
DRAKE
AU rite, bow, and retire to the rigid end of St.

Paufa itepa. Meanwhile, aa toon aa the criea

qf the Crowd haf, aubnided:—
]

Mother Moonb [Sobbingfor joy] Aw— ! There' a

nursling!— There 's Boss! — There "a Dame Drake!—
'T is too much! I shall cry iu a mmute!
Tailor. I am crying!

Haberdasher [Excited] Did you i&y Dame Drake?
Which? \Vhich?

Mother Moone. ^Vhy, the purtiest, o' course!—
Don't speak to I!

[Nom enter briaklyfrom thefar L. Lord Howard of
Effingham, John Hawkins. Martin Fro-
BisHER, John Fenneh, and other Captaina.
The Crowd burat out mth renewed enthuaiaam]

Menhennick [Dancing with excitement] The Cap-
tains! The Captains!

[The Captains aalute the Queen, and, aa they pass
before her, ahe givea Hawkins and Frobisher
the accolade of knighthood]

Tailor. Where 's Drake? 'T is Drake I want to see!

Mother Moone [Amased] He 'm not wi' 'em.
Doidoe. Why uot? Why in blazes not?
Haberdasher. Look! 'TheQueenj'skDightmg'em!
DoiDGE. Ai7 --

! I don't care! Whccr 's Drake?

,

Potter. He has many enemies.

Menhennick [Fiercely] What d' ye mean?
Potter. Nothing. But an accident soon happens.
DoiDGB [Puahing hia aleevea back] U harm's come

to 'un all Devon'U be up!

[Shouting in the far L, which gradually tpreada to

the whole crowd]
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