
Brtni—HMye you ever koi young hare, fmh from iU kind, run headlong into snare.

Have you ever seen a young man. free rrom the trammels of college, dash into a net ? I did.

I wu not trap-wise. Good God! What nurslings we are when we first feel our feet. We
are just like children loose from the leading strings. Anythingthat glitters catches ui. Every

trap that is set for our unwary feet, we step into. 1 did. Dropped in. Caught hand and

foot,—mind and loul.

fliW-Soul?
BretU—Ye*.

EtAe/—Didn't you mean body?
BrerU—Body, mind and soul.

£(Ae/—Well body anyway.
. ,. ^ . , ....

Breni—And for what.—for what.—Life companionship. That is what we build on m
marriage. And what did I realize. Hate and wrangling—wrangling. Just as the common

herd, with no changes. Wrangle and make it a part of their lives,—a lest to their union. It

has been my curse.

£(Ae/—What? Wrangling?

Brtnt—She did not understand.

£tte/~You ?

Brent—My thoughts. My actions.

ElM—How curious.

Bretd—You mean you would.

Bhel—pTobMy.
Brtnt—l am sure of it. (Tries to take her hand. She pulls it away).

£iiW—Tell me more about your wife.
^

Brent—Jht sli^test attention shown to any other woman means a ridiculous humiliating

scene.

Ethtl— Humiliating ?

Brtnl—h not doubt and suspicion humiliating ?

Etktl—\t would be a compliment in some cases.

Br«n(—How ?

£fAe/—It would be a fictitious value on some man.

Bren(—You would not humiliate me in that way ?

£()i^_No, 1 do not think I could. If a man showed a preference for another woman,

she would be quite welcome to him.

Brent—f^o man could.

EtM—Ltt me see.~Were you ?—Just married, were you not. Go on.

Brent-Then came the baby.

Eihel~Ahl
, . . ,

.
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Brent—One would think that would change things. But no. Neither (rf us wanted her.

Neither of us loved her. She should come (rf love and not hate and she is a child of hate. She

iU in her little chair. Her small wrinkled and disillusioned face turned to us with eyes watching

us accusin^y. She submiU to carresses as though they were distasteful to her. As >f she

knew they were lies. At times, she pushes any nearing faces away with her little baby hngers.

I shouldn't tell you this. It is terrible. I see it in your face. What are you thmkmg >

£(iW—I am sorry.

Brenf—For me?
Ethel—For your wife.

Brent—My wife?
,

...

Ethel—Ya. Aren't you? No? Are you just sorry for yourself

?

Brent—You think me purely sel&sh ? ....
aAei—Naturally I do. Why not be truthful to ourselves some times, eh ?

Brenl—^t quarrelled last night.—about you (Ethel looks up at him.)

Brent—Gossip has linked our names together. My wife has heard it and put the worst

possible construction on it.

BrenI—We uid thinji to e«ch other liit raght that Mn never be torgiven or torsotten.

1 le(t the houie and walked the rtreeU—houn. I looked my whole We back and through

ai though it were some •-anger,' (X'i to window and back). I believe we ihould be Uught^

we thould be taught when we are young, what mamage really meam,—jurt a, we are taught

not to jteaL to lie or to «in. and in marriage we do all three when we are ill-mated,—we Iteal

affection from lome one elie,—we lie in our Uvea and we »n in our relation,hip.

ElM-^Do you mean that you are a thief, a linner and'a liar.—Oh! Uke tome of the blame.

Do not put it all on the woman.


