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DRAKE

Taiwb. What arc they shoulUig for up yonder?

IIabebdasher. Is it Drake?

[Enter, kd by Tom Moone, ekten Sailobb. each

carrying a tattered, amokc-bcgrmed banntr.

The Crowd grow wildly enthu/riastic]

MOTHEB MooNE [C'ra«»>3 /oncarr;] No! 'T is the

sallor-men, wi' the colours we 've won. Here s Tom!

Here '3 Tom ! Hire 's Tom

!

S™-MLf Be still yourself! -[S;. ,W.]

Tom! Tom Mooue!

[He wave, his mard at her. Frantic cheers. The

Sailoib div the colours before tlie Queen. They

are ]Uat turning to go up, when:— ]

MothebMoone. Aw—! I caa't bear it!

[And before the Pikbmen can do anything she

dashes at Tom, throws her arms round hts neck-

and gines him a sounding l-iss Tlu> people burst

vUo Homeric laughter, in whch the Queen ;<««».

a,id vMck merges into a joyous cheer. Fkemen

run out to sci-x Mother Moone, but retire at a

motion from the Queen, andUoTU^ Moone

aands proudly with Tom. The Saiiabs take the

banners up St. Paul's steps and fix them m sockeU,

in the wall. Then tlieyform up at the bottom on the

left

Now aU the Apprentices and Girls come running

down from the far L., waiing their caps, etc., ana

shouting 'Drakel' - 'Here 's Drakel

The Crowd surges upwarde and is with difficulty

heU back by the Pikemen. It looks as though there

were gmng toM an ugly rush. Conimud shouts
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