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THE PICK OF OAKHAM

ACT I

" A Hot Scent "

Scene.—The hunting breakfast-room at Castle Glanders.

An oak chamber decorated with trophies of the chase.

A stuffed rabbit or two. Seated at the table spread

for the usual hunting breakfast [champagne bottles

and glasses, and very little else) are the Earl of
LowATER, Jack Cholmondeley, Ned Snaffles,
and Tiny Pullam. Binns goes round with the

bottle and stations himself behind his lordship's chair.

All are dressed in red coats, except Cholmondeley
[his lordship having huge gold buttons with coronets

on them), white trousers tucked into sea boots, except

Binns, whose trousers are finished off by painted

tops.

As the curtain rises they are all singing an old English

hunting song—

Chorus.

The Mummerset Hounds.

'Tis a fine hunting day,

Though they're making the hay
And the sky is a midsummer blue,

Yet the hounds have come out

Just to tickle a trout,

Or mop up a stray Kangaroo.
There's a coon up a gum tree, they say

;

We'll catch him if only he'll stay.

So we'll hollo and shout.

And ride hard for the snout,

For we must go a-hunting to-day.
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{At the conclusion of the chorus Lord Lowater turns

to BiNNS.)

Lord Lowater. Have hounds brought round to

the front door directly after breakfast.

BiNNS. Very good, my lord. Which 'ounds will

you 'ave to-day ?

Lord L. Which hounds ?

BiNNS. We 'ave all sorts in the Mummersetshire
kennels, Bassets, Bloods and Dachs. Take your
choice of 'ound.

Lord L. Loose a few of each.

Cholmondeley. Yes, let's have a mixed grill.

BiNNS. Very good, your Grace. Fll just pop
round and see they 'ave got their collars on, your
worship. We don't want no trouble with the police.

{Exit, singing Hunting Chorus.)

Lord L. Do so, Binns.

Chol. An invaluable servant, my lord. One of

Beecham's People.

Snaffle. Worth a guinea a box.
Lord L. He's been butler and huntsman in the

family over fifty 3^ears. No man can draw covert or

cork better than old Nimrod Binns.

(Gwendoline Mortgage's voice heard off giving the
" Vieti>.")

Chol. Listen !

Lord L. {listens and then sighs). Her mother's
voice.

{Music.)

(Gwendoline Mortgage runs on cracking a whip and
carrying a dead rabbit. She is dressed as a female
ring attendant of the circus, red coat, tights, top boots,

etc)

Gwendoline. Dad, Fve had such a scamper on
" Rat Catcher."
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Chol. Sweetheart, you are too venturesome.
GwEN. And see, I was in at the death.

Chol. (taking rabbit). A warrantable white tufter.

Lord L. He will make a lovely pie. You must
be hungry, child. What will you take—a plover's

egg—omelette, or snipe's liver ?

GwEN. No, thank you, dad. I am reserving

myself for the first meet of the season {all laugh).

[Chord.)

Snaffle. Ah! there spoke a Mortgage. Her
father's own child.

(Gwendoline seats herself at table.)

(Tiny Pullam begins to nm round the table.)

Lord L. Tiny !

Pullam. My lord

!

Lord L. This is not a circus—cease !

Chol. What is he supposed to be doing ?

Lord L. Getting his weight down to ride my
horse, the Tortoise ; he is my jockey, the crack light

weight.

Chol. If he keeps this up, I shall begin to think

he is a " cracked " light weight.

Lord L. Tiny, desist

Pullam. Yes, my lord [wipes his face, buttons his

waistcoat closer, takes out a tape measure and measures
stomach). Lost a couple of pounds.

[Enter Binns.)

Lord L. Where is Oddson—the bookmaker ?

Binns. In the pantry, your highness. He's just

laid the stillroom maids ten to one against the Tortoise

for the Derby.
Lord L. Ten to one—impudent fellow ! He shall

lay me twenties.

Chol. Tortoise has never yet won the Derb}^ has

he ?

Lord L. No ; the only Classic race he's missed

—
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winner of the Oaks four years in succession and, as

yet, not a single Derby. It's the luck of the Lowaters

.

Chol. We'll change the luck {holding up the glass) .

Here's to the master of the Mummersetshire Hunt

—

as fine a horseman as ever headed a fox, or grasped a

pommel.

(Music— Villain.)

[A fearful row is heard withoiU—D'Ethe quarrelling

with Oddson.)

Oddson [without). WeU, pay me my money,

Major.

D'Ethe. When the Earl pays me.

Oddson. The old Earl never pays. He's a

gentleman of the old school.

D'Ethe. A gentleman^a proud, stuck-up, swind-

ling old card-sharp.

Lord L. We have friends without—admit them,
Binns.

BiNNS. Certainly, Excellency.

(Exit Binns.)

Chol. (to the Earl aside). That man again. I

thought you would not receive him.

Lord L. I cannot help myself. I lost four thou-

sand to him in the harness-room last week at shove
halfpenny.

Chol. Four thousand pounds !

Lord L. Yes—or fourpence ? I can't remember
which. My affairs are fearfully involved.

Binns (announcing). Major Sutton D'Ethe, Royal
Muffineers

Chol. The fellow's not worth his salt.

(D'Ethe enters dressed in full uniform, with the

exception of a hunting crop and top boots.)

(Music stops.)

D'Ethe. Morning, my lord; we were kept late on
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Parade. [Ttmiing to Gwendoline.) And how is the

Hon'ble Gwendoline ?

GwEN. Nicely, thank you, Major.

Lord L. Sit down and fall to.

Chol. From what I have seen of the Major's

riding, my lord, he'll find the falling easier than the

sitting.

D'Ethe. Ah, Cholmondeley ! I knew you were

here ; I saw your hat hanging on the rack by the Earl's

garden coronet. It will want dusting before wear-

ing.

Chol. How so ?

D'Ethe. It has been hanging there some tmie.

Chol. What mean you ? {Fires revolver.)

[Chord.)

D'Ethe (laughing cynically). Nothing; if the cap

fits you, wear it. {Fires revolver.)

Chol. I have—for years.

D'Ethe. It looks like it.

Chol. Better to wear one old hat than three.

D'Ethe. Ah '.—would you insult me ? {Fires re-

volver once or twice.)
. . i , t i

GwEN. Gentlemen—gentlemen—fair play s a J
oel

and there is ladies present.
. ,, n

D'Ethe. Mille pardongs—mademoiselle {bowing

lew).

PuLLAM. No bad language. Shame !

LOED L. {rising). Gentlemen of the Mummerset-

shire Hunt—we are met to-day to celebrate not only

the opening day of the Mummersetshire hunting

season, but the betrothal of my daughter to Jack

Cholmondeley.

{Enter Binns, goes to Lord Lowater.)

BiNNS. Beg pardon, your Grace—the brokers.

(Chord.)

Lord L. Mv broker ! How dare he interrupt me
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at my country seat ? No nobleman ever meets his

broker except in the City. My broker here—how
singular !

BiNNS. Plural, my lord—not broker, but brokers.

All. Brokers ! (Music.)

Lord L. (fiercely to D'Ethe). This is your work.

(Chord.)

D'Ethe (defiantly). Yes.

GwEN. Father, can you pay ?

Lord L. Alas ! no.

BiNNS. Don't be downhearted, my lord. I 'ad

20 to I this morning from old Oddson about Worcester
Source for the Garrick Stakes, and my nephew,
Cockey Bantham, is riding the favourite. Fat Head.
Lord L. He is bound to pull it off. (Music stop.)

BiNNS (in a whisper). Yes, my lord. He's stand-

ing in with m.e. It's a dead cinch and you are

welcome to 'alf.

Lord L. You are an honest fellow, Binns. (Offers

hand.)

(Binns steals Lord L.'s watch and exit.)

D'Ethe. Enough of this. Let the brokers broke

immediateh^ (Music—Love theme.)

GwEN. One moment, father. I know why this

man has done this thing. I have felt his eyes scorch

me like a flame. Indeed, so much so, that I have not
worn a transparent blouse all the summer. But the

old name must not be dishonoured. The dead
Lowaters must not be disgraced.

Chol. Hush ! you don't know what you are

doing.

GwEN. Yes, to-day is my birthday, not yesterday.

I know what I am doing. (Exit.)

Chol. Gwendoline, Gwendoline.

(Rushes out after her. Music stop.)

Lord L. (to the others). Leave me, good people,

naked—I mean alone with my enemy.
(All exit excepting Lord L. and D'Ethe.)
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Lord L. Major, I owe you money ?

D'Ethe. E'en so.

Lord L. You desire my daughter's hand in

marriage.

D'Ethe. Drop it, I am not carting rubbish. Your
daughter ! Not much.
Lord L. I cannot enter into any partial arrange-

ments. You must take the Hon'ble Gwendohne
entirely—or

(Cholmondeley comes silently through window at

hack, conceals himself beneath table and listens.)

D'Ethe. No, my lord, keep your daughter.

Lord L. I have done so for many years ; the

expense is considerable.

D'Ethe. I won't have your daughter at any
price. What I want is your horse at starting price.

Lord L. The Tortoise—the Derby favourite !

D'Ethe. Yes ; hand over the Tortoise and out go

the brokers.

Lord L. Sir, you forget yourself. It was pre-

sumptuous for a major in a marching regiment to ask

a nobleman for his daughter's hand, but when you
ask for his horse

(Cholmondeley from under table pinches his leg and
ivhispers.)

Chol. Let him have it, my lord. Tortoise was
tried yesterday with my nag, " Sir John." Sir John
can give him pounds.
Lord L. Is this true ?

Chol. Gospel. Give him your old bit of cat's

meat and put your shirt on Sir John.
D'Ethe. Well, what do you say ?

{Music tremolo, hurry.)

Lord L. You shall have the Tortoise.

D'Ethe. It's a bargain ?
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Lord L. Yes.

D'Ethe. The Blue Ribbon of the Turf is mine.

Lord L. You think so ?

D'Ethe. You wouldn't care to lay against him ?

(Preduces book.)

Lord L. Lll bet you two dollars to one.

D'Ethe. Done with you. Would any one else

like a bit ?

Chol. [jumping up and fliiiging over table). Yes—
L
D'Ethe. You ?

Chol. Yes.

D'Ethe. Come on. What '11 you do it in

—

dollars ?

Chol. Dollars be damned. Four ponies to two.

D'Ethe. Done.
Chol. And three monkeys to one ?

D'Ethe. Not on the nod.

Chol. I have got the ready. (Pulls out bank
notes from all his pockets and chucks them at D'Ethe
like snow.)

D'Ethe. Right. Three monkeys to one (entering

bet). Do 3^ou want to do any more ?

Chol. Yes, six to two.

D'Ethe. Monkeys ?

(Music stop.)

Chol. No, monkeys are muck. Four elephants

to a dormouse—Sir John-—

—

D'Ethe (biting his pencil). Four elephants—four

million pounds. Curse his elephants. I'll be a man
or a mouse. Done with you.

(Chord—Enter Pullam.)
'

Chol. Done !

Pullam. Good, guvnor ! And I'll ride Sir John
for 3'ou, and with my feather weight I'll get 'im 'ome.
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'Ere's luck to the Lowaters and may the best 'oss

win.

(All but D'Ethe sing Hunting Chorus.)

[The curtain falls with Cholmondeley still raining

notes. A few stray ones drift towards Lord Lowater
who puts them in his pocket.)



ACT II

Scene.-—A Dniry Lane near Bluemarket. Small tree

to hide behind.

(Enter D'Ethe reading telegram—looks round. Villain

music.)

D'Ethe. This is the place
—

" Mug's Lane, b}^ the

big oak"; this is where Oddson is to tell me who
has won the great trial. I don't like the rumours
about Sir John ; if he wins the race I shall lose a

couple of million and be nearly ruined. Ah ! here

he is.

[Enter Pullam muffled up in huge box cloth coat.)

What's this I hear about Sir John ?

Pullam. The blue ribbon of the Turf is his.

D'Ethe. What about " The Tortoise ?
"

Pullam. He's in the soup.

D'Ethe. Curse you ! . . . You tell me this,

Oddson ?

(Music stop.)

Pullam. I'm not Oddson.
D'Ethe. Who are you, then ?

Pullam (throwing off his coat and disclosing himself

in racing silk). Tiny Pullam, Mr. Cholmon eley's

jockey and an honest man.

(Chord.)

D'Ethe. Curse it—who the devil but a book-
maker would wear a coat like that ? Well, man, I

made a mistake ; here's a fiver for you.

Pullam. I want no five-pound penalties froni

you. Major Sutton D'Ethe.
D'Ethe. Then what d'ye say to a tenner ?

(Offers him ten-pound note.)
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PuLLAM. Thank you very much, sir. Have
you seen Mr. Cholmondeley, sir ? I have to meet him
iiere by that there haw-tree. {Points to tree.)

D'Ethe. That is not a haw-tree

—

—
PuLLAM. It is the naked truth.

D'Ethe. I have not seen Mr. Cholmondeley, but

I will tell him you are here.

PullAM. I must be going now, sir. Thank you,

sir. [Aside.) He ain't up to no good. I'll keep my
eve on him. I'll hide in this sprig of His Majesty's.

(Hides in tree. Enter Oddson.)

Oddson. Good evening, Major. No one about ?

D'Ethe. Not a soul.

(PuLLAM sneezes behind Oddson.)

Oddson (feeling his neck). What's that ?

D'Ethe. Only the wind.

Oddson. I thought it was raining. But to busi-

ness. (Music, pizzi.) Sir John's Stable last week
])ut their shirts on the horse for the Derby, and
to-day they've put on their vests and pants.

D'Ethe. Only the men, I suppose.

Oddson. Miss Gwendoline put something on, but

I can't say what.

D'Ethe. She has made a bloomer.

Oddson. Bloomer—no blooming fear—their horse

is a cinch ! The Tortoise has got as much chance of

winning as a celluloid dog in Hell !

D'Ethe. Death and fury—we must stop this.

Oddson. But how ?

D'Ethe. How ? How me no hows, there are a

thousand ways. Bribe Captain Coe to nap Sir John ;

that will cook its goose. Or stay, get all the Lowater
household and stable hands to meet at some fashion-

able rendezvous, such as the Welsh Harp, and then

nobble the horse in their absence.

(Chord.)
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Oddson. 'Tis dangerous.

D'Ethe. We know not danger in the Muffineers.

{Draws revolver and fires it. Music stop.) Listen, I

have another way. Cholmondeley, my hated rival,

the owner of Sir John, is coming along here shortly.

(Draws sword.) We will smell blood, what odds ?

Oddson. I'll lay you seven to four, I

—

(trembles).

Oh, Major, I don't like murder.
D'Ethe. Shh ! see who comes ! (Dying child

music.) Faith Mercj^we are in luck to-night. Hide
yonder behind that gnar/^^ elm. When I whistle

thrice, come.

(Exit Oddson.)

(Enter Faith Mercy dressed in petticoat and stays.)

Faith. I heard mv Sutton's voice. Is it vou,

Sutton ?

D'Ethe. Suttonly. (Oddson applauds off—
D'Ethe hows). You have stepped out a little

previously.

Faith. I was in my bedroom. Girls like me
spend a lot of time in our bedroom now. They call

me the bad girl of the family. You have come back
to me, Sutton, back to be introduced to Papa and
Mamma ; then the girls will not look askance at me
when we dance the two-step on the rink. It was at

the rink I met you—at the rink I fell.

D'Ethe. Yes, my darling, but first I want you
to prove your love for me.

(Music stop.)

Faith. Yes, yes.

D'Ethe. You know Castle Glanders, the seat of

the Earl of Lowater ?

Faith. Yes.

(Chord.)

D'Ethe. There is a scaffolding round the stables,

and a horse in one of them is dying for want of pro-
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fessional assistance. The old earl is poor and cannot
afford a vet.

Faith. Poor brute.

D'Ethe. I want you to climb through the window
and make the horse swallow these two small articles.

(Hands newspaper cuttings.)

Faith. What do you mean ? you frighten me.
These articles are from the Daily News. Nor man
nor beast could swallow these—a single paragraph
spells death.

D'Ethe. Nonsense, girl. Will you do it ?

Faith. No.
D'Ethe. Fool, fool—have them yourself, then !

[Seizes her by throat.)

Faith. Help, help !

(Chord.)

D'Ethe. Swallow this. (Reads.) " No sensible

man can have a shadow of doubt but that the Chan-
cellor of the Exchequer wishes to treat the licensing

trade with strict impartiality."

(Faith collapses and lies still.)

D'Ethe. Poor devil ! She swoons and now to

finish her. (Draws his sword and stabs her four times.

)

(Chord.)

(PuLLAM rushes out.)

PuLLAM. Villain ! Murderer ! ! Girl choker ! ! !

(Chord.).

D'Ethe, Stand back—I have another loaded
article. (Reads.) " The man who imagines that the
Home Secretary's political opinions are not as con-
stant as the Northern Star

"

PuLLAM (staggering and gasping). Or the Evening
Star.

D'Ethe. " Is not worth convincing. The Home
Secretary with a noble disregard of self-advance-

ment "
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(PullAM falls prostrate.)

Shall I give him the rest ? No, poor fool, he has
got his Harmsworth. {Chord) Hist, who cometh ?

Cholmondeley, as I am an honest man. He must not
see these carrion. [Props them up behind tree.)

[Enter Cholmondeley.)

Ah ! Cholmondeley !

Chol. I do not know you, sir, let me pass. I have
an appointment with my jockey.

(Chord.)

D'Ethe. a truce to this, m}^ friend. Let me call

you friend. I am the bearer of a message from your
jockey Pullam. He says he couldn't wait, but will

be back shortly. [Aside.) I'll keep him here, send
a sleuth hound from Scotland Yard, and he will be
arrested for killing the unhappy pair behind that tree.

[Chord.) [To Chol.) Good-bye, dear friend, and
good luck with Sir John, but you will see I shall win.

[Exit.)

(PuLLAM comes from behind tree and staggers about the

stage.)

PuLLAM. Help, help—foul play—foul, foul,

chicken-hearted, ruffian—foul, chicken-hearted foul.

[Swoons again.)

Chol. This is not a poultry yard. Wake up, man.
PuLLAM. Oh, Mr, Cholmondeley, see to your

horse, Sir John. Quick, while there is time. He
means to nobble him and win the race. Quick—tarry

no longer.

Chol. You speak truth, man ?

PuLLAM. I am a jockey and always speak the

truth.

Chol. Let's have no Maker of it.

[Enter Cocksure. Music—" A Policeman s Life.'')

Cocksure. What's this. I heard voices. Ha,
ha ! Who are you ?
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Chol. I am Mr. Cholmondeley, the owner of Sir

John, the winner of the Derb}^

Cock. Thanks, my lord, for the tip, but what is

this ? (Sees the two bodies.) I don't hke this, it

looks suspicious. [Feels Pullam's heart.) He
breathes.

(PuLLAM snores.)

Heavily, too. He's drugged. Mr. Cholmondeley, I

must arrest you.

Chol. Arrest me for what ?

Cock. For the murder of what looks like an
Aldwych female and a poor little, inoffensive jockey.

Chol. Arrest the owner of the Derby favourite ?

You're mad—Nat Gould wouldn't do that.

Cock. Are you coming quietly or shall I call for

assistance ?

Chol. Do your worst, rude fellow.

(Cocksure whistles three times.)

[Enter Oddson, running.)

Oddson The Major's signal, I'm here—yes

[draws hack). Why, what is this ?

Cock. Help me to* arrest this man. He has

committed double suicide—I mean murder.

Oddson. Mr. Cholmondeley ! [delighted). Yes,

with pleasure, and then to blazes with Sir John.

[Struggle music.)

[Terrific struggle between the three men
;

finally Chol-
mondeley tears the tree up by the roots and fells

them both vuith it. Music changes to " Conquering

Hero.")

Chol. Virtue triumphs, and 1 am free. Base

villains, do your worst, there wih be black deeds yet,

but I will carve my way to a golden crown of victory.

Good-bye, you noisesome scum. I go to save Sir

John. [Rushes out. Music forte.)

Curtain.



ACT III

The weighing-room at Bluemarket.

On the scene a large pair of scales, such as are used

for weighing coal with a dial at the top.

Music—" Going to the Derby.''

Discovered, Lord Lowater, Gwendoline and
Cholmondeley.
Lord L. No sign of Pullam.

{Music stop)

Chol. None.
GwEN. Then all is lost.

(Enter D'Ethe and Cocky Bantham ; the latter is

eating buns and drinking ginger beer.)

D'Ethe. Ha ! ha ! You thought not to see .me
again ; thou craven loon

;
you see that a soldier of

His Majesty's can survive the blow from a tree.

Chol. Go back to your kennel, you spouting
spawn, your heart is as black as the hand that wears
that baubled circlet.

D'Ethe. Enough of this, I want to weigh in.

[Calling.) Steward, steward !

Lord L. I am a steward of the Jockey Club, sir,

and this is the weighing-room at Bluemarket, not the

deck of a channel steamer.

D'Ethe. I want to put my man in the scales.

(To Cocky.) Have another bun or you'll never draw
the weight. Your jockey has not weighed in yet.

Chol-mond-ley

.

Chol. My name is Chumley.
D'Ethe. Then why not spell it Chumley ?

Chol. Because though poor I am a gentleman, and
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I would rather starve in the luncheon-room at Lords
than bear a name that is pronounced as it is spelt.

Lord L. Brave boy !

GwEN. My hero !

{Enter Snaffle and Oddson.)

Snaffle. The numbers are up.

Chol. Good gracious ! Oddson ?

Odds. Yes ! Mr. C/^o/-mon-del-lay, you thought
my number was up too ; but there, it was a fair

fight, and I forgive you—and now for the race.

Weigh your man in, Major.

D'Ethe. Have another bun, Cocky.

Cocky. This is my forty-ninth.

D'Ethe. Make it a Jubilee. You must draw the

weight.

Lord L. Jump in.

(Cocky does so and it wont move.)

That's no good, my man.
D'Ethe. Put in his whip and martingale and see

if it will take it then.

(They do so and it doesn't move.)

Cocky, eat ten more buns ; try a Diamond Jubilee.

(Cocky crams a bun in his mouth, and as he masticates

the machine moves.)

Yes, yes, it would not take the martingale but see,

it takes the bun.

Lord L. Oh, cake to that ! He can't draw the

weight, so he can't ride.

Oddson. Done like a dinner.

Snaffle. Three cheers for " Sir John."
Gwen. We shall have a walk over.

Chol. H only Pullam would arrive !

D'Ethe. Walk over ? Lll ride myself. Weigh
me in, Lowater.

(Jumps on scale, and indicator moves roiind furiously.)
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The weight is just right. Give me your spurs, Cocky.
Oddson. Bravo, guvnor ; we shall win. Pullam

is missing, and there's only one other man in England
can ride Sir John, and he's lost his licence.

Omnes. Not one ?

Chol. Yes, ONE.

Omnes. Wliere ?

{Music—Love.)

Chol. Here ! Hand me my trusty whalebone
and silken coat.

GwEN. Think of the danger ; it is years since you
mounted anything but photographs.

D'Ethe [hissing through his teeth). You're mad.
The Upson Downs course is no child's play. Why,
you never rode a race in your life.

Chol. Liar ! I've rowed many a race and won
by many a length.

D'Ethe. Where ?

Chol. (throws open his coat and discloses boating

costume). On Father Thames. I rowed in the

winning Oxford boat for five and twenty years.

Lord L. \

GwEN. - Horray !

Snaffle. )

{Bell off.)

Chol. The Bell ! Once let me get my feet in

the Stretcher and Hey for Tattenham Corner and
Putney Bridge !

{Music stops.)

{Rushes off, folloit'ed by Lord Lowater, Gwendoline
and Snaffle.)

Oddson. Curse him, he will thwart us yet.

D'Ethe. Not if you are a man. {Takes pistol

from Ms pocket.) Take this and hide behind a fat
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policeman in the Straight ; if Sir John is winning,

shoot him hke a dog.

Oddson. a grand idea ! Right you are. 'Tis a

pretty weapon.
{Exit.)

(Bell heard again and noise of bustle.)

D'Ethe. They are going to the post, if I don't

hurry I shall miss it. (About to go, and meets Cock-

sure.)

Cocksure. Stay, I arrest you in the King's

head—I mean name.
D'Ethe. What for ?

Cocksure. Reading spurious literature to an

unprotected female.

D'Ethe. Liar !

Cocksure. You Stamboul dog.

(Chord.)

D'Ethe. Dog ! Then taste my barker. (Shoots

and Cocksure 's zmg flies off.) Scalped.

Cocksure. Your barber is a Granville and is out

of court. I am bald—but bold. Drop that toy

(Chord.)

D'Ethe. 'Tis dropped. (Hits him on his bald

liead— it is made of wood and Cocksure takes it

off, disclosing hair underneath, and throws scalp on the

ground.)

Cocksure. Fool, I am a pohceman, you can only

kill me with kindness. (Holds out his hand for a tip.)

D'Ethe. Out of my way, menial.

(Hurry music.)

Cocksure. Dog in your teeth again I

D'Ethe. I am a dog, and if my barker's bark is

but a puppy's puling, we shah see how you like the

puppy's bite. See, base minion of the law, see this

row of milk-white molars (shows his teeth and smiles),
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the envy even of the Odol—I mean idol—Gertie
Millar; each priceless pearl contains a little chasm,
within of each I have a poisoned pellet. See, see, you
pantomime policeman, how you will like my burning
bite.

(They wrestle and sway to and fro. D'Ethe hites

Cocksure in the neck and he drops dead. Voice

off, ''Any more for the Sicilians, any more for

Tottenham Court Road Corner?
"

D'Ethe. Yes, one, and if I ride crooked and
Oddson shoots straight, not the last passenger either.

[Music forte and Curtain.)



ACT IV

Upson Downs. The Great Race for the Derby.

As curtain rises, murmurs, shouts, whistles, banging

of drums, etc. Lord Lowater, Gwendoline,
Snaffle, etc., etc., are discovered standing on orange
boxes. Lord Lowater is looking through a telescope.

Scene shifters are at back of stage, each man holding

small pieces of landscape scenery. When the horses

come on the men begin to move with the scenery,

making a moving panorama.

[Music—"Post Horn Gallop.")

Lord L. See, see, they are coming round the

bend, they are nearing Tattenham Corner—I don't

hke the look of the Grey—who is that riding ?

GwEN. Why, it's Tiny Puham ; has he sold us ?

Snaffle. No, Pullam turned up at the last

moment and is making the pace for Sir John.
Lord L. They're here

[Music /.)

[Enter D'Ethe, Cholmondeley and Pullam, riding

wooden horses ; as they gallop round the stage the

men with scenery move.)

GwEN. Go on, darling, go on——

-

(Cholmondeley raises his hat and bows to the people

on the stand. The horses trot off again. Great

excitement.)

Lord L. Here they come up the straight !

(Omnes shout. Enter the three horses, it is a neck

and neck race. D'Ethe is leading a little—a man
walks on with a long white post, another man with
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an umbrella and a ball of string, they tie the string

to the post and umbrella and form a ivinning mark.)

GwEN. Jack, dear, oh, Jack, ride, ride. [Hits

his horse with her parasol.)

[As the horses gets near the post, Cholmondeley shoots

his horse's neck out—it is on a broom handle —and
takes it past the others by nearly a yard.)

Oddson. The Tortoise is beat, he's beat—now |or

it. Heaven send I shoot straight.

[He shoots fl^ Cholmondeley, misses and hits D'Ethe,
who falls with a clatter, and Cholmondeley wiks
amidst great cheering.)

GwEN. We've won, we've won. My love, my
love.

[Music changes to " Cheer, boys, cheer.")

Chol. [takes her hand and leads her to footlights).

It was a race, a race for life.

I've won great wealth likewise a wife.

Cheers, boys, cheers,

Good wine shall soak 'em
;

^

Cheer, oh cheer '

The Pick of Oakham.

[Music, cheers and Curtain.)
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