Jease, peace, gAIety, and ILITed spints.

A Personal Digression

The Sabbath has cut most sharply athwart my own life when
one of my plays has been in rehearsal or in tryout. The crisis
atmosphere of an attempt at Broadway is a legend of our time,
ond a true one; I have felt under less pressure going into battle
at sea. Friday aftemoon, during these rehearsals, inevitably
seems to come when the project is tottering on the edge of
ruin. 1 have sometimes felt guilty of treason, holding to the
Sabbath in such a desperate situation. But then, experience
has taught me that a theatre enterprise almost always is in
such a case. Sometimes it does totter to ruin, and sometimes
it totters to great prosperity, but tottering is its normal gait,
and cries of anguish are its normal tone of voice. So I have
reluctantly taken leave of my colleagues on Friday aftemoon,

and rejoined them on Saturday night. The play has never yet
collapsed in the meantime. When I retum I find it tottering
as before, and the anguished cries as normally despairing as
ever. My plays have encountered in the end both success and
failure, but I cannot honestly ascribe either result to my ob-
serving the Sabbath.

Leaving the gloomy theatre, the littered coffee cups, the jum-
bled scarred-up scripts, the haggard actors, the shouting stage-
hands, the bedevilled director, the knuckle-gnawing producer,
the clattering typewriter, and the dense tobacco smoke and
backstage dust, I have come home. It has been a startling
change, very like a brief return from the wars. My wife and my



