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Thec Play or the Woman;
In lte long run-whick ?

PRENTISS sat down on the Rachel Chair, the
chair on which a thousand passions had been
tomn to shreds. lie pecred across the Ed-
win Booth Desk at Borowsky's mop of white

hair. His gaze fastened itself on the one longer
lock which swung tassel-like down the wrinkled
brow, to be putled at as tbough it were a sailor's
crie.

Prentiss knew what was colring. H1e bad feît
lit drawing nearer day by day. Hie feit it
evenl before hie had stepped wearily into "The
(aovernor's" inuer office, the inner office that always
reminded him of an astrologer's den. lie still ab-
horred that room, as be bad once abhorred its
owner. Mie nursed a secret contempt for somne note
of voluptuousness about it, for its rose-coloured
shades and its soft rugs and its startlingly white
statuette of a nude Sappho. The entire studied,
Lydiatn softness of the bushed chamber seemed to
centralise in that white and naked woman. The
mnarble stood out like a splasbi of light against the
darkness; the roomn centred in lit as deflnitely as
a target centres in its bulI's eye.

But he remrembered that the Governor-Borow-
sky was by no ineans averise to fihe traditional
uonwnclature-was a miaster of lighitinig, and it wvas
natural to thinik of sucb tbings in even a private of-
fice. It was, indeed, aIl a part of the gamie, the
gamle wbich promipted the Goý1vernior to carry bis
knowledge of stage values into actilaIl hfe.

Prentiss, during the lasýt few ees had begui
to feel a certain belated respect for these theatri-
calities. lie had even been complled-( to rcadljtt
bis estimiate of Borowsky; lie had (-\,cn begun to
understand why the older mnan's pýowýer hlad been
whispered( oif as; nnicanny, why bis miost enivions rival
hlad dulbbed loin the -Old Hpti."Even away
f romn the- footlightq there, were illusýions worth sus-
taining.

B UT' it li Ut a mnan's roomn. It wýas as feiine
as a bouditoir. It \vas anr affectationi for thec imipres-

.'sionable, decided P'rentis,;. as hie sat waiting for the
(Govýernior to raise thlic empc head si) sunk
in cosionsdejction. 'l'lie bead, rising a bienignatt
\\hite. above thle garb of monilkishI black, \vas somle-
thing "st"like the( roomi itselIf. It was, set, Preni-
tîss fuit, as, a stage i,, set -but essentially' for \vo
11inen Yet both weesignificanit, for. in botb rte
f igure anid its environiment lay a ce-rtatin key to the

niseyof lBorowvsky's success. Thar sucçess hiad
been tbrouigh bis uniderstanidiing, bis instiict Iv'e unl-
derstandinig, of womien. Hie knew- their capabilitiesý,
thei1r emlotions, theçir self -Conitradi ct ions; and( onlt
of this knlowled(ge lie hiad made bis namec.

Prentiss turned studdenly back to thletbe
aLcross which the great manager had thrown is,
listless ari, wýith tile unhfardenedl whtite- hands re-
laxed. hegesýture was the dramnatieconlso to
an equlally dramaltic saewi.

"Ad owv you've seen it," said Borowvsky.
"Wa "asked Prentiss. Butt hîce the manii of

Imagination lie was, lie had alrecady worked ot
thle scene i bis own quick brain, so flint when file
words actually felI fromn the Governo(.r's over-filI
H1ebraic lips, as curVed and mobile as a wonian's, lie
hiad the sense of listenling to sonietbing which hiad
alrrady fallen on bis cars.

"We''re not going to land il!" were the words
hie heard.

Prentiss didl not look np) at the other mani as lie
answeredl.

-l know it !" lie said.
This was the truth7, but its miere articulation sent

bis heart down in bis boots. lie felt a sense of
shamne, too, that bis first thouglit was of the play,
not of bis wvife. ]le wonidered why it was tbat
p;.nic, witb its every-tilan-for-bitnscif brutalities,
could produce snicb a reversion to type, snicb a re-
lapse to barbarie selfishiness. Then lie tried to
justify bis own position by letting bis mmid dwell
on bow ne hadl 'arried that play with him for z
year, how hie bad carried it in bis brain, month by
miontit, as a miother carnies ber baby in the crook
of bier arm. And now it was to, be a failure.,

He refused to become like the rest of thein. Hie
deliberately swung the trend of bis thought back
to bis wife. Site was flot s0 much bis own, per-
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lu.ps, as the play was. But she was more iun-
portant. He had always stood a littie in awe of
her. Hie knew her imperiousness, her rnoods and
whinis; they were the offshoots of her power, the
wayward back eddies in that full and sweeping
current of strength. Hie even loved them, but it
xvas an adoration touched with amazement. Hie
knew only too well bow bard she had worked on
thie part, for his sake, for the Governor's sake. for
hier own sake. They had made up a trinity from
whose efforts a new star was to bie born. And
Cxod knows, they had ail worked, if mere work

(Iud o aniytbing. lie remiembered the "part"
that for weeks she had carried about with hier.
The one bundred and sixty "sides" of typewritten
dialogue, by the time she was letter-perfect, had
corne to, look like a bundle of soiled bank notes,
over-scrawled and worn and dog-eared, and
amended aind again amended. But now he was
nocthýinig more than an ordinanice clerk, with no
place onr thle firing hnle. His woerk was over; he
was unable to do anyýthinig more. "Favinla Wil-
liamis," duiring tbose turgîd weeks of rehearsals,
no longer seemecd even bis wife. It was bier own
battle, and she had to figbt it out in her own way.
Ule had mecrely equipped hier witb an instrument.
'l'le camipaigni remiainedl with ber and hier generai,
Bult nlowý it was not evenl to be a camlpaigni.

Prentisýs looked up, conscious that the Governor
wvas waitîng for himi to speak. The older manl had
nlot the gift of words. lie was in manyv things
ailmost iniarticuilate. Buit bis instincts wevre active;
they tapped ahead of thougbit like a stick hefore

Whtdo, yon Want me1 to dIo?" the young play-
wvrighit tked. Yet thet momtent hie hadl uttered it
hie felt thle weaknless of thle question.

-I want youl to go away for ten days," was the
(Governior's uinexpected answer.

-1But wvon't you need mie?'> begani Prenitiss.
"No, I won)t't" wais the quick retort. *"Can't you

eeI VoU'v done your part? It isnl't y'ou 1
WhIo is it theni?" asýked thec unhiappy younig

hulsbanid. -
"It's lier!"> was flic othier',q explosive ansýwer,

1 tellivt'i we Canl't go On this, wvay! We can't
dol it

ThnWhiat vani 1 do?"l
-Pack your bag and get ont, Go downl to Lakce-

w\oodI, to Allanitic City, anywhere. Onlly get out !",
.. n whol\ýlat good w'ill that dIo?" clemaniided thic

youniger man, wîith a combative stare at thicwhite

"l'ldo this: it'll give Ile a, chralic tu Save i'
star, atnd save your play t

1)RE-NTlISS squaredl imself in bis chair. lie biad
hecard rmrsof tlic Go(verinor's wvays, of bis

inethods in the past, of old-fashîonled third degree
brutalities, of Vesuivian blasphiemies and thrcats
and that f renzy of diabolisin which lashed the
over-taxed spirit inito its Iast paroxysmn of sficed.
It was ail very wvelI for mule-driving. But the day
for that sort oif thinig. for anythinig but levee rouist-
abouits, was over and gone.

"Iprefer staying rigbt here 1" said Prenitisýs,
mneetinig the other man's haggard and hounid-Iike
eyes.

le was abouit to adld: "And g o down with thec
sýhip t" wlben a gIlance into the Governor's averted
face with its tell-tale purpie shadows of weariness
close unrder the eyes, brougbt himi up short. But
hie did not stirrenider. -l can't do it" hie declared.
He said it with almost a toucb of regret. "I can't go."

Yu'egot to go!t" Borowsky liad swung
round on him, wîth one fat hand slapping on the
table edge. Prentiss bated to think of hia wvife as
being payed on like an instrument by those fat
white fingers. lie abhorred the tbouight of lier
being kneaded and shaped and moulded by that
adroit master of charlatanisin, for it was, after
ail, nothing more than charlatanisin, nothing more
than make-believe. "I tell you I can't aford a
failure,» the master was declaring. -You can't
afford a failure. Sh, can't afford it. I've got to
land tbat woman, and l've got to land that play!"

-But she's worm out-she's al] in! Lokia
she's like, even now 1" demnurred the husband

They never znentioned hier by name; she was,
ing those weeks of work, the one and only wc
in the world to both of them. It was about
and her alone, that their entire littie piano
systemt of activity revolved.

"A11 in What does that count? She's gui
part to, play, and I've got my production tc
over 1"

"But she's a human being, you know !" wvai
younger man's protest.

ulhen why can't she act like one?" sna
back the other. He was on his feet by this i
striding back and forth on the soft ru'gs. "I
you worry about her not standing it. The,
stand it, when they have to t"

T HEY stood lit, Prentiss knew, very much
rider îln a six-day race stands his Iast hot

effort. The one thing was to, get the first
over, to get the thing launched. Once over,
established, it would carry îtself along, al
automatically, like a dlock wound up. But
that one first night: had to, be fluing the h~
breakirig frenzy of effort that made the re,
that set the pace. To the audiences, hie kne,
would seemn the beginning; to, 'those behlind
scenes it would be more like the end.

"Yes," cried the manager, witb his wom;
irrelation of utterance, *'that's just %vha t's
matter! You keep giving ber sympathy!
keep wheedling and pitying her! Y ou undlo ei
thing! Good, heavens, man, don't you sec what',
to happen ? She's going to kili your play!I
going to, put you back ten years! She's goi
puit herse1f out of the running!1'

"I know it's--it's not shaping up the wa,
oughit to!1" lHe was once more thinking oi
play, and bis plaýr a1one.

-Sbaping up. It's awfiui! It's rottenl, r
tiss winced at the unomiiproiing stage-life
jective. -And you know,,ý wby! That womian's
kitbcheap people for five seasoiis. She whines
she yodels. She's ail am.She thinks those stu.
glassý attitudes'I1 stili go down. AHl she's beenl ta
is to look pretty, and to, show hier teethi. But
neyer Iearned to act, Bvery damun ting's .VI
flir mecthod's wýrong. lier way's wvrorg.
voice is wrong. And she wnon't Sec it;
wýol't face wvhat she's got to fatce, or go under I

-Ithought011 she raýthler got awvay wvith
thiirdl-ac(t speech of he(rs this mloring," vent~

Prnis.He rememiibered the tired and ýý
face, the uiictuous anid shaidowy eyes, flie lithle
spirited body as it pulsedl and shook with its
tended emlotion, as it quivered witb its eageî
to do a miaster's bidding.

"It's wrong,, I tel] you, every word and mi
it. And she knows you're backing hier uip in
she's doing. She knows it!"

.i neyer imagined there wýas an y conspi
against your authority," mutrmutred Prentiss.
sarcasm was wasted on the other man.,

-Then pack your hag and get ont so I can c
that authority.»

It dawned on Prentiss that a week's rest
from it al], wouldi he more of a blessing tha
had imiaginied.

-But what would you do, even if 1 did goi
for a week or so.»

-Knock somne of that nonsense ont of lie,'
to teach bier how to act 1"

The young husband moved a little uneasil
bis chair.

'You mean she's got to-to, knucle dowi;
suggested withb the ghost of a smile. -Kn
down, to you?»

-She's got to knuckle down to autbority, wh,
it'8 to me, or to YrOu, Or to any other mani who ki
the gane. Ste's got to learn that forty vea
titis business van somletimes teach a mnanager s
tbinj 1"

Prentiss could readily enough concede that 1
The Governor knew the gaine; lie knew wbK
give.and how to giveit. Hiecould foretefl
would effervesce into applause, simmer siw


