THE GEM AND ITS SETTING.

PERSONS.

EVE GRIEVE, 30, a widow.
MAY DAY, 18, an unmarried girl,
JAMES KNIGHT, 40, a bachelor.
A RECEPTIVE FRIEND.,

Scene t—Mrs. Grieve's drawing-room at Chelsea. 1t is 5 o'clock.
She is giving a small tea-party

MAY DAY (to her hostess in passing): Why, Eve, you
have got a new gaud?

MRS. GRIEVE (touching her neck): Oh, this old
thing ? I have had it years.

MAY DAY : A month, perhaps! Bend down.

MRS. GRIEVE (bending down, while her friend grasps
the pendant): Oh, well, it’s all the same. Isn’t it a nice little
bit of paste ?

MAY DAY (incredulously) : No—surely ?

MRS. GRIEVE (laughing): Let go May, you are
strangling me! Yes, it’s wonderful how effective really
antique paste is. Poor old Jimmy | (She leaves her to speak
to another guest,)
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MAY DAY (half to herself, and half to a receptive
friend) : Poor old Jimmy, indeed | Paste, did he? I must stop
on and have a straight talk to a young woman—Eve. Eve is
playing, but it isn’t cricket! And why isn’t poor old Jimmy
here to grace, or disgrace her triumph ? (She propounds this
query in so many words to Mr, Grieves as that lady drifts
past her a second time,)

MRS. GRIEVE : Kept at the office, dear. Will look in
later if he can manage it. I asked him, at all events (defiantly).

MAY DAY : It is the least you could do.

MRS. GRIEVE (amiably) : Stop and see him if he comes.
I shall soon get rid of all these people. Don’t go till you
have to!

MAY DAY (solemnly): I will stay, even if I have to
miss the Delmar dinner for it, and Teddy is to be there!

THE RECEPTIVE FRIEND : Who is Teddy ?

MAY DAY (shortly): The young man I want to be
engaged to, and yet I am going to sit tight.

(She does. Mrs, Grieve gets gradually rid of all her
friends, and the room is empty, They both go to the
teastable and eat little cakes, Mz, James Knight has
not appeared,)

MAY DAY (with her mouth full): Now, Eve, I am
going to scold you, Let us go and sit by the fire.

MRS. GRIEVE (drawing up two chairs): The solemn
cheek of it !

MAY DAY: I assume the privilege of youth. How
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your jewel flashes in the firelight !

MRS. GRIEVE: How you do keep harping on my
wretched jewel | (boldly,) It isn’t the first Jimmy has given
me by a very long way.

MAY DAY : I know it isn’t. More shame for you!

MRS. GRIEVE : May, I shall get cross, I warn you.
Flesh and blood can’t be expected to stand it.

MAY DAY : Silk and chiffon, you mean! I don’t believe,
my dear, that you have more body than chiffon or less dress-
ing than silk ?

MRS. GRIEVE : Very neat! And you judge I have no
heart because [ like pretty clothes and things that sparkle, and
because I choose to wear some little bits of mere brightness
that have no intrinsic value except—

MAY DAY : Don’t pretend that you attach sentimental
interest to these—sparklets. Everyone knows that Jimmy
leaves you absolutely cold.

MRS. GRIEVE: He does, poor fellow. Ican’t help it.

MAY DAY : While you have the reverse effect upon
him. Everyone knows that, too. It's humiliating! I am
sorry for him.

MRS. GRIEVE (with feeling). So am 1.

MAY DAY : How insulting! How dare you be sorry
for a man worth two of you!

MRS. GRIEVE: That’s not rating him over highly.

MAY DAY : Tell me one thing. You have refused him,
conventionally, I suppose ?

117



MRS. GRIEVE : Very conventionally, once for all.

MAY DAY : And does he believe you?

MRS. GRIEVE : Oh yes. Itis only on that understand-
ing that I permit—

MAY DAY : Paste pendants, etc.

MRS. GRIEVE: It gives him such intense pleasure, poor
dear, and you know, you impertinent May, who presume to
know everything, that Jimmy ins’t at all badly off. He has
quite a comfortable salary from those people in Throgmorton
Street, and I always say that he is not to spend more than a
fiver on me, ever. I am adamant.

MAY DAY : That pendant isn’t. I am sure it cost more
than a fiver.

MRS. GRIEVE: Nonsense! Jimmy knows that I am a
woman of honour.

MAY DAY : Did you make him swear to the fiver ?

MRS. GRIEVE: Of course not. Jimmy is a man of
honour too.

MAY DAY : Oh, love makes short work of honour ! You
have corrupted him and got him to salve your nasty little
conscience with a lie.

MRS. GRIEVE : I wouldn’t stand this from any one but
an unmarried girl,

MAY DAY : They only have the courage to do and dare
to be rude. I am going on, since you are so nice about it.
Eve, don’t you mean to marry again ?

MRS. GRIEVE: I don’t mean to, but I may.
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MAY DAY : Not Jimmy?

MRS. GRIEVE: Certainly, not Jimmy.

MAY DAY : He is far to good for you.

MRS. GRIEVE : Far. But honestly, since my widow-
hood I have seen no one I could marry again, marry once
even. That’s my position, and I think it is a tenable one.

MAY DAY (pensive): Oh yes, if you can holdit. WhenI
think how I adore Teddy, who won’t even give me the chance
of marrying once, I could shake you.

MRS. GRIEVE : Do, child, if you think it would help
you to Teddy. But why won’t you let me stay in the berth
to which Providence has called me—the delightful berth of a
widow, with enough money to be comfortable, and ornamental
too. Neither my features nor my housekeeping are considered
plain. I have, thank God, no relations and heaps of friends.

MAY DAY : Enough to furnish your drawing-room and
eat your delicious little cakes, but only one Jimmy.

MRS. GRIEVE: But Jimmys are not rare. Every
ordinarily nice woman has a Jimmy of sorts, as she has an
opera-glass or a marabout stole.

MAY DAY : “A poor thing, but mine own.”

MRS. GRIEVE: It can’t be helped. There are, moving
in this society of ours, a certain number of women whom
everybody—

MAY DAY : Draw it mild.

MRS. GRIEVE: Well, that several men want. Then,
as a pendant to them (May Day glances sarcastically at Mrs,
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