






























































































68 ASHBY MANOR. 

Col. R. Our General's head-quarters; he will 
take 

Charge of your lordship henceforth; and 'twere best 
You start to-night. I'll write your papers now. 

[Sits down to table. 
Lyn. (Aside.) He scorns me !-I deserve it! 

(Aloud) Colonel Radclyffe, 
I thank you deeply; and I will be ready 
At eight o'clock to-night. 

Col. R. For York 1 
Lyn. For Bristol. 
Col. R. (Standing up.) Here are your papers. 

[Giving back the papers he had taken. 
Lyn. (Looking 1·ound.) I must find some one 

to-Ah! 
[Sees GROME again in the rOO"llL, 

pretending to hang up a whip 01· 
something on the wall; GROME 
turns and bows; Lord LYNDORE 
addresses him. 

Where is my man 1 
Gr01ne. Gone out, my lord, I believe. 
Lyn. When he returns, send him to me at once. 
Grome. Yes, my lord. [Exit, bowing humbly. 

Enter Mistress RADCLYFFE and NAOMI. 

Mistr. R. (Taking L01·d LYNDORE'S hand in both 
of hers.) To-morrow morning! 
I t is very soon. 

Lyn. Madam, I go to-night. 
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N. (With sudden emotion.) To-night! 
Mistr. R. To-night! 
Col. R. (Interposing.) There are good reasons 

for it. 
(To Lord LYNDORE.) May I request your ear, my 

lord, one instant. [They go up. 
N. You see he hurries off. 
Mistr. R. Against his will 
N. (Somewhat bewildel·ed.) It may be so :-and 

you are sorry for it-
Are you not, mother 1 

Mistr. R. (With great feeling.) If my own dear 
boy 

Were living, and grown up, and parting thus, 
'Twere scarce more bitter! 

N. Can it be to-night 1 
Mistr. R. Hush, darling! 

[Goes a step or two towards the men, 
who are still in grave, slow con­
versation in the background. 

We came to bid you to supper. 
Col. R. (Coming forwal·d with Lord LYNDORE.) 

Thanks, my Lucy. 
Mistr. R. (Looks affectionately at Lord LYN­

DORE.) My lord, may I have your company 1 
Lyn. (Smiling sadly.) For the last time! 

[They move to door. 
Col. R. (Tenderly to NAOMI.) Come, daughter. 

(Going, they pause.) You trust me, dear-even if 
I make you unhappy 1 
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N. I trust you entirely ! [They follow. 
[E:l:eumt Mistress RADCLYFFE with L ord 

LYNDORE, followed by Colonel RAD­

CLYFFE wnd NAOML As they go, GROME 

appears, standing half concealed behind 
a tall chair, and looks after them 
knavishly, whilst scene-drop slowly 
descends . 

END OF Aar. n., SCENE 1. 

ACT n.-SCE E n. 

[A fine old panelled room or gallery in the Marwl' House, 
with pictures and al'mour and Bome rOlD8 of lal'ge books. 
Practicable doors Rand L. A recess near centre uf 
back, with a window in it and two large old pictures. 
A trophy of swords on the wall, in the recess or close 
to it. Old furniture -but not too much of it. 

PRUDENCE discovered, finishing some settling 
of things. 

P. This room wunt be left to isself so much, now 
master's come home. 

Enter TOM, hat in hwnd, as if just come 
into house. 

Tom. Zo, Prue! I've a just got back. We can 'a 
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two minutes' quiet chat, can't us 1 We're old friends 
like, now, Prue, bean't us 1 Zimmeth a couple 0' 

years, 'fegs, zince master and me took shelter here. 
P. Ab dear, dear, what a day wur that! I wur 

raight fraighted 0' thee at first, measter Trivet. 
Tom. Vrighted, Prue 1 
P. Ab-thinks I, here's some 0' the hell-babes 

under our roof at last I-the swagg'rin', swearin', 
drinkin', gamblin', roysterin',-

Tom. (Shakes his head.) No, no, not me! 
P. Ab, some of ye. 
Tom. Not me. But I were vrlghted too, at 

thoughts 0' biding here. Long prayers and short 
co=ons, thinks I. But the smell 0' the dinner 
encouraged me, like ; and when I tastis your home­
brew, "They're vellow-creatures!" I zays-and zo 
I've vound ye, Prue, I will zay. 

P . 0, measter's none of your hard ones.-Your 
young gentleman's as good as well now; fever clean 
gone ; hands as cool, and pulse as quiet as mine. 

Tom. Let's veel thy pulse. 
P. That ain't to the purpose. He'll be for moving 

shortly. Where to 1 
Tom. To Devonsheer, if I'd my wa-y. But, 

loolreezee, Prue, we be what they calls Pris'ners 0' 

War. I'll explain theeze matter to 'ee. (Comes 
close.) You have us and hold us, you zee (takes her 
hand), and wunt free us on no account whatsumd­
ever. -(She nods several times.)-'Cause we be on 
wrong zide-that's to zay, raight zide,-I means, 
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t' other zide. You keeps hold on us, taight, taight 
as you plaise; but still, you does us no harm; you 
don't hurt us-nornabit 7 [Still holding her hand. 

P . Oh-I used to think prisoners were allays shot 
or hanged, or their heads cut off, poor things ! 

Tom. Not 'mongChrissen volk-'cept they'appens 
to be short in temper. You keeps us pris'ners and 
uses us well-Don't'ee tek' awa-y thee hand-and 
we 'ud do zame by you (pats her hand), and zo 
theas meks war quite comfortable like, leastways to 
what it might be. 

P . Ab, 'tis bad enough business, measter Trivet. 
I hopes we'll see no more, on't. (Takes her hand 
away.) What sort 0' place now is Devonshire 7 

Tom. A lovely zweet place, that's a zure thing ! 
and no zweeter spot in't than our Park. I can zee't 
now, th' old red Hall at wood-edge, the big rocky 
tors on moor above, and the clear river gallopping 
to the zay at valley's end. I've a work'd there man 
and boy, vather and gramfer avore me. But you'll 
want to know whereabout I do bide: I've a cottage 
and garden. That's not much, you'll zay ; but I'm 
to have a pritty plat 0' ground when we gets back­
and do'ee know what I means to do 7 

P. How should I, measter Trivet 1 
Tom. -Build an offshoot to my cottage. You'll 

ask me, what for 1 and I'll tell 'ee,-to get more 
room. Why more room 1 zays you,-an' I'll tell 'ee­
I'm thinking 0' matteremony. 

P. Eh, measter Trivet, what's thaU 
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T01n. Gett'n married, Prudence; nayther more 
nor less. (Oonfidentially.) Besides t' land, his 
lordship's as good as promised me gardener's place. 
I'se a pritty turn thic wa-y, if you'll believe me. 

[PRUDENCE has been softening and 
inclining to him, but GROME enters 
behind during TOM'S last speech 
and watches them, seen by PRU­
DENCE, not by TOM. Her manner 
changes . 

P. (Ooldly.) Oh, very likely. 
Tom. Old gardener at Lyndore's a useless old chap. 
P . So let un be. I care not! 
Tom. Good now, Prue, what's wrong 1 
Grome. (Oomesforwardsmiling civilly.) I hum­

bly ask your pardons both for interrupting: I came 
to look for Tom Trivet. 

Tom. (Roughly.) Well, now you've vound him, 
Paul Grome, what d'ye want wi' him 7 

Grome. (To PRUDENCE.) My Rose of Sharon! 
(whispers) I have somewhat to say to thee. 

P. I must go. Good be with you both! 
(Runs off. 

Grome. Good master Trivet, I would fain be thy 
good friend. 

Tom. Thou'rt too good for me. 
Grome. Alas, a worm, a worm! 
Tom. Very like-but lai ve off squirming! - I 

bean't 0' your wa-ys 0' thinking and never sholl. 
G1"ome. (Unctuously.) Alas, I know thy lot hath 
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been cast in evil places, among the Canaanites and 
the Hittites and the Amorites-

Tom. No zuch thing! 
Grome. The Peruzites and the Jebusites­
Tom. Devil a bit! 
Grome. .And the Hivites. But the Lord may 

yet be pleased to open thine eyes. 
Tom. Lookeedeezee, Paul Grome, my eyes mayn't 

want opening zo much as you think vor. I can zee 
there's underhand business a-going on in theas old 
house. 

Grome. Underhand business, master Trivet! Of 
what nature 1 

Tom. Ay, tell me that! One thing I do know­
I often catch thee a-sliding and a-sneaking about 
like a tom-cat, creeping in at this eorner, vanishing 
round t'other,-

Grome. (Aside.) Damn the booby! (Aloud.) You 
are merry this evening, master Trivet. 

Tom. Not particklar, Paul Grome.-You've been 
a long while from your regiment, ha'n't you 1 

Grome. (Hastily.) What the -! (Quietly.) 
'Tis in garrison; and the honoured lady here, ex­
tending favour to the unworthy, hath wished my 
stay. 

Tom. (In undertone.) Ay, women takes up curous 
notions. Thou'st wriggled into favour sure enough. 
(Louder.) .A.isy times, Grome; to Rugby or Leicester 
twice a week wi' letter-bag-don'no' what else thou 
doest, more'n lob about. 
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Grome. (Mutters.) The scoundrel would pick a 
quarrel (Louder, suavely.) Master Trivet, my lord 
desired to see thee the moment thou wast returned. 

Tom. Ass! couldn' ye a' zaid zo 1 [Hurries off. 
Grome. (Speaking after him.) You appeared to 

be engaged, master Trivet! (Alone.) The~e fools 
give a deal of trouble. He must meddle wIth my 
young woman too. I'll stop that. Neither shall he 
miss his share of the rod in pickle. 

[During the delivery of the following 
words, GROME shifts his position 
occasionally, without noise, lis­
tening at the doors, and prying 
into various parts of the room. 

What's Charlton going to do 1 He must be quick 
about it. I gave him three days' notice of the Colo­
nel's coming home. Here's another letter for him, 
though never meant for him-(takes l.etter fr~m 
pocket and looks at it)-but how to let ~ have It,? 
He may be hovering about. Very likely. He s 
mighty fond of hovering about. (Puts up le~er.) 
He shows me little of his schemes, the patch of light 
round a miner at work, -but I hold my lamp up when 
his back's turned.-l'll wait here till they come from 
supper.-Uncle and rival clapt in the Tower (not 
through him, 0 no!) for this pretended plot, there 
they lie safe enough, out of master Charlton's 
way ;-no man living he fears like his uncle, 
but he cares no longer for the girl, I can see 
that. The Tower gates ain't easy to open from the 
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inside; and when the real plot ripens, any chance 
breath may puff the's~ two heads off. What an 
honest fellow our gallant captain is I And Grome 
his accomplice 1-pooh, only a poor devil that pries 
and filches and makes his petty profit. What knows 
he of toose great affairs-save by chance 1 The 
sun-royal will never shine on Grome, save in the 
shape of a few jacobuses. Would I were in Holland 
now, and these in my pocket. 

[It has been growing dusk since GROME 
came in. Servants enter with tapers 
and light the sconces. GROME pre­
tends to be arranging something 
and hangs about. Exeunt servants. 
GROME continues: 

-One thing fairly puzzles me I-if this young fellow 
rides off now, what becomes of our fine scheme 1 
Charlton, after all, may only show himself a clever 
fool, like so many more of us I I sometimes almost 
wish I was honest myself; only, it ties a man down 
so confoundedly I 

R e-enter Servants and set other lights on table­
Enter Oolonel RADCLYFFE, and Lord LYNDORE 
in riding wl'ess, spealcing. 

Ool. R. -Believe it ! 
Lyn. I thank thee, Radclyffe, from my heart! 
Ool. R. Our love runs level, dear Lyndore. 

Enough said. Each to his duty. I hear my wife 
and daughter coming: take leave at once, and briefly. 
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Lyn. Partings may be for ever !-I'll obey you. 

Enter Mistress RADCLYFFE and NAOMI. 

Ool. R. Luey, my lord Lyndore will take leave 
of you now. His man, he tells me, hath the horses 
ready, or very nearly. 

Lyn. All is prepared. 
Ool. R. The weather holds fail', and a moon 

nsmg. He but rides to Daventry, where he will 
find good quarters for the night. 

Mistr. R. We part with you unwillingly, my 
dear lord. 

Lyn. I am heartily sorry to leave you, and most 
grateful,-both beyond all words. Farewell, dear 
madam I (Kisses her hand.) (To NAOMI.) Fare­
well. [Kisses her hand. 

N. God keep you, sir. 
Ool. R. Short parting's best; so come with me, 

Lyndore. . 
Lyn. (.Aside.) I leave a house which I may see 

no more. [They move towards door (L). 
N. How far is it to Bristol, mother 1 
Mistr. R. Two days' journey. 
N. Who commands the besiegers 1 
Mistr. R. Come, daughter. 
N. Gone! [Hides her face on her mother's neck. 

[Ool. RADCLYFFE and Lord LYNDORE 
approach door (L) ; when near it, 
door opens and servant appea~'s , 

flurried. 
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Servant. So please your honours-
[A young Oavawy Officer, of the P ar­

liament, as just dismounted, steps 
before him and interrupts. Soldiers 
are seen behind him. The ladies 
come forward anxiously . 

Office)· . (A selj-irrvportant person.) Your pardon, 
ladies. Best speak for myself. I come here by 
authority. 

Ool. R. Who are you, sir 1 
Officer. Colonel Radclyffe, your servant-you will 

understand my duty. I am Joshua Brand-from-the­
Burning Jebb, Cornet, in command of an escort of 
dragoons. 

Ool. R . Whom escort you, sir 1 
Oornet. Sir Thomas Chenery, Colonel Radclyffe, 

honourable commissioner for the Parliament; who 
hath especial business in this neighbourhood, and 
by whose orders we have made bold to visit your 
house. 

Ool. R. .An unexpected honour; but you are 
welcome, sir. 

Oornet. I must request that no one qnit this room. 
Lyn. How, sir! 
Oornet. My Lord Lyndore, if I mistake not, (Lord 

LYNDORE bows) a prisoner of war. Under this war­
rant, my lord, (shows it) I am ordered to carry you 
to London with all possible despatch. 

[Signs to soldiers, two of whom place 
themselves beside L ord LYNDORE. 
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Lyn. To London! (All exclaim) . 
Oornet. This, Colonel Radclyffe, IS my authonty 

for thus entering your house (shows another paper) 
-most unwillingly-and further . 

Ool. R. Go on, sir. 
Oornet. For arresting you. 

[Signs to soldiers; two of whom 
now place themselves beside the 
Oolonel. 

Ool. R . Arresting me! on what charge 1 
Oornet. Colonel Radclyffe, hold me excused for 

the present, I pray you. 
Misu·. R. Basil! 
Col. R. Fear nothing, Lucy. (To his daughter.) 

Good cheer, my Naomi! 
N. They will not carry you away 1-They cannot 

harm him, mother 1 
Mistr. R. Alas, many innocent men lie in 

prison on mere suspicion. 
Lyn. (To Oolonel RADCLYFFE.) You comprehend 

this, Radclytfe 1 
Col. R. The least part of it. I told you there 

were evil tongues at work. 
Lyn. Have I brought this upon you 1 

[CORNET, at back of stage, has meanwhile 
been quietly sending off soldiers to 
various parts of the house, posts two 
at each door of the room, and keeps 
th7·ee with him. 

Comet. (Comes down, and interposes between 

Donegal County Library Service



80 ASHBY MANOR. 

LYNDORE and RADOLYFFE.) Hold me excused, gen­
tlemen! (To LYNDORE.) 'Twould seem your lord­
ship is prepared for a journey. 

Lyn. I was at point to start, sir. 
Cornet. In-deed I Might I venture to enquire­

whither 1 
Col. R. With your favour, sir, I can briefly ex­

plain this. Lord Lyndore was setting forth towards 
Bristol with a release and pass signed by the 
General,-exchange to be completed on his arrival. 
They were given on my responsibility. 

Cornet. In-deed! 
Col. R. What mean you, sir 1 
Cornet. Hold me excused, Colonel. Those papers 

are useless now-altogether useless. 
N. (To her mother, meanwhile.) He were better 

in London than Bristol 1 
Mistr. R. I know not, child. Ill-agents are at 

work. Think of thy father, Naomi. 
N. I do, mother, I do. 

Enter TOM (L), after a short parley with the sen­
tries, in riding-w/"ess, a valise in his hand. 

Tom. Zo plaise you, my lord,-
Cornet. Is this your lordship's man 1 With your 

leave- [Tries to take valise. 
Tom. (Swings it away.) Let be! let be !~Tan­

tarabobus again! 
Cornet. (Motions to soldiers, who seize TOM­

valise is taken.) Hath your lordship papers here 1 
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Lyn. Papers 1- none of moment, certainly. Look 
for yourself, sir. [Gives ke1J. 

Cornet. (Examining valise.) A packet of letters-
and, among them, a paper in cypher. 

lAJn. (Looking.) I know it not. 
Tom. Roguery, I'll swear! 
Cornet. (Still looking at cypher.) Hm, hm, yes, 

yes-It so happens I have the key to this. 
[General moveme1tt. 

Col. R. and Lyn. What is it 1 
Cornet . Confirmation-full confirmation. 
Lyn. Of what 1 
Cornet. Of a most grave charge. Lord Lyndore, 

Colonel Radclyffe, I must at once put you separately 
into close arrest. Look to them! [To the soldiers. 

Col. R. What charge, sir 1 
Cornet. The man too. 

[Lord LYNDORE, Colonel RADCLYFFE, 
and TOM are guarded separately. 

Tom. Odswilderakins! 'tis the wursest piece 0' 

business yet! 
Mistr. R . My head swims. 

[Sinks into a chai1"' 
Col. R. (Soothingly.) Lucy! 
N. (Approaching Cornet.) Are you advised in 

what you do, sir 1 What are these gentlemen 
charged with 1 

Cornet. Your name, fair mistress, an't please 
you 1 

N. I am Colonel Radclyffe's daughter. 
G 
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Cornet. (Looking at her deliberately.) Ah! you 
are Colonel Radclyffe's daughter. 

N. (Hotly.) Ay, sir I-and if I were his son­
Mistr. R. N aomi, come to me, I pray thee. 
N. (Moving towards her mother.) Is this fledg­

ling officer to twirl Colonel Radclyffe and Lord 
Lyndore round his finger without reason given 7 

Cornet. (Touching the paper taken from valise.) 
Here is reason enough-more than enough. 

lAJn. I never saw that paper in my life before. 
Col. R. (To Cornet, with authority.) Say in 

plain words, sir, what you mean. 
Cornet. Colonel Radclyffe and my Lord Lyndore, 

you are charged with plotting against the Parlia­
ment and the peace of the kingdom. In this paper 
is full confirmation of the suspected plot-fullest 
confirmation. 

Col. R. Plot 7 
Cornet. -For raising the Midland Counties 

against Parliament, seizing certain garrisons and 
strong places, and reinforcing the King at Oxford. 

Mistr. R. Plot 1 And who joins that word 
with Colonel Radclyffe's name 1 

Cornet. It hath been so joined. 
N. Only by fools or knaves! 
Col. R. The charge is groundless. But what 

next, sir 1 
Cornet. I await the Honourable Commission\'lr. 

Meanwhile I must put the house under strict ward, 
and make bold to ask for all keys. Find me pen 
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and paper. (Soldier brings writing materials; 
Gornet writes at table.) Remove the prisoners for 
the present and guard them in separate rooms. 

[Exeunt some soldiers with Col. RAD­

CLYFFE and Lord LYNDORE. Mean­
while N AOMI (R) has given way and 
is weeping. 

Mistr. R. (Consoling her.) Hush, my child, the 
false charges will easily be dispelled. As for Lord 
Lyndore, it is better he should go to London than 
Bristol. He is all unfit for war and hardship. 

N. True, alas I-and yet he longs to go. 
Mistr. R. He longs to be at Bristol with his 

men. 
N. And rightly, rightly! so would 1.-0 mother, 

Can there be duty on the wrongful side 1 
Are this and that side, chalJces in a game 1 
Do we take sides by hazard 1 

Mist1·. R. Not so, daughter. 
Conscience must rule ; the rest is in God's hand. 

N. It is, and must be. If he go to London 
Is he in danger there 1 

Mistr. R. In none, I think. 
N. What will befall him 1 
Mistr. R. Only questionings, 

Delays and doubts, not hard to solve at last. 
Daughter, I'm very glad he goes to London! 
Herein I see the hand of Providence. 
Send him to Bristol and they drive from port 
A shatter'd vessel into raging storm. 
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N. Thaltk God he goes not thither I 
Cornet. (Pauses in writing, looks up and 

addresses Mist1'ess RADCLYFFE.) Madam, with 
your favour. 

[Mistress RA.DCLYFFE approaches him, 
leaving NAOMI near thef1·ont. 

How many servants in your house ~ 
[He motions her to sit, she refuses; he 

then asks her questions and notes 
down her answers. Meanwhile­

N. (Soliloq.) To Bristo11-or to London 1-either 
way 

And every way so far away from me ! 
And what am I to him 1 . . . 0 foolish girl ! 
Can this be Naomi Radclyffe .1 Where's my pride, 
MyoId composure 1 Doth this feverous war 
Lay hold upon my blood, make my heart throb, 
And all swim round unsettled 1 What to seize 
And steady me by grasping it I know not I 
I know his wishes have no harbour here, 
But shoot adown the wind to Bristol gates, 
And overleap the leagured city-wall 
Compass'd with fiery death. My dream last night 
Was dark and doleful; and when he is gone 
I may not speak of him,-when he is dead 
What right have I to weep for him 1 0 Heaven, 
Be merciful, and teach me what to do, 
Or how to rest! In which room is he guarded 1-
Would he were now upon the road to London, 
Prisoner, but safe I-to Bristol is to death! 
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Mistr. R. (Returning from back.) Come now, 
my daughter. 

[Eooeunt Mistress RADCLYFFE and NA01>n. 
Cornet. (Finishing his writing and standing up) 

I'll have a word with Lord Lyndore. Call back hIS 
guard-(to soldier, who goes out). He may desire 
to communicate with me in private. 

Re-enter Lord LYNDORE, guarded. 
Cornet. (To soldiers.) Wait without. (To Lord 

LYNDORE, in undertone.) Hath. your lordship, per­
adventure, ought to say to me ·1 

Lyn. Only, sir, that this paper.. you have found 
is absolutely strange to me; as IS the pretended 
plot whereof it treats. 

Cornet. (Drily.) Hold me excuse~, m~ lord I I 
merely wish to give you an.opportunlt;y, If there be 
anything to communicate. 

Lyn. There is nothing, sir. 
Cornet. Very well, my lord. Your. ·escort will be 

ready as soon as our horses are fed-say in an hour's 
time. Meanwhile be good enough to rest here. 
This room shall be yours. I am going. Sentries, 
to your posts. Your servant. 

Lyn. One word, sir,-as to Colonel Radclyffe­
Cornet. Hold me excused, I pray you I-Your 

servant. [Eooit. 
Lyn. (Alone: restless and agitated.) 

Ten minutes since it seemed a martyrdom 
To quit this house perforce-as now to stay. 
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I reck not of this plot, if plot there be; 
Nor of the grim reality of the Tower, 
Whose stony jaws shut fast on innocence 
As well as guilt, and let no cry escape : 
But not to be at Bristol with my men! 
My honour there with Rupert stands at risk, 
Myself being absent-" Safe enough" they'll say; 
" He's but one other noble renegade, 
Since fortune left the king !"-

[Pacing the room, dwring these words, he 
opens door (L) and finds a sentry; 
shuts it, approaches opposite door, 
stops, makes a gesture with his hand 
implying that it is useless to attempt 
escape and sits dOwn sadly. Door (R) 
opens, someone is seen parleying in 
dumb-show with sentry, then NAOMI 

comes in hwrriedly. LYNDORE, as­
tonished, rises and makes a step or two 
to meet her; the sentry follows NAOMI 

into the room and then stands stolidly, 
keeping his eye upon both. 

Lyn. Naomi! 
N. (Agitated, in unde1·tone.) I have but a 

moment. Are you-would you still go to Bristol 1 
Lyn. Sooner than to Heaven! 
N . Ah !-In London-
Lyn. I shall be in prison, and all my slanderers 

at large. 
N. Consider, Bristol is beleagured, and you-
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Lyn. Have the more call to be there! You do 
not recollect my urgency. 

N. I do-most clearly. You have still your Pass 1 
Lyn. Safe-here. [Touches his b,·east. 
N. Hide this, and read it when I go. 

[Passes a note to him. 
Sentry. (Advancing.) Now, mistress. 
N. Farewell! 
Lyn. Farewell, dear lady! 

[She goes, followed by sentry, they 
pass out and the door is closed. 
A mutual gestwre of farewell be­
fore NAOMI disappears. 

Lyn. (Reading note.) "Right-hand picture in 
the recess-press the carved rose on its frame. 
Secret stair-stable-yard-I have released your man, 
and he and the horses are ready. The men below 
k:no~ not as yet of your arrest. Your pass will 
serve you. Be quick! " 
A way of escape 1 at least a chance! (Looks 
round.) With a free start 'twill be hard to over­
take us. For Bristol and my men 1-

[Presses on carved rose; Picture turns 
on vertical azis and shows a narrow 
stair descending. in the wall. LYN­

DORE turns towards door where NAOMI 

disappeared, and says with hea?·tfelt 
erepression, though in undertone: 

Farewell, my own sweet Naomi 1 
[CHARLTON RADCLYFFE meanwhile is 
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seen by the audience in the 1·eceS8 
behind the picture, and on LYNDORE 
turning again to the opening he 
finds CHARLTON standing there, in 
riding dress, sword in hand. 

Lyn. You here, sid 
[Thll'1j speak in supprest tones, but 

with gradually increasing anger. 
Oh. Yes, my lord, as it happens. I know the 

ways of this house. But mistake me not. I would 
not stop you. My uncle and you are arrested.­
Go, my lord, and leave him to his fate. I'll make 
way for you. 

Lyn. The charge is false and foolish. 
Ch. Very likely, my lord. Go-the stair is free­

I'll say nothing. 
Lyn. I will not go ! 
Ch. You lose time, my lord. The road is still 

clear. 
Lyn. Enough, sir! trouble me no farther. 
Ch. Do you distrust me 7 
Lyn. Profoundly! 
Ch. (As going.) Farewell, my lord !-(turns to 

L01·d LYNDORE again.) One word more-you have 
play'd a noble part here! 

L yn. What mean you, sir 1 
Ch. (Losing temper.) While miching, on pretence 

of illness, you have striven to beguile my cousin,­
Lyn. What, sir I 
Ch. -You have hurt, perhaps fatally, my uncle's 
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reputation ;-thus outraging hospitality and trust 
and every principle of honour. And now you would 
have slunk off like a thief I 

Lyn. You speak falsely and foully ! 
Ch. Bitter truths, my lord I 
Lyn. Base lies I-for the which I hope one day 

to call you to account. Take this in pledge I 
[Flings a riding glove(they were stuck 

in his belt) in CHARLTON'S face. 
Ch. (Leaps down from picture, which closes be­

hind him, seizes Lord LYNDORE with left hand, and 
mises his sword menacingly.) Scoundrel I if you 
had a sword! 

Lyn. (Flinging him off 80 that he staggers back, 
and snatching a sword from trophy.) I have I 

[They fight: sentries rush in, and at 
the same moment Lord LYNDORE 
wounds CHARLTON, who stumbles 
and falls, dropping his sword. 
Others enter by various doo1·s, in­
cluding GROME, who puts himself 
forward in assisting CHARLTON. 

(home. (Mutters.) What the devil has he been 
doing 1 A plotter should keep his temper. 

Enter Mistress RADCLYFFE and NAOMI, and 
PRUDENCE. 

N. (Rlushing up to LYNDORE.) Are you hurt 1 
Lyn. (Smiling joyfully.) Unhurt! 

[As she leans forward to put the 
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question he presses he1' for a 
moment to his breast. 

Mistr. R. Charlton here !-and wounded! 
[She and NAOMI and PRUDENCE kneel 

to help CHARLTON; the Cornet 
also helps; CHARLTON'S arm is 
bandaged with a scarf, and he is 
propt up. 

Movement at door (L), soldiers make way and draw 
themselves up. Enter Sir THOMAS CHENERY 
a dignified elderly man, and his Secretary: 
Mr. JOHN CHAD, a dry, keen-looking lawyer 
of about 40, who puts on spectacles occasionally 
but never changes feature. 

Cornet. (Saluting.) The Honourable Commis­
sioner of the Parliament. 

Sir Thomas Chenery. What's this ?-resistance 1 
-Your pardon, ladies. Why, how comes Captain 
Radclyffe here 1 

Cornet. I know not, Sir Thomas. I thought he 
was at Leicester. Look on this, sir, I pray you. 

[Shows paper taken from valise to Sir 
THOMAS, who consults Secretary a 
moment. 

Sir Thomas. Where is Colonel Radclyffe 1 
Cornet. (Motioning to soldiers,who open a little.) 

There, Sir Thomas. 

Col. R. (They speak as old acquaintances.) 
Your servant, Sir Thomas. 

ASHBY MANOR. !;l1 

Sir Thomas. Yours, Colonel Radclyffe. 
Col. R. My Lord Lyndore. [Presenting him. 
Sir Thomas. Your servant, my lord. Colonel 

Radclyffe, I never before was unwilling to look upon 
your face. This is my secretary, Mr. Chad, learned 
in the law. Your name, Colonel Radclyffe, is given 
in, with my Lord Lyndore's, among the chief ones 
in this plot against the Parliament. 

Col. R. Ai3 to the plot, Sir Thomas, I have heard 
of none such before this evening, and I own scarce 
believe in it. 

Sir Thomas. A plot is certain. 
Secretary. Ab-so-Iute-ly. 
Sir Thomas. If you can free yourself, no one will 

rejoice more than I. I fear I cannot choose but 
send you and his lordship to London. But can you 
explain this '1 [Points to CHARLTON, who is 

still on the ground. 
Col. R. A pure enigma to me. 
Cornet. (By CHARLTON.) 'Tis but a flesh wound, 

Sir Thomas. The Captain struck his head in falling 
and was stunned, but he recovers. 

[They lift CHARLTON to a chair-while 
tending him and adjusting his dress, 
a letter falls out, GROME picks it up 
and conceals it. 

N. (Steps forward:) What hast thou there, fel­
low 1 

Grome. Nothing, madam. 
N. A letter. 
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{home . No, madam. 
N. Thou hast. Give it up! Here! wrench it 

from him. [Seizes his wrist. 
Grome. Ah, mistress, wilt thou use me thus? 

Dost not know me ? 
. N. Methinks I do! Let 
with it ! 

him not make away 
[Still holds GROME. 

Soldier. Yield it, without more words! 
[Two or three soldiers seize GROME 

and take letter from him. 
Grome. Do you not know your comrade? 
Sir Thomas. What means this 1 
Secretary. (Receiving the letter from a soldier.) 

An odd affair! (Puts on spectacles, looks at letter.) 
Hm! [Hands it to Si,· THOMAS. 

Sir Thomas . (Looks at it.) I'll make free in this 
case. (Opens and reads letter.) How got Captain 
Radclyffe this? 

Charlton. (With an effort.) I meant not, I own, 
to appear in this matter-nor know I what that 
letter contains-but I have been looking after this 
plot, in the interests of the Parliament. 

Mistr. R. Otherwise, playing the spy in this, 
thy uncle's house? 

Sir Thomas. Do you charge Colonel Radclyffe 
and Lord Lyndore as parties to this plot? 

Ch. (Hesitating .) I make no charge against them. 
{home. (.Aside.) A fine tangle we are got into. 
Sir Thomas . (Pointing at GROME.) Who is this 

man? Step forward, fellow. 
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Ch. A corporal in my regiment, Grome by 
name-left here in trust. 

N. In trust! 
[GROME is put forward: his sleeve 

pushed up by accident. 
Secretary. (Puts on spectacles.) Hm-let me 

look at him. Turn this way. A little more in the 
light. With your good leave, Sir Thomas. (Sil' 
THOMAS nods.) Your name is Grome ~ 

G-fome . Paul Grome, an't please you. 
Secretary _ (Calmly.) It doth not altogther please 

me. Methinks, friend, I have been used to know 
thee by other names. At the Winter Assize of the 
City of London four years ago I knew thee by the 
name of Josiah Peters, alias Jack Ludgate. Thou 
wast convicted of highway robbery and murder, but 
broke jail and escaped with two other convicts. 
Afterwards I had tidings of thy enlistment under 
the name of Harry White in Lord Wilmot's horse, 
and subsequent desertion from the same, with 

robbery. 
Grome. Sir!-
Secretary. (Takes off spectacles .) Give me leave. 

Since then, thou hast been in Ireland, and in Hol­
land, under various names. I will confess I looked 
not to have the pleasure of meeting thee to-day. 

Grome. (Stammering.) Sir, you are a lawyer­
Am I the man you saw four yeal'jl ago? 

Secretary. The very same,-only fatter j and 
with the same scar on your wrist. (Points: GROME 
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hastily covers his wrist.) Sir Thomas-

[Speaks low. 
S~r Thomas. Cornet Jebb, you will take charge 

of hlID. [GROME i.~ arrested. 
Ch. I knew nothing of all this. He hath deceived 

me also. 
Sir Thomas. Take him away. Colonel Rad­

clyffe, m~ Lord Lyndore, I must ask you to prepare 
for your Journey. 

N. 0 mother! there is treachery here, and we 
cannot find it out !-Will you let them be taken to 
prison 1-Sir Thomas Chenery ! 

Col. R. Hush, Naomi. 
[GROME at door, in custody, is trying to 

spealc: the soldiers forcing him out. 
N. (Rushing to them.) Soldiers! let that man 

stay! 
Grome. (To Sir THOMAS.) One word !--Will 

your honour graciously permit one word 1-in a 
contrite and humble spirit! 

N. Will you not hear him 1 
Sir Thomas. Let him speak. (They bring GROME 

back.) What would'st thou say 1 
Cornet Jebb. Speak up, Jack Ludgate ! 
Grome. Yet why should I, unless his honour 

will promise me some kindness 1 Let it be said 
that mercy and truth have met together. 

Si: Thomas. Come, fellow, thy neck is already 
forfelt. If thou hast aught worth telling, it may 
serve thee. 
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Ch. Sir Thomas, will you listen to such a man 1 
Grome. Relying on your honour's honourable 

promise, I will briefly say what can be well estab­
lished by proof. This gentleman (points to CHARL­
TON) hath for some three months past been plotting 
(coughs) against his worshipful uncle, Colonel 
Radclyffe (GROME bows to Colonel RADCLYFFE), and 
against this honourable young nobleman, my Lord 
Lyndore (GROME bows to Lord LYNDORE). He 
hath spread false reports, opened letters, suppressed 
applications for my lord's exchange, forged papers, 
~md, finally, caused information of treason to the 
Parliament to be supplied against them. 

Ch. Scoundrel! 
Sir Thomas. (To GROME.) Sayest thou 1 This 

in cypher? 
Grome. He forged it (points to CHARLTON), and 

I sadly confess that, under his fear, I put it into his 
lordship's writing case. 

[Sir THOMAS whispers with his 
Secretary. 

N. (To her mother.) I knew not Charlton was 
so wicked! 

Mistr. R. Seeds of good and evil flourish pro­
digiously under war's fiery climate. 

Secretar'l.j. (To GROME.) You accuse Captain 
Radclyffe. What motives could he have 1 

Grome. Verily, first, to get his uncle, whom he 
loves not, out of his way,-along with my lord, 
whom he loves still less. Then, to make his own 
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throw for fortune,-perhaps a peerage if all went 
right. 

Secretar'tJ. How that 1 
Grome. The Midland Counties Plot is a blind.­

The true plot is in Yorkshire and the North. But 
the true plotters are not these gentlemen, but 
Master Charlton Radc1yffe and certain friends of his. 

[Secretary nods, and whispers to 
Sir THOMAS. 

Ch. (Raising hi'Y}'Lself.) Rogue and liar! 
[Falls back. 

Si1' Thomas. (To GROME.) Canst prove this 1 
Grome. To the last point, sir. I have been on 

the watch all through. He (points to CHARLTON) 
hath this long while been dealing with the King's 
party. I can name you many of his complotters. 
You will get me a pardon, Sir Thomas 1 

Sir Thomas. (To Secretary.) What think you 1 
[They whisper. 

Grome. Let him be searched. I shall marvel if 
you find not proof upon him at this moment. 

[Sir THOMAS motions to Cornet JEBB, 
who searches CHARLTON, seated in 
chair, a soldier on each side hold­
ing his arms. 

Cornet. A secret pocket-Here's somewhat! 
[Pulls out a small case contaiining 

a parchment folded, which he 
hands to Sir THOMAS. 

Sir Thomas. (Opens it.) The King's signature! 
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Grome. He carried that key to open men's minds 
to him. 

Sir Thomas. What say you to this, Charlton 
Radclyffe 1 [CHARLTON groans and shuts his eyes. 
By and by you may be able to speak. Meanwhile, 
Colonel Radc1yffe, I take upon me to relieve you 
from arrest (Secretary nods), and will add I for 
one never believed the charges laid against you. 
Suspicion will melt from your name 1i1re breath 
from your sword-blade. 

Col. R. I thank you, Sir Thomas. 
[He joins his wife and daughter. 

Mist1'. R. Husband, you are safe! 
N. I knew it, father, I knew it ! 
Sir Thomas. For you, Lord Lyndore, I under­

stand you have suffered no little from a wound 
taken in saving the life of one of our best officers. 
(Bows slightly to Col. RADOLYFFE.) I think you 
know nothing of this plot. 

liyn. Nothing, sir, upon my honour, 
Sir Thomas. How comes Charlton Radc1yffe 

wounded l' 
liyn. In no quarrel of my seeking. 
Col, R. (Stepping forward to CHARLTON.) Speak, 

sir! 
Ch. (Furiously.) Would I had struck him dead! 
N. (Shudde1-ing.) 0 how should any kin of ours 

be there! 
Sir Tho1nas. My Lord Lyndore, it is within my 

power to offer you free pass to your native place, 
H 

Donegal County Library Service



98 ASHBY MANOR, 

there to live undisturbed, on promise not to move 
henceforth against the Parliament of England. 

[All look at LYNDORE. 
Lyn. I most truly thank you, Sir Thomas 

Chenery ; but I cannot accept this offer. 
Gol. R. Ha! 
Sw Thomas. Not accept ~ 

[Secretary puts on spectacles and 
looks at Lord LYNDORE. 

N. 0 mother, why doth he refuse ~ 
Mistr. R. Alas! 
Sir Thomas. What then would you do, my lord? 
Lyn. Ride to Prince Rupert at Bristol. 
Si1' Thomas. Prince Rupert is not at Bristol. 
Lyn. Not there, sir ! 
Si1' Thomas. Bristol is ours. 
Col. R. Indeed! [General movement. 
Lyn. And Rupert? 
Sir Thomas. On his road to Germany, perhaps. 

Pray read your letter, my lord. This is for you. 
Pardon my freedom of opening it. 

[Hands him the lettm' talcen from 
GROME. Talks to Secretary, who 
also writes on a pape1·. 

Lyn. (Takes letter.) From my trusty old Major 
Lucas! (Steps nea1'er Col. RADCLYFFE and his 
group, andreads)-" Strange news to send-Bristol 
is surrendered-Rupert dismissed by the King and 
ordered to leave England-his regiment disbanded­
your troop all scattered and the men gone home. 
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We heard some lies about you, but believed none. 
We knew well you would have been with us if you 
could. The fighting game's up. I shall beat my 
own sword into a ploughshare, and whistle behind 
it for better times."-My comrades did not doubt 
me then !-Radclyffe, thy advice ~ 

Col. R. Your lordship's main duty now is to 
your own place and people, and you are free 
to go to them. Else, you are not free to go any­
where. 

Mistr. R. Follow my husband's counsel, Lord 
Lyndore. 

Lyn. (To NAOMI, who has fallen into a reve1·ie.) 
Do you also thus advise ~ 

N. Your pardon-what, my lord? 
Lyn. You heard Sir Thomas Chenery's offer? 
N. Yes. 
Lyn. Think you I should accept? 
N. I do. 
Lyn. Sir Thomas Chenery, your pardon, - I 

thankfully accept the conditions. 
Sir Thomas. I am glad to hear it. (Secretary 

hands him pape1·.) Here is your free pass, my 
lord. Use it at your convenience. See to the 
wounded man. 

Cornet. He is better. The wound is not grave. 
(home. (To CHARLTON.) How feel you, Captain? 
Ch. Ready to choke thee, villain! 
Grome. Alas, sir, you've been so, anytime this 

twelvemonth. (Fingc1's his tMoat.) Methinks I 
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breathe 'freer now. They will scarce nurse you in 
this house, Captain. 

Sir Thomas. Look well to your prisoners, Cornet 
Jebb. 

Cornet. We shall take them on to our night­
quarters, Sir Thomas. 

Si?' Thomas. And send them to London as soon 
as may be. 

Cornet. I shall, sir. 
Soldier, to wnother. To the strong box! and 

afterwards-( winks). 
[CHARLTON walks out with difficulty, 

guarded j he catches GROME'S eye, 
scowls at him and sha7ces his fist. 

GTome. (Pointing at Lord LYNDORE who is 
in familiar talk with NAOMI, and resuming his 
twang.) Verily, Captain, thou hast done him a good 
turn! Yea, thou hast been exceeding kind unto 
him! 

[Ea:eunt CHARLTON, GROME, and some 
of the soldie?·s. Mist?'ess RADCLYFFE 

sends PRUDENCE afte?' them; TOM 

follows PRUDENCE closely, and, in 
going out, glances 1'ownd to see if 
he is observed, then kisses her 
neatly, not to her discontent. 

Sir Thomas. (To Col. wnd Mistress RADCLYFFE.) 

No, I thank you. I must ride further to-night, 
late as it is. Ladies, your humble servant! Good­
night, Colonel Radclyffe I-my lord !-
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[Bows ea:changed, Sir THOMAS ea:it delibe­
rately (L), soldiers preceding him j 
attended ce1'emoniously to the door by 
Col. and Mistress RADCLYFFE. NAOMI 

wnd LYNDORE left by themselves (R, 

centre). She is now seated in an old 
carved ch ail' . Her manner grave and 

. distwnt. 
Lyn. Naomi! 
N. My lord. 
Lyn. You were in haste to dismiss me. 
N. You were eager to depart. 
Lyn. Are you still in the same mind 1 
N. More firmly than ever. 
Lyn. How mean you 1 
N. Your road is clear, my lord, and you are 

bound to go. 
Lyn. Not bound to go to-night ... unless you 

bid me. If that be your wish ... -Naomi! dost 
thou indeed send me away ~ 

N. (Looks at him, then suddenly stretches out 
her arms.) No! [He embmces her. 

[Col. wnd Mistress RADCLYFFE come 
from door L. Col. RADCLYFFE 

affectionately holds back his wife, 
and they stand a moment looking 
at NAOMI and Lord LYNDORE. 

N AOMI sees them. 
N. 0 dearest parents ! 
Lyn. May I call you so 1 
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Mistr. R. No better son could bounteous Heaven 
bestow! 

Col. R. Lyndore I-my Naomi I-this plighted 
troth 

Is welcome news to us, who love you both. 
And may God grant the future of our land 
Be emblem'd by this happy hand in hand! 

[Joins their hands. Music. 

Cwrtain falls slowly. 
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