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THARK

ACT 1

SceNe: The lbrary of Sir Hector Benbow's flat in
Mayfair, on an October evening. The room 1is
described as the ibrary, but really it is the large room
in the flat which 18 apportioned to the husband, as
contrasted with the wife’s drawing-room. It is the
room of a man of ample means, out-of-door and
sporting tastes, rather than indoor and bookish ; and
really moie at home tn the country than in the West
End. It ts a sumptuous room with oak-panelling,
a fine ceiling and with an ample degree of comfort in
its furniture. A door in the c. background leads
from the passage, the front door of the flat being just
outside this room, which s the first room one comes
to in the flat, as it were. The front door is not neces-
sarily seen outside. There is another door in the R.
wall, also an opening up L. The windows are up in
the Rr. c. corner in a bow, and the fireplace down L.,
with a fire burning. The furniture is Japanese
biue and gold lacquer upholstered grey. There i3 a
settee R. A round table up R. c. A small armchair
L. of table, another down v., four other chairs, one L. of
cabinet, one R. front of cabinet, onc down R. below
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door, one R. of centre door. An electric chandelier
hanging from ceiling c., also four two-light brackets,
one up R. on wall, one on back wall and two on L.
wall. A standard lamp up R. above settce. What
pictures—and such decorations—there are, relate
almost entirely to sporting tastes, whether hunting,
shooting or the turf. Theremay be relics of big-game
shooting expeditions. There is a table up v. of door.
On this 18 a telephone. Between the door and the
window up R. C. there are two foxes’ brushes hanging
and a huntsman’s horn underneath.

(Hooxk, a middle-aged and rather careworn man-
servant, with a manner which 1s the result of
years of bullying, discovered talking on the
telephone, when the curtain rises. He s R. of
writing-table.)

Hoox (on ’phone). Yes? . .. (More keenly.)
Yes. It’s me speaking . .. (Surprised.) Is that
you, mother ? . . . 'Ere, what are you doing, tele-
phoning to me ‘ere? . .. Had to? Why? ...
What? You mean it's happened ? It’s all over ?
... Well, what is it? ... A girl? ... Oh,
jest a girl ? I mean, that’sall? . . .

(Relieved) Ah! ’Ow’s Florrie—keepin’ up? . . .
She is—all right, I'll come round as quick as I can.
The boss isn’t in, but I told ’im it was on the cards.
T'll leave word.

(During the last few words WARNER, a smart
maidservant, has put her head in from the
opening up L. As Hoox hangs up the
recewver she comes down ezcitedly.)

WarNER. Oh, Mr. Hook, has it happened ?
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Hook. (Agitated.) All right, all right. (Cross to
table R., picks up letters and moves v. c.) Now, don’t
you worry me. I've got to get along there.

WarNER. (Moves to Hook.) - A little girl, is it ?
Dear little thing! Oh, Mr. Hook, aren’t you proud
of it ?

Hook. I haven’t seen it yet. Now look here
(cross down to WARNER), if the master returns before
I do, just attend to this.

WARNER. Me? What ?

Hooxk. (Picks up telegram from table c.) There 8
a telegram for him—see ? (WARNER notes it.)

It came this morning and (cross to table) there’s his
letters—that’s all. Oh! no, there’s another thing.
(Cross . c.) :

WarNEr. What ?

Hook. He's expecting a lady to call in. She
hasn’t yet. But if she does, she’s to be asked to
come back. He's taking her out to dinner.

WarNER. (Coming down.) What lady ?

Hoox. He didn't sey. (Warning door bell.)

WarNEr. Well, but how am I to know ? What
sort of a lady ? Is it business or pleasure ?

Hoox. Is that for you to ask ? Simply if a lady
calls by appointment, you say, * Oh, it will give
Sir 'Ector much pleasure if you will dine with him,
calling here at seven-fifteen.”

WagrNer. All right. (Moves L.)

Hook. That’s all. (Puts telegram on desk up L.)
Now I'll get along.

(Bell heard outside. He 1s agitated.)
Oh, Lawd! There’s someone there now.
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Warner. I'll ses to it, if you like.

Hook. (Going up c.) No, no. If I'm here, I'd
better.

WarNER. Oh, very good then.

(WARNER goes off L.)
(Hoox goes out at c., leaving door open.)
(CHERRY'S votce 18 heard off just afterwards.)

Crerry. (Off r.) Sir Hector Benbow in ?

Hook. (Off.) Not yet, madam.

Cuerry. (Off) Oh, dear! He told me to call.

Hooxk. (Off, cross o. .) Ah! Then will you
kindly step this way, please, madam ?

(He reappears followed by CHErRrRY Buck.
She s about twenty-five, smart and confident.)

CrerrY. I thought he’d be here. (c.)

Hook. You were the lady Sir 'Ector was ex-
pecting ? (Cross L. c.)

CuerrY. (Cross p. c.) Well, Sir Hector said
something about—what about a little dinner ?

Hook. That's quite correct, madam. It will
give Sir 'Ector much pleasure if you will dine with
him, calling here at seven-fifteen.

Crerry. Oh, strong! When will he be in
though ?

(Hooxk 1s restless and 18 trying to get away.)

Hook. (Coming down c.) I hardly know,

madam. He went to the races this morning with

his nephew and hasn’t got back yet. Lady Benbow
is away from ‘ome, you know.

CueErrY. I didn’t know, but I guessed. What
nephew is this, then ?
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Hoox. (Trying to go.) Oh, there is only one,
madam. Mr. Gamble—Mr. Ronald Gamble.

Cuerry. Oh! Is that the Mr. Ronald Gamble
who’s engaged to Miss Stratton ?

(Warning door bell.)

Hooxk. Yes, yes. That’s quite right, madam.

Caerry. Yes. I saw her picture in the
Mirror.

Hoox. Yes. But she’s also out of town. In
fact, she’s with Lady Benbow. (Moves away a little.)

Cuerry. 1 see. (Watching Hoox’s movements.)
Are you anxious to get away or something ?

Hook. Well, yes, please. I want to get 'ome.
I've—er—had news from ’‘ome, you see. (Com-
tng down a hitle.)

Crerry. Not bad news, I hope ?

Hook. Well, I dunno. Half and ’alf, I suppose.
The fact is, madam, I've just had a baby !

CrerrY. (With a short shrill laugh.) Sounds as
if you ought never to have left home. Well, I'll
trot away and get dressed. (Moving up stage.)

Hooxk. Very good, madam.

(Door bell rings.)

Oh, dear!

Crerry. Is that Sir Hector ?

Hoox. No, madam, it can’t be—er—he’s got
his key with him. TI'll see. (Cross L., calls to
WarNER.) Warner, attend to the door.

Crerry. Well, p'r'aps I'd better not be seen
around in here.

Hook. Well, madam, that’s hardly for me to
say. But I shall be going down by the servants’
stairs, if—you’d care to be shown the way.
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Cuerry. Oh, strong! That is, if someone’s
coming in. Shall I come with you now ?
Hooxk. Just half a jiffy, while I get my ’at.
(He goes out up v.)
(CrErrY looks door c. and listens, opening
door a little. Mrs. FrusH'’s voice 18 heard.
Then her son’s.)
Mgs. Frusa. Oh, but it’s by appointment.
LionEn. Well, never mind, mother——

(CHERRY moves D. L.)
WarNER. If you'd come in, please, I'll see.

(WARNER shows L1oNEL on and—
exits c.)
(WARNER tmmediately opens door and shows
wn LioNeEL, but does mot herself enter.
LioNEL 15 a boy of twenty or so—very feeble
but affable and with a keen eye for the ladies.
He eyes the MaID as he comes down R., then
seetng CHERRY he bows half inquiringly.)
Lioner. (Lattle laugh.) Oh, I beg pardon. (To
CHERRY.)
CHERRY. (Also slightly self-consciously.) That’s
quite all right, thanks.
Lioner. I didn’t know there was anyone here.
I came to see Sir Hector.
Cuerry. Yes. So did I, as a matter of fact.
LioNer. Oh, perhaps I'd better call later.
CHERRY. I'm just going. (T c.)
LionerL. Don’t go on my account.
(CrERRY laughs softly. He laughs in response.
Brief pause.)

Nice evening.
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CrErrY. (Nodding.) Not bad for London.

LioNer. I'm a stranger to London. I've just
taken a place in the country-

CreErrY. Lucky you. I do love the country.

LioxneL. London’s all right for a change, but I
get awfully lonely, when I'm alone.

CueErry. I never go out with strangers.

LioneL. My word! I wish I could find some-
body like you who does! (Cross r. c.)

(Hook reappears L. carrying a coat and a
bowler hat. He does not notice LioNEL.)

Hook. (To Cuerry.) If you're ready, madam ?
CHERRY. (4uily.) Oh—no hurry.

(L1oNEL coughs. Hoox turns away and faces
LioNEL.)

LioNgL. Oh, are you the butler ? (Looking him
up and down.)

Hook. Yes, sir.

LioNeL. I'm Mr. Frush. I called to see Sir
Hector. Did the maid tell you ?

Hoox. No, sir. I haven’t seen the maid. Sir
"Ector shouldn’t be long, sir.

Cuerry. (To LionEL, +ndicating Hoox.) He
wants to get off home.

LioNeL. Oh, righto.! I’ll wait here, if I may.

Hook. Certainly, sir. (To Cuerry.) It's this
way, madam.

Cuerry. (To Hook.) Thanks.

(He shows CHERRY way out L. She, as she
goes, nods to LIONEL.)

(To LionEw, smilingly.) Good evening.
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LioNBL. (Smiling, following her to exit up vL.)
Good evening.
(CrERRY and Hook go off.)

(Immediately afterwards WARNER re-enters at
door ¢.)

WarNER. Oh, excuse me, sir—was that the
butler, sir ?

LionerL. Yes. It's all right. I've seen him.
I'm going to wait.

Warner. Oh, very good, sir. (Cross p. R.)

LioNeL. (Going up to doorway.) Mother!
Mother !

Mgs. Frusn. (Offr.) Allright. I'mjusthaving
a look round.

(Entering o. from v.)
(To WarNER.) Isn’t there anyone at home ?

(Mrs. Frusn 18 an elderly dame of middle-
class, a mew-rich caricature, a woman who
has lost her natural homeliness under the
wnfluence of money and ambition. She 1s a
shade over-dressed, but not grotesquely so.)

WARNER. I'm afraid not, madam.
(WARNER R. 0., Mrs. FrusH 0., LIONEL L.)

Mgs. Frusa. Well, I may tell you I've come all
the way from Norfolk to keep this appointment.
(Takes out a letter from her handbag.) Here’s the
letter if you don’t believe me.

WarnNEeR. Certainly I believe you, madam.

LioNEL. (Always on tenterhooks when his mother
18 about.) Of course she does. Hush, mother !

Mgrs. FrusH. (With vigour.) Hush yourself !
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(Takes letter from bag. Reads:) ‘‘Please call here
on your arrival from Norfolk and I will make an
appointment with you.” There !

WARNER. (Brightening up.) Oh, well, I see.
Then I was to say that if the lady Sir Hector ex-
pected called in, would she please dine with him,
calling back here at seven-fifteen ?

Mgrs. Frusa. Ah, that’s better. Yes, with
pleasure.

Lionen. (Cross to Mrs. Frusn.)) Well, there
you are then.

Mrs. FrusH. Yes, that’s very nice. But what
about you, though ? I don’t think I mentioned you
were coming ?

Lionen. Oh, that’s all right. You dine alone
with him. If you can be trusted.

Mgrs. FrusH. (With lorgneites.) What d’you
mean, Lionel ?

LioNnEL. (To Warner.) Well, I mean, perhaps—
if I might just have a word with my mother alone ?

WarNER. I beg pardon, sir.

. (Bt up L.)

LioNEL. (After seeing her go.) Now, look here,
mother dear—you must be more careful what you
do and say here. .

Mrs. FrusH. (Moves o. R.) I don’t care. I'm
as good as he is even if he is a Bart.

LiongrL. (Cross to Mes. Frusn.) Do, please, be
tactful. I mean—for instance, you ought to have
come straight in here just now, instead of nosing
about in the hall.

Mrs. Fruse. Nonsense! I like to see how such
people furnish. And, Lionel—(moves up to him)—you
need never have bought an umbrella-stand. They
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don’t have one here. They’'ve got one of them ‘igh
Chinese vaises.

Lionen. Well, don’t comment on things. Any-
how, they’re not vaises—they’re varses.

Mgrs. Frusa. To those as likes to call them varses
they’re varses. And to such as prefer to call them
vaises they’re vaises.

LionerL. Well, whatever you do, don’t start
complaining about Thark to-night.

Mrs. FrusH. Why not? That's why we're
here. He sold us the place and it’s non-inhabitable.

Lionen. But leave all that till to-morrow. Be-
sides, it wasn’t Sir Hector’s house. It was Miss
Stratton’s house. He was acting for her, that’s all.

Mrs. Fruse. I don’t care. I'm here to com-
plain, and complain I'll see I do. If you buy a
house that size you expect to find it all right.

LioneL. I always told you the house was much
too big.

Mrs. Frusn. But it isn’t too big! You can’t
find a house too big for me. But all right it is not,
and he knows it. (Turning away.)

Lionen. Well, don’t discuss it to-night. You
can’t accept a man'’s invitation to dinner and accuse
him of sharp practice while you're eating it.

(Warning door bang.)

Mgs. Fruse. Oh, I suppose that’s some of your
usual college * how-to-behave” talk. Still, never
mind. I'm not going to refuse his dinner. Come
on, I must go and get into my best evening.

Lioner. No, you go on. (Cross o. L) And
I'll wait and make a business appointment—

(Mrs. FrusH s going up o.)
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for to-morrow. (A4s Mrs. FrusH 15 going up.) One
moment, mother. You must let the maid show you
out.
Mgrs. Frusa. All right, all right ! I know.
(As WARNER appears up L.)
S8how me out, please.
(WARNER crosses up c.)
(Mrs. FrusH goes off c.)
(After a moment WARNER opens door c.)
Lioner. I'm waiting a little while longer. I'm
Mr. Frush.
WarNER. (Vaguely) Oh—yes, sir ? (c.)
LioNer. We bought Thark.
(Warning door banrg.)

WarNER. I beg your pardon, sir ?

LioneL. 1say—(moves to her)—we bought Thark.
The house in Norfolk, that belonged to Miss Stratton.

WaRrNER. Oh, yes, sir.

LioNern. And, of course Sir Hector’s her
guardian and does all that sort of thing for her so—
that’s what it is.

WAaARNER. Yes, sir.

LioNen. (Rather mervously.) I suppose it’s all
right my waiting here ? I mean—it won’t upset
Sir Hector ? I know he gets rather easily—upset.
(Gves a Uittle nervous laugh.)

WARNER. (Waith the housemaid’s slow wriggle of
embarrassment.) Well, it’s not for me to say, sir——

Lioner. Still, I think we'll risk that, shall we ?

(Door bang.)

(The voice of S1r HecTor BENBOW heard off
wn a loud summons. LIONEL crosses D. L.)
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Bensow. (Off.) HOOK!
WARNER. (Twrning quickly.) Excuse me, sir!
(o)
(BEnBOW appears in the doorway. LioNEL
18 L. BENBow 1s a middle-aged very-well-
turned-out man of the Master of Hounds
type. He 18 dressed for racing with field
glasses, etc. There 13 a good deal of ginger
wn his character. He has grey malitary
moustaches and grey hair.)

BenBow. (Asheenters.) Hook! (ToWARNER.)
Where’s Hook ? where’s Hook ? (He hands her
Iiws coat, hat, stick and race glasses.)

WaRrNER. If you please, sir, he had to go home.

Bensow. Why ?

(She dithers in silence.)

Why ?

WARNER. (In subdued tones.) Oh, sir—he had
a domestic event.

BenBow. Oh, yes, of course! (Who has mow
seen LI1oNEL, who smiles uncomfortably.) Hallo!
Oh, yes—I forgot about you.

WaRrNER. There’s a telegraa, sir, and also—

Bensow. (To Warner.) All right, girl.. You
can go—needn’t wait.

(WARNER goes out L.)

(Then to LioNEL.) Yes, your mother wrote to me.
What is it ¢ Anything about Thark ?

LioNer. Yes, I'm afraid it is.

BenBow. ’'Smatter ?

LioNer. I beg pardon ?

BenBow. (Loudly.) Btand up !—'Smatter ?
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LionBr. Oh—well—(crosses to S1r HEoTOR)—it’s
rather a difficult subject to embark on.

Bensow. Well, don’t—(glasses on)-—embark on
it now. I've got to dress for dinner.

LioNeL. Yes, yes, I know. My mother's cominy
along.

BexBow. Yes, confound it, I forgot about her,
too. (Crosses to table, picks up letter.) But I think
we'll deal with Thark to-morrow. See you in the
morning. Good-night to yer.

LioNeL. That'’s exactly what I wanted.

BenBow. Well, you've got what you wanted,
and I'll see yah in the morning. Good-night to
yer.

Lionen. Oh, good-night, sir. (Pausing as he
goes.) Only, don’t let my mother start telling yon
her troubles.

BenBow. It’s no good trying to stop a woman
talking when once she gets started. We mustn’t
let her begin, that’s all.

LioNeL. Good! As long as you won't let her
begin.

BenBow. Well, I'll do my best not to, and I'll
gee you in the morning. (Waving him away.)
Good-night to yer.

LioNeL. But, sir, but how do 1 get down ?

BexBow. (Edging him up o.) You can go down
the stairs or take the lift . . .

(LioNEL disappears.)

(BEnBow closes the door, returns, places
letters on table c.)

Or fall over the banisters and break your bloody
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neck. (He turns to the writing-table and picks up a
letter.  As he tears it open—

Hoox enters at door c.)

Hoox. (Out of breath.) Oh, I was just—on my
way home, Sir "Ector——

BenBow. Yes——

Hook. And I saw your car—so I thought I'd
best come back—in case you wanted me, sir.

BenBow. Why, what's the trouble at home
consist of ?

Hooxk. It’s a girl, sir. Thank you very much.

BenBow. A girl—eh ? Clever boy! Oh, that
reminds me. Has one called here to see me ?

Hoox. Yes, sir. The lady says she’ll be pleased
to dine, calling here at seven-fifteen.

BenBow. Good. What’s the time now ?

Hoox. Gone half-past six, sir.

Bensow. Then put my bath on.

Hook. Yes, sir. (Crosses vL.)

Bensow. And Hook——

Hook. S8ir! (Stopping.)

BenBow. Fetch me some cigarettes.

Hoox. Yes, sir. (Crosses R.)

Bensow. And Hook!

Hook. S8ir!

BenBow. Get me a whisky and soda.

Hook. (Going.) Yes,sir. (Crosses up L.)

Bensow. Stand still when I'm talking to you,
can’t you? Mr. Ronny’s in the car down below.
He can take it on to his place and send it straight
back here. Go and tell him.

(Hoox moves agatn up stage, fidgeting about.)
(Halting him.) Now !
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Hook. (Halting rigidly.) Sorry, sir.
BenBow. Get me the whisky first.
Hook. (Remaining stationary.) Yes, sir.
BenBow. Well, go on!
(Hooxk vanishes L.)
Don’t stand there like a small-sized lamp-post—
with no light on top !

(He follows Hoox wup stage and sees tele-
gram on desk. He picks 1t up and opens it.
He consults telegram—singing to himself—
gwes an exclamation of surprised dismay
and again goes to door and calls :)
HOOK'!

Hook. (Off L) S8ir!

BenBow. Her ladyship’s coming home to-night.
Did you know that ?

Hooxk. No, sir.

BenBow. Well, she is. Arriving Paddington
six-thirty.

(Hoox reappearing with a drink on a tray.)

Hook. Very good, sir. (Follows BENBOW about
with the whisky at a respectful distance.)

BenBow. Very good bedamned! (Crosses p.R.)
It’s very bad ! 8he’ll be here by seven-fifteen.

Hooxk. Oh, before that, sir.

BenBow. 8he’ll be here at seven-fifteen, I tell
you, that’s the point. And that lady’s coming
here to be taken out to dinner.

Hook. Can’t she be put off, sir ?

Bensow. Well, if you're so clever, ring her up
and put her off. .

Hook. Yes, sir. (In a tone of polite inquiry.)
I'm afraid I don’t know the lady’s name, sir.
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Benpow. No, and neither do. I you damn fool,
that’s just the trouble.

(A short perplexed pause, and he picks up
hunting horn which is hanging on wall L. of
window, goes to window up stage Rr. c. and
sounds it. He then calls :)

Hi! Ronny! Come up here! (Turns fo Hooxk.)
Did he hear ?

Hook. I don’t know, sir.

BenBow. Go and find out then. Don't stand
there holding that damned thing. (Waving him off.)
Go on, go on, go on!

(Hook places drink tray on table c.)
Hoox. (Hurrying off up c.) Yes, sir.
(Hoox gocs hurriedly o., leaving door
open.)
(BexBow calls through the opening o.)

Bexsow. Hi! you—girl—whatever your name
is '—Warnah ! Her ladyship is coming home to-
night. Did you know that ? Well, she is. You’d
better light the fire in her room. (Crosses down v.)
And you'll want another one in the drawing-room.
What the hell am I going to do? I don’t know !

(He goes off stage vL.)

(The lLibrary 1s empty for a moment.)

(RoNALD GAMBLE strolls n 0. He 1s a man
of thirty or so, and like his uncle 1s very well
dressed for Mhis race-meeting. Seeing a
whisky and soda on the table he has imaginary
conversation as though trying to refuse it,
pushing his head forward with his left hand
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and takes the drink with his right. He drinks
the whisky and soda. Just as he has finished
1t, BENBOW re-enters L.)
Hey! That’s my drink!
RonNy. (Handing him the empty glass.) Oh,
sorry ! Where’s mine ?
BenBow. Ah——

(BENBOW goes to door L. and RoNNY marches
three steps with him, halting just behind him
tn the doorway. They both raise their voices
together.)

BenBow and Ronny. HOOK! -

Hook. (Heard off.) 8ir!

BenBow. Bring the whisky in here.

RonnNy. (Handing BeEnBow empty glass.) Tl
only have one if you're going to have another.

BenBow. Thank you, I enjoyed that one
immensely. Don’t you run away with the idea
that I called you up here to drink.

Ronny. Then what did you call me up for ?

BenBow. I've had some very awkward news,
my boy. Your aunt’s coming back home to-night.

Ronny. What ? And Kitty ?

BenBow. No. Just your aunt—that’s enough,
ain’t it ?

Ronny. I say, why is auntie coming home ?
Has she heard something about you ?

BenBow. What d’yer mean ? There's nothing
to hear about me.

Rownny. I know. That’s why I asked in that
surprised way——

(Hoox enters with tray with drinks. He
substitutes this for the other tray on table
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c., shuts door c., and crosses L., behind
Bensow and Ronny.)

BenBow. There’s nothing to hear, I tell you.
(Hands glass to RoNNy.)

Ronny. I know—that’s just what I say. And
very glad I am of it.

Benpow. Glad of what ?

Ronny. Glad that she heard nothing—because
she can’t have, because there’s nothing to hear.
(Hands glass to BENBOW.)

BenBow. I can think of nothing that could have
brought. her home.

Ronny. Well, naturally I can think of nothing.

Hooxk. (Coming down r. of BEnBow.) Excuse
me, Sir 'Ector.

(BEmBOW puts glass on tray.)

Ronny. (To Hook.) Why, can you think of
something ?

Hook. (To BenBow, ignoring RonNy.) After
"er ladyship’s arrived, would it be convenient if I
popped round home, sir ?

Benow. Hell do you mean ?—popped !

Hooxk. (With an embarrassed smile.) 1 feel 1
must do my duty to my wife, sir.

BexBow. Oh—jyou appear to have done that.
Go on, then.

(Exit Hook up L.)

Ronny. I say, uncle, what’s the matter with
Hook ?

BenBow. He's got a little girl.

Ronny. Oh, really, I thought he said he was
going to see his wife. (Crosses to table c., pause—
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bus. : pouring drinks) But now auntie’s coming
home, Kitty will be left all alone in Bath.

BenBow. That'’s all right, she’s old enough to
look after herself. (He crosses to fireplace, looks at
telegram.)

Ronwny. Iknow, and that's just when girls begin
to get looked after. You know, uncle, Bath’s a
very dangerous place. (Gets drink.) Full of Beaux
—you know—Beau Somethings.

BenBow. Not now. Only old people with gout.

Ronny. Ohb, I see, bow legs.

BenBow. (Crosses to Ronny.) They only go
there to drink water.

Ronny. (Takes a drink to Brensow.) Oh,
really ? I'm surprised you've ever heard of the
place. Well, good luck, uncle! (Drinks.)

BenxBow. Thank yer—but I don’t think there’s
much good luck coming my way to-night.

RonNy. Why not ?

BenBow. Yer aunt’ll be here in five minutes.
Is that good luck ?

Ronny. Oh, well—fairly good luck. (Rasing
glass, drinking.)

BenBow. Now listen, Ronny. At seven-fifteen
a lady who thinks she’s being taken out to dinner
by me—will arrive here for that purpose.

Ronny. Who is she ?

BenBow. That's the trouble. I don’t know.

Ronny. Youdon’tknow? What do you mean?
Have you won her in a raffle, or something ?

BenBow. Now listen, my boy. I want you to
help me. '

(Roxny looks suspiciously.)
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No, no, it's all right. Now there are one or two
things I'm a pretty good judge of. I'm a pretty
good judge of & horse——

RonNy. Good Lord! You’re not going to have
dinner with a horse, are you ?

BenBow. (Ignoring this.) You can’t tell me
anything about & terrier—

Ronny. I wasn’t going to.

BenBow. I know a good glass o’ port as soon
as I smell it.

Ronny. That’s very funny! That's just how
I know the terrier.

Bensow. And I've never had occasion to mis-
trust my judgment of a pair of ankles. Now listen.
(He crosses L., puts his glass on mantelpiece, and sits
on club fender.)

Ronny. Ankles—I will listen. (Brings chair
down L. and sits, after putling glass on mantelpiece.)

Bexsow. I was walking down South Molton
Street yesterday morning. You know those women’s
shops there—little places with nothing in the window
except a hat on one peg and frock on another, and
a damned stuffed cat in the corner, and that’s all.

RonNyY. A cat now! Why do you keep on
being zoological! What exactly is your trouble,
uncle ? Tell me.

Bensow. I'm telling you, ain’t I ?

RonNy. As I interrupted, sorry ; yes ?

BenBow. As I passed by there was something
else in the window.

RonnNy. Not one of the girls who work in the
shop ?

BenBow. Why not ?

Roxny. Well, you said you passed by.
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BenBow. I didn’t hurry by. I just strolled by
—anyway, there she was—fiddling about—you
know—arranging something.

Ronny. Yes. I expect she’s arranged it very
well.

BenBow. She was a good looker, my boy.

Ronny. Yes. I bet you were, too.

BenBow. I had a good look at her through the
glass—

Ronny. Through the glass ?

BenBow. Well, there was glass in the window,
wasn’t there ?

Ronny. Oh, I'm sorry, I thought you meant
you brought out a telescope.

Bensow. I stood and looked at her through
the glass. And when she went out of the window,
I slipped into the shop, gave her my card, and
said, *“ You come and have some dinner with me
to-morrow night, my girl.” 8he began the usual
way—you know how they do—* Oh, I never go
out with strangers.” (Laughing.) They always
begin like that——

Ronny. (Laughing.) Oh, rather! (Checking
himself.) Do they ?

BenBow. (Hastily.) Well, anyway, this one
did. Then along comes the old woman who runs
the place—you know, one of those old prize
pouters—

Ronny. (Alarmed for himself) And you had
to ask her as well? No, thank you. I'm not
taking that on. (Rising and crosses o.)

(BENBOW crosses ¢. to RoNxy.)
Bexsow. No! Don’t be silly! Point is, I



22 THARK [Aorl

only had time to say to the girl, *“ Call at my address
and say whether you’re coming.”

Ronny. And has she called ?

BenBow. 8he has.

RonnNy. And is she coming ?

BenBow. She is. (Looking at telegram.) At
seven-fifteen. That’s why I called you up, my boy.

Ronny. What's why ?

BenxBow. Now then, don’t be dense. I can’t
have girls coming here to be taken out to dinner
with your aunt looking on.

RonNy. Oh, I see. You want me to take
auntie out to dinner to keep her out of the way.

BenBow. That's a good idea, I-never thought
of that ! But no—I think on the whole the little
girl from the shop had better be your friend. It'll
be safer.

Ronny. 8afer for who ?

(Warning door bell.)

BenBow. Well, ain’t you pleased ? You will
be when you see her. Only we don’t want her
coming up here, so I'll tell the hall-porter to keep
her down below. (Looks to opening L. and calls:)
HOOK!!

Ronny. I say, uncle, what about Kitty ? She
gets so frightfully jealous.

BenBow. (Scornfully.) That’s all right. She
can’t possibly find out. Where’s that Hook ?

(Bell.)

(4s Hook appears v. the bell is heard off.
Hook 4s in a mervous state. They put
glasses on the table c.)

Hoox. Oh, sir, it’s her ladyship.
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Bensow. Well, why should you worry ? (Crosses
to Ronny R.) Now look here. You'll have to see
the hall-porter about keeping her down below. I
leave it all to you.

Ronny. Right you are, uncle. I don’t mind
doing you a good turn.

Bexsow. You're not doing yourself a bad one.
You wait and see. Well, what do you want ? (To
Hooxk.) Well, move, can’t you? Youknow how to

1
open a door ! (Hoox disappears c.)

Now look here, you’ll have to see the little girl, and
tell her it’ll have to be another time instead.
RonNy. You mean, as well.
BenBow. That's right—another time as well,
instead.
Roxny. You another time as well, instead of me,
as well as me this time. . . .
Hoox. (Off stage.) Good evening, my lady.
Lapy BenBow. (Off.) Good evening, Hook.
BenBow. (Listening.) Look out! Shut up!
Ronny. T'll tell her——

(Hoox opens door o.)
(Lapy BenBOW appears from c.)
(Hoox ezits o.)
Lapy BenBow. Oh,hereyouare! (Crossesp.oc.)

(Lapy BexBow 1s a fashionable, shrewd and
rather sarcastic lady—a nice character. She
wears a becoming travelling costume. BEN-
Bow and RoNNY welcome her in a self-
conscious and effusive manner.)

Bensow. Oh, welcome home—home, my love.
Glad to see you. (K%sses her.)
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RonnNy. We both are. How are you, auntie

dear ? What a good thing you've come back !
(BENBOW gives RoNNY a look, then at Lapy
BenBow.)

Lapy Bensow. But why, Ronny ?

RonNy. I mean—he's missed you so much.
Uncle’s missed you frightfully. Why, only the other
day out shooting he said to me, * Ronny, I've missed
her.”

Lapy BEnsow. Oh, then I can understand you're
both pleased to see me back.

BenBow. Well, of course we are, my love.
(To Ronny.) Hall-porter, my boy.

Ronny. What ? Hall-porter 2—Oh, yes. (Smiles
self-conscriously at Lapy BENBow and goes up o.)

Lapy BenBow. (Crosses L., sits on club fender.)
What do you want to see the hall-porter about ?
Some guilty secret ?

(BenBOWw crosses to table c., takes drink.)

RonNy. Oh no, auntie. Knowing you were
coming home, I ordered a few flowers to be sent in
for you and I thought I'd go and see whether they’'d
arrived.

Lapy BenxBow. Flowers ?

RonNy. (Making shapes with his hands.) Yes,
you know, large at the top and peter off to nothing.
They smell like nothing on earth.

Lapy BenBow. Oh, Ronny! (Pleased.) How
nice of you. What made you think of that ?

Roxny. Oh, don't know, suntie, I can generally
think of something. (Passes this faux pas off as best

he can.) (Ezits ©. with an ezpressive look at
Sir Hzcrogr.)
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Bexsow. (Hastily changing the subject.) Well,
what brings you home, my love ? (Crosses to Lapy
BenBow.)

Lapy BenBow. Kitty, of course !

Bensow. Kitty ? What! Is Kitty here, too ?

Lapy BExBow. She insisted on coming to town—

(BenBow looks anziously towards door ., he is
thinking of RoNNY.)

to see you about this trouble at Thark.

Bensow. Well, that’s my trouhle, not Kitty’s.

Lapy BenBow. I know. She’s never even seen
the Frushes. But they wrote to her. They seem to
think they’ve been swindled or something. -

BenBow. (Incredulously.) Oh, do they ? Where’s
Kitty now ?

Lapy Benxsow. I brought on her boxes. She
went on to Ronny’s rooms. Thought he’d be there.
She'll be here in a minute.

Bensow. Now what the devil did you want to
bring Ki ty back here for ?

Lapy Bensow. Well—why not ?

BenBow. What ?

Lapy BenBow. Why not?

Bensow. What ? . . . Oh, well, it doesn’t matter
a damn. (Sits by her L.) Have you had a nice time,
my love ?

Lapy BenBow. Very! I said we should
probably go back there again.

Bensow. Oh, good! Splendid '—When ?

Lapy BeEnBow. And how have you been getting
on?

BenBow. Oh—I don’t think there’s much I can
tell you about myself.
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Lapy BenBow. No, I can quite believe that.

BenBow. What ?

Lapy BenBow. Well, we'd better dress and dine
out somewhere.

BenBow. Quite right. Quickly! (Rising and
helping Lapy BEnBow up.) You must be hungry.
We'll aim for dinner at seven.

Lapy BenBow. It’s close on seven now.

BenBow. Isit? My God! (Takes watch out.)
Then we must hurry.

Lapy BenBow. My dear, I'm not in the least
hungry.

BenxBow. No ?—well I am, and you ought to be.
Come on, get & move on !

Lapy Bensow. Hector, what’s the matter with
you ?

BenBow. I don’t know, but I've got a nasty
faint feeling coming all over me.

(They both exeunt L. as—

Hook enters hurriedly c. He wears his great-
coat and carries hig bowler. BenBOW
hustles Lapy BexBow out and Hoox just
fails to catch him. He turns. RONNY re-
enters 0. He 18 just about to take a drink,
but puts 1t down quickly as Hoox speaks.)

Hoox. (4s BrnBow goes.) Sir Hector—Sir
Hector—— (Then turning to Rowny.) Oh, Mr.
Ronald !

Ronny. What’s the matter now ?

Hook. Ihaven't told the master yet, sir, but I'm
afraid there’s been an awful mess-up.

Ronny. Mess-up? What are you talking about,
Hook ?
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Hook. I mean about the lady who’s coming here
to dinner, sir.

BRonny. Well, that’s all right. I'm dealing with
her, aren’t I1?

Hook. Yes, sir; but Warner’s gone a.nd told
another one to come.

(RonNY looks straight into Hook’s eyes.)

Ronny. Instead ?

Hook. No, sir—as well !

Ronny. What, two of them? Good Lord!
Tell me about it.

Hook. (Groaning.) It’s all through this trouble
of mine at home. Warner saw one I didn’t see and
told her, as well as the one I did see and told.

Ronny. Yes, that's quite clear. (Earnestly.)
But who is this other one—Warner’s piek 2 Who is
she ?

Hooxk. The lady who's bought Thark, sir.

Ronny. Oh, well. There needn’t be any secret
about her, surely ?

Hoox. Not that I know of, sir.

(Warntng bell.)

Ronny. I daresay I can manage somehow. Oh,
Hook, are you going out ? :

Hooxk. I was,sir. Just to see the wife.

Ronny. Ah! That’s very nice. Well, as you
go, if you find a shop open, buy & few flowers, will
you ? (Hands Hook a ten-shilling note.)

Hook. Oh, thank you very much indeed, sir.

RonNY. And bring them back here.

(Door bell rings.)
Look out ! There's someone here already.
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Hook. I'll take my coat off. Would you mind
just helping me ?
(Hoox pauses vn doorway c. to divest himself
of his coat. In his hurry he gets tied up and
RonNY trying to help him only makes
matters worse.)
(BENBOW enters L. very apprehensively in his
shirt-sleeves and slippers.)
BenBow. Look out! Did you see the hall-
porter ?
Ronny. (Struggling with Hook.) Of course I
did.
(Hoox 1s still trying to get his coat off.)
BenBow. (Furiously.) Hook! Will you stop
that Houdini business and go and answer the door ?
(RoNNY helps Hook to struggle out of his coat
and—
Hoox goes off closing door o.)
Ronny. (Holding the coat and hat.) Look here,
there’s been & muddle up. (Crosses . R.)
Bexpow. I know, my boy. I'm awfully sorry.
I didn’t know she was in town.
(RonNY and BENBOW work down R.)

Ronny. You must have known. You asked her
to dinner.

(Mrs. BENBow entering suddenly r.)

Lapy Bensow. Asked who to dinner ?

(They look at each other hesitating.)

(Before they can answer Kirry STRATTON
hurries in c.  She 1s a young and pretty girl
dressed for travelling, rather put out at the
moment.)
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Kirry. (As she enters.) A nice sort of way to be
treated !

Ronny. (Then completely taken aback, hands coat
to BENBOW and unconsciously puts hat on, crosses to
Kirry, and realising mistake hands i to BeEnBow,
who 18 very annoyed.) Kitty ! Hallo! Good Lord !
Good-bye! Why didn’t you come yesterday ?

Kirry. Why yesterday ?

Ronny. (To BenBow.) Why yesterday ? (T'o
Krrry.) Well, because it would have been a day
sooner. I'd have seen more of you. But, darling,
I'm delighted to see even this much of you.

Kirry. Yes; what was the idea in trying to stop
me from coming up ?

Ronny
R.O.
BrnBow Kirry
R. O. L. C.
Lapy BenBow
L.

Lapy Bensow. What do you mean ?

Kirry. Well, the hall-porter said he’d had orders
from Ronny.

Bexsow. (To Ronny.) That’s right. Muck it-
up!

RonNy. That’s quite right, darling. I said to
the hall-porter—I simply said : * Now look here,
hall-porter "’—I know his name, he had it on his hat—
‘“ don’t let the lady come up to the flat.” I didn’t
mean you, darling. I meant the lady.

Lapy Bexeow. What lady ?

Ronny. Uncle's lady !

Bensow. Now then, don't be a B.F.! (To
Ronny.)
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