Cutting of Mrs. Warren’s Profession for Michael’s Theatre History

Act II

(Warren’s Parlor)

Mrs. Warren

Did you ever in your life hear anyone rattle on so? Isn’t he a tease?
Vivie

I shall have to get rid of him; but I shall feel sorry for him, though he’s not worth it, poor lad. That man Crofts does not seem to me to be good for much either, is he?

Mrs. Warren

What do you know of men, child, to talk that way about them? You’ll have to make up your mind to see a good deal of Sir George Crofts, as he’s a friend of mine.

Vivie

Why? Do you expect that we shall be much together- you and I, I mean?

Mrs. Warren

Of course – until you’re married. 

Vivie

Do you think my way of life would suit you?

Mrs. Warren

Your way of life! What do you mean?

Vivie

Has it really never occurred to you, mother, that I have a way of life like other people?

Mrs. Warren

What nonsense is this you’re trying to talk? Do you want to shew your independence, now that you’re a great little person at school? Don’t be a fool, child.

Vivie

That’s all you have to say on the subject, is it, mother?

Mrs. Warren

Your way of life will be what I please, so it will. Do you know who you’re speaking to, Miss?

Vivie

No, Who are you? What are you? Everybody knows my reputation, my social standing, and the profession I intend to pursue. I know nothing about you. What is that way of life which you invite me to share with you and Sir George Crofts, pray?

Mrs. Warren
Take care. I shall do something I’ll be sorry for after, and you, too.

Vivie

I really cannot stand whimpering. I will go out of the room if you do.

Mrs. Warren

Oh my darling, how can you be so hard on me? Have I no rights over you as your mother?

Vivie
Are you my mother?

Mrs. Warren

Am I your mother! Oh Vivie!

Vivie

You claim the rights of a mother. Before I give myself the trouble to resist such claims, I may as well find out whether they have any real existence. Who was my father?

Mrs. Warren
You don’t know what you’re asking. I can’t tell you.

Vivie

 I have a right to know; and you know very well that I have that right. You can refuse to tell me, if you please; but if you do, you will see the last of me tomorrow morning. 

Mrs. Warren

Oh, it’s too horrible to hear you talk like that. You wouldn’t- you couldn’t leave me.

Vivie

Yes, without a moments hesitation, if you trifle with me about this. How can I feel sure that I may not have the contaminated blood of that brutal waster in my veins?

Mrs. Warren  

No, no. On my oath it’s not he, nor any of the rest that you have ever met. I’m certain of that, at least. 

(Vivie’s eyes fasten sternly on her mother as the significance of this flashes on her.)  

Vivie

You are certain of that, at least. Ah! You mean hat that is all you are certain of. I see. 

(Mrs. Warren buries her face in her hands.)

Don’t do that, mother: you know you don’t feel it a bit. Well, that is enough for tonight. At what hour would you like breakfast? Is half past eight too early for you?

Mrs. Warren

My God, what sort of woman are you?

Vivie

The sort the world is mostly made of, I should hope. Otherwise I don’t understand how it gets its business done. What about bed? It’s past ten.

Mrs. Warren

What’s the use of my going to bed? Do you think I could sleep?

Vivie

Why not? I shall.

Mrs. Warren

You! You’ve no heart. What right have you to set yourself up above me like this? You boast of what you are to me – to me, who gave you the chance of being what you are. What chance had I?

Vivie

Don’t think for a moment I set myself above you in any way. You attacked me with the conventional authority of a mother: I defended myself with the conventional superiority of a respectable woman. I shall always respect your right to your own opinions and your own way of life.

Mrs. Warren

My own opinions and my own way of life! Listen to her talking! Do you think I was brought up like you – able to pick and choose my own way of life? Do you think I did what I did because I liked it, or thought it right, or wouldn’t rather have gone to college and been a lady if I’d had the chance?

Vivie

Everybody has some choice, mother. The poorest girl alive may not be able to choose between being Queen of England or Principal of Newnham; but she can choose between ragpicking and flowerselling, according to her taste. People are always blaming their circumstances for what they are.

Mrs. Warren

Oh, it’s easy to talk, very easy isn’t it? Here! – would you like to know what my circumstances were?

Vivie

Yes: you had better tell me.

Mrs. Warren

Do you know who your grandmother was?

Vivie

No

Mrs. Warren

She called herself a widow and had a fried-fish shop down by the Mint, and kept herself and four daughters out of it. Two of us were sisters: that was me and Liz; and we were both good-looking and well made. I suppose our father was a well-fed man: mother pretended he was a gentleman; but I don’t know. The other two were only half sisters – undersized, ugly, starved looking, hard working, honest poor creatures. They were the respectable ones. Well, what did they get by their respectability? I’ll tell you. One of them worked in a whitelead factory twelve hours a day for nine shillings a week until she died of lead poisoning. She only expected to get her hands a little paralyzed; but she died. The other was always held up to as a model because she married a Government laborer in the Deptford victualling yard, and kept his room and the three children neat and tidy on eighteen shillings a week – until he took to drink. That was worth being respectable for, wasn’t it?

Vivie

Did you and your sister think so? 

Mrs. Warren
We both went to church school, and we stayed there until Liz went out one night and never came back. The clergyman got me a situation as a scullery maid in a temperance restaurant where they sent out for anything you liked. Then I was a waitress; and then I went to the bar at Waterloo station- fourteen hours a day serving drinks and washing glasses for four shillings a week and my board. That was considered a great promotion for me. Well, one cold, wretched night, when I was so tired I could hardly keep myself awake, who should come up for a half of Scotch but Lizzie, in a long fur cloak, elegant and comfortable, with lot of sovereigns in her purse. When she saw I’d grown up good-looking she said to me across the bar: “What are you doing there, you little fool? wearing out your health and your appearance for other people’s profit!” She lent me some money and gave me a start; and I saved steadily and first paid her back, and then went into business with her as her partner. Why shouldn’t I have done it? None of our girls were ever treated as I was treated in the scullery of that temperance place, or at the Waterloo bar, or at home. Would you have had me stay in them and become a worn out old drudge before I was forty?

Vivie   

No; but why did you choose that business? Saving money and good management will succeed in any business.

Mrs. Warren  

But where can a woman get the money to save in any other business? Could you save out of four shillings a week and keep yourself dressed well? Not you. Do you think we were such fools as to let other people trade our good looks by employing us as shopgirls, or barmaids, or waitresses, when we could trade them in ourselves and get all the profits instead of starvation wages? Not likely.

Vivie

You were certainly quite justified – from the business point of view

Mrs. Warren  

Yes; or any other point of view. What is any respectable girl brought up to do but catch come rich man’s fancy and get the benefit of his money by marrying him? – as if a marriage ceremony could make any difference in the right or wrong of the thing! Oh, the hypocrisy of the world makes me sick! Liz and I had to work and save and calculate just like the other people; elseways we should be as poor as any good-for –nothing, drunken waster of a woman that thinks her luck will last forever. I despise such people; they’ve no character; and if there’s a thing I hate in a woman, it’s want of character. 

Vivie

Come, now, mother: frankly! Isn’t it a part of what you call character in a woman that she should greatly dislike such a way of making money?

Mrs. Warren 

Why, of course. Everybody dislikes having to work and make money; but they have to do it all the same. It’s not work that any woman would do for pleasure, goodness knows; though to hear the pious people talk you would suppose it was a bed of roses.

Vivie

Still you consider it worthwhile. It pays.

Mrs. Warren 

Of course it’s worthwhile to a poor girl, if she can resist temptation and is good-looking and well conducted and sensible. It can’t be right, Vivie, that there shouldn’t be better opportunities for women. But, of course, it’s not worthwhile for a lady. If you took to it you’d be a fool; but I should have been a fool if I’d taken to anything else. 

Vivie
Mother: suppose we were both as poor as you were in those wretched old days, are you quite sure that you wouldn’t advise me to try the Waterloo bar, or marry a labourer, or even go into the factory?

Mrs. Warren
Of course not. What sort of mother do you take me for! How could you keep your self-respect in such starvation and slavery? And what’s a woman worth? what’s life worth? without self-respect! Why am I independent and able to give my daughter a first-rate education, when other women that had just as good opportunities are in the gutter? Because I always knew how to respect myself and control myself. Don’t you be led astray by people who don’t know the world, my girl. The only way for a woman to provide for herself decently is for her to be good to some man that can afford to be good to her. If she’s in his own station of life, let her make him marry her; but if she’s far beneath him she can’t expect it – why should she? It wouldn’t be for her own happiness. Ask any lady in London society that has daughters; and she’ll tell you the same, except that I tell you straight and she’ll tell you crooked. That’s all the difference.

Vivie

My dear mother: you are a wonderful woman – you are stronger than all England. And are you really and truly not one wee bit doubtful – or-or – ashamed?

Mrs. Warren 

Well, of course, dearie, it’s only good manners to be ashamed of it; it’s expected from a woman. Women have to pretend to feel a great that they don’t feel. Oh, dear! I do believe I’m getting sleepy after all.

Vivie

I believe it is I who will not be able to sleep now. Better let in some fresh air before locking up. What a beautiful night! Look! 

Mrs. Warren

Yes, dear: but take care you don’t catch your death of cold from the night air.

Vivie

Nonsense.

Mrs. Warren

Oh, yes: everything I say is nonsense, according to you.

Vivie

No: really that is not so, mother. You have got completely the better of me tonight, though I intended it to be the other way. Let us be good friends now. Good night.

Mrs. Warren

Blessings on my own dearie darling – a mother’s blessing!

Act III

(Rectory Garden)

Frank

Ain’t you coming.

Vivie

No, I want to give you a warning, Frank. Please treat my mother with as much respect as you treat your own.

Frank

What on earth has happened to you? Last night we were perfectly agreed as to your mother and her set. This morning I find you attitudinizing sentimentally with your arm round your parent’s waist. First time I ever saw you do a second-rate thing.

Vivie

Yes, Frank: there has been a change; but I don’t think it a change for the worse. Yesterday I was a little prig.

Frank

And today?

Vivie

Today I know my mother better than you do.

Frank

 Viv; there’s a freemasonry among thoroughly immoral people that you know nothing of. You’ve too much character. That’s the bond between your mother and me: that’s why I know her better than you’ll ever know her.

Vivie

You are wrong: you know nothing about her. If you knew the circumstances against which my mother had to struggle –

Frank

I should know why she is what she is, shouldn’t I? What difference does it make? Circumstances or no circumstances, Viv, you won’t be able to stand your mother.

Vivie

Why not?

Frank

Because she’s an old wretch, Viv. If you ever put your arm round her waist in my presence again, I’ll shoot myself.

Vivie

Must I choose between dropping your acquaintance and dropping my mother’s.

Frank

That would put the old lady at ever so much of a disadvantage. It’s no use, Viv: your mother’s impossible. She may be a good sort; but she’s a bad lot, a very bad lot.

Vivie

Frank! Is she to be deserted by all the world because she’s what you call a bad lot?

Frank
No fear of that, Viv: she won’t ever be deserted. 

Vivie

But I am to desert her, I suppose.

Frank

Musn’t go live with her. Little family group of mother and daughter wouldn’t be a success. Spoil our little group.

Vivie

What little group?

Frank

The babes in the wood: Vivie and little Frank. Let’s go and get covered up with leaves. 

Vivie

Fast asleep, hand in hand, under the trees.

Frank

Ever so peaceful, and relieved from the imbecility of the little boy’s father and the questionableness of the little girl’s –

Vivie

Shhh! little girl wants to forget all about her mother. (Pause) What a pair of fools we are! Come: sit up. Gracious! your hair. I wonder do all grown-up people play in that childish way when nobody is looking. I never did it when I was a child.

Frank

Neither did I. You are my first playmate. (Sees Crofts) Oh damn!

Vivie

Why damn, dear?

Frank

Shh! Here’s this brute, Crofts.     

Vivie

Don’t be rude to him, Frank.

Crofts

Could I have a few words with you, Miss Vivie?

Vivie

Certainly.

Crofts

You’ll excuse me, Gardner. They’re waiting for you in the church, if you don’t mind.

Frank

Anything to oblige you Crofts - except the church. If you want anything, Vivie, ring the gate bell, and a domestic will appear. (Exits) 

Crofts

Pleasant young fellow that, Miss Vivie. Pity he has no money, isn’t it?

Vivie

I realize his disadvantages, Sir George.

Crofts

Oh, it’s not that. But while we’re in this world were in it; and money’s money. Nice day isn’t it?

Vivie

Very.

Crofts

Well, that’s not what I came to say. Now listen, Miss Vivie. I’m quite aware that I’m not a young lady’s man. And to tell you the truth, I don’t want to be either. But when I say a thing I mean it; when I feel sentiment I feel it in earnest; and what I value I pay hard money for. That’s the sort of man I am.

Vivie

It’s very kind of you to tell me all this.

Crofts

Oh, well, come, Miss Vivie: you needn’t pretend you don’t see what I’m driving at. I want to settle down with a Lady Crofts. I suppose you think me very blunt, eh?

Vivie

Not at all: I am much obliged to you for being so definite and business-like. I quite appreciate the offer: the money, the position, Lady Crofts, and so on. But I think I will say no, if you don’t mind. I’d rather not. 

Crofts

I’m in no hurry. It was only just to let you know in case young Gardner should try to trap you. Leave the question open. I’m a good deal older than you – twenty-five years- quarter of a century. I shan’t live for ever; and I’ll take care that you shall be well off when I’m gone.

Vivie

I am proof against even that inducement, Sir George. Don’t you think you’d better take your answer? There’s not the slightest chance of my altering it.

Crofts

Well, no matter. I could tell you some things that would change your mind fast enough; but I won’t, because I’d rather win you by honest affection. I was a good friend to your mother: ask her whether I wasn’t. She’d never have made the money that paid for your education if it hadn’t been for my advice and help, not to mention the money I advanced her. 

Vivie

Do you mean to say that you were my mother’s business partner?

Crofts

Yes. Now just think of all the trouble and explanations it would save if we were to keep this whole thing in the family, so to speak. Ask your mother whether she’d like to have to explain all her affairs to a perfect stranger.

Vivie

I see no difficulty, since I understand that the business is wound up, and the money invested.

Crofts

Wound up! Wind up a business that’s paying 35 per cent in the worst years! Not likely. Who told you that?

Vivie

Do you mean that it is still -? What business are you talking about?

Crofts

Well, the fact is, it’s not what would be considered exactly a high-class business in my set – the county set, you know, our set it will be if you think better of my offer.

I don’t know whether you’ve found in traveling how hard it is to find a really comfortable private hotel. Your mother’s indispensable as managing director. You’ve noticed, I daresay, that she travels a good deal. But you see you can’t mention such things in society. Once let out the word hotel and everybody says you keep a public-house. You wouldn’t like people to say that of your mother, would you? That’s why we’re so reserved about it. By the bye, you’ll keep it to yourself, won’t you? Since it’s been a secret so long, it had better remain so.

Vivie

And this is the business you invite me to join you in?

Crofts

Oh, no. My wife shan’t be troubled with business. You’ll not be in it more than you’ve always been.

Vivie

I always been! What do you mean?

Crofts 

Only that you’ve always lived on it. It paid for your education and the dress you have on your back.

Vivie

Take care. I know what this business is.

Crofts

Who told you?

Vivie

Your partner – my mother.

Crofts

The old – She ought to have had more consideration for you. I’d never have told you.

Vivie

I think you would probably have told me when we were married: it would have been a convenient weapon to break me in with.

Crofts

I never intended that. On my word as a gentleman I didn’t.

Vivie

It does not matter. I suppose you understand that when we leave here today our acquaintance ceases. 

Crofts

Why? Is it for helping your mother?

Vivie

My mother was a very poor woman who had no reasonable choice but to do as she did. You are a pretty common sort of scoundrel, I think. 

Crofts

Why the devil shouldn’t I invest my money that way? I take the interest on my capital like other people: I hope you don’t think I dirty my own hands with the work. If you’re going to pick and choose your acquaintances on moral principles, you’d better clear out of this country, unless you want to cut yourself out of all decent society.

Vivie

You might go on to point out that I myself never asked where the money I spent came from. I believe I am just as bad as you.

Crofts

Of course you are; and a very good think too! What harm does it do after all? So you don’t think me such a scoundrel now you come to think it over. Eh?

Vivie

I have shared profits with you; and I admitted you just now to the familiarity of knowing what I think of you.

Crofts

To be sure you did. So long as you don’t fly openly in the face of society, society doesn’t ask any inconvenient questions; and it makes precious short work of the cads who do. There are no secrets better kept than the secrets that everybody guesses. In the society I can introduce you to, no lady or gentleman would so far forget themselves as to discuss my business affairs or your mother’s. No man can offer you a safer position. 

Vivie

When I think of the society that tolerates you, and the laws that protect you – when I think of how helpless nine out of ten young girls would be in the hands of you and my mother – the unmentionable woman and her capitalist bully –

Crofts

Damn you!

Vivie

You need not. I feel among the damned already.

Crofts

Do you think I’ll put up with this from you, you young devil, you?

Vivie

Be quiet. Someone will answer the bell. (Rings)

Frank

(Appearing instantly)

Will you have the rifle, Viv, or shall I operate?

Vivie

Put the rifle away, Frank: it’s quite unnecessary. 

Frank

Quite right, Viv. Much more sportsmanlike to catch him in a trap. Crofts: there are fifteen cartridges in this magazine here; and I am a dead shot at present distance at an object of your size.

Crofts

Oh, you needn’t be afraid. I’m not going to touch you.

Frank

Ever so magnanimous of you under the circumstances! Thank you.

Crofts

I’ll just tell you this before I go. It may interest you, since you’re so fond of one another. Allow me, Mister Frank, to introduce you to your half-sister, the eldest daughter of the Reverend Samuel Gardner. Miss Vivie: your half-brother. Good Morning.

End
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