B

THLE

NEW ZRALAND GRAPHIC

Saturday, May 18, 1900,

3{ A FOUR O'CLOGK TEA.

AN UP-TO-DATH SKIT ON
COLONIAL LIFE.

PERNONS:
Polly  Deepdimple—The Givl,
Mres Vi Hipper— The Chaperon,
Tonmie ckle—"The Man.
Aond Othees,

SUENE.
A well-kumwn afternuon tea re-
sart, Time  4.0500 The room is
crowded, and from the small serven-
wd-off tahle comes o perpetual hoem
af canversation, pnoctuated  with
wnghter amd the clink of tew
Pretiy “huly™ waitress in
st uniforms of purple froc anml
white aprons provide afternoon tes,
ies st fruit salads, Outside in the
street the Italian musicians are play-
ing Just One 4Givl”

ARGUMENT.
fe is Jike this, Dolly  Deemllmple
i pefussl Tommic Ticle a1l a dance
piven by Mrx Vian Rlpper the pre-
Aiels e nlngg. They frave ol met
to-lny  ax though nething ad hage
v. Feellnig  that Tommis

very gy, Tommie 1= putle,
Hipper b= sweetly symngsihetic.
Dally (to FTommie): Wan't vaw have
COMre Taekle? They are

vies Thank you, woe Miss Decep-
dinnple,
AMrs Van Ripper (hawing aml =miling
T U TT I TU TN racim) .
Me Hickette,  Was he oot
= Jast pmigght? B didn’t see

Sbear old JaekD O We had
Wiful tenne,
Where -on the stairs or an

il

Tomntie
the
Ity twith dbignityvi: Yoo seem ta
furpet, Mr Tickle. Neither Mr
Kette par | heluwg ta the Smnet

L Yeau bhatl
.

d long oo,

1 Funny girl, Cors Featherhy;
the other afternoon she suid ha
-~ha- hu—she said——

Dodiy: Pleare spave us
Featherby's jokes,
the line somewhere.

any of Miss
We mnst draw

Temmie: Never mind, Mrs Van Rip~

per. 'l telt you some time when
we are alane.

Dolly (her eyes flashing dangerously):
Nowadays men think anything
that is fast is brilliant.

Tommie: It's the inevitable reaction.
You see there are so many debu-
tintes this year, White tulle and
pearls are all very nice in their
way, hut one must have—

Delly: A few spangles!

Tommie (musing): But Cora is such »
hright grirll

Doliyv: [ wonder where she ever pot
that nose? Jack Rackette saysgit™
the noblest ltoman he ever saw on
a girl! (Dolly's own nase tip Lilts
pointedIy}.

Tomwmive (looking pensively at Mres Van
Ripper's nose, which is a  pore
{irevinny: Do you konow-—it’s a
fact, Mrs Van--you don't see on:
waod noxe in twentyl

Bally  iDghtly): o't despaie, My
Tackle: you can have "om changed
nowadays!

Mrs Van Ripper:
eeally ix an
v, Why
Thow b
athe

Doty

Rut Cora Featherby
interexting  muobern
there she is new-.
d smiding)—amd  an-
r ortunning gow
thowing calbly):

Wihite bhromd-

clath and goll embroidery. SAw-
Fully lowl!
Tanpuiv (bowing ol smiling: effus

ivelyy: Vay

That hat's o beaut

Telpek her to pick i out 1the other

mie
Dakty: X

r

there's o griel that doesn’t

vl I winh [ counlld be like her.
Bhe Wirts with  every man  she
e

Tarmai Yes- b heard hep say the
mber eveni thut she never let
e et awny! Ha---hn—ha—!

Dotly: But shiaply beenuxe- she’u--
alie’s "sporty™-an Juek Rneketts
sikya-- khe's culled & beauty!

Mes Van Ripper: She really isn’t gool
tuoking ev

Tomimic: Huot she’s got a good henst.

Dolly: suppase she's whal you call
up-to-dute! That  stands  for
vverything!

Tomwmie: 1 should - never call Miss
Featherby - up-lo-date in  that
sense, The up-lo-date girl is ab-
solutely  superficial, insincere,
withaut any heart whatever; and
ux for her soul, it's so small you
vitn hear it rattle when she walks.
{He looks pointedly at Dolly. who
¥ips ten languidly).

Mrs Van Wipper: Why, Tom?
0 sudhlen!
wirls?

Tommie {(with a blase air): Oh, of
eaurse | like girls—as girls. There
are lots of nice girls in the world.
Yaou urve two of the nicest T know.
{He BLows to Mrs Yan Ripper).
Lul xyau iake the usual sort of
soviety girl, who thinks it's great
fun 1o lead a chap op——

Tully: Some men accuse you of leatl-
ing them on if youwve let them
buy you a few hoxes of chovelnte
crenns and let them take you to
Pollard*s ar Bhind Holts onee or
lwice,

Tonmie: They hnve no depth.
van’t talk—except to osay wnkind
things, they  think  are
funny.  But fhey lack evervthing
that one assoecintes with the true
wenmnanly - —

Dolly: Corn Featherby. for jnstance

Temmie (sternly): Let ns lenve Miss

therhy™s nome out of the dis-

This i
T thought you liked

They

4 . Lo falking generally.
The rociety givt vegurds a man's
most  snered  emotions as- -os

Juke.  She likes to faney 1them as
sluves clhaxing after her chariot
wheels —-

Dolly:  Ilike i
Tarkle,

Mes Van Ripper: M girts are not like
Lhat, Yo Know,

Tammi No., u o owere aever like
that,  Verw- pardon me, bur Q1
seeris o stupid to eull you Mrs

more  recenl,  Mr

- R

Yan Ripper when we are such
friends!™

Mrs Vun Ripper: Oh, [ wus an oll
fashioned girl!

Tommie {(with feeling): The sort of
girl a man never forgets! He
may jest with others—siop to
play noew and then—but there's
always one pgirl he remembers!

Dolly: Even though she’s wmarried?

Tomnmie: Oh, you don’t understaud,
Yittle girl. Run away!

(Mrs Van Ripper has lowersd her
eyes until they rest in her
tea cup. Doily’s have opened
very wide over the top of hers,
Suddenly rhe (drops her lash-
es and looks sidewnys at th
both. Bhe seems 1o expe
ence soame slight difticeuliy
swallowing her tex, In an-
other girl it would be called
a gulp)

Tommie {musing);
you were!

Mrs Van Ripper: 1t seems suvh o long
thne ago!

Tommie: Only four years.

What w nice girl

Dolly  (whao feefs forgotien):; 1 Lug
pardon for intercupting—-—

Tommie: Xot at all,

Dolly: 1 was speaking te Vern, Did

you really know ench other?
Mr= Van Ripper: Why, yest Mr Van
und Tom were grent ehinns—-yuon

Twmmie: He was my best frieml!

Dotly: Hub-—bhm-m-an!

Tamiv: But 1 was enveless and Vun
Ripper envricl off the priee; hut
they allowed me to b usher,
(Mrs Van Ripper amd  Tommic

lauph and are jo I by Dolly,
It her Jargrh ix ol netly un-
happy.) . .

Dolly {with s otlermpt ot lightnens):
How does it feel to e a buried
RUSTOW Y

Tonm (b, everylhing gets to be a
Jjoke  win you've hml  it-—even
aprpenlicvi Hut the first Hime
a man s in fove i the only time,
ufter all! A fellow eets a preity




