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The action takes place in Canton, Mass., in 1890.
Act First
Scene I. It is a morning in Spring in Philip Fleming’s private office at the mill. Bright sunlight floods the room at first. Later it becomes cloudy until at the end of the act, rain is falling fitfully.

The room is handsomely furnished, There is a table in the center at the back between two windows. Above the table and attached to the wall is a cabinet with a mirror in the door. In the right corner is an umbrella-stand and hat-rack beside a door leading to the street. There are two windows below the door. A little to the right of the center of the room is an armchair, and in the same position on the left is a flat-top office desk, with a chair on either side. Behind it on the left is a door leading to the mill. There is a bunch of flowers on the desk, and two silver frames holding pictures of Margaret and Lucy. There are also pictures on the wall, including one of the mill and one of Philip’s father as a young man.

As the curtain rises, Bobby enters from the left with a desk-basket of mail, which he places on the desk. He rearranges the chairs slightly. As he is about to go out a key is heard in the door on the right. Bobby pauses expectantly. Philip Fleming, carrying an umbrella and a rain-coat, enters from the street door on the right. He is a well dressed, prosperous, happy-looking man about thirty-five. He hangs up his hat and coat, and places his umbrella in the stand. Then he glances carelessly into the hat-rack mirror and runs his hand lightly over his hair.

Philip. (In a friendly manner.) Good morning, Bobby. Bossy. (Grinning appreciatively.) Good morning, sir.

(Philip goes to his desk and, shifting one or two articles out of his way, begins the duties of the day.)

Philip. Did you get wet this morning in that big shower? Bossy. Yes, sir, a little, but I’m all right now.

(Philip glances rapidly through the letters and with an eager manner, selects two large envelopes, opens one, glances through a document it contains and places it in his inside coat-pocket with a satisfied smile.) Philip, (Chatting, as he continues his work.) Still doing the four mile sprint? Bossy, Yes, sir. Oh, I like it, sir—when it don’t rain.

(Philip opens other letters rapidly, glancing with a quick, comprehensive eye through each before placing it in the growing heap on the desk.)

Philip. How about the bicycle? Bossy. Well, sir, Mr. Foster says he thinks he’ll be able to recommend me for a raise pretty soon, if I keep up my record.

Philip. (Looking at him quizzically.) A raise, Bobby? Bossy. Yes, Mr. Fleming, and my mother says I can save all I get and I guess I’ll have a bicycle pretty soon then.

Philip. How long have you been here? Bossy. Six months the day after tomorrow.

Philip. (Smiling kindly.) I guess I’ll have to talk to Foster, myself. Bossy. Oh, thank you, Mr. Fleming.

(Philip opens a letter which appears to disturb him. He pauses over it with a worried frown.)

Philip. Ask Mr. Foster to come here at once, please. (As Bossy starts to go.) And tell Williams I want to see him. Bossy. Yes, sir. (He goes out the door on the left. There is a moment’s pause, and then Foster enters from the same door. He is a bright, active young man about twenty-eight or thirty.)

Philip. Good morning, Foster.

Foster. Good morning, Mr. Fleming.

Philip. Here’s a letter from the receiver for Reed and Vorst. He wants to know if we’ll accept an immediate settlement of forty percent.

Foster. (Becoming serious.) Gee, Mr. Fleming, I don’t see how we can. I was depending on at least fifty percent to carry us through the summer. It’s always a dull season, you know, and—

Philip. Why, we have more orders now than we had this time last year.

Foster. Yes, I know, sir. But, I was going to speak to you. The Cotton Exchange Bank doesn’t want to renew those notes.

Philip. Doesn’t, eh? Well, then, we’ll have to accept Reed and Vorst’s offer.

Foster. I think it would be a mistake just now, sir. If we hold out they’ve got big assets.

Philip. Can’t be helped. I’m hard-pressed.

We’re short of ready money.

Foster. I don’t understand it. We’ve had a better winter than we’ve had for years.

Philip. (Smiling.) That last little flier I took wasn’t as successful as the former ones.

Foster. You’ve been too lenient with the retailers.

Philip. “Live and let live” ’s my motto.

Foster. I’d hate to see anything happen to the mill.

Philip. Nothing’s going to happen. Let me do the worrying. Our credit’s good. I’ll raise the money tomorrow.

Foster. I hope so, sir. Anything else?

Philip. (Giving him the letters.) Wire the answers to these right away. That’s all.

Foster. All right, sir. (He goes out.)

(Philip takes up a large sheet of paper which contains a report from one of the departments of the mill. He scans it closely and makes some calculations upon a sheet of paper. Williams enters.)

Philip. (Looking up.) Good morning, Williams.

(Williams is quite an old man, but has the attitude of one who knows his business and can do things. He stands with bent shoulders and arms hanging limp. He is chewing tobacco, and speaks with a quick, sharp, New England accent.)

Williams. Good morning, Mr. Fleming.

Philip. (Holding the report in his hand.)

Williams, a short time ago you told me that the main supply belt in the finishing room was only repaired a few times during the last six months. I find here from your report that it has broken down about twice a week since last January.

How long does it take to make a repair?

Williams. Oh, sometimes about ten minutes—other times again, twenty minutes.

We have done it in five minutes.

Philip. There are about one hundred and ten operators in that room?

Williams. One hundred and seven.

Philip. Why, you should have reported this condition the first week it arose. Poor economy, Williams. (He makes a few, rapid calculations upon the back of a report.) Twelve hundred dollars lost time.

(He shakes his head.) We could have bought a new belt a year ago and saved money in the bargain.

Williams. I told Mr. Baker several times, sir, in the beginning and he didn’t seem to think anything of it.

Philip. Well, report all such details to me in the future. (He writes a few lines rapidly and rings the bell. Bobby enters briskly.) Tell Mr. Foster to get those firms over long distance, and whichever one can make the quickest delivery to place orders there—see? Bossy. Yes, sir. (He has a soiled card in his hand, which he offers to Philip with a grin.) A man outside told me to hand you his visiting card.

Williams. Is that all, sir?

Philip. Yes. (He smiles as he reads the card.) Joe Fletcher! Tell him to come in.

(He resumes work at his desk. Williams goes out.) Bossy. Yes, sir. (He follows Williams.))

(After a moment Joe Fletcher enters. He is a man of middle age, well made but heavy and slouching in manner. He has a keen, shrewd eye in a weak and dissipated face, which is made attractive, nevertheless, by a genial and ingratiating smile. He is wearing a shabby linen coat called a “duster,” which hangs, crushed and limp, from his neck to his ankles.

Strung from his left shoulder is a cord hung with sponges of various sizes. Several lengths of chamois are dangling with the sponges across his breast and back, draping his right hip and leg. In one hand he has a weather beaten satchel. He carries by a leather thong a heavy stone hanging from a cracked plate. There are two holes in the rim of the plate through one of which runs the thong by which it is carried. The other, the big stone, is fastened to it with a piece of chain. He carries it unconscious of its weight. There is a pervading sense of intimacy between the man and his equipment, and from his battered hat to his spreading shoes the stains of the road, like a varnish, bind them together in a mellow fellowship.)

Philip. Hello, Joe. (He looks at him with humorous curiosity.)

Joe. (Light-heartedly.) How d’do, Mr. Fleming. (His voice is broken and husky. He gives a little, dry cough now and then in an ineffectual attempt to clear it. He crosses to the corner of the table, and shows by his step that his feet are sore and swollen.)

Philip. What are you doing now, Joe?

Joe. (Indicating his effects. While he talks he places the stone against a corner of the table on the floor, and puts the valise on the edge of the table.) Traveling merchant; agent for Brummell’s Giant Cement; professional corn doctor—soft and hard corns—calluses—bunions removed instantly, ingrowing nails treated ’thout pain or loss of blood—or money refunded. Didn’t ye read m’card? (He coughs.)

Philip. (Laughing.) Well, not all of it, Joe.

Joe. (Reminiscently.) Inventor of Dr. Fletcher’s famous cough mixture, warranted to cure coughs—colds, hoarseness and loss o’ voice. An infallible remedy fur all chronic conditions of the pullmon-ary organs. (He coughs again.) When not too fur gone. (He takes a labelled bottle, containing a brown mixture from his inside pocket, shakes it and holds it up proudly before Philip.) Kin I sell ye a bottle? (He smiles ingratiatingly.)

Philip. (Smiling but shaking his head.) No, Joe, I guess not today.

Joe. (Opening the satchel insinuatingly.) Mebbe a few boxes o’ corn salve? It’s great. (Philip shakes his head.) Would ye like to consider a box o’ cement?

Philip. (Still smiling.) No, but I’ll take one of those big sponges.

Joe. I thought I could sell ye something.

(He unhooks a large sponge and lays it upon the desk. Philip hands him a bill. He takes it carelessly, looks at it, shakes his head regretfully and puts it into his pocket. Then he feels in his other pocket and taps his vest pockets.) Gosh, I’m sorry, but I ain’t got a bit of change.

Philip. Oh, never mind the change, Joe.

(He laughs indulgently.)—

Joe. (Regretfully.) Well, Id feel better if I hed the change. (Joe has been standing to the left of the desk.) Kin I set down fur a minnit, Mr. Fleming? M’feet gets so tired..

Philip. Yes, Joe, sit down.

Joe. I’ got pretty wet a while ago in that shower. My, but it did come down.

Philip. (Warmly.) Perhaps you’d like a hot drink? (He indicates with a nod of the head, the cabinet back of Joe, as the latter is about to sit down. Joe shows a lively interest.)

Joe. (Glancing at Philip with a shy twinkle in his eye.) Oh, kin I, Mr. Fleming? Thank ye. (He shuffles over to the cabinet, opens the door and gloats over the vision of joy which greets him. He selects a bottle.)

Philip. Hold on, Joe. Wait for some hot water.

Joe. (Hastily.) No, thank ye. I’m afraid I’d be like the Irishman in the dream.

Philip. What was that, Joe?

Joe. (As he pours out a generous portion.) Well, the Irishman was dreaming that he went to see the priest, and the priest asked him to have a drink. “I will, thank ye kindly,” says Pat. “Is it hot or cold. ye’ll have it?” says the priest? “Hot, if ye plaze, yer Riverence,” says Pat, and while they were waiting fur the hot water, Pat wakes up. “Bad luck to me,” says he, “why didn’t I take it cold?” (He drains the glass, smacks his lips and chuckles.) My, but that’s good stuff! Mr. Fleming, are ye as fond of it yourself as ye used to be?

Philip. (Smiling and shaking his head.) No, Joe. I’ve got through with all that foolishness. I’ve sowed my wild oats.

Joe. (Chuckling as he sits in the chair.) You must have got a pretty slick crop out 0’ yourn. Philip, Every man gets a pretty full crop of those, Joe, before he gets through. Jog. Ye’ve turned over a new leaf, eh?

Philip. Yes—married.

Joe. Married?

Philip. Yes, and got a baby.

Joe. Thet so! Did ye marry out’n the mill?

Philip. Oh, no. She was a Miss Thorp, of Niagara. (He hands the picture of the child to Joe.) Joe, (Showing interest immediately, and gazing at the picture, while gradually a gentle responsive smile plays over his features. He says, admiringly.) By George! that’s a great baby! (He gives a chuckling laugh at it.) Boy?

Philip. (Proudly.) No. Girl!

Joe. Thet so! Should a thought you’d a wanted a boy. (With sly significance, and chuckling at his own joke.) Ye’ve hed so many girls. Philip, (He laughs lightly.) Tut, tut, Joe, no more of that for me. (He hands him the frame containing Margaret’S picture.) My wife.

Joe. (His expression becoming grave as the sweetness and dignity of the face touches him. He takes a long breath.) My, but that’s a fine face, Gee, if she’s as good as that, you’re a lucky man, Mr. Fleming.

Philip. Yes, Joe, I’ve got more than I deserve, I guess. (He becomes serious for the first time and a shadow flits over his face. He sighs.)

Joe. (Sympathetically.) Oh, I understand just how you feel. I’m married m’self.

(He sits down facing the audience, his hands clasped, his thumbs gently rolling over each other. A far-away tender look comes into his eyes.)

Philip. (Surprised.) Married? (Joe nods his head.) Where’s your wife?

Joe. Left me. (He gives a sigh of self pity.)

Philip. (Touched.) Left you! (He shakes his head compassionately, then the thought comes to him.) If my wife left me I’d kill myself.

Joe. (Philosophically.) Oh, no, no, ye wouldn’t. You’d get over it, just as I did.

(He sighs.)

Philip. How did it happen? What did you do?

Joe. (Innocently.) Not a durn thing! She was a nice, German woman, too. She kept a gent’s furnishing store down in South Boston, and I married her.

Philip. (Recovering himself and speaking gaily.) Oh, Joe. (He shakes his head in mock reproval.) You married her for her money, eh? (He laughs at him.) Joe (Ingenuously.) No, I didn’t, honest.

I thought I might get a whack at the till once in a while, but I didn’t.

Philip. (Quizzing him.) Why not, Joe?

Joe. She fixed me up a pack and sent me out on the road to sell goods, and when I got back, she was gone. There was a new sign on the store, “Isaac Litchenstein, Ladies and Gents’ Drygoods.” (He draws a big sigh.) Philip, And you’ve never seen her since?

Joe. (Shaking his head sadly.) No, siree, never!

Philip. (Serious again, impressed by Jor.)

That’s pretty tough, Joe.

(Bossy enters.) Bossy. Doctor Larkin would like to see you, sir.

Joe. (Gathering himself and his merchandise together.) Well, I guess I’ll get out and drum up a few sales. Much obliged to you, Mr. Fleming.

Philip. Oh, stop at the house, Joe. Mrs.

Fleming might want something. It’s the old place on Linden Street.

Joe. Got a dog?

Philip. Yes. Joe, That settles it.

Philip. Only a pug, Joe.

Joe. Oh, a snorer. I’ll sell him a bottle of cough mixture. (As Dr. Larkin enters.)

Hello, Doe! How are you? Raining?

(Joe goes to the door on the right, crossing the Doctor who is walking toward Philip on the left.)

Doctor. (Looking at him, mystified.) Good morning, sir, No, it’s not raining. (Joe goes out. Dr. Larkin is a tall, gaunt man who looks older than he is, with quite a stoop in his shoulders. He has dark brown hair and a beard, streaked with grey, and soft, kind blue eyes. He carries the medicine satchel of a homeopathic physician.

His manner is usually distant and cold but extremely quiet and gentle. In the opening of this scene he is perturbed and irritated, later he becomes stern and authoritative.)

Philip. Good morning, Doctor Larkin.

Doctor. (Turning to Put.) Who is that fellow? (He looks after Joe as he goes out.)

Philip. Don’t you remember him? That’s Joe Fletcher. (Philip is standing to the right of the desk, and Doctor Larkin at the left center of the stage.)

Doctor. Is that Joe Fletcher? Why he used to be quite a decent sort of fellow. Wasn’t he a foreman here in your father’s time?

Philip. Yes, he was one of the best men in the mill.

Doctor. (Shaking his head.) He is a sad example of what liquor and immorality will bring a man to. He has indulged his appetites until he has no real moral nature left.

Philip. (Lightly.) Oh, I don’t think Joe ever had much “moral nature.” (The sunlight leaves the room. It is growing cloudy outside.)

Doctor. Every man has a moral nature. In this case it is love of drink that has destroyed it. There are some men who are moral lepers, even lacking the weakness of the tippler as an excuse.

Philip. Have you been to the house, doctor? About midnight Margaret thought little Lucy had a fever. She was going to call you up—but—

Doctor. (Abruptly.) She would not have found me in at midnight.

Philip. Ah, is that so? Someone very ill?

(The telephone rings.) Excuse me, doctor. Hello. Oh, is that you, Margaret? How is Lucy now? Good! I knew she’d be all right. Yes, of course. Do—bring her. (To the Doctor.) She’s bringing baby to the phone. Hello, Lucy. Many happy returns of the day. Good-bye. Yes, I’ll be home at twelve sharp. Apple pie? Yes, of course, I like it. That is, your apple pie.

(He leaves the phone with a joyous air.) This is baby’s birthday, you know, doctor.

Doctor. I’ve just left a baby (He speaks bitterly, looking at Philip significantly.) that should never have had a birthday.

Philip. (Without noticing the Doctor’s manner, he goes to the cabinet and, taking a box of cigars, offers the box to the Doctor.) Why, Doctor, you’re morbid today. Take a cigar, it will quiet your nerves..

(The rain begins to fall, beating heavily against the windows.)

Doctor. No, thank you. (With a subtle shade of repugnance in his tone.) I’ll smoke one of my own.

(Philip smiles indulgently, goes to the desk, sits in the chair to the left of it, lights a cigar, leans back luxuriously, with his hands in his pockets, and one leg over the other, and tips back the legs of the chair.)

Philip. (Carelessly.) What’s the matter, doctor? You used to respect my cigars.

Doctor. (Hotly.) I used to respect you.

Philip. (Rather surprised but laughing good-naturedly.) Well, doctor, and don’t you now? (He is bantering him.)

Doctor. (Quietly but sternly.) No, I don’t.

Philip. (Smoking placidly.) Good Lord— why?.

Doctor. (His satchel resting upon his knees, his hands clasping the metal top, he leans over a trifle and, looking impressively into Philip’s face, says, in a low, calm voice.) At two o’clock last night Lena Schmidt gave birth to a child.

Philip. (Becoming livid with amazement and fear, and staring blankly before him, the cigar dropping from his parted lips.) In God’s name, how did they come to send for you?

Doctor. Doctor Taylor—he called me in consultation. He was frightened after the girl had been in labor thirty-six hours.

Philip. (Murmuring to himself.) Thirty-six hours! Good God! (There is a pause, then he partly recovers himself.) I suppose she told you?

Doctor. She told me nothing. It was a lucky thing for you that I was there. The girl was delirious.

Philip. Delirious! Well, I’ve done all I could for her, doctor.

Doctor. Have you? (His tone is full of scorn.) Put. She’s had all the money she wanted.

Doctor. Has she? (He speaks in the same tone.)

Philip. I tried to get her away months ago, but she wouldn’t do it. She was as stubborn as a mule.

Doctor. Strange she should want to remain near the father of her child, isn’t it?

Philip. If she’d done as I told her to, this thing would never have happened.

Doctor. You’d have forced some poor devil to run the risk of state’s prison. By God, you’re worse than I thought you were.

Philip. Why, doctor, you must think I’m—

Doctor. I don’t think anything about it. I know just what brutes such men as you are.

Philip. Well, I’m not wholly to blame. You don’t know the whole story, doctor.

Doctor. I don’t want to know it. The girl’s not to blame. She’s a product of her environment. Under present social conditions, she’d probably have gone wrong anyhow. But you! God Almighty! If we can’t look for decency in men like you— representative men,—where in God’s name are we to look for it, I’d like to know?

Philip. If my wife hears of this, my home will be ruined.

Doctor. (Scornfully.) Your home! Your home! It is just such damn scoundrels as you that make and destroy homes.

Philip. Oh, come now, doctor, aren’t you a little severe?

Doctor. Severe! Severe! Why, do you realize, if this thing should become known, it will stir up a stench that will offend the moral sense of every man, woman and child in this community?

Philip. Well, after all, I’m no worse than other men. Why, I haven’t seen the girl for months.

Doctor. Haven’t you? Well, then suppose you go and see her now.

Philip. (He springs to his feet.) I’ll do nothing of the sort.

Doctor. Yes, you will. She shan’t lie there and die like a dog.

Philip. (He walks around the room greatly perturbed.) I tell you I’ll not go!

Doctor. Yes, you will.

Philip. (He comes over to the Doctor and looks down upon him.) What’ll you do if I don’t?

Doctor. I don’t know, but you’d best go and see that girl.

Philip. (He turns away.) Well, what do you want me to say to her?

Doctor. Lie to her as you have before. Tell her you love her.

Philip. I never lied to her. I never told her I loved her.

Doctor. Faugh!

Philip. I tell you I never did!

Doctor. (Rising from his chair.) You’d better get Mrs. Fleming away from here ‘until this thing blows over. When I think of a high-minded, splendid little woman like her married to a man like you—ugh!

(The Doctor goes out quickly.)

(Philip, left alone, walks about like an old man, seems dazed for a moment, then goes mechanically to the telephone.) Philip, Lindon, 3721. Margaret. (He speaks in a broken, hushed voice.) Margaret! Yes, it’s I, Philip. Yes! Well, I’m tired. No, I can’t come home now. I will not be home to luncheon. I have a business engagement. No, I cannot break it off. It’s too important. Eh? Why, with a man from Boston. Yes, certainly, I will, just as soon as I can get away. Yes, dear —I will—good-bye. (Just before he finishes, Foster enters.) Hello, Foster.

Foster. (Consulting a memorandum.) I couldn’t get the Harry Smith Company, New York, until noon, sir. They say that the belting can be shipped by fast express at once. The Boston people want ten cents a square foot more than they ask, but we can save that in time and express rates.

Philip. When would the New York shipment get here?

Foster. At the earliest, tomorrow afternoon.

Philip. White and Cross can ship at once, you say?

Foster. Yes, sir.

Philip. Well, give them the order. Their stuff is better, anyhow. Have a covered wagon at the station for the four-ten train. Keep enough men over time tonight to put it up,

Foster. Yes, sir, the sooner it’s done, the better.

Philip. Yes, Williams is getting old. He’s not the best man for that finishing room. Put him where you can keep an eye on him. He’s all right. I have an appointment and will not be in the office again today. Get the interest on those notes off.

Foster. Yes, I’ve attended to that already. Anything else?

Philip. No.

Foster. All right, sir. Good morning.

(Philip who has braced himself for this, relaxes again. The rain continues. He goes about the room, lights a cigar, puts on a rain-coat, looks at his watch, buttons his coat, all the while sunk in deep thought.

He takes his umbrella and hat and goes out quietly, shutting the door so that the click of the latch is heard, as the curtain falls.)

Scene 2. The scene is the living-room in Margaret’s home. At the back large glass doors open on to a spacious porch with a garden beyond. There is a fire-place with logs burning, in the corner on the left, and beside it a French window opening on the garden. Below it is a door leading to another room. There is another door on the right going to the main part of the house, There is a table in the center, a baby grand piano on the lower right, and a baby carriage close by the doors at the back. The room is furnished in exquisite taste showing in its distinct character the grace and individuality of a well-bred— woman, Margaret is seated in a low rocking-chair near the fire with the baby in her lap. A large bath towel is spread across her knees. She is exquisitely dressed in an evening gown. Maria Bindley, the nurse-maid, is dressed in a black dress, cap and apron. She is a middle-aged German woman, dark in complexion, and of medium build and height. She speaks with a not too pronounced German accent. She is gathering up the baby’s garments which are scattered about Margaret’s feet. She is furtively weeping and makes an occasional effort to overcome her emotion. Margaret is putting the last touches to the baby’s night toilet. She is laughing and murmuring mother talk to her. A shaded lamp is burning on the table to the right. The effect of the light is subdued. The glare of the fire is the high note, making a soft radiance about Margaret and the child. Maria is in the shadow, except as she flits into the light whenever she moves near Margaret. The sound of the rain beating against the windows, is heard now and then.

Margaret. (In a low, laughing tone.) No— no—no! You little beggar. You’ve had your supper! (She fastens the last two or three buttons of her dress.) No more! Time to go to sleep now! No use staying awake any longer for naughty father. Two, whole, hours—late! No, he doesn’t care a bit about you; not a bit! (She shakes her head.) No, nor me either. Never mind, darling, we’ll punish him well for this. Yes, we will. Perhaps we’ll leave him some day, and then we’ll see how he likes being left alone. Naughty, bad father—isn’t he? Yes he is! Staying away all day! Never mind, ladybird— hush, go to sleep now—Mother loves her! Go to sleep—close your eyes. (This is all said in a cooing, soothing voice, She begins to sing a lullaby.) Go—to—sleep— blossom—go to sl—

(Maria comes close to Margaret and picks up two little socks. As she rises, she sniffs in an effort to suppress her tears. This attracts Margaret’S attention, and immediately she is all commiseration.)

Margaret. Don’t cry, Maria—please don’t —it distresses me to see you cry.

Maria. (Smiling a little at Margaret’S sympathy. As she talks, she smooths the socks and folds them.) I cannot help it, Mrs. Fleming—I am an unhappy woman. I try not to ery, but I cannot keep back de tears. (She puts the socks in the basket on the table.) I have had an unhappy life —my fadder vas a brute. (She picks up the dress and shakes it.) My first husband, Ralph Bindley, vas a goot, honest man. (She puts the dress in the basket.) Und my second husband vas dot tramp vot vas here dis morning. Vat I have told you aboudt already. (She gathers together the other garments.) Und now my sister—my little Lena—is dying.

Margaret. (In dismay.) Dying! Why, you didn’t tell me that, Maria!

Maria. Vell, she is not dying yust this very moment, but the doctor says she vill never leave dot bed alive. My sweet little Lena! My lovely little sister. I have nursed her, Mrs. Fleming, yust like you nurse your baby now.

Margaret. (Holding the child to her breast.) What did you say her name was?

Maria. (Working mechanically and putting the things neatly away.) Lena,— Lena Schmidt. She does not go by my name—she goes by my fadder’s name. Margaret, And, you say, she ran away from you?

Maria. Ya—I tried to find her every place. I hunted high und low, but she does not come, und von day I meet an olt friend on Vashington Street, Chris Anderson, und Chris, he tell me that two or three weeks before he see her by the public gartens. Und she vas valking by the arm of a fine, handsome gentleman—und she look smiling and happy, und Chris, he says dot he knows dot gentleman—dot he vas a rich man vot lives down in Canton where Chris vonce worked when he comes to dis country first.

Margaret. And didn’t you ask the man’s name?

Maria. Ach, I forget. Und Chris go back to de olt country, und I never find out. Und den I tink maybe she is married to dot man—und she is ashamed of me and dot miserable husband of mine. I say to myself, “I vill go and see—und find oudt if she is happy.” Den I vill go far away, where she vill never see me again. Und I come here to Canton, und at last I find her—und Ach Gott! She is going to be a mutter—und she is no man’s vife! (She has been weeping silently but has continued to work, only pausing at some point in her story that moved her.)

Margaret. (Deeply touched.) Did she tell you the man’s name?

Maria. Ach! No! You could not drag dot oudt of her mit red-hot irons. She says she loves dis man, und she vill make him no trouble. But, by Gott, I vill find dot man oudt, und I vill choke it from his troat. (She is beside herself with vindictive passion.)

Margaret. (Terrified at her ferocity and crushing her child to her breast.) Oh, Maria—don’t—please don’t! You frighten me!

Maria. (At once all humility.) Excuse me, Mrs. Fleming. I did not mean to do dot.

Margaret. (Kindly.) You need not remain any longer. I can manage baby myself. You had best go to your sister at once. If I can be of any help to you, please tell me, won’t you?

Maria. Ya, Mrs. Fleming, I tank you. Und if she is vorse maybe I stay all night.

Margaret. Yes, certainly. You need not come back tonight.

Maria. (Very softly and humbly.) I am much obliged to you, Mrs. Fleming.

Margaret. (As Maria is going.) Oh! You had best take my rain-coat.

Maria. Ah, you are very goot, Mrs. Fleming. (She has finished her work and is going but hesitates a moment and turns back.) If you please, don’t tell Mr. Fleming about me und my poor sister!

Margaret. (Slightly annoyed.) Decidedly not! Why should I tell such things to him?

Maria. Vell—men don’t have sympathy mit peoples like us. He is a fine gentleman, und if he knowed about her—he might not like to have me by his vife und child. He might tink 7 vas as badt as she was. Good night, Mrs. Fleming.

Margaret. Good night, Maria. No need to hurry back in the morning. (There is a wistful sympathy in her face. As her eyes rest upon the door through which Maria has passed, she is lost in thought. Presently a door slams, then she is all alert with expectation, There is a moment’s pause, she listens then quickly puts the child in the baby carriage and runs to the door.) Is that you, Philip?;

Jane. (Outside.) No, ma’am, it is not Mr. Fleming. It was only the post man.

(Margaret turns away with a sigh of disappointment, goes to the French window and peers out at the rain.

The Maw enters with several letters, leaves them on the table and goes out. Margaret turns from the window, brushes the tears away impatiently, and drifts purposelessly across the room toward the right, her hands clasped behind her back.

Finding herself at the piano she listlessly sits before it and plays a plaintive air, softly. Then suddenly she dashes into a prelude to a gay love song. As she sings half through a stanza, the song gradually loses spirit. Her hands grow heavy over the keys, her voice breaks, and the words come slow and faltering. She ends by breaking into tears, with her head lowered and her fingers resting idly upon the keys. The child attracts her and she goes quickly to her. She laughs through her tears into the wide-open eyes, and begins scolding her for not going to sleep.

Soft endearing notes come and go in her voice. A tender joy takes possession of her spirit. She takes the child in her arms.)

Margaret. Well, my lady, wide awake! Come, come, no more nonsense, now! No. Go to sleep! Late hours—will—certainly spoil—your beauty. Yes! Close up your eyes—quick! Come! There, that’s nice. She’s a sweet, good child! (She hums.) Go—to—sleep! (She sways slowly from right to left, then swinging with a rhythmic step with the lullaby, she lilts softly.) Blow, blow, Blossom go—into the world below—I am the west wind wild and strong—blossoms must go when they hear my song. (She puts out the lamp, leaving the room in the warm glare of the firelight.) Go, little blossom, go—into the world below. Rain, rain, rain is here. Blossoms must learn to weep. (She reaches the French window. As she turns Philip is seen through the filmy curtains. He enters unnoticed.) I am the east wind, bleak and cold, poor little blossoms their petals must fold. Weep, little blossoms, weep, into your cradles creep. (She is unconscious of Philip’s presence. His rain-coat and hat are dripping wet. He is pale and weary, his manner is listless and abstracted and he looks as though he had been wandering about in the rain for hours. He drifts into the room. Margaret turns around and takes a step, her eyes upon the child, then her lullaby grows indistinct as she notices that the baby is asleep. Another step takes her into Philip’s arms. She gives a cry of alarm.) Margaret... Oh, Philip! You frightened me! Why did you do that?;

Philip. Why are you in the dark, Margaret?

(He goes toward her as if to take her in his arms.) Dearest!

Margaret. (Drawing back from him with a shade of petulance.) You’re all wet. Don’t come near baby. She was wakeful. I’ve put her to sleep. Where have you been all day?

Philip. Didn’t I tell you over the ’phone I had an engagement?

Margaret. (As she flits swiftly into the room on the left.) Did it take you all day to keep it? (She remains in the room long enough to put the child in the crib and then returns.)

Philip. Yes. A lot of things came up—that I didn’t expect. I’ve been detained. (He is still standing where she left him.)

Margaret. (Turning up the lamp.) Why, dear, look! Your umbrella is dripping all over the floor.

Philip. (Noticing the little puddle of water.) Oh, how stupid of me! (He hurries out the door on the right, removes his hat and rain-coat, leaves the umbrella, and returns quickly.)

(Margaret, meanwhile has mopped up the water. Then she turns on the lamp on the table to the right.)

Margaret. (Reproachfully.) We’ve been awfully lonesome here all day, baby and I!

Philip. (By the fire.) Forgive me, sweetheart. I’ve had a very hard day.

Margaret. Did you forget it was Lucy’s birthday?

Philip. (Smiling gravely.) No, I didn’t forget. You have both been in my mind the whole day.

Margaret. (Glowing with love and a welcome that she refused to give until now.) Oh, Philip! (She throws herself in his arms.) It’s good to get you back. So good! (After a moment she rings the bell. The Maid answers.) Jane, I wish you would serve dinner in here.

Jane. Yes, Mrs. Fleming.

Philip. (Drawing her close to him again.) Dear little wife! (As though a long time had passed since he parted from her.)

Jane. (Coming in with a tray containing food and silver, and going to the center table.) Shall I lay the table here, Mrs. Fleming?

Margaret. No—here—cosy—by the fire.

(Jane dresses the table deftly and without bustle. She goes away and returns with the dinner.) You need not return,

Jane. I’ll ring if we need you.

Jane. Very well, Mrs, Fleming. (She goes off.

Philip. (Sitting to the right of the table, and taking a large envelope from his pocket, he withdraws a bank book and hands it to Margaret, who is about to sit down on the left.) Here, Margaret—I want you to look over that.

Margaret. (Taking the book and reading the cover.) Margaret Fleming in account with Boston Providence Savings Bank.

(She opens the book and reads.) “By deposit, May 3, 1890, $5,000.” Five thousand dollars! Oh, Philip!

Philip. (Smiling complacently.) There’s something else.

Margaret. Yes? (Philip nods his head, and hands her a large envelope which he has taken from his pocket. She looks at it and reads.) “Margaret Fleming, guardian for Lucy Fleming.” (She takes a document from the envelope.) A certificate for $20,000 worth of United States bonds, maturing 1930. Why, Philip! How wonderful. But, can you afford it? (He smiles and nods his head, and then begins to serve the dinner. Margaret, in childish joy, rushes to the door of the room where the child is.) Oh, baby! Lucy! You are rich, rich! (She stops and peeps in.) Oh, my, I must not wake her. The little heiress! (She sits at the table and begins to serve.)

Philip. (Handing her another envelope. Tenderly.) For you Margaret!

Margaret. (Taking it and becoming breathless as she reads it.) It’s a deed for this house and all the land! Ah, Philip, how generous you are, and this is what has kept you away all day! And I was cross with you. (Tears come to her eyes.) Forgive me, dear, please do. (She goes to him and kneels by his side.) But, why do you do all this? What need? What necessity for me to have a deed of property from you?

Philip. Well, things have not been going just our way at the mill. The new tariff laws may help some, but I doubt it. At all events, before anything serious—

Margaret. (A little awed.) Serious?

Philip. Well, you never can be sure. At any rate, in times of stress a business man should protect his family.

Margaret. Is there danger—of—trouble?

Philip. No! I hope not. I think I’ll be able to tide it over.

Margaret. But, dear—you—this property, is worth a lot of money. Why not sell it? Wouldn’t that be a great help? A resource In case—

Philip. Sell the home?

Margaret. No, sell the house. The home is where we are. (She rises and stands partly back of his chair with her arms about his neck.) Where love is—no matter where, just so long as we three are there together. A big house—a little house —of course, I do love this place, where you were born, and baby—(Taking a long breath.) It’s very precious—but—

(She has moved back to the head of the table and now lays down the deed.) I cannot take it, dear. It frightens me. It’s too valuable—all this—land—no—let us guard it together and if bad times come, it will be—a fine thing to have—

Philip. (Protesting.) Now, my dear!

Margaret. I don’t want the responsibility.

Suppose something happened to me. (She sits at the table, on the left.)

Philip. Ah—Margaret—

Margaret. (Laughing.) Well—I just said “suppose.”

Philip. (Laughing.) Well—don’t say it.

We’ll think of nothing “suppose.” Nothing, but bright—beautiful things.

Margaret. Come, dear, eat. I should think you were famished. You’ve touched nothing yet.

Philip. I don’t feel hungry. I’m tired—awfully tired.;

Margaret. No wonder, after all you’ve been through today. I’ll make you a cup of tea.

(She rings the bell, Jane enters.) Boiling water, Jane, please, and bring the tea things. (While she is busy over the tea things she stops and looks at him quizzically.) Who was that tramp you sent here this morning?

Philip. (Innocently.) What tramp?

Margaret. Why, the one with the plate and the big stone—the cough medicine,—the sponges and the voice. (She imitates Joe.)

Philip. (Laughing.) Ah, he’s not a tramp —that’s Joe Fletcher.

Margaret. Did you know that he was Maria’s husband?

Philip. (Amazed.) What! Maria’s husband? What did he say to her?

Margaret. (Smiling reminiscently.) He didn’t say much—She did all the talking. Philip, What did she say?

Margaret. I don’t know. She spoke in German. I think, she was swearing at him.

When I came she had him by the ears and was trying to pull his head off. Then she got him to the floor and threw him down the front steps. It was the funniest thing I ever saw. I couldn’t help laughing, yet my heart ached for her.

Philip. Poor Joe! That’s the second time she’s thrown him out.

Margaret. She never did that before?

Philip. He says she did.

Margaret. Well, she didn’t. He robbed her and left her.

Philip. What?

Margaret. She went out on the road to sell goods and left him in charge of the shop. ‘When she came back he was gone and he had sold out the place to a secondhand dealer.

Philip. (In wonderment.) What a liar that fellow is!

Margaret. Well, if he told you any other story—he certainly is. (She notices a change in his face.) Why, Philip! You look awfully white! Are you ill? Are you keeping anything from me? Oh, please tell me—do. Let me share your trouble.

(She goes to him, and puts her arms about his shoulders, with her face against his as she finishes the last line.)

Philip. No—no—dear heart nothing!

There’s nothing more to tell. I’m very tired.

Margaret. Oh, how selfish of me. You should have gone to bed the moment you came.

Philip. I’ll be all right in the morning. I must have caught a chill. (He shudders.)

My blood seems to be congealed.

Margaret. (Alarmed.) Oh, my dear—my poor boy! It was a dreadful thing you did. (He starts guiltily.) Going about in the rain all day. (She goes swiftly into the room on the left and returns with a handsome dressing gown and slippers.

Philip has gone over to the fire.) I must give you some aconite. A hot drink—and a mustard foot bath. (She fusses over him, helps him to get into his dressing gown, and warms his slippers by the fire.)

Philip. I don’t think I need anything, dear, but a hot drink, perhaps, and a night’s rest. I’ll be all right in the morning. I think I’ll take a little brandy.

Margaret. (Quickly.) I’ll get it for you, dear. Keep by the fire. (She rushes out the door on the right, and returns quickly with a silver tray holding a cut-glass decanter of brandy and a glass. She pours out some and holds up the glass.) Is that enough?

Philip. Plenty—thank you! (He drinks it, while Margaret replaces the tray on the small table at the back.)

Margaret. Now, dear, I’ll look after that mustard bath.

Philip. (Protesting.) Oh, Margaret, please don’t bother. I really don’t need it.

Margaret. (Laughing at him.) Yes, you do.

(She shakes her finger threateningly at him.) You might just as well make up your mind that you’ve got to have it.

Philip. (Smiling resignedly.) All right—— “boss.”

Margaret. (Laughing at him as she starts to go.) You know, Philip, dear, you gave me the strangest feeling when you stood there—the rain dripping from you—you didn’t look a bit like yourself. (She gives an apologetic laugh.) You gave me a dreadful fright. Just like a spirit! A lost spirit. (She laughs again.) Now, wasn’t that silly of me? (She runs off to the right, still laughing.)

(Philip sits in the fire light looking sadly after her, as the curtain falls.)
Act Second
The scene is the same as the Second Scene of the First Act. The large doors at the back are open showing a luxuriant garden in brilliant sunshine. The baby is in her carriage by the garden door. Margaret, in a dainty house dress, is seated in a low chair in the center of the room, mending one of the baby’s dresses. Dr. Larkin, sitting at the table on the left with his back turned to her, is folding little packages of medicine. Margaret looks happy and contented as she chats with him.

Doctor. You say you have no pain in the eyes?

Margaret. No pain at all... only, once in awhile there is...a... sort of a dimness.

Doctor. Yes, a dimness.

Margaret. As if my eyes were tired.

Doctor. Yes!

Margaret. When I read too long, or...

Doctor. (Turning about and looking at her.) Do you know what would be a good thing for you to do?

Margaret. What, doctor?

Doctor. Wear glasses.

Margaret. Why, doctor, aren’t you dreadful! (She laughs at him.) Why, I’d look a sight,

Doctor. Well, it would be a good idea, all the same. You should wear glasses when you are reading or sewing, at least.

Margaret. (Laughing gaily at him.) Well, I’ll do nothing of the sort. Time enough for me to wear glasses, years and years from now.

Doctor. (Smiling indulgently.) It would be a good thing to do now. How is “Topsy” this morning?

Margaret. (Glancing proudly in the direction of the baby.) Oh, she’s blooming.

Doctor. Mrs. Fleming, any time you want to sell that baby, Mrs. Larkin and I will give you ten thousand dollars for her.

Margaret. (Laughing and beaming with pride.) Yes... doctor... when we want to sell her. How is Mrs. Larkin?

Doctor. She’s doing very nicely. I’m going to try to get her up to the mountains this summer. (He finishes the packages.) There... take one of these powders three times a day. Rest your eyes as much as possible. Don’t let anything fret or worry you, and keep out-doors all you can. (He closes the bag after putting a couple of bottles and a small medicine case in it.)

Margaret. Oh, doctor, aren’t you going to leave something for Philip?

Doctor. (Giving a dry, little grunt.) Hum! I forgot about him. (Standing by the table, he takes a small case from his satchel removes two large bottles of pellets from it, fills two phials from them and makes a number upon the cork of each with a fountain pen.) You say he was pretty wet when he came home last night?

Margaret. Yes, and tired out. He had a very hard day, I think. I never saw him so completely fagged. It seemed to me he had been tramping in the rain for hours. I gave him a good scolding too, I tell you. I doctored him up as well as I could and put him to bed. (Smiling contentedly.) He’s as bright as a lark this morning, but all the same, I insisted upon his remaining home for a, rest.

Doctor. You take good care of him, don’t you? (He beams upon her kindly.)

Margaret. (Playfully.) I’ve got to.. he’s all I have, and men like Philip are not picked up every day, now, I tell you.

Doctor. (Drily.) No, men like Philip Fleming are certainly not to be found easily.

Margaret. I hope there’s nothing wrong with him. I was worried last night. You know, he has been working awfully hard lately.

Doctor. (Kindly.) Now, don’t fret about imaginary ills. He’s probably a little over-worked. It might be a good idea to have him go away for a week or two,

Margaret. (Entering into the suggestion.) Yes...a little trip somewhere would help him a lot, I’m sure.

Doctor. (Holding up his finger.) But, you must go with him, though.

(Margaret, by this time, is standing up, with the baby’s dress tucked under her arm. She takes stitches as she talks.)

Margaret. (Eagerly.) Of course! I wouldn’t let him go alone. Somebody might steal him from me. (She smiles.)

Doctor. (Snapping the clasp of his satchel, vehemently murmurs under his breath.) Hum! They’d bring him back mighty quick, I guess. (He turns to her.) Give him these. Tell him to take two alternately every hour.

Margaret. (Taking the phials, and nodding her head as if to remember.) Two every hour—thank you.

(Philip enters from the garden, gaily humming an air. He has a freshly plucked rose in his hand.)

Philip. Good morning, doctor.

Doctor. (Coldly.) Good morning.

Margaret. (Noticing the rose, regretfully.) Oh, Philip, you plucked that rose.

Philip. Yes, isn’t it lovely? It’s the first of the season. (He smells it.)

Margaret. Yes, and I’ve been watching it. I wanted it to open yesterday for baby’s birthday.

Philip. (Playfully.) It saved itself for today for baby’s mother. (He puts it on her breast.)

Margaret. (Pleased.) Well, ’d rather it had bloomed yesterday for her. Excuse me, doctor, I must run into the kitchen. We have a new cook and she needs watching.

Philip. (Gaily.) And she’s a dandy. (He breaks into a chant.) Oh, I’m glad we’ve got a new cookie. I’m glad we’ve got a new cook. She’s...

Margaret. (Laughing at him.) Hush! Hush! Philip, stop—be quiet! (She puts her hand over his mouth. He tries to sing through her fingers.) She’ll hear you. Oh, doctor, isn’t he terrible? He’s poking fun at her all the time, but she is funny, though. (She runs off joyously to the right.)

Philip. What a glorious morning, after yesterday.

Doctor. (Eyeing him coldly.) Yes—it is— you’re in high feather this morning, eh?

Philip. (Cheerily.) Of course I am. What’s the good in worrying over things you can’t help?

Doctor. Have you seen...? Philip, (Quickly.) Yes. (In a low voice.) I’ve made arrangements for her to go away as soon as she is well enough.

Doctor. Humph!

Philip. It’s a terrible mess. I’ll admit I never realized what I was doing, but, I shall make things all right for this girl, and her child. (He sits on the edge of the table to the left. The Doctor is standing to the right of him.) Doctor I’m going to tell my wife this whole, miserable story.

Doctor. (Aghast.) What?

Philip. (Hastily interrupting.) Ah, not now—in the future. When we both have grown closer together. When I have shown her by an honest and decent life that I ought to be forgiven—when I feel sure of her faith and confidence—then I shall confess and ask her to forgive me.

Doctor. (Shaking his head.) That would be a mighty hazardous experiment. You would draw a woman’s heart strings closer and closer about you—-and then deliberately tear them asunder. Best keep silent forever.

Philip. There would be no hazard. I know Margaret—of course if she found me out now—I admit it—it would be a terrible thing, but—

Doctor. (Abruptly.) You’d better get Mrs. Fleming away from here for a few weeks.

Philip. (Surprised.) Away? (He smiles confidently.) What need?

Doctor. She is threatened with a serious affection of the eyes.

Philip. (His smile fading away, then recovering quickly and laughing lightly.) Aren’t you trying to frighten me, doctor?

Doctor. (Annoyed by his levity.) I don’t care anything about you, but, I tell you, your wife has a tendency to an affection of the eyes called glaucoma.

Philip. (Interested.) Glaucoma? Affection of the eyes? Why, Margaret has magnificent eyes.

Doctor. Yes, she has magnificent eyes, but, her child is the indirect cause of the development of an inherent weakness in them.

Philip. In what way?

Doctor. Conditions incident to motherhood, Shock. She is showing slight symptoms now that if aggravated would cause very serious consequences.

Philip. (Puzzled.) I do not understand.

Doctor. The eye—like other organs, has its own special secretion, which keeps it nourished and in a healthy state. The inflow and outflow of this secretion is equal. The physician sometimes comes across a patient of apparently sound physique, in whom he will find an abnormal condition of the eye where this natural function is through some inherent weakness, easily disturbed. When the patient is subject to illness, great physical or mental suffering—the too great emotion of a sudden joy or sorrow,—the stimulus of any one of these causes may produce in the eyes a super-abundant influx of this perfectly healthy fluid and the fine outflowing ducts cannot carry it off.

Philip. Yes. What then?

Doctor. The impact continues—until the result—is—

Philip. Yes? What is the result?

Doctor. Blindness.

Philip. (Awed.) Why—that is horrible— is there no remedy?

Doctor. Yes. A very delicate operation.

Philip. Always successful?

Doctor. If performed under proper conditions—yes.

Philip. And my wife is in danger of this?

(He walks up and down the room.)

Doctor. There is no danger whatever to Mrs. Fleming, if the serenity of her life is not disturbed. There are slight, but nevertheless serious symptoms that must be remedied at once, with ordinary care.

She will outgrow this weakness. Perhaps you will understand now, how necessary it is that she leave Canton for a few weeks.

Philip. (Deeply impressed by the Doctor’s recital.) Yes, I do. I will set about getting her away at once. I can leave the mill for a while in Foster’s hands.

Doctor. Yes, he is an honest, capable fellow. Above all things, do not let Mrs.

Fleming suspect that there is anything serious the matter. Keep her cheerful.

Philip. Ah, Margaret is the sunniest, happiest disposition—nothing troubles her.

Doctor. Well, you keep her so. (Philip takes out his cigar case and offers it to the Doctor. The latter refuses laconically.) Thank you, I have my own. (He has taken a cigar from his vest pocket.

Philip strikes a match and offers it to the doctor. At the same time, the Doctor is lighting his cigar with his own match, ignoring Philip’s attention. Philip shrugs his shoulders indulgently, lights his cigar and good-naturedly watches the Doctor, who takes up his satchel and leaves the room hastily with a curt.) Good morning.

Philip. (Genially.) Good morning, Dr.

Larkin. (He sits in the armchair to the right and comfortably contemplates the convolutions of the cigar smoke.)

(The closing of the front door is heard. Joe Fletcher appears at the French window, stealthily peering into the room. He sees Philip and coughs.)

Joe. Hello, Mr. Fleming!

Philip. (Looking up.) Hello, Joe—come in.

Joe. (In a whisper.) Is it safe?

Philip. (Laughing.) Yes, I guess so.

Joe. (Slouching inside.) Where’s Maria?

Philip. Gone out.

Joe. (Relieved.) Say, that was a damn mean trick you played on me yesterday.

Philip. What trick?

Joe. Sending me up here—you knew durn well she’d go fer me.

Philip. (Laughing.) I didn’t know Maria was your wife, honest I didn’t.

Joe. Oh, tell that to the marines. I want my sign. (As Philip looks puzzled.) The sample of giant’s cement with the plate. Philip.- (Remembering.) Oh, yes. (He chuckles to himself, goes to the door at the right and brings back the cracked plate with the big stone hung to it. Joe takes it and turns to go.) Why did you lie to me yesterday?

Joe. I didn’t lie to you.

Philip. You told me your wife ran away from you.

Joe. So she did.

Philip. She says you robbed her and left her,

Joe. She’s a liar, and I’ll tell it to her face.

Philip. (Laughing.) Come, Joe, you wouldn’t dare.

Joe. She’s a liar. I’m not afraid of her.

Philip. She made you run yesterday.

Joe. (Holding up the sign.) Didn’t she have this? What chance has a fellow got when a woman has a weapon like this?

Philip. (Laughing at him.) And you were in the war.

Joe. Yes, and I was in the war! The Johnnies didn’t fight with things like this.

Philip. (Enjoying the situation.) Come, Joe, I believe she’d make you run without that.

Joe. She’s a liar. I can lick her. (With conviction.) I have licked her. (He grows bolder.) An’ I’ll lick her again.

Philip. (Laughing heartily.) Come, Joe, that’ll do. The best way for you to lick er is there. (He points to the decanter upon the side table. Joe gazes upon tenderly and chuckles with unctuous satisfaction.)

Joe. That’s a great joke, Mr. Fleming. Kin I? (He shuffles over to the decanter.)

Philip. Yes, go ahead.

(Joe pours the liquor into a glass. Maria walks hastily in through the window and sees Philip.)

Maria. (Diffidently.) Excuse me, Mr.

Fleming, I did not know you vas here. I always come in dot way mit de baby.

(Joe is in the act of carrying the glass to his lips. He hears Maria’s voice and stands terrified. Maria sees him and becomes inflamed with indignation. She puts her hands on her hips and glares at him.)

Vell, you dom scoundrel!

Joe. (Soothingly extending a hand to her.)

There now, Maria, keep cool. Don’t lose your temper.

Maria. (Mocking him.) Yah, don’t lose my temper. Didn’t I tell you never to darken dis house again? Du teufel aus Hölle!

(She makes a lunge at him. He dodges and hops on tip-toe from side to. side in a zig-zag.)

Joe. Just a minute, Maria! (He gulps.) I can—I can explain—the whole—thing.

(He makes a desperate bolt, but Maria is on his heels. He stumbles and falls sprawling upon his hands and face, with his head to the front, in the center of the room. She swoops upon him, digs her hands into the loose folds of his coat between the shoulders and drags him to his feet. He limps with fright, puffing and spluttering, awkwardly helping himself and dropping the sign.) Maria, for God’s sake, don’t! I ain’t ever done anything to you.

Maria. (Dragging him toward the window.)

Ach, Gott! No, you have never done nutting to me.

Joe. I’ll make it all right with you. Let me go. I want my sign! Ugh! (She throws him through the French window. He stumbles and staggers out of sight. Maria picks up the sign and flings it after him.

All the time she is scolding and weeping with anger.)

Maria. Don’t you dare come here no more to a decent house, you loafer. You can’t explain nutting to me, you tief—you loafer—(She sinks into the chair at the right of the table, leans her arms across the table, buries her face in them and sobs bitterly. All her fury has vanished and She is crushed and broken.)

Philip. (Laughing and calling after Joe.)

Joe, come back! Joe! (He goes out through the window.) Joe!

Margaret. (Rushing in and up to the garden door, afraid some harm has come to the child.) What on earth is the matter?

An earthquake? Maria, (Sobbing.) No. Mrs. Fleming. It vas dot miserable husband of me.

Margaret. What?

Maria. Yah, I yust came in now, und I find him dere drinking of Mr. Fleming’s brandy.

Margaret. Good gracious—what did you do, Maria?

Maria. I skipped dot gutter mit him, I bet my life. (She is still weeping.)

Margaret. (A smile flickering about her lips.) There, Maria, don’t ery. Don’t let him trouble you so. How is your sister?

Maria. Vorse, Mrs. Fleming.

Margaret. Worse. Oh, I’m so sorry.

Maria. Yah. I don’t tink she vill ever leave dot bed alive. My poor little Lena. Mrs.

Fleming, I ask you—mebbe you vill come to see her. She talks about you all de time now.

Margaret. (Surprised.) Talks about me?

Why, how does she know me?

Maria. Vell, she ask about you—a lot— und I tell her of you and your beautiful home und your little baby, und now she says she’d like yust once to look into your face.

Margaret. (Hesitating a moment.) Well, I’ll go. If I only could do anything for her, poor girl.

Maria. Yah, she is a poor girl, Mrs, Fleming. Mebbe she vill tell you the name of dis man vot—

Margaret. (With repugnance.) Oh, no, no!

I don’t want to know the brute, or his name.

Maria. (Vindictively.) Oh, Gott! If I vould know it—

Margaret. (Breaking in upon her, kindly.)

But, I’ll go to see her.

Maria. Tank you, Mrs. Fleming. You are a goodt lady.

Margaret. Where did you say she lives?

Maria. (Still quietly weeping.) Forty-two Millbrook St. By Mrs. Burton’s cottage.

Margaret. Very well. (Philip’s voice is heard outside, laughing.) Oh, there’s Mr.

Fleming. Come, Maria, don’t let him see you crying. Come, go to the kitchen and tell Hannah—(She has urged Maria to her feet and is pressing her toward the door.)

Maria. Is dot new girl come?

Margaret. Yes.

Maria. Hannah is her name?

Margaret. (Pressing her.) Yes, tell her to make you a nice cup of tea, and then you’d best go back to your sister.

Maria. Tank you, Mrs. Fleming. I don’t want no tea. Mebbe she needs me. I go right back to her. You’ll come sure, Mrs.

Fleming?

Margaret. (Putting her through the door on the right as Philip comes in through the window on the left.) Yes, I’ll come in a little while.

Philip. Oh, Margaret, I wish you’d been “here. (He begins to laugh.) Such a circus. The funniest thing I ever saw.

Margaret. Yes, Maria told me. Poor thing.

I’m sorry for her. (Philip laughs. She goes to her work basket which is on the center table, and takes out the two phials.

Philip crosses to the right and Margaret goes to him.) Here, dear—some medicine Dr. Larkin left for you.

Philip. (Pushing her hand away gently.)

Oh, I don’t want any medicine. There’s nothing the matter with me. (He begins to chuckle again.) If you could—

Margaret. (Shaking him by the lapels of his jacket.) Yes, there is a great deal the matter with you. (She looks at him seriously and he becomes serious.) Doctor says you’re all run down. You’ve got to have a rest. Here, now, take two of these pellets, alternating every hour. (He takes the phials and puts them in his vest pocket.) Take some now!

Philip. Oh! Now? Must I?

Margaret. (Shaking him.) Yes, this minute. (He takes two pellets and pretends to choke. She shakes him again.) Look at your watch. Note the time.

Philip. Yes’m.

Margaret. Well, in an hour, take two from the other phial.

Philip. Yes’m. (He lights a fresh cigar, and Margaret gives a cry of reproval.)

Margaret. Philip! What are you doing? (She rushes at him and takes the cigar from him.) Don’t you know you mustn’t smoke when you are taking medicine.

Philip. Why not?

Margaret. It’ll kill the effect of it. You may smoke in a hour.

Philip. I’ve got to take more medicine in an. hour?

Margaret. Well, I guess you’ll have to give up smoking.

Philip. What!

Margaret. Until you’re well.

Philip. But, I’m well now.

Margaret. (Going through the door on the left.) Until you have stopped taking those pellets!

Philip. All right. I’ll forget them.

Margaret. Philip!

Philip. (Going to the baby in the garden doorway.) The cigars! What are you doing?

Margaret. Changing my gown. I’m going out.

Philip. Where are you going?

Margaret. Oh, just a little errand.

Philip. Well, hurry back.

Margaret. Yes, I won’t be long. (She gives a little scream.) Oh!

Philip. What’s the matter?

Margaret. Nothing. Stuck a pin into my finger, that’s all.

Philip. My! You gave me a shock. (He puts his hand to his heart playfully.)

Margaret. (Laughing.) Sorry. Did you see my gloves?

Philip. Yes.

Margaret. Where?

Philip. On your hands, of course.

Margaret. Now, don’t be silly!

Philip. (Playing with the baby.) Margaret, you know, baby’s eyes are changing.

Margaret. No.

Philip. Yes. They’re growing like yours.

Margaret. Nonsense. She has your eyes,

Philip. (Eyeing the baby critically.) No, they’re exactly like yours. She’s got my nose though.

Margaret. (Giving a little cry of protest.)

Oh, Philip—don’t say that.

Philip. Why?

Margaret. It would be terrible if she had your nose. Just imagine my dainty Lucy with a great big nose like yours.

Philip. (Feeling his nose.) Why, I think I have a very nice nose.

Margaret. (Coming in, laughing.) Oh, yes, it’s a good enough nose—as noses go— but—(She touches the bell.)

Philip. (Noticing her gown.) Your new suit?

Margaret. (Gaily.) Yes. Like it?

Philip. It’s a dandy. Turn around. (She dances over to him and twirls about playfully.) Wait, there’s a thread. (He picks it off her skirt.)

(Jane enters.)

Margaret. Jane, please tell Hannah to come here.

Jane. Yes, ma’am. (She goes.)

(Philip begins to chuckle.)

Margaret. Now, Philip, I implore you to keep still. Please don’t get me laughing while I’m talking to her.

Philip. (Indignantly.) I’m not going to say anything.

(Hannah appears. She is very large, stout and dignified.)

Margaret. (Hurriedly, in haste to be off.)

Hannah! I’m going out and I shall not be able to look after the baking of the bread. When the loaves have raised almost to the top of the pans put them in the oven. Hanna. (Who has been studying admiringly Margaret’s costume.) Yes, Ma’am.

I does always put the bread in when it’s almost up to the top in the pans.

Margaret. And bake them just one hour.

Hannah. Ah! Yes, ma’am. I always bakes em an hour.

(Philip smothers a laugh in a cough. Margaret stares at him.)

Margaret. And, have luncheon on at half past twelve, please.

Hannah. Yes, I always has the lunch on at half past twelve, sharp.

Margaret. (Who has been putting on her gloves.) Thank you, Hannah, that’s all.

Well, I’m off. (Zo Philip.) Good-bye, dear. (She starts off hastily.)

Hannah. Good-bye, ma’am. (She goes out.) Margaret, (Pausing to look at Philip as he plays with the baby. in the carriage.)

Oh, how dear you both look there together.

Philip. (Looking at his watch.) You’d best hurry if you want to get back at half past twelve sharp. (He imitates Hannah.)

Margaret. (Rapturously gazing at them.)

Oh, if I could paint, what a picture I would make of you two!

Philip. Are you going?

Margaret. Yes, I’m going. (She notices Philip giving the baby his watch, and giving a little scream of alarm, she rushes at him.) Philip, what are you doing? Philip, That’s all right. She won’t hurt it.

Margaret. Suppose she’d swallow it.

Philip. Well!

Margaret. (Mocking him.) Well! There, put it in your pocket. And have some sense. (She picks up the rattle and the big rubber ball and puts them in his hands.) There, you can play with these.

(They both laugh with the fun of it all.)

Philip. Oh! Go on Margaret, and hurry home.

Margaret. (Kissing him and the baby.)

All right. Won’t be long. Don’t forget your medicine, and please don’t smoke when my back is turned.) (She dances out through the French window, overflowing with fun and animation. This scene must be played rapidly, with a gay, light touch.)
Act Third
The scene is a neat, plainly furnished sitting-room in Mrs. Burton’s cottage. The walls are covered with old-fashioned wall paper of a faded green color. Sunlight streams in through two windows at the back. In one there is a small table holding a few pots of geraniums, and in the second, a hanging basket of ivy. A few straggling vines creep about the window-frame. There are doors at the left center, down left and on the right. In the center of the room stands a table with a chair to the right of it, and a few haircloth chairs are here and there. A sofa stands against the left wall below the door, and there is a low rocking-chair on the left.

The room is empty and after a moment the stillness is broken by the wail of an infant. The hushed notes of a,woman’s voice are heard from the open door on the left, soothing the child. A low knock is heard at the door to the right. The door opens slowly and Doctor Larkin enters, Mrs. Burton emerges from the room on the left with a tiny baby wrapped in a soft white shawl in her arms. She is a motherly woman, large and placid, with a benign immobility of countenance. She speaks with a New England drawl.

Mrs. Burton. Good morning, doctor. I didn’t hear ye knock.

Doctor. How is your patient this morning?

Mrs. Burton. Why, ain’t yer seen Dr. Taylor? Didn’t he tell ye?

Doctor. No. She’s—?

Mrs. Burton. (Nodding her head.) Yes.

Doctor. When did it happen?

Mrs. Burton. About an hour ago. She seemed brighter this morning. After her sister went out she slept for a while. ‘When I came in the room she opened her eyes and asked me for a pencil and paper. I brought ’em to her and she writ for quite a spell. Then she lay back on the pillow. I asked her if she wouldn’t take a little nourishment. She smiled and shook her head. Then she gave a long sigh—an’—an’—that was all there was to it.

Doctor. How’s the child?

Mrs. Burton. Poor little critter—(She looks down at it.) I can’t do nothing for it. I’ve tried everything. It ought to have mother’s milk—that’s all there is to it.

Be quiet, you poor little motherless critter. Doctor, It would be better for it if it had gone with her.

Mrs. Burton. Why, doctor, ain’t ye awful?

Doctor. Why, what chance has that child got in this world? I’ll send you something for it. (He turns to go.)

Mrs. Burton. Don’t ye want to see her?

Doctor. No! What good can I be to her now, poor devil?

(Charlie Burton, a sturdy lad of ten breaks boisterously into the room from the door on the right, carrying a baseball and bat.)

Charlie. Ma! Ma! Here’s a woman wants to see Mrs. Bindley.

Mrs. Burton. (Reprimanding him.) Lady!

And take your hat off.

(Dr. Larkin and Mrs. Burton look expectantly toward the door. Margaret enters slowly, her eyes bent upon her glove which she is unfastening. Dr. Larkin is dumbfounded at the sight of her. She takes a few steps toward him and looks up.) Margaret, (Pleasantly surprised at seeing him.) Why, doctor! I didn’t know that you were on this case.

Doctor. (Confused.) Um not. Dr. Taylor— he—called me in consultation. But, what in the name of all that’s wonderful brings you here?

Margaret. Maria! Doctor, What Maria? Not—

Margaret. Yes, our Maria—this sick girl is her sister.. (She removes her hat and places it with her gloves on the table.)

Doctor. (In consternation.) Her sister!

Then you know?

Margaret. I know that there is a poor sick girl here who wants—

Doctor. (Going to her, brusquely.) Mrs.

Fleming, you’d best not remain here— the girl is dead. Go home.

Margaret. (Pityingly.) Dead? Poor thing!

Doctor. Yes. Does your husband know you are here?

Margaret. (Shaking her head.) Oh, no!

Doctor. Come, you must go home! (He almost pushes her out of the room in his urgency.)

Margaret. (Resisting him gently.) Ah, no, doctor. Now that I am here, let me stay.

I can be of some help, I know.

Doctor. No, you can be of no use, Everything has been done.

Margaret. Well, I’ll just say a word to

Maria. Where is she?

Doctor. I don’t know—I don’t know anything about Maria.

Mrs. Burton. She’s in there. (She nods toward the door on the left.)

(The Doctor has crowded Margaret almost through the door in his eagerness to have her out of the house. She is reluctantly yielding to him, when Mrs. Burton’s voice arrests her. She turns quickly and, looking over the Doctor’s shoulder, notices the child in Mrs. Burton’s arms. She impulsively brushes the Doctor aside and goes toward her, her face beaming with tender sympathy.)

Margaret. Oh, is this the baby?

Mrs. Burton. Yes’m.,

Margaret. (Going close to her on tip-toes and gazing with maternal solicitude down upon the child.) Poor little baby! What a dear mite of a thing it is.

Mrs. Burton. Yes’m.,

Margaret. (Impulsively.) Doctor, we must take care of this baby.

Doctor. (Impatiently.) You’ve got a baby of your own, Mrs. Fleming.

Margaret. Yes, and that’s why I pity this one. I suppose, I always did love babies, anyhow. They are such wonderful, mysterious little things, aren’t they?

Mrs. Burton. Yes’m.

Doctor. (Spurred by a growing sense of catastrophe.) Mrs. Fleming, there is danger to your child in your remaining here.

Margaret. (Alarmed.) Oh, doctor!

Doctor. I hated to tell you this before— but—there is contagion in this atmosphere.

Margaret. (Hastily taking her hat from the table.) Doctor, why didn’t you—(She is hurrying away when she is checked by a poignant moan. She turns a frightened face and sees Maria coming from the room on the left with a letter in her hand.

Maria’s face is distorted by grief.)

Maria. Ah, Mrs. Burton, I have found out who dot man is. He is—(She sees Margaret and smiles bitterly upon her.) So, —you have come, Mrs. Fleming?

Margaret. (Making a movement of sympathy.) Maria!

Maria. Vell, you may go back again. You can do nutting for her now. She is dead.

(Perversely.) But, ven you do go, you vill take dot baby back mit you. He shall now have two babies instead of one.

Margaret. (Smiling.) What do you mean, Maria? Who shall have two babies?

Maria. (Fiercely.) Philip Fleming—dot’s who.

(Margaret stares at her, only comprehending half what Maria means.

Dr. Larkin goes quickly to her.)

Doctor. Come away, Mrs. Fleming—the woman is crazy. (He tries to draw her away.)

Maria. (Contemptuously.) No, I ain’t crazy! (She shakes the letter at Margaret.) You read dot letter and see if I vas crazy!

(Margaret, in a dazed way, reaches for the letter, and tries to read it, turning it different ways.)

Margaret. I cannot make it out. (She hands it to the doctor, and says helplessly.) Read it—to me—doctor—please.

Doctor. (Beside himself and snatching the letter.) No, nor shall you. (He makes a motion to tear the letter.)

Maria. (Threateningly.) Don’t you tear dot letter, doctor.

Margaret. (Putting her hand out gently.) You must not destroy that letter, doctor. Give it back to me. (Dr. Larkin returns the letter reluctantly. Margaret attempts to read it, fails, becomes impatient, and hands it to Maria, helplessly.) You read it to me, Maria.

(Maria, whose passion has subsided, takes the letter in an awed manner and begins to read it. The Doctor is in a daze. Margaret sinks into the chair to the right of the table. She has recovered her calm poise, but does not seem to be at all the same

Maria. (Reading in a simple, unaffected manner.) Canton, June 10, Dear Mr. Fleming:

You was good to come to see me, and I thank you. I will not trouble you no more. I am sorry for what has happened. I know you never loved me and I never asked you to, but I loved you. It was all my fault. I will never trouble you no more. You can do what you like with the baby. I do not care. Do not be afraid, I shall never tell. They tried to get me to but I never shall. Nobody will ever know. No more at present, from your obedient servant, Lena Schmidt.

Margaret. (Turning to the Doctor, who is standing close to her chair.) Did you know—anything of this—doctor?

Doctor. (Evasively.) Well—I knew—something of it—but, this girl may be lying.

Such as she is—will say anything sometimes.

Maria. (Fiercely.) Don’t you say dot, doctor. She would not tell nutting to hurt him, not to save her soul.

Doctor. (With finality.) Well, now that you know the worst, come away from here—come home.

Maria. (Bitterly.) Oh! Ya! She can go home. She have alvays got a home und a husband und fine clothes, because she is his vife, but my poor sister don’t have any of dese tings, because she is only de poor mistress. But, by Gott, she shall not go home unless she takes dot baby back— mit her.

Doctor. She shall do nothing of the sort.

Maria. Vell, den, I vill take it, und fling it in his face.:

Margaret. (Calmly, and rising from the chair.) You shall not go near him. You shall not say—one word to him!

Maria. Von’t I? Who is going to stop me? I vould yust like to know dot?

Margaret. (Quite calmly.) I am! Mania. (Mockingly.) You—you vill take his part, because you are his vife! (Fiercely.)

Vell! (She draws a pistol from her dress. pocket.) Do you see dot gun? Vell, I buy dot gun, und I swore dot ven I find out dot man I vill have his life. Und, if you. try to stop me, I vill lay you stiff und cold beside her.

Margaret. (Calmly, pityingly, holding out her hand as though to quiet her.) Maria!

Stop! How dare you talk like that to me?

Give me that pistol. (Maria, awed by Margaret’s spirit, meekly hands her the weapon.) You think—I—am happy—because I am his wife? Why, you poor fool, that girl (She points to the door on the left) never in all her life suffered one thousandth part what I have suffered in these past five minutes. Do you dare to compare her to me? I have not uttered one word of reproach, even against her, and yet she has done me a wrong, that not all the death-bed letters that were ever written can undo. I wonder what I have ever done to deserve this! (She loses control of herself and sinks sobbing, into the chair, her arms upon the table, and her head dropping upon them.) Doctor, (Overcome by the situation, throws his arms about her and tries to draw her to her feet.) For God’s sake, Mrs. Fleming, let me take you out of this hell.

Margaret. (Gently resisting him.) Ah, doctor, you cannot take this hell out of my breast. (Suddenly her manner changes. She says with quick decision.) Maria, get me a sheet of writing paper. Doctor, give me a pencil.

(Dr. Larkin puts his hand into his vest pocket. Maria, who seems dazed, looks helplessly about as though the paper might be within reach. Then suddenly thinking of the letter in her hand, she tears off the blank half of it and quickly lays it on the table before Margaret.)

Doctor. (Giving her the pencil.) What are you going to do?

Margaret. Send—for him!

Doctor. No—not here!

Margaret. Yes—here—(She writes nervously, mumbling what she writes.) “Philip: I am waiting for you, here. That girl is dead.” (She folds the letter.) Where’s that boy?

(Maria and Mrs. Burton both make a movement in search of Charlie.)

Maria. Charley! (She goes to the door at the back and calls again in a hushed voice.) Charley! (Charlie enters. She whispers to him that the lady wants him.) You, go quick! (Charlie goes to Margaret.)

Margaret. (In tense nervousness.) Charley, do you know Mr. Fleming?

Charlie. Yes’m.

Margaret. Do you know where he lives?

Charlie. Yes’m—on Canton Street.

Margaret. Yes—go there—don’t ring the bell—go through the garden—you will find him there, playing with the baby. Give him this.

Charlie. Any answer? -

Margaret. (At nervous tension.) No! Go quick! Quick! (She springs to her feet.) Now, doctor—I want you to leave me!

Doctor. Mrs. Fleming, for God’s sake don’t see him here.

Margaret. Yes, here—and—alone! Please go. (The Doctor does not respond.) I don’t want you or any other living being to hear what passes between him and me, and, (She points to the room) that dead girl. Please go!

Doctor. Mrs. Fleming, as your physician, I order you to leave this place at once.

Margaret. No, doctor—I must see him, here.

Doctor. (With gentle persuasion.) Mrs. Fleming, you have no right to do this. Think of your child.

Margaret. (Remembering.) My baby! My poor, little innocent baby! Oh, I wish to God that she were dead. (She is beside herself and not realizing what she says. She crosses to the left.)

Doctor. (Following her.) Mrs. Fleming, in God’s name, calm yourself! I have tried to keep it from you, but, I am forced to tell you—(He is so deeply moved that he is almost incoherent.) If you continue in this way, dear lady, you are exposing yourself to a terrible affliction—this—trouble—with your eyes. You are threatened with—if you keep up this strain—a sudden blindness may fall upon you.

Margaret. (Appalled.) Blind! Blind! (She speaks in a low terrified voice.) Oh, no doctor, not that—not now—not until after I’ve seen him.

Doctor. Not only that, but if you keep up this strain much longer, it may cost you your life.

Margaret. I don’t care—what happens to me, only, let me see him, and then, the sooner it all comes the better. (She crosses to the left with the Doctor following her.)

Doctor. (Growing desperate, and throwing his arms about her.) Mrs. Fleming, you must leave this place! Come home.

Margaret. No. Doctor, please leave me alone. (She draws herself from him.) I tell you I’ve got to see him here. (Then with a sweet intimacy, she goes to him.) A woman has a strange feeling for the physician who brings her child into the world—I love you—I have always obeyed your orders, haven’t I? (She speaks brokenly.)

Doctor. (Quietly.) Always.

Margaret. Then, let me be the doctor now, and I order you to leave this house at once.

Doctor. (Hopelessly.) You are determined to do this thing?

Margaret. (With finality.) Yes.

Doctor. Very well then—good-bye. (He holds out his hand, which she takes mechanically. He holds her hand warmly for a moment. She clings to him as though afraid to let him go, then slowly draws away.)

Margaret. Good-bye!

(The Doctor leaves the room quickly.

Margaret takes a step after him until she touches the left side of the table in the center. She stands there gazing into space, the calmness of death upon her face. The sunlight streaming through the window falls upon her. Mrs. Burton is sitting in a rocking-chair in the corner of the room, Maria is sitting on the sofa at the left, weeping silently, with clasped hands, her arms lying in her lap, her body bent. She makes a plaintive moan before she speaks.) Maria, Ah—Mrs. Fleming, you must not do dis ting. Vat vas I—vot was she, I’d like to know—dot ve should make dis trouble for you? You come here, like an angel to help us, und I have stung you like a snake in dot grass. (She goes to Margaret and falls upon her knees beside her.) Oh, Mrs. Fleming, on my knees I ask you to forgive me.

(Margaret stands immobile at the table, her right hand resting upon its edge—her left hand partly against her cheek. She is lost in spiritual contemplation of the torment she is suffering. She shows impatience at the sound of Maria’s voice as though loath to be disturbed. She replies wearily.)

Margaret. I have nothing to forgive. Get up, Maria, You have done nothing to me —go away!

Maria. (In a paroxysm of contrition.) Oh, I beg, Mrs. Fleming, dot you vill take dot gun and blow my brains out.

Margaret. Don’t go on like that, Maria!

(Maria’s weeping irritates her.) Get up! Please go away. Go away! I say.

(Maria slinks away quietly into the back room. Margaret takes a long, sobbing breath, which ends in a sigh.

She stares into space and a blank look comes into her face as though she were gazing at things beyond her comprehension. Presently the silence is broken by a low wail from the infant. It half arouses her.)

Margaret. What is the matter with that child? (Her voice seems remote. Her expression remains fixed.) Why don’t you keep it quiet?

Mrs. Burton. (In a hushed voice.) It’s hungry.

Margaret. (In the same mood, but her voice is a little querulous.) Well, then, why don’t you feed it?

Mrs. Burton. I can’t get nothing fit for it. I’ve tried everything I could think of, but it’s no use. (She gets up and places the child upon the sofa to the left.) There, be still, you poor little critter, an’ I’ll see what I ken get fer ye. (As she goes to the door at the back, Margaret speaks wearily.)

Margaret. Bring a lamp—it’s getting dark here. (She is still in the same attitude by the table. There is a silence, then the child’s wail arouses her. She half turns her head in its direction—and tries to quiet it.) Hush—child—hush—(Then she reaches out her hand as if to pat it.) There—there—poor little thing. Don’t fret—it’s no use to fret, child—be quiet now—there—there, now. (She turns and slowly gropes her way to the sofa, sits on the edge of it, and feels for the child and gently pats it. She murmurs softly.) Hush—baby—go to sleep.

(There is a silence while a soft flood of sunshine plays about her. A pitying half smile fits across her face. She utters a faint sigh and again drifts away into that inner consciousness where she evidently finds peace.

Again the child is restless—it arouses her and, hopeless of comforting it, she takes it in her arms, After a moment, she rises to her feet and stumbles toward the table. She knocks against the low chair. At the same moment, Philip Fleming dashes breathlessly into the room through the door on the right. He pauses in horror as Margaret raises her head, her eyes wide open, staring into his —her face calm and remote. She hushes the child softly, and sits in the low chair, Philip stands in dumb amazement watching her. The child begins to fret her again. She seems hopeless of comforting it. Then scarcely conscious of what she is doing, suddenly with an impatient, swift movement she unbuttons her dress to give nourishment to the child, when the picture fades away into darkness.)
Act Fourth
The scene is the same as the Second Act. The doors and window leading into the garden are open. Maria is seated close to the open door, sewing. She occasionally looks into the garden as if guarding something. She is neatly dressed, fresh and orderly looking. Her manner is subdued. A bell rings and a closing door is heard. Then Dr. Larkin enters, Maria goes to meet him and scans his face anxiously.

Maria. Goot morning, doctor.

Doctor. Good morning. Well! Any news? Marts. (Losing interest and shaking her head sadly.) No, doctor. No vord from him yet. It is seven days now—I hoped —mebbe you might have some.

Doctor. No—nothing. How is Mrs. Fleming?

(Maria sits down to the left of the center of the room and the doctor to the right.)

Maria. Yust the same as yesterday, und the day before, und all the udder days. Ach, so bright, und so cheerful, but I tink all the same she is breaking her heart. Ach, ven I look into her sad eyes—vot cannot see me—I am ashamed to hold my head up. (She brushes away the tears.)

Doctor. Does she talk about him at all?

Maria. No, she never speaks his name.

Doctor. How is the child? Maria, (Brightening.) She is fine. Dot little tooth came trough dis morning und she don’t fret no more now.

Doctor. And, the other one?

Maria. (Indifferently.) Oh, he’s all right. I put him beside Lucy in her crib dis morning und she laughs and pulls at him und plays mit him yust like he vas a little kitten. Dis is no place for him, doctor. Ven Mr. Fleming comes home he vill fix tings, und I vill take him away by myself—vere she no more can be troubled mit him.

Doctor. Things will come out all right. You’d best keep quiet. Have nothing whatever to say in this matter.

Maria. Ya. I make enough trouble already mit my tongue. You bet I keep it shut in my head now. Shall I call Mrs. Fleming? She is in the garden.

Doctor. She’s there a great deal now, isn’t she?

Maria. Ya, she is always dere by the blossoms, und the babies. (She goes to the door and says in slow, deferential voice.) Mrs. Fleming, Doctor Larkin is here.

Margaret. (Outside.) Yes, Till. come.

(She slowly emerges from the garden into the doorway, her arms: filled with flowers. She is daintily dressed and there is a subtle dignity and reserve about her. She smiles cheerily.) Good morning, doctor. Maria, there are some daffodils out by the yellow bed. Bring them, please. (She slowly enters the room.)

(The Doctor goes to her and gently leads her to the table on the right where she puts the flowers, after carefully locating a place to lay them.)

Doctor. Well, well, where did you get such a lot of roses? I couldn’t gather so many in a month from my scrubby bushes. The bugs eat ’em all up.

Margaret. Why don’t you spray them?

(Maria brings a large loose bunch of daffodils.) Bring some jars, Maria.

Doctor. I did spray them.

Margaret. When?

Doctor. When I saw the rose bugs.

Margaret. (Smiling.) That’s a fine time to spray bushes. Don’t you know that the time to prevent trouble is to look ahead? From potatoes to roses, spray before anything happens—then nothing will happen.

Doctor. (Laughing.) Yes, of course, I know, but I forgot to do it until I saw two big, yellow bugs in the heart of every rose and all the foliage chewed up.

Margaret. There’s no use in it now. You are just wasting time. Start early next year before the leaves open.

Doctor. (Admiringly.) What a brave, cheery little woman you are.

Margaret. What’s the use in being anything else? I don’t see any good in living in this world, unless you can live right.

Doctor. And this world needs just such women as you.

Margaret. What does the world know or care about me?

(The bell rings and the door opens and shuts.)

Doctor. Very little, but it’s got to feel your influence. (He pats her hand.)

(The Maw enters.)

Maid. Mr. Foster wishes to see you for a moment, Mrs. Fleming.

Margaret. Tell him to come in. (The Maw goes out. In a moment Foster enters, flurried and embarrassed.) Good morning, Mr. Foster. (She holds out her hands to him.) Anything wrong at the mill?

Foster. Good morning, Mrs. Fleming. Oh, no—not at all, not at all. How do you do, doctor? (He shakes hands with the Doctor with unusual warmth.)

Doctor. (Somewhat surprised and looking at him quizzically.) Hello, Foster.

Margaret. Will you sit down, Mr. Foster?

Foster. Thank you—yes, I will. What beautiful flowers. Mother says you have the loveliest garden in Canton.

Margaret. (Pleased.) That’s awfully nice of her. I had a delightful visit with her yesterday.

Foster. (Nervously.) Yes, she told me so.:

Margaret. We sat in the garden. What a sweet, happy soul she is.

Foster. (Fussing with his hat and getting up and moving his chair close to the Doctor’s.) Yes. Mother always sees the bright side of the worst things.

Margaret. She’s very proud of you.

Foster. (Laughing foolishly.) Oh, yes, she is happy over anything I do. (He looks at Margaret furtively, then at the doctor. He evidently has something to say. Suddenly in a tense whisper he speaks to the doctor.) Mr. Fleming has come back,

Doctor. Hush! Where is he? At the mill? -

Foster. No. Here—outside.

Doctor. How does he look?

Foster. He’s a wreck. He wants to see her.

Doctor. Well, tell her—I’ll go—(He rises.)

Foster. No! (He grabs him by the coat.)

For God’s sake don’t go. You tell her— you’re her doctor.

(Margaret who has been busy with the flowers, becomes suddenly interested.)

Margaret. What are you two whispering about? Foster, (Laughing nervously.) Oh, just a little advice, that’s all. (He goes to Margaret.) I’ll say good morning, Mrs.

Fleming. Glad to see you—er—looking —ah—so well. (He shakes hands and rushes out.)

(Margaret stands a little mystified. The Doctor approaches her gently.)

Doctor. (Very tenderly.) Mrs. Fleming —I have something to say to you.

Margaret. (Standing tense and with ominous conviction.) Philip is dead!

Doctor. No. He is not dead.

Margaret. Where is he?

Doctor. Outside. Margaret, Why doesn’t he come in?

Doctor. He’s ashamed—afraid.

Margaret. This is his home. Why should he be afraid to enter it? I will go to him.

(She starts toward the door, and then staggers. The Doctor puts an arm around her.)

Doctor. There now. Keep up your courage. Don’t forget, everything depends upon you.

Margaret. (Brokenly.) I’m brave, doctor. I—perhaps it’s best for you to tell him to come here.

Doctor. (Patting her on the shoulder.)

Remember, you are very precious to us all. We cannot afford to lose you.

(Margaret stands by the table, calm and tense. Philip comes in from the right, carrying his cap in his hands. He looks weary and broken. He crosses behind Margaret to the center of the stage and standing humbly before her, murmurs her name softly.)

Philip. Margaret!

Margaret. Well, Philip. (After a slight pause.) You have come back.

Philip. (Humbly.) Yes.

Margaret. (Gently.) Why did you go away?

Philip. (Overwhelmed with shame.) I couldn’t face you. I wanted to get away somewhere, and hide forever. (He looks sharply at her.) Can’t you see me, Margaret?

Margaret. (Shaking her head.) No!

Philip. (Awed.) You are blind! Oh!

(Margaret sits down in a chair by the table. Philip remains standing.) Margaret, Don’t mind. I shall be cured.

Doctor Norton sees me every day. He will operate as soon as he finds me normal.

Philip. You have been suffering?

Margaret. Oh, no. (After a pause.)

Philip, do you think that was right? To run away and hide?

Philip. I did not consider whether it was right or wrong. (He speaks bitterly.)

I did not know the meaning of those words. I never have.

Margaret. Oh, you are a man—people will soon forget.

Philip. (Fiercely.) I do not care about others. It is you, Margaret—will you ever forget? Will you ever forgive?

Margaret. (Shaking her head and smiling sadly.) ‘There is nothing to forgive.

And, I want to forget. Philip, (Bewildered by her magnanimity, but full of hope.) Then you will let me come back to you? You will help me to be a better—a wiser man?

Margaret. (Smiling gently.) Yes, Philip.

(A quick joy takes hold of Put.

He makes a warm movement to go to her, then checks himself, and approaches her slowly while speaking, overcome by the wonder and beauty of her kindness.)

Philip. All my life, Margaret, I will make amends for what I have done. I will atone for my ignorance—Oh, my wife— my dear, dear wife. (He hangs over her tenderly, not daring to touch her.)

(At the word “wife” Margaret rises, shrinking from him as though some dead thing was near her. A look of agony flits across her face.)

Margaret. No! Philip, not that! No!

(She puts out her hands to ward him off.)

Philip. (Beseechingly.) Margaret!

Margaret. (Her face poignant with suppressed emotion, she confesses, brokenly.) The wife-heart has gone out of me. ‘Philip, Don’t—don’t say that, Margaret.

Margaret. I must. Ah, Philip, how I worshipped you. You were my idol. Is it my fault that you lie broken at my feet?

Philip. (With urgency.) You say you want to forget—that you forgive! Will you—?

Margaret. Can’t you understand? It is not a question of forgetting, or of forgiving—(For an instant she is at a loss how to convince him.) Can’t you understand? Philip! (Then suddenly.) Suppose—I—had been unfaithful to you?

Philip. (With a cry of repugnance.) Oh, Margaret!

Margaret. (Brokenly.) There! You see! You are a man, and you have your ideals of—the—sanctity—-of—the thing you love. Well, I am a woman—and perhaps—I, too, have the same ideals. I don’t know. But, I, too, ery “pollution.” (She is deeply moved.)

Philip. (Abashed.) I did not know. I never realized before, the iniquity—of my—behavior. Oh, if I only had my life to live over again. Men, as a rule, do not consider others when urged on by their desires. How you must hate me.

Margaret. No, I don’t—I love you—I pity you.

Philip. Dear, not now—but in the future —some time—away in the future—perhaps, the old Margaret—

Margaret. Ah, Philip, the old Margaret is dead. The truth killed her.

Philip. Then—there is no hope for me?

(There is a dignity and a growing manliness in his demeanor as the scene progresses.)

Margaret. (Warmly.) Yes. Every hope.

Philip. Well, what do you want me to do?

Shall I go away?

Margaret. No. Your place is here. You cannot shirk your responsibilities now.

Philip. I do not want to shirk my responsibilities, Margaret. I want to do whatever you think is best.

Margaret. Very well. It is best for us both to remain here, and take up the old life together. It will be a little hard for you, but you are a man—you will soon live it down.

Philip. Yes—I will live it down.

Margaret. Go to the mill tomorrow morning and take up your work again, as though this thing had never happened.

Philip. Yes. All right. I’ll do that.

Margaret. Mr. Foster, you know, you have an unusually capable man there?

Philip. Yes, I appreciate Foster. He’s a nice chap, too.

Margaret. He has carried through a very critical week at the mill.

Philip. Don’t worry, Margaret, everything will be all right there now. I will put my whole heart and soul into the work.;

Margaret. Then, you must do something for your child.

Philip. Yes, our dear child.

Margaret. No, not our child—not, Lucy. Your son.

Philip. My son?

Margaret. Yes.

Philip. Where is he?

Margaret. Here.

Philip. (Resentfully.) Who brought him here?:

Margaret. I did.

Philip. (Amazed.) You brought that child here?

Margaret. Yes, where else should he go?

Philip. You have done that?

Margaret. What other thing was there for me to do? Surely if he was good enough to bring into the world, he is good enough to find a shelter under your roof.

Philip. (Moved by her magnanimity.) I never dreamed that you would do that, Margaret.

Margaret. Well, he is here. Now, what are you going to do with him?

Philip. (Helplessly.) What can I do?

Margaret. Give him a name, educate him.

Try to make atonement for the wrong you did his mother. You must teach him never to be ashamed of her, to love her memory—motherhood is a divine thing —remember that, Philip, no matter when, or how. You can do fine things for this unfortunate child.

Philip. (Contemptuously.) Fine things for him! I am not fit to guide a young life. A fine thing I have made of my own.

Margaret. There is no use now lamenting what was done yesterday. That’s finished. Tomorrow? What are you going to do with that?

Philip. There does not seem any “tomorrow” worth while for me. The past—

Margaret. The past is dead. We must face the living future. Now, Philip, there are big things ahead for you, if you will only look for them. They certainly will not come to you. I will help you— we will fight this together.

Philip. Forgive me, please. I’ll not talk like that any more.

Margaret. Of course, there will be a lot of talk—mean talk—but they will get tired of that in the end. Where have you been all this time?

Philip. In Boston.

Margaret. What have you been doing?

Philip. Nothing—I’ve been—in the hospital.

Margaret. (Stretching out her arms to him with an infinite tenderness.) Ah, Philip, you have been ill?

Philip. No!

Margaret. What was it. (He is silent.)

Please tell me.

Philip. (Rather reluctantly reciting his story.) I was walking across the bridge over the Charles river one night—I was sick of myself—the whole world—I believed I should never see your face again.

The water looked so quiet, it fascinated me. I just dropped into it and went down. It seemed like going to sleep.

Then I woke up and I was in a narrow bed in a big room.

Margaret. (Breathless.). The. hospital?

Philip. Yes.

Margaret. Oh, that was a cruel thing to do. Were they kind to you there?

Philip. Yes. There was an old nurse there—she was sharp. She told me not to be a fool, but to go back to my wife. She said—“If she’s any good, she will forgive you.” (He smiles whimsically.) Margaret, some day I am going to earn your respect, and then—I know, I shall be able to win you back to me all over again.:

Margaret. (Smiling sadly.) I don’t know. That would be a wonderful thing.

(She weeps silently.) A very wonder— ful thing. (Then suddenly she springs to her feet.) Ah, dreams! Philip! Dreams! And we must get to work.

(Philip is inspired by her manner, and there is a quickening of his spirit, a response to her in the new vibration in his voice.)

Philip. Work! Yes—I’ll not wait until tomorrow. I’ll go to the mill now.

Margaret. That’s fine. Do it.

Philip. Yes, I’ll take a bath and get into some fresh clothing first.

Margaret. Do.. You must look pretty shabby knocking about for a week without a home.

Philip. Oh, I’ll be all right. I’d like to see Lucy. (He looks about.) Where is she?

(Margaret is at the table occupied with the flowers.)

Margaret. They are both out there. (She indicates with a turn of her head.) In the garden.

(Philip goes quickly to the door opening upon the garden and gazes out eagerly. Margaret, at the table, pauses in her work, gives a long sigh of relief and contentment. Her eyes look into the darkness and a serene joy illuminates her face. The picture slowly fades out as Philip steps buoyantly into the garden.)
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