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THE PHILANDERER

ACT I

A Jady and genmtleman are making lowe to one another in the
drawing-room of a flet in Asbly Gardens in the Victoria dis-
trict of Lomdom. It i past ten at wight,  Toe walls are bung
with theatrical engravings and photoprapbs—Kemble as Ham-
let, Mri. Siddons ar Dyren Katbaripe pleading in court,
Macready as Werwer (after Maclizey, Sir Henry Irving a5
Richard 111 (arter Long), Miss Ellem Terry, Mrs. Kendal,
Misy Ada Reban, Madame Ssrab Bernbardt, Mr. Hewry
Artbur Fames, Mr. 4. W, Piners, Mr, 8yduey Grandy, and
10 ott, but mot the Signora Dusk or anysne comnecied with Ihoen, ~—
The roem is mot @ perfect square, the right band cormer at the
Back being cut off dagenally By the deovevay, and the oppovite
corner rounded by & turret window filled up evith a stand of
Howers ing « statwe of Shakespear. The fireplace is
on the ripht, with an armekair near it A small rewnd vable,
Surtber formard an the same side, with a chair bevide it, bas
@ yellowr-backed French novel lying opem om it.  The piane, a
Erand, is on tbe kft, open, with the keyboard in full view at
right angles to the wall.  The piece of music om the deskh ir
“ Hhem ather lips.”  Imeandescent lights, well sbaded, are
om the piame and mantelpiece. Near the plane fs a rofu, on
which the lady and gentleman are seated affectionately side by
fide, im eme amether’s armi.
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Tbe lady, Grace Tramfield, &r about 32, slight of Suild,
delicate of feature, and snsitive in expresion,  She i just
now gives wp o the smotion of the moment; but ber well
closed mourh, proudly set brows, firm cbin, and elegant car-
riage show plenty of determination and sef respect.  Sbe is in
eveming dress,

The gentleman, Leonard Charieris, a feew years older, i
wnconventionally but smartly dressed in & veboet jacker and
caibmere trowers.  Hi collar, dyed Wotan blue, &s part of
bir shirt, and tarns wver a garnet coboured searf of Indian
silk, secured by a terguoire ring. Hr wears blwr socks and
leatber sandals. arrangement of bis paway bair, and of
bis mowstackes and short beard, & apparently Lft to Nature;
bur be bas takem care that Natwre shall do bim the fullest
Justice.  His amativr enebusizim, st which be is Bimself
langhing, and Bis clever, imagivative, bumorous ways, com-
brast stromgly with the sincere temderness and dipnified guier-
ey of the moman,

cHARTERIS ( impulrively elasping Grace). My dearest love,

crace (respending affectionately). My darling. Are you
heppy?

cHartEkts. In Heaven,

orack. My own.

carTiey, My heart’s love, (He sighs bappily, and
takey ber bands in bis, Joking guafutly at ber.) That must
positively be my last kiss, Grace, or I shall become down-
right ailly, Let us talk. (Redeaser ber amd site o Ltk
apart from ber.) Grace: is this your first love affair}

cracs. Have you forgotten that I am a widow! Do you
think I married Tranfield for money?

cuantenss. How do I know? Besides, you might have
married him mot because you loved him, but because you
didn’t Jove anybody else. When one is young, one marries
out of mere curiotity, just to see whar it's like,

caace. Well, since you ask me, I never was in love
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with Tranfield, though I only found thar out when I fell in
love with you. But I used to like him for being in love
with me. It brought out all the good in him so much thar
I have wanted to be in love with some one ever since, 1
hope, now that I am in love with you, you wll like me for
it just as I liked Tranfield,

cuanteris, My dear, it is because I like you that T went
tomarry you, I could love anybody—any pretty woman,
thar is.

Giacs. Do you really mean that, Leonard ?

cHaxTEni, Of course, Why notd

oeacg (reflecting’). Never mind why., Now tell me,
is this your first love affair #

CHARTERIS (amazed af the simpliclty of the guention).
bless my soul. No—nor my second, nor my third,

crace, But I mean your first serious one,

CHARTER (mt.ﬁr a cortain besitation), Yes, (Thereira
pawe.  8be is mot conwigead, He adds, with a very percep-
tible Joad om Bis comscience.} It is che first in which J have
been serions.

ciace (searchingly). 1 sec. The other pardes were al-
ways scrious,

cuarTinn, No, not alweys—heaven forbid |

axacE. How often ?

guanTErie, Well, once,

QRACE, _]n]u Craven 1

CHARTERIS r:mf&q} Who told you that ! (Skr shakes
ber bead and bt twrms away from moodily
and dﬁ]-ﬁu had much better not have asked.

orack (gemely). 1'm sorry, dear. (Ske puts ext ber
Mﬂ;?ﬂﬂl]ﬂ& at bim te bring bimt near ber again.’)

cuanters (yielding mechanically to the pall, and allrwing
ber band to rest o bir arm, bur sitting squarely witkbout the
least attempt to returw the carers) Do ] feel to the
touch than 1 did five minutes ago?
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crace. What nonsense |

cHarTERis, I fee]l 3 if my body had wrned into the
toughest of hickory, That is what comes of reminding me
of Julia Creven. ( Broeding, cwith bis chin o#t bir right band
and bir efbory on Bir dwee.’) I have sat alone with her just
at ] am sitting with you

arace (shrimking frem bim), Jost!

CHARTERIS (sitting wpright and facing ber steadily). Just
exactly, She has put her hands in mine, and laid her
cheek sgainst mine, and listened to me saying all sorts of
ailly things. (Grace, chilled to the ssul, rises from the 1ofa
and sits down on the piane stool, with ber back to 1he keyboard.)
Ah, you don’t want 10 hear any maore of the story. 5o
much the better,

aRace | burt, but comtrolling bersell ), When did
you break it off }

cranTERss {guiltily). Bresk it off ?

GRACE es, break it off.

cHARTERIE. Well, let me see. When did [ fll in love
with you #

cracE. Did you bresk it off then

cHARTERI: (srdichisooncly, making it plainer and plainer
that it bas not beew brokes off ). It was cleer then, of course,
that it must be broken off.

orace. And didyou break it off

cHaRTERI. Oh, yes: T broke it off,

crack. But did ahe break it off 7

cuaeTERs (rising), Asw favour to me, dearest, change
the subject. Come wway from the piano: I want you to
sit here with me, (Taker o step towards ber.)

crace. No. I alwo have grown hard to the wuch—much
harder then hickory for the present. Did she break it offf

cuarTern. My dear, be reasonsble. It was fully ex-
‘plained to her that it was to be broken off.

crace. Did she accept the explanation !




