
all of it. You think I shirked the issues-
returned home with nothing but regretsand faded memories. (Very abruptly):Have you ever thought why I named myson Peter?
Mrs, B.: What do you mean?
Mrs. ©. (walks over to sideboard, takes
cigarette, toys with it in hand and walks
slowly back towards Mrs. B.): Have youever stopped to think why Peter's youthand his eagerness-sensitiveness, all thetraits which draw you to him-appeal to
you so very strongly? You say your lovefor him is largely material. That, per-
haps, is quite natural seeing that he is,in a sense,

your step-son.Mrs. B, hysterically): Real-
ly,
Mary, you

must be losing your rea-
B01
Mrs. ©. (slowly and with emphasis):The only sentiment I allowed myself,once that episode in my life was closed,was in calling my son Peter-Simon
ealled Peter,"

Mrs. B.: Simon! . Peter! You mean
Simon, my husband. It’s a lie-a dirtylie to kick me into giving him up!
(Rises.)
Mrs. 0.2 I have told you that whichI vowed to myself should be dead and for-
gotten for ever. Now do you understand
how impossible it all is?
Mrs, B.: Does Simon know?-or Peter?
Mrs. C.: No. That was the price I hadto pay, and I did not choose to share my
suffering even with him.
Mrs. B.: And do you mean to say you
have the impertinence to stand there and
criticise my morals, hold yourself up asan example of what I should do, when
you yourself had not the courage to do
one thing or the other, You hadn’t the
guts to stick by either of them, and now
you try to preach your gospel of unsel-
fishness to me. Oh, I know I’m speaking
like a Billingsgate fish-wife: I don’t care.
You needn’t look so horrified just be-
cause I’m telling you the truth. We’re not

discussing any drawing-room topic, I’m
telling you as plainly as I cay that I
despise you, and your smug hypocrisy,and I’m ashamed to haye ever had youfor my friend!
Mrs. ©.: You need not bother to ex-
plain any more. I’m sorry if that is how
you see it, I thought you would have alittle more tolerance. You see, Zetta, youand I judge things from a very different
standpoint. You condemn me for not
daring to break the shackles of conven-
tion, but you, after all, are far more con-ventional (if we must judge convention-ality a sin!). You are just doing what
every cheap publicity-sodden film star
and loose-brained seeker after fresh sen-
sations has done for the past
century, and you think it’s
something fine, and noble, and courageous
» © o --(wearily)-Well, I’ve done all I
can-you must do as you wish, but forGod’s sake try to get a sense of true
values. Widelity for the mere sake of
fidelity is of no more value than beinghonest because you are afraid of the
policeman round the corner. It is onlyof value if it is’ prompted by a desire
springing up deep within you to be faith-ful or to be honest. I never once sinned
against those inner feelings, and I can
conceive no higher law than that set
by our conscience. I gave Simon up,not because I felt it a sin to break mymarriage vows, but because I felt I was
committing a crime of extreme selfish-
ness in sacrificing those who loved and
depended upon me, for the sake of our
happiness. You say I betrayed myhusband. How could I betray him bygiving away that which he had never
had? We cannot parcel out our love
and hate as suits us, and all I eould
do was to give freely when love cameto me, and yet respect the claims ofthose who needed me. I caused nonebut myself any suffering through whatI gave, and once my mind was madeup I devoted my life to my children and
my husband, and he never knew, anilno one ever guessed that Simon had
ever meant anything to me.-(Sighs.)-God knows I suffered. Through forceof circumstances we had to meet fre-
quently as friends, and when you broughthim to me as your fiancee I though sure-ly this must be the last cruel twist of
fate, and I prayed I might be guidedto do the best for us all and never let
you suffer for what had passed. Butit. seems forces over which we have nocontrol tear asunder our plans and playhavoe with our dreams. There is no
end to the misery we weave for our-
selves. You must take the only thingthat held some meaning for that pastfor me-you, of all women, must rob meof Peter!
Mrs. B.: Of all the hypocritical state-ments! I suppose you’re hinting I rob-
bed you of Simon? Well, it’s thanksto you I ever met him, and as for yourgrief at my marrying him, why you werethe one to shower blessings on us and
get us married as soon as you could!Pretty scene! My wedding taking placeat the home of my husband’s former
mistress! I suppose you thought itwould be more convenient to have him
married to your best friend. Gave youan excellent excuse to see plenty of him!--(raising her voice hysterically)-I’yelistened to enough of your abuse-I’m
going! (Starts walking determinedly toexit.) By the way-(mockingly)-whenour divorce is through, you’re weleome to
Simon, but see you don’t let him go thistime!
(Mrs. C. shrugs her shoulders hopeless-ly. As she turns telephone bell rings
sharply. Mrs. ©. moves to answer it,but Mrs. B. swings round from arch-.
way and snatches the phone before Mrs.
CG. gets there.)
Mrs. B. (breathlessly): That will befor me! I told Peter I should be here
between four and five if he wanted to
send a message.
(She listens. Mrs. ©. moves to man-
telpiece and remains standing.)Mrs. B.: Yes, yes, this is Kurali 31.
Yes, Mrs. Brodie speaking. All right,I'll hang on! {Waits a few seconds. Voice

changes.) Hello! Is that, you darling,g?What? I can’t hear. You: ghiykwhat? Booked for where? Amerien?But. we’re going home. Booked a pas-
sage for one! I don’t understand-
what? You’ve thought it over aud
vealise what? Yes, yes. I know all
that-(slowly, with amazement)-too big
a sacrifice for me! Can't hurt Maryand Simon! (Puts on receiver, laughing
hysterically.) Oh, my God, that’s funny!
(Turning, stunned, to Mrs. C.) D’you
hear that, Mary? Can’t hurt you and
Simon! Too big a sacrifice for me! You
and your Peter! Oh, how funny.
(Gropes her way out blindly, laughinghysterically and muttering "Peter, too!1°"Not fair to Mary and Simon !")
Mrs. ©., tired and dazed, walks from
centre stage across to sofa. As she passes
she picks up golliwog. She sits on sofa
and gazes at photo as in a trance. She
clasps the, golliwog to her breast and
rocks it as a mother does her child-
slowly sobs come. A little time passes.
Off-stage a motor-horn and sounds of
activity are heard. Slowly witha sighof relief she puts the golliw’ ilown.
As she rises the effort of gettin holdof herself is apparent.
Mrs. ©. (sternly. loudly)

: Boy! Puli
that damned punkah !(The punkah swings to life once more,and Mrs. ©. is seen to walk toward door
way as the curtain falls.)
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Radio "Stars"

Huge Salaries

PROGRAMME sponsors in the UnitedStates seem to be as lavish as
film companies once were in the sal-
aries they pay to star artists. As there
exists no -basis of estimating actigpal
monetary worth, entertainers of fayne
are reaping a rich harvest. Salaries
have been pushed up to record heights
and, aS a consequence, broadcast ad-
vertising is costing far too much.
To combat this situation, thirty
prominent advertisers met recently in
New York. Among other things, they
objected to the fact that commercial
sponsors have to pay a 15 per cent.
commission on talent to advertising
agencies. They wish to deal directly
with the broadcasting organisation or
the artists, and save this expense. Oné
artist, who sings for fifteen minutes a
day from a New York station to ad-
vertise a brand of cigarettes, is paid
6000 dollars (about £1200) per weekfor this service, and, in addition, re-
ceives the same sum for theatrical en-
gagements over the next three months.
Another popular entertainer receivesa huge weekly salary, but perhaps the
highest-paid radio artists in the world
are "Amos’n’ Andy." ‘They have ex-
tolled the merits of a tooth paste
twice nightly for months by means of
sketches of negro life.
But these popular entertainers are
the exception. There is a dearth of
high-class talent ‘on the air," so that
programme sponsors have. found that
a national "drawing card," original
enough to hold thousands of listeners,
is worth his weight in gold. The
broadcasting companies are using
every means to find and develop new
"stars." a
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