


VISWIHA

o, “X N
WrRBTYIOSIEYAY

\iluvizututﬂ' vt !>




“THE EARL OF
CLAVERHOUSE.”

A Faccical Comedy in 3 Acts
BY
SRI AYUDHYA.



CAST OF CHARACTERS:

SIMON VEREKER (A fashionable soli-
citor)

ARCHIE BATTERSBY (his friend)

Jock GRrRAHAM (Vereker's Clerk)

SIR MARK MEDWAY (proprietor of
Medway’s Meat Extract)

WILBRAHAM MEDWAY (his son)
GRAHAM OF GLENLIVET.

LApYy MEDWAY.

MARY MEDWAY (her daughter)

NOoTE: This play was originally
written in Siamese and has been pro-
-duced on several different occasions
under the title of “ Noy Indasen ”, and
the present English version has been
prepared by the author himself.



ACT 1.

SOENE: Simon Vereker's Cham-
bers, Clement’s Inn.  One door 1. sup-
posed to lead into an outer office ; tin-
other door ». supposed to lead into
an tnner room ; window ¢. The room
contains the usual furniture for a
comfortable study or private office.

[When the curtain rises, Archie
Buattersby is discovered seated in an
armchair, smoking and reading
news paper. He is a young man of
the type known as « “nut”, with .
plastered haiv combed back from his
Jorehead, « beautiful ” clothes, affected
manners and sprech, d&e.  After a
while he shows signs of i{mpatience,
looks at his watch and so on.]

Vereker.

(Speaking behind scenes)  What?
Been waiting for some time has he ?
All right.
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( Enter Simon Vereker, ». He is a
man of about forty, smart and alert,
with a very good opinion of himself.)

Battersby.
Hallo, old man! Any news?

Vereker.
(Sighing) Rotten !

Battersby.
How’s that?

Vereker.

Haven’t landed our fish! After a
good deal of patient angling, the fish
took all my bait but refused to be hook-
ed. (Sits down with o sigh and lights
a cigarette.)

Battersby.

Why didn’t you use every pussible
means ? If xou could not land him
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with a rod, you should have used a net,
or even a trawl if necessary.

Vereker.

Oh! My dear fellow, words are
always easier than deeds any day. You
ask me why I didn’t use a net or trawl ?
Well, I must reply that I am a sports-
man and the rod is the only instrument
a sportsman could condescend to use.
I am not an ordinary fisherman, you
know !

Battersby.

Hang it! If you were starving,
would you still go on playing the
sportsman and wasting your time ang-
ling ? Wouldn’t you try and land your
fish in the surest way you could think
of ?

Vereker.

That may be so; but I really can't
tell you what I should do under such
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circuomstances, because I have never
been near enough to starvation to
know.

Battersby.

Then you can’t realise how denced
uncomfortable it all is to be starving.

Vereker.

Oh! I think I could just imagine it.
Hunger would probably be.the pre-
dominating factor in one’s feelings. But
I should certainly not sit still in thac.
case ; I should get up and try to find
gomething else to eat if I~couldn’t get
the fish.

Battersby.

It’s all wery well talking. But you
know that nowadays a johnny who is
poor finds it jolly hard to get alony at
all!

Vereker.

And do yon consider yourself a poor
man, Archie?
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Battersby.
What do you think ?

Vereker.,

Well, T should hardly put you in the
same basket ag Rockefeller, or Carnegie,
or Rothschild, but I should not im-
agine you to be anywhere near sturva-
ton.

Battersby.

It is true that I am not near starva-
tion, but my revenues scarcely balunce
my expenditure.

Vereker.

Well, what is your precise standing
finagcially ?

Battershy.

I haven’t got anything worth speak-
ing of.
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Vereker.

Let us hear what you have got any-
how.

Battersby.

I have got about twenty thousand
pounds invested.

Vereker.

Dear me, that is certainly hardly
worth speaking of ; but, speaking for
myself, I should not be sorry to have
twenty thousand pence to invest. Is
that all the property you have got ?

Battersby.

No. There i3 some house properik,’
which brings in & few hundred pounds
rent, a few thousands in stocks "aund
shares, and a country estate that schrce-
ly contribates any revenue at all !

Vereker.

Ah ! Then you are indeed almost a
pauper ! (Laughs {ronically.)
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Battersby.

You needn’t sneer, Vereker., 1 tell
you all that is scarcely enough for my
current expenses.

- Vereket.

What are your current expenses.

Battersby.

Clothes run to a good deal to begin
with.

Vereker.

Ah! Yoo have munaged to exist
without food have you ?

Battersby.

Exist without food ?  What bally rot
are you talking now ?

-Vereker.

You have made no statement about
household expenses. Are there no
butchers or grocers with you ?
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Oh! T leave all such uninteresting
details to the housekeeper, but I know
she comes pretty regularly for a
chequs every Saturday.

Vereker.

You have got a French chef too»
haven't you ?

Battersby.

Why, ves! Perhaps youw'd eall that
unnecessary expense ; but I have tried
to figure it out whether it wonld be
cheaper to go and dine every night at
the Carlton or the Savoy than keep a
chef at home, and I made out that it
was really cheaper to keep the chef.

Vereker.

Well, of course, if you must have
French cooking-~—
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Battersby.

Of course I must. I can’t stick your
plain  cooking, and women cooks
simply can’t prepare the proper sort of
grub I like, '

Vereker.
Well, what are your other items of
expenditure.
Battersby.

I have got two rattling good cars,
with a chauffeur for each. There are
also minor items.

Vereker.
What, for example.

Battersby.

For example, I am rather a peculiar
sort of johnny. I simply can’t resist
new cigarette cases. Directly I see a
new cigarette case that catches my
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fancy, the cigarettes in my old case at
once seem to become beastly stale, and
I can never enjoy a cigareite again
until I could take it out of the new
case. Then 1 smoke and smoke till
my tongue gets frightfully bnrnt and
it - becomes an agony to take bot
soup !

Vereker.

And now you want a wife with some
dough, so as to help with ordinary
current expenses, leaving you with
enough' spare cush to go . on getting
your tongue burnt ; is-that it ?

Battershy.

Well, that is the idea, though jyon
have a dammned funny way of putting
it! But really, old man, honour
bright, I am beastly gone on Molly
Medway without regard to her
money.
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Vereker.
Oh! Yon are sure you are really in
love this time ?
Battersby.

As sure as I ever was of anything.

Vereker.
And the little girl at Prince’s Man-
sions ?
Battersby.

Oh! That’s different, and not to be
mentioned alongside of Molly Medway.
Besides it is all over now !

Vereker.

. All over | Broken with her, have
you?
Battersby.

No, I didn’t break with her. She
chucked me !’
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Vereker.
‘Why? What for ?

Battersby.

There was a certain young officer
jolnny but don’t ask for his name
please.

Vereker.

T am frightfully sorry. Found him
there ?

Battersby.

Yes! Found him in the sitting
room with his arm around Flufiy’s
waist.

Vereker.

Ah! And her arms?

Battersby.

-Oh! They were somewhere around
his neck, or may be his waist, I really
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forget which. Anyhow they were
where they shouldn’t have been.

Yereker.
_ And what happened ¥

Battersby.

There was the devil of a row, which
ended by one of ns being chucked out
of the flat.

Vereker,
Who was chucked out ?

Battersby.
I was !

Vereker.

Dear, dear! Very sad.

Battersby.
Patrid luck, what ?
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Vereker.

It wag, old man, it was. After the
‘favours you have showered on her,
how could gshe have been so ungrate-
ful ?

Battersby.

No, that wasn’t what I meant. I
meant to say, that if I had only known
I should find the rotter up there, ¥
would—ah !

Vereker.

You would have been better prepared

for the encounter, I suppose ?
- Battersby.

No, I should never have gone up
and given the brute a chance of chuck-
ing me out, dagh him !

"Vereker.

Quite right !
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Battersby.

Buot let nus go back to our original
subject. Seriously, it is about time I
got properly spliced. I have reviewed
all the girls I known, and none of them
is a patch on Molly Medway.

Vereker.
Pardon me, but I believe you thought
a great deal of Miss Hemming.
Battersby. ]
Bat that was before I met Molly
© Medway.
Vereker.

Bnt seriously, ag far as looks go,
don’t you think Miss Hemming has the
advantage over Miss Medway ?

Battersby. -

Good Lord, no! Molly Medway is
miles above Hettie Hemming. ‘
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Vereker.

And Medwéy’s Meat Extract occu-
pies much larger advertising space than
Hemming’s Haemorrhage Pills !

Battersby.

You are a beastly cynic, Vereker!
I don’t believe you have really noticed:
either of the girls.

Vereker.

Then your belief is quite wrong,
Archie! I know both of them very
well, being legal adviser to their res-
pective papas.

Battersby.

Then you must be as blind as a bally
bat not to see the great difference be-
tween the two girls, Why, all that
Hettie has got to sport are a pair of
earings and a few paltry brooches,
whilst Molly could wear jewels that
make a duchess green with envy if
she had a mind to doso!
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Vereker.

Does a woman’s beauty only lie in
her jewels ?

Battershy.

Well, what on earth do you look at
then ?

Yereker.

Sometimes I am attracted by a girl's
face, sometimes by her figure, and
sometimes by her grace of movement,
and o on.

Battersby.

Oh! All such things are capable of
being improved upon, Looks can be
patched up by toilet ; figures can he
improved by clothes ; and grace can be
acquired at school. But jewels ! When
once a girl has been bhandicapped in
the matter of jewels, she could never
catch up.
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Vereker.

Well, well, T won’t argue with you
any more about it. Are you quite sure
about Miss Medway ?

Battersby.

Quite! She is the only girl—and
all that sort of rot. Know what 1
mean ?

Vereket.

Yes, but the trouble is that I couldn't
make old man Medway see it in the
same light.

Battershby.

Why not ?

Vereker.
Because he wouldn't.

Battersby.
‘Wouldn’t what ?
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Vereker.

Wouldn't see eye to eye with us of
course. \

Battersby.
Why not ?

Vereker.
You've asked that before and I am
not going to repeat my answer again.
Battersby.

But why on earth should he object
to me ?

Vereker.
Can’t say for certain.

Battersby.
Make a guess then.

Vereker.
You won’t get annoyed ?
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Battersby.

Oh! Even .if I get annoyed, I'll do
my Lest not to look it. Go on.

Yereker.

Well, for one thing, Medway does
not approve of your capacity for spend-
ing money. 1In fact, he went so far as
to call you a spendthrift.

- Battersby.

That's a libel! I have already ex-
plained to you how I spend my money,
and all items of expenditare are actual
necessities.

Vereker.

Yes, but that is the very thing about
which Medway can’t see eye to eye
with you. For example, he does not
approve of your keeping a French
chef. '
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Battersby,

Hang it!. The man is a regular
jewel, and dirt cheap at the price too.
You know his handiwork, don’t you ?

k] + .

Vereker.

Yes, I know. Perhaps Medway is
jeulous of you for possessing such a
paragon.

Battersby.

Well, just to show bow serious I am
about it, I am even willing to sacrifice
the chef if I could only be sure of
getting Molly.

Vereker,
I'am afraid that won’t be any good.

Battersby.
Why ?
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Yereker.

To speak quite plainly, Medway does
not counsider you a good enough match
for his daughter.

Battersby.

Good heavens! What is Medway
himself 7 why, his father was nothing
but an ordinary butcher, whereas I can
trace my ancestry, up miles and miles !
My ancestor came over with William
the Conqueror.

‘ Vereker.

So you told me. But how did you
find it out ?

Battersby.

Oh! A chap advertised in some
paper that he undertook to look up
one’s ancestry for a consideration. I
sent him five guineas, and got a family
tree together with a lot of interesting
stuff by return post.
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Vereker.

Rather quick work, wasn’t it? I
should have thought that to look up
records and things would have taken
some time,

Battersby.
Oh! Not if you send five guineas.

Vereker.

And in what capacity did your
ancestor come over,

Battershy.

The fellow said that our family name
indicates that my ancestor must have
been a battering-ram--No, that's not
right ; I mean a rammering bat,—No,
that doesn’t sound right either! Oh!
Well, he was some sort of battering
johnny or other, but the chief thing
is that he did come over with old
Willy.
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Vereker.

Well, well, it doesn’t really matter,
does it ? T did mention to Medway that
yvour people came over with Williamn
the Congueror and all that, but old
Medway replied that A/s people were
here even before William came !

Battetsby.
What on earth does he want then ?

Vereker,

He doesn’t want you, that is certain,
though he did not actually say so
straight out.

Battersby.
.Wants an alliance with a duke, I
suppose ?

Yereker.

He wouldn’ mind if he could get
one! But ag a matter of fact, Medway
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is not so difficult as Lady Medway.
She thinks a great deal of her own
family.

Battersby.

Oh! If they want a noble son-in-
law so much, why not let them have
one?

Vereker.

The only reason why I don’t arrange
it is that it is scarcely my businese.
I am a solicitor, not a matrimonial
agency.

Batiersby.

Oh! Don’t be an ass, I didn’t mean
a real peer, only a “spoof " lord to be
foisted on him, and we could raise a
jolly good laugh at his expense.

Vereker.
It is rather a risky game, you know:
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Baltersby

Oh! no, it isn't. The Medways
wouldn’t dare to make a row about it,
for fear of being laughed at,

Vereker,

But impersonation is a Misdemeanour
in the eyes of the Law, and—

Battersby.

1t we don’t cheat anybody it would
be all right. It would only be a joke.

Vereker.

"~ But to win his daughters hand by
false pretence mlght-———

Battersby.

We could ‘step in and call our man
off before he gets too far.
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Vereker.

T'll think about it. To tell you the
truth, T have my own axe to grind too.
Old Medway has not been very nice to
me about certain professional matters
which I had to attend to on his behalf,

(Enter Jock Graham, 1. He is a
good-looking young man, quiet man-
nered, rather poorly dressed but by no
means shabby. He holds a letter in
lis Tiand.)

Vereker.

Finished it have you ?

Jock.
Yes, sir.

(Jock hands letter to Vereker, who
puts his signature to it, and then
hands it back.)

Vereker.
The others not done yet ?
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Jock,

No, sir. I did -this one first as it

geems to be important.
Veteker,

Quite right. (Jock is about to retire.)
One moment ! You come from Dundee,
I believe.

Jock.
From somewhere near there, sir.

Vereker.
Know anything about the Earl of
Claverhouse ?
Jock.
1 know him very well by sight, sir.

Vercker.

Very few people seem to know any-
thing about him. Queer ®ort of bird,
isn't he.
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Jack.
So people say, sir.

Vereker.
Likes travelling about incocg., I hear.

Jock.

He has been called eccentrie, because
he now and then disappears completely
without anybody knowing where Le is.

Vereker.

Is he in one of his disappearing
moods just now ?

Jock,

He left Claverhouse Castle three
months ago, leaving no address behind
him.

Vereker.

Ah !——That will do. (it Jock 1.)
Archie, old sport, we are guing to have
our joke after all.
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Battersby.

How?
Vereker.

We are going to introduce the Earl
of Claverhouse to the Medways!

Battersby.

How on earth shall we manage that ?
Will the Earl want such an intro-
duction ?  And what good will it do us
to arrange it? Besides, not knowing
where the fellow hangs out, how are we
to get hold of him ?

Vereker.

Look here ! Being the descendant of
a battering—rammer, why not stick
to batter—ramming ? Why fire off those
queries at me frow a bally maxim ?

Battersby.

Well, you might let me know what
fool game you are up to now ?
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Vereket. .
I have already told you! We are go-
ing to introduce the Karl of Claver-
house to the Medways.
Battersby.

That's all very well, but hadn’t yon
“better get hold of that earl johnny first?
Vereker. |

My dear old donkey, I have got hold
of him already ! .
Battersby.
Not really ¢

Vereker.

Well, no; but I think I know of
someone who could be created Earl of
Claverhouse by us.

. Battersby.
Who ?
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Vereker.
Jock Graham,

Battersby.
Your clerk ? '

Yereker,
Yes.

’ Battersby.

Will he do?. Won't he make a mess
of it? \

Vereker.

He knows Claverhonse, and he knows
the neighbourhood where the Earl has
his home, 80 he will be all right as far
ag topographical details are concerned.
He also probably knows the local tradi-
tions concerning the family, and could
anyhow look up details from Debrett.
The Medways will probably not be
very inquisitive in any case.
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Battersby.

Sure he won’t make a glorious ass of
himself ?

Vereker.

He isn't an ass, so far as I know, but
is rather a bright young fellow and
looks like a gentleman too. But even
if he does make an ass of himself,
he won’t be a glorious ass, only a mild
Fpeciman, and the Medways will forgive
that in an Karl !

Battershy.

Well, let us hear what the fellow
himself has to say about it.

Vereker.

All right. (Going to the door and
calling.) Grabam ! '

(Enter Jock Graham from L)
Vereker.

Look here, Graham, how many times
have you seen Lord Claverhouse ?
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Several times, sir.

Vereker.

Think you could imitate his man.
ners ’?

Jock.

T think 1 conld, sir, though I can’t
undertake to have it all perfect.

Vereket.

Oh! It doesn’t matter much really.
Bat I'll tell you something. Mr. Bat-
tersby and I want to play a joke on some
people. We think of introducing you
to them as the Earl of Claverhouse, just
to see the ridiculous fuss they make
of you, see ?

Jock.

Yes, I see, sir. But, begging your
pardon, sir, supposing they found it
out, won’t there be an awful row ?
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Yereker.

I don’t think so, .because they are
not the sort of people to publish to all
the world how they have been had.
The chances are that they will keep
th» thing jolly quiet.

Jock.

Well, sir, my wardrobe is scarcely
snitable for undertaking sach a grand
role.

Vereker.

Oh'! That will be all right, I will
help you about that.

Battersby.
I’ll share the expenses too.

Vereker.

Thanks, old man. Might I trouble
you to see about getting the proper
oul!fit 7
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Battersby.

Leave it all to.me. I’ll see about
getting him slap up clothing, you bet.

Vereker.

Let us see you through your paces,
Graham. How do you propose to play
your part? Let us see your style of
walking. ( Grahkam walks, past meeck-
ly.y) Hang it! That won't do at all !

Jock.
How ought T to walk, sir ?

Vereker.

Be a bit more pompous., Take up
ag wuch of the fairway as you can, and
look right over every-body’s head us
though everyone were utterly beneath
your notice,

Battersby.
Get up and show him, Vereker.
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( Vereker gets wp and struls 1with
vidiculous pomposity across the stage,

Jollowed by Jock, who fiurther cari-
catures Verelei’s movenients.)

Jock.
Is that right, sir?

Battersby.
Oh,so~s0! And how aboeut sitting ?

Vereker.

That's not very difficult. Only be
careful not to forget your dignity,
that’s all. And in speaking, Graham,
you must be careful not to do it like an
ordinary mortal.

Battersby.

Hadn’t you better speak with a strong
brogue ?
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A Scotsman with a brogue, sir?
That would be indeed a great curi-
ousity !

lzattersby.

© Stupid of me! Brogue is Irish, ain’t
it? Well then speak ¢ (Fuilic,” or what-
ever it ig you speak in Scotland.

Jeok.
I suppose you mean Gaelie, Mr. Bat-
tershy ?
Battersby.
That’s it.

Jock.—

But T am afraid nobody would under-
stand me if I did so, They might think
I was speaking German !
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Battersby.

Oh ! Then speak English mixed with
garlice— I mean Gaelic. Lugina few
choice expressions like “ Scots wha hae”
and “ Bang goes saxpence ” and * Hoots
mon ” and all that sort of rot, you know.

Jock,

I know the sort of rot you mean, sir,
But might I observe, that nowadays
Scotsmen can speak as good English as
you can? In faet, it is scarcely the
practice even among ourselves to say.
“Scots wha hae” or “Hoots mon” to
any extent.

Vereker.

I don’t think you need really adoept
Mr. Battersby’s suggestion, Graham,
*All I meant was that you shounld adopt
a haughty way of speaking like this,

(Assumes a havghty manner.) (Ah!
Who are you? Oh! Howdy do?
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Jock.

(Invitating) Ah! Who are you?
Oh ! Howdy do'!

Vereker.
That’s the style.

Jock.
Won't they eall me a bumptious ass,
gir ?
Vereker.

Not they ! The more bumptious and
hanghty you are, the better appreciated
will you be by old man Medway.

Jock.

Do you mean Medway of Meat Ex-
tract fame, sir ?

Vereker.
That’s theman ! Know him ?
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Jock.

I know him by sight, sir, and I have
enjoyed many cups of his meat extract.
Vereker.

Well, that’s the man you are going to
be introduced to ag Lord Claverhouse.

v Jock.

As you please, sir ; but if there should
be any row, I hope you and Mr. Bat-
tersby will kindly stand by me.

Vereket.
Of course we shall both stand by you !

Battersby.
Then I had better take Graham to
the tailor, eh ?
Vereker,

Certainly. Get good, proper-clothes
mind !
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Battersby. “
Hadn’t he better wear a kilt ?

Jock.

I am afraid the street arabs will get a
bit hilarious about me in such get up,
sir.

Battersby.

But you must dress the part, you
know. At any rate you might wear a
thingamy—er—what do you call the
rotten pouch with long whiskers on it ?
A “ haggis,” ain’t it ?

Jock.

(Smiling.) A haggis would be rather
a queer sott of thing to wear, and a bit
messy if it should happen to burst !L

Vereker.

( Laughing.) My dear Archie, you
are getting fearfully mixed about
Scottish things generally. A haggis is
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not a wearing apparel, but rather a sort
of gas bomb, capable of asphyXLatmg
at long range !

Battersby.

Great guns! Then we won’t have .
anything to do with it. But at any
rate; Graham, hadn’t you better wear a
ghillealagh ?-~No, that’s Irish again!
Well, whatever you call that little cap -
with a twiddly tail, hadn’t you better
wear it ?

Jock.

A Glengarry would scarcely look
correct with Town clothes, would it,
Mr, Battersby ?

Battersby.

Well, then at any rate, wear a bunch
of thistles in your buttonhole. That’ll
label you a Scotchman.,

Jock.

‘Wouldn'’t it rather Iabol me an ass,
gir ?
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Vereker.

( Laughinig.) Ha-ha! That’s neat,
by Jove! But don’t waste any more
time. Archie, there’s a good chap. Take
Graham along and fit him out like a
gentleman. And then we’ll see some
fun, what ? ( Laughs hilariously.)

Jock.

(Joining in the laugh.) 1 expect
we shall, sir !

Battersby.

( Laughing.) 1 can imagine Meat
Extract’s face when he gets wise! Ha-
ha! Come along, Graham! ( Exit I
with Jock Graham, leaving Vereker
still laughing alone.)

Curtain.
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ACT II.

Scene: The Small Drawing Room,
Sir Mark Medway’s house, Park Lane,
London. A door left, leading to the
Huall; on the right, folding doors, lead-
ing into the big salon ; ai back are
French Windows, with view of the gar-
den beyond. The room is furnished
with good furniture, and there are one
or two fine pictures on the walls.

When the curtain vises, Sir Mark
Medway enters from the big salon with
Vereker. Sir Mark is a pleasant,
kindly-looking man of somewhere near
Jifty.

Sir Mark.

Take a seat for a moment, Vereker,
won’t you ?

Vereker.
Thanks. (Z'hey both sit.)
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Sir Mark.

I really don’t know how to thank
you enough.

Vereker,

" Oh! Don’t mention it pleage, Sir
Mark. I am always glad to have the
chance.of doing you any slight service.

Sir Mark.

No, no, you must allow me to thank
you. Had it not been for your kind-
ness, we should hnever have got to
know Lord-Claverhouse, nor would he
be coming to dine here this evening.

Vereker.

I admit I have been very lucky in
being able to catch Lord Claverhouse
at all. " As you know, he is not very:
fond of Bociety, and one so rarely sees
him among the smart set. That is why
he is practically unknown in Town.
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Sir Mark.

A man in Lord Claverhouse’s posi-
tion would be welcome anywhere if he
only chose to be seen in Society. That
is why Lady Medway and I are speci-
ally delighted that he would break his
rule for once in our favour.

Vereker.

More than that, Sir Mark. I believe
he now intends entering the political
arena, where he may be expected to,
follow in the footsteps of his illustriouns
father, and for that purpose he is now
going to be seen more ; get more into the
public gaze, you know. And he chose
your house for making his début.

Sir Mark.

I am sure he will make his mark,
because he comes of a talented family. .
James Graham of Glenlivet, who is his
cousin has, as you know, been for a
long time considered quite a political
personage. Glenlivet often comes to
my house.
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Vereker.

( Rather uncomfortably.) Oh! In-
deed ? Is he in town now, may I ask ?
If the is, Claverhouse might like to
know of it.

Sir Matk.
. No, he is in Scotland at present.

Vereker.

( Relieved.) Ah'!
Sir Mark.

But he may come to Town -any day.
Vereker.

I hope not !—I mean, I am afraid not !
And now, if there is nothing else I could
do for you for the present, I will say
au revoir. '

Sir Mark.

One moment more please, Vercker.
Although I have given you a lot of
trouble already, I am afraid I shall
have to trouble you once again.
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Vereker.

Oh! Anything I can do, please com-
mand me,

Sir Mark.

You have been so kind in helping to
arrange everything and superintending
our arrangements generally, that I
hardly like to take advantage of your
good nature. But I must ask your
advice about something.

Vereker.
Not in my professional capacity T
hope, Sir Mark -
Sir Mark.

No, only about a question of eti-
guette. I understand that Lord Claver-
houge has no Town residence of his
own,

Vereker.

That is true. He is living in a small
flat at present.
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Sir Mark.

Well then, would it Le proper for
me to offer him the hospitality of my
house until he has managed to find a
suitable residence of his own ?

Vereker.

That’s really very kind of you. But,
as I have already told you, he is rather
a queer chap. So if yon like, I will go
and sound him first and let you know
whether he would like to accept your
kind invitation or not.

Sir Mark.

Thanks very much, Vereker. Yon
are really too kind !

Vereket.

Not at all. ( Rises.) Now I really
must say @it revoir. T'll just hurry
home and dress, and come back to help
you put the finishing touches before
the guests turn up, (Shakes hands and
exit 1)
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( After a short pause, enter Lady
Medway from the left. She is a hand-
some woman, but somewhat sharp-
tongued and likes playing the Grande
Dame ”.)

Lady Medway.
Well, Mark, when is Wilbraham
coming ?
Sir Mark.

I sent Edward with my note asking
Dr. Burgess to let him come as soon as
possible.

( Enter from the left, Wilbraham
Medway, a boy of about 15 or 16 years
of age.)

Lady Medway.

Well, here he is after all.

Sir Mark.

Why are you so late ? Didn’t Ed-
ward tell you to come as guick as you
could ?
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Wilbraham.

He did, Pater, and I took your note
-1p to old Buggins at once.

Lady Medway.
( Lealeere ctback.y Old who ¥

Sir Mark.

“Old Buggins” was what he sai',
‘my dear, which I presume is the school-
boys’ respectful way of referring to
their Head Master.

Lady Medway.

Wilbraham, don’t be 30 vulgar again.
I won’t have such a vulgar appellation
as “ Buggins” mentioned in my pre-
gonce.

Wiibraham.
All right, Mater.
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Sir Mark.

Did Dr. Buggins—no, no, I mean

Burgess—give you leave at once ¥
Wilbraham.

He did. He was jolly decent about
it. Said I could stay the night and go
back tomorrow afternoon.

Lady Medway.

That is most considerate of Dr, Bur-
gess. But then why have you only
just got back 7 You didn't stop any-
where on the way, did you ?

Wilbraham.
No, I came straight home.

Lady Medway.
Mark, which car did you send ?

Sir Mark.
The red car.
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Lady Medway.

Indeed! You sent the car that has
been relegated to the use of servants
for your son to come home in, did you?

Sir Mark.

The boy likes the red car, because he
can drive it himself ?

Lady Medway.

Have we no chauffeurs, that you
must let your son drive himself ?

Sir Mark.

But the boy himself likes driving,
and lots of people drive their own cars,
you know.

Lady Medway.

None of my family ever drive them-
selves when riding in any conveyance!

‘Sir Mark.

( Half aside.) They didn’t have any
conveyance to drive, barring a donkey
cart !
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Lady Medway.

You needn’t sneer at my family,
Mark. My people, though not particul-
arly blessed with wealth, certainly had
other qualities which made up for it.

Sir Mark.
You have got sharp ears, my dear!
I was only thinking aloud.

Lady Medway.

Aren’t you going to ask your-son to
explain why he gets home so late ?

Sir Mark.

Certainly, my dear. The rascal must
be spoken to quite seriously. Come
here, Billy !

Lady Medway.

Mark! Hasn’t the boy got a proper
sort of Christian name, that you must
call him Billy ?
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Sir Mark.

Of course he bas got one, but it is
guch a mouthful that I thought I would
keep it for state occasions only, and
just let him be Billy amongst ourselves.

Lady Medway.

Hum ! You evidently don’t like your
son to be named like a gentleman, and
prefer him to have a name like a goat!

Sir Mark.

Oh! Comenow! (Turning to lis
son.) Well then, Wilbraham, how is
it you got home so late? Did you
dawdle anywhere on your way ? Per-
haps you stopped to ask for my favour-
ite brand of cigars as you did last time ¥

Lady Medway.

Why suggest any untruth ? Can't
yon let the boy use his own power of
invention ?
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’ Sit Mark.

Come, come, Wilbraham ! Did you
"~ dawdle on your way ?

Wilbraham.

No, Pater, I didn’t dawdle. I came
straight back.

Sir Mark.

Now, boy, don’t tell fibs to your par-
ents, unless it is strictly necessary.

Lady Medway.

Indeed! When should it be necess-
ary for a boy to tell untruths ?,

Sir Mark.

Why, when he has to stick to a
friend. That is their code, you know.

Lady Medway.

Well, speak the truth /s time, if
you pledse, Wilbraham.
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Wilbraham.
But I really came straight home,
Mater. ‘
Lady Medway.

Then why did you take so long about
it? Perhaps that wretched red car broke
down on the way ?

Wilbraham.

Oh, no, it didn’t. It came beautifully
all the way.

Lady Medway.
Then why were you so long on your
way?
Wilbraham.
(After some hesitation.) I didn’t
uge the car. I came by bus.

Lady Medway.
(Horrified ). What!
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Sir Mark.
(Laughing.) Hé said he came by
bus! Ha-ha!
Lady Medway .
What amuses you, Mark ?

Sir Mark,
Nothing, my dear. (Sl loughiug.)
Lady Medway.

Then you are not difficult to amuse !
{To her son.y Wllbraham, why on
earth did you come in a bus when we
took the trouble to send a car to meet
you?

Wilbraham.
Ok! Just because I wanted to.

Lady Medway.

Why, a bus couldn’t be more com-
fortable to ride in than a motor car,
surely ?
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Wilbraham.
No, but it's a jolly lark.

Lady Medway.

A lark! How could it be amusing
to be squashed ina crowd of all sorts
and conditions of people ? I really be-
Jieve yom ought to have your clothes
fumigated as asort of precaution against
.germs !

Wilbraham.

Oh! Don’t be anxious, Mater. I
rode outside, with an old clergyman on
one side, and a fine girl with a feather
boa on the other.

Sir Mark.
The old clergyman must have been
rather boring as a companion.
Wilbraham.

He was! He spouted a lot of “pi”
-stuff at me till I felt jolly fed up !
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Lady Medway.

A clergyman in the pie trade ? Rath-
er an unusual combination, isn’t it ?

Sir Mark.

( Laughing.) My dear, I fear you
misunderstand. The “ pi” stuff that
Wilbraham means is not the thing you
eat, but what you listen to. In other
words, he simply means what we should
call an improving conversation.

Lady Medway.
Oh! Then why couldn’t he have
said 8o in plain English ?
Sir Mark
What about your neighbour on the
other side ?
Wilbraham.

Feather boa ? She was fine, but stuck
up.
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Sir Mark.
( Laughing.) Ha-ha!

Lady Medway.

( Severely.) What are you laughing,
at, Mark? Are you amused because
your son has shown such low tastes ?

Sir Mark.

Well, my dear, it ¢s rather funny
you know.

Lady Medway.

Wilbraham, I don’t know where
you get your common, low instincts
from, but I am sure you didn’t get it
from me! We Mackintoshes are al/
respectable.

Sir Mark.

. (Snorting). Huh! And keep every-
body very dry!
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Lady Medway.
You peedn’t run down my family,
Mark.
Sir Mark.

My dear, the only thing that runs
down Mackintoshes is rain, and I'm
not raining, am I?

, Lady Medway.
You think you are being funny, don’t
you ?
Sir Mark.

No, my dear, but I was only trying
to contribute to the liveliness of our
conversation,

Lady Medway.

And where are Edward and Fred-
erick ? Did they also ride back in the
bus with you, Wilbraham ?

Wilbraham.
No ; they rode in the car.
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Lady Medway.
Have they brought your things back ?
Wilbraham.

They have. (Goes lo the door 1. which
he opens and beckons to somceone out-
side.) Here is Edward with my shoe-
horn! (FEnler a foolman 1. bearing
a common shoe-horn on a salver.) And
here i8 Frederick with my tooth-brush
and tooth-powder! ( Enter another
Jootman 1. bearing looth-brush and
tooth-powder on a salver. Buoth look
very solemn.) I've divided my luggage
between them.

Sir Mark.

My boy, youw'll get on! You've al-
ready learnt the principles of distribu-
tion of labour, Ha-ha !

Lady Medway.

Why, Wilbraham, what made you
bring such nonseusical articles like
that ?
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Wilbraham.

They aren’t nonsensical, Mater, but
jolly useful! My shoes are such good
fit, that T couldn’t get them on without
the shoe-horn.

l.ady Medway.

But haven't we got shoe-horns hers
in the house ?

Wilbraham,

We have ; but they are of silver or
ivory, and aren’t so nice and springy as
a common or garden shoe-horn.

Lady Medway,

Ha! There again is another evid-
ence of your low ‘taste | And the tooth-
brush and powder ?

Wilbraham,

Oh! The powder had to come away
or thera’d be none of it left, and as for
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the brush, I had to bring it away to
keep ‘it from being borrowed by the
fellow in the next bunk to mine, who

generally uses his own brush to black
his boots with !

Sir Mark.
(Laughing.) ¥Ha-ha! Ha-ha!
Lady Medway.
I don’t see anything to laugh at !
~ Sir Mark,

No, my dear. I suppose that’s an-
other peculiarity with the Mackin-
toshes ! But seriounsly we must not
waste any more time talking nonsgense.

Lady Medway.

And who is talking nonsense, pray ¢

Sir Mark.

(With a sigh.) Oh! I am, of course,
as urual.
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Lady Medway.
Well, what do you want to say ¢

Sir Mark.

(Tv the Footmen.)You can go, (1"%e
Footmen bow and ereunt l.) Now
I should like to éoach up Billy—
Ahem! I mean Wilbraham for his
first appearance in the really high class
entertainment which we are giving this
evening.

Lady Medway.
All right ; coach him then,
Sir Mark,
How wonld you address the Earl of
Claverhouse.

Wilbrattam.

Oh! Just say “Sir” as usual with
big pots, I suppose ?



63
“THE EARL OF CLAVERHOUSE.”
Sir Mark.

Yes ; “8ir” is quite enough to begin
with, and you can after a while even
drop. the “Sir”. But on no account
say “ My Lord ” or ¢ Your Lordship”,
because then you’d be admitting your-
gelf his inferior, see ?

Lady Medway.

Ha-ha! Here's a case of the blind
leading the blind indeed !

Sir Mark,

I may have been ignorant in such
matters of etiquette, but I have been
put right about it and I know what I
am talking about.

Lady Medway.

Why, in all books about the aris.
tocracy, we are told to address all peers
as “ My Lord” or “ Your Lordship?,
with the exception of a Duke who
must be addressed as “ Your Grace.”
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Sir Mark.

My dear, remember that we have
boldly moved into Park Lane, and so
we can’t still go on using the manners
of Surbiton or Upper Tooting !

Lady Medway.

Who told you to adopt such familiar
forms of speech with a peer ?

Sie Mark.
Vereker did. '
Eady Medway.
Oh! Really?
A Sir Mark.

~ Yes. Isuppose Vereker is tobe trugt-
ed to know the proper way of speaking
to peers; eh 7'
Lady Medway.
IE Mr. Yereker said so, T suppose it
ig all right,
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Sir Mark,
I am glad you think it’s all right !

Lady Medway.
Now, Wilbraham, could you tell me
if 1 do my curtsey right ?
Wilbraham.
Want me to show you the style »

Lady Medway.

If you can. ( Wilbraham wretires
through the window at back, and then
runs in and makes an elaborate
curtsey like a circus-rider.)

Sir Matrk.
Good Lord ! You don’t expect your
mother to be able to do all that, do you #

Lady Medway.

Where did you get it from, Wil.
braham 7
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Wilbraham.
Oh! T saw circus-girls do it like
that.
Lady Medway.

A circus-girl ! How dare you! I
wanted you to show me the proper way
to curtsey like a lady.

Witbraham.
How should I know that ? I'm not
agirl,amI?
Lady Medway.

I thought a model institution likse
your school would have taught that!

Wilbraham,

If you wanted me to know all that,
why didn’t you send me to a girls’
school ?

Sir Mark.

Would you enjoy yourself as much
there a8 you did in the bus ?
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Lady Medway.
Mark! Be quiet. I think I'll go
and see to Molly’s dress.
Sir Mark.

I wondeér you don’t change that girl’s
naine to Brmyntrude or something
more aristocratic. Molly sounds rather
common, yoesn't it ?

Lady Medway.

You seem to forget that Mary is a
name that has been borne by several of
outr Que}exls !

Sir Mark.
~ True, my dear, But weren’t there
goveral of our Kings called Billy too ?
Lady Medway.

Certainly not! There were four
Williams, but 1 am sure they were
never c.iled ¢ Bili’y.”
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Sir Mark.

And I haven’t heard that any of the
queens was ever called * Molly ! But
let that pass. 1 have something else to
say to vou. (Wilbraham discreetly
withdraws to the back of the stage.)

‘ Lady Medway.
Well! What is it ?

Sir Mark.

Vereker tells me that Lord Claver-
house intends now to be §een in Society
a bit more. But he has no Town resid-
ence of his own, and is living in a
tiny flat at present.

Lady Medway.
What of it ?

Sir Mark.

T thought of offering him the hospi-
tality of our house until he could get a
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residence of his own. We only use
half the honse ordinarily, so that we
could easily let him-have the whole of
the suite of rooms in the west wing.
What do you say ?

Lady Médway.

What do you think of gaining by
guch an arrangement.

Sir Mark.

Well, for one thing, we shall get the
kudos for being Lord Claverhouse’s
hosts, and for another, we have got a
rather fine garden.

Lady Medway.
What about it ?

Sir Mark.

~ Why, Molly could be about it; and
20 could Claverhouse.
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Lady Medway.

You are not going to throw Molly ai
his head ?

Sir Mark.

There won't be any need. for any
such feat of jugglery. All we need.do
i3 to send her out into the garden and
" let bim find her there, and they will do
the rest themselves, I hope.

Lady Medway.
There is something in that !

Sir Mark.

There is ! Molly will be in it to start
with, and you and I will be in it later
on, if we have any luck,

* Lady Medway.
It is a good idea, I admit.
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Sir Mark.

Thanks ! I do get a brain wave now
and then, you know. Shall we make
him the offer, then ?

Lady Medway.

Yes, but don’t be precipitate, or he'll
think us too snobbish.

Sir Mark.
All right. - I’ll be careful.

Lady Medway.

And now I really must go. You will
see that everything is ready before you
go upstairs, won’t you ¢

Sir Mark.

Yes, I'll see to things. (Mwit Lady
Medway 1.y And now Billy—Oh! I
forget !
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Wiibraham.

(Coming down) It's all right, Pater.
I prefer you to call me Billy. Sounds
nice and friendly.

Sit Mark.

That’s how 1 feel about it too. Every
time I call you Wilbraham, I feel as
thoagh I were addressing somebody
else, but when I say Billy, I feel I am
talking to my own hoy.

Wilbraham.

I feel just the sams aboutit. So only
let me be Wilbraham when the mater's
about, but call me Billy when we are
alone,

Sir Mark.

Well, look here, Billy, what ma.ls
you come home in a bug ?
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Witbraham.

Oh! 1 get jolly tired of being stuck
up, and I want to be just ordinary like
everybody else.

Sir Mark.

Don't you know that your mother
wants to make us behave as like the
smart set as though we really did be-
long there from the beginning of the
world ?

Wifbraham,

I know, but I get frightfully fed up
with it !

Sir* Mark.

Strictly between you and me, I get
frightfully fed up with it all myself!
I sometimes wish I had had the sense to
stay an ordinary butcher instead of
tarning myself into Meat Extract !
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Wilbraham.

Oh! I shouldn’t like that go much !
A butcher’s business is such a beastly
messy job, isn't it ?

Sir Mark.

I don't mean the working bLutcher,
Billy, I meant the sort of superior
tradesman who rans a batcher’s shop,
without actually getting messy himself.
Thal was what your grandfather was,
you know,.

Wilbrabam.

Oh! I'd rather keep a tuck-shop:!
That’s nice and clean, if you like.

Sir Mark. -
Well, yes, there is something in what
yvou say. But having worked through
Meat: Extract to Park Lane, I suppose
we must grin and bear it.
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Wilbraham.

I suppose we must. But I do get .
jolly fed up with Park Lane !

Sir Mark,

Oh! Don’t say it in your mother’s
hearing or she’ll havea fit ! But really,
I get more of Park Lane than you do.
Park Lanish grub is all very well for
grand occasions, but having it served
up every day as we do, my digestion
gets all out of gear. 1 could scarcely
bear the sight of any of the com-
moner kinds of food, because they
make my mouth water so and feel
awfully bad because I know I could
never eat any of it.

Wilbraham.

Look here, pater, do you really want
to eat something really common ?

Sir Mark.

The more plebeian the food, the
better it would please me! But don’t
tempt me, Billy boy.
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Wilbraham,

Woell, don’t make a row and I'll let
von into a secret.  When I was waiting
to: change from one bus to another, k
happened. to. be- standing near a stall
where they were sellir g winkles.

Sir Mark.
Winkles ! Billyy boy. I hope you
didn’t dare to buy any of it ?

Witbratham.
I did buy some.

Sic Mark.

And where have you put them ¥
Didn’t bring them into the house with
you, I hope?

Wilbraham,

. No; I hid them in the rockery in
the garden. (Come and look at them
with me? )
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Sir Mark.

Billy, you are a rascal! Your
mother would faint at the mere men-
tion of winkles. (Looks about him,
and then continues to his son.) 1 say,
hoy, it isn’t time to dress yet. Let’s go
and inspect the rockery !

(Exeunt father and son hurriedly

bhut  stealthily through the French
window at back.

Curtain.
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ACT 111,

Scene :—The gavden at Sir Mark
Medway’s House. The stage represents
a lawn shaded by large spreading
Lrees on either side, with entrances be-
tween the trees on both sides. At the
back, there is a rockery, which must be
climbable, with a miniature waterfall.
On the back cloth showld be shown
a rather high wall supposed to enclose
the garden, asis usually seen in Lon-
don, with view of housefops beyond
the wall. There should be some gardei
Surniture placed conveniently abou!
the stage.

When the curtain rises, Wilbraham
is discovered with a camera, photo-
graphing the rockery. Then enter
Jock Grahkam from the left. He is
now in good clothes, and has entire-
ly dropped the air of humility whic’
he displayed during the first Act.
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Jock.
Hullo, Billy ! What are you taking ?

Wilhmham.'

‘1. say, Claverhouse, you really must
be more careful. You’ve got so much
into the habit of calling me Billy, that
you'll: be dmng it befone the Mater, and.
then won’t there be a holy row!

Jock.
Weould Lady Medway blow me up *

Wilpraham.

She would, like a shot. The Mater
enjoys blowing people up. It's her
one amusemeut in life.

Jock.

I have been some time in this house,
and. T have never once seen Lady
Medway really. cross.
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Wilbrakam,
Oh ! She’s been holding herself in
because you were a stranger, but now
that you are going-to’be one of us,

she’ll start taking you in hand, you
bet!

Jock.

I am going to be one of you, did you
say ? How do you know that ?

Wilbeaham.

I'll put you wise in half a tick. Bat
let me take this picture first. (Busies
Teimself with the camera again.)

Jock.
What do you want it for ?

Witbraham,

For a picture show. I'm trying for
a prize. I say, Claverhouse, mind
standing by the ruckery ? The picture
would look better with a figure in it.
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Jock.

Oh! T am not mucin of a figure
you know.

Wilbraham,

Never mind! Please! (He begins
fo focus. Jock goes to stand by the
rockery.) Bit more to the right—no,
I mean to your own left—a bit more,
please,

Jock. ‘
I'd be going into the waterfall
then ! .
-Wilbraham.
Then how am I to get the whole of
you?

Jock.

Haven’t you got the whole of me
now ?

Wilbraham.,
No. One arm missing.
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Jock.

Tarn the lens a bit more to your
left. ’

Wilbraham.

Got the whole of you now, but only
half the waterfall.

Jock.

Then shift the whole thing a bit to
the left—Now, is it all right ?

Wilbraham,

It is! (Emergss from under the
cloth.) Say! It would make a jollier
picture if you had Molly beside you,
wouldn’t it ?

Jock.

It would! But there isn’t much
chance of that.
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Wilbraham.

Oh! Don’t. worry! (Prepares lo
take photograph.) Things will turn
out fine. You wrote a letter to the
Pater just now, didn’t you ?

Jock.
I did.

Wilbraham,

Wonder why you took the trouble to
write, - when you are in the same
hiouse ?

Jock..

Oh! It was about something.fright-
fully important, and I ‘am beastly shy,
80 that.I should have made an awful’
ass of myself if T went and spoke to
vour father about it; so I wrote
instead,

, . Wilbraham.
You funked it, did you ¢
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Jock.
Well yes, that's abount the size of it,
I suppose.

Wilbraham.

. You needn’t have been in a funk,
The Pater is a jolly decent fellow,
taking him all round.

Jock.

I'm sure heis jolly decent, as you
say, Billy. And what did he say about
my letter ?

. Wilbraham. ;

I heard him say—Stand still please !

Jock.

Why, what did he say “stand still ”
for ?

Wilbraham.

No, that wasn’t what e said. 1 said
that myself.
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Jock.
Well, what did Sir Mark say, then ?

Wilbraliam.

I'l1 tell you that presently. Let me
take the photo first. ‘Quiet now.
(Makes exposure.) Oh! Youn moved!
One more please. (Changes plates and
prepares to expose.) Now, smile a bit
please. Think of Molly !

Jock.

I say, Billy, you ought to become a
real photographer! You've got the
knack all right.

Witbraham.

The ‘Mater would have a fit! Her
son a professional photographer? I
don’t think ! 'But look out now, keep
still, please. Oneitwo-three! (Makes
the exposure.) Fhays O.K.Thanks very
much !
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Jock,
Now .then, you are going to tell me
what your father said when he got my
letter.

Wilbraham.

Oh ! He tonk it at once to the Mater.
I was taking her phots, and he rushed
in shouting “My dear! My dear!
What did I tell you?” That made
the Mater jump and my picture was
gpoilt.

Jock.
Well, what then.

‘Wilbraham.

Then the Pater gaid you had written
him a note on a most important matter
and as they evidently didnjt want me
then, I clearad out. Bnt I'know what
vou wrote about already.

Nock.
How's that ?
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Wilbraham.

Oh! T'm not a beastly bat, you
know. I've seen you and Molly spoon-
ing in the garden here several times.
You nsedn’t worry, because I'm not
such a beastly cad as to spy on yon !

Jock.

And did your father and mother
seem pleased about it ?

o " Wilbraham.
Pleased as punch !
' Jock. ‘
Then they have no objection to me ?

Wilbraham.
Ob]ectlon ! Why they want you in
the family.
Jock.

And what about you, old chap ?
Are you willing to give your sister to
me?
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Wilbraham.

Rather ! But#1 wish you wouldn’t
take her off and bury her in Scotland.
Molly and U have been awfully good
pals you know, and I shall miss her no
end.

Jock.

Oh ! But I am not thinking of bury:
ing her in Scotland. We should be in
Town during the season, at any rate.
Besides, you could always come and
stay with us during vac., you know.

Wilbraham.
Lot's of shooting to be had ¢

Jock.

Oh ! You'll get that all right. I've
got a moor that’s thick with grouse!

Wilbraham,

Crikey ! Then you can tauke Molly
with my blessing, Claverhouse.
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dack.

Thanks awfully, oldichap. And you
must cqll me Jock.

., Wilhraham.
All right, Jock ! Waiting for Molly, .
I suppose. '

Jock.
I am hoping she yill come this way

Wilbraligm,

Right 0! (Tms - his. camer @) I’H
scoot then. Don’t want me around, do
you? Two's company and all the rest
of it. 7know! ( Looking,: towa-”ds the
right.) Why, here comres Molily. I
must be off. By-bye! (Runs outl.)

(After. g short pause enter- Mary
J[edw@y. f fadody? t«}’g rmhlt‘f W 26} a
sweet-looking  girl of about twenty,
graceful, well dyesseds),

Ab ! ‘Here you-are, Jock,
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Jock.

Xes Molly. I have heen posing for
Billy, Take a seat won’t you., {Offers
her a chair,)

Mazy.
Thanks. (8its.)

Jock.
I told you I was .going to .write to
your father. Well, I have doneso.

Mary.
(Demurely.) Welk?

Jagk.

I have reason to beliewe:thai your
parents will offer no opposition to my
request. What do-yeu say ?

My . ‘
Does Billy know #“ What willhe say ?
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Jock.

Billy is all right. He has given his
consent. but what about yourself, Mol-
ly? You haven’t actually told me
whether you are willing to give yourself
to me.

Mary.
. Don’t be silly!
Jock.
Am I to take it for granted that you
have definitely said “ Yes ”?
Mary.
You can do what you like !
. Jock.
Thanks! I willl (Kissesher.)
Mary.
Oh! I didn’t mean that !
Jock.

Then you should have made your
meaning clearer. Shall I put it back
where I.took it from ?
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. Mary.
You wouldn’t dare —! (He inter-
rupis her with another kiss, and she

cannot help laughing.)

Jock.

Now, Molly dear, I want to ask a
serious question. You will never
change your mind?

Mary.

What sort of girl do you tauke me
tor?

Jock.

No, no! Idon’t mean to imply that
you might change your mind from
sheer fickleness. But supposing some-
body were to say that I am not what
I seem to be, what would you do.

Mary.
Don’t be silly!
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Jock.

But sappose somebody did? Sup-
pose he said that T wasn’t reaily Cluver-
house but only a fraud, what would
you say ?

M”iry.
But who would say sueh a thing ?

* Jock.
Well, suppose he did, what then ?

Mary.
Then I should say it wasn’t true.

Jock.

But suppésn . he had convmcmg
proofs that. I wasp’t Claverhouse, whm
would you say then 2

} Mary.
Nothing! Ther& woeuldn’t be any-
thing to say in such a case.
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Jock. ‘

Do- you mrean you would. nob.changs
your mind even then ?

Mary.

I wouldn’t care a bit evem if yom
turned out to be a pauper. Itis no:
for the Farl of Claverhouse that I care
for !

Jock.
For whom do you care then 7

) Mary.
(Smiling.) For yow, Jock!

Jock.
Molly!

Mary.
You are my Jock, and I d’on’t care 4
hrase button whab other‘ people calt
you !
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Jock.

And you are my sweetheart Mong,
and I don’t care a rap aboutanybody
or anything else besides! (They look
at each other lovingly.)

(Enter Batlersby from the left. See-
ing the lovers, he starts, and then
advances towards them.)

Battersby.
Lord Claverhouse !

Jock.

(Looking up.) Hullo! Want me, Mr.
Battersby ? ,

Battersby.

(Snappishly.) No, I.don’t want you !
Don’t even want to see your rotten
face ! .

i} Jock. .

Oh! Then I must have been mis-
taken. Tbought I heard you call my
name. { Turns-to Mary and is about
to commence a conversation with her.)
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Battersby.
I say! (Jock does not take any
notice.) Lord Claverhouse, I am speak-
ing to you !

Jock.

Ah! Now we know where we are !
What do you want to say to me ?

Battersby.

1 want to say lots of things, but
couldn’t do it in a lady’s presence, #o I
will only give you the message which I
bave been asked to deliver. Sir Mark
Medway wants to see you.

Jock.

Ah ! Then you should have told me-
so directly. Where shall I find him ?

Battersby.
In the morning room.
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Jock.

Thanks, then I will go to him. (T
AMolly.) Excuse me, won’t you ? (Nods
«and smiles to her and then exit 1.)

Battersby.
Miss Medway !
Mary.
Yes, Mr. Battersby.
Battersby.

My name is Archibald, though my
friends generally call me Archie.

\ Mary.
You look it!
Battersby.
Look what ?
Mary.
Look like your name, of course.
Battersby.

Does that mean that I look a silly
-a88 ?  Archie é¢ a silly ass of a name,
don’t you know.
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Mary.
Oh ! I did#’t know, until—

Battershy.

Until yeu met me, eh ? You are .
rather unkind aren’t you 7By the
way, may I call yon Molly?

Mary.
By the way,}you may not !

Battersby. -

I say! You are rough on a fellow !
What have I done ¢

Mary.
Nothing !

Battersby.
You’re right. I've done nothing ao
far, but I may be doing things present-
1y. I may get desperate !



104
«THE EARL OF CLAVERHOUSE.”

Mary.

I hope you won’t get desperate
here ! Desperate people bore me to ex-
tinetion.

Battersby.
Then you shouldn’t make me.

Mary.
I make you 7 How ¢

Battersby.

You were talking to Claverhouse,.
weren't you.

Mary.
I was.
Battersby.

And he was leaning on the back of
your chair, wasn’t he ?

Mary.
Heo was.
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Battersby.
Why did you allow him to do that ?

Mary.
He did it without consulting me.

Battersby.

Why did you allow him to assame
such a beastly proprietary air towards
you?

Mary.

I really couldn’t tell you why I did
that, but if you wish to know why I
allow you to cross-examme me like
this. I can tell you! :

Battersby.

(Delightedly.y Ah! Why do allow
me to cross-examine you? Tell me,
and make me happy, won't you #
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Mary.

It is becanse this is my home, and
I couldn’t be so rude as to send you
away.

Battersby.

But could you ever be 8o unkind as
to send me away ? Would you really
go so far as to show me the door ?

Mary.

Certainly not! I wouldn’t think of
showing you the door in this garden,
where there are no doors.

Battersby.

Oh ! Please don’c quibble. Just tell
me this, please. If we weren’t in your
own garden, would you 8end me away ?

Mary.
No, I wouldn’t.
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Battersby.

Ah! Then youn do like me a bit, do
you ?

Mary.

You misunderstand me, Mr. Batters-
by. What I meant was that if we were
in somebody else’s garden, I couldn’t
gend you away from it, because I
wouldn’t then have any right to do so
at all !

- Battersby.

Oh ! Miss Medway, how unkind you
are ! Haven’t you noticed how awfully
fond of you I am, and that sort of rot ?

. Mary.
T have noticed all sorts of rot in your
talk, Mr, Battersby.

Battersby.

But, honour bright, I am awfully
goneon yon ! When Isee a rotten fly
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alight on your rotten cheek e 110,
no, I mean your blooming cheek—-
no, that doesn’t sonnd all right either !
Well, at all events, as I said before,
when I see a rotten fly alight on your

er your —what’s the
word that fellow Shakespeare used ?
It begins with “dam,” but ain’t a swear
word. You know what I mean ?

Mary.
Try “ damask.”

Battersby.

That’s the rotten word I want ! You're
a stunner, Miss Medway. Well then,
here goes! (With a serious effort at
declamation.) Whenever I see a rotten
fly alight on your damaged-—-—-I mean
damagk—-—cheek, T get
I get the hump, and——er——hang it,
vou know what I mean, Miss Medway 2

R ¥ S —

Mary.
Ihaven’t the faintest idea.
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" Battersby.

Oh! Well, never mind. What I
mean i that if T don’t like to see even a
fly alight on your cheek. how do you
expect me to like seeing Claverhouse do
'§0 ? .

Mary.

1don’t expect you to like it, and Lord
Claverhouse did not alight on my
cheek !

Battersby.

Hang it, you know ! You will keep-
twisting my words about and make
them sound awful drivel !

Mary.

I beg your pardon, Mr. Battersby, I:
didn’t twist your words about and turn
them into drivel? They just came
natarally so withont my help!

Battersby.

Miss Medway, don’t you know that
I love you and all that sort of rot ?
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Mary.
I can’t listen to any sort of rot, Mr-
Battersby. You should go and speak
to father about it. -

Battersby.

Isent Vereker to sound your father
on my behalf but he didr’t get any-
thing satisfactory out of the interview.
I have also written to your father my-
self, but have received no answer yet.
‘So I thought I'd eome straight to you
myself.

Mary.

But really you shouldn’t. I cannot
listen to you. (About to walk away.)

Battersby.

One moment, please. I told you I
was serious, I am ! T love you like—er
—like anything, by Jove! Won't you
.give me some hope ?
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Mary.

Mr. Battersby, youn really must not
speak like that. I am sorry to appearso
heartless, but I really must tell you
straight that it would be quite useless.

Battersby.

Does that mean that you don’t care

a tinker’s cuss for me ?
Mary.

Idon’t know exactly what a tinker’

cuss is like.

Battersby.

Oh! Never mind the tinker’s cnss,
but what about me ?

. Mary.
You don’t call yourself a “coss,”1
hope.
Battersby.

You are evading my question, Miss
Medway. Do yoa mind confining your
answer to just “Yes” or “No”? .



112
«“THE EARL OF CLAVERHOUSE.”

Mary.
No. ‘
Battersby.
No what ?
Mary.
No.
Battersby.

Do you mean you can’t}possibly care
for me ? Am I to understand that you
reject my proposal ?

‘ Mary.
No.

Battersby.

Ah! You don’t reject my proposal ?-
Then do you mean you accept ?

Mary.
No.



118:
“THE EARL OF CLAVERHOUSE.”

Battersby.

T say! What on earth do yon mean.
by repeating * No ”’?

Mary.
No!
Battersby.
Please be a bit more explicit. What
do you mean by saying “no” to every
question I put ?

Mary.
No!!

Battersby.

Is that the only word you can
speak ?

Mary.

It is one of the two words you.
allowed me! You asked me to con-
fine my answer only to “ yes ” or “no ”
and T chose “no”, so what have you:
to complain about ?
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Battersby.

Oh! Well, you may qualify your
“no” by some explanatory remark, if
you like.

Mary.

Thank you, but I prefer an ungquali-
fied “No.”

Battersby.
Then you mean——7¢

Mary.
I mean “No.”

Battersby.

Oh! Isay! You're not rotting are
you ?

Mary.

Certainly not! I woualdn’t think of
-doing such a thing.
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Battersby.
Then you mean yon won’t have
‘me?
Mary.
1 repeat that I mean * #0 ™!

Battersby.

(Rantingly.) Miss Medway, your are
“ the cruellest she going,” as the poet
would say had he been in my place.
As you have rejected my suit, I can no
longer continue in this world. Fare-
well, bumptions maiden l——no, I
mean beauteous.

Mary.

Where do you proposetogo? To
the United States or Canada ?

Battersby.
To neither place. I am going to die !
Mary.

:Oh! But you are still much too
young to die.



116
«THE EARL OF CLAVERHOUSE.”

Battersby.

Without you life is a mere rockery
—no, I mean mockery. Though still
young in years, I feel as old as—er—
what'’s the name of the old buffer who
lived to be hundreds of years old ¢

Mary.
Methuselah ?
Battersby.
That’s him !
Mary.

Of course it is scareely my business.
to inquire, but might I ask how yonm
propose to die ?

Battershy.

I shall simply withhold my breath !
Yes, that would be best and least ex-
pensive,
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Mary.

But won’t that be rather suffocat-
ing ?

Battersby.

That’s true ! And it would take too
long to accomplish. I had better use
a gun. (7akes a Browning pistol from
his pocket.)

Mary.

(Screaming.) Oh'! Mr.! Battersby !
(Runs and hides behind a tree.)

Battersby.
Well ?
Mary.
Isn’t that a Browning ?

. Battersby.
It is. (Waves it about.)
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Mary.

Please ! Please! Do he careful with
it. A Browning never hits what you
aim at. You’ll be hitting me with it,
if you don’t take care.

. Battersby.

Miss Medway ! Is youranxiety only
about yowrself ?

Mary.
Of course! Do be careful’!

Battersby.

Then youa need not be anxious. The
gun is not loaded. (Throws the
pistol on a table.)

Mary.

Oh! That's all right then. (Comes
out from behind the tree.) :
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 Battersby.

1 thought you screamed because
youthought I was going to kil my-
gelf.

Mary.
Oh ! T wasn’t anxious about that.

Battersby.

Then do you hate me so much that
you don’t care whether [ shoot my-
self or not ?

Mary,

No,Idon’t hate you like that, but
I didn’t think you would have shot
yourself,

Battersby.
You guessed right. It would have
made an awful row, and it might have
made a horrid mess.
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Mary.
You are right

Battersby.

But don’t misunderstand me. I am
still determined to die. I must find
some other way of doing it. (Afler
looking around.) Ha! Ihave it!

Mary.
What is it ?

Battersby.

I am going to throw myself from.
those rocks.

Mary.
Oh! You are not serious, are you?

Battersby.

Walt and see! Which is the way
up?
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Mary.
There isn’t any way up. You will
have to climb up any way you can.

Battersby.
Can’t you suggest a way up ?

Mary.
No, I can'’t.

Battersby.

Then I must try and find one for-
myself. ’

Mary. \
~ You may be able to get up, bat
you’ll find it rather difficult coming
down.

Battersby.

I don’t want a way down. I am
going to throw myself from the top.

Mary.
It's rather high, you know.
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Battershy.
The higher the better !

Mary.

Oh! Very well, as you please.
(Sits with her back to the rockery.)

(Ba'tersby looks aboul for a bit,
and then slowly elimbs o the top of the
rockery. He then looks down and
mikes a wry face.)

Battersby.
Ugh !

Mary.

(Withou! turning round.) Have you
‘reached the top ?

Battersby.
I have.

Mary.
What do you think about the height ?



123
“THE BARL OF CLAVERHOURSE.”
Battersby.

It wust be somewhere as high as the
‘Nelgon Column !

Mary.
(Turning round with o laugh) 1
told you it was rather high. Was it
slippery climbing up ?

" Battersby.
It was!

Mary.
It will be worse coming down.

Battersby.

But I am going to throw myself
from here.

Mary.

Well, then, try and land on the grassy
-gide,
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Battersby.

No! Tam goingto jump right down
into the basin there, so that if I don’t
die from the fall I shall be drowned !

Mary.

There isn’t enough water to drown
you. There isnt even enough to break
your fall, so you had better land on
the grass. It won’t hurt so much.

Battersby.

I am not afraid of being hurt Miss
Medway.

Mary.
Oh! Do what you like, of course.

Battersby.

Then farewell, Miss Medway. And
now, since I am about to lay down my
life for your sweet sake, won’t you
allow me to call you Molly ]ust once-
before 1 die !
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Mary.
No, you may not.

Battersby.

Ah! Cruel damson—I mean damsel
—fare thee well and all that sort of
rot! As vou no longer love me-—no,
that ain’t correct, becanse you have
never loved me ! Whell then since yon
do not love me, life has become a bar-
gain—no, I mean a burden. Therefcre,
tarewell ! (She does not take any
notice). As I observed before, fare-
well ! (Still no answer from her.) Miss
Medway, do you want me to throw
myself down from the top of these—er
—these confounded rocks ?

Mary.
Certainly not !

Battersby.

Then why den’t you 1mplore mie not
todoit?



126
“THE EARL OF CLAVERHOUSE.”

Mary.
I don’t see any use in my imploring.
Battershy.
Why not ¢
Mary.

Because if yon really meant to throw
yourself down, my imploring wouldn’t
stop you ; but if you don’t really mean
to do it, there i8 no need for me to im-
plore.

Battersby.

(Sighing.) Heigho ! Then you mean
tosay you aren’t going to do any im-
ploring ?

Mary.
Tam not going to doany imploring.

Battersby.
Oh! As you please! (Looks about
a bit and then addresses her again.)
Miss Modway!
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Mary.
Yes !

Battersby.

You are quite sure you won't im-
plore?

Mary.
Quite snre !

Battershy.

Then it is no use my fhrowmg my-
self from here!

Mary.

(Laughing) 1 agfee with you, Mr.
Battersby !

( Battersby now looks far away
down, makes several ineffectual al-
tempts to climb down, 'ut eventually
gives up and sits down on the top of the
rockery.)
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Battersby.

Miss Medway, since you cannot care
for me, I must leave your presence.

Mary.
Must you really?

Battersby.

I must ! The longer I sit here and
look at you, the greater the painin my
heart. Besides, my position up hereis
far from comfortable,

Mary.
Then I won't keep you, Good-bye!

Battersby.

Thank you, but I regret to .say 1
cannot leave your presence.

Mary.
Why not ¢
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Battersby.

Beoanse I cannot get down from this
putrid old rockery of yours!

Mary.
(Laughing) You can’t say I didn’t
warn yow, you know.

Battersby.

I am notblaming you, Miss Medway.
But must I sit up here forever?

Mary.
1 will go and tell somebody to bring
a ladder for you. Good-bye! ( Rises
and takes a last look at Batlersby,.
and then lavughs.) 1 hope yom will
be none the worse for your mountain-
eering, Mr. Battersby ! (il r.)

(Battersby now iries to get down,
but is again unsuccessful, and again
sits d gectedly v the top. Enter Vereker
from the left, and he is about to pass on.
wher Battersby calls to him.)
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Battersby.
Vereker !

Vereker.

(Looking wup) Hallo! What the
-dickens are you doing up there ?

Battersby.
I came up hereto commit snicide.

Vereker.

The deuce you did ! How did you
propose to do it ? :

Battersdy.

By throwing myself down from -the
‘top of this rotten rocky mountain.

Vereker.
What for ?
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Battersby.

I offered Miss Medway my hand and
my heart and all that sort of rot, and
-8he rejected evary bally thing. Bo 1
told her that T was going to chuck myself
from here.

Vereker.

Aha! You meant to frighten her
into consenting ?

Battersby.

Yes. T pretended I was -going to
-chuck myself down, expecting her to
scream and implore and all that soxt
of rot. But she never did!

Yereker,

And you never chucked yourself
down !

Battersby.

Of course not! Iam not sacha silly
ass to risk a broken neck !
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Vereker.

You shouldn’t have been so hasty,
old man. EBEverything is turning out
beautifully, Jock Graham has form-
ally asked Meat Extract for the hand of
his danghter, and the old Luffer simply
jumped at it. Icame out to find you
and let you have the news. Good ain’t
it?

Battersby.

I should be in a better position to
appreciate your joke when Tam off this
putrid perch !

(Enter Wilbraham r. with his camera.)

Wilbraham.

I say, Mr. Battersby, do let me take
_apicture of you up there. Please appear
in the act of chucking yourself down,.
will you ¢

Battersby. ‘
No! And I won’t be photographed !.
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Witbratiam.

Oh ! All right. (Shouting to -some--
one belind scenes.) You needn’t bring
that ladder, Tompkins ! (Starts going.)

Battersby.

Hi! You therse! Wait a minute!
‘Were you bringing the ladder ?

Wilbraleam.

I am in charge of it, but Tompkins.

is bringing it along.
Battersby.

(Resignedly.) Oh'! Well! Take your
rotten picture, .and look sharp about
it.

Wilbraham.

Thanksawfully ! (Prepares camera.)
Now, stand up, please. ¢Bailersby
stands up.) I'll send you a print if it
torns out all right. Now, stand still,
 please ! (Mukes the exposure) That'’s.
done ! '
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Battersby.
Well, where is that ladder ?

Wilbrakham.
(Calling) Tompkins! Bring the
ladder.

(Bnter, from the right, a man of the
under-gardener type, carrying ladder,
which he places against the rockery,
and steadies the ladder while Battersby,
««ltmbs down, after which the man re-
tires with the ladder.)

Wilbraham.
I say, was it jolly up there?

Battersby.
Jolly! Young fellow, your idea of
fun simply staggers humanity !

(Bnter from the lofs. Sir Mark and
Lady Medway with Jock Graham.)
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Sir Mark.

Ah! Mr. Battersby, I have receiv-
ed your letter asking for my daugh-
ter)s hand, but I am sorry to tell you
that you are too late. Lord Claver-
house has done us the honour of agking
for our daughter’s hand, and Lady
Medway and I have consented.

(Wilbraham runs off r.)

Battershy.

Why, Sir Mark, I sent Mr. Vereker
-to speak to you about the letter long ago.

Sir Mark.

But nothing was definitely settled
between us, you know.

Battersby.
And you are more anxious to get
-Claverhouse for a gon-in-law !

(Mary and Wilbraham now appeay
on ther. but keep in the back-ground.)
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Sir Mark.

That is true. But if you had been
in my place, wouldn’t you also have
been glad of an alliance with a noble-
man ?

Battershy.

No, sir ! I should not want a bogus
lord for a son-in-law !

Vereker.
Battersby ! Don't !

Sir Mark.
What do you mean by a begus
lord ?
Battersby.

I mean that that fellow is no
more EKarl of G@laverhouse than 1
am ! His name is Jock Graham
and is in real life Vereker’s clerk !

Lady Medway .
Eh ¢ Isthat true?
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Battersby.
Ask Vereker himself, Lady Medway.

Lady Medway.
Is it true, Mr. Vereker ?

Vereket.
I.am afraid it is, Lady Medway. I
am really awfully sorry about it all.

_ Lady Medway. ‘
(Furiously to Jock) You villain!
How dared you pass yourself off as.
the Earl of Claverhouse ?

Jock.

(Quietly.) Pardon me, Lady Medway.
I had not the slightest intention .to
deceive you or anybody. Tdidn’t in-
troduce myself as Earl of Claverhouse ;
my employer did that, and you believed
him, so I had net the heart to un-
deceive you. When Sir Mark was so
good as to offer me the hoapitality of
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this house, you pressed me to accept
and I did so to please you. I never
meant to do any harm, and I am not
aware that I have done any harm so
far.

Lady Medway.

Noharm! Didn’t you have the im-
pudence to ask for my daughter’s hand?

Jock.

I bhonestly love your daughter snd I
honestly asked for her hand. I didn't
‘propose to run away with her !

Lady Medway.

Run away with her, indeed ! ‘Do you
think my daughter would even dream
of running away with a fellcw like
‘yon ?

Jock.

I don’t know, I am sure. Hadn’t you
‘better ask her yourself ?
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Lady Medway.

Your impertinence is insufferable !
Leave iy house !

Jock.
1 have done no harm!

Vereker.

Oh! Getoutofitnow! What more
do you want ?

Jock.
I have done no harm !

Vereker.

Then stay, and you can stew in
your own juice!

Jock.

Thanks, Mr. Vereker, and you ecan
do the same. You may even find your
stew rather wmore interesting than
mine ! (Vercker is speechless with

anger.)
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Lady Medway.

Mark, call the servants and let them
turn this fellow out!.

Wilbraham.

(C’ommg Jorward.) Don’t go Jock.
It ain’t your fault. ~Those fellows
shouldn’t have put yeu up to it!

Lady Medway.
(To her son.) Don’t interfere! (To
Jack.) Are you going quietly, or must
we have you kicked out ?

Jock.

I repeat I have done no harm, but
if Sir Mark tells me to go, I shall of
course be obliged to do so.

Lady Medway.
Mark, order this feliow to go.

Sir Mark.
(Half -heartedly.), Go!
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- Wilbraham.

Take care, Pater! Molly will go-
with him, that’s a dead cert.

Sir Mark.
Bless my soul! (To his daughter.)-
Molly, come here. (She advances.)
Would you really go with the man ¥

Mary.
If it becomes necessary, I would !

Lady Medway.

(Furiously.) What! Have you lost
all sense of shame ?

Sir Mark.

My dear, let us be fair. It was our
fault for having given them every chance
to fall in love ; and now that they have
only done what we ourselves wanted all
the time, it wonldn’t be fair to blame
them. (7o Jock.) Look here, young
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man, You loék like-a gentleman, and
I willgpeak to you as one.gentlman to
another. I ask you to -oblige me -hy
going away for the present. When
we are all alittde calmer, we will talk
things over again.

Jock.

If you put it that way, Sir Mark, I
have no choice but taobey you. Good-
‘bye ! : (Walks towards the right.)

(Enter from the right, Qraham of
Glenlivet, a dignifiad-looking man of
about forty. Encountering Jock, he
-Stops and looks rather sumprised.)

Gbeadivet. _
Hallo !  Claverhouse !  (Huerybady
-suxprissd.)

ideck.

Hallo ! Glenlivet 1'(They shokehands
hegtly.)
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Aledivet.

1 didn’t-expect:to find youthere ; but
1 am very glad to see you, my-bey!
(To Sir Mark shakinghis hand.) Why
Medway, you never.told me yon knew
my consin.

 Air Mark.

(Still puzzled,) Bxcuge me, Glen-
livet, but is he -really the Karl of
Claverionse ?

Gletlivet.

‘Why, of course.he.is!

(Wereker and DBatlersby dook .ai
each other blankly.)

Sir Mark.

SBare you are .not mistaken ?

~Qlentivet.

“Nistdken 7 If this isn’t.the Barl of
Claverhouse, then § mugt’ be his twin
brother, and I know ‘he “hasi’t got
one. : ‘
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Sir Mark.

But I am told his name is Jock
Graham." .
. ‘ (jleulivet. !
That's right! His name is John
Alexander Graham, and he is the
eighth Earl of Claverhouse.

Sir Mark.

Why, Vereker ! what did you mean:
by saying he was‘not Cla.verhouse ?

Vereker,

(Uncomfortably.) 1 was only joking,
Sir Mark.

Sir Mark.

(Coldly.) 1 hope you are enjoying
your joke more than wedo, then ! (7%
Glenlivet) My dear friend, I am very
glal you have come.. I have the
pleasure to tell you, that your cousin,
has done me the honour of asking for:
my daughter’s hand in marriage.
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- Glenlivet.

My dear friend, I am delighted !
( Shakes hands with Sir Mark then
bows to Lady Medwny and Mary,
and finally wrings Jock’s hand.) Con-
gralulate you, Jock ! But you'll have
to emerge from your shell now, won't
you, eh ?

Jock. »

I expect my future wife will drag
me into society all right. She has
almost cured me of my dehflllnCQ‘!
already !

Vereker.

Well, Sir Mark, I must be going.

Battersby.
- And so must I.

Sir Mark.
1 will detain reither of you, gen-
tlemen. Yoo know the way to the
door already, dop’t you ?
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(Vereker and Battersby bow and
exeunt r.)

Glenfivet.
Who are these two men ?

Sir Mark.

They are a couple of would-be
humourists, 8o it appears. They bave
apparently played an elaborate joke on -
us, but I think they were expecting it
to end somewhat differently to this.
However, it will take ton long to tell
you all now. Just come up to the house
won t you ?

Qlentivet.

Thanks, I will. (Ezit ».. with Sir
Mark.)

Wilbraham.

1 say, Mater, comeiand let me take
another portrait of you.
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Lady Medway.

All right, Wilbraham. Let us goand
find a nics suitable spot. (Wanders off
.r. with her son.)

Jock.

Mol\ly darling. Would you really -
have gone away with me?

Mary.
Do you doubt me, Jock 7

Jock.
(Embracing he}'.) No, sweetheart!
.am far too happy even to doubt !
Mary.
That is how I feel too !
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(The lovers, with their arms around
ane another wander off to the left.)

Curtain.

THE END.
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