maUs (As though it were too easy fo malke the effort worthw,
f,..an de the water which they beat to follow fagpefas amorous
of their stro or her own person, it begg description—she

did lie in her pavilio

Thomasina, in tears of ra out through the garden.

THOMASINA [

bumps into Brice who is entering. She runs ot ight. Brice

ers.
BRICE Good God, man, what have you told her?

seprimMus  Told hex? Told her what?

price Hodge!
Septimus looks outside the doot, slightly contrite about Thomasina, and
sees that Chater is skulking out of view.

sgpTiMUs  Chater! My dear fellow! Don’t hang back-—come in, sir!

Chater allows himself to be drawn sheepishly into the room, where Brice
stands on his dignity.

oes me the honour—I mean to say, sir,

cuatER Captain Brice d
address yourself to Captain

whatever you have to say to me, sir,
Brice.

sepTiMus How unusual. (To Brice) Your wife did not appear
yesterday, sir. I trust she is not sick?

BRICE My wife? [ have no wife. What the devil do you mean, sir?

Septimus makes to reply, but hesitates, puzzled. He turns back to Chater.

sepTivius 1 do not understand the scheme, Chater. Whom do 1
address when I want to speak to Captain Brice?
BRICE Oh, slippery, Hodge—slippery!

sepTivUS (To Chater) By the way, Chater—(he interrupts himself
and turns back to Brice, and continues as before) by the way, Chater, I
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BRICE (Angrily) Mr Hodge! Look to your honour, sir! If you
cannot .attend to me without this foolery, nominate ,your second
w_ho might settle the business as between gentlemen. No doubt
friend Byron would do you the service. ‘ =

Septimus gives up the game.

:EPTIMUS Oh yes, he would do me the service. (His mood changes
e turns to Chater.) Sit—I repent your injury. You are an honest J
fellow with no more malice in you than poetry.

CHATER (Happily) Ah welll—that is more like i
! the thing!
(Overtaken by doubt.) Is he apologizing? "

BRICE There is still the injury to his conjugal property, Mrs Chater’s—
cHATER Tush, sir!

BRICE As you will—her tush. Nevertheless—

But they are interrupted by Lady Croom, also entering from thegiden.

will please

you very ¥y uc}.l. Lord Byron begs a copy of your
to read it anS\jntends to include your name igg#fle second edition of

CHATER  English Baw
doggerel aimed at Lord




