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SaE: Modest tog——
ja&

SmE; ( Emphatically) My dear boy, the war is over.
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Rosarmvp: For heaven’spake her— :

(A maid appears Minounces Mr. Bloft: who follou
§=ﬁ&m ey, AN Dm.n..h \& A8 117 ;
forsefi days thaflhe “locksiike
¢ does. As a nip
o eag a mouthf

AvLEC: jugsaw
Write-s6me bri
. AMory: Oh

L looks at him futhe

ne saméy I got a rajs - ( Every on
v )—of twiy doller® & week. (Genera

O

Afer Mns.

.._,.mo?‘wbu
LN MORY goseto her

%

. 0SALIND: (Sadly) I love your hands, more than anything.
_v, I see them often when youre away from me—so tired; I know
1 every line of them. Dear hands]

, (Their eyes meet for a second and then the begins to
i ory—a tearless sobbing, )

. AMoax: Rosalind!

Rosavm: Oh, we're so darned pitifull
AMaax: Rosalind!

4

| RosarLvn: Oh, T want to diel A !

% AMory: Rosalind, another night of this and I'll go to pieces,
You've been this way four days now. You've got to be more
encouraging or I can't work or eat or shoep. (He looks around

| , o
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helplessly as if searching for new words to clothe an old, shop-
worn phrase.) We'll have to make a start, I like having to make
8 start together. (His forced hopefulness fades as he sees her
unfesponsive.) What's the matter? (He gets up suddenly and
starts to pace the floor.) It's Dawson Ryder, that's what it is.
He's been working on your nerves. You've been with him every
afternoon for a week. People come and tell me they've seen you
together, and I have to smile and nod and pretend it hasn’t
the slightest significance for me. And you won't tell me any-

thing og N !

RosALinp: Amory, if you don’t sit down I'll scream.
AMORY; (Sitting down suddenly beside her) Oh, Lord.

RosaLmvn: (Taking his hand gent, ou,
don’t you?
AMapx: Yes.

Rogarmvo: You know I'll always love YOU—m

AMoRY: Don't talk that way; you frighten me. It sounds ag
if we weren’t going to have each other, (She cries a little and
rising from the couch goes to the armchatr.) I've felt all after-
noon that things were worse, I nearly went wild down at the
office—couldn’t write a line. Tell me everything,

RosaLmvo: There's nothing to tell, I say. I'm just nervous,

Angny: Rosalind, you're playing with the idea of marrying
Dawson Ryder.

Rosarmvo: (After a pause) He's been asking me to all day.

AMonx: Well, he's got his nervel

RosaLmo: { After another pause)} 1 like him.

AMORY: Don't say that. It hurts me.

Rosavivp: Don't be a silly idiot. You know you're the only
man I've ever loved, ever will love,

AMaBx: (Quickly ) Rosalind, let’s get married—next week.

Rosarovp: We can't.

AMQEX: Why not?

RosarLmvp: Oh, we can't. I'd be your squaw—in some horrible
place.

AMorY: We'll have two bundred and seventy-five dollars a
month all told.

Rosar.mo: Darling, I don’t even do my own hair, usually,

Axarx: I'll do it for you.
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Rosavrino: ( Between a laugh and a sob) Thanks.
ﬁ Adgory: Rosalind, you can’t be thinking of marrying some O

one else. Tell mel You leave me in the mﬁw.-'r
R
RosaLmN: It's just—us. We're pitiful, that's all. The very qual-
ities I love you for are the ones that will always make you a
failure.
Aaax; (Grimly) Go on.
RosaLvp: Oh—it is Dawson Ryder. He's so reliable, I almost
feel that he'd be a—a background.
Amory; You don't love him.
RosarLm: 1 know, but I respect him, and he’s a good man
and a strong one.
. Anony: (Grudgingly) Yes—he's that.
—_ T . Lot - . v HO

a 4 ..H..hmgm‘..:‘l-.. 0

————

RosALIND: (With a faint roguishness) Don't look so con-
sciously suffering.
Anonx: What power we have of hurting each other|
RosarLmvp: (Commencing to sob again) It's been so perfect—
you and 1. So like a dream that I'd longed for and never
thought I'd find. The first real unselfishness I've ever felt in my
life. And I can't see it fade out in a colorless atmospherel
Axigpx; It won't—it won't!
RosaLm: I'd rather keep it as a beautiful memory—tucked
away in my heart.

h AMORY: Yes, women can do that—but not men, I'd remember
always, not the beauty of it while it lasted, but just the bitter- [ )
ness, the long bitterness.

Rosavinp: Don'tl

Amonx: All the years never to see you, tewirds fiss you,
just a gate shut and barred—you don’t dare be my « '

RosaLinp: No—no—I'm taking the hardest course, sk gitveng-
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y est course. Marrying you would be a failure and I never fail—
* if you don't stop walking up and down I'll scream|
(Again he sinks despairingly onto the lounge.)
Axegx: Come over here and kiss me.
Rosarmvo: No.
: Don't you want to kiss me?
08ALIND: To-night I want you to love me calmly and coolly.
«~&MaBX: The beginning of the end.
Rosarwvp: (With a burst of insight) Amory, you're young.
I'm young, People excuse us now for our poses and vanities,
for treating people like Sancho and yet getting away with it.
They excuse us now. But you've got a lot of knocks coming to
YOU——
AMOEX: And you're afraid to take them with me.

HosaLmNp: Amory, I'm yours—you know {t, TMere have been
times in the last month I'd have been completely yours if you'd
said 50. But I can’t marry you and ruin both our lives.

AMopy: We've got to take our chance for bappiness.
08ALIND: Dawson says I'd learn to love him.
(AMmoRY with his head sunk in his hands does not move.
%EQ«&%&?&%@mogoi&ES.v _
Rosaumw: Loverl Lover! I can’t do with you, and I can't !
imagine life without you. _

p AMERZ; Rosalind, we're on each other’s nerves. It's just that |

we're both high-strung, and this week—
(His voloe is curiously old, She crosses to him and tak- A
gg?&??fa&.g«?v m
Rosarmv: I can't, Amory. I can’t be shut away from the trees ~
and flowers, cooped up in a little flat, waiting for you. You'd
hate me in a narrow atmosphere. I'd make you hate me.
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Rosaumvp: Oh, darling, go— Don't make it harder! I can't ‘ , ) +O
stand it— bla B0y, Wt hauve | dare
Adaax: (His face drawn, his voice strained) Do you know 7
what you're saying? Do you mean forever? /& OWn ©
(There is a difference somehow in the quality of their
suffering.)

RosaLmp: Can’t you see—

AMosx: I'm afraid I can't if you love me. You're afraid of
taking two years’ knocks with me.

RosaLvp: 1 wouldn't be the Rosalind you love. &

Auonx: (A little hysterically) I can’t give you up! I can
ve got to have youl
0sALIND: {A hard note in her voice) You're being a baby

now.
Axary: (Wildly) I don’t carel You're spoiling our lives!
) Rosarmvp: I'm doing the wise thing, the only thing,
‘ ; Are you going to marry Dawson Ryder? -
osarino: Oh, don’t ask me. You know I'm old in some ways ’ |
~in others—well, I'm just a little girl. I like sunshine and pretty ,“
things and cheerfulness—and I dread responsibility. I don't \
want to think about pots and kitchens and brooms. I want to S %
worry whether my legs will get slick and brown when I swim
in the summer.
Aong: And you love me.
Rosarmvn: That's just why it has to end. Drifting hurts too
much. We can'’t have any more scenes like this.
(She draws his ring from her finger and hands # to him.
Their eyes blind again with tears.)
Amory: (His lips against her wet cheek) Don't! Keep it,
please—oh, don’t break my heart!
(She presses the ring softly into his hand.)
Rosarmvp: (Brokenly) You'd better go.
Axry: Good-by—
(She looks at him once more, with infinite longing, in-
finite sadness.)
BRosar.m: Don't ever forget me, Amory—
Amory: Good-by—
= (He goes to the door, fumbles for the knob, finds it—
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