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ONE SUMMER'S DAY.

ACT L

SCENE.—A cornsy af arn irland on fhe Thamer on a
dright swwmmer's day. AL bacd, ke river, and all
round freex and Spches, Chrerfanmingr e waler are
wilfow trees, and in Hhe foreground are two rouphkly
made Bayriacks, the o R abofed three feel kigh and
Four feel in diameler af base ;7 the owe L four feef
Aiph., Ths whole scene fresk and preen and cheerful,
£he Birds singing in Fre frees,

BESS, an old gidey, fe sifliwp apaingt (ke swmalley
kaystack, crouming softly & ferself and gplaiting a
Bashed from a bundly of oplers. Affer o pawie SerH
fonnpds on frome R, chewing 8 sfvaw.  He is a kand-
samee gipay, s face somewhar swllen, age about
Lhirty-frve.

Bess. (L. ; Rardly looking af Aim) Well, I've been
waiting here for near an hour.

SETH, [sadidendy) She ain't back yet.

Brss.  What's she up to ?

SETH. {ehewing ke sévgue)  Thal's oor business.

Brss. I'm no talker.

SETH. (roming dogn) She's gone to Windsor—for a
purpose, :

BESs. What's the pame 7

SETH, (R £} Quids—and lots of 'em, likely.

BEess. Wot's it worth 7

SETH. Maybe a "undred-—mayhe more.

BEss. (chuchling  Maybe less.

SerH. Maybe. We'llchance it, Sheknows wipt she's
aboat.

Bess. Well, out with it—wot's the game ¢
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4 ONE SUMMER'S DAY,

SETH. (crosser L) Ye can't spoil it if [ tells ye—so
T tell ye. (BESS faughr harshiy, and after a pause
SETH ledngey across and Jeans qpainst the ofker Ray-
stack, bending over the odd woman and lalking softly)
You remember when her husband chucked her and went
with his regiment to India 7

Bess. | wonder he kept her 5o long., Lord! she was
a holy terrer in those days,

SETH. (drilyy Abh—thatain't of noaccount, Hetook
the kid wiv him,

Bess. And glad she was to get rid of it.

SETH. Ah—then the letter coming from that Captain
Rudyard, saying her hushand was dead of fever.

Bess. Aye—and the kid too, and sending her filty

aid.
g SETH. {dending downm, says guickly) It wasa't troe,

BESS., (sfar#fed) What | her man not dead ?

SeTH. Oh, yes—he went right engugh—Dbot the kid's
alive.

Bess, Merey!

SETH. Chiarahas found out that Captain Rud{'ard has
got a kid—seven years old—that he keeps at the Windsor
school—a kid he's awful fond of —and as he ain’t married,
Chiara thitsksem—

Bess. Thinks it's hers ?

SETH, Yes,

Bess.  Well, but she don’t want the brat?

SETH. {roermfellyy Not much; but if the Captain
wants to keep it for hisself, we thinks it will suit him to
pay a little something for the lpan,

Bess. But where is this Rudyard ¢

SETH. ‘Erc—stayin’off the High Street.  He's in with
the people feom the Laurels—saweet on one of the gals
there-—we've heen trying tofind him [or near a year now,
and we've run up against him at last. She's kept out of
his way till we're sure of our game——an’if it's all right—
my gentleman will have to pay for keeping a loving
mother from her child.  (gees Back ©.)

Bess, Serve him right, the vnnatural villain, turning
an honest woman's child into a gentleman—malke 'im pay.

SETH. {C.) Ah!

Bess, An’ what's she gone to Windsor for ?

SErH., To cast her eye over the blessed kid., (erorses
E.C) . : oo
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PEss. Hpw'd she koow it?

SETH. {L.C.) Rememberthat time she swiped it over
the eye ?  That mark’ll be good engugh lor her.

Bress. Oh, ah!

SeTH. [s that the hall-hour striking ¢

BEss. Yes.

SeTH. Sheoughtto be (& distani whistle heard)
‘That's her. (mi':s & gwick move, ir abou? fp po when
BEsSS siops Rimt

BEss. (sfopping him) Bad luck comes fast enough—
better wait—batter wait.

SETH. (rlightly wf L. ¢y It's pood juck that's coming
coming our way now—why, she's made over six quid oul
of the young fool from the Laurels, and the old painter
there, Bendyshe, has offered "er ton guid o sit for ‘er
picture.

Bess. She's a onc-er—and no mistake. (CHIARA,
Lhe gipey, i3 seen coming quickly throuwgh Lhe Buthes
Jrom R, Shedy a beamtiful woman of about thivdy, dark-
Adived, heavy-dyed, a _face of rivongly-marked fassions,
She 15 picturesguely dressed in fke mixed costume of fhe
iribe, and walks with o graceful rwing, her hands on
Ker higs, &l Rev wRile leelh ghining oy shke pmiles,
SETH goer caperly to micel fev)

SETH. Well?

CHIARA.  (seeifing af Réwty  Well, my handsome Seth ?

SETH, OQutwithit, (CHIARA fooks over hev showider
at Beas. Jepatientlyy Al right—she knows. Is it the
kid ?

" CHIARA, (raralessily) Yes, | knew my mark. Who
says good don't come from evil # I7 T hadn't lost my
temper that might, we should ha' lusi a fortune to-day.

SETH. What'll it be worth, do ye think #

CHiara. Who knows ?

S5eTH. We'll make my gentleman pay—and pay hand-
sOme.

CHiarA.  I've been there—didn't see him. He's com-
ing over here this alterngan—a pienic with the folk from
the Laurels. [l tackle him then.

SETH. You can’t have il out befors all the lat,

CHiAka. No, but T can meet him—Ilook at him—re-
mind him ¥m alive—and then—we'll talk seriously to-
getheralittle later on,  Lord | how like his father that kid
1%, (Aings Aerrelf down on the ground Ry And how

-
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the sight of him brought back old times—those Oxford
days—those stuffy rooms—me married—respectable, 1
wore a veil onee,—Ah, ha ! fancy me in a veil—what a
focl 1 felt. Then, a mother—me—more respectable,
Phew ! Sick af it all | You turs op again, and then our
bolt togrether.  Ah, ha [ what a time, the free fresh air
—the—ah, well |  What a fool I was Lo make Jack marry
me,

Begs,  Well, it didn't last lung, dearie,
. CHIARA., Who cares ! {suddenfy) Has the fool boy
been herg 7 '

SETH. Ain't seen him. (fack L.

CuiarA, I promised to meet him here at twelve.

SETH. (roming definitely fo dusiness) Now, what
about this Captain Rudyard ? (rtanding ever L. C. of
CHIARA)

CHiARA, [fasdlyy What about him? Teave him to
me—he's my affair, We'll pet the money we want, and
then we'll go north, my Scth! (NESS gedr wf, meoving

of

éHIARK. (wratehing ker s oFe goes) Moving on

BEess. Yes, maving an.

SETi, [ fercrfyy  Tell us what you mean to do with
Eudyard and this kid ?

CHIARA, (Iﬂxz’{ﬂ Shan't, so don't worry, Don'tknow
as I shall do anything—deponds how 1 feel. ’

SETH, (goiug fv kar angrily) Look ye here !

CHIARA. {(smiling of K5 rage) Don't bully me, it
doesn’t pay, (erawds fo L. Raystack)

BEss. (L. af Aer) Tell him what you mean iodo,’
dearie—black gyes ain’t beautiful, and you're a-goin' to
sit for your portrait, as I hear. ({exd? L. s#ild crooning
an i divgee bo Rerrclf)

SETH. (flandiny ever CHIARA and falling angrily)
I'l] tell you what you've got to do: you goes to Captain
Rudyard, and says—'Eve, you've stole my child and
you've got to take the canseguences,”

Cutnga,  (s#4IF rmifing lazily at Aim) Which is

SETH. Which is—you pays me filty quid a year forthe
loan of im, or I hands you over to the law.

CHIARA, (f k;r:;{;‘?vxmm’ﬁﬂ He is a wise man, is
my handsome Seth, (Ae srakes am angry pesfure, she
slapps Aim with a guick movemeni)

CHrAkA. Hush! Here comes the city man! (affer
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& slipht pause, the URCHIN sirolls on R—ke @5 a
chubby, brown-facad, curly-fAgired lifle riveet Aral—-fis
fegr are bare, Bis frousers rolled ugr fo 0he bnee, talloved
and many sizes boy farge Jor kim, ke waist deing al-
meast under his armpits. Ower Ris shoulder ke carries
& frking rod farkioned onl of 2 rwiick af willow ; in rhe
ofher Ramd 18 @ darge bofile rwinging 8y a picer of
siring, fhe receflacle for the ik ke hoger Bo cotch, He
nasfs [0 SETH and furning fo CHIARA [oofr af ker with
& Aizapprowing eve. Smiling al Ais) Well, city man !

UrcHiN. (. C sfermdy)  Don’t you haddress me ;
I'm disgustercated wiv yer,

CHIARA.  [falfeticallyy Ah] How can we of the
wilds hope to please you of the great town §

UrcHIN,  (remewhad mellifed) [ admits the ‘andi-
cap—but, Gur'nar, you mayn’t be awcer on it—but yors
missis's carrying-on's is enough to—to demoralize this yer
wum | (Rolds sup wworm adwiringly, preparatory te baits
fﬂg Ris hork)

Brel, (fowpheng af CHIARA, then o URCHIN) T've
been at work—my eves have been shat. What have you
Seen, city roan f

URCEIN. (f¢ SETH w8 Jipeity) 'Tainl for me to
come atween man and wife, hut yesterday there was a
young torf, bless yer, a kid—aorl collar and bimpidence.
’E flirted round yer missis, he guv her a quid, an'sheguy
him a kiss.

SETH. (fgaghing) Well, city man, wol's wrong wi'
that# She guv me the quid, and ghe guv the young torf
his kiss hack agin,

URCHIN. (Ashing desprralely) 5o long as you don't
mind. ‘Ow ubout the chap I ealls "Oppin' tub—Mr,
Bendyshe, a-staying at the Laurels { [ sees imgive 'er a
fiver to buy a shawl,

CHIARA. Hesays he's a great artist—he calls me Clep-

A,

UrcHIN, (seorafully; Cleopatra—pickles | ex fr
Banik Mnt‘ﬁ.i‘}.ﬂ R {:‘.} i 4 ; a

CHIARA. (fving Back, smiling lazily, ker cyer Ralf
clased) He is a great artist—he 15 going to paint my face
and make me immortal forever. I am to meet him this
aflernoon and he will commence, See, city man, how we
live on the wisdom of fools,

SETH. You meets im agin to-day P (rives; dows c)



