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Edgar ••• " . . " " . 
Albert Lorraine " .. .. 
Bernard Oharpentier. 
~.~ (~;.. 
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illliza rVIanning. .. ... 
Helen~ugenie. " . ., 
Jean Duloi-Bordeau." 

Pierre Duloi-Bordeau 

Henry Sangson. " . . 
Giordano Oel:ida .. " .. 

fliant). Calida I; " " 
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Francine Berger " .. .. 

Benedict AL1urrat " " .. 
Louis CODIt e. " • " " . 
Jf:a.ques. II .. . " .. . .. 
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[1. olowl1, otherwise Jona .. than. 
F1nstanley. 

a ohild and the son of HellebQ.re. 

a theatrioal manager and owner. 

a journalist. 

" "Ill ,an illusionist, o..tllel'W1se--geiftJk:iaa 
~Jh&im, 

· " .. 
.. .. " 

• • • 

· " '" · ... 
•• • 

· ,. . 
• •• 

€.I~,:n 
On,e of ~. s assistants. 

,:. __ IJIJ.· 
... ~I .. 

;::.:...no"ther of- ~'s assista.nts. 

an aorobat. 

h.is brother, also an aorobat. 

aY-OUl1g Euglishman. 

an Italian jeweller. 

his wife • 

a. seamstress, nicknamed "'rile Virgin" 

the producer. 

the stage manager. 

the dancing master. 

f'~o"o S liE 
The scene - apart from that of the ~- is laid in Paris 

d.uring Easter, 1920. 
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Soene: A hill in Sussex during the early' sp~ of 1907. 

Dawn. 

A· gro u.p . of actors' stood on the ~re at of the bill 

wi th Helle bore t while t4e other s strolled d own to a' paih 

which orossed the valley. On the right of the hill we.s the 

road leading back to London, end waiting there at this moment. 

were the four hackney carriages belonging to the compan.y_ 

~heooachmen were gathered rouad the fix-s,t carriage polishing .. " ,.. .. .... . 

wine-glasses and putt~ng the~ on a large silver tray. 

Hellebore wee wearing a black overooat mu.oh too big 

for him, and at his side, hOlding on to h1s tx-ousers, stood 
~ 

a child ofkte.n1Jl • ;years., They were both looking,down 

into the valley. a few feet f:ro,m the other aetol'S. Sellebore 

had. thrown pert of hie overooat aoross the boy.'S shou.lders. 

The first mom.:i%,lg vf.nd was beginning to blow •. 
ttdt~ ~~ J.~ 40t Ib. ~d. cc.....{ ,,~~ ~ ~ 

Hellebore: ' You were asleep! Edgar. We bad ,to carry you 

dom to the oab. 

~ Jeanne prom1sed 1;<;) wake me ap. but she didn't, 
I' b c.tA.1J. ~~ ,~~ .. 

I / . ,-I " 
the hi tah, ,\. ".Did 7014 see bert 
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Hellebore: 

Edgar~ 

Hellebore: 

Hellebore: -

\\No, I onl¥ saw the Irish girl. Jeanne was 

II 

Well, they oan't make you. do it if you don't 

" ~ant to .. 
" Oll, Jeanne told me to ''tall you that people 

still talk about the Fins; E~ /;.e.t ~;/'7' 
"Do they? I should :never have thoUght so:' 

l\ What was the Fins? 
II 

l'YG\tr mother and me used to do a tura"t()gethe~. 
,,' h 

D14 lOU t:qr 1shose stunts I shovec1 you? 
.,- g1 ""'~ Awc a:t Jlc b&ic'" t ~ .. .ir,qs ;w· ,J $leI e ~8" rest.~ 

Edgar: "Yee, e.nd I d1d the\n on my ovm; ~ ~eA CA.... 
..' -tlt d;:tll WiCiS\iJIOf;O(. Gin' , .4 J(-~ 

Helle bore: I'll come down and- see you at it one dE\Y. I ii 
" ",-w 

take yo'u b:r surpr1se, t4<..lL. ~~cL. 

" n Edgar: Are you. going to take me awS3 this summer? 

Hellebore: "Well, the show comee Qff in the first we,ek of 
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lune, .. I'll write to Jeanne about 1i. Don't 
'I sweat on it. 

~ c1....4u. CtI A.\ nlt-X ~ A. ~ .... ..J::. I ~ cu:l W. " 
Edgar: U I beard' Jeanne say to Monty you.'re.,s ncb. 

men. Is it true? " 

Hellebore': 
~\ 

Yes. I tIll zieher than those two rolled together • 

What ware you doiae; listening? 
\' h 

Edgar: I was next door. I heard them. 
(\ II 

Hellebore: Don't Qall Jeanne a bitch either. 
Ucll~ J 

, He looked· down at the child and pu.t his arm round . 
~ &";'(i> . . (c,~" ,·c',... •. -

~shoulder, He turned. toe young aotress standing neer . 

him. 

HeUebore: 

Actresst 

Hellebore: 

Aotress: 

Hellebore: 

Aotress: 

Hellebore: 

..' 
Hear what he called Jeanne?' 
". -' " 014, I exp sot he hears worle then that. 

,\ h 
Dovvn at Fvlonty Brana' s, you. meant . 

\t y .. 'I 
,eSt 

\ ~\I~ ~dul~ q 
to They llave to grow up earl3" down there. 
"" of, aL ..... Has be at arte d pr ope rl;y yet? ~ &4..(..J~'" 

\ \ If 0 J not till M,t s turn edfourt een • Then' he' U 
II 

~ be. like his dad. 
CaCWl .~e ~ ~ wJ\M.~~ r.~;... : 

An actor }zb~nd H~;~ "Well. 10U. oan keep, your dawns. 
~ 

Jack. 
~ " , 

HeUebore1wi1;h a lau.gh'P~ You'll pull through. There's some ,. 
brandy camilli:. 
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The coachmen brought the silver trey and glasses to 

fl stile at. the foot of the hill, and when he eaw them 

Hellebore walked down. with the others. When the oompanY' was 

together e&a1n he filled., the slasses with braDiy ana took 

the tray from one p.,erson. t~ another t 

While the oarriages were being t\U'*Ded round they 
, .,"' .. " .. . - ~.. . ...... ~ .. , 

stood drinking in s11eno~, watching the dawn oomeup .. 

Hellebore bent down and gave Edler a sip from his glass • 
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8oene1 The B6t&1 de ~a R,~~ne in the Rue d.e Rivoli. The 

even1llg of Good Frid87 ... 1920. '. t:' ~,' .~~ .' '. K~'ll ~l~~;,rt 
t 0", ~v .tMt,_, ""1 '1. ~ n;>!t 1I'~t.l) .! 1 ~,- 0 ~ J. k {;::; 

'.'J ~ ~'" el~" ,~ ~£r'f: 4ft'~f"t·-,~ ... ~'~.~'4.J ~~ h\,. ti~;. ,~"'\l . v) ~!~ h i tJ t .. ~' I 

,:... t.3? VLh4f' t~·t e~ u<i \.. the f oye rwas a long hall With wi ok er Qha:1nJ 1Ul(J. 

• 

• • 

palms onei ther side. and at the end, there wa$ a wider slair-

oaee leed.illg ~p to t~ epar~~n~s!... Albert L.r,~cLn. It.ood 

wei ting 8t the foot of ~he stairoase in his eVEll;Lng9~othe ... 

He glanced at lUll :~~tl~t~n t~u.ohed his hair 11shtl1 with 

He we.a betweel1 fit~7 end sixty 

;rears old, a smell, plump man w1t.h a very pale faoe. He had 

till\Y, del108~e el'es .. an~ .~ip~ ~~~.VOU8~ ~W:'.d. 

He walked baok ~d ,t!l~~~~ :La at ~he lounge, where 

the;re were already thirty or fonT"people, most of them 

atendiXlg am tal,k1ng together.' A olock OD. the f07er~wall 

ohimed half-past leven • 

HeUebQre turned the comer of the first landing 

ani waved to Lorraine. !rhe7 smiled at each other. Vlh. he 

reaohed the :f'Q,ot Clf the staircase the,. shook haacls in 8118J),08, 

looking into each other1s eyes. Lorraia.e took Hellebore's 

azm . .fi ~d. they we~ttoward. tbte lounge, ~. ,,(}gJ \"';": 11 j L" 
f\.., \ , tt "- "lS'!,~~'\,~~ -m ~ ~ 

Lorraine: Did the jQurnq pass qu~o . ?, ,ck~ ..•. ' 
k4At~, IV ~ .tb(~t~" .~ /1~j\;~f~' (i'! I(:!;.tt{~",i'. 

HelJebore (shyly) It ... , Yes, I enJ' 4 1t. Albert;' ~t::l ~"~'"~ t\.r 
. A.~~ e,.~.~ 

Lorra1.n.e/pu.t.~g his hand on Hellebore'. shoulder' walkial 
, ~ 

sl ON erk, \a ~ re are fifty people 0 omiJl,g ton1gh~ I 
~ UA,b'~\' 
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HeUebore: 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: . 

Hellellore: 

Lorraine: 

Hellebores 

Lorraine, 

~ ~ 
F1f17? Do I lmo~an7 of them? 

\ly QU knOw'. Bernard Oharpenter.end Eliza 

1!ann1ng. Fran91ne Berge~, Jeen and Pier-re 
. " Duloi-:Sordeau. 

\ 

~ ..... ' '. N '. 
Ie. E1&Ullll.~1m here' .' .4 ~. t,Nvai"~ 1'/~.,,:'~t l',~"J .. 

\\ '. . . . (I' I' l 
N~lJ 'he at &led at. the theatre, lwe 've inter-

./1 
~pted rehearsals,' 70\1 see. 

'\ ~!;'f (:E~" ·tl~!)~~,~ 
Whet, for me? n 

q Y~~.. \Ve "sated. ·to give you. a good welcome, 
II 

Jaek •. 
... ""', 

\.t . ....11 
lave YOU meen Elisa? 

;, 

, \ Yes • She' 8 1neid e wsi tUlg t 0 see 70~. 
',' .... ,,-,~~ .. -.~ . 

Hellebore glen'Qed into the lou.nge end instant)..,. 

took bold of Lorre1ne i s arm, Ha d.rew h1m baok from the door. 
T!t 11 b' It. 1 .' . f'" ? ,~ J:) ... "-. IIP!J ne e ore: Ie 8;1 tm$ .' or me t\.L ~".(fIQ~; 

" ~ 
I . . . • . 'I ~ tri' .. ~'lt.-I ~~ ~ t.~ 
Lorm1ae: (With a pervous smile): Y'as, Jack:~ 4'4 .. U,~/Mi) . ~~':!',,~J~ 
Hellebore J .. But I dont."t know the $e people Z ~,~,gA~/1i~¥~l if$!t.,;.·.~· {,'. 

LQ:t~ine; \\ 1111 keep most Qfthem away from you. I dQ 

promise t:bat. We'll have the intr 04u.ot10~ 
/I 

aft8~d1lUlGr • 

'They went into the lOUllJe side by aide en4 most of 

the gu.es1UJ "burned to look a.t them. Lorraine to ok Hellebore 

between thegrou.:ps of standiAg p8opl.e,lQok1ng abo~t b1m. 

LQrra1ae: \\ Oan ;you see Eliza? h ,tfilj~'~{~JQ,~' '-~tt~.Jr k ~ ~ .. 
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Hellebore l 

Hellebore : 

Eliza) 

to be 

Yes. 

/-1 

after the ~.'trlll cllll la :l;.h? (J~ \"'A"'~ 
flIad:fid • - the 011' co All,.,.ia. ,,'£i.. ,~" 

about E1salhe1m? Wbsre will. he be goil)g? 
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d n I B3.1za Cwatlllhtg !lilll n 1:1. a~:e h BelgiUlil asa:l.a. I 1;'bJ,Dlr,t 

~l He \vent dowa -well there.,· I shall see Blare of 

7QUaQW that '7o~t~ working again. shan~tl If 
~. 

D1.4 7Q11 reell;y· ·not go Oil a stage once? 
. t t 

Hellebores I '&avat:b.r8e pr1vateperformance., that'. all • 
. _.. __ .... . /I 

; . Al\4 one of·those 'was at m., own plaee "-
~ ~ . 

B11za (ouch1 th$ baoa: oflU· ham with her fin ;r-ti. 

e ~' V\~ .. ~:~:. ;a~~r .~b~ 'hen. bows why ;you. did it": 

Hellebore;' I don't think I know myself. 

Lotta1a~ turned 'tIOW~d8 thelll, . fA..,).. \I'r~ I,; (.t~.: 
norraine (·to 8) I tiRe did keep his ban.d 1~, th01.1gh. " Dld 

70U.. hea.r. ~bout the gyma~6iWll? 
II 

~ , ~A J 
Elisa: Yes._ Bernard was telling me last night, 'g,t,{ J'4;,~ 

~~~ -

Lorraine (to Hellebore): I told lIt§a6d1cts a dress rehearsal 

Belleboret 

LQrraine~ 

at three o'clock: tomorrow afternoon. Is 

1;hat oonvenient? 

Yes, prev.i.ded I ~ve the stage in the mQrniag. 

I . shaU call f' or lOU here soon after ten 

. (!ro misa) r Bas he ohanged? 

Eliza (gazing at Hellebore): I don't think: sQ,Albert. fh. 

el'~brQws are a little fairer. and he ien"; 

quite 80 slim. -f ~o Hellebore) What about me? 

Hellebore: Jo, YO'll, haven't ohange4, my dear. Are you 



• 

• • 

o 
. Lfrra1ne: 

Eliza; 

Hellebore: 

. Eliza: 

Hellebore: 

Eliza: 

, 
going to have lunch nth me tomorrow in the 

Crimson Tqwer?' Do •• it still enst? 

I·had it lengthened. Jaok. It now has a 

magnifi cent baloow of ita own, end the walls 

are panelled with mirrors. I. shall take you 

roW'ld the 1theatre tomorrow mornins. 

All right, then, we'll lunch together 1nthe 

OnmsonTower. 

And aek Helen. Ie she hare t oDight? 

No, she fS at the theatre with lIeinrl oh.Tl1ey 

do annoy-me. 

Wq, are the7 togethe,r too much? 

They spend all d81 tOBAthe:r, but he never 

seys a word to h.er. !rhe7 just look at 8":loh 

other. She adore,s him. you know. And I 

think he's Jealous of you. • 

Lorraine (quie"t17): You. shouldn,t t tell J:aok: theee . thinss, 

!l1za, I dQn't know whe.t you. can have against 

E1eelhe1m. Whet have fOll got :ag8i~t him? 

Elize. (half smiliJlg) :H1e 'sil,enQe. his composure •••• 

So;m·etimes he make$ .me feel quite frightened. 

Sometimes I tu.m l'oud,.and there h.e is 

ws-tQhing me. Hiae,,,." are 80 olear! 
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Hellebore lauBhe4. 

Eliza: He hafm .. 't come tonight Decease he is jealol4l 
i 

of 7011, Jack ,~o Lorre.1n,e, am ~e began to 

Sp'sak) O:(oourse he is t, And Helen aWBtalwqs 

fol.1QW his whims. Sometimes I '4 like 10 

bang their hea.ds together.' 

DO~,',~ "~~. s.t on to her. J aok. 'E1,s9J.he1m:La al$ 
If 

{.: rehearsal. 
I ii 

Ef1foa.: (,'eving her hand in front, o~ Lorraine) 0, the re~ 
I.' " 

f:/ " l1earsal, 1sn,',~,,~~~t~~1 We ,nly finished a1; 
I! 

la~sels thl"ee, days ago. He oauld easlly have 

come. JaQk. 30 could Helen. 

A waiter brought eaob of them aa aperitif. Lorraine 

and. ,El:1.sa.rmsed their glasses to Hellebore, and the, drank. 

He1r?ore (look1n~ u.p all 11M cei11~1 then at the palma t; Th.1a 

;J / 1& different fwm the 010. plaQe in the Rue 

/',' . de ~ou;rnGn. !rl1eytll miss 119 there. 
I"' I' 

I.' \ 

i ! 

, f'Qr:rr~D.e: 
/' / ;: 

I thou.iht 1t was better to have 'YOU near the 

,., I' ','~.(,,: 
I lit 
j ,).ij, j 

ltelfrpG~e (~oll,1.a) t Iou. know wl17. dOll't YOlA? r " ' 
Imf':.~ ., .10, tell, IDe. 

Hi,~e~o~e:, He likes to keep en ere on his first turns .. 
11"'( " ' 

1l
: 

I' 

theatre. 

ftt,e;re '8 a olause in my contract about my 
1 

leaving the hotel after midnight. too. 
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Hellebore: 

Lerraine: 

11 

lie Qouldn't keep his ere on me in the Bu •. 

defottrBon. 

Whert'sthe clause, then? 

You tell he~, Albert. 

It s1mplzy says thai; if Jaok leaves bis hr;rtel 

&fte;, mi~niiht during rehearsal-time he,~s 
~ . .. . 

~lt, o~ ,_.~ . bre~~ of c antra ott exoept :Ln the 

case of, war. f1~e. pestilenoe. robb'~7, earth­

quake, e.ss8tUtQr lddnap. Btl; Jaok ~'IJlt~ the 
;,. ... . .. " ... ..... ., " , , ~ ,.. ." . .' 

ora.J¥ one who has it in his oontract. 

El1ZEU' (To Hellebore. with e. smile) : You're hii prisoner, 

4 ear , 

Hellebore (hiUng a ,aq with hie hand): A willing one 

ton1ght. 

Eliza: Dj,4, the journey tire ;you out? 

Hellebore: 10. I eat on deok and enjoyed my'self.. It 

was aurm.y all the way over .. 

Eliza: Bave you spoke~ to Bernard yet? 

EJ4,za (p·o1nt:LD&)' Well. there he is. He has just Q,ella :In. 

She po1nte4 to a tal4- man, not (llder th8ll. f ort,,. II who 
I 

wfm standing b7 the ent;re.nCte to the lounge' talkins en. 
l 

l'e.ugh1~ • He wQ;ree heav;y blaok cloak w1 th a bronz, olasp 

and fthainBt the neck. He stooped e. little as he .talke4. 
'/ 
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Lorre.1ae: I've a£sked.kLm to manage the press ton~€lit. 

We shall be leaving the press until after 

dinner. 

Belleb·ore Bazed at him wi til 8 frown. 

Helle})Qre2 Leaving what? What are, 70Q ,spr1Jl.ging on me? 
.. .. . 

Lorraine 1 ( at rokU1g hie oli1n) Well, I thou.ght they t.. like to 

hear a few words from you. At.tar ell no-on. 
. . ~ "' 

in Pax-ls has seen. ~Ql1 for fi:ve rears. (Turniy 

to look at Charpentier) latlJrally. the new8p8,Pers are inter-

8a'ted. 
~ '" ...... 

Hellellore (nodding 1ro.n1 oal17) I Ah. the newspapers ••• whaj 

do 1Ihey want to know? 
, ~ .. " ......,..~ ", . ... . _. 

o , 
L,-rraine (preaoQup1ed): Will you eXC\lse me if I go and have 

a word wi th iernard.? (Ria 1ng ). What do the,­

waat to m,ow? Perhaps 7Qu t 4 better "talk to 

:Se~:Qard. ab Oll. t the tover d inns r, J aot.. I tve 

put h1m next. to 7011 at table.- Wl11 you. 

exouse me, then? 

Hellebore aodded. and Lorraine left hi •• 

Hellebore (watol).ing LOlT&ine walk towards the door): What '. 

he up to? 

Eliza: Well. you. herve Ii big repu.tation now, dear. People 

ha.ven't seea :you on 8 stage for aear17 f1ve 

years •. He wants you to meet the Journal1s1is 

. afterwards 8lld talk to them. 
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Kelleb ore: (81-.111 wa1;.oh1ng.· Lorrt!lne ) • Well. 1'111 not. a· 

, pape; dG~., 

Eliza (laughing end squeesing his hand); Perhaps you are to.. 

Helle'bore; 

Hellebore: 

Albert, my dear. He has sunk su hundred 

th.Qus~d francs in this show. He told. ,me this 

afternoon he'd never spent more on a sh~11( lJ1 

his life. 

I doubttha'i. (Glancing at her) 1 was ve:r:Y 

s~rpr~~~~ ~o .. 8e!t, that note wei ting for ,me., 

you know, telling me to wear . ., dinner Jaoket 
~ '" .. J.. , ~ 

end be punctual. It I thought we were gG1rigt.o 

have a. n10e little supper-part1 on the .tage 
.' ._ . '" ,. . ,.~ , , . ~ . -.. ~ _ ~ .. . 

or in my 4res&d.ng-xao,om, like we ueeO. to. Doee 

h.e expeot _. to ell~o" thisf 

What about us,1he~? 

to eat saoe tVfO 0 ' clock this aft~eraoon • 

VIhy ;lot? 

We came at.ra1ght trom rehearaals. Albert in .. 

e1s1ied. .H~ l'rom1~edus a little, SlU10k, as SOQU 

as we got here, but noth111.g came of it.. Ue 

said he must have 81; .least' fl ve pe ople from the 

theatre he'!"8, ~. so there~e Fran~.net lhe 

Dulo1-Bordesu.'.. lD7self .and Char.pent1er. 

She picked up his gl·ass end offered it to him. , He 

took a ail' and a,he laid 1 t down. 
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Eliza: 

Hellebore: 

H.ellebore : 

14: 

You haven', asked aft,er the Virgin •. 

10. I was looking round for her a minu.tesiQ. 

Even now she d.oesn't look: a day Qlde~ tl1an 

·s8venteeA" She. was a n.urse in the War.. She 

was ill one of the hosp1 tala very near the· front 

11ne,a.nd she had to desl wi thall sorts.lof , 

horrible oaees.- $0 Alb·art 'Wes telling •• 
. , '" ~ .. " 

_d when sAe waeo.ffered' leave she would,.'t 

take it. She refused leave twioe. 
"'" . ~. 

Yes, she:' s a g,alm girl,. very ot!lm~ Has she 
... .' -. , ~ . ~ 

still got that lovely fair hair dQWJtl to ller 

shoulders? Sbe has.' letAt 1 tt 
. . .~... '.,"-

No •. dear. 

She took his haad again. 

Eliza (in a low vo1oe): I heQ'ti about 7Qur s on if ' Where was 

he kil.led?·., 

Helleberel 

Bliss (w1;11 a 81g11,)l 'Ie came down trom:B:cussela b1 ear. and 

all elong the )!'Cad tllere war. those ruiRed 

village,. " 

fheysat 1a silenoe for s'ome, time. 

Eliza: 

Hellebore, 

D1d you. notioe my soar wben you came in? . 

Jo. of course not. It doesn tt. melee e.nr d1ff­

. ere~ce to your face. 
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Lorraine oame baok end sat down again, He watched. 

Hellebore aaxiously. 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

Hellebores 

What I If the matter? 

I was thinking,. Jaolc.. fAere t ,. 81i111 time 

enQugh to :postpone - (intimatel,.) if ''Tou. re8.l1r 
"', .' . 

want to. 

want to do, the wise thing and rehearsefoJ' 
,_. ..... . ., " ~ .. 

another week. You know what. I feel a"bout 1 t 

fro.~ . ~. ;.~~t~~~.~ 

~' know. j~t, wh.~~ ~ ~~ed a long rehearsal, aad. 

at present 'a day's enoUgh tor me. 

LOlTaine (f~owning): Of o()u.r~et this leaves me feeling a 

little wQrrted., 

HellebQrel 

Lorraine: 

When. weren't 7QUwon1e4 over a F1rst'11ght? 

I sent 10U twenty~four oables iile1.de ten 4878, 

JaQx.b'UotYQU seem .• ei against all advioe.. 111 

1911 you la,;; me revise the wbole of" your1;u.r.D., 
L 

O\\t 70u..'ve ohanged$1Jloe 'taen.. ('%'anin, forward) 

'IQl¥L see, JaQk, business bas been l).one too BOQd 

sinoe the . .Aniist1oe, anti I have sUBk more 1I1to 

this .how of yc;urs then I like to think abo~t • 

.iiJ restoration oosta sinoe 1918 h.ave ao'tual17 

trebled the fund I set aside for:repairs and 

d11apidations. Dttri.ng , the War, Jack. 1tf3 
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Hellebore: 

LOr:rl1ine: 

• 

Eliza: 

1.& 

my theatres went to wraokand ruin. Now with­

out you. I can·.,I., re QDUP that loss. N aturalJ.y t 

If. UD)nlling to te.ke unneoessary risks,Of 
. . 

Qou;r.e, Jaok, like all buaine$e men I tend to 

minimise my profitl and make mudl of a loss .. 

Dut bu.sines$ ian't an easy' game, and I don't' 

want to _ ~~~w awarour chances for the sete of 

a few more rehearsals. 

'l?-at d~" .~9u .. t~~ I've beep. doing in England? 

:aut I weenlt there t.o see you, JaOk,. ana 

from my point of view over here that show of 

ours :i.e going to be under-rehearsed. It.··. not 
• • .",_,. _ -,' p" d ....... " .......... 

a .. Disk I enjoy taking, and th.e more I thiIlk 
M 

about it the more terr1bl~ 1t seems. Wh9( can . 

I consult ab'out YOlJ:!:! rehearsals in England' 

No one. Four years is time enough to 1;.8 ,all 

your abilities, Jack. In that time you ooul.d 
I. 

forget how to aot. YO.l1 could run to fat, you 

eou.ld ;Lose sJIlthusiasm, you oou.ld forget whet lt 

fee·1a like to stand ill f.ront of two thoussnt\ 

people every man, woman and oh11d of whom look 

on yo~ se the sreateat clown in tile world. 

Don tt be depressing, Albert. YQu're sil17 

to- talk like that. f' 
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Lorraine (watoh1pg Hellebore); I want him' to do the Wi~e 

thing,., Aad I wonder whether an EQgllahmaa ... 

agel' would take th.e rille I "m l.ek1ng. 

Hellebore: 

Eliza: 

Lorraine: 

Eliza: 

Lorraine, 

Shel.l I go back end find ou.t? 

YQ-q,~t'$ Bmoying him, Albert. 

In tIle War, leek, people 11$e4 to be 88,lc~i 

a~Qu~ ,rou, 0' ~~_ ~J:e time. Jenardkept '"tot. al1Y~ 
in this oountry I: and withQut that colloUll\9f ~-hi. 

p~ op;e, .~ ou~~ Ilever have gone on El$ldJ:a&. nett'" 
is. Hellebore? 

Don'll tekeany notice. Jaok. Be had n. Bleep 

last 1\1ght. 
~. • . _ r ....... __ v~ ~. , .. _... _ •• __ 

No, I'm ver,y worried about it. 

He gazed at the floor wi tb.a frown. the~ he al¥ldenly 

$miled and lOQke4 l;l.p fat Hellebore. 

LQrraiue: I promiae n9t to worr.,. over d~nner. Aad-

(fe$ling1.n Qn.e of his pockets) ... I wanted to a:L veyou. some-­

th1ng for 11).ok~ J SQk. Did I 'bring 1;' 

Eliza: Yea. I saw 10U P\lt it 1n 70\lr PGoket.. I-v'. 
only beads. Je.ck. 

Hellebore (with a smile) 1 Ah. you still carry your beads, 

Lorraine: 

do ,out 

Now don"t refu.se them, Jack. 'beoause I mlUJ1i be 

hum-oured in these things, as Bernard will tell 
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He took from. one of his pookets a rosary with blaok 

beads and a silve~-plated erueifi~. 

Hellebore. 

Lorraine:' 
" 

At. El;izaand le;qn~ns u12ack,in his gh.~ir) There, tha/G Ifi.akes 

Eliza: 

fIellebo:r:~e: 

Lorra1l1e: 

Hellebore~ 

Lorraine: 

E118a: 

Lorraine: 

me fee·l better. Do 1 lo'ok tired? 

A little pale, lUbert. 

Do you still su...ffer at nights? 

Lorraine nod.ded. 

Nowadays I keep a little samovar1n my bedroom. 

and when I knoW there's no hope of sleep I 

drink tea. I usually know by three or four 

0' olock., (Wi ths sirSth) .......... Lea,nag the bedroom. 

at dawn is like walking out of a tomb. ~ome-

times I have gone '.1i/1thout sleep for three or 

four nights together, Jack. 

You worry too un~oh. You oUgilt to see a dootor. 

:But I don't be11·evGI in dootors •. (Glan,cin. -e; about 
I J 

And the older I grow the more I . 

think about death. 

You've ,got a long way to go 1et. 

Whene"er I . see ayou.:ng girl, I imagine to rnyself 

what she'll be like in fifty' years· time. I 

oa.n't sit in .thls.1ounge \"/1thou:t thinking what 

it \Vill be like tomorrow morning when everybGdy 
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has gone,. 'So148111 .. 81, tt:Il!fJ:a1cl~e".()to alefiP, 78U,' know" 

Perha.ps t:a~~ls ftl I dOD"ot alee,' at:nlgb.t$,. Ferhaps I,f. 
, 

afraid I shall 4181n 'IIlI'al. •• p. Well, 81.ep~s a kind of·· 

.~atht iau'1 111' 

Se n1se4 hia glass 1so Selle'bore and' emil.i • 
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Soens: Hellebore's apartment in the Hotel de 1a R~ltle. 

Fifteen minutes before [iJ1dnight on Good Fridal. 1920. 

On the mantel in Hellebore's drawing room stood a 

slim damask vasew11ih a handle on eaoh side. He took Lorr­

aine's rose" from his pooket and laid it over the neok 'of 
. , . 

this vase, so that it was supporled b7 the two handles. A 

large and hot log-fire b,urned in the hearth. 
.. ,-

He sa.t down end for aome time gazed into the fire, 

then he began t'Q doze. His head fell va" slowly to the 

back of the chair, his mOl1th opened end his, right hend became 

limp on his knee. Be breathed deeply, as though exhausted. 
. . . 

A churoh-bell near the botel struok midnight, and 

he woke u.p nih a sharp snore and etared abou,t him. ~hen 

he Vlent to the bedroom and undressed in the dark, He tell 

asleep 1D.stantly • 

At ten minu.tes past midnight there was 8 knook on his 
~ 

drawing room d'Qor. then s;llenoe again. ~he door ope •• ' and 

closed. Someone took two or three steps into the room, and 

the lights went up. A mal,e voice Q811ed out soft17: "Mr. 

F1nstanlay." It was an Englishmen's voice. preo1ae and ed-

uoated. Hellebore opened his eyes. 
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Hellebore: Who is that? 

V1s1 tor (in confus1 on) t I' d no idea you'd be ill bed.' 
.' - ,., 

Hellebore: Who is it? 

Visitor.: My name is Henry Sengson .• 

Hellebore QU,rsed f He went to' the 'Dedroom;'d.oor end 

opened it. He stOQd on the threshold in his p1~amal,· 'l11s 

hair tumbled, frowning and peering into the lighted drawing-
' .... J \~. ~ \~;~ tj .. ~_. ~ > \,A ~~14.r.-, M;t~... tp.:1{ili

xfcl ,$~ .ro om • "\l' ~"'!.~;;r'·~#·l v' . " . "') . 

.He~'rV'. Sen-on, stood befor~~t::-f~.· B~via". 8. 
-li 0- ',\, D . , 

slim young m811, no taller'thSJl HelleboXle. ,He had 8 saaJ'p,' 
~ J. ~~~ ~, .1. ~ .... f~4'I.~fh1<t~ 

pale face, c ¢ ~ ~'. '~w~~ .. ~ ~., ...... ' . ~~ 
_v ''''''''\ f''''tJ q '\Ii ,;;i~\>;> 

Bellel) ore 1 I 'm sorry.· VI, ba.ven I t met :'e fore. 
-, .. '.. . -., .. . - - .. . '. ~ 

Ssngson: 

Hellebore walked into the drawing--room.· staring a1i 

the YOung man.. 

Sangson; We were in the BrJD7 together. 

Hellebore'shook hands with h1.m absently. fhey 
""; "' ou.C 

watched eaoh otheri$p~ek1ng. 

Sangson (lowerin, h1sel9'!); I was told you. kept; late hOurs, 

otherwise I should never have come. 

Hellebore: Were you with. him when he was killed? 

Sangsonl Yes. 

Hellebore D.odded, then. yawned. 

He~le'bQre'~ You must g1 ve me time to wake up .. 
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Sangson (anxiously); Let me see you tomorrow. 

Hellebore; 

Sangson: 

Hellebore: 

Now that I 'm u.p you may as well stay a few 

m1nut-es. Who told you. I kept late hours,­

Edgar? 

Yes. 

You are about his age. I expect. 

S.engson: .A 11 ttla older • 

Hellebore indicated a chair by the fire. and they 

sat down. 

Hellebore: I have nothing to offer you here. And loan I t 
. . ~ ~ ~ 

ring f·or anyone, becau.ee that might Yir;rrry my 

manager. I 'm a prisoner here. young man. 1'm 

insured down ,to my finger-tips. Did Ed,gar 

tell you that? 

Sangson: (watching him thou.ghttu.11y) Yes, ihe was always 

talking about you, 

Hellebore: 

Sangson: 

Hellebore: 

Sangson: 

Hellebore: 

Sengson: 

How did you oome by the name of this hotel? 

But perhaps you were at the dinner-party 

downstairs? 

No, I ween' t. Mademoiselle Berger told me. 

You know her? 

A little. 

She was there to-night. 

She told me when you'd be arriving in Paris 
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Hellebore: 

and when your. dinner-party was likely to end. 

I promised·Edgar that I'd visit you. 

H~ aeke4 you to? 

Sangson: Yes. 

Hellebore (ill at ease): Was that his dying wish? 

Sengson:(w1th a smile); On. no~ But.1 felt under a speoial 

ob11.gation.to ~im because we were intimate 

friends. and becawae when he asked me to come 

and lee you he asked me in a speoially serious 

way. 

Hellebore: Why' 

Sangeon: I don't know why'. 

They both gazed into the fire. 

Sangson: 

Hellebore: 

Sangson: 

H,e wGr,sh1:pped you. 

Di~ he? 

It was a kind of r~ligious worship. The 

thought of yoou conso~ed him. He never oonn-

eoted you. with the War. Among your theatres 

andlo1rcu.se~ you were holy and immaculate. As 

for, himself. 4e thought he was exactly the kind 

whooAAht to suffer it. So there was a kind 

of meroy ;n it for him, - the mercy that it 

wasn't being inflicted Qn you. If yoa had 

put on a uniform and gone ·out to Flanders he 
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would have lost fa! th, beoaue8 the only 

thought that made it bearable to him was the 

thought that there was something in the uni-

verse unconneoted with war, - namely, you. 

He looked about the room with a em1~e. 

Sangson: 

Hellebore: 

Sangson: 

Hellebore: 

Sangson: 

I feel ~ike.a child who has ju.st come into a 

palaoe. ,And like a ohild I don't really 

believe,you exist. After a time Edgar and I 

oeased to think of you in the flesh. You 

have a beautiful room here. 

I hadn't really notioed 1 t .-

It's the kind of,room I expeoted you to·have. 

Edgar told me abo~t the extraordinary houses 

you. used to buy in England. He told me you 

deoorated them fabulously, then,got tired of 

them in a few weeke and sold out • 

Oh, those are' stories peopl~ pick up. I 

ween't used to money t that's true. But don' t 

believe all those stories. 

He used to tell me about your retinue of 

doctors. ssaretaries. gymnasts and masseurs in 

t·he old daY's. He used, t·o tell me about your 
s 

little daily r1tua~1 message, at ten o'olook 

in the morning. a ride in the afternoon. a 
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aoffee-party before eaoh performance. He told 

me about the banquets in your honour, your 

orowds at the stagedoors, your magnificent 

clQthes, your opening of chanty bazaars, you.r 

statements to the press," your signature under 

the f'orewol?ds of books, the gymnasium you built 

in 'Wiltsh.ireduring the War whioh oould be 

turned into a 11 ttle theatre wi. th a seating oap· 

Baity of a hundred. There ware so many 

thing,s, and I've forgotten most of them. I 

never expeoted to know you. in the flesh, and 

now, with 70U in front of me, I oan't bring the 

two togethe';r in my mind - you. and Hellebore. 

He told mel about 70ur tours from CQuntry to 

oou.ntry, and how half the world neve~', ,realised 

what nat1onal.1ty you. were. The l'rench olaimed 

you. as French. the Hungarians claimed you as 

Hungarian. . He told me about the little royal 

processions of hansom carriages youllsed to 

take ou.t of London to see the dawn· come uP. and 

the brandy you served from a tray just 'before 

the return ~ou.rney. (Watching Hellebore with 

awe) When you. came into this room from your -
bedroom just now it was rather like seeing God 

for the first time. 
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Hellebore (puzzled. staring at the young man): Was 'it? 

Sangson: 

Hellebore: 

Sangson: 

A porter at the door downstairs has instruot­

ions to keep out visitors. A banquet is given 

in your honour. Legends fly ab'out that you 

keep late hours and perform every evening on 

two or three h.our's sleep. A speoial hush falls 

on people at the The!tre de 1a F~te when your 

name is mentioned. 

What people? 

I'm thing of Franyine Berger. She is a lady­

-in-wei ting of the CQurt. A kind of eaored-

ness surrounds you. 

used to think of you. 

That's'how Edgar and I 

We felt we had especial 

claim on your attentions beoa~sa he was your 

son ~d I was your s on I s best friend. We 

seemed to possess you. Wecou.ld carry you. 

like e. feather in our caps, and sometimes you. 

made us feel immune to danger. 

Hellebore (glancing dOWS)l I'm glad. 

Sangson: He was always prou.d when people tol.d him he 

was like 7ou. And sometimes he annoyed me by 

appearing to have a secret too good for other 

men, too good even for me •. The·seoret was you, 

It annoyed me to think that you. were more .his~, 
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possession than mins. being his: father. But 

I u.sed to oo~sol··e. myself 'with the thought that 

after all he' was very unl1·ke yoU! he had none· 

of the clown in him. We used to talk about 

you in thu dug-oats', and between bombardments, 

and when it was cold and raining, and when,we 

were going u.p for an attaok, and when a patrol 

had turned out badly. (Awkwardly) When he was 

killed the "world he had made up for both of 
• 1" ~ ~ J 

us - ou.t of you. ... fell to pieces, and I was 

left in its ruins. You -see, he 'should 1'le'V~r 

have been allowed to oome 'back to the front 

after he was wounded ,the first time. 

Wounded? Was A9 wounded? 

Yes. in the spring of 1916. D1dn It you know? 

Hellebore (mumbling): No, I didn 1 t know that. 

Sangson: :But you. must have !mown. 

Hellebore (8 little impatie9tll): No. I tell you I didn't. 

Sangaon: 

Hellebore: 

Sangson: 

I srq that because the au.thori tiesmuet have 

notified you. 

I never heard a word about it. 

But he wae sent back to England, and he was 

in an English hospital for two, months. It was' 

B hospi tal in Herefordsh1re. He ~ame back to 
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my oompany the following year. 

He~lebore: (qu.ietlZ) Well, I was never told abou.t that. 

Sangson: Bat the Viar Off1oe must have not-1f1ed you. 

Hellebore shrugged his shoulders, and shivered a 
l 

Ii ttle. He got UP. rublJing his hands together, and \vent to' 

his bedroom. There he put on a dressin.g-gown of white 

towelling and a pair of bedroom slippe'rs. He walked back 

to the fire wi thou.t looking at the young man and warmed his 

h3D.ds. He then went to one of, the windows. He pulled the 

ourtain' aside and looked out. 

He~lebore: 

Sangson: 

Hellebore: 

Sangsons 

When was he wounded, did you say? 

EarlY' in 1916. 

Well, it 'a possible they notified me. I su.ppose. 

I moved abou.t a lot in 1916. The letter was 

probably passed on from plaoe to plaoe, and 

then lost. I didri'thave a settled- address 

in 1916, you. see.. It roe, possible they notified 

me and I never got the -letter. \Yaa it a bad 

wound? 

It was a shrapnel wound in the thigh from a 

heavy Germa~ shell. I thought it must get him 
A.. 

his disoharge from tbe /rmy» be'oause of the 

damage to his thigh-bone. But it healed and 

wi thin six months he was fi t again, 
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Hellebore (looking at the roofs opposite): I. might have been 

able' to Bee him, then. 

Sangson.: Being an officer... You knew he was an ' 

offioer? 

Hellebore: (with strawn. lowering his head a little).. No., 

Sangson: 

I didn't realise. 

Being an officer he knew what was expeoted 01 

him, eo he went back to the line in 191'1, and 

a few weeks after that he was killed. Had his 

nerve not been broken when he was wounded he 

wouJ.d never have been ld.lled. I'm sure of that$ 
oN!! of " 

He wae killed in the fieroest battles o:f'the 

" War .• , He could no longer bear to hear Dl9Il. 

scream, He was always on the point of runningk 

Hawa:g,. he was alwayS pan1c"str1oken, though 

his face looked determined enou.gh. A terrified 

man in battle is. like a vulnerable ~, ,~. 

Normally he sees his own death in advanoe. 

(furnl.l\Bj his head to look· at Bell.ebore ) The knowledge gives 

him a grey. condemned, mute. beseeching look 

about the eyes •. 

Neither of them spoke for e. few moments. 

Sangson: ~he authorities should have seen at the end of 

1916 that his nerve was going ••• Bu.t there •••• 
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Be shrugged his shoulders and there was silence' 

again .. 

Sangson; 

H:ellebore: 

Sangson: 

He 'urate you a letter, I think, at the end 

of 1915 or in January, 1916. It was to 
G\.. 

t~ll you he had joined the ~ and was 

emba.rl-ring for France. 

Yes, I remember that one ,letter. 

He thought ;you might disapprove of, ~~. and 

he wrote the letter to find out. 

Hellebore: (puzzled by this) D1sapprove of wha.t? 

Sangson: 

Hellebore: 

Sangson: 

Hellebore,: 

Sangson: 

Disapprove of his having joined the Ar~ 

M.d 'volunteered for' the westarn front. 

Who was I to ~eapprove? 

He had such a deep respect fo~ you. Be 

was anxious tolmow what you thought. He 

was anxious to have your good will., 

Ob, he had, that lit 

Ke tried to imagine your face as you read 

the letter. One minute he thought you'd 

disapprove and refuse to answer. ,Another, 

minute he thought you'd be proud of him and 

that youra.nswer had gone astray. Another 

minute 7011 were preparing a surprise for 

him, a father's surprise. 

r-

~, \;~:' 
','l 

, '\ 
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Did I not reply, then? 

I think he put it down to the bad 

postal arra:ngements,. They were bad at the 

time. It VI,as Ii pity. You "cc)'uld have 

helped him, you see, lou could have, prevent .. , 

ad his death. 

H~llebore: 30w? 

Sangson: 

Hellebore: 

Sangson: 

Rewrote you many letters, you see, and you 

answered none of, them. He should"never have 

been allowed to go ba.ck to France. His nerY$ 

had gone. It was quite easy to see that from 

his letters. He knew it himSelf. He wrote 

you two letters from hospital and asked you 

to do your best for ~1mt in just so Jll&llY word.s~ 

But I only remember that one letter. 

F'erhaps the others never reached me. I only 

remember the first one,. at the beginning of 

1916", .And how could I help a soldier? 

·You c~uld have used your influence to keep 

him in England. Your i:mfluence must have 

been very great on certain people. In those 

letters he told you his nerve had gone and, 

that it he went into the line again he'd 
. 

cer"tainly walk into trouble. He told you 

that nightmares woke him~up at night, that 
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He wanted 

the company of . gentle people,· so that he 

could learn how to be at his ease again. 
I 
ct.. 

Yet he lacked the courage to tell the ~ 

that. It was up to yon. He depended on 

you. 

vihat influenoe had I got ... a clown? 

Evel."7one knew' your name. You mv.sthave had 

powerful friends. You could have insisted' 
. . 

like a fathe1" on his stlQ'ing in England. , ' 

He expected your fatherly interest and felt\, 

quite confident of it even, when he V/&8 dying. 

Wnat could I have done? 

The thing to do wa.s to go 8trai~t down to 

the hospital and find out how long he'd be 

there, then make representations to the War 

Office, then visit all your most influential 

friends in London to press your claim private­

ly.. Oh, it \vas often done successfully_ 

I·ve heard of many instances where mothers 

and fathers were able to do this service of 

mercy for their children simply by speaking 

to the r1ghtpeople at the right time. He . 

·had done qui't;e en.ough in the War. People 

would ha.ve known 'that. When he was wounded 
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in 1916 he was one of only twelve or f~teen 

survivors. That was out of a battalion.fIR 

Hellebore: (turning nervou.sly) You must understand, young 

man, 1916 was one of the busiest years of 'I1!3 

life. There were contracts to terminate, 

ma.na.gers t'o see, .. I had thousands of' jobs 

to do and I was never in the same place for 

more than a fortnight. (Pacing the. room, 

frown1ns) ~ secretary dealt yd:lih most of 

the correspondence. And you must understand 

that every year I had m~, many begging 

letters trbm people, - begging for money, fDIt ... 

l~elease from gaol, for rescue from cruel 

husbands •••• 

He stopped and stared at Sangson, then 

walked to his chair. 

Hellebore: (leaniIIg back wearily) Did you come here to-night 

to show me hown:u.ch 11m to blame? 

Sangson: (Eoli1?ue1Z) E'o, s'ir. Finstanley. 

Hellebore: I had the letter about ,his death whe~ I was 

alone in the country at the end of 1917. 
That was one of my quieter years. I thought 

about his death. I wrote to Jeanne straight 

away_ 
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I remember he wrote your name as his next-of-

kin in his army book. He gave your address, 

Well, she brought him up. I only took him 

'for holidays and taught h-1m a few stunts. 

Really, I suppose. he invented you. You 

were one of his dreams t and very necessary to 

him. You were necessary to both of us, to 

bring some warmth into our bodies. We talked~ 

about you as if you belonged to us. You 

helped us to del\1 that, eveI:7thing we saw and 

heard anti touched llad death in itt that every 

man was dead or dying t "tha:t the meaning of 

everything in our world was death, You 

helped us to deny the truth. You helped us 

not to die too soon. (Leani;gg fo~.;~ar~) I 

curse -the day when, my 8,-8S were opened to that 

empty, forlorn world where your son died. 

When he died he was cold, wet to the skin. 

speechless and blind. and he couldn't move, 

I remember the rain pouring down his face. 

He was sitting up. It was dark. All he 

could do \vas to sit ,and wait for death. I 

wish I CQuld put that memory out. I"1i was 

one thing to know and live in a dead and 
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ruined.world, but, my God, to tall into it II 

to . become part of it as he did, to have the 

un1ve.rse turn its back on ;you, to be without 

a:tlY foothold in a huge desert of emptiness ••• 

Thq sat gloomily in· silence. 

Hellebore: 

Sangson: 

Are you blaming me for that? 

You could have spaI'ed him that. 

Hellebore: (guietlz) But I had my own life. 

He gazed at Sangson thougntfully for some time. 

Hellebore: 

'Sangson: 

Hellebore: 

Will you listen to me if I tell you a few 

things about ~self? 

Of course. 

When Edgar "as born I was only a b07 of twenty-

two. His mother and r separated when he was 

five. He only grew up tiO t;hink of me as a 

father beca.use I had a. famous name.. Monty 

Brane and my wife lived together like married 

people. and Monty was more of a father to him' 

than I waso He 'heard eo many gawl;y stories 

about me down at Mont.1 Brana's ~ the stories 

he used to tell you .• ·that he grew up very 

proud of me. I used to give him treats, 

&nd - another thing - I never put If!3' hand 

round his mouth like .Monty Brane did now and 

again. 
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He paused to watch Sangson. 

Hellebore; low I was born in a circus, and my father 

trained me up as an a.crobat and tightrope 

wallter. \'hen I was seventeen I could do 

everything outside juggling and barebaCk 

riding. I me'a Jeanne when my circus' went 

on its first foreig~n tour inl:894. I brought 

her over -to England and we Bot married. She 

pursuad~d me to go in with her as a partner 

for an act of our OWll. so we practiced a high-

wire and trapeze turn. I went down to see 

Monty Brane, and he signed us on as 1'he Fins .• 

But I was a clown,. young man. I was born a 

elo\1U. tfe had. a lot of quarrels, When I 

was just; -turned twenty-two I tell off a rope­

la.dder in the middle of our a.ct, and I b~ke 

my leg • I was away for t\vo months t and while 

I was aWtJ...7 she found ou.t she was going to have 

That was 
w,* 

ver.y conven1entA Monty Brane took me on in' 

a turn of 'my own, as a clown, _ 

~ ancl __ I told Jeanne I was 

finished with1'be Fins. I told her I wanted 

to try the halls. 
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Sa.ngson: 

.iII:' 11 
l¥' 

;r learnt a lot 

about the stage in the next few years, -

especi8).ly about the way to t}"se my face. I 

had hardly used my face at all in the circus. 

~lle trouble lvith the circus is while youtre 

malting one side of the audience laugh, the 

other Qide can only see the back of your head. 

in 1903. and I took the name Hellebore. 

(With a smile) So I'm made of flesh and blood, 
..... l-- ." r 

after all. It took me years of practice to' 

build up my turn. A lQt of people used to 

worship m.e like Edgar did. That's quite 

I was mobbed once. B~t you eanlt 

lay a whole war at my feet. You and I lived 

in two different worlds 0) I knew nothing 

about yours. Thousands of men 'lJ11ere killed 

in the War, but you can't lay their deaths 

at my feet. 

I would never try to. 

Hellebore'(w1t~ an uneasl s~le) You sounded as though you 

were. 
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Sa.ngson:(withol.1't;,:easss1on) All I said was that a word from 

Hellebore: 

Sangson; 

Hellebore: 

. j 

you could have ~evented Edgarts death. 

That was all. 

But I hardly had a private life at all. 

aometi:me~ I never had a moment ··to myself for 

Thousands of people 

used ,to Write me letters • I had to travel 

up and down the country every week. When I 

wasn' ttravelling I was prac·cising, and when 

I wasn t 'li pr·actising I was on the stage 

performing. 

'1!hen you t d become a k11'ld of statue I!I 

Lis.ten to me, young man, you could take all 

nrs cal-pets and, my managers and rrq earniDgs 

and my oronies and my clothes and m,y cabs 

and LW hotel suite~ and my foreign contracts 

atld Iit3maSSf3Ul"iS, you could -take them away 

and d~op thom in the sea if you liked. but 

ltd go out in "bhs street and lid do a turn 

and ltd ge"b an audience somehow • . That's 

because lIve got the spunk of' a clown. I'm 

a clown clown to the nails on my feet. (Tap.. 

pirlgh~s OVill chest,hift face_fluahed) What 

do you th1rJ.;: I am, seune pot-bellied pie--can 
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~ith a million of money? It's people like 

you who make me a statue." people like you and 

Edgar. What about all those stories he told 

you, abou-tridea 1n the Park and royal 

processions? TheY're not true, I tell you, " 

they're not true. 

Sangson glanced at him diffidently and" they sat 

in silence. Suddenly Hell~bore smiled and ~umped up. 

Hellebo:rel (briskly) Lett s go out. you.ng mati. Lett s find 

somewhere warm. I'm wide-awake and It m 

hungry. You know Paris. Take me somewhere. 

Bangs"on: (astonishedb;y:thia) But surely you must sleep now I 

Kel1eborel(walk;~pea towards his bedrooil) Oome and talk to me 

while I change. 

Sangson followed hi:.m into the bedroom. and Hellebore 

took his evening clothes out of the wardrobe. 

Hellebore; (exc1ted1!:i!:)I haven'·t done this. I haven't gone 

out at this hour of the morning for the be at 

part off'ive 7ears, " 

He began changing while Sugean stood at the door, 

watohing him, 

Hellebore:" Are you always thinking" about the War? 

Sa.n.gson: 'Xes. 

Hellebore: It seems to have got into your blood. 

Yes, I suppose I belong to the War. I feel 
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I shall never be able to tear myself' away 

:from it. It won't let me live properly. 

Before it happened I felt I belonged toa 

few friends and a small town in Somerset, 

but now I don't belong to anything, - except 

to War, When you fight in a ~r you root 

you.rself like a plant into another world, .. 

a world of murder. Whereas once 10u helped 

people into chairs, and smiled ~t them,llOw ' 

you set mines for them to-fallon, and;you 

run your bayonet through _ them. And these 

are things 70U can't forget. 

~ 
~ I ought to have been killed, like 

Edgar. - fbat would have been logical • 

Hellebore drew his chair nearer, the ~or. t9 tie , 

his bow. 

Hellebores Go about the world as if you _didn't have a 

past, it can be done. (Tux:n1ns f.rollf,the 

m~ror to tacehim) \Vbat's your work? 

Sangson: 

Hellebore: 

I 'Work in a jeweller's shop. 

In a shop? An educated you.ng fell'ow like 

yourself? 
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Sugean: (nodding resisnedll) -Exa.ctly. The work has no 

Hellebore: 

Sangsonl 

Hellebore: 

Sangson: 

Hellebore: 

Sangso:n: 

meaning for me. 

Why do it, then? Are 70U free to leave it? 

Could you leave Paris if-you wanted to? 

Yes. 

Well. then, why don't you? 

I'm. well looked after here-.- I've nothing' to 

go away to. 

And suppose there had never been a war·, , -

what would you have done? 

I had work as a solicitor's clerk when I was 

fifteen, and I would. have sa.ved money from 

that and used it to take a teachers' certifi­

cate when I was nineteen. 

Hellebore: (starim at th1~) And here you a.re selling jewels 

Sangson: 

Hellebore: 

in a Paris shop. 

I refused to go back to England because ~ 

childhood was finished. In the War I met a 

man called Celida. We became frieJ?ds t and 

he invited-me to bis house here in Paris. 

Then he offered me a ~ob in one of his shops. 

He is a rich man. and hie wife is devoted to 

me. He has a larg.house,· and servants. 

But how is it you can do work that bores you? 
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Bangs on ,I Oh, I think while I'm. doing it t 

Hellebore got up to put his jacket and overcoat on. 

Hellebore: War took away all your hope. . But we,tva got 

to get used to death. 

Sanssont" (~hakinshiShead)I never did, and I never will. 

Hellebore: But mustn. t t 70U try and forget these things? 

Bangson: Have you ever seen a. dead man? 

Hellebore 'stared at him" 

Hellebore: 

SaDgSODI You came upon him suddenly. There he was, 

blind and mute, exactly as trees are. You 

sometimes felt him watching you. A moment 

before, perhaps, you heard his voice, but, now 

you were ,alone. He was still th.ere, yet you. 

were alone. That's tht petrifying thing 

that happe~ When you come across a dead man: ' 

;you become alone in a universe of mu.te, 

eternal things. And you can't get use:Q to 

that.. No man can.ge't used to that. 

Hellebore buttoned his o~ereoat. then took his hat 

and ~~ from the dressing-table, 

SangSOlll (~tchinfSh1mput ott ~hitee;loIe;~) I've been an 

evil v:tsitat1on to ... night. 

Hellebore walked into the sitting room.' 'As he 

passed Sangson he pinched his cheek lightly with his gloved 
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hand. 

Hellebore: 

Saugson: 

Hellebore: 

SangSOD: 

42 

But suppose you had never' come? I should 

have gone on living like an orchid on other 

peoplet·s dresses. (With a glance at the 

9ry;inr5 ashes in the 'TfireRlaG~) I shall move 

tomorrow. TIlis room feels like an under­

taker's. Well. I'm ready to make a night 

of it. Where shall it be? 

I know a ~called Les Anges. It's the 

only place I can recommend after midnight. 

Is it far? 

No. It's in the Rue St. Honorb. 

Hellebore went across to a small table between 

the windows and -cook a. rose from the bow11. 

his button~hole and smiled at S~son. 

He put i't; in 

Hellebore: One for you? 

He looked at Sangson in silence, waiting for an 

answer, smiling. 

Sangson1 You see, liivllen I say you helped to k.ill Edgar 

I really mean you helped to kill me. 
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Scen,e 1: Les g~St Q casino at the fashionable end of -the 

Rue St,_. HOlfor&. soon after one o'clock in the morning. 

The entrance hall of !:.~sAm~~ had high columns 

and taIlestrled walls on either side. At the top ofa wide 
il 

stone staircase was the corridor lea.ding into the club-rooms 

t!l.emselves. The lustr€!s in this entrance hall were not 

alight, and on~y a. bare arc-lamp shone down onto the 

.stair-case trom ·the third landing. 

l'~ , 
~ walked behind Sangson dOlm the narrow corridor to the 

curtained doors of~ the dining room. Sangson pulled a.side . 

one of the curtains and went in. The orchestra could be 

heard from their right playing a qu1'ck waltz • 

ceiling was made of froste·d glass lInth robed figures 

engraved across it. Being illuminated from behind/this 

glass had the appea.:ranc.e of being a b."ltge ,solid block of 



•• 

• 

44 

Some people in fancy dress were throwing long paper 

trea.mers over the heads of the da.noers in the ballroom. 

One after a.nother the streamers flew a.crose the room, fall­

ing onto the shoulders of the danoers, then gradually 

floating down until ths7 were split and trodden underfoot. 

The throwers lau.ghed loudly t and on.a of them clapped his 

hands at a. waiter nearby- and imita.ted a. man thirstily 

drinking. 

rln the." wa.lls there were arohed niohes each conta.ining 

small plaste.rcaets of olassioal scu.lpture illuminated by 

violett blue and 7ellow lights. 

table at the 

very back of the room, almost gallery. 
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Who owns 11;1 

A vlea,l tb3 silk-merohant. He bought 

1t in the last 7aa:r of the Wa!'t and it wa.s 

only opened. siX lllOntl1s' ago f 

No, oBl7 this small willi of it • 

the hOllse was bUilt in the middle 

of the seventeenth oentlU'7and it was 

called the a:Stal de Serab1n1. Then 

twenty years ago it beoame a consulate, 

and the oonsulate ;released this wing 

iB the last year o~ the War. The 

entrance hall downstairs still be,longe 

to 
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them. It used to be their grand reception 

hall. (Leanine; back wit~ a smile) This is 

,.hat happens when a manufact;urer from Lyons 

decides to buy a. club. He thought he was 

going to get a fashionable o11ent61e, but all 

he got,were people much like himself. 

Hellebore(gu1etl;v, still "atching the baJ..lroQ,m): What are 

:you doing here, then, as a member? There 

arenltany ~oung people here. It's a club 
I 

for middle-aged people. None of these people 

have 'ev~r been young. You can see that by 

the look on their faces. 

Sangson: The Italians I share house with brought me 

hers. 
Hellebore: Has the War taken all the go out of you, then'l' 

Sangson (:euzzleq) I Why? 

Hellebore: Well, I thought ~ other young man tfould 

haTe found a club of his own. You don't 

seem to know Paris. You. don't know where 

to eat and have a good time. You come here 

where everybody is middle-aged. 

!he waltz ended. and two or three couples ascended 

from the ballroom to the dining·l'oom. 

S8l1gson: But;you wanted supper (Ris:lns) By the wa;r. 

I shall have to introduce you to my benefaetorl 
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Hellebore; 

Sangson: 

Hellebore: 

~eY're here~ 

To who? 

47 

To the Italian couple I told you about this 
1:\ evening; the Celida.~s, the people I share 

" 

house with. I saw tIiem 'as I came in. 

Yes, you must tell me about them. 

S,aIlgson left the table, spoke to a waiter on his 

way down the steps to the second tier, then he turned lett 

into a corridor. 

A new dance began, and Hellebore watched a man 

and woman from the table near'est him. go. down to the second 

tier of the dining room. then into the ballroom. The 

str~amers were now all in fragments on the dance-floor and 

their rustling could be 'h,eard from the dining room as the 
,,' 

couples swept the,m forward with their feet. 

While Sangson was away a waiter brcught two glasses 

of Italian Vermouth to the table. then laid the cutlery 

for a meal. Hellebore sipped his drink, and a few 

moments la.ter Sangson returned. 

Hellebore: 

Bangson: 

~hey O~y seem to do the old dances. I've 

been waiting for the one-8tep,~ 

~ 
No, they don't pla,y ragtime here. The band 

S...,.. . 
does 'P Boger de Coverley and the Lancers 

1£ 70U ask them. You have to put in a 
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request with one of the waiters. 

But do these French people know how to dance 
S...,.. 
• Roger de Coverley- and the Lancers? 

Sang son: Some do. 

Hellebore continued to stare down into the 'ballroom 

with a frown. They were silent.. Sangson sipped his 

drink sbyly, watching Hellebore • 

Sangson: 

Hellebore: 

Do you prefer the new dances, then? 

No, I like the old tttnes. But IIdg1ve a..ny-

thing to see young people dancing round that 

floor and enjoying themselves. I like the 

one,.step _tII\t1_v.u~,._" because young 

people do it. 

A.gain they sat in silence, listening to the 

orchestra. 

Bangson: 

Hellebore: 

Have I made you miserable this evening? 

I'm sorry I used those words about ;your 

killing me. I don't know why I said it or 

what I meant, 

1'0, but ,the fa.ct 1s you said it. 

He turned towards Sangs.on slowq. 

Hellebore: Listen to me. Sangson. You went out to 

Flanders becau.se 70U wanted to. I didn't 

ask . you to go. And "in your place ltd never 

have gone. In 70ur place I'd never have 
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joined ,up. A1;y work comes first '-"71th me t 

and it always has done Cl I don't care j£ 

Jerry had won the War and then burnt 'D1¥ 

theatre down, ~ work still comes first. 

You'd never have caught me taking the trip 

to Flanders. If Edgar wanted to go., out and 

riel, his life, tha°t; was llisbusiness.I didn't 

as}\: either of you tia gOt and I don't owe you 

w:ry thanks for winning the War. 

Sang son (uneomfortabl:y): We weren't f1ghtin{; for you or 

Hellebore: 

Sangson: 

Hellebore: 

anyone else. 

our count:£7. 

We "weren'tl;,even fighting for 

You went outi to cut fine fig'urea, though. 

Well, that ma.y be -true. 

If he'd come to me and asked me what to do, 

1 should have said, do what you want to do -

if you do that you'll only have yourself to 

blame. When I was fourteen years old I 

wan.ted to be a elQ1m and get a first 'turn. 

and I became ·a clown and I gO"t a. first tU:Cll. 

11m the sort that gets wlla'(j he wants. You've 

only got to look at my chin- it belongs to 

a. mall who gets Ylhat he wants. (Putting 11is 

ha:qQ.s on the tabl~) .And the same with my 

hands. I never came along and asked you <to 
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live rq life for me, and I'm not "-going to 

live yours for you. Everyman's free to do . 

what he can in this world. 

He v/at,chad Sangson in- silence. 

Hellebore: Iou let -the War Office pUSh YQ.Jl about, and 

Sangeon: 

Hellebores 

Sangsonl 

you've only yourself to blame. If ,;you 

didn't like the War you OU@:'1t to have been 

a conch.3r. It's no good being a CODCh7 

afterwards .. 

It wasn't agai~t mw conscience to kill 

Germans.. I volunteered to do" 1 t. I 

wanted to do it. _? 
I think I volunteered to see men die" to see 

their blood and hear them scream.. ',' I only 

volun~eered when I knew what kind of war it 

was, when I _heard· about the explosives. and -

the o8J9ualt1' rate. I couldn't bear that 
""'-C.- ' 

there should b'e so much suffering and ... not 

there,. I wanted to suffer. 

s / Hellebore (I~ h:i.s ,head in ;wonde.!:): I can't Ullderstand 

1 t. What made you want to SUffer? I 

can.'·t understand it. Ih;y go and throw 

away your life?- a decent young man like you? 

Sangson (~1th a ShruS)I Oh t well. I would have had to go 

a:D3'Way. 
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Hellebore. 

SansSOD.: 

Hellebore: 

But I can't understand it. Here you are 

v/orking in Paris in a. jay/ellers' shop ~men 

you could go back to England 'to-morrow it 

YQu ~vanted to and live a. life of your own. 

No, the ,War k~lled my faith 111 - 9 well, it 

simply k"illed my f'aj:th. 

How did it do that? 

Sa.ngson (after ,a :2aus~)~ It taugb:t me that. at any minute 

the worst can happen. It seemed to kill m;y 

senee of having a future before me. Af'ter 

the War the world ,became a cold and desolate 

place for me. I needed protecting against 

it. A11d fJIfJ work a:t the jeweller's shop 

-does protect me. It's so simple. It 

needs no thought whatsoever. 

Hellebore: (stari~ at him) ,Row does it protect you? 

Sa.ngson: It gives my life a fixed order. I go to 

the shop soon a.fter nine in the morning, 

I call on Signor Ce11da for ItUlch at half­

past noon, and then I return ho~e for a. bath 

and. aperitifs so'onafter five o'clock in 

'the evening. I daren't live otherwise. 

I couldn't bear to have all day- in which to 

remember my past. I couldn't bear freedom. 

I've becorue terrified of thinking, I suppose. 
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Then the War turned you into a child. Yes, 

you've got the look of a frightened child 

sometimes. Vibat do you think about at your 

work, then? 

Sangson (slEfO-qinS aw&): Oh, I daydream. 

Hellebore: 

Sangson: 

But don't you ever want to do something else? 

Yes, I do, ver:J often. But as fa:r as 

ambition goes I'm like a man who worships 

the dawn and always sleeps through it" 

He looked down at the second tier of the dining'" 

room and 'wa-tched a. man and woman rise from their -table and 

go towards the archv/ay., 

Sangson: Look. Those are :my friends. 

Hellebore; T.be Italian couple? 

Sangson: Yes. 

Hellel10re watched 'them go dO\:iJll the staircase to 

the ballroom and begin dancing. The woman was dark and 

well-built. and she appeared to be in her late thirties. 

Her husband was a. sUlall, slim man with a. pale face and 

hair grey at -the edges. His clothes \vere very neat, and 

he moved deftly. 

They've been kind -GO me. Without them I 

shouldn't be living in Paris. Giordano 

and I met in. Belgium in 1916, and we became' 

Then \Je met again in -the las"'G few 
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Hellebore: 

Sangson: 

Hellebore: 

Sangson: 

months of the War and he invited me here. 

They have a large house in the Rue du Bois 

de Boulogne. 

She's a fine-looking ;young woman. 

They're not a happy couple. (With a quick 

Glance at Hellebor~) They both want a child, 

and he can' t gi va her one" 

Can't?· 

No. He'll never be able to. 

Hellebore: Did he have an accident in the War, then? 

Bangsol1 (shyly): No. He has been to the doctors, and 

i-t' strue he's sterile. No doubt there 

are explanations. It isn r t merely tha·t 

they'd like a child: the~ feel they must 

ha.ve one. She yearns for a child every d~. 

And in a few years* time she'll be too old. 

Her bOtV cries out for a child, the more so 

bt:cause she feels she might never have one. 

And of course the idea of his being sterile 

horrifies Giordano. Held be willing to let 

her sleep with someone else just to ge"'G\ the 

child. 

Hellebore: (quietltj"") Well, ·~Ghen. there's the solution. 

Why doesn't she go and sleep with someone 

else? 
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Sangson: I-t' s so diffi·cult for th()m •••• , 

He turned and wa~liched the couple dancing • 

Sangson: She has her religion, and sleeping \v.ith some­

one else is a mortal sin. 

Hellebore (\vith a shrug): It depends how badly she needs 

the child. 

Sangson: 

Hellebore: 

She doesn't want to ht~t Giordano. She 

insists they choose a father together • 

They've waited too long, I think. She has 

dreamed about it toomu.ch. They've talked 

it over too much. Giordano knew he was 

sterile five years ago. They've waited all 

this time, presumably for the right father ••• 

Oh, it's a. very miserable business, believe 

me. The more they wait :for the right man 

the less likely are they to find him. 

What about yourself? You could have slept 

with her. You ax-ell' t sterile. You're 

decent-looking. 

Sangson (a lit-tile -taken aback): It v!1oul~ seem like incest, 

I sU.ppoae,. I live in the same house, and 

ever since I came to Pal'is Maria has treated 

me like a son. (With a smile) Perhaps I .. 
sometimes look to them like a frightened 

child. a::; I do- ,to you. \tllen I came to Paris 

I needed a little nursinEo l~o; perhaps 
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they'll never be able to choose. She ma;y 

be incapable of being unfaithful to'him, 

and he of allowing it. I often wonder 

whether they are too devoted to each other. 

A waiter brought champagne and an ice-box to the 

side of their table. 

Hellebore (noq~insalowl~): Yes. It' a a miserable 

business • 

The dance ended. lVlost of the couples went ·to 

the velvet seats atithe side of the ballroom, and three or 

four l11aiters clad in white hurried down from the dining 

room to take their orders. AS Ui1aria Calida returned to 

her table she looked -tovJ'ards the miru;rtrel 1 s galle:r:Y' and 

noticed Sangson. She wav'ed her hand, then pointed him 

out to her husband, He bowed and smiled. 

Hellebore: (wa-tf?hipe; them) They seem out of place here. 

Se.ngson: 

Hellebore: 

Sangson: 

Heilebore: 

Yes. they look as though they are thinking 

something out, between themselves. Yet 

they're rich shopkee·pers like all the other 

people here. 

They must have confided in you a lot. 

Yea, theytve been honest with me. 

Bu,t they're very fond of you. They tl~ust 

you. 1 can see that. 

Sangaon: (e;azims dovm a~ the Qel~) We've laid our 
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sufferings hOllestily before each other. 

F'erhaps that's why. 

56 

'.'fhe waiter drew their champagne from the ice and 

turned away from, the table. He crouched with the bottle 

between his knees and opened it. Hellebore yawned. 

Sangsoni 

Hellebore: 

Are you tired 'I. 

,A little. But 11m not going back to that 

room of mine in a hurr,y • It reminds me of 

death, after all your talk. A yoq fellow 

like you ought to have something better to 
talk about, (TaJtHY5 u:ehischampaf;n.!, 

si'rt!ping it). But I like hearing you talk. 

NojJ.e has talked to me like that since I ler"t,; 

the circus seventeen, years ago. ~{e used to 

si t and tallt in the caravans at night .. 

Another \vaiter brought the first course of\ their 

dinner, and they began eating • 

Sangson: 

Hellebore: 

Sangson: 

I saw the rosary in your room. 

religious"/ 

Are you 

1:10 .. That was a present from Albert Lo~~e. 
(Wi tIl resEE.;~·~) ITa t s vel')y supersti t1o'Us. 

Who's Lorraine"l 

.Wly luanager for continerrtal "tours, 

,n~ver been in need of religion myself. 

S~~gson filled ael1ebore t a glass with champagne. 
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Helleboret You must meet some of" these people •. (Struck 
:1 

bZ ~he idea). You ID'tlst meet Lorraine for 

one thing, then Bliza. ]!hey'd like you. 

Come along to the theatre tomorrow afternoon 

and we'll meet a.'favi of them. 

Sangson (8. little; l1.awkwax:dl;I): But DJIademoiselle Berger.... . 

Hellebore: 

Sangsona 

Hellebore: 

Ab. t of course, you know Francine. 

She tells me the rehearsals are going to be 

rushed. Perhaps I ough-t to come nerc week. 

Yes, it's true the rehearsals are gping to 

be rushed. (l1~citedly) I've come from. 
. 
England with only a da.y to spare. I \vanted 

to slip into -the show at the last minute • 
." 

~ dress-rehearsal is tomorrow afternoon. 

I didn't wan:t to break the spell. I '/ould 

rather have begun ~ rehearsal tonight as 

soon as I arrived. . Those f-ive 7ears off 

the stage made me very impatient. (Lookins 
n 

uJ? at Sasot)But "that won't prevent u.s 

ba.ving a cup of tea together in, the dressing 

room. No, let's meet in the Crimson Tower. 

That's behind the Dress Circle. It's a 

crimson room we use for rehearsals. Call 

at the Box Otfice first and find out whether 

I've left a messae;e for you. I'll have 
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f1n.ished my dress rehearsal by five o'clock. 

Come at four o'clock. 

Sangson (politely)~ Very well~ then. 

forward to tiM t. 

I shall look 

Hellebore: Lorraine is the son of an American business-

man. I think he's geing to like you. His 

mother was French t a very religious woman • 

She brought him back to Flranee when he was 

f·ourteen. Then he came into his father's 

money when he was a young man and invested 

some of it i.n a theatre. In 1889 he built 

his own theatre, and that's where I'm gO~ 
to perform tomorro\v night, - the Th6atre de 

" la Fete. Of course. nourad~s he owns four 

or five theatres in Paris. but that's his 

favourite. He puts on all the biggest shows 
IA . ,.. 

a:t "the Theatre de la Fete. .. lie's putting 

's1x hundred thousand francs into this show 

of mine tomorrot' night, and I doubt "Uvhether 

he has spent more on a single show in his 

life. Yet I haven' t; been near a prof4 esaional. 

stage for five years. (Dr;ink1ne: back hi·s 

champasne) He's one of the richest men in 

,Elrance, but helll never miss going to Ch-arch. 
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I think he worries too much, But that's 

because he isn't married. He needs a woman 

behind him. though I should think a woman 

would find him a littile too fussy, He likes 

his tVIO ba.ths every d~ay t and his fingernails , 

are always j~st so. I've never seen a crease 

in his suit. He's terrified of being ill" 

and of course he never is ill. 'He tal~es 

good carato look af-ter himself. 

Who was the other person you IDt)ntioned? 

;young woman. 

Eliza, You'll like her. She's a special 

friend of mine. "Now Lorraine i s keen on her. 

She has a scar down one side of her face which 

I think makes her look all the prettier. 

Have you ever hea~d of Nidok? 

Who? 

Didok -the Illusionist. 

No. 

\tVell, he' s in the show tom.orrow night 41 

Eliza is one of hi.s assistants. She gets 

saWn in half, and -tha t s~rt of thing. She' s 

a fine. stttrCy girl. You ougnt to see her 

among the tigers. Bhe can do anything with, 

them. 
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The tigers? 

Yes, Nidok's tigerse ~ey are part of hie 

act. lI'hat's how she got the scar. She 

was mauled during a performanoe about twelve 

years ago. when she was a. girl of twenty-two. 

All the "tigers were on their perches t and one 

of -them got angry wit;h I~idok. He had his 

back turned and the "tiger tried to claw at 

his shoulder. It missed and then looked as 

though '. it was going to leap on Nidok from 

behind. Eliza ran a~ross and gave it a 

smack on the mouth wi-tho her whip. At the 

same time she shouted, and Nidok jumped out 

of the w8:3'. The tiger ·tUl~ned on her. It 

knocked the whip out of her hand and caught 

her on the right cheek with one of its claws. 

Bow horrible: 

IQow that tiger never gave any troubl~ befo~e 

and it has never given a:c;y -trouble since. 

J:,very day it iJyatches Eliza. come into the cage. 

and iti never frtira. She can do what she likEE 

with that animal. It licks her hand and lets' 

her tickle its ears. Anim.als can be funny 

like that. This one was born in captivity, 

and they're al'l:v8J'6 more dOllgerous than the 
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wild ones. They suddenly turn. 

ness comes out of them_t and then it's all 

over. If you saw that tiger now you'd call 

her a docile animal. She t 11 be on tha -t stage 

~tomorrow night, I wonder if she remembers 

turning on Eliza like that? 

He took the champagne and filled Sangson's glass, 

then his own. 

Sangson: 

Hellebore; 

Have you ever had an a.ccident in t;he circus? 

Yes, I've had a good many little falls. But 

the 'Worst accident I ever had was when I was 

doing an act called The :E\ins with my wife •. 

Now I had that accident because I was unhappy, 

There was no other reason. I wasn't giving 

myself to the work. It was stilted work. 

lfhere was nothing versatile in it. I always 

say a man's Vlork, is what he needs to do, not 

what hets got to do. 'F.hia was plain aero-

batics and -trapeze-workQ DJi'Y heart wasn't in 

it. I fell and broke my leg. I was half­

way up the rope ladder to the high-wire a.nd I 

slipped. .My right foot went between _the rung; 

I lost lfI3 grip and fell back1.vards. The 

ladder svrung out a foot or two into the ring, 

otherv/ise I should have fallen strai~t into 
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I fell on op.e leg about 

(Leanips forward easer;!\t .. ) 

You see, I was P.ngry tl:J'ith my work. I was 

ashamed of ito I used to sulk for hours on 

end a I was like a prisoner'"' to this woman. 

She thought I \vas in the ciz-cus for a jab of 

work. She didn't understand thecirctls was 

l'!\Y life. ' Now since I've been a clown with 

an act of my own I've hardly had a fall to 

speak of iii .1 never have to tihink what I'm 

doing. lli1y body wants the work, and therefore 

it obeys me all the time. When I was working 

with her I eouldntt look people in the eyes. 

I remember thato I was ashamed of myself, 

you see. It wasn't my work, Yet another 

man would say the same about clowning. He'd 

say it was dirty work • 

times. 

He looked to his left at the table where the 

Celida's were sitting, on the lower tier. 

Hellebore: Do they come here often? 

Sangson: Who? 

Hellebore: Your Italian friends. 

Sangsoll: -On, yes. they consider it -the fashionable 

thing to do. They come here twice or three .: 

times a. week. They'd look on themselves as 
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dull people'if' the:ydidn't. 

a·t the other members) You'd be surprised 

what, illegal. busillC::SS goes on between some 

of these people, Giordano has done a bit 

of smugGling in his time across the ItaliaJl 

border. Most of 'them deserve a prison 

sen"tence. 

I can well believe it. 

Paris is no place for Maria. 

a small farmer in Tuscany. 

Her father was 

Sh e was born 8l'ld 

brought.up there. You can see by the w~ 

she danced jus·t; noVi that shet,s a. e01..m:try 

woman. She doesn't try to dance elegantly 

like the other women here. 

Sangaon sipped his ohampagne slowlY9 and Hellebore 

watched him'as he did so. 

Hellebore: Are you fond of the cit'in,k? 

Sangsonl (2o~nting to hi~ slass) This~ you mean? 

Hel1ebore~ 

Sangson: 

Hellebo;re~ 

I mean, do you d.rink a lot? 

I very rarely have more than a few 

glasses of wine. 

1tr father took to drink. 

for the circus after that. 
c 

He was finished 

He tried his 

luck at the stagedoo~selling songs at a 

dollar a nuoolber, but no good Ca~e of it. 



• ~( (;/ 

• 

64 

That was When I was fourteen. He used to be 

a fine acroba''(; in his dt\T. Of course, thoBe 

were the d~s when the circus used to ride 

through your town in a long procession, and 

the day when the circus tllpned up was a real 

holida;y • The band used to go in front, then 

the horses and ponies aDtJ. eleph.ants all 

SlJruced up, There used tiO be big golden 
~ . 

tabl~ux on the carts wi th the trapeZe-girl'J, 

on top, and you could see -the lions .1n their 

The clowns used to walk alongside; 

they used to fool about and give sweets· to 

the kiddies. You don'·t see that kind of 

thing nowadays, The circus my father was in· 

went round the same circuit for thirty years,· 

between 1862 and 1892. It was always the 

same circuit up tiO Leeds and back again • 

The circus could be a rough life, you know. 

We had to be careful of the gangs. 

t;hey· d trY to burn the tents down. 

Sometimes 

Three or four waiters went across the ballroom 

gathering up the paper streamers. The plush seats on 

either side were now crowded with people waiting for the 

next dance. When the floor iJvas a@:;ain clear the orchestra. 

"-struck up ,into a pr'olka, and. most of them moved down to 

dance. 
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Hellebore watched the dance closely, tapping his 

feet to the music. When they had eaten Sangson called a 

wine-waiter to the table and ordered cognac. Hellebore 

leaned back with a smile. 

Hellebore: 

Sangson: 

Hellebore; 

Sangson: 

Itve eaten like a trooper. It shows you I 

COt~ldn· t have eaten much at the hotel tonight._ 

I was nervous. They asked me to give a 

little speech. I didn't feel at; home. I 

expected something quite different when I got 

off the boat. 

Well, now we've eaten I ought to ask w~ia 

and Giordano to ;join ue here. What do you 

think? 

_I should be delighted. H ow's the time? 

A 11 ttle after two 0 t cleek. (Looking inJio 

his ales) Would you rather go back now? 

Hellebore (em:phaticalll) I Bo, no. Let me me et your 

friends. 

Sangson rose and was just about to leave the table . 

when a waiter came with cognac. He drank it standing in 

one gulp. Hellebore watched him, then did the same. 

They put their glasses back on the table simultaneously, 

and as they did so they glanced at each other and laughed. 

Sangson went down to the second tier and spoke to 

Maria and Giordano Oalida. They turned am looke-d up with-
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surprise at Hellebore. Giordano Celida peered at him 

and smiled as Sangson talked to them. Then he nodded Sl'ld 

rose, and all three came up the narrow gangway towards 

Hellebore's table. Hellebore was still laughing a little 

to him.self. He got up and pushed his chair ba.ck noisil!:t 

then went a little way to meet them, his hand outstretched. 

Sangson introduced them, and a waiter brought two 

more chairs to the table. 

Giordano (genialJ;y): We have a box for tom:crrow night, 

Monsieur. 

Hellebore:' I'm delighted. 

Maria (with a smile): Tonight. my dear. 

Giordano~ Of courseS (Neatl;z ;eulling back his sleeve 
< \~.' 

,and ,glancing at his watch) In eighteen hours' 

time. 

Hellebore: Don't remi.nd me. 

Maria and GiQrdano laughed politely • 

Giordano turned 'and beckoned to one of the waiters 

who was standing on the lower tier. 

{ Giordano. 

Hellebore: 

Giordano: 

I saw one of your performances in Ital7. 

~~ere 'Would that have bee~? 

,Ab., ~t ,course, you don't remember it. It 

was a long time ago, eleven ye8.J.ls ago, in' 

RinJini. ' 

Hellebore:' But; I do remember. ('rurnine; to Sansson) Tha<t 

was my first continental tour. 
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A wa.1ter stood at Giordano Celida's side, bowing 

respectfully. 

Giordano: Now we shall celebrate this honour. <_1m 

his hand on Hellebore's arm) 'Because you 

understand it is an honour meeting you here.' -
I always thought you were a l1t JGle ••• a little 

magical. But here you are in the flesh • 

So .. (takiooa w1ne .. lis"t. from the wa:i.ter) -

we shall celebrate. (W1th a quick.method-

ical sl~ce at .Hellebgr.!,) You like champagne? 

Hellebore nodded, watching him. Giordano selected 

a vintage, and the waiter left hurriedly. 

Hellebore: Have you always lived in Paris? 

Giordano: No, Monsieur. We cam.e away from ItSly in 

1904. 

Hellebore; What made you want to leave? 

Giordano (movw clo~er to him): There wasn't a big enough 

Maria: 

living to be had. Both of us love our country 

but - (rubbiY,his thUl':ab and forefillSer toe;eth-
4 ... . 

~r) - i-twas a question of. bl.~ead and butter, 

you understalld.' M;y idea. was' to go to America. 

I had aust enough money. We were, both young. 

llliaria. was ;just turned twenty-one. But there' 

.Maria .. well f you know what women are t 

I hated the thought of going to America. 
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Giordano (smiling at her): Shill: the da.ughter of a Tusca.n 

farmer. and it was all I could do to get her 

here. We had ten years iil Toulouse. 'Ie 

wer'e in partnership wi'lih another Italian, -

not a very successful partnership. Then we 

came to Paris a few months before War broke 

out. I ma.naged to put the business on its 

feet in the first year of the War ... though 

I don't know how. 

Maria (t~ Helle~ore)1 By work1rlg ver.y- hard, believe me. 

Giordano: 

Hellebore: 

It went well during the War. and now we have 

a. very fashionable liti.;le business. And one 

of our clients 1s a gentleman called Monsieur 

lilbert '<Lorraine who (with a little bow) I 

believe is known to you. 

Of cour~~, of course. 

Giordano: (flattel'ed) Be of"ten visits us ••• Yes, I saw y-ou 

perform in Bimini eleven 7sars. ago. I remem-

bel' your ',naae outside the theatre: ELLEBORO. 

But I never thought I would ever come face to 

. face with ;you. (~o 8ansson) You cal.led at 

Mr. Finstanle;y's hotel t then? 

'Sangson: Yes. 

Marla.: You should have told me before. ~enwe 

could all have had dinner ati home. 
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A waiter brought champagne and fresh glasses to 

their table. 

Ma.ria(t~SaASeo,;n): We were 80 surpri~ed to see you. 

Maria: 

Did you walk down? 

Yes. I left the house soon after eleven 

and walked down to the Rue de Rivoli. 

You could have borrowed the oar. We could 

. quite easily h~ve .l·eft 1t·, 

The waiter poured the champagne. and Giordano 

r~i8ed.his glass. 

Giordan.o (to Hellebore): A health, then., 

i~ia and Sangson raised their glasses. 

Giordano: In honour of Hellebore, wishing him success' 

tomorr~w night .. (correct.i:es himself with a 

smile) - .tot4s~1i. 

Hellebore raised his glass first to Maria, then to 

Giordano. and they all drank • 

Hellebore: Thank you both. 

The polka came to an end and there was the so'Ulld 

of applA.use 'from ·the ballroom. Maria. and Giordano turned. 

All the. couples who had been dancing remained on the floor 

to appland.theorenestDa. 

Maria, .(wi,th Q. fa.,. to liellebore): The,. want it againl 

Giordano: ~he tires me OU'G dancing, 
. - -. ;~..., 

S11en.c,/:~::eell in the ballroom, and then the crowd 
~. j" • 
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sighed. The conductor raised his baton under a yellow 

spotlight from the minstrel's galleI7', and the orchestra 

struck up into a second polka. 

Maria (~): It's another onel 

Giordano and Besson laughed a.t her, and, seeing 

them laugh t she put her hand over her mouth. There were 

now marlY couples on the d8.llCe-floor, and the l~htstamp­

ing of their feet could be heard above the orchestra • 

Giordano (la:y:irRB his hand on H~llebore's arm): Dancew1th ," 

ffl1 wife. Please. Show her how you dance. 

Hellebore: I should be deligbted. 

He got up and bowed, to .Maria.' Together they went 

S I down to the crowded ballroom. Giordano and {angson 

watched them as they took up the dance. 

Giordano I What made you call on him? 

Sangson: (atillwatching Hellebore): I don't know why I 

Giordano: 

Sangson; 

went, Giordano. I'd already gone 't;o bed • 

I got up again just after eleven and walked 

down to the hotel. Francine told me whiCh 

hotel it would be. 

Does he know about her? 

inow what? 

G1orda~o: I mean. \vhat did you tell him about her? 

Sangson (!!D-derstandiM): Oh, I said we were friends. - no 

more. 
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Giordano: And 70U talked about Edgar? 

Sangson nodded sadly. 

Giordano, I expect he was glad to see his son's only 

friend. 

Sangson: 

Giordano; 

Sangson~ 

Giordano: 

Bangsonl 

Giordano: 

He seemed to have forgotten a lot about Edgar, .. 

Well. three years is time enough to forget. \, 

I expect you made him feel a little miserable. 

But I'm glad 70U saw him. Maria thinks it 

must be a. relief to 7oU.. You needed to 

talk these things over, though I sometimr " " 
j 

wGnd~r whether it was·w1se to go back o/.'er.th. 

past like that. (Sipp~n3 his chaYmae:ne) 

You look very tired, my dear boy, 

Yes, I worked hard tod,,". I stayed at the 

shop until after seven." 

Oh, by the Way. did the assignment for Udine 

go? 

Yes. They ought to be there by Thursday of 

next week. I expect they'll go by aeroplane. 

And you included my little personal message? 

Sangson nodded. 

Giordanoi Good. One never knows, .. I may be going to 

Italy soon. 

He turned and gazed at Hellebore and Maria as they 

danced, 

Giordano: lJ:hat t S how I like to see a. man dane e ,with 
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his shoulders f'irm and straight. Look, he'.s 

as light as a feather. (Glanoim at, ~6!2n) 

He's shorter than I would have thought. Be 

looks taller on the stage, '. at least as I 

remember him. though that \vas eleven years ago. 

Perhaps it· s due to the floppy clothes he 

wears on the stage. He doesn't look sad now, 

does he? 

Hellebore was laughing as he danced, and at every 

fourth beat he hopped particularly higho 

Sangson; This is the first time he has left England 

since the War broke out. 

Giordano (£5ali;gs down at Hellebore ,witk\ a smilel= Then I 

expect he means to enjoy himself. 

As soon ·as the dance came to an end .ae11eb'ore ani 

ilaria returned to the table, laughing and breathless. 

Maria (to, G1or~~9)' Hadn't we better go ba.ck to the table, 

if only for a few minutes? 

Giordano glanc.ed down at the table on the lower tier 

where they had been sitting. 

Giordano: Not yet, ~ dear. 

champagne, then go. 

We'll have a little more 

(To Hellebore) We hav~ 

three or four friends down there. We mustn't 

neglect them altogether. 

He took 'the bottle of champagne and filled Maria's 
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glass. He then offered it to liellebore, who, shook his 

head. 

Hellebore. No, thank you. I'm merry enough, thank yOll. 

Giordano chuckled and held the bottle up to the 

light, squinting at it. It w,as a quarter full. 

Giordano: Come t 70U must have another glass. We must 

finish the bottle before'wego'back to our 

own table. Yes? Of courseS 

He filled Hellebore's glass. Then they all touched 

glasses and drank. 

Giordano (tg Maria): The next dance ought to be for lienry.' 

He looks 80 lonely s1 tting there. 

Maria (with a tender gl.ftllC!8 at Sa:nsson) I Yes, I shall take 

him down to the ballroom and whirl him round. 

He looks so sa.d. 

Sangso:n: 

Giordano: 

I'm only feeling a little tired. 

He st«yed at the shop unti~ after seven this 

evening. (Glanc;tp.s first at Maria. then at 

Hellebore) And a little more champagne would 

do you both good. You look hot, both of you. 

Yes. I think so. 

He beckoned toone of the ,wa.iters ani order'ed .more 

champagne. 

Maria: Mr. Finstanley ha.s already refused it, 

Gio·rdano. 

Giordano: Oh, mere politeness! DO you W811t to be 
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off home. then? 

Maria: No, pleaseS 'Let's make &. night of it! 

Giordano (triumphantly t to Hellebore and Sangson) I Shall 
I 

we. then? 

Maria: We can all go back to the house together for 

an early brea.kfast at dawn! 

Giordano (to Hellebore): Does that suit you? 

Hellebore (noddim) I You are both very kind • 

The orehestrabegan a slow waltz, and Maria got up. 

She touched Sangso;n's hair lightly, putting it back from 

his forehead, and together they went down into the ballroom. 

A waiter brought. the second bottle of champagne, and 

G1ordano moved to a chair at Hellebore's side. Be filled 

their glasses. 

Hellebore: You came to know Sangson during the War, I 

believe? 

Giordano: Yes. my friend. Has he made you feel sa.d? 

Has he brought back the past~l 

Hellebore (?lith a shrug, star~m' dOVJn a~ t1.1:.e table2.= Be 

has suffered too much. It isn't right. 

Giordano & Yes. he did suffer. I feel like a father 

towards him. you know, jus t as you mus t have 

felt toward·s Edgar. I met him first in 1916. 

and we made friends> very quickly. Then I 

met him again towards the end of the War after 
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your son's death, and he was a different young 

man altogether, .. helpless, quite helpless. 

fIe said he would never go back to England, 

I don't know why. I wanted to give him a. 

home, and I knew iV1aria and: I could give him a 

home. So I invited him to this house of mine 

in Paria. We have 110 child.ren of our o\m, 
Q 

you see • I felt he needed a home more thaI).' 

anything else. "tie gave him a. couple of rooms, 

and I found him a. little ~'ork in one of our 

shops. (Watch~ . SaIlfSs·on and rI~{ariain _the 

ballroom) He is so very polite. you know. 
1 

I can send him to talk trade with business 

agen-ts from allover the world, and 1 can 

always be confident 'that he' 11 give a better 

impression than I ever could. (With a slance 

at Hellebore) He's an educated young man. 
1 jl 

I'm a shopkeeper. An education counts for 

a great deal theae"da;yso 

I like listening to him talk. 

Yes, he can talk well. 

They gazed down into the ba.llroom in silence. 

Giordano: He liked war, you know f) 

Hellebore: Liked it? 

Giordano: Yes. He liked -the fighting. I think he was 

a good fighter. He's lost now the \Var's over. 
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Hellebore: Yes, he talks like a lest man. 

Giordano (with a sigh): All the War meant for me was'UJ3 

Hellebore: 

Giordano: 

separation from Maria. We were too much in 

love witl;1 ea.ch other, perhaps. I used to 

yearn to be with her until I was almost :mad. 

I was in the French arlllJ' for thre~ y"ears. I 

lost weight. I had skin-trouble. I caught 

malaria. and one thing after _ another • I'm 

not a fighter. War isn't for people like 

myself'., War is for young men with nothing 

to lose. 

Was Sa:ngson like thatf? 

Well, wha·t had he got to lose? 

Hellebore nodded slowl.J. then glanced up at Giordano. 

Hellebore: 

Giordano: 

Did you ever meet ~ son? 

NOt f1f3 friend. 

Maria. and Sangson returned to the table before the 

dance ended, and Giordano got up. 

Giordano (to Maria); Now we really must go backt.o our 

table. (To Hellebore) For a few minutes, -

wou.ld you mind? 

Hellebore (risi!S) I Not at ali. (To Maria.) But we must 

have another dance or two b·efore da.wn. 

Maria laughed shyly. 

Giordano: 
."" I 

The champa.gne is ther~ for you to drink. j 
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Maria: (looking into the ballroom) The others are dancing. 

I can see them. 

Giordano: Would you prefer the lounge? 

IVlar1a (slItting do~n): Oh no, my dear. I like to watch the 

dclneing. (Glanein.g ba.£...k_ .. at H~llebore's ~able) 

Giordano: 

llAaria: 

Giordano: 

.rv1aria: 

Giordano: 

Is he as you remember him.? 

Well, of course, they have their faces painted.' 

He I sahor"tier than I would have expec·ted. 

Who is this Lorra.ine you mentioned? 

His .nmna.ger. He often comea to the shop, 

though I've never seen him myself. Ferha.ps 

you remember that fine little crucifix I 

picked up la~t year, - a gold frame inset 

\U th l~bies .. He bought i t and had i t clipped 

onto one of his rosaries. He's a. shrewd man, 

, I believe • He certainly knows the value of 

money_ .And his house is full of the most 

fabulQus things t - so they say in the trade;. : 
, \ 

Is he richer than 'Mr. Finstanley t then? '\ 

But of course. I should think: lIilr. Finsta,ril~ 
~, 

·is a. good deal poorer than I am. f· 
t 

:jl r) 

:;, \~ 
I He gazed at ~~ia thOU~ltfully. 

I 

Giordano: Yet on the whole perhaps he's the richer/ ifn. 
I , 

He doesn t t have to keep on the riglrt ¥de of 
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people to make his profits, as I do. He 

doesn't -have to eD,tertain :people he dislikes. 

He doesn't have to serve rude customers. 

Lorraine does all the scrambling for him, -

all the investing and worr,ying and speculating. 

It nltwt be wonderful, my dear. not to have to 

thinlt about money all the time. Imagine what 

it must be like to feel the mon~ piling up 

while you walk the streets- Ol~ go to rehearsal', 

Maria (. little ;eained ,by thi~): But aren't you proud of 

Giordano: 

your work? You chose i-'G yourself. Nobody 

forced you in-to it. 

Yes, I chose my work and I enjoy doing i·t. 

But I have to be thinking about money all the 

time. We live very lavishly, you knOtv. The 

money doesn't come of its own accord, though 

sometimes you behave as though it doe's. I 

have to be wa.tching the narket all the time 

and exchanging this investment for that. I 

have to keep an eye on the rival firms, and I\ 
\ 
\\ 

'\ 
have ·to open up new contacts in foreign 

countries. It seems to me I never have a 

moment's peace from money, even when we come 

ou~t to enjoy ourselves. You wouldn't believe 

me if I told you how much we spend on enter~. 
\ 

\ 

\1 
1 
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Giordano: 

taining people, on din:o.er-parties and visit 

to -Wle thea:tre and cocktails and trips to the 

coun"t17, fr·om one end of the year to the other. 

But I can tell you it gives me quite a headache 

no\~' and again, 

But Mr. Finstanley has a lot of' business. too. 

'l'h.ere must be contracts to sign) for one thing • 
., 

And dontt you remember Henry telling us how 

lavishly he used to live bGf'ore the War, how 

he ~sed to build houses and 'then g st 'tired of 

them as soon as they were finished? Well, 

there are your mortgages and loans and invest-

mants. 

Yes. but it isntt the same. He could enter-

tain all the most intluential people in Europe. 

but that wouldn't help him give a better per-

formance on -the sta.ge • He isn't obliged to 

think abou:t mo:t'ley all 'lihe time" 

-~rell, someone has to do the thinking, otherwise 

there wouldn't be such a thing as trade. and 

where would his food and coertumes and houses 

come f~x'om? 

Giordano (with a smile): I ag~ee with you, ~ dear. I'm 
t 1 ...... 

only saying I envy him a little. I efJ.V3 him 

his powers, you see. 

Maria: Well. iVou've made a success of·your work, -
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that I a one thin.g .. 

Giordano: But sometimes I do get tired of it. I admire 

a man who isn't on the make all the time. 
\ 

The slow waltz came to an eD.d, and Hellebore tuzaned 

to Sangson. 

Hellebore: This ~s my real welcome back to Paria. I'm 

beginning -to ffH';l among friends.. I didn't 

feel among friends at the dinner rarty this 

evening. Most of them were tired. They had 

left the theatre in the nl1ddle of rehearsals. 

and most of them had gone without a blteto 

eat since the early afternoon. 'J:lhat was 

Lorraine's doing, of course. He wanted some­

thin.g dignified. He wanted it described in 

a.ll the Il.ewspapers. I like your friends. 

They're EUa.sy to get on with. 

Sangson held the champagne b()ttle up to the light. 

Hellebo~ e : Empty • 

Sangson (calling to one of the wait ere) : Deux: cognacs I 

Hellebore: In the old d~s we used to take hansom cabs 

round the West End. after the, show. We used 

to talk a:nd sing in each others' bedrooms 

until the dawn came through. We used to have 

suppers on -the s-tage with our make-up on. 

~~e used. to play tricks on ·each other during 

·the show. I wand er whether it I 11 ever be tIl e 

Ill· 
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same again? While "the War was on I never 

went neal' the ~ltage. I had no managel"s and 

no cronies. I used to see a few friends now 

aDd again, but somehow the real old-time 

artistes disappeared during the War. All I 

wanted to do "va.s to keep away from the theatre 1 

I didn't want -to go near Lamor.t. I felt too 

, sad. None of my old pals vlere there. :No, 

I didn't feel comfortable at the ho-.tel tonight, 

except with Eliza. Perhaps when we've all 

worked together again things will be like they 

used to beO) 

A waiter bro"Q,ght their cognac. 

and drank it in one gulp. 

They touched glassefl 

Hellebore: That's one tor old times. 

He reeled a little 1nhis chair and gripped the 

table firmly with both hands 0 

Hellebore: (with a loose smile) I did murder Edgar. 

Sangson: (startiM) Are you drunk? 

bloodshot .• 

Your eyes are very 

Hellebore: (vehemel'r~ll) I murdered him.. 

He stared at Sangaon for a moment, then took his 

hands from the table and leaned back with a smile. 

Hellebore (quietly): 11m drunk:. I'm not used to all this. 

Sang son: 

I never touch it·. 

Do you feel sick? 
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Hellebore: 

Sangsonl 

Hellebore: 

No. 

Da you feel you might fall? 

I feel dizzy, and very sleepy. 

Sangson looked down at; the second 'tier where the 

Celida~ were sitting. ~hey had now been joined by their 

guests, and one of them was iiTatching Hellebore. 

Sangson: You :must; sit still. You must try and sit 

still, and talk as lit'tle as possible • 

Hellebore fOrOVJlled and stared at the table. He 

swayed a little and tried to look at Saugson. 

Hellebore: lvJhy? 

Sangson: 

Hellebore: 

Sa.ngson: 

Hellebore: 

l)eople are iNatching you. 

tonic water and a cachet. 

Itll get you some 

(SR,eakinrs vag 

diat~nctlz) But meanwhile you must try and 

sit very still. Try not to fall. 

Who I S watching me?· 

r~ia's friends. They all know who you are 

by nOt". 

irhere you ars t I'm still ae~ta.tue. 

I go they treat me like a statue. 

Wherever 

Iou can 

see for yourself. It's their fault. It 

isn't my fault. I'll be alrighat. (~e?+I!1ms 

.!~~o~s tl;e table and fSrasJ2.ing San3son~"s al'.!!) 

I'll be alrigh"b. It was that brandy. Click. 

Sangson (rising): Itll get the tonic v~ter. Then we mUBt 

go straight back to the hotel. You've got 
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to sleep. I can *tal'le Giordanols car. 

Hellebore (f!h~ng his head ve:q 810,\v6Y ) , ISo. 

back, because I wouldn't sleep. 

I v/on't go 

r'm going 

to dance wi~th tha:t woman. I saii I was going 

to dane e wi th tha t woman and I' III go ing to., 

Sangson (with asish): Let me get you the tonic water, then. 

He went; down to the second -tier. As he turned 

left towards the lounge Ma.ria called and beckoned to him • 

He went to her table and bowed to the other guests. 

Hellebore wa:tched him, his eyes narrowed. .Maria said 

something to Sangson, and he nodded Elv/kwardly, 

Some min'lltes later he retu.rned to llellebore t a -table, 

with a. waiter. 

Sangsoll (in Hel~e bore' a ear): Luclrily you don't l;o.ok very 

drunlr. 

The waiter put a glass of tonic water before 

Hellebore and" depar"ted • 

Sangson (~itti:np; doWl'l asain): .Maria wanta me to ge"t her wrap. 

She left it at home. So I shall be taking 

the car. (Hes1tapt}.a:) J She wants you to 

jaiL their little part,y while lim gone. 

Will you? 

Hellebore nodded and sipped the tonic water. 

Sangson: 

Hellebore; 

Or should I take you:h~Ck to the hotel? 

No, I'll be alrigh"c. ~t's Just a turn. 
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Hellebore: 

Sang son: 
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Your eyes are so bloodBhot~ (Giving H!,llebore 

a tablet). Swallow that with the vvater", It 

won't make you sick? 

lQ'o. I don't feel sick. I feel dizzY-II 

I'll wait until you're bet·~er·& , Then you must 

go to 'the lavatory and smarten Yol,lrself up. 

You've spilt champagn.e down. your shirt-front, 

and your hair needs combing. ~ihen. you join 

Maria I s party refus e the first dane e or ·two t 

until you.3re f·eeling re.ally well. 

Hellebore (!!1tchi:pghj~l!! ml1.. a sD:!lli); You. look like a 

schoo I-teac.b.er • 
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Scene 2: The sa.m.e. two hours la'~ el~ • 

The dining-room was now deserted~ A few couple s 

were dancing. but most of them were sitting talking and 

drinking on the seats at the side. All the lights were 

lower than before. 

Sangson stood with Maria's fur wrap over his arm 

looking down into the ballroom • He stared in a.stonishment 

at Maria and Hellebore: as they danced swiftly round the 

floor. :i:"aster than any of' the other couples and more reck­

less. ~Hellebore whirled her round and round on the same 

spot~s the dance ended~ .Maria.· fell bacll" giddily, but 

he caught her in time ,vith a laugn. 

~hey tu.rnoo. and Maria waved _to Sangson. She came 

up thestaircase t smiling at him. 

her, sweating and pan"bing .• 

Hellebore came after 

Sang son: 

Maria' 

Sangson: 

Marias 

Sangson: 

Maria ; 

Thank you, my dear • 

dancing all this time. 

She kissed him lightly on the cheek. 

\fuere t s Giordano? 

He went back home. 

How long ago? 

Abou-t ,an hour ago. 

We've been 

,He must have walked, then, because I had "the 

No, he took a cab. {TakiDfi his hand an,.!\ 
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'!.gue~zi'Ba; i;i) You mtlstn' t worry about thine:, 

my dear. 

He shrugged ... and she went t01UTards the lounge. 

He drew Hellebore to one of the tables near the white arch., 

and they sat do'!tvn. 

Sangson (in a soft voice)t You've won her, then. 

Hellebore I Wha t do you mew:' 

Sangson: She has chosen you • 

Hellebore shook his head with a smile. 

Hellebore: We had a dance or two. We had a good tim.e. 

Sangson: 

She's a lovely little dancer. l:fhat doesn't 

mean anything. Giordano went home of his 

own free will. 

She has chosen you as the father of bar child. 

1 know her better than you do. 

Hellebore looked at him thoughtfully, wiping his 

broVio 

Sangson: 

Hellebore: 

Sangson: 

She III ask you about it tonigh-t or tomorrow. 

Or perhaps Giordano will. 

To g~ve her a child? 

As soon as I told her Y'o:u were comirlg to 

Faris she began asking me questions about you. 

(With a amil!) Well. you're a famous man, 

so it 911 be a. kind of imri'Illculate conception, 

which is what she 1 s after~ Would you do it? 
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Hellebore (avoiding }lissaze): Anybody with a heart would. 

8angson: 

Hellebore: 

Sangson: 

Hellebore: 

Sangson: 

3he t s a pretty woman. 

knows a trick or two. 

Would you do it, then1 

And 1 expect She 

Yes~ But I wonder what~ it vi10uld be like, 

in cold blood like that ••• 

Has she mentioned anything of ·the kind to you? 

We've been daneing~ We t ve hardly said 

a word to each other. 

There you are, then 0 The blood wasn't cold 

while you danced, V/OlJ it? 

a:a allY other time? 

Vlhy should it be 

A waiter came to the table and put two glass of 

cognac before them. 

Sangson: Did you order this? 

Hellebore: lllaria said she'd send something in. 

Hellebore drank his cognac and got up • He swayed 

a little at the et.ige of the table, then steadied himself 

against the arch~ 

Hellebore: Excuse me. 

Sangson: Are you alright? 

Hellebore: Yes .I'm only -gOiI'Jg for my coa"t and hat. 

He wen-I; to the door leading out of tl'1e dining-room 

on the second tiel". He turned in the half-11ghtaDd \vaved 

to Sangson. then went auto 
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Another dance began, and Maria returned from the 

lounge. 

Sa.ngson (ri~in6): He t 11 be back soon,. I expect .. 

Maria, Shall we dance while he's gone? 

I'm sick of this place. 

I want a walk. COTde for a walke. 

He took her arm and tried to bring her aw~ from 

the table. 
e 

No, Henryl Vlhat about Hillebore? 

Sangaon: We'll com,c back for him,. I only want a 

short \V.alIt. Bu·t I shall 1,e sick otherwise. 

NOt Itll wait here. You go, and we'll \vait 

f'o:e you here. 

Sangson ('lith aSif5h): Alright, thenl 

Maria (seeing his e?92relflf!~0P-): No, I'll come, if it's a 

very short walk, and if you really want me to. 

Sangaon: I dO$ 

He d~ew the wrap round her shoulders and they left 

the club. 
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Scene 3: The streets of,Paris. a little later. 

There were low, dark clouds, and the street-lamps 

were still alight. One side of the sky 'trras clearer, 

where the dawn was coming, and a chill wind was beginning 

to blow. :l~e streets viera deserted and quiet, apart from 

a hansom cab here and -there. 

Sangson and ~aria walked slowly down the Rue St • 

Honor6 towards the Flace Vend~met a.rm iTl arm. 

Sang a on: 

Maria: 

Sangsona 

Sangson: 

Marial 

Sangson.: 

Maria: 

SangSOD.: \ 

You sent m~ home for the wrap so tba t you 

could be alone with him. 

No, ';r didn't. I really vlanted the wrap. 

I began to feel cold between the dances. 

Anyway, you got what you v/ere a.fter. 

can't you leave my friends alone? We went 

there for a quiet meal together. I was 

afraid you'd do this. 

But what have I done?' I got tired of 

Giordano's friends. They were all pigs t 

and Hellebore is a 'Wollderful dancer. 

BtrtY01..l'Ve chosen hi:m, haven't you? 

Chosen him? 

You've chosen him to give you a child. 

haven't you? 

I d,on" t know. I don t t kIlOVI. 

You've chosen him because he has a famous 



• 

90 

llaJ!le t - the ch~a.:peatpos liible reason. You 

chose h.lm imm.ediately you saw him in. the 

flesh. In fact, you were astouxded to find 

that ht~'d got flesh So·t alll 

Maria (!!alf s·to}2;2i;r}f.~. ill tears): The. t ian I t true. Why 

Bangson: 

. Maria: 

Sangson; 

ar'(~ "CYU so a.ngry? 

You.'ve chosen him, haven't you? Ioutre 

going to ask him to give you a child. aren't 
F' 

you? <j.rantiCa11Y,? f~rlp"pi:r% h~r arm) Tell-

met Maria! 

I can t t answer you. 

it! 

I haven. t t thought about . 

Well, why have you. waited all this time? 

You've been waiting five years, and soon 

you'll be too old. Why don't you let me do 

it; j Maria? Let me give you a child. Maria! 

He took h.er by tht~ shcruldeI's and tiried to pull 4er 
towards him" They sw~ed together on the pavement 0 

Haria: HenljTl Henry! ~~nat's the rnat'ter? For 

God's sake tell mel 

Sangson (his head batb forward, sobbins a..ud. screa.m1m): 

I could do it' I could do itt MariaS 

Hellebore tul;d into the Champs Ely-sees and went 
~~ cwe.tM'o4. 

to the middle of the ~ £ He carried his top hat, and 

his black overcoat; was open. He liftied his feet high, 
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as if there were steps to moullt in front of him. He 

stood still, s\v~~i:ng a lit-lila, wi tha frown. 

He reeled, then ran forward in a helpless, headlong 

rush. tr,ying to stop himself falling. His top hat slipped 

out of his 'hand onto the road and rolled over on its brim. 

He bent dovm and !floved towards it. his ar:m. stretched out. 

He fell fOr\vard onto his knees and crawled to the hat. 

He put it on the back of h.is head and slowly lifted himself 

up. Be began walking towards the Arc de Tb1omphe. 

As he walked he closed his ~es and smiled, and, 

began singing at the top of his voice: 

Bon soir, old thing, elleerio t chin-chin, 

lia-poo, tQodleoo, goodbye-ee S 
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Scene 1: 
{ 

Hellebore's apartment at the HOtel de la Resne 

on the morning of Easter Saturd~Y9 1920. 

minutes to ten .. 

About fifteen 

The curtains were still drawn in Hellebore's bed-

room, and he lay asleep on his bed. He was still full;y 

dressed, and his overcoat was torn from the shoulder down 

to the middle of his backo He lay on his s'Gomach, breath-

ing very deeply. On the floor, at the foot of the bed, 

was an eiderdovm. 

Albert Lorraine entered the drawing roo'm and looked 

about him. He wore So dark morning suit wi-th a carna.tion 

in his bu·tton-hole. He called out tlrJackl n -then wanAt 

across to the bedroom. He opened the door and gasped with 

surprise' when he 'caught sight of Uellebore in the darkness" 

He 'gjl1cld;y pulled the curtains back and sat down on the bed 
," 

at Hellebore's side, He bent :eorvlard to have a better 

look at his face. He no'liiced the torn overcoat and gazed 

a.t i t\111th horror. He -then v/ent into the ba throom and 

returnedwi-th a tumbler of water. lie flicked the water 

gently into Hellebore' s eyes. and af"ter a few moments 

Hellebore started up and stared about him., almost knoCking 

the t-umbler ou.t of his hand. 

Lorraine (in a. soft voice): Shall I call the nurse? . .. 
Hellebore'shook his head. 

Lorraine: Our own. 1. me an. 
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Hellebore: 

Lorraine gave him a towel for his face. He 

pulled up the eiderdown from the floor and put it round 

Hellebore's shoulders, 

Lorraine: The hall porter rang me last l"light and told 

me you'd lef-t the hotel. 

ill, Jack • 

You look ver:J' 

Hellebore lay back on his pillow va th a frown and 

put his hand to his head~ 

Hellebore: 

LorZ's.ine: 

Did~ -the portier see me? 

Yes. he saw you go out. 

Hellebore (irritated): No. Did he see me oome back? 

Lorraine: You mus·t have been very drunk. Look 

a-t your overeo at. 

He lifted a piece of the torn overcoat which lay 

uDder Hellebore's shoulder. 

Hellebore (Reer~:gg at Lorraine): Look at you, with your 

Lorraine; 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

flower. You look like a tallyman's iDk-

bottle. 

Well, ! had this morning planned., But now 

we shall have to postpone. 

Have you any tablets for Inuv head? 

I want to see you in a bath. J'aek, then we 

must go to the thea.tre. Postponements are 

complicated. There is fa great deal to be 
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done. Conferences have got to be called. 

and contracts ,prolonged? and a new show has 

got to be rehearsed at short notice. 

Hellebore: Help me dOil'm. then. 

He pu"c one foot over the side of the bed, then the 

o"ther. He sat for a m.oment on the edge with his head in 

his hands. 

Lorraille: .A postponement of two weeks .'would be fair • 

Let me help you to the bathroom. 

Hellebore put an arm round his shoulder and together 

they went to the bathroom" 

Lorraine: 140w you mu::rb tell me what happened. 

Hellebore sat huddled at the side of the bath, and 

Lorraine ran the hot ~vater. 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

A young fellow calledo I VIas just hopping 

into bed. His name was Sarigson. Have you 

heard abou·t' him? He's a friend of my son' s • 

(GlaIlc~n6updrov/s~1;Z) Do I look drunk? 

Your, eyes are very'bloodshot, and you look 

paler than I've ever seen you. I ought to 

ca.ll a. ntu'se, I really ought to. 

:No, I aha1~ be alright. 

Where ttid you go? 

\Vhers. what? 

Where were you off to when the porter saw you? 

A club called Lee Anges in the Rue St.Honor&. 
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Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

Business people go there. 

Is your YOtuog friend in commerce, then? 

No, he's a jeweller's assistant. 

Shall I help you in? 

9.5 

Hellebore shook his hea.d and began talting aff his 

clothes. When he was naked he leaned onto the side of 

the bath. He stayed -there for a. m.oment vlith his EWes 

closed, then he got into the water • 

Hellebore: I met an Italian ;jewell~r and his wife. 

Giordano and 1lrlazrla were their names. I 

forget their surnames. 

Lorraine: (wa:lichiM him close+~r) How long have you known 

this young man? 
. 

Hellebore took a sponge and pressed some water over 

his forehead. 

Hellebore: 18 there a towel handy? 

Lorraine put a towel int 0 his o1).tstretehed hand • 

Lorraine: HoVJ long ha.ve you knovm him? 

Hellebore: I saw him for the first time 

last night .. I've never seen him before in 

my life. 

Lorraine (8. litt~e dist\tt~b~d !'as! "this): Bu.t you said he 

was a friend of your sonis. 

Hellebore; 

Lorraine: 

So he was. They were soldiers together. 

But I thought you meant he W,:U3 a friend of 

the tam.11y. 
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Hellebore: What family? 

Lorraine (at a loss): A friend. of Jeanne's, perhaps. 

Bu·t why did he eo:ute las"c night? 

Hellebore: I don't knO\Vo He talked about the War. 

That's 'all I remember., He's a good talker. 

Lorraine watched him in silence while he washed. 

After a few minutes Hellebore lay back in the bath~ exhausted 

Iie closed his eyes • 

Hellebore: It's lovely here. 

Lorraine (glancing at his,{atch): You ought to jump out now .. 

Hellebore: Jump. Listen to that. 

He sat up, put his hands on the bottom of the bath 

knuckles downwards and heaved himself up to a kneeling 

posi tion. Lorraine la.id tl1e bath.-mat across the floor and 

went to stand in the doorwa;y.. Hellebore drew one of the 

chairs nearer to the bathe With one hand he cll.l.Dg to the 

rim of the bath and witih th.e other he held the chair. He 

lifted himself UPt but as he did so the chair slipped baCk, 

he lost his grip and fell down~ards, hitting his chin on 

the side of the bath. The tva-ter splashed aeross the ro~m. 

and":,there was a booming noise from the bath as he strock it. 

Instantly Lorraine ran forward and took him by the arm. 

H.ellebore clung to his shouldeI" and gradual~ pulled himself 

out of the bath. 

jacketo 

As he did so he drenched Lorraine's 

Lorraine: Oh. my goodness, look. 
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He stabed at his wet sleeve and went into Helle-

bore's bedroom. ~1ith a. look of dist8~~rte he took the 

jacket off e..nd la.id it over the ho·t water pipeso 

Hellebore dried himself and came into tIle bedroom 

to dress. 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

Helleborei 

Lorra.ine: 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine : 

llhere do th ey all 1i va ~i) 

iLfho? 

This young man and these jeviellery people. 

I've no idea.. 

Ian I t that an odd hour to call? 

He happened to hear about; yOU1~ dinner-party -

Who from? 

Oh, these things get around Paris. 

HotI'{ is it the ha.ll-porter failed to see him? 

Perhaps he did see him. 

:N-o't he didn't. He haa ins-tructions to 

'phone me if you receive strange visitorsc 
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Scene 2. The Th'~l'e de 1a F~te in the", desCbamps 

/ Elyseee, an hour later. 
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Behind the dress circle of the Tbeatre de 1& le1;$ 

a door led into a wide lounge with mirror-panelled walls. 

It was custODl8.l7 for the artistes to use this room during 

rehearsals, and among them it was known as the Crimson 

Tower, because its bal1.1Strade sk:Jrted an ~ense dome of 

stained glass over the foyer. Lorraine and Rellebor,e" 

sat drinking coffee by one of the windows. 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine, 

Hellebore: 

When am I seeing B6nadict? 

Seeing B6n6dict for what? 

For the rehears~ 

Lorraine stared at Hellebore. 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Well? 

Which rehearsals? 

fhe rehearsals th16 morning •. - what's the 

matter with you? ihe rehearsals for to­

night· 8 performance. 

Lorraine (guieiil;y; and deliberatel.z)a But I am postponing •. 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine, 

Jack. I told ,.ou I wa.s postponing. I 

thought we agreed. I~. postponing_ 

You are not. 

I thought all our difficulties were over, 

and that for once we had agreed with ea.ch 

other. ~lhY' must you open the question up 

again? 

-.:'; 
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Lorraine: 
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Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

• Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 
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Beaa.use tonight is First liight. and we are 

not postponing., 

Look at you" Jack, with your head in your 

hands - you wout-t be fi'b for a First Night 

before 'the end of nex.lG week. I have every-

thing ready for a postponement. You heard 

nw tell you I was postponing at the hotel 

and you said not a word. 

question up a.gain? 

llhy open the 

I felt ill. Now .r feel bettero 

You look, if any·thing, worse; 

That won't show under powder and a wig. 

I-t will shovi in your move:men·Gs" I won't have 

you falling oi'f the· wire simply to gratify 

your pride. I shall call a conference at 

half-pa .. st eleven, and there'll be no perform-

ance iionight • I ha.ve made up my mini. 

You are gOillg to tt.1rn a couple of thousand 

people away from the door tonight? 

Oh yes, and more if you wish. But I won't 

have you throwing away your career t and alSO 

:my money. I shall ca.ll a conference at 

half-past eleven, and meanwhile I shall show 

you round the new wing. You have all the 

time in the world. I am the one who'll be busy 
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today. Sit here and rest for half-tan-hour 

if you wiehe 

ne1Pl wing tl Do whichever you v~ant. 

Hellebore (with a laVin, rubbing Ihissres): 1 shall see 

B!nectic-c Ii 

Lorra.ine: 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

We shall all see B&n&dict at half-past eleven. 

Shall I show you round the new wing? 

Show me '!JJY dressing room. That's all I want 

to see. I want to see my paints_and costumes 

and the Virgin; and I want to be left alone 

wi·th them. Call a conference if you like, 

Albert, call a dozen, but vie won't postpone., 

I have made my m.ind up. 

Hellebore: And I have made up mine. 

They left the lounge and walked along a carpet ted 

gallery under the glass dome 9 then down the foyer staircase 

to one of the elltran~e doors of the auditorium. A corridor 

went from the ba.ck of the pit along the whole length of' the 

theatre to the dressing-r-ooms, pa.ssing 'illrlerneath the stage. 

Outside the dressin.g-room _Lorraine took Hellebore t S 

arm and drew him back. 

Lorraine: Look. I just want you to see that. 

Hellebore looked IIp anti above the framed door 

saw in gilt and flourished letters 'the words: Le Salon 

Hellebore • • 

Hellebore: Was that 70ur idea? 

Lorraine: Yes. 
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Hellebore: 
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Hellebo1'8J 
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What are you going to do now, scrub it Qut? 

l~o, "ljhat won't be necessary. 

You'd be"i;rter scrub it out 0 

Why? 

Because you don t t tihink I am. worthy of it. 

011, you t 11 be wort;hy of it and more in a week, 

pl"ovided you are sensible. 

Get a man up to scrub it out? then • 

we go in? 

Shall 

Lorraine opened the wide double doors and they 

went in. It ~vas a long roo;q1, iota ceiling high and car1'led: 

much more a d1~awing-room than a dressing-room. 'lWo wall-

length windows faced the door, and between them stood 

Hellebo~e's dressing-table. On the lett, behind a table .. 

there vias a wide couch which could aerye as a bed. and 

beyond it a cu..r-tain drawn to conceal one eOl."ner of the room.; 

on the right there. was a tapestried screen and beyond this 

wardrobe furniture, a sewing table and a. wicker chair. 

On the walls there were ink portraits of the two Gr1mald1is~. 

~ 
Hellebore: All thio is ne". Was it your idea again? 

Lorraine. l~o. -tllis time Charpentier helped me in the 

design. We spen·c ma~t how:"s· together ave 

it. 

Hellebore; When I. was last here I had a. room fifteen 
I 

:feet b;r ten; this is a change from that. 
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Lorraine (easua1!v.): Oh, money ••• 
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Hellebore. walked towards his dressing-»able but 

then stopped in the middle of the room and s~tared before 

him. 

Hellebore: Albert. I want to be . sick 0 

Lorraine: You what? 

Hellebore: I want to be sick$ 

Lorraine: There's a si~~ then, quicldy! 

Lorraine ran to the corner oftl1e room on the left 

of, Iiellebore t is dre6siDg-t~ble and pulled back tihe curtain; 

behind it was a wash-basin &1d a mirror. Hellebore viTsnt 

to it, his hand over his mouth, Lorraine turned away as 

he vomited thiclrly into the basin. He I~etched three or 

foul.~ times, then tw:aned both taps on. He leaned over the 

ba.sin 'lith his eyes,;"g".psed, and Lorraine supported his brow 

with the palm of his hSAd_ 

Lorrainej Look. that's only for a quick wash. I'll 

Show 70u the bathroom and lavatory. 

He led Hellebore to the oPPosite side of the room 

and showed him a door behind the screen and \iardr,obe 

furniture. 

Lorraine: I expect you could use it~ 

Hellebore Shook his head an~ turned back into the 

room again. 

Lorraine: i~ I use the telephone on your table? 
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Hellebore (hoarsell )., ~ d1dn t t know I ha.d one. 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

If/ant to ca.ll the conference. You'll be 

well enough' by -tInt-time il no d.oub-t .. 

Go -to hell with ;your oonferel1..ces. 

to get be-liter. 

Help me 

Lie dow.a 011 the couch, Jack. Don't talk. 

Lie back. Pttt YOl .. tr head back - (as ielleboxae 

lay down) that's right. ~W God, you look 

waBhed right OlJt. I'll call the Virgin up. 

Hellebore (with effoz:,t): NOt leave her alone. I want to 

get rid of this bUi~ing in my throato 

Lorraine took a. white handkerchief' from one of the. 

drawers in the dressing-table, sprinkled Eau de Cologne 

over it and took it to Hellebore; be laid it across his 

brow, and Hellebcn'e closed his pyas. 

Hellebore (almos"c inaudibl;y)' I"m· sick to death of all this. 

I want to go away. I'm sick of the ~ob • 

Lorraine (turnins swiftl:!): What's tha:t? 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

I'm sick of the job. I wan·t to go a.way. 

Viell, exactily, so wou.ld anyone in the world, 

and that's why I decided to pas "tpone •. 

I want to go away for good. To hell with 

your p~s 'tponement s • 

I simply don't unders-i.;and you ~ 

ltd like to break all these walls down, all 

these thick walls. I' d like to set fi re "to 
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Hellebore: 
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-them and go away for goodo 

Would you include this room, Jack? 

Yes; oh. I' d include "bhis J}OOIIl, I'd start 

with itl) . ltd smash the mirroIB first .. 

Lorraine (with distaste): The ones over the dl~essing table? 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

. Hellebore: 

Yes. 

Well, that would be a good beginning, th~ 

are worth quite a little fortune in themselves. 

What else'? 

Oh, It'd set a. match to the curtains. 

scrael1 -

I tho'llgh. t you t d go l' or the. t screen. The 

tapestry is one of the rarest th1ngs in this 

thea"tre f1 

Burn 1 t. 'burn it d I'm sick to death of it 

all. You can't keep m.e walled, up in this 

place. I've finished with everything, and 

I'm glad I'Ve ~inished. 

I don'·t; understand tha-t. ~Vhoever wants to 

keep you walled up? 

aielt man" 

I'm glad, then" glad. 

Glad about what? 

Well. it's a.ll over. 

Tha-'(i'S the talk of a 

I've been sick. down 

the sink, and that·s the end of Hellebore. 

Wh1' should that be the end of Hellebore? 
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Hellebore: 

Lorraine I 

Hellebore: 

.Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Wh;y, why.: ••. Hellebore was only a dead 

carcase .a:rJ3Way , so good riddance. 
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Listen ,to me •. Jack. You are a sick man, 

and you hardly bow what you a.re sa;r1ng. 

I shall.postpone the show for a week, and 

then you'll have 70ur Firs·t . light t and the 

best one of your career. 

Do you thillk I don' t mean wlU1t I say? 

You mean it, xq dea.D:<.~fellowt but tomorr~1! 

yott" will mean 'something different. .... Mean­

while I shalleall a conference and postpone 

the show. 

Shall I tell ;you what wetll do? We'll 

cancel the show, we'll tear the contract up -

this morning. I said Itve finished with 

everything_ 

Lorraine: What? 

Hellebore raised himself and leaned forvtTard on 

his elbow, opening his eyes. 

Hellebore: There, that's what I mean. And that's what 

I sa::!-

Lorraine (turnim am) I No I no. 

~ellebore: I am. finished. I am not fit to go one. stage 

again. That's the bare truth of the matter. 

Your instincts were right last niGht1 11m 

not fit to go. on a stage .. again. 80 let me 
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SO awa;y. I've finished with Hellebore. 

Bring the contract here and we'll tear it 

up, go on. 

Lorraine (awed and pale): This is a different tune. Jack. 

Hellebore: I tell ;rou, Hellebore is finished. '80 see 

him decently buried. 

Lorraine (w! th com12ass1on) I What have these people b·een 

doing to ;you? 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore * 

What people? 

These ~eweller8 an.d this young man of TOurs • 
.. 

Oh. I'm old enough to look after myself. 

Didn't I cancel the contract out of my own 

free will last nigh~? 

How? 

I walked out c,f the hotel after midnight 

and there ""un t t a war or revolution on. 

That was a breach of contract, wasn't it? 

Lorraine shrugged his shoulders and pouted glumly-

Lorra.ine: 

Iiellebore: 

Lorraine: 

These are very serious words, Jack. 

The whole world'. changed. I can't find 

a footing again ••• 

'1 shall postpone the show for a week, and 
E:.2~ 

I'll leave you tothinkLrest over. It can't 

be true.- Those are very serious words, 

Jaek. They mean the end of a career.· and 
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I won't allow it. 
They are true. Hellebore's dead, so give 

him a decent burial. 

Lorraine (Stupefied). Are they. true? 

Hellebore: Yes. 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

My poor, dear old fellow. What a . sight you 

are, lying there. I could never have 

predic1;ed 1 t. What I said last night was 

due to had nerves -

Bah-' 

l"t was due to bad nerves. 

Hellebore still leaning forward on one elbow, . 

groped in his pocket' for.someth1ng. 

Hellebore: Here, take this bloo~ souvenir away. 

He drew Lorraine t s rosary trom his pocket aJ;ld threw 

it violently at Lorraine's feet. 

the leg of his chair • 

It c~attered against 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore, 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore; 

Lorraine: 

I've Been them behave like this betore. 

~em? ~em? What do 1'ou mean, ... them? 

, The celebrities like ,.ourself. It's a form 

of hysteria that comes with m1ddle .. age. 

l~c;>u are forty-five, aren't ~OU? 

,My name is Jack: Fins tanley • ben' t I more 

to you than them? .......-.-

Iou appal me. 

Lorraine t pale and trembling, bent down and picked 
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from the floor. ,Ie then rose and walked to 

the door 1J ithout glancing at the couch. Having opened 

the door, 

Lorraine ".... ............. ~ .......... ' ) I Very well, I shall cancel the 

contract. 

left the room and Hellebore lay back on the 

couch aga with a long sigh. 

a1ne went swiftly to his own office. This was 

on the floor above the dressing rooms. One of.1 ts doors 

communicated with a. wooden gallery running across the stage 

high above it in the flies; its w1:ndows overlooked a small 

park whien adjoined the theatre at the rear wall, behind 

the stage. 

He slammed ,the door and went straight to his desk. 

his l1ps pressed together and his eyes narrowed. 

Charpentier rose from. an armchair by one of the windows. 

Charpentier I The entire theatre has been ring1Dg 70U for 

the last hour. You look troubled • 

Lorra.ine: I have just come·,from Jaek. Something vezy 

nasty has been going on. 

C11arpent1erl Where is he, then? 

Lorr~aine: Where 1s Jack Finstanley? 1,111 tell you 

where Jack F1nstanley is. He is lying on 

his backside in his dressing room: his face 

is green and he has been behaving like a. 

madman. 

Charpentier: N~. 
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log 

He has been most dreadfully sick. Some 

young a.dventurer cam.e up to, his room at mid­

night and the worst happenedl they filled 

him with drink and sent him baCk at five in 

the morniDS, 

Charpentier: Who? 

Lorraine: I have my suspicions, but no more. Listen 

to me, 'Bernard: I shall need your help, 

because I think this will be our busiest day 

since the Armistice. 

Oharpen'tier: Why? 

Lorraine; Id.sten to me. BernardI I am gOing to run an 

entirely new show. I am. cancelling 'tonight' s 

performance. And I am tearing up Jack's 

contract. 

Charpent ier (with. a ,laB): Oh tAlbert, e ome, come! 

Lorraine: I am going to -tear up his contract. All 

that will take time. 

Charpentier: You can't tear up a contract sign~d by 

Hellebore. AD::! manager who tears up a 

Lorraine: 

contract signed by Hellebore 1s a fool or a 

madman: which are 70U? 

But. Bernard, I have just come from his 

dressing room. For the last five minutes I 

have been listening to him telling me tha-t he 
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is finished tor good. that he ,\vants to la,ave 

Paris and that he would like to burn his 

dressing, room and then the entire theatre down; 
, . 

and I know wh$n Jaok is in earnest. 

Oharpant'1e!,~ IJe gotdrrmk, I suppose? 

Lorra.ine: 

Oh,arpent1erl 

Lorraine: 

all his' olothes on, and thesbouldGr of his 

jacket ,:t,orn. He had ~wo hotq"s,t sle~Pt .p _.j 
~ ... ~"td. ~ ~7. twflk.t'f"'atd.~, ~"S'~ 

(!t!k! ,~)i"It doesnft sound like, the en4 

of the theatrical \lor14 to me" 'tt.. "''Q.iJ. , ' , , 

" His eyes are bloodShot. His hair' SQ,ll over 

the place. His fa.oe is swollen, there's a. 

bruts13the' size ofyou:r finger on his" ohin" 

JackF1nstaftley I me\? '7esterday and the 

Jack F1nstanley I signed up a month ago th~n 

I have nothing more to say: but it isn't • 

He coUld, no more play, HellelJore toni,gb." 

than you or I oould. And he rea.lises tha.t. 

lie sees 1 t .: very clearly It He said it very 

slQwl1and plainly to me, I am.:f'ln1shed, 

he said, Rellebore, 1efin1shed.,~d he 

a.sked me to. give him a decent buria.l by 
, , 

'tea.ring the contract up. 
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Charpellltier: ,Get him down onto the stageands,ee how 

Lorraine: 

he'shapes; PO,stpone the show until n,ext 

No" loantt have"dea111'lgs with. the fellow. 

I have other shows wa1 ting to see tbe 

11ghtot dar. 
Oharp'ent1er:' It may be that h~ ta only trying out ,"our 

Lorraine: 

~oyalty, and ~t may be that after a little 

rest hetll·b~ himself a.gain. 

And itma.7 be tbat he :La, as he' himself 

says. finished. 

Cha.rpentier; Well, it would be most am.using if you 

tore up his contraot a~d he then recovered . 

and. fell straight into the al'*lnS ot another' 

mana.ger. ;tt would be most ,amusing to see 

him .sign up w1thanother manager. 

Lorraine: Oh, that can't be'h~lpedt 

: Oharpenti~rl Still', it would be amusing. 

Lorraine. went to the .\v1ndow ~nd looked down at the 

'Jark' ill silence. 

Lorraine: , Would .. you back h.1m ~lth your last frano in 

his present state" 



• 

• 

112 

Oharpentiar: Yes. You see, Albert, if you intend to 

destroy Jack lOU 'Won't do it by tearing 

his oontract u.p. 

Lorraine: WhJ'should I wan"t to destro7 him? 

Oharpentier: If you refuse to; sign him u.p lOU are ob~iged 

to destroy him, or at least to try • 

How oa.n you afford t'o let him strike 

barga.ins with other managers in France? 

You Inust know that ql1ite half'of all 

business enterprise consists in 

thwarting other people's. You cantt 

destroy him by tearing his oontraot up. 

But 70u can destroy him' by lett'ing h1m 

go ': on the ertage tonight and deserve 

hi~ oat-Balls. 

In that· case he will b$his own enemy; 

he w111 destroyh1mse.lf. 
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And that 1s ths·best "ou oan hope 

i'o:rr: that he will deets-oJ' himself. 

In that ease not another manager 

btt't;weenhereand !olqo would tOllCD 

him. 

Ana.· should he reoover: suppose 

this F1rsi;, Night were. his best.? 

Who woUld 'be the gainer then? 
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Lorraine: I can't forget those' bloodshot eyes. 

Charpentier: Send him a message tha.t B6~dict is waiting 

for him on the stage. 

Lorraine: No, I must think about it. 

Charpentier: Well. the time is already sixteen minu'~es 

past eleven. 

LorrainJ&; And I already feel worn out. 

lraneine Berger, dressed 1n a white surgical overall, 

knocked on the door of Hellebore t s dressing room and walked 

in. She drew back the moment she saw him. One of his 

arms h'Lmg down a-t the side of the couch. his eyes were 

closed and his mouth open; across his chin was a dark blue 

bruise. She closed the door and went to him; she knelt 

and listened to his breathing. Then she pulled him by both 

armpits further onto the cmuch flO that he would lie more 

securely. Be gasped and. shook his head, limply as she 

moved him • 

Hellebore: 

Franoine, 

Hellebore. 

Francine: 

What's the matter? 

You are in 70ur dressing room. 

I know. What's the matter with you. I mean? 

ltt1at do you- \vant to move me for? 

I thought you looked uncomfortable. When I 

came in I thought there had been a tragedy. 

I thought someone had killed 7ou. Bay I get 

something to cool your head? You look so ill. 
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She went to the wash-basin and made up a strip 01 

wet flannel. 

J'rancine: 

Hellebore: 

Francine: 

Hellebore: 

Francine: 

Tell me what happened. 

I think I was struck last nigh't. but Itm not 

. sure what happened. I was sick a little whilE 

ago, so I feel better than I did. 

What abotrl; the bruise on your ch1n? You must 

have had an acoident. 

I hit it on. the side of the bath this morning. 

This is an unluclq day .. 
<-

Oh, don't sa;y that. Remember tonight. 

She laid the strip of cold wet i'lamel across his 

brow. 

Francine I 

Hellebore., 

Francine: 

Hellebore: 

Francine: 

I have been waiting in lD7 room sillCe ten 

o'clock. EveIj"one was looking for Lorraine~ 

Has he seen 7oU? . 

Oh t Jr6S. we've seen each other. We've 

certainly seen each other. 

I oannot remember you drunk at the hotel last 

night. 

10. Som.eone called on me shortly before mld-

night. We went .out together. 

This was a. friend of yours, I suppose? 

She took from one of her pookets a bottle of smelliDs 

salts and held it under his LObe. 
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Franeine; Vlhat was his name? 

Hellebore: Sangson. 

She 'became quite still and stared at him in· silence. 

She then replaced the smelling salt~ in her pocket and ro~e. 

Francine: 

Hellebore: 

Francine. 

Hellebore: 

What are we to dot then? 

lying there at this time. 

up on the stage • 

It is so odd, ,.ou 

You are usuallY' 

I shall be going up soon. I want you to leave 

me here to rest a little It ,Just leave me a 

little and I shall give 10U a ring when I'm 

reacty. 

Shall I draw the curtains? Will tha.t help? 

Yes. 

Francine: You must not get drunk on important occasions. 

She took the wet flannel from his forehead and wrung' 

it out in the basin. She then drew the curtains across 

both windows and lett the room. 

Hellebore slept again. then stirred and looked about 

him. The room was in ha.lf darkness. The»e was not a 

soun.d from the stage or the other dressi~-rooms. 

He pushed himself lower down the couch so that his 

head would lie at the .same level as his bod;y.. He la;y 

absolutely straight, with his arms firmly a.t his sides 

he began breathing deeply and regtllarly f expandi:ag his 

chest t~·;the utmost. each ,time. He continued this exercise 
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for some minutes. Then he turned himself to a position at 

right angles with the length of the couch, so the:" only his 
~~ , 

truDk la;r across it. while the calts of his legs on one 

side and his head on the otl1er were unsupported. Be raiS<s4 

his arms and dre\v them in a o:1zele over his head so that 

the7 touched the floor 11D4er him palm, downwards; then 

gra4ual17 he began lowering his head and shoulders to bring 

them nearer the floor. At the same time he strained 

u;pw~ds with his hips and thighs. Be trembled. b.e began 

to swea.t, but gradual17 his legs came up. When the:y were 

clear of the couch he swung himself up into a vertical 

llaud-stand. But ii,he instant he was there t balanced on his 

head and the palms of his hands. a pain seemed to strike 

his middle, and he flung his legs down to find a Sitting 

position. As his right leg descended it caugb."l; the side 

of his dressing t~let and a glass jar fell and smashed 

on the floor. 

He went to the dressing table and sat down before 

the lllirrors. He leaned close to the mirrors in the half 

darkness and peered hard into them. He dabbed rose-water 

on his temples and along his upper lip. He widened first 

one eye and then the other b7 holding back the l1ds.He 

,took a pair of' nail scissors from the ilableand carefully 

cut the hairs in, his nose, drawing his upper lip down over 

his 1ieeth. ,He rubbed cold cream into 'the bruise on his 

chin, and combed his ha1r. He then went behind the s,creen; 
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from the chest of drawers he took a silk blouse, a pair c.t 
cloth trousers s·ecured with elastic at the. ankle t and a 

pair of slippers. 

He changed into these and left the room. 

Eliza IfJan¢ng entered Lorraine I s office jus t as 

Charpentier rose from his chair. 

Eliza: Rullo, what's the matter with everyone? 

B6n6diet has been down on the stage for the 

la.st hour. 

Charpentier: Albert will tell ;Wou everything. I'm off 

to seo Jack. 

Charpentier left the room. ElizaMamling went 

across to :Lorraine and kissed him lightly on the forehead. 

Eliza: Well, what's the matter? You look nervotts 

again. 

Lorraine (a17er~1~his 6¥~l: On .. , Jack's been playing the 

fool. Bu.tI refuse to talk a.bout it now • 

Sit down. 

He 1Jld1cated a chair next to his own. 

Lorraine; We had a little disagreement t a:nd I want te 

forget about it. I promised to eae you at 

ten. o'clock. nr:l treasure. and I ~asn't here. 

That was due to Jack. I am. sorry. Let me 

kiss 70ur hand, 

He drew her hand aCl~OSS the arm of his ohair. 
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smiled at her sadly and gently kissed it. 

Lorraine: 

Eliza: 

Lorraine: 

You looked pert and handsome last night. 

I would have Eiselheim on permanent contract 

if I could, just to keep 70U in Paris, •• Dld 

I 'disgust you by talking about death? 

You must never worry a.bout what I think. 

Do I d~sgust you? 

Eliza: l.~o t my dea.t'. 

He looked at her for a few moments, then sighed. 

Lorraine: You understand nrs faith in Michelcn don'~t ;you? 

El.iza: 

Lorraine: 

Eliza: 

Lorraine: 

Yes. 

You don l ·t thi!l.k it's laughable? 

No" Albert. 

Well. I wrote to him about that ver:/ question 

of death some weeks ago. 

see what he wrote back? 

you one of his letters. 

see it? 

Would J"ou lilce to 

I've never shown 

Woulfl you like to 

He opened one of the drawers in his desk and took 

from it a sheaf of papers secured by a clip onto an oblong 

piece of three-ply wood. All these pa .. pers were numbered, 

beginning with Ifu.ro.ber one a.t the top. On the wooden board 

i·tself there was a eubject-index. He pushed back -the 

sheaf' of pal,ers and ran his fingers down -this index until 

he found under the letter D the word Death. NOt 51. 
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~ 
He turned to No. 57 of' the papers and withdrew it from. 

the sheaf. He hand-ad it to Eliza, 

Eliza: How· careful you are wi-th your ~things '" 

Fancy keeping an index. 

Lorraine: Is that foolish? 

Eliza: No, it's clever. 

She read the letter \while Lorraine looked over her 

shoulder: 

"How miserable a life everlasting on earth would 

be. Death is not your melancholic thoughts about 

it. It is not drab. empty. dark. loathsome. 

It is peace. It is the door by which you go out. 

~ to eastl away these memories of funerals, 
Co 

th~ae devils of the mind; they have to do only 

with the living death. with the hell that is ~nside 

us now, not with the real death, that is averlast-

ing peace. Every melancholic thought you have 

is a temptation from the devil, and you must treat 

it as such. Do not pi"7 your·self \) Be heartless 

to yourself, and in this you 1fJill be heartless- to 

the devilo Belf-p11,,7 1s a pleasure indulged most 

b,- melancholic people: i"t is· -their sin and shame, 

and it is no more forgivable than the most heinous 

crime. 

In Jesus Christ, 

Fath.er lachelon. tl 
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Hellebore entered the pit by a door at the side 

of the stalls. Grey dust sheets covered all the. seats. 

The curtain was\up and there were noises of hammeriDg and 

shouting, in the' wings. Only a dim blue light came from. 

the stage, Subdued red stars were alj,ght in the domed 

ceiling of the auditorium, twenty or thirty in number, 

a.nd from the centre of this dome hung a huge silver 

chandelier. In the pit itself, where Hellebore stood, 

the air was bot t but now and then a swift coldWtmblet1{ 

doWn from the wings. There were only cables, ropes, 

ladders and chairs on the stai!;e, and no backcioth. so that 

the dark brick wall behind it was visible. 

,Someone in the wings shouted "Voila!" and two 

powerful arc-lamps were svdtcl1.ed on. Hellebore turned 

away, for the moment blinded. He watched B6n.diet Am.urrat 

walk across the stage, then 'he went uP" the centre gangway 

to the back of the pit. He pushed open one of the doors 

marked aORTli} and peeped into the wide carpetted foyer; 

this was the same door through which Lorraine had led him 

on t·heir wa:y from the Crimson Tower, to the dressing room,. 

Someone passed across the foyer outside: Hellebore quickl;y. 

took his hand from the door and returned do,wn the gangway. 

He stood behind the conductors' rostrum and waited. The 

arc-lamps were switcheddovm and the auditorium wa.s once 

more in darltness 
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Nidok came into the foyer from the street .He 

wore a black overcoa.t with a fur collar. He was a tall. 

sl1m man, with a' dark moustache and' watchful eyes. He 

stood still in ,t~e foyer for a moment, listening. There 

were footsteps along one'of the corridors above, and they 

were coming nearer the foyer, He walked swiftly behind 

one of the pillars Ilear the entrance and waited. The 

footsteps died away. He walked out into the foyer again, 

listened, then entered the dark auditorium. 

Francine Berger ret'UJ:fned to Hell ebore 's dress1ng­

room and after glancing at the couch pulled the curtains 

back. She immediately, caught sight of the smashed glass 

and powder at the foot of his dressing-table. She paused 

over it with a frown, then went to the couch. and tidied the 

cover". She stood listening for a moment; then she went 

to the door, opened it, took the key from the outside, 

closed the door again and locked it. She went straight to 

the dressing-table and sat davin before his mirrors. She 

pulled out all the drawers of this table one b1 one, and 

she scrutin1sed closely every article and scrap of paper 

within them. 

She replaced_ the things with a sigh and ppaned the 

door again. She then went behind the screen aDd began 

l~ing out Hellebore's costumes one by one. 
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Hellebore put one hand on the conductor t s rostrum 

to support himself and closed hi. eyes, 

Eliza: •• "death soen enoughl 

Hellebore: (starttrfi back) Elizal 

Eliza: It's Jack! 

Lorraine (Behi:ndh~ in ~he darkness): Jack? 

Eliza: 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine; 
...';. 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

Wha.t on earth are you standing here for? 

All, so you got my message. 

down from the office. 

We've ;just come 

What message? 

To say that Bbn6diet was ~ting on the stage 

for you. Bernard went dovm to tell you. 

No t I never had it. 

'then you got into tights _.? (:Pe~riM) Those 

are tights, aren't they? 

Yes, I'm in tights. 

Well, I've never known such behaviour. First 

you will never go on the sta.ge again and then 

you jump into a pair of tight s • 

Wait and see, perhaps I aJQ finished. 

What were you doing, - tryine: me out? 

No " I spoke my mind. 

But you have changed it now. 

10, I haven't!:! 

Why are ;you in. tights. then? 



• 

--...." 
\ 

• 

124 

Hellebore: Out of habit. 
::,iIi': 

LOrraine (scotf1mly): Habit ••• 

Eliza: 

Hellebore: 

Eliza: 

Hellebore: 

Eliza: 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore; 

Eliza: 

Hellebore'; 

\Vb.at has been the trouble t Jack? Albert 

wontt tell me. 

Oh, I was drunk last night. 

What, in the lounge during the party? 

NOt afterwards. 

Well, that isn't a crime, Alberti 1s it? 

Ah, wait until you see his face. That is. 

He went off with a bunch of ne'er-do-wells. 

They released him at five o'clock this morn1ng_ 

Released ••• 

Stop biting at each other. 

Take him, for a walk, Eliza.. Make him sa;y 

his beads. 

Just as Francine Berge~ laid Hellebore's sequin 

suit across the table Charpentier entered. He glanced. at 

the couch. 

Francine (tux-nins): I suppose yOt1 are lookin.g for Jack? 

Charpentier & Yes, and the bird appears to have flown. 

:Francine: Be must have gone 'up to the stage, but God 

knows what he has been doing with himself. 

Charpentier: Have y~u seen him. then? 

Francine: Yes, and he needs looking after. He is 

really 111. 



• 

>\ 
\'.:,: 

125 

Charpentier: Oh, he ·was only a little drunk last; night. 

francine I Z I came back just now a!ld found one of his 

powder-jars on the floor. 

Charpentier: Broke~, you ~ean? How? 

Francine: Perhaps he fell agaiDSt the table. That 

corner smells of vomit. ~~at chance will he 

stand this eVenillP,;? 

CharpeDt1e~: .OnlY he himself knows • 
te. .....c. 
"\~ ," 

'~g~e went behind the screen to her sewing table. 

Charpentier: Ah, so these are the legenda~ a.ccoutremen~s&. 

He approached the table where Hellebore I s costumes 

lay. 

Oharpentier: Le-ti me touch tbem. Ma7 11 

Francine (from behind ,the scr.eln~: By all means. 

Charpentier: (liftins .pierrot's· dress with ale) It, is 

like touching ancient parchments. I can 
I 

alrea.d7 see them as museum emibits. I 

remember these pom-poms and neck~frill .• what 

will he use this pierrot's dress for, Francine? 

Prancine: He "always used it for hls entrance. but I 

don't !mow what he means to do with it tonight. 

Char:pentier: Yes, I remember those sudden entraooes in 

whi·te • 

. Francine: On,ilJ an emptyltage. 

Charpentier: Yes. 
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Francine (jo:\n!ES him): Haventt, you seen his stuff before? 

Charpentis'r: From the pit, ye's. but never backstage. to 

touch with m.y own fingers. When does he 

wear this sequin jacket? Remind me f 

Prancine: I don't thlrU{ he used it for his last two 

shows in Faris, but ·before then he did his 

trapeze vfOrk in it •. 

Charpentier: It used to make those 'flashes, - of course. 

. Francine: 

Charpentier, 

Francine: 

And the big shoes- I remember them well. 

(TakinS one of them up) It must be two feet 

long '1 

YtJf&· 
4U .. ~~v·~~~~~~~~.i III tMt 

part (point1ns out the to e ) 1s very 11gb tl1' ' 

made - so that it can flap up and down. It 

makes a smack11lg noise when he walks. 

And where are the removable tails? 

Here, look. 

She brought up the tails ota morning jacket from 

Sder the sequin S1.l.hti..t.. then the jacket itself - 11ke a 

~Pani~ ;jacket - onto which the tails clipped. . 

Charpen't1er: Yes, yes. I. reme111ber that clearly. 

bel' him tumbling over and over. 

I remem-

Francine: Feel for the little water-tank. Can you 

feel it? 
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She handed him&.' pair of black: trousers f and he 

felt in the right'hand pocket. 

Charpentier: Yes, I can feel it. Those are his tears? 

Francine: Yes. 

Charpentier: And I can remember the outsize check suit. 

He used it for the shooting parties. But no 

gun. ~lo gun this 3"ea.r? 

Francine: :No. Perhaps he won't use it this season •. 

Charpentier; And why the bowler-hat and this horse .. whip? 

He lifted up first a tiny bowler-hat, no more tha.u ' 

six inches wi.de, and then a long horse-whip of the vpe 

used in circuses. 

ptrancine: I have never seen them before. But thee 

they were. amoIlg his other costumes. It is 

something ne\"I, I dare s~. 

,Charpentier: But I know what these are for. Don't you? 

He took from a deep box on the table two or three 

white china eggs. 

Francine (w1t~ a nod): So does Eiselheim, I fear. 

Charpentier: Yes, there may be So l1tt le trouble about that. 

Irancine: 

~Vhere are the kerchiefs. the top-hat and the 

other incriminating articles? 

In the cupboard. I d.a.l?e not put them. out 

on the table lest E1selheim or Helen should 

come in. 
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Charpentier: Elisa. would love the idea, of course. 

Francine: Oh, Eliza .. she 1s dislo7al. 

Charpentier: Do ,"OU think so? (~c1m the ehi:ga.eBfis 

slowlYt .then go:iJ¢S. tow~stp.e d,oor) Your 

English is remarkably fluent now. Where d1d 

you learn 1 t.? 

i\rancine; That is 1JJY secret. 

Charpentier,: You are a relentless woman ••• AtUtlu. 

The chorus of fifteen girls filed onto the stage •. 

and Jaques, the dancing master, wasbehim them. He trotted 

nimbly downstage and stood with his back to thefoot11ghts: . 

he was a small man, quick and loud .. voiced. He made a 

peremptory signal with hiB hand, and his girlJlJ moved quick1;y 

into line before him. He told them in French, pronouncing 

his words slowly and clearly. to keep their heads up, their 

backs straight and their eyes level. He ·told them to keep 

their eyes fixedoD. the lowe~t part visible to them of the 
d c 
~ress pircle t and to smile within as well as without, not 

mechanically .. 

. Lorr&1ne- was standing with 'Eliza ,by one of the arc­

lamps in tbe winge, while Hellebore was still behind the 

. conductor' s rostrum and visible from the stage. Jaques 

continually glanced obseq1;liously to his r18bt, a1:i Lorraine, 

then to his rear, at Hellebor.e; as he talked he made s.6cret 

little signs to his chorus - his e7ebrows raised urgently .. 
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- so that they should impress this special aUdience. 

The dance began and Jaques clapI;ed his hands to 
I 
i 
I 

·the rhythm of tb.e piano. He went among the gLrls as they 
j 

danced; he pressed one girl's head fu.rther down as she 

bent forward. am lifted higher another g::i.rl' s ~ a.s she 

'j 

danced on one foot. Oontinually throughout the dance he 

cried out, to the rhythm of the music: "Heads up, backs 

straight, eyes leveltl;~ girl glanced down at the floor or 

the footlights, he ran formrard and scolded her. 

During ,the dance B~n'dict Am:u.rrat entered the stage, ' 
, ., 

I 
1 

':1!1 
peered down1nto the pit, saw Hellebore and then descended. 

-, 

Hellebore vlalked along the gangway to meet him and they f 
, .~ 

shook bands. 

Nidok watched Eliza from the other side of the stage, 

then walked behind the chorus to. \mere she stood with 

Lorraine. As he passed her he turned shyly to speak, Lfter 

.the briefest smile at J:aorraine. _ . . '.::r';' 

Nidok: Do you happen to know where Helen is? 

Eliza (rudely): Don' t you? Surely :iro'tf'~know? 

He immediately drew back in surprise; he looked 

at her appalled for a moment .. then smiled. 

Bidet: I am' afraid I do not. 

He bowed slightly to them both and left the stage. 

Lorraine put his arm in Eliza' s and drew her closer to him.. 

Lorra.ine: Now. Eliza. now~, •• 
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Eliza: 

r .. orraine~ 
Eliza.: 

1;0 

Now \vhat? 

You are so rude to him, my dear. 

I can't hear· a thing with this pianol 

Lorraine (~n her ea.r): Why a.re you so rude to Eiselheim? 

Eliza: 

Lorraine: 

Eliza: 

Lorraine: 

Eliza: 

He hasn't the right na-ture to deal 'tilth your 

rudeness. Why do you do it? 

Vlell, why, do YO\,l quarrel with Jack? 

Yes, I suppose we all have our reasoDS. 

What has been the trouble between. you? I 

still want to lmow, and I shall worry you 

until you tell me. 

There are always disagreements in the first 

They are a form of First N1gl1t 

nerves., They help to brace one up -

Tall me the truth. (Fixipe; her eyes on him) 

Have you been talking to him about postpone­

ment again this morning? 

Lorraine (uncomfortabl;r): )lot yet. 

Eliza: 

Lorraine: 

Elizal 
T_..... • .• .uvrrame. 

Have ~Ol:t? 

We talked, about cancelling his contract, you 

see. 

Caneell,im? You have both gone mad. 

Btlt he is in no fit sta.te to give a pertorm-

ance today aravan tomorrow' .. You saw his 

face yourself. didn't you, when the lights 

came on again? 
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Eliza.: 

I,orraine: 

Eliza: 

Then I can't understand why the rehearsals 

are going on.. Look at the time, it'salrea.~ 

ha.lf-past eleven. You should be at work now 

if you want -to postpone. 

We shall have to sec how 11e 'goes "this 'morning. 

:&y -'Ghe timejTou have discussed that it \IIli11 be 

too late to do anyth1n,g • 

.,~m): What do you intend to do? 

Lorraine (JZassively): I don't know,! simplY' don.'t know. 

(Kissim h,or li€jhtl:r on ~Ghe tem;ele l I mtlSt 

'leave you now. 

Lorraine V/8tlt to the very back of the stage and 

climbed t~p woeden etairs Which lad to his gallery 

in the flies; he-leaned over the rail of the gallery and 

waved to Eliz,a fa."t' below, then he turned and entered his 

office. He \vas about to go to his desk when he heard 

someone knock on the door \,hieh communicated with th.e 

corridor in the new wing. He opened it and~saw Jean Duloi~ 

Bordeau. He did :not invite Duloi-Bordeau into the office 

bllt walked into the corr-idor and closed the door behind 

him. 

Jean Duloi .. Bordeaul I. "tried to see ;rou alone all da;y 
C 

yesterday. The troupe' s tired, Albert. 

and we would like to know whether you could 

drop us out of tlie next show, when Jack goes 
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:It will only be for a fortni€J,lt, 

ancl we should lH~ fresher for. it. 

Lorraine smiled and pa-tted Duloi-Bordeau IS shou.lder. 
. s· 

Lorraine: The ~eason will be finished in a couple of 

months. 

Duloi .. Bordeau: But we must have a rest. tVa are tired. 

Lorraine~ LiErtell t my dear fellow., I am not your family 

doctoz~. I am yO'Llr manager. If you want to be 

somebody in "iihe theatre you must be prepared 

··to fight out; your problems alone.' I am alone, 

Jack is alone t Eiselheim is alone, you a.re 
1,4 ,.. 

alone - and -the ~heatre . cle la Fete would 

collapse in a ruin tomorrow if we all tried 

to lean on each o·ther t s shoulders. If you 

want to d.rop ou:t of the contract. come am 
tell me so, but that will be ;your last chance 

-to sign up with me, or, indeed witb. any manager 

. of 189 standing in France or England" I ~told 

. you at tbe begimting """ didn't 11- hoW' horrible 

success can be. 

Duloi-Bordeau: .My sister is a sick woman. She has to go 

on every night with that ulcer of hers ••• 

Lorr·aine (with a gentle shrus): I am. 'in love with a young 

lady, Jean, and that young lad;y refuses to 

taltQ me as a. husband. What will you do a.bout 

:::::: 
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thaot? fihat could you do about that? And 

the at1l1l,(mCe cloEtsn'-t care one way or the other. 

He gaz€~d into Dulqi-Bordeau' s eyes t then returned 

to his office Sll<lclosed the door, while D'Llloi-Bordeau 

remained standing in the corridor. 

Eli,za an.d CharrJent1er met 'in the corridor not far 

from Hellebore's o..reaslng rooms on the ground floor of the 

nml wing. 

Charpentier: Have ;you seen Jaclt, lIlY dear? 

Eliza: Yes, I saw him standing in the stalls juert now. 

Viltat has beerl the trouble, - ;you must tell me, 

Ber-nard. 

Charpentier: All I knO\Y is what Albert told me, that Jack 

was drunk last night and sick this morning. 

Eliza: 

He suspects a plot, an attempt at blackmail or 

lareency or senle such thing. but then he 

usually ,loes the d~ before au opening., 

lJ1hat was this about c8Jloelling the 811ow1 

Cha:rpent1er: Cancelling "the contr§ct, dearest, not ~ust the 

show. Ths:t was Albert at the end of his 

patience. I pleaded for Jack, and hed ~greed 

to B'ive him a fftjiJ, hours' grace. 

Eliza: Bt'!t how C,~Ul.~:;;you cancel a contract just before , 

-the tabs are due to go up? 

Charpenotier: Well, of course, llbert is quite helples,s. 



• 

sf I 

• 

Eliza: 

So YOll: have seen Jack;, how dDea he look? 

Dr ea.dfu 1 , "(;he poor dear. 

in all the 'tfrong places •. 

His face has swolle~ 

Charpentier: I've just come from his dresaillg-room. He 

Eliza: 

fell onto hj~s ·table and smashed a glass jar 

while the Virgin was aw~. 

Has sh's been n~sing him. i;hen? 

Charpen:tierl She has been tz,-iIl8t but he evad'es her • 

Eliza: Who wouldn't? 

Charpentier: Exactly. 

Eliza: The .+,irst thing Albert taJJted about in the 

office this m.orning was fIilichelon. He showed 

me one of his letters on death. Did you 

know that Albert keeps all those letters 

clipped together d.nto a b08,.rd, 'Wi th a neat 

index of all the subjectl ? 
Charpentier: ~lo, he rare~ mentions Michelon to me • 

-Eliza: I wa.s astonished; it showed me another side 

of hiscnaracter altogether. 

Oharpentier: (withe. chuckJ.~) What Albert will never 

confess to ltichelon is that he finds doing 

good tedious, and evil both exciting and 

lucrative. 

B6n&d1eti lUn\1l"rat pulled back the grey dus·t-sheet 

from the first rOll O'£' seats in the stalls, and with Iielle-
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... bore he sat down. vVhile Hellebore talked Anlurrat nade 

notes,in a. long greenf11e. and when the dancing of the 

chorus was over they went up to the stage. 1lwo scene-
..rtu. ~ IuaA ~ .... u..l ~ -Ilt ,~ 

shifters wheeled eM piano IvK ~Ae stage andanotileP 1ft 
~ \4r tr~, to ~ ~ """* ~ A.e, fA. ~tI 
rlN. the w:l:aees- this they aligned with a ,C4~~, -ma, ,'- r,k made 
~ '\';~ ~"", ~ ~ v~-~ ,~ CA4J. ~'~J. -tk.wA to, 
on the boards by Amurrat and the stage manager.' Hellebore 
,~ ,~~ ~ ~ ""p ~», ~ ~ ~, 4fut 1 ,.~ 
pla;ye~ a few casual n~tes. ~L ~e 1!ouched El,> lever at the side 
It' I it- v.c..r., ,~ tA.Nf a. )p ~t ~ ~ .. ,..A:.- ~ +lua 
or the pi " " .', e k " lid fE;ll with, a bang~ He 
ft~ ~ \.~ •.. f4 ~ '-", ~1~1tM iIA4.e~li ~~ 

nodded to the 'icen~-shifters and they once more wheeled it 
""'~w 4,.MI1 1\Ul ,l-Z£~ ~1111,) ~"" ~. .,-~ tko ~Jt'L.M.at 
iDtj~e wings. He turned to Am.urrat. . --u-

H:l1ebo;;;: I forgot to aSk the Virgin for my bowIe!:' hat.J 

Amurrat: Look out a moment.. 

He drew Hellebore by the sleeve further upstage, 

and they both looked up as 'a trapeze 'descended slowly from 

the flies at the point ,~ere Hellebore had been standing. 

When the lowest bar was a:a a level w1~th Hellebore:'.,. middle 

it stopped. He poised himself and made a leap forward onto 

it, so that he 1~ across iota bar as if he had fallen there. 

He n.odded to .Amurrat, and ilmurrat waved his hand at the 

operator in the flies# Jahe trapeze promptly ascended aga1n 

wi th Hellebore lying a.cross 1 t J .. slumpeCl forward. But, 

suddenly he was no longer tirm. Ue yelled out and the 

trapeze stopped justin time, nine teet above tbe boards, 

to prevent him falling from l-t head firs~t. The trapeze , 

retu.rned to the stage and. be jumped off, :perspiring and 

shivering. Amurrat patted )lim on the shoulder, an1 the 
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operator in the flies ahou·ted down: It(~uty a-t-il?" 

Hellebore: That vlould have been a nice fall. Let me 

-try again. I'll have l-t still this time. 

Amurrat shouted up Hell.ebore'lS ins'GZ'l.lctions in 

French t;o -the flies, and Hellebore one e more' jumped forward 

onto the trapeze. He sat himself firmly on the cross-bar, 

t~ning this way and that to ma.ke sure of his balance. 

He nodded to Amurrat, and Amurrat shouted up: "Vas ... yl" 

The -trapeze went swU·tly up behind the p:lfmSdml-iuin arch 

with Hellebore secure on it; then it returned to the stage 

and he jumped off with a smile. 
f..-a... ....... 

In the wi:t'lgs VaaiJllte handed the sta.ge manager a 

tiny bOliler-hat, then departed. He brought it onto the 

stage and attached it to a scarcely visible thread vUlioh 

had been lowered from the flies. The producer made asig~ 

to someone on the wooden gallery above and the bowler-hat 

swung into .the air: he pOinted -to the right· and it sW1.lJJg 

to the right, 'then to the left and i't S'WU.Il.g ·to the left, 

upwards and it soared upwards, to the boards and it came to 

rest. He consulted with Hellebore and the. mounted the 

steps up to 'line 'Wooden,gallery_ He called down to Hellebore 

when he was reao.,y. Hellebore stood a few paces from the 

bowler-hat. He contempla:ted i-t and then approached it 

stealthily. and immediately it moved awa:y from hiIn. as if of 

its own accord. He tried to grasp it, but immediately it 
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swung upwards and awf!J:3' from him. It came to rest and 

again he pl'llnged fOI~w.ard and made as if to grab it • 

.Amurrat operated -the -thread from one side -GO "the other, 

and with quickening impatience Hellebore chased it across 

and around the stage. Then he held up his. hand and the 

hat came to a halt: it was pulled back i~to the flies and, 

Hellebore. panting heavily. found a small arm-chair in the 

wings under the electrical switchboard. 

While b.e sat there the pl'lodueer and the stage 

manager supervised the~erection on the stage of a taut ,steel, 

Nwire nine or ten feet fronlthe ground, Sllpported betvJeen 

steel stays on, ei~th~~ Si~~::;:::l~~~:' the stage and out of view to 

the aud:l:torium~ Each sl~y' ha(l a. ladder t wad at the top of 

these ladders were l~irtle square platforms leading onto the 
. ~~,./"H. 

lvire. 'If Vihen 1thad been tight.ened' sufficiently by the 
~ "} .... ' 

stagehands Hellebore :mounted ~la{hfer>~o1't" the X!1e;11:t hand 
~ '. ~ 

sid. em then, . .standing on ~Pla11fo:i:'1llthbegan Chalking the 

soles of his sliPpe~~ arleaned back agaiDlilt the platform­

rest for a moment aad:- held his head as though it hurt hitr(l)" 
~~ , 

/:b-thestepped- forward. and slid his rigid;. f·oot along the 
\ i.vt 

w1.re. tVitho\1.t hesitat~ he walked quickly onto the wire 
H?A..~ 

and with tiny steps ai,.t;al:lted the other side of the stage. 

&J?here he Jumped straight down from -the platform41 lie 

murmured to Amu.rra-i.i: uToo lOOSS8Il~ and luilU!trat ina tructed 

l.i'WO of "ehe stagehands to tighten ",he wire further. 
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-To-& · 
You're trembling, L Is that alright? 

Hellebore: Well, it vilvill be. 
tJ~ ~ 

This time- he mounted ·the nlatform Oft <t;he ;Let;, haaS: 

Asamtr:-slid his right f:ot onto the V'!'ire. Ilfte. ~ 
t"'"'"'~ ttA~ ~&c cJ)1t.... ~~, ~~ ~ 

he walked swiftly along itt But ,this time he stopped in 
~\l~ ~ c:n~ ~ JJ1:iz.~. 

the middle, poised himself a.tld jum.ped directly upwards with 

his aT'ms outstretched. ,He landed back on &the wire wi tb. his 

feet splayed ou.twards .• so tha:t the wire ilven"'G across his 

i:osteps. Several ~time$ he repeated this, his hands on his 

hips, each time jumping higher, testi.ng the wire for tautness 

Then he leapt f'I:tom the vdre, and the stagehands began dis­

mantling the sta;rs. 

A garlanded staircase, ending in.a vertical drop 

at thehigp.est step, was next wheeled onto, "the stage. Its, 

exact place was decided between Hellebore and Amurrat. 

Hellebore ran quickly up and down it. He went to the top 

and made a: jumping somersault: backwards to land uprigh·t 

on the fourth step down. 

While it \iTS.S being wheeled ba.eka~(;age again he 

per:eoI~med two or three cart1.t7heels neaI~ "the fvotllghts, 

looked at the palmS of' his handa, rubbed his ca.lf-nrascles 

and, with his hands on his hips, took' deep and long breaths. 

!!he piano was now vlb.eeled back onto the ler<t-hand side of 

the stage, and the producer called him over. 

Hellebore: 'I shall want ten seconds. 

Amurrat took out a stop-watch. Hell~bore stood 
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in front of th.6 piano 'and at a signal from Amurrat bent 

his -trunk forward. hit the keys with the palms of both hands 

to malte a hideous discordanc e, then began pl~1ng wildly 

and furiously sn~tehes of several tuneso At the tenth 

s,econd A.:mu.rJ:)at ra.ised, hi.s hand a.nd Hellebore ceased playing •. 

Producer: Ten seconds. Goo'd. 

~o aceneshlft;Grs brought a. small box fl.-om the 

wings \v1 th (1. vlire attached to it. This they inserted under 

the ledge of the piano above the keyboard, then they ran its 

wire alon€~ the ledge. down a leg of the piano and thus out 

of sight -GO a de'bona'tol" mechanism opera.ted in the wings. 

Relleboreand Atw..r:e8.t walked across the other side of the 

stage. 

button and insta.rl,tly there was a loud report; and a cloud of 

white smoke burst from the key-board and enveloped the piano, 

rol11l1S and -turning across the stage. The producer jumped· 

down into til!e pit arid vlhcn the piano ·'::8.S once more visible 

to him he pressed his stop-watch. 

Amurrat; 

Helle bOl"le J 

That was·twenty", 

Ample, ample. We'll try ~trl 

iUl eleetl'icia.n dismantled the bUI'nt box from under 

the pian.o ledge and ~nse:rted a new one. Again Hellebore 

went ,to 1,he piano and again at a sign from Amurrat he began 

playing lrlild,ly. At'the tenth second Am'ltrrat nodded to an 

electrician in 'the Wings, ,l:).:nd again there waa a loud report; 
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the pi8.1).o and Hellebore V/ere enveloped in; the white smoke, 

and his plqying ceased abruptly. Ou.t of sight from the 

~ud1·torium hejuraped quickly .tGO the back of ~the piano near 

the wings and went iill.rou~ several actions in mime: he 

went through the actions of taking 'off his shoes, his 

trousers and his jacket t then of r~ecei"/ing f'rom. a. stage.hand 

in th~ wings ano"ther"',jacket and pair of trousers. then of 

tugging something from his right telnple - all in "the course 

of a :tew secoDis. liovi he reeled and stumbled across-the 

stage thrOUgll -the smoke-elou.d until he was once more in view 

from the &t1ditorium; "the moment he saw Amu..rrat, in the pit 

below he ceased minting, and .A.murrat pressed his stop-watch 

again. 

Amurrata 

Hellebore: 

Amurrat= 

Hell abore I 

Iou had ten seconds to ap8J:&e. So there 

should be no trouble about that. 

It's the tDoueerS will. be the -trouble. 

Perhaps you, could leave the o·thers on after 

all • 

Bldok wen-t to one of the windovni! ill' Lorraine I a office 

and gazed, down at the park. quite still. 

Lorraine: 

Nidok: 

Ax4e ;you sure? 

QU.i te sure. There are'very seldom maunder-

standings . be~tween us .. She has a headstrong 

OOl,V.I'et but I accept it. 
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Lorra1ne~ 

Lorralne: 

Nidok: 

Lorraine: 

Nidok: 

Lorraine: 

Nidok: 

Lorraine: 

t¥( 

1, was thinking, you see. of asking her to 

take some permanent work in this theatre • 

Yes, but sbe isn't unhappy with me. You 

must allow fOl~ her 'lieulperament: suddenlyshe 

will turn on someone t ... then it is· allover. 

Believe me. I have kno\m her many years. 

Well, she did talk laErii night as if she were 

a 11"ttle discor,rtented. 

But do you think. i<t is safe tiO judge any 

woman by her worda? 

She is usually sincere V/14th me. 

Try, then. 

~1ork here. 

Ask her to take some permanent; . 

Bu~t I don t t think she will· hear 

of it. 

Would you be \!ffilling to le"b her go if she did 

aBTee? 

Yes, certainly. But I Imow' she won t t hear of 

it. (Lc.rweripg his gaze) Of course, I do 

understand your C011cez~n for Eliza. 

trying to interfe:c·e vlith the/c 0Jt 

Of' course not, 

I am not 

'Eley said no m.ore -to each other for some time. 

Then Nidok-turned from the windoW' and faced Lorraine. 

Nidok (secret1vell); .How is Mr. Finstaruey this morning? 

Lorraine looked dOVln quickly and blin.ked. with 
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We must give him time to find his feet again.' 

you know. 

I saw him slip on the trapeze this morning .'',' " ' 
'~"> 

I thought -that was unusual. 

~ere \vas a knock on the door and 9~pelltier enter-, 

edt 

Charpentier: Jack ha;s been' rehearsing for the last halt-

hour.. Good morning, Heinrich. 

Eidok (w1thout a smile):, ,Good morning. Mr. Charpentier. 

Lorraine (watch:tm. Nidok ashel'os,) I We'll go down tog~theJ 

then, and have a look at him. 

The conductor plqed several dSllCes on the piano 

and during eaoll of them Hellebore da:nced a ~few steps so 

that between them they could determine the speed at which 

the music should be taken. !he conductor marked his score 

according to Hellebore's instructions. 

Bidok left Lorrai:ne and Ch,arpentier in the corridor:" 

they walked together down to the $tage and crossed it while 

Hellebore was lean~pg over the conductor's shoulder to look 

at a score. They found Amurrat with an electrician in tIle 

wings, and all' ~three descended to the first row of the stall~ 

Lorraine: 

Amurratl 

I heard he slipped on the trapeze. 

Oh. that was nothing to speak of. But he 

does seem to' be trembling a great d.eal this 
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morning. 

Lorraine <ttetc1111;g): Bow is eV817'thing going to be oo-or- . 

dinated at such shor't noti.ce? Vib.at are the 

chances of an utter fiasco tonight? 

Amurrat {W,;ith .-surRris~):Well, only Jack is unde1'-l'ehearsed .• 

everything else is all right. 

Lorraine: 

Amurratl 

On1 Jack! Only the heart and purpose of 

theent1re showS 
f 

Yo:u, misunderstand me. I meant tllat every-- ' 

thing in th~ show apart from Jack was well 

rehearsed and co--ordinated, and that as for 

Jack.he.::eould be . depended on to look after 
X;cI!: 

himself. 

Lorrail'le I~O j'OU think so? 

Amurrat (impati~':n\7ltt)1 .Bernard, .what is th'e matter with 

our manager th.is morning? 

Charpentier: FiX'fJt Bight nerves, D13' dear chap. ::ae hears· 

'7our'~ords but not '7our meaning. 

Lorraine: All I am asking is whether 9l:b9JL1 t anyb()dy 

in ,tlleworld. can expect to give a perform .. 

SJlceon half-a-da.:y's rehearsal which looks to, 

the" audience neither patched~up nor improv1sed l 

Remember this, B&n6dict: that Jack hasn't 

see.n a theatre this size for five 7ear's •. 

Amurrat (Rerplel5ed): o-.r course, that is a consideration. " 
" 
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but a consideration for you, not for me. 

You, sign the people up, I don't. And you 

yourself laid· this plan before me a month,aso. 

Iou. c'alled me into youroftice and told ·me 

that ev·ery'th1ng else in the show must be 

prepared in such awa;y that ,Jack could slip 

into it with pe%*fect ea.se on the veri oAy of 

. the opening performance. Do you deny it? 

Do you deny that what 70U are wltnessiJ)g this 

mor~ng 1s the unfolding ,of ,.our own plan as 

you laid:$. t before me a month ·ago? 

I am denying DothiDS, and I am not a.pportion-­

ing bla,.me. I am asking a· quest~on.. What ." 

al."t' the chances of a fiasco tonight? 

AnrJ. all I can say is wha.t I have sa.id. that 

the show apart from Jack is thoroughlY co~or­

dinated and reh(9"arsed. Itssuccees now 1'681;$ 

wi th one man, and that man is Jack If I know 

m;y tasks t the stage man.ager knows his t the 

conductor knOllS his, a.nd so do the electricians 

and the stagehands '* ~e chorus dances better 

than it has ever d.one before, Bidok is in 

tine fettle; the Duloi-Bordeau's have 1'8-­

hearsed until now they can barely atam. up. 

BUt for HeUeiore I cannot vouch: I Ca:tl only 
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Lorraine; . 

Amurrat: 

Lorraine: 

Amurrat: 

vouch for ftt3 own fai.th in him and fIT3 own qu1, 

private expectations. Everything has been 

prepared for him, and the.suocess of the show 

is now' between himself and the gods. Perhaps 

.he i~'under .. rellea1~.ed, perhaps not; but only' 

he is the 3udge of that. Such men def3'" 

pred1c·1i1on. J/or JltV part I can do no more 

than what I have done: from now on our eyes 

are on h~ "alone. Wb.at ha.ppens in this 

"theatre tonight onl.;y he can decide. From 

beginning to end he is his own master. All 

lean do if» to p:r.~epare the way for him and 

giVG him help when he asks for it. 

Has he bee.n on tihe w-lre ;yet? 

Yes, a.bout tv/antiY minutes ago. 

He didn t t a.lip.. he only slipped on the 

trapeze. I understand? 

On the wire he was perfeotly steady, though, 

as I sq, he has been trembling rather strange­

ly th·!. morni.ng. But tI.J1' a.s you may ,"au won't 

be able to predict his performance tonight 

from his r,ellearsals this morning: it can 

never be fio.ll.e, .All :you have to go on are 

your own premonitions. 

Oharpentier. P~or the Lordta sake don't leave him alone 'with 

those. B6ntdieti They are notoriously dismal. 
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.l voic$ in the wings called out for Amurraot and 

he returned to t~e, s~~se. Lorraine and Charpentier .alked 

slowl,y up the centre gangw.,. 

'Charpentierl ArG' ;you persuaded ~et that he isn't atterall 

finished? 

Lorraine: Almost, yes, but I find it ~difficultto forget 

his OW'll words. YQu know I shall blame 10U 

1:e anything goes wrong tonle,bt,don't ;rou? 

Charpent1er (with So aml.e)= Of course, my dear Albert. 70U 

are a. master of retort and rec.rimii}s;t:1.on. 

Lorraine ,I Well,. forewarned is forearmed. 

Oharpentier: ~Vhen are we meeting for our tradit;ional llttle,··! 

conference? 

Lorraine (unoomfortably) I Vlhich eoIJterence? 

Charpentier: Oh, not the conferenee you were goiDS to call 

this morning_ Divine providence took charge 

of that. BOt I mean the one we alwa;ys have -

you, Jack and myself .. on the d~ of the open­

ing performance. 

Lerraiael At three a·clock this afternoon. 

They -turned and looked at the stage. 

Charpentlerl There you are, look at that. He's stille.­

showman. 

Hellebore performed a number of ver1' fast ca.rtwhee·ls. 

flinging his bcd7 over with an immense force. 
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that .' 1 

On th'e rebo'Ulldfrom ,his laat cartwheel Hellebore 

sUpped backwardsl he managed to right himself t but not 

without pulling one of his calf-muscles painfull,. He 

limped to the armchair in the wings and sat dow. 

Lorraine;· 'l'him is an exact repetition of rtr3' most fearful 

dream, even t'o the'<;p'oint of the s·tran8e~.1n'" 

truder ill the dead of bight. Even I was not 
• 

superstitious· enough to ,believe that tv worst 

fears could materialise in such close detail. 

In future I shal,l pay more at'tention to thosE.' 

foolish fears of mine; apparentq there is 

less foUr :latham than ,"ou or I or EU'lYbo~ 

else thouGht, 

Charpentier: .But I'm afraid that if Ton begin taking note 

• . of :your· fears and premonitions, Albert, you 

will never float another show or take another 

business risk as long as you live, and 70U 

will end a pauper .• 
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·Scene 31 The same t two hours later. 

A.t noon each da;yduringrehearsals the Crimson 
:~~. 

fower became a dining.-rooui"· for the;:~,art1stes and members crt 

the orchestral the armchairs and cocktail-tables were moved 

back to the walls. and round mahogany tables am stiff­

backed chairs were brought in. 

Hellebore, Elila and Bel,en Eugenia sat near one Of 

the windows, talking after their lunch. Hellebore \:vas 

dressed in a ligh~ countr.Y-tweed suit. Helen Eugenis, 

lidok's second stage ass·1stant. was taller and older than 

Eliza; She was sombre, her hand.s were long~ She was 

are.seel in black, with a. black lace collar high at her neck'~ 

!fh.e· clouds were 'still 10\' t but now and asain there 

was a sharp rrq of sunlight from. between them which l~t, up 

the lounge suddenl;r and then died qUickly down. 

Eliza: 

Helena 

Ilizal 

Helen: 

You haven'.t said a. kind word to him since 

we arrived in Paris t and goodness knows what 

"au t ve been saying' behiDd hie back.. If he 

makes you 80 Wlhappy why don' t;you leave him 

and find other work? 

What other work-j 

Oh, rq dear girl. Lorraine would 61.lrely find 

something tor you. 

Yes, with certain conditions attached. 

Still, it might make you see Heinrich in a 
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bet'cer liglTt. Never has he once done you an 

'Q.nkindtJ.ess. Never once has he even snapped 

at you •• 

He ne,rer ·talltS, that's why." It's 

the silence I can't bear. 

Well, IShoul~ try noisier vlOrk if I were you, 

and then perhaps you'd call his silence peace 

of, mind. and l"Un back to it like a naught7 

child. I supPO$e you have no<ticed that he 

never answers your rudeness. 

Yes, but I wish he would anSTliver me ;just once: 

I wish he t s smack 1'ft:7 face or call me a. slovenly 
I " 

11'litle bitch. Imagine fIeinl"ich calling me a 

slovenly little bitch', Jack! 

I dare say you could find cruel L-l.nd foul­

mout;hed employers enough; there are plenty 

of them in our pl~otession. Why don1t you 

go out and look for one? 

Because I am lazy and' stup1dt I want a 

husband and I v~la.Irt childrell. :There 119 Ilothing 

Heinrich can do about tha;t;, but you'd. think. 

'tha·t if hewol-e as holy aayou' say he is he 

would try to give me a.-little comt'ort., A 

litrtlecomfor't, ,I don't Imow "hat, but a holy 

t4a.r."1 v/ould lo:lovt, - so you would think t \vouldn.· t 
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Z1'ou? 
, ~e 

Yes, Jack, EEfiI) called him holy the othe~ 

day. She \vorships him. 

Hellebore (Shy&, to Iiel~)1 Do you think I ought to have 

Eliza; 

a word with him ~bout Eliza? She icsn't 

happy -

Yes, tell him I've been in love tvith ;rou for, 

·the last ten ye,.ars; what could hia holiness 

do about tha.t? 

Helen (EerhaEs.9. l~.iit.IJ.!3 PatliC-8tricken~! .Hellebore 'jS 

1lr.!J posal )1 It 'fNouldn' t be wi se. (1 ack. You 

would only hurt him and achieve no"thing for 

Eliza. 

Hellebore: How could I ,hurt him? 

Helen (wlth diffie~ltzJ: Iou wouldn't be able to get a 

WOl."IId. ou·t of him. All I can tell you is that' 

he would become qtlite silent.. He would stand 

there as if he 1;vere paralysedard dumb. At 

the best of times he is s~ with men ~ whereas 

tdth 'WomeD. he relies on his iD13tincta. How 

can I erplain it? He hates putting his 

feelings into words. 11hey seem illSufficient 

to him; they a.lways belie his feelings am get 

him into trouble~ Words h'tlrt him. He told 

me once he would like to go through life in an 

u..nbraken silence; all his eomml.mications wi th 
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other people would be in Silence. fhat is 

_ he 'ha.s never once ut'\iered a word during 

one of h.is act's since he firatwent on the 

stage thirty-four years ago. He loves 

,silence; I have seen h1m stand in some of 

those Bavarian valleys as if he were l1ste~ng 

to, -t;h eir silence. I know' exact17 how 11., 
would feel if you tried' to't&lkto h4~-'~,"~ 

70U must trust my lmowledge 'of him., He wou.lc1,; 

'be ~ and tongue-tied; he ,would feelaslf ' 

he were stuck fast in a terribl,e mire and­

be'ing sucked down. His ollly thonglrt would. be 

to get himself free, to find. h,imself again in _ ' 

silence a.n~d solitude. HewQuld be ,'like ,a 

caught animal, a.:nd YOurOWll pity and compass­

ion would make- you set him fre~ a~a1l1.· You' 

would see for 7eurself vmatI mean, but I want: 

;you to trust what Is~, and no·t even tra- to 

see him, I do m.y best to protect him, 'you see, 

Jack. When he is allowed to be alone tor 

hours on end and to go through the dq without· 

a lot of words. he feels free and c'lean and. 

wholesome; his eyes look rested am calm,. and 

one fee.ls very secure in hiseom:p&~. But I 

know exactly when he has been troubled by eon-­

versations with people. beca.use his eyes, are ' 
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no longer clear, he looks a little .feverish, 

his walk is uncertain, his mouth is leIs 

resolved, he moves his arms about awkwardly f . -

he is no . longer master of h1m~·elf I a ghastly 

fever has got the better ofh!~. 

But in any case he hates Jack. '0 

Oh, E11za .... You 881' these raSh ot'hingii, but 

do 7QU think whether they' &r'e true orollot?O 

I know th.e. t' s tru.e" I can us e m.y own eyes. 

(tbrni:na to Hellebore) They both hate you,o 

If she could put an end to ;your career tOmQrro?J 

sh.e'd do it. for Heinrich's sake. ~he'd lay 

the whole world waste for Ile1nrich's salte. 

ive~hing oshe does is for Heinrich -

Belen (near tears). No, Eliza. noJ 

Eliza: 

smile of he.rel it means she's thinking abouto. 

HeiDr1c~. Dear Heinrich -

Hellebore (~1sS!:ltied); 011. shut up. What the hell's 117 

get to do with me? Wine? 

He held the wine bottle diagonally before Helen, 

and she shook her head. He held it before Elisa, and she 

merely averted her eyes without uttering a word.. He filled 

his. own gla.ss a.n.d laid the. bottle down med1ta"c;tvel;y. 

Helen (to Hellebgre) = 1110rgive her. She is only a.cting out 
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Hellebore I 

Helen: 

Hellebore: 
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her 11ttle',.melodrama. 

10, shean 1 t acting aD;Ytlb.ing" 
"", 

He·s so cons1derate', Jack, she has nothing 

at all to complain of. 

I think she letona of him, ,Helen, but there, 

he never addresee,s Q word to her ••• 

That's his::,nature, which God gave him. I'm 
"J·'/~'.~£f~ 

used to it, because I've taken the trouble to 

mow and understand him. She would never 

take ,that trouble. 

She isn't the silent kind. She en~oys talk­

ing. She behaves very naturally. The two 

of you are drivilJg her Ol.1:t of her mind. I 

must say I wouldn't like to spend my life with 

people who sat and a,-tared a.t me and never said 

a wordAIi You've aged her in the last five 

years. I can see that. having been away tor 

five years. She's so touchy now. 

You say lithe 'two O.t 70U" as if Heinrich and I 

were in a cons,piraoy together. 

Eliza (guieilg. )1er ezesloxins1;r oll .Helleboz:e): You are, 

I'm sure you do,horrible things together, 

like putting spells on people. ' 

Helen (with .a1.tt): You don't believe that. do :rou, Eliza? 

Elizal Yes, I dOl you told me 70urself -tha.t~ou 

believed in his ~ells. 
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Kelen (,devoutlY): I believe in a certain "nower he has ,to 
J t I • , 

Eliza: 

Helen: 

. Eliza.: 

change natural events. I believe some verY 

rare and extraord1:oa.ry human. beings have th,at 

power. 

VJell. then, I say he tries to pra.ctice spells 

on people, and with )"our help, When he looks 

at me some-time's with those holy eyes of his 

wbich never move he terrifies me. I-In: not 

saying ~ I' believe in his powers or take 

his epells ser1ous17, but .. 'yes. that's the 

right'Vlord, you two are in a copsi1raSl- If', 

you could do it b;y spells7ou'd murder Jack 

in his bed. 

Do you think Heinrich is professionally $0 

1ncompet&nt that he would have to ~ 

~ resort to" those methods? 

It alwa.ya h1.1.rts him to think of Jack's posit1o~ 

in the theatre. 

Helen (with calm logic); Why' does he accept a contract in 

one of Jaok's most iIfiP ort ant shows? 

Eliza: Because Jack fasc·ina.tes him. lean feel him 

watching Jack all the t1me t t17iD.g to diseo"ifer 

his secret, measuring him with that holy cool­

ness of his. 

. Helena Isn't it possible that he admires Jack, and 
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Eliza: 

Helen: 

Eliza: 

, 

watches him with awe? 

Don't degrade 1ourself. Helenl Watch him 

with awel Wby, whenever I mention Jack in 

h1scompany he jumps out of his shoes. 

Well, .1'm glad you. say all this to, me and not 

to hl,t! face. If only you'd 'bake the trouble 

to understand him, as I have ••• 

I'mevon ·tired of talking 'about him. tou can 

give me some wine now, Jack. 

Hellebore filled her glass and winked at her; she i 

took a sip at her w1n'9. looked pained. as if: the taste d1s~' 

pleased her, then. set her glass down again. 

Eliza: I don't know why I drink this yellow piss. 

Helen: 

I loved Oampeacb;y Ba;y last 70ar bee.Quee the,­

had a.ll those. beautiful fruit drinks. Iou 

cankeeP10ur vintage wine. 

Yo'Uca:o." tf'orgi veHeinr1ch his strangeness t 

can 7(')111 You wan:t everyone to be hail-fellow­

well ... met. 

Eliza (w1thb1ttteX:JS~~eSt)1 Yes, I do. 

Helen: But since :you spend so much time vdth him don't 

you think. you. ough"t to t17 a:nd ttllderstand him? 

Eliza: Does, he try and understand me? 

Belen; He knows :you as a mother knows thefrui t of 

her·:own womb. You hate his stx'angeness. but 

he has always been strange. (CQ'll» 4~tel.1D.inec 
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,<~ :'" to V~D.q19aM!:a11.e1h,im) He even' believes in fa1'rifU!, 

1Il1za.: 

Helen: 

\ 
" 

~ 

like a. child. Iby don't you 1 augh ? 

.1 don't want to laugh 9 

Most people would, and I thought ;you preferred 

most people to one SO 1l!lique and strange. Yes i ' 

he believes in fairi(:s, and he adores birds. 

(HerR'S fixed on. Eliza,)"""I"haveseen him 

talking to birds in the Piazza Oataluna in 

Barcelona, w·ithall tlleap&niards staring at 

him.. ae can speak to 'birds. you mO\l t and 

make them understand. And shall I ,1Ie11 70U 

something about his childhood? He was the 

son of an officer in theiruBsian ar.my_ He 

never' knew family lite in the proper sense. 

, I 

His f~ was killed when he 'Vas five. and 

before that he had only seen him three or' four. 

times. With his mother he travelled from one 

town to another and one country to another 1n­

eessantlY7earafter 1ear. He was a dreaming 

child·, and his dre8JllS "ere what he could carry 

from one place to another without damagine; them.; 

He spent his childhood among the women friends " . 

of hie; mother',. most of them officers' wives. 

:Thes6wolUe.n were restless. '~ey would do a:ny-

thing to kill time. They pla;yed games of 

hypnosis \v1th protess1,onal hypnotisers. they 
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were alWEgTs' tirJd1ng new card .. tricks, and ii,hey 
t ' 

were all enthusiastic astrologers. In effect 

Heinrich was bred and educated by these rest-
, . 

less and superstitious women, some of "hom Vlere 

German. otlu!trs Poles, others French. andothere 

Ru..manian. From them he learned his silenc'e t 

his" separateness and his dark powers. Alread;y 

as a child he dreamed his wtqsl1entl,y through 
';;:'~:"i::!!2 

each~; and. no doubt he was already as ··a 

child making enemies like yourself, eneDlies 

whose hatl:ed he never sottght to provoke and 

therefore never deserved. (Glancing at 
f 1 

H$lbb01'e t then at Ell'6a) ~ shall ;r: tell . 

you how old he 113 •• thi~YOUng man~~ 
Be 'is 

fifty-tour :years old, Eliza. 

Hellebore alfnlila loolted at her with surprise. 

Xes, he was born just atter the outbreak of 

the A:uJltro"Prussla.n War. Bttt there. he 

doesn't need Jq, defence. He is so sufficient 

to himself t and he 'was probably no less so 

when he was four :rears' old. 

Lorraine wiped the ,sweat from his upper lip with 

a-handkerchief and pulled one of his windows down. For a 

few minutes he stood still by the window and watched three 
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children playi:ng in. the park below, then he returned vd th 

a sigh to his desk. He rubbed his righ't; ear and shifted 

in his chair. There was not a sound in the office. He 

put hisha.nd on the telephone receiver but 1mmediatel;y with­

drew it.. He took a memorandum book: from the edge of his 

desk and began writiDg: It You said that everything in the· 

world was T1f3 responsibi111i;y so 10118 asI thought about'it, 

andth~t the more .1 think about the more I am responsible 

for', I must have this clear. When I am face totace with 
,Ii 

10U I feel emPt7. I want the strength to s~ what is ·in 

my mind, or rather the strength to bri:ogback to my mind 

the "bhoughta which your presenoe frightened. away. I have 

a lot to tell you about pride. You said that a man can 

also sin by f~iling to do good. What did' I fail to do? 

Wb.at am I failing to do now?" 

He went to the wii.ldow and' looked ,'out again. The 

three children were no louger visible. The telephone 

bell l'a.Il3 ~ hed:1.sregarded it. He returned to his 

des~ and wrote the following words I "If only I could be 

granted a. m011le1\t of ;i..nnocence." 

'Fr,~~9-.ille.J3l~nel'·s private room was on the groUlld 

floor. of" the new wing t behind the stage an1 ,at the very 
,; 

baok of the theatre. Its one window gave out onto the 

park, the same area of park that could be seen, two floors 

above, from the windows of Albert Lorraine's office. 



• 

• 

1'9 

Was a very small room. and an elm-tree 1m.rrlediately outs14.e 

the window made it da.rk· at all times ofths d.ay,. 

Most of the.fllmlture had. clearly been. stage 

properties at one time,. Under tbe window there was· a 

violet divan witl1 satin-covered oushions,and a.gainst the 

wall near the door there was a dressing-table with an ebony-, 

in.la.id top. In the middle of the TOom,on a. fragment of 

rioh Persian carpet, stood e, light orimson. pouf. Na.iled 

onto the wa.ll were trinkets, gold-fra:med medallions be~1ng 

the portraits of pa.st aotors and aetresses. Qu.ttin.gs from 

old newspa.pers. a silver-plated crucifix" visiting oards 

with signatures on themji and, over the dressing-ta.ble, a 

long polished outlass with a. blu~e ribbon and taesle at 

its handle,. In the hea.rth there was a. gas-fire. and at 

this moment it was alight. 

Francine Berger lay naked ,on the diva.n, and. in the 

a.rmchair next to the gas-fire, facing the window and the 

divan, sat Henry Sangson. also naked. \rFranOine ('!iu.rn~ng he~ 
head t~wards tho wi,ndow, . ~zing. at . tge .. alIq-tre...!) You 

Sangson: 

killed people when you were a s'old1er, and 

now you 'r~ ashamed of ' ,it. 

l'hat f s wb.7 you are always talkin.g'a.bout 

murder, beoause youyol1rself are a. murde:tter. 

Yea., perhaps you a.re right. 

He leaned forward to warm himself at the gas-fire. 
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Neither spoke for a few momn·ts. 

Francine: What made you go and see him? 

Sangsonl 

Francine: 

Sangsonl 

Francine; 

Edgar Fil'lStanley asked me to. And I wanted 

to on my O\V1l account. 

Btrt . why?' 

Well, I told you long· a.go how impol~tant he was, 

to both Of us. We lived among tbe dead, and," 

death 8eemed the mos t e1 ther of us could. look. 

forward to. Vie lived among dea.d things, 

e~erything we touched w'as dead, every nolse 

denoted the nearness of death. In our world' 

-the worst alwa;rs happened. \Ve were ;young. 

I still am ;young·. '(B1-tter1z) liaturally, 

I wanted to seie Hellebore. I needed to see 

him. I wanted to get back a little 1fI'lrmth 

int 0 IffY f11l3ers. 

But you made him ill. Did that make ;you 

feel warmer? This 'morning he was' sick, and 

this evening he'll be unfit to go on -the stage .. 

If he makes a mess of iii you'll be to blame. 

(Lea:o.1 forward OIl her elbows frowni - at-

him) what made you call on him so la. te at 

night? What made you take him aloDg to 

that club? 

Sangson (lOJV{e~illS .1'1iS . eye,,).; -You. toldm.e he kept la-'(;e . 
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hours. and I expected to 'find him with his 

guests. 
s 

Francine (1:YiDs.baQ~~ll6riJ,z)1 Well, he need~ protectiDg 

against peoplel1ke you., I don't know how 

he can posaibly get through nt·s act tonight:t. 

live, never seen him look s~ 111. You're a 

fine Olle to tallt about murder. 

Her cheeks were a little flushed as sh~ spoke. 

SangSOJl looked ather in silence. ~e ~k..J~ .w!..1o.Qji;" ~ 
~1~ .~l I~ ~ ..,t ~ &4JIth e/~~. . 
Sangsonl \' You feel warmer .towards him t11aJ1 70U do 

, I!L """.ei. " 
'I "I towards me,,( 'oaD see that.. c:Cf'-

Francine (l"~!%Miie;:;')~ I.IM ~J;;"';~~t~'~~ut 
(,f - "N.~ " 

yourself all ",he time' 't. "'!'ou called on him . 

to get back a little warmth into your fingers-

And now you are wanting' 
If 

more warmoth out of me • . , 
Sangson (dis1,-urbed): NOt I didntt mean th~tto I think 70U 

are right; to feel more warmly tiOllVares him. 
,t ij..e ~I--A 

I wasn't asking f'or pity. (With; a .sm,le) 

"If ;you 'think 1 was. ;you aren't a good3udge 
I' 

of men. 

Franc,lne (more. aspeeabl;r ): ." But you 1J!ler~ wrong to go 11tere 
~ ...,"" ~~ ~e. ~ 

at I;:d.~l11siltand upset him, rrr:J dear·. I "'You 
l. 

'make the mj.stake ai' talking too, .~la1nl7 to 

people. You don't realise h,o" all this 
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miserable 1;,alk about murder and death and 

" emptiness ~ affect some' of them. You, 

shoul~'thave, called on~"hlm at midnight,. 

and you shouldn 1 t have talked, ,to him about 

• '1 

" ~ ~ 
his own son. (S~ f1.el* 1?-ead in per-, "! 

:e~eJ9.1?;(;)" I don't know, .. 10U seem ·140 go 

.. along like a blind man •.. lO1i\,beh~Ve llo:metJ.JneS' 

a.s it you were soft in ·G~e lt~~J, ;"~\EyeD novi ' 
,-' . ····j .. L·\\ ;.1- •• ~ ~ 1 "' 

you don't seem to realise dl4~':~)~:r0ti.4id 'la~t,;, i 
'i • ' ,II : ' ::eY:U m::':f s::;:h::~:~~tj:: \,.,1 

beeause of you. You don't seem torea!ise ... ~ 
you may have J!1\l%Idered a'''''great career. 

Sanssoll (warminG his. hands 'aWll>: Perhap,$ 1. don't think 

I hav~ murdered a great car.e~. 
, -

Francine 1 We shall see tonight. Look at you ,- even 

now ;you don't seem to be grasping wha.t I ,'say • 

Sangson shrugged his' shoulders'; and they said 
1" 

notaing for some time. 

Francine (cold~y): It you were a, self'"-suffioient person 

you would never have called on him and upset 

him like that. You only did it because you 

can't stand on ;your own feet. You have to 

au'ck other people to death in order to lire. 

You. aren't self-sufficient. not as ,Jack must 
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ha:~/e been when he l1iraS 70Ul~ age. 

Sansson (with resigna;t;ion)I, Oll, come ... j'"ou're only trying 

-to be -cruel., 

Francine: 

Sangson: 

Francine: 

Sangson: 

you~ ;job is jewel,-cutting It but you areIl t t 

interested in it as other men are interesced 

inthe1r wox-k'l You 8J:"en't ca.pable of leading 

your own life: that's whY' YOll called on ,Jack 

last \night. During the Wax~ you killed people 

like every o,tner soldier, but; now you won' t 

forget it, and you won't let other people 

for~et it. (W~thk!u.dden MSer): Why cOtlldn't 

you have gone off to W~ and done your job 

like everybody else, and then come back wi th­

out; all -this fuss axl;d bother? 

Don'i,; the o~thers' make E.U'lY o~asa? 

The fools don' -1;; , I agree if 

lJiell,: where does your wisrloltl get you? No 

further than a jeweller t s shop (> (~.n1nS _ ;; 
1 -:'" l,. 

her bead_p'oWlU'ds.~) St.-ppose there had .ji 
nevel'" been a w$.l??' What would have happenec!: .. 

·F\\· 
. ,'i \.~ 

~. I \ to you? 

I thj>rl;~ I wou.ld have t.aken up a teachers" l\, 
I ,.\ ' 

cer"tificate and tausht in a coun-tr,y school"/.. '\ 
.j; 

I v/ould have married. no doubt.. And I wo:~ 

hav-e j,oined un archaeologioal society.. . ·But 
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Sangson: 

Franoine: 

Sangson: 

Francine: 
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the pOi,nt is I shouldn't, ~ave watched myself 

livinB, as I do now., The War taught me to 

do that. 

You. haven't foand 701!U! proper friends, -

tl1a:t· s a.ll you m,ean. You a~e wi tl1 'tbe eong 

people. 

am It really. 

:Bu.t where are the ri~t, p'eople? Nowhere. 

Exaot17. You. arentt s"lt-sutf~o1ent. 

She drew a blanket over her legs aad ht,ps. , 

!r,e lOU the wrong person for me, thea? 

Well, you don't love me. You only- need me 

somet1mGs. You've just made love 'to met,but 

we don't know ea.oh otheraJl1 better tor it. 

You're alone all the timet even,when you make 

love to/ me • 

But so are you in a different wS7. 

FNJlcine {angrily)e Well, I'Ve told 70U before. You must 

treat me llke a oripple. You lnuet try to live 

me the s1Jl1pathy'yeu. t d give to 8.cr1pple. Bu.t 

all 7olJ.r i;alk wonft make me enjoy ltmore. 

Sangson (i!tarins l1", her) 1 But you do belie.va. tha.t me,k1:01 love 

is horrible. 

PTano1ne: I've never, said th.at. 

San_solll And loua.1"e right. 1t.1s bon~ble. It:Ls sex. 
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The wor"''' 1t~elt ian.orr1ble. it is sharp, 

meonoiles C"! ,.to . , . Ii.? I 
'­Seoar~ is the latill 

for div1d. or out. That's where 'the word sax 

comes from.. But lOVEI, Franoine, is from lUbet: 

it pleases. The love 1s d1sappear1ngfrom. our 

world, Francine, and instead of men ~nd women 

-there are everywhere creatures alone with their 

OW"tl flesh, dy1ne; for lack of blood and warmth, 

cut oft from eaoh other, justaa you and I are 

cut off from Ba.ch otber. In sex. we are only 

two pf)reone fum.blillg with each other like 

I hate and despise sex. It is a. 

twentie-',b o@nttWy invention, like the shrapnel 

bu.llet. An 8.0";; of sex is an aot of mu.rder. 

It is tV/O people joined together in a co,nspirao7 

of murder • 

Franoine; (quietly) Have we JUS"' COl1m.d;-'Gted an a.ct of murde~ • 

then? Is everything in tile world mUl"del~? 

Sanison~ 

Franoine: 

We are tcro seeretiV"e abouteaoh Gine!'. Francine. 

We must let other people see us together, hven 

Giordano and Ma.ria don'1i know abou.t us. ,I ought 

to teel free in this theatre. ~·f.e :musn I t hide 

away as if it were a crime we were committing. 

But suppose there rea.lly is no love be-tween us? 

Suppose we really never oan please eaoh other? 
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Sangson: Well, in future. \fhenpeople ask ma wbether I. 

know you I shal~ say, yes, I:'m he~ lover.. 1\ .. 

shall force. myself into the open. 

hancille (despondently): But you will still be alone. I 

SangsQnt. 

Franoine: 

Sangson: 

Frano1ne: 

don't thinlf ,we sha.ll ever be a.ble to break 

through to each other'. 

'We cal! try. The will is there. 

But you.' r'e seoreti ve abou·t everything yO'Ll. f re 

really interested in. You a.sked me all those 

queetionsabout 'where Jaok waB going to stay and 

vihen he would be arriving in Paris. oat you nev·sr 

said you might oall on him. And! dontt expeot 

I should ever have knOV'ftl about la.st n1gJat ~f he 

b.adn' t 'told me himself" 

I had nothing in mind-when r asked you tbose 

questions. 

I don't believe it. You IrlUSt htlVe played with 

th.e idea ofvia1tlng Jack, beoause Edgar aske4 

you. to do r~o. Ifo, we shall nevel" be lovers: in 

the true sense. 

She lay Ertaring up a.t the ca.iling in silenoe. 

Sangson rose and \telrt to the windoW'. He stood at 

the end of her divan. rie looked across the lawn of tha park. 

Franoine: Be careful. Someone might see you •. 

He drew ba.ok a little from the window. 
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Sangson: You must try to ul~derstand what I t·el1 you. 

War Vias a kind of religious experienoe ~or mel 

1 t is holy- for me. I went out to Flanders 

to suffer, not to kill people. I went to 

diera tIler tban to kill. War vIas a crucif5.xlon 

fo,r me. I went put to be crllcif1$4. 

(Look1:ng.dg~at. J.ll!!:) Jbul sOInehow - Ioantt 

tell, you why ..... I eX]!ee.te{.l to suife!' my 

eruoifix1olJ, without dying. And that Was my 

horrible error, to believe that I was inviolate. 

How did I eXpe,ct to survi va? HOii did I expect ,to 

be nailed to the cross a.nd have my aide pieree4. 

and yet survive? How did I expect tOo survive 

just the exposure and th.e loss of blood? But of 

course I had to die. And nOi:V loan no longer 

feel the life in my .fingers, as I ~lm 'always 

telling you. So you mustn't begrudge :In.S my 

little midnight adventure. 

rTidak walked swiftly across the stage towards the 

wings. Only a part of a batter,y of lights 1n the'flies 

was switohed on, so that th~ light was weak. Just as he 

reaohed the centre of the stage he seeme.d to hear aOlllething 

and stopped. He turned and peered at some fla"ts close to 

the rear wall of the stage, where at present the light was, 
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weakest. standinl by tnese flats ill -tl1,a 4arltlless WelllQ 

Hellebore and .1;«;1138, Manning-. ti1c1ok steppe.d ba.ok in his 

astonishment. They weJ.~e talking to each other. bu.t what 

they said was made il1.a;adible f"llom tlte fl~Ol1.t of the sta.ge by 

the heavy flats behind them. Hellebore nodded to her, 

then put h.is arm on her shoulder and kiSS(Jd her 'brow gently .. 

She smiled and seemed from -thtj distanoe to look: deep into 

his eyes, 

to Lorraine's office, and Eliza turlled towards the wings on 

the right hand side. 

N1dok walked into the da.rkness on his left and leaned. 

against the prooeni'lWl arch.. He olosed his eyes and sighed.' 

It wCV"? 0..-. f --€v ~~ ~JF~ ..\~ ~C"t.~. ~ ~. 

LV ~ ~-€_ .. Jk I~ l~o.. ;" 11 GL 1-4 L-t IU!..A A LJ "t---> ~. '-c J . 
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Lorraine put ,down, his pen and ~witched on "the des1;-

lamp. Outside the clouds were dark anti low, and a violent 

wind was now blowing aeross the park. He sealed an envelope 

and wrote the words "Father M1chelonu on it. :Nothing could 

'be heat"d x'rom the stag·e belov/. 

Thex'e was a knock on the door, an~ Hellebore en'tered 

by the gallery-docr. Lorraine looked up, then rose with a 

smile and went towards him. 

!Iellebore: I just wanted to see hovi you were. 

Lorraine nodded alld took his arm, -then led him. to 

a chair in silence. 

Lorraine: I had to put the light on. 

in the :;rtorm? 

Were you caugh-t 

Hellebore: :rio. I was in the Crimson Tower .. 

Lorraine sa~t dOilI! and put tIle envelope il1 one of the 

top drawers of his desk • 

Lorraine: I was·' fr1g;htened this morniDg. You looked 

va" ill"Jaclr. I thou.ght that was the end 

of' tonight's show. 

Hellebore: Yes, I was still shaking like a leaf during 

rehearsals 0 But I 'had a good l~y-down af"'~er-

wards, e and .1 feel stea.dy enough now. Have 

you. anything to d.rinh,',~ ~lere? I'm parched • 
• 1'· 

Lorralnfr"(rilSing and t§\kill€} a k~;;v .~om ll.±!,~aistcoat :eo~lF,~~) 

By all means. What shall I ~1 va you,' 

Hellebore: AnythiIlg as long as :1 t ian' t cognac. 
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Lorraine (with a smile): Will water del? 

Hell,abara: I prefer it. 

Lorraine unlocked a corner cnnboard behind his desk ..,. 

and took ou·t a tumbler" He bent down and looked along the 

bottom shelf, then brough"t out an earthen'/are :rlago~!i which 

he put down on the desk. He broke its seal with a heaVy 

paper-knife and drew out the cork. 

closely. 

H~ellebore watched him 

Hellebore: Is that water? 

Lorraine: Ies. 

Hellebore:., 1~~at' S it doing in there, then? 

Lorraine: It's Lourdes water. 

Hellebore I What, - a kind of spa water? 

Lorz'aine: lloiJ no, - holy water. (With a :~;Y smilel I 

\r1wl"ted God to be on your aide tonight. 

Hellebore ('elaz~'ull:t) Wall, I llope it does me good. 

Lorraine: l-t comes fr01'11 the holy spr~ing at Lourdes. 

lie filled the tWll'b1er and handed it 'Ii 0 Hellebore. 

Lorraine looked out of. the window at the xark. It 

was l'iO\V in half-darkness; raindrops were flying against the 

window-panes, and occa.sionally the Window rat;tledt' The elm-

trees close to the tlmatre wall \vere no longer visible. 

lJorrains: Where did yott ea.t? 

Hellebore: In the Crimson TO\iV8J:'. viith Helen an,d Elizs.o 

Lorraine: How was Eliza? 

Hellebore: 
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Lorraine (wttb§;' sigh): No, ~'m anxious about her. I don't 

think Eiselhe1m understands her 'well enough. 

Of ,course,,', she's still in love with you. 

Hellebore: Sbe'd like me to mar!'y her, but I don't think 

it amounts to more than that, though "it did 

before the War. 

Lorraine (guiatlz., witbassuranqe): Oh, yes, it 8lllounts to 

very'muoh more than that • 

The wind suddenly dropped and,., for a moment not 'Jl 

sound could be beard. It gradually started up again and 

the rain grew heavier. 

Hellebore: Will you be ooming down this afternoon? 

Lorl'aine: Yes, I shall be down. I'manly sitting here 

,now because I feel so slelp1'. This is the ;', 

time of day when I feel a sleepless night most. 

And I usually feel' sad al1this time of day • 

I, prefer the evenings. I find 'them exciting. 

He took the tumbler and earthenware flagon. and 

without risinsfrom his ohair he put them back in the cupboard 

behind bim •.. Be d1dtbis slowly audthougbtfully. 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Itm glad we let things "bake their oourse. 

We shall see a. fine performanc.e fx-om you 

tonight. <,glMoim at Hellebore hesitantl:) 

Suppose wet d cancelled yow oontract? 

They smiled $.t'each other. 

We Gould 'have drawn up another one. 
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Hellebore rose and went itowards the door. 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine; 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine.: 

Hellebore: 

Well, ,thank ,"ou for the holy water. I'm 
&~':M goiDg down to chang.e, I told' Amurrat 

two--t1fteen. 

Can y.ou manage our 'little c9nference with 

Bernard at three? 

YeSt I'llsJ.ip 1n at three. 

I shall :be down at the stage in a few minutes. 

I'm VG1:1 anxious to see the new stuff. -Jack. 

I think it will please you. 

Hellebore left the office and returned to his own 
' ... 

dressillg-room. E'rom the stage there was the sound of 

hammering and shouting. 

On his dressi:Q.g-table. pinned to the mite cover, 

there was a ,letter addressed to "Monsieur Finltanley (Helle­

bore"')", He switched on theInil:Tor lights and read ·it • 

"Please come without fail to Lea ges, this eveninG 

at ... seveD o'Qlock. I shall keeE lOU.only tor .. j&'ve£!Y 

few minutes. .I should .. b'e. halWie.r. if SAASsonwex-,~ 

were not told about thiEJ._ Forsve the scribble. 

Maria, Oe11da. rt 

HaC screwed the letter up and walked towards the 

hearth. He was about to throw it onto the flames, but he 

stopped and opened it out again. He . looked at it closely 

a secoD.d time. then bent down and set light to it. 

.J 
_'_~ ---~ 
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~e stage was now brigiltly lit, and stagehan4s 'Jere 

hurriedly clearing ladders, cables and flats from the back. 

The garlanded staircase was brought in well upstage, a.nd a 

section of the stage wa.s raised to a height of ten, or fifteen ' 

feet to make a first landing. A plain light, blue curtain 
, 

was then lowered in -front of this structure, concealing it 

from the sta11sand leaving the front part of the st$8e empty • 

Three scene shifters wheeled in the ramshackle piano 

f·rom the left t and simul'taneously 'side-'curtains Tlere lowered 

to oonceal the wings. A. trapeze Vias ,lowered from the flies 

so that it hung half--way between the boards and the proseen- ' 

:tum arch, and a chest of drawers was placed on the right 

near the footlights. The ti2l;1 bowler-hat descended from' the 

flies .. and a scenesh1fter guided it towards the top of the 

chest of drawers, vthere it remained. Meanwhile the steel 

wire was drawn taut between the sta;ys, which were off-stage • 

A white skipping-rope was laid on the' pi.ano, and two chairs 

were placed near the back-drop curtains. 

Two arc-l,ampa were sw1 toned on from ea,ch aide, and 

the front curtain was swiftly lowered and raised again. 

Hellebore left his dressing-room and went up to the 

stage. He wore his white p1errots' costume with 'the pom-
~,~ oc..(,; 

pom buttons, but no wig or make-up. ~s .A.m.urrat was 

standing in the wings, and Hellebore went to his side. 
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, ':;.~; 

Be glaneQd. across the stage at the light blue curta1n~ 

Hellebore: 

Amurratc 

Where's ru:J OVID backdrop? 

You'll see it tonight, Jack. Th1s one came 

from the old stage. I believe you \\sedit 

in 1912. 

Hellebore· nodded and walked on to the stage. He 

som.ersaul ted to the centre, Just as the last· scene shifters. '-/ 

were gOing into the wings, He stood on tbe tips of his 

toes for a moment, th~p cartwheeled rapidly towards the 

footlights. He seemed out of breath when he rose. He 
~ . 

thre_ himself onto his hands a~d hand~wa1ked from one side 

of the stage to the other, his leg8 curled over so that the 

soles of his feet w~re p~ral1el with the floor. 

The orches·tra. began taking their places am "tunilJg up, 

and a faint light was turne4 on at the conductor' B r08 trum • 

Two electricians brousbt on a fresh smoke-box and 
fixed it to the piano • 

W 
~ a,omte went over to Belle bore t who wasstand1ng 

upstage with his hands on his hips. breathing heaviq. 

Comtel 

Hellhbore: 

Comtel 

Hellebore: 

Albert Lorraine would like to see you down ~ 

the stalls. 

Is he there now? 

He was on his wa;y th~re when I saw him. 

We ought to be away by DOW, The orchestra 

VIas late. What's the time? 
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Comte: Nineteen minutes past two. 

Hellebore:. Yes, well I was down here by two-fifteen. 

He went 'between the footlights and the proscenium 

arch to the wooden steps lea.ding down to the stalls. The 

dust-covers had now b.en removed. and Lorraine was 81 tting' 

in the front row, alone. He called to Hellebore as he came 

don • 

Hellebore: (sitting at Louaine' s ~id.e.) Is the' storm over? 

Lorraine: The wind has .dropped, but itt est11l rainiDg. 

l .. ~~ ,c- {cf'j JI.:,.(' I like seeing you in that costume again •. 

J rK.. Yl. '1 (Glancine; at him) But l'9~~reathing is &bill 

. t~ 1\...( "\,,.l..,. none too good. 
t.14.:tr iVA r ~ fzn.. 'f'"'" (1........ The conductor el:tmbed to bis rQstl'l1m and sat down. 

~ 
The curtain w~s lowered, and now only the footil1ghts remained 

to illuminate the stalls where Lorraine and Hellebore sat. 

Lcrr~ne: Iou feel safe now,do=you? 

Hellebore I .' Safe? 

Lorraine I I mean. ;rou'll be giving all 70ur mind to the 

wQrk from DOW on, wilt ;you? This morning in 

the dressing-room you said you were sick of 

the work, (Uncomfortably) I wanted to know 

if you are still even a very little sick of i~. 

Lorraine gazed at the cu:rtain. waiting for an answer., 

For a few momt'nts Hellebore did not speak. 
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jk 1a.K ~ Wi~:. . 
Hellebore: rtr arms ache, Irf1 leg8 ache, ever:! step I take 

on that stage I have to think about. Ican't; i 

get lft3 brea.th properl;y_ I was never like 

,~'" this 'before the War. And I'm not an old man. 
t." I"" ,;;(. \p t{ 

Lorraitle{ (V(a~eh±M hkW,le:rtl;Y; ,1ntheshadGW8) What'sthe 

. troubl't Jack? I thouf!Jlt you were back 1n 

the old 's·ty;Le tb1r,ty minutes ago It 

. Hel~l3bore (gu1etlr;t) I lam sick of' the \vork. , .. 
), tv\'& ~ ~h ~ ,'t.< ~ ~ I Lql2.J. ~<1t..P e.-, ~ v l.";"') ~ .. 

Lorrahe'(fris9telle~1: rBut I 'can't' postpone or eancelllow" 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

Jack.. It's too late. Iou ought to have 

spoken seoner. I don't believe itl I don't 

believe a man 'like you can get sick of his 

work. You wait until you're up on the stage. 

I"ve jus', been up on the stage. 

But this morning 70u insisted on getting into 

your' tigh-ts, ~ what has come over you since 

then? Amurrat told me you were ;your old self 

during,rehearsals this morni~, and I believe 

your act is full of new and solid stu:tf. 

, I 

, , 

I 

" 

He leaned back in his seat, frOWning. The conductor j 

tapped the music-stand lightly with his baton, and the 

oIfchestra ceased tuning up. 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Are you seeing that young man 'this afternoon? 

Yes, ·at' four o'clock, in my dressillg-room. 
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Has !\! brought ;you all this misery? Is it 

him? 

~e orchestra struck up into a quick waltz. 

Lorraine (Shouting above ~hem'¥J1c"movin3. closer r:f;oHelle­

bo.rs). I've never seen,.ou like this before, 

Jack' 

Hellebox·e sat low in his fj:8at, stariiig at his out­

stretched legs. He ~di·d-·-notr-·s·peak until the music was_over 

and the auditorium once more sile:nt. 

Hellebore: I should have answered 1f'i3' son's letters. He 

wrote me letters during the War. and to me 
" 

they Vlere much like all the other begSiDg lettell 

X got. It was in my hands to save his life. 

LOl'raille (scs'DticalI.!) I How? 

Hellebore: 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore; 

~ese things happen to bits of kids because of 

people like '. me t I suppose •. 

What; th1nss'l? 
"\ '..' ~. • ,,;,. ' , "I I 

Oh, war, war... He turned 'lfl3 room into an 

undertakers' v/ith all his talk about war. 

11e blamed .me. 

Lorraine (:eerplexed): . But what could you have done? What 

Hellebore; 

Lorraine: 

were these letters you should have answered? 

~lhatwas it you did wrong to your eon? 

It's too long a st017. Albertu 

But what does this young :man complain about"' 
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(Watc~.m Hellebore ~uspiciou~lZ): I want you' 

to tell me. Jack, ~ what was he' after? ,~~ 

did he call you up so late? Why did he take 

Ycou ottt to a clul:> and in·traduce 3"OU to the 

Italian co,uple? Tell me what you think his 

motives were, because it,'s ,h&a"who has got 

under your skin • 

like this before. 

I've nev~r seen you worry 

Un~il now I never thought 

you ha.d a conscience for anything ou'tside your 

l1vork. 
! 

He just wanted to see me" and cheer himself 

up a. bit. He's finiShed. The War finished 

him. He'a a boy without a future. He reall;y 

didn't surv1v'e the War at all. (Tur~M~Owr 

Lorraine) I wSIl,t to help him. I could tak'e 

him on tour, you know, like .rq own son • 

~he orchestra began its seeoJld :tune, .. a. loud military 

two-step. 

Hellebore <~outine; above the music): I wisb.to God I· could 

,go back to thaJG hotel now tlUel forget this dress­

rehearaall I don't want other people watching 

me._ 

Lorraine stared at him in astonishment. 

Lorraine: Don't see arty-thing more of those people, Jack 

Hellebore fb.itterlz): I shall see Sangson at four o'clock' 
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this afternoon, and.. this evenir€ I shall see 

the Italian woman at L~S,._2. ;. - e ~ ____ ~t. 

Lorraine: Not just before the performance? 

Hellebore: Yes, at seven o'clock. 

Lorraine (h~lJZlessl:Y, touchinp;· ~ellebore.',s whl,tE; 81eev~):' 

Vfuat are they up to, - these ,p~ople? ~1h.at 

are they up to? 

B&n&dic't Amu.rrat pulled back the curtain and peered 

down into 'the dark stalls. 

head Hellebore rose. 

The moment he saw Amurrat's 

Hellebore I We're ten minutes a:te s~arting, 

He left Lorraine and returned to t he stage. The 

music ended, and Lorraine remained sit-tillg in the stalls, 

staring before him. Just as the c~tain began to rise he 

jumped up and v/alke·d to a. small door at the side of "the stage • 

He w'alked along a narrow eorr-idor, then ascended some 

steps into the wings at the very back of the stage. He 

walked past the garlanded staircase and behind a silver back-

drop to the stairs leading up to his OW'D. of"fice. Jus·t as 

he reached the gal1e~ outside his door there was a. smart 

explosion from the stage below and he turned nervously and 

looked dovm. A cloud of white smoke issued from the grand 

piano, and he watched it move slov/ly from rigllt to left of 

the stage. He looked at the taut steel wire and the 

hanging trapeze. then he entered the office. 
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He took up the telephone. 

Lorraine (into themou.thRieee): Get me Monsieur Charpentier. 

(A pause, until c,~roontier answe:t:ed) Bernard. 

pos'tipone 'our little conference until four o'­

clock,.... \Vell, fa. number of things •••• Four 

o 'clock.. then. 

The sky was no longer dark, though it was still 

raining. He leaned across his desk and switched off the 

lamp, then picked "uhetelephone up again. 

Lorz·aine·· (iliGO the;·.'itl01).thpi;eO€?) I Get me Monsieur Jean Duloi­

Bordeau... {Lislten1ns) Ris dressi:ng-room I 

think. (Lis·~e~~) Rullo, Jean. L1st'ento 

me. I want you to come up to the office 

immedia:tely. (L!p'tje,ning) )~lbert Lorraine., •• 

And. Jeat'l·t I.wan:t you to bring your brother. 

But you must both come immediately • 

He walked across to the gallery....a.oox·, then. out onto 
A 

thegaller.y. As he opened the door a b~ass-drum sounded out 

from the stage below, then So clown's yell of dismay. He 

looked down. Hellebore .hadjustfallen. onto his back near 
\ 

the chest-of-drawers •. and one of the dra.wers \'Ias open. His 

white pierrot's costume was in rags, and his ves'~ and com.bina­

tions were novl visible. Lorraine leaned on the gallery- -

bannis·ters, gazing at a. battery of lights above the stage S" 

at the top of the proscenium arcI'l, his lips pursed. He 
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remained there until, a few minu.9Gea later. there was a_knock 

on the other door of his office. He went quiekl;y back and 

closed the gallery-door, then admitt'ed Jean a.nd Pierre 

Duloi .. Bordeatl. . 

Jean wore a dark suit with a high starChed collar 

of the kind no longer in vogue, while Pierre was in tights 

and blouse. Pierre Duloi-:Bordeau was taller and thinner 

thatl his br()~ther;, he moved about awkvrardly t a:nd in deference 

to the others he took a chair near the window, a little 

apart from them. 

Lorraine (gtt1etllt hie eyes uonthe, des~)= .A yoUl'lg man is 

going to visit Jack this afternoon whom I 

suspect of trying to blaokmail, him, Have 

you noticed anything wrong with Jack to~? 

Jean (a little startled): No, 
t 

Lorraine. Did you watch this morning t s rehearsal? 

Jean (thinking s,lowl;y. with efforf!): Yes. I saw Jaclt 

Lorraine: 

rehearse., I ·thought he was a bit slow off 

the mark. but -rtd. no idea he was in trouble. 

He was a sick :man. He VOmitled in his 

cire.ssing.room, and I a .. ontt think he had more 

than a couple of 11o*s' sleep last night. 

I found him on his bed with his aa.cket torn: 

that vias after nine this morning. 

:Pierre leaned forward inquisitively. 
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What 'had happened? 

A youllg man called on him a:t midnight. Thea-

left theho,tel ·together and went to a club. 

At the club' they VlSX'e joined by an Italian 

couple. Jack came back to tbe hotel at five 

o'clock this morning, and he was very drlUlk a.nd 

ill. And these people have dispirited him. 

Somehow they have broken his will~, (Gla:hCl!W 

ttl? at Jean) Bets sick at heart., He lost a 

son Q;ttring the War-·f - I believe it all has 

sometliing to 'do with that.. Somehow· these 

psopte ha.ve played on hiS comp~sion.I·'Ve no 

grounds :tor sa;ying they intend blackmail; I 

simply .don't know what they ar'e up to. All I 

can tell you is that tod~ Jack is a miserable, 

listless,siekman, wherea.s last n~~g;,ht, before 

thes-e people came on the scene, h.e was happy 

enough. . You talked. to him last night t~' dfdll't 

you? 

Yes. He was his old se]£. 

Exactly. 

H.e leaned back 'in hie chair, still gazing at the desk. 

Lorraine: In ~ case, whether they, are up to m.ischief or 

not, we mustn't take risks. I am determined 

to S"top that young .man visiting Jack this ' .. ~. :.,"., 
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after -noon. I simply. cannot afford to take a risk,i 

~e glanced at Pierre. then at Jean. 
I 

Lorraine: I w.a.nt your help, you under.stand. I want. you 

to prevent that young man entering this theatre. 

All I. can tell~you is that llC'S an Englishman. 

Be has arranged to see Jack in this theatre 

at f'01.tt' o'clock this afternoon. One of ;you 

must wait for him in the fo:yer, th.e obher at . 

the stage door. You must tell him that Jaclc-fs 

dress rehearsal has be·en cancelled and that he 

wishes to see the young :man at his hotel. Iou 

will have my ear, but not the ch.auffeur •. Iou', 

must then offer to a.rive b,im down. to Jack's 

hotel. Drop him there and tell him to await 

Jack in the lounge. But he must be kept aw~ 

from this theatre. Of cou.rse. it t s possible 

that this is a. harlnless ;yo't..U:1g man. It's 

possible that Jack wanted a night out.last night 

and took more than was good for him. lhtt I'm 

not. prepar·ed to take a risk: and 1f the young 

man off,rs ;you. violence run him to the nearest 

police station and call me up immediately .• 

Perhaps he did after a.ll soldier 'with Jack's 

(lei. I son. as he claims he did: but I'm not prePEUje( 

to takf> a:ny riait. 
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"g 
Pierre (~}J) I was watching Ja.ck this morning from the 

Lorraine: 

\ wings. and he slipped once., But he seemed 

alright in hin1self. 

We've gO"t to'be careful precisely beca.use this 

iIW1lGn,ae ·show - it's the m.ost important one in 

:ow career, perhaps in ;,rours .... -

He raised his eyebrows and Jean ~Duloi-Bordeau nodded • 

Lorraine: .. depends· on Jack being able to -give his miM 

to his work. Now I don't vn:m.t YOtt to talk 

to anyone else about this ~ 

He picked up the telephone. 

Lorraine (i.nto themcnrthpiece): Get me the stage ••• RUllo. 

I want Monsieur Amu.rllat and ~}lonsieur Comte'to 

visit me in my offioeimmediately. Deliver 

tha:t· mesaage, please. it • Monsieur Lorraine.,.. 

Rullo_D •• 'Yes, •• llm not· the s11ghi1esteoncerned 

about the dress rehearsal. 

Il:ntdict and Lou.is at 011ce. 

I Wish to see 

I shall keep them 

for as little time as possible. 

tha.t. •• Thank you. 

He repla.ced the receiver and once more turned to 

Jean and Pierre. 

Lorraine: We are protecrting Jack, you see, againa"t people 

who want to break his will. (Ris111.6) Vezw 

well. I shall call you up again at half .... pas.,. 
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threet, 

He walked towards the (1001", and Jean and Pierre rose. 

Lorraine: Plea.se stay in y01.;\r dress:tng-room until I call 

you again. 

H,e held the door ope:tl for ~Ghemil and they v/alkedpast 

him into the corridor~ Jean 8·;;111 ,seemetl. a li-ttle startled, 

and in the corridor he tu.1?ned, waiting for Ijorraine to say " 

something more. But Lorraine only nodded and smiled at him, 

:then closed the door silently behind them. 

He retur-l};sd-~t;.~--4esk and took from one of his 

drawers the file containing Father Michelon's letters. He 

. pushed back the sheaf of lettiersand lookoda'f;; -the subject .. 

index. He turned to the ;f;tf~b>;.letter. 

"You ask foz: iI¥foceACe. . But tha~ iss. very ... tal~ 

demand for .aman over for1ri:. 
1 . _' __ d 

It, is an even -taller 

dem.a..qd for .u~ b'llsiness-man over, f.0r"til. F .n,And .how J:!UCfl 

talle.r a de!lJ!:nd 1sL~or a b'usiness--:man ovar. fortl ill 

the thea·tr,~1 V1 

I$h.aJ.l come and see zou. n 

Father Michelon .• III 
fi t .•. 

He laid the file down and went. to :thew1ndow. He 

gazed out across the park for a momen~t through the thick 

rain. Then he re~turD.ed to the desk and ·,took from a drawer 

O~r the letter he ha.d not long beforeaddreased to Fat.her Miehe~ 

He sat down a.nd drew -the v/aste-paper basket nearer to him 
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then tore the lett·er up into tiny fragments. 

!rhere was a knock' on the gall~ry-door. and Lorraine 

~ushed the basket away f:rom him. Louis Oomte entered the 

room, and then Amurrat. 

Amurrat: You wanted us? 

Lorraine: Yes. 

Amurrat: With the dress rehearsal on? 

Lorraine (ris1,nf3): Yes. The mat'ter's urgent, you see • 

Iie went across to the gallery-door, which Amurrat 

had left ajar, and closed it tight. The orchestra, could be 

heard from the stage beloW' playing slow, melancholy music. 

He returned to his desk and put the tile containing Father 

l\11ichelon • s let~l.iers back into one of the dra.wers. Comte and 

Amurrat watched ·him ins11ence. 

Lorraine (slancing ul! at ~at); How is Jack going? 

Amurrat I He's a 1i ttieslow , Albert. I noticed th·at 

this morning. But .he'11 pull back int 0 his -­

old style tonight. 

Lorraine: 

Amurrat: 

Lorraine: 

You th1nk so? 

Yes. lie's savi:og himself up perhaps. 

I. expect;you noticed that he was a. si,ck man 

·this morning. He was· trembl~llg a 11 ttle • 

,Iou must have noticed that. I'm afraid, 

B611'.d1et,t that he has got h~.$elf i:01fo a bit 

of trouble. 

I 
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Both Amurrat and Comte look.ad at b..1m1n 

Lorra1ne: I'm. VSr'y·€1BXiOU,S abou.t him, and I'm 

afraid that a catastrophe tonight 1s 

possible. That· s "hy I oalled you 

up h.ere. I want you to arrange an 

alterna.tive programme • 

A.murra. t (~af:rlec.l by this): Bllt he t s down there 

performing now, Albert. 

wa.tob. him N'ourselt. He oan't be. so 

ill. 

Lorrainec: (gloomily): I happen to know, Benedict. 

he was T6'1J'1reluctant to go on that 

sta.ge this afternoon •. And I haPP~R 

to know there is someone in Paris -

perha.ps more tb.aa one persoD- whose 

object is to break his will. 

Believe me, ha's not· saving himself 

up for ton1gItt, h.e'sus1ng every bit 

\)f strengt~ in his body ·down on that 

stage a.t th-18 moment. 

184 
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he looks slow, but he'll be sloi/eX' to­

night. I don't balieve, he· ,!111 pull 

back into his old style, ,Benedict. 

We·ll, I d:Ldn't' expect this,. 

(!urn1ng to.floate) 

Have you heard about itdoWDsta1rs? 

No~, Eve".oue knows he was on the loose, 

of oours~'. 

I want you. to a.rrange an alternative 

programme wb1eh can be used at a 

moment's notice. But arrange it as 

qu1et17 a.s IOU can: I donft want to 

diseouage Jack"and he'd never forgive 

me if he got word of it. 

(Ho~er1ns hieeze) All the others 

need be told is that the time of his 

performanoe ma, be alteJ:led a.nd that 

they mus't be ~eady to pla7 out of schedule. 

I ahal.}. see Ni40k zqself later this 

afternoon. since he would. be 
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the mainstay of any al ternat1v$, programme. 

He paused an(l touched tIle edge of his desk. 

Lorraine.l I dontt see why Jack, Bernard or the Virgin 

should get to hear of -this. (More briskly) 

But I, do hC11e to God,there 1sn'tgoing t'o be 

·trouble. Jtty business rivals in Paris - and 

allover Europe - have a lot to gain if the 

show fails tonight. And I have many, man;y 

rivals. I don'.!, expect eitllsr'oi' you know 

much a1:)out my early dl.ij"S in the busine.:~E$ when 

I ,bougjl t myf'irst~ theatre, but I haven't alw83'"S 

been on top of the market and I haven It alwa.vs 

been able to outbid my rivals. The show ton­

ight is the biggest I've ever attempted. , and 

Ilm not prepared to take unnecessary r1sks_ 

If the show goes down we all go down. 

Amurrat (guietlz): But an alternative programme wouldn't 

save the show. I-t means nothing without Jack. 

Lorraine: Yes, B611&diet. but the leas'~ we can do is to 

save our fa.ces, and an alternative programme 

would help us do that. (li1sing) I won't keep 

you any longGr because of the rehearsal. 

This v/i11 mean a very busy two hours befor,e the 

cur·t;aill goeSUPt I tm afraid. 

Amurrat got up "i;houglrlifully and walked to the gallery-

door. There he turned. 
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I hope you're not ,exaggerating. 

Vlliether I am or not' f" ,Vl'e caut t afford to ta}te 

risks. 

Well, I hope you're wrong. 

blood into this show ill 

I've put a lot of 

Lorraine nodded alld. patted him. ort the shoulder. 

They all w'ent; out into thegaller.y 0 

Lorraine: 

Comte: 

~ wan·t 'yO'll to visit me again at half-pa.st four .. 

Me as well? 

Lorraine (watching them d,.!!sc,end kthe sta1;r'case): Yes, both of 

you. 

The orchestra. was playing a bold and loud mar·c'h. 

Lorraine looked dOWYl a. t the stage. Hellebore was now perform ... 

ingon the steel wire~ He sprang higher and higher to the 

tune of the music, then rolled hea.d over heals in the air . 
and returned feet flrsrt to the v/ire; sprang higher and higher 

again, and rolled head over heels a second ,t lroo. 

only his vest and combinations,. 

He now wore 

Lorraine re'turned to the office "and closed the gallery-

door. He sat behind his desk for seve~al minutes, his eyes 

closed. The music ce~sed, and there was a noise from outside 

the gallery-door of rope,s and pullies moving in· the flies. 



• 

'. 

186 

Scene 4: The same, at a few minutes before four o'clock. 

Hellebore jumpecl clear of the grand l'iano, which 

th~stageha,nds were \41eel:ing off-stage, and ran. towards the 

pass-door, He ,vas dres~ed in his sequin costume, vdth 

white stookings to his knee, and bis face and hair were 

saturated with sweat. He went straigntto his dressing-

room a11d began lJ.ndressing, behind the screen. A moment 

later Francine Berger- entered, c,arrying his giant's shoes, 

his spotted cravat. his yellot' ahir·t; a:a.d hi~ 'outsize tweed 

suit" While Hellebore took a bath sb.e laid QUit his costumes 

side by aide for the evening performance. 

The orchestra ,\ia~ a-till rehearsing, but the stage 

was once moreba'C'e, lit only by one arc-lamp in the wings. 

,Ilone of -the sceneshifters remained. 

At ten rninuties pa.st fow Hellebore J.jft his dressing-

room and wen't; up to the Crimson Tower by means of a corridor 

which ran along by 'the amphi theatre 0 He wasnOVD' in ordinary 

clothes,. The Crimson TOVierwas empty and Ollce,'more furnished 

as the circle ·lou~ge. He walked across to one of the French 

wiIldows. epened it and stepped down onto the balcon;y which . 

skirted the foyer dOIrle iI It W8.S no lODger rainipg t and the 

sky was thick \vi th wlli te cloud", IIa well t to· the edg,e of the 

ba1con~r and looked down into the stx"set. A han.som-cab and 

two mottor-cars ~"Jer~standil1g outside the ·theatre doors, but 

there were no pedefrtirians near them. 
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He went back into the Crimson Tower, then across 

the Dress Circle to the f:oyer-baluatrade which led round to 

the amphitheatre and boxes. The foyer \,as empty a.nd dark: 

none of the lustres were yet aligh·t. i~e walked slo~Vlly down 

the wide carpett;ed staircase to the box office and knock.ed 

twice on the side-door. Ifhere was no reply. He knocked 

again, wa.ited for a .moment, then weut 'GO the glass doors 

lE)ading in"tio the street. He tried them one by one, und 

found the last one ~open. He walked ou~t onJco the pa.vement'" 

frowning and very pale, He looked up and dOVln, -bhe street. 

which was a little less des'erted than bet'ore. The hansom-

cab and motor-cars wel"e s'till there. He waited until a 

number of people had passed by him, then he 1Jllent back inside. 

He walked down -the steps to the door leading into cthe pi.t. 

The light of the a"treat had blinded. him and he could Dot 
. Co , 

find his vlay down the'ien.tre gangwa.y to the stage. The front 

curtain Vias now dovm, a.nd only a ffJ\v of ~the. footlights were 

on,. The orchestra. had departed, and nothing could be heard 

throughout the auditorium. He walked slowly dow.n the 

cent-re gangvvSJ, his left arm extended, feeling for one of' 

the pillars which supported the circle above. Half way 

down to the ~tage he quickened his pace and i.mmediately 

stumbled. He slipped f·or~vard and hit his thigh, then his 

stoma.ch, on one of thearm-res·tson the left-hand side. 

He steadied himself by holding onto thebaek of a seat, then 

he sat down and rested. He waited until his eyes were 
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accustomed to the light. then he went slowly up to the stage, 

through the pass-door and baelt again to his dressiDg""*room. 

Francine turned and loolted at him anxiously lJ/hen he 

entered the room. He sighed and 7Jiiel'lt to the d1 van, \7here 

he lay dovm.. She \valked across to him and~ looked down a't 

him, then wiped the sweat from his nose and brow with a. 

handkerchief • 

Francine: Youtre still ill, aren't you? 

Hellebore (his e;res closed): I can't keep steady on W3 feet. 

It,'s no good. I'll never be able to do it 

-tonightc 

She sat down at his aide. 

Francine: But wha.t's thematt;er"l Tell me t~thatts the 

mat"tar! 

Hellebore (~1a.kin3 his heaQl: I'll come a cropper tonight; 

you sea. 

He open.ed his eyes drowsily and loolted at her. then 
.' 

touched her chin \vith his hand. 

Hellebore': NoW you keep quiet about that t Jud;y. 

Th·e telephone bell rang, and Francine answered it. 

FrancilJ.e (li~teni$): 'Very well •• , I shall tell liim. 

She laid the race1 ver .down a.nd turned to Hellebore. 

Francine: Alber"t Lorraine asks you to go up immediately. 

Iou are twent,y minutes late. 

He sighed and rubbed his eyes, Francine brought 

over a small cloth aatuz)ated with Eau de Cologne and rubbed 
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HelleboP' 'et'btiagdOwn): , VJbat. this tb.ott,be attePDoon? 

Charpentlei'; 'rl.1DS and ,pulling ~8 cloak,I',o_ hlsehou;,L<l'1'8): 

Yea, . 'ball1n the be ll~, heaven ':1& the 'heael, • 
" .&L .:'.'" " 

~ , ~ 

m, ,et,eftlalb'JUfloatlOD, ifaok. 

Be sweltd 811\\,1." ~b.eD. put ,his empty slaee 

": , ~ 

, . 
ObaJ'P.t!ep: lIy headline" nala'.,' Ja,olt.', 'l1heyal'l 's pUbli0" 

,', ~ 

1Dd1"'D(t:;,.y~u '~oOk, 111. And my·kldne' ....... 

% "f,btGk ,,'I til,. kldn.~.,: <llIDdSas a •• !! Be11ebore. 

3f'~klPfi* aRm·, SIehl! ~ Well, 110U are DOW a Pit.nob 

instit.ut.ion li.ke the Eo •• ,. fb.e War baa 

inst,ltu\tQ%la,,, ... ,.· you.w.!:,,,. •• "lald ,that. bltw,ea. 

, us. ,'It 18AO\ .1~ou'll_t:lON&oe that Hel1tbOl'e 
. "'. "._ ',- I • '-

haeohosea ,k.ts ,.as 'the ."ne of hie ."tum to' 

publl,c l1t •• , ,Be ~o.a "with. what --'roth'~. ,wa~ 

, always, tvttl' .• i1:a.o. he lett the ol!"oua Sa 19Q1 .• ' 

r:,c8:1vec1, 111 'ars.a. Bct.emem'b~8 bOW, On ,one ocoasion : 
, , 

18 1911,' he .... 1w4 ' •• 1".. ouptaiDa from,.,Rrst 
" I' " 

" Nisht au4ienoe. Aa4 b,e rem.mbe •• , the .,10_ 
aocorded,'ll$m at, ,\he opea1ns or the DeW, 01£9Y ··Blano 

ab Versailles. Albert lo.l'.lne • in pplvate lite 

hie .inti_'. friend- promlaecSthe t,heat,l'l Os; 1 , wo:rld 

. at the btg1nrdng ot the ,;181' th"'ODt day HellebOre 
, . '. , .. ' ". . " I A ." 
" would "tum to the :Bt_se of the!l1eatpe d,laltete. 

, ,and it, 18 entirely to h~m that... owe t,he p.r88ent 

visit.· This firs·t show is 1Jl the nst,Ul'e or a fUtltd-
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pit ~ a'lOng oont.in.nta~ tOUl' a~o •• spas.&, .. 

OtrmaDr aD4 JlWbaPSfoandlnavill., U.l~ to be 

bo .... " ... dt.hat,',.t~ ... t~ar, .. ,,.~~ •. e. OWl'" "~/.F1n8 .. '., '.Im. l-,y 
'11111 .sam vl~S.t Par~1 tor' a. run a"·,,,.. ,aame 

theawe, laet.1ng~',~ ftl"Y.1 ... ,· r~ ~~ke •. 
l'Altel'm t.ha y~ A~41't .1'&1n. .{ .~!bably 
ask bt.l!a W Wlden.k. •.. ~ tOUZ' ot ~' .t01ln.····· 
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Toulouse _4 ·Pez-ps..-D. of'tbeib to,1 only two • 

"1 ' 

Ronen and!oulOu.e • wl1'1"811l1m'be' t mel' visltl, 

trom fIIl.lebore,' both ot them 1,n,1901" :It wa. 

larb.1y nth H.ll.~J'.·. viaS' m ' thate. yea., 
, - - "'.~. " ,I. 

agO Alber\low,alD., ma4croertatnalt'atloD8 in , 
. . ' " , ,'" ',:. ' '"" .. ')4.';' ' .. ,' " 
the ~, .. uo' .. ott,b.."'l'b.at.E!dela,'D,'I. : The root , 

"'bOw, theetas...s 11,r"4.to' .te,.M," tlyiag 

space'. and th,·'eta.e ,1t' •• lt·:wae bUllt baok toslve 

it twl.e\bf :~ivs.;~d.})th.MO" speoel., 110. 

', •• llabll,ln. the wSass, tile ll&b~s.r.s .3S- has 
. '0 . , 

been o'Vtrl:aaUl,ed AD. bJtOUfJ'b.\ 1IP\0 'date, and there 
.. ':' - . 

8I",tweD.t,J new dr ••• bg .. rooms azd·· .ott:to,~. ,."..1' •. 
.:, :'-: ", 

,is now" a,mo,dlt:1ed !'·evo·lv1ng-st,8se,IYfI'" ·ancl·twlo. 

, as muohspaoe . as hltheno. to. .~D'andunct.m.eath 
" 

the, etase. ,'!h... .'ltel'att0D8 tavourthe ext!'.­

va,gant. abOW. f ·anetA1M!'t·· Iowalne iMaM •. htu'.,. 

tcww8l'd to us tbe" !!l'~tl't de .h. F'e\. to%' pantom1me 
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Lorraine (inembarrysm.ent): HoW' do you feel now? 

Steadier,a.e I said. 

He went; to the doo:c, an.d Lorraine follo'W'ed him. 

Lorrail'1e~ 

Hellebora~ 

Lorraine: 

Hellebore: 

Is' there anarthin.g I can do for you? 

take you ba.ek to the hotel in Wy car. I'll 

call in at the d:t'€'ssing-:t'oom just before I 

leave .. .shall I sen(1 the nurse up to your 

rooms this evening? 

Why? 

JUS"4; to hav'e a. look at your temperature. 

I must go. I've got this 

app'ointment in the Crimson TOller. 

Lorraine gazed at hiIil helplessly, hie mot1.th open, 

as he left the room. Immediately the door closed he went 

towards it quickly, as if to call Hellebore baclt. then he 

stopped and Vifelt"l; slowly bae)::: -to his desk. 

Hellebo.z.e went, down to the foyer again and found it 

empty. H.e aE!~a.ir.tkl1oeked at"; the bo'x-offi eo d .. oor. and there 

was no Illeply,. He visited the Cl'il1lSo:n Tov/er, and that also 

was empty.' lit? retu.rnecl to 'his 'dressing-room and looked in. 

, Hellebore ~ 

Francine: 

Has anybody been? 

No+ ~ ~o~'l Jn~k~ u ~.. ,"-,I \i,. , ,Q!¥'!oo"" 

He retilu"'ned to Lorraine's, office. Lorraine was 

again stan.c1i:tlB a:c the window Q 

Hellebort2 (;ill a .~ow '\701(: £!): He didn't comefl 

Lorraine (IDlil tilZ) # flho? 
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sangson. I must see him again, - llvhat shall 

I do, Albert? 

Lorraine' walked towards him, his eyes on the flo,or'. 

Lorra.ine, Tell me, Jack. 

him so. badly? 

Hellebore (eae;erl;y:)a I feel sorry 'for him, ':"that's the 

Lorraine. 

Hellebore: 

trouble. 

Yes, we're all at our weakest in ourcompassion~ 

ate mom.ents. 

Sometimes a look came into his eyes as if he 
\ wu 

thought ,aa ~ going ,to be cruel to him. 

(§eeins Lorraine's'sndle) I should have ~1tade I 
I 

I 
a :few sacrifices for Edgar, -at the right t,ime .,1, 

Lorraine: Wb;y not make a sacrifice of your whole career, -I 
now? 

'", 

It looks to me as if that's what ;you~~ 

young friend wants. 

Hellebore shook hitead, as if this were too absurd 

to think about. 

Lorraine: After a life like ;yours, Jack. failure is going 

to be a very· bitter thing. 

survive it. 

You could never 

He gazed ai; H(fIllibore for a mom~nt under hj..s eyebrows, 

Lorraine: He was afraid to 'come. He smelt a rat. I 

have had exper1enceof such people. 

Hellebore looked at him sleepily. 

,j 
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When all is said aud done I did murder Eigar. 

You've never had a son. You're too selfish.­

loutre too fussy to have a child of your own. 

You donlt understand the ;young. Iou make them 

feel awkward, you make them go silent and shy. 

I'v-e noticed it. All you think about is your 

business. You sit on your money like an old 

black be'etle. 

Lorraine (tur!EJ:le; a:w§Z):What a comfort your c?nversation 

is. 
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!lie d1n1ng.ro~ wse em»tr ea4 all the tables were laid 

ford1nner.. fhere were no 11ght.,aparl, fX-OlD tho., ,Wh;t'oh 

1UlUDinateci the plaete:r statues in the nlGEl,I. 

ReU,ebo:re op.ae, _9 door qu.tet17·. He ,1f'OQt ,still." 

groWing accustom.' to the darlmees. He walked 19" .t&81;&b1. 

on the ~ghei' tier wlleS'8 S8Dgson and he had s,at ~. ,p:r~o'L\' . 

eyenin,. He wal.ke«alowlr. tapping ld.s Oq. age1aartJ the 

te)le-lega. 

De laid 11.1$ hat and o.ene down on the table SD4 opened 

bis, overcoat. then walked b-. ~Q ,the ,s:tepe whioh led int.o 

the 'ballroom.. He pee21ed 401'1.1) into tIle deserted ballroom, 

.11.siten1ag. He sn~pp&d, h1s Ungers ad coughed. !ehe:re was 

,sileace aga:1.n. 

A .few m1nu:tes late!' Ilaria entered an" 1(j)ok.dab.~1J htr:ia 

the sha~owl.* XelltlJoreimmediately wen~ tow,Bl'4e, M2.'~ He 

took heX' am _4 ,eiowlt e;u;l4eCl her up to the table, on the 

seoond tier. 

Hell$bar.: Not at all. 

He pulled a cha1r ou.t fG~ her and thai' sail down.. 

Hellebore I \Vl10 did? 

MaliQt Hen):7 fW4 I. We walked ttp1;o "the Plaoe Vend&me. 

and thea we we~:t; \)aok 90 tlle clV:_ .. 

\ 
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aen.bore:~· I dQa't ·rem.ea.,.~ lea'riJ1g' ths e1ub.' 

.8l1.&; (2.$~&t;', bim'~'fih,!.~) t I.s that e brui.l1le 0.0 
", 

1JJurohj.D'? " 

Hell$QQr.,: " Y,ee,. 'I 't~l1'on the, 81d$ o~ the b~tl\. I J'llr:J"~' 

@ippea.,. 

Helle,bore gaS.d'dOWll int,o lhe'c4,~lt b:allroom. 

HelJ..~bor'4 D07Quknow where ~,ent$OD' ls1 . 

He oam, '1&1;0, the hous~ .aboul"u·hour a80,'" but, 

we ·d1dn l t·sfi!e e,aeh' other. 

BEtll$bo~e: lerrangea ';ie, '8$8})1$ 'hi .• taf~e~Qen., He eli'4n't 

.. a. 'atul.' I'\t.ll,~t»e~.3"~u.&W Vih;?'. 
\' • ',: '. 0. " : ,_ 

~a: IQ,,; he we~1i.traight,.1io·,h.1e,room.· 

!hq. ,$a'wj:t~ttl1tsp.~sfo;r 'i~a '~o< 
, • : • : • " • .:. • . "I . . • ,~ , :,.':' " • r' 

'. He iSSQt4~li..'ln~a:;$t'~8Qie11ke/thal. 
" I ~ 

'R~ll'bore: ('Sa1$t~J 'lJe,lQtQws:, a1l'~bo~tyou.. doe~ 'the? 

.~a·( a·1.1t:,1tl~:8",ar~led l . D~dh .. e "tell you. ,atlrthillg, : ab'o'u:, t me, • 
m i" f,. " ", ..• _'. ,q "', . ',,', 

. , , , ' 

Re~;L,bQrtll(s181.lci.i;. down, at >the,'t.ab'l-e) He told . ~e Y'ou.,wtVlted 

&ob1:td. ' · .... dh; •. s~cL70Ufd chosen me ~f~*~. 
IQ· :,that ... 1;wf)" 

~a ,Ct/itll.:a
n

'JJ..,'gl1:i··II,f¥lp') Yes,. 
,:-,;:, .'1,' " 

aeU~bore; Arl.4yQu,t~$' "coli~'.herato '681£ 'me tagive, you a; 

,oJl1.,lt1J, . 

ar1·a:J.'her,"head ~QWtd) 1'a6. But ,he had BO·right tot.lol. 
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10\.\ Q.TblaiJaS. 

Hell.edore: Vle~f. he .has .saved 1011 a lot of embarrassmeat,. 

filaria: 

Hellebore, 

AsnJlS me youraelf woul.d have taken some dQ1I\-I_ 

C.WSfik) • I shall &ive you your baby,. Maria, 

becau,e I love' you last night dan.la, ~ound that 

tlQ,r. 
!ehankGo4. then,! 

:Bu.t aot in oold blQQd, 91\,17 }).cauae we like' eaOh 

other. I waat 1 t to be natural.· It mu,sn f t pe 

too eOQn. Dapc1ng Wiih y()U. made me feel I'd 

known fOU ,a lons time. DanoiJl.g al:WB78 does that. 

Bu.t·t17 and forgetyolJ. asked me. Let it. happ. 

nat u:rally .. 

Maria I We must lee eaCh other very often,. You. lll~t ,be a 

kind of husband to me. Giordano will. ,0 aWfll3,; 

Belle'Dore: Where was he last. n1gh~? 

~ a: He went home. • 

Bellebore: AlQne' 

lIU'1a: Yes. 

Hellebore: Will h,e mind? 

He a:ee48 a-"oh11~ ~~ m~ph a.s· I 40,t and we 'v. 

waite. 8610ns, 

Bell •• ore: :But _hy :bave 7014 we1't,ad all ~h1stiJle' .. s f1rle 
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"9(J) 

I weated to wei"b until I oho$e 8omeOlle SPOB181110uel3l 

I ion' t want. 8l'J.Ybod;r'$ Qh114, you. see. 'I want' a 

oertain J..d.lad of.hi14 • 'Ancl I tbinkl"QUo 081\ give 

mt that. 

Hellebore (~as91~E\teaaz, th1.1) Whai; made ;rou. ohoo.. me, t.hea? 

maria; WeU, 114mply oh~e you. ' •• as loon aa I saw )",OU • 

EvsJ7bQ,dy }r;p.owswho Hellebore ie.! I only be4 to 

Ii. you 1n the flesh. 

Helle8os-e: Does G1oJ;'daao a~ee? 

Yee. He knew I had ;made 141' fill' miaClbefore I 1014 

him .(~ii 1;11 iE!-f.'il}j~i&~) He was ,leverero' than he 

normally 1'1 in 'heaa things. 

HeUebore: And.' you. never thougbt of S~on as a Fe.1;her? 

He is so young. Re is like my oWn son. I love 

Yes, we .Ge es,ell otllezw every 4ay. Be 1.' ., 

different from Giordano's friends. He notioes 

eV$!7thiae;. Ie's 80 q\\1e'll. 

HellellQrel ADd a wondsX'tu.l. talker. 

Mariat lest ,he has b'een my refuge aga1Dat all those 

oommerc1al . people sino" the War.. ( .!i tha . s1,S!-) 

Well. I feel happ1er. 

Sbe glaaQed at the olook in the, wall on her left, butt' 
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S:hou.lintt Vie be walking towaJ;'da the theatre? 

I ·vel,ent 1;1\e lar away •. (~Vatc11iLns l1!~) You. 

seem so' aa.lJl? Are 70U. e.lwSl'e l1ke' iihie before 

yeu go ,on? 

Helle\l,ore: I Wae $1ok this Dlorning arm. I nesr17 fell oft 

a,&!br<tW) , ' , 1 _, J I"m not oalm, I 'm 1l1;red t fhink of ... , 

all those peQple watql:d.as me toniiht it 

He s1ul.redat her with a frowa.. She rose ,lowly .. 4 

went to hie side, 

You'll feel better ia your 4ress1llS::room. eM he 

gat u;t2)DOl1't forsetyoar ,tick • 
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Scene 1.: IA . A 
The Theatre de 1a Fete a11ttl, 'later~ 

Francine Berger entered Hellebore's dressillg-room. 

She went across to his ta'le and began arranging his ere·am .. 

pots, brushes. rouge-st1cks. powder-puffs and scissors. 

Beside them she put a.large napkin and an alarmcloek.· 

Some minutes before eight o'clock Helleboreeame in. 

He smiled a.t her, and she helped him off with his over~oat. 

He·went behind the screen and took off his 3acket. then he 

washed hls face and hands. He" sat down at the dressiI@:~tabl~ 

and, with the napkin tucltedround his neck t began creaming 

his face. 

T.he telephone bell rang. 

Francine (aIU3werinz. iit ) : Yes, he has just this minute. 

arrived. (~isten:lA€a) He appears to be. 

(J:,iete;n1llf5) I shall ask him •. 

She put her hand over the mouthpiece and tu.rned to 

him. 

Francine: 11;'s Albert Lorraine. He wishes to know it 

you'd like the nurse to come in ~nd see ;you. 

Hellebore (im;eatient~y): No. 

Francine (at the telephone): He aqs no, but thank ;you. 

(Llsteni;ns) l_k1ng up a.t the moment. Very wel· 

She puti 'the rece1v'erdolm, and Hellebore creamed hi' 

cheeks briskly. 

Hellebore: What else did he have to say? 
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Francine: He asked what time it was when you arrived and 

. whether you seemed ·well. 

Hellebore; He has been a proper fidget-use tOda;r. He 

has done no·th1Ilg but WOr17'. 

Francine: Well. ,do you wonder at it? You were drunk 

la~rt night and this morning :you were too ill 

to move. It would make a~ manager in Europe 

worry: espeeially when you a,lwqs used to be 

so good and reliable. 

The foyer was empty and dimly lit.' Two of the 

. entrance doors were suddenl7 pushed open. and Jean and Pierre 

Dalai-Bordeau entered breathlessly. from 'thes;,;treet. ~ue~( . 
ran do~m.the centre gangway of the. stalls and made for the 

dressing-rooms. At the con,ductor's rostrum Jean suddenly 

stopped and turned about: he called to Pierre to go on,' 
1:-

then ,he returned to the foyer. He wa!k·edaeross to the $OM 

office and knocked on the side-door. 

Lorraine turned the key in the offi'ce door and WQJlt 

ba.ck to his desk.. He sat ~own beside Eliza, his own chair 

touching. her's at the arm. She was dressed for the street 

in a black cloche ha:t and a Simple coat with a collar of black 

fur. Nothing could be heard from the corridor out.f;lide or 

from the stage. 

Lorra.ine laid his hand on her arm without turning his 

head. 
0,.. 

Lorraine <ilmostlna,.Wh1.s.per): You aren't contented with 
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E1selheim. You won tt be 70ung eternally .. 

You are thirty-four, my dear, and ;you want 

children. You do want children, you need th.em. 
\ 

a strong and clean girl like ,"ourself t El~za. 

I'Ill $0 unbearably sad when 7Q~,!,re aYltq fro,m~. ' 

I love just to be with you, simply to touch \. 

;your arm like this. I want your smells, I ;~ 
II 

want to feel ,-ouclose to me, I want to look at\ 

you and look at you, I want to 'bathe and satur-

ate lD7self in you. I \fish I oould be worthy 

of you, I wish I was better .. looking. Irish 

I wasclev~r~r with J.llY tongue. (Persua~1V'elil) 

But you see, ~ dear Eliza, you'd Change me. 

If you took Iile you t d give me a new lite and 

will, whereasno'fN I am helpless, I feel oid, 

and I am alwa;rs sad nOWQdayil, and it seems to 

, me I have no future, :g.othing new or warm for 

me between now and my death. You have the 

power to give me a future. Without you I'm 

so miserable, I enjoy nothing,e:xceptthinking 

about ,.ou. 17earn for you, Eliza, hour after 

hour. walting and 81 eep.ing, day after day. 

All my dreams are about you. I dream and 

dream and dream about lOving you, and again 

and again I imagine to myself what I would tell 

'~ 
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;you an4 boVi I would. t01.leb 10V boGy if lOU ~ 

took me. ,1 fb-eamot ;vou lying1n;yollr bea 

a.nd the' dawn ooming : across the rOom. ht it' 

'yourefus$,me, wha.t you real17 40 1s to condemn 

me to dea:tll" and I shall go through the 'rest:, 

of'l1!7 life like aool'ps8; I shall ,be alone, 

a bachelor min1ste;-ing to himself. I want 

to" offer' lOU everything lhave t for you to 

destroy it you. Wish. 
I 

He olasped, he.~ 'arm t1Bhter bu.t still he d1dnot 

sJ-a,noe tOt~'l1ards her. 

Lorra1ne: He~p me, Eliza. ItIll so deeplY' in, lova with 

Y011. 

Eliza; 

El1zs: 

I can I t bear you to talk like that-, 

Ii;, makes me feel so! helpless. I neves­

tried to make you fall in love \vi,th lie? 

I didn't, 4114 11 

Lorraine shook hi$ head. 

I never triad to' be with 7GU more than 

with anyone else 1n this theatre. I 

haven't been more cllar1u1ng to JOu than 

to other people. I can't bear IOU to 

talk like that. It doesn't altel' 
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at ther of ttS when you say tl10se th~.ngs. 

At the end of it we are still ~eparate 

froIa each other, and' I can still do~ nothi~e 
, -

to help ;you, I wish with ali 'my heart:;,,:a.nd 

SQul I could help you, darling, beoause'm.y­

pity, for you is like a ,real pain.. I 

oould sleep with you; my dear, but that wouldn"1 

make me love ,you= there is nothing anybody 

in the world oould do to make me love you. 

Do you understand me? 

Lorraine nodded. 

I'd marry 10U tomorrow if I didn't know 

quite well that it would ma.ke me wretched 

and miserable, and tha.t you wO,uld realise 

my wretohedness and then blame 10urself 

for cau.sing it: Tha.t ',1o'ltld. be an insult 

to you, a beastly insult I oould never 

undo, and you'd suffer worse than you are 

suffering now by my refusing you. It 

~would raake jT'ou hate yourself, or else you'4 

come to hate me, e~nd I won't risk that. 

We don t t know that until we tva tried •• , You 

may be wrong. You mi.gl1t grow "to love me, 
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Eliza: 

Lorraine' 

Eliza: 

or 'does that sound absurd. to you? 

No. I wish ' it could be true. 

Perh.aps a child would bring us love. 

can'"(j tell un1.,~S6 you take -the plunge. 

20.5 

You 

I can ~tel1. Iou must tX1l$t the woman to knotlt/'. -
He glanoed ather. 

Lorraine: Y01lr mind is made up, isn't it? 

Eliza: Yes. 

Lorraine (wea;-~lZ)t So I need never ask you again. 

Eliza.: No, my dear. 

Lorraine (1:,n hopel:essgloom)= I thoug')it you Vlould have 

agreed. I truly thought, this time that yO"l}; (1 

agree. Of course, you are in love with, Jack 

still. 

Eliza: That'was a dream 'I had ten ;years ago. Now 

and. aga.in it eomec,back .. I can't forge"t him, 

tha.t's true, but I have been without him. so 

long that I take, it for granted and I no longer 

v~'orry h:l'm. The trouble he had with me Was 

exactly the trouble I am, having with you. 
. . 

He wanted to help me andl!~:;,~'Q~~dntt. he loved me 

as a frie nd., Sol do know What it is like to 

be you at this moment, and i~G'a a torment for 

me knowing thut I'm the eause of it and can. de 

nothivg about it. 

She bent her head f.orvlard and sobbed, then w:i:th 
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helpless cries she began to weep. Lorrd.ne moved his hand 

down to hers' and murmured; ffEliza, Eliza. II his eyes averted 

from her Wld na.rrowed to prev'ent tear5~ 

Francine: I must spew{ with you about tomorrow. 

She took a light wicker chair from behind -the screen 

and sat by the dressing-table, facing Hellebore. In her 

hand was a. small appointment book. 

Francine:. iNhen will ;you see the masseur? 

Hellebore: I won't. 

Francine (with sur;eril3~): ae is expecting to come. 

Hellebore: I don't llsed- (ixd,ieating her book1mmtientl;z) 

all tha.t. 

Francine: But; you usually have th.e ma.sseur. 

Hellebore: liot tomorrow. though, or the n.ext day. 

Francine: Very well. (~h ae:lanceather book) Also 

the doctor usually calls on "the second morni.ng. 

Hellebore: I don't need a. doctor. Cancel him. 

Francine laid the book dovm on her knee and loolted 

at him with a frown. 

Francine: There are thirt.,.'Y apPointments for you ·in this 

book. Are you going to caneelevery one of 

them'i Wha·t is the matter with you? 

Hellebore continued -to powder his face. 

Hellebore: 'When I'm off theatage my time is my o'wn. 

Francine: It did not 'use ~to be. 
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I 'won' thave a re'oinue of. masseurs and doctors. 

They make me feel dead. they make me feel a 

priso.ner. 

E'rancine closed her book and smiled. 

Francine: 

Hellebore: 

Francine: 

Hellebore: 

Very well. That will surprise some people. 

Yes, 3., few people are going to catch a cold 

over that • 

I thought a full appointment boo~ made you feel 

proud. 

It used to, sweetheart. But that was before 

the War. 

Francine went behind the screen and Hellebore began 

painting in his immense red lips. 

Hellebore: Listen to me t Francine. I shan't want to 

use this room again • 

I dress in it. } 

This is the last time 

Francine came to the edge of the screen and looked 

at him in silence for a moment. 

llrancine: . Why is 'that? 

Hellebore (leanl:qrs.back fronl the Tmix:~<!r,s·tudy1n3 his liRs>,: 

I don't feel a.t home here; I don't feel myself. 

It gives D1C nas·ty feelings. (Hunching his 

shoulders ui as if cold) "J:ha:'c sort of feelinge 

So you IDtlS-t; tell Lorraine about my little fancy 

and then you wrst find m.e another ~essing-room 
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Francine: 

Hellebore,: 

Francine: 

Hellebore: . 

before tomorrow night's performance. 

wise I'll dress in -the corridor. 

But <this is such a beautiful room. 

Yes, it's like a mortuary, 

Lorraine will: be h1.lr't'; 
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Other-

It will ·teach him no'c to build me a mortutl.l:Y ' 

and call it La Salon Hellebore • 

Francine (peerinp.: B;t' him): You have changed" you lmO'\;~f. 

Hellebore (!9ucpingu~ 41s1i~s) l.ve had too much of it. 

FranCine: 

Hellebore: 

Francine: 

Hellebore: 

I bu.ilt myself a. gymnasium during the War, in 

th.e gardens of llW house, I think I'll bur'D, 

it dOVin when I go back; that would give me 

pleasure, you lmow. I even had Japanese chex-r-y 

trees planted along .tahe sides of' the path 

leading down from the house. And at night 

there were fair,y lights hanging from them. 

]Iairy 11 S-tt 

Do you regret it now? 

I no longer,need it. so I 683' to hell with it. 

I told Lorraine tIlls morning I'd like to burn 

this room dOWl'l and I'd begin \vith the curtains. 

Thoy are the loveliest things in the room. 

Itm going -to travel·from now on and I shall go 

on travelling un"til I wear myself out. But 

I'm no·t going to be stuffed alive by Lorrainf' 

'or any])ody else. 



• 

Francine: Your SG9retary arrived from England this 

afternoon. What .about her? 

iellebore: . I don't need her. sweetheart. Wbat's the 

use efa secretary when there are no appcint- ... 

mentsto keep and no letters to write? 
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SOIl.one. kaooke4 oa the door ot L.rr~.,·. .ftte •• ' 
. .. ~ 

Lorralae: 

A Tolea frOIl 1;hf:,oomior laaw •• '.': It])ulol-]Jo£,4ell,u..'' , --.. ____,;;; ~ I 

LO, r, rein,.,: ' e Wale,,' 11, •• ,', W,. ~,4 ehl-ua, 'lei_ 
the ,race of 11'88%'8 on ... -ch.eks. 

there .aa st11l. 

111 •• (n.a!vl) , I auat I!J!I'. I. Q8a l 1; 81t here tor ever. 

I'll go dowa 1>7 the othel' cloor. 

X.Ol'ra1ne looke' 111 and 41ats-A1.1glat, _d he roee 
. " 

heevi17 tro,m ~. 011.811' Without a wQrd. Be aooomptUl1ei, ur 
;0 the 4o. wh1o:a le4 ~to the wooa.e. ,;alleS7. lu." befo" 

sJle went out she leane4 towar4s him .. 4 offered h1m Aer 

oheek 10 be ld.ase4. J\1t he "hook ~I head. w1th a sad smile 

sal drew back a 111 .. 1 •• _ .. iitok her hand 11\ a to:nxual. ~d. .. 

shake. 

AI he close4 the door be~ncl _er Dulo1-Bordeau 

knocked Ii seoond time. S"iariAg beftr. him. Lon.tAt walked 

Elcros. to the othe:r 4001' 4' ae ,\It hi.shan4 Oil the knob, b111 

then he tvrnei aW8tl aad weat towaria his deek; AIl!.q 

1;hel'G he .atopp.A a~n, theD. walked to the gal.le%7 .. 4oo~. 

Xe leaaecloa the" selleJ7-1umn1sters sad. ..... 4 40wa 

at tile '''aae.. ~ ou.rt.:la we. 4QY4\. and. 0817 a battet7 

of 41m russet l1sh1. wa..witche',. at this mOlleat. 
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B'.'4t'lt A.u1\u'rat we.lkecl frQm 1ihe w 1ap 0. LG~el. lef1; 

to "he oentre Of 1lhe,t,age wb,el1e Lo\l1a 00.,. wee atea41».,. 

Lorraine watohed them "t81Jaag "lioge_ex-. !hea herdse« ld.a. 

self sad walked. iowa ~he wooden stairs. Ale 8yels1i1Uashaall. 
. u 

R~held the re11 \"1iJ;\t as he walked. .Am\1.rra1 1Nrnetl.·. wa1-
, , 

,he' h1m. Be caUed .out "loa a.l~l" "but Lenatae tailed ;0 

l\ear Ala. At. ~~e fO.~~ ... '!lt the atairOQehe tu..rn., 81'14 oaUlht 

8laht 'f Oomte -'4. Amurre."ti. .e 1\044e4to thea wretche417. 

AI _. :P88St' .Am~at .. ~E!_~tQ~~e~~. 

Lorra1ne, 18 Jl.elhe1. a)outt 
.. ' ~ .. 

.Amurrat: 

Lorraine: 

AIIu:rrat: 

El.elheim. 
- . ~ . 

Yea. I saw hi. a tew miaute. aso, 0\1:ta14e hi. 

" •• slDg room. I lA1Dk I .,aVl ~*. 
, , 

:&'0%'1'&1 •• walke' awar befoJ'G h~ f1n1she4 apeak1ag. 
r'~ ~ . , . 

lui; abQrt "f the st •• '·st'ep.~ea41q ~Hm the sta •• 
. ,'" '. _ ," _. :. . • . . ~ t 

10 one of the properv rooms, he lIet~l •• ElIBea1.e. ;a. 
,-'oppe4 end tried. -;0 8m118, at Jae •• 

leleal 

Lorrai,nel 

Helent 

Lonaine: 

. Heleal 

What hasieeJ1 happell1.s. to 71\1.' 
;. , '.~. I. 

n;,. - how 40 I look? 

You look .81*,. 
I'm a 11'''18 taed, II 118elh.~ .• well? 

Yes, ve:t?7 we.U. 
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faIn '."olleiib1as; aball; 111m to4Q •• I d.t~ 

lGlow what. It'. as it: he". ,oiag to 40 "'e1lt.~ 

t.~ght thaa he .ha, eve I' dQ •• la.tore. I. 0.' 
elwqa ,aU when b., tee18 eu.reof &1Dl".lf • 

• e a'44~ tu.1~~to ~~:r ~4 passed Q:a. ". 'e weat: 

dOWB into the Jrop$"les :roo. ea4ao:ro'.8 to a 'co,Mio'%' 

leading ·In'to the new Vltai_ Ie walked Jast HeUelaoZ'e,t., . , . ~ ,... 

4~.as1as.reom ~4 8soende4 the $ta~. '"ek te. h.18 o1VD.Gtfl,e • 

. D~,?~,.:a~eau .W.fl~ .. I~ll eteati..as ou1isitte thefiOQ~.· 

Ie •• e.'Ih' astonish.ed to aee LOn'li11aG. 
I • , • 

klol,·l!lOrdeau ftZtt'!}liBI. ,a.1t¥I;) , I oo~4 have swam 1 keqd. 

7G\lJ.." vo1o.1u14. there. 

Loneine AodAe4, but did I.Q"I;' If;Jok 4ireot17 a1;- ldJI. 

He took a kG, from hi, 'ttkat and Qpened the door. ftLe1 

$ntel'e4 the oft1ce •. 

Dulo1-1Jorieau.: 11.\11 oouldhaveawem 1:t. 

Lorraine (w1tiQil "'eJ',stl: 1 weat out 01' "the oilhel',40 •• 

Du1G1.BQNeau (",eat=\Di !!2::!aedrf) ,1.se6" Yeil t I 14 ferso,".. 1;h1,1 

()t~J' dOGZ' • 

. LonaBe a1;ooi b7 bis desk ia 811anQ8 tor 8.V.~ 

momeaiia. 

lNlot .. :Sordeau (:blest tfXb1.M t _break tMss11sge) I 'eU... 
saw,bim. 
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ll1A1.t .. Jol'a.au(hpb1l) l I tye oul7 tea m1llute. to dre", 1a,· 

rOll ••••. 

Lorraiae watelle« ,h1m. 
, . 

Yes. tell •• about 1; u quioklF 88 70U Qea. 

Yihe:re is he? 

JllJ1t1-J'l'ieau (ee.me!!t~) I We let him ·BO. 
• ... ,- • • - .. , . - ~.! " .~ , .' 

" . 

t.or~e (lAm'" I ,_ ~14' r()~ do t.~t' . 

Dtaloi-:Bor4eauI '.ll~. ~t ~p,e8JltmC~s. &!.Et ~h1as ;.0'.)7 _, 

was aa hoa.·et FOunS II.. We aped h:im aU tht 
.. • ~ I' • ., .• ' "', !I . _.. '""_" ~ 

questioA8., sad we told. klm to keep olear of' 

the thea ... e toa1gllt. W. to14 h1a he waa. 1\\$­

, •• te4 '.£ tb18 ~ thai, but we ti4u,1 __ .8.7 who 

.'LU9pe.te4 lWl. AIld wha; mOl'e lou4 'be «oae' 

W. oow.4a"1;. 187 ,baa4$ on a pol1 te sal e4.,ate4 

YOWlS 1181\ Uke thali. 
. .' 

11\-. tou tolt l\1m about ., ... »loi.a.'·w8D )1. I 

alarae4? 
'{l;' 

))tAlel-Jori •• llt I., ae ,814 1t "asrldic~o •• ,anA he la1iBAe4. 

~.a he sal4,' 11. oould Ull4er.tan4 O'Q;' p,o~al of 

view vertT well 

"])4,,1-30" ••• : ... e an4fierre's. You 1;Q14 a. BO:' to 

11.,1,. ,,-our name. 
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z.er:reiae t WaB. he' well 'resse'" 

iulo1-11,rieaul 1I0st reapeQ1ualt17. He 1iook ('WI to hi. henu •• 

ae.. -till. Bo18 d.e Boulope fez- ea a,8J'1t1:f. 

I..nun .• I Doel he owa a hous.' 

:Dl&loi-:Sora.ea\IU lio. le share. house w1 til Italiaa pe.,le ielled 

Celid; •• 

L,n-ei.e, Oll, ,.s. the3~.11e17 people, 

¥o1-JoI'4eau: We,. couldn:1; 1., lL~u 0. a JOlUlB; i.rJ&l1a1h 

,ea11em&8. Gould wet When v/tulfS that have 

eaied' 

. Lon-aille (~ ~_.'z)c lutZ doD. '1; feel eafe It SllPPO •• he 

lame 'to tAe t •• UI"t.1'$ ton1gh1i aaci caused 

1I:roliltle' 

Dulo1-!Jwdeaut We lalow wAathe ltQb l1ke. .And we know tluit 

a 'Doxh.1t bee. reserved 1r1 the aam. ot Oe114a 

f,r t on,l.htf , 

Lona1nei . A,. rOll founcl that out, did ,0'" 
l)..:Lo1, .. ]3ortieal1 (wiau:iltet; Y ••• I 1 . .,oked 1n at the box-

'·oft1oe on'rq. wqup. 

Lotta1ae = It 1D1a!At have ),ee. 'bette" to holt! ltLm ••• ~ 

»\1101-1 ol'd e411. Jut that woulJ.l 'be a or1miaa1 offe .... fl 

·Lt~J'8.1ae (b1tiBIb1sUa) t •••••• 
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DU.loi--Bordeau: No, th.ere would have been hell to pay for 

that. 

LorraillS: He must know someone in this theatre. 

Du.loi-Bordeau:Ob, be does. 

Lorraine (swiftlZ): "hoC? 

Duloi-Bordeau: IUIaiemoiaelle Berger. They·' re lovers. 

l.:orraine: Who told you that? 

Dulo1-Bordeaul He. did • 

Lorraine: Lovers: (\!itha. ~hl?Ul) Well, he to~d you tha.t 

himself so perhaps it's all above board. 

That's the feeling you had in his presence, 
I. . 

w.as 1t· notl? that he was above 'board? 

lltIloi-nordeap.~ If 'appearances ar·ea:nyt.h!ng to go "by, yes. 

Lorraine: You'd· be-tter go down :\1nd change, then. On 

your waY' tell the attendants at the stagedoor 

:not to admit any personal v1si tors for l\Ilr. 

F1nstanJ.ey-_ 

Dulai-Bordeau: 1 think you worry too much. Goodbye • 

Just as Duloi-Bordeau left the room Lorraine pioked 

up the telepllone receiver •. 

JacqueS' olapped his hands and ushered the girls of 

the dancingehoru.s onto the stage. A powerfl111S: battery of 

yellow lights in the ~s was switched on, then two plail'l. 

arc-lamps in the wings. The girls fonned two lines in front 

of him, thert following his example they began taking up one 

dancing posture after ar;u)ther without piano acoornpanlmerr t: 
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fhe)" were tinssed in blouses sad short frLll-14 sld.~t. of 

black laoe. w1 til, blao~ etockUp. 0." their richt lep. -3\\81 

_above their kneEh-oapa, there was a s1D.g1estlver garter two 

or -three1:ache. 1n w14th. 

Soa. ,ar4~ behin~ .o~e of lhe p'~.l8lJJ?1 ;Ln t11e wings 

N:Ldole, a a.7e~G!1. blaok"'".4&'~ ~~e.s18B-lown. henie' .. 8;&,e-
I 

hand h1&iJ two 4t"$.".. !he atten4ant hela. thea over .. 'i.,kat; 

tbt,. fi\\""ere~ dowa ~t"o tt, _ ~d lle .1Q •• ~the lid. A, 111.8't1 

mGment e. Qall~bo7 rea dow. from th.e wOGden stairoase eJitl 
\ •. I , " ,,,. ' .. ,¥ .~. ~ .. '"'_~' " '"".". • • 

handedlfi4ctk e. me8.af;'. 11401£ read it; $peke a few ... '.', 

the at.,.head and went behind the baok-drop 'to the woo4ep. 

.'a1J'1-0Sle" Be went u.p to' Lorraine'.off1ee. 

Lorrulle was II1ttiat! behind hi. desk, hU4.dle4 Up. 

re&t1gled sa'flUent. lidoll came aeross the roo. and shook 

hie .head. but lle bare17 moved,. 

licltkt 

J:,.onainel 

lido1c: 

taq foua.' I"DIe(l1. and l' appears .. I onlr 

a..,. $. t flJpeartl ~" as 1f we aa.d.. .. JD1ala1ce. 

SOl"Ol1 d1dn"'il deta~b.1m' 

10. the,. le1; 11.1m S •• 

W11e17. I thjnk. But WAT dld we make a 

mistake? 

Ii; a,ppearshe bellaVI4 111ke 8D71r1,lishlea1;:~e-

mea.'- ~ 

HUok ~ 110,&1 are eOlllet~JIlM the wo~t 
. Qriminale, ~ ~ k--.... 



217 

Lonaiae (,;pees-1M' 811 5I:!e): You uea't oQavinoei, thea' 

'1dokl Oonviaoeci '0, whait 'X'01l havenl' ttQld me 

.,th1ag. YQU haven't told me. tor!.s"t.an,., 

why be oalle4 on FlBa1anley at suCh sa 044 

kou:r lut .. 1gbt" 

r..or2ranet 
11d,kl 

, " ., . 

10. I fQrlot It as.ll Dulo1-Jor4eall about that .• 
~ ., ~ w ~, ' _ 

thoU€h. 

L017aia8 "!J,jiJ!; t::r!~., enxLeu) 1 I wonder it there 18 going to 

be &.., 1;:roubl,e? I. wish t. G04I lQ1ew w~at 

tiles. peo,ll were up to. I 'v. seataowaa 

flescnptlQn (lIf 181'1180& to the attendant. at the 

.i;asedQQr. Jut peJ'haps we oUiht "ehaveheld 

111m. 1~1r4al:Qffe.oe or no oriminal off ••• e. 

Be eliA.4. -.4 sh1tiJecl 1n 111.8 chair. 

:Lorraine 1 Someth1a,U gt1ng '.0 happen. It doean'1; ma"b-

• 1;.1' wllat Dulo1-:a.ol'deau 8878. I O·ill feel it_ 

t 've be_teelin,t1 au. 4au: that sOIIetll;lll, 

18 Boiag to happen tomga1. ~sl$ the 

worst 11"' 1111\"% have ever know211n mr 11fe. 

fhereis somethiae; in the air .. I C8l\ t •• l ~t. 

I tell 70\\. 1i .• eae1m, 1'. terril1eci of to-

1l1shi. (Gleac.w .~~ the '"r,. -;_9.1'989" 
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fO~!E4.* *lwe~''''·Wel 1 019$) laok's goilai t ..... 

tile bird. ;: 

Jt1.4ok (tlNRil') t. W. eantt __ .11 thair bet·ore he ,0 •• 0 •• '" 

etBBe. 

~~.~ lW~~:~'K.r!!!iRaleoSj- .smil.e) All., I hat:e 

are m7 p.l'e14oni"t.1tu. (W~lll ... IH4s\eD: r;~o:r"I~) :_. 
. , 

in 1; ••. r,uua~ ofGt·d Ul ~I lett1ag la1JaC,1 · •• ~·t:l~ 

a1cht at aJ.;.1' 'Ie f ,sa flick maa. I tolu i '.h1Ja 

t~~ m~~~ I. !~. ~O.stpotl1nl tll •. peJd:'Nq.e • 

I had .av~%7t~ng 3rea",: wllat haihappe.e4 

bQtw.en ·jJh18:.Blormq lad a$W to alt ••• 'plaaf 

_1. he goUBO.' 1,.·'iJ teU JO"J 11". 

seo'bY1ow. . tb.e.t he sMUg't "be go1IJ.B. 0.. What 

ltas ha:p,eae44~a. ~he 487 t.o alte'J'lAJ' pleat 

I c'1J.n"t, :rem."be~Z'. mseUleim.. thee.; last few 

hGlU'S have .gone,.1lt 11ke ' .• sleep. (2\xW 

ij1dOk. -w:t!aM •. ~les) Oan I stop hi. now? . Buell 

th1agl have beea &loa. _.fo:l18. 

KO\f .0.- YOu tlUll awq two thowaaad p •• ,le""" 

it J1nstSDlt1 1$ .'Ollt'. .4 h1s o_eer. let 

111m 40 ':1 t :La BCJod sVle. Lel eV8") 041' 8.. 11. 

let ever1bcnty know! t for certa1n, -1:h"- . 

HeUelltre 1. tinished ODce earl :£01'811.. Ille. 

there'U 'De nt qtLe.'1oa Of flU·thel' eontraQ'ts. 
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!b.ere-U 'be' no more wormlli on :tutu. Hre1J 

li1gh'a. fake him otftke pr.ogramme ton1ib.t. 

end temorr""7Cll'v.tU 'be bleJllj,Qg 7olU'Self tQff 

h.'1i~doae It: lOU will feel lhat after aU 

he me;y have done well 11' TOll'a. lei htm go OD.. 

1 believe 1a 1;.,t1ng a a. go to hi.$ ruin, ~t 

~at~ •. wl,\~.'~.,w~eh~s to 4:0" 

11..'$1116111". llps. we~e pvaed .• a l1e spok., tmd he 

,.sed at Lorrmne1¥1. th olear. know1n, e,e •• 
" - t •• . • , " '., ~ .. ' 

hem,1'ne ... st~:d~, b~~~, Hel~eborea" the 4re"~.1 

table. f:1;te" a 'AtiB,' oa;reMl3'" over Me )J,;aa4* It \988 a wi, 

¥lithepl. sillier tufts at 'Etoh a1i" Il'd. a 1'1111 te bald pa;oh 
. , 

:'_1'.8h, lema" f'~ar4 over Hall-ebora, keep1aa oae had 

'.fA\l"e17 OU, his wiS. ftndtoQk the retei.ver, 

hea01nes Te$«. • • .,I.hell Dome at, ODoe., 

She ~ep,la&.4 tAe 'reoeiver slO\'117 and 100ke4 &1 

H.tllebQI'fJ t~OugA the dreu,e1ns-;able m1l*ror. 

Fran~1nea LQrrU •• wents me 'tQ go upaa<i eee A1m e, 'JI'I. 
B~U,bore '()~$lue+z):. At orloe? !To. 7oa'l'ea'ee'e4 kG". 

Wl\at' s he ll.p to' 
Be 61a1d1\e. woul4n-' keep me from lOll moZ'. ~_ 

.. f,w .1n.ute •• end ~~.8 urge.i_ 
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811e 1.0}coff her amook and 1i1d1ei hW.hailr ;La' h1.- . 

mirror. thea left the room. Be pre$sed at the w1, 1a the 

aap. of Ms neck 6A,d got u.P. ae went 'beh1ad 'theeoree. ea' 
, - . 

" . 

toot off his lllU.rt., He eat down tt'Wi.dO 111. shoes, theD . . , . . 

hel.d 1118 wh1te plerr;ot's o's1n~me with the »cul-Jem 'buttollS 

u.p to the 11gllt • 

iller. 1'181 a Diede at .. he door- end someoae ellte*,etl 
. . 

the room. L\l~~~Q.~~ "'~;,~ ,~:alled ou:t;. lf~aQk'tf, 

ael1ebo:re (reOi&.IW j0V'ataeJ.Bv.10t)s atno, she's on-

liona1a.l 

Hellebore-: 

L.n81zie: 

t_a wtr8' u.p. sli. left ~U$" tl\ie aiau.te. 

no? 

~. Vi7,ua.. 

011., res. lIn,' 1:. thoUght 1'4 slip dOV\ll ud teU 

you. the Dew.~ 

You .'olmd' BJ1.e~aile. {SMIIW,'llt C'8~Vf. 

ftle V~r:1. end ;rour J'oua« fnead S~.a, are, 

lovera, laoll_ 

•• Ue'bore (gms:1 •• i'il tbii); low •• YOllknoW? 

11.-48, It melt •• l' eU 1hem.,re .~ple1oua 

to 'J1J7 Ilia'. 
Iaottai.. pa.,e4.. He looked cloW,l. at 'he pow4.~·Jatf, 

r OlltP-I1i1Gk and 1_1$ ell_, ,e" on Belle'ere'a l1ab1,t. 
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L'Wa1~'1 1hav. never _",t_. '.1 girl. (~.a_ 

!9 .. t_ ·ao2~ •. i!_!l:e.le!¥l.m.1S,~;Z) I ab.a11 aa.- hea.-. 

Kel.~e1;)ore ( •• 'YI)t »o.'t TO\t.sack that s1r1. Alblrt_ 

Lon-alae, X ;ahaU $ee yelU. later. We 1111$1; .talk a' .. ~; :~1;. 

He' lett the J,!'~om. i all ~. VI. 'DaOk. to the ottl,. _, 

"lilt,..... up his ~8:~ket.. ~ •• _raage4 1;11. oan,uJ.1I1ea 1». 111.' 
" :t":"., 

b\\~:ton"hole and smoothed back .1l1s he1:r. Wll ... he reaohe.- h!$.;a 

off1.Qe .. dQor he drew him.elf \W a llttl., then en1felre4 the 

ban,tne Derger waa s.lr.a4~tberet .1 tt1as laetween 

his 'alt. an.d th.e w1Jldow. 

lran91ae • GOOd eyen1Jle; •. 

Lorra1nfja (;vs'k ... lgi¥ gtraia:h-' t!~, g4e .. _); Y." JuwJe. 
to ). .oloa. tl:-1,a4 of a 10lmg mea eall,cl 

S.ison~:OO you mlad telliag me wh;r :be oaU" 

__ Jaok 11Rstaple7 .~" ~Ihtf 

.haa\dJle stQltd 8." h1I1 flS hesais 40"". h •• eu1;ll a 

little opeJ1.. at >eeeme4 allout to npq,: bl1t8814 .otlld-aa. 

Lc)XTaia8t. Tou 40 lGlw, don't. ,Oll. 1il\at he Qalle4 ••• aelc 

'1ns1Ntlel' 11.'" nlsht 8" __ he hotel, ea. --_t 
3aok J1ns1uml.,. wa, iU1h1s mQrniag - tAJl4 

perhaps tm.f1 t to p·erttnt to,li.gl\i. - 'b.e08\\8. ot 
that vilitt 
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a. $polceea~ look,M as if he we:relulteJ'1as; pa1a. 

aG Baa ,A Bet 1ato her e,.es but.boye :hes- he.4 at the wall 

belUnd her. 

lx-sa,UI' (!l! en 8.w'f:t'.au.e~) t I .ew he weat to the ~otel. 

But I.,~~~n1~_ know wh3' h~ wen ... 

JT~Q1.e (br,w11.c14~le~).~ I. don't krlow ~ 

lt02rre1ael And Wlrt talk '10 him 81oGll1.h1s soa? WhJ make ... 
hi.mfeel thait he haa. murdered h1a so., W'ElIA:' __ 

." .~ .~4. 

there a bette~ viae for all this? 
_ 4 ._ "",' 

nooa. 

311t'~'IWAe)17 his 1nte~t1. lmI"t. break. tl1.e 

man i s heart. was.it S:,y, 

Jr8ll~n'l (S91dll. wAat:. lan,el, r~s1:.Pi) l I dontt DOW. 1 au.pp'.' 

he wenite' to tell the 1XU th. .. .. wha1; he 

thOllght W&I the t~th.lJu,t tlul"i'll oalr .,. IU"sl 

sa4 .my' sue.s ie at be1ritezt thea FOur'. 1a i148 

.. 1rt.l" • 

• d "Dr whait 1'111\1 clo.. eae liSA teU 81lethelt ~ 

the 'tw.tb., '~ what r1ih~' Let b1.lI, ••• p ittl 

A1lD$elt~ 

S_g.om is a f'ri.end of mine, b~t I'. aot ~.s .. 
)oJ1S1l;)le f,or V/ha; 1lfI fri.en4s do. 
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:But in a way t you see, yau are responsible. 

For instanoe; 'you told your friend where Jack 

Finstanley~~s hotel was, and you. told him what 

hours he k~t. and'you told him when he would 

be arriving. in Paris. 

I d1dn '--t think he'd use wl1:at I told him. 

No, Iim not su.ggesting you did think_ J3u.t I'm 

suggesting you think: now. and tell me by what 

right and with what intention this young man 

deoided to);>ut his nose into the affaire. of 

this theatre. 

I know not~ng about his intentions., 
\ 

Wb.at had Jaok F1nstanley done to deeterve that 

talk abOllt murder? He never harmed anyone 

during the ·War • 

Srangson and Jaok a.re grown men. They can look 

after themselve~. You talk about them ae if 

they were 9hildran in need of proteotion. 

Yes, well, it strikes me that your· .. young 'i 

friend isa child and that other people like 

JaCkFinst~nJ;ey do need protecting against· 

h1m. Like a ohild he doesn't know when 

to hol.d the truth inside him as aseoret, and 

when to tell it. Like a ohild running· to 
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fatha'r' he Nnsto Finstanley with the news of 

his g141t." Had he been til religious child'-

as I w,as' a':'religious child;. he wo1.1ldhave gone 

to' confession, and that Vlou.ldhavebe"en the end 

,of 1 t. Instead, he 'used Finetanley as his 

pr1e:e,t,' --i- ·,.v1th 'cOll$eq1tenoes whiohI have to 
, ,,' ... 

F1nstanleY'?' Whonis any man to judge 'another? 
, ' 

A priest wor.Ud hava t'old him toclealfsehimself 
~ ",'" 

before he set soout trying to 'cleanse'O'tller 

Fri:iriff1ne: (with a shrUg 1 ,: Oh, l' don't' Ulld'erstand it •.• ~",~ 

L'orraine (severe*,) I But' I want you to Widere·tand tliis: that 

"I d1s11ke the 1d'ea of aity of myemploji'ei$'e" intro • 
. ' ','".':'.:' 

du.oihg'medg,lers - dangerous meddlers' - to Il13 

best art1irbes • I have been thinking 'of' asking 

you.' to " lesye 'this the'atre forthfl't;r'easoZl. 

Fr~Q1ne (shooked' by; this): :t 'v'e nowhere else to go,'"ntr 

parents ar~ dead. 

Lorraine: Then it~ls ell the more import811t that you 

understand 'me: I won't have my artist'ee 'inter­

fered with. As you' know. I' 'm rather' ,S' sus. 

pioiou.s man, I have to be,; and I feel your 
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y'OWlg friend is up to something,' thou.gh'it 

1an t t likely 1'ou'd tell me e'xactly what it is 

hels up to'. (With sudden aner) Enormous'" 

fortUlies dep'endon these artistes of mine., 

enOrmou.s fortunes and the oareers of hu.n.dred~ 

upon h~dr-~ds ofpeople,~ and I won't- have 

t'hese ~. these boys OOIllir;l.g forward and impu.ting 

orimes to men With' a thousand times their 

'" distinction. That's all I have ,to' 8'ay • 

Frantine rose, l"9'oked at him with cu.r1osi ty for a 

moment, then 19 ft the room. 

and furl Que • 

He stared after her. pale 

Lorraine (between M$ teeth): Des gasses, slow 0.- .. .. ct 
The foyer and the wide balustrade behind the !ress 

c: "" '. '\ 
prOle Vlere now crowded. Silver and crime on lights, designed 

like five-pointed stars, shone from out of the glass dome 

above the forer. 'fhe noise of cara and hans am cabs in the 

street ~ould be heard whenever the entrance doors were opened. 

Giordano and maria Celida arrived ten minutes or 

so be! ore the ourtain was dust 0 go up. They ·followed" an 

attendant to the end of a long carpette,d corridor whioh ran, 

along the side of the auditorium, and there they were ad-

mi tted to a box at the very edge of the stage. Giordano,....... 

slipped a few coins into til,. attendant's hand, then followed 
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his wife nervously to a seat. Maria Calida gazed wi·thout 

embarrassment at the .sta1~s, which were now half' full with 

people t but Giordano a'vert;ed his eyes and 0 Qughed ·into· his 

hand awkwardly." 

Maria (watching a,·i~oup of "l?e,ople take their 'aeats"belQwl: . 

You are b .. eglnning t" stoop when you :'Y'falk., 

Gi,ordano.. I notfoed it this even:1.ng·f9r .rthe 

first "time. (Fac1Piihim su.ddenk) You er's 

going totEike it badly. aren'"t you? 

Giordano (his eyes low.ereq): No, 'f1r3' ,dear. And even ·if' I do, 

it'a my ohoice, I shall have to go throUgh 

vdth it. 

Maria .( Yf!:at 0111% his mou.th) : Yes, but 1 t doesn't mak'e me 

feel any more Qomfortable. I would f~ 

rather YQU went away - (with:a vehementfj1anoe" 

at him) r1gl!.t away f.ar 8 week, or a month, so that 
e,,~ 

YQ:tput your mind to other things. 

Giordano: Well. I am going away. 
It 

Maris: Yes. but you. aran t,t anxious to go . away. You. 

Vlant to stay with me t'111 the last moment. 

(with warm com126seiGn)" ~ poor Giordano. it doesn't do you 

any good, to brood. 

Giordano: I shan't brood once I am out of PariS. 

Are you really going?: 
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Giordano: 

. Maria: 

GiGrdano: 

Of oourse:~lm: going. I told you I was going. 

I h~V'a booke,d my eea~ on the train. Don't, 

y~u 'be 11ev,-. me? 

,Oh, I thought you might find it too hard to 

leave me, 

Well, I've \booked, as I say.. The. t~a~nleaves 

soon attereleven o'olook. ,I shal~ find it 
...' : . 

. un:pleas~t, b:l1t I shell, gE It 
Y~n'~\"J.o:9~ ~~lt _ my·dear., (laT1nl%h~.r. nandan h1~a') 

Think. of theobild. ,Don't think of Hellebore • 
. , , 

Gioriano' vv1thdrew his he.nd -and nodded politely. 

She oontinue.d to wat·oh him. 

Giordano: 

Why do you toment yourself by :ooming here 
" -' .. '. " 

at all? There was no need. We shall see 

eaoh other when you oome baok toPar;is.,·. We 

shall have a lovely holiday and we ',11 go 

everyWhere together. from morn1ng.~o n1ght. Arl 

hour or' tw~ makes no ,difference. Vih7 d QY' ou. 

want to cane here and torment you.rs~lf. ·,wi th . 

the sight 9f him? 

How do. you. know I shall betorment1'ng Dlyself1 

Maria (in a low voice): I think .you will be. 

Gior4eno: Yes. I su.pPQse so. But I d'eoided to. go about 

eveZ'J1'thing as usual. I didn't tell. anyone at 
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the shOp ,I ~,~ ,be leaving., that ',s a. job for, 

you. ~tomQrrow. 

You. ,are coming to the party. then?, 

Yes. :Bu.t I, shall; leave you there and",gQtQ 

the stat1ol1a;L.orlE:). 

Jl[aria (amdousll):' You're nQt going t Q brood, are you? 

Giordano 1 

Maria: 

Maria 1 

Giordano: 

No .• : 

You look a-o ill. my ~ear.,( Grasping his hand], -

Let I~ l~~v~,-Paris t og~the:r ,and go down in.to 

Italy, ,and·, ~qrget sJ.-l abo~tHellebQret -if' 

'you want to. I'll oome with you if yO" want 

me tol . 

No. we m@t go throughw1th 11(. I hate 1ihfse 

delays. 

But I can'" bear to think, 9f you brooding, lDY . 

dear, ,J;f :rou want me toI'l.l l.eavethi~ 

~heatr. now Qnd wetll pack" our th1n~, and, go 

away from Paris ,and, *,o'rget all abou.t Hellebore 

and adopt a' 11 tills. chi-La. from ' ~orphanage. 

"No,. I want the . child . t q pe 19ur, o)1j..ld • 

He pushed her J:J.axids away lightly. as if to dis-

l 
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in hie ohair aJld looked at the audienoe below; calmer now. 
I " • ~.lJ 

Giordano: 

Maria I 

Giordano: 

You tf!itat yotll'~elf ao~ld. I'll look after 

mysel~. 

You. won't "blame me for anyt~ng? 

. ~Q.. 9~ co~sa not ~ 

They gaz$d in s1~enoe at the, members of theorchss-
'0 / 

tra who were tald..ng th.eir.plaoes • 

G1Qrd~o: 

Ma't'ie. ! 

Giordano: 

Who'll be at t.he party? 

Oh~th,atre people~ 

I ·ve no righ~to a~k fidelityo'f YOu;, at 

any time. I've t.aught myself to t h1nkthat. 

ever einoe~I married. you. You.' re not obliged 

to be fai thf141to me be ~ausa I tm llotrealll 

yo urhus band •. 

Maria (in a low voioe) t lest you. are • My religion says you 

are. 
. 'Ii . 

Giordano (ilap.0:Lnfi?-pattheJal.la.rlan~ th~n at . the ohan--

delier over the
O 

auditorium), I shall worrs about: one thing 
, .I 

Maria: 

GiQrdano: 

while I'm away. 

What? 

Su,ppose yo~ no longer want me on.oe you. 4ave 

slept with:h1m? 

Maria (b1tterll): fhat's impossible. 

Giordano: Why? 
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Maria: I don' 1; know wlJ;y. 

GiQrdano: I'll tell you why 1 ~ possi.ble: 'because a 

woman with 0, any life in her at all feels a strong lue ., 
tie to the man wh~takee her to bed, -

espeoially to the man whr;jgives he~ a. child f 

(With a owmini tSi1!Bce ather) flhat do you think? 

Maria: I shall be doing it for the ohild, .. and nothin.g 

Giordano: 

elee. 

But the cbild will be a tie. You'll see the 

father whenever you look at it. 

Maria. (with a sigh) 1 Very we~. then, we'll leave Paris 'togetb.e: 

GiQrd.ano: 

Maria: 

end we'tll forget about him, This was your, plan 

as we11 as mine, remember. 

No, we mus ~ go" through with 1 t .. I only- wanted 

to know what you tl'J1nk. 

Well, I think you are talking nonsense. 

She took a programme from a ohair next to her and 
brok.tl its pap er seal. She opened 1 t and lsi d 1 t in front of 

You seem to' f'orget rirs religion. My rel,.,1on 

wouldn it allow me to forsake you, it wouldn't 

allow me't,o stay witll him, even if he wanted 

me to. 

w. 
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Yes" b"t it's sm~ll comfort knowing you'd 
. e. 

only' 'oome b~Q,k to me out of a ~Anse of duty 

towards God, or eomething. (Wijh another 

ou.nnins ,lanGe) Won't you be coming b~ok to me 

out of a sense of love? 

She loo,ked at him in surprise. then turned to look 

at the oar1l1.n again. 

Maria: I w~t you to believe in me, Giordano. Other­

wi sa ever;ytlJing' II finished,. ian' t: it? 

Bernard Charpentier took off his cloak in the i'oyer 

and' handed it to QDe of the a~tendtaD:ts., He went up to the 

balustrade behind the dress oirole and l~aned over the parapet~ 

He gazed do",fl'l at the groups, of people in the fQyer and 

wataned:the doors open and plose. 

Hellebore was dressed in his whi tepierrot" s 

oostume, and his feet were bare. His nose was now painted 

red; he had large ~ed lip~ and thick semioiroular eyebrows. 

and the re$t C?f h1S,facs.'w8s ohalk-white. 

He went to the mirror and. pressed a tiny contrap­

tion 'UJlder his costwne at his left thigh! he watched the 

ginger hair on b.1s wig stand \11' on end. qu.iver. then fall 

baok into pla.oe again. He d;Ld this twice more, wa~,ching 

his hair intently t~ou.gh the mirror. 
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He pioked up h1stweed suit from the table behind 

the screen, then, his sequin. oostume, then his outsize shoes, 

then his morning suit with the detaohable tails: he peered 

closely at each of these articles :J.n turn. 

Hellebore: What' about that tear in the sequin? 

Franyine came from the dressing tabla and tooktha 

sequin costume • Sh~ showed him a place under the left sleeve 

which,had been perfeotly repaired. 

Hell~bore (withe emile): How, clever you are., 

Franyine: Shall I do the neok-frill" 

Helle'bore nodded and sat down. She took a needle 

and white thread from a small mahogany work box behind him 

and began sewing up a little tear at the 'baok of his goffered 

neok-frill. 

Hellebore: 

Fran¢ne: 

Hellebore: 

He u.pset :rOUt d1dn t t he? 

(Tossing the heir out' of her ales) 1 H~ 

frightened me. I have nowhere else to go. He 

knows that. He knows he oan frighten me. 

Don't worry. I wouldn't allow it. I could 

employ youlll7self. 

Franvine 1 (her eles, narrow~d ~ :But still, 1 t makes me feel 

unsafe. I thought he 11ke~,me. 

Hellebore: He'll owe round to you again. But you must 

give him time. ~1meis all he needs. (Bit1n~ 
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his llow~r lisP) By the, wa7~ he said you. were Sangson' s lQvar 1 

is that 'true? 

Franyine: 

Hel~ebore: 

Hel~ebore; 

Hellebore: 

Hellebore: 

, . 

Yes, but it must have been his own guess. 

r don't want to interfere with you.. I only. 

asked out of ouriosity. Are you. going to 

marry him? 

We've never spoken to ea~ other 

about :Lt. (PaUsing, with a f:rown) No, we . 

aball nev~r ~arry~ We are drawn to each 

other. but against our wishes perhaps. We 

are never ~eal17 intimate together, we are 

too strange to eaoh other. We just explore' 

eaoh other, 

Would 70U. like to marry t - yourself? 

No. I don1~ think so. I think I am happy alone. 

I have my work here, and I don't feel I need 

children. ' 

Are you sure? 

How did you. ,ge t t 0 kno~ Sangs on? 

I met hiD1/ during the War, when I was a nurse. 

He came to iny o'as~u.alty station. 

Was he wou.nded, then? 
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NQ.. His nerve had llrok.en. I :rememb~r when he 

oame in :he-was eM vering and staring like a' 

man w-ith aQute frost-bi "be._, In p'·eaoetime we 

should never have got to know eaoh other; we 

are too different. Bu.t soon after he ,oame the 

War ended ~d there was very little work 'for 

the 1~i4SeEJ" so we, talked to each other and 
... . ,"" 

then travel,.led to Paris together. 

Why did his nerve break? 
~ .~ . 

Oh, soldiers were always lQsing their nerve. 
. -' 

Bu.t he" put ,it down to your son's death. 

She out the white' thread and. put back her thimble 

and needle in the work-box. 

Franyine: There, I've. finished. 

Hellebore took from the table a pair of \\h1te Books 

and a pair' of wb1teslippers with a pom-pom on each. 

Hellebore: 

Franqine: . 

Hellebore,: 

He brought.home Edgar's death to me last night, 

you know. 

Yes •. 130 I believe. 

He frightened m8,too., His words fiightened me. 

He made me·yteel like a murderer. Well. I told 

Lorraine this ey.en1ng;t I Sl11 a murderer. I did 
'" 

kill my son. Until. Sangson spoke to me last 

night I hardl;y re8.11setllh~d a SOD. (tu.rn:tnS 



• 

• 

237 

" !J1 

8;l1dd~nly: to look, at he .. r)Do Y'OU lbink he's a clever y.oun.g 
t: 

man? 

Frany1ne:( ami11pe;ai; .his> e!Rress~on. ).' YtlS, I think he t" 

clever. ~ do you ask? 

Helleb.orEt, (thoughtfulJ.jy): Well" I ask b:8oause I think an un~ 

'eduoated man .... a's I am uneducated ... can lome-

time" have, 'the wool pulled over his eyes.. I 

have to be careful, you se'e; .r meet so many 

eduosted people. 

, N1dok gl,anoed throu.gh a peep-hole in the Qurtai,ne.t 

;the au.dienoe and watched Bernard Charpentier take his plaoe 

in the secORd row of the stalls. ' 
N·41.k 

It *" i1' (:nth. anironi.oal sm11~): ThIpnsie,l4r Gob,e-ul1ouches,. 

fllo.rs' 

ae touched Helen Eugenie I s arm end pointed Char­

pentler out to her: she SlUled. then, mimioked Charpent;ler's 

frown. drawing herself up imperiously. 

A red light aD,OVe the switoh-boards went on and off, 

end the ·Qrohestrastruok u.p into: a qllick waltz. Two stage .. 

hands began sweeping the ,stage ,from ,the left to the r;1.ght. and 

as they passed behind thaln N1dQk and Ellza.:Manning walked 

slow~;r into the wings. Four fl,ats desQsnded. $lowly onto 

the stage, two a.t either .ide, and were pu.shed into: pos1t1oa. 

A backdrop curtain ooloured plain yellow was then"loVle~e.d t.rCr)l'll. 
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the fl198. Several saen$shifters stood waiting for it, 

then steadied it as 11 approached the 'boards. Two cables 

were drawn oat Qf sight. and a step .. ladder was taken baok 
a 

stage. Louis Comte., standing under the switchboard. Qrdered 

the stage to be cleared. 

Hellebore haezd the orohestra strike apt and he 

started. 

Helleboret 

FranQi.ne : 

'Blige me,' what' sthe time? 

I put the Qlook on the table. . ; 

Hellebo:re (tu.rn.ias): So you. did, 

He looked aar,ossat the alarm clock on his dressing 

table. The time was fifiieen m1nutes\paet eight. I 
, -' I 

,Hellebore: Tha·t band gave me a turn. I thou.ght it was a 

Fran~inel 

Hellebore: 

good dealearllsr. 
, . .: 

Well, you're perfectly re~dy. H0W'do you 

feel? 

I can' t faa 1 anythil1.g a"b all.. (Ris ins ) Feel. 

Are they oold? 

He laid his fingers on her cheek:. She drew baok. 

Frano1ne: The7're so ,'ooldt 

Hellebore: Viell,. I oan't feal them. 

Fran91ne (ala 0 risin.i): Bu.t it f s hot in he~e. 

Hellebore went to his dressing-table. 
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. Lorraine and Charpentier designed this room. 

Bu.t they forgot a simple thing like a olock. 

~ey ooul~ -have had· one :fixed onto this taple 

of mine. fhat would have been just the idea. 

I had s·- clock with green hands in my old room -

d • you remember? I used to have a round table 

covered with signed photographs and old pro­

grammes peUi~ted on the wall, if you remember,. 

What happened to those thing~.,- do you happen 

to know? 

I think they were burned when, the old dressing­

.roome weredemo11shed. But perhaps they ere 

downstairs among the old jUllk. 

For a moment th, stege,was empty. Jaques entered 

from the right hand side. He turn.ad and impatiently clapped 

. his hands to hur17 his chorus girls forward from the winge •. 

They entered the stage talking and laugmng. passing Jaques 

vdthout looking in hie direQtio.n. 1'he1 took u,p their places 

in two rows, end .Jaques Vlrent among them tid;y1ng their frilled 

skirts. He then wa.lked int''-·the wings and nodded to B~n'd1ot 

Amu.r~at. The girls wait9d, patting their hair and talking 

to each other. 

~heQrohestra ended its wal ~s. 'Tb.eohe.nde11er in 
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,the auditorium faded op.t and the footlights were switohed on. 
Theaudienoe stirred and -those who had been standing in the · 

gangWays took their seats~ The wall lights, 'then the smaller 

single lights in the roof, faded ou.t.: 

Louis Amu;rrat looked at his watoh and turned t;Qthe { 

eleotr1oianat his side. A long ba"t'tery 'of red lights in 

the flies were ew1tch!'!d on. so that the backdrop curtain iu­
st antly 'turned from yellow to a deep ~. Two arc-l.amps 

" shone from, the wings,., !rhe eleotr1c1azJ. pressed Bawl. toll a~, 

his side end the orchest~':1 stm,ok up into a' qu10kragtime 

tune. The red light above theew1 tchboard, switched on and 

off thres'times. The chorus girls stood resay. their heads 
," 

lifted high. Jaques went forward fl"om the wings end raised 

his hand. The moment he .,lowered it they joined 'arms and 

begtUl the, 'first dance't, with smiles on theirfaoes. 

!~e ourtain slowly rose e.nd the ohorus girls were 

dancing in two roW's, their frilled skirts tisine and falling 

as the)1 kicked out their legs. 

Jean and Pierre Dulo1 .. ]3ordeauhurr1ed down to the 

wings 1n their blaCk: dressing-gowns., ~he rest of their aero-' 

batio trou.pe ... two women and s' young b07- oame olose behind' 
,I i 

theI?l. They talked loudly to each other as they hurried 

8lo~ the stone corridor. 

the danoe ended a few minute, afterwards and the 
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curtain dropped rapidly to the boards. During the applause 

the orohestra struck up into a military Dlarch. 

Jaques ushered the chorus girls off the stage, 

smiling and patting their ,'shoulders' as they passed. ~he 

1e110w backdrop curtain rosa swiftly u.p into the flies: the 

ladders. cables and chainsbeh.1nd it were".'oleared -'away. 
-.:.---'./' 

Agaia the stage was $wept~ Two t'repass" 'were lowered '1;0 the 

level of the stage, and a'ladder, a Jumpiag-box. a steel 
. . , 

$$e-~aVl and e tall stru.otu.re wi th cross-bars and platforms 

for the acrobatic tablesllXwere brought on. A long mat. wa~ 

unrolled and. a white baok..,drop, mach further back than. the 

pre'Vious ¢ie, was lQwered • 

. 1'he Duloi.:Bordeall aorobatic trou.pe handed their 

black drassing-goV'ma t·o the attendents end ran together onto 

the stage. They car'twheeled. soIU'erse.u.lted and hand-walked 

along the mat, wmle th:e tw? wQmen went straight to the 

trapeze and were lifted, .se'atedon the cros$ .... bars.,tQ places 
" 

just short of the pro.oenium arch. 
_, .·So 

The x-ed light above tlle switchboard. went on and Qff 

three times. Jean, Pierre and. the' boy stood ready on the 

mat. the vlomen on their trapezes, ',m1ii.ng, 

strack up again, and the ourtain rose. 

HelleBQre pu.t onb1s'wbite slippers. 

The orchestra 
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Hellebore (.&a ,8.9l:\i,e';;ftoi,e) c He sald .1'J.e 'ea be iathe Qrias. 

"'ano1nel 

lelle 'bo~e I 

lraaq1ne; 

1Ielle bore: 

fower· a1 ;fQUX' o'Qlo·ck this af'tern,oOl\. Blat, 

he d1 d,nt-; 00118 ill ' 

Y QU 1nVi tea. him? 

Yea. at ~~~ ,.~~ laat night .. 

He laid nothiag to me about' it. Perhaps he 

knew.I-"'·wolil4 have forbidden 1t • 

~el~ ... I .. th~':1~". ~ 1ipa., you. laat night.: AIl4 

hemipii have done the same 8isil1 just )eftr. .. . -~ 

your performanoe. You CJ.all*'O"eny ,t:hat !La 

fH:~ ~~~t. ,~o~:! .~. .. 

Obi yee, he upset ••• ' , (!Hertz) BQ.t; I ....... 4 

.. other talk: with himt Franqine., I ~4, a 

let to tell him. He t • 8 fLae talker. you 

know. Wlly dida"" 11.e 0 •• ' 

J'rea9i-.et I tve aQ 14 ••• Jack. 

HelJ.e"iQI'8I When 41d lOU last see h1.? 

Jr.,lrt.e * (~~er a,11ttle1?ea=\!lat~.,oa) t fhis afternoon. H. 

RellebQJ;'ei 

"sa91nel 
Hellebore: 

lett.,. rqom abOVol helf .. paet 1wG Qr 11 •••• 

Where did he go? 

1'0 S1gnQI' OeUde.'., ~hQP 1n the (4)%1001'4 •• 

!rAea wq dldAt l he come? I 1I1v11e4 lUJa 1 •• 11 

nlglL1_ 
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'rsagille C lal1y .. t· lUm .. s!t,idir) I Yf'h7 ere 7QU so annQ\Ul 

abolD 11;? 

He got \t~ .4 waUt., t'owar48 1'118 dres~iIg table ill 

Helleb9re: 011, he', ;jut the SQrt; of young m .. who set. 
h1meeU utt :baI-m. 

Franq111e t 

Hellebore: ' 

But what sort elf harmt . . . ~ -''-

WeU, an,. ace14e.t or • ~ don'-; ~ow.&aQtlJ 

wb.al., Be has a fI"1&hte •• ' loo.k sometiae., 
, , 

dc;l,l'l you thtJlk eo? (Puaz.led) l feel.l'e.!Jjo 
~,'.~ ., ,~'... .. ~ .. _.f .... _. ,3. • 

pona1ble for him, .• more thea I, ever d1ci ter 
'.,. .. . ............ ,._' . ,. . 

Sh~ b~san' n~.~;~'s.;r" ~,eer~aa&i~ ~he coe;ume." 

Fran,iue '1!Gz;} , . He :a.as .tugh oar~. take.,! hUl.. He'. 801$ 

me, and 81_... Oel148., an4 now 70\1.. _ 

Belle)oft: 

J'raJl91.· , 

Kelleb~rel 

h'aaQ;Lae t 

Hellebore: 

he.,1n •• 

_J:_-~.!:I!?D«ttbtAi\PJb~~ 

~i •• _7~."41*,""" 
Is .,e :l.a the au.dieao. tonigh.t? 

Jo. 

fo04. 

WhY? 

I don't, lmOW;' .lur. 
Do y-ou. th1nk. 70\1:1;'e g01n.gt,Q. m,ake:... iI,esa Of 1 t? 
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OA. I doU" know '1 

You WGn t
', make a me.ss of it. You're.t oalDl. 

like YO\lused' t() be before the War. 

fl:ts:t t. 'tteo8ue I leu. I will make fa me., Of 1t. 

~Qt~~ t~~ w1~_ S~on ton.1e;b"i m1ghii have 

maQ,a .. teel better. I; waf Dr8' taul1 E41ar 

d1ed~ , rQU see':' I wish I GOuld go Dao_~t • 

the 'past.. Ifm aloa6, , ~an~ine. m..er.".Il~. 

b~ ~~.,he~~ .ae., ~:ni8 we~e differeat,b.~ 

font ... W.. I CQuld depead Ga othez- pelP~e. 

I ';rusted Lorraine. Eve17body 18U&hed more. 

tAeY weren ft so self1eh end auspieiw.e. 
, ,.:. • ".' , •• '~. "" .~.. ~>' ~ ...... '-' ~.' • _<i. .. . . . ... 

(~~sd ptariM a"ren,!.n~). Eve%7Doq's wa1"i1ag tGr 

me to 40 something WJ'Ong. ftle,.,ore all wat_as 

me. ~1;'. whal i 1 feels like. I've. got •• 

realtrieade • 

You':ve onlJ' been in PaJ'is a few. h.Qurs. el how 

can you tal1T 

A mu.ffl.ed lSo\U1d of appla148e ~ame from tAe' au4itoriwe. 

Fran,.t1ne: L1s1.a t. G that. The,. aren.'t \1Ilf;r1endl1. 11I'1 

a. good house tOnight .• 

RellebQ%'e f.~ero.211.e.1ie13) t Well, if I ge' the "1'4 I shut; 

-'17' 8«&1a. Oal. 18 GUloU&h for me. 
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, 
... »orieQ\1 put h1s b. .. ~. Qa the .o~. of.r:.f-Jl". tee". 18&8.4, 

forward $4 then jumped aW1ftlu: lAp ~alo a hand •• tand., I •• 

was lying underneata Ja1a Qn hi.8DSLOk. wl'th 1118 kaee, full¥ 

\lent over. h1e c-.e-:t. . ~,~., 111ena was qtt11te ste.41 the 1)0, 

tame forwar4 wi_. ah","$1ieel ladder.' At ·1ii8 b·a •• ,V(~~,~, 
.'" ~ .' ': :: : ., ~ ::::~/~,>. . 

shoe-like atts,ehat •• '. Carrying the ladder" i\e p\J:1;1t\,,. 
-I ~ ... . H.o", ~ .,: • • .~ "":' " • • " , 

.. 

right fOQt on oat of Jeen'l knees a114 climbe •. $~'wl.t ·,.1Q 

Pierre oould~11 ll1~ t.e~t. 1a~o the. ,8no, •. if W_ea 1 t we.. '181.· 

ced at a $light angle Jae cliJIbe4 f\lrthe~ "P un1d"l he had b1s 

!he 4X\l.B-roll oe ••• d.. !here was 

$11e;R.oe, and the group remained. q\lt,e ·,,1;111. Jean oalle4 

Gut: "Alleat" and the b01 belen very slewlT to ollJab the 

ladder. Be reaQhec1 the top ~\Ulg .. 4 pipped. 1'1 w1tll 'bGth 

hands. there wa •• o'he~'Qrt trom Jean., and the b.,~a18'4 

b.1meelf a~9w17 11\10 's hSAd .. nend '.. ~he 'bas$ .... ~ ... 4e4 

Gut sad 81114 ,he aj)pl.auee · the 9;r~es1;ra d.arted. -.p -a_a. 

flle t~ap.z •• g1rls ~ to· 1he fl.QOZ-)7 meua of 

rQpea_ the 'boY' oSll8.do", tn;m t4e ladder, IQI4 Je&:D .. 4 

P1elTe Jumpe4 to the1r feet. !CAe t:r,u.pe bowel. .low -.4 the 

.l!Itlll • .,0!!I,.4.'I"} .pAll 
lIIt' .... ·'v~~ "w ._. 

r 
!leJ..leQQre ad. bete" his ralr'1Ioi a,a1». en4- pat the 

.tin1slUag toUCllGIJ to ~s ta.e. 
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~e%'8 \fq a coQk Qa the door 8l\d LorJ'eiae eater.' 

t .. room. neater 1haahetqre aad in evel11ngolothea. JIi" 

·Jj.ps were pursed. and 'white v/1th nervou,sae'$. 

flV8J1Q1ne .... lilt from 'behind the seret., th$lt~.cl. 

181el;y Wi th4rew when she saw wht i 1; was. Helle})o:-e lOWli'e4 
, "'~" ~. ~ 

bJ.s.' haai aud glano'ed_ ~l1rO" t~~, .. ,m1~ro~~ Be' 4Ug)a.ed. 
. . 

Hellebore 1 LGok at ~e. Fraatiaetaeall.1ao., in tailS!· 

ha.·a~ weat,~'. ~ f~.:re~;L~.ce ail tbs ··oppo"'e· '*, 
ot lhe room. As ~hep'as.~~C1. lWq Itena1ae tu.med avtrq. 4eUb-

erate17 s.howi~!he3r his back. 

, LQr.~ne: :(!s .I~;lel;u!re) How ~o 70U feel? 

1&11e 'bore (EQw4"E~Bfi, ,~~ . ·!POl!~._~9, " f(he~e, .. ~h~ w1l. ,{aa:(i-Ie.AJ 

:Belt tar 'than 1'(.)1.\ do, I Clare 887., 

Lor.raia. 881 (ioWA on the d1van~bed and &d.ghed. 

wAile Franc;1ae pq.t frelh ltlf' oa the t1h.' 

A l11li'e4 bell 1B the. wall be:b1ad the.oreen rang 

tans 11m.... am Fraatine went hu:t'r1ed17 to the door ea.4 

held 1t QPEIl far Hel1."o:re. As. she did eo. 8J1 ~en.e roN' 
O.f 61tp·laW,Je sounded dove t'he elrriAQr ~%'Qm the wiag$ above. 

ie:LlebQre had a lan look at his faoe t thea ;r'ose. 

A o811"})07 raa down. from the stage tG 'till.dr ... i.,­
-rQQJIl arJdwas just eD$~t to oaU ,,'tit to H.ellebo%.'9 whea 

Llrraine got u.p from the divan a!1d. \v1 t.tlQ.t loold.ag direotl,-

l 
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at him,. wa.ved to him to gQ away .• , !the "07 stood sU.U 1a ". 
"\.' 

·the OQrr14or fOlf a mement. daunted. and fri&hte.ed. the.ra» 

baak to the stage. 

Hellebore left the dre.,si,ng.roOJl followed.jy ~.rra1:ae 

and Fra.pLne. ~e beu. ~_~1nd .• A8 'sweell zt •• a¢aa.,:th81 

reached 1he e~oAe $t~ps leading to the pt\81 .. 4otr. .,Uelto:re 
walked slowly, h1.s 0y98. ?~ t~.e grolmdl:Lor.raine 1 ••• ~.4 1J&. 

pain., end the re were large beads of Ilwea:t all lye):' his brow. 
. . " .... ", .,.," ..... , .... , -., '"' .. - ,,'. ' 

As JJ'rang1ne puhe,4 opea tbe.pass-d(1)or a iTea:t h..t; hreath of 
.' ..••• . ••.•..• i;J;<.. .. •• 

air rushed out lQlhem from the "i-ags. 
-. 

ft\e Qrchestra wu playing aga1n,. and aoene8Alftera 

were running .I1i3117 to 8I1d fr.o, acl!'Oss the st.se. Oae 'of 

the two tr·ape.e. ueeci b~ the aorobat1c tro~e 1\44})..,118&4 

otlt rIf sight and the other SQ".' a l1~tle mQre 10 the o,ntn • 

. fhe mat was rolled up, and the steel eee .. saw. 1M ll1Q.4e,s ent 

the jumping-box were quiclt:l¥ taken Qtf 1nt. tlll w1aca .• '·nen 
the stage was olea%' the i6rlaacletls"baircase for HaUeto" ••• 

1lUlt wail ltroupi1 011 an4 a .sec11Ga ot the atage raised e.~t 

it to fQm e. balustrade. Helleboreta ~aQkdrop waa alow17 

lowere.d in front of 1 t • 

!1:ll1s backdrop CMna1a w. black, aad 41&gon8117 

aQX'oa41 1t. from. Gomer to comer .• the:re wae a hUBtChristmae 

rose wtth derkgreeam91rtl.ed leave. aad a very 4"» :ret· bloo •• 
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AI Rel1e"bwe same 'into 148 wings the 8'talehM114au4 

, el.eotr1e1ene drew back to make W83, for him, fh.e7 wa'tohe4 

him, as Ae, walked. tOwards th.e sw1 toh'bearc1 and $to~d theJ'e alo •• ~ 

36.0.1,11 ~at rea. from the 9th. a4e Of 1he stas,''''4 

Hellebore sm11.~Hi at 11111 oellDl7.'tll.ea 
-. '.. '" ~ I t. 

looked'abo'tai), him. at the sii&-gehands 1n\tha w~SS. ,then at' 
>- I~ / , - ,.,.' l '-, .,.. , ""' ~'L~ 

\ " ,I: 

the $1-.,. as i.,1 'ilia 'S~eJ1~ehe:p.g1Dg 4ee~~ 1at.~.$te4' ~ •• ' 
. ~\ 

'He a .. tood quiteat:lU and ~oklt() at oae~ 
. • -- . -- '_. ... .""", '" ,.< ... ~, ~ 

: :' 

,~ae ra~hac~e, ~~an9, w&eS_ ;nOw ~heele4 oa" end t,li.e, ' 
" , 

v4.rre w. Jaa4e tallt betweea, it.8 siqa ,Qll e1the;:f side., !W, 

stasehana.. brought on achen .. of-drawe,%'8, aad "he '1;1.,.' 

bpJ/ler-he.twas lowered fr.om the ';flies, 

~ha red llght above the swltohbo~d ,aAGnt three 

t1meJl,t and the oltilestra. played the final ehords 8f it, ,wa11z.' 

~ las' $Qen.,.shifter; rSll off' the .teget saa a great ba11lery 

Qf li,ghte up above was .wi itched oaf then thetwQ erc-le.mps 

oil .1 the~ a14e Q,f -bhe ataae• ~e 8\1,41.,08 ,rew",1.t.~::~_ 

the rea. light eb ove "tiM IW1 tchboard.$J:l-.. on~. more. 
~esta6e W8$ now emplY and Am~t 1nlr •• 4 With a 

,smile to aelle~:re..oUghQut t:he e.ud~tor1_ there was utter 

$11ell.ee. and the o'lUrtain slow17 ~Ie. 

iellebQ%'e oGrl1i1n\\e4 tl gaze at 1ihe at-.., lost-sad 

,Ae.lt.sm1liag. A few 8S00J1G.e :paesec1. ~4ll.e ;remaue4 ther •• 
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Amurrat ra.,. t, his 'lid •• 

AmlU'rat( in ,an. .lU'seat. ~1eper); The tabs are u.p, JaQ~. 

Hellebore tuned and stared at him slle~nl,. al if' 

he were trying to "eoogn1$& hie faee. ~han he nodded 1\ 11ttl.e 

4rown17 ~ went tQ theed~e of one of the :flats at the EJ~de 

~:t. the e~age_ He Qare~ pu~ _ h1~ hand l'ou.n4 i 1;. e<Age '0 
thai Ms fingers WQuld ,be'~is1ble' to ~e ,al1d1,,;a~:Uil; .•. f,lt.en" .. 

!I.e leBllsd forward~~. pe~redro~ . ~he_.~l~t at 1ihe e.14dit9r1\U1l, 

Sf> that now th~ f1D£~J'8 Q~ ~e ~igllt h6ll.d. an.d th~ whol.e Qf 

his head were Visible" ~re w~ e.,long slgh1l1g a0.1,e frem 

the audieaee. He started. his gin~~ hair'-1rose and tell 
t', .,."" 

q~okl7. am, in en inetanthe withdrew his hStl' and Aa.ntl,J 

Laugb.ter weat aorQ,sB the aud1tor1'W1. from the s;al1. ti,the 

salle ra t and d1 a4 awfX8., 

Hel~ebore walkeclslQwly onto the stage in b:la white 

],iex-ro1'., ooe1rwut. ~e audieace ·clapp.d this eat"_, ••. but 

he did no~ look 1Jl thej,rdlreet1on. A. •• ilence fe11agaia ha 

Deg .. strolling about "the stage, staring Q8.sua.ll7 at 1,.. 

furl\i tlQ'e, -, f1rst a" "he p1811G. then ttp at the tJ'ap ••• QAd. 

the tau.t wi~e •. then at· ·the . huge Ohristmas rose a oro/'s. the 

backdrop OUl'lain, then at the 0 hestof drawers ~4 the ·bow~er .. 

, .. het. H'e st·ewed .e:t; them 1nqui.3itivel.y. 'but he le$.e4 ats-a1d 

tQ touch anything., !the tudlenoe wes watohing h1m yen' close1 
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i, weat tGwrird. ;heplano and 'beatdQwn to have a 

look at :Lts less. Bl1t in the ,801 ot doing this be seemet 

to beQome aW';u'9 of the audi Sl'lce for the first time. He 

I lowly, rased bilDself up again and c~8t a quiok s1de .. ·glencea1 

1;h~. ~~ he~~ed., ~.1s,. ~aoe in. their d1reotlon. t.1l, ~aw 

tell. his hair again rose and felll he became riB1.~ wi1Jh. 

panic. 8lld lQoked wi;dly .b.~~~n~~! He WQ Jw.,1Ia~@\\i:;O 

:flee towarde theblaek ourtain when he seemed. to grow ,ala 

age1~. he ~~me.tow~~s. ~he'footl1ghte w1~h hisrQrlIler (latillUll 

walle. s'eri.~g down. into .~he ,pi,t.. Just shQrt of the foot. 

11,11.118 h8 seqed to :reel, and a l!glltlat;t.gh aUla from. the aud1 .. 

ttr1um" Be stood quite still, ~nd the theatre was again in 

, ""tel!' silenoe. For many seoQl'lds he did. nothiag, theJl, seemed 

. about to toppleforwerdinto the sooroh1l1g fQo;lighta,. 'b'\l.1 

held himself baok ill time,. !he audi8:Q.ce wa$ not oert!d.n 

what ;he meaniJ'by this, and oQntinued to watoh him 010$e17., 

wa1 tiD.g ft»1 tll.e l.au~ • 

(H. peere4 into 111 8$ if he were try1ngto makeol.\' 

"tihe f,aoe~ He," stood S, tiU, l"egs F1St, ri, de. lOOki1, .. ne,',', down ,1,ilt,O," 

the pit • .-" Then he seemed to shudder. There W8111 the eOlmd 

Qt whispering 1U the Vllings It 8ome@e becluJ'taga shou;ted. 

KeU,ebQre turned qllickly to the left. The moment he did ,80 

. he 10s1 his bal.arJ.oe. He "ega toppling forward. Suddenly 

his eyes qlosed and tears p,nared 40wn 11.1& face. He collapsed 
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of them 11fiied2el:Lebo:re, ~1.~, of", the~O:,,'.O:f#~'a1J),j 'sf4d::,' 
, "\'" 

Alll~rat ehou,ted for a stretcher, ,H~ll..lt.'lt'e Wi'~\il,ot unoGnsoiow 

He leaned fQrwar4 en 111$ light el'bow. \f:eElP1iJt;eAd\ "b.~4d,Ji;N' 
, ". .. '...., '\., '" ", ' 

Amurre.'1irled to lift his head t4100k 81 ~s' e78.,'\, but, he 
. '.', - '.,'" ,,~~. , -

pu.shed :tl1m £twaJ', A etrel,cb,e;r w. brou.,ht, 'andont:«~lte !len 
", (,~ 

,l .. ipe4 h1m UJ).del' 'the arm ... pitlill. A.t th1a !1II .. e~Be~4~~ 
opened his ayes alain and., loo1(1.g down, saw: o.a .f\~~~,)a.~4,'. 

He watched it with an tlx9r,ess'iQn If ,e~rQr'·. ~ll.enhe\~'~:Oke4 
~\:."',: '- " 

up at tlle man t,. iaea". I \1:' 
h' " ' , ,-, ' r \ 

Hel~elu)re (d.e~r1.ou.sll •. ashe_~~ la1sls tAe:$1retc~~:tt) I 
" • . 1" ..• ~ ~'::.I\'; ~ 

rhe.:rei,s l)lood on. your fiD.gers., :;1"" 
, "\' , 

, '_' '~ \t 
!he man let go of Iialltlib9r.a",$ 8~ul4et •• , at; .taret! 

I 

,dGwn a1;. bi,s own hand.. then' at Hellebore susp1ei"Wl'7:.~: ! 

I 

Oomte: fIt' e all. nght •. ae',8:4al1r1Q'tUJit, 
\ 

~ha stagehands w~re abo\l1J to oe.r,r1'll1~\baQk.ta .. 
Ii' 

when LQrraine ran in froID the wings. :H. ,wa'1n:~\'~ .sll1n-
, " '," \ 

,.sleeves. His arm~»11is and the gl."ea'ter part 'Qt,'W-I:;,':I+,e",." 
, ',' "\ 

weredreaohed with sweat. ij$PlieAe<l' 1he \8'a.B-*ds .$1de 
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sad went 10 the stretcher. Helle'bGrelq th.ere wtth his 

eyes olosed, breath:Lng heavl17, 

and them were red marks aortss his forehead. Where were 

als,~ stains on 111$ neok-~rill. and one Qf 1;~e ,om-,. -' 
buttons on hie oost~e waa m1ts sius, 

lso"rraine (to Am~l:'~~" ~911t1¥)! ~;happeaed' 

Amurrat: 

LQrraille (!urn;pg~Q a, .~!i~and) f Call the nurse' Ch 
Qomt~~~'Qnl .. Wi~ ~~ ~~ ~.re~ .. 

Oom1ie'r8J;l into the w1n8s. and ones mo:re 'he so, •• e~ 

shifters began clearing the sta~. the etretc}),er wae laid' ' 

down behind one of th$ flats on the left .. hand side., Lorra1ae' 

walked over to the atreteher'.-bearers, shoutiag to them as he 

oame. 

Lorraine: 101 No! fake him stra1ghl down to the 

dre ss:Ll1g-:-rG om I 

:But 'at this moment the nlU'se came ont; iae, etas •• 

Sh.e waved smelling salta under Hellebore t • nose and la14 a 

oold t Qwel acreea h1s forehead. He was etilllo'bbing Qd 

shu.ddering a llttle as he ley on the stretQher .. 

~ trapeze was drawn. ou.t of Sight, and the staBe 

WII once again olear. ~heoh'r'US g.Lrls onwde4 to,e1lher 

behind e. 1:1e. __ on the o1tb.er' aide of the sllage, wei tUg ife go 
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... and 8 tfIN J .... 1a fHnt of lellebo .... t.'.aaa.4. were tis. 

aaatlins the .teel-wire. 

Wheoo14 ,.wel rev:l..v$4 JIelle'bore,.aad :be Sli¥lde_ 

,.tar"e4 towan latb n~.··. aftUl,. Am\BTat bent 'twa to 

~ 1, .. 41a'81,.". 

Jm~t, lUis lu1ppenG4,. Jack? 

be 'baok4rop cttr'ta1 •• tll thE! Oh!r1e... 1'08' l.t~ 

the stag. end asee1l4e4.1owlr lIlto tbafl:Lel. aaa beb;l.' tt 

•• 11. ore "" 1J:IR1en'~ed 8;~~"_.' was ~elBtiti.smon.tle4f1 R. 

looked aglast at the r1a1DgbeQ1ccb-G" ,heaet the el'lorus.cl~l. 

1a4 h1.$ s1tJiPJe4 s1i~1r-oase, 

Hellebore (&t!Jt, Ae~rit:at4 El,st¥on:\s~~; )Sta]) them dGUS thal. 

SlOP t:tu>.. Slr1e eOlliAg oa. 

time. JaOk.-

lelle'tQX'e .pus_4 tkt.e nurse'. amD away .... J.ped. UJ-• 

Se atare4 at .~ra'. 

8811e1)o1'8' 

MlUTstl 

1811.11 .... , 

What happ ... " 

You. ~us1t feU dO_i' 

'ell. I.~," .'14ft ta the .'81ft aaa1a. 
L,Qn'aiae ,am. fo,:wari. fJ'om behia' the .stretoher_a 

;ook Helle_Gare'. $l'Ili Helle_oft ~d .• 

Be11e1)ol8 (\'IU~jlt'loJdBs .1, •. _Bra,. t!~01\reaa~) ''40 t,. 
J!illu'Ji.,· .othe,. p •• .,. .. e1 
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Youtre ill, J'at.lf:. 'Look at 1 014, CiflrA;rable, 

I lmew 70U"4 de tAia, 

I'm nat illl (~hakia5 ¥,',Ale4.'v1elentll) 

I ·don'ii know .,what happ'ened. IdGB'1 .t. 
whG:' happ.lled~ 

He p-a.ape4 the lap el of LQrreine'.$ wa,1..stQOa1. 

Hellebore: Stop th~~, .,'., 

LQrrmne, 10, I tm :pOW$~leile ~El do that now. 

Hellebore: StGp them. 
- ~ ~ - .... ~ ¥ • 

LorraineshOQk b1s head mutely. Belle'boz-e wa'$chl' 
, , 

his steel wire fIJ' 1008e an..d. ,tall to the ~Quad., theil, with ll1s 

ohin thluet fONer4. he st:ro4e across to the other 8ide of 

the sllageand shoute4 someth1;p.g toJaql1.~ iJl Eagl1$h. .laqu •• 

drew baok ill fear. net understandlng thela"Usa. m·, 
"'I, ' 

ohorus girls were wei ~.gtOl8therbeh.1nd "**. lU1d 1ihe 

jel,lQw baokdrop for thelr turn WB.f;l just ab0ut to be low.red • 

Hellebore pt.U;1hed at: Jaqu.$$ wildly., and laque-. ;tella.~DI~ 

Gne of 1;ne flats w~th a shrill QQ'. 

Hellebore CJt.o the Qrle ) AUeeS ~leel 

He etretqlled out his ama and pushed aga1B8t tllell, 

so the," they tric>ved bael( ae a o:rowu. ~eJ' Barlamed eftA 

shou.ted to Anlurftt. ,aDt some Qf them ned throu.,b. the pas .... 
I • 

• doQr. Lorra.1~ and "A.tau.rrat ran up behind ll.1m ana. pu.l.la4 

him back. Moat of the soenesh1:fters werefj.ow s'taadias .t111 
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I'm ,goiag on again. 

'foutve made that impossible, Jaolf:. 

Liste. -t.o _8. I'm not leaving '·'11111 ."a'(iJ 
tQnigbt l.Ultil I've done my turn. YQU. ,an ~ 
anot~'~ pro~~_ if you like, Rl Ifltll<lll 

'l.av~~th1s stage. I'll go ou.t '1.4\ ':rQ~t of 
. " ;~. 

that cu.rtain and d~ fl!1 tur.n 1nt11.9 pi:;. 1t 

7011,.~ke. (~o Com1e.inthftwH+i!) Call1he. 

Vagia1 

He turaed end faced the stage. He looked at the 

scetleshifters who were dismantling his stairoase and shouted 

up at them,. 

Hellebore (t8",w12iAS 111e own· che,e:t) Helle'bo~e: Rel1ebQret 

J?:o1nt1psto tAt }la0:t'IU$iiti;~ QIl. hi.$ riat)liQB~a 4!B!e'l 

..blurs-a; (:lle.it!Bt;tl) 1 Are 70\1 go1ag to la" h1m "lZ71 

~he s.Qeaeah1tteZ'8 wfltohe4 Lorraue. wai t1ng f,ra 

de Qisioa. Tlle sweat was st111 pouring from his brow. He 

l.ooked sad and tro14bled. At laat be nodde4. 60Dle Iftb.e 

teeneshUte::, SrQSD9Q. with 'mnoy,ance. end Lorraine walked 

back into the vn-nSii with Amurrat. shaking bi·e head sadly. 

Lorraine; Wet;ra finished, !ES.441crb. I knew held dO 

this f; 

Amurrat. 
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Ltr;raine(with. resieaation)t- OA, it wUJ,. go wrong. But I'm 

gOiag to let everr'b.od7 see ·tor them.elv •• u's 
finished. I don" oare "hat it costs me, bl;lt 

no one is gQ~ to teU me after thi. tha:t I 

stoppe4 bim gOing on. It he wanta 10 ~11 
... ,. ,"'. 

A1~selt :LA ~ro~t, ~f two- thQ~an4 petple,"let 

him.. ,rot a menager in Europe 1.,011& 1i~ 

lQlloll h11a. after this" ~t Will ~.e1Aet.l~1 

ad:yiee to m~ this morning. le' everTlJedT eee 

tor tbemselvEUl he's finisM,4. A:ad 11". 101ng 

to cost ..~1lt ·hun4re4 thQ\lsaad france. 

Fren~1ne ran t~ough .!~e .ps •• -d,QQr earning rOll";'" 

a PQwder-pu;E'f. a brush 6.1!).Q a m1rrer. 'Once m~re Helle'bore t., 
baokdrop· was lowered to the stege and the stEW'S for his 

steel wireereQted. A stagehand broUght l\1m a oWl" and 

placed it near tb.eJJwzLtchboer4,. He sat dow. and .11111,84 • 

watchingh18 scenGl!7 reilurn. Franfins q"1Qk17 pow'.rt" 

a;.d rQ\.lBed b1a'faee a_a,. ,too nervous to speak. She paated. 

in his th1olttQ"ebrows and rubbed white powder into the staiU 

on hi. neok~tr1l1. 

LorraiAe left Amurral ead wallee4 bel\1nd the scenery 

to· the stairs, leading up to his titite., Heclimoed slowly 

U», in :resigned 4espaj.,r. He "tGod still on the gall en 
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tor .. momeat, pqt1ng heav117 after hi$ o11a"f lb..ahe went 

iato theoffioe and. slammed the door. ne .at dOWll at 111. 
desk. . He '/tped ~ 'b~'ow and closed his eye8, 

ReUebore'·s ecene was once mQre 1n placut. ~ 

last eta,;ehenda rerl off ~he etag$. and the musi0 oameilt III 

eAd •• the reI. 11ght shone three time.e. Hellebore stood 

behind' one of the fla.ts as before. ~hetheatre wae in . 
~ ~ ,~. '. ..- J, '. _ .. • 

- silence aga1.n. and sl.Gwlytb.e ourtain. rose, 

Hellebore ent~~ed. ~rom the ~1gAt and 'walked 4r'ow~ 

li17ecross the stage withou.t looking at the Qu41enoe. Be 
. .. ... ." . , -. ... .. 

strolled to the piano and deftly :played a 11 ttle tune with 

his right hand. 6q.dd&Dly the lid fel.lsmartly down Q;tt. hi. 
• ~ ,. .. <' • • ._" I 

,tiAgere and he gave a terrif1adj~p 1;1 the a1~. !here wal 

loud laughter,aa· if with relief. Be ran; to the cen1;re 

of the $1688 suok1ng h;Lsfiagers. Then he u:ttere4 ~ 10.,. 

Wild ;veUof :paino Se stQPpecl. and 18EI)%8,4' surpriaed a1; 

hie own VOioe, He ralled aSlin, 8lqJerimentallJ, sad agela 

li,stened to his OWJl. voice" TheA he 'bega». t9 wee,. !Ae 

tears poured down onto h1s 91eleQ't's QO$1name,. !he, pt., 

unt:11 the:y were -tYro thin sPrayS o£ water frolQ the Qo:rae~. ,t 

~s ayes. Ht stood still for a momt:lJat:. and again thet'. w •• 

utters11enoe t:br'n;l.g~Qu-t the theat7.1e., 

S\lddeal,. her'. back to the p1an9. fl~ t:Q.e 1~4 

up, and began pl.ay1ng fu..rlQusly. jumping u.p and down a.~e 
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then t~ere w~. e. deafening explosion. the p1tq).()~ 
( 

, ... playing Qeasad. end neither he n~r the piano could i.ele.n 

'lora 8%',.1 cloud Qt white snoke •. 

fhia olowi weatelowl;r upward... and after Q t_ 

.,acoAis ke /liteCaJJ!.e v1,aib±e.~·~. its edge. reeling ands tu.ta'ti11111, 

~sp1errot"$ costume in rags. One tu.ft of giaser ne1Jr ' 

hUllgdQwI1 over his ~~gbt ear, h-1s slippers wi tll. the .:pOm-pom 

lJutto.- were misein~.~. and. be~~,ath .. ~he rs.~s of his drase •. e, 

. red and yellow.< ~rt.~p .• d."Y~~~ ... ~nd yellow P:BlllS werello,w 

v1s1b·le,Slowly he reoovered. h1s baleaae, and lhe"Slloke 

cl,eared. away. 

He glanoe' malevolently at the pia.nQ. thea cau.«h.:t 

sight of the ohest.of ... drawers on the right hend 1148, It'll . 

top drawer was $,1ightly open. He went tOViards it 'self~ 

.rlghteQuely and pu.shed the tQP--drawer home, bu.t instoan'l1 
, ,\ .~ 

the lower drawer came out. Ht stared down at ':Lt. and ~S 

().~ tuft Of g1nger hair roe,. and fell. He 'bentdQW1'l, 

, pu.shed the lower dr:e.wer home, and this time the seoond drawer 

Stl1.1~h1m a blow ell the. heai and he somersa~1i.'d. baQkW~41. 

a'JWipsd. up 'agairf ands1;oQd lQold.ng at the ehs$1 trtm a 

t5.1s.t~oe. lie went towards it. kicked the middle drawet' 

home wi.th .llis foot allel thell ra. wildly to the olher s14e Of' 

tMetage. fhere, balllnd the piano. he turns4 an,4 lookeA 
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baOk. All ihe draw$rsw.~.now shut. 

He walked bao,k agat •• , H.'sm11e4, and pointed. 'Q 
the tiny bowlEl'r~hat. He took it and tried it on. He 

sri.ned shyly at the audienoe. thea ~ttddled ~p h1$ ,hou+dere 

en,d giggled. An idea struok him. He la1d the 11a't, dQWJl 

again an; ~aa over to the piano t He opened. the main l:1d .4 

brought Gut a huge h~~m1:rr~r tw,? or three feet in le~~t_. 

fh1s he took over to the ohes~of.drawers. He put the 

bawler hat, on ~ain, ~~en~d. a~1net the top d.rawer ant! 

"tapered in front of the mir~or. Suddenly the top drawer , ,,' '" " -, , ... ~, - . .. "t; . 

q~e Qu1 aDd .tmot, him smartly 0rt the shoulder. Ht yel1e_ 

out with pain and fell straidlt on his back. !he huge, 

haDd-m1rl'or toppled t9 the~OUlld as the baes~drUlll .sounded 

out. He lay rigid for SODle time. then slowly. de.\Ul.ted and 

tm..&htened t he got ~ Ii He looked about 41sc)()JlUSolately for 

his hat and found it immediately in front of the lower 

drawer. . Ht\l went to the side of the ob.est. with his baQk ;0 

the a.udienoe. and kicked the hat towards the baok of the 

sta.ge. Then he walked rptU\cl behind the che,t. Just as he 

was abou.t to piak the bat UP. it moved a Uttle tu,rther 1;0 .. 

wards the centre of the ,'stage., He stared a,,1t. his head t. 

one side. Again be bent down. and agaia it moved away. 

He pontiered, chin in l1.aad. ~h8A lae walked round to the O'iher . ~ 
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towards Aim, he ohuckled end sathered. it lik •• hen into ~8 

han4a. He put it 'ba.ok on ·hie head end began strutting about. 

the stage. Bu; e.e ae walked towards the footlie;Ats it roa, 

into the air slowl1 aad renuune'eta"bio'nary t~ee or fO~ 

feet above his head. He eont1nued 10 strut a'bout. UIl8ware 

of tl\18. Re walked round the che st· of-drawers and struok 

it vehem~atly with hi.sfoot as he passed.. . . !ne .!flQre the;'au.d;" 

1ence lau.ghed, the prouder he beoame. He bowed • He Wt~~~,ke4 
"'- • ••• OM 

back drop, then returned to the foot.ligh .... .AI he came 

dowa the stage he oau.ght sight of the bowler hat in m1d~a1r.· 

He .t·QPped short .~d ag~z:1 .. hi~ .. ~ne.tu.ft of linger hair rose . 

and fell. Slo,wly- he ra1sed his hand to his head end found 

nothing there. He galed. 01 tterly at the hanging hat, th$J1. 

made an absurd effort to reaoh it bystandiDg on his toe~. 

Se s'tamped his foot impatiently and tlU'lled his baokon the 

alld1enoe. ae walked awe:,. from the footlights, sighing deeplT.· 

As he d1deo he cau.ght sight of the steel wire,. Be 

stopped and gazed u.pwards. He turned to the audienoe aie.1n 

with a smile.. He came to tb.efo ot11ghts again. He pOinted 

'to himself. then to the stael wire. his qebrowe raised •. He 

walked to one side of the prosoenium aroh end began taltil\g 

off his torn oostume frag,m8at by fragment. Be folded. $aoh 

pieoe and oarefull;r laid it doW!). ill front of the footlights, 
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md, at lsar. he .~QQd111 hi~ striped veat and long 1'ellow panta. 

He weni; into "he wings, end ~iltmoe sradusU7 fell on the 

'thea tre again. 

The Qrohestra began playing quietl1. B'll(tbQ~~ 

appeared on the wire at_,~~e,_ right Of the stage. He airit'epped 

forward, ~oet hie footi~t almost fell end ran 'baok to,::~. 

l1 ttle platfozm wi th a loud 017. He stepped Gnto thewlLre 
, , < •••• 

again, and this t~e he :r~l'nf(:;iPl-t;~tel:r to the micldl:e.H~ 
. '.":~--.. 

jwnped in the aiz:, en.dt~:n,~d" _~bou.t~ his fee1 1urne4e11gktlj: 

outwards. He jumped higher end his;her in the a1r as the 

wire bounoed up and dowa, and the orchestra took up h+s 

rh;ythm. He. somer~au.lted f0l!ar~~ in ,.t~e air, holding hie 

knees. Whea he had reached a sufficieD.1l height he took:.two 

forward somersaults in the ,air above the wire, He~ump~:4 With, 

r~Qkless oonfidenoe, o17iJ;lg ou.t at the top of his voio.e.:'h1a 

arms stretQhed lid"wars. Sometimes he land.e4 on hi,s fe"". 

He move4h1s 

lubs 1,n the air with a, w. Gpd&rful. SW1.::'~. ~4 ease .ae · 
took a baokward somereBUlt 1n,the a1rt.~ss. his footing 

, ' 

on the wire and seemed about 10 fall straight down to the etage~ 

The orchestra Slopped playing inst al'1t1r, ther e was a crash. ;' 

on t.be )ass-drum, and Hellebore hu.ng D7 his left arm Ql).the 

wire, his oonfidence gone, tears ,pouring from his 87e8, 

yelling out .lQourX\fu.ll1, his . legs kioldng wilily ia space. He 
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tried several times to reaoh the wire m:th hisrigh1J foot, 

bu.t failed. He huagthere by both hands. and at last he 

menaged by swin8iI1g his body upwards to grip 1 tbetween hie ' 

feel. He pull,ed himself up, 187 along the wire on h1lif *tomaO.1). 
• ,> 

stea41ed himself, then. lost his 'be'lance again'811ti twisted 

round underneath 11. Again he da.ngled 1a spaoe~ But tld.a 
.... -.- .-,"" 

time he looked dowa and 8aw that he had no more than, three 

feet or so tQ QroP. He JtUD:ped lightly down' end stared 

sulkily at the aUdi'enee as they appla'Q.ded him. He walke4 

to the footlights and lifted his chin defiantly, He had lo,t 

his self.e.ssn.u:aD.oe. With. su,4d.ea reveageful fU17 laethrew 

hiuelf over into a forward somersault. He threw· hiuelf 
.. • 'oJ." '" .-

onto his l'1a.ds. then. baok, Qnto his feet. again, so the1i he 

seemed momentarily to bendlikee. ru'bber GtmUDY. He htU.?4-

-walked round the stage,taking lOng. rapid strides, and 

~umpedto his teet wi tl3. the orchestra'. final chords. lIe 

'" bowe4proud17 ,showing himself, off. Q~et'tlY oonf'i4&n.t again, 

.b.is lips pllrfjed, ~e 'begen putt1J.l1 on his pierrot· .. <iresu'll 

He put on his left sleeve, then one ot his trouser le,s.· He. 

dreeeed hims.elf with dign.i "by,earing for every little torn 

fragLllent.. A spotligh.t rested on bill at the sida of the stElle 

as he 4elioately f1nge~ed his dress. 

Wi th gra1iesque MSJl1t1 he walked baek aoross t:ae 
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stege. As he aame towards it the t1n7 bowler-hat - whioh 

had.,remeined in the air - fell a little low,ex- -and Q8me to 

rest 1mmed1ately :La front Qf his head. Be stopped and siiared 

611 it. He stepped. to t:he right. but it moved with h1mf ' Ue 

walked f'orwarde.nd it slipped onto his head. He stopped. 

,then walke4 on again, and it remained with him. He ran ' 

sfew pa.ces, audit was $~ll there., He lQolce4 1nlG the 

aud.1tQX':ium sad sm11e4shrewdly. !fAe curtain tell. 
,j <.. ........",.; . , 

When ~~ ~ose,,,~~~n the piano .. ,end the clle.s1l-of-drawers 

were ~o longer on ~he stage. ~ere wes nQw a card .. tab~e 

ne~ the foot11gh.~ and oa it were a top-hert, a small beer-
, ' 

barrel, a saw, a ,~an~'~d' _an 1nm;lense ~aCk ,of oards, 

Helleboreen'tered drease" in evening olothes that 

were stained and.sa:r a1,se8 to,o big for him. He had a J 

siJaroAe4 :fron.t, and there wee e. red flower danglil18 from his 

button-hole. Be walked 'br1skl7to the table. He oough.ea. 

intoh1s hand~ He pioked up the immenae peok Qf O •• S and 

beganehuff11ng them wi th astonishing swiftness. throwing· 

them t.1R with one hand and oat ohing them with the olher. Be 

put them together again end ran his thumb s.lons the top Qf 

~he pSQk t so that the,. made a loud EUDflok1ngno1se. Be showed 
i.e 

.. the Queen at Hearts to the audienoe sad thenleane¥ aga1n$l 

the beer-berrel with i -be blank side show1ng. He .brought the 
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're,s; of the pack to the footlights end solEUDl1ly bent down. 

He crouched over ~he pack. raiaedl11maelf. stretched Quthj.s 

arms, and the paok was gone. He ttU1lEul roun.cland walked 

\lack to the tabla f As he did so the osrde fell·lol.1ily OXt. 

after another from the tail of his~aoket onto 'the floor. 
• • > .. • • 

He stared down at, them ,w1thho~or~ ~~'r1fiedin his tr8Qks. 

He. unho·oked the ta.1'lB of his jaoket and began. inp!peating' 'tlae 

pocket inside them for holes f , .,~~en he shrugged flllQ tltrew 

them wi th the oards iI.lto the, ~ings • He returned to the tabla 

e. little glUlltly. An idea ooourre4 to him. and he smiled. 

;Be pioked up the card whioh was leaniag aga.inst the ban-el 

and showed it to the audienGe~ It had oha!lg9d to the Xing 
- ~, 

of Spades. lie, nodd ad persuae1 vell' as he $ howe d itt 0 them, 

and giggled 

He struck a matoh and lit, a.orap of paper. He 

pu"ithis lighted paper into a amall 'box and wrapped it round 

with a silk keroh1,ef. He touohed it light17 with hie wand. 

He was about to Ulltie ,the kerChief. fingeX'i.ng it ginier17. 

when thick smoke b$18B1o to PQur out of it III He hopped about. 

hollering andthrQwine; the box from one ,hand to the othe%.'. 

then he ran to the side Qf the stage and threw it into the 

wings. He hastened baok to the middle sl10king his f1nge~~. 

He bowed Bueterely. 
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He opened a small l.id in the barrel and pulled ou.t 

one coloured silk a.fter another. He tu.rned on the ta.p, and 

nothing came forth. 

a.u.dience and took his wand from the table. He tapped the 

He turned the tap on again, 

and this time a red liquid flowed out. He ,took a large 

twnbler from one Of his bulg:1ng pockets and 11$14 it for a 

tIe raised. it against the 11gb.t and 

stared at it. He took a sip and 1mmedlatelYf with & 

oontorted faoe t spat it out~ H'e looked at the tWllbler 

defiantly bu:t took another slp. This time he nodded with 

a' sndle alld swallowed the liquid. 

He drfuv an egg trom his left slGeve, held it up 

'before him between his fingertips and then plaoed it on the 

table. He dre1:v another fron1 his right sleeve. 

Nonohalantly he drew a. number of eggs from his hair, his 

~ / pooket and tb;e 1I~ ot his trousers.., 

He hicooughe.d. - ~he hiooouih thJ:tew him forward a 

l1t1;1,(I, and another egg rolled out from under one of' his 

trollser-legs t , He stood still, gazing down at "th.e egg with 

horror. tIe tried. too smile at th.e au:dienoe. He waited,' 

seem1~lg to listen apprehen.sively, and tllere wa.s silenoe. 

~~in he hicooughed, and tbis t.im,e three or :four eggs f$11 

noisily from his oollar"the cuff of his sleeve and one of 

hispookets'lJ He remained sta.nding in the same 11os1tion, 

I 



with a. troubled. plea.ding look. 

The moment.s passed and the hiocouga di.d not come ~ 

with relief and smiled ~~aciouslY. 

and dra,! l1imself up e But jUJrt as he was about to pick u.p 

his wand he hicooughed ag;<ill, an+hie ti:lllo a huge spotted 

oetricnegg rolled qUietly out of ilis trouser leg.and oame 

to rest a :tIew feetfl"om him. 

He first looked defiant t thai'l wep·t. He walked 

furiou.sly to the oentre of the stage. 

sud.denly. He went b8~ckto the table and. began th.rowing 

his properties in-to the wings wi-th ~~n imr.ne:use clatter. He 

pushed the barrel onto the floor, l~()lled it. illto the wings and. 

then sent the table a.fter it. He du.sted 111a hands off and 

7 etrolied ltlMt'nt1 steti:e,- to the other side of -the etatie. He 
"'-/'~ . 

whistled crudely, his hands in his pockets. As he' strolled 

a.bout. bored and pondering, the lights began to fa.do, and 

in a few llloments, thfJertage was in utter darknes.s. His 

wh.istling gra.dua~ly became less forthright, then ceased 

altqf€ether· 
The orchestra began softly playing a polka, and 

slowly the lights came on. 

pos1tton as before, bll.-'G the sta.ge ha~d.now been transformed. 
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~ere were now· tall pillar$ on 8i tller side. and where ·the 

'blaolt o~iaill wi tl1. the Christmas 1'0$8 had. been there we. now 

the wall of a large ballroom, with gLlt table. sad oha1rs.Re 

stared all abOu.t h1m,1Nrn1ng round QJl his heels lik". 

wondering ohild. 

Inv1sible guests oame to being tXJ 11\e 11;._.. 8Ad 
. , 

he moved. re8Jectfu.ll~ amo~ them. He ~e-8X'rangecl ille ;rr~d· 

flower 1n his button-hole and tried to smooth down thetult",'1 
. . 

ot' .~a8er heir ~ ~ t~ " t~e.. ~ip$ . of~s finger.. He wiped the, 

toes of: his shoe, .urrep'~~ 't1o~sl;r ,on hi's tro\lse~-1e'la as ~e 

walked. smiling to sometnewll.eneve%' h.e did.o. He 11.t ••• 4· 

to a group of peo~l~ gossip~ng~'ihfj~ h~, h1:wa?lf ;joined In. 

He gabbled sUe»:tly, 111s head thru.st forward, his lip$ mov1,ng 
, , 

with an extraordinary rapid1ty, his eyes dart1nl this way an4 

that. He found a partner. ,ltd.le'" 'to :Q,er and bowed. Th'7 

begen tlano1ng together. and he beoame por't17 sad solemn. He 

took r1~1d. little jump, u.p and 'down in the polka. holding her 

hand l'l1gh. A walts followe4, and this he danoed 8~e.e. fhe 

mustc, seemed to draw hi,:; lilib$ into mQvement. swooniag and 

dy1Dg aW81. the. lisht1ng up again. He moved with wonderful 

sureness. f.el1:vered helple8sly; 1n~o thEa musio. lie dancea.' 

'the Le.ruu~rs. 1iaki:Q.g loug. soft strides round axu!. round the 

stage, na,,~ow17 avoi41ng the other Bl4e$1iI. 

fheQroh.'iiJ'8. s$opped su.ddenly in. the mid.dleo: a 
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ohord, and he wu struck S1ill.. He 1001£e4 about him .. the 

spell broken. The guests Iseemed t,o d,raw away_ He beoame 
. ., 

PBD:Lo~strlokall 0.11 the thought of the~r leaving him.- Be ran 

, lQ t,he ,lid e Of ~he at age to bloak th~ir exit. He sn.apped 111. 

fingers 811 l1hem. bl.w~see~ at them. cla.pped ~s hands and 

PQlnted with. pathetic gaiety onto the stage ~ i\\t the Q.:roae~tra 

remained sil.ent. ill. pillars on either side rose slowlY' 

Q~ok into the files. fhe ballroom wall save place to the 

'bla~k ~ta1n _ag~n" ~~d~~~_gilll ?he.1r~ and table$$ank 

underneath the at age by trape. ForlQrn and $a4, ,he walked 

to the f oot11ghts • 

Iietook 'an 1t.t,!~s1'bl~ ~~~le from his pocket and. 
po11shecl 1 t on his sleeve'. ae took one b1 tat chewed it, 

thiJU ate the wl101e apple w1 th fierce vorao1 ty. ~w1rlingit 

round SJ'}.,d rou.nd 'i.n his fingers. 

Be put his hands in his pockets agai", e.ad we.llced to 

the middle of the stage, .taringa1; the fl.oor. fhe~e wsu,; 

811enoe..l1e whistled a snatch of one of the tune.s to which 

he had detlcetl. He danoada few steps and smiled to himself. 

He sighed nostalgioall-y. and there were two Gr three very 

quiok spur1;.s 01 water from his a.,el. 

From somewhere behind Mm came the sound of SQ:tt 

;'dyl.l" mllSic t full of bird~nQ~el. He stopped and ¥stened. 
/, 

He turned and a& he did eo the baQk~drGpcu.:rta.in rose into 
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Behind 1.t waa a sunlit balustrade w:1. th a narrow 
p 

flight of stairs leading u.p to it. There were i;hree arChEi'll 

in the Gothic, style, and these were oove;red wi ilk wild 

climbing roses and other 'bless.me in profUll1on. ADQVe1ihe 

three arab.ee were wZ'itten. the words·, "Le beroeau 4e ver.dure 
. , ", '. .' . .,~. ," '.., ..• _ '.' ", . ,.1 ',d U " ... _.' . 

the l»alU81ira.d.t~ behind the arches. 

Be walked slQ'i!;l up the at a1ro811 e;. laa1ng at everzrr­

thing wi th ;b.1s mouth olea. Ai'i the top he began ~me1l1ns 

1iheblosaoms. Be smelt them11ke ag1raff'e. lon~neelted •. 

• lande~ sad inquisitive. He.tooA on tip .. tos to smeUa . 

partioularly full flower. ~e id711 :mUSic ceased,; Ht;/smel1i 

the flower. then wanted to pull 1 t dowa. lIe graape4hol-d 

Qf it, than pulled. A flood of wat·er 1natant17 poured 
. " 

down allover him" He yelle4 ou.t ... It baoSlDe a CQ11tinuou. 

dOWl1:.pOur, He tried, to 81ruggle back down thes1iaircase ~ldi 

be,oame entansled ,in the branohee of tl'+e willow-tree. A~ las1. 

r.lrenohed to theska, he threw hl.llleelf ou.t CJf one Ctlf the 

arohaa, and. 1a doing tb1s he 'brought down with him to the 

.1uage all the wJ..ld climbing roses. He s1.;otdweep1ng end 

yelling aJlQM t.hem, and the Q'tU'lli1n feU. 

fharewu a· great roar of applause. HelleBore 

eheaged quoklJ' into hi' .• equ1n O(HIVwile at the a14e of the 

1'he trapese was lowered., and he eat oa the czt08s-118J'. 
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a,wa, lifted ~p into the flies. ,and -the OlU'1ain rQse slain., 

!!here was a pau.se d~1ng whioh the stage was' emptl, then 

Hellebore Qams c'hnVll f:rom the t11eson the trapeze in hia 

sparkl1ngeequi. su! t. The applauee gr:ew louder, and he 
waved his hand. 

Lorrain.e opened his eyes end $tarted in Me ohail'. 

H"~ picked u.p the telephone, 

Lorra1ne: Get me the sta«e •• :. Rullo.... Rullo. yes ..... 
..... ,... ~ 

Wha.t the devil's that noise? (U$ieniyllfol 

He put the receiv~r bao1:t' 'and ltared before him., 

He got 141' and 'lent to the ,gallery' .. door. sad 98 he opened it 

~h. applause grew lo~der. He looked down.at .the stese. ~e 

ourtain was at that moment up and the stae;e empty.. fhen 

Hel~ebore oame oartwhealing tl'om the wings in hie sequin 

costume, He jumped to h:1.s feel just ~hort of the footl-ighte. 

od 'bowed.. .The Q\lr'$a1n came downage.in and Helle.'bore 

strolled. to the side of the stage. He 4abbedhia neck'Wi __ h . , 
a handkerQbief. Amurratra.nforward and s~ook him bl the haa.d. 

Lorraine went back tQ his ,des.k: and pu.t hie ~ &cke'i 

on. ~hen he went down to the ate.ge b;V 'thewoodea staircale,. 

Hellebore took off his wig> end sli.pped be1nveen 

tllG folds of the curtain whioh two atteXldant8 were h.olding 

'baekfor him. The applau.ae ,g;cew into a huge roar as he 
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appeared 'un~er the 1ellGW spotlight in his ~:parkling $eqtU.~­

«r.ess. _ He bowed low with the wig .in hisr1ght hand. 

13ehind the cl1rtai.n sQsneshiftere were putt111g ~p 

the oa.ge f arN1dok:' e aot. Itewalls were abou.t ten :feet 

high. w1ih spikes at the top ourvi.llg1uwanls. N140k 8'$00481 

the side in evening clothes and a top hat. He stood vary 

still. Vlatoh1ng tlJ,e ,o~eshifters at work. Behind ,b1111,~q~4 

E~lza ~d Helena long Oh1nese tea-go~s tUld sandals. the.1r 

hair shining wi th oil and gathered at the back into buns. 
, " 

Theil- 'Wes lyere pa1n't$~ to give theappearenoe of beiag .snow 

and slanted.-

\Vhen the we.llswereup the7 Viera oonneoted withe. 

wire oorridor in the wings along VlIn:-oh the tigerEl ,({o1..11de!fl;e~. 

N1dck t s table wes taken into the o age , then h1sother properties 
. ',' \ ' 

• 8., bl;e.ok ohes1l. a number of coloured eilk kerchiefs. two top 

hats. 8 large dioe, a wand decQrs.ted with tinsel. a t1~ 

barrel witA a goldeA tap. a saw, a. packGf!Q~d$,. two e~atl'$j a 

number of hoops M,d an 1mi tation ba,e$~drum. 

After the' eighth curtain Bellellora took his last bow. 

The yellow spotlight w~nt out and the orohestra :ple7edaga1a, 

N1dok. EUza and 'Helen went into the cage, and the 
l 

tlO&~ was l()oked behind them, ,At a si snal from N1dok two 

eoene$hi fteX'::3 raised the, grat1ngover the wi.re oorr1dor b7 

means of a ohaUt.,. and others standiDg in the winge Boaded the 
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en1mal.s. along wit~their pikes. The fir.; tiBer stopped 

two or 'three fu.,t:' frem the .entranoe 8l\d yaWllsd. It l~ok.d. 
ab(1).t·sleepily, then ste:reds:b thestasa. Il grQwl.ttd. at an 

~ttandant' s. pike. then walked slOwly, fOlrWU-d, 1~s l1ee1lh·. 

little bared. EliJi&. wei ted at the entranQs'wi,·tl:t. 8. t~a.J.'t. 

~.iP. 11dokoaUe'd'to the tiger ar>.d showed it a 11001'11 

the"right hand s1.d~ .• ",,., Elisa trailed ber whip ~lQag the' 

;floor towards the s;;ool. coaxing it it 

again" It stared first ~t N~dok,. then at her. It wa.lke.d 

peert. her whip e.~~l~~.~~ so:rtl!o~t~_ ~h$ b~~,· turnirtg '0 growl 

a:t hex- as she went t.owards theentrmnce again. 

When all five tigers were on their boxes t1\. $Ota,-
;:, 

shifters lowered the grating again, and the It'adl1gb."t came 

on. Nidok stood behind his. table, wi th Eliza and Helea O~ 

eithezr side. :Behind them the tigers waited Q%l thai" be.a • 
. watehfu.l and drowsy.. The ourtaill rose. 

Lorraine shook hands with Hellebore fenerlt11', lie 

gazed into his eyes. nodding ali the time. \Ju:tsariag nQ'tJ:P.f,lg. 

He put his arm round ,hisshol4lder,. mIld together they went 

towards the pa~s-·door ,;between· en avenue ·tf jQ~tling peopl .• , 

all of \VhOlU were trJ'"1ng to ocngretu,1ate Hellebore or p:resent 

him with flowers. 

The dressing-..'room: door was <?pen. Wait1aB1u14e 

were Bernard Cbarpent1er,li'~ani:ine Berger andJee,a ar.>.dti.ette 

])uloi .. ]Jordeaut On tlle right 88 Hellebore 9;p.tere4 WaS a 
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as high as a man, with the letterS in "hi te rQsee aga1ut 

a red baokground. He pointed. to it with aston1shmeat a. 
The men shook han~s with Aim, 

him on the Qh,eek. 

LGrraine took Charpentier aside just b1t~ deor. ' 

LQrraine (~!l a e12Wv~ige): Take oare of him. I,mar'_ I 

must slip u.pstairs :for a minute or two. 
• '" '.. ~ t _ 

Ohall'snt1er nodded, and Lqrra1ne qu.1etlJ left th.e 

J?()0I1, olosing th.e door behind him., 

Helle bore: (~urn1n6) WhEt~~.' 8 he off: to? 

Charpeat1er shJ'u.g,e4 1118 show..ders end smiled •. 

LQrraine re1u~rned tQ his offioe, Be eat down at 

his deak again end put hi.a lett hand over his e7 ••• 

11dok took 011-. Qae Of thasides of the l)a$$.i~ 

and held it alott. Eliza bent down and curled her •• lf Uf 

insi(1e the drtUD. and Ae pt1.t the side baok. aCt, tbatshe 

oO'u.ld no longer be seen. . Be rolled the d.rw'4 $l.twlr tro. 
onesiiie 31 the oage to the other,. then he to~o.hei it 

$everal times with Me wand. He again remOved oneal the 

~he ~ was now 

empt;r. He lifted up thearum-8irdle and showed it to the 
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audienoe. .Be held;hel1r41e over one of the tigel'$,j and 

it leapt tl\roUgh it onto another 'box. 

lidols: then. looked abottt h.-lm With a frown .•. He wenl 

up to aaother cd" the tigers and spoke to it. The ttger 

r8i~editaelf UP. slowly- glaD.oe4 trom one side of thamilg. to, 
o • 

the crblutr. then leapt 'to the floor. It began pX"owli~g""O end 

fro aorose the st age. and Nidok watched 1 t olosely. !,~ well,t 

across to the ble.Olc o)le,s1.; at, the far side of the 08.geq4 

Cl:0wled there. lidok followed it tQthe chest, then pulled 

open the 11d, ,end Eliza stepped out wi th a smile. 

Charpentier lST on the divan with hie ,hee.daga:l~1-

the cushions. Jean and Pierre Du.lo1.:Sordeau. sat on one 

J eille of the i'1re.HellebQl'e in an easy chait;! on the other. 

Fro.nr~iae.,a1J on a low etQololose to Hellebore. Bel' .l\a1r 

was now brushed straight dQw1).to her shoulders, and $he WQ 

dressed in a white silk evening gQW~ • 

~he 'rese1nB~table had now been clears.d Qf Hel1ebQre-t J 

paints and oreSll1$, and was oovered from end to end. with 

some fifty or sixty champ~e glasses f 

Hellebol?el le11, what did you. th1~k was uP. thea? 

Ollarpeatiers I was puszled, Jaok, like everybody.leu •• .All 

your r~;e11ng abQut:1toked to me part of th.e 

ao1$,. So did your eollap,le. I Wa$ just going 

",0 )~t out laughin.g and the ou.rtain fell. 
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It WSI Uke having the doorcloaed til one's 

Hellebore I D1d the lights go up?' 

Oherpenti erl Oh. yes., 

Hellebore! .1 C)Q'" understand 11". I went ou that ste_ 

with realf1rst n,ight nerves.' b~; the minute I 

got near, the piano I felt aU right. I w.a" .,.'... . ,.' '" ' ;. ' 

aust siHIt.am1ng l.l.p:Ucely, theD my legs ",e:at 

weak.' No, first q:f all something fJeemeclto 

get hold of me tn the bell;y. tmi I felt 'lIlT legs 

gO.r I t~ied "be stand $t111. but of courS$ w1:th 

ever;vbod7 s~ 'arlng at me ! lost 11I3b.eai. 

Qb.arpent1ar: Were you 'UtiQoneofo't.UJ? 

Hgllebore: Eye:ryth1~ webt blaok for a feY' nd.au,llest:tha1i',s 

ell. When IaUl the. t curtain come d OWA I 

o,oul\l, havs' wept .• 

ClLsrpeJ3.t1e!rt You did W$$P. eo LOu1S tol.4 me. And yoy. ~Qld 
, ' 

a ~ agehand, thathEi had'lll.o! on hi'S f1f1gen. 

(Leu&hi.n6) I shou.ld like to have seen hie 

taeel Dt;you~membe.rsaying that? 
, , 

Relle'bore (!lAth a 'ired sm11~) s Yes. Now I looked do\VJls; 

that hand and I oould have ,worn there watt 

blood 8.~1 over the f ingers ti 

Oharpentie;r1 You were delirious. my dear ob~.. A:t):a'wav. I 
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1 shallez.plain the whole thing 1n tOllO'r;row 

morningf e edition. Itfll melee a good stor,., 

A hushea sigh Of,8lU',Prlse came trom the au.dito:r1ua. 

Cberpent1er yawned, end Jeaa lluloi-..Borde8u looked up at 

hanplne. 

What was 80 dangerous abtut you.rfriend Be~ 

~~~~~~, 

,'rantine . s'ert~~. and gl.~Qe4 at Hellebore .. 

BelleboreJetal~~ij ~t 'T~'_ J1M~Uilgl half-sQ, Q,sed ez:e1"): __ • 

what,·dO -you QiOW about S1!lJlC80n? 
• - • I • " • "', 

Jean: W" met hia ia the ffl3er this afternoon, 

Helle ) .• 1'8 I ""? . 
Jean: Lo:-ra1ae t 014 ~e to. :a:e wanted ltl,.a kept aw.., 

from you. '&h1s .l3!teraO(Ul. 

Hel1ebon C ae;t()n~.s¥cl) 1 Where 1e he now, then? 

Oll.. we didn't do him 8ll1' harm • 

Oharpentier (t2, Rel;lebgre): Is this the YQung man who 

called on you lasl J'light' 

Hellebore (!it! @lei, 0BI.S): Yea. 

Ollarpent1ert !ad a friend' of Franqine 1:8' 

Hellebore: 

Jean: He thoughtSanpon migllt be e. blaokmailer. 

He aaked us to protect you against hi., at of 

OQ~$e we said TeB rtsht awaY'. 
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Oharpent 1e:r (qhlaokliae:): Poor Albert 1 

Jean (tum~D'. tob1mp ): ~ua'ft be right, then? 

Helle 'bore: 

Je8.D.: 

Helleborel 

Jeaa: 

Kellelore t 

Jean I 

Pierre: 

01 oourse, hewesnft. 

lieU. that', whai I sud'. 'He was suoh a 

. polite young man, an.d he tol.d US h.e kl\ew, 

:rz:~Qin~~, ... 
What hap;pene~ in the fOTer" lhen? 

We·told lU.m TOur rehearsal had been ·0 .. oe1114 
_ • • ~ • .., ,> J • 

8lld would he wa1 t for you .1 the h~tel.. So 

.. took b.:1Dl. along to your hotel. 

And there wail I rulUling allover t111& theatre 

trying, ~o. f~d,. 111.m. 

We're SOrry', ,Jack. 

Yes. 

F~XJ.Q1lloe (b&1iterlz): LOr'rai118 tbrealetl.e4 to threw me 0\\1 

fer en couragil'lg intru.der S. • 

Oharpentier: Oh, you. mustn't take thai tQ 11.8.1;. You ought. 

to know ~o~re1n. b7 now Ii Fren\dne. IGth1ng 

oan be done about his 11ttle night.area. Oa17 

afterwards d0811 he reali,ethe ·truth, . and ;11.1-

he sufters the most terrt,)le remoree. Sa you 

Beean't take hi..s th.'reat very seriously. 

(tl.1N at. i;he .. o'~11y,) And I sometimee wonde~ whether his 

little n1gb.1maree aren't useful to us ell. 
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~he1 ct, k~$:p US ~ al.ert, Aad:1 t' 8 poss1b'l., 

Jaok, l1hat, wi. thou~ this ,nightmare ,of hisaboat 

FOur 70\1llgfriend we wQuldn't be 81 ttinB here, 

~ow wei ting for ;,V'QUl' gas.tato come in anci 
'. - .I! 

toast y~~ ~~ealth. Yarur yoUAg friel1d OQuld 
~ 

Dave 'been up to some mischief. And how we.a 

Lorrai,ne to know? 

I oould baYe told him " 

Qharpen-tiers D~ ~~~ ~o~ • . ~ ~el1eve he ~e $'ijQ.del1l1 become 

an~" old man_, " ~~·~te. ~~~~e~. ~ the la8~ few 

,,-eye?' He :Aeads OlU." SJl1lpath;r. Jaok. 

Hellebore (l.auCh1y): Yes, we'll have an appeal fua4. 'M3t 

f~1en4. are fII3' fnends, ,and I won t't have L,or~ 

reine ~:r tU:l;V'bodt else interfering wi ih them. 

First he runs a seoond programme. then he $el. 
Jean and Pierre on a good friend of miae. . Oas 

of thee'. deys he -11. get himself into bad 

trouble. He t 11 end in the law-cour1s if he 

ien. f t oar eful...' I ltnow ,a thing or two' about' 

Lorraue that m:1.8h t interest the police. Then 

he'd t\Ull to me fGr help. I met LQrraine 1,011.1 

'before you did, Bernard. ani I '11 give. you 

a word Of ad vioe t when he looks old end 8a4. 
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watch out fQr yourself, he t • up to something. 

Oharpentier .( to Frauoine),; What was 7Q~fr1end' .. idea in 

calUDg on ,JaQk ls.st night, then? 

Francine Cloold.p.sa:gl11mo,?ldlzl: Lorraine asked me- that if 

How am I ;0 knQW? I tm not reepOJle1blefor 

wl1a.t '!1l'/' fri~ds dOt Perhaps ,:be oalled QnJack 

to see the, father of e omeone he had served WilA 

during the Wel"l • and .whom he burl 84. 

C~r:pentier (lao~it~ll') t I _~ee~ 

He smiled at he~_~d got ,:uP fro~ the divan. 

Obarpent1erl Wheneye:r ;YOU,. meDtion the War to me lOU aoua4 a 
, . 

little harsh. Fre.nQ1ne. (WallQnstowarde her) 

Do 7QU, ,lm" what: I diddurins your Wert . 

FraxlU,1 ne ( ttt fft'i!Ji a tAG-s allee.): J 0 • 

ObarpentierJ I kept rq bead well down. f~Qk1ns his bea4 

:,;11;, a. ollu.ekle) Whereas you were posi ti.vely up to ,"our .,.e,1 

113. blood:, wel'an"i. you? 4nt\ bY' the look oa 

your f8~e you are goiJ)g toe.s.k me w~ I should 

have oonsidered myself different from anybody 

else. Jut I wo'n'1; let you say it, because 11 

would be SQ bFtH ,. ~e.~ t $ the trouble wi tl). 

heroe, and hero1nee.1sa '1 it' - tl).el"r. so I 

It°;iy-
He teaSed ~er w~th asm11e end she lowered, her eyel. 
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li':raagiI18: I w8Bn1 t going to SEW tll.at, as a matt er Q,f facti 
we.M 

Charpentier. IS, the gl'S.<;,e of God we ar spared 'it, thea. , 

( ~urrJ1PiendgoiDi,t~ ~s!s the d ocr) IshBll go up 9lldaee 

the old gentleman J).OW" (Y1iYh .. Clan.,oeat 

!r7 a~ pr~t~n~ 1ou~re, a human 'being • .., dear. 

The reeultsmight "Qe ~te:rfJ$t1ng. 

Helleb.o:re 1~USAtl4. lie patted Fran91ne'e a.J;'m. and 

Oharpentier lei, the r.OQm. 

Nid~k took off hie top hat" He col,lap,sed it sad 
., ... ,.. _. -. 

opened it again. He twirled it round on h1s finger-tips, t' ' ' , ' ' , , " ., b, ~'."" , '" , 

,i'he~put it. orown down~erd8 Q~ the table. 0" Blisa brought him 

e. large green kel'a'Q.ief. then an ,orange one, then a yellow 

one, and these he pushe4 doWl! into the 11.at. Helen ,QX'Q'ugh1i 

him, a m~ve kereh1ef, (. violet and a ,pu;r.ple. Be "tllDled the 

ha"\; 'brim downward, with the silks in$1de.. Be tapped it o-t 

twioe wi_ ~ wand. He t:b.ell lifted ~t. ana two doves flew) 
from undern.eath .. ~ 

!rhety flew \i> out of sight behind the prosoEtn1wn 

eroh. N~dolcjEliza and Helen gazed upwards. an4 etters. 

pause thed .as oame fll;l.tter1~ down tJ'om the flies. eme ~ 

Qf them oa:rr1ede. green .~eroh,.iet "a it$bill, the other e. 
tlr,"" 

mauve.. They ealtlEl~ o~N~'okt. shoulders. He thanked~w1tll I 

&. nod anti took the k~r"Mefs from their 'bille. !rhey new 
up aga1A anA this time they 'Qrought an "l'anse ~eroh1ef &ad 

a V101e1i. fhey-tlew beok for$: 1ih1rd t1me Qd returned 

wi th the yellow and purple keroh1.eta., 
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fhere was a l1ttleo~e.pping. 

Charpentier entered. Lorraine's offioe" Lorraine 

indicated a ohair and yava,uad. 

Charpentier, You ought to be downstairs wi ttl Jack. He 

has just taken eight curtai:r18and there you 

are a1 tting wi th your head in yOUl' hands. 

Did TOU. 6vrext. eee the turn? -

Lorraine; No, Bernard.. 

Charpent~e:r sd:.~hed,;., 

Charpentier; I've. ~eel:l he~1llt? B etraD.f?:s aocount dGWJlstairs 

Of how you sent the Duloi-»o~deau.1 to w&71a, 

e. hermlelus young friend of Franfiine·s, 

I wa~'t to lcAow he w. hermle,se, Eve%'jrth1ng 

seemed different before 'the ash.-. I felt 

sofeveriah. 

Cl'larpent1eri :Bu.t that sort of behaviour can get Tau :LntQ 

the law .. oow;·ts. 
t. 

Lorraine (with a rt:riSdlZ File) t Xl wouldntt be for the 

fi. rat time. 

QharpSl\1l1ert You threatened J'rauqine w1 th d1am.1esal, I . 

'believe. 

Lorraine: You. .know. :Bernard, I thought that was the.u1 

Of rrt:Ioereer when I saw him lying on tha.t 
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~ age • I thou.Bht :1. t Was' the en.a of all of' 

•• C-!law~llBe.gain) 1:fee1 so tired I Qould 

sleep the' eternal sleep. How qu,1e1 every-

thillg 18., Who's on? 

Ohal1>ent1er: E1eelheim.,·· 
) '.,-+ '.' ~ ". ' •.. ,., .~,-

Lorraine 1 All, that 9xglains it. 

He got l1P a.nd went to the door leadi:Q.I out Q&'(;,o 

the gallera-.. .Chspen~~~ followe4 him. end togetherthe7 

loo~ed dG~ ~t ~~e ~~as~.~ Eli.a was trying to ooax Qne 

of the t1s;ers "baok to iii, box. Sbe was "tiraili1lg herwll1p 
- . ~ .,~ . ~, 

along the floor in front of t_ atd.mal, her head and sh,014-

del's bent forward ... _ .. ~~e,,_.t~~e~ .. _wa~ohe4 her, its long boa;, 

stretched out, and srowle4 a:~ the whip. B1dok stood at 

the table drawing off a . derk liquid from the barrel into 

a wi.n ..... gLass. ~hro~bout the th.eatre tha~'e Wtall utter 

silenoe. apart from the tiler-. ~_ growling. 

Ollarpent1.er en.d Lorra1118 returned "to th$ oft1ee and I 

clQsed the door. 

Hellebore leaned forwar'd and warmed his hendea1i 

the fire. 

Hellebore. 

118 ali-va,. That·'s why I hate tltLs room. 

(L~. toha!}o1J!-e) Have YOU to14 Lor'raine about that? 

j 
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lrangine; IQ.. I t~nlc 1 t' 8 a lovell' ro om .• 

Hellebore" looked, 'about; him sad aml1ed..- He glanoed 

back at the draS$lng-table and the ~e1Jl$ beh.1nd :I.. t ,; 

Hellebore I 

hanc;L_et I·t o~ .. n.e.edS to be llved in. 
Hellebore' (mow Jeanalain) : Who was he to pro:teol me .• sl it 

. . _. ,3 _ •.. 

I hadn'1 got e. m1¥#1 9fm;r owa. It I want to 

be rob.'bed .. G~ ~dna;ped' or blackma1led., thEll i. 
11fT ·own ln~siD.e.u5. I'm tree. I oo~d l..eave 

the stage tomQrrow if I wanted to. I like 

. "being alone, s1Jen.dillB. 9l'l my own two fee1tl YQ~ 
- >- ~ ~ 

nav~. g~~._ .ea_.m~I.1~~e ~~ 7o~~elt in the g1rcllG. 

but at le8$t your 13088 _ever 1n1;erfered w1tl\ 

your tnea4s. 

fherewa. a~dden hU.$~e4 $ound of applause trom the 

8'L\dit9rl \UI1 blel ow, end Lorra1ae I" telep Aone rillS • 

LQrraine,,' $pealdng. (~~at~D11.¥) Yes.. 1. thou.ght 11 

looked aliltle .sl~w. (L1sten1H). 11; doe, •. 

• gwad sl1'bdu.ad.· I'tll oome down,. 

He Pl.lt t·he reoeiver do",*, end l.ooked at Q~ent1e~. 

Lorraine: 
. ' 

went dead qnc i1A1tlAe1l1. I thought 1 t lOQked. 

slOli. d1anf t 7o~t WeU, oae o1aJlneveraCQQ~t 
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for'1hese th1np. 

Charpentier: Were there ·,at'lIil';oalls' 

1t to ·heew1i. of oourse.ae 1;alceB ,verylhi:a.g 

10 he~1i. It 11. go dO wa. 

;Lorra.1zle left the Qff1.ce br tl\e gaUe%'3'-~OO~" 
~ ..,. . . ~ - '. . 

Oha:rpeJlti'e~ by the other 9ne. Lorra111~ h~:rr:Le4 down to 'the 

stage. He slippa'betweeatha rwmiae;stagehau41s, .jumped 
• , ~ ~ • I - C _ _ ",_ L' .. 

over o~e of Nidok's oolo~e4 'boxel, 'b~t to avoid fa. .W1nB~ 

fla.j sa. d mad ei for the r1gh. t of' the s 11e se t''-
!lUla craoleell her, ~l:li~ at, one Of t~~ tile~. who 

hads;opped, on"i~s waf' a;,~, tJ:1~ w,1re Plis~ge_. ~he:re were 

teal'S 1n her eyes 1/ Lor:ra1ne QaUed to her and ehe'tiu.n1ed. 

Lorraine flak __ he!' hand,) s \VAat wetlt wrong_ urI d.ear? 

Eliza (bra atM •• Stl t tltrOu.,h. here o'b'!l ), There WQ ~ \Ui1 

Lorraine I 

El1P1at 

,no go. 1n 1 t 1TolligAt., H,e cou.ldn '; gela1'l;V1ll.tng 

o~t of them. 

No,. lha t til v4'J.a"ti I,oan t t undere1; and if It f Ie. 

be~t1fu.l laC1, Alberl. i,414 the ,.sma tij.:ql 

U B~ssel.se fQr1in1gl1t e.go~l1d the7 WQtald.n1t 

lei: him go Qt: tl\e .1:i1iase. He seemeCi 1;Q4 ... 

:are 't~on1ghl. R.'. lii:rolc ... -hearled abo"" it.· 
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Be' $ gQillg to ask you to cancel his oorrtrso" t 

Y01:1 WOl1"t ~Q ~t1 will you? 

Lern.ine (avertip.s h1s faoe): Well, perha:ps he does need a 

rest. 

Eliza (shH1as~s_ arm) tNo. Alberll' Once you cancel h1s 

contraot he"ll never tr.J 8881n_ Look at me. 

~.e.a~*:,,_lr.9U,:!l~~'~ _ ~~oel his contraot,. ev. 1t 

he pleads w1 th you. will you? 

He looked at her tenderly for a moment. 

Very well, thext. 

faa 8ro .. 1Stlps cam~ on. and t119 staas was cleared for 

the ohor1JJl~ ,~~e orohe.~ta etru?k up asa1n. Elisa. end 

LQrraine walked behind the baok-drop tov1ards the wQod,n 

,1udirC8se. 

Lor:ra1net Oome up to the offioe" Elise. 

Nt. t want to ohange llOY/., I'll see YQU,.t 

Jaek' e parGj. 

LQrraine looked abO'Qt him. then grippecl her arm 

Lerraine; ,Leaveh1m, El,.iaa~ Let Iiele. lQQk 'siteI' h.1JlI 

fer a. 11 ttle 'wbile i Don 1'1; gO away $Q $() 01.\. 

Stf\1 he ~ on . \'\hat ever terlDS J"Ot;l like t~ make ," 

I shall agree to al'(Vthil).g i Wil.l ;you? 
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Bl.1Ia(B~~1l.'8ell.·8e '-.~:.l\e had!}.O. ~E;ae£.slt'.Bii) 10 .• 

Ib" answer vr-tll alwaY'l· be. no·. Alwqs ~,,~.,. 
I , 

Even if l'oli, aq:Qel his 0 oatracrk I shal1e;, 

away ~t1S1' the_me., I 4oJl.-' DQW where I shall . . . 

11.<1,. b~~ I"~h~~t stayh~re. 

Lorr.a1 ••. ,Cw,L ~~w1as ~Jf boSl'ld): Forgive me for. 8IJk~.S ;VOtl, 

~e~!_. _~_ff(. ·;1,,11. ~OX'B1ve .18.e. .. -e,' . 
BUlle. Cpst at his e;flr:e.t:I~.h. I., lQ' tear. I ~.~ 

. \ , ,,'~ .. , 
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Kellebere t1died the div8ft cover and patted dOWR 

the cu.shione where Oharpentier had Deen 171ms. 

Helle'J:) ore I 1111 you. :n,elp m~ unbutton., Fran91ne' 

She fol~c;Med him. ~eh1nd the screen. w4ereal ... 1; 

40vm on a stool, B.nd began. unbutton.1IlB the baok. of his .,.quia 

'~ees. 

'1here was a lalock at the door and 8Om.Oae oame ia. 

Fra~qi~e looked . round t~ soreen .• 

Fran~ine ~ GoQd evening 1/ 

Helle b·ors (tLumi!e;.) t Whe is 1 t? 

Mr. Eiselheim" 

. Hel'le'bore stared at her 1n a8toJUldweat. 

HelleQQ::t:e: Tell him to oome through. 

He stQQQ. up, and N1dok oame to the ed,. of ii •• 

screen. He wore hie overooat and . was carrying fa ha __ ... 

N;Ldokt 

He11ebQre; 

I sh~l take very little If 'lour time. 

Won tt you. sit down.? 

F3:'a~1ne Berger went back to the hearth. where the 

brothers Duloi-Bordeau were sL tUng • 

Ni4ol( (nervouplz wert,chilli. 1l1.l'!.) l Ie), thank you. ~ I must gtl 

1mme die te 11' • 
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Hellebore stood awkwardly by his stool wi ~ his 

sequin costume open at the baek. 

J1dok, (in a~'f!er vo.ioe), I The e:tad1e:Qoe d~e'" OJl me. 

aella bore gasped. 

Hellebore: 

Nldok* 
Hellebore; 

You got the bird? 

Not exaotly.' .Bul 11 amQunts t(lJ the same thing. 

Oh, well,. it won't happen.. tQrtlon"Qw night. 

I tve eom~ ~o tell you that I shall be :;Leav1a& 

Par"is t oaight • 

HelleDQrEt ' ( with a frown):' Why? 
Q.. 5 . _ " 

lidG.k (h1.$ eles i.B llle f'l~o~) 1 I fa el I' m no 1,Qngel;' fi 11 

for.~he ~~a~~:~,' ~ •.. ~DStenle7. I haV8J1't had 

a rest for twelve 1'$8r.. l,".'beginning to 

re.l.y on myraputation, ana. I don't ll4.ak of 

ftew tl11ngs a,1 I used to. I have lost the 

PQwer of ... (lle:s11El.j1ps) ... putting th1ngeintQ 

effect. Just now I asked L,r~ne to oanoel 

'l1I9' QOn1~act* 

Hellebore (instantly;) J \'iAa"b d1.d ~e $a7? 

:N1dokl 

Hellebore, 

Be agreed it was wiee,. 

Don't lis t en to him. Eiael:b.Ei3. •• 

lidok1 ): shaJ..l leave Jar:i.stonight whateve:r he th1QlgJ. 

HelleDore CpUl.~led.}: iu;.1 1t 1en tiJ all if they had reeJ.ly 



• 
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you, 

'!heme things dellead on a men t. state of con­

fidenoe, as you ml.lSt lalow. 1It'. F1nsta.n.+ey. 

I have lost f~1 th in nl7aelt, What'. whytjle, 
- ..... - '''' ., 

died on. me., In the last; fewm~~t~ I have , . 

been 1me~!lin~, to myself all sQr~s ot enm~t1 

where there baa 'been none. ~ a sure s1snot 

1117 we~$ss •. ,,8. an~.:re $1 gn that I had OQa' t G 

bel1e,:e i~,the power of Qther people over me, 

and no longer 1a JJy .• QW'JA. I saw you on the 
, , 

et.~.e ~h1s a~;;~~~, .• ,,~ th ~Uz~. and I thougll~ 

there must be sozne GH)ne'piracy against me 

between you. 

Hellebore, ,What conlpirao71 

l1.dok (e.f4PaE;ra~se4tt Ell.a has been miserable with uy 
latelJ. and it seezued to be 1\a.t'ta'a1 tAat 8h$ 

shoul-d OQ:p.sp1re vii th you. against me; O~e_1.7 

I shall pro b e'bll' return ~ 0 the ''1 ace. l:nl.t ••• 

I need e. long re$t., a long ;p eriQd of S 011 -;u<1". 

(Morebf!qalHJ) I wouit den7 I hoped it would be you. who got 

the bird tonight, I, kaew what Vias going O;Q. 

in LQrraine t s lTli~d this roorn1t.1& '(Il10 
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Wl1ai abo'Q,tT 

J.bout whether tbe s.ow ought to 'be poetpone4. 

All, 7e,$. 

ADd as a. oolleagll8 I shouldl1$va come alGug 

and" told 7~U~ ltwfls fla1.,. of '1lf9' wea.kr.\e,. 

that 1 41da'1.,' fh1s morning 'L()rrai~e wa.;ed 

toposlPQne the sbow, and I tried. to pe:ra,llaue 
.,.: ~ I ,', .' • \" I." < 

him to let you "go on. I d1Q. tl\at bec81.lEi8.1 
- .... ., ~ . "'", 

w~t~d~_!.O~·10 ,,~~e t·~ everybQ~ that 10U were 
finished -1 thought you were - end ao; DeOtlUSe 

I wanted him to give YOU a fair Qhanoe ,..Gsa 

7~u.-.. ~orB1ve_l!l~~.~~~t 

HellebQZ'e (mlUDbl~,Y)l o't oo~se, 

1"1d.ok held "Qui; his band _4 Hellebore took it ~ 
1140k, I wante~ to part tll'tm l'Ola on BOod t.erms .. 

Hellebore (uaQom;£ortab!z;) t ~e" will you. go now? 

Bidokl 

He11ebo':re I 

,1dolt. 

Oh, perhaps to Germany. perhaps to Polan;d. 

But there 1$ sOD1eth1r1g el~e I~ted to ask 

you. Will 7011 Ii. va Eliza ,70'tJr help if ,she 

a,e4,8 111 

Where is she p.,aw? 

III J1J8 dress1ng-rOQm. Sll. wants to go With me. 

~utI eh.,'t let aer. 
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W1l7 aot? Hellebore 1 

R1do1£l lleculllSe I am very deegly attached. to her. She 

mUl.1, br-.k a we:; from me, otherwise ,.lIbe J 11 %level:' 

"be aheppy YOUJ.1g woman. A1 pre.eDt I am her 

••• \UJefornot 'being hapw. Ishall:remove 

t1\&' .ouse. 
, .... . ~... .. .. 

1f1dok; 'GQOc1br~._~~ ... ~OUt then. Forgive me '1lf3 .. 

(with a .sm11e,) strange_.r;. 
, .... ." ,~. :.... (>.,~ ........ ~! .. '" • 

!hey shook heads. and Nidoklet1i the rOOl11silentlJ. 

Hellebore went to the edge of the soreen and stared atter 

him. He took a wh11;e flGWer from the 

roses aQdput 1t· to ~ no ... 



• 

loeae at !fhe Caea Oe11,& in tat Rue dll lois de :Bo\llQpe. 

fwo he'Wrs later, a1l about f1ft ••• minutes past m1dn1gJlt. 

A log fir. bum_a 1. Mana Oelida's bed.room. closl 

. __ 0 l' there was a table ltU,d t or: two. 'With· two bottles, 

several cover$a. 41shea and Ii liptea oaalelabra in the midcUe. 

On tAe G1ll.er' a1de ,of tlle room lI)url;re was a w141 four-poster 

bed taOlol.d b,. he, • .., 4ama.$k GUortaina. Whee. Gll.r1unns hunS 

down' :trom a <lome of.an-ad woed fixed to the ceili~. 

file oal.y light in the room wa. from the oandelab.ra. 
, 

leUebox-eeet on one of the oha1rIJ b7 the table, 

st111 in h1. avenine clothes, ana; Maria aelida lay on. th.e 

bed wJ. th tal ourtain,&t he,., aide halt drawn baok. He gale4 

into the fire, h:Ls 18S8 ."retohed out'oetore him • 
• '. {_'jl 

, long fur nap 187 over the baok of one of the ohairs. 

Jlar1a: I8hall Bever foreet, 11108. 'anees 70U did.. 
" COpeniDI her.yea and. lOlldng 801'081al him) You ·were 

IJ· 0 •..•.•• I .. ,. ,'" lit •.. FT'" 
qui ta near our box When ;you ate 1fhe apple, ;you 

mow. 
a. 

Bellebore: I tidn' t re~e. 'OU were there. Otherwise I 

could have given you a little nu. 
Begot up and went tow8fds the 'be4. He latdownei. her 

side, and 1the7 k1Me4. 

Maria ( 42iawing l:J1m fl4'rther don) OGme oloser .. 
, I . . 1. 

last nt_. 



1,111. __ 01'.8.1· Later. ,fe-ve gottl\e'.·ni'·i1l1t al1 to Qur.eelves. 

,DIQ1a.;. I t'eelhapP7,,_ 

Helleb.ore . 'fl~ins :t.nto, ller:ll!!) 'Shall we go tor a walk 
. ....•.• ,., ... ' '. " .. ,j .• "".,;";~,,,.'I,~J"" h 

'at4awa? ' 

Marial. He¥ 70u.,rn.u.iJteleep._, .'.4-- . ( \. 

H 
. ..AA_ .. " . .:' ..... : " 'He ~ ~ '~ ..,. '¥'I~ 

, .' ' ,., ~ ~\ .. ~.( lolK JfC,~~ '.' . 1 ~~lW.r"" . c.lJW'-. ~ ~ .;(;" 'n t: 
. ~:'~J.,.1t,;.He~eb~I Q,G.''''·t •• J. 1ob'&4 Sll1 lQnger. . ~ ..• ~tI..f. . 

. '. ~i?s,,,,(~ I~ :>".J. She,p~iil74. ~s ~derne.tb. her IiIhotalder.;"aadasat,n 
~t ., 

\ 

.' I~ 
/ 

" 

Fo'ot'''llpssoundedfrom above. them. andln.a,tantly BJ.ria 
" ' 

%'aJ..,Gd· he,r$9,lf on her elbows. SheUlrbene4., staring before 

he~.' 

Jl$ria,:Jin. 1\' Whisper) , . Who 1s that.' 

R.Uebo~Ea 'CgaalS1!B' 'h1w.i9:ea!lI 'dOll'ltlmoW. 

fbe' foolat~p$ lett'tb. ~oom, eboye ea4 . came dOb the ,tairl 
,I . • . :. ' 

"at 'the!ar:';end,of"the, OOXTi4'or,'leadintSto the 'bedl-Q_m" ;~.Y" 

slowl~ ,c,aiEuatie~~~l:h':,bedr(\)Qm ~d stoppec1Jl.l.et"oltttl14e,:_/' 

There, wasalisht',~oOkctn the door.: and Maria gr,lpp." Relle-

bore tIS ar.m. f~e7waitea. in e1ienoEl, . and "there was anQ'tiller 

louder knock.: 

5angsorl t(frint'.~. o!t!!~de:, SpEuik18 &J'f~ll) t J4'eria. d14 Giordano 

,~ome back: with ,701.1.? 

Neither of' them moved. Hellebore_tared at the tire. 
, , 

b~a1r forward .• 

Sangsonl 
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Maria: (Whis;p.~~e:: :t¢?iI.eU$~oNe a1lf1y E;1ntZ ,10 ~.I~) ae need. 

somebody. Oall him 1.. Please o all ~ in. 
Hellebore.(hol.~~!iher.o.uld,er~ndOWI) What :cea you do for h1a? 

l- . 
~eave1tLm aloae. 

Saageon walked a.way. ,and aftare. few moment. 8 door al 
" , 1"--1 44.'1 t~lk;... ~(LI:' 

the other end of the corridor closed. qu.1e;17. ' 
loA 'i1"""U', \w:..t ~ >tc.c..R 4""", "'" "G..v ~I~\<.r 
Hellebore: What 4.1d rQu mean~WheD. you a814 hi Reeatta somebody? 

Iw ,.Jot: )r~( 
Maria: t\ Oh. I dou't. mow .. he needs our help.:' 

'I '. ~. ~. ~ .... .e.cU' 
Hellebore. We mlUlt forget al)o14t h1m. "Le1i himAit h.e's got 

,"0 • ~" t k.';14 ) ... /~." 

He went to the door 8114 quiet17 turned the key in the 

lock. 11hen returnea to the bfJdanQ. .a~ down at her aide., He 

1ouOb.ed her brow. thea her haizt. 

Hellebore: 

a L ~ 


