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INTRODUCTORY NOTE

S1X years ago dramatic conventionality exercised an
even greater tyranny than it does to-day, and British
playgoers were less prepared than now to look favourably
upon any effort to resist it. That the persons in a play
should be dealt with according to the probabilities of
actual life, when these clashed with the dictates of
theatrical custom and *poetical justice,” was not to be
endured. The expectations of an audience were held
sacred, and were not to be tampered with. They were
as inexorable as the laws of the Medes and Persians, and
any dramatist who had the temerity to bring down his
curtain without having first made all his sympathetic
characters happy might expect little favour. But even
at that time Mr. Pinero was always inclined to fly in the
face of the theatrically conventional in some way or
another, and he actually dared to write a play in which
a young clergyman, for whom the deep sympathy of the
audience was enlisted, was permitted to fall innocently
and honourably in love with a married woman whom he
had thought to be single, and to suffer pain on her
wccount, without the husband being conveniently killed
»ff in the last act to prepare the way for the clergyman’s
cxpected matrimonial happiness. And this play Mr.
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vi INTRODUCTORY NOTE.

Pinero, having his own dramatic purpese in view,
described as a comedy,

“The Hobby-Horse” was produced at the St. James's
Theatre, under the management of Mr. Hare and Mr.
Kendal, on October 23, 1886, and it was acted until
February 26, 1887, one hundred and nine performances
being given in all. The following is a copy of the pro-
gramme of the first representation :(—

ST. JAMES'S THEATRE.
LESSEES AND MANAGERS, MR. HARE AND MR. KENDAL.

THIS EVENING, SATURDAY, OCTOBER 23rd, 1886,
At 8 o'clock,
WILL BE ACTED
AN ORIGINAL COMEDY IN TIREE ACTS, CALLED

THE HOBBY-HORSE,
WRITTEN BY

A. W. PINERO.

REV. NoEL BrRICE . » . . Mr, HERBERT WARING.
MR, SPENCER JERMYN ot HARE

MR. PINCHING . , ’ . . Mr. C W. SOMERSET.
MR. SHATTOCK . " e . Mr. MACRINTOSH,

Mr. PEws . i y ; . . Mr, HENDRIE.

MRg. LyMAN £ ; i i . Mr. W. M. CATHCART.
MR. MOULTER . : ; 3 . Mr. THOMAS.

ToMm CLARK P = 3 % . Mr, FuLLER MELLISH.
HEWETT . i + i 3 . Mr, ALBERT SiMs.

TiNy LANDON . 4 ' : . Master REED.

|
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MRgSs. SPENCER JERMYN . ' . Mrs. KENDAL.

‘MRs, PORCHER . . : . Mrs. GastoNn MURRAY,

Miss Moxon y . . . . Mrs. B. TREE.

BERTHA - . . . " . Miss WEBSTER.

Mgs. Laxpon . . . . Miss B. HUNTLEY.
ACT T

A CHAPTER OF PHILANTHROPY,
At Mr. JERMYN'S.
Garden of Odbum House, Cver-Lessingham, near Newmarket.

ACT II,
"A CHAPTER OF SENTIMENT.
Mr. BRICE'S Lodgings:
Ouerlooking the Church of St. Jacob's-in-the- East,

ACT IIL
A CHAPTER OF EXPIATION.
Odlum flouse again; the Morning Room,

THE SCENERY PAINTED BY THE ARTIST TO THE THEATRE,
MR. HARFORD,

Though it would be unjust to write this play down a
failure it was not exactly a success, That large section
of the playgoing public which expects only to laugh at a
comedy, was puzzled between the comic and the senti-
mental aspects of the story, and therefore the attendance
at the theatre gradually diminished. On the other hand,
there were many who saw that this play was intended as
a satire on those false philanthropic fads which are
a sign of a sentimental age; who recognised in the
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abortive love affair of the young curate, not an injustice
done to their theatrical sympathies, not a capricious
piece of cruelty on the part of the author, but the dra-
matic means by which the disastrous consequences
of misdirected philanthropy were to be emphasised.
That the play should have been called a comedy pro-
voked the ire of some of the critics, who promptly
repeated the charge of cynicism which has so often been
hurled against Mr. Pinero for his efforts to be as true
to life as the restricted conditions of dramatic composition
destined for the stage will allow. And to-day, if you ask
Mr. Pinero to define a comedy, he will playfully tell you
it is a farce written by a deceased author.

Perhaps “The Hobby-Horse,” in its defiance of the
conventional demand for wholesale conjugal happiness in
the last act, though an ample supply was conceded, was a
little before its time ; perhaps in 1886 it still required the
Ibsen controversy to clear the theatrical air for the
acceptance of such a progressive step as the sacrifice of
the curate’s feelings and future domestic comfort to the
artistic design and salirical purpose of the play. Had
“The Hobby-Horse” been produced at the present time,
who knows but it might possibly have met with greater
success, for though we may still quarrel about the defini-
tion of comedy, we do mnot still insist on every occasion
that everybody shall be made absolutely and irrevocably

happy before curtain-fall.
MaLcoLm C. SALAMAN.
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THE HOBBY-HORSE

THE FIRST ACT.
A CHAPTER OF PHILANTROPHY,

The scene is the garden and exterior of a pieturesque
old countri-house, with gubles and porch all over-
grown with flowers, the residence of Mr. SPENCER
JERMYN. 1t i3 a bright May wmorning.

SuarTock comes cautiously along the garden walk, fol-
lowed by Pews. SHATTOCK is a bony, ungaindy-
looking man of about forty, with high shoulders,
rownded back, dlose-cropped head set forward, and
a sallow, keen-eyed face; Prws is a snub-nosed,
red-faced, fat little man. Both are dressed horseyly,
and have a very broken-down appearance.

SnmaTrock,
[Turning sharply wpon Pews.] Sssh! Can't you
turn off that music?
Prws.

[Panting and wiping his forehead.] No, 1 cannot—
if you allood to my breathing a bit heavy.
4



2 THE HHOBBY-HORSHE

SHATTOCK.

You're a nice broken-winded gentleman to bring
out on a quiet delicate expedition. Didn't T tell
you, Edward Pews, that it ain’t our book to meet
the ladies? Breathe in your ’nt, mam ; breathe in
your ‘at.

Pews.

You knew I was a roaver when you brouglt me
here, Samuel. I ‘ave been so ever since I got ducked
at Doncaster in ‘84

SHATTOCK.

[ Crouching on the sleps and looking info the house.]
There they are—I see 'em, all of ‘'em—'aving their
morning feed. Mr. Spencer Jermyn is a glanein’ at
the newspaper—a little curions about the prices for
the Grand Pree apparently. Mrs. Jermyn is a toy-

ing with a hegg. Oh, you beauty! Who's the

other? Oh, Miss Moxon, the lady stayin' in the
‘ouse, makes n bad third. All right—dJermyn’il
ghow directly. He said bLe'd be *appy to see myself
and friend this morning at 10 4

Prws,

Did he! Then why the dooce are we sneakin’ up
to his 'ouse, huggin’ the rails instead of takin’ the
middle o’ the course fair and open ?

SHEATTOCE.

Tl tell you, Edward—then p'rhaps you'll breathe
a little peacefuller. You've seen this ‘ere Spencer
Jermyn ?
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Prws,

At pretty nigh hevery race-meeting for the last
ten yeurs. I've see him af Lincoln—T've see him afb
Liverpool—I've see him at the Epsom Spring—TI've
soe lim 'ere at Newmarket—I've gee him at the
Epsom Summer—I've see him——-

SmarTock.

Very well, you've see him—that's encugh. D'ye
know the party in question?

Prws.

I can’t say ns we've ever chummed, but T've heered
him eclassed as a generous patron of the turf and a
good and game thoroughbred Henglish gent.

SHATTOCE.

You've hit it—you've enoomerated Spencer Jer-
myn's points more than aceurate. He's a man wot
loves the 'orse and all them wot has to do with the
'orse —he loves racin’ and sport and pluck, and he’s
got a open’and for any broken-down sportsman.
Some say that hintelleetually Mr, Spencer Jermyn
wouldn't pass the Vet. 'Well, 7 ain’t going to howl
about that. If Spenecer Jermyn takes a lovin® faney
to Samuel Shattock, ex-jockey, ex-trainer, ex-book-
maker, hex—hex

Prws.
Hex-welsher.

Smarrocs.

That's a friendly comment, Edward! [Looking inlo
the house.| Hullo, they're stirrin’,
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Prws.

But you ’aven’t told me, Sam, why you want to
fight shy of the women foll,

SHATTOCK.

Why! Beeause Mr. Spencer Jermyn has gone and
married a lady who don't kuow a’orse from a ‘am
sandwich ; a female with no more lovin' sympaily
for the Turf and them wof lives by it than—than the
chaplain of York Prison.

Pews.
Hush! drop a wail over the past, Sam,
SHarTook.

“Always keep outb of the way of ths ladies, Mr.
Shattock,” says Jermyn to me, “Muvs. Jermyn has
no eyes for anything bub her little ragged urchins.”

Prws.
What's Le mean by that 2

SHATTOCE,

Why, he's married a woman with a craze. She's
a—a—a—a philantropist,

Prws,

Crikey !

SHATTOCE,

Never 'appy but wot she's picking up dirty little
boys and girls and takin’ them home and washing
and combing ‘em, and giving ’em cake and sermon.
As if Jug philant'ropy wasn't as good as her philan-
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tropy! Asif we didn't want washin’ and eombin’
as much—ay, more than the dirtiest boys and girls
in Ingland! Look out! [Mzs. Lazvox, a poor
tf'm’ow, comes up the walk, leading Ty Laxnox, a
small boy.] There! What did I tell you! Here's
one of Mrs, Jermyn’s little devils, ready to take the
bread out of an Lionest man’s mouth.

[Suarrock steps forward to meet Mrs, Lavoox. ]

Mrs. Liaxpox.

I beg your pardon, sir—1 want for to see the lady,
Mrs. Jermyn,

SHATTOCK.

Tall, fair lady? Went down that theer avenue
about twenty minutes ago. Am 1 correct in what I
am sayin’, Mr, Pews ¢

Prwa.

I certainly see a tall, fair lady goin’ down the ave-
nue, o carrying a red plush bag with a monygram
on it

Mrs. Liaxnow.

Ih, but she told me not to fail to bring my little

boy this morning. I am that disappointed.

SHATTOCK.

She was similarly anxious for to see Mr. Pews—I
"ave brought 'im miles and miles. We're all in the
same basket, seems to me,

[Hewsrr, a groom, comes from the house.]

Hewerr,

[To Pews and Suarrock.] Hullo, what do you
want?
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SHATTOCR,

We're &' waitin’ for to see Mr. Jermyn, My,
Hewett. Don't basten him, sir—our time’s our own.

Hewerr,

Oh, good-morning, Mrs. Tandon. Mistress said

I was to take you and Tiny to her room d’rectly you
came.

M=rs. Lanponx,

These gentlemen thought they saw Ler go out—
they must have been mistaken,

Hewerr,
Taint the first time in their liveg they’ve been
wistaken, I dare say. Come along o’ me.
[Mrs. Lanoox follows Hewsrr up the steps o the
housze, |
Smarrock.
[Cuffing Tiwv, who runs after his mother.] You
get shown in, do you—you pushing little cad |
[Mr. Jermys, a smart, dapper little man of forty-five
or fifty, with a sporting appearance, comes through,
the poreh and meets Hewerr, Megs, Lasxpoxs, and
Tivy on the steps. )

Seexcnr Jerwyy,

Ah, Mrs. Landon, how do you do? Getling over
your trouble ?
Mzs. Laxvon,

Slowly, sir,

[ T TR, FRa T o Bt e



| T e b S AT UGS SEEETTS

A v

o, oA

TRpNY]

b S s 1

THE HOBBY-HORSE 7

Spexcmr JERMYN,

Your boy doesn’t grow much—put him into a
stable and make a jockey of him. [Mrs, Lannox
and Tmy go inside with Hewerr.] Lord bless me!
Another rackety little imp running about the place
—weTre swarming with ‘em. Ah, if my scheme
should by any chance satisfly Diana’s philanthropie
cravings, what a relief it would be

SmaTTOCE,

[HMeeting Jerwvs as he descends the sleps.]  Goode
mornin’, Mr., Spencer Jermyn, sir,

SpENCER JERMYN,
Ab, Mr. Shattock, you're punctual, I'm glad to sce.
SHATTOCR.

Yes, My, Jermyn, sir, and I've ventured for to
bring with me the other deservin’ case I mentioned.
Mr. Hedward Pews, formerly a boy in John Gor-
ton’s stable—he rode Hysteria for Lord Oscott in
the Hoaks so fur back as ’56—Dbeing suspended
from riding at Goodwood in '61 on a unjust charge
of ‘orrid language at the post, he took to drink and
put on flesh rapid. In proof whereof I ask you to
look at 'im. Since that time he has been various,
but never lucky., He——

SeeNcer JenmyN,

All right—all right. What has Le been doing
lately ?
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Prws.

Selling tips in envelopes, sir—and doin’ poorly,
my voice not tellin’ after the fust hour.

Seunern Jerwyy,

Can Le refer me to anybody ?

- SeaTrock,
Can he refer you to anybody |

Prws.
Can I refer you to anybody! 1lo!

STATTOCK.

;Admiring %.] Can you rvefer him to anybody |
\They took uneasily at each other.] Can he refer you
to—Dh'm l—well, in a sort of way, Mr. Pews gives me
as a refryence,

SrENcER JEnmyy,

- Oh—well, I'll make inquiries, All I ean say for
the present is, I don’t dislike your friend’s face.
[Prws wipes his face carefully with a dirty handjer-
chief.] And now I had better explain, My, Shat-
tock, why I desired to see you this morning. Sit
down—don't mind me—sit" down, [Suarrock and
Prws sit side by side on a garden beneh.] I will walk
abouf. I am so excitedly interested in my scheme
that I really cannot discuss it sitting down,

Smarrock.
We will Lear you out, sir—we will Lear you out,

R P s
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Paws.
You're a gentleman, sir—none better,

SPENCER JERMYN,

My scheme is this. Mrs. Jermyn, my wife, is a
lady of a most charitable disposition. = It is my
fault entirely that I have comparatively little Sym-
pathy with the precise form of her generosity,
However, that’s nothing to do with you, my men,

SHATTOCK.
Go on, sir—we're "earin’ you.

SeoNcER JERMYN.

Mus. Jermyn, on the other hand, has no feeling
for anything or anybody connected with the Turf or
the Stable—no fecling except one of positive distaste.

Prws.
Shame ! Shame!

SPERCER JunMyN,

How dare you employ that ejaculation in refer-
ence to Mrs. Jermyn, sir? What do you mean by
it, el ?

SHarrock,
[To Prws.] Now I 'ope you're proud of yourself !
SrENCER JERMYN,

Mrs. Jermyn's prejudices are quite beyond not
only the censure but the comprehension of such as
ourselves,



10 TIHE HOBBY-HORSE

SHATTOCK.

|70 Pews.| Because your foce gels flattered you
go and lose your ‘ead !

SFENCER JERMYN.

But T think, Mr. Shattock, that I have discovered
a method of blending Mrs. Jermyn's notions of
philanthropy with a pet plan of my own to benefit
gome of the waifs and strays connected with the
noble pastime which is more than my holbby, which
is my existence.

SHATTOCK,
Well spoken !
SPENCER JERMYN.

There ig a farm-house of mine which has been
vacant for a long time, abouf five miles from here,
at Shodly Heath—a very commodious, well built
‘dwelling, Perhaps you know it ?

SHATTOCK.
A 'ouse painted yaller cream colour?
SrENCER JERMYN,

That’s it. [Seeing Juwwyw fake oul a eigor, Smar-
rock and Prws simultancously produce their cloy
pipes.] Now my notion is to fit and furnish this
hounse substantially and usefully, and to endow it as
a Home for about twenty decayed jockeys and
stablemen, men like yourselves, who have outlived
their chances on the turf and fullen on bad days.
There, Mr. Shattock, what do you think of that?
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SHATTOCK.

Tell me, mister—are you hentering us for the
temperance stakes?

SPENCIR JERMYN,

How dare you put a question like that? Wheres
your gratitude for the bare idea?

SmaTrock,

I was a thinkin' of Mr. Pews— too little is ag bad
as too much for a man like Iidward Pews,

SeoxcEr JERMYN,

We'll diseuss that by and by. The point is, Mr.
Shattoek, can you find twenty men who would be
willing to lead honest, sober, decent lives ?

SHATTOCK.

Well, off hand I shouldn’t like for to pledge my-
self to sich a undertaking.

SeENcER JERMYN,

Men with some good sterling qualities in them
behind all their faults and weaknesses.

SoaTTOCK.

Well, you see I dessay I've rather spoilt you by
showing you me and Mr. Pews fust. However, you
leave this ’ere to me—and if there is on the face of
this yer earth twenty honest broken-down sportsmen
willing for to be kep' free and liberal I'll bring ’em
to the post fit and fine,



;

12 THE HOBBY-HORSE

SrENCER JERMYN,

Thank you—thank you. It's a grand seheme! I
long to break it to Mrs. Jermyn—if she takes to if
why, ha, ha ! who knows, we may see Ler at Ascot
yet !

[Prvcuive, a pleasant but rather weak-looking young
man, in riding costume comes up the walk. |
Prverma.

How are you, Jermyn ?
SPENCER JERMYN.
My dear Pinching.
Prxonrve,

I'm behind my time—the mare lost a shoe, so I
had to leave her at Lessingham and walk on.  Are

* these gentlemen two of your protégés 2

SPENCER JERMYN.

[ With pride] Yes. You're smiling, Pinching—
don’t, my boy, don’t! T ean't get you to treat this
matter with professional enrnestness. Er—um—
Mr. Shattoel, this is Mr. Ralph Pinching, of New-
market—my solicitor.

[ The men bow uncomforlably.)

Prws.
Oh, crikey !
BHATTOCE,
[Under Iis breath.] 'Ere’s a element to creep in.

o e ot S b ) UYL ] AT
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SPENCER JERMYN,

3 Now, my men, I am leaving here this morning,
almost immediately, and it is possible that I shall
be away for nearly a month. But during my ab-
sence, Mr, Shatfoek, you will communicate with M,

e,

3 Pinching ns it le were myself—he has my full in-
4 structions. [Hewerr comes from the house.] Hew-
ett, don't forget I o to town by the twelve-fiffeen.
; Put Romper in the eart.

Hrwsrr.

Yes, sirn
Srexoer JERMYN,

And give these men something to eat and drink.
' Smarrock.

To Hewerr.] Now you've gof to show us in.

Hewzsrr,
Yes—Lilchen.
SHATTOCK,
Cad!
[HewErT goes dowards the howse with SuATTOCK
and Prws. |
PrncHiNe.

And now, my dear Jermyn, I've something really
serious to talk to you about.

Srexcur JERMYN.
Good gracious, Pinching ; serious!
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Pixoniva.

Yes—yon shall find me your man of business in
real earnest for a few moments,

Srevcer JERMYN,

Lord bless me, Pinching, you don’t mean

Pmenrya,

That I have some news of your boy, Allan? Yes, |
I think so.

Serncer JEnMyw,

My boy! my boy! Get on, sir! get on! For
heaven's sake, don't go to sleep about it. Tt isn't that
Tm in a hairy to hear anything of that scamp of a
boy, but I have to catch the twelve-fifteen—God
bless him ! [Pryeurse produces a pocket-book. |

Pxenmva.

Now tell me, Jermyn—when did you quarrel and
part with your son? T particululy want dates.

SeENcEr Jenvyy,

Certainly—it was just before the Middle Park
Plate

PrxomNe.
No, no, please—legally, that is not a perfect date.

SeexcEr JeRMYN,

Well, it was about six months before my marriage
to Diana,
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Prveame,

And you married the present Mrs, Jermyn a little
over a year ago; come, that's better. [Zurning over
some papers.| Now, about the time this quarrel oc-
curred, I find that a young man named Thomas
Clark shipped himself on board the steamship Pen-
guin, hound for the Australian ports, as a ecommon
sailor,

SPENCER JERMYN.

Pooh! On the wrong scent—that wouldn’t be
my boy Allan.

Pivoniva,
This Thomas Clark left some clothes behind him
ab o lodging in the East of London.
SrexcErR JERMYN.
Allan wouldn't have done that—on the wrong
scent, sir.
Pryorme,

The landlady subsequently sought the advice of
the Police as to her right to dispose of this property.
It was ultimately sold, but there exists a memoran-
dum on the Police books that some articles of ap-
psiielJbelongmg to Mr, Thomas Clark were marked

SPENCER JERMYN.
That’s my boy !
Pixonina.
I faneied it might be.
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Seexcer Jurmyw,

Fancy ! There's no fancy aboutit! You surely
haven't let the matter drop? My dear Pinching,
you are neglecting this business altogether—I could
have managed it better myself It's not profes-
sional !

Pmvenrmve,

Pray be calm, Jermyn, and hear me out,

SreNcErR JERMYN.
Excuse me, Pinching. Iam much obliged to you
for your energy in this affair. Go on,
Prvomme,

It appears that the boy signed articles with the
owners to make four voyages in the Penguin.

SeENCER  JRERMYN.
“ And did he ?
Pmvomme,

Thomas Clark did—and finally discharged himself
at the East Indin Docks about a month ago.
Semvcer JERMYN.
And where is he now ?

Pryoumna,
That is just what I am trying to find out.

SeENcER JERMYN,
Trying to find out! Rubbish, sir!
Pivenmva.
What I mean to find out, if I can.
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SPENCER JERMYE.

[Tuking Prvonmna’s hand.] Thank vou, old fellow ;
youare a good friend. Bring my boy back to me
again, Pinching, for two reasons.

Pixoama,
Two reasons ?

SPENCER JERMYN.

Well, in the first place Diana las never seen Lim
—and a woman ought to know what her son is like,
And, secondly, Pinching, in our quarrel the boy was
right and I was wrong.

Prxening,
Dear me |
Srencrr JEmayy,

It was a serious business. He fancied Medusa for
the Middle Park Plate and I had a strong liking for
King Caraway. But he said that King Caraway
wasn't fit to run without a respirator and that jrri.
tated me, Pinching, and wo had hot words and I
saw liim go out at that gate, sir, and we never met
again. And next day when I watched the racing I
was still so indignant, Pinehing, that I could Liardly
steady my glasses. But the boy was right, God
bless him! And I want to tell him what T felt wlhen
I saw that confounded King Caraway go to pieces
ab the Alingdon Dip, sir, while Medusa, my dem
boy’s fancy, rowped in like a ballet-gir] |

[Miss Moxox, a prettily dressed youny lady, oppear:

in the porch. u
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Miss Moxon.
My, Pinching,
Prxcmixe.
Ob, how do you do, Miss Moxon ?

Miss Moxox,
Mrs. Jermyn wants to know if you have break-
fasted.
Prcrme.
Yeg—thank you.

Miss Moxox.

O, do come in! It is almost my last hour in
Odlum House, Mr, Pinching—I'm going away this
morning for good.

Pivcuine,
. Going away! Nol

Miss Moxor\'.'

[To Jurmys.]  Will you give poor unfortunate me
a lift to the station to cateh the twelve-fifteen, My,
Jermyn ?

SFENCER  JERMYN.

I'm sorry to assist at your departure, Miss Moxon,
However, I'll tell Hewett we'll go over in the enr-
riage.

- [TeryyN leaves them, and, direcily he is out of

sight, Miss Moxox runs down lhe steps and
Prxcuive dakes her hand, ]

Pmxonma,

Guoing away, Miss Moxon |
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Migs Moxon.

Yes; isn’t it awful? And T am so happy here
with Dinna, I feel T shall never be happy again,
Mz, Pinching—never, never, never,

Prscrme.

But why are you going ?

Miss Moxox,
[Sitting.] Tt is my duty.

Pincrixe,
[Sitting close beside her.] Duty !

Miss Moxoxw.
Duty.
[TErvyYN returns quickly.]

SPENCER JERMYN.

Oh, by the bye, Pinching [Prvomvag  and
Miss Moxos rise quillily. Al three are embarrassed. |
T just wanted to say—er—um-——| Looking at Miss
Moxox.] Excuse me, Pinching—won't yon?

Prycuina.
Certainly, Jermyn.

SeENCER JERMYN,

" Don’t tell Mrs. Jermyn this morning of our dis-
coveries about my boy Allan.

Prvonive,
Certainly not, if you don't wish it.
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Srexcer JErmyN,

It is rather a sore subject belween us; Diana
always points to the loss of my boy as one of
the evil results of borse racing, and as I'm just go-
ing to divulge my scheme for he Jockeys’ Home ub
S]md]ey Henth I particularly want lLer to be in a
good temper to-day. That's all, Pinching. [Look-
ing at Mrss Moxox.| Excuse my—my awkwardness,
won't you? Charming woman, Miss Moxon. Kr—
h'm! I shan't see you agnin for five minutes, Pinch-
ing. [JErMys goes dnlo the house. ]

Miss Mozon.

[ Strolling towards Prvenye.| Were you saying
anything to me, Mr. Pinching, when dear Mr, Jer-
myn eame back ?

Pryonrya,

dh, yves—why is it specially your duty to run
away from friends who—who like you so well, Miss
Moxon ?

Miss Mozox.

Why, don't you know that I am a very, very poor
woman, Mr, Pinching; that I Lad nothing-a-yeav
settled on me by my parents, who died almost De-
fore T wag born ; and that T have been some sort of
a governess ever sinee 1 could lisp, and shall remain
one till T am qualified for an almsheouse,

Pixonise.

No—T only know that you were a schoolfellow of
Murs. Jermyn'’s, and that you have been a guest ab

S TN O ) T L

T
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Odlum House for the last three weeks, and that—
and that

Mrss Moxow.
Yes?
Pmvonina,

And that my legal visits to Mr. Jermyn have lately
been very protracted.
Miss Moxox.
Thank you! You're the only lawyer I've ever
known—as well as this.
Prycnme.

You are the only governess I have ever known as
well as this,
Miss Moxox.

I never imagined a lawyer was so young.

Pmvoamna.

Ob, yes—it’s only in books that we suffer from
chronie old age.
Migs Moxox.

After to-day, when I am far, far away from Odlum
House, I shall always think pleasantly of a lawyer.
PixcrinG,
Aud I shiall always think pleasantly ol a governess.
Miss Moxox.

Of governesses in general, do you mean—or g
governess ?
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Pvenmve.
A governess,

Mrss Moxon,
[ Looking away.] Then do you know any other
governess ?
Prixcmya,

No!
Oh!

[Mrs. JervyN, @ stately, handsome woman of olout
thirty, appears at the top of the steps leading Ly
Lisxoox by the hand.]

Mise Moxon.

Mgs, Jermyx,

Won't you come into the house, Mr. Pinching ?
Constance, dear, you said you would look after M.
Pinching.

Mrss Moxow,

I am doing so, Diana.
[Mes. Jeruys and Trsy come down the steps as
Miss Moxox and Prscumye ascend. |

Prxonme.

Thank you, Mrs, Jermyn. Am T too old to com-
pete with this young gentleman for a permanent lo-
cation at Odlum House ?

Mgs. Jeraryw,

Ab, Mr. Pinching, don’t you be unsympathetic, I
fear my husband’s indifference is contagious. Go
in, please—I am looking for M, Jermyn.  [Miss
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Moxox and PINCHING go into the house. Mg3, JERMYN
goes down upon her Tenees before the child, smoothing
Jis hair and polishing lis face with her handker-
chief.] There, my dear little fellow—the sight of
you ought to soften any man’s heart. Where is
Spencer ¢ Ah, Tiny—if you could but realise it—
the success of a grand, a beautiful scheme depends
upon the impression you make upon Mr. Jermyn.

Tiny LANDON,
[Trying to avoid the pocket-handkerchief.]  Oh,
don’t !
[JrrMyN enters and contemplates Mrs. JERMYN and the
child with annoyance. |

SPENCER JERMYN.

Theres one of those beastly little boys. Diana, my
darling, I'm afraid I shall have to say goovd-bye very
SOOI

Mrs. JERMYN.

And when am I to see you again, Spencer ¢

SPENCER JERMYN,

H'm! Well, Diana, as you know, I am going to
Paris to-night for the Auteuil Steeplechase,

Mns. JERMYN,
Oh! 3
SPENCER JERMYN.
I shall remain over there till after the Grand
Prix.

Mus. Jenuyy.
Ugh!
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Srexcir Jeraryy,
And then, my dear, T suppose I had better——

Mnrs. Jermyw.
Return home, Spencer ?

Seexeer Jrruyy,

Well, Diana, I was about to gay that T had better
{hen—er—um—push on to Ascof,

Mgrs. Jrruyx,

Aud have you been ag precise in your arrange-
ments for my oceupation, Spencer ?

SeexcEr JrRMYN,
Certainly—ecertainly—1I Lave thought a great deal
about that, In fact, T—I—that is—well, my dar-
ling, T understood that old Mz, Hetherington had

been pressing about your staying in Hans Place.
Tt is the London Season, you know,

Meus, Jemvx,

There can be no seagon anywhere for a wife with-
out her husband.

SeexcEr Jeryy,

My dear Diana, T am delighted to hear you say
that. I do leave you a great deal—TI am always
flying here, there, and everywhere. It is wrong—it
is damnably wrong !

Mrs, Jermyy,

[Holding her hands over Try's eurs.] Spencer,
the child !
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SrexcErR JurMYN.

Ugh! I beg your pardon, Diana—but eonfound
that ugly child !
Mzs. Jermyx,
Ol, no!
Seexcer Juraryr,

I repeat, it is wrong that I should go about in
this way alone. Therefore let us remedy it.

Mrs, Jeruys,
Willingly.
SeeNcEr JERMYN,
Ab, that's right, my darling.
Mrs. Jerarew,

But I fear, Spencer, that you overestimate your
powers of resolve in thinking that you ean forego
those dreadful race-meetings,

SeeNcEr JERVYN.

My dear Diana, I don’t suggest that. I wag
about to propose that you aceompany me.

Mzs. Juryyn.
Spencer ! Pray respect me a little !
[Trxy sits at the foot of a tree with a boak.]
SeencEr  Jeryyy,
Husbands and wives are seen together at these

Places,
Mazs. Jermyx,
What grade of wife ?
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SPENCER JERMYN,
‘What grade of wife! Why, the—the-—the ordinary
sort of married wife,
Mrs. JERMYN.
Then I am not the ordinary sort of wife. I confess
I may possess one faculty less than other women—
that faculty is The Stable, the Stable in all its bear-
ings and influences, public and private.
SPENCER J ERMYN,
Diana, this is simple prejudice?

Mrs. JERMYN,

What is a stable—your own stable, for which you
so often leave me? It is the least comfortable part
of our premises, where common men are always
shouting “ Get back,” or “Come over,” and carrying
about pails of water !

SPENCER JERMYN,

Tt isn’t the stable, Diana—it’s the horses, the noble,
intelligent horses,
MRgs. JERMYN.
The only uge you find for them is to drag you or
carry you from one place to another,

SPENCER JERMYN,
Don't they do it well ?
Mzs. JEnMyN.
Certainly—then let it end there. When a train
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does the same thing in an eighth of the time you
don’t pat the steam-engine and smolke pipes with
the railway directors. And then, these dreadful
festivals called The Races — the races, where you
put the very animal you profess to respect and ad-
mire o a speed it was never meant to atbain, and
where your jockey lashes and wounds the beast he
rides because the poor thing is too fragile to “make
the pace,” or too intelligent to risk breaking a
blood-vessel. The Races! A mere Baechanal of
vulgarity and depravity, whose vice sinks into a
man until his very tongue becomes furred with if
and he can speak only in the shibboleth of the Bet-
ting Ring.
SPENCER JERMYN.

My dear, Sport is the natural wear of man, like
his coat and trousers—it is perfectly becoming that
a woman should not adopt the one or the other,

Mkgs. Jerwyw,
Spencer !
Serverr JERMYN,
The instinct of Sport is born in us. In all prob-
ability Adam had a gun license—and as there were

horses in Hiden there you have the origin of Ascot.

It was the presence of Eve which made it a ladies’
meeting,

Mzs. Junwyw,
Hush, Spencer—the child !

Seencer JuRMYN.
Racing is my hobby—my weakness, if you like.



28 THE HOBBY-IORSE

Bless my soul and body, you lave a Lobby which ¢s
a weakness |

Mas. Jrrmyw.
And pray what is that, Spencer ?
SeENcER  JERMTN,

[Pointing to Trxy.] There's an animated fraction
of it over there. There are four or five more of
them stabled—I beg your pardon, Diana—domi-
ciled in our house at this moment. I don't bring
ny horses indoors,

Mes, Jenwyy,

A few local orphans Lappen to be occupying the
nursery. You know--you must be aware—that
we have no other use for the nursery.

Srexcer  JerMyN,

My dear Diana, if we are to argue let us argue re-
spectfully and fairly !

Mres, Jeruyw,

I admit, Spencer, that Tam absorbingly interested
in little boys. To wander freely through the courts
and alleys of the most wretehed districts of London,
finding small human treasures amongst the flot-
sam and jetsam of the great metropolis, is the fur-
thermost ambition my mind ean grasp. [ Coazing-
ly.] Promise me, Spencer, promise me that when
the summer is gone and the chill misery of the wet
winter is upon us, that you will spend a day with
me in Poplar?
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SPENCER JERMYN.
No, Diana, certainly not—any day in Bond
Street——
Mgs. JurmMyN.
Ol, you are odious !

SrENCER JERMYN.
Our own parish of Over-Lessingham contains
eunough poverty to satisfy any moderate philanthro-
pist ; do what you like Lere.

Mpgs. JEnmyw,
Spencer! You mean that? You give me per-
mission to do what I please in Lessingham for the
welfare of our poor people ?

SerNcER JERMYN.

Certainly, my dmling—and I was about to tell
you of an idea of mine for enlarging your schieme of
operations. ;

Mazs, JrryvN

Oh, you dear old dumling! Sit down there! And
T'll sit at your feet as I used to before we—before
We—

SpENcER JERMYN.

Before we were philanthropists.

Mgs. JERMYN.

Before we were married. And I'll give you back
your old nick-name of “ Neltles,”

SPENCER JERMYN.
Thauk you, Diana.
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Mus, Jermyn.

[Pinching his chin.] Good-humoured, irritable,
iritating old Nettles!  And I'l] tell Yyou all about
the great big plan I've had in my poor anxious Lend
for weeks, and weeks, and weels,

Seexcrr Jrray,

Do, my darling—and then you shall hear my
proposition, which I faney

Mzs. Teruyy,
Hush, Nettles, dear ; you do rattle on so.
Seencer Jepmvy,
I beg your pardon, my darling.
Mgs. Jarmyx.

Nettles, dear,
. Seuncer JEnmyx,

[Affectionately.]  Yes, Diana.

Mgs, Jenwyy,

I don’t believe we shall ever get a tenant for {Lat
farm-louse at Shodly Heath,

Seencer Jeriryw,
Eh?
Mpgs, Jermyx.

It has Dbeen vacant so long—swhy should we not
omrselves turn it to aceount.

SroNcEr Juryyw.
Well now, that's a little strange—the same notion
bad already struclk me,
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Mgs, JrrmyN.

Oh, you dear old Nettles! Iknow! Nettles has
been having what he ealls ““a good time of it” at
that awful Epsom. And yet I'm not angry with
Lim. Well then, dear, this is my plan—the chil-
dren are in the way at Odlum House—in your way,
I mean,

Sreycer JERMYN,

They certainly ave.

Mrs. Jurvvn.

And when they all have the whooping couzh it
will be distressing to Nettle’s ear. Now, why
shouldn’t we furnish the Shodly Heath farm

SrENCER JERMYN,
Diana!

Mgs. JEnmyw,
Turn Mrs. Clegg, our old honsckesper, info a

sort of Matron, and make the farm-house a Refuge
for thirty or forty of my little waifs ?

SPENCER JERMYN.

My dear Diana, to a very great extent my plan is
YOUrs :

Mgs, JermyN.
OhL!

SrENCER JERMYN.

I had already determined to furnish the Farm for
benevolent purposes
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Mns. Jurmys.

Tiny—Tiny Landon! Come Leve !
[The echild runs across to her ; she wipes his
nose, |
Mns. Jernys,

| Oh! you precious littlo charge! Tiny, kiss that
gentleman, and make, oh, so much of him !

[She places the child on JErMyS'S Fnee ; e

struggles, and pushes TINY from him.]

SrENcER Jrruyw,

Diana, you will not let me explain, I certainly
Lave arranged that the Farm at Shodly shall bo a
Home or Refuge—but, pardon me, Diana, not, not
for little boys,

Mgs, JErMYN.
What! N ot—for—Ilittle—Dboys ?

SeexcER Junvyx,

Mns. JerMyN.

No, Diana.

For little girls?

SerxoEr JERMYN.
No, Diana.
Mgs. JERMYN,

For whom then is Shodly to be a shelter ?

Seexcrr JErMyw,

I thought it would satisfy and delight you, Diana
—twenty decayed jockeys.
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Mgzs. JERMYN,
Oh!
[Smarrock and Prws lounge out of the hsuse with pipes
in their mouths.)
SImATTOCK.
[To Pews.] 'Ats off—the duchess |

Mgs. JERMYN.
Are these two of them ?

SPENCER J ERMYN.
Samuel Shattock—a friend of his,

Mgs. JErMYN,
They are indeed decayed.

SPENCER JERMYN.
Diana, remember they were—both of them—Tlittle
boys once.

[Pivcning and Miss Moxox, talking earnestly, come
out of the house.]

SPENCER JERMYN.
[Angrily to Brarrock and Prws.] Do try to make
a favourable impression upon the ladies, please!

Put those pipes away.
(They touch their hats and tap the contents of
their pipes against the heels of their boots. ]

Miss Moxon.
[Quietly to Mns. JerMyN.] Diana, I'm- almost a
happy woman. &
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Mpgs. JERMYN.
I'm quite a wretched one.

Miss Moxon.
I really think Ralph Pinching is in love with me,

Miss Moxox walks away ecslatically, PrcriNa
looking after her.|
SpENCER  JERMYN,

Oh, Pinching, I want you to enterinto my scheme

with Mrs. Jermyn., [Quietly.] Be sanguine about
it. [Puvomizg pays no atlention.] Pinching !

PincHivg.
Eh? Oh, yes. [Zuking JErMYN'S arm.] Jermyn,
Miss Moxon's father was a eaptain in the Lancers.

SPENCER J ERMYN.

Yes, yes, my boy. [PiNcuine joins Miss Moxox
and begins tulking earnestly.] 1 wish to gooduess
Pinching would be more professional!  Pinching,
Pinching, my boy! Mrs. Jermyn wants to hear
your notions about the Ioure,

Pimvcoiva.
[Carelessly.] Eh? Oh, yes—great fun.

SPENCER J ERMYN.

Mr. Pinching, I elaim your attention for a few

minutes, please.
Pivcming,

Certainly.
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Srexcer JERMYN,

[Pointing to a rustic table.] There ave pen, ink,
and paper. [Pmonme whispers to Miss Moxoy, then
seats hamself ot the table. She lakes a chair by his
side and they continue lalling.] Diana, pray sit
down.

[As she is about to sit Suarrock hurries forward
and dusts the seat with his handkerchief.]

SHmATTOCK.
One moment, lady—there, lady.
Mrs. Jenmys,
[Shrinking from him.] Thank youl
[She sitswith Tixy by her side.]
Suarrock,

The more I look at you, lady, the more I see the
likeness to my poor missus. [Pointing o Mnrs,
Jermyn.] Do you cateh it, Edward ?

Pewa.
Striking—to your fust missus,
SHATTOCK.
‘What do you mean, goin’ on like that 2
Prws,

I mean the missns you bad when I fust knew you, -
Sam,
SPENCER JERMYN.
Hush, hush, hush! Diana, my dear, T want you
to understand—and so doss Mr. Pinchiug— [7%
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PincEING, who is engaged with Miss Moxox.] Pinch-
ing ! —that all the thoughtfulness, all the charity of
this notion has been animated by your heautiful,
your magnificent example in dealing with little
boys.  That ehild is tearing your gown, Diana;
box his ears—box his ears! But, Diana, as Pinch-
ing aptly reminds us— Pinching, please !—as Pinch-
ing reminds us, the world is not exclusively peopled
by little boys.
Mgzs. JErMYN,

Is it peopled with anything more innocent, more
precious than little boys ?

SPENCER JERMYN,

Hm! No, my dear—but you oughtn’t to con-
centrate innocence on Shodly Heath ; you ought to
diffuse it. Now, men like Mr. Shattock—step a
little forward, Shattock ; my wife can’t see you well
—men like Mr. Bhattock are vietims of lost oppor-
tunities.

BmaTTOCK,

True, lady.

SPENCER JERMYN,

Mr, Bhattock was once a jockey of considerable
promise.
SHATTOCK,

I was brought low, lady, by being got at by tha
wealthy and unseruplous. Whenever I had a good
mount, lady, and stood a chance of being in the one-
two-three, I was always got at, lady. Examine the
knuckle—muscles of that 'and, lady. [Mgzs. Jermyx
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shrunks back] You may take my ‘and in yours, lady.
That 'and is developed through pullin’—pullin’ ‘ard.

Mgs., JERMYN.

What do you mean, man?

SHATTOCK.

Pallin’ a ’orse’s ’ead when he was a’ doin’ too well,
lady—ridin’ for to lose. Al lady, there’s many o
good 'orse wot Sam Shattock has rode wot had tooth-
aclie in his back teeth for years followin’. And see
the Lend of it! Those there ’orses have come to
cabs and me to a 'ome on Shodly ‘Eath. And it's a
moral lesson, I say, and proud I am to preach it.

SPENCER JERMYN.

You gee, Diana, we have found some good liere, I
venture to think,
Mgs. JERMYN.

At lenst you have developed an extraordinary talent
for discovery. I wonder how it will strike Mr. Pilk-
ington, the viear.

Seovcer JERMYN.
Oh, I've a fine plan for managing Pilkington.
Mazs. -J Eryy,

Have you? His poor wife would be glad to know
it.

SeexceEr JuRMYN,

1 shall conciliate Pilkington by appointing a sals
aried warden.
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Mgs. Jenwyx,
Not a clergyman !
SPENCER J ERMYN,
Certainly.
Prws,

[ To himself.| Ob, crikey !

Seenerr Jrrwry,
A young liberal-minded sporting parson,

Mns, JERMYN.
[Fmpaiiently.] OL!

SHATTOCK.
Here, mister! I sha'n't never get no twenty men
to the post if a parson’s going to Lold the flag !
2 SeENcER JERMYN.
Silence! T have never met so much senseless op-
position !
SmaTTock,
Here, mister——
SpENcerR JERMYN,
Shattock and Pews, you ean go!

SHATTOOK,

[70 Mgs. Jermyn.] Speak for us, lady—don’t let
‘im get his "ead in this ere. Pull "im, lady, pull ’im!
OL! here’s another element crep’ in!

: [Smarrock and Puws toke their leave. ]
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Serycer JERMYN.
One would think I was a little boy—no, by Jove,
I should be better treated if I were. Pinching! Mr.
Pinching ! Miss Moxon, please—really !
PivoHING.
[Snatching up a pen and arranging a sheel of paper.]
I'm waiting for you, Jermyn.
Serycrr JERMYN.
The advertisement for the clerical papers.

Mgs. JERMYN,
Hal [She sends Toxy away. ]

Spuncer JERMYN.
[ Dictating.] Shodly Heath Home.”
Mus. JERMYN,
Ha! ha! ha! After all my plans!

SPENCER JERMYN.

[ Resuming.] “Opportunity for a Young Churen-
man in sympathy with our National Sports.and Pas-
Gimes,”

Mazs. JERMYN.

There is no such man in existence !

SPENCER JERMYN.

Then there ought to be! *The Founder "—[Miss

Moxox and PiNcHING are talking again.] Pinching—
Miss Moxon—upon my word, I— “The Founder de-
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sives the co-operation, as Warden, of an open-minded,
unprejudieed "

Mags. JERMYN.
Ha! ha!

SPENCER JERMYN,

Mr. Pinching, will you oblige me by following me
into the house with your papers. Diana, your be-
haviour pains and vexes me ! i

[He ascends the steps and disappears through the
porch. PINCHING follows with the writing ma-
terials.)

Miss Moxox.
[Following Piscuive.] Is this then to be our
good-bye ¢
Prxcrine.

T'm very sorry to have to run away. You won't
think me rude, will you? Do leave your address.

SeexcEr JERMYN,
[Refwrning.] Mr. Pinching !

Prxorma.

[To Miss Moxon.] Exeuse me!
[He follows Jesuyx hastily into the house.]

Miss Moxon.

Leave my address! What an end to everything!
Leave my address! It's abominable! One would
think Mr. Jermyn did it on purpose to spoil my
prospects !
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Mges. JerMYN.

Mz, Jermyn would do anything to spoil anybody's
prospects—mine particularly.

Miss Moxon.

I ask, how is it possible for a woman to get mar-
ried ?
Mgs. JERMYN, ‘
Would it wore not possible! A woman’s ouly
chance of happiness is in remaining single.

Miss Moxox.

I quite agree with you; but I shouldn’t mind
being wretched with Mr. Pinching.

Mgzs. Junwyw.,

I can't talk to you about My, Pinching, Constance ;
I ean’t talk or think of anything but the blow which
has fallen upon me.

Miss Moxoxw.

Don’t consider me unsympathetic, Diana, Dbut
I can’t talk to you about your blow. To think
that he sat upon this very seat and with the words,
“ Constance, my darling,” in his heart was set to
draw up an advertisement |

Mprs. JERMYN.

To think that this is the end of all my dreams for
the last few weeks, day and night! This is the end
of my pleasant picture of forty babbling babies roll-
ing upon the grass at Shodly, filling the diamond
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casements of the farm-house with their fresh, ruddy
faces, or making its old rooms ring with the ratile
of their metal spoons! O !

Miss Moxox.

At the very moment of my life when Iam not get-
ting younger! At the very instant I aw starting to
London, to a nasty humilinting situation ! It's not
‘giving Lim o chance, poor fellow !

Mgs. Jeruys,

My little boys! DMy poor little Loys !
Miss Moxow.

But this is a grown-up man!

_ Mrs. Jrrmyx,
Al, you don't worship little children,

Miss Moxon.

I could—1I want to—but not so much other peo-
ple’s.
Mrs. JurmMyN.

The home I conld make for them |

Miss Moxox.

The home I could make for him ! [Sitting distract-
edly upon the sieps.] O, let people come and
trample on me-——I don't ecave.

Mars. JeErMYN.

Constance, dear, don’t—Mr. Pinching may write
o you.
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Miss Moxox.
No—1Lie's a lawyer. He naturally wouldn't com-
mit his views to paper.
Mrs. Jerays.
Then why not delay your journey to London ?
Miss Moxow.
That's impossible. T gave my word a month ago
that T would go to Mr. Brice this week at latest, and

to-day is the last day of the week, and the twelve-
fifteen is the ouly train to get me there by tea-time.

Mgzs, JerMyN.
My, Brice! Who and what is Me. Brice?

Miss BMoxox.
T've never seen him ; he is the curate of the very
poorest parish in London —St. Jacob’s-in-the-East ;
that’s all I know.

Mgs. Jenmyw,
[ Eestatically.] The poorest parish in London !

Misg Moxow.

Mr. Brice has met with some aceident and is going
away for a holiday, and I am to look after his niece
in lis absence and help with the horrid distriet vis-
iting.

Mgs. JermyN.

Help with the horrid distriet visiting! Oh, how

glovious ! how beautiful !
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Mrss Moxon.
How hateful! how odious!
Mns. Jenaryw,
To you comes the opportunity that is denied to
me and you despise it. St. Jacob’s-in-the-East !

The East, the very Mecea of tlie pilgrimage I have
dreamed of! O, if I could but be in your place !

Miss Moxox,
Diana!

Well ?

Muns. Jrnmys.

Miss Moxon.
Diana! Would you like to be in my place reuily 2

Mrs, Jepmyx.
Constance !
Mrss Moxon.

This Mr. Brice doesn’t know ine, has never seen
me. I answered his advertisement in the Sera-
plim when I was in London and he didn’t even
trouble to take up my references. He expects a
Miss Moxon to-day not later than four o’clock ; that's
all. If you desperately wish it, why shouldn’t you
be Miss Moxon for two or three weeks ?

Mrs. Jermyw.
Oh! Mr. Jermyn would never allow it.
Miss Moxos.

He will not be here. When he returns, you have
been visiting ; there's the explanation.
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Mas, Jermyx.
The children in the nursery !

Miss Moxon.
Leave me to look after the little darlings.

Mars. JErMmyN,
Ob, Connie, I dare not play such a triek!
Miss Moxox.
A, when you were courting I Lelped you!
Mrs. JERMYN,
Besides, you forget everything ; how ean I travel
to town in the train with Spencer?
Miss Moxox.

T never thought of that. O, Ralph, Ralph, why
didn't you speak when you had the opportunity ! T
know! Dil I ecan get you to town by the twelve-
fifteen.

Mgzs. JErvyN.

Be quiet, Constance. 'Who would take me to the
station ?

Miss Moxon,

Your husband !

Mns. Jermys.

He would know I'm not going visiting without
any luggage !
Miss Moxon.

He shan’t know you're going to town to-day at all.
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Mzs. Jermy,
¥ou're quite mad, Constance,
Miss Moxox.

Never was saner in my life,
| The woices of Jervmyy and Prxomive are heard
within. |
SeewcER JERMYN.

[ the house.] Make a careful copy of it, Pinch-
ing,
Mrss Moxox.
Your husband and my Pinching! Go indoors
and wait till I come,

{Pvomne and Jermys come from the house, the lot-
ler dressed for travelling.]

Mgs, JeruyN,

[To Miss Moxon.] Constance, mind! I ean’t—I

won't,
SeeNceEr JERMYN,

ftood-bye, Dianal I feel sure you will have
grewn to like my plans for the Shodly Heath Home
Ly the time I get back. We—we part affectionately
I hope, Diana 2

Mprs. JErMyN,
Certainly, Spencer.

SrENcER J ERMYN,
(tood-bye, dear |

Mazs. JErMYN,
3ood-bye | | They shake hands.
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SPENCER JERMYN.
[With assumed heartiness.] Good-bye, my darling !
Don’t sit in any draughts., Good-bye!
[Mus, JenmyN furns qway.]
SrexceEr JERMYN,
My dear Miss Moxon, you will never be ready to
drive with me to the station.

Miss Moxonx.

Ol, thank you, Mr. Jermyn, but my arrangements
are altered—Diana has persnaded me not to go to-
day.

Mnrs. JEnmyw.

[{n an underione.] Constance !

SPENCER JERMYN.

I'm very glad.

Miss Moxow.

But there is somebody I waut you to take with
you to the station ; not in the carringe, of course—
let her ride on the box with Gibbs. Will you?

SeeNcer JERMYN.

Certainly,. Who is it ?

Miss Moxon.
Poor Mrs. Landon, who is obliged to go to Lon-
don on business.
Mes. JrERMYN.

[Under her breath.] Oh!
[She runs inlo the house.]
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SeENcER JERMYN,
Diana’s run away ! Al ! poor Diana.
Miss Moxow,
I'll go after her.
[She follows Mrs. Jermvx info the house.]
Prcnve,

You'll telegraph to me, Jermyn, from time fo
time in case I should want to get at you suddenly,
won't you ?

] SPENCER JERMYN.

Yes ; but, Pinching, do you know that I've half a
mind to let the Steeplechase and the Grand Prix go
to the devil and stop at Lome ? Diana—disap-
pointed, poor girl ; and lonely, eh, Pinching ?

Pmonve.
Well, Miss Moxon remaing a little longer, and
then there are the children.
SpENCER JERMYN.
That’s true. Confound those children !
[Hewerr enfers.]
Hewerrt.
Giibbs has taken the carriage round, sir.

SrENCER JERMYN.

All right. Tell them I'm waiting. [Hewszrr
goes into the house. Good-bye, Pinching. It
doesn’t strike you that I am a bad husband to
Diana, does it¢ ~ A brute—does it, Pinching, sh §

—
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Prycmya,
My dear Jermyn! Don’t think of such a thing.

SpeNcER  JEnuyy,
Poor Diana.

[Hewerr comes out of the house carrying o travelling
bag and rug.]
Hewzrr,
Have to look sharp fo cateh the twelve-fifteen, sir,

SerNcEr  JERMYN,

Of course—of course. Where is that Mrs, Lan-
don? Mys, Landon ! Mys, Landon !

[Miss Moxox enters from the house, JSollowed by Mgs,
Juryyn in Mrs. Lanoox's black shawl and bonnet
and veil. |

Servcer  JErMyN.
[Zestily.] Come along, Mrs, Landon, come along.

[Turning to Prycnrse.] Remember, Pinching——

[e speaks in an undertone to Povermve. ]

Miss Moxox.

[ 7 Mps, Jeray, giving her an envelope.] The Rev-
erend Noel Brice, Number Eight Pelican Place, Great
Rageatt Street, East. Il send your luggage off fo-

night.
Mns, Jermy.
Oh !

SerNcER JERMYN.
But where’s Diana? Surely she'll walk with me

to the gate ? 5
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Miss Moxon.
Oh—I—she——
SPENCER JERMYN.

I won't leave her like this, Coufound the train!
I'll go back and kiss her !

Mrss Moxon.

Ah! My, Jermyn, she's in the nursery with the
boys.
SrENcER JERMYN.

Oh, the dence ! Say I left my love. Look sharp,
Hewett !
[JERMYN goes away, followed by Hewerr, Mrs.
JurMyYN Jwrrying  after them.  PiNcnine
detains Mrss Moxow. |

Pixonine.

Miss Moxon, I shall be here— on business—to-
morrow at eleven o’clock. May I see you?

Miss Moxox.

[dbout to follow Mges. Jervyn.]  Ob, indeed you
may, Mr. Pinching.

Pivouxe.

I wish to ask you a question which concerns my
happiness. I—I What's the matter ?
[Mrss Moxon gives a slight scream and waves her
hands toward the house as if lo keep someone
Jrom coming out.]
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Mrss Moxox,
No, no—not yet |

[Mrs. Luxcon, withoul a bonnet or shaiwl, runs from
the house lovking about her,

]

Prxomye,
Mus, Landon!
Mrs. Laxpon,

Where's my boy? T can’t find my Tiny any-
where. [She hurries away.]
Prvoning,

Good gracious! Tsn't that Widow Landon ?

Why, Jermyn thinks she's riding on the box-seat,
Jermyn |
Miss Moxox,
[Obstructing his way.] No, no, Mr. Pinching ;
don’t, don't!

Prxcamve.

[Trying to pass her.] Excuse me, Miss Moxon ;

Jermyn ought to know of this ! Jermyn |

[ e passes Miss Moxox : she elings to him.]
Miss Moxon,

No, no, Mr. Pinching ! I—T'l tel] you something,
Prycnmva,

I'll be back in a moment.
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Miss Moxox.

No, you mustn’t!| What shall T do? My Pinch-
ing! I—I—I love you, Mr, Pinching !

Pmvomve.

Oh, my dear Miss Moxon !
[Zhey sink on to the garden-seat side by side.]

END OF THE FIRST ACT.



THE SECOND ACT.
A CHAPTER OF SENTIMENT,

The scene 4s two rather commonly furnished sitling-
rooms, sepurated by folding-doors, in a dull, som-
bre lodging-house in the Eust End of London.
Through the back windows is seen a large gloomy
church. It is the dwelling-place of the Rev. Noxx
Brice,

Tie Rey. Novw Bricr, o pale, eareworn-looking young
man, 18 wriling af a table, with his wrist bound up,
while his niece, Bentma, a pretty girl of about six-
leen, s seen through the folding-doors making lea
un the furlher room.

Norn Bricr.

[4s he writes.] * Now the question you must ask
yourselves is, What is philanthropy? Because if
it be nob a mere nickname for some erazy idiosyn-
crasy of the rich there is no reason why you poor
people should not be true philanthropists.” [ e leans
;j)ach wearily.] How this wretehed wrist throbs, to’

e sure,

[Burria comes from the further room.] =~
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BErTna.

Uncle Noel, isn't Tom—isn't Mr. Clark coming
down-stairs to drink tea with us this evening |

NoEL Buiop.

[Resuming writing.] 1 den't know, Bertha, dear.
We can't expecu the boy to be always gossiping here.

BrrTna,

[7o Aerself] But he said my tea was the best in
theworld. It doesn't sound like a thing a man would
say if he didv't mean it. [7% Nozr.] How many ser-
mons for Sunday, Uncle Noel 2

NorL Bnice,

Two. Dr. Porcher is too unwell to preach,

BerTHA,
Which are you workin g at now ¢

Nozr Bricr.
The second,

BrntaA,
Oh, then youw're nearly finished.

Nozr Brice.
No, dear—T always begin with the second.

Berrua,

Rest your hand a little while and let me be your
amanuensis,

=
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Noen Brice.
No, thank you, ladybird, Tl wait {ill Miss Moxon
comes in.
DBrrria.
| 76 herself.] Henever lets me help him, and T'm
his niece.  Why does he like dictating to Miss Moxon

and not to me ? He hag only known her about nine
or ten days and she is no relation at all.

[Mes. Junsew enbers in walleing costume.]

Berraa
Here’s Miss Moxon, Noel.
Mgs. Jnrmyw.
[Aissing Berrma.] Have I been out a very long
time ?
Norr Brice,
It seems so. Where have you been doing good
this afternoon ?
Mzs. JErmyN,
Nowhere. I have been attempting to visit Tyke's

Court,
Noer Brice.

Not alone ?
Mpgs. JERMTN.

No. I met the young gentleman who lodges up-
stairs, My, Clark, and he went with me.

BerTHA,

[T0 herself.] My Tom.
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Nomn Brrer.
And what is your opinion of Tyke's Court ?

Mzs, Jrruayy,

It is an unsavoury locality, which will see me no
more. I ery beaten, Mr, Brice—I have failed again
to-day.

Nozr Brice,

Failed—in what, Miss Moxon ?

Mns, Jermyw,

Failed to come up to my own aspirations. For
days and days I have peered in at the opening of
Tyke's Court and felt it my duty to tread a path

¢ through its decomposed eabbage-leaves, I Dave
made innumerable cowardly excuses—one day I
have not felt well ; another, I had left my eamphor
at home, and so on. This afternoon I plunged.
Oh! the horror of it! “Are you going to faint?”
Mr. Clark asked me. I think so,” I whispered ;
** get me out—only get me out!” He got me out,
and I sat down in a chemist’s.

Noer Bricr.
A, visiting Tyke's Court is man's work.

Mars. JeruyN.

No, not even man’s work. Tyke’s Court ought to
ne visited and consoled by machinery. Ol, the
men and the women! I don’t know which were
which, but Mr. Clark assures me I saw botl,
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BrrraA.
Didn’t you discover any children ?
Mzs. Jermyn.

Mr, Clark said I did. There were some objects
smaller than others—those, I understand, were the
children,

Berrua,
When you first came to us, Miss Moxon, you

were going to fondle all the little ones in our parish,

Mzs, Jermyy,
Ob, so I would! So I would, to-morrow—now—-
" somebody would only wash them !
Noer Brron.
[ Writing again.] Ah, we shall get them washed
in time,
Mgs. Jermyw,
Intime! [7b herself.] And I'm going home in a
few days.
Brrrma,

There's a letter for you, Miss Moxon, on the
mantelpiece.

Mgs. Jerays,
[Ztising and taking the letter.] Oh, thank you.

Benrma.

[Quietly to her.] Did Mr. Clark happen to say
lie was eoming down slaivs this evening—to see
Uncle Noel ?
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Mazs, Jenmyy.

Yes, he is coming— [Kissing her.] to see Uncle
Noel.
[Benraa runs tifo the furiher voom and goes oul,
Mgs. Jurmvs opens her letter.]

Mns. Jurarew,

[Zo herself.] From Constance ! Her letters make
me tremble. [Reading.] *“Dear Di. I grow more
horribly nervous about our eseapade every day. I
get absolutely no eonsolation from Mr. Pinching,
Of course, after hisg diseovery of Mys. Landon, T was
foreed to admit that you had gone away on a Philan-
thropic Mission ; but I refused to disclose your
whereabouts, and Lis kisses ave but on the brow.”
Poor Coustanee ; for my sake! ¢ The servants gos-
siped so at your sudden disappearance that I thonght
it best to tip them lavishly all round—therefore,
Mrs, Clegg, the housekeeper, has your new Indian
shawl. No news of M. Jermyn beyond the Paris
letter which I sent you, but Mr. Pinching went to
London yesterday, and I can’t get rid of the impres-
sion that he has an appointment with your hus-
band in town.” Ob! how near; perhaps this very
day, too! ¢ Now, if Mr. Jermyn should return Lere
prematurely whatam I to say ? Tthink I shall feign
madness and babble incoherently. Dear Diana, do
come home! The blot which [ollows is a tear.
Your engagement—TI mean my engagement—I mean
our engngement with Mr. Brice was merely as com-
pauion to Lis niece during his holiday. When do
you expect him back?” [ Looking at Noer,] When
do I expeet him back? He won't start, poor fel-
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low ! “Get him lLome by all means ; no man, no
curate at any rate, ever needs more than ten days’
rest, and you have been absent that time from your
distracted — Constance Moxon, I%.8.—I pulled a aray
hair from my head this morning. N B.—Alout
o dozen awful men lave taken up their abode at
Shodly Heath Farm. We close all our shutfers
now.” [Lutting the letter in her pockel.] Ol yes, 1
must extrieate myself from this predicament to-mor-
row—the next day, at latest. What should keep
me at St. Jacob’s when I Lave failed so miserably in
the work I thought my true mission? [Brera re-
turns to the inner rooin and busies herself with the
tea-things.] But why hasn’t Mr. Brice gone for hLis
holiday ? T can’t make that out at all. [Noww is
thinking, pen in hand ; she approaches the writing-
table.] Mr. Brice.

Noern Brice,
[Starting.] Miss Moxon,
Mgy, Jersryw,

Mr. Brice, have you forgotten why you engaged
me—er—why you engaged a companion for your
nicce ?

Norr Brice.

No—let me see. I wanted a lady to do some of
the easy visiting and to keep Bertha company while

Mes, Jenmyy.

While you were absent from London on your
holiday.
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Norr Brrcr.
Ob, yes—I was going away, wasn't 19
Mgs. JurMyN,
You were—and aren’t you?

Noer Brier,
Not now—I've changed my mind.

Mrs, Jervyw,
Chunged your mind !

Norn Bricr,

The fact is, the rector and I don't agree very
well, or, rather, Mrs, Porcher, his wife, doesn’t like
me—and Mrs. Porcher is the rector, and both the
churchwardens of St. Jacob’s, She was very angry
at the idea of my wanting rest, and besides — he-
sides, when you came T felt as if T no longer needed

a holiday.
Mzs., Jervyw,

T am afraid, Mr. Brice, I want to ask you now to

let me—to Iet me—go.

Norrn Bricr.

Let you go! Let you leave us, Miss Moxon ?

. Mzs. Jremyn,
To-morrow.

Noxr Brick,
So soon !
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Mrs, Jerwmyy,

Or next day.  Your niece no longer needs a com-
pauion, and I have failed wretchedly in my visiting,
and—and I have otLer reasons,

Noer B,
I am very sorry.
Mazs. Junrarvy.
Thank you, Dear Bertha will wmiss me.

Noun Brior,
Miss you! Al, so much.

Mgrs, Jeparvn,

And it is concerning Bertha that I want to leave a
little warning Lehind me,  Mr, Briee, who and what
is this Mr, Clark ¢

Nogr Buarer,
You dou’t dislike him ?

Mgzs. Jurmyx,
Ob, Ilike him very much,

Nozr, Baron.

So do I and that's nearly all T know—that T like
him.  You see this sprained wrist?  Well, that
might have taken the form of a broken head or a
broken back but for Tom Clark,

Mgs. Junmyx.
A hero |
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Nezn Bricrn.

No, a typieal English Iad. I interfered one night
in a dronken riot down below here, near the doeks.
Clank came to my nid and we fought our way out of
it, back to back. He had just come ashore from a
voynge—he's a sailor, you know-—so I got him a
lodging upstairs, in this house—and we're friends.
That's Tom Clark.

Murs. Jupmyw,

Thank you, Mr. Brice. Now dou’t you think you
had better find oul something more about the boy
as goon as possible ?

Norr, Brice,
Why ?
Mns. Jemrvs.
Why, in case he should fall in love wilh Bertlia.
Norn Brice,
Fall in love!
Mugs. Jenayx.

Don't men [all in love, Mr. Brice ?
Norr Brice,
[Looking at her earncsily.] T beg your pardon—
yes, indeed. [Theve ds a knock at the door.]
Tom Cragrg.

[Speaking outside.]  Will somebody open the
door ?
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Nosr, Drron,

There is the boy. |[Opening the door to adinit
Tox Crawk, a bright young fellow of about twenty,
with a breezy, impulsive manner, who carvies o larye
cavd-bourd hor.] What have you got there, Tom ?

Tom Crars.
I don’t know—dynamite, T think., The carrier left
it at the door as I came down, [ 7o Mus, Jepmyw. | T
hope you're hetter.
Mazs, Jervyx.
Very much, thauk you.

Tonm Crarr,
Oh, Miss Moxon was such fun af the ehemist's.

Brnrua,
[Coming from the other roum.] A box !

Tox Cragx,
Addressed to “The Curate of St. Jacol's-in-tlie-
I0ast,”
Nern Bricn.
Some response fo cur appeal for the poor chil-
dren, I expect.
DBrrrma and Mgs, Jermyy,
[Delighted.] Oh!

Noer Brion.
Open it for {hem, Tom.
[He goes inlo the further room and lakes up
newspaper.  Tos worries af the string of the
box, while the two women lovk on eagerly. |
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Tox Crarx.
I wonder what is inside—guess.
Brrria,
I know—Ilittle white frocls,

Mgs. Junmyx.
No, Bertha, surely not—Dbrown frocks with small
lolland aprons ave more serviceable,
Tox Crank,
It's very scenvely done up.

DBenTma.
If it’s frocks, there must be at least Lwenty.

Muzs. Jurvvs, ‘
It must be frocks; the sppeal was so piteously
worded.
DBenrua,
Malke haste, Tom—it might he boots.
Mzs, JErMyN.
Of course it is—it's boots !
Berrua.
That’s it—it’s hoots !
Mags, Jenays and Beeraa,
Boots, boots, hoots |
' Tom Crarx.
[Hot with his exertion.] That’s it !

[Zfe takes the lid from the box and puls his hand
inside. |
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Berrma,
What is it, Tom? Tt isn’t frocks,

Mrs. Jermyw,
Nor hoots.
Tox Cranx,

Heve's a list on the top. [Producing an open sheef
of nute-paper.| A gold erost !

Mgrs, Jerarvy and Berrima,
OL!

Tom Crarg.

[Beading.] “Portman Square, Mrs. Horace W.
Pigott-Blundell, in response fo the affecting appeal
m to-day's paper, has pleasure in forwarding to the
curate of Bt Jacol’s-in-the-East, for distribution
among the deserving, thirty numbers of the fus-
traled London News,”  [Ie throws the leller into the
hox and bangs the Lid on it in disgust, saying to him-
self.] AndTIpaidone and eightpence for the carriage !

[He carries the box into the further room, Jol-
fvwwed by Berrma.]

Mres. Jurnyy,

[Sitting at the writing-table.] Mr. Brice’s sermon.
[Feading.] “What is philanthropy 2 Ab, what is it ?
Is it that bundic of picture papers, or Spencer’s
wretched freak at Shodly, or my foolish deceit in
taking Constance’s place here ? Shall I ever find out ?

[Tou comes to Mus., Jenarys. ]

Towm CLarr,

Miss Moxon, are you inclined to help a fellow?
: E -
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Mrs. JERMYS.
What fellow, My, Clark ?

Tom CLARE.

Look here! I like you, Miss Moxon. I think
you're & brick, and I know you have a jolly lot of
influence with Noel—Mr. Brice,

Mzs, JERMYN.
1!

Toxm Cranx.

Yes, rather. And I want you to use it for melike
n dear good soul.  Will you?

Mnrs, JErRMYN.

How?
Tom Crark.

In this way. [Brrrma comes from the further room
carrying a cup of tea in each hand, but stops short
when she hears her name mentioned.] T'min love
with Bertha! I love her fearfully! Nobody sus-
pects it, because I'm so careful. But she's going
shopping after tea and I'm to escort her—and I know
ghe'll take my arm,

Mgs, JERMYR.
She won’t if you don't ask her.
Tom Crank.

But I feel I shall ask her. I say to myself, “‘1
love Bertha,” all day long—I go to sleep with the
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words on my tongue—I wake up with them there—

they're there now. And when I tall to her as we

trndge along the streets together T shall he obliged

to open my mouth and out they'll roll—won't they ?

[BErtsa returns solemnly on tiptoe o the further
room, carrying the cups. |

Brrrua,
[fin @ whisper.] I won't interrupt them just now.

Mus, Jermyw,

Tt seems to me that you don’t want much assist-
ance, Mr, Clark.
Tom CLszk.

But T shall, to get Noel's consent to our marringe ;

because T want to be murried at once,
Mrs. Jermyw,
Oh! Would next week do?

Tom Crang.

Yes, next week would do very well, thank you.
As far as I'n concerned I eould wait a weelk longer,
but I'm not selfish altogether, Miss Moxon, and I'ni
burning to help old Noel.

Mpgs. Jenmyn,
But I don't see how

Towm Cragg.
Why, Noel is awfully poor, driven like a slave,
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worked to death. Al, you don’t guess what n fine
chap he is.

[They bolh turn to luok into the further room.
Bewrma s falleing (o Nown, who s stioking fier
hatr fondly. |

Towm Crank.
Poor fellow !

Mgs. Jeryyx.
Poor fellow !

Ton Crank,

You know, when Lis bhrotlier died Noel tock all
the children. Bertha's grown up, but there are
three very small ones with a nurse, And he gets a
Lundred and twenty a year from old Porcher.

Mus. Jesmys.
Oh!
Tom CLark,

Too much, isn’t it? Well then, when I marry my
Bertha I shall get him out of the grinding prip of
old Mrs. Porcher and whip him off into the country,
where he'll piek up his strength in a jiffy. See?

Mus. Jermys,

OL, are you very well off; then ?

Tom Crark.
Haven't a brass button, you know.

Mgs, JERMYN.
Really, Mr. Clark !
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Tom Crarx.
But my dear old father is vich. Heand I quarrel
awfully.
Mus, JeRMYN.

Well, then, how——

Tox Crasg.

Why, the moment T marry T write and break it
gently to the dad—* Dear Dad, I'm married. Yours,
el celerg! " See?

Mrs, Jermyy.

Perfectly. That couldn’t be a shock to Liw, could
it ?

Tom Craek,

No.  Well, then, what's the resuit ?  Dad Lurning
with anxiety to see my wile—my wife! O, doesn'
it sound jolly?

Mrs. Jennmyy,

It sounds pretty well !

Tom CrLark.

I take her home! T can picture father standing,
glum and sulky, at the gate! “Who's this?"” I
can hear him saying it. My wife, dad !” * Your
wife!  What, that pretty litfle fairy! T like your
taste, my boy—come in, we dine at seven.” Sce ?

Mns, Jeruyw.

You seem to have thought out everything very
carcfully.
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Tosr Crark.

Yes ; if every fellow were as cautious there wouldn't
be so many injudicious marriages,

Noern Bricr,

[t the fulding-doors.] Tom, why don’t you let
Miss Moxon have some tea? What ure you diseuss-
ing ?

Berrna,

[Pulling Norw back.] O, uncle, don’t disturb
them !
Ton Crazk.

Just coming, Noel. [70 Mns. Jervve.]  Be quick.
I see you'll help a fellow ; wou't you, ch? Woun't
you ?
Mgs, JERMTN,

[To herself.] Would this be philanthropy, I
wonder? Buf, my dear Mr. Clark, if you are so
certain of Bertha's influence, why not gain your
father's consent before your marriage ?

Tom Crank,

Ho ! ho! you don’t know my dad! When Bertha
and I are married we'll ask you down. He's great
fun. Besides, I've got a horrid stepmother. T
know the kind of woman—thin, pale lady with
spectacles, black hair falling down like window-cur-
tains over her forehead—awful

Noen Baice.
The tea is quite cold !
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Berraa,
[ Taking hin® saeay.]  Ob, no, it isn't—not quite.
Mus, JrrmyN.

T'm coming.
Tom Crank.

[Seizing her hand as she is going into the furiher
room.] Miss Moxon! Ob, do get me married
quickly ! Miss Moxon!

Mus, Jenmyn
Weil, weil, £'1l think of what I ean do
Tom Crank.

Bless you for thaf, because you can do every-
thing ! Al, you're as good and as beautiful in your
way as Bertha is in hers, and whenever a man fullg
in love with you, Miss Moxon, I hope Le'll worship
you as T worship my dear girl !

Mgs, Jurmyw.
Ob, no! DPlease don't sny that !

[Mges. Jervys goes info the further roowm to the lea-
lable as Berrna with her hat on joins Towu.]
Brrrma,

I'm ready, Mr. Clark. Tt seems selfish of me to
drag you out.

Tom Crark,

Not at all.  Ave we going far?

Brrrma.
No—ouly just round the corner, to a hat-shop.
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Toum Crang.
Oh, dun’t you know auny distant hat-shop.

Berrna,
Yes, but T always deal at this particular one.

[Norrn comes from the other voom veading a neiws-
pager.]
Brrrma,
[At the door.] Good-bye, Uncle Noel—I sha'as
be long.
Nozr Brice.
Good-bye, dear,
Tom Cragk.
[Softly.] Oh, Bertha, dow't, don’t say you won't
be long !
BrrTHA.
My, Clark!
Tom Orarg.
If you only knew—if you only guessed——
Berrna
Guegsed what ?
Tom Crank.
How much I—how much I—want you to give the
other hat-shops a chance !
[Toar aned Brrrma goﬁom the rooin.

Nogen Brior,

[70 himself.] Now. Half a sermon from two
leaves one and a half. One sermon and a half he-
tween this and Sunday, my article to finish for
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The Seraphim, a Mothers’ Tea on IFriday night,
two dockyard carpenters, both very bad characters,
to marry to-morrow morning. [Suding at the table.]
Come, Brice, my good [ellow, you must put on ihe
steam,

[Mes. Jemayy apiproaches him, carvying a cup of tea.]
Mgs. Jernyy,

Am T not to write for you this eveming, M.
Brice?
Hoen Brics,
Thank you, Miss Sloxon, my wrist is good for an-
other hoar.
[FTe wiites busily, she stands watching him.]

Murs, Junwyw,

[T herself, watching Nour.]  Poor fellow—poor,
generous, warm-hearted fellow ! Tired out, domi-
neered over by Mrs. Porcher, a hundred and twenty
a year elied oul by a few articles for The Seraphin,
and four orphan ehildren to feed and nurture. Toow
fellow !

Noxzr DBrioe,

[Beading from sheet of Iis sermon.]  “1b is true
philanthropy to treat all mankind alike —not to turn
your back upon any object because it does not be-
long to the particular elass you have made it youw
habit or your boast fo serve.”

[Lle resumes wriling. ]

Mges. Jermyw.
[Zo herself.] Suvely that applies to me. O, if
I could only render this man some service!
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Wouldn't that be real charity! T've never done any-
thing half as good as that would be.

Noer Bricn,

[ Dropping his pen and putting his hand lo Iis
wrist.|  Hallo, another twinge !

Mus. J ey,
Now, perhaps you will resign that chair, Mr.
Brice. '
Noer Dgice,
Thank you. I fear T must.
[He puis her in his pluce, then picks up the news-
paper and glances at the advertisements. |

Mpe. JErMYN,

[Tv herself.] What could I do for him—what
could T do? 1 can’t think, Shall we begin worl,
My, Brice?

Nozr, Brick.

[ Without looking up from the newspaper.] Please.
Good gracious, I've never read anything so mon-
strous! Look here! ¢ Shodly Heath Home for
Decayed Jockeys | 7

Mgs. JERMYN.

Oh!

Nozrr Brick.

[Reading.] “ Opportunity for a Young Church-
man in gympathy with our National Sports and Pas-
times.” Upon my word !

Mgs., JERMYN,

Perhaps it means—ecricket.
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Noern Brice,

Cricket! [Resuming] “The Founder desives
the eco-operation, as Warden, of an open-minded,
unprejudiced Evangelist who detects an elevating
tendency in Horse Racing and who is prepaved to
maintain that the Hnglish Race-meeting is both
harmless and cxhilarating.” Why the Founder
ought to be Licked !

Mrs. Jrrmyn.
No, he oughtn’t. Why?

Norer Brice,

Why! Took here! *Three hundred pounds a
year.” Three hundred pounds a year! < Write to
Ralph Pinching, Solicitor, High Street, Newmar-
ket There's a templation, a gross temptation, to
throw before poor men—some like myself with
bungry babieg to feed! Three hundred pounds a
year| The country—the crisp, bracing air—health
—gtrengtli !

Mes. Jurmyw,

Delightful ! That's it! That's it!

Nozrr Brice,

Three hundred pounds a year! No more anxiety !
Bertha with rosy cheeks, and little Teddy and
Blanche and the baby

Mns. Junmyw.

Rolling upon the grass at Shodly, filling the dia-
mond casements of the farm-house with their fresh,
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raddy faces, or making ils old rooms ring with the
vattle of their metal spoons!  Oh, My, Brice !
Norr Bric.
Why, Miss Moxon, you make quite a preity pict-
ure of it.
Mrs. Jrruyy,
I—ol, yes—I—ecan imagine little children at a
place like—what's its name?
Nozr Brieg,
Imagine —yes.  [Zhrowing the paper from hin.]
Ab, Dut it is wrong even to imagine it.
Mzs. JEmvy,
Then you won't—try—to get there!

Noer Bricr.

I! My dear Miss Moxon, the air here may be thick,
murky, unwholesome, but even for fresh airand £300
n year one doesn’t sell one's convietions to {his in-
fatuated worshipper of the race-course,

[He begins loading his pipe.]

Mgs., JeErMYN.

[ 76 fierself]  Poor fellow! To see him turning
his back upon money and comfort for the sake of
his conseience—oh, it's pitiful !

Norer Bricr,

[Lighting his pipe.] 1 suppose that Founder, ns
he calls himself, is a little mad.
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Mus. Junwvs.
I really don't see any evidence of it, Mr. Brice.
[ Picking up the paper and smoothing it ont.] Al 1
must say that T am swrprised, swrpeised, ab yonr
bigoted prejudice agninst Lorse-racing.
Norr Drice.
Prejudice, Miss Moxou !

Mns. Jueryy,

Sarely anything tending to develop the wonderful
eapacities of a noble and intelligent animal like the
horse——

Norr Brice.

Ol, yes, I admit that's very intevesting,

Mrs, Jurmyn,

Certainly, and useful ; and therefore racing is and
ought to be the characteristic sport of all English-
men, including the clergy.

Norn Brice.

What is ealled Sport, Miss Moxon, is too often
mere brutality.
Mprs. JErMYN,
Bratality | Was Adam brutal ?

Nogn Bricn,
Adom ! What Adam?

Mgs. JERMYN.
The Adam, Were therc not horses in Iden ?
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Norr, Brren,

We're tauglit to believe so.

Mus, Jerayy.

Then, - there, Mr. Brice, you have the origin of
Aseot. The presence of Lve—no, no, she wasn't
theroe.

Norr Bric.

Ha, ha! You positively overwhelm me with the

weight of your theology.

Mrs, Junnys.

Ab, then, won't you write to the solicitor at New-
market?  For the sake of the babies — the ba-
bies

Nozr Brrcr.
My dear Miss Moxon, the babies would grow up
baudy and crooked if I professed opinions I do not

hold.
Mgs. Jerayy.

[7o herself.] How is it possible to do good to
such an obstinate man! My, Brice—Mzy. Brice,

Nozrr Bricx,
You're not going to crush me with Adam again,
are you?
Mgzs. Jermyr.
No. But won't you dictate to me some sort of

response to send to this solicitor—to please me, who
am so fond of Bertha ?
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Norrn Bricke.

Of course I will -if yon'll allow me to write fnife
eandidly.

Mrs. Junavy,

Ah, thank you! [Sitting ut the talle and address-
ing an envelope as she speaks to herself.]  If Te would
write o half-and-half sort of letter, it might do.  And
then, if he were appointed Warden of Shodly, and
came to find out who Miss Moxon really was, he
would forgive me all my deception, and perhaps learn
to remember me as an angel in disguise. An angel
in disguise! I have begun by disguising my hand.
Mr, Pinching would never recognise that. [7%
NoeL.] T've addressed the envelope very neatly, Mr.
Drice. Will you begin now %

Noen Brice.

Hm. [Dictating, his back turned toward her.]
“Biv "

Mgs. JerMyN.

Dear Sir!  Dear Sirl

Norrn Brrer,

*Bint?

Mrs. Jenurys.

[ Writing.] Oh!

Nowr Brror

“I have absolutely no sympathy with any sport
or pastime which has gambling and other evil pas-
sions for its accompaniment.” ‘

Mgs. Jenwyy,
[To herself, without writing.] Ob, that won't do !
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Norr Brick.

#Nor do I perceive any feature in horse-racing
tending to the elevation or ennablement of the mind
of man,”

Muzs. Junayy,

[To herself.] Ob, dear! Ob, dear! What an

obstinale man!
Noen Brick,
« Of the mind of man.” Have you got that?

Mnrs. JerayN,
Y-yes, Mr. Brice.
Noer Buice.
“But if yon want a guardian for your people who
will strive honestly to instruct, to guide, and to

eomfort them, T will aceept your Wardenship. Your
obedient scrvant.” Blank, How does that read ?
Mazs. JurvyN,

C-c-capital—the very thing. [70 herself.] How
i it possible to be philanthropic with a man like
1lis? I can see his babies all getting weal and bony,
and Why should I not indite my own sord
of letter—a emreful half-and-half sort of letter—and
get Bertha to coax him into signing it in the morn-
mg? Tl try it—it's a forlorn hope. [Looking
toward Nogr, who has put is head back and is dozing,
she begins writing.] “My Dear Sir: I have read
your advertisement in The Seraphim ”—that’s true ;
T must be strietly truthful—[Writing.] “and I shall
be delighted”—[ Looking cautiously toward Nozr,
who makes ne sign.]  delighted to aceept the War-
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denship of your much-needed Home" — [Looking
up frightened.]  Thal's vather truthful. [Writing.]
“your much needed Home for—for Disabled
Horscmen.” The poor fellow will like that better
than Deeayed Jockeys. [ Writing.] It would be
my endeavour to reconcile my views to yours”—
that's just the same thing as reconciling Spencer’s
views to his, of course—“and to discharge my duties
aceording to the dictates of my conscience.” Why,
it's his own letter—put a little more pleasantly,
[ Writing.] * Believe me, my dear siv, very sincevely
yours,"—space for signature, O, T wonder if heil
ever see it in the proper liaht! ObL!

NorL Bricr.
[flousing Tamself.] T beg your pardon—I was
half asleep.
A Mzs. Jerayn,
[Holding the letter belind her.] W-were you?

Noer Bricr,
Well, am I to sign the letter ?

Mrs. JermyN.
The 1-1-letter !

Norr Brrce.
About the Wardenship.

Mrs. Jenuyx.
Ob, that letter! [Producing it awkwardly] It
you are alluding to that letter—I—I have that letter

here. "
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Nogr Brick.
Taking the letter from her, and sitting at (he table,
[Zaking 7
e selects @ pen.] Thank you. [Half lo himself.]
[l just glanee through it.
Mnrs. JERMYE,

Oh! My Brice. [Tukwng the letter from him and
laying it before him while she conceals the wrillen part
with her hand.]  That's where you sign—there at the
boitom of the page.

Norn Briok.,

Yes, but I was going to read it first.

Mrs. Jenmyw, _
No, no—afterwards. Then you'll see how it looks
all together, with the siguature,
Noun Beicz,
I thought perhaps it was rather too abrupt.

Mgs. Janmys,

No—it doesn't seem so very abrupt,

[He lries to sign his name, but she nervously
mouves her hands over the leller lo prevent lus
seeing its contenis. ]

Noxrs Briog
I beg your pardon—TI can't write if you do that.

Mans. JERMYN.
I—I'm trying to help you

E—— R

———
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Nowr Brier.
[Signing his name.] That's it. Now, I'll—

Mnrs, Jrrmyy.

Ol, no, let me—let me rvend it. Ii's wrillen in
such an odd way. Ave you ready ?

Noen Bricn.
Quite.
Mns, Jormyy,

Er—um—you're not pnying attention, Mr, Brice.
Noen Brioe,
Indeed T am.
Mrs, Jrrvyy,

¥y

“My—dear
Nown Bricr,

Tih?

Mes. Jeryayx.
“Sir!”

Norn Brice.
Oh'!

Mrs. Jermyn.
13 I _I n

[Tox and Berraa suddenly enter.]
Brrrma,

Uncle Noel !

Tom Crank,
Look out, old fellow !

Noen Brick,

What's the matter ?
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Brnrma,
She’s coming !
Norr Bnicr,
She—who ?
Brrrma.
Muys, Porcher.
Nozn Brror.
Hush! Don't be frightened ! Bring Lerin, Tom.
Toxt hurries out.] Good gracious! what mischief
ig this old lady bent on now !

Mzs. Jeemyw,

[To herself.] Ol!—the letter! [Fulding and
closing the letter.] Ready for the post! Oh!l oh'!
I wonder if T have done guite vight ?

[Tox tntroduces Mrs. Porenrr, a grim old women in
black: ond a formidable bonnet, who enters with a
solemn glare, |

Noer Buce.

Come in, Mrs, Porcher.

Mges., PokcHER,

[Eyeing Mrs. Jonvyy severely.] Ts this the Miss
Murkham I hear of—the lady now in residence
here ?

Norr Bruiow.

This is Miss Moxon, the lady who is kind enonglh
to be a companion to my niece. |Mrs. Jrrmyn bows
slightly, NMrs. Porenmr coughs asthmatically.] Sit
down, Mrs. Porcher.

[Mzs. Poncnrr silently enthrones herself.]
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Mgs. Porcmrr,

A footstool, [Berrma and Tox foteh footstool,
which Nogn places at Mzs. Porenme’s feet.| This is
not the complimentary hour for calling, nov iy this,
Lregret to say, in any sense a complimentary visit,

[Berria and 'Wox vefive on iptoe into the further
room and close the folding-doors softly. ]
Norrn Bace.
I hope at least, Mrs. Porcher——

Mes, Poroner.
Please. Bub for the performance of an unpleas-
ant duty any hour seems to me appropriate.
Mgs. Junmyw,
Pray allow me to leave you,

Mgy, Porenrn,

Fr—mno. T think it would be better if Miss—Miss
Moxon would pay me the compliment of remaining.
I grieve—I griove to may that Miss Moxon is un-
pleasantly associated with the object of my visit,

Norrn Brion,

In which caso T should prefer receiving a written

communication from youn, Mrs. Porcher,
Mg, Porcues.

I think not. The cold formula of a letter is
neeessarily frigid and repellent ; in dealing a blow
the sympathetic eadences of the human voice nve
nuch preferable.  Mr. Brice, Dr. Porcher has dur-
ing the term of your curacy permitted you to dis-
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charge many, if not all, Lis duties in addilion to
~our own, You cannot deny if.

Nokn Brien,
It is cerfainly the casc.

Mzs. Porcrmr,

I thank you for the frankness of that adndssion.
Aud whyis thisso ?  For eighteen years Dr. Porcher
has not slept uninterruptedly through one entire
night. My cough, commenecing regularly at sun-
down, has not permitted him to do so. That cough
being now chronie T ean hope for no amelioration
in the condition of Dr. Porelier. In the meantime,
Mr. Brice, he is dependent on the faith, the enthusi-
asm, the integrity of his eurate,

Norr Bricr,

And that faith, that enthusinsm, and that integ-
rity he has always had fromme. Do you eall it info
question ?

M=zs. PorcnEr.

Pardon me. Up to aliout ten days ago—T think
that is the time when Miss Moxon was first receivel
into your house —up to that time, I—man and wife
being one, I speak as Dr, Porcher—I had but
slight cause for complaint,

Noern Brice,

Whether you speak for Dr. Porcher, or for your-
self alone, or for both of you, I beg you to speal
carefully,
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Mzrs, Porcmer.

T am not, My, Brice, at all in the Labit of trosting
to inspiration. L have here memoranda. [Heferring
o her {ablels.] When six weeks ago you suggested
tuking a short holiday, you advertised for o tempo-
rary companion for your niece—/or your niece ! Well,
then, Mr. Brice, in due counrse this lady arrives Lere,
and immediately relieves you of some of your duties
of visiting—a thing which 1, her senior if 1 mistake
not, would hardly have presumed to do.

Noen Drrcn

Well, madam, what then ?

Mzs, Porones.
Then, Mr. Briee, one would conjecture that the
time had arvived for youw to leave London.

Noern DBrice.

My arrangements becnme altered. T Lad—rea-
gONS.
Mes., Poncues,

Quite so. I feared this—I have feared this trem-
blingly.
Muzs. JERayN,
You have feared what, madam ?
Mgs. PorcHer,
I beg your pardon ?
Mzs., Jerarvy,

You have associated my name with the object of
your visit here. I want to know what your fear is
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in connection with the abandonment of My, Brice’s
holiday.
Mzs. Poreuen,

H'm! Certainly. I fear that Dr. Porcher will
never be able to quite satisly those ladies of our
parish who are so concerned about this business, that
M. Brice did not relinquish his lioliday beeause

Mus. Jemrv.
Beeanse ?
Nowr Buicr,
(7 Mgs, Jervwey.] Hush ! [7o Mgs. Porchig. ]
Please !
Mgs. Jenvyx,
Beeause ?
Mrs, Porcomer.
Because Mr. Brice had found nol ouly a compan-
ion for Lis niece, but a companion for

Norr, Brrer,
[To Mrs. Porcuer, pointing lo the dovr.] Leave
this room !
Mrs, Poncrer,
What!
Norn Brier,
Leave this room—my house—leave it ! When ean
I see D, Porcher? It must be soon—immediately.

Mrs. Porener,
I speak with the voice of Dr, Porcher

Nonr, Brricer,

Al, don’t you understand what I mean? That T
desire to wash my hands of you all without a mo-

AU e b
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ment’s delay ! Let me be rid of you! Your money
has mildewed the bread with which I feed the dear
ones who are dependent upon me, long enough !
Let me be vid of you !

NMrks. Porener,

[ Producing a letiter.] Antieipaiing some unseemly
outburst of this nature, My, Brice, I am armed with
a letter from Dr. Poreher—written reluctantly al wy
dictation —informing you that Mr. Charlesworth,
your dear amiable predecessor, is ready to take your
place at once,

Noen Bricn,
[ Taking the letter.] To-morrow. Go, please, Go!
[ He opens the folding-doors and culls Tonr.]

Mns, PorCHER.

[T Mgs. JERMYN, who is standing as if stricken, with
her head drooping.] Pardon me. 'The christian
name, Constance, I think? [Mrs, Jermyn looks of
Mrs. PorcHER without replying.] Constance—1 re-
member. I shall feel it my duty to report the name
of Constance Moxon, unfaveurably, to the Governesses
Institute.

[Tox opens the door, Mrs. Porcurr sails oul, and
he follows her.]
Noern Bricr.
Ol, Miss Moxon !
Mrs, Jeys,

Hush! Don't speak to me, ploase, Mr. Brice!
Don’t, don't speak to me !

[She puts her handkerchief to her eyes ; Bertua
runs lo her side. |
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BegTaA,

What is the matter, dear? Uncle Noel, has Mrs,
Porcher made Miss Moxon ery ?

Nozn Brick,

(70 Mus. Jerwvy, | Only say that you ean pardon
me for never suspecting that this woman's—that any
woman’s — malice could go to such a wonstrous
length!

Mas., Jurwyy,

[Softly o Nokr.] Hush |- Bertha. Mrs. Porcher
15 very angry, Bertha, because your uncle lias not
taken his holiday—so terribly angry. Mr. Drice,
pray don’t give another thoaght to my shave in the
matler —mnever let it cross your mind again. O,
Low dare she! how dave she !

Brrraa,
But why are you erying so, dear?

Mzs, Jervyx,

T—ol, T am crying a little, Bertha—because I
have to run away from yon very suddenly. T leave
this house to-night-—at onee, [Norn sturts.

Brrraa,

To-night! Not for good !

Mgs, JermyN,

Yes—for good. I am of no use, yon know—bhe-
- eause —because your uncle Las not gone for his holi-

day.

T S S e e T S, T e
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Brnrma,
Ob, why don't you persuade her to stay, Uncle
Noel ?
Mns. Jennyw,

Husl, dear! Come with me,

Norr, Bricr.
Misy Moxon !
Mrs, Jemyx,
[Turiing to Nokr.] Don't—please—please! O,
Mr. Brice, why, why couldu’t you linve gone for
your holiday ! [She goes oul with Berrms, |

Norwr Brioe,

Ob, the insult to her—and under my roof! The
insult to her! The insult to Ler whose smile does
more to Drighlen this parish than all the sun that
ever finds its way hieve | [Crushing Porcrnw's fetier
i fis hand.] My formal dismissal from Dr. Porclher,
He shall see me to-morrow. I need not curh my
tongue to him in defence of the woman I love—ol,
at least T can spenk the words to mysclf—the woman
Ilove!

| Tonr enters. ]

Tom Crarg.
What has the old lady done now, Noel ?

Norr Brice.
£'m out of St. Jacol’s, Tom,

Tom Crarg,
Ave you, Noel? Then so am I,  Mind, you don’t
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shake mo off—I'm after you and Bertha, wherever

you go,
Norn Baier.
But I haven’t told you the worst of it, my boy.

Tom Cranx.
Why, what's wrong ?

Nozr, Brion.
She Las robbed me of—of a friend—a friend I
caw’t spare. Her Dbitter tongue is driving Misg
Moxon away from us to- mwht and—and— ah Tom,
you're little more Lhan a bm and don't 1]11d&1‘:t"11]d
and T can't tell you!
Torr Crarg,
Liltle more than a Loy, am I! Can't understand,
can’t I! Why, Noel, I'm in love too!

Norrn Brice,
What do you mean by you'ro in love foo #

Tox Crang,
1 mean I love Bertha !

Norr Brick.
Tom Clark !

Tom Crank.

Why, what a fool Ishould be if I didw’t! Al,
Noel, love gives a fellow a pair of spectacles, whicl
enables him to see right through another fellow's
waisteont and straight into his heart. Ha, ha!
Why, old chap, I wuessed it a week ago !

TP e I e e T
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Nonr Brrce,

I don't know what you meau! A week ago!
Why, Tom, £ didn’t know it then !

Ton Crine.

No, but the man himself is always the last to find
it out. Ob, I'm so glad, old chap !

Nour. Brrem,

Glad !

Tox Crar,

You know I shouldn't have liked you to marry
anybody I didn’t quite approve of. But I do admire
her—so does Bertha, T think we're both to be con-
gratulaled, el ?

Nomn Brios,

Be quiet! Don't go on in that way, Tom—1I can’t
bear it! She's leaving me—I may never sce her
again.  And even if these few past happy days could
go on unbrokenly for years to come, I could never
open my lips about love.  Why, man, how could 1Y

Tom Crang.
How could you! O, T'll tell you how,

Nozr, Brice.

Will you be quiet, Tom! You know I haven't a
penny in the world.,
Tow Craug.
Well, no more have I—and I proposed half an
Lour ago.
|Brrrna enters.]
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Berrma,
[Crying.] Tom, will you g-g-go and find 4 c-c-cab
to take Miss Moxon away ?
Tox Cragk.

[ Whispering.] Bertha, dear, let us look for it {o-
gether, I think Noel has something awfully impor-
tant to tell Miss Moxon, Hush ! |/Leoking at Norr. ]
Dear old Noel!' I think Le's a Iucky chap after all,

[Toxt and Berrns go quietly ont.  The room is grow-
ing gradually dorker.  DMrs. Jrmayy enters. |
Mus. Jermyy,

[Looiing about her.| Dertha! DBerthal [S7e
sees NovL, T herself.] Where is Bertba?  Poor
fellow-—1I didn't want to say good-bye to him alone.

Nosr Brron

[ Fucing her suddenly.] You are going away, then
—really going away ?

Mus. Jerays.
Yes, I—Iam waiting for a cab, My, Brice.
Nozr. Brice,

The thought that you are driven away from us in
such an infamous manner is maddening to me.

Mrs, Jervyw,

OL, you mustn't let other people’s ill-nature hurt
you so much. As for myself, T was going to-morrow
—a few Lours earlier, what can it matter ?

e T ——

Ty T Y
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Nogrn Bricn.

No, no, that’s trne !  What ean it malter? DBut T
—DBertha and T—were rather dull and lonely here
when you found us, and somehow you—as a new-
comey often will

Mes, Jerays.

Ol, yes—au strange face does break the monotony
of life, doesn't it ?

Non Brrce.

Yes. Aud when one loses that face, when it has
ceased to be o strange one ; when one enters a room
thivking to see a familiae form in that eorner or in
that, and is almost startled to find —nothing —
then —

Mus. Jurmy,
Then one is pained, naturally—for a day or two.

Nozr Brrern.

Yes, I mean—for a day or two.
© | He turns away from her and goes fo the win-
dow. |

Mrs. JErMys,
Is that a cab at our door?

Norn Brioe.
Yes. [He goes lo the door and opens 1t

Mrs. JERvvN,
[To herself.] T am glad the time has come,

i
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Nozn Briom,

[T0o himself]] Sowme people asking for Tom.
They have goue upstairs to his roon,
[4e closes the door.]

Mus, Junmyw,

Good-Lye, then, Mr. Brice.

Nozr Buricg,

Taliing her hand ] Good-bye. DMiss Moxon, will
you, as the parting act of a friend, golve a problem
which arvises in the life of every poor man and which
to-night crosses me in mine? You know hiow poor
- I am—how prospeciless, saddled with caves, almost
without worldly hope. But I have never despaired
till to-night—and yet 1ill te-night I have not heen
g0 near setting foot upon a path full of encourage-
ment and light. Iam at the cross-roads of life—
read for me the index which points this way or
that !

Mgzs. JerMYN.

Of course T will help you if I can, Mr. Brice.
What is your trouble ?
[The room is now abnost in darkness.)

Nozr Brice.

There is a woman I love—whom I love as I love
no other earthly being. Tell me—ecould I approach
her with such a tale of poverty and strugele upon
my lips as I have told you, my friend ? What would
she say to me if I presumed to ask lLer to be my
wife ?
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Mrs. Jermys.
Surely, if she loved yon, she would {rudge the
hard road with you.
Nozr. Brrog,
Bat is it not womandlike to fear paverty
Mns. Jusmyn,
Yes, to fear and to face it.
Noer Brrcs,
You bid me speak to Ler then?
Mrs. JrrMyN.
If you trust her, yes.

Noznn Brice.
Then give me your hand again,

Mgzs. JErMYN,
My, Brice!

Nokr Brice,

[Taking her hand.] And let me speak to yon!

Mzs. JEnyy,
To me?
Noer Brice.
To you—the woman I love with all my heart.

Mgs. JerMys.

{Betreating from him slowly, as if in a dream.] The
woman you love! [Under her breath.] Oh, what
have I done?

[TermyN appears af the door, but neither Noer nor Mrs.

JERMYN hears or sees him.] "

e I .
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NoEn Brice,

Speak to me, friend ! Still friend—the dearest
name f man can give even the woman he would
malke his wife |

[Norw seizes her hand. Jervvs refreals and closes
the door sharply.]

Mres. Jervyy,

Husgh! O, hush!

Norn DBricz.
Who's there? Who's there?

[Tewnevs knocks, then sreopens the door and enlers.
Mazs. Jesvyy crouches behiind the arm-chair. ]

SroNerr JeEruys,

I really must apologize, I'm afraid you didn't
hear me knock.
Nomn Bricr.

Have you any Dbusiness with me? My name is
Brice.
SPENCER JIRMYN,
My dear sir, I'm pleased to meet you, I'm told
you're a great friend of my son.

Nokrn Brice,
Your son?
Srexcrr JERMYN,
My son, Allan Jermyn—the boy who ealls himself
Tom Clark.
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Noer Bricr.

Allan Jermyn—Tom Clark !

[ With a stijled ery Mes. Jensys, hiding her face, stag-
gers it the further room and shuis the folding-
doors, at te same movient PivcAIse appears in
the doorieay. |

Pryerm.

Jermyn! Here's the boy! Allan! [Arnax enfers
with Berrma.]  Allan !

ATLAN,

[Giasping Prsersa’s hand boistercusly.] Ralph!
Good gracious mel 'Well, I never! How did you
find me out? Never mird. How's my father? Does
he ever ask about me? Well, T am glad to sce you!

Ilere, Nocl! Noel | [Bentnia lights the gas.]
Prvomwa.
[Pointing to Jewryw.] ook there.
Arran,
Father!

Seexcer JERMYN,
Allan, my boy !
[They are about to embrace effusively, when they
sumultaneously draw back and look at each other.]

ArLaw,
Hallo, father! How are you ?

SPENCER JERMYN,
Hm! Do you know you were very disrespectful
to me when Ilast had the pleasure of seeing you,
gir ?
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Arrax,
TI'm gorry you think so, father.

SPENCER JERMYN.
I do more than think so, sir—I'm sure of it.

Prxomne.
Jermyn, Jermyn—Allan, my boy !
SreNcrr JERMYN.
Well, I don’t know—however — [faking Arrax’s
hand| I'm pretty well, thank ye.
Arrax,

Glad to see you, dad. Backed any of the wrong

‘uns Iately ?
SrENCER JERMYN.

What do you mean by that? Don't you darve to
mention King Caraway——
PryoHixa,
Allan—Jermyn—no, no!
Atraw,
Beg pardon, father. Noel! [7b Jerwyn.] This

i8 Mr. Brice—the Rev. Noecl Brice—the dearest fel-
Tow in the world—my true friend.

[Jerayy shalkes hands with Nozr. |
Norr, Bricn.

Al, Tom, Tom, I was Tom Cluk’s friend ; but
T'm quite a stranger to Allan Jermyn,
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Arrav,
I was going to spin you the whole yarn to-night;
wasn’t I, Bertha?
SeexcEr JERMTN,
EL?
Arraw.
Oh—DBertha., Mr. Brice's niece, DBertha—the

dearest fellow in the world—I mean, another friend
of mine. [TeryyN bows. |

Brnrria.
[Quietly to Arrax.]  Ob, Allan, I'm so afraid.

Arpax,

Afraid, my darling ?

Berroa, -

In the hat-shop you were all mine, Now I feel
towards you as I do towards the books from the lend-
ing library. The chapters of your life are not for
me alone, and when you leave me other people may
take you in and turn you up at the corners.

Ariax,

No, never this bool, Bertha.

Brrraa,

OhL, Allan, Allan, youwll always be Tom to me,

won't you, dear?
[The folding-doors slighly open and Mus. JErMYN
looks eagerly ab the outer door for means of es-
cape, but draws back quickly.]
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Seencen Jamaryy,
[70 Norr] A brave young fellow, you thiuk Lim,
do you? You're right, sir, M Brice, let me call
you a friend of mine. Allan!

Arrax,
[Turning from Bertur]  Yes, father,
SeENcER JeRyy,
You'll return with me to the Lotel to-night.

Brrrma,

Oh!
Seunerr Junwyw,
To-morrow wel pop down to Ascot to see the
running for the Gold Cup—next day I shall take you

home. Do you know that your mother is dying
with curiosity to see what her son is like ?

Arrax,
Ishall be happy to make her acquaintance, father.

SrexcEr Jerwyy,
Good-night, Mr. Brice,
[Mzs. Jermyy again altempls to make her escape.]

Pivcniye.

[Holding o note Te has just seribbled.]  May I ask
you, Mr. Brice, to give {his note to Inspector Mason
when he calls to-night ? Tt is to let him know the
result of our search for Allan, I place it here.
[Laying it carelessly on the writing-table and secing the
tetter addressed to himself.] Dear me! Pardon me,
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I think this is addressed to me—Pinching, of New-
market,
[Mrs. Jrmonyy slaggers back into lhe furiher
roont. |
Nozn Brick.
T certainly have written a letter to a Mz, Pinching,
Solicitor, of Newmarlket.
Pinewme.
[Pointing lo the newspaper.] In reference to an ad-
vertisement in The Serophim, may I ask?
Noer Bricw
Yes,
SpeNcER JERMYN.
Not applying for the Wardenship of the Home at

Shodly Heath ?
Nozr DBrice.
Well —yes.
Prxeni,
[ Opening the letter.] "Will you allow me? I am
the Mr. Pinching,
Nogn Brion
Certainly.
SpeNern JEPMYN,
Good gracious me, Mr. Brice | And I, sir, 1 am
the Tounder !
Arpan.
Wiy, Noel, what's all this about ?

PIxcHING.
Jermyn!
[Jeruys reads the leller with Prscne, excitedly.]
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ServcEr JEruyr.

Dear me, this is quite extraordinary ! Exeuse
me. [Taking the letter.) My dear Pinching! We
have found the young liberal-minded sporting par-
son!  Diana said there wasn't one in existence !

Arraw,
OL, Noel, here's a stroke of luclk !

DBentaa,
Oh, Unecle Noel !

Srevcer JrrMyN.

Pincling! the first, the only answer to our ad-
vertisement—the very man ! [T0 Noww, enthusiasti-
cally.] Mr. Brice, there is no time to lose in a
scheme like this, When ean you come down to
Shodly ?

Avrax.

Divectly, dad. Old Noel at Shodly ! Bertha !
Five miles from Odlum House! Dad, you've got
hold of the finest chap in the world |

Norr Bricn.

But, Mr. Jermyn, do you really mean that you
‘ean accept the propositions contained in that letfer ?

Srencer Jervvy,

Never read a letter that pleased me better in my
life! Pinching, will you take M. Brice down o
the Home by the cleven-fifty-five to-morrow morn-
ing ?
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Prvomive,

By all means, if Le agrees.

[ Mus. JerMyN, with o horror-stricken fuce, comes from
the folding-doors and creeps gradually towards
ths door.)

SruscEr JERMYN.

Mr. Brice, my son’s friends are mine—things hap-
pen strangely. [ Zoking Nort's hand.] Let me ex-
press a hope that you may long remain Warden of
Shodly. Come along, Allan !

Avraw.
[ Waving his hat.] The Warden of Shodly!

Hurrah !
[Mes, JERMYN, unperceived, staggers oul at e

door.]

END OF THR SECOND ACT.



THE THIRD ACT,
A CHAPTER OF TXPIATION,

The scene is an elegant morning-room at MR, Jug-
MYN'S, with French windows, a veranda, and a
consereatory, and a view of the gqarden beyond.
It is morning, aond the Irexkfast things are on a
table placed at the entrance to the econservatory,
Miss MoxoN s sitting alone at the breakfust-
table.

Miss Moxow.

Here’s Ralph ! [Going to the window and woing
her handkerchief.] ~Oh, what a depressed object he
looks |

[Prscmxe enfers, looking very miserable, with a tele-
gram in his hand. |
Pryonxg,
O, good-morning, Constance.

Miss Moxon.

Good-morning |
Pryonrxe,

How are you this morning ?
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Miss Moxox,

Beyond wishing I were dead T'm extremely well,
thank you, [He kisses her wpon ihe jorchead ab-
stracted{y.] On the brow.

Prxerma,

Where's Mrs. Jermyn ?

Miss Moxoxw,
Pacing up and down the hall distractedly.
There's her breakfast untouched., I've had mine.
PivcuinG,

We're stuck knee-deep in a nice substantial quag-
mire, I must say. [Showing the telegram.] DM
Jermyn nnd Allan have left London this morning
by the early train, and will be home in about twenty
minutes. The Prodigal’s Return.

[Miss Moxox gently fulls against PixcuiNe, hold-
ing on to his arm.]
Miss Moxon.
Ob, Rulph—TRalph !

Pixonma.
[Studying the telegram intently.] Not just now,
Constance, dear—not just now, my love.
Miss Moxow.
I must—{or T am so sorry for you.
Pixcuizg,
Sorry for me? Why on my account particularly ?
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Miss Moxox,

Of course I am sorry too for poor Diana and for
My, Jermyn, and for that innocent elergyman at
Shodly—their troubles are to come

Pivonme.

You are sorry for yourself also, Constance, T hope
—you originated the whole mischief, if you remem-
ber.

Miss Moxow.

I know I did ; but then, being engaged, the gentle-
man takes the entire vesponsibility. |[ZLeaning her
head on his shouwlder.] And that must be so awful
where the gentleman’s a solicitor.

Prycama,

You are right, Constance—it is awlul, shockingly
awful, O, Constance, my dear girl, if less than a
fortnight ago you Liad but confided to me the where-
abouts of Mrg, Jermyn I could have flown up to
London, dragged her back by a few sensible words
of advice, and saved everybody the catastrophe which
i to break over our heads this morning like the
culminating outburst of a grand pyrotechnic display.
Oh! oh! oh!

Miss Moxon.

It was Diann's secret—do you blame me for keep-
ing it ?
Prxermia,
Look at the result!
Miss Moxox,

I am the first woman who has ever kept a secret
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for o whole fortnight. You ought to worship me
for it !
PrsonmNG,

I do—I do. Bub never do such a thing again,
Constance !

Miss Moxox.

Besides, why blame me? Who was it who led
Mr, Jermyn, the might before last, into the very
house in which his wife was? You're alawyer—
where was your inslinet ?

PrvcdiNg,

A lawyer doesn’t run along with his nose on the
around like a pointer!

Miss Moxox.

I don’t know what a lawyer does, I'm sure. All
my theories about lawyers are crumbling—my illu-
sions nsed to be beautifnl. I begin to be sorry I
ever met a solicitor.

PxcHING.
Constance, my dear, solicitors are but men!

Miss Moxow.

TUnder the peculinr civeumstances it isr’t for me to
object to that; but your bringing this Mr. Brice
down to Shodly yesterday and installing Tiim within
five miles of the very rug we're standing on!l How
could you? How could you? How could you?

Pmcuing.

How was I to know that the poor man was madly
in love with Diana Jermyn, alias Clonstance Moxon ?
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Miss Moxox.
Don't argue intemperately, please.  There is about
a quarter of an hour to decide—what is to be done?
PrxouiNe.
Oh, the case is clear enough—h'm !

Miss Moxox.

H'm! Now then.

PmcniNa,

Tirst gently acquaint Mr. Brice that hehas formed
an  attachment to Tom Clark's —that is, Allan
Jermyn’s—Tather’s wife, who is Miss Moxon,

Miss Moxox,

No, no—firgt let Allan Jermyn know that his
father’s wife is his mother.

Prwenmva.
Whose mother, my dear?

Miss Moxon.

Don't interrupt me.  Tell Allan Jermyn that Le is
Constance Moxon's son.

Prvemma,

No, no, I don’t like the idea of that—it doesn’t
put me in a nice position. The caso is quite simple.
Tirst tell Jermyn that Mr. Brice is inlove with Mus.
Jermyn. That's easy enough.

Miss Moxoxw.

Oh, yes, that's all right. And who's going to

transact that nice little easy bit of business?
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PincumNe.
Who !
Miss Mozox.
Tt sounds like the solicitor’s department.

PryeniNe.
No, no—it is purely a woman's task.

Miss Moxox,

Dinna's?

Pryeuaixa,

My dear girl, ean we expect a wife to tell her
husband that another man las proposed to ler?
Put yourself in that position—no, dou’t do thal—I
mean The whole thing's in a nutshell, You've
known Mrs, Jermyn sinee childhood,

Miss Moxon.
7 do it! Oh, Ralph, what an unmanly proposal !

PvcuiNe
Who is to do it then?

Miss Moxon.
Would Mz, Brice like to help? He's the nearest
clergyman !
Prxemxa.

Help to let Jermyn know that he loves
Constance !

Oh,

Mrss Moxow.
Very well, then, we are forced to return to the
only disinterested person—the young family solic-
itor.
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PrycaNG.

Disinterested ! When the original mischiel arose
rom  a snggestion of the lady I'm engaged to
marry !

Miss Moxox.

Ralph Pinching!

Prxenme,

My dear !

Miss Moxox.

Ralph Pinclhing—of Newmurket ! That is about
the fiftieth time you lave upbraided me with my
innocent complicity in this unfortunate business. I
ask you one question—do you wish to break it off?

Privenma.

Of course I don’t, my dear girl,

Miss Moxox.

Very well, then, I do. T literally sicken of this
never-ending cruelty.

Pixcama.

Cruelty—Constance, darling!

Miss Moxow,

You ean be gentle at times, but your gentleness
is that of the summer sky, which anon sends forth
its fiery shaft to ignite and to destroy, Myr. Pinching.

Pxeuing,
My dear girl, you know you don't mean—
Miss Moxox.
I mean that T must be quite perfect in the eyes
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of the man I marry. The chaing of our engage-
ment have clanked for a fortnight, Ralph Pinching ;
let mine be the hand to strike them from your
chafing limbs.  Good-morning !

[She goes ot through the window,]

Pmwonmya.

We have the same scene regularly every day, and
in very nearly the same language. [Studying the tele-
gram again.| Bub T ean’t think of my own lothers
with so many of other people’s to distract me. Now,
what-

[Miss Moxon re-enters and comes lo PrscHise. |

Mrss Moxow,
Ralph, dear.
Pryeming.
Ah, my daurling !
Miss Moxoy.
I have carefully thought over our recent interview,

Prcuive.
‘Which one, Constance ?

Miss Moxox.

The one we had just now—and I have come to the
conelusion that we ought to he much more mutually
tolerant. All these sad misunderstaudings ave the
common ineidents of long engagements.

Pmverama,

[Intent on the telegram.] Yes, dear, yes—they are

—they are! -
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Miss Moxow.
You will forget what I said to you, won't you?

Prvomive.
1 do forget it, my darling—entirely.
Miss Moxox.
Forget—and forgive?
Pryenme.
Certainly. [He kisses her forehead in an absent way. ]
Miss Moxow.
[To herself.] On the brow.

7 Prvcmxe,
[ Looking toward the conservatory.] Mrs, Jermyn !

[Mus. Jrnuyx enfers through the conservalory. She
is pale, her eyes are fized wpon the grownd, ler
arms hang istlessly down, she holds a telegram.]

Miss Moxon.
Di, dear.
Mrs. JERMYN.
Constance.
[ She puts her lips to Miss Moxox’s forehead, then
sinks upon the seltee.

Miss Moxox.
[To herself.] On the brow. You look very white,
Diana.
Mgs. JERMYN,
I feel white.
Miss Moxo.

You didn’t sleep again last night?
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Mrs, Jernyw.
Do I'look ag if T Lad slept ?

Miss Moxox.

Two nights without rest—hot hands—a galloping
pulse. Oh, Diana, ean’t you—can’t youn eat an egg ?

Mrs. JEravs,
O, pleasec.
Miss Moxox.

Z've had an egg, and do I look as if I'd slept ?

Mg, Jeraryy,
Yes, Connie, dear, youn do.

Mirss Moxox.
Well, that's not my fault! Why don't you all say

you blame me for what has happened! Oh, why
was I born !

Mgs. Jermyw.
- [Hler eyes fived upon the lelegram.] Oh, don't go
back to years ago, Connie !

Mrss Moxon.

Diana!
Mrs. Jermyw.

I mean the present is so terribly exigent.
Miss Moxon.

Before Mr. Pinching, too !

Mgs. Jermyw,
Mr, Pinching !
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Miss Moxon.
He's here. [To Pixcuiwe, whom she brings for-
ward.] Poor Di wanders a little—she imagines that
some things happened long ago.

Mrs, JERMYN,
[Shaking hands, feebly with PixcaINg,]  Good-morn-
ing.
Pixvcnive.

1 see you have received a telegram,

Mnzg, JERMYN.

Yes—from my husband. [Reading.] * Burlington
—~Clork Street. The boy most anxious to be pre-
gented to his mother—thinks you're a dowager—
haven't undeceived him. Peppercorn picked up
the Glold Cup. Expect us, without fail, by evening
train,”

Pivenina.

[Looking at Mns. JurmYN'S felegram.] Tixeuse me
—thank you. [Zo Miss Moxoy.] There's a discrep-
ancy between our telegrams—they've written “ even-
ing” train in Mrs. Jermyn's, and “early” train in
mine,

Miss Mozxorw.

Then she doesn't know they may be here in tcn

minutes,

Pincmng,
No—you'd better tell her.
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Miss Moxox.
No—iyou'd better tell her.

Dincuine.
Yos—Dbut I thought ag you're & woman-———

Miss Moxox,
I know—but you being a solicitor——

Pryemma,

Yes, I know, but [They argue.)

Mzs. Jermyw.
Myr. Pinching.
Prvoniwe.
Mrs. Jermyn.
Mrg, Junmyy,
I believe you have been made acquainted with all
the details of this dreadful business.
Prvonrve.
Constance has told me everything,
Mgs., Jrpmvy,
At my request.  You—you ave a solicitor.
Miss Mosox.
That’s what  say !
Mgzs. Jeruyn.

At an hour like this one naturally gets a crumb
of comfort from the clear brain and calm judgment
of a man like yourself.
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Pixcumva,

You're very good—I—anything I ean do

Mnrs. JERMYN,

Thank you, I think you had better tell me about
this clergyman — Mr. Brice. T understand you
brought him from Teondon to Shodly yesterday
morning ?

Prxemna,

With his niece—yes.

Mrs. JErayN,

Did he make any reference to—to—you Lnow
whom I mean—fto me?

PincrixG.

He did. When I called for him in the morning
T found him in great distress of mind. At first Le
declined to accompany me. I asked him why, He
replied that he had snstained a great loss—a most
precious friend had gone from him. T asked in
what way. He said as if the earth had swallowed
her. “A lady, then?” I snid. “Yes,” he re-
plied, “the brightest, the sweetest, the deavest lady
in the world.”

Mrs. JenrMyN.

Thank you, Mr. Pinching. I would rather hear

10 more.
Mrss Moxon.

[To Prxcmive, shaking her head.] Be quiet, be
quiet !
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Mrs, Jupmyx,

[To Prvenma, commanding herself)]  Dut he did
travel with you to Shodly after all ?

PinouiNe,
At my persuasion.
Mns. Junaev,

Ob, yes. And you left Mr. Brice and his niece af
the Farm ?
Prxemiye,
I did!
Mus. Jrrmyw.

Thank you, Mr. Pinching. I have thought every-
thing over carefully and, T hope, conscientionsly.
The first thing to be done before my husband and
his son return to-night

[Prvemmye and Miss Moxox exchange looks.]

Pivcume,
To-night——
Mgrs. JuErRMYN,

Istolet Mr. Brice hear the whole fruth.  'Will you
start for Shodly Heath at once, Mr. Pinching ?
[ Prvemva bows.]  Tell Mr. Brice the history of the
foolish mistake—tell him that I entreat his pardon
for causing him so much—so much ineonvenience,
and beg him to understand that I cannot do this—
in person. At once, please.

Pinonisa,
At once.
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[Hewsre enters.]

HewerT,
[Breathlessly.] T beg your pardon, ma’am !

Mus. JERMYN,
What is it ¢
Hawgrt,
You forgot to order the carriage, ma’am, to mect
the master and Mr, Allan !

Mes. JERMYN.
Why, Hewett, they don’t leave London till the
evening train.
Hewerr.
Loy’ bless me, I've just seen 'em diive up to the
lodge in an 'ired {1y !
Mgs. JERMYE.

[Clinging to Miss Moxox.] Oh!
[Hewesrr runs out at the window.)

Pixcuing.
T was afraid of this—my telegram said the emly
train,
Mns, JERMYN,
And you never told me

Miss Moxon.
Oh, what a solicitor |

Pivenmwe.
I thought of mentioning it |
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Mgs, Junrys.
Thought !
Prycmve.
This business quite upsets me—it’s all through
being engaged to one of the ladies concerned !

Mups. JERMYN,
Ooh!
Miss Moxon,

Perhaps you wish to break it off, Mr. Pinching!

Seexcer JERMYN.
[Speaking outside.] Come through here, Allan!
Hewett !
Mgs, JEnav,
Ah!
[Mzs, Jeraryx drags Miss Moxox out ab the window as
JERMYN enters with ATTAN. ]

SpENCER JERMYN.

Al, Pinching, here you are. Both friendly and
business-like of you to bo here to receive me.
| Looking at Prxomive.] What's wrong ?  Aren’t you
well ? *

Arraxw,

You do look seedy, Ralph.

Seeverr JEnMyN,
Tell me—you got Mr. Brice down to Shodly yes-
terday ?
Pmycmina.
Oh, yes—he's there!
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SreENCER JERMYN,

That's eapital—capital! So the Home's fairly
gtarted, ¢ch? I'm proud of what we've done, Pinch-
ing—proud, sir. It's the culminaling point in my
Turf career !

[Hewsrr is passing foward the conservatory corrying
bags and wmbrellas. |
SPrNCER JERMYN,
Where's your mistress, Hewett ?
HewerT.

I don't know, sir; the ladies were here a minnte
ago.

SPENCER JERMYN.

The lacdies ! What ladies?

Hewrrr.
The mistress and Miss Moxon, sir.
[Goes through the conservalory. ]
Arpaw.
Miss Moxon ?
SeExcER JunMyy,
[T Perrya,]  Miss Moxon is staying with us
again then ?
Pxomve.
Y-ves—sghe's here !
SeuncEnr JERMYN,
She must have just returned from town ?
Pixcnyo,
Yes—al —just returned.



TIOE HOBBY-HORSE 123

SPENCER JERMYN,

T was quite astonished when Allan easually men-
tioned yesterday that a Miss Moxon had been acling
as companion to Mr. Brice’s niece, You couldn’t
have known it either 2

Pixcming,
No, I didn't knew it |

Srpxorn JERMYN,

‘We little thought the night before Iast that we
were in the very house with the lady you have the
happiness to Excuse me, Pinching—don’t thinl
me rude—one moment. [PINCHING sits af the falle. ]
[Zo Avnan.] Allan, my boy—it just strikes me, It's
a very awkward thing, this attachment you've told
me about, of your friend, Mr. Brice, to DMiss
Moxon, You know she’s engaged to be muried to
Pinching.

ATLAN,
It 7s jolly awkward, father.

SPENCER JERMYXN.

I don't like it. She's an old friend of your
mother’s, but I ecan’t have a woman down here play-
ing fast and loose with two good fellows,

Arranw.
Miss Moxon is a very nice woman |

SPENCER JERMYN,
Ah, they're all nice till they're found out, my boy.
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I shall tallk to Diana about it. Poor Pinching—I
Imew his father.
Acran,
Poor devil !
Seuncer JERMYN.

Be careful not to alarm him yeb awhile. [Prven-
NG is abowt fo go out af the window.] Wait for mo
here, Pinching, please,

Prxoame.
Certainly.
Avray.
| Seeing the breakfasi-table.] By Jove, here’s some
food ! I'm starving !

SPENCER JERMYN.

All right—T'll go upstairs and find your mother.
Allan, my boy, T've kept it from you as long as 1
can, but—but—-your mother isn't an old lady at all,
gir!

Arraw,

She isn't, father?

SrENCER JERMYN.

No, sir, nor a middle-aged lady—she is n young
lady, much too young to own a great hulking boy
like you, you young seamp, you !

Arvam,
Ha, ha, ha!
SeENcER JERMYN,

You think I ean’t play a good joke, eh? Ha, ha!
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[Looking al Prvemxe,] Poor Pinching—I knew his
father, too!
[He goes through the conservalory.  Atnaw seals
himself al the breakfust-table. ]

Arvax,

[ Culting a loaf.] This comes of dad dragging me
away from the breakfasl-table this morning.

[Mzs. Jeesys and Miss Moxox appear oufside the
window, and Jiss Moxox enfers on {iploe, while
Mug, Jurmys shrinks back out of sight. |

Mrss Moxox,
| Clinging {o Prvonmye.] Ralph—Ralph—something
must be done !
Pvonmwa,
[Tn o fluster.] I know—I know—I was just think-
ing of doing something.

Miss Moxox,

Tiook at him eating happily. [ She coughs; ALnax
rises with his mowth full] M Jermyn’s son ?

Arraw.

I bLee your pardon. [To himself.] By Jove, she
is o pretty woman! [70 ser.] I think I can guess
vho 1t 18,

Poxenme.

Oh!

Miss Moxox.

No you can’t!
ALLAN.

Father has gone and gpoilt his own joke. I hope
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you don't think me too big to lel me call you, for
onee ut least, my mother.
[He draws Migs Moxox (o him and kisses her, |
Prxommxe.
No, no!
Miss Moxox.
[Drawing back.] Oh, dear! [T% hersel/.] On the
Tips.
Prxcnrve.

You know that’s a grown-up man, Constance—I
don't care about it.

Miss Moxox.

That's right—Dblame me ! Mr. Jermyn, we are all
liable to error.

Arraxw.
Lrror! What ervor?
Miss Moxox.

[Pointing to Prycamwg] This gentleman should
have spoken earlier. My name is Constance Moxon!

Arrax,

Your name Constance Moxon |

Miss Moxon.

Indeed, yes. Diana! Diana, dear! [Running to
the window and bringing Mzs, Jervyw. ]  This is Mus.
Jermyn—this is your new mother.

[Mrs. JerMyN stands before Avvax with her heod
bowed. ]
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Arrax,

[ Mgs, Jusmyx.| DMother! O, Miss Moxon !
[ Looking from one (v the other.] Why

Mus, Jenuys.
No, that lady is richt, Allan.  She is Biss Moxon,
not I—T am Mrs. Jermyn.
Mrss Moxon,

[ 70 Pivcuine.] No solicitor could have managed
that better.
Arraw,
You Mrs. Jermyn !

Mgs, Jermyx,
Yeg—vyes.
ALLax,
I am afraid there is some mistake. Noel—Noel
Lknows you are Miss Moxon,
Mps. JERMYN,
No—Le only thinks he knows I'm Miss Moxon.

Arrax,
But father knows you were at Mr. Brice’s—I told
lim so.
Mus. Jrryx.
You eouldn’t have done so—you didn't know I
wag at Mr. Brice’s,
ATLAN,
OL, don’t say that—we were there together,

Mrs, Jrrmyx,
But you never guessed I was your mother?
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Arran,
No. -
Mns, Jervys,
Then how could you have told your father?
Arpay,
T mean I told him Miss Moxon was there.

Mns, JerMYN.
Well, there 1s Miss Moxon,
Arrax
Then it seems I've told a lie to father.

Miss Moxow.
Yes, you appear to have made a very bad begin-

ning.
Arrax,

[ To Mus. Jeruyy.] Good gracious! Well, but—
father knows that Noel’s in love with you—(to Miss
Mozxox] no, it's with you !

PvommNag.,
No, it 1sn't !
Mus, Jermys.
Who told Lim that?
Arraw,

I mentioned it.
Mns., JrrMyE,

How dare you?
Miss Moxox.

Haven't you any business to mind of your own?
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Avray,
T'm very sorry.
Mgs. Jenonvn,
Sorry !
Arran,

Father asled me to tell Lim all about it

Mzs. Jemn,
That's impossible.
Azusx,

He did—because he accidentally strayed into the
room while Noel was proposing to you—[lo Miss
Moxoy] no, T mean to you /

Prxommye.

No, you don’t!
Mrs, JERMYN.

Great Heaven !  What will he think of me §

Miss Moxox,
What does he think of me 2

Arrax,
But it was in the dark.

Mrs. JERMYN.
Oh!

Miss Moxox.

In the dark! That makes it worse! OLl, Diana }
you never told me you didn’t have the lamp lighted !
i
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Array,
I see how awkward it is—Decause one of you is
engaged to Mr. Pinching.
Miss Moxow,
7 am engaged to Mr. Pinching.
Pryomne.

Certainly.
Arran,

Of comrse—then it isn’t nice for Pinching, is it?
Pryvenime,

Yes, it is!
Miss Moxox.

Yes, it's all right for Pinching.
ALLAR,
No, it isn't — because

father it isn't nice for!
[Mus. JERMYN throws herself on lo the setiee.

No— by Jove— it's

Mgs., JERMYN.
Allan—Allan—ecome to me.
ALLAN.
Ol, don't ery, Miss Moxon—I mean, mother.

Mgs. JrRMyN.
i thought our first meeting, whenever it happened,
yould be so different from this.
Arrax.
So it was, you know.

|
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Mns. JurMyN,

I have often pictured my Lushand’s son as the
bright impulsive young fellow you are. Have you
never thonght of what 7 might be?

Armaw,

Well, yes, if you vemember, I imagined you a

thin, pale lady wilh spectncles—

Mzus, Jenvey,

Obh, yes, of course—that was unlkind of you, Tom
—Imeau, Allan. But didn't your father deseribe me
to you, dear?

Arzaw.

Yes, he told me yesterday you were an enormous-

Iy stout old lady

Mrs. Jrrmiy.

Arrax,
It was Lis little joke, you Luow.

Oh!

Mgs, Jeruvy,

Then he hasn’t told you of my fierce philanthropic
eravings—my wild fancies for adopting and rearing
l-l-little b-b-boys ?

Avraw,

No. Oh, T see——

Mnﬁ. JERMYN,

Yes, you see, Allan, what led me into this mad
scheme of taking Constance Moxon's name and fill-
ing her place at poor Mr. Brice’s unknown to every-
one. You don’t blame your poor mother, do yon
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Arnax,
No, mother dear—of course I don't. T understand
now all about it.  Visiting Tyke's Court, eh?

Mres. JERMYN.
[Crying.] X-yes.
Arvaw,
Ha ! la! ‘That was vather a failure, wasn't it ?

Mns. Jupuyxs,

[Laughing and erying.] Awful. Don't remind me
of it !

Arraw,

Your turning faint and coming to in the chemist’s!
Ha! ! .

Mrs. JErMYN.

Ha! ha! Why, I should never have been so
foolish if T had always had you to manage and con-
trol, my own dear little boy.

Arzaw.

No, mother dear.

Mrs. Jurvys,

[Smaothing his hair and arranging his eraval.] 1
shall dress you quite differently from this in a day
or wo.

Arrax.

Yes, mother.

Mgs. Jeruyy. .

Yes—and I think T shall part your hair in that
way.

Arraw.

Thank you, mother.
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Mes, Jrnaryw.
And you'll always look up to me and come to me
for advice in your little troubles, won't you?
Arax,
Certainly. And I should like o say, mother dear,
that I aan very sorry—very sorry —that I——
Mus. JurRMYN,
You are going to confess a fault, my boy ?
Arrax
Well, yes, mother—I suppose I an.
Mes, Jenuys,
Sit there, What is it, child ?
[Arrax sils ab her fect, she places her hund on
fis head.
Arrax.
I was going to say that T

Mes. JERMYN,
Yes—don't be afraid that T shall punish you, Allan.
You are very sorry that you

o Arnax.
That T advised old Noel to—to propose to you,
mother dear.
Mus, Jrrayx.

You advigsed him !
Arrax.

Yes, mother—he wouldn’t have done it but for
me. I egged Lim on.
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Mes, Jeryvys,

You did! [Seizing hin by the shoulders.] You are

the cause of all the mischief, then!
Arrax.

Yes, mother, but listen !

Mgs. Junwyw.

[Rising and facing him.] Oh! OL! Why aren’t
you the same size as other mothers’ boys, that I
might properly chastise you !

[JErsryw busties i al he window.]
Seexonn JERMYN,

Ob, my dear Diana—TI've been running afler you
everywhere. How very inconsiderate | [ Kissing her. |
How are you, my dwling ?

Mrs. Junmyn.
T'm not very well, Spencer, thank vou.
Seexcir JErMYN,

You look white. [Seeing Arrax.] Hullo, you've
found my boy, then ?

Mrs. Jerwyw.

Y-yes —we've been talking,

Seoxcen Junmyw.

My dear, you're surely not concerned at his size

~—it doesn't make you any older, Diana,
Mgs, JerMyN.
No, it isn't that, Spencer.
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' SrescER JERMYE.
Have you been upsetting your mother, sir, before
you've been in the houge ten minutes?

Avraw,

No, father.

SeExcER JERMYN.

Don't answer me, sir—don’t answer me! Go
away! [Arrax joins Miss Moxox and Prvemve, | He's
a fine chap, isn't he ?

Mgs, JemwyN,

Very.

Spexcrr JERMYN,

Of course you ean't judge of his excellent guali-
{ies from seeing him once, ean you?

Mus, JunmyN.

Oh, no.

SrENCER JERMYN.

Wait till you've known him a week, Diana—wait
till you've known him a week.

Mgs. Jrrmyy.
Oh |
SPENUER JERMYN.
What is the matter, my dear girl?
Miss Moxon.
[ Coming o Mrs. Jrnayx's aid.] How do you do,
My, Jermyn?
SpENcER JERMYN,
Al, Miss Moxon | Glad to get back to us, eh?
Txtraordinary coincidence, your living in the same
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house with my boy and never suspecting it.  You're
quite old friends, you and —what did Le call him-
sell?
Mirss Moxow,
Tom Jones.
Seexcer JErMyy,

No, no—le didu’t, he didn’t1

Miss Moxow,

John Clak.

Seexcer Jurmys,

Tom Clark.  [To himself.] T've tmrned against
that woman! [Povedmne joos Jenmvsy and  Miss
Moxox.] Little did we suspect, Pinching, the other
night, how near we were to the lady we both—you
especially, of course—know so well,

Miss Moxow,

Yes, but—ha, ha!—low jolly to be together lierve
aonin !

Srexcen JEruyw.

Hal bal ha! [To himself.| Wants to change
the subject. That woman is deceiving poor Pinel-
ing. The singular part of it is, Miss Moxon, that
when I stumbled into Mr. Brice’s room in the dark
I saw the figure of n lady.

Miss Moxos,
[Loaking at Mrs, Jemryn.] ALl
SEENCER JERMYN.

[To himself.] I thought so. [Z0 Miss Moxox.|
That must have been yourself, of course,
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Mgs. JrrudyN.
[Approaching] Oh, Spencer !

Srexcrr JERMYN,

One moment, [To himself.] T1l apply the test.
[To Miss Moxow.] While I think of it I've a plan
for this afternoon. Diana, we will drive Pinching
and Miss Moxon over to Shodly to drink tea with the
Warden of the Home, Mr. Brice.

[Mgs. Jorwwx sinks wpon the sellee and Miss
Moxoy sils aghast on the atfoman.]
SPENCER JERMYN,

Tooking only at Miss Moxoy, fo Aimself.] Tm
right. Coguette! She sha'm't deceive poor Pinch-
ing any longer. Tl consult Diana. [Mrss Moxox,
Pryeuine, and ALLAN tall together, JERMIN sits beside
Mgs. Jermyx.] Diana,

Mrg, JerMyN.

Speucer.

Semxeer JERMYN.

There's something I think I ought to tell you, my
deax !

Mgs. JERMYN.
There’s something I want to tell you, Spencer.

SreNcER JERMYN,

One moment, please, Diana, I didu't mention
just now that when I entered Mr. Brice’s room acei-
dentally the other night I was unfortunate enough
to witness a love episode of a very pronounced kind.

Mgs. JERMYN.
Ohl
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Sepwcrr JERMyN,
T knew you'd be shocked. The fact is that this
M. Brice, who is a poor, carnest kind of man, seems
to have been proposing marriage to Miss Moxon.

Mus, Jrruyy,

Yes, but, Spencer, she was not—she was not—en-

couraging him !
. ~
Semxenn Junyy,

Well, dear, it was in the dark, of course—Dbut 1
certainly didn’t see any active protest on Miss Mox-
on’s part.

Mgs. Jurmyx,

No, no, Spencer, you are wrong, L'l tell you all
—everything, from beginuing to end. The poor
woman had no idea that Mr. DBrice thought alout
her seriously. Listen! Spencer—Nettles !

SPENCER JERMYN.

My darling, you know only your friend’s version
of the affair,.  But men are loyal as well as women,
Permit me, therefore, to consider the feelings of my
friend—poor Pinching.

[Hewntr enfers, gives JERMYN @ note, and they speal:
together at the window. Mns. JeruyN beckons
Arrax (o her. |

Mes. JERMYN,

Allan—my boy—you will help me, won't you?
Ounly help me!

Arrax,

Of course I will—you were jolly kind to me at
Noel's.
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DMuzs, JrnmvN,

Ah, that only shows that kindness isnever thrown
away. Allan, steal away quietly, go into the slable,
put a saddle on my Betsy—she hasn't been ountsince
Ileft home and will be frightfully fresh—and galiop
over to Shodly Heathi! Tell Mr. Brice everything,
Allan, and warn him, warn him that we're all coming
over to tea this afternoon !

ArTax,

All rioht, mother—trost to me !

[{fe rung out quietly through the conservatory. ]
Srexoer JERMYN,

[Joining Mus. Jemays with o divty serap of paper ii
ftés hand.] My denr, things are not geing quite
smoothly at Shodly Home, I'm afraid. Some of the
poor fellows have walked over—a deputation they
call themselves—to make some formal complaint~
aboul the behaviour of—the Warden,

Mns, JERMYN,

That's Mr. Bricel

Seevcer JErMys,

Yes. T hope vou haven't made any muddle in the

affair, my denr Pinching.
Prxomma,

I!

SPENCER JERMYN.

[Zo Hewerr.] T1 see these poor men here, Hew-
ett, al once. [Hewerr goes out. ]
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Mes. JERMYN.

[To Miss Moxox.] Oh, Constance, what has hap-
pened ?

Miss Moxox,

Hush, dear, hush !

SrENerr JERUTYE,

Vleading the scrap of paper.] Dear, oh, dear—
this is most unfortunate. Pinching, I fear—I very
muel fear—that your precipitate engagement of
thig Mr. Drice is not going to result in complete
success.

PivouiNe,

My dear Jermyn !

[Mewerr appears cvdside the window with Smar-
TocR, PEWs, Moviten, @ huge Dullet-hewded,
rufflaniy-looking person, ond LYMAN, o wizen
young man with a green shade over one eye.

Sroxoer JERMYN,

Come in, men—come in. Diann, dear, you will

be interested, I think. Come in.
[The men enter and Hewrrr relires. ]
SOATTOCK,
Ladies all !
SeeNeEn JErmyN.

Giood - morning — good - morning.  I'm sorry to
read lLere that yon're not comfortable and happy,
you men. What do you want ?

SHaTTock,

[ With an émporlant cough.] I introdooce this Dep-
itation.
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SPENCER JERMYN.

Very well—do so.

SHATTOCK,

Fust, there’s me. Mr. Pews, you kuow and re-
spect.  Mr. Moulter never rode, but kep’ the Bluo
Bull at Doncaster—so is one of us. He lost his
license unfairly through late hours, though it was
keepin’ up his sister’s Dirthday on each oeeasion,
That he'll swear to. Mr. Lyman-—siep out ‘ere,
Bob. The name of Bob Tyman is a’ouse'old word
wherever Sport is honoured. He'll ride ag’in, Bob
will, when honest men is Stooards of the Juckev
Club.  That's the Depitation,

SreNerr  JERMYN,
Well, well, well—whnt is wrong with you ?
SHATTOCK.

What's wrong with us?  Whal is wrong with the
Reverend N. Brice?

Mrs, Junruys,

[To herself.] Ol!

SpENCER JERMYN,

Nothing, I hope.

SHATTOCE,

Nothing ! Ishould like his running inquired into,
that's all,

SPENCER JERMYN,

Will you explain yourself? You others, spealk up.
[To Limax.] That little man theve.

LyavaN,

Well, ladies and gentlemen, what Mr. Shattock in-



142 1R HOBBY-HORSE

fers is the followin’. We thought we was a’ enter
ing ourselves for the Free and Lnu\ Stakes, and we
find ourselves runnin’ ‘eavy in the Churel o ]'_‘.u"lttml
Welter.
Puws and Movnres,
Hear, hear !
SHATTOCK.

Well put, Bob.  Hear e, dear ladies. The rov-
erend gentleman arrvived )estudﬂ.} afternoon, "avin’
"leeu,ut ¥ sustained no damage on ‘is journey down.
He comes up the path at bhudlv ‘Ome with a neat
little filly makin’ all the runnin’ for ‘im.

SrENCER JRRMYN,
Hush, hush—his niece, please.

SHATTOCK.

I 'appened to be in the poreh at the time o’
throwin® up a armless coin or two with Mr. Pews,
“Stop that!™ Le says. “Stop what?” I says.
“ Gambling | " he says,

SPENCER JERMYX,
Good gracions ! Very arbitrary, b, Pinching ?

SHATTOCK.

I pockets the bitter insult and T marches straight
into the drawin'-room, where a few of our nrontlclzmcu
was o’ playin' pazlour bowh and I says, “«Marke the
game where it stands, my lords; heve’s the Arch-
bishop o’ Canterbury dropped in.”

SPINCER JERMYX,
You shouldn't have said that,
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SHATTOCK.

So the Reverend N, opinionated, for forthwith he
sticks ‘isself up ag'in’ the mantelpiece, and le
preaches at us from half- past three till tea - time.
Whereupon the young lady sings us a solemn air,
Well, we honcored thal—mnot so much for the toon,
bat to rile the Reverend N. And then one of our
gentlemen—'TFnery 'Awkins—got melted and told
his ‘istory. Thabt did us, beenuse "Fnery's carcer
‘asn’t been co henourable as wob ours "as.  And then
the Reverend N, lets us "ave it agin, “ Races!” he
says, ¢ the only prize worth runnin’ for is the Clear
Conscience Cuyp, distance, three-score years and ten.
Sport ! he says; “dooty to your neighbour, there’s
gport for yer!” And then 'im and the young lady
shakes ‘ands with us all round like ‘ypoerites, and
retives to be weighed in, ‘avin' preached ng'in’ us for
three hours twenty by Benson’s chronometer, bein’
the longest sermon on record.

[Smarrock sejoins his companions, who receive
him approvingly.]

Movrrer, Prws, and Lyaay,
Well rode, Samuel, well rode!

SPENCER JERMYN.

I must say—TI must say that this is nof the treat-
ment to which any follower of the Turf shounld be
subjected! Pinching, T am most indignant!

SHATTOCK,

[Looking out of window] Hullo, look ’‘erel
"Ere’s a cowardly act !
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SeENCER JERMYN,
What's that ?
SHATTOCK,
'T0 ean’t trust us to tell our own tale —he follows
us from Shodly !

[Zliere is o murmur of indignation from the men.
Catehing sight of Noxe, Mus, Jerays and Miss
Moxox miade their escape. |

SPENCER JERMYN,
Who follows you from Shodly ?

SHATTOCK,
T ! 'The Reverend N. ! 'ITre Le is!

| Nomn Brice enders wille Burrma. ]
Norn Brice.
Crood-morning, My, Jermyn.
SPENCER J ERMYN.
Hm! Good-morning.

Noer Bricr,

Bertha, dear, oo and look at the flowers in the gar-
den till T have finished, [Bromrma goes out through
the window.] These men, Mr. Jermyn, knowing my
intention to report the conduet of some of their num-
ber, are evidently here to defend themselves in ad-
vanee, I am glad it is so,

Srexcer JERMYN.
I beg your pardon. These men are here, M
Brice, to prefer a complaint against—against—the
‘Warden, I regret to say.
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Norr Brics,

Indeed !

Serxernr Jervyn.

Yes, My Brice, and may T ask, sir, whether——
[Pivcue is about fo steal out.] Pinching, please,
kindly treat this affair with your usual professional
strictness,

Prvonise.

Certaiuly, Jermyn,

SppNerr JERMYN.

May I ask, Mr. Brice, whether you have thought
it generous to reproach these unfortunate men with
their ealling, siv?

Smarrocr,

' 'ave !

Norr, Bricr.

I certainly have made no cffort to teacli them to
respect their calling. T don't like their calling, sir.

Senycen Junmyw,
What, Mr. Brice!
SHATTOCE.
Ob, "ark—nnd before Bob Lyman too!”
SPENCER J ERMYZ.
Pinching, take notes of this, please.
Pinonwa.
| Hastily.] T was just thinking of doing something

of that sort, Jermyn. "
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SPENCER JERMYN,
But, good gracious, Mr. Brice ! Do you forget the
wording of my manifesto in The Seraphim ?
Noer Bracr,
No, T recollect it perfectly.
SPENCER J ERNIN.

[Zosing his patience.] Very woll then, sir, is your
behaviour to these unfortunate persons consistent
with a thorough sympathy with our National Sports
and Pastimos ¢

Norr. Brice.
No—indeed it i3 not.

Srovcen JERMYN.

You admit it ! Bless my gonl and body, sir! Then
do you mean to sland there und tell me to my face
that you don't detect an elevating tendency in Horse-
racing ?

Nomrn Bricm
T regrot, sir, that my observations have not in-
formed me of such a tendeney.
SreitiER JERMYN.
Where is your letter—where is your letter ?
[/n his endeavours to find the letter e drops his
cigur-case upon the floor.]
BrENCER JERMYN,

Devil take the things! [7v Nomn| 1 beg your
pardon.  Where's the letter ?  Here it is. Your let-
ter, sir,
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Nopn DBrice.
My letter, sir.
SerNeER JERMTYN,

[Lieferring o the letter.] May T ask you, Mr
Brice, if this attitude is consistent wilh a delight—
a delight, sir—in accepting the Wardenship of my
much-needed Home ?

Nozn Bricw
No, sir, it is not—for T cannot conseientiously
affirm that the Home at Shodly is a much-needed
institution.
SPENCER JERMYN,
[Leside himself, holding owl the letter)] Is that
your letter?

Norr., Bricr,
Certainly—that is my letter,

SrENCER JERMYN.

Then I'm d [10 Noxn.] I beg your pardon.
Pinching! Pinching—yeu are my solicitor. I
Enew your father too. It will be both a professional
and a friendly act if you will endeavour to prevent
my losing entire control over mysclf. Pinching,
what can I say to this man? Good lord, Pinching,
what shall T do?

PixcHING.

H'm! Ask Mr. Brice to read, word for word,
his own letter. [To himself.] Now L have done
something !
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SreNcER JERMYN,
[Handing the Tetier to Norr.] Your clear Liead is
invaluable, Pincling.
Nown Burer.

[ Reading the letter.] My Dear Sir,” My Dear
Bir ! [He reads the letter to himself.]
SerENcER JERMYN.

MTheve, sir! there! there!
Nogr Bricn.

Why, what— OL! What is the meaning of

this ?
SPENCER J ERMYN.

T should be glad to know, Mr, Brice.

Nogr Brick,

This is no letter of mine! Surely you don't—-
Stop, sir—yes, this is my signature—I have signed
this—it 48 my lelter.

SeeNcer JERMYN.
Now, Mr. Brice, you will perhaps offer some ex-

planation.
Nozrr DBrice.

I cannot. How—how can I explain—this?
SeexcEn JERMYN,
That letter is evidently written at your dictation.
Norn Bricr.

Yes. But the matter of it is not inspired by any
thought or word of mine.
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Srevern JuRMYN.

Do you mean, sir, that you have heen made a fool
of —that / have been made a fool of ?

Nowr, Briern

Mr. Jermyn, I have accepted a post for which my
opinions and sympathies quite unfit me, I[ you
think I owe you an apology, I offer it freely. I
make an appeal to you. I ask you to allow me to
destroy this letter, and to turn my back upon
Shodly Heath withont delay. Mr. Jermyn, let me
destroy this letter !

SERNCER JERMYN,

Fxeuse me, sit—not just yet. My letter, please.
[Nozw refurns the letter.] Whatever injury has been
done you, Mr. Brice, {8 more than doubled by the
alfvont which the perpetratar of this joke has put
upon me. 1 demand to know the name of the actual
writer of this letter.

Norr Buos,
I regret that I eannot give it—1I cannot give it.

SPENCER JERMYN.
You refuge to give it?
Noern Brror,
I refuse,
SPENCER JERMYN.

Trke your men away for a moment, Mr. Shattocls,
Vait outside, please,
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SHATTock,
Examine his pedigree, dear gentlemen !

SrENCER JERMYN.
Go away !
SHATTOUK,
Look at his mouth, dear gentlemen !

Srevcer Jrravy,
Go away!
SHATTOCE.
The Depitation then withdroo.
[Smarrock, Prws, Movnres, and LvMax go out.]

SerNeEr JERMYN.

Myr. Brice, will you be good enough to inform
me if this letter is the handiwork of a lfldy?

Noew Brrcr,

When I tell you that it waes written by a lady
whom I—rvespeet, don't you see that it should be
destroyed—destroyed ! [ 7o Pvomva.]  Sir, if yon
have any influence over M. Jermyn, will you add
your earnest request to miue that this letter shonld
be torn to shreds and forgotten ?

Prvenmse.
Certainly. I do urge Mr. Jermyn most strongly
to destroy the letter and let the matter dvop.
Sroxcer JErMys,

Pinching, you aro probably less my solicitor than
my friend. It is in the latter eapaeity that I fear I
am going to give you considerable pain.
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Pmscmrwa.
Jermyn !
SPENCER JERMYN.

Now, Mz, Brice, will you forgive my asking you if
the lady who wrote that letter 1s engaged to be mar-
ried to you?

Norn Briem.
Sir !
Srevern JERMYN.

You'd rather not answer?

Nonn Bricm.

1 will answer you—the lady is nof engnged to be
married to me.

SeuNcER JERMYY,
| Grasping Prsemmxe’s hond.] T am delighted to
henrit! My dear Pinching ! [Turning to Norr.| My
good sir! She has refused you?
Nonn Bricr.

No, sir, shie hag not refused me.

SPONCER J ERMYN.

Not vefused you. Poor Pinching ! Siv, I am sorry
to dednee from your statement that yon are awaiting
this lady’s decision ?

Noren Bricr.

T will tell you no morve, Mr. Jermyn. Will you de-
stroy that letter ?
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Seovern Jermys.

Stop, Mr. Brice, please. Pinching, my dear Loy,
in resenting the gross insult whieh has been put
upon me I find Imust deal a severe blow, not {o you
alone, but to that gentleman also. Pinching, oblige
me by asking Miss Moxou to join us.

NoeL Brion,
Miss Moxon ! Did you say—DMiss Moxon ?
SPENCER JEnuyN,
Pinching,
Prycume,

Pardon me, Jermyn—as your fiiend I would rather
do nothing of the kind,

Nozr, Brice.
Miss Moxon here—in your house !
SenNcer JERMYN,
Certainly, Shall I ring for Miss Moxon, Pinching,
or would you prefer my seeking her?
Pincrixe,
No, no—wait one moment.
[L1e goes quickly into the conservatory.]

Norn Brrer,
What is Miss Moxon doing here? What is she
doing here ?
SPENCER JERMYN.
Miss Moxon is a friend of my wife’s, and she hay
just returned to my house from yours,
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Norrn Brron,

But this gentleman, Mr. Pinching—she is nothing
to him?
Spexcer JERIYN,
T regret to tell you, Mr. Brice, ihat Mr. Pinching
aud Miss Moxon are affinneed lovers,

Norn DBricg.
Ali!

[Miss Moxox enlers quickly, followed by Prscuiza.]

SerNenn JERMYN.

[ With the letier in his hond.] DMadam, you will
allow me to express my deep sorrow af the position
T feel justified in adopting townrd o friend of Mrs,
Jermyn's, With your relations with these two gentle-
men I have perhaps little to do——

Noen DBrics,
Stop, siv!
SPENCER JERMYN,

Hush, please ! But with the writer of this letter T
have a distinet reckoning to make. Madam, your
sense of humonr may be more acute and yonr notioms
of jesting more practical than my own. DBut, how-
ever greatly you may be my superior in these re-
spects, T eall into question your taste in placing that
gentleman in the position he now oceupies, and in
ridieuling n seheme of charity which ignorance must
have rabbed you of the privilege of understanding.
[ Handing Norn the leiter.] M, Brice, 1 Lave done
with that letter.
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Neru Buicn,

Pardon me, My, Jermyn, but may I ask this lady’s
name ?

Seewcen Jemovs.

That lady's name !

Nowr, Burcs.

Beeauge if it is nol that gentleman’s duty to de-
fend her from the charges you have hrought against
Ler it is miine.

Pvenmva.
It o my duty! I was just thinking of saying so!
SPENORR JERMYY,

Do you mean to stand there and tell me that you
don’t recognize the lady who has resided in your
liouse for nearly a fortnight ?

Prxommza.
Jermyn, she Lias done nothing of the kind !
SerNeEnR JERMYN,

Youll drive me mad amongst you! [7b Nozmr.]
You don't deny that that lady was recently your
niece’s companion ?

Norn Bricr.
Cerlainly, T deny it.
SPENCER JERMYN.

Madam, have you not just returned from M
Briece's lodgings ?
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Miss Moxox.
Ol, no, Mr. Jermyn—I have never seen Mr. Brice
il this moment,
Seencrr JERMYN,
Never seen bim! Never seen him! Why, the
night belorve last I saw you see him!

Pryemxa,
Jermyn, believe me, you don’t know anything
about it ! .
Sruxcug Jrrrey,

Not Lunow anyihing about il! (7o Nowvn) Was
Miss Consgtance Moxon ever vour niece's companion ?
Norr Brioe,

She was, sir.
Srexenr JEnayx.
Then how dare you all

Nogrn Brics.
She was—buf, Mr. Jermyn, you know that that
lady is nof Miss Constance Moxon.
SrexcEr JERMYN,
Not Miss Congtance Moxon ! Good heavens !

PixcamG.
Yes, she 15!
Miss Moxon.
Yes, I am!
[Benrma appears at the window. ]

Brrroa.

Tnele! TUncle Noel! T've found her! I've found
her !
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Normr, Brick
Tound her !
Brrirna,
Miss Moxon! She's here! She's here! Miss
Moxon !
Nokn Bricg,
[Turning to the others.] T told you so! What
trick are you all playing me?
Seewerr Jenyy,
Misy Moxon ! )
[Benrms enters, dragying Mnrs, Jenarvs by the hand. ]

Benrira.
Unele Noel, look lLiere!
Nowr, Brice.
Miss Moxon !
SPENCER JERMYN.
Miss Moxon! That is Mrs. Jermyn—that is my
wife, gir !
Norr Bricn.
Your wife ! Miss Moxon, your wife !
Srexerr Jerwys,
Why, you don't mean that this is {he Indy
who——  Qh!

(Hewerr enfers, supporting Avax, who is limyiing. |

Huwerr.

All right, sir—young gentleman got thrown !
Arrax,

[Sinking on to the setice.] Noel—mother !
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Prxcurya,

[(uietly to Miss Moxon.] T kept it from him as
long as I possibly conld—nobody could have done
more.

Brrra.

Ol, unele, Allan is hurt | Allan !

Hewnrr,

He's all vight, miss. Young gentleman got Betsy
out of the stable on lis own account. He come
off beautifully, just by Pinnock’s Gate—uever saw a
gentleman come off neater. | HEwrTT retires.]

SerycER JERMYN.

Mr. Brice, do I understand you to tell me that
Mys. Jermyn is the lady you have hitherto supposed
to be Miss Moxon?

Norn Brice.

Mrs. Jermyn 4s the lady I have known as Miss
Moxon.

[£Le turns moay and leans against the mantlepiece
with his head bowed.]

Spexcer JERMYS.
Diana.
Mrs. Jurays.
Spencer.
Senxerr JERMYK,
Then you, and not Miss Moxon, have been act-
ing as companion to this young lady during my
absence from Odlum House?

Mrs. JermyN,
Yes, Spencer !
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SPENCER JERMYN,
And I understand, Miss Moxon, that this has been
with your connivance and assistance ?
Miss Moxon,
Yes!
Seoncer JEruyw,

While at the same time you have remaiued my
guest ?
Miss Moxox.

Yes, Me. Jermyn |

Seuxcer  Jrmdyx.
And you have known all this, Allan ?

AvLvaw,

Found it out this morning, father!

Srevern Jrnaryy,
Aud you, Pinching ?

Prvenxe.

Hm! Ilearned the state of affairs yesterday.

SeEvcER JERMYN,

[Looking round from one lo the other.]  Thanlk
you !

Avraw.

You know, father, you've only been home about
half an hour—there hasn’t been time to tell you all
the news,

Serxcer Jeryw,

Be silent ! '
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Arrax.

[Quietly fo Bewrua.|  Bertha, my knee ig awfully
bad—come and walk about in the garden.
[They steal out through the window. ]

PixcHing,

If my action has been at all undecided in this
Dbusiness, Jermyn

SPENCER JERMYN.

My, Pinching !

Pryeime.

T Liope you will attribute it to my good fortune in
being engaged to one of the ladies concerned.

Miss Moxox.

I am afraid 7 don’t come out of it as well as I

ghould like to, Mr. Jermyn.
ServoEr JERMYN,

Hxcellently, Miss Moxon. 1 thought you had
been guilty of a joke—I find it is nothing of the
kind.

Miss Moxow,

Ob, take me away! I'm not used to nukindness
and ean’t bear it ! Take me away !

[Posermsa leads her out through the conservatory. |

SreNcEr JERMYN.

Mr. Brice. A few moments ago you asked me to
destroy the letter which you now hold in your hand,
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and I refused to do so. T am now ashamned lo dis-
cover that it is a letter written by my wife to which
your signature has heen obtained by unfair means,
Is that so, Diana ?

Mrs. Jerayn.
It is o, Spencer,
SPENCER JERMTN.

I am in your hands, Mr. Brice—what do you in-
tend to do with that lefter ?

Noer Brice

Return it to you, Mr, Jermyn, thinking you may
some day see in it nothing but the evidence of an
impulsive lady's compassion and fender-heartedness
towards a very poor man,

[ e hands Jerayw the leller and walls away to
the veranduo.]

Mus. Jerays.
Speneer.
SPENCER JERMYN,
Diana.
Mus, JegmyN,

That is the truth. T wanted to aid Mr. Brice,
who is so badly off. T wrote the letter hoping to
obtain hig signature fairly, but when he had signed
it in ignorance it fell into Mr. Pineching's hands.
Oh, you see what a plight philanthropy has brought
me to |

SeencER JERMYN.

Unfortunately everybody can see it
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Mgs, Jzrayw.

I know I'm a spectacle. It was worse than indis-
creet of me to take Constance’s place at Mr, Brice’s.
Seevcrr JERMYN,

I won't contradict you.

Mgs. JERMEN,

Thank you. I did it on the despairing discovery
that you couldn’t, wouldn’t sympathize with my
aims.

Oh!

Seexcer JERMYN.

Mzs. Jenrmyw.

Yes. But even then I didn’t let anybody but you
take me to London.

SPENCER JERMYN.
Don't jest, madam.
Mgs, Jurvyw,

I won't, dear. Perhaps beecause I was in Mrs.
Landon’s bonnet and waterproof you did not recog-
nize me.

Seexcrr JERMEN,

Diana !

Mgs. JurMyN.

Yes, Nettles, and you paid for my ticket to town
—but only third class, And then, you must re-
member, when I déid get to Mr. Brice's there was the
boy—our son—to watch over his mother. And
what has been my greatest fault? Why, procuring

L

-
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a Warden for the much-needed Home ! Oh, don't
look like that, Nettles! The Home at Shodly Heath
is a flonrishing establishment—in your hour of
triumph pity my complete collapse! I thought
that a ragged, uncombed, unwashed community was
my sphere. Spencer, I have found out it isn’t!
[Crying on his shoulder.] Surely you can feel for a
plilanthropist less fortunate than yourself! [Nozw
comes into the roon.] 1If I've done no good I've done
ne harm [She sees Norw| FExcept Oh,
Spencer, you know the mistake that has oceurred.
Say what you like to me—Dbut beg iis pardon, for I
can't.

Srevcir Jeruyx,

My. Brice, Mrs, Jermyn tells me I am to beg your
pardon. T doso. I have married a very foolish
headstrong lady—I beg your pardon. Mrs. Jermyn
keeps your niece company and sassists you in your
parish work without my permission—I beg your
pardon, In the meantime you fall in love with my
wife, eir, and you ultimately propose marriage to
her in my presence—I beg your pardon,

Mgs. Jenmyw,

ObL, dear! Ob, dear! You're not doing it prop-
erly!

Noer Brice,

Mzr. Jermyn, the tone you spesk in spares me the
pain of thinking that you believe an apology is neces-
sary. As for my—mistake, it is slighter than you

imagine,
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Srencer JErMyN,
Slighter ?
Norr Barcr

Yes, sir. The only great mistake possible in pro-
posing marriage is to select an unworthy object. I
| fell into no such ervor. I believed Miss Moxon to
be a generous, warm-hearted lady, whom any man
should be proud to call his wife. I thought that,
and I think it still !

SrENCER JERMYN.

[Pointing to Mzs, Jerymyy.]  But your Miss Moxon
is Murg, Jermyn, Mr, Brice |
Nowur, Bricr.
So I find—and upon that I congratulate you with

all my heart.
SerxcEn JERMYN.

Eh? Oh—thank you!

Nozxn Bricg.

Before I leave your liouse, Mr. Jermyn, T wish to
diseharge the duty which brought me here. [Go-
ing to the window and colling.] Shattock !

[Srarrocs appears at the window with Pews, MourTer,
and Livmax.  Suarrock advances tnto the room.]

STATTOCK,
Don’t listen to 'im, lady and gentleman—he's &
outsider, lady and gentleman !
Norr, Brcn.
I desire to tell you, Mr. Jermyn, that you are har«
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bouring ab your house at Shodly a set of unprincipled
ruflians, to whom the man who befriends them is an
object of contempt and ridieule.

SHATTOCK.
It was *Opkingon wot said you had a tile off, sir|

SPENCER JERMYN.
A tile off | Send Hopkinson away |

Norn Bric,

[Taking w written paper from his pocket and giving
it to JerMyN.| 1 am going to hand over to Mr. Jer-
myn a letter written by you, Shattock, which was
intercepted by the man llawkins and given to me
last night.

BIATTOCK,

A letter! Wot letter? [70 Jurmyn, Don't "eed
it, gir—don’t ’eed it! It's a forgery, sir—there’s a
low lot in the 'Ome!

SPENCER JERMYN,

(JERMYN tukes the paper from NowL and reads it.)
Diana! This is a letter from this man Shattock
to & person named Emanuel, of Newmarket, offering
to dispose surreptitiously of eight brass candlesticks
and all the eutlery and linen in the Shodly Home.

Mgzs. JERMYN.

Oh, Spencer !
SHATTOCK.

T'm learnin’ to write, sir—il's my exercise, sir!
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SroxcEr JERMYN.

Let every man-jack of you be out of Shodly Farm
by four o'clock to-day, arI'll put this letter in the
hands of the police |

[Prws, Lynax, and Movrrer sieak away. |

SHATTOCEK,

[With scorn.] The police — you wouldn't get
smiled at, would you?

Norn Brick,

Come, my man, I'll walk with you to the lodge

gate,
BHATTOCK.

What, Mr, Spencer Jermyn, did you think you was
a goin’ to patronize men o’ the position of Bob Ly-
man and me! Let this be a solemn lesson to you.
Why you ought to be warned off every respectable
race-course—you foolish, vain old gentleman !

Norn DBrice.
Now, Mr. Shattoek, please ?

SHATTOCE.
'Ere! Am I to be paid for my time or not?

ServcEr JERMYN.
If you don't leave this room I'll ring for my ser-
vants.
SHATTOCE.
Hah! There's orstentation !
[Smarrock goes out through the window and dis-
appears, followed by Nozw. |
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Serwerr Jenwmyy,

The wreteches | The ungrateful wretches! The
sleepless hours this scheme has cost me ! Nothing
80 complete had ever been organized. And then to
think—only to think—that it shouldn’t work after
all.

Mgs., Joruys,

Ob, Spencer! Your philanthropy, like mine, is an

awful failure—let our common misfortunes bring us
together. Nettles!

Serverr  Jeray,

But look at my position! A little while ago I had
a Home without a Warden, now I've o Warden with-
out a Home |
Mgrs. Jerwyn.

Write to Canon Carver and beg him to do some-
thing for My, Brice.
SPENCER JTRMYN.
I will—something a long way off,
[Avrax and Bertaa appear af the window. |
Arrax,
Father ! those Shodly Heath men are picking all

our flowers.
SpeNcER JERMYN,

Let them pluck them up by the roots.
Mgs. JerMyN.

[Pointing to’Arrax and Berraa]  Spencer—look.
I suppose you guess what that means?
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SPENCER JERMYN.

The scamp—yes.

Mus. JERMTR.

Well, then, why shouldn’t we — both of us — re-
build the old farm-house at Shodly and furnish it
sumptuously as a home——

SreyceEr  JERMYN.

Another Home !

Mgs, JerMYN.

A home for Allan and Bertha.

SeENcER JERMYN,
Allan’s home at Shodly, ¢h? That's something
like my scheme!
Mgs. JErMYN,

It ig your scheme. And then, in time, when there
are three or four babbling babies rolling upon the

grass

SPENCER JERMYN.
Yes, but that's your scheme, Diana,

Mns. JERMYR,

It's something like my scheme. Don't you see,
Nettles—we shall please each other at last? [Pivcm-
N and Miss MoXON appear outside the window.]
Spencer, are you still thinking that you can't for-
give me ?

SPENCER JERMYN,

No, Diana—I am thinking that in the future ]
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shall be seldom seen at Epsom and Ascot and Good-
wood and Doncaster.

Mns. Jurmyx.
Hush, Spencer—why ?

Srexcen JErvyy,

Ab, becnuse I mustn't leave my wife alone any
more, Diana,
Mgs. Jeryys.

No, Nettles, but [ Taking his hand affection-
afely.]  you must always take Ler with you.

THE END.
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