WHEELING PARK DISTRICT
THEATER TROUPE
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d00KED ON NICL

TJAcXK Tt hasn't always heen easy. Once I was rotten. I looked
rotten, I thought rotten.. I could tell by the way people stared away
from me that they were thinking "there zjoes a rotten person”. So I made
a decision to convert., I studied to be nice, At first it was pure
affectation, Outside I did favors, lent money, smiled a lot. But inside
I stayed rotten. DBut give niceness an inch and it takes a mile. Nice-
ness ran amok inside of me, I became a Salnt! When I came into a room
people's eyes teared, I got dependent on it., I got nicer and nicer!
Even when it wasn't required, I was nice. Guys wouldn't talk sex in front
of me, Girls began to think of me as a friend, I gave my analyst guilt
feelings, I tried to cut down but I had lost the power of choige., I
was hooked on nice! Not that I'm complainiag, mind you.
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CHRISTMAS PR:ESENT
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Iwant to return this Christmas present my hushand ‘rave me,
It's the wrong color...It's the wrong size. It's the wrong present,
And you know something else,,.He's the wrong husband!

TALK TOO HUCH

/-EONA I talk too much, I'm quite bright, so it's interesting,
but nevertheless, I talk too much, You see, already I'm saying more than
I should, Men hate it for a woman to »lurt out, "I'm bright." They
think she's really saying, "I'm brighter than you are", As a matter of
fact, that is what I'm saying. I'm brighter than even the brightegt men
I know. That's why it's a mistake to talk too much., Men fall behind and
feel challenged and grow hostile., So when I'm very much attracted to a
man I make it a point to talk more slowly than I would to one of my
woman friends, And hecause I guide him along gently from insight to
insisht he ends up being terribly impressed with his own brill%ance.

And with mine for bein? able to keep -up with-him. And he tells me I'm
the first woman he's ever met who's as interesting as one of his boy
friends. That's love,
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WHEELING PARK DISTRICT THEATER TROUPE
PRESENTS

PLAZA SUITE

BY NEIL SIMON

APRIL 8, 9, 10, Il and I3

AT CHEVY CHASE -TIME 8:30 P.M.

1000 MILWAUKEE AVE.



Graciously Served in a Congenial
Atmosphere of English Charm

Fresh Seafood Daily - Roast Duck
Ribs - Superb House Specialties

LUNCHEON ¢ DINNER ¢ COCKTAILS

CHAMPAGNE BRUNCH

SUNDAYS 11 TIL 2

4 Minutes from
the Marriott

CLOSED MONDAYS
920 MILWAUKEE AVE.
WHEELING

537-5850

The production of a play requires many people working in different
directions with a ‘common goal--to unite all efforts, all energies and all
talents producing the end result,.,.The production of "Plaza Suite".

SEHIND THE SCENES

TICKET DESIGN Gloria LaHay

PUBLIC RELATIONS....Maryann Chapman
Sarbara LaHay
Gloria LaHay

PROGRAM Gloria LaHay
Maryann Chapman

Barbara LaHay

SET CONSTRUCTICN,.,..Ken Pierini
Jean Pierini
Valerie Clark
John Casciotti
Tom Laurie
Dennis Roland
#on Dettman

HOUSE CREW Maryann Chapman
Barbara LaHay
Jean Pierini
Jeanne Loh
COSTUMES Ken Pierini
Jean Flerini
Pat Mona-han

«

FLYER DHSI&_ Yarvann Chapman

Fred Robinson
Valerie Clark

MAKE-UP

HAIR STYLIST..,.Carolyn Durr

AD SALES Barbara LaHay

Ken Pierini
Jean Pierini

FROPS

TICKET SALES....Maryann Chapman
Harbara LaHay
Gloria LaHay

LIGHTING Ron Dettman

PLAY SELECTION, .Seorge Pshoglos
Jean Plerini
Valerie Clark

NEBELING THEATZR TROUPE 3OAKD

Gloria LaHay
Ken Pierini
ieorge Psiro-ios



125 NORTH WOLF ROAD

WHEELING, ILLINOIS 60090

GPEN BOWLING DAILY
MONDAY NIGHT SPECIAL

50¢ PER GAME - AFTER 9:30 P.M.

AVAILABLE FOR SATURDAY NIGHT
PRIVATE PARTIES




~Q FULL
(@), SERVICE
@ REDKEN® se#ve
Our hairstyles
ate
designed $on
"Join the men and

women
Wheeling Park District’s with a style

New Health Club” of their

owh,

Village Beauty Salon

* FACIALS ¢ MANICURES
* NAIL WRAPPING

e t o n e s ¢ PEDICURES
P SMPLE  541.1333
34 W. DUNDEE - WHEELING
‘V c o e OPEN DAILY 9 AM. -9 PM. 1 BLOCK WEST OF WOLF
EVES. BY APPOINTMENT ,
MONDAY & SATURDAY 9.5 = VISA

NNEDDINGS/ PORTRANS /COMMERCIAL ASSKSNMENTS

CHUCK
/I/IIHALEK

Neptune's Pool Facility Wl
900 S. EiImhurst Road
Wheeling,Tllifljrosis 68390 SIUD'O PHONE
OF PHOICQISIRAPHY  sa7-0888
537-2222

271 EAST DUNDEE ROAD/ WHEEUNG ILLINOIS 6GDRO



Wheeling Auto Parts

“WI. TAKE CARE OF THE OLD & THENEW.” P ay>/ we NN
-,

s Buy the Brands you KNOW...

NATIONALLY ADVERTISED
AUTC PARTS

Domestic ® Foreign * Industrial

* FOREIGN AUTO PARTS *

»STARTERS - CARBURETORS

«BRAKE LININGS & CYLINDERS N
¢ IGNITION PARTS e FAN BELTS

eVALVES « MUFFLERS « BEARINGS

+« RADIATOR HOSE » BATTERIES

+« WATER PUMPS « SHOCK ABSORBERS -

E- e

4 LOCATIONS TO SERVE YOU BETTER

WHEEL
1S Ig‘;lﬁgi‘g PASES ) B.C. AUTO PARTS CLASSIC AUTO PARTS DUNHURST AUTO PARTS
. ukee-Whlg 324 N. Lake-Mundelein 1159 Church-Northbrook 765 W. Dundee-Wheeling
537-2433 566-8540 272-9476 537=4411




SYNOPSIS OF SCLNES

ACT I

Visitor From Mamaroneck

Place: Suite 719 at the Plaza Hotel
Time: About four in the afternoon
in mid-December

INTERMISSION 15 minutes

ACT II

Visitor From Hollywood

Place: Suite 719 at the Plaza Hotel
Time: About three in the afternoon
on a warm, epring day

INTERMISSION 15 minutes

ACT III
Visitor From Forest Hills
Place: Suite 719 at the Plaza Hotel

Time: Three o'clock on a warm
Saturday afternoon in spring

SPECIAL
~ ! CASH and CARRY
", DISCOUNT

CLEANERS

EXPERT DRAPEREES
Sy FURS GLAZED and STORED
(/eam'ng FORMALS  RUGS Oriental and Domestic
EXPERT SHIRT SERVICE

MOM TUESE 6 WEDB NOON
THURS B 6 FRI8 ? SATS8 §

LE 7-0100

PUBLIC SERVICE COMPANY
BILLS PAYABLE HERE
UGHT BULBS EXCHANGED

155 MILWAUKEE
Acinss Fom Wheeling Bont WHEEL'NG, HL

TRAVEL
WITH CONFIDENCE

Marion L. Rogers
WE PUTIT ALLTOGETHER FOR

YOU!

*A[RLINE oSTEAMSHIP
*HOTELS *CHARTERS
*WORLD TOURS <RAIL
*GROUPS ¢INCENTIVES
*COMMERCIAL
Our services are designed for comfort,
efficiency and convenience.
A good experience!
We can now accept your
Universal Airlines Travel Card (UATAP)

LATEST TRAVEL DIMENSIONS
LTD —

[251 East Dundes Road. Wheeling . . . 541_8_5_0_0_]




formal wear

eno

Wedding Special

The groom receives a FREE TUX

when si1x or more tuxes are rented

from any of our Seno stores.

“We Guarantee It!”




BELLHOP

KAREN NASH

SAM NASH

WAITER AND
ROY HUBLEY

JEAN MC CORMACK

WAITER AND
BORDEN EISLER

THE CAST OF "PLAZA SUITE"
In Order Of Appearance

KEN PIERINI~--Ken is the oil that keeps the theater
machine running smoothly., A mechanic by day, he's by
nature good with machines., Unfortunately, Ken is so
important behind the scenes, that time allows him tc
pursue only small parts. We look forward to the day
when this multi-talented man will be allowed to
pursue larger roles.

JUDI POWERS--This bouncey, bubbly person has displayed
a tremendous amount of energy, while creating this
character. Judi's talents are many, from being a
choreographer and gymnist; to chorus and dancing in
different productions. Aside from being a wife and a
mother of two, acting is her second love. We hope

to be seeing more of her in the future,

LARRY FISCHER--Larry comes to the Wheeling Theater
Troupe from the Deerfield Stagers. He has performed
there frequently, playing parts in George Washington
Slept Here, Don't Drink The Water, Hot L Baltlimore and
Auntie Mame. Although acting is Larry's favorite free

time activity, participation in team sports runs a

close second., He also sings and plays guitar,

JOHN CASCIQTTI--One of the original members of The

Wheeling Theater Troupe, John has previously performed
various roles in Hold Me, and recently portrayed the
character, Prof. Meanfellow, in Star Trip our chil-
drens production, John is currently studying voice,
and along with theater, enjoys music and sports,
Following his performance in Plaza Suite, John will

be seen in the Best Off Broadway Players production

of Music Man., We wish him much success,

CECILIA ENGLEMAN--A delightful newcomer to our group,

she has taken on the challenging role of the secretary
and has displayed her unique acting abilites. Cecilia
has previously performed in The Mouse That Roared; and,
put forth great effort in making Star Trip a success,
We look forward to seeing more of this talented

person in future productions,

FRED ROBINSON--Although this is Fred's acting debut,
his rapid-~fire delivery and commanding volice will

surely grace our stage again. In his other 1life
he becomes as quiet as a church-mouse, while he enjoys

his hobbies painting and flying. Fred someday hopes
to design an aircraft that will bring him great
fortune, We wish him 'Good Luckf,




JESSE KIPLINGER

MURIEL TATE

NORMA HUBLEY

MIMSEY HUBLEY

KURT BLOOM=--Excitement is what Kurt has brought to
the stage at Chevy Chase, Playing across from his
equally talented wife; Kurt helps to provide a truly
enjoyable evening. A newcomer to our group, he is

no newcomer to theater as evidenced by his superior
performance in this production, With newcomers like
this, our group can't help but have continued success

DEBBIE SLOOM~-This talented lady has previously
performed with the Village Players of Libertyville,
in their production of California Suite. Her
unlimited enthusiasm and creative abilities have

made Debbie an asset to our group. Being recently
married, she is enjoying a busy, happy and interestin
life,

JAN DICOSOLA--Act III's Norma Hubley requires a

versatile and extremely talented person, And, for-
tunately for us, Jan fils the bill. Her twelve
years of community theater experience has proved
invaluable to us, in this endeavor, We look for
much help and guidance from this multi-talented
woman in future productions,

FRANCINE RUBIN~--Traveling around the world is one
of Fran's hobbies, but she has stopped off long
enocugh to come to Chevy Chase to endow us with her
acting abilitlies, Her previous credits include

the role of Alice Russell in Lizzie Borden of Fall
River; and, Senator Philamena Foghorn in Star Trip.
For this production, Fran has also taken on the
challenging role of assistant director,displaying
a great degree of determination and energy.

LIGHTING DESIGNER

SET DESIGNER

RON DETTMAN~--This talented man has turned on more
stage stars in his lengthy career than Lawrence
Olivier, unfortunately he's on the other side of
the curtains, He's not only able to shed light
on our subjects, in reality he can also ring our
chimes! Ron works as an engineer for Illinois
Bell and someday soon, we hope he'll be an
important asset on the other side of the curtain,

KEN PIERINI--This important member of our group
certainly deserves special recognition, as he has
performed well above and beyond the call of duty.
Besides designing the sets, Ken helped in their
construction, He was also in charge of obtaining
all props used in this productioni and, took charge
of costumes, make-up, etc. All this, and he acts
too! Our thanks to a very talented man,
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ASSETS MORE THAN $125.000.000
Sipce 1921

duo sign

and billboards, inc.

o llluminated » Truck Lettering
Plastic Signs * Windows

¢ Plastic & Metal « Biliboards
Raised Letters » Trade Shows

94 E. Dundee Road
Wheeling, H1i. 60090
312/537-6220
complete sign painting

VICTORIAN PHOTOS
Come visit us in:

THE WHEELING HOUSE
OF
ANTIQUES

971 N, Milwaukee Ave
Wheeling, IL 60090

541~1444

iu just minutes we photograph you in
lnvely 19th century costumes - costumes
that fit conveniently on top of your
regular clothes,

An old~time photo of yourself or of

your family is the perfect gift for
relatives and friends,

( $1.00 »ff purchase = with this ad




ABOUT THE AUTHOR

NEIL SIMON was born in the Bronx,N.Y,.,, on July 4,1927. He
attended New York University and the University of Denver. His
first theatrical work was sketches for camp shows at Tamiment,
Pa., in collaboration with his brotbher Danny.,He became a T,V,
writer, supplying a good deal of material to Sid Caessr and Phil
Silvers. On 3roadway, Simon contributed sketches to Catch A Star
(1955) and New Faces of 1956, His first Broadway play was Come
Blow Your Horn (1961), followed by the book for the musical Little
Me (1962). His comedy Barefoot In The Park (1963) was selected as
a Best Play of its season, as was The 0dd Couple (1965), Nelther
of these had closed when Sweet Charity, a musical for which Simon
wrote the book, came along in early 1966; and none of the three
had closed when Simon's The Star- Spangled Girl opened the fol-
lowing season in December, 1966--so that Simon had four hit shows
running at one time on Broadway during the season of 1966-67.
When the last of the four closed the following summer, Simon's
hite had played a total of 3,367 performances over a period of
four theater seasons,

Neil Simon upholds a great tradition: he writes sure-fire
comedies for the big audiences everywhere in the United States-
our national Broadway. His insights are conventional- they match
the audiences preconceptlions- and his comedy technique is firmly
set in the theatrical line of which he is the one steadily pro-
ducing heir, His writing covers the structure of his slight plots
with a bright patina of canny wisecracks which invariably produce
the expected laughs, although one can hardly remember them short-
ly after they have exploded, The formula is & pillar of show busi-
ness.

A unique

SEAFOOD EXPERIENCE

SUNDAY BRUNCH

11:00-3:00

!

Ef%ZZaQZuL Jgﬁzuzﬁw ,émea

Open:

BEAUTY SALON
100 N WOLF,  WHEELING. 1L 60090
PHONE 537-9526
FULTON STREET FISHERY AND MARKET

Mon 9-2 504 NORTH MILWAUKEE AVENUE  WHEELING 1LLINOIS 60090

: Resarvations accepted 7 Days a week
Tues.  9-2 Call 5373930 -
Wed., 9-7 featuring &n
?h9rs‘ 9-7 all-you-can-eat buffet
Fri. -7 .00 Adults-5.95
Sat. 8:30-5:0 Children under 12-3.95

Children under 5-Free

Located 1 Block North of Dundee Rde



-=THE VHEELING THEATER TROUPE--
"A Community Effort"

As the title states, this is a "Community Effort”. Without the
sincere desires and determination of the people in the group to learn,
create, meet new friends and have fun; "The Wheeling Theater Troupe”
would not be in existence. The group is young and growing.

The uniqueness of Community Theater lies in its dependence upon
the particular community in which it has its roots, and in which it
conducts theatrical activity by involving as much of the community as
possible. The essential consideration is the necessary involvement
of the Community itself in the well being and continuation of the

group as a recognized enterprise

in which the citizens take pride

and to which they may look for theatrical entertainment of a better

than average kind,

The production of a play is the end result of many people’s efforts
to create a cultural experience for the population of Wheeling.

mempership to the Wheeling Theater Troupe is open to all residents
of Wheeling. Those interested in joining should call Heritage Park,

§37=-2222 for further information.

) Everyone is encouraged to get involved whether you’ve had pre-
vious stage experience or just the desire. Join us. Get involved®

©

“Family owned and operated for over 40 years”.

Hackney's on Harms * Harm's Road
(south of Lake Avenue), Glenview. Illinois 724-5577

Hackney's in Wheeling * Milwaukee Avenue
{south of Dundee Road). Wheeling. lllinois 537-2100

Hackney's on Lake *® Lake Avenue
(east of Waukegan Rd). Glenview, lllinois 724-7171

Hackney's in Lake Zurich * Route 12 (1 mile
north of Route 22), Lake Zurich. lllinois 438-2103

special facilities
are available for parties. receptions. club or business
meetings  Call any of our locations for information

“(‘,QO()(,{ %(i%”

lo lhe carl and crew

/wm your /u’endo

HJotin, Merry and David

s



MORE PEOPLE BEHIND THE SCENES

DIRECTOR-=-=-JUDY SAWYER-~-~This multi-faceted lady haa heen involved in
every aspect of the theater since 1956, when she starred in My Sister
Eileen, and worked as set designer and technical director. Since

that auspecious beginning she has graced the stage in numerous starring
roles, running the gamut from dramatic leads in Medea, to leading roles
in four Neil Simon plays, You may have also seen this lady on television
or heard her voice over the radio, because as a member of AFTRA and the
Screen Actors Guild, she has performed in over 200 radio/tv/film
commercials, The future? Well it wouldn't surprise any of us, and it
would fulfill Judy's ambition, if one day you turned on Ae The World

Turns, or General Hospital, and a new character was being played by
Judy Sawyer,

PRODUCER=~-DEBBIE CARLSON---Debbie is Recreation Co-Ordinator for the
Wheeling Park District. Her tasks as producer range from setting up

play and rehearsal dates, organizing funds, solving problems, locking

and unlocking doors. Debbie's other talents include sports and dancing
which she algso teaches at the Park District, Giving endless hours

to many park programs, she 1s responsible for all those behind the scenes
tasks,

CO-PRODUCER--~LISA ANDERSON---~Lisa is co-ordinator at the Wheeling Park
District, for the adult and senior recreation programs, She is always
available, and willing to lend a helping hand wherever needed.

MARYANN CHAPMAN--Maryann is a newcomer to our group, having recently moved
to this area from California., Lucky for us!! For this production, she
took on the challenging role of public relations chairperson--seeing to all
those details concerning tickets, ad sales, mailing lists, programs, etc,
Maryann has spent many hours and late nights to help make this production

a success, It is our opinion that San Franciscos' loss is our gain.

VALERIE CLARK--For this production, Valerie opted to work behind the scenes
on set construction, Previously she has played a variety of roles for the
W#heeling Theater Troupe--starting with Hold Me, and next playing the role
of'Carlotta' in Lizzie Borden (complete with Italian accent). Valerie

8ls0 co-produced Star Trip, the first production for children by this group.

BARBARA LAHAY~<=One of the original members of the theater troupe, she is as
dedicated as they come, 3arbara performed several roles in our production
of Hold Me; and, in Liz2ie Borden, she portrayed the role of 'Bridget
Sullivan', For this production, 3arbara gave her all to the P.R. committee--
selling tickets, working on the program, and doing a tremendous job on ad
sales,

GLORIA LAHAY--No job is left undone behind-the-scenes when this talented
person i8 around, For the two previous productions, Hold Me and Lizzie
Borden, and the current Plaza Suite, Gloria has done det construction,
stage crew, P.R., program layout etc, She is also a Board member and the
editor of the theater troupe newsleatter, Gloria'’s talent for the written
word is greatly appreciated by the entire group.

JEAN PIERINI-~Talent abounds in the Pierini family! Jean made her acting
debut as the ‘dancer' in Hold Me, and followed that up with the leading

role in Lizzle Borden displaying her tremendous acting abilities. Jean also
put forth a great deal of energy in making Star Trip a success. For this
production, Jean teamed up with husband, Ken, designing and building sets,




--=THANK YOU TO SPFECIAL PEOPLE FOR SPECIAL FAVORS---

FPROP DONATICNS:

PHOTOGRAPHY :

FURNITURE:

SET DESIGN:

SET DECORATING:

sseAnd for their continuing support:

Judy Sawyer
Kurt and Debbie Bloom
Ron Dettman
Pat Monaghan

Chuck Mihalek--CMI STUDIOS
Dundee Road

271 E.

Ken and Jean Pierini
Art and Barb LaHay
Cecilia Engleman
Jan Dicosola

Wheeling, Illinois

Judy Sawyer

Chevy Chase Country Club

Ken Pierini

Ken Pierini
Jean Pierini
Valerie Clark

The merchants who have purchased ad
space,

The Wheeling Park District Employees,
The members of the Wheeling Chamber of
Commerce.

And, of course--THE AUDIENCE

*Produced by speclal arrangement with Samuel French, Inc.*

G’l 1 bere Roofi?l j
SPCCI}) l‘llﬂ‘g 3

CW Yoo
and reparrs
a ermanﬂc
719 - 656/
Evcnmgs 537 -0081

s VERLO MATTRESS
L FACTORY OUTLET
I H!-‘
Toag W - Handmade Mattress
W WL sets at Outlet Prices!
* * *V - f
. B Save $50 to $200
' " per set
e 2 When You Buy Direct!

e *Mro*Extra Fira*Luxury Firm*
WATER FLOTATION SLEEP
The Ultimate in Comfort
VERLO
MATTRESS CO.
82 E., Dundee Rd,
Wheeling
+ mile W, of Milwaukee Ave,
Phone: S41-1234

Visit The Factory Show-Room!




Phone: 537-8200

TUNE UPS CAR GLEANING J"
CHIP BENSON Jm 904“%

‘HANDYMAN ~ 537-1825 RESTAURANT

HOME REPAIRS SNOW BLOWING
20 S. MILWAUKEE

Wheeling, Il

THE WHEELING THEATER TROUPE

WILL PRESENT THEIR NEXT

SCHEDULED

PRODUCTION IN OCTOBER

LOOK FOR OUR UPCOMING

ANNOUNCEMENT
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ACCOMMODATIONS UP TO 600
NEWLY REDECORATED e NEW MANAGEMENT

* WECDINGS o FASHION SHOWS
» BUSINESS MEETINGS ¢ LUNCHEON
o SALES MEETINGS o FUND RAISERS
s BANQUETS o BOWLING BANQUETS
N For additional
information
please call ...
FOOD & BEVERAGE 537-2930 (Area 3]2)
OPERATIONS
DEPARTMENT
|
B in “
Ny i
- L4 B D
o

owned & operated by

THE WHEELING PARK DISTRICT




WHEELING PARK  DISTRICT'S
THEATER TROUPE

PRESENTS
PO . 3 mi}f_.«. :_f. s w‘“‘"“‘“--'
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OCTOBER 23, 24, 26, 29 and 30

CHEVY CHASE COUNTRY CLUB

1000 N. MILWAUKEE

AVENUE

|
|




The production of a volay requires meny people woeking in different directions
with a common goal--to unite all efforts, all energies and all talents producing

the end result

TICKET DESIGN
Gloris LseHay
PIR.
Pat Monsghan
Gloria LeHay
Bernie Powers

PROGRAM

Pat Monaghan
Gloria LsHay

SET CONSTRUCTION

Ken Pierini
Gloria LaHay

The oroduction fo "The Chalk Garden" by Enid Bagnold.

Behind the Scenes

MAKE-UP

Pat Monaghan
Jodi Berger

AD SALES

Pat Monaghen
Bernie Powers

PROPS
Gloris LaHay
LIGHTING

Tom Monaghan
Fred Robinson

TICKET SALES

Lisa Anderron
Entire Cact

Many thanks to all who have given of their time sand ta.ents to make
"The Chalk Gerden" e succeesful undertsking.

L‘i

R ez [——— B R R —

wheeling  frnk disbiicl P
’//ﬁ(l/!ny Shreclen r’/-;(lu/u'
frvesends
“Sho CGhalt Garden”
/y encd /n;yno/(/
chevy clse counby luf

8 PM 0CT.2 91080 $3-OO

TOUR TICYET TO AN EVENING OF ENTERTAINMENT BY AMATEURS w4

JEPFORM LIKE SROFRGSTONLLS



ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Enid Bagriold. 1749~ English novelist ond playwright., born Rocherter.

Kent, England.

She was 8 nurse in a military hocvitel in WWI. In

1920 she married Sir Roderick Jones., head of Reuters news apgency.
Bagnold's works combine wit, charm, sonhistication and wvidsom. Her
best known novel is Nationel Velvet (1935), the ctory of » teenage
girl who wins a horee in a reffle and rider it to victory in the

famed Grend Nationsl Race.

Begnold's other vorks include the

novels, Serena Blendish (192.) and The Loved =nd the Envied (1951).
and the pleys The Chalk Garden (1955) and The Chinese Prime Minister

(1964), Also, her autogiogranshy (1969)

She rpent her esrly childhood in Jamaica.

At age 12 che returned to England

end went to Prior's Field School, run by the mother of Aldores Huxley.
Author of "A Diary without Detes", Dear Judas" and the 2lay "Gentre"

wes vroduced in New York in 1952.

PLAYS POETRY
Lottie Dundase
Nationel Velvet
Poor Judsas
Gertie

TRANSLATION

Alexander of Asis

(Princesce Marthe Bibesco)

LARE JANITORIRL SERVICE

COMPLETE JANITORIAL SERVICES
JFFICE BUILDINGS FACTORIES, K SCHOOLS
CONDOMINIUMS, APT. BLDGS . AND BANKS

PAINT AND WALLPAPER

INTERIOR & EXTERIOR PAINTING
EXPERT WALLPAPERI NG
REMODELING PANELING TILING
WOOD STAINING-VARNISHING
DRYWALL & PLASTERING

SNOW  PLOWING

PROFESSIONAL - DEPENDABLE -

THE ABOVE SERVICES

FAmM!ILY OWNED AND OPERATED
REASONABLE RATES

FREE  ESTIMETES

537-7846 &

INSURED

459.8498

Sailing Ships

4

-

PROSE

A Diary Without Dszter

The Hauny Foreigner

Serena Blandicsh: or the
Difficulty of Getting Msrried
Alice, and Thomas end Jene
Nationz1 Velvet

The Squire

The Loved and Envied

The Girls' Journey

Se Habla Espanol
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MADRIGAL

MAITLAND

2nd APFLICANT

2rd APPLICANT

LAURAL

MRS. ST. MAUGHAM

THE CAST OF THE CHALK GARDEN
IN CRDER OF APPEARANCE

JUDY SAWYER -= A veteren of 25 yesrs in Community theater
production, Judy has also had 15 years professional
experience, appearing in over 200 television films and
videotape commercials. Her latest credits include,

Diana in "California Suite" in Libertyville and

director of the Wheeling Theeter Troupe's last

production "Flaza Suite". Her experience end profes-
sionel background have been an asset to our troupe

as she portrays the demanding part of Madrigal in this
performance.

DAN _COUGHLIN -- Dan is making his debut in theater in
the role of Maitland. As you will see he has been
hiding his talent from us as he portrays the long
suffering butler in a realistic way.

JODI BERGER -- A new member to our troupe, Jodi, a
student at Buffalo Grove High School, has had

past experience in school plays snd acting class
productions. Her hobbies include, horseback riding,
dancing, resding, swimming and singing. We will look
forward to seeing more of her in our upcoming plays.

PAT MONAGHAN -- Pat's experience goes back to her high
school days and has continued through present time.
Her most recent parts were Abby Borden in "Lizzie
Borden of Fall River: and the Martiasn in Star Trip I.
Her roles have shown a wide vsriation of character
from an old woman to a martisn. Pat combines her
hobby of acting with her jobs of Mother, Secretary

snd student. Her goal is to not waste time but

to fill each day with meaningful activity.

LISA VINARSKY -- Lisa, for her years has had more
experience than many adults. Her past roles in "Li'l
Abner" and "Sweet Harmony" and many musical snd
variety shows at school added to drama school pro-
ductions, has helped her not only to obtain a

leading role in "The Chalk Garden" but in becoming

e candidate in the role of an orphan in the upcoming
motion picture "Annie". Her gosl to become an sctress
seems attainsble ss che portrays the sooiled child
laurel in this production.

JAN DI COSOLA -- Jan has to her credit a vast ex-
perience in acting including 12 yeers of Off Broadway
Theaters and hss sppesred in Community Theater groups
in productions of "Dam Yankees", "Woman Overboard"
"Applause", "Music Man", "Funny Girl", "Don't Drink
the Water", "Enter Laughing", "Diary of Ann Frank"
and our troupe's last production "Plaza Suite".
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PROP DONATIONS: Pat Drew
Lisz Anderson
Chevy Chase
Bell Telephone Co.
Art and Barbare LaHay
Pat Monaghan
Ken & Jean Pierini
Barb Victor

HOUSE CREW Jenny Robinson

COSTUMES The Cast

SET PAINTING Barbara Victor

MAKE-UP SUPERVISOR Cindy Conway

PRODUCER Lisa Anderson

POTOGRAPHY Chuck Mihalek, CMI Studios
FOR SPECIAL FAVORS Mayor Wiliism Hein
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MRS. ST. MAUGHAM
(Cont.)

NURSE

OLIVIA

THE JUDGE

Jan combines her many talents and vast experience to
portray the rolt of Mrs. St. Maughsm as she strives for
her goal to "grow old grscefully”.

BARBARA LA HAY-- Barbars is one of the original members

of the Wheeling Theater Troupe and hes played in

3Hold Me" znd "Lizzie Borden". She is 2lso one of the
brckbones behind the scenes as en all around help on

all comittees. Without her unselfish service to the

therter troupe our past productions could not have

been accomplished. Her part as the Nurse gives s #n
insight to her wonderful sense of humor and acting sbilities.

JUDI POWERS=-- Judi brings with her, to the theater troupe.
her past experience in many high school and college
performances. Her most recent rol€ wss in our last
production "Plaza. Suite". Judi

loves dancing as s hobby although she cpends most of

her time raising her two children. Her portrayel of
Olivia", the shy quite mother of Lsurel, who has

become independent, is played with grest skill.

FRED ROBINSON-- The role of the Judge is a first in
acting for Fred, although he has been a help behind
the scenes in previous productions. His talents have
been hidden backstege until this production, but

can eesly be seen in his strong portrayal of the

Judge who has become weary of his duties,
ey

. e TR T

pusm ey
A special thank you to the two people who have combtined the above telents
in order to put it all to ether.

DIRECTOR

ASSISTANT
[ TRECTOR

MARTY BERMAN -- We have been furtunate to have Msrty
give of his time 2nd trlents to this production. Msrty
hes been continuslly involved with the theater from
1972-1978. in N.Y. and has continually seppeared in

pleys in the Wheeling area since 1979. He has slso
spent countles=s hours as strge hand, light and sound
operator, props, transporting scenery and ~11 pheses

of the2ter production. His var ied experience in -11
areas of oreduction has made him en able end understend-
ing Director. I''m sure you will find his first attemot
et directing has been 2 complete success. Many thenks
to Merty for his iders, encouragement snd time.

GLORIA LA HAY —- Gloria h:s been rn indjispenseble

part of "The Wheeling Theester Troupe" since its beginning
in Feb. 1979. 3She hss been the m:jior backbone of all
productions in her duties of siage manager. ?.R. chair-
men, set design, props, progrims, tickete, flyerr. ar
well as voard member, It is people like Glorie who
through their untireless efforts has keot the thester
troupe in exist.nce and entertained our community for
the past 1% yerrs. There is no way she can be thrnked
for her time »nd effort in this oroduction =s vell as
all of our psst efforts., We hope Glori- will continue
helping ue in future sroductions.




THE CHALK GARDEN
STCRY OF THE PLAY

A woman spplies ss a governess to &
household of position in the country
in Englend. She is interviewed by
her employer, an old, over-powering,
once-besutiful ex-hostess of London
society. She is engaged (without
references) to look after the grand-
dsughter, whose mother hes married egein, .y
and who lesds her grendmother by the

rose and exploits her caprices snd her
leaning towards Freudian explsnations.
The grendmother gardens-feverishly and
ignorantly-ss an escape from old age.

The msnserveant is a2 classless, ageless
men, unhandy with 1ife but with e
"neseion for the Right." He in turn

is exploited by the grandmother and the
granddaughter. Over the premises, unseen
and chained by a stroke upstairs, there

broods the evil influence end faded

{312) 5412970

PEARSON-HOLT, INC.

CIVIL ENGINEERS

562 N MILWAUKEE AVE
WHE CLING, IL 60090

GILBERT R. PEARSON
GEORGE L HOLT

grandeur of the butler who has known
all the magnificence of his employer's
1life in London,

The Applicant-the "governess" has done

2 life sentence for murder and hss only
recently come out of prison. This fact
swells like a mushroom cloud all through
the play, and the cloud develops flames
within it when the judge who once sen-
tenced her comes to lunch.

TIME: The Present

PLACE: A room in & manor house

ACT ONE
A day in June

ACT TWO
Two months later.

ACT THREE
Twenty minutes later.

Produced by special

arra .
Samuel French, Inc. neement with

YOU

WILL

SAVE

..much time and energy
by looking for what you
want in the Yellow Pages.
Let them serve you as a ..

“BUYER’S GUIDE

Bell System
Yellow Pages
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A WORD ABCUT THE WHEELING THEATER TROUPE

As the tifle rtates, this is o "community Effort". Without the =sincere
desires and determin~tion of the people in the group to learn, cre-te.
meet new friends and heve fung "The Wheeling Therter Troupe" would not
be existence. The group is young end growing.

The uniqueness of Community Thesrter lies in its dependence upon

the particuler community in vhich it has ils roots, and in which i% condicte
thes triezl sctivity by involving s much of the community as pesritle. The
essential considerstion is the necess:sry involvement of the Community itcrelf
in the well being and continuestion of the group ‘s - recopnized enterorire
in which the citizens trke oride rnd to which they m~y look for the- tric~”
entertrinment of a better thrn sverege kind,

The oroduction of 8 play is the end result of meny peosle's efforts ‘o
crerte © cultural exnerience for the popu':tion of Wheeling.

Membership to the Wheeling The-ter Troupe is open to 211 residents of
Wheeling =nd nearby communities, Those interested in joining sho::1d
eall Heritege Park, =t 537-2772 for further informstion.

Everyone is encourapged to get involved wether you've had previous stage
cyperierce or just "he desire. Join us! Get involved!
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DAVEY TREE,;

MAIN OFFICE - KENT, OHIO 44240
THE ORIGINAL AND .LARGEST COMPLETE
TREE CARE SERVICE IN THE WORLD

KEEPING AMERICA GREEN SINCE 1909

VVWW
Pruning and Tree Maintenance OUR BEST WISHES
TO THE
Disease and insect Spraying WHEELING THEATER TROUPE

DON
ROIIT'S

Beter IN WHEELING

Reserve Now 537-5800

On Milwaukee Ave. North of Dundee Road

Tree Feeding

Tree  Removal

| o P, YD

Arboricultural and Horticultural Consultants 1 A Blackhawk Restaurart
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THE DAVEY TREE EXPERT CO. |
230 SUMAC ROAD

WHEELING, IL 60090 -,

537 - 4340
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NEDDINGS/ PORTRAITS /COMMERC AL ASSISNMENTS

CHUCK HOME SERVICE
ANHALEK
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OF PHOTGSIAPHY 5370888 KEN'S AUTO REPAIR

PUT YOUR CAR IN MY HANDS
CALL FOR FREE ESTIMATE

21 849 DuINDEE ROAD/ WHEEUNG, ILLINOIS 6GDRO 537.6795

THE  WHEELING  THEATER TROUPE

WILL  PRESENT THEIR NEXT

SCHEDULED

PRODUCTION IN  APRIL

LOOK FOR UPCOMING
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. act 1
o 585

At rise, there are chairs placed as though for a meeting or
an interview. On one of them sits Miss Madrigal. Maitland
ushers the Little Lady, the Second Applicant, in from the
hall door,

Second Applicant. Lovely, blowy weather. ,.

Laurel {entering from Maitland’s door]. Are you too here
for the interview?

Second Applicant. I am applying for the post. ~

Laurel. My grandmother had a hundred and seven answers.
[Silence.] I mean to her advertisement. '

Second Applicant [rising, propitiatory}. You are the young
lady—who requires a companion? {Her hand steals out.}

Laurel. I never shake hands. It's so animal. [Little Lady sinks
back.] So one of you has come to look after me? We
were expecting four applicants—the ones my grand-
mother selected from the letters. And now there are
oniy two to choose from., [To Litle Lady.] What are
your qualifications?

Second Applicant {anxious, leaning forward], Froebel
trained. Long ago. But Froebel trained. And patience.

Laurel. Would you have patience with me?

Second Applicant. I am 50 fond of young people.

Leurel. ¥ set fire to things, I am not allowed alone, excep-t n

the garden.

Second Applicant [flustered]. Such lovely weather for the
garden. [Carrying on bravely.} The advertisement said
“with handicraft.” I am clever with my fingers. I am
fond of making pretty things, [Coy.] Now—can you
make 2 lampshade?

Laurel. All the lampshades here are made already.

Second Applicant. Will you tell me, dear, of what does the
family consist? .
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296 Erid Bagnold

Laurel. Of my grandmother, Of me. And Maitland. And the .

terrible old man upstairs. And his bospital nurse.

Second Applicant {horrified). Your grandfather?

Laurcl. Mr. Pinkbell was always the butler. Now be has a
stroke.

Second Applicant. Who was that then?

Laurel;, That was Maitiand, He wears a grocer’s coat. Mr.
Pinkbell, of course, used to wear a black one and have
a footman. '

Second Applicant. But is there no one clse?

Laurel. Oh, we are rich! If we have only one servant, it is
part of my grandmother's newest theory about life. She
says true devotion is only to be got when a man is
worked to death and has no rival,

Second Applicant. But bave you no mother?

Laurel, My mother marricd again. She married for love. Tt
bas given me an adolescent repugnance to her. My case
is practically in Freud. My grandmother will explain
it to you.

Second Applicant. And where is your father?

Laurel. My father shot himself when I was twelve, T was
in the room. [Turning immediately to Madrigal.] And
what are your qualifications?

Madrigal {turning a frosty eye on her]. I prefer to wait for.

your grandmother.

Laurel [interested in this answer), Are you Scotch?

Madrigal. 1 was born in Barbados.

Laurel. Where do you live?

Madrigal. In my room.

Laurel, I am fond of painting, Can you paint?

Madrigal. What I cannot do is wait much longer.

Laurcl. Oh, shell come! Grandloo will comel She 18’ work-
ing in the garden. She’s a great gardener, but nothing
grows for her.

{Enter Maitland.)

Maitland. And what are you doing wearing Madame s neck-
Jaces! Off with them. {While removing necklaces and
putting them in his pocket.) You've been upstairs and
I thought 1 lcft you happy in the garden. Cut you go!
T've got a bonfire laid at the top there. You shall light
it when I get a minute, [Maitland goes off with her into
the garden.)

Sccond Applicant. Do you thirk it's all true?

l A
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Madrigal. 1 should think it unlikely,

[The Third Applicant, the Grand Lady, sails in from lI:e
hall as Maitland comes back from the garden.)

Maitland. Who let you in?

Third Applicant, The front door stood wide bpen—so -
mane,

Maitland. Have you a letter?

Third Applicant. T wouldn't have come, denr, If Y hadn't a
letter. [Waves it at him.] Are you the butler? '

Maitland. 1 am the manservant,

Third Applicant. A world of difference! In my days it was
thought common to wear a white coat. A relic of our
occupation in India.

Maitiand {following her as she wandérs round the room] .

Will you sit down, piease?

Third Applicant, In those days, in the Hill Stations, T was
thought to have extraordinary charm. [Te appllcinis.]
Geod morning. How do you do. [To Maitland.} 1s this
a house where there are gentlemen?’

Maitland {stiffly]. I am not to give information. PR

Third Applicant. But you have only to nod. [At the' fabie] :
Gardening glov% .+ « nicotine for wood lice . . . is"

your lady going up in the world or coming down? One
has to be so careful.

Maitland [outraged]. Mrs. St, Matigham has a “house in

Belgrave Square!

Third Applicant, But you are left in the country, I sitppose, '

when she goes up for the season?

Maitland. Madame is past the scasons. Take a chair, plense. '

Third Applicant. Not that I am applying for the post, you
know . .. not really .

Second Apphcnnr Not applymg?

Third Applicant, I came to have a peep ... So nosf‘algxc cos

Maitland. But you're not going!

Third Applicant. I could not think of staying in a house
where there is not even a nephew! [She exits. Mm’l!and
follows her out.]

Second Applicant [as Maitland enters from the hall. To
him). For the interview . ., . when the interview .
ought we to be together?

Maitland. One of you ladies can wait in the drawing toom.
It’s dust-sheeted, but there's a chair. -

Second Applicant [rising and going 1oward the door with

-
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298 Entd Bagnold

some speed]. One must be fair! Let it be me. This lady
was before me. [To Madrigal.] When you're ready, you
just call, dear! [Exit.}

Madrigal. She’s a little light-ingered,

Maitland, That one?

Madrigal. No more thau a hox of matches or the Tatler,

Maitland. Do you know her?

Madrigal. No. But I've met those hands before. Many times,

Mairland. Met those bands? [Looks through window.] There
she goes!

Madrigal [as to herselfl. They were none of them solid
applicarts,

Maitland. But they wrote to Madame!

Madrigal. 1t's how they spend their days. They answer ad-
vertisements.

Maitland. Not meaning to take *he jobl

Madrigal. They are elways in two minds, It makes a change
for them. .. . [Ar her own words she goes a bit off the
track.] . .. and then too she has a garden.

Maitland. It's you who have two minds, it seems! [Eyeing
her anxiously.] Don't you be flitting! If there's nobody
here—after all the advertising—who do you think's
going to get the brunt! [Exits with chairs.}

Madrigal (as to herself]. I cannot hope to be acceptable—at
the first underiaking. .

Maitland [returning). You don't need to worry! Madame's
up a tree! Today's the deadline. She's got her daughter
coming. A shy lady. A nice one. Oh, there’s wheels
within wheels. If you ask me . ., . Madame's afraid
she'll take the child.

Madrigal. The child's outlandish!

Maitland. Only what Madame makes her, I can explain her!
Nurse and Nanay I bin to her!

Madrigal. In a house like this—would I be suitable?

Maitland, She'll take you! Madame loves the unusual! [Ma-
drigal reacts.] It's a middle-class failing—she says—to
run away from the unusual!

Volce {Jrom the garden). Maitlandl [Coming nearer.] Mait-
landl Maitland!

Maitland. Madame|

Voice [just outside the French window, in the garden). Ate
my tecth on the table? [Maitlend goes to the table.)
My bottom teeth ..

Maliland [searching). There's nothing,
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[Enter Mrs. St. Maugham pulling wheelbasket with her back
to the audience.)

Mrs. St. Maugham. Then I must have left them in tbe grecn-
house.

Maitland. Herel Walt, Madame.. . . here they are—wrapped
ina handkerchxcfl [Crosses and gwe: them 1o her.]

Mrs. 8t. Maugham {lurns]. Good motning, ~ -

Maitland [crosses downstage, says over his shoulder]. There's
a dentist taken the empty house by the church.* He
might make you comfortable!”

Mrs. St. Maugham [coming downstage]. T've triad al! ‘thé:
dentists. You can't fit false teeth to a woman of char-
acter. As one gets older and older, the appearance be-
comes such a bore. [Displeased—1to Mauland] But I
expected five applicants ot ",

Maitland, Four came. Three have gone, | Dot

Mrs. St. Maughiam. And one wrote me suth'a good Ietterl
Gonel )

Maitland. But I've kept this one.

Mrs, St. Maugham [crossing the roont !aWard Miss M&&fl}&'l

who rises and respectfuliy stanas. She picks up a bunch
of letters from her writing table on the way, To Madpi-
gal) Shall we sit? [Over her shoulder.) You can go,
Maitland. [Mairland exits. With a sudden and alarming
change of manner—putting on the old charm as she

sits down.] Now what questions do total strangers put ‘

to one another?

Madrigal {re-seated. - Colorlessly]. The name is Madngal.
[Mrs. St. Maugham seiects the “Madrigal” letter from
the bunch she holds. Keeps it out and puts the others
down.] 1 am the daughter of the late Ronald Bentharn
Madrigal, Rajpootnah Hussars, Indian Army. He was
the son of General Beotham Madrigal—the Honorable
East India Company.

Mrs, St. Maugham [gaily]. No, rol That you can't bel The
Honorable East India Company was dissolved in 1860}
I'm an cxpert] My great-grandfather was Tarr Bethune,

Governor of Madras, tried for corruption m 1859, ahd°

found guiity!
Madrigal [caimly]. My grandfather had iy fnther at tie age
of scventy-five, Con
Mrs. St. Maugham {admitting the point] That mfght mako
it possiblo. What expericnice have you?
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300 Entd Bagnold

Madrigal. T have small private means. I have not taken such
a post before,

Mrs, St. Maugham, Why do you apply to me?

Maudrigal. The advertisement attracts me. 1 have been some-
what alone.

Mrs. St. Maugham. You will be able, I suppose, to give me
references?

Madrigal [coldly]. That will be difficult.

Mrs, St. Maugham, What?

Madrigal. In fact, impossible,

[The door stands open, and a hospital Nurse, in full uniform,
stands in the doorway.}

Nurse [stiff, reproachful]. We've been ringing, Mrs. St
Maugham,

Mrs, St. Maugham. 1 heard nothing!

Nurse. Our breakfast tray was late again.

Mrs. 81, Maugham. One can’t have everything!

Nurse. Mr. Pinkbell says one should bave a great deal more,
[She exits, flouncing.}

Mrs. St. Maugham. One of his cross mornings ». . Ask me
questions, Miss Madrigal,

Maiirigal. Docs one have a room to oneself?

Mrs. 8t Maugham [eyes still closed]. Life without a room
to oncself is a barbarity. Lunchcon here with me and
my granddaughter. Your evening meal served in your
roomon atray ...

Moaitland [who, a few words before, has made an appear-
ance in the garden to wheel away the wheelbasket, now
stands at the open window}]. That can't be done!

Mrs, St. Maugham {opening her eyes; speaking automal-
ically, without turning], Ma'am,

Maitland [as automatically], Ma’am,

Mrs, St. Maugham [now turning]. And why can't it?

Maitland. Because I shall be busy serving at Madame's table,

[Phone rings oflstage.]

Mrs. §t. Maugham. 1 hear the telephone [Maltland exits).
Now—now—Miss Madrigall We are so continuously
interrupted . . .

Madrigal [whose mind is only on the telephone). 1 should
tell you—in case you should ask me to—1J don’t answer
the telephone,

Mrs. St. Maugham [immediately interested]. For what rea-
son?

Madrigal. 1 prefer not to. {As though realizing by Mrs. St.

.-..,__...-..._... -
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Maugham’s attltude that more explanation Is needed.]
It disturbs me to join two worlds. .

Mrs, St. Maugham. Which ... 7

Madrigal [with a small wave of her hand]. The outside , .,
and the inside one,

[Re-enter Maitland.] )

Maitland. They want you to open the village Summer Fes-
tival.

Mrs. St. Maugham. Are they holding on?’

Maitland. They are.

Mrs. St. Maughem. Ask them what attendance they can
insure? Last tirue I opened something there was no-
body there.

Maitland {deadpan). Madame is so unpopular,

Mrs. St. Maugham, How do you know?

Maitland {as before]. I hear it on all sides.

Mrs. St. Maugham. They tell you that when I send you
down for the post. Give me my engagement book.
[Pointing to book on the secretary.}

Maitland. That's last year's.

Mrs. St. Maugham, It does just as well. Give it to me all
the same. The dates are not so different. [As he goes
for it, turning to Miss Madrigal.} Have you lived in
a village, Miss Madrigal?

[Muaiiland passes the book to her.)

Madrigal {mumbling). No, Mrs. St. Maugham . . .

Mrs, St. Maugham. All the graces of life here go unvalued,
In a village one is down to the bones of things. When
1 was at my height—though I lived here—I never knew
them! They were waiting for my old age like wolves,
it seems! Tell them 1 won’t open it. [Exit Maitland.}

\

Ah . .. where were we? My advertisement asks for

handicraft. What handicraft do you suggest?
Madrigal. I have ornamented & chapel, g
Mrs, St. Maugham. With your needle? - v ¢ 7yurir®

Madrigal. With my brush. I bave painted-a twimng plant.,

on the altar candles.
Mrs. St. Maugham [immediately interested]. But as the can-
dles burnt down the painting must have melted away!
Madrigal. That was the beauly of it, Is this a qulct housc?
Mrs. §t. Maugham. Absolutely.’
[Wild screamns are heard far up the garden. Malrland burstr
through door, rushes through reom and out of the
French window.)
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die. .. [Turning her head round.] 1 put salt on it to turn
the flame blue. Blocks of it.

Mrs. S1. Maugham. Who told you to put salt on it?

Laurel, The old bastard, Mr. Pinkbell.

Mrs. St. Maugham, Not pow, my darling. Superlatives only
between ourselves!

Laurel [turning round and walktng toward them). Where are
the others?

Mrs. St. Maugham, This is M:ss Madrigall

Laurel. [She walks over to Miss Madrigal, pretending to
come fo.] Have you scttled everything? Do you under-
stand all about me?

Madrigal. Not yet.

Laurel. Oh, can’t we have the Interview together? Shall T go
end fetch the book that explaing me?

Mrs. §t. Maugham. Not so fast. Externalizef Externalize!
my darline! [Maitland crosses from the garden to
kitchen.] She has quaint self-delusions. You mustn't
mind them ...

Laurel. . . . but you mustn’t cross them!

Madrigal. Are you an only child?

Laurel. I am Delilah’s daughter!

Mrs. §t. Maugham. Words leap and chanpe color in her
mouth like fishes! Laurel is a novel one reads out loud!
Itoo at her age ...

Laurel. Wit often skipsg a generation!

Mrs. St. Maugham, She is my parchment sheet on which I
write!l I hope she will remember my life and times!
There seeras no one else to do it . ..

Laurel. I am your little immortality!

Mrs, §t. Maugham, You will note—how light my finger lles
upon her! The child's a flower. She grows in liberty!

Madrigal, Weeds grow as easily,

Mrs. St Maugham. As 1 was saying. ..

Laurel, . . . before the interruption,

Mrs. St. Maugham. Freedom is Captain here! Calm is its
Licutenant!,

[Enter Nurse hurrledly.}

Nurse. The madonna lilies have blown over! ‘

Mrs. St. Maugham [at once in a pussion. Rising], Oh—great
heavens! Maitland! He was to order the bamboos and
he forgot them! Are they alt down?

Nurse [with triumph]. Al. And not for want of warnings!
{Exits.)

o ——————
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Mzs, St. Maugham. Oh my lilies! My lilies! One waits a
year for them! , .. [Exiting fa.n into the garden. Enter
Maitland.]

Maitland. What was that I heard? -

Laurel. The calm of Grandloo.

Maitland, But what's happened?

Madrigal, There's been an accident in the garden.-

Maitland [to Laurel, denouncinglyl. Firel

Laurel, Wind. You didn’t stake the liliest -

Maitland {[frantic, rushing to the window to look out]. Ch,
are they down! The nurse told me and I forgot! How
the old bastard will be crowing! :

Madrigal [primly], Stake in May.

Mairland [turning on her fiercely]. They weren't fu!l gtown
in May! v

Madrigal. They should have been. -

Maitland {more fiercelyl. Is that a cnt!cism’l .

Madrigal [quietly]. So you are the gardener hcre as well?

Maitland lexcited, pacing about]. I'm everything! I'm the
kingpin and the pivot and the manservant and the maid-
servant and the go-between [Turning on Laurel] and
the fire-exiinguisher!

"Laurel, Ptisoner Six Five Seven Fourl -

Maitland {jumping to attention). Sirl -

Laurel. Carry your bed-area and about tum! 'Ihmugh the
corridor second door on the left and into your celll
March!

-Maitland. I'm all to pieces. I can't play it.

Laurel [to Madrigal, in tragic tones). He was ﬁve long years
in prison, Miss Madrigal.

Madrigal [politely]. Was it your first convxcuon?

*Maitland {sententious]. Conviction! It was for my ldeals! I
was a Conscientious Objector.

Madrigal [prim). And didn't you find it trying?

Maitland. “Trying!” Five years! Five long years! Given ono
chance to live and Cve years taken from it! An ant
umong a thousand ants—and taking orders from ants}

aadrigal. JE it upsets you better not recall it. .

Maitland. Not recall 1! ¥t's stamped on my skin and at !ho
Dbuack of my eyes! It's in my legs when I walk up and
down! In my heart that sticks with tnght when she

gets angry!

Madrigal [senfentious]. But since you felt you had mght on

your sidel
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Maitland, Right on my side! That didn’t uphold me! 1 went
in there because I wouldn't take a life, but before 1
came out [ would have killed a warder!

Madrigal [platitudinously]. All acts became possible.

Maitland. What can you know of life?

Madrigal. True, it's been sheltered.

Laurel [picking up the remaining full glass of créme de
menthe]. All our lives are sheltered,

Maitland. Don’t do that! She'll be furious!

Laure! {tossing it down her throar]. Not with me. I'm not
responsible.

Maitland {to Madrigal]. You'll be witness, Miss, I didn't
touch it! I have to be on the ready for injustice in life.

Laurel. From me? From your little Laurel? How touchy
you arel

Maitland. 1 have soft ground and hard ground to my feel-
ings. You should mind where you step!

Laurel. I am a victim and you ought to love me,

Maitland [angrily). I do love you—like the poor mother
who ought by rights and reasons to take a stick to you.

Laurel. What do you expect of me! A child that’s been for-
saken by its mother!

Maitland. That's as may bel That's as those think it to be!
I was found in a ficld but I don’t make a fuss about it!
[Exits sharply.]

Laurel {soapily]. Poor Maitland likes the Right even when
the Right is wrong.

Madrigal [platitudinousiy]. He has your interests at heart.

Laurel [with interest]. Are you a hospital nurse?

Madrigal. Why do you ask?

Laurel. You have that unmeaning way of saying things.

Madrigal [after a second's pause and with a little formal
manner of adapting herself]. Now that we are alone
together am I to eall you Laurel? '

Laurel. 1t's my name.

Madrigal. And what are you interested in—Laurel? I mean
—apart from yourself?

Laurel. What I don’t like—is to be questioned,

Madrigal. I agree with you. .

Laurel. But 1 don’t like to be agreed with just in case I might
arguc! And I don't like to be read aloud to unless I
suggest itl But if read aloud to—{ don't like emphasis!
And every morning I don’t like “Good morning” said!
I can sce for myself what sort of a day jt isl
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Madrigal. You sound as if you had lady-companions before.
How did you get rid of them? .

Laurel. 1 tell Pinkbell.

Madrigal. He tells your grandmother. My mind goes more
stowly than yours, g

Laurel. But it was going that way. You sce she loves to
advertise! She loves what comes of it. It's like dredging
in the sea, she says—so much comes up in the pet!

Madrigal. 1—*for instance.

Laurel. Why not?

Madrigal. Doesn’t she take 2 chance—that way?

Laurel. No, she says you get more out of life by hap-hazard.
By the way, if you want to get on with my grandmother
—you must notice her eccentricity.

Madrigal. She is fond of that? .

Laurel. She adores it] The tales I let her tell me when I am
in the moodl

Madrigal. Does she love you? -

Laurel. She would like to! {Confidentlally,] She thinks she
does! . . . But I am only ber remorse.

Madrigal, You try your foot upon the ice, don’t you?

Laurel, 1 find you wonderfully odd. Why do you come here?

Madrigal. 1 have to do something with my life ...

Laurel, What life have you been used to? ..

Madrigal [softly]. Regutarity. Punctuality. Early rising ¢ « o

Laurel, 1t sounds like a prison!

Madrigal. . . . and what are you used to? -

Laurel, Doing what I like. Have you been told why I am
peculiar?

Madrigal. Something was said about it.

Laurel, If you come here we'll talk for hours and hours
about itl And why I hate my mother!

Madrigal. 1 too hated my mother, I should say it was my
stepmother, - . o

Laurel. Oh, that's just an ordinary hatred! Mine is more
special, . ] .

Madrigal. The dangerous thing about hate is that it secms
50 reasonable, ’

Laurel [unnoticing]. Maitland won't let me say so but my
mother is Jezebell She is so overloaded with sex that
it sparkles! She is golden and striped—like somecthing
in the junglel .

Madrigal. You sound proud of her. Does she never coms . . -

here?
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Laurel. To see me? Never! She's too busy with love! Just
now she’s in Arabia with bher paramour!

Madrigal. With her . .. ?

Laurel. If you pin me down he is my stepfather! Have you
read Hamlet? It tipped my mind and turned me against
my mother.

Madrigal. Does she know you feel discarded?

Laurel. I_don't. I left her! [Pause.] The night before she
married—she forgot to say good night to me . . . Do
you think that sounds a little thing?

Madrigal [passionately). Oh, no! 1t lights up everything.

Laurel [looking at her). Are you talking of you? Or of me?

Madrigal Ther hand on her breast). When one feels strongl&
—it is always of me/

Laurel [pause]. If you are not a spy sent by my mother, 1
sha&lller;'joy you! Do! )l;ou know about crime? Maitla;id
and I share a crime library. Bit i i
the Notable Crime Serieg by Bit we are collecting

Madrigal [looking at her—Iow}]. Don't you like detective
stories better?

Laurel. N'o, we like real murder! The trials. We act the

i parts!

Madn‘ga?l [picking up her gloves], Which . . . trials have you
got

Laurel. ‘So far—only Mrs. Maybrick, Lizzie Borden, Dr.
I(;In’p%ﬂ}'f ‘Bl}t Maitland likes the murderesses better.

e’s half in Jove with them. Oh—i

Madrigal. Here! . . . Oh—ityou come bere ...

Laurel, ~——couldn’t we act them together? [Gets no answer.]
Maitland is_so stow I make him read the prisoner. Why
does t}}e prisoner bave so little to say? [{Waits] . . . do
you think? [Pause—no answer.] What a habit you have
—haven’t you—of not answering.

Madrigal [whose eyes have been fastened high up in the air
now lets them travel down to look at Laurel. Low, wi:};
difficulty]. I made an answer,

Laure!l. Only 10 yourself, I think.

Mrs. St. Maugham [seen outside waving the armful of broken
liles at Pinkbell's window—shouting up to him). All
gOne!_ - .- ALL!. .. [4s she appears.) Ob—when things
are killed in my garden it upsets me—{A little breath-
less, coming into the room)}—as when I read in the
newspapers that my friends diel

¥ o<
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Laurel. 1 should have thought as one got older one found
death more natural.

Mrs. St. Maugham [beginning to sort out the lilies on the
table}. Natusal! It's as though the gods went rook-
shooting when one was walking confident in the park
of the world! and there are pangs and shots, and one
may be for me! Natural!

Madrigal [involuntarily]. That is why a garden is a good
lesson. . ..

Mrs. St. Maugham. What?

Madrigal [looking through window at garden. Low]. . . . 50
much dies in it. And so often.

Mrs. St. Maugham. It’s not a lesson I look for! Take Miss
Madrigal into the garden, Laurel.

Madrigal. No, I think I must be going.

Mrs. St. Maugham. 1 want you to see the garden.

Madrigal [nervous]. I'll write ... I'll let you know ...

Mrs. St. Maugharn. There is nothing to know yet!

Madrigal. I'd better not waste your time.

Mrs. St. Maugham [pressing her toward the garden). And
that great bag . . . [Takes the bag forcibly from her,
puts it on a table near window.] No one will touch it
here.

Madrigal. But I'd like to sce the garden.

[Laurel and Madrigal exit, but Laurel darts back. Mrs. St.
Maugham tries two lilies in vase for height.]

Laurel [conspiratorially, alone on garden window threshold].
Grandloo . . . psst! . . . what do you think?

Mrs. St. Maugham. 1 never allow myself to think. T have
another method. [Carries empty vase toward Maitand's

door.]

Laurel. But . ..

Myis. St. Maugham. While you are in the garden, listen to
her. She knows her subject.

Laurel. But shall you fake her?

Mrs. St. Maugham. Certainly not! But before she goes 1
want her opinion on the garden. [Takes vase and
vanishes through Maitland’s door. Laurel exits. Olivia
enters through main doorway. One is just aware that
she is pregnant. She wears light traveling clothes, as
from the East.]

Maitland [just offstage). . . . didn’t you telephone?

Olivia. 1 thought it better just to come. [Turning.] How is
my mother?
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Maijtland. She has health of . . , {Grasping for the unexplain-
able in Madame's healthl] . . . something in Naturel

Olivia. And my daughter?

Mairland. They're as thick as thieves, Madame.

Olivia. Could you look for my mother—

Maitland, Madame was here . . , [He exits, and Madrigal
enters from the garden and gets her bag from the chair.)

Olivia. Who are you?

Madrigal. It makes no difference. [Walking toward door,
stopping, turning back.) Perbaps I should tell you ...
the field is free for you...

Olivia. To sce the child?

Madrigal. You have to see the grandmother first!

Qlivia. Yes. )

Madrigal. Looking at you I wouldn’t come here if there is
other post open to you.

Qlivia. Why?

Madrigal. Because the child will make hay of youl

Olivia, She has made hay of mel

Madrigal. Are you the mother?®

Olivia. Yes . ., Is she out there?

Madrigal. Yes.

Qlivia. Please . , . go out—Xkeep her there!

Madrigal. But T am a stranger.

Olivia. T know but sometimes one speaks the truth to a
stranger, I'm not supposed to see her. First I must see
my mother. Please, go out-—pleasel

[Madrigal exits.]

Mrs. St. Maugham [offstage]. Olivia! (Enters, carrying case,
which she quickly puts down. To Maitland who has
Jollowed her into the room.] Maitland . . . light a bon-
fire! [He rushes off into the garden.) Qlivial So soon!
But you're safe—that’s all that matters!

Olivia. Mother!

Mrs. St. Maugham. Oh—Ilet me look at you. How brown
you are! You look like an Arab, How is the desert,
darling? I can almost see the sand in your hair.

Olivia. Mother—how's the child?

Mrs. St. Maugham. Ask for me—ask for me, Olivial

Olivia. 1 do, 1 would, but you ran in like a girl, and not a
day older!

Mrs. St. Maugham. Oh, let me tell you before we talk—

QOlivia. —before we quarrel!

Mrs. §t. Maugham. No—not this time, 1 was going to say

I W o g 9 . R
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—that I've missed you. If I'd known you were coming

¥'d have driven up to see you. Whatever—and in your .

condition—made you rush down here without a wordl

Olivia. I flew. I got here this morning.

Mrs, St. Maugham. Like one of those crickets that leap
from a distance and fall at onc’s feet! How did you
do it?

Olivia, By breakfastmg it Baghdad and dining in Kuffra ,
and taking a taxi in England. We're on a Course. I.
wrote. Two months at Aldershot,

Mrs. St. Maugham [with great distaste]. Aldershot! Oh-- -
who would have thought you would have taken on that ;

look—so quickly—of the Colonel's Lady! What was '+

Mt rdﬂﬂ**ﬂ"mw#’wm‘—-—m e

it they called it—Reveillel [Sarca.rtfc.] How are ‘the ;;}

bugles at dawn, Olivia?

Olivia. We don’t live in a camp,

Mrs. St. Maugham. 1 feel sure you said you did!

Olivia, Never mind the camp. I want to talk to you.

Mrs. St. Maugham. But why down here the very second you
arrive—and withqut warning!

Olivia, I've come about Lauret .. .

Mrs, St. Maugham. Did you wear that scarf-—-on purpose
{o annoy me! What you wear is a language to mel -

Olivia lindignant). Oh—that's an old battle—and an old
method!

Mrs. St. Maugham. When Pve told you—in letter after letter.

Olivia. It’s time I saw for myself, Mother!

Mrs. $t. Maugham. . . . and risk the mending of her? Oh
~—do you think only of yourself, Olivial

Olivia. Not of myself.

.

Mrs. §t. Maugham, That is how it has alwsys been. To ask ‘

is to be refused! I have asked you not to come—but
you come! 1 have asked you to warn me—but you
ignore it! [Turning on her.) How can you wear belge

M3

with your skin that colorl L

Olivia. Docs it never become possible to talk as one grown
woman to another!

Mrs. S1. Maugham. The gap's lessening! After fifty I haven't .
grown much wiser! [Warming to the indignity] .. . but
at least 1 know what the world has to have. Though ~
one cannot pass anything on! When I coudt my ambi- :
tions and what you have made of thcm! .

Olivia. I did what you wanted! R

Mrs. $t, Maugham. But how you resisted me! I was bUming
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for you to cut ice in the world—yet you had. to be
driven out to gaicty! I had to beat you into beauty!
You had to be lit—as one lights a lantern! Decked—
like a may tree!

Olivia. Can’t we be three minutes together ..,

Mrs. 81, Maugham. Even your wedding dress you wore like
wrapping paper! Plain, shy, obstinate, silent. But I did
what a mother should do. I married you . ..

Olivia. But you won't meet the man [/ married—the man
I love!

Mrs, §t. Maugham. Love can be had any day! Success is
far harder.

Olivia, You say that off the top of your head—where you
wore your tiara!

Mrs. St. Maugham [turning in surprise]. So you have found
a tongue to speak withl

Olivia. 1 have found many things—and leamed others.
Things come late to me. I have been warmed and
praised and made to speak , . . But you won't give up
the image of me! Coltish—inept, dropping the china—
picking up the pieces ...

Mrs. §t. Maugham. It was I who picked up the pieces,
Oljvia.

Olivia. 1 know, But 'm without her.

Mrs. §t. Maugham. You are going to have another child!

Olivia. This child's the Unknown! Laurel’s my daughter!

Mrs. St. Maugham. . . , who came to mel Who ran to me
—as an asylum from her mother!

Olivia. Oh—you find such words to change things! You talk
ag if [ were a light woman.

Mrs. 8t. Maugham. No, you are not light! You have never
been a light woman! You are a dark, a mute woman,
If there was lightness in you it was I who lent it to youl

Olivia. Mother! Of a thousand thousand rows between you
and me—and this not, I know, the Jast one—be on my
side! Oh—for once be on my side! Help me ...

Mrs. St. Maugham. To what?

Olivia. Help me to find herl Help me to take her back!

Mrs. St. Maugham. Take her back! What, now? Just now!
When I have such a companion for herl A woman too
of the highest character! Of vast experience! 1 have
put myself out endlessly to find her!

Olivia. She can help you to prepare her. When 1 come back
for her . .

e
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Mrs. St. Maugham. You mean before the baby’s born? That
will be an odd moment—won't it—to come for herl

Olivia [passionately]. No! It's why I want her! Before I love
the baby! I can’t sleep! I can't rest. I seem to myself to
bave abandoned her!

Mrs, St. Maugham. To her own grandmother! I am not a

baby-farmer or a headmistress or the matron of an
orphanage .

Olivia. But she'll be a woman! And T'll never have known
her!

Mrs. St. Maugham. 1t suited you when you first married
that I should have her. Laurel came to me of her own
free will and I bave turned my old age into a nursery
for her. .

Olivia, And God has given you a second chance o be a
mother!

Mrs. St. Maugham. Olivial . . . There's no one who puts
me in a passion like you dol

Olivia. And no one who knows you so well. [Turning away.]
And knows today is hopeless. -

[Madrigal enters. Through her first two speeches she ls
moving across the room toward the door ana‘ her whole
intention is obviously to leave.)

Madrigal [menacing—accusing—pulling on a glove] Mrs,
St. Mavigham—rhere must be some mistake! This is a
chalk garden! Who has tried to grow rhododcndrons in
a chalk garden?

Mrs, St. Maugham. Rhododendrons? We put them in last
autumn. But they’re unhappy!

Madrigel. They are dying. They are in pure lime. Not so
much as a little leaf-mold! There is no evidence of
palliation.

Mrs, St. Maugham, Wait , , . wait . . . Where are'you going?

Madrigal. They could have had compost! But the compost-
heap is stone-cold! Nothing in the world has been done
for them!

[A teensy scream Is heard from the garden.]

Ollvia [to Madrigal], Is that Laurel? She's screaming, What's
the matier!

Madrigal. There is nothing the matter. She is dancing round
the boufire with the manservant. [Pulling on her last
glove.]

Mrs. St. Maugham [quickly to Olivial. 1 ‘should have told
you—this is Miss Madrigal. [As Madrigal moves off.}
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it Not so fast! I want to ask you, ., the bergamot . . . and
s the gunnera ., ,
Madrigal (looking at door] won't thrive o ‘ :
; ceee n chalk. '
hit Mrs, .St. Maugham, There’s an cast slope I can grow noth- act 2 :
: ing on.
ﬁ Madrigal. . . . the soil can’t give what it has not got, [Turning
', at door as Mrs. St. Maugham still pores over the cata-
logue.] ’
Olivia (to Miss Madrigal], Don't go! The wind blows from
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the sca here and growing things need protection!

A monih or two later (to fit in with the flowers suitable to

¥ Madrigal [low). . , . and the lilics have rust , , . there is a the garden—as mentioned in the fext),

plnck spot on the roses . . . and the chifd is screaming About mid-morning. .
2 in the garden, . ‘ On the right, under the window which loaks out on the
g Mrs. 8t Maugqum. The roses! What would you have done Village Green, is a table which will be laid (at first) for four
% for them| Pinkbell ordered ... and I sprayed theml people. At another, center, 1able sits Laurel in a fresh clean

Madrigal [turning, magnificent, contemptuous), With what,

jrock, suitable for a girl of sixteen. She is painting a flower

which is stuck in a vase in jront of her, and is using an old
mahogany paint box with the lid propped open. There is a
saucer to mix paints in, a tumbler of water, brushes, blotting
paper, ele, She seems absorbed in her work, looks from the
flower to her painting, occasionally licks a brush (they are
waler colors).
] Enter Maitland carrying a tray. On it are silver spoons
. and forks and a few wine glasses with stems, a rag, and
g [ ¢ boltle of turpentine. As he talks he sets down the tray on
a chair near the table he is going to lay, and uses the rag
j and the turpentine to rub a spot on the polished wood of
f,
§]
p
i
o
b

Iwonder! You had better have prayed for them! [Takes
off gloves, They measure each other for @ moment.
Then very quiet and meaningful} If you will accept
me . , . I will take this situation, Mrs, St. Maugham.
[Olivia quictly exits.] You have been very badly ad-
vised—I think—by Mr. Pinkbell,

- - Curtain

the table's surface.

Maltland. All alone? Whose idea is that?

Laurel {who does not look up]. The Boss's.
Maltland. Not even burning the curtains?

Laurel {with dignity]. 1 am painting a flower.
Maitland [rubbing the table]. Occupational therapy?

Si Laurel, What was yours? Picking oakum? _
n Maitlond [pausing and looking at her a moment). Who would
W think you were weak in the head? You've given up
-m screaming. o
an Laurel. My madness is older. It's too old for screaming. @
Cou.; Maitland. Why do you sham mad—dearest?
‘ Laurel [in surprise]. “Dearest”?
Muaitland. Only in a sad sort of way—1I have no dearest, ™
Laurel. 'You shouldn't be sorry for yourself. It unmans you, f

———
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318 Enid Bagnold
Maitland. 1t's better than being vain and in love with the
* glory of one’s misfortunel But Fll say this for you! The

Boss is fixing youl

Laurel, I'm her business and her vocation.

Maitland. Oh—who could imagine that a maiden lady could

. know so much about life.

Laurel. She's no maiden lady! She might be anyonel Might
she be a love child? ’

Maitland. That's enough now!

" Laurel. How prudish you are! Look how she came to us
—with nothing! A lady from a shipwreck! Her brush
is new and her dresses, No photographs! No belongings!

- » Oh—she’s cut off her golden past like a fish's taill
She's had a life of passionl!

" Maitland. What words you use!

Laurel. Does she get any letters? Do you spy on her?.

--Maitland, Who?

- Laurel, Qur Duke's daughter, our hired companion!

- Maltland. 1f you are talking of Miss Madrigal she never gets
8 letter, S :

Laurel. Don't you get a hint or & sound or sigh out of her?
Maitland. No. Do you?

‘Laurel. With me she’s on guard. I can't surprise or ambush
her. She watches me.

-Maitland. Whatever she does you're the better for it.

- Laurel. Mr. Pinkbell doesn't think so.

- Maitland. Poison he is—but influential,

Laurel. If you ask me rows are coming!

Maitland. T don't ask you. You're too set up with yoursclf
and pleased as a peacock to be the bone of contention.

Laurel. She says he's the devil in charge. He's ordered rhodo-

. dendrons. It took a lorry to deliver them.

Maitland. What's that got to do with it?

Laurel. The Boss reversed the labels. She sent them back
agein,

Maitland. Whew . . . I'm for Miss Madrigal! I've no mercy
on him!

Laurel, Poor Mr. Pinkbeli!

Maitland. A man's no better when he's dying.

Laurel. What's in the bottle?

Maitland. Turps. Turpentine.

Laurel, Give it to me.,

Maitlund. How did she take our having a visitor to lunch?

Laurel. 1 was to wear this clean frock. Otherwise nothing.
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fLooking at it disdainfully.} Straight as an env'clopc. It
looks so adolescent . . . and with a judge comingl

Maitland. How do I call him?

Laurel. A judge is called m’lord.

Maitiand. Oh—1I wish I could see it!

Laurel. What?

Maitland. Him in his robes and his great wig and all that -

happens! P justice!
. How you dote on jus '
ﬁ;ff;m. lt’sythe machinery and the magnificencel It’s the
grandness!ha fers]
. St. Maugham enters. . )

%’: S‘?’t Maugham. Heavens, Maitland! l.s this 2 morning
for daydreams! . . . [Glancing rouuc_I in fever of prepa-
ration.] The green-handled ivory knives. .. |

d. Locked away. : .
ﬁf:flgﬁ Maugham, Agd the key of the safel It's years since
I've scen itl We used to have celery with the Stilton . ..
and the Bristol finger bowls . . . and those glasses for
the brandy.b .
. They broke,

%::flg,;.dMaugZam. There was a gold cigar box that played
& tune—that King Edward gave me . . .

Laurel. 1s it gold? I used to keep a mouse in itl

Mrs. St. Maugham [frantic]. Go and, get itl .

Laurel. I can't remember where I put it . . . But isn't the
man coming—old?

Mrs, St. Maugl:iam?. Puppy?

, The Judge )
ﬁrﬁié‘ﬁqzaushgm. That's what I called him! [Flears noise
of bat and ball and rushes 1o window.] Ohl Are they
playing out there with the hard ball agaia? Can you
identify them? .

Maitland. The one with the bat is the fishmonger’s son.

Mrs. St. Maugham. You'll scet Before long! Every summer
the boys with their cricket! Bvery summer a broken
window! [Crosses back into room.} We shall want sherry
before luncheon. Bring the sweet as well as the dr):.
(Locking down at the table he has now luid.] Shouldn’t
there be two wine glasses to ca;:h personl

itland. But there’s only one wine

AA;;":I?S’:. Maugham, Put t)\,avo. 1 forget t.hc reason. Ob—and
the speons outside the kniyes, Malllanfl! .

Maitland [desperately). You said the opposite the last timel

——
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Mrs. 5t. Maugham. Never! [A doubt enters her mind.) Some-
one must know!.I shall ask Pinkbell,

Laurel, Pinkbell is sulking.

Mrs, St. Maugham, Why?

Laurel. He is full of jealous rage about his Enemy,

Mrs, §t. Maugham. What again! And where is she now?

Laurel, She is urging on the agapanthus lilies.

Mrs. St, Maugham. She is what?

Laurel. She is using diluted cow urine. One in seven.

Mrs. St. Maugham [eager]. Oh 1 must go and see at once
and watch how that is done. [Exits.]

Laurel. Keep behind the escallonia hedge . . . the nurse is
watching! {To Maitland.} Prisoner six five seven four!

Maitland. Sir!

Laurel. Do you know whose pzint box this is?

Moaitland. Yours.

Laurel. No. Come here and look at it. {He moves to her.]
She lent it to me. The Boss. [Pointing inside the
propped-open lid, where she has been rubbing.] Can
you sce where the letters are that are burnt in the
wood there? Look-—under the black mark. Under the
smear of paint. ItisC. D....

Maitland. And W. Itis C. D. W.

Laurel. Take the turpentine! I don't want her to see it.

[Madrigal enters from the garden. They straighten up.]

Laurel. Oh! Grandloo has just this minute gone to look
for youl!

Madrigal, T caught sight of her but I thought it besf that we
should not be seen together,

Laurel. She's head over heels with excitement about our
guest. Docs onc still mind—when one is old—what
men think?

Madrigal. Onc never knows when one is old for certain.

Laurel. She calls him Puppy. I think she was once his mis-
tress.

Madrigal. Do you know that?

Laure! [casual]. No.

Madrigal. Then why do you say it?

Laurel. Why does one say things? It's more funt

Madrligal. If you pretend—and it's believed—where are you?

Laurel [smiling]. Where am 17 ‘

Maitland. Floating away, The only hold we have on this

world is the truth. Ob, to think I'm to feed him. A man
who's got so much power!
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Laurel, We can talk to bim of murder, We've never had a
judge here before.

Madrigal., A judge? Is the visitor that's coming a judge?

Maitland, He's here for the Courts. He's on circuit.

Madrigal. What's his name? :

Maitland. It's in the newspapers. But the old bastard’s got -
them. They are carried up to him. But I have read them
on the doorstep. ’

Madrigal. Laurel and I will sit at a separate table for lunche
eon. :
Maitland. Not two tables! Not with a guest! Oh—that can't
be managed]! .
Madrigal [swiftly changing her manner to one of treacherous
interest]. You can manage anything! Tell us what sure
prise you've arranged for us, What are we going to eat?

Maltland [instantly taken n}. Fortnum's have sent the coid
cocked chickens. I bave carved them. I have orna-
mented them with mint leaves. There is a salad and
salad dressing.

Madrigal. Out of a bottlie?

Maitland, Mrs. St. Maugham doesn’t believe so.

Madrigal, The bottled is so much better—but one must nevet
say so!

Maltland. Oh, when 1 have something to do, something to
create, everything is clear again.
Madrigal. You look ten years younger, . .
Maitland [at the door about to go]. Oh—if we had guests
oftener! The sense of rising to something! {Exits.]
Laurel. How you twist him round your finger! [With a cer
taln susplcious hostility.] Why do we sit separately from-
the guest, you and 1?

Madrigal. It used to be done at luncheon—in the best houses,

Laurel. Had you a life in them? [No answer.] Had you?
[Sharp.] Whois C. D, W.?

Madrigal [taken aback, silent. Then). My married sister,

Laurel. I thought you had been born unrelated.

Madrigal, Did you?

Laurel. And now you have a sister,

Madrigal. Yes.

Laurel. Suppose you were to drop down dead. To whom
should we write?

Madrigal. 1 shall not drop down dead. [Fouse telephone
rings.)

Laurel {picks it up]. Pinkbelll In a ragel {Listening a second,
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then holding phone at arm's length as though it had
bissen her. Rubs her ear.) He has asked for youl He has

. practically stung me! Aren’t you afraid to speak to him?
[Offering phone to Miss Madrigal.)

Madngal {accepting receiver). Mr, Pinkbell? [Listens.] Yes.
It is I, Miss Madrigal, [Listens. Maitland enters.) Ah—
but on that I disagree. {Walts.] The rbododendrons—I

- sent them back again. [Listens.] I reversed the Iabels|
And if I could I would reverse everything! And I may
yet—we shall see! No, I'm afraid on that you are wrong,
Mr. Pinkbell. Your facts are wrong—also your deduc-
tions! Yes, and alas it is the wrong time of year to plant

"« * them. And the wrong soil. [Listens.] Not at all. Don't

blame yourself. Amateur gardeners very often make
- that mistake. [Hangs up.}

Maitland Blame himseclf]

Madrigal, He made use of sarcasm,

{Wal:land [breathless]. My God, you shall have two tables!
‘You shail have three if you likel And the breast off both
the chickens|

Laurel. Now there'll be ructions! [Nurse enters and crosses
lo garden as others waich In silence.)

Maitland. And with the Judge coming! In the newspapers
they say it'll be a long trial. Why, Miss/ Haven't you
read it?

Madrigal [10 Maltland). Are all the glasses polished? [Hold-

© ing up a glass to the light.)

Maitland [eager, unlxecdmg] D'you think—in ILewes
prison . , .

‘Madrigal (gently). There's 8 cloud on this one. Time is
getting onl

Maitland [taking glass from her and holding 1. . . . this
murderer, that's lying in his cell ,

Madrigal [change of voice), No man js a murderer until he
is tried|

Maitland ., , when be first sees the Judge . ..

Madrigal. Why do you think only of the Judge? It's the jury
they work on.

Maitland. But it seems when you read about such trials, that
it must be the Judge.

Madrigal (fiercely]. Read more and you'll sce it's ncither.
But fate,

Maitland. How can that be?
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Madrigal. Because, when it starts, there’s no free will any
" more.

Maitland [earnestly]. But they work, don’t they, to get at the -

truth?

Madrigal. Truth doeso't ring true in a court of law.

Maitland. What rings true then?

Madrigal (to herself, trancelike], The likelihood. The prob-
ability. They work to make things hang together, (Mov-
ing.} What the prisoner listens to there is not his life.
It is the shape and shadow of it. With the accidents of
truth taken out of it.

[Maitiand exits.}

Laurel. So you've been to a trial?

Madrigal (unmoving, dead voice]. 1 did not say I hadn’t.

Laurel {same tone). Why did you not say—when you know
what store we lay by itl

Madrigal {same tone). It may be I think you lay too much
store by it.

Laurel [relaxing her tone and asking as though an ordinary
light question]. How did you get in)

Madrigal [turning, airy, disguising]. 1t's surpnsmgly easy,

Laurel. Was it a trial for murder?

Madrigal. It would have 1o be 1o satisfy you.

Laurel. Was it a trial for inurder?

Madrigal. Have you finished that flower?

Laurel [Laurel doodles on a scrap of paper and continues till
she breaks off 10 describe her home). As much as I can.,
I get tired of it.

Madrigal. Shall we read?

Laurel. 1 don’t want to read. In my house—at home—there
were so many things to dol

Madrigal. What wag it like?

Laarel. My home?

Madrigal. Ycs.

Laurel [lost in thought @ moment, Suddenly tipping it out
hard]. There was a stream—and a Chinese bridpe—and
yew trces cut like horses—and a bell on the weather-
vane, and a—{sudden small break of pain) litue wood
.+ . called mine. .,

Madrigal. Who called it that?

Laurel, She did. My mother. And when it was raining we
made an army of her cream pots and a batticfield of her
dressing table . . . [ used to thread her rings on safety
pins . . .
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Madnga{. Why do you sign your name a thousand times? &y
Laurel. I'm looking for which is me. ' - PRIV

Madrigal. Tomorrow I will light that candle { o proer
]
glass candlestick and s in the green

! you can to paint i
Laurel. Paint the flame? -try. P th-at. ‘ n:
Madrigal, Yes, . . ‘:i
Laurel. ] am tired of fire too, Boss. ' h £

Madrigal. Let's have a game!

Laurel (jumping up—eyes gayl. All right, A guessing gamel " -?‘ :‘§ :

Madrigal [steadily). Very well. Do you know one?

Laurel [fast]. Maitland and I play one called , , . The Sky'a::;

the Limiyt
Madrigal. How do you begin? -

Laurel [sitting down opposite her], We ask three .quéstld.

cach but if you don’t answer one, et a fourth Sy i

gfadrilga{: What do we guess about? . 'L B | ‘éi

aurel. Let's guess about each other. [Full stop.] re o

" dbolh mysterious, L stop.] We “"ﬁ"iz%'_
adrigal [sententious). The human heart is myster; -

it got to be the truth? . ysterious. Has if

!

Laurel. One can lie, But | ing 133
] e c: « Ut 1 get better and better at spotting 2
lies. It’s so dull playing with Maitland. He’s so iml:occmg. f"t

Now! First question , , .

Laurel. Carcfull I'm getting my lie-detector working. Do ircu- :

take things here at their face value? - ‘

Madrigal, No. - S
Laure!. Splendid! You're getting the ideal o - "‘ "
Madrigal [warningly). This is to be your fourth question, - - .
. -« I must be careful,

Laurel, ch. Yes indeed. I must think,

married sister?

Madri . .
w:slu[;l}::;gg a brief sccond at herl. Clapssa Dalryrpplc

Laurel [sifi leanin
ol name?g forward), Is Dalrymple Westerham a

Madrigal lleaning back]. You've had your qucstfons.

1
I3
ol

5
!

[21

e

= e

ol ek ean T ooy

Lo ik

[Miss Madrigal folds her hands on the taple and waits] Y- ’h‘;;-‘
) Are you a maiden 1ad ?-iig iy
Madrigal (after @ moment's reflection]. I can’t answer thﬁt. R gé i
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S Laarel (aleo sitting ‘back agaln]. Yes, T have. Now yours.
"y 3.‘.,%;"{ 'You'vo only three-—ualcss I pass one. . '

Sledrtpedd, Was your famous affair in Hyde Park on the night
fk:% of yoar mother’s marriage?
Lawrel sieadily). About that time,

i Réedeigal, What was the charge by the police? -

‘Lawrel [wary]. The police didn't come into it. - )

Medrga! {alrlly]. Did someone follow you? And try to kiss

N 17 - P . .

¥ lmy?‘(oﬂ her guard]. Xiss mel It was a casc of criminal

:.“:’_:Ej_}:; assauft! s : o ¥ . C

Medrigal [following that up]. How do you know that—if

st there wasn'i & charge by the police?

Lawrel{pausing a second, On a different tone}], That'sone t
; many questions! Now for the deduction! ‘

1 Madrigal, You didn't tell me there was a deduction,

o Laarel, ] forgot, It's the whole point. Mine's ready.

i Mladripal, What do you deduce?

Lavrel {taking a breath—then fast, as though she might be
. stopped]. . . , That you've changed so much you must
.1+ have been something quite different. When you came
* here you were like o rusty hinge that wanted oiling.
4. You spoke to yourscl{ out loud without knowing it.
You had been alone, You may have been a missionary
455”1 In Central Africa. You may have escaped from a private

" Laurel. Why? , AR{rEan o 1 '
; s e VA e 1 asylum, But as 8 maiden lady you are an imposter, You
Zzﬁ:"lgalgiBgfalife 'yc:ju throw the emp hasis so oddly. "J'}}:. 3 F'u bave had a sex life of fire and brimstone. [Changing her
ql.Jcsti%n" Ar‘:zu °"h.t answerl So how I have an extrayiil “A4iLE ) tone sllghtly—slower and more penetrating] About
Madrigal. No: ¥ou living under an Jassumefi name? "5’ ,:',-‘l v your assumed name I am not so sure . .. But you have

"1 ¥ no married sister, o )
:Madrigal {llghtly). You take my breath away.
Laurel [as lightly]. Good at It, aren’t 1? :
- Madrigal, Yes, for a mind undera cloud, -
. Laurel, Now for your deduction!
Aadrigal {rising). Mine must keep.
.. datrel. Butit's the game! Where are you going?
- Madrlgal [pleasantiy]. To my room. To be surc I have left
no clues unlocked,
Laurel. To your past lifc? :
Madrlgal [exiting, smilingl. Yes. You have given me so much
warning. . :
{Laurel stands a moment looking after her. Looks around
1 room. Then, as she looks through the crack of the
opened door, she takes the silver handbell and rings it
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rather gently—as she would not want her grandmother
to hear.]

Maitland [opening door, carrying a small tray with a clean
glass and some salt cellars}. Was it you! You'’re not
supposed to ring it. [Is about to go again.)

Laurel. Maitland!

Maitland. I'm busy now! . ., [Going, but unable to go.}...
Now what is it?

Laurel [conspiratorial—across to him]. The Bossl We played
the gamel

Maitiand {immediately caught]. You didn’t dare! You never!
What did you ask her?

Laurel. Nothing. And everything. No game would uncover
her! But Maitland—she knows about lifel

Maitland. What sort of knowledge?

Laurel. Something—intense. Something too dreadful. Some-
thing cut in stone over her mind—to warn you when
you walk in,

Maitland [wistful]). I too had something dreadful happen to
me.

Laurel. But hers is more dreadful! That's why she has no
weakness. Her eyes see through me! I'm a mouse to her.

Maitland [tenderly]. Are you afraid—poor dearest? Let
Maitland speak to her.

Laurel [lighting up). You! Oh you tell her—How they
brought me . . .

Maitland. Don't talk of it!

Laurel. So small, such 2 little thing. How 1 cried . . . [Same
acting tone.] They should have called a doctor.

Maitland. 1t's what I said they should! I argued it! Madame's
got her ways! I've got mine! Oh—she would have got
the moon for you! But she wasn't the one who put up
with you—who fetched and carried~who read to you
—You had the right to the best in the world! A lady's
child! . ..

Laurel. “The Colonel’s lady.”

Maitland [instantly furious]. Not that again. I forbid yout

Laurel. Mr. Pinkbell says “Judy O’Grady.”

Maitland. I'll have none of it! Out with the devil in you! For
shame! And just when I was talking nicely to youl

Laurel, But I've told you . ..

Maitland, Not me you won't tell. That’s got no mother! If
your mother’s black as soot you don’t say so to me, girl!

Laurel. I shall scream,

g
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Maitland. Scream away! Now we've got the Boss to get after
you! Oh, the relief of it! [He marches off in a dudgeon
to door left.}

Laurel [pleading, following him). No! No—be nice to mel
How tough you get—suddenly!

Maitland [turning at door]. It comes over me. The Right
comes up in me, Like when they tried to make a soldier
of me. All of a sudden I see how things should be!

[Enter Mrs. St. Maugham from garden carrying a great
sheaf of Michaelmas daisies.]

Mrs, St. Maugham. Maitland, cut the stems three inches
shorter. Put them in the blue Italian vase and three
aspirin at the bottom . , . [The door right opens and
Miss Madrigal appears. Maitland remains standing with
the flowers in his arms.) Oh. Oh, indeed! [With a rapid
gesture, patting both ears and shaking them as though
she had sea water in them—crossing 1o Miss Madrigal.}
My ears are filled with poison! What has the nurse been
telling me! The poor old man upstairs is crying with
rage!

Madrig%zl [calmly). 1 corrected him. [She comes into the
room and closes the door after her.]

Mr. St. Maugham. But for forty years Pinkbell has never
been corrected! He is the butler who was the standard
of all London!

Madrigal. Let him take his standard from the garden! I cor-
rected his ignorance of details, dates, fundamentals, ap-
plication of manure. I spoke—not of his spoons and
forks—but of his shallow knowledge of the laws of
growth. You can leave the room, Maitland.

Mrs. St. Maugham, That should have been said by me! But
—go, Maitland! [Maitland exits hurriedly. Mrs. St.
Maugham is severe, majestic.] Now—rnow, Miss Mad-
rigal—this is a crisis!

Madrigal [equally severe, majestic]. Yes. Now you have to
make your decision.

Mrs. St. Maugham [taken aback]. I! T have!

Madrigal. Now you have to choose between us. {4 moment’s
silence. Then, taking a step toward Mrs. St. Maugham
—with low ferocious accusation.] Is Mr. Pinkbell to !et
the moment pass when one should layer the clf’.mans?
When the gladioli should be lifted? {Advancing an-
other step, menacingly.] Has anyone planted the winter
aconites? And the pelargoniums? Who has taken cut-
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ting? [Pause. With mounting indignation.] And the red
tobacco seed and the zinnias and the seeds of the white
cosmos for next year? Do you wish—like an amateur
—to buy them!

Mrs. St. Maugham [recoiling a step—in a fallering voicel.
I—always have—bought them.

Madrigal [at the height of her passion]. If that is how you

wish to live I am no party to it! It is not possible for me
to hold communication with minds brought up on bed-
ding plants—b&ought at the greengrocer’'s—dying in
shallow boxes! [A4 large gesture at the garden.] Out there
every corner_is crying aloud! [Turning to door right.
Over her shoulder.) Must I be dumb when you and 1
approach together the time of year when all next sum-
mer must stand or fall by us! [Opening door.] Have you
time—before death—to throw away season after sea-
son? [Exits on a sweep: door does not quite close.}

Mrs. St. Maugham [sinking onto nearest chair]. What have 1

. let in here out of an advertisement!

Madrigal [the door opens again]. The East Wind! [Exits.
Door now fully closed.]

Laurel [aghast). Oh—we shall lose her, Grandloo! Don't sit
there! Go after her! Oh think what she knows about the
garden!

Mrs. St. Maugham. 1 am thinking!

Laurel. Oh—she will go if she says she will! [Leaning sud-
denly over her grandmother.] You don’t want to lose
her?

Mrs. St. Maugham [sitting upright, galvanized at the
thought}. For nothing on earth! 1'd sooner strangle
Pinkbell! But how is it to be done?

Laurel. With a cord,

Mrs. St. Maugham. How is the reconciliation to be done?
And with a guest at luncheon! [Rises and stands in
thought.]

Laurel. Weave her in—as you say you used to do. Go after
her! Promise her the earth . . . Promise her the garden!

Mrs. St. Maugham. The garden . . . ? [Going to the door,
pausing with her hand on ihe handle, a quick glance
upward to the ceiling.] But . . . what shall I say to him?

Laurel [also a glance upward]. You are not afraid of him!

Mrs. St. Maugham [low]. 1 have always . . . always been
afraid of Pinkbell. [Exits. Maitland enters.}

Laurel. If we are 1o keep the Boss we must fight for her!

i
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Maitland. Fight for her! Have you upset her?

Laurel. I haven’t. Not I! She and 1 understand each other.
{Doorbell is heard.] There's the bell.

Maitland. The Judge! [Exits leaving door open. In a few mo-
ments the Judge enters, in a light overcoat, followed by
Maitland.}

Laurel [radiantly]. Oh—the Judge! Oh—we’re all expecting
you!

Judpe [smiling]. All?

Laurel. I am. And Maitland.

Maitland [nervous]. Psssht!

Laurel. Take his coat. [Maitland jumps to i1.] And my coms
panion, Miss Madrigal. And my grandmotber.

Judge. So you're the grandchild?

Laurel. Maitland, bring the sherry! [He exits, she calls after
him.] The dry and the sweet—remember!

[Maitland exits.]

Judge. Not for me! I never drink at midday.

Laurel. But my grandmother was telling me this morning
you used to glory in your palatel .

Judge. We change as we grow older. As you'll find, little girll
[Looking at her.] But she isn't a little girl!

Laurel. 1 am sixteen. But backward.

Judge. Bless my soul! What am I to make of thatl

Laurel. Nothing. It’s too long a story.

Judge. Then you are Olivia’s daughter? Shy Olivia.

Laurel [finger on lips]. Hush. We don't speak of her.

Judge. She is living, 1 hope, my dear child?

Laurel. In sin, Judge. Oh . . . [Enter Mrs. St. Maugham.]

Mrs. St. Maugham [coming in on a swirl). So you’ve met her.
The little girl of my little girl. No grandmother today.
But Puppy . . . [going up to him, laying her hands on
his arms} . . . after twenty years! . . . No longer young!

Judge. What do you expect when you measure me by that
vnsuitable nickname! Am I late? 1 lost my confounded
way.

Mrs. St. Maugham. But you don't drive yourself!

[Maitland reenters with sherry on tray.)

Judge. I do. I'm so poor. And much too old to be poor.
[Suddenly, snatching his handkerchief.] Oh. .. forgive
me ., . [Is about to sneeze.]

Mrs. St. Maugham. Have you a cold?

Judge. Wc won't pin it down! A trifle. An allergy. They were
threshing in the cornfields. [Sneezes. Puts on a large
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pair of dark sun spectacles.} I can stand London dust—
but not the country!

Laurel. But now we can't see youl

Judge. You willl Twenty minutes will cheat my old nose that
we are back at the Cld Bailey. )

[Exis Maltland, and from now on he brings in the cold dishes
and places them on the sideboard.}

Mrs. St. Maugham (helping herself to the sherry]. Before
we talk of the past . . , how do you find the present?

Judge. Too busy. Too busy. One hasn't time to think one’s
getting nearer to God.

Laurel [to her grandmother. Anxious.] Have you made it
right with ber? ‘

Mrs. §t. Maugham [to Laurel], Speak louder. Never whisper.
{Offers Judge sherry. He refuses, To Judge.] My Laurel
bas a companion. A charming woman. Able-~but pas-
sionate. At war, just now, with Pinkbel,

Laurel [still anxious). Grandloo . . .

Mrs. St. Maugham. The door was closed, Sweet, One s not
at onc's best through mahogapy. But I heard no sound

*  of packing.

Judge. Pinkbell . . . What it brings back] What incorruptible
ritual! How I remember—after the summer glare of
Piccadilly—the young man that I was crossing your
ball . . . like & pawn across a chessboard.

Mrs. 5. Maugham [low, aside]. Had you better go and look
for her? '

Judge. . . . and how after the first and second footman . . .
one arrived at last at Pinkbell. He stood at the foot of
the stairsl The apprehension one bad of his sour dis-
pleasure , . . .

Maltland [under his breath—to Laurel]. Not him—he's not
- meaning! [Lifting his chin slightly at the ceiling.}
Judge. His severity, his corklike dryness—Iater on, when [
had to rebuke the public eye, I remembered Pinkbelll

My demeanor on the bench is Pinkbell's.

Maitland [ready to burst—drawing himself up and letting
out the words like an explosion). Everything—now—is
at your gervice—Madamel Ou the sideboard!

Mrs, St. Maugham. Simply. Simply, Times have changed,
Maitlandl [Door opens.) Ah here she is! Our Miss
Madrigall [To Miss Madrigal who sweeps in, wrapt in
an enigmatic mantle of silence, the temporary dressing
gown of her anger and offense.] Let me introduce you!

AN IR 1-2 1 libtimisine1 »

" et e
a

' 331"
CHALK GARDEN :
e How you have relieved met [Judge rises but Madrigal |

sweeps by with a slight bow and arrives near her own
{able. To Judge—covering up.] My right hand. My
reen hand. The mistress of my garden, [Slightly a{tde.]
ghe has a specialty for the anonymous! [Leuder.] Some
—Miss Madrigal? '
Mad:;;iﬁr{has reached the smaller table and stands behind
her chair with her hands on the back of it, her eyes
ered]. No, thank you. )
Mrs ?I?Maugham. Then-—shall we all sit down? [Judge fol-
' lows her to the table. As she seals herself, glances across
as though she had noticed the other table for the first
time.] But why this segregation? ) )
Laurel [promptly]. The Boss's orders. [She and Miss Madri-
al sit.)
]udgf Iseating himself. To Laurel]. Are you below the salt?
Or are we? )
Laurel. Miss Madrigal means this to be the schoolroom.
Mrs. St. Maugham. She is so witty!—Now you can start,
Maitland. You can give us your cold chtcke_n. [To
Judge.] I don’t entertain any more. The fight's over.
Even the table is laid with fragments of forgotten ritual.
, Faith is handed down that way.
zifeSt. Maugham. When Pinkbell is dead we shall not know
why we use two glasses for one bott_le.
Maitlund. And what about tt?ekwme, Ma'am
I, The Judge doesn’t drink. : )
i;r‘zeSt. Maugham. And I have such a bottle of Chablis on
the ice for youl _
Judge. Alcohol in the middle of the day disperses the old
brains I try to keep together.
Laurel [leaning across). But aren’t we to have any!
Mrs. Si. Maugham. 1f we get flushed, Laurel, and too much
at our ease . . . Sl be ai
1. 1 think that will be nice . .. .
i‘;r‘.:‘rc:?l. Maugham. The reverse, alas, is the truth. .But bring
it. Maitland. Bring the bottle , . . [Exit Maitland. To
)\r;i.fs Madrigal.] . . . and after lunch shall we show u)c
Judge our roses? {To Judge.} Miss Mudng,al hns: §o:l-
magic! [Leaning over aguin 10 Miss Madrigai.] Things
grow for you—during the night. _
Laurel [as Madrigal doesn’t answer], You mustn't talk to us.
we're invisible.
Judge. But you have ears?




R

- xa
..

-

15

—

b.-'N

'-—— e . S

a2 Enid Bagnold

Laurel [nodding]. We overhear,

Mrs. St. Maugham. You'll overhear the flavor of the past,
Life was full of great rules then. And we high women
were terrible. Would you have youth back, Puppy?

" Judge. No. For a man youth isn’t the triumph.

Mrs. St. Maugham. I'd have it back if I could—even life’s
reverses! Wouldn't you, Miss Madrigal?

Madrigal [high and sharp). You have spilled the salt, Laurel.
Mrs. St. Maugham. I was asking . . . do you think gricf
tastes more sharply than pleasure on the palate?

Madrigal [startled]. 1 beg your pardon . ..

Mrs. St. Maugham. You can do better than that, Misg
Madrigall

* Madrigal. [ have not the give and take [into her plate] of
ordinary conversation.

[Enter Maitland, carrying a bottle.]

Mrs. St. Maugharn, Show it to me, Maitland. [He shows i1
to her.] Now open it.

[He takes it 1o the sideboard.)

Judge [looking round as Maitland draws the cork]. In that
casc . . . after luncheon you'll have to let me close
my eyes|

Mrs. St. Maugham. What—sleep in the daytime!

Judge. That shocks you? In my job old age is part of the
trappings!

Mrs. St. Maugham. One gets old—all the same.

Judge. Judges don’t age. Time decorates them. You should
come and hear me! Learned and crumpled like a rose
leaf of knowledge I snufflc and mumble. I sham deaf,
I move into court with the red glory of a dried saint
carried in festival . . .,

Laurel [to Maitland). Maitland . . , psst. .. this is what you
missed!

Judge. What?

Laurel. Maitland and I want to know.

Mrs. St. Maugham {warningly). And—Miss Madrigal? Talk
is a partaking. Not a usurping.

Laurel. But it's Maitiand who collects the Notable Trial
Series!

Judge. Maitland?

Maitland [shamed]. Maitland is myself, m'lord.

Laurel. We want to know—then , . . in plainer language—
how you will enter court tomorrow!

Judge, In ermine. In scarlet. With a full-bottomed wig.
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B Magnificent! Seeing me now as I am—[Taking off his
sun glasses.] You wouldr’t know me!
{4 wine glass julls, broken, to the ground.}
jeal. Ohl
::{{?.:jr?l Maugham. What's the matter?
Laurel. She broke th}t;: gla.is.d "
igal. My hand knockedit. ) .
ﬁf;! rfs*ﬁaMm)a{gham. Maittand will get you another. Another
.glass, plcasc, Maitland. ) d
Maitland. There are no more oa the s;dcbo:\r .
St. Maugham. There are pleaty in the pantry. Jod
LMar:;'el 'Oh——don't make him leave the room while the Judge
is talking. )
Mrs l.;‘:a/lwluuiham. 1 forgot! [To Judge.] Maitland has been
.in prison, Puppy. )
Judge [to Maitland]. Havc‘you indced?
Maitland. Five ly;;am, mtlg;i;mplcasam?
; diy]. 1 hope no | .
Jx;détia[ﬁ‘?’;l':i;iven me a fascination and a horrer, m'lord,
Mt if you can understand. A little stage-struck. .
Judge. Dear me, I bope that's not the usual effect, It's sup-
Joscd to be a deterrent. .
Mail!l:(:(:lsj [waving the botile a lit.tle wildly). Yes and no. Yes
and no. It's hurd to explain. i sive
Mrs. St. Maugham. Don't try. Take my sccond glass and gi
'somc wine o Miss Madngal.,
Laurel. When she had one she wasn’t offercd any.
Maitland. She doesn’t driak, Madam. —
Mrs. St. Maugham. One's palate is reborn cvery m g
Fill the glassl 10 wine
igal. 1 am not used to wine .. .
ﬁff’g Maugham. One must dissemble!
Madrigal. ... but toda}{ I wdl;:%ve[s]ome.
itiand pours for Miss Madrigal.

%‘:,;t’.z Affyaugham [meaningfullyl. 1t helps one to hold up
one's end-—at a table. ] ) -
Laurel [holding out her glass), And mine! Fill mine! Oh,

Judge—-go on!
Judge. With what?
, With tomorrow. _
L&!‘;Zgnd staps to pick small bits of broken glass and to do
Ma so leaves botile on Madrigal's taf)le. From ;hen on
igal fills her own glass from time to time.
Mrs A.;I;.'d]c!iaugfham. Heavens, Laurel! Talk is a thorough-
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bredl One docs not say “go on"—as if it were a donkey|

Judge. First L am driven to church to pray.

Laurel. To pray?

Judge. 1 pray against bias, And against vanity.

Madrigal {low}. And—/for charity?

Judge [smiling). That's outside my job. [To Madrigal.} I am
sorry . . . I have forgotten how they call you?

Madrigal. The name is Madrigal.

Judge. 1 ignore the heart, Miss Madrigal, and satisfy justice.

"[Then to Mrs. St. Maugham.] Evesy little line on my
face is written by law, not life,

Mrs. St. Maugham. Oh—w be bound up again, Puppy, as
you are!l To be iavolved . . . to be back in the burly-
burly...

Judge. My life's not the hurly-burly! That's for the counsell
I'm the old creature with the memory! I have to re-
member the things they said they said—but didn't, 1
have to decide according to dry facts—when appealed
to in a passion.

Laurel. But tomorrow, Judgel Tornorrow!

Mrs. S1. Maugham. Stop badgering the Judge, Laurell

Judge [indulgently). Nol Let her be! On to the law courts! At
the gate my trumpeters knock three times. Then blow
for my admittance. In e little room behind the court [
change my great wig for a small one.

Laurel {breathless]. Then , . . 9

Judge [histricnic for her amusenent]. Then—garbed and
toffed with medieval meanings, obscured by ritual,
carrying the gloves of justice and the cap of death—on
a holiow knock—/ go in.

Laurel. . . . and the prisoner . ..

Mrs. St. Maugham [warning finger, smiling). The judge de-
serves a halt! One cannot just ask the next question!
Applaud . . . enlarge the arena . . . ¢

Laurel. But I want to ask a question!

Mps. St. Maugham. Not yet! I am trying to weave in . , ,
Oh whoever invented two tables! Can't one join them?

Judge. Not across fifty years. Not the Past and the Present!

Laurel [fuming with impatience]. But can I ask the J udge..,

Mrs. St. Maugham. Ask then! And don’t leave our friend
out of cverything!

Laurel. I don't know how to include her—whea I want to
ask my own question! |

Mrs. St. Maugham. Ask Miss Madrigal ..,
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Laurel. But it's the Judge I'm asking! Judge—aren't you go-
ing to try a murderer !omorrpwl .

Judge. That is not a subject for discussion.

Mrs. St. Maugham. You seel! You see bow stfl he can bel
You see the resemblancel
e. To whom?

ﬁig S5t. Maugham {delighted]. To Pink‘b_elll )

Laurel. But here, today, you are alone with us! No one will
quote youl [Pleadingly.) And we are mad on murderl

Judge. Murder is a sordid thing.

Laurel. Oh—you don't think sol Murder cracks open the
lives of people you don’t know—like cracking open a
walnut! Murder is a crisis! What must have gone before
to make it sol Isn't it true that to you, Judge, everything
is told for the first time?

e. In principle. .

ﬁ:‘;{ﬁ—el. Bu‘: Miss Madrigal says that the Judge isn't even
interested! That he sleeps.

Madrigal. ] said he seemed to slecp.

Judge. With one eye open. Like a tiger. )

Mrs. St. Maugham [t0 Madrigal]. Have you been to a trial,
then?

Laurel. She has. She told me.

Mprs. St. Maugham. You defeat my purposel Let her answer.

Judge [to Madrigal, politely). Have you heard me on the
bench, Miss Madrigal? ] ] )

Madrigal. When I spoke to Laurel of judges it was in a gen-
eral sense. [Pause.] But I heard you give a ]udgman

Judge. I bope it was a good one. [No answer.] 1 trust it was
one of my better days.

Madrigal. I think, if I remember, that I would not have come
to your conclusion, ) .

Mrs. St. Maugham [to Judge], Miss M:}drxgal_has such an-
swers to life! [To Madrigal, in quite a difjerent tone).
But that was a strange one.

Judge. Well, a judge does not always get to the bottom of a

case. . .

Madrigal. No. It takes the pity of God to get to the bottom

of things.

Mrs. St. Maugham. That's enough! ) o

Madrigal [overriding]. You must for;;we me. You insisted.
[Flolding up her glass with a smile.] It hag removed the
inhibitions.

Mrs. St. Maugham. Bring the coffee onl
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206 Laurel [to Judge]. When it's a murderer—what do you foelt) ‘“33:,&‘; feavtp—leaning forward): Have you been to many % re 5 ;ﬁé
} Mrs. St. Maugham. What should he foel Laurcl! Judgeg sy 0708 T foation— i W R
Laurel. °. ; prisoncr.f by the million] N ' m,":ﬂ f gmd, Qo# trial. One. But it isn't thct(iir\‘xlzhczmotr;1 - gl:;: ‘. @ g ¥
. s u‘:ln:{,{‘. Laurel {overriding]. But you've got to say, haven'l ey’ ﬁ& . Mdow (e Impression] It's the first time « o “g R b
L"CO"I g whether the man’s to live or die? Do you.suffer? syats o Rigog s i iy S !} }rgf hat
’ ] auret, Madrigal. Nobody will suffer, They all go into a dreg” ™ T Cyledet boll] ) 's the fishmonger's £ . 3
4 togetherl , oL & Mengham. Quick, Maitland! I’;icafc.-f, tso the front &g 4
Laurel [turning). Bven the prisoner? e L .o 809l io s the fishmonger's boy{,'h"n[ﬂ [T!zfy exit. Judge : ';%
;! Madrigal, The prisoner thinks he is at the judgment sesl + 457 duor eheed of Mallland.) Catc f ! ther from the tables. S 'ﬁ’,},
A g gﬁ justice, A place where all motives are taken into g’ & ] ggmlud:lr;l l;rt f’/' l";gg;g :‘L‘;‘ :’ the other.] - 'fr %’ﬁ“ r}f%g“
grx count, : C . ) it S gy vl stands locking Rl AR S A ;
Secon;i 1,'! : Laurel, And isn't it? . . :: % 208 Wlﬁ:” Jwdre). DId they hang her? [Judge rises an@ looks AR % w » *‘i
Laurel Ik Madrigal, No. : - LGy @ Medripal) Did they hang her?. he speaks. " gl 5
Pis 3 [Mes. St. Maugham rings.] - R Sonioox -Curtaln comes down as she sp e s
" gfd-s;s? g Laurel. But Judge, while he listens—if fhe truth iy quie Feid= 3007 { o s owd oa
Second! different—docs he never cry out? : AP R Y R
ceo Judge. He may write notes 1o his counsel, N v b .
Rt Laurel, Miss Madrigal says that when all bas gone agalog '3 -0
by kim ., , . H
Ve Moadrigal (wildly). 1 am quoted cnough!. .., VY ’
, Laurel. . ., that after the verdict—when he is asked “Han
¥ You anything to say?”, .,

R

Madrigal. The prisoner is punch-drunk! And says nothlng %
Judge. Not always. Some have said remarkable things, There :
comes to my mind a woman, . . , Have you the trisl,
Maitland, of Congie Dolly Wallis? -
Laurel, Of whom? {Laurel seizes flap of Maitland’s pocket]
Moaitland [stammering, disengaging Rimself). 1., .1 hayven\
all the volumes, m’lord. 1 haven’t that one, .

A
Judge. Tt was not onc of my successes, But you should read i . ; (:J .
for what the woman said when she stood before me It #:- i [ &
Wwas just before I sentenced her. [Tilting his head back,: * l' R
looking at the ceiling, fingering his chin thoughtfully - 3§ ‘g
(Y with his fingers.] Fine eyes, she had. I think I should 2
; remember them. A tall woman with a face like 8 \ Eﬂ
Entili eagle, “What I have been listening to in court,” she sald, 4 .
L "IJ' "F’ *Is not my life, It is the shape and shadow of my life. p 3
Maliyid g With the accidents of truth taken out of it.” B i
g; "’i | Laurel, What was she tried for, Judge? P 3
::’.fi;_' . Judge, Murder, S O
_I;Il i - Madrigal. Y remember the easc. [Looking at the Tudge] A 5o ]
Ef #l : liarl A pathological imaginer! [Going high] A girlwho L0
"Hii:i 3 liedl And liedl” And when she told tke fruth it didat % 3
se C:F g save hert A (4




The two tables have been cleared. The Judge is alone,
seated deep in thought. Offstage at the sound of a door
closing he leans his head back and covers his face with a
large handkerchief. Beside him are a small tray, glass and
carafe,

Laurel enters from door right.

Madrigal is seen about to enter from garden, but seeing

Laurel she draws back. Throughout this scene, until her
entry she is seen sporadically (at director’s discretion), partly
masked by a shrub. She is anxious and waiting obviously
for the Judge to be free and alone. It is not the intention
that she overhear,

Laurel [whisper], Judge . . . Judge . . . wake up .. . [The
Judge mumbles behind his handkerchief.] If you have

N your teeth out I will turn my back. -

Judge [whipping off his-handkerchief]. My teeth are my own,
thank God!

Laurel, What have you been thinking of—under that hand-
kerchief? ]

Judge.1am an old man—trying to slecp, Laurel.

Laurel {urgent]. What did she do?

Judge. Who?

Laurel, In that casc you were speaking of.

Judge. In my days young girls didn’t pester old judges about
murder,

Laurel. You are old-fashioned,

Judge. You will be old-fashioned one day It’s more shocking
than getting old.

Laurel. Who died—that they should arrest her?

Judge. Her step-sister, :

Laurel [scating herself on stool at his feef]. How was 1t
done? And why? Was it jealousy?

Judge [vtrugglmg to his jeet and moving away]. If you are
going to sit down I am going to stand up.

Judge. One doesn’t—mercifully—know.
Laurel. Do you remember them?

Judge. In some strange way they are catalogued. As I get,

older they don't always come to hand.-

Laurel. But one would know them  by. thexr peculxar
habits . . .

Judge. Perhaps, Some mark might lie upon them,

Laurel. If they took their country walks—for instance—
back and forth—up and down—--wearing out the carpet
—in their bedroom—

Judge, What?

Laurel. —with a habit—like a sailor's—of walking in a con
fined space—might it be that Judge?

[Enter Mrs. St. Maugham softly so as nat to a'zsturb the
Judge. She sees Laurel.] -

Mrs, St. Maugham, Laurel! He was to sleep, child! And now
you have disturbed him,

Laurel. 1 think he was disturbed already! [Exits.]

Mrs, St. Maugham [murmuring as she crosses the rooml.
My originall , . . so clegant and gentle . . . [Taking her
spectacle case from the wall bracket.] What do you
think of her?

Judge. 1 am not fond of young pirls.

Mrs, St. Maugham. You arc not? You used to bel It was
unfortunate about her - companion, but your fault,
Puppy, for not drinking the wine at luncheon!

Judge. How did you discover her?

“ Mrs. St. Maugham. 1 advertised. I took a chance and was

justified. Miss Madrigal came to me like rain from
heaven.

Judge. With references?

Mrs, 8t. Maugham. I never listen to wh'\t one woman says
of another, References are a want of faith in one's own
judgment! Finish your sleep, Puppy! Since you must
have it. [Exit. Enter Madrigal.)
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L not Laurel [swiveling round and following him with her eyes]. iy
) 290 Was she hanged? . > A
L Lad iy Judge. Who? What are you saying? ‘ .
1 VU act 3 ; :]} Laurel I was asking you about the case you were mentioning, g L] .
X Sel Y Judge [shortly). She was repncved There was a doubt. A oo
. : PR
La Laurel, Yours? ., TR
% Judge (as shortiy]. Not minc. Enough has been said, I think. ¥ 88
" Se Laurel. Where do they go——all your murderers—when they “E1 2(‘51“-
; Ta Twenly miniites after luncheon, don’t go to the gallows? Wl al
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Madrigal. 1 am sorry to disturb you..,

Judge. On the contrary.

Madrigal. . . . of course you think . . . this is not where |

- ought to be. There would be no difliculty . . . I have
private means. . , . But it's an understandable job . .,
so fitted to me . . . [Suddenly.] Do you believe in God?
I thought God had given it to me! [4s his eyes are fixed
on her. Ajter a pause, desperateiy.] Why don’t you say
something!

Judge. 1 had hoped you would be gone by now. I must say—
the coincidences at luncheon in retrospect are distaste.
full

Madrigal. So now what will you do? -

Judge. 1 am an old man, Miss Madrigal, and very learned,
I don't know.

Madrigal (ironically). Judge—I can't wait seven hours . .,
twice! You sent me to sce my maker on a Tuesday—
but that was altered, I have done what they call “time.”
It was a lifetime. J don't know what you can do to me!
What can you do to me?

Judge, 1 do not presume to judge you twice.

Madrigal. Oh, you would come to the same conclusion!
Cleverer minds than mine could not convince you! But
I learned in nine days that innocence is not enough.

There’s nothing to gain by talking! You came here by
accident . , ,

" Judge, I wish 1 hadn't.
Madrigal. What can it be to you? *
Judge, Embarrassment. [Angry.] And now you have planted

me with human perplexity . . . and ethical perplexity.
It's most unpleasant]

Madrigal. 1 could have slipped away ...

Judge. There are worse solutions! Don't you think you might
have chosen anything but thisl . . . old friends . ..
and a child to consider. .

Madrigal. It's the child I'm considering! She needs me. When
I came here 1 thought I had met myself again! But 1
can’t stay here to be a sad picce of news—a curiosity!
If 1 stay—will you tell them who I am?

Judge. Connie Dolly Wallis—what the devil am I to do with
you? '

Madrigal: The name is Madrigal.
Judge. Of course you had to take a name.
Madrigal. It's more than a name to me.

Enid Bagnol4
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;ﬁ; 2. What 1 mean goes deeper. Crime, Miss Madrigal, is
' g;; flawio tbeec:: ;a:ltéi;—-who in some insensate way-—
M“d"“f;:;c:ég"p‘ defeat! My father was cashiered. ‘Andd
cc[mr forty yecars of appeals—remsta.ted. My gran -
a' t‘lzxer died upright, on his feet. He said God wouldo 3
f"‘\tfe a fallen general houseroom. For fiftecn ycars};:nw
n:one 1 have hammered out what I ami 1 did not kno
lwas,as dogged as any of them!
conceding .« o ) ] )
ﬁgﬁf;qglut\?;flnnccd concede nothing to solitude! It 13 8
teacher) i i ing if I remembet.
1 of considerable fecling 1!
ﬂﬁﬁ;ﬁ t;i»:irfx:wgul am burat out, white—like the moon,
¢l
judgiun:re you not—if 1 may geatly say so—somewhat a
ager to life?
Madrs:;l.gl‘be girl I wasl She was the stranger!
Judge, You have greatly changed. ance
v cgi igal. At our last raeeting I died. It alters the appearance.
M‘:l regD;,ar me, Oh deary me . . . As if there were not quite
o ge'nough—-this week ahead of me. : eave?
Madrigal. You would have been going. Why not :a e
dee. Because 1 belong to & guild of men—who
o gs-ponsibiiity. And a deep distaste for situations.
ival, What shall you do? i
]Jufidre'sDon't badger mel (Suddeniy.] What's the rr.\attﬁf'i
Al;afirx.'gal {putting her hand over her eygs]. It 1.s' tha x;e; &
after being so long unknown . « o it makes my
gwim to be known . <«
S el ! You used to be so kind to
ivi ember youl YO
OI'W?I-I(;] :vdlf:ti %::a? littiel What was that odd t'm-me Mother
had for you? Puppy? 1 used t‘o wonder at it
re a silent little girl.
f;"zfﬁfz \\,{‘l‘;,“;ewas gilent. I have come rather suddenly to
fetch my dangk;:erl. .s
ical. To fetch her _
Aoffl‘;fi;:f?Oh-—we. met before—-ciohyou rtgmgember
skly interruptingl. 1 have b
Judgif[(tl:i: Nfiss Madrigal? [Low.] It w'ouldib(‘: sm]pl(l.‘.;;d you
Olivia [breaking in]. Oh, don't go——don't got I'msog
are here! I’s so lucky.
Judge. Lucky?
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342 Enid Bagnold

Olivia. For me. For with you here Ishall put things better.

Judge [takes out his watch and looks at if]. 1 ought to go. I
am not good out of my setting.

Olivia. Surely you are not afraid of life?

Judge. On the contrary—the law has made me nervous of
life,

Olivia. No, Judgel Please stay! It's the influcnce of a stranger.
With a third person in the room my mother hears
_reasop beller.

Mrs, St. Maugham [catapulting tnto the room). Don't count
on it, Olivia! [Forestalling.] I got your letter!

Olivia. But you don’t read them. You never didl We've had
our orders. We leave tonight for Cyprus.

Mrs. §t. Maugham. Cyprusl Whoever heard of it! It flashed
in history and is gone forever! Disraeli—Bismarck—I
can't remember! Sce what comes of marrying an army
officer!

[Laurel makes her entry from the garden, stands in the arch-
way, silent.]

Olivia. Laurell

Laurel. Have you come alone?

Mrs. St. Maugham. We have a guest! No dramal

Laurel. You haven't been in four years.

Qlivia [glance a1 mother}. But now 1 have come for you! Oh
—as I drove down here—all the hedges and the tele-
graph posts were saying—Laurel ... o

Laurel. Are you going to bave a baby?

Olivia, Yes.

Laurel. So there’s no room for mel

, Olivia, There's room! There's always been room! A heart

isn’t a house—with a room for each person! L can't wait
any longer! Come just as you are . , .

Madrigal. I can pack her things!

Laurel, What are you up to, Boss!

Mrs. S1. Maugham. You are so kindl But there’s no need for
packingl

Laurel. Did you speak without thinking?

Madrigal. No.

“Laurel, But P've told you what she is! Pve told you..,

Madrigal, And do you think I have believed you?

. Olivia. There's a seat taken op the plane tonight . , ,

Laurel. And fly with you? Have you thought of the risk?
Olivia. On the plane? One doesn't think of that,
Laurel.. The risk that—if you take me—I might murder my
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stepsister!
Judge. Are you mad?

., They say 80. . .
Ffwiigal. Do give her the triumph of your attention.

i i d
2 . Laurel always uses wild Vyords instea
M. .S;r.wA;I: l;;}é?"'Givc her time to recovert [To Olivia) I
Encw—fwhen you came in like that-—we should bave
le with herl
Madg;:f\’oulhavc missed your cffect, _Laurcl. Thbe moment
is passing. Would you care (o let it g(_)?
Mrs. St. Maugham. Now what arc you s_aymgl
Mac}rigal. . . . and your mother i3 wamng!’ -
Laurel, The sky's the limit, Bossl The sky’s the limit
ieel. No time for games. )
ﬁﬁgﬁ mean—no limit! I can say anythingl
Judge. Y woutd not.
Laurel, Shull 1 go on?
Judge. No. -
1, Shall 1? )
if:c;reigal. If you want youir scene—take it,
alm you are
i;;;rﬁsl'.t? bgrzvu‘;ham}f Miss Madrigal has the calm of a woman
"in a million!
Law:'?.asr!?; llms the calm of a worean who has been a long
time. .. aloue.i forit? '
ieal. So we arc in fori ]
faﬁre'f (;\'o. It can be played on the edge still. 4
Madriéal. An edge is sharpl One must come down one side
or the other , .. .
ham. You see . . . they are always at som
Mrs. a.sx':tx.usb{:guginvenﬁon. They're inscparable. What game,
my poppet?
Laurel.yA game that two can play.
[Enter Maitland.) i :
Laurel. Maitland! Look! It's mg mother
_ I know it's your mother.
:Jlf.:”;’:dMIaugham. Must the whole house be gathered!
“1and. T came for the coffee tray. )
%ﬁ;ﬂa;:‘.i }f«laugham. Oh, no, you didn't! You came for

* . ! .
Laur:r r;s?[sa‘itt)l,andl Wait, Maitland! How did you know?

j . She has been before ...
Ma:rlalmiig; deep you arel I did not know that . . .
e land. But 1 am loyal to Madame. [Goes off fast.]
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Mrs. $t. Maugham. Loyaltyl Loyalty died with Queen Vie.
toria! Disregarded in my own house! Disregarded! |
am talking to you, Olivia.

Olivia. Bach time 1 came you promised you would tell her,

Mrs. St. Maugham. 1 had my own reasons! You never would

. listen! You were never like other girlsl The Judge will
remember~—though daughters forget everything—You
remember, Puppy, how I tried with her?

Judge. 1 remember only the result. The shy and gentle
daughter,

Olivia. Thank you, Judge. But 1 am not staying any longer]
Iwanttogo...

Mrs. St. Maugham,. . , . But you'll not take Laurell I have a
special knowledge of her! To me she is like a porcelain
on a shelf—cracked in some marvelous way for the
better! )

Olivia. My mother uses words in her special fashion! For a
phrase—she would make capital of anything! .

Mrs. 8t. Maugham. Charming—for & mother to hear! An
in front of an old friend! If—at a Juncheon party—
you want to have out the damage of a lifetime ...

Madrigal. Let's have it!

Mrs. St. Maugham. Whatl

Madrigal. I beg your pardon.

Mrs. St. Maugham. Were you objecting?

Madrigal, Yes. 1 think the wine has cut the caution.

" [The Judge motions Mrs. St. Maugham 1o s10p.}

Mrs. St. Maugham, Don't gesture at me, Puppyl

Judge. Anything may precipitate . . .

Mrs. S$t. Maugham. Whalt?

Madrigal. Anything!

Judge. Will you come into another room——and I will advise
you? : .

Madrlgal. No.-Your advice is foreseen! That I must leave
here—but it is the child who must leave! Laurel must
go, Mrs. St. Maugham, go with her mother.

Mrs. St. Maugham. You take a great liberty|

Madrigal. Yes, now I have a sense of liberty,

Mrs. 8t. Maugham. That is not what I meant]

Madrigal. No, but it is what T mean!

Mrs. S§t. Maugham. This gitl of special soil! Transplant her?

. Madrigal. You have not a green thumb, Mrs. St. Maugham,

with a plant or a girl. This is a house where nothing
good can be made of her!

3
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Mrs. 3t Why even your garden is d'ementcdl
Maa'rigd- Yoo housfe lC:‘uod );ou do not keep an animall

(o]
{ Ig t)t\l;a?;f:gn. You are mad! You are a monster!
Mrs. St.

h with things.
m a woman who bas lost' touch w: .
Madrig'a}f, It::éllxlgcnce. With excuses, with makmg‘ ml;.ég
w bad things. The light-—and the shade—-_h.x_s
o d out of me. I am as humorless as a missionary.

licate life? The past is over. '
]ﬁdg:;'gﬁh;'f (icl)x:‘gast is useful, I sha.l{) not t:lcs::tiv ti?huse[ ’Il“o
‘ ' long been do —
1 have been has g e
‘Iﬁat:zil.] What you are is yet to come. This is an end {0
life. :
y.;u‘;.;::gcyham. Stop the woman, _Puppyl Stop her!
'gﬁf,}-a. i3ut Miss Madrigal bas something to say!
hasn't.
JMugfi:}g?l?'Og‘:?I am not inexpericnced. You must allow me
a certain bias. I
e. Have a care .
ﬁggrigal. 1 am beyond can:t\g(t) fart
, don't go
Laurel gog:oz‘ct)s;ﬁve meg to it! Who else can tell you tha:
Madcﬁﬁz;\ your moment comes when truth might serve yo
— will not make it sound.
Laurel yg::t elverybody knows about me! They know what
B e told them! Shall we
i know what you have to °
Mad:i?;. d’l;::i{fe your grandmother of your famous seduc
tion? '
ugham. At what o moment: )
Mz’-i}f 'frf:i:{f; fo her mother). But is that what she said?
or Is that what you havc_behcved?
Madrigal. Wait! Let the child tell you.

¢ not therel
Laure‘f. ;l[ oil (\;'ifir not need to be there.._'l'he stor;lrc cz:le it;e
Mad?gad. backwards! What newspaper did the cook ta ,
1 wonder.

- : | |
glg:tfi},'ﬁ ‘K‘llllgn?; ::\;fl‘g ?s never twelve! [Crossing (o Laurel.}
a .
Do you cry?
rel. No.
)I;;:drigal. I should cry.

crying.
ﬁ"gfi’g:zm; nsohto?;:r cg—-gwit.h relicf——that your mother
a .
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346 Enid Bagnolg
waants you! You told me you were looking for which

+-- 13 you. Find the right oncl [Pause.] Be carefull Byeg
a mother can't wait forever.,

Olivia. But why did she pretcnd? Why was it done?

Madrigal. Odd things are done for love,

[Laurel runs to door, halts and turns at door.]

Olivia {half crossing to her}. Give it up, Laurel! It isa’t worth
going on. :

Loaurel {to Madrigal]. Has it got to be the truth?

Madrigal [half smiling), One ¢an lie. . . . But truth is more
interesting!

Laurel. ., . and you get better and better at spotting it! [Tak.
éng her mother's hand.] You win, Boss!

[They exit)

Madrigal [calling after them through the open door). Your

-blue liner dress is folded in the top drawer, Look for
your yellow striped one . . .

Mrs. St. Maugham [gripping tooth and nail to the behavior
©f a hostess, mincingly forcing out the tin clatter of the
words. To the Judge]. What a precipitation—of melo-
drama—your visit’s fallen on! {Glancing at the door
—flame beginnlng to run in her 1one.) Blood is thicker
than water I had thought but it appears not!

Judge. My dear—my dear old friend. . ..

Mrs. St. Maugham. If you were on your knees you woulda't
stop mel [Turning on Madrigal] That was a black
patch, Miss Madrigall If there's a straw to be lit—
you've set a malch to it! What collusion behind my
back! {To Judge.] You've been o witness to itl

Judge [edging to the doorl. You would be better talking
alone, I think .. .

Mrs, St. Maugham. Stay where you are, Puppy! Men are
such cowards! In the name of discretion or & cool head
or some such nonsense—they lcave one in the lurch. . .,

Judge. So much better . . . better not say anything!

Mrs. St. Maugham. There’s an undependability in high.
minded men! They sit—objective! When they should
be burning beside one! But—when things become per-
sonal . . . what would you say if your clerk put your
wig onl

Judge [unhappily]. I should reflect at length, I expect, and
decide on inaction.

Mrs. St. Maugham. So you wouldt [Turning.] But I've been
tobbed of my granddaughterl

w:

LX GARDEN
E:df;ﬂ [calmly). If you face facts, Mrs. St. Maugh
Yo ar Py i 1 Put her outl
'S1. Maugham [faintly}. Be a man, Puppy
M’,.Put her out in the s;rcet for me! 1 of recoil]

nna movemen . .
lTh‘];‘;dgAed;nuagkhe;nfn[;ilh ;:rlx,gunting passion). The flaming
Mmim‘udencel The infamy! [Panting] And I-'-—lawshl
.'I‘rgsﬂng . .. leaning . . . But I've been leaning on a
demonl In your heart—every penny should havc;
scalded youl I've been b:e"fgﬁ' Don't talk to me o

ee none O
Judgew [atie;.ldzi??g’izlﬂi Perhaps this is where I may be of some
us

? -
Madrig?li [smiling gently]. No, Judge. Not now. Fifteen years
ago you might bave been. »
Mrs. St. Maugham [starting forward]. Do you dare to spe
"What are these innucndoes? ) sed
dee {low. To Madrigal). Least said, soonest mended.
s St. Maugham. Hints—since lunch—have been flying
Mm]ik& gnats from side to side of the room! (Getting tc;
her feet.] Nobody tells me—-—i,n pl?:un Bnglish——anything
ou 1wo met before then
Madﬁ»‘:z‘;e[;auer of fact]. 1 was once scatenced to death by
udge here. )
Mrs t?tc gdauggham lfor a secor_xd silenced}. Ah,
Jud, .e [simultaneously). 1lt-advised. Ill-advised. 1
Vg St. Maugham [with a retake of gnergy]. Oh!...
M"'we.rc not seventy—this would revive me! To deathl . ..
t there you are! ‘
drl::al. Those who slill Live—have to be somewhere. 4
e S1. Maugham, If it were truc . . . iU's outrageous. An
M”.if istart putting two and three together—Good heaveans,
how can you be living at alil
e was a doubt. .
]udgeé;Fh }\ffzugham. What I doubt is my senses'l"l‘hc thing's
Mrs'im'possiblel Either I don’t belicve it—or it’s quile pri=
atel Besides if it were true it would be—umost naﬁom
:cnient! Oh ... I would like the situation annuue
And the conversation put back . ..

here?
;J\;ff zs;l‘ (;v;rzugham. To where it hadn’t happened! And at

the interview—how dared you—I let pass—so many
excellent applicanis in favor of you!
Madrigal {mildly]. No—-really—it was not so.
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Mrs. St. Maugham [struck by another thought]. . . . and the
references] The references 1 had .. . I am amazed! You
must have forged them!

Madrigal. 1 gave you nonc.

Mrs. St. Maugham, Why?

Madrigal {simply]. I had none. _

Judge [explaining miidly). This Jady came to you out of
prison. .

Mrs. St. Maugham, 1 would have thought a university. Ch
—you have been most satisfactory I thought—but now
——a light is thrown! I rcmember replies—which now
1 see to be insolences! I can smell backwards a dozen
indisciplines! I'm growing more and more thunder-
struck! Prison ..,

‘Madrigal, But—

Mrs, St. Maughem. Don't speak to me, if you pleasc! You
who come out of God knows what ancient Publicity!
Blazing—from heaven knows what lurid newspapers!
A Headline! A felon! How can you lunch with me,
Puppy, and know such things! Oh I'm dumbfounded!
What's more, I've been defrauded! Gol Pack your bags!
Pack your bags! Out of the house with youl

[Enter Maitland, on a light wind of impatience.]

Maitland. I can't wait. . . . I can’t wait forever! [To Mrs. St.
Maugham, who is practically collapsed.] Is she + . .
who we think she is!

Mrs. St. Maugham [in a faint groan]. She is.

Maitland [turning radiantly to Madrigal}. Oh ..« Miss . ..
Oh ... Madame.

[Madrigal gives tiny bow.]

Mrs. St. Maugham [practically “out"—but terrible]. Heav-
ens! What an anticlimax} What veneration! One would
think the woman was an actress!

Maitland, When one is a humble man one can't express it.
1 think it is—to think—that after such a gale she is
with us. '

Mrs. St. Maugham [feebly), That's enough, Maitland.

Maitland [backing toward the door]. To have stood one's
life before the judge here . . . if you'll pardon me,
m'lord, even though you eat your lunch like other
men—{Turning sharply as the door opens.] Here's the
nurse! All in a dither . ..

Nurse [rushing in. Stopping short at sight of guests]. Mrs. St.
Maugham .. .

THE CHALK GARDEN 349

Mrs. St. Maugham [in a daze]. We bave {riends now. It can
wait, Nurse,

Nurse, Mr. Pinkbell is dead.

Mrs. St. Maugham [still dazed). You can go, Nurse. Tl
attend to it later. [Nurse, aghast, bucks 1o the door.)
I say we have friends, Nursel

[Nurse exits in horrified flounce.]

Judge. But . . . good hcavens . ., . Pinkbellt

Mrs. St. Maugham [dazed). He is in expert hands.

Maitland. But the poor old bastard . . . He has passed over!

Mrs. St. Maugham. Is that what she said?

Muitland. They've downed him—stiff as a rod. He hasn't
tomorrow . . . [Struck by a worse thought.} He hasn't
the rest of today!

Mrs. St. Maugham. Dead . . . and my past goes with him . .,

Judge. Dear me, dcar me. I am shocked. First to know he
is alive. Then to learn that he isn't,

Mrs. St. Maugham [musing]. When I was a young woman
he gducated me . . . my manner with distinguished
fqrclgners. . . . He saw to my Ascots. He bought my
wine for me. Is there an afterlife, Puppy?

Judge [starting 10 go, gathering up his spectdcle case, etc.
Smiling). I don’t give judgments easily. But in this life
you will miss him.

Mrs. St. Maugham, Alas, no. [Getting up, crossing room to
him.] Shall you come again, Puppy? When the excite-
ment of your week is over?

Judge [shaking his head). Too much happens in this house
—for an old man,

Mrs. St. Maugham. I am coming with you to your car.
Eyeryone-—accusing everyone—has been tiring. Stay
with her, Maitland, 1 shan’t be long, Keep an eye on
her. [Exits past Judge.]

Judge. Good-bye, Miss Madrigal [Turns back from door].
After all , . . have you liked the life here?

Madrigal. It has a hollow quality which sootbes me,

Judge. But what shall you do?

Mad:;{ggl. ‘I shall continue to explore—the astonishment of
iving! . -

Judge [as he turns eway—to himself]. No man’s infallible.
[He exits.)

Maitland [in eager excitement, directly the door is closed],
Can I come where you're going? I will serve you. We
could throw our five and fifteen ycars away from usl
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In the dustbing . v Mrs, 5y Maugham [still rather sharp ff;)m .;'evef;‘lalr ;ﬁggf’;’ )
Z i i in battle, also the - i
s i B v 1 Pl e has been beaten doestt vant Lanye with
296 : P . ) - ’ . ur gloves? {Wit )
Laurel. o‘glmT Ma"f}’g;'geg;??:v?g;hﬁ: i:;:;!smag ﬂiyg hatn o af;’q;f 4 Z 33—;:23: :htz,:grl:az;difry:o“giﬁ ?;:' ;'20! s%zle may show
ble - : S Dorn to worship £~ . -
;(er/; ppl the starg) Bl.lf I've never known whics stars. . . [spregds ¢ tmotion. Her hand up to ward her of.] No good-byes!
Secorel. Mr. ks arms wide) | When the whole heaven's fyf of | Lo Tm 00 old for them , , ,
Lau ‘roke. ;l:;:m ]' ng's.h St. A{auglzam comes in, On the same high g P h.':;;" éi: ‘::‘:L?c'a;_' darling .
e. w H . A A .. .
Second App Mrs., St Maugllr:mt?cg‘:e' my: et i b Mrs. St. M. augham. ’Begin by obeying, [Laurel exits.) Wetl,
Laurel- '{}‘;: such odd momcnrs.lslﬂg ine I'OO’H]- 4galn1 You choose g" OliVia. What are you gOing to do with her? Teach he;
Pin Maitland, | w;ish to acco i i the right things? After I've taught her the wrong ones
. . mpany Miss Madriga] - Tight things 3
Seco:dﬁ:iol: ﬂ’ “T;IS "d"" ‘;'1;5”'0”; threpto?y “real i Olivig, nYou’xl-e like a:'old Freethinker—who.finds he has g %;
attland, ere she’s .going. Ak son ac ergyma - L. R
Hrel- oh Af 3 ]? PAPREN TR
La part ¢ Mrs. L'S;; iﬁ:?’!:jgham. Yet 70w you have it all your own way, P Ixi:."'NA: augh;r:t. tI: g’:& ﬁsgrr:’:gge. [Toward door, then ;-
says ; oy ' o3 : . g
work m(ﬁ::ﬁ [wincing, 8lancing up at the ceiling]. Don't say Mrs g':tm;;gg}}g:%r g;:ugz? :;f;lt‘ ::3']? Is it & crime torwant {}3.
. Of, . gAYy
e Mrs. St. Maugham, Tyt 1 1o youlater ., .. T must g yp o ¢ remembered? [Dryly.] The Pharaohs bullt the e y
Laurel. . [4s she leaves, 4 herself.]. . _ stiff as’a. d... the poor ramids for that reason, . ' e : e
?sa;: ” d‘?ld!b[a_srard -« [Exlts] : o€+ -+ the poa 0”"1'&:[:; gfoz; gzﬁ;flﬂ. The thoughts of a daughter are'n
. adrigal [instan, Y turning 1o Maltlang and talking {, lear ‘ )
it ! ; 8 i c Mrs, t an obituary? . - vy

Second . :; ;’:s":?';dh/;ﬁt; erlz .rgmeone dlelav!ng mportant mes- 0 h’: : jiw "; (;;fhoam}lfoﬂ:;e .‘;”;st’ M ong. [Exlt Olivig]

e L e | Gt St yindoe] Leav -
in e i ives her the choice later patse; 3
A P A ?f?g'iiz}:tzo?:;::rs:p?;‘ %L'I" oroaue fower ... 3 ?::nh?;;izgfléze%vggr bust high! [Then slowly back . iy

M, ad;‘f Mady, igal [rapidly, in desperqyy kaste, glancing once at Pink- into ?’ com. To Madrigal] What do women do—in my R

Laurel fﬁhli s faoo:rzg ufte?l: olj; being Interrupted), . | | tie in the Ma dfi:sat; Uooking back af her], They garden. e i
Madri Maid % uf. > € Bicads on the mogg rose.,, Mrs. St. May gham. But it scems I'am not very good at that :”;
Laure : , it ings packed? . iy
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