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ACT 1.

Sceng. — Thes Froressor's Stwdy. Doors © R gud L. AF
the back, L. C., an aleve with povitére, JTn aloove, reciiming
chair gnd small folle wpon whIch are fooks ; down siage, L.,
aorilinp-table with bovks, manuscripls, and papers; down ;
R., & Sweald awork-fadle whon which are Books, elv. Behind fadle,
aerall sqﬁr » Poskoases adans walls.  Curtain vaised, discovers

RoBA sifting in chair raading faper

Rosa (reads alond). = The most respectfil undersigned takes
the liberty of making the humble announcement to the citizéns of
the tgwn, that on the 16th of September, there will be a theatrical
performance o the town hadl,  (Saeakey A play! My eves!
won't that be great! (Psadr) The undersipned management
will do all in their power to surpass any previous performance ever
given jn the town. All stars. Ten superoumeraries. We are the
only combination now on the road not exhibiting living pictares.

Muost respectiully,
Your humhle servant,
Spartan Spotts, Manager.”

(Sgeaks.) Ac long as the missug stays at the Raths T s go r_-trcr]I.'
wight to the theatre. If she were at home, T wouldn't pet time.
couldn get out even to see the posters, let alone the show.

(Enier PROFESSOR GOLDWHINNET, R.}

Proressor, What are you doing, Rosa?

ROSA (riser). © Professor! [ only brought in the books from
the third class in histary, There are such gueer things in them.

Pror. Yes yer: but never mind them now. Help me off with
my coat.  (Rosa fefr Aém.)  1s there zoy mail for me?

Rosa. HNo, Professar.

Frov. Not a word from my wife sloce Mooday, Can anything
have happened?

Rosa.  Don't you worry, Professor, The missus can take care
of herself (aside) and everybody else.
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Pror. Has any one called?

Rosa. Yes, sir. Az hour ago a gentleman called.

Pror. Who was bef DHd he leave any card?

Rosa. No, sir. He looked like a missionary — smooth face —
and had a diamond shirt-stod as large as a strawberry.

Pror. Did he say that he would call again?

Rosa, Yes, in hall an hour. (Géwes theatrical poster fo PRO-
PFESs0R.)  Please sir, can [ gof

Pror. What's thisi e theatre to open? No, indeed
{Aside.) 1 wiil write my wife to prolong her stay.

{Dr. NEWMASY fooks iz af door, R}

Dr. NEwrax. Cood-afternoon, Professor. My wife is outside,
May she come in?
koy. Oh, yes, if vou think best,

{MARIANA parkes &y DR, WewHAN, cloviay docr spon him.)

MariAMa. FPapa, that wretch of a husband of mine iz outside.
Do you think it wise for kim tg oome in? .

Pror. Ha, ha! come in, both of you. You haveo't been to see
me for days.

(MARIANA sfwrns dovr; DR, NEWMAN enfers.)

Mag. Ikpowil; bul we are so bappy, and you kbow that the
doctor is away all day, so that when he comes home in the evening,
why, we like to stay at home by the fire.

RroF. Oh! natyeally.

Dr. N. Bot you showld come 1o see us. What do you do with
yourself {

Pror. Oh, 1 get bored to death.

Mar. [t is shamcful of mamma and Paula {o leave you so long.
Is there any news fram them?

Pror. Nothing sioce Monday.

Di. N. The Baths must be c?oing them good.

Prop. Yes, I hopeso.  (dside fo MARIANA.Y And they are
costing me a pile of money.,  So far, it has cost me fve hundred
dollars. That's a lot of money for me. Why, I have had to draw
upon Faula®s money in the bank. I must put that back before
your mother returns or she will make it interesting for me. 1
might trya hand at stocks.

AR. Oh, ne, papa.

Pror. Well, lotz of people do the stock market successfully.

Mar. Yes, and the stock market does the people guite as suc-
cessfully.

ProrF. But[ must have some excltement, 1 have put my library
in order three times, sorted my bills (eside}, haven't paid any
though (afwd), read over my mapuscripts, and, children, what
do you think? (Taker manuscrips from fuble.) 1 found this.
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Dx. N. Why, that looks like lyric ;

Pror. Wursye than that. Ttisa Rmn‘igtdy.

Mar. Horrors!

Pror. You would get them if you read it,

De. ¥. Something you have written?

Pror., (fowdng). Yes; when I was a studesl. What student
has pot written a traged].rf‘ Do you know that after reading it aggju
I begin to think that itis not kkid. Ta be sure, it is crude, but
it bas fire and youth. (Pais & afectionately.) Not so bad.

{Enter Rosa.)

PrOF. Not so bady is it Rosa?

Rosa. Dh, Professar, it is sublime.

. Pror. There you are. She appreciates it. 1 have read it to
er,

Mag. {fsugky). Readitto Rosal Ha, hal

Pror. Laugh away. You don't appreciate the fact that an
anthor must read his works ty some one. 5o Rosa had to stand it.

D, N. (arde). Poor Rosa.

Rosa. [ listened £ hard. Oh, Mrz. Newman, it iz heavenly,
but o sad, (Fwrsiy into tears.)

Pror. There, there! Dion't begln to howl again, (72 Dr.
NEwMAN.} You can see the sffect it had upon her. What might
it not work upon ao audience?

Dr. N. Well, I should say a stampede.

Rosa. [ can’t help it. It makes me ory just 1o see the covers.
It's like peeling omions. (Ex¢ eryrng.}

Pror. Now you tan see what | do to amuze mysell. T read
thifr aets of my youthful brain te the domestc,

AR. (wohe Aas been reading a dook, whizk ske Ay takem from
falie). Oh, heavens!

PROF. { jumping #ﬁ}. Wiat is it P

Dr. N. Are you ill 7

Man. (comes down Sefueen thems @ Folds out bock fo PROFRSSOR).
Papa, can you trust the perzon who wreote that hook ?

Fror. { e ol ). Balzac. I should say so.

Mas. (4o Dr. Newnmad), Then, sir, you are a despicable wretch.

Dr. N. What -— what do you mean, Mariana?

Man. Read for yourself.

Dr. M. (reads). * Every bride would, if zshe should leam of
the former [ife of the bridegroom even upon her marriage day,
draw back from the altar.”

Magr. There! What was your former life?

Dr. N. But, Mariana, this is nonsenze.

Mak. Papa, what was his former life?

FPror. Ahem! Well, my child —

MaR. (mimsce them). o But, Mariana,™ — ** 'Wall, my child.”
You think that you can hoodwink me, but you shall confess.
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Dg. N. But, my dear, I bave nothiog to confess.

Man., Howc Balrag have made such a statement if he bad
not had good authority ?

Dr. N. As I never met the gentleman, 1 don®t know how he
could, Come, don't be silly, dear.

Mar. (augrily). Weshall see if vou arve g0 brave when we get
zm. ¥ou think that you bave papa io protect you here. Good-
¥, PAPa.

Prow. But you are not going ?

Dr. N. Now, do listen.

Marm. If you please, we will discuss this afizir in oor own home.
ome.

PRrOF. (nmedgs ri#'w}'- My, but you are in for it!

Dzr. N. (mm':)g Why in thunder don't you keep your Balzac
out of sight?

FPror. (fo Mariawa). Now, my dear, you are always talking
about your domestic happiness, but when you come here you fight
like a couple of English sparcows.

Man. Oh, indeed! OF course you will take his part. (Crying.)
I mamma were only hera.

PROF. (aride). hank heaven, she s not !

Mar. When she returns, I phal] tell her all, and how you have
treated me.  (Gorr #0 dopr.)

Dk. N. There, dear, den’t ory. 1 am egming with yon,

Mak. {J’.&ﬂz{}'}l. Mo, gir! That is not necessary. {(Exif o)

Dr. N. {shardy ioc PROFEOR). 1 sup it i3 none of my
business to criticise you, but if 1 had & daughter, | would bring her
up differently. My son-indaw should not be sbjected to curtain
lectures every five minutes. Good-morning, sir.  (Exdf C., slame-

mﬁgdoﬂr.}

woF. This shall be a3 warning ; Balzac must be put away.
Heavens, if it should Bl [nto my wife's hands, My! but them
would be a storm brewing about here with a side order of cyclone
for me. (&2t L., with dooks.)

(Enter k., ROt and SPARTAN SPOTTS.)

Rosa. This way, if you please, siv. The Profesgor knows that
you have called. :

SPARTAN SPOTTS.  Sa? Capital!  Accept my most humble
thanks for your attention.

Rosa. I will tell him that you are here, sir,

SproTTs. Nay, stay but a moment, if you please. {Taker
coaf ; strékes atfitudy, [fr dvamatidc fome.) PBring forth the bo
tail lion !

Seora 1 B rdon. Th lapsus linguz.”

FOTTS. e your pardom. at was a ‘' lapsus lingo=.
Kindly tell the Prgal{smr that Spartan Spotts, theatrical mﬂch
leading heavy and first old man, awaits his pleasure.
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Rosa. Great heavens! You are an actor.

SroTTS.  Ave, the very same. You seem astonished. At present
I am presenting my compliments to all the notabilities in the town.
Tell me, fair maid, doth the Professor hie himself to the theatre
many times?

Rosa. Goodness! To the theatre? Since I have been here no
one has been allowed to mention it

SPoTTS.  Ah, say not se? And how many moons have you been
here?

Fosa. Ten years zsince Chrizstmag.

S5pOTTS.  And not in the firm. By the shades of Julivs Casar,
how happens this?

Roza. The mistress does not approve of the theatrs,

Sprorrs. But the Profesgor.  Has he no taste for the drama?

Bosa. Well, I should zay that ke had. He has written a play.

SeotTs. Sol

Rosa. It s there on the table, It is a play that Is a play.
Something about ancient history.

Sporys. Ye gods! But it doth amaze me. Look you, hath it
tver been read to the ! of polloi™'?

Rosa. What may that be, sird

Srorts. The people; the commen herd.

Rosa, No; 1am the only one that knows of it

SrOTTS. Ry heavens] Pui thiz i nuts for me.

Rosa, What?

SroTT3. Listen. The Professor iz one of the leading men in
town?

Rosa. Of course.  When he goes along the sireet al] the people
salute him.

SprorTs. S0, 0l "Tie well, 'tis well,  (Clargs hands.)

Rosa. What is the matter with ¢ Are you in pain?

SPOTTS.  Nav, may; [ have an lg;ﬂa“.

Roga. 1 will call the Professor.

Srorrs. That is well; do 30, (RosA erd.) Spotis, my hoy,
here is your chance. There was that piece we played in last year
that the society leader wrote.  Jupiter, Lt it was rotten! BEut we
packed the theatre, standing moom only.  If the town knows that
the Projessor has written a play, every one will go 1o see it. And
they shall see it. Let me see. There are about three thousand
Inhabitants, and hall will go. Spotts, my boy, there is money in
it. Ah, he comes |

(Enter PROFESSOR,)

FPror. You wished to speak with me, sire

SpoTts. I am Spotts, Spartan Spotts, sometimes called Spotty
but that is neither here nor there, [ would 2 word with thee. ,

Pror. How can I serve yon?

SeorTs.  Sir, [ beg vour pardon for thus intreding upon your
““manctum sanctotum,” but | wished te introduce mysell to one of



