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INTRODUCTORY NOTE

IT iswell known that Mr. Pinero holds decided views of
his own as to the nature and function of farce ; indeed,
he claims for it a wider scope and a more comprehensive
purpose thin have ever been associ Ued with farce of the
old Adelphi type, or the more modern genus of the
Palais Royal. He has openly expressed his opinion that
farce must gradually become the modern equivalent of
comedy, since the present being an age of sentiment
rather than of manners, the comic playwright must of
necessity seek his humour in the exaggeration of senti-
ment. Thus Mr. Pinero holds that farce should treat of
probable people placed in possible circumstances, but
regarded from a point of view which exaggerates their
sentiments and magnifies their foibles. In this light it
is permitted to this class of play, not only to deal with
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ridiculous incongruities of incident and character, but to
satirise society, and to wring laughter from those possible
distresses of lifé whichmight trace their origintofallacies
of feeling and extravagances of motive.

"The Cabinet Minister" is the latest of Mr. Pinero's
series of farces, and it may be regarded as the direct
development of ideas which he began to put into practice
when he wrote "The Magistrate." Since then these
ideas have undergone a process of gradual evolution,
which may be clearly traced through the successive
productions of " The Schoolmistress,” "Dandy Dick,"
and "The Cabinet Minister," in each of which it will
be seen that the author has aimed less at the exposition
of a plot than at the satirising of particular types of
character in a possible social atmosphere.

"The Cabinet Minister" waswritten early in 1839, and
produced by Mrs. John Wood and Mr. Arthur Chudleigh
at the Court Theatre, on April 23, 18%0.

The following is a copy of the Programme :—
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ROYAL COURT THEATRE.
UNDER THE MANAGEMENT OF MRS. JOHN WOQD.

ON WEDNESDAY, APRIL 23rd,
At 8o'clock,

WILL BE ACTED FOR THE FIRST TIME
AN ORIGINAL FARCE IN FOUR ACTS, CALLED

THE CABINET MINISTER,
BY

A. W. PINERO.

EARL OF DRUMDURRIS (in the

GUARDS) . . . .Mr RICHARD SAUNDERS.
VISCOUNT  ABERBROTHOCK
(hisSon) .. * . * *

RIGHT HON. SR 'JULIAN

TWOMBLEY, GCM.G, M P.

(Secretary of State for the
Department) . . Mr. ARTHUR CECIL.
BROOKE TWOMBLEY (his Son) Mr. E. ALLAN AYNESWORTH.
MACPHAIL OF BALLOCHEEVIN Mr. BRANDON THOMAS.

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON . . Mr. WEEDON GROSSMITH.
VALENTINE WHITE (Lady

Twombley's Nephew) . . Mr. HERBERT WARING
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MR. MITFORD* (Sir Julian's

Private Secretary). . . Mr. FRANK FARREN.
THE MUNKITTRICK .. Mr. JOHN CLULOW.
PROBYN (A Servant) . . Mr. ERNEST PATON.

DOWAGER COUNTESS OF

DRUMDURRIS . . ., MissR. G.LE THIERE.
LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART (her

Daughter) .. .. Miss ISABFL ELLISSEN.
COUNTESS OF DRUMDURRIS . Miss EVA MOORE.
LADY TWOMBLEY . . . Mrs. JOHN WOOD.
IMOGEN (her Daughter) . . Miss FLORENCE TANNER.
LADY MACPHAIL . . . Mrs EDMUND PHELPS

HON. MRS GAYLUSTRE (a
Young Widow trading as
Matincette et Cie , 17A, Plun-
kett Street, Mayfair) . . Miss ROSINA FILIPPT.

ANGELE. . . : . MissMARIANNE CALDWeLL
Miss MUNKITTRICK . . Miss FLORENCE HARRINGTON.

ACT |I.
DEBT.
At Sr JULIAN TWOMBLEY'S, Chesterfield Gardens.  May.

ACT II.
DIFFICULTIFS.

At Sir JULIAN'S again. July.

*  Subsequently changed to MELTON.
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ACT 1.
DISASTER.
At Drumdurris Castle, Perthshire. August.

ACT IV.

DANCING.
The same place. The next day.

THE SCHNLRY IS DESIGNED AND PAINTED BY T. W. HALL.

The reception on the first night was of a half-hearted
character, for the play had been described simply as a
farce, and the audience found itself laughing at seemingly
serious situations which it felt should properly provoke
tears, feeling sympathetically interested in passages of
sentiment one moment, only to mock at them the next,
and, in fact, experiencing constant perplexity as to its
emotional duties. The programme certainly said "farce"
in black and white, and what could that mean but unmiti-
gated nonsense and laughter ?  Yet, here was actual drama
with a whimsical twist that was most surprising ; here
were bits of pathos which were positively comic. Could
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this be farce? But happily that kind of criticism is soon
forgotten whose principle is, like that of Mr. Punch's
navvy, " Here's a stranger, let's 'eave 'df a brick at
him." The" mixed" greeting of "The Cabinet Minister"
gave place to very enthusiastic receptions on succeeding
nights, and, in spite of the perplexity confessed in many
of the criticisms of the play, the theatre was crowded
night after night, and the fashionable and political worlds
flocked to the Court, many leading politicians being
frequent visitors.

The season terminated on August 8, and the theatre
re-opened on October 11, from which time the popularity
of Mr. Pinero's play continued as great as ever. But,
after 197 performances, Mrs. John Wood decided to
withdraw "The Cabinet Minister" on February 14, 1891,
in the very zenith of its success, while a further long run
was still to be reasonably expected. This play has not yet
been seen in the provinces, but Mr. Augustin Daly has
arranged to produce it, with his famous company, at his
theatre in New York early in the present month.

MALCOLM C. SALAMAN.
January1883r
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THE CABINET MINISTER

THE FIRST ACT
DEBT

The scene is a conservatory built and decorated in
Moorish style, in the house of the RT. HON. SIB
JULIAN TWoMBLEY, M.P., Chesterfield Gardens,
London. A fountain isplaying, and tall palms
lend their simple elegance to the elaborate Algeri-
an magnificence of the place. The drawing-rooms
arejust beyond the curtained entrances. It is a
May afternoon.

BROOKE TWOMBLEY, a good-looking bet insipid youn
man of abouttwo-and-twenty, faultllesdpy dre@eg
for the afternoon, enters, and aits dejectedly, turn-
ing over some papers.

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

I've done it. Such an afternoon's work—what |
[rReadmg.] " Schedule of the Debts of Mr. Brooke
wombley.  [Turning over sheet after sheet] Trades-
men. Betting Transactions. Baccarat. Miscellane-
ous Amusements. Sundries. Extras.” )
[PEOBYN, a servant in powder and livery, is cross-
ing the conservatory, when he sees BROOKE.]
A
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PROBYN.
Oh, Mr. Brooke.
BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
{Sipping the schedule into his pocket] Eh'!

PROBYN.

| didn't know you were in, sir.  Her ladyship told
me to give you this, Mr. Brooke—quietly.
[He hands BROOKE a letter which he has taken
from his pocket.]

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

[Glancing at the envelope] The Mater. Thank
you. [A little cough i.s heard. He looks toward the
drawing-room.] Is anyone there?

PROBYN.

Mrs. Gaylustre, sr.

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
The dressmaker! What does she want ?

PROBYN.

She told Phipps, Miss Imogen's maid, sir, that she
was anxious to see the effect of her ladyship's and
Miss Imogen's gowns when they get back from the
Drawing-Room.

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
You should take her upstairs.
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PROBYN.

Bog your pardon, Mr. Brooke, but weve aways
understood that when Mrs. Gaylustre cals in the
morning she's a dressmaker, and when she cdls in ’
the afternoon she's a lady.

BHOOKE TWOMBLEY.

Oh, very well; it's awfully confusing. [PROBYN
goesout. BROOKE reads the letter] " My sweet child.
For heaven's sake let me have your skeddle, or
whatever you call your list of debts, directly. [l
do my best to got you out of your scrape, though
how | can't think. I'm desperately short of money,
and altogether—as my poor dear father used to say
—things are as blue as old Stilton. If your pafinds
out what a muddle I'm in, | fear he'll throw up
public life and bury us in the country, and then
good-by to my dear boy's and girl's prospects.  So if
| contrive to clear you once more, don't do it again,
my poppet, or you'll break the heart of your loving
mother, Kitty Twombley." The Mater's a brick—
what! But | wonder if she has any notion how
much it tots up to.

[He places the letter upon the back of a large sad-
dIIEL]bag arm-chair while he takes out the sched-
ule.

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

Three thousand seven hundred and fifty-six,
nought, two. What!

[PROBYN enters)
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PROBYN.
A young man wants to see you, Mr. Brooke.
BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

Whoisit?
PROBY N.
No card, sir—and rather queerly dressed. Says
he has a wish to shake hands with you on the door-
step.

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Oh, I sy ! He mustn't, you know—what!

PROBYN.
| don't quite like the look of him, sir; gives the
nameof "White—Mr. ValentineWhite.
BROOKE TwOMBLeY.
Why, that's my cousin !
PROBYN.
Cousin, sir ! | beg pardon.
BROOKE TWOMBLET.
Whoreishe?

[BKOOKE goes out quickly, followed by PROBYN. The
HON. Mas. GAYLUSTRE, an attractive, self-pos-
sessed, mischievous-looking woman, of not more
than thirty, veryfashionably dressed, entersfrom
the draming-room.]

MrS. GAYLUSTRE.

How verP/ charming! Lady Twombley's latest
fad, the Algerian conservatory. And there was a



THE CABINET MINISTER 5

time when a sprig of geranium on the window-sill
would have contented her. [Looking at a photo-
graph Of LADY TWOMBLEY upon the table] There she
Is—Kitty Twombley. In one of my gowns too.
Kitty Twombley, once Kitty White, the daughter
of a poor farmer down in Cleverton. Ah, when
young Mr. Julian Twombley came canvassing Far-
mer White's vote he found you innocently scrub-
bing the bricks, | suppose! And now ! [ With acour-
tey.? Lady Twombley, wife of a Cabinet Minister
and Patroness Extraordinary of that deserving
young widow, Fanny Gaylustre ! [She sits surveying
the portraits upon the table] Ha, ha! Il turn you
al to account some fine day. Why shouldn't |
finishas well as the dairy-fed daughter of a Devon-
shire yokel? What on earth is wiong with my bon-
net? [She puts her hand up behind her head and
finds LADY TWOMBLKY'S letter which BROOKE had left
on the back of the chair] Lady Twombley's writ-
gﬁ. [Reading.] " My sweet child. For heaven's

e let mo have your skeddle——" [She sits up
suddenly and devours the contents of the letter]  Oh !
[Reading aloud] " I'm desperately short of money !
Things are as blue as old Stilton ! If your pa finds
out—!" My word!

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

[Heard speaking outside] My dear Valentine,
why shouldn't you come in—what ?

[Mus. GAYLUSTUE creeps round infront of the table and
disappears with the letter in her hand as BUOOKE
enters, dragging in VALENTINE WHITE, a roughly-
dressed, handsome young fellow of about six-and-
twenty, bronzed and bearded. ]
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VALENTINE WHITE.

Now, Brooke, you know | cut away from Eng-

land years ago because | couldn't endure ceremony
of any kind.

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
I'm not treating you with ceremony—what!

VALENTINE WHITE.

[Lookiny about him"] Phew ! the atmosphere's
charged with it. That fellow With his hair pow-
dered nearly sent me running do\ui the street like

a mad dog.
BROOKE TwoMBLeY
Where the deuce have you been fur the last six or

eight years?
VALENTINE WHITE.
Where? Oh, buy a geography : call it, " Ex-
plorations of Valentine White in Search of Free-
dom," and there you have it.

BROOKE TwOMbLeY.

VALENTINE ~ WHITE.

Blessed freedom from forms, shams, and cere-
monies of all sorts and descriptions.
BROOKE TMOMULLY.

Why, you left us for South Africa. Didn't South
Africa satisfy you V

VALENTINE WHITE.

Satisfy me! | joined the expedition to Bangwa-
kets. What were the consequences ?

Freedom !



THE CABINET MINISTER 7
BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

VALENTINE WHITE.

Worse. There's no ceremony about fever. No,
Brooke, | was snubbed by amajor in the Kalahari
Desert, because | didn't dress for dinner.

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Then we heard of you herding filthy cattle in

Mexico.
VALENTINE WHITE.

Yes, at Durango. | enjoyed that, till some
younger sons of the nobility came out and left
cads at my hut. | afterwards drove a railway
enginein Bolivia

BROOKE: TwoMBLeY.

By Jove, how awful—what! Wasn't that suffi-
ciently beastly rough?

Fever?

VALENTINE WHITE.

My dear fellow, would you believe it—I got hold
of a stoker who was a decayed British baronet!
The affected way in which that man shovelled on
coals was unendurable. So I've come back, hope-

lessly nise.
BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

Serve you right for kicking at refinement and
good form and all that sort of thing. What !

VALENTINE WHITE.

[Mimicking BROOKE.] Varnish, and veneer, and
al that sort of thing—what!
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BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

Oh, confound you! Well, you'll dine hereat a
quarter to eight, Val, won't you?

VALENTINE WHITE.

Dine in Chesterfield Gardens! Thirteen courses
and eight wines! Heaven forgive you, Brooke.

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Look here, you shall eat on the floor with a

wooden spoon.
VALENTINE WHITE.

~ Thank you—even your floors are too highly pol-
ished. Tell Aunt Kitty and little Imogen that |
shall walk in Kensington Gardens to-morrow morn-

ing at ten.
BROOKE TWOMIJLLY.
Little Imogen! Haw, haw !
VALENTINE WHITE.

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

I think it will pretty considerably wound your
susceptibilities to hear that my sister Imogen is bo-
ing presented by the Mater this afternoon.

VALENTINE WHITE.
[Inhorror.] Presented !

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Presented at Court—Drawing-Room, you know.

VALENTINE WHITE.
How dare they ! poor little child !

Well?
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BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

Haw, haw ! If you'll wait a few minutes youll
see an imposing display of trains and feathers.
Some of them are coining on here after the cere-
mony to drink tea, | believe.

VALeNTINE WHITE.
Trains and feathers! Good gracious, Brooke,
Imogen mubt have grown up !
BROOKE TwOMBLEY.
Here's her portrait—What?
VALENTINE WHITE.

[Soring at the portrait.] | am right, Brooke—she
has grown up !
BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

VALENTINE WHITE,

Eight years ago she was a romp, with a frock that
always had atear in it, and ahead like acornfield
in thewind. Just look at tins! While I've been
away they've given her a new frock and brushed
her hair.  What an awful change!

[PROBYN appears at the conservatory entranee)]

PROBYN.
Lady Euphemia Vibart
[LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART, a handsome, distinguished-
looking, and elegantly dressed girl of about
twenty, enters. She scareely notices VALENTINE,
who bowsformally. ]

Haw !
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LADY EUPHEMIA VIBABT.
No one has returned yet, Brooke ?

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Effie, don't you recollect Mr. White?

LADYEUPHEMIAVIBART.

Oh ! how do you do? [She shaken hands with him
in an affected manner.] We are distantly related, |
remember.

VALENTINE WHITE.

Lady Euphemia, | join you in remembering the
relationship—and the distance.

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.

Oh, | don't mean that, Mr. White. At any rate,
we were excellent friends many yeais ago when our
cousin Imogen used to give us tea in her school-
room. She will be too rejoiced at your return.

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

[At the window.] Hullo, I think pa has come
home.
VALENTINE ~ WHITE.

Good-by, Lady Euphemia.
BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
| say, Effie, Mr. White won't stay.

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
[Indifferently.] What a pity !
BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

He has turned against civilization, you know, and
has become a sort of pleasant cannibal.
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LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.

A cannibal! That is too interesting. Pray re-
main, Mr. White. My brother, Lord Drumdurris, is
on duty at the Palace to-day and is coming on here.
We al knew each other as children. He will be too
delighted.

VALENTINE WHITE.

I recollect Lord Vibart, as he then was, very well.
He once burnt me with a red-hot poker.

L\DY EUPHEMIA VIBYRT.

Good-humouredly, | am sure. Perhaps you have
not heard that he married Lady Egidia Cardelloe,
Lord Struddock's second daughter, about two years
ago. If you stay you will meet her aso.

VALENTINE WHITE.
Ah, | am afraid |—l —
LADY EUPHEMIA VIBYRT.
You will find her too enchanting.
BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
No, he won't. She's not tattooed or anything.

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
They have a little son, just five months old, who

is too divine.
BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Ah, now, if you boiled the baby it might be to

Va's taste.
LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
As they have been constantly travelling, Egidiais
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only just presented to-day by my mother. You
recollect Lady Druindurris, my mother ?

VALENTINE WHITE.

Perfectly.
BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

[Poking VALENTINE in the side] Old Lady Drum!

LADY EUPIIEMIA VIBART.
My mother will be too charmed to meet you again.
[PROBYN enters)]

PROBYN.

[To BROOKE] Sir Julian is coming into the con-

servatory, Sir.
*  BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Pa ! [PROBYN goes out.]

L\DY EUPIIEMIA VIBART.
Oh, dear Sir Julian'! [She runs out.]

VALENTINE WHITE.
Look sharp, Brooke. Let me out.

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
vad, I'll tdl you what. Come upstairs and smoke
acigarette in my room, and I'll bring theMater and
Imogen to you on the quiet when the people are
gone.
VALENTINE WHITE.
Why, Brooke, do you think that Aunt Kitty and
Imogen want aroving relative on the premises who
isn't worth tuppence!
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BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Bosh! Look out, here's pa! He seems awfully
mumpish. Come on.

[He takes VALENTINE out. Directly they are gone LADY
EUPHEMIA re-enters with SIR JULIAN TWOMBLEY,
an aristocratic hut rather weak-looking man of
about fifty -five, wearing his Ministerial uniform]

LADY EUPHEMIAVIBART: .

Are you pleased to get back, uncle ?

SIR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
[Emphatically.]  Yes.
[Sheplaceshim in the arm-chair. He sinks into
it with a sigh.]
LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
How isyour neuralgia?
SIR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Inlouse. It has been so ever since-
LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
[Putting her smelling-bottle to his nose] Ever

since?
SIR JULiaN TWOMBLEY.
Ever since | took (Mice. Thank you.
LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
Was it a very brilliant Drawing-Room ?
SIR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

| think it must have been. | have been more
than usually trodden upon.
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LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
Did you catch a glimpse of Aunt Kitty or of any
of our people ?
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
| heard Lady Twombley. What inexhaustible
spirit she has!  Euphemia, my dear, | confide in
you. But for Lady Twombley | could never endure
the badgering, the browbeatleng, the hackling, for
which | seem especially selected.

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
It's too unjust.
SR JULIAN TwOMBLEY.
Oh, | know | am going to have a bad time in the
House to-night!
LaDY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
Don't dwell upon it, uncle.
SIR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Euphemial [He jumps up almost fiercely.]
LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.

Uncle Julian !
SIR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Certain members of the Opf)osition are going too
far. They regard me as abull in the arena. They
goad me, they pierce me with questions. And then,
the lack of journalistic sympathy ! Look here!
[He stealthily produces a newspaper from his
pocket.]
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LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.

[Reproachfully]  Uncle Julian, you've bought a
newspaper. You promised aunt you never would.

SIR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

H'm ! | would have you know, Euphemia, that |
have not absolutely broken my pledge to Lady
Twombloy. | made Harris, the coachman, purchase
this. Asyou drive home drop it out of your car-
riagewindow

As LADY EUPHEMIA takes the paper from him her
eyesfall upon a paragraph.f

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
Oh'! do they mean you, uncle?

SIR JullaN TaOMbLeY.
Without doubt.

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
[Heading.] " The Square Peg !"

SIR JULIAN TWOmIBLEY.
Hush! tho servant !

[LVDY EUPHeMIa crams the paper info her pocket.
PROBY N enters,car ri ngasmall music-easel with
some music on it and a flute in a case.]

PROBYN.
Here, Sir Julian ?

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
Oh, do play, uncle!
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SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
[To PROBYN.] Thank you.

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
It will soothe you.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

[Taking the flute from PROBYN] My only vice,
Euphemia. [PROBYN goes out. SIR JULIAN soundsa
mournful note]]  This little friend has inspired
some of my most conspicuous oratorical triumphs.
It has furnished me with many a cutting rejoinder
for question time. [He sounds another note] Ah, |
know | am going to have such abad night in the
House.

[Heplays. MRS. GAYLUSTRE enters with BROOKE]
LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
[To herself] That woman !
MRS, GAYLUSTRE.

[To LADY EUPHEMIA] How do you do ?
[LADY EUPHEMIA stares, inclines her head dlightly,
and goes to BROOKE,]
MRS. GAYLUSTRE.

[To herself.] Haughty wretch!
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY,
Mrs. Gaylustre!
MRS, GAYLUSTRE.
Oh, Sir Julian, don't, don't stop |
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SIR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
| thought | was alone with Lady Euphemia,

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.

| am waiting to se dear Lady Twombley. Oh,
do permit me to hear that sweet instrument 1

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Pray sit down ! . .
[Sin JULIAN" resumes his seat and plays a plain-
tive melody. MRS. GAYLUStIE listensina rapt
attitude]

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
[To BROOKE] That person is too odious to mo.

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Several people have taken her up.

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
Somehow, being taken up is what she suggests.

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

She seems a sort of society mermaid—half a lady
and half a milliner—what ? Only it bothers you to
know where the one leaves off and the other begins.
Who is she ?

LADY EUPHEMIA YIBART.

In prehistoric days she was a Miss Lebanon.
Lord Bulpitt's son, Percy Gaylustre, met her at
Nice—or somewhere.

B
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BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Oh, yes, and he married her—or something.
LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
Yes, and now she's awidow—or something.

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
"Why does the Mater encourage her ?

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.

Because Aunt Kate is too good-hearted and im-
pressionable. But, asarule, | think Mrs. Gaylustro
makes a considerable reduction to those who ask
her to their parties.  [MRS. GAYLUSTRE is bending over
SIR JULIAN and turning his music.] Look!

[PROBYN appears at the entrance]

PROBYN.
Here's Sir Julian, my lady.

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Hullo, Mater!

[LADY TWOMBLEY, a handsome, bright, good-humoured
woman, dressed magnificently in - Court dress,
enters. PROBYN retires, and SIR JULIAN stops

laying.
playing] LADY TWOMBLEY.

[Kissing BROOKE.] Wdll, Brooke, darling, have
you wanted your mother ? [Kissing LADY EUPHEMIA,]
Effie, how sweet you look ! what adream of a bon-
net | [Nods to MRS. GAYLUSTRE] How dye do, Mrs.
Gaylustre? Why, pal [She bends over him and



THE CABINET MINISTER 19
kisses him.'[] You're worried—you've been playing

your whistle.
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Flute, Katherine.
LADY TWOMBLEY.

| mean flute. It was my brother Bob who al-
ways played a whistle when the crops were poor or
the lambs fell sickly.

SIR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
| had not the advantage of your brother Robert's

acquaintance.
LADY TWOMIBLEY.
Where's Imogen ?  Imogen !
IMOGEN.
[Outside] Mammal
LADY TwOMBLeY.
Come and show yourself to pa.

[IMOGEN enters in her Court dreas, apretty girl of

dot  eghten ]
IMOGEN.

Effie dear| Well, Brooke!
LADY TWOMBLEY.
[To SIR JULIAN.] Look a her !
SIR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Quitecharming!
IMOGEN.
Wal, papa, have you nothing to say to me *
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SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

My dear, | hesitate to address such a magnificent
creature.

IMOGEN.

[Bowing to SIR JULIAN.] Mamma, | think that
gentleman wishes to be presented to me. | have no
objection, if you consider him a person | ought to
know.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

[Kissing IMOGEN.] Ah, Julian, our sweet child!
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
[Taking IMOGEN'S hand.] My dear.
IMOGEN.

[With dignity.] | am pleased to make your ac-
quaintance. I've heard you mentioned very kindly
by my little friend, Imogen Twombley. Pray sit
down, and I'll sit on your lap. [IMOGEN sits on SIR
JULIAN'S knee and puts her arm round his neck”]  Oh,
papa, | have been so nervous!

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
| quite sympathize. | was shockingly nervous
when | was presented.
IMOGEN.
[Rising hadtily.'] Mrs. Gaylustre—I didn't see
U.

yo
LADY TWOMBLEY.

[To BROOKE and LADY EUPHEMIA] Dear old Lady
Leeke, whose whedls we locked in the Park, sad
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she had heard Imogen’s name mentioned fifty times.
Mrs. Charlie Lessingham declares nothing “prettier
has been seen since her own first season. ~ And it's
true—that's the best of it! | saw the child make
her courtesy; | was determined | would. | en-
tered the Throne Room just before her and tum-
bled through anyhow, with one eye straight in front
of me and the other screwed round towards my girl.
There wab a general shudder—it was at my squint.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
| trust not, Katherine.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

When | did get through they gave me my train,
as much as to say: "If this belongs to you, take it
home as soon a* possible” But therel stuck in the
doorway, not budging an inch. | didn't care how
the officials whispered, and waved, and beckoned,;
| sood my ground. And then, Julian, then my
breath nearly went from me, for | saw her coming!
Effie, it was lovely ! Brooke, you would have been
proud of your sister! Her cheeks were like the
outside leaf of a Duehesse de Vallombrosa rose, and
her eyes like two dewdrops on the top of it; and
she had just enough fright in her little heart to
make her feathers tremble. Then she courtesied.
Ah, if she had stumbled | should have been by her
sde in an instant—who would have blamed me?
I'm her mother !—but she didn't. No, she floated
towards me—dipping, and dipping, and dipping,
agan and again, as smoothly and gracefully as a
swan swimming backward!

[LADY TWOMBLEY embraces IMOGEN.]
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LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
| am too glad, Aunt Kitty.

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Awfully satisfactory—what ?

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

| remember Lady Liphook's daughter Miriam
falling and rolling over in the season of '85.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Lor' how sorry | feel for anybody who isn't a
mother! But, | say, there's a bit that wants taking
in there. [Pinching up the shoulder of IMOGEN'S
dress] Gaylustre, you must tell your woman An-
toinette this won't do.

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.

Oh, Lady Twombley—please !
[MRS ]GAYLUSTRE puts her handkerchief to her
eyes.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
My dear, pray forgive me! | really forgot where
we were.
MRS, GAYLUSTRE.

[To LADY TWOMBLEY, with a little sob] You
wouldn't hurt my feelings wilfully, 1 know.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Not for the world. But it's a little confusing,
mixing up business with pleasure. Imogen, let
Lady Effie and Mrs. Gaylustre hear you play your
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lovely harp, but don't lot the nasty thing hurt your
fingers. Brooke, | want to speak to you.
[LADY EUPHEMIA and IMOGEN strall out, followed
by MRS. GAYLUSTRE]

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
[Mournfully.] I'll dress now, Kathering, and go

down.
LADY TWOMBLEY.

Lor', pa, don't speak as if you were thinking of
our tomb at Kensal Green.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Competent authorities assure me there is quiet to
be found in the tomb ; | anticipate nothing of that
kind where | am going to-night.

[He goes out. LADY TWOMBLEY watches his going,
then turns to BROOKE sharply.]

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Wdll, have you got it ?

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
My—er——
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Your skeddle. .
[BROOKE hands his schedule to LADY TWOMBLEY ]

LADY TWOMBLEY.

There's a dear boy. [She turns over the leaves,
gradually her face assumes a look of horror] " To-
ta, three thousand——! "

[ Shefolds the schedule, putsiit in her pocket, and
faces BROOKE fiercely with her hands clenched.]
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LADY TWOMBLEY.
You imp! [She boxes his right car soundly.]
BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Mater !
LADY TWOMBLEY.
You villain ! [She boxes his left ear.]
BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Dont, Mater!
LADY TWOMBLEY.

Three thousand pounds! Three thousand times
| wish you had never beenborn! |—I [She
breaks down, puts her arms round BROOKE'S neck, and
cries] Oh, Brooke, my dear, forgive your poor
mother's vile temper. I've made my Brooke's head
ache. Oh, my gracious !

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Don't fret, Mater. If you're run rather low at

Scott's——
LADY TWOMBLEY.

Scott's, Brooke! When | creep into that bank
now and ask for my pass-book | have to hold on to
the edge of the counter, | feel so sick and giddy.

BROOKETWOMBLEY.

Oh, very well then, Mater, | can wait. Mr. Naza-
reth, of Burlington Street, will accommodate me for
atime; acouple of bills, you know, at three and
sx months—what ?

LADY TWOMBLEY.
[Speaking in a whisper.] Brooky, Brooky, I've
thought of those dreadful things for myself.
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BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
ourself, Mater! Why, you can adways get
the rlg t bide of pa.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Brooke! Brooky, | must tell you. Jubt now poor
pa has no right side.

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Mater |
LADY TWOMBLEY.

It's as much as the dear man can do to get a rattle
out of hiskeys. For along time, Brooke, we've all
been outrunning the constable.

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

Really, Mater, | ought to have been consulted
before.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

| know, Brooke, but | couldn't face my boy's
reproaches.

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Pa must have been inexcusably reckless—what't

LADY TWOMBLEY.

No, it's dl my fault, every bit of it. [A pretty
melody on the harp is heard] Brooke, never marry
a country-bred girl as your pa did. When he fell
in love with me | was content with three frocks a
year—think of thatl—and had to twist up my
own has. And | could have done it for ever
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down at Cleverton, but | didn't stand the trans-
planting. Oh, I'll never forget how the tine folks
snubbed mo and sneered at mo when 1 came to
town. Brooke, my Km, | declare to goodness
that for ten long years | never saw a nose that
wasn't turned up! - And then pa %ot his baronetcy,
and old Lady Drumdurris gave us her forefinger to
shake, and that did it. But it uas too late ; | was
spailt by that time. | had been too long fishing for
friends with dances, and dinners, and drags, and
race-parties, and all sorts of bait; and when the
time came for a few people to like me for my own
stupid, rough self I'd got into the way of scattering
sovereigns as freely as | used to sprinkle mignon-
ette in my little garden at the Yae Farm.

BROOKE TWOMBEEY.
All thisisvery painful, Mater—what?
LADY TWOMBLEY.
[Crying.] What asilly woman I've been, Brookel
BROOKETWOMBLEY .
We're dl thoughtless at times.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

If | had but pulled in when pas Irish rents be-
gan to dwindle!

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Why didn't you, Mater ?
LADY TWOMBLEY.
| don't know, but I didnt. | only prayed for
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better times and ordered Gillow to refurnish the
dining-room. Last season | got through eighteen
thousand pounds!

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Oh!

[Shetwistshim round, pointing to the walls of the
conservatory|

LADY TWOMBLEY.

And look ! Look at this sixpenny Algerian grotto
I've stuck in the middle of the house. Seven
thousand four hundred and fifty this cost, not
counting the hot-water pipes.

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Is it paid for ?
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Your dear pa transferred the money for it to my
account at Scott's, but I've gone and spent it on other

things.
BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Mater!

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Oh, my poor heart!

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

Well, Mater, any assistance | can render you in
this emergency——

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Ah, | know. [Seizing his hand and kissing it.]
My Brooke ! my comfort!
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PROBYN.
[Outside] Lady Drumdurris—Dowager Lady

Drumdurris.
BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Egidia and Aunt Dora

LADY TWOMBLEY.

[V\Aé)in her eyes] Your aunt mustn't see me up-
. Brooke, don't think anything more of what
I've told you. I've tumbled into the mud before
now, but 'mud dries to dust and I've always man-
aged to shake it off. Dora!

[The DOWAGER COUNTESS OF DRUMDURRIS enters—a
portly, rather formidable-looking lady of forty-
five or fifty, in Court dress and diamonds]

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Well, Dora, are you tired ?
DOWAGER.

| hope | am never fatigued in doing ray duty to
my family, Kate. Hereis poor Egidia

[EGIDIA, COUNTESS OF DRUMDURRIS enters—a small,
serious girl, with a great deal of presence and
dignity, also in Court dress]

EGIDIA.
How do you do, Lady Twombley ?
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Why, poor Egidia! Aren't you well, dear ?
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DOWAGER.

Egidia received a telegram from Scotland this
morning ; her sou has cut his first tooth, during her
ibsence, painfully.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

EGIDIA.

You aso are a mother, Lady Twombley.  You can
sympathize with such cares as those | am now en-
deavouring to sustain.

[LaDY EUPHEMIA and IMOGEN dtrall in]

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Your boy isfive months old, isn't he?
EGIDIA.
Fergus is precisely five months.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Wdll, there are two-and-twenty more teeth to
come yet, you know.
EGIDIA.

Yes, | am schooling myself into that conviction.
| am naturally, | hope, a woman of more than or-
dinary courage.

[PROBYN appears at the entrance)]

PROBYN.
Lord Druradurris.

[The EARL OF DRUMDURRIS, a boyish-looking officer of
the Guards, in uniform, with much dignity and
reserve, enters.]

Oh, dear!
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EARL OF DRUMDURRIS.
How do you do, Lady Twombley ? Egidia
DOWAGER.
Keith, you have further news from Scotland ?

EARL OF DRUMDURRIS.
Anocther telegram.

EGIDIA.
Ah!
[Sheputs her hand calmly in that of the DOWAGER]
DOWAGER.
Tdl us, my son.

EARL OF DRUMDURRIS.

Another tooth. [EGIDIA closes her eyes. The,
DOWAGER kisses her upon the brow.] | offered Lady
Macphail and Sir Colin the use of niy brougham, but
they preferred coming on here in their chariot.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Lady Macphail and Sir Colin! Coining here !

DOWAGER.
[To LADY TWOMBLEY.] | haven't told you what
I've done. Kaeith !
EARL OF DRUMDURRIS.
[Bowing.] Certainly.
[Hejoins the others. who are talking together.]
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DOWAGER.

[To LADY TWOMBLEY] | have a motive. My
whole life has been one vast comprehensive motive.
Lady Macphail is the little woman to whom | intro-
duced you on the stairs at the Paace.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Well, but——
DOWAGER.

I encountered her again, and delivered a message
from you begging her to come on here with Sr
Colin to drink tea.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
| never——
DOWAGER.

| know you didn't. My motiveis this. She haa
just brought her boy to London.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Is he the great man in the kilt | saw holding on
to her lappets?
DOWAGER.
Yes
LADY TWOMBLEY.

He's thirty, if he's an hour.

DOWAGER.

Hesmore. But he isafine example of the grand
simplicity that exists in many Scottish families.
Proprietor of eighty thousand acres, head of a great
clan, Colin Macphail of Ballocheevin remains a child
attached to his mother.
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LADY TWOMBLEY.
Oh, | shall be very happy to——

DOWAGER.
Ah, you grasp my motive!
LADY TWOMBLEY.

DOWAGER.
[In LADY TWOMBLEY'S car.] Imogen.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

DOWAGER.

Imogen must make a match this season and marry
before the year is out.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

DOWAGER.

Don't deceive yourself, Kate Twombley. You
are aware that Julian's position in the Ministry is
precarious ?

No, | don't.

Imogen ?

Why?

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Youthink so?
DOWAGER.

Everybody thinks so. It's my opinion they'll
make a Jonah of him and cast him from them before
many months are over. You know what that
means ?

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Horrible! Julian giving up public life and set-
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tling down in some disma swamp as a country gen-
tleman. He has threatened it.
DOWAGER.

Very well then ; you must assure your children's
future before the blow falls. What could you do
for Imogen in the country ?

LADY TWOMBLEY.

A vicar or asmall squire.

DOWAGER.

More likely a curate or a farmer. Will you re-
sign yourself to that ?

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Never, Dora! | never will! I've had to swallow
the husks of London and my chicks shall have the
barley. Julian shall hold on till they have made
brilliant marriages!

DOWAGER.
Ah!
LADY TWOMBLEY.

He shalll Afterwards I'll go back to darning
stockings with a light heart.

DOWAGER.
Wl spoken, Kate Twombley !
[PROBYN appears at the entrance]

PROBYN.
Sr Colin and Lady Macphail.
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DOWAGER.
[To LADY TWOMBLEY.] You see my motive ?

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Yes, Dora.

[LADY MACPHAIL and SIR COLIN enter—she a simple
little old woman in Court drexs, ecstatically senti-
mental; he a formidable-looking bearded man
about six feet high, infull Highland costume,
bashful and awkward in manner, and keeping close
to his mother.]

LADY TWOMBLEY.
[To LADY MACPHAIL] | am delighted to see you

here.
LADY MACPHAIL.

[Presenting MACPHAIL.] My boy. [He shelters him-
seltbehind her and bows uneasily.] | have determined
to give the lad a season in this mighty city, Lady

Twombley.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Ah, hell enjoy himself, I'm sure.
LADY MACPIIAIL.
Nay, the Macphails never enjoy themselves in the
South.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
I'm very sorry; perhaps they don't go the right

way about it.
LADY MACPHAIL.
Already Colin's feet ache——
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LADY TWOMBLEY.
Do they ?
LADY MACPHAIL.

Ache to press the heather again, searching for a
sight of the red-deer in the misty chasms of Ben
Muchty, or the wild birds fluttering on the gray
shore of Loch-na-Doich.

LADY TWOMBLEY
Ah, very pretty country, | dare say.
LADY MACPUAIL.

Where would you be, Calin, at thishour at Castle
Ballocheevin? Watching the sun sink behind the
black peak of Ben-na-Vrachie? Speak, lad |

MACPHAIL.
[Sadly.] That is so, mother.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Do you do that every evening a homo ?
MACPHAIL.
Aye.
LADY MACPHAIL.

Ah, a Macphail aways fedls like a ull with a
broken wing ?n the Sou){h. -

LADY TWOMBLEY.
You must take care you don't get him run over.
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PROBYN.

[Appearing at the entrance] Teais in the yellow
room, my lady.
[DRUMDURRIS, BROOKE, EGIDIA, and LADY EUPIIE-
MIA go out.]

DOWAGER.

[Introducing IMOGEN.] Lady Maophail, Sir Colin—

my niece, Imogen. Imogen, take Sir Colin to tea,

IMOGEN.

This way, Sr Colin.
DOWAGER.

[To LADY TWOMBLEY.] You se my motive ?
IMOGEN.

Waitingfor MACPIIAIL.] Tea is in this room. Sr

Colin.
MACPHAIL.
[Looking at IMOGEN, and then, appealingly, at LADY
MACPHAIL.] Come, mother.
[IMOGEN, MACPHAIL, and LADY MACPHAIL go out]
DOWAGER.
~ [To LADY TWOMBLEY, following the others] He is
impressed!
[SIR JULIAN, in evening dress, enters with a letter in his
hand.]
SIR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Katherinel Katherine!

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Pa?
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SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
| must speak to you.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Bat Dora hasjust brought a Highland youth here.
SR JULIAN TWOMELEY.
| can't help it.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
What's wrong, pa? How pale and waxy you

[ook!
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

JHanding her the letter.] An urgent letter from
old Mr. Mason, my solicitor, about my affairs.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Oh, Lor', pa—another!
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
You have it upside down.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Everything connected with our affairs will get
that way.
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Masonisimperative.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
He insists upon your considering your pecuniary

position.
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
What shdl | do?
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LADY TWOMBLEY.
Accede to his request—consider it.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
But | am constantly considering it |

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Hush, pa!
SIR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

No man's pecuniary position has ever demanded or
received more consideration than my own Day and
night my pecuniary position lashes my brain into
the consistency of a whipped egg.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Pa, be calm!
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Kate, my pecuniary position interposes between
me and grave public questions. My very spectacles
are toned by it. It isin every blue-book, in every
page of Hansard, in the preamble of every Bill.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Oh, dear pal
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

It sits with me in committees, accompanies me
into the lobbies ; it receives deputations, replies to
questions in the House ; it forms part of the delib-
erations of the Cabinet. It warps my political sym-
pathies ; it distorts my judgment ; it obscures my
sloguence, and it lames my logic| [Taking the letter
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from LADY TWOMBLEY] And Mason—asks—me—to
consider it !

[Leans his head on hishands. Shesits on the
arm of his chair.]

LADY TWOMBLEY.

[Tearfully.]  Julian, you—mustn't — give way.
ISEpp%se the members of the Opposition saw you
Ike this.

SIR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

[With a groan] Oh!

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Think of those persons who sit—where is it ?—
on the hatchway—or below the gangway, or some
uncomfortable place. How regoiced they'd be!
[Shaking him gently.] Have courage, Julian—perk
up, padesar.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
| cannot go on, Kitty.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Oh, don't say that!
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Mason's letter decides me.

LVDY TWOMBLEY.
To do what!

SIR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

_Yield to asentiment which | have reason to be-
lieve exists on both sides of the House——
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LADY TWOMBLEY.
Resign?
SB JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Resign my place in the Ministry—ask for the
Chiltern  Hundreds -

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Onh!
Sn  JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Wind up my affairs in town-

LADY TWOMELEY.
Oh, no |
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

And seek peace in rural retirement,

LADY TWOMBLEY.

You shant, pa! Oh, my gracious, you wouldn't

be so heartless!
Sn JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Heartless|
Loy LADYTWOMBLEY.

[Kneelingbesidehim.] Think of my blessed chicks
—my babies. Don'tgo under, Julian, till we'vegiven
them the benefit of our magnificent position-

SIB JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Our mag --
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Wait till my Brooky — our Brooky — haswon some

handsome, wealthy girl who is worthy of him. Hold
on till Imogen has made a marriage that will make
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every true mother's mouth water. Then Il settle
down with you alone, in a marsh. But don't sink
Into obscurity till the end of theyear! | can do
wonders by Christmas ! Give me till then, pa—
give metill then!

[She throws her arms round his neck.  IMOGEN'S harp
isheard again. MRS. GAYLUSTRE enters)]
MRS. GAYLUSTRE.

The wretches! how they ignore me! [Seeing SIR
JULIAN and LADY TWOMBLEY] Ah'!
[Hiding herself behind apillar she listens]
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
- But—Dbut—Dbut if | desperately cling to pub-
lic life alittle longer | must have money.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Of course—of course you must have money. But,
Julian, you must look to me for that.
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
You, Katherine !

LADY TWOMBLEY.
You must think only of your value to the coun-
try, and—Ileave therest to your wife.
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Kitty, you have made some little private hoard
out of your alowance !
LADY TWOMBLEY.
[Snkingfaintly onto the settee] Well, pa
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SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
How prudent! How thoughtful!

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Go—qgo to Dora.  Make my excuses. [I'll follow
you when I've pulled myself together.
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Yes, yes. [Turning.] By the way, Kitty, Hop-
woods have just sent m their bill for erecting this
conservatory.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

[Clinging to the back of the chair ] Oh !

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

You remember | transferred, at your request,
seven thousand some odd pounds to your account at
Scott's when we projected the—h'm !—pardonable
little extravagance ?

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Y—yes.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Hopwoods can wait till midsummer.  Perhaps
you wouldn't mind letting me have the use of tho
money in the meantime ?

LADY TWOMBLEY.
No, certainly not.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
A cheque any day this week——
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LADY TWOMBLEY.
All days are equally convenient.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY,
Kitty, | will hold on till Christmas |

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Thank you, pa—Il——[She turns to him sud-
denly.] Oh, pa, | haven't got—I haven't—I——

SIR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Haven't what, Kitty?

LADY TWOMBLEY.

N—nothing. Go—go to Dora. [lie goes out"] Oh'!
where shall | turn for money ? Where shall | turn ?
Whore shall | turn—for money? [Mus. GAYLUSTRE
advances and faces LADY TWOMBLEY.] Ah ! Mrs
Gaylustre!

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
Oh, Lady Twombley, | am in such distress|

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Distress|
MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
[Producing LADY TWOMIJLEY'S letter to BROOKE. |
picked up a letter in the next room. | thought it

was the note you wrote me about the plum-coloured
peignoir and that it had fallen from my pocket. |



44 THE CABINET MINISTER

lanced at it. Oh, look ! [She hands the letter to
ADY TWOMBLEY ]

LADY TWOMBLEY.

MRS GAYLUSTRE.

But that is not the worst. It tells me that you
are in trouble—you, the best friend | have in the
world, my benefactress. Oh, what shall | do?

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Hold your tongue about it.

MRS, GAYLUSTRE.
Ah!why did | read it through ?

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Because you were allittle curious, I'm afraid.

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
| shan't deep for it.

Gracious!

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Thank you, I can do al my own lying awake.
Mind your own concerns for the future, Gaylustre.
MRS, GAYLUSTRE.

It is my concern when | can help you,

LADY TWOMBLEY.

MRS GAYLUSTRE.

Ah, yes. Oh, let me, Lady Twombley! | don't
ask to be confided in, I only ask to be'alowed to
bringmy brother to see you—to-night—to-morrow.

You help me ?
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LADY TWOMBLEY.
Your brother ?
Mzs. (avLs1RE
Mr. Lebanon — my Joseph. | would trust, him as
I'd trust myself. [ have known him do such
thingsin the way of raising money upon what he
cals persond and other security-
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Amoney-lender?
MRS.  GAYLUSTRE.
Lady Twombley! Oh!
LADY TWOMBLEY.
DoesMr. Lebanonhelp— people—indifficulties?
MRS.  GAYLUSTRE.
Oh, doesn't he'!
LADY TWOMBLEY.

Mus.  GAYLUSTRE.
Will you see him, Lady Twombley ?

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Don't ask me.  Perhaps.

MRS GAYLUSTRE

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Perhaps, | tell you.

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
At what time?

Oh!

To-night ?
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LADY TWOMBLEY.
Haf-past nine—sharp.

MRS. GAYLUSTRE
[To herself.] Done !

[SIR JULIAN enters with LADY MACPHAIL, MACPHAIL,
and the DOWAGER. BROOKE follows with DRUM
DURRIS, then after an interval LADY EUPHEMIA,
EGIDIA, and IMOGEN appear.]

SIR JULIAN TWOMbLEY.
[To LADY TWOMBLEY, reprovingly.] My dear, Lady

Macphail and Sir Colin are going.

DOWAGER.
[To LADY TWOMRLEY.] You are neglecting them.

What can be your motive ?

LADY TWOMBLEY.
[To LADY MACPHAIL.] | hope Sir Julian has ex-
plained——
LADY MACPIIAIL.

Certainly. But | must take my boy away. He
dines a sx to avoid late hours.

[IMOGEN talksto MACPhAIL.]
DOWAGER.

[Quietly to LADY TWOMBLEY.] Look ! they are
talking.
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LADY MACPHAIL.
Colin rises at five every morning,

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Dear me, how awful!

LaDY MACPHAIL.

He loves to watch the sunrise from the jagged
summit of Ben-na-fechan.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
But there'sno Ben-na-what-you-may-call-it here.

LADY MACPHAIL.

No. But he sits upon the roof of our lodgings ir.
Clarges Street. Good-bye, Lady Twombley.
[They shake hands]

LADY TWOMBLEY.

[TOMACPHAIL.] Good-bye. You must come and
Bee me on one of my Tuesdays.

MACPHAIL.

Aye, with my mother.
[He turns to IMOGEN ; they shake hands.]

IMOGEN.
Good-bye, Sir Calin.
DOWAGER.
[To LADY TWOMBLEY.] There again! look!

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Why, here's Valentine ! Vaentine
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LADY TWOMBLEY.
[Inquiringly.] Vaentine?
[BROOKE bringson VALENTINE.]

VALENTINE WHITE.

[To BROOKE] Let mego! | was tryingto find
my way out.
BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
[To LADY TWOMBLEY] Here's Valentine, come

back.
IMOGEN.

Valentine !
VALENTINE WHITE.

Imogen!
IMOGEN.
Oh, my dear Val! My dear oldVal !

[She rushes to him impulsively and flings her
arms round his neck, at which the DOWAGER
gives a cry of horror, and there is a general
movement of astonishment.]

END OF THE FIRST ACT.



THE SECOND ACT.
DIFFICULTIES.

The scene is a handsomely decorated and elegantly
furnished morning-room at SIB JULIAN TWOAIB-

LEY'S, with every evidence of luxury and refined
taste. It is a July morning.

SIR JULIAN isplaying his flute. MR. MELTON, a good-

looking, well-dresstd young man, enters carrying a
few sheets of paper.

MR MELTON.
[Sin JULIAN'S flute gives a squeak.]

SIR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Oh, Melton?

Pardon me.

MR. MELTON.

The arrangements for this morning are quite
complete, Sir Julian.

SIR JULIAN TWOMIBLEY.
Thearrangements?

MR. MELTON.

The arrangements for the opening of the now
street.

D
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SIR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Oh, to be sure; | open the new street to-day.
Why on earth shouldn't a new street be opened by
a policeman during the night, quietly ?

[The DOWAGER LADY DRUMDURRIS, fashionably

dressed for out-of-doors, enters)

DOWAGER.

[In a flutter.] Julian, good-morning. A glorious
day for the ceremony, Mr. Melton. Is everything

arranged ?
MR.  MELTON.
[Bowing.] Everything.

DOWAGER.

| have a motive for asking. | and my family
accompany Sir Julian and Lady Twombley to lend
weight and support.

MR.  MELTON.

[To SIRJULIAN.] Youleave hereat twelve, reaching
the new street at half-past. You spesk from the
cluster of lamps by . Judo's Church.

DOWAGER.
Your speech will be terse, degant, and vigorous,
| hope, Julian?
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

| hope so. Haveyouwrittenit, Melton ? [MELTON
hands him the sheets of paper] Thank you. The
usua thing, | suppose ?
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_ _ Ma MELTON.
Quito, quite.
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Thank you. There's nothing like the usual thing,
[Referring to the speech] " By opening up these
majestic avenues London takes beer——"

MR. MELTON.
Alr.
SIR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
| begyour pardon. "——takesair into her system

and keeps her place in the race with her sister cities.”

Excellent.
DOWAGER.
Who will throw the bottle ?
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

No one, | hope.
MR. MELTON.

You are thinking of the christening of a ship,
Lady Drumdurris.
DOWAGER.

MR. MELTON.

| have to see Superintendent Snudden now as to
the police arrangements.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Dear me! You anticipate no pellets?

MR. MELTON.

Pardon me.

Hardly.
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SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
It's so unfortunate it isn't a wet day.

DOWAGER.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
An umbrellais such a safeguard.

MR. MELTON.
I'l see that the carriage closes eadly.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Thank you. And Lady Twombley might take an

extrasunshade.
[MELTON goes out. The DOWAGER doses the door

carefully after him]

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

[Reading] "I can conceive no position more
agreeable to a Minister of the Crown than that
which——"

Julian!

DOWAGER.

Julian'!
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Dora?
DOWAGER.

You wonder why | am with you at this early
Lour. | need hardly say | have a motive.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY,
| suppose 0.
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DOWAGER.

~ Knowing that you were not going down to Brown-
ing Street this morning, and that Lady Twombley
and Imogen were to take Euphemia shopping in
Bond Street, | grasped the chance of seeing g/ou
alone, Julian, what has happened, to your wife

SR JULIAN TVSOMBLEY.

To Katherine?
’ DOWAGER.

There is a shocking change.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Recently ?
DOWAGER.

It began two or three months ago.  She's not the
woman shewas at the commencement of the season.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
You darm me. In what way ?
DOWAGER.
Every way. Her appearance.
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
| haven't noticed it.

DOWAGER.

Being her husband, it is natural you should not.
Her variable temperament! At one moment she
looks as if she would like to bury everybody, me es-
pecialy ; the next she is laughing in a manner |
must designate as positively provincial.
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SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Dora, you quite distress me.

DOWAGER.
| came early for that purpose.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

DOWAGER.
Perhaps you resent my interference.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

DOWAGER.

It would not deter me if you did. The grand
motive of my life is a firm, undeviating, persistent
policy of practical interference. | am a socid war-
rior ;. the moment | scent domestic carnage | hurl
myself into the mélee and plant my flag. Julian,
my flag is planted in your household.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

But I am aware of nothing disquieting to Kath-
erine's peace of mind.

DOWAGER.

Thank you.

No, no.

Don't tell me!
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Two or three months ago there was a little diffi-

culty——
DOWAGER.
Ah!
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SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
But it was mine, not Katharine's.

DOWAGER.
Yours?

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Frankly, | was embarrassed for ready money.

DOWAGER.
Oh, dear!
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

But Katherine, who is really of an extremely
thrifty nature, promptly placed her very considera-
ble savings at my disposal, and the difficulty ceased.

DOWAGER.
It never struck me your wife was thrifty.
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Nor me till that moment. Which shows how
liable the most careful observer is to error. [Re-
suming the study of his speech.] Pray excuse me.

DOW \GER.
[To hersdf] Um!  [She goes up to the window.]

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

[Sudying.] "1 can conceive no position more
agreeable to a Minister of the Crowmn——" I'll go
upstairs, quietly. " than that which | occupy

upon this occasion.”
[He moves softly toward the door. The DOWA-
GERturnssuddenly.]
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DOWAGER.
Julian !

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Dora?

DOWAGER.
| don't like your wife's great friendship for Mrs.

Gaylustre.
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Katherine finds her a bright companion.

DOWAGER.

Katherine has my companionship. It's true |
can't cut a seeve like that lady.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

It is to be regretted that poor Mrs. Gaylustro is
forced to follow the modern fashion of increasing
her income by devices formerly practised only by
the lower middle-classes.

DOWAGER.
She sticks pins in her bosom as though she re-
ished it.
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

But, after al, Dora, Madame Mauricette, of Plun-
kett Street, and Mrs. Gaylustre, widow of Lord Bul-
pitt's son, are two very distinct persons. Excuse
me. [He continues studying his speech.]

DOWAGER.
But what was she before her marriage?



THE CABINET MINISTER 57

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Y ou must really give me notice of that question—
| beg your pardon—I don't know.

DOWAGER.

This lady now walks into your house as if it were
her own!

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Ah!

DOWAGER.

Your wife is positively canvassing for invitations
for her! Julian!

SIR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
| shall be unprepared with my speech |
DOWAGER.
My family comes before everythingl
[PROBYN enters]
PROBY N.
Lord and Lady Drumdurris are inquiring for you,
my lady.
DOWAGER.
Beg them to come here. [PROBYN retires.]
SIR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Ah, then, if you'll allow me——
DOWAGER.

No, Julian.  This is another family matter of ter-
rible importance.
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SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

My dear Doral
DOWAGER.

Keith and Egidia approach you at this early hour
at my instigation. | have a painful motive.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Oh, dear mel!

[EGIDIA enters, dressed infashionable walking costume,
herface paleand troubled.]

EGIDIA.
[Sadly.] Sir Julian.
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
My dear Egidia, there is nothing amiss, | hope?
EGIDIA.
Ah! Everything is amiss, Sir Julian.

DOWAGER.
Julian, the relations between my sOnand his wife
have become terribly strained.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
EGIDIA.

DOWAGER.

| have done dl in my power to relieve the hor-
rible tension—if anything, | have made matters
vlgors& My hope is now centred in you. Here is
elth.

No, no!
Indeed, yes!
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EGIDIA
Ah!

[EGIDIA sits upon a settee staring before her.  DRUM-
DURRIS enters, looking much worried.]
EARL OF DRUMDURRIS.

Ah, mother. ‘[.Grasping SIR JULIAN'S hand with
feeling] S Julian.
[He and his wife look severely at one another and
draw themselves up]
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

My dear Keith, what can | do for you?

EARL OF DRUMDURRIS.
Ha! Explain, mother.

DOWAGER.
Julian, my son and his wife have cordially agreed
torefer their grave differencesto your judgment.
EGIDIA.
Without binding ourselves to abide by Sr Julian's

decision.
EARL OF DRUMDURRIS.
Naturally.
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Pray tell me the cause of dispute.

DOWAGER.
The future of their child.

EGIDIA.
Ah, yes.
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DOWAGER.
The adjustment of the career he is to follow.

EARL OF DRUMDURRIS.
That is precisely it.

Do WAGER.
[To DRUMDURRIS]  Where is Fergus ?

EARLOF DRUMDURRIS.
He accompanied us.

EGIDIA.
He iswith Angele in the next room.
DOWAGER.
[Galling at the door.] Angéle ! Angéle!
ANGELE.
[Outsde] Miladi ?
DOWAGER.

Bring Lord Aberbrothock here.

[ANGELEa French nurse, characteritically attired,
enters, carrying a richly-dressed infant. - DRUM-
DURRIS and EGIDIA look into itsface together.]

ANGELE.

Figuroz-vous, milord, qu'il a dormi pendant tout
le trajet! et puisquand je suis descendue de voiture,
il sest reveille en pleurant ... ah maisen pleurant!

DOWAGER.

Give me Lord Aberbrothock. [She takes the child
from ANGELE.] Wait in the next room, Angele.
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ANGELE.

Yes, miladi. Jespure bien que Monsieur lo
Vicomte ne va plus crier, car ¢ca pourrait faire de la
peine a sa grandmaman. [ANGELE goesout.]

DOWAGER.

Now, Julian, thisis the point. You see Fergus.
Politics or the Army ?

EgIDIA.
Politics.
EARL OFDRUMDURHIS.
The Army.
DOWAGER,

Pray speak, Julian.
Siit JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Er—um—perhaps it would be rather precipi-

tate——
EGIDIA.

| differ entirely. The child's intelligence must be
directed into a particular channel from the begin-
ning.

EARL OF DRUMDURRIS.

In that | heartily concur. For instance, the ques-

tion of toys is already most urgent.

EGIDIA,

He is without playthings at present, so his mind
is quite open.
DOWAGER.

You appear to have no views, Julian.
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EGIDIA.

Lady Drumdurris, let Sir Julian look at the
height and character of Ferguss brow.

E1zeal OFDRUMDURRIS,
Pray do. It's a soldier's forehead.
DOWAGER,
Julian, [She hands the infant to SIR JULIAN.]

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Thank you. Politics or the Army ? [Addressing
the child in his arms] My dear Fergus, take my
advice, not, not politics.

EGIDIA.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

If Kou. attach any trifling importance to veracity
as ahabit, not politics. If you would care at any
time upon any subject to form your own opinions,
and having formed them, would wish to maintain
them, not politics. If you desire to be of the small-
est serviceto yourfellow man, and if youwouldsleep
aspeacefully at Sixty as you now deep at sx months,

not politics.
EGIDIA.

Ah!

Sr Julian !

The Army !

EARL OF DRUMDURRIS.

Never! EGIDIA.
ever!
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DOWAGER.

This is most distressing. [Calling at the open
door.] Angele ! Angéle !

LADY TWOMBLEY.
[Heard outside] Why, Doral

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Katherine.

[LADY TWOMBLEY enters with IMOGEN and LADY Eu-
puPHEMIAinwalkingcostumes.]

LADY TWOMBLEY.

How good of you to come early! [Kissing
EGIDIA] Egidia, dearest! [ToDRUMDURRIS] Good-
morning, Keith. Ah! you've brought Fergus to see
me! The angel !

[With cries of delight LADY TWOMBLEY, IMOGEN,
and LADY EUPIIEMIA gather round SIB JULIAN
and the baby.\

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Thepet!

IMOGEN.

The mite!

LADY EUPIIEMIA VIBAKT,

lie is too sweet !

Oh—h—nh|

THE THREE.

[BROOKE enters]

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

[Shaking hands with DRUMDURRIS. ] Hallo, what's
the matter?
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EARL or DBUMDUKRIS.
[With dignity.] They are looking at my son.

[ANGELE has entered.  She takes the infant front, SR
JULIAN |

LADY TWOMELEY.
~ Weve enjoyed a splendid hour in Bond Street—
in and out oOf ‘twenty shops, eh, girls?
LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.

Yes, Aunt Kate,
IMOGEN.
Yes, mamma.
LADY TWOMBLLY.

Bought dl we could think of and ordered the rest.

Sir JULIAN TWOMbLeY.
My dear!
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Then why don't they abolish Bond Street ? It's
the crucible of London—set your foot in it and
everything about you that's metal dissolves.

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
Aunt has been too extravagant this morning.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Extravagant ! 1! Oh, no—only | dearly wish
there was no such plague as money. If the little
words " thank you " were the one universal current
coin, what anxieties, what cravings, what follies
some poor women would be spared! Why can't
we bay’)chome stuffs at three-and-a-half thank yous
ayard ~
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LADY EUPHEMIA VIBAIT.

Oh, Aunt Kate!
IMOGEN.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

It's nothing to laugh a. Ah, girls, if "thank
ou" paid for everything, being out of breath would
e our only bankruptcy!  Oh, my poor brain !

IMOGEN.
[ To SIR JULIAN.] Mamma has a bad headache

to-day, papa.
VP LADY TWOMBLEY.
A headache! never! Girls, what isit we bought
and brought home with us? | forget.
IMOGEN.
We didn't buy him, mamma—wo met him. You
mean Cousin Valentine.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
_ LLookin round] Of course—Valentine. Where
ishe? [Calling.] Valentine!
[VALENTINE enters very plainly dressed.]

SIR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Mr. White! [Bowing dffy] How do you do?
BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Why, Val! What ?
LADY TWOMBLEY.

We met the poor boy outside the tourists' ticket
office in Piccadilly. H€'s off again to-morrow.
14

Mammal
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BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Off! Whereto?

VALENTINE WHITE.

Egypt.
wp LADY TWOMBLEY.
We shan't see him again for another ten years, |
suppose.
IMOGEN.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

The odd creature has heard of a congenial tribe
who reside in excavations cut inarock. Itll end in
My having a nephew who's a mummy.

IMOGEN.

[Tearfully.] Oh, don't!

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Katherine, this child is not well.

IMOGEN.

Yes | am, papa—but | don't like—the idea—of
parting—with anybody or anything—even ak-k-kit-
ten.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
[Soothingly] Imogen, my dear !
IMOGEN.
Be quiet, mamma!

[The DOWAGER, LADY EUPHEMIA, EGIDIA, and AN-
GELE with the baby go out. IMOGEN runs after
them. SIR JULIAN resumes the study of his
speech. LADY TWOMBLEY opens some letters
which are lying on the table]

Oh, mamma!
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BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

[To VALENTINE] | never knew such a queer chap !
Come upstairs and tell us al about it—what!
FBROOKE, VALENTINE, and DRUMDURRIS go out]

LADY TWOMBLEY.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Katherine?

Oh!

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Its dl right, pa—it's nothing. '[ITO herself.']
Gaylustre! [Reading aletter.] "1 will accompany
you and dear Sir Julian to the interesting ceremony
of thismorning. Pray keep me a seat in your car-
liage." _IICrashln the letter in her hand.] The de-
mon! Therelentlessdemon !

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

"I can conceive no position more agreeable to a
Minister of tho Crown——"

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Fa, dear, Mrs. Gaylustro will go with us to the
opening of the new street.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
II'm!  Katherine, are you sure that Mrs. Gay-

lustre is quite—
LADY TWOMBLEY.

Ob, quite.
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
If | were you | should really think twice—
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LADY TWOMBLEY.
Oh, | cantt.
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Can't think twice?

LADY TWOMBLEY.
| can't risk offending such a—dear friend.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
But, Katlierine——
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Understand me, pa—she will sit in our carriage.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Then understand me, Katherine, | will not have
my knees cramped by alady whose social status is
equivocal.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

All! Julian! Don't attempt to come between me
and Mrs. Gaylustre.

_ SIR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Katherine !

LADY TWOMBLEY.

You will assist her into the carriage, P/OU will help
her to alight; when she arrives you will be charmed
to see her, when she leaves you will be a mass of
regret. You hear me!

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Thisis a most extraordinary friendship|
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LADY TWOMBLEY.

It is an exceptional friendship. Pa, say you're
delighted this great friend of mine isto be one of
us to-day.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Well, to pleaseyou, my dear, of course, |——
LADY TWOMBLEY.

Y es?
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
| am delighted.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Ah!

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

_%To himself.] | see—l see the change in my
wife that Dora spoke of .

[PROBYN enters with cards on a salver. At the same
moment the DOWAGER enters and looks out of the
window. ]

DOWAGER.
[To herself.] They are punctual!

LADY TWOMBLEY.

[Looking at thecards] Lady Macphail and Sr
Colin. Not at home. If ever awoman was out | am.
DOWAGER.

[To PROBYN.d] Stop ! [To LADY TWOMBLEY] Kate,
what are you doing? This visit is planned by me'

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Why?
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DOWAGER.
| have a motive.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Oh, Doral
DOWAGER.
[To PROBYN] Lady Twombley will see Sir Colin
and Lady Macphail here. [PROBYN goes out.]

SLR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Ah! then, if you'll allow me——

DOWAGER.
No, Julian Thisis another family matter.
SB JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Another!
DOWAGER.

These people have called to formally propose for
the hand of Imogen.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
To propose!
DOWAGER.

Last night, at the ball of the Perth Highlanders,
| danced the Strathspey and Red with Sir Colin. In
the excitement | wrung from him an admission of his

affection.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Pa, what shall wedo ?

DOWAGER.

Do? The head of the Clan Macphail! Eighty
thousand acres|  Julian ?
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LADY TWOMBLEY.
If it would provide for Imogen be-

DOWAGER.
If Imogen is a high-minded girl she will be mad

with delight.
LADY TWOMBLEY.

Will she? [To herself] Ah! and will she learn
to look down on pa and me when we're aged
paupers?

[To herself.]
forethesmash 1

[PROBYN enters)
PROBYN.
Sir ColinMacphail—L ady MacphaiL
[LADY MACPHAIL enters, dressed simply and quaintly
in an old-fashioned silk gown, followed closely
by MACPHAIL, whose clothes are capacious and
clumsy, and who seems very ill at ease. PROBING

withdraws.]
DOWAGER.

Dear Lady Macphail—Sir Colin !
LADY TWOMBLEY.

[ ShakinghandswithLADYMACPHAILANDMACPHAIL ]
How do youdo? [Eyeing MACPHAIL.] Oh, dear !

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
[Shaking hands] Delighted.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

[To MACPHAIL] Pray sit down. You must be
fatigued with lagt night's dance.
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LADY MACPHAIL.
No Macphail is ever fatigued. But the poor lad
feels like a caged eagle in the dress of the South.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
| am sure it is—most becoming.

LADY MACPHAIL.

Sit, lad. [MACPHAIL sits, hitching up his trousers
unhappily.]  You know the object of our vist, Sr
Julian1

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Lady Drumdurris has hinted——

LADY MACPHAIL.

The boy is here to pour out the passionate torrent
of hislove for your child Imogen. Speak, Colin.
[MACPHAIL rouses himself, rises, and looks round.]
MACPHAIL.
Moather, you do it. [Heresumes his seat.]

LADY MACPHAIL.

Ah, if wewere a Cadtle Balocheevin, with the
wind roaring round Ben Muchty, and the sound of
the pipers playing by the shores of Loch-na-Doich,
then you would hoar Colin's voice rise loud and high.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Aswe are denied these obvious advantages, it ia
amost necessary to ask you to explain—
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LADY MACPHAIL.

The lad has met your child on but three or four
occasions.

MACPHAIL.
Just three occasions and a bit, mother.

LADY MACPHAIL.

But he loves her with a love that only a Macphail
can experience.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Of course one would like to know precisely the
kind of affection that is.
LADY MACPHAIL.
Naturally. Speak, Colin.
[MACPHAIL rises, embarrassed]
MACPHAIL.
I love her well enough.
LADY MACPHAIL.
Bravely said !
DOWAGER.

Delightful.  [To SIR JULIAN and LADY MACPHAIL.]
A grand nature.
LADY MACPHAIL.
Go on, Colin.
MACPHAIL.

That's dl, mother. [He resumes his scat.]
LADY MACPHAIL.

[To LADY TWOMBLEY.] You have heard the lad ?
LADY TWOMBLEY.

Distinctly.
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LADY MACPHAIL.

As we are dl to meet next month as Lord Drum-
el arriss guests at Drnmdurris Castle, it would bo
well if this engagement were settled at once.

DOWAGER.

Without delay.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
The question, of course, is whether Imogen—
h'm!
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Whether Imogen can return the affection-—

SR JUIIAN TWOMBLEY.
Which Sr Colin honours her by entertaining.

LADY MACPHAIL.

Has the lad your permission to pour into her ear
such impassioned words as he has just uttered to
us?

LADY TWOMBLEY.
| think there can be no objection to that.
DOWAGER.

Certainly not.
LADY MACPHAIL.

When will your daughter grant him an hour for
that purpose ?
LADY TWOMBLEY.
An hour?
MACPHAIL.
Three-quarters will be enough, mother.



THE CABINET MINISTER 75

LADY MACPHAIL,
Bravely said !
DOWAGER.
Charming!
LADY TWOMBLEY.
When, Julian ?

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

H'm! when?
DOWAGER.
When ? [IMOGEN'S voice is heard outside.]
IMOGEN.
[Catting] Mamma, dear!
DOWAGER.

When ? | suggest, now. Here is Imogen.

[MACPHAIL rises hastily and awkwardly. IMOGEN en-
ters]

IMOGEN.

Oh, | didn't know you had visitors. [Shaking
hands with SIR COLIN and LADY MACPHAIL.] Sir Colin
—Lady Macphail.

DOWAGER.

Now, Julian, leave them together ! Katherinel

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Imogen, my dear.
[IMOGEN comes to SIR JULIAN. LADY TWOMBLEY,
the DOWAGER, LADY MACPHAIL, and MACPHAIL

talk together.]
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SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Tak to Sir Colin for a few moments while | look
through my speech.

IMOGEN.

Certainly, papa. [Sir JULIAN goes out] What
an awful task ! [Taking a bookfrom the table]

LADY MACPHAIL.

[Quietly to MACPHAIL.] Colin, let her hear how a
Macphail can love. [Kissing him] My hoy! [To
the DOWAGER and LADY TWOMBLEY.] [I'll drive round
to Lady Macwhirter's and return. Leave them!
Ah, the pipers shall play to the home-coming of a
bride at Castle Ballocheevin! [She goes out.]

DOWAGER.
Come, "[Catherine. Think of it To bo the
mother-in-law of the head of the Clan Macphail !

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Dora, what's the use of a head with no tongue in
it?

[The DOWAGER and LADY TWOMBLEY go out.
MACPHAIL looks round uneasily.]
MACPHAIL.
[To himsdf]  Where's mother?
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IMOGEN.

[To hersdf] Oh, why do they leave us! [To
MACPHAIL, ] Were you at the dance of the Perth
Highlanders last night, Sir Colin ?

MACPHAIL.
Aye, | was.
IMOGEN.
Did you dance much ?
MACPIIATL.
Aye, | did.
IMOGEN.
[To hersdf’] He must make the next remark.
MACPHAIL.

[Nerving himself and rising suddenly.] Miss
Twombley !

IMOGEN.
Sir Colin !
MACPhaiL.
I—I just wish you had been there.
IMOGEN.
Do you? Why?
MACPHAIL.

Because—because—because I'm thinking there
wasroom for more people.

IMOGEN.

Oh, of course. [She goes to the window and looks
out.] Lady Macphail is just driving away.
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MACPHAIL.

No!
IMOGEN.

Yes, there she goes.
[MACPHAIL goes hastily to the window and looks
out.]
MACPHAIL.

[To himself] Oh! Mother !
[He goes out quickly unnoticed by IMOGEN.]

IMOGEN.
She has turned the corner, Sir Colin. Did you
see her ? Why, where is he ?
[VALENTINE enters.  She does not see him]

VALENTINE WHITE.

Good-bye, Imogen. [She turns to him.]
IMOGEN.

Ah! [Falteringly] Why will you go away, Val ?
VALENTINE WHITE.
You know my craze. Everything in this country
is so stuck-up.
IMOGEN.
Mamma's not—stuck-up, as you cal it..

VALENTINE WHITE.

Her gowns frighten me. My first recollection of
anything is Aunt Kitty in a print-skirt at a wash-
tub.

IMOGEN.

Hush! don't, Val !
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VALENTINEWHITE.
There now | you're horrified |

IMOGEN.
One doesn't wish everybody to know.

VALENTINE WHITE.
Then that's being stuck-up, Imogen.
IMOGEN.
Then we differ.
VALENTINE WHITE.
Of course. Everybody does differ from me in
this stuck-up country. Wish me good-bye.
IMOGEN.
Looking away.] | presume my brother Brooke
isétuck-ugdso’.}, e d
VALENTINE WHITE.
Well, he appearsto have fallen into the starch af-
ter that wash of Aunt Kitty's.
IMOGEN.
Indeed. And papa?

VALENTINE WHITE.

Ob, of course, he's ironed out by the House of
Commons.
IMOGEN.

How very rude! [Laying her hand on his ami.
Andaml—yaltered, \Jalg/I J ]

VALENTINE WHITE.
Altered! The change is heart-breaking!
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IMOGEN.
Oh, how cruel!

VALENTINE WHITE.

Altered! "Where are the tiny teathings with
which you once played at making tea in your old
school-room?  Where is the hoop you used to trun-
dlein Port-man Square—the skipping-rope Brooke
and | turned for you till our arms nearI%/ dropped
from our shoulders? Where are the marbles| gave
you—the top | taught you to spin? | say, where
are these things and the jolly little girl who de-
lighted in them ?

IMOGEN.

[With much dignity.] | think you're so violent
that it isn't safe to speak to you. ~ But I'll ask you

one question.
VALENTINE WHITE.

IMOGEN.

Where is the good-tempered, curly-headed boy
for whom | used to make the tea; the boy who
taught me, very patiently, how to play the marbles
and to spin the top ?

VALENTINE WHITE.

IMOGEN.
0" no. No, Vd, no.
VALENTINE WHITE.

Imogen! You don't mean, at any rate, that I'm
stuck-up?

Pray do.

You see him.
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IMOGEN.

No, indeed, | think you're shockingly stuck-down.
[Heturns away, hanging his head. She comes to
saélrp.] There, now I've made you ashamed of your-

' VALENTINE WHITE.

No, you haven't!

IMOGEN.
Then | will do 0. Remain here. | will return
in a moment. Don't stir ! [She runs out.]

VALENTINE WHITE.

Shal | run away ? Ah, if she only knew how ar-
dently | wish that she had changed still more—how
| wish that she had grown quite unlovable or | had
forgotten how to love her! It's hopeless; | will
run away.

[He opens the door and the DOWAGER peeps in.]

DOWAGER.
May | comein?

VALENTINE WHITE.
Eh? Oh, certainly.
[The DOWAGER enters)

DOWAGER.

[To herself] What has become of them? [To
VALENTINE] Pardon me, have you seen my niece,

Imogen ?
VALENTINE WHITE.
She has just left this room.
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DOWAGER.
With Sr Colin Macphail ?

VALENTINE WHITE.
Oh, no.

[A cab whistle is heard. VALENTINE looks out of
the window.]

DOWAGER.
[To hersdf] Where is he? | shan't deep till |

know it is settled.

VALENTINE WHITE.
Here's Sr Colin—hailing a cab.

DOWAGEII.

Ah! Something must have happened! [Me goes
hastily towards the door; VALENTINE is iti her way.]
Let nie pass, please ! | have a motive!

[ She goes out as IMOGEN enters by another door carrying
a larye old-fashioned box]

IMOGEN.
Valentine.

VALENTINE WHITE.
Why, what have you there ?

IMOGEN.

A modern young lady's jewel casket. Open it,
please. [Kneeling, he opens the box]
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VALENTINE WHITE.

[Looklnglntothe box] Imogen! The teathings !
| recognize them !
IMOGEN.

You seg I've never parted with my playthings,
V.
VALENTINE WHITE.

[Dr Igzglngout aIarge faded, once ?audy doll] And
here's helped to cut ouf Rosas mantle,
Battered old Rosal

IMOGEN.

[Taking the doll fromhim] Don't! Old she may

be, but her sex should protect her from insult.
VALENTINE WHITE.

And here are my marbles ! and the top! Ah, ah'!
the skipping-ropé!  Imogen — perhaps — | — I'vo
done you an injustice.

IMOGEN.

Do you think so ?

VALENTINE WHITE.

| feared fashion had put your bright little nature
into tight corsets—but—I| see—| se.e——

IMOGEN.
[Replacing the toys in the box.] You see Val.
VALENTINEWHITE.

| see you have some affection for the timewhen
ou were not Miss Twombley, but only — little

enny.
IMOGEN.
Ah!
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VALENTINEWHITE.
Not that these old dumb things prove much.

IMOGEN.
Oh, val |
VALENTINE WHITE.

They prove their own existence—not the exist-
ence of little Jenny.
IMOGEN.

[Crying] How unjust you are !

VALENTINE WHITE.

Perhaps. But your words and actions are so un-
like.
IMOGEN.

[Wiping her eyes upon the doll'sfrock.]  No, no.

VALENTINE WHITE.

| fancy we are children again when | hoar you ;
but when | see your prim figure and stately walk |
miss the little girl whose hair never submitted to a
ribbon or a hairpin——

IMOGEN.
On!
[Impulsively she lets down her hair and disorders
it wildly.]
VALENTINE WHITE

[Not observing her.] | miss the little Jenny with
a tumbled frock [She quickly disarranges her bow
and sash ], the thoughtless romp who was generally
minus one shoe!
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IMOGEN.
[Fiercely] Vaentine!
[She takes off a shoe and flings it away.]

VALENTINE WHITE,

Jenny!
IMOGEN.

Now ! play! play marbles!

VALENTINE WHITE.

What!
IMOGEN.

Play marbles !
[They go down upon their knees, she deliberately
arranges the marbles for the game, he staring
at her blankly. ]

IMOGEN.
My mark—play.

VALENTINE WHITE.
| beg your pardon, Jenny—I've been dl wrong.

IMOGEN.

You have indeed, Va. Pay. [He plays seri-
ously] Not within a mile of it.

VALENTINE WHITE.
My eye is quite out.
IMOGEN.
VALENTINE WHITE.
By Jupiter, you're still a crack at it |

Myturn.
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IMOGEN.

Am 1? Then which of us has changed—you or
[? [She lays her hand on his] Val, don't go away
and live in arock.

VALENTINE WHITE.

What am | to do? I'm poor, Jenny, and | sup-
pose I'm crazy.
IMOGEN.

Any sort of horrid life would suit yon, wouldn't
it?
VALENTINE WHITE.
| suppose it would.
IMOGEN.

Then ask Lord Drumdurris to make you a bailiff
or a head gamekeeper at Drumdurris.
VALENTINE WHITE.
Not rough enough.

IMOGEN.

Why, you could get dreadfully dirty and wet
through there every day.

VALENTINE WHITE.
That's true.
IMOGEN.

And, Vd, we're all going up to Drumdurris next
month.
VALENTINE WHITE.
Are you?
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IMOGEN.
Yes, and if you like, I—I'll bring the marbles.
[BROOKE enters)]

BKOOKE TWOMBLEY.
Imogen! Oh, | say ! what ?

VALENTINE WHITE.
Do you ever play marbles now, Brooke?

[DRUMDURRIS enters]

BROOKE TWOHBLEY.

Marrbles no! Billiards.
[VALENTINE collects the marbles, and puts them
into the box.]
IMOGEN.

[To DRUMDURRIS] Keith! Oh, Keith, do me a
favour !
EARL OF DRUMDURRIS.
Certainly.
IMOGEN.

Offer ray poor cousin, Mr. White, some post in or
about Drumdurria Castle.
EARL OF DRUMDURRIS,
What kind of post ?
IMOGEN.

Some wretched, inferior position in which he
needn't be very polite.

EARL OF DRUMDURRIS.
What will he say if | propose such a thing?
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IMOGEN.
Hell be extremely rude, | think. But, oh, |
shall be so grateful, Keith.
[LADY TWOMBLEY enters)]
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Imogen!  Child, what has happened to your

head?
IMOGEN.
I—I've been playing marbles, mamma.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Not on your head?
IMOGEN.
No, mamma, upon the floor.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
With Sir Colin ?
IMOGEN.

Certainly not, mamma; | don't know Sir Colin
nearly well enough to st with him upon the floor.
[Putting up her hair.]

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Darling, has Sir Colin made any remark of an in-
teresting nature ?

IMOGEN.

No—he stammered a little, and, while my back
was turned, he ran away after his mammy.
LADY TWOMBLEY.

[To herself.] | knew it! Why didn't we lock him
in till he had provided for my poor child's future?

[PBOBYN enters)]



THE CABINET MINISTER 89

PROBYN.
Mrs. Gaylustre is here, my lady.

IMOGEN.
Oh, that person !

[IMOGEN snatches up the box of playthings and hurries
out. MRS GAYLUSTRE enters. PROBYN retires.]

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.

[To everybody] How dye do? How dye do?
Lord Drumdurris, charmed to see you. How are
you, Brooke?

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
[To himself. ] Brooke! Impudence !

MRS, GAYLUSTRE.

You look hilious, Kate.
[She kisses LADY TWOMBLEY, who sinks on to the
Settee)]
BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

[To DRUMDURRIS] It's too bad of the Mater !
Fancy afellow making achum of histailor — what?

EARL OF DRUMDURRIS.
Mr. White, may | speak to you ?
[BROOKE, DRUMDORRIS, and VALENTINE go out]
MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
[Examining the flute] Pa has been tootling
again, Kate—we must buy him a drum.

LADY TWOmBLEY.
Ah—h—h—nh!
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MKS. GAYLUSTIIE.
Hullo! What's the matter ?

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Asif you didn't know! Oh, those awful bits of

aper!
bap Mus  GAYLUSTRE.

Stll worrying about those little Bills of yours
which my brother Joseph holds, eh?

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Those Bills! Why doesn't the ink fade that's on
them, or the house burn that holds '‘em ?

MRS GAYLUSTRE.

Impossible. Joseph and | have been taught to
believe that there isaspecia Providence Watchln?
over dl Bills of Exchange. Come, don't fume—Bil
Number One doesn't fall due till next month.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Oh, Gaylustre, | shan't be able to meet it.

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
Shan't you? Well, | dare say Jo and | will renew
—if you make much of usand pet us. Meanwhile,
don't think of the Bills,

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Think of 'em! | eat them—they're on every
menu ; | drink them—they label the champagne.
My pillows are stuffed with them, for | hear their
rustle when | turn my restless head. Small as those
ﬁtripslof blue are they paper every wal of my
ome
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Mas. GAYLUSTRE.
| should drive out, then, as much as possible.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
When | do the sky is blue!

MRs  GAYLUSTRE.

[Carelessly taking up a newspaper.] At what timo
do we leave here ?
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Sr Julian and | start at twelve.

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
Sec that I'm not squeezed up in the carriage. |
don't play at sardinesin this gown.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Ohl
MRS. GAYLUSTRE.

Talking of sardines, | shall lunch here to-day, en
famille.
LVDY TWOMBLEY.

Gaylustre! you fiend! |—I can't stand it
MRS, GAYLUSTRE.

Don't quite see how you're going to get out of it
LADY TWOMBLEY.

It's true | owe that brother of yours thousands.

MRS GAYLUSTRE.

Well, wo have kept your establishment going for
some time.
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LADY TWOMBLEY.
But | don't owe you as much as alinen button1

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
Joand | are one.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

No! Ill never believe that a man—even a
money-lender—would dance a set of devilish quad-
rilles on alady when she's down, as you're doing.

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
Ha, hal
LADY TWOMBLEY.

| saw your brother on that one fatal night. Com-
mon person that he is, he must have a heart under
his vulgar waistcoat.
MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
Be careful! Don't insultmy Jo |
LADY TWOMBLEY.
| compliment him! | will appeal to him to pro-
tect me from your claws, Gaylustre |
MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
Oh, you will, will you?
LADY TWOMBLEY.

I will.
MRS. GAYLUSTRE.

Very well then—do it! Kate Twombley, go to
that door and call my brother Jo |
LADy TWOMBLEY.
What!
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MRS GAYLUSTRE.
Doit !

LADY TWOMBLEY.
What—do you—mean ?

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
Open that door and call Jo!

LADY TWOMBLEY.

No, no! [She opens the door and looks out.]
You are only frightening me!

MRS, GAYLUSTRE.
Call—Mr. Lebanon'!

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Mr. Lebanon !

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

[Outside] Heahi

[LADY TWOMBLEY niters a cry of horror as MR. JOSEPH
LEBANON enters—a smartly dressed, unctuous,
middle-aged person, of a most pronounced common
Semitic type, with a bland manner and a contented
smile]

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
Lady Twombley, delighted to find myself in your
elegant 'ouse.  Most recherche.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
How do you come here?

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
Fan brought me.
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LADY TWOMBLEY.
How dare she ?

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

'Owdare she ? H'm! Fan, | 'ope and trust not
a coolness between you and Lady T.
[LADY TWOMBLEY sinks into a chair.]

MMRS.GAYLUSTRE.
" She was dying to see you — there's no pleasing
er.
MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Dyin' to see me ! Flattered— flattered. [He sits in
dose proximity to LADY TWOMBLEY.] Deah Lady T,
you and | and nobody by, eh ? Excuse my humour.
'‘Ow can | 'ave the honour of servin' you? Don't
'estate, Lady T, don't 'esitate.

LADY TWOMIBLEY.

| only wanted — to beg you — to rid me of that
viper.
MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
That's going a little too far !

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Thereisacoolness— atriflin', temporary coolness.
Fan, be reasonable — Lady T, be forgivin'. Kiss and
be friends.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

| know that you've got me—what's the expres-
sion ?— on something or another.
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MB. JOSEPH LEBANON.
I’ops I'ope"toast"isnotthewordyoureguiah,Lady

Twomblcy?
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Oh, yes, on toast.

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
Oh, Lady T. Lady T.!

LADY TWOMBLEY.

| know that if | can't meet those awful Bills you
can drag my name into the papers, and set &l Lon-
don grinning for a month.

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
Oh! Oh, Fan, is that my way of doin' business ?

LADY TWOMBLEY.

If you're a nice, honest man—as you look—you'll
take her away, and never, either of you, show your
ugl—show your faces here again.

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Ah, Lady T., now wo come to the aim and object
of the mornin' call which | have the 'appiness of
making onyou. Fan, you haven't explained to Lady
T. You really must cut in.

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
| shan't. Explain yourself.
[LEBANON rises, replacing his chair.]
MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

My dear Lady T., the long and the short of it is
that Fan and | have considerahlo social ambition.
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LADY TWOMBLEY.
Youtoo! Notyou!

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
And why not? Fanny, cut in!

MRS. GAYLUSTRE,
Go on, Jo clear.

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Lady Twombley, it lias been the desiah of Fan
and self, ever since that period of our lives which |

may describe as our checkered child'ood, to reach
the top of the socia tree.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Hah |

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Lady Twornbley, you'll pardon my remarking that
you are a, little trying. | say, Fan and | desiah to
reach the top of the social tree, where the cocoanuts
are. Excuse my humour. Fan's had awhirl or two

in the circles of fashion.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Shel A hanger-on to the skirts of Society!
Mil. JOSEPH LEBANON.
And very good skirts too when she makes 'em.

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
Jo, drop that.
MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Excuse my humour, Fan. As for me, from those
early boy'ood's days when | made temporary ad-
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vances of halpence to my sister Fanny, fprom.ptly and
without inquiry, | have devoted myself to finance.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

But now, Lady T—to use apoetic figure—l am
prepared to cut an eight on the frozen lake of

goutility.
LADY TWOMBLEY.

ME. JOSEPH LEBANON.

| ignore the innuendo. Lady Twombley, | am
aware that for a successful entree into Society |
requiah a—ha—a substantial guarantee. | ‘ave,
therefore, the honour and the 'appinossto put myself
under your sheltering and | 'ope sympathetic wing.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

You—you will drive me mad! You won't dare to
call here, to contaminate my bell-handle, to send up
your hideous name!

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Oh, Fan, | really can't! This is descendin' to a
mere wrangle. Pray cut in.

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.

No, Lady Twombley, as the Season is drawing to
a close, Joseph certainly does not intend to attach
himself to your London establishment.

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Not for Joseph—excuse my humour.

Financel!

Man!
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MRS, GAYLUSTRE.

But be and | do mean to take our flight from
town with therest of the swallows. [Pointing to a
paragraph in thejournal shedtilt carries] Look here,
\Il<vgad saw this paragraph in tbe paper yesterday.

it
[LADY TWOMBLEY knocks the paper to the ground.]

LADY TWOMBLEY.

MRS GAYLUSTBE.
Jo, pet—read it.

MB. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Fanny, thisis really most trying. [Picking up the
paper and reading.] " There are already signs of an
exodus from town. Among the first of the nota-
bilities to turn their faces northward are Sr
Julian and Lady Twombley, who will spend the
autumn at Druindurris Castle as the guests of
their nephew, Lord Drumdurris."

LADY TWOMBLEY.
What isthistoyou?

MRS. GAYLUSTRB.

What's that to us!

MB. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Fan, what's that to us! Lady Twombley, we en-
tertain a not unreasonable desiah to spend our au-
tumn at Drumdurris Castle.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

In the kitchen ?

I nsolent!
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MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
Oh, Fan, | redly can't! You must cut in again.
MBS ~ GAYLUSTRE.
As the guests of Lord Drumdurris.

LADY TUOMBLEY.

MRS, GAYLUSTRE.

Bill Number One falls due next month when you
are at Drumdurris Castle!

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

No,no! Fan, do not mix up businesswith friend*
ship.  You know my rule.

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
Get us to Drumdurris and we renew !
MR. JOSEPH LEB\NON.
Oh, Fanny, how plainly you put it! Don'tl
LADY TWOMBLEY.

[MR. MELTON enters)

MR. S[ELTON.
The carriages are here, Lady Twombley.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Never!

Never|

I—I'll come.

[DRUMDURRIS enters talking to VALENTINE. IMOGEN,
LADY EUPHEMIA, and BROOKE follow ; then EGIDIA
and ANgELe with the infant.]
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MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
[To LADY TWOMBLEY] Introduce mel
LADY TWOMBLEY.

Never!
MRS. GAYLUSTRE.

[To LADY TWOMBLEY.J Introduce him I

LADY TWOMBLEY,

| will not!
MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Lady Twombley !
[Heproduces Ids pockelhook, opens it, and gives
her a glimpse of the Bills]

LADY TWOMBLEY.
The Bills! Oh!
[She makes afutile snatch at the pocketbook.]
MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
Lady Twombley, introduce me !

[SIRJULIAN enters, intent upon his speech, the MS. of
which he carriesin his hand.']
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

[To himself.] "1 can conceive no position more
agreeable to a Minister of the Croon——" [Seeing
LEBANON] Eh?

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
[Whispering to LADY TWOMBLEY.]  Now!
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LADY TWOMBLEY.
Julian, Lord Drumdurris, Brooke, et meintroduce
to you—Mr. Lebanon.
MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
[Triumphantly to herself] Ah |

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON".

[Triumphantly to himself] Ah! [LEBANON grasps
SIR JULIAN'S hand warmly.] De-lighted to find
myself in your elegant 'ouse. Most recherché. [Shak-
ing hands with all the others] You dl know my
Bister Fan. Elegant 'ouse this. Most recherche.

[MRS. GAYLUSTRE runsto SIR JULIAN and taking
a flower from, her dressfastens it in his coat.]

DOWAGER.
[Outside] Katherine !

[The DOWAGER enters with her arm through MAO-
PHAIL'S, LADY MACPHAIL following.]

DOWAGER.
i'Vefound the truant. He had a motive.

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
[Quietly to MRS. GAYLUSTRE] Who's the Judy ?
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MRS, GAYLUSTRE.
[To LEBANON] Old Lady Drum.
MR JOSEPH LEBANON.

Ahl [Turning to the DOWAGER and seizing her
hand.] De-liglited! 'Ope to Lave the pleashah of
meetin' you up North.

DOWAGER.
Katherine!
[There is a general expression of astonishment,
and LADY TWOMBLEY sinks upon the settee]

END OF THE SECOND ACT,



THE THIRD ACT.
DISASTER.

The scene is the inner hall at Drumdurris Castle,
Perthshire, leading on one side to the outer hall,
and on the other to the picture gallery. It is
solidly and comfortably furnished, and afire is
burningin the grate of the large oaken fireplace.
It is an afternoon in August.

IMOGEN is sitting at the table reading over a letter she
has written.

IMOGEN.

"Dear Mr. White." | shal never cdl him Vaen-
tine again, except in my thoughts. [Heading.']
" Dear Mr. White, | am sorry to hear that you are
discontented with your recent appointment to the
Deputy - Assistant - Head - Gamekeepership on the
Drumdurris estate, and that you consider it a sine-
cure fit only for a debilitated peer.” Now for it.
{Resuming.’} " Permit me to take thisopportunity of
informing you that | have at length consented to an
engagement between myself and Sir Colin Macphail
of Ballocheevin." Oh, how awful it looks in ink!
[Resuming.] " As it isbecoming that | should sup-
port such a position with dignity | would prefer
not encountering your dislike to ' stuck-up people’
by ever seeing you again" Oh, Va. " | therefore
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suggest that you obtain a nastier appointment
than that of Deputy-Assistant-Head-Gamekeeper at
Drumdurris without delay." That will do—beauti-
fully. [In tears] Oh, Vd, whg have you never
spoken? | know you are poor, but | would have
gone away with you and lived cheerfully and eco-
nomicaly in that rock if you had but asked me.
Why, why have you never asked me?

[She sits on afootstool looking into the fire. BROOKE,
in shooting dress, strolls in with LADY EUPHEMIA.
Tliey do not see IMOGEN.]

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

[Cooliy.] Well, then, Effie, | suppose | may re-
gard our engagement as afixture—what? | needn't
say you'll find me an excellent husband.

LADY EUFITEMIA VIBART.

Thanks, awfully. But perhaps you had better
mention the subject to me again at some other

time.
BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Wadll, | shall be rather busy for the next week or
two.
LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.

Oh, quite %séyou please. [Giving him her hand]
But you are really too impetuous.
BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

Not at al. [Abouttolcissher.] You'll permit me,
naturally ?
LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.

[Languidly turning her cheek toward him] Of
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course. Be careful of my hair—it will not be
dressed again before lunch.
[He kisses her cheek cautiously. IMOGEN rises
without seeing them]
LADY EUpHEMIA VIBaRT.

[To BROOKE.] Somehody.
[They stroll away in opposite directions.]

IMOGEN.

After dl, as he has never been a lover, why
shouldn't | see him and mention my engagement in
acam, cool, ladylike way? [Tearing up the letter
passionately.] | must see him once more—in a
cairn, cool, ladylike way. [I'll write just a line ask-
iag him to come to me this morning.

[As she sits to write LADY EUPHEMIA and BROOKE
stroll in again and meet each other.]

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
[To BROOKE.]  Good-morning.
BROOKE TwOMBLEY.
[To LaDY EUPHEMIA.]  Good-morning.

LADY EUPHEMIa VIBART.

Why, it's Imogen! Oh, let me con?ratulate you.

[Kissing her.] The news is too delightful.
IMOGEN.
Thank you.
BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

Accept my congratulations aso.  Splendid fellow,
Macphail; not one of those men who talk the top of
your head off.
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IMOGEN.

[Writing."] No, not quite. Brooke, dear, will
you give Mr. White a little note from me?

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

Certainly. By the bye, while | think of it, you'll
be glad to hear that Effie has honored me by con-
sentingto—er—marry me—what |

. IMOGEN.
Effiel

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
How your mind does run on that subject, Brooke!

IMOGEN.

[Throwing her arms round LADY EUPHEMIA'S neck.]
What happy people, both of you'!

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBAKT.

IMOGEN.

[Kissing BROOKED A thousand congratulations,
my dear, clever, dd' brother!

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
The bother with mamma will be too wearying.
IMOGEN.

My hair

Why a bother ?
BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

About my pecuniary position, don't you know.
You'll hardly credit it, but | haven't the least idea
what pa intends to do for me.
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IMOGEN.
But it doesn't matter about that, so that you are
deeply attached to each other.
LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
Oh, Imogen, that's too ridiculous!

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.
Quite absurd—what!

IMOGEN.
Besides, if you want money you can wort.

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

Oh, it's no good everybody working. It's this
stupid al-round desire to work that throws so many
men out of employment. I'll look for Valentine.
[IMOGEN gives him her note] He's sure to be about.
We're going to shoot over Claigrossie Moor this
morning. [He goes out.]

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART,

So you've made up your mind at last ?

IMOGEN.
No ; other people have made it up for mo.
LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.

Mamma?
IMOGEN.

Yes, Aunt Dorais the principal person who has
rendered my life a burden to me.

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBABT.
Oh, Imogen!
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IMOGEN.

It's true. Every hour of the livelong day Aunt
Dora has goaded me on to this desirable, detesta-
ble match ; even at night she has stalked into my
room with alighted candle, startling* me out of my
beauty deep, to tell me she will never rest till | am
Lady Macphail.

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.

Imogen, it's too kind of mamma to take this inter-
est in you.
IMOGEN.

Interest! It's torture. And at last she threat-
ened that if | married anybody else she would ex-
pire in great pain and appear to me constantly, a
ghost, in her night-gown. Weaell, you've seen Aunt
Dora in her night-gown—you can guess my feelings.

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
And that decided you.
IMOGEN.
I went to mamma and asked her advice.

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
| guess what that was.

IMOGEN.

Mamma's expression was that she'd give the heels
off her best shoes to Bee me provided for. And o,
late last night, while my maid Phipps was washing
my head, | gasped out a soapy sort of yes.

[The DOWAGER enters]
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DOWAGER.
Where is Imogen ?

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.

Here, mamma.
DOWAGER.

[Embracing IMOGEN.] My favorite niece! | have
just learned your decision over the breakfast-table.
| was eating cold grouse at the moment; | thought
| should have choked.

IMOGEN.
| hope you are satisfied, aunt.

DOWAGER.

Thoroughly. | feel now that | shall die, a great
many years hence, a contented woman. Efie

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.

Yes, mamma?
DOWAGER.

Don't think you're neglected, child. | cannot
provide for everybody at once.
LADY EUPIIEMIA VIBART.

No, mamma.
DOWAGER.

But having completely settled Imogen, | shall
commence the adjustment of your future after lunch.

[LADY MACPHAIL enters]
LADY MACPHAIL.
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DOWAGER.
Dear Lady Macphail! What glorious news!

LADY MACPHAIL.

[Rapturously, with her hand upraised] Now let
the worn banner of the Macphail be run up on the
crumbling tower of Castle Ballocheevin !

DOWAGER,

Certainly—nby al means.

LADY MACPHAIL.
Now let the roar of the pipes startle the eaglets on
the summit of black Ben-Muchty !
DOWAGER.
| hope such arrangements will be made.
LADY MACPHAIL.

Let the shriek of the wild birds resound on the
shores of Loch-na-Doich!

DOWAGER,
[Bringing IMOGENforward.]  But you haven't seen

Imogen yet.
LADY MACPHAIL.

[Embracingher.] Child! Ah, when Colin learna
your answer to his suit you shdl listen to such words
as none but a Macphail can utter to his betrothed.

DOWAGER.

Doesn't he know ?



THE CABINET MINISTER 111

LADY MACPHAIL.

Not yet. He went out early to watch the sun
gild the gray pesk of Ben-Auchter.

[LADY TWOMBLEY enters,lookingverytroubled."]
IMOGEN.

Mamma. [LADY MACPHAIL, the DOWAGER, and
LADY EUPHEMIA talk together.] Mamma, everybody
has congratulated me. Have you nothing to say ?

[LADY TWOMBLEY places her handfondly on
IMOGEN'S head]

LADY TWOMBLEY.

[Inasepulchral voice.] Did Phipps dry your head
thoroughly last night ?

IMOGEN.

Yes, mamma.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Then dl's well, | suEpose. [SIR JULIAN'SJtutt is
heard. To herself] The first Bill—the first Bill due
next week.

[She sits staring at the fire as SIR JULIAN enters,
playing the flute]
IMOGEN.

Papa
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Imogen, my dear, amidst severe official worries
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| must not omit to join in the general psean of re-

joicing.
IMOGEN.
Thank you, papa.
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Sr Colin may lack that inexhaustible flow of
anecdote with which | have often been credited.
IMOGEN.
Ho may, papa
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

But | confess | respect a man who will sit for
hours without saying anything. | wish there were
more like him in the House.

DOWAGER.
Julian, let the newspapers have the details of
Imogen's engagement without delay.
IMOGEN.
Oh, no, aunt! Not yet.
DOWAGER.
Imogen, if | may use such an expression—fall-lall!
Suffice it, | have a motive.
IMOGEN.
But why the papers ?
DOWAGER.

Itisour duty to our friends. Do you think if
anything serious happened to me, my friends
wouldn't like to hear of it without delay ? Julian !
[SIR JULIAN writes] Besides, it will be current talk
at the dance to-morrow night.
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LADY MACPHAIL.

The dance! Aye! To-morrow night they shall
see aMacphail lead the Strathspey with the girl who
is to be his bride|

IMOGEN.
No, indeed they won't!
LADY MACPHAIL.

IMOGEN.
| can't make mysalf so supremely ridiculous.

LADY MACPHAIL.

What |

Ridiculous!

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART.
Oh, Imogen !

DOWAGER.
LADY TWOMBLEY.

Imogen!

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
My dear!

[LADY MACPHAIL closes her eyes. SIR JULIAN
and the DOWAGER take her hands.]
SB JULIAN TWOMBLEY and DOWAGEB.

My dear Lady Macphail!

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBVRT.
Here is Sr Calin'!

DOWAGER ad SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
Ah! x

Imogen|
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LADY MACPHAIL.
My boy |
LADY EUPHEMIA VIBART,

Why, lie is with Mrs. Gaylustre 1
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

That woman!
‘ DOWAGER.
That woman |
LADY TWOMBLEY.
That woman!
IMOGEN.
That woman !

[MACPHAIL enters with MRS, GAYLUSTRE, hein Highland
dress, she wearing a showy costume of tweed tartan
with a Scotch bonnet.]

LADY MACPHAIL.
Coalin, lad!
MACPHAIL,
Eh, mother ?
MRS, GAYLUSTRE.

Dear Sir Colin gave me his arm to the top of Ben-

Auchter,
DOWAGER and LADY MACPHAIL.

To the top of Ben-Auditor !

MACPHAIL

[With an anxious glance at MRS, GAYLUSTRE] Just
to seethesunrise.



THE CABINET MINISTER 115

DOWAGER.
[Quietly to SIB JULIAN.]  Julian, that's scandalous |
LADY MACPHAIL.
Il_thought you always witnessed the sun rise alone,
in.

MACPHAIL.
As arule, mother.
DOWAGEB.

[To herself] That woman has a motive.
LADY MACPHAIL.
[Pointing to IMOGEN.] My son, look—here isImo-
en.

MACPHAIL
[To IMOGEN.]  Good-morning.
LADY MACPHAIL.
Colin, lad, don't you guess?
MACPHAIL.

LADY MACPHAIL.

[Rapturously.] Now let the worn banner of the
Macphail berun up on the crumbling tower of Castle
1Jallocheevin!

MACPHAIL.

[Vacantly.] For what reason, mother ?

LADY MACPHAIL.

Now let the shriek of the wild birds sound on the
shores of Loch-na-Doich |

9

No, mother.
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MACPHAIL.

LADY MACPHAIL.
[Embracing MACPHAIL] Imogen ia to be your

bride.
MACPHAIL.

Why?

[Blankly.b Oh!
[SR "JULIAN, the DOWAGER, and LADY EUPHEMIA
congratulate him."]

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

Moggratifiedl.
DOWAGER.

| have amother's yearningstoward you.

LADY EUPHEMIA VIBAIIT.
Wearetoorejoiced!

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
[To herself]  They've hooked him!

LADY MACPHAIL.

[lBringing MACPHAIL down] Hush! Spesk to her,
Calin, lad. ~ Let her hear how a Macphail greets the
woman of hischoice.
[LADY MACPHAIL joins SIR JULIAN, the DOWAGER,
and LADY EUPHEMIA, while they all watch MAC-
PHAIL as he approaches IMOGEN.|

LADY MACPHAIL.

MACPHAIL.
[To IMOGEN] Er—I'm very much obliged to ye.

Listen |
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LADY MACPHAIL,

Bravely spoken 1
DOWAGER.
A grand nature!
IMOGEN.
Thank you, Sr Colin. [Shejoins the others]

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.

[To MACPHAIL, seizing hishand.] May your life be
very, very blissful!

MACPHATL.

[Uneasily, withdrawing his hand.] Mother's look-
ing. [Hejoins the rest.]
MRS. GAYLUSTRE.

[To herself] They've hooked my Scotch salmon ;
but they havent landed him yet ! [Intercepting
LADY TWOMBLEY as she advances towards the group,]
K ate!

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Eeptile!

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.

I'm not at al satisfied with the way things are
going on here.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Aren'tyou? | think things are beautifully smooth.

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.

I'm pretty comfortable at Drumdurris myself,
thank you; but I'm getting extremely anxious about
Joseph.
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LADY TWOMBLEY.

MRS.  GAYLUSTBE.

I'm afraid Josepb isn't enjoying bis little holiday
at dl. Did you observe himat dinner last night ?

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Who could help it? The man eats enough for

X MRS GAYLUSTRE

He's obliged to, his holiday being so brief. But
these fine folks treat him as contemptuously as if be
were a snall in a cabbage.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Then why does be talk with the leg of a grouse
slicking out of the side of bis mouth? Why does
be drink people's health across the table and call
the men-servants " old chaps?"

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.

Dear Jo! Therée's nothing classy about him.
[DRUMDURRIS, in shooting dress, enters, carrying a
light wooden box.]

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Why does he swallow bis knife and build pyra-
mids with his bread ; and tell long stories with no
meaning at al or else with two ?

MRS, GAYLUSTRE.

Well, you must take Jo as Heaven made him.
So you'd better make things smooth for him with
Lord Drumdurris.  If not—

Soamll.
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LADY TWOMBLEY.
If not?
MRS.  GAYLUSTRE.
If not, Jo might, after all, decline to renew.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Oh |
MRS GAYLUSTRE.

And then there would be the devil to pay,
wouldn't there ?

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Asfar as | can see there are two devils to pay
already.

MRS.  GAYLUSTRE.

Ha ha! Hore's Drumdurris. Remember.
[After talking to the others, DRUMDUKKIS ap-
proaches LADY TWOMBLEY, bowing diffly to
MRS, GAYLUSTRE, who shakes her fat behind his

back. LADY TWOMBLEY gives a small nervous
shriek]

EARL OF DRUMDURRIS.
Aunt?

LADY TWOMBLEY.
[With her hand to her heart] Spasms.

MRS.  GAYLUSTRE.
[ Smiling sweetly at DRUMDURRIS) Delightful
morning.

[She takes up a newspaper.  SIR JULIAN and LADY
EUPHEMIA stroll out.]
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LADY TWOMBLEY.
[To DRUMDURRIS] Keith, dear, | want to say a
word to you about—dear Mr. Lebanon.

EARL OF DRUMDURRIS.
Ah! Aunt!

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Have patience, Keith!

EARL OF DRUMDURRIS,

LADY TWOMBLEY.

When | begged you to entertain him at Drum-
durris | didn't deceive you. | distinctly told you
he was one of nature's noblemen.

EARL OF DRUMDURRIS
| would do much to please you, Aunt Kate, but
this individual and his sister——

LADY TWOMBLEY.

You must follow the democratic tendencies of the
aﬁe, Keith. The peer must go hand in hand with
the pig.

Patience!

EARL OF DRUMDURRIS.

Yes, but let it be the companionable, clubable
pig. Oh, | have just left him at the breakfast-table,
LADY TWOMBLEY.

Is he making a tolerable breakfast this morning ?

EARL OF DRUMDURRIS.

He seems to be making every breakfast in Great
Britain.
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_ ~ LADY TWOMBLEY.
| seehim at it.

EABL OF DRUMDURRIS,
He consumes enough coffee to put a fire out.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Yes; and he swoops down on acold bird like a

vulture.
EARL OF DRUMDURRIS.
It's hideous to see him hurl himself at an ome-

lette.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
I know ; and with eggs he's a conjurer. What's
he engaged on now ?

EARL OF DRUMDURRIS.

When | left him he was an unrecognizable mass
of marmalade. He must go !

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Don't disregard the sacred laws of hospitality!

EARL OF DRUMDURRIS.

| must. At another time | might endure him,
but now when | am utterly crushed by my own
agonizing trouble Hark!

LADY TWOMBLEY.
What's the matter ?

EARL OF DRUMDURRIS

My son.
{ANGELE appears with the infant]
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ANGELE.
[Mysteriousdly."] Isit aright, milord ?
EARL OF DRUMDURRIS.
Hush! [To LADY TWOMBLEY] Is Egidiathere?

[SR JULIAN and LADY EUPHEMIA reenter}
LADY TWOMBLEY.

0.
[LADY TWOMBLEY joins SR JULIAN and LADY
EUPHEMIA]
EABL OP DRUMDURRIS,
[To ANGELE. All right. [Fondly to the infant ]
My soldier boy! [ANGELE advances to DRUAIDURIUS. ]

He produces a small toy gun and a little drumfrom a
box he carries and hands them to ANGELE.] Don't let

Lady Drumdurris discover these.
ANGELE.

N

No.
EARL OP DRUMDURRIS.
Above dl, let the drum be muffled.
ANGELE.
Y ees, milord.
[EGIDIA enters!]

EARL OP DRUMDURRIS,
| expect some small cannon by the evening post

Go.
[EGIDIA comes between ANGELE and DRUMDUBRISL
the DOWAGER following.]
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EARL OF DRUMDURBIS.

Ah!

ANGELE.
Oh, miladi!

EGIDIA.
| am right, then.

[Shetakes the toys from ANGELE and points to
the door. ANGELE withdraws with the infant.]

DOWAGER.
Keith—Egidia! Don't disagree here!
EGIDIA.

[To DRUMDURRIS. | was loth to credit you with
such treachery.
DOWAGER.

Name some convenient hour to disagree thia
afternoon. | will willingly be present

EGIDIA.

| have long suspected this conspiracy to antici-
pate my son's mature%udgment. Keith, there is a
gulf between us which can never be bridged over.
[EGIDIA joins the others]

EARL OF DRUMDURRIS,
Mother, my life is wasted.

[VALENTINE, roughly dressed in cordsandgaiters, gaster,
enters, followed by BROOKE.]

VALENTINE WHITE.
Areyou ready, Lord Dramdurris?
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EARL OP DRUMDUBRIS.
We are waiting, | presume, for Mr. Lebanon,

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

Il go and stir him up. Ugh! What!
[BROOKE goes out.]

EARL OF DRUMDURRIS.
Youll not join us, Sr Julian ?
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.

| daren't. Melton has arrived from town with a
mass of papers for my signature.  [Quietly to DRUM-
DURRIS] = The Rajputana Canal Question is wearing
me out.

VALENTINE WHITE.

[Whispering to IMOGEN,] | have your note. Il

return in a few minutes.

MB. JOSEPH LEBANON.
[Outside] Shootin', my dear sirl  When | was in

the South '‘Ampstead Artillery | could have shown
you what shootin' was.

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
There's Jo. [ She goes out to meet LEBANON ]

ALL.
[With various expressions of disgust.] Ugh! that
man!
[All gather into groups, as LEBANON, looking very

ridiculous in Highland costume, enters, followed
by BROOKE.!



THE CABINET MINISTER 125

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

[Sapping MACPHAIL on the back] Mac, dear old
boy, ‘aven't seen you this morning. [MACPHAIL turns
away distrustfully.] Lady Mac, | ‘ear delightful
whispers.

LADY MACPHAIL.
Sir?

MB. JOSEPH LEBANON.

An approachin' 'appy event. Were like the
doves—we're pairin' off, hey; we're pairin' off?
[LADY M ACPHAIL stares at him and turns away, He
wipes his forehead anxiously.] It's a little difficult to
keep up a long conversation with 'em. They're not
what | should term Rattlers. [Eyeing EGIDIA.] The
fair 'otess Ahem ! We missedyou at the breakfast-
table, Lady Drum. Can't congratulate you on your
peck—excusemy humour.

[EGIDIA scares at him andjoins LADY MACPHAIL.]
[To himself] They're a chatty lot; | must say
they're a chatty lot. | wish Fanny would stick by me
and cut in occasondly. There's Lady T. She can't
ride the igh ‘orse, at any rate. Lady T.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Mr. Lebanon ?

MR, JOSEPH LEBANON.

You didn't honour me with my game of crib last
night.
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LADY TWOMBLEY.
| — | had a headache*

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
Never 'ad a 'eadache in my life—dont know 'wo

it's spelt.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
It's spelt with an H.
MB. JOSEPH LEBANON.

[To LADY EUPHEMIA, offering her flowers from Ms
coat.] Lady Effie, my flora offering.
[LADY EUPHEMIA catches up her skirts and sweeps
past him.]
[To himself] Chatty, hey? Chatty? [He comes
face to face with the DOWAGER, who glares at him]
Hah ! Hm ! [Offering her the flowers] |—ah—had
these picked for you, by Jove, | did. A present
from Joseph.

"What, gr!

DOWAGER.

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

[Replacing she flowers in his coat] Excuse my
humour. [Wiping his brow again] Chatty ! | do
wish Fan would cutin and helpmo. [Sap SIR JULIAN
on the Moulder.] Twombley, old fellow.

SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY,
Sir!

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
Not comin' out with us to-day, hey ?
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SR JULIAN  TWOMBLEY.

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
Gettin' paat it, | suppose ?
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
| am kept indoors by pressure of work, Mr.

L ebanon.
MB. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Oh, of course, the K ajputana Canal Question, hey?
I'm a big shareholder in the Rajputana Railway, yer
know. | say, tell me——

SIR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
| cannot discuss official matters with you.
[Sru JULIAN turnsfrom him.]
MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
[To himself as he sits down.] Chatty! Chatty!
I know what thisll endin. It'll end in my standm'’
on my dignity. Where's Fanny? [Addressing the
others’]  Talkin' about shootin', I'll tel you an
ainusin' little story.
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY.
[To LADY TWOMBLEY and others sotto voce] No, no !

MR. JOSEPH, LEBANON.
It's all about myself.

BROOKE TWOMBLEY.

[Whisperingto the others] Good-bye. Were off.
[There is a general movement, the ladies and SIR
JULIAN saying good-bye to the shooters, unnoticed

by LEBANON, who has his back to them.

No.
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MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

| was spendin' aday or two down in Essex with
my old friend, Captain Bolter, South 'Ampsiead
Artillery. Dear old Tom — great favourite with the
gds. Excuse my humour.

LADY TWOMBLEY, IMOGEN, LADY EUPHEMIA YIBART,
SR JULIAN TWOMBLEY, LADY MACPHAIL,
and DOWAGER.

[Quietly to the shooters.] Good-bye.

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

It was wild-fowl Tom and | were after. We were
lyin' in a ditch waitin' for the ducks to drift in with
the tide. [As LEBANON continues his story all the
others radually and quietly disperse] | counted fifty-

irds through my glass. So sad | to Tom,

Tom I'm in dooced good form, my boy." " Devil
you are! " sad Tom. "And | lay you a pony to a
penny that fifteen of those birds fall to my gun.”
"Done! " said Tom. [He is now alone in the room)]
Well, to make a short story a long one—excuse my
humour — Tom sneezed. Tip | got. So did the
ducks. And then what the dooce dye think
‘appened ? | say, what the dooce dye think-
[Discovering that he is atoned) Well, 1'm - Chatty,
aint they? Chatty!

[MRS.  GAYLUSTRE enters.)

MRS, GAYLUSTRE.
Jo! why aren't you with the shooters?
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MR JOSEPH LEBANON.

Why! They hooked it while | was tellin' ‘emthe
tale of Tom Bolter and the ducks.

MRS~ GAYLUSTRE
Never mind, my pet.
MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
It's rude—that's what it is—it's dooced rude.
MRS, GAYLUSTRE.
Come along, well wak on to the moor.
MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
What, are you going too, Fan ?
MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
Yes, dear. Your poor Fanny hasa little hit of

fun on.
MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Oh, Fan, if | only 'ad your confidence, }/_our push.
But the rudeness of these people is gettin' on my

Nerves.
MRS, GAYLUSTRE.
Why, Joseph'!
MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
| feel a little 'urt, Fan—a little 'urt
[VALENTINE enters]

VALENTINE WHITE.
Mr. Lebanon! ‘
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MR. JOSEPH LEBANON,
Hi!  Where are they?

VALENTINE WHITE.
Just starting in the drag. Be quick.

MB. JOSEPH LEBANON.

[To MRS. GAYLUSTRE] Come on! They shal
hear about Tom Bolter and the ducks before I've
done with 'em. Comeon!

[MRS. GAYLUSTRE and LEBANON hurry out.]
MR, JOSEPH LEBANON.
[ Outside] Hi! Hi!
VALENTINE WHITE.
That fellow was born to hail an omnibus.

[IMOGEN appears]

IMOGEN.

[Not seeing VALENTINE] Will he be long? [She
encounters him] Oh!  You are not neglecting
your duties, | hope, Valentine?

VALENTINE WHITE.

| shall follow the others in the cart. Your note
was marked "urgent."

IMOGEN.

Wasit?

VALENTINE WHITE.

[Showing her letter.] " Urgent.”

IMOGEN.
What a thoughtless habit it is to mark dl one's
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letters " urgent." All | wanted to say to you is
this—but it isn't urgent.

VALENTINE WHITE.
No, no—I understand that.
IMOGEN.

| merely had a foolish desire to be the first to
acquaint you of my—undeserved happiness.

VALENTINE WHITE.
What happiness don't you deserve ?
IMOGEN.
The happiness of becoming Lady Colin Macphail,

Valentine,
VALENTINE WHITE.

Oh. Is that—all ?
IMOGEN.

That's all—just at present.

VALENTINE WHITE.
Hah! You'll be a line lady now, past recovery.

IMOGEN.

| shall endeavour to adeé\guately fill the station of
life to which fate has called me.

VALENTINE WHITE.

All that sweet simplicity of yoursin London waa
purely an assumption, | suppose ?

IMOGEN.
Things are—what they appear.
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VALENTINE WHITE.
But you have your heart's desire at last, | pre-
sume?
IMOGEN.

|—I presume | have.
VALENTINE WHITE.
[Burying his head in his hands] Oh!
IMOGEN.
What are you going to do next ?

0 VALENTINE WHITE.
an.
IMOGEN.

Nice part of Japan ?

VALENTINE WHITE,
The murderous districts.

IMOGEN.
Oh! Then you don't propose to—returnalive?

VALENTINE WHITE.
Not according to my present arrangements.

IMOGEN.

You—you had better follow the shooters to
Claigrossienow.

VALENTINE WHITE.

IMOGEN.
| am glad to have had this gossp over our pros-

Certainly.
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pects. We—we both seem to be doing well.  Good-
morning.

[She offers her hand, which he takes ungracioudly.]

VALENTINE WHITE.

Good-morning.
IMOGEN.

You haven't congratulated me yet—in the usual

way.
VALENTINE WHITE.
Will you be happy with—him ?
IMOGEN.
| think—partially.
VALENTINE WHITE.

But you're not going to partially marry Sr Colin.
How dare you dogthisg? P d J

IMOGEN.
He was the first to ask me, Val.
VALENTINE WHITE.

The first to ask you! You don't mean to suggest
that any other man would have done |

IMOGEN.
No—not any other.

VALENTINE WHITE,
Some other ?
IMOGEN.

It's too late now—Dbut yes
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VALENTINE WHITE.
A poor man ?
IMOGEN.

VALENTINE WHITE.
Would | have stood the remotest chance?

IMOGEN.

Vail

It'stoo late now.

VALENTINE WHITE.
Would 1?7 Would 1?

IMOGEN.
No. Nor any other nineteenth century savage.

VALENTINE WHITE.
Savagel
IMOGEN.

Mr. White, it is very much too late now ; but
why, when you returned to England, didn't you
wear uncomfortable clothes like other gentlemen,
and a very high collar, and varnished boots, like
other gentlemen ?

VALENTINE WHITE.
IWhy? Because | cannot be false to my princi-
€s.
P IMOGEN.

People say that principles which deal too much
vt\(ltht e outside of things are nothing but affecta-
ions.
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VALENTINE WHITE.
Imogen!
IMOGEN.
aIIf aman hasa good heart he should have a good
' VALENTINE WHITE.

Imogen—Jenny ! If | had ever come to you—in
a good hat——
IMOGEN.

If you had, then when mamma urged me to marry
perhaps she would not have blamed me for——

VALENTINE WHITE.

IMOGEN.

For liking some pleasant-looking gentleman who
laughed at harmless follies instead of 'scolding them.

VALENTINE WHITE.

IMOGEN.

Now ! Now—itistoo late.
[Shefalls into hisarms; he embraces her.]

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
[Outside] Hi, hi! Come here! hi!

IMOGEN.

For what ?

And now?

Ah!

[She breaks from VALENTINE and runs out, as LEB-
ANON enters; very pale and upset.]
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MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
[Clinging to VALENTINE.] Old fellow!

VALENTINE WHITE.
What's the matter with you ?

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
Gurrrh! ' You—you're wanted !

[LADY TWOMBLEY enters]

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Good gracious!
VALENTINE WHITE.
Something has happened, I'm afraid.
[VALENTINE goes out.]
LADY TWOMBLEY.
[To LEBANON.] Youreill !
MR, JOSEPH LEBANON.
I'm upset.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Too much breakfast!
MB. JOSEPH LEBANON.
No. |—I've peppered Macphail.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Peppered him! Can't you take your mind off

eating?
MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

You don't understand. | wasin the wagonette,
tellin' 'em the story of Tom Bolter and those beastly
ducks. | got 'old of a beastly gun and just as |
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was demonstrating how | shot the fifteen beastly
birds——
LADY TWOMBLEY.
It went of f!
MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Weél! Don't make such a fuss about it !

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Ah! and it waspointed at Sir Colin !

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Pointed at him! No | Hislegs were stuck right
in the way.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Heavens !
MB. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Be quiet! Make light of it—makelight of it, like
I do!
LADY TWOMBLEY.

Now, now | hope you're content!

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

No, I'm not. | wouldn't have had this 'appen
for 'df a sovereign. This ‘Ighland 'oliday of mine
is gettin' on my nerves.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Your nerves!

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Yes, Lady T. Imagine what it must mean to
a shy man to spend a rollickin' August with a lot
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of people whose chief occupation is staring at the
tips of their own aquiline noses.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
[Hysterically]  Ha, ha, ha!
ME. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Imagine what it must be to a shy man to find him-
sdf always leading the conversation, instead of fol-
lowing it with a sparkling comment or_two, as I'm
in the "abit of doin’ in my own circle. Think of me
starting every topic and arguing on it till my
throat's sore ; making every joke and roaring at it
till | get blood to the head. Sometimes when I'm
in the middle of along story and not a soul listen-
ing | feel so lonely I—I could almost cry.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

~ Then out of your own sufferings why can't you
find some compassion for mine ?

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

It's eJ)alhetic;—that's what my position is—it's
dooced pathetic.
LADY TWOMBLEY.

In mercy's name why don't you retire quietly to
your room and pack ?

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
What! Throw up the sponge ?
LADY TWOMBLEY.

You needn't throw up your sponge—pack your
sponge.
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MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
| understand, Lady T —hook it !
LADY TWOMBLEY.

" Hook it" isaharsh way of putting it. Bring
our visit to aclose.  Think of what you arc losing
erel Think of Margate, where | feel you must

have many dear friends !

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
|—I've half a mind to.
LADY TWOMBLEY.

Ha! Bless you, Mr. Lebanon, bless you! [l
fetch you a Bradshaw.

MIL JOSEPH LEBANON.
Stop ! | forgot the hop.
LADY TWOMBLEY.

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
There's a ball here to-morrow night.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
For heaven's sake, don't wait for the hop.

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
| Lad half-a-dozen lessons in the Scotch Red bhe-

fore | left town.
LADY TWOMBLEY.

And you would risk the Red on half-a-dozen les
ons | Madman!

The hop ?
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MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Haf-a-dozen lessons a store prices. Dash it al,
you wouldn't ‘ave me waste 'em !

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Hopeless|

[SIR JULIAN enters unobserved 9/ LEBANON or
LADY TWOMBLEY']

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Look 'ere, Lady T! I'm sorry to disappoint a
lady, but it ain't Mr. Joseph Lebanon's principle to
do something for nothing.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
No. If you lent a lady your arm you'd do it at

interest.
MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

I'm not aludin' to our pleasant financia relation-
ship, Lady T. What | infer is that if after the
forthcoming hop | drag myself away from my sor-
rowin' friends at Drumdurris | expect a—ah—a so-
latium. [SIR JULIAN remains watching and listening.]

LADY TWOMBLEY.

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

ngy T, my pride has been wounded in this 'ouse—
my self-respect has been 'urt.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Ha ha hal Pardon me, I'm hysterical.

A what?
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MB. JOSEPH LEBANON.
If you could 'ed my feelings by rendering me a

service—
LADY TWOMBLEY.
To be rid of you ?
MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
Oh, Lady T, 'ow plainly you put it!  Wdll, yes.
LADY TWOMBLEY.
Try me [SIR JULIAN disappears suddenly.]

MB. JOSEPH LEBANON.

'Ush! Thought | 'eard somebody. Lady T, you
ae aware that Mr. Joseph Lebanon's position in
the financial world is an eminent one.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
| wasn't aware of it.
MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Take it from me, Lady T, take it from me. But
that distinguished position n)lgiht ‘be advanced by
the success of some delicate little financial operations
which I'm on the brink of, Lady Twombley, on the
brink of. Lady T, if |1 could know twenty-four
hours in advance of the prying newspapers the deci-
son of the Government on the Rajputana Canal
Question it would go far to 'edl the wound my self-
respect has received in thisrechercheé'lghland ‘ome.
You follow me, Lady T ?

LADY TWOMBLEY.
| suppose you mean that when the decision of
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the Government is known in the City something or
other will go up and something or other will go
down on the Stock Exchange ? Is that it ?

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

That's it, Lady T, that'sit! And somo fellers will
make fortunes! Oh, Lady T!

LADY TWOMBLET.

But why do you bother a poor woman with a
headache——
MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Because without the gentle guidance of tender-
hearted woman | can't find out whether the Govern-
ment is going to grant the concession for the cut-
ting of the Eajputana Canal. Oh, Lady Twombley,
let me 'ave five minutes aone with Sir Julian's
papers in Sr Julian's room.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Mr. Lebanon!

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Two minutes! A stroll round. [I'll goin with a
duster and tidy up.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Oh!
MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Or give me a glimpse of some of the documents
Mr. Melton brought with him in that box yesterday.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
| want some fresh ar !
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MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Wait! If you'll do this for me Il clear out of
Drumdurris with Fanny on Thursday morning.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

And Il hand you back your acceptances—every-
one of 'em—I will—on my word of honour as a

gentleman ! . .
[Slie seizes him by the throat and shakes him
violently.]

Ah,no!

LADY TWOMBLEY.
How dare you ! How dare you tempt me!

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

[Arranging his hair and moustache with his pocket
comb and mirror.] Oh, ladies are trying in business
—they are dooced trying.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

You—you wretch ! Do you think | haven't en-
dured enough for the past three months without
this? Oh, pa, what will you say to your Kitty when
you know the disgrace she's brought on you! Oh,
my chicks, my clucks, my blessed chicks !

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Lasg?/ Twombley, my pride has been wounded,
my self-respect has been 'urt in this recherche 'Igh-
land 'ome for, | 'ope, the last time. | shal retire
from the hop early to-morrow night and hook it—
bring my vidt to a clore—on-Thursday morning.
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LADY TWOMBLEY.

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
Next week thefirst bit of paper bearin' the honoured
name of woman falls doo.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
| repeat the word, d-u-e, doo.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Mr. Lebanon !

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Our interview has been a distressin* one, Lady
Twombley. It is over.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Mr. Lebanon! Mr. Lebanon! [Heturnshischair
from her. To herself.] It's dl up with me. I—
Il go and find pa, and tell him. There's no help
for it—I'll tell him. Mr. Lebanon! For the last
time—have compassion on apoor fool of awoman !
[Heturnsaway.] Oh! Il go to pas room and—
tell him. [She goes out.]

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

That's one way to the old gentleman'sroom. [He
opens the door and listens] Ah! what's the latest
guotation for lovely woman's weakness?
[VALENTINE enters with MRS. GAYLUSTRE and MAC-

PHAIL, who looks very scared, has a handkerchief

bound round his knee, and leans on MRS. GAYLUS
TRES arm.  She supports him to a chair.]

Thank you.

Oh!
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MRS,  GAYLUSTRE.

[To SIR COLIN] Lean on your poor broken-
hearted friend.
MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

[To himself.] Oh, the dooce !
VALENTINE WHITE.

Il find Lady Macphai! [He goes out.]
MRS, GAYLUSTRE.

[Whispering to LEBANON.]  Get out of sight |

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

[Quietly to her.] Can't. | must wait here—I've
gob an important little affair on.

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
So havel. Leaveus!
MR, JOSEPH LEBANON.
Oh, my goodness, how selfish you are, Fanny!

MRS, GAYLUSTRE.
Selfish ! you'll ruin my prospectsinlifel Brutel

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Vixenl
MBS GAYLUSTRE.
Bah!
MR. JOSEPH LEBANON;
Bah!

[LEBANON goes out. MRS, GAYLUSTRE throws her-
self on her knees beside MACPHAIL.]
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MRS GAYLUSTRE
How do you feel now ?

~ MACPHALL.
Well, its tingling.

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
Tingling! You boar it like a hero.
MACPHAIL.

| appreciate the compliment, but I'm thinking I'm
only abit singed.

MRS. GAYLUSTRE.
Ah, but why, why do you indulge in these reck-

less sports?
MACPHAIL.
| was merely sitting in the drag looking at the

MRS  GAYLUSTRE.
Sittin(?lin the drag looking at the sky! How
y!

foolhar
MACPHAIL.

_ Whereuponyour brother, without a word of warn-
ing, blazed away at my knee.

MRS, GAYLUSTRE.
Ah, don't describe it!  Suppose you had had your
head on your knee!
LADY MACPHAIL,
[Outside] Take meto Colin!
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MACPHAIL.
My mother !
MRS. GAYLUSTRE.

[To herself] Drat your mother,

[ She stands with her handkerchiefto her eyes. LADY
MACPHAIL enters with EGIDIA, the DOWAGER,
LADY EUPHEMIA, and VALENTINE]

. . EGIDIA.
Sir Colin |

DOWAGER.

[Stting at writing-table] I'll telegraph to Sir
George McHarness, the surgeon.

LADY MACPHAIL.

Now let the wail of the lament waken the echoes
of black Ben-Muchty!

MACPHAIL.

[Risingfrom the chair.] It'snot at al necessary,
mother.

EGIDIA.
He can stand !
DOWAGER.

[ Writing.] " Bring—chlorof orm—and knives."
LADY MACPHAIL.

Ah, Calin, lad, why did we ever quit the gray
shores of Loch-ua-Doich ?
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MA.CPHAIL.

Il go upstairs and bathe my knee, mother.
[LADY MACPHAIL leads him]

EGIDIA.
He can walk!

LADY MACPHAIL

~Madam, a Macphail can always walk under any
circumstances.

DOWAGER.

[Reading the telegramshe has written] " If—in
—doubt—amputate.
[LADY MACPHAIL, MACPHAIL, VALENTINE, LADY
EUPHEMIA, EGIDIA, and the DOWAGER go out]

MRS GAYLUSTRE.

_[Weeping till the others are out of sight.] Joseph
will die of remorse ! [Galling.] The coast is clear,
Joseph.  Jo! _ .
[As she goes out LADY TWOMBLEY enters in great agi-

tation, clutching an important-looking document.]

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Kitty, what have you done! Kitty, what have
you done!

[LEBANON enters]

MB. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Lady T! Thought so! [Seeing the paper] Oh
my goodness, what has she got there 3
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LADY TWOMBLEY.
| must—I must find Julian! Oh |

MB. JOSEPH LEBANON.
[Snatching the paper from her.] Excuse me !

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Ah'! give me back that paper !

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
Lady T, oh, Lady T!
LADY TWOMBLEY.
[Following himround thetable.] Givemeback that
paper 1 Dear, sweet Mr. Lebanon 1
MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.
[Heading the paper.] Ha'!

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Ah! don't read it!

MR. JOSEPH LEBANON.

My friend Sir Julian's own writing! The Rg-
putana Canal is ablessed fact! Lady Twombley,
I forget my wounded pride, | forgive the blow to
my self-respect. You have won a place in Jo Leb-
anon's heart.

LADY TWOMBLEY.

Give me back that paper and forget it!

MR, JOSEPH LEBANON.

[Returning the paper.] Give it you back? De-
lighted, Forgetit? Oh, Lady T, Lady T.
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LADY TWOMBLEY.

MB. JOSEPH LEBANON.
Lady Twombley, Joseph Lebanon is, above all
things, a man of honour. [Handing Bills to LADY
TVVOMBLEY.] Lovely woman's Acceptances.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
| won't take them. | won't buy them back at

Sucha price.
MB. JOSEPH LEBANON.

Natural delicacy. [Laying the Bills on the table]
You can pick 'em up when I'm gone.

LADY TWOMBLEY.
Oh, what a wicked woman | am!

MB. JOSEPH LEBANON.

| can get out of these beastly clothes, drive to
Strachlachan Junction, and wire to town before
foudin' time. The city is on the eve of a financia
earthquake! Joseph's name will be a 'ouse'old word
from Mile End to Kensington 1 Lady Twombley, we
meet at the hop to-morrow night for the last time—
in Society. [Boisterously.] Whoop ! Dash Society!
[He performs a few steps of a Highland dance.] Exeuse
my humour. [He goes out.]

LADY TWOMBLEY.

The Billsl  The Bills! They 