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PERSONS CONCERNED

Hirany Corrs
Maxpwiniax Currs

Jin Bexnmorn
Wit Grame, M.P.
Daviy Leeweniyy Davies, LT, TLCC, MUALB.

Sruaer CAMPTELL

PeeL
SCLENE
The Living loom of the West Lomdon Flat shared
by Hilary Cutts and Jim Benziger

The interval between the firat two Acts does not represent,
any lapse of time.  That between Acta L and 111 represaots

a lapse of some montha.



THE NEW SIN

A Puray in three Acts by Basie Macpoxarp Hastixes,
ficst produced at the Royalty Theatre, London, W.
{(under the management of Messrs. J. E. Vennexse and
Dennis Eanie), on Tuesday the 20th of Febroary 1912,
with the following cast :—

Hilary Cutts ., ; . Mr. Antoor WostnEn
Maximilian Cutts . . Mr. 0. P, Hruw
Jim DBenziger . : v Mr. Mavcowm Cuenny

. L. Davids, J.P.,, L.CC,,
MAB. . i . Mr. A, G, Pourvros

Will Grain, M.I% . . Mr. Guy Rarneose
Stuart Campbell . Mr. H. Lave-Bavrrr
Peel . . . Mz Jaues Hesnn

The ILTHJ.r llmu,]llcl_::] l}}r Mr, Cupronn Brooke



I pEpicate The New Sin to the dramatic erities
in the hope that they will, at any rate, refrain
from accusing me of committing an old sin.

THE AUTIIOR
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THE NEW SIN

ACT I

[rim nENzicER enfers from R. and goes fo speaking
tube by door C. He ix a man of about thirty-
two years of age, tall, slim, fastidiously dressed.
ITe moves and speaks very quickly. e is wear-
ing a flowered silk dvessing-jacket with light grey
trousers and slippers.]

sist [ad tube]. That you, Peel? Porridge and
cream, toast, the Daily Mail, a cup of strong
coffee, my letters, a needle and thread and the
Times. [Pufs tube fo ear and then back to mouth.]
Mr, Cutts isn't up yet.

[Comes to table C. and removes decanter
and glnsses lo sideboard.  Alarim
of elock tn mrany corrs’ bedroom
goes offy L. Muffled curses from
niLary gff L.

av,  Hil, wake up. "The cock has crowed, and
Peel advises haddoeks,

[ Sound of boots being thrown af alarum

clack off L. The first one misses.

The second ome finds ity mark

and the clock clulfers to the floor.
L1}



10 THE NEW SIN [aecT

| Enter ve£L, C., bearing tray on which
are all Mr. nEXzIGER'S orders.  PEEL
s an old man, and his countenance
is ascetic.  He is really very feeble
bodily, but ke affects sprightliness
in order to escape dismissal, He
wears black-rimmed spectacles and
is quite bald.  Somctimes he looks
like a librarian, sometimes like an
alchemist, sometinmes like a miser,
bud in his manner he is always at
pains to admit that he is merely
the flat porter.
rres [lringing tray to table, C.]. 'The boy didn™
leave the Mail this moming, sir, so I brought you
the Express instead.  It's just as expensive, sir, and
so much more chatty, I think. Porridge and cream,
toast, coflee [Hcl‘iﬂg:‘ﬁam aff on kis fingers], the Times,
and you'll find the needle and thread stuck in the
loaf, sir. There were no letters for you this morming.
amm [roho has snatched up the © Tomes ™ and extracted
the Literary Supplement, pays no attention whatever to
VEEL, It yushes to door of MiLasy's bedroom wp L.).
Hil, Iil! The Times has reviewed my novel
[Indistinet swwearing from wLany's room, I raftles
the handle of the door.] Let me in and Tl read it
to you while you're dressing.
wiany [off]. Go away, or T'll come out and
strangle you.
aM,  Oh, all right—but I think you'd like to
know that it says it's




