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CHARACTERS

HE

SHE

THE BUTLER

HORROCKS, INC.

[The prologue may be spoken by any man who can wear full dress becomingly, generally The Butler.]

PROLOGUE: Do you recall the situation on which the curtain has fallen thousands of times in thousands of well-regulated dramas? Do you remember how they faced each other, and how there were tears in his eyes--or her eyes--or their eyes? Do you mentally picture how he--or she--or they brushed the above-mentioned tears away? Or let them remain where they were? And how she whispered, "Yes, Jack" -- or "Yes, William" -- or "Yes, Eliphalet" -- as the case might have been? Or sometimes only plain "Yes?" And how he, with the expertness gained by many rehearsals, gathered her into his arms, and printed a kiss on her brow -- or her cheek -- or her hair -- or behind her ear -- but only in the rarest of instances on her lips? And how the happy pair, now forever united -- until the next performance -- stood looking out over the footlights, estimating the box-office receipts and the amount of paper in the house, until the curtain fell, and the thoughts of the audience turned to the inner man?

And then? What happens next? There are inquisitive souls who ask that question. Will they live happily ever afterward? Or will the matrimonial bark encounter one of the many obstacles which somehow have been forgotten? The dramatist, looking upon marriage, or its forerunner, engagement, as the end of all things, neglects to tell us. Starting with a variable number of eligible young persons of opposite sex, he has paired them off in such combinations as his experience tells him will be pleasing to the magnate who produces the play, to the temperamental ladies and gentlemen who condescend to act in it, and, last and most important, to that source from which all royalties flow, that unaccountable, irresponsible, conscienceless creature, the audience. To the very portals of marriage he travels with his charges, but there he leaves them, to act as guide, philosopher, friend to others following in their footsteps.

And then? Perhaps they do not live happily ever after. Perhaps she is extravagant, or he smokes in the parlor. Or he repents his rashness in recanting bachelorhood, and she reflects, as his faults become plain to her, that she might have done better. And they do not increase and multiply, and are unhappy, and so come to furnish material for another play.

But of the time between? Of the time immediately after she has said "Yes" and before she has begun to say "No?"

[The person who has spoken the prologue bows and retires. The curtain rises. It is early evening, and they are in the parlor of her house. There are heavy tapestries at the doors and perfectly opaque hangings at the windows--which is satisfactory, for even in the subdued light neither would welcome the inspection of a third person.]

HE: [interrupting his embrace for an instant to hold her off at arms' length and look into her eyes] Milly!

SHE: [blushing prettily] Jack!

[They embrace again.]

HE: [after a pause] So -- so you're going to marry me!

SHE: Yes, Jack. [She looks up at him shyly.] Isn't it wonderful? [He nods.] To think that we two--just we two---- [He kisses her again. There is another pause.] Come ... [She draws him to a sofa.], we have so much to say to each other! Isn't that so?

[He is a little uneasy; even embarrassed. It is easy to see that sentiment is not his forte. On the other hand, she is absolutely at home. She has spent a considerable portion of her twenty-odd years looking forward to this moment. Now that it has come she is completely mistress of the situation. He seats himself on the sofa--a little gingerly--not that he is afraid of hurting the sofa, but because his entire attitude, now that the worst is over, has become distinctively timid; because some sixth sense warns him that he will not appear to his best advantage in the nonsensical half-hour which is to follow, and which by no possible device may be avoided. Once seated he recalls his duty sufficiently to put his arms round her in rather a clumsy fashion. She, however, is not satisfied, and releasing his clasp, rises with delicious abandon and installs herself on his lap. There is a further pause.]

HE: Are you comfortable--dear?

SHE: Perfectly! Perfectly! [She closes her eyes contentedly. He, rather relieved that he no longer has to meet them, looks at her sharply. She is rather a winsome bit of femininity, whether he knows it or not. She puts her lips close to his ear.] Jack!

HE: [starting] Yes? [Correcting himself.] Yes, dear?

SHE: Now that we are alone -- we are alone, aren't we?

HE: Of course.

[He looks round nervously.]

SHE: There is one thing I want you to tell me.

HE: Yes?

SHE: Jack, when did you begin to love me?

HE: [flushing uncomfortably] Well----

SHE: [closing her eyes in anticipation] Yes?

HE: When I began to love you?

SHE: Yes.

HE: [plunging in] Well, I think it was the first time I met you.

SHE: [sitting bolt upright in surprise] Jack! You don't mean it!

HE: I am quite sure. It was in December, a year ago.

SHE: [surprised] What?

HE: [holding his ground] Just after Christmas.

SHE: But that wasn't the first time I met you! It was long before that!

HE: Was it?

SHE: [a little disappointed] Didn't you know it? It was at Barton's house party, Jack.

