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TOUCH AND GO 
 

ACT I 

 

SCENE I 

 

  Sunday morning.  Marketplace of a large mining village in the 

  Midlands.  A man addressing a small gang of colliers from the 

  foot of a stumpy memorial obelisk.  Church bells heard. 

  Churchgoers passing along the outer pavements. 

WILLIE HOUGHTON. What's the matter with you folks, as I've told you before, and as I 

shall keep on telling you every now and again, though it doesn't make a bit of difference, 

is that you've got no idea of freedom whatsoever. I've lived in this blessed place for fifty 

years, and I've never seen the spark of an idea, nor of any response to an idea, come out 

of a single one of you, all the time. I don't know what it is with collierswhether it's 

spending so much time in the bowels of the earthbut they never seem to be able to get 

their thoughts above their bellies. If you've got plenty to eat and drink, and a bit over to 

keep the missis quiet, you're satisfied. I never saw such a satisfied bloomin' lot in my life 

as you Barlow & Wasall's men are, really. Of course you can growse as well as anybody, 

and you do growse. But you don't do anything else. You're stuck in a sort of mud of 

contentment, and you feel yourselves sinking, but you make no efforts to get out. You 

bleat a bit, like sheep in a bogbut you like it, you know. You like sinking inyou don't have 

to stand on your own feet then. 

I'll tell you what'll happen to you chaps. I'll give you a little picture of what you'll be like 

in the future. Barlow & Walsall's 'll make a number of compounds, such as they keep 

niggers in in South Africa, and there you'll be kept. And every one of you'll have a little 

brass collar round his neck, with a number on it. You won't have names any more. And 

you'll go from the compound to the pit, and from the pit back again to the compound. 

You won't be allowed to go outside the gates, except at weekends. They'll let you go 

home to your wives on Saturday nights, to stop over Sunday. But you'll have to be in 

again by halfpast nine on Sunday night; and if you're late, you'll have your next weekend 

knocked off. And there you'll beand you'll be quite happy. They'll give you plenty to eat, 

and a can of beer a day, and a bit of baccaand they'll provide dominoes and skittles for 

you to play with. And you'll be the most contented set of men alive.But you won't be 

men. You won't even be animals. You'll go from number one to number three thousand, 

a lot of numbered slavesa new sort of slaves 

VOICE. An' wheer shall thee be, Willie? 

WILLIE. Oh, I shall be outside the palings, laughing at you. I shall have to laugh, 

because it'll be your own faults. You'll have nobody but yourself to thank for it. You don't 

WANT to be men. You'd rather NOT be freemuch rather. You're like those people 



spoken of in Shakespeare: "Oh, how eager these men are to be slaves!" I believe it's 

Shakespeareor the Bibleone or the otherit mostly is 

ANABEL WRATH (she was passing to church). It was Tiberius. 

WILLIE. Eh? 

ANABEL. Tiberius said it. 

WILLIE. Tiberius!Oh, did he? (Laughs.) Thanks! Well, if Tiberius said it, there must be 

something in it, and he only just missed being in the Bible anyway. He was a day late, or 

they'd have had him in. "Oh, how eager these men are to be slaves!"It's evident the 

Romans deserved all they got from Tiberiusand you'll deserve all you get, every bit of it. 

But don't you bother, you'll get it. You won't be at the mercy of Tiberius, you'll be at the 

mercy of something a jolly sight worse. Tiberius took the skin off a few Romans, 

apparently. But you'll have the soul taken out of youevery one of you. And I'd rather lose 

my skin than my soul, any day. But perhaps you wouldn't. 

VOICE. What art makin' for, Willie? Tha seems to say a lot, but tha goes round it. Tha'rt 

like a donkey on a gin. Tha gets ravelled. 

WILLIE. Yes, that's just it. I am precisely like a donkey on a gina donkey that's trying to 

wind a lot of colliers up to the surface. There's many a donkey that's brought more 

colliers than you up to see daylight, by trotting round.But do you want to know what I'm 

making for? I can soon tell you that. You Barlow & Wasall's men, you haven't a soul to 

call your own. Barlow & Wasall's have only to say to one of you, Come, and he cometh, 

Go, and he goeth, Lie VOICE. Ayan' what about it? Tha's got a behind o' thy own, hasn't 

yer? 

WILLIE. Do you stand there and ask me what about it, and haven't the sense to alter it? 

Couldn't you set up a proper Government tomorrow, if you liked? Couldn't you contrive 

that the pits belonged to you, instead of you belonging to the pits, like so many old 

pitponies that stop down till they are blind, and take to eating coalslack for 

meadowgrass, not knowing the difference? If only you'd learn to think, I'd respect you. 

As you are, I can't, not if I try my hardest. All you can think of is to ask for another 

shilling a day. That's as far as your imagination carries you. And perhaps you get 

sevenpence ha'penny, but pay for it with halfacrown's worth of sweat. The masters aren't 

foolsas you are. They'll give you twothirds of what you ask for, but they'll get fivethirds 

of it back againand they'll get it out of your flesh and blood, too, in jolly hard work. 

Shylock wasn't in it with them. He only wanted a pound of flesh. But you cheerfully give 

up a pound a week, each one of you, and keep on giving it up.But you don't seem to see 

these things. You can't think beyond your dinners and your 'lowance. You think if you 

can get another shilling a day you're set up. You make me tired, I tell you. 

JOB ARTHUR FREER. We think of others besides ourselves. 

WILLIE. Hello, Job Arthurare you there? I didn't recognise you without your frockcoat 

and silk haton the Sabbath.What was that you said? You think of something else, 

besides yourselves?Oh ayI'm glad to hear it. Did you mean your own importance? 

    (A motor car, GERALD BARLOW driving, OLIVER TURTON with him has 



     pulled up.) 

JOB ARTHUR (glancing at the car). No, I didn't. 

WILLIE. Didn't you, though?Come, speak up, let us have it. The more the merrier. You 

were going to say something. 

JOB ARTHUR. Nay, you were doing the talking. 

WILLIE. Yes, so I was, till you interrupted, with a great idea on the tip of your tongue. 

Come, spit it out. No matter if Mr. Barlow hears you. You know how sorry for you we 

feel, that you've always got to make your speeches twiceonce to those above, and once to 

us here below I didn't meant the angels and the devils, but never mind. Speak up, Job 

Arthur. 

JOB ARTHUR. It's not everybody as has as much to say as you, Mr. Houghton. 

WILLIE. No, not in the openthat's a fact. Some folks says a great deal more, in 

semiprivate. You were just going to explain to me, on behalf of the men, whom you so 

ably represent and so wisely lead, Job Arthurwe won't say by the noseyou were just 

going to tell meon behalf of the men, of course, not of the mastersthat you think of 

others, besides yourself. Do you mind explaining WHAT others? 

JOB ARTHUR. Everybody's used to your talk, Mr. Houghton, and for that reason it 

doesn't make much impression. What I meant to say, in plain words, was that we have 

to think of what's best for everybody, not only of ourselves. 

WILLIE. Oh, I see. What's best for everybody! I see! Well, for myself, I'm much 

obligedthere's nothing for us to do, gentlemen, but for all of us to bow acknowledgments 

to Mr. Job Arthur Freer, who so kindly has ALL our interests at heart. 

JOB ARTHUR. I don't profess to be a redrag Socialist. I don't pretend to think that if the 

Government had the pits it would be any better for us. No. What I mean is, that the pits 

are there and every man on this place depends on them, one way or another. They're the 

cow that gives the milk. And what I mean is, how every man shall have a proper share of 

the milk, which is food and living. It's like killing the goose that laid the golden egg. I 

want to keep the cow healthy and strong. And the cow is the pits, and we're the men that 

depend on the pits. 

WILLIE. Who's the cat that's going to lick the cream? 

JOB ARTHUR. My position is thisand I state it before masters and menthat it's our 

business to strike such a balance between the interests of the men and the interests of 

the masters that the pits remain healthy, and everybody profits. 

WILLIE. You're out for the millennium, I can seewith Mr. Job Arthur Freer striking the 

balance. We all see you, Job Arthur, one foot on either side of the fence, balancing the 

seesaw, with masters at one end and men at the other. You'll have to give one side a lot 

of pudding.But go back a bit, to where we were before the motor car took your breath 

away. When you said, Job Arthur, that you think of others besides yourself, didn't you 

mean, as a matter of fact, the office men? Didn't you mean that the colliers, ledwe won't 

mention nosesby you, were going to come out in sympathy with the office clerks, 



supposing they didn't get the rise in wages which they've asked forthe office clerks? 

Wasn't that it? 

JOB ARTHUR. There's been some talk among the men of standing by the office. I don't 

know what they'll do. But they'll do it of their own decision, whatever it is. 

WILLIE. There's not a shadow of doubt about it, Job Arthur. But it's a funny thing the 

decisions all have the same foxy smell about them, Job Arthur. 

OLIVER TURTON (calling from the car). What was the speech about, in the first place? 

WILLIE. I beg pardon? 

OLIVER. What was the address about, to begin with? 

WILLIE. Oh, the same old hatFreedom. But partly it's given to annoy the Unco Guid, as 

they pass to their Sabbath banquet of selfcomplacency. 

OLIVER. What ABOUT Freedom? 

WILLIE. Very much as usual, I believe. But you should have been here ten minutes 

sooner, before we began to read the lessons. (Laughs.) 

ANABEL W. (moving forward, and holding out her hand). You'd merely have been told 

what Freedom ISN'T; and you know that already. How are you, Oliver? 

OLIVER. Good God, Anabel!are you part of the meeting? How long have you been back 

in England? 

ANABEL. Some months, now. My family have moved here, you know. 

OLIVER. Your family! Where have they moved from?from the moon? 

ANABEL. No, only from Derby.How are you, Gerald? 

(GERALD twists in his seat to give her his hand.) 

GERALD. I saw you before. 

ANABEL. Yes, I know you did. 

   (JOB ARTHUR has disappeared. The men disperse sheepishly into groups, 

     to stand and sit on their heels by the walls and the causeway 

     edge.  WILLIE HOUGHTON begins to talk to individuals.) 

OLIVER. Won't you get in and drive on with us a little way? 

ANABEL. No, I was going to church. 

OLIVER. Going to church! Is that a new habit? 

ANABEL. Not a habit. But I've been twice since I saw you last. 

OLIVER. I see. And that's nearly two years ago. It's an annual thing, like a birthday? 

ANABEL. No. I'll go on, then. 

OLIVER. You'll be late now. 

ANABEL. Shall I? It doesn't matter. 

OLIVER. We are going to see you again, aren't we? 

ANABEL (after a pause). Yes, I hope so, Oliver. 

OLIVER. How have you been these two yearswell?happy? 

ANABEL. No, neither. How have you? 

OLIVER. Yes, fairly happy. Have you been ill? 

ANABEL. Yes, in France I was very ill. 



OLIVER. Your old neuritis? 

ANABEL. No. My chest. Pneumoniaoh, a complication. 

OLIVER. How sickening! Who looked after you? Is it better? 

ANABEL. Yes, it's a great deal better. 

OLIVER. But, Anabelwe must fix a meeting. I say, wait just a moment. Could I call on 

your people? Go into town with me one day. I don't know whether Gerald intends to see 

youwhether he intends to ask you to Lilley Close. 

GERALD. Oh, it's all right. 

ANABEL. He's no need. I'm fixed up there already. 

GERALD. What do you mean? 

ANABEL. I am at Lilley Close every dayor most daysto work with your sister Winifred in 

the studio. 

GERALD. What?why, how's that? 

ANABEL. Your father asked me. My father was already giving her some lessons. 

GERALD. And you're at our house every day? 

ANABEL. Most days. 

GERALD. Well, I'mwell, I'll beyou managed it very sharp, didn't you? I've only been 

away a fortnight. 

ANABEL. Your father asked mehe offered me twelve pounds a monthI wanted to do 

something. 

GERALD. Oh yes, but you didn't hire yourself out at Lilley Close as a sort of upper 

servant just for twelve pounds a month. 

ANABEL. You're wrongyou're wrong. I'm not a sort of upper servant at allnot at all. 

GERALD. Oh, yes, you are, if you're paid twelve pounds a monththree pounds a week. 

That's about what father's sicknurse gets, I believe. You don't do it for twelve pounds a 

month. You can make twelve pounds in a day, if you like to work at your little models: I 

know you can sell your statuette things as soon as you make them. 

ANABEL. But I CAN'T make them. I CAN'T make them. I've lost the spiritthejoi de 

vivreI don't know what, since I've been ill. I tell you I've GOT to earn something. 

GERALD. Nevertheless, you won't make me believe, Anabel, that you've come and 

buried yourself in the provincesSUCH provincesjust to earn father's three pounds a 

week. Why don't you admit it, that you came back to try and take up the old threads. 

OLIVER. Why not, Gerald? Don't you think we ought to take up the old threads? 

GERALD. I don't think we ought to be left without choice. I don't think Anabel ought to 

come back and thrust herself on mefor that's what it amounts to, after allwhen one 

remembers what's gone before. 

ANABEL. I DON'T thrust myself on you at all. I know I'm a fool, a fool, to come back. 

But I wanted to. I wanted to see you again. Now I know I've presumed. I've made myself 

CHEAP to you. I wanted toI wanted to. And now I've done it, I won't come to Lilley 

Close again, nor anywhere where you are. Tell your father I have gone to France againit 

will be true. 



GERALD. You play tricks on meand on yourself. You know you do. You do it for the pure 

enjoyment of it. You're making a scene here in this filthy marketplace, just for the fun of 

it. You like to see these accursed colliers standing eyeing you, and squatting on their 

heels. You like to catch me out, here where I'm known, where I've been the object of 

their eyes since I was born. This is a great coup de main for you. I knew it the moment I 

saw you here. 

OLIVER. After all, we ARE making a scene in the marketplace. Get in, Anabel, and we'll 

settle the dispute more privately. I'm glad you came back, anyhow. I'm glad you came 

right down on us. Get in, and let us run down to Whatmore. 

ANABEL. No, Oliver. I don't want to run down to Whatmore. I wanted to see youI 

wanted to see Geraldand I've seen himand I've heard him. That will suffice me. We'll 

make an end of the scene in the marketplace. (She turns away.) 

OLIVER. I knew it wasn't ended. I knew she would come back and tell us she'd come. 

But she's done her bitnow she'll go again. My God, what a fool of a world!You go on, 

GeraldI'll just go after her and see it out. (Calls.) One moment, Anabel. 

ANABEL (calling). Don't come, Oliver. (Turns.) 

GERALD. Anabel! (Blows the horn of the motor car violently and agitativelyshe looks 

roundturns again as if frightened.) God damn the woman! (Gets down from the car.) 

Drive home for me, Oliver. 

(Curtain.) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



SCENE II 

 

  WINIFRED'S studio at Lilley Close.  ANABEL and WINIFRED working 

  at a model in clay. 

WINIFRED. But isn't it lovely to be in Paris, and to have exhibitions, and to be famous? 

ANABEL. Paris WAS a good place. But I was never famous. 

WINIFRED. But your little animals and birds were famous. Jack said so. You know he 

brought us that bronze thrush that is singing, that is in his room. He has only let me see 

it twice. It's the loveliest thing I've ever seen. Oh, if I can do anything like that!I've 

worshipped it, I have. It is your best thing? 

ANABEL. One of the best. 

WINIFRED. It must be. When I see it, with its beak lifted, singing, something comes 

loose in my heart, and I feel as if I should cry, and fly up to heaven. Do you know what I 

mean? Oh, I'm sure you do, or you could never have made that thrush. Father is so glad 

you've come to show me how to work. He says now I shall have a lifework, and I shall be 

happy. It's true, too. 

ANABEL. Yes, till the lifework collapses. 

WINIFRED. Oh, it can't collapse. I can't believe it could collapse. Do tell me about 

something else you made, which you lovedsomething you sculpted. Oh, it makes my 

heart burn to hear you!Do you think I might call you Anabel? I should love to. You do 

call me Winifred already. 

ANABEL. Yes, do. 

WINIFRED. Won't you tell me about something else you madesomething lovely? 

ANABEL. Well, I did a small kittenasleepwith its paws crossed. You know, Winifred, 

that wonderful look that kittens have, as if they were blown along like a bit of fluffas if 

they weighed nothing at all, just wafted aboutand yet so ALIVEdo you know? 

WINIFRED. DarlingsdarlingsI love them! 

ANABEL. Well my kitten really came offit had that quality. It looked as if it had just 

wafted there. 

WINIFRED. Oh, yes!oh, I know! And was it in clay? 

ANABEL. I cut it in soft grey stone as well. I love my kitten. An Armenian bought her. 

WINIFRED. And where is she now? 

ANABEL. I don't knowin Armenia, I suppose, if there is such a place. It would have to be 

kept under glass, because the stone wouldn't polishand I didn't want it polished. But I 

dislike things under glassdon't you? 

WINIFRED. Yes, I do. We had a golden clock, but Gerald wouldn't have the glass cover, 

and Daddy wouldn't have it without. So now the clock is in father's room. Gerald often 

went to Paris. Oliver used to have a studio there. I don't care much for painting, do you? 

ANABEL. No. I want something I can touch, if it's something outside me. 

WINIFRED. Yes, isn't it wonderful, when things are substantial. Gerald and Oliver came 

back yesterday from Yorkshire. You know we have a colliery there. 



ANABEL. Yes, I believe I've heard. 

WINIFRED. I want to introduce you to Gerald, to see if you like him. He's good at the 

bottom, but he's very overbearing and definite. 

ANABEL. Is he? 

WINIFRED. Terribly clever in business. He'll get awfully rich. 

ANABEL. Isn't he rich enough already? 

WINIFRED. Oh, yes, because Daddy is rich enough, really. I think if Gerald was a bit 

different, he'd be really nice. Now he's so MANAGING. It's sickening. Do you dislike 

managing people, Anabel? 

ANABEL. I dislike them extremely, Winifred. 

WINIFRED. They're such a bore. 

ANABEL. What does Gerald manage? 

WINIFRED. Everything. You know he's revolutionised the collieries and the whole 

Company. He's made a whole new thing of it, so MODERN. Father says he almost 

wishes he'd let it die outlet the pits be closed. But I suppose things MUST be 

modernised, don't you think? Though it's very unpeaceful, you know, really. 

ANABEL. Decidedly unpeaceful, I should say. 

WINIFRED. The colliers work awfully hard. The pits are quite wonderful now. Father 

says it's against natureall this electricity and so on. Gerald adores electricity. Isn't it 

curious? 

ANABEL. Very. How are you getting on? 

WINIFRED. I don't know. It's so hard to make things BALANCE as if they were alive. 

Where IS the balance in a thing that's alive? 

ANABEL. The poise? Yes, Winifredto me, all the secret of life is in thatjust thethe 

inexpressible poise of a living thing, that makes it so different from a dead thing. To me 

it's the soul, you knowall living things have itflowers, trees as well. It makes life always 

marvellous. 

WINIFRED. Ah, yes!ah, yes! If only I could put it in my model. 

ANABEL. I think you will. You are a sculptor, Winifred.Isn't there someone there? 

WINIFRED (running to the door). Oh, Oliver! 

OLIVER. Hello, Winnie! Can I come in? This is your sanctum: you can keep us out if you 

like. 

WINIFRED. Oh, no. Do you know Miss Wrath, Oliver? She's a famous sculptress. 

OLIVER. Is she? We have met.Is Winifred going to make a sculptress, do you think? 

ANABEL. I do. 

OLIVER. Good! I like your studio, Winnie. Awfully nice up here over the outbuildings. 

Are you happy in it? 

WINIFRED. Yes, I'm perfectly happyonly I shall NEVER be able to make real models, 

Oliverit's so difficult. 

OLIVER. Fine room for a partyGive us a studio party one day, Win, and we'll dance. 

WINIFRED (flying to him). Yes, Oliver, do let us dance. What shall we dance to? 



OLIVER. Dance?Dance Vignivignonswe all know that. Ready? 

WINIFRED. Yes. 

(They begin to sing, dancing meanwhile, in a free little balletmanner, a winedance, 

dancing separate and then together.) 

          De terre en vigne, 

          La voila la jolie vigne, 

          Vignivignonsvignons le vin, 

          La voila la jolie vigne au vin, 

          La voila la jolie vigne. 

OLIVER. Join injoin in, all. 

(ANABEL joins in; the three dance and move in rhythm.) 

WINIFRED. I love itI love it! Do Ma capote a trois boutonsyou know it, don't you, 

Anabel? Readynow 

(They begin to dance to a quick little marchrhythm, all singing and 

     dancing till they are out of breath.) 

OLIVER. Oh!tired!let us sit down. 

WINIFRED. Oliver!oh, Oliver!I LOVE you and Anabel. 

OLIVER. Oh, Winifred, I brought you a presentyou'll love me more now. 

WINIFRED. Yes, I shall. Do give it me. 

OLIVER. I left it in the morningroom. I put it on the mantelpiece for you. 

WINIFRED. Shall I go for it? 

OLIVER. There it is, if you want it. 

WINIFRED. Yesdo you mind? I won't be long. (Exit.) 

OLIVER. She's a nice child. 

ANABEL. A VERY nice child. 

OLIVER. Why did you come back, Anabel? 

ANABEL. Why does the moon rise, Oliver? 

OLIVER. For some mischief or other, so they say. 

ANABEL. You think I came back for mischief's sake? 

OLIVER. Did you? 

ANABEL. No. 

OLIVER. Ah! 

ANABEL. Tell me, Oliver, how is everything now?how is it with you?how is it between us 

all? 

OLIVER. How is it between us all?How ISN'T it, is more the mark. 

ANABEL. Why? 

OLIVER. You made a fool of us. 

ANABEL. Of whom? 

OLIVER. Wellof Gerald particularlyand of me. 

ANABEL. How did I make a fool of you, Oliver? 

OLIVER. That you know best, Anabel. 



ANABEL. No, I don't know. Was it ever right between Gerald and me, all the three years 

we knew each otherwe were together? 

OLIVER. Was it all wrong? 

ANABEL. No, not all. But it was terrible. It was terrible, Oliver. You don't realise. You 

don't realise how awful passion can be, when it never resolves, when it never becomes 

anything else. It is hate, really. 

OLIVER. What did you want the passion to resolve into? 

ANABEL. I was blindedmaddened. Gerald stung me and stung me till I was mad. I left 

him for reason's sake, for sanity's sake. We should have killed one another. 

OLIVER. You, stung him, too, you knowand pretty badly, at the last: you dehumanised 

him. 

ANABEL. When? When I left him, you mean? 

OLIVER. Yes, when you went away with that Norwegianplaying your game a little too 

far. 

ANABEL. Yes, I knew you'd blame me. I knew you'd be against me. But don't you see, 

Oliver, you helped to make it impossible for us. 

OLIVER. Did I? I didn't intend to. 

ANABEL. Ha, ha, Oliver! Your good intentions! They are too good to bear investigation, 

my friend. Ah, but for your good and friendly intentions 

OLIVER. You mean my friendship with Gerald went against you? 

ANABEL. Yes. And your friendship with me went against Gerald. 

OLIVER. So I am the devil in the piece. 

ANABEL. You see, Oliver, Gerald loved you far too well ever to love me altogether. He 

loved us both. But the Gerald that loved you so dearly, old, old friends as you were, and 

TRUSTED you, he turned a terrible face of contempt on me. You don't know, Oliver, the 

cold edge of Gerald's contempt for mebecause he was so secure and strong in his old 

friendship with you. You don't know his sneering attitude to me in the deepest things 

with you. He had a passion for me. But he loved you. 

OLIVER. Well, he doesn't any more. We went apart after you had gone. The friendship 

has become almost casual. 

ANABEL. You see how bitterly you speak. 

OLIVER. Yet you didn't hate me, Anabel. 

ANABEL. No, OliverI was AWFULLY fond of you. I trusted youand I trust you still. You 

see I knew how fond Gerald was of you. And I had to respect this feeling. So I HAD to be 

aware of you: and I HAD to be conscious of you: in a way, I had to love you. You 

understand how I mean? Not with the same fearful love with which I loved Gerald. You 

seemed to me warm and protectinglike a brother, you knowbut a brother one LOVES. 

OLIVER. And then you hated me? 

ANABEL. Yes, I had to hate you. 

OLIVER. And you hated Gerald? 

ANABEL. Almost to madnessalmost to madness. 



OLIVER. Then you went away with that Norwegian. What of him? 

ANABEL. What of him? Well, he's dead. 

OLIVER. Ah! That's why you came back? 

ANABEL. No, no. I came back because my only hope in life was in coming back. Baard 

was beautifuland awful. You know how glisteningly blond he was. Oliver, have you ever 

watched the polar bears? He was cold as iron when it is so cold that it burns you. 

Coldness wasn't negative with him. It was positiveand awful beyond expressionlike the 

aurora borealis. 

OLIVER. I wonder you ever got back. 

ANABEL. Yes, so do I. I feel as if I'd fallen down a fissure in the ice. Yet I have come 

back, haven't I? 

OLIVER. God knows! At least, Anabel, we've gone through too much ever to start the old 

game again. There'll be no more sticky love between us. 

ANABEL. No, I think there won't, either. 

OLIVER. And what of Gerald? 

ANABEL. I don't know. What do you think of him? 

OLIVER. I can't think any more. I can only blindly go from day to day, now. 

ANABEL. So can I. Do you think I was wrong to come back? Do you think I wrong 

Gerald? 

OLIVER. No. I'm glad you came. But I feel I can't KNOW anything. We must just go on. 

ANABEL. Sometimes I feel I ought never to have come to Gerald againnevernevernever. 

OLIVER. Just left the gap?Perhaps, if everything has to come asunder. But I think, if 

ever there is to be lifehope,then you had to come back. I always knew it. There is 

something eternal between you and him; and if there is to be any happiness, it depends 

on that. But perhaps there is to BE no happinessfor our part of the world. 

ANABEL (after a pause). Yet I feel hopedon't you? 

OLIVER. Yes, sometimes. 

ANABEL. It seemed to me, especially that winter in Norway,I can hardly express it,as if 

any moment life might give way under one, like thin ice, and one would be more than 

dead. And then I knew my only hope was herethe only hope. 

OLIVER. Yes, I believe it. And I believe 

(Enter MRS. BARLOW.) 

MRS. BARLOW. Oh, I wanted to speak to you, Oliver. 

OLIVER. Shall I come across? 

MRS. BARLOW. No, not now. I believe father is coming here with Gerald. 

OLIVER. Is he going to walk so far? 

MRS. BARLOW. He will do it.I suppose you know Oliver? 

ANABEL. Yes, we have met before. 

MRS. BARLOW (to OLIVER). You didn't mention it. Where have you met Miss Wrath? 

She's been about the world, I believe. 

ANABEL. About the world?no, Mrs. Barlow. If one happens to know Paris and London 



MRS. BARLOW. Paris and London! Well, I don't say you are all together an adventuress. 

My husband seems very pleased with youfor Winifred's sake, I supposeand he's wrapped 

up in Winifred. 

ANABEL. Winifred is an artist. 

MRS. BARLOW. All my children have the artist in them. They get it from my family. My 

father went mad in Rome. My family is born with a black fatethey all inherit it. 

OLIVER. I believe one is master of one's fate sometimes, Mrs. Barlow. There are 

moments of pure choice. 

MRS. BARLOW. Between two ways to the same end, no doubt. There's no changing the 

end. 

OLIVER. I think there is. 

MRS. BARLOW. Yes, you have a parvenu's presumptuousness somewhere about you. 

OLIVER. Well, better than a blueblooded fatalism. 

MRS. BARLOW. The fate is in the blood: you can't change the blood. 

(Enter WINIFRED.) 

WINIFRED. Oh, thank you, Oliver, for the wolf and the goat, thank you so much!The 

wolf has sprung on the goat, Miss Wrath, and has her by the throat. 

ANABEL. The wolf? 

OLIVER. It's a little marble groupItalianin hard marble. 

WINIFRED. The wolfI love the wolfhe pounces so beautifully. His backbone is so 

terribly fierce. I don't feel a bit sorry for the goat, somehow. 

OLIVER. I didn't. She is too much like the wrong sort of clergyman. 

WINIFRED. Yessuch a stiff, long face. I wish he'd kill her. 

MRS. BARLOW. There's a wish! 

WINIFRED. Father and Gerald are coming. That's them, I suppose. 

(Enter MR. BARLOW and GERALD.) 

MR. BARLOW. Ah, good morninggood morningquite a little gathering! Ah 

OLIVER. The steps tire you, Mr. Barlow. 

MR. BARLOW. A littlea littlethank you.Well, Miss Wrath, are you quite comfortable 

here? 

ANABEL. Very comfortable, thanks. 

GERALD. It was clever of you, father, to turn this place into a studio. 

MR. BARLOW. Yes, Gerald. You make the worldly schemes, and I the homely. Yes, it's a 

delightful place. I shall come here often if the two young ladies will allow me.By the way, 

Miss Wrath, I don't know if you have been introduced to my son Gerald. I beg your 

pardon. Miss Wrath, Geraldmy son, Miss Wrath. (They bow.) Well, we are quite a 

gathering, quite a pleasant little gathering. We never expected anything so delightful a 

month ago, did we, Winifred, darling? 

WINIFRED. No, daddy, it's much nicer than expectations. 

MR. BARLOW. So it is, dearto have such exceptional companionship and such a 

pleasant retreat. We are very happy to have Miss Wrath with usvery happy. 



GERALD. A studio's awfully nice, you know; it is such a retreat. A newspaper has no 

effect in itfalls quite flat, no matter what the headlines are. 

MR. BARLOW. Quite true, Gerald, dear. It is a sanctum the world cannot invadeunlike 

all other sanctuaries, I am afraid. 

GERALD. By the way, Oliverto go back to profanitiesthe colliers really are coming out in 

support of the poor, illused clerks. 

MR. BARLOW. No, no, Geraldno, no! Don't be such an alarmist. Let us leave these 

subjects before the ladies. No, no: the clerks will have their increase quite peacefully. 

GERALD. Yes, dear fatherbut they can't have it peacefully now. We've been threatened 

already by the collierswe've already received an ultimatum. 

MR. BARLOW. Nonsense, my boynonsense! Don't let us split words. You won't go 

against the clerks in such a small matter. Always avoid trouble over small matters. Don't 

make bad feelingdon't make bad blood. 

MRS. BARLOW. The blood is already rotten in the neighbourhood. What it needs is 

letting out. We need a few veins opening, or we shall have mortification setting in. The 

blood is black. 

MR. BARLOW. We won't accept your figure of speech literally, dear. No, Gerald, don't 

go to war over trifles. 

GERALD. It's just over trifles that one must make war, father. One can yield gracefully 

over big matters. But to be bullied over trifles is a sign of criminal weakness. 

MR. BARLOW. Ah, not so, not so, my boy. When you are as old as I am, you will know 

the comparative insignificance of these trifles. 

GERALD. The older I get, father, the more such trifles stick in my throat. 

MR. BARLOW. Ah, it is an increasingly irritable disposition in you, my child. Nothing 

costs so bitterly, in the end, as a stubborn pride. 

MRS. BARLOW. Except a stubborn humilityand that will cost you more. Avoid humility, 

beware of stubborn humility: it degrades. Hark, Geraldfight! When the occasion comes, 

fight! If it's one against five thousand, fight! Don't give them your heart on a dish! 

Never! If they want to eat your heart out, make them fight for it, and then give it them 

poisoned at last, poisoned with your own blood.What do you say, young woman? 

ANABEL. Is it for me to speak, Mrs. Barlow? 

MRS. BARLOW. Weren't you asked? 

ANABEL. Certainly I would NEVER give the world my heart on a dish. But can't there 

ever be peacereal peace? 

MRS. BARLOW. Nonot while there is devilish enmity. 

MR. BARLOW. You are wrong, dear, you are wrong. The peace can come, the peace that 

passeth all understanding. 

MRS. BARLOW. That there is already between me and Almighty God. I am at peace with 

the God that made me, and made me proud. With men who humiliate me I am at war. 

Between me and the shameful humble there is war to the end, though they are millions 



and I am one. I hate the people. Between my race and them and my childrenfor ever 

war, for ever and ever. 

MR. BARLOW. Ah, Henriettayou have said all this before. 

MRS. BARLOW. And say it again. Fight, Gerald. You have my blood in you, thank God. 

Fight for it, Gerald. Spend it as if it were costly, Gerald, drop by drop. Let no dogs lap 

it.Look at your father. He set his heart on a plate at the door, for the poorest mongrel to 

eat up. See him now, wasted and crossed out like a mistakeand swear, Gerald, swear to 

be true to my blood in you. Never lie down before the mob, Gerald. Fight it and stab it, 

and die fighting. It's a lost hopebut fight! 

GERALD. Don't say these things here, mother. 

MRS. BARLOW. Yes, I willI will. I'll say them before you, and the child Winifredshe 

knows. And before Oliver and the young womanthey know, too. 

MR. BARLOW. You see, dear, you can never understand that, although I am weak and 

wasted, although I may be crossed out from the world like a mistake, I still have peace in 

my soul, dear, the peach that passeth all understanding. 

MRS. BARLOW. And what right have you to it? All very well for you to take peace with 

you into the other world. What do you leave for your sons to inherit? 

MR. BARLOW. The peace of God, Henrietta, if there is no peace among men. 

MRS. BARLOW. Then why did you have children? Why weren't you celibate? They have 

to live among men. If they have no place among men, why have you put them there? If 

the peace of God is no more than the peace of death, why are your sons born of you? 

How can you have peace with God, if you leave no peace for your sonsno peace, no pride, 

no place on earth? 

GERALD. Nay, mother, nay. You shall never blame father on my behalf. 

MRS. BARLOW. Don't troublehe is blamelessI, a hulking, halfdemented woman, I am 

GLAD when you blame me. But don't blame me when I tell you to fight. Don't do that, or 

you will regret it when you must die. Ah, your father was stiff and proud enough before 

men of better rank than himself. He was overbearing enough with his equals and his 

betters. But he humbled himself before the poor, he made me ashamed. He must hear 

ithe must hear it! Better he should hear it than die coddling himself with peace. His 

humility, and my pride, they have made a nice ruin of each other. Yet he is the man I 

wanted to marryhe is the man I would marry again. But never, never again would I give 

way before his goodness. Gerald, if you must be true to your father, be true to me as 

well. Don't set me down at nothing because I haven't a humble case. 

GERALD. No, motherno, dear mother. You see, dear mother, I have rather a job 

between the two halves of myself. When you come to have the wild horses in your own 

soul, mother, it makes it difficult. 

MRS. BARLOW. Never mind, you'll have help. 

GERALD. Thank you for the assurance, darling.Father, you don't mind what mother 

says, I hope. I believe there's some truth in itdon't you? 

MR. BARLOW. I have nothing to say. 



WINIFRED. I think there's some truth in it, daddy. You were always worrying about 

those horrid colliers, and they didn't care a bit about you. And they OUGHT to gave 

cared a million pounds. 

MR. BARLOW. You don't understand, my child. 

(Curtain.) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



ACT II 

 

     SCENE: Evening of the same day. Drawingroom at Lilly Close. MR. 

     BARLOW, GERALD, WINIFRED, ANABEL OLIVER present. Butler pours 

     coffee. 

MR. BARLOW. And you are quite a stranger in these parts, Miss Wrath? 

ANABEL. Practically. But I was born at Derby. 

MR. BARLOW. I was born in this housebut it was a different affair then: my father was a 

farmer, you know. The coal has brought us what moderate wealth we have. Of course, 

we were never poor or needyfarmers, substantial farmers. And I think we were happier 

soyes.Winnie, dear, hand Miss Wrath the sweets. I hope they're good. I ordered them 

from London for you.Oliver, my boy, have you everything you like? That's right.It gives 

me such pleasure to see a little festive gathering in this room again. I wish Bertie and 

Elinor might be here. What time is it, Gerald? 

GERALD. A quarter to nine, father. 

MR. BARLOW. Not late yet. I can sit with you another halfhour. I am feeling better 

today. Winifred, sing something for us. 

WINIFRED. Something jolly, father? 

MR. BARLOW. Very jolly, darling. 

WINIFRED. I'll sing "The Lincolnshire Poacher," shall I? 

MR. BARLOW. Do, darling, and we'll all join in the chorus.Will you join in the chorus, 

Miss Wrath? 

ANABEL. I will. It is a good song. 

MR. BARLOW. Yes, isn't it! 

WINIFRED. All dance for the chorus, as well as singing. 

(They sing; some pirouette a little for the chorus.) 

MR. BARLOW. Ah, splendid! Splendid! There is nothing like gaiety. 

WINIFRED. I do love to dance about. I know: let us do a little balletfour of usoh, do! 

GERALD. What ballet, Winifred? 

WINIFRED. Any. Eva can play for us. She plays well. 

MR. BARLOW. You won't disturb your mother? Don't disturb Eva if she is busy with 

your mother. (Exit WINIFRED.) If only I can see Winifred happy, my heart is at rest: if 

only I can hope for her to be happy in her life. 

GERALD. Oh, Winnie's all right, fatherespecially now she has Miss Wrath to initiate her 

into the mysteries of life and labour. 

ANABEL. Why are you ironical? 

MR. BARLOW. Oh, Miss Wrath, believe me, we all feel thatit is the greatest possible 

pleasure to me that you have come. 

GERALD. I wasn't ironical, I assure you. 

MR. BARLOW. No, indeedno, indeed! We have every belief in you. 

ANABEL. But why should you have? 



MR. BARLOW. Ah, my dear child, allow us the credit of our own discernment. And don't 

take offence at my familiarity. I am afraid I am spoilt since I am an invalid. 

(Reenter WINIFRED, with EVA.) 

MR. BARLOW. Come, Eva, you will excuse us for upsetting your evening. Will you be so 

good as to play something for us to dance to? 

EVA. Yes, sir. What shall I play? 

WINIFRED. MozartI'll find you the piece. Mozart's the saddest musician in the 

worldbut he's the best to dance to. 

MR. BARLOW. Why, how is it you are such a connoisseur in sadness, darling? 

GERALD. She isn't. She's a flagrant amateur. 

(EVA plays; they dance a little ballet.) 

MR. BARLOW. Charmingcharming, Miss Wrath:will you allow me to say Anabel, we 

shall all feel so much more at home? Yesthank youeryou enter into the spirit of it 

wonderfully, Anabel, dear. The others are accustomed to play together. But it is not so 

easy to come in on occasion as you do. 

GERALD. Oh, Anabel's a genius!I beg your pardon, Miss Wrathfamiliarity is catching. 

MR. BARLOW. Gerald, my boy, don't forget that you are virtually host here. 

EVA. Did you want any more music, sir? 

GERALD. No, don't stay, Eva. We mustn't tire father. (Exit EVA.) 

MR. BARLOW. I am afraid, Anabel, you will have a great deal to excuse in us, in the way 

of manners. We have never been a formal household. But you have lived in the world of 

artists: you will understand, I hope. 

ANABEL. Oh, surely 

MR. BARLOW. Yes, I know. We have been a turbulent family, and we have had our 

share of sorrow, even more, perhaps, than of joys. And sorrow makes one indifferent to 

the conventionalities of life. 

GERALD. Excuse me, father: do you mind if I go and write a letter I have on my 

conscience? 

MR. BARLOW. No, my boy. (Exit GERALD.) We have had our share of sorrow and of 

conflict, Miss Wrath, as you may have gathered. 

ANABEL. Yesa little. 

MR. BARLOW. The mines were opened when my father was a boythe firstand I was 

born late, when he was nearly fifty. So that all my life has been involved with coal and 

colliers. As a young man, I was gay and thoughtless. But I married young, and we lost 

our first child through a terrible accident. Two children we have lost through sudden 

and violent death. (WINIFRED goes out unnoticed.) It made me reflect. And when I 

came to reflect, Anabel, I could not justify my position in life. If I believed in the 

teachings of the New Testamentwhich I did, and dohow could I keep two or three 

thousand men employed and underground in the mines, at a wage, let us say, of two 

pounds a week, whilst I lived in this comfortable house, and took something like two 

thousand pounds a yearlet us name any figure 



ANABEL. Yes, of course. But is it money that really matters, Mr. Barlow? 

MR. BARLOW. My dear, if you are a working man, it matters. When I went into the 

homes of my poor fellows, when they were ill or had had accidentsthen I knew it 

mattered. I knew that the great disparity was wrongeven as we are taught that it is 

wrong. 

ANABEL. Yes, I believe that the great disparity is a mistake. But take their lives, Mr. 

Barlow. Do you thing they would LIVE more, if they had more money? Do you think the 

poor live less than the rich?is their life emptier? 

MR. BARLOW. Surely their lives would be better, Anabel. 

OLIVER. All our lives would be better, if we hadn't to hang on in the perpetual tugofwar, 

like two donkeys pulling at one carrot. The ghastly tension of possessions, and 

struggling for possession, spoils life for everybody. 

MR. BARLOW. Yes, I know now, as I knew then, that it was wrong. But how to avoid the 

wrong? If I gave away the whole of my income, it would merely be an arbitrary 

dispensation of charity. The money would still be mine to give, and those that received it 

would probably only be weakened instead of strengthened. And then my wife was 

accustomed to a certain way of living, a certain establishment. Had I any right to 

sacrifice her, without her consent? 

ANABEL. Why, no! 

MR. BARLOW. Again, if I withdrew from the Company, if I retired on a small income, I 

knew that another man would automatically take my place, and make it probably harder 

for the men. 

ANABEL. Of coursewhile the system stands, if one makes selfsacrifice one only panders 

to the system, makes it fatter. 

MR. BARLOW. One panders to the systemone panders to the system. And so, you see, 

the problem is too much. One man cannot alter or affect the system; he can only 

sacrifice himself to it. Which is the worst thing probably that he can do. 

OLIVER. Quite. But why feel guilty for the system?everybody supports it, the poor as 

much as the rich. If every rich man withdrew from the system, the working class and 

socialists would keep it going, every man in the hope of getting rich himself at last. It's 

the people that are wrong. They want the system much more than the rich dobecause 

they are much more anxious to be richnever having been rich, poor devils. 

MR. BARLOW. Just the system. So I decided at last that the best way was to give every 

private help that lay in my power. I would help my men individually and personally, 

wherever I could. Not one of them came to me and went away unheard; and there was 

no distress which could be alleviated that I did not try to alleviate. Yet I am afraid that 

the greatest distress I never heard of, the most distressed never came to me. They hid 

their trouble. 

ANABEL. Yes, the decent ones. 



MR. BARLOW. But I wished to helpit was my duty. Still, I think that, on the whole, we 

were a comfortable and happy community. Barlow & Walsall's men were not unhappy in 

those days, I believe. We were liberal; the men lived. 

OLIVER. Yes, that is true. Even twenty years ago the place was still jolly. 

MR. BARLOW. And then, when Gerald was a lad of thirteen, came the great lockout. We 

belonged to the Masters' FederationI was but one man on the Board. We had to abide by 

the decision. The mines were closed till the men would accept the reduction.Well, that 

cut my life across. We were shutting the men out from work, starving their families, in 

order to force them to accept a reduction. It may be the condition of trade made it 

imperative. But, for myself, I would rather have lost everything.Of course, we did what 

we could. Food was very cheappractically given away. We had open kitchen here. And it 

was mercifully warm summertime. Nevertheless, there was privation and suffering, and 

trouble and bitterness. We had the redcoats downeven to guard this house. And from 

this window I saw Whatmore headstocks ablaze, and before I could get to the spot the 

soldiers had shot two poor fellows. They were not killed, thank God 

OLIVER. Ah, but they enjoyed itthey enjoyed it immensely. I remember what grand old 

sporting weeks they were. It was like a foxhunt, so lively and gaybands and teaparties 

and excitement everywhere, pitponies loose, men all over the countryside 

MR. BARLOW. There was a great deal of suffering, which you were too young to 

appreciate. However, since that year I have had to acknowledge a new situationa radical 

if unspoken opposition between masters and men. Since that year we have been split 

into opposite camps. Whatever I might privately feel, I was one of the owners, one of the 

masters, and therefore in the opposite camp. To my men I was an oppressor, a 

representative of injustice and greed. Privately, I like to think that even to this day they 

bear me no malice, that they have some lingering regard for me. But the master stands 

before the human being, and the condition of war overrides individualsthey hate the 

master, even whilst, as a human being, he would be their friend. I recognise the 

inevitable justice. It is the price one has to pay. 

ANABEL. Yes, it is difficultvery. 

MR. BARLOW. Perhaps I weary you? 

ANABEL. Oh, nono. 

MR. BARLOW. Wellthen the mines began to pay badly. The seams ran thin and 

unprofitable, work was short. Either we must close down or introduce a new system, 

American methods, which I dislike so extremely. Now it really became a case of men 

working against machines, flesh and blood working against iron, for a livelihood. Still, it 

had to be donethe whole system revolutionised. Gerald took it in handand now I hardly 

know my own pits, with the great electric plants and strange machinery, and the new 

coalcuttersiron men, as the colliers call themeverything running at top speed, utterly 

dehumanised, inhuman. Well, it had to be done; it was the only alternative to closing 

down and throwing three thousand men out of work. And Gerald has done it. But I can't 

bear to see it. The men of this generation are not like my men. They are worn and 



gloomy; they have a hollow look that I can't bear to see. They are a great grief to me. I 

remember men even twenty years agoa noisy, lively, careless set, who kept the place 

ringing. I feel it is unnatural; I feel afraid of it. And I cannot help feeling guilty. 

ANABEL. YesI understand. It terrifies me. 

MR. BARLOW. Does it?does it?Yes.And as my wife says, I leave it all to Geraldthis 

terrible situation. But I appeal to God, if anything in my power could have averted it, I 

would have averted it. I would have made any sacrifice. For it is a great and bitter 

trouble to me. 

ANABEL. Ah, well, in death there is no industrial situation. Something must be different 

there. 

MR. BARLOW. Yesyes. 

OLIVER. And you see sacrifice isn't the slightest use. If only people would be sane and 

decent. 

MR. BARLOW. Yes, indeed.Would you be so good as to ring, Oliver? I think I must go to 

bed. 

ANABEL. Ah, you have overtired yourself. 

MR. BARLOW. No, my dearnot overtired. Excuse me if I have burdened you with all 

this. I relieves me to speak of it. 

ANABEL. I realise HOW terrible it is, Mr. Barlowand how helpless one is. 

MR. BARLOW. Thank you, my dear, for your sympathy. 

OLIVER. If the people for one minute pulled themselves up and conquered their mania 

for money and machine excitement, the whole thing would be solved.Would you like me 

to find Winnie and tell her to say good night to you? 

MR. BARLOW. If you would be so kind. (Exit OLIVER.) Can't you find a sweet that you 

would like, my dear? Won't you take a little cherry brandy? 

(Enter BUTLER.) 

ANABEL. Thank you. 

WILLIAM. You will go up, sir? 

MR. BARLOW. Yes, William. 

WILLIAM. You are tired tonight, sir. 

MR. BARLOW. It has come over me just now. 

WILLIAM. I wish you went up before you became so overtired, sir. Would you like 

nurse? 

MR. BARLOW. No, I'll go with you, William. Good night, my dear. 

ANABEL. Good night, Mr. Barlow. I am so sorry if you are overtired. 

     (Exit BUTLER and MR. BARLOW.  ANABEL takes a drink and goes to 

     the fire.) 

(Enter GERALD.) 

GERALD. Father gone up? 

ANABEL. Yes. 



GERALD. I thought I heard him. Has he been talking too much?Poor father, he will take 

things to heart. 

ANABEL. Tragic, really. 

GERALD. Yes, I suppose it is. But one can get beyond tragedybeyond the state of feeling 

tragical, I mean. Father himself is tragical. One feels he is mistakenand yet he wouldn't 

be any different, and be himself, I suppose. He's sort of crucified on an idea of the 

working people. It's rather horrible when he's one's father.However, apart from tragedy, 

how do you like being here, in this house? 

ANABEL. I like the house. It's rather too comfortable. 

GERALD. Yes. But how do you like being here? 

ANABEL. How do you like my being in your home? 

GERALD. Oh, I think you're very decorative. 

ANABEL. More decorative than comfortable? 

GERALD. Perhaps. But perhaps you give the necessary finish to the establishment. 

ANABEL. Like the correct windowcurtains? 

GERALD. Yes, something like that. I say, why did you come, Anabel? Why did you come 

slapbang into the middle of us?It's not expostulationI want to know. 

ANABEL. You mean you want to be told? 

GERALD. Yes, I want to be told. 

ANABEL. That's rather mean of you. You should savvy, and let it go without saying. 

GERALD. Yes, but I don't savvy. 

ANABEL. Then wait till you do. 

GERALD. No, I want to be told. There's a difference in you, Anabel, that puts me out, 

rather. You're sort of softer and sweeterI'm not sure whether it isn't a touch of father in 

you. There's a little sanctified smudge on your face. Are you really a bit sanctified? 

ANABEL. No, not sanctified. It's true I feel different. I feel I want a new way of 

lifesomething more dignified, more religious, if you likeanyhow, something POSITIVE. 

GERALD. Is it the change of heart, Anabel? 

ANABEL. Perhaps it is, Gerald. 

GERALD. I'm not sure that I like it. Isn't it like a berry that decides to get very sweet, 

and goes soft? 

ANABEL. I don't think so. 

GERALD. Slightly sanctimonious. I think I liked you better before. I don't think I like 

you with this touch of aureole. People seem to me so horribly selfsatisfied when they get 

a change of heartthey take such a fearful lot of credit to themselves on the strength of it. 

ANABEL. I don't think I do.Do you feel no different, Gerald? 

GERALD. Radically, I can't say I do. I feel very much more INdifferent. 

ANABEL. What to? 

GERALD. Everything. 

ANABEL. You're still angrythat's what it is. 

GERALD. Oh, yes, I'm angry. But that is part of my normal state. 



ANABEL. Why are you angry? 

GERALD. Is there any reason why I shouldn't be angry? I'm angry because you treated 

mewell, so impudently, reallyclearing out and leaving one to whistle to the empty walls. 

ANABEL. Don't you think it was time I cleared out, when you became so violent, and 

really dangerous, really like a madman? 

GERALD. Time or not time, you wentyou disappeared and left us high and dryand I am 

still angry.But I'm not only angry about that. I'm angry with the colliers, with Labour for 

its lowdown impudenceand I'm angry with father for being so illand I'm angry with 

mother for looking such a hopeless thingand I'm angry with Oliver because he thinks so 

much 

ANABEL. And what are you angry with yourself for? 

GERALD. I'm angry with myself for being myselfI always was that. I was always a curse 

to myself. 

ANABEL. And that's why you curse others so much? 

GERALD. You talk as if butter wouldn't melt in your mouth. 

ANABEL. You see, Gerald, there has to be a change. You'll have to change. 

GERALD. Change of heart?Well, it won't be to get softer, Anabel. 

ANABEL. You needn't be softer. But you can be quieter, more sane even. There ought to 

be some part of you that can be quiet and apart from the world, some part that can be 

happy and gentle. 

GERALD. Well, there isn't. I don't pretend to be able to extricate a soft sort of John 

Halifax, Gentleman, out of the machine I'm mixed up in, and keep him to gladden the 

connubial hearth. I'm angry, and I'm angry right through, and I'm not going to play 

bopeep with myself, pretending not to be. 

ANABEL. Nobody asks you to. But is there no part of you that can be a bit gentle and 

peaceful and happy with a woman? 

GERALD. No, there isn't.I'm not going to smug with youno, not I. You're smug in your 

coming back. You feel virtuous, and expect me to rise to it. I won't. 

ANABEL. Then I'd better have stayed away. 

GERALD. If you want me to virtuise and smug with you, you had. 

ANABEL. What DO you want, then? 

GERALD. I don't know. I know I don't want THAT. 

ANABEL. Oh, very well. (Goes to the piano; begins to play.) 

(Enter MRS. BARLOW.) 

GERALD. Hello, mother! Father HAS gone to bed. 

MRS. BARLOW. Oh, I thought he was down here talking. You two alone? 

GERALD. With the piano for chaperone, mother. 

MRS. BARLOW. That's more than I gave you credit for. I haven't come to chaperone you 

either, Gerald. 

GERALD. Chaperone ME, mother! Do you think I need it? 



MRS. BARLOW. If you do, you won't get it. I've come too late to be of any use in that 

way, as far as I hear. 

GERALD. What have you heard, mother? 

MRS. BARLOW. I heard Oliver and this young woman talking. 

GERALD. Oh, did you? When? What did they say? 

MRS. BARLOW. Something about married in the sight of heaven, but couldn't keep it up 

on earth. 

GERALD. I don't understand. 

MRS. BARLOW. That you and this young woman were married in the sight of heaven, or 

through eternity, or something similar, but that you couldn't make up your minds to it 

on earth. 

GERALD. Really! That's very curious, mother. 

MRS. BARLOW. Very common occurrence, I believe. 

GERALD. Yes, so it is. But I don't think you heard quite right, dear. There seems to be 

some lingering uneasiness in heaven, as a matter of fact. We'd quite made up our minds 

to live apart on earth. But where did you hear this, mother? 

MRS. BARLOW. I heard it outside the studio door this morning. 

GERALD. You mean you happened to be on one side of the door while Oliver and 

Anabel were talking on the other? 

MRS. BARLOW. You'd make a detective, Geraldyou're so good at putting two and two 

together. I listened till I'd heard as much as I wanted. I'm not sure I didn't come down 

here hoping to hear another conversation going on. 

GERALD. Listen outside the door, darling? 

MRS. BARLOW. There'd be nothing to listen to if I were inside. 

GERALD. It isn't usually done, you know. 

MRS. BARLOW. I listen outside doors when I have occasion to be interestedwhich isn't 

often, unfortunately for me. 

GERALD. But I've a queer feeling that you have a permanent occasion to be interested 

in me. I only half like it. 

MRS. BARLOW. It's surprising how uninteresting you are, Gerald, for a man of your 

years. I have not had occasion to listen outside a door, for you, no, not for a great while, 

believe me. 

GERALD. I believe you implicitly, darling. But do you happen to know me through and 

through, and in and out, all my past and present doings, mother? Have you a secret 

access to my room, and a spyhole, and all those things? This is uncomfortably thrilling. 

You take on a new lustre. 

MRS. BARLOW. Your memoirs wouldn't make you famous, my son. 

GERALD. Infamous, dear? 

MRS. BARLOW. Good heavens, no! What a lot you expect from your very mild sins! You 

and this young woman have lived together, then? 



GERALD. Don't say "this young woman," mother dearit's slightly vulgar. It isn't for me 

to compromise Anabel by admitting such a thing, you know. 

MRS. BARLOW. Do you ask me to call her Anabel? I won't. 

GERALD. Then say "this person," mother. It's more becoming. 

MRS. BARLOW. I didn't come to speak to you, Gerald. I know you. I came to speak to 

this young woman. 

GERALD. "Person," mother.Will you curtsey, Anabel? And I'll twist my handkerchief. 

We shall make a Cruikshank drawing, if mother makes her hair a little more slovenly. 

MRS. BARLOW. You and Gerald were together for some time? 

GERALD. Three years, off and on, mother. 

MRS. BARLOW. And then you suddenly dropped my son, and went away? 

GERALD. To Norway, motherso I have gathered. 

MRS. BARLOW. And now you have come back because that last one died? 

GERALD. Is he dead, Anabel? How did he die? 

ANABEL. He was killed on the ice. 

GERALD. Oh, God! 

MRS. BARLOW. Now, having had your fill of tragedy, you have come back to be demure 

and to marry Gerald. Does he thank you? 

GERALD. You must listen outside the door, mother, to find that out. 

MRS. BARLOW. Well, it's your own affair. 

GERALD. What a lame summing up, mother!quite unworthy of you. 

ANABEL. What did you wish to say to me, Mrs. Barlow? Please say it. 

MRS. BARLOW. What did I wish to say! Ay, what did I wish to say! What is the use of 

my saying anything? What am I but a buffoon and a slovenly caricature in the family? 

GERALD. No, mother dear, don't climb downplease don't. Tell Anabel what you wanted 

to say. 

MRS. BARLOW. Yesyesyes. I came to saydon't be good to my sondon't be too good to 

him. 

GERALD. Sounds weak, dearmere contrariness. 

MRS. BARLOW. Don't presume to be good to my son, young woman. I won't have it, 

even if he will. You hear me? 

ANABEL. Yes. I won't presume, then. 

GERALD. May she presume to be bad to me, mother? 

MRS. BARLOW. For that you may look after yourself.But a woman who was good to him 

would ruin him in six months, take the manhood out of him. He has a tendency, a secret 

hankering, to make a gift of himself to somebody. He sha'n't do it. I warn you. I am not a 

woman to be despised. 

ANABEL. NoI understand. 

MRS. BARLOW. Only one other thing I ask. If he must fightand fight he mustlet him 

alone: don't you try to shield him or save him. DON'T INTERFEREdo you hear? 

ANABEL. Not till I must. 



MRS. BARLOW. NEVER. Learn your place, and keep it. Keep away from him, if you are 

going to be a wife to him. Don't go too near. And don't let him come too near. Beat him 

off if he tries. Keep a solitude in your heart even when you love him best. Keep it. If you 

lose it, you lose everything. 

GERALD. But that isn't love, mother. 

MRS. BARLOW. What? 

GERALD. That isn't love. 

MRS. BARLOW. WHAT? What do you know of love, you ninny? You only know the 

feedingbottle. It's what you want, all of youto be brought up by hand, and mew about 

love. Ah, God!Ah, God!that you should none of you know the only thing which would 

make you worth having. 

GERALD. I don't believe in your only thing, mother. But what is it? 

MRS. BARLOW. What you haven't gotthe power to be alone. 

GERALD. Sort of megalomania, you mean? 

MRS. BARLOW. What? Megalomania! What is your LOVE but a megalomania, flowing 

over everybody and everything like spilt water? Megalomania! I hate you, you softy! I 

would BEAT you (suddenly advancing on him and beating him fiercely)beat you into 

some manhoodbeat you 

GERALD. Stop, motherkeep off. 

MRS. BARLOW. It's the men who need beating nowadays, not the children. Beat the 

softness out of him, young woman. It's the only way, if you love him enoughif you love 

him enough. 

GERALD. You hear, Anabel? 

          Speak roughly to your little boy, 

          And beat him when he sneezes. 

MRS. BARLOW (catching up a large old fan, and smashing it about his head). You 

softyyou piffleryou will never have had enough! Ah, you should be thrust in the fire, you 

should, to have the softness and the brittleness burnt out of you! 

    (The door opensOLIVER TURTON enters, followed by JOB ARTHUR FREER. 

     MRS. BARLOW is still attacking GERALD.  She turns, infuriated.) 

Go out! Go out! What do you mean by coming in unannounced? Take him upstairstake 

that fellow into the library, Oliver Turton. 

GERALD. Mother, you improve our already pretty reputation. Already they say you are 

mad. 

MRS. BARLOW (ringing violently). Let me be mad then. I am maddriven mad. One day 

I shall kill you, Gerald. 

GERALD. You won't, mother because I sha'n't let you. 

MRS. BARLOW. Let me!let me! As if I should wait for you to let me! 

GERALD. I am a match for you even in violence, come to that. 

MRS. BARLOW. A match! A damp match. A wet match. 

(Enter BUTLER.) 



WILLIAM. You rang, madam? 

MRS. BARLOW. Clear up those bits.Where are you going to see that whitefaced fellow? 

Here? 

GERALD. I think so. 

MRS. BARLOW. You will STILL have them coming to the house, will you? You will still 

let them trample in our private rooms, will you? Bah! I ought to leave you to your own 

devices. (Exit.) 

GERALD. When you've done that, William, ask Mr. Freer to come down here. 

WILLIAM. Yes, sir. (A pause. Exit WILLIAM.) 

GERALD. Sooo. You've had another glimpse of the family life. 

ANABEL. Yes. Ratherdisturbing. 

GERALD. Not at all, when you're used to it. Mother isn't as mad as she pretends to be. 

ANABEL. I don't think she's mad at all. I think she has most desperate courage. 

GERALD. "Courage" is good. That's a new term for it. 

ANABEL. Yes, courage. When a man says "courage" he means the courage to die. A 

woman means the courage to live. That's what women hate men most for, that they 

haven't the courage to live. 

GERALD. Mother takes her courage in both hands rather late. 

ANABEL. We're a little late ourselves. 

GERALD. We are, rather. By the way, you seem to have had plenty of the courage of 

deathyou've played a pretty deathly game, it seems to meboth when I knew you and 

afterwards, you've had your finger pretty deep in the deathpie. 

ANABEL. That's why I want a change ofof 

GERALD. Of heart?Better take mother's tip, and try the poker. 

ANABEL. I will. 

GERALD. Hacorraggio! 

ANABEL. Yescorraggio! 

GERALD. Corraggiaccio! 

ANABEL. Corraggione! 

GERALD. Cockadoodledoo! 

(Enter OLIVER and FREER.) 

Oh, come in. Don't be afraid; it's a charade. (ANABEL rises.) No, don't go, Anabel. 

Corraggio! Take a seat, Mr. Freer. 

JOB ARTHUR. Sounds like a sneezing game, doesn't it? 

GERALD. It is. Do you know the famous rhyme: 

          Speak roughly to your little boy, 

          And beat him when he sneezes? 

JOB ARTHUR. No, I can't say I do. 

GERALD. My mother does. Will you have anything to drink? Will you help yourself? 

JOB ARTHUR. WellnoI don't think I'll have anything, thanks. 

GERALD. A cherry brandy?Yes?Anabel, what's yours? 



ANABEL. Did I see Kummel? 

GERALD. You did. (They all take drinks.) What's the latest, Mr. Freer? 

JOB ARTHUR. The latest? Well, I don't know, I'm sure 

GERALD. Oh, yes. Trot it out. We're quite private. 

JOB ARTHUR. WellI don't know. There's several things. 

GERALD. The more the merrier. 

JOB ARTHUR. I'm not so sure. The men are in a very funny temper, Mr. Barlowvery 

funny. 

GERALD. Coincidenceso am I. Not surprising, is it? 

JOB ARTHUR. The men, perhaps not. 

GERALD. What else, Job Arthur? 

JOB ARTHUR. You know the men have decided to stand by the office men? 

GERALD. Yes. 

JOB ARTHUR. They've agreed to come out next Monday. 

GERALD. Have they? 

JOB ARTHUR. Yes; there was no stopping them. They decided for it like one man. 

GERALD. How was that? 

JOB ARTHUR. That's what surprises me. They're a jolly sight more certain over this 

than they've ever been over their own interests. 

GERALD. All their love for the office clerks coming out in a rush? 

JOB ARTHUR. Well, I don't know about love; but that's how it is. 

GERALD. What is it, if it isn't love? 

JOB ARTHUR. I can't say. They're in a funny temper. It's hard to make out. 

GERALD. A funny temper, are they? Then I suppose we ought to laugh. 

JOB ARTHUR. No, I don't think it's a laughing matter. They're coming out on Monday 

for certain. 

GERALD. Yesso are the daffodils. 

JOB ARTHUR. Beg pardon? 

GERALD. Daffodils. 

JOB ARTHUR. No, I don't follow what you mean. 

GERALD. Don't you? But I thought Alfred Breffitt and William Straw were not very 

popular. 

JOB ARTHUR. No, they aren'tnot in themselves. But it's the principle of the thingso it 

seems. 

GERALD. What principle? 

JOB ARTHUR. Why, all sticking together, for one thingall Barlow & Walsall's men 

holding by one another. 

GERALD. United we stand? 

JOB ARTHUR. That's it. And then it's the strong defending the weak as well. There's 

three thousand colliers standing up for thirtyodd office men. I must say I think it's 

sporting myself. 



GERALD. You do, do you? United we stand, divided we fall. What do they stand for 

really? What is it? 

JOB ARTHUR. Wellfor their right to a living wage. That's how I see it. 

GERALD. For their right to a living wage! Just that? 

JOB ARTHUR. Yes, sirthat's how I see it. 

GERALD. Well, that doesn't seem so preposterously difficult does it? 

JOB ARTHUR. Why, that's what I think myself, Mr. Gerald. It's such a little thing. 

GERALD. Quite. I suppose the men themselves are to judge what is a living wage? 

JOB ARTHUR. Oh, I think they're quite reasonable, you know. 

GERALD. Oh, yes, eminently reasonable. Reason's their strong point.And if they get 

their increase they'll be quite contented? 

JOB ARTHUR. Yes, as far as I know, they will. 

GERALD. As far as you know? Why, is there something you don't know?something 

you're not sure about? 

JOB ARTHUR. NoI don't think so. I think they'll be quite satisfied this time. 

GERALD. Why this time? Is there going to be a next timeeverydayhasitstomorrow kind 

of thing? 

JOB ARTHUR. I don't know about that. It's a funny world, Mr. Barlow. 

GERALD. Yes, I quite believe it. How do you see it so funny? 

JOB ARTHUR. Oh, I don't know. Everything's in a funny state. 

GERALD. What do you mean by everything? 

JOB ARTHUR. WellI mean things in generalLabour, for example. 

GERALD. You think Labour's in a funny state, do you? What do you think it wants? 

What do you think, personally? 

JOB ARTHUR. Well, in my own mind, I think it wants a bit of its own back. 

GERALD. And how does it mean to get it? 

JOB ARTHUR. Ha! that's not so easy to say. But it means to have it, in the long run. 

GERALD. You mean by increasing demands for higher wages? 

JOB ARTHUR. Yes, perhaps that's one road. 

GERALD. Do you see any other? 

JOB ARTHUR. Not just for the present. 

GERALD. But later on? 

JOB ARTHUR. I can't say about that. The men will be quiet enough for a bit, if it's all 

right about the office men, you know. 

GERALD. Probably. But have Barlow & Walsall's men any special grievance apart from 

the rest of the miners? 

JOB ARTHUR. I don't know. They've no liking for you, you know, sir. 

GERALD. Why? 

JOB ARTHUR. They think you've got a down on them. 

GERALD. Why should they? 

JOB ARTHUR. I don't know, sir; but they do. 



GERALD. So they have a personal feeling against me? You don't think all the colliers are 

the same, all over the country? 

JOB ARTHUR. I think there's a good deal of feeling 

GERALD. Of wanting their own back? 

JOB ARTHUR. That's it. 

GERALD. But what can they do? I don't see what they can do. They can go out on 

strikebut they've done that before, and the owners, at a pinch, can stand it better than 

they can. As for the ruin of the industry, if they do ruin it, it falls heaviest on them. In 

fact, it leaves them destitute. There's nothing they can do, you know, that doesn't hit 

them worse than it hits us. 

JOB ARTHUR. I know there's something in that. But if they had a strong man to lead 

them, you see 

GERALD. Yes, I've heard a lot about that strong manbut I've never come across any 

signs of him, you know. I don't believe in one strong man appearing out of so many little 

men. All men are pretty big in an age, or in a movement, which produces a really big 

man. And Labour is a great swarm of hopelessly little men. That's how I see it. 

JOB ARTHUR. I'm not so sure about that. 

GERALD. I am. Labour is a thing that can't have a head. It's a sort of unwieldy monster 

that's bound to run its skull against the wall sooner or later, and knock out what bit of 

brain it's got. You see, you need wit and courage and real understanding if you're going 

to do anything positive. And Labour has none of these thingscertainly it shows no signs 

of them. 

JOB ARTHUR. Yes, when it has a chance, I think you'll see plenty of courage and plenty 

of understanding. 

GERALD. It always had a chance. And where one sees a bit of courage, there's no 

understanding; and where there's some understanding, there's absolutely no courage. 

It's hopeless, you knowit would be far best if they'd all give it up, and try a new line. 

JOB ARTHUR. I don't think they will. 

GERALD. No, I don't, either. They'll make a mess and when they've made it, they'll 

never get out of it. They can'tthey're too stupid. 

JOB ARTHUR. They've never had a try yet. 

GERALD. They're trying every day. They just simply couldn't control modern 

industrythey haven't the intelligence. They've no LIFE intelligence. The owners may 

have little enough, but Labour has none. They're just mechanical little things that can 

make one or two motions, and they're done. They've no more idea of life than a 

lawnmower has. 

JOB ARTHUR. It remains to be seen. 

GERALD. No, it doesn't. It's perfectly obviousthere's nothing remains to be seen. All 

that Labour is capable of, is smashing things up. And even for that I don't believe it has 

either the energy or the courage or the bit of necessary passion, or slapdashcall it 

whatever you will. However, we'll see. 



JOB ARTHUR. Yes, sir. Perhaps you see now why you're not so very popular, Mr. 

Gerald. 

GERALD. We can't all be popular, Job Arthur. You're very high up in popularity, I 

believe. 

JOB ARTHUR. Not so very. They listen to me a bit. But you never know when they'll let 

you down. I know they'll let me down one dayso it won't be a surprise. 

GERALD. I should think not. 

JOB ARTHUR. But about the office men, Mr. Gerald. You think it'll be all right? 

GERALD. Oh, yes, that'll be all right. 

JOB ARTHUR. Easiest for this time, anyhow, sir. We don't want bloodshed, do we? 

GERALD. I shouldn't mind at all. It might clear the way to something. But I have 

absolutely no belief in the power of Labour even to bring about anything so positive as 

bloodshed. 

JOB ARTHUR. I don't know about thatI don't know. Well. 

GERALD. Have another drink before you go.Yes, do. Help yourself. 

JOB ARTHUR. Wellif you're so pressing. (Helps himself.) Here's luck, all! 

ALL. Thanks. 

GERALD. Take a cigarthere's the box. Go ontake a handfulfill your case. 

JOB ARTHUR. They're a great luxury nowadays, aren't they? Almost beyond a man like 

me. 

GERALD. Yes, that's the worst of not being a bloated capitalist. Never mind, you'll be a 

Cabinet Minister some day.Oh, all rightI'll open the door for you. 

JOB ARTHUR. Oh, don't trouble. Good nightgood night. (Exeunt.) 

OLIVER. Oh, God, what a world to live in! 

ANABEL. I rather liked him. What is he? 

OLIVER. Checkweighmanlocal secretary for the Miner's Federationplays the violin well, 

although he was a collier, and it spoilt his hands. They're a musical family. 

ANABEL. But isn't he rather nice? 

OLIVER. I don't like him. But I confess he's a study. He's the modern Judas. 

ANABEL. Don't you think he likes Gerald? 

OLIVER. I'm sure he does. The way he suns himself herelike a cat purring in his 

luxuriation. 

ANABEL. YesI don't mind it. It shows a certain sensitiveness and a certain taste. 

OLIVER. Yes, he has bothtouch of the artist, as Mrs. Barlow says. He loves refinement, 

culture, breeding, all those thingsloves themand a presence, a fine free manner. 

ANABEL. But that is nice in him. 

OLIVER. Quite. But what he loves, and what he admires, and what he aspires to, he 

MUST betray. It's his fatality. He lives for the moment when he can kiss Gerald in the 

Garden of Olives, or wherever it was. 

ANABEL. But Gerald shouldn't be kissed. 

OLIVER. That's what I say. 



ANABEL. And that's what his mother means as well, I suppose. 

(Enter GERALD.) 

GERALD. Wellyou've heard the voice of the people. 

ANABEL. He isn't the people. 

GERALD. I think he is, myselfthe epitome. 

OLIVER. No, he's a special type. 

GERALD. Ineffectual, don't you think? 

ANABEL. How pleased you are, Gerald! How pleased you are with yourself! You love the 

turn with him. 

GERALD. It's rather stimulating, you know. 

ANABEL. It oughtn't to be, then. 

OLIVER. He's you Judas, and you love him. 

GERALD. Nothing so deep. He's just a sort of AEolian harp that sings to the temper of 

the wind. I find him amusing. 

ANABEL. I think it's boring. 

OLIVER. And I think it's nasty. 

GERALD. I believe you're both jealous of him. What do you think of the working man, 

Oliver? 

OLIVER. It seems to me he's in nearly as bad a way as the British employer: he's nearly 

as much beside the point. 

GERALD. What point? 

OLIVER. Oh, just life. 

GERALD. That's too vague, my boy. Do you think they'll ever make a bustup? 

OLIVER. I can't tell. I don't see any good in it, if they do. 

GERALD. It might clear the wayand it might block the way for ever: depends what 

comes through. But, sincerely, I don't think they've got it in them. 

ANABEL. They may have something better. 

GERALD. That suggestion doesn't interest me, Anabel. Ah, well, we shall see what we 

shall see. Have a whisky and soda with me, Oliver, and let the troubled course of this 

evening run to a smooth close. It's quite like old times. Aren't you smoking, Anabel? 

ANABEL. No, thanks. 

GERALD. I believe you're a reformed character. So it won't be like old times, after all. 

ANABEL. I don't want old times. I want new ones. 

GERALD. Wait till Job Arthur has risen like Antichrist, and proclaimed the resurrection 

of the gods.Do you see Job Arthur proclaiming Dionysos and Aphrodite? 

ANABEL. It bores me. I don't like your mood. Good night. 

GERALD. Oh, don't go. 

ANABEL. Yes, good night. (Exit.) 

OLIVER. She's NOT reformed, Gerald. She's the same old moral charactermoral to the 

last bit of her, reallyas she always was. 

GERALD. Is that what it is?But one must be moral. 



OLIVER. Oh, yes. Oliver Cromwell wasn't as moral as Anabel isnor such an iconoclast. 

GERALD. Poor old Anabel! 

OLIVER. How she hates the dark gods! 

GERALD. And yet they cast a spell over her. Poor old Anabel! Well, Oliver, is Bacchus 

the father of whisky? 

OLIVER. I don't know.I don't like you either. You seem to smile all over yourself. It's 

objectionable. Good night. 

GERALD. Oh, look here, this is censorious. 

OLIVER. You smile to yourself. (Exit.) 

(Curtain.) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



ACT III 

 

SCENE I 

 

  An old park.  Early evening.  In the background a low Georgian 

  hall, which has been turned into offices for the Company, shows 

  windows already lighted.  GERALD and ANABEL walk along the path. 

ANABEL. How beautiful this old park is! 

GERALD. Yes, it is beautifulseems so far away from everywhere, if one doesn't 

remember that the hall is turned into offices.No one has lived here since I was a little 

boy. I remember going to a Christmas party at the Walsalls'. 

ANABEL. Has it been shut up so long? 

GERALD. The Walsalls didn't like ittoo near the ugliness. They were county, you 

knowwe never were: father never gave mother a chance, there. And besides, the place is 

damp, cellars full of water. 

ANABEL. Even now? 

GERALD. No, not nowthey've been drained. But the place would be too damp for a 

dwellinghouse. It's all right as offices. They burn enormous fires. The rooms are quite 

charming. This is what happens to the stately homes of Englandthey buzz with inky 

clerks, or their equivalent. Stateliness is on its last legs. 

ANABEL. Yes, it grieves methough I should be bored if I had to be stately, I think.Isn't it 

beautiful in this light, like an eighteenthcentury aquatint? I'm sure no age was as ugly as 

this, since the world began. 

GERALD. For pure ugliness, certainly not. And I believe none has been so filthy to live 

in.Let us sit down a minute, shall we? and watch the rooks fly home. It always stirs sad, 

sentimental feelings in me. 

ANABEL. So it does in me.Listen! one can hear the coalcarts on the roadand the 

brookand the dull noise of the townand the beating of New London pitand voicesand the 

rooksand yet it is so still. We seem so still here, don't we? 

GERALD. Yes. 

ANABEL. Don't you think we've been wrong? 

GERALD. How? 

ANABEL. In the way we've livedand the way we've loved. 

GERALD. It hasn't been heaven, has it? Yet I don't know that we've been wrong, Anabel. 

We had it to go through. 

ANABEL. Perhaps.And, yes, we've been wrong, too. 

GERALD. Probably. Only, I don't feel it like that. 

ANABEL. Then I think you ought. You ought to feel you've been wrong. 

GERALD. Yes, probably. Only, I don't. I can't help it. I think we've gone the way we had 

to go, following our own natures. 

ANABEL. And where has it landed us? 



GERALD. Here. 

ANABEL. And where is that? 

GERALD. Just on this bench in the park, looking at the evening. 

ANABEL. But what next? 

GERALD. God knows! Why trouble? 

ANABEL. One must trouble. I want to feel sure. 

GERALD. What of? 

ANABEL. Of youand of myself. 

GERALD. Then BE sure. 

ANABEL. But I can't. Think of the pastwhat it's been. 

GERALD. This isn't the past. 

ANABEL. But what is it? Is there anything sure in it? Is there any real happiness? 

GERALD. Why not? 

ANABEL. But how can you ask? Think of what our life has been. 

GERALD. I don't want to. 

ANABEL. No, you don't. But what DO you want? 

GERALD. I'm all right, you know, sitting here like this. 

ANABEL. But one can't sit here forever, can one? 

GERALD. I don't want to. 

ANABEL. And what will you do when we leave here? 

GERALD. God knows! Don't worry me. Be still a bit. 

ANABEL. But I'M worried. You don't love me. 

GERALD. I won't argue it. 

ANABEL. And I'm not happy. 

GERALD. Why not, Anabel? 

ANABEL. Because you don't love meand I can't forget. 

GERALD. I do love youand tonight I've forgotten. 

ANABEL. Then make me forget, too. Make me happy. 

GERALD. I CAN'T make youand you know it. 

ANABEL. Yes, you can. It's your business to make me happy. I've made you happy. 

GERALD. You want to make me unhappy. 

ANABEL. I DO think you're the last word in selfishness. If I say I can't forget, you 

merely say, "I'VE forgotten"; and if I say I'm unhappy, all YOU can answer is that I want 

to make YOU unhappy. I don't in the least. I want to be happy myself. But you don't help 

me. 

GERALD. There is no help for it, you see. If you WERE happy with me here you'd be 

happy. As you aren't, nothing will make younot genuinely. 

ANABEL. And that's all you care. 

GERALD. NoI wish we could both be happy at the same moment. But apparently we 

can't. 



ANABEL. And why not?Because you're selfish, and think of nothing but yourself and 

your own feelings. 

GERALD. If it is so, it is so. 

ANABEL. Then we shall never be happy. 

GERALD. Then we sha'n't. (A pause.) 

ANABEL. Then what are we going to do? 

GERALD. Do? 

ANABEL. Do you want me to be with you? 

GERALD. Yes. 

ANABEL. Are you sure? 

GERALD. Yes. 

ANABEL. Then why don't you want me to be happy? 

GERALD. If you'd only BE happy, here and now 

ANABEL. How can I? 

GERALD. How can't you?You've got a devil inside you. 

ANABEL. Then make me not have a devil. 

GERALD. I've know you long enoughand known myself long enoughto know I can make 

you nothing at all, Anabel: neither can you make me. If the happiness isn't therewell, we 

shall have to wait for it, like a dispensation. It probably means we shall have to hate each 

other a little more.I suppose hate is a real process. 

ANABEL. Yes, I know you believe more in hate than in love. 

GERALD. Nobody is more weary of hate than I amand yet we can't fix our own hour, 

when we shall leave off hating and fighting. It has to work itself out in us. 

ANABEL. But I don't WANT to hate and fight with you any more. I don't BELIEVE in 

itnot any more. 

GERALD. It's a cleansing processlike Aristotle's Katharsis. We shall hate ourselves clean 

at last, I suppose. 

ANABEL. Why aren't you clean now? Why can't you love? (He laughs.) DO you love me? 

GERALD. Yes. 

ANABEL. Do you want to be with me for ever? 

GERALD. Yes. 

ANABEL. Sure? 

GERALD. Quite sure. 

ANABEL. Why are you so cool about it? 

GERALD. I'm not. I'm only surewhich you are not. 

ANABEL. Yes, I amI WANT to be married to you. 

GERALD. I know you want me to want you to be married to me. But whether off your 

own bat you have a positive desire that way, I'm not sure. You keep something backsome 

sort of female reservationlike a dagger up your sleeve. You want to see me in transports 

of love for you. 



ANABEL. How can you say so? Thereyou seetherethis is the man that pretends to love 

me, and then says I keep a dagger up my sleeve. You liar! 

GERALD. I do love youand you do keep a dagger up your sleevesome devilish little 

female reservation which spies at me from a distance, in your soul, all the time, as if I 

were an enemy. 

ANABEL. How CAN you say so?Doesn't it show what you must be yourself? Doesn't it 

show?What is there in your soul? 

GERALD. I don't know. 

ANABEL. Love, pure love?Do you pretend it's love? 

GERALD. I'm so tired of this. 

ANABEL. So am I, dead tired: you selfdeceiving, self complacent thing. Ha!aren't you 

just the same? You haven't altered one scrap not a scrap. 

GERALD. All rightyou are always free to change yourself. 

ANABEL. I HAVE changed I AM better, I DO love youI love you wholly and unselfishlyI 

doand I want a good new life with you. 

GERALD. You're terribly wrapped up in your new goodness. I wish you'd make up your 

mind to be downright bad. 

ANABEL. Ha!Do you?You'd soon see. You'd soon see where you'd be if There's 

somebody coming. (Rises.) 

GERALD. Never mind; it's the clerks leaving work, I suppose. Sit still. 

ANABEL. Won't you go? 

GERALD. No. (A man draws near, followed by another.) 

CLERK. Good evening, sir. (Passes on.) Good evening, Mr. Barlow. 

ANABEL. They are afraid. 

GERALD. I suppose their consciences are uneasy about this strike. 

ANABEL. Did you come to sit here just to catch them, like a spider waiting for them? 

GERALD. No. I wanted to speak to Breffitt. 

ANABEL. I believe you're capable of any horridness. 

GERALD. All right, you believe it. (Two more figures approach.) Good evening. 

CLERKS. Good night, sir. (One passes, one stops.) Good evening, Mr. Barlow. Erdid you 

want to see Mr. Breffitt, sir? 

GERALD. Not particularly. 

CLERK. Oh! He'll be out directly, sirif you'd like me to go back and tell him you wanted 

him? 

GERALD. No, thank you. 

CLERK. Good night, sir. Excuse me asking. 

GERALD. Good night. 

ANABEL. Who is Mr. Breffitt? 

GERALD. He is the chief clerkand cashierone of father's old pillars of society. 

ANABEL. Don't you like him? 

GERALD. Not much. 



ANABEL. Why?You seem to dislike very easily. 

GERALD. Oh, they all used to try to snub me, these old buffers. They detest me like 

poison, because I am different from father. 

ANABEL. I believe you enjoy being detested. 

GERALD. I do. (Another clerk approacheshesitatesstops.) 

CLERK. Good evening, sir. Good evening, Mr. Barlow. Erdid you want anybody at the 

office, sir? We're just closing. 

GERALD. No, I didn't want anybody. 

CLERK. Oh, no, sir. I see. Erby the way, sirerI hope you don't think thiserbother about 

an increasethis strike threatstarted in the office? 

GERALD. Where did it start? 

CLERK. I should think it startedwhere it usually starts, Mr. Barlowamong a few 

loudmouthed people who think they can do as they like with the men. They're only using 

the office men as a cryThey've no interest in us. They want to show their power.That's 

how it is, sir. 

GERALD. Oh, yes. 

CLERK. We're powerless, if they like to make a cry out of us. 

GERALD. Quite. 

CLERK. We're as much put out about it as anybody. 

GERALD. Of course. 

CLERK. Yeswellgood night, sir. (Clerks draw nearthere is a sound of loud young voices 

and bicycle bells. Bicycles sweep past.) 

CLERKS. Good night, sir.Good night, sir. 

GERALD. Good night.They're very bucked to see me sitting here with a womana young 

lady as they'll say. I guess your name will be flying round tomorrow. They stop partly to 

have a good look at you. Do they know you, do you think? 

ANABEL. Sure. 

CLERKS. Mr. Breffitt's just coming, sir.Good night, sir.Good night, sir. (Another bicycle 

passes.) 

ANABEL. The bicycles don't see us.Isn't it rather hateful to be a master? The attitude of 

them all is so ugly. I can quite see that it makes you rather a bully. 

GERALD. I suppose it does. (Figure of a large man approaches.) 

BREFFITT. Ohahit's Mr. Gerald!I couldn't make out who it was.Were you coming up to 

the office, sir? Do you want me to go back with you? 

GERALD. No, thank youI just wanted a word with you about this agitation. It'll do just 

as well here. It's a pity it startedthat the office should have set it going, Breffitt. 

BREFFITT. It's none of the office's doing, I think you'll find, Mr. Gerald. The office men 

did nothing but ask for a just advanceat any rate, time and prices being what they are, I 

consider it a fair advance. If the men took it up, it's because they've got a set of 

loudmouthed blatherers and agitators among them like Job Arthur Freer, who deserve 

to be hungand hanging they'd get, if I could have the judging of them. 



GERALD. Wellit's very unfortunatebecause we can't give the clerks their increase now, 

you know. 

BREFFITT. Can't you?can't you? I can't see that it would be anything out of the way, if I 

say what I think. 

GERALD. No. They won't get any increase now. It shouldn't have been allowed to 

become a public cry with the colliers. We can't give in now. 

BREFFITT. Have the Board decided that? 

GERALD. They haveon my advice. 

BREFFITT. Hm!then the men will come out. 

GERALD. We will see. 

BREFFITT. It's trouble for nothingit's trouble that could be avoided. The clerks could 

have their advance, and it would hurt nobody. 

GERALD. Too late now.I suppose if the men come out, the clerks will come out with 

them? 

BREFFITT. They'll have tothey'll have to. 

GERALD. If they do, we may then make certain alterations in the office staff which have 

needed making for some time. 

BREFFITT. Very goodvery good. I know what you mean.I don't know how your father 

bears all this, Mr. Gerald. 

GERALD. We keep it from him as much as possible.You'll let the clerks know the 

decision. And if they stay out with the men, I'll go over the list of the staff with you. It 

has needed revising for a long time. 

BREFFITT. I know what you meanI know what you meanI believe I understand the 

firm's interest in my department. I ought, after forty years studying it. I've studied the 

firm's interest for forty years, Mr. Gerald. I'm not likely to forget them now. 

GERALD. Of course. 

BREFFITT. But I think it's a mistakeI think it's a mistake, and I'm bound to say it, to let 

a great deal of trouble rise for a very small cause. The clerks might have had what they 

reasonably asked her. 

GERALD. Well, it's too late now. 

BREFFITT. I suppose it isI suppose it is. I hope you'll remember, sir, that I've put the 

interest of the firm before everythingbefore every consideration. 

GERALD. Of course, Breffitt. 

BREFFITT. But you've not had any liking for the office staff, I'm afraid, sirnot since your 

father put you amongst us for a few months.Well, sir, we shall weather this gale, I hope, 

as we've weathered those in the past. Times don't become better, do they? Men are an 

ungrateful lot, and these agitators should be lynched. They would, if I had my way. 

GERALD. Yes, of course. Don't wait. 

BREFFITT. Good night to you. (Exit.) 

GERALD. Good night. 

ANABEL. He's the last, apparently. 



GERALD. We'll hope so. 

ANABEL. He puts you in a fury. 

GERALD. It's his manner. My father spoilt themabominable old limpets. And they're so 

selfrighteous. They think I'm a sort of criminal who has instigated this new devilish 

system which runs everything so close and cuts it so fineas if they hadn't made this 

inevitable by their shameless carelessness and wastefulness in the past. He may well 

boast of his forty yearsforty years' crass, stupid wastefulness. 

     (Two or three more clerks pass, talking till they approach the seat, 

     then becoming silent after bidding good night.) 

ANABEL. But aren't you a bit sorry for them? 

GERALD. Why? If they're poor, what does it matter in a world of chaos? 

ANABEL. And aren't you an obstinate ass not to give them the bit they want. It's mere 

stupid obstinacy. 

GERALD. It may be. I call it policy. 

ANABEL. Men always do call their obstinacy policy. 

GERALD. Well, I don't care what happens. I wish things would come to a head. I only 

fear they won't. 

ANABEL. Aren't you rather wicked?ASKING for strife? 

GERALD. I hope I am. It's quite a relief to me to feel that I may be wicked. I fear I'm not. 

I can see them all anticipating victory, in their lowdown fashion wanting to crow their 

lowdown crowings. I'm afraid I feel it's a righteous cause, to cut a lot of little combs 

before I die. 

ANABEL. But if they're right in what they want? 

GERALD. In the rightin the right!They're just greedy, incompetent, stupid, gloating in a 

sense of the worst sort of power. They're like vicious children, who would like to kill 

their parents so that they could have the run of the larder. The rest is just cant. 

ANABEL. If you're the parent in the case, I must say you flow over with lovingkindness 

for them. 

GERALD. I don'tI detest them. I only hope they will fight. If they would, I'd have some 

respect for them. But you'll see what it will be. 

ANABEL. I wish I needn't, for it's very sickening. 

GERALD. Sickening beyond expression. 

ANABEL. I wish we could go right away. 

GERALD. So do IIf one could get oneself out of this. But one can't. It's the same 

wherever you have industrialismand you have industrialism everywhere, whether it's in 

Timbuctoo or Paraguay or Antananarivo. 

ANABEL. No, it isn't: you exaggerate. 

JOB ARTHUR (suddenly approaching from the other side). Good evening, Mr. Barlow. I 

heard you were in here. Could I have a word with you? 

GERALD. Get on with it, then. 

JOB ARTHUR. Is it right that you won't meet the clerks? 



GERALD. Yes. 

JOB ARTHUR. Not in any way? 

GERALD. Not in any way whatsoever. 

JOB ARTHUR. ButI thought I understood from you the other night 

GERALD. It's all the same what you understood. 

JOB ARTHUR. Then you take it back, sir? 

GERALD. I take nothing back, because I gave nothing. 

JOB ARTHUR. Oh, excuse me, excuse me, sir. You said it would be all right about the 

clerks. This lady heard you say it. 

GERALD. Don't you call witnesses against me.Besides, what does it matter to you? What 

in the name of 

JOB ARTHUR. Well, sir, you said it would be all right, and I went on that 

GERALD. You went on that! Where did you go to? 

JOB ARTHUR. The men'll be out on Monday. 

GERALD. So shall I. 

JOB ARTHUR. Oh, yes, butwhere's it going to end? 

GERALD. Do you want me to prophesy? When did I set up for a public prophet? 

JOB ARTHUR. I don't know, sir. But perhaps you're doing more than you know. There's 

a funny feeling just now among the men. 

GERALD. So I've heard before. Why should I concern myself with their feelings? Am I to 

cry when every collier bumps his funnyboneor to laugh? 

JOB ARTHUR. It's no laughing matter, you see. 

GERALD. An I'm sure it's no crying matterunless you want to cry, do you see? 

JOB ARTHUR. Ah, but, very likely, it wouldn't be me would cry.You don't know what 

might happen, now. 

GERALD. I'm waiting for something to happen. I should like something to happenvery 

muchvery much indeed. 

JOB ARTHUR. Yes, but perhaps you'd be sorry if it did happen. 

GERALD. Is that warning or a threat? 

JOB ARTHUR. I don't knowit might be a bit of both. What I mean to say 

GERALD (suddenly seizing him by the scruff of the neck and shaking him). What do you 

mean to say?I mean you to say less, do you see?a great deal lessdo you see? You've run 

on with your saying long enough: that clock had better run down. So stop your 

sayingsstop your sayings, I tell youor you'll have them shaken out of youshaken out of 

youshaken out of you, do you see? (Suddenly flings him aside.) 

(JOB ARTHUR, staggering, falls.) 

ANABEL. Oh, no!oh, no! 

GERALD. Now get up, Job Arthur; and get up wiser than you went down. You've played 

your little game and your little tricks and made your little sayings long enough. You're 

going to stop now. We've had quite enough of strong men of your stamp, Job 

Arthurquite enoughsuch labour leaders as you. 



JOB ARTHUR. You'll be sorry, Mr. Barlowyou'll be sorry. You'll wish you'd not attacked 

me. 

GERALD. Don't you trouble about me and my sorrow. Mind your own. 

JOB ARTHUR. You willyou'll be sorry. You'll be sorry for what you've done. You'll wish 

you'd never begun this. 

GERALD. Begunbegun?I'd like to finish, too, that I would. I'd like to finish with you, 

tooI warn YOU. 

JOB ARTHUR. I warn youI warn you. You won't go on much longer. Every parish has its 

own vermin. 

GERALD. Vermin? 

JOB ARTHUR. Every parish has its own vermin; it lies with every parish to destroy its 

own. We sha'n't have a clean parish till we've destroyed the vermin we've got. 

GERALD. Vermin? The fool's raving. Vermin!Another phrasemaker, by God! Another 

phrasemaker to lead the people.Vermin? What vermin? I know quite well what I mean 

by vermin, Job Arthur. But what do you mean? Vermin? Explain yourself. 

JOB ARTHUR. Yes, vermin. Vermin is what lives on other people's lives, living on their 

lives and profiting by it. We've got 'em in every parishvermin, I saythat live on the sweat 

and blood of the peoplelive on it, and get rich on itget rich through living on other 

people's lives, the lives of the working menliving on the bodies of the working menthat's 

verminif it isn't, what is it? And every parish must destroy its ownevery parish must 

destroy its own vermin. 

GERALD. The phrase, my God! the phrase. 

JOB ARTHUR. Phrase or not phrase, there it is, and face it out if you can. There it 

isthere's not one in every parishthere's more than onethere's a number 

GERALD (suddenly kicking him). Go! (Kicks him.) Go! (Kicks him.) go! (JOB ARTHUR 

falls.) Get out! (Kicks him.) Get out, I say! Get out, I tell you! Get out! Get 

out!Vermin!Vermin!I'll vermin you! I'll put my foot through your phrases. Get up, I say, 

get up and goGO! 

JOB ARTHUR. It'll be you as'll go, this time. 

GERALD. What? What?By God! I'll kick you out of this park like a rotten bundle if you 

don't get up and go. 

ANABEL. No, Gerald, no. Don't forget yourself. It's enough now. It's enough now.Come 

away. Do come away. Come awayleave him 

JOB ARTHUR (still on the ground). It's your turn to go. It's you as'll go, this time. 

GERALD (looking at him). One can't even tread on you. 

ANABEL. Don't, Gerald, don'tdon't look at him.Don't say any more, you, Job 

Arthur.Come away, Gerald. Come awaycomedo come. 

GERALD (turning). THAT a human being! My God!But he's rightit's I who go. It's we 

who go, Anabel. He's still there.My God! a human being! 

(Curtain.) 

SCENE II 



  Marketplace as in Act I.  WILLIE HOUGHTON, addressing a large 

  crowd of men from the foot of the obelisk. 

WILLIE. And now you're out on strikenow you've been out for a week pretty nearly, 

what further are you? I heard a great deal of talk about what you were going to do. Well, 

what ARE you going to do? You don't know. You've not the smallest idea. You haven't 

any idea whatsoever. You've got your leaders. Now then, Job Arthur, throw a little light 

on the way in front, will you: for it seems to me we're lost in a bog. Which way are we to 

steer? Comegive the word, and let's geeup. 

JOB ARTHUR. You ask me which way we are to go. I say we can't go our own way, 

because of the obstacles that lie in front. You've got to remove the obstacles from the 

way. 

WILLIE. So said Balaam's ass. But you're not an assbeg pardon; and you're not 

Balaamyou're Job. And we've all got to be little Jobs, learning how to spell patience 

backwards. We've lost our jobs and we've found a Job. It's picking up a scorpion when 

you're looking for an egg.Tell us what you propose doing.... Remove an obstacle from the 

way! What obstacle? And whose way? 

JOB ARTHUR. I think it's pretty plain what the obstacle is. 

WILLIE. Oh, ay. Tell us then. 

JOB ARTHUR. The obstacle to Labour is Capital. 

WILLIE. And how are we going to put salt on Capital's tail? 

JOB ARTHUR. By Labour we mean us working men; and by Capital we mean those that 

derive benefit from us, take the cream off us and leave us the skim. 

WILLIE. Oh, yes. 

JOB ARTHUR. So that, if you're going to remove the obstacle, you've got to remove the 

masters, and all that belongs to them. Does everybody agree with me? 

VOICES (loud). Ah, we doyeswe do thatwe do an' a'yiyithat's it! 

WILLIE. Agreed unanimously. But how are we going to do it? Do you propose to send 

for Williamson's furniture van, to pack them in? I should think one pantechnicon would 

do, just for this parish. I'll drive. Who'll be the vanmen to list and carry? 

JOB ARTHUR. It's no use fooling. You've fooled for thirty years, and we're no further. 

What's got to be done will have to be begun. It's for every man to sweep in front of his 

own doorstep. You can't call your neighbours dirty till you've washed your own face. 

Every parish has got its own vermin, and it's the business of every parish to get rid of its 

own. 

VOICES. That's itthat's itthat's the ticketthat's the style! 

WILLIE. And are you going to comb 'em out, or do you propose to use Keating's? 

VOICES. Shut it! Shut it up! Stop thy face! Hold thy gab!Go on, Job Arthur. 

JOB ARTHUR. How it's got to be done is for us all to decide. I'm not one for violence, 

except it's a forceput. But it's like this. We've been travelling for years to where we stand 

nowand here the road stops. There's a precipice below and a rockface above. And in 

front of us stand the masters. Now there's three things we can do. We can either throw 



ourselves over the precipice; or we can lie down and let the masters walk over us; or we 

can GET ON. 

WILLIE. Yes. That's all right. But how are you going to get on? 

JOB ARTHUR. Wellwe've either got to throw the obstacle down the cliffor walk over it. 

VOICES. Ayayayyesthat's a fact. 

WILLIE. I quite follow you, Job Arthur. You've either got to do for the mastersor else 

just remove them, and put them somewhere else. 

VOICES. Get rid on 'emdrop 'em down the shaftsink 'emha' done wi' 'emdrop 'em down 

the shaftbust the beggarswhat do you do wi' vermin? 

WILLIE. Supposing you begin. Supposing you take Gerald Barlow, and hang him up 

from his lamppost, with a piece of coal in his mouth for a sacrament 

VOICES. Ayserve him rightserve the beggar right! Shove it down's throttleay! 

WILLIE. Supposing you do itsupposing you've done itand supposing you aren't caught 

and punishedeven supposing thatwhat are you going to do next?THAT'S the point. 

JOB ARTHUR. We know what we're going to do. Once we can get our hands free, we 

know what we're going to do. 

WILLIE. Yes, so do I. You're either going to make SUCH a mess that we shall never get 

out of itwhich I don't think you will do, for the English working man is the soul of 

obedience and order, and he'd behave himself tomorrow as if he was at Sunday school, 

no matter what he does today.No, what you'll do, Job Arthur, you'll set up another lot of 

masters, such a jolly sight worse than what we've got now. I'd rather be mastered by 

Gerald Barlow, if it comes to mastering, than by Job Arthur Freeroh, SUCH a lot! You'll 

be far less free with Job Arthur for your boss than ever you were with Gerald Barlow. 

You'll be far more degraded.In fact, though I've preached socialism in the marketplace 

for thirty yearsif you're going to start killing the masters to set yourselves up as 

bosseswhy, kill me along with the masters. For I'd rather die with somebody who has 

one tiny little spark of decency leftthough it IS a little tiny sparkthan live to triumph 

with those that have none. 

VOICES. Shut thy face, Houghtonshut it upshut him uphustle the beggar! 

Hoi!hoiee!whoo!whoamit, whoamit!whoo! bowwow!wetwhiskers! 

WILLIE. And it's no use you making fool of yourselves (His words are heard through an 

ugly, jeering, cold commotion.) 

VOICE (loudly). He's comin'. 

VOICES. Who? 

VOICE. Barlow.See 's motor?comin' upsithee? 

WILLIE. If you've any sense left (Suddenly and violently disappears.) 

VOICES. Sorry!he's comin''s comin'sorry, ah! Who's in?That's Turton drivin'yi, he's 

behind wi' a womanah, he's comin'he'll none go backhold on. Sorry!wheer's 'e comin'?up 

from Loddoay (The cries die downthe motor car slowly comes into sight, OLIVER 

driving, GERALD and ANABEL behind. The men stand in a mass in the way.) 

OLIVER. Mind yourself, there. (Laughter.) 



GERALD. Go ahead, Oliver. 

VOICE. What's yer 'urry? 

    (Crowd sways and surges on the car. OLIVER is suddenly dragged out. 

     GERALD stands uphe, too, is seized from behindhe wrestlesis 

     torn out of his greatcoatthen fallsdisappears.  Loud cries 

     "Hi!hoi!hoiee!"all the while.  The car shakes and presses 

     uneasily.) 

VOICE. Stop the blazin' motor, somebody. 

VOICE. Here y' are!hold a minute. (A man jumps in and stops the enginehe drops in the 

driver's seat.) 

COLLIER (outside the car). Step down, miss. 

ANABEL. I am Mrs. Barlow. 

COLLIER. Missis, then. (Laugh.) Step donelead 'er forrard. Take 'em forrard. 

JOB ARTHUR. Ay, make a road. 

GERALD. You're makin' a proper fool of yourself now, Freer. 

JOB ARTHUR. You've brought it on yourself. YOU'VE made fools of plenty of men. 

COLLIERS. Come on, nowcome on! Whoa!whoa!he's a jibbergo pretty now, go pretty! 

VOICES (suddenly). Lay hold o' Houghtonnab 'imseize 'imrats!rats!bring 'im forrard! 

ANABEL (in a loud, clear voice). I never knew anything so RIDICULOUS. 

VOICES (falsetto). Ridiculous! Oh, ridiculous! Mind the step, dear!I'm Mrs. Barlow!Oh, 

are you?Tweettweet! 

JOB ARTHUR. Make a space, boys, make a space, boys, make a space. (He stands with 

prisoners in a cleared space before the obelisk.) Nownowquiet a minutewe want to ask a 

few questions of these gentlemen. 

VOICES. Quiet!quiet!Shhh! Shhh!Answer prettyanswer pretty now!Quiet!Shhhh! 

JOB ARTHUR. We want to ask you, Mr. Gerald Barlow, why you have given occasion for 

this present trouble. 

GERALD. You are a fool. 

VOICES. Oh!oh!naughty Barlow!naughty baalambanswer prettybe good 

baalambbaabaa!answer pretty when gentleman asks you. 

JOB ARTHUR. Quiet a bit Shhh!We put this plain question to you, Mr. Barlow. Why did 

you refuse to give the clerks this just and fair advance, when you knew that by refusing 

you would throw three thousand men out of employment? 

GERALD. You are a fool, I say. 

VOICES. Oh!oh!won't dowon't do, Barlowwrong answerwrong answerbe good 

baalambnaughty boynaughty boy! 

JOB ARTHUR. Quiet a bit now!If three thousand men ask you a just, straightforward 

question, do you consider they've no right to an answer? 

GERALD. I would answer you with my foot. 



VOICES (amid a threatening scuffle). Dadida! Hark yehark ye! Ohwhoawhoa a bit!won't 

do!won't do!naughtynaughtysay you're sorrysay you're sorrykneel and say you're 

sorrykneel and beg pardon! 

JOB ARTHUR. Hold on a bitkeep clear! 

VOICES. Make him kneelmake him kneelon his knees with him! 

JOB ARTHUR. I think you'd better kneel down. 

    (The crowd press on GERALDhe strugglesthey hit him behind the 

     knees, force him down.) 

OLIVER. This is shameful and unnecessary. 

VOICES. All of 'emon your kneesall of' emon their knees! 

    (The seize OLIVER and WILLIE and ANABEL, hustling. ANABEL kneels 

     quietlythe others struggle.) 

WILLIE. Well, of all the damned, dirty, cowardly 

VOICES. Shut up, Houghtonshut him upsqueeze him! 

OLIVER. Get off melet me aloneI'll kneel. 

VOICES. Good little doggiesnice doggieskneel and beg pardonyapyapanswermake him 

answer! 

JOB ARTHUR (holding up his hand for silence). It would be better if you answered 

straight off, Barlow. We want to know why you prevented that advance. 

VOICES (after a pause). Nip his neck! Make him yelp! 

OLIVER. Let me answer, then.Because it's worse, perhaps, to be bullied by three 

thousand men than by one man. 

VOICES. Oh!oh!dog keeps barkingstuff his mouthstop him uphere's a bit of 

paperanswer, Barlownip his neckstuff his mugmake him yelpcork the bottle! 

    (They press a lump of newspaper into OLIVER'S mouth, and bear down on 

     GERALD.) 

JOB ARTHUR. Quietquietquiet a minute, everybody. We give him a minutewe give him 

a minute to answer. 

VOICES. Give him a minutea holy minutesay your prayers, Barlowyou've got a 

minuteticktick, says the clocktime him! 

JOB ARTHUR. Keep quiet. 

WILLIE. Of all the damned, cowardly 

VOICES. Shhh!Squeeze himthrottle him! Silence is golden, Houghton.Close the 

shutters, Willie's dead.Dry up, wet whiskers! 

JOB ARTHUR. You've fifteen seconds. 

VOICES. There's a long, long trail awinding 

JOB ARTHUR. The minute's up.We ask you again, Gerald Barlow, why you refused a 

just and fair demand, when you know it was against the wishes of three thousand men 

all as good as yourself. 

VOICES. And a sight betterI don't thinkwe're not all verminwe're not all crawlers, living 

off the sweat of other folkswe're not all parish verminparish vermin. 



JOB ARTHUR. And on what grounds do you think you have no occasion to answer the 

straightforward question we put you here? 

ANABEL (after a pause). Answer them, Gerald. What's the use of prolonging this? 

GERALD. I've nothing to answer. 

VOICES. Nothing to answerGerald, darlingGerald, duckieoh, loveydoveyI've nothing to 

answerno, by Godno, by God, he hasnanowt to answerma'e him find summat, 

thenanswer for himgi'e him's answerlet him ha'e itgo onmummumloveydoveyrub his 

nose in itkiss the dirt, duckybend him downrub his nose inhe's saying somethingoh, no, 

he isn'tsorry I spokebend him down! 

JOB ARTHUR. Quiet a bitquiet everybodyhe's got to answerkeep quiet.Now (A silence.) 

Now then, Barlow, will you answer, or won't you? (Silence.) 

ANABEL. Answer them, Geraldnever mind. 

VOICES. Shhh! Shhh! (Silence.) 

JOB ARTHUR. You won't answer, Barlow? 

VOICE. Down the beggar! 

VOICES. Down himput his nose downflatten him! 

    (The crowd surges and begins to howlthey sway dangerouslyGERALD 

     is spreadeagled on the floor, face down.) 

JOB ARTHUR. Backbackback a minutebackback! (They recoil.) 

WILLIE. I HOPE there's a God in heaven. 

VOICES. Put him downflatten him! 

(WILLIE is flattened on the ground.) 

JOB ARTHUR. Now, thennow thenif you won't answer, Barlow, I can't stand here for 

you any more.Take your feet off him, boys, and turn him overlet us look at him. Let us 

see if he CAN speak. (They turn him over, with another scuffle.) Now then, Barlowyou 

can see the sky above you. Now do you think you're going to play with three thousand 

men, with their lives and with their souls?now do you think you're going to answer them 

with your foot?do youdo you? 

    (The crowd has begun to sway and heave dangerously, with a low, 

     muffled roar, above which is heard JOB ARTHUR'S voice.  As he 

     ceases, the roar breaks into a yellthe crowd heaves.) 

VOICES. Down himcrack the verminon top of himput your foot on the vermin! 

ANABEL (with a loud, piercing cry, suddenly starting up). Ah, no! Ah, no! Ahhhh noooo! 

Ahhhh noooo! Ahhhh noooo! Noooo! Noooo! Noo! Nooo!Ahhhh!it's enough, it's enough, 

it's enoughhe's a man as you are. He's a man as you are. He's a man as you are. (Weepsa 

breath of silence.) 

OLIVER. Let us stop nowlet us stop now. Let me stand up. (Silence.) I want to stand up. 

(A muffled noise.) 

VOICE. Let him get up. (OLIVER rises.) 



OLIVER. Be quiet. Be quiet.Nowchoose! Choose! Choose! Choose what you will do! Only 

choose! Choose!it will be irrevocable. (A moment's pause.) Thank God we haven't gone 

too far.Gerald, get up. (Men still hold him down.) 

JOB ARTHUR. Isn't he to answer us? Isn't he going to answer us? 

OLIVER. Yes, he shall answer you. He shall answer you. But let him stand up. No more 

of this. Let him stand up. He must stand up. (Men still hold GERALD down.) OLIVER 

takes hold of their hands and removes them.) Let golet go now. Yes, let goyesI ask you to 

let go. (Slowly, sullenly, the men let go. GERALD is free, but he does not move.) 

Thereget up, Gerald! Get up! You aren't hurt, are you? You must get upit's no use. We're 

doing our bestyou must do yours. When things are like this, we have to put up with what 

we get. (GERALD rises slowly and faces the mob. They roar dully.) You ask why the 

clerks didn't get this increase? Wait! Wait! Do you still wish for any answer, Mr. Freer? 

JOB ARTHUR. Yes, that's what we've been waiting for. 

OLIVER. Then answer, Gerald. 

GERALD. They've trodden on my face. 

OLIVER. No matter. Job Arthur will easily answer that you've trodden on their souls. 

Don't start an altercation. (The crowd is beginning to roar.) 

GERALD. You want to know why the clerks didn't get their rise?Because you interfered 

and attempted to bully about it, do you see. That's why. 

VOICES. You want bullying.You'll get bullying, you will. 

OLIVER. Can't you see it's no good, either side? It's no mortal use. We might as well all 

die tomorrow, or today, or this minute, as go on bullying one another, one side bullying 

the other side, and the other side bullying back. We'd BETTER all die. 

WILLIE. And a great deal better. I'm damned if I'll take sides with anybody against 

anything, after this. If I'm to die, I'll die by myself. As for living, it seems impossible. 

JOB ARTHUR. Have the men nothing to be said for their side? 

OLIVER. They have a great dealbut not EVERYTHING, you see. 

JOB ARTHUR. Haven't they been wronged? And AREN'T they wronged? 

OLIVER. They haveand they are. But haven't they been wrong themselves, too?and 

aren't they wrong now? 

JOB ARTHUR. How? 

OLIVER. What about this affair? Do you call it right? 

JOB ARTHUR. Haven't we been driven to it? 

OLIVER. Partly. And haven't you driven the masters to it, as well? 

JOB ARTHUR. I don't see that. 

OLIVER. Can't you see that it takes two to make a quarrel? And as long as each party 

hangs on to its own end of the stick and struggles to get full hold of the stick, the quarrel 

will continue. It will continue till you've killed one another. And even then, what better 

shall you be? What better would you be, really, if you'd killed Gerald Barlow just now? 

You wouldn't, you know. We're all human beings, after all. And why can't we try really to 

leave off struggling against one another, and set up a new state of things? 



JOB ARTHUR. That's all very well, you see, while you've got the goods. 

OLIVER. I've got very little, I assure you. 

JOB ARTHUR. Well, if you haven't, those you mix with have. They've got the money, 

and the power, and they intend to keep it. 

OLIVER. As for power, somebody must have it, you know. It only rests with you to put it 

into the hands of the best men, the men you REALLY believe in.And as for money, it's 

life, it's living that matters, not simply having money. 

JOB ARTHUR. You can't live without money. 

OLIVER. I know that. And therefore why can't we have the decency to agree simply 

about moneyjust agree to dispose of it so that all men could live their own lives. 

JOB ARTHUR. That's what we want to do. But the others, such as Gerald Barlow, they 

keep the moneyAND the power. 

OLIVER. You see, if you wanted to arrange things so that money flowed more naturally, 

so that it flowed naturally to every man, according to his needs, I think we could all soon 

agree. But you don't. What you want is to take it away from one set and give it to 

anotheror keep it yourselves. 

JOB ARTHUR. We want every man to have his proper share. 

OLIVER. I'm sure I do. I want every man to be able to live and be free. But we shall 

never manage it by fighting over the money. If you want what is natural and good, I'm 

sure the owners would soon agree with you. 

JOB ARTHUR. What? Gerald Barlow agree with us? 

OLIVER. Why not? I believe so. 

JOB ARTHUR. You ask him. 

OLIVER. Do you think, Gerald, that if the men really wanted a whole, better way, you 

would agree with them? 

GERALD. I want a better way myselfbut not their way. 

JOB ARTHUR. There, you see! 

VOICES. Ahh! look you!That's himthat's him all over. 

OLIVER. You want a better way,but not his way: he wants a better waybut not your way. 

Why can't you both drop your buts, and simply say you want a better way, and believe 

yourselves and one another when you say it? Why can't you? 

GERALD. Look here! I'm quite as tired of my way of life as you are of yours. If you make 

me believe you want something better, then I assure you I do: I want what you want. But 

Job Arthur Freer's not the man to lead you to anything better. You can tell what people 

want by the leaders they choose, do you see? You choose leaders whom I respect, and I'll 

respect you, do you see? As it is, I don't. And now I'm going. 

VOICES. Who says?Oh ay!Who says goin'? 

GERALD. Yes, I'm going. About this affair here we'll cry quits; no more said about it. 

About a new way of life, a better way all roundI tell you I want it and need it as much as 

ever you do. I don't care about money really. But I'm never going to be bullied. 

VOICE. Who doesn't care about money? 



GERALD. I don't. I think we ought to be able to alter the whole systembut not by 

bullying, not because one lot wants what the other has got. 

VOICE. No, because you've got everything. 

GERALD. Where's my coat? Now then, step out of the way. (They move towards the 

car.) 

(Curtain.) 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


