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ACT I mpt”\/

SCENE: Sittmg-room af 55 dcacis dvenye The
principal articles of furniture are the cenirs
table, set for dinmor for ihres, and o sideboard
on the vight. There are folding doors ot the
back, leading to the frond room, partly hidden by
curiaing; on the lefi o low Fresoh window lood-
ing into the garden, On fhe night is a fire bumn-
ing; and aboue it o door inle the Kakchen.

The furniture of fthe tooms is o litHe mized in
sbyle. A wicker armchair d5 on one side of the
fireplacs, a folding curpet-chair onm tha other,
Tha other chairs, thrag at the fabls owd two
againet the walls, are of bent wood. The side-
boord iz mabogony. The carpel-aquars over oil-
cloth s of om indelermingta patiern in subdued
colours, dwll onmson predominading. Loce owr-
toine af window. Family pholographs, & wed-
ding group and a criokst groxp, ond a big liko-
graph copy of o Marcur Stome picture, are on
the walle. There s o broge alerm clock on the
magtelpiece and omd or two ornoments. A sew-
ing-maching stands on g small iable near the
windoiw; ond on the edge of ihis lable and on
the small table on the other side of the window
dare pole of cuttings, A coupls of bookshelvss
hang over the maching, A pmall vase of flowers
glands in the cenire of the dinner toble

LILY WILBON, mtch worrisd, iz laging the contrs
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table, &Be s a pretly, slight woman, obui-
ously young, wearing c light cotton blowse, dark
skirt and big minofore. The fromt door is heard
to closs. OHARLEY WILAOW enfers, He is an or-
dinary apecimen of the city clerk, dressed i cor-
rect frock-coat, dark irousers, esrefully creosed,
mtich cufl emd o Bigh collor.

riwy. Here you are, then. [She puis wp her face
and they khss hurriedly.] Did I heer Mr. Tennant with
yoa?

cEiR. Met on the step,

Ly, How fonny! Well, that's nice. We ean
bhave dinner almost directly.

CHAR [putling down his hat corefully on side-
boord, and siretching Mimsell elouwly, with evidend
enjoyment.] Baturday, thank the Lord!

LY. [lowghing pratéily.] FPoor thingl

omae  [looking of kis ek Aat] I should like to
pitek the beestly thing into the river. [He shakes his
flat ai id, Then ke sivelches hiz neck ap if o lift il owi
of ths collar ond sholing down Ris cuffs Wi he can get
& fine view of them, regarde them wmeditatively.] Psh!

LY. [onsdowsly.] What's the matier with them?
Are they seorched?

qEAR.  Boorched! No, they're white enongh. Baeast-
ly uniform |

LILY. But you must wear euffs, dear.

cHAR, A chap came to the office to-day in & red
tie. Old Haffles had him uwp, and pitehed inte him. .
Asgked him if he was 8 Boeialiet. Chep said he wasno't,
but liked red. “Bo do L" says the Boss, “but I don’t
wear a golf cont in the eity ® Thought he was awfully
smart, and it did make Poppy swesr.

Ly, Who's Poppy, dear.

oEsR.  Popperwell. He almost 16¥t there and then.
Haid he sbould wear whatever tie he liked.
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iny. It would have been rather silly of him,
wouldn't it? He's go sure there
omsk. That's what ke sald. He thought better of it
and ewaliowed it. Well—dinner rendy ¥
Ly, Waiting.
OHAR. [going out.] Il be down in a jiffy.
LILY goes to the fire. TENNANT heard outlside
whistling a bar of the song “OF to Philadelphia.”
He comes in, He 8 & brogd-shouwldered young
fellow, a ltde shy in hés monner with wamen
TENHANT, Nice day, Mrs. Wilson.
LiLy. Besutiful
reNwANT, I've brought you home the paper, if yon'd
like it. It's the “Dhaily Mirror."
ty, Oh, thank wyou I do ke the pictures
Charley s getting =0 dreadfally secions now in his read-
ing, and won't buy it. Ha takes the “Daily Telegraph.”
Heo thinks the pardening notes are so good.
TENHANT. He's luxurions. Tt's a penny.
1wy, Oh, be shaves it with somehody, [Powse.]
TENNANT. How goes the garden?
1y, It's rather trying—I shonld like {0 give np
those peas and things, and have shickens. They would
be sc useful,
LILY goss ont. TENNANT fokes a mag oué of
his pocket angd stands siudying if. CHARIEY ond
LILY onfer together. CHARLEY Ras wmads o won-
derful change info a loose, rather creased suid
of bright brown, flannel shirt with soft collar,
flowing e ond old skippers. A pipe iz slicking ) |
out of one pocket, and a newapaper out of the
othar. They it down, and LILY frice no? fo look
worried ap CHARLEY laboriously culs the small
joint which she kor brought in with her and pui
before him. He splashes ihe gravy a Hitle ond |
hap to wse the sharpener. LILY servee vegebablas,
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(g, I think I shall get one of Robertson’s pups,

LILY. It wotld be lovely.

oesg. He's got one he'll lat me have cheap.

TERNNART. 1 saw them last night. They're & good
breed. Make flne honse-doge.

cHAR. That's what you want round here, A quiet
neighbonrhood like thie i3 A 1 for borglars.

uLt. You dow't think we shall have any, do youl

cuap,  No. 24 had 'em the other night.

TENNART. What were they after?

iy, 241 Thet's the new peopls. 'What a chame!

CHAB. Wanted the wodding presents.

1aLy. And Mre. Thompeon told me they had real
gilver at 24

(usB. Troet the burglars for knowing thet. They
won't risk their slins for elsetro. Bo we shan't have
em.

LnyY. Charleyl You forget the bisenit harrel and
the tray.

TERNANT. Where's the Bobby ¥

LILY. Thers™s only one about here.

cmar, They don’t have Bobbies for borgles in thess
eort of places, only for rows. And we don't have rows.
We're too respectable,

Lm¥. 1 think it's so mesn of burglars to come to
people like us.

CHAR. [tnth a burst of laughisr] Lst 'em go to
Portmen Bquere, you say?

LILY. Wall, of conrse, il's wrong to steal at all; bot
it doesn’ seem quite s0 bad. [She stops, o little com-
fused.]

TENNANT. Of eourse it Im’t

CHAR  [Hying back comfortably in his chair.] Geing
away Sundey?

TINNANT, Noa—ihe fact is—
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Ly, Maggie is coming round this afiernoon, Bhall
we ask the Leslies for whist to-night?

cuik Al right. Don't make it too esrly, thongh.
[Looking owt of the French windows into the garden.]
Ive got to get in my peas.

TENNANT. -Gheen peast

cesg, Green pess in that patch? My desr chap,
don’t I wish I eould!

Y. [to TeMxanT] Heve zome mors¥

TENNANT. INo, thanks.

case. For me thing, there’s the soill It'a rotien,
Then there're the sparrows. . . .

LiLy. Some of them are so tame, dear, and they
don’t seem to care & bit for the eat next door.

ausr [bitterly.] They doo’t cere for anything. I
wish they'd take a fancy to & fow mails

LY. They don't est epails.

CHAR, You ppoil 'em, Shke pgives em soaked bread
all through the winter, and then sxpects me to grow
things. Lord)

Ly collects pleter. TENNART goss oni. CHAR-
LEY lighis pips. CHARLEY goea fo window, where
he stands leansng againat the post and smalang.

Ly, The baby sacross the road iz such a darling,
Charley.

cHAR, Is itV

LY. The girl was out with it this morniog, and I
called her over.

cHAR. What is 1t?

Ly, s a boy,

CHARLEY'S replics are without interest and ke con-
tirues o gars oud inde garden.
They're going to eall him Thecdore Clement Freaman,
It's rather a lof, ien't it
cmar. What's he got it all for?



