Scene 2

Characters: Narrator; Martin Eden, Ruth Morse.

Place: The room in the hostel.

Narrator: Ruth left Martin when he needed her support most, but as soon as became famous she sought to reconcile with him. Ruth herself goes to his place.

(A knock at the door rouses Martin.)

Martin: Come in (Ruth enters) Ruth!

Ruth: No one knows I am here.

Martin: What did you say?

Ruth: No one knows I am here.

Martin: Oh!

Ruth: I saw you come in, and I waited a few minutes.

Martin: Oh, And then you came in.

(Ruth nods)

Ruth: I saw you first from across the street when you were with that girl.

Martin: Oh, yes. I took her down to night school.

Ruth: Well, aren't you glad to see me?

Martin: (hastily) But wasn't it rash of you to come here?

Ruth: I slipped in.  Nobody knows I am here.  I wanted to see you.  I came to tell you I have been very foolish.  I came because I could no longer stay away, because my heart compelled me to come, because … because I wanted to come.

(She came forward, out of her chair and over to him.  She rested her hand on his shoulder a moment)

Martin: What makes you tremble so? Is it a chill?  Shall I light the grate?

Ruth: It is merely nervousness. I'll control myself in a minute. There, I am better already.

(Slowly her shivering dies away)My mother wanted me to marry Charley Hapgood.

Martin: And now, I suppose, your mother wants you to marry me.

Ruth: She will not object, I know that much.

Martin: And yet I am not a bit more eligible now than I was when she broke

our engagement. I haven't changed any.  I'm the same Martin Eden, though for that matter I'm a bit worse - I smoke now.  Don't you smell my breath?

(In reply she pressed her open fingers against his lips, placed them graciously and playfully, and in expectancy of the kiss that of old had always been a consequence.  But there was no caressing answer of Martin's lips.  He waited until the fingers were removed and then went on.)

Martin: I am not changed.  I haven't got a job.  I'm not looking for a job.  Furthermore, I am not going to look for a job.  And I still believe that Herbert Spencer is a great and noble man and that Judge Blount is an unmitigated ass.  I had dinner with him the other night, so I ought to know.

Ruth: But you didn't accept father's invitation.

Martin: So you know about that?  Who sent him?  Your mother?

Then she did send him.  I thought so.  And now I suppose she has sent you.

Ruth: No one knows that I am here. Do you think my mother would permit this?

Martin: She'd permit you to marry me, that's certain.

Ruth: Oh, Martin, don't be cruel.  You have not kissed me once.  You are as unresponsive as a stone.  And think what I have dared to do.

Martin: Why didn't you dare it before? When I hadn't a job?  When I was starving?  When I was just as I am now, as a man, as an artist, the same Martin Eden?  That's the question I've been propounding to myself for many a day - not concerning you merely, but concerning everybody.  You see I have not changed, though my sudden apparent appreciation in value compels me constantly to reassure myself on that point.  I've got the same flesh on my bones, the same ten fingers and toes.  I am the same. I have not developed any new strength nor virtue.  My brain is the same old brain.  I haven't made even one new generalization on literature or philosophy.  I am personally of the same value that I was when nobody wanted me.  And what is puzzling me is why they want me now.  Surely they don't want me for myself, for myself is

the same old self they did not want.  Then they must want me for something else, for something that is outside of me, for something that is not I!  Shall I tell you what that something is?  It is for

the recognition I have received.  That recognition is not I.  It resides in the minds of others.  Then again for the money I have earned and am earning.  But that money is not I.  It resides in

banks and in the pockets of Tom, Dick, and Harry.  And is it for that, for the recognition and the money, that you now want me?

Ruth: (sobbing): You are breaking my heart. You know I love you that I am here because I love you.

Martin: I am afraid you don't see my point.  What I mean is:  if you love me, how does it happen that you love me now so much more than you did when your love was weak enough to deny me?

Ruth: Forget and forgive.  I loved you all the time, remember that, and I am here, now, in your arms.

Martin: Oh, I do forgive. It is easy to forgive where there is really nothing to forgive.  Nothing that you have done requires forgiveness.  One acts according to one's lights, and more than that one cannot do.  As well might I ask you to forgive me for my not getting a job.

Ruth: I meant well.  You know that I could not have loved you and not meant well.

Martin: True; but you would have destroyed me out of your well-meaning. And now you want to renew our love.  You want us to be married. You want me.  And yet, listen - if my books had not been noticed, I'd nevertheless have been just what I am now.  And you would have

stayed away.  It is all those damned books –

Ruth: I know that much you have said is so.  I have been afraid of life. I did not love you well enough.  I have learned to love better.  I love you for what you are, for what you were, for the ways even by which you have become.  I love you for the ways wherein you differ from what you call my class, for your beliefs which I do not understand but which I know I can come to understand.  I shall devote myself to understanding them.  And even your smoking and your swearing - they are part of you and I will love you for them, too.  I can still learn.  In the last ten minutes I have learned much.  That I have dared to come here is a token of what I have

already learned.  Oh, Martin! –

Martin: It is too late. I am a sick man - oh, not my body.  It is my soul, my brain.  I seem to have lost all values.  I care for nothing.  If you had been this way a few months ago, it would have been different.  It is too late, now.

Ruth: It is not too late.  I will show you.  I will prove to you that my love has grown, that it is greater to me than my class and all that is dearest to me.  All that is dearest to the bourgeoisie I will flout.  I am no longer afraid of life.  I will leave my father and mother, and let my name become a by-word with my friends.  I will come to you here and now, in free love if you will, and I will be proud and glad to be with you.  If I have been a traitor to love, I will now, for love's sake, be a traitor to all that made that earlier treason.

(She stood before him, with shining eyes)

Ruth: I am waiting, Martin waiting for you to accept me. Look at me.

Martin: I am sick, very sick. Something has gone out of me.

Ruth: How shall I get out? I am afraid.

Martin: Oh, forgive me. I'm not myself, you know.  I forgot you were here. You see, I'm not just right.  I'll take you home.  We can go out by the servants' entrance.  No one will see us.  Pull down that veil and everything will be all right.

(During the walk Ruth and Martin held little conversation. They part at her door)

