Do you remember the days when I was the Pink
Mden Lane? (Abruptly, almost accusingly, to Dr,
pousing near the door) You used to play

L. Of course I did. ,
hen come; I shall see whether or
NSelf get rusty.

Nhe next room. Presently, after
Welody from the sweet, thin-
NUNGOTT bursts into song.
oL MRrs. MINGOTT takes

e does many other
RSHccess the things

RE i5 going with o

Sentimental brillignce when, CrARNg
™ the hall Center, and entefe

an ermine tippet over her cloak, a fur W

her face is Spoited with the bright colorN

inney excitement She halts, hearing the W

Flinging off her cloak, she tiptoes to the dooN

Right, looks through, signals. An instant later Deg

Der1a, (In amagement) Chatty !
CHARLOTTE. ( Abruptly) 1 had to see you alone. Can
we talk here_?. { Crosse:'Righzf Center.)

NgL7ever seems to desert her) Of course, darling,
' e you look! 1 always said you needed rich
~materials. Thi®Nwgst be the coat Cousin Edith ordered
for your troussear:
CHARLOTTE. (IndiffereMug) Ves, it is. Can't you close
at door ?
- DELIA; Yes, we might disturb Ag
up Right, closes door Center, The roo
1], Sghe turns to CHAR_LOT:I‘E, who stands




dsome and becoming, but it's heavy, you know. I vé
like it. I'll show it to you later; T hope’ you like it—
gVing it for your wedding. o

E is toking off her bonnet mechanically as
pratles on. DELIA crosses to toble Right
ith bonnet.) o

N uddenly realizing what DELIA is say-
N[ may not be married.

CHArLOTTE. If it's \gazy to try to do what I thinl{:

right— N A
Dzria, How could it B ght to change your mind,
now ? You look as if you'd 8n an army of ghosts. You:

can’t be well— What’s the m%ger, Chatty?
CHARLOTTE. (Somberly) I'vé gn Joe.
DEL1a, Joe? Of course you'vigeen Joe. Have you
quarrelled? Or is it something he ‘one—- o
CHARLOTTE, (Interrupting blankl
you talking about? :
DEL1A. (4 little foolishly) 1 thought Y
heard something against him—to be so
CHARLOTTE. (Crossing down Right, with
smile) No, if I'd heard anything against Joe, N,
,ge upset. (Sharply) No! that's not it. It's noth¥
one.
DEL1A, (Center, uneasily) What can be wro

to help me,
DevLiA. (Crosses to front of sofa—sits beside her)"
Help you? How? S
CrarrorTe, With Joe. By saving us both from hi
Ralston ideas! : : S
DELIA. (Perturbed; ‘o little offended) The Ralst
ideas? I've not found the Ralston ideas unbearable;
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'CHARLOTTE. No, you wouldnt. But it was different
with you. You weren't expected to give up things, -
7 DELIA. What things? What is there for You to give

Ao ?
up—: n
CHARLOTTE. Those poor zgllaz-en]‘-ge%ants me to

give them up!l
DeL1a. Of course he does, darling. Any man would.
~CHARLOTTE. But I can’t! I've told himi I can't—!

: - 0
that's what ) ce™ lk over with Jim! But Jim .
will think you ought to give

DEL1A, But if you should have children of your own,
“how could you risk exposing them to the dangers of
disease?

CEARLOTTE, Danger? Do you suppose there’s really
any danger? It’s this everlasting Ralston cautiousness
~this making mountains out of molehills where their
precious safety is concerned, that I can’t bear! Of
course Joe's not lik
‘crushing and solemn.

- DeLIA. (In 6 voice she seldom uses, which she keeps
-{}Jr the few facts which have to be faced in emergencies)
rou must try to be sensible, Chatty, Whether you
agree with the Ralston ideas or not, you must realize
that you'll never have another chance like this. (Then,
ofter letting this sink into CHARLOTTE'S mind, in a difs
ferent tone, lendin herself, without real conviction, to
the Ralston attitudg) After all, one’s own babies have
first claim,
b‘j: g:H?ARLOTTE.' That’s just it. How can I give up my own
aby!
DELIA, (Frightened, then taking account of Crar-
TTE'S hysteria and finding refuge in a pleasantry)
Yc')urbo'\gmp? Which of the poor waifs do you call your
aby! ,
IARLOTTE, (Mercilessly, catching DELIA’S wrist)
call my own baby—my own baby ! '
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CuArLOTTE. My own little girl—the one who lives
with those negroes. - '
Deria. Oh!' §
CHARLOTTE. . he's my own!
(Then she releases DELIA’S hand and buries head ;in
hands,) o
L—, DEr1a, Oh—poor Chatty! My poor Chatty! ( Ca4r-
LOTTE is crying suddenly. DELIA, after an instant,
tries to take CHARLOTTE'S hands. CHARLOTTE rises. )
Chatty, tell me everything; dont look like that,
darling—! :
CHARLOTTE. (Crosses Right to mantel, in o dry voice)
What do you want me to tell 'you? That's all you have
to know.
DEL1A. I mean about yourself. Was it when you wére
in the South, after you were ill—? (Then in o flash,

o wnderstanding) Or was that why you went South? Of

course! That’s why Dr. Lonskell sent you—Ife knewr—
oh— (Both curious and pitying) You loved omeone—?
CHARLOTTE. (Harshly) Yes, but that's dver.

% DEUA, (Almost ofraid of her own thought; uncér-

tainly) But—not Joe—?
CHARLOTTE. (At mantel) Not then,
DEeL1A. But now—? '
Caarvorre. (Wanly) Oh yes—now—that’s why. I

" was going to marry him. Because I loved him. i

ave got money from him for her. Even
that’s not all. T ¢ his children too. As you orice
said, life doesn’t stop. One ly. One wants her
own home, '

- CHARLOTTE. (Crosses to sofa) But I can’t give up my
baby, can I?

DeL1A. No, no—of course not. Of course not. (Cr
LOTTE breaks into a sob on sofa in DeLia’s lap.)

must think of some way—
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CHARLOTTE. If you could speak to Jim— You can
make Jim do what you like—and if he could talk to
Joe—and persuade Rim that no-harm can come of niy
going on with my nursery-—

DEL1A. (. Stroking CHARLOTTE'S hair ) T'll do my best
to help you—one way or the other.

C'HARLOTTE, (Gratefully) Oh, Delia—if you only
can! .

DEL1A, If only you could tell Joe— )

CHARLOTTE. I couldn’t, He'd never forgive me, (Sits
erect) He must never know,

DELIA. Noj; you're right. Joe must never know.

. But— (Recovering her poise sufficiently to examine
L the situations, but hesitating to remind CHARLOTTE of

memories which must be painful) —we're talking as if
—as if—you didn’t have to—to consider the—the per-
son—who—who took advantage of you. After all, he’s
your child’s father,

CHARLOTTE, (Drily, but with sudden reserve) No one

* took advantage of me, I was lonely. He was lonely and

unhappy. Besides, he never thought of marrying me.
But before' he went away-—
DeL1A. (As she Stops) He went away?
CHARLOTTE. Yes.
Drvia. Knowing?
CHaArLOTTE. What was going to happen? No— I
didn’t know myself, then. '
Der1a. But afterwards,
- CHARLOTTE, No, never. He never came back,
- DELIA. After all—but shouldn’t he have known—?
CHARLOTTE. (Impatiently) Why? He couldn’t have
helped. He was.in no position to marry anyone. Be-
sides, he didn’t love me, He loved someone else.
 DELIA. (Sharply) Where did he go?
. »CHARLOTTE, (Eveding her) Oh, what does it matter ?
You wouldn’t understand— '
< DELIA, You won't tell me who he was? :
CHARLOTTE, Why should 1?7 I've never told anybody.
DEL1a. How can'I help you if you don’t trust me?
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CHARLOTTE, (Stubbornly silent; after an instont)

Haven't I told you all you'need to know?
DEL1A. (Hard, with 6 growing suspicion ) Where did

he go—out of the country—? To—to Italy?

inivtnaRiittmtrrtitibig oo sberimime. 1{ W2

Clem Spender! (Her face hardens.

CrarrorTE. I told you he loved

)

was because you hadn’t waited for him-—

. DELIA. (Rises) Stop

He seemed everything that was roma:

! (Moves away to Center,)

somebody else— It

3vd Episode

CHARLOTTE. I knew.it! I knew you'd not forgive that:
But you've got to listen to me now. (Then in an uneven.
voice) I'd been in love with him ever sigce I was a girl,

ic, to me. But he

never even looked at anybody but yoy, until that time—
at your wedding, when you asked melto look after him:
Then he began coming to me for s
sorry for him; I loved him so much— (She breaks

off.) ;
DeLtA, (Talks) Oh, Chatty, how could you! How

cotld you—when he didn’t even pretend to love you?
NP e J

athy, And I was,

2l t understand you, Thougfi

I would have if it had been somMewsagho really loved

you, or who you thought loved you— Bh

50 contemptuous— I've never been sorry—not reall
P

ith

CHARLOTTE, ( Her ees narowing) You needn’t be

sorry—

nothin

DEL1A, (After an instant, recovering her composure ,:'
coldly) And he’s never known about the child?

CHarroTTE. No. Why should he? It's nobody’s bus_if_l
ness but mine. Besides, that's over—all over— There’s

my baby.

DeL1A, (Center, still cold; in a dry voice) But why -

did you come to me? What did you expect me to

for you?

g left of anything I ever felt for him—ex,cth

d;




3rd Episode THE OLD MAID
agadw I came because T can't marry Joe if it means
ging\NQ my child. (Iromically) Delia, have you for-
gotten sosgon you were going to help me?
DEL1a. (Cwater, completely changed) —What can I
. do for you? A
' %H-ARLOTTE. M the man you loved would want you
to do.
Deria. (In o hard
want me to do?
CHARLOTTE. (Somberly)
asked him if I might go on cari
. —he'd laugh and call me a goose
why on earth I bothered to ask sut
DELIA. (Turns front; also somberl
self than to CHARLOTTE) Yes, that wo N
Spender’s way. He'd always do the kind t
if it meant that others would have to pay the
(Turns Left.)
CHARLOTTE. (As if she had hardly noticed DrLr)
: bt reea

s ‘
thoughts) Please persuade Joe that I ought to be per-
mitted to go on caring for my poor children—so I can

- keep my own baby and watch over her—if you can’t do

that I must get out of this marriage as decently as

possible—without hurting Joe,

DeL1A, (Center, harshly) Do you think you're not
hurting Joe by marrying him, with such a secret on your
conscierice ?

CraRLOTTE. (Stubborily) What he doesn’t know—

hat no one knows—can’t hurt him,

" . DELIA. (With o certain aversion she cannot conceal )
But suppose you marry him, and he finds out?

. CHARLOTTE. I've made up my mind to risk that—

-though it's the reason I held him off so long. But I
love him so much I'll make it up to him in other ways,

- He'll not be sorry he married me if he'll only give me

my own way about this. ' .




as yolSmegloved Clem Spender. - :

CHARLOTTE, e im—differently. As you love
Jim, differently, perh3® WELIA crosses fo Right,
front of table, I eft. CHARLOTTE Mowangzd crosses Cen-
ter) And I need Joe's lovg—-: (She brearheg
bassionately) Oh, I can imagine what you think of me
for deceiving him| But if I choose to deceive him, it's
not your business; it’s mine! , :
. ‘DELIA. You've made it my busines

give me time, (Sits af table

OTTE. (Picking up her coat and crossing up.
007s5) There is no time. I must decide now—.
A] can't think—either—
{E are you going ? :
N N70ssing down to table Right Center)
Nant to walk—to be out in the air;
ONQ\alone— (Picks up bonnet.) :
DeL1a, (Crosses bR of her chair and faces CHagr:
LOTTE, Sharply, as to oNkild ) Go upstairs, to m room;
—and wait. Joe's here nowRwith Jim, 'l try to do what
I think best. 2
‘CHARLOTTE, (Brokenly)
you do, you can’t make thing
DeL1A. (To Center, suddenly 2
hatever happens, that little girl s
lacks. I promise you #hat. R
CHARLOTTE, (A4 light coming into hNY
promise that! You do promise—? (Tak}
DevL1a’s hand, she withjz'a'ws it.) R
DzLia. Yes. But I must manage it in my o
Will you wait? Or shall I send for the coach to
you home now, and see you tomorrow ?
3 Afte instant;

e, turns front);
stay with those!:




