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CHARACTERS,

Produced at the St. SJames's Theatre, London,
11th April, 1801,

Sm Hirry MiLasoR. . . . .... vesse Mr George Alexander.
Lapy Minawor, his mother...... Misa Le Thiere.

ETHEL GLYNvON, fis cousin. . ... Miss Dora Barton.
JoarpH TREVOR, hiz uncle. ...... Mr. H. H. Vincent.

Tee HoN. JArk KENKERLY . .. .. Mr.W. Grahame Browne.
Lapy Hosoria Pawsox. ........ Mrs. Edward Saker.
ME. GHLBERT PAWSOK. her son. .. Mr. Lennox Pawls,
Mrs, flogcELEY WERSTON .. ....... Miss M. Talbot.
MasEL, fer dowghter...o.coovees Miss Eva Moore.
(GRINSTEAD "WORBUREN, @ +ioh .

brewer eeieerieeerienese Mr FEdward Acthor

HuocH GRAEME. ,,,..c0 vicoeeaq . M O Aubrey Smith.
EoiTH CADOGAN. .o o.vne vooese.. Misa Julie Opp. |
HapoLD i Mrs. Buckley Weasl- } Master Vyvian Thomaa,
MagJoRir onr's twins. Miss Phyllis Dare,

M8 ANETRUTHER, Ethels aunt.. Miss Henriefta Cowen.

ACT I.—THE NIGHT.
Tae SceNE oF ACT L. is & fashionable afternoon tea-room
in Bond Birest.

ACT IIL.—THE DAREK HOUR BEFORE THE DAWHN.
THE Scexe oF Act 1L is a lonely spot in the Borcambe
woonds,

ACT TII.—THE DAY,

1UE SCENE oF Act 111 iz the drawing-reom in Sir Harry
Milanor's hounse, Chesterfield Street, Mayfair.



THE WILDERNESS.

ACT L
THE KIGHT.

Boexe.—Fashionable tea-rooms in Bond Sirecl. A large
room at back cpeting on to balcony, overlooking the
gtreet. Near the ecntre of the stage an arch, and the
Iower tea-room, iit the frout. I%a-tabtunm:herz. A
band somewhere al the boek playing ait mfermhduring
the Aot, The maids are smart, lady-like girls, At ihe
table fv the right, £ummmmmmstmmm
are segfed Lany Hoxoria PAWRON and ker son GILRRRT
PawsoN, Lany Hoxonris ir a funerenl remnmant o
Wﬁr Her xon (ILRERT 4 about r!y—ﬁws m{dpl:!d

ved too well ¢ he i3 shork, fot and Ty maida
e in tkcue!a_rmﬂing tm eryeel nuﬁqufm fhem when
the curiuin rises. Many of the foliex are empidy. a for

are mcn;'ﬂa! Ifm'hz the Act all the talbles fill, and oeen-
ehat.t&r a0 general that pouses ocenr in Hhe

1.;&];1-!]:[. U’erretm @ handierohief ot af a small bag af
her hrgu waist) That wys Bir Charles at the corner

MIL GroeerT., (pufily euting) No, it wasn't; it was
Worburn the brewer

Lainy H. rm_q' her nose, then pulling her veil over
1) It waen't; it was Sir Charlea,

MEe. GILBERT. It was Worburn, I lunched with him
to-day

L_un' H. (retwrning her handkerchief to her bag and
shutting if with @ skap) It was Bir Charles. I bowed to
Tim.

Mr. GiesERT. Worburn don't mind, he's accnstomed to
it .
Lapy H. I never forget a face. I1've a royal memory.
G‘Ilhﬁ.l‘l‘- G}mu‘m getting stonter,

LEERT. (in ¢ Auff) Whenever I disagree with
rou, yonu say I am stouter.
3
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Lapy H  Everything that disagrees with one makes
ona stouter.

MRB. GILBERT. (sudly contemplafingJis muffin) Every-
thing disagrees with me—but one must eat, Everybody
does. (GRINSTRAD WORBURN comes down from the upper
roon, evidently looking for some one.  Heds a man of about
ﬁ%wrﬂ valg wnd i in Jiis monner—hiz cosfume
il suggests the sfoek period-—ie is more aristocrotic in
his moanner and appeardance fhon fthe oldest duke in the

rage, Mr. GILBERT rises ¢ ively) My dear Wor.
0rn, Wwo nieet aenin-—deligl lunel you gave us. May
I presont you to my mother? (he does ag)

ORBUEN. (gravely) My desr Lady Pawson, I'm so
glad. 1 had heard you were indispesed—east wind, purely
esast wind—it afecta oven e,

Lapy H. 1bhave heard = much of you from Gilbert
lately, that I positively recogpized you as I came in.
{her son iz a little sfaggered By her ftoel and sndrudlfnl-

ua%s?]
ORBUKN, (bows slightiy—ilien movez a Mitle ?
ealfy) 1 have a few young people to entertain m
noon ; but, like most voung people, I fear they have po
notion of punctuality. | am now wondering whether by
any change tlgy arg wajling for me in the rooms below.

ADY H, My dear Mr. Worburn, find them by all
meﬁm: dun’tligﬁll;getain D'ﬁi: I ‘o

JORDUTRN. ] ank you, I hope to see you om
my raturn. {Mgﬁm?mﬂm1é} ¥

or H. A brewer! Surely & Queen’s Counsel ¥

Mp. GILEERT. {(mdly) A brewer, and o most immoral
ane, owns most of the shares in a cerlain thestre and—
gets hls money’s wortlh.

Lapy H. Why don't you tell me more sbout thess

le?
pmu.. GiLeeRT. It's so dall to talk about other Jmpla
when one's present oneself : besides. one couldn't discuss
Worburn thoroughly with one's miother, he really iz so
cold-bloaded,

Lapy H. Shocking!

Mr. GinsERT, It all right, he's decided to m and
settle down at lnst.  (he furng lo @ passing maid) have
10 APOOT.

Marp, I beg vour pacdon, sir.  [(she gives ldm one)

Lapy H.  (eating ler mufin)  Who's e going to
marry T

wa- GILBERT. Oh, anybody 1 T don't think he's mada
up his mind. He's making ‘e all show their paces—that's
one ndvautage in being a millionaire, theyra all ready to
dajt. (fe passcr his mother the mufing) Won't you?
(MAPEL BUCELEY WESTON i5 seem in the upper room ; ahe
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fiurries dowm to thei'qﬂmbtemﬂmlﬂmmmn
mfa her»aif behind i, She is an exeesdingly beculs] 7
ut eighteen, and appears happily exeited and efir
Ti‘w HoX. Jack KeNKERLY joins her and sits lefl of her.
first helping her to remove Ler cloak. He fsu smaert goung
man about I‘M. of about five-and-twenty)
Jack., It's all right, they didn't see us !
Musxr. Thank the fates, o!d Worburn's az blind as a
hn;. Oh, %}_w:;k what & r;opﬂ;u aj' we have had [
ACE, ¢'ve hesn ky too, considering we
l'mveu'tbem "
‘{o: a Inny drawm breu'mi Oh, if vne could
onl goon ng whatone shouldn't all one’s h!a wouldn't

s (dosny ) v
ACH | m'm
Maipgr.., Where the lrmﬂl.nﬂ? Oh, Jack, dossn't it

runtomuiﬁnﬁ? U e 5

ren't they w Bl of
Iornl:[lara“’y em. (the muffing are 1 Oh, hera
are. Cutinto 'em, Mab. If we dun't T out of this
before the afterncon gang artives we'rs bound to be
spotted. (MarElL pours out the tea

MABEL., Assoon as ' fprtified by tea, 1shall be ready
to face even mMamma.

JAacR, Thanks, I shan't.

l[u.n.. (puta down her eup and gives a lo igh) Oh,

hi:nl rualize that this is absolutuly the i'a.st tnme.wu
can du this sort of thing? -

Jack, Oh, one never knows.

MasEL. I know. My {uture is locining very obviously
just now, and téte-d-téle tens witha detrimental must
tuke & back seat. Oh, Jack, I'm so glad you re & detrimen-
tal, and needn’t be taken serionsly ; Fou're really just as
naeful aza brother and much mere exciting,

Jack., (lawghs a little) I'm glad. {;‘hm gloomily)
Isay, do ﬁv:admally want to go to the Aquerinm ¥ (MasEL
noda lier nehemently, ker mouth being full of mufiing
But it's a deadly place in the afterncon,

MarEn. The deadlier the baetter: it's onr last day of
freedom, so let's finish it off feeling fearfully tomby.

JacK. Ranelagh's more fun.

MapnL, Jack, don't ba silly. H ‘s sure to ba there,
A nice tiu.ng for me if he saw me alone with you, All
mamma's castles in the air would topple on of her.

JAcE., It'sall very well to pwtem:]l that it's only your
mother who builds éastles upon Sir Harry, You do & bit
of building on your own,

MasEL. (making o litile grimaece) I know Ido. I've
got to marry him Tor heaps of reasons. Firstly, he's the
richest man in the market just now; secondly—well,

‘hm
the
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that's all ; secondly ia the same as firstly, and so's thirdly.
Jack., You mercenary little devil!
MareL. Am I? (a pause—ihen rather sadly) No, I'm
not really! It's only a part of what mamma calls the
gocinl scheme, We're all parts of & great social
spheme, Jack—you'rs a part, I'm a part. Fat old Wor-
burn's a [iu ase rirle that wait onus are a part, only [
puppose thiey failed in their parts, so that's why they have
to wait on the other parts. (then she doswen her I o 1f

fo shake # turne in her shoir,
Incicing glm the room) I wish they'd ‘pl:;!ly the ** Belle
of New York.” (she turns back and meels Jack'a glanee,
8o they remain for an instand)  Jack, don’t ook ot me as
if you didn't know me,

Aack.  (greeely) 1 wonder, do I?

MapEL. [Don't you

JacK. You're ready to a man for his money ?

H.ﬂth {I_fﬂmlzlragf I;hlm l_:-% Iﬂlﬁyﬁ!l}l hEW;mt else is
there for a girl todoi doesn't T Bpen r dAYA CAFTY -
ing muffing o the old woman in that corner ¥ li;: thank

on.  Jack, I've been well brought up, 80 [ know now that
it's & girl's first doty to marry money, money with position
if ?um.ible buk mohey anyhow.
ACE. It's beastlyl

Mappr. Isit—how?

Jack. Oh, I can't explain,

MabRL. Wall, anyhow, whatever it is—it’s what's
drummed into us from the word go. It's all part of the
great social scheme. It's our one outleok. Mo, there are
others: be a governess—I don't want to. Go on the
—1'm muoh too good an actress to have a chanoe on the
ptage, Na, Jack, if you warenﬂﬂ vou'ld be told it from
morning till night, marry well. Mind you marry wall, it
everything : and su you see, rightly or wrongly, we n
to believe it at last, snd we jump at £10,000 a year. |
ahe leans o Liltle townrds liim, .gib' closing her eyes in o
amilez) But the scheme hay its compensations, it wekes us
anjuy a day like to-day, doesn't it, Jack? .

Ak, Is'pose so,

MaseL. Dear cold Jack, may I have another muffin?
There's not encugh butter on this. (mors mufine, which
she renlly doesn't want, are set before her—then ghe beoomnes

[ !'rl'{l'a pensive) And when I'm married to Sir Hurry
you'l {;ume and play with us often, won't you, and chear
me up

JacE. Do yon think you'll want cheering up ?

MagEL. Oh, I expect so. Most of the girls who marry
well seem to be able to do with a lot of cheering up,

Jack. s that part of the scheme too ¥

MapEL. I suppose so.
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Jack, I'm rather glad I'm not a girl.
MAREL. Suaml ack. (there's a pause—e fiddles with

hiuup, nd rove round the room)
ACK. Méhn?“ In this achema, doesn't it strike you

ﬂmt mn,etln{ng qu: been left out?
MABEL. What ¥
Jack, Well, there's & curions, somewhat old-fashioned
emotion that crops up sometimes even in modern life.
MaBkl, What'y that ?
Ju.ml. Love.

ABEL. (bursts indo o Mftle Ja of surprise) Of
course, wa've left that out | How u:;ﬁl o{m have s zrm'k—
able scheme with love in [£? No scheme would hold to-
gether for a minuta,

JAvE. 1 sea—so ignore it

MappL., Onecan't afford to waste ene’s time on love
nowadaye. Life's mueh too serious a problem.  Love's al]
very well when one's quite young, but obe can't Iot it
stand in the way of l:a.nglb:ln thinga, can one ?

J ACE, Ku, Isu

MapeEL. I think, Eemﬂnally that love would dia ouf
xihngiether if it weren't for the proliffoosity of the modern
novelist,

Jacm.  (sarensfically) You know more about it than I

do, you're sightamn
Waner, hergloves) No, Idon't

really hmw nllvth].ng .nimnt- H ngt ‘snntone of my sabjects.
I'va alw::.]’ﬁ lat that sort of thing slide.
JAarE. Some day it muy enter Inbo your hesd to talkes

e g

ﬁmﬂ. Well, when I do, Jack, you shall teach me the
rudimonts.

JACK. That's & bargain. You won't find it half so dull
a thing 88 you 1 ine.

MAPEL. Shan't I? Perhaps not. Buot I'm not going to
think about it now, .

Jack. I wonder what Milanor's views on the subiect of
love are.

MapeEr. Oh! Ihope es3 he hiso't got an
Mo afraid I shoald langil if he bagan to 5&[.‘. mmn.m{c
thut wonld be awinl, wouldn't it ¥

Jatk., You'd oever be my Lady Milanor then.

Maggr., Oh, never, and I'd never be misireas of that
lovely placa in Derbyshive with that divine tront straam.

Jack. Or tha little houwse in Chestertleld Btreet with
the green shutfers,

Map2L. I've quite made up my mind to do away with
those shutters. DI: you will dine with us often and often,
won't vou, Jack?

JAcE. Perhaps Milanor won't approva,



