and self-conscious.)

REGINA: (Laughs awkwardly) Well. Here we are. It’s been a long
time. (HORACE smiles) Five months. You know, Horace, I
wanted to come and be with you in the hospital, but I didn’t
know where my duty was. Here, or with you. But you know
how much I wanted to come.

HORACE: That’s kind of you, Regina. There was no need to come.

REGINA: Oh, but there was. Five months lying there all by yourself,
no kinfolks, no friends. Don’t try to tell me you didn’t have a
bad time of it.

HORACE: I didn’t have a bad time. (As she shakes ber bead, be becomes
insistent) No, I didn’t, Regina. Oh, at first when I—when I
heard the news about myself—but after I got used to that, I
liked it there.

REGINA: You Jiked it> Isn’t that strange. You liked it so well you
didn’t want to come home?

HORACE: That's not the way to put it. (Then, kindly, as be sees ber
turn ber bead away) But there I was and I got kind of used to
it, kind of to like lying there and thinking. I never had much
time to think before. And time’s become valuable to me.

REGINA: It sounds almost like a holiday.

HORACE: (Laughs) It was, sort of. The first holiday I’ve had since I
was a little kid.

REGINA: And here I was thinking you were in pain and—

HORACE: (Quietly) I was in pain.

REGINA: And instead you were having 2 holiday! A holiday of
thinking. Couldn’t you have done that here?

HORACE: I wanted to do it before I came here. I was thinking about
us.

REGINA: About us? About you and me? Thinking about you and me
after all these years. You shall tell me everything you
thought—someday.

HORACE: (There is silence for a minute) Regina. (She turns to bim)
Why did you send Zan to Baltimore?

REGINA: Why? Because I wanted you home. You can’t make any-
thing suspicious out of that, can you?

HORACE: 1 didn’t mean to make anything suspicious about it.
(Hesitantly, taking ber band) Zan said you wanted me to come



home. I was so pleased at that and touched. It made me feel
good.

REGINA: (Taking away ber band) Touched that I should want you
home?

HORACE: I'm saying all the wrong things as usual. Let’s try to get
along better. There isn’t so much more time. Regina, what’s
all this crazy talk I've been hearing about Zan and Leo? Zan
and Leo marrying?

REGINA: (Turning to him, sharply) Who gossips so much around
here?

HORACE: (Shocked) Regina!

REGINA: (Anxious to quiet him) It’s some foolishness that Oscar
thought up. I'll explain later. I have no intention of allowing
any such arrangement. It was simply a way of keeping Oscar
quiet in all this business I've been writing you about—

HORACE: (Carefully) What has Zan to do with any business of
Oscar’s? Whatever it is, you had better put it out of Oscar’s
head immediately. You know what I think of Leo.

REGINA: But there’s no need to talk about it now.

HORACE: There is no need to talk about it ever. Not as long as I
live. (HORACE staps, slowly turns to look at her) As long as I live.
I’ve been in a hospital for five months. Yet since I've been
here you have not once asked me about—about my health.
(Then gently) Well, I suppose they’ve written you. I can’t live
very long.

REGINA: I've never understood why people have to talk about this
kind of thing.

HORACE: (There is a silence. Then he looks up at her, bis face cold) You
misunderstand. I don’t intend to gossip about my sickness. I
thought it was only fair to tell you. I was not asking for your
sympathy.

REGINA: (Sharply, turns to him) What do the doctors think caused
your bad heart?

HORACE: What do you mean?

REGINA: They didn’t think it possible, did they, that your fancy
women may have—

HORACE: (Smiles unpleasantly) Caused my heart to be bad? I don’t
think that’s the best scientific theory. You don’t catch heart
trouble in bed.

REGINA: (Angrily) 1 thought you might catch a bad conscience—in
bed, as you say. S



HORACE: I didn’t tell them about my bad conscience. Or about my
fancy women. Nor did I tell them that my wife has not want-
ed me in bed with her for—(Sharply) How long is it, Regina?
Ten years? Did you bring me home for this, to make me feel
guilty again? That means you want something. But you’ll not
make me feel guilty anymore. My “thinking” has made a dif-
ference.

REGINA: I see that it has. (She looks toward dining-room door. Then
comes to him, ber manner warm and friendly) It’s foolish for us
to fight this way. I didn’t mean to be unpleasant. I was stupid.

HORACE: (Wearily) God knows I didn’t either. I came home
wanting so much not to fight, and then all of a sudden there
we were.

REGINA: (Hastily) It’s all my fault. I didn’t ask about—about your
illness because I didn’t want to remind you of it. Anyway, 1
never believe doctors when they talk about—(Brightly) when
they talk like that.

HORACE: I understand. Well, we’ll try our best with each other. (He
rises.)

REGINA: (Quickly) I'll try. Honestly, I will. Horace, Horace, I know
you’re tired but, but—couldn’t you stay down here a few min-
utes longer? I want Ben to tell you something.

HORACE: Tomorrow.

REGINA: I'd like to now. It’s very important to me. It’s very impor-
tant to all of us. (Gaily, as she moves toward dining room)
Important to your beloved daughter. She’ll be a very great
heiress—

HORACE: Will she? That’s nice.

REGINA: (Opens doors) Ben, are you finished breakfast?

HORACE: Is this the mill business I've had so many letters about?

REGINA: (To BEN) Horace would like to talk to you now.

HORACE: Horace would not like to talk to you now. I am very tired,
Regina—

REGINA: (Comes to him) Please. You’ve said we’ll try our best with
each other. I'll try. Really, I will. Please do this for me now.
You will see what I’ve done while you've been away. How I
watched your interests. (Laughs gaily) And I've done very well
too. But things can’t be delayed any longer. Everything must
be settled this week—(HORACE sits down. BEN enters. OSCAR



