. BRIERLEY-—Not that way. Can’t you get out at the back some-

"WIOLET (unsteadily)—Dick, when you speak Iike that——
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James Renshaw
Webster
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B e i “(olf)—Coming, sir. (Ewter Wedster.)
BRIBRLEY—Webster, clear out as quickly ag you can.
WEBSTER—Really, sir—
mm—Mhnmml’nnﬂthun
,ﬂ snother holiday like you did before.

";""
nnru'.ld.ur. anwhlmu

murl door, }-——Yn.» L'.,M '
nonmp Yon can come h—m—oulr—u Aﬂ

your things. But don't make any noise. _

WEBSTER~8hall I forward ycur letters to the same hotel, sir?

BRIERLEY—Yes, yes. We shall probably go there m

WEBSTER—And the same name as before?

BRIERLEY-Yes. . Now, get along, Webster. Oh, here's some
money on account of board wages. I'll send you more if
necessary, but I expect to be home again within a month,

WEBSTER—Excuse me, sir. Mv hat's in the pantry, (Ewxrit,
right, re-enters with hat. 1Is about to exrit left.)

(E’Ht{ Violet. Brierley
sits, lighting cigar as James
Renshaw enters, left.)

RENSHAW (boisterously)—Well, Dick,
old man, I'll bet you ten to one in any-
thing vou like that you don't guess what's
brought me here. Phew! Three fingers Is

_about my mark. (Bus, with drink.)

BRIERLEY—What on earth——

RENSHAW-—Here's luck, Dickgy. (Drinks
health.) Now (feels in pocket), that'll tell

how?
WEBSTER—There's the fire escape, sir.
BRIERLEY—That'll do excellently.
(Erit Webster, right. Timid knock on door, left.
Brierley opens it. Enter Violet Renshaw, carrying light
ralise, which Brierley takes from Iwr}
VIOILET—Are we alone?
BRIERLEY—Of course. I was just coming to fetch yon
VIOLET—I couldn't wait a moment longer. D’'you know, Dick,

.
week lm snlh that fed
me up. '
BRIERLEY—Hm, | say——
RENSHAW—Well?
BRIERLEY—I don’t think it's quite nice of
you to speak of her like that, Jim.
RENSHAW—Your mistaken chivalry, dear boy.
does you credit. But still you can't pre-
tend that 1 owe her any particular loyalty
after what has happened.

I had a horrid feeling that the taxi man understood you everything. (Throws note to Brierley.) BRIERLEY—No, no. Of course not. But it's &
everythh‘lg. And he looked so terribly, so awfully respectt BRIERLEY—(reading note)—"Dear Jack: This bit of a revelation you know. I always
able.” is to tell you that I am leaving you forever. “Oh! If he finds me thought Vi was a genuine tip-topper all

BRIERLEY—You silly little thing. And T wish you woulin't I am going to one who loves and under- here he will shoot us round, \
talk like that, even in fun. ESurely you're not obsessed stands me. [ am sorry if this action of both. What shall we RENSHAW—So did I. Until 1 married he?'.
Took me in completely. Dare say she's

mine will cause you pain; but I am con-
fident that once you have got over the
shock you will realize that it is the best
thing for both of us.

with the idea that we are doing anything disreputable’
No one looks at it like that nowadays. Take the common
sense view. You and Jim don’t hit it off. No reflection .
on either of you. Matrimonial misfit. 1 eome along. We
find we were meant for each other and there you are.

VIOLET—I wonder whether you and I will hit it off any better
when the six months are up and we are man and wife?

BRIERLEY—What a question.

VIOLET (suddenly)—Dick, let me go back before it is too late.

BRIERLEY—Violet!

VIOLET—T ought never to have come. If T had waitel andther
half hour T should not have come. I had to fly while he |
was out of the house, ) '

BRIERLEY—Exactly. The brute has made vou afraid of him.

VIOLET—He is not'a brute, Dick. He simply doesn’'t anderstand
me.

BRIERLEY-—Violet, if you honestly think that he has a shred
of a claim on your affections after all you have told me
about him, T advise you to go back.

VIOLET.

and give you every facility for your divorce.”

BRIERLEY—By heavens, Jim, you take it
coolly! )

RENSHAW-~What's the usd of making a fuss.

Can’'t tell where she's gone (glances at

clock,) Wouldn't be mu®h use now if 1

could. Ten past twelve. Besides, betwegn

ourselves, Dick, it isn't such a big

knock as you think. Of course, I

shall look a silly ass—have to go

out of town for a bit and all

that. But, hang it, man,

you must have guessed

that things weren't as

preity

VIOLET (wavering)—I don’t want to go back, Dick. But sup- smooth as they
pose wé were to rnin his life? might have
been between

BRIERLEY—I quite understand.
had better be I.

VIOLET—Broken. (Going to him.) Dick, if l'do go back, surely
we can be friends as before.

BRIERLEY ‘(theatrically)—Friends! No, Violet. We can not
go on being friends. Do you think T will subject myself to
the constant torture of your presence when I know that
you will not be mine! Mine! Mine in the sense that Fate
and Nature intended you to be mine,

If one of us is to be broken it
Violet and me.

BRIERLEY—] did have a
sort of idea.

RENBHAW Before the honey-
moon was over I knew I had
made a mistake. I think the dress
allowance was the first thing we
quarrelled about. 1 hope I'm not a
mean man, but I confess I thought her
airy request for eight hundred a year a
bit stiff. 1 was tactless enough to hint
much. We’d been married three days then.

BRIERLEY—When T speak like that you get a glimpse of the
heaven to which T had looked forward when I might hold
you in my arms,

VIOLET—Dick. (They embrace. As they do so there is sound
of a motor drawing up. Three hoots).

VIOLET (springing away)—What was that?

BRIERLEY—It's all right.

VIOLET—I belleve it's Jim.

BRIERLEY (going to window)—It's his car all right.
Is getting out. Violet, you're right. Jim.
VIOLET—Oh! 1If he finds me here he will shoot us both.

What shall we do? Oh, hide me, Djck,

BRIERLEY—Yes, yes, that will be best.
him myself first. (Opens door, right.) In
here, quickly. My room.. (On the left.)
You had better lock the door In case

as 1
But

out,

BRIERLEY Perhaps you went the wrong way

Hm!
to work. |

RENSHAW —Don’t doubt it old man. Seems to

me 1 must have rubbed her the wrong

way all the time. She’s quite right

in saying 1 didn’t understand her.

Soft as a kitten one, moment,

filery as a tiger the next.

She wasn't so bad in a

real quarrel, though it

was a bit humiliat-

Some one

I'll see

SITTTATR

he's violent. fng with the
VIOLET—8wear that you won't let servants  lis-
him hurt me, Dick. tening. It
BRIERLEY-—Yes, yes, Quick, 1 was the

P. 8,—He will doubtless write you in a day or two

1 had the sense to give in before the week was'\{

do. Oh, hide me, Dick.”

“Don’t be
an ass
man. I'm
not sacking
you. You've
only got to
take an-
other l'loll-
day like you
did before.”

On two different occasions dunng the lut three
Two different ones. | forgave her each time.”
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“When | speak like that you

fooled the other poor idiot in the same
way. Don't suppose she did it deliberately.
Just her unfortunate temperament.
BRIERLEY—Are you sure you took enodgh care of her,
Jim? She's a very attractive woman you know,
RENSHAW--M'yes. 1 suppose she did look rather
pretty. When she was dressed up.
(\% BRIERLEY rhorrified)—What?
RENSHAW—There are some things mno
decent man can tell about a wo-
man, even to his best friend.
Whatever may have hap-
pened. But—well, things
are not always what
they seem, my dear
Dickey. A nod's
as good as a
wink, eh,
what?
BRIERLEY —
Then _Yyou
mean to say
~that is—I sup-
pose you know who
4 the fellow is?
RENSHAW—Not as yet. It
might have been any one of
three or four blighters she al

ways had more or less in tow.
But there's something I do know
about him.

BRIERLEY—Eh? What's that.

RENSHAW-—That he's a wealthy man. Violet is no
fool T can tell yon. Not in that way. I'll bet she's
picked a chap who is8 worth plucking, whatever

kind of moral imbecile he may bé.

BRIERLEY—Oh.
RENSHAW—Anyhow, if 1 don’t get a letter to-morrow
I shall put the detectives 1o work.

They'll soon ferret them out.
BRIERLEY—And then?
RENSHAW-—Why, naturally, | shall

divorce her (yawns). Well,

Dick, old man, I think I'll

be toddling off.
BRIERLEY—No—No. Don't

EO.

RENSHAW Why,
what's the matter?
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BRIERLEY—Nothing. Nothing whatever. Only Um a bit upset
by what you've thid me. I had a high opinion of Violet.

RENSHAW—That only shows you were no wiser than the rest
of us. '

BRIERLEY—Jim, I don’t want to interfere in what is none of
"My business. But do you think youg, whole attitude to
her is quite fair?

RENSHAW—I see what you mean. You think I've been longing
in secret for this. Hoping she would make a slip so that
I could get rid of her. And I'm hanged if I'm going to let
my best friend think I'm that kind.of brute. Boot's on
the other leg. [I'll tell you the truth—I could have got rid
of her before this. On two distinct occasions during the
last three years. Two different ones. 1 forgave her each
time.

BRIERLEY—Good Lord!

RENSHAW-—No good taking an hysterical view of these things.
But, 1 tell you, that fellow, whoever he is, is a dirty cad
to have taken advantage of her temperament. For all he
knows Violet and I might have been perfectly happy to-
gether. If you bear that in mind I think you'll agree I'm

J entitled to make him squirm all I can.

BRIERLEY—Yes. Yes, certainly.

RENSHAW—Of course, he doesn't know yet that he’s bought the
rabbit. And in the meantime he’ll have me to deal with.
I think I shall retain old Sir Samuel Barret. Best man
at the bar, in my opinion. Remember how he got fifty
thousand out of Bissett for bolting with Dempster's wife?

BRIERLEY—Yes, I remember.

RENSHAW-—Well, Dickey, sorry if I've bhored you with my
troubles. Troubles, eh, what? Ha, ha! Nigfuto!

BRIERLEY (suddenly)—Jim.

RENSHAW-—Well?

BRIERLEY—You'll think "it a rather funny request. But can
you put me up to-night?

RENSHAW—Put you up?

BRIERLEY—The fact is—er—my place is all upside down. I'm
going away to-morrow, you know, for the shooting. And
my man——

RENSHAW—Don't think I can do It, old man. There's the
spare room, of course, but I'll bet the bed isn't made. And
at this time of night 1 hardly like to rouse the servants.

BRIERLEY (eagerly)—Don't rouse 'em for me. I'll sleep on the
sofa—anywhere,

RENSHAW-—«ouldn’t hear of it. Tell you what, though. I've an
idea. There's Violet's bed which you can have if you like.
That is, if yvou don't mind sleeping in my room.

RRTERLEY—Thanks, awfully. I'll come along now. .

RENSHAW—Half a minute. D'vou mind if T write a note? We
can drop it on the way back to the Whatsernames. (Goes
to writing table and writes while Brierley fetches his hat.
As Brio ley re-enters Renshmo finishes his note, and while
Riievley's back turned drops it omn table). Ready? '
Arn’t vou bringing anvthing?

BRIERLEY—No. You'll have to lend me a pair of pajamas if

vou don’'t mind

‘-

F ]

RENSHAW-—With the greatest pleasure, old man. Come
along. (Takes his arm. Ereunt. Enter Violet, dig-
traught, Paces room and sees note. Picks it

up and reads).

VIOLET—"Dear Violet. Stay where vou are
until morning and then come home
Dick 18 spending the night with
me. Jim."
CURTAIN
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