woman was in bad
health. Nobody can say there’s any responsibility on
us. At least—not on me.

EDGAR. (Hotly.) 1 say that we are responsible,

ANTHONY, War is war!

Epcar. Not on women!

WANKLIN. It not infrequently happens that women
are the greatest sufferers. 4

Epcar. If we knew that, all the more responsibility
rests on us.

ANTHONY.  This is no matter for amateurs, -

Epcar. Call me what you like, sir. It’s sickened
me. We had no right to carry things to such a length.,

WiLDEr. I don’t like this business a bit—that
Radical rag will twist it to their own ends; see if they
don’t! They'll get up some cock and bull story about
the poor woman's dying from starvation. I wash my
hands of it.

EpGar. You can’t. None of us can, y

SCANTLEBURY.  (Striking his Jfist on the arm of his
chair.) But I protest against this—— :

Epcar. Protest as you like, Mr. Scantlebury, it
won't alter facts. '

ANTHONY, That’s enough. 6.
Epcar. (Facing him angrily.) No, sir. T tell you
exactly what I think. If we pretend the men are not
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suffering, it’s humbug; and if they're suffering, we know
enough of human nature to know the women are suffer-
ing more, and as to the children—well—it's damnable!

[SCANTLEBURY 7ises from his chair.
[ don’t say that we meant to be cruel, I don’t say any-
thing of the sort; but I do say it’s criminal to shut our
eyes to the facts. We employ these men, and we can’t
get out of it. I don’t care so much about the men,
but I'd sooner resign my position on the Board than go
on starving women in this way.

All except ANTHONY are now wupon their feel,
ANTHONY sifs grasping the arms of his chair and
staring at his son.

ScantLEBURY. 1 don’t—I don’t like the way you're
putting it, young sir.

WankLIN. You're rather overshooting the mark.

WiLper. I should think so indeed!

Epcar. (Losing control.) It's no use blinking things?
if you want to have the death of women on your hands
—7 don't!

SCANTLEBURY. Now, now, young man!

WiLpEr. On owr hands? Not on mine, 1 won't
have it!

Epcar. We are five members of this Board; if we
were four against it, why did we let it drift till it came
to this? You know perfectly well why—because we
hoped we should starve the men out. Well, all we've
done is to starve one woman out!

SCANTLEBURY. (Almost hysterically.) I protest, I
protest! I'm a humane man—we're all humane men!

EpGar. (Scornfully) There’s nothing wrong with
our humanity. It's our imaginations, Mr. Scantlebury.
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WILDER. Nonsense! My imagination’s as good as
yours.

EpGar. If so, it isn’t good enough,

WiLDER. I foresaw this!

EpGar. Then why didn’t you put your foot down!

WILDER. Much good that would have done.

He looks at ANTHONY,

Epcar. If you, and I, and each one of us here who
say that our imaginations are so good——

SCANTLEBURY. (Flurried) 1 never said so,

EDGaRr. (Paving no attention.) ——had put our feet
down, the thing would have been ended long ago, and
this poor woman’s life wouldn’t have been crushed out
of her like this. For all we can tell there may be a
dozen other starving women.,

SCANTLEBURY. For God’s sake, sir, don’t use that
word at a—at a Board meeting; it’s—it’s monstrous,

EpGar. I will use it, Mr, Scantlebury.

SCANTLEBURY. Then I shall not listen to you. I
shall not listen! It’s painful to me,

He covers his ears.

WaNKLIN. None of us are opposed to a settlement,

except your Father,

EDGAR. I'm certain that if the shareholders knew— —
WankLiv. I don’t think you'll find their
tions are any better than ours,
happens to have a weak heart— .
Epcar. A struggle like this finds out the weak
spots in everybody. Any child knows that. If it hadn’t
been for this cut-throat policy, she needn’t have died

like this; and there wouldn’t be all this misery that any-
one who isn’t a fool can see is going on,

imagina-
Because a woman
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Throughout the foregoing ANTHONY jas eved his
son: he now moves as though to rise, but stops
as EDGAR speaks again.

I don’t defend the men, or myself, or anybody.

WankLiN. You may have to! A coroner’s jury of
disinterested sympathisers may say some very nasty
things. We mustn’t lose sight of our position.

SCANTLEBURY. (Without uncovering his ears.) Co-
roner’s jury! No, no, it's not a case for that?

Epcar. P've had enough of cowardice.

WankLiy. Cowardice is an unpleasant word, Mr.
Edgar Anthony. It will look very like cowardice if we
suddenly concede the men’s demands when a thing like
this happens; we must be careful!

Wirper. Of course we must. We've no knowledge
of this matter, except a rumour. The proper course is
to put the whole thing into the hands of Harness to
settle for us; that’s natural, that's what we show/d have
come to any way.

ScANTLEBURY. (With dignity.) Exactly! (Turning to
Epcar.) And as to you, young sir, I can’t sufficiently
express my—my distaste for the way you've treated the
whole matter. You ought to withdraw! Talking of
starvation, talking of cowardice! Considering what our
views are! Except your own Father—we're all agreed
the only policy is—is one of goodwill—its most irregular,
i's most improper, and all I can say is it’s—it’s given
me pain——

He places his hand on the centre of his scheme.

EDGAR. (Stubbornly.) 1 withdraw nothing.
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He is about to say more when SCANTLEBURY once
more covers up his ears. TENCH suddenly makes
a demonstration with the minute-book. A sense
of having been engaged in the unusual comes
over all of them, and one by one they resume
their seats. EDGAR alone remains on his feel.

WILDER. (With an air of trying to wipe something
out.) 1 pay no attention to what young Mr. Anthony
has said. Coroner’s Jury! The idea’s preposterous, I
—1I move this amendment to the Chairman’s Motion:
That the dispute be placed at once in the hands of Mr. b
Simon Harness for settlement, on the lines indicated by
him this morning. Anyone second that?

TENCH writes in the book,

WankLiv, I do. -

WIiLDER. Very well, then; I ask the Chairman to put
it to the Board. .

ANTHONY. (With a great sigh—slowly.) We have been
made the subject of an attack. (Zooking round at WiLpEr |
and SCANTLEBURY with ironical contempt) 1 take it on
my shoulders. Iam seventy-six years old. I have been
Chairman of this Company since its inception two-and-
thirty years ago. I have seen it pass through good and
evil report. My connection with it began in the year
that this young man was born. s
EnGar bows his head. AnTHONY, gripping his e

goes on,

I'have had to do with “men” for fifty years; I've al
stood up to them; I have never been beaten yet. I
fought the men of this Company four times, and fo
times I have beaten them. It has been said that I
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not the man I was. (He looks at WiLDEr.) However

that may be, I am man enough to stand to my
guns.

His woice grows stronger. The divectors, each in

his way, show the grip his words have on them.

The men have been treated justly, they have had fair
wages, we have always been ready to listen to com-
plaints. It has been said that times have changed; if
they have, I have not changed with them. Neither will L.
It has been said that masters and men are equal! Cant!
There can only be one master in a house! Where two
men meet the better man will rule. It has been said
that Capital and Labour have the same interests. Cant!
Their interests are as wide asunder as the poles. It has
been said that the Board is only part of a machine.
Cant! We are the machine; its brains and sinews; it is
for us to lead and to determine what is to be done, and
to do it without fear or favour. Fear of the men! Fear
of the shareholders! Fear of our own shadows! Before
I am like that, I hope to die.

[He’ pauses, and meeting his son’s eyes, goes on.

There is only one way of treating “men”—with ke iron
hand. This half and half business, the half and half
manners of this generation has brought all this upon us.
Sentiment and softness, and what this young man, no
doubt, would call his social policy. You can’t eat cake
and have it! This middle-class sentiment, or socialism,
or whatever it may be, is rotten. Masters are masters,
men are men! Yield one demand, and they will make
it six. They are (ke smiles grimly) like Oliver Twist,



268 THE SILVER BOX AND OTHER PLAYS.

asking for more. If I were in zkeir place I should be
the same. But I am not in their place. Mark my
words: one fine morning, when you have given way
here, and given way there—you will find you have
parted with the ground beneath your feet, and are deep
in the bog of bankruptcy; and with you, floundering in
that bog, will be the very men you have given way to.
1 have been accused of being a domineering tyrant,
thinking only of my pride—I am thinking of the future
of this country, threatened with the black waters of
confusion, threatened with mob government, threatened
with what I cannot see. If by any conduct of mine I
help to bring this on us, I shall be ashamed to look my
fellows in the face. BT -

ANTHONY stares before him, at what he cannot Seeiis

and there is perfect stillness. FRrOSt comes in

Jrom the hall, and all but ANTHONY look round

al lum uneasily. %

FROST. (70 his master) The men are here, sir. ;

[ANTHONY makes a gesture of dismissal.

Shall I bring them in, sir?
ANTHONY. Wait!

[FrOST goes out, ANTHONY turns to face his som.

I come to the attack that has been made upon me.

Evcar, with a gesture of deprecation, remains

molionless with his head a little bowed. L

A woman has died. I am told that her blood is on my ¥

hands; I am told that on my hands is the starvation

and the suffering of other women and of children.
Epcar. I said “on our hands,” sir,
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AntHONY. It is the same. (His woice grows stronger
and stronger, his feeling is more and more made manifest.)
I am not aware that if my adversary suffer in a fair
fight not sought by me, it is sy fault. If I fall under
his feet—as fall I may—I shall not complain. That
will be my look-out—and this is—his. I cannot separate,
as I would, these men from their women and children.
A fair fight is a fair fight! Let them learn to think
before they pick a quarrel!

EDGAR. (In a low woice) But is it a fair fight,
Father? Look at them, and look at us! They've only
this one weapon!

AnTHONY. (Grimly.) And you're weak-kneed enough
to teach them how to use it! It seems the fashion
nowadays for men to take their enemy’s side. I have
not learnt that art. Is it my fault that they quarrelled
with their Union too?

Epcar. There is such a thing as Mercy.

AxtHONY. And Justice comes before it.

Epcar. What seems just to one man, sir, is injustice
to another.

AntHONY. (With suppressed passion.) You accuse
me of injustice—of what amounts to inhumanity—of
cruelty——

EDGAR makes a gesture of horror—a general
frightened movement.

Wankriy. Come, come, Chairman!

AntHONY. (/7 a grim voice) These are the words
of my own son. They are the words of a genera-
tion that I don’t understand; the words of a soft
breed.
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A general murmur. With a violent effort ANTHONY
recovers his control.

EDGAR. (Quietly.) 1 said it of myself, too, Father.

A long look is exchanged between them, and
ANTHONY puls out his hand with a gesture as if
to sweep the personalities away,; then places it
against his brow, swaying as though from
giddiness.  There is a movement towards him,
He waves them back.

ANTHONY.  Before I put this amendment to the
Board, I have one more word to say. (He looks from
Jace to face) If it is carried, it means that we shall
fail in what we set ourselves to do. It means that we 43
shall fail in the duty that we owe to all Capital. It
means that we shall fail in the duty that we owe our-
selves. It means that we shall be open to constant attack k.
to which we as constantly shall have to yield. Be under
no misapprehension—run this time, and you will never
make a stand again! You will have to fly like curs be-
fore the whips of your own men. If that is the lot you
wish for, you will vote for this amendment.

He looks again, from face to face, finally resting
his gaze on EDGAR; all sit with their eyes on the
ground. ANTHONY makes a gesture, and TENCH
hands him the book. He reads. '

“Moved by Mr. Wilder, and seconded by Mr. Wanklin:
‘That the men’s demands be placed at once in the
hands of Mr. Simon Harness for settlement on the -4
lines indicated by him this morning.’” (With sudden
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vigour.) Those in favour: Signify the same in the usual
way !

For a minute no one moves; then hastily, just as
ANTHONY 25 about to speak, WILDER'S hand and
WANKLIN'S are held up, then SCANTLEBURY'S, and
last EDGAR’S, who does not lift his head.

Contrary? [ANTHONY /lifts his own hand.
(In a clear voice.) The amendment is carried. I resign
my position on this Board.

There is dead silence. ANTHONY sifs motionless, his
head slowly drooping; suddenly he heaves as
though the whole of his life had risen up within
him.

Fifty years! You have disgraced me, gentlemen. Bring
in the men!

He sits motionless, staring before him. The Board
draws hurriedly together, and forms a group.
TeNCH in a frightened manner speaks into the
hall. WILDER takes WANKLIN apart.

WILDER. (Hurriedly.) What's to be said to them?
Why isn’t Harness here? Ought we to see the men be-
fore he comes? I don’t——

Texcu. Will you come in, please?
FLnter Tuomas, GreeN, BUuLGIN and Rous, who
file up in a rvow past the little table. TENCH sits

down and writes. All eyes are fixed on ANTHONY,
who makes no sign.

WANKLIN,  (Stepping up to the little table, with
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nervous cordiality.) Well, Thomas, how’s it to be?
What's the result of your meeting?

Rous, Sim Harness has our answer. He'll tell
you what it is. We're waiting for him. He'll speak
for us.

WankrLiN, Is that so, Thomas?

THomas. (Sullenly.) Yes. Roberts will not be com-
ing, his wife is dead.

ScANTLEBURY. Yes, yes! Poor woman! Yes! Yes!

FROST. (Zntering from the hall) Mr. Harness,
sir! ]

As HARNESS enters he retires.

HARNESS kas a piece of paper in his hand, he

bows to the Directors, nods towards the men,

and lakes his stand behind the little table in the
very centre of the room.

Harness. Good evening, gentlemen.

TENCH, with the paper he has been writing, joins

him, they speak together in low tones.

WiLper. We've been waiting for you, Harness. Hope

we shall come to some—— :

FROST. (Entering from the hall) Roberts!

He goes.

ROBERTS comes hastily in, and stands staring at
ANTHONY. His face is drawn and old.

Roperts. Mr. Anthony, I am afraid I am a li

late, I would have been here in time but for somethi

that—has happened. (7o zhe men.) Has anything be

said?
Tromas. No! But, man, what made ye come?
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RoperTs. Ye told us this morning, gentlemen, to go
away and reconsider our position. We have reconsidered
it; we are here to bring you the men’s answer. (7%
AnxtHONY.) Go ye back to London. We have nothing
for you. By no jot or tittle do we abate our demands,
nor will we until the whole of those demands are
yielded.

ANTHONY [looks at him but does not speak. There
is a movement amongst the men as though they
were bewildered.

Harness. Roberts!

RoBerTS. (Glancing fiercely at him, and back to
AnTHONY.) Is that clear enough for ye? Is it short
enough and to the point? Ye made a mistake to think
that we would come to heel. Ye may break the body,
but ye cannot break the spirit. Get back to London,
the men have nothing for ye?

Pausing uneasily he iakes a step towards the un-
moving ANTHONY.

Epcar. We're all sorry for you, Roberts, but——

Roperts. Keep your sorrow, young man. Let your
father speak!

Harngss. (With the sheet of paper in his hand,
speaking from behind the little table) Roberts!

Roeerts. (70 ANTHONY, with passionate intensity.)
Why don’t ye answer?

Harngss. Roberts!

Rowerts, (Zwrning sharply) What is it?

Harngss, (Grawvely) You're talking without the
book; things have travelled past you.

He makes a sign to TENCH, who beckons the
Lhe Silver Box. 18
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Directors.  They quickly sign his copy of the
lerms. -
Look at this, man! (Holding up his sheet of paper)
“Demands conceded, with the exception of those relating
to the engineers and furnace-men. Double wages for
Saturday’s overtime. Night-shifts as they are.” These
terms have been agreed. The men go back to work
again to-morrow. The strike is at an end. :
Rogerts. (Reading the paper, and turning on the |
men. They shrink back from him, all but Rous, who
stands his ground. With deadly stillness.) Ye have gone |
back on me? I stood by ye to the death; ye waited
for that to throw me over!
The men answer, all speaking together.
Rous. It’s a lie! ]
Tromas. Ye were past endurance, man.
Green. If ye'd listen to me——
BuLGIN. (Under his breath.) Hold your jaw!
Rogrerts. Ye waited for zhat/

HARNESS. (Zaking the Directors’ copy of the terms, |
rmd handing his own to TeNcH.) That's enough, men.
You had better go.
The men shuffle slowly, awkwardly away..;'

WiLpER. (/7 a low, nervous woice.) There’s nothing

to stay for now, I suppose. (He follows to the door)
1 shall have a try for that train! Coming, Scantle-
bury?
SCANTLEBURY. (Following with WANKLIN.) Yes, yes;
wait for me. [He stops as ROBERTS speaks.

Roperts. (70 AntHONY.) But ye have not sign
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them terms! They can’t make terms without their
Chairman! Ye would never sign them terms!
[ANTHONY looks at him without speaking.
Don't tell me ye have! for the love o’ God! (With
passionate appeal.) 1 reckoned on ye!
HARNESS. (Holding out the Director’s copy of the
terms.) The Board has signed!

ROBERTS looks dully at the signatures—dashes the
paper from him, and covers up his eyes.

SCANTLEBURY. (Behind his hand to TENcH) Look
after the Chairman! He’s not well; he’s not well—
he had no lunch. If there’s any fund started for the
women and children, put me down for—for twenty
pounds.

He goes out into the hall, in cumbrous haste; and
WANKLIN, ko has been staring at ROBERTS and
ANTHONY with twilchings of his face, follows.
EDGAR remains seated on the sofa, looking at
the ground; TENCH, returning to the bureau,
writes in his minute-book. HARNESS stands by
the little table, gravely watching ROBERTS,

Rogerts. Then youre no longer Chairman of this
Company! (Breaking into half-mad laughter) Ah, ha
—ah, ha, ha! They've thrown ye over—thrown over
their Chairman: Ah—ha—ha! (With a sudden dread-
ful calm.)) So—they've done us both down, Mr. An-
thony?

ENID, hurrving through the double doors, comes
quickly to her father and bends over him.

HARNESS.  (Coming down and laying his hands on
ROBERTS’ sleeve.) For shame, Roberts! Go home quietly,
man; go home!

18
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ROBERTS. (Zearing his arm away.) Home? (Shrink-
ing together—in a whisper.) Home!

ENw. (Quietly to her father) Come away, dear!
Come to your room!

ANTHONY 7ises with an effort. He turns to Ro-
BERTS who looks at him. They stand several
seconds, gazing at each other fixedly,;, ANTHONY
lifts his hand, as though to salute, but lets it
fall.  The expression of ROBERTS' face changes
Srom hostility to wonder. They bend thelr heads
in token of respect. ANTHONY turns, and slowly
walks towards the curtained door. Suddenly he
sways as though about to fall, recovers himself
and is assisted out by ENID and EDGAR who has
hurried across the room. ROBERTS remains
motionless for several seconds, staring intently
after ANTHONY, then goes out into the hall.

TeNcH. (Approaching HarNEss.) It's a great weight
off my mind, Mr. Harness! But what a painful scene,
Sir! [He wipes his brow.

HARNESS, pale and resolute, regards with a arim

half-smile the quavering TENCH. }

It’s all been so violent! What did he mean by: “Done
us both down?” 1If he has lost his wife, poor fellow, he

oughtn’t to have spoken to the Chairman like that!

HarNESs. A woman dead; and the two best men_-._
both broken!

e

UNDERWOOD enters suddenly.
TeNcH.  (Staring at HARNESS — suddenly  excited.)
D’you know, Sir—these terms, they’re the very same

drew up together, you and I, and put to both
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pefore the fight began? All this—all
what for?
HARNESS. (/n a slow grim voice.) Tha%'.s where the

fun comes in!
UNDERWOOD without turning from the door W
a gesture of assent.

The curtain falls.
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Viscount Palmerston 3 v.
Bunyan, John, 1 1688.
The Pilgrim's Progress 1 v.
“Buried Alone,”
(Charles Wood).
Buried Alone 1 v,

Burnett, Mrs. Frances Hodg-

Author of

son (Am.).
Through one Administration 2 v.— Little
Lord Fauntleroy 1 v. — Sara Crewe,

and Editha's Burglar 1 v. — The Pretty

Sister of José x v.— A Lady of Quality | Treherne’s Temptation 2 v.

2 v. — His Grace of Osmonde 2 v.— The
Shuttle 2 v, — The Secret Garden 1 v.

Burney, Miss (Madame D'Ar-
blay), { 1840.

Evelina 1 v.

Burns, Robert, 1 1796.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 1 v.

Burton, Richard F., + 1890,
A Pilgrimage to Mecca and Medina 3v.

Bury, Baroness de: wide “All
for Greed.”

Butler, A. J.
Bismarck. His Reflections and Re-
miniscences. Translated from the great
German edition, under the supervision of
A. J. Butler. With two Portraits, 3v.

Buxton, Mrs. B. H,, 1 1881.
Jennie of *“The Prince’s,” 2 v. — Won
2 v. — Great Grenfell Gardens 2 v. —
Nell—on and off the Stage 2 v. — From
the Wings 2 v,

Byron, Lord, 1 1824,
FPoetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v,
Caffyn, Mrs.Mannington (lota).
A Yellow Aster 1 v. — Children of Cir-
cumstance 2 v. — Anne Mauleverer 2 v,
Caine, Hall
The Bondman 2 v. — The Manxman
2 v.— The Christian 2 v. — The Eternal
City 3 v. — The Prodigal Son 2 v. — The
‘White Prophet 2 v,

Cameron, Verney Lovett.
Across Africaa v,

Campbell Praed: vids Praed.

Teucknits Edition. Complete List.

—
Carey, Rosa Nouchette, | 190q,
Not Like other Girls 2 v. — “ But Meg
must Work” 1 v. — Sir Godfrey's Grand-
daughters 2 v.—The Old, Old Story 2,
— Herb of Grace 2 v, — The Highway of
Fate 2 v. — A Passage Perilous 2 v, — Ap
the Moorings 2 v.

Carlyle, Thomas, 1 1881.
The French Revolution 3 v. Fre
derick the Great :5" v, — Oliver Crom.
well's Letters and Speeches 4 v. — The
Life of Schiller 1 v.

Carnegie, Andrew (Am.).
Problems of To-Day 1 v.

Carr, Alaric.

Castle, Agnes & Egerton.
The Star Dreamer 2 v. — Incomps
Bellairs 1 v. — Rose of the World z v.
French Nan 1 v. — * If Youth but kne
1 v.— My Merry Rockhurst 1 v. — F
o' the Orange 1 v. — Wroth 2 v. —
mond Cut Paste 1v. — The Lost Iphi
1 v. — Love Gilds the Scene 1 v.

Castle, Egerton.
Consequences 2 v. — ““La Bella,” a
Others 1 v,

Charles, Mrs. Elizabeth Rundle

T 1896 : wide “Chroniclesa
Schénberg-Cotta Family.

Charlesworth, Maria

T 1880.
Oliver of the Mill 1 v.

Chesterton, G. K.
The Man who was Thursday 1 v. —

| cence of Father Brown 1 v.

Wrong with the World 1 v. — The I

Cholmondeley, Mary.
Diana Tempest 2 v. — Red Pottage
— Moth and Rust 1 v. — Prisoners 2 3
The Lowest Rung 1 v.

Christian, Princess: wide 2

Grand Duchess of H
“Chronicles of the Schén
Cotta Family,” Author of
E. Rundle Charles), 1 1
Chronicles of the Schiénberg-Cotf
mily 2 v. — The Dngolu
Davenants 2 v. — On Both
the Sea 2 v. — Winifred

Bertram
Diary of Mrs. Kitty Trevylyan 1V,




The Victory of the Vanquished 1 v. —
The Cottage by the Cathedral and other
Parables 1 v. — Against the Stream 2 v,
— The Bertram Family 2 v. — Conquer-
ing and to Conquer 1 v. — Lapsed, but not
Lost 1 v.
Churchill, Winston (Am.).

Mr. Crewe's Career 2 v.

Clark, Alfred.

The Finding of Lot's Wife 1v.
Clemens, Samuel L.: ». Twain.
Clifford, Mrs. W. K.

Love-Letters of a Worldly Woman 1 v.
—AuntAnne 2v.—The Last Touches, and

other Stories 1 v. — Mrs, Keith's Crime |

1v.— A Wild Proxy 1v.— A Flash of
Summer 1 v. — A Woman Alone 1 v. —
Woodside Farm 1 v. — The Modern Way
1 v. — The Getting Well of Dorothy 1 v.
— Mere Stories 1 v.
Clive, Mrs. Caroline, § 1873:
wide Author of “ Paul Ferroll.”
Cobbe, Frances Power,  1904.
Re-Echoes 1 v,
Coleridge, C. R.
An English Squire 2 v.
Coleridge, M. E.
The King with two Faces z v.
Coleridge,
T 1834.

Poems 1 v,

Collins, Charles Allston, | 1873.
A Cruise upon Wheels 2 v.

Collins, Mortimer, | 1876.

Samuel Taylor,

Sweet and Twenty 2 v. — A Fight with |

Fortune 2 v,

Collins, Wilkie, T 1889.
After Dark 1 v. — Hide and Seek 2 v. —
A Plot in Private Life, etc. 1 v. — The
oman in White 2 v, — Basil 1 v. — No
ame jv, — The Dead Secret, and other
Tales 2 v. — Antonina 2 v. — Armadale
V. — The Moonstone 2 v. — Man and
e 3 v. — Poor Miss Finch 2 v. — Miss
or Mrs.? 1 v. — The New Magdalen 2v. —
¢ Frozen Deep 1 v. —The Law and the
i¥2v, — The Two Destinies 1v. — My
L‘d}"l Money, and Percy and the Prophet
- 1%. — The Haunted Hotel 1 v. — The
Falle Leaves 2 v, — Jezebel's Daughter
2¥.—The Black Robe 2 v. — Heart and
ce2v, — *“Isayv No," 2 v, — The Evil
Senius 2 v. —The Guilty River, and The

Jauchmits Edition. Complete List,
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Ghost's Touch 1 v, — The L Cai
2 v.—Blind Love 2 v, VAR
“Cometh up as a Flower” : wide
Rhoda Broughton.

Conrad, Joseph.
An Outcast of the Islands 2 v. — Tales
of Unrest 1 v.— The Secret Agent 1 v, —
A Setof Six 1v. — UnderWestern Eyesiv.
— "Twixt Land and Sea Tales 1 v.

Conway, Hugh (F. J. Fargus),
T 188s.
Called Back 1 v. — Bound Together
z v.— Dark Days t v. — A Family Affair
2 v. — Living or Dead 2 v.
Cooper, James Fenimore (Am.),
i 1851,
The Spy (with Portrait) r v. — The Two
Admirals 1 v, — The Jack O'Lantern 1v.

Cooper, Mrs.: wide Katharine
Saunders.

Corelli, Marie.
Vendettal 2 v. — Thelma 2 v. — A
Romance of Two Worldsz v. —**Ardath™
3 V. — Wormwood. A Drama of Paris
2v.—The Hired Baby, with other Stories
and Social Sketches 1 v. — Barabbas; A
Dream of the World's T 2 V. —
The Sorrows of Satan 2v. — The Mighty
Atom 1 v, — The Murder of Delicia 1 v. —
Ziska 1 v. — Boy. A Sketch. 2 v.—The
Master-Christian 2v.—**Ti Power”
2 v. — God's Good Man 2z v. — Free
Opinions 1 v.— Treasure of Heaven (with
Portrait) 2 v. — Holy Orders 2 v. — The
Life Everlasting 2 v.

Cotes, Mrs. Everard.
Those Delightiul Americans 1 v. — Set in
Authority 1 v. — Cousin lazw

“County, the,” Author of.
The County 1 v.

Craik, George Lillie, T 1866.
A Manual of English Literature and of
the History of the English Language 2 v.

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Dinah M.

Mulock), (;l' 1887.

John Halifax, Gentleman 2 v. — The
Head of the Family 2 v. — A Life fora
Life 2 v. — A Woman's Thoughts about
Women 1 v. — Agatha’s Husband 1 v. —
Romantic Tales 1 v. — Domestic Stories
1 v. — Mistress and Maid 1 v. — The
Ogilvies t v. — Lord Eclistoun 1 v, —
Christian's Mistake 1 v. — Bread upon
the Waters 1 v. — A Noble Life 1 v. —
Olive 2v. — Two Marriages 1 v, — Studies
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from Life 1t v. — Poems 1 v. — The
Woman's Kingdom 2 v. — The Unkind
Word, and other Stories 2 v. — A Brave
Lady 2v. — Hannah 2v.— Fair France

1v. — My Mother and I 1v.—The Little |
Lame Prince 1 v. — Sermons out of Chureh |

1v.—The Laurel-Bush ; Twolittle Tinkers
1v. —A Legacy 2 v.— Young Mrs, Jardine
2v. — His Little Mother, and other Tales
and Sketches 1 v. — Plain Speakingrv. —
Miss Tommy 1 v. — King Arthur 1 v,

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May).

Lost and Won 1 v. — Faith Unwin's
Ordeal 1 v. — Leslie Tyrrell 1 v. —Wini-
fred's Wooing, etc. 1 v. — Mildred 1v. —
Esther Hill's Secret 2 v. — Hero Tre-
velyan 1v,— Without Kith or Kin 2v, —
Only a Butterfly 1 v. — Sylvia’s Choice;
Theresa 2 v. — Anne Warwick 1 v. —
Dorcas 2 v. — Two Women 2 v.

Craik, Georgiana M., & M. C.
Stirling.

Two Tales of Married Life (Hard to

Bear, by Miss Craik ; A True Man, by M.
C. Stirling) 2 v.

Craven, Mrs. Augustus: wide
Lady Fullerton.

Crawford, F. Marion (Am.),
T 1909.

Mr. Isaacs 1 v. — Doctor Claudius 1v. —
To Leeward 1 v. — A Roman Singer
1 v. — An American Politician 1 v. —
Zoroaster 1 v, — A Tale of a Lonely Parish
2 v.— Saracinesca 2v. — Marzio’s Crucifix
1 v.—Paul Patoff 2 v.— With theImmortals
t v. — Greilenstein 2 v. — Sant' Ilario
2 v. — A Cigarette- Maker’s Romance
1v,— Khaled 1v. —The Witch of Prague
2v. —The Three Fates 2 v. — Don Orsino
2 v. — The Children of the King rv. —
Pietro Ghisleri 2 v.— Marion Darche 1 v.
— Katharine Lauderdale 2 v. —The Ral-
stons 2 v. — Casa Braccio 2 v. — Adam
Johnstone’s Son 1 v. — Taguisara 2 v. —
A Rose of Yesterday 1 v. — Corleone
2 v. — Via Crucis 2 v. — In the Palace of
the King 2 v. — Marietta, a Maid of
Venice 2 v. — Cecilia 2 v. — The Heart
of Rome 2 v. — Whosoever Shall Offend...
2v.— Soprano 2v, — A Ladyof Rome 2 v.
~— Arethusa 2 v. — The Primadonna 2 v.—
The Diva’s Ruby 2 v.—The White Sister
T ¥. — Stradella 1 v, — The Undesirable
1 v. — Uncanny Tales 1 v.

Crockett, S. R.
The Raiders 2v. — Cleg Kelly 2 v.—

The Grey Man 2 v. — Love Idylls 1 v. —
The Dark o' the Moon 2 v.

Croker, B. M.
Peggy of the Bartons 2 v. — The Happ
Valley 1 v. — The Old Cantonment, wit]
Other Stories of India and Elsewhere 1 v,
— A Nine Days’ Wonder 1 v. — The
Youngest Miss Mowbray 1 v. — The Com-
pany's Servant 2 v. — The Cat's-Paw 1 v,
— Katherine the Arrogant 1 v.— Fame 1 v,
— Babes in the Wood 1 v. — A Rolling
Stone 1 v. — The Serpent’s Tooth x v,

Cross, J. W.: wzide George

Eliot's Life.

Cudlip, Mrs. Pender: wide 4,_::
Thomas. o
Cummins, Miss (Am.), T 186
The Lamplighter 1 v. — Mabel Vaugh
1v.—El Fureidis iv.—Haunted Hearts 11
Cushing, Paul.
The Blacksmith of Voe 2 v.
“Daily News."
War Correspondence, 1877, Archi-
bald Forbes and others 3 v.” v
Danby, Frank.
The Heart of a Child 2 v. — An Incom-
pleat Etonian 2 v. — Letthe Roof fallin 2w,
“Dark,” Author of.
Dark 1 v,
Davis, Richard Harding (Am.).
Gallegher, etc. 1 v. — Van Bibber and
Others 1 v. — Ranson’s Folly 1 v. — The
Man who could not lose 1 v.
De Foe, Daniel, { 1731.
Raobinson Crusoe 1 v.
Deland, Margaret (Am.).
John Ward, Preacher 1 v. i
“Democracy,” Author of (Am.)
Democracy 1 v.
De Morgan, William.
Joseph Vance 2 v.
“Demos,” Authorof : vide G
Gissing.
De Quincey, Thomas. -]
Confessions of an English Opium-Eater ¢
“Diaryand Notes": vide Au
of *Horace Templeton.”
Dickens, Charles, { 1870,
The Pickwick Club (with Portrait) 2 v. —

American Notes r v. — Oliver Twist
Nicholas Nickleby 2v, — Sketches
Martin Chuzzlewit 2 v. — A Chris!

A4
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Carol; The Chimes; The Cricket on the
Hearth 1 v.— Master Humphrey’s Clock
|o1d CuriosityShop; Barnaby Rudge, etc.)
3 v. — Pictures from Italy 1 v. — Dombey
and Son 3 v.— David Copperfield 3 v. —
Bleak House 4 v. — A Child's History ol
England (2 v. 89 M. 2,70.) — Hard Times
1v. — Little Dorrit (with Illustrations) 4 v,
— The Battle of Life; The Haunted Man
1v, — A Tale of two Cities 2 v. — Hunted
Down; The Uncommercial Traveller 1 v.
— Great Expectations 2 v. — Christmas
Stories, etc. 1 v. — Our Mutual Friend
(with Illustrations) 4 v. — Somebody's
Luggage; Mrs, Lirriper's Lodgings ; Mrs.
Lirriper’s Legacy 1 v. — Doctor Mari-
gold’s Prescriptions; Mugby Junction 1 v.
— The Mystery of Edwin Drood (with
IMustrations) 2 v. — The Mudiog Papers,
1v.— The Letters of Charles Dickens, ed.
by his Sister-in-law and his eldest Daughter
4v.— Vide also Household Words, Novels
and Tales, and John Forster.

Dickens, Charles, & Wilkie
Collins.

No Thoroughfare; The Late Miss Hol-
lingford 1 v.

Disraeli, Benjamin, Lord Bea-

. consfield, T 1881.
Coningsby 1 v. — Sybil 1 v. — Contarini
Fleming (with Portrait) 1 v. — Alroy rv. —
Taucms 2 v. — Venetia 2 v. — Vivian
Grey 2 v. — Henrietta Temple 1 v. —
Lothair 2 v. — Endymion 2 v.

Dixon, Ella Hepworth.
The Story of a Modern Woman 1 v. — One
Doubtful Hour 1 v.

Dixon, W. Hepworth, { 1379.
Personal History of Lord Bacon 1v. —
The Holy Land 2 v. — New America2z v.—
E'alnil‘itualy Wives 2 v. — Her Majesty's
Tower 4 v. — Free Russia 2 v.— History
- of two Queens 6 v. — White Conquest
2v, — Diana, Lady Lyle 2 v.

Dixon, Jr., Thomas, (Am.).
The Leopard's Spots 2 v.

Dougall, L.
Beggars All 2 v.

Dowie, Ménie Muriel.
A Girl in the Karpathians t v.

Doyle, Sir A. Conan.
The Sign of Four 1 v. — Micah Clarke
2 v.—The Captain of the Pole-Star, and
other Tales 1 v. — The White Company
2v. — A Study in Scarlet 1 v. — The

GreatShadow, and Beyond the City 1 v, —
The Adventures of Shirluck Holtn{n 2v.
—The Refugees 2 v. — The Firm of
Girdlestone 2 v. — The Memoirs of Sher-
lock Holmes 2 v. — Round the Red Lamp
1 v. — The Stark Munro Letters 1 v. —
The Exploits of Brigadier Gerard 1 v, —
Rodney Stone 2 v. — Uncle Bernac 1 v, —
The Tragedy of the Korosko 1 v. — A
Duet 1 v. — The Green Flag 1 v. — The
Great Boer War 2 v. — The War in South
Africa 1 v. — The Hound of the Basker-
villes 1 v. — Adventures of Gerard 1 v, —
The Return of Sherlock Holmes 2 v, — Sir
Nigel 2 v. — Through the Magic Door ¢ v.
— Round the Fire Stories 1 v. —The Mys-
tery of Cloomber 1 v. — The Last Galley
1 v. — The Lost World 1 v.

Drummond, Professor Henry,
T 1897.
The Greatest Thing in the World; Pax
Vobiscum ; The Changed Life 1 v,

Dufferin, the Earl of.

Letters from High Latitudes 1 v,
Duncan, Sara Jeannette: vide
Mrs. Cotes.

Dunton: wide Th. Watts-Dun-
ton.

Earl, the, and the Doctor.
South Sea Bubbles 1 v.

Eastwick, Edward B., T 1883.
Autobiography of Lutfullah 1 v.

Edgeworth, Maria, wzide Series
for the Young, p. 29.

Edwardes, Mrs. Annie.

Archie Lovell 2 v. — Steven Lawrence,
Yeoman 2z v.— Ought we to visit her? 2v.
— A Vagabond Heroine 1v.—Leah: A
Woman of Fashion 2 v. — A Blue-Stock-
ing 1v. — Jet: Her Face or Her Fortune?
1 v. — Vivian the Beauty 1 v. — A Ball-
room Repentance 2 v. — A Girton Girl
2 v. — A Playwright's Daughter, and
Bertie Griffiths 1 v. — Pearl-Powder 1 v.
The Adventuress xv.

Edwards, Amelia B, If:?:;
Barbara's History 2 v. — Miss w
2v. — Hand and Glove 1 v. — Half a Mil-
lion of Money 2 v. — Debenham’s Vow
2 v. — In the Days of m‘z Youth 2 v. —
Untrodden Peaks and Unirequented Val-
leys 1 v. — Monsieur Maurice 1 v. — A
Night on the Borders of the Black Forest
t v. — A Poetry-Book of Elder Poets

-
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1v. — A Thousand Miles up the Nile 2 v.

— A Poetry-Book of Modern Poets 1 v. —
Lord Brackenbury 2 v.
Edwards, M. Betham-: wide
Betham.

Eggleston,Edward(Am.),f1902.
The Faith Doctor 2 v.

Elbon, Barbara (Am.).
Bethesda 2 v.

Eliot, George (Miss Evans—

Mrs. Cross), 1 1880.

Scenes of Clerical Life 2 v. — Adam
Bede 2 v. — The Mill on the Floss 2 v. —
Silas Marner 1 v. — Romola 2 v. — Felix
Holt 2 v. — Daniel Deronda ¢ v. — The
Lifted Veil, and Brother Jacob 1 v. —
Impressions of Theophrastus Such 1 v.—
Essays and Leaves from a Note-Book
1 v. — George Eliot’s Life, edited by her
Husband, J. W. Cross 4 v.

“Elizabeth and her German
Garden,” Author of.

Elizabeth and her German Garden 1 v. —
The Solitary Summer 1 v, — The Bene-
factress 2 v. — Princess Priscilla’s Fort-
night 1 v. — The Adventures of Elizabeth
in Riigen 1 v. — Friiulein Schmidtand Mr.
Anstruther 1 v,

Elliot, Mrs. Frances, } 1898,
Diary of an Idle Woman in Italy 2v. —
Old Court Life in France 2 v. — The
Italians 2 v. — The Diary of an Idle
Woman in Sicily 1 v. — Pictures of Old
Rome 1v.—The DiaryofanIdleWomanin
Spain 2 v. — The Red Cardinal 1 v. —
The Story of Sophia 1 v. — Diary of an
Idle Woman in Constantinople 1 v. —
0ld Court Life in Spain 2 v. — Roman
Gossip 1 v.

Emerson, Ralph Waldo (Am.),

T 1882.
Representative Men 1 v.
“Englishwoman’s Love-Let-
ters, an,” Author of,
An Englishwoman's Love-Letters 1 v,
Erroll, Henry.
An Ugly Duckling 1v.

Esler, E. Rentoul.

The Way they loved at Grimpat 1 v.

“Essays and Reviews,” the

Authors of.
Estays and Reviews. By various Authors

v

—ei

“Estelle Russell,” Author of,
Estelle Russell 2 v.

Esterre- Keeling, Elsa D'.
Three Sisters 1 v.— A Laughing Philo.
sopher 1v.— The Professor's Wooing 1y,
— In Thoughtland and in Dreamland
1 v. — Orchardscroft 1 v. — Appassionata
1v. — Old Maids and Young 2 v. — The
Queen’s Serf 1 v,

* Euthanasia,” Author of.
Euthanasia 1 v.

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, { 1885,
Jackanapes; The Story of a Short Life;
Daddy Darwin's Dovecot 1 v. — A Flat
Iron for a Farthing 1 v. — The Brownies,
and other Tales 1 v.

“Expiated,” Author of.
Expiated 2 v,

Fargus, F. J.: wide Hugh C

way.

Farrar, F. W. (Dean), 1 1903.
Darkness and Dawn 3 v. )
“Fate of Fenella, the,” Authors
of.

The Fate of Fenella, by 24 Authorsxw,

Felkin, Alfred Laurence: wide
E. T. Fowler.

Felkin, Mrs.: zide E. T. Fowler.
Fendall, Percy: wzide F. C.

Philips. ¥
Fenn, George Manville.

The Parson o' Dumford 2 v. — The
Clerk of Portwick 2 v.

Fielding, Henry, t 1754.
Tom Jones 2 v.
Findlater, Mary & Jane (Am.):
wide Kate Douglas Wiggin.

Fitzgerald, Edward.
Rubdiyit of Omar Khayyim 1 v.

Five Centuries
of the English Language and Literatu
ohn Wycliffe. — Geoffrey Chaucer. —
tephen Hawes. — Sir Thomas More. -
Edmund Spenser. — Ben Jonson. —
Locke.—Thomas Gray (vol. 500, pub!
1860) 1 v,

Fleming, George (Am.
Kismet 1 v, E And:ugtd(n av.).
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Forbes, Archibald, { 1900.
My Experiences of the War hetween
France and Germany 2 v. — Soldiering
and Scribbling 1 v. — Memories and
Gpudies of War and Peace 2 v. — Vide also
« Daily News," War Correspondence.

Forrest, R. E.
i'-iii“‘ Days 2 v.

Forrester, Mrs.
Viva 2 v. — Rhona 2 v. — Roy and Viola
2v.— My Lord and My Lady 2 v. —1
have Lived and Loved 2v. —Junezv.—
Omnia Vanitas 1 v. — Although he was a
Lord, and other Tales 1 v. — Corisande,
and other Tales 1 v.— Once Again 2v. —
0f the World, Worldly x v. — Dearest
2 v, — The Light of other Days 1 v. —
Too Late Repented 1 v.

Forster, John, T 1876.
The Life of Charles Dickens (with Illus-
trations and Portraits) 6 v. — Life and
Times of Oliver Goldsmith 2z v.

Fothergill, Jessie.
The First Violin 2 v. — Probation 2z v. —
Made or Marred, and * One of Three"
1v.—Kith and Kin 2 v.—Peril 2 v.—
Borderland 2 v.

“ Found Dead,” Author of: wide

James Payn.

Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroit

(Mrs. Alfred Laurence Felkin).
A Double Thread 2 v. — The Farring-
dons 2 v. — Fuel of Fire 1 v. — Place and
Power 2 v. — In Subjection 2 v. — Miss
Fallowfield's Fortune 1 v.

Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft
(Mrs. A. L. Felkin) & Alfred
Laurence Felkin.

Kate of Kate Hall 2 v.

Fox, Caroline, t 1871.
Memories of Old Friends from her Jour-
nals and Letters, edited by Horace N.

zv.

“Frank Fairlegh,” Author of
(F. E. Smedley), 7 1864.

Frank Fairlegh 2 v. 4 2H) G

Francis, M. E.

The Duenna of a Genius 1 v.

Frederic, Harold (Am.), 1898,
lllumination 2 v. — March Hares 1 v.

Freeman, Edward A., T 1892.
The Growth of the English Constitution

Complete List. 11

1 v. — Select Historical Essays 1 v.—
Sketches from French Travel 1 v,

Froude, JamesAnthony, T 1894.
Oceana t v. — The Spanish Story of the
Armada, and other Essays 1 v.

Fullerton, Lady Georgiana,

T 1885.

Ellen Middleton 1 v. — Grantley Manor
2 v. — Lady Bird 2 v. — Too Strange not
to be True 2z v. — Constance Sherwood
2v.— A Stormy Life 2 v, — Mrs. Geralds’
Niece 2 v, — The Notary’s Daughter 1 v.—
The Lilies of the Valley, and The House of
Penarvan 1 v. — TheCountessde Bonneval
1 v.— Rose Leblanc 1 v.— Seven Stories
t v. — The Life of Luisa de Carvajal 1 v.
— A Will and a Way, and The Hand-
kerchief at the Window 2 v. — Eliane
2 v. (by Mrs. Augustus Craven, translated
by Lady Fullerton). — Laurentia 1 v.

Galsworthy, John.
The Man of Property 2 v. — The Country
House 1 v.— Fraternity 1 v. — Villa Rubein
1v. — A Man of Devon, etc. 1v. — A
Motley t v. — The Patrician 1 v. — Justice,
and Other Plays 1 v. — The Silver Box,
and Other Plays 1 v. — The Inn of Tran-
quillity 1 v.

Gardiner: ». Lady Blessington.

Gaskell, Mrs., T 1865.
Mary Barton 1 v. — Ruth 2 v. — North
and South 1 v. — Lizzie Leigh, and other
Tales 1 v. — The Life of Charlotte Bronta
2 v.— Lois the Witch, etc. 1 v.— Sylvia's
Lovers 2 v. — A Dark Night's Work x v.
— Wives and Daughters 3 v. — Cranford
1 v. — Cousin Phillis, and other Tales xv.
“ Geraldine Hawthorne,” Author
of 1 . Author of “ Miss Molly.”
Gerard, Dorothea (Madame Lon-

gard de Longgarde).

Lady Baby 2 v. — Recha 1v. — Ortho-
dox tv. — TheWrong Man 1 v. — A Spot-
less Reputation 1 v.— A Forgotten Sin v,
— One Year 1 v.— The Supreme Crime 1 v.
— The Blood-Tax 1 v. — Holy Matrimony
1 v. — The Eternal Woman 1 v, — Made
of Money 1 v. — The Bridge of Life 1 v.
- The Three Essentials 1 v. — The Im-
probable Idyl 1 v. — The Compromise 2 v.
— Itinerant Daughters 1 v. — Restitution
1 v. — Pomp and Circumstance 1v. — The
Grass Widow 1 v. — The Inevitable Mar-
riage 1 v. — A Glorious Lie 1 v. — The
City of Enticement 1 v.

Gerard, E. (Emily de¥.aszowska).
A Secret Mission 1v. — A Foreigner 2 v.
— The Extermination of Love 2 v.
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Gibbon, Perceval.
The Adventures of Miss Gregory 1 v.

Giberne, Agnes.
The Curate’s Home 1 v.

Gissing, George, 1 1903.
Demos 2 v, — New Grub Street 2 v,

Gladstone, W. E., 1 1898.
Rome and the Newest Fashions in Re-
ligion 1 v. — Bulgarian Horrors, and
Russia in Turkistan, with other Tracts
1 v.— The Hellenic Factor in the Eastern
Problem, with other Tracts 1 v.

Glyn, Elinor.
The Visits of Elizabeth 1 v. — The Re-
flections of Ambrosine 1 v. — The Vicissi-
tudes of Evangeline 1 v. — Beyond the
Rocks 1 v. — Three Weeks 1 v. — Eliza-
beth Visits America 1 v. — His Hour 1v,
~— The Reason Why 1 v.— Halcyone 1 v.

Godfrey, Hal: wide Charlotte

O'Conor Eccles.

Goldsmith, Oliver, § 1774.
Select Works (with Portrait) 1 v.

Goodman, Edward J.

Too Curious 1 v.

Gordon, Julien (Am.).
A Diplomat’s Diary 1 v.

Gordon, Major-Gen. C. G,

1 1885.

His Journals at Kartoum (with eighteen
Tllustrations) 2 wv.

Gore, Mrs., ¥ 1861.
Castles in the Air x v. — The Dean’s
Daughter 2 v. — Progress and Prejudice
2 v. — Mammon 2 v. — A Life's Lessons
2v, — The Two Aristocracies 2 v. — Heck-
ington 2 v.

Grand, Sarah.
Our Manifold Nature r v. — Babs the
Impossible 2 v.— Emotional Moments 1 v.

Grant, Miss.
Victor Lescar 2 v. — The Sun-Maid 2 v.
— My Heart's in the Highlands 2 v, —
Artiste 2 v. — Prince Hugo 2v. — Cara
Roma 2 v.

Gray, Maxwell.
The Silence of Dean Maitland 2 v, — The
Reproach of Annesley 2 v,

Grenville: Murray, E.C. (Trois-

Etoiles),  1881.

The Member for Paris 2 v. — Young
Brown 2 v. — The Boudoir Cabal 3 v, —
French Pictures in English Chalk 7 st

Series) 2 v. — The Russians of To-day
1 v. — French Pictures in English Chalk
(Second Series) 2 v. — Strange Taleg
1v. That Artful Vicar 2 v, — Six Months
in the Ranks 1 v. — People I have met 1 v,

Grimwood, Ethel St. Clair.
My Three Years in Manipur (with Por.
trait) 1 v.

Grohman, W. A. Baillie.
Tyrol and the Tyrolese 1 v.

Gunter, A.C. (Am.), { 1907.
Mr. Barnes of New York 1 v.

Guthrie, F. Anstey : zide Anstey,

“Guy Livingstone,” Author of |

(GeorgeAlfred Laurence), 11876,

Guy Livingstone 1 v. — Sword and
Gown 1 v. — Barren Honour 1 v, —

Border and Bastiller v.—Mauril:aDcﬁn‘g-'
1 v. — Sans Merci 2 v. — Breakin i,

Butterfly 2 v. — Anteros 2 v, —
garene 2 v,

Habberton, John (Am.).
Helen’s Babies & Other People’s Chil-
dren 1 v.— The Bowsham Puzzle 1 v,—
One Tramp; Mrs, Mayburn's Twins 1 v.

Haggard, H. Rider. 3
King Solomon’s Mines 1v. — She 2v. —
{:}u 2 v. — Allan Quatermain 2v, — The

itch’s Head 2 v. — Maiwa's Revenge
1v. — Mr. Meeson's Will 1 v. — Colonel
Quaritch, V. C. 2 v. — Cleopatra 2 v. —
Allan’s Wife 1 v.— Beatrice 2 v.— Dawn
2 v. — Montezuma's Daughter 2 v. — The
Peopleof the Mist 2 v. — Joan Haste 2 v.—
Heart of the World 2 v. — The Wizard
1 v. — Doctor Therne 1 v. — Swallow
2 v. — Black Heart and White Heart,
and Elissa 1 v. — Lysbeth 2 v. — A Winter
Pilgrimage 2 v. — Pearl-Maiden 2 v. —
Stella Fregelius 2 v. — The Brethren 2 v.
— Ayesha. The Return of *She’ 2 v, —
The Way of the Spirit 2 v. — Benita 1 v
— Fair Margaret 2 v. — The Lady of
Blossholme 1 v. — Morning Star 1 v. —
Queen Sheba’s Ring 1 v. — Red Eve 1 v.
— Marie 1 v, _

Haggard, H. Rider, & Andrew

Lang.
The World’s Desire 2 v. -

Hall, Mrs. S. C, { 1881. 3
Can Wrong be Right? 1 v, — Marian 2 9.

Hamerton, P. G, 1 1894.
Marmorne 1v. — French and English 2 v.

Hardy, Miss Iza: vide Author

“Not Easily Jealous.”
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The Hand of Ethelberta 2 v, — Far
from the Madding Crowd 2 v. —The Re-
turn of the Native 2 v. — The Trumpet-
Major 2v. — A Laodicean 2v. — Two on
a Tower 2 v. — A Pair of Blue Eyes 2 v.
— A Group of Noble Dames 1 v. — Tess
of the D' Urbervilles 2v. — Life's Little
Ironies 1 v. — Jude the Obscure 2 v.

Harland, Henry (Am,), { 1905.
The Cardinal's Souff-Box 1 v. — The
Lady Paramount 1 v.—My Friend Prospero
1 v. — The Royal End 1 v.

Harraden, Beatrice.
Ships that pass in the Night 1v. —In
Varying Moods 1 v. — Hilda Strafford,
and The Remittance Man 1 v. — The
Fowler 2 v. — Katharine Frensham 2 v.
— The Scholar’s Daughter 1 v. — Inter-

play 2 v.

Harrison, Agnes.
Martin's Vineyard 1 v.

Harrison, Mrs.: . Lucas Malet.

Harte, Bret (Am.),  1902.
Prose and Poetry (Tales of the Argo-
nauts: — The Luck of Roaring Camp;
The Outcasts of Poker Flat, etc. —
Spanish and American Legends; Con-
densed Novels; Civic and Character
Sketches: Poems) 2z v. — Idyls of the
Foothills 1 v. — Gabriel Conroy 2 v. —
Two Men of Sandy Bar 1v. — Thankful
Blossom, and other Tales 1 v. — The
Story of a Mine 1 v. — Drift from Two
Shores 1 v. — An Heiress of Red Dog,
and other Sketches 1 v. — The Twins of
Table Mountain, and other Tales 1 v. —
Jeft Briggs's Love Story, and other Tales
1 v. — I'lip, and other Stories 1 v.—On
the Frontier 1 v. — By Shore and Sedge
1 v. — Maruja 1 v. — Snow-bound at
Eagle's, and Devil's Ford 1 v. — The
Crusade of the * Excelsior” 1 v. — A
Millionaire of Rough-and - Ready, and
other Tales 1 v. — Captain Jim's Friend,
and the Argonauts of North Liberty 1 v.
— Cressy 1 v. — The Heritage of Dedlow
Marsh, and other Tales 1 v. — A Waif of
the Plains 1 v. — A Ward of the Golden
Gate 1 v. — A Sappho of Green Springs,
and other Tales 1 v. — A First Family of
Tasajara 1 v.—Colonel Starbottle’s Client,
and some other People 1 v. — Susy 1v. —

Dows, etc. 1 v. — A Protégée of

k;? Hamlin's, ete. 1 v. — The Bell-
ger of Angel's, etc. 1 v, — Clarence
3v.—In a Hollow of the Hills, and The

Devotion of Enriquea 1v. -— The Ancestors
of Peter Atherly, etc. rv.—Three

t v. — Tales of Trail and Town 1 v. —
Stories in Light and Shadow 1 v. — Mr.
JackHamlin'sMediation,xnd otherStories
1 v. — From Sand-Hill to Pine 1 v. —
Under the Redwoods 1 v. — On the Old
Trail 1 v. — Trent's Trust 2 v.

Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.),
T 1864.
The Scarlet Letter 1 vi. — Transforma-
tion (The Marble Faun) 2 v. — Passages
from his English Note-Books 2 v.

Hay, John (Am.), § 1905:2.%“The
Bread Winners,"” Author of.

Hearn, Lafcadio,  1906.
Kokoro 1 v. — Kwaidan ¢ v, — Gli
of Unfamiliar Japan (Firsf Sertes) 1 v.
— Glimpses of Unfamiliar Japan (Second
Series) 1v.— Gleanings in Buddha-Fields
1 v. — Out of the East 1v. — The Romance
of the Milky Way, etc. 1 v.

Hector, Mrs.: vide Mrs. Alex-
ander.

« Heir of Redclyfle, the,” Author
of: wide Charlotte M. Yonge.

Helps, Sir Arthur, 1875.
Friends in Council 2 v. — Ivan de Biron
2v.

Hemans, Mrs. Felicia,  1835.
Select Poetical Works 1 v,

Hewlett, Maurice.
The Forest Lovers 1 v. — Little Novels
of Italy 1 v. — The Life and Death of
Richard Yea-and-Nay 2 v. — New Can-
terbury Tales 1 v. — The Queen's Quair;
or, The Six Years’ Tragedy 2 v. — Fond
Adventures 1 v. — The Fool Errant 2 v.
— The Stooping Lady 1 v. — The Spanish
Jade 1 v. — Halfway House 2 v. — Open
Country 1 v.— Rest Harrow 1 v.— Brazen-
healiﬂ:r:Gmuv.-TheSnn‘anmytv.

Hichens, Robert.

Flames zv. — The Slave2v. — Felizav.
— The Woman with the Fan 2 v. — 1
Garden of Allah 2v. — The Black Spaniel,
and Other Stories 1 v. — The Call of the
Blood 2 v. — A Spiﬂﬁgllll Pﬁ::u l.:.-—
Barbary Sheep 1v. — a na2v,—
The S;Yell of Egypt 1 v.— The Dweller on
the Threshold 1 v.— The Fruitful Vine 2v.
— The Londoners 1 ¥.

Hobart Pasha, Admiral, { 1886.
Sketches from my Life x v.



14

Tauchnitz Edition.

Complete List.

Hobbes, John Oliver (Mrs.
Craigie) (Am.), { 1906.

The Gods, Some Mortals and Lord

Wickenham 1 v. — The Serious Wooing

1 v. — The Dream and the Business 2 v.

Hoey, Mrs. Cashel.

A Golden Sorrow 2 v. — Out of Court 2v,

Holdsworth, Annie E.
The Years that the Locust hath Eaten
1 v, — The Gods Arrive 1 v. — The Val-
ley of the GreatShadow 1 v. — Great Low-
lands 1 v. — A Garden of Spinsters 1 v.
Holme Lee: wide Harriet Parr.
Holmes, Oliver Wendell (Am.),
T 1804.
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table
1 v. — The Professor at the Breakfast-
Table 1 v. — The Poet at the Breakfast-
Table 1 v. — Over the Teacups 1 v.

Hope, Anthony (Hawkins).

Mr. Witt’s Widow 1 v. — A Change
of Air 1v. — Half a Hero 1v. — The In-
discretion of the Duchess 1 v.—The God
in the Car 1 v.— The Chronicles of Count
Antonio 1 v. — Comedies of Courtship
1 v. — The Heartof Princess Osra 1 v. —
Phroso 2 v.— Simon Dale 2 v. — Rupert
of Hentzan 1 v. — The King’s Mirror
2v.— Quisanté 1 v. — Tristram of Blent 2 v.
— The Intrusions of Peggy 2 v. — Double
Harness 2 v.— A Servant of the Public 2 v,
— Sophy of Kravonia 2 v, — Tales of Two
Peupf: 2 v.— The Great Miss Driver 2v,
— Mrs. Maxon Protests 1 v.

Hopkins, Tighe.
An Idler in Old France 1 v. — The Man
in the Iron Mask 1 v. — The Dungeons
of Old Paris 1 v. — The Silent Gate 1 v,
— The Women Napoleon Loved 1 v.

“Horace Templeton,” Authorof,
Diary and Notes 1v.

Hornung, Ernest William,

A PEride from the Bush 1 v. — Under
Two Skies 1 v. — Tiny Luttrell 1 v, —
The Boss of Taroomba 1 v. — My Lord
Duke 1 v.— Young Blood 1 v. — Some
Persons Unknown 1 v. —The Amateur

1v,—The Rogue's March v,
— The Belle of Toorak 1 v. — Peccavi 1 v,
— The Black Mask 1 v.— The Shadow of
the Rope 1 v. — No Hero 1 v. — Denis
Dent 1 v. — Irralie’s Bushranger and The
Unbidden Guest 1 v, — Stingaree 1 v, — A
Thiefin the Night 1 v. — Dead Men Tell No
Tales 1 v. — Mr. Justice es 1 v. — The
Camera Fiend 1 v. — Fathers of Men av.

“Household Words.”
Conducted by Charles Dickens. 1851-56,
36 v. —Novers and Taces reprinted from
Household Words by Charles Dickens.
1856-59. 11 v.

Houstoun, Mrs.: vide “ Recom-
mended to Mercy.”

“How to be Happy though
Married,” Author of.
How to be Happy though Married 1 v.

Howard, Blanche Willis (Am.),
T 1898.

One Summer rv. — Aunt Serena 1v. —
Guenn 2 v. —Tony, the Maid, ete. 1v,—
The Open Door 2 v,

Howard, BlancheWillis, 1898,

& William Sharp (Am.),fr9os.
A Fellowe and His Wife 1 v. g

Howells, William Dean (Am.)
A Foregone Conclusion 1 v, — Tl k
Lady of the Aroostook 1 v. — A Modern
Instance 2v.— The Undiscovered Coun
1 v.— Venetian Life (with Portrait) x
— Italian Journeys r v. — A Chance Ac-
quaintance 1v.— Their Waddingjour:ﬁ 5
1 v. — A Fearful Responsibility,
Tonelli's Marriage 1 v. — A Woman's
Reason 2v. — Dr. Breen’s Practice 1v. —
The Rise of Silas Lapham 2z v. — A Pair
of Patient Lovers 1 v. — Miss Bellard’s In-
spiration 1 v.

Hughes, Thomas, T 1898.
Tom Brown's School-Days 1 v.

Hungerford, Mrs. (Mrs. Argles),
1897.

Molly Bawn 2 v. — Mrs, Geoffrey 2 v.
— Faith and Unfaith 2 v. — Portia 2 v, —
Loys, Lord Berresford, and other Tales
1v, — Her First Appearance, and other
Tales 1v.— Phyllis 2 v. — Rossmoyne
2v.— Doris 2 v. — A Maiden all Forlorn,
etc. 1 v. — A Passive Crime, and other
Stories 1 v. — Green Pleasure and Grey
Grief 2 v. — A Mental Struggle 2 v, —
Her Week's Amusement, and Ugly
Barrington 1 v. — Lady Branksmere 2 v.
— Lady Valworth’s Diamonds 1 v, — A
Modern Circe 2 v. — Marvel 2 v. — The
Hon. Mrs, Vereker 1 v. — Under-Cur-
reats 2v. — In Durance Vile, etc. 1v.— A
Troublesome Girl, and other Stories v, —
A Life’s Remorse 2 v. — A Born Coquette
2v. —The Duchess 1 v. — Lady Verner's
Flight 1 v. — A Conquering H
and * When in Doubt” 1 v. — N
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Creina 2 v.— A Mad Prank, and other
Stories 1 v. — The Hoyden 2 v. — The
Red House Mystery 1v.— An Unsatis-
factory Lover 1 v. — Peter's Wife 2 v. —
The Three Graces 1 v. — A Tug of War
1v. — The Professor's Experiment 2 v. —
A Point of Conscience 2 v. — A Lonely
Girl 1 v. — Lovice 1v, — The Coming of
Chloe 1 v.

Hunt, Mrs.: zide Beaumont.

Hunt, Violet.
The Human Interest x v. — White Rose
of Weary Leaf 2 v. — The Wife of Alta-
mont 1 v. — Tales of the Uneasy 1 v.

Hutten, Baroness von (Am.).
The Halo 1 v.—Kingsmead 1 v.~The Lord-
ship of Love 2 v. — The Green Patchr v.
Sharrow 2 v.
Ingelow, Jean, { 1897.
Off the Skelligs 3 v. — Poems 2v. —
Fated to be Free 2 v. — Sarah de
Berenger 2 v. — Don John 2 v.

Inglis, the Hon. Lady.
The Siege of Lucknow 1 v.

Ingram, John H.: vide Poe.

Iota: wide Mrs. Caffyn.

Irving, Woashington (Am.),

1859.
The Sketch Book (with Portrait) 1 v. —
The Life of Mahomet 1 v. — Lives of the
Successors of Mahomet 1 v.—Oliver Gold-
smith 1 v. — Chronicles of Wolfert's Roost
1v. — Life of George Washington 5 v.

Jackson, Mrs. Helen (H. H.)
(Am.), T 188s.

Ramona 2 v.

Jacobs, W. W.
Many Cargoes 1 v. — The Skipper's
Wooing, and The Brown Man's Servant
1 v. — Sea Urchins 1 v, — A Master of
Craft 1 v. — Light Freights 1 v. — AtSun-
wich Port 1 v.— The Lady ofthe Barge 1v.
— 0dd Craft 1 v. — Dialstone Lane 1 v.
— Captains All £ v, — Short Cruises 1 v.
— Salthaven 1 v. — Sailors’ Knots 1 v. —
Ship’s Company 1 v.

James, Charles T. C.
Holy Wedlock 1 v.

James, G. P. R,  1860.
Morley Ernstein (with Portrait) rv. —
Forest Days 1 v. — The False Heir 1 v.—
a Stuart 1 v. — Rose d'Albret

1v.— Arrah Neil 1 v.— Agincourt 1 v. —
The Smuggler 1 v. — The Step-Mother
2 v, — Beauchamp 1 v. — Heidelberg

1 v. — The Gipsy 1 v. — The Castle of
Ebrenstein 1 v, — Darnley 1 v. — Rimssell
2 v. — The Convict 2 v. — Sir Theodore
Broughton 2 v.

James, Henry {Amrz
The American 2 v. — The Europeans
1 v. — Daisy Miller; An International
Episode ; Four Meetings 3 v. — Roderick
Hudson 2 v. —The Madonna of the
Future, etc. 1 v. — Eugene Pickering,
etc. 1 v. — Confidence 1 v, — hi
ton Square, etc. 2 v.— The Portrait of a
Lady 3 v. — Foreign Parts 1v. — French
Poets and Novelists 1 v. — The Siege of
London; The Point of View; A Pas-
sionate Pilgrim 1 v. — Portraits of Places
1 v. — A Little Tour in France 1v. —The
Finer Grain 1 v. — The Outery 1 v,

James, Winifred.
Bachelor Betty 1 v.

Jeaffreson, J. Cordy.

A Book about Doctors 2 v. — A
Woman in spite of Herself 2 v. — The
Real Lord Byron 3 v.

Jenkin, Mrs. Charles, { 188s.
«Who Breaks—Pays” 1 v. — Skir-
mishing 1 v. — Once and Again 2 v.—
Two French Marriages 2 v. — Within an
Ace 1 v. — Jupiter’s Daughters 1 v.

Jenkins, Edward.

Ginx's Baby, his Birth and other Mis-
fortunes ; Lord Bantam 2 v.

“Jennie of ‘The Prince’s,’”
Author of: vide B. H. Buxton.

Jerome, Jerome K.
The Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow
1 v.— Diary of a Pilgrimage, and Six
Essays 1v. — Novel Notestv. — Sketches
in Lavender, Blue and Green 1 V. —
The Second Thoughts of an Idle Fellow
1 v. — Three Men on the Pummel 1 v. —
Paul Kelver 2 v. — Tea-Table Talk = v.
— Tommyand Co.1v.— Idle Ideasin rgo{
1 v. — The Passing of the Third Floor Bac!

1 v. — The Angel and the Author—and
Others 1 v. — Theyand I, 1 v.

Jerrold, Douglas, { 1857.
History of St. Giles and St. James
2 v, — Men of Character 2 v.

“John Halifax, Gml.lem?n."

Author of: vide Mrs. Craik

Johnny Ludlow: wide Mrs

Henry Wood.

ohnson, Samuel, T 1784.
Lives of the English Poels 2 v.
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Jolly, Emily.

Colonel Dacre 2 v.
“Joshua Davidson,” Author of:
wvide Mrs. E, Lynn Linton.

Kavanagh, Miss Julia, { 1877.
Nathalie 2 v. — Daisy Burns 2 v, —
Grace Lee 2 v. — Rachel Gray 1v. —
Adéle 3 v. — A Summer and Winter in
the Two Sicilies 2 v.— Seven Years, and
other Tales 2 v. — French Women of
Letters 1 v.— English Women of Letters
1 v, — Queen Mab 2 v. — Beatrice 2 v. —
Sybil's Second Love 2 v. — Dora 2 v. —
Silvia 2 v. — Bessie 2 v. — John Dorrien
3 ¥v. — Two Lilies 2 v, — Forget-me-nots
2 v. — Vide Series for the Young, p. 29,

Keary, Annie, 1 1879.
Oldbury 2 v. — Castle Dalyzv.
Keary, C. F.
The Mount 1 v.

Keeling, D'Esterre-: z. Esterre,

Kempis, Thomas a.
The Imitation of Christ. Translated
from the Latin by W. Benham, 8.0. 1 v.

Kimball,RichardB.(Am.},yng.

Saint Leger 1 v. — Romance of Student
Life Abroad 1 v. — Undercurrents 1 v, —
Was he Successful? xv, — To-Day in New
York x v,

Kinglake, A. W., 1 1891.
Eothen 1 v. — The Invasion of the
Crimea 14 v.

Kingsley, Charles, 1 1875.
Yeast 1 v, — Westward hol 2v. — Two
Years ago 2 v. — Hypatia 2 v. — Alton
Locke 1 v.— Hereward the Wake 2 v, —
At Last 2 v. — His Letters and Memories
of his Life, edited by his Wife 2 v.

Kingsley, Henry, 1 1876.
Ravenshoe 2 v. — Austin Elliot 1 v. —
Geoffry Hamlyn 2 v. — The Hillyars and

" the Burtons 2 v. — Leighton Court 1 v, —
Valentin 1 v. — Oakshott Castle 1 v, —
Reginald Hetherege 2 v. — The Grange
Garden 2 v.

Kinross, Albert. .

An Opera and Lady Grasmere 1 v.

Kipling, Rudyard.

Plain Tales from the Hills 1 v. — The
Second Jungle Book 1 v, — The Seven
Seas 1 v. — “Captains Courageous”’
1 v.— The Day's Work 1 v. — A Fleet
in Being 1v.—Stalky & Co. 1v.— From
Sea to 2 v. —The City of Dreadful
Night 1v. — Kim 1v. — Just So Stories 1 v.

— The Five Nations 1 v. — Traffics and
Discoveries 1 v. — Puck of Pook's Hill 1 v,
~— Actions and Reactions 1 v. — Rewards
and Fairies 1 v.
Laffan, May.
Flitters, Tatters, and the Counsellor 1 v,
Lamb, Charles, 1 1834.
The Essays of Llia and Eliana x v.
Lang, Andrew: wide H. Rider
Haggard.
Langdon, Mary (Am.).
Ida May z v.
“Last of the Cavaliers, the,”
Author of (Miss Piddington).
The Last of the Cavaliers 2 v. — The
Gain of a Loss 2 v. 3
&aszowska, Mme de: 2zide E.
Gerard. i
Laurence, George Alfred: wide
“Guy Livingstone.” '
Lawless, the Hon. Emily.
Hurrish 1 v. 3
Lee, Holme: vide Harriet Parr,
Lee, Vernon. "
Pnpel[iacymh, etc, 1v.— Genius Loci, and
The Enchanted Woods 1 v. — Hortus
Vitae, and Limbo 1 v. — The Spirit of
anitas

Rome, and Laurus Nobilis 1 v. —
Tl 4

Le Fanuy, J. 8,  1873.
Uncle Silas 2 v. — Guy Deverell 2 v.

Lemon, Mark, 1 1870. 3
Wait for the End 2 v. — Loved at Last
2 v. — Falkner Lyle z v. — Leyton Hall,
and other Tales 2 v. — Golden Fetters 2 v.

Lever, Charles, 7 1872.

The O'Donoghue 1v. — The Knight of
Gwynne 3 v. — Arthur O’Leary 2 v. —

Harry Lorrequer 2 v. — Charles O"Mal-
ley 3 v. — Tom Burke of “ Ours” 3v. —
Jack Hinton 2 v. — The Daltons 4 v. —
The Dodd Family Abroad 3 v. — The
Martins of Cro' Martin 3 v. — The For-
tunes of Glencore 2 v. — Roland Cashel
3v.— Davenport Dunn 3v. — Confessions
of Con Cregan 2 v,— One of Them 2 v.
Maurice Tiernay 2 v. — Sir Jasper Carew

2 v. — Barrington 2v. — A Day’s Ride
2v.— Luttrellof Arran 2 v. — Tony Butler
2v. — Sir Brook Fossbrooke 2 v. — The
Bramleighs of Bishop’s Folly 2 v.
Rent in a Cloud 1 v. — That Boy of Ni

cott’s 1 v, — St. Patrick’s Eve;
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Gosslett's Confessions 1 v. — Lord Kil-
gobbin 2 V.

Levett-Yeats, S,

The Honour of Savelli 1 v. — The
Chevalier d'Auriac 1 v. — The Traitor's
Way 1 v. — The Lord Protector 1 v. —
COrraun I V.

Lewes, G. H., T 1878,
Ranthorpe 1 v. — The Physiology of
Common Life 2 v. — On Actors and the
Art of Acting 1 v.

Linton, Mrs. E. Lynn, 1 1898.
The true History of Joshua Davidson
1 v. — Patricia Kemball z v. — The
Atonement of Leam Dundas 2 v. — The
World well Lost 2 v. — Under which
Lord? 2 v. — With a Silken Thread, and
other Stories 1 v. — Todhunters’ at Loan-
in' Head, and other Stories 1 v. — *
Lovel!” 2v.— The Girl of the Periody.
and other Social Essays 1 v. — Ione 2 v.

Lockhart, L. W. M., T 1882.
Mine is Thine 2 v.

Loftus, Lord Augustus.
Dipl ic Remini 1837 - 1862

{with Portrait) 2 v.
London, Jack (Am.).
Burning Daylight x v. — The Call of the
Wild 1 v, —{Vheu God Laughs 1 v. — The
Sea Wolf 2 v.
Longard, Mmede: 2. D. Gerard.
Longfellow, Henry Wads-

worth (Am.), T 1882.

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 3 v. —
The Divine Comedy of Dante Alighieri
3v. — The New-England Tragedies 1 v.
— The Divine Tragedy 1 v. — Flower-de-
Luce, and Three Books of Song 1v. — The
Masque of Pandora, and other Poems 1 v.

Lonsdale, Margaret.
Sister Dora (with Portrait) 1 v.

Lorimer, George Horace (Am.).
Letters from a Self-Made Merchant to his
Son 1 v. — Old Gorgon Graham 1 v. —
Jack Spurloclk, Prodigal 1 v.

“Lost Battle, a,” Author of.
A Lost Battle 2 v.

Lowndes, Mrs. Belloc.
The Uttermost Farthing 1 v. — Studies in

ives 1 v. — When No Man Pursueth 1 v.
= Jane Oglander 1 v. — The Chink in the

our 1 v.
Lubbock, Sir John (Lord Ave-
bury).

The Pleasures of Life 1 v. — The Beau-

17

ties of Nature (with Tllustrations) 3 v, —
The Use of Life 1 v, — Scenery of Switzer-
land (with Illustrations) 2 v, — Essays and
Addresses 1900-1903 1 v. — On geﬂca
and Happiness 1 v,

“Lutfullah”: vide Eastwick.

Lyall, Edna, 1 1903.
We Two 2 v. — Donovan 2z v. — In
the Golden Days 2 v. — Knight-Errant
2 v. — Won by Waiting 2 v. — Wagylaring
Men 2 v. — Hope the Hermit 2 v. —
Doreen 2 v. — In Spite of All 2 v. — The
Hinderers 1 v.

Lytton, Lord: vide E. Bulwer.
Lytton, Robert Lord (Owen
Meredith), ¥ 18g1.

Poems 2 v. — Fables in Song 2 v.

Maartens, Maarten.
The Sin of Joost Avelingh 1 v. — An
Old Maid's Love 2 v. — God's Fool 2 v.
— The Greater Glory 2v. — My Lady
Nobody 2 v. — Her Memory 1 v.— Some
Women I have known 1 v. — My Poor
Relations 2 v. — Dorothea 2 v. — The
Healers 2 v. — The Woman’s Victory, and
Other Stories 2 v. — The New Religion 2 v.
— Brothers All 1 v.—The Price of Lis Doris
2v.—Harmen Pols : Peasant 1 v.—Eveaw.

MCAulay, Allan (Am.): wide
Kate Douglas Wiggin.

Macaulay, Lord,  1859.
History of England (with Portrait) 10 v.
— Critical and Historical Essays 5 v. —
Lays of Ancient Rome 1 v. —
2 v. — Biographical Essays 1 v. — Wi
liam Pitt, Atterbury 1 v. — (See
Trevelyan).

M Carthy, Justin.
The Waterdale Neighbours 2 v. —
Dear Lady Disdain 2 v. — Miss Misan-
thrope 2 v. — A History of our Own Times
5 v. — Donna Quixote 2 v. — A Short
History of our Own Times 2 v.— A
History of the Four Georges. Vols. 1 &
2. — A History of our Own Times. Vols.
6 & 7 (supplemental). — A H'ulor{rnf the
Four Georges and of William IV, Vols. 3,
4 & 5 (supplemental). — A Short History
of our Own Times. Vol. 3 (supplemental).

Mac Donald, George,  1905.
Alec Forbes of Howglen 2 ¥v. — Annals
of a Quiet Neighbourhood A David
Elginbrod 2 v. — The Vicar’s Daughter
2 v, — Malcolm 2 v. — St. George and
| St. Michael 2 v. — The Marquis of
| Lossio 3 v, — Sir Gibbie 8 v. — Macy

e
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Marston 2 v. — The Gifts of the Child
Christ, and other Tales 1 v. — The Prin-
cess and Curdie 1 v. e
Mackarness, Mrs,, § 1881.
Sunbeam Stories 1 v. — A Peerless
Wife 2 v. — A Mingled Yarn 2 v.
Mackay, Eric, T 1898.
Love Letters of a Violinist, and other
Poems 1 v.

ME€Knight,Charles(Am.),{188T1.
0ld Fort Duguesne 2z v,

Maclaren, lan, 1 1907.
Beside the Bonnie Brier Bush 1 v. —
The Days of Auld Langsyne 1 v. — His
Majesty Baby 1 v.

Macleod, Fiona, f 1905.
Wind and Wave 1 v. — The Sunset of Old
Tales 1 v.

Macleod, Norman, § 1872.
The Old Lieutenant and his Son 1 v.

Macpherson, James, T 1796:
vide Ossian.

Macquoid, Mrs.
Patty 2 v. — Miriam's Marriage 2 v. — Pic-
tures across the Channel 2v. — Too Soon
1 v, — My Story 2 v.— Diane 2 v.— Beside
the River 2 v. — A Faithful Lover 2 v.

“Mademoiselle Mori,” Author

of (Miss Roberts).

Mademoiselle Mori 2 v. — Denise 1v.
— Madame Fontenoy 1 v. — On the
Edge of the Storm 1 v. — The Atelier du
Lys 2 v. — In the Olden Time 2 v.

Mahon, Lord: vide Stanhope.
Maine, E. S.
Scarscliff Rocks 2 v.

Malet, Sir Edward.
Shifting Scenes 1 v.

Malet, Lucas (Mrs. Mary St
Leger Harrison).

Colonel Enderby's Wife 2 v. — The
History of Sir Richard Calmady 3 v. — The
Far rizon 2 v. — The Score 1 v, —
Adrian Savage 2 v.

Malmesbury, the Earl of.
Memoirs of an Ex-Minister 3 v.

Mann, Mary E.

A Winter's Tale 1 v. — The Cedar
Star 1 v.

Mansfield, Robert Blachford.
The Log of the Water Lily z v.

Mark Twain: zide Twain,

“Marmorne,” Author of: wide
P. G. Hamerton.

Marryat, Capt., T 1848,
Jacob Faithful (with Portrait) 1= v, —
Percival Keene 1v. — Peter Simple 1v. —
aphet in Search of a Father 1 v, —

onsieur Violet 1 v. — The Settlers in
Canada 1 v. — The Mission 1v. — The
Privateer's-Man 1 v, — The Children of
the New-Forest 1 v. — Valerie 1 v. —
Mr. Midshipman Easy 1 v.— The King's
Own 1 v.

Marryat, Florence, { 1899. 3
Love's Conflict 2 v. — For Ever and
Ever 2 v. — The Confessions of Gerald
Estcourt 2 v. — Nelly Brooke 2 v,
Véronique 2 v. — Petronel 2 v. —
Lord and Master 2 v. — The Prey of
Gods 1 v. — Life and Letters of Ca
Marryat 1 v. — Mad Dumaresq 2 v.
No Intentions 2 v. — Fighting the
2v. — A Star and a Heart; An Utter
possibility 1 v. — The Poison of
and other Stories 1 v. — A
pointment, and other Stories 1 v, —
own Child"’ 2 v. — Her Father’s Na
2v. — A Harvest of Wild Oats 2 v
A Little Stepson 1 v. — Written in F
2 v, — Her World against a Lie 2 v.
A PBroken Blossom 2 v. — The 0
a]l Evil 2 v. — The Fair-haired Alda zv.
With Cupid’s Eyes 2 v. — My Sister the
Actress 2 v, — Phyllida 2 v. — How th
loved Him 2 v. — Facing the Fom.;jfh_h
(with Portraitj2v. — A Moment of Mad-
ness, and other Stories 1 v. — The Ghost
of Charlotte Cray, and other Stories
1 v. — Peeress and Player 2 v. — Under
the Lilies and Roses 2 v. — The Heart
of Jane Warner 2 v, — The Heir Pre-
sumptive 2 v. — The Master Passion 2
— Spiders of Society 2 v. — Driven to B
2 v. — A Daughter of the Tropics 2 v
Gentleman and Courtier 2 v. — On Cir-
cumstantial Evidence 2 v. — Mount Eden.
A Romance 2 v. — Blindfold 2 v. — A
Scarlet Sin 1 v. — A Bankrupt Heart2
— The Spirit World 1 v. — The Bea
Soul 1 v. — At Heart a Rake 2 v.
The Strange Trausfiguration of Han
Stubbs 1 v. — The Dream that Sta
2 v. — A Passing Madness 1 v. —
Blood of the Vampire 1 v. — A Soul
Fire 1 v. — Iris the Avenger 1 v.

Marsh, Mrs. Anne, { 1874.

Ravenscliffe 2 v. — Emilia W
2v. — Castle Avon 2 v. — Aubrey
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:l'_h-c_H eiress of Haughton 2 v. — Evelyn
Marston 2 V. — The Rose of Ashurst 2 v.

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, | 1899.
Vrs. Mainwaring’s Journal 1 w. —
Benvenuta 1 v. — Lady Alice 1 v. —
Dayspring 1 V. — Life's Aftermath 1 v. —
In the East Country x v. — No.XIII; or,
The Story of the Lost Vestal 1 v. — In
Four Reigns 1 v. — On the Banks of the
Ouse 1 v. — In the City of Flowers 1 v. —
Alma 1 v. — Under Salisbury Spire 1 v.
— The End Crowns All 1 v. — Winchester
Meads 1 v. — Eventide Light t v. —
Winiirede's Journal 1 v. — Bristol Eells
1 v. — In the Service of Rachel Lady
Russell t v. — A Lily among Thorns 1 v.
— Penshurst Castle 1 v. — Kensington
Palace 1 v. — The White King's Daughter
1v. — The Master of the Musicians 1 v.
— An Escape from the Tower 1 v. — A
Haunt of Ancient Peace 1 v. — Castle
Meadow 1 v. — In the Choir of West-
minster Abbey 1 v. — The Young Queen
of Hearts 1 v. — Under the Dome of St.
Paul's 1 v. — The Parson's Daughter
Iv.

Mason, A. E. W.
The Four Feathers 2 v. — Miranda of
the Balcony 1 v. — The Courtship of Mor-
rice Buckler 2 v. — The Truants 2 v. —
The Watchers 1 v. — Running Water 1 v.
— The Broken Road 1 v. — At the Villa
Rose 1 v, — The Turnstile 2 v.

Mathers, Helen (Mrs. Henry

Reeves).

“Cherry Ripe!” 2 v. — “Land o' the
Leal” 1v.— My Lady Green Sleeves 2v.
— As he comes up the Stair, etc. 1v, —
Sam's Sweetheart 2 v.— Eyre's Acquittal
2 v.— Found Out 1v. — Murder or Man-
slaughter? 1 v. — The Fashion of this
World (80 PL.)—Blind Justice, and ** Who,
ing dead, f:t Speaketh '’ 1 v. — What
the Glass Told, and A Study of a Woman
tv. — Bam Wildfire 2 v. — Becky 2 v. —
Cinders 1 v. — ** Honey"' 1 v. — Griff of
Griffithscourt 1 v.— The New Lady Teazle,
and Other Stories and Essays 1 v. — The
an 1v. — Tally Ho! 2 v. — Pigskin
and Petticoat 2 v. — Gay Lawless 1 v. —

Love the Thief 1 v.

Maurice, Colonel.
The Balance of Military Power in
Europe 1 v.

Maurier, George du, 1 1896.
Trilby 2 v. — The Martian 2 v.

Maxwell, Mrs.:v. MissBraddon.

Maxwell, W. B.
The Ragged Messenger 2 v.—The Guarded
Flame 2 v. — Mrs. Thompson 1 v. — The
Rest Cure 1 v. — In Cotton Wool 2 v.
“Mehalah”: v, Baring-Gould.

Melville, George J. Whyte,
T 1878.
Kate Coventry 1 v. — Holmby House
2 v, — Digby Grand t v. — Good for No-
thing 2 v. — The Queen’s Maries 2 v. —
The Gladiators 2 v. — The Brookes of
Bridlemere 2 v. — Cerise 2 v. — The
Interpreter 2 v.— The White Rose 2v. —
M. or N. 1 v. — Contraband 1 v. —
Sarchedon 2 v, — Um:|=ﬂ:bn 2 v, —
Katerfelto t v, — Sister Louise 1 v, —
Raosine 1 v. — Roys' Wife 2 v. — Black
but Comely 2 v, —Riding Recollections 1v.
Memorial Volumes: vide Five
Centuries(vol. 500); The New
Testament (vol. 1000); Henry
Morley (vol. 2000).

Meredith, George, T 1909,
The Ordeal of Richard Feverel z v. —
Beauchamp's Career 2 v. — The Tragic
Comedians 1 v. — Lord Ormont and bis
Aminta 2 v. — The Amazing Marriage2v.
— The Egoist 2 v.

Meredith, Owen: vide Robert
Lord Lytton.

Merrick, Leonard.
The Man who was good 1 v. — This
Stage of Fools 1v. — Cynthia 1 v. — Cuoe
Man's View t v. — The Actor-Manager
t v. — The Worldlings 1 v.— When Love
fiies out o’ the Window 1 v. — Conrad in

Quest of His Youth 1 v. — The Quaint
Companions 1 v.—Whi about Women
1 v. — The House of ynch 1 v, — The

Man who Understood Women, etc. 1v. —
All the World Wondered, etc. 1v. — The
Position of Peggy Harper 1 v.
Merriman, Henry Seton, 1903
Young Mistley x v. ners and
Captives 2 v. — From One Generation to
Another 1 v. —With Exgg;d;'ro:ﬂzn v.i;
The Sowers 2 v. — Filotsam Y —
Ke:lar'l ';‘entl 1 v.— Roden's Cornec
1v,— TheIsle o!‘l‘l’rnrlui 1v.—The Velvet
Glove 1 v. —The Vultures 1v.—
of the Guard 1 v. — Tomaso’s Fortune, and
Other Stories 1 v. — The Last Hope 2 v.

Merriman, H.S., &S.G. Tallen-

tyre.
The Money-Spinaer, etc. 1 ¥.
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Milne, James.
The Epistles of Atkins 1 v,

Milton, John, | 1674.
Poetical Works 1 v.

“ Miss Molly,” Author of.
Geraldine Hawthorne 1 v.

“Molly Bawn,” Author of: wide
Mrs. Hungerford.

Montgomery, Florence.
Misunderstood 1 v. — Thrown To-
gether 2v. — Thwarted 1 v. — Wild Mike
1 v. — Seaforth 2 v. — The Blus Veil
1 v. — Transformed 1 wv. — The Fisher-
man's Daughter, etc. 1 v. — Colonel
Norton 2 v. — Prejudged 1 v. — An Un-
shared Secret, and Other Tales 1 v,

Moore, Frank Frankfort.
[ Forbid the Banns” 2 v. — A Gray
Eye or So 2 v. — One Fair Daughter
2 v. — They Call it Love 2 v. — The
Jessamy Bride 1 v. — The Millionaires 1 v.
— Nell Gwyn—Comedian 1 v.— A Damsel
or Two 1 v, — Castle Omeragh 2 v. — Ship-
mates in Sunshine 2 v. — The Original
Woman 1 v. — The White Causeway 1 v.—
The Artful Miss Dill 1 v. — The Marriage
Lease 1 v. — An Amateur Adventuress 1 v,
— Priscilla and Charybdis 1 v. — The Food
of Love 1 v.— The Laird of Craig Athol 1 v.
— The Marriage of Barbara 1 v. — The
Narrow Escape of Lady Hardwell 1 v.

Moore, George.
Celibates 1 v. — Evelyn Innes 2 v. — Sister
Teresa 2 v.—The Untilled Field 1 v.—Con-
fessionsof aYoung Man 1 v.—The Lake 1 v.
—Memoirs of my Dead Life 1 v.—Averv,
— Spring Days 1 v. — Salve 1 v,

Moore, Thomas, { 1852.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v.

Morgan, Lady, t 1859.
Memoirs 3 v.

Morley, Henry, { 1894.
Of English Literature in the Reign of
Victoria. With Facsimiles of the Signa-
tures of Authors in the Tauchnitz Edition
(v. 2000, published 1881) 1 v.

Morris, William.
A Selection from his Poems 1 v.

Morrison, Arthur.
Tales of Mean Streets 1 v. — A Child
of the Jago 1 v. — To London Town 1 v.
— Cunning Murrell 1 v.— The Holeinthe
‘Wall 1 v. — The Green Eye of Goona 1 v.
— Divers Vanities 1 v, — i v,

Muirhead, James Fullarton.
The Land of Contrasts 1 v,

Mulock, Miss: zide Mrs. Craik
Murray, David Christie.
Rainbow Gold 2 v.
Murray, Grenville: z. Grenville,
“My Little Lady,” Author of:
vide E. Frances Poynter.

New Testament, the.
The Authorised English Version, with
Introduction and Various Readings from
the three most celebrated Manuscripts of
the Original Text, by Constantine Tischen-
dorf (vol. 1000, published 186g) r v. /

Newby, Mrs. C. J.

Common Sense 2 v.
Newman, Dr. J. H. (
Newman), { 1390.
Callista 1 v.
Nicholls, Mrs.: wide Currer B
“Nina Balatka,” Author
vide Anthony Trollope.

“No Church,” Author of

Robinson).
No Church 2 v. — Owen :—a Waif 2

Noel, Lady Augusta.
From Generation to Generation 1 v.
Hithersea Mere 2 v,

Norris, Frank (Am.), 1 1902.
The Octopus 2 v. — The Pit 2 v.

Norris, W. E.
My Friend Jim 1 v. — A Bache
Blunder 2z v. — Majorand Minor 2
The Rogue 2 v, — Miss Shafto 2v. —
Fenton 1 v. — Misadventure 2 v. —
Ann's 1 v. — A Victim of Goed L
1 v. — The Dancer in Yellow 1 v. —
Clarissa Furiosa 2 v. — Marietta's
riage 2 v. — The Fight for the Cro
1v.— TheWidower 1 v.—Giles Ingilby
— The Flower of the Flock 1 v. —
Own Father 1 v.— The Credit of the nf

Nature's Comedian 1 v.— Nigel'sVo
1 v.— Barham of Beltana 1 v. — Harry
Ursula 1 v. — The Square Peg 1 W.
Pauline 1 v. — The Perjurer 1 v. —
Guilty 1 v. — Vittoria Victrix 1 v, — P
Paragon 1 v.
Norton, Hon. Mrs., T 1877
Stuart of Dunleath 2 v. — Lost
Saved 2 v. — Old Sir Douglas 2 v.
“Not Easily Jealous,” Aut
(Miss Iza Hardy).

Not Easily Jealous 2 v,
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_-;Novels and Tales”: wide
« Household Words.”

O'Conor Eccles, Charlotte (Hal
Godirey).
The Rejuvenation of Miss Semaphore 1 v.
— The Matrimonial Lottery 1 v.

Oldmeadow, Ernest.
Susan 1 V.

Oliphant, Laurence, 1 1888.
Altiora Peto 2v. — Masollam 2 v.

Oliphant, Mrs., { 1897.
The Last of the Mortimers 2 v. — Mrs.
Margaret Maitland 1 v. — Agnes 2 v. —
Madonna Mary 2 v. — The Minister's
Wife 2 v. — The Rector and the Doctor’s
Family 1 v. — Salem Chapel 2 v. — The
Perpetual Curate 2 v, — Miss Marjori-
banks 2 v. — Ombra 2 v. — Memoir of
Count de Montalembert2v. — May2 v, —
Innocent 2 v. — For Love and Life 2v. —
A Rose in June 1 v. — The Story of
Valentine and his Brother 2 v. — White-
ladies 2 v.— The Curate in Charge 1v.—
Pheebe, Junior 2 v. — Mrs, Arthur2 v, —
Cariti 2 v. — Young Musgrave 2 v. —
The Primrose Path 2 v. — Within the
Precincts 3 v. — The Greatest Heiress in
England 2 v. — He that will not when he
may 2 v.— Harry Joscelyn z v.— In Trust
2v.— Itwas a Loverand his Lass 3 v. —
The Ladies Lindores j v. — Hester jv. —
The Wizard’s Son 3v. — A Country Gen-
tleman and his Family 2 v. — Neighbours
on the Green 1v, — The Duke's Daughter
1 v.— The Fugitives 1 v. — Kirsteen 2 v.
~— Life of Laurence Oliphant and of Alice
Oliphant, hisWif. 2v.—The Little Pilgrim
in the Unseen 1 v.—The Heir Presumptive
and theHeir Apparent 2v.—The Sorceress
2 v. — Sir Robert's Fortune 2 v. — The
Ways of Life 1 v. — Old Mr.Tredgold 2 v.

“One who has kept a Diary”:
vide George W. E. Russell

Orczy, Baroness.
Petticoat Government 1 v. — The Scarlet
Pimpernel 1 v, — I will Repay 1 v, — The
Elusive Pimpernel 1v.—Fire in Stubble 2 v.
~—A TrueWoman 1 v.— Meadowsweet 1 v.
Osbourne, Lloyd (Am.).
Baby Bullet 1 v. — Wild Justice 1v.—The
otormaniacs 1 v. — Harm's Way 1 v. —
The Kingdoms of the World 1 v.
Ossian.
The Poems of Ossian.
Jm&s iléacphemn 1v.
uida, T 1908.
Tdalia 2 v. jTrir:otrin 2v. — Puck 2 v.—

Translated by

Chandos 2 v. — Strathmore 3 v. — Under
two Flags 2 v. — Folle-Farine 2 v. — A
Leaf in the Storm; A Dog of Flanders:
A Branch of Lilac; A Provence Rose
1v, — Cecil Castlemaine’s Gage, and other
Novelettes 1 v, — Madame la Marquise,
and other Novelettes x v. — Pascarél 2 v,
— Held in Bondage 2 v. — Two little
Wooden Shoes 1 v.— Signa (with Portrait)
3v.—InaWinter City 1v.—Ariadniav.—
Friendship 2 v. — Moths 3 v, — Pipistrello,
and other Stories 1 v. — A Village Com-
mune 2 v. — In Maremma 3 v. — Bimbi
1v. — Wanda 3 v. — Frescoes and other
Stories 1v. — Princess Napraxine 3v. —
Othmar 3v. — A Rainy June (60Pf.). Don
Gesualdo (6o PL). — A House Partyzv. —
Guilderoy 2 v.— Syrlin 3 v.— Ruffino, and
other Stories 1 v. — Santa B:r\um
1 v. — Two Offenders 1 v. — The
Christ, etc. rv. — Toxin, and other P

1 v. — Le Selve, and Tonia 1 v. —
Massarenes 2 v. — An Altroist, and Four
Essays 1 v. — 1 ’ other
Stories 1 v. — The Waters of Edera 1 v.
— Street Dust, and Other Stories 1 v. —

Critical Studies r v. — i us 2 v.
“Qutcasts, the,” Author of: vide
“Roy Tellet.”
Pain, Barry.

The Exiles of Faloo 1 v, — Stories in Grey
1 v. — Stories without Tears 1 v.

Parker, Sir Gilbert.
The Battle of the Strn:? 2v. — Donovan
Pasha, & Some People 1v.—The
Seatsof the Mighty 2 v.— eAVErs2 V.

Parr, Harriet (Holme ILee),

1 1900.

Basil Godfrey'sCaprice2v. — For Richer,
for Poorer 2 v. — 1he Beautiful Miss Bar-
rington 2 v. — Her Title of Honour 1 v, —
Echoes of a Famous Year 1 v. — Kathe-
rine's Trial ¥ v. — The Vm.-'ihd- of
Bessie Fairfax 2 v.— Ben Milner'sWooing.
1 v.— Straightforward 2 ¥.— Denys
of Cote 2 v. — A Poor Squire 1 v.

Parr, Mrs. i
Dorothy Fox 1 v. — 1he o
Pil;phiﬂl‘.lu 2v. — The Gosau Smithy, etc.
1 v. — Robin 2v. — Loyalty George 2 v.

Paston, George. 5
A Study in Prejudices 1 v. — A Fair
Deceiver 1 v.

Pasture, Mrs.GTHenry g: la.

Lonely Lady of Grosvenor Square 1 v.
-T—he'l'h:nagey night 1 v. — Cathenine’s
Child 1 v. — Master Christopher 2 v.
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Paul, Mrs.: vide “ Still Waters.”

“Paul Ferroll,” Author of (Mrs.
Caroline Clive), 1 1873.

Paul Ferroll 1 v. — Year after Year 1 v.
— Why Paul Ferroll killed his Wife 1 v.

Payn, James, 1 1898,

Found Dead 1 v. — Gwendoline’s Har-
vest 1 v. — Like Father, like Son 2 v. —
Not Wooed, but Won 2 v. — Cecil's Tryst
1 v. — A Woman's Vengeance 2 v. —
Murphy’s Master 1 v. — In the Heart of
a Hill, and other Stories 1 v. — At Her
Mercy 2 v, — The Best of Husbands 2 v. —
Walter’'s Word 2 v. — Halves 2 v. —
Fallen Fortunes 2 v. — What He cost Her
2v. — By Proxy 2 v. — Less Black than
we're Painted 2 v. — Under one Roof
2 v. — High Spirits x v. — High Spirits
(Second Series) 1 v. — A Confidential
Agent2v. — From Exile 2v. — A Grape
from a Thorn 2 v. — Some Private Views
1v. — For Cash Only 2v. — Kit: A Me-
mory 2 v. — The Canon’s Ward (with
Portrait) 2 v. — Some Literary Re-
collections 1 v. — The Talk of the Town
1 v. — The Luck of the Darrells 2 v. —
The Heir ofthe Ages 2 v.— Holiday Tasks
1v. — Glow-Worm Tales (First Series)
1v.—Glow-Worm Tales (Second Series)
1 v. — A Prince of the Blood 2 v, — The
M of Mirbridge 2 v, — The Burnt
Million 2 v. — The Word and the Will
2 v. — Sunny Stories, and some Shady
Ones 1 v. — A Modern Dick Whitting-
ton 2 v. — A Stumble on the Threshold
2v. — A Trying Patient 1 v. — Gleams
of Memory, and The Eavesdropper 1 v. —
In Market Overt 1 v. —The Disappear-
ance of George Driffell, and other Tales
1 v. — Another's Burden etc. 1 v. — The
Backwater of Life, or Essays of a Literary
Veteran 1 v.

Peard, Frances Mary.

One Year2v,—The Rose-Garden 1v. —
Unawares 1 v. — Thorpe Regis 1v. — A
Winter Story r v. — A Madrigal, and
other Stories 1 v. — Cartouche 1 v, —
Mother Molly 1 v. — Schloss and Town
2 v. — Contradictions 2 v. — Near Neigh-
bours 1 v. — Alicia Tennant 1 v. — Ma-
dame’s Granddaughter 1 v. — Donna
Teresa 1 v. — Number One and Number
Two 1 v, — The Ring from Jaipur 1 v, —
The Flying Months 1 v.

Pemberton, Max.

The Imp: able Ci?vnr. — A Woman
of Kronstadt 1 v. — The Phantom Army

t v. — The Garden of Swords 1 v. — The
Footsteps of a Throne 1 v. — Pro Patrif 1 v,
— The Giant's Gate 2 v. — I crown thes
King 1 v.— The House under the Sea 1 v,
— The Gold Wolf 1 v.— Doctor Xavierz v,
— Red Morn 1 v, — Beatrice of Venice 2 v,
— Mid the Thick Arrows 2 v. — My Sword
for Lafayette 1 v. — The Lady Evelyn 1 v,
— The Diamond Ship r v. — The Lodestar
1 v. — Wheels of Anarchy 1 v. — Love
the Harvester 1 v. — The Adventures of
Captain Jack 1 v. — White Walls 1 v, —
The Show Girl = v.

Percy, Bishop Thomas, T1811.
Religues of Auncient English Poetry 3v.

Perrin, Alice.

Idolatry 1 v. — The Charm 1 v. — The
Anglo-Indians 1 v.

Philips, F. C.
As in a Looking Glass 1 v. — The Dean
and his Daughter 1 v.— Lucy Smith 1 v, —
A Lucky Young Woman 1 v. — Jack and
ThreeJills 1 v.— Little Mrs. Murray 1 v.—
Young Mr. Ainslie's Courtshiprv.—Social
Vicissitudes 1 v. — Extenuating Circom-
stances, and A French Marri IV, —
More Social Vicissitudes 1v. — Constance
2 v. — That Wicked Mad'moiselle, ete.
1 v. — A Doctor in Difficulties, etc.xv.—
Black and White 1 v. — ““One Never
Knows" 2 v. — Of Course 1 v. —
Ormerod’s Protégé 1 v. — My little Hus-
band 1 v. — Mrs. Bouverie 1 v. — A
Question of Colour, and otherStories 1v.—
A Devil in Nun's Veiling 1 v. — A Full
Confession, and other Stories 1 v. — The
Luckiest of Three 1 v. — Poor Little Bella
1 v. — Eliza Clarke, Governess, and Other
Stories 1 v. — Marriage, etc. 1 v. — School-
girls of To-day, etc. 1 v.— If Only, ete. 1 v.
— An Unfortunate Blend 1 v. — A Bar-
rister’s Courtship 1 v.

Philips, F. C. & Percy Fendall.
A Daughter’s Sacrifice rv. — Margaret
Byng 1 v. — Disciples of Plato 1 v. — A
Honeymoon—and After 1 v, -

Philips, F. C. & C. J. Wills.
The Fatal Phryne 1v. — The Scudamores
I v. — A Maiden FairtoSeexv. — Sybil
Ross’s Marriage 1 v. ]

Philips, F.C.& A.R. T.
Life r v. — Man and Woman 1 v.

Phillpotts, Eden.
Lying Prophets 2 v. — The Human
1 v. — Sons of the Morni
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The Golden Fetich 1 v. — The Whirlwind
s v. — The Human Boy Again 1v.— From
the Angle of Seventeen 1 v.

Phillpotts, E. & Arnold Bennett.
The Sinews of War 1 v.— The Statue 1 v.

Piddington, Miss: vide Authorof
“The Last of the Cavaliers.”

Poe, Edgar Allan (Am.), T 1849.
Poems and Essays, edited with a new
Memoir by John H. Ingram 1 v. — Tales,
edited by Jobn H. Ingram 1 v.

Pope, Alexander, 1 1744.
Select Poetical Works (with Portrait) 1 v.

Poynter, Miss E. Frances.
My Little Lady 2 v.—Ersilia 2 v.— Among |
the Hills 1 v. — Madame de Presnel 1 v.
Praed, Mrs. Campbell. |
Zéro 1 v. — Affinities 1 v. — The Head |
Station 2 v.

Prentiss, Mrs. E. (Am.), { 1878.
Stepping Heavenward 1 v.

Prince Consort, the, T 1861.
Speechesand Addresses (with Portr.) 1v.

Pryce, Richard.
Miss Maxwell’s Affections 1 v. — The
Quiet Mrs, Fleming 1 v. — Time and the
Woman t v.

Pym, H. N.: vide Caroline Fox.
Quiller-Couch, A. T. (“Q").

Noughts and Crosses 1v. — I Saw Three
Ships 1 v. — Dead Man’s Rock 1v. —Ia
and other Tales 1 v. — The Ship of Stars
1 v.— The Adventures of Harry Revel 1 v.
— Fort Amity 1v. — Shakespeare's Christ-
mas, and Other Stories 1 v. — The Mayor
of Troy 1 v. — Merry-Garden, and Other
Stories 1 v. — Brother Copas 1 v.
Quincey: vide De Quincey.
Rae, W. Fraser, { 1905.
Westward by Rail 1 v. — Miss Bayle's
Romance 2 v. — The Business of Travel 1v.
Raimond, C. E. (Miss Robins)
(Am.).
The Open Question 2 v. — The Magneti
North 2 v. — A Dark Lantern 2 v. — Th
Convert 2 v.— The Florentine Frame 1 v.
“Rajah’s Heir, the,” Author of.
The Rajab’s Heir 2 v.
Reade, Charles, ¥ 1884.
“It is never too late to mend" 2 v. —
“1.ove me little, love me long" 1 v. —

c
]
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The Cloister and the Hearth 2 v. — Hard
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Cash 3 v. — Put Yourself in his Place 2v, —
A Terrible Temptation 2 v. — Peg Wof-
fington 1 v. — Christie Johnstone 1 v. —
A Simpleton 2 v.— The Wandering Heir
1v. — A Woman-Hater 2v. — Readiana
1 v. — Singleheart and Doubleface 1 v.
“Recommended to Mercy,”
Author of (Mrs. Houstoun).
# Recommended to Mercy '’ 2 v, — Zoe's
“Brand" 2v.

Reeves, Mrs.: v.Helen Mathers.

Rhys, Grace.
Mary Dominic 1 v. — The Wooing of
Sheila 1 v.

Rice, James: z. Walter Besant.

Richards, Alfred Bate, T 1876.
So very Human 3 v.

Richardson, S., T 1761.

Clarissa Harlowe 4 v.

Riddell, Mrs. (F. G. Trafford).
George Geith of Fen Court 2 v. — Max-
well Drewitt 2 v. — The Race for Wealth
2v.— Farabove Rubies 2 v.— The Earl’s
Promise 2 v. — Mortomley's Estate 2v.

Ridge, W. Pett.

Name of Garland 1 v. — Thanks to Sander-
son 1 V.

i Rita."

Souls 1 v. — The Jesters 1 v. — The Mas-
queraders 2 v.— Queer Lady udas 2 v. —
Prince Charming 1 v. — The Pointing
Finger 1 v.— A Manofno Importance 1 v.
— The Millionaire Girl, and Other Stories
1 v. — The House called Hurrish 1 v. —
Calvary 2z v. — That is to say— 1 v. —
«Half a Truth"" 1 v.

Ritchie, Mrs. Anne Thackeray:

wvide Miss Thackeray.

Roberts, Miss: vide Author of

“Mademoiselle Mori."

Robertson, Rev. F. W, §1853.
Sermons 4 V-

Robins, Miss: wzide Raimond.

Robinson, F.: ». “ No Church.”

Roosevelt, Theodore (Am.).
Outdoor Pastimes of an American Hunter
(with Portrait) x v.

Ross, Charles H.
The Pretty Widow 1 v. — A London
Romance 2 v.

Ross, Martin: zide Somerville.

Rossetti, Dante Gabriel, { 1882.
Poems 1v. — Ballads and Sonnets 1v.




24

Tauchnits Edition. Complete List.

“Roy Telletr.”
The Outcasts 1 v. — A Draught of
Lethe 1 v. — Pastor and Prelate 2 v.

Ruffini, J., 7 1881.
Lavinia 2 v. — Doctor Antonio 1 v. —
Lorenzo Benoni 1 v. — Vincenzo 2 v. —
A Quiet Nook in the Jura 1 v. — The
Paragreens on a Visit to Paris 1 v. —
Carlino, and other Stories 1 v.

Ruskin, John, * 1819, 1 1900.
Sesame and Lilies 1 v. — The Stones .of
Venice (with Illustrations) z v. — Unto this
Last and Munera Pulveris 1 v.— The Seven
Lamps of Architecture (with 14 Illustra-
tions) 1 v. — Mornings in Florence 1 v.—
St. Mark’s Rest 1 v.

Russell, W. Clark.
A Sailor's Sweetheart 2 v. — The * Lady
Maud" 2v. — A Sea Queen 2 v.

Russell, George W. E.
Collections and Recollections. By One
who haskepta Diary 2 v.— A Londoner’s
Log-Book 1 v.

Sala, George Augustus, T 1895,

The Seven Sons of Mammon z v.

Saunders, John.

Israel Mort, Overman 2 v. — The Ship-
owner’s Daughter 2 v.— A Noble Wife 2v.

Saunders, Katherine (Mrs.

Cooper).
Joan Merryweather, and other Tales
1 v. — Gideon’s Rock, and other Tales
1v. — The High Mills 2 v, — Sebastian 1 v.
Savage, Richard Henry (Am.),
T 1903.
My Official Wife r v. — The Little Lady
of Lagunitas (with Portrait) 2 v. — Prince
Schamyl's Wooing 1 v. — The Masked
Venus 2 v. — Delilah of Harlem 2v. —The
Anarchist 2 v.— A Daughter of Judas
1 v. — In the Old Chateau 1 v. — Miss
Devereux of the Mariquita 2 v.— Checked
Through 2 v. — A Modern Corsair 2 v. —
In the Swim 2 v. — The White Lady of
inavatka 2 v. — In the House of His
Friends2 v.—The Mystery ofa Shipyard 2 v.
— A Monte Cristo in Khaki x v.

Schreiner, Olive.

Trooper Peter Halket of Mashonaland
1 v. — Woman and Labour 1 v.

Scott, Sir Walter, t 1832.
Waverley (with Portrait) 1 v. — The
Antiquaty 1 v. — Ivanhoe 1 v. — Kenil.
worth 1v. — Quentin Durward rv. — 014
Mortality 1 v. — Guy Mannering 1 v, —

Rob Roy 1 v. — The Pirate 1 v. — The
Fortunes of Nigel 1 v. — The Black Dwarf;
A Legend of Montrose 1 v. — The Bride
of Lammermoor 1 v. — The Heart of Mid-
Lothian 2 v. — The Monastery 1 v. — The
Abbot 1 v. — Peveril of the Peak 2y, —
Poetical Works 2 v.— Woodstock 1v. —
The Fair Maid of Perth 1 v. — Anne of
Geierstein 1 v.

Seeley, Prof. J. R, 1 18¢5.
Life and Times of Steim{with a Portrait
of Stein) 4 v. — The Expausion of Eng-
land r v. — Goethe 1v.

Sewell, Elizabeth, { 1906.
Amy Herbert 2 v. — Ursula 2 v. — A
Glimpse of the World z v. — The Journal
of a Home Life 2 v. — After Life 2 v. —
The Experience of Life 2 v.

Shakespeare, William, { 1616.
Plays and Poems (with Portrait) (Second
£dition) 7v. — Doubtful Plays 1 v.

Shakespeare’s Plays may also be had in
37numbers, at 4 0,30, each number,

Sharp, William, { 1905 : z. Miss

Howard, Fiona Macleod and
Swinburne.

Shelley, Percy Bysshe, T 1822,
A Selection from his Poems 1 v.

Sheppard, Nathan (Am.), } 1888,
Shut up in Paris x v.

Sheridan, R B,, { 1816.
The Dramatic Works 1 v,

Shorthouse, J. Henry.
John Inglesant 2 v, — DBlanche,
Falaise 1 v.

Sidgwick, Mrs. Alfred.
The Lantern Bearers r v.— Anthea’s Guest

Iv.
Slatin Pasha, Rudolf C., C.B.
Fire and Sword in the Sudan (with

two Maps in Colours) 3 v.
Smedley, F. E.: vide Author of
“Frank Fairlegh.”

Smollett, Tobias, t 1771,
Roderick Random 1 v, — Humphry
Clinker 1 v. — Peregrine Pickle 2 v,

Snaith, J. C.

Mos. Fitz 1 v, — The Principal Girl 1 v.

““Society in London,” Author of,
Society in London. By a Foreign
Eesident 1 v.

Somerville, E. CE., & M. Ross.
Naboth's Vineyard 1 v. — All on the
Irish Shore 1 v, — DanRunelthtFu:’f-‘ '

Lady
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«Spanish Brothers, the,” Author
of.
The Spanish Brothers 2 v.
Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon),
1 1875.
The History of England 7 v. — Reign
of Queen Anne 2 v.

Stanton, Theodore (Am.).

A Manual of American Literature 1 v.

Steel, Flora Annie.

The Hosts of the Lord 2 v. — In the
Guardianship of God 1 v.

Steevens, G. W., T 1900.

From Capetown to Ladysmith t v.

Sterne, Laurence, T 1768.
Tristram Shandy 1v. — A Sentimental
Journey (with Portrait) 1 v.

Stevenson, Robert Louis, {1894.
Treasure Island 1 v. — Dr. Jekyll and
Mr. Hyde, and An Inland Voyage 1 v. —
Kidnﬁppad 1v. — The Black Arrow 1 v, —
The Master of Ballantrae 1 v.— The Merry
Men, etc. 1 v. — Across the Plains, etc. 1 v.
— Island Nights’ Entertainments 1 v. —
Catriona 1v. — Weir of Hermiston 1 v. —
St, Ives 2 v. — In the South Seas 2 v. —
Tales and Fantasies 1 v.

“8till Waters,” Author of (Mrs.

Paul).
Still Waters 1 v. — Dorothy 1v. — De
Cressy 1 v.— Uncle Ralph t v. — Maiden
Sisters 1 v. — Martha Brown 1v.— Vanessa
1v.

Stirling, M. C.: zide G. M. Craik

Stockton, Frank R.(Am.),f1902.
The House of Martha 1 v.
“Story of a Penitent Soul, the,”
Author of.
The Story of a Penitent Soul 1 v.
“Story of Elizabeth, the,” Author
of: wide Miss Thackeray.
Stowe, Mrs. Harriet Beecher
(Am.), T 1896.
Uncle Tom's Cabin (with Portrait) 2 v. —
A Key to Uncle Tom's Cabin 2 v. — Dred
2v. — The Minister’s Wooing t v. — Old-
town Folks 2 v.

#Sunbeam Stories,” Author of:
wvide Mrs. Mackarness.
Swift, Jonathan (Dean Swilt),

T 1745.
Gulliver's Travels © v.

Swinburne, Algernon Charles,
T 1909.
Atalanta in Calydon: and Lyrical Poems -
(edited, with an Introduction, by William
Sharp) 1 v. — Love's Cross-Currents 1 v.
— Chastelard and Mary Stuart 1 v.

Symonds, John Addington,
1893.
Skétches in Italy 1 v. — New [talian
Sketches 1 v.

Tallentyre, S.G.: ». H.S. Merri-
man.

Tasma.
Uncle Piper of Piper's Hill 2 v.

Tautphoeus, Baroness, { 1893.
Cyrilla2v. — The Initials 2 v. — Quits
z2v. — At Odds 2 v.

Taylor, Col. Meadows, T 1876.
Tara; a Mahratta Tale 3v.

Templeton: wvide Author
“Horace Templeton.”

Tennyson, Alfred (Lord), {1 892.
Poetical Works 8 v. — Queen Mary
t v. — Harold 1 v. — Becket; The Cup;
The Falcon 1 v. — Locksley Hall, sixty
Yearsafter; The Promise of May ; Tiresias
and other Poems 1 v. — A Memoir. By
His Son (with Portrait) 4 v.
Testament, the New: vide New.
Thackeray, William Make-

peace, T 1863.

Vanity Fair 3 v. — Pendennis 3 v. —
Miscellanies 8 v. — Henry Esmond 2v. —
The English Humourists of the Eighteenth
Century 1 v, — The Newcomes 4 V. — The
Virginians 4 v. — The Four Georges;
Lovel the Widower 1v. — The Adventures
of Philip 2 v. — Denis Duval 1 v. —
Roundabout Papers 2 v. — Catherine
1 v. — The Irish Sketch Book 2v. — The
Paris Sketch Book (with Portrait) 2 v.

Thackeray, Miss (Lady Ritchie).
The Story of Elizabeth 1v. —The Village
on the Cliff 1v. — 0ld Kensington 2 v. —
Bluebeard’s Keys, and other Stories1v. —
Five Old Friendszv.— Miss Angelzv, —
Out of the World, and other Tales 1 v. —
FulhamLawn, and other Tales 1v, — From
an Island, A Story andsome Enag‘u V. —
Da Capo, and other Tales1v. — adame
de Sévigné; From a Stage Box; Miss
Williamson's Divagations 1 v. — A Book
of Sibyls 1 v. — ., Dymond 2 v.—
Chapters from some Memoirs 1 V.

of
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Thomas a Kempis: z. Kempis.

Thomas, A. (Mrs. Pender Cudlip).
Denis Donne 2 v. — On Guard 2z v. —
Walter Goring 2 v. — Played Out 2 v. —

ed to Account 2 v. — Only Herself
2 v. — A Narrow Escape 2 v,

Thomson, James, + 1748.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 1 v.

“Thoth,” Author of.
Thoth 1 v.

Thurston, E. Temple.
The Greatest Wish in the World 1 v, —
Mirage 1 v. — The City of Beautiful Non-
sense 1 v.—The Garden of Resurrection 1 v.
— Thirteen 1 v. — The Apple of Eden 1 v,

“Tim,” Author of.

Tim 1 v.
Trafford, F. G.: z. Mrs. Riddell.

Trevelyan, George Otto.
The Life and Letters of Lord Macaulay
(with Portrait) 4 v. — Selections from the
Writings of Lord Macaulay z v. — The
American Revolution (with a Map) 2v.

Trois-Etoiles: wide Grenville.

Trollope, Anthony, T 1882.
Doctor Thorne 2 v, — The Bertrams
2 v. — The Warden r v. — Barchester
Towers2 v. — Castle Richmond 2 v. — The
WestIndiest v. — Framley Parsonageav.
— North America 3 v, — Orley Farm 3 v.
— Rachel Ray 2 v. — The Small House
at Allington 3 v. — Can you forgive her?
3 V. — The Belton Estate 2 v. — Nina
Balatka 1v. — The Last Chronicle of
Barset 3v.—The Claverings 2v. — Phineas
Finn 3v. — He knew he was right 3v. —
TheVicar of Bullhampton 2 v, — Sir Ha,
Hotspur of Humblethwaite 1 v, — 'Ralrlg
the Heir 2 v. — The Golden Lion of
Granpere 1 v. — Australia and New Zea-

land 3 v. — Lady Anna 2 v, — Harry
Heatheote of Gangoil 1 v, — The Way we
live now 4 v. — The Prime Minister

v,—
The American Senator 3v.—South A.frica
2V.— IsHePopen'oy?'_;v. — An Eye for
an Eye 1 v. — John Cald; ate 3 v.— Cousin
Hm‘? 1 v. — The Duke’s Children 3V, —
Dr.Wortle's School 1 v. — Ayala's Angel
3v.—The Fixed Period 1 v. — Marion ay
2v. — Keptinthe Dark 1 v, — Frau Froh-
mann, and other Stories 1 v. — Alice Dug-
dale, and other Stories 1 v, — La Mére
tuche, and other Stories 1 v. — The
tletoe Bough, and other Stories 1v.—

Trollope, T. Adolphus,  18ga2,
The Garstangs of Garstang Grange 2 v,
— A Siren 2 v.

Trowbridge, W. R, H.
The Letters of Her Mother to Elizabeth
1 v. — A Girl of the Multitude 1 v, — That
Little Marquis of Brandenburg 1 v. — A
Dazzling Reprobate 1 v,

Twain, Mark (Samuel
Clemens) (Am.), t 1910.

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer 1v. —
The Innocents Abroad; or, The New
Pilgrims’ Progress2 v, —A Tramp Abroad
2 v. — “Roughing it"” 1 v, — The In-
nocents at Home 1 v. — The Prince and 3
the Pauper 2 v. — The Stolen White
Elephant, etc. 1v. — Life on the Mis-
sissippi 2 v. — Sketches (with Portrait)
1 v. — Huckleberry Finn 2 v. — Selections
from American Humour 1 v. — A Yankee 3
at the Court of King Arthur 2 v. — The
American Claimant 1 v.— The £ 1000000
Bank-Note and other new Stories 1 v. -
Tom Sawyer Abroad 1 v. — Pudd'nhead
Wilson 1 v. — Personal Recollections of
Joan of Arc 2v.—Tom Sawyer, Detective,
and other Tales 1 v. — More Tramps
Abroad 2 v. — The Man that corrupted
Hadleyburg, etc, 2 v. — A Double-Bar-
relled Detective Story, etc. 1 v. — The
$ 30,000 Bequest, and Other Stories ¢ v.,—
Cﬂrisu’an Science 1 v, — Captain Storm-
field’s Visit to Heaven & Is Shakespeare
Dead? 1 v.

“Two Cosmos, the,” Author of,
The Two Cosmos 1 v.
Vachell, Horace Annesley.
Brothers 2 v. — The Face of Clay 1 v. —
HerSontv. —The Hill 1 v, — The Waters
of Jordan 1v.— An Impending Sword 1 v.
— The Paladin 1 v. — John Verney 1 v.
— Blinds Down 1 v.
“Venus and Cupid,” Author of.
Venus and Cupid 1 v,
“Véra,” Author of.
Véra 1 v, — The Hotel du Petit St
Jean 1 v. — Blue Roses 2 v, — Within
Sound of the Sea 2v. — The Maritime
Alps and their Seaboard 2 v.—Ninette 1 v.
Victoria R. I.
Leaves from the Journal of our Life in
the Highlands from 1848 to 1861 1 v. —
More Leaves, etc. from 1862 to 1882 1 v,
“Virginia," Author of,
Virginia 1 v,
Vizetelly, Ernest Alfred,

L.

An Autobiography 1 v. — An Old Man's
Love1ivw,

With Zola in England 1 v,
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walford, L. B.
Afr. Smith2v. — Pauline 2v. — Cousins
s v, — Troublesome Daughters 2 v. —
Leddy Marget 1 V. |
Wallace, D. Mackenzie.
Russia 3 v.
Wallace, Lew. (Am.), § 1905.
Ben-Hur 2 v.
Warburton, Eliot, T 1852.
The Crescent and the Cross 2 v. —
Darien 2 ¥.
Ward, Mrs. Humphry.
Robert Elsmere 3 v. — David Grieve

v, — MissBretherton 1v. — Marcella 3 v.
ilesﬁc Costrell 1v. — Sir George Tressady
2 v. — Helbeck of Bannisdale 2 v. —
Eleanor 2 v. — Lady Rose's Daughter 2 v.
— The Marriage of William Ashe 2 v. —
Fenwick's Career 2 v.— Diana Mallory2v.
— Daphne ; or, “Marriage d laMode” xv.
— Canadian Born 1 v. — The Case of
Richard Meynell z v.

‘W arner, Susan vide: Wetherell.
Warren, Samuel, ¥ 1877.

Diary of a late Physician 2 v. — Ten
Thonsand a-Year 3 v. — Now and Then
1 v. — The Lily and the Bee 1 v.
«Waterdale Neighbours, the,”
Authorof: . Justin McCarthy.

W atts-Dunton, Theodore.
Aylwin 2 v.

Wells, H. G.
The Stolen Bacillus, etc, 1v. — The War
ofthe Worlds 1 v.— The Invisible Man 1 v.
— The Time Machine, and The Island of
Doctor Moreau 1 v.— When the Sleeper
Wakes 1 v. — Talesof Space and Time 1 v.
— The Plattner Story, and Others 1 v. —
Love and Mr. Lewisham 1 v.—TheWheels
of Chance 1 v. — Anticipations 1 v.—The
First Men inthe Moon 1 v.— The Sea Lady
1v.—Mankind in the Making 2 v.—Twelve
Stories and a Dream 1 v. — The Food of
the Gods 1 v. — A Modern Utopia 1v. —
Kipps 2 v.—In the Days of the Comet 1 v.—
The Future in America 1 v. — New Worlds
for Old 1 v. — The War in the Air 1 v.—
Tono-Bungay 2 v. — First and Last Things
1v.— The New Machiavelli 2 v.— Mar-
Tiage 2 v.

Westbury, Hugh. Acteav.

Wetherell, Elizabeth (Susan

Warner) (Am.), T 1885.

The wide, wide World 1 v. — Queechy
2 v. — The Hills of the Shatemuc 2v. —

Say and Seal 2v. — The Old Helmet 2v.

Weyman, Stanley J.
The House of the Woll 1 v. —The Story
of Francis Cludde 2 v. — A Gentleman of
France 2 v. — The Man in Black rv. —
Under the Red Robe 1v. — My Lady
Rotha 2 v. —From the Memoirs of a Minis-
ter of France 1 v.— The Red Cockade 2 v.
— Shrewsbury 2 v. — The Castle Inn 2 v.
— Sophia 2v.— Count Hannibal 2 v.— In
Kings' Byways 1 v. — The Long Night 2 v.
— The Abbess of Vlaye 2 v.— Starvecrow
Farm 2 v. — Chippinge 2 v. — Laid up in
Lavender 7 v.

Wharton, Edith (Am.).
The House of Mirth 2 v. — The Fruit of
the Tree 2 v.

«Whim, a,” Author of.

A Whim, and its Consequences £ v.

Whitby, Beatrice.
The Awakening of Mary Fenwick 2v.—
In the Suntime of her Youth 2 v,
White, Percy.
Mr. Bailey-Martin 1v.=The West End 2v.
— The New Christians 1 v.— Park Lane 2 v.
— The Countess and The King’s Diary 1 v.
— The Triumph of Mre. St. George 2v. —
A Millionaire's Daughter 1 v. — A Pas-
sionate Pilgrim 1 v. — The System 2 v.—
The Patient Man 1 v. — Mr. John Strood
1 v. — The Eight Guests 2 v.— Mr. Strudge
1 v. — Love and the Poor Suitor 1 v. —
The House of Intrigue xv. — Laove and the
Wise Men 1 v. — An Averted Martiage 1 v.
_The Lost Halo 1 v.—The Broken Phial 1v.
White, Walter.
Holidays in Tyrol 2 v.
Whiteing, Richard.
The Island; or, An Adventure of a Per-
son of Quality 1 v. —XNo. 5 John Streetrv.
—The Lifeof Paris 1 v.~TheYellowVan 1 v.
— Ring in the New 1%. — All Moonshine
1 v. — Little People 1 v.
Whitman, Sidney.
Imperial Germany I v.— The Realm ofthe
Habsburgs 1 v. — Teuton Studies 1 v. —
Reminiscences of the King of Roumania
1 v. — Conversations with Prince Bismarck
1 v. — Life of the Emperor Frederick 2 v.
“«Who Breaks— Pays,” Author
of: wide Mrs. Jenkin.
Whyte Melville, George J.:
wide Melville.

Wiggin, Kate Douglas (Am.).
Timothy’s Quest 1 v.— A Cathedral Court-
ship, and Penelope's English Experiences
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1 v. — Penelope’s Irish Experiences 1 v, —
Rebececa of Sunnybrook Farm 1 v, — Rose
o the River 1 v. — New Chronicles of Re-
becca 1 v. — The Old Peabody Pew, and
Susanna and Sue 1 v. — Mother Carey 1 v.

K.D. Wiggin, M. & J. Findlater, &

Allan McAulay.

The Affair at the Inn 1 v. — Robinetta 1 v.

Wilde, Oscar, 1 1900.
The Picture of Dorian Gray 1 v, — De Pro-
fundis and The Ballad of Reading Gaol
1 v. — A House of Pomegranates 1 v. —
Lord Arthur Savile's Crime, and Other
Prose Pieces 1 v.—LadyWindermere's Fan
1v.— Anldeal Husband 1 v.— Salome 1 v.
— The Happy Prince, and Other Tales 1 v.
— A Woman of No Importance 1 v. — The
Importance of Being Earnest 1 v, — Poems

Wilkins, Mary E. (Am). UV
Pembroke 1 v.— Madelon 1 v. — Jerome
2 v. — Silence, and other Stories 1 v. —
The Love of Parson Lord, etc. 1 v.

Williamson, C. N. & A. M.
The Lightning Conductor 1v.—Lady Betty
across theWater 1 v.—The Motor Maid 1 v.
— Lord Loveland discovers America 1 v.
— The Golden Silence 2 v. — The Guests
of Ilercules 2 v. — The Heather Moon 2 v,

Wills, C. J., zide F. C. Philips.

Winter, Mrs. J. 8.

Regimental Legends z v.

Wood, C.: vide “ Buried Alone.”

Wood, H. F.

The Passenger from Scotland Yard 1 v,

Wood, Mrs. Henry (Johnny

Ludlow), T 1887.
East Lynoe 3v. — The Channings 2 v, —

Mrs. Halliburton's Troubles z v, —
Verner's Pride 3v.— The Shadow of Ash-
— 'l?rovlyn Hold 2 v. — Lord

lydyat 3 v.
gz{:mm'a Daughters 2v. — Oswald Cray
2 v.— Mildred Arkell 2 v.—St. Martin's
Eve 2v.— Elster’s Folly 2v. — Lady Ade-
laide’s Oath 2 v. — Orville College 1 v. —
A Life's Secret1 v.— The Red Court Farm
"2 v. — Anne Hereford 2 v. — Roland
Yorke 2 v. — George Canterbury’s Will
2 V. — Rane 2 v. — Dene Hollow
2v.—The Foggy Night at Offord : M.
‘Ware's Temptation; The Night- Walk
over the Mill Stream 1 v. — Within the
Maze 2v. — The Master of Greylands z v,
— Johnny Ludlow 2z v. — Told in the
Twilight 2 v. — Adam Grainger 1 v.—
2v.— Pomeroy Abbey 2 v, — Court

OtherTales 1 v.—ATale of Sin, and Other
Tales 1 v. — Anne, and Other Tales 1 v, —
The Mystery of Jessy Page, etc. 1 v, —
Helen Whitney's Wedding, ete., 1 v.—The
Story of Dorothy Grape, etc. 1 v.

Woodroffe, Daniel.
TangledTrinities 1v.—The Beauty-Shop 1 v,

Woods, Margaret L.
A Village Tragedy t v. — The Vaga-
bonds 1 v. — Sons of the Sword 2 v, — 'Isha
Invader 1 v.

Wordsworth, William, 1 1850,
Select Poetical Works 2 v,

Wraxall, Lascelles, 1 1865.
Wild Oats 1 v.

Yates, Edmund, { 1894.

Land atLast 2v. — Broken to Harness 2 v,
— The Forlorn Hope 2 v. — Black Sh -
2 v. — The Rock Ahead z v. — W '_'_
in Port 2v. — Dr. Wainwright’s Patient
2v.—Nobody's Fortune 2 v. — Castaway
2v. — A Waiting Race 2 v, —The yellow
Flag 2 v.—The Impending Sword 2 v.—
Two, by Tricks 1 v. — A Silent Witness
2v. — Recollections and Experiences 2 v, -8

Yeats: vide Levett-Yeats.

Yonge, Charlotte M., T 1go1.
The Heir of Redclyfte 2 v. — Heartseass
2 v. — The Daisy Chain 2 v. — Dynevor
Terrace 2v. — Hopes and Fears 2 v. —
The Young Step-Mother 2v. — The Trial
2v. — The CleverWoman of the Family
2 v.—The Dove in the Eagle's Nest 2 v.
— The Danvers Papers; The Prince and
the Page 1 v. — The Chaplet of Pearls
2v.—Thetwo Guardians 1 v. — TheCaged
Lion 2 v. — The Pillars of the House 5V
— Lady Hester 1 v. — My Young Alcides
2 v. — The Three Brides 2 v.— Woman-
kind 2 v. — Magnum Bonum 2 v. — Love
and Life 1 v. — Unknown to History 2 v.
— Stray Pearls (with Portrait) 2 v, — The
Armourer's Prentices 2 v. — The Two
Sides of the Shield 2 v. — Nuttie’s Father
2 v. — Beechcroft at Rockstone 2 v, —
A Reputed Changeling 2 v.— Two Penni-
less Princesses 1 v. — That Stick 1 v. _
Grisly Grisell 1 v. — The Long Vacation
2v, — Modern Broods 1 v.
“Young Mistley,” Author of;
vide Henry Seton Merriman,
Zangwill, 1.
Dreamers of the Ghetto 2 v, —

Ghetto
Comedies 2 v. — Ghetto Tragedies 2 g
“z. z» 3

Netherleigh 2 v. — (The following by
Jobnny Ludlow): Lost in the Post, and

The World and a Man 2 v,
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Barker, Lady (Lady Broome).
Stories About:— 1 V.

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa,

+ 1880.
Ministering Children 1 v.

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mu]ock),'['lSB;'.
Our Year 1 v. — Three Tales for Boys
1 v. — Three Tales for Girls 1 v.

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May).
Cousin Trix, and her Welcome Talesz v.

Edgeworth, Maria, { 1849.
Moral Tales 1 v. — Popular Tales 2 v.

Kavanagh, Bridget & Julia,

1877.
The Pearl Fountain, and other Fairy-
Tales 1 v.
Lamb, Charles & Mary, | 1834
and 1847.
Tales from Shakspeare 1 v.

Marryat, Captain, T 1848.

Masterman Ready 1v.

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, { 1899,
Rex and Regina 1w,

Montgomery, Florence.
The Town-Crier; to which is added:
The Children with the Indian-Rubber
Ball 1 v.

« Ruth and her Friends,” Author

of.
Ruth and her Friends. A Story for Girls 1v.

Wood, Mrs. Henry, 1 1887.
William Allair 1 v.

Yonge, Charlotte M., { 1901.
Kenneth: or, the Rear-Guard of the
Grand Army 1 v. — The Little Duke.
Ben Sylvester's Word 1 v. — The
Stokesley Secret 1 v.— Countess Kate r v.
— A Book of Golden Deeds 2 v. — Friars-
wood Post-Office 1 v. — Henrietta's Wish
1 v — Kings of England 1 v. — The
Lances of Lynwood ; the Pigeon Pie 1 v.
—P’sand(Q’s1 v.—AuntCharlotte’sStories

of English History 1 v. — Bye-Words 1v.—
| Lads and Lasses of Langley, etc. 1 v.

Collection of German Authors.

51 Volumes. Translations from the German, published with universal
copyright. These wolumes may be imported into any country.

— Price 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. —

Auerbach, Berthold, { 1882.
On the Heights, (Second Edifion) 3v.—
Brigitta 1 v. — Spinoza 2 v.

Ebers, Georg, T 1898.

An Egyptian Princess 2 v. — Uarda
2v. — Homo Sum 2 v.— The Sisters [Die
Schwestern] 2 v. — Joshua 2 v. — FPer
Aspera 2 v.

Fouqué, De la Motte, T 1843.
Undine, Sintram, ete. 1 v.

Freiligrath, Ferdinand, § 1876.
Poems (Second Edition) 1v.

Gérlach, Wilhelm.

Prince Bismarck (with Portrait) 1 v.

Goethe, W. v., T 1832.
Faust 1 v. — Wilhelm Meister's Ap-
prenticeship 2 v.

Gutzkow, Karl, 1 1878.
Through Night to Light 1 v.

Hacklinder, F. W., T 1877.
Behind the Counter [Handel
Wandel] 1 v.

Hauff, Wilhelm, { 1827.
Three Tales 1 v.

Heyse, Paul
L’ Arrabiata, etc.1v.— The Dead Lake,
etc. 1 v. — Barbarossa, etc. 1 v.

Hillern, Wilhelmine von.
The Vulture Maiden [die Geier-Wally]
i v. — The Hour will come 2 v.

und
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Kohn, Salomon. !
Gabriel 1 v.

Lessing, G. E., T 1781.
Nathan the Wise and Emilia Galottizv.

Lewald, Fanny, | 1889.

Stella 2 v.

Marlitt, E., 1 1887.
The Princess of the Moor [das Haide-
prinzesschen] 2 v.

Nathusius, Maria, { 1857.
}oachim v. Kamern, and Diary of a
*oor Young Lady 1 v.

| my Farming Days [Ut mine Stromu'd]s'.

"Ekkehard 2 v.

—_—

Reuter, Fritz, { 1874.
In the Year '13 1 v. — An old Story of

Richter, J. P. Friedrich (Jean
Paul), § 1825.

Flower, Fruit and Thorn Picces 2 v.

Scheffel, Victor von, 1 1886,

Taylor, George.
Klytia 2 v.

Zschokke, Heinrich, { 1848,
The Princess of Brunswick - Wolfen
biittel, ete. 1 v.

Students’ Series for School, College, and He
Ausgaben

mit deutschen Anmerkungen

Br.=DBroschiert. Kart. = Kartoniert.

Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton,
T 1873.
The Lady of Lyons. Von Dr. Frifz
Bischoff. Br. # o,50. Kart. 4 o,60.

Burnett, Frances Hodgson
(Am.).
Little Lord Fauntleroy. Von Dr. Ernsf
Groth. Br. #1,50. Kart. #1,60.— An-
merkungen und Wérterbuch. Br. # o,40.
Sara Erewe Von Bertha Conneli. Br,
S 0,50. Kart. # 0,60, — Anmerkungen
und Wirterbuch, Br. 4 o,40.

Carlyle, Thomas, { 1881.
The Reign of Terror (French Revo-

lution). Von Dr. Ludwig Herrig, Br.
M 1,00, Kart. # 1,10.
Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mulock),
T 1887.

A Hero. A Tale for Boys. Von Dr.
Ofto Dost. Br. # o,80. Kart. # 0,00.—
Wiirterbuch. Br. 4% o,40.

Dickens; Charles, { 1870.
Sketches. First Series. Von Dr. A.
Hoppe. Br. # 1,30. Kart. 4 1,30.
Sketches. Second Series. Von Dr. A.
Hoppe. Br. #1,40. Kart..f1,50,— Wirter-
buch (Firstand Second Series). Br. #1,00.
A Christmas Carol in Prose. Being
a Ghost Story of Christmas, Von Dr.
G. Tanger. Br. # 1,00. Kart. £ 1,%0. |

und Special-Wrterbiichern.

Eliot, George (Miss Evs
Mrs. Cross), + 1880.

The Mill on the Floss. Von Dr,
Conrad. Br. # 1,70. Kart. # 1,80,

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, 18
Jackanapes. Von £. Koos. Br. #o,
Kart. # 0,60. —Wirterbuch. Br, /¢

The Brownies; and The Land of
Toys. Von Dr. A, Miiiler. Br. 4o
Kart. # o,70.—Wirterbuch BEr. #o,

Timothy's Shoes; An Idyll of
Wood; Benjyin Beastland. Von 2, R

Br. .# o,70. Kart. 4 0,80. — Wi
buch. Br. 4 o,30.
Franklin, Benjamin (2
T 1790.
His Autobiography. Von Dr.
Feyerabend. 1. Teil. Die Jugendja

(r706—1730). Br. 4 1,00.

art. 4
II. Teil.

Die Mannesjahre (r
l{rsﬂ. Mit einer Beigabe: The
Wealth. Von Dr. Karl Feye
Br. % 1,20, Kart. . 1,30.

Freeman, Edward A. {18
Three Historical Essays. Von Dr. {
Balszer. PBr. #o,j0. Kart. % 0,80,

Harte, Bret (Am.), § 1902,

Tales of the Argonauts, Von Dr.
Zanger. DBr. # 1,40. Kart, #



Latest Volumes. —

November 1912.

From the Angle of Seven-
teen. By EDEN PHILLPOTTS.

1 vol.-4356.

Mr. Phillpotts’ new book contains the
further adventures of young Corkey—the
hero of **The Human Boy" and *“The
Human Boy Again''—on leaving school
and taking up his duties as a clerk in the
City of London. The volume is as sunny
an? as cleverly humorous as either of its

well-known predecessors.

The Londoners. By ROBERT
Hicuens. 1 vol.-4357.

A comedy of high society life in Eng-
land. It is curious and interesting to see
the author in this mood of frolicsome
irony.

The Narrow Escape of
Lady Hardwell. By Frank
FRANKFORT MOORE. 1 vOl.-

4358.

A fine story of landed society life in
England, dramatic and ruthless in its ex-
Enun of the unfairness of the divorce

wws, and full of masterly and brilliant
dialogue.

Mrs. Ames. ]éy E. F. BENSON.
1 vol.- 4359.

In this humorously ironical story and
study of life in an English town, we find
again the author of * Dodo'" and *The
Rubicon.” Withal it is a romance not
without its deeper intention.

The Turnstile. By A. E.W.
MasoN. 2 vols.- 4360[61.

A new novel by Mr. A. E. W. Mason
always means a few hours of interestin
and generally thrilling reading. Euglisg
parliamentary life and Antarctic explora-
tion are the two main themes of this
powerful and original romance.

Justice, and Other Plays. By
JoHN GALSWORTHY. 1v.-4362.

The volume contains three plays by
the celebrated author of “The Man of
Property’’ and *‘ The Country House."
The first two have both appeared on the
London boards, and * Justice™ is one of
the most successful and most widely de-
bated of modern dramas.

Meadowsweet. By BARONESS
Orczy. 1 vol.-4363.

An idyll of English country life a cen-
tury ago. Baroness Orczy bas perhaps
never been seen at better advantage than
in this touching love-story of a bygone
day and of the treachery of one sister
towards the other. The authoress caught
the spirit of the times well.

Spring Days. By GEORGE
Moore. 1 vol.-4364.

Mr. George Moore is now acknow-
ledged by the greatest literary critics to
be not only one of the foremost livin: Eng-
lish novelists, but a master of the nglish
language and a connoi of lite
style. ** Spring Days"' isa novel of Englis

life written in his most characteristic vein.

Marriage. By H. G. WeLLs.
2 vols. - 4365/66.

The present time is the period in which
the events of Mr. Wells's new and strik-
ing work take place. It is a novel and
romance of modern married life, and em-
bodies a powerful attack on the shallow-
ness and futility of present-day society
existence.

Halcyone. By ELINOR GLYN.

1 vol.- 4307.

Mrs. Glyn, the authoress of “The
Visits of Elizabeth,” is almost unrivalled
in her popularity g dern authors.
Her new novel is a delicate love-idyll, in
which the course of true love runs very
brokenly indeed for a time. The latter
scenes of the story are laid among Ttalian
surroundings.




Latest Volumes, November 1912,

The Heather Moon. By
C. N. & A. M. WiLLIAMSON.
2 vols. - 4368/60.

A npnew motoring roman
authors of ** The Lightning Cc:nd:gto:?'e'
Innumerable picturesque descriptions of
scenes and castles in Scotland make an
effective background to a pretty love-tale.

The Lost World. By A.

Conan DovLe. 1 vol.-4370.
Sir A. Conan Doyle's kindly nature

book for boys either young in years or in
temperament. Every reader who can
worthily appreciate Rider Haggard’s Zulu
romances will rejoice in these exciting
adventures among prehistoric animals,

'"Twixt Land and Sea
Tales. By Josern CONRAD.

I vol.-4371.
The three long stories in this volame
are thoroughly characteristic of the author
of “A Set of Six"’ and ** Tales of Unrest.”

Like Stevenson, Joseph Conrad is a most
masterly delineator of life in the South

speaks plainly throughout this, his new | Seas.

Soeben erschienen die ersten Binde einer neuen

Sammlung, die den Titel

Tauchnitz-Bibliothek

Ausgewihlte englische Werke in deutscher Ubertragung

triigt. Diese Sammlung soll in autorisierten tadellos guten deutschen
Ubersetzungen und in moderner gedicgener Ausstattung die besten Werke
der zeitgenossischen englischen Literatur bringen, mit der der Verlag
durch die in englischer Sprache erscheinende Tauchnitz Edition in enger
Bezichung steht. Das Format ist das allgemeine deutsche Romanformat,
also grifer als das der Tauchnitz Edition. Inhalt, Ausstattung und Preis
der Biinde machen die Sammlung gleichermaflen zu Geschenkzwecken fiir
das verwihnteste Publikum wie zur Reiselektiire gecignet.

Von MAURICE HEWLETT.

Band 1. Italienische Novellen.
Brosch. 3 #. Geb.in Leinen 4 . Geb. in Leder 6 4.
Band 2. Friulein Schmidt und Mr. Anstruther. Von der

Verfasserin von ,,Elisabeth und ihr deutscher Garten.”
Brosch. 3 4. Geb.in Leinen 4 4. Geb.in Leder 6 4.
Dand 3. Reiseskizzen aus Italien. Von J. A. SYMONDS.
Brosch. 3 . Geb. in Leinen 4 . Geb.in Leder 6 ..
Ein Roman aus Sizilien.

Dand 4. Die Stimme des Blutes.
Von ROBERT HICHENS. :
" Brosch. 4 4. Geb. in Leinen 5 ./4. Geb.in Leder 7 4.
Band 5. Kanadier. Ein Roman. Von MRS. HuMPHRY WARD.

Brosch. 3 .#. Geb. in Leinen 4 4. Geb.in Leder 6 ..
Sdmtliche Autoren gehdren su den ersten englischen Schriftstellern.




