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Mrs Carryl (laughing): O, say, that's
bright!

Lancing: But you're ever so much too
charming and delightful a woman to do
that.

Mrs. Carryl (giviog in iostantly): O,
well, my dear boy, go right abead if yon
think it'll do you good. You've captured
my Port Arthar.

Lancing: You're a Briton notwithstand-
ing the ‘‘Mayflower’’. And if 1 didn't
adore Julie, if | hadn't laid all my heart
at Julie's feet, I would place it with all
my family armour at yours. Armour'sithe
only thing 1've got te offer.

Mre, Carryl:. . . And so you love Julie,
eh? Well, 1 never.

Lancing: Goood Lerd, you're not surpri-
sed. Just as though, being a an, | conla
do anything else. Iloved her in America,
1 adored her on the 2ship, 1've nearly gone
off my head since sbe’'s been here, and
now—

Mrs. Carryl: In fact, you've gone clean
off. Very well, then, us her mother ,1 must
just pat owe or two questions to yon before
1 can give you permission to speak to her.
Her poppa, bless his dear old heart, was a
business man. He would huve liked me to
do so.

Lancing (with a dull level tone): My
pame is Roden Francis Altamont Alexan
der Paton Altamont, commonly called Lord
Lancing. 1 aw the twenty seventh joke-

who has been commonly called so

Mrs. Carryl (a little dazed) - Swaggerly
called so, | shonld say

Lancing (gratefully): Thank you. 1 am
aescribed us a Peer of Grear Britain, of
Roden Court in the Conuty of Huwpshire,
of the Bachclor's, Beefsteak, Whita's Booa-
les and the Tarf. Motto,* Hands clenched'’
lion or chanticleer yampant--1 mean

Mrs. Carryl (quickly): That's all right
Lord Lancing. Don't Jip further into such
painful detaile. er—excuse we being per-
sonal-—what abont your banking account?
Lancing (eagerly): O, that's quite wll

right. 1 never worry about that.

Mrs. Carryl: ls that eot
ed

Lancing: Yes. It's a rioping account.
Either it's hcpelessiy overdrawn or it
hasn’t got enough im it to worry about.
dlhs. Carryl (laughing): 1'm still pleas-
ed.

Laucing: For all that, for a Peer, | have

lots of things to offer. Unlike most, |'ve
never been through the Bankruptey and
Divorce Courts: .

Mra. Carryl: You dont’ say.

Lancing: | bave never made the acquaint-
ance of Bow Street or been in the Grena
dier Goards. Don't think I'm backing,
but you wre auditing my accounts, | wish
you to give all the attentien you can to the

credit side.

Mrs. Carryl: Why, certainly,

Lancing: | have never been withia a
hundred yards of the Galety stage door,
and, although | have snffered from most of
the juvenile illuesses, pantomania is a
Stranger to we.

Mrs. Carryl (with a long sigh of reliet) :
Lord Lancing, say no more. Put your are
qnite close to me. 1 want to whisger. Julie
has jnst come into the roow.  Don't move!
What would yoa like we to do?

Laucing: Get on, quick! | mean ——

Mrs. Carryl (langhing quietly). | know:
don’t explain. That's how | hike a man to
put it. Julie!

Julie: Yes, momma.

Mea. Carryl: Here's Lord Lancing. Just
tell him of all the nice things you've been
baying for Christm s, while | go andwrite
# few cheques

She goes quickly ont of the room. An-
gels' mothers are sowetimes —though rare-

ly —anjels too, )

Lancing (on his feet trembling horribly)
:H-~how de do, Miss Julie? I

Julie (with s<omething finttering in
her throat): H—how do yon do, Lord Lan-
cing?t

(Follows a pause).
COSMO HAMILTON.




