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People in the Play

WILLIAM BLAKE, poet, artist and engraver
CATHERINE BLAKE. his wife

HENRY FUSELIL an artist friend

JOHN VARLEY, an artist friend

SIR ANTHONY HONE, a collector of pictures
and prints

A HAWKER

SAM CU%'II‘.EQR’, a lodger in the room above
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SCENE:

AN AFTERNOON WITH BLAi

A plainly furnished room high up in a set of tenement flats overlooking
Fountain Court off the Strand.

A fireplace is L.F., with two chairs on each side of it. A trestle table stands
under a low \\mdo\\ on the R. wall. A form and a small stool are near
‘. On the table are paints, brushes and engraving tools. A four-post
bedstead can be scen as if slightly projecting from a recess L.B. Towards
the centre of the room is a small table with a check cloth on it. Two
chairs are near it and also a basket in which are sheets to be mended. In
the middle of the back wall is an entrance which leads to a landing. On
one side of it is a small dresser with a few pieces of glass and china on it,
on the other is a chest of drawers. There is another entrance R.B. which
leads to the scullery. Everything should look neat and clean.

(CATHERINE BLAKE is taking down a bonnet and a shawl from
a hook on the centre door. She puts them on and fetches a basket

and a cwalkmg stick from the corner near the cupboard, and is
ring to sgo out wlzm tlm'e is a knock at the door. She opens




: oY o !
CATHERINE : I do not want any of your articles. Go!

HAWKER : But first, madam, let me show you a soap that I am sure ywill pleas.

Mr. Blake. 1 can see, madam, from the things h'.)ll-fhilf '-'!1')]'..' that Mr. Blak.
his an engraver and unses hinks and colours. He will "ave zlr.(l wr).rk to cleag
'is brushes and 'is 'ands. 1 can assurc you, my lady, that with this S0ap, no
stain on 'is 'ands
CATHERINE (firmly): Mr. Blake's skin don't dirt. Go!
(So stern is her expression that the Hawker wWavers. He looks rouwd
to see if all is clear for him fo make a further effort and opens hi;
mouth to speak, but awhen CATHERINE takes a step toacards him.,
cven raising her stick slightly, and repeats her " Go!” he g
reduced to an appeal humbly spoken and even that is soon ru

short.)

HAWKER : My lady, won't you look—
(He is forced back to the dooravay and the door is shut in his facs.
CATHERINE listens for a moment, then acalks to the windoww and
peers out. As if satisfied, she continues her preparations. Shs
puts her purse into an inner pocket, picks up her basket and hegin;
to take out the key of the door when there is another knock.  She
o opens it very slightly.

Will you let me in, Mrs. Blake?

seli, come in! T am glad to see a friend. T have been

.  has entered, followed by SIR ANTHONY
ame.)

rman accent): This is Mrs. Blake,
thony Hone. You may know his
ous, ma'am, famous. He is
He Mlﬂ no more. He collects

| , perhaps?
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= for, but vour
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FUSELI : It did no good. He goes on seeing prophets and angels, and he tells people
auite as a matter of course that he has seen them. They don't believe it. He
| - .
will never be wise. He is truthful.  But vou are content, Mrs. Blake?

CATHERINE : 1 am happy even though 1 do not have much of my husband’'s com-

pany. He i« so often in Paradise,

FUSELI: Ah, Mrs. Blake, you arc wise. You understand. But you were on the wayv
to go out. We are delayving you. We must not be a drag. We will wait
here for him, if vou will trust us.

CATHERINE : I shall be glad to feel that you are here and as I want very much to
be back before dark 1 will leave you.  Will you look at these prints, sir,
while you are waiting? My husband will soon be back and will show you
others. (Ske turns to the fire) 1 wish the fire were a bit brighter for you
but 1 cannot better it. Now I will go.

(EXIT CATHERINE.)

FUSELI : That woman is one in a million, Hone. She is like the hand of a child on
the kite string. The child holds it ﬁrm and the Kkite rises and rises against
the wind.

(SIR ANTHONY makes no answer. He is absorbed in looking
at the prints. FUSELI joins him.)

»_ gn‘d_etf:ul.! A new sort of man is William Blake! He is




‘ Father! Father, where are vou going?
Oh, do not walk so fast.
Speak, Father, speak to vour little bov
Or else I shall be lost.”
That does not rhyvme well.
“ Little lamb, who made thee ?
Dost thou know who made thee?”
No, indeed, the lamb does not know. (He puts dozen the sheets scith a kearty
laugh.) Those verses could well have been made by some child.

FUSELI: A great man, sir, can sometimes write like a little child. Remember the
Ding Dong Bell song of your Shakespeare.

SIR ANTHONY : Don't talk of Shakespeare in the same breath as this man. I
wonder at you, Fuseli.

FUSELI: Well, you wait. You have come here to get prints from William Blake
and you will get more than prints. You will get wisdom and new eves. He
will talk to you for he loves a warrior though he hates war like the poison.

There. You are taking up those prints again. You can't help looking at

‘them—They are interesting, are they not?




RLAKE: vou are a dead man, sir.
SR ANTHONY (etth a start) : Sir!

RLAKE: The world of imagination in poetry and art is the world of life—eternal
life. If vou were to possess one of my engravings T fear that vou would not
be able to comprehend it. Each one is imagination which is poetryv. You
would look at it with dead eves—the eves of a man whose Sind 4 o0
material things, on science, and on war.

FUSELI: Now, Blake, don't talk about war. Sir Anthony has done with it.
RLAKE: 1 will pick out some prints and drawings for Sir Anthony's inspection.

SIR ANTHONY : Perhaps, sir, they will be those against war. I saw one begun
on vour table. Mr. Blake, the horrors of peace can be deeper than those of
war. No nation is great unless it is great in war. It is myv belief that i
cannot even be great in art.

BLAKE: A thoroughly warlike state can never produce art. It will rob and
plunder and accumulate into one place and translate and copy and buy and
sell and criticise, but it cannot make. War is engineered by man’s mind,
and mind without imagination is the devil himself.

m: There goea your ‘word again! He won't understand it—not as you use it.




VARLEY (looking at his chair): Can I venture? Well, I will sit ‘?““” slowly anc
with care. No, Blake; there is no need of introduction. Sir Anthony h -l}’“-‘

2 ws ] nre Dy >y

to my studio vesterday and carried off two of myv best watercolours. The

. Jlhine , I
seemed to me so good that T had given up all hope of selling them, but
picked them out.

SIR ANTHONY : Those landscapes beautify my wall already, Mr. Blake. I can
understand them.

BLAKE : Then vou have started on the right road.

VARLEY : But I cannot carry you far enough, I fear, to please Blake. I still see
with my eves.

SIR ANTHONY : How else can you see?

VARLEY : Through them. Through them, Sir Anthony. I sit at a master’s feet.
I may learn in time.

o strange places.

ror for recording the taste
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[ saw it vesterday, Here. Tt was the ghost of a flea!

Bl AKE:

vARLEY : A flea !

FUSELL: Thunder and lightning ! 1 have heard strange things from vou but this
| beats everything. Zounds, Blake ! Ha ! Ha ! The ghost of a flea !

IR ANTHONY (rising) : T will take the first five prints of Blair's Grave, Mr. Blake,
| and wish vou good-day. T must take my leave now.

FUSELI: Trust a brave soldier to be frightened and turn tail when real fun

begins among us poor civilians.

QIR ANTHONY (stiffly) : Mr. Blake is among his friends and is no doubt happier
amongst them without me.

BLAKE: Sir ! Sir ! You are wrong. May I beg you to stay. You shall certainly
have the prints. Please sit down and I will get them for you. (As ke makes
up the parcel of prints he continues to speak.) 1 often have visitors from
another world. Some come to sit to me, some to talk. I call them visions or
ghosts but they are not like visions or ghosts. They have clear outlines and

are solid and coloured.
VARLEY : Did you draw the ghost of the flea, Blake?
BLAKE: No. It did not stop with me long.
FUSELI: May it come again !
VARLEY : And may I be here when it comes !

FUSELI: May I be here also. We would all welcome that flea. It would be the
first time that I have ever welcomed a flea, I can tell you. Now, Hone, that
you have the prints and have paid for them too, you ought to look contented.
Why so restless? You can’t go yet, you know. Blake, tell him to stop and
you must get your pencil and paper ready. A ghost, or a vision, or whatever
it is may appear. Ah, here is Mrs. Blake come back. She is always good
for the visions. When she is here, you will see them.

(Mrs. BLAKE has entered quietly. VARLEY gels up 1o offer

her his chair. She signs to him not to move. She hangs up her

bonnet and shawl and puts her basket and stick into a corner near
her husband’s chair. She takes her basket of sewing and Blaces it
near the table and gets a stool for herself and places it in readi-
ness.  She does not at first sit down but, as the men talk, she
fetches a tray and puts on it three small glass tumblers. She goes
into the next room and comes back with them full of clear swater.
: offers them to her visitors as if doing the thing that is usual
 VARLEY and FUSELI take theirs as a matter of course
mile of thanks. SIR ANTHONY bows his thanks and
ith a rather puzzl expression. Mrs. BLAKE goes

ed
starts her sewing pulting sides to centre of a
W 4 4o - and mdk on the centre table.)

d be very sorry if you left so soon.
ere " “m Anthony, who still stands.)
our call. No flea will come . . .




FUSELI : T guess not and I don't care. 1 shan't be able to see that ghost, or whateve,
comes, and that will be worse luck for me. But the paper will shew it and
what is on the paper is what I want to see. T say, Hone, Blake asked vou to
sit down. A soldier should be able to face—even ghosts.

SIR .‘\NT”()N\. ””“”(] 110’&7”: It (l(”]H'll('.\ on the Khn\'ts, I face no ﬂ'_'{l\', not even
ghosts of fleas; except to make war on them.

BLAKE (speaking slosvly and mechanteally) : Better war on fleas than on men.

SIR ANTHONY : I was wrong in what T said just now. War is too great a word
to be used in such a connection. If I fight it is with the enemies of my
country.

BLAKE (still absent-mindedly) : Yes, true. (He looks into space.)

FUSELI: Good lord ! The ghost has come. I can see it in your eyes !

(VARLEY jumps up and puts into BLAKE'S hand the pencil
and paper.)
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o is it, master?
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o draw rapidly.)

You are standing between me

’ ot m which
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dward, the Englich king
sLAKE (shorf(3 i :

1. Fdward! He was the enemvy of Bruce Why draw
FUSELS 3 ‘

hlm) id his Zth'

COme

W AR} Hie did, and stood between Bruece and me
4

cUGELL : Zounds, Blake | What a fierce old fellow he i« ' Can’t you send him off?

RLAKNI No, he won't move until 1 have taken his portrait

QIR ANTHONY (cxamining the drascing of Bruce): 1 like this start of the head of
Bruce He was a man after my own heart in spite of his fighting against
our King.

(BILAKE at hrst does not seem to pay any attention to the
vemark. He wworks on every nosw and then, signing to hir tnvisthle
sitter to turn his head this eway or that as though he had a human
sitter before him. At last he speaks.)

BLAKE : Bruce came for that reason, perhaps.

SIR ANTHONY : Why does Edward come?

BLAKE : Perhaps because you in your heart admire this ambitious king.  On this
“hm. lover of war for its own sake—a believer in force.

:‘ubmﬁumwuhmundemneamhom to do away
‘ha m mlbouttl\ewhipdm&thtm
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BLAKE: You dastard ! You devil ! I know vou, Mr. Cutter.  Was it for this
that a wife was given vou? You drunken sot, steeped in liquor till vou are
ready to kill a woman ! You are a monster worse than any brute. Evep
the t.igcrs do not tear their mates. Do you think you will escape damnation?
No, I can tell you that men will damn you and angels will damn vou long
before you are damned at the last Judgment.

(The man has given BLAKE a stupefied stare, he noxw burtes his
face in his hands.)

FUSELI: Why, Blake, you are swearing !

(BLAKE makes no answer. He looks severely at CUTTER «whe
rouses himself and speaks slowoly.)

CUTTER: Are you Mr. Blake?
BLAKE: I am.

CUTTER: I thought you were the devil.

, ;:: The devil won't rescue anyone from your clutches.
o "n.

It was he who set vou

)

cords was for the animals in the Temple.

i ]

:,._r,‘sellers. It was the eyes—the eves

rs 'C.'}UTTER, who has evidently
zgd by Mrs. BLAKE. Mys.
sband. She looks sharply at

—

Con m with me and

b M you, sir.



handshake to CATHERINE as vy

g well as WILLIAM. EXEUNT
(BLAKE  goes rather  heavily to  his  chair and sits 4
(.7.1'{'1111'RI,\'15 looks at her hushband a i, anxiously ; /)r re s
50 s:lrn/i and Tnoli(mlrss. She goes into the scullery,rmd r:;l::”;
eotth a little pipkin in her hand.) et B

CATHERINE : Shall T heat you up some soup? Tt is almost an hour before supper

time.

BLAKE (languidly) : 1s 1t?
(\(CATHERINE goes to the fireplace and puts the pipkin among

the coals, then she stands by her husband’s side.)

CATHERINE : You are tired from the struggle, William.

(4 pause.)
Yc!a believe in Peace. We both believe in it. It means love and joy—but . .
(with her sentence unended, she stands looking puzzled.)

ed smile breaking over his face): Oh, Kate! There is always
written over this world of ours. It is one of the devils
he angels that bless us. We shall know which some
finish that head of Bruce this even-
hin , Kate, as plainly in my memory
awn.
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