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At the close (if 00)1(1, a Jiillililouy filln fnnii tin' hoitijurt on to the qronnd,

WvA.V.SV. rincn (iiiit ])i('kf> it nj) /niMtili/. Pll'AM»'.)li liaidiliH from nrn-

S(Hi\ MELVSh: (jlaiiccH at note, and then ijoen of)' hurriedI if into

houne, L. WAUiyvTK Jollowa. Vw.Jul'owt, her, she boxen his ears.

Viv. What ii si'X ! Tlicy liavc no coiiMidtMatiun, and too much
musclo. (Sees trine, etc.) Wliat's this ] C'tke aiiil wine? (Makes
(/rotes(/ue how fa Chateainjiis and Maiunn tlii/ot. l/e/ps himself to witm
and cal.e.) Ily your leave. {Seats himself on siat, U, eatintf.) The
Manjuis ot Chati augiis—fast a.Hltc|>

; I\laihuii (iiyut do ('()uh)ni;(>-— fast

asleep; Pip—wide awake. (Drinks.) Now, wliat is Madanje <loing

here] That's what I want to kno'.v. Slie eanio a year ago as govenipss

to IMani'selle llehnie, and now I suspect slie wants to lie (fiyremess to

Mani'selle's papa. No, you don't, Madame (J. Ah niy master says, the

dignity ot tli(* house oi (Jhateaugris must lie maintaint'd ;
liesiih-K, you've

pulled niv ear a doziMi tiuies a dav ever sinee vou came—twelve times a

day for a year — is twelve tim'is a day too much for this ear. {(Jrosses

to Madame Giijot ; ttikes-fxifjers from her pod et.) Sweet iiuiocents!

What's this? A packet of letters. My lingers always itch when I see

paper with writing on it. I wish I could read ! Never mind ; they

may come in useful some day. ((mocs to bo.r ; taLs out fdece of parch'

merit.) This will do nicely to wrap them up; it is torn, hut that doesn't

matter. {]Vraf>s u/) jxicket in parchment aiid j)uts it i)ito his pocket.)

Bother these wasps ! they are after the ])!ums. Ah I I know

—

(Takes

her handkerchief, catches wasp in it, and puts it back in her hand, then

retires hack. JMadamk (jIigot saddenlt/ starts iip icith a, scream.

Chatkauuius v;((kes. Pii' ,joes ol)'. L. u. k.

Chat. Hallo!
Mad. G. a was]i has stung me. Look ! (Ciiateaugris takes her

hand.) Oh ! I shall taint ; 1 know I shall.

Chat. Poor little hand. (Jiusiness; he amorous, but cautious; she try-

ing to lead him on; he lifts the hand towards his lips, then snddenlii lets it

fall; rises and comes front, aside). Take care Ciiateaugris; take care;

no kisse.s; you've gone too far already. (Aloud.) A little sweet

oil, Madame Gioot. I will go and fetch it myself. (Aside.) I)e\iced

fine woman, C'hateangi-is, but no kisses. Clever old hirds,

widows. (Goes into hons L.)

INIad. G. (Coming front.) There's an opportunity lost! A little

sweet oil, indeed ! Never mind! IVIy time will come, and the widow
Gigot, governess and police agent, shall change her ])Osition for the

coronet of a' Marquise—the Marguise de Chateaugris—and then the

Kegent may find out his plots for himself. But the bird is shy,

very shy ! (Sings.)

Why Wont He See]

Mad. Gig. I often sigh when no one's hy
But he.

I drop my kerchief, but he lets it lie

' Ah me,

Why wont he see 1


