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CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE 
“The trouble with your idea, 

Gayle,” Bill Bailey was saying, 
Vis that we haven’t enough room. 

Not even this big mansion can ac- 

commodate a theater that will seat 
more than 400. And there wouldn't 
be time to take out all the seats 

and then have a dance.” 
The other girls ana Jeremy 

Tucker sat with them in this con- 

ference. 
“The Orpheum theater man 

wants us to present the play on his 

stage,” Bill went on. “But that’s 
out.” 

“What we need Is something 
outdoors.” Gayle suggested. “It’s 

spring. Summer, really. We could 
have a garden party, couldn’t we? 
And then move the pople inside 
to see the play?” 

“Grand!” Tempe Hyde put in. 

Tempe was given to sudden in- 
thusiasms. "Under the oaks.” 

Jeremy chimed in. 
“Oh, I say—see here, a lot of 

times, in the ancient days, people 
did have plays outdoors. In ancient 
Borne and Greece, and I think in 
Egypt. And even in the prehistoric 
civilizations of Mexico. Archeology 
reveals much that—” 

“That iss soo!” Lola Montesa 
said, brightly. “In New Mexico, 
too, those ancients have beeg times 
out doors always. Everytheeng iss 
outdoors where I wass born, even 

now.” 
“I had no idea you were born 

outdoors, Lola-” Gale couldn’t re- 
sist that, but as the others laughed 
with her she turned to Bill. ‘‘Sorry, 
author, you’ll have to write us an 
outdoor drama.” 

‘‘Look, I’ll do that!” Bill was 

suddenly earnest. ‘‘I mean, I can 
make ‘The Wit to Woo’ an outdoor 
play as well as indoors. Do you 
suppose we could arrange a 

stage out here?” 
‘‘Al fresco?” Gayle encouraged. 
‘‘Right! We could make it go, 

Gayle. Look! Act one might just 
as well take place in a bower of 
trees and shrubbery instead of in 
a campus cloister as I planned it. 
Yonder in a nook just off the east 
path — remember the clearing 
there? It slopes just right for the 
seats, and there’s a flat spot for 
the acting. We could string lights, 
and—say, I can whip up a swell 
setting around the swimming pool, 
100, 1 11 Dei! 

The conference was on the shady 
front porch this morning, and Bill 
leaned to a small table there and 
spread his script. Gayle sat near 
his left, Jeremy to his right. In a 
moment the six other girls were 

standing behind and beside them, 
crowding close, leaning to read the 
script again and talk about it. 

“At the pool is where the sec- 
ondary climax can be worked in,” 
Bill was saying. “See, the heroine’s 
sister goes there to be alone and 
sit on a bench and think, because 
she thinks her heart is broken. In 
that quiet mood, she begins hum- 
ming. and finally singing. Sort of 
like in an opera, see? She sings of 
her heartbreak—that’ll have to be 
you, Lola; you took the singing 
honors last time and—” 

One of the other girls interrupt- 
ed. “But Lola doesn’t have anee 
heartbreak, Beel. She is ver hap- 
pee.” 

“I’ll have Jeremee make thee— 
how you say?—Love—and brea,k 
her heart before hand. Then she 
can act convincingly, no es ver- 
dad?” 

Poor Jeremy turned crimson at 
the suggestion, and at the mass 
attention suddenly turned on him. 
Lola’s smile had faded; she look- 
ed slightly alarmed at the others, 
until the conference was resumed. 

“Anyhow, the sister sings,” Bill 
went on, “and pours out her heart. 
Maybe we could have a concealed 
orchestra to back her up there. 
Anyway, her guitar. But after she 
sings she is still restless. The night 
is warm, the water inviting, see? 
So she decides to go for a lonely 
swim. 

“Because it is midnight and she 
is alone, she doesn’t bother to go 
back to her room for her swim 

suit She just strips end dives in. 
The water is refreshing. The audi- 
ence sees her swim back and forth 
from the dark night shadows at one 

end through the moonlit waves at 
the other end—that’ll make a grand 
sequence, won’t it ? 

“But the hero has heard her 
singing from afar, and because he 
is anxious to explain his actions in 
the earlier scenes he comes seek- 
ing her now. He does not know 
she is in the pool, but he walks 
through the shrubbery and trees 
in that direction, softly calling her. 
When he gets near the pool, she 
hears. But of course she cannot 
answer him. Consternation grips 
her. She dare not even leave the 
pool to flee. So she just retreats 
into the dark shadows at the shal- 
low end, with just her nose ex- 

posed. She won’t even be visible to 
the audience, but they’ll know she 
is there, see?” 

Bill was improvising, gesturing 
and talking ad lib, staring at all 
and none of the group around him 
and writing his play as he talked. 
He had a denite sense of the dra- 
matic and he even made the telling 
UJ. it guuu. 

“But the hero,” he resumed, 
“continues to call her. When ne 

comes to the edge of the pool he 
calls twice more, waits, gets no an- 
swer. Then he, too, gripped by the 
apparent solitude of the place, and 
in a moody mood of his own, 
breaks into song—we’ll end up 
making this a light opera if we 
aren’t careful! If I’m to act the 
hero, I’ll get a stand-in; I know 
some fellows who can really sing, 
and I’ll make one of them do his 
stuff for me in the bushes, while 
I open my mouth and go through 
the motions, see? It’ll look real, 
with just the moonlight on. 

“All right, then, the hero sings, 
too, and maybe he walks out onto 
the big diving board to do it. May- 
be that will be the place for the 
best effect—we’ll have to go see 

tonight. Then, say, he also gets the 
urge to go swimming. It can be a 
slow scene, understand; a lot of 
pantomine to build up the mood. 

But the suspense will be growing 
all the time because the girl is con- 

cealed in the other end of the pool 
and being a very lovely and mo.ral 
girl she is in a predicament now, 
the audience knows. And so that 
happens? Well, when—” 

The sheer story interest of Bill’s 
recitation held them for another 
quarter hour or so. 

Bill had undeniable talent, a flair 
for comedy and incident and situ- 
ation v/hich go to make light 
dramas good. The others in this 
group were deeply impressed this 
morning and they showed it by 
their manner. Enthusiasm for the 
theater grew rapidly in all of them, 
and the nine young people felt a 

happy intimacy they had not ex- 

perienced before. 
On Jeremy Tucker’s face, espe- 

cially, had come a change. He 
looked owl-eyed with surprise at 
times, through his heavy-rimmed 
glasses, but he reflected the group 
enthusiasm, too. 

“I say—see here, Bill! There are 

some old, ah, bleacher seats stored 
in one of he stables. I have order- 
ed them removed because I plan 
to purchase some saddle horses this 
week. I was told that the old seats 
had been used when my mother 
and father lived here, and spon- 
atfain 

sored important matches on the 
two tennis courts. I believe the 
old seats could be used again.” 

“Swell, Peremy- We’ll use them. 
May hae to — say, we’ve got to 
work out act three somewhere. Got 
to have a place for the climax and 
the final wash-up of the story. Now, 
we can’t move the scenery, but we 
can move the audience, say over 
to the tennis courts. That would be 
logical for a college story. I had 
planned for the characters to meet 
in a sorority house in act three, 
but they might just as well meet on 
the sorority house tennis courts. 
Eh?” 

“Why not?” Tempe Hyde nod- 
ded, and the others agreed. 

And so it went for another hour. 
Twelve o’clock had come and 
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