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PREFACE

THESE plays are intended to be read and acted by
young dramatic performers.

For the assistance of those who have had no training
in dramatic art the following notes are appended.

Stage Directions.—The directions L. and R. mean left
and right of the performers, not of the audience.
‘Up’ means at the back of the stage, and ‘down’
towards the footlights.

The following diagram may be helpful:

/
UpR. UpR.C. UpC. UpL.C. UplL. \\._
C.
D.R. DR.C. D.C. DLC. D.L.

AUDIENCE

Prompters.—There should be two prompters, one on
cach side of the stage, and these should be people
whose voices are clear. Above all, they must be present
at rehearsals, otherwise they are likely to prompt when
a pause is intended.

Properties.—To avoid awkward ‘waits’ it is advisable
to have all the necessary properties ready before the
curtain rises. A list of the properties required (apart
from costumes and scenery) has been appended to
each of the plays.

Clearness.—The actors should remember always to

5



6 SIX MORE ONE-ACT PLAYS

talk to the back of the hall. Audibility often depends
on the direction rather than on the volume of one’s
voice. Thus, if an actor is talking to some one on his
left he must be careful not to turn so far towards that
person that his voice is directed towards the left exit.

Pauses.—The tendency of many amateur actors is to
be afraid of pauses, possibly lest they should give thée
impression of having forgotten their words. Remem-
ber that a dramatic pause is often more effective than
speech.

Laughter —Important lines of a play are often lost
through actors who talk ‘““‘through the laughs.” When
the audience is laughing always wait until quietness
is restored. Do not let these pauses be obvious,
however, but rather conceal them with suitable
action.

Gesture.—Gesture should be as easy and natural as
possible, and, to avoid awkward movements, it is
wise for the actor to practise before a mirror. Every
gesture should be made decidedly and with no signs
of hesitation, since meaningless movements only
irritate the audience.

Senior students of dramatic art are strongly advised
to study the following works: Training for Speaking, by
Professor Paul Berton; How to Produce Amateur Plays, by
Barrett H. Clark; 4 Book of Dramatic Costume, by
Edith Dabney and C. M. Wise; and Stage Scenery. and
Lighting, by Samuel Selden and H. D. Sellman.

Requests for permission to perform any of these
plays should be sent to the publishers, who will, in
approved cases, be prepared to grant such permission

to amateur societies without fee.
E. A.
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NO FEAR
A Farcical ¢ Thriller’

CHARACTERS

Tom

ALFIE, his young brother
GINGER

GEORGE

THE GHOST

Approximate time for performance, twenty minutes.



PROPERTIES

White mouth-shaped models
If possible they should be plaster-of-Paris models, such
as are used by dentists, but if these cannot be ob-
tained substitutes can easily be made from cardboard.

Teeth

One of the ‘mouths’ should be fitted with artificial
teeth. If an actual set cannot be obtained, carefully
cut and painted cardboard can again be substituted.

Skull

It is possible to obtain porcelain ‘skulls,” such as are
used for tobacco-jars, but if this should prove difficult
a simple substitute can be made out of thick paper,
or even by hollowing out a large turnip. A small
electric light should be placed inside the skull, so that
it is faintly illuminated. It should, of course, be made
to appear as ugly and uncanny as possible.

Electric torch
An ordinary pocket flash-lamp.



NO FEAR

SceNE: A basement room in an old-fashioned house.

The room has an uninhabited appearance. There is hardly any
Surniture, and the stage lighting is very dim. Door up R.
Door p.L. Bench or shelf on which are white models
representing mouths up rR.c. Small table on which is an
tlluminated skull up v.c.

At rise of curtain voices are heard off L. singing *“ Good King
Wenceslas.”” There is also the sound of rain. At end of
first verse of carol—

ToM [off L.]. I say, we’re getting soaked to the skin.
We’d better stand in this doorway out of the rain.

GEORGE [¢off L.]. What’s up? Are you kids afraid of a
drop of rain?

ToM [off L.]. I’m not, but young Alfie’s got his best
suit on, and if he gets it wet therc’ll be a row when
we get home. Here, Alfie—get in the doorway. Hello,
I say, the door’s unfastened !

[ Enter ToM and ALFIE L. Their collars are turned up,
and they appear wet and cold.

TOoM [glancing about]. Coo! This is a rum-looking
place.

ALFIE [in doorway]. You’re not going in, are you?

TOM [laking a few cautious steps]. 1 don’t sce why not.
There’s no one to stop us. [Calling off L.] Come on,
George! Come on, Ginger! Come in here, out of the
rain.

GINGER [entering L. with GEORGE]. Suppose we get ‘run

in’ for housebreaking?
11



12 SIX MORE ONE-ACT PLAYS

GEORGE [coming D.L.C. and speaking with a very superior
air]. Don’t talk rot, Ginger. We’ve not broken in. The
door was unlocked, wasn’t it?

ToM [D.L.]. I shouldn’t think anybody’d mind us
taking shelter from a storm like this. It’s raining cats
and elephants.

GEORGE [f0 GINGER]. Just the sort of night you would
pick for carol-singing.

GINGER [L.]. Have you got your torch, George? It’s
that dark I can’t see where I’'m going.

[GEORGE flashes a pocket-torch. The boys look about
them, but not so far up stage as to notice the white
models, nor do.they see the skull, towards which
their backs are turned.

TOM [crossing R.c.]. Thisis a queer place. I wonder if
there’s anybody in the house.

GEORGE. You've picked three empty houses already,
and you let us sing the whole of While Shepherds
Watched outside the last one before you found out
your mistake.

ToM. Well, that’s better than what you did—you
picked the house where they had that bull-dog!

GEORGE [contemptuously]. I wasn’t afraid of the bull-
dog.

ToM. No, maybe you weren’t; but I’m not sure that
the savage beast hasn’t torn off a bit of young Alfie’s
suit, and if he has there won’t half be a row!

[ALFIE fidgets nervously at mention of his damaged suit.

ToM [D.R.C.]. How much money have we collected?

GINGER [crossing C. to GEORGE]. Let’s have a look under
the light. [After counting coppers, with the aid of GEORGE’s
torck] Eightpence halfpenny.

TOM [in a tone of disgust]. Only eightpence halfpenny—
between four of us—after yclling our heads off all the
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evening! Crikey! Money’s a bit tight round these
parts, isn’t it?

GEORGE. I told you it was too early for carol-singing.
It’s too soon after Guy Fawkes day.

[Faint distant scream off R.

TOM [startled]. What was that?

GEORGE. What was what?

ToM. That noise—it sounded like a scream.

GEORGE. Nonsense.

ALFIE [L.]. Let’s go home.

GEORGE. You chaps do get scared easily. It wouldn’t
do for you to be in the club that Bert Williams and I are
running. We go out looking for adventures like this.

GINGER. Club? I thought it was a gang.

GEORGE. Gangs are getting too common. We've
turned ours into a club—*“The Do and Dare Club
we call it, and no one in it must ever show a sign of
fear.

ToM. I shouldn’t think you’d have many members.
Why, everybody’s afraid of something—if it’s not one
thing, it’s bound to be another.

GEORGE [in a very superior tone]. Ours isn’t a club for
kids: it’s for daring young fcllows keen on adventure.

GINGER. Can’t we join this club?

ToM. I’d love to be in it. Be a sport, George, and let
us join.

GEORGE. Not likely. I told you no one in our club
must cver show a sign of fear. You're all scared stiff
now because we’re in a strange house and it’s a bit dark.

[Distant screams repeated off R.

GINGER. So will you be if we stay here much longer.

GeORGE. No, I won’t. 1 heard somec sort of a noise
just then, but it doesn’t frighten me. I’ll tell you what
we’ll do—if there’s anything queer about this house



14 SIX MORE ONE-ACT PLAYS

we’ll investigate it together, and if you chaps don’t show
a sign of fear I'll let you join our club. Is that on?

GINGER. It’s on. But suppose you get scared yourself,
George?

GEORGE. Well, if I do I’ll let you join the club.

GINGER. Right!

TOM [nervously]. But, I say, we can’t go prowling about
some one else’s house.

GEORGE. We can if we hear any suspicious noises.
You never know—this place might belong to a gang of
criminals.

TOoM [sarcastically]. You certainly are trying to cheer us
up, George. We don’t want to meet a gang of criminals.

GEORGE. Why not? We’re all strong, healthy chaps,
aren’t we? Are you in a funk already?

ToM. No, of course not; but—well—Alfie’s got his
best suit on, and

GINGER. Never mind about Alfie’s suit. [With a great
show of courage] I’'m not afraid of any criminals. Here,
George, lend me that torch. [Taking the torch and going
up R.c.] I’ll show you if I'm afraid. [Suddenly seeing the
white models and letting out a yell of terror] Ow! W-what’s
that?

TOM [D.C., not daring to look round]. What’s what?

GINGER. C-come here. I thought I saw something
grinning at me.

TOM [crossing hastily to door L.]. I’m going to get out of
here.

GINGER [coming D.c.]. So am I. I’m not afraid of
criminals, but I believe this place is haunted.

GEORGE. Talk sense, Ginger. Here, give me that
torch. [ Takes torch and goes up r.c.

ALFIE [D.L.c.]. I want to go home.

GINGER. Can you see anything, George?
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GEORGE [cautiously approaching white models]. 1 can’t
make out what it is, but I believe it’s an animal. I say

there’s something alive here—I can sec its teeth.

[Under the light of GEORGE’s torch a row of teeth can
be dimly seen.

ALFIE [rushing to door L.]. Let me out! Let me out! I
want to go home!

TOM [trying to restrain ALFIE]. D-don’t be afraid,
Alfie. W-whatever it is, we—w-won’t let it hurt you.

ALFIE. Let me out. I don’t want to stay here. There’s
an animal over there with big teeth, and I’ve got my
best suit on.

GEORGE. Shut up, Alfie. You’re making noise enough
to wake the dead.

GINGER. D-don’t talk about waking the dead. [Going
up L.C. and suddenly seeing the skull] Look!

[All look in the direction in which GINGER is pointing
with stupefied horror.

ALFIE [lustily]. Let me out! I want to go home!

GINGER [coming D.L.]. Come on, George! Let’s go.

TOM [trying door L.]. I can’t open the door!

GINGER. What?

TOM [again trying door]. I can’t open it!

GINGER. Let me try. [Grappling with door] 1t’s locked.

GEORGE [coming D.L. to door]. It must have locked
automatically when we shut it.

ALFIE. I wish I’d stayed at home.

ToM [to GINGER]. This comes of your carol-singing
idea.

GINGER. That’s right, blame me! Did I tell you to
rush into somebody else’s house to get out of the rain?
[Pointing to aLFiE] Did I tell him to put his best suit on?

ToM. This is no time to argue. How are we going to
open that door?
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GEORGE [crossing c.]. Listen, you chaps! Just leave
everything to me. Now, don’t go losing your heads and
bchaving like a lot of kids. [Going up r.c.] We'll soon
find a way out of this place. There must be another
door somecwhere:

GINGER [D.c.]. How are we going to find it?

GEORGE. Lcave that to me. As president of ““The Do
and Dare Club ” it’s up to me to keep my head.

[He attempts to strike an heroic attitude, but in doing so
accidentally places a hand on the skull, from which
he instantly recoils.

GINGER. You were scarcd yourself then, George!

GEORGE [recovering himself with a great effort]. No, I was
not. I was only startled.

ToM [D.L.]. I believe this place is haunted.

GEORGE. Nonscnse. No one believes in haunted
houses nowadays. There’s something queer about the
place, I’ll admit, but it can’t be haunted. [Scream off .

GINGER. Listen! What was that?

[Scream repeated. This time much louder.

ALFIE. I want to go home!

ToM. It sounds as though some one’s being murdered.
[Grappling with door] I’'m going to force this door.

GINGER [crossing L.]. It’s going to be a tough job, Tom.

ALFIE [more lustily]. I want to go home!

GEORGE [up c.]. Shutup, Alfie. You’ll rouse the house.
Listen! There’s some onc coming. [Footsteps off .

ALFIE [very loudly]. 1 want to go home!

GEORGE [looking off R.]. Therc’s some one coming
and it’s some onc in white.

GINGER. It’s a ghost!

ALFIE [rushing to door L.]. I'm going home!

GEORGE [coming D.L.]. Let me give you a hand with
this door.
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toM. Buck up.

GINGER. Put your shoulder against it.

[Enter the curosT R. In the dim light his figure has
a distinctly uncanny appearance.

cHosT. What on carth’s the meaning of this com-
motion?

[He switches on the light, and is seen to be a dentist,
wearing a white surgical coat. The ‘grinning
mouths® are seen to be models made of plaster of
Paris.  The boys stare about them in amazement.

DENTIST [sternly]. Who are you, and what are you
doing in my house?

ToM. I say—I’m awfully sorry—but we thought you
were a ghost.

DENTIST [bewildered]. A ghost! Why on earth should
you think I was a ghost?

GEORGE [crossing c.]. I’'m awfully sorry, sir. You see,
we were out carol-singing, and

pENTIST. Oh, so it was you who were making that
horrible din outside?

CEORGE. Yes—that was Ginger’s idca—but, you see,
it was raining rather hard, and these fellows were afraid
of getting wect, so

TOoM [interrupting]. Young Alfie’s got his best suit on,
otherwise we shouldn’t have been afraid of getting wet.

GINGER. Anyhow, sir, we stood in your doorway for
shelter.

ToM. And the door was open, so we came inside.

DENTIST. I sce. But what were you making all that
confounded noisc about?

TOM [ finding the explanation difficult]. Well, you see, we
saw that skull, and thosc white grinning things—and
wec thought the place was haunted—at least, that’s what
Ginger thought.

B




18 SIX MORE ONE-ACT PLAYS

DENTIST [laughing]. Great Scott! So that’s the explana-
tion. I happen to be a dentist, and what you saw were
some of my models used for fitting artificial teeth.

GINGER. Then—those rows of grinning teeth are

DENTIST [ picking up model fitted with artificial teeth]. Just
some of my workmanship.

TOM [ pointing to skull]. But—what about that? That’s
the thing that scared us most.

GEORGE. Scared you, you mean. It didn’t frighten me.

DENTIST [going up L.C. and patting the skull]. Ah! This
is just a little prize exhibit of mine that I keep for
ornamental purposes. I call him Percy.

ALFIE [still unconvinced]. But what about those awful
screams we heard?

GINGER. We thought some one was being murdered.

DENTIST. H’m! I’'m afraid that doesn’t speak very
well for my painless dentistry. Those screams came
from some of my patients in the surgery.

ToM [laughing]. 1 say, what a set of chumps we’ve
been! Fancy getting so scared over nothing at all!

GINGER. Well, I must admit old George was the only
one who wasn’t in a blue funk.

GEORGE [to DENTIST]. We're awfully sorry for causing
so much row.

DENTIST. Don’t mention it—unless, of course, you’re
referring to the singing. [Crossing R.] Come on, I’ll
show you out this way.

TOM [crossing R.C.]. Come on, Alfie.

GINGER [addressing the skull]. So long, Percy.

GEORGE [going up R. to DENTIST]. I must say you’re
being awfully decent about this.

DENTIST. That’s all right. [Looking hard at GEORGE] By
the way, aren’t you George Harlow?

GEORGE [surprised]. Yes, that’s right.
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DENTIST. I thought I’d seen you somewhere before.
Why, I know your father well!

GEORGE. Do you, sir?

DENTIST. Yes, rather. He was only speaking about
you the other night. You’ve been having some trouble
with two back teeth, haven’t you?

GEORGE [becoming suddenly nervous]. N-no—that is—
not much.

DENTIST. Ah! Well, your father thinks you’d better
have them out. It’s strange you should have come in
to-night, because I shall be secing you in the morning.
Your dad’s made an appointment for you.

GEORGE [obviously alarmed]. N-no, not really? You

you don’t mean this seriously, do you?

DENTIST. Why, yes. But perhaps I shouldn’t have
mentioned it. Your dad told me you particularly hate
having tecth out. Still, never mind, it’s quite painless,
you know.

GEORGE [gulping nervously]. If there’s onc thing that
gets me in a blue funk it’s

[He realizes that ToM and GINGER are regarding him
with eyes of triumph.

ToM. George, old chap, we’re joining your club to-
MOrrow.

GEORGE. Who says so?

GINGER. You said so yourself, George. You promised
you’d let us join that club if you showed a sign of fear
before leaving this house. Well, you showed it right
enough the moment you heard you’d got to have some
teeth out; and you can’t go back on your bargain
now—can he, boys?

TOM and ALFIE [in emphatic chorus]. No fear!

QUICK CURTAIN



A LITTLE BIT OF FAME
AND GLORY

A One-Act Comedy for Girls

CHARACTERS

MapaMmE KARISKI
ConnNiE Hicgins

MRrs HiGGINs, her aunt
Grace WELcoT
PaurLa

Fay

ANNIE, the maid

EmMmMA

Approximate time for performance, thirly-five minules.



PROPERTIES

Telephone

Film magazine

Notebook

Pencil

Large handbag

Umbrella

Parcels

Tea-tray

Crockery (teapot, cups, plates, etc.)
Dish of pastries

Photograph

Pens, ink, etc. (on writing-table)
Cheque-book (in drawer)



A LITTLE BIT OF FAME
AND GLORY

SCENE: The drawing-room of CONNIE’s West End flat.

The room is tastefully furnished in essentially modern style.
Door up L. Door p.R. Small table up r.c. Chairs L.
and R. of lable. Writing-table with telephone p.L. Settee
D.R.C. Armchair D.L.C.

At rise of curtain ANNIE is discovered D.R.C. dusting. She
wears a smart cap and apron, and as she works hums a
popular tune. Knock at door off L. Exit ANNIE L.

ANNIE [off L.]. So it’s you again! What on earth do
you want this time?

EMMA [off L., speaking with a pronounced Cockney accent].
Oh, come on, Annie, be a sport and lct me come in for
a minutc! [Entering L., followed by ANNIE] 1 only just
want to know if there’s any chance of getting a job ’ere.

ANNIE. Well, there’s not! I’'ve told you that before.

EMMA. Is ‘she’ in?

ANNIE [indicating door D.R.]. Shc’s in her study, inter-
viewing a Press reporter, so she’s far too busy to sce you.

EMMA [glancing about]. Coo! It must be nice to be
parlour-maid to a film star.

ANNIE. Not so nice as you think, my girl; besides,
she’s not a rcal star yet. She’s only played one part
worth mentioning, and ever since then she’s been extra
fussy about the way I dust the chairs and arrange the
curtains.

EMMA [thoughtfully]. 1 supposc you don’t think she’s
likely to ’avc two maids, do you? I mcan, now she’s a

23



24 SIX MORE ONE-ACT PLAYS

star, maybe she’ll want a special one to ’elp ’er in and
out of all them fancy clothes.

ANNIE. Not she. Why, I don’t believe she’d pay my
wages, only I help to keep up the tone of the place.
She’s spent nearly all her money training at a school of
film-acting, and so far she’s very little to show for it.
Still, she’s awfully friendly with a rich lady film-
producer, so I suppose there’s hope. [Going up L. to
door] Now, come on, you’d better go, or I’ll ncver get
my work finished.

EMMA. I would so love to get a job ’ere.

ANNIE. Why? There are plenty of other jobs. What
makes you so keen to work here?

EMMA [confidentially]. If1 tell you, will you promise not
to laugh at me?

ANNIE [with an amused glance at EMMA’s very shabby
appearance]. I’ll try not to.

EmMA. Well, you see—I’ve always sort of longed to
go on the films myself, and I thought p’raps if I could
be ’ere and watch ’er practising I might pick up a few
ints like.

ANNIE [with a burst of laughter]. What? You want to
go on the films! Well, that beats everything!

[EMMA, obviously offended, seems to become conscious
that there is something wrong with her appearance.
She twists her skirt, as though hoping to alter its
unbecoming ‘cut,’ and pushes a strand of untidy
hair beneath the brim of her hat.

EMMA. You needn’t laugh at me, anyway. You’'re
picking up ’ints yourself. I ’eard you singing a theme
song when you came to open the door.

ANNIE [still laughing]. Oh, don’t make me laugh any
more! Why don’t you get yourself a decent job with
quiet people and plenty of outings?
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EMMA. Because I’m ambitious. Don’t you under-
stand? Ever since I was a kid I’ve always fancied myself
as a bit of an actress, and Mother says I’ve got it in me,
any’ow. Why shouldn’t I go on the films some day?
My sister went on the stage—once.

ANNIE. I suppose you’re going to tell me that she’s a
star by now.

EMMA [with a trace of melancholy]. No. She only went
on once. I don’t think she ever acted no more.

ANNIE. I don’t wonder at that if there’s any family
resemblance between you.

EMMA. Oh, Annie, you ain’t ’alf ’orrid about it! I
suppose you think I can’t act, but I can! [Drawing from
her pocket a well-creased copy of a film weekly] Look, I’ll
show you what I does in my spare time. I goes through
some of these scenes, and pretends I’'m the ’eroine.
[Proudly] Once when I was shouting for ’elp a police-
man came to our door, so that shows I must ’ave done
it real lifelike!

ANNIE. For goodness’ sake go, before I choke myself
with laughing.

EmMA. All right, you think I can’t do it. Well, just
watch this. This is a scene from The Gangster’s Revenge.
I’'m the ’eroine and you’re the gang. [Striking an allitude
and speaking with an exaggerated American accent] *‘So you
think you ’ave me beat, do yer? Say, listen—!"

ANNIE [ forcibly restraining her]. Shut up, you little idiot!
Don’t make that row here.

EMMA. Don’t you think I do it well? Oh, Annie, do
’elp me to get a job ’ere! I'd improve with practice,
really I would!

ANNIE [ pushing her up L.]. You get out before some one
finds you and packs you off to Looney Lodge.

[Sound at door Rr.
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EMMA. Oh, but—
ANNIE [pushing her off L.]. Get out! She’s coming!
[Enter CONNIE and GRACE WELCOT R. CONNIE is

wearing a beautiful tea-gown, but her hair is
dressed to the requirements of fashion rather than
to suit her face. Her walk, manner, and particularly
her long earrings suggest affectation. GRACE wears
a neatly tailored suit and carries a notebook. ANNIE
quuetly crosses stage and goes off R.

GRACE [glancing through notes]. Are you sure that’s all
you’d like me to write up about you, Connie?

CONNIE [crossing L.c.]. I think so. [Turning] No—wait
a moment. You’d better deny all rumours of my
engagement to a foreign prince.

GRACE [surprised]. But—I had no idea there were
any such rumours.

conNNIE. There aren’t—but you can deny them, just the
same. [Leaning over R. side of armchair] Madame Kariski
says that the right type of publicity is absolutely essential.

GRACE [silting R. of sellee and making notes]. T’ll see that
you get it, my dear.

connIE. Thanks, Grace. You’ve been awfully sweet
about this interview. When Madame Kariski makes me
a real star I may be able to do you a good turn. [With a
sudden burst of enthusiasm] Oh, won’t it be marvellous to
be a star at last!

GRAGE [consulting notes]. You’ve told me to say that
the life of a film star is one of continual hard work. She
1s always the slave of the public, and

CONNIE. Yes, please say all that. The public must
never know that one enjoys being famous: that would
encourage too much competition. [Fidgeling with ear--
rings] Oh, bother these earrings! They do make my
head ache.
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GRACE. Then why wear them?

conNIE. Madame Kariski says that they help to ex-
press my personality.

GRACE. Her word seems to be law with you.

conNNIE. Well, she’s chosen me to play the lead in
Frozen Flames.

GRACE [closing her notebook]. 1 know, but—just between
ourselves—do you enjoy such a name as Cora Vandan-
ova?

connIE. Of course. It’s a perfectly marvellous name.
It suggests personality, mystery, and romance—all that
the public want in a film star. [Knock atdoor off L.] Now,
who can that be? Oh, I know! I invited two of the
girls from the film school up to tea. Of course, they’re
horribly jealous, but they’re dying for an introduction
to Madame Kariski. Sometimes they look as if they’d
like to scratch me to pieces. Oh, how I love to sce
them look like that! [Enfer ANNIE R.] Annic, if it’s
the young ladies from the film school show them
straight in.

ANNIE [crossing L.]. Yes, miss.

connNiE. Oh, Annie—from now on I’'m going to call
you ‘‘Annette.”

ANNIE. Yes, miss. Certainly. [Exit L.

GRACE. Well, what’s the idea of that?

coNNIE. A French maid will help to give just the right
impression. Madame Kariski says that what I have to
do is to surround myself with an aura of romantic
mystery. Nothing must be known about me which
could possibly be thought commonplace. [Posing—her
chin resting on the backs of her hands, her eyes gazing as though
into vacancy] Cora Vandanova must be aloof, inscrutable,
and always a mystery. [Re-enter ANNIE L.

ANNIE. Your aunt Mrs Higgins is here.
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CONNIE [appalled]. What? O, good heavens!

[ Enter Mrs HIGGINS L. She is a middle-aged woman, of
bright, genial appearance, whose clothes suggest
that she is prosperous, but by no means fashionable.
She carries a large handbag, an umbrella, and
several small parcels. When she speaks it is with
a decided Lancashire accent.

MRS HIGGINS [crossing L.c. to coNNIE]. Eh, Connie, my
dear, so I’ve found you at last! D’you know, I’ve come
all the way from Wigan to congratulate you. [Dropping
her parcels and umbrella on armchair and taking CONNIE by
the shoulders] By gum, but how you’ve changed! I'd
hardly have known you. Well, comc on, love, give
your old auntic a kiss!

CONNIE [kissing her, but with no great cordiality]. Why,
Aunt, this is such a surprisc!

MRS HIGGINS. I know; but it was a surprise to us when
we saw you on the films the other night. Eh, it was
that! “Why, Joc,” I said to your uncle, “if it’s not our
Connic!” ““Don’t be so daft,” he said; “that young
woman’s too thin to be anything like our Connie.”
“Well, Joe,” I said, “if that’s not Connie, then I never
knew her when she was a baby. She docs look thinner,
I know, but I’ve scen her look like that before, when
she was just getting over the measles.”

GRACE [going up c.]. Well, I must be going.

CONNIE. Aunt, this is Miss Welcot, a great friend of
minc. [Crossing R.C.] Shc’s a journalist, and she’s going
to writc about mc for the papers.

MRs HIGGINS. Now that’s nice of her, isn’t it? [To
GRACE] Don’t you go rushing away on my account.
I’m here for a long stay, so there’s no need to hurry.
[To ANNIE, who has just staggered in L. carrying two large
suttcases] Now mind what you’rc doing with those bags,
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young woman. I've got my hot-water bottle in one of
them.

CONNIE [alarmed]. Aunt—do you mecan that you’re
going to stay?

Mrs HIGGINS. I am and all! You don’t think I've
come all the way from Wigan just for a day, do
you?

CONNIE [embarrassed]. But, really, Aunt——

MRS HIGGINS. I suppose you want me to stay?

conNiE, Why, yes, of course I do, but——

MRs HI1GGINS. Then that’s scttled. I’'m staying.

conNIE. But I’'m thinking of Uncle Joc. He’ll miss
you terribly.

MRs HIGGINS. Eh! Now don’t you go worrying your-
self about him. Your uncle always was a bit of a lad,
and he’s planned to give you a surprisc.

CONNIE [with vague apprehension]. A surprisc?

MRS HIGGINS. Yes. You sce, he’ll be here himself on
Saturday.

CONNIE [collapsing on R. of settee]. What!

GRACE [going off L. and trying to suppress her laughter].
So long, Connic. I wish you the best of luck.

CONNIE [0 ANNIE]. Annic—I mcan Annctte—put Mrs
Higgins’s luggage in the sparc room.

ANNIE [Going off R. with suitcases]. Yes, miss.

MRS HIGGINS [sitting L. of settee]. Lh, but Joc’s longing
to sec you again. He’d have come with me to-day, but
he had to stay bchind for some meeting or other. Since
he retired from the cotton business he seems to be busier
than ever. But you know your uncle always was a bit
of a lad, and he wants you to show him all over these
film studios of yours. Eh, but he’s so plcased to think
you’re getting on so well. You’re going to make us all
proud of the name of Higgins.
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conniE. Higgins? Why, you don’t suppose I could
ever act under that name, do you?

MRs HIGGINS. Connic! You don’t mean you’re going
to use another name?

conNniE. Of course I am. Cora Vandanova is my
film name. '

MRS HIGGINS [with great disappointment]. Eh, but you
can’t d6 that, Connie. It’s enough to break your uncle’s
heart, and minc too. We want you to succeed in your
own name, so that we can be proud of you. I always
have wanted the Higginses to have a little bit of famc
and glory.

conNIE. But, Aunt, that’s impossible. Did you ever
hear of a film star with a namc like Connic Higgins?

MRS HIGGINS [roused to indignation]. No, young woman, I
have not, and why not? Simply bccause you artistic
pcople haven’t the pluck to stick to your own names.
As soon as you sec a chance of success you start giving
yourselves fancy names that make you sound more like
patent medicines than human beings. Then people get
the idea that we’ve no British talent. Eh, there’s more
talent comes from Wigan than ever dares own up
to it!

CONNIE. Yes, but a film star can’t afford to bec
commonplace. Madame Kariski insists on my having
an attractive name.

MRS HIGGINS. Madame Kariski? Well, who’s she?

CONNIE. She’s a great Russian film-producer, and she’s
cngaged me to play the lead in a wonderful film which
she’s producing.

MRs HIGGINS. Oh, I scc! Was that last film you played
in her production?

connNiE. No. The film school got me that engage-
ment. It was only a small part, but Madame Kariski
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happened to sce the film, so she came to sec me and
offered me a wonderful chance to play the lcad in
Frozen Flames. _

MRS HIGGINS. [Frozen Flames? What a daft name! You
can’t freeze a flame. It would go out.

coNNIE. I’m to play the part of a princess in pre-War
Russia.

[Knock at door off L. ANNIE enters R., crosses stage,
and goes off L.

MRS HIGGINS. Well, if you have to go out to those cold
parts, you mind you don’t get a chill. T’ll never forget
the trouble your poor mother had with you once
when you lcft off your ‘woollies.’ [Re-enter ANNIE.

ANNIE. Miss Paula Jean and Miss Fay Hazel.

CONNIE [rising and going up r.c.]. Heavens! The girls
from the film school.

[Enter PAULA and FAY L. They are both very fashion-
ably dressed, and PAULA 1is extremely self-confident.
FAY s distinctly pretty, and would be charming,
only that she is inclined to giggle. There is an air
of conscious superiority about PAULA which ts not
pleasing.

PAULA [crossing L.C. fo cONNIE]. Connic, old dear, how
arc you? We're simply dying to congratulatc you on
your wondcrful piece of luck.

.. CONNIE. Thanks, Paula.

PAULA. You're looking pale, darling. Don’t over-
work yourself, will you? You’re not quite a full-blown
celebrity yet, you know.

CONNIE [iniroducing MRS HIGGINs|. This is my aunt, Mrs
Higgins.

» MRs HIGGINS. How d’you do? I'm pleascd to mcet you
both. You know, we take a great intercst in the films
where I come from.
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PAULA [perching herself on side of armchair]. You’re not
from the Statces, by any chance?

MRs HIGGINS. No, I'm just up from Wigan.

PAULA. Oh, provincial!

CONNIE [f0 FAY]. Do sit down. [7o ANNIE] Annette,
serve tea, please.

[FAY sits in armchair. ANNIE brings down small table
and places it D.C. CONNIE brings down two chazrs,
one of which she places above table and one R. of
armchair. ANNIE goes off R.

PAULA [remaining on side of armchair]. I’ve just signed a
contract for my first part.

conNiE. How splendid! What are you playing, and
what’s the name of the film?

PAULA. Oh, I’ve not had your luck, my dear! Mine’s
only a walking-on part in a film called The Broken Bridge.

MRS HIGGINS. The Broken Bridge! Eh, that sounds
dangerous, especially for a walking-on part.

[Re-enter ANNIE with tea-tray, which she places on
table. CONNIE proceeds lo pour tea. ANNIE hands
round the cups and also dishes of cakes.

PAULA. Of course, it’s sometimes better to start with
a small part than to attempt anything too ambitious.
If one should make a mess of a star part there’s the end
of one’s chances.

FAY. Yes, rather! Do you remember Joscy Martin,
who went on tour in a musical comedy company? She
had the leading part, and thought she was going to
make a wonderful hit. She lasted about a week, I
believe—and that finished her career.

PAULA." I remember her well. She sent us bills and
programmes with her name in large letters. No wonder
she hadn’t the nerve to face us after she’d ‘flopped.’

FAY. Poor kid! I wonder what’s happened to her.
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PAULA. Goodness knows! Maybe she’s found a job
in the chorus somewhere. She must feel it pretty badly
after imagining hersclf to be a star.

[cONNIE smiles as she continues to pour tea. She knows
that these thrusts are meant for her, but she expected
them.

FAY. I suppose we shall soon be sceing your name in
electric lights, Connie.

MRS HIGGINS. Eh, you will that! You know our Connie
was always a one for acting. I remember her when she
was a little bit of a thing in the Parish Hall reciting
The Charge of the Light Brigade. [Opening her bag] Here,
just wait a minute. I’ve got her photograph in here.

[coNNIE is obviously annoyed, and PAULA revels in
her embarrassment.

PAULA. Thisis mostinteresting. Do show us the photo-
graph. “Early triumph of a great star!” Wouldn’t
it look charming in the Film-goer's Weekly?

CONNIE [crossing R.C. and taking MRs HIGGINS’S cup]. No,
Aunt, never mind the photograph just now. Let me
give you another cup of tca.

MRS HIGGINS. I remember once when they were play-
ing Hamlet and they made our Connic the Ghost. A
bit plump she was for a ghost in those days, but she
played it fine, except once, when she tripped over the
scenery.

PAULA. I thought Connie was a most cthereal child.

MRs HIGGINS. Our Connic? Eh, no! She used to be a
strapping fine girl. Why, I remember once when she
was ten

CONNIE [in a desperate effort to stop these reminiscences).
Aunt dear, do have another cake.

MRs HIGGINS. Thank you, love, I will. [Looking criti-
cally at conniE] You know, you want to eat a bit more




34 SIX MORE ONE-ACT PLAYS

yourself. You’re nothing like the bonny girl you used
to be.

FAY [ passing a plate of pastries]. Go on, Connie. You're
slim enough to risk another éfair.

conNNIE. No, thank you, dear. No more for me.

MRS HIGGINS. Fancy our Connie saying “No’ to a
little bit of cake. Eh! I remember when she’d come
round to our place to supper and tuck away a good
plate of tripe and onions before we—

CONNIE. Aunt, plcase—

MRS HIGGINS [not realizing CONNIE’S embarrassment]. Your
uncle was only saying the other day he’ll never
forget when you pushed young Ernie Englesby in the
rain-tub because he’d polished off your share of the
cold potatocs. [Knock at door off L. ANNIE goes off L.
to answerit.] That reminds me. I saw young Ernie the
other day, and he asked to be remembered to you.
He’s grown into a strapping big fellow, and he asked
mc to show you this. [Opening bag and taking out photo-
graph] It’s a snap he took of you ten years ago
when you were standing beside the gasworks.

[Re-enter ANNIE L.

ANNIE. Madame Kariski is here.

CONNIE [ greatly agitated]. What? Madame Kariski? I'd
no idea she was coming. [Going up r.c.] Show her in,
Annectte. [Exit ANNIE L.

PAULA. Oh, my dear, how awfully lucky! I’ve been
longing to meet Madame Kariski.

[Lnter MADAME KARISKI L. She is a lall, handsome
woman, of very foreign appearance. Her siyle of
dress and unnaturally fair hair make her age hard
to guess. She advances L.c. to CONNIE with both
hands oulstretched, and speaks with a pronounced
Joreign accent.
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MADAME KARISKI [taking both CONNIE’S hands]. My dear,
forgive me, I beg you, for this so sudden interruption,
but I had to scc you. It’s about the film. Oh, I am so
worried !

coNNIE. Why, Madame Kariski, I’'m delighted to sce
you. [Performing introductions] This is my aunt, Mrs
Higgins, and these are friends of mine from the film
school, Miss Paula Jean and Miss IFay Hazel.

MADAME KARISKI. Iam charmed to mectyou all. I hope
you will forgive me for disturbing you, but it is im-
perative—simply imperative that I have just one little
talk with my dear Cora. Ah! You do not know, but
the life of a film-producer is one long anxiety. This
afternoon, I tcll you, I am worn out—positively worn
out.

MRs HIGGINS. Eh, you look it and all! I know how
you feel, though: I’ve just comc up from Wigan mysclf,
and I’'m feeling a bit done up. Well, come on, sit
yourself down and make yourself at homec.

CONNIE. Ycs, do sit down and let me give you some
tea.

MADAME KARISKI [sitling R. of armchair]. But, my dcar,
that is most charming of you. [A4s CONNIE goes to pour tea]
A la russe, if you pleasc.

MRs HIGGINs. Eh, therc’s nothing like a good cup of
tea when you’re fecling a bit shook up. You know,
Mrs Kariski, I’ve been wanting to meet you. There’s
something I want to ask you. Must our Connic usc this
fancy forcign name you’ve given her?

MADAME KARISKI. Cora Vandanova? But certainly. It
is such a charming—such an unusual name.

MRs HIGGINS. Eh! I think it’s a daft name.

CONNIE [indignantly]. Aunt!

MRs HIGGINs. Now, Connic, you know I’ve always
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wanted the Higginses to make good. Not that plenty
of them haven’t, mind you, but they’ve never stuck to
the name. There was Joc’s brother, John Willie, who
went in for music—as soon as he got past scales and
exercises he called himself Jacques de Monte—and that,
you know, after his family had stuck the scales and
exercises! Then your cousin Fan must go and call her
restaurant the San Toy Café. As though there’s anything
wrong with a good, sound English name. Even Joe’s
cousin, the prizefighter, goes and calls himself Battling
Buller, instcad of Hurricanc Higgins. Why shouldn’t
the Higginses get a little bit of fame and glory—that’s
what I want to know?

MADAME KARISKI. My dear Mrs Higgins.—I do not
understand. No one is against your so charming name,
but the public, oh—it loves romantic associations! Your
Wigan may be a most delightful place—I have never
been there, so I do not know—but it has not a beautiful
name. Now, if you will pardon me, I want so much to
talk to your niece alone.

MRs HIGGINS [rising]. Eh! I suppose I'm in the way.
Well, I’ll go and unpack my bags.

FAY [rising]. Wc'll be going.

CoNNIE. No, don’t hurry away. Madame Kariski and
I will go into my study for a while.

PAULA [crossing R.]. We won’t hear of that, Connie
darling. You stay here and talk to your heart’s content.
[ Taking mrs HIGGINS’s arm and leading her to door R.] We
will go into the study, and Mrs Higgins can show us
some of thosc lovely photographs.

FAY [crossing R.]. Do, Mrs Higgins. I'd love to see
how Connic looked as a chubby child in short frocks.

[MRs HIGGINS, PAULA, and FAY go off Rr.

CONNIE. The little cats! Oh, Madame Kariski, how
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canI have an aura of mystery when Aunt is telling cvery
one that I used to eat tripe and onions?

MADAME KARISKI. Oh, my poor child, how terrible for
you! Your aunt, she does not understand that you are
so soon to be famous.

conNNIE. When do we start work on the film? I'm
dying to begin.

MADAME KARISKI [in a lone of great concern]. But that is
just what brings me to you like this. Something terrible
—it has happened. The film cannot be produced unless
I have morc moncy.

CONNIE [horrified]. But—Madame Kariski—you said
you would have enough for the production when I
invested my money.

MADAME KARISKI. | know; but I am asked more money
for the studio—more money for the ‘scts.” I have
invested all my own capital and your hundred pounds,
but it is not enough. I need at least another hundred
pounds.

CONNIE. But—I have no more money—at least, I
daren’t risk any more. What are we to do?

MADAME KARISKI. Your aunt—thec so charming Mrs
Higgins—would she not invest?

connNIE. Not she. Why, I've not even told her that
I’ve invested money.

MADAME KARISKI. Then what are we to do? I want so
much to produce this film. You know I have the soul
of an artiste, but my soul—it cannot express itsclf
without this so necessary moncy.

conNIE. I’ve staked cverything on making a success
in this film.

MADAME KARISKI [wilh sudden inspiration]. Those young
ladies—the film students—do you think that they might
invest? Perhaps—if I found them parts—
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CONNIE [leaning on L. side of settee]. I’m afraid not.
Paula’s father won’t spend another penny on her film
work, and Fay’s pcople are terribly hard up.

MADAME KARISKI [crossing R.C. above CONNIE]. Oh, my
dear, can you not help me yourself? Think what it
will mean to be famous—with your name staring down
from the hoardings.

connieE. Madame Kariski, I fave a hundred pounds,
but it’s all I have in the world. It’s all that remains
of the money left to me by my father. IfI lose it I shall
be absolutcly penniless.

MADAME KARISKI [very persuasively]. Risk it, my dear, I
implore you. Take this one little risk, and you will not
regret it. Soon you will have money—any amount of
money. You will be a star—the star: Cora Vandanova—
the great artiste of the films. My dear, how soon can
you let me have the money?

CONNIE [c¢rossing L. to writing-table]. 1 could sign a
cheque for the amount now, but I hate taking the risk.
Since you persuaded me to invest in your production
and to take this expensive flat I have spent far more
than I can afford. [ Turning fto MADAME KARISKI and speaking
very earnestly] Madame Kariski—on your word of honour
—are you sure that this film will be a success?

MADAME KARISKI [¢rossing L.c.]. Sure? But of course
I am sure—absolutely positive. What did Monsieur
Sonet, my manager, tell you? Was he not quite con-
fident? Listen, dear child, if you hesitate now you
may lose your great chance of fame. It means that
you will go back to waiting in those hot studios from
nine o’clock till evening—back to crowd parts; and the
ridicule of your companions—think of that, after you
have told them that you are going to be a star.

[MADAME KARISKI speaks very impressively, and
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CONNIE’S face shows that the picture of her own
humiliation is far too vivid for her liking.

coNNIE. Yes—I know what it would mean, and I
couldn’t stand it. [Opening drawer and producing cheque-
book] T’ll risk the money. [She writes a cheque.

MADAME KARISKI [in great delight]. Ah, then our film
goes on! I cannot tell you how happy you have made
me! I have the soul of an artiste, and it cries for
expression. [Glancing over CONNIE’s shoulder] My dear,
will you write across it ‘““Pay Cash”? I may want the
money very quickly.

CONNIE [writing]. Verywell. [Handingchequeto MADAME
KARIski] There you are.

MADAME KARISKI. My dear, I am overwhelmed with
admiration for your courage. Yours is the personality
which will win the hearts of millions.

[Burst of laughter off R.

CONNIE [crossing R.]. How can I win the hearts of
millions when Aunt’s showing photographs of me beside
the gasworks? |[Opening door and calling off r.] Our
business conference is quite finished.

[Re-enter MRS HIGGINS, PAULA, and FAY.

PAULA [crossing R.C. and sitting on L. of settee]. Connie,
my dear, I had no idea you had such a hectic childhood.

FAY [crossing c. above table]. When you write your
reminiscences don’t forget to include the day you fell
in the gasworks stream !

MRS HIGGINS [sitting R. of settee]. Well,and have you had
a nice little talk? You know, Mrs Kariski, I’ve a good
mind togo onthefilmsmyself. I believe Icouldshow these
young ones a thing or two. Eh, by gum, I could that!

MADAME KARISKI. I should be charmed td see you.
Now, if you will pardon me, I fear I must be going.

[ Knock at door off L.
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PAULA. Madame Kariski, before you go, I suppose
there’s no chance of your finding me a part on the
films?

FAY. I've been dying to ask you the same question.

MADAME KARISKI [looking at them critically]. No, I fear
not. You are—if I may speak frankly—not quite the
type that I require. Now, if you will pardon me—

[Enter ANNIE L,

ANNIE. Please, miss, it’s that girl again.

CONNIE [puzzled]. What girl?

ANNIE. You know, miss, the one that’s always hanging
round after a job. I've sent her away twice to-day, but
this time I can’t get rid of her. I’m sure she’s barmy,
miss, or she wouldn’t keep wanting to come and work
here.

connIE. Well, send her away again. I don’t want
another maid.

MRS HIGGINS. Eh, but I do! [7o annie] Send the
young woman in, and let me talk to her.

[ANNIE returns irresolutely to door L. Enter EMMA.
She appears nervous and very anxious not to offend
CONNIE.

EMMA [addressing coNNIE]. Oh, miss, I’m sure I ’opes
you won’t mind me coming ’ere like this, but do you
think you could give me a job as an extra maid? You
see, miss, I thought, maybe, now you’re a star, you might
want somebody extra-like, to dress you up and squirt
scent on you. You know what I mean, miss—a sort
of ‘fancy maid.” Of course, Annie could do all the
work, just the same. I wouldn’t want to do ’er out of
a job.

ANNIE. Oh, could I?

coNNIE [D.R.]. I don’t require another maid at
present, thank you.
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EMMA [dejectedly]. Don’t you, miss? Oh, that’s a pity!
[Brightening] 1 tell you what, though. I daresay I could
manage to be a private secretary at a pinch—that’s if
you want one. You know—I could sign autographs and
things.

MADAME KARISKI [aside to FAY]. But what a strange
young person !

FAY [looking hard at EMMA]. Haven’t I seen you before
at some place or other?

EMMA. I dare say you ’ave, miss. I've been to lots
of places.

PAULA. And I don’t suppose you’ve kept any of them
longer than a week.

MRS HIGGINS [0 EMMA]. Now, look here, young woman,
I want a maid. Can you clean a room and wash
dishes?

EMMA. Yes, mum, of course I can.

MRS HIGGINS. Can you beat carpets and light fires?

EMMA. Yes, mum. [Eagerly] Do you live ’ere, mum?

MRs HIGGINS. No. I come from Wigan.

EMMA. Wigan? Oh, then I'm sorry, mum, but it’s
off. You see, I ain’t used to the country.

MRs HIGGINS. Eh! I supposc you want to go where
the work’s put out?

EMMA. No, mum, it’s not that; but, you see, I specially
want to work ’erc, so as I can pick up a few ’ints for the
films. It’s always been my ambition to go on the films—
and Mother says I’ve got it in me.

PAULA. Oh, how pricelessly pathetic!

MADAME KARISKI [going up L. to door]. Well, after that,
I really must be going, otherwise I shall laugh more than
is good for me.

CONNIE [going up R.Cc.]. Good-bye, Madame Kariski.
Do let mec know as soon as you can about rehearsals.
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EMMA [fo MADAME KARIsKI]. Wait! Are you Madame
Kariski—the grcat Madame Kariski, the film-producer?

MADAME KARIskI. I am. But why?

EMMA. Oh, mum, I’ve ’card of you! Do you think
you could possibly find me a part in onc of your
pictures? Oh, mum, I do so want to get a part on the
films! I wouldn’t expect to be a star right away—just
a sccond-leading part would suit me fine.

PAULA [vastly amused]. Did you ever hear anything
quite so priceless?

FAY. She’s cracked, of course.

PAULA. Look at the way she docs her hair—and she
wants to go on the films!

EMMA [coming D.C.L. and addressing PAULA and FAY]. I
suppose you think I can’t act—but I can, I tell you,
[Appealing to MADAME KARISKI] Really, mum, I do know
’ow to act. I practise every night in front of a mirror.

PAULA. It’s a wonder the mirror’s not cracked.

EMMA [f0 PAULA]. I know you think I can’t act, but
I can, because once when I was practising a gangster
picce. and ’ollcred for ’elp a policeman came to our
door. [With an air of triumph] Don’t that prove I did it
rcal lifelike? [7o mapAME KARiski] Oh, mum—if you’d
only ’ear me!

MADAME KARISKI. No, pleasc—spare us that.

PAULA. Do let her, Madame Kariski. Itshould be too
funny for words.

ANNIE [up L.]. She’ll make an awful noise, I warn
you.

MRs HIGGINS. Eh, lct her have a go. We want some
new talent in the picturcs, and I like the way she sticks
up for herself. [7o emma] Comc on, young woman, do
your stuff.

EMMA [coming D.c.]. Well, listen. I’m the ’eroine and
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she’s the ’ero. [Indicating MADAME KARISKI] “‘So—this is
to be our last meeting. [Walking up to MADAME KARISKI
with a most exaggerated display of emotion] Valentine—
give me your ’and.” [A4side to MADAME KARISKI, who
appears very bewildered] Come on, give us your ’and.
[Grasps MADAME KARISKI'S hand, and looks at it for
a few moments.

MADAME KARISKI. I have no time for this foolishness.

EMMA. Don’t go. You ain’t ’eard the best turn yet.
What I love 1s a gangster film, with plenty of shouting
and shooting and pcople getting killced.

conNIE. I think perhaps we’ve heard enough.

EMMA. No, you ain’t. Just listen. I’m the ’eroine;
you’re the gang. [With a sweep of her hand, she indicates
the entire company] ““So you think you ’ave me trapped—
[she strikes an attitude of exaggerated melodrama]—but you
ain’t. [Rushing to writing-table, she picks up telephone
recetver, but keeps her hand on the hook.] ’Ello! Get me
police ’eadquarters, quick—and ’urry.”

MRS HIGGINS. Eh, don’t do that. They’ll think there’s
something up. _

EMMA. It’s all right, mum. I ain’t took mc ’and off
the ook. Why, you don’t think I’d make it too real, do
you? I’m just showing you what I can do. Now listen!
[Speaking nto telephone] ‘“’Ello. Is that policc ’ead-
quarters? Well, send two men to number ten Graham
Terrace, at once. Yes, that’s right. Well, "urry.”

[Replaces recetver.

MADAME KARISKI. I have heard enough. Now I am
going.

EMMA [rushing to her]. Ol, no, you’re not!

[With a sudden sweep of her arm she seizes MADAME
KARISKI’S hair, and jerks off both her hat and a
blond wig. MADAME KARISKI'S own hair is seen
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lo be sleek and dark, and there is a small faint
scar on her right temple. There is a moment of
tense silence, then MADAME KARISKI breaks into a
Sury of rage.

MADAME KARISKI [0 EMMA]. You—you wretched little
upstart! Why, you’re mad—raving mad!

EMMA [speaking, in a calm, level voice, with no trace of a
Cockney accent]. Mrs Gordon, alias Dora Dean, alias
Madame Kariski, I arrest you for obtaining moncy by
fraud and false pretences.

MADAME KARISKI [obviously very startled]. What? How
dare you? Why, the girl’s mad!

EMMA. Not nearly so mad as when my sister, Josey
Martin, lost all her money in your bogus theatrical
venture. .

FAY. Josey Martin? Are you her sister? I thought I
recognized the likeness to some one I'd seen before.

EMMA. I’'m Mary Martin, of the C.I.D., and I’ve
been after this woman for a long time. She was Mrs
Gordon, theatrical producer, when she left her whole
company stranded at Cardiff and got away with their
money. A warrant was issued for her arrest, but by
that time she’d gone to America, where she operated
under the name of Dora Dean. Later, when the hue
and cry died down, she came back to this country, as
Madame Kariski, a Russian film-producer. She per-
suaded several film actresses, including Miss Higgins, to
lend her money for her next production, but she has no
more intention of producing a film than I have.
MADAME KARISKL. Why, this is nothing but a pack of
lics! '

EMMA. Is it? Then why have you and your accom-
plice—your so-called manager—booked passages for
New York on a boat which leaves Liverpool to-morrow?
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No doubt you came here to extract the last possible
penny from Miss Higgins before sailing.

MRS HIGGINS [f0 cONNIE]. Eh, Connie, you don’t mean
to say you’ve been so daft as to lend her moncy?

connIE. Well, I—yes, I have! She said it was
impossible to produce the film without more money,
so, as I had the leading part, I thought it a wise invest-
ment.

EMMA. I know. Josey thought the same. [70 MADAME
KARISKI] It was hard to recognize you in your blond
wig, cspecially as it covered your chief distinguishing
mark—that scar on your right temple; but Josey once
told me of a peculiarity about your hand—an unusual
shortness of one of the fingers—that’s why I looked at it
so carefully just now. You have ruined the chances of
many a talented actress and got away, usually because
your victims feared ridicule too much to expose you—
but this time your game is up.

MADAME KARISKI. Is it, Miss Martin! [Rushing for
door L.] We’ll see about that.

[ANNIE makes an effort to bar her exit, but she is forced
aside. MADAME KARISKI rushes off L., followed by
EMMA.

MRS HIGGINS [¢rossing L.]. Don’t let her get away. Eh,
just wait till I get my hands on her!

EMMA [re-entering]. Don’t worry, Mrs Higgins. We
have her. You see, there were two police officers outside
that door in answer to my ’phone message.

FAY. Your 'phone message ? Oh, of course that was
real!

EMMA. Of course it was. [With a lapse into her former
manner] When I scream for ’elp a policeman usually
arrives at the door. Don’t that show I do it real
lifelike?
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MRS HIGGINS [L.c.]. By gum, you took me in com-
pletely!

EMMA. Well, I must be getting along to the station!
[Crossing r.c. to coNnnIE] We shall want you later, Miss
Higgins, to give cvidence. Don’t worry, my dear,
I expect you’ll get your money back, and I hope you’ll
have better luck in future.

CONNIE [shaking hands with EMMA]. Thank you, Miss
Martin. You’ve done mc a great scrvice, and I shall
always be gratcful—but this is the end of film work
for me.

EMMA [going up L.]. Ah, well, perhaps ‘you’d be well
advised to try something safer. Josecy became a short-
hand typist, and she’s getting along quite well. [Glancing
round the room] So long, cvery one. [Exit L.C

ANNIE. Well, I’'m blowed, and I thought she was
barmy.

FAY [fo coNNIE]. Don’t take it to heart, old girl.

[cONNIE, ignoring her, sits R. of settee and stares
straight in front of her.

CONNIE [speaking very slowly]. A shorthand typist.

MRS HIGGINS [crossing to L. of settee]. Eh, now! Come
on, my dcar. Don’t take it like that. It’s very lucky
for you that that young woman’s going to get your
moncy back.

[cONNIE mechanically removes her earrings and throws
them on the floor.

MRS HIGGINS. Eh, that’s about the best thing you
could do with thosc things! They ncver did suit you,
anyhow.

CONNIE [in a dull voice]. No—I don’t suppose they did.
[Suddenly turning to PAULA and ¥AY with a burst of pent-up
emotion] Well, go on, laugh at me! What are you
waiting for? You’ve got a joke to tell the whole film
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school now, haven’t you? About the best joke they’ve
ever heard.

PAULA [coming D.R.C.]. Please—Connie, old girl.
We're not quite such cats as that.

MRS HIGGINS [severely 1o CONNIE]. Young woman, you
ought to be ashamed of yoursclf—speaking to your
friends like that.

CONNIE [wearily]. Oh, I’m sorry!

MRS HIGGINS. Eh, but you’ve not heard the best of
the joke yet. I came here to-day with a big surprise
for you. You know your Uncle Joc always was a bit of
a lad, and since he retired from the cotton business he’s
invested all his money in a film company. A real
company, mind you—not onc of these daft foreign
affairs. Well, Connie, your uncle’s used all his influence
to get you an engagement.

CONNIE [incredulously]. Aunt—whatcver do you mean?

MRS HIGGINS. Now—don’t get yourself excited, and
I’ll tell you. Ever since Joc recognized you on the
films he’s been saying—*“Mary Ellen, I'm going to get
our Connic a big part in the next picturc. I’'m going
to make her a star and all, and we’ll show ’em if there’s
no home talent in Wigan. Eh, we will that!” You
know, he would have been disappointed if Mrs Kariski
had snapped you up. He’ll be here himself on Saturday,
and maybe he’ll have your contract.

CONNIE [embracing her]. Oh, Aunt! You darling!

MRS HIGGINS. Eh! But wait a minutc—wait a minutec.
There arc conditions. First of all, you won’t be playing
the part of any Russian princess. Your role will be a
mill-girl in a Lancashire comedy, and maybe you’ll
have to be photographed outside the gasworks.

CONNIE [joyfully]. I shall love it.

MRs HIGGINS. Then therc’s another thing. You must
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drop that daft Russian name of yours, and act under
your own name—Connie Higgins.

conNIE. Of course I will.

MRS HIGGINS [taking 'her affectionately by the shoulders).
Eh, by gum, you will that! And I always have wanted
the Higginses to have a little hit of fame and glory.

CURTAIN
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THE ARABIAN RING

SceNE I: A room in MRS MEADOWS’ house.

The room is plainly but comfortably furnished. Door up L.
Door up r. Table, on either side of which is a chair
D.R.C. Armchair p.L.c. Sellee D.R. Small table p.v.

At rise of curtain yiMmmyY is discovered R. of lable studying.
His books are spread out on table.

Jmmy [working out geomelrical problem]. The angle
ABC cquals angle DEF—thercfore
[Lnter MARTHA L. carrying tray on which is a cup of

coffee.

MARTHA [speaking with a slight Cockney accent]. Here
you are, Master Jimmy. I’ve madce you some nice hot
coffee.

Jimmy. Thanks, Martha. Just put it on the table.

MARTHA [placing tray on table]. 1 think it’s a shame
for you to have all this homework to do. Why didn’t
you go to the show with your mother and Miss Edith?

JjiMmmy. Because I’'m sitting for Matric. next week, and
I’ve simply got to ‘swot.’

MARTHA. Poor little Miss Joyce was so disappointed
that you weren’t going to sec her dance to-night.

JIMMY [between sips of coffec]. 1 scc quite enough of
her dancing. It’s hard to get any pcace in the house,
with young Joyce whirling and kicking about all the
time.

MARTHA. Oh, but she’s a beautiful dancer, and—just
think of it—if she gets through the test on Saturday
she’ll be in a West End ballet! You know you ought to

51
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be proud of her, Master Jimmy, instcad of making
fun.

Jimmy. Oh, she’s a clever kid, I suppose—but I must
get on with this gcometry. I’m a bit worricd over the
maths paper.

MARTHA. Don’t you worry, Master Jimmy, you’ll get
through all right. I’'m sure you’ve worked too hard
to fail. Simply make up your mind that you’re going
to pass. You know what your Uncle Harry says, “If
you know a thing—it’s truc!”

JiMmy [smiling]. I’m not so surc of that, Martha. You
sce, I failed last time, and I’d been working pretty hard
then. [ Thoughtfully, as though to himself] Bothered if I
can understand how I managed to muff that maths
paper as I did! I worked out all the problems easily
afterwards, but at the time I simply lost my head. I
made stupid mistakes like—— Oh, anyhow, Martha,
you wouldn’t understand.

MARTHA. Ycs, I do, Master Jimmy. It’s just the same
with me when I'm cutting out a dress. If I’'m cutting
out cheap calico my hands arc stcady and firm, but as
surc as I’'m cutting silk there’s a calamity! Why, would
you belicve it—I've a length of green silk marocain
what my sister gave me, and I’'m simply afraid to cut
into it; lovely stuff it is, too, a bit that she

Jmmmy. Yecs, I know. You’ve mentioned it before, but
I want to get on with this geometry.

MARTHA. All right. T’ll go back to the kitchen.
[Crossing R.] Arc you sure you don’t want any more
coffec?

jiMmy. No, thanks. [Loud knock off L.

Jimmy [puzzled]. Now who on earth’s that? .

MARTHA [crossing L.]. Very likely it’s your Uncle
Harry. Your mother said she was expecting him to call.
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JiMmy [eagerly]. By Jove! Of course, he’s back in
England now. I hopeitis Uncle Harry. He always
bucks me up when I’m worried about exams.

[Exit MARTHA L.
[yMmy finishes his coffee, and makes a slight effort to
tidy the table.

MUL AMHED [off L.]. It is most important, I tcll you.
I must see him.

[Re-enter MARTHA, who appears very agitated.

MARTHA [coming D.L.c]. Oh, Master Jimmy, it’s a
most mysterious foreign gentleman! He’s all worked up
and cxcited about somcthing, and hc wants to scc your
mother. I told him shc’s out, so he wants to sce you.

JiMmY [rising]. A forcign gentleman? Well, show him
in.

MARTHA [returning to door L.]. Come in, pleasc, sir.

[Enter MmuL AMHED L. He is dark-skinned, and un-
mistakably Oriental. Though dressed in a European
suit, he wears Arabian headdress, and speaks with
a pronounced foreign accent.

MUL AMHED [addressing jimmy]. Is it the young Mister
Mcadows?

Jimmy. I’'m Jim Mcadows—yes.

MUL AMHED. I am Mul Amhed, and I comc on a
mission of thc greatest importance. [Advancing vL.c.
towards jiumy] Bcelicve me, my young friend, there are
many lives at stake.

MARTHA [nervously]. Oh, I do wish your mother were
home!

jiMMy [to muL AMHED]. If you think I can help
you, perhaps you’ll sit down and tcll me about this
mission.

MUL AMHED [sitting in armchair]. Thank you, I will.
But first send your scrving-maid out of our prescnce.
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What I have to say must not be overheard by those who
gossip.

MARTHA [indignantly]. Gossip? Me gossip?

jimmy. Please leave us alone, Martha.

MARTHA [aside to jmmmy]. I don’t like it, Master
Jimmy—really I don’t. [Exit r.

yimmy [sitting L. of table]. Now, sir, what is it you
want?

MUL AMHED. I want to see your uncle—Mister Harry
Dale.

jmimmy. Then why don’t you call round at his flat?

MUL AMHED. 1 have done so, but he is not there. It
is of the utmost importance that I find him quickly.
Tell me, have you seen him lately?

jiMmy. No, I’ve not. He only got back from the
East 2 few days ago, and we’re expecting him to call
round some time this week.

MUL AMHED [significantly]. 1 fear you may be dis-
appointed. What time will your mother be home?

jimmy. I don’t suppose she’ll be back for a couple
of hours.

MUL AMHED [rising]. Hours! Hours are passing, and
they arc precious. They may mean human lives.
Ah!

[He gasps, puts a hand to his forchead, and sways
unsteadily.

JIMMY [crossing L. and grasping MUL AMHED by the arm].
Steady! What’s up?

MUL AMHED [weakly allowing himself to be helped to the
armchair]. 1—I Pardon me. I am somewhat over-
comec. I have had a long journcy and much worty.
Would you be so kind as to give me a sip of water?

jimmy. Certainly. [Crossing r.] T'll get you some
water. Just wait a moment. [Exit R.
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[No sooner has jimmy gone than MUL AMHED’S apparent
Jaintness instantly leaves him. He rises and moves
stealthily about the room, swiftly opening drawers
and looking through their contents. Each time he
appears disappointed.  As JjiMmy is heard to
approach MUL AMHED resumes his position in the
armchazr.

JIMMY [re-entering R. with glass of water]. Here you are.
How are you feeling now?

MUL AMHED [sipping waler]. Thank you—better. You
are most kind.

JIMMY [R. of armchair]. You know, you’re letting this
mission, or whatever it is, worry you too much.

MUL AMHED. You think so? [Dramatically] Then let me
tell you this—your uncle may be killed at any moment.

Jmmy [startled]. What? I say, do you expect me to
take this seriously?

MUL AMHED [rising and placing glass on table p.r.]. It is
more serious than you think. I mean your uncle no
harm, believe me. I am but the emissary of another
—the terrible Rarna—and if he comes to this country
your uncle will surely die.

jiMmmy. But why?

MUL AMHED. Because of the ring of Aramid, that fatal
ring, which for centuries has been treasured in our
temple.

JIMMY [crossing R.C. and sitting on side of table]. 1 say,
this all sounds rather like a far-fetched ‘thriller.” Arc
you sure you’re not having a joke with me?

MUL AMHED [crossing c.]. Joke? My friend, this is no
joke. If you see your uncle before I find him implore
kim to restore the ring of Aramid to its rightful owners.
[Going up L.] I am leaving you now, but I shall rcturn
before long.
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jimmy [ following up 1.]. Here, just a minute. Don’t
go yet.

MUL AMHED [af door]. Bewarc, I bcg you, of the
terrible Rarna! If he comes here, in search of the ring,
death will be the penalty to thosc who withhold it.

[Exit MUL AMHED L.
[ The front door is heard to bang.
[Enter MARTHA R.

MARTHA. Oh, Master Jimmy, what on carth shall
we do? I heard everything he said. I was listcning at
the keyhole.

jimmy. Well, Mr Mul Amhed, or whatever he calls
himself, certainly seems a qucer customer. I expect
he’s ‘cracked,” but I’ll have to get in touch with
Uncle Harry. [Noise off L.

MARTHA. Listen! What’s that? Surcly they can’t
have got back from the concert already?

[Enter MRS MEADOWS, EDITH, and JOYCE L. They are
in outdoor atlire, but beneath JOYCE’s wrap can
be seen a flimsy ballet frock. EDITH carries a
sutlcase. MRS MEADOWS has her arm around
JOYCE, who appears greatly distressed.

Jimmy. Why, Mother—Joyce—home already? What’s
up?

[MRS MEADOWS crosses R. with JOYCE, who collapses on
sellee.

joyce. I—I’ve ruined everything!

[Buries her face in a handkerchief and cries.

MRS MEADOWS. Now, stcady on, Joyce dear. Don’t
take it so badly.

JiMMY [crossing R. above settee]. Why, Joyce, old girl,
what’s the matter? What’s happened? J

MRS MEADOWS [R.C.]. She brokc down in her dance.

Jimmy. Broke down? I say, is she hurt?
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EpITH [L.c.]. Noj; she got stage fright. That’s all it
was. She was dancing bcautifully—then suddenly she
seemed to losc her nerve, and just flopped down on the
stage.

MARTHA [greatly distressed]. Oh, the poor child! She’s
been tiring herself out with practice.

JOYCE [between sobs]. Oh, but I’ve spoilt everything!
Madame Rosalic won’t let me dance on Saturday now.

MRS MEADOWS. Yes, she will. Now, come on. Dry
your cycs. You’ll have to change that frock if you
want to keep it clean for Saturday.

EDITH [holding up suitcase]. Her clothes arcin here. [To
JiMmy] We brought her straight home in a taxi, without
waiting for her to change. The poor kid was in such a
state after she broke down.

Jovce. It was such a horrible feeling. I seemed to
forget the steps entirely—and then I saw all those faces
looking up at me—and—I suppose I must have fainted.

MRS MEADOWS. Never mind, dear. Don’t think about
it. [Handing suitcase o MARTHA] Martha, just take this
up to Joyce’s room.

MARTHA. Yes, ma’am. [Exit Rr.
JjiMmmy. Poor old Joyce! You'll have to do better than
that on Saturday. [Knock at door off 1.
epiTH. All right. I’ll sce who it is. [Exit L.

jimmy. I’ve had a visitor since you went out—a qucer
forcign chap, who wanted to sce Uncle Harry.

MRs MEADOWS. Oh, that’s strange! I can’t make out
why Harry’s not been to sce us yet. His ship got in
two days ago, and so far he’s not cven *phoned.

[Re-enter EDITH L. with XKITTY CARLTON, a smartly
dressed girl of about seventeen.

EpiTH. Here you are, Joyce. Kitty’s dashed up from
the hall with a message for you.
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KITTY [crossing R. to JoycE]. Joyce, dcar, I’'m terribly
sorry about what happened to-night, but Madame
Rosalic sent me up to tell you that it will make no
difference to Saturday’s programme. You are to dance
before the producer as arranged.

JOYCE [considerably cheered]. Oh, Kitty, I'm so glad!

JiMMY [L. of table]. There you arc, Joyce. Now, for
goodncss’ sake dry your cycs, and stop looking like the
end of a wet week.

MRs MEADOWS [0 kiTTY]. Do sit down, Kitty.

krrry. Thanks, but I can’t stay long. I’ll have to get
back to thc hall. [Sitting L. of settee] Why didn’t you
come to the show, Jimmy?

JMMmY [indicating study-books]. I’'m sitting for Matric.
next week.

kitTy. Poor Jimmy. I can sympathize. I spent two
years working for my music exam., and then failed to
pass the wretched thing. Daddy promised me a two-
scater car if I passed, so you can imaginc how keen
I was.

EDITH. But you have the car,

KirTy. Oh, yes! You sce, Daddy bought it to console
mc for having failed.

jmMmy. How arc you getting on with the driving
lessons?

xirTy. Well, so long as I’m on a wide country road
with no traffic I can manage fairly well—provided
Daddy changes gear for me and kecps one hand on
the wheel.

jiMmy. If ‘Daddy’ has to do all that, what have you
lcarned to do?

KITTY. Blow the horn! I'd simply love to be ablc to
managc a car on my own, but I can’t. I haven’t the
nerve. [MARTHA goes off R.
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EDITH. Spcaking of nerve, I hope mine docsn’t desert
me at the dcbating socicty to-morrow.

KITTY. Oh, arc you speaking to-morrow?

Jimmy. Rather! She’s been practising for weeks. You
know, this is the kind of thing we’ve hcard: [coming
D.C. and speaking mock-dramatically] “Mr Chairman,
ladics, and gentlemen: Little did I think when I came
herc this evening that I should have the great honour of
addressing you! . . .”

EDITH. Shut up, Jimmy, or I’ll throw a cushion!

KITTY [rising]. I think I’d better go beforc thc war
begins.

MRS MEADOWS. Must you go so soon?

KITTY. Yecs, really. Madame Rosalic will be anxious
about Joyce.

MRS MEADOWS [rising and crossing L. with xirry]. It was
kind of you to come, dear. Now, tell Madame Rosalie
that Joyce is fecling better, and that we feel sure she
will do well on Saturday. [ They go off L. talking.

JiMmy. Now that she’s gone I can tell you what’s
happened. Just before you came in I had a visitor. A
dark-skinned fellow, wearing a sort of turban, came
charging in here, in a terrible state of cxcitement. He
said something about Uncle Harry’s life being in danger
becausc of a mysterious ring. Anyhow, I——

Jovce [rising]. Here is Uncle Harry.

[Enter MRS MEADOWS and UNCLE HARRY L. UNCLE
HARRY 15 a fairly young man, of a lively, jovial
disposition.

MRS MEADOWS. Look who’s come to sce us at last!

UNCLE HARRY [coming D.L.C., kissing EDITH, then crossing
€. and gripping MMy by the hand]. Hello, Edith, my dear!
How are you? Why, Jimmy, old man, you've grown
taller than cver! [Crossing r.c. and embracing yjoyce] Ah,
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little Joyce! By Jove! What’s the mcaning of all the
finery?

joyce. I’ve just come home from a dancing display.

UNCLE HARRY. So you're still as keen as ever on
your dancing. That’s the stuff! Stick to it, Joyce. I
know I’ll come home one of these days and find you a
star.

jovce. Not if I break down as I did to-night.

UNCLE HARRY. What’s that? Nonsense, my dear,
you won’t break down. You’re going to be a second
Pavlova.

jovcke [laughing]. Do you think so, Uncle?

UNCLE HARRY. Think so? I know it; and if you know
a thing, it’s true—isn’t that right, Jimmy? [Crossing c. to
jimmy] Great Scott! I can’t get over the way you’ve
shot up in the last six months.

MRs MEADOWS [L.c.]. We’ve been cxpecting you over
to see us before this.

UNCLE HARRY. I should have come, but I’ve been
having a pretty busy time since I got home. As a matter
of fact, my flat was broken into last night.

MRs MEADOws. Harry!

jiMmy. Burglars? Did they get much?

UNCLE HARRY. It was a mighty queer burglary, any-
how. Nothing was taken, but a thorough search had
becn carried out. On my writing-table this note had
been left. [ Takes note from his pocket and reads.] ‘‘ Restore
the ring of Aramid, or death will be the penalty.” What
do you think of that for a touch of melodrama?

jimmy. Ye gods! The ring of Aramid? There’s been
a fellow round here inquiring about this ring. I thought
he was crazy at the time, but

UNCLE HARRY [eagerly]. What was he like?

jmmMy He was a foreigner—an Arab, I should
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imagine—and I think he called himself Mul Amhed.
He seemed to be terribly excited when he spoke about
the ring.

UNCLE HARRY. How long has he been gone?

JiMmmy. About half an hour.

MRS MEADOWS [alarmed]. Harry, what does it all
mean?

UNCLE HARRY. Now, don’t upset yourself. [Coming
D.R. of lable] Suppose we all sit down and make our-
selves comfortable—then I’ll tell you the whole yarn.

[EpITH sits L. of table and JOYCE R. of sellee.

JiMmy [crossing R. and sitting on L. arm of settee]. Mul
Ambhed spoke of some one called the terrible Rarna.

UNCLE HARRY [startled]. Did he? Then he is more
serious than I thought.

MRS MEADOWS [sitting in armchair]. Oh, do explain
what this is all about!

UNCLE HARRY [silting R. of table]. Well, it all started
in this way.

While I was in Arabia, on this last trip, I happened
to make the acquaintance of an American, a2 most
unusual fellow, who had travelled a great deal in the
East. He confided to me that a ring had been given to
him as a token of gratitude by an Arab whose life
he had saved in a strect brawl. This ring, he discovered,
was none other than the far-famed ring of Aramid,
believed throughout the East to have the most amazingly
uncanny powers. The ring is belicved to bring to
anyone who wears it absolute certain success in any
undertaking. Thousands of years ago it is said to have
been worn by Aramid, the high priest of some obscure
religious order, and it is believed that certain uncanny
powers possessed by him passed into the ring. I know
it all sounds absurd here in London, but Arabia is a
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strange country, and out therc the power of the ring
is regarded by many as an authentic fact.

epiTH. Go on with the story, Uncle. It’s getting
exciting.

UNCLE HARRY. For many years the religious followers
of Aramid trcasurcd the ring in their sacred temple,
but a short time ago it was stolen by a band of thieves,
who quarrclled as to how they should dispose of it.
The result was a street brawl; in which my American
fricnd intervened, and, as I have told you, the ring
was given to him.,

jmmy. The lucky bounder! What on carth made
the Arab give it up?

UNCLE HARRY. The possession of the ring in Arabia
is a somewhat mixed blessing. In order to bencfit from.
its uncanny powers it is nccessary to wear the ring, and
not merely to possess it, and the American assured me
that to wear the ring, which, by the way, is of con-
spicuous design, was morc than he dared to do in
Arabia. His life, he said, was in dangcr, sincc the
followers of Aramid were scarching for the ring. For
business rcasons he was obliged to remain in Arabia,
otherwisc he would have returned to America and
chanced any danger he might have run by wecaring
the ring there.  As it was, he proposed to sell the
ring to me for a very small fraction of its actual worth.
I examined it, and it certainly scemed perfectly genuine,
so I bought it.

MRs MEADOWS. But, Harry, I can’t understand the
American’s readiness to part with it. If it has all
these magic powers, why didn’t he sacrifice his busi-
ness in Arabia, take the ring back to America, and staxt
ncw ventures therc? The ring, I suppose, would have
ensured his success?
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UNCLE HARRY. Oh, no, no! You mustn’t think my
American friend scriously belicved these uncanny yarns,
any morc than I did. He regarded the ring simply
as a very beautiful and valuable curio—although,
mind you, he admitted that it had a most remarkable
history.

Joyce. Did you cver wear the ring in Arabia?

UNCLE HARRY. Only once. I'll admit that I was
superstitious cnough to wear it when I interviewed
Golding and Co. about our contract.

jovce. And what happened?

UNCLE HARRY. Well, I completed one of the finest
business deals I’ve ever managed to pull off. That
sounds like patting myscll on the back, docsn’t it?
Unless, of course, we assume that the ring had something
to do with it.

Jovce. Oh, Uncle, of course it had!

EDITH. But—are you surc that the ring is quite
genuinc?

UNCLE HARRY. I dectermined to make sure, so this
afternoon I consulted a very lcarned friend of mine,
Professor Morland, whom I knew to be the one man in
England to tell me if the ring was genuine or a fake.

MRs MEADOWS. And what did he say?

UNCLE HARRY [enjoying their suspense]. I’ll show you
the ring and sce what you think. [He carefully takes a box
Jrom his wazistcoat-pocket, opens it, and displays the ring.]
There—how do you like it?

EDITH [leaning over table]. Oh, isn’t it beautiful!

[UNCLE HARRY rises and crosses L.C. o show ring to
MRS MEADOWS.

MRS MEADOWS. It’s certainly very lovely, but I’ve no
idca what Aramid’s ring is supposcd to look like.

Jimmy. I do hope it is the real ring: By Jove, what
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one could do with a ring like that! Why, I could wear
it for my exam. next week!

JOYCE [excitedly crossing c. to look at ring]. And I could
wear it on Saturday for my dance. Oh, Uncle, don’t
keep us in suspense—do tell us if it really is the magic
ring!

UNCLE HARRY. Well, you’ll all be very pleased to hear
that it’s absolutely genuine.

JOYCE [tremendously excited]. The real ring of Aramid?
Then, don’t you see—we can each wear it in turn, and
it will bring us success. [Pleadingly] Uncle, do let me
try it on my finger for a moment.

UNCLE HARRY [handing her the ring]. Just for a moment,
then.

MRS MEADOWS. No, no! None of us must wear it
with these terrible Arabs prowling about the place.
It’s far too dangerous.

Jovce. I’ll risk anything for success on Saturday.
[Slipping the ring on her finger] Already I feel that I shall
dance as I never danced before. The ring will help me.
Oh, I know it will—I feel it! [Throwing off her wrap]
Even now I want to dance and dance for joy.

JIMMY [teasingly, as JOYCE piroueltes on her toes]. Look
out, Uncle—she’s off! Hold your hats on, everybody!

[Music. If possible a short dance should be arranged
JSor JOYCE. UNCLE HARRY sils on side of arm-
chair and EDITH crosses R. to sellee. JOYCE dances
very happily, as though greatly enjoying herself,
until there is a sound suggesting thunder (off).
JOYCE pauses in her dance, and a look of alarm
passes over her face.

MRs MEADOWS. What was that?

JiMmy. Thunder.

[JoYCE removes the ring from her finger and stands
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gazing at it, as though fascinated yet terrified.
Sound of thunder repeated.

CURTAIN

SceNE II: The same. A week later.

There is no change from SCENE 1, except that the table is laid
JSor tea. MRs MEADOWS s discovered R. and EDITH L. of
table.

EDITH [butlering scones]. 1 wonder how Jimmy’s getting
on. This is the last afternoon of the exam., isn’t it?

MRS MEADOWS [arranging cups]. Yes. If he does well
on the maths paper this afternoon he’s almost bound
to pass. He feels quite sure about the other papers.

[Enter MARTHA R.

MARTHA. Shall I make the tea now?

MRS MEADOWS. Not yet, Martha. We’ll wait a little
while longer. I don’t know what time Joyce will be
home from her rehecarsal, but Jimmy should have been
home before this.

MARTHA. Oh, ma’am, I do hope he’s quite safe! I
worry so when he’s wearing that awful ring. I saw
that ugly-looking Arab prowling about outside the
house again this morning.

MRS MEADOWS. Do you mean Mul Amhed? That
terrible man who called on Jimmy last week? [Crossing
L.] Oh, Martha, why didn’t you tell me before?

epiTd. Mother dear, don’t let it worry you.

MRS MEADOWS [pacing to and fro]. 1 shouldn’t have
atlowed Jimmy to wear the ring, but this is going to be
the last time. To-night it shall be restorcd to Mul
Ambhed and his friends.

E
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MARTHA. Thank goodness for that, ma’am! I’ve
been sleeping with the poker by my bed for the past
week. Oh, and I’ve had such horrible drcams! Last
night I drcamt we were all being murdered—and there
was that old Arab dancing on our graves—and

EDITH. Plcase, Martha, we don’t want to hear any
more.

MRs MEADOWS. I think you’d better make the tea.
I need a cup to stcady my nerves.

MARTHA. Yecs, certainly. I’ll have it made in a
moment. [Lxit r.

EDITH. Poor Martha will be glad when the ring’s
gone.

MRS MEADOWS [sitling in armchair]. So shall I.

EpITH. All the same, it seems a pity to part with it
so soon. We’ve only had it a week, and look what it’s
done for us. I wore it on Friday for my speech, and
here T am elected president of the dcbating socicty.
Joyce wore it when she danced on Saturday—and how
she danced! If cver I felt proud of my young sister
I was proud of her on Saturday. No wonder they’ve
engaged her for the ballet. Then, look at Jimmy since
he’s worn the ring—he’s been polishing off exam.
papcrs as though they were buttered scones! [Crossing L.
to MRs MEADOWS| Oh, Mother, do you really want us
to give up the ring to-night?

MRS MEADOWS [emphatically]. To-night that ring goes
back to Mul Amhed.

[Enter yovcE L. She is dressed in neat outdoor attire,
but as she dashes excitedly into the room she
snatches off her hat and throws it on a chair.

JoYcE [coming Dp.c.]. Mother—Edith—what do you

think? I’m to do a solo dancc in the ballet at Covent
Garden.
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MRS MEADOWS [rising and crossing c. to JoycE]. Joyce—
my darling!

EDITH. A solo dance alrcady?

Joyce. Yes! Isn’tit wonderful! I’m so excited about
it—I’ve simply rushed home to tell you the news.

[Enter MARTHA R. carrying tea-tray.

JOYCE [crossing R.C. and nearly causing MARTHA {to upset
the tray]. Martha, they’ve given me a solo dance in the
ballet at Covent Garden!

MARTHA [setting down tray]. Oh, Miss Joyce, I am so
glad! We’ll all be that proud of you!

JOYCE [seizing MARTHA by the hands and whirling her
round]. I’'m simply longing for it. Roll on next week!
[Letting go of MARTHA’s hands, crossing L.C., and sitting on
side of armchair] Just think—this time last weck I don’t
think I'd have had thec nerve to have gone on, but with
the ring on my finger things secm so different.

MRS MEADOWS [L. of table, pouring tea]. The ring? Ah,
no, Joyce! You must do without the ring. We are going
to return it to Mul Amhed to-night.

JOYCE [rising in great alarm]. Mother! No—oh, no!
You don’t mean it?

MRs MEADOWS. Indeed, I do.

JOYCE [crossing R.C. to MRS MEADOWS]. But I must wear
it when I dance. Don’t you sce, I simply can’t do
without it. [Postman’s knock off L. Exit MARTHA L.]
Don’t you understand what the ring has mecant to me?
When I feel it on my finger I know that I'm going to
succeed—that nothing on carth can stop me.

[Re-enter MARTHA with letter.

MARTHA [handing letter to MrRs MEADOWS]. It’s for you,
ma’am.

MRS MEADOWS [reading]. ‘‘Rarna is coming. Beware!”
Why, who on earth has sent this?
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jovce. Is there no signature?

MRs MEADOWS. No, but this settles it. We’ll have to
give up the ring. [Enter yimmy L.

jimmy. Hello! Sorry I’'m late.

MRs MEADOWS. Jimmy! Thank goodness you’ve come.

JIMMY [crossing R.C. above table and helping himself to a
scone]. Why, what’s all the excitement?

MRS MEADOWS [sitting L. of table]. Where’s the ring?

JMMY [taking ring from his pocket]. Here, safe and
sound. I wore it this afternoon, and it acted as usual.

I think I’'m through the exam.

MRS MEADOWS. I'm so glad, Jimmy.

[JoYCE sits on settee and EDITH in armchair. Tea is
passed to them by MARTHA, who afterwards goes
off r.

Jovce. Did you finish the paper?

JIMMY [between sips of tea]. Just on. I went over it
afterwards with old Gray. He thinks I’m bound to pass.

epiTH. That’s splendid.

jimmy. By Jove, it is! And all thanks to Aramid’s
ring. I’'m going to sit for ‘Inter.’ next year on the
strength of this jolly old ring.

MRs MEADOWS. [ shall be ever so glad if you’ve passed
your exam., Jimmy, but we can’t use the ring any more.

Jimmy. What? Why not?

MRS MEADOWS [handing letter]. Read this.

JiMmy [glancing at letter]. Who sent this?

EpITH. We don’t know. It’s only just arrived.

Jmmmy. Rarna? Let’s see. He’s old Mul Amhed’s
pal. I’m anxious to meet him.

MRs MEADOWS. But don’t you realize the danger! Thnis
man Rarna is a fanatic who’ll stop at nothing to recover
the ring. We must return it to-night.

jiMmy. But we can’t do that, Mother. The ring is
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not ours to return: it belongs to Uncle Harry. [Crossing
R.] I’'m going to put it safely away, and until Uncle asks
for it I’'m not going to part with it. [Exit R.

JoYycE [going up R.]. Wait a minute, Jimmy. I must

wear the ring next week. Wait—listen
[Follows him off r.

EDITH. After all, Mother, the ring does belong to
Uncle Harry. He bought it.

MRS MEADOWS. I’'m going to ’phone him to ask him
to come over as soon as possible. [Exit R.

[EDITH crosses to table and replaces her cup on tray.
Knock at door off L. Enter MARTHA R.

MARTHA [obviously nervous]. Was that a knock at the
door, Miss Edith?

EDITH. Yes. Please see who it is, Martha.

MARTHA [reluctantly crossing L.]. Supposing it’s that
awful Arab. Oh, dear! I’ve such a horribly creepy
feeling down my back. [Ex:t L.

[EDITH packs tea-cups, etc., on lo tray.
[ Re-enter MARTHA L.

MARTHA [much relieved]. It’s Miss Carlton.

[Enter x1TTY L. She appears pleasantly excited.

KITTY [coming D.C.]. Hello, Edith! I just had to drop
in. I’ve some news for you.

EDITH [crossing C. to XITTY]. Why, Kitty, I'm ever so
glad to see you. As a matter of fact, I've plenty of
news for you, but first let me give you a cup of tea.
[Recrossing to table] Will you make some fresh tea,
please, Martha. This is getting cold.

MARTHA. Certainly, Miss Edith [Exit r. wilh lea-tray.

MITTY [sitting in armchair]. What’s wrong with Martha?
She scems nervous about something.

epiTH. Oh, it’s nothing very serious. Martha’s just
a little too imaginative.
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kiTTY. I thought perhaps it was the shock of seeing
me drive up in the two-scater.

EDITH [sitting L. of table]. Kitty, you don’t mean to
say you managed to drive yoursclf! I thought you said
you’d never have the nerve to drive a car.

xirty. I thought I never should, but I owe it to my
cousin Tom—you know, the sea-captain.

EDITH [surprised]. Has he taught you to drive? I
thought he only understood ships—not cars.

KiTTYy. Well, it’s rather remarkable. You see, Tom
has just got back from a long voyage, and he

[Enter iMMY R.
jmmmy. Hello, Kitty! I’d no idea you were here.
[Comes p.v.C. and shakes hands.

EpITH. Kitty’s just driven up in the two-seater!

JiMmy. Driven up? Where has she left the chauffeur?

KITTY. There’s no chauffeur. I drove myself.

JjmMmy. What! Drove yourself! Let me look at you.
Are you sure you’re still in one piece?

EDITH. You needn’t be sarcastic, Jimmy. Kitty’s
cousin Tom has taught her to drive perfectly.

Jjimmy. Good! Three cheers for the silent Navy! But
I’ll bet it wasn’t very silent with Kitty at the wheel.
Oh, what a rough crossing cousin Tom must have had,
piloting Kitty through the one-way traffic!

[Enter MRs MEADOWS and JOYCE R.

MRs MEADOWS. Hello, Kitty!

KITTY [crossing R. to shake hands]. Hello, Mrs Mcadows!
How arc you? How are you, Joyce?

Jovce. I’'ve some wonderful news for you, Kitty.
I’ve been given a solo dance in the ballet at Covent
Garden.

KITTY [sitling L. of settee]. Joyce, my dear, how top-
ping!
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[Knock at door off L. All except K1TTY appear slightly
startled.

EDITH [going up 1.]. I’ll seec who it is. Martha’s busy
making some more tea.

MRS MEADOWS [coming D.L.C. and sitling in armchair]. It
can’t be Uncle Harry yet.

JimMmy [L. of table]. Suppose it’s the terrible Rarna.

kiTTy. Who on earth is the terrible Rarna?

JmmMMy. You'll soon find out if he’s arrived.

[Re-enter EDITH L.

EDITH [very nervously]. It’s Mul Amhed—the Arabian
who called last week. He seems very excited.

MRS MEADOWS [rising]. I’ll see him in the drawing-
room.

[Enter muL AMHED L. He appears to be very excited.

MUL AMHED. Ah! A thousand pardons, but my
business is urgent. I beg you do not keep me waiting,
or my warning may be too late.

MRS MEADOWS. Mr Mul Amhed—I am Mrs Meadows.
Will you come in the other room, so that we can talk
privately.

MUL AMHED. Ah, no, my dear lady—do not ask that!
My warning concerns every one in this room—every
onc in the house, in fact. [Very dramatically] You are
all in the gravest danger. The terrible Rarna is coming.

KITTY [nervously]. 1 say, I think I'd better be going
home.

MUL AMHED. Stay where you are, my dear young lady.
To leave this house might be fatal. I tell you that Rarna
will stop at nothing to recover the ring. [Eagerly] There
% only onc way out of your danger. Return the ring to
me now—at once.

JiMmy [defiantly]. And supposing we refuse?

MUL AMHED. Ah! Then the ring s in this house?
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I thought so. Which of you has it? Whoever it is, I
implore you to return it. For your own sakes, do not
dclay. Remember that the ring is a sacred treasure,
and that Rarna will count himself justified if he kills
the one who withholds it.

MRS MEADOWS. Jimmy, Mul Amhed is right. I insist
upon your giving up the ring.

Jwmmy [reluctantly crossing r.]. Very well, Mother. If
you insist, I’ll get it. I put it in the cabinet drawer for
safety. [Exat r.

MRs MEADOWS. Won’t you sit down, Mr Mul Amhed?

[Sits in armchair.

MUL AMHED [sitfing L. of tablg]. Thank you, madam.
You are most kind.

[EDITH comes D.R.C. and sits R. of table.

MRs MEADOWS. I'm afraid the ring has caused you a
terrible lot of worry.

MUL AMHED. You have no idea how much. If Rarna
should arrive before the ring is recovered I fear more
than you can possibly understand.

kITTY. Please—I really think I'd better go.

MUL AMHED. Wait—plcasc wait until I have the ring.
Even now Rarna may be watching this house, and if

he sces you leave he may suspect—— [ Re-enter jimmy.
Jimmy [greatly alarmed]. It’s gonc! Some one has taken
the ring!

MUL AMHED [rising]. What? Ah, this is some rascally

trick to deceive me!
MRS MEADOWS. Jimmy, are you sure it’s gone? Have

you looked thoroughly?
Jjmmmy. It’s gone right cnough! But who on earth

can have taken it?
MRS MEADOWS [looking from EDITH fo Jovce]. Does

anyonc know anything about this?
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EDITH. I’ve been in here all the time.

MRs MEADOWS. Joyce, have you seen anything of the
ring?

Jovce. No, not since Jimmy put it away.

MUL AMHED [ pacing lo and fro]. So—again it has been
stolen! Always this ring will sprcad terror until it is
returned to the sacred temple of Aramid.

KITTY [rising in astonishment]. The temple of Aramid?
Are you talking about Aramid’s ring?

jimmy. Of course.

KITTY [removing glove and showing ring]. But I have the
ring of Aramid!

jiMmy. You! But how en earth——?

Joycke. Kitty, wherever ?

MUL AMHED [crossing R. and fiercely approaching KiTTY].
The ring! The ring! Then it is you who stole it!

KITTY [indignantly]. How darc you say that! You
rude, insulting old man. This ring was given to me by
my cousin, and I don’t intend to part with it.

MUL AMHED [advancing towards her]. By the beard of my
ancestor, you shall part with it!

[MUL AMHED attempts to catch hold of xITTY’S arm,
but she dodges behind setiee.

JiMmy [coming D.R.]. Here, stop that, Mul Amhed!

EDITH [going up L.]. I’'m going to find a policeman.

MUL AMHED [ following KiTTY round settee]. Give me
that ring, I say!

KITTY [dodging MUL AMHED round the settee, and finally
rushing across to L. of table]. 1 won’t! It’s not your
ring.

MUL AMHED [ following to R. of table]. By the temple of
Aramid, I’ll have that ring!

[Attempts to dodge round above table, but is prevented
by iMmy.
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jimmy. Here, steady on! You can’t bchave like this
in an English house, you know.

MUL AMHED [resisting jimmy]. But I must have the ring.

KITTY [rushing across L.c. behind armchair]. Don’t lct
him get it. It's not his ring. Edith, please get a
policeman. [ Enter MARTHA R.

MARTHA. What on earth’s happening? [Seeing MuL
AMHED] Oh, that crazy man’s got in again!

MRS MEADOWS [crossing ¢.]. Martha, have you scen
anything of the ring? It was put in the cabinet drawer
a short time ago.

MARTHA [almost in tears]. Oh, Mrs Meadows—will you
ever forgive me? I never thought for a moment you’d
miss it so soon.

EDITH [up L.]. Why, Martha, whatever do you mean?

MARTHA. Well, miss, you see, it was all on account
of that piece of green silk marocain—you know, thc
piece my sister gave me. I’d set my heart on making
a frock out of it, only I never seemed to be able to
managc the cutting out. You remember that grey
tweed I had last year—well—

Jimmy. But what’s all this got to do with the ring?

MUL AMHED. Make the slave speak.

MARTHA [roused to great indignation]. Slave! Don’t you
call me a slavey. I've bcen housemaid in some good-
class families, and even if I did do a bit of charing
when I was out of a regular job I won’t allow any
familiaritics from you, my man.

MRS MEADOWS. Martha, will you please tell us about
the ring?

MARTHA. Well, ma’am, I was desperate. I knewryou
were returning the ring to-night, so I thought—it’s now
or never.

MRs MEADOWS. Do you mean you took the ring?
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MARTHA. Ycs, ma’am. I just slipped it on my finger,
and D’ve finished my cutting out—all cxcept the side-
panels.

MRS MEADOWS [reproachfully]. Martha!

MARTHA. Oh, please forgive me, Mrs Mcadows! With
the ring on my finger I knew I’d succeed, and I did.
It acted just like magic. I thought I could put it
back before you missed it, but anyhow—here it is.

[ Takes ring from the pocket of her apron.

MUL AMHED. Al, the ring!

[Dashes towards MARTHA, who retreats behind settee.

MARTHA. Help! Keep him away!

MUL AMHED [looking from MARTHA fo KiTTY]. It’s a
trick—it’s a plot! How do I know which is the right
ring? [Knock at door L.

MUL AMHED [greatly agitated]. If this should be Rarna
where shall I hide my head, now that I have failed to
find the ring?

EDITH. I’ll see who it is. [Exit L.

MARTHA. If it’s another of thesc crazy Arabs, I do
hope she won’t lct him in.

MRs MEADOWs. Calm yourself, Martha. Now, listen,
Mul Amhed. You shall have your ring as soon as wc
can find out which ring really is yours.

[Re-enter EDITH, followed by UNCLE HARRY.

EDITH. It’s Uncle Harry.

UNCLE HARRY. Hello, every one! What’s all the
excitement about? [Noticing muL aMHED] Well, well!
It’s Mr Mul Amhed, I belicve. How are you?

MUL AMHED. Sir, if you value your safety you will
restore the ring of Aramid without delay. Rarna is on
his way here. You have heard of the terrible Rarna?

UNCLE HARRY. Yes, but I'd no idea he was in Eng-
land.
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muL AMHED. He is coming here to get the ring—but—
there arc two rings!

UNCLE HARRY [puzzled]. Two rings?

MRS MEADOWS. A most cmbarrassing mistake has
occurred. [Crossing R. to Martha] Martha, give me that
ring. [7Taking it L.c. to UNCLE HARRY] Look, this is the
ring you left with us last week, but Kitty—Miss Carlton,
you know—has another ring, which she says is the
ring of Aramid.

KITTY [coming from behind armchair]. It is the ring of
Aramid, Mrs Meadows. I’m quite sure of that, because
I’ve proved it.

UNCLE HARRY. Hello, Miss Carlton! Forgive mc,
I didn’t notice you in all the excitement. Do you mind
letting me look at your ring?

KITTY [showing, ring]. Certainly. You can look at it,
but I’m quite sure it’s the genuine ring.

UNCLE HARRY [comparing rings]. H’m! They both
look exactly alike. What makes you so sure that yours
is genuine?

kitTy. It must be. The ring of Aramid makes one
successful in any undertaking, doesn’t it? Well, until
I wore the ring I couldn’t possibly drive a car, but now
that I have it I drive without the slightest fear.

UNCLE HARRY. That’s strange. It looks as though
you have the real ring.

Joyce [D.R.]. Nonsense, Uncle! The ring I wore
brought me success with my dancing. I could never
have danced as I did on Saturday without the ring.

Jimmy. It was just the same with my exam.

EDITH. And with my speech at the debate.

MARTHA. Why, sir, your ring must be the real one.
I never have been able to trust myself with cutting out,
but when I wore that ring this afternoon I cut out the
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whole of my silk marocain dres—all, that is, except
the side-panels.

UNCLE HARRY. But they can’t both be genuine. Kitty,
where did you get your ring?

KITTY. My cousin Tom got it when he was out in the
East. He bbught it from an American gentleman.

UNCLE HARRY [greatly interested]. An American?

KITTY. Yes. You see, this man rescued an Arab in
a street brawl, and the ring was a token of gratitude.
He dared not wear it in Arabia, though, because

UNCLE HARRY. Wait 2 minute. I think I’ve heard this
story before.

jimmy. Why, Uncle, it sounds like the same man
who sold the ring to you!

UNCLE HARRY [thoughtfully]. It certainly does.

[Very loud knock off L. Every one is startled.

MRrs MEADOWS. Open the door, Martha.

MARTHA [crossing L.]. Yes, ma’am—but I do feel that
nervous.

JOYCE [going up L.C. to UNCLE HARRY]. Uncle Harry,
your ring must be the real one. Why, you even had it
examined by a professor, and he said it was genuine.

[Re-enter MARTHA greatly agitated.

MARTHA. Oh, ma’am, it’s another Arab! I couldn’t
keep him out.

MUL AMHED [alarmed]. Ah! Then the terrible Rarna
is here!

[Enter RARNA L. He is a tall, imposing man, with a
very dark complexion. Unlike MUL AMHED, e
wears the Eastern robes of Arabia.

RARNA [speaking very loudly and addressing MUL AMHED].
Se, you incompetent bungler, you are here!

MUL AMHED [salaaming]. Rarna—oh, great one, par-
don me for any mistakes I have made!
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RARNA. Mistakes! You have made nothing else but
mistakes. It is no thanks to you that the sacred ring of
Aramid is now back in our temple.

JIMMY. What?

UNCLE HARRY.}ThC ring is back?

RARNA. It was restored several days ago.

MUL AMHED. Rarna—oh, great one, I rejoice with
you! But what of these rings that are here?

RARNA. Bah! These rings are fakes—nothing but
fakes—and if you had any wits but those of an ass
you’d not have made it necessary for me to make this
journey. That rascally dog, the American, he had
great cunning, and he tricked us. He knew that the
far-famed ring of Aramid had been stolen—so he had
duplicates made—duplicates, mind you, of our treasured
ring! Oh that I had him here, to call him to account,
but by now he is in some Western city, spending his
ill-gotten gains.

MuL AMHED. How many duplicates were there, O
Rarna?

RARNA. Hundreds of them. Some were sold in
bazaars, but the scoundrelly American delighted in
making private sales to fools with more money than
brains.

UNCLE HARRY. Thanks.

RARNA. Ah, pardon, effendi! 1 would not insult you.
The American—he was a very clever rogue.

UNCLE HARRY. [’d just like to mect him again.

RARNA. Come, Mul Amhed! You have wasted
precious time. I should not have made this journey
but that I was well on my way before I realized that we
followed a false trail. You had better apologize <o
these people for the annoyance you have caused them,
and we will depart together.
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MUL AMHED [going up L. with RARNA]. I ask pardon of
you all for my unfortunate error, which has caused so
much confusion. We will trouble you no more.

[MUL AMHED and RARNA go of L.

MARTHA [up L.c.]. Well, I hope that’ll teach him not
to poke his nose into other people’s affairs again.

JiMmy [R.c.]. So the ring was only a fake after all.

EDITH [coming D.R. above settee]. And we’ve been so
gullible that we thought we had magic to help us.

JOYCE [crossing R. and silling R. of settee]. That ring
meant so much to me. It doesn’t seem possible that
it’s only a fake.

KITTY [sitting on side of armchair]. Mine’s no better.
[In a tone of great dejection] Oh, I’ll never have the nerve
to drive the car again now!

joyce. We've all had a cruel trick played on us.

UNCLE HARRY [looking round as if surprised at their dis-
appointment]. Well, aren’t you glad?

Jovce. Glad?

UNCLE HARRY. Yes, glad. You should all be dancing
and shouting “Hurrah!” instead of sitting round with
faces like fiddles!

jimmy. What on earth for? Because we’ve been
hoaxed?

UNCLE HARRY. No. Because you’ve found out your
own powers. It’s yourselves you’ve got to thank for
success, not an Arabian ring. [Crossing R.C. and shaking
JMMY by both hands] Jimmy, my lad, if you’ve passed
your exam. you’re going to take Inter. Arts next year.
Oh, yes! I know you can do it; you must simply
belitve in yourself. [Crossing r. to EDITH] Now, Edith,
yom havc a logical mind—can you tell me why people
will believe in a magic ring and refuse to believe in
themselves?
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EDITH. I don’t know, Uncle. But I do know this—
I’m glad, cver so glad, that the ring was a fake.

JjiMmy [L. of table]. By Jove, so am I! Now we all
know that we can get along without it.

JOYCE [thoughtfully]. 1 hadn’t thought of it in that
way.

UNCLE HARRY [silting L. of setlee beside jovce]. Of
course you can get along without it. Now, Joyce, you're
going to make us all very proud of you, and you’re
going to do it yoursclf—without any magic to help you.

KITTY. I'm surc she will.

UNCLE HARRY. By the way, Kitty, I want you to
drive your car back home, and then we’re all coming
over in my car to call for you.

MRS MEADOWS [up c.]. Why, Harry?

UNCLE HARRY. [ want you all to come out with me
to-night. We'll have a nice little dinner, and then we’ll
go to a theatre.

eDITH. | Oh, Uncle, what a lovely idea!

JOYCE.}That will be topping!

MRS MEADOWS [fo MARTHA]. You can have the evening
off, Martha.

MARTHA [crossing R.]. Thank you, ma’am. I’'m going
to finish cutting out those side-panels. [Exit .

KiTTy [rising]. Shall I cver have the nerve to drive
the car again?

JMmy [going up L. with xiTTY]. You will, young lady,
and I’m going to sce you do it. I know you can drive,
and, as Uncle says, if you know a thing, it’s true!

[ They go off L.
[EDITH goes up C. to MRS MEADOWS.

Jovce [aside to UNCLE HARRY]. Uncle Harry, there’s
just one thing I would like to know. When you took the
ring to the Professor did he say it was genuine?
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UNCLE HARRY [rising]. Oh, don’t let’s talk any more
about the ring.

JOYCE [rising and holding him by the arm]. Uncle, I
believe you tricked us. I believe you knew last week
that the ring was a fake, but you saw how much we all
needed a little of your own self-confidence, and so you
let us believe in the ring.

UNCLE HARRY [laughing]. My dear, what an imagina-
tive little mind you have.

JOYCE [triumphantly]. But it’s the truth, Uncle Harry—
now isn’t it? It is—I can sce it in your face. I know it!

UNCLE HARRY [very confidentially]. Ah, well, my dear,
don’t breathe a word to thc others, but, of course, if
you know it—it’s lrue!

CURTAIN



THE MECHANICAL MAN
A Farcical Comedy

CHARACTERS

Jack TEMPERLEY, an inventor

EILEEN, his wife

ADELENE PERIVALE, Mrs Temperley's
aunt

THE Hon. PercivaL

Lucy, the maid

PeGGY \ The Hon. Percival’s young

Joan nieces

Approximate time for performance, twenty-five minutes.



PROPERTIES

Small hand-bell

Screw-driver

Lorgnette

Handbag

Pamphlets

Shcet (to cover the mechanical man)

Tea-tray

Cigarctte-case and cigarettes (for Percival)

Small glass of coloured liquid, to represent whisky
(weak tea may be used)

Chopper

Board of machinery, which can be strapped on
to Percival’s back
The preparation of the board of machinery neceds
considcrable care, but can safcly be undertaken by
boys with a tastc for mechanics. The board should
be made of strong wood, so that it will not split as
Percival moves his arms.  An amusingly noisy handle

can be made with a ‘jazz rattle,” such as is used in
dance-bands.

A small clectric battery and tiny clectric-light bulbs
attached to the board will prove very effective.
Lights can then be made to appear as Jack mani-
pulates the plugs.

This apparatus can, of course, be simplificd or elabe-
rated at the discretion of the producer.



THE MECHANICAL MAN

SCENE: A room in JACK TEMPERLEY'S house.

The room 1s comfortably furnished. Door up R. Door up L.
Small table, on which is a bell p.L.c. Chairs R. and L. of
table. Setteé p.R. Armchair D.L.

At rise of curtain EILEEN is discovered silting R. of table.
There is a noise of machinery off R.

jack [off]. Look out! Hold it! Mind, stcady on
there!

EILEEN [rising and looking off R.]. Jack dcar, how are
you getting on? Do be carcful.

jack [off]. It’s all right, dcar. We’ll have it working
soon. Percy, keep hold of this oil-pipc. [ Noise.

[Lnter Lucy L.

Lucy. Beg pardon, ma’am, but shall I takc the
mastcr’s tools out of the hall, or leave them there in
casc he wants them again?

EILEEN. Oh, has hc left some of his tools in the hall?
You had better put them away, Lucy, beforc Aunt
Adclenc arrives.

Lucy. Ycs, ma’am.

EILEEN. Lucy, Mr Temperley’s invention may be
finished to-night. If he should give a demonstration
before Aunt Adelene I want you to help him in every
possible way.

Lucy. Yes, ma’am. But you don’t think he will ask
mt to hold that lever again, do you? I can still feel
the clectricity from the last time I touched it!

EILEEN. I’m surc I hopc nothing will go wrong this

85
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time. It is very important that Aunt Adclene should
be pleased with the invention.

Lucy. Yes, ma’am; but fancy trying to invent a
mechanical man! It scems against nature to me!

[Exit Lucy L.
[Noise of machinery off r.

EILEEN. Jack, what was that? Is it working?

jack [off r.]. Not yect, dear. I shall have to tighten
this nut. Where did I put the spanner? Percy, what
have you donc with the spanner? No, that’s no good.
I want the adjustable one.

PERCIVAL [off R.]. I’m awfully sorry, old boy, but
I haven’t seen it, really.

jack [off ]. Hold this, while I get another one.

[Enter jack. He is wearing overalls and appears to be
hot and lired.

JACK [calling off R.]. Mind, keep hold of it. Don’t lct
it run down again.

EILEEN. Oh, Jack, you look so hot and worried! It is
a shame that you should have to work so hard.

jack. It would be quite all right, dear, if only Percy
would use a little more care.

EILEEN. Aunt Adclene may be here at any moment,
and you know what it mcans if only wc can get the
invention to work before her.

JAck. Ycs, but remember, the thing has got to walk,
move, and work like a man. It’s no small order!

PERCIVAL [off]. I say, you know, I wish some onc
would rally round with the jolly old spanner—I can’t
hold this thing much longer.

EILEEN. Wait a moment, Jack. I'll get the spanner.
[She crosses L., then turns irresolutely towards yack.] Jacx,
dear, which is the spanncr? Is it that long thing with
thc—you know—on the end?
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JACK [laughing]. No, no, decar. I think I had better
get it mysclf. [E£xit jack L.

EILEEN [crossing R.]. Percy, it is very good of you to
help Jack like this. Can I lend a hand?

PERCIVAL [off]. No, I shouldn’t, really. It’sa beastly
messy job, you know. I’ve got this jolly old oil running
down my slecve. [Loud noise of machinery running down.]
Oh, dash!

[Enter PERCIVAL, a typical ‘dandy,’ complete with
monocle. He 15 looking very uncomfortable, and
wiping oil from his hands.

[Enter JACK L.
jack. What have you done now? Have you let the
thing run down again?

PERCIVAL. I'm awfully sorry, but I'm afraid I have.
It’s all the fault of that beastly oil. If there’s onc thing
I can’t stand it’s anything trickling down my slccve.

JACK [crossing R.]. This may mcan hours of dclay.
I shall have to work like fury to get the thing finished
now. Percy, I wouldn’t trust you to mend a child’s toy.

[Exit JACK R.

PERCIVAL [afler a few moments of uncomfortable silence]. 1
think this is where the good old family friend had
better be staggering back home, what!

EILEEN. Oh, Percy, you mustn’t desert Jack now! He
nceds you.

PERCIVAL. It didn’t sound to me as though he realized
the nced—besides, if there’s one thing I can’t stand it’s
anything trickling down my slceve.

EILEEN [going D.L. and silting in armchair]. Oh, I’'m
so worricd about to-night! Do you rcalize that Jack’s
carcer is at stake?

PERCIVAL [sitling R. of table]. No, I say, is it as serious
as that?
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eiLEEN. With Aunt Adclene’s help Jack could have
bought a partnership in that electrical-engineering firm,
but if the invention is a failure she won’t help us with a
farthing.

PERCIVAL. I'm hanged if I can understand why the
dear old lady should be so keen on a lot of screws and
gadgets. I thought her strong point was some society
for the improvement of humanity.

EILEEN. Yes, but you sec, Uncle Egbert, Aunt’s late
husband, was the well-known Professor Perivale—the
inventor, you know.

PERCIVAL. Yes, rather! I remember hearing about
the old boy.

EiLEEN. Well, for years it was uncle’s great ambition
to invent a mechanical man—a figure, you understand,
which will move about and perform the actions of a
man, but which would have no brain, no guiding power,
but that of the inventor. Well, Uncle died before the
invention was finished.

PERCIVAL. I’m not surprised, if he went about it
according to dear old Jack’s methods!

EILEEN. It was Aunt’s wish that the invention should
be finished.

PERCIVAL. By Jove, why? Does she think the
mechanical man is going to improve humanity?

EILEEN. I supposc so. Anyway, she knew that Jack
had invented a few small things, so she gave him
Uncle’s plans and asked him to finish the invention.
She said she would give him time to complete Uncle
Egbert’s idea before coming to see the results for herself.
[Rising] So now, Percy, you sce you really must stand
by Jack.

PERCIVAL [rising and crossing c.]. In any ordinary
circumstances, you know, I’d rally round the old boy
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till the dcath, but if therc’s one thing I can’t stand it’s
anything trickling—— [Enter Lucy L.

rucy. Please, ma’am, there are two little girls in the
hall who are asking for their Uncle Percy.

PERCIVAL [aside]. By Jove, those confounded kids
have arrived!

[Enter PEGGY and JoAN. They romp into the room in
an excited way.

PEGGY and joaN. Uncle Percy—here he is! Uncle
Percy, we’ve come to see the Mechanical Man.

[ The children romp round PERCIVAL.

EILEEN. Peggy, Joan, my dear children, you must not
get so excited!

PEGGY. Oh, Mrs Temperley, you will let us see it,
won’t you?

EILEEN. Sce what, darling?

joaN. The Mechanical Man. Uncle Percy said we
should see it if we were good.

PEGGY. And we have been good, Mrs Temperley. Oh,
please let us see it!

EILEEN [looking severely at‘PERcIVAL]. Do you mean to
say that you asked the children to come here to
look at Jack’s invention? Really, I think it was very
tactless of you, especially as the invention is not yet
finished.

PERCIVAL. Oh, I say—you know, I recally didn’t
think of it like that! You see—oh, dash! You two kids
have got me into another mess now.

joaN. Oh, Mrs Temperley, you don’t mind our
coming, do you?

PEGGY. It wasn’t really Uncle Percy’s fault. We
wanted him to play at cowboys and Indians the other
night—Uncle Percy makes a scrumptious Indian—but
you see, he didn’t want to play, so he promised that if
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we wouldn’t worry him he’d ask you to show us the
Mecchanical Man.

joaN. Oh, you will let us sce it, won’t you?

EILEEN. Perhaps, if you arc very good, I will—when
it’s finished. But you must not worry Uncle Percy,
because he’s very busy. [ 7o pErRcivaL] I'll just explain
to Jack that you arc going to help him. [Lxit R,

[ The children romp round PERCIVAL.

PEGGY. Uncle Percy, have you scen him walk yet?

joaN. Will he be able to play games? I'm longing to
see him.

PERCIVAL [going D.R.]. I say, you know, I think you
kids arc a jolly old nuisance—butting in at a time likc
this! I supposc this is all I get for playing with you
and doing all your homcwork, what!

JoaN. Doing our homework! Do you know that you
got us both into trouble? All thosc sums you did for
me werc wrong. You multiplied the decimals, and you
ought to have divided them.

PEGGY. Yecs, and I got onc mark out of ten for history.
The onc mark was for neatness, and I copied it out
mysclf.

PERCIVAL. No, I say—rcally! What was the trouble?

PEGGY. Didn’t you say that Nero was the man who
was always cold?

PERCIVAL. Ycs, that’s right, I belicve.

PEGGY. Well, he wasn’t.

PERCIVAL. Oh, by Jove, no—of coursc not! I say,
you know, I must have been thinking of Zero, a different
old boy altogcther. Ha, ha, ha! [Enter EILEEN.

[PERCIVAL’S laugh ends abruptly as he sees EILEEN’S
severe expression.

EILEEN. You had better go and help Jack. I’ll look
after Peggy and Joan. [Exit prrcivaL R.] [Crossing L.
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with PEGGY and JoAN] Now, children, I want you to be
as quiet as possible for a little while, because we are
all very busy. There arc some croquct things on the
lawn; how would you like to play with them until
tea-time?

PEGGY. Can’t Uncle Percy play with us? He makes
such a lovcly Indian.

EILEEN. No, dear, he’s busy. Run along, now, and
then we’ll have chocolate cakes for tea.

Jjoan. Come along then, Peggy.

[PEGGY and JOAN go off L.
[EILEEN crosses to table and rings bell.
[Enter Lucy L.

EILEEN. Lucy, the children have gone out in the
garden to play croquet. Please keep an eye on them in
casc they get into mischicf. When Aunt Adclene arrives
you can servc tca in the lounge.

Lucy. Ycs, ma’am. [Lxit Lucy L.

[Suddenly there is a terrific noise off stage r. The loud
whirring of machinery is followed by bangs, such
as might be made by the firing of a pistol.

[Enter yack, who flings himself on settee R. and covers
his face with his hands.

EILEEN. Jack, what on carth has happened? [Crossing
R.] Tell me, arc you hurt? [jack shakes his head, but
remains silent.] Is Percy hurt?

Jack [with a sudden burst of energy]. No—worse luck!
It’s the invention.

EILEEN. The invention?

JACK [his voice is almost a sob]. 1t’s ruined!

EILEEN. Jack!

jack. Take a look at it—it’s just a hcap of scrap-iron!

[EILEEN goes up R., looks off, and gives an exclamation
of dismay.
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EILEEN. But surely you can mend 1t?  [Comes D.Rr.cC.
jack. It can’t be mended. The thing isn’t possible.
It’s simply ruined. [Enter Lucy L.

Lucy. Mrs Perivale has arrived, ma’am.

EILEEN [in a frenzy of alarm]. Aunt Adelene! Keep
her in the hall a moment, Lucy. [Exit Lucy L.] Jack,
we must do something. [Enter PERCIVAL R.

PERCIVAL [coming D.R.C.] I say, I’m most awfully sorry.

EILEEN [f0 jack]. What am I to tell her? Am I to
say that we have failed?

[ There is a moment of tense silence, then a desperate
tdea occurs to JACK.

JACK [rising dramatically]. No! Don’t tell her anything.
[Crossing R.c. fo PERCY and seizing him by the arm]
Percy, you have got us into this mess, and you are going
to get us out again.

PERCIVAL. By Jove, I say, you know

JACK |[pulling PERCIVAL towards door R. and turning
dramatically towards EILEEN]. Courage, girlie, we're going
to win through yet!

PERCIVAL [imitating JACK’s heroic manner]. By Jove,
rather! Remember Nelson, and all that sort of thing.

[jack drags PERCIVAL off R.
[EILEEN closes door R. and comes D.C., haslily tidying
her hair.
[ Enter AUNT ADELENE L. She is middle-aged, smarily
dressed, and has an air of importance.

EILEEN. Aunt Adclene—so here you are at last!

AUNT ADELENE [coming D.rR.C.]. Eileen, my decar, how
are you? [They embrace.] 1 have been looking forward
to sceing you again. How is Jack?

EILEEN. Jack is very well, thank you, Auntie. You ate
looking wonderfully well.

AUNT ADELENE. Yes, my health has becn much better
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lately; but now tell me—what about the invention?
Has my dear Egbert’s ambition been fulfilled?

EILEEN [nervously]. Oh—er—Jack will be here in a
moment. He will tell you all about the invention. You
must be tired after your journey. I'm sure you would
like to come upstairs and take off your hat.

AUNT ADELENE. It takes more than a little journey to
tire me nowadays. My old tiredness and my headaches
seem to have left me, for, Eileen, I have found a new
interest in life.

EILEEN. You mean the Society for the Improvement
of Humanity?

AUNT ADELENE. Yecs, Eileen. This noble cause has
given me a great zest in life, for I have worked—I have
attended meetings—I have spoken from the platform.
[Sitting L. of table] Let me show you some of my
pamphlets. [Opens bag and produces pamphlets.

EILEEN [sitting R. of table and glancing at pamphlets]. They
look wonderfully interesting.

AUNT ADELENE. That is because.l have the cause of
the people at heart. I long to sce the dawn of a new
age, when there shall be no more toil and poverty, and,
Eileen, I believe that the invention—the Mechanical
Man—will do much to bring about this great change.

EILEEN. Do you really think so?

AUNT ADELENE. Can’t you sce that such an invention
will lighten the burdens of the people? It will make
half their toil unnecessary.

EiLEEN. I hadn’t thought about it in that way, but,
of course, I see what you mean.

AUNT ADELENE. Did I not realize that it is for the good
of coming generations I should not be so anxious for the
fulfilment of dear Egbert’s plans, but, as it is, I can
scarcely wait a moment to see the invention for myself
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[Rising] Eileen, please take me to it. I want to see
the invention now.

[EILEEN crosses nervously towards door R,

[Enter PEGGY and JOAN,

JOAN [coming p.L.]. Oh, Mrs Temperley, we are tired
of playing croquet. Please may we see the Mechanical
Man now?

AUNT ADELENE [looking at them through lorgnette]. Why,
surely these arc the Honourable Percival’s little nieces.
Well, well! I should hardly have known them, they
have grown so much since last we met. [ 7o children] Is
your Uncle Percival here?

PEGGY. Yes, Uncle Percy is here, and we want him
to play at cowboys and Indians, but he doesn’t want
to—so he’s going to show us the Mechanical Man.

AUNT ADELENE. So you have come to see the inven-
tion? Well, well! It does me good to see children so
interested in the progress of science.

PEGGY. Oh, Joan, I wonder if we shall be able to
make him do a step-dance!

[ENTER JACK R. He has removed the overalls.

JACK [coming D.c.]. Hello, Aunt Adelene!

AUNT ADELENE [crossing C. and clasping jack by both
hands]. Jack! How arc you?

JAck. I am very well, thanks. How are you?

AUNT ADELENE. My health is good, but I am getting
over-excited. Tell me at once—what about the inven-
tion? Is it a success?

Jjack. It’s a wonderful success!

AUNT ADELENE. Jack, my dear boy! Then Egbert’s
dreams were not in vain. It is really a success? Vou
have made it move, walk, and work just like 2 man?

jack. I have. Indeed, Aunt Adelene, I surprised
myself. Believe me, until a very short time ago I had
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no idea how much this piece of mechanism would
resemble a man!

joaN. Oh, Mr Temperley, please let.us see it! Uncle
Percy said you would.

PEGGY. Where is Uncle Percy?

Jack. I'm sorry to say that Percy met with a slight
accident, and has gone home.

EILEEN [R.C.]. Oh, nothing serious, I hope?

jack. No, nothing serious. Something—er—trickled
down his slecve, and he decided to go home.

PEGGY. I don’t believe he is really hurt. He has
gone home in case we wanted him to play at cowboys
and Indians.

AUNT ADELENE. But the invention! Jack, I must see
it for myself.

jack. One moment, and you shall. I will bring it in
here and give you a little demonstration. [Ex:f JACcK R.

joaN. Oh, at last we are going to see the Mechanical
Man!

PEGGY. Oh, I do hope we can make him do a step-
dance! Here it comes—Ilook, here it comes!

[Re-enter yJacKk R., carrying a draped figure, as one
would a tailor’s dummy. The children romp
Joyously round him.

PEGGY. O, doesn’t it look funny!

JACK [standing figure p.c.]. And now to remove the
covers. [Enter LuCy L., carrying small tea-tray.

Lucy. Tea is served in the lounge, ma’am.

AUNT ADELENE. Before we go to tea please take off
the covers. [Dramatically] 1 want to see this triumph of
modern invention.

jack. Come, then—behold!

[He removes covers and. displays the HON. PERCIVAL
standing in an absurdly rigid atlitude. His face is
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painted chalk white, except for a small round patch
of red on either cheek. A board, to which a handle
and levers are fastened, is strapped to his back,
and there 1s an expressionless stare on his face. In
her surprise vucy drops the tray, and gapes at
the figure. There is a moment’s lense silence, then
the children shout in chorus:

PEGGY and JOAN. Why, it’s Uncle Percy!

AUNT ADELENE [R. of PERCY]. It’s wonderful, it’s mar-
vellous. [Examines figure through her lorgnette.] The features
certainly bear a strong rcsemblance to thosc of the
Honourable Percival.

jack [p.R.]. Yes—you see—dear old Percy happencd
to be about at the time, and so I—well—I modelled the
figure according to his appearance.

AUNT ADELENE. It’s wonderful. Jack, I believe,
besides your inventive genius, you have a gift ror
sculpture. One could almost believe the figure to be
alive. [Prods PERCIVAL.

jack. Yes, Aunt, but I shouldn’t touch it if I were
you. You might happen to touch an electric wirc.

AUNT ADELENE. I should very much like to sec the
figurc in motion. ,

jack. Well, first of all, I have to adjust it—so. [He
turns PERCIVAL round, so as lo display the board of machinery,
wires, electric swilches, a handle, etc.] Now I wind it up.
[Winds.] If I put this plug in here it causes the armsto
move.

[JAck manipulates machinery, and PERCIVAL performs
eccenlric movements.

PEGGY. Oh, please make it do a step-dance!

jack. By means of this plug I cause the legs to move'—
SO. [PERCIVAL performs eccentric leg movements.

AUNT ADELENE. And do the cyes move?
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JACK [turning PERCIVAL so that he faces audience]. Oh
yes, Aunt. That is quitc simple.

[He moves a switch and PERCIVAL rolls his eyes.

AUNT ADELENE. How wonderful! Can you get com-

bined movement?

JAcK. Quitc casily, Aunt. I simply put in all the
plugs—so, and move this switch.

[PERCIVAL walks forward, moving his arms and legs as

stiffly as possible.
JACK [ following him]. When I wish it to return I just
use the reversing lever—so. [Business ad lib.

AUNT ADELENE. It is wonderful! Just think how this
is going to advance humanity! And, although the figure
can move and act like a man, it is quite without brain-
power?

JACK [with enthusiasm]. Oh, absolutely! I can assure
you of that. There is not the least brain-power in
what represents the head.

AUNT ADELENE. Of course not. The figure is just like
that of a man, but the vacant stare of the eyes shows
that it has no glimmering of intelligence.

EILEEN. Come, Auntie, I am sure you would like to
have a wash before tea. You can sec the invention again
afterwards.

AUNT ADELENE [crossing L.]. It is simply wonderful.
Wouldn’t dear Egbert have been pleased?

[EILEEN and AUNT ADELENE go off L.

Jjack. Come along, kiddies, let’s go and have some
tea. [jAck, PEGGY, and JOAN go off L.

[PERCIVAL relaxes his position, with an air of great
relief. Re-enter PEGGY and JOAN L. PERCIVAL
quickly resumes rigid attitude.

JOAN [crossing c.]. I simply must have another peep
at it.
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PEGGY. | wish we could find the button to make it
dance. Lct’s wind it up. Oh, it is hard to turn the
handlc! [ They wind.

joaN. Try this lever. [Business ad lib.

[ The children make PERCIVAL perform eccentric move-
ments, while they shout with delight.

PEGGY. What do you think it is made of, Joan?

joan. Iron, I supposc.

PEGCY. It docsn’t look quite hard enough for iron.
Let’s test it and find out. [Crosses to table and finds pin.)
Look, I've found a long scarf-pin. I’ll stick it in and
see how far it gocs. [Gestures of discomfort from PERCIVAL.

PEGGY. Onc—two—three.

[PEGGY s about to stab with pin.
[Enter EILEEN

EILEEN [L.]. Children, what are you doing? You must
not touch the invention.

PEGGY. We were trying to make it do a step-dance.

EILEEN. Run along to the lounge. There are some
chocolate cakes waiting for you

joaN. Comec along, Peggy. [PEGGY and JOAN go off L.

ciLEEN. O, that was a narrow escape!

[PERCIVAL relaxes his rigid position.

PERCIVAL. I say, you know, I'm getting frightful
cramp, standing hcre like a jolly old what’s-its-namec.
I’'m simply dying for a cigarctte. [Lights cigarelte.

EILEEN. I think it is heroic of you to stand by Jack
like this. We shall ncver forget the way you have
helped us.

PERCIVAL. Yes, that’s all very well, you know, but
how am I going to gct out of the mess? Can’t I just—
pop off home or something?

EILEEN. No, no. That would spoil cverything. After
tea Auntie wants to sec you walk and work.
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PERCIVAL. Work! I say, yau know, that’s jolly well
spoilt the scheme.

EILEEN. Oh, but I know you won’t back out of it
now! [Looking off L.] Look out, she’s coming!

[PERCIVAL regains position. EILEEN lakes cigarette and
hastily puts it out.
[Enter AUNT ADELENE.

AUNT ADELENE. Ah, I had to come back to have
another look!

EILEEN [faking AUNT ADELENE’S arm]. Comec along to
tea first, Auntic dear. [EILEEN and AUNT ADELENE go off L.

[ Enter Lucy L.

Lucy. Sir, can I do anything to help you?

PERCIVAL [relaxing position]. Thank you, Lucy. You
are the first person to be quite sure that I am a human
being instead of a jolly old what’s-its-name. But I know
we can trust you, Lucy.

rucy. Would you like me to get you a cup of tea, sir?

PERCIVAL. Tea! Thanks awfully, but it’s the wrong
beverage. After standing here like this I feel as though
I could do with a drop of something to nerve the heart
and brace the sincws.

Lucy. Do you mcan you want some whisky, sir?

pERCIVAL. Well, you know, that was the idca that had
just popped into the old brain department. Lucy, if
you could get me just a little drop without too much
soda-water.

rucy. I’ll do my best, sir.

PERCIVAL. Thanks awfully. [Exit Lucy L.

[PERCIVAL walks to and fro, stretching his arms and legs.
[Re-enter Lucy with whisky.

PERCIVAL [laking glass]. Lucy, you’re just like the jolly
old family rctainer in the novels—knows all the family
secrets and that sort of thing.
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rucy [looking off L.]. Look out, sir, she’s coming!
[PERCIVAL gulps, nearly chokes, and resumes his position.
[Lucy takes glass.
[Enter AUNT ADELENE L,
AUNT ADELENE. I’m sure I left my lorgnette in here,
Lucy, have you seen my [Sniffs.] There is a strange
smell in here. What is it that you are trying to conceal?
Lucy [going up r.]. It’s nothing, ma’am—I——
AUNT ADELENE [following her and taking glass]. This—
why—this is whisky!
rucy. Oh, please, ma’am, I—I
AUNT ADELENE [looking accusingly at rucy]. Is it
possible? One so young!
rucy. Oh, please, ma’am, don’t think that I drink,
[— [Cries.
AUNT ADELENE [coming D.L.C. and placing glass on table].
Child, child, is it possible that you have some secret
sorrow that has led to this terrible state of affairs?
[Going up Rr. to Lucy and bringing her down to settee] Tell
me, are you unhappy? You see, I take a great interest
in the welfare of the young. [Lucy sits R. and AUNT
ADELENE L. of settee.] Now tell me about your life. I hear
that you arc engaged to be married. Is it possible that
your love affairs have led to this unhappiness?
Lucy. Oh, no, ma’am! I’'m ever so fond of Bob.
AUNT ADELENE. And this young man—er—Bob—does
he ever come here to see you?
Lucy. No, ma’am, not since the day he was rude to
Mr Temperley.
AUNT ADELENE. Ah! So your young man has offended
Mr Temperley! Now tell me the cause of the trouble.
Lucy. Oh—it was nothing, ma’am! He only said he
didn’t like the invention.
AUNT ADELENE. What! You mean to say that this
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misguided young man actually passed rude remarks
about that wonderful picce of mechanism!

rucy. He hadn’t seen it, ma’am—he’d only heard
about it; but you see—he’s a plumber, and—well,
ma’am, Bob’s a trade union man.

AUNT ADELENE. This Bob belongs to a trade union.
But why should he dislike the invention?

Lucy. He only told Mr Temperley that he didn’t
think all this modern machinery ever docs much good
for the workers.

AUNT ADELENE. Not much good for the workers! But,
child, this is to be for the workers; it is to lighten the
burdens of humanity, and to lead us on the great road
of progress.

rucy. I know, ma’am. But you see—Bob’s a trade
union man. He says that all this machinery means
unemployment and lower wages.

AUNT ADELENE [rising afler pause]. Unemployment!
Lower wages! Is it possible? Can this invention, which
I thought would bc a blessing, prove, indced, nothing
but a curse? Oh, child, can this terrible discovery
have been sent to open my cyes? I seem to realize for
the first time what this monster will do for the future.
Your Bob is right. To a few it may mcan a fortunc,
but to thc masses it will mean unemployment and
misery. To think that I, who have championed the cause
of the workers, should so ncarly have brought about
their downfall! But I am thankful that my eyes have
been opened in time. This monster shall never be given
to the world. I—Adelene Perivale—will prevent it.
Child, fetch me the chopper.

[Gestures of alarm from PERCIVAL.

Lucy [rising]. Oh, no, ma’am, you wouldn’t do that!
I didn’t mean it, really. Bob was all wrong, ma’am.
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AUNT ADELENE. On the contrary, Bob was right.
With my own hands I will destroy this monster. This
is no time for words; it is time for action. Go—fetch
the chopper. [Exit Lucy L.

AUNT ADELENE [crossing to PERCIVAL]. It seems as
though I can see the cruelty in that wicked, inhuman
face. Oh, Egbert, Egbert, what a terrible mistake we
made! But I am thankful that I have found it out in
time. [Re-enter LucY with chopper.

AUNT ADELENE. Child, you may tell your swectheart
that he need have no more fears about the future. I am
going to destroy this monster. [Raises chopper.

Lucy. Oh, please, ma’am, don’t do it in here! Think
of the carpet.

AUNT ADELENE [raising chopper]. In the cause of
humanity I strike this blow.

[Enter JACK and EILEEN L.

EILEEN. Why, Auntie, whatever are you doing?

JACK [crossing €.]. Oh, I say, Aunt, steady on with
that chopper!

AUNT ADELENE. My boy, we have all been making a
terrible mistake. But at last my eyes have becn opencd.
This vile piece of mechanism must never be given to the
world. I thought that it would be a blessing, but I
know now that it would mean unemployment and
starvation for vast numbers of pcople. This poor girl
has made mec rcalize our mistake. I found her here so
worried by the possible cffect of this invention on the
life of her sweetheart that she actually sought forgetful-
ness in drink!

EILEEN. Lucy drinking! Oh, I can’t believe it!

Lucy [D.R.]. Oh, ma’am, I didn’t mean it! You
know I wouldn’t say a word against the invention for
the world. [Sobs.
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AUNT ADELENE. There, there, my poor girl! You
have been this monster’s first victim, but you shall be
the last. Jack, I am going to ask you to makc a great
sacrifice. For the sake of future generations you must
destroy that invention; it must never be given to the
world.

JACK [bewildered]. Aunt, I wonder if you realize what
this mcans to me?

AUNT ADELENE. I know that it means a sacrifice, but
if this hideous machinc is given to the world think what
suffering it may causc. What may it not do to future
generations, when it has driven this poor child to
drink?

Lucy [with renewed sobs]. Oh, please, ma’am, I didn’t!

AUNT ADELENE. I, Adelene Perivale, will prevent this
misery. You must let me destroy the monster, and you
ntust promise never again to make such a machine.
I know that it means a sacrifice, but if you will only
do as I ask you will not find me ungrateful. I shall not
sparc my money nor my influence to help you with
your carcer if you will only do this one thing for
humanity.

EILEEN [crossing L.C. fo JACK and speaking in a mock-
heroic tone]. Jack, Aunt Adelene is right. I realize the
truth of her words, and, dear, we must not hesitate to
do our duty.

[Winks and secret signs of delight pass between EILEEN
and JACK.

EILEEN [fo AUNT ADELENE]. Auntic, you have asked
Jack to make a great sacrifice, but I know that he will
net hesitate to do as you wish. My Jack is too generous
and too noble to inflict that terrible thing upon the
future.

JACK [with mock-heroics]. Enough! The deed shall be
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done. I will destroy the plans of the invention, and you
may do as you pleasc with that.

[Indicating PERCIVAL, who, unseen by AUNT ADELENE,
is making violent gestures of protest.

[Jack and EILEEN are sp relieved to have found a way
out of their difficulties that they do not notice
PERCIVAL’S danger, until AUNT ADELENE sud-
denly lifts the chopper.

AUNT ADELENE [in a loud, emphatic tone]. Then

[PERCIVAL almost screams, but is clutched and restrained
in the nick of time by Jack. Meanwhile EXLEEN
steps between AUNT ADELENE and PERCIVAL and
seizes the chopper in time to prevent its fall.

EILEEN. But not now, Auntie dear. It might be
dangerous. Leave it to Jack. He will destroy the
invention. [Giving chopper to Lucy] Put this in the shed,
Lucy.

jack. Yes, leave the monster to me. See, I will let
it run down, and I promise you that never again shall
I wind it. [Business with machinery; gestures, etc., from
PERCIVAL.] See, it is running down-—down—down.

EILEEN. And so, in the causc of humanity, farewcll
to the Mechanical Man.

[On the word “ Man” PERCIVAL allows himself to
collapse, and is caught by JACK.

QUICK CURTAIN
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THE THOUGHT MACHINE

SCENE: A room in MRs JONES’ boarding-house.

The furniture is well worn and of an old-fashioned type. Door
up L. Door up rR. Table (partly laid for dinner) up
R.C. Chairs arranged round table. Settee p.L. Arm-
chair D.R.

At rise of curtain MRS JONES and GLADYs are discovered up
R.C. laying table.

MRS JONES [above table]. Hurry up with them knives,
Gladys. They’ll all be in for dinner in a minute.

cLapys. The potatoes won’t be done for another
twenty minutes, Ma.

MRs JoNES. I know; but so long as the table’s laid
there won’t be no grumbling. You never saw such a
look as that as Mr Lancroft gave me last night because
he had to wait five minutes for his food. Lor’! you’d
think some of them was paying me five quid a week,
they’re that particular.

GLAaDpys. It’s a good job they’re not all as fussy as
Mr Lancroft. Why, Mr Barlow, up on the top floor,
never seems to carec when he gets his meals.

MRs JONES. Oh, as to him, he’s clean off his block.
Why, only this morning he actually told me he was
trying to invent a thought machine—a machine for
reading people’s thoughts, if you please! But there,
you know what these inventors are; they’re all a bit
funny in their heads. It stands to reason, if they’re so
clever with wires and gadgets they must make it up on
something else.

107
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GLADYS. You never know, he might invent a machine
for reading thoughts. After all, his patcnt onion-peeler
was a great success.

MRS JONES. Yes, but he never made no money out of
it. Why, Mr Lancroft makes more money in a week
than Ted Barlow makes in six months. Of course,
Mr Lancroft works very hard at his job. It’s not all
money being a Press photographer, especially when
you’ve got to work late at night. Miss Spriggs tells
me Mr Lancroft didn’t come in till half-past one this
morning. The sound of his car woke her up

GLADYS. Isn’t he lucky to have such a nice car! I
suppose he must make an awful lot of money. Do you
know what paper he works for?

MRs JONES. I think he’s one of those there ‘free-lance’
photographers. That means he just works for any paper
that will buy his stuff.

GLADYS [thoughtfully]. Ever since he came here Millie
won’t have anything to do with Bob Dennis.

MRs JoNES. That’s none of your business, young lady.
Millie’s old enough to choose her own friends.

cLADYs. I feel a bit sorry for Bob, though. You know,
Ma, I think he’s awfully fond of Millie, and she likes
him, only of course he’s got no car, and

MRS JONES [surveying table]. Aren’t you going to set a
knife and fork for Miss Spriggs?

GLADYS [laying knife and fork]. Oh, well, it doesn’t
matter much! She’s a vegetarian, anyway, so a spoon
will do for her. [Thoughtfully] 1 saw a film the other
night, Ma, and it made me think of Millie. It was
called Love or Money, and

MRs JONES. I think you’d better have a look at them
potatoes, Gladys. They may be boiling over.

cLADYS. All right, Ma. [Exit R.
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[Enter MILLIE L. She is a pretly girl, neatly dressed in
the black or dark brown uniform of a West End
shop assistant. She is obviously tired and very glad
to be home.

MmiLLIE. Hello, Mother! Is dinner ready? I’m simply
starving.

MRs Jones. Hello, Millie! You’re a bit late to-night.

MILLIE [pulling off her hat, coming D.L., and sitting L. of
settee]. Yes. There are some customers whose faces
I’d love to smack! One of them came into the shop at
five to seven this evening to choose a pair of shoes.
It was nearly twenty past seven when she decided that
we had nothing to suit her!

[Enter BOB DENNIS L. He is carrying a newspaper.

BoB. Good evening, Mrs Jones. [Coming p.L.] Hello,
Millie, what’s up? You look a bit tired.

MILLIE. Try serving some of our customers and you’ll
be tired.

BOB [above settee]. H'm! I’m afraid I'd soon get the
sack. [Offering paper to miLLIE] Have you seen the
eveningpaper? There are more pictures of the fireworks
display in Hyde Park last night, and an account of
another cat-burglary sensation in Kensington. Those
are the main items of interest.

MILLIE [glancing at paper]. What gorgeous pictures of
the fireworks! I wonder if Mr Lancroft took any of them.

BoB. It’s a pity he didn’t get a picture of the cat-
burglar. That would have been far more interesting.

MRS JoNES. Do you think it’s the same chap that’s
been doing all these burglaries?

BOB. I expect there’s a gang of them. But what beats
me is how they manage to hide the stuff after they’ve
stolen it. They got away with some pretty valuable
jewellery this time.
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MRs JONES. There, now! You know, I was only saying
to Gladys the other day it don’t do to leave nothing
lying about nowadays. You never know who’s going
to help themsclves to it, and that’s a fact you don’t.
Why, I couldn’t even leave them cold potatoes on the
kitchcn table yesterday but what somebody must go
and finish them up!

MILLIE [rising and going up L.]. I'm going to change
my dress. I shan’t be long, Mother.

BoB. I say, how about coming to the pictures this
cvening?

MILLIE, I’m sorry, Bob, but Mr Lancroft has booked
scats for the theatre.

BOB. Oh, I see! [MILLIE goes off L.
[BoB sits on R. arm of settee and appears deep in
thought.

[Enter GLADYS R.
cLADYS. The potatoes arc done, Ma. Shall I dish
them up? Hello, Mr Dennis!

MRS JoNEs. I’ll dish up the dinner. You’d better go
and find young Albert. Tell him to come in at once.
His dinner’s rcady.

GLADYS [going up c.] All right, Ma.

[MRs JONEs goes off R.

GLADYS [coming D.L.C.]. What’s up, Mr Dennis? You
look a bit upsct.

BoB. Oh, 1t’s nothing, Gladys!

GLADYS [very confidentially]. Are you worrying about
Millic? Won’t she go to the pictures with you any more?

BoB. I don’t think Millic’s as fond of pictures as she
used to be.

GLADYS [hopefully]. I'm fond of the pictures, Mr Dennés.
You can take me instead of Millie if you like.

BOB [laughing]. That’s awfully kind of you, Gladys,
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but I don’t feel like the pictures now. I'll pay for you
and Albert to go if you like.

cLAaDpYSs. Thanks awfully, Mr Dennis. I wish you’d
scen the film I saw the other night. It was called Love
or Money, and it was good, rcally.

[Enter Miss SPRIGGS L. She is a very affected lady—by
no means young, but dressed in the eccentric fashion
sometimes adopted by artists.

MISS SPRIGGS [coming D.C. and speaking very gushingly].
Good evening, Gladys. Ah, good evening, Mr Dennis!

BoB [rising]. Hello, Miss Spriggs!

MISS SPRIGGS [crossing L. and sitting L. of settee]. Oh, I
feel quite exhausted!

Bos. Why? Have you been doing a bit of shopping?

miss sPRIGGS. Yes and no. I tried to purchase a book
on my way home this evening, but the girl in the shop
was quite rude because I kept her a little after seven.
Young people to-day have no sense of social scrvice.

GLADYS [crossing L.]. I'll go and find Albert. [Exif L.

BOB [going D.R. and sitting in armchair]. Why didn’t you
do your shopping a bit earlicr? You’rc one of those
lucky people with all day to themselves.

Miss SPRIGGS. Ah, that’s where you’re wrong. I have
so many calls on my time. To-day I attended a lecture
on “Psychic Poctry and its Influence on the Soul.”
Oh, you can’t imaginc how it stirred me to the
depths!

MRS JONES [off R.]. Gladys, will you come and stir this
gravy for a minute.

BOB [calling off R.]. Gladys has gone out to find young
Albert.

MRs JONES [off R.]. All right, Mr Dennis. Dinner
won’t be long now.

MIsS SPRIGGS [with a slight shudder]. Dinner! You know,
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Mr Dennis, there arc times when the mere thought of
food seems quite revolting.

BoB. I felt like that once—on a Channel steamer!

miss SPRIGGS. Al, you joke, but if you were to hear
one of Professor Fortfork’s lectures you would be
enthralled. Something within you would awake,
and—

MRS JONES [entering R. with a large dish of potatoes]. Here’s
the potatoes, so that’s something to go on with. Oh,
good evening, Miss Spriggs! How have you been
enjoying yourself all day?

miss sPRIGGS. The study of psychic poetry can hardly
be classed as mere commonplace enjoyment. I have
just been trying to persuade Mr Dennis to come to one
of the Professor’s lectures. There is something about
them that puts one, as it were, in tune with the universe.
They give one a sense of pcace——

GLADYS [entering L. and speaking somewhat breathlessly].
Albert won’t be a minute, Ma. He’s coming as soon
as he’s punched Georgie Scrubbs for throwing his cap
over the fence.

MRS JONES [R. of table]. D’you mean that he’s fighting
again? If cver there was an uncivilized, good-for-
nothing boy it’s Albert. He never goes out now but
what he’s fighting. What’s going to become of him
later on is thc worry of my life. [Going to door R.]
Come on, Gladys, and help me bring in the rest of
the dinner.

GLADYS [going off R. with Mrs Jongs]. All right, Ma.

MR BARLOW [off L.]. I’ve gotit! I’ve got it!

Miss sPRIGGS. Why, whatcver was that?

BoB. It sounded like Mr Barlow shouting out that
he’d got it! I suppose he’s just finished another
invention.



THE THOUGHT MACHINE 113

Mmiss sPriGGs. Oh, is that all? His inventions are
always such sordidly practical things.

[Enter MR BARLOW L., carrying his invention. It has
the appearance of a wireless crystal set to which
two pairs of headphones have been attached.

MR BARLOW [almost dancing in his intense excitement]. I’ve
got it! It works! It works! [Looking about the room)
Where’s Mrs Jones? [As MRS JONES enfers R., carrying a
large dish of greens, followed by GLADYS with the gravy] Mrs
Jones, I’ve got it! It works!

MRS JONES [ placing dish on table]. Really, Mr Barlow,
you nearly made me drop them greens. What on éarth
are you so excited about?

MR BARLOW. I’ve invented a thought machine!

[Enter MR LANCROFT L. He is very smartly dressed,
and has a slightly condescending manner towards
the other boarders.

MR LANCROFT. Good evening, everybody. What’s all
the excitement about?

MRS JONES. Mr Barlow has just finished another
invention.

MR LANCROFT. Splendid! Congratulations, Barlow.
What have you invented this time?

MR BARLOW [ placing invention on L. of table]. A thought
machine.

MR LANCROFT. A what?

MR BARLOW. A thought machine—that’s what I’'m
going to call it. It’s a machine for transmitting thought.

MISs SPRIGGS [rising and crossing c.]. Oh, Mr Barlow,
how perfectly marvellous! Ever since I met you I've
beent doing you an injustice. I thought your inventions
wese concerned only with sordid, trivial things—such
as the preparing of food—but this is different. A thought

machine! Why, it will revolutionize psychic science!
H
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BOB [rising and going to table]. How does it work?

MR BARLOW. It is on the principle of wireless
telegraphy. You see, it has been discovered that the
process of thought produces waves on the cther, similar
to those produccd by sound, only much harder to
detcct. By means of this instrument I am able to
transform thought-waves into sound-waves, so that I am
able to read any person’s thoughts as easily as though
they were whispered in my ear.

MRS JONES [above table]. It don’t seem possible.

MR LANCROFT [sitting L. of settee]. I’m afraid, Barlow,
old chap, you’ve been working too hard. What you
need is a good long holiday.

MR BARLOW. No doubt people said much the same
when wireless telegraphy was first thought of, but in a
short time my invention will be in the hands of scientific
experts, who will realize its value. All I need to do
now is to make one or two practical experiments, so as
to correct any imperfections there may be in this
instrument. [Placing chair L. of table] 1 want one or two
of you to allow me to make experimental readings of
your thoughts. Mrs Jones, perhaps you will be so good
as to assist me?

MRS JONES [emphatically]. Not me, Mr Barlow. I don’t
hold with that kind of thing. Besides, I might think
something rude about somebody.

MR BARLOW. Then perhaps Miss Spriggs will help
me?

Mi1ss sPrIGGs. Well! H’m! At the moment I hardly
feel that my thoughts are attuned to such an experiment.
[Going D.R. and sitting in armchair] Surely dcep cons
centration is needed; one’s surroundings should be such
that one can think without distraction.

[Enter ALBERT L. He is about nine years old, vep
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much dishevelled, and bears unmistakable traces of
a recent fight.

ALBERT. Hello, Ma! Is dinner rcady?

GLADYS [R. of table]. Herc’s Albert. He won’t mind
having his thoughts rcad.

MRS JONES [very severely]. Albert, I told you to come in
ten minutes ago; and what d’you mean by coming in
with your face in that state!

ALBERT. That ain’t nothing, Ma. You ought to see
Georgie Scrubbs’s face!

MRS JONES. You're a disgrace to your family, Albert,
that’s what you are; and some day if you go on this
way you’ll come to a bad end. Now just you sit down
and let Mr Barlow read your thoughts. I expect they’re
most of them bad ones.

ALBERT [looking suspiciously about him]. What d’yer
mean, read me thoughts?

MRS JONES [advancing towards ALBERT, who backs away
JSrom her]. You sit down, Albert.

ALBERT. What for?

MR BARLOW. It’s quite all right, Albert. It won’t
hurt you.

ALBERT. I know. That’s what Ma told me when she
took me to the dentist!

MRS JOoNEs. I never in all my life knew such an
aggravating boy.

MR BARLOW. Come along, Albert. All I want you
to do is to put on these headphones, just as though you
were going to listen-in.

BOB [sitting below table]. Go on, Albert, and I’ll pay
for you to go to the pictures this evening.

ALBERT ([sifting in chair L. of table and allowing MR
BARLOW {0 adjust headphones]. All right, mister. Go on,
then. There’s a piece at the Electric I want to see.
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It’s called The Frozen Dragon, and there’s a picture
outside of a

MR BARLOW [putling on the other headphones himself].
Plcasc don’t talk, Albert, or I can’t read your thoughts.
I want you to concentrate.

ALBERT [puzzled]. What’s that mean?

MRrs JoNEs [c.]. It mcans he wants you to shut up.
I never knew a boy with so much to say, that’s a fact,
I never did. Really, I can’t think who he takes after.
His poor father was always such a quiet man

MR BARLOW. Please, Mrs Jones. I must have silence.
[Silence for a few moments, during which MR BARLOW adjusts
his instrument as one would a wireless set.] I’m trying to get
his wave-length.

Mrs Jones. I don’t believe Albert’s got a wave-
length.

MR BARLOW. Sh! I can hear his thoughts perfectly
now. Hc is wondering how long he’ll have to wait for
his dinner.

ALBERT [amazed]. Crikey, mister! How on carth did
you know that?

MR BARLOW. Sh! I can hear your thoughts clcarly.
You are still thinking of dinner.

GLADYS [sceptically]. Well, that doesn’t prove any-
thing. Albert’s always thinking about food.

MR BARLOW [with growing excitement]. Sh! My thought
machinc cannot fail. Now he is thinking of the pictures,
and wondcring if Mr Dennis will give him cnough
moncy to buy bull’s-cyes to take with him.

ALBERT [utterly bewildered]. Crumbs, mister! How on
earth d’you do it? ]

MR BARLOW. Now he is thinking only of this expéri-
ment. Wait! Now he is remembering something about
a door-knocker. This part’s not so clear—he is thinking
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about knocking and running away. I don’t quitc know
why, but——

ALBERT [hastily removing headphones]. Thanks, mister,
but that’ll be quite enough.

MRS JONES. Oh, so that’s it! You’re onc of the young
ruffians who’ve been going up and down this road
knocking at pcople’s doors. Of all the good-for-nothing
boys, Albert, you’re about the worst.

cLADYS. I’'m not convinced about this thought
machine. I’ll bet you can’t read my thoughts, Mr
Barlow.

MR BARLOW. I shall be only too pleased to try.

GLADYS [sitting in chair L. of table]. Go on, then.

MR BARLOW [placing headphones on GLADYs and altering
wave-length]. Now just concentrate for a moment. Ah,
you are thinking that I’m clean off my onion!

GLADYS [hastily removing headphones]. Oh, Mr Barlow!
No, rcally, I wasn’t thinking anything likc that.

MR BARLOW. That was an cxact interpretation of your
thoughts.

MRs JoNEs. Gladys, I’m surprised at you, you rude
girl. Now just you apologize.

MR BARLOW. No, please. That’s not necessary. Pcople
can’t help their thoughts.

MRS JoNES. Oh, well, I think there’s times when they
should!

MR BARLOw. Come, Mrs Jones, won’t you bc the
next to oblige me?

MRS JONES [nervously]. Well, really, I—

GLADYS. | Go on, Ma! Be a sport.

BOB. Go on, Mrs Jones!

MRS JONES [silling L. of table and putling on headphones].
Oh, well, I suppose it’s in the interests of science; but
mind, if I say stop you’ll know I’m thinking somcthing
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about somebody that I don’t want them to know, and
you’re to stop at once.

MR BARLOW [adjusting wave-length]. Certainly, Mrs
Jones. I quite understand. Now concentrate. Ah, you
arc thinking what a handsome, charming, altogether
delightful boy Albert is—how superior to all other boys
of his age. [ALBERT s gaping in open-mouthed astonishment.]
Now you are thinking of his fight with Georgie Scrubbs
this afternoon, and how much you hope he gave that
stuck-up kid what he deserved. You never did like
Mrs Scrubbs, anyway.

MRs JONESs. Stop, Mr Barlow, I told you not to say
anything personal.

ALBERT [beaming]. Isay, Ma, were you really thinking
all those things about me?

MRs JONES. As if I should! Haven’t I told you you’re
the plaguc of your poor mother’s life? If there’s anhy
more of this fighting, Albert, you’ll very likely end up
in gaol.

MR BARLOW. Mrs Joncs—please—you must con-
centrate. Now you are thinking of Albert’s future, and
how he will very likely be Prime Minister in years to
come. You arc thinking how handsome he will look
as he enters Parliament.

GLADYS [above table]. Is that right, Ma?

MRS JoNEs. Well, of course, Albert has his points.

MR BARLOW. Plcasc don’t talk, Mrs Jones. Just think.
Ah! Your thoughts changc as you look at Miss Spriggs.
You are thinking

MRS JONES [7ising and hastily removing hcadphones]. Stop!

MISS SPRIGGS [ frzgidly]. Really, Mrs Jones!

MRS JONES [going D.R.]. Well, people can’t help their
thoughts. Anyhow, I was only thinking something
about that dress you’re wearing.
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BOB [hastily rising and putling on headphones]. See if you
can read my thoughts.

MR BARLOW. Certainly—with pleasure.

[Enter MiLLIE L. She has changed her dress, and looks
very smart indeed.

MR BARLOW [f/0 BoB]. You are thinking of the young
lady who has just come into the room—of how charming
she looks in her new dress, and

MILLIE [coming D.L.C.]. What on earth are you doing,
Mr Barlow?

MRS JONES. Sh! Mr Barlow’s trying his new invention.

MILLIE. Well, there’s a gentleman in the hall who
wants to scc him about his last invention—the patent
onion-peeler. He says he can’t make the thing stop
until it’s pecled away the whole of the onion.

MR BARLOW. I will see him later. He must not
iicrrupt me now. What does an onion-pecler matter
now that I have invented a machinec for reading
thought?

MILLIE. A machine for reading thought?

BOB [7ising and taking off headphones]. Just wait till you
sce it work, Millie. I’ve ncver bclieved in thought-
rcading until now. The thing’s absolutcly uncanny.

MR BARLOW. On the contrary, it is just as scicntific as
ordinary wircless-telegraphy. You secc, all thought pro-
duces dclicate vibrations on the ether.

miss SPRIGGS. It only shows how important it is that
onc’s thoughts should be on a high level.

MR BARLOW. Ah, Miss Spriggs, if only you will help
me with my next experiment I shall be most grateful.

MISS SPRIGGS [7ising and going lo chair L. of table]. Very
well, I will, but you must all be perfectly silent while
I concentrate. [Seating herself with great dignity and putling
on the headphones] Now I am ready.
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[ There is an awed silence. No one moves or speaks,
except MILLIE, who tiploes to settee and sits beside
MR LANCROFT. For a few moments Miss SPRIGGS
gazes straight ahead, as though in a trance. MR
BARLOW very quietly adjusts wave-length, and
every one stares expectantly al MISS SPRIGGS.

MR BARLOW [slowly and very distinctly]. You are hoping
that there will be fried onions for dinner to-night!

MIss SPRIGGS [with furious indignation]. Mr Barlow—how
dare you! I am not hoping anything of the kind.

MR BARLOW. Sh! Please do not interrupt. I speak
your thoughts exactly as they come to me. You are
trying hard to concentrate on something else, but you
are very hungry, and the thought of food is uppermost
in your mind.

ALBERT [triumphantly]. Therc you are, you see, I ain’t
the only one!

MR BARLOW [fo Miss sSPRIGGS]. Now you are remember-
ing how hungry you became last night. You arc hoping
that no one saw you polish off those cold potatocs that
were left on the kitchen table.

MRs JONES. What’s that? Miss Spriggs, I’ve bcen
wondcring what became of them cold potatoes!

MISS SPRIGGS [rising and snatching off the headphones]. T’ll
have no more to do with this abominable contrivance.
[To Mmrs joneEs] What if I did crave sustenance and
thoughtlessly swallow a few morscls of potatoes!

ALBERT. A few morscls! Gosh! Ma said therc werc
about two pounds when she was blaming me for wolfing
them!

MISS SPRIGGS [greatly embarrassed]. 1 consider I've betn
grossly insulted. [7o MR BARLOW] I hadn’t thought of
food until you started talking about it. [Going up L.]
Fricd onions! Bah! [Exit L.
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MRs JONEs. 1 knew somebody’d think somecthing
they shouldn’t beforc long. [7o0 MR BARLOW] You'd
better put that thing away before it does any more
harm.

MR BARLOW. Ah, no, not for a moment. Mr Lancroft,
every one has had a turn except you and Miss Jones.
Won’t you be the next to help me?

MR LANCROFT. No—I’m afraid I’'m no good at that
kind of thing. I never could concentrate.

miLLIE. Go on, Mr Lancroft. Do be a sport.

MR LANCROFT. Really, I"d much rather not.

BOB [going D.L. and pulling MR LANCROFT from setlce].
Come on! We’ve all had a turn. You’re not going to
back out.

MRs JONES. | You might as well, Mr Lancroft.

GLADYS. Come on! Don’t funk it.

ALBERT. It won’t hurt, mister.

MR LANCROFT [reluctantly going up R.C. and pulling on

headphones]. Oh, very well! I suppose I must.
[Re-enter Miss SPRIGGS L.

MIss SPRIGGS. Mr Barlow, are you going to sec this
person who is waiting for you in the hall? If so, please
ask him not to address me again.

MR BARLOW. Why, Miss Spriggs? Surely he has said
nothing to offend you?

MISS SPRIGGS [coming D.L. and sitting boll upright on settee].
Hc certainly has. He mentioned an onion-peeler!

MR LANCROFT [laking off headphones]. You’d better sec
him, Barlow. You can read my thoughts later on.

MR BARLOW. No, no. Certainly not. I will make this
experiment first.  What does an onion-pecler matter
new that I have perfected my thought machine!

MR LANCROFT. But I’m no good at this sort of thing;
besides, Miss Spriggs wants her dinner.



122 SIX MORE ONE-ACT PLAYS

MR BARLOW [replacing headphones on LANCROFT’s head].
This is the last experiment I shall make before dinner.

ALBERT. Thank ’cavens!

MR BARLOW [adjusting wave-length]. Now, Mr Lancroft,
pleasc concentrate for a few moments. [MR LANCROFT
appears to be somewhat uncomfortable.] I'm afraid you are
a trifle nervous. It makes it hard for me to hear your
thoughts distinctly.

MR LANCROFT. Nonsense! Why should I be nervous?

MR BARLOW. Sh! Now I’m getting them clearly. You
are thinking of a burglary in Kensington.

[LANCROFT looks alarmed.
miLLIE. Oh, then you’ve seen the cvening paper!

MR BARLOW. Sh! Silence, please! [70 MR LANCROFT]
Now you are thinking of the burglar—how he will
dispose of the stolen jewels. At present they are in his
room, but he hopes they will soon pass into the hands of
a receiver.

MR LANCROFT. Stop! This is nonsense. I wasn’t
thinking of the burglary at all until you mentioned it.

Miss SPRIGGS. That’s just like me with the onions!

MR BARLOW. Sh! Now you are thinking what a clever
fcllow the burglar is, and what a splendid alibi he has
given himself by pretending to be a Press photographer.

MR LANCROFT [rising and snalching off headphones]. That’s
a lie!

MR BARLOW. But the thought machine cannot lic.
[Very deliberately] Lancroft, you are the burglar.

MRS JONEs. Heavens, Mr Barlow, you mustn’t say
things like that!

MR BARLOW. Let him deny it if he can. I've rcad his
thoughts, and I know exactly where those jewcls ape
hidden.

MR LANCROFT [wild with fury]. You do, do you? Well,
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if you think you can prove anything against me, you’ve
got another guess coming. [Crossing to door L.] You're
very clever, Mr Barlow, and with that infernal machine
of yours you’ve found out too much; but beforc you
can prove it I’ll be out of England. You know where
the jewels are, do you? Well, just try and get ’em!
[Exit L.

BOB [crossing L.]. Don’t Ict him get away!

MR BARLOW. Don’t worry. He won’t be allowed to
leave this house. I've had my suspicions of him for a
long time, so I got a friend of mine from Scotland Yard
to post himself outside that door. I do hope you’ll
pardon the liberty, Mrs Jones.

MRS JONES. Some one from Scotland Yard? Was he
the man who came to complain about the onion-
pecler?

MR BARLOW. Yes—and I think he heard Lancroft say
cnough to warrant his arrest.

[MR BARLOW and BOB go off L.

ALBERT [crossing L.]. Gosh! This is better than the
pictures. I’m going to sce the fun.

MRS JoNES [c.]. Come here, Albert! Do you want to
get yourself mixed up in this? They’ll very likely put
your photo in the papers, and that’ll get the housc a
bad name.

MIsS SPRIGGS [rising and going off L.]. I don’t mind
having my photo in the papers. [Exit L.

MILLIE [coming D.R.]. It doesn’t scem possible. Mr
Lancroft—a burglar!

BOB [re-entering L.]. They’ve got him all right.

MILLIE. You mean they’ve arrested him?

BoB. Yes. [Going D.R. lo mMiLLIE] I’m sorry, Millie.
I know hc was a friend of yours.

GLADYS [up R.c.]. You know, this is just like that
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picturc Love or Money. Aftcrwards the lovers make it
up and [Re-enter MR BARLOW and MISS SPRIGGS L.

miss SPRIGGS. It’s simply uncanny. The jewels werc
in that man’s room, just as Mr Barlow said they werc.

MRS JONES. Mr Barlow, do you mean to say you found
all that out just by rcading his thoughts?

MR BARLOW [laughing]. Why, of course not! The
thought machine was nothing but a trick. I’ve suspected
Lancroft of being mixed up with these burglaries for a
long time.

MILLIE. Why?

MR BARLOW [coming D.c.]. Well, for one thing, he
scemed too well off to be anordinary Press photographer,
and, for another, he never showed us any of his photo-
graphs. Hec used what we thought was his camera for
carrying tools and stolen property, and the trick might
have worked very well if he’d taken the trouble to
find out morc about photography. With the inventor’s
inquiring mind, I have studied cameras a good dcal,
and a short conversation with Lancroft convinced me
that he had very little knowledge of the subject. I then
made it my business to watch him, and I saw enough
last night to make me fairly surc that my suspicions
were well founded. This morning I followed him, and
when he went into a public telephone box I managed
to gct into the next box without being scen by him. By
listening carcfully I caught a fcw words of his telephone
conversation. “The stuff is in my room, but it’s not
safc to keep it there,” was what he said. That settled it
so far as I was concernced, but I had no way of proving
his guilt. What I wanted was to frightcn him into dn
admission, and with that objcct I pretended to have
invented a machine for rcading thought. The rest you
know.
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BoB. Yes, but how about those other experiments?
How did you know what I was thinking, for instance?

MR BARLOW. In your case, my dcar fcllow, it was
simplicity itself. You looked at Miss Jones with such
obvious admiration that anyone could have read your
thoughts. A little guesswork hclped me through most
of the experiments. As to Miss Spriggs, I owe her an
apology. It was quite by accident that I saw her cat
the cold potatocs yesterday, and it was wrong of me
to mention the incident, but I had to make the experi-
ment convincing, or Lancroft would not have bcen
impressed.

cLADYs. How did you know I thought you were off
your onion?

MR BARLOW. Because any intelligent young lady
would have thought precisely that.

MIss SPRIGGS [L.c.]. Anyway, I’m glad you’ve admitted
that you were only guessing, Mr Barlow, because when
you tried to read my thoughts I was not thinking about
dinner.

MRS JONES [in sudden alarm]. Spcaking of dinncr, that
steak will be completely ruined. [Rushes off r.

ALBERT [sniffing]. 1 can smell somcthing burning.

miss SPRIGGS [sniffing]. Heavens! It’s the fricd onions!

QUICK CURTAIN
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JANE JENKINS
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Crockery

Small bell (on table b.c.)
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Small tea-tray

Dish of small cakes

Sunshade

Eccentric hat

Hat-bag

Hiking requisites (knapsack,
hiking-stick, etc.)



SEEING THE WORLD

SceNE 1: The garden of Lavender Cottage, in Little Hycombe.

The garden is pretty and old-fashioned. Small tables are
daintily set out for the serving of teas. Flowers suggest
that it is summer. Entrance to cottage up L. Gate (leading
to road) D.R. Small arbour up .R. Long table and chairs
up L.C. Small table (partly laid) and chairs p.c. Small
table and chairs ».L.

Above the gate is fastened the sign * Teas.”

If no scenery is available a background of green curtains can be
used.

At rise of curtain JANE JENKINS and MABEL are discovered,
JANE arranging flowers on table D.L. and MABEL sitting
R. of table D.c. reading the newspaper. Both ladies are
unmistakably middle-aged, but MABEL is obviously the
younger of the two. JANE is very plainly dressed, and has
a severe appearance. MABEL is' pleasant and decidedly

plump.

JANE. I don’t know what’s come over you lately,
Mabel. Here you are idling your time away with the
morning paper when there’s any amount of work to be
done. [Crossing to L. of table c.] Isn’t it time you made
those chocolate cakes?

MABEL. You know very well we can’t sell chocolate
cakes on Monday. It’s our slackest day. What we
ought to do is to make this place a bit more up to date.
With music and dancing it would be absolutely ‘swell.’

JANE [shocked]. My dear Mabel, ever since they’ve
had ‘talkies’ in the village your manner of speech has

I 129
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been terrible. At times you talk like a silly schoolgirl.
Good heavens! Dance-music at the Lavender Tea-
gardens! The very idea of such a thing!

MABEL. Wecll, why not?

JANE. Becausc the very atmosphere of the place is
essentially ‘old-world.’

MABEL. That’s just it. By ‘old world’ you mean ‘out
of the world.” Can’t I make you rcalize that we must
move with the times? [Very earnestly] Listen, Janc!
Don’t you scc that we’re wasting our lives by staying on
in a placc like this? Why can’t we scll it and go some-
where where there’s more life?

JANE [horrified]. Sell it? Secll our home? Surely you
can’t be scrious?

MABEL. We can make another home. Why on carth
should we stay in this onc little spot when the whole
world’s opcn to us?

JANE [sitting L. of table]. We've built up the business
cver since Mother died thirty years ago. We can’t
start all over again at our time of life.

MABEL [impatiently]. ‘At our time of lifc!” You talk
as though you werc at Icast nincty-nine. Why, modcern
people are young at our age! We ought not to be cooped
up here like this. We ought to be travelling, dancing,
cnjoying oursclves, and sceing the world.

JANE [utlerly bewildered]. Who on earth has given you
these absurd ideas?

MABEL. My idcas arc not absurd. The trouble is that
you’re lctting yourself get old before your time. You
ought to smarten yoursclf up a bit, instcad of dressing
likc an antiquated relic.

JANE [with great indignation]. An antiquated rclic!

MABEL [with growing enthusiasm]. Why, I’ll guarantec
you’d look twenty yecars younger in evening dress!
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jANE. Evening dress! What sort of evening dress?
[Her expression is very forbidding.

MABEL [showing newspaper]. 1 was thinking of some-
thing of this kind.

JANE [reading]. ‘‘‘Moments in Mayfair,” by Mira-
belle.” Do you waste your time reading this nonsense?

MABEL [indicating a sketch in the paper]. Therc’s a gown
that would suit you.

JANE [with a gasp of horror]. What! Arc you suggesting
that J—or anyonc clsc for that matter—could wear a
dress like that in Little Hycombe?

MABEL. Of course not. Little Hycombe is off the
map—socially it docsn’t exist—in fact, it’s a backwater.
‘That’s why I want you to scll this place, so that we can
open a café in town.

jANE. But we know nothing about town life.

MABEL. Well soon find out all about it. Why
shouldn’t you and I accept Ada’s invitation to spend a
fortnight with her in London.

JANE [tartly]. I don’t choose to inflict my socicty on
that conccited young lady.

MABEL. Ada’s not conccited; besides, she’s our
nicce.

jaNE. Then why hasn’t she been to sce us for over
five years. She’s been invited.

mABEL. After all, you can’t expect a girl like Ada
to waste her youth in a place like Little Hycombe.
She’d have no way of amusing herself.

jANE. When we were young we didn’t expect to be
constantly amuscd.

MABEL [rising and emphatically banging the table]. No,
but I’'m going to make up for:it now that I’'m not so
young. I’m lcaving here next week to spend a fortnight
with Ada, and while I’m in town I’m going to make up
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for all the fun I’ve missed. I’m going to theatres and
smart places. I’'m going dancing, motoring—and even
hiking!

jaNE. Hiking! Not—you don’t mean—in costume?

MABEL [delighting in JANE’s horror]. Of course I do.
I’m going to be modern from now on.

[Enter GRACE L. She is slightly younger than janE
and has a much more placid manner. Her dress is
simple without being *severe,” and she is carrying
a dish of chocolate cakes.

GRACE [coming D.c. above table]. I’ve made the
chocolate cakes. Here they are, warm from the oven.
[Offering dish to maBEL] Will you try one?

MABEL [crossing Lr.]. No, thank you, dear. I'm
slimming! [Exit L. into the house.

GRACE [placing dish of cakes on table]. What on earth
does she mean? ’

JANE. Oh, I’m so worried about Mabel! She’s going
up to London to spend a fortnight with Ada.

GRACE. Well, why not? It will do her good.

JANE [helping herself to a cake]. It won’t. It will do her
harm. She’s talking about dancing and wearing dresses
like that. [Pointing to newspaper] She even wants to go
in for this absurd craze they call ‘hiking.’

GRACE [lidying table]. But what’s come over her?

JANE. She says she wants to see more of the world,
and that she’s tired of Little Hycombe. The place
doesn’t suit her, because it’s off the map—socially it
doesn’t exist—in fact, it’s a backwater. [Leaning over
table, her hands clasped in a gesture of melancholy] Grace—
she wants to sell our home.

GRACE. What! Why, how should we earn our livirlg
if we sold Lavender Cottage?

JANE. She wants us to take a café in some modern
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town—somewhere where we’d have dancing, and where
I’d have to wear evening dress!

GRACE [emphatically]. Well, we shan’t do it. After all,
Jane, the cottage is in your name.

jaNE. Yes, but you know what Mabcl is when she
sets her heart on a thing. Somchow I always give way
to her. You know what it was about that tclephone.
What do wec want with a telephone when we’ve done
without onc all these years; but Mabel wanted one, so
I had it installed.

[Enter MRS WILLOWBY R. She is a smart woman of
youngish middle-age, dressed in a neat, tailored
style. She is obviously a woman of importance, but
there is a trace of hardness in her manner.

MRS WILLOWBY. Ah, good morning! Am I too early
for a cup of coffee?

JANE [rising]. Of course not, Mrs Willowby. I’ll send
one out to you. [Exit L.

MRS WILLOWBY [sitting R. of table]. 1 sce you have
chocolate cakes this morning. Are they your own make?

GRACE. Yes, we make all our own cakes.

MRS WILLOWBY [helping herself to a cake]. It’s such a
pity your café is so out of the way, Miss Jenkins. Now
in town you’d make a fortune with cakes like thesc.

GRACE. It’s kind of you to say so, but I'm very fond
of Little Hycombe. You sce, I’ve lived here all my life.

MRS WILLOWBY. Yes, of course, onc gets sentimental
about a place; but if I were you I'd go somewhere
where there’s more scope. I'm only here for the summer,
and I’'m already thoroughly tired of Little Hycombe.
You see, it’s off the map—socially it doesn’t exist—in
fact, it’s a backwater.

GRACE [thoughtfully]. Now, where have I heard those
words before?
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MRS WILLOWBY. By the way, I have a cousin coming
down from London to visit me next week. She is
interested in the catering business, and might be willing
to buy this place. You see, she’s no longer strong enough
to manage a real café, but this little cottage would make
quite a pleasant hobby for her.

GRACE. What makes you think we’re likely to sell it?

MRS WILLOWBY. Your sister told me the other day
that she is anxious to go elsewhere.

[Enter WINNIE L. with coffee. She is a pleasant-looking
girly of about fourteen, but decidedly of the stolid
bpe.

WINNIE [ placing coffee on table]. Your coffee, ma’am.

MRS wWiLLOwWBY. Thank you.

GRACE. Well, Mrs Willowby, I’m afraid I must leave
you. I’ve plenty of work to do indoors. [Exit v.

MRS WILLOWBY [fo wiNNIE]. How do you like working
in this little place?

WINNIE. Very much, thank you.

MRs wiLLowBY. Wouldn’t you prefer to be in London?

WINNIE. No, ma’am. It’s too stuffy in London.

MRs wiLLowBY. Oh, no, it’s not! You can go into
any of the big parks—Hyde Park or Regent’s Park—and
it’s exactly like being in the country.

WINNIE [speaking very seriously and without the slightest
trace of periness]. Then I might just as well stay in the
country.

MRS WILLOWBY. I suppose you do very little business
here?

WINNIE. Oh, yes, we do, ma’am. On Saturday we
were that busy I had to walk all the way over to the
farm for more milk. Of course, nobody important ever
comes on a Monday.

[Enter MABEL L. She has changed into a very gaily
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eoloured dress, and her appearance in a country
garden 1is most incongruous. She is carrying a
sunshade in one hand and a hat-bag in the other.

MABEL [coming D.L.C.]. Oh, Mrs Willowby, you’re
just the one I’ve been wanting to see! Tell me how
you like my dress? Is it fashionable enough for London?

MRS WILLOWBY. My dear Miss Jenkins, you look
charming.

MABEL. I’ve decided to take your advice, Mrs
Willowby I’'m going to sce the world, meet interesting
peopiggh fact, to be what I am—a modern!

TWINNIE is gaping at her in open-mouthed astonishment.

MRS WILLOWBY. My dear Miss Jenkins, this is splendid
—I’m delighted!

MABEL. What I want to know is your opinion of this
hat. I brought it out in the bag because I don’t want
my sisters to see it. They are so old-fashioned that
they wouldn’t like it, but I know what’s what!

[ Takes from the bag a monstrosity of a hat—if possible
an exaggerated copy of the most eccentric fashion
of the moment—and fixes it jauntily on her head.
WINNIE collapses in chair L. of table. Even MRS
WILLOWBY s startled.

MABEL [excitedly waving her sunshade]. And now for
London, liberty, and life! Now to shake off the dust of
Little Hycombe and at last to see the world!

CURTAIN
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SceNe I1: The same. The following Saturday week.

There is no change in the scenery except that all the tables are
now set for tea.

At rise of curtain JANE and GRACE are discovered putling the
finishing touches on the tables. JANE is D.C. and GRACE
B.L.

JANE. We’re not doing much business, considering
that it’s Saturday.

GRACE. Ah, well, it’s carly yet.

JaNE. I've been wondering if it wouldn’t be better
to sell the place, after all.

GRACE [crossing c.]. You mean you’re thinking of
accepting the offer from Mrs Willowby’s cousin?

JANE. Yes.

GRACE. But the price she offers is so small—besides,
I can’t imagine living anywhere else but here.

JANE. I can’t imagine being parted from Mabel, and
that’s what it means if we stay here.

GRACE [thoughtfully]. 1 suppose that’s true. Mabel
will never scttle down here now that she’s become so
fond of London.

JANE. I telephoned to Ada’s flat last night, hoping
to talk matters over with Mabel; but it was no good—she
and Ada were out at a theatre.

GRACE. I dread to think what Mabel will do next.
In her last letter she said she’d bought a hiking costume!

[ Enter MRS WILLOWBY R.

JANE. Good afternoon, Mrs Willowby.

MRS WILLOWBY [crossing c.]. Good afternoon. [Glanc-
ing about] You don’t seem to be doing much business.

GRACE. It’s early yet. Can we get you some tca?

MRS WILLOWBY. Not just yet, thank you. [Sitting R. of
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table] I've called to talk business on behalf of my
cousin. She’s going back to town to-morrow, and she
wants to know definitely to-day whether or not you will
accept her offer for the cottage.

JANE [sitting above table]. The price your cousin offers
is very small.

MRs wiLLowBY. Well, what can you expect for a little
out-of-the-way place like this? After all, she is not
buying it as a commercial proposition.

jaNE. I should like to talk it over with my sister,
Mabel, before deciding to sell.

MRS WILLOWBY. As you please, Miss Jenkins, but I’'m
sure Mabel would advise you to take my offer while
you have the chance.

GRACE [L. of table]. I'm afraid she would.

MRS WILLOWBY. Then why not come with us to the
solicitor’s office this afternoon? The sale can be
arranged very quickly, and you will have the money
almost immediately.

jANE. Yes, perhaps that will be the best thing to
do.

GRACE [rising]. I think I’ll make one more effort to
’phone Mabel.

JANE. She’s almost sure to be out.

GRACE [going up L.]. I’ll make one morec effort to get
in touch with her. I'd like her to know what we'’re
going to do before we arrange the sale.

[Exit L. into the house.

JANE [ringing bell]. Let me order you some tea, Mrs
Willowby. It may be the last pot of tea I shall serve at
Lavender Cottage.

MRs WILLOWBY. You mustn’t allow yourself to become
sentimental, Miss Jenkins. After all, it’s not as though
there were anything here one need mind leaving. Little
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Hycombe cannot be called a beautiful place, from any
point of view. [Enter WINNIE L.

JANE. Bring a pot of tea and somc cakes, plecasc,
Winnie.

WINNIE. Yes, Miss Jenkins. Had I better take any
morc milk this afternoon? The boy’s just called from
the farm.

JANE. No, Winnic, I think we’ll have enough. As you
see, things arc very quict this afternoon.

WINNIE. Very well, Miss Jenkins. [Exit L.

JANE [glancing round the garden]. I’ve lived here nearly
all my life, but you never know how beautiful a place
is until you’re going to leave it. [ Enter GRACE L.

JANE. Well, did you spcak to Mabel?

GRACE. No. I’phoncd Ada’s flat, but she and Mabel
are both out. They’ve gonc hiking!

JANE [shocked]. Hiking? Oh, how on earth can Mabel
make herself so ridiculous!

MRs wiLLOwBY. Don’t worry. It will do her good.

JANE [to GRACE]. Where has she gone?

GRACE. [ don’t know, neither does Mabel. She’s
gone on a mystery hike.

JANE. A mystery hike? It sounds worse than ever!

MRS WILLOWBY. Don’t upsct yourself, Miss Jenkins.
Mabcl’s bound to be enjoying herself. The railway
companies arrange these cxpeditions perfectly.

JANE. But why do they call it ““a mystery hike”?

MRS WILLOWBY. Because you don’t know where
you’re going until you get there. You board a train
without knowing its destination and it takes you into
some beautiful part of the country. Then you hike to
another station, where you catch the train for home.

JANE. It all sounds extremely silly to me.

GRACE. I questioned Ada’s maid, and she read me a
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few lines from a railway pamphlet advertising this trip.
It promiscs a journcy through glorious country to one
of the beauty spots of England.
jaNE. That’s finished it! If Mabcl has gone to a place
like that she’ll never want to come back to Little
Hycombe. I’ll take your cousin’s offer, Mrs Willowby.
I may as well scll the place now.
MRS WILLOWBY [with an air of great satisfaction]. Good!
That’s splendid.
[Enter wINNIE L. She is carrying trap, on which are
teapot, cakes, elc.
GRACE [in a wvery melancholy tome]. 1 wonder what
Mabel’s doing now—all those miles and miles away.
[Enter MABEL R. She is in hiking costume, complete
with knapsack and stick. Her face is very red,
she is obviously hot and tired, and walks with a
slight limp. All stare at her in amazement, and
WINNIE 75 so astonished that she drops the tray of
crockery.
GRACE. Mabel!
MRS WILLOWBY. | Miss Jenkins!
JANE [collapsing in chair above table]. Oh, those clothes!
MABEL [crossing L.C. {0 GRACE and embracing her]. Grace,
dear, how glad I am to be home!
GRACE. But how on earth did you get here?
MABEL [sitting R. of table c. and unfastening her boots]. 1
hiked!
jaNe. Hiked?
MABEL. Yes—only from the station; but I’m not used
to these boots.
GRACE. But I thought you’d gonc to one of the
beauty spots of England.
MABEL [laking off her boots]. So did I until the train
brought me back to Little Hycombe. You could have
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knocked me down with a feather when we drew in at
the station.

JANE. We've been trying to "phone you, Mabel. I’ve
decided to sell the cottage to Mrs Willowby’s cousin.

MasEL [rising]. What? [Very emphatically] You’re to
do no such thing. Why, after reading the railway
company’s description of Little Hycombe I wouldn’t
leave it for any place on earth. [Spreading out her arms
in appreciation of her surroundings] “One of the beauty
spots of England, surrounded by glorious country”! I
feel proud to think I’ve lived here all these years.

MRS WILLOWBY [fo0 JANE]. Miss Jenkins, my cousin
authorized me to increase her offer, if it will tempt
you.

MABEL [fo MRs WILLOWBY]. Oh, so that’s it! Now I
know why you brought me those fashion papers and
tried to make me discontented with my home. You
and your cousin want to buy it. I suppose you got to
know somehow.

MRS WILLOWBY [rising indignantly]. Got to know
what?

MABEL. That the railway company has started to run
special trains here. The place is being advertised as a
Paradise for hikers, and Lavender Cottage will be worth
a fortune.

JANE [rising]. Mabel, is this true?

MaBEL. Of course it’s true. There are crowds of
people coming up from the station now. I hurried
on ahead in order to let you know.

MRS WILLOWBY. You seem to forget that most hikers
carry their own food.

GRACE [D.L.C.]. Well, they won’t when they’ve tried
our chocolate cakes.

MABEL [moving excitedly about]. Of course not. We're
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going to make a fortune. [Suddenly knocking her foot against
a stone] Ow! [Hops about holding her foot.

WINNIE [L., speaking slowly and timidly]. Shall I go
upstairs and get your slippers?

MABEL [impatiently]. Slippers! Of course not. Don’t
waste time. Go over to the farm and get some more
milk. [Pointing off R.] Here they come!

[Sounds of laughter and singing off R.

CURTAIN
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