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ARMS AND THE MAN
the flame of a match is seen in the middle of the room.

RAINA [crouching on the bed) Who's there? [The match is
out instantly]. Who's there? Who is that?

AMAN’S VOICE [tnthe darkness, subdued] ,butt g’
Sh—sh! Dont call out; or youll be shot:yBe gﬁggfe:;z&jg
j;aré‘:? W}H l;:pf@n}t%ylc:u. [She is heard leaving her ,&ed, and

axing for the door]. Take care:it’ i

RA;ngA‘ e g re:1t'snouse trying torun away.

THE VOICE [warning] Remember: if you raise your voice
my revolver will go off. ([Commandingly). Strike a light and
let me see you. Do you hear. [ Another moment of silence and
darkness as she retreats to the chest of drawers. Then she lights a
candle; and the mystery isatan end. He is a man of about 3§, inq
deplorable plighs, bespattered with mud and blood and 10w his
belt and the strap of his revolver-case keeping together the ;am
ruins of the blue tunic of a Serbian artillery officer. Al that the
candleli ghtandhisunwashed unkem pteonditionmake it possivie
o discern is that he is of middling stature and undistinguished
appearance, with strong neck and shoulders, roundish obstir.-
ate looking head covered with short crisp bronze curls, clear quick

eyes and good brows and mouth, hopelessly prosaic nose like that
of a strong minded baby, trim soldierlike carriage and energetic
manner, and with all his wits about him in Spite of his desperare
perdicament: even with a sense of the humor of it without, hou.
ever, the least intention of trifling with it or throwing atwa 'y &
chance. Reckoning up what he can guess about Raina: her 4 Zy

© her social position, her character, and the extent to Whick she ic -

jhi ightened he continues, more politely but still most determined)yi
fuxcuse my disturbing you; but you recognize my uniform ’

~ Serb! If I'm caught I shall be killed, [Menacingly] Do you

understand that?
RAINA. Yes.

THE MaN. Well, I dont intend to get killed if T can help it
[Stz!!mqreformida&[y] Doyouunderstandthat? [He !@ckft/zr:
door quickly but quietly].

RAINA [disdainfully)] 1 suppose not. [Ske draws herself up

superbly, and looks him Straight in the face, adding, with cuttino
) ¢

ARMS AND THE MAN
emphasis] Some soldiers, I know, are afraid to die.

THE MAN [with grim goodhumor] All of them, dear lady, al}
of them, believe me. It is our duty to live as long as we can,
Now, if you raise an alarm—

RAINA [cutting him short] You will shoot me. How do you
know that 7 am afraid to die? '

THE MAN [cunningly] Ah; but suppose I dont shoot you,
what will happen then? A lot of your cavalry will burst into
this pretty room of yours and slaughter me here like a pig; for
I'll fight like a demon: they shant get me into the street to
amuse themselves with: I know what they are. Are you pre-
pared to receive that sort of company in your present un-
dress?[Raina, suddenly conscious of her nightgown, instinctively
Shrinks, and gathers it more closely about her neck. He watches
her, and adds, pitilessly] Hardly presentable, eh? [She turns to
the ottoman. He raises his pistol instantly, and cries) Stop! [She
stops]. Where are you going?

RAINA [with dignified patience] Only to get my cloak.

THE MAN [ passing swiftly to the oitoman and snatching the
cloak] A good idea! I'll keep the cloak; and youll take
care that nobody comes in and sees vou without it. This is a
better weapon than the revolver: eh? [He throws 7%e pistol
down on the ottoman).

RAINA [revolted] It 1s not the weapon of a gentleman!

THE MAN. It’s good enough for a man with only you tc
stand between him and death. [4s they look at one another for
a moment, Raina hardly able to believe that even a Serbian officer
can be socynically and selfishly unchivalrous, they are startled by
a sharp fusillade in the street. The chill of imminent death hushes
the man’s voice as he adds] Do you hear? If vou are going to
bring those blackguards in on me you shall receive them as
you are.

Clamor and disturbance. The pursuers in the street batter at
the house door, shouting Open the door! Open the door! Wake
up, will you! A4 man servant’s voice calls to them angrily from
within This is Major Petkoff’s house: you cant come in here:
but a renewal of the clamor, and a torrent of blows on the door,
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end with his letting a chain down wi

_ witha clank, followed b
;’f f;ﬁvyfoot{tepj and a din of triumphant y{/ﬁr U:z'wjmig;:;’[;f
,;j;;, ‘e})V tﬁzetvcoizce @‘h('fa:tfzerine, indignantly addre;:n'ng an officer
at does this mean, sir? < /

The noise subsides Jua’dfnr};]r e eslimow i yon et
LOUKA [outside, knocking at the bedroom door]

lady! get up quick and
break 1t doii,g' open the door. If you d
The fugitive throws up his head with the gesture of a man

Who sees that it is all over with him, and drops the manner he has

beern assy ming to intimidate Raina.

THE MAN [sincerely and kindly) No use, dear: I;m done for

[Flinging the ¢l i
COmii—g_g ¢ cloak to her] Quick! wrap yourself up: theyre

rAINA. Oh, thank b with i
il ank you. [Ske wraps herself up with intense
THE MAN [between his teeth] Dont ion i |
RAINA [anxiously] What will you Ic?c?.;mon -
o tgHE MAN [grcfiz'm[y] The first man in w
ie way; and dont look. It wont last long: but it w
be nice. [He a’mwx.ﬁix sabre and faces the dcc):zg)w;;il; ‘]WIH -
RAINA [impulsively) Tl help you. I'll save vo =
THE MaN. You cant. =

_ RaINA. I can. I'll hide ; :
window). Here! behind the C):f;gﬁ[ifle drags him towards the
THE MAN [yielding to } : .
S he.—i{, g to her Thert:SJust half a chance, if you

RAINA [drawing th : .
for the ottoman). 11§ the curtain before him) S-sh! [She makes

THE MAN [putting out his head) Remember—
RAINA [running back to him] Yes? e
THE MAN. —nine soldiers out of ten are
born fools.
BATRA. Oh! [5}1‘8 draws the curtain angrily béy‘oreo.’;m]
THE MAN [looking out at the other side] If they find me, 1

My lady!my
ont they will

ill find out. Keep out

promise you a fight: a devil of a fight.

She stamps at him. He disappears hastily. She takes off her

cloak, and throws it across the Jootof the bed. Then, with a sleepy

2.
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disturbed air, she opens the door. Louka enters excitedly.

LoUka. One of those beasts of Serbs has been seen climb-
ing up the waterpipe to your balcony. Our men want to
search for him; and they are so wild and drunk and furious.
[She makes for the other side of the room to get as far. from the door
as possible]. My lady says you are to dress at once, and to—
[She sees the revolver lying on the ottoman, and stops, petrified).

RAINA [as if annoyed at being distrubed] They shall not
search here. Why have they been letin?

CATHERINE [comingin hastily|Raina,darling:are yousafe?
Have you seen anyone or heard anything? '

raina. I heard the shooting. Surely the soldiers will not
dare come in here? '

caTHERINE. | havefounda Russian officer, thank Heaven:
he knows Sergius. [Speaking through the door to someone out-
side] Sir: will you come in now. My daughter will receive

ou.
' A young Russianofficer,in Bulgarianuniform, enters,sword
in hand.

OFFICER [with soft feline politeness and stiff military car-
riage] Good evening, gracious lady. I am sorry to intrude;
but there is a Serb hiding on the balcony. Will you and
the gracious lady your mother please to withdraw whilst we
search?

raINa [ petulantly] Nonsense, sir: you can see that there
is no one on the balcony. [Ske throws the shutters wide open
and stands with her back to the curtain where the man is hidden,
pointing to the moonlit balcony. A couple of shots are fired right
under the window; and a bullet shatters the glass opposite Raina,
who winks and gasps, but stands her ground; whilst Catherine
screams, and the officer, with a cry of Take care! rushes to the
balcony.

THE OFFICER [0 the balcony, shouting savagely down to the
street] Cease firing there, you fools: do you hear? Cease fir-
ing, damn you! [He glares down for a moment; then turns 1o
Raina, trying toresume his polite manner). Could anyone have
got in without your knowledge? Were you asleep?
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waiting just a minute or two, do you?
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RaINA. No:I have not been to bed.

THE OFFICER [impatiently, coming back into the room] Your
neighbors have their heads so full of runaway Serbs that
they see them everywhere. [Politely] Gracious lady: a thou-
sand pardons. Goodnight. [Military bow, which Raina returns
coldly. Another to C, atherine, who follows him out].

Raina closes the shutters. She turns and sees Louka, who
has been watchi ng the scene curious) ly,

“RAINA. Dont leave my mother, Louka, until the soldjers
go away.

Louka glances at Raina, at the olfoman, gt the curtain; then
purses herlips secretivel 'y, lanughs insolent] ¥sandgoesvut. Raina,
highly offended by this demonstration, follows herso the door, and

mediately steps out from behind the curtain, sheathing his sabre
and closes the shutters. Then, dismissing the danger from his
mind in a businessiike way, he comes affably to Raina.

THE MAN. A narrow shave; but a miss j as good as a mile,
Dear young lady: your servant to the death. I wish for your
sake I had joined the Bulgarian army instead of the other
one. I am not a native Serb,

RAINA [Raughtily] No: you are one of the Austrians who
set the Serbs on to rob us of our national liberty, and who
officer their army for them. We hate them !

THE MAN. Austrian! not I. Dont hate me, dear
lady. T am a Swiss, fighting merely as a professional soldier.
I joined the Serbs because they came first on the road from
Switzerland. Be generous: youve beaten us hollow,

RAINA. Have I not been generous?

THE MaN. Noble! Heroic! But I'm not saved yet. This
particular rush will soon pass through; but the pursuit will
go on all night by fits and starts, | must take my chance to
get off in a quiet interval. [Pleasantlyl You dont mind my

young

RAINA [ putting on her most genteel society manner] Oh, not
atall. Wont you sit down ?

THE MAN. Thanks. [He sits on the foot of the bed).
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Raina walks with studied elegance to the ottoman zmd_s}:tﬁ
down. Unfortunately she sits on the pistol, and jumps f:zp wztma
shriek. The man, all nerves, shies like a frightened horse to the
ther side of the room. _ .
’ THE MAJ; irritably] Dont frighten melike that. Whatis 1]’tl
RAINA. Your revolver! It was staring that officer in the
Il the time. What an escape! . ) .

faceT?IE MAN [vexed at being unnecessarily terrified) Oh, is that
all? ' _ o _ o
] 3 liously as she conceivesa

RAINA [staring at him mtize'r supercs _
poorerand poorer opinionof him,andfeels proportionately mzr@
and more af her ease] 1 am sorry I frightened you. [She takes
up the pistol and hands it to him). Pray takeit to protect your-

If against me. _

f :ﬁ: ;AN lgrinning wearily at the sarcasm as he tq/e:s‘s the
pistol] No use, dear young lady: theres nothing in it. Itls not
loaded.[Hemakes agrimaceatit,anddropsitdisparaginglyinto
his revolver casel. .
vA. Load 1t by all means. - .
'i:ihrjAN.()Ive DO);ITIIT] unition. What use are car{:ndges}l]n
battle? I always carry chocolate instead; and I finished the
t cake of that hours ago. . '

. ;AINAO[Oeraged in her most cherished ideals of manl{zgod]
Chocolate! Do you stuff your pockets with sweets—like a
hoolboy—even in the field? ) . _

- OTZIEizAN [grinning] Yes:1snt it contemptible? [Hungrily]
ish I had some now. _ _

! Wl‘.sAINA. Allow me. [She sails away scornfully to the c/zf;;,:‘ cy;
drawers, andreturns with the box of confectionery in her hanh}_. I
am sorr,yI have eaten them all except these. [Ske offers him

the box].

‘ 'r;sz MaN [ravenously] Youre an angel! [He gobbles the c;)ln-
tents]. Creams! Delicious! [He looks anxiously o see wheié er
there are any more. There are none: he can only scrape ”’.‘" 0:3¢
with his fingers and suck them. When that nourishment is e:;
hausted he accepts the inevitable with pathetic goo'dfzumor, an]
says, with grateful emotion] Bless you, dear lady! You can al-
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ways tell an old soldier by the inside of his holsters and car-
tridge boxes. The young ones carry pistols and cartridges:
the old ones, grub. Thank vou. [He hands back the box. She
J??%Y[C}MJ i contemptuously from him and throws it away. He
shies.again, as if she had meant to strike him]. Ugh! Dont do
things so suddenly, gracious lady. It's mean to revenge your-
self because I frightened you just now.

rRAINA [loftily] Frighten me! Do you know, sir, that
though I am only a woman, I think I am at heart as brave
as you.

THE MAN. I should think so. You havnt been under fire
for three days as I have. I can stand two days without shew-
ing it much; but no man can stand three days: I’'m as nervous
as a mouse. [He sits down on the ottoman, and takes his head
in his hands]. Would you like to see me cry?

RAINA [alarmed] No.

_ THE MaN. If you would, all you have to do is to scold me
just as if I were a little boy and you my nurse. If I were in
camp now, theyd play all sorts of tricks on me.

RAINA [a little moved] I'm sorry. I wont scold you.
[Touched by the sympathyin hertone, heraises his head and looks
gratefully at her: she immediately draws back and says stiffly]
You must excuse me: our soldiers are not like that. [Ske
moves away from the ottoman).

_ THE MaN. Oh yes they are. There are only two sorts of
soldiers: old ones and young ones. Ive served fourteen years:
half of your fellows never smelt powder before. Why, how is
if that youve just beaten us? Sheer ignorance of the art of
war, ngthmg else. [[ndignantly] I never saw anything so un-
professional.

RAINA [fronically] Oh!was it unprofessional to beat you?

THE MAN. Well, come! is it professional to throw a regi-
men t_ofcavalry on a battery of machine guns, with the dead
certainty that if the guns go off not a horse or man will ever
get within fifty yards of the fire? I couldnt believe my eyes
when I saw it. _

RAINA [eagerly turning to him, as all her enthusiasm cnud her
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dreams of glory rush back on her] Did you see the great cavalry
charge? Oh, tell me about it. Describe it to me.

tie MaN. You never saw a cavalry charge, did you?

ramna. How could I?

tHE MaN. Ah, perhaps not. No: of course not! Well, it's
a funny sight. It’s like slinging a handful of peas against
a window pane: first one comes; then two or three close
behind him; and then all the rest in a lump.

RAINA [her eyes dilating as she raises her clasped hands ecs-
tatically] Yes, first One! the bravest of the brave!

THE MAN | prosaically] Hm!you should see the poor devil
pulling at his horse.

raTNA. Why should he pull at his horse?

THE MAN |impatient of so stupid a guestion) It’s running
away with him, of course: do you suppose the fellow wants
to get there before the others and be killed? Then they all
come. You can tell the young ones by their wildness and
their slashing. The old ones come bunched up under the
number one guard: they know that theyre mere projectiles,
and that it's no use trying to fight. The wounds are mostly
broken knees, from the horses cannoning together.

ratna. Ugh! But I dont believe the first man isa coward.
T know he is a hero!

THE MAN [goodhumoredly) Thats what youd have said if
youd seen the first man in the charge today.

RAINA [breathless, forgiving him everything] Ah, 1 knew it!
Tell me. Tell me about him.

e max. He did it like an operatic tenor. A regular
handsome fellow, with flashing eyes and lovely moustache,
shouting his war-cry and charging like Don Quixote at the
windmills. We did laugh.

ra1Na. You dared to laugh!

THE MAN. Yes; but when the sergeant ran up as white as
a sheet, and told us theyd sent us the wrong ammunition,
and that we couldnt fire a round for the next ten minutes,
we laughed at the other side of our mouths. I never felt so
sick in my life; though Ive been in one or two very tight
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places. And I hadnt even a revolver cartridge: only choco-
late. We'd no bayonets: nothing. Of course, they just cut
us to bits. And there was Don Quixote flourishing like a
drum major, thinking he’d done the cleverest thing ever
known, whereas he ought to be courtmartialled for it. Of all
the fools ever let loose on a field of battle, that man must be
the very maddest. He and his regiment simply committed
suicide; only the pistol missed fire: thats all.

RAINA [deeply wounded, but steadfastly loyal to her ideals)
Indeed! Would you know him again if you saw him?

THE MAN. Shall I ever forget him!

She again goes to the chest of drawers. He watches her with
a vague hope that she may have something more for him to eat.
She takes the portrait from its stand and brings it to kim.

raiNa. That is a photograph of the gentleman—the
patriot and hero—to whom I am betrothed.

THE MAN [recognizing it with a shock] I'm really very sorry.
[Looking at her] Was it fair to lead me on? [He looks at the por-
trait again] Yes: thats Don Quixote: not a doubt of it. [He
stifles a laugh].

RAINA [guickly] Why doyou laugh?

THE MAN [apologetic, but still greatly tickled] 1 didnt laugh,
I assure you. At least I didnt mean to. But when 1 think
of him charging the windmills and imagining he was doing
the finest thing—[He chokes with suppressed laughter].

RAINA [sternly] Give me back the portrait, sir.

THE MAN [with sincere remorse] Of course. Certainly. I'm
really very sorry. [He hands her the picture. She deliberately
kisses it and looks him straight in the face before returning to
the chest of drawers to replace it. He follows her, apologizing].
Perhaps I'm quite wrong, you know: no doubt I am. Most
likely he had got wind of the cartridge business somehow,
and knew it-was a safe job.

rRaINA. That 1s to say, he was a pretender and a coward!
You did not dare say that before.

THE MAN [with a comic gesture of despair] It’s no use, dear
lady: I cant make you see it from the professional point of
138
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lew. [As he turns away o get back to the ottoman, a couple of
View. _

distant shots threaten renewed tfou!_;[e]‘ - RS —
RAINA [sternly,as she sees him listening?to

the better for you! How?
i furnin : .
1I;slj‘Nl\iANY[ou aregmy enemy; and you a;iie s.tP my mercy
Wh?‘t would I doif I'werea professional soldier s ight.
';“LHE man. Ah, true, dear young lady: y(;fulgesithou}; e
i ve been to me: tom : ;
: kn;:b}mh%ﬁig:; chocolate creams. Tt was unsoldierlys;
rem

but ‘12‘17\;&2 [acr;%c?};?’l‘hank you. And now 1 will do a soldierly
R

just sat
fter what you have jus
thing. You cannot stay here a

about my future husband; but I will go outon the balcony

1 2 into the
and see whether it 1s safe for you to climb dowrt

¢ turns to the window). -
Stre’?;}iiilaﬂ [changing countenance) Down that waterpip

] kes
Stop! Wait! T cant! I darent! The rlerytguél;ixﬁ gigﬁami-
: ] Wi
me G0 i 1tléa§fozf£3g! [He sinks on the ottoman).

TBl!lt tz f;(i 1{ ;2\21]1; ??’m beaten. Give the alarm. [He drops
;lt Shnad on his hands in the deepest dfjfmmli) disheartened.
is REA‘_[NA (disarmed by pityl COmf?I %i?iﬂk; }:Z.'hmd].oh)
‘ i almost maternaiy: Pt
i Jmofirzg;r;;z;ldier: a chocolate cream solt(%::;‘.gofrggé
zﬁ:;rzl)l it takes less courage tO climb down

: hat. _
A i riﬁz};;;:ﬂ; Tulled by her voice] No: captlx‘:ze ozlrz
ansEdl\e&ath and death is sleep: oh, sleep, sleep, sleep,
me 2

i doing
imb? the pipe means o
istur leep! Climbing down th  Kaig
dls;:;:?i?a—exirting myself-—thmkmg‘. Death te
so g _
r fust. .
OveRAE;A [softly and wondermg!ﬁ, c?tck
— as sleepy as thats _ ]
wmﬂmfi}qirelz?;ot hadptio hours andisturbed sleep since
THE MAN.

: for forty-eight hours.
s ined, 1 havnt closed my €yes -
R Tat her wit's end) But what am I todowithy "

ing the vhythm of his
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THE MAN [staggering up, roused by her desperation] Of
course. I must dosomething. [He shakes himself; pulls himself
together; and speaks with rallied vigor and courage]. You see,
sleep or no sleep, hunger or no hunger, tired or not tired,
you can always do a thing when you know it must be done.
Well, that pipemus t be got down: [he hits himself on the chesi]
do you hear that, you chocolate cream soldier? [He turns fo
the window).

RAINA [anxiously] But if you fall?

THE MAN. [ shall sleep as if the stones were a feather bed.
Goodbye. [He makes boldly for the window; and his hand is on
the .f;ll]t{![fj" when there is a terrible burst of firing in the street be-
neatn|.

RAINA [rushing to him) Stop! [She seizes him recklessly, and
pulls him quite round). Theyll kill you.

THE MAN [co0lly, but attentively] Never mind: this sort of
thing is all in my day’s work. I'm bound to take my chance.
[Decisively] Now do what I tell you. Put out the candles; so
that they shant see the light when I open the shutters. And
keep away from the window, whatever you do. If they see
me theyre sure to have a shot at me.

RAINA [clinging to him] Theyre sure to see you: it’s bright
moonlight. I'll save you. Oh, how can you be so indifferent!
You want me to save you, dont you?

THE MaN. I really dont want to be troublesome. [She
shakes himin her impatience).1 am notindifferent, dear young
lady, I assure you. But how is it to be done?

RAINA. Come away from the window. [Ske takes him firmly
back to the middle of the room. The moment she releases him he
turns mechanically towards the window again. She seizes him
andturns himback, exclaiming] Please!|[He becomes motionless,
like a hypnotized rabbit, his fatigue gaining fast on him. Shere
leases him, and addresses him patronizingly). Now listen. Yoa

must trust to our hospitality. You do not yet know in whose

house you are. I am a Petkoff.
THE MAN. A pet what?

RAINA [rather indignantly] I mean that I belong to the
140
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family of the Petkoffs, the richest and best known in our
COUHEI'Y.
THE MAN. Oh yes, of course. I beg your pardon. The Pet-
koffs, to be sure. How stupid of me!
RAINA. You know you never heard of them until this

moment. How can you stoop to pretend!

* THE MAN. Forgive me: I'm too tired to think; and the

change of subject was too much for me. Dont scold me.

raiNa. I forgot. It might make you cry. [He nods, quite
seriously. She pouts and then resumes her patronizing tone). 1
must tell you that my father holds the highest command of
any Bulgarian in our army. He is [ proudly] a Major.

THE MAN [ pretending to be deeply impressed] A Major!
Bless me! Think of that! '

raiNa. You shewed great ignorance in thinking that it
was necessary to climb up to the balcony because ours is the
only private house that has two rows of windows. There i1s a
flight of stairs inside to get up and down by.

THE MaN. Stairs! How grand! You live in great luxury
indeed, dear young lady.

rAINA. Do you know what a library 1s?

THE MAN. A library? A roomful of books?

raiNa. Yes. We have one, the only one in Bulgaria.

THE MaN. Actually a real library ! I should like to see that.

rAINA [affectedly] I tell you these things to shew you that
you are not in the house of ignorant country folk who would
kill you the moment they saw your Serbian uniform, but
among civilized people. We go to Bucharest every year for
the opera season;and I have spent a whole month in Vienna.

THE MAN. I saw that, dear young lady. I saw at once that
you knew the world.

raiNa. Have you ever seen the opera of Ernani?

THE MaN. Is that the one with the devilin it in red velvet,
and a soldiers’ chorus?

RAINA [contemptuously] Not '

THE MAN [stifling a heavy sigh of weariness] Then I dont
know it.
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raiNA. I thought you might have remembered the great
scene where Ernani, flying from his foes just as you are to-
night, takes refuge in the castle of his bitterest enemy, an old
Castilian noble. The noble refuses to give him up. His guest
1s sacred to him.

THE MAN [guickly, waking up a little] Have your people
got that notion?

RaINa [with dignity] My mother and I can understand
that notion, as you call it. And if instead of threatening me
with your pistol as you did you had simply thrown yourself
as a fugitive on our hospitality, you would have been as safe
as in your father’s house.

THE MAN. Quite sure?

RAINA [turning her back on him in disgust] Oh, it is useless
to try to make you understand.

THE MAN. Dont be angry: you see how awkward it would

be for me if there was any mistake. My father is a very hos--

pitable man: he keeps six hotels; but I couldnt trust him as
far as that. What about your father?

raiNA. He is away at Slivnitza fighting for his country.
I answer for your safety. There is my hand in pledge of it.
Will that reassure you? [Ske offers him her hand).

THE MAN [looking dubiously at his own hand] Better not
touch my hand, dear young lady. I must have a wash first.

RAINA [fouched) That 1s very nice of you. I see that you
are a gentleman.

THE MAN | puzzled] Eh?

RAINA. You must not think I am surprised. Bulgarians of
really good standing—people in our position—wash their
hands nearly every day. So you see I can appreciate your
delicacy. You may take my hand. [S4e offers 12 again].

THE MAN |kissing it with his hands behind his back]) Thanks,
gracious young lady: I feel safe at last. And now would you
mind breaking the news to your mother? I had better not
stay here secretly longer than is necessary. -

raINa. If you will be so good as to keep perfectly still
whilst I am away.

- o~
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tHE Mav. Certainly. [He sits down on the ottoman].

Raina goes to the bed and wraps herself in the fur cloak. His
eyes close. She goes to the door. Turning for alast look at him, she
sees that he is dropping off to sleep.

" mana [at the door] You are not going asleep, are you? [He
murmurs inarticulately: she runs to him and shakes him). Do
you hear? Wake up: you are falling asleep.

tHE Max. Eh? Falling aslee—? Oh no: not the least in
the world: I was only thinking. It’s all right: 'm wide
awake. ,
rAINA [severely] Will you please stand up while Iam
away. [He rises reluctantly]. All the time, mind.

THE MAX [standing unsteadily] Certainly. Certainly: you
may depend on me. fe

. Rainalooks doubtfully at him. He smiles weakly. She goesre-
wictantly, turning again at the door, and almost catching him in
the act of yawning. She goes out. ‘

THE MAN [drowsily] Sleep, sleep, sleep, sleep, slee—[T%e
words trail off into a murmur. He wakes again with a shock on
the point of falling]. Where am I? Thats what I want toknow:
where am 1? Must keep awake. Nothing keeps me awake
except danger: remember that: [intently) danger, danger,
danger, dan— [trailing off again: another shock) Wheres dan-
ger? Mus find it. [He starts off vaguely round the room in
search of i7). What am I looking for? Sleep—danger—dont
know. [He stumbles against the bed). Ah yes: now I know. All
right now. I’m to go to bed, but not to sleep. Be sure not to
sleep, because of danger. Not to liec down either, only sit
down. [He sits on the bed. A blissful expression comes into his
facel. Ah\ [With a happy sigh he sinks back at full length; lifts
his boots into the bed with a final effort; and falls fast asleep in-
stantly].

Catherine comes in, followed by Raina.

RaINA [looking at the ottoman] He's gone! I left him here.

cataerINE. Here! Then he must have climbed down
from the—

RAINA [seeing him] Oh! [She points].
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