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VocKERAT 
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JoHN VocKERAT 
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Wife 
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The action of the play passes at Ez•ied1·icb.flhagen, ncar 
Bc1·lin, in a country house with a garclen stretchiny 
clown to a little lake, the Miigg_elsee. ·�-- ----,. 

The scene of. aU five acts is the scone. 
A large r;;om, comfortctbly /iirii{shed to se1·ve both as 

dining and sitting-room. Cottage picmo; bookcase, at 
both sides of which hang photographs ancl engnwings 
of mocle1·n men of science (including theologians), among 
them HCL££kl and Darwin. Above the piano, port1·ait 
of a pc�stor in gow;, �- bands. The other pictw·es 
a1·e 1·ep1·oductions of sacrecl subjects by Schnorr von 
Cct1'olsfelcl. 

One door in the left wall_, two in the right. The 
dom· on the left leads into JOHN VocKERAT's study. 
One of those on the right leacls into a bedroom, the 
other into the entrance-hall. 

· 

At ihe back two bow windows ancl ct glass cloor look 
on to a verandah, the garden, lake, ancl the Miiggel 
Hills beyond. 

Time: The p1•esent day. 
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THE FIRST ACT 

1'he stage is empty. From the study, the door of which 
is ajar, comes the sound of a pastor's voice raised· 
in �xhortation. After a few seconds it stop s. Then 
the chords of the chorale,played on a harmonium', 
are heard. 

During the first bars the door is thrown open . Enter· 
l\IRs. VocKERAT, SEN., KITTY VocKERAT, and the 
NuRSE with a baby in long-clothes. All in gctla 
attire . 

1\IRs. VocKERAT: Matronly appearance ;  between fifty 
and sixty. Black silk dress . False front. KITTY: 
twenty-one ; middle height, slightly built, pale, 
.brunette, gentle in manner. Advanced stage of  
convctlescence. 

MRs. VocKERAT. 
[Takes her daughter-in-law's hand and caresses it .] 

Well, Kitty, was it not beautiful, what he said ? 
[KITTY smiles constrainedly, nods mechanic

ally, and turns towards the child. 
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NURSE. 
The sweet little man ! There, there ! [She rocks 

hin1, in her arm s.] He's going to sleep now , though , 
he is-sh ! sh ! sh ! nothing more to say to any one, 
he hasn't. [She r·emoves a 1'ibbon that i s  annoying the 
child. ] There, the re !-hm ! hm ! hm ! Sleep, ducky, 
s leep. [Hums with clo sed lips the t ·nne of " Sleep, 
.baby, sleep!"] But what a �aucy face the little man 
made at the Pastor-like this ! [ lmitcttcs it.] Ha ! ha ! 
till the wate r came, ha ! ha ! That was too much 
for him. [She sings.] " Hush-a-by, baby, on the tree 
top!" �a ! ha ! what a roar he gave thi::m-ow, ow, 
ow, ow! Sleep, baby, sleep . . . . [Beats time with he?· 
foot.] 

[KITTY laughs rather hyste1·ically. 
l\IRs. VocKERAT. 

Just look , Kitty ! how sweet ! ·what be autif ul 
long eyelashes the little fe llow ha s! 

NURSE. 
Ha, ha ! he got th �se from his mammy. Sleep, 

baby . . . . Reg'la r fringes they are . 

MRs. VocKERAT. 
It's true , Kitty-he' s his mother a ll over ! 

KITTY shakes her· head energetically in de
precation. 

MRs: VocKER<\,T. 
He really is, though . 

KITTY. 
[ Spea 'king with an effort. ]  But ,  mother dear-that's 

not what I want at all. He's not to be like me. I
{ She gets no farther.] 
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�IRs. VocKERAT. 

[Tries to change the Sltbject. J He 's a fine strong 
chil d. 

NURSE. 
A spl endid fellow. 

MRs. VocKERAT. 
Look at these "fists, Kitty. 

NuRsE. 
Fists like-like a Goliath. 

KITTY. 
[Kisses the child. ] He has a beautiful broad chest, 

mother, has he not? 
NURSE. 

I'll answer for that, ma 'am-it's like a g eneral's, 
Sh ! sh ! He 'll be a ?latch for a p.y five some day. 

MRS. VOCKERAT. 
Come, co me now, nurse. [She and Kitty laugh. ] 

NuRsE. 
And it's good sound blood he has too, sh ! sh ! 

A nd the blood's the life, you know, sh ! sh ! [ Halj 

, singing. ] Hush-a-by ! Come along-come alon g! 
\V e're go-ing, go-i ng to by-bye : sh ! sh ! sh ! 
Sleep, baby . . . [Exit into bedroo m 

l\'lRS. V OCKER.b. 
[Closes the door behind the NURSE� anc{ tu1·ns ro mul, 

shctking her head and lcmghing. ]  What a woman 
that is ! But she's a first -rate nurse, Kitt v. I'm 
glad you have ·been so luck y. · 

• 

' K�TTY. 
A general -. well, well ! [She la 1tghs. The laugh 

becomes hysterical, and threatens to end in tears. ] 
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:MRs. VocKERAT. 
l Ala1·med.] Kitty !-K itty ! 

[KITTY controls herself 
�IRS. VOCKERAT. 

[ With her arms round KITTY.] l\I y}i ttle Kate ! 
KITTY. 

There is-nothing-the mat ter with me. 
l\fRs. VocKERAT. 

But I'm sure there is ! An d no wonder, for you 
ha ve not got back your strength yet. Come and lie 
down for a few minutes. 

KITTY. 
I'm-I'm quite well now, mother. 

�IRS. VOCKERAT. 
But you 'll lie do wn for a litt le a ll the same. 

KITTY. 
Oh no-· please not ! Be sides, it h; just dinner-

time. 
l\JRS. VOCKERAT, 

[At the table, on which stand wke ctnd wine,pow·ing 
out a ylass of wine.] There, anyhow swallow a mouth
ful of that. Take a s ip !  It 's nice and sweet. 

[K ITTY drinks. 
l\1Rs VocKERAT. 

That puts a little strength into you, does it not? 
\Vhat ever were you thinking of, my dear child ? 
You must st iJl be very ca reful-that's a Jl-and take 
things as they come ! and don't worry yourself !-It 
will all come right. Now that baby has come, every-



LOXEL Y Ll l'ES 5 

thing will be different. John wil l quiet down 
a.gam. 

KITTY. 
Oh, mother, if he only would ! 

�IRs. VocKERAT. 
' Think of his delight when the boy was born ! He 
has always been crazy about children. You ma y be 
quite sure about i t. It 's alw ays the way. A m arriage 
without chil dren isn 't ha lf a marri age-it's nothing 
at all. How I have p rayed God to bless you two 
with a child ! ·when I think how it was with ou ·r 
sel ves . . . . "\V e dragge d through four years, papa and 
I, but what so rt of a li ie wa s i t !  Then God heard our 
prayers and sent us John ��nd it was not till then , 
Kit ty, that we l'eally began t u  li ve !  Only wait till . 
the first three mo uths are over, and you'll see what a 
j9y your child will be to you . Yes, yes , Kitty ! you 
are a lucky woman ; you haYe your boy, you ha ve a 
husband who loves you, there is e nough for you all to 
live on ; what mo re would you h ave? 

KITTY . 
I daresay it is foolish. Yes, I am sure it  Is. T 

rea ll y  do often worr y unnecessarily. 
�iRs. VocKERAT . 

You must not be angry with me, Kitty, but-but 
you would find far more peace, far more-if . . . . 
\Vhen things are troubling me very badly, and I pray, 
p ray earnestly, c ast all my care on our dear Father in l 
heaven, my burden is l ightened , I feel glad at 
heart. . . . .No, no ! the learned men may say what 
they like fot· me-ther e is a God, Kitty !-a faithful 
Father in heaven ; you may be sure of that. A man 
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without relig ion is bad enough ; but a wom an without 
religion. . . . Don't be angry with me, Kitty. 
That's al l! That's all ! I'll say no more about it. 
1 have prayed so much. I pray every day :  and God 
will answer my prayers;  I know He wil l. Dear, 
good people you both are, already. He wi ll make you 
His own believing chi ldren. [She kisses her daugltter. 
The clwmle is at an end.] .Dear, dear !  I'm fo rgetting 
myself. 

KITTY. 
If I were only a little stronge r, mammy dear ! I 

can't bea r sitting id le and seeing you toi ling away. 
MRs. VocKERAT. 

[At door into hall. J How can you talk such non 
sense ? It's holiday time here. 'Vhen you are quite 
we ll again, I'll sit sti ll and you shall work for me. 

[Exit. 

[As KITTY is going towctrds th e bed1·oom, 
BRAUN enters f1·om the study ,  whe1·e the 
bctptism has taken place .  

BRAUN, aged twenty-six ; pede face; wea1·ied expres 
sion; hollow-eyed; slight ; downy moustache ; 
hair 1:ery closely cropped:' d1·ess , ·in the fashion, 
but verging on the shabby-genteel. He is phleg
matic, genentlly dissati s.fied, and consequently ill
humowred. 

BRAUN 
Well ! [Standing, tct kes a cigctrette from his case. ] 

That's over, anyhow ! 
KITTY, 

And very well you stood i t, �Ir. Bruun . 
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BRAUN. 

[ Liyhts his cigarette. ] I should have bee n better· 
emp loyed-painting. Good ness gracious ! ·what a 
hul labaloo to make fo 1· nothin g !  

KITTY. 
I daresay you 'll manage to make up for lost time. 

BRAUN. 
Yes. 'Ve 're a lazy lot. I know it well. [Sits down 

at the table.] After al l, there is somethi ng about a 
baptism ! 

KITTY. 
Did you n otice Joh n? 

BRAUN. 
[Quickly.] E xtraordi narily restle ss, you m ean  ! I '  

was afraid the whole time that somethi ng would 
happe n ;  o nce thou ght he was actual ly goi ng to break 
in o n  the Pastor's address. But can you imagi ne ltny 
sa ne ma n tal king such stuff? 

KITTY. 
Oh, .Mr. Brau n! 

BRAUN. 
You know it was, :Mrs. Joh n ! Except for that, no · 

co mplai nts to make. I may pai nt a scene o f  the ki nd 
so me day. Rare good subject ! 

KITTY. 
Are you i n  earnest, Mr. Braun ? 

BRAUN. 
That pictu re, whe n it is painted, wi ll exhale a 

perfume of old en days-a sort of mixtu re, you k now, 
of Rhine wi ne, cake, snu ff, and wax candles ; a sort . 
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of. It will produce a pleasing, swimmy feeling, 
.a ki nd of youthful intoxication . . . . 

[Enter J OIIN VocKERAT from the study : · 

twenty-eight;  mi ddle height ). jai1·, intel
lectual face ; exp1·essive play of feature ; 
1·estless in all his movements ; faultlessly 
dressed-j1·ock-coat, white tie and gloves. 
He sighs, takes o.!l his gloves. 

BRAUN. 
vi ell-had your feelings finely touched up ? 

Jo H�. 
Can 't say I have. 'Vhat abou t dinner, Kitty ? 

KITTY. 
[ Ifesit cttingly. J I thou ght we might have it out on 

-the verandah. 
.JoH�. 

'Vhat do you mean ? Is it laid out t here?  
KITTY. 

[Timidly.] ·would you rather not ? I thought. 

JOHN. 
Kitty, for goodness' sake , don 't go on as if you were 

-frightened ! As if I were going to eat you up. I 
·can 't stand it. 

KITTY. 
[Compelling herself to speak firmly. J I have had it 

laid out on the verandah. 

Jom•. 
All right ! O f  course! Very nice out th ere ! 

As if I were an ogre ! 
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BRAUN. 
[ .lhttte1·s. ] Oh; stop that na gging ! 

JOHN. 

9 

[Putting his ctnn ro1tncl KITTY, good-hw1w1weclly. J 
It 's quite true, Kitty. You go on as if I were a 
re gular tyrant. A second Uncle Peter, or :;o methin g 
in that l ine. You must really try to get out o f  the 
habit. 

KITTY. 
But you m·e so metimes an gry about thin gs  

John . . . .  
JOHN. 

And wha t if I am ? That's no m isfortu ne. Just 
you give it me back a gain ! Stand up for yourself�  
1 can't help my nature. Don't let yoursel f he 
trampled on. I know nothin g so utterly ob jectionable 
as your patien t, :Madonna -like person . . . .  

KITTY. 
There now, Jack ! Don't excite yourself for noth in g. 

It's not worth talking about. 
Jo ux. 

[Excitedly. ]  Oh, oh, oh ! There you're Yery far 
wron g. I 'm not excited at all, not in t he Ye t-y !east. 
It's extraordinary the way I a m  suppose d always to 
get excited. [BRAUN is going to speak. ]  All ri ght 
then ! You all know better than I do . Good ! 
"\Ve' ll chan ge the sub je �t. . . . [Sighs.] "\Yell, well, 
well ! !  

BRAUN. 
It grows tiresome in time, that eternal si gh, sig h

ing. 
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Jons. 
[Puts his lwnd to his b1·east, his face twitches with 

pain. J Oh, oh ! 
BRAUN. 

'Vhat now ? 
JOHN. 

Nothing ! Only the old story-these pains in my 
chest -like stabs they are. 

BRA US. 

Stab back again, Jack . 
JOHS, 

That 's all very well, my boy, but it's no  laughing 
matter. Oh, oh . . . ! 

K ITTY. 

You mus t not be ner vous about it, Ja ck dear. It's 
nothing serious. 

JOHN. 
You forget that I have twice had inflammation of 

th e lungs. 
BRAUN. 

And that man calls himself a soldier-sets up  to be 
an o fficer of the reserve! 

Jo HX. 
'Vhat can I ta ke for it ? 

. BRAUX. 
0 Old hypochondriac ! S top that nonsense ! Have 
something to eat ! It's the sermon that is stic king in 
vour th roat. 

JOHN. 
To tell th e truth, Braun . . . the way you speak of 
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baptism. . . . You know the light in which I look 
upon it. Certainly not from the Christian point o f  
view. Yet it is a thing still held sacred by so many. 

BRAUN. 
But not by me. 

JOHN. 
I know that. Nor by me personally. Just as littl e 

as by you. Bu t you have surely some small degree 
of reve rence left for a ceremony, which for so 

BRAUN. 
Bother you a nd your reverence ! 

Jo uN. 
I just wish you had a little of it. 

BRA UN. 
Yes, you would like o ne to have reverenc e  for th e 

very sticks and stones that trip one up on the road. 
Shee r sentimentality ! 

JoHN. 
E xcuse me, Braun, but I. . . . Perhaps anothe r 

time I 'll be able to ta ke it fro m you better than 
to -daf. 

[Exit on to the verandah, where he i s  seen doinrJ 
Swedish gymnastic exercises. 

[BRAUN ri ses, looks embarrassed, laughs point
lessly. 

KITTY. 
[Standing at her wo rk-table. J You have hurt hi m, 

Mr. Braun. 
BRAUN. 

[ With an embarrassed laugh , brusquely. J It can 't b e  
helped . I have a deadly ha tred of all compro mise . 
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KITTY. 
[Afte1' a pa11se.] You mis jud ge him. 

BRAUN. 
In what way ? 

KITTY. 
I can 't tell you. . . I am not able to e xpress 

myself. But anyho w . . .  John is ho ne st. 
BHAUN. 

\Vhen did he begin to be so dreadfully irritable 
again, I should li b.e to kno w? 

KITTY. 
He has been s o  eYer since we had t o  arrange about 

the baptism. I was beginning to be so happy . . . .  
then that unsettled him ag ain altogether. And yet 
it's nothing but a form. \Vere we fo r the sake of 
that to make his old parents utterly miserable ? . . . 
no, certa inly no t. Just th ink of them-these pious, 
.strictly orthodox people. You must see your self that 
it could n ot be helped, ilir. Braun. 

JOHN. 
[Opens the glass-door and calls in. J Good people, I 

was rathe r il l -tempered. Cheer up ! \Ve'r e all right 
again. [Exit into gcwden. 

BRAUN. 
Ass ! 

[ Pat�,Se . 
KITTY . 

He is really touching sometimes, poor John ! 
l Pause. 

[Enter old VocKERAT and PASTOR KoLLIN 
noisily front the study. VocKERAT is 
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upwanls of sixty. Grey hair, 1·ed beard, 
j1·eckled face and hands. Strong and 
broad-shouldered, inclining to stoutness. 
He has begun to stoop and walks with 
short steps. Overflowing with c�{l'ection 
and friendliness. Chee?ful , simple, opti
mistic tempe1·ament. PASTOR KoLLIN,olcl 
man of seventy-three ; wea1·s a skull-cap 
and takes snn.ff. 

VocKERAT. 
[Leading in the PASTOR by the hand, speaking in a 

soft, slightly husky voice.] :Many, many thanks, m y  
dear sir ! Our best thanks for vour beautiful words. 
They were real refreshment to my soul, yes, yes ! 
And here's my dear little daughter ! [ Goes up td 
KITTY, embmces and kisses her hem·tily. J l\'Iy dear, 
dear Kitty ! :Uy very heartiest good wishes ! [Kiss. ]  
Once mot·e, in his great goodness, God has, yes . . .  
has, in his ne,·er -ending goodness revea led himself to 
us. [It'"iss.] His mercy and goo dness are boun dless. 
Now he will, yes . . . he will now have the little one 
too in hi s father ly, yes-fatherly keepi ng, yes, yes ! 
[To BRAUX.] Allow me, :Mr. Braun, +o sha ke hands 
with yo u too. [ Re-ente1· J OHN ; VocKERAT goes to meet 
hirrh J And here is my dear boy John ! []{iss. Hearty 
emb1·ace. Half-laughing f1·om .. excess of emotion.] I 
am happy in your happiness. I a m  truly happy. I 
can't be grateful enough to God, yes, yes ! 

PASTOR KoLLIN. 
[Trembles ct little, short-winded; shakes hands solemn

ly with KITTY.] Once more G od's richest blessing t 
[Shakes hand with J onN. J God's richest blessing ! l 
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VocKERAT. 
A.nd now, my dear sir, may we o ffer you somet hing? 

-'Vh a.t ! you won't take anything?  
JOHX. 

At least a glass of wine, sir. I'll fetch a fresh bottle 
this moment. 

PA STOR Ko LLIN. 
Don't put yourself to any trouble on my account ;  I 

beg of you, don't. 
Jo nN. 

:May I g ive you port or . . 

PAsToR Ko LLIN. 
Quite the same to me, quite the same. But-I beg 

of you -entreat you !-not to take any trouble on my 
account. [Exit JoHN. ] I must be . . .  

[He looks jo1' his hat, ove1·coat, and long 
mnjjler, which are on a ?'ack beside the 
door. 

VocKERAT. 
You are not going already, Mr. Kollin? 

PA STOR Ko LLIN. 
I must indeed, Mr. Vockerat ! l\fy sermon, you 

know. 'Vho is there to preach for me to -morrow ? 
[BRAUN holds the PASTOR's overcoat ready for 

hirn. 
PA STOR Ko LLIX. 

[Putting his arms into the sleeves.] Thanks to you, 
young man ! 

KITTY. 
'Vould you not do us t he honour, Mr. Kollin, to 

take a plain dinner wit h us ? 
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PAsToR KoLLIN. 

[Busy with his Jnuffler.] Very kind of you-very 
kind, l\'lr s. V ockerat ! But . . . 

VocKERAT. 
My dear Pastor, you mus t really gtve us that 

pleasure. 
PASTOR KoLLIN. 

[Hesitating.] But you kno w-you know 
VOCKERAT .  

If we all ask it as a great favour. 
PASTOR KoLLIN. 

And what about that holy word of God, eh, that I 
am to preach to -morrow ? Eh ! p reach, you know
to -morrow-God's word. 

JOHN has come in again, and pours out some 
glasses of wine. 

VocKERAT. 
[Takes a glass; t ltstes it before presenting. ]  In the 

meantime . . . you won 't refuse us the pleasure of 
drinking a p;lass of wine with us. 

PASTOR KoLLIN. 
[Takes the glassfrom, VocKERAT. ] No-I couldn 't do 

that-you know. ·well , here is to t he health . . . to 
the health of the dear child ! [They rflll touch glasses. ]  
l\Iay he be a good, true child of  God all his life long ! 

VocKERAT. 
[Quietly.] God grant i t !  

JOHN. 
[Offering the PASTOR a cigar.] You smoke , sir, don't 

you ? 
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PASTOR KoLLIX. 

Thanks, I do ! [Takes a cigar, cuts o.fj' the end. ] 
Thanks ! [Lights his cigcw at JoHN's .] Pf! pf ! [Has 
g1·eat d{fficulty in getting it to draw. At last i t  burns. 
Looks 1'0 1tnd.] "\Vhat a p retty room this is, pf, pf
such good taste, you know ! [ Hefi?'St glances gene1·ally 
ctt the pictttres, then examines them more closely. Stops 
before an eng1·aving representing Jacob wnstling with 
the Angel.] I-will not let-thee go-pf, pf ! except 
th ou bless me. 

[1llntters to himself in a satisfied tone. 

KITTY. 
[A little uneasy.] Papa dear, don't you think . . .  

it's so pleasa nt out in the garden now. Ever so much 
warmer than it is indoors. Perhaps you and Mr. 
Kollin would li ke . . .  I can easily ha ve the tray 
carried out. 

PAsToR KoLLIN. 

[Has ct?Tived at the po1·tmits of the scientists beside 
the bookcase.] A mixed company ! I supp ose thes e 
are -pf, pf !-your old professors, Dr. Vockerat ? 
Well, well ! 

JOHN. 

[Slightly embarrassed.] Yes, sir, they are . . that . 
is . . . of course, with the exception of Darwin. 

PASTOR KoLLIN. 

[Peering closely at the pictures.] Darwin? Darwin ? 
I see-Darwin ! Yes, yes ! hm ! "\V ell, you know ! 
[He spells out.] Ernst-Ha ec kel. Autograph, too, no 
less ! Pf, pf ! [With a touch of irony. ] And so he: 
wa ') one of your tP.achers? 
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Jonx. 
[ Qnickly and mthe1· fierily.] Yes, and 1 am p roud 

of it, )Jr. Kolli n . . . .  
VocKERAT. 

My daughtet· is dght, :Mr. Kollin. It is much 
warmer out of doors. If it is all the same to you, I 'll 
carry out the wine a nd our glasse �. 

PA STO R  KoLLIN. 
Ce rtainly !-pf, pf !-of co urse, of course !-pf,pf !

but only fot· a few minutes, you k now-only for a few 
mi nutes ! [Going out with VocKE RAT, a little hurt.] 
:i\Ian, ::\I l'. V ockerat, ma u is, you know-pf, pf !-no 
longer God's image, you know. The monkey, you 
know-p f,pf!-according to the conclusions of natu ral 
science, I mean . . . 

[Exit on to the vemnd(th,from which both yen-' 

tlenten, uesticulatiny aninwtedly, descend 
into the ganlen. BRAUN lcmghs to him
self. 

JOHN. 
"\Vhat are you laughing at? 

BRAUN . 

"\Vha t, I ? Because I am pleased. 
JoHN. 

You are pleased ? 
B RAUN. 

Yes. Any reason why I should not be ? 
JOHN. 

None at all! none at all ! [He walks up and 
down, sighs, and suddenly says to KITTY, who is in 

n 
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.the act of leaving the room. ] I say, I'm afraid I ex
pressed myself rather strongly. 

KITTY. 
I t hi nk you did-rat her. 

JOHX. 
[ Sh1·1tgging his sho1tlders. J "\Veil, good people all ! 

it's t heir own fault. I can't stand it. T here 's a 
limit to everyt lting. If they will provoke me 

KITTY. 
Oh, it was not hing very bad ! 

JOHN. 
Was it not ? 

KITTY. 
I s houldn't wonder if he never noticed it. 

JoHN. 
[ Walking about, scratching his head. J Still, it makes 

me feel u ncomfortable. 

BRAUN. 
"\Yell, it 's always something for you to be cross 

about, Jack. 
JOHN. 

[Suddenly furious. ] The devil !-can't they let m e  
.alon e? Th ey had b etter not carry it too far, or
once my patience giv es way . 

BRAUN. 
Do n't get into a rage ! 

JoHN. 
[Turning on B RAUN ] As for you, it's nothing but 

brag. Idea-braggarts, that's w hat you and your 
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friends a.re-nothing more ! \Vhat good c an it do 
me to tell the old man the truth ,  I should like to 
know? \Vhen you begin like that, Braun , you cure 
me of my ill -humour at once. I see instantly how 
perfectly c hildish it is of me to let such peo ple cause 
me annoyance. It is as if I were to be annoyed 
because pines bear need les and not lea ves. One must 
be objective , my boy. 

BRAUN. 
In science, perhaps, but not in life. 

Friends, frie nds ! 
me ! . . .  h ateful ! . 
ful l 

Jon:x. 
The whole thing is hateful to 
. .  you cion't know how hate 

[ Stamps about the stage .  
BRAUN. 

[TV alkingfrom, the stove, by which he has been stand-
' 

ing, to the tctble, and ]nttting the stump of his cigar 
into the ash-tray.] And do you suppose it's not 
equally so to me ? And often enough too ! But to 
be perpetually moaning and groaning because of it
I' ll be hanged if that's the way to ta ke it ! 

JOHN. 
[Jloocl changed, laughing.] Come, come ! for 

Heaven's sake don't exc ite yourself. There is no 
questio n  of  perpetual moaning and groa ning . .An 
occasional sigh does no harm. It's a gasp for ai r, 
nothing worse than t hat. No, no-my view of life is 
by no means so dark as yours ; I'm not nearly so far 
on the road to bankruptcy as you are. 

BRAUN. 
Quite possible. 
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Jonx. 
Are you pretendi ng that you are a model cha 

racter? 
BRAUX. 

Not in the ver y least. 
Jonx. 

Oh, bankrupt, bankrupt ! what is being bank
rupt? You are no more bankrupt than I am. I 
just wish now that I had not spoiled the Governor 's 
and the Pastor's pleasure. 

KITTY. 
[Embracing Jonx.] Dear old Jack ! Cheer u p, 

cheer up ! 
Jonx. 

And my work i s  weighi ng on mj- mind, too. It's a 
fortni ght a gain since I have been able to touch it. 

BRAUX. 

You are a coward ! You don't acknowledge to 
your se lf what a poor thi ng it  i s  to 

Joiix. 
[Who has not hea1·d.] \Vhat? 

BRAUX. 

It's wet when it rai ns ,  it's white when it snows . 
there's wind whe n it blows. 

JOHN. 
Ass ! 

KITTY. 
Cheer up, Jack! .Think of ou r little Philip) 

\V e'll shut ourselves up here, and all be so comfort -
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able together this winter. You 'll se P. how well the 
work will get on then. 

JoH�. 
I have finished the fou rth chapter, Breo, do you 

know ? 
BRA UX. 

[Carelessly.] H ave you ? 
Jonx. 

Look at th is m anuscript !  The mere list of autho
rities quoted t akes up twelve pages. Th at me ans 
work, eh ? I promise you there will be he ad-shaking 
ovet· this. 

BRAUX. 
:No doubt . 

JOHX . 
Here, for in >tance, [ Ile tnrns ow?' the leaves of his 

manuscript] h ere I attack Dubois-Reymond. 

BRAUX. 
I s ay, J ack, do n't read it to me j ust now. I'm in 

suc h a be astly bad humour . . . some ot her time. 
Jon�. 

[Resignedly.] No, no ! of course not? I never 
me ant to. I . .  

KITTY. 
Besides, dinner is j ust ready. 

Jonx. 
No, of cour se not ! I never e ven thought of it ; 

I was only-oh, de ar, dear !  [Sighing, he puts the 
manuscript back into the bookcase. J 

KITTY. 
C hee 1· up, J ack! c heer up !  
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Jo nx. 
I 'm perfectly cheerful, Kitty. 

KITTY. 
No, Jack ; you were, but you're not now. 

Jo nx. 
If only one person in the w ide world cared about 

me at all ! It's not much I ask for . The least little 
bit of appreciation, the least little scrap of under
standing of my work. 

KITTY. 
Now: you are to be reasonable, Jack, and not go 

plaguing yourself, but have patience. You'll see the 
time will come w hen they will acknowledge . . . 

Jonx. 
But in the meantime?  Do you imagine that it's 

easy? with no support at all ?  . . . Do you think a 
man's able to stand that indefinitely ? 

KITTY. 
Yes, I tlo .  Come, Jack, when your thoughts are 

too much for you, the only thing is to get away from 
them. Come and look at little Philip. He's so 
sweet when he's asleep. He always lies like this 
[ Imitctting the position of his a1·ms ] ,  clenching his 
little fist s. He's too funny. Come along ! 

JOHN. 
[ 1'o BRA UX. ] 'Von 't you come too ? 

BRA UN. 
Not I, Jack ; I take no stock in babies. I'm 

going for a turn in the garden. [Exit by verandah. 
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JoHX. 

A quee t· fellow, that. 
KITT Y. 

2J 

[Opens the bed1·oom door caut iously.] You \·e no id ea 
how perfectly sweet he is ! Hush-h!  quiet ! quite 
quiet. . [Exit both, on tiptoe, and lwnd in hand. 

MRs. VocKERAT and a MAID have been occu 
pied layiny the table on the vemndah. 
l{ow a loud sonnd is heard of crockery 
falling and smashing. A sudden short 
scream, and the )[AID rushes tlwongh the 
?'oom-from ve l'andah to wards entrance
hall. :MRs . YocKERATfollows, scolding. 

MRs. VocKERAT. 
This is really too much of a good thing ; Minna ! 

Never a day but you break something ! And that' 
beautiful mayonnaise ! [Exit )lAID. J Such a thing 
would never happen in my house. I'd teach these 
maids a lesson ! 

Jonx. 

[ Hect ?'iny the noise, comesfrom the bedroom. J 'Vhat' s 
the matter, mother ? [ Pnts his arm 1·ound he1·, sooth
ingly . ]  Quiet, quiet now ! l\Iustn't exci tP. yourself � 
mammy. 

KITTY . 
[ Openiny the door a little.] 'Vhat ever was it ? 

JOHN. 

N o thing ! nothing at all .  
[K ITT Y drmcs back he1· head. 

MRs. VocKERAT . 
Just listen to him ! Nothing at all, i ndeed ! She-
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has broken good ten shillings worth of dishe �. 
Nothing at all ! And all that b eautiful m ayonn aise! 
\Yell . . . . [ Pnshes J OHX cw:cty. 

Jonx. 

1\Iammy, ma mmy �  we'll do Yery well without the 
mayonnaise. 

:MRs. VocKERAT. 

No, no, Jack .  You and Kittv do n't take matters 
seriously enough . You forget th�t you can't afford to 
waste things .  You're far too e asy with the girls .  It 
·only makes them uppish. 

J onx. 
\Vell , but, if they'r J always h andling the dishes. 

1\lRs. YocKERAT. 

I 'm no t a tyrant. I keep my servants si x, seven 
ye ars. But what they break they pay for. Of course 
in yow· house they're fed on cream-tarts and c asiare ! 
No, no ! These are your fine new ideas ; but they 
don't go down with me-they don't. 

Jonx. 

[Chee?fully .J Come, now, mammy, don't be eros�. 
/ 

�IRs. VocKERAT. 

I'm not a bit cross, boy . [liisses him.J But you're 
.a hare-brained fellow all the s ame.  You 're not fit for 
this world . 

[Th e  ::\lAID i ;,�  seen em the ve?Ymdah, c leaniny 
np, and lifting the b1·oken china . 

• ]oHX. 

[Wi th  a sligh t sta1·t .] Is that what you think, 
mother? [Jocosely.] But what a face you're making, 
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mammy . . . \Vhy are you looking l ike th u.t-�o 
frightened-so an xious ?  

lVIRs. VocKERAT. 

I, John ? \Vhat do you mean ? \Vhat sort of face 
am I making ? I don't know what you're talking 
about ! 

Jon�. 
Look at me again. 

l\IRs. Voci\ERAT. 

You silly fellow ! [Looks fixedly at h im. 

JoHN. 

That 's all righ t now. 

MRs. VocKERAT. 

Silly boy ? \Vhat I want, Jaek, is that you should 
be happy-a contented man, my son. 

JoiiN. 

Ah, mother ! you 'll never live to see that. The 
contented peo ple are nothing but the drones in the 
hive. A worthless pack. 

)IRs. VocKERAT. 

But what's the good of all that if 

JOHN. 

[ J.l! o1·e se1·io ttS and with 11w1·e animctt ion . J That boy 
in there, he's to be just such another, a thoroughly 
discontented man .  

lVIRs. VocKERAT. 

God forbid, Jack ! 
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JOHX. 
But he 's to be a very di fferent fellow from me. I'll 

take good care of th at. 

�IRs. VocKERAT. 
Man proposes and God disposes. "\V e did our best. 

JoHN. 
"\Vell, mammy, I'm not such a dre adful disap 

pointment to you after all, a m  l? 
niRs. VoCKERAT. 

Of course you 're not. That's not what I m ean
not at all. . . . But you say yourself that Philip is 
to be different. And-and-you know what I mean, 
John. You are an unbelie Yer . . . you don't even 
b elieve in God.  You've r eally an d truly no religion 
�t all. That c annot fail to grieve us. 

JoHN. 
Re ligion, religion ! I certainly don 't believe that 

_God looks like a man, and acts like one, and t hat He 
has a so n, and so on. 

niRS. VoCKERAT. 
Bu t, John, we must be lieve that. 

JOHX. 
No, mother ! "\Ve ca n have a re ligion without 

b elieving such things. [In ct mtlter dec lam.atory tone.] 
Whoever seeks to know Nature seeks to know God. 
God is Nature. 

''What were a God who ruled his world only from without? 
In space mechanically whirled the universe about? 
'Tis in the heart of things that He must live and move and 

rule." 
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That' !; what Goethe says, mammy, and he kn ew more 
about it  than all the pasto rs and pries ts in the world 
put together. 

MRs. VocKERAT. 

0 boy, boy! When I hear you talk like tha� 
I . . .  It's a sad pity that ever you gave up the 
Church . I remember well what the Superintendent 
said to me after your trial s ermon . . . 

JoHN. 

[Amused.] Mother, mother ! that 's a ve t·y old 
story, now ! 

[Door bell 1·ings. 

MRs. VocKERAT. 

The door ! I thought it  was open. [ 1'akes a few 
steps to tvards door into entrance-hall .] 

[11nock at this door. Enter timidly J\IRs. 
LEfDIAXN, the u;asherwoman, in a slutbby, 
fculed, blue print dress .] 

MRS. LEIDIANN. 

Good day t' you, ma'am. Good day t' you, sir. 

MRs. VocKERAT and JoHN. 

[ 1.Yot qnite simultaneously.] G c.od day to you, Mrs . 
Lehmann. 

J\IRS. LEHl\IANN. 

Yo u'll not take it amiss, if you please, 'm. I beg 
pardon, I'm sure . But it's my l odge t· gentleman I'm 
lookin' for, ma'am, this half-hour and mo re .  

JOHN. 
You've come to the right place at last, Mrs. Leh

m ann . :Yir. Braun is here . 
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:Jins. LEIDL\.XX. 

Thank you, sir. [Looking ?'ound.] 'Ye ll, \rell ! if 
this isn't beautiiul ! 

)Jns. YocKERAT. 
And how are you, :.\Irs. Lehmann ? 

)[ns. LEIDIAXX. 

0 )Irs. Vockerat, ma'<tm, I've bee n but in a pore 
way latel y. I've 'ad t.o send my old man o ff  at last, 
m'm. It \Vas bevon d all beari n' ! I' l l  'ave to do for 
my fh·c alone uo

"
w, 'ea.ven 'elp me! 

:Mns. VocKERAT. 

You don 't mean to tell me ! But--

)Ins. LEmiAXX. 

[Talking faster andjct�Ster.] You see, :Mrs. Vo ekerat, 
ma'am, it would all be like nothing if I 'adn't sich 
pore 'ealth .  But it' s a pore sufferin' woman I am. 
And i t'�> nothin' but 'is conduct that's done it, an' 
there's no  one can't bhme me. I says to my old man, 
says I ,  Thomas, says I, it's time now as you was 
a-taki n' o f  yourself o ff. Go you and j ine yourself to 
them as you bPlongs to, sa ys I, them as you'r� for 
ever a-drinki n' with. Go you to them, says I. I'll 
keep my five children myself, if I've to work my 
fingers to the bone. S ee what you can get for yonrself, 
says I, a.nd then put it do wn your own throat as fast 
as ever it  will go. 'Vhat spirit is there i n  you? says 

I .  If you had as much spirit as that ! [Snaps he'l' 
fingers J in your whole body, you wouldn't have brought 
your wife and children to sich a pass, says I. Yes, 
:Jirs. Vocke rat, m'm, them was my very words ; it 's as 
true as I 'm standing here '; and it went to my very 
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heart to say them, it did-like a knife as you may 
say . But there was nothing else for it, and if you 
want me to tell the truth, ma'am, I'm 'eartily g lad 
thin gs is as they is ! Aml I trusts as how the Lord l 
will stand by me and my five pore children. 

[She sn�f18 and w ipes her eyes . 

l\Ins. VocKERAT. 

I f  we only always . . . 
l\Ins. LEIDIAXX. 

My very words, ma'am; ju st what I said myself, 
ma'am ! You go your ways, says I .  Be o ff with 
you, say s I. I'm an hone st woman and one as can 
work, says I, and what 's more, I can keep what I 
earns, says I, and there 's no fear but what we'll get 
on somehow. And it's honest I a m, l\Irs. Voekerat, 
ma'am. No need to lock things away for me, ma'am ' 
-not as much as would go undet· my finger-nail 

Jonx. 
Do you want to speak to Mr. Braun, l\1rs. 

Lehmann ? 
:Mns. LEIDIANN. 

\Vell I never !  I f  I 'a d'nt clean forgot ! There's 
a young lady here as would l ike  to speak to ' im. 

l\Irss l\iAHR pnts her head in (tt the doo 1� 
leadiny j1·om Pntrance-hall, bnt drctws 
back again at once. JOHN has not iced it . 

JOHN. 
Won't you come in? Please do.  [ 1'o h is mother and 

MRs. LEH:\IANN, who ha1;e seen noth ing.] It was the 
young lady-she is there . [1'o .Mns.LEHliANN.] You 
ought to have brought her in. [lie opens the door]. 
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Please come in. You want to speak to my friend 
Braun, I kno w. 

[Enter l\11ss ANNA l\IAHR. She is twenty 
four j middle height , with small he ctd, 
dark, smooth hair, and del icate, mob ile 
feat 1t?"es . There is both grace and strength 
in her unct.ff"ected movements. A certa in 
decision and l iveliness of manner ctre 
softened down by so ?m.tch modesty cmd 
tact that the impression of womanliness is 
preserved. She is dressed in black. 

�!Iss ANsA l\IAHR. 
I must offer a thousand apolog ies . I am exceedingly 

sorry to intrude. 
JOHN. 

I assure you that you are not intrud ing in the Yery 
least. 

l\IISS NAHR . 

.Mrs. Lehmann seemed to be never com ing back 
aga in-and I only wanted to say to her-that . . . . 
that I can easily look up Mr. Braun at another 
t ime. 

JoHN, 

Not at all ! I'll call Braun this moment i f  you 
will be good enough to take a seat. 

l\hss l\IAHR. 

Thank you very much. [Remains standing.] But 
reall y I couldn't think of g iv ing so much trouble j 
I 

JOHN. 

It's not the sl ighte st troubl e! I'll have Braun here 
in a moment. 
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�liss :MAHR.  
No, I cau't allow you to . . .  

JOHN. 
It's a pleasure . Excuse me one moment. 

3I 

[Exit by ,;emndcth. 
[Short emba 'rmssed pa ·nse .J 

l\IRS. LEH�IANN. 
Then I'll be off, m iss. [ To Miss l\lAHR.] You'll be 

able to find the way back alone. 
�IISS MAHR. 

Thank you for co ming with me. 
for the children . 

Here's something 
[Gives he r money. 

�IRS.  LEHl\IANN. 
Thank you , miss , thank you ! [To l\IRs. VocKERAT .] 

The first money that's touched my 'and this blessed 
day, ma'am ! And i t's the truth I'm telling you ! ' 

No, ma'am , it 's no easy matter , ma'am, but I'll rather , 
says I ,  sell mysel f for a negro slave, says I ,  than live 
any longer with such a drunken sot, such a . . . 
And we've the Lord to trust in, ma'am. And He'� 
never dese rted me y et. I 'm off to the shop now ,  
ma'am, to get something fo r my pore l ittle ch ildren. 

[Exit . 
MRs. VocKERAT . 

[Calls after her.] Go in to the kitchen, Mrs. 
Lehmann. They'll g ive you something there . [ Tctkes 
a chair herself beside the one JOHN has placed for �I Iss 
lliHR.] Do sit down while you are wait ing, won't 
you? 

:l\IISS l\!AHR.  
[Seats herself hesitatingly.] I am not at all t ired, 

I 
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)Ins. VocKERAT. 

Do you know this neighbourhood well ? 

MI SS MAII R. 

No. I come fro m the Hussian Baltic Pro vinces, 
I [ Embctrrassed pctnse. 

:\Ins. VocKERAT. 

The country about here is very sandy. I don't care 
for it my self . I 'm from the neighbourhood ofBreslau . 
And yo u would hardly believe w hat 11 p t·ice every
thing is here ! l\ly husband has a large farm, so we 
can help the children by sending them things every 
now and then . . . .  Have you seen th e lake ? No w 
that's r eally pretty-the lake is pretty, there's no 
den ying it. And we're nice and near it, just on 
the shore. \V e have two boats down there at the 
other end of the garden. But I can't be ar the children 
to go out rowing ; I'm too nervous. May I ask if you 
are living in Berli n now ? 

MISS l\IAHR. 

Yes. It's m y  first visit to Berlin. It is a place I 
haYe alwa ys wanted to see thoroughly. 

l\fns. VOCKERAT. 

Oh yes ! Berlin is well wo rth seeing. But it's very 
noisy . 

-l\IISS fffAHR. 

That it certai nly is. Especiall y when one is accus
tomed to s mall towns. 

Mns. VocKERAT. 

� come . . .  if it is not a rude question?  
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:MISS l\IAHR. 

33 

From Reval-but I'm on my way back to Zurich, 
where I have spent the la."t four years. 

l\Jns. VocKERAT. 

Indeed! in Switzerland-beautiful Switzerland. 
You have relations in Zurich, I suppose? 

l\IISS l\fAIIR. 

No, I am studying there. 
Mus. VocKERAT. 

You don't say so! . . . Not at the university? 
l\IISS l\IAIIH. 

Yes, at the university. 
Mns. VocKERAT. 

\Veil, well, I never! You are a student, then? 
That's most interesting? A real student? 

bliss MAIIII.. 
Yes, certainly . 

. Mns. VocKERAT. 

\Veil, well! to think of that! And do you mean to 
tell me that you Z?:ke all that lcaming? 

MISS l\lAHR. 

[ Arnnsed. J Oh yes, on the whole I do-to a certain 
extent. 

l\Ins. VocKEUAT. 

Is it possible? 
[JoHN cmd Btuux ctppectr on  the verandcth. 

The ladies see them an(l both rise. 
l\fiSS MAIIR. 

Allow me to apologize once more, madam, for this 
intrusion. 



34 LOXELY LII"ES 

Mns. VocKERAT. 

No need to do that. J t has given me great pleasure 
to meet a real student for once. Plain people like ns 
get stupid ideas into our heads sometimes. You are a 
relation of Mr. Braun's? 

MISS l\IAIIR. 
K o, we made each other's acquaintance in Paris, at 

the time of the Exhibition. 

:Jins. VOCKERAT. 

[Shake� ltands 1cith he1·. ] Good-bye! It has really 
given me pleasure 

:J!ISS )Lum. 
And I d o hope yo u 'l l excuse me. 

[:Jlns. VocKERAT bows; exit by doo1· 
into entrance hall . 

BRAUX and JoHx hat:e delibemted for a 
nwnu'nt on the t:e1·andah, whereupon Jon� 
sf'ats himself out on the t:erandah, and 
BRAUX enters. 

BR.\.VX. 

[Sur.zn·i.>ed.] ?\1 iss :JJ ahr! Can it be you? 

MISS )L\IIR. 
Yes, :Jir. Braun-but I hope you won't think that 

I am so tactless as to . . .  It's the fault of that won
derful landlady of yours, Mrs. Lehmann , that I have 
followed you here. 

BnAux. 
Great c�sar! 

:Jhss :JIAHR. 
So he's aliYe yet? 
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B RAUN. 
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It would never have occurred to me so much as to 
d ream of th is. It's perfectly ripping. 

nfiSS nfAHR. 
Still ripping? Is everything ripping yet ? I don't 

believe you have changed at all .  
BRAUN. 

Do you think not ? But take off your things, Miss 
nlah r. 

}-l Jss )JAHR. 
Certainly not !  "What are you dreaming about, 

l\I r. Braun ? · I  (mly wanted to see how you were 
getting on . [1'easinuly.] And specially to mak e 
inquiry about your great picture . Is it on view 
yet ? 

BRAUN. 
It'-:; not in existence yet, Miss �Iahr, not even the 

canvas ! 
M ISS ::\lAHR. 

Th at's bad, very bad . And you promised me so 
faithfully. 

BRAU�. 
Promises are like pic-crust, Miss :Jlah r. But do 

please , take off your things. 

MISS i\IAIIR 
�ow I've seeu you, I hope you'll 

B RAUN. 
� o, no, you must stay here. 

Miss :JLum. 
Here ? 
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BRAUN. 
0 h ! by the bye, I forgot that you didn't know where 

we at·e . This is John Vockerat's house. Old John 
Vockerat-you hn.ve heard about him often enough 
from me. And what's more, you luwe come in the 
very nick of time. There's a christening on to-day. 

l\IISS MAIIR .  
No, no ! 'Vhat n onsense you are talking! Besides, 

I haYe several errands in town . 
BRAUN. 

The shops are all shut. 
l\fiSS MAIIR.  

That doesn't matter;  it's only calls I have to make .  
But don't suppose you l1aYe got rid o f  me, for all that . 
'Ye must meet again and lHLve a talk. Besides, I 
must gin.l you a good scolding, you breaker of promises ! 
I sec that you still paint your pictures only in imagi
nation . . .  

BRAUN. 
It's no use beginning until one has come to a cleat· 

understanding of what one wants to do. After that, 
the met·e painting is a cornpamtive trifle. 

MISS 1\lAIIR. 
That may be so !-possibly !  

BRAUN. 
You need'nt think you're going away now, �!iss 

1\Iahr. 
::HISS 1\IAIIR. 

Yes, indeed, 1\Ir . Braun. I'll just slip quietly 
BnAux. 

[Calls .] J ack ! !  Jack ! ! !  
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:Miss M.um . 
But, 1\Ir .  Braun ! 

[ Ente1· Jonx. lle blnshes.] 

BRAUN. 

37 

Allow me ! �Iy friend J olm Vocker·at-l\Iiss Anna 
l\Iahr.  

:Miss M.um and Joux. 
[ Sinmltcmeously.] I have heard so much about 

you . 
BRAUN. 

:Fancy, John !-l\Iis� l\Iahr insists on going off again 
at OUCf\. 

JOHN . 
l\Iy wife and all of us would be very sorry indeed 

if she did. \Von't you i:>tay ltnd  spend the afternoon' 
with us. 

l\hss l\fAHR . 
I don't know what to sa:r· . . .  If you are sure that 

it is really quite convcnic11t, it will give me much 
pleasure to do so . 

Jonx. 
Perfectly conYenient, I assure you. [He helps he1· 

to take o.flhe'l' cape, hands it to BnAUN.] Hang that up, 
please ! I must tell my wife . . . .  [ Calls at the bed
room doo1·.] Kitty. [Exit into becb·oom. 

l\} ISS �1AHR. 
[Arranging her cl?·ess at the mirro1· .] How kind your 

friend i<; ! 
llRAUX. 

A little too kind, perhaps . 
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:MISS :i\LUIR. 

Indeed-what do you mean ? 

Bn.Aux. 
I'm only j oking. He's a real good fellow-except 

that he can be a l ittle ti resome when he gets on the 
subjeet of his work. You bet he reads his book to 
you if you stay here this aftemoon. 

MISS :M.AHR. 
w·hat's it about ? 

Bn.Aux. 
J\Iuch too learned for me It's philosophical, eritical, 

psycho-physiological-! don't know what all ! 

l\liss ::\l.AH n. 

But this is very interesting. I'm a deYotee of 
philosophy m ysel£. 

BnAux. 

Then I ran tell you you wou 't  get away in a hurry . 
He' ll be tremendously pleased if you are interested in 
his work. 

JOHX. 
[ Ente1·s from bedroom.] Braun ! 

Bn.At:X. 
\Yell ? 

Jonx. 
Go and try if you can relieve Kitty's anxiety, will 

you? She thinks that one of the child's ribs is stick
ing out where it ought not to be. 

BR.AUX. 
·\Vhat ! 
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Jonx. 
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It's nothing at all , but go t o  her. She is worrying 
about it. 

BRAUX. 
All right ! I'll go. [Exit into the bedroom. 

Jorrx. 
niy wife begs you to excuse her, l\Iiss :Mah r .  She'll 

come in a few minutes. She thinks you might like to 
see om little garden .  Do you care to  take a walk 
round ? 

nliSS llJ AHR. 
I should like to, very much . 

Jonx. 
[Smiling.[ \Ve have quite a nice piece of gt·ound

only rented though, yon know. The best thing about 
it is the pretty lake. Do you know the )I iiggelsee ? 
[He hands her her pcwasol. JJoth, tctll�ing, go towanls 
vemndah door.] I'm one of th ose people who hate, 
town l ife . My id�al is a gt·eat park, wel l walled in. 
There one could devote one's :-,elf un:disturbed to 
one's aim. 

ilJ ISS l\J AIIR. 
Epicurean ! 

Jonx. 
Yes, quite true ! But I assm·e you it is the only 

way in which I could possibly . . .  \Yill you not be 
too cold? 

M ISS 3IAIIR. 

Oh no ! I am an open-air penon .  
[ J onx lets MISS MAHR go first, and follows 

he1· on to tlte vemndcth, whae both stand 
for a few moments . .J OHX is seen show-
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iny and explaining the view. 1'h en votlt 
disappecw in th e gm·den . 

Ente1· BRADXjrom tlt e  bed1·oom, follou:ed by K ITTY. 

BRA US. 

[Looks round.] They've gone out. 

KITTY. 
Oh ! 

BRAUX. 

No, n o ! that rib is in a perfectly n atural positiou . 

KITTY. 

I have such a feeling of oppres�i cn. 

BnADS. 

Oppression? \Vhy? 

K ITTY. 

[Smiling.] Regular palpitation of the heart . .  
BRADS. 

It's because you're not s trang yet.  

KITTY. 

Is sh e very proud ? 

BRADS. 
\Vho? 

K ITTY . 

:l\Iiss �Iah r, I mean. 

BRADS. 

Anna l\lahr ! Proud ! Not a bit of i t .  

KITTY. 

I know I should be, if I were . . . 
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BRAUX. 
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She's not !  I can assure you. You do her injustice 
there. 

KITTY. 
Not at all ! I have an unbounded respect for her. 

BRAUN. 
I cl0n't know ! . . . She can give herself airs on 

occasion. Then of cou rse one has to take hf1r down 
a bit .  [Pause. 

KITTY. 
I see John has left a page of his manuscript lying 

there. Now, does she understand anything of that? 
BRAUX. 

I should rather think she did ! 
KITTY. 

Really? Oh dear ! It's a poor figure we make 
compared with these highly educated women. 

BRAUX. 
I'm not so sure of that !-I know little enough 

mysel£.-I'm not a universi ty man. But I'm not 
overawed by any one's l ittle bit of book-learning. 

KITTY. 
She's a brilliant talke r, I've no doubt. 

BRAUX. 
Brill iant ? N c .  She talks . . .  very l ike the rest 

of us. She's undoubtedly clever ; but that-isn't 
evel'ything. 

KITTY. 
[Smil ing.] As a girl I was a perfect chatterbox. 

�l y tongue went fr om morning to night about 
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nothing at all .  I've cured. myself of that, anyhow. 
But now I make the opposite mistake ; now I hardly 
dare to speak at all . [CetUs o1d ctt the 1:e1·andah 
door.] .:Mammy ! you must make room for one 
more !  

l\IRs . VocKERAT . 

[ P1·om the 'Vel'ctndah, where she i:J ?'ect l' nmging the 
tctble .] W'"ho's coming ? 

KITTY. 

The young lady-)Ir .  Braun's friend . 

::\IRS. VOCKERAT . 

\Yho ?  Ye:-:, ye�,:, I remember. I'll :-;ee to it, 
Kitty. 

KITTL 

[ Turns towards BRAUX agctin; sighs.] Yes ! It's 
past all mending ! One does one's best-but it's no 
good-it' s too late ! [Stanrls examining a '1-'ase of 
?'oses.] Look how beautiful these are. Fancy having 
roses still ! [Holds tlteln jor BnAUX to smell.] And 
w i t h  snch a delicious sc.:ent too ! 

BRAUX. 
Delicious ! 

K ITTL 

[ Ret1.wns the 1:ase to its place. ] Is she young? 
BRAUX. 

\Vho ? 
KITTY. 

Miss Mal1l'. 
J3RAUX. 

I really don't know her age. 
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K ITTY. 

I'm twenty-two already-going down the hil l ! 
BRAUX. 

Fast . [Laughs . ] 
KITTY. 

I know well what an ignorant, narrow-minded 
creature I am ! 

[Mns. VocKERAT puts he1· head in ctt the 
door.] 

)Ins. VocKERAT . 

EYerything is ready. [ Withdrmcs. Calls from the 
t�erandah into the gcwden .[ Papa ! Papa ! 

l\1 n. VocKERAT and PASTOR KoLLIX, both in excellent 
spirits, come up the 1.:emndah steps. 

Vocii: EH.-\T. 

[At the open doo;·, with the PASTOR's o?:e;·coctt on his ' 
a1·m .] Come along, sir ! Come i n  and }P.t me hang 
up your things. Ha, ha, ha ! [ Lau,glts heartily.] 

PASTOR KoLLIX. 

[ C'wTying h is hat, nu�tfler and stick, smoking and 
langh ing, inte1:jects. J Ha, ha, ha ! too funny, you 
know ! P£, pf-ne,·er heard anything so funny. 
[Laughs .] 

VocKERAT. 

And it's said to be a perfectly true story, J[r. 
Kollin. [ !Iangs up overcoat .  

PASTO R  KoLLIX. 

" )lr .  Becker ! "  [Lauglts.[-p£, pf-" l\lr. B�cker ! 
anything else wanted, si r ? "  [ Lanyhs; !tangs up hat 
and m z�f}le1· ; keeps on skull-cap. J 
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VocKER.\ T .  

[ Laugl�ing too .] )lr. B��fe;:.1:J 1./\. [To BRAUX.] It 
was at a funeral in the country, in oue neighbour
hood, :Mr. Braun. The mourners were all standing 
round the coffin. [Quickly, with pantomime of 
fright.] All at once something is heard to move. 
Very l ikely it was only a chair c 1·eaking, or-any
how something mo\·es. [Pantomime of ho?Tor.] Every 
one starts. 'l'he beadle is the only one to keep his 
head-1m, ha, ha !-he's t!Je braYe one. He goes 
cautiously up to the coffin-ha, ha, ha !-and knocks. 
[ lmitatingth e bewlle's 'eoice, and knocking on the table 
with his knuckles .]-' ' )f r. Becker !-l\1r. Becker ! any 
th ing else wanted , sir ?"  [Fit of hearty laughing .] 

pASTOR KOLLIX. 

[ Langhing. J Yes, yes �-pf, pf ;-th�t's genuine ! I 
know these beadles. 

MRs. V oci{ERAT. 

[ Comes in f1·om 'l:enrndah.] �ow, papa, come 
along ! Don't let the soup get cold. 

VocKERAT. 
11lr .  K olliu, will you be so good . . 

PAsTOR KoLLIX. 

I really ought not to be here, you know ! [lie puts 
the end of his cigar into the ash-t?Yty, then o.fj'ers 
MRs. YoCI{ ERAT his arm .] M a y  I have the pleasure, 
::\1rs . Vocke rat ? 

Voci\:ERAT. 

[In the act of gi'Ving his cwm to hisdaugh te1·-in-law.] 
But where is John?  
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l\I RS. VOCKERAT. 

And our young lady ? This is too bad of John. 
Dinner wil l  be . . .  

VocKEH.AT. 
[.Jovially]. How true it is, Mr. Kollin : " There's 

many a slip "-ha, ha, ha ! 

PAsToR KoLLIN. 
" Between the cup and the lip "-ha, ha, ha ! 

VocKERAT. 

Yes, that must have been the lady. \Ve saw a 
young couple out on the lake. Didn't we, illr. Kollin ?  

PAsToR RoLLIN. 
\Ve did, sir, we did ! They must have gone for a 

row. 
iliRs. VocKE RAT . 

Then I think we'll begin without them ! 

VocKERAT. 
Nothing like punctuality. 

BRAUN. 
[ Who lws been looking out from the verandah, comes 

in.] Here they are ! Here they come ! 

VocKERAT. 
And just about time they did ! 

Enter JOHN and l\I1ss .MAHR from the verandah . 

JoHN. 
Are we very late ? 

VOCKERAT . 
No, you're in time yet. 
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JorrN. 
I'm very sorry ; we had . . .  it was so splendid 

on the lake . . .  Allow me ! [ lntmducing.] The 
Reverend 1\Ir. Kollin . �Iy father. My mother. 

1\IRS. V OCKEHA T.  

J have already had the pleasure. 

Jonx . 
My wife-1\Iiss .Mahr. 

[Exeunt ctll on to th e 1:emndah, MRs. VocKERAT 
taking P ASTOn K OLLIX's cwm, KITTY her 
Jathe?·-in-lwc's, Jon:N" giving his to l\hss 
)JAHH.  BRAUN, alone,bringing up th e ?Wtr. 

1'he stage is empty. 1?w N uRsE, in the 
bed1·oom, is h ecwd sinying softly : Hush
a-bye, baby. Sound of plates, knives, (tnd 
fod:s comes j1·om tlw venmdah. .8ute1· 
KITTY lmr1·iedly, to fetch sometltingfrom 
a table-dmweT, quickly follou;ed by J OHN. 

JOHN . 
.Now, Kitty-you know you're not to-you know 

you oughtn't to run. Do let me 

KITTY. 

I'm not so weak as all that. 

Jonx. 

[ Wildly entlwsiastie . ]  I say, Kitty, that's a splendid 
girl ! Stores of leamiug ! Wonderful originality ! 
And to think that sul:h !L woman bas barely euongh 
to exist upon ! At least, so Braun has always told us. 
I declare I th ink it's our bounden duty to ask her to 
stay wi th us for a few weeks. 
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KITTY . 

As you like, John. 
Jonx. 

' It's not I. It's you that ought to want it. It's 
of far greater irnport<1nce to you than to me. You 
can learn no end from a wom::m like that. 

KITTY. 
I must say you're rather horrid : sometimes, .John. 

Jonx. 

But is i t. not true ? You ought to be tremendously 
keen to seize every chance of educating your mind a 
little. To leave no stone untu med ! Certain l v  vou 
ought to try to get her to stay. I can't unde r�t;tnd 
how anv one can be so indifferent . .. 

KITTY. 
But I'm quite pleased that she sh ould stay, J o l m .  

JoHx. 

:Xo o n e  has a spark of spirit ! no one has any 
initiative !-It's awful ! 

[PASTOR KoLLIX, outside, knocks on his glass. 

K ITTY. 

Do go, John ! �h. Kollin is proposing a toast. 
I'm com ing this moment. You may b e  sure I'm 
quite pleased about it. But we can't both be away 
when . . . 

Jonx. 

Come H0\\"1 Kitty, don't, don't ! [He J.;;isses away 
the tem·sfrom he1· "yes and hurries on to the veranrlalL]  

[The PASToR's 't:oice i s  heard. Also the gentle 
sound of the :NuRSE's lullaby. A clwnge 
comes over K ITTY. As soon as Jonx has 
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gone, she seems to tu1·n faint, and !�as to 
catcl� lwld of things to suppo1·t herself by 
as sl�e tries to make her way back to tl�e 
vemndnh. Sl�e becomes giddy, can go no 
fartl�eJ', and has to sit down.  Stares 
racantly ; moves l�e?' lips without making 
any sound. Eyes fztll of tect?'S . The 
PASTOR's speech comes to an encl. Glasses 
are touched. KITTY 1·ecovers herself, rises, 
moves on iolcards the verandah. 

END OF THE FI RST ACT 



THE SECON D ACT 

[Beautiful autnm,n nwrning . M Rs .  VoCKERAT, in 
print dress, with apron and bunch of keys, is 
cwranging the b1·ealifast-table. A pMty of men 
passing the house are singing : " Waving wood, 
who built thue high ? "  l\J rss AxxA lHAHn, with ct 
basket of grapeg on her a1'1n, appecws on the veran
dah/rom the ganlen . She stands fo'i' a moment 
listening to the singing, and then, shading he1· 
eyes with her hand, looks acmss the lake into the 
distance. She wears a black wrnpper with short 
sleeves. Black lace scwf thrown over head and 
neck. Bunch of brigh t autumn leaves fastened in 
he1· dress . She turns and comes in. 

illns.  V OCKEIU.T. 

Good morning, :Miss Anna. 
:Mrss M.urn. 

, [Lays down he1· bctsket, lmrries towards :L\1 Rs Voc
KERAT, and kisses he1' hand.] Good morning, Mama 
Vockerat. 

M ns. VocKERAT. 

Up so early, )liss Anna ? 

l\Irss )lAHR. 

\Ve ::tre gathering the grapes, D r. Vockerat and I. 
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MRs. VocKERAT. 

It's certainly time they were in. [ 1'akes one or two 
from the basket and tastes them.] They won't turn 
any sweeter now.-But are you not cold, Miss Anna? 
[Touches MISS MAHR's bare arm with her finger.] 
You're rather lightly dressed ? . . . And the air 
seems sharp this morning. 

Mrss MAHR. 
[Occupied in sp1·eading out the bunches of grapes 

carefnlly on a board.] It's nice and keen . I don't 
mind that. Cold suits me. The air is delicious.
The stakes in the lake-I mean the stakes the boats 
are fastened to-they were white with hoar-frost
early this morning :-it looked quite beautiful. But 
everything here is beautiful. . . . .  Can I do anything 
to help you now, Mama V ockerat ? 

Mus. VocKERAT. 
If you wouldn't mind handing me over the sugar

basin. 
l\f ISS l\fAHR. , 

[lias placed the sugar-basin on the table. Still bend
ing over it, looks up sideways.] You are not angry 
when I call you Mama Vockerat, are you ? 

MRs. VocKERAT. 

[Laughs.] Why should that make me angry? 

1\'hss MAHR. 
It makes me so happy that you allow me to do it. 

[Impetuously kisses 1\IRS. VocKERAT. J I can't tell you 
how grateful I am to you for allowing me to be 
here. 
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l\IRs . Voci<:ERAT . 
Oh, l\Iiss Anna ! 

l\hss l\IAHR. 

5 1 

I feel so happy with you all. You are all so sweet 
to me. You are such good people. 

lHRs. VoCI<:ERAT . 
. Now did any one . . . ! You are covered with 

spiders' webs. [Picks the threads o.tf AxxA's dress .] 

l\:hss l\fAHR. 

It's such a happy life, this family life. I never 
knew what it was before. 

MRs. VocKERAT . 
[Still picking o.fl threads .]  Don't say too much, 

Miss Anna, it's not lucky. Stop a minute !-look at 
this . . . regular strings ! 

l\IISS l\1.-\.HR. 

Are you superstitious, l\Iama Vockerat ? 

l\1Rs. YocKERAT . 

Not I, my dear ! "\Ve know that we may trust in 
God's goodness. Yet things are not C\·e1-ything one 
could wish them to be. 

l\liss l\lAHR. 
You don't really mean that.-I'm sure you are all 

. .  No, no ! you must not say that ! 

l\fRS . V OCKERA T.  
You are quite right. I wou't say it. It is w rong 

of me to grumble. [Changes the subject. ] \Ve are all 
enjoying having you with us. [.Mysteriously] You 
do John so much good. 
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MISS :MAHR. 

[Surprised; changes colozw; suddenly and eagerly.] 
Do you really like me a l ittle, then ? 

JHns. VocKERAT. 
I like you very much, dear. 

�J ISS nlAIIR. 
But not so much as I do you. I love you as if you 

were my own mother. [Takes up the basket, in the 
act of 7·eturning to tlte garden.] Dr. V ockerat i s  so 
Und ;  he is almost too tender-hearted. 

)[ns. VocKERAT. 
In what way ? 

�liSS nJAHR. 

'Vhy, in every way! Yesterday, for instance, we 
met a tipsy man in the street. The children were 
J u::;t coming out of sch ool, and the grown-up people 
too were teasing him. Quite a cro '"d had collected in 
front of the town-hall . . . 

Mns. VocKERAT. 
I know! That's the very sort of thing John can't 

hear. It maddens h im. He has often got himself 
into trouble by interfering. 

:\hss �IAnn. 
And do 'ou not admire him for it, �Iama Voc-

kerat ? • 

::\Ins. VocKERAT . 

A dm ire him? w· ell-perhaps I do. He's certainly 
n. kind -hearted fellow, But when you come to thi nk, 
" l)lit's the good of it ? Kind-hearted he may he, but 

\)01at- of that? He h as forgotten his God. That's 
no small grief, I can assure you, ::'ll iss ::'llahr, to a 
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mother . . . to parents-who have , I may say, made 
it the object of thei1· lives to bring up thei 1· son to be 
a tme Christian. 

. 
[She blozcs hel' nose to hide he1· 

emotion.] I have had a w t·etched cold for several 
days . . . . [Occupied in dus"'tiny; ajte1· a pause.] He 
is a good boy, and of course we are thankful for that, 
aml yet it only makes it all ·doubly sad. And it's 
easy to see that he's being punished already-there is  
no blessing on his labours. Always at it ! restless 
and hurried ! And all to no purpose, for it's plain 
enough that he doe:m't get on.-And what a child he 
was ! . . .  A perfect wonder ! I remember Pasto r 
Schmidt . . . He surpri&ed every one. In the Fifth 
Form when he was thirteen-done with school at six
teen-and now? Now most of them have left him 
far behind .  Some that were not half so clever got 
good appointments long ago. 

l\I ISS MAII R .  

The th ing seems so natuml to me. It simply proves 
that Dr . Vockerat is not con tent to follow the beaten 
track. Some people must work unfettered. Dr. 
Vockerat is one of those who are striking out new 
paths. 

1\Ins. VocKERAT. 
But there's nothing to be gained by that, Miss 

Anna ! He's only wearing himself out. I'd a h und red 
times rathet· we him a plain farmer-or a gardener
or  in any other small way, if he  could only give up 
that brood-broodiug . . . . But don't let me make you 
sad, :M iss Anna. I can't help feeling overwhelmed 
sometimes, as if it wer·e almost more than I could bear. 
Then when I've grieved over thing-3 for a bit, I say to 
myself again : God will order eve rything for the 
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best. Yes, yes l you smile at that. I'm an old
fashioned woman. I put my trust in Him-in Him 
that's above, I mean : no power on earth can separate 
me fron1 Him . 

l\IISS MAHR . 

I'd never wish it  to.  And I was not smiling, 
l\Iama Vockerat. And now you are quite cheerful 
again yourself. Come out for a l ittle, won't you ? 
It's lovely out on the verandah. 

:L\I Rs.  VocKERAT. 

No, no ! I should catch cold . Besides, I have 
other things to do. You go-and bring in John . 
Breakfast is ready . [Exit :LVI Iss :L\1 AHR .  

[l\Ins . VoCKERAT goes on dust,ing . J'lte sound 
of.fifes and drums is hwrcl. Site hurries 
to the window. J'lte sounds die au;((y 
gmdually. 

Enter KITT Y, in a nw1·niny W?'apper-,j1·om bed1·oom. 

K ITTY. 

[Languidly.] There are far too many people about 
on Sundays. 

:L\Ins. VocKERAT. 

That was a gymnastic dub from Berlin, Kitty. 
Splen,lid strong fellows ! Good morning, child . 
How have you slept ? You don't look particularly 
well . 

K ITT Y . 
Baby woke me twice, and it was a long time before 

I fell asleep again . Stop, mother ! I must try to 
remember . . . I must think. 
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:Mus. VocKERAT. 

55  

I'm sure you ought to give in, child, and let nurse 
take baby at night. 

K ITTY. 

[Gently rep?·oaciiful.] Oh mother ! you know : 
MRs.  VocKERAT . 

But why not ? 
K ITTY. 

You know I won't do that. 

:MRs. VocKERAT. 

You'll likely be obliged to do it in the end . 
K ITTY. 

[Annoyed.] I will 
from my own child . 
mother . . .  

not be separated from him
A poor little baby without a 

�IRs.  VocKERAT. 

Now Kitty, Kitty ! who ever thought of such a 
thing? Come, come ! I must get you something
shall it be coffee ? And shall I butter a roll for you, 
or . . .  

K ITTY. 

[Sitting at the table, exhausted.] Thank you,mother, 
if it's n ot too much trouble. MRs. VocKERAT butte1·s 
the 1·oll)· after a pause, KITTY contimtes.] But where 
is John ? 

�IRs.  VocKERAT. 

They are taking in the grapes ; he and )!iss Anna. 
K ITTY. 

[Resting her chin on he1· hand)· eagerly.] She is nice, 
mother, isu't she ? 
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.i\Ins.  YocKER.AT. 

Yes, I must say I like her . 

KITTY. _.. 
/And yet, mother, you know you would never allow 

� word to be said in favour of the New \Voman. 
MRs. VocKER.AT . 

'Still one must be f�Lir, and there's no denying 
that . . . 

KITTY. 

[Jlusingly.] So gentle and womanly. Never puts 
herself forward,  though she knows so much, and is so 
cleYer all round . That's what I admire in her. 
Don't you, mammy? That she never makes any 
show of her learning. . . .  I'Ye been quite happy 
about John lately. Don't you notice, mother, that 
he's always so cheerful now ? 

l\J RS. V OCKER.A T .  

[Szt1]JTised. J Yes, dear, you're right. He's sometimes 
in quite high spirits . 

K ITTY. 
Isn't he, mammy ? 

l\IRs YocKER.AT . 

That's because he has got some one to hold forth to 
on these learned subjects of his. 

K ITTY. 

\Vhich is of the greatest importance to him. 

:Mn.s. V OCKER.A T. 

No doubt ! no doubt ! [ Pa1tse. 
KITTY. 

I agree with Miss :i\lahr on many points. She was 
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sa,ying lately that we women li,·e in a condition of 
degradation. I think she's quite right there. It is  
what I feel very often . 

)Ins. VocKERAT. 
Oh, these are matters I don't trouble about. And 

she knows better, too, than to talk that way to an old 
experienced wo man like me. I'm too old and I've 
seen too much. 

K ITTY. 
But she's right, moth e1·. It's as clear as daylight 

tha t she's right. "\Ve are really and truly a despi�ed 
and ill-used sex. Only think that there is still a law 
-so she told me yes �erday-which allo\\'s the hus
band to inflict a certain amount of co rporal pu:Iish
ment on his wife. 

Mns. VocKERAT. 
I didn't know t hat. And I'll not discuss the matter. 

I daresay it's nothing so very bad . But if you want 
to please m el Kitty, don't meddle with these new 
ideas . They do nothing but confuse people, and 
destroy their peace of miucl .-I'm going for your 
coffee, child.-'Iha t's my opinion, Kitty. [Exit. 

[KITTY sits with h er elbow on the tctble, resting 
her chin on her lwnd. JOHN and )liss 
MAIIR, talking loudly ctnd laughing, 
Sltddenly pass the windows. KI'fTY starts, 
t1·enl]?les, andr_i§.es to look aftex:.them, with 
an anxio us expression and_brectthi1lglwnl. 
JUns.  VocKERAT is lteanl coming 1-uith the 
co.fj"ee. She entus and finds KITT Y at the 
table in the position in which site left 
h er. 



ss LOXEL 1· LIVES 

"M Rs. VocKERAT . 

[Pours out co.tfk] There now, that will revive you. 
Enter Miss �1 AIIR and JoH� ji'Om the verandah. 

Mns. VocKERAT. 

That's right. You're just in time. 
JOHN. 

[Leaves the doo1· open. ]  'Ye'll not shut the door. 
The sun is quite warm already-Have you hurt 
yourself badly, �Iiss Anna ? 

l\IISS 1\IAHR. 

[Drawing some long vine spm.ys after her.] No, not 
at all. The espalier \vas so \vet that I slipped, but I 
let the scissors go. [Hastens to KITTY, takr:s both 
her hands and kisses he1· on her jo1·eltewl. ] Good morn
ing, �Irs. John. Oh, what eold hands you have ! 

[Rubs lte1· hands to warm, them. 
JOH N. 

[ ll'isses KITTY's cheekj1·om behind.] Good morning, 
Kitty! [A.ffecting surprise, jocularly. ]  Heavens !  what 
does she look like again ! l\Iiserable ! Like some 
poor little sick chicken ! 

J\Ins. VocKERAT. 

I t's you that are bringing the eold in with you. It 
is almost time we had fires. But come along now ! 

[Has poured out cojee jo1· all. 

l\IISS )fAIIU. 

[ Decomtes tlte table zcith lte1· vine sprays.] Some
thing pretty. 

K ITTY. 
How lovely ! 
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,JoHX. 
[Takes his seat.] I put it to you both ; is Miss 

Anna not a different creature to-day from what she 
was a week ago-when �he arrived ? 

l\hss l\IAHR. 

I am too well off here. I really ought not to stay 
longer. 

MRs. VocKERAT. 

The country air agrees with her. 

Jonx. 
And who was it that would not, ami would not . . 

l\IRs. VocKERA T . 

I wonder what papa is doing ? 

JoHN, 
Counting the time till you come back to him. 

l\IRs. VocKERAT. 

Not so bad as that. He has plenty to do. The 
winter whea.t is sown now, that's true ; still, he wrote 
that I was to stay as long a<; I was needed . 

JoHX. 

He'll come for you, mother, won't he ? 

l\lRs. VocKERAT. 

Yes, wheneYer I write. [To l\hss l\IAIIR.] He is 
glad of any opportunity to  see the children again. 
And now there's the little grandson, too ! I'll never 
forget his excitement the morning your telegram 
came : " Fine boy." The old man was almost out 
of his mind with joy. 
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K ITTY. 

Dear pctpa ! You must really go back to him soon ! 
It would be too selfi�h of us . . . 

l\l ns. VocKERAT. 

That's all very fine ! You get some colour into 
your cheeks first.. 

l\I ISS l\JAIIR . 

I should be here ! You mustn't undervalue me ! 
I know all about housekeeping. You have no idea 
what fine dishes I could cook for you-Russian ones ! 
-Borschtsch or pillau. 

[All laugh. 

l\Ins. VocKERAT. 

[ With 'ltnconscio zts ec1geTn ess] No, no ! I'm certainly 
not going yet. 

K ITTY. 

\Veil, mother, if it's really not asking too much of 
you . . .  

Jonx. 

Gi,·e me the honey, Kitty. 

KITTY. 

\Vhy, here comes Braun ! 

[Pause. 

En te1· BRAux; 0'1:e1·coat, hat, wnb1·ellct, hwl:elling
b ag, book unde1· h is ann. B01-ecl eJ;p1·ession .  

Dntgs himself along 'lr.:ea1·iedly. 
BnAux. 

l\I o rning ! 
Joux. 

Where the deuce are yon off to so early. 
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[ .MRs. VocKERAT jlctps her tctble-1utpl.:in ctt 
som.ething. 

JOHN. 
It's a bee, mother ! Don't kill it ! don't kil l  it ! 

BRAUN. 

I was going to Berlin-to fetch colour� fro :n my 
diggings. :Missed the train, worse luck ! 

,JoHN. 
Not the fir.->t time, Brco ! 

BRAUX. 

There's always to-morrow to fall back on. 
KITTY. 

[Throws up her hands as if the bee were bu.:::ing 
1·ownd her plate .]  It smells the honey. 

MISS l\IAHR. 

Are there no other trains ? [Looks down nt the 
bouquet she is wearing: threateningly.] Little bee, 
little bee ! 

BHAUX. 

They are too dear for me. I neYer tt·avel in any 
but workmen's trains. 

JOHN. 
And they only go quite early. But you can get on 

with your paintir:g, can't you ? 

BRAU�. 

\Vithout paints ? No. 

JOHN. 
Breo, Breo ! you're falling i nto lazy habits, my 

boy. 
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BRAUN. 

Famous one day sooner or one day later . . . But 
really ! painting altogether . . . 

JonN. 

Chess-playing is more to your mind, eh ? 
BRAUN . 

Good for you if you had any such tastes. But 
your sea, my son, has no harbours. There's no rest 
in your life. 

JOHN. 
Oh, one cannot !--

.MRs . YocKERAT. 

[J-nmps up, screams.] A wasp, a wasp ! 
[All get up and .flap thei1· table-napkins at the wasp . 

JoHx. 
There ! it's gone. 

1\IRs. YocKERAT . 

[Sits down again.]  Horrid creatures ! 
[All return to their places. 

JOHN. 

[ 1'o BRAUN.] Sit down, won't you ?--What have 
you got there ? 

BRAUN. 
Oh, you would like to know, would you? Some

thing interesting. 
JOHN. 

Have some more bteakfast. 
BRAUN. 

Seats himself and gives tlte book to JOHN, who tw·ns 
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over the leaves.] Thanks, I'll be very glad of some. I 
had on1y time Look at " The Artists "-by 
Gar.schin . . .  

JOHN. 

[T�wning over the leaves.] What have you fished out 
now ? 

BRAUN. 

The very thing for you, Jack. 
MISS MAHR. 

Yes, it is an excellent storv. Had you not read 
it before '? 

� 

BRAUN. 

No, I only began it in bed this morning. That 
was what made me miss the train . 

MISS MAHR. 

"\Vell, do you side with Rjabinin or with Djedoff? 
JOHN. 

Anyhow, you are on the side of reading just now as 
as against painting. 

BRAUN. 

Say rather that I am for the moment on neither. 
Read Garschin's story yourself, and take it to heart 
a little. There is work to be done at present that 
is probably of more importance than all the painting 
and writing in the world. 

l\hss l\IAHH. 

I se�, then, that you side with Rjabinin. 

"\Vith Rjabinin? 
that I do. 

BRAUX. 

Oh ! I can't say at all decidedly 



6..J LO.YE L Y  L I VES 

JOHN. 
'Vhat is this story, " The Artists " ?  

.i\IISS l\IAHR. 
It dese1·ibes two artists - one a simple-minded 

man, the other given to bro oding . The ·simple
minded man began life as an engineer, and turned 
painter. The thinker gives up painting and turns 
schoolmaster. 

J OII:X. 
"'hy ? 

nJ ISS .i\IAHR. 
Because nt the moment it ::,eems to him to be of so 

much more impot'tHl)Ce that there should be school
-tnasters than painter:s. 

" 
J OII:X. 

'Vhat leads him to the deci::;ion ? 
l\hss .M .. u!R. 

[ IIcts taken the book, t_m·ns the jJCtges . J ''""a it a 
moment. The simples,t way is for me to  read you th_e 
passage. Here it is. L Tu1·ns, nw1·king the place with 
her jinge1·, and explains to all .l Djedoff, the former 
engineer, is taking Rjabinin o.ver a boiler factory. 
The men who have to work in the iuside of the 
boiler:> almost all turn deaf in course of time, from 
the terrible noise of hammering. In Hussia they 
a'

re know.n among the either workman by the name 
of " the deaf men." Djedoff points out to Rji:i.1Jinin 
such a " deaf man " at work. [Reads.. J " There he 
was before my eyes, cowering in the dark depths of 
the boiler, clothed in rags, almost ovcrpO\\�ered with 
fatigue . . . . his face dark crimson . . .  the �weat 
pouring from him . . . . his broad , sunken breast 
heaving painfully." 
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l\lRs.  VocKERAT. 
"'bat ever is the good of describing such dreadful 

things ? It can give pleasure to no one. 

Jonx. 
[ Langlts, strokes his motheT's head CM'essingly. J 'Ve 

can't be always laughing, can we, mammy ? 

l\l RS. VOCKERAT . 
I don't say that. But we may surely expect to get 

pleasure from art. 
Jonx. 

\Ye can get much more from art than pleasure. 

)hss )lAHR. 
It was not pleasure that Rjabinin felt. He was 

painfully dis'tres>ed, his innermost soul was stirred. 
Jonx. 

' 

Think of the ground, mother-how it has to be 
torn up with the plough-every year-if i � to grow 
anything new. 

)hss .l\IAHR. 
Something new sprang up -in Rjabinin. He said 

to himself : As long as such misery exists, · it is a 
crime to work at anything which has not f(,H' its 
direct object " the alleviation, the preventi_on of

. 
this 

misery. 
MRS. VOCKERAT. 

Yet it always has existed. 
Jonx. 

There was not much point in his turning school
master. 
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BRAUN. 
Do you think not ? Is that not more useful work 

than painting pictures and writing books ? 

JoHN. 
I don't know what your opinion of your profession 

may be, but Sfeaking for myself, I think \·ery highly 
of mine. -

BRAUN. 
You don't acknowledge it to yourself, and I do ; 

that's all. 
JoHN. 

'Vhat's all ? 
myself ? 

·what do I not aclmowledge to 

BHAUN. 
'Vhy, that ! 

JonN. 

BRAUN. 
That all that scribbling of yours is every bit as 

usele�s n.s . . . 
JOHX. 

'Vhat scribbling ? 
BRAUX. 

·well , that psycho-physiological stuff. 
J OHN. 

[ Rottghly.] You know nothing whatever about it. 
BRAUN. 

And care less. 
JOHN. 

There you simply proclaim yourself to be a pitiful 
ignoramus, a man of no education, a • . . 
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BRAUN. 
That's right. Brag of your learning again. 

JonN. 
You know very well that I don't give a farthing for 

my learning. But it is self-evident that . . .  
BRAUN. 

You are for ever saying that, and all the time the 
arrogance of superior education is streaming out at 
every pore. We'll let the subject alone ! These are 
ticklish matters, which every man must settle for 
himself. 

JonN. 
What do you mean by ticklish ? 

BRAUN. 
It's no good beginning, Jack. You can't stand an 

argument. You'll lose your temper again and . . . 

JOHN. 

I beg you'll explain yourself ! 
you mean. 

BRAUN. 

Say plainly what 

. . 

Oh, stuff ! There's nothing to be ·gained by that. 
Let every one manage his own affairs. 

JoHN. 

And you think I manage mine badly, eh ? 
BRAUN. 

No worse than other people. You temporize, 
that's all. 

JOHN. 

You must excuse my not replying-it's a subject 
I'm sick of--[ Breaks ot�t excitedly. J This is how 



68 LONELl'  LIVES 

the matter stands : You good friends of mine, you 
have threshed out a set of -Radical catchwords for 
yourselves, and because I have said to you once for 
all that I refuse to use them, therefore I'm a 
temporizer. 

BRAUN. 
That's your way of putting it-now listen to mine : 

'Vhen the rest of us carried our opinions, regardless 
of consequences, to their logical conclusion, you 
turned against us and defended the old , the obsolete, 
in every shape. And it was by doing this that you 
drove away your friends and isolated yourself. 

KITTY. 
[Soothingly.] Jolm ! 

J oHX. 
The friends that I could drive away-such friends, 

to tell the truth-such friends I snap my fingers at. 
B.RAUN. 

[Rises. ]  You snap your fingers at them ? [Looks at 
ANNA. ] 'Vhen did you begin to do that, Jack ? 

K ITTY. 

[Ajte1· a pause. ]  Are you off already, Mr. Braun ? 
BRAUN, 

[ P.fflmded, in an indijj'erent voice.] Yes, I have 
, 

something to do. 
JoHN. 

L Good-humoU'redly. ]  Don't be sillyl 
BRAUN. 

It's quite true. 
JoHN. 

In that ease-l suppose you must go. 
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BRAUX. 

[Pause.] 
.MRs. VocKERAT. 

[Exit. 

[Begins to collect the breakfast things. ] I don't 
know ! You're all so infatuated about that Braun. I 
must confess that I think very little of him. 

JOHN. 
[Irritably. ] :Mother ! ·wm you do me the 

favour . . .  
KITTY. 

But really, Braun is not ab all nice to you, John. 
J OHN. 

Good people, I must beg of you not to interfere in 
my private affairs. 

[Pause. MRs. VocKERAT clea1·s away the 
breakfast things. KITTY rises. 

JOHN. 
[To KITTY.] vVhere are you going ? 

KITTY. 
To give baby his bath . [ .• :rods cmd sm,iles const'rain

edly to ANN A ;  exit into bedroom.] 
[l\IRs. VocKERAT, wrrying some of the break

fast things on a tray, is going towards the 
door into entrance-hall, when it is half
opened by a m,arket-woman, who calls in: 
" Any vegetables to-d(ty ? " 

MRs. VocKERAT. 
[Answers.] I'm coming. 

[Exit by door into entrance-hall. 
[Pause. ] 
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lVhss MAHR. 

[Rises, sets her watch.li wonder what o'clock it is 
-exactly ? [Turns to JOHN, who is stiE seated, looking 
annoyed. J vVell, Dr. V ockerat ! 

[She h1w1-s the tune of " Cheer, boys, cheer," 
looking archly at JOHN. Both b1trst out 
la1tghiny. 

. JOHN. 
[Serious again, sighs. ]  Ah, :Miss Anna ! it's sad, 

sober earnest, I'm sorry to say. 
1\hss MAHR. 

[Shakes her finger threateningly at hint .] Be sure 
you don't laugh, then ! 

,JoHN. 

[Laughs again, then s�1·iously.] No, but really, you 
don't know all that it means, all that lies behind a 
speech like that of Braun's. 

l\Ilss l\1AHR. 

Ha.ve you ever heard me play ? 

JoHN. 
No, l\'liss .Mahr !-I understood that you did not 

play. , 
MISS l\lAHR. 

Of course 1 don't ! I'm only joking.-By the bye, 
are we not going for a row this morning ? 

JOHN. 
I don't seem to care about anything now. 

l\IISS MAHR. 

[Threateningly.] Dr. Vockerat ! Dr. Vockerat ! 
'Vhy be depressed by such a trifle ? 
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JOHN. 
I can't understand how a man like Braun 

l\I!ss l\IAHR. 

71 

Did what he said really make such a deep impres
sion on you? 

JOHN . 
It recalled all sorts of old unpleasantnessest 

and • . . 

�[Iss �IAHR. 
Forget them, Dr. Vockerat-the old unpleasant

nesses. There it no real progress made so long as 
one i-; always looking back . 

JOHN. 
I believe you are right. And so we'll let that 

alone.-But is it not a curious thing, the way in 
which quite clever people can stick for years to a 
wrong opinion? He means what he says. He looks 
on my scientific work as simple waste of time. Can 
you imagine such a thing? 

l\I!ss l\IAHR. 
There are such _people. 

JOHN. 
� othing will satisfy them but public acth·ity, 

agitation, loud proclamation of one's opinions. Such 
a thing as a religious marriage ceremony is not to be 
thought of, not even as a concession to the orthodox 
upbringing of one's bride. They throw to the winds 
all respect for things or persons ; and a man like me, 
who shuts himself up in his study and lives a life of 
devotion to science, is in the eyes of his friends a man 
who has deserted his flag. Is that not  extraordinary, 
1\Iiss :\Iahr ? 
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l\IISS l\IAHR. 
Dr. Vockerat, don't let it be of such importance 

to you what your friends think. If your opinions 
satisfy yourself, let it be a matter of indifference to 
you whether they satisfy others or not. These eon
stant conflicts sap a man's strength. 

JOHN. 
I know, I know! And I promise you that in 

future I'll not allow myself to be disturbed by their 
opinion of me. They must take me as I am, or let 
me alone ! But you can't wonder at my having 
minded sometimes. One grows up with one's friends, 
and gets into the habit of expecting a little approba
tion fr01u them . The feeling that that is completely 
withdrawn is like the feeling of tt·ying to brenthe in 
a vacuum. 

MISS �IAHR. 
But you have your own family, Dr. Vockerat . 

• JOHX. 
Of cout·se I have. Cet· tainly. That is . . . l\Iiss 

Anna ! I know you will not misunderstand me. I 
have never spoken about it to any one before. You 
know how attached I am to them all. Bu'"t, in what 
concems my work, my own people are of no assist
ance to me whatever. Kitty undoubtedly has all 
the good-will in the world-in fact, it's most touching, 
the way she tries. And she praises everything. 
But I know that her verdict is worthless-so what 
help is it to me ? And that's why I have liYed in a 
sort of seventh heaven since you have been here, 
Miss Anna. It is the first time in my life that any 
one has taken an understanding, what may be called 
a profesc:;ional , interest in my work, in any pos�ible 
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.achieYement of mine. It gh·es me fresh life. It'� 
like rain on the dry ground. It is . . . 

MISS l\IAHR. 

You're getting absolutely poetical, Dr. Vockerat ! 

JoiiN. 
It's quite enough to make one poetical . But you 

.are wrong about my fat�,il.);, �Iiss Anna. My mother 
positively hates the site ' of my poor manuscript. 
N ot.hing would give her greater pleasure than to 
put it in the fire. It is equally objectionable to my 
father. You would hardly call that encouragement. 
As a matter of fact, my family hinder rather than 
help me. And after all that's not to be wondered at. 
But that one's friends should not show the very 
slightest appreciation of one's work-that a man 
like Braun . . .  

MISS "M.AHR. 

I cannot understand why Braun's disapprontl, of 
all others, should affect you so much. 

JOHN, 

"\Vell, with Braun, you see, it's this way . . . .  \Ve 
have known each other since we were boys. 

:MISS �IAHR. 

You mean that you have known him. 
JoH�. 

Yes, and he me. 
l\IISS MAIIR. 

Are you quite sure of that ? 

JOHN, 
Yes-that is, up to a certain point. 
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l\IISS l\fAHR, 

It seems to me that your characters are so essen
tially different. 

JOHX. 
Do you really think so ? 

l\IISS JHAHR, 

[ Ajte1· a pause,] l\Ir. Braun is still so undeveloped 
in evet·y way-so . . .  I don't exactly mean that h e  
i s  j ealous o f  you, but h e  is provoked . . .  your fixed 
determination to go your own way annoys him. It 
e,·en frightens him a little.-He has got the name of 
holdin� certain ethical or social opinions-call them 
what you like ; to these he sticks, to th ese he clings, 
because he cannot stand alone. Like many men of 
the artistic temperament, he has no strong individu
ality. He needs to be supported. He must know 
that he has numbers at his back. 

JoHX. 
Oh, that some one had given me such advice long 

ago, in the days when th e censure of my friends was 
almost m ore than I could bear ! Oh, that some one had 
spoken so to me then, when I was in utter despair ; 
when I reproached myself for living in a comfortable 
l.wuse, for having good food and clothing ; when it 
6avfl me a guilty feeling to meet a labouring man, 
�nd my heart beat as I slunk pas.t the houses where 
lhe masons were at work ! I led my poor Kitty a 
pretty life in those · days ! I wanted to give away 
everything and live with her a life of vol untary 
poverty. Rather than go th rough such a time again, 
I would-! would throw myself into the l\itiggelsee. 
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[He seizes his lwt . ]  Now I must go and make that 
stupid fellow Braun listen to reason. 

[l\'hss J\IAHR looks ctt him with a peculiar 
smile. 

JoHX . 
Do you not appreve ? 

MISS JYJ AHR. 
If you must, then go by all means, you big child ! 

JOHN. 
:Miss Anna ! 

l\IISS l\IAHR. 
Your own heart, Dr. Vockerat, is  your greatest 

enemy. 
JoHN. 

But I have peace as fong as I think that he IS 
going about feeling vexed and angry. 

MISS MAHR. 
Do you think it il'! a good thing to be so depen

dent ? 
JoHX. 

[Decidedly.]  No-it is not. I know he'll not come 
back again. He never was the first to make up. But 
that doesn't matter ! You are right ; and I'm not 
going after Brauri-this time. 'vV e'll have that row 
on the lake now, :Miss l\'Iahr, if you feel inclined. 

l\IISS J\IAHR. 
But you were going to read me the third chapter . 

. JOHN. 
'Ve might take the manuscript with us . 
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:MISS :M AHR . 
That would be very nice. I'll go and get ready at 

once. [Exit. 
[ J OH� goes to the bookcase, takes out his 

manuscript, and is at once absorbed in it . 
. Enter l\IRs. VocKERATji'om hall, cm-rying two small 

gilt-edyed books. 
l\fRs. VOCKERAT . 

Here I come to take possession of one of the most 
comfortable chairs, put on my spectacles, and hold my 
little morning service. Is it warm enough to sit out 
on the verandah ? 

JoHX. 
Certainly, mother. [Looks 1tp from the manuscript.] 

·what have you th ere? 
l\IRs. VocKERAT. 

' ' Heart Echoes." You kno w-my favourite LaYater. 
And this other is Gerok's " Palm Leaves." \Yhat a 
man that Gerok was ! He didn't spare the scientific 
people.-Oh dear ! [ P1�ts her a1·m ro1md J OHX, and 
rests lwr head on his shoulde't'S. 1'ende1'ly.] 'Vell, my 
own boy ! brooding again already ? [Half-jestingly.] 
Young father ! 

JoH�. 
[Looks up absently from the nwnuscript.] Yes, 

mothe-1· ? 
l\IRs. VocKERAT. 

Do you not feel different now that you are a father, 
Jack ? 

JOHX. 
No, mammy ; much the same as usual. 
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l\IRs. VocKERAT . 

77 

Come, come ! don't pretend. First you could do 
nothing but j ump for j oy, a.nd now . . . You don't 
mean to tell me you are discontented again ? 

JOHN. 
[Looks np absently. J Perfectly contented, mammy . 

..Mus. VocKERAT . 
You are wearing that good suit every day, John, 

and You ought to wear out your ol d clothes here. I'm 
sure . .Miss Anna wouldn't 1�ind. 

J OHN. 
l\Iother, I'm n ot a child now ! 

MRs. VocKERAT. 
Cross already ? [Hold::; him closer. Tenderly and 

earnestly.] Think sometimes of God, my boy-even if 
it's only t o  please your old mother. That old Haeckel 
and that stupid Darwin, they do nothing but make. 
you unhappy. Do you hear ? Do it for your mother's 
sake. 

JoHN. 
[Looks up despai1·ingly. J Good people, good people ! 

you positively d rive a man to the point of saying : 
Forgive them ,  for they �now not . . . D o  you 
really believe that it is such a simple matte r-this 
turning pious ? 

:MRs. VocKERAT. 
[ill oving awny. ] Yes, Jack, yes ! All that is needed 

is the will. Just try, J ack-only once. [Exit on to 
verandah, where she swts herself and reads.] 

l JOHN is once more absorbed in his m,amtscript. 
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Enter KITTY with letters. 
K ITTY. 

[Reads, then looks up. J John ! here 1s a letter 
from the banker. 

JonN. 
:My dear Kitty, I really can't give my mind to such 

matters just now. 
KITTY, 

He asks if he is to sell out. 
JOHN. 

For goodness sake don't bother me about that at 
present ! 

KITTY. 
But it must be attended to at once, John. 

JoHN. 
[Angrily.] :N ot at all ! There-[ Taps nen:ously 

with his forefinge?· on the manuscript] that is what 
must be attended to first ! 

KITTY. 

'Yell, as you please. Only then we shall be without 
money to-morrow. 

JOHN. 
[Still nwre violently.] Upon my word, Kitty, we 

don't suit, you and I !  You people are always won
dering why a man can't settle down to work ; but no 
sooner has he got his ideas into some little order, than 
there you come, bursting in, upsetting everything 
agam. 

KITTY. 

I don't know what you mean. The post came and 
I told you-that was all. 
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Exactly-that was all . There you show your utter 
want of any understanding. As if my work were like 
shoe-making. The post comes and you tell me. Of 
course ! "\Vhy not ? It never for a moment occurs 
to you that by so doing you break a chain of thought 
which it has taken no end of time and labour to link 
together. 

K ITTY. 
Still, practical matters must not be neglected. 

JOHN. 
But I tell you that my work comes first-first, and 

second, and third ! Then practical matters if you 
choose ! Do try to understand this, Kitty. Do try 
to help me a little. If you like, keep every day affairs 
frum me altogether. Take your own way in them. 
Don't give me . . . 

KITTY. 
I should not like the responsibility, John. 

Jom1. 
There ! You see ! On no account any responsi

bility ! On no account any independent action ! 
You women are simply determined to be dependent 
-you do all that is in your power to remain irrespon
sible agents. 

KITTY. 
[Holds out the letter�] Please, John, do say what is 

to be done. 
JOHN, 

I tell you, Kitty, I can't think about it just now. 
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KITTY. 
But when am I to come then, John ? 'Ve can't 

speak about it before :Miss )Iahr. 
JOHN. 

There's another piece of narrow minded Philistinism 
-that keeping private of certain thing s-the making 
a mystery of eve t·ything connected with money matters. 
There's a sort of littleness about it that disgusts me. 

KITTY. 
I should like to see your face if I began to speak 

about these matters before :Miss :Malu. 
JorrN. 

'Yhy always �!iss �[ahr, Miss �Iahr ? Do let her· 
alone. She is not in the way, is she ? 

KITTY. 
I don't say that she is in the way. But it certainly 

can be of no interest to her to . . .  
Jonx. 

Kitty, Kitty ! It's perfeetly miserable, this con
stant talk and worry about money-as if we were 
on the verge of starvation. It's unendurable. It 
actually gives one the impression that your whole 
heart and mind are set on money, nothing but money. 
And I with my high ideal of woman . . . .  'Vhat is a 
man to love ? 

KITTY, 
It's not for myself at all that I care. But what is 

to become of our little Philip if . . . And you say 
yourself that you can't count on earning anything. 
Are we not bound, then, to take care of what we 
haYe ? 
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JoHx. 
Yes, yes, of course. It's simply this way ; your 

interests are limited by the family circle ; mine are 
wide, general one!'>. I am not the family man at all. 
1\'Iy one aim is to bring out what I feel lies latent in 
me. I am like a yoked Pegasus. And it will be the 
ruin of me some day. 

KITTY. 
John ! You don't know how you hurt me by 

saying such things. 
JOHX. 

l\liss Anna is quite right. The kitchen and t� 
nursery bound the German married woman's horizon\ 
What lies beyond does not exist for her. 

KITTY. 
Some one must look after the food and attend to 

the children. It's all very '"el1 for :Miss l\Iahr to talk 
like that ! I should prefer to read books too. 

JOHN. 
If I were you, Kitty, I shouldn't show off my own 

littleness by speaking in such a way of a noble-minded 
woman like l\Iiss Anna. 

K ITTY. 
If she can say such things . 

JOHN. 
'Vhat things ? 

KITTY. 
About us German women-such stupid things. 

JoHN 
She said nothing stupid . Far from that. I can 

hardly bring myself to tell you at this moment how 
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she praised you. I shouldn't like to make you feel 
ashamed. 

KITTY. 

All the same, she spoke about our naiTow horizon. 
JOHN. 

Show that she is wrong, then ! 
K ITTY. 

[In tears, passionately.] John, John ! good as you 
are, you are sometimes-sometimes so cruel, so cold, 
so heartless ! 

JOHX. 
[Somewhat cooled down. J I am heartless again, am I? 

How do I show it, Kitty ? 
K ITTY. 

[Sobs.] By torturing me. 
well . . .  

JOHN. 
"That do I know, Kitty? 

K ITTY. 

You know-very 

You know-how dissatisfied I am with myself. 
You know it-but-but you have no compassion on 
me. Every little thing 

"
is brought up against me. 

JOHN. 
'Vha,t do you mean, Kitty? 

KITTY. 

Instead of-praising me a little sometimes-trying 
to give me a l ittle confidence in myself-! am always 
made to feel-what a poor creature I am-always 
kept down. God knows I don't pride myself on the 
wideness of my horizon. But I have a little of some 
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sort of pride. I know well enough that I'm no 
shining light. Indeed, I've long felt that I'm a 
tolerably superfluous person. 

JOHN, 
[Tries to take her hand, KITTY draws it away.] You 

are not superfluous, Kitty. I never said such a thing. 

KITTY. 
You said it a few minutes ago. But even if you 

had not said it, I feel it myself-feel that I can be 
nothing to you because I don't understand your work. 
And as to little Philip-of course I can give him his 
milk, and keep him clean . . .  but a maid can do 
that quite as well ; and by-and-by-when he grows 
up-I'll be no help to him either. [ Weeps nwre 
passionately.] He would be much better off with
with :Miss Anna. 

JOHN. 
You're never . my dear girl, how can you ? 

KITTY. 
Of course I'm only joking, but yet it's true. She 

has learned something. She knows and understands 
things. "\Ve are helpless cripples. How can we be a 
support to others, when we can't even . . .  

JOHN. 
[Ardent and tender, tries to embmce KITTY.] �Iy 

own Kitty ! My sweet, sweet girl l You haYe a 
heart of gold-a deep, rich, magic mine of treasure ! 
l\1y darling ! [ Sl�e pushes him ctwcty ;  he stamme?'s.] I£ 
there is any honour in me I . . . I know I'm hard 
and bad sometimes ! I'm not worthy of you, Kitty ! 
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KITTY. 

No, no, J olm, please don't l You're only saying 
that j ust now because . . .  

JoHN. 
Brcause I mean it, Kitty. You may call me rogue 

if I . . . 
l{ ITTY. 

Please let me alone, .John ! I must think.-And 
the letter-the letter l 

JoHN. 
You stupid Kitty, what is it you want to think 

about ? 
KITTY . 

Many, many thoughts are rushing in on me. Stop, 
John ! Let me go l 

JOHN. 
[Ectgerly.] Oh, never mind the letter just now. 

1\Iy own sweet, sweet little wife ! 
KITTY. 

No, John dear, no l [Holds hirn o.ff. 
JonN. 

"\Vhy, Kitty, what's the matter with you ? 
KITTY. 

You'll look at it, won't you, Jack ? [Holds out the, 
lette1·.] He asks if he is to sell out. 

JonN. 
What shares ? 

K ITTY. 
The spinning-mill shares. 

JOHN. 
Can we not get along on the interest ? 
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Quite impossible. This month again we have spent 
more than a thousand marks. 

JoHN. 
Is it possible, Kitty ? I can hardly believe it. Are 

you good people economical enough ? 
K ITTY. 

You can see the accounts, John. 
JOHN, 

It's quite incomprehensible to me. 
K ITTY. 

You give away too much, John. Then the capital 
soon begins to go. Tell me, is he to sell these 
shares ? 

JoHN. 
Yes, of course. But there's no hurry ! Anyhow, 

it's of no consequence.-\Vhere are you going ? 
KITTY, 

To answer the letter. 
JOHN. 

Kitty ! 
K ITTY. 

[At the door, tu1·ns round.] \V ell, John ? 
JOHN. 

Are you going away like that ? 
K ITTY. 

Like what ? 
JonN. 

I don't know either. 
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KITTY. 
'Vhat is it you want ? 

JOHN, 

I can't make you out, Kitty. "That's wrong ? 

KITTY. 
Nothing at all, John. Rea.lly. 

JOHN. 

Have you stopped caring for me ? 
[KITTY's head droops ; slM shakes it depre

catingly. 

JoHN, 
[Puts !�is a1·m round KITTY.] Don't you remember 

our promise, Kitty-that \Ve were never to have 
any secrets from each other ? Not even l ittle ones: 
[ Embntces l�ermorewarmly.l Say something. Darling, 
don't you care for me at all now ? 

KITTY. 
0 John ! you know that I do. 

JOHN. 
What is it, then ? 

KITTY. 

You know quite well. 

JOHN. 

I assure you I don't. I have not the faintest idea. 

KITTY. 
It's only that I long to be something to you. 

JOHN. 

You are a great deal to me . 
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KITTY. 

Jo11x. 

K ITTY. 
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ro�� can't help it, John, but . . .  I know that I 
don't satisfy you. 

JOHN 
You do, Kitty. You are everything that I want. 

KITTY. 
So you say just now, John. 

JOHX. 
It is my most solemn conviction. 

KITTY, 
Yes, for the moment. 

JOHX. 
\Vhat can lead you to . . .  

K ITTY. 
I see it plainly enough. 

Jomi. 
Kitty, have I ever given you cause 

K ITTY. 
No, never. 

JOHN. 
There, you see ! [Holds he1· close?· to him.] It is all 
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fancy-naughty fancies, Kitty, that must be driven 
away. Come, come ! [Kisses her tenderly. 

KITTY. 

Oh, if it were only fancy ! 

JOHN, 

You may be quite sure it is. 

KITTY. 

And-Jack dear-! do love you so ! -Far more 
than any words can tell. I believe I could sooner 
give up baby than you. 

J OHN. 

Oh, Kitty ! 

KITTY. 

It's a shame to say it !-The dear, sweet, funny 
little fellow ! [Her arm,s ronnel Jon�'s neck.] My 
own dear, good husband ! 

�[Pause. Jl ute embrctce.] 
[.Miss MAHR, d?'essed for going out, opens the 

verandah door. 

MISS MAHR. 

[Calls.] I'm quite ready, D r. Vockerat. Oh, I beg 
your pardon ! [Draws bctck. 

JOHN. 

Immediately, 1\-Iiss Mahr, immediately. [Takes h{s 
manuscript.] We're going fo t· a row, Kitty.-No 
more fancies now, promise me ! [Kisses her, takes his 
hat, turns on his way ont.] Perhaps you would like 
to come too ? 
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K ITTY. 
I can't go out just now, John. 

JoHY. 

89 

Well, good-bye for a little ! [Exit. 
[KITTY gazes after him with the look of a 

person watching the fculing away of some 
beautiful vision. Her eyes fill with tears. 

END OF THE SECOND ACT 



THE THIRD ACT 

[Time : about 1 0  a.m. KITTY sits, absorbed in ac
cotmts, ctt the writing-table, on which a lamp is 
still burning. 

[Sc1·aping of shoes is hea1·d otttside the verandah door. 
KITTY looks up eage1·ly, and half rises. Enter 
BRAUN. 

[.Meets him.] 
Braun ! 

Good morning. 

KITTY . 
How kind of you to  come, 1\Ir. 

BRAUN. 
Isn't this fog horrible? 

KITTY. 
It seems as if we were to have no daylight at all 

to-day. Come near the stove and get warm.-Did 
l\Irs. Lehmann give you my message ? 

BRAUN. 
She did. 

[KITTY is no longer the sante. She has ex
changed her old quaint manner for a 
nervous liveliness. She is easily excited. 

J Her eyes sometimes flash. There is a 
slight flush on her pale, emaciated eheeks. 
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No, I can't allow that ! [ !Izwries after her, and 
himself gets doum the box of cigarsfrom the top of the 
bookcase.] 

K ITTY. 
Now do make yourself comfortable. 

BRAU�. 
[Looks at KITTY.] I don't like to smoke here. 

KITTY. 
You'll please me by doing it. I'm so fond of the 

smell. 
BRA US. 

In that case [Lights the cigar. 
KITTY • .  · 

You must make yourself at home, just as you used 
to do.-And now, you wicked person ! what is the 
meaning of your not having come near us for a whole 
week ? 

BRAUN. 
I thought Jack didn't need me. 

KITTY. 
But how could you . . . ? 

BRAUN. 
He has M iss Anna Mahr now. 

KITTY. 
How can you say such a thing ? 
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BRAUN. 
He said himself that his friends might go to 

Jericho. 
KITTY. 

You know his hasty way. That really meant 
nothing. 

BRAUN. 
I differ from you there. And I know very well 

whose influence we have to thank for this change. 
Miss :Mahr may be a clever woman, but there is no 
doubt that she is a determined and egotistical one, 
unscrupulous in the pursuit of her aims. She is 
afraid of me. She knows quite well that she can't 
Impose on me. 

KITTY. 
But what object could she have 

BRAUN. 
\Vho knows what she may want with him ? I 

don't suit her. I'm not the character to suit her. 
KITTY. 

But I have really never noticed • . .  

BRAUN. 
[Rises.] I thrust my company on no one. It was 

at Jack's request that I moved out here. I£ I am 
not wanted, I shall go back again. 

KITTY. 
[Quickly and with peculiar empltasis.] Anna leaves 

to-day. 
BRAUN. 

Indeed ? She is going ? 
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K ITTY. 
Yes. And that is why I wanted to ask you, Mr. 

Braun. . . . It would be so dreadful for John to be 
left suddenly without any one at all. You must 
begin and come regularly again, �It·. Braun. Don't 
bear him a grudge-! mean for these hasty words the 
other day. \Ve know him. \Ve know how warm
hearted he really is. 

BRAUN. 
I don't take offence easily, but 

KITTY, 

o I o 

That's all right, then, :Mr. Braun. And now that 
you are here, you will stay and spend the day with 
us. 

BRAUN . 
I can't do that, but I might possibly come back 

later. 
KITTY, 

Try to be back, then, when Miss Anna leaves. You 
don't know how nice and cosy it's going to be here. 
I have had my eyes opened to many things. \Ve are 
going to spend a very quiet, pleasant winter.-And 
by-the-bye, there was another thing I wanted to ask 
you. [As if in joke.] I must earn some money.·-
Yes, yes, I mean it ! Are we not intended to work 
too, we women ? 

BRAUX . 
How have you suddenly taken this into your 

head ? 
KITTY. 

It would be such fun, :Mr. Braun. 
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BRAUN. 
It's easy to talk about earning money. 

KITTY. 
"\Yell, I can paint on china. I painted the dessert 

service. Or, if that is no good, I can embroider-on 
linen you know-beautiful initials and monograms. 

BRAUN. 
Of course you are only joking. 

KITTY. 
Don't be so sure of that ! 

BRAUN. 
If you don't speak more clearly, I really can't . . . 

KITTY. 
[Forgets herself.J Can you keep a secret ?-But no, 

no ! The fact is-so many demands are made on 
peo}Jle. . . .  It isn't every one that has the gift of 
calculation. 

BRAUN. 
And Jack least of all. 

KITTY. 
Yes-no . . .  that is-there is no good either in 

being too dreadfully exact. One must only make sure 
that there is enough. 

BRAUN. 
If you imagine that you can earn as much as that 
. . I can tell you beforehand that it will be lost 

time and trouble. 
KITTY. 

But perhaps as much as twelve hundred marks a 
year. 
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BRAUN. 
Twelve hundred marks ! Hardly.-'Vhy exactly 

tweh·e hundred ? 
KITTY. 

I need that sum. 
BRAUN. 

Has Jack's boundless generosity been imposed on 
again? 

KITTY. 
No, certainly not. 

BRAUN. 
Then is it l\Iiss Anna who is to be assisted ?  

KITTY. 
No, no, no ! 'Vhat do you mean ? How can you 

dream of such a thing? I'll say no more-not another 
word, nir .  Braun ! 

BRAUN. 
[Takes !Lis lwt.] And I couldn't possibly aid and 

abet. It would really be . . . 
. KITTY. 

Very well ; then we'll say no more about it .  But 
you'll come back? 

BRAUN. 
[Ready to go.] Of course, certainly .-Were you in 

earnest, Mrs. John? 
KITTY. 

[Tries to l ctttgh, but tears come into her eyes.] No, 
no ! I was joking. [.Motions him away eagerly, half 
playf�tlly.] Go away now, Mr. Braun, go ! [ .1.Yo 
longer able to master her emotion, r�tshes into the bed
room.] [Exit BRAUN, tho�tghtf�tlly. 
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Ente1· l\IRs. VocKERAT, carrying a large disk 
of apples. Seats herself at the table, 

and begins to pare them. 
KITTY returns, sit$ down at the writing-table. 

MRs. V ocKERAT. 

[Shakes the apples in the dish .] It's a good thing 
that we're going to settle down again, isn't it, Kitty?· 

KITTY. 

[Bending o1:e1· her acconnts. J Don't speak to me, 
please mammy : I must think. 

1\IRS. VOCKERAT. 

I didn't notice.-I'llnot disturb you.-,Vhere is it 
she is going? 

KITTY. 

To Zurich, I believe. 

l\IRs. VocKERAT.� 

Yes, yes. The right place for her too. 

KITTY, 

'Vhy, mother, I thought you liked her. 

, / MRs. VocKERAT. 

YN ot I ;  I don't care for her ; she's too modern 
for me. 

KITTY. 

Oh, mother ! 
MRs. VocKERAT. 

Nor do I think much of any young girl that can 
go about for three days with a big hole in her· 
sleeve. 



LONEL Y LI VES 

Ente1· JOHN from the 1:e1·andah, with his hat 
on. Hun·ies towards tlte study. 

KITTY . 
John ! 

JOHN . 

Yes. 
K ITTY. 

Shall I come to the station ? 

JOHN. 
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[Shrugs his shoulders.] You ought to be the best 
judge of that. [Exit into study. 

[Short pctuse.] 

l\IRS. VOCKERAT. 

What's the matter with him now ? [lias finished 
paring the apples ; r�ses.] Yes, it's high tim e  things 
were settling down again .-People are even begin
ning to talk .  

KITTY. 
About what ? 

MRs. VOCKERAT. 

I don't know. I only say . . .  And besides it costs 
money. 

KITTY. 

A fourth makes very litt.ledifference, mother, when 
you are preparing food for three. 

l\IRS. VOCKERAT, 

That's all very fine, Kitty, but crumbs make 
bread. 

Re-enter JOHN. lie seats hintselj, c1·osses his 
legs, and turns o1:er the pages of a book. 
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JOHN. 
Impertinent wretches, these railway orlicials !  A 

station-ma'lter who d t·inks, drinks, drinks al l day 
long. And as insolent as . . . bah ! 

KITT L  
\Vhen does the best tmiu go ? Don't be annoyed, 

John ! 
,J OIIX . 

. M iserable hole ! [Slams t!te book noisily .: jwnps 

·np.] I \von't stay here a.ny longer. 
M Rs. VocKERAT. 

You have taken the house for four years, my boy. 
Jonx. 

And am I to go to the dogs here, simply because I 
have been unlucky and stupid enough to rent a b ouse 
for four years ? 

:i.\l Rs. VocKERAT. 

You were determined to come to the countn-, and 
you have hardly been here SiX months before eYery
thing is wrong again. 

JOHN. 
There's plenty of room for us in Switzerland . 

:i\IRs. VocKERAT. 
And baby? \Vhat's to become of him ? Is he to 

be dragged all round the wodd too ? 
JoHx. 

It will be healthier in Switzerland than here for 
him as well as for us. 

MRs. VocKERAT. 
You will be off to the moon presently, my boy. 
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But you may please yourselves as far as I am con
cerned . An old woman like  me doesn't expect to be 
taken iuto consideration at all. [Exit by doo1· to 
entmnce-hall.] 

[ Sho1·t pause .] 
JOHN. 

[Sighs.] I tell you, good people, you had better 
take care. 

KITTY. 
How do you come to think of Switzerland, John ? 

JOHX. 
That's right ; look a� innocent as you can. 

[Jlimics he1' .] " How do you come to think of Swit
zerland ? "  I know that trick-underhandedness in 
place of straight.forwardness . I know what vou 
think. And you are quite right. I should l ik� to 
be where l\IissAnna is. There is nothing unnatural 
about that-nothing to preYent one saying it straight 
out. 

K ITTY. 
John, you are so strange to-day. So strange . . .  

I had better go. 
Joax. 

[Quickly.] I am going. 
KITTY. 

[Exit by vemndah. 

[Sighs and shakes he1' head.] Oh dear ! Oh dear ! 
Ente'i' iliiss ill.A.HR. She lctys hat, travelling

bttg, and cloak in a chair. 
Miss illAHR. 

I am quite ready. [Turns to KITTY.] Now we have 
still-how long? 
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KITTY. 
Three quarters of an hour at least. 

MISS MAHR. 
Is that all ? I have been very happy here. 

[ Take:s KITTY's hand. 

KITTY. 
Time passes quickly. 

MISS l\iAHR. 

Now I'm going to bury myself in work at Zurich. 
Work, work, and nothing else . 

KITTY.  
Let me get you something to eat. 

MISS MAHR. 
No, thank you ; I couldn't. [ Sho1·t panse.] If only 

the first meetings and visits were over ! Perfectly 
horrible they'll be. Crowds of friends-endless ques
tioning-birr ! [Cold shiver.] "\Viii you write to me 
sometimes ? 

KITTY. 
Oh yes ! but there is never much to tell. 

l\IIss l\'IAHR. 
·wm you give me your photograph ? 

KITTY. 
With pleasure. [She searches in a drawer of the 

writing-table.] But it's an old one. 

MISS MAHR. 
[Taps her gently on the back of the neck. Almost 

pityingly.] Thin little neck ! 
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KITTY. 

lVI 

[Still searching, tu1·ns he1· head. Sm,iles sadly.] It 
has nothing weighty to carry, Anna. Here-this is 
it. [Hands ANNA a photogmph.] 

l\IISS :MAHR .  

Very nice, very nice ! Do you think there i s  one 
of Dr. Vockerat too ?-I have grown so fond of you 
all. 

KITTY. 

I don't know that there is. 
M ISS l\lAHR . 

Look, Kitty, dear j please look ! Have you one ? 
-Yes ? 

KITTY. 
Yes, there is one left. 

l\IISS :llfAHR. 
:lllay I have it ? 

KITTY. 
Yes, Anna, take it. 

MISS :\lAHR. 

[ Hun·ieclly slips the photograph into he1· pocket.] 
And now-now I'll soon be forgotten by you all .  0 
Kitty ! 0 Kitty ! [Throws her arms ro1md KITTY's 
neck and bursts into tears .] 

KITTY. 

No, Anna, you won't. I'll always remember you, 
Anna j and . . .  

l\hss :MAHR. 

And care for me a little ? 
KITTY . 

Yes, Anna, yes. 



10� LO.VEL Y  LI VES 

l\IISS M AHR. 

Is it unmixed liking, Kitty ? 

KITTY.  

I don't know what you mean by unmixe(l. 

MISS MAHR. 

Are you not a little glad, too, that I am going 
away? 

KITTY. 

What ever do you mean, Anna ? 

l\IISS MAHR. 

[Has drawn away from KITTY again.] Yes, yes, 
it's a good thing that I'm going, in every way. 
Mama Vockerat does not care for me any longer 
either. 

K ITTY. 

I think you are mistaken in . 

MISS MAHR. 

No, Kitty, I'm not. [Seats herilelj at the table. J It's 
no use trying to persuade me. [ Porgets herself-takes 
the photograph from her pocket and gazes at it. J There 
is such a deep line about the mouth . 

KITTY. 
Whose ? 

MISS MAHR. 

John's. It's a line of unhappiness- loneliness 
brings it. A lonely person suffers much, has much to 
bear from others. . How did you get to know 
each other ? 

KITTY. 
Oh, it was 
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l\Ilss l\IAHR. 

He was still a student ? 

K ITTY. 
Yes, Anna. 

l\Irss l\IAHR. 

And you were very young, and you said Yes ? 

KITTY. 

[ R erl and corifHsed.] At. least I . . . 

)!ISS l\LuiR .  
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[Feeling awkward too.] Kitty, Kitty ! [She JJ'Hts the 
JJhotogmph into he1· pocket. Rises .l l\Iust I be off 
now ? 

K ITTY. 

No, not for a long time yet. 

MISS l\IAHR. 

Long ? Do you call that long ? [Seats he1·selj at the 
piano.] You don't play ? [KITTY shakes her head.] 
Nor sing ? [K ITTY again sha.kes her head.] And J ohn 
loves music, does he not ?-I both played and sang
once . N ot for many a day now. [JHmps 'Up.] Never 
min,d ! 'Vhat we have enjoyed we have enjoyed . 
We must not be greedy. There is a fragrance, a 
bloom, a glamour over these things, which is the best 
of them. Is that not so, Kitty ? 

KITTY.  
I don't know. 

l\hss l\lAHH. 

"That smells �o sweet is not always pure sweetness 
through and through. 
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That may be . 
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KITTY. 

:M iss )lAHR. 

I know it is. Oh ! libe1·ty ! ! libe1·ty ! ! ! The great 
thing is to be completely free-to have no country, 
no family, no friends.-S ow it must be time. 

Not yet, Anna. 
KITTY. 

[Short pause.] 

1\Ilss 1\Lum. 

I get to Zurich too early-a whole week too early . 

KITTY. 
Indeed ? 

)lJSS 1\lAHR. 

If only work bP.gan at once ! [Sitcldenly th1·ows her 
arms 1·ound KITTY's neck ; sobs.] Oh, l am so miserably 
unhappy ; so afraid of the future ! 

KITTY. 
Poor, poor Anna ! 

�liSS 1\lAHR. 

[Hastily disengages herself j1·om KITTY's embmcc.] 
But I must go . I must. 

[Short pctuse.] 

KITTY . 
Anna-before you go -won't you give me a l ittle 

advice ? 
MISS 1\IAHR. 

[Smiles sadly, almost compassionately.] Dear Kitty ! 
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KITTY. 
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You have the power to . . . .  You have had such 
a good influence upon him. 

MISS MAHR. 
Have I ?  Have I really ? 

KITTY. 
Yes, Anna. And-and on me too. I owe you 

gratitude for many things. I have made a firm 
resolve . . . .  Advise me, Anna. 

M ISS MAHR. 
I can't advise you . I am afraid to do it. 

KITTY. 
You are afraid ? 

MISS lHAHR. 
I'm too fond of you, Kitty, mueh too fond. 

KITTY .  
If I could only do  anything for you, Anna ! 

MISS 1\IAHR. 
You must not-you cannot- .  

K ITTY. 
Perhaps I can. Perhaps I know what it is you are 

suffering. 
MISS lVIAHR. 

\Vhat am I suffering then, 

KITTY . 
I would tell, but . . . 

MISS MAHR 
Oh, nonsense, nonsense ! what should I be suffer-
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ing ? I came here and I'm going away again. 
Nothing whatever has happened. Look, the sun is 
actually shining again. "\Ve'll end up by taking a turn 
round the garden. \Vhatever the circumstances, 
hundreds and thousands arc no better off. Or-by
the-bye-I have a few words to write. 

KITTY. 
You can do that here. [ Jf akes room /or her at the 

writing-table.] No, I see the ink and pens are in  
John's room. He i s  out. Go in there, Anna ! [She 
opens the door for Axx A, ?"entains behind herself.] 

[Short panse. ]  
Enter JonN. Jlo1·e restless than before. 

JoHX. 
It's beginuing to rain again. "\Ve should have 

ordered a cab. 
KITTY. 

It is too late to do it now. 
Jonx. 

Yes, unfortunately. 
KITTY. 

Braun has been here. 
JoHN. 

That's a matter of tolerable indifference to me. 
\Vhat did he want ? 

KITTY. 
He intends to come again as usual, and things are 

to be j ust as they were between you. 

JoHX. 
[ GivPs a short langh.] Funny ! That is supposed to 
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tempt me ? . . .  Could we not send yet-quickly ? 
Reall:v, altogether . . 

K ITTY. 
For a cab, John ? It's such a short way to the 

station. 
JoHX. 

But the roads are in such a state, they're almost 
impassable. It's altogether the most miserable 
weather for travelling. 

KITTY. 
Once she gets into the train she will be all right. 

JOHN. 
l Yes, in a crowded third-class carriage, with wet 
feet. 

KITTY. 
She is sure to get into the ladies' compartment. 

JOHN. 
You might at least gi,·e her the big foot-warmer. 

K ITTY. 
Yes, yes ! you are right. I had thought of that 

too. 
JOHN. 

Really-this is too miserable an ending up. 
[KITTY does not answer. 

JOHN. 
I'm sure she would be glad to stay a few days 

longer. 
KITTY. 

[ Afte1· a short pa1tse.] But you asked her. 
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Jonx. 
[illo1·e hastily.] Yes, I did. But you did not-you 

and mothel'. You said nothing, and of course she 
noticed that. 

KITTY. 
0 John ! 1 • 1 No, no, I don't think so 

,JOHN. 

And with two people standing there-perfectly 
dumb-how can one go on insisting ? It takes away 
01:e's vel'y desire . . . .  But I can't bear to be sending 
her away like this, in storm and da!'kness. 

KITTY. 
[Goes 'ltp to him timidly and ajj'ectionately.] No, no, 

John ! Don't look at the thing in such a wrong 
light. And please don't always think so badly of me . 
It's not a question of sending away at all, John. 

Jo HN. 

You and mother have not enough delicacy of fee ling. 
You don't see. It seems to me as if we '"ere simply 
showing her the door-nothing else. " You have 
been here long enough, you may go ! Go wherever 
you like-awa-y out into the wide world ! Get on 
as best you can ! Swim if you are able ! "  That is what 
it looks l ike to me, K itty. \Ve put ourselves to the 
trouble of expressing a little cold pity, that's all ! 

KITTY. 
No, John ! \Ve have at least arranged matters so 

that she shall not suffer from want. 

JOHN. 
How do you know that she will accept it from us ? 
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And even if she does-that's doing damned little for 
her. :Money can't make up to her for want of friend
liness. 

KITTY. 
But, John, she must go some time. 

JOHN. 
So l\I rs. Grundy says, Kitty. She has been here, 

she has become our friend, and now Mrs. Grundy 
says it is time for us to part. It's a way of thinking 
that I don't understand. It's the sort of cursed 
nonsense that's always coming in one's way, destroying 
one's life . 

KITTY, 

Do you want her to stay, then, John ? 

JoHx. 
I want nothing. I only say that it's a-that these 

principles of ours are nothing but the ordinary mean, 
narrow-minded worship of 1\Irs. Grundy. I can tell 
you that if it depended on me alone-if I were not 
tied and bound by all sorts of miserable little con
siderations-! should arrange these things very 
difl'erently. I should set up a different standard of 
inward purity for myself, should have a cleaner 
conscience than I have now. You may be quite sure 
of that ! 

KITTY. 
0 John, John ! I'm beginning to feel as if-as if 

you really didn't need me at all. 

JOHN". 
I don't know what you mean. 
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KITTY. 
As if you we1·c not contented with-with me 

alone. 
JoHx. 

Good God ! Heaven preserve us ! ! ! N a-really
upon my word-this ifl the last �traw ! i.\Iy ncn·es 
are not made of cast-iron. This is rather more than 
I can bear. [Exit into garden. 
Enter �IRS. VocKERAT, C(wrying a cnp of beef-tea, 

which she pttts down on the table. 
nlRs. VocKERAT . 

There, that's for :Miss i\lahr. 
KITTY, 

[ With an outbn1·st ojdespain·uns to )fns. VocKERAT, 
throws he1· arms round he1· neck, and sobs. J .l\1 other, 
mother ! I must go-away from he l'e-out of this 
house-a,vay from you all . It's more than I can bear, 
mother, more than I can bear ! 

:MRs. VocKERAT. 
Good gracious ! 1\Iy child, what's this ? ·what ever 

. . who has been . . . 
KITTY. 

[Indignation takes the place of despair.] No, I'm 
not such a. poor creature as all that. I'll not allow 
myself to be set aside. I'm too good to be simply 
flung away. .i\Iother, I must go this very moment. 
With the steamer-to America-away anywhere, 
only away-to England, where no one knows me, 
where . . .  

M Rs. VocKERAT. 
l\iy good child !-to America ! Goodness gracious ! 
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are you mad ? Are you going to  leave your husband , 
to leave your child? Is little Philip to grow up  with
out a -mother ? Never, neYer ! 

KITTY.  
A pretty mother he has ! A stupid, nan·ow-

iuinded wo man ! \Vhat good can such a mothet· as I 
am be to him ! Ye.->, I know how utterly stupid and 
narrow-minded I am. They have told me it every 
day .  They have succeeded in making me out to be 
such a poor, miserable creature that I actually loathe 
myself. No, no ! away, awa.y ! 

MRs. VocKERAT . 
But, Kitty, you don't remember . . . .  To leave 

husband and child . :For God's sake think what it 
is you are doing ! 

• 
KITTY. 

\Vas he ever mine? First he belonged to h is 
friends, now he belongs to Anna. He has never 
been satisfied with me alone. Oh that I had never 
been born ! I am sick of life , accursed life ! 

MRs. VocKERAT. 
[In he1· tnrn breaks jo1·th excitedly, as if �tnde?' the 

injl1.tence of ct s�tdden enlightenment. Her set eyes 
sparkle, her [Jolmtr changes .] There, now ! There, 
now ! [Points into -cacancy.] There ! \Vhat did I 
tell you? \Vhat did I say? That a house from which 
God is banished is doomed to destl'Uction. There you 
have it ! Don't deceive yourselves. There ! \Vhat 
did I say ? First, deniers of God, then adulterers, 
then . . . K itty ! 
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KITTY. 
[Struggling against faintness.] No, mother ! No, 

no, mother ! I . . . I . . . 

l\1Rs. VocKERAT. 
Kitty !-rouse yourself-come ! I hear some one. 

Come ! [Exit with KITTY into bedroom. 
Enter JOHN front the verandah. 1\l&s. VocKERAT 

opens the bedroom do01._ 

l\Ins. VocKERAT. 
Oh, it's you John ! [Comes out,forcibly repressing 

her excessive emotion ; pretend.� to be looking for 
something.] 

l\[Rs. VocKERAT. 
Well, my boy ! 

JOHN, 
What, mother ? 

l\IRs. VocKERAT. 
Nothing. [JOHN looks at her questioningly. J \Vhat 

is it, John ? 
JOHN. 

It seemed to me as if you . . . I must say that I 
don't l ike being watched . 

1\IRS. VocKERAT, 
John, John ! it's well for you that winter is 

coming. Your state is anything but . . . You never 
used to be so nasty to me. \Vhat you need is rest. 

JOHN. 
Yes, yes, of course ! You all know better than I 

do what is good for me. 
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J\Ins. YocKERAT. 
Aud Kitty too, she is not at all so well yet as she 

ought to be. 
Jonx. 

\Vell ,  Anna has eertainly not added much to her 
work. 

l\lRs . VocKERAT. 
Perhaps not. But you must remember too that I 

am an old woman now-and howe,·er willing I may 
be, the old bones arc apt to strike sometimes . 

JOHN. 
But there's no need for your working ; I have told 

you that a hundred times. Thet·e are plenty of 
set·vants in the house. 

l\IRS. VOCI\ERAT, 
Anyhow, it is time for J\liss .Mahr to be going back 

to her work again. 
Jonx. 

That is her affair. 
1\IRs. VocKERAT. 

No, not altogether. There can be too much of a 
good thing. 'V e ha,·e had enough of this. She has 
been here long enough. 

JoHN. 
\Vhat do you mean, mother, by speaking in this 

extraordinary way ? I can't understand . . .  
MRs. VocKERAT. 

You want to ask l\liss Mahr to stay on, and 
JOHN. 

And I mean to do it, too . I shall most certainly 
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do it- most certainly . . . .  Have you anything 
against it, mother ? 

:MRs. VocKERAT. 
[ Warningly.] :My boy, my boy ! 

J OHY. 
No, mother ! this is really . . .  Any one would 

suppose I had committed a cnme. It's more 
than . . . 

.MRS. VOCKERAT. 
[A.fj'ectionately ?Je1· .. wasive.] Now, my own boy, be 

reasonable J Do l isten to me ! Remember I'm your 
mother. It is fo1· your good I'm speaking. No one 
would do more for you than I would .  I know well 
how honourable you are-but we are weak crea tures, 
John, the best of us . .  and K itty is ma king her
self misemble-and . . . 

Jonx . 
[Laughs.] Don't be offended, mothm·, but I can't 

help laughing. It's the only way to take it. It's 
perfectly rid iculous. 

:MRs. VocKERAT. 
John, J olm ! stronger men than you have fallen 

into the snare. And before one knows it, it is often 
too late. 

Jom1. 
)!other ! unless you people want to drive me ouL 

of my mind, you must not talk l ike that to me. 
Don't for God's sake confuse me, bewilder me, by 
suggesting things to me which . . .  Don't drive me 
into positions which I never thought of ; I implore 
you ! 
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I suppose you know what you are doing, John. I 
only say to you-take care ! 

[Exit l\Ins. VocKERAT into the bed1·oom. 
Re-ente1· )hss l\L-\HR. 

)[Iss )IAIIR. 
[•�'ees Jonx.J You are there, Dr. Vockerat ! [Takes 

her 'W(tterp1·oojfi·om tl�e cluti1· on which her things (We 
lying, and Jn-oceeds to p zd it on.] \Ve must be going. 

Jonx. 
[Hastens to help he1·.] Has it come to this ? 

l\IISS l\IAHH. 
[Fastening her cloak.] \Vhat we were speaking 

about-you:l l  send me it soon ? 

JoH� . 
Yes, I'll not forget. But, l\Iiss Anna, you might 

give me at lea<;t one little comfort. \Vill you not 
allow us the privilege of friends ? 

l\Jiss l\IAHR. 
You hurt me, Dr. Vot.:kerat. 

JoH�. 
Then I'll say uo more about it. But you promise 

me-if you should ever be in difficulty.-!£ others 
may help you, surely we may. [ Goes to tl�e bed1·oom 
door and calls . ]  )J other ! Kitty ! 

Ente1· l\Ins. VocKERAT (tnd KITTY. 
l\iiss :NJAHR. 

[Kisses l\Ins.  VocKERAT's lumd.] A thousand, thou
sand thanks ! [KITTY (tnd AxxA kiss eacl� ot!Mr a.fj'ec-
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tionately.] l\Iy dear, kind Kitty !-and you'll re
member to write ? 

l\lRs. VocKEP.AT . 
I hope everything wili go well with you, l\Iis;; 

Anna. 
KITTY. 

Yes-and that you will be-[ sit e  sobs ]-will b� 
happy. Don't . . . [Can sa!J no ; ;wJ·e . ]  

[Joux take3 AxxA's bet[! . KITTY and 1\IP.s. 
VocKE I�AT accompany them on to the 
'!:eJ'andah ,  n1t eJ'e th e!J meet BP.AUX, who 
takes lem:e of AxxA. Gen�ml fm·ewell .  
1\lns. VocKERAT, KITTY, anll BRAUX 
1·emain on t!t e  1·aandah, KITTY waving 
Iter lwndkeJ•c!tief Presently they ?·e

enteJ', 
1\IRS. V OCKEP.A T. 

[ Comfo?·ting KITTY, who still weeps. ] Child, child � 
comfort yourself ! she'll get o,·er it-she is young. 

KITTY. 
Those sad eyes of hers haunt me. Oh, she has 

suffered much. 
l\IRs. VocKERAT. 

Life is not a bed of roses for any of us, Kitty dear. 
KITTY. 

Oh, the misery of this weary world ! 
[./!.,';�;it into the bedroom. 

[S!wJ·t prmse.] 

l\lns.  VocKERAT. 
She has not taken the beef-tea after all [Lifts the 

cu,p to carry it away, stops infJ·ont of BRAUN.] Mr. 
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J3raun, I can't help telling you that in these last ten 
minutes I have gone through more -yes . . . [She 
takes afew steps tov.:anls tlte dam·, is swldenly orercome 
by u;eakness and ouliye(l to sit down.] It's taking effect 
on me now . I feel it in every limb. There's not a 
bit of st,rength left in me. 

BnAux. 

Has anything happened, :\l t·s. Vockerut ? 
�IRs. VocKERAT. 

I'm not complaining. I'll not say one word if 
nothing worse comes of it than this. It has been a 
warning from our heavenly Ji'athe•·-and I-have 
understood it . . . .  You are one of the godless too ! 
Yes, y�s ! But you may take the wo1·d of an old 
experienced woman for it, :Mr. Braun - we can't do 
without Him.  Soonet• or later we are sure to trip 
and to fall . [ Sho1·t pause.] I'm only-- [She t1·ies to 
't'ise b nt is still too exhausted.] Yes, I begin to feel it 
now. \Yho knows what hat·m it mav have done me? 
[Listens to sounds in entmnce-hall .] \fho can that be? 
Is there not some one on the stair ?  Oh, T was for
getting-we are to wash to-mo t•row. The maids are 
fetching the linen to steep. There will be peace now 
to get something clone. [Shm·t pause.] Just see now
a man with such a character-an honourable, blarnc
les-. man like John-just sec what he is led into by 
tl'Usting in his own strength . You say so grandly : 
Our religion is a religion of deeds. See what it comes 
to. God blows them down, these card houses of ours. 

· 

Ente1· J onx ltW'1'iedly j1·om lHtll, excited, not 
t'ery sw,·e of himself. 

JOHX. 
Good people, she has decided to stay. 
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1\IRs. VocKERAT. 
[-'Yot understanding .] To stay J ohn ! How ? 

Jonx. 
'Yell, to stay a few days longer here, mother, � 

course . 

.i\IRs.  VocKERAT. 
[Stnnned.] :Miss Anna has come . . .  'Yhere 

she ? 
.Jonx. 

She is in he t· room, mother. I really don't und e 
stand . . .  

�IR s .  VocKERAT .  
So you have clone i t  after all ? 

J onx. 
I must beg that you won't make such a d t·eaclf 

fuss ovet· things ; it . . .  

1\l us. YocKEIL\.T. 
[Ri.ses; in a tone ojcom111and.] John ! listen to m 

[With emphasis.] l\Liss Mahr's place is no longer her 
I say to you plainly that she must leave the hou 
again. I insist upon itf. 

Jonx. 

:Mother, in whose house are we ? 

l\lns. VocKERAT. 
Oh, I have not forgotten. l 1 know only too we 

'V e are in the house of a man who . . .  who l 1  
forgotten what duty is . . .  and, as you remind r 
of it . . . certainly, certainly !-I can make way f 
this, this person. 
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.:\[other, you speak of 1\Iiss Amm in a way that I 
cannot allow. 

Mns. YocKERAT. 
And you speak to your mother in a way that is a 

tramgression of the �Commandment. 
JoHX. 

I'll control myself, mothe1·. But I must ask you 
all to have some little consideration for my stat� of 
mind . I can't answer fo1· myself if you don't. . . . 
If you drive me to it, I may do  something which 
could not be undone again. 

:MRs. YocKERAT. 
·A man that lays hands on himself is lost, for time 

and for eternity. 
JoHN. 

· I can't bel p that. All the more reason why 
why you should take care of what you are doing. 

MRs. VocKERAT. 
I wash my hands of it all. I shall go. 

JoHN. 
�!other ! 

:Mns. VocKERAT. 
Either this person leaves the house or I do .  

Joux. 
Mother, you ask an impossibility. It. was with the 

greatest trouble I persuaded her to change her mind. 
Am I to go to her now and . . . I'll rather shoot 
mysPlf. 
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Mns. Voci\:EJL\T. 
[ With sudden detPrmination .] Very well-t hen I'll 

go. I'll  t€11 her my opinion pretty plainly-the. wily 
coquette ! the S h e  has entangled you nicely 
in her net. 

JoiiN. 
[Comes betzceen :M ns.  Voci\:EHAT and the dom·.] You 

shall not, go near her, mother ! l She is under my 
protection, and I will not permit her to be insulted
by any one. 

BHAUX. 
Jack, I sav, Jack ! 

" 

1\l ns:  Voci� ERAT.  
I sec now-my �on-how far things haxe gone. 

[I::xit by vemndah do01·. 

HnA ux. 

J ack, what in the name of goodness has happened 
to you ? 

,JOHN. 
Let me alone-you soul-destroyers ! 

BRAUN. 
Don't be sillY, Jack ! You know me, Braun. I 

have no intention of preaching to you. 
Jo11x. 

Your insinuations are degrading. It is m oral com
pulsion you are exercising. I am under torture. Not 
another word do I say. 

B RAUX . 
:Xo, no, Jack ! This is not the time fot· silence. 
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As things stand now, you are hound to explain your
self. Try to be a little cal mer. 

Jonx. 
'Vhat is it you al l want to know ? Of what a1·e 

we accused '! No, my good ft·iends, under no circum-
8tances shall I try to prove my innocence to you. My 
pride won't allow that, B raun . . .  Abom inable . . .  
the ym·y idea of such a thing ! 

ilHAUX. 
Come now, Jack ! I take a perfectly unbiassed 

view of the situation. 
.J OIIX. 

Ta,ke any view of it you like. Only hold your 
tongue about it, for every word you say is l i ke a lash 
in my face ! 

J3RAUX. 
. You must con!'es-.;, .Jack, that you are playing with 
fire. 

.Jonx. 
I must confess nothing. It is not for you people 

to pass judgment on my relations with )liss Anna . 
BH.\ UX. 

You can't deny, howe ver, that you owe a certain 
duty to your family. 

Jonx. 
And you can't deny that I owe a certain duty to 

myself. Yes, Braun, you fellows boasted and b t·agged 
-but now, when I take the first free step, you are 
frightened, you begin to talk of duties, you . . .  

BnAUX. 
That was not what I meant at all . I know nothing 
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about duty ! I only want you to see things as they 
are-to understand that it is a question of deciding 
between Anna and your family. 

Jonx. 
I really think you ha,·e gone off your head . Are 

you all determined to talk me into belie,·ing in a 
conflict of intet·ests which does not exist ? -what you 
say is not true. There is no decision required . 
The bond between Anna and me is not the same as the 
bond between Kitty and me--there need be no clashing. 
It is friendship: damn it all ! It is the result of a 
similarity of mind,�combined with similar intellectual 
development, which enables us to understand each 
other, even when no one else understands us. She 
understands in me what you and my other hiends 
cannot. Since she has been here I have been like a 
new man. Courage and self-esteem have come back 
to me. I feel creative power. And I feel that all 
this is her work-that she is necessary to my develop
ment. As friend, you understand. Is friendship 
between a man and a woman impossible ? 

BnAuX. 

You must not be offended with me for saying it, 
Jack, but you have never bemt able to look things 
straight in the face. 

JoHX. 
It is you people who do not know what you are 

doing, I tell you. You judge by a miserable low 
standard, which I trample under foot. If you care 
for me at all , do not interfet·e with me. You don't 
know what is going on in me. That there may be 
danget· now, after your attacks, is not at all impos-
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sible. But I have made u p  my mind to in�urc fot· 
myself, without transgt·essing bounds, what is to me 
a necessary of life. .l\Iy mind is made up, you under
stand ? 

BRAUN. 
Thi� is your old mistake again, Jack .  You a t·e 

trying to reconcile things that at·e i rreconcilable. As 
far as I can see, there is only one thing for you to do 
-go to het·, tell het• plainly how things stand, and ask 
her to leaYe. 

JoHN. 
Hcwe you quite finished ? Done at last ? \V ell then, 

so that on this point at any rate there may be no mis
understanding, no further waste of words, I tell you 
-[eyes flash ; emphasis laid on eve;·y worcl]-that I 
don't intmcl to do wltat you ctnd mother want I I I am 
not the nutn I was a shol't ti me ago, Braun. I am 
ruled by a different spirit ; you and your opinion hav� 
lost all powe t• over me. I have found myself, and 
i ntend to be myself-myself in spite of you all. 

[ E��it qnickly i·nlo the stndy. BRAUN shrngs 
his l'lhonlrlers. 

KX D OF T H E  THI IW ACT 



THE FOU RTH ACT 

'l'i11 1e,bettce�n -! and 5 P. :\1 .  �Ins.VocKERAT and K ITTY 
m·e sitting at th e table, K I TTY sewiuy a baby's ;';/ti�·t, 
::\IRS. VocKERAT knittin[J. K ITTY looks te1Tibly 
ill aud emac-iated. in the com·se of ltjen· seconds, 
ente1· J O IIK f,·om the .<�tudy, d1·au;ing on a swilme1· 
ove1·coat, his lwt only half on !tis head. 

J OIIN. 
Has Anna. gone ? 

::\Ins. Voci\: ERAT. 
[ Git·es c' sn�li:] Y Cf', this minute. 

J oux. 
[ Goes 11p to K ITTY anrl kis<:�es he�· on the fo�·elt ead.] 

Are you sure you are taking your tonic regularly ? 

J\Ins. Voci{EJU.T. 
)[uch good that stupid medicine will do her ! I 

know what would be more to the :rurpose. 

Joux. 
Now mother, mother ! 

�lRS. VOCKERAT. 
I'll  say no more. 



LO.YEL l' U l 'ES 1 25 
KITTY. 

Ye,;, yes ! I'm taking it. But I am really quite 
well .  

Jonx. 
You certainly do look better to-day. 

KITTL 
And I fflel better too. 

Jonx. 
See you take good care of youself, then. Good

bye ! \V e'll be back soon. 
KITTL 

Are you going far ? 
Jon� . 

Only into the wood a little. Good-bye ! 
[Exit by verandah . 

[8lw1·t pause. Rush ctnd whistle of a railway, 
train a1·e heard, then the distant sound of 
the station bell. 

�Ins. V ocKERAT. 
Listen ! the t·e's the station bell. 

KITTY. 

Yes, the wind must be from that direction to- day, 
mother. [ D1·ops l�er work and begins to dream .. 

l\Ins. VocKERAT. 
[Glancing at he1·.] \Vhat are you thinking about, 

Kitty dear. 
KITTY. 

[Takes u.p lw· wo1·k again.] Oh !-about a great 
many things. 
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:Mns. Voci\:ER.\T. 

\Yhat, for instance ? 

K ITTY.  

\Yell ,  I was wondering if there are people in the 
world w·ho haYe noth ing to repent of. 

Mns. Voci\:EIU.T. 

None, K itty, you may be quite sure. 

KITTY. 

[ Ilolds out he1· hand to lte1· 11Wihe1·-in-lcm·. ] S hould 
I do chain-stitch here, mothe r ?  [Shakes ont ilt e  little 
slt i?·t .] It's long enough, I think . 

)lns.  VocKERAT. 

Rather make it  to o long than too sho rt. Children 
grow so fast. [Both 1to1'k bnsily. 

[ Sho1·t pause.] 

KITTY. 

[Continues to sew.] J olm has sometimes had a great 
deal to suffer-from my fancies. I haYe often felt 
sorry for him. But one cannot help one's nature
that's the miserable thing. [ Gives a sho1·t bitte;· lauyh.] 
I was too sm·e. I didn't know myself well enough. 
[Sighs.] Sewing at this little shirt reminds me of an 
old woman-a servant she was-in the institution at 
Gnadcnfrei, who had sewn h e r  own shroud, and had 
had it lying for years in het· drawer. She showed 
it to me once. It made me quite melancholy. 

�IRs. VocKERAT. 

The silly old woman ! 
[Short pa llse . ]  
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KITTY. 
[ Sewiny. ] "'hat a nice little boy that Harry Peters 

is ! I brought him in yesterday and showed him 
some pictures. '\Vhen we were looking at them 
he said : " The  butterfly is the husband and the 
dragon-fly is the wife ; that's tho way, isn't i t, Auntie 
Kitty ? "  

[�IRs. VocKEHAT lauyhs yood-hnmo�wedly. 

KITTY. 
Funny l ittle fellow! And then he tapped me gently 

on the eyelids and asked, " Do the eyes sleep in 
there ? "  

J\IRs. VocKERAT. 
Children ha Ye sometimes pretty fancies. 

KITTY. 
[ Wit!� a touch of melancholy amnsement.] He sti l l  

always says hankicher, instead of handkerchief, ancl 
then I tease him. 

l\IRs. VocKERAT. 
Hankicher ! [ Lauyhs. 

KITTY. 
[Lets th e tum·k drop into her lap. ]  What sorrows 

children have too ! I remember how for years when 
I was a child , I used to pray earnestly whenever I 
saw a potato field, " 0  God, please let m e  find a big 
death's-head moth ; only one ! "  But I never found it. 
[She rises,jatiyned. Siyhs.] When one grows up one 
has other disappointments. 

l\IRs. VocKERAT. 
'\Vhere are you off to ? Sit still a little longer. 
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KITTL 
I mus t see if baby is awake. 

l\lns. V UCKEI:.-\.T. 
N uw don't fidget, Kitty ! You kuuw he'll be 

attended to. 

K IT H . 
[Stmuliny still, ltu hwul to fpn· fo�·ehwd.] Let me 

alone, mammy. I must think. 

l\I ns. VocKER.-\.T, 
[ Expostulatesyently.] That'::; exactly what you lllu::�t 

not ! Come-tell me :;omething more . [Draws her 
down on her chair, KITTY ojj'e1·ingno 1'esistance.] The re 
-sit down again. \Vhen John was a little boy he 
used to say very funny things too. 

KITT Y. 
Sits as if in a drea1n, he1· ,wide-open eyes fixed on 

the portrait ctbove the p iano . J Dear papa in his gown ! 
He never dreamed what his daughter . . . 

-. [ He1'1voice is choked by tears. 

�Ins. VocKERAT. 
[ . .Yotices. ] Kitty, Kitty clea t· ! 

K I1'1T. 
[Speaking with;d�fficulty. ] !Please, 1please don't s peak 

to me. 
[Both work silently for a short time. 

KITTY, 
[·�·ewing.] \Vere you very happy when John was 

boru ? 
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MRs. VocK�RAT. 
I should rather think I was ! 'Vere you not happy 

about Philip ? 
KITTY. 

I really don't know. [Rises again. ] I really must 
go and lie down for a little. 

l\fRs. VocKERAT. 
[Also rises, strokes KITTY's hand. ] Yes, do, dear, 

if you don't feel well. 

KITTY. 
Take hold of my hand, mother. 

l\1Rs. VocKERAT. 
[Does so. ] 'Vhy, it's as cold as ice, child ! 

KITTY. 
Take the needle. [ Holds it out to her. 

lVIRs. VocKERAT, 
[Hesitates.] ·what am I to do with it ? 

KITTY. 
Look ! 

[Drives it quickly several times into the palm 
of her hand. 

MRs. VocKERAT. 
[Seizes her hand.] Good gra cious, child ! what are 

you doing ? 
KITTY. 

[Smiles.] It doesn't hurt in the least. Not an 
atom. I feel nothing at all .  
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:i\tRs.  VomnmAT, 
Silly fancies ! Corne, come ! You had better lie 

down-much better. 
[Leads KITTY into the bed1·oom, suppo1·ting Iter 

a ltttle. 
[ Afte1· a sh m·t panse, euler BRAUX. lie takes 

o.ff' h is hat and overcoat, artd hang8 them 
on the 'rack. 

:i\l ns. VocKERAT. 

[Looks out at the bedroom door. J Oh, it's you, -:\I r. 
Br<LUB. 

B RAUN. 
Good morning, :i\Irs. V oekemt. 

MRs. VocKERAT. 

I'm coming this moment. [ Disnppea1·s j enters 
presently, hmTies up to B RAUN, and puts a teleg'ram 
into his hand.] Advise me, Mr. Braun ! [Anxiously 
watches the exp1·ession of his face as he reads.] 

BRAUN. 

[lias finished Teading.] Have you told Mr. Voc
kerat how things are ? 

l\lRs. VocKERAT. 

Indeed I have not ! I couldn't bring myself to do 
it. I only wrote that I would like him to come, 
because . . . because I couldn't say how long I 
might have to stay, and because Kitty is not getting 
on as well as she ought to-nothing more, not even 
that Miss Anna is here yet. 

BRAUN. 

[ Ajter a little 1'ejlection, shrngs his shouldm·s.] 'Veil, 
there is really nothing to be said. 
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MRs . VocKERAT 
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[ J/ ore ttnxiously .] Do you think I \vas wrong ?
that it would have been better not to \Vrite ? But 
Kitty is fading away before my very eyes ! If she 
once takes to bed, then . . .  I don't know \vhat will be 
the end of it. As it is, she has constantly to l ie down. 
She is lying down at this moment. I can't stn.nd it 
any longer, l\Ir. Braun. The responsibility is too 
much for me to bear alone. [.She wipes he1· eyes. 

BRAU� . 
[Looks at telegram.] It is the six o'clock tmin that 

�Ir .  Vockerat is· co 1ning by ? What o'cl ock is it 
now ? 

:1\IRs. Voci\:ERAT. 

Not half-past four yet. 

BRAU:X . 

[AJte?' a moment of 1'eflection.] Has the t·e been no
change in the course of the week ? 

:MRs. VocKERAT.  
[ Sltakes he1' hewl hopelessly.] None. 

BRAU�. 
Hn.s she given no hint of any intention to go ? 

�IRs. VocKERAT. 
Not tho slightest. And as to John, he is perfectly 

bewitched. He was always n. little touchy and irrit
a,ble, but in the end he generally did whn.t one 
wanted. Now he hears n.nd sees no one but this 
woman-mother and wife do not exist for him, i\Ir, 
Braun. \Yhn.t in Heaven's name is to be done ? I 



1 32 LO.\'ELl" LI VES 

lie awake al l night. I ha,·e thought it over in eYery 
possible way. 'Vhat is to be done ? 

[ Pa?tse .] 

BRAUX. 

I really don't know if it is a good thing that l\Ir. 
Vockerat is coming. It will only setTe to itTitate 
John more, much more . . . And then . . . then 
he will feel obliged . . .  I have sometimes the feeling 
that-that he would grarlually work his way out 
of this if he were left alone. 

l\lRs. VocKE RAT . 

Just what I thought myself, l\Ir. Braun. That 
was why I allowed myself to be over-persuaded when 
he brought her back again. That was why I stayed 
on. But no-things are getting worse and worse. 
One dare not so much as open one's mouth about it 
now. I must not even mention the subject to Kitty. 
"\Vhat am I to do ? 

BRAUX. 

Has l\Irs. John never spoke to her husband on 
the subject ? 

l\Ins. VocKERAT. 

Yes, once-they lay awake for half the night. 
God knows what passed between them. But Kitty 
is far too patieut. She takes John's part whenever 
I say anything. She does not even see through this 
. . .  this . . .  lady we are talking about. She posi
tively takes her part too. 

[Short pause.] 
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BRAU�. 
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I bM·e been wondering-if my speaking to l\Iiss 
Anna could possibly do any good . 

�IRs. VocKERAT. 

[Quickly.] I do believe it might. 
BRA US. 

I once thought of writing to her . . . But seri
ously, �Irs . Vockerat, it seems to me that �Ir. 
Vockerat's interfering in the matter, in his way, may 
make things very much worse. 

:M Rs. VocKERAT. 

Oh dear ! Oh dear ! But where else was I to 
turn in my distress ? O h ,  nlr. Braun . . .  if you 
would only speak to her ! [ANN A's and J OH�'s voices 
m·e heard. J No ! I can't possibly meet her just now. 

[Exit by doo1· into ent?'ance-lwll. 
[BRAU� hesitates. As no one immediately_ 

appears, ex1:t also by dom· into ent?·ance
hall. 

Enter �!Iss l\L.\.HR /?'om il�e ve1·andah. 

�hss l\lAnR. 

[Takes ·o.fJ'her hat. Speaks througl� the open door to 
J OH�, wlw has not come in from the verandalt . ]  Any
thing interesting going on, Doctor ? 

JoH� . 
Something must have happened . There is a police

rna� in a boat. [Enter.] Perhaps some one drowned 
agam. 

)hss )L-\HR. 

'Yhy at once suppose the worst ? 
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J onx. 

Such things happen here often enough . It i s  n 
dangerous little l�ke . W hat luwe you got there, 
nl iss Anna ? 

l\I ISS MAHR. 
Everlasting.;;, Doctor Vockerat. I mean to take 

them with me as a remembrance. 
Jonx. 

Yes, when you go-which wil l not be for a long 
time yet. 

:i\l rss M AIIH. 
I'm not so sure about th.at. 

[Slwrt pause, dw·ing wltich tltey walk np and 
down slowly, at d�/}e1·ent ends of the 1'oom. 

l\Irss :i\lAHR. 
It turns dark very early now. 

Jonx. 
- And cold, as soon as the sun goes down. Shall I 

light the lamp ? 

As you like. 
little ? 

:Mrss :M.um. 
Suppose we enjoy the twilight a 

[Seats herself. 
Jonx. 

- [Also takes ct chai1·, at some distance j1·om AxxA. 
Pa1tse.] The twilight is the time for old memories, is 
it not? 

:M rss MAHR. 
And for fairy-tales. 

JOHX. 
Yes, for them too. And what beautiful ones there 

are ! 
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MISS niAHn. 
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Yes. And you know how almost all the most 
bmtutiful end ?-I put on the gla<:s slipper-and then 
I tripped on a stone-there was a loud crack-and it 
broke into bits . 

Joux. 

[Afte?' a short silence.] Do you not call that sup
posing the worst too ? 

MISS MAIIR. 
I don't think so. [Rises, yoPs slowly to the piano, 

sits down at it and rnbs her hands.] 
Jonx. 

[Also rises, takes a few slow steps, and stands still 
behind .A.xxA.]  Only a bar O L' two . Give me tlutt 
p�easure . I'll be quite satisfied with any simple little 
au·. 

l\IISS MAHR. 
I can't play . 

JoHN. 

[In ct tone of yentle reproach.] Now, Miss Anna, 
why say that ? It's that you won't. 

�!ISS l\fAHH. 
For six yean; I had not touched a piano, until this 

spring ; then I made a beginning again ; but I only 
strum a little for my own pleasure-sad, hopeless 
little songs, that I used to heat· my mother sing. 

Jonx. -

·will you not sing me one of these sad, hopeless 
little songs ? 

MISS l\IAIIR. 
There, you are making fun of me already. 
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Jonx. 
I see you are determined not to oblige me, :Miss 

Anna. 
[ Slto1·t pause.] 

.:\J ISS ::MAHR. 

Yes, Dr. Vockerat, I am a horrid creature-full of 
whims and fancies. 

,JOHX. 
I didn't say that, :Miss Anna. 

[Shm·t panse.] 

[Opens the piano, lays lte1· hands upon the keys. 
JJ editati1:ely. ] If I only knew something lively. 

[JOHN has seated himself in aja?·-o.fj'co?·ner, 
with his legs c1·ossed ; he rests his elbow on 
his knee and holds his hand to his ecw.] 

:MISS .i\lAIIR, 

[Lays her hands on he1· lap, speaks slcu;ly and with 
pauses.] It is a great age that we live in. That which 
has so weighed upon people's minds and darkened 
their lives seems to me to be gradually disappearing. 
Do you not think so, Dr. Vockerat ? 

Jonx. 
[Clea1·s his th1·oat.] How do you mean ? 

MISS l\fAHR, 

On the one hand we were oppressed by a sense of 
uncertainty, of apprehension, on the other by gloomy 
fanaticism. These exaggerated feelings are calming 
down, yielding to the influence of something like a 
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current of fresh air, that is blowing in upon us from 
-let us say from the twentieth century. Do you not 
feel this too, Dr. V ockemt ? People like Braun, for 
instance, remind one of nothing so much as owls in 
the daylight. 

JoHX. 
I don't know, Miss Anna ! 'Vhat you :-;ay about 

Bmun is true enough . But I don't find it possible to 
arrive at any real j oy in life yet. I don't know . . .  

nhss nL-\.HH. 
It has no connection with our individual fates-

our little fates, Dr. Vockerat ! 
[Pause.] 

1.1 ISS nlAHR strikes a note and holds it 
down. 

JoH�. 
[Afte'i' the sound has died au:ay.] 'Veil ! 

:MISS )lAHR. 
Dr. Vocke rat ! 

JoHx. 
Please d o  play something ! 

MISS nlAHR. 
I have something to say to you-but you are not 

to get angry ; you are to be quite quiet and good. 
JoH�. 

'Vhat is it ? 
:MISS :MAHR. 

I think my time has come. I want to go. 
[J OHX sighs deeply, 1·ises and 'lcalks abo1tt 

slowly. 
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1\J ISS nl AHR. 

Dr. Vockerat ! we also are fall ing into the erro t· 
of weak natures. \Ve must look at things more 
impersonally. \Ve must learn to take ourselYes less 
seriously. 

[Short panse.] 

Jonx. 
l\Iust you really go ? 

i\IISS .1\lAHR. 

[Gently, bnt .firmly.] Yas, D r. Vockerat. 

J OIIX. 

I shall be ten times more l onC'ly now thn n I was 
before. 

l Pause. l 

JOHX . 

But we'll not talk about that at present. 
l\I ISS .1\JAIIR. 

No. Only I must tell you that I hase written to 
Zurich that they may expect me on Saturday or 
Sunday. 

You haYe actually 
hurry ?  

JOHX . 

. but, niiss Anna, why this 

l\hss MAIIR. 

There are many reasons . 

[ Panse. ]  

J onx. 
[ Wctlking ctbout faster and more excitedly.] And i:s 

one really to sact·ifice e,·erything that one has gained 
to this cursed conventionality? Are people incapable 
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of understanding that there can be no aime in a 
�:;ituation which only tends to make both parties better 
and nobler ? Do parents lo::;e by their son becoming 
a better, wiser man ? Does a wife lose by the spiritual 
growth of her husband ? 

l\!Iss MAIIR.  

[In a tone of gentle ?'eproof] Dr. Vockerat ! Dr. 
Vockemt � think of the bad effect too. 

JOHX. 
[Jfol'e gently.] But am I not right, l\Iiss Anna?  

l\I ISS )fAHR. 

You are both right and wrong . . . .  Yom· parents 
see things in a different l ight from you. Kitty's view, 
again, differs from theirs. It seems to me that in this 
we cannot j udge for them . 

J O llX.  

That is what is so d readful-dre;adful for us. 
MISS .MAHR. 

For them . . .  for the others no l ess so. 
[Pause.] 

JOHX. 

Yes, but you h:we always said yourself that one 
should not al low one's self to be ruled by the opinion 
of others-that one ought to  be independent ? 

i\hss MAHR. 

Unless one is dependent. 

JOHX. 

Granted . I am dependent-unfortunately ! But 
you ? . . .  \Vhy do you take the others' part ? 
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MISS MAHR . 

B�:cause I have learned to love them too. 
[Pause.] 

J\IISS �fAIIR.  

You naYe often said to me that you foresee a new, 
a nobler state of fellowship between man and woman. 

JoHX . 
[ Warmly, passionately.] Yes, I feel that it will 

come some time--a relationship in which the human 
will preponderate over the animal tie. Animal will 
no longer be united to animal, but one hnman being 
to another. Friendship is the foundation on which 
this love will arise, beautiful, unchangeable, a miracu
lom; structure. And I foresee more than this- some
thing nobler, richer, freer still. [Stops . .1'w·ns to Ax�u.] 
If it were not so dark I believe I should see you 
smiling. Am I right? 

lVhss �lAHR. 

No, Dr. V ockerat-I was not smiling this time 
though it is true that such words-which are apt to 
carry away the speaker himself-do generally awake 
a spirit of ridicule in me. Let us suppose, however, 
that there may really have been something new, 
something nobler, in oue relation to each other. 

JoH�. 
[Saddened.] Can you doubt it ? Shall l tell you 

how you may know it ? Do you, for instance, feel 
anything for Kitty but the warmest affection ? Is 
my love for her less strong than it was ? On the 
contrary, it has grown deeper and fuller .  
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l\I!ss l\JAHR. 

But 'vill you get any one, except me, to believe 
this ? 'Vill this p1·event Kitty's grieving herself to 
death ? . . .  Don't let us speak of ourselves at all . 
Let us suppose, quite generally, the feeling of a new, 
more perfect relationship between two people to exist, 
as it were prophetically. It is only a feeling, a young 
and all too tender plant which must be carefully 
watched and guarded. Don't you think so, Dr. 
Vockerat ? That this plant should come to perfection 
during our lifetime is not to be expected. 'V e shall 
not see or taste of it's fmits. But we may help to 
propagate it for future generations. I could imagine 
a person accepting this as a life-task . 

JOHN. 

And hence you conclude that we must part. 

l\IISS l\IAHR. 

I did not mean to speak of ourselves. But it is ag 
you say . . . we must part. Another idea . . . had 
sometimes suggested itself to me too . . . momentarily. 
But I could not entertain it now. I too have felt as 
it were the presentiment of better things. And since 
then the old aim seems to me too poor a one for us
too common, to tell the truth. It is like coming down 
from the mountain-top with its wide, free view, and 
feeling the narrowness, the nearness of everything in 
the valley. [ P(tnse. 

JOHX. 

But suppose it ruined no other life ? 

l\IISS l\lAHR. 

That is an impossibility. 
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JOH.N. 
·what if Kitty really possessed the power ?-really 

suc�eeded in rising to the level of this idea ? 

:MISS )lAnn. 

Even if Kitty were able - to live-sharing with 
me . . . I-I could not trust myself. There is 
something in me-in us-that opposes i tself to these 
purer rel ations which we see dawning, Dr. Vocke1·at, 

something that in the long run would assert its power. 
Shall we have the lamp now ? 

Bnte1· ::\Ins. VocKEnAT from the hall, 'With a light. 

::\I ns. VocKERAT. 
[ CctEing back into entmnce-lwll.] It's stil l dad.;: here. 

Stay where you are for a moment, .1\Ir. Brauu , until I 
light the la�np. I'll armnge things so that 

JoHx coughs.] 

l\Ins. VocK ER AT .  

[Stco-tinu.l \Vho  i s  there ? 

JoHx. 
\Ye are here, mother. 

)Ins. VocKERAT. 

You, John ? 
Jonx. 

i\1 iss Anna and I, mother. \Vho is in the hall ? 

i\Irs. VocKEnAT. 

[Rather angrily.]  I must say, John, you might 
have lit the lam p. Sitting in the d ark l ike this
really . . . [ Liyhts the lamp . l\I1ss 1\Lum and J OH.N 
sit still .] J olm ! 
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Jonx. 

)Ins . .  VOCKERAT. 
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Can you come with me for a minute ? I want to 
speak to you. 

Jonx. 
Can't you do it here, ·mot.her ?  

�IRs. VocKERAT. 
If you have no time to spare for me, then say so 

plainly. 
JOHN. 

Oh mother ! of course I'll come. Excuse me, Miss 
J\[ahr. [Exit with nlns. VOCKERAT into the study. 

:MISS 3IAIIR. 
[Bfgins softly striking simple clw1·ds, then sings to 

them, in c� low voice .] " The tortures of prison sapped 
thy young strength ; to fate thy proud head bowing, 
with honour thou laid'st down thy life in thy loved
people's cause." * 

[She stops. BRAUX hc�s entered.] 
l\I ISS �lAHR, 

[T'nms round on the piano-stool.] Good evening, 
M 1'. Braun. 

BRAUX. 
I dirl not mean to disturb you. Good evening, 

J\Iiss l\Iah r. 
l\fiSS �lAIIR· 

\Ve have seen little of you lately, Mr. Braun. 
BRA US. 

Oh ! does it seem so ? 
* W ords:of a Russian Volkslied. 
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l\IISS 1\lAHR. 

I have heard the remark made several times. 
BRA L'N. 

By whom ? Not by .John, I am sure . 
MISS J\fAHP.. 

No, it was by .l\lrs. John. 
BRAUN. 

I knew it !-To tell the truth, I . . . But no, all 
that is of comparatively little importance now. 

[]�a use .] 

l\hss JlAIIR . 

I think we are both in the humour to-day when it 
would do  us good to hear something amusing. One 
must sometimes force one's self to laugh . Don't you 
know any entertaining stories, l\Ir. Braun ? 

BHAUN . 

No, upon my word I don't. 
}\[Iss .i\IA IIR.  

I don't believe you know what laughing means. 
[Pause.] 

BRAUN. 

I really came, l\{iss lVIahr, to talk to you-about 
something serious. 

MISS l\IAIIR.  
Y ou ?-to rue ? 

BRAUN . 
Yes, Miss Anna. 

MISS MAIIR.  

[ Rises. l Go on, then, lVIr. Braun. I am  listening. 
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[ Goes to the table, unfastens th e bunch of everlasting.<:, 
ctnd occupies herself mTa11ging and 1·e-a1Tanging 
them.l 

BRAUX . 
I was in the throes of a hard inward struggle-at 

the time I made  your  acquaintance-in Paris. It 
was an unnecessary one, for, after all, the question : 
Is one to paint with or  without a serious motiYe ? is 
most unimportant .  Art is a luxury, and to be a 
luxury producer nowadays is a disgrace in any cir
cumstances. At that time >our influence ''as what 
helped me to my feet again: And, which is what I 
chietiy wanted to say, I learned at that time to 
respect and appreciate you. 

:MISS )lAHR, 
[Busy with the jlowe1·s, jlippantly.] You don't 

express yourself with much delicacy, Mr. Braun
howeYer, proceed. 

BRAUN. 
If such words as these offend you, l\Iiss ::Mahr

then I regret . . .  then I am quite perplexed . 
l\IISS �lAHR. 

I am sorry for that, �Ir. Braun . 
BRAUN. 

It is painful and disagreeable to me. One ought 
simply to let things take their course-if it were not 
for their serious consequences . But one can't . . . 

M ISS �lAHR, 
[ lfumming the tvne of " Spin, my daughter, spin 

mcay .' "] Pretty l ittle everlastings.-I'm listening, 
Mr. Bmun. 

K 
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BRAUN. 
'Vhen I see you like this, l\Iiss l\Iahr, I can't help 

feeling that-that . . . You don't seem to be the 
least aware . . . vou seem to have no idea whateYer 
of the terrible serious state of matters. 

[ .J\hss l\IAHR hum.'! the tune of " Ilaiden
roslein." 

BRAUN. 
Yet every one has a conscience. There is nothing 

else for it, l\Iiss l\hhr-I must appeal to your con-
science. 

l\lJSS �j AHH. 
[After a sho1·t pause, coolly and flippantly.] Do you 

know what Pope Leo the Tenth said about the con
science ? 

BRAUN. 
No, I do not, and at the present moment it is 

really a matter of indifference to me, l\Iiss l\Iahr. 
l\J ISS J\J AHR . 

He said it was a noxious animal which compelled 
men to take up arms against themselves.-But I beg 
your pardon ! I'm all attention. 

BRAUN. 
I don't know, but the thing seems to me so self

evident. You can't but see-that the very existence 
of a whole family is at stake. It seems to me as if 
one glan<'e at young l\lrs. Vockerat, one si ngle 
glance, removed any possibility of doubt. I should 
have thought . . .  

l\flss :afAHR. 
[Serious at last. J Oh ! That is what we are coming 

to ! Wel1, go on, go on. 
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BRAUN. 
Yes, and-and your-your relations with John. 

MISS :MAHR. 
[ With a depre�ating gesture.] �Ir. Braun !-It 

seemed to me that I owed it to the friend of my 
friend to listen to what he had to say-so far. Any
thing beyond this is spoken to deaf ears. 

- [Short embarrassed pa'ztse, after which BRAUN 
takes his hat and ove1·coat, and leaves the 
room with the air of a man who ha� 
done what he can. 

' . 

[l\I1ss �IAHR throws awcty he1· bouquet as 
soon as BRAUN Ita� gone out, and walks 
up ctncl down excitedly fo?' a few seconds. 
She then bec01nes calme1· and takes a drink 
of water. 

Enter MRs. VocKERAT f1·o1n the hall . 

lVIRs. VocKERAT. 

[Looks round anxiously, hastens tou:ards ANNA as 
soon as she has made sure that there is no one else in 
the 1·oom.] I am in such terrible atu:iety-about my 
John. You know what a violent temper he has. 
There is something weighing on my mind. I can 
keep it back no lo'nger, �liss �Iahr. Oh, Miss Anna ! 
0 h, }!iss Anna ! 

[Looks at ANNA with a touching glance of entreaty. 

lVliss lVlAHR. 
I know what you want. 

lVIRs. VocKERAT . 

Has Mr. Braun spoken to you? 



LONEL Y LI VES 

[Miss l\IAHR tries to say Yes, but her voice 
fails her. She bursts into a fit of weeping 
and sobbing. 

Mns. VocKERAT. 

[Trying to quiet her.] Miss Anna ! Dear Miss 
Anna ! Don't let us lose our heads. Oh, what shall 
we do if John comes ? ·what ever am I to do ? Oh, 
Miss Anna, :Miss Anna. ! 

MISS JVJ AHR. 

It was only • . • I'm quite myself again. And 
you shall have no mere cause for anxiety, Mrs. 
Vockerat. 

Mns. VocKERAT. 

I'm sorry for you too. I should be a cruel woman 
if I were not. You have had a hard life, and I feel 
truly for you. But yet ,John comes first with me-l 
can't help that. And you are very young yet, Miss 
Anna, very young. At your age people get over 
things more easily. 

l\IISS J\IAHR. 

It is inexpressib1y painful to me that it should 
have come to this. 

::\Ins. VocKERAT. 

I never did such a thing before. I can't remember 
ever having been inhospitable. But I can't help 
myself. There is no other way out of it for us all .
I am not judging you, :Miss Anna ; I am speaking to 
you as one woman to another ; I am speaking to 
you as a mother. [Her voice is choked by tears.] As 
my John's mother, I implore you to give him back 
to me ! Give an unhappy mother back her child ! 
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l She has snnk down on ct chctir, cmd her tea?·s fall on 
ANNA's hand.] 

MISS l\lAHR. 

Dear, dear Mrs. V ockera t ! This • • � this is 
terrible !--But-can I give back ? Is it true 
that I have taken anything ? 

l\J RS, V OCKERAT. 

'V e won't enter into that. I don't want to exa
mine into things, .i\Iiss Anna. I don't want to find 
out. which tempted the other. I only know this, that 
never all his l ife has my son shown bad inclination�. 
I wa.:; so sure of him that-to this day I don't under
stand . . .  [She weeps.] It was presumption on my 
part, :Miss Anna. 

MISS MAHR. 

You may say what you please, l\Irs. Vockerat, for 
I can't defend myself. . . 

MRS. V OCKERAT. 

I don't want to hurt you. I wouldn't for the 
world anger you. For I am in your power. All I 
can do in my anguish of heart is to beg you, to 
implore you to let John go-before it is too late
before Kitty's heart is broken. Have pity ! 

MISS MAHR. 

Mrs. V ockerat ! You make me feel myself too 
utterly vile. . . .  I feel as if I were being beaten j 
and . . .  But no-I'll say nothing except that I was 
already prepared to go. And if that is all . 

MRs. VocKERAT. 

I don't know what you'll think, Mi!'>s Anna. I can 
hardly bring myself to say it. But because of certain 
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circumstances . it would need to be at once 
within an hour you must if possible . . . 

[Miss MAHR collects the outdoor things which 
. • �he had taken ojf. 

MRs. VocKERAT , 
Necessity compels me, Miss Anna. 

[Short pause.] 
MISS MAHR. 

[Her things ove?· her arm, walks slowly in tiLe direc
tion of the doo1· into entrance-hall ; she stops in front 
of MRs. VocKERAT.] Could you suppose that I would 
still delay? 

1\IRS. VOCKERAT. 
Jj-od be with you,

. 
Miss Anna ! 

MISS l\lAHR. 
Good-bye, .Mrs. Vockerat ! 

l\1Rs. VocKERAT. 
Shall you tell John what has passed between us ? 

MISS l\'lAHR. 
You need have no anxiety about that, Mrs. 

Vockera.t. 
1\lRs. VocKERAT. 

VGod bless you, l\iiss Anna. 
[Exit MisS MAHR by door into entrance-lLal�. 

MRs. V OCKERAT draws a long breath of 
relief, and hurries o.fl into the bedroom. 

A lantern appears on the verandah. Enter 
OLD VociiERAT in travelling cloak and 
cap, followed by a station porter loaded 
witlL packages. 
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V OCKERAT. 

lSI  

LBewuing w ith satisfaction.] \Vhat ! N o  o ne h ere ? 
Lay t h e  things on the table. \Vait a minute ! [Looks 
in his pw·se.] Here's something for your trouble. 

PoRTER. 
Thnnk you, sir. 

VoCKERAT. 
S top, my good friend . [Looks in the pockets of his 

cloak.] I thought-! was sure I had a few left
" Pnlrn Leaves " . . . Here they are ! [/lands him 
one m· two little pape1· books.] He was a, true Ch ristian 
who wrote these. Actual experiences. May they be 
ble�sed to you ! [He shakes hands with the bewildered 
PoRTER, who, not knowing what to scty, retires silently. 

[VocKERAT hangs up his clo(tk ctnd cap, looks 
abont, 1·nbs his hands chee?fully, and 
then goe:; (tnd li:;tens at the bed1·omn door. 
}fearing some one approach it, he runs 
and hides behiurl the ;,;tove . 

K ITTY. 
[ Ent•51 'ing from bedroom ,  sees the parcels, cloak,and 

cap.] \Yhat ! Surely these nre-surely these a t·e
these are papa's things. 

VocKERAT. 
[ltuslu�:; out from behind the stove, laJJ4Jhiny an(l 

cryiny_at the same t·ime- quite u,ncontrollably. He 
emb1·aces KITTY, and kisses h e1· 1·epeatedly.] l\Iy 
daughter ! :My little Kitty ! [Hiss. ]  How are you 
all ? What's going on ? Are you all well and in 
good spirits ? [Kiss.] You've not the least idea . . . 
[Lets KITTY go J not the '"c ry l east idea how I have 
looked forward to this clay. [Lanyhing all the tin1-e.] 
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And what's our p rince about ?-ha, ha, ha ! How is 
his highness, ha, ha ! Our l ittle Prince Sniffkins, ha, 
ha, ha, ha ! Thank God that I'm here again at last ! 
[Rather exhausted.] Do you know -[taking o,§' his 
spectacles and ntbbing the glasses ] -it's all very well to 
live alone for a. �hort time, but it does'nt do in the 
long run. Hn, ha ! 1\Ian d oes not thrive on a lonely 
life ; he's happier far when he takes a \vife. Ha, ha, 
ha, ha ! Yes, yes, that's the way of it ! And then, 
you know, it was a very busy time, too -dung carting, 
you know. Dung, ha, ha, ha ! that's the farmer's 
gol d .  \Vhen Pasto r Peters came to see me lately, he 
found fault with me for ha\'iug the rl ung-heap so near 
the house. [Laughs.] But I said to him : " )[y good 
sir, do you not ln10'v, " said I, " that this is ou r gold 
mine ? "  Ha, ha, ha, ha ! But where's my old lady 
all this time -and where's J olm ? [Leaks nw1·e closely 
(tt KITTY.] I don't know-can it be the lamp-light ? 
It strikes me that you are not l ooking so well yet as 
you used to do,  K itty . 

KITTY. 
[ With d�f/iculty concealing he1· enwtion.J Oh, yes, 

papa dear, I feel tfuitc . . . [Th1·mvs Iter anns 1·onnd 
his neck.] I'm so gl ad you ha\·e come ! 

VocKERAT 

I surely didn't . . . ye�, I did give you a fright, 
Kitty. \Vhat a shame of me ! 

�Ins. VocKERAT appears at the entrance-hall 
door. 

VocKERAT, 

. [Jiuch excited again.] Hun·ah ! Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 
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Here she comes ! [lie and his wife ?'ush into each 
othe1·'s arms, weeping and laughing.] 

[Exit KITTY, quite ove1'Come. 

YocKERAT. 
[After their silent em,brace, c1 apping his wife on the 

back] . ·well, well, my dear old woman !-\V e were 
never away from each other so long before .-N ow we 
only want John . 

MRs. VocKERAT. 
[After a short hesitation.] Our visitor is here still . 

VocKBRAT. 
A visitor, do you say ? 

.i\IRs. VocKERAT. 
Yes, the young lady. 

VocKERAT. 
\Vhat young lady ? 

MRs. VocKERAT . 
\Vhy, you know ! l\Iiss l\Iahr. 

VocJ{ERAT. 
I thought she had gone. But look here, I've 

brought plenty of provisions with me. [He turns 
ove1· the packages.] Here is buttet·. I brought no eggs 
th is time, remembering what disasters we had with 
the last. This is chee.;;e-for John-home-made. 
These things must be taken to the cellar�at once. 
Here's a ham-and it's a delicately-cured one too, I 
can tell you, l\Iartha-like o;almon.-But you're so 
quiet. You're well, I hope ? 
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l\lRs. VocKERAT. 

Yes, yes, papa. But-but I have something on 
my mind . I fir�t thought I would'nt te ll you about 
it-but-I . . .  You are my own dear husband. I 
can bear it no longer. Our son . . . our John-has 
been on the brink . . . 

VocKER AT .  

[Looks astonished, then alarmed.] ·what ! John ? 
Our boy John ? "\Vhat is it ? Tel l 'me at once. 

:MRs. VocKERAT. 

Yes, but you are not to be alarmed. Thanks be to 
God, the danger is over. At least-the lady is leaving 
the house this evening. 

VocKERAT. 

[Painfully a:.ffected.] l\Iartha ! This cannot be true . 
MRs . VocKERAT . 

I ha,-e no idea how-how far they have gone-but 
• . •  oh, what I have endured ! 

VocKERAT. 

I would have staked my right hand on his honour, 
Martha, without one moment's hesitation.-i1ly son 
-Martha ! my son-to forget his duty and his 
honour ! 

MRs. VocKERAT. 

Don't take it so to heart, yet. You must investigate 
into the matter. I don't even know . . .  

VocKERAT. 

[Walks about, pale, murmU?·ing to him,self] Thy will 
be done ! Thy will be done ! 

[MRs. VocKERAT sheds tears silently. 
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VocKERAT . 
[Stopping in front of her ; in a hollow voice.] Martha 

-we are being punished.-Let us search our hearts. 

1\IRs. VocKERAT. 

We have looked on in silence and allowed our 
children to stray farther and farther from God and 
the right way. 

VocKERAT. 
Just so. That is it. And now we are being 

punished. [Takes his wife by both hands.] But we 
'vill humble ourselves in prayer to God, l\lartha-day 
and night, day and night. 

EXD OF THE FOURTH ACT 



THE FI FTH ACT 

The action follows almost directly on that of Act IV. 
No one in the room. 1'he lctmp is still bnrning 
on the table. 

Ente1· JoHN hurriedly from the hall. 

,JoHN. 

[Angrily.] l\fother ! [Opens the bedroom doo1·.] 
l\lother ! 

Enter l\1 RS. VoCKERAT from, bedroom, '-

l\iRs .  VocKERAT. 

Well, John, what's the matter ? What a noise 
you're making ! You'll waken baby. 

JOHN. 

I should like to know, mother, who gave you the 
right to-to turn visitors out of my house. 

)fRs. VocKERAT. 

0 John ! . . . I never dreamt of doing such a 
thing. I have turned no one out of the houc;e. 

JoHN. 

[Walking furiously up and down.] You lie, 
mother ! !  
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:MRs. VocKERAT. 

I 57 

You are not ashamed to use such language to your 
mother ?  John, John ! 

I can't help it. 
going, and . . .  

JOHN , 

It is the case. :Miss Anna is 

MRs. VocKERAT. 

Did she tell you that I was driving her away ? 
JOHN, 

She didn't need to tell me . I know it. 
MRS. VocKERAT. 

How can you possibly know that, my boy ? 

JOHN , 

She is going. You have worked and worked to 
bring it about. But I tell you this-she'll go over 
my dead body. You see this revolver ? [ .'l'akes O?Je 
out of tlte bookcctse.J I put it to my head-so, and 
if she goes out of this house I draw the trigger. I 
solemnly swear it. 

l\IRs .  VocKERAT. 

[ Ten·ified, tries to catch hold of his arm. J John ! 
. .  for go odness' sake don't ! Don't do that ! 

J OHX. 

I give you my word . . .  
MRS. ·y OCKER AT. 

[Calls.] Papa ! papa ! come here ! How easily it 
might go off and • . . Papa ! come and make him 
listen to reason. 

Enter VoCKERAT from tlte bedroom, 



1 58 LO.\'EL Y LIVES 

JOHN. 
;F-ather ! [Suddenly comes to himself, lou:ers the 

�·evolve?'. ] 

VocKEHAT. 
Yes, here I am--and is this-this the way you 

meet me ? 

JOHN. 
What does it all mean, mother ? 

VOCKERAT. 
[Going towards him, slowly and solemnly.] That 

you must think what you are about, my son-that is 
what it means. 

JOHN. 
·what has brought you here just now ? 

VocKERAT. 
/ 'l'he will of God, ooy. Yes, God's will has brought 

\m_e here. 

JoHN. 
For what purpose ? 

VocKERAT . 
To help you, my boy, as your true friend. 

JOHN. 
'Vhy should I need help ? 

VocKERAT • •  

Because you are weak, John-a poor, weak 
creature. like the rest of us. 
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JOHN. 
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And suppose I am, what will you do to help me ? 
VocKERAT. 

[ Goes 'ltp to him,, takes his hand. J First I will tell 
you how much we all love you-yes ! And then I 
\viii tell you that God rejoices over a Simler, yes, 
over a sinner who repents. 

JOHN, 
And so I am a sinner ? v 

VoCKEHAT .  

[Still gently.] A great sinner, yes-in the sight of 
God. 

JOHN 
In what does 1ny sin consist ? 

Voc KERAT. 

He that looks on a woman to lust after her, say� 
Christ, yes-and you have done more-yes, yes ! 

JoHN. 
[Holds his hands to his wrs. J Father • . •  

VocKERAT. 

Nay, John, don't close your ears ! Give me your 
hand-sinner to fellow-sinner-and let me fight the 
battle with you . 

JOHN. 
I must tell you, father, that we take our stand on 

quite different ground. 
VocKERAT . 

The ground you stand on is crumbling beneath 
your feet. 
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JOHN. 
How can you say that, father ? You don't know 

on what ground I stand. You don't know what path 
I take. 

VocKERAT. 
I do. The broad path that leads to destruction. 

I have silently looked on, yes-and so has a higher 
than J -God.  And because I knew that, I neglected 
what •vas my duty, yes ! But to-day I come in His 
name, and say to you, Turn ! you are ou the edge of 
a prec1p1ce. 

JoHX. 
Good words and kindly meant, father . . . but I 

must tell you that they find no echo in my breast. I 
am not afraid of your precipices. But there are 
other precipices-beware of driving me over their 
brink ! 

VocKERAT. 
No, no, John ! . . .  no . . .  

JOHN. 
Tt is not true that whoever looks at a woman to 

desire her commits adultery. I have struggled and 
struggled . . 

VocKERAT. 
No, John, no ! I have often given you advice 

before, which you have proved to be good . I say to 
you to-day, Don't deceive yourself-put an end to 
it! Think of your wife, of your boy, and think a 
little too of your old father and mother. Don't 
heap . . .  

JOHN. 
Am I not to think of myself at all, father? 
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VocKERAT. 

As soon as you have made up your mind, you will 
feel free and happy. 

JoHX. 
And if I d on't?  

VOCKERAT. 

Take my word for it, you will. 
Jonx.  

And if . . and :Miss Anna ? 
VOCKERAT. 

The worldly-minded, John, get 
easily. 

Jonx. 
But what if she does not ? 

VocKERAT. 

over such things 

Then it has not been God's will. ./ 

Jonx. 
'Yell, father, I differ from you, 'Ve don't undei·

stand each other. In this matter I don't suppose we 
ever shall. 

VocKERAT. 

[Struggling to maintain a friendly tone. J It's
it's not a question of understanding. You mistake 
the position-yes, yes ! That's not the position in 
which we stand to each othet· at all, as you used to 
know very \vell. It's no question of coming to an 
understamling. 

J oH�. 
Excuse me, father, then what is it a question of ? 

VocKERAT. 

Of obeying, it seems to me. 
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JOHN. 

You think that I should do what you wish, e,·eu if 
it seems wrong to me ? 

VOCKERAT. 
You may be sure that I'll not advise you to do 

anything wrong. I'm f>Orry that it should be neces
sary to say this to you . . . to remind you . . . how 
we brought you up-not without toil and trouble 
and many a sleepless night. 'V e nursed you when 
you were ill, John, never sparing ourselves ;  and you 
were often ill, my boy, yes ! And we did it all 
willingly, glad1y. 

JOHN. 

Yes, father, and I am grateful to you for it. 
VOCKERAT. 

So you say, but these are words, and I want to see 
deeds, deeds. Be a good, a moral man, and an 
obedient son-that is real gratitude. 

JOHN. 
So you consider me ungrateful ; I don't reward you 

for your trouble ? 
VocKERAT. 

Do you remember the prayer you used to say when 
you were a little child, every morning, yes, and 
evening, in bed ? 

JOHN. 
'V ell, father ? 

VocKERAT. 
" 0  God, I humbly pray to Thee 

That I Thy faithful child may be ; 
And if I from Thy paths do stray 
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JOHN. 
" Then take me, Lord, from earth away." So yo� 

think it would have been better if I had died ? 

VocKERAT. 

If you continue to wander on the d ownward path,. 
if . . .  yes ! -if you go on hardening y our heart. 

JOHN. 
I almost think myself that it would have been 

better. 
[Short pause.] 

VocKERAT. 

Be yourself again, my son. Think of your old 
teachers, John-think of Pastor Peters and all his 
pious admonitions. Imagine . . . 

JOHN. 

[Frantic.] Father, stop these reminiscences, unlE�ss 
you want to make me laugh. Reminding me of my 
teachers, indeed !-a pack of blockheads who educated 
the marrow out 

'
of my bones ! 

MRs. VocKERAT. 

Gracious heavens ! 

VOCKERAT . 

Quiet, Martha, quiet ! [ To JOHN.] Neither your 
teachers nor your parents have deserved this of you. 

J oHN . 
[Screams .] They were my destruction. 

VocKERAT. 

This is blasphemy, John. 
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Jon�. 
I know what I am saymg. You have been my 

destruction. 
VOCKERAT . 

Is this the reward of our love ? 
JOHN. 

Your love has been my destruction. 
VocKERAT. 

I don't recognise you, J ohn-I can't understand 
you. 

Joux. 
You are right there, father. 2\ one of you ever 

did or ever will understand me. 
[Sho1·t pause.] 

VocKERAT. 
Very well, John ! I'll say no more .  I did not 

think things had gone so far. I hoped to be able to 
help you, but that hope is at an end. Only God can 
help you now. Come, my poor old :Martha ; we have 
nothing more to do here. We'll go and hide our 
heads somewhere until it pleases God to take us. [He 
turns again to Jon�.] But, John, one thing more I 
must say to you ; keep your hands free from blood . 
Do you hear ?-free from blood ! Do not bring that 
too upon yourself.-Ha ve you eYer noticed Kitty 
lately ? Do you know that we are in fear of her 
mind giving way ? Have you ever really looked at 
the poor, sweet young creature, eh ? Have you the 
least idea of what you have done to her ? Get mother 
to tell you how she sobs and cries at night over your 
old photographs. Once more then, John, beware of 
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blood-guiltiness !-Now we are ready to go-yes, yes. 
Come, Martha, come ! 

Jonx. 
[After a slw1·t struygle.] Father ! ! l\Iother ! ! 

VocKERAT mul his wife tnrn round. JOHN 
throws himself into their m·ms. 

0 John ! 
VocKERAT. 

[ Pcmse.] 
JoHN. 

[In ct low voice.] Tell me what to do. 
VocKERAT. 

Don't keep her. Let her go, John. 
JOHN. 

I promise you that I will. 
Sinks exlumstedly on to a chai-r. 

PIRs. VocKERAT, overcome with joyful emo
tion, h1tr1·ies into the bedroom. 

VocKERAT. 
[Claps JoHN yently on_the bctck, kisses hisj01·ehead.] 

Now God give you strength-yes, yes ! 
[Exit into bedroom. 

[JOHN sits qltiet jo1· a moment ; then he 
shudders, rises, looks out at the window 
into theda1·kness,opensdoorinto entrance
hall. 

JOHN. 
Is any one there ? 

l\IISS �!AHR. 
Yes, Dr. Vockerat, I am. [Enters. 
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JOHN . 
'Vere you going without saying good-bye ? 

[ JV alks up and clown. 
:MISS MAHR. 

I half thought of doing so. But it doesn't matter 
now . 

JOHN. 
l\fv situation is a terrible one . Father is here. I 

have
"' 
never seen him in such a state. The blithe, 

jovial man ! I can't get over it. And yet how am I 
to sit still and see you go, Miss Anna, and . . . 

�IIss MAHR. 
You know, Dr. Vockerat, that I should have had 

to go anyhow. 
JOHN. 

No, you are not to go ! You must not ! Most 
certainly not now-at this moment. 

[Is seated again, holding his hand to his 
l�eacl, groaning deeply. 

[In a voice 
Vockerat ! 

MISS MAHR. 
hardly audible from emotion:'] Dr. 

[Lays her hand gently on his head. 

JoHN. 
[Raises his head; sighs. ] 0 .Miss Anna ! 

.MISS MAHR. 

Remember what we said to each other hardly an 
hour ago.-Let u� make a virtue of necessity. 

JOHN. 
[Rises cmd 1calks about excitedly.] I don't know 
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what we said. .My brain is racked, confused, vacant. 
I don't know what I said to father. I don't know 
anything ! }ly brain is an ugly blank. 

MISS :MAHR. 
Dear Dr. Vockerat., if only our last minutes to

gether might be clear, conscious ones ! 
,J OIIX. 

[After ct short stt·uggle .] Help me, Miss Anna ! 
There is no manliness, no pride left in me. I am 
quite changed. At this moment I am not even the 
man I was before you came to us. The one feeling 
left in me is disgust and weariness of life . EY'el·y
thing has lost its worth to me, is soiled, polluted, 
desecrated , dragged through the mire. 'Vhen I 
think what you, your presence, your words made me, 
I feel that if I cannot be that again, then-then all 
the rest no longer means anything to me. I d raw a 
line through it all and-close my account . 

[He walks about, stops in ft'ont of AXXA. 
Give me something to hold on by. Give me some

thing to cling to-a support. I am falling. Help 
me ! I am on the verge of destruction, .i\fjss Anna ! 

�Ilss :M.UIR .  
It  grieves me terribly, Dr .  V ockerat, to see you 

like this. I hardly know how I am to help you. 
But one thing you ought to remember-that we fore
saw this. 'Ve knew that we must be prepared for it 
sooner or later. 

[J OHX stands still, rejlecting.] 
:M ISS :M AHR • 

.X ow you remember, don't you ? Shal l we try it? 
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-you know what I mean . ·shall we make a law fot· 
ourselves- and act according to it all our liYes, even 
if we never see each other again-our own one law, 
binding us two alon� ? Shall we ? There is nothing 
else that can unite us. Don't let us deceiYe ourseh·es. 
EYerything else separates us. Shall we do this ? Are 
you willing ? 

J OHN. 
I do feel-that thi s might support me. I might 

be able to work on, h opeless of attaiuing my auu . 
But who is w answer fo r me ? "\Yhere am I to d raw 
my faith from ? "\Vho is t'J assure me that I am not 
wearing myself out fo t· nothing at all ? 

l\IJSS l\lAHR. 
If we will a thing, Dr. Vockerat, what need is there 

of faith, of guarantees ? 
-...._,__ Jonx. 

But if my will is not strong ? 

MISS l\IAHH. 
"\Yhen I feel mine weak, I shall think of him who 

is bound by the same law, and I know that that 
will giYe me strength. I shall think of you, Dr. 
Vockerat ! 

J OHN. 
l\Iiss Anna-- "\Yell, then, I will I I will !

.Our prophetic feeling of a new, a f1·ee existence, a 
1far-ofi' state of blessedness-that feeling we will keep. 
It shall ne,·er be forgotten, though it may never be 
realised. It shall be my guiding light ; when this 
light is extinguished, my life will be extinguished 
too. [Both silent ry,nd ove1·come.] I thank you, l\Iiss 
Anna ! 
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MISS MAHR. 
Good-bye, John ! 

.Jon�. 
"There sha,ll you go ? 

.JJISS �lAHR . 
I may go north-! may go south . 

J OilS. 
\Vill you not tell me where ? 

MISS MAIIR . 
Don't you think it is better that you should not 

ask ? • 

JoHX. 
But shall we not from time to time . . . let each 

other know . . . only a few words to tell where we 
are, what we are do!n:'g . . . 

.Jliss MAHR. 
l Slwkes he?' hecul, smiling scully. ] "\Vould that be 

wise ? Does not the gl'eatest danger of failure . lie 
that way ?-in out' yielding to ourselves ? And 
failure would mean that we have been deceiving our
seh·es. 

JOHS. 
Be it so, then-I will bear the burden. 

clasp it tjght-even if it should crush me. 
taken Ass A's hand. J Good-bye. 

'l\I rss MAHR. 

I will 
[Has 

[ Spectkiny with dijfiwlty,sometim.es tim,idly,changing 
co lou?·, showing strong emotion througho1d. J John ! 
one word more ! Tl l is ring-wa<> taken from the 
finger of a dearl woman, who-who had followed her 
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-her husband . .  , to Siberia-and faithfully shared 
his sufl'et·ings-to the end, [ With a little mocking 
lauglt .] Just t! te opposite to our case. 

JOHN. 
:Miss Anna ! 

[He lifts he1' hand to his lips mul holds it 
there. 

MISS .M AHR. 

It is the only ring I have ever worn. Its story is 
a thing to think of when one feels weak. And when 
you look at it-in hours of weaknes.�-then-think 
too of her-who, far aw<ty-lonely like yourself-is 
fighting the same &ecret fight.-Good-bye ! 

JOHN, 

[ Wildly.] J..Yever, never to meet again ! 
MISS ..MAHR. 

If we meet again we are lost. 
JOHN. 

But how am I to bear it ? 
:MISS )J AHR. 

'Vhat does not ove1·come us strengthens us. 

JonN. 
Anna ! Si�ter ! 

MISS i\IAHR. 

[In tect'i's.] My brother ! 
JOHN. 

[ 1'w·ns to go . 

May not a brother-kiss his sister-before they 
part for ever ? 
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.MISS }1.-\HR. 

JOHN. 

Yes, Anna ! Yes, yes ! 

171 

[He takes her into his a1·ms, ctnd thei1· lips 
meet in one long, passionate kiss. Then 
ANNA tears he1·selj ctway, and goes out by 
the verandah. JOHN standsfo1' a moment as 
if dazed, then strides up and down, putting 
his hand through his hai'r ; sighs, s ighs 
again more deeply, stands still and listens. 
The noise of the app1·oaching t1·ain ?'ush
ing through the u;oodis hea1Yl. JOHN opens 
the ve1·andah door, and stands listening 
thm·e. The sound grows londe1·, and then 
yraductlly dies a1cay. 'l'he station bell is 
hem·d. It rings a second time-a third 
time. Shrill whistle ofthe departing tm�n. 
JOHN turns to go into his room, but b1·eaks 
down on the u;ay ; sinks on to a chair, his 
body shaken by a convulsion of weeping 
and sobbing . Faint moonlight on the 
verandah. 

[Voices are heanl in the becb·oom. JoHN 
junqJs ltp, goes tou:ards the study, stops, 
thinks for an instant, and then lmn·ies 
out by the verandah. 

Enter VocKERAT from the bedroom, follou:ed by his 
wife. Both go towards door into entmnce-hall. 

VocKERAT. 
[Stopping.] John !-I thought I heard some one 

here. 



172 LONEL Y L I VES 

nl ns. VocKERAT. 
[ A tdoo1• into entmnce-lwll.] Some one has just gone 

upstairs. 
VocKE.nAT. 

Yes, yes ! ·what he wants now is rest. ·we'll not 
d isturb him. \vhatwould you <>ay, though, to sending 
Braun up to him ? 

::n ns. VoCiomA T. 
The very thing, papa? :Minna shall go for :.l\Ir. 

Braun. I don't know, though, if I shouldn't go to 
John mvself. 

Voc KEHAT. 
[Going towm·ds verandah doo?'.] Better not, 

.M artha. [lie opens door ; listens. ] Beautiful clear 
moonlight. Listen ! 

:\Ins. Voci\:EHA T.  
[Comes quickly from ent1'ance-hall door.] \Vhat is 

it ? 
VocKEHAT, 

\Vilcl geese-look !  there ! ove r the lake. The 
black specks you see crossing the moon . 

nfRS. V OCKERA T. 
No, old man, my eyes are not so young as they 

once were. [Goes. bctck to entrance-hall doM'. 
VocKERAT. 

Listen, :.Martha ! 
1\Ins. VocKERAT. 

·what is it now, papa ? 
VocKERAT. 

[Shuts the door and follows his wife.] Nothing ! I 
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only thought I heard some one moving about down 
there-fumbling with the oars. 

)lR s .  VocKERAT. 

'Vho should be doing that at this hour ? 
[Exit both by dom· into entrance-hall. 

[Some o?uJ is seen pee1·iny tlwough the veran
dcth window. 1 t is J OHN. He presently 
enters, stealthily. He is changed in appe-ar
ance, is death ly pale, and b1·wthes open
mouthed. Glances ?'Oltnd lmn·iedly, afntid 
of being disco'l:e?·ed Gets writing mate1·ials 
and w1·ites afew wo?'ds ; jumps Hp, throws 
down the pen, and h'urrif's ont by the 
verandah cts soon as so1mds are heard. 

Re-enter MR. and )IRs. VocKERAT, with KITTY bet?ceen 
them . 

.l\IRs.  VocKERAT. 

Did any one ever hear of such a thing ? Sitting 
alone in the pitch-dark ! 

KITTY. 

[Holding her hand before her eyes.] The light 
dazzles me. 

)IRs.  VocKERAT. 

'Vhat a naughty, naughty girl ! In the dark for 
who knows how long ? 

KITTY. 

[ Hctlf S7tspicio7tsly.] 'Vhat ? . . . 'Vhy are you both 
so good to me ? 

VocKERAT. 

Because you are our own, only, dear daughter. 
[He kisses her. 
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KITTY. 
[Smiling faintly.] Yes, yes ! You are sorry for 

me. 
1\IRs. VocKERA.T. 

There's nothing else wrong, is there, Kitty ? 

VocKERAT . 
Let's say no more about it, :Martha . Things will 

be all right again now. The worst is over, thank 
God. 

KITTY. 
[Sitting at the table ; afterashm·tpause.] l\fother, I 

feel. . . . The light is still dazzling me. . . . I feel 
like a person who has been attempting to be some
thing per�ectly foolish, but who has come to her 
senses agam. 

MRs. VocKERAT. 
How so, dearie ? 

KITTY. 
Has Anna gone, :Mother ? 

VocKERAT. 
Yes, Kitty. Ancl now-now you must be happy 

and bright again . 
[KITTY 1·emains silent.] 

::'llRs. VocKERAT. 
Don't you love John any longer, Kitty ? 

KITTY. 
[ A;ter thinking a little.] I have not been so badly 

off, after all .  :My friend Fanny Stenzel married a 
pastor. But howe\·er contented and happy she may 
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be, do you think I would change with her ?  Not I .  
-The•�e's a smell of smoke here, isn't there ? 

MRs. VocKERAT. 
No, child, I smell nothing. 

KITTY. 
[ W'i·inging he1· hands piteously.] Oh dear ! Oh dear � 

Things can never come right again-never ! 

Voct\:E RAT. 
You must have more faith, my dear daughter. 

Mine has come back to me, and my sure trust that 
all will be well. God has sometimes strange ways of 
leading erring souls back to Himself. I believe, 
Kitty, that I can trace the workings of His purpose . 

KITTY. 
The first feeling that I had, mother, when John 

came and asked me to marrv him, was the right one� 
I remember how all that d�y the thought was never 
out of my head : \Vhat can such a clever, learned man 
want with a creature like you ? \Vhat can you be to 
him ? And you see, I thought rightly . 

l\lRs. VocKERAT. 
No, Kitty, no ! The truth is that it is not you 

who need to look up to John, but John who needs to 
look up to you ; you stand high above him. 

VocKERAT. 
[ With a trentbling voice.] But . . . what l\Iartha. 

says is true, yes, yes ! but -if you can forgive 
you can forgive his great sin . . . 
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K ITTY. 
Oh, if there were only anything to forgive ! I 

could fo rgive once-a hundred times-a thousand 
times. But John · . . .  John is not a man to do any
thing disgraceful. A poor creature like me has 
nothing to forgive John . It all comes from my being 
what I am and not something else . I know now 
exactly what I am and what I am not. 
[ Repectted cries of" Rallo there ! " a1·e hearrl outside. 

::\IRs. VocKERAT. 
I'll tell you what we'll do, Kitty. I'll help you to 

get to bed, and then sit beside you and read aloud 
to you-" Grimm's Fairy Tales "-until you fall 
asleep. And to-morro w morning early you shall have 
a little nice hot soup and a soft boiled egg, and then 
you will get up, and we'll go into the garden; and the 
sun will be shining bright, and everything will seem 
c1uite different. Come ! 

Ente1· BRAVX l?'01Jt verandah. 
BHAU.N. 

Good evening ! 
V ocKERAT. 

Good evening, Mr.  Bt·aun ! 
BRAUN. 

How do you do, :l\Ir. V ockerat ? [·�'!takes lwnds 
1cith him.] Is John here ? 

VocKERAT. 
He is upstairs, I think . 

BRAUX. 
Is he ?-are you sure ? 
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VocKERAT. 
I believe so. Isn't he, :Martha ? 'Vhat makes you 

doubt it, l\Ir. Braun ? 

BRAUN. 
I'll just look and see. 

Exit qnickly by door into ent'rance-ltall. 

MRs. VocKERAT. 
[Rathe1· anxionsly.] "That does Mr. Braun mean ? 

KITTY. 
[Excitedly.] Where is John ? 

MRs. VocKERAT 
Don't you be anxious, Kitty. He can't be far off. 

K ITTY .  
[ With 1·apidly-increasing anxiety.] But where is 

he ? 
VocKERAT. 

Upstairs-upstairs, of course. 
[Re-ente1· BRAUN. 11fomentary pause of 

anxious expectation. 
VocKERAT. 

Well, Mr. Braun ?-

BRAUN, 
No, he's not upstairs, l\Ir. Vockerat, and . . .  

and . • •  

V OCKERAT . 
'Veil, what's the matter, 

B-e.AUN. 
Nothing, nothing ! 
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K ITTY. 
[Rushing up to BRAUN. ] Yes, there is something ! 

BRAUN. 
No, really ! There's really no cause for anxiety

-only-! have the feeling that John ought not on any 
account to be left alone at present. And just now 
as I was-oh ! it's probably all nonsense. 

:i\LRS. VOCKERAT. 
·what is it, .Mr. Braun ? do say. 

VocKERAT. 
Speak out, man ; don't lose time. 

BRAUN. 
\Vhen I opened the garden gate, I heard some one 

unchaining a boat, and as 1 came round some one 
rowed out. I don't know who it was-a man-and 
it flashed into my mind-but he gave no answer. 
And John would have a11swered . 

KITTY, 

[FmnticaUy.l It was John ! it was John. Run, 
run, for God's sake run ! l\Iother ! Father ! It is 
you who have driveu him to th is. \Vhy did you do 
it ? . . . 

1\IRs. VocKERAT, 
0 Kitty ! 

K ITTY, 
I feel it. He is unable "to live any longer. I'll do 

anything he likes, gladly. But 0 God , not this ! not 
this ! 
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VocKERAT. 
[Hurrying down the garden, calls at intervals.] 

J ohn ! John ! 
KITTY, 

[To BRA US .] A man ? And you called ? Did he 
not answer ? Oh, run ! 

[Exit BRAUS, 
KITTY. 

[Calls afte1· him.] I'm coming too. [ Wrings her 
h ands.] 0 God ! if only he is alive and can hear me ! 

[BRAUX is heard down at the lake, calling 
" Hall o, there ! hallo ! " 

KITTY. 
[Opening do_or into entrance-hall, calls] Alma ! 

l\Iinna ! Bring lanterns into the garden. Lanterns 
-quick ! 

[In the act of hurr·ying out on the vemndg,h 
she sees the note, stands stock-s till, then 
goes for?.card, st�ff and quivering, lifts 
it, stares at it for a few seconds cts if 
stunned, and falls to the gromul. 
Continued calling outside. 

CURTAIN 
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