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ACT 1

At the most wretched hour between a black night and a
wintry morning in the year 1777, Mrs Dudgeon, of New
Hampshire,* is sitting up in the kitchen and general dwelling
room of her farm house on the outskirts of the town of
W ebsterbridge. She is not a prepossessing woman.® No woman
looks her best after sitting up all night; and Mrs Dudgeon’s
face, even at its best, is grimly trenched by the channels 1nto
which the barren forms and observances of a dead Puritanism
can pen a bitter temper and a fierce pride.® She is an elderly
matron who has worked hard “and got mothing by it except
dominion and detestation in  her sg;j_g}i home,* and an un-
questioned reputation for piely and Trespectability among her
neighbors, to whom drink and debauchery ave still so much
more tempting than religion and vectitude, that they conmceive
goodness simply as self-denial.> This conception 1s easily
extended to others-demial, and finally generalized as covering
anything disagreeable.® So Myrs Dudgeon, being exceedingly
disagreeable, is held to be exceedingly good. Short of flat
__f_eMy,” she enjoys complete license except for amiable weak-
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nesses of any sort,t and is consequently, without knowing 1t,
the mest licentions woman 1in the parish on the strength of
never having broken the seventh commandment® or missed a
Sunday at the Presbyterian church.®

The year 1777 is the one in which the passions roused
by the breaking-off of the American colonies from England,
more by their own weight than by their own will,* boiled up
to shooting point, the shooting being idealized to the English
mind as suppression of rebellion and maintenance of British
dominion, and to the American as defence of liberty, resistance
to tyranny, and self-sacrifice on the altar of the Rights of
Man. Into the merits of these idealizations it is mot here
necessary to inquire: suffice it to say,® without prejudice, that
they have comvinced both Americans and English that the
most highminded course” for them to pursue is to kill as
many of one another as possible, and that wmilitary opera-
tions to that end are in full swing,® morally supported by .
confident requests from the clergy of both sides for the blessing
of God on their arms.®

Under such..circumstances many other women besides
this disagreeable Mrs Dudgeon find themselves sitting up all
night waiting for mews. Like her, too, they fall asleep towards
morning at the risk of modding themselves into the kitchen
Jire. Mrs Dudgeon sleeps with a shawl over her head, and
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her feet on a broad fender of iron laths, the step of the do-
mestic altar of the _ﬁre;zblace,1 with its huge hobs and boiler,
and its hinged arm above the smoky mantelshelf for roast-
ing. The plain kitchen table is opposite the fire, at her elbow,
with a candle on 1t in a tin s_@_ric_g.‘l Her chair, like all the
- others in the room, is uncushioned and wnpainted; but as it
has a round mzled back and a seat comventionally moulded
to the sitter's curves, it is comparatively a chair of state.?
The room has three doors, one on the same side as the fire-
place, mear the corner, leading to the best bedroom; one, at the
opposite end of the opposite wall, leading to the scullery and
washhouse; and the housedoor, with its latch, heavy lock, and
clumsy wooden bar, in the front wall, between the window in
its middle and the corner mext the bedroom door. Between the
door and the window a rack of pegs suggests to the deductive
observer* that the men of the house ave al away, as there are
no coats or hats on them. On the other side of the window
the clock hangs on a nail, "with its white wooden dial, black
1ron weights, and b'rg._ss pendulum. Between the clock and the
corner, a big cupboard, locked, stands on,a dwarf dresser
Jull of common crockery. )

On the side opposite the fireplace, between the door and
the corner, a shamelessly wugly® black horsehair sofa stands
against the wall. An inspection of iis stridulous® surface
shews that Mrs Dudgeon is not alone. A girl of sixteen or
seventeen has fallen asleep on it. She is a wild, timid looking
creature with black hair and iallie.d skin. Her frock, a scanty

1. domestic altar of the fireplace #-3k. 2. sconce Ehhi&. 3. com-
paratively a chair of state pr#feztfy# 7. 4. deductive observer FHein
FE/IRY L %E4&. 5. shamelessly ugly &F extremely ugly. 6. stridulous 1E
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garment, is vent, weather-stained, berrystained, and by no
means scrupulously clean. It hangs on her with a freedom
which, taken with her brown legs and bare feet, suggests mo
great stock of underclothing.*

Suddenly there comes a tapping at the door, mot loud
enough to wake the sleepers. Then knocking,® which disturbs
Mys Dudgeon a little. Finally the latch is tried, whereupon
she springs up at once.

Mgs Dupceon [threateningly] Well, why dont you open
the door? [She sees that the girl is asleep, and immediately
raises a clamor of hearifelt vexation]. Well, dear, dear me!®
Now this is — [shaking heﬁe up, wake up: do you
hear?

Tue Gre [sitting up] What is it?

Mgrs Dupceon. Wake up; and be ashamed of yourself,
you unfeeling sinful girl, falling asleep like that, and your
father hardly cold in his grave.

Tue Gire [half asleep still] 1 didnt mean to. I dropped
off*— .

Mrs Dupceon [cutting her short] Oh yes, youve plenty of
excuses, I daresay. Dropped off! [Fiercely, as the knocking
recommences] Why dont you get up and let your uncle in?
after me waiting® up all night for him! [Ske pushes her
rudely off the sofa)]. There: I’ll open the door: much good
you are to wait up. Go and mend that fire a bit.®

The girl, cowed? and wreiched, goes to the fire and puts
a log on. Mrs Dudgeon unbars the door and opens it, letting

1. It... underclothing {H7EAL S EHHSLBREREY KA, BRALAY B2 (R
TREMM, 8 A —SE s &y¥E%. 2. Then knocking f Then comes a
knocking [y H%. 3. dear me FQiNFE. 4. dropped off §TRElE. 5. after
me waiting % T after my waiting. 6. mend that fire a bit iyl X s,
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into the stuffy kitchen a little of the freshness and a great deal of
the chill of the dawn, also her second son Christy, a fattish,
stupid, fair-haired, roundfaced man of about 22, muffled in a
plaid shawl and grey overcoat. He hurries, shivering, to the fire,
leaving Mrs Dudgeon to shut the door.

CHRISTY [at the fire] F—f—f!' but it is cold. [Seeing the
girl, and staring lumpishly? at her] Why, who are you?

THE GIRL [shyly] Essie.

MRs DupGeEON. Oh, you may well ask. [ZTo Essie] Go
to your room, child, and lie down, since you havnt feeling
enough to keep you awake. Your history isnt fit for your
own ears to hear.

Essie. I—

MRs DUDGEON [peremptorily] Dont answer me, Miss;
- but shew your obedience by doing what I tell you. [Essie,
almost in tears, crosses the room to the door near the sofa].
And dont forget your prayers. [Essie goes out]. She’d have
gone to bed last night just as if nothing had happened if
I’d let her.

CHRISTY [phlegmatically]® Well, she cant be expected to
feel Uncle Peter’s death like one of the family.

MRrs DUbDGEON. What are you talking about, child? Isnt
she his daughter — the punishment of his wickedness and
shame? [She assaults her chair by sitting down].

CHRISTY TETcm/'ng-] Uncle Peter’s daughter!

MRrs DupGeoN. Why else should she be here? D’ye
think Ive not had enough trouble and care put upon me
bringing up my own girls, let alone you and your good-for-
nothing brother,* without having: your uncle’s bastards —-

——

1. F—f—f! FmedihEd. 2. lumpishly 4. 3. phlegmatically
PisAHe. 4. let... brother FIEIRFIIRINE BB SAEN.
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Curisty [interrupting her with an apprehensive glance at
the door by which Essie went out] Sh! She may hear you.

Mrs Dubcron [rassing her voice] Let her hear me. People
who fear God dont fear to giye the devil’s work its right
name. [Christy, soullessly indifferent to the strife of Good
and Evil, stares at the fire, warming himself]. Well, how
long are you going to stare there like a stuck pig?* What
news have you for me?

Curisty [taking off his hat and shawl and going to the
rack to hang them wp.] The minister is to break the news
to you. He’ll be here presently.

Mgs Dunceon. Break what news?

Curisty [standing on tiptoe, from boyish habit, to hang
his hat up, though he is quite tall enough to reach the peg,
and speaking with callous placidity,® considering the nature
of the announcement] Father’s dead too.

Mgrs Dupceon [stupent]® Your father!

Curisty [sulkily, coming back to the fire and warming
himself agaz'n,(;t.tending much more to the fire than to his
mother] Well, it’s not my fault. When we got to Nevinstown
we found him ill in bed. He didnt know us at first. The
minister sat up with him and sent me away. He died in
the night.

Mrs Dupceon [bursting into dry angry tears] Well, I do
think this is hard on me*—very hard on me. His brother,
that was a disgrace to us all his life, gets hanged on the
public gallows as a rebel; and your father, instead of staying
at home where his duty was, with his own family, goes
after him and dies, leaving everything on my shoulders.

1. like a stuck pig g A%Ef¥. 2. with callous placidity )T 3.
3. stupent fx {5t 4. This is hard on me. X T .
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After sending this girl to me to take care of, too!
[She plucks her shawl vexedly over her ears]. It’s sinful, so
it is: downright sinful.-

Curisty [with a slow, bgvine' cheerfulness, after a pause]
I think it’s going to be a fine morning, after all.

Mgs Dunceox [railing at him] A fine morning! And your
father newly dead! Wheres your feelings, child?

Curisty [obstinately] Well, 1 didn’t mean any harm. I
suppose a man may make a remark about the weather
even if his father’s dead.

Mgzs Dupceon [bitterly] A nice comfort my children are
to me! One son a fool, and the other a lost sinner thats

left his home to live with smugglers and gypsies and vil-

lains, the scum of the earth!

Someone knocks.

Curisty [without moving] Thats the minister.

Mgrs Dupceon [sharply] Well, arnt you going to let Mr
Anderson in?

Christy goes sheepishly to the door. Mys Dudgeon buries
her face in her hands, as i is her duty as a widow to be
overcome with grief. Christy opens the door, and admits the

manister, Anthony Anderson, a shrewd, gewial, ready Presby-.

terian dy'z.ine of about 50, with something of the authority of

7s profession in his bearing But it is an altogether secular

authority, sweetened by a conciliatory, sensible manner not ab
. - ".——- - .

all suggestive of a quite thorough-going other-worldliness.® He

is a strong, healthy man too, with a thick sanguine* neck;

and his keen, cheerful mouth cuts into somewhat fleshy

1. bovine Zm4-fy. 2. with...bearing 7E% 11 b#ra5 LBV BT B T 09 7=
3. But... other-worldliness. {HiX552 £—FHAAIR™, EFMAYE LR
WEERNE. XMEE— bR AEHEHAMNTE. 4 sanguine {ELFH.
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corners. No doubt an excellent parson, but still a man capable
of making the most of this world,* and perhaps a little apolo-
getically ccmscious of gething on betier with it than a sound
- Presbyterian ought.?

AnpErson [fo Christy, at the door, looking at Mrs Dudgeon

whilst he takes off his cloak] Have you told her?
Curisty. She made me. [He shuts the door; yawns, and

loafs across to the sofa, where he sits down and presently

drops off to sleep).

Anderson looks compassionately at Mrs Dudgeon. Then

he hangs his cloak and hat on the rack. Mrs Dudgeon dries

her eyes and looks up at him.

Anperson. Sister:®3 the Lord has laid his hand very -

heavily upon you.t

Mrs Dupceon [with intensely recalcitrant vesignation]® It’s
His will, I suppose; and I must bow to it. But I do
think it hard. What call® had Timothy to go to Spring-
town, and remind everybody that he belonged to a man
that was being hanged?—and [spifefully] that deserved it,
if ever a man did.”

AnpersoN [gently] They were brothers, Mrs Dudgeon.

Mzs Dupceon. Timothy never acknowledged him as his
brother after we were married: he had too much respect
for me to insult me with such a brother. Would such a
selfish wrefch as Peter have come thirty - miles to see
Timothy hanged, do you think? Not thirty yards, not he.

1. but... world {H{R—E ThHEIA. 2. perhaps...ought 4 {1t
FERMEHEEE, O AT THRMIRT L RE-DPHEGHKES
e UM SO % Y« 3. sister Jhk (BOUTXS BA AL ISR LR FRIE). 4. The
Lord...you. k3 MRS LA IBAEK. 5. recalcitrant resignation JEr[Zs
i AL . 6. call 32 MWk, 7. that...did mURFRIEA A Mk
e
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- However, 1 must bear my cross! as best I may: least said
is soonest mended.? :

AnpEerson [very grave, coming down to the fire to stand
with his back to it] Your eldest son was present at the
execution, Mrs Dudgeon.

Mgrs Dupceon [disagreeably surprised] Richard?

Anperson [nodding] Yes.

Mzs Dupceox [vindictively] Let it be a warning to him.
He may end that way himself,? the wicked, dissolute,
godless — [she suddenly stops; her voice fails; and she asks,
with evident dread] Did Timothy see him?

Anperson. Yes.

Mgs Dunceon [holding her breath] Well?

Axperson. He only saw him in the crowd: they did
not speak. [Mrs Dudgeon, greatly relieved, exhales the pent
up* breath and sits at her ease again]. Your husband was
greatly touched and impressed by his brother’s awful death.
[Mrs Dudgeon sneers. Anderson breaks off to demand with
some indignation] Well, wasnt it only natural, Mrs Dudge-
on? He softened towards his Brodigal son® in that moment.
He sent for him to come to see him.

Mgs Dupceon [ker alarm renewed] Sent for Richard!

Anperson. Yes; but Richard would not come. He sent
his father a message; but I’m sorry to say it was a wicked
message—an awful message.

Mgrs Dupceon. What was it?

1. my cross — cross $RILE AR HREAE. 85| ML+ T 4R LRyl
2. least said is soonest mended X EEEE, BEEELBRITAW. HATLGR:
“Little said is soonest mended.” 3. He... himself. fithZHhSEHXNT
¥ (FRZEHM). 4. pent up Fe:fy. 5. softened...son FBEYIR T T (R
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12



Anperson. That he would stand by his wicked uncle

and stand against his good parents, in this world and the ]

next. -
Mrs Dupceon [implacably] He will be punished for it.
He will be punished for it—in both worlds. ‘

Anxperson. That is not in our hands, Mrs Dudgeon.

Mrs Dupceon. Did I say it was, Mr Anderson? We are
told that the wicked shall be punished. Why should we
do our duty and keep God’s law if there is to be no dif-
ference made between us and those who follow their own
likings and dislikings, and make a jest of us and of their
Maker’s* word?

Axperson. Well, Richard’s earthly father has been
merciful to him; and his heavenly judge? is the father of
us all.

Mgs Dupceon [forgetting herself] Richard’s,earthly father
was a softheaded® — '

AnpEersoN [shocked]* Oh!

Mrs Dupceon [with a touch of shame] Well, I am
Richard’s mother. If I am against him who has any right
to be for him? [Trying to conciliate him] Wont you sit
down, Mr Anderson? I should have asked you before; but
I’'m so troubled.

AxpersoN. Thank you. [He takes a chair from beside
the fireplace, and turns it so that he can sit comfortably at
the fire. When he is seated he adds, in the tone of a man
who knows that he is opening a difficult subject] Has Christy
told you about the new will?

1. Maker {Eif# %R (#§ L%). 2. heavenly judge X |-fysity# (& -
7). 3. softheaded 4 #fYy. 4. shocked KIE—1i (B 22Tk s s
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Mgrs Dunceox [all her fears returning] The new willl Did
Timothy—? [She breaks off, gasping, unable to complete the
« question].

Anperson. Yes. In his last hours he changed his mind,

Mrs Dupceon [white with intense rage] And you let him
rob me?

Axperson. I had no power to prevent him giving! what
was his to his own son.

Mgs Dupceon. He had nothing of his own. His money
was the money I brought him as my marriage portion.?
It was for me to deal with my own money and my own
son. He dare not have done it if I had been with him;
and well he knew it. That was why he stole away like a
thief to take advantage of the law to rob me by making
a new will behind my back. The more shame on you, Mr
Anderson, — you, a minister of the gospel — to act as his
accomplice in such a crime. i

Anxperson [7ising] 1 will take no offence at what you
say in the first bitterness of your grief.

Mrs Dupceon [contemptuously] Grief!

Axperson. Well, of your disappointment, if you can find
it in your heart to think that the better word.

Mgs Dupceon. My heart! My heart! And since when,
pray, have you begun to hold up our hearts as trustworthy
guides for us?

AnpErsoN [rather guiltily] 1—er—

Mzg Dunceon [vehemently] Dont lie, Mr Anderson. We
are told that the heart of man is deceitful above all

a.
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