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Synopsis

Period piece - 1930s.  Setting:  English country village.  One interior set.

Stuffy, middle-aged Dr Tom Thorne lives with his hell-raising younger brother, Henry.  While Tom becomes involved in money problems with the shady Sir Francis Tresham, Henry becomes romantically entangled with Sir Francis's daughter, Beatrice, who turns out to be a raving nymphomaniac.  To Tom's horror, Henry has also become engaged to Mary, daughter of Roger Ruffage, the local bookie, while to add to the complications, Henry also manages to steal Tom's own girlfriend.

As the complications increase, imminent doom stares Henry in the face in the shape of a shotgun wedding arranged by the enraged Roger, but the family solicitor, Mr Wrightall, saves the day with a surprising revelation about Henry and his father.

Much farcical action requiring a fairly active cast.  5M 5F +1 non-speaking M

Money’s Not Everything
CHARACTERS

5M, 5F + 1 non-speaking M




Tom Thorne, a young country doctor




Henry, his younger brother




Janet, their housekeeper




Sir Francis Tresham



Lady Tresham



Beatrice, their daughter




Roger Ruffage, bookie




Bernard, his son (non-speaking)




Mary, his daughter




Martha Denby, Tom’s girlfriend




Mr Wrightall, solicitor

Three acts, one set - Dr. Thorne’s sitting-room - four entrances.

Period: July 1935

All characters are entirely fictitious and no reference is intended to anyone living or dead.

MONEY’S NOT EVERYTHING

ACT ONE

SCENE ONE

(Dr. Tom Thorne’s sitting-room-cum-waiting-room late one afternoon in July 1935.  The room is comfortably but not richly furnished, with sofa and easy chairs, low table with magazines, bookcase, etc.  UL a door marked “Surgery”; UC a French window opening onto a garden.  Doors L and R.  Fireplace UR.

Enter Henry from L.  He is young, handsome, small in stature, raffish, in well-cut tweed sports jacket, flannels, silk cravat and trilby of the period.  He is smoking a cigar.
HENRY
Tom!  I’m going out.  Tom!  Where is he? (Enter Janet, the prim, elderly housekeeper, R)  Ah, Janet!

JANET
Yes, Mr Henry?

HENRY
Janet, I’m going out and shall not require dinner this evening.  I shall need eggs for breakfast tomorrow.

JANET
Very good, sir.

HENRY
As many as I can eat, because tonight I intend to have my wicked will of Mary Ruffage, and I’ll want to recover my strength after my exertions.

JANET
(shocked) Really, Mr Henry, that’s no concern of mine!

HENRY
Ah, but it is, Janet.  I need a car, you see.

JANET
The two-seater’s at your disposal, sir.

HENRY
I know, but I want the Rover.

JANET
Dr Thorne says you can’t have it, sir.

HENRY
But I need a car with a decent back seat, and the Rover has a decent back seat.  Besides, the gear lever gets in the way in the two-seater.  A chap could injure himself.

JANET
Well, sir, Dr Thorne says you can’t have it.  You’ll have to beg from one of your drinking companions at the Dragon.

HENRY
(chuckling) Janet, you’re a treasure.  Always trying to keep me on the straight and narrow, ever since I was a lad.

JANET
Laugh if you like, sir.  I’ve no doubt you’re the life and soul of the Dragon.  All I can say is, it’s time you set a better example. (Begins to tidy magazines, straighten cushions, etc.)

HENRY
I suppose you have point, Janet.  The son of the late Mr Justice Thorne ought to show the peasantry the way, eh?  Must keep up appearances.

JANET
Many a true word, sir.  The only appearance you’re keeping up is that of a ne’er-do-well.

HENRY
(amused) I say, Janet!  That’s a bit hard.

JANET
I worked here when your father was your age, sir.  He was making his mark then as a respectable young barrister.  And of course you have the example of your brother.

HENRY
Dear old Tom!  How did he ever come to be saddled with such a wicked younger brother?

JANET
The doctor works very hard, sir. (Henry idly picks up a magazine and leafs through it)  He’s worked hard since your poor father died.  He’s had no life of his own because he helped your mother to bring you up.  I don’t know what she would say if she were alive to see you now, sir. (Henry throws magazine onto floor)  If you’re not going to listen, sir, you might at least not give me extra work. (Picks up magazine)

HENRY
(hurriedly) Sorry, Janet.  Thoughtless of me.  (He is about to flick cigar ash into ashtray, thinks twice and goes to French window)

JANET
I only wish you would think a bit more, sir. (Henry flicks his ash into the garden.  It blows back onto him)  Now look at you, sir!  Covered with ash.  Let me dust you down.  How you and the doctor came to have the same parents I’ll never know.

HENRY
I didn’t know Tom had patients due.  Lady Tresham and Beatrice are in the garden, I see.

JANET
Sir Francis Tresham is with the doctor in the surgery, sir.

HENRY
Nothing trivial, I hope.

JANET
Oh, sir!

HENRY
Well, I don’t like the man, Janet.  He’s a crook.  And I can’t stand his wife.  I think I’ll get her portrait painted and sell it to the landlord down at the pub.  Rather a good inn sign, don’t you think, Janet?  The Dragon.

JANET
You shouldn’t say things like that, Mr Henry.

HENRY
You’re right, Janet, I agree.  It would frighten the customers away.

JANET
I didn’t mean that, sir.  It’s not my place to say so, but Lady Tresham was quite a beauty in her day.

HENRY
By the look of her, it’s well past sunset now, wouldn’t you say?  Mind, I have a lot of time for Beatrice.  She has quite a well-developed figure, hasn’t she?  Seems a nice girl, too.

JANET
Miss Tresham is a very innocent girl, sir.

HENRY
Yes, not to be trifled with by the likes of me.  Of course, her mother keeps her on a tight rein.  Doesn’t give the poor girl a chance to get to know a chap.

JANET
Considering your reputation, sir, I’m not surprised.  I don’t know why a clever young man like you can’t settle down.  After all, you were twenty-five last month.  Why don’t you do something useful with your life, sir?

HENRY
I like what I’m doing now, Janet.

JANET
But you don’t do anything, Mr Henry.  You simply live off the money your parents left you.

HENRY
Come, come, Janet.  I entertain others with my anecdotes at the Dragon.  I support the landlord’s livelihood and enhance the ambience of the place.

JANET
And support the bookies at the races, sir.

HENRY
They have to live, Janet.  And now, I’m due at the Dragon for a little light refreshment before the serious business of the evening.  So be a sport, Janet, and let’s have the keys to the Rover.

JANET
I’m sorry, sir, but Dr Thorne said you weren’t to have the Rover any more, not after you drove it through that field with six drunken young women in the back.

HENRY
Janet, Janet!  That’s simply not true.  There were only three, and anyway, it happened two months ago.  It was a bit of a youngster’s lark.  I’m older and wiser now - twenty five.  Come on, be a sport.

JANET
I’m sorry, sir - 



(Tom enters from the surgery.  He is a pleasant young man of thirty-odd, a 

little old-fashioned and stuffy in his manner.  He wears morning jacket and 

pinstripes.)

TOM
Henry, would you mind moderating your voice to a dull roar?  I’m trying to examine Sir Francis Tresham.

HENRY
Why don’t you send him to the Royal Zoological Society?  They’d be quite interested.  You could throw in his wife, too.

JANET
I think I’d better get about my duties, sir.  Excuse me.  (Exit R)

TOM
Why don’t you do the same, Henry?  Lady Tresham’s here and you know she can’t stand you.

HENRY
Yes, I noticed her poisoning the plants in the garden.

TOM
Poisoning the plants?

HENRY
Well, looking at them.  Same thing, with her.



(Enter, from the garden, Lady Tresham and Beatrice.  Lady Tresham is 

something of a dragon.  Beatrice, her daughter, is the opposite; attractive, 

innocent, athletic and with the air of having been captain of games at a girl’s 

public school.  She is twenty)

TOM
Ah, dear Lady Tresham!  (Henry rolls his eyes)  Have you enjoyed looking round the garden?

LADY T
No I have not!  It is far too hot and there are too many insects around (Looks pointedly at Henry.)  And I almost stepped into some wet cement.

HENRY
(quietly) Pity it was ‘almost’.

LADY T
What did you say, young man?

HENRY
I said you look warm as toast.  You’re looking extremely well, Miss Tresham.

BEATRICE
Thank you, Henry - 

LADY T
Yes, well, you can keep your distance, young man.  And take that leer off your face!  I know you’re mentally undressing my daughter.

BEATRICE
Mummy!

LADY T
Well, I can read his mind.  It’s like reading one of those disgusting American novels they publish in Paris.

HENRY
You sound as though you’re quite well-read, Lady Tresham.

TOM
(loudly) Sorry about the wet cement, Lady Tresham.  I’ve had a man laying the foundations of a pool.

BEATRICE
How interesting!  You’ll get all sorts of wild life - frogs and toads and things.

LADY T
(looking pointedly at Henry) Ugh!  Creepy-crawlies!  I should have thought you had enough of that sort of creature already, Thorne.

TOM
I’ll just go and see if Sir Francis is dressed yet.  (Exit thankfully to surgery)

HENRY
I’ve left my handkerchief upstairs.  Excuse me, won’t you.  (Exit L)

LADY T
With the greatest of pleasure, young man.  Though if I were his mother I’d have run out of excuses by now.

BEATRICE
Mummy, I shall get very angry with you.

LADY T
And why, pray, will you be angry?

BEATRICE
You’re in Dr Thorne’s house and his brother has a right to be here.  You have no right to be rude to him.

LADY T
Beatrice, that young man is a positive danger to all the gels in this district.  Like all men, he’s after one thing.

BEATRICE
And what’s that?

LADY T
Never mind.  It’s no concern of yours till you’re twenty-one.

BEATRICE
I soon will be twenty-one.  Mummy, you go to ridiculous extremes to shield me from the facts of life.  It was bad enough last year when we saw those two horses in the field, and you tried to tell me that one was trying to get a better view of the church steeple.

LADY T
Perhaps it was the stable clock.

BEATRICE
Mummy, I can be trusted on my own.

LADY T
You wouldn’t be safe with certain young men, Beatrice. (Looks L)

BEATRICE
Of course I would.  I wasn’t captain of games at school for nothing.  Look at that! (Flexes her biceps)  I could handle any man.  I only wish I had the chance.

LADY T
Beatrice, you are developing the morals of an undergraduate.  And by the way, on the subject of men, you seem quite friendly with the Thornes.

BEATRICE
I met Tom at the hunt ball.  He was with his young lady.

LADY T
Martha Denby?  I don’t know what she sees in him.  She ought to be setting her cap at someone with the means to support her.

BEATRICE
I think Martha’s made a very good catch in Tom Thorne.

LADY T
I suppose it could be worse.  It could be Henry.



(Tom re-enters from the surgery, accompanied by Sir Francis Tresham.  Sir 

Francis is bluff, hearty and a little shady.  He is dressed country-style, in 

tweeds)

SIR F
There we are, Arabella.  Nothing to worry about after all.  Doctor says there’s nothing wrong with me.

LADY T
Nothing that he can cure, I suppose, Francis.  It is not a doctor’s business to treat that empty rumbling noise in your wallet.

SIR F
Ha!  Humph!  So ye’ve had a quiet half hour to look around the garden, eh, m’dear?  Thorne tells me ye nearly fell into his cement, what?

LADY T
Yes, Francis, but I’m afraid I had to disappoint you by walking round it.  So you can’t collect anything on my life assurance yet.  Well, are we ready to go into town?

SIR F
Yes, yes.  You two go and wait in the car.  I’ll just clear up one or two matters with Thorne. (Ushers them out, R.)  I’ll see you out.  Mind ye don’t fall down the front steps, Arabella, what?  Ha ha!  (Returning)  Me little joke, Thorne.  Now look, I want a quick word with ye.

TOM
Yes, Sir Francis?

SIR F
(Sitting down)  I mentioned in the surgery that I’m lookin’ for a loan, remember?  Now what about Roger Ruffage?  D’ye think he’d lend me what I need?

TOM
He may, but he never lends without strings attached.  Look at Armstrong.  He borrowed from Ruffage, then got into so much debt that Ruffage had him evicted and sold Armstrong Hall to Sir Alfred Denby.

SIR F
Pah!  Armstrong was a fool and serve him right, by gad!  See here, Thorne.  Ain’t your brother takin’ out Ruffage’s daughter?

TOM
Yes, he does see a lot of Mary Ruffage.

SIR F
Lucky blighter!  How much of her does he see, eh, haw haw!  How well does Henry know Ruffage?

TOM
Well enough to act as bookie’s runner for him.

SIR F
Capital!  A little family pressure, eh?

TOM
I’ll see what I can do, Sir Francis.  How much do you need?

SIR F
I’ve been thinkin’ it over carefully, Thorne.  Takin’ everything into consideration, I should say not less than fifty.

TOM
Fifty?  (Smiling)  But my dear Sir Francis, I thought you were on your knees, and all you want is fifty pounds?

SIR F
Fifty thousand, old boy.

TOM
Fifty thousand pounds!  But that’s an enormous sum!  You wouldn’t get that even if you mortgaged Treshamsbury.  Why do you need so much?

SIR F
Look here, Thorne, you’re a man of the world.  Wink and a nod - nuff said, what?

TOM
Whatever is said here will be treated as strictly confidential, Sir Francis.

SIR F
Good.  I shan’t beat about the bush any longer, Thorne.  As ye well know, I’m a family man.  Hearth and home, slippers and pipe, curly-headed children at me knee, all that sort of thing.  Well, Thorne, when a chap’s a family man, a mistress runs damned expensive, what?  I mean, a chap has his wife and daughter to keep as well.

TOM
I don’t know, Sir Francis.  I haven’t a mistress.

SIR F
Well, ye don’t need one yet.  You ain’t married.  But ain’t ye takin’ out Denby’s gel?

TOM
Yes, but she’s not my mistress, Sir Francis.  I don’t go in for clandestine relationships.

SIR F
Suit yerself, Thorne.  But take it from me, old boy, mistresses are a liability.  No sense of propriety.  No decency.  Moneygrabbers!  That’s all they are.  Moneygrabbers!  Treat ye like a meals ticket, Thorne, use ye for their own ends.

TOM
I see.  Er - if it’s not an indelicate question, Sir Francis, how many mistresses have you?

SIR F
Only one, old boy.  What d’ye take me for?  A philanderer?  But she takes a lot of upkeep: more than the wife and daughter together, d’ye see?  Then there’s entertainin’ to do and race meetin’s to attend.  I tell ye, Thorne, if I can’t get a loan, I’ll have to choose between keepin’ on Fifi and givin’ up entertainin’.

TOM
Perhaps you should choose in favour of the entertaining and give up - er - Fifi, Sir Francis.

SIR F
What?  And make do with the wife?  Me dear feller, that’s a bit thick!

TOM
However, I think you should draw in your horns a little and make some small sacrifice.

SIR F
Ain’t I sacrificed enough already?  We’re reduced to three indoor servants at Treshambury.  D’ye know what kind of car I run now?  An Orstin!  Here am I, Lord of the Manor, Chairman of the County Council, Justice of the Peace, runnin’ around in a damned Orstin!

TOM
It may be unpleasant to face the fact, Sir Francis, but you are living beyond your means.  You must save money.  It seems to me that you either get rid of the mistress, or take one who’s less expensive.

SIR F
Well...I suppose I could think about that, Thorne.  Well, must be off.  Don’t want the wife breathin’ fire over me.  Thanks for yer time, Thorne.  See meself out.  (Exit, R)

TOM
A pleasure, Sir Francis.  Goodbye.


(Enter Henry, L)

HENRY
Gone, has he?  Swindled you out of a few quid, I suppose.

TOM
If you’re referring to Sir Francis, no.  And if you’ve come to ask about the Rover, you can’t have it.

HENRY
Oh, go on, brother.  Just for tonight.

TOM
No.  The last time you had the Rover I found - (hesitates) - garments on the back seat.

HENRY
(innocently) Garments, Tom?  What?  A raincoat?  Gloves?

TOM
You know perfectly well they were female underthings.  Do you realise Lady Lufton nearly saw them.

HENRY
Have a heart, Tom.  I need a comfortable back seat.  And I’m sick of the two-seater.  The wipers don’t wipe, the lights don’t light, the brakes don’t brake, and the pistons - they don’t work either.

TOM
No, and that’s final.  If you want to live the life of a latter-day Lothario, get yourself a flat in London.

HENRY
You know I can’t afford it.

TOM
Then get a decent profession.

HENRY
Like yours?  A struggling country doctor?  No thanks.

TOM
No.  You’d rather live from hand to mouth, as always.  Just as you’ve done since you squandered the money left you, not to mention father’s before that.

HENRY
Go on, rub it in like one of your liniments, three times a day.

TOM
You’ve blown it all on racehorses, and look at you now!  Bookie’s runner for Roger Ruffage!  A man of your upbringing.

HENRY
It’s not as if I were the Duke of Cumberland, Tom.  And there’s nothing wrong with Roger.  He’s not dishonest.  Bit of a rough diamond, I’ll grant you, but he has more money than you and I put together.

TOM
I’m not surprised when idiots like you throw it at him.

HENRY
He also happens to be the father of my beloved.

TOM
Mary Ruffage?  Another rough diamond, is she?

HENRY
You think so?  I’ll introduce you some day.  She’s a very nice girl.  Her father sent her to Cheltenham Ladies’ College.

TOM
Humph.  Compared to the sort of girl you normally go around with, I’ll bet she stood out like a sore thumb.

HENRY
Tom!  You astound me, what with all the store you set by good breeding.

TOM
There’s nothing wrong with breeding, Henry.  It’s a pity you don’t practise some.

HENRY
I’m trying to!  That’s why I want the keys to the Rover!

TOM
Oh, you’re impossible!

HENRY
Tom, the world’s changed since you were alive.  People fly across the Atlantic in airships now.  There are talking pictures, wireless.  This is 1935.

TOM
Right and wrong don’t change.

HENRY
Girls do.  They make the running nowadays, you know.

TOM
Nice girls don’t.

HENRY
I admit sometimes a chap has to put himself out.  But you know that yourself, don’t you?

TOM
If you’re referring to Martha, you can keep her out of this conversation.

HENRY
I was merely going to say what a nice girl she is.

TOM
No you weren’t.  You were about to pollute her name with suggestive remarks.

HENRY
Wouldn’t dream of it, old man.  But good Lord, Tom!  Martha’s twenty-nine!

TOM
Twenty-eight.  And what does that imply?

HENRY
Simply that she’s hardly some innocent village maiden.

TOM
There you are!  Innuendo!  Smears!

HENRY
Compared with Beatrice Tresham.  Come on, old man!  You’ve been taking her out for the past year.  Surely you’re not still just holding hands?

TOM
That’s none of your business.  Miss Denby happens to be a very well-bred young lady.

HENRY
Hah!  Discreet, you mean.  I’ll bet she’s seen a bit of life, so to speak.

TOM
How dare you?  I ought to punch you on the nose, you little rat!

HENRY
All right, calm down.  Of course, if and when you marry her, you’ll do well out of her old man, won’t you, old man?

TOM
Sir Alfred Denby is a respectable businessman.  His money is none of your concern, or mine either.

HENRY
Yes, respectable.  Unlike Sir Francis Tresham, what?

TOM
What about Sir Francis?

HENRY
I know why he came here today.  Medical examination, my foot!  He’s short of money again - 

TOM
How do you know?

HENRY
It’s the talk of the bar in the Dragon.  He came here to try to cadge money from you, just as he does with everyone he knows.  We’d all be better off if he was put in jail, but the police daren’t prosecute the chairman of the county council, not even when he’s drunk in charge of a car, which is pretty often.  Pah!  He makes me sick.


(Enter Janet, R)

JANET
Excuse me, sir.  I’ve finished all my work, and you did say before lunch that I could take the evening off.

TOM
Oh, yes, yes, Janet.  Your sister’s not well, is she?  You’ll be going to see her?

JANET
Yes, sir.

TOM
Stay the night with her, if you like.  Henry will be out, and I’m going out with Miss Denby.  I’ll manage.

HENRY
So shall I, Janet, especially if Tom lends me the Rover.

JANET
Yes, Mr Henry.  I’ll go and get my coat.  (Exit, L)

TOM
Now look, Henry, don’t start your smutty talk with Janet.  As for Sir Francis, let me remind you that he’s done a lot for me.  He introduced me to Sir Alfred Denby.

HENRY
He introduced you to a set of people among whom you are like a fish out of water.  They use you, Tom, but you can’t see it.  Why don’t you stop this obsessive chasing after rich and titled people?

TOM
I’ve had enough sermonising from you, Henry.  Here, take the keys of the two-seater and go.  (Hands over set of car keys from pocket.)

HENRY
(agreeably surprised when he looks at the keys)  Thanks, Tom.  Thanks very much.  I’ll be off, then.  No sense in hanging about.  Enjoy your evening with Martha.

TOM
I shall.  At least we won’t be behaving like animals in the back of the Rover.

HENRY
(glancing at keys) No, I don’t suppose you will, old man.  By the way, you couldn’t lend me a fiver?

TOM
Certainly not.

HENRY
Thirty bob?

TOM
Here’s a pound.  It’s all you’ll get until next week.  Now go and wallow in some haystack with your paramour.

HENRY
No, I don’t think I’ll do that after all.  Toodle pip, Tom.  (Exit through french window)

TOM
And don’t step in my cement!


(Enter Janet, L)

JANET
I’ll be off now, sir.  I’ll just walk across the fields.  It’s a lovely evening.

TOM
No, no.  I’ll run you across, Janet.  It won’t take five minutes.  (Puts hand into pocket).  Good heavens!  No wonder he won’t be wallowing in haystacks!

JANET
I beg your pardon, sir?

TOM
I’ve just given Henry the keys to the Rover!



(Tom makes for the French window, but a car starts in the distance and races 

away.  Curtain as Tom stands, shaking his fist.)

SCENE TWO



(The same, about ten-thirty that night.  Enter R, Tom and Martha Denby 


returning from an evening out.  She is a sophisticated and attractive twenty-

eight year old.)

TOM
Well, here we are Martha.  We’ll have coffee.  That should be all right, at least.

MARTHA
(As Tom removes her coat) Let’s hope so.

TOM
I’m sorry about the evening, Martha.  Nothing went according to plan.

MARTHA
It wasn’t your fault that the film broke, Tom.  But I wish they’d get something other than “Blood and Sand”.  That must be the fifteenth time they’ve shown it.

TOM
Well, that’s the Barchester Gaumont for you.  Pity they’re not wired for sound yet.

MARTHA
It wouldn’t have been so bad if the meal afterwards hadn’t been...

TOM
Slightly below standard, shall we say?

MARTHA
Absolutely disastrous, you mean.

TOM
Yes, that little roadhouse has fallen off lately.  Trouble is, there’s nowhere else to go.

MARTHA
Darling, we could try an evening in London.  I know you think it’s Babylon, but there are some nice little restaurants where we can quietly enjoy ourselves.  Come to think of it, why did you use the two-seater tonight?  You’ve never taken me out in it before.

TOM
I meant to use the Rover as usual, but I accidentally gave Henry the keys.

MARTHA
I suppose he’ll be giving some lucky girl a whale of a time.

TOM
A whale of a time?  He’ll be seducing her in the back seat!

MARTHA
That’s what I mean.

TOM
It was his declared intention to get Mary Ruffage - whoever she is - into the back seat.  That’s why I wouldn’t let him have the keys.

MARTHA
But I thought you said -

TOM
Yes, but I didn’t mean to.  The trouble is, I tend to lose my temper with Henry, and he takes advantage of it.

MARTHA
So we had the two-seater by default?  What a let-down!  I thought that just for once you were going to be terribly daring and whisk me up to Town, or , better still, Brighton, for a naughty weekend.

TOM
Good heavens, Martha!  I’m afraid that wouldn’t do, you know.

MARTHA
Leading you astray, am I, Tom?  All right, I’ll come back to boring reality.

TOM
Like a drink?

MARTHA
Mm.  Gin and It, please.  (Tom pours a drink for her, but none for himself).  Did you say Janet was out?

TOM
Yes.  Her sister’s unwell, so she’ll be spending the night with her.

MARTHA
And Henry?

TOM
Don’t worry.  Since I’ve been fool enough to let him have the Rover, he’ll be in London.  It won’t be the first time he’s been out all night on a binge.  We’ll not see him until about Saturday, when he’ll stagger in looking like the Phantom of the Opera.  (Hands Martha her glass and sits beside her on sofa.)

MARTHA
He’s quite fun, isn’t he, your brother?

TOM
If you lived with him, the novelty would soon wear off, I assure you.

MARTHA
I don’t know.  I get along quite well with him.  He certainly keeps me amused.

TOM
I wish he would do the same for me.

MARTHA
You’re both so different.  You’re everything that he’s not, and vice versa.

TOM
It wouldn’t do for me to be seen doing the things Henry does.

MARTHA
You could do some of the things he does, darling.

TOM
What?  Drinking and gambling?

MARTHA
(snuggling up and ruffling his hair) No, you silly.  Things that involve partners.  The sort of thing that Henry does often need a partner.

TOM
The last time Henry got involved with a partner was in some shady deal selling shares after the Wall Street Crash.  His partner fled to Brazil leaving Henry in the lurch.  That cost the family fortunes a pretty penny.

MARTHA
I wasn’t thinking of business partners, Tom.  I was thinking - oh, never mind.  Aren’t you having a drink?

TOM
Better not, I think.  That wine at dinner quite went to my head, and I’ve still got to drive you home.

MARTHA
Well, you don’t have to drive me home, Tom.

TOM
What?  You can’t walk from here!

MARTHA
I wasn’t thinking of walking home.  (Puts down glass)

TOM
Well what?  You can’t fly home.

MARTHA
(sighing)  Oh, Tom!  Can’t you take a hint?

TOM
Hint?  I’m sorry, Martha, perhaps I’m a bit obtuse but - 

MARTHA
Darling, we’re alone.  (Suggestively massages his chest)  We’ll be alone all night.

TOM
(squirming)  Martha, stop it!  (Writhes)  I’m ticklish!  (She gets her hand inside his shirt)  I say!  Do stop it!  What if someone should come in?

MARTHA
Mmm.  (Buries her face in his shirt front)  You’re the strangest man I’ve ever met.  Must I spell it out to you?

TOM
Spell out what?  Martha, you’re breathing into my shirt and all over my - skin.

MARTHA
Why shouldn’t we - ?  Look, you’re supposed to ask me this.  Why not - ?  Oh, Tom!  Surely we’re past the stage of just holding hands and kissing goodnight?  I want to stay the night.

TOM
(rigid with shock)  What?  You mean you want to sleep here?

MARTHA
Yes.

TOM
But where?  I haven’t a spare bed.

MARTHA
(sighing despairingly)  I suppose I could always have Henry’s.

TOM
Oh dear, no!  He may possibly return.  I know!  What about my bed?  It’s a nice, big double.

MARTHA
Oh, Tom!  At last!

TOM
And of course I’ll sleep on the sofa here.

MARTHA
(disappointedly) Ohhh!

TOM
Don’t worry.  I’ll be quite comfortable.  But I don’t know what Sir Alfred Denby will say if his daughter’s out all night.

MARTHA
For Heavens’ sake!  Father doesn’t tuck me up with my teddy any more.  I need something bigger and warmer to hug.

TOM
I can fill you a hot water bottle and make you really comfortable.

MARTHA
Oh, don’t bother.  I shouldn’t put you to the trouble.  I’ve changed my mind.  Will you run me home, please?  (Stands)

TOM
Can’t I make a cup of coffee first?  It’ll help the digestion.

MARTHA
No thanks, Tom.  I’d rather - 


(The door R crashes open and Henry lurches in, his clothes awry)

HENRY
Good evening one and all.  (Tom leaps up, falling over Martha)

TOM
Henry!  Where the he - where the dickens have you come from?  What are you doing here?

HENRY
I was under the impression that I lived here, ol’ man.  Came home to go to bed, what?  Can’t spend the night on a park bench in London.

TOM
So you’ve been to London!  I thought so.  And whom did you take?  Mary Ruffage?

HENRY
As a matter of fact, no, Tom.  When I realised you’d so kindly given me the keys to the Rover I popped in to see a friend of Roger’s, and made a small investment on the five-thirty.

TOM
You mean you gambled that money I gave you?

HENRY
Got it back at five to one, though.  Then I went to the Dragon and somehow never got round to picking up Mary.  Met a few of the chaps and we piled into the old Rover and headed for the bright lights.

TOM
At least Mary was saved from what you had planned for her.

HENRY
Tom, you’re obsessed with sex.  You really ought to get yourself psychoanalysed.  Ah!  Miss Denby.  Good evening.  How charming you look tonight.  I must apologise for my brother.  His one-track mind, you know, money and sex, inhibits his social graces.  Prevents him from introducing us.  (Bows over her hand).  Madame, your servant.

MARTHA
Enchantee, monsieur.

TOM
Don’t play up to him, Martha, he thrives on it.

HENRY
I thrive on the beauty of the prettiest lady in the room.

MARTHA
I’m the only lady in the room.

HENRY
But what about that old woman - oh, it’s Tom!

TOM
Henry, I’ll -

HENRY
Tom, have I told you about the Farmers’ Ball?

TOM
The Farmers’ Ball?  What about it?

HENRY
It’s off.  The farmer fell into the threshing machine.

MARTHA
(laughing)  Henry, you’re incorrigible.

TOM
I’d say something stronger than that, Martha.  He’s not getting away with that sort of remark in front of you.  Listen, worm, (seizes him by the collar) get out and off to bed.  (Henry hangs limply in Tom’s grip)  You see what an objectionable little bounder he is, Martha?

MARTHA
Oh, Tom!  Don’t treat him like that.  Look, I’ve changed my mind about the coffee.  Why don’t you make us all a cup?

HENRY
Coffee?  Good idea.  Tom, we rely on you.  You make the best coffee of anyone I know.  How about it?  Or what about cocoa?

TOM
If it helps to sober you up, yes.

HENRY
Good old Tom!  Not that I’m drunk, mind you.

TOM
Anyone who behaves as you have tonight can hardly be sober.

MARTHA
Oh, Tom, just let the matter drop.

TOM
All right.  But, Henry, you behave yourself.  Martha, if he says anything suggestive, just give me a call.

MARTHA
I’ll keep him under control, Tom.  Sit over there, Henry, and be quiet.  (Henry sits in armchair.  Martha sits on sofa.  Tom goes out, L.)  So you’ve been to London, have you?

HENRY
Yes.  Had a damned good time, too.

MARTHA
I hope you didn’t do anything your brother wouldn’t have done.

HENRY
Didn’t really get the chance.  I’d half-planned to have my wicked way with Mary Ruffage.

MARTHA
(chuckling) You naughty boy.  But the bright lights lured you away from Mary’s charms?

HENRY
Well - it’s all very well to talk about having one’s wicked will and so forth.  I do it to annoy Tom, mainly.  But the reality, I’m afraid, would have been a bit disappointing.  I prefer girls with a little more experience, like some I know.  (Looks pointedly at Martha).

MARTHA
(turning from his gaze)  How I wish Tom would take me to London.  He claims it’s a four-hour drive.

HENRY
It is, if you plod along at twenty-five.  Tom’s like that, a plodder.  Dependable, reliable to the hilt, but no flair, no zip.  I’ll bet he took you to the Gaumont tonight to watch some old silent flick.

MARTHA
(smiling) Yes, as ever.

HENRY
“Blood and Sand”?  As ever?

MARTHA
I think they show it once a month.

HENRY
I could take you to an Astaire and Rogers movie in Town, but of course I shouldn’t say that.

MARTHA
Of course you shouldn’t, but it does no harm to talk.

HENRY
No, it does no harm.  Pity it has to stop at talk.

MARTHA
Tom’s taking a long time with that coffee.

HENRY
He always takes his time.  He’s a plodder, as I say.  If he doesn’t hurry up it’ll be past his bedtime, and of course he has to take you home yet.

MARTHA
He did offer me a bed for the night.

HENRY
(leering) Really?

MARTHA
I mean, he offered to sleep down here on the sofa.

HENRY
I see.  (After a moment he bursts out laughing)

MARTHA
What do you find so amusing?

HENRY
You know perfectly well what I’m laughing at, Martha.

MARTHA
At Tom sleeping down here?

HENRY
What else?  Hang it all, Martha, you know me.

MARTHA
Yes, I believe I do.

HENRY
You know where I’d sleep.

MARTHA
Henry!  The last time we discussed this we agreed not to raise that subject any more.

HENRY
Yes, but it’s damned difficult for a man.  Engaged or not, Martha, you’re an attractive girl.

MARTHA
I am not engaged, Henry.  Tom and I are friends, that’s all.

HENRY
Of course you’re not engaged.  You never will be.  Tom’s no the man for you and we both know it.  Now then, now that we’re telling the truth, let’s admit that since you’re not engaged, it’s pointless keeping up the pretence.

MARTHA
Pretence?

HENRY
That we shouldn’t discuss getting together again, perhaps?

MARTHA
(warningly) Henry!

HENRY
(sitting beside her)  Let’s continue telling the truth.  You like me, I like you.  We agreed on that when we spent that marvellous night together, remember?  (Takes her hand; she does not resist)  We both know how we feel.  As I say, let’s continue telling the truth.

MARTHA
(yielding to him) Oh, Henry!  We shouldn’t be doing this.  (He kisses her)  Not after the last time.  I felt so guilty then.  I don’t want to betray Tom again.

HENRY
Snatch the moment while we can!  Don’t think of Tom; you don’t love him.  Forget him and think of us.  All too soon it’ll be time for - 


(Enter Tom, backwards)

TOM
Cocoa?  (He enters backwards, L, wearing striped pyjamas under an old woollen dressing gown, carrying a tray with three steaming mugs on it, and a large alarm clock.  He fails to see Martha and Henry.  Henry leaps up so that Martha collapses on the sofa.)

HENRY
Let me help you, Tom.  (Crosses to him)

MARTHA
Tom!  You’ve got ready for bed!

TOM
Thought I’d get ready while the kettle boiled.

MARTHA
But - but you’re taking me home, aren’t you?

TOM
Good heavens!  I completely forgot!  I told you the wine had gone to my head.

HENRY
You dirty devil!  Martha, this is a ploy to seduce you.  You must admire the man’s nerve.

TOM
(embarrassed)  What?  It - it’s nothing of the sort.  Look, I’ll go and change to take you home, Martha.  How stupid of me to forget.

MARTHA
Well, it is late...

HENRY
Tom, if it takes you as long to dress as it has to undress, you won’t get away before morning.  Besides, I don’t think you’re fit to drive if the wine’s affected you as you say it has.

TOM
Nonsense!  I’ll go upstairs - 

HENRY
What do you think, Martha?  Is he fit to drive you home?  I think you should stay.

MARTHA
Unless you drive me home, Henry.

HENRY
Impossible.  I’ve had much more to drink than Tom has.  We Thornes have weak heads for alcohol.  No, I think you should stay here.

MARTHA
Well...

TOM
Of course, you can have my bed, as arranged.

HENRY
It’s settled, then.


(Martha looks at Henry, then smiles knowingly.  Henry returns the smile.)

MARTHA
All right.  It’s settled.

TOM
Good!  Now, I made cocoa for us, Martha, because we both need a good night’s sleep, and strong black coffee for you, Henry.

HENRY
Because I need to stay awake?

TOM
No, to counteract the alcohol in your system.

HENRY
Of course.  Must get rid of the alcohol, otherwise the night won’t be the same.  (Catches Martha’s eye again.  Both smile knowingly)

TOM
(giving mugs)  There we are.  Martha.  Henry.

HENRY
Tom, you’ve forgotten something.

TOM
What?

HENRY
The glass for your teeth!

TOM
You cheeky little blighter!

MARTHA
Now, boys!  Let’s all drink our cocoa in peace, shall we?

HENRY
Right.  You drinking yours here, Martha?  I think I’ll take mine up to bed.  Why not have yours in bed, now that you’ve decided to stay?

MARTHA
Do you think I should?

HENRY
It’s up to you.  I think it’ll be nicer in bed.

TOM
There’s a bottle in your bed, Martha.

HENRY
What about me?

TOM
Don’t be stupid!

MARTHA
You’ll be nice and warm, Henry, I’m sure.

HENRY
That’s all right, then.  Nothing like being nice and warm in bed, eh?

TOM
Yes, an early night will do us all good.  Since you’re going upstairs, Henry, would you show Martha her room?

HENRY
Aren’t you going to?

TOM
Hardly good form, old man.  I’m in my pyjamas.

HENRY
(briskly)  Right!  I’ll take Martha upstairs while you make yourself comfortable down here.  You needn’t come upstairs at all, old man.  Use the cushions as pillows and get a couple of rugs.

TOM
Thanks, Henry.  I think Henry will manage to look after you, Martha.  If you need anything, just ask him.

MARTHA
I’ll do that, don’t worry.

TOM
And of course, Henry will give you your cocoa.

MARTHA
I think I’ll enjoy my cocoa.

HENRY
You certainly will, Martha.  This way.  (Leads her out, L)  See you in the morning, Tom.  Good night.  (Exit)

MARTHA
Good night, Dr Thorne.  Sleep soundly.

TOM
I shall.  Goodnight, Martha.  Enjoy your cocoa.

MARTHA
I’ll enjoy my cocoa, you needn’t worry.

HENRY (off)
Special cocoa, best sleeping pill in the world.  Come on, Martha, your cocoa’s getting cold.


(Exit Martha, L)

TOM
(to himself) Special cocoa?  It was only the usual Bournville!  The damned fool!

Curtain
ACT TWO

SCENE ONE


(The same next morning.  Martha, in a negligee, is in Henry’s arms on the sofa)

MARTHA
Darling, what wonderful cocoa you make.  You know, at first I had scruples about betraying Tom, but now I don’t think it matters.  Am I being terribly callous?

HENRY
No, just realistic.

MARTHA
Where did you say this negligee came from?  It’s old-fashioned but marvellously comfortable.

HENRY
Just an old thing of my late mother’s.  By rights it should have gone to Janet, but she thought it was too daring.  By the way, Janet came back this morning.  I’d rather she didn’t find you like this.  She’d tell Tom straight away.  Strong sense of duty, you know.

MARTHA
Yes, it would be rather awkward if Tom found out.

HENRY
He’d probably throw me out.  Then where would I go?

MARTHA
We’d find somewhere together.  (Embracing him).  Oh darling!  It’s no use.  Tom will have to be told anyway.

HENRY
About us?

MARTHA
Yes, the wedding plans that you talked about last night.

HENRY
(evasively) Not just yet, darling.  He has a devilish temper.  We’ll break it to him gently at the right time, but not now.  We don’t want to hurt his feelings.

TOM (off)
Right, Mr Jones.  We’ll leave it to set.  ‘Bye for now.

HENRY
Quick!  He’s coming.  Go upstairs and dress.  I’ll see you later, darling.  I’ve a call to make in the village, but I shouldn’t be too long.

MARTHA
Tonight at my house?

HENRY
Tonight. (Blows kiss.  Exit Martha, L. Henry hurriedly sits down with a copy of “The Lancet”.  Enter Tom from garden)

TOM
Morning, Henry.  Managed to drag yourself out of bed at last, I see.

HENRY
Yes, always a bit sluggish first thing in the morning, old man.

TOM
Hardly first thing.  It’s almost eleven.  I’ve been talking to Mr Jones about the pool.  While you’ve been snoring upstairs a lot of cement’s been laid.

HENRY
(quietly) And that’s not all.

TOM
Pardon?

HENRY
I said mind you don’t fall.  Into the wet cement, I mean.

TOM
Oh, only a damned fool would fall into it.

HENRY
Sleep well, did you?

TOM
Like a log, thanks.  You?

HENRY
Not very well.  Couldn’t get off.

TOM
Yes.  It looks as though Martha’s enjoying a lie-in as well.  I don’t suppose she slept very well, either.

HENRY
Probably not.

TOM
You’re looking very smart for this time of day.

HENRY
I’m going round to see Mary.  I’ll get a few flowers on the way.

TOM
Hah!  Yes, of course, since she remains virgo intacta, I imagine you’ll have to put in some work to reinstate yourself.

HENRY
Not half as much as you’ll have to do, old man.

TOM
What do you mean?

HENRY
Oh, simply that as far as I could see, Martha wasn’t too enchanted by your decision to leave her on her own last night.

TOM
When I want your opinion on Martha’s state of mind I’ll ask for it.  Honestly, Henry, just because you behave like a - a centaur in rut you think everyone else does!

HENRY
I’m not a complete rotter, you know, Tom.  Where am I going now?

TOM
To charm poor Mary into excusing your neglect of her last night.  Then probably to seduce her at last.

HENRY
You always think the worst of me.  Besides, it’s not the time of day for strenuous activity.  No, I’ll just take a few flowers.  It’s not the first time I’ve taken her a present.

TOM
Yes, I remember you taking her something the other week.

HENRY
A small trinket, bit of jewellery.  Nothing important.

TOM
Not if you get what you want, I suppose.

HENRY
Come on, Tom.  I’m not completely mercenary.

TOM
You look upon Mary Ruffage as just another conquest.  Flowers, forsooth!  Trinkets!  You think you can buy people, don’t you?

HENRY
If abuse is all I’m going to get, I may as well go.

TOM
Good idea.

HENRY
I’ll give Martha a lift home.

TOM
She doesn’t appear to be up yet, and you are not going into her bedroom to see.  I’ll run Martha home later.  The keys to the two-seater are on the hall table.

HENRY
Righto.  I’ll see you later then.  Oh, by the way - 

TOM
Yes?
HENRY
Couldn’t lend me the keys to the Rover, could you? (Quick exit R as Tom throws “The Lancet” at him.  As Tom retrieves “The Lancet”, Sir Francis appears at French windows)

SIR F
Psst!

TOM
Sir Francis!  You haven’t come through the garden?

SIR F
Didn’t want to be seen, old boy, don’t ye know?

TOM
Well, what can I do for you?  You didn’t walk in my cement, by the way?

SIR F
No.  Only a damned fool would step into that.  Are you alone, old boy?  (We see that his shoes are cement-caked)

TOM
At the moment, yes.

SIR F
Good egg!  (Enters)  See here, Thorne.  I want a quick private conversation with ye.  I want no-one to know I’m here, in case her ladyship finds out.

TOM
Of course, Sir Francis.  But why all the secrecy?

SIR F
Well, her ladyship intercepted a message I intended to send Ruffage re the loan.  So I must lie low for a day or two.  On the other hand, Thorne old boy, I find meself in desperate need of a small sub.  Must go up to Town and see Fifi, don’t ye know?

TOM
How much do you need?

SIR F
Good feller!  Thought ye might help.

TOM
Oh. I - I -

SIR F
It’s not much, old man.

TOM
I’ll do what I can, of course, Sir Francis, but I can’t lay my hands on much ready cash at present.

SIR F
Of course, old boy.  I mean, after all, ye run two cars - quite right too.  Got yer position to think of.  Especially with all those influential people I introduced ye to, what?

TOM
Oh, quite, quite.

SIR F
Mean to say, what?  If ye hadn’t been my personal physician, ye wouldn’t have half the practice.  Sir Alfred Denby, Lady Lufton, the Dean.  Quite understand yer problem re the ready cash, old boy.  Wouldn’t dream of askin’ ye to beggar yerself.  But I was wonderin’ if a hundred pounds...?

TOM
That’s a lot of money for me, Sir Francis.

SIR F
Pooh!  Drop in the ocean, old boy.  Ye won’t even miss it.  Post-date yer cheque a day or two if ye like.

TOM
Well, I don’t know.  I mean, of course I’ll help you as far as I can, Sir Francis.


(Enter Janet, R)

SIR F
Good man!

JANET
Excuse me, doctor.  Lady Tresham.

SIR F
What?  Thorne, she mustn’t find me here.

TOM
Hide in the library.  (Sir Francis rushes out L)  Show Lady Tresham in, Janet.  (Exit Janet, R)  A hundred pounds!  Where will I get that from?


(Enter Lady Tresham, R)

LADY T
Ah, Thorne!  Where is he?

TOM
Eh?  Where is who?

LADY T
Sir Francis!  I believe he has been here to see you.  Come along, man!  Don’t stand gaping.  You’re not a goldfish.

TOM
He’s - he’s - er - 

LADY T
Not here.  I can see that.

TOM
No, he’s gone.

LADY T
Don’t be such a wet little man, Thorne!  If he’s not here, he must have gone, mustn’t he?  Where?  (Tom makes vague gestures which take in the entire room)  What is that supposed to indicate?  Are you conducting an orchestra?  Ah!  (She strides to French windows).  This, no doubt, is his bolthole.  He scuttles about like a slippery little weasel, Thorne, and, mark my words, he’s up to something.  Whenever he’s up to something there’s money and a woman involved.  When I catch him, Thorne, I shall string his guts the length of this garden.  And if he is plotting something with your connivance, I shall string yours beside his.  Being a doctor, yours should stretch twice as far.  Be warned, Thorne!  (Exit through French windows)

TOM
Lady Tresham!  Remember the wet cement!  (Rushes out after her.  After a moment Sir Francis cautiously re-enters, L, followed by Martha, now dressed as in Act I, ii)

SIR F
Well, it has been a pleasure runnin’ into you again, Martha.  I think I’ll get away while the coast’s clear.  Can I offer you a lift?

MARTHA
That’s very kind of you, Sir Francis, but Tom’s driving me home.  I wonder where he is.

SIR F
I heard him goin’ after her ladyship, shoutin’ something about the wet cement.  Hope the damfool woman gets stuck.

MARTHA
(looking out of French window)  Oh yes.  Her ladyship does appear to have walked into it.  Perhaps we’d better help her.

SIR F
No fear!  I’ll make my escape while the goin’s good.  Sure ye don’t want a lift?

MARTHA
Well...Oh, Tom’s coming back.

SIR F
With her ladyship?

MARTHA
No, by himself.  I think her ladyship’s stuck.  (Tom rushes in in a panic)  Tom, since you’re busy, Sir Francis has offered to take me home.

TOM
(preoccupied) Yes, righto.  Must get a spade or a crowbar or something.  (Darts aimlessly about)

SIR F
Ain’t ye got one in the pottin’ shed, old boy?

TOM
The potting shed!  Of course.  (Rushes out through French windows)

SIR F
I’ll fetch yer case, Martha, if ye’ll tell me where it is.

MARTHA
Oh, I haven’t anything.  I stayed on impulse last night.

SIR F
Ah!  Sleepin’ au naturelle, what?  This way, Martha.  We’ll nip out of the side door. (Steers her out, L.  Tom rushes back in through French window)

TOM
(Goes to door, L)  Janet!  (Rushes to door R)  Janet!  (Janet answers unintelligibly off)  Could you help Lady Tresham out of the garden?  She doesn’t seem to want any more help from me.  (Janet again answers unintelligibly)  She’s stuck in the wet cement.  I mean, she’s got out, but her shoes are stuck.  (Janet says something)  No, I don’t think she wants your wellingtons.  (Goes to window and looks out)  Oh, she’s gone.  (Shouts)  She’s gone, Janet.  (Another reply from Janet)  No, it doesn’t matter now.  (Returns downstage just as Henry bursts in, R, almost knocking him down)

HENRY
Tom, Tom!  Help me!  For God’s sake, help me!

TOM
What the hell’s the matter with you?

HENRY
(looking fearfully over shoulder)  Ruffage!  Ruffage!  Quick!

TOM
What for?  Are you constipated?

HENRY
No!  They’re after me!  Hide me, or I’m a dead duck!

TOM
Who’s after you?

HENRY
The Ruffages!  Roger Ruffage!  And his pet gorilla, I think.


(The doorbell rings violently, followed by a thundering of fists)

HENRY
Hide me!

TOM
Into the surgery!  (Pushes Henry into surgery)  I’ll deal with this.  Don’t make a sound.

JANET (off)
I’m not sure the doctor’s in, Mr Ruffage.  It’s most irregular calling like this.  Morning surgery’s finished.

ROGER (off)
Ah’ll wait, an’ ma boys’ll wait an’ all.  (Janet enters, R, followed by Roger Ruffage and his son, Bernard.  Roger is a middle-aged bookie, dressed in a loud check suit.  He has a broad but indeterminate northern accent.  Bernard is a silent, hulking oaf, the bigger the better)

JANET
Mr Ruffage. (Exit, R)

TOM
Well, Mr Ruffage, what can I do for you?  If there’s anything amiss, you really ought to consult your own doctor, you know.

ROGER
There’s nowt wrong wi’me, nor ma lads neither.  It’s a matter of family business.  Your family and ma family, like.

TOM
Really?  Won’t you both sit down?

ROGER
Aye, we will.  Sit down, Bernard.  (Bernard sits heavily on sofa, Roger in armchair, Tom next to Bernard, gingerly)  This is me oldest lad, Bernard.  ‘E don’t say much: lets ‘is ‘ands do the talkin’ for ‘im, don’t yer, Bernard?  (Bernard nods)  Professional boxer, our Bernard.  Light-’eavyweight on account of ‘e’s a bit undersized.

TOM
Undersized?

ROGER
Aye, Bernard’s the oldest, but ‘e’s t’babby o’ t’family.  Ma other lads ‘ave outgrew ‘im.  Small-boned, yer know, like ‘is dear departed mother.  (Sniffs sorrowfully)  Aye well, it’s no good broodin’ on t’past.  Ma other lads, Jake an’ young Roger, are waitin’ outside ter mek sure nothin’ goes wrong.  Isn’t that right, Bernard?  (Bernard nods)

TOM
I see.  Well, Mr Ruffage - Bernard - (Bernard nods) - er, what did you want to see me about.

ROGER
Ah’m a plain man, doctor, and Ah s’ll come straight ter t’point.  That young bugger, your brother Henry, has give our Mary an engagement ring an’ promised ter marry ‘er.

TOM
What?  This morning?

ROGER
Nay.  About a week ago or mebbe more.  An’ Ah’ll tell yer summat else: she ‘asn’t seen ‘ide nor ‘air of ‘im since.

TOM
I see it all now!  “A small trinket.  A bit of jewellery.”

ROGER
Aye, well, mebbe it’s a small trinket to thee, doctor, but ter me it’s ma Mary’s reputation.  Isn’t it, Bernard?  (Bernard nods)  Bernard feels very strongly about ‘is little sister’s reputation, as one or two young fellers ‘ave found out when ‘e’s gone ter see them.  Mind, ‘e’s a very conscientious lad.  Always visits them in ‘ospital after, don’t yer, Bernard?  (Bernard nods)

TOM
Oh.  I had no desire to sully Mary’s reputation.  It’s simply that Henry has told me nothing of this, nothing at all.

ROGER
Aye, ‘appen ‘e’s not said much ter Mary neither.  So Ah’ve come ter see ‘im, like, an’ find out ‘is plans for t’weddin’.

TOM
Yes, yes, of course, of course.  We - we must talk things over and make what plans we need to -

ROGER
There’s nowt ter talk over, doctor.  Ah’ve bin ter see t’vicar, an’ it can be a week on Saturday at one o’clock.

TOM
(uncomfortably)  Oh?  Why so soon?

ROGER
No sense in waitin’.  Any road, Ah don’t believe in long courtships.  Ah’ve plenty o’money ter pay for t’weddin’.  There’ll be no need ter save.  Not like when Ah were young, an’ were courtin’ ma dear departed - (wipes away a tear)

TOM
Quite, quite.  Please, go on.

ROGER
Aye, well, naturally Ah want the best for ma dowter so t’reception’ll be at t’Mucky Duck.  That’s - er - t’Black Swan, o’course, doctor.  Ah’ll pay for t’reception an’ taxis an’ ivverything, an’ ‘Enry may choose ‘is own best man, as long as it’s not one o’ them nancy-boy students from t’back bar o’ t’Dragon.  Now, wheer is t’young bugger?  Ah want ter give ‘im a piece o’ ma mind, don’t Ah, Bernard?  (Bernard nods)

TOM
Ah - er - well, as a matter of fact, Mr Ruffage, Henry’s out at the moment.

ROGER
That’s funny.  We saw ‘im not ten minutes ago drivin’ up t’this ‘ouse like a bat outa hell, didn’t we, Bernard?  (Bernard nods)

TOM
Ah, well, you see - er - Bernard, that was Henry coming in to change his clothes.  He’s just gone out.  You’ve just missed him.

ROGER
Wheer’s he gone, then?

TOM
For - for a job.  For an interview to be a drill-twister in a mine.

ROGER
A drill-twister?  Ah were browt up in a pit village, but Ah’ve nivver heard o’that job afore.

TOM
In a diamond mine in South Africa.  It’s a very new job.  There aren’t many about, drill-twisters.

ROGER
Aye, well, Ah’ll twist ‘is bloody drill when Ah get me ‘ands on ‘im.  Still, (smiling) Ah suppose these things ‘appen an young folks are different nowadays.  And ‘e ‘as shown some initiative gettin’ ‘imself a job in South Africa, even though it’ll mean Ah s’ll miss ma Mary.  Ee, but it’s an ‘ard life, doctor.  First me poor departed wife, an’ now ma only dowter. (Wipes eyes and sniffs)

TOM
It’s not certain he’ll get the job.

ROGER
At least ‘e’s takin’ ‘is responsibilities seriously.  Ah can’t say Ah’m pleased, mind, ‘im not bein’ ‘ere an’ all, but as long as ‘e does t’right thing, we shouldn’t complain, should we, Bernard?  (Bernard shakes head)

TOM
Mr Ruffage...

ROGER
Call me Roger.  (Shakes hands with Tom)  After all, we’re goin’ ter be brothers-in-law.  This is yer new nephew, doctor.  Say ‘allo ter yer Uncle Tom, Bernard.  (Bernard, deadpan, shakes hands.  Tom grimaces with pain)  Eh, steady oh, lad.  We don’t want Uncle Tom wi’ a brokken ‘and for t’weddin’, do we?  Ee, Ah feel reet proud.  Ah only wish ma dear departed wife could ‘ave seen it.  (Wipes away tears and sniffs)  Still, we must accept what life sends, mustn’t we, Tom?

TOM
Oh, we must, we must.  Er, Mr Ruffage - Roger - I suppose Mary really wants to marry Henry?

ROGER
‘Course she does!  She’s wearin’ ‘is ring, isn’t she?

TOM
Of course, of course.  Well, in that case, I don’t think there’s much more to be said.

ROGER
(rising)  We’ll be on our way, then.  Ah’ve things ter be gettin’ on with.

TOM
There is just one thing, though.  A quite different matter.  It’s about a loan.

ROGER
By ‘eck, but that were quick!  Tha doesn’t waste any time, does tha, Tom lad?  Still, Ah suppose tha’s family now, eh?

TOM
Oh, it’s not for me, Roger.  It’s for a patient.  A business deal, of course.

ROGER
Oh aye?  Well, Ah’m in a bit of a rush at the moment, Tom, what wi’ results about ter start comin’ in.  Come round an’ see us sometime this week an’ we’ll talk about it then.  Tell yer brother Ah called.  Ah’ll be back ter see ‘im soon, the young bugger.  Come on, Bernard.  Say goodbye ter Uncle Tom.  (Bernard shakes hands with Tom, who winces again) See yer soon, Tom.

TOM
Yes, goodbye.  Call again any time, Roger, Bernard.  Janet will show you out.



(Exit Roger and Bernard, R.  Tom waits for the circulation to restore itself 

in his hand, then bounds across to surgery door and drags out Henry)

TOM
Out here at once!

HENRY
Well played, Tom!  That was a close one.

TOM
Too true it was close, brother, but not as close as the wedding a week on Saturday.

HENRY
Wedding, eh?  Ha ha!  That was a super story about me going to South Africa to work in a diamond mine.

TOM
I was trying to save your life, Henry.  Don’t you realise what you’ve done?  Mary Ruffage is wearing your engagement ring, and your salt of the earth Mr Ruffage is expecting you to be his son-in-law.

HENRY
Come off it, Tom.  It’s only that spare ring I keep to impress the girls.  Mary knows it’s only a joke.

TOM
Her father hasn’t seen the joke, and I’m afraid you’re hooked.  And why did he come here?  I thought you were taking those flowers to Mary.

HENRY
I was, then I saw them coming and turned the car round in a panic.  But as for the ring, Tom, I tell you it was a joke.

TOM
This time the joke’s on you.

HENRY
You can’t mean it.

TOM
Henry, I have never been more serious.  You are about to become a married man and the next time your prospective father-in-law calls, you will be at home.  I have finished protecting you from this moment, and you will now stand on your own two feet.  (Opens door, L)  You have become your own man from now!  Hasn’t he, Bernard!  (Exit, slamming door and leaving Henry crestfallen.  After a moment, Henry nervously lights a cigarette (or pours a drink) and sits, brooding.  Enter Beatrice through French window)

BEATRICE
(heartily) Hullo, Henry.

HENRY
(brooding) Hullo.

BEATRICE
You don’t sound very bright this morning.  Anything wrong?

HENRY
(rousing himself)  No, no.  Just suffered a slight setback to an otherwise promising day.  Some rather unpleasant news, but nothing to concern yourself about, thanks.

BEATRICE
Oh, I am sorry.  I hope things will turn out well for you.

HENRY
Well, let’s not talk about it.  Did you want to see Tom?

BEATRICE
Not particularly.  I simply called to apologise for the fracas that mummy caused earlier this morning.

HENRY
What was that?  I wasn’t here, you see.

BEATRICE
Mummy called to see Tom.  She thought Tom was involved in some shady deal with daddy and was very rude, I believe.  Then she went into the garden and got stuck in Tom’s wet cement.  She was furious when she got home.

HENRY
(laughing)  I’m sorry, Beatrice, but it sounds so damned funny!

BEATRICE
Well, I felt so embarrassed that I decided to come here and apologise for her.

HENRY
There’s no need -

BEATRICE
Oh, there is.  She stampedes around the countryside like the goddess of vengeance.

HENRY
More like a bull in a china shop.  (Quietly)  Or a cow.

BEATRICE
Well, I spoke my mind to her and came over at once.

HENRY
It’s very good of you, Beatrice.  I say!  I’m forgetting myself.  Do have a seat.  Would you like a drink?

BEATRICE
Do you know, I think I should.  A large stiff one, please.  (Sits on sofa)

HENRY
Right you are.  (Pours drink while talking)  You know, Beatrice, this is very noble of you, braving your mother’s wrath and all that.

BEATRICE
Mummy must learn that she can’t go about trampling over everyone.  Live and let live.

HENRY
Couldn’t agree more.  I never knew you had such spirit.

BEATRICE
When my blood’s up, I tend to go headlong at things.

HENRY
When your blood’s up you look damned pretty.

BEATRICE
Oh, Henry!  You’ll make me blush.

HENRY
You blush prettily, too.  I admire a girl with a bit of spirit.  I wish I’d been there when you gave your mother a piece of your mind.

BEATRICE
When I thought afterwards of some of the things I’d said, my pulse started to race and I had palpitations in my bosom.

HENRY
Really?  In your bosom?  (Sits close beside her)  Cheers!

BEATRICE
Cheers!  Yes, I felt the blood rushing to my head, and my heart was pounding, and - and -

HENRY
Your bosom heaved?

BEATRICE
Yes.  I felt that I’d made the most dreadful ass of myself.  Do you think I was wrong, Henry?

HENRY
No, of course not, Beatrice.  (Takes her hand)  I think you’ve been very brave.

BEATRICE
That’s very sweet of you.  I’ve never dared to stand up to mummy like that before.

HENRY
I shouldn’t think anyone has.  I certainly haven’t.

BEATRICE
You’re such a comfort, Henry.  It’s awfully nice sitting here with you.  I hope I’m not being a frightful bore.

HENRY
The pleasure’s mine, I assure you.  If there’s anything I can do to put your mind at rest, just tell me.

BEATRICE
You’ve been far too kind already.  I really should be going.  I don’t wish to take up your time.

HENRY
You mustn’t dream of leaving yet, Beatrice.  I feel that I’m just getting to know you.  Do you know, for the life of me I can’t think why our paths haven’t crossed more frequently.  Here we are, we know each other merely as nodding acquaintances, and I think it’s a shame.

BEATRICE
Do you?  So do I.  I say, Henry, what gorgeous big, kind eyes you’ve got.

HENRY
All the better to see you with, my dear.  (Slips his arm around her)

BEATRICE
And what strong arms you have!

HENRY
Just what a girl needs to protect her, eh?  If only they had the right girl to protect.

BEATRICE
Oh, Henry!  I think I can feel the palpitations starting again.

HENRY
Really?  Let me feel your pulse.  (Does so).

BEATRICE
Such sensitive, cultured fingers!  Like a musician or an artist.  I’m sure you should have been a doctor like Tom.  You have such a soothing touch.

HENRY
Like this?  (Lightly strokes her hands)  Is that soothing?

BEATRICE
Yes.  What full lips you have, Henry.  You remind me of Byron.

HENRY
Ah, yes.  Byron.  He wrote about love, didn’t he?

BEATRICE
Yes, so beautifully.

HENRY
I’d like to write a poem about love, Beatrice, but the best poetry comes from experience.

BEATRICE
(eagerly)  Yes, yes, Henry.

HENRY
Help me write my poem, Beatrice.  (Kisses her)

BEATRICE
(emerging)  Oh, Henry!  (Flings herself onto him)  Let’s write another verse!  (Smothers him.  Henry’s legs kick about.)
HENRY
Steady on, Beatrice!  You’ll have palpitations again.

BEATRICE
I already have, worse than ever.

HENRY
Pounding head?  (Feels her forehead with back of hand)

BEATRICE
Pounding head.

HENRY
Racing pulse?  (Feels her pulse)

BEATRICE
Racing pulse.

HENRY
Heaving bosom?  (Moves his hand lecherously towards it)

BEATRICE
Heaving bosom.  That’s the worst of all.


(Enter Tom, L.  He stops dead)

TOM
Great Scott!  (Henry and Beatrice leap apart)

HENRY
Ah, Tom!  You’re back, what?

TOM
(advancing on Henry)  Philanderer!  Ravisher!

HENRY
(backing away) Now, Tom!

TOM
Bounder!  Seducer!

HENRY
Calm down, old man.

TOM
You monstrous cad!

HENRY
I can explain.

TOM
(grabbing Henry’s collar)  You’d better, you little rotter!

HENRY
Careful, Tom, this is my last clean shirt - 

TOM
You - you - you are no gentleman!

BEATRICE
Tom, you’re behaving like a brute.  Take your hands off my Henry.  (Tom freezes, disbelieving)  The man I love.

HENRY
(aside)  I say!  (To Tom)  Tom!  It’s happened!  It’s happened and there’s nothing you can do about it!

TOM
What?  You mean - ?  There on the sofa?  While I was in the library?  You little - 

HENRY
No, no!  It’s happened to me!  I’m in love!  (Embraces Beatrice)  Beatrice, darling!  My only one!  My own!

BEATRICE
Oh, darling!

HENRY
Oh, Beatrice!

BEATRICE
Oh, Henry!  (They kiss)

TOM
Oh, hell!  This is a nightmare!

HENRY
No, it’s a dream, a wonderful dream.  Tom, you must believe me.  This is love at first sight.

BEATRICE
Oh, Henry!

HENRY
Tom, I’m consumed with love.

TOM
I don’t believe it.  What you need is a bucket of cold water, you disgusting little beast!

HENRY
Ah, there speaks the confirmed old bachelor.  The cynic.  Yes, Tom, even though you don’t understand, and never shall, I forgive you.

BEATRICE
Henry!  How noble!

TOM
You - you -

HENRY
Sudden it may be, but none the less real for that.  This is my world, and always shall be.  We’ll walk together, Beatrice and I, hand in hand through an eternal summer’s day.

BEATRICE
Oh, Henry!  (Kisses him)

HENRY
Oh, Beatrice!

TOM
(despairingly) Oh, God!  (Buries face in hands)

BEATRICE
We hit it off soon as we met.

TOM
If I’d come in ten minutes later you’d have been doing more than merely hitting it off.  Henry, if you’re not drunk, hypnotised or possessed, then you’d better do some serious thinking.

HENRY
(gazing at Beatrice)  Thou art my life, my love, my heart.  The very eyes of me.

TOM
Look, it’s not half an hour, Henry, since I had to pull your chestnuts out of the fire with Roger Ruffage.  If he finds out about this I doubt if you’ll be left with any bloody chestnuts!  And what’s left of you he’ll drag through the courts on a breach-of-promise charge.

BEATRICE
Whatever you’ve done, Henry, I’ll stand by you.


(Enter Janet, R)

JANET
Miss Mary Ruffage, sir.

TOM
Oh, no!  Quick, both of you, into the surgery, and don’t make a sound.

BEATRICE
(to Henry) But what have you done, my poppet?  Whatever it is, I’ll forgive you, you know.

HENRY
I’ll tell you in here.  (Exit Henry and Beatrice into surgery, closing door)

TOM
Janet, this Miss Ruffage.  What’s she like?  She’s not a chip off the old block, is she?

JANET
I’ll show her in, sir.  (Exit, R. Tom makes sure that the surgery door is closed, whereupon Henry sticks his head out)

TOM
Get back in!  (Closes door on Henry.  Janet enters with Mary, who is a sweet and rather innocent young woman of about twenty-two, and totally unlike the rest of her family)  Ah!  Mary?  How do you do?  I’m Tom Thorne, Henry’s brother.  Please sit down.  (Sits her with back to surgery)  Some coffee?  A small sherry, perhaps?

MARY
No, thank you, doctor.

TOM
Do call me Tom.  Thank you, Janet.  (Exit Janet, R).  Well, I’m afraid Henry is out at present.  Can I help?  (Henry slowly opens surgery door.  Tom leaps across to slam it)  Draught.  Ha ha!  (He stays on guard at surgery door)

MARY
As a matter of fact, doctor - Tom - it was you I came to see.  (Half turns to look at him)

TOM
Oh?  Nothing wrong with your health, I hope?  (Henry is obviously trying to turn the knob.  Tom strains to hold it still)  Or is it - ahem! - some pre-marital advice?  (Loudly, at door) Private and confidential advice which only your doctor should give?

MARY
In a way, yes.  There is a problem about my forthcoming marriage to Henry.

TOM
(straining) Yes?  Could you lower your voice, Mary?  The windows are open.

MARY
(puzzled) The problem is, Tom - (Tom frantically flaps a hand for her to speak even more quietly.  Mary whispers)  The problem is, Tom, that I don’t wish to marry Henry.

TOM
(whispering) You don’t?  Did you say you don’t wish to - (mouths ‘marry him’)?

MARY
(mouthing) No.  (Shakes head)

TOM
(releasing knob and shouting)  Marvellous!  (Grabs knob again)  Amazing!  (Whispers) You don’t want to?  Are you sure?

MARY
(speaking normally)  I feel dreadful about having to be so blunt, but I simply don’t love Henry.  He isn’t my type.  He’s too - too much of a - I mean, he’s - oh, I don’t know how to express it.

TOM
I know what you’re trying to say.  He often leaves me at a loss for words.  (The pressure on the doorknob has stopped and Tom relaxes his grip, but keeps a close watch on the doorknob)

MARY
You see, Tom, it’s daddy who’s trying to push the marriage.  He’s such a howling snob... (She breaks off as Tom tries to make his way to a chair while watching the doorknob)  Is something wrong?

TOM
No, no!  I’m just watching the door in case of the draught.  (Backs into sofa and sits guardedly on arm)  Do go on, Mary.

MARY
Daddy wants to improve the family connections.

TOM
Then why’s he trying to marry you off to Henry?

MARY
Because daddy says Henry’s got what he calls class.

TOM
Whatever Henry’s got, he certainly hasn’t got class.

MARY
Daddy feels terribly inferior about being a bookmaker and having humble origins.  That’s why he sent me to Cheltenham.  I’d much rather have gone to the local grammar.

TOM
But, naturally, he wanted to do what he felt was best for you, and he had the money to do it.

MARY
Money’s not everything.  Neither’s that nonsense about pedigree.

TOM
Do you think so?  When I think about my family, I wonder if you couldn’t possibly be right, Mary.

MARY
Henry’s simply terrible about his family connections.

TOM
He’s been a pretty terrible family connection all his life.

MARY
I’m afraid he bores me.  He’s always talking about who’s connected with whom, who married whom, who whom, who what.  It makes me giddy.

TOM
Henry?  Henry plays on the old family?

MARY
I believe he does it to impress me.  I hope you don’t mind my criticising your brother in this way, Tom.

TOM
Not at all.  I’m enjoying this conversation.

MARY
You see, I do feel that I can talk to you, even though we’ve only just met.  I was a little afraid of coming to see you, you know.

TOM
Why?

MARY
Because of the stories Henry told me about you.

TOM
What did he say?

MARY
Well...promise you won’t be upset.

TOM
Not with you, certainly.  If he’s been telling lies, I’ll simply go and kick him where it hurts.  Go on, Mary, I’m listening.

MARY
He - he told me you were something of a playboy, you know, horses, gambling, women, that sort of thing.

TOM
He said that?  Right!  I’m going to kick him.  (Starts toward surgery) Er - when he returns.  What else has he said?

MARY
I think I’ve said too much already.  It’s only distressed you.

TOM
Not as much as I’ll distress him.

MARY
He quite put me off you.  But I see now how wrong it was of me to believe him.  And there’s another reason for not marrying him.  How would I know that he was ever telling me the truth?

TOM
I hope he hasn’t behaved like a cad to you, Mary.

MARY
He has been a little demanding.  Without success.

TOM
Yes.  Not exactly the knight in shining armour, isn’t Henry.  The little squirt.  (Glares at surgery door)

MARY
Don’t be too hard on him, Tom.  It would be beastly if you made his life a misery over this.  I’m not so foolish as to believe that men behave like romantic heroes.  In fact, I know he simply wanted to seduce me in the back of the Rover.

TOM
You knew?  I mean -

MARY
Oh yes.  All that nonsense about the ring he gave me.  The trouble was, when daddy found out, he assumed I’d marry Henry.  He was brought up to think that way, you see, and that’s the problem at present.

TOM
If I thought that a word from me to your father would help, I’d do it, but -

MARY
Would you do it?  Oh, Tom!  I’d be so grateful for your help.

TOM
Yes, but he seems to have his mind made up.


(Enter Janet, R)

JANET
Miss Denby, sir.  (Exit.  Enter Martha)

TOM
Martha!  I thought you’d gone home with Sir Francis.

MARTHA
I had, Tom, but I simply had to come back because there’s something I wish to speak to you about.  It concerns both of us, and Henry.  (Tom edges toward surgery door)

TOM
Oh, Martha, have you met Mary Ruffage?  Mary, Martha Denby.

MARTHA
How do you do?

MARY
How do you do?  You’re Dr Thorne’s fiancee, I believe.

MARTHA
(uneasily) Well...

TOM
Not exactly fiancee...

MARTHA
No, not exactly.  (Awkward pause)

MARY
(brightly)  Well, I’m sure you have a lot to talk about.  So nice to have met you, Miss Denby.  (There is a tremendous crash of medical implements and glass beakers from the surgery)  What on earth is that?

MARTHA
(crossing to surgery door)  There’s someone in there, Tom!

TOM
(between her and the door)  Don’t go in!  It’s a patient!

MARTHA
A patient?  What’s happened to him?

MARY
It sounds as though he’s had an accident.

TOM
Yes.  Well - er - you can’t go in because he’s undressed.  I’ll go in and see if he’s all right.

MARTHA
By the sound of it, he’s probably dead.

MARY
He must have been in there a long time, Tom.

TOM
Yes.  I forgot about him.  I’ll just see - (Enters surgery, reappearing immediately in a state of shock and slamming door)  Oh my God!  The filthy little beast!

MARY
Who?

TOM
The patient.

MARTHA
What’s he done?

TOM
What’s he done?  Oh, just something - er - medical.  I’ll go in and see if he - if he needs any help.  Just - just amuse yourselves.  (Covers eyes and enters surgery)

MARTHA
How strange!  We may as well sit down and wait.  Unless, of course, you’re in a hurry to get away.

MARY
I’d like to stay and chat a while if you don’t mind.


(Awkward silence)

MARTHA
You seem to -

MARY
Do you know -

MARTHA
Sorry - 

MARY
No, do go on.

MARTHA
You seem to know Tom quite well.

MARY
Yes, I’m engaged to his brother.

MARTHA
What?  To Henry?

MARY
Yes.  He gave me a ring the other week, and I tried to keep it quiet, but daddy found out, and -

MARTHA
(through her teeth) The unfaithful little toad!

MARY
I beg your pardon?

MARTHA
I’m sorry.  Do go on.  Henry gave you a ring?  But you’re not wearing it.

MARY
It’s in my purse.  (Produces it)  I don’t like to wear it.  (Hands it to Martha)

MARTHA
(peering closely at it)  I must say I’m not surprised.

MARY
I know it’s cheap, but then Henry has no money.  That’s not the reason I’m not wearing it, though.  It’s a little more personal.

MARTHA
Has Henry arranged the wedding, by any chance?

MARY
No.  Daddy’s trying to do that.  (Crash off)  What was that?

MARTHA
Tom dissecting Henry, with any luck.  It’s what usually happens to worms.

MARY
Why?  What has he done?


(The surgery door bursts open and a dishevelled Beatrice rushes out)

BEATRICE
Oh, help, help!  They’re fighting!

MARY
Tom and Henry?


(Tom forces Henry out of the surgery in an armlock)

BEATRICE
Stop it!  Stop it, both of you!  Henry, my poppet, are you hurt?

TOM
How dare you take advantage of Beatrice when my back’s turned?

HENRY
I didn’t know you wanted to watch - ow!  (Tom twists his arm)

MARTHA
Just a moment!  Henry, have you been in there all the time with Beatrice Tresham?  Beatrice, has he taken advantage of you?

BEATRICE
No.

HENRY
She took advantage of me.

BEATRICE
I love him.  He’s promised to marry me.

MARTHA/

    MARY
What?  (Henry struggles to escape)

TOM
Beatrice, you mean when I burst in there, what he was doing was - was - you allowed him to?  In there?  On the instrument trolley?

BEATRICE
Yes.  We told you, Tom, it was love at first sight.

TOM
Henry, you’ve got some explaining to do.

MARTHA
Mary, I think you and I should take Beatrice home and do some explaining of our own.

MARY
About snakes in the grass, you mean, Martha?  We’ll leave Tom to deal with his brother.  There’s one thing, Tom: when daddy finds out what Henry’s been up to at least he’ll call off the wedding.

MARTHA
Yes, but you’d better book the church for a funeral instead.  Come along, Beatrice.  We’ll explain some more of the facts of life to you now that you seem to have mastered the basics.

BEATRICE
But - but -

MARY
Come on.  (Martha and Mary hustle Beatrice out, R)

HENRY
Tom, she really did take advantage of me.  She’s stronger than I am.

TOM
You expect me to believe that?  You cloven-hoofed little satyr!  You latter-day Rasputin!  You have the morals of a Brazilian bandit.  (Henry frees himself and scrambles over the sofa)

HENRY
Now, Tom, calm down.  (Tom lunges at him)  You’re a doctor; you know the harm you’ll do yourself in this state.  Think of your heart - 

TOM
(making another unsuccessful grab)  I’d like to have a look at your heart first.  Or your throat.  Or anything I can tear out with my bare hands, Henry.  (Chases Henry round the sofa)

HENRY
Tom, I’m in a very delicate condition.  You’ll do me some harm.  You’ll injure me.  (Tom finally seizes him)

TOM
Don’t worry, Henry.  If I do, I’ll treat you for nothing.  If you survive.  (They roll on the floor.  Tom, being bigger, has the upper hand)

HENRY
Tom, you’ll damage me!

TOM
Getting warm, Henry.

HENRY
You’ll cripple me!

TOM
Getting warmer, Henry.

HENRY
You’ll kill me!

TOM
Bang on, Henry!

(While they are rolling about on the floor, Mr Wrightall enters through the French windows.  He is an elderly, short-sighted, bumbling man with a pair of pince-nez hanging from a ribbon in his button hole.  He carries a rolled umbrella and a briefcase containing documents)

WRIGHTALL
Coo-ee!  Anyone in?  (Steps over Tom and Henry, absentmindedly patting Tom, who is sitting astride Henry, bouncing up and down on him in the struggle)  Down, boy!  Good dog.  (Fumbles for pince-nez, puts them on, sees the Thornes) Good gracious me!  I knew such depravity existed, but surely, surely, surely not here.  Excuse me!  (The struggling ceases) Dr Thorne?  

TOM
Yes?

WRIGHTALL
You should be struck off, sir!  I trust this is not a patient?  (Pokes Henry with umbrella)

HENRY
Do you mind?  

TOM
I’m trying to murder my brother.

WRIGHTALL
Oh, I see, I see.  Yes yes yes.  I thought you were both - you know - but we’ll pursue that no further.  No, no, no.  Murdering your brother, eh?  Well, that’s all right.  Shall I wait outside?

TOM
(getting up)  What can I do for you, Mr - er?

WRIGHTALL
Wrightall.  Wrightall.  Arthur Wrightall of - er - of - er - of - er (loses his thread) Arthur Wrightall of - er - Wrightall, Wrightall, Wrightall and - and - and - (loses thread again)

TOM
Wrightall?

WRIGHTALL
Jablonski, actually.  Solicitors.  Yes yes yes.  I am, in point of fact, looking for you, Dr Thorne.

TOM
Well?  What can I do for you, Mr Wrightall?


(Henry gets up)

WRIGHTALL
I have a letter for you.  (Produces it)  This was left in our care by your late mother (he gradually gets faster) and it calls upon you to assemble the persons referred to therein at your convenience in this room at ten o’clock in the forenoon of a date specified by you or your heirs and successors depending on whether you are yourself alive or dead at the time of the opening of the said letter.  Is that clear?

TOM
Here and there.

HENRY
When was this letter left with you?

WRIGHTALL
Many years ago, before your mother passed away.  In point of fact it was left with old Mr Jablonski, who handled your mother’s affairs.

TOM
Why give it to us now?

WRIGHTALL
Your late mother’s instructions to us were that it was to be given to you when your brother, Mr - Mr - Mr - Mr - er -

TOM
Henry?

WRIGHTALL
Henry!  When Mr Henry Thorne reached the age of twenty-five years.  Which indeed he has, indeed he has.  Yes yes yes.  Time and tide, eh, doctor?  Time and tide.

HENRY
But my birthday was weeks ago.

WRIGHTALL
Ah yes, indeed.  Indeed it was.  But the - the - the - the reason for the delay was due essentially to the fact that old Mr Jablonski passed away last month.  Yes yes yes.  Very very sad.  Very sad indeed.  It comes to us all, of course, doctor, as you yourself will be the first to agree, I’m sure.

TOM
Oh, yes yes yes.  Indeed, indeed.  Quite.

WRIGHTALL
Yes, indeed, yes indeed.  Quite, quite.

TOM
Quite.  (Both look at Henry)

HENRY
Quite.

WRIGHTALL
Yes, Mr Jablonski’s affairs were left in something of a mess, I’m afraid.  A frightful business.  It took the rest of us some time to arrange them.  You see, doctor, between ourselves, old Mr Jablonski was beginning to fail.  I knew the end was near when I saw his bromeliads drop off.

HENRY
Good Lord!

WRIGHTALL
Yes, had a conservatory full of them.  He’d been such a keen gardener in his time.  However, there we are.  (Gives Tom the letter)  I would be obliged if you would get in touch with - with - with my office, that is Mr Wrightall at the office of Wrightall, Wrightall, Wrightall and - and - and - and - and -

HENRY
Jablonski?

WRIGHTALL
Wrightall, actually.  The name of the firm is being changed from Wrightall, Wrightall, Wrightall and Jablonski to Wrightall, Wrightall, Wrightall and Wrightall, we having taken on my nephew, a young man in the prime, doctor, in the prime.  Yes yes yes yes yes.  Fifty five next month.  His life still ahead of him.  Of course these things take time, so for a while we shall be known variously as Wrightall, Wrightall, Wrightall and Jablonski as well as Wrightall, Wrightall, Wrightall and Wrightall.  The name is being changed in - in - in - in - in - in -

HENRY
Whitehall?

WRIGHTALL
Lincoln’s Inn, actually.  And now, if you’ll excuse me, I must go and see about a divorce.

HENRY
A divorce?

WRIGHTALL
Yes, a case, of course.  I’m due at the offices of Harton, Barton, Carton and - Far - er - Fargo.  Well, I’ll let you get back to it.  Good afternoon.  (Exit through French window)

HENRY
I suppose we’d better open the letter.  Mr Wrightall did say it was something to do with my being twenty-five, didn’t he?

TOM
Soon find out.  (Opens letter and reads quickly)  Oh, Lord!

HENRY
What?

TOM
It requires the presence of Mr Wrightall or his representative, you, me and - (looks up at Henry)

HENRY
And?

TOM
Roger Ruffage!

HENRY
Oh no!  Why?

TOM
Something to do with mother’s will.

HENRY
But mother’s will was settled years ago.

TOM
Not all of it.  If you remember, there was some clause about a portion which would be disclosed only when you were twenty-five.  This must be it.

HENRY
But why in front of Roger?

TOM
Don’t ask me.  It’s important that we know what’s coming to us, all the same.  (Thunderous knocking, off)  What the devil’s that?

HENRY
Sounds like the day of judgement.

ROGER
(off) Wheer is ‘e, the young bugger?

HENRY
Oh, lor’!  It is the day of judgement!

JANET
(off) I’ll just see if he’s in, Mr Ruffage.  (Enter, R)  Doctor, it’s Mr Ruffage, and he’s in a state.  Are you in?

TOM
No!  Where can we hide?

HENRY
The surgery!  (They rush to the surgery door)

JANET
But what shall I say?

HENRY
We’ve gone away.

TOM
To South Africa.

HENRY
To be drill-twisters in a diamond mine.  Just get rid of him, Janet.

ROGER
(off)  Wheer the ‘ell is ‘e?  (Tom and Henry lock themselves into the surgery.  Enter Roger, R)

JANET
I’m afraid Dr Thorne has had to go out, Mr Ruffage.

ROGER
Nivver mind ‘im.  Wheer’s that young brother of ‘is?

JANET
E’s out too.  They may be back this evening.

ROGER
By gow they better be!  Ah want a word wi’ young ‘Enry an’ Ah can feel mesel’ gettin’ upset.  If Ah come back this evenin’ an’ find them out Ah s’ll tear this ‘ouse down wi’ me own ‘ands, by gow!  You tell ‘em that from me.  Ah’ll see mesen out!




(Curtain)

ACT THREE

SCENE ONE


(The same, next morning.  Sir Francis and Tom are seated drinking sherry)

SIR F
Sounds like a dooced nasty business, Thorne.  I suppose ye’ll take the feller to law, what?

TOM
I don’t think so, Sir Francis.  Henry doesn’t intend to press charges: in fact he agrees that he deserved it.  And of course Roger didn’t personally threaten me, nor did he tear the house apart as he’d promised.  After blacking Henry’s eye, he left.  I doubt if he was here more than two minutes.

SIR F
Still, it can’t have been a pleasant two minutes.

TOM
(reflectively)  I don’t know.  Considering that yesterday I myself tried to kill Henry, I think he got off pretty lightly.

SIR F
Dashed awkward for me, though.  I can’t see you bein’ able to put in a word with Ruffage on my behalf now.

TOM
The loan!  I’d quite forgotten.

SIR F
The loan, old man.  I’m afraid that hundred you offered me is more important than ever now.

TOM
I - I didn’t actually offer it, you know.

SIR F
No, because her ladyship came and interrupted us.  No chance of that happening now.  She thinks I’m at the vicarage.

TOM
(cornered)  I see.

SIR F
So, if ye can see yer way to writing out that cheque, old boy...

TOM
Well - I - I - er -

SIR F
I understand that Lord Hartletop will be lookin’ for a private physician once old Dr Century retires.  I’m in a position to have a word in the right ear, old boy.  Write me the cheque and I’ll have a word in the left ear too, haw haw!  Yes, Hartletop’s rollin’ in it, old boy.  Bit of a hypochondriac: five guineas a visit, two or three times a week if what Century tells me is true.

TOM
Well, if that’s the case, Sir Francis, I mean, if you really can put in a word for me...

SIR F
Rely on me, Thorne.  (Tom takes out his cheque book)  Couldn’t put today’s date on it, old boy, could ye?  I’m feelin’ the pinch now.  (Tom writes cheque)  Good man!  Ye’re a regular trump, Thorne.  I shan’t forget this.  (Takes cheque)  Well, must be off.  Oh, by the way.  Took yer advice about the mistress, old chap.  Haw haw haw!

TOM
Oh, you’ve given her up, Sir Francis?

SIR F
No.  Traded in the old one for a new model, what?  Just what the doctor ordered, eh?  Haw haw haw!

TOM
Ha ha!  Yes.  Quite.


(Enter Janet, R)

JANET
Miss Denby.  (Exit, R.  Enter Martha)

SIR F
Martha!  Good Lord!  Didn’t expect to see you here.

MARTHA
(taken aback) Oh!  Francis!  I’m sorry, Tom, I didn’t realise you were busy.

SIR F
No, I’m goin’.  Goodbye, Thorne, I’ll see ye some other day.  (To Martha)  And perhaps I’ll see you sometime, m’dear.  (Winks at her and exit, R)

TOM
Do sit down, Martha.

MARTHA
No thank you, Tom.  I’ve come to have a serious talk with you, and I’ll be happier standing.

TOM
Oh?

MARTHA
I think you know what it is, Tom.

TOM
It’s about us?

MARTHA
I came yesterday to tell you, but Mary was here and - well, there was that little upset involving Beatrice.  (Pause)  I think you’ll agree, Tom, that it would be foolish of us to pretend any longer that we should continue as we have in the past.

TOM
You want to end things between us?

MARTHA
I think we should.

TOM
There’s someone else, isn’t there?  (Martha looks away)  Martha, put my mind at rest.  It’s not - (points upstairs) - Henry?

MARTHA
No, no, it’s not Henry.  It could have been Henry, but I think Beatrice will do Henry a lot of good.

TOM
She’s upstairs with him now.

MARTHA
Is she indeed?  She’s a real dark horse.

TOM
I mean, she’s looking at his eye.  Roger Ruffage came round last night and blacked Henry’s eye.  Beatrice is applying compresses and even Henry’s libido has taken a setback.

MARTHA
And Beatrice?

TOM
We needn’t worry about her.  But Martha - about us.  Can’t you reconsider?

MARTHA
I’m sorry, Tom.  I really think it’ll be for the best.  You must admit things have been cooling between us for a long time.  We simply refused to acknowledge the fact.

TOM
I suppose you’re right, Martha, but all the same -

MARTHA
Let’s say goodbye now.  I’d rather make it all as painless as possible.  If you’ll come to the door there’s someone outside who wants a word with you.

TOM
Not Roger Ruffage?

MARTHA
No, not Roger.  (Goes out, R)

TOM
(following her out)  Martha, can’t we talk it over?  (Exit, R.  Enter, L, Henry and Beatrice.  Henry is holding a cold compress to his right eye)

BEATRICE
I don’t understand, darling.  Ten minutes ago it was enormous.  How can it have gone down so quickly?

HENRY
Because you put ice on it.  (Removes compress and shows black eye)  See?  (Sinks into a chair)

BEATRICE
You poor darling.  Why not let Tom treat it?

HENRY
No fear!  I can do without his sarcastic wit.  Nature will have to take her course.

BEATRICE
Never mind, darling.  When we’re married I’ll look after you and protect you.

HENRY
When we’re married?  Oh yes, when we’re married.  I did say something to that effect in the surgery yesterday, I remember.

BEATRICE
(throwing herself on him)  Darling!  In the surgery it was all too beautiful for words.  Let’s do it again!

HENRY
What?  Here and now?  I can’t.  I’m ill.  What if someone comes in - 

BEATRICE
What does that matter?  When you’re in love you don’t worry about the niceties of social convention.  (Tears at his clothes)  Stuffy outmoded nonsense!  Love should be free!

HENRY
Beatrice!  Stop it!  What if Tom finds us?

BEATRICE
Let him find us!  Then he’ll know how much we love each other.  I don’t want to wait till we’re married, like a couple of old fogeys.  Ooh, you adorable hunk of man!

HENRY
No girl’s ever done this to me before!

BEATRICE
You mean I’m the first?  (She has his trousers off)  Oh, Henry!  I think we were made for each other.  (Henry grimly fights for his honour.  Enter Janet, L)

JANET
Mr Henry!  Have you no sense of decency?

HENRY
Yes, but Beatrice hasn’t.  Beatrice!  Let me go!

JANET
I’m going for the doctor.

HENRY
It’s not a doctor I need.  Send for the fire brigade.

JANET
This house is getting worse.  (Exit, R)

HENRY
Please, Beatrice, let me go.  (Pathetically)  I’ve got a black eye.

BEATRICE
Don’t worry, darling, I’ve got the best tonic in the world ready for you if you’ll come upstairs.

HENRY
But - but - I need a doctor after all.  Tom!  Help!

BEATRICE
No, you silly, it’s love you need.  Oh, Henry!  You’re the sort of man I’ve dreamt of for years!  Come on!  (Drags him to his feet)

HENRY
Where?

BEATRICE
Upstairs.  I can’t wait any longer.  (Voices off, R)

HENRY
Somebody’s coming!

BEATRICE
Come on, you lovely, adorable - ooh!  Once we’re married, I’ll eat you alive!

HENRY
If there’s anything left.  (Beatrice drags him out, L.  Enter R, Tom, Janet and Mary)

TOM
But Janet, you can’t just hand in your notice like that!

JANET
I’m sorry, sir, but I’ve no choice.  I’ve always put up with Mr Henry’s goings-on, because I’ve known him since he was a boy, and whatever’s happened has at least been off the premises.  But to see what I’ve just seen on this sofa!  I’m a respectable woman, sir, and I’ll stand no more of it.

TOM
It’s only once, Janet.

JANET
It’s not, sir.  This house has been Bedlam for the last two days.  What with Mr Ruffage charging in like a mad bull last night, and Mr Henry smashing everything in the surgery yesterday - and misbehaving with Miss Tresham: who’d have thought it of her? - and you and Mr Henry fighting in front of Mr Wrightall, by all accounts.  It’s enough to make anyone take leave of their senses, sir.

TOM
Janet, I’ll do all I can to get things in this house back to normal. (Heavy thumps overhead)  What was that?

JANET
What do you think, sir?  Mr Henry and Miss Tresham, of course.  They’ve broken the springs on the sofa; now they’re starting on the bed.  I’m sorry, sir, but it’s one week’s notice from today.  (Exit, R)

TOM
I made a mistake trying to strangle Henry yesterday.  I should have taken a shotgun to him!  (Shakes fist at ceiling)

MARY
Tom, calm down.  It’s not the end of the world.

TOM
It’s not far off.  My brother’s a philanderer, who is even now seducing the daughter of one of the most influential men in the district; your father’s threatening to take him through every court in the country; my surgery’s a ruin, and to crown it all, I’ve lost the woman I was almost engaged to.

MARY
Perhaps that’s not such a bad thing, Tom.

TOM
She left in Sir Francis Tresham’s car.  She’s miles away by now - What do you mean, “not such a bad thing”?

MARY
There are other fish in the sea.

TOM
You sound almost like Henry.

MARY
Well, once you’ve got over the shock of losing Martha, you’ll find someone else who cares for you, I know you will.

TOM
No, Mary.  I’m not like Henry.  He wouldn’t be troubled at all.  You’re being a little over-optimistic.

MARY
But I’ve got someone in mind now.

TOM
Impossible.  I don’t even know any women - apart from Beatrice, that is, and - (Looks at her)  You?

MARY
Oh, Tom!  When I first met you I fell in love with you at once.  But I thought that you and Martha were engaged and I concealed my feelings.  But now Martha’s given me my freedom.

TOM
I don’t understand.  How has she given you your freedom?

MARY
When we took Beatrice home yesterday, Martha told me why she’d called on you.  It was to tell you it was all over.  I knew she was coming back today, and asked her if I might come.  Of course, she guessed how I felt about you, and, well, here we are.  Now I’m free to tell you, and I have.

TOM
Mary, I’d no idea.

MARY
I don’t suppose daddy will be very pleased, after the shock he had over Henry.

TOM
No, I don’t suppose he will.  That reminds me.  He’s supposed to be present at the reading of some kind of codicil to mother’s will.  I don’t know why he has to be present, but he has.

MARY
I wonder what it’s about.  Unless...

TOM
He isn’t an executor or trustee.

MARY
Tom!  I think I can guess.  It’s not very pleasant, mind.

TOM
It can’t be worse than what I’ve gone through these two days.  Let’s sit down.  (They sit on the sofa.  She takes his hand)

MARY
You see, when daddy’s upset, he usually drinks frightful amounts.  Last night, after he’d been here, he was rather upset.

TOM
Not as upset as Henry.

MARY
So daddy began drinking, and when he drinks, the only person who can do anything with him is me.  I sat with him while he talked and rambled to himself.  Then he told me a story.

TOM
Interesting.  No doubt he believed you were a little girl again.  Strange what intoxication will do.

MARY
No, it was something that happened many years ago.  He’d been involved in some sort of gambling club before the Great War.  A certain young barrister ended up owing daddy a great deal of money, and daddy never got it back.  The barrister eventually became a judge and sat in the local assizes, Tom.  He’s dead now, as you well know.

TOM
My father?

MARY
I’m afraid so.  Mr Justice Thorne died owing my father a large sum of money.

TOM
Great Scott!  Why didn’t your father take mine to court?

MARY
I think it was all a bit illegal, darling.  Daddy didn’t want to involve the law, and who would take the word of a professional gambler against that of a judge?

TOM
My old dad involved in illegal gambling!  Henry, yes, but father - never!  I always thought of my parents as being so upright.  Good heavens!  Well, at least mother remained unspotted.

MARY
Anyway, unpleasant though it all is, I think perhaps your mother intended to make amends, and perhaps that’s why daddy must be present at the reading of this document.

TOM
I’m sure you’re right, Mary.  If it does involve reparations, your father may drop the threat of taking Henry to court.

MARY
And may I tell him about us?

TOM
As long as he doesn’t mind.

MARY
Oh, he likes you.  He said so after he first met you.

TOM
Good.  I’ll ring Mr Wrightall at his office and arrange a meeting as soon as possible.  I still can’t get over father gambling, though.  It must have almost broken mother’s heart.  Thank goodness we had her example to follow - 


(He breaks off as Henry enters, R, limp and exhausted, followed by a radiant Beatrice)

BEATRICE
Oh, everyone!  We’ve got the most marvellous news!

TOM/

MARY
What?

BEATRICE
Shall I tell them, Henry, or should you?

HENRY
(croaking)  I can’t.  No energy.

BEATRICE
Well I shall.  I think I can safely say that Henry and I are engaged!

(Curtain)

ACT THREE

SCENE TWO


(The same, next morning.  Tom and Mary are seated on the sofa; Henry and 

Beatrice in the chairs)

TOM
Ten o’clock.  They should be here by now.

HENRY
I’m not looking forward to this, Tom.

BEATRICE
Don’t worry, my sweet, I’ll always be here to protect you.

HENRY
If Roger’s still upset you’ll need a whip and a chair.

MARY
It’s a strange business, don’t you think?  I can’t see why we have to go through all this ceremony.

HENRY
Mother always was a little strange, wasn’t she, Tom?

TOM
Considering that she had you to cope with, I’m not really surprised.

HENRY
Don’t you remember her peculiar little quirks?  For example, she would never allow a pack of cards in the house.  I once had a pack and she burned them, walloped me, and sent me to bed.  And she always tried to stifle my interest in horse-racing, yet she cheerfully played the stock market until her dying day.  Funny.

TOM
I’m glad we had her example to follow, Henry.  When Mary told me yesterday about father’s gambling I was quite taken aback.  I suppose mother tried to compensate for father’s moral laxity.

HENRY
I should think you were taken aback, Tom.  You’re now the son of a gambler, eh?

TOM
That’s quite enough.  Remember mother’s example, Henry.  Always remember that.


(Enter Janet, R)

JANET
Mr Wrightall and Mr Ruffage.  (Enter Wrightall and Roger.  Exit Janet, R)

WRIGHTALL
Well well well!  Here we are, here we are.  Ten o’clock and all’s well, what?

TOM
Let’s hope so, Mr Wrightall.  Things have been a bit too hectic for me lately.

WRIGHTALL
Oh, it’s never as bad as we think, doctor.  As Alexander the Great said, “All these thousands of men here today, and in a hundred years they’ll all be dead”.  What?  Yes yes yes.

TOM
Really?  I thought it was one of the Persian kings.

ROGER
Persian kings or Persian cats, what does it matter?  Come on, let’s get down to business.

WRIGHTALL
Yes yes yes.  Of course, of course.

ROGER
Then we can get back to yer office an’ start proceedin’s against that no-good little twerp yonder.  (Points to Henry)

WRIGHTALL
Quite, quite.

ROGER
By gow, but Ah’m goin’ ter have him through ivvery law court in England.  He’s nobbut made a monkey out o’ me an’ ma family an’ ma only dowter - (suddenly sees Mary)  ‘Allo, ma pet!  What’re you doin’ ‘ere among this nest o’ vipers?

WRIGHTALL
Yes yes yes.  Mr Ruffage, might I ask you, if you do intend to proceed against Mr Thorne, not to make statements that are defamatory in their content?

ROGER
Aye, well, let’s get on wi’ t’business, Mr Wrightall, so’s Ah can get on wi’ ma business.  Ah’ll ‘ave ivvery penny ‘e’s got.  Aye, an’ even then the Thornes still owe me summat, Mary, as Ah told yer last night.

MARY
Father!  Just sit down and be quiet.  (Grumbling, Roger sits)  Mr Wrightall, do you wish Beatrice and myself to leave?

WRIGHTALL
Well, the - the - the - conditions of the reading which is about to commence do not state that outsiders need be excluded.

TOM
Good.  Mary and Beatrice can stay.

HENRY
Don’t forget, Beatrice, I may need protection from - (Nods at Roger.  Beatrice crosses to stand by Henry)

WRIGHTALL
On the other hand, the instructions do specify the persons who should be present, and Miss Ruffage and Miss Tresham are not mentioned.

ROGER
Come on!  Never mind blatherin’.  Get on wi’t.

HENRY
Yes, let’s get on.  It doesn’t matter who stays.

ROGER
Aye.  Anyroad, Ah’d like ma dowter ter hear this, if there’s any advantage comin’ ter me out of it.

WRIGHTALL
All agreed?  (All nod)  Very well.  Now, where are we?  (Rummages through briefcase)  Yes yes yes.  No.  No.  Ah!  (Produces a document)  This is a signed statement from the late Mrs Mildred Thorne.  Oh dear!  Where are my glasses?  (Feels in pockets.  Tries waistcoat pockets.  Looks into briefcase.  Roger and Henry heave great sighs of boredom and impatience)  Where on earth have they gone?

MARY
They’re hanging from your buttonhole, Mr Wrightall.

WRIGHTALL
Are they?  So they are.  (Puts on pince-nez)  Now, let’s try again.

ROGER
By the ‘eck!  Is this what yer pay for?  Solicitors?  Waste o’ good money!

WRIGHTALL
Now this - this - this - is Mrs Thorne’s statement.  (Turns it right way up and reads cover)  “Three pairs socks; three vests; three pants -” No, surely that’s not it.  (Begins to rummage again)

ROGER
By gow!  It’ll be ‘is bloody shoppin’ list next!

HENRY
Get on with it!

WRIGHTALL
(producing another document)  Here we are!

ROGER
‘Alf a pound o’ carrots, stone o’ potatoes -

WRIGHTALL
No, this is the statement.  Now, when the late Mrs Thorne made her will, she left instructions that this document be read before the people here assembled, or their heirs and successors, or their living representatives in the unhappy event of their demise, the aforesaid being hereinafter referred to as the interested parties.  That’s clear of course?

ROGER
Didn’t understand a bloody word.  Is that it?  Is it over?

WRIGHTALL
My dear sir, my dear sir!  We haven’t even begun!

ROGER
Oh, ‘ell.

WRIGHTALL
Now, the document was given to the late Mr Jablonski, my learned partner, to be read by him, or by his legally empowered representative in the unhappy event of his demise.  Which unhappy event having occurred, I, as his representative, am empowered to read the aforesaid document to you or your heirs and successors.

HENRY
If we have to wait much longer, it will be read to our heirs and successors.

ROGER
You’ll have no bloody heirs and successors, young man, not if Ah can ‘elp it.

WRIGHTALL
Quite so, quite so.  Now, this document is to be read as soon as possible after the twenty-fifth birthday of Mr Henry Thorne in the presence of the following interested parties - or their representatives or heirs and successors - Mr Thomas Pycroft Kitchener Thorne, Mr Henry Archibald Lloyd George Thorne, Mr Roger Ruffage, commoner.  Are they all present?

ROGER
Tha’ can see we’re all present.

WRIGHTALL
Quite, quite.  Yes yes.  Now let us open and read the document.

EVERYONE
At last!  Thank God!  Hooray!  About bloody time!  (Etc., variously)

WRIGHTALL
(opening the document and glancing at it)  Oh, dear!  Oh dear dear dear!  Oh dear dear me!

TOM
What is it?  What’s wrong?

WRIGHTALL
Calamity!

ROGER
Ah told yer.  It’s ‘is bloody shoppin’ list!

WRIGHTALL
I can’t read your late mother’s handwriting with these glasses.  Now where are my other glasses?  (Feels about his person)  Did I leave them in the car?  Yes yes yes.

TOM
I’ll go and get them -

WRIGHTALL
No no no.  I know where they are!  On the mantelpiece.


(Concerted rush for the mantelpiece)

BEATRICE
I can’t see them.

WRIGHTALL
My own mantelpiece at home, I mean.

HENRY
This is the end!  We’ll never find out what’s in this document!

MARY
Why not let one of us read it?

WRIGHTALL
Oh dear no!  No no no.  That would be against the terms and conditions of the will.  Most irregular.  Most irregular.

ROGER
‘Ere, Tom, can tha’ not lend ‘im a microscope or summat?

TOM
Yes.  I’ll get a magnifying glass.  (Goes to table where magazines are and picks up glass)

WRIGHTALL
The very thing.  (Henry tries to peer at document; Wrightall indignantly shields it from him)
TOM
Here we are.

WRIGHTALL
Capital!  (Holds it to eye.  Everyone returns to their places)

ROGER
If this isn’t done wi’ before long, Ah’m goin’ ‘ome an’ Ah s’ll find mesen a proper lawyer.  These solicitors are no good.

WRIGHTALL
Well well well.  Yes yes yes.  (Peers at paper)  Good good good.

TOM
Can you read it?

WRIGHTALL
(reading, preoccupied)  Yes yes yes.  Mm.  Ah!  H’m.

HENRY
Mr Wrightall, since we aren’t all that expert at reading minds - 

WRIGHTALL
Mm?

HENRY
- would you object to reading it aloud?

WRIGHTALL
What?  Oh, good heavens!  Yes yes yes.  I was engrossed.  Engrossed, doctor.  Do you know, this promises to be absolutely fascinating.

TOM
Well, may we share in the fascination?

WRIGHTALL
Of course, of course.  The document is in the form of a letter from your late mother to you, doctor, and your brother.  Should I begin?

EVERYONE
Yes!

WRIGHTALL
Here we are.  (Reads)  “My dear boys, I hope that the contents of this letter will not come as too great a shock to you, or to those who are present when it is read.  When this is read it will be over twenty-five years since there occurred an episode which even now causes me to blush if I think of it.  Nine months before Henry was born your papa incurred some gambling debts.  Foolishly, he told me nothing, but went to Ireland to take up a case which he hoped would help him recover his finances.  As he was hoping to take silk he desperately wished to avoid a scandal.  His - his - “  Oh, I can’t read this word.  (Henry helps him.  They consult)

TOM
(to Mary) Darling, this is what you told me yesterday.  So it’s true!

WRIGHTALL
“Creditor” - yes yes yes.  We’ll push on, shall we?  (All pay attention again)

ROGER
What does tha’ mean by tekkin’ silk?

WRIGHTALL
It means that one becomes a K.C.: King’s Counsel.

ROGER
Oh.  Ah knew ‘e’d stood for t’county council.

WRIGHTALL
Quite, quite.  (Reads)  “His creditor turned up and demanded payment.  Remember, I knew nothing of the debt.  Confronted as I was by the creditor, a man of low character and absolutely no breeding, I panicked.  He threatened to sell his story to the gutter press unless repayment was immediately forthcoming.  What was I to do?  I had no money of my own.”  (Looks up)  My word!  Isn’t this exciting!

HENRY
Get on with it!

WRIGHTALL
(Reads)  “To my everlasting shame, I donned a black mask and cloak and visited him in order to repay him in the only way in my power.  Henry, my dear, forgive me, but your father was not Mr Justice Thorne.  It is - “

ROGER
By the ‘eck!  By the ‘eck!  The lady in black!  It were Thorne’s wife!  Ah’ve ‘ad carnal knowledge of the aristocracy!

TOM
Henry’s your son?  Oh, mother!  How could you?

ROGER
(beaming at Henry)  By gow!  Eh, lad!  Ma lad ‘Enry!  Let’s ‘ave a look at yer.  Aye, ‘e’s got the Ruffage eyes, all right.  And tha’s got a good ‘eadpiece on thee, lad, Ah can see that.  A lad wi’ brains is ma ‘Enry.  Ee, lad, but Ah’m reet proud!

MARY
Father, you realise what this means?

ROGER
Aye, lass, Ah’ve got four sons now.  Ee, if only ma dear departed wife could ‘ave lived ter see this.  (Wipes away tear)

MARY
Father, Henry’s my half brother.  We couldn’t have married after all.

WRIGHTALL
Indeed not.  That would have been in - in - in - in -

HENRY
Incest?

WRIGHTALL
Inside the prohibited degrees, yes.  Illegal, I’m afraid.

ROGER
By the ‘eck!  Ah’m glad we found that out in time.

BEATRICE
So am I.  It means there’s nothing standing in the way of our marriage now, Henry.

HENRY
(none too enthusiastically)  I suppose not.  Except that I haven’t any money.

ROGER
Hasn’t tha’?  By gum, we’ll soon put that right, lad.  (Produces chequebook)  When ma other sons reached twenty-one, Ah gave them summat.  Thine’s overdue.

HENRY
Oh no, Roger - er - father.  You mustn’t.

ROGER
(writing cheque)  Nay, ‘Enry, Ah must.  Come-by-chance tha’ may be, but Ah’ll mek no distinction between thee an’ thy half brothers.  An’ Ah do owe thee summat after the way Ah’ve tret thee this last day or so.  ‘Ere, this is for thee.  (Gives Henry a cheque)  T’same amount as Ah gave ma other lads, an’ Ah won’t tek no for an answer.

HENRY
Great Scott!  A thousand pounds!

ROGER
Ah’ll tell thee summat else, ‘Enry.  Ma other sons ‘ave been a slight disappointment to me.  They ‘aven’t follered me into t’business.  There’s only thee, ‘Enry, who’s ever shown any interest.  Must be in t’blood, eh?  So Ah’m prepared ter mek thee a partner in ma business.

HENRY
What, as a bookie?

ROGER
Nay nay, lad.  Summat grander ‘n that.  A turf accountant.  Ah can see it now: Roger Ruffage and Son, Turf Accountants ter t’Quality.  ‘Ow about that?

HENRY
Well, I don’t know.  It sounds very nice, but...

ROGER
It’s a pity tha’s not wed, though.

HENRY
Oh?

ROGER
Aye.  If tha’ were wed, Ah’d give thee two thousand for a start, an’ set thee up for life.  Tha’d mek summat o’ the’sen, ‘Enry.  Still, it’s up ter thee, lad.

HENRY
Two thousand pounds!

BEATRICE
It’s your opportunity, Henry, your fortune!

HENRY
(decisively)  Beatrice, could you bear being married to a bookie?  With your background?

ROGER
Turf accountant, lad, turf accountant.

BEATRICE
Of course I could.  You silly!  As Roger says, this is your chance to make something of yourself.  Tom, tell him to do it.

TOM
Beatrice is right, Henry.  But are you seriously intending to marry her?

HENRY
Yes I am.  I know I’ve been an out-and-out bounder all my life but - (takes deep breath) - I’ve come to realise just how lucky I am.  Yes, I’m going to marry and live a respectable life as a turf accountant.

TOM
I can hardly believe this.

MARY
Father, are you sorry that I can’t marry now?

ROGER
Aye, ‘appen I am, lass, but not ter worry.  Tha’ll find someone.

MARY
I already have.

ROGER
Eh?  That were quick!  ‘Ow’s tha’ done that?  Ah’ve nivver took me eyes off thee.

TOM
I think I’d better intervene -

ROGER
Nay, nay, Tom.  Ah’m not angry wi’ the lass, just curious.  There’s nowt Ah’d like better than ter see ma Mary settled.

TOM
In that case, it may happen sooner than you think.  Mary and I have realised that we have some feeling for each other.

HENRY
By ‘eck, Tom!  That were quick!

ROGER
Well Ah nivver did!  Come ‘ere, Mary.  Is this true, pet?

MARY
Yes, father.  I love Tom.

TOM
And I love Mary.

ROGER
By the ‘eck!  We’ll ‘ave a double weddin’, eh, Mr Wrightall?

WRIGHTALL
Yes yes yes.  Most - most interesting.  I’m very glad, very glad indeed.  I’m sure that nothing will - will - will intrude upon your future happiness, doctor, and upon yours, Mr Thorne.


(Enter Janet, R)

JANET
Lady Tresham, doctor.  Shall I tell her you’re engaged?

WRIGHTALL
No no no.  It’s Mr Henry’s engagement, Janet, that is of interest to her, not the doctor’s.

JANET
I beg your pardon, sir?

HENRY
The doctor intends to marry Miss Ruffage, Janet.

JANET
Really, sir?  Oh, doctor, allow me to congratulate you.

TOM
Thank you, Janet.  By the way, we shall require the services of a good housekeeper.  I trust that you will reconsider your notice.

JANET
Bless you, sir, I’m so happy for you I feel I could even overlook Mr Henry’s goings-on.

HENRY
No need, Janet.  Miss Tresham and I will shortly legalise our goings-on.  I don’t know where we shall live, but no doubt we’ll find a little nest somewhere.

ROGER
Aye, lad, Ah’ve got just the place for you.  A little mews cottage on ma estate.  Yer’ll both be snug as a bug in a rug.


(Lady Tresham bursts in, R)

LADY T
I shall wait no longer!  Thorne, you owe me an explanation!


(Exit Janet, L)

TOM
I, Lady Tresham?  What’s wrong?

LADY T
Francis has run off with that Denby woman, and half the county council funds!

EVERYONE
What?

LADY T
I received a telegram to that effect half an hour ago.  It says something about Francis following your advice, and it distinctly mentions a hundred pounds he borrowed from you.  He says he will repay it when he gets the chance.  Thorne, I hold you entirely responsible for this.

BEATRICE
Nonsense, mummy!  I won’t hear my future brother-in-law being slandered like that.

LADY T
What are you talking about, gel?

BEATRICE
I intend to marry Tom’s brother Henry.

LADY T
What?

HENRY
That’s right, Lady Tresham.  Or may I call you mother?

LADY T
Certainly not!  I refuse to have you in the house.  I refuse to consent to this match.  For one thing, you have no money.  For another, you are the brother of Dr Thorne, and the Thornes have caused me enough trouble lately.  And I know that if your father were alive he would never allow you to marry an innocent gel like Beatrice.  Not until you reformed your ways, and I can’t see that happening before hell freezes over.

ROGER
Now just ‘old on, Lady Tresham.  Ah can’t stand by an’ see ‘Enry talked to like that.  For one thing, ‘e ‘as money.  ‘E could lay ‘is ‘ands on a thousand pounds right now.

LADY T
Rubbish!  He owns slightly less than a church mouse.

ROGER
Another thing: ‘e isn’t t’brother o’ Dr Thorne.  An’ Ah know for a fact ‘is father ‘as no objection whatever.  Ah reckon Beatrice’ll mek a man of ‘Enry.

HENRY
She already has!  Several times.

LADY T
And who are you to tell me all this, fellow?

ROGER
Ah’m ‘Enry’s father.

LADY T
Thorne?  Wrightall?  What is this poppycock?

WRIGHTALL
It’s quite true, Lady Tresham.  Yes yes yes indeed yes.  Henry is indeed the - the - the natural son of Mr Ruffage.

LADY T
(slowly)  You mean he really is a little b -

BEATRICE
Mummy!  No matter what you think, as soon as I’m twenty-one there’ll be nothing you can do to stop us from marrying.

ROGER
Aye, come on, Lady Tresham.  Time ter bury t’hatchet, eh?  Now what’s all this about Sir Francis?

LADY T
He’s run off with Martha Denby and is now in the airship “Graf Zeppelin”, bound for Rio, and if I catch him, I shall string his guts from here to Rio.  And back!  Wrightall!

WRIGHTALL
Yes yes yes, Lady Tresham?

LADY T
I require your advice.  Come with me into the garden where we can talk.  (Exit through French window, followed by Wrightall)

ROGER
Ee, Tom, Ah’m reet ‘appy now.  Ah’ve found a son, an’ even though Ah s’ll soon be losin’ a dowter, Ah’ll be gainin’ another son.  By ‘eck, Ah haven’t felt so happy since Bernard won ‘is first fight.  Aye, tha’ can keep thy money an’ titles an’ all them things Lady Tresham values.  ‘Appiness!  That’s what counts, Tom.  ‘Appiness.

TOM
I agree, Roger.  I was foolish enough to chase money and titles and all the rest of it.  But I’ve got Mary and that counts more than anything for me.


(Wrightall re-enters through French windows in great agitation)

WRIGHTALL
Oh dear!  Dear dear me!

HENRY
What’s the matter?

WRIGHTALL
Calamity!  Catastrophe!  Lady Tresham has suffered a most - most - most undignified accident.

TOM
She’s stuck in the cement again?

WRIGHTALL
Indeed she is.  Yes yes yes, indeed she is.

BEATRICE
Well, let her stay there for a while.  Henry and I have something to do.

HENRY
Not again!

BEATRICE
And so have you, Tom.

TOM
What?

BEATRICE
Arrange the wedding, of course.  That’s what really counts, after all.

THE END

Props
Magazines on low table

Magnifying glass with magazines

Various drinks and glasses to hand

Tray of cocoa and alarm clock to bring on (Tom)

Cold compress (Henry)

Hand props
Tom:  cheque book and pen in pocket; car keys in pocket; banknotes in pocket

Henry:  cigar

Mary:  purse containing ring

Wrightall:  umbrella, pince-nez, briefcase, letter, will, a few more sheets of paper

Roger:  cheque book and pen in pocket

Costume
As in stage directions.  Period: 1935

Lighting
Simple interior lighting
