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(Enter DAVID down stairs. He looks slightly irntable.)

DAVID. (coming down to center) Why are you all making such
a noise?

(SIMON crosses to piano and picks up book.)
JUDITH. I think I’'m going mad!
DAVID. Why hasn’t Clara brought me my tea?
JUDITH. I don’t know.
DAVID. Where is Clara?
JUDITH. Do stop firing questions at me, David.
DAVID. Why are you all so irritable? What'’s happened?

(Enter CLARA. from below stairs, with a tray of tea for
one, and thrusts it into DAVID s hands. )

CLARA. Here’s your tea. I'm sorry I'm late with it. Amy
forgot to put the kettle on — she’s got terrible
toothache.




HAY FEVER

DAVID. Poor girl! Give her some oil of cloves.

SOREL. If anyone else mentions oil of cloves, I shall do
something desperate! (vises and moves a step left)

DAVID. It’s wonderful stuff. Where’s Zoe?

SIMON. She was in the garden this morning.

DAVID. I suppose no one thought of giving her any lunch!

CLARA. I put it down by the kitchen table as usual, but she
never came in for it.

SOREL. She’s probably mousing.

DAVID. She isn’t old enough yet. She might have fallen into
the river, for all you care. I think it’s a shame!

CLARA. Don’t you worry your head — Zoe won’t come to
any harm; she’s too wily. (exit door below stairs)

DAVID. I don’t want to be disturbed.
(He takes his tray and goes upstairs; then he turns.)
Listen, Simon. There’s a perfectly sweet flappericoming
down by the four-thirty. Will you go and meet her and
be nice to her? She’s an abject fool, but a useful type,
and I want to study her a little in domestic surround-
ings. She can sleep in the Japanese room.
(He goes off, leaving behind him a deathly silence.
SOREL drops into chair down left.)

JUDITH. (pause) I should like someone to play something
very beautiful to me on the piano.

SIMON. (stamps wp to French window center) Damn everything!
Damn! Damn! Damn!

SOREL. Swearing doesn’t help.
SIMON. It helps me a lot.
SOREL. What does father mean by going on like that?

JUDITH. In view of the imminent reception, you’d better
go and shave, Simon.

(SIMON comes down and leans on piano.)
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SOREL. (rising and bursting into tears of rage) It’s so beastly!
Whenever I make any sort of plan about an always
done in by someone. I wish I were earning my own
living somewhere — a free agent — able to do whatever I
liked without being cluttered up and frustrated by the
family —

JUDITH. (picturesquely) It grieves me to hear you say that,
Sorel.

SOREL. Don’t be infuriating, mother!

JUDITH. (sadly) A change has come over my children of
late, I have tried to shut my eyes to it, but in vain. At
my time of life one must face bitter facts!

SIMON. This is going to be the blackest Saturday-till-
Monday we’ve ever spent!

JUDITH. (tenderly) Sorel, you mustn’t cry.

SOREL. Don’t sympathize with me; it’s only temper.

JUDITH. (pulling her down on to sofa beside her) Put your head
on my shoulder, dear.

SIMON. (bitterly) Your head, like the golden fleece...

SOREL. (tearfully) Richard’ll have to have “Little Hell” and
that horrible flapper the Japanese room,

JUDITH. Over my dead body!
SIMON. (comes over to his mother) Mother, what are we to do?
(JUDITH pulls him down on his knees and places his

head on her right shoulder, SOREL’s head on her left.
Makes a charming little motherly picture.)

JUDITH. We must all be very, very kind to every one!
SIMON. Now then, mother, none of that!

JUDITH. (aggrieved) I don’t know what you mean, Simon.
SIMON. You were being beautiful and sad.

JUDITH. But I am beautiful and sad.

SIMON. You’'re not particularly beautiful, darling, and you
NEVEr were.

JUDITH. Never mind; I made thousands think I was.
SIMON. And as for being sad —
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JUDITH. (pushes SIMON on the floor) Now, Simon, I will not be
dictated to like this! If I say I'm sad, I am sad. You don’t
understand, because you're precocious and tiresome...
There comes a time in all women’s lives —

SOREL. (rises and stands at left corner of sofa) Oh dear! (with
pained expression)

JUDITH. What did you say, Sorel?

SOREL. I said, “Oh dear!”

JUDITH. Well, please don’t say it again, because it annoys
me.

SOREL. (smuling) You're such a lovely hypocrite!

JUDITH. (casting up her eyes) I don’t know what I've done to
be cursed with such ungrateful children! It’s very cruel
at my time of life —

SIMON. There you go again!

JUDITH. (pause — inconsequently) You’re getting far too tall,
Sorel.
SOREL. Sorry, mother! B ——-

DITH. Give me another of those disgustjaeTigarettes —

IMON 7ises and goes [0 piano _geickly (gdus cigemesie. )

I ARn’t know where thepamesfOm.

(JUDIW rises ang gges”lenter. SIMON moves center ang
gives JUDNIHg#Moarette. ) '
SIMON. Hepé!
(He#ights it for )
JUDITH. I'm going t\forgegBntirely about all these

dreadful people arrivigg” My mind henceforward shall
be a blank on the g#bje

SOREL. It’g
Jupr made a great decision thi\morning.
N. at kind of decision?

JUDIJ#A. It’s a secret.
SOREL. Aren’t you gom

JUDITH. Of course. I meant it was a Secret from\our father.

1 very fifie, mother,Nqut —



