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FOREWORD 

".\ Little Child Hhall Lead Them" was written as a elass exercise. lt is 
one of sixteen sim.ilar plays written by the class in Advanced English Com­
position of the ummcr quarter, 1915, of the First Di:trict 1 ormal , 'chool. 
The purpose of the instructor in proposing such an exercise (aside from such 
pedagogic reasons as a desire lo motivate the course) was to produce a play 
dealing with rural life probkms for presentation at t he Fifth Annual Rural 
Life Conference lo he held in December, 1915. The general plan of the plays 
"·a discussed and contribu ted (o by the clas. as a whole; hence each play .i 
really a composite production, embodying the best ideas of a il of the class 
members. But the actual composition and the arranging of all plot detai ls. 
arc, in every case except two, the rc·ul of individual effort. In the two 
exceptional case mentioned, four tudcnl "·orked in pairs. 

The actual ,vTiting of the plays occupied the last three weeks of the 
quarter; but all the time preceding was applied to work leading up to the 
play,-short daily themes, fortnigh t ly short torie,, one-act plays, many 
round table discussions and exchanges of criticism, and the examination of 
much illu tra(ive material. 

Special acknowledgment i. due President J"ohn R. E:irk and Dl'a n A. P. 
t-\ctti<.' for encouragl'ment and criticism, and to Profs. }lark Burrows, Le lit' 
B. Hipple, and Florence M . Lane for expert information and advice on mattl'r~ 
pertaining to rura l l ife. 

C'. :\f. 1Y1 >'E (Instructor). 



A LITTLE CHILD SHALL LEAD THEM 

Hugh Calvc•rt. 

Cyrus Olliver 

:-lyra Olliver . 

Loreta Olliv<'r .. . . 

• .\ngcla ... . 

Peter ::limp~on ... 

Doctor S_vl vc~tPr 

Mani } 
Betsy ··· 

A PLAY OF RURAL LIFE 

Characters 

. ..... r\ <·1ill urecl young far11t('I' 

. A good-hearted, Jrnrcl-ht>ackd farmer of the old sehool 

. . His wife 

.. His daughtc·r 

An orphan, and µ;rnnddaughter of Cyrus OllivPr 

. ... A \\'C'althy bachelor fnrm<'r 

. 11 ir<'d sPn·ant~ of Cyrus Olliver 
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ACT I. 

NPLting, a hack yarcl of an ordinary farmhouse>. Pots, kettles. etc. 
an· Heat tercel ahouL in no ct'rtain order. In one corn<•r o[ yard is an old 
grindstone; in nnotht•r eornrr is a awhuck 11·ith a fc,"" saw cl chunks piled 
nrar and a huc-k aw carrksHly thrown on llwm. .\s the curtain is raised a 
young woman is sern churning with an old dasher churn near renter of staµ;e. 
lier clrt•ss of faded calico and worn apron and sunbo111wt indiC'ale that the 
young woman is a hired µ;irl. In her facr is a look of simplicity horclerinµ; 
on meager int lliµ;cn c·e. lmmPdiately after the- c-urtain is liftrd, a young 
man, appan•ntly somr three or four years older than the woman, possihl~· 
thirty year' old, C'omes on st,1µ;<•. 11<' is of nwclium h11ild, ncit her hort nor 
tall , more inc-lined to he sll'mler than heav~•- 11<·, too, i.' dre. eel in a working 
µ;arh, and his general dt'meanor would indicate that lw is a farm laborer, or 
hirrcl hand , a~ he would more ordinarily he C'alled. He is evidently a pleasant. 
good natured man, and his C'ontinual Rmik i an ev('r presrnt aRsuranc-e of 
that goodness ,vithin whic-h prompts his simple acts. 

NA~1.-\\"hy, B-B-B-Betsy, wh-wh-what nre you d-d-d-doin''? 
BETSY. (\\'it h a look of \\'('arinCHS and aver~· drawly voice) I'm thorry 

to thny, Tham, that I've bc<'n a-churnin' for over thikthty minutth and the 
lrnttt•r won't come·. 

NA~1.-(Comi1Jg up awkwardly to thr churn and looking sympathizingly 
into Bct8y'~ Pyc-s) I-I-I'm sorry for you, 11-B-Bc-tsy. 1-1-I wi h I could help 
~·ou , but 1-1-1 h,wc-n't g-g-got the t-t-timl'. The b-b-hoss told mp to s-s-swill 
llw p-p-pigs ,-iµ;ht a\\"ay-hut there a-a-aint any s-s-swill, so I-I-I've got to 
!!;-g-givl' 'em plain w-w-\\·atN. 

BETsY.-(Romewhat guiltily) I'm thorry to thay, Tham, that I thpillNl 
tlw thwill. 

, ·.ur.-X-X-m•vt•r mind, B-B-Betsy, the pigs p-p-prl'fer cold \\·-\\•-water 
in the- s-s-summer tim<' anyway. (Start. away, but uddcnly turns back.) 
I'm s-s-sorry for you, B-B-Betsy. I-I-I'm afraid you'll get -s-sun Htruck. 
I-l-1' 11 tl'II you what I'll do. B-B-Betsy- I havl'n't g-µ;-µ;ot time to c-hum for 
you,-hut I-I-I'll try to f-f-f-furni h you some- shade. (Ile et clo,rn bucket 
and rushc-s off stagP. Betsy mops the s11·eat off her face with l1Pr slec,·e ancl 
<'ontinues her churning. Presently Ham rushes baC'k on the stage oprning 
an old umbrella, and Bc-tsy stop churning.) Herc we arc, B-B-Bc-tsy! I 
u-use this parasol for c--e-e-e-cmergc-nC'i<'s. It sheds s-s-sun hine or r-r-rain. 
(Ile comes up to Betsy and holds parasol over her.) :N"-N"-Xow churn, 
B-B-Betsy. (Betsy again starts the churn, but f;am puts his hand on her 
shoulder and she quits churninµ; and hangs her head. Sam holds umbrella ~o 
that it hides them from haC'k of stage, and draws nearer to her.) 

BE•n;Y.- Tham, you alwayth ,rnth good to me. 
N,rn·.-(Ilolding up the umbrella a little and peeping under it to back of 

stage) I w-w-woncler what the b-b-bos would say if he found us here a-(Ile 
hesitates) a-w-w-workin' together. (Lowers umbrella aµ;ain.) 

BE'i'SY.-1 am thorry to (hay, Tham, that [ am afraid he wouldn't like it . 
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:-;_nr.-1 b-b-bct 1 know ,-, -something cl e that the- b-b-hoss wo11ldn't 
lik' if h-h-he knPw it. (He puts his ri ,ht arm ahout llC'r sho11lders while he 
holds the nmhrella with his lrft hand.) 

I3ET,-;Y.-TC'll me what il ilh, Tham. 
/-i.ur.-Xo"·, B-B-Bets,v, l don't want to gel into t-t-t.trouhlr "·itli the 

h-h-hoss or his pretty cl-cl-daughter or with that finp h-h-hcau of hN,-;. l am 
afraid you mjght t-t-t-teU; then I might get into t•l-lrouhle and 1-l•l-lose my 
job. (The boss, C~·rus Olliver, enters at back, and unobserved hy I he hirNI 
help, lands and listen. to their conversation. He is a man of about fifty 
years, has slightly gray hair and a gray, stubby beard. lie is large and 
omewhat portly. II is a man of overhearing naure. Ile is slo11· of motion, 

slow of ~pcceh, yet firm and decicil'd, and his confidence in himself givrs wright 
to his cver.v word and action. His language ·uffers from want of srhool 
training, hut it i none the kss l'mphatic for that. He wears a farmer' garb, 
consisting of heavy shoes, work shirt and OVl'ralls and ,1 broacJ.lJrimmccl hat . 
. \ reel handkerchief hangs out of his hip porkct. Ile stands in an atti­
tude of disgu t ,,·hrn first he catchc sight of the hir!'cl man and the hired 
girl.) 

BisTSY.-(Dejl'ctedly) I am thorry to thay, Tham, that you l'an't trulht 
me with a thecret. 

R,1.,r.-Oh, well, B•Betsy, here g-g-goes anyh0\1·! Xoll' you must hold 
your t-t-t-tongue.-The pretty d-d-d-daughter ' · beau is handin' around a 
p-p-p-papcr to get signers for c•r-c-consoli-d-d-dation. ,\nd he s-s-s-said this 
morning that he h-h-h-hacl enough names to p·Jl·Jl-JJUt 'er through. (The 
farmer's digust change to surpri e and indignation.) .\ncl B-B-Betsy, if 
tllC'y do p-p-p-put 'er through, watch out for the b-h•b-hoss and the r1.c1.c1augh­
trr's beau. There'll be somr f-f-fur a-f-f.f-flyin'. 

:\In. CYRUS OLLIYER.-(lndignant yet compo eel) \\'hat's that )·ou're 
,nyin' about consolidation? (Ram lets the umbrella fall and Bet:,y jumps 
~('reaming and ring her hands.) You tell anybody tlmt wants lo know. that 
this dee trict don't get none of that. C'onsolidalion till :\Ir. C~Tus Olliver 
(Points to himself) says yes. Anyh0\1·, '"hat ye slandin' hrre under a umhrrlla 
for "·hen Yl' ought to be a-workin''I 

B1,TsY.-(Pleadingly) I'm thorry 1.o thay, :\Ir. Ollivrr, that the butter 
won't c·omr. I think it necdth thome hot waler in it. (Rhe begins drnrning 
Yigoronsly.) 

:-;_u1.-l-I-I-was on my way to swill thr p•p-p-p•pigs, :\fr. Olliver, hut the 
ti+. will-it-it-it--(Ile nervously picks up bucket.) 

Brmw.-(Breakingdown) Oh :\IithtcrOllivcr! I thpilkd thetlrn·ill! (;\lr. 
Hugh Calvert leps in at right. He is ahout t1n•nty-four )'Pars old. HP is 
strongl_v built, tall and traight. His face is , mooth-shavcn and lhCl'(' is in 
it an <'Xprcssion of determination, yet one of frankness. IIc is refined and 
g('Jltle, but by no means effeminate. He is neatly dressed, yet not what 0lll' 
ll"Oulcl call "dre sec! up". He holds a paper in his left hand, and walks up lo 
:\Ir. OlliYcr and extend his right hand. ) 



H GH.-How do you do, l\Ir . Olliver. (Mr. Olliver takes no notice of hi,, 
visitor, but continues his dialog with his hired help.) 

:\In. OLL1v1m.-Sarn ! Take that churn and empty what all's in it into 
them slop pail and swill the pigs. There's more money in pigs than butter 
anyhow. And Betsy, you'd just as well collect your senses and take that 
churn 1.o the house and get it washed out. And remember, I'm gettin' tired 
of this eternal sparkin'. It 'pears to me like there's more lovin' than rnoney­
makin' goin' on around this rnnch lately, an' I'm here to say that they's got 
to he a change in the way things is goin' ! (Sam, having emptied the churn, 
hurries off with the swill buckets, and Betsy runs off with churn, Sam going to 
left and Betsy to back center. Ir. Olliver picks up umbrella and closes it, 
still paying no attention to the young man. The young man, however, braccH 
up and open up hi mission.) 

HrGH.-1\Ir. Olliver, I have stopped to see you a moment on a maLtcr 
that a number of us have been thinking about for some time. I am somewhat 
hesitant in speaking to you about thi ·, because I am quite aware of the fact 
that in the pa t you have taken the side of the opposition. However, 1 feel 
that nothing ought to be done in the dark about this thing 11·hich affects us 
all alike. So, in order that it may not appear that there is any underhanded 
work going on, I am coming to you openly, tn------

:\lu. OLI,I\'EH.-(lmpatiently) Young man, if you want anything of me 
come to the point. l\1y time's too valuable to fritter away listening to ora­
tions. \'i'hat's that paper·> (Points to the paper that Hugh holds in hi, 
hand. ) 

lluou.-1 beg your pardon, :\Ir. Olliver. This is a petition. (He pro­
ceed~ slmdy and carefully.) A petition signed by a number of voters of this 
school district and the adjoining districts of the north and east and south,-a 
petition to the effect that these several school districts unite for the purpo e of 
organizing a con olidatecl district, and that--

1\lR. OLL1\'EH.-Young man, let me see that.paper. (He scans the paper 
hurriedly and hands it back to tbe young man.) I notice that you've got all 
the names you need to hand in your petition. But I also notice that thcy's 
one name that's not on your list, and that's the name of Cyrus Olliver; and 
,ihcn you get hi .. name on your list, then you've got your consolidation. But 
so long a his name is off the list, there a.int no consolidation. ls that clear'? 

HuoH.-:\-lr. Olliver, I hoped that we should not create any unfriendly 
feeling between us. I have kno,Yn your family a long time and I greatly 
respect--

:\lR. OLLIYEL<.-(Passionatcly) \'i'hy don't you say what you mean, and 
have it done with? You mean you ,rnnt my daughter and don't like to do 
anything that will ·poil the match. 

llt'GH.-(His spirits rising) i-,ir! I do want your clnughler-l lovc hcr­
aml l intend that. omc day, if she be \l·illing, she shnll be my "·ifc. 
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:\IR. 0LLI\EIL-Young mnn, take notice what I say. They ain'I a 11ian 
in the county lrnt what knows what the OllivC'r blood is. . \nd they ain't a 
man in the county hut what knows that Cyrus Olliver is true to his blood. If 
thPre·_, a.ny other man on Cod's green earth can dictalC' whal'll be donp in tlw 
Olliver family, it 'JI he after Cyrus Olliver i <lead and buri<'cl. (Sam ru~h(•~ in 
at right entrance an<l goes up to :\Ir. Olliver.) 

SA\t. - :\l-:\1-:\l-:\lr. Olliver. There' a m-m-m-man ont in the road. :incl 
he "·-w-1\·-wants lo s-s-s-see you r-r-r-right a\\·ay. 

:\In. 0LLffER.-(Turn.ing to 8am) A man \\·:rnts to SC'e me'' \Yell , tllC'n, 
why don 't he come in'? Yfhat does he want'? \Yho is he? 

S.u1.- l d-cl-d-clunno. He was in a auto-m-m-m-obobilC'. I think it's 
P-P-P-P-Peter H-8-8- 'irnpson. 

:\IR. Ou,l\'ER.-Peter ~irnpson ! (Ile starts off right , but suddC'nl>· turn 
to Hugh. ) Young man, you was so anxious lo 7 ive mC' a square deal b>· hring­
in ' me a petition to sign, I ' ll show ye that 1 can be just as fair as >·ou brag about 
bein'. :'\o"· Ji.-ten. It may do you good to thinkahout it. I say that Peter 
Simpson 'II be m_v son-in-law a long tifne before you <'VC'r will, and you'll h<' 
n11nmigatin' around "·ith consolidation pC'titions \\'hC'n rny Angela's a gro\\·n 
woman and my unborn grandchildren "·ill be a get tin' a good C'clucation clmn1 
at the old choolhouse. (He makes his exit at right "·ith a triumphant 
C'huckle.) 

HA~1.-(Grinning at Hugh) The b-b-b-ho s seems to kive his f-f-f-fur 
mus eel up this afternoon. I th-th-think he 's lo. in ' m-m-m-monPy on his 
p-p-p-pigs, :\Ir. C-C-Calvert. They ain't g-g-gettin' enough s-s-swill. :\lrs. 
Olliver rn-rn-rnake most of the s-s-swill into snwar-C'ase. 

HuGH.- (Changing the subject as soon as possible) \\ 'here's Loreta 
to-day, Sam? 

SA,1.-(Taking on a new int erest) She's in th<' house. H er and TI-TI-B­
Betsy is makin ' smear-c-c-c-case for supper. 

HtiGH.-(\Yith a faint smile) \Yon't you go in , :-lam, and tell L or('(a to 
come out here a frw minute ? 

SA,\1.-I think 1 can call her ,Y-w-w-without goin' to the housC'. :\ly 
v-v-v-voice is v- ,·-very strong. It g-g-g-got strong a-callin' p-p-p-pigs. 
(Turning to the right ) L-L-L-Loreta! L-L-L-Lorcta! (To Hugh ) Do you 
\\'-\\'-want me to c-c-call B-B-Betsy too? 

liuGH.-I think not thi tinw. 

;-,.u1.-(Proudly) I-I-I've known B-B-Bet ya Ionµ: time .\Ir. C-C'-Calvcrt. 
(Loreta comes on Tight entrance. She is a pretty, plump, cheerful little 
being, with enough seriousness about her to make l1C'r quite lovable. 8he is 
about seventeen years old. tclhe is dressed in a neat kitchen garh. If Pr 
pretty pink apron shows up in harmony with her rosy cheek. Iler hair is 
comhC'cl becomingly and shC' make a very presentable appearanr<', y<'t sh<' 
c·omcs out blushing, b<'cause she has been f und in lwr "·ork dothes. ) 

Lo1mTA.-Oh, Hugh! If I had knmn, you were going to be hcrf' l mighl 
hav<' fiXPd up a little. You never do tell me when you arr coming. I think 
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some time " ·hen you come l shall bC' away from home jn t to tcath )·ou ales­
son. 0 ::;am, Betsy told me to a. k yon to fetch her a bucket of frc h water. 

:-4.~t.-(\Yreathed in smiles) \\"ho'> B-B-B-Betsy? (Without waiting for 
a rcpl)' he bounds ofT at right.) 

Ilnm.-(ln a serious tom') l have been talking ,Yith your father, Lorel:1. 
LuHETA.-(.\ux,ously) Talking with father'' 
lll'(; H.-Yes. I am afraid, Loreta, that things are 11ot going to be very 

pit'us,mt hetweC'n your fnthC'r and myself. (Loreta looks worried.) Come over 
into the shade a fe"· minutes. It is so warm here. (He takes her arm to leaa 
her to a hC'nch. Ile looks up suddenly.) \\'hat'' A cloud came over ju t 
lo haclC' us·> (He keeps hold of hPr nrm as hC' talks.) You k.J.10"·, Loreln, that 
I hnYe been" orking for a long time to get our schools into better shnpe. i-iomc 
pC'oplc think I am doing it just to put myself forward. But Loreta, (Passion­
a tC'iy) ~-on know my heart's in the work. Even my farm work almost takes 
Rcrond place>. I can't help it. It just burns in me and I have to work at it 
or my c·onsticncc tells me thal I'm not doing my duty. But I'm going to 
succeed, Loreta. I respect your father, and for your sake, l hate to oppose 
him; but it's in me to "·in and whatever the price is, I must pay it. 

LonETA.-I think all the more of you, Hugh, for being honest with your­
self; and I can't help but re pect you for your bravery. 

Hccar:-(Encournged) lt strengthens me lo hear you say that, Loreta . 
.-\nd do you kno"·, I feC'l my life can never be complete until it is joined with 
yours? (Ile gently puts his arm ahont her. ) 

LollE'I'A.-Hugh! 
Hn;u.-I may as well tell you what 1 told your father. I was in a p,1. ·ion 

whC'n 1 said it; huL it was the truth, and I am proud thqt 1 aid it. I told 
him that I loYed you. and that . ome day, if your "·ere "·illing. ~·on should he 
my "·ife. Tell me, Loreta, did I sn>' too much? 

LonETA.-(\Yith a trembling voic•P) I am afraid that it c·an ncvC'r be, 
Hugh. 

Hnm. -(Firmly yC't lenclerl~·) TC'll me why, Loreta. 
LoHETA.-(DrmYing bac·k from Ilugh) \\"by? \\"ell. ~-ou know that 

you arC' an C'clucatc>d man. Yon have been away to high s('hool, to college, 
a nd you have learned-oh, how to be Homebody, ho\\· to do thingH. .\nd l 
ha,·C' gom' onl~· to the country Hehool! . \.ncl I haven·t !);One there sinee thrC'P 
~-enrs ago. I havC' read lots, lrnt that isn't like going to school. .\ II I kno\\· is 
littl0-oh, llugh, you set' I c·an't. 1 lon' ,vou, hut I can't do it. 

1I1 ·c at.-(Reasoning) lf wl' love Pa('h otlwr, then 11·h.,· dol's it matter if 
w<' ha,·<' not had just tlw same' \\·ork in school'? 

Lone-r,.-(Coming to Hugh and grnsping his arm) If [ loved you " 
litll<', ii ,rnuldn't nmttN: hul l lovl' ~-ou so mueh that-oh! do1i't yon set' I 
ca11'L'? If my father ,vould send me am1~· to school-but he won't! (:-She 
breaks do\\·n and cries.) Oh! if onl:I' 1 had a r·hanc-c! 

H1·c.n.-(:\Iuch (kter1ninPcl) say, Lor,:,ta, _you shall have n <'hanre . 
. \.11 tlw fat<', ('omhincd cannot def<•at mr 1 ln on<' ,·car•~ tirnC' ,n, shall have a 
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high school in lhis ]lh1cc-a high school where you can !ear~ not a lone Latin 
and algebra, but art and music and domestic science, and-and-all those 
things that make home life happier, and home work easier and home a better, 
a more beautiful place to live in. Yes, Loreta, you shall have a chance to 
have an education, and even if you do not go to college, the things that you 
learn here will make you my equal, never fear-more than my equal. (Ile 
comes back to a more conversational tone.) Do you know that man that 
called your fathPr to the road•) 

LORETA.-(Recovcring from her tears) \\'hat man•) I didn't see 
anybody. 

Buarr.-(8ome,Yhat embarrassed) Why a-a-Mr. Simpson, I think they 
called him-Peter Rimpson. 

Lom,-rA.-(Again clu tching Hugh's arm and a look of horror coming over 
her face) Oh Hugh! \\11at made :vou mention him? I can't-(She bears 
voices and she hurriedly falls back from Hugh and assumes a careless, indilfor­
ent attitude. :\Ir. Olliver and :\Ir. Simpson enter right. 111r. Simpson is a 
medium-sized man, somewhat tall, with black hair, and a hlac-k mustache in 
which he takes especial pride. His voice is ha,rsh and rasping, yet he has it 
under perfect control and can make it serve him for any purpose. Ile is nicely 
dressed and seems quite aware of it.) 

:\In. 0LLIVER.-\\.ell, you here, Loreta? i\.lr. Simpson didn't expect you 
here, did you, Simpson? 

SDJPSON.-\Yell now! That I didn't ! I had only hoped to have the 
plea ure of meeting our young friend who so ably expounds the consolidation 
t heory. (Gives a patronizing glance at Hugh. ) But Lhe world is full of sur­
prises, and some of them most agreeable, by the way. (Ile advances to Loreta 
and ofTers his hand, ,Yhich she reluctantly takes.) Oh! 80 timid! Has my 
good friend (Again glancing at Hugh) been dazzling i\liss Loreta with appalling 
facts about our educational environments"? Ha! Ila! (Loreta shrinks from 
him.) And what, to be more serious, arc the prospects for furthering the 
consolidation movement in our o\\·n leicality, :::\1r. Calvert? 

HuGIJ.-(Feeling insulted, but holding his temper) The prospects are 
very encouraging. ·we have enough signers to present the petition, and " ·e 
feel very hopeful of a victory. 

8rnPRON.-Good 1 Good! DiligenrP always brings its jus{ r<'warcl. ~\ 
maxim I learned in the little red schoolhouse. Yery c·rudc, perhaps, but 
after all, right to the point. Strange, come to think of it , how the old school­
house has fallen into disrepute these days. Good enough for us older fellows, 
but a little too old fogy for the young one~, don·t you know, :\Ir. Olliver. 
(He give a knowing glance at :\Ir. UlliYer. ) 

::\IR. OLLlYER.- 1 say what's good enough for us is goocl enough for our 
children. Cyru. Olliver is one of them kind that says to let good enough 
alone, and J say when it comes to learnin' there ain't notbin' that beats rcaclin' 
and 'ritin' an' 'rithmt>lic, and the good old blue hark speller that learned you 
to spell a ll the "·orcl~ before you used 'em to rc•ad. I ncYer studied no grammar, 
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nor non<' of t11C'm 11igh up things, and l 'cl lik<' to see t ht' man that !'an beat rn<• 
for gettin' on in the world. ,\n' bC're some of 'em is tryin' to karn farmin' 
an' ~ich at Rrhool an· out of book.. Then' ain't but one wav to IC'urn fnrmin' 
:111· that's hy rollin' up your sleeves an' doin' it. lien• I'~e worf' out thn·,· 
farms an' 1 ain't done ~'('l. 1 don't claim to have no bl'ttcr blood in m<' tha 11 

my old fnlhN had in him, and I say that Cyrus Olliver ran'! hl' heat for blood 
b:1· any of his children. 

HntP:<o:-:.-Quite so! Quite so, :\Ir. Olliver' But tlwn, don't you R<·<·. 
we must hl' liberal, at an~· c·ost. Eh, :\Ir. Cnh·ert'1 

II t c;u. (;pntJenwn, I think I undl'rstand fully "hnt you--( Ile i, 
interrnpl<'d hy :\lrs. Ollivl'r, a fat, good-souled worna11 who wants to mak<· 
everybody happy and nobody angry; who is likc-ly to ~ay lhP right thing at 
at th!' wronj!; time or the \Hong thin!!: at tlw right timC' ns tlw rnse may hr. 
:-:hp ,val ks into the group, mud1 out of breath and quite exc·itrd.) 

:\I it,;. Ou.n-:i,~n.-Wrll of all things' Jlow you clo talk! 1 hccrd you clran 
in the house. \\·hy, LorC'ta, you ar(' out here! .\nd you, :\Ir. Hugh! .\nd 
:\Ir. :--:impson 1 \\·hy what be you all a-talkin' about'? 

:·:lt.\lP,-;oN.-\\·e were' h:n-ing our younj!; consolidation worker re,·ie"- for 
us hiR recent pro11:ress. llis su!'cess is delightful to us in thc- <'xtreme. .\ 
worker unusually devoted to thc- eau:e. It will be so nice, :\Irs. Olliver, to 
havp our old schoolhouse,; all torn away and our dear rhilclrC'n transport<•d 
np the road a few mileR and tau[!:hl in bundws and herds, so to speak! .\ncl 
the taxes, don't you know! Only a minor c·on~ideration! .\ fr"- bt1ndrecl 
dollars morp or lrss is nothing when it c-omes to giving our rhilclrcn the ad­
vantages (Ile pause hC're to observe the dfcct) of which "·e older ones wen• 
~o unjustly tllc pauses again) dC'prived. Do you not think. o, :\Irs. OllivN·' 

!\lm,. OLLJ\"lrn.-(Slw misunder tands th<' irony and takes iL quite liter­
ally.) Oh! That's ,vim( I always did say, :\Ir. t:,impson! I think it'- simpl~­
finc! .Just lovely! 

:\lu. Ou.1n;u.-(To :\Ir .. O11iver) .\.w, you know you 11<'\'<'l" giv<' it a 
minute's thought in all your born days. You'd agree "·ith a pedler, if 11C' w,1s 

to come alonj!; and tel1 you your head was cut off an' hid in the hay-loft. 
:\IRs. OLLn-Eu.-(Innorcntly) I do believe I would, Cyrus! 
:--:nu,,-;oN.-.\.nd :\Iiss Loreta; she has an opinion no doubt'? "\Ye mt1st 

give the diamond a rhan<'<' to ,parkle'? Eh, :\Ir. Calvert? 
Lom,TA.-(~teps out boldly and ratll('r indignantly) Sir, thot11-1h :1·011 

~peak in jest, I answer in seriousness. :\Ir. Calvert i. doing a 11:oocl "-ork and 
I intrnd to do all in my po\\·cr to makC' him ,successful in the end. 

t:,n1p,-;o:-:.-\\·e11! "\Yell! .\ncl when the work is over, no douht 011r 
friend will claim the little jewel (Indicating LorC'la) for his own! 

;\IR. Ou,IYEH.-(In a rage) Yes, let me SC<' the youn11: scamp try to­
(:--:am come. in with his. will buckets in his hands.) 

8 ,rn.-:\lr. O-O-0llivPr,-is it t-t-t-time to "·ill tbe p-p-p-pigs? 

:\In. OLLIYER.-(To 8am) 
monC'y is. Gel out of hC'rC ! 

Yes, will the pigs, I gol. That's whC'l"e tlw 
(:-:am steps hark, hut does not g('t out. :\Ir. 

12 



OllivC'r rontinll<'H his threat at II ugh.) Yes, jw,t let yotLrself be caught around 
lwre and 1'11-(H<' is again interruptC'd, this time by Betsy.) 

BE'I'RY.-(\.C'ry ceremoniously) I am thorry to thay lhat dinner ith 
rNtcly for you all. 

:;\JH. 0LLffEll.-Shut up, I gol 1 (Turning lo Hugh) You coundrcl! 
lf you don't g<'t off of this farm right now you can have your consolidation 
clique pull your carcass off with a rope! (Hugh stands his ground, not in t hl' 
lPm,t disturbC'cl by Ollivcr's thrC'al. Ilis self-possession and coolness on!~· 
tend to increase the rage of Olliver, who a1.trmpls a lunge at Hugh. However, 
:Hrs. OllivC'r in her excitement gives a little seream and rush<'. across the path 
of her hui-;hand. Hhe i · almost upset, and :\Ir. Olliver is hurled back by lhe 
fore<' of th<' tlll<'xpcC'l<'d impact. :;\lrs. Ollivrr whirls around three or four tin1P,:; 
in bewiJderment. Loreta involuntarily hurries to Hugh' side and puts her 
hand on hi::; arm. :;\lr. Simpson stands haek-twirling hi mustache to tlw 
,tc·companiment of Ju- ardonic smile. Sam, sear<'d, puts hi arm. around 
l3<'ts~·, tu protect her, and jumps about in much excitement with intermittC'nt 
criC's of .. B-B-Bcts~·! B-B-Be!sy!") 

llccrn.-(8tepping forward) :.\Ir. Olliver, 1 haYe been the brunl of your 
friend's jests and your in ulting remarks, and have said nothing. (;\frs. 
Olliver, :;\Jr. OJlivc•r, Bet. y and Ham all look al Hugh in amazement, and ;\lr. 
;-;impson rontinuC's his original bu~inC's,;.) But now, gentlemen, the die i;.; 
rust. From now on, 1 shaJl consider you my avo\\·ed opponents. And gentlc'­
men, I make a prcdiC'lion. \\'ithin twcln' months there shall he a school 
building standing in your community, of which you will some day be proud . 
. \.nd :.\Ir. Olliver. you will see the time when Loreta is graduated from that 
school; and that "·ill he the time wlwn she shall he graduated from your honw 
into mine. 

Curtain.-End of .\.ct L 



ACT II. SCE E I. 

HC't ting, same as Act I. ::\Ir. Olliver sawing wood at wood pile. He stop 
to wipe sweat from his face, then continues his sawing. Angela, bareheaded, 
c·omes running up to him with a cup of water. Angela is a pretty little girl 
of about nine years. Rhe come on daintily clreRsed and her curls fall in ringkts 
about her shoulders. Her voice is. lrong and clear-yet swret and innocent. 

ANGJsLA.-(Handing rup to l\lr. Olliver) Here is a cup of ni<'r, cold, 
,Yater for you, Grandpa. 

::\IR. 0LLIYER.-(Taking cup) Ah! ::\Iy little angel don't forget hN 
( :rand pa, docs she? (Drinks part of cup and stands a moment meditating.) 
You·rr just likP your mother was when she was a little girl. _ hrnys a-thinkin · 
of sonll'hody else. I ' low that if she'd 'a' thought a little hit more of herself 
"he might 'a' been livin' yet. Hirn wore her elf out tryin' to make your pa 
get wC'll, and then both of 'cm died. (Angela takes up the saw clming her 
granclfat her's speech and trieR to saw. l\Ir. Olliver finiRhes cup of water.) 
That was fine, my little angel. TaRtC's like what I u eel to gC't out of the old 
spring, when I was a little hoy . 

. \sGI,LA.-(Taking up the c·up and laying down the ~aw) At the school 
whcrr I ,wnt, Grandpa, all you had to do wa. to turn a little thing and cold 
waler bubbled out juRl as clear and nirC''' Then you would just put your 
mouth down and drink. Thry didn't have cups at all. (Rather knowingly) 
11 's dangerous for everybody to drink out of the samC' cup. (LookR into 
c·11p as though she expect. to find a fC'w big germs.) 

::\lH. 0LLIVER.-(Patronizingly) Well. we haven't got to the plurC' where 
\\C' havC' all them new thingR, and WC' all SC'C'm to be pretty healthy, • .\ngcla. 
(TakC'R up saw.) 

.\::,;c:ELA.-(PIC'adi1 gly) Grandpa, why can't I take ~omc water 1o school 
\\i(h rnr in a littlC' pail'? Wo11ld thC' tC'ac·her tare'? TllC' \\atcr that we• drink 
at >·our Rt·hooU10uRP c·omeR out of t'rn old \\·ell 1hat cloe1-n't have any top on it. 
ThC' boys :-;aid 1hey got a rabbit out of it last week. (Exritedly) \Yhy can't 
I do that, C:randpa? J11::st to takC' watPr in a pail all for myself! Thrn mayh<• 
J won't ge1 siC'k. The tC'achC'r tha I I \\'C'llt to hcforC' I rarnC' hrrc said ii made 
prop!<' ~ick to drink water that \\'aRn't good. 

:\In. 0LL1\EH.-(Tightening 11p his ,·aw) I think lots of you, _\1111:ela, 
and I \\Ouldn'( havC' people a-f:ayin' tlrnt you was proud and was a-holdin' 
voursrlf above the rest of 'rm: I think vou'd better go ahead anti drink out 
;,r thC' ,same c·11p and huckrts "·ith thC' otl;rrR, like you've been a-doin' . 

. \:-- GEL.\.-(Quite carnC'stly) \\1),· don't you havC' con-consolidation 
hen' like thC'y did in the s<'hool that I "·ent to before I rome to livC' "·ith you, 
c:randpa'? 

::\IR 01,Ln im.-(Embarra"sPcl) You clon't uncler~tand, .\ngela. You'd 
better run baC'k to the housC' now. It's not good for you to be out here without 
>·011r sun-bonnet. (She rnn:,; off stag;e, bark renter. J11~t :u; she goes off, Mr. 
Pdcr Himpson enters right. Uc is dressed in hi,; finery as usual, and comes on 
1wirling his hln('k mustache.) 
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Hn1Psox.-.-\h! Exercising a little this afternoon'' Com!! l might 
have expected it. If anybody remark. that there is a drop of lazy blood in 
Cyrus Olliver, send 'em to me. I'll set 'em right . (Gives :\Ir. OlliYC'l' a slap 
on the :,;houlder. Olliver steps hack and wipe,- his face. ) .\nd his hmin 
works in harmony with his muscles,-always up and doing! (T:tkes off 
Olli\·er'::; hat .) Eh, :\Ir. Olliver'? (Hlaps Olliver's hat back on his head ) 

l\!lt. O1.un:n.-(Ilighly plea~ed with the compliment) The Olliv<'r 
family ain't given to boaRtin', but I 'low it ain't many times you'll find 'em a­
sPttin' in the slmde. \Yhat are you about to-day, :i\Ir. Simpson? Hope that 
new Ford of yourn ain't goin' to be the ruination of yP't 

HrnPsox. Tlw Forcl! Aha! You've struck the key note! That littll' 
Ford's bpen on ,h1t:v to-day. You 'd gi1c-ss right if you'd say it cost me a bit 
of money when I rolled it out the factory,-but nPver mind' :'sly dadd~· paid 
the bill, and you're the gainer, :\Ir. Olliv!'r. I tell you the man that's got 
the cash is tll<' man that makes thing>< go. 1-i:!'ep )'Our Pye on me, ::\Ir. Olliver 
I say it modestly. kl'PJl your ey<' on llll' 

:\IR. OLLI\'ER.-Come, Himpson, talk sense l don't ><ee \Yhat you­
Rn1PHON.-C1ood for you, :\Ir. Ollivc-r, I admir<' :vour frankness. Frank­

ness begC'ts fric-nd,thip, ancl friendship is ihc- mother of-of-of-little> mutual 
11nclerntandings, sh,tll we say. Eb') (Ilp pats Olliwr on the back and gives 
him ~1 knowing smile. Olliver all the time tightens and untightens his buc-k 
saw.) :\Ir Olliver, the little Ford and rny><c-lf havC' scoured the country up and 
down to-day. To come to the point, we have linl'd 11p the voters. In other 
\\"Oreb, we have hPlped a few honest (HiR c·11stomary pause for the sak<• of 
c-mphasis) men to dC'cided how the-~· could most conscientiou ly cast 
their ballot>< at. the- old .·choolhouse next Tut•sday. Yon may rest a,sui·<'d, 
:\Ir. Olliver, that your taxes will be no higher in the- years to come than thc-y 
have in times past . But when it'R all said and done, :\Ir. Olliver, tlon't thank 
me! Thank m~· departed father who so thoughtfully lC'ft ll1C' the- financial 
imspirntion to bring 1he><e good thing:; to pas:s. (He pub his hands in hi;; 
pockC't sand backs nway a few feet to i.dvC' :\Ir. Ollivc-r a chance to expn•ss his 
approval. ) 

:'111l. OLT,LYEH.- You n1!'an to say :\Ir Simpson, that yon 1hink c•mi-;olid,,­
tion 's goin' to be voted down? 

SntPl'iON.-(\'Ny preci-ely) Exactly so! 

:\In. O1,1,1\'lm -(Triumphantl_v) I knew it all 11H' 1inH', l go! I told 
that young rascal that ,o long ,is he didn't havr the name of C~·1·ti;; Olli\'(•r 011 

hi.· list, he- wouldn't get consolidation, and I still say it Cyrn~ Olli\·l'r',._ got 
fric-nds that sta~- by him; and yon'r<' one of ·em, Prter Himption. aml l'm prnud 
of you. l'yc- µ;ot an influence ov!'r my friend~ anti you'ye got. an i11fl11!'n<·<· 
m·c-r yourn I go!, we'll show that )"Onng upstart whether hP can nm 1 hi~ 
whole community, just 'cau~e he',; been an' had ,;omc schoo!in' at somt' <·ollc-µ;<•! 
\\-e' ll show him, and we'll do it honest and on the Hquare 

SrnPRON.-(Homewhat stu-prised, y<'t amuHt'll) YC'R, :\Ir. OlliYer, hrnl('st 
and on the sqtlrll'<'! Tbem'R the wonls! (ffr turns from :'llr ()[liYC'r, blinks 
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his p~·e$ and shmgs his shoulders.) Yes, yes! Honesty is the best policy . 
. \not her maxim from the little reel schoolhouse. Eh, :\Ir. Olliver•) 

:\In. 0LUYER. - l gol, there's nothin' like bein' on the right side of a 
que,;tion. I tell you, i\fr. Simpson, that our taxes is--(He is interrupted by 
Sam, who comes rushing in left with a long stick in one hand and hi• hat i;1 
the otlwr. He is quite out of breath. ) 

:--.\\1.-::\I-:\I-Mr. Olliver! The p-p-p-pigs is all g-g-g-got out in 1 he 
c·-c-c-orn field and iti eatin' up the c-c-c-corn! I can't g-g-get 'cm oul. With­
out ceremony, :\lr. Olliver rushes off left, but he turns around to be sur<' that 
:-.am i" following. Sam, however, is standing looking at :\Ir. Simpson.) 

:\IR. 0LL1\'En.-Ilmry up, I gol; they ain't no money made standin' 
around µ:,twk.in'. 

:-;A)t.-(Starts off to ll'ft, but suddenly stops, and making a funnel of hi, 
hand", p111s 1bem to his mouth and calls v<'ry loudly) B-B-B-Betsy! B-B-B­
Bcts~·! (. \notlwr pause and the YOiC<' of Betsy is heard answering.) 

BETSY.-\\"hatth the matter, Tham'' 
:--.nr.-The p-p-pig~ i~ all in the c-c-c-corn! Bring 11,e s-s-s-swill buckt•1 

with the l<.'ft-over ti-S-Rmear-ca .. e in it. ::\Iaybc we can c-c-c-call 'em back in 
th<' p-p-p-pl'n! (Exit tiarn Betsy rushes on 8tage with hair loose and flying, 
nncl r',u-rying the swill pail. ) 

Hwrsy -(Looking hastily about llC'r) \\"here'th Tham'? 
:-;Dll'sox.-(Imitating both Sam and Betsy) Tham'th g-1!;-g-gone to 

chath th<' p-p-pigth. (Bchy turns and rushes toward· left. At that tinw­
:--am hastily re-enter, and Ham and B<'tsy have a collision of such force that 
both nr<' sC'nt sprawling on the ground. As soon as they C'an collect thenl­
sPh ·es, thPy sit upright staring at one another.) 

:-;A,r.-(Bewildcrrd) B-B-B-Betsy! 
BETsY.-Tharn! (i\Ir. Olliver stirk. his head in at left entrance.) 
::\IH. 0Lr,n-ER.-'--(Furiously) Cut out that sparkin', I go! , an' help me 

chase out them pigs. First thing you kno"·, you'll both be out of a joh. (Sam 
and BPt~y make a ·crarn lile to get on foot; and taking the swill pail bet\\·C'en 
tl1C'm, ( hPy hurry off left. ) 

:-;1,1PHON.-(Reflccting aloud) \Yell , well! "How doth the busy lilt Jr 
hee (Indicating himself) improve each shining hour!" Let me see! (Counts off 
on finger:,.) Xumber one, the consolidation scheme. ::\Iy worthy Ford and 
my financial persuasion and my moral influence, (He grin ) have all pl<'dgecl 
themseh-es to defeat that. 80 far, o good. Xumber two, old man Ollin•r. 
Bull-headed, honest, but easy, if you know how to go at him. I clinch him 
when 1 defeat consolidation. So far, good again. Xumber three, the pretty 
Miss Loreta. A prize worth whilc--and there's the problem. But trnsl 
me for that. I've worked too many schemes to be--(Simpson catches sight 
of littlP Angela, who enters at center. She hums · a childish tune, and seems 
not to notic<' :\Ir. Simpson. ) 

:--n1PSOK.-\Vell, my curly locks, out for a little promenade this afternoon·> 
(.\ngPla s teps back somewhat abashed.) Don' t be frightened, my little one, 
1 am not so fi<'rre as I look. 
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. .\:-.rm,L.,.-(Timidl~·) l ju. t wanted a slic-k ol' wood for Grandma lo 
p11t in the stove. 

::-n1PHOK-Coo I: You . ·h all have a . tick of wood for C:randma to put 
in !he stove. (Ill' walks over to the woodpile and gets two ligh t pieces, then 
t mns to .\ngela.) How doc. it happen that my little sunbeam isn' t at school 
to-da~··? 

.\ xuEL,,.-(i\Iurc boldly) Grandpa told me I 'd hotter stay at home 
to-day. H rained awful hard last night and the roads g;ot muddy. \Vhere I 
\\' l'llt to sc-hool hefore l l'arne here, a man came around every morning in ,1 

1rng;on and took us a ll to SC'hool. \Ye didn't ever get our feet ,Yet. I wish 
they would do that way here. \\' hy don't they have con:olidation here. 
You want it , don't you 9 

:--1~rPsox.- \Yhy , if l had my mty about it, I would come around every 
cl,1)· in my automobile and lake my little lady to sc hool. But l know your 
grnndmotlwr wants her stick of wood. (Hands. tic-ks to .illgch.) Tell Miss 
Loreta that there is a friend out in the yard who wa nt to spea k to her just a 
moment. That's a nice little girl. (Ang la , glad to g;et a,rny, nms off baC'k 
<'cnt('l. .:\Ir. Olliver enters left .) 

.:\Ill. 0LLIVER.--.'-lorry I had to leave you like I did, but 11·hen pigs gets 
out you knmY a man's g;ot to gel 'cm hack. Pigs is where our money is, you 
kno,i·. Ham and Betsy's a-leadin' 'em in \Yith the swill pa il , an' 1 reckon I'll 
haYe to go an' open the gate \\·hen they get back. 

:--rnPHO:\'.- Busincss i.- business, :\Ir. Olliver, and I reRpect the man that 
'tentb to it. I was about to g;o , but I sa id lo myself, "l\Ir. Olliver " ·on't know 
what 's become of me, so I'll stay here till he comes hack ". \Yby, (Looking 
off . lage) there comes .:\liss Loreta. \Yonder what she has in mind'? Don't 
]Pt me bother you with your ,,·ork, ;\Ir. Olliver . 

.:\In. 0LLI\'ER.-All right. 1'11 go, or they'll be a-c-allin' for me in a 
minute . .:\Ir. Simpson, (Ile g;oes over and puts his hands on l':limpson's should­
ers) Loreta's a fine gal. The man that gets her won't need to blush because of 
hi,.; connections with the Olliver family. (He f!:OC'S off left, leaving Simpson 
a lone to talk with Loreta, who is corning.) 

Hn1PROX.- Good afternoon, ::\1iss Loreta. I called on your g;ood father 
on a matter of busine. s, and I said LO myself, ":'\ow I mustn 't leave without 
passing the time of day " ·ith ;\Iiss Loreta " . And here she comes blushing 
and dainty as ever. \ 'frtue and modest~·, one and the same thing-eh, 
Loreta'? 

LoRETA.-(i::ihrinking away) Did you wallt to sec me for omething'? 
t:in1PRON.- (Drawing nearer Loreta) Do l want to sec her'' The world 

neYcr sings .·o merry a tune as when I'm near my Loreta. \Yant to see her'' 
\\'hy ! I want to see her all the time. And tell me, has our good friend, the 
rural benefactor, been this way to-day'' (Ik takes off hi hat and daintily 
brushes off the dust. ) 

LoRETA.-If you mean Mr. Calvert, no. 
S1MPSON.-• .\ha! Just a I expected! Off Lo the city looking al'ler hiH 

interest,;, no doubt! 
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LonETA.-(Cmiou,sly) His interests'? 
Sv,1PsoN.-1Yell, well! The very picture of innocence! Really now, 

Loreta, I could almo t think I were in the Garden of Paradise. Yes, lookin!!; 
after his interests, don't you know. You see he--(Cautiously) but then I 
mustn't cause a blush to come over 'OLir pretty face; and the young man',; 
('haracter-it must be protected, don't you know. 

LORETA.-(Indignantly) l\Ir. Calvert's interest" a:r in thi. community. 
He i · wearing out hfa very lire to-to- (f,hc hesitates.) 

n1PSON. - 1Ye1J,- yes, ye~! wearing out hi life Quite right: but I 
never thought you would have sn,icl it . Dis.·ipation always wears out a man's 
lif<'.-But then, as I . aid before, let 's be merciful to the young man. Let's 
prntect his eharacter at any cost. 

LoRWL'A.-(,Vith even greater inclignation)-:\Ir Simpson, I hate you! 
Co away! I can't-

'nrPS0N -(Soothingly) Xow, now, Loreta, let's be calm. You make 
me almost sorry that I interceded in behalf of the young man. Suppose we 
change the ,subject, my dear. Let ns talk about matters-(Rather feeling 
bis wn,y)-about matter· pertaining more to ourselve , ·hall we say? Eh, 
Loreta? (He come,, up to Loreta and Rt arts to put his arm about her, but she 
r-;hrinks n,way.) Your father and myself arc very close friend ,-brothers, 
laboring together in a common cause, so to sp ale Brothers, and yet, don't 
you know, I could call him father with n, greater grace? 

LoHETA.-(::'\ervously) I must go aucl help my mother. l:;he need:; me.· 
and-

SnrPSON'.-Ah! thoughtful of her :rnoiher, don't you know. "~\·a wom2.h 
is to her mother, so is she to her hu band". , \ worn adage, bnt very timely. 
Yery encouraging to me, Loreta. (He looks at Loreta to obs~rve the effect. 
~\ look of disgusi mingled with wrath come;;: over her features.) iYhy ! l\1y 
pct ha:- n, troubled look on her pretty features. I think a little spin in my auto 
will drive her troubles away. Eh, Loreta? (He takes her hand as though to 
lead her with him, but Hhc tries to pull away.) · \\'hat? l\Iy love won't go 
f'or a litte rirle? She mu~t go help her mother? Then I know (Draws her up 
to him) she will make me ha.ppy by giving me just one kiss before ,·he goes. 
(He stoop· over to kiss her.) 

LORETA.-Stop-(8impson recoils.) If Hugh, who has always seemed so 
good and noble, is \\·hat you say he i:;,-(Oh, I can't believe it)-Heaven knows 
"·hat you are at heart-you, who never have known what it means to be good 
or noble. (He quails before her gaze and looks nervously about.) 8ee 1 :vo11 
r,in't deny your vile nature! Your own conscience-if you have any-won'! 
let you! Get out my ;,ight ! I hate ~'O U! (He slinks ,rn-ay. She brenks 
dmn1 and sobs.,) Oh Hugh! Hugh' 

Curtain.-Ernl of Scene I. 
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ACT II. SCENE JI . 

• \. sitting room in :\Ir. Olliver' home. Common furnishing, a table, 
<'hair,;, and pictures on the walls being the main pieces of furnit ure-othcr 
odd pieces to add atmo1<pherE'. ·when curtain rise,, l\Ir. Olliver is seen rc·ad­
ing a paper, and hi,; little granddaughter ha,; a book laid out on tht' tablc 
before her. t:;he iR tircd and is resting hN head on the table. f:>ht· misc,:; her 
head when she begins speaking. 

ANGELA.- Grandpa, c,m't I quit school? I don't ,Yant to go an>· mon•. 
:MR. 0LLIYER- Why, I thought my little angel liked to go to school 

1 got her u nice ,;lute and pencil, and a speller and reader and evE'ry1 hing. I 
want my Angela to gro,Y up 1o be a nice, smart woman. , 'he'd better go on 
to school while she's little and learn lots. 

ANGELA.-(Persisting) I don't want to go, Grandpa. I'm thE' only 
one in my class, and the teacher says she don't like to hear a class; when there's 
just one in it, ':specially when she's got more classes than she can hear alread)·. 
i:,ometimes she don't hear my clas,· at all. Rhe say,; she is going to tmn me 
back in arithmetic. 

MR. 0LLIYER.-(8omewhat disappointed ) 
Angela was goin' to be smart in her arithmeti<'. 
enough of nights. 

\\'h)'-, here I thought my 
:\Ia>·be :she don't ~tud>· h o.rel 

ANGELA.-(In a di. couraged tone) That's not what's the rnattPr, Craml­
pa. The teacher said to-clay that there wa, n 't any Rense of havin' ju~t one in 
the class and she ·aid that to-morrow s"he waB going to turn me hack, 'wny 
back where the two Smith boys arc. (Almost ;;obbing) \Yhy can't. I quit, 
Grandpa? 

.]vlR. 0LLIYEH..-(Somc,Yhat worried) Cues~ you'd better go on, .\ngela. 
(Encouragingly) :\Iaybe things will get better after while. 

A1'GELA.-\Yhere I went to Rchool before I came here, there ,,·pn• a \\·hole 
lot of boys and girh:; in every class. \Ye had sornc of the nicec<t tl'acher,;. 
They didn't have so many claRses to make them tirecl and CTO>-H. I wiRh I 
could go back there and go to ,;chool. \Yb>· can't we h:we a school lik<' t hat 
here, Grandpa? C\1rs. Olliver entern room dming Angela 's ;;peel'h ancl 
heginR to sweep.) 

]HR. 0LLffER.-(Rising and tlu·o,Ying paper on the floor) I go!. :\[_,-r,d 
(Loreta, excited by her fat.her'R thunderous tones, comes a nd si ands in door­
way) I pay enough taxes here. I say there mu;;t be somethin' 1 he maltt•r 
when a child that we' re tryin' to educate comes home and isa>·s the teacher 
won't hear her recite 'cause she's the only one in the clas,;. 

:\Ins. 0LLIVEn.-(In her usual agreeable wa>·) Yes, you ,;m•e ,Jo pa>· 
E'nough taxes, CyntR. There must be . omethin' the mat.ter. 

LORETA.-(Rtepping all the way into the room) ~o,,·, Father, look here. 
You say you are paying heavy taxes and you arlrnit ihat Angela isn't getting 
out of the Rchool what she ought to. Don't yon 1<ee, Fat her, t h~,t ,111 of these 
~mall school,; could be joined together and there would be one big school and 
full classes, like Angela said she had in her school? ,\ncl , Fn.ther, what if thP 



tax("' wcrc a little higher. \\·ouldn't it he bcttcr than having hca,·y taxes 
and poor sehool,-;"> 

:\Im,. OLT,ffER.-(Stop,-; swt>cping and leans on broom) Lorcta';-; right, 
Cyrn><; you'd bcttcr pay higher (axe:< and have better school,-;. 

:\ln. OLI,IYEH.-1 !!;Ol, Lorl'ta, if you don't qu.it your eternal prcarhing 
nhou1 c-on,-;olidation, you can clear out of here and work by the day. If you 
had to pa_v thc taxc:,; aw hill', you wouldn't be so consarnecl anxious about 
havin' 'pn1 raised. 

:\Ins. 0LL11·i,;1t. - Your Father's right, Loreta; you ought to stop your 
pn'al"hing; about consolicbt ion. Your father ha· to pay the taxes, remember. 

Lom,;•r .,.-Father, !\Ir. Calvert says that it \YOuldn't be as expensive a:s 
peoplP 1 hink . Ile ,-;ays that--

:\11<. 0LLffER -(Indignantly) \\"hat do I care about what he say:-? 
\\"ho"s he, morc'n ::rn:>·body else·? 

Loi!I,T.1.-(Coolly) :\Ir. Calvert has studied the matt.er clear to the 
YN_1· hot tom; and besides, he 's :t tax payer. He owns a farm here and he-

:\In. ()1,u1·i,;n.-.\nd what',-; thcre hl'cn to hinder me from studyin' the 
ma1 t Pr 1 o t hc vcry bot om, 1\1 like to know·? ,\n' I gue;;,; I own a ' big :t farm 
and pa_v as much 1 axe:s as he does . \\"hy didn't you ask l\Ir. Simpson? Ile'" 
µ:ot rnoI"e bu,-;in0,-;H about him, ten to one, than that fellow your losin' your 
ll('ad m·C'I". 

:\lHs. 0LLI\'EH.-Yes 1.h,it's I"ight, Loreta. Your fathcr':a; studied thC' 
mattl'I" C'lear 1.o the bottom and h has :t big farm, and be,;icle · you ou1?:ht to 
'a ' a"ked :\11". HimpHon, he knows and lw--

:\I1{. 0LLI\"ER.-(Disgusterl ) Shut up, :\lyrn. You nm on likC' a h:.tg­
pipl' Lorl'ta's got somc wrong ideas, but she's not a parrot . 

:\!us. 01,LIYEH.-(Htart,-; ,-;weC'ping again) That's right, Cyru:s, Lorcta·" 
not a parrot . 

:\Ju OLLI\ ER.-(:\lorc kind!:>· ) LoI"eta, I saw :\Ir. impson a-talkin' to 
>·ou _vl'~tenl,t>·· I like to Sl'C you in c·ompnny with a man likc that. 

l ,ORETA .- ( . .\lmosl overcomc) Fat hcr ! 
:\In. OL1,n ·1,:R.-l wish you an' him would come to some understandin'. 

Loreta . lle' · got land an' moncy, an' a good home. Them's things that not 
C'Vt' I">" µ:irl can get. Then lw'd bc good to you, Loreta. If you'll just-­
(ThC' door opens and Sam comes in, holding out a letter to Loreta.) 

:--\A~! - Herc's a 1-1-1-letter for L-L-L-Loreta. Slw'll be happy n-n-n-now. 
1t ' " from :\lr. C-C-Calvert. I know, for it's g-g-got his n-nanw in the r-r-rol"­
nc•r. D-D-D-don't see ho\\" t.hc D-D-clirkens it got in the m-m-mail box this 
t-1.-timc of cl-d-clav. Thc m-m-mail went b-b-hy a long while ago. I just 
h:ippl'ned to s-s-se~ it in the h-b-box. (Loreta opens letter and bcgin rcading.) 

:\In. 0LLI\'EH.- (Over his glasscs) 8am, it's time you was a-lookin' aft.er 
1 hem pigs. Remember thcm's what's got to pay our taxes. 

~A~1.-B-B-Betsy's got- the s-s-;;-swill pail. She'· out in t.hc orchard 
c·-c--C'-c-atc·hin' il full of g-g-grnss-hoppe1·s for the ch-ch-chickens. (Loreta 
HC'rl'anis. burit•s her face in lwr hand;; ,tnd drops letter on floor. Angela runs 
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hastily to her anti throws her arm:; about her . , 'a.m makes a hunied retreat 
out left with cries of "B-B-Bc1 sy ".) 

l\IR. OLL1YER.-(Going to L oreta) \\·hat's happened here, a nyho\\' '> 
(Sees letter on floor .) fa this the lhingtha1, did it a ll? (Picks up letter. ) I 
gol, I gue. R I've got a right 1o know wlrn.1 makes such a commotion hen·. 

l\ I RR. OLLIVEll.-(Exciteclly) YC'R, Cyrns, you're got a rig;ht to kno\\·. 

~IR. OLLJ\'ER.-(Begin.· reading) '' ~Iy dearest Cecelia :- l 'Yc been 
Yery busy the last few days. The consolidat ion ~cheme i:; going to go like a 
hot cake." (L or eta jump~ up from lwr chair and tries to get letter, but :'-lr. 
Oll iver pushes her away.) " I :.un playing a smooth game of it here. You 
have beard m e speak of old man Olliver. H e is a bull-headed fellow, a nd t he 
worst of my opponents. But I think I can pu1 one over him. "-The rascal!­
·'He has a daughter , Loreta, a ·mart little minx; and she had more influence 
with her clad than I have. She's easy. I've got her cornin11: my way nnd s hc' :s 
got it in her head that som e clay ;,he will m ake a haul of me. I ' m sure consoli! 
dation will carry here next Tuesd ay. "-\\'e'll sec, I gol.-" l don't care a rap 
about it; but if I can win, it will be one more feat her in m y cap. P eter 
:-iimpson is the only fellmY ,Yho is on 10 m y little gnme, and I don't t hink he 
ha · ense cnought to make me any trouble. I am writing a letter to Loreta 
on the sam e mail. The old ma n " ·on 't let me on the plaee any more. I ' ll 
soon have thi off my hands a nd then we can pla n more for our litt le home. 
Excuse mi tnkC's, for I am in a huny. 

L ovingl y yours, 
H cG 11 CA LVERT .. , 

(Looks up in a rage) Y es ' The o rnery devil! Thinks he's \\·orkin ' us.­
But h e's caught in his own little trap. Consolidation! Who says consolida­
tion'? (To Loreta) "\"\'hat do you think of your Hugh Calvert now '? 

:MRs. OLLIYBR.-(Pacing the floor with her husband ) Yes what do you 
think of your Hugh Calvert now'? 

(Loreta breaks out erying again n.n~I little .\n~ela doe's lwr best to com­
fort her. ) 

Cmtain.--Eml of :-icenC' ll. 
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ACT II. SCENE III. 

:,,;ptting, same as in Scene II. The night of the election. Lights are burn­
ing. :\ Ir. and :\l r ·. Olliver and l\Ir. Simpson are seated enjoying their mugs 
or cider. 

:\fn. 0LLIYER.-(Enthu iastically) I gol, we put it over 'em to-day, 
didn't we, :\Ir. Simpson? 

Nrnp,;oN.-I ay we did, l\Jr. Olliver, clean and sl ick as you please, and 
nol· a. oul to say it wasn't "honest and on the square", as you said. E ighty­
six for :1n<l eighty-eight against. )lot a liig majority, hut as the saying is, 
"A miss iti as good as a mile". Eh, l\lr. Olliver'1 

:\J tt. 0LLIVER.-(Ri ing) Ii-mid it twice and I say it again. When this 
deestricl gt'ls consolidation it'll he when Cyrus Olliver has bis name on t he 
JlC'(ilion and not till then. 0 Lon•ta! Loreta! (Loreta opens the door 
and looks into the room.) Come in and be sociable,-:\lr. Rirnpson's here. 

J,oltET.-1..-(Rad and carp11·orn) I am not feeling well this evening, Father. 
l\lay I he exru. eel? 

:\lLL OLLIYEH.- .All the wore rea ·on why you should come in, Loreta. 
Come in and help us celebrate, and you'll forget yotir troubles. And tell 
.Angela to come. We'd just as well be happy together. 

:\Im,. 0LLIVER.-Yes, do tell Angela to come. We'd just as well all be 
happy together. That's what you said, wasn't it, Cyrus? 

Sn1Psox.-(As Loreta. and Angela enter) Ha! Ha! Good evening, 
'.\liss Loreta. Let me see. '\\'hen <lid I see you la t'? Oh yes! When you 
pretended to be angry with mo, don't you know. Ha! Ha! That wa the 
<'utest thing I ever saw you do, Loreta. '· .A little nonsense now and then is 
relished by the best of men.'' Eb, :\Ir. Olliver? And here's little Angela. 
Ntill going to chool, my pet'' 

• .\...'sGBL.-1..-(Timidly) I don't like to go to school lwre. 
t,rnp,;oN.-·well, well! Bless her little heart! They used to whip u 

when "·e talked that way. Eh, '.\Ir. Olliver'? 
:!\Irr. OLI,IVEH.-(Soberl)·) He careful how you talk to our baby, Mr. 

Simpson. 
:\In. l:lnrPSON.-Yes, yes! "C:uarcl the hearts of the little ones. I n them 

arc fostt,recl all the hopes of tl1(' future." 
:'.\IR;:. 0LLIVER.-That's "·Lat I always told Cyrns. In them is frosted 

all the hope of the future. 
:\lH. OLLIYER.-Hey, Bets_\., Betsy' (Betsy ticks her head in at t he 

door.) Betsy, bring in another pilehcr of cider. Fetch Sam with you. 
Bwr,.;Y.-I'm thorry to thay, :\Ir. Olli,·er, that Tham clranl, the retht of 

the thider, an' he'th thick in hith thtomaeh! (General ]n,ughtcr in sitting 
room. Even.Loreta laughs. ) 

Snrpso:--.-1Vell, don't you know! ".\. man·- appetite, like a pig's snout, 
leads him into all sorts of difli.rultes," as the proverb has it . No doubt if' 
Harn were to join our jolly band, his little ailment will not sc:-e fit long to endure 
n.rnidst the hilarity of our fa m ily festivities. Eh, Loreta·1 
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:\IR. 0LLJTER.-l gol, bring him in, Betsy. 
:-irnPsoN.-(Going to the table where sits the pitcher of cider) IIu ! Hu! 

.Just enough to fill my cup. I know our Loreta " 'ill not he averse to filling 
my eup for me, especially if I hold the goblet, don't you kno,v. 

::\ln. OLLIVER.-1 go!, fill' er up, Loreta. (Loreta very hesitatingly 
empties the contents of the pitcher into his cup. Betsy enters leading f;am 
by hi. sleeves. Rum hold both of his hands 1o his stomach, and appears to 
be in great agony. ) 

:-irnPsON.-(Holcling up cup for a toast) Here's to the little reds hool­
howase! Long may it Jive! (Ironi<:ally) And here's to our young friend. 
CalYert, its g;oocl !Jencfnctor! ]\,,fay he .·oon find S\\'C'C't rest from bi luhor,; 1 

Curtaiu.-Encl of .-\ct II. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

Setting, sitting room of the Ollivcrs' home a. before. Loreta sits 111 

rocking chair slowly rocking hack and forth. Rhc has lwr handkerchief folded 
to her eyes and catches her breath now and then as though she might be 
battling to hold bark a storm of emotion. Little A.ngcla trips gaily in. Shp 
has on a m•w frock. Iler eyC's beam \\'i(h delight because of her new po:;sc. sion. 
She stop,; in front of Loreta. 

A:-w1,; LA.-(1Ioklin1?: out frock ) Oh, sec my new apron! Don't J look 
sweet in i l'1 

LOHWl'.\.-(\\'ithout looking up) YC'R, a.\ngela. 
A.Nm~L.\. - l'm going to \\'Car it to school. Xo, I won't either. It would 

get a ll spoilC'cl. Y cstcrday was :.\Iinn.iC' Smith's birthday, and the boys wC'nt 
out in the road and got some dirty mud and put it all over Minnie's fact'' 
. .\ncl then they th rew mud at her, and got her dress aH dirty. The teacher 
rlidn't sec the boys do it at all. She just sits in the house and reads all the 
time, and don' t see the boyi, do any of the had things. The boys said they 
would get me the next time. I'm awful glad this is ::lnturday so I won't haYe 
to go to school. \\·here I went to school before I came here, the teacher 
played with us all the time and we liked her. The boys didn't do bad thing,-; 
then . I wish we had a nice big school like that here. \\·hat 's the matter'? 
.\.re you crying'1 

Lom,TA.-(BravC'ly) I was just thinking of-I'm just a l.itllc loncl.,· . 
. \ngcla. 

Axc;EL.1.-(Coming up closer to Loreta and ~ittin!!: on a stool that i,­
ncar her <"hair) Xo"· ma.vbe you won't be lonesome. Don't you cvt'r ~o 
any plac-r '? I'd think yon'd want to go lots of places. 

LoHET.1.-(\Yiping lwr Pycs and taking on a little more interest) ThPrc 
i~n•t ,my place to go here, • .\ngeln. \Ye used to have spclling-matche. in the 
schoolhouse once in a while, but the boys got to carrying on so that we had lo 
quit having them . 

. .\:-.-c11-;1,.\.-ln my old SC'hoolhousc, they have lots of things to go to. They 
have a great big room in ii ,-oh, its just so big,-(8preads out arms to indicat r 
its size) and everybody goc-s there and they sing and spC'ak pieces and make 
music· and h,wr thing. to cat and play games, and oh,-thcy just do every­
thing. Everybody <"Omes; grown pC'oplc too. Once I. poke about "Little 
Orphan( • .\nnie", and when I got done they just clapped their hands and 
wouldn ' t quit 1ill I .·poke another piece. People like to hear me speak. I 
wish thc•y had a nice big schoolhouse like that here so we C'ould speak pi(•<·t·s 
and things lilw that. 

LormTA.- They won't do it here, .\ngcla; maybe they never will. Some 
of the people here- \\'anted to do that and thc-y had it mcetin!!; to sec about it, 
but they dcr·icled not to do it. l don' t know what is going to happen to us 
here·. (Puts handkerchief to her eye. a!!;ain. ::ltPps arc heard and :\Ir. 
Simpson walks briskly into thc room. Loreta and .\ngpla jump to thPir 
fpct, Loreta half hiding her tear-stained f1H'<'. ) 
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:-lrnr,;ox.-(Taking off hi,- hat and gloves and bowing) .\.h! ''80 
unexpected", why don't you say, ladie.? I stepped on the porch and looked 
through the door at ::\liss Loreta, and I said to my elf, "A little surprise will 
do her . ,Yeet life good". 

LoRET.\.-(:\Iuch chagrined and not knowing what else to do, shove a 
<'h::tir in the direction of Rirnpson). Ah, I'd rather sit on a footstool given by 
the gentle Loreta than to occupy the throne of England's King. But­
(Catching sight of Loreta';; sad fcatmcs) what is worrying my pretty queen? 
If I mi.·take not there arc tear stains on her damask checks? But as m.,· 
,-,aintC'd mother used to tell me, "Let the tears flow; they purify the soul!" 

AKuELA.-(Trying to come to Loreta';; rescue) Loreta is awful lonesome! 
~DIPSo:-1.-Lonesome? Yes, I felt it. Something in my very. oul told 

me that Loreta was lonely and wanted to see me. Strange how the soul of 
one man and the soul of one woman will draw one to the other as a magnet; 
that i~, you know, if it is the right man and the right woman. Eh, Loreta·? 
(He ca,sts an insinuating glance in Loreta' direction. She draws herself off 
to the far side of the room and sinks down into a chair quite exhausted. Simp­
;;on moves chair over nearer Loreta. Angela goes over to Loreta.) Ah, my 
little .\.ngela, a happy thought ·trike. me! I kno\,· you would like to have n 
nice, big, bright dollar all for yom very own. (Holds up a lollar.) K ow I 
want a nice, big, juicy apple from your good grandfather's orchard. You 
ju:st nm along to the orchard, take pains and plenty of time, don't you kno\\·; 
and \\'hen you fetch me the apple, the pretty dollar is yours. 

_\_XGELA.-(Clapping her hands) Oh, that's fine. I ' ll bring you two, a 
red one and a yellow one! (She runs out.) 

SrnPso-x.-Your fathei· tells me that our consolidation friend has been 
playinp; false notes upon the heart-strings of my trusting Loreta. 

LoRETA.-(Trernbling) I-I-he-maybe--
f·h~1Psoi.-(In a comforting tone) There! There' :.ly dove 1 Don't 

worry! You're "in the shelter of the rock '', as the old song says; ancl I 'm 
the rock, shall we say? But don't yrn,i know, I could protect you better if 
only I had you in my cozy little home. (Loreta gasps and sh.r inlrn away.) 
You see, my clear, (He crosses his legs and gives his black mustache an extra 
curl) if you can't come with me where I can shield you from the insult , that 
come so spontaneously from the young man's heart, then,--well, I don't 
like to mix in the little mes:s-but I mu;;t take care of you and-ah-facts are 
;-;ornetirnes made public about trouble:some young m n that make them pack 
their little grips and hie away to a climate which is-well, because they'n• 
not known there-more healthful, don't you know. These little things happen 
ancl,-(Loreta cries out and sobs, "Oh, Hugh, Ilugh", and Bet:sy rushes in. 
Simpson rises. ) 

B};TSY.-\\'ath thumbody callin' me'? /:-lees i\Ir. Simpi-;on.) \\'hY, 
::\Iithther Thimpthon! I thought you wath can-yin' thP mail' 

1-:lnIPSON.-Ha! Ha! Carrying the mail. did ~·ou think? Xo, Betsy, 
11p to date our rncle Sam has not seen fit t.o put me in a mail cart 

BET8Y.- YPlh, hut you did carry lhP mail onth, didn't you, :\lithhlC'l' 
Thimpihon'' 
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Rn1rsox.-(XerYOUHly) BctHy's having dreams, sweet dream::-! But 
that's alt right. Dream on. ,\s the scicnt ists say, "Dreams arc good brain 
food for the feeble minded". Eh, B0ts)'? 

BETSY.-(Determined ) I'm 1 horry to thay, ::\Iithther Thimpi hon, I "·ath 
out gathcrin' grath-hopp rth for 1he chickenth, and I thaw you thncak up to 
ihe mail bokih like you wath thorry of your job, an' you put a l0tter in the 
mail bokth. 

Snm·ox.-(Forcing ,1 laugh ) Aha 1 A little wit is the spire of li fl'. Eh, 
Loreta? By the ,rny, Loreta, my throat. is parched for a drink of cold, Rpark­
ling water from your well. 1\·on't. you go right nmY, my Jove, and fetch me 
a drink? (Loreta, glad to make her escape, goe. hurriedly.) Xow Betsy, 
you're a friend of mine, don' t you know, and I love to remember my friends 
with little gifb. But before I give you th.is little remembrance, (Holds up a 
five dolla r bill) you must promise that you will never mention the little affair 
about my being a mail carrier. It doesn't matter, only Lorc>ta's nerYou,; anrl 
we don't want any excitement, you know. 

BETSY.-(Excitedl)·) Yeth, thir! Five dollarth! ::\lcrthy! (~am enter,; 
with hat on.) 

SA11. - B-B-Betsy, whc>re 's the s-s-swill p-p-p-pail"' 
BETf!Y.-l\Iithter Thimpthon! IIere"th Tham. He kno\\ih about your 

c-anyin' the mail. l ckthpect he won't tell for five dollarth! 
81~1PSOK.-(Giving a bill to 8am) Here you are, old pal. Kow remem­

ber ) ' Our lit11e promiHe. (Enter :\Ir,;. Olliver carrying glass of waic'r, followe< l 
by Loreta. ) 

BETSY.-(Running to Loreta) ::\Iithter Thimpthon give me five dollarth 
not to tell about him puttin' the letter in the mail l'>okth. 

SA:\1.-(Following Betsy and pushing her aside) ;\Ir. S-i::i-:---Sim pson 
µ;ivC' me f-f-five dollarn, too, not to t-t-tell! 

8B1Psox.-Ha! Ha! Capital! Barnum paid a small fo1iune for a good 
f'iown, don ' t you know. " ' e get 'cm for five dollars and cheap at that, eh? 
(Ile look. hurriedly at his watch .) Well, well! .How flies the time! I shall 
call another time when there's not so much turrnoil,so to speak! (Exit i::iimp:son.) 

LORETA.-(Sinking (,o a chair) Oh, :\Lother! l\Iother! I see it all now! 
I must Ree Hugh. '\\'hat will he say'? (Bmies her face in her hamb. ) 

l\1Rs. OLLIVER.- (Pu1ting clown cup of water) Yes, Loreta, you ,;ee it 
all now. You must see Hugh . 

SAM.- '\\'-·\Y-\\·ish ~Ir. 8-8-S-:-limpson would put a l-l-le1tcr in the mail 
box every d-d-d-da)'. It 's eaHier m-m-money not t -t -telling than it is feedin' 
p-p-p-pigs s-s-s-smear-case. 

BETSY.-l'm thorry to tbay, Tham, that I couldn't thee him put in many 
le1ter1h, for the grath-hopperth ith about uthed up. 

:\Ins. OLLIVER-Ye,;, I'm sorry to "ay that the grass-hoppers is gettin' 
sc-arce. (Mrs. Olliver turns and goes out and is followed by Betsy. .\. knock 
is heard at the door. Sam, in a very important way, goes to the door.) 

8A~1.- How cl-d-d-d-do-Mr. C-C-C-Calvert. C-C-C-Come in. (Hugh 
C'n1 C'rs. He has that samC' open, honest cxprnssion, but looks worn. An 
C'xpression of hope and confidence comes aero s Loreta's feai ures and she 
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inniluntarily ri"c-s. ~am looks around, ancl "C'eing that B t;,y i:S gonc-, 
rn~he,; out, callinµ: "B-B-Befay! B-B-Bet:sy!'') 

lh.'GH.-(Taking off his hat and advnn ing to1Yards Lorc-ta) Lorek1, 
your father forbade my coming on his place again, much less into hi,; home. 
But I couldn't ,-tam! it any longer. I had to come. 

LORE-r.,.-(Becoming more like herself) Hugh! (Putting a hand on hi,-, 
arm) IIuii:h! You don't knmv what I've su1Terc-d! You can't kno11- wh:1t I 
have had to c-ndnre. Hugh, I believe in you; I have confidence in ~-ou. l 
cm1ldn't makr my~clf believe that you would do it. 

Ilrcm.-(Puzzled ) " Thy, Loret:1! \\ .hat do you mean? You talk 
strangely. I---do wh:1t'? 

LOlU:'l'A.-(Running over to the tablc-, opening a book that lies on it ancl 
ta_king letter from between it.' pages) Read this, Hugh. (He takes lett er and 
reads it. His expression shows an increa c of indignation as he nearn its end. 
_\ fter he finishes he stands a moment in silence. Then he hurls the lcttc-r to 
the floor.) 

IluGH.-The scoundrel! The wretch! Ile thought he had beaten mc- in 
consolidation, and now he thinks he will keep me from getting the girl that I 
love.----Lorcta, the votes have been counted and the returns say that 
we have lost consolidation. But there is the work of that man's hand in it, 
(Points to the letter on floor) and I tel! you we have not lost. I ask only 
four weeks in which to prove it. (He pauses. Ile draws Loreta close to him 
and puts his arm about her.) Loreta, has he defeated us? 

LORE'l'A.-No, Hugh. He has not. But you know what I ><aid,-I can't. 
There is still that gulf between u~. (Ikr head falls on his breast. .Just then 
her father stc-ps through the door. He stops only long enough for hi:< rage to 
nrn,-ter its forces.) 

:\In. 0LLIVER.-You rapscallion! How dare you! I go], Loreta, wlrn1's 
things comin' to? Haven't you got a bit of Olliver blood a flo,;,,-in' in your 
vei1L~? I guess I would let that mea, ly deceiver wrap me around hi;; finger 
again. Get out I I ·ay, get out! (Ile makes a lunge at. Hugh. Hugh 
straightens up and clen<'hcs hi,; fists.) · 

HuGH.-(Calmly) Hold on, :;\Ir. Olliver. (Olliver stop.·_) I shall not 
fight. in your house unless forced to. But J will not be kicked out like :t dog. 
There is no nerd for me to try to explain to you, for you will not reason. I 
shall lcavC' thi. house; it is yours. But I tell you, :\Ir. Olliver, the final 
reckoning is nearer than you think. (He walks deliberately away, leaving 
Olliver in a storm and the girl in dc-spair.) 

:\IR. OLLIYEH.-1 go!! A man's house his own castle! This looks like 
it! Loreta! . l._rr you my daughter'? 

LoHE'l'A.-(RtL'<hes to her father am! throws hrr arms abou1 him.) Oh, 
Father.! 

j\IR. 0LLIVER.-(l'nclasps her hands from about him and flings them to 
her sides.) rn11:rateful (He gasps and gropes for a "·ordJ-huzzy! \\'hat 
right die! you have to be born? 

Curtain.-Encl of Hcene I. 
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ACT III. SCENE IL 

Time, two \\·eeks later. 8etting, still in sitting room of Olliver home 
The sitting room is converted into a sick room. A cot is placed in left corner 
(back) of room. . \.. small table bearing medicine bottles and a glas·· is placed 
near the head of the cot. ·when cmtain rises, :\Ir. Olliver is bending 
over Angela, who i.· lyin{:!; on the cot sick of a fever. He looks at her for 
:scverul moments, then tenderly tucking the white sheet about her, he sits 
clown in his chair and rcsts his elbow on his knee and hi forehead in his 
hand. .-\ soft knock is heard at door (R ). Mr. Olliver ·lowly raises his head, 
looks towards the door, pau es a moment to put his rough hand to Angela'~ 
fevered brow, then goes on tiptoe to the door and lets the doctor in. The 
doctor is a man of heavy build, almost, portly, in fact. He is slow, yet not 
uncertain in his movements, and there is i11 his face an expression of love ancl 
gentlcnef:s. H e carries a medicine ca e in his left hand. :\Ir. Olliver clasp~ 
both of hi,; hands around the hand of the doctor, but docs not speak. The 
<loctor goes to the cot, put· his hat on the table near by, and (ands for a 
moment looking at the child. H e puts his hand gently on her brow. Then 
he takes hold of her wrist and counts her pulse with the aid of his watrh. He 
takes feyer thermometer from his case and put. · in, trument into the mouth of 
his patient. 

DocTOR S,L\'E, 'TER.-Has the cllild been ill long, i\fr. Olliver·1 

:\lH. 0Lr,n-ER.-(ln a low voice) About two or three days, Doctor. 
DocTOR 8.-.\..nd her symptoms'? 
:\IR. OLUYEH - \\' hy she--Let me rail Loreta, Doctor. (Uc goes to 

the door and speaks gently.) Lon•ta! Corne here, daughter. (Loreta entors 
center.) 

DOCTOR 8.-I was inquiring about the symptom~, :\liss Loreta. 
LoRETA.-(f:ilO\dy) \\"ell , she came home from school clay beforP 

ypstercla~· evening ,Yith a headache ,me! a sore throat and chest. Both grc"· 
more and rnorr ;;everc and the fever came on her every afternoon and she ha~ 
bern fce ling worse all the time. 

DocToR 8.-Did she have any cold when she took clo"·n ,-;ic-k? 
LOHETA.-.-\. slight cold, Doctor. Ye;;, it bothered her considcrnbly. 

f<he got her feet wet, f!:Oing to school and then she sat all day long without 
dr)·ing them; for there was no fire, and the teacher thought it w,ts not worth 
" ·hile to build one, becam,c the stovc smoked so badly. I nm afraid that wa~ 
not. go0< l for her 

Doc-ron S.-Perhaps not, perhaps not. 
LoRETA.-Po. sibly it didn't harm her any, but near whcrr Angela sit~ 

there m·e some "-inclow panes gone, and I remember that she said the wind 
came up chilly and blew in on her all afternoon. 

Doc-TOR 8.-Ilas the little girl been drinking the water that comes from 
the sr-hoolhouse well? Or has she been carrying ht'r drinking ,,·ater from 
home·> (:\Ir. OlliYer, who has been standing up to this time, now sink,-; into 
:1 chair and ;;its with bowed head J 
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LoRETA.-Sh<' bas been Uf'ing th<' ~chool water, I think. Ila~n•t. sh<', 
FathC'r? 

:\IH. 0LLI\'ER.-( 'pet'chless, nod · his head.) 

DOCTOR 8.-(Quietly) I happen to have somt' definite knowlcclg<' of the 
condition of 1bc water that the school children arc drinking, 1lr. UllivC'r; 
and it i,;, ind€'<'d, unfortunate that the children have been permitted to drink 
of it. ThcrC' are several instances in the neighborhood where fevers arc threat­
ening. It, was on<' of your neighbors who caller! my attention to the condi­
tion of thC' schoolhouse well, and he askC'd me 1o make an examination of th<' 
,Yater. Of eourse, you know him,- J\Ir. Calvert. (Loreta looks quietly nt 
h<"r father, who still . it:; with hca I hung. ) A very "·orthy young man, l 
think. (The- Doctor prepares a mixture and gives it to the child.) I think 
I had as well go. There is nothing more that I e,m do now. It's mostly in 
the nur~ing. I ~hall be back every day, at lc-as1, for several days. 

:\IR. 0LL1,·1m.-(Rising from his chair a nd motioning for the doctor to 
eome to him ) Come here, Doctor. (They "tancl together in corner of room 
f:u-thest from the child.) Tell me about my grandchild-my baby-Doctor. 
How bad is she? 

DOCTOR S.-:\lr. Olliver, I think there is no reason why I should concC',il 
anything from you. It is my opinion that the child has a case of t,yphoid~ 
pneumonia. It means, of course, a great deal of doubt and suspense, b11t W<' 
shall try to be hopeful. 

:\IR. OLJ,IYJ<~R.-(With a broken voice) You must Rave her for us, 
Doctor. Angela's part of u , an' we couldn't giYe her up. If somcthin' 
was to happC'n to Angela, I don't think I would " ·ant to keep on a-liYin'. 

DocTOR H.-(Putting his hand on :\Ir. Olliver',; shoulder.) I'll clo all 1 
c·an for her, my brother. -I don't want to say anything that mi1?;ht be taken 
as a criticism of your community and its people, but I think this is a timely 
occasion to say it,; and besideR, I have al.ways known you and I feel that I C:l11 

talk plainly 1o you without being misunderstood . This communit.y made a 
big mist akc, I am afraid, by not voting for consolidation. I don't meant o be 
personal, and I don't know how you voted; but if you'd had a good sanitary 
building with clean surroundings and pure w:Lter, there is no doubt in rn~• 
mind that your granddaughter would have been running about as frolicsome' 
as C'ver. And consolidation means all these things. I've seen it 1riC'cl out, 
and I think I know, :\Ir. Olliver. 

:\IR. 01,Linm -I voted agin' it, Doctor. 

DocTOR H.-I am sure that you did it meaning well. :.\lo~t of 1 hC'm clo, 
that vote against it. But they don't understand it. Taxes seem high<'r, but 
)'OU get value received. And after all, :\Ir. Olliver, a man of businc•s.~, like• 
)·cn1, doC'sn't mind paying out his money if only he gets value received. .\.ml 
it.~ a paying proposition from a financial standpoint. If you had a fine 
sC'hool building in the center of your c·ommunit y, you'd be surprised to see 
how fast your land would incrca:-;e in value'. Then besides, you would have 
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beiter roads, better markets; and i.he general prosperity of the community 
wo1tld be stimulated more than you can realize. 

:i'IIR. OLLIYER.-I never saw it quite that way b efore, D octor. 
Do TOR S.-1,ell, we, all of us, have to learn. A· for me, I admire the 

man ,Yho i. willing to learn. "\Yell, I mu.·t be on my way. (Goes over to 
look at s\ ngela again.) V1'e'll hope for the best, Mr. Olliver. I'll be back in 
the morning. (:i'llr. Olliver takes hi hand and b ids him a hearty goodby. 
ll'hen the Doctor is gone, Mr. Olliver 8cat8 himself in his chair again.) Come 
here, Loreta. (He takes her hand. ) Do you know Hugh Calvert'? 

LoRE'l'A.-(Surprised) Do I Jmow him'? "\TI1y, Father, I have known 
him all my life. He was bom and raised here, and so was I. 

l\In. OLLIVER.-Loreta.,-clicl Hugh Calvert write that letter'? 
Lom,TA.-(Breathing heavily) :Xo, he did not. Peter Himpson wrote 

that kttcr. 
:.\IR. OLLD'ER.-Loreta,-you tell Hugh Calvert that I ,Y,,nt to see him. 
Lo RB'l'A. -Father! 

Curtain.-End of Act IJ . 
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ACT III . SCENE III. 

Time, some "·eeks later-late in October. Sei ting, in back yard as in 
,\ ct I. l\Ir. Olliver is sawing wood at the woodpile. .Angela is sitting propped 
up with pillows in a, rocking chair, and Loreta is standing by her side. 

LoRETA.-1 don't think it's chilly enough 1,o hurt Angela out here. Do 
~·ou, Father? 

:.\In. OLT,IYJrn.-I don't th.ink so, daughter. I thinJ~ the warm ~11nshin<l'II 
do 'er good. Arc you cold, ~il, __ ngela'1 

,.\NnELA.-(Faintly) i'\ o, Grandpa. The sunHhine feels good. I like 
to be out here. 

LonETA.-(Looking off Htagc) Father, ther come. Hugh. 
:\IR. 0LLIYE1t.-I wondered why be wa:-:n't a-comin' around. I guess yo11 

told him io come, clicln't you'? I've been RO bw,y watchin' my Angela that 
i he whole neighborhood could 'a' moved off an' I'd never 'a' knowecl it. (Enter 
Hugh. ) Good morning, Hugh. I'm goin' to call you " Hugh". That 's 
what Loreta calls you. (Takes Hugh',s hand , "·hile Loreta ~tands by \\T athed 
in . ·nuleR.) 

HeGH.-l'm glad to hear you call me t,lrnt, :.\Jr. Olliver. H's worth all 
that the past ha,• co8t. (He take. off his hat. ) 

:i'-lR. 0LLIVER.-\ \l1ere have yon been RO lono-, Hugh'? I've been 'spcctin' 
you over every clay. But may! e you did com('. I don't- kno1\". \ \ 'hen 
Angela was RO bad, I didn't know muc-h of nothin'. 

H1:GH.-l've been straightening out a liitle affair in regard t.o our con­
sol.idat ion. I discovere I thai some of tlio"c who h,tcl voted against con:;olicla­
tion had not only been bought off by-by-

:\IR. 0LLIYER.-Say it, Hugh. Peter Simpson, it was. I <licln'L know 
it then or I wouldn't 'a' stood for it,. I was blind as a. bat. 

H-vnn.-As I was saying, I found that ;-;om<' of the oppoasition had not 
only been bought off by Peter Simpson, but tlw:, were not legal voters, not 
hn:ving been residents the required number of clays. I have had the elcrtion 
contested and the court ha,~ decreed that the consolidat.ion eleirn·nt has won 
the fight, So now we have con olidation! (Peter Simpson . teps h11rriedly 
in, le~s nonchalant than usual. ) 

HLVJPSON.-l just stopped to :scty, i\Ir Ollivcr,-j u;,( as I expcclNl! The 
wily little conr<olidation advocate around again, trying to rub in a little rnral 
phi losophy, so to speak! Eh, :\Ir. Olliver·> .And the preity Loreta. J'so 
doubt. she';; being quite absorbed as usual by his prcponderou,-; Y<'rbosity. Eh, 
::\Iiss Loreta'? (Enter :'.\Ir;;. Olliver. ) .And the liitle bab)·, (Tmuing toward 
Angela) pale as a ghost, by the way! I don't wondC>r, though. Things enough 
have been going on of late to make the D--lli,-; f-ia1anic: :'lfaje~ty himself 
look like a faded pea hloHsom. Eh, l\Ir:s. Ollivl'r. 

::\1R,;. 0LLlVNR.-That', ju~t what I \\·a:,; ,t thinkin' \\·hen I saw you a­

comin', i\lr. Simp,-;on. 
:\JR. Ou,1vEu.-Look here, Himp,-;011, I g;ol- no, l won 't do it. I could 

get. mad and cusR you a wlu le, hut I don't ihink you're "·orth lht' trouble. 
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I'm just sony for you bC'causr you're no1 :1 C'ommon, respC'C'table dog instead 
of a littlC' fC'ist. The only 1hing l regret is 1hat, I didn't, know enough to put 
you in your class when 1 first ~aw you. 

Hu1PsON -(Backing off stage with a snarly, venomous look. ) Perft'et I_,. 
all right, ;\Ir. Olliver, prrfrctly all right. But there'll be frobt knee dcC'p in­
OH the t'quator when I help yo u out again. 

;\Iii. 01.LlVEti.-lla! Ha! W ell , well! (To Hugh ) I said you would­
n't g:ct, consolidation 1ill Cyrus Olliver had his name on the petition. \Yell , 
1 was wrong, I admit. But old C)TUS Ollivcr's put his heart in it, and a 11<'art ', 
,,·orth morc'n a name an_,. day. And Angela, now you arc a-gain' to haYc a 
sd10ol Jikl' you been a wantin' ,ill the time. 

Ax<mLA -Oh, Grnndp,.! \Yon't 1hat be nire'? 
:\IR. Ou,1 ,·1,R.-And, Loreta, you've been want in' a chance to do your 

high ~chool. It 's a goin' to b<' up to you and Hugh. Cyrus Olliver's in for 
wha1evcr'll make you better and happier. (Betsy and Ram come on carryinf!: 
a pail of swill bet ween them.) 

B~;T!,;Y.-l'm thorry to thay, :\Iithi er Olliver, that Tham an' me hath 
dethid<'d that thingle blethC'dneth ith awfu l good, but double blethednC'th 
ith better. 

:\Itt. 01,Ln-Eu.-Gootl for you, Bcby. . \n' I'll set you up in the lit lie 
hou~e down in the hollow. 

, '.ur.-C-C-Come on, B-B-B-Betsy. Lets go s-s-~-swill tbe p-p-pi!>(s. 
(They ·tart off stage. llugh and Lore!,, have managed to get comfortably 
dose to each other by this time.) 

LoRE'.l'A. -Hugh, you've won. X 0,1· I C':lll go to school. And aft er that -
(lliclcs her fttce on Hugh's breast.) 

:\IR. 0LUYER.-\\' cll, I !>(O], here's where I saw wood! 
:'IIHs. 0LLIYt:R.-Yc-~. Cyrus, here's where you saw wood. 

Curtain.-End of Act III. 
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