
discovery of making mild steel
nearly five per cent, lighter than it has

ever been made before.

Preece: What’s interesting is to do things,
and to do ’em better and quicker, and less
elmmdiy than

over they were done before.
11’ I can make nineteen tons of steel do the
Work of twenty well, I reckon I’ve accom-

plished something for the world.
Emily: I like that. It’s very original.
Preece: Not my notion, you know. I’m a

disciple of William Morris.
Emily: Oh! He’s

h poet, -isn’t he?
Preece: You should read ’’The Kart lily

I’arad Ise.”

Emily: I should love to.

Preece: if people would read m bit more
William Morris, ajid less of these silly gim-
<rack novels about lords and actresses,
Ouhla ami so on. What’s the matter?

Emily: Nothing. (With a certain self
Fatisfactioiij William Black's silly, too,

isn't he?
Preece: Of course.

Emily (firmly): I’m going to read ’ The

Earthly Paradise.”
Preece: Let me lend it you. I’ve got a

signed copy from the author
Emily: You know hh
Preece: I know William Morris. I was up

at his stable last night.

Emily: His stable?
Preece: He gives lectures in a stable l»e-

--l.hid his house at Hammersmith. I wish

you’d heard him pitching into the House of
Lords. ‘ A squad of dukes.”

Emily: But why?
Preece: oh. because they aren’t interested

In the right thing.
Emily: What is the right tiling?
I’reece: The right thing is to make the

world fit to live in.
Emily: But isn't it?

I’reece: Have you ever been to the East
End?

Emily: I did some .shimming once, just to

Hee. But I was so ashamed to go into their
awful houses that I never tried again.

i’ree<-e (getting up, excited): That's grand!

That's grand! That’s just how I feel.
Everyone feels like that that’s got any

imagination and any sense of Justice. We
ought to he ashamed of the East End. At
least the governing classes ought. Not for
the poor, but for themselves. They ought’to

go anti get buried if they can’t govern better
than that.

Emily (after a pause, rising as in thought):

iboved): But how are you going to change
V?

i’reece: Not by slumming, that’s a cer-

tainty. You cun only change it by getting
some decent laws passed, and by playing

fair, and doing your job, and thinking a

£reat, deal less about eating and drinking,
find line clothes, ami being in the swim and
fill that sort of nonsense. I»o you know
■|vhat I am going to do

as soon as I van

rfford? I’m going to be a member of Par-
lament.
Emily (low): Why did you offer to take

Ms to the Hotel Metropole?

/ -I’reece (< onfnsed): I thought you’d like

It I 1

Emily: You despise it yourself.
j I’reece: I’m human.

• Emily: But (She draws close to him.)
I’reece: I’m very ambitious. I want a

whole lot of things. But if I thought I could

find someone— timl a woman, who—who
feels as I feel: who’d like before everything

.to help to make the world decent—I’d —

1 . Emily: I (Profoundly stirred, shr fulls

into his arms.)

i I’reece: Emily! iHr kisses her long, hold-
ing her close.»

j. *Emlly (gently releases herself and walks

fl.way, with effort): I haven’t told you. I

forgot. Father doesn’t, wish me to go out
hvlth you this afternoon. He’s here now,

4n the study.

I (Gertrude enters from the hall, without
tier bonnet this time.)
( Gertrude: Good afternoon, Mr. I’reece.
O'hey shake hands. To Emily.) I suppose

•you—er-told Mr. Preece that the excursion
4s countermanded? (She goes tv the tire-

<»la<e.)
A Emily: Yes. Mr. Preece was just going.

fGentiy.) Good afternoon. "(She holds out

ifier hand to Preece, who hesitates. Emily

/Ppeats in firmer tone.) Good afternoon,
flu a tender voice.) Please! (With a smile.)
’Another time!

(Preece shakes ha mis ami. bowing to Ger-
trude. retires. As ho departs Gertrude rings

fhe bell by the fireplace.*
Gertrude; Well, I’ve been catching it, I

oft it tell you!
Emily (shaken): What about?
Gertrude: About you. They simply asked

foe to
go into the study so that 1 could be

t'jliusl to for yoar good, my girl.
Emily: They weren’t rude, were they?
Gertrude: You know your mother's always

-Juost considerate. She’s an angel. But your
father rubbed it in finely. How many times

lifld you seen the young num? If ever
Clone? What on earth was I thinking of? -
What on earth was your mother doing to

Jiave noticed nothing? As if your mother
ever noticed anything! And so on! <»f

i ourse, I told them pretty straight flint they
>vere tnaking a most ridiculous fuss about
tmtiiiug.

Emily: Well, anyhow. I’ve let him kiss

Gertrude: You’ve let him kiss you? When?
Emily : Just now. Here.

/ Gertrude: Bin what

Emily: lH»n’t ask me. 4 don't know, 1

really don’t.
Gertrude: Do you mean Io say he walked

4<i here and proposed to you straiglil off,
it nd ymi accept oil him?

Emily: I didn’t accept him. Itecause he

didn’t propose. He was talking about his

Ideas.

Gertrude. What Ideas?
Emily (with a vague gesture*: <>h, alx»ut

the world in Renersl, ami all that tie means
Io do. He's made another marvellous in-
vention, only no one knows except me. It
was the excited way he talked s««meh<»w

1 couldn’t help It before I knew what we
.were doing he'd got his arms round me

Gertrude (rattier sternly th spite of her
tender feeling’ Well, Lmlly, I must say

l’n« very eurprUed.

» BJuilly Be ami L

Gertrude: Of course, you’re engaged to

hliu.
'Emily: Am I?
Gertrude: And it’ll all be my fault. How-

eyor, it’s go to he seen through to the end

now.

Emily: He has very strange ideas. They
sound splendid when lip’s explaining them.
But d’you know, he thinks Onida’s silly.

Gertrude: Does he?

Emily: And he really doesn’t care about
money and fashion and all that sort of

thing. He despises going to the Hotel Me-
tropole. He only offered to go there because
he thought it would please our horrid little
minds—l was so ashamed.

Gertrude: But surely you knew all this
before—at least you guessed it?

Emily: 1 didn’t, auntie. 1 never thought
about his ideas, never! I just—

Gertrude: You just simpl.v fell into his
arms as soon as you heard them, that’s all.

Well, surely in that case you must admire
these ideas of his tremendously. (She sits
in no armchair.)

Emily: I don’t know. Yes. I admire
them, but—

Gertrude: Listen, yomy; woman! Are you
in love with him, or aren’t you?

Emily: I —l—How can you tel! whether
you’re in love with a man or not?

Gertrude: Supposing you were alone with
him here, now' would you let him kiss you
again? (Pause.)

Emily: I— Ij .<* |
Gertrude: Now, out with it!

Emily: 1 shouldn’t be able to stop him,
should I?

Gertrude: That’s enough.
Emily: Yes But then what about father?

He would be frightfully angry, I can see
that. Oh, 1 do hate unpleasantness, auntie.
And Mr. Preece’?) ideas are very peculiar.

Gertrude (after a look at Emily*: Listen.
Emily! I was once engaged to be married.

Emily: Oh, auntie! 1 always knew' you
must have been. Do tell me. Who was it?

Gertrude: Your uncle Sam!

Emily (staggered): Not Vncle Sam?

Gertrude: You’re surprised, naturally. But
you mustn't be too hard. Remember it was

twenty-five years ago. Uncle Sam was a
splendid fellow; then. He’s old now. We’re
all old, except you—and Mr. Preece. You’ve
got the only thing worth having, you two.

Emily (sitting at Gertrude’s feet): What’s
that?

Gertrude: Youth. Your Vncle Sam lived
the miserable life of a bachelor till he was

fifty. He’d have been a very different man

if I’d married him. And I should have been
a very different woman. I broke offbecause
there were difficulties; and because 1

thought his ideas were peculiar; ami be-
cause I bated unpleasantness! And now
look nt me! Couldn’t I have ruled a house
and a family? Couldn’t I have played the
hostess? (In another’tone.) To-day the one

jx»or little joy 1 have in life Is to pretend
I’m your mother. Look at my position here.
I’m only— • * ”

Emily (passionately*' Oh. auntie, don’t!
I can’t bear to hear you say it. 1 know!

Gertrude: We w’ero opposites in every

way, your uncle and I. but I—l loved him.

Emily (softly): Do you still love him,
auntie? C'. _i

Gertrude (in it flat tone of despair): No!
Love dies out.

Emily (after a inomeiitk Why didn't you

marry somel»ody else?
Gertrude: There w ras nobody else. There

never is anybody else when you’ve made the
mistake I made. ' Mairy! I could have

chosen among a dozen men! But they were

all the wrong men. Emily! Fancy pouring
out tea every day of your life for the wrong

man. Every breakfast-time—every after-
noon! And there he sits, and nothing wjill
move him Think of that, Emily—think of

that.
(A pauseA

Emily (embracing her again*: Oh, auntie!
I love you aw'fuliy!

Gertrude: You must show some courage,
my girl. Don’t be Hfraid of anything—and
especially not of arguments and threats.

Wiiat does unpleasantness matter, after aU?
It’s over in a month; but a mistake lasts
forever.

«Tolm Rhoad, who is looking forward
io a baronetcy for himself, objects to
his daughter’s love for Preece, and
threatens dire consequences to Emily’s
Tover if she should marry without pa-
ternal consent. In vain Gertrude at-

tempts to save her niece from surren-

der. Emily meekly, if tearfully, gives
up Preece ami accepts his lordship.
‘’And there, M

remarks Gertrude with

great feeling, ‘’is your tea—your daily
tea, for the rest of your life.”

The third act brings us right into
the present. The drawing-room has

undergone an entire change. All the

old in id-Victorian furniture, has been

crowded out by furniture of a later

style. U'he lights are electric; so is the

bell by the fireside. Ned is dead; his

son, Lord Monkhurst, has inherited his

foppishness without his brains. Emily,
now forty-eight, has developed into a

handsome, well-preserved woman of the

world, duhn and Rose are celebrating
their golden wedding. Muriel, Emily’s
daughter, is a handsome girl of twenty-
four, rather thin and eager, with a high
forehead and with much distinction.

She has herself under absolute control.
Richard, the son of Sam and Nancy,
is in love with her. He is tall, dark,
broad, with clean-shaven face, rough

hair, and a taciturn disposition. Calm

lv Muriel enters the room. She informs

her mother that slut ami Richard are

engaged, ami that lhet \ expect to live

in Canadti.

Emily (lifter a pauscL Muriel. I lei I you
al OM<c, both ol yvua A abauT allow this

niarrtaft.

Muriel: Not allow it? My poor mamma.
Monkhurst: Certainly not.
Richard: I’ve told you to shut up on«*e.
Emily; And your grandfather won’t allow

it. either.

Miiriel: Of course, mamma, you .ami I
have always been devoted to,,each other.,
Aon ve made allowances for me, ami I’ve
made allowances for you. But you must
please remember that we’re in ’ilie year
1912. I’ve promised to marry Richard, and
I shall marry him. There’s no question of
being ‘ allowed.” And if it eonies to that,
why shouldn’t 1 marry him, indeed?

Emily: You your father's daughter, t«»
think of going out to Winnipeg as the wife
<*f «—your place is in London.

Richard (stiffeJiing at the sight of
trouble): But J say, Cousin Emily-

Muriel (gently, hut firmly): Richard—-
please. (Turning to her mother.) Mamma,
you really do shock

me. Just because I’m

the Honourable Muriel Pym! (Laughs.) 1

w’on’t say you’re a snob, because every-
body’s a snob, in some way or other. But
you don’t understand the new spirit, not in
the least, and I’m so sorry. Why, hasn’t
it occurred to you even yet that that aris-

tocracy racket’s played out?

(Rose and John enterby the double doors.
They have both grown old, Rose being
seventy-three and John seventy-seven. Rose-
has become short-sighted, white-haired and

stoutish. John has grown a little deaf;
his hair is thin, his eyes sunken, bis com-
plexion of wax, his features sharply de-
fined. Gertrude follows them, now seventy-
three. She has grown into a thin, shrivel-
ed old woman, erect, hard, with a high,
shrill voice and keen, clear eyes.)

Rose: Oh! It’s here they seem to be col-

lected. Is that you, Gerald? Wherever has

the poor lamb been? (She kisses him.)
Monkhurst: Grandma, congratulations!

(To John). Congratulations, sir.
John (sternly): Is this what you cal! good

manners, boy?
Monkhurst: Sorry, sir. I was kept.
John (sarcastically): Kept?
Monkhurst: At the House of Lords. A

division.
Murial: Good Heavens! Break it to us

gently. Has his grandma’s lamb gone into

politics?
Monkliurst (haughtily, iglaring his sis-

ter): They telephoned me from headquar-
ters. I thought you would prefer me—

John: Certainly, my boy. (Shakes his

hand.) You couldn’t have celebrated our

golden wedding in a fashion more agreeable
to us than by recording your first vote in

the House of Lords. Could he, granny?
Rose (feebly): Bless us! Bless us!
John: What was the division?

Monkhurst (mumbling):- Kr—the Trades

I nion Bill, sir. Third reading.
John (not hearing): What did you say?
Monkliurst (louder): Trades Inion Bill,

sir.

Muriel: Oh. my poor lamb! The Trades
I'nioii Bill division isn't to be taken till to-

morrow !
Monkhurst (hastily): What am I think-

ing of? It must have been the Extended

Franchise Bill then. . . . Anyhow, I voted.
John (coughing): H'in! H’M! , . .......

Gertrude (drawing a shawl around ’her

shoulders, fretfully): Couldn’t we have that
window closed?

Rose: Auntie Gertrude, how brave you

are! 1 daren’t have asked. I declare I’m a

martyr to this ventilation in my'old age.

Gertrude: 1 daresay I’m very old-fashion-

ed, but when I was young we didn’t try to

turn a drawing-room into a park.

John (pettishly): Put a match to the fire,

bov, and have done with it.

(Richard goes to the fireplace, kneels

down, and lights the fire.) •
Gertrude: What’s the matter, Emily?
Emily (who has begun to weep): Oh.

Auntie Gertrude!
Nancv (soothingly): Come, come, Emily.

John; What’s that? What’s that?

Rose (peering at Emily): What is it. John.

John: Monkburst, have you been upset-

ting vour mother again?
Muriel: 1 think it’s us, grandpa.

John: What does she say?

Muriel: I’m afraid it’s, ua—Richard and
me. We’re engaged to be married, -s-

(Muriel j»oints to Richard, who is-still on
his knees busy with the fire.)

Rose: Ob, my dear—how sudden! What
a shock! I can understand your mother

crying. I must cry myself. Come and kts%
me! It’s astonishing how quietly you young
people managethese things nowadays. (Em-
braces Muriel.)

John: Who’s engaged to be married?
Who’s engaged to be married?

Richard (loudly, rising -dusting bls

hands): Muriel and I, sir.
John: Mu—Mu—! WJiat the devil do you

mean, sir? Emily, what iu God’s name are

you thinking of?

TJKEI.IMIXAKY ANXOTWKMENT.
I Town Hall Concert Chaintier, AVe'lnea.

day November -i>. H»l2, Vocal ami rianu

fort.. Ke- ltat by MK. 11, «ARRY CtrNEY

A.K.A.M.. I .R.A.M.. Assisted t'.v of his

Si clients.' Aduiissfoii: and 1/. Box Vian

opens at Wildman and Arey s <>n 11th

November Two Magnificent Full Concert

Grand Pianofortes (by C. Bechsteln) will

used at this Concert.

ROYAL ALBERT HALL.

WEST’S PICTURES.

THE EIRE OF LIFE.

A Tragic Story of a Srieutist’s Discovery.

GIGANTIC F.XCLFSIVE PICOGRAMME.

Popular Prices.

PARNELL DISTRICT C.C.

GRAND CONCERT.

11l aid of the Funds of the above-named

Club will bo held in the Oddfellows* Hall,

Manukau Road. Parnell on FRIDAY,

November M. 1912. Splendid Programme,
imduding items by the well-known Lyric
Quartette. Doors open at T.-'W p.m. Com-
mence K p.m. Admission 1/.

IL M. WARNER, Hon Sec.

THEATRICALS. CONCERTS.
BAZAARS. EXHIBITIONS.

.
SPORTS. ETC.

For Artlalle, Cheap and Itcllftble Signs,

R. WILKINSON
CKHAT NORTH ROAD, GRI4Y LYNN,

IS THE MAK,

Phone 3498.

Amusements.

THE AUCKLAND ARTS AND

CRAFTS CLUB.

FIRST ANNUAL
= EXHIBITION =

AKT GALLERY, COBURG STREET,

- NOW OPEN.

Hours, 12 to 5, 7 to 10.

AIIMISSION. V.
The finest collection of arts and

craft work ever exhibited in

New Zealand,
Comprising

Paintings in Leatlier Work,
<•11 and - '*'> Jewellery.
Water Colour J.ace Work.
Etchings Stencilled.
Sketches, Fabries.
Tapestry, Stained Glass
Embroidery, Pho tograph v.
Fainted Chins Modelling,

Architectural Designs,
Etc., Etc., Etc.

AUCKLANDERS.
Support those who are earnestly striving

to make your city
THE PREMIER ART CENTRE IJ<

NEW ZEALAND.
Illustrated Catalogue, price Gd. The

Finest Art Production ever published
South of the Line I!I - ,

E. WARNER,
Hon. Sec.

HIS MA JE ST Y’S
THEATRE

rpitE vriKAHO,X
HE

JI
IK.MK>,

'

ONLY FOUR MORE NIGHTS
ONLY FOUR MORE NIGHTS

A BRILLIANT SUCCESS.
A BRILLIANT SUCCESS'

Acknowledged to be the Most Successful
Amateur Performance Ever Given In

Auckland.

rpilE ALIKADO,
J-HE -“LkAHo,

PKI( KS: 4/, 2/6, 1/.
Box Plan, Wildman and Arey.
Day Sales, Gerti i’timpion’s.

Early Doom, 7 o’clock, 6d extra.

GEO. BOOKT/ASS, Secretary.

HIS MAJESTY’S
THEATRE

Lessee, (.’. R. Bailey.

1:XTRAOKI>INARY ATT RAC’l’I<> N.

COMMENCING MONDAY. NOVEMBER IL

For Six Nights Only.

MISS CARRIE MOORE
Famous Anglo-Australian Musical-ConK'ly
Actress, supported by a Specially Select

Company of Continental Artists, including
Mr Percy Clifton, the well known Loudon
coinedian, In the.latest English Mtislcdl

Comedietta.

CHIPS,

By C. S. Fawcett and Victor May.
A Piece that is now Captivating A(istr«fit*-

Just Note the Prices: 3 z, 2/, and IRe-

serves,
4 Early Doors to 2/ and .1/ Seats

Gd extra.

HAVE YOU VISITED THE LYRIC

THEATRE YET?

Direction Hayward's Enterprises, Ll<i-

THB
MOST UP-TO-DATE PICTURE
THEATRE IN THE DOMINION.

Lose no time in spemllug a pleaaaat
evening at

•• HAYWARDS PICTURES.'•
BRILLIANT LIGHT,

PERFECT I-ROJECTION.
ABSOLUTE STEADINESS.

SUPERB SEATINO ACCOMMODATION.
MAGNIFICENT FII.MS. , _

in fact, THE LYRIC starts where

finish, and the result is uueiatnplel
popularity,

1/6, 1/, Sixpence.
Beata may ba booked at Wildman and Arey »
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