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IX)NG DATS JOURNEY INTO NIGHT
By Eugene O'Neill I

ForCarlotta, on our I2th Wedding Anniversaiy j

Dearest: I  give you the oriffnal script of this play of old sorrow, Written in tears \ 
and blood. A sadly inappropriate gift, it would seem, for a day celebrating happi­
ness. But you will understand. I  mean it as a tribute to your love and tenderness 
which gave me the faith in love that enabled me to face my dead at last and write 
this play — write it With deep pity and understanding and forgiveness for all the 
four haunted Tyrones.

These twelve years. Beloved 'One, have been a Journey into Light — irtto love. 
You kmw my latitude. And my love!

G E N E
Tao House July 22,1941.

Characters
James Tyrone
Mary Cavan Tyrone, АЙ
James Tyrone (Jamie), Jr.,/fte/reWer son
Edmundiyrone, ґАе/гд'оми̂ егдаи
Cathleen, 5есол</̂ >/

Scenes 
Act I
Living room of the Tyrones'summer home 8:30 a.m. of a day irt August, 1912. 
Act II
SCEHEV. The same, around 12:45.
SCENE 2: The same, about a half hour later.
Act III
The same, around 6:30 that evening 
Act IV
ТЪе same, around midnight

ACTONE
Scene One
SCENE; Living mom of James Tyrom's summer home on a morning in Au­

gust, 1912.



lo ng  DAY'S JOURNEY INTO NIGHT. By Eugene O'Neill

At rear are two double doorways with portieres. The one at right leads into 
a front parlor with the formally arranged, set appearance of a room rarely occu­
pied. The otherppens on a dark, windowless back parlor, never used except as 
a passage from living room to dining room, gainst the waU between the doorways 
is a small bookcase, with a picture of Shakespeare above it, containing noveis by 
Balzac, Zola, Stendhal, philosophical and sociological works by Schopenhauer, 
Nietzsche, Marx, Engels, Kropotkin, Max Sterner̂ , plays by Ibsen, Shaw, Strind­
berg, poetry by Swinburnê , Rossettî , Wilde, Ernest Dowson̂ , Kipling, etc.

In the right wall, rear, is a screen door leading out on the porch which extends 
halfway around the house. FarUter forward, a series of three windows looks over 
the front lawn to the harbor land the avenue that runs along the waterfront. A small 
wicker table and an ordinary oak desk ак against the wall, flanking the win­
dows. , ‘

In the left wall, a similar series of windows looks out on the grounds in back of 
the house. Beneath them is a wicker comh with cushions, its head toward rear. 
Farther back is a large, glassed-in bookcase with зё1з of Dumas, Victor flugo, 
Charles Levet̂ , three sets of Shakespeare, ТЬе World’s Best Literati/re in fifty 
large volumes, Hume’s’’ History ofEngbind, Thiers* History of the Consulate and 
Empire, Smollett’ŝ  History of England, Gibbon’ŝ '̂  Roman Empire ahd miscellâ - 
neous volumes of old plays, poetry, and several histories of Ireland. The astonish­
ing thing about these sets is that all the volumes have the look of having been read 
and reread. *

The hardwood floor is nearly covered by a rug, inoffensive in design and color 
At center is a round table with a green shaded reading lamp, the cord plugged in 
one of the four sockets in the chandelier above. Amund the table within reading- 
light range are four chairs, three of them wicker arm-chairs, the fourth (at right 
front of table) a varnished oak rocker with leather bottom.

j '
It is around 8.30. Sunshine comes through the windows at right.

As the curtain rises, the family have just finished brealtfast. MARYTYRONE 
and her husband enter together from the back parlor, coming from the dining
room. . _

MARY is fifty-four, about medium height. She s 0  has a young, gracifulfig­
ure, a trifle plump, but lowing little evidence of middle-aged waist and hips, al­
though she is not tightly corseted. Her fcû e is distinctly Irish in type. It mu^ once 
have been extremely pretty, and is still striking. Itches not match her healthy figure 
but is thin and pale withthe bone Structure Imminent. Hernoseisldngtatistrtiight, 
her mouth wide with full, sensitive lips. She uses no rouge or any sort of make-up.
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Her high forehead is framed by thick, pure white hair Accentuated by her pallor 
and white hair, her dark brown eyes appear black. They are unusually large and 
beautiful, with black brows and long curling lashes.

What strikes one immediately is her extreme nervousness. Her hands are nev- : 
er still. They were once beautiful hands, with long, tapering fingers, ЬцігШ та-] 
tism has knotted the joints qnd warped the fingers, so that now they have an ugly’̂ 
crippled look. One avoids looking at them, the more so because one is conscious] 
she is sensitive about their appearance and humiliated by Her inability to control 
the nervoumess which draws attention to tfiem.

She is dressed simply but with a s r̂e sense of what becomes her. Her hair is 
arranged with fastidious care. Her voice is soft and attractive. When she is merry, 
there is a touch of Irish lilt in it. v *

Her most appealing quality is the simple, unaffected charm of a shy convent- 
girl yoUthfUlness she has never lost — an innate unworldly innocence.

JAMES TYRONE is sixty-five but looks ten years younger About five feet 
height, broad-shouldered and deep-chested, he seems taller and slenderer because 
of his bearing, which has a soldierly quality of head up, chest out, stomach in, 
shoulders squared. His face has begun to break down but he is still remarkably 
good looking — a big, finely shaped head, a handsome profile, deep-set light- 
brown eyes. His grey hair is thin with a bald spot like a monk’s tonsure.

The stamp qf his profession is unmistakably on hiiH. Not that he indulges in 
any of the deliberate temperamental posturings of the stage star He is by nature 
and preference a simple, unpretentious than, whose inclinations are still close to 
his humble beginning and his Irish farmer forebears. But the actor shows in all his 
unconscious habits o f speech, movement and gesture. These have the quality of 
belonging to a studied technique. His voice is remarkably fine, resonant and flex­
ible, and he takes great pride in it.

His clothes, assuredly, do not costume any romantic pari. He wears a thread­
bare,. ready-made, grey sack suit and shineless black shoes, a collariess shirt with 
a thick white handkerchkf knotted loosely around his throat. There is nothir^ 
picturesquely careless about this get-up. It is commonplace shabby. He believes in 
wearing his clothes to the limit of usefulness, is dressed now for gardening, and 
doesn’t give a damn how he lobks. He has never been really sick a day in his life. 
He has no nerves. There is a lot ofstolid, earthy pedant in him, mixed with streaks 
ofsentimental melancholy and rare flashes o f intuitive sensibility.

TYRONE’S arm is around his wife’s waist as they appearfrom the back par-r 
lor. Entering the living room he gives her a playful hug.



lo ng  d a y s  jo u r n ey  in t o  n ig h t . By Eugene O’Neill

TYRONE: You’re a fine armful now, Mary, with those twenty pounds 
you’ve gained.

MARY: {Smiles affectionately) I ’ve gotten too fat, you mean, dear. \ really 
ought to reduce.

TYRONE: None of that, my lady! You’re just right. \\fe’ll have no talk of 
reducing. Is that why you ate so little breakfast?

MARY; So little? I thought I ate a lot. '
TYRONE; You didn’t. Not as much as I’d like to see, anyway
MARY: (Teasingly) Oh, you! You expect everyone to eat the enormous 

breakfast you do. No one else'in the world could without (^ing of indigestion.

(She comes forward to stand by the right of table.)

TYRONE: (Followiag her) I hope I ’m not as big a glutton as that sounds. 
{With hearty sati^tciion) But thank God, I’ve kept my appetite and I’ve the 
digestion of a young man of twenty, if I am sbrty-five.' '

MARY: You surely have, James. No one could deny \bs)i. {She Іаифз and 
sits in the wicker armchair ot right rear c f table. He comes hmund in back of her 
and selects a cigarfrom a box on the table and cuts off the end with a little clipper. 
From the diningroomiPiMlE''S'dndET>yiVi'Ht)'svoices are heard. Ы АШ  turns 
her head that Why did the boys stay in the dining room, I wonder? Gath- 
leen must be waiting to clear the table.

TYRONE; {Jokingly but with an undercurrent resentment) It’s a sepret 
confab they don’t waftt me to heaî , I suppose, rU bet they’fe cooking up some 
new scheme to touch the Old Man! й on this, keipit^ her head turned 
toward their voices. Her hands аррёйг on the tabk top, moving гехіШІу. He l̂ hts 
his cigar and sits down in the rocker dtrigkt of table, which is his chair, and puffs 
contentedly.) There’s nothing like the first after-breakfest cigar, if it’s a good 
one, and this new lot has the riĝ it mellow flavour. They are a great bai]gain, 
too. I сІЮ£ф. It was McGuire put the On to them. ‘

MAR’ih (A trifle acidfyy i hope he didn’t put you on to afty new piece of 
property at the same tiprie. His real estate baigjuns don’t work out so well.

TYRONE: I wouldn’t say that, Mary After аЦ> he Was the
one who advised itte to buy that place on Chestnut Street and I made a quick 
turnover on it for a fine profit.

MARY' (Smiles now with teasing affection) I know. The famous one ^roke 
of good luck. I’m sure McGuire never dreamed — (Then she pats his haiid.) 
Never mind, James. I know it’s a waste of breath trying to convitjceybu you’re 
not a cunning real estate speculator.
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TTiHONE: {Huffily.) I’ve no such idea. But land is land, and it’s safer than' 
the stocks and bonds of Street swindlers. (Then placatingly) But let’s not 
argue about business this early in the morning.

(A pause. The boys’ voices are again heard and one of them has a Jit of coughing.
MARY listens worriedly. Her fingers play nervously on the table top.)

MARY; James, it’s Edmund you ought to scold for not eating enough. He 
hardly touched anything except coffee. He needs to eat to keep up his strength.
I keep telling hi^ that but he says he simply has no appetite. Of course, there’s 
nothing takes away your appetite like a bad summer cold.

TYRONE: Yes,, it’s only natural. So don’t let yourself get worried.
MARY: (Quicldy) Oh, I ’m not. I know he’ll be all right in a few days if he 

takes care of himself. (As if  she wanted to disminfs the subject but can’t.) But it 
does seem a shame he should have to be sick right now.

TYRONE: Yes, it is bad luck. {He gives her a quick, worried look.) But you 
mustn’t let it upset you, Mary Remember, you’ve got to take care of yourself* too.

MARY: {Quickly) I ’m not upset. There’s nothing to be upset about. What 
makes you think I ’m upset?

'rYRONE: Why, nothing, except you’ve seemed a bit high-strung the past 
few days.

MARY; (Forcing a smile) \ have? Nonsense, dear. It’s your imagination. 
{With sudden tenseness) You really must not watch me all the time, James. 
I mean, it makes me self-conscious.

TYRONE: {Putting a hand over one of her nervously playing ones) Now, 
now, Mary. That’syour imagination. I f I ’ve watched you it was to admire how 
fiit and beautiful you looked. (Яй га/се is suddenly moved by d̂ ep feeling.) 
I can’t tell you the deep happiness it gives mê  darling, to see you as you’ve 
been since you came back to us, your dear old self again. {He leans over and 
kisses her cheek impulsively — then turning back adds with a, constrained air.) So 
keep up the good work, Mary

MARY: {Has turned her head away) I will, фаг. î ts up restlessly and 
goes to the windows at right.) Thank heavens, the fog is gone. {She turns back.) 
I do feel out of sorts this morning. I vf^n’t able to get much sleep with, that 
awful foghorn gping all night long.

TYRONE: Yes, it’s like having a sick whale in the back yard. It kept ще 
awake, too. '

MARY: {/^ectionately amused) Did it? Ybu had a strange way of shpwiiig 
your restlessness.̂  You were snoring s» hard I couldn’t tell which was the fog­
horn!’ {She comes to him, laughing, and pats his cheek playfully.) Ten foghorns 
couldn’t disturb you. You haven’t a nerve in you. You’ve never had. .



lo ng  DAY’S JOURNErmO NIGHT. By Eugene O’Neill

TYRONE; {His vanity piqued — testily) Nonsense. You always exaggerate 
about my snoring;

MARY: I couldn’t. I f you could only hear yourself once — (A burst of 
laughter comes from the dining room. She turns her head, smiling.) What’s the 
joke, I wonder?

TYRONE: {Grumpily) It’s on me. I ’ll bet that much. It’s always on the Old 
Man.

MARY: {Teasingly) Yes, it’s terrible the way we all pick on you, isn’t it? 
You’re so abused! {She laughs — then with a pleased, relieved air.) Wfell, no mat­
ter what the joke is about, it’s a relief to hear Edmund laugh. He’s been so 
down in the mouth lately

TYRONE: {Ignoring this — resentfully) Seme joke of Jamie’s, I ’ll wager. 
He’s forever making sneering ftin of somebody, that one.

MARY: Now don’t start in on poor Jamie, dear. {Without conviction) He’ll 
turn out all right in the end, you wait and see.

TYRONE: He’d better start soon, then. He’s nearly thirty-four.
MARY: (Ignoring this) Good Iwavens, are they going to stay in the dining 

room ail day? {She goes to the back parlor doorway and calls.) Jamie! Edmund? 
Come in the living room and give Cathleen a chance to clear the table.

(EDMUND ca/& Aflcit, “We’re coming, Mama". She goes back to the table.)

TYRONE: {Grumbling) You’d fmd excuses for him no matter what he did.
MARY: {Sitting down, beside him, pats his hand) Shush. .

{Their sons JAMES, JR., anrf EDMUND enter together from the back par­
lor. They are both grinning, still chubkling over what had caused their laughter, 
and as they come forward they glance at theirfather and their pins grow broader.

JAMIE, theelder, istfiirty-thme. He has his father’s broad-shouldered, deep- 
chested physique, is an inchtaller and weighs less, but appear shorter and stouter 
because he lacks TYRONE’S bearing and ff-aceful carriage. He also lacks his 
lather’s vitality. Thesiffis ofpremature disintegration are on him. His face is stUl 
good looking, despite marks qf dissipation, but it has never been handsome like 
TYRONE’S, althougfi JAMIE resembles him rather than his mother. He has fine 
brown eyes, their color midway between his father’s titte r and his mother’s dark­
er ones. His hair is thinning and already there is indication of a bald spot like 
TYRONE’S. His nose is unlike any other member o f thefhmily, pronouncedly 
aquiline. Combined with his habitual e^ r̂essim cf cynicism it gives his countenance 
a Mephistophelean cast. But on the rare occasions when he miles without sneering, 
his personality possesses the mrtnant of a humarm, romantic, itre^nsible Irish
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charm — that of the beguiling ne’er-do-well, with a strain of the sentimentally 
poetic, attractive to women and popular with men.

He is dressed in an old sack suit, not as shabby as TYRONE’S, and wears 
a collar and tie. His fair skin is sunburned a reddish, freckled tan.

EDMUND is ten years younger than his, brother, a couple of inches taller, 
thin and wiry. Where JAMIE takes after his father, with little resemblance to his 
mother, EDMUND looks like both his parents, but is more like his mother. Her 
big, dark eyei are the dptninant feature in his long, narrow frisk face. His Mouth 
has the same quality of hypersensitiveness hers possesses. His highforehead is heri 
accentuated, with dark brown hair, sunbleached to red at the endŝ  brushed, 
straight back from .it. But his nose is his father’s and his face in profile recalls 
TYRONE’S. EDMUND’S hands are noticeably like his mother’s. With the same 
exceptionally long fingers. They even have to a minor degree the same nervous­
ness. It is in thequality of extreme nervous sensibility that the likeness ofEDMUND 
to his mother is most marked.

He is plainly in bad health. Much thinner than he should be, Ms eyes appear 
feverish and his cheeks are sunken. His skin, in spite of being sunpumed d deep 
broWn, has a parched sallownesŝ  He wears a shirt, collar and tie, no coat, old 
flannel trqu^rs; brown sneakers.)

MARY: iJUms smilingly to them, in a merty tone that is a bit forced.) I ’ve 
been teasing )«ur father about his snoring. (7b TYRONE) Г11 leave it to the 
boys, James. TTiey must have heard you. No, not you, Jdmie. I could hear you 
down the hall almost as bad as .your father. You’re like him. As soon as уош 
head touches the pillow you’re off ten foghorns cpul;dn’t wake you. {She 
stops abruptly, catching ІА Щ Е ’&̂ щез regarding herwflj^anunea^, proving loot 
Her smile vanishes and h?r тапщг becomes self-conscious.) Why are you star­
ing, Jamie? {Her hands flutter up to her haik) Is my h^r coming down? It’s hard 
for me to do it up properly now. My eyes are getting so bad and I never can find 
my glasses.

JAMIE: (ioofa away guiltily) Your hair’s all right, Mama.I was only think­
ing how-well you look. )

TYRONE: {Heartily) Just what I’ve t>een telling her, Jamie  ̂She’s so fa( 
and sassy, there’U soon be no holding her. ^

EDMUNp: Yes, you certainly look grand, Mama. {She is reassured anc 
siniles at hitn lovingly. He winks with q kiddinggnn.) Г11 back you up about 
pa’s snoring. Gosh, what a racket!

JAMIE: I heard him, too. {He quotes, putting on a ham-actor manner.̂  
“The Moor; I know his trumpet” **.

{His mother and brother laugh.)



TYRONE: {Scathingly) I f  it takes my snoring to make you remember 
Shakespeare instead o f the dope sheet on the ponies'^, I hope Г1І keep on 
with it.

MARY: Now, James! You mustn’t be so touchy.

(JAMIE shrugs his shoulders and sits down in the chair on her right.)

EDMUND: {Irritably) Yes, for Pete’s sake, Papa! The first thing after 
breakfast! Give it a rest, can’t you?

(He slumps down in the chair at left of table next to his brother.
His father ignores him.)

MARY {Reprovingly) Your father wasn’t finding fault with you. You don’t 
have to always take Jamie’s part. You’d think you werethe one ten years older.

JAMIE: {Boredly) What’s all the fuss about? Let’s foiget it,
TYRONE:,(СоиГе/ир/иомі/у) Yes, forget! Foiget everything and face noth­

ing! It’s a convenient philosophy if you’ve no ambition in life except to —
MARY: James, do be quiet. {She puts an arm around his shoulder — coax- 

ingly.) You must have gotten out of the wrong side of the bed this morning. ( To 
the boys, changing the subject.) What were you two grinning about like Cheshire 
catswhen you came in? What was the joke?

TYRONE: ( With a painful effort to be a good sport) Yes, let us in on it, lads. 
I told your mother I knew damned well it would be one on me, but never mind 
that, I ’m used to it.

JAMIE: {Dryly) Don’t look at me. This is the Kid’s story.
EDMUND; {Grins) I meant to tell you last night, Papa, and forgot it. Yes­

terday when I went for a walk. I dropped in at the Inn—
MARY: (FHi/Tferf/y) You shouldn’t drink now, Edmund.
EDMUND: {Ignoring th t) And who do you think I met there, with a beau­

tiful bun o n b u t  Shau^nessy, the tenant on that farm of yours.
MARY: That dreadful man! Rut he is funny
TYRONE: {Scowling) He’s not so funny when you’re his landlord. He’s a 

wily Shanty Mick'*, that one. He could hide behind a corkscrew'*. What’s he 
complaining about now, Edmund — for I ’m damned sure he’s complaining. 
I suppose he wants his rent lowered. I let him have the place for almost nothing, 
just to keep someone on it, and he never pays that till I threaten to evict him.

EDMUND: ;^o, he didn’t beef about anything. He was so pleased with life 
he even bought a drink, and that’s practically unheard o f He was delighted 
because he’d had a fight with your friend, Harker, the Standard Oil millionaire  ̂
and won a glorious victory.

MARY: (M/A amused dismay) Oh, Lord. James, you’ll really have to do 
something —

iONG DAY’S JOURNEY INTO NIGHT. By Eugene O'Neill__________________________U



TYRONp: Bad luck to Shaughnessy, anyway.
JAMIE: {Maliciously) I ’ll bet the next time you see Harker at the Club and 

give him the old respectful bow, he won’t see you.
EDMUND: Yes. Harker will think you’re no gentleman for harboring 

a tenant who isn’t humble in the presence of a king of America.
TYRONE: Never mind the Socialist gabble. I don’t care to listen —
MARY: ( 7bc5fi///v) Go on with your stoiy, fedmund.
EDMUND: {^ n s  at his father provocatively) \̂ fell, you remember, Plapa, 

the ice pond ОП'Marker’s estate is right next to the farm, and you remember 
Shaughnessy keeps pigs. >\feU, it seems there’s a break in the fence and the pigs 
have been bathing in the millionaire’s ice pond, and Marker’s foreman told 
him he was sure Shaughnessy had broken the fence on purpose to give his pigs 
a free wallow.

MARYi (Shocked and amused) Good heavens.
TYRONE; (Sourly, but with й trace t f  admiration) I ’lji sure he did, too, the ; 

dirty scallyiyag. i t ’s like him.
EDMUND: So Haricer came in person to rebuke Shaughneffi  ̂{He chuck­

les.) A  very bonehead play I f  I needed any further proof that our ruling pluto- , 
crats, especi^ly the ones who inherited their hoodie, are not mental giants, : 
that would clinch it.

TYRONE: appreciation, Ьфге he thinks) Yes, he’d be no match for 
Shaughnessy. (7%en he growls.) Keep your damned anarchist гетагкз^о your­
self. I won’t have them in my house. {But he is full of eager anticipation.) What 
happened?

EDMUND: Haricer ha(d as much chance as, I would with Jack Johnson'^.; 
Shaughniessy got a few drinks under his belt and was waiting at the gate to wel­
come him. He told me he never gave Harker a chance to open his mouth. He 
began by shoutii^ that he was no slave Standard Oil could trample on. He was | 
a King of Ireland, if he had his rights, and scum vm  scum to him, no rnatter і 
how much m<Htey it had stolen from the poor.

MARY: Oh, Lord!

{Butshe can’t help laughing.)

EDMUND: Then he accused Harker of making lus foreman break down 
the fence to entice the pigs into the ice pond in order to destroy them. The poor! 
pigs, Shaughnessy yelled, had caught their death of cold. Many of them were 
dying of pneumonia  ̂and several others had been taken down with cholera • 
from drinking the poisoned water. He told Harker he was hiring a lav̂ yer to sue 
him for dami^es. And he wound up by saying that he iiad to put up with poison 
ivy, ticks, potato bugs, snakes and skunks on his farm, but he was an honest
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man who drew the line sMtiewherc, and he’d be danmed if he’d stand for 
a Standard Oil thief trespassing. So would Harker kindly remove his dirty feet 
from the premises before he sicked the dog on him. And Harker did!

(He and }Ш \Ъ  laugh.)

MARY: {Shocked but gating) Heavens, what a terrible tongue that man has.
TYRONE: {Admiringly before he thinks) The damflcd old scoundrel! By 

God, you can’t beat him! (Яе Іаифз -r- then stops abmptfy and scowls.) Vrg 
dirty blackguards He’ll get me in setioiis trouble yet* I hope you told'̂ htm I ’d be 
mad as hell —

EDMUND: I told him you’d be tickled to desath over the great Irish vicr 
tory, and so you are. Stop faking, Papa.

TYRONE: Wsll, I ’m not tickled to dfcath.
MARY: {Штіщіу) \bu aie, too, James. You’re simply delighted.
TYRONE: No, Maiy, a joke is a joke, but-* -
EDMUND; I told Shaughnessy he should have reminded'Marker that 

a Standard Oil millionaire oiight to welcome the flavor of hqi in his Ice water 
as an appropriate touch. ‘

TWONE: The devil you did. {Frowning) Keep yoiir damned Зосіаіій апт 
archist sentiments оій of my affairs!

EDMUND: Shaughnessy аітой wept because he hadn’t thought of that 
one, bat he said he’d include it in a letter he’s writii^ to Harker, along with 
a few other insults he’d overiooked.

am/JAMIE йі«Л.)

TYRONE* W iat are you laughing at? Thsp ’̂s nothing ftmny — A fine son 
you are to help that blackguard get me into a lawsuit!

MARY: Now, Jameŝ  don’t lose your teinper.
TYRONE: {TUrns on JAMIE) And уоц’ге worse than he is, encouraging 

him. I suppose you*re regretting you wefen’t there to prompt Shaughnessy with 
a few nastier insults. You’ve a fine talent ifpr that, if fot nothing else.

MARY; James. There’s no reason to scold Jamie.

(JAMIE Й about to mhke some sneering remark to his father, but he shrugs
his shoulders.)

EDMUND: {Щ Л sudden nervous ехтр&іШт) 0h, for God’s s^e> Papa. 
If you’re starting thiit stuff again, ҐІІ beat A. (HeJumps up.) I left my book up­
stair̂ ; an y^ . {H? gO(M to the front pdribr, saying dî ustedty) God, Papa,
I:
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MARY You mustn’t mind Edmund, James. Remember he isn’t weilj 
(EDMUND can be heard coughing as he goes upstairs. She adds nervously.
A summer cold makes anyone irritable.

JAMIE: (Genuinely concerned) It’s hot just a cold he’s got. The Kid is 
damned sick.

{His father gives him a shaij> warning look but he doesn’t see it.)

MARY {Tiims on him resentfully) Why do you say that? It Is just a cold. 
Anyone can tell thatJ You always imagine things!

TYRONE; (With another warning glance аґ JAMIE — easily) All Jsfanie 
meant was Edmund might have a touch of something else, too, which nlakes 
his cold worse.

JAMIE: Sure, Mama. That’s kil l meant.
TYRONE; Doctor Hardy thinks it might beabitofmalarialfeverhe caught 

when he was in the tropics. I f it is, quinine will soon cure it.
MARY (A look o f contemptuous hostility flashes across her face.) Doctor  ̂

Hardy! I woiddn’t believe a thing he said, if he swore on a stack of Bibles! | 
I know what doctors are. They’re all alike. Anything, they don’t care what, to 
keep you conning to them. (She stops short, overcome by a fiib f acute subcon­
sciousness as she catches their eyes faced on Лег. Her hands Jetic nervously to her 
hair. She fiirc^ a smile.) What is it? What are you looking at? Is my hair—

TYRONE: (А<й his arm around her ̂  with guitty heartiness, giving her \ 
a playful hug) There’s nothing wrong with your hair. The healthier and fatter! 
you get, the vainer you becpme. You’I| soon spend half the day primping before ; 
the mirror. , ■

MARY; (Half reassured) I  teally should have new glasses. My eyes are so 
bad now. ' ■

TYRONE: eyes are beautiftit, and well you know it.

(He gives her a kiss. Her face lights up with a ch ^ in g , shy embarrassment.
Suddenly and startlingly one sees in her face thegfri she had once been, not 

a ̂ ostofthe dead, but still a living part cfher.)

MARY; You mustn’t be so silly, James. Right in fr̂ ont of Jamie.
TYRONE; Oh, he’s on to you, top. He knows this fuss about eyes and hair 

is only fishing for compliments. Eh, Jamie?
}\ЫШ. (His face lias cleared, too, and there is an оШ boyish charm in his 

/ovi/isg smi/e or to  mo/Afr.) Yes, You qin4 kid us, Mama.
MARY: (Laughs and an hish lilt comes into her voice) Go along with both | 

of you! ( Then she speaks with a giriish gravity.) But 1 did truly have beautilflil hair | 
once, didn’t Г, James?
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TYRONE: The most beautiful in the world!
MARY: It was a rare shade of reddish brown and so long it came down 

below my knees. You otight to remember it, too, Jamie. It wasn’t until after 
Edmund was born that I had a single grey hair. Then it began to turn white.

. (Ibe girlishness fades from her face.)
TYRONE: (Qm/Шу) And that made it prettier than ever.
MARY: (Again embarrassed and pleased) Will you listen to your father, 

Jamie — after thirty-five years of marriage: He isn’t a great actor for nothing, 
is he? What’s come over you, James? Are you pouring coals of fire on my head 
for teasing you about snoring? \\fell then, I take it all back. It must have been 
only the foghorn I heard. {She laughs, and they laugh with her. Then she chang­
es to a brisk businesslike air.) But I can’t stay with you any longer, even to hear 
compliments. I must see the cook about dinner and the day’s marketing. Ŝhe 
gets lip andsighŝ with humorous exaggeration.) Bridget is so lazy. And so sly. She 
begins telling me about her relatives so I  can’t get a word in edgeways and scold 
her. Well, I might as well get it over. {She goes to the back-parlor doorway, then 
turns, her face worried again.) You miBtn’t make Edmund work on the grounds 
with you' James, remember. {With the strange obstinate set to herface) Not that 
he isn’t strong enoiigh, but he'd perspire arid he might catch more cold.

{She disappears through the back parlor TYRONE turns on JAMIE 
condemningly.)

TYRONE: You’re a fine lunkhead! Haven’t you any sense? The one thing 
to avoid is saylt^ anything that would get her more upset over Edmund.

JAMIE: {Shrugfft^his shoulders) M  right. Have it your way I think it’s the 
wrong idea to let Mama go on kidding herself. It wiil only make the shock 
worse when she has to face it. Anyway, you can see she’s deliberately fooling 
herself with that summer cold talk. She knows better.

TYRONE: Knows? Npbody laiows yet.
JAMIE: \\feU, I do. I was with Edmund when he )veijt to Doc Hardy on 

Monday. I heard him pull that touch of malaria stuff. He was stalling. That isn’t 
what he th ii^  any more. You know it as well as I do. You talked to him when 
you went uptown yesterday, didn’t you?

TYRONE; He couldn’t say anything for sure yet. He’s to phone me today 
before Edmund goes to him.

JAMIE: (Slowfyy He thinks it’s consumption, doesn’t he. Papa?
TYRONE: He said it might be. ,
JAMIE: {Moved, his Jovefor his brother coming out) Poor kid. God damn it. 

{He turns on his father accusingly.) It might never have ĥ фpened if you’d sent 
him to a real doctor when he first got sick.
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TYRONE: What’s the matter with Hardy? He’s always been our doctor up 
here.

JAMIE: Everything’s the matter with him. Even in this hick buig he’s ratejfi 
third class. He’s a cheap old quack.

TYRONE: That’s right. Run him down. Run down everybody Everyone is 
a fake to you. •

JAMIE; {Contemptuously) Hardy only chaiges a dollar. That’s what maf es 
you think he’s a fine doctor.

TYRONE: (Stung) That’s enough. You’re not drunk now. There’s no’ex- 
cuse — {He controls himself — a bit defensively.) If you mean I can’t affordlone 
of the fine society doctors who prey on the rich summer people —

JAMIE: Can’t afford? You’re one o f the biggest property owners aro|ind, 
here. '

TYRONE: That doesii’t mean I’m rich. It’s all mortgaged —
JAMIE: Because you always buy more instead of paying off mortgage. If 

Edmund was a lousy acre of land you wanted, the sky woiild be the limit.
TYRONE: That’s a lie. And your sneers against Doctor Hardy are li«s! He 

doesn’t put on frills, or have an office in a fashionable location, or drive aiiound 
in an expensive automobile, That’s what you pay for with those other five-dol- 
lars-to-look-at-your-tongue fellows, not their skill.

JAMIE; { With a scornful shrug of his shoulders) Oh, all right. I ’m a fool to 
argue. You can’t change the leopard’s spots.

TYRONE; {Mth rising anger) No, you сапЧ. You’ve taught me that lesson 
only too well. I ’ve lost all hope you will ever change yours. You dare tell me 
what I can afford? You’ve never known the value of a dollar and never >»іН! 
You’ve never Saved a dctflar in your life! At the end o f each season you’re pen­
niless! You’ve thrown your salary aiway every week on whores and whiskey!

JAMIE: My salary! Christ!
TYRONE: It’s more than you’re worth, and you couldn’t get that if it 

w^n’l  for me. If you weren’t my son, there isn’t a manager in the business who 
would give you a part, your reputation stinks so. As it is, I have to humble mv 
prid^nd beg for you, saying you*ve turned over a new leaf, although I know 
tfsalie!

JAMIE: I never wanted to be an actor. You forced me on the stage.
TYRONE: That’s a lie! You made no effort to find anything else to do. You 

left it to me to get you a job and I have no influence except in the theater. 
Forced you! You never wanted to. do anything except loaf in bar-rodms! You’d 
havebeen content to sit back like a lazy lunk and soonae on me for the rest of 
your life! After all the money I ’d wasted on your education, and all you did was 
get fired in disgrace from every college you went to!
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JAMIE; Oh, for God’s sake, don’t drag up that ancient history!
TYRONE: It’s not ancient history that you have to come home every sum­

mer to live on me.
JAMIE: I earn my board and lodging working on the grounds. It sayes you 

hiring a man.
TYRONE: Bah! You have to be driven to do even that much! (His anger 

ebbs into aweeiry complaint.) I wouldn’t give a damn if you ever displi^d the 
slightest sign Of gratitude. The only thanks is to have you sneer at me for a dirty 
miser, sneer at my profession, sneer at every damned thing in the world — ex- 
ceflt yourself.

JAMIE; (JViyfy) That’s not true, Papa. You can’t hear me talking to my- 
selfi that’safll.

TYRONE: {Stares at him puzzledly, then quotes mechanically) “ Ingratitude, 
the vilest weed that grows!” **

JAMIE; I could see that line coming! God, how many thousand times..! 
{He stops, boredwith their quarrel, and shrugs his shoulders.) All right, Papa. I’m 
a bum. Anything you like, so long as it stops the aigument.

TYRON E: ( With indignant appeal now) If you’d get ambition in your head 
instead of folly! You’re young yet. You could still make y6ur mark. Youtiad the 
talent to become a fine actor! You have it still. You’re my son..!

JAMIE: {Boredly) Let’s forget me. I ’m not interested in the subgect. Nei­
ther are you. (TYRONE gives up. JAMIE goes on casually.) What started us on 
this? Oh, Doc Hardy. When is he going to call you up about Edmund?

TYRONE: Around lunch time. {Hepauses — then defensively.) I couldn’t 
have sent Edmund to a better doctor. Hardy’s treated him whenever, he was 
sick up here, since he was knee high. He knows his constitution as no other 
doctor could. It’s not a question of my being niiserly, as you’d like to make 
out. {Bitterly) And what could the finest specialist in America do for Edmund, 
after he’s deliberately ruined his health by the mad Kfe he’s led ever since he 
was fired from college? Even before that when he was in prep school, he began 
dissipating and playing the Broadway sport to imitate you, when l>e’s never 
had your constitution to stand it. You’re a healthy hulk like me — or you were 
at his age — but he’s always been a bundle of nerves like his mother. I’ve 
warned him for years his body couldn’t stand it, but he wouldn’t heed me, and 
now it’s too late.

JAMIE: {Sharply) What do you mean, too late? You talk as i f  you 
thought— '

TYRONE: {Guiltily explosive) Don’t be a damned fool! I meant nothing 
but what’e plain to anyone! His health has broken down and he may be an 
invalid for a long time.
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JAMIE: (Stares at his father, ignoring his explanation) I  know it’s an Irish 
peasant idea consumption is fatal. It probably is when you live in a hovel or/ 
a bog, but over here, with modem treatment —

TYRONE: Don’t I know that! What are you gabbing about, anyway? Arid 
keep yotir dirty tongue off Ireland, with your sneers about peasants and bdgs 
and hoveb! {Accusingly) The, less you say about Edmund’s sickness, the better 
for youJ conscience! You’re more responsible than anyone!

JAMIE: (Stung) That’s a lie! I won’t stand for that. Papa!
TYRONE: It’s the truth! You’ve been the worst influence for him.|He 

grew up admiring you as a hero! A fine example you set him! If you per 
gave him advice except in the ways o f rottenness. I ’ve never heard of it!|ybu 
made him old before his time, pumping him full of what you conader 
worldly wisdom, when he was too young to see that your mind was sopoi- 
soned by your own failure in life, you wanted to believe every maif was 
a knave >̂ rith his soul for sale, and eveiy woman who wasn’t a whori was| 
a fool! I

JAMIE: (With a defensive air of weary indifference again.) All right. il did 
put Edmund wise to things, but not until I saw he’d started to raise hell, and 
knew lie’d at me if I tried the good advicey older brother stuff. АЙI did 
was make ii pal of him a:hd be absolutely frank so he’d leam from my mistakes 
that — (ffe s/uiigs hî  shoulders — cynically.) >\fell, that if you can’t be gotod you 
can at least be careful. (His father snorts contemptuously. Suddenly JAMIE be­
comes realty moved.) Tbat’S a rotten accusation, Papa. You know how mtich the 
Kid means to me, and how close we’ve always been — not like the usual bro- 

ahers! Fd do anything for him,
TYRONE: (Impressed — molli/yingfy) I know you may have thought it was 

forthe beiŝ , Jamie. I didn’t say you did it4leliberately to harm him.
JAMIE: Besides it’s damned rot! I ’d like to see anyone influence Ed­

mund more than he wants to be. His quietness fools people into thihMng they 
can do'what they like with him. But he’s stubborn as hell inside and what he 
does is what he wants to do, and to hell with anyone else! What Jtad I to do 
with all the crazy stunts he’s pulled in the last few years — wortdBg his way all 
over the map as a sailor and all that stuff. I thought that wsb a damned fool 
idea, and Itold him so. You can’t imagine me getting fun out oiflkiing on the 
beach in South America, or Hying in filthy diyes, drinking isotgut, can you? 
No, thanks! I ’ll stick to Broadway, and a room with a bath, and barfe^at serve 
bonded Bouibon.

TYRONE: Ybu and Broadway! It’s made you what you are! (ІЙЙЙ a touch 
of pride) Whatever Edmund’s done, he’s had the guts to go off on his own, 
where he couldn4 come whining to me the minute he was broke.
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JAMIE; (Stung into sneering jealousy) He’s always come home broke fi­
nally, hasn’t he? And what did his going away get him? Look at him now! (He 
is suddenly shamefaced.) Christ! That’s a lousy thing to say. I don’t mean that.

TYRONE: {Decides to ignore this) He’s been doing well on the paper. I wias 
hoping he’d found the work he wants to do at last.

і JAMIE: (Sneering jealously again) A  hick town rag! Whatever bull they 
h^d you, they tell me he’s a pretty bum reporter. If he weren’t your son — 
{J$hamed again) No, that’s not true! They’re glad to have him, but it’s the spe­
c if  stuff that gets him by. Some of the poems and parodies he’s written are 
damned good, (Grudgingty again) Not that they’d ever get him anywhere on the 
bigitime. (Яшґі/з') But he’s certainly made a damned good start.

| TYRONE: Yes. He’s таф a start. Ycmi used to taJk about wanting to beccmie 
a n<|iivspaper man but you were never willing to start at the bottom. You expected—

lAMIE: Oh, for Christ’s sake. Papa! Can’t you lay off me!
^TYRONE'. {Stares at him ~~ then looks away — (ift,er a pause) It’s damnable 

luck Edmund should be sick right now.
it  couldn’t have come at a worse time for him. (He adds, unable to conceal 

an almost furtive uneasiness.) Or for your mother. It’s damnable she should 
have this to upset her, just when she needs peace and freedom from worry. She’s 
been so well in the two months sinpe she came home. (His voice grows husky 
and ftvmbles a little.) It’s been heaven to me. This home has been a home again. 
But I needn’t tell yt>u> Jamie. '

(His son looks at him, for the first time with an understanding sympathy. 'It is as 
if  suddenly a deep band of common feeling exited between them in which their 

antagonisms could be forgotten.)

JAMIE: I ’ve felt the same way, Papa.
TYRONE: this time you can see how strong and sure of hersdf she is. 

She’s a different woman entirely from the other times. She has control of her 
nerves — or she had until Edmund got sick, Now you can feel her growing 
tense and frightened underneath. I wish to God we could keep the truth from 
her, but we can’t if he has to be sent to a sanatorium. What makes it worse is her 
father died of consumption. She worshiped him and she’s never forgotten, Yes, 
it will be hard for her. But she can do it! She has the will power now! Wb must' 
help her, Jamie, in every way we can!

JAMIE: (Moped) Of course, P ^ .  (Hesitantly) Outside of nerves, she 
seems perfectly all right this morning.

TYRONE: (И7/А hearty cor̂ fidence now) Never better She’s M l of fun and 
т т Ш і. (Suddenly he frowns <7/JAMIE suspiciously.) Why do you say, seems? 
Why diouldn’t she be all right? What the liell do you mean?
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JAMIE: Don’t start jumping down my throat! God, Papa, this ought to be j 
one thing we can talk over frankly — without a battle.

TYRONE; I ’m sorry, Jamie. {Tensely) But go on and tell me —
JAMIE; There’s nothing to tell. 1 was all wrong. It’s just that last night -f  

WslI, you know how it is, I can’t foiigct the past. I can’t help being suspicioi|i. 
Any more than you can. (Bitterly) That’s the hell of it. And it makes it hell ffer 
Mama! She watches us watching her—

TYRONE: (Sadly) I know. (Tensely) \\fell, what was it? Can’t you ф|ак 
out?

JAMIE: Nothing, I tell you. Just my damned foolishness. Around three 
o’clock this morning, I woke up and heard her moving around in the si»re 
room. Then she went to the bathroom. I pretended to be asleep. She stopped in 
the hall to listen, as if she wanted to make sure I was.

TYRONE: (With forced scom) For God’s sake, is that all? She tol4 me 
herself the foi^om kept her awake all night, and every night sinc  ̂EdmiiUid’s 
been sick she’s been up and down, going to his пхмп to see how he was. : 

JAMIE: (Eagetly) Yes, that’s right, she did stop to listen outside his іф т . 
(Hesitantly again) It was herbeing in the spare room thatscared me. I coi^dn’t 
help remembering that when she starts sleeping alone in there, it has always 
beenasign— I

TYRONE: It isn’t this time! It’s easily explained. Where else could she go 
last night to get away from my snoring? (He gives way to a burst of ге$епфіІ an* 
ger.) By God, how you can live with a mind that sees nothing but the worst 
motives behind everything is beyond me!

JAMIE: (Stung) Don4 pull that! I ’ve just said I was all wrong. Don’t you 
suppose I ’m as glad of that as you are!

TYRONE: (M ollifying) Vtamw you are, Jamie. '
(A pause. His expression becomes somber. He speaks slowly with й supersti­

tious dread.) It would be like a curse she can’t escape ifworry омег Edmund—It 
was in her long sickness after bringing him into the world ttet she first — 

JAMIE: She didn’t have anything to do with it! - 
TYЮNE; I ’m not blaining her
JAMIE: (Biiingfy) Then who are you blaming? Штщй, for being born? 
TYRONE: You damned fool! No one was to blamd.
JAMIE; The bastard of a doctor was! From what Me*na’s said, he was an­

other cheap quack like Hatdyt \bu wouldn’t pay fiSr a fifStr-rate —
TYRONE; That’s a liel (Furiously) So Vm  to Wame! That’s what you’re 

driving at, is it? You evii-minded loafer.
JAMIE: (Wamingly as he hears Ms mother in the dining room) Sdi! 

(TYRONE^tt hastily to hisfeetandgoes to M c  tHU the windows at right. JAMIE
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speaks with a complete change oftone.) Well, if we’ re going to cut the front hedge 
today, we’d better go to work.

(MARY comes іпУют the back parlor. She gives a quick, suspicious glance 
from one to the other, her manner nervously self-conscious.)

TYRONE: ( TUmsfrom the window — with an actor’s heartiness) Yes, it’s too 
fine a morning to waste indoors arguing. Take a look out the window, Mary. 
There’s no fog in the harbor. I ’m sure the spell of it we’ve had is over now.

MARY: (Going to him) I hope so, dear. (To JAMIE, forcing a smile) Did 
1 actually hear you suggesting work on the front hedge, Jamie? ^̂ Ъnders will 
never cease! You must want pocket money badly. ,

JAMIE: (Kiddingly) When don’t I? (He winks at her, with a derisive glance 
at his/оґАег.) Г expect a salary of at least one large iron man at the end of the 
week — to carouse on!

MARY: {Does not respond to his humor — her hands fluttering over the front 
о/Aer rf/телї) What were you two arguing about?

JAMIE: (iS/ir̂ gJ Ай iAowWera) The same old stuff.
MARY: I heard you say something about a doctor, and your father accusing 

you of being evil-minded.
JAMIE: (Quickly) Oh, that, I was saying again Do(̂  Hardy isn’t my idea of 

the world’s greatest phyzician. ‘
MARY (Emows'he is lyingvaguely) Ohv No, I wouldn’t say he waiis, either. 

(Changing the Subject — forcing a smile) That Bridget! I thought I ’d never get 
away. She told me all about her second cousin on the police force in St. Louis. 
( Then with ntrvous irritation) УШ, if you’re going to work on the hedge why 
don’t you g o t (Hastily) I mean, take advantage of the sunshine before the fog 
comes back. (Strangely, as if  talking aloud to herself) Because I know it will. 
(Suddenly she is Se(f-conscidusly aware that they are both staring fixedly at her — 
flurriedly, raising her hands.) Or I should say, the rheumatism in my hands 
knows. It’s a better weather prophet than you are, James. (She stares at her 
hands with fascinated repulsion.) Ugh! How ugly they are! Who’d ever believe 
they were once beautiful?

(Пеу stare at her with a growing dread.)

TYRONE: (Takes her hands andgently pushes them down) Now, now, Mary. 
None of that foolishness. They’re the sweetest hands in the world. (She smiles, 
her face lighting uf>. and kisses h,im gratefully. He turns to his son.) Come on 
Jami?. Your mother’s right to scold us. The way to start work is to start work, 
The hot sun will sweat some of that booze fat off your middle.

(He opens the screen door and goes out on the porch and disappears down a flight 
of steps leading to the ground. JAMIE, rises fromhis chair and, taking off his
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coat, goes to the door. At the door he turns back but avoids looking at her, and 
she does not look at him.)

JAMIE: (With an awkward, uneasy tenderness) AAfe’re all so proud of уоц̂  
Mama, so darned happy. (She stiffens and stares at him with a frightened defi­
ance. He flounders on.) But you’ve still got to be careful. You mustn’t worry so 
much about Edmund. He’ll be all right.

MARY: (Withastubbom, bitterly resentful look) O f со\хщ,Ье’\\Ьеаі&пф.. 
And I don’t know what you mean, warning me to be careful.

JAMIE: {kebuffed and hurt, shrugs his shoulders) All right. Mama, i ’m 
sorry I spoke.

{He goes out on the porch. She, waits rigidly until he disappears do\̂ n the st^s. 
Then shё sinks down in the chair he had occupied, her face betraying a frig^- 

ened, furtive desperation, her hands roving over the table top, aimlessly moving 
objects around. She hears EDMUND descending the stairs in the front halt. As 

he nears the bottom he has a fit of coughing. She springs to herfeet, as ifshe 
wanted to runaway from the sound, and goes quickly to the windows at right. She 
is looking out, apparently calm, as he enters from the front parlor, a book in one 

hand. She turns to him, her lips set in a welcoming, motherly smile.)

MARY: Here you are. I was just going upstairs to look for you.
EDMUND: I waited until they went out. I don’t want to mix up in any 

arguments. I feel too rotten.
MARY: Oh, I’m sure you don’t feel half as badly as you make out. You’re 

such a baby. You like to get us worried so we’ll make a fuss over you. {Hastily) 
I ’m only teasing, dear. I know how miserably uncomfortable you must be. But 
you feel bettertoday, don’t you? ora) All the и те , you’ve
grown much too thin. You need to rest all ybu can. Sit down and I ’ll make you 
comfortable. (He sits down in the rocking chair and she puts a piflow behind his 
бвсЛ.) There. How’s that?

EDMUND: Grand. Thanks, Mama.
MARY: (Kisses him — tenderly) M  you need is your mother to nurse you. 

Big as you are, you’re still the baby of the family to me, you know.
EDMUND: ( Takes her hand with deep seriousness) Never mind me. You 

take care of yourself. That’s all that counts.
MARY: {Evading his eyes) But I am, dear. (Forcinga laugh) Heavens, don’t 

you see how fat I ’ve grown! I’ll have to have all my dresseS let out. {She turns 
away and goes to the windows at right. She attempts a light, amused tone.) They’ve 
started clipping the hedge. Poor Jamie! How he hates workhig in ftont where 
everyone passing can see him. There go the Chatfields in their new Mercedes.
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It’s a beautiftil car, isn’t it? Not like our secondhand Packard- Poor Jamie! He 
bent almost under the hedge so they wouldn’t notice him. They howed to your 
father and he bowed back as if he were takine a curtain call. In that filthy old 
suit I ’ve tried to make him throw away. (Her voice has grown ЬШег.) Really, he 
ought to have more pride іЦп to make such a show of hirnself.

EDMUND: He’s right not to give a damn what anyone thinks. Jamie’s 
a fool to care about the Qhatfields. Ppr Pete’s sake, who ever heaid of them 
outside this hick buig?

MARY: {With щііфсііоп) No one. You’re quite right, Edmund. Big frogs 
in a small puddle. It is stupid of Jiamie. (She pauses, looking out the window — 
then with an undercurrent of lonely yearning.) Still, the Chatfields and people 
like them stand for something. I mean they have (;Iecent, pre^ntable homes 
they don’t have to be ashained of. They have friends who entertain them and 
whom they entertain. They’re not cut off from everyone. {She turns back from 
the window.) Not that I want anything to do with them. I ’ve always hated this 
town and everyone in it. You know that. I never wanted to live here in the first 
place, but your father liked it and insisted on building this house, and I’ve had 
to come here every summer. <

EDMUND: >\fell, it’s better than spending the summer in a New Yc>rk 
hotel, isn’t it? And this town’s not so bad. I like it well enough. I suppose be­
cause it’s the only home we’ve had.

MARY: I ’ve never felt it was my home. It was wrong from the start. Every­
thing was done in the cheapest way Your father would never spend the money 
to make it right. It’s just as well we haven’t any friends here. I ’d be ashatned to 
have them йер in the door But he’s never wanted family friends. He hates call­
ing on people, or receiving them. All he likes is to hobnob with men at the Cliib 
or in a barroom. Jamie and you arc the same way, but you’re not to blante. 
You’ve neverhad achancetomeetdecentpeopfe here. I know you both would 
have been so different if you’d been able to associate with nice girls instead 
of — Ybu’d never have disgraced yourselves as yoU have, so that now ho fe- 
spectable parents will let their daughters be ̂ en with you.

EDMUND; {Irritably) Oh, Mama, forget it! Who cares? Jamie and 1 would 
be bored stiff. And about the Old Man, what’s the use of talking? You can’t 
change him.

MARY (Mechanically rvbuking) Don’t call your father the Old Man. You 
should have more r^pect. (Then dully) I know it’s useless to talk. But some­
times I feel so lonely.

(Her lips quiver and she keeps her head tuniedaway.)
EDMUND: Anyway, you’ve got to be fair. Mama. It may have been all his 

fault in the beginning, but you know that later on, even if he’d wanted to, we



couldn’t have had people here — (He flounders guiltily.) I mean, you wouldn’t 
have wanted them.

MARY: {Wincing — her lips quivering pitifully) Don’t. I can’t bear having 
you remind me.

EDMUND; Don’t take it that way! Please, Mama! I ’m trying to help. Be­
cause it’s bad for you to forget. The right way is to remember. So you’ll always 
be on your guard. You know what’s happened before. (МішаЬІу.) God, Ma­
ma, you know I hate to remind you. I ’m doing it because it’s been so wonderful 
having you home the way you’ve been, and it would be terrible —

MARY: (Strickenly) Please, dear. I know you mean it for the best, but — 
{A defensive uneasiness comes into her voice again.) I don’t understand why you' 
should suddenly say such things. What put it in your mind this morning?

EDMUND; (Fvos/ve/y) Nothing. Just because I feel rotten and blue,
I suppose.

MARY; Tel! me the truth. Why are you so suspicious all of a sudden?
EDMUND: I ’m not!

, MARY: Oh, yes you are. I can feel it. Your fether and Jamie, too — par­
ticularly Jamie.

EDMUND: Now don’t start imagining things. Mama.
MARY: {Her hands fluttering) It makes it so much harder, living in this at- 

тофЬеге of constant suspicion, knowing everyone is spying on me, and none 
of you bcilieve in me, or trust me.

EDMUND; That’s crazy, Mama. Wfe do trust you.
MARY; If there was only some place I could go to get away for a day, or 

even jm afternoon, some woman friend I could talk to — not about anything 
serious, simply laugh and gossip and forget for a while — someone beades the 
servants — that kupid Cathleen!,

EDMUND; {Gets up worriedly and puts his arm around h^r) Stop it. Mama. 
You’re getting yourself wodced up over nothing.

MARY; Your father goes out. He meets his friends in barrooms or at the 
Club. You and Jamie have the boys you know. You go out. But I am alone. I ’ve 
always been alone.

EDMUND: {Soothingly) Come now! "Vbu know that’s a fib. One of us al̂  
ways stays around to keep you company, or goes with you in the automobile 
when you take a drive.

MARY; {Bitterly) Because you’re afraid to trust rtie alone! {She turns on 
him — sharply.) I insist yop tell me why you act so differently this momit® — 
why you felt you had to remind me—

EDMUND: {Hesitates — then blurts out guiltily) It’s stupid. It’s just 
that I wasn’t asleep when you came in my room last night. You didn’t go;
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back to your and Papa’s room. You went in the spare room for the rest of the 
night.

MARY; Because your father’s snoring was driving me crazy! For heaven’s 
sake, haven’t often used the spare room as my bedroom? {Bitterly) But I see 
what you thought. That was when—

EDMUND: ( 7&0 УеЛеяіел//у) I didn’t think anything!
MARY: So you pretended to be asleep in order to spy on me!
EDMUND: No! I did it because I knew if you found out I was feverish and 

couldn’t sleep, it would upset you.
MARY; Jamie was pretending to be asleep, too, I ’m sure, and I suppose 

your father —
EDMUND: Stop it. Mama!
MARY: Oh, I can’t bear it, Edmund, when even, you —! {Her hands flutter 

up to pat her hair in their aimless, distracted way. Suddenly a strange undercurrent 
of revengefulness comes into her voice.) I would serve all of you right if it was true!

EDMUND: Mama! Don’t say that! That’s the way you talk when —
MARY: Stop suspecting me! Please, dear! You hurt me! I couldn’t sleep 

because I was thinking about you. That’s the real reason! I’ve bfsen so worried 
ever since you’ve been sick.

(She puts her arms around, him and hugs him with a frightened, protective
tenderness.)

EDMUND: {Soothingly) That’s foolishness. You know it’s only a bad cold.
MARY: Yes, of course, I know that!
EDMUND: But listen. Mama. I want you to promise me that even if it 

should turn out to be something worse, you’ll know I ’ll soon be all right again, 
anyway, and you won’t worry yourself sick, and you’ll keep on taking cju® of 
yourself—

MARY: {Frightenedly) I won’t listen when you’re so silly! There’s absolute­
ly no reason to talk as if you expected something dreadful! Of course, Ipromise 
you. I give you my sacred word of honour! ( Then with a sad bitterness) But I sup­
pose you’re remembering I’ve promised before on my word of honor.

EDMUND: No!
MARY: {Her bitterness receding into a resigned h^lessness) I ’m not blam­

ing you, dear. How can you help it? How can any one of us foiget? (Strangely) 
That’s what makes it so hard —, for all of us. can’t foiget.

EDMUND: (GraAi Аегл/іои/і/вг) Maiha! Stop it!
MARY; {Forcing a smile) Д11 right, dear. 1 didn’t mean to be so gloomy. 

Don’t mind me. Here. Let me feel your head. Why, it’s nice and cool. You 
certainly haven’t any fever now.
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EDMUND: Forget! It’s you —
MARY: But I ’m quite all right, dear. {With a quick, strange, calculating, 

almost sly ̂ ance at Mm) Except I naturally feel tired and nervous this morning, 
after such a bad night. I really ought to go upstairs and lie down until lunch 
time and take a nap. {He gives her an irtstinctive look of suspicion ~  then, as­
hamed of himself, looks quickly away. She hurrieŝ  on nervously.) What are you 
going to do? Read here? It would be much better for you to go out in the fresh 
air and sunshine. But don’t get overheated, гетещЬсг. Be sure and wear a hat. 
{She stops, looking straight at him now. He avoids her eyes. There is a tense pause. 
Then she speaks Jeeringly.) Or are you afraid to trust me alone?

EDMUND: {Tormentedly) No! Can’t you stop talking like that! I think 
you ought to take a nap. {He goes to the screen door—forcing a Joking tone) I’ll 
go'down and help Jamie bear up. I love to lie in the shade and watch him 
work.

{He forces a ІащН in which she makes herself join. Then he goes 6ut on the porch 
and disappears down tĥ  steps. Her first fraction is one ofrelief, She appears to 
rela)̂ . She sinks down in one o f the wicker armchairs at rear of table and leans 

her head back, closing her eyes. But suddenly she growj terribly tense again, Her 
eyes open and she strains forward, seized by a fit of nervous panic. She be0ns 

a desperate battle mth herself. Her longfing6rs, warped and Jmotted by rheuma­
tism, drum on the arms of-the chair, driven by an insistent life of their own, with­

out her consent.)

CURTAIN

ACTtWO
ScaieOne

SCEl^E: Jbe same. It is around quarter to one. No sunlight comes into ike 
room now through the windows at right. Outside the day is still fine but increasingly 
sultry, with a faint haziness in the air which softens the glare the sim-

EDMUND sits in the armchair at left of table, reading a book. Or rather he, 
is trying to concentrate on it but cannot. He seems to be listening for some sounds 
front upstairs. His manner is nen/ously apprehensive and he looks more sickly than 
in the previous act. The second girl, CATHLEEN, enters firm  the back parlon 
She carries a tray on which is d bottle of bonded Bourbon, Several whisky glasses, 
and a pitcher of ice water. She is a buxom Irish peasant, in her early twenties, with 
a Kd-cheeked comely face, black hair and blue eyes ~  йтіаМе, i^oranf, clumsy, 
and possessed by a dense, well-meaning stupidity. She putsthe tray on the tabl4
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EDMUND pretends to, be so absorbed in his book he does not notice her, but she 
ignores this. I

CATHLEEN: ( With garrulous familiarity) Here’s the whiskey. It’ll be lunch 
time soon. Will I call your father and Mister Jamie, or will you?

EDMUND; ( Without looking up from his book) You do it.
CATHLEEN: It’s a wonder your father wouldn’t look at his watch once in 

a while. He’s a divil for making the meals late, arid then Bridget curses me as if 
I was to blame. But he’s a grand handsome man, if he is old. You’ll never see 
the day you’re as good looking — nor Mister Jamie, either. (She chuckles.) I’ll 
wager Mister Jamie wouldn’t miss the time to stop work and have his drop of 
whiskey ifhe had a watch to his name! .

EDMUND; {Gives up trying to ignore her and grins) You win that one. '
CATHLEEN; And here’s another I’d win, that you’ re making me call 

them so you can sneak a drink before,they come.
EDMUND; \^ll, I hadn’t thought of that -
CATHLEEN: Oh'no, not you! Butter wouldn’t melt in your mouth, 

I suppose.
EDMUND; But now you suggest it —
CATHLEEN; (Suddenly primly virtuous) I ’d never suggest a man or 

a woman touch drink. Mister Edmund. Sure, didn’t it kill an uncle of mine in 
the old countiy. (Relefiting) Still, a drop now and then is no harm when you’re 
in law spirits, or have a bad cold.

EDMUND; Thariks for handing me a good excuse. {Then with forced 
са5иа/ят) You’d better call my mother, too. і

CATHLEEN; Wh^t for? She’s always on time without any calling. God 
bless her, she has some consideration for the help.

EDMUND; She’S been taking a nap.
CATHLEEN; She wasn’t asleep when 1 finished my work upstairs a while 

back. She was lying down in the spare room with her eyes wide open. She’d 
a terrible headache, she said. —

EDMUND; {His casualness more forced) Oh well then, just call my fa- 
ther.

CATHLEEN: {Goes to the screen door, grumbling good-naturedly) No won­
der my feet kill me each night. I won’t lyalk out in this heat and get sunstroke. 
I ’ll call from the porch. {She goes out on the side porch, letting the screen door 
slam behind her, and disappears on her way to thefront porch. A moment later she 
is heard shouting.) Mister Tyronet Mister Jamie! It’s time!

(EDMUND, who has been staringfrightenedly before him, forgpMng his book, 
spring to his feet neryously.)
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-EDMUND: God, what а wench!

{He grabs the bottle and pours a drink, adds ice water and drinks. As he does so, 
he hears someone coming in the front door. He puts the glass hastily on the tray 

and sits down-ogain, opening his book. JAMIE comes in from the front parlor, his 
coat over his arm. He has taken off collar and tie and carries them in his hand. 
He is wiping sweat from his forehead with a handkerchief. EDMUND looks up 
as if his reading was interrupted. JAMIE takes one look at the bottle and glasses

and smiles cynically.)

JAMIE: Sneaking one, eh? Cut out the bluff, Kid. You’re a rottener actor 
than I am.

EDMUND: (Gr/w) Yes, I grabbed one while the going w^ good.
JAMIE: {Puts a hand qffectionately on his shoulder) That’s better. Why kid 

me? We’re pals, aren’t we?
EDMUND: I wasn’t sure it was you coming.
JAMIE: I made the Old Man look at his watch. I v̂as hallway up the walk 

when Cathleen burst iiito song. Our wild Irish lark! She ought to be a train an­
nouncer. '

EDMUND: That’s what drove me to drink. Why don’t you sneak one 
while you’ve got a chance?

JAMIE: I was thinking of that little thing. {He goes quickly to the wifidow at 
right.) The Old Man was talking to old Captain Ibrner. Yeŝ  he’s still at it. {He 
comes back and takes a drink.) And now to cover up from his eagle eye. {He 
memorizes the level in the bottle after every drink. He measures two drinks of water 
and pours them in the whiskey bottle and shakes it up.) There. That fixes it. {He 
pours water in the glass and sets it ori the table by EDMUND.) And here’s the 
water you’ve been drinking.

EDMUND: Fine! You don’t think it will fool him, do you?
JAMIE: ISjIaybe not, but he can’t prove it. {Putting on his collar and tie) 

I hope he'doesn’t forget lunch listening to himself talk. ї ’ні hungry. {He sits 
across the table from EDMUND — irritably.) ThdX's what I hate about work­
ing down in front. He puts on an act for every damned fool that comes 
along.

EDMUND: {Gloomily) You’re in luck to be hungry The way I feel I don’t 
care if I ever eat again.

JAMIE: (G/ves him a glance of concern) Listen, Kid. You know me. I ’ve 
never lectured you, but Doctor Hardy was right when he told you to cut out the 
redeye*®. '

EDMUND: Oh, Г т  going to after he hands me the bad news this after­
noon. A few before then won’t make any difference.
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JAMIE; {Hesitates — then slowly) I ’m glad you’ve got your mind prepared 
for bad news. It won̂ t be such a jolt.

{He catches EDMUND staring at him.) I  mean, it’s a cinch you’re, really 
sick, and it would be wrong dope to kid yourself.

EDMUND: {Disturbed) Pm not. I know how rotten I feel, and the fever 
and chills I gcit at night are no joke. 1 think Doctor Hardy’s last guess was right. 
It must be the damned malaria come back on me.

JAMIE: Maybe, but don’t be too sure.
EDMUND; Why? What do you think it is?
JAMIE; Hell, how would I know? Fm no Doc. {Abruptly) Where’s 

Mama?
EDMUND: Upstairs.
JAMIE; {looks at him shaipty) When did she go up?
EDMUND: Oh, about the time I came down to the hedge, I guess. She 

said she was going to take a nap.
JAMIE: You didn’t tell me-
EDMUND; {Ikfensively) Why shbuld I? What about it? She was tired out. 

She didn’t get much sleep last night.
JAMIE: I know she didn’t.

{Apause. The brothers avoid looking at each other.)

EDMUNip; That damned foghorn kept me awake, too.

{Another pause.)

JAMIE: She’s been ui t̂airs alone all morning, eh? You haven’t seen her?
EDMUND; No. I ’ve been reading here. I wanted to give her a chance to 

sleep.
JAMIE: Is she coming down to lunch?
E6 MUND: Of course.
JAMIE; (До'/У) N o  of course about it. She might not want any lunch. Or 

she'̂ might start having most of her meals alone upstairs. That’s happened, 
hasn’t it? .

EDMUND: {With frightened resentment) Cut it out, Jamie! Can’t yoti 
think of anything but — {fiersuasivefy) You’re all wrong to suspect anything. 
Cathleei) saw her not long ago. Mama didn’t tell her she, wouldn’t be down to 
lunch. ^

JAMIE: Then ̂ e  wasn’t taking a nap?
EDMUND: Not right then, but she was lying down, Cathleen said.
JAMIE: In the spare room?
EDMUND: \fes. For Pete’s sake* what of it?
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JAMIE: {Bursts out) You damned fool! Why did you leave her alone so 
long? Why didn’t you stick around?

EDMUND: Because she accused me — and you and Papa — of spying on 
her all tht time and not trusting her. She made me feel ashamed. I know how 
rotten it must be for her. And she promised on her sacred word of honor —

JAMIE: (Wth a bitter weariness) You ought to know that doesn’t mean 
anything.

EDMUND: It does this time!
JAMIE: That’s what we thought the other times. {He leans over the table to 

give his brother’s arm an affectionate grasp.) Listen, Kid, I know you think I’m 
a cynical bastard, but remember I’ve seen a lot more of this game than you 
have. You never knew what was really wrong until you were, ip prep school. 
Papa and I kept it from you. But I was wise ten years or more before we had to 
tell you. I know the game backwards and I ’ve been thinking all morning of the 
way she acted last night when she thought we were asleep. I haven’t been able 
to thmk of anything else. And now you tell me she got you to leave her alone 
upstairs all morning.

EDMUND: She didn’t! You’re crazy!
JAMIE: {Placatingly) All right, Kid. Don’t start a battle with me. I hope as 

much as you do I ’m crazy. I ’ve been as happy as hell became I ’d really begun 
to believe that this time — {He stops — looking through the front parlor toward 
the hall — lowering his voice, hurriedly.) She’s coming downstairs. You win on 
that. I guess I ’m a damned suspicious louse. {Theygfow tense with a hopefiil, 
fearful expectancy. Jamie mutters.) Damn! I Wish I’d grabbed another drink.

EDMUNDvMe, too.

{He coughs nervously and this brings on a realfit of coughing. JAMIE glances at 
him with worried pity. MARY enters frdm the front parlor. At first one notices no 
change except that she appears to be less nervous, to be more as she was when we 

first saw her after breakfast, but then one becomes aware that her ̂ es are bright­
er, and there is a peculiar detachment in her voice and manner, as if  she were 

a little withdrawn from her words and actions.)

MARY; {Goes worriedly to EDMUND and puts her arm WMnd him.) You 
mustn’t cough like that. It’s bad for your throjtt. You don’t vwint to get a sore 
throat on top of your cold. {She kisses him. He stops coughing and^es her a quick 
apprehensive glance, but if  his suspicions are aroused her tenderness makes him 
renounce them and he believes what he wants to believe for the motnent. On the 
other hand, JAMIE knows after one probing look at her that his suspicions are 
justified. His eyes fall to stare at the. floor, Ms face sets in an expression ofembit-
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tered, defensive cynicism. MARY goes on, halfsitting on the arm o/EDMUND’s 
chair, her arm arouridhim, so her face is above and behind his and he cannot look 
into her eyes.) But I seem to be always picidng on you, telling you don’t do tills 
and don’t do that. Forgive me, dear. It’s just that I want to take care of you.

EDMUND: I know, Mama. How about you? Do you feel rested?
MARY; Yes, ever so much better. I ’ve been lying down ever since you >>î ent 

out. It’s what I needed after such a restless night. I don’t feel nervous now.
EDMUND: That’s fine.

{Hepats her hand on his shoulder. JAMIE gives him a strange, almost 
contemptuous glance, wondering if  his brother can really mean this.

EDM VUD does not notice but his mbther does.)

MARY: (In «forced teasing tone) Good heavens, howdown in the nriouth 
you look, Jamie. What’s the matter now?

і {Without looking at her) ^iAhing. '
MARY: Oh, I ’d foigottep you’ve been working on the front hedge. That 

accounts for your sinking into the dumps, doesn’t it?
JAMIE: I f  you want to think so, Mama.
MARY: {Keeping her tone) Wfell, that’s the effect it always has, isn’t it? What 

a big baby you are! Isn’t he, Edmund?
EDMUND: He’s certainly a fool to care what anyone thinks.

{Strangely) Yes, the only viray is to make yourself^ot care. (5йе' 
catches JAMIE giving her a bitterglance and changes the subject.) Where is your 
father? I heard Cathleen call him.

EDMUND: Gabbing with old Captain Turner, Jamie says! He’ll be late, as 
usual. ■

0АМШ  gets up and goes to the windows Qtr^ht, glad of an excuM 
to turrt his back.)

MARY: I’ve told Cathleen time and again she must go wherever he is and 
tell him. The idea of screaming as if this were a cheap boardinghouse! \

JAMIE: {Looking out the window) She’s down there now. {SneeriHgly) In­
terrupting the famous Beautiful \biqe! She should have more respect.

MARY: {Sharply — letting her nseiftmerit towanthim come out) It’s ypu who 
should have mor& respect! Stop sneering at youf father! I won’t have it! You 
ought to be proud you’re his son! He тзд have his faults. Who hasn’t/But he’s 
worked hard all his life. He made his way up from ignorance and poverty to the 
top of his profession! Everyom else admires him and you should be the last one 
to sneer you, who. thanks to him, have n^ver had to work hMd in your life! 
{Stung, JAMIE has turned to stare at he^yfith accusing antagonism. Her
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•waver guiltily and she adds in a tone which begins to placate.) Remember your 
father is getting old, Jamie. You really ought to show more consideration.

JAMlE: I ought to?
EDMUND: {Uneasily) Oh, dry up, Jamie! (JAMIE looks out the window 

again.) And, for Pete’s sake. Mama, why jump on Jamie ail of a sudden?
MARY: {Bitterly) Because he’s always sneering at someone else, always 

looking for the worst weakness in everyone. ( Then with a strange, abrupt change 
to a detached, impersonal tone) But I suppose life has made him like that, and 
he can’t help it. None of us can help the things life has done to us. They’re 
done before you realize it, and once they’re done they make you do other 
things until at last everything comes between you and what you’d like to be, 
and you’ve lost your true self forever.

(EDMUND /5 made apprehensive by her strangeness. He tries to took up
in her eyes but she keeps them averted. JAMI E turns to her — then looks 

quickly out of the window again.)
JAMIE: {Dully) I ’m hungry. I wish the Old Man would get a move on. It’s 

a rotten trick the way he keeps meals waiting, arid then beefs because they’ re 
spoiled.

MARY: {With a resentment that has a quality of being automatic and on the 
surface while inwardly she is indifferent) Yes, it’s very trying, Jamie. Ypil don’t 
know how trying. You don’t haye to keep house with summer servants who don’t 
care becau№"they know it isn’t a permanent position. The really good servants 
are all with рюоріе who have homes aftd not merely suinmer places. And your 
father won’t even pay the wages the best summer help ask. So every year I have 
stupid, lazy greenhorns to deal with. But you V  heard me say this a thousand 
times. So has he, but it goes in one ear and out the other. He thinks money spent 
вал home is,money wa^ed. He’s lived too much in hotels. Never ihê best ho­
tels, of course. Second-rate Hotek. Йе doesn’t understand a home. He doesn’t 
feel at home in it. And yet; lie wants a home. He’s even proud of having this 
shabby place. He loves it here. {She laughs — a hopeless and yet amused laugh.) 
It’s really funny, when you come to think of it. He’s a peculiar man.

EDMUND: (Again attempting uneasily to look up in her eyes) What makes 
you ramble on iike that. Mama?

MARY: {Quickly casual — patting his cheek) Why, nothing in pairticular, 
dear. It & foolish.

{As she speaks, CAJHLEEN enters from the back paHor.)
CATHLEEN: {Volably) Lunch is ready. Ma’am, I went down to Mister 

lyrone, like you ordered, and he said he’d come right away, but he kept on 
talking to that man, telling him of the time when —

32 Бондарвто Є. В. Американські п’єси. Книга І



MARY; {Indifferently) All right, Cathleen. Tell Bridget I’m sorry but she’ll 
have to wait a few minutes until Mister Tyrone is here.

(CATHLEEN mutters, “Yes, Ma’am” , and goes off through the back parlor,
grumbling to herself.)

J AMIE: Damn it! Why don’t you go ahead without him? He’s told us to.
MARY: ( With a remote, amused smile) He doesn’t mean it. Don’t you know 

your father yet? He’d be so terribly hurt.
EDMUND: {Jumps up — as if he was glad of an excuse to leave.) I ’ll make 

him get a move on. {He goes out on the side porch. Л moment later he is heard call- 
ingfrom theporch exasperatedly.) Hey! Papa! Come on! Wfe can’t wait all day!

(MARY has risen from the arm of the chair. Her hands play restlessly over the
table top. She does not look at JAMIE but she feels the cynically appraising 

glance he gives herface and hands.)

MARY: ( Tensely) Why do you stare like that?
JAMIE: You know. {He turns back to the window.)
MARY: I don’t know
JAMIE: Oh, for God’s sake, do you think you can fool me. Mama? I ’m 

not blind.
MARY: {Looks directly at him now, her face set again in an expression of 

blank, stubborn denial) I don’t know what you’re talking about.
JAMIE: No? Take a look at your eyes in the mirror!
EDMUND: {Coming in from the porch) I got Papa moving. He’ll be here in 

a minute. (With a glance from one to the other, which his mother avoids — unec -̂ 
гїу) What’s happened? What’s the matter. Mama?

MARY: {Disturbed by his coming, gives way to a flurry of guilty, nervous ex­
citement) Your, brother ought to be ashamed of himself. He’s been insinuating 
I don’t know what.

EDMUND: ( Turns on JAMIE) God damn you!

{He takes a threatening step toward him. JAMIE ґм/лл his bdck with a shrug 
and looks out the wfndow.)

MARY: {Afore upset, grabs EDMUND’S arm — excitedly) Stop this at 
once, do you hear me? How dare you use such language before me! {Abruptly 
her tone and manner change to the strange detachment she has showh before.) It’s 
wrong to blame your brother. He can’t help being what the past has made him. 
Any more than your father can. Or you. Or I.

EDMUND: {Frightenedly ~  with a desperate hoping against hope) He’s 
a liar! It’s a lie, isn’t it. Mama?
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MARY; {Keeping her eyes averted) What is a lie? Now you’re talking in the 
riddles like Jamie. {Then her eyes meet his stricken, accusing look. She stam­
mers.) Edmund! Don’t! {She looks away and her manner instantly regains the 
quality of strange detachment — calmly.) There’s your father coming up the 
steps now. I must tell Bridget.

{She goes through the back parlor. EDMUND moves slowly to his chair.
He looks sick and hopeless.)

ІМЛШ. {From the window, without looking around)
EDMUND: {Refusing to admit anything to his brother yet — weakly defiant) 

Â fell, what? You’re a liar. (JAM IE again shrugs his shoulders. The screen door on 
the front porch is heard closing. EDMUND says dully.) Here’s Papa. I hope he 
loosens up with the old bottle.

(TYRON E comes in through the front parlor. He is putting on his coat.)

TYRONE: Sorry I ’m late. Captain Turner stopped to talk and once he 
starts gabbing you can’t get away from him.

JAMIE: {Without turning — dryly) You mean once he starts listening. {His 
father regards him with dislike. He comes to the table with a quick measuring look 
at the bottle of whiskey. Without turning, JAMIE senses this.) It’s all right. The 
level in the bottle hasn’t changed.

TYRONE: I wasn’t noticing that. {He adds caustically.) As if it proved any­
thing with you arouiid. I ’m on to your tricks.

EDMUND: {Dully) Did I hear you say, let’s all have a drink?
TYRONE: {Frowns at him) Jamie is welcome after his hard morning’s 

work, but I won’t invite you. Doctor Hardy —
EDMUND: To hell with Doctor Hardy! One isn’t going to kill me. I feel — 

all in. Papa. ^
TYRONE: {With a worried look at him — putting on a fake heartiness.) 

Come along, then. It’s before a meal and I’ve always found that good whiskey, 
taken in moderation as an appetizer, is the best of tonics. (EDMUND gets up 
as his father passes the bottle to him. He pours a big drink. TYRONE frowns 
admonishingly.) I said, in moderation. {He pours his own drink and passes the 
bottle to JAMIE, grumbling.) It’d be a waste of breath mentioning moderation 
to you. {Ignoring the hint, JAMIE pours a big drink. His father scowls — then, 
giving it up, resumes his hearty air, raising his glass.) Well, here’s health and 
happinessf

(EDMUND a Шег/ам^Л.)

EDMUND: That’s a joke!
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TYRONE: What is?
EDMUND; Nolliing. Here’s how.

{They drink.)

TYRONE: {Becoming aware of the atmosphere) What’s the matter here? 
There’s gloom in the air you could cut with a knife. ( Turns on JAMIE resent­
fully) Ydu got the drink you were after, didn’t you? Why are you wearing that 
gloomy look on your mug?

JAMIE: {Shrugging his shoulders) You won’t be singing a song yourself 
soon.

EDMUND: Shut up, Jamie.
TYRONE: ( Uneasy now — changing the subject) I thought lunch was ready 

I ’m hungry as a hunter. Where is your mother?
MARY: {Returning through the back parlor, calls) Here I am. {She comes in. 

She is excited and self-conscious. As she talks, she glances everywhere except at 
any of their faces.) I ’ve had to calm down Bridget. She’s in a tantrum over your 
being late again, and I don’t blame her. If your lunch is dried up from waiting 
in the oven, she said it served you right, you could like it or leave it for all she 
cared. {With increasing excitement) Oh, I ’m so sick and tired of pretending this 
is a home! You won’t help me! You won’t put yourself out the least bit! You 
don’t know how to act in a home! You don’t really want one! You iiever have 
wanted one — never since the day we were married! You should have remained 
a bachelor and lived in second-rate hotels and entertained your friends in bar­
rooms! {She adds strangely, as ifshe were now talking aloud to herself rather than 
to TYRONE). Then nothing would ever have happened.

( They stare at her, TYRONE knows now. He suddenly looks a tired, bitterly sad 
old man. EDMUND glances at his father and sees that he knows, but he still 

cannot help trying to warn his mother.)

EDMUND: Mama! Stop talking. Why don’t we go in to lunch.
MARY; {Starts and at once the quality of unnatural detachment settles on her 

face again. She even smiles with an ironical amusement to herself.) Yes, it is in­
considerate of me to dig up the past, when I know your father and Jamie must 
be hungry. {Putting her arm around EDMUND’S shoulder — with a fond solici­
tude which is at the same time remote.) I do hope you have an appetite, dear. You 
really must eat more. {Her eyes become fixed on the whiskey glass on the table 
beside him ~  sharply.) Why is that glass there? Did you take a drink? Oh, how 
can you be such a fool? Don’t you know it’s the worst thing? {She turns on 
TYRONE.) You’re to blame, James. How covdd you let him? Do you want to kill 
him? Don’t you remember my father? He wouldn’t stop after h? was stricken.
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Не said doctors were fools! He thought, like you, that whiskey is a good tonic| 
(A look of terror comes into her eyes and she stammers.) Rut, of course, there’  ̂
no comparison at all. I don’t know why I — Forgive me for scolding you, James; 
One small drink won’t hurt Edmund. It might be good for him, if it gives hirii 
an appetite.

(She pats EDMUND’S cheek playfully, the strange detachment again 
in her manner. He jerks his head away. She seems not to notice, but she moves

instinctively away.)

JAMIE: {Roughly, to hide his tense nerves.) For God’s sake, let’s eat. I ’vfe 
been working in the damned dirt under the hedge all morning. I ’ve earned my| 
grub. {He comes around in back of his father, not looking at his mother, andgrabs\ 
EDMUND’S shoulder.) Come on. Kid. Let’s put on the feed bag. '

(EDMUND geteMp, keeping his eyes averted from his mother. Theypassher, 
headingfor the back parlor.)

TYRONE: {Dully) Yes, you go in with your mother, lads. I ’ll join you in 
a second.

{But they keep on without waiting for her. She looks at their backs with a helpless 
hurt and, as they enter the back parlor, starts to follow them. TYRONE’S eyes

are on her, sad and condemning. She feels them and turns sharply without
meeting his stare.)

MARY: Why do you look at me like that? {Her hands flutter up to pat her 
hair.) Is it my hair coming down? I was so worn out from last night. 1 thought I ’d 
better lie down this morning. I drowsed off and had a nice refreshing nap. But 
I’m sure I fixed my hair again when I woke up. {Forcing a laugh) Although, as 
usual, I couldn’t find my glasses. {Sharply) Please stop staring! One would think 
you were accusing me — ( Then pleadingly) James! You don’t understand!

TYRONE: {With dull anger) I understand that I ’ve been a God-damned 
fool to believe in you!

{He walks away from her to pour himself a big drink.)

MARY: {Herface again sets in stubborn defiance.) 1 don’t know what you 
mean by “believing in me” . All I ’ve felt was distrust and spying and suspicion. 
{Then accusingly) Why are you having another drink? You never have more 
than one before lunch. {Bitterly) I know what to expect. You will be drunk to­
night. VSfcll, it won’t be the first time, will it — or the thousandth? {Again she 
bursts out pleadingly.) Oh, James, please! You don’t understand! I ’m so worried 
about Edmund! I’m so afraid he —
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TYRONE: I don’t want to listen to your excuses, Mary.
MARY: {Strickenly) Excuses? You mean —? Oh, you can’t believe that of 

me! You mustn’t believe that, James! {Then slipping away into her strange de­
tachment — quite casually) Shall we not go into lunch, dear? I don’t want any­
thing but I know you’re hungry. {He walks slowly to where she stands in the 
doorway. He walks like an old man. As he reaches her she bursts out piteously.) 
James! I tried so hard! I tried so hard! Please believe —!

TYRONE: {Moved in spite of himself— helplessly) I suppose you did, Mary. 
( Then grief-strickenly) For the love of God, why couldn’t you have the strength 
to keep on?

MARY: {Herface setting into that stubborn denial again) I don’t know what 
you’re talking about. Have the strength to keep on what?

TYRONE: {Hopelessly) Never mind. It’s no use now.

{He moves on and she keeps beside him as they disappear in the back parlor.)

CURTAIN

Scene I’wo

SCENE: The same, about a half hour later. The tray with the bottle of whis­
key has been removed from the table. The family are returning from lunch as the 
curtain rises. MARY is thefirst to enter from the back parlor. Her husband follows. 
He is not with her as he was in the similar entrance after breakfast at the opening 
of Act One. He avoids touching her or looking at her. There is condemnation in his 
face, mingled now, with the beginning of an old weary, helpless resignation. JAMIE 
and EDMUND follow their father. JAMIE’$ face is hard with defensive cyni­
cism. EDMUND tries to copy this defense but without success. He plainly shows 
he is heartsick as well as physically ill. .

MARY is terribly nervous again, as if the strain of sitting through lunch with 
them had been too much for her. Yet at the same time, in contrast to this, her ex­
pression shows more of that strange aloofness which seems to stand apart from her 
nerves and the anxieties which harry them.

She is talking as she enters — a stream of words that issues casually, in a rou­
tine offamily conversation, from her mouth. She appears indifferent to the fact that 
their thoughts are not on what she is saying any more than her own are. As she 
talks, she comes to the left of the table and stands, facingfivnt, one hand fumbling 
with the bosom of her dress, the other playing over the table top. TYRONE li^ts 
a cigar and goes to the screen door, staring out. JAMIE fills a pipe from ajar on
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top of the bookcase at rear. He lights it as he goes to look out the window at right. ? 
EDMUND sits in a chair by the table, turned half away from his mother so he \ 
does not have to watch her.

MARY: It’s no use finding fault with Bridget. She doesn’t listen. I can’t 
threaten her, or she’d threaten she’d leave. And she does do her best at times, і 
It’s too bad they seem to be just the times you’re sure to be late, James. Wfell, j 
there’s this consolation: it’s difficuU to tell from her cooking whether she’s do­
ing her best or her worst. {8Нёgives a little laugh of detached amusement — indif­
ferently.) Never mind. The summer will soon be over, thank goodness. Your 
season will open again and we can go back to second-rate hotels and trains.
I hate them, too, but at least I don’t expect them to be like a home, and there’s 
no housekeeping to worry about. It’s'unreasonable to expect Bridget or Cath- 
leen to act as if this was a home. They know it isn’t as well as we know it. It 
never has been and it never will be.

TYRONE: (Bitterly without turning around) No, it never can be now. But it 
was once, before you --

MARY: (Her face instantly set in blank denial) Before I want? (There is 
a dead silence. She goes on with a return of her detached air,) No, no. Whatever 
you mean, it isn’t true, dear. It was never a home. You’ve always preferred the 
Club or a barroom. And for me it’s always been as lonely as a dirty room in 
a one-night stand hotel. In a'real home one js never lonely You foiget I know 
from experience what a home is like. I gave up one to marry you — my father’s 
home. (At once, through an association of ideas she turns to EDMUND. Her 
manner becomes tenderly solicitous, but there is the strange quality of detachment 
in it.) I ’m worried about you, Edmund. You hardly touched a thing at lunch. 
That’s no way to take care of yoorself. It’s all right for me not have an appetite. 
I ’ve been growing too fat. But you must eat. (Coaxingty maternal) Promise me 
you will, dear, for my sake.

EDMUND: (Дм//у) Yes, Mama.
MARY: (Pats his cheek as he tries hot to shrink away) That’s a good boy

( Tbere is another pause of dead silence. Then the telephone in the front hall rings 
and all of them stiffen startledly.)

TYRONE: (Hastily) I’ll answer. McGuire said he’d call me.

(He goes out through the front parlor.)

MARY: (Indifferently) McGuire. He must have another piece o f property 
on his list that no one would think of buying except your father. It doesn’t mat­
ter any more, but it’s always seemed to me your father could afford to keep on 
buying property but never to give me a home.



(She stops to listen as TYRONE’S voice is heard from the hall.)

TYRONE: Hello. {With forced heartiness) Oh, how are you, Doctor? 
JAMIE turns from the window. MARY’s fingers play more rapidly on the table 
top. TYRONE’S voice, trying to conceal, reveals that he is hearing bad news.) 
I see {Hurriedly) Well, you’ll explain all about it when you see him this after­
noon. Yes, he’ll be in without fail. Four o’clock. I ’ll drop in myself and have 
a talk with you before that. I have to go uptown on business, anyway Good­
bye, Doctor.

EDMUND; {Dully) That didn’t sound like glad tidings.

(JAMIE gives him a pitying glance — then looks out the window again. MARY'j 
face is terrified and her hands flutter distractedlv. TYRONE comes in. The 

strain is obvious in his casualness as he addresses EDMUND.)

TYRONE: It was Doctor Hardy He wants you to be sure and see him at 
four.

EDMUND: {Dully) What did he say? Not that I give a damn now.
MARY: {Bursts out excitedly) 1 wouldn’t believe him if he swore on a stack 

of Bibles. You mustn’t pay attention to a word he says, Edmund.
TYRONE: {Sharply) Mary! /
MARY: {More excitedly) Oh, we all realize why you like him, James! Be­

cause he’s cheap! But please don’t try to tell me! I know all about Doctor Har­
dy Heaven knows I ought to after all these years. He’s an ignorarit fool! There 
should be a law to keep men like him from practicing. He hasn’t the slightest 
idea — When you’re in agony and half insane, he sits and holds your hand and 
delivers sermons on will power! {Her face is drawn in an expression of intense 
si^ering by the memory. For the moment, she loses all caution. With bitter hatred.) 
He deliberately humiliates you! He makes you beg and plead! Fie treats you like 
a criminal! He understands nothing! And yet it was exactly the same type of 
cheap quack who first gave you the medicine — and you never knew what it was 
until too late! {Passionately) I hate doctors! They’ll do anything — anything to 
keep you coining to them. They’ll sell their souls! What’s worse, they’ ll sell 
yours, and you never know it till one day you find yourself in hell!

EDMUND; Mama! For God’s sake, stop talkitig.
TYRONE: {Shakenly) Yes, Mary, it’s no time —
MARY: (Suddenly is overcome by guilty confusion — stammers) I — Foi;give 

me, dear. You’re right. It’s useless to be angry now. (There is again a pause of 
dead silence. When she speaks again, her face has cleared and is calm, and the 
quality of uncanny detachment is in her voice and manner.) I ’m going upstairs for 
a moment, if you’ll excuse me. I have to fix my hair. (She adds smilingly.) That 
is if I can find my glasses. I ’ll be right down.
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TYRONE: {As she starts through the doorway — pleadine arid re^yking) 
Mary!

MARY: ( Thrns to stare at him calmly) Yes, dear? What is it?
TYRONE: {Helplessly) Nothing.
MARY: {With a strahge derisive smile) You’re welcome to come up and 

watch me if you’re so suspicious.
TYRONE: As if that could do any good! You’d only postpone it. And I ’m 

not your jailor. This isn’t a prison.
MARY: No. I know you can’t help thinking it’s a home. {She adds quickly 

with ajletached contrition.) Ґ т  sorry, dear. 1 don’t mean to be bitter. It’s not 
yourfeult.

{She turns and disappears through the back parlor. The three in the room remain
silent. It is as if  they were waiting until she got Upstairs before speaking.)

JAMIE: {Cynically brutal) Another shot in the arm!
EDMUND: Cut out that kind of talk!
TYRONE: Yes! Hold your foul tongue and your rotten Broadway loafer’s 

lingo! Have you no pity or decency? {Losinghis temper.) You ought to be kicked 
out in the gutter! But if I did it, you know damned well who’d weep and plead 
for you, and excuse you and complain till I let you come back.

JAMIE: {4̂ spasm of pain crvsses his face.) Christ, don’t I know that? No 
pity? I have all the pjty in the world for her. I understand what a hard game to 
beat she’s up against — which is more than you ever have! My lingo didn’t 
mean I had no feeling. I was merely putting bluntly what we all know, and have 
to live with now, again: The cures are no damned good except for
 ̂while. The truth is there is no cure and we’ve been to hope — {Cynically) 

They never cpme back!
EDMUND: (Scontfully parodying his brother’s cynicism) They never come 

back! Everything is in the bag! It’s all a frame-up! Vfe’re fall guys and suckers 
and we can’t beat the game! {Dbdainfully) Christ, if I felt the way you do —!

JAMIE: {Stungfora moment—then shrugging his shoulders, dryly) I thought 
you did. Your poetry isn’t verv cheerv. Nor the stuff you read and claim you 
admire. {He indicates the small bookcase at rear.) Your pet with the unpro­
nounceable name, for example.

EDMUND: Nietzsche^®. You don’t know what you’re talking about. You 
haven’t read him.

JAMIE: Enough to know it’s a lot of bunk!
TYRONE: Shut up, both of you! There’s little choice between the philoso­

phy you learned from Broadway loafers, and the one Edmund got from his 
books. They’re both rotten to the core. You’ve both flouted the faith you were
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born and brought up in — the one true faith of the Catholic Church — and 
your denial has brought nothing but self-destruction!

{His two sons stare at him contemptuously. They forget their quarrel }and are as 
one against him on this issue.)

EDMUND; That’s the bunk, Papa!
JAMIE: Wfe don’t pretend, at any rate. {Caustically) I don’t notice you’ve 

worn any holes in the knees of your'pants going to Mass.
TYRONE; It’s true I’m a bad Catholic in the observance, God forgive me. 

But I believe! {Angrily) And you’re a liar! I may not go to church but every night 
and morning of my life I get on my knees and pray!

EDMUND; Did you pray for Mama?
TYRONE: I did. I ’ve prayed to God these many years for her.
EDMUND; Then Nietzsche must be riglit. (Яе quotes from Thus Spake 

Zarathustra.) “God is dead: of His pity for тэп hath God died” '̂.
TYRONE; {Ignores this) I f your mother had prayed, too — She hasn’t de­

nied her faith, but she’s forgotten it, until now there’s no strength of the spirit 
left in her to fight against her curse. ( Then dully resigned) But what’s the good 
of talk? >ЛЬ’\е lived with this before and now we must again. There’s no help for 
it. {Bitterly) Only I wish she hadn’t led me to hope this time. By God, I never 
will again!

EDMUND: That’s a rotten thing to ?ay, Papa! {Defiantly) Wfell, I ’ll hope! 
She’s just started. It can’t have got a hold on her yet. She can still stop. I’m go­
ing to talk to her.

JAMIE; {Shrugs his shoulders) You can’t talk to her now. She’ll listen but she 
won’t listen. She’ll he here but she won’t be here. You know the way she gets.

TYRONE; Yes, that’s the way the poison acts on her always. Every day 
from now on, there’ll be the same drifting away from us until by the end of each 
night —

EDMUND: {Miserably) Cut it out. Papa! (Hejumps up from his chair.) I ’m 
going to get dressed, {Bitterly, as he goes) I ’ll make so much noise she can’t 
suspect I ’ve come to spy on her.

(He disappears through the front parlor and can be heard stamping noisily
upstairs.)

JAMIE: {/^er a pause) What did Doc Hardy say about the Kid?
TYRONE; {Dully) It’s what you thought. He’s got consumption.
JAMIE: God damn it!
TYRONE: There is no possible doubt, he said.
JAMIE; He’ll have to go to a sanatorium.
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TYRONE: Yes, and the sooner the better, Hardy said, for him and every­
one around him. He claims that in six months to a year Edmund will be cured, 
if he obeys orders. {He sighs — gloomily and resentfully.) I never thought a child , 
of mine — It doesn’t come from my side of the family. There wasn’t one of us 
that didn’t have lungs as strong as an ox.

JAMIE: Who gives a damn about that part of it! Where does Hardy want to 
send him?

TYRONE: That’s what I’m to see him about.
JAMIE: "V l̂l, for God’s sake, pick out a good place and not clieap dump!
TYRONE: {Stung) I ’ll send him wherever Hardy thinks best!
JAMIE: Wfell, don’t give Hardy your old over-the-hills-to-the-poorhouse 

song about taxes and mortgages.
TYRONE: I ’m no millionaire"who can throw money away! Why shouldn’t 

I tell Hardy the truth?
JAMIE; Because he’ll think you want him to pick a cheap dump, and be­

cause he’ll know it isn’t the truth — especially if he hears afterwards you’ve 
seen McGuire and let that flannel-mouth, gold-brick merchant sting you with 
another piece of bum property!

TYRONE; (Furiously) Keep your nose out of my busiiiess!
JAMIE: Ibis is Edmund’s business. What I ’m afraid ofiS, with your Irish bog- 

trotter idea that consumption is fatal, you’ll figure it would be a waste of money to 
spend any more than you can help.

TYRONE; You liar!
J A M I E; All right. Prove I ’m a liar. That’s what I want. That’s why 

I brptight it up.
TYRONE: {His rage still smoldering I have every hope Edmund will be 

cured. And keep your dirty tongue off Ireland! You’re a fine one to sneer, with 
the map of it on your face!

JAMIE; Not after I wash my face. {Thet} before his father can react to this 
insult to the Old Sod̂ .̂ he adds dryly, shrugging his shoulders.) Well, I’ve said all 
I have to say. It’s up to you. {Abruptly) What do you want me to do this after­
noon, now you’re going uptown? I ’ve done all I can do on the hedge until you 
cut more of it. You don’t want me to go ahead with your clipping, I know 
that.

TYRONE: No. You’d get it crooked, as you get everything else.
JAMIE: Then I’d better go uptown with Edmund. The bad news coming 

on top of what’s happened to Mama may hit him hard.
TYRONE; (Forgetting his quarrel) Yes, go with him, Jamie. Keep up his 

spirits, if you can. {He adds caustically.) I f  you can without making it an excuse 
to get drank!
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JAMIE; What would I use for money? The last I heard they were still selling 
booze, not giving it ̂ way. (He starts for the front-partor doorway.) I’ll get dressed.

{He stops in the doorway as he sees his mother approachingfrom the hall, and 
moves aside to let her come in. Her eyes look brighter, and her manner is more 

detached. This change becomes more marked as the scene goes on.)

MARY: ( Vaguely) You haven’t seen my glasses anywhere, have you, Jamie? 
{She doesn’t look at him. He glances away, ignoring her question but she doesn’t 
seem to expect an answer. She comes forward, addressing her husband without 
looking at him.) You haven’t seen them, have you, James? {Behind her іМЛШ  
disappears through thefivntparlor.)

TYRONE: {Turns to look out the screen door) Цо,УШу.
MARY: What’s the matter with Jamie? Have you been nagging at him 

again? You shouldn’t treat him with such contempt all the time. He’s not to 
blame. If he’d been brought up in a teal home, I ’m sure he would have been 
different. {She comes to the windows at right — lightly.) You’re not much of 
a weather prophet, dear. See how hazy it’s getting. I can hardly see the other 
shore.

TYRONE: {Тгуігщ to speak naturally) Yes I spoke too soon. Wfe’re in for 
another night of fog. I ’m afraid.

MARY: Oh, well, I won’t wind it tonight.
TYRONE: No, I don’t imagine you will, Mary.
MARY: {Flashes a glance at him after a pause) I don’t see Jamie going 

down to the hedge. Where did he go?
TYRONE: He’s going with Edmund to the Doctor’s. He went up to change 

his clothes. {Then, glad of an excuse to leave her) I’d better do the same or ГП 
be late for my appointment at the Club-

{He makes a move toward the front-parlor doorway, but with a swift, impulsive 
movement she reaches out and clasps his arm.)

MARY {A note of pleading in her voice) Don’t go yet, dear. I don’t want to 
be alone. {Hastily) I mean, you have plenty of time. You know you boast you 
can dress in one-tenth the time it takes the boys. (Vaguely) There is something 
I wanted to say. What is it? I ’ve forgotten. I ’m glad Jamie is going uptown. You 
didn’t give him any money, I hope.

TYRONE; I did not.
MARY: He’d only spend it on drink and you know what a vile, poisonous 

tongue he has when he’s drunk. Not that I would mind anything he isaid to­
night, but he always manages to drive you into a rage, especially if you’re drunk, 
too, as you will be.
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TYRONE; (Resentfully) I won’t. I never get drunk.
MARY: {Teasing indifferently) Oh, I ’m sure you’ll hold it well. You always 

have. It’s hard for a stranger to tell, but after thirty-five years of marriage —
TYRONE: I’ve never missed a performance in my life. That’s the proof! 

(Then bitterly) If 1 did get drunk it is not you who should blame me. No man 
has ever had a hotter reason.

MARY; Reason? What reason? You always drink too much when you go to 
the Club, don’t you? Particularly when you meet McGuire. He sees to that. 
Don’t think I’m finding fault, dear. You must do as you please. I won’t mind.

TYRONE; I know you won’t. (He turns toward the front parlor, anxious to 
escape.) I ’ve got to get dressed.

MARY; (Again she reaches out and grasps his arm — pleadingly.) No, please 
wait a little while, dear. At least, until one of the boys comes down. You will all 
be leaving me so soon.

TYRONE; (With bitter sadness) It’s you who are leaving us, Mary.
MARY; I? That’s a silly thing to say, James. How could I leave? There is 

nowhere I could go. Who would I go to see? I have no friends.
TYRONE: It’s your own fault — (He stops and sighs helplessly — persua­

sively.) There’s surely one thing you can do this afternoon that will be good 
for you, Mary. Take a drive in the automobile. Get away from the house. Get 
a little sun and fresh air. (Injuredly) I bought the automobile for you. You 
know I don’t like the damned things. I ’d. rather walk any day, or take a trol­
ley. (Ш іЬ growing resentment) I had it here waiting for you when you came 
back from the sanatorium. I hoped it would give you pleasure and distract 
your mind. You used to ride in it every day, but you’ve hardly used it at all 
lately. I paid a lot o f money 1 couldn’t afford, and there’s the chauffeur 
I have to board and lodge and pay high wages whether he drives you or not. 
(Bitterly) Waste! The same old waste that will land me in the poorhouse in 
my old age. What good did it do you? I might as well have thrown the money 
out the window. MARY: (M th detached calm) Yes, it was a waste of money, 
James. You shouldn’t have bought a secondhand automobile. You were 
swindled again as you always are, because you insist on secondhand baigains 
in everything.

TYRONE; It’s one of the best makes! Eveiyone says it’s better than any of 
the new ones!

MARY; (Ignoring this) It was another waste to hire Smythe, who was only 
a helper in a garage and had never been a chauffeur. Oh, I realize his wages are 
less tlian a real chauffeur’s, but he more than makes up for that. I ’m sure, by 
the graft he gets from the garage on repair bills; Something is alvrays wrong. 
Smythe sees to that. I ’m afraid.
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TXRONE: I don’t believe it! He may not be a Fancy millionaire’s flunky 
but he’s honest! You’re as bad as Jamie, suspecting everyone!

MARY; You mustn’t be offended, dear. I wasn’t offended when you gave 
me the automobile. I knew you didn’t mean to humiliate me. I knew that was 
the way you had to do everything. I was grateful and touched. I knew buying the 
car was a hard thing for you to do, and it proved how much you loved me, in 
your way, especially when you couldn’t really believe it would do me any 
good.

ITRONE; Mary! {He suddenly hugs her to him — brokenly.) Dear Maiy! 
For the love of God, fof my sake and the boys’ sake and your own, won’t you 
stop now?

MARY: {Stammens in guilty confusion for a second) I — James! Please! {Her 
strange) stubborn defense comes back instantly.) Stop what? What are you talk­
ing about? (He lets his arm fall to his side brokenly. She impulsively puts her arm 
around him.) James! We’ve loved each other! \Sfe always will! Let’s remember 
only that, and not try to understand what we cannot understand, or help things 
that cannot be helped — the things life has done to us we cannot excuse or 
explain.

TYRONE: {As if  he hadn’t heard ~  bitterly.) You won’t even try?
MARY: {Her arms drop hopelessly and she turns away — with detachment.) 

Try to go for a drive this afternoon, you mean? Why, yes, if you wish me to, 
although it makes me feel lonelier if I stayed here. There is no one I can invite 
to drive with me, aind I never know where to tell Smythe to go. I f there was 
a friend’s house where I could drop in and laugh and gossip awhile. But, of 
course, there isn’t. There never has been. {Her manner becoming more and 
more remote) At the Convent I had so many friends. Girls whose families 
lived in lovely homes. I used to visit them and they’d visit me in my fether’s 
home. But, naturally, after I married an actor — you know how actors wete 
considered in those days — a lot of them gave me the cold shoulder. And 
then, right after we wer& married, there was the scandal of that woman who 
had feeen your mistress, suing you. From then on, all my old friends either 
pitied me or cut me dead. I hated the ones who cut me much less than the 
pitiers.

TYRONE: {With guilty resentment) For God’s sake, don’t dig up what’s 
long foigotten. If you’re that far gone in the past already, when it’s only the 
beginning of the afternoon, what will you be tonight?

SlARY: {Stares at him defiantly now) Come to think of it, 1 do have to drive 
uptown. There’s something I must get at the drugstore,

TYRONE: {Bitterly scomjul) Leave it to you to have some of the stuff hid­
den, and prescriptions for more! I hope you’ll lay in a good stock ahead so we’ll
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never have another night like the one when you screamed for it, and ran out of 
the house in your nightdress half crazy, to try and throw yourself off the dock!

MARY; ( Tries to ignore this) I have to get tooth powder and toilet soap and 
cold cream — (,She breaks down pitiably.) James! You mustn’t remember! You 
mustn’t humiliate me so!

TYRONE: (Ashamed) I ’m sorry. Forgive me, Marry!
MARY: (Вфтіуеіу detached again) It doesn’t matter. Nothing like that 

ever happened. You must have dreamed it. (He stares at her hopelessly. Her 
voice seem to drift farther and farther away.) I was so healthy before Edmund 
was born. You remember, James. There wasn’t a nerve in my body. Even 
traveling with you season after season, with week after week of one-night 
stands, in trains without Pullmans, in dirty rooms of filthy hotels, eating bad 
food, bearirtg children in hotel rooms, I still kept healthy. But bearing Edmund 
was the last straw. I was so sick afterwards, and that ignorant quack of a cheap 
hotel doctor All he knew was I was in pain. It was easy for him to stop the 
pain.

TYRONE: Mary! For God’s sake, forget the past!
IVIARY: (With strange objective calm) Why? How can I? The past is the 

present, isn’t it? It‘s the future, too. Wfe all tty to lie out of that but life won’t let 
us. (Going on) I  blame only myself. I swore after Eugene died I would never 
have anotheiгЪaby. I was to blame for his death. If I hadn’t left him with my 
mother to join you oft the road, because yon wrote telling me you missed me 
and were so lonely, Jamie would never have been allbwe'd, when he still had ' 
measles, to go in the baby’s room. (Her face hardening) I ’ve always believed; 
Jamie did it on purpose. Hewasjealousofthebaby. He hated him. (As TYRONE і 
starts to protest.) Oh, I know Jamie was only seven, but he was never stupid. 
He’d been warned it might kill the baby. He knew. I’ve never been able to for­
give him for that.

TYRONE: (With fciffersarfnm) Are you back with Eugene now? Can’tyou 
let our dead baby rest in peace?

MARY if  she hadn’t heard him) It v«is my fault. I should have insisted) 
on staying with Eugene and not have let you persuade me to join you, just be-| 
cause I loved you. Above all, I shouldn’t have let you insist I have another babyl 
to take Eugene’s place, because you thought that would make me forget his| 
death. I knew from experience by then that children should have homes to be| 
born in, if they are to be good children, and women need homes, if they are to 
be good mothers. I was afraid all the time I carried Edmund. I knew something 
terrible would happen. I knew I’d proved by the way I’d left Eugene that I wasn’t 
worthy to have another baby, and that God would punish me if I did. Г nevei 
should have borne Edmund.
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TYRONE; ( ШіН an uneasy glance through the front parlor) Mary! Be care­
ful with your talk. If he heard you he might think you never wanted him. He’s 
feeling bad enough already without —

MARY: {Violently) It’s a lie! I did want him! More than anything in the 
world! You don’t understand! I meant, for his sake. He has never been happy. 
He never will be. Nor healthy. He was born nervous and too sensitive, and 
that’s my fault. And now, ever since he’s been so sick I ’ve kept remembering 
Eugene and my father and I’ve been so frightened and guilty — ( Then, catching 
herself, with an instant change to stubborn denial) Oh, I know it’s foolish to im­
agine dreadful things when there’s no reason for it. After all, everyone has colds 
and gets over them.

(TYRONE stares at her and sighs helplessly. He turns away toward the front 
parlor and sees EDMUND coming down the stairs in the hall.)

TYRONE; (Sharply, in a low voice) Here’s Edmund. For God’s sake try and 
be ypurself — at least until he goes! You can do that much for him! (He waits, 
forcing his face into a pleasantly paternal expression. She waitsfrightenedly seized 
again by a nervous panic, her hands fluttering over the bosom ofher dress, up to her 
throat and hair, with a distracted aimlessness. Then, as EDMUND approaches 
the doorway, she cannot face him. She goes swiftly away to the windows at left and 
stares out with her back to the front parlor. EDMUND enters. He has changed to 
a ready-made blue serge suit, high stiff collar and tie, black shoes. With an actor’s 
heartiness.) Wfell! You look spic and span. I’m on my way up to change, too.

(He starts to pass him.)

EDMUND; (Dryly) 'Ш\Х a minute, Papa. I hate to bring up disagreeable 
topics, but there’s the matter o f carfare. I ’m broke.

TYRONE; (Starts automatically on a customary lecture.) You’ll always be 
broke until you learn the value — (Checks himself guiltily, looking at his son’s 
sick face y/ith worried pity) But you’ve been learning, lad. You worked hard be- 
foite you took ill. You’ve done splendidly. I ’m proud of you. (He pulls out a small 
roll of bills fl-om his pants pocket and carefully selects one. EDMUND takes it. 
He glances at it and his face expresses astonishment. His father again reacts cus­
tomarily — sarcastically.) Thank you. (He quotes.) ‘Tiow sharper than a ser­
pent’s tooth it is —”

EDMUND; “To have a thankless child”^̂ . I know. Give me a chance. 
Papa. I ’m knocked speechless. This isn’t a dollar. It’s a ten spot̂ **.

TYRONE; (Embarrassed by his generosity) Put it in your pocket. You’ll 
probably meet some of your friends uptown and you can’t hold your end up 
and be sociable with nothing in your jeans.
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EDMUND: You meant it? Gosh, thank you, Papa. He is genuinely pleased 
and grateful for a moment — then he stares at his father’s face with uneasy suspi­
cion.) But why all of a $udden —? (Cynically) Did Doc Hardy tell you I was 
going to die? {Пеп he sees his father is bitterly hurt.) No! That’s a rotten crack. 
I was only kidding, Papa. {He puts an arm around his father impulsively and gives 
him an affectionate hug.) I ’m very grateful. Honest, Papa.

TYRONE: ( Touched, returns his hug.) \bu’re welcome, lad.
MARY: (Suddenly turns to them in a confused panic of frightened anger) 

I won’t have it! {She stamps her foot.) Do you hear, Edmund! Such morbid non­
sense! Saying you’re going to die! It’s the^ooks you read! Nothing but sadness 
and death! Your father shouldn’t allow you to have them. And some of the po­
ems you’ve written yourself are even worse! You’d think you didn’t want to live! 
A boy of your age with everything before him! It’s just a pose you get out of 
books! You’re not really sick at all!

TYRONE: Mary! Hold your tongue!
MARY: {Instantly changing to a detached tone) But, James, it’s absurd of 

Edmund to be so gloomy and make such a great to-do about nothing. ( TUming 
to EDMUND but avoiding his eyes 7- teasingly affectionate) Never mind, dear. 
I ’m on to you. {She comes to him.) You want to be petted and spoiled and made 
a fuss over, isn’t that it? You’re still such a baby {She puts her arm around him 
and hugs him. He remains rigid and unyielding. Her voice begins to tremble.) But 
please don’t carry it too far, dear. Don’t say horrible things. I know it’s foolish 
to take them seriously but I can’t help it. You’ve got me — so frightened.

{She breaks and hides her face on his shoulder, sobbing. EDMUND is moved 
in spite of himself. He pats her shoulder with an awkward tenderness.) ,

- EDMUND: Don’t, mother.

{His eyes meet his father’s)

TYRONE: {Huskily — clutching at hopeless hope) Maybe if you asked your 
mother now what you said yoiJ were going to — {He fumbles with his watch.) By 
God, look at the tinle! I ’ll have to shake a leg.

{He hurries away through the front parlor. MARY lifts her head. Her manner is 
again one of detached motherly solicitude. She seems to have forgotten the tears 

which are still in her eyes.)

MARY: How do you feel, dear? {She feels his fore head.) Your head is a lit:- 
tie hot, but that’s just from going out in the sun. You look ever so much bettel 
than you did this morning. {Taking his hand.) Come and sit down. You mustn’i 
stand on your feet so much. You must team to hushand your strength.
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(She gets him to sit and she sits sideways on the arm, of his chair, an arm around 
his shoulder, so he cannot meet her eyes.)
•J ■* , .

EDMUND; (Starts to blurt out the appeal he now feels is quite hopeless) 
Listen, Mama —

MARY (Interrupting quickly) Now, now! Don’t talk. Lean back and rest. 
(Persuasively) You know, I think it would be much better for you if you stayed 
home this afternoon and let me take care of you. It’s such a tiring trip uptown 
in the dirty old trolley on a hot day like this. I ’m sure you’d be much better off 
here with me.

EDMUND: (Dully) You forget I have an appointment with Hardy. (Trying 
again to get his appeal started.) 1Ыеп,Мът&г^

MARY; (Quickly) You can telephone and say you don’t feel well enough. 
(Excitedly) It’s simply a waste of time and money seeing him. He’ll only tell 
you some lie. He’ll pretend he’s found something serious the matter because 
that’s his bread and butter. (She gives a hard sneering little lai^h.) The old idiot! 
All he knows about medicine is to look solemn and preach will power!

EDMUND; (Trying to catch her eyes) Mama! Please listen! I want to ask 
you something! You — You’re only just started. You can still stop. You’ve got 
the will power! >\fe’ll all help you. ГЦ do anything! VWan’t you. Mama?

MARY; (Stammers pleadingly) Please don’t talk about things you don’t un­
derstand!

EDMUND: (Dully) All right, I give up. I knew it was no use.
MARY; (In blank denial now) Anyway, I don’t know wha.t you’re referrmg 

to. But I do know you should be the last one — Right after I returned from the 
sanatorium, you began to be ill. The doctor there had warned me I must have 
peace at home with nothing to upset me, and all I ’ve done is worry about you. 
( Then distractedly) But that’s no excuse! I ’m only trying to explain. It’s not an 
ехсижі (She hugs him to her r-pleadingly.) Promise me, dear, you won’t believe 
I made you an excuse.

EDMUND; (Bitterly) What else can I believe? ,
MARY; (Slowly takes her arm away — her manner remote and objective 

o^ow) Yes, I suppose you can’t help suspecting that, .
EDMUND; (Ashamed but still bitter) What do you expect?
MARY; Nothing, I don’t b l^ e  you. How could you believe me — when 

I can’t believe myself? I ’ve become such a liar. I never lied about anything once 
upon a time. Now I have to lie, especially to myself. But how can you under­
stand, when I don’t myself I ’ve never understood anything about it, except 
that one day long ago I found Г could no longer call my soul my own., (She 
pauses — then lowering her voice to a strange tone of whispered confidence.) But
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some day, dear, I will find it again — some day when you’re all well, and I see- 
you healthy and happy and successful, and I don’t have to feel guilty any 
more — some day when the Blessed Virgin Mary forgives me and gives ine back, 
the faith in Her love and pity I used to have in my convent days, and I can pray 
to Her again — when She seê s no one in the world can believe iii me even for : 
a moment any more, then She will believe in me, and with Her help it will be 
so easy. I will heaj^nyself scream with agony, and at the same time I will laugh 
because I will be so sure of myself. ( ГАгл as EDMUND remains hopelessly si­
lent, she adds sadly.) Of course, you can’t believe that, either. {She rises from thel 
arm of his chair and goes to stare out the windows at right with her back tp him — | 
casually.) Now I think of it, you might as well go uptown. I forgot I ’m taking ! 
a drive. 1 have to go to the drugstore. You would hardly want to go there with i 
me. You’d be so ashamed. Ї

EDMUND; (Дгоікеп/у) Mama! Don’t!
MARY: I st̂ ppose you’ll divide that ten dollars your father gave you with- 

Jamie. You always divide with each other, don’t you? Like good sports'. Vfell,; 
I know what he’ll do with his share. Get drunk somet>lace where he can be with 
the only kind of woman he understands or likes. {She turns to him̂  pleading 
frightenedly.) fidmund! Promise me you won’t drink! It’s so dangerous! You 
know Doctor Hardy told you—

EDMUND: (Д//Гег/у) I thought he was an old idiot.
MARY; {Pitifully) Edmund! (JAMIE’s wice is heard from the front hall, 

“Come on. Kid, let’s beat it” . MARY’S manner at once becomes detached 
again) Go on, Edmund. Jamie’s waiting. {She goes to the front-parlor (/oor- 
wio».) There comes your father downstairs, too.

(TYRONE’S w/ce co/iy, “Come on, Edmund” .)

M a ry  (Kisses him with detached affection) Good-bye, dear. I f you’re com­
ing home for dinner, try not to be late. And tell your father. \bu know what 
Bridget is. {He t̂ rns and hurries away. TYRONE calls firm  the Ло//, “Good­
bye, Mary” , and then JAMIE, “Good-bye, Mama” . She calls back) Good­
bye. ( The front screen door is heard closing after them. She comes and stands by 
the tabl̂ , one hand drumming on it, the other fluttering up to pat her hair. She 
stares about the room with fiightened, forsaken eyes and whispers to henelf) It’s 
so lonely here. {Then her face hardens into bitter self-contempt.) You’re lying to 
yourself again. You wanted tp get rid of them. Their contempt and disgust 
aren’t t>leasant company. You’re glad they’re gone. (Sf№ gives d little despairing 
/аи̂ Л.) Then Mother of God, why do I feel so lonely?

CURTAIN
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ACTTHREE

SCENE; JJie sa^e. It is around half past six in the evening. Dusk is gathering 
in the living room, an early dusk due to the fog which has rolled in from the Sound 
and is like a white curtain drawn down outside the windows. From a lighthouse 
beyond the harbor’s mouth, a foghorn is heard at regular intervals, moaning like 
a mournful whale in labor, and from the harbor itself, intermittently, comes the 
wantjî  ringing of bells on yachts at anchor.

Thê  tray with the bottle of whiskey, glasses, and pitcher of ice water is on the 
table, as it was in the pre-luncheon scene of the previous act.

MARY and the second girl, CATHLEEN, are discovered. The latter is 
standing at left of table. She holds an empty whiskey glass in her hand as if she’d 
forgotten she had it. She shows the effects of drink. Her stupid, good-humoredface 
wears a plegsed and flattered simper. MARY is paler than bejbiy: and her eyes 
shine with unnatural brilliance. The strange detachment in her manner has inten­
sified. $he has hidden deeper within herself and found refuge and release in 
a drecftn where present reality is but an appearance to be accepted and dismissed 
unfeelingly — even with a hard cynicism — or entirely ignored. There is at times 
an uncanny gay, free youthfulness in her manner, as if  in spirit ̂ he were released 
to become again, simply and without self-consciousness, the naive, happy, chatter­
ing schoolgirl of her convent days. She wears the dress into which she had changed 
fof her drive to town, a simple, fairly expensive affair, which would be extremely 
becoming if  it were nô  for the,careless, almost slovenly way she wears it  Her hair 
is no longer fastidiously in place. It has a slightly disheveled, lopsided look. She 
talks to CATHLEEN with d confiding familiarity, as the second^rl were an 
old, intimate friend. As the curtain rises, she is standing by the screen door looking 
out. A moan of the ft^hom is heard.

MARY: {Amused — girlishly) That foghorn! Isn’t it awful, Cathleen?
CATHLEEN: ( Tblks more familiarly than usual but never with intentional 

impertinence because she sincerely likes her mistress) It is indeed, Ma’am. It’S 
like a banshee.

MARY; {Goes on as if she hadn’t heard. In nearly all the following dialogue 
there is the feeling that she has CATHLEEN with her merely as an excuse to keep 
talking.) I don’t mind it tonight. Last night it drove me crazy. I lay awake wor­
rying until I couldn’t stand it any nio№.

CATHLEEN; Bad cfess to it. I was scared out of my wits riding back from 
town. I thought that ugly monkey, Smythe, would drive us in a ditch or against 
a tree. You couldn't see your hand in front o f you. I ’m glad you had me sit in 
back with you, Ma’am. If I ’dbeen in front with that monkey— He can’t keep
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his dirty hands to himself. Give him half a chance and he’s pinching me qn the, 
leg or you-know-where — asking your pardon, Ma’am, but it’s true.

MARY: {Dreamily) It wasn’t the fog I minded, Cathleen. 1 really love fog.
CATHLEEN; They say it’s good for the complexion.
MARY; It hides you from the world aiijd the world from you. Yon feel that 

everything has changed, and nothing is what it seemed to be. No one can find 
or touch you any more. '

CATHLEEN: I wouldn’t care so much if Smythe was a fine, handsome! 
man like some chauffeurs I ’ve seen — I mean, if it was all in fun, for I ’m a de­
scent girl. But for a shriveled mnt like Smythe —! I’ve told him, you must think 
I’m hard up that I ’d notice a monkey like you. I ’ve wamed-him, one day I ’ll 
give a clout that’ll knock him into next week. And so I will!

: MARY: It’s the foghorn I hate. It won’t let you alone. It keeps reminding, 
you, and warning you, and calling you back. {She smiles strangely.) But it can’t 
tonight. It’s ju^ an ugly sound. It doesn’t remind me of anything. {She gives; 
a teasing, ffHish laugh.) Except,' perhaps, Mr. Tyrone’s snores. I ’ve always had 
such fun teasing him about it.

He has snored ever since 1 can remember, especially when he’s had too 
mucji to drink, and yet he’s like a child, he hates tb admit it. {She laughs, com~ 
ing to the table.) Vfell, I suppose I snore at times, too, and I don’t like to adrtiit 
it. So I have no right to make fun erfhim, have I?

(She sits in the rocker at right of table.)

CATHLEEN; Ah, sure, eveiybody healthy snores. It’s a sign of sanity, they ; 
' sky. {Then, wmriedly) What time is it, Ma*am? I ought to go back in the kitch­
en. Th^ daimp is in Bridget’s rheumatism and she’s like a raging divil. She’ll 
bite my head off.

{She puts her glass on the table and makes a movement towaf-d the back parlor.)

MARY: {With a flash of apprehension) No, don’t go, Cathleen. Idon’twant 
to be alone, yet

CATHLEEN; You won’t be for long. The Master and the boys will be 
home soon.

MARY: I doubt if they’ll come back for dinner. They have top good an 
excuse to remain in the barrooms where they feel at home. (CATHLEEN 
stares at her, stupidly puzzled. MARY goes on smilir^ly.) Don’t worry about 
Bridget. I ’ll teH her I kept you with me, and you can take a big drink of whiskey 
to her when you go. She won’t mind then.

GATHLEEf^; {Gtins — at her ease again) No, Ma’am. That’s the one 
thing can make her cheerful. She loves her дкф.
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MARY: Have another drink yourself. If you wish, Gathleen.
CATHLEEN; t don’t know if I ’d better, Ma’am. I can feel what I've had 

already. {Reachingfor the bottle) >\fell, maybe one more won’t harm. {She pours 
a rfrfnit.) Here’s your good health. Ma’am.

{She drinks without bothering about a chaser.)

MARY; {Dreamily) I really did have good health once, Cathleen. But that 
was long ago. ,

CATHLEEN: {Worried again) The Master’s sure to notice what’s gone 
from the bottle. He has the eye of a hawk for that.

MARY: {Amusedly) Oh, we’ll play Jamie’s trick on him. Just measure a few 
drinks of water and pour them in.

CATHLEEN: {Does this ~  with a silly ̂ ^ e ) God save me, it’ll be half 
water. He’ll know by the taste.

MARY {Іпйфегепііу) No, by the time he ccwnes home he’ll he too drank to 
tell the difference. He has such a good excuse, l№ bdiewes, to drown his sorrows.

CATHLEEN: {Philos<^hically) Vfell, it’s a good man’s failing. I wouldn’t ’ 
give a trauneen for a teetotaler. They’ve no high spirits. {Then, stupidly puzzled) 
Good excuse? You mean Master Edmund, Ma’am? I can tell the Master is 
worried about him.

MARY: {Stiffens dфnsively ■— but in d strange way the reaction has a me­
chanical quality, as ^  it did not penetrate to real emotion) Don’t be silly, Cath­
leen. Why should he be? A touch of grippe is nothing. And Mr. Tyrone never is 
worried about anything, except money and property and the Геш- he’ll end hi4 
days in poverty, I mean, deeply worried. Because he cannot really understand 
anything else. {Shelves a little lough of detached, фесНогюіе атизетеЩ My 
huŝ sand is a very ресиїіаґ man, Cathleen.

CATHLEEN: {Vaguelyresentful) WjU, he’s a fine, handsomê  kind gientle- 
man just the same. Ma'am. Never mind his weakness.

MARY: Oh, I don’t mind. I ’ve loved him dekriy for thirty-six years. That 
proves I know he’s lovable at heart and can’t help being what he is, doesn’t it?

CATHLEEN: /чйішлєі/) TJiat’s ri^t, Ma’am. Love him ctearly,
for any fool can see he wiMShlps the ground you walk on. {Figfvttng the effect of 
herlastdrinkandtryingtobesoberly conversational) Speaking of acting. Ma’am, 
how is it you never went on the stage?

MARY, {Resentfully) I? What put that absurd notion in your head? I vms 
b ro i^  up in a respectable home and educated in the best convent in the Mid­
dle Mfest. Before 1 met Mr. Tyrone I hardly knew there was such a thing as 
a theater. I was a very pious iprl. I even dreamed of becominga nun. I ’ve never 
had the slightest desire to be an actress.
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CATHLEEN; (Bluntly) Well, I can’t imagine you a holy nun, Ma’am. | 
Sure, you never darken the door of a church, God forgive you. І

MARY: (Ignores this) I ’ve never felt at home in the theater. Even though 
Mr Tyrone has made me go with him on all his tours, J’ve had little to do with j 
the people in his company, or with anyone on the stage. Not that I have any- і 
thing against them. They have always been kind to me, and I to them. But I ’ve I 
never felt at home with them. Their life is not my life. It has always stood be- 5 
tween me and — (She gets up — abruptly.) But let’s not talk of old things that I 
couldn’t be helped. (She goes to the porch door and stares out.) How thick the ; 
fog is. I can’t see the road. All the people in the world could pass by and I would 
never know. I wish it was always that way. It’s getting dark already. It will soon 
be night, thank goodness. (She turns back — vaguely.) It was kind of you to 
keep me company this afternoon, Cathleen. I would have been lonely driving 
uptown alone.

CATHLEEN: Sure, wouldn’t I rather ride in a fine automobile than stay 
here and listen to Bridget’s lies about her relations? It Was like a vacation, 
Ma’am. (Shepauses — then stupidly.) There was only one thing I didn’t like.

MARY'(Кі^иеіУ) What was that, Cathleen?
CATHLEEN; The way the man in the drugstore acted when I took in the 

prescription for you. (Indignantly) The impudence of him!
MARY: (ЇШ і j/ийАо/ті й/олЛп^и) What are you talking about? What drug­

store? What prescription? ( Then hastily, as CATH LEEN stares in stupid amaze­
ment) Oh, of course. I’d forgotten. The medicine for the rheumatism in my 
hands. What did the man say? (Iben with indffference)Hot that it matters, as 
long as he filled the prescription.

CATHLEEN: It mattered to me, then! I ’n̂  not used to being treated like 
a thief. He ga\® me a long look and says insultingly, “Where did you get hold of 
this?” and I says, “ It’s none of your damned business, but if you must know, it’s 
for the lady I work for, Mrs. Tyrone, who’s sitting out in the. automobile” . That 
shut him up quick. He gave a look out at you and said, “Oh” , and went to get 
the medicine.

MARY: (Vaguely)')^s, heknowsme. (Resits in the armchair at r^ht rear of 
table. She adds in a calm, detached voice.) I have, to take it because there is no 
other that can stop the pain — all the pain ■— I mean, in my hands. (She raises 
her hands and regards them with melancholy sympathy. There is no tremor in them 
now.) Poor hands! You’d never believe it, but they were once one of my good 
points, along with my hair and eyes, and I had a fine figure , too. (Her tone has 
become more and more far-off and dreamy.) They were a musician’s hands.
1 used to love the piano. I worked so hard at my . music in the Convent ~  if you 
can call it work when you do something you love. Mother Elizabeth and my
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music teacher both said I had more talent than any student they remembered. 
My father paid for special lessons. Не- spoiled me. He would do anything 
I asked. He would have sent me to Europe to study after 1 graduated from the 
Convent. I might have gone — if I hadn’t fallen in love with Mr. Tyrone. Or 
I might have become a nun. I had two dreams. To be a nun, that was the more 
beautiful one. To become a concert pianist, that was the other. {She pauses, 
regarding her hands fixedly. CATHI.EEN blinks her eyes to fight off drowsiness 
and a tipsy feeling.) I haven’t touched a piano in so many years. I couldn’t play 
with such crippled fmgers, eyen if 1 wanted to. For a time after my marriage 
I tried to keep up my music. But it was hopeless. One-night stands, cheap ho­
tels, dirty trains, leaving children, never haying a home — {She stares at her 
hands with fascinated disgust.) See, Cathleen, how ugly they are! So maimed 
and crippled! You would think they’d been through some horrible accident! 
{She gives a strange little laugh.) So they have, come to think of it. {She sud­
denly thrusts her hands behind her back.) I won’t look at them. They’re worse 
than the foghorn for reminding me — {Then with, defiant self-assurance) But 
even they can’t touch me now. {She brings her hands from behind her back and 
deliberately starei at them — calmly.) They’re far away. I see them, but the pain 
has gone.

CATHLEEN; {Stupidly puzzled) You’ve taken some of the medicine? It 
made you act funny. Ma’am. If I didn’t know better, I ’d think you’d a droo 
taken.

MARY: {Dreamily) It kills the pain. You go back until at last you are be­
yond its reach. Only the past when you were happy is real. {She pauses — then 
as ifher'words had been an evocation which called back happiness she changes in 
her whole manner and facial expression. She looks you/fger. There is a quality of 
an innocentconvent girl about her, and she smiles shyly.) I f  you think Mr. Tyrone 
is handsome now, Cathleen, you should have seen him when I first met him. 
He had the reputation of being one of the best looking men in the country. The 
girls in the Convent who had seen him act, or seen his photographs, used to 
raVe about him. He was a great matinee idol then, you know. ^>meh used to 
wait, at the stage door just to see him come out. You can imagine how excited 
I w h e n  my father wrote me he and James Tyrone had become friends, and 
that I was to meet him when I came home for Easter vocation. I showed the 
letter to all the giris, and how envious they were! My father took me to see him 
act fiist. It was a play about the French Revolution and the leading part was 
аіюЬІетап. I couldn’t take my eyes off him. I w«pt when he was thrown, in 
prison and when was so mad at myself because I was afraid my eyes and nose 
would be red. My father had said we’d go backstage to his dressing room right 
after the play, and so we did. {Shegives a little excited, shy laugh.) I was so bashful
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all І could do was stammer and blush like a little fool. But he didn’t seem to 
think I was a fool. I know he liked me the first moment we were introduced. 
(Coquettishly) I guess my eyes and nose couldn’t have been red, after all. I wa® 
really very pretty then, Cathleen. And he was handsomer than my wildest 
dream, in his make-up and his nobleman’s costume that was so becoming to 
him. He was different from all ordinary men, like someone from anotherworld. 
At the same'time he was simple, and kind, and unassuming, not a bit stuck-up 
or vain. I fell in love right then. So did he, he told me afterwards. 1 foigot all 
about beconfiing a nup or a concert pianist. All I wanted was to be his wife. {She 
pauses, staring before her with unnaturally bright, dreamy eyes, and a rapt, ten­
der, girlish smile.) Thirty-six years ago, but 1 can see it as clearly as if it were 
tonight! Vife’ve loved each other ever since. And ih all those thirty-six years, 
there has never been a breath o f scandal about him. I mean, with any other 
woman. Never since he met me. That has made me very happy, Cathleen. It 
has made me for^ve so many other things.

CATHLEEN: {Jughting tipsy drowsiness — sentimentally) He’s a fine gen- * 
tleman and you’re a lucky woman. (Then, fidgeting) Can I take the drink to ; 
Bridget, Ma’am? It must be near dinnertime and I ought to be in the kitchen ; 
helping her. I f  she don’t get something to quiet her temper, she’ll be after me 
with the clcaver.

MARY: ( With a vague exasperation at being brought back from her dream) 
Yes, yes, gô  I don’t need you now.

CATHLEEN: {Wth relief) Thank you. Ma’am. {Shepours out a big drink 
and starts fo r the back parlor with it.) You won’t be alone long. The Master and 
the boys —

MARY: {Impatiently) No, no, they won’t come. Tell Bridget I won’t wait. 
You can serve dinner promptly at half past six. I ’m not hungry but I ’ll sit at the 
table and we’ll get it over with.

CATHLEEN: You ought to eat something, Ma’am. It’s a queer medicine 
if it takes away your appetite.

MARY: {Has begun to drift into dreams again — reacts mechanically) What 
medicine? I don’t know what you mean. {In dismissal) You better take the 
drink to Bridget.

CATHLEEN: Yes, Ma’am.

{She disappears through the back parlor. MARY waits until she hears the pantry 
door close behind her. Then she settles back in relaxed dreaminess, staring fix ­
edly at nothing. Her arms rest limply along the arms c f the chair, her hands with 
long, warped, swollen-knuckled, sensitive fingers drooping in complete calm. It is 
growing dark in the room. There is a pause o f dead quiet. Then from the worid
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outside comes the melancholy moan o f the foghorn, followed by a chorus o f bells, 
muffled by the fog, from the anchored craft in the harbor. MARY’s face ̂ ves no 

sign she has heard, but her handsjerk and the fingers automatically play fo r 
a moment on the air. She frowns and shakes her head mechanically as if  a fly 

had walked across her mind. She suddenly loses all the girlish quality 
embittered woman.)

MARY: {Bitterly) You’re a sentimental fool. What is so wonderful about 
that fiFst meeting between a silly romantic schoolgirl and a matinee idol? You 
were much happier before you knew he existed, in the Convent when you used 
to pray to the Blessed Virgin. (Longingly) I f  I could only find the faith I lost, so 
I could pray again! {She pauses-then begins to recite the Hail Mary in aflat, 
empty tone.) “ Hail, Mary, ftill o f grace! The Lord is with Thee; blessed art Thou 
among women” . (Sneeringly) You expect the Blessed Virgin to be fooled by 
a lying dopp fiend reciting words! You can’t hide from her! (She springs to her 
feet. Her hands fly  up to pat her hair distractedly.) I must go upstairs. I haven’t 
, taken enough. >ЛТіеп you start again you never know exactly how much you 
need. (She goeStowOni the front partor — then stops in the doorway as she hears 
the sound o f voices from the front path. She starts guiltily.) That must be them 
(She hurries back to sit down. Her face sets in stubborn defensiveness — resent­
fully.) Why are they coming back? They don’t want to. And I’d much rather be 
alone. (Suddenly her whole manner changes. She becomes pathetically relieved 
and eager.) Oh, I ’m so glad they’ve come! I ’ve been so horribly lonely!

’ Ч
( ТЪе front door is heard closing and TYRON E calls uneasily from the hall.)

TYRONE: Are you there, Maiy?

(The light in the hall is turned qn and shines through the front parlor to fa ll on
MARY)

MARY: (Rises from her chair, her face lighting up lovingly ~  with excited 
eagerness.) I ’m here, dear. In the living room. I ’ve been waiting for you.

comes in thtough the front parlor EDMUNDisbehindhim. TYRONE 
has had a lot to drink but beyond a sightly glazed look in his ̂ es and a trace of 
blur in his speech, He does not show it. EDMUND had also had more than a few 
drinks without much apparent effect, except that his sunken cheeks are flushed 
and his eyes look bright and feverish. They stop in the doorway to stare apprais­
ingly at her. What they see fulfills their worst expectations. But fo r the moment 
MARY is unconscious o f their condemning eyes. She kisses her husband and then 
EDMUND. Her manner is unnaturally effusbx. They submit shrinkingly. She 
talks excitedly.) I ’m so happy you’ve come. I had given up hope. I was afraid
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you wouldn’t come home. It’s such a dismal, foggy evening. It must be much 
more cheerful in the barrooms uptown, where there are people you can talk 
and joke with. No, don’t deny it. I know how you feel. I don’t blame you a bit. 
I ’m all the more grateful to you for coming home. I was sitting here so lonely 
and blue. Come and sit down. (She sits at left rear o f table, EDMUND at left 
o f table, and TYRONE in the rocker at right o f it.) Dinner won’t be ready for 
a minute. You’re'actuaUy a little early. Will wonders never cease. Here’s the 
whiskey, dear. Shall I pour a drink for you? (Without waiting for a reply she does 
sp.) And you, Edmund? I don’t v̂ ant to encourage you, but one before dinner  ̂
as aft appetizer, can’t do any harm. (She pours a drink fo r him. They make no 
move to take the drinks. She talks on as if  unaware o f their silence.) Where’s 
Jamie? But, of course, he’ll never come home so long as he has the price of 
a drink left. (She reaches out and clasps her husband’s hand — sadly.) I ’m afraid 
Jamie has been lost to us for a long time, dear. (Her face hardens.) BuX we 
mustn’t allow him to drag Edmund down with him, as he’s like to do. He’s 
jealous because Edmund has always been the baby — just as he used to be of 
Eugene. He’ll never be content until he makes Edmund aiS hooeleSs a failure 

Ч as he is, •
Et)M UNb: (Міега6/>') Stop talking. Mama.
tVrO NE: (Dully) Yes, Mary, the less you say now — ( Tben to EDMUND, 

a bit tipsHy)Al\ the same there’s truth in your mother’s warning. Beware of that 
brother o f youre. Or he’ll poison life foryou with his damned sneeiing serpent’s 
tongue! ( ; ,

EDMUND; Oh, cut it out. Papa.
MARY: (Goes on as if  nothing had been said) It’s hard to believe, seeing 

Jamie as he is now, that he was ever my baby. Do you remember what a healthy, 
happy baby he was, James? The one-night stands and filthy trains and cheap 
hotels and bad food never made him cross or sick. Де was always smiling or 
laughing. ЩЪaгdly ever cried. Eugene was the same, too, happy and healthy, 
during the two years he lived before I let him die through my neglect.

TYRONE: Oh, for the lOve o f God! I ’m a fool for coitiing home!
EDMUND^ Papa! Shut up!
MARY; (Smiles with detached tendetiiess at EDMUND) It was Edmund 

who was the crosspatch when he was little, always getting upset and frightened 
about nothing at all. (She pats his hand — teasingly.) Everyone used to say, dear, 
you’d ciy at the drop o f a hat.

EDMUND: (Cannot control Ш  bitterness) Maybe I gue^ed there was 
a good reason hot to laugh.
' TYRON E: (R eaving andpH}№ttgXl̂ ow, now, lad. You know better than to 
pay attention ̂
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MARY: if  she hadn’t heard — sadly again) Who would have thought 
Jamie would grow цр to disgrace us. You remember, James, for years after he 
went to boarding school, we received such glowing reports. .£мм (̂оае liked 
hilt),. All his teachfirs told us what a fine, brain he had, and how easily he learned 
his lessons. Even after he began to drink and they had to expel him, they wrote 
us how sot^ they were, because he was~SQ likable and such a brilliant student. 
They predicted a wonderful future for him if he would only leam to take life 
seriously. {She pauses — then adds with a strange, sad detachment.) It’s such 
a pity. Poor Jamie! It’s hard to understand — {Abruptly a change comes over her. 
Her face hardens and she stares at her husband with accusing hostility.) No, it 
isn’t at all.^Ypu brought him up to b<: a boozer. Since he first opened his eyes, 
he’s seen you drinking. Always a bottle on the bureau in the cheap hotel rooms! 
And if he had a nightmare when he Svas little, or a stofnach-ache, your remedy 
was to give him a teaspoonftal o f wiskey to quiet him.

TYRONE (Stung) So i ’m to blame because that Jazv hulk has made a drun­
ken loafer of himself? Is that what I came home to li^en to? I might have known! 
When you haw the |X>ison in you, you want to blame everyone but yourselfl

EDMUND: Papa! You ttjld me not to pay attention. {Then resentfully) 
Anyway it’s trtie. You did the same thing with me. I can remember that tea­
spoonful o f booze every time 1 woke up with a nightmare.

MARY: {In a detached reminiscent tone) Yes, you were continually having 
nightmares as a child. Tibu were bofn afraid. Because I was so afraid to bring 
you into the world. {Shepauses — then goes on with ̂ hesaш detachment.) Please 
don’t think I blame your father, Edmund. He didn’t kncwv any better. He never 
went to school after he Was ten. His people were the most ignorant kind of 
pdverty-stricken Irish. I ’m sure they honestly believed whiskey is the healthiest 
medicine for a child who is sick or frightened.

(TYRONE is about to burst out in angry dфnse o f his family but EDMUND
intervenes.)

EDMUND: {Sharply) Papa! {Changing the suiyect) Are We going to have 
this drink, or aren’t we?

TYRONE: {CoritrolUng himself — dully) You’re right, I ’m a fool to take 
notice. {He picks up his glass listlessly.) Drink hearty, lad.

{ED M U N D  drinks but TYRONE remains staring at the glass in his hand. 
EDMUND at once realizes how тиф the whiskey has been watered. He frowns,

glancing from the bottle to his mother — starts to say something but stops.)

MARY: {in  a changed tone— .reaeat&itty) I ’tn sorry if I sounded bitter, 
James. I ’m not. It’s all so far away. But I did feel a little htirt when you wished
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you hadn’t come home. I was so relieved and happy when you came, and grate- 
ftil to you. It’s veiy dreary knd sad to be here alone in the fog with night falling.

TYRONE: {Moved) I ’m gl^d I came, Mary, when you act like your real
self.

MARY; I was so lonesome 1 kept Cathleen with me just to have someone to 
talk to. {Her manner and quality drift back to the shy convent girl again.) Do you 
know what I vras telling her, dear? About the night my father took me to your 
dressing room and I first fell in love with you. Do you remember?

TYRONE: {Deeply moved -r- his voice huslQt} Can you think I ’d ever forget, 
Mary?

(EDMUND looks ay/ayfrom them, sad and embarrassed.)

MARY; {Tenderly) No. I know you stHl love me, James, in spite of every­
thing.

TYRONE: {His face works and he blinks back tears — with quiet intensity.) 
Yes! As God is my judge! Always and forever, Mary!

MARY: And I love you, dear, in spite o f everything, {'fhere is a pause in 
which EDMUND moves emborrassedly. The зШ щ  detachment comes over her 
manner ̂ a in as ifshe were speaking impersonally efpeople seen firm  a distance.) 
But I must confess, James, although I couldn’t help laving you, I would never 
have married you if L’d known уо« drank so much. 1 remember the first night 
your barroom friends had to help you up to Ше door of our hotel room, and 
knocked and then ran eway before I came to the door. Ш  were still on our 
honeymoon, do you remember?

TYRONE: {ffith  guilty vehememx) I don’t ifemember! It wasn’t on our 
honeymdofi! And I never in my life had to be helped to bed, or missed a per­
formance!

MARY {As though he hadn’t spoken) I had waited in that ugly hotel room 
hour after hour. I kept making excuses for you. I told myself it must be some 
business connected with the theater. I knew so little about the theater. Then
1 became tonified. I irhagined all sorts o f horrible accidents. I got on my knees 
and prayed that nothing had happened to you — and then they brought you up 
and left you xmtside the door. (She gives a little, sad sigh.) I didn’t know how 
often that was to happen in the years to come, how many times 1 was to wait in 
ugly hotel rooms. 1 became quite used to it.

EDMUND; {Bursts ош with a look c f o c cU ^  hate at his father) Christ! No 
wondcjt..! {He cmtrols hUnseff— gn^y.) When is dinner, Mama? It must be time.

TYRONE: {Overwhelmed by shame which he tries to hide, fumbles with his 
watch) Yes. It must be. lxtt’s ^ v {iffe  stares at his wateh wi^iouiseeingif- Pfead- 
/л*/К.) Мату! Can’t you forget..?



MARY; {M ih  detached pity) No, dear. But I forgive. I always forgive you. So 
don4 look so guilty. 1’̂  sorry I remembered out loud. I don’t want to be sad, or 
to make you sad. I want to remember only the happy part of the past. (H er man­
ner drifts back to the shy, gay convent girl.)  D o  you remember our wedding, dear? , 
I ’m sure you’ve completely foigotten what my wedding gown looked like. Men 
don’t notice such things. They don’t think they’re important. But it was impor­
tant to me, 1 can tell you! How I fussed and worried! I was so excited and happy! 
My father told me to buy anything I wanted and never mind what it cost. The 
best is none t6o good, he said. I ’m afraid he spoiled me dreadfully. My mother 
didn’t. She was very pious and strict. 1 think she was a little jealous. She didn’t 
approve o f my marrying — especially an actor. I think she hoped I would be­
come a nun. Shetjsed to scold my father. She’d grumble, “You never tell me, 
never mind what it costs, when I buy anything! You’ve spoiled that girl so, I pity 
her husband if she ever marries. She’ll expect him to give her the moon. She’ll 
never make a good Wife” . (5Йе /ai^hs qffectionately.) Poor mother! (She smiles at 
'FYRONE wjY/i a strange, incongrudus coquetry.) But she was mistaken, wasn’t 
she, James? I haven’t been such a bad wife, have I?

TYRONE; (Huskily, trying to force a smile) I ’m not ctmplaining^ Mary.
MARY (A  shadow of vague guilt crosses her face.) At least. I ’ve loved you 

dearly, and done the best 1 cbuld — under the circumstances. (7йе shadow 
vanishes and her shy, ̂ riish expression returns.) That wedding gown vras nearly 
the death of me and the dressmaker, too! (She laughs.) I was so particular. It 
was never quite good enbugh. At last she said she reftised to tbtiCh it any more , 
or she might spoil it, aiid I made her leave so I could be atone to examine my­
self ill the mirror. I ̂  so pleased andvain. I tlwught to myself, "Even if your 
nose and mouth and ears йте a trifle too large, yout eyes and hair and figurt, 
and your hands, т й е  tip for it. \bu’re just as pretty as any actress he’s ever 
met, and you don’t have to use paiftt” . (She pauses, wrinkling her brow in an 
effort of memory.) Where is my wedding gown novî  I wonder? I kept it wraf^d 
up in tissue paper in my trunk. 1 used to hope I would have a daughter and 
when it came time for her to marry — She couldn’t have bought a lovelier 
gown, and I knew, James, ydu’d never tell her, never rhind the cost. You’d want 
hef to pickup something at a baiigain. It was made o f soft, shimmering satiii, 
trimmed with wonderftil old duchesse lacê ,̂ in tiny ruffles aroand the iieck 
and sleeves, and wotlced in with the folds that were draped round in a bustle 
efect at the back. The basque was boned and veiy ti|Jit. I remember I held my 
breath When it was fitted, so my waist would be as smaB as po^№ . My lather 
even let me have duchesse lace on my ^ t e  satin slippers, and lace with the 
orange blossoms in my veil. Oh, how I kfved that gowh! It wafi so beautiful! 
Where is it now, I wonder? I  used to take it out from time to time when I was
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lonely, but it always made me cry, so finally a long while ago — {She wrinkleM 
her forehead again.) I wonder where 1 hid it? Probably in one of the old trunk,'™ 
in the attic. Some day I ’ll have to look.

{She stops, staring before her. TYRONE sighs, shaking his head hopelessly, and 
attempts to catch his son’s eye, looking for sympathy, but EDMUND isstaring

atthefhor.)

TYRONE; {forces a casual tone) Isn’t it dinner time, dear? {With a feeble 
attempt at teasing) You’re forever scolding me for being Isate, but now I ’m ora 
time for once, it’s dinner that’s late. {She doesn’t appear to hear him. He adds, 
still pleasantly.) Wfell, if I can’t eat yet, I can drink. I ’d foigotten I had this, (Яе 
drinks his drink. EDMUN D watches him. ITRONE sc<mIs and looks at his wife 
with sharp suspicion —■ roughly.) Who’s beenstampering with my whiskey? The 
damned stuff is half water! Jamie’s been away and he wouldn’t overdo his trickj 
like this, anyway. Any fool could tell — Mary, answer md {With angry disgust)
I hope to God you haven’t taken to drink on. top o f — '

EDMUND: Shut up, Papa! (7& his mother, without looking at Ы г) Yoii 
treated Cathleen and Bridget, isn’t that it. Mama?

MARY; {With indifferent casualness) Yes, of course. They work hard for 
poor wages. And I ’m house-keeper, I have to keep them from leaving. Besides,
I wanted to treat Cathleen because I had her drive uptown with me, and sent 
her to get my prescription filled.

EDMUND: For God’s sake, Mama! You can’t trust her! Do you want eve­
ryone on earth to know?

MARY: {Her face hardening stubbornly) Know what? That I suffer from 
rheumatism in my hands and have to take medicine to kill the pain? Why 
should I be ashamed of that? {Turns on EDMUND with a hard, accusing antago­
nism — almost a revengeful enmity.) I never knew what rheumatism was before 
you were bom! Ask your father!

{Ш ІМ ЬЬІВ  looks away, shrinking into himself.)

TYRONE; Don4 mind her, lad. It doesn'tmean anything. Viben she gets 
to the stage where she gives the old crazy excuse about her hands she’s gone far 
avray froBJ us.

MARY: (Ihm s on him — with a strangely triumphant, taunting smile) I ’m 
glad you realize that, James! Now perhaps you’ll give up trying to remind me, 
you and Ednwnd! {Abruptly, in a defaehed, matter-of-fact tone) Why don’t you 
light the light, James? It’s getting dark. I know you hate to, but Edmund has 
proved to yoti that one bulb burning doesn’t cost much. There’s no,sense let­
ting your fear, o f the poorhoase make you too stingy.
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TYRONE: {Reacts mechanically) I never claimed one bulb cost much! It’s 
having them on, one\here and one there, that malces the Electric Light Com­
pany rich. (He gets up and turns on the reading lamp — roughly.) But I’m a fool 
to talk reason to you. ( Tb EDMUND) I ’ll get a fresh bottle o f whiskey, lad, and 
we’ll have a real drink.

{He goes through the back parlor.)

MARY; {With detached amusement) He’ll sneak around to the outside cek 
lar door so the servants won’t see him. He’s really,ashamed o f keeping his whisf 
key padlocked in the cellar. YOiir father is a strange man, Edmund. It tooli 
many years before I understood him. You must try to understand and forgive 
him, too, and not feel contempt because he’s close-fisted. His father deserted 
his mother and their six children a year or so after they came to America. He 
told them he had a premonition he would die soon, and he was homesick for 
Ireland, and wanted to go back there to die. So he went and he did die. He must 
have been a peculiar man, too. YoQf father had to go to work in a machine shop 
when he was only ten y^ars old.

EDMUND: {Protests dully) Oh, for Pete’s sake. Mama! I ’ve heard Papa 
teU that machine shop story ten thousand times.

MARY: Yes, dear, you’ve had to listen, but I don’t think you’ve ever tried 
to understand.

EDMUND: (/jgworf% this — miserably) Listen, Mama! You’re not so far 
gone yet you’ve forgotten everything. You haven’t asked me what I found out 
this afternoon. Don’t you care a damn?

MARY: {Shakenly) Don’t say that! You hurt me, dear!
EDMUND: What I ’ve got is serious, Mama. Doc Hardy knows for sure 

now. ■
MARY: {Steens into scornful, defensive stubbornness) That lying old quack! 

I ̂ m ed  you he’d invent—I
EDMUND: {Miserably dogged) He called in a specialist to examine me, so 

he’d be absolutely sure.
MARY: {Ignoring this) Don’t tell me about Hardy! If you heard what the 

doctor at the sanatorium, who really knows something, said about how he’d 
treated me! He said he ought to be locked up! He said it was a wonder I hadn’t 
goiie mad? I told him I had once, that time I ran down in my nightdress to 
throw myself off the dock. You remember that, don’t you? And yet you want 
me № pay attention to what Doctor Hardy says. Oh, no!

EDMUND: {Bitterly) I remember, all right. It was nght after that Papa and 
Jamie decided they couldn’t hide it from me any more. Jamie told me. I called 
him a liar! I tried to punch him in the nose. But I knew he wasn’t lying, {His
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voice trembles, his eyes begin to fill with tears.) God, it made everything in life 
seem rotten!

MARY: (Pitiably) Oh, don’t. My baby! You hurt me so dreadfully! 
EDMUND: (Dully) I ’m sorry, Mama. It was you who brought it up. (Then 

with a bitter, stubborn persistence)
Listen, Mama. I ’m going to tell you whether you want to hear or not. I ’ve 

got to go to a sanatorium.
MARY; (Dazedly, as if  this was something that had never occurred to her) Go 

away? {Violently) No! I won’t have it! How dare Doctor Hardy advise such 
a thing without consulting me! How dare your father allow him! What right has 
he? You are my baby! Let him attend to Jamie! (More and more excited and bit­
ter) I know why he wants you sent to a sanatorium. To take you from me! He’s 
always tried to do that. He’s l>een jealous o f every one of my babies! He kept 
 ̂finding ways to make me leave them. That’s what caused Eugene’s death. He?s 
been jealous o f you most o f all. He knew I loved you most because—

EDMUND; (Miserably) Oh, stop talking crazy, can’t you, Mama! Stop 
trying to blame him. And why are you so against my going away now? I’ve been 
away a lot, and I’ve never noticed it broke your heart! ,

MARY; (Bitterly) I ’m afraid you’re not very sensitive, after all. (Sadly\Yo\x 
might have guessed* dear, that after I knew you knew — about me ̂  I had to 
be glad whenever you were where you couldn’t see me.

EDMUND; (Brokenly) Mama! Don’t! (He reaches out blindly and takes 
her hand — but he drops it immediately, overcome by bitterness again.) All this 
talk about loving me ~  and you won’t even listen when I try to tell you how 
sick —

MARY: (With an abrupt transformation into a detached bullying motherli-r 
ness) Now, now. That’s enough! 1 don’t care to hear because I know it’s nothing 
but Hardy’s ignorant lies. (He shrinks back into himself She keeps on in a forced, 
teasing tone but with an increasing undercurrent o f resentment.) You’re so like 
your father, dear. You love to make a scene; out o f nothing so you can be dra­
matic arid tragic. (With a belittling laugh) I f  I gave you the slightest encour­
agement, you’d teU me next you were going to die—

EDMUND; People do die o f it. Your own father—
MARY: (Sharply) Why do you mention him? There’s no comparison at all 

with you. He had consumption. (Angrily) I hate you when you become gloomy 
and morbid! I foibid you to remind me of my father’s death, do you hear me?

EDMUND; {His face hard — grimly) Yes, I hear you. Mama. I wish to 
God I didn’t! (He gets up from his chair and stands staring condemningly at 
her — bitterly.) It’s pretty hard to take at times, having з dope fiend for 
a mother! (She winces — all life seeming to drain from her face, leaving it with
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the appearance o f a plaster cast. Instantly EDMUND wishes he could take 
back what he has said. He stammers miserably.) Forgive me, Mama. I was 
angry. You hurt me!

( There is a pause in which the foghorn and the ships’ bells are heard.)

MARY: (Goes slowly to the windows at right like an automation — looking 
out, a blank,far-off quality in her voice) Just listen, to that awful foghorn. And 
the belb. Why is it fog makes everything sound so sad and lost, I wonder?

EDMUND: {Brokenly) 1-І can’t stay here. I don’t want any dinner.

{He hurries away through the front parlor. She keeps staring out the window until 
she hears the front door close behind him. Then she comes back and sits in her 

chair, the same blank look on her face.)

MARY; {Vaguely) 1 must go upstairs. 1 haven’t taken enough. {She paus­
es — then longingly.) I hope, sometime, without meaning it, I will take an over­
dose. I never could do it deliberately The Blessed Virgin would never forgive 
me, then.

{She hears TYRONE returning and turns as he comes in, through the back par­
lor, with a bottle o f whiskey he has Just uncorked. He is fumittg.)

TYRONE: {Wrathfully) The padlock is all scratched. That drunken loafer 
has tried to pick the lock with a piece of wire, the way he’s done before. {With 
sati^ction, as i f  this was a perpetual battle o f wits with his elder son) But I ’ve 
fooled him this time. It’s a special padlock a professional burglar couldn’t pick. 
{Hc'puts the bottle on the tray and suddenly is aware (/EDMUND’j  absence.) 
Where’s Edmund?

MARY; {WUh a vague far-away air) He went out. Perhaps he’s going up­
town again to find Jamie; He still ha  ̂some money left, 1 suppose, and it’s 
burning a hole in his pocket. He said he didn’t want any dinner' He doesn’t 
seem to have any appetite these days. {Then stubbornly) But it’s just a summer 
cold. (TYRONE stares at her and shakes his head helplessly and pours himself 
a big drink and drinks it. Suddenly it is too much fo r her and she breaks out and 
sobs.) Oh, Janies, I ’m so frightened! {She gets up and throws her drrns around 
him and hides lierface on his shoulder — sobbingly.) I know he’s going to die!

TYRONE: Don’t say that! It’s not true! They promised me in sbc months 
he’d be cured.

MARY: You don’t believe that! I can tell when you’re acting! And it Will be 
my fault, I should never have borne him. It would have been better for his sake.
I could never hurt him then. He wouldn’t have had to know his mother was 
a dope fiend — and hate her!
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TYRONE: (His voice quivering) Hush, Mary, for the love of God! He loves! 
you. He knows it was a curse put on you without your knowing or willing it. 
He’s proud you’re his mother! {Abruptly as he hears the pantry door openirtg) 
Hush, now! Here comes Cathleen. You don’t want her to see you crying.

(She turns quickly away from him to the windows at right, hastily wiping her eyes. 
A moment later CATHLEEN appears in the back-parlor doorway. She is 

uncertain in her walk and grinning woozily.)

САЛ’ИЬЩ!^Ц5іагі5 guiltily when she sees TYRO'NE ~  with dignity) Din­
ner is served. Sir. {Raising her^yqice unnecessarily) Dinner is served. Ma’am. 
{She forgets her dignity and addressed TYRONE with good-naturedfamiliarity.) 
So you’re here, are you? Vfell, well. WKn’t Bridget be in a rage! 1 told her the 
Madame said you wouldn’t be home. ( Then reading accusation in his eye) Don’t 
be looking at me that way. I f  I ’ve a drop taken, I didn’t steal it. I was invited.

{She tums with huffy dignity and disappears through the backparior.)
/

TYRONE: {Sighs ~  then summoning his actor’s heartiness) Come along, 
de£̂ r. Let’s have our dinner. I ’m hungry as a hunter.

MARY {Comes to him — her face, is composed in plaster again and her tone 
is remote) Tin afraid you’ll have to excuse me, James. I couldn’t possibly eat 
anything. My hands pain me dreadfully. I think the best thing for me is to go to 
bed and rest. Good night, dear.

{She kisses him mechanically and turns toward the front parlor.)

TYRONE: {Harshly) Up to take more o f that Goddamned poison, is that 
it? You’U be like a mad ghost before the night’s over!

MARY: (iStorts to walk away — ЫапШу) I don’t know what you’№ talking 
about, Jame». You say such mean  ̂bitter things when you’ve drunk too much. 
You’re as bad as Jamie or Edmund.

{She moves off through the front.parlot He stands a second as if  not knowing 
' what to do. He is a Sad. bewildered, broken old man. He walks wearily off 

' ' throu^ the back parlor toward the dining room.)

CURTAIN

9в Бондаренко Є. В. Американські п'єси. Книга ̂

ACTFOUR

SCENE: The same. It is around midnight. The lamp in the front hall h4s been 
turned out, so that now no ligftt shines іНпиф the fiont parior. In the living room 
only the reading lamp on the table is lighted. Outside the windows the wall o f fog



appears denser than ever. As the curtain rises, the foghorn is heard, followed by the 
ships’ bells from the hfrbor. '

TYRONE is seated at the table. He wears his pince-nez, and is playing soli­
taire. He has taken off his coat and has on an old brown dressing gov/n. The 
whiskey bottle on the tray is three-quarters empty. There is a fresh fu ll bottle on 
the table, which he has brought from the cellar so there will be an ample reserve 
at hand. He is drunk and shews it by the owlish, deliberate manner in which he 
peers at each card to make certain o f its identity, and plays it as if  he wasn’t cer­
tain o f his aim. His eyes have a misted, oily look and his mouth is slack. But de­
spite all the whiskey in him, he has not escaped, and he looks as he appeared at 
the close ofthe preceding act, g sad, defeated old man, possessed by hopeless resig­
nation.

As the cumin rises, hefinishes a game and sweeps the cards together. He shuf­
fles them clumsily, dropping a couple on the floor. He retrieves them with difficulty, 
and starts to shuffle again, when he hears someone entering the front door. He 
peers over his pince-riezthrough the front parlor.

TYRONE: {His voice thick) Who’s that? Is it you, Edmund? (EDMUND’s 
voice answers curtly, “Yes” . Then he evidently collides with something in the dark 
hall and be heard cursing. A moment later the hall lamp is turned on. TYRONE 
frowns and ca//i.) Tbm that light out before you come in. (But EDMUND 
doesn’t. He comes in through the front parlor. He is drunk now, too, but like his 
father he carries it well, find gives little physical sign it except in his eyes and 
a chip-on-the-shoulder aggressiveness in his manner. TYRONE speaifcs, at first 
with a Warm, relieved welcomed) I ’m glad you’ve come, lad. I ’ve been damned 
lonely. ( Then resentfully) You’re a fine one to run away and leave me to sit alone 
here all night when you know — (ШіН sharp irritation) I told you to turn out 
that light! )\fe’re not giving a ball. There’s no reason to have the house ablaze 
with electricity at this time of night, burning up money!

EDMUND; {Angrily) Ablaze with electricity! One bulb! Hell, everyone 
keeps a light on in the front 'ball until they go to bed. (He rubs his knee.) 
I damned near busted my knee on the hat stand.

TYRONE; The light from here shows in the hall. You could see your way 
well enough if you were sober.

EDMUND: I f  I was sober? I like that!
TYRONE; I don’t give a damn what other people do. If they want to be 

wasteful fools, for the sake o f show, let them be!
EDMUND: One bulb! Christ, don’t be such a cheap skate! I ’ve proved by 

figures if you left the light bulb on all night it wouldn’t be a$ much as on  ̂
drink!
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TYRONE: То hell with your figures! The proof is in the bills I have to pay! j
EDMUND: (Sits<̂ down opposite his father — contemptuously) Yes, facts 

don’t mean a thing, do they? What you want to believe, that’s the only truth! 
(Derisively} Shakespeare was an Irish Catholic^, for example.

TYRONE: So he was. The proof is in his plays.
EDMUND: Wsll he wasn’t, and there’s no proof of it in his piays, except 

to you! (leeringly) The Duke o f  ̂ f̂ellington̂ ,̂ there was another good Ir i^  
Catholic!

TYRONE: I ̂ ever said he w ^  a good one. He was a renegade but a Catho­
lic just the same.

EDMUND: ̂ ! ! ,  he wasn’t. You just want to believe no one but an Irish 
Catholic general could beat Napoleon.

TYRONE: I ’m not going to aigue with you, Ї adced you to turn out that 
light in the hail.

EDMUNDt 1 heard you, and as far as I ’m concerned it stays on.
TYRONE: None (rfyour damned insolence! Are you gcsng to obey me or not?
EDMUND: Not! I f  you want to be a crazy miser put it out yourself!
TYRONE: (Ш Н threatening anger) Listen to me! I’ve put up with a lot 

from you because from the mad things you’ve done at times I ’ve thought you 
weren’t qqite fight in your head. I've excused you and never lifted my hand to 
you. But there’s a straw that breaks a camel’s back. >feu’ll obey me and put out 
that light or, big as you are, I’ ll give you a thrashing that’ll teach you..! (Sud­
denly he r^memiers B D M VN D ’s illness and instantly becomes guilty and sha­
mefaced.) Fwtgive nie, lad. I forgot — You shouldn’t goad me into losinijoy

EDMUND: (Ashamed himself now) Forget it, Papa. I apologize, too. I had 
no right beltig nasty about nothing. I am a bit soused, I guess. Г11 put out the 
damned light.

(He starts toget up.)

TYRONE: No, stay where you are. Let jt bum. (He stands up abruptly — 
and a bit drunkenly — and begins turning on the three bulbs in the chandelier, with 
a childish, bitterly dramatic self-pity.) ̂ ’11 have Л е т  all on! Let thim burn! To 
hell with them! The poorhpuse is the end o f the o>ad, and it might as well be 
sooner as later! ,

(He finishes turning (m the li^ts.)^

EDMUND: (Has watched this proceeding with an awakened sense o f hu­
mor— now he pins, teasing affectionately) That’s a grand curtain. (Яе Іаіф з.) 
You’re a wonder, Papa.
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TYRONE: {Sits down sheepishly — grumbles pathetically) That’s right, 
laugh at the old fool! The poor old Jiam! But the final'curtain will be in the 
poorhouse just the same, and that’s not comedy! {Then as EDMUND is still 
grinning, t№ changes the subject.) >\fell, well, let’s not argue. You’ve got Jbrains in 
that head of yours, though you do your best to deny them. You’ll live to learn 
the value of a dollar. You’re not like your damned tramp of a brother. I ’ve given 
йр hope he’ll ever get sense. Where is he, by Ше way?

EDMUND: How would I knovy?
TYRONE; I thought you’d gone back uptown to meet him.
EDMUND; No. I walked out to the beach. I haven’t seen him since this 

afternoon. , ^
TYRONE: >№11, if you split the money I gave you with him, like a fool —
EDMUND; Sure 1 did. He’s always staked me when he had anything.
TYRONE: Then it doesn’t take a soothsayer to tell he’s probably in the 

whore-houae. -
EDMUND: What of it if  he is? Why not?
TYRONE: (СоиївирГиоїй^У Why not, indeed, It’s the fit place for him. If 

he’s ever had a loftier'dream than wlKJres and whiskey, he’s never shown it.
EDMUND; Oh, for Pete’s sake. Papa! I f  you’re g6ing to start that stuff, 

I’ll beat it.

{H e starts to get up.)

TYRONE; All right, all right. I ’ll stop. God knows, 1 don’t
like the subject either. WIl you joiii me in a drink?

EDMUND: Ah! Now you’re talking!
TYRONE; the bottle to hint ~  mechanically) I ’m wrong to treat 

you. You’Ve enough already.
EDMUND; (ІЬигіїщ a big drink — a bit drunkenly) Enough is not as good 

asafca^^.

(Be hands back the bottle.)

TYRONE; It’s too much in your condition.
EDMUND; Forget my condition! {He raises his glass.) Here’s how.
TYRONE: Drink hearty. {Jitey drink.) I f  you walked all th  ̂way to the 

beach you must be damp and chilled.
EDMUND; Oh, I dropped in at the Inn on the way out and back.
TYRONE; It’s not a night I ’d pick for a long walk. .
EDMUND: I loved the fog. It was what I needed.

{He sounds more tipsy and looks it.)
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TYRONE: You should have more sense than to risk —

EDMUND: To hell with sense! Wfe’re all crazy. What do we want with|i 
sense? {He quotes from DowsorP sardonically.)

“ They are not long, the weeping and the laughter.
Love and desire and hate:
I think they have no portion in us after 
^̂ fe pass the gate.
They are not long, the days o f wine and roses:
Out o f a misty dream
Our path emerges for a while, then closes
Within a dream” .

{Staring before him) The fog was where I wanted to be. Halfway down the| 
path you can’t see this house. You’d never know it was here. Or any of thê  
other places down the avenue. I couldn’t see but a few feet ahead. I didn’t meet| 
a soul. Everything looked and sounded unreal. Nothing was what it is. That’s? 
what I wanted — to be alone with myself in another world where truth is untrue! 
and life can hide from itself. Out beyond the hadjor, where the road runs alohg.! 
the beach, I even lost the feeling of being on land. The fog and the sea seemed 
part o f each other. It was like walking on the bottom o f the sea. As if I had| 
drowned long ago. As if I was a ghost belonging to the Jog, and the fog >yas the;; 
ghost o f the sea. It felt damned peaceful to be nothing more than a ghost with-i 
in a ghost. {He sees his father staring at him with mingled worry and irritated] 
disapproval. He grins mockingly.) Don’t look at me as i f l ’d gone nutty I ’m talk-i 
ing sense. Who wants to see life as it is, if they can help it? It’s the three Gor- i 
gons in onê ®. You look in their faces and turn to stone. Or it’s Pan. You see him 
and you die — that is, inside ^ u  — and Ьэте to go pn livingas aighost *̂.

TYRONE: {Impressed and at the same time revolted a poet in you
but it’s a damned morbid one! {Forcing a smile) Devil take your pessimism. I fell ; 
low-spirited enough. {He sighs.) Why can’t you remember your Shakespeare; 
and forget the third-raters. You’ll find what you’re trying to say in hiin — as! 
you’ll find everything else worth saying. {He quotes, using his fine voice.) “\Nfe are; 
such stuff as dreams ace made on, and our little life is rounded with a sleep”^̂ . і 

EDMUND: {Ironically) Fine! Thai’s beautifiil. But I wasn’t trying to s ^  
that. are such stuff as manure is made on̂  so let’s drink up and forget it.; 
That’s more my idea.

TYRONE: {Disgustedly) Ach! Keep such sentiments to yourself. I shouldn’t 
have given you that drink. ^

EDMUND: It did pack a wallop, all right. On you, too. {Hegrim with af­
fectionate teasing.) Even if you’ve never missed a performance! {Aggressively) 
Wfell, what’s wrong with being drunk? It’s what we’re after, isn’t it? Let’s not
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kid each other, Papa. Not tonight. Wfe know what we’re trying to forget. (Hur­
riedly) But let’s not t^k about it. It’s no use now.

TYRONE: (Dully) No. All we can do is try to be resigned -  again.
EDMUND: Or be so drunk you can forget. (He recites, and recites well, 

with bitter, ironical passion, the Symons’ translgtion of Baudelaire’ŝ  ̂prose po­
em.) “ Be always drunken. Nothing else matters; that is the only question. If 
you would not feel the horrible burden o f Time weighing on your shoulders and 
crushing you to the earth, be drunken continually

Drunken with what? Wth wine, with poetry, or with virtue, as you will. But 
be drunken.

And if sometimes, on the stairs o f a palace, or on the green side of a ditch, 
or in the dreary solitude o f your oAyn room, you should awaken and the drunk­
enness be half or wholly slipped away from you, ask of the wind, or o f the wave, 
or of the star, or o f the bird, or of the clock, o f whatever flies, or sighs, or rocks, 
or sip^, of speaks, ask what hour it is; and the wind, wave, star, bird, clock will 
answer you; It is the hour to be drunken! Be drunken, if you would not be mar­
tyred slaves of Hme; be drunken continually! With wine, with poetry, or with 
virtue, as you will” .

(He grins at his father provo(:atively.)

TYRONE: ( Thickly humorous) I wouldn’t Worry abodt the virtue part of it, 
if I were you. (Then disgustedly) Pah! It’s morbid nonsense! What little truth is 
in it. you’ll find nobly said in Shakespeare. (  Then appreciatively) But yon re­
cited it well, lad. Who wrote it?

EDMUND: B^delaire.
TYRONE: Never heard of him.
EDMUND: (Grins provocatively) He also wrote a poem about Jamip md 

the Great White \ f̂Ьy^—
TYRONE: That loafer! I hope to God he misses the last car at^ has to stay 

uptown!
EDMUND: (Goes on, ignoring this) Although he was French and never 

saw Broadway and died before Jamie was bom. He knew him and Little Old 
New York just the same.

(He recites the Symons’ translation o f Baudelaire’s'“Epilogue )
“With heart at rest I climbcd the citadel’s 
Steep height, and saw the city as from a tower,
Hospital, brothel, prison, and such hells,
Where evil comes up softly like a fliower.
Thou knowest, О Satan, patron o f my pain,
Not for vain tears I went up at that hour;
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But like an old sad faithful lecher, fain 
To drink delight o f that enormous trull 
Whose hellish beauty makes me young again.

Whether thou sleep, with heavy vapours ftill,
Sodden with day, or, new apparelled, stand 
In gold'laced veils o f evening bedutiful,

I love thee, infamous city!
Harlots and Hunted have pleasures o f their own to give.
The vulgar herd can never understand” .

TYRONE; {With irritable disgust) Morbid filth! Where the hell do you get 
your taste in literature? Filth and despair and pessimism! Another atheist,
I suppose. When you deny God, you deny hope. That’s the trouble with you. I f  
you’d get down on your knees—

EDMUND: {As if  he hadn’t heard — sardonically) It’s a good likeness of 
Jamie, don’t you think, hunted by himself and whiskey, -hiding in a Broadway 
hotel room with some fat tart — he likes them fat — reciting Dowson’s Су- : 
narâ ® to her. {He recited derisively, but with deep feelirig.)

‘A ll night upon mine heart I felt her warm heart beat.
Night-long within mine anns in love and sleep she lay;
Surdy the kisses o f  her bought red mouth were sweet;
But I vyras desolate and sick o f  an old passion.
When I awoke and found the dawn was gray:
I have been faithful to thee, Cynara! in my fashion” .

{Jeeringfy) And the poor fat burlesque queen doesn’t get a word o f it, but 
su^ects she’s being insulted! And Jamie never loved any Cynara, and was nev­
er faithful to a woman in his life, even in his fashion! But he lies there, kiddiilg 
himself he is superior and enjoys pleasures “the vulgar herd can never under­
stand” ! (Яв/яи^'Лі.) It’s nuts — completely nuts!

TYRONE: ( Vaguely — his voice thick) It’s madness, yes. I f  you’d get on 
your knees and pray. When you deny God, you deny sanity.

EDMUND; {Ignoring this) But who am I to feel superior? I ’ve done the 
same damned thing. And it’s no more crazy than Dowson himself, inspired by 
an absintheМпш¥ег,-writing it to a dumb barmaid, who thought he was a poor 
crazy souse, and gave him the gate to marry a waiter! {He laughs — then soberly. 
with genuine sympathy.) Poor Dowson. Booze and consumption got him. {He\ 
starts and for a second looks miserable and frightened. Then with defensive irony.) 
Perhaps it would be tactful o f me to change the subject.

TYRONE: {Thickly) Where you get your taste in authors — That damned 
library of yours! {He indicates the small bookcgse at rear.) \foltaire, Kousseau,
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Schopenhauer, Nietzsche, Ibsen! Atheists, fools, and madmen! And your po­
ets! This Dowson, and this Baudelaire, and Swinburne and Oscar Wilde, and 
Whitman and Poe! Whore-mongers and degenerates! Pah! When Tve three 
good sets o f Shakespeare there {he nods at the large bookcase) уод could read.

EDMUND; {Provocatively) They say he was a sou§.e, too.
TYRONE: They lie! I don’t doubt he lUced his glass — it’s a good man’s 

failing — but he knew how to drink so it didn’t poison his brain with morbid­
ness and filth. Don’t compare him with the pack you’ve got in there. {He indi­
cate the small bookcase again.) Your dirty Zola! And your Dante Gabriel Ros­
setti who was a dope fiend!

{He starts and looks guilty.)

EDMUND: {With defensive dryness) Perhaps it would be wise to change 
the subject. {A pause) You can’t accifie me o f not knowing Shakespeare. Didn’t 
I win five dollars from you once when you bet me I couldn’t leam a leading part 
of his in a week, as you used to do in stock ip the old days I learned Macbeth 
and recited it letter perfect, with you giving me the cues.

TYRONE: {Approvingly) That’s true. So you did. {He smiles teasingly and 
sighs.) It was a terrible orded, I remember; hearing you murder the lines. I kept 
wishing

I ’d paid over the bet without making you prove it. {He chuckles and 
EDMUNDgf&is. Then he starts as he hears a sound from upstairs with dread.) 
Did you hear? She’s moving around. I was hoping she’d gone to sleep.

EDMUND: Forget it! How about another drink? {He reaches ouf and gets 
the bottle, pours a drink and hands it back. Щеп with a strained casualness, as his 
father pours a drink.) Wheil did Mama go to bed?

TYRONE: Right after you left. She wouldn’t eat any dinner. What made 
you run away?

EDMUND: Nothing. {Abruptly raisir^ his glass) VSfell, here’s how.
TYRONE: {Mechanically) Drink hearty, lad. {They drink. TYRONE 

listens to sounds upstairs — with dread.) She’s moving around a lot. I hope to 
God she doesn’t come down.

EDMUND: {Dully) Yes. She’ll be nothing but a ghost haunting the past by 
this time. {Hepauses — then miserably.) Back before I was born —

TYRONE: Doesn’t she do the same with me? Back before she ever knew 
me. You’d think the only happy days she’s ever known were in her father’s 
home, or at the Convent, praying and playing the piano. {Jealous resentment in 
his bitterness) As I ’ve told you before, you must take her memories with a grain 
o f salt. Her wonderful home was ordinary enough. Her father wasn’t the great, 
generous, noble Irish gentleman she makes out. He was a nice enough man.

LONG DAY’S JOURNEY INTO NIGHT. By Eugene O'Neill________________ __________ "П



good company and а good talker. 1 liked him and he liked me. He was prospe-| 
rous enough, too, in his wholesale grocery business, an able man. But he hadj 
his weakness. She condemns my drinking but she forgets his. It’s true he never 
touched a drop till he was forty, but after that he made up for lost time. He 
became a steady champagne drinker, the worst kind. That was his grand pose, 
to drink only champagne. Well, it finished him quick — that and the consump-j 
tion —

■ (He stops with a guilty glance at his son.)

EDMUND: {Sardonically)'^ don’t seem able to avoid unpleasant topics, 
do we? '

TYRONE: {Sighs sadly) No. {Then with a pathetic attempt at heartiness.} 
What dp you say to a game or two of Casino^ ,̂ lad?

EDMUND: AU right. -
TYRON E; {Shuffling the cards clumsily) Vife can’t lock up and go to bed tilli 

Jamie comes on the last trolley ~  which F hope he won’t — and I don’t want tO; 
go upstairs, anyway, till she’s asleep.

EDMUND: Neither do I.
TYRONE: {Keeps shuffling the cardsfumblingly,foigetting to deal them) As 

I was saying, you must take her tales o f the past with a grain of salt. The piano 
playing and her dream o f becoming a concert pianist. That was put in her head 
by the nuns flattering her. She was their pet. They tovqd her for being so devout,' 
They’ re innocent women anyway, when it comes to the world. They don’t know 
that not one in a million who shows promise ever rises to concert playing. Not 
that your motiier didn’t play well for aschoolgiri, but that’s no reason to take it 
for granted she could have—

EDMUND: {Sharply) Why don’t you deal, if we’re going to pJay.
TYRONE; Eh? I am. {Dealing with very uncertain judgment o f distance) 

And the idea she might have become a nun. That’s the worst. Your mother was: 
one of the most beautiful giris you could ever see. She knew it, too, She was; 
a bit of a rogue and coquette, God bless her, behind all her shyness and blushes. 
She was never made to renounce the world. She was bursting with health and 
high spirits and the love o f loving.

EDMUND; For God’s sake, I%pa! Why don’t you pick up your hand?
TYRONE: {Picks it up ~  dully) Ye&y let’s see what have here. {They 

both stare at their cards unseeingly. Then they both start. TYRONE wA/j-; 
pers.) Li^en!

EDMUND: She’s coming downstairs.
TYRONE: {Hurriedly) VfeHl play our game. Pretend not to notice and 

she’ll soon go up again.
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EDMUND: (Staring through the front parlor — with relief) I don’t see her. 
She must have started down and then turned back.

TYRONE: Thank God.
EDMUND: Yes. It’s pretty horrible to see her the way she must be now. 

( With bitter misery) The haixiest thing to t^ke is the blank wall she builds around 
her. Or more like a bank of fog in which she hides and loses herself. Delibera­
tely, that’s the hell o f it! You know something in her does it deliberately — to get 
beyond our reach, to be rid o f us, to forget we’re alive! It’s as if, in spite of lov­
ing us, she hates us!

TYRONE: (Remonstrates gently) Now, now, lad. It’s not her. It’s the 
damned poison.

EDMUND: (Bitterly) She takes it to get that effect. At least, I know фе 
did this time! (Abruptly) My play, isn’t it? Here. .

(Heplays a card.)

TYRONE: (Plays mechanically—gently reproachful) She’s been terribly fright­
ened about your illness, for all her pretending. Don’t be too hard on her, lad. Re­
member dje’s not responsible. Once that cursed poison gets a hold on anyone —

EDMUND: (His face grows hard and he stares at his father with bitter ac­
cusation.) It never should have gotten a hold on her! I know damned well she’s 
not to blaniel And I know who is! You are! Your damned stinginess! I f  you’d 
spent money for a decent doctor when she was so sick after I was bom, she’d 
never have known щофЫпе existed! Instead you put her in the hands of a hotel 
quack who wouldn’t admit his ignorance and took the easiest way out, not giv­
ing a damn what happened to her afterwards! All because his fee was cheap! 
Another one of your bargains!

TYRONE; (Sttfng-angrily) Be quiet! How dare you talk of something you 
know nothing about! ( Dying to control his temper) You must try to see my side 
ofit, too, lad. How was I to know he was that kind ofadoctor? Heh^dagood 
reputation — '

EDMUND: Among the souses in the hotel bar, t suppose!
TYRONE;: That’s a lie! I asked the hotel proprietor to recommend the 

best —
EDMUND: Yes! At the same time crying poorhouse and making it plain 

you wanted a cheap one! I know your system! By God, I ought to after this af­
ternoon!

TYRONE: (Guiltily defensive) What about this afternoon?
EDMUND: Never mind now. VNfe’re talking about Mama! I’m saying no 

matter how you excuse yourself you know damned well your stinginess is to 
blame —
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TYRONE: And I say you’re a liar! Shut your mouth right now, or —
EDMUND: (Ignoring this) After you found out she’d Ізееп made a mor-i 

Dhin&addict. why didn’t you send her to a cure then, at the start, while'she still 
had a chance? No, that would have rrieant spending some money! I ’ll bet you; 
told her all she had to do was use a little will power! That’s what you still believe і 
in your heart, in spijte o f what doctors, who really know something about it, 
have told you!

TYRONE; You lie again! I know better than that now! But how was I to 
know then? What did I know o f morphine? It was years before 1 discovered 
what was wrong. I thought she’d never got over her sickness, that’s all. Whyi 
didn’t I send her to a cure, you say? {Bitterly) HaVen’t I? I ’ve spfent thousands 
upon thousands in cures! A waste. What good have they done her? She aliways 
started again.

EDMUND: Because you’ve never given her anything that wcmld help her і 
want to stay off, it! No home except this summer dump in a place she hates and; 
you’ve refused even to spend money to make this look decent, while you keep 
buying more property, and playing sucker for every con man^* with a gold mine, 
or a silver mine, or any kind of get-rich-quick swindle! You’ve dragged her 
around on the road, season after season, on one-night ̂ n<k, with no one she 
could talk tb, vvaiting night after night in dirty hotel rooms for you to come і 
back with a bun on after the bars closed! Christ, i§ it any wonder she didn’t 
want to be cured. Jesus, when I think o f it 1 hate your guts!

TYRONE: (Strickenly) Edmund! (Then in a rage) How dare you talk tO 
your father like that, you insolent young cub! After all I ’ve done for you.

EDMUND; W H  come to that, whM you’re doing for me!
TYRONE: {Lodcing guilty again — ignores гАй) Will you stop repeating 

your mother’s crazy accusations, which she never makes unless it’s the poison; 
talking? I n ^ r  dragged her on the road against her will. Naturally, I wanted 
her with me. I loved her. And she came because she loved me and wanted to be! 
with me. Thk ’s the truth, no matter what she says when she’s not herself. And 
she needn’t haVe been lohely. There was always the membersof my company to j 
talk to, if she’d wanted. She had her children, too, and I insisted, in spite of the < 
expense, on having a nurse to travel with her. ;

EDMUND {Bitterly) \fes, your one generosity and that because you were \ 
jealous o f her paying too much attention to us, and wanted u$ out o f your way! і 
It was another mistake, too! I f  she’d had to take care o f me all by heiself, and 
had that to occupy her mind, maybe she’d have been гй)1е — j

TYRONE: (Goaded into vindictiveness) Or for that matter, if you insist on j 
judging things by what she s :^  when she’s not in her right mind, if you hadn’t ; 
been bom she’d never —
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(He stops ashamed.)

EDMUND: (Suddenly spent and miserable) Sure. I know that’s what she 
feels, Papa. '

TYRONE: (Protestspenitently) She doesn’t! She loves you as dearly as ever 
mother loved a son! I only said that because you put me in such a God-damned 
rage, raking up the past, and saying you hate me —

EDMUND: (ZJu/iy) I didn’t mean it, Papaf: (He suddenly smifes ^  kidding 
a bit drunkenly.) I ’m like Mama, I can’t help liking you, in spite o f eveiything.

TYRONE: (Grins a bit drunkenly in return) I might say the same o f you. 
You’re no great shakes as a son. It’s a casie o f “A  poor thing but mine own” . 
(They both chuckle wilh real, if  alcoholic, фесііоп. TYRONE changes the sub- 
yec/.) What’s happened to our game? Whose play is it?

EDMUND: Youre, I guess.

(TYRONE d card which EDMUND takes and the game gets forgotten
again.)

TYRONE: You mustn’t let yourself be too downhearted, lad, by the bad 
news you had today. Both the doctors promised me, if you obey orders at this 
place you’re going, you’ll be cufed in sk months, or a year at most.

EDMUND: (His face hard again) Don’t kid me. You don’t believe that.
T ^ O N E : (Too vehemently) ОГсоцгве I believe it! Why shg^dn’t I believe 

it when both Hardy and the spccialia -r
EDMUND: You think I ’m going to die.
TYRONE: That’s a He! You’re c i;^ !
EDMUND: (MorebiMerly) So wste money? That’s why you’re send­

ing me tp a State farm—
TYRONE: (Inguilty cot\fiisian) What state fiirm? It’s the Hilltown Sanato­

rium, that’s all I )cnow, andboth doctors said It was the best place,for you.
EDMUND; (Scathingly) For the money! That is, for nothing, or practi-- 

cally nothing. Don’t lie, F^pa! You know damned well Hilltown Sanatorium is 
a state institution! Jamie suspected you’d cry poorhouse to Hardy and he 
wormed the truth <MJt o f him.

TYRONE: (Furiously) That drunkett loafer! I ’ll kick him out in the gutter! 
He’s po^ned your mind agait^t me ever since you were old enough to listen!

EDMUND: Yoii can’t deny it’s the truth about the state fari î, can you?
TYRONE: It’s not true the way you looi at it! What if j,t is run by the state? 

That’s nothing agunst it. The state has the money to make a better place tiiian 
any private sanatorium. And why shc^ldn’t I t|dce advantage it? It’s my 
right — and youis. >̂ fe’ fe residents. I ’m a property owner. I help to support It. 
I ’m taxed to death —
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EDMUND: (With bitter irony) Yes, on property valued at a quarter of 
a million.

TYRONE; Lies! It’s all mortgaged!
EDMUND: Hardy and the specialist know what you’re worth. I wonder 

what they-thought of you when they heard you moaning poorhouse and show­
ing you wanted to wish me on charity!

TYRONE; It’s a lie! A111 told them was I couldn’t afford any millionaire’s 
sanatorium because* I was land poor. That's the truth! ,

EDMUND: And then you went to the Club to meet McGuire and let him 
stick you with another bum piecc of property! {As TYRONE starts to deny) 
Don’t He about it! VVfe met McGuire in the hotel bar after hb left you. Jamie 
kidded him about hooking you, and he winked and laughed!

TYRONE: (Z<>'wg/eeWj') He’s a liar if he said—
EDMUND: Don’t lie about it! {M th gathering intensity.) God, Papa, ever 

since I went to sea aî d was on my own, and found out what hard work for little 
pay was, and what it felt like to be broke, and starve, and camp on park bench­
es because I had-no place to sleep. I ’ve tried to be fair to you because I knew 
what you’d been up against as a kid; I ’ve tried tojnake allowances. Christ, you 
have to make allowances in this damned family or go nuts! I have tried to make 
allowances for myself when I remember all the rotten stuff I ’ve pulled! I ’ve 
tried to feel like Mama that you can’t help being what you are where itjoney is 
concerned, But God Almighty, this last stunt of yours is too much! It makes me 
want to puke! Not because of the rotten way you’re treating me. To hell with 
that! I ’ve treated you rottenly, in my way, more than once. But to think when 
it’s si question of your son having consumption, you can show yourself before 
the whole town as such a stinking old tightwad! Don’t you know Hardy will talk 
and the whole damned town will know! Jesus, Papa, haven4 you any pride or 
shame? (Bursting with rage) An6 don’t think I ’ ll let you get aWay with it! I won’t 
go to any (kmned state farm just to save you a few lousy dollars to buy more 
bum property with! You stinking bid miser--!

(He chokes h»skily„his voice trembling with rage, and then is shaken by a fit o f
coughing.)

TYRONE: {Has shrunk back in his chair under this attack, his guUty contri­
tion ffvater than his anger. He stammers.) Be quiet! Don’t say that to me! You’re 
drunk! I won’t mind уби. Stop coughing, lad. You’ve got yourself worked up 
over nbthing. Who said you had to go to this Hilltown place? You can go any­
where yoli like. I don’t give a damn what it costs. All I care about is to have you 
get well. Don’t call me a stinking miser, just because I don’t vmnt doctors to 
think I ’m a millionaire they can swindle. (EDMUND has stopped coughing. He
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looks sick and weak. His father stares at him frightenedly.) You look weak, lad. 
You’d better take a b^cer.

EDMUND; {Grabs the bottle and pours his glass brimful — weakly) 
Thanks.

(He gulps down the whiskey.)

TYRONE: (Pours himself a big drink, which empties the bottle, and drinks it. 
His head bows and he stares dully at the cards on the tablevaguely ) Whose 
play is it? (He goes on dully, without resentment.) A  stinking old miser. >\fell, 
maybe you’re right. Maybe I can’t help being, although all my life since 1 had 
anything I ’ve thrown money over the bar to buy drinks for everyone in the 
house, or loaned money to sponges I knew would never pay it back — ( With 
a loose-mouthed sneer o f self-contempt) But, of course, that was in barrooms, 
when I vras full o f whiskey. I can’t feel that way about it when I ’m sober in my 
home. It was at home I first learned the value o f a dollar and the fear o f the 
poor-house. I ’ve never been able to believe in my luck since. I ’ve always feared 
it would change and «verythii^g I had would be taken aw r̂. But still, the more 
property you own, the safer you think you are. That may not be logical, but it’s 
the way I have to feel. Banks fail, and your money’s gone, but you think you 
can keep land beneath your feet. (Abruptly his tone becomes scornfully superior) 
You said you realized what I ’d been up against as a boy. The hejl you do! How 
could you? You’ve hadj everything nurses, schools, college, though you 
didn’t stay there. You’ve had food, clolilina. Oh, I knpw you had a fling of hard 
work with your back and hands, a bit o f being homeless and penniless in a for­
eign land, and I respect you for it. But it was a game of romance and adventure 
to you. It was play.

EDMUND: (Dully sarcastic) Yes, particularly the time 1 tried to commit 
suicide at Jimmie the Priest’ŝ ’ , and to o s t did.

TYRONE: You weren’t in your right mind. No son of mine would ever ̂  
You were drank.

EDMUND: I was stone cold sobef. That was the trouble. I ’d stopped to 
think too long,

TYRONE; (M th  drunken peevishness) Don’t start your damned atheist 
morijidness again! I don’t care to listen. I was trying to make plain to you —, 
(Scomfiilfy) What do you know o f the value o f a dollar? When I was ten my 
father deserted my mother and went back to Ireland to die. Whiqh he did soon 
enough, and deserved to, and I hope he’s roasting in hell. He mistook rat poi­
son for flour, or sugar, or something. There was gossip it wasn’t by mistake but 
that’s a lie. No one in my family ever—

EDMUND: My bet is it waisn’t by mistake.
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TYRONE: More morbidness! Your brother put that in your head. The 
worst he can suspect is the only truth for him. But never mind. My mother was 
left, a stranger in a strange land, with four small children, me and a sister a lit-| 
tie older and two younger than me. My two older brothers had moved to othet 
parts. They couldn’t help. They were hard put to it to keep themselves alive.l 
There was no damned romance in our poverty. Twice we were evicted from the: 
miserable hovel we called home, with my mother’s few sticks o f furnitlire 
thrown out in the street, and my mother and sisters crying. I cried, too, though 
I tried hard not to, because I was the man of the family. At ten years old! There 
was no more school for me. I worked twelve houcs a day in a machine shop, 
leammg to make files. A  dirty bam o f a place where rain dripped through the 
roof, where you roasted in summer, and there was no stove in winter, and your 
h£inds got numb with cold, where the only light came through two small filthy 
windows, so on grpy days I ’d have to sit bent over with my eyes almost touching 
the files in order to see! You talk of work! And what do you think I got for it? 
Fifty cents a week! It’s the truth! Fifty cents a week! And my poor mother 
washed arid scrubbed for the Yanks by the day, and my older sister sewed, any 
my two younger stayed at home to keep the house. Щ  never had clothes enough 
to wear, nor enough food to eat. \№11,1 remember one Thanksgiving, or maybe 
it was Christmas, when some Yank in whose house mother had been scrubbing 
gave her a dollar extra for a present, and on the way home she spent it all on 
food. I can remember her hugging and kissing us and saying with tears of joy 
running down her tired face: “Glory be to God, for once in our lives we’ll have 
enough for each of us!” {He wipes tears from his eyes.) A  fine, brave, sweet wom­
an. There never was a braver or finer.

EDMUND; (A/ovet/) Yes, she must have been.
TYRONE: Her one fear was she’d get old and sick and have to die in the 

poorhouse. (Яе pauses — then adds with grim humor.) It was in those days 
I learned to,be a miser. A  doUar was worth so much tfien. And once you’ve 
learned a lesson, it’̂ sTiard to unlearn it. You have to look for bargains. I f  I took 
this state form sanatoritim for a good bargain, you’ll have to forgive me. The 
doctors did tell me it’s a good place. You must believe that, Edmund. And 
I swear I never meant you to go there if you didn’t want to. ( Vehemently) You 
can choose any place you like! Never mind what it costs! Any place I can af­
ford. Any place you like — within reason. {At this qualification, a grin twitches 
EDMUND’S lips. His resentment has gone. His father goes on with an elabo­
rately offhand, casual air.) There was another sanatorium the specialist recom- 
mended. He said it had a record as good asj any place in the country. It’s en­
dowed by a group of millionaire factory owners, for the benefit o f their workers 
principally, blit you’re eligible to go there because you’re a resident. There’s
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such a pile of money behind it, they don’t have to charge much. It’s only seven 
dollars a week but ypu get ten times that value. {Hastily) I don’t want to per­
suade you to anything, understand. I ’m simply repeating what I was told.

EDMUND: {Concealing his smile — casually) Oh, 1 know that. It sounds 
like a good bargain to me. I ’d like to go there. So that settles that. {Abruptly he 
is miserably desperate again — dully.) \i doesn’t matter a damn now, anyway 
Let’s forget it! {Changing the subject) How about our game? Whose play is it?

TYRONE: {Mechanically) 1 don’t know; Mine, I guess. No, it’s yours. 
(EDMUND plays a card. His father takes it. Then about to play from his hand, 
he again forgets the game.) Yes, maybe life overdid the lesson for me, and made 
a dollar worth too much, and the time came when that mistake ruined my ca­
reer as a fine actor. {Sadly) I ’ve never admitted this to anyone before, lad, but 
tonight I ’m so heartsick I feel at the end of everything, and what’s the use of 
fake pride and pretense. That God-damned play bought for a song and made 
such a great success in — a great money success — it ruined me with its prom­
ise of an easy fortune. I didn’t want to do anything else, and by the time 1 woke 
up to the fact I ’d become a slave to the damned thing and did try other plays, it 
was too late. They had identified me with that one part, and didn’t want me in 
anything else. They were right, too. I ’d lost the great talent I once had through 
years o f easy repetition, never learning a new part, never really working hard.. 
Thirty-five to forty thousand dollars net profit a season like snapping your fin­
gers! It was too great a temptation. Yet before I bought the damned thing 
I was considered one o f the three or four young actors with the greatest artis­
tic promise in America. I ’d worked like hell. I ’d left a good job as a machinist 
to lake supers’ parts becauise I loved the theater. I was wild with ambition.
I read all the plays ever written. I studied Shakespeare as you’d study the Bi­
ble. I educated myself. I got rid o f an Irish brogue you could cut with a knife.
I loved Shakespeare. I would have acted in any o f his plays for nothing, for 
the joy o f being alive in his great poetry. And I acted well in him. I felt in­
spired by him. I could have been a great Shakespearean actor, if I ’d kept on.
I know that! In 1874 when Edwin Booth'*® came to the theater in Chicago 
where I was leading man I played Cassius to his Brutus one night, Brutus to 
his Cassius the next, Othello to his lago, and so on. The first night I played 
Othello, he said tb our manager, “That young man is playing Othello better 
than I ever did!” {Proudly) That from Booth, the greatest actor o f his day or 
any other! And it was true! And I was only twenty-seven years old! As I look 
back on it now, that night was the high spot in my career. I had life where 
I wanted it! And for a time after that I kept on upward with anlbition high. 
Married your mother. Ask her what I was like in those days. Her love was an 
added incentive to ambition. But a few years later my good bad luck made me
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find the big money-maker. It wasn’t that in my eyes at first. It was a great rô  
mantle part I knew I could play better than anyone. But it was a great box оіТіЦ 
success fi-om the start — and then life had me where it wanted me — at froni 
thirty-five to forty thousand net profit a season! A  fortune in those days — or 
even in these. {Bitterly) What the hell was it I wanted to buy, I wonder, that waSi 
worth — Well, no matter. It’s a late day for regrets. {He glances vaguely at hiSj 
can*.) My play, isn’t it?

EDMUND: (Moved, stares at his father with understanding — slowly) I ’m 
glad you’ve told me this. Papa. I know you a lot better now.

'rYRONE; {With a loose, twisted smile) Maybe I shouldn’t have told you. 
Maybe you’ll only feel more contwnpt for me. And it’s a poor ŵ ty to convince; 
you qf the value of a dollar. {Then as if  this phrase automatically aroused an 
habitual association in his mind, he glances up at the chandelier disapprovingly, f: 
The glare from those extra lights hurts my eyes. You don’t mind if I turn them 
out, do you? Wfe don’t need them, and there’s no use making the Electric 
Company rich.

EDMUND; {Controllinga wild impulse to laugh — agreeably) No, sure not. 
Turn therrt out.

TYRONE; {Gets heavily and a bit waveringly to his feet and gropes uncer­
tainly fo r the lights — his mind going back to its line o f thought) No, I don’t know 
what the hell it was I wanted to buy. {He clicks out one bulb.) On my solemn 
oath, Edmund, I’d gladly face not having an acre of land to call щу own, nor a 
penny in the bank — {He clicks out another bulb.) I’d be willing to have no 
home but the poorhouse in my old age if I could look back now on haying 
I been the fme artist I might have been. {He turns out the third bulb, so only the 
reading Jamp is on, and sits down again heavily. EDMUND suddenly Cannot 
hold back a biir^t o f strained, ironical laughter. TYRONE йЛнгГ.) What the dev­
il are you laughing at?

EDMUND: Not at you, Papa. At life. It’s so damned crazy. ’
TYRONE: {Growls) More o f your morbidness! There’s nothing wrong 

with life. It’s we who — {He quotes.) “The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our 
stars, but in Ourselves that we are underlings” ''’ , (//ераиш — then sadly )̂ The 
praise Edwin Booth gave my Othello. I made the manager put down his exact 
words in Avriting. 1 kept it in my waUet for years. I used to read it every once in 
a while until finally it made me feel so bad I didn’t want to face it any more. 
Where is it now, I wonder? Somewhere in this house, I remember I put it away 
carefully — '

EDMUND: {With awry ironical sadness) It might t|e in an old trunk in the 
attic, along with Mama’s wedding dress. {Then as his father stares at him, he 
adds quickly.) For Pete’s sake, if we’re going to play cards, let’s {day.
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( fie  takes the card hisfather had played and leads. For a moment, they play the 
game, like mechanical chess players. Then TYRONE stops, listening to a sound 

' upstairs.)
/

TYRONE: She’s still moving around. God knows when she’ll go to sleep.
EDMUND; {Pleads tensely) Christ’s sake, Papa, forget it! (We reaches 

out and pours a drink, TYRO^V. starts to protest, then gives it up. EDMUND 
drinks. He puts down the glass. His expression changes. When he speaks it is as if 
he were deliberately giving way to drunkenness and seeking to hide behind a maud­
lin manner.) Yes, she, moves above and beyond us, a ghost haunting the past, 
and here we sit pretending to forget, but straining our ears listening for the 
slightest sound, hearing the fog drip from the eaves like the uneven tick of 
a rundown, crazy clock — or like the dreaiy tears o f a trollop spattering in 
a puddle of stale beer on a honky-tonk t^)le top! {He laughs with maudlin appre­
ciation.) Not so bad, that last, eh? Original, not Baudelaire. Give me credit! 
{Then with alcoholk talkativeness) You’ve just told me some high spots in your 
memories. Wtoit to hear mine? They’re all connected with the sea. Here’s one. 
When I was on the Squarehead square rigger, bound for Buends Aires. Full 
moon in the Trades. The old hooker driving fourteen knots. I lay on the 
bowsprit, facing astern, with the water foaming into spume under me, the 
masts with every sail white in the moonlight, towering high above me. I became 
drunk with the beauty dnd singing rhythm of it, and for a moment I lost my­
self— actually lost my life, I was set free! I dissolved in the sea, becaine white 
sails and flying spray, became beauty and rhythm, became moonlight and the 
ship and the high dim-starred sky! I belonged, without past or future, within, 
peace and unity and a wild joy, within something greater than my pwn. life, or 
the life o f Man, to Life itself! To God, if you want to put it that way. Then an­
other time, on the American Line, when I was lookout on the crow’s nest in 
the dawn watch. A  calm sea, that time. Onty a lazy ground swell and a slow 
drowsy roll o f the ship. The passengers asleep and none of the crew in sight. No 
sound o f man. Black smoke pouring from the funnels behind and beneath me. 
Dreaming, not keeping lookout, feeling alone, and above, and apart, watching 
the dawn crcep like a painted dream over the sky and sea which slept together. 
Then the moment o f ecstatic freedom came. The peace, the end o f the quest, 
the last harbor, the joy oif belonging to a fulfillment beyond men’s lossy, pitiful, 
greedy ffeaiis and h<^s and dreams! And several other times in my life, when 
I was.swimming far out, or lying alone on a beach, I have had the same experi­
ence. Became the sun, the hot sand, green seaweed anchored to a rock, sway- 
iftg in the tide. Like a saint’s vision o f beatitude. Like the veil o f things as they 
seem drawn back By an unseen hdnd. For a second you see and seeing the
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secret, are the secret. For a second there i§ meaning! Then the hand lets the yeffl 
fall and you are alone, lost in the again, and you stumble on toward по-яі 
where, for no good reason! {lie  grins wryly.) It was a great mistake, my bein® 
bom a man, I would have been much more successful as a sea gull or a fish. Aii 
it is, I will always be a stranger who never feels at home, who does not realljj 
want and is not really wanted, who can never belong, who must always be a lit-i 
tie in love with death! ї

TYRONE: {Stares at him — impressed) Yes, there’s the makings o f a poet 
in you all right. {Thenprotesting uneasily) But that’s moi4}id craziness about not. 
being wanted arid loving death.

EDMUND: {Sardonically) The makings o f a poet. No, I ’m afraid I ’ml 
like the guy who is always panhandling for a smoke. He hasn’t even got thei 
makings. He’s got only the habit. 1 cpuldn’t touch what 1 tried to tell you just| 

. now I just stamnipred. That’s the best i ’ll ever do. I mean, if I live. Vfell, it 
will be faithful realism, at least. Stammering is the native eloquence o f us fog 
people. (A pause. Then they both jump startledly as there is a noise from outside: 
the house/as if  someone had stumbled and fallen on the front steps. EDMUND 
grins.) Vfell, that sounds like the absent brother. He must have a peach o f 
abunon^

TYRONE: (Scowling) That loafer! He caught the last car; bad luck to it. 
(He gets to his feet.) Q ei him to,bed, Edmund. Г11 go out bn the porch. He has 
atongue like {ui adder when he’s drunk. I ’d only lose my temper.

(He goes out the door to the side porch да the front door in the hall bangs shut
behind ІАМЩ. EDMUND watches with amusement JAM W s wavering 

prepress ікгоЛф the front parlor. JAMIE comes in. /fe is very drunk and woozy 
on his legs. His eyes are glassy, hlsface bloated, his speech blurred, his mouth 

slack like hlsfather’s, a leer on his lips.)

JAMIE: (Swaying and blinking in the doorway — in a loud voice) What ho! 
What ho!

EDMUND: Nix on the loud noise!
JAMIE: (Bliiiks at him) Oh, hello. Kid. (With great seriousness) I ’m as 

drunk as a fiddler’s bitch.
EDMUND: Thanks for telling me your great secret.
JAMIE; {Grins foolishly) Yes. Unn«scessary information Number One, eh? 

(He bends and slaps at the knees cfhis trousers.) Had serious accident. The front 
steps tried to trample on me. Took advantage o f fog to waylay me. Ought to be 
a lighthouse out there. Dark in here, too. (Scowling) What the hell is this, the 
moi^e? Let’s have some light on subject. (He smys forward to the 1аЫе, recU- 
ingKipling.)
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“ Ford, ford, ford o ’ Kabul river.
Ford o ’ Kabul river in the dark!
Keep the crossing-stakes beside you,
an’ they will surely guide you
‘Cross the fond o’ Kabul river in the dark”^̂ .

( He fumbles at the chandelier and manages to turn on the three bulbs.) That’s 
more like it. To hell with old Gaspard'* .̂ Where is the old tightwad?

EDMUND: Out on the iforch.
JAMIE; Can’t expect щ to live in the Blaek Hole o f Calcutta^^ {His eyes 

fa  on the fu ll bottle o f whiskey.) Say! Have I got the d.t.’s^? (//e reaches out 
fumblingly and grabs it.) By God, it’s real. What’s the matter with the Old Mah 
tonight? Must be ossified to forget he left this,out. Grab opportunity by the 
forlock. Key to iny success.

(He slops a big drink into a ̂ s s .)

EDMUND: You’re stinking now. That will knock you stiff.
JAMIE; Wisdom frcm the mouth of babes. Can the wise stuff. Kid. You’re 

still wet behind the ears.

{He lowers himself into a chair, НоШіг^ the drink carefully aloft.)

EDMUND: All rii ît. Pass out if you want to.
JAMIE; C:an4, that’s trouble. Had enough to sink a ship, but can’t sink. 

A^ll, here’s hoping.

{He drinks.)^

EDMUND: Shove over the bottie. r il have one, tod
JAMIE: ( Mth sudden, big-brotherly solicitude, grabbing the bottle) No, you 

don’t. Not іЛіІе I ’m around. Remewbcr doctor’s orders. Maybe no one else 
gives a damn if you die, but 1 do. My kid brothers. I love your guts, Kid. Every­
thing else is gone. You’re £Ш I’ve got left. {Pulling bottle closer to him) So no 
booze for you if I can help it.

-  »
{Beneath Ш  drunken sentimentality there is a genuine sincerity.)

EDMUND: (/rrf/flA<F) Oh, lay off it.
JAMIE; {Is hurt and his face hardens) You don’t believe I care, eh? Just 

drunken bull. {He shoves the bottle over.) All right. Go aliead and kill yourself.
EDMUND; {Seeing he is hurt — effectionately) Sure I know you care, 

Jamib, and I’m going on the wagon. But toni^t, doesn’t count. Too many 
damned things have haiHTencd today. {Hepours a drink.) Here’s how.

{Hedrtnks.)

lo n g  DAY'S JOURNEY INTO NIGHT. By Ёидепе O'Neill____________________  88



JAMIE: {Sobers up momentarily and with a pitying look) I know, Kid. It’s 
been a lousy day for you. (Then with sneering cynicism) I ’ll bet old Gaspard 
hasn’t tried to keep you off booze. Probably give you a case to take with you to 
the state farm for pauper patients. The sooner you kick the bucket, the less 
expense. {With contemptuous hatred) What bastard to have for a father! Christ, 
if you put him in a book, no one would believe it!

EDMUND: {Defensively) Oh, Papa’s all right, if you try to understand 
him — 9nd keep your sense o f humor.

JAMIE: {Cynically) He’s been putting on the old sob act for you, eh? He 
can always kid you. But not me. Never again. ( Then slowly) Although, in a way,
I do feel Sony for him about one thing. But he has even that coming to him. 
He’s to blame. {Hurriedly) But to hell with that. {He grabs the bottle and pours 
another drink, appearing very drunk again.) That lash drink’s getting me. This 
one ought to put the lights out. Did you tell Gaspard I got it out of Doc Hardy 
this sanatorium is a charity dump?

EDMUND: {Reluctantfyy Yes. I told him I wouldn’t go there. It’s all set­
tled now. He said I can go anywhere I want. {He adds, smiling without resent­
ment.) Within reason, o f course.

JAMIE: {Drunkenly imitating his father) O f course, lad. Anything within 
reason. {Sneering) That means another cheap dump. Old Gaspard, the miser in 
“ 'Ibe Bells” , that’s a part he can play without make-up.

EDMUND: {Irritably) Oh, shut up, will you. I’ve heard that Gaspard stuff 
a million times.

\

JAMIE: {Shrugs his shoulders — thickly) Aw right, if you’re satisfied — let 
him get away with it. It’s your funeral — I mean, I hope it won’t be.

EDMUND {Chafing the subject) did you dp uptown tonight? Go to 
Mamie Bums?

JAMIE: ( Very drunk, his head nodding) Sure thing. Where else could I find 
suitable fertiinine companionship? And love. Don’t forget love. What is a man 
without a gOod woman’s love? A  God-damned hollow shell.

EDMUN D: {Chuckles tipsily, letting himself go now and be drunk) "Vbu’re a nut.
JAMIE: {Quotes with gusto from Oscar Wilde’s “The Harlot's House ”)

“ Then, turning to my love, 1 said,
‘1Ъс dead are dancing with the dead.
The dust is whirling with the dust.’

But she — she heard th^ violin.
And left my side and entered in:
Love passed into the house o f  lust.

Then suddenly the tune went false.
The dancers wearied o f the waltz..” .
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{He breaks off, thickly.) Not strictly accurate. If my love was with me, 
I didn^ notice it. She must have been a ghost. {Hepauses.) Guess which one of 
Mamie’s charmers I picked to bless me with' her woman’s love. It’ ll hand you 
a laugh, Kid. I picked Fat Violet.

EDMUND: {Laughs drunkenly) No, honest? Some pick! God, she weighs 
a ton; What the hell for, a joke?

JAMIE: No joke, \fery serious. By the time I hit Mamie’s dump'*’  I felt very 
sad about myself and all the other poor bums in the worid. Ready for a weep on 
any old womanly bosom. \bu know how you get when John Barleycorn turns 
on the soft music inside you. Then, soon as I got in the door, Mamie began 
telling me all her troubles. Beefed how rotten business w^, and she was going 
to give Fat Violet the gate. Customers didn’t fall foj Vi. Only reason she’d kept 
her was she could play the piano. Lately Vi’s gone on drunks and been too 
boiled to play, and was eating her put of house and home, and although Vi was 
a goodhearted dumbbell, and she felt sorry for her because she didn’t know 
how the hell she’d make a living, still business was business, and she couldn’t 
afFofd to run a home for fat tarts. Wfell, that made me feel sorry for Fat Violet, 
so I squandered two bucks of your dough to escort her upstairs. With no dis­
honorable intentions whatever. I like them fat, but not that fat. All I wanted was 
alktle heart-to-heart talk concerning the infinite sorrow of life,

EDMUND: {Chuckles drunkenly) Poor Vi! I ’ll bet you recitfd Kipling and 
Swinburne and Dowson and gave her “ I have been faithful to thee, Cynara, in 
my fashion” .

JAMIE: {Grins loosely) Sure — with the Old Master, John Barleycorn, 
playing soft music. Siie stood it for a while. Then she gbt good and sore. Got 
the idea I took her upstairs for a joke. Gave me a grand bawling out. Said she 
was better than a drunken bum who recited poetry. Then she began to cry So 
I had to say I loved her because she was fat, and she wanted to believe that, and 
I stayed with her to prove it, and that cheered her up, and she kissed nie when 
I left, and said she’d fallen hard for me, and we both cried a little more in the 
hallway, and everything was fine, except Mamie Burns thought I’d gone 
bughouse.

EDMUND: (Qwoto rfens/ve/y)

“Hariots and
Hunted have pleasures o f their OWH to give.
The vulgar herd can never understand”^ .

JAMIE: {Nods his head drunkenly) Egzactly! Hell of a good Jime, at that. 
You should have stuck around with me, Kid. Mamie Byms inqutired after you. 
Sorry to hear you were sick. She meant it, too* {He patises — then with maudlin
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humor, in а ham-actortone.) This night has opened my eyes to a great career in 
store for me, my boy! I shall give the art o f acting back to the performing seals, 
which are its most perfect expression. By applying my natural God-given tal­
ents in their proper sphere, I shall attain the pinnacle of success! I ’ll be the 
lover of the fat woman in Bamum and Bailey’s circus!'*’  (E D M U N D  laughs. 
JAMIE'S mood changes to anvgant disdain.) Pah! Imagitie me sunk to the fat 
girl iti a hick town hooker shop!^ Me! Who have mad^some of the best-lobkers 
on Broadway sit up and beg! (He quotes from Kipling’s “Sestina o f the Tramp- 
Royal")

“ Speakin’  in general, I ’ ye tried ‘cm all,
The ‘appy roads that take you o ’er the world” .

{With sodden melancholy) Not so apt. Happy roads is bunK. ^ a ry  roads is 
right. Get you nowhere fast. That’s where I ’ve got — nowhere. Where everyone 
lands in the end, even if most o f the suckers won’t admit it.

EDMUND; (Derisively) Can it! You’ll be crying in a minute.
JAMIE; (Starts and stares at his brother for a second with bitter hostility — 

thickly) Don’t get too damned fresh. (Then abruptly) But you’re right. To hell 
with repining! Fat Violet’s a good kid. Glad I stayed with her. Christian act. 
Cured her blues. Hell o f a good time. You should have stuck with me. Kid. 
Taken your niind off your troubles. What’s the use coming home to get the 
blues over what can’t be helped. All over — finished now — not a hope! (He 
stops, his head nodding drunkenly, his eyes closing — then suddenly he looks up, 
his face hard, and quotes Jeeringly.)

“ I f !  were hanged on the highca hill.
Mother o ’ mine, 0  mother o ’ mine!
I know whose love would follow me still” .

EDMUND; (Violently) Shut up!
JAMIE; (In  a cruel, sneering tone with hatred in it) Where’s the hophead? 

Gone to sleep? ,

(EDMXi'HD jerks as if  he’d been struck. There is a tense silence. EDMUND’S 
face looks stricken and sick. Then in a burst o f rage he springs from his chair.)

EDMUND: You dirty bastard!

(He punches his brother in the face, a blow that glances off the cheekbone. For 
a second JAMIE reacts pugnaciously and half rises from his chair to do battle, 
but suddenly he seems to sober up to a shocked realization o f what he has said 

and he sinks back limply.)
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JAMIE: {Miserably) Thanb, Kid. I certainly had that coming. Don’t know 
what made me — booze talking — You know me, Kid.

EDMUND; (Mis anger ebbing) 1 know you’d never say that unless — But 
God, Jamie, no matter how drunk you are, it’s no excuse! {He pauses — mi­
serably.) I’m sorry I hit you. You and I never scrap — that bad.

{He sinks back on his chair.) ,

JAMIE: (//M5b7j>) It’s all right. Glad you did. My dirty tongue. Like to cut 
it out. (Яе hides his face in his hands — dully.) I suppose it’s because 1 feel so 
damned sunk. Because this time Mama had me fooled. I really believed she 
had it licked. She thinks I always believe the worst, Ьці this time I believed the 
best. (His voice flutters.) I suppose I can’t foigive her — yet. It meant so much. 
I ’d begun to hope, if she’d beaten the game, I could, too.

{He begins to sob, and the horrible part o f his weeping is that, it appears sober, 
nat-the maudlin tears o f drunkenness.)

EDMUND: (Blinking back tears himself) God, don’t I know how you feel! 
Stop it, Jamie!

JAMIE: (Trying to control his sobs) I ’ve known about Mama somuch long­
er than you. Never foiget the first time I got wise. Caught her in the act with 
a hypo. Christ, IM never dreamed before that any women but whores took 
dope! (He pauses,) And then this stuff o f you getting consumption. It’s got me 
licked. >\fe’vc been more than brothers. You’re the only pal I’ve ever had. Hove 
your guts. I ’d do anything for you.

Ш Ш иШ >: (Reaches out and p0ts his arm) \\iXiO'NtbtA,iamt.
JAMIE: (//is crying over — drqps his hands from his face — with a strange 

bitterness) Yet I ’ll bet you’ve heard Mama and old Gaspard spill so much bunk 
about my hoping for the worst, you suspect right now I ’m thinking to myself 
that Papa is old and can’t last much longer, and if you were to die. Mama and 
I would get all he’s got, and so I ’m probably hoping ~

EDMUND: (Indignantly) Shut up, you damned fool! What the hell put 
that in your nut? (He stares at his brother accusingly.) Yes, that’s what I ’d like to 
know. What put that in your mind?

JAMIE: (Confusedly — appearing drunk again) Don’t be a dumbbell! What 
I said! Always suspected o f hoping for the worst. I ’ve got so I can’t help — ( Пеп 
drunkenly resentful) What are you trying to do, accuse me? Don’t play the wise 
guy with me! I’ve learned more of life than you’U oyer know! Just because 
you’ve read a lotof highbrow junk, don’t think you can fool me! Ypu’re only an 
overgrown kid! Mama’s baby and Papa’s pet! The family White jHope! You’ve 
been getting a swelled head lately. About nothing! About a few poems in a hick
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town newspaper! Hell, I used to write better stuff for the Lit magazine in col-! 
lege! You better wake up! You’re setting no rivers on fire! You let hick towfi'' 
boobs flatter you with bunk about your future — {Abruptly his tone changes to 
disgusted contrition. EDMUND has looked away from him, trying to ignore this ’ 
tirade.) Hell, Kid, foige|: it. That goes for Sweeny. You know I don’ t mean it. 
No one is prouder you’ve started to make good. {Drunkenly assertive) Why j 
shouldn’t 1 be proud  ̂Hell, it’s purely selfish. You reflect credit on me. I ’ve had 
more to do with bringing you up than anyone. I wised you up about women, so 
you’d never be a fall guy, or make any mistakes you didn’t want to make! And 
who steered you on to reading poetry first? Swinburne, for example? I did! And I 
because I once wanted to write, I planted it in your mind that someday you’d ; 
write! Hell, you’re more than my brother. I made you! You’re my Franken- j
stein! '̂ ■ Ji,

{He has risen to a note of drunken arrogance. EDMUND is grinning with
amusement now.) ''

j
EDMUND; All right. I ’m your Frankenstein. So let's have a drink. (Яе 

You crazy nut!
JAMIE; (thickly) I ’ll have a drink. Not you. Got to take care of you. {He 

reaches out viith a foolish grin o f doting affection and grabs his brother’s hand.) 
Don’t be scared of this sanatorium business. Hell, you can beat that standing 
on your heiad Six months and you’ll be in the pink. Probably haven’t gof con- , 
sumption at all. Doctors lot of fakers. Told m® years ago to cut out booze or I’d 
soon be dead — and here I am. They’re all con men. Anything to grab your 
dough. I ’ll bet this state farm stuff is political graft game. Doctors get a cut for 
every patient they send,

EDMUND; {Disgustedly amused) \bu’re the limit! At the Last Judgment, 
you’ll be around telling everyone it’s in the bag.

JAMIE; ASid r ij  be right. Slip a рій:е of change to the Judge and be saved, 
but if you’re broke you can go to hell! (Де grins at this blasphemy and 
EDMUND has to laugh. JAMIE goes on. > “Therefore put money in thy 
purse*’ ^̂ . That’s the only dope; {Mockingly) The secret o f my success! Look 
what it’s got me! {He lets EDNjlUND’s handgo to pour a big drink, and gulps it 
down. He stares at his brother with bleary affection — takes his hand again and 
begins to talk thickly but with a strange; convincing sincerity.) Listen, Kid, you’ll 
be going away. May not get another chance to talk. Or might not be drunk 
endugh to tell you truth. So got to tell you now. Something I ought to have told 
you long ago for your own good. (He pauses struggling with himself. 
EDMUND stares, impressed and uneasy. JAMIE blurts out.) Not drunken 
bull, but “ in vino veritas” stuff. You better take it seriously. Wbnt to. warn
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you — against me. Mama and Papa are right. I ’ve been rotten bad influence. 
And wotst of it IS, rdid it on рифозе.

EDMUND; {Uneasily) Shut up! I don’t want to hear —
JAMIE: Nix, Kid! You listen! Did it on рцфозе to make a bum of you. Or 

part of me did. A  big j)art. That part that’s been dead so long. That hates life. 
My putting you wise so you’d learn from my mistakes. Believfed that myself at 
times, but it’s a fake. Made my mistakes look good. Made getting drunk ro­
mantic. Made whores fascinating vampires instead of poor, stupid diseased 
slobs they really are. Made fun of,work as sucker’s game. Never wanted you 
succeed and fftake me look even worse by comparison. W&ntfed you to fail. Al­
ways jealous o f you. Mama’s baby, Papa’s pet! {He stares at EDMUND with 
increasing enmity.) And it was your being bom that started Mama on dope. 
I know that’s nbt your fault, but all the same, God damn you, I can’t help hat­
ing your guts—!

EDMUND; {Almostfrightenedly) Jamie! Cut it out! You’re crazy!
JAMIE; But don’t get wrong idea. Kid. I love you more than I hate you. 

My saying what I ’m telling you now proves it. I fun the risk you’ll hate me -  
and you’re all I ’ve got left. But I didn’t mean to tell you that last stuff- go that 
far back. Don’t know what made me. What I wanted to say is, I ’d like to see you 
becbme the greatest success in the world. But you’d better be ОЙ yotir guard. 
Because I ’ll do my dainnedest to make you fail. Can’t help it. І  hate myself. 
Got to take revenge. On everyone else. Especially you. Oscar Wilde’s “ Beading 
Gaol” has the dope twisted. The man was dead and so he had t<̂  kill the thing 

, he loved. That’s what it ought to be. The dead part pf me hopes you won’t get 
well. Maybe he’s even glad the game has got Mama again! He \wmts company, 
he doesn’t want to be the only софзе around the house!

{Hegives a hard, tortured laugh.)

EDMUND; Jesusj Jamie! You really have gone crazy!
JAMIE; Thiilk it over and you’ll sec I ’m right. Think it over when you’re 

away from me in the sanatorium. Make up your mind you’ve got to tie a can to 
me — get me out o^-your life — think of me as dead -- tell people, “ I had 
a brother, but he’s dead” . And when you come back, look out for me. I ’U be 
waiting to welcome you with that “ my old pal” t̂uff, and give you the glad 
hand, and at the Гий good chance I get stab you in the back.

EDMUND: Shut up! ГН be God-damned If I ’lMisten to ydHi any more -
JAMIE: {As if  he hadn’t heard) Only don’t foiget me. Rcmeirter I warned 

you — for your sake. Give me credit. Greater love hath bo msm lhan this, that 
he saveth his brother from himself^ .̂ ( dmnkenfy, his head bobbing) That’s 
all. Feel better now. Gone to confession. Know you absolve me, don’t you. Kid?
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You understand. You’re а damned fine kid. Ought to be. 1 made you. So go and 
get well. Don’t die on me. You’re all I ’ve got left. God bless you, K. O^.

{He falls into a drunken doze, not completely asleep, EDMUND buries his face 
in his hands miserabfy. TYRONE eqmeŝ in quietly throu^ the screen door from  
the porch, his dressing gown wet with fog, the collar turned up around his throat. 
His face is stem and disgusted but at the same time pitying. EDMUND does not

notice his entrance.)

TYRONE: {In a low voice) Thank God he’s asleep. (EDMUND looks up 
with a start.) I thought he'd never stop talking. {He turns down the collar o f his 
dressinggown.) \^ ’d better let him stay where he is and sleep it off. (EDMUND 
remains silent. TYRONE regards him — thengoeson.) I heard the last part bfhis 
talk. It's what I’ve warned you. I hope you’ll heed the warning, now it comes 
from his own mouth. (EDMUND gives no щп (tf having heard. TYRON E ddds 
pityingly.) ЇШ. don’t take it too much to heart, lad. He loves to exaggerate the 
worst o f himself when he’s drunk. He’s devoted to you. It’s the one good thing 
left in him. {He kmks down m  JAMIE with a bitter sadness.) A  sweet spectacle 
for me! My first-born, who 1 hoped >yould bear my name in honor and dignity, 
who showed such brilliant promise!

EDMUI|D;(Afise«ifr/y) Keep quiet, can’t you. Papa? ;
TYRONE: {Pours a drink) A  waste! A wreck, a dilinken hulk, done with : 

and ftrtishedB

(He (/плАї. JAMIE /1(15 become restless, №nsinghisfather’s presence, struggling I 
Up his stupor. МШ h e h i s  eyes cpen to blinkup at'lH!KOHE. Jhe latter 

thoves back a step dфnsively, his face growing hard.)

, JAMIE: {Suddenly points й finger at him and recites with dramatic em- 
phasis)

“Clarence is come, false, fleeting, pcQurcdClaTcncc, '
That stabbed in the tick) by Tewksbury.
Seize on him, Furies, take him into tornienf^^

{That resentfully) What the hell are you staring at? {He rmtes sardonically 
from Rossetti.)

“Look in my face. My name is Might-Have-Been;
I am also called No More, Too Late, FateweH” .

TYRONE; I’m well aware o f that, andGodknowsI don4 want to look at it.
EDMUND; Papa! Quit it!
JAMIE; (іЗе/ій/ve/y) Got agreat idea for you, pEipa. Put on revival o f “The 

Bells” this season. Great pan in it you can play without make-up. Old Gasp- 
ard, the miser!
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{TYRONE turns aWay, trying to control his temper.)

EDMUND: Shiiit up, Jamie!
JAMIE: (Jeeringiy) I claim Edwin Booth never gaw the day when he could 

give as good a perfomiance as a trained адаї. Seals are intelligent and honest. 
They don’t put up any bluffs about the Art of Acting. They admit they’re just 
hams earning their daily fish.

TYRONE; {Stung, turns on him in a rage) You loafer!
EDMUND: Papa! Do you want to start a row that will bring Mama down? 

Jamie, go back \o sleep! You’ve shot off your mouth too much already.

(TYRONE tomy awaj'.)

JAMIE: {Thickly) All right, Kid. Not lookirig for argument. Too damned 
sleepy.

(He closes his eyes, his head nodding. TYRONE comes to the table and 
sits down, turning his chair so he won’t look at JAMIE, At once he becomes

sleepy, too.)

TYRONE: {Heavily) I wish to God she’d go to bed so tjhat I could, too. 
(Drowsily) I ’m dog tired. I can’t stay up all night like / used to. Getting old - - 
old and finished. ( Witka bone-crackingyawn) Can’t keep my eyes open. I think 
ru catch a few winks. Why don’t you do the same, Edmund? it’W pass the time 
until she —

(His voice trails off. His 'tyes close, his chin sags, and he be^is to bl̂ athe heavily 
Лігтф his mouth. EDMUND sits tensely. He hears something )фЫJerks ner- 

vousfyforward in his chair, staring th ro i^  thefitmt i^rhrih to the ІюИ. He jumps 
up with a hunted, distractied expression. It seemsford second he is g c ^  to hide in 

the back parlojn Then he sits down again and waits, his eyes averted, his hands 
griping the arms c f his chair. Suddenly all five bidbs o f the cha^delkr in the front 
patter are turned on from a wall switch, and a moment later some^e starts play- 
ir^ the piano in there — the opening o f one o f Chopin’s simpler wcdizes, done with 
aforgetfitl, stiff-fingered groping, as tf an awkward schoolgiti were practtcingUfor 
the first time. TYMUHEstartstowide-awakenessandsoberdread, am/JAMIE^s 
head Jerks back and his eyes ̂ n .  Fora moment they listen frozenfy. П е playing 

st^s as abruptly as it begm, and УШВСі appears ih the doorway. wears 
a sky~bbte dressiivggown over her Mghtdre&s, dainty simpers with pmpons on her 
bare feet. Herface is paier titan ever. Her eyes к/феяогпкт- They glisten like 

polished black jewels, the uncanny tm g  ts tnat nerjacenaw арреШ soyoutf^d.
^ tiH m ee seems inm d out e f it. It is a marble mask o f g ^ i^  innocence, the 

mouth са іф і ІЛ a shy smite. Her white hair is braided in two pigtails which hang
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over her breast. Over one arm, carried neglectfully, trailing on the floor, as if  she 
had forgotten she held it, is an old-fashioned white satin wedding gown, trimmed 
with duchesse lace. She hesitates in the door-way, glancing round the room, her 

forehead puckered puwedly, like someone who has come to a room to get some­
thing but has become absent-minded on the way arid forgotten what it was. They 

stare at her. She seems aware o f them merely as she is aware of other objects in the 
room, the furniture, thewindows, familiar things she atcepts automatically a  ̂

naturally belonging there but which she is too preoccupied to notice.)

JAMIE: {Breaks the cracking silence — bitterly, self-defensively sardonic.) 
The Mad Scene. Enter Ophelia!^^

{His father and brother both turn on him fiercely. EDMUND й quicker. He 
slaps JAMffi across the mouth with the back o f his hand.)

TYRONE: {His voice trembling with suppressed fury) Good boy, Edmund, 
The dirty blackguard! His own molher!

JAMIE: {Mumbles guiltily, without resentment) MA right, Kid. Had it com­
ing. But 1 told you how much!’d hoped—

{He puts his hands over his face and begins to sob.)

TYRONE: I ’ll kick you out in the gutter tomorrow, so help me God. {But 
JAMIE’S breaks his anger, and he turns and shakes his shoulder, plead-^
ing.) Jamie, for the love of God, stop it!

( Then MAI^Y speaks, and they freeze into silence again, staring at her. She has 
paid no attjention whatever to the incident. It is simply apart o f the familiar at­
mosphere (jfthe room, a background which does not touch her preoccupation; 

and she speaks aloud to herself, not to them.)

MARY-1 play so badly now. I ’m all out o f practice. Sister Theresa will give 5 
me a dreadftil scolding. She’ll tell me it isn’t fair to my father when he spends: 
so much mpney for extra lessons. She’s quite right, it isn’t fair, when he’s so 
good and generous, and so proud of me. I ’ll practice every day from now on. 
But something horrible has happened to my hands. 'ГЬе fingers have gotten so 
stiff — {She lifts her hands to examine them, with a frightened puzzlement.) The 
knuckles are all swollen. They’re so ugly. I ’ll have to go to the Infirmary and 
show Sister Martha. {With a sweet smile o f affectionate trust) She’s old аЫ a lit­
tle cranky, but I love her just the same, and she has things in her medicine chest 
that’ll cure anything. She’ll give me something to rub on my hands, and tell me 
to pray to’the Blessed Virgin, and they’ll be well again in no time. (Sheforgets 
her hands artrf comes into the room, the wedding gown trailing on the floor. She 
glances around vaguely, her forehead puckered again.) Let me see. What did
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I come here to find? It’s terrible, how absent-minded I ’ve become. I’m always 
dreaming and_forgetting.

TYRONE: (In  a stifled voice) What’s that she’s carrying, Edmund?
EDMUND: (Z)«//y) Her wedding gown, I suppose.
TYRONE: Christ! {He gets to his-feet and stands directly in her path — in 

anguish.) Mary! Isn’t it bad enough —? {Controlling himself — gently persuasive) 
Here, let me take it, dear. You’ll only step on it and tear it and get it dirty drag­
ging it on the floor. Then you’d be sorry afterwards. {She lets him take it, regard­
ing him from somewhere far away within herself, without recognition, without 
either affection or animosity.)

MARY: {With the shy politeness of a well-bred young gir[ toward an elderly 
gentleman who relieves her of a bundle) Thank you. You are very kind. {She re­
gards the wedding gown with a puzzled interest.) It’s a wedding gown. It’s very 
lovely, isn’t it? (A shadow crosses her face and she looks vaguely uneasy.) I re­
member now. I found it iri the attic hidden in a trunk. But I dojii’t know what 
I wanted it for. I ’m going to be a nun — that is, if I can only find r- (She looks 
around the room, her forehead puckered again.) What is it I’m looking for? 
I know it’s something t lost.

(She moves back from TYRONE, aware of him now only as some obstacle in her
path.)

TYKOHE: (In hopeless appeal) MARV.

' (But it cannot penetrate her preoccupation. She doesn’t seem to hear him. He 
gives up helplessly, shrinking into himself, even his defensive drttnkenness taken 
ffvm, him, leaving him sick and sober. He sinkf back on his chair, holding the 
wedding gewn in his arms with an unconscious clumsy, protective gentleness.)

JAMIE: {Drops his handfrom his face, his eyes on the table top. He has sud­
denly sobered up, too — dully) It’s no good, Papa. {He recites from Swinburne’s 
"A Leave-taking" and does it well, simply but with a bitter sadness.)

“ Let us rise up and part; she will not ki^ow.
Let us go seaward as the great winds go,
Full o f  blown sand and foam; what help is here?
There is no help, for all these things are so.
And all the worid is bitter as a tear. -
And how these things are, though ye strove to show.
She would not know” .

MARY: (Looking around her) Something I miss terribly It can’t be aUo- 
getherlost.

(She starts to move around in back o f JAMIE’S chaif.)
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JAMIE: '{Tlims to look up into her face — and cannot help appealing plead<i 
ingly in his turn) Mama! {She does not seem to hear. He looks away hopelessly.) 
Hell! What’s the use? It’s no good. {He recitesfrom “Л Leave-taking” again with 
increased bitterness.)

“ Let us go hence, my songs; she will not hear.
Let us go hence together without fear;
Keep silence now, for singing-time is over, ■
And over all old things and all things dear.
She loves not you nor me as all we love her.
Yea, though we Sang as angels in her ear, .
She would not hear” .

MARY: {Looking around her) Something I need terribly. I remember when 
I had it I was never lonely nor afraid. I can’t have lost it forever, I would die if 
I thought that. Becatise then there would be no hope.

{She moves like a sleepwalker, around the back o/JAMlE’ s chair, then forward 
toward left front, parsing behind IcDMM'HD.)

EDMUND; {TUms impulsively and grabs her arm. As he pleads he has the 
quality o f a bewilderedly hurt little boy.) Mama! It isn’t a summer cold! I ’ve got 
consumption!

MARY: {For a second he seems to have broken through to her. She trembles 
afid her ех£гШоп becomes terrified. She calls distractedly, as if  giving a com­
mand to herself.) No] {And instantly she is fa r away again. She murmurs gently 
but impersonally.) You must not try to touch me. You must not try to hold me. 
It isn’t right, when I am hoping to be a nun.

{He lets his hand drop from her arm. She moves left to the front end o f the sofa 
beneath the windows and sits down, facing front, her hands folded in her lap, in a 

demure schoolgirlish pose.)

JAMIE: {Gives EDMUND a strange look ofmingledpity and jealous gloating) 
You damned fool. It’s no good. {He recites again from the Swinburne poem.)

“ Let us go hence, go hence; she will not see.
Sing all once more together; surely she,
She too, remembering days and words that were.
Will turn a little toward us, sighing; but we,
^̂ fe are hence, we arc gone, as though we had not 
been there.
Nay, and though all men seeing had pity on me.
She would not see” . , ч '

ITRONE: {Trying to shake off his hopeless stupor) Oh, we’re fools to pay 
any attention. It’s the damned poison. But I ’ve never known her to drown her­
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self in it as deep as this. {Gruffly) Pass me that bottle, Jamie. And stop reciting 
that damned moibid poetry. I won’t have it in my house!

(JAMIE pushes the bottle toward him. He pours a drink without disarranging the 
wedding gown he holds carefully over his other arm and on his lap, and shoves 
the bottle hack. JAMIE pours his and passes the bottle to EDMUND, who, in 
, turn, pours one. 'lYRONE lifts his glass and his sons follow suit mechanically, 
but before they can drink MARY speaks and they slowly lower their drinks to the

. table, forgetting them.)

M\RY: {Staring dreamily before her. Her face looks extraordinarily youthful and 
innocent. The shyly eager, trusting smile is on her lips as she talks aloud to herself.) 
I had a talk with Mother Elizabeth. She is so sweet and good. A  saint on earth. 
I love her deaity. It may be sinfiil of me but I love her better than my own mother. 
Bec^se she always understands, even before you say a word. Her kind blue eyes 
look right into your heart. You can’t keep any secrets from her. You couldn’t de­
ceive her, even if you were mean enough io want to. {She gives a little r^ellious toss 
of her head—with girlish pique.) All the same, 1 don’t think she was so understand­
ing this time. I told her I wanted to be a nun. I explained how sure I was of my voca­
tion, that I had prayed to the Blessed Viigin to make me sure, and to find me 
worthy I told Mother I had had a true vision when 1 was praying in the shrine of 
Our Lady of Lourdes *̂, on the little island in the lake. I said I knew, as surely as 
I knew I was kneeling there, that the Blessed Viigin had smiled antfblessed me with 
her consent. But Mother Elizabeth told me I must be more sure than that, even, 
that I must prove it wasn’t simply my imagination. She said, if I was so sure, then 
I wouldn’t mind putting myself to a test by going home' afterl graduated, and living 
as other girls lived, going out to parties and dances and enjoying myself; and then 
if after a year or two I still felt sure, I could come back to see her arid we would talk 
it over again. {She tosses her head — indignantly.) I  never dreamed Holy Mother 
would give me such advice! I was really shocked. I said, o f course, I would do any­
thing she suggested, but I knew it was simply a waste of time. After 1 left her, I felt 
all mixed up, so I went to the shrine and prayed to the Blessed Virgin and found 
peace again because I knew she heard my prayer and would always love me and see 
no harm ever came to me so long as 1 never lost my fkith in her. {She pause sand 
a look o f growing uneasiness comes over her face. She passes a hand over her forehead 
as brushing cobwebs from her brain — vaguely.) That was in the winter o f senior 
year. Then in the spring something happened to me. Yes, I remember. I fell in love 
with James Tyrone and was so h ^ y  for a time.

{She stares before her in a sad dream. TYRONE stirs in his chair.
EDMUND fl/irf JAMIE remain motionless.)

CURTAIN
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QUESTIONS AHD TASKS FOR HOMEWORK ‘
LONG DArS JOURNEf INTO NIGHT BY EUGENE O’NEILL
bom Oct. 16,1888, New York, N.Y., U.S.
died Nov. 27,1953, Boston, Mass.

In fu ll Eugene Gladstone O’Neill foremost American dramatist and winner 
o f the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1936. His masteфiece, Long Day’s Journey 
into Night (produced posthumously 1956), is at the apex of a long string of great 
plays, including Beyond the Horizon (1920), Anna Christie (1922), Strange In- 
teriude (1928), Ah! Wilderness (1933), and The Iceman Cometh (1946).

I. The author’s biography and his work
Read E.G. d ’Neill’s biography and the play synopsis and speak on the
impact o f the author’s life on the dijamatic spirit Qf his work.

O’Neill was bom into the theatre. His father, James O’Neill, was a suc­
cessful touring actor in the last quarter o f the 19th century whose most famoiis 
role was that of the Count o f Monte Cristo in a stage adaptation of the Alexan­
dre Duihasp^re novel. His mother, Ella, accompanied her husband back and 
forth across the country, settling down only briefly for the birth o f her first son, 
James,, Jr., an^of Eugene.

Eugene, wbo was bom in a hotel, spent his early childhood in hotel rooms, 
on traihs, and backstage. Although he later deplored the nightmare insecurity 
o f his early years and blamed hisJather for the difficult, rough-and-tumble life 
the family l e d a  life that resulted in his mother’s drug addiction — Eugene 
tiad the theatre in his blood. He was also, as a child, steeped in the peasant 
Irish Catholicism o f his father an^ the more genteel, mystical piety o f his 
mother, two influences, often in dramatic conflict, which account for the high 
sense o f drama and the struggle with God and religion that distinguish 
O’Neill’s plays.

O’Neill was educated at boarding schools r- Mt. St. Vincent in the Bronx 
and Betts Academy in Stamford  ̂Conn. His summers were spent at the fami­
ly’s ohly permanent home, a modest house overiooking the Thames River in 
New London,, Conn. He attended Princeton University for one year (1906—
07), after which he left school to begin what he later regarded as his real educa­
tion in “ life experience” . The next six years very nearly ended his life. He 
shipped to sea, lived a derelict’s existence on the waterfronts of Buenos Aires, 
Live^ool, and New York City, submerged himself in alcohol, and attempted 
suicide. Recovering briefly at the age o f 24, he held a job for a few rtonths as 
a reporter and contributor to the poetry column o f the New London Telegraph
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but soon came down with tuberculosis. Confined to the Gaylord Farm Sani­
tarium in Wallingford, Conn., for six months (1912-13), he confronted him­
self soberly and nakedly for the first time and seized the chance for what he 
later called his “ rebirth” . He began to write plays.

O’Neill’s first appearance as a playwright came in the summer of 1916, in 
the quiet;fishing village of Povincetown, Mass., where a group of young writers 
and painters had launched an experimental theatre.

Between 1916 and 1920, the group produced all o f O ’Neill’s one-act sea 
plays, along With a number o f his lesser efforts, By the time his first full-length 
play, Beyon4 the Horizon, w^ produced on Broadway, Feb. 2, 1920, at the Mo- 
rosco Theater, the young playwright already had a small reputation.

Beyond the Horizon imfMjessed the critics with its tragic realism, won for 
O’Neill the first of four Pulit^r prizes in drama — others were tor Anna Chris­
tie, Strange Interiude, and Long Day’s Journey into Night — and brought him to 
the attention of a wider theatre public. For the next 20 years his reputation 
grew steadily, both in the United States and abroad; after Shakespeare and 
Shaw, O’Neill became the most widely translated and produced dramatist.̂

O’Neill’s plays were written from an intensely persona! point of view, de­
riving directly from the scarring effects of his family’s tragic relationships — his 
mother and father, who loved and tormented each other; his older brother, who 
loved and corrupted him and died of alcoholism in middle age; and O’Neill 
himself, caught and torn between love for and rage at all three.

Even in his last writings, O’Neill’s youth continued to absofc his attention. 
The posthurrjous production of Long Day’s Journey into brought to light 
an ^onizingiy autobiographical play, one o f O’Neill’s greatest. It is straight­
forward ill style but shattering in its depiction o f the agonized relations between 
father, mother, and two sons. Spanning one day in the life o f і  femily, the play 
йгірв away layer after layer from each o f the four central figures, revealing the 
mbther as a defeated drug addict, the father as a man frustratfed in his career 
ancf felled as a husband and father, the older son as a bitter alcoholic, and the 
younger son as a tubercular, disillusioned youth with only the sfciiderest chance 
for physical and spiritual suiVival.

In 1936 the Swedish Academy gave O’Neill the Nobel Prize for Literature, 
the first time the award had been conferred on an American playwright.

II. Vocabulary study of delected words and phra^S
1. In your thorough reading o f the play be on the lookout for the various Eng­

lish equivalents to the Ukrainian «бути у злому іуморі» <1)7 and find as
many as possible).
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2. From the list below pick out the English equivalents in brackets o f the 
Ukrainian and find the exact page in the p l^  were they were used: 
Одержати щось за безціїїь; це марнування часу; чіплятися до кого- 
небудь; занедужати чимсь; погляд, що випробовує; величатися; 
упокорити свою гординю; жити за чийсь рахунок; говорити, 
висловлюватися відверто; розкланюватися перед публікою; говорити 
загадками; ставитися з розумінням. 6vm поблажд|№им.
(То spottge (live^ on smb.; to make alloMinces; to talk in ricklles; a probing 
look; to take a canain calL to pick on smb.; it's a waste bieath; to be 
taken down ill; to put ofi fnils; to get smth. dead cheap; to humble one’s 
pride; to speak out).

3. Tlfy and find all the synonyms o f the word 4!fug-addict.
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i. Look out for the. words syhofiymous to.jclotnes, attire; tense, nervous, sen- 
sitivfej appearancc, toUgh'ab<iut money'; servants.'

5. Find in the play and copy single words and phrases used to describe Marv 
lyrone’s nervousness, concealed tension, strain and unhappincssi.

6. Consider the four main characters* words and actions throughout the play 
and choose two most characteristic words or phizes, which may serve as 
definttic№s, summit^ up the personages ( t ^  for each case); For instance, 
Mary tyrme is described by one of her sons as “a gl;to8t haunting the past” 
(p.73).

Hi. CtiarilBter Sketches
1. Each o f four characters in the play can be described as a “bundle o f 

contradictions” «гіШ a strong tendency for self-analysis and emotional 
“s e lf-^ ^ it ig ” . V№ch o f the four personages described seems to be the 
most and which the bjast complex and contradictory of all? Supply your 
aiguments in both cases.

2. All the lyrones are evidently unhappy and disillusioned people, their hopes 
and ambitions broken адаіпй teality Both James and Maiy Tyrone, and 
their sons seem to be obs^ed with one and tl^ same predominant emo­
tion, a sense o f nostalgia o f the past. 1b a certain extent, they are all “ghosts 
haunting the past” . How is it manifbted in each case?

3. In what does each o f the Tyrones seek oblivion and refuge from the re­
ality?

4. Make a brief sketch Of James Tyrone’s artistic career with deliberate em­
phasis on the circumstances that led to;his present unsatisfactory state, to 
his transformation from “a matinee idol”  into a “stingy oW tyrant” .

5. Give illtistration$ o f James tyrone’s selfishness and stihginess, which his 
family resented so bitterly. Note, in particular, the frequent reiteration by



the other personages of the adjechve “second-rate” with reference to Old 
Тз^бпе and his actions.

6. Reproduce Мшу Tyrone’s life-story using the following as key-phrases: an 
innocent convent girl / had two dreams / was never made to renounce the 
woiW / was bursting with heaitfi and high spirits and the love o f loving / 
couldn’t take her eyes off him / gave her the cold shoulder / was so healthy 
before / was to blame for his death / could ho longer call her soul her own / 
to drown her sorrows / to stop the pain / put off from everyone //eel lone­
ly / atmosphere o f constant suspicion / spy on her / to make herself not 
care / a d <^  fiend.

7. Analyse your attitude to Jamie Tyrone as a result o f his behaviour towards 
his parents, his younger brother and himself.

8. What is ушг estimate o f Edmund Tyrone and his failure in life? What is the 
meaning o f Edmund’s words: “ It was my great mistake my being bom 
a man, I would have been much more successful as a sea-gull or a fish” 
(p. 84).

9. How can you account for the differences between the two young men in 
their attempts to get relief from their problems?

Ш. Discuss the role o f the fog in the play.

IV. Ideas for written and oral report or class discussion
1. Recollect and reproduce the situations in which the followlijg phrases were 

used. Say who thc№ belong to and what episode or circumstances of the 
pltrttfli^refbrtov
1) *1 was so be^fuIalU could do was stammer and blush like a little fool” 

<pp:55-56).
2) “  ..A  lot Of them gave me the cold shoulder all my old friends either 

pitied me or cttt me dead” (p. 45).
3) “ I ’ve always tielieved Jamie'did it on purpose^ (p. 47).
4) “Bearing Edmund was the last straw” (p. 47).
5) “ l  havctotakeitbecausethci® is no other that can std|> the pain- all 

the pain 1 mean in my hands” (p. 54).
6) “You did the same thing with me. I can remember that tcaspoonflil of 

booze every time I woke up with a nightmare” (p. 59).
7) “ It’s as if in spite ofTSwing us she hates us” (p. 75).
8) “ ..j\nd by the time 1 woke up to the fact I ’d Ьесотй a slave to the 

damned thing and 4W tty other plays it was too late ” (jii 81).
9) “ I ’d begun to hope that if she’d beaten the game, I  could, too” 

(p. 89).
10) “ I  love you more than! hate you” (p. 91).
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2. Judging them by their abilities and the attitudes they reveal, what migltt; 
each of the sons become in later years, had they been raised in a happiel 
background? Can you visualize Mary’s future, if she hadn’t married Ty­
rone?

3. Do you think the play would have been spoiled if it had continued much 
beyond where it went?

4. Speak about the play’s composition. Determine the highlights of the plot.
5. Some aspects o f the American life described seem unnatural to a citizen of 

this country. '
Select at least three customs, habits or attitudes described or referred to in 
the play that are unfamiliar or alien to us, to our reality (e.g. Southern 
women’s way o f making up). >

6. Write a precis of the play.

COMMENTS
Long Day’s Journey into Night

' Л
1. Stirner, Max (bom Oct. 25, 1806, Bayreuth, Bavaria (Germany] — died 

June 26, 1856, Beriin, Prussia). Pseudonym o f Johann Kaspar Schmidts 
German apti-statist philosopher in whose writings many anarchists of the 
late 19th and the 20th centurics found ideological inspiration. His thought' 
is sometimes regarded as a source of20th-century existentialism.

2. Strindbergs August {bom Jan. 22, 1849, Stockholm — died May 14, 1912, 
Stockholm). Swedish playwright, novelist, and short-story writer, who com­
bined psychology and Naturalism in a new kind o f European drama that 
evolved into Expressionist drama. His chief works include The Father ( 1887), 
Miss Juliie ,( 1888), Creditors ( 1888), A  Dream Play (/902), end The Ghost 
Sonata (Ш 7).

3. Swinburne, Algcnin Charles (borrt April 5, 1837, London — died April 10, 
1909, Putney, London). English poet and critic, outstanding for prosodic in­
novations and noteworthy as the symbol o f mid-Victorian poetic revolt. The 
characteristic qualities of his verse are insistent alliteration, ur\flag^ng rhyth­
mic energy, sheer melodiousness, great variation of pace and stress, effortless ' 
expansion o f a given theme, and evocative if  rather imprecise use o f imagery.

4. Rossetti, Dante Gabriel {bom May 12,1828, London, Eng. — died April 9, 
1882, Birchington-on-Sea, Kent). Original name Gabriel Charles Dante 
Rossetti English painter and poet who helped found the Pre-Raphaelite 
Brotherhood, a group o f painters treating religious, moral, land medieval 
subjects in a nonacademic manner. Dante Gabriel was the most illustrious 
member of the Rossetti family.
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5. Dmson, Ernest (bom Aug. 2,1867, Lee, Kent, Eng. — died Feb. 23, 1900, 
Lewisham, London). His lyrics, much influenced by French poet Paul 
\ferlaine and marked by meticulous attention to melody and cadence, turn 
the conventional world-weariness o f the 1890s into a deeper sense o f the 
sadness of things. Yeats acknowledged that much of his own technical de­
velopment was due to Dowson. , ’ '

6. Ijever, Charles James (iw/Ti/iwg’. J/, 1806, Dublin, Ire: — died June 1,1872, 
Dieste, Austria-Hungary [now in Italy]). Irish editor and writer whose nov­
els, set in post-Napoleonic Ireland and Europe, featured lively, picaresque 
heroes.

7. Hume, David (bom May 7 [April 26, Old Style] ,1711, Edinburgh, Scot. — 
died Aug. 25, 1776, Edinburgh), Scottish philosopher, historian, econo- 
-mist< and essayist, known especially for his philosophical empiricism and 
skepticism,

8. таеге, (Louis)-Aaolph {bom April 18.1797, Marseille -  died Sept. 3,1877, 
Sairtt-Germain-en-Laye, near Paris). French statesman. Journalist, and his­
torian, a founder and thefirst president ( 1871— 73) o f the Third Republic. His 
historical works include a 10-volume Нійоіге de la revolution fran^aise and 
a 20-volume Histoire du consulat et de I’empire.

9. Smollett  ̂ Ibbias {baptized March 19, 1721 Cardross, Dwnbarionshire, 
Scot. — died Sept. 17, 1771, near Livorno, Tuscany [ I t a ly in full Tobias 
Georg©' Smollett Scottish satirical novelist, best known foe his picaresque 
/love/j The Adventures o f Roderick Random (/74^) and ThfrAdventures of 
Peregrine Pickle {1751) and his epistolary novel The Expedition of Hum­
phry Clinker (/77/). ;

10. Gibbon, JS*wrn/ (bom May 8 [April 27, old style], 1737,^ tney, Syrrey, 
Eng. — died Jan. 16, 1794, London). English ratipnalist liistorian and 
scholar best known as the author o f The History o f the Decline and Fall of 
the Roman Empire (1776-88), a continuous narrative from the 2nd cen­
tury AD to the fall of Constantinople in 1453.

11. QuotationfromtragedyOteffbbyW. Shake­
speare (Act II, Sc. 1).

12. Л»р« sfceef on Ле ponies newspaper where they publish the bets on horee 
races.

13. Ckeshire cat the folklore character used by Lewis Carroll in his Alice in 
Wonderland.

14. Wfthabeai^fidbmondmrk.
15. ЖЛвіяу Л/ісЛ a derogative name ofan Irish o f low descent.
16. О яМ  М ^  behind a corkscrew a smaxtgo-gtXt̂ T.



17. Johnson, Jack (born March 31, 1878, Galveston, Texas, U.S. — died June 
10,1946, Raleigh, N.C.). byname o f John Arthur Johnson first black to hold 
the heavyweight boxing championship of the world.

18. “Ingratitude, the vilest weed that grows!” Quotation from tragedy King Lear 
by W. Shakespeare (Act 1, Sc. 4).

19. Й  СИ/oe/ rtererfeye to stop drinking
20. Nietzsche, Friedrich (bom Oct. 15,1844, Rocken, Saxony, Prussia [now in 

Germany] — died Aug. 25, 1900, Wfeimar, Thuringian States). German 
classical scholar, philosopher, and critic o f culture, who became one o f the 
most influential o f all modern thinkers. His attempts to unmask the mo­
tives that underlie traditional Wfestern religion, morality, and philosophy 
deeply affected generations of theologians, philosophers, psychologists,

• poets, novelists, and playwrights. He thought through the consequences of 
the triumph of the Enlightenment’s ^cularism, expiressed in his observa­
tion that “ God is dead” , in a way that determined the agenda for many of 
Europe’s most celebrated intellectuals after his death.

21. Jhus Spake Zarathmtra OriQ of the most famous works by F. Nietzsche. 
See No 20.

22. Tbe Old Sod (here, iron) motherland.
23. I/ow sharper than a serpent’s tooth it is to have a thankless child. Quotation 

from tragetiy King Lear by W. Shakespeare (Act I, Sc. 4).
24. ten s/w/ten dollars. ‘
25. Duchesse lace a Belgian lace, named after Marie-Henriette, duchess of 

Brabant (later queen o f the Belgians). It was made from c. 1840 throughout 
the 19th century both at Brussels and (particularly) at Bruges. Much infe­
rior (except for a few Brussels specimens) to the lace that had made Brus­
sels famous, it was cheap and commercially successful. In duchesse lace, 
floral motifs, bobbin-made and sometimes resembling tape motifs, are 
joined by thread bars (brides).

26. Shakespeare was an Irish Catholic which is definitely a joke, the way Ed­
mund teases his father. '

27. П е Duke of EUington Ellington, Arthur ̂ llesley, 1st Duke of, Marquess 
o f Douro, Marquess of Wiilington, Earl o f Vfellington, Viscount Vfelling- 
tpn of Talavera and o f \\fellington, Baron Douro or \ f̂ellesley (bom May 1, 
1769, Dublin, Ire. — died Sept. 14, 1852, WWrner Castle, Kent, Eng.), 
byname Irori Duke, British army commandei; during the Napolepnic Wjrs 
and later prime minister o f Great Britain (1828-30). He first rose to mili­
tary prominence in India, won successes in the Peninsular VSbr in Spain 
(1808-14), andshared in the victory over Napoleon at the Battle of \̂ feter-
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loo (1815). He twice reached the zenith offame with a period of unexamp­
led odium intervening. By defeating Napoleon at Waterloo he became the 
conqueror of the world’s conqueror. Aftef \^terloo he joined a repressive 
government, and later, as prime minister, he resisted pressure for constitu­
tional reform. False pride, however, never prevented him from retreating 
either on the field or in Parliament, and for the country’s sake he sup­
ported policies that he personally disapproved. In old age he was Idolized 
as an incomparable public servant — the Great Duke. Reaction came after 
his death. He has been rated an over-cautious general and, once, Britain’s 
worst 19th-century prime minister. Today there is widespread appreciation 
o f his military genius and of his character as an honest and selfless politi­
cian, uncorrupted by vast prestige. .

28. Enough ism t as good as a feast Edmund changes the proverb Enough is as 
good as afeast on purpose.

29. He quotes from Dowson Dowson, Ernest (bom Aug. 2, 1867, Lee, Kent, 
Eng. — died Feb. 23, 1900, Lewishat?:i, London) in full Ernest Christopher 
Damon one o f the most gifted o f the circle of English poets o f the 1890s 
known as the Decadents. The lines are quoted from his poem Vitae Summa 
fi/ievis (Lat. The Summit o f a Short Life).

30. Three Gorgons in one monster figure in Greek mythology. Homer spoke of 
a single Goigon — a monster o f the underworld. The l ^ r  Greek poet 
Hesiod increased the numbei- of Gorgons to three — Stheno (the Mighty), 
Euryale (the Far Springer), and Medusa (the Queen) — and made them 
the daughters o f the seagod Phorcys and of his sister-wife Ceto. The Attic 
tradition regarded the Gorgon as a monster produced by Gaea, the per­
sonification o f Earth, to aid her sons against the gods.

H . Orit’sPan. Youseehimandyoudie — that is, inside you — and have to go on 
living as a ghost Pan in Greek inythology is a fertility dei^, more or less 
bestial in form. He was associated by the Romans with Faunus. Originally 
an Arcadian deity, his name is la Doric contraction ofpaon ( “pasturer” ) but 
was commonly supposed in antiquity to be connected with pan ( “all” ). 
Pan was generally represented as ?i vigorous and lustful figure having the 
horns, legs, and ears of a goat; in later art the human parts of his form were 
much more emphasized. He haunted the high hills, and his chief concern 
was with flocks and herds, not with agriculture; hence he'^n make hu­
mans, like cattle, stampede in “panic” terror. So, Edmund’s \vords about 
death should be inteфreted as a slight exaggeration.

32. We are such stuff as dreams are made on, and our little life is rounded with 
a sleep‘ Quotation from the romance (tragicomedy) ТЪе Tempest by 
W. Shakespeare (Act IV, Sc. 1).
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33. Ihe Symons’ transltttiott of Baudelaire’s prase poem Symons, Arthur (ЬоЯ 
Feb. 28,1865, Milford Haven, Pembrokeshire, Eng. — diedJan. 22,194І 
Wittersham, Kent) in fu ll Arthur William Symons poet and critic , the finp 
English champion of the French Symbolism poets and well-known transi 
lator o f an outstanding French poet Charles Baudelaire (bom April %
1821, Paris, France — died August 31,1867, P^ris).
Edmund quotes from the latter’s Petite poimes en prose {Small poems bi 
prose), which were published posthumously in 1869 and were later, as iftii 
tended by the author, entitled ie  Spleen de Paris (translated as ТЪе Parisian 
Pmwkr, Znd ed.,^997). He did not live long enough to bring these pOem| 
together in a isingle volume, but it is clear from his corre^ndence that th«l 
work he envisageĉ  was both a continuation of, and a radical departilre from  ̂
LesFkurs du mal (The Flowers o f Evil) Лп its deli^mtefragpfitnt&tionaM 
its meiging of the lyrical with the sardonic, Le Spleen de Aira may be re­
garded ais one of the earliest and niost successful exan\ples of a specifically 
urban writing, the textual equivalent of the city scenes of the Impressionists, 
embodying in its poetics of sudden and disorienting encounter that Mnbigu- 
ous “heroism o f modem life” that Baudelaire celebrated in his art criticism.

34. ЇЙв Grew Wliife Wfey The other name of Broadway.
35.‘ Symons* translation o f Baudelaire’s “Epilogue”  See No. 33. Epildgue is the 

IMpotmbfl^titepoim esenprose.
36. Demon’s Cynara See No. 29. Dowson’s poem Non Sum Qalis Eram (I  am 

not I Usedto Be). -
37. Wkatdo you saytp a game or two o f Casino? also spelled cassino c^d game 

for two to four players, best played with tvro.
38. Cw* тш-= confidence man, a rouge who practices selling shares o f non­

existing companies mining gold or silver.
39. At Jimmie the Priest’s in 1911 after his joumey to Africa aboard a trump 

O’Neill retuiTied to New York and stayed at Jimmie the Priest’s, the owner 
of a .cheap pub in the port area. Later this place became the setting o f the 
first scene in his drama Anna Christie. The name o f the pub mentioned in 
the play Long Days’ Joumey into Night is a token o f an autobiographical, 
character o f the latter. ,

40. Booth Edwiu (Thomas) (bom Nov. 13,1833, near Belair, Md., U.S. died 
June 7, 1893, New York, N.Y.) renowned tragedian pf the 19th-century 
American stage, best-remembered as one of the greatest performers of 
Shakespeare’s Hamlet. He was a member of a famous acting family: his 
brother was Johm Wilkes Booth, the assassin o f President Abraham Lin­
coln.
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41. The fault, dear Brutus... Quotation from the play Julius CaesarbyW Shake­
speare (Act I, Sc. 2).

42. He must have a peach ofa bun dn got really drunk
43. Quotation ft^m the play by Rudyard Kipling
44. Probably the character of the play The Polish Jew (in American translation 

known as the Bells) l̂ y Erckmann-Chatrian pseudonym oftm ile Erckmann 
and Louis-alexandre Chatridn, two of the first French regionalist novelists 
in the 19th century, is meant. The play features a Gaspard, who trying to 
avoid complete bankruptsy kills a Jew oh the road and takes his money belt 
stuffed with gold. His crime stays unpunished though 25 years later Gasp­
ard goes insane and dies haunted by the sound of the bells attached to the 
coach of his victim.

45. Ifte Black Hole o f Calcutta scene of an incident (June 20, 1756) in which 
the remaining European defenders of Calcutta were shut away and many

, died, following the capture of the city by the nawab Siraj-ud-Dawlah, of 
Bengal, and the surrender o f the Hast India Company’s garrison under 
a member o f the council, John Z. Holwell. The incident became a cause 
celebre in the idcal îzation of British imperialism in India and a subject of 
controversy. The nawab attacked Calcutta because o f the company’s fail­
ure to stop fortifying the city as a defense against its rivals in anticipation of 
war (the Seven Years’ W r̂, 1756-63). Following his surrender, Holwell 
and the other Europeans were placed for the night in the company’s local 
lockup for petty oifTenders, populariy known as the Black Hole. It was 
a room 18 feet (5.5 m) long and 14 feet 10 inches wide, and it had two small 
windows. According to Holwell, 146 people were shut up, and 23 emerged 
alive. The incident was held up as evidence of British heroisffl and the na- 
wab’s callousness.

46. (si.) from Lat. delirium tremens
47. I  hit Mamie’s dump (si.) I got to Mamie’s bar
48. “Harlots and Hunted.^.” the last lines from Baudelaire’s “ Epilogue” See 

No. 33.
49. Barttttin and Bailey ’s circus the circus founded by Phiaeas Tkyhr Barnum 

(bom July 5, 1810, Bethel, Connecticut, U.S. — died Дргії 7, 1891, 
Bridgeport, Connecticut) Атегісад showman who employed sensational 
forms of present^ion and publicity to popularize such amusements as the 
public museum, the musical concert, and the three-ring c i i ^  and James 
Anthony Bailey original name James Anthony McGinnes :(bom July 4, 
1847, Detroit — died April 11, 1906, Mt. \fernon, New Шгк, U.S.) As 
a boy, Bailey travelled with an itinerant circus. In 1872 he became a partner
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in James Е. Cooper’s Circus, later called the Great International Circus, 
which made a profitable two-year tour of the United States, Australia, 
New Zealand, Java, and several countries of South America. From 1876 
called Cooper, Bailey and Co.’s Circus, it became a serious ccHnpetitor of 
FT. Bamum’s “Greatest Show on Earth” and meiged with that enteфrise 
in 1881.

50. Dooker shop (si.) whore house
51. Frankenstein the title character in Mary Wbllstnecraft Shelley^s novel 

Frankenstein, the prototypical “mad scientist” who creates a monster by 
which he is eventually killed. The name Frankenstein has become popu­
larly attached to the creature itself, who has become the best-known mon­
ster in the history of motion pictures.

52. “Therefore put money in thy purse”. Quotation from the ріадг Otello by 
W. Shakespeare (Act I, Sc. 3).

53. Greater love hath... Changed Biblical phrase Greater love hath no man 
than his, that a man lay do9wn his life for his frieflds (From Joan Ch. 15, 
r. 13).

54. Jf.0. (abb.) knock-out
55. “Clarence is come, Quotation from the play Richard III by 

W. Shakespeare (Act I, Sc. 4).
56.' From Rossetti Quotation from the Sonnet 97 of the book of sonnets ТЪе 

House of Life by Christina Rossetti (born Dec. 5, 1830, London, Eng. — 
died Dec. 29,1894, London) in full Christina Georgina Rossetti, pseudonym 
Ellen Alleyne one of the most important of English women poets both in 
range and quality. She excelled in works of fantasy, in poems for children, 
and in religious poetry.

57. The Mad Scene. Enter Ophelia! Quotation from the play Hamlet by 
W. Shakespeare (Act IV, Sc. 5).

58. Our Lady of Lourdes Saint Bernadette of Lourdes (bom Jan. 7,1844, Lour­
des, Fr. — died April 16, 1879, Nevers; canonized Dec. 8,1933; feast day 
April 16, but sometimes February 18 in France) originalname Marie-Ber- 
narde Soubirous miller’s daughter whose visions led to the foun(ttng of the 
shrine of Lourdes. Frail in health, Bernadette was the eldest of nine chil­
dren from a poverty-stricken family. She contracted cholera in the epi­
demic of 1854 and suffered from asthma and other ailments throughout 
her life. Between February 11 and July 16, 1858, at the age of 14, she had 
a series of visions of the Virgin Mary, who revealed her identity with the 
words “I am the Immaculate Conception”. Bernadette steadfastly defend­
ed the genuineness of these visions despite strong opposition from her par-
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ents, the local clergy, and civil authorities, and she faithfully transmitted 
Mary’s messages. To escape pubjic attention she became a boarder in the 
local school run by the Sisters o f Charity o f Nevers. In 1866 she was grant­
ed admission into the novitiate in the mother house at Nevers. There she 
completed her religious instruction and passed her remaining years in 
prayer and seclusion, happy and loved for her kindliness, holiness, and wit, 
despite almost constant sickness and pain. She died in agony, willingly ac­
cepting her great sufferings in faithful ftilfillment of her “ Indy’s” request 
for penance. She was canoni/xd by Pope Phis X I. Celebration of her feast 
is optional in the Roman calendar. The cha|>e] o f the St. Gildanl convent, 
Nevers, contains her body.
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