
8 EverYwoman's Worldfor September, 1919p

First of a Sertes of onemAct plays

lIfr EN the curtain rises, Elizabeth is seen
in her studio. She i8 an artist, pos-Wsesseil of that artistie temperament

wwhich soars above cobwebs and dust,
yet ber painting garh-an ail-oversmock-like apron, whicb was one a

signa of baving one seen service as a duster, se
we must Bot judge her tuo harshly. Chaos reigna
supreme ini her person and her studio. lIer curly,
dark hair stands on end, except where it t"w15p8"
behind; even her carpet slippers are floppy and
faded; tortoise-8bell spectacles are almost on the end
of her nose-that could (Io with the application of a
powder puf-so, to see more plainly, site tilts ber
chin la the air as she works. Canvases are reveraed
againot the watts; the floor is bare; to the left is a
Bmall, square platform, on which is a vacant chair;
on the right is an esel supporting a large canvas
on whieh she la working.

Elizabeth is doiag a littie work on the trousers
of the gentleman whose portrait is balf-flnîished. We
kaow thlat Elizabeth is enjoyîng herseif vastly, for
she is taiking at the portrait, ani the portrait, na-
turaliy, can 't talk back. She is talking in a very
emphatie manner; Elizabeth is nothing if net env
phatie. We feel relieved that the original of the
picture le net present te hear ber; we' don't bart
people 's feelings ourselves, and we don 't like te sec
ît done.)

ELIZABETH: No, my triead--n-.-n- NO! Trou-
sers were nieyer meaut to be imtmortalized! But, for
the matter of that, neither was your tunny face!
The conceit of ment Now, no woman with sucb geil-
erous ears, high cheek-bones, and a tendeacy to baid-

esas would ever ait for a portrait! O, you funny
old deanl Neyer mi, tbough, your moauth is as; nice
as they miake lem, nothing maniy and savatgo and bru.
tal about it, like the months of mot mis and your
eyes Are like the benutiful orbs of a faithfui nid
houd-fatithful]-huht

(There insaomeotbiag pathoiorl bitter ini Eliza-
bth's "hui'')

But you 'reý a fa itbfu'tl pa, Priend-Aiee, even if,
in the matter of-

(We feel that Elizabeth is on the point of lettîng
cats out of bags, se we -are rather auaoyed that she
le interrup dedb a knock at the door, whieh ia atthe brick of the studio, facing the audfiene. She

Soea to the door, and retures well laden with a drvss
ox, a bat box, and a ahoe box. She drops thorin ailon the floor beside the ensel, andf whiaties a tine

that ia no ttune ut al,-as she retrieves the sboe, box,
undops the Içaotted mtriug with ber teeth, and takes
out a pair of bronze boots of fashionabie siendernes.'
She ignores the portrait for the. moment and taîkaçý
ta berseif this time- a badl habit, acquIllredj throuigh
living alunie. We realizoe pto fti4 ih
hold our critlcismn, iand syatbtcif eoiitemplate
ber as sbe eyes the boots wthachue le.)

ELIZABEý'TH: The darlingmI 8tylils-but net
gasudyl And auch heels! Shades ofthtie sandalledlreekm! Sncb heels! Those oughit tô catch i eye-
bMeas 'eml!

(>She aLgia addresses thie portrait of Alec.)
Oh, Iknow you 're thlnkig I '11 neyeraqee into'smi-but there isa much virtue la a abus-bora, my

friend.
(She pauses, irresolute, looklag fromi tho, portrait

to the boots9, and baek again.)
T hate te waste preelous daylight, but-T must try

lern on, the ducka!
(Sh. kieks off a car pet Rlipper, whlch laads-any-

where-and, with mue h effort, squeezes into une of
the boots. She chatters away te oreoî.)

You know, Elizabeth, yen used tu have rather nies,neat Trllbles, once upon a tirne. You 'ne a wicked
*omnan to apread your tops ila carpet slippers. A sen-
sible female, a womanly womnan, neyer looks themonstrosities la the face until mhe takea te warming
them betore the. rire for the wOrthy lord of berbsarth and home. Oh, dear, wby did the oood Lord
ereate me a mnad geios when h. might SI easily
have made a soft, satifled, resttl lcreture, with apassion for higb heela, sdlk tochinga, peck-a-boa
waists, and-babiea?

There-tliat looks nice.
(She sits on the platform and elevates ber tweincongruous teet, the sippered one looking hiait asbig again as the aeatly-booted foot.)
Wel,lftthe ret outhtei fine feathers make as great adif erence, 1 certaitily ou lit to bc naviskýing enougk

to DO THIE TRICK. (SZe smiies at the portrait.)What duo you thlnik, my dear?
(Another knock on the. deor upatage. For somnereason, Elizabeth is nioxnntariiy petrifted; thenah. starts nnlaclng that bronze bout as if ber lifedepended upon bavag the. carpet lipper uponits accustomed foot betor. another hun.an seps

hELIZABT:Don't corne ia! Whe le itl
NEVITLLE (Outslde. Quit. cheerflly). It's
EIZABT Httcll)-1eave, be pralsed,

you lanib ehild! Just a minute, and youueaucorne la. T'rn-uh-dreessng.
NEVILLE (Moreeheerfully yet): Oh, rats!i Xey,you kniow you lep lanyour lothesl
ElLIZABETH (Ruefuily, to hesef): T know theylook it..
NEVILLE (Stili on the wroag aide of the door>:a I cons la now?

]i&tefedat Oat ainaeoordanzc witl the. copyright At

ELIZABETH (Shrieking): NO!
(5h. hops :wiidly about on one foot, looking forthe carpet siipper; filds it; put, it on; gathers upber parcels; rushes out of the studio by a door atthe left, calling to Neville as she does so.)
ELIZABETH: Now you may coins in.
(So Neville cornes ia. lIe is a good sort, Yonng,athietie,1 tali; wbat the vuigar would term 'lalooker." Ils age I Weil, be 's voted once, perbaps.

CotAi.bp Rb.,..n wtJor .of "Pot, Pe u n

11s 0Ooksa stogether toe nierry.for s lad who lissa ta living relation; but then lie and Elizabeth take agreat satisfaction la their ado p ted relationship utaunt and nepbhew. He fuels that ah. ,belongsa>"and fuw nephiewa feel tbst Wsy about their realsiunt8, I've beea told.)
(EIlzabethlA bvlng made the. afuresaald hurnied exit,Neville la surpnised te llnd the studio ernpty.)NE VILLE (D)eciainiiag): " OIne! And I alwaysloved that girl go weli!"i (Thon, beeOmtingposi:
Whene the. Dickiens are yen?
ELIZABETH (aPp)eanizig at the duor minus berbundies); Heru Iaa.
(Elizabeth besmes upon Neville as ber earpet slip-pers earry ber te hlm. She puits ber hande on bisshonidens and looks hui lu the eyes. We teel thatthis ia a littîs csremony that bias been xaany timeslentormied, when she spuaks.)
HeW gues it, Boy?
NEVILLE (wlth an obVions esrcessaess). oh, alOerune.
(But Elizabeth isn 't satisafled.)
ELIZABETH: How goes it, Boy?NE VILLE: lIonestyA tialseneseu

be expected- ''Ani-l eee.sc
ELIZABETH: Vea, Nevi
(Neville breaks away, strides to the portrait andfaces it with armas folded as lie speaks again, justthe suspicion Ot a eboke la bis vole..)
NEVILLE: O, Auntie!-Auntie-dIoes she reallylove the old duek7
ELIZABETH: Thlnks as edoes-the ailly littlofo-
NEVILLE: Don 't b. biasapbernons, Auntie!ELIZABETH: Vou lmmii -My mistake-But, Ontt other baud, ýit approaches blasphemny to cail Alecan "lold duck"1-yess

know the dîfference between being in love andimagiaing that tbey are.
ELIZABETH: Yes, and soins of us persuade oun-selves that it's ail imagination, when it 's the realthing. Funay-isn't it I
NEVILLE: Is their engagement annouaced yettELIZABETH: Oniy te me. I thonght that youonght, to know-might b. interested-huh!-.so 1dropped you that line te tell you the joyous news.(But fromn tbe quaiity of Elizabeth', voice wheaBe. ays "joyous," you know that she really.means

''tnagicaliy idîote.'')
NE VILLE (convesationaaîy): I always tboughthe was stili soft on Yeu, Auntie.
ELIZABETH (hyporîiaily): What an ideatSncb a thought basa 't eutered his bead, or mine,

for the past aine ypars.
NEVILLE (rather diffidently, for hum): You were

enae oAlec, then?
ELIZAETH:Like a siiiy youag tool!-I noticeyou don't say that's blaspbeaiy?

NEVILLE: Hla-Why did you break it off, Eliza-
beth?

ELIZABETH: Didu 't care euough to give Up Paris-my work-artistic atmosphore-Bobemianism ahlsncb piffe-and SETTLE IDOWNI That phrase hasdone more to wreek youug lives than any other luthe English language. What buman being with youthand Sll liteto live,.waats to "BETTLE DOWN?"
NEVILLE: And hel's neyer spoken since, DeanfELIZABETH (quietly): I, told hlm, in good setterms, wbat a smali footling tbiag lhe was offeringme, la comparison witb my art, witb my future, with

fame-bright, golden famne.
(She indicïtes the cheerless, untidy studio iu acomprebensil , weary gesture that somehow bespeaksail the dosolation of heart, of wbich it is a symbol.)No, Nev, oie son, lie basa t apuken since!(She amiies a crooked, pathetie little smile thatbas mneh ut humiîity la it.)NEVILLE (reflecting ber mood and speaking witha sad enthusiasin): And to thiuk that, now, ho 's ialove with bis own ward-a moe.kid-ali of fifteenyears bis junior-the most beautifnl, exquisite, ai-inria little darling girl that ever-tE ZAETI (dryly): Yes; tastes change; don't
~EVILLE (ail contrition): Darlin ' 'dopted AnatisBetay-you know I dida 't men that.ELIZABETH: But wbat beastly luck that the deanold reprobate sbouid tal la love with your best girl!NEVILLE (empbaticaliy): Confeund hilELIZABETH (sotto voce): Confound ber!(Wheu Elizabeth fiads berseif growiag emotional,ah. invnniably snd sterniy "urba those emotions ofbers, and, as we ail know, tbe oniy way to do thîstbing is to thiak bard, instead of feeling. So shesets ber wits to work.)

Now, lien to me, Neville. We 've got te facethîs situation sudse wbat cau be dons. For yoursake, l'in willing to go to any lengths te shattertheir dIreain of wedded b1is-_for It 's only a dreami,from whicýh tliey would awnkien witii an awfnl joîtwhsa tbey were once miarried-for yonr sake-NEVILLE: O Elizabeth, you don'thiak if. 'stoolate, then?1
ELIZABETH (with a eheenfuluness that la peliapaa bit tue obvions te be convincing): Of course net,yon sllly boy! This tbiag just siMply ian 't goiag tobapp)en-that 's al-I-your ado 0pted maiden aunt-doliereby declare that I just naturally won 't have it!I-T-Tm_ will net bave two youing lives laid waste-two young bearts broken wben tbey are just-as itwee-learning to beat-I WILL NOT-
NEVILLE (only bis sense of humour savlng hlmtroin tsars of selt-pity): Wby, Auntie-you're elo-qnent-poaitively eloquent!
EL1ZABETH (with a more sincere emotion thanthat lnispining ber previous speecýh): And l'Il b.,switched if Alee's going to make a fuel ot hîiseifat bie turne et lite! l'1 marry ber over my deadbody-m-mry quiverng corpse! The idJea! ALEC!-And that blondeo, blne-eyed littîs pini-head! Tiere-I've aaid it-and I1nican it! Be jabersl!!!
NEVILLE (bewililertel): Why, Honey, you aound

ns if yen were positively jealo-
ELIZABETH (indignantly): l'i not-I deay itt

-But-
(There la a knock ut tue door up-stage.)Jlnnnlny Chlristmas! There 's one of thei n xw, andl'v. promnl.ed theai tes, snd thons ian't a srnitcii ot

1 like your new bat, Nev.
NEVILLE (beamning): It 18 n sporty lid.ELIZABETH: But yon shoulda 't buy a new batjust because yoe 'nl love; the girl may not likeif., and yen 'Il have te wear Ît ont, anyway. Nowrush-yen ena make it ila lve minutes.
NE VILLÏE: Do I carry the botties througb thestreet, clasped to my maniy (Conhirmued on Page 32)


