SCENE: A . rone

SHINGLE & >
MONTY ettt of ittt

SCENE 1A

(MONTY enters a small, sad Parlor, decorated to make the most of
meager means. His affect is much younger, his manner far less
assured. Grieving, HE gazes at a portrait of his mother. The
doorbell clangs rather insistently. MONTY opens the door and
MARIETTA SHINGLE, an eccentric woman of a certain age,
barges in from the cold. MUSIC fades out.)

MISS SHINGLE
If there's a sorrier street in all of Clapham, I'm sure I've never seen it.

MONTY
Pardon me, madam, but do we know one another?

(MISS SHINGLE makes herself quite at home.)

MISS SHINGLE
Only since the moment you were given birth by your sweet mother.

MONTY
You knew Mother? I ... I've only just returned from her funeral.
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MISS SHINGLE
My poor dear Isabel, bless her soul.
(Grabs his face affectionately.)
Look at himself, all grown up and handsome as the devil.

(MISS SHINGLE takes a seat, exhausted from her journey.)

MONTY
How is it you knew Mother, Missus...?

MISS SHINGLE
Miss. Shingle. Marietta Shingle...?

MONTY
Of course! Miss Shingle! She spoke of you often — and how she looked forward to your letters!

MISS SHINGLE
And I hers, I assure you.
(A beat.)
You were going to offer me a spot of tea, were you?

MONTY
You must forgive my manners, Miss Shingle. Mother always had a kettle on.

MISS SHINGLE
And if you could spare a biscuit or two, I'm sure I wouldn't mind.
(MISS SHINGLE takes in the faded gentility of the parlor for the
first time and shakes her head sadly.)
I knew you and your mother were having a rough time of it, but I didn't know it had come to this.
Have you any prospects, love?

MONTY
Mother always dreamt I should go to Oxford or Cambridge somehow.
(Realizing sadly:)
It seems rather unlikely now.

MISS SHINGLE
There's nothing your mother wouldn't have done for you.

MONTY
I hardly know how I shall go on without her.

MISS SHINGLE
(SHE eyes him admiringly.)
You rather favor your father ... physically, I mean.

MONTY
Did you know my father? He died when I was but seven.
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MISS SHINGLE
Only met him once, love. Castilian, you know. As dashing a face and figure as you will ever
see.
(A heavy sigh.)
Tell me, love, what do you know of your mother's tfamily?

MONTY
Mother never spoke of them. Must've been curs and mountebanks. Horse thieves, at the very
least.

MISS SHINGLE
Well, not exactly. Have you heard of the D'Ysquith family?

#2 “YOU'RE A D'YSQUITH"

MONTY
The D'Ysquiths? Why, yes, of course, hasn't everyone?

MISS SHINGLE
Then you've heard of Highhurst Castle?

MONTY
Of course.

MISS SHINGLE
You're aware, then, of their position? Their vast wealth and influence?

MONTY
Yes, yes, what's it got to do with me?
MASS-SHHNGLEE
Simerine.
YOUREADY-SQUITH!
MONTY
What?
MISS-SHHNGLEE
YOUREADY-SQUITH!
MONTY
MISS-SHHNGLEE
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SIBELLA SIBELLA &
| | MONTY

START MONTY

Well, actually, there is a matter of some urgency I should like to discuss...

| #3A—“PRETFY-IN-PRHC(UNDERSCORE)

MONTY
Sibella, something miraculous has happened.
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SIBELLA
What?

MONTY
It's too fantastic. I have just learned that I am in the line of succession to become Earl of
Highhurst.

SIBELLA
Earl? Of Highhurst?!

MONTY
Yes! It seems Mother was a D"Ysquith! Which means 7 am a D"Ysquith, too!

SIBELLA
My mother is the Queen of Sheba. I believe that makes me Princess of Babylon.

MONTY
You shouldn't make fun. It's true. And there are only eight people before me in succession.
Which means, I could be Earl someday.

SIBELLA
(Laughing:)
And pigs might fly! As if you could've been a D'Ysquith all your life and not know it.
MONTY
I realize how it sounds —
SIBELLA

As if you could ever be an Earl. Eight people would have to die for that to happen! How likely
is that?

(MONTY starts to leave. SIBELLA doesn't want him to go.

MUSIC fades out.)
Oh, now don't go yet ... your Lordship.

MONTY
Where are you off to, in your pink dress?

SIBELLA
To meet a friend. With a motorcar.
MONTY
Does this friend have a name?
SIBELLA
Lionel Holland.
(MONTY'’S jaw tightens.)

You're jealous of him, I can tell. Because he has a motorcar. And he's rich. And good looking.
Is it really true, about you being a D"Ysquith?
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MONTY
Of course it is. I'll show you the papers, if you like.

SIBELLA
No, no, if you say it's true, of course I'll believe you.
(Tenderly:)

Darling, we barely spoke at the funeral. Are you quite all right? I should be inconsolable if I'd

lost my mother.

(HE leans forward, pulls her face to his, and kisses her

passionately. MUSIC under. SIBELLA’S arms go around his

neck. After a moment, THEY release each other.)

MONTY
Sibella, I think it's time you took me seriously.

SIBELLA

Oh, Monty. The man I marry will have wealth and position.
MONTY

I will have wealth and position.
SIBELLA

And what would we live on until then?

MONTY
Sibella, has it never occurred to you to marry for love?

SIBELLA
Now you're being cruel.

(Suddenly, a MAID enters. THEY separate immediately.)

SIBELLA'S MAID
Miss Hallward, Mr. Lionel Holland is here for you.

SIBELLA
And right on time. If only he weren't so predictable.

‘ #B3B—“UIPDONTIKNOW-WHAT D BO-WITHOVT YOU-(TAG)”
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. ACT ONE
To UR G UI D E The entrance to Highhurst Castle, the feudal home

of the D'Ysquiths. MONTY catches up with a group
of TOURISTS.

TOUR GUIDE
(A bit pompous.)
Welcome to Visitors Day at Highhurst Castle, ancestral home of Lord Adalbert D'Ysquith,
Eighth Earl of Highhurst.
(The Great Hall of Highhurst is dominated by ancestral portraits,
suits of armor, and medieval weaponry.)
It is from these very walls that D"Y'squiths past defended themselves against King John...

TOURISTS
Boooltt

TOUR GUIDE
Who was to meet his rebellious Barons at Runnymede...

TOURISTS
Adhhthhrt

TOUR GUIDE
In the banqueting hall, you will note a coat of mail worn by Richard, the Lion Heart...

TOURISTS
Boooltt

TOUR GUIDE

Come along! Come along!
(Stopping MONTY.)
That'll be sixpence, please.

7/28/2015


John Jason Daunter
SCENE: C TOUR GUIDE

John Jason Daunter

John Jason Daunter

John Jason Daunter

John Jason Daunter

John Jason Daunter

John Jason Daunter

John Jason Daunter

John Jason Daunter

John Jason Daunter


SCENE: D #
D’YSQUITH -REV 2595

‘ #oA—"MEET EORDEZEIGEL(UNDERSEORE)

SCENE 4A

(MONTY stands in the church courtyard with the REVEREND LORD
EZEKIAL D'YSQUITH, a man of limited intellect, rather too fond of
his port. MUSIC fades out.)

REVEREND LORD EZEKIAL
Why yes, of course I remember Isabel. Charming girl. Broke her father's heart. He and I spent
our childhood summers together at Highhurst, you know. Glorious days, glorious days...

MONTY
I'm afraid there's a great deal of family history I haven't been privy to.

REVEREND LORD EZEKIAL
The chancel was added in 1621 by the first Earl himself. It contains three late twelfth century
windows depicting the Martyrdom of St. Ursula and her eleven thousand virgins.

MONTY
Ah, yes.
REVEREND LORD EZEKIAL
Notice how the attenuated shafts sweep unbroken from floor to ceiling. Perpendicular period, of
course.
MONTY
Of course.
REVEREND LORD EZEKIAL

I must show you the tower!

(LORD EZEKIEL waves his hand upwards as HE leads MONTY
up the steps of the bell tower.)
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MONTY
So then I may count on you, Lord Reverend? To put in a good word for me, with the
D'Ysquiths? Perhaps with the Earl, himself?

REVEREND LORD EZEKIAL
Oh, I really couldn’t. No, no. I make it my business to stay out of family intrigue. Much better
that way, for everyone concerned.

MONTY
(Taken aback:)
Oh.

REVEREND LORD EZEKIAL
The Carolingian arches of my groin vault are pointed instead of round, recalling Palladio's
Palazzo della Ragione in Vincenza.
(THEY have reached the top now, high up on the belfry.)
You will note that our belfry is early Romanesque, which retains a bit of the Byzantine influence.

MONTY
What a marvelous view, your lordship. Are you certain you couldn't make an exception, in this
one case? For the sake of my charming Mother, your cousin? Or perhaps out of loyalty to my
Grandfather, your childhood playmate?

REVEREND LORD EZEKIAL
Well, that's it, isn't it? If Isabel's own father saw fit to disinherit her for her sins, who am I to
deny his wishes?
(Gesturing to MONTY:)
Now, you'll have to move closer to the edge to truly appreciate the architectural significance of
the flying buttresses. They're said to be influenced by the cathedral at Chartres...

MONTY
Have you no ... Christian charity, then?

REVEREND LORD EZEKIAL
Pardon?!

MONTY
What was her great sin, after all? Only love!

(At the edge of the tower, LORD EZEKIAL leans back with an
alarming lack of concern for his safety.)

REVEREND LORD EZEKIAL
Yes ... Now, lean backward, as I do! There — have you ever seen such horizontal thrust?! Isn't it
splendid —
(LORD EZEKIAL loses his balance.)
Oh ... ah ... I'm ... I'm afraid I shall need your hand, please...
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SCENE: E .
D’YSQUITH ,crone
-ASQUITH JR, ****°

A Lakeside Hotel at Chizzl . ASQUITH JR.
M I S S BA R L E ‘/, andaMeIs,SiS el?A?{thO}l’tarethlfc’?;Zeup in%ashionable
] . MUSIC continues under.
& M O NTY winter wear
MISS BARLEY

Just fancy, Asquith, three whole days at the lake together! It will be perfect, won't it?
(MONTY follows at a discreet distance.)

ASQUITH JR.
Chizzlemere is extraordinary out of season and quite private — the hotel register has an unrivalled
list of false names. I trust you don't mind our being discreet.

MISS BARLEY
I've never known a man to take such care with my reputation...

(MONTY approaches the couple.)

MONTY
Pardon me, Miss, but don't I know you from somewhere?

ASQUITH JR.
(Mortified:)
Certainly not! What are you insinuating, you insignificant upstart?!

(ASQUITH JR. steers MISS BARLEY away from MONTY as
MUSIC fades out.)

MONTY
I meant no offense, I assure you.

ASQUITH JR.
Were you raised in a shanty town by some chee-chee punkah wallah?!

MISS BARLEY
(Noticing something:)
Oh, Asquith, look —! There are people skating on the lake! Doesn't it look fun?!

ASQUITH JR.
(Uninterested.:)
What a shame we didn't bring our skates.

MISS BARLEY
We can rent them, right on the dock!
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ASQUITH JR.
It's getting a bit late, don't you think?
(Suggestively:)
Nearly time for beddy-bye.
MISS BARLEY

Oh, Assie, please, please, please let's!

ASQUITH JR.
Oh, all right, crumpet. I say, may I warm my hands in your muff?

30
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SCENE: F
D’YSQUITH - ‘e
SR & MONTY MONTY-is-seer-in-half-Hioht stuggesting mysters

LORD ASQUITH
"Some time ago you wrote claiming a relationship to the D'Ysquith family and asking us to help
you to some situation in which you might earn your living. I must apologize for our unsym-
pathetic attitude on that occasion. Should you still be in need of a post, I shall be very glad if

you will pay me a call...”

LORD ASQUITH & MONTY
“...Yours very truly..."
MONTY
(Rather amazed.:)
"Lord Asquith D'Ysquith." Senior.
SCENE 7A

(D'Ysquith Banking House. LORD ASQUITH D’YSQUITH is
revealed to be sitting at his ornate desk.)

LORD ASQUITH

Do come in, Mr. Navarro.
(LORD D’YSQUITH looks at MONTY carefully.)

You are not like the D'Ysquiths, and yet there is something.

(MONTY takes a small photograph out of his breast pocket and
hands it to LORD D’YSQUITH.)
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MONTY
This is my Mother.

LORD ASQUITH
We were not well acquainted. It is a very sweet face. Have you ever seen the family portraits at
Highhurst?

MONTY

(Lying:)
Never.

LORD ASQUITH
Y our mother is extraordinarily like some of the women. And some of the men, for that matter.
Perhaps you are wondering why I should suddenly come to write to you.

MONTY
Yes, frankly, I am.

LORD ASQUITH
I don't know whether you heard that I lost my only son recently under somewhat tragic
circumstances. A skating accident.

MONTY
Yes. My sincerest condolences.

LORD ASQUITH
Thank you. You know, of course, I was grooming him to succeed me.

MONTY
(Truthfully:)
I did not.

(This is difficult for his lordship, as HE is not usually given to
public displays of emotion.)

LORD ASQUITH
Well, it is over. The past cannot be recalled. I should like to know if you would care to come
into my firm.
(MONTY is stunned.)
You could have no greater education in the business of stockbroking. Beyond that, I can make
no promises.

MONTY
Lord D'"Ysquith, I hardly know what to say.

LORD ASQUITH
To begin with, you shall have two hundred and fifty pounds a year.
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SCENE: G MONTY
& PHOEBE v ocorioivos

(FoAUDIENCE:)

47

)

AL Ry e SN . o
VICU/LV Uray Uve Uc U

emergesfrom-the-honeyshack-to find himself fac t face with
PHOEBE D'YSQUITH [20's, earnest and lovely]. SHE is reading a

book of poetry.)
PHOEBE
Oh...!
(Love at first sight?)
MONTY & PHOEBE
(At the same time:)
Oh...
(MUSIC fades out.)
MONTY
Do pardon me...
(Courtly:)
Miss D'Ysquith, I presume...?
PHOEBE
You are...?
MONTY

Mr. Navarro. But please, do call me Monty.

PHOEBE
My brother tells me you are a cousin?

MONTY
Yes. My mother was Isabel D'Ysquith.

PHOEBE
Isabel. Forgive me, but I don't recall ever hearing about her.

MONTY
Shall I tell you why?
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PHOEBE
I wish you would.

MONTY
You see, my father was considered ... unsuitable. Because my mother married for love and not
for money or property —

PHOEBE
They cut her off.

MONTY
Without a schilling. They ever after behaved as if she and I had never even been born.

PHOEBE
Why, Mr. Navarro...

MONTY
I warned your brother you ... may not care to receive me...

PHOEBE
On the contrary, | am most intrigued. What a beautiful story. Horrid, yes, I'm certain, but still
beautiful: she dared to marry for love! Tell me, did your father have his own fortune, or were
you quite penniless?
(HE hesitates. SHE admonishes herself.)
Oh! You must forgive me; Henry often scolds me for being indelicate.

MONTY
No, no, not at all. My father left no legacy; he died when I was quite young. But we managed to
scrape by, Mother and I.

PHOEBE

When I think of the indignities you've suffered. It must have inspired an awful resentment of the
upper classes.

(Admonishing herself again:)
Oh no! There I go again! And now I'm making assumptions about you, when there's nothing I
despise more than people making assumptions about me.

(PHOERBE sits on a vine-and-flower bedecked swing.)
I know they talk about me in the village. They see a girl who's rich and from an important
family and not unattractive and they assume ... well, they assume a lot of things.

#AH—INSIBE-OUT

PHOEBE (Cont'd.)
The truth is ... none of them know me at all. Not who I truly am.

BUTEOOKINSIDE, YOU'EEFINDAPEARE:
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SCENE: | 90
D’YSQUITH - ACT TWO
ADALBERT, LADY scenea

EUGENIA, PHOEBE,

The Great Hall, Highhurst Castle. The rather

SIBELLA, MONTY, grand LADY EUGENIA D'YSQUITH [50's]
GORBY L S s ke e et
LORD ADALBERT
I'm famished. What are we eating?
LADY EUGENIA

Everything to drive you to an early grave.

LORD ADALBERT
It can't be soon enough, as long as you're living.

LADY EUGENIA
You'd better hope I die before you. Otherwise, I shall feed your remains to the hounds.

LORD ADALBERT
I'm counting on you having a prolonged illness, every inch of you covered with leeches. And I
shall savor the act of applying each of them myself. Speaking of leeches, who the devil have you
invited to sponge off us this weekend?

(MR. GORBY, a butler, announces the guests.)

MR. GORBY
Miss Phoebe D'Ysquith and Mr. Montague D"Ysquith Navarro.

(MONTY enters, with PHOEBE on his arm, looking spectacular.
It's a rather different entrance than the one HE made as a tourist.)

LADY EUGENIA
Adalbert, you remember Miss D'Ysquith, of course.

(PHOEBE curtsies to LORD and LADY D'YSQUITH.)

LORD ADALBERT
Which one are you?

PHOEBE
Phoebe, sister of the late Henry D'Y'squith.

LORD ADALBERT
They're all named Henry!
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LADY EUGENIA
It's been far too long, my dear. I trust your trip was tolerable?

LORD ADALBERT
Half the family's named Henry! Lack of imagination.

PHOEBE
Oh, quite, Ma'am. With Mr. Navarro as my companion, it seemed to take no time at all. Mr.
Navarro, I don't believe you've yet met the Earl and his Countess, Lady D'Y'squith.

LORD ADALBERT
So you're the young ragger they're all talking about. I suppose your name is Henry, too!

LADY EUGENIA
It's Montague.

LORD ADALBERT
Oh, that's a first.

(MONTY bows respectfully.)

MONTY
An honour to meet you, at last.

A8—“FINAL-WARNING”

ANCESTRALBUST T
MONTYNAVARRO!
YOUREHEREBY-INHTAHON

MONTY

FotADYEUGGENTA

Delighted;Countess:

ANCESTRALBUST2
MONTYNAVARRO!
YOUVE-WORMEBDYOUR-WAY-BACKINt

EFADY-EUGENTA
€harmed:

BOTHANCESTRALEBUSTS
BUTFPEEASERESISTTHHE-SHGHTESTINCEINATHON
Fot+EEEATHOME
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MR. GORBY

Mrs. Lionel Holland.

(SIBELLA enters, overdressed in her eagerness to impress. SHE
curtsies. This is the highest SHE has risen on her upward climb to
respectability. LADY D’YSQUITH apparently views her as an
arriviste.)

SIBELLA
It is a pleasure to make your acquaintance, Countess.

LADY EUGENIA
Of course it is.

(Nervous, SIBELLA talks too much.)

SIBELLA
My husband so wanted to be here, but he was called away at the last moment — something about
a meeting at Newmarket, but then I am hopeless when it comes to horses, aren't you?

LADY EUGENIA
Actually, no. I breed.
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SIBELLA
Mr. Holland asked me to express his sincerest regrets. I do hope you don't mind that I've arrived
alone.

LADY EUGENIA
(Slyly mocking:)
How very enterprising of you.
(LADY EUGENIA pulls PHOEBE toward her.)
Mrs. Holland, I wonder if you've met my husband's cousin, Miss D'Ysquith?
(SIBELLA is taken aback. SHE stares at PHOEBE intently.)
Phoebe, dear, this is Mrs. Holland.

(PHOEBE has no idea who SIBELLA is. SHE graciously extends
her (gloved) hand.)

PHOEBE
Mrs. Holland, I am so pleased to know you.

(SIBELLA takes her hand and curtsies.)

SIBELLA
The pleasure is mine. Entirely. Miss D'Ysquith.

PHOEBE
How lovely you look.

SIBELLA
I've been admiring your gown. Your flawless complexion. Your sparkling eyes.

PHOEBE
(A bit embarrassed.)
Oh, you are too kind.

SIBELLA
Oh, no. I'm really not.

(LORD ADALBERT re-enters the room, with MONTY. SIBELLA
can't see him from where SHE is standing, and HE has no idea the
woman with her back to him is anyone HE knows.)

SIBELLA (Cont'd.)
I do believe we may know someone in common...

PHOEBE
Oh...?

(Before SIBELLA can say another word, LORD ADALBERT taps a
glass, making it ring.)
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LORD ADALBERT
Gather round, won't you? Lady D'Ysquith informs me I'm to ask you to raise a glass to my
cousin, Miss D"Ysquith...
(PHOEBE blushes. MR. GORBY and MR. WATERS, a servant,
pass out drinks for the toast.)
On the occasion of her engagement to Mr. Henry D'Ysquith —

LADY EUGENIA
(Correcting him:)
Montague.

(SIBELLA turns around, stunned to see MONTY. HE nods, as if
meeting her for the first time.)

LORD ADALBERT
Mr. D'Ysquith Montague.

LADY EUGENIA
Navarro.

LORD ADALBERT

Mr. Navarro D'Ysquith Montague! A splendid chap, far as I can tell. And a cousin of mine,
strangely enough. His mother was a bit of an embarrassment —

(LADY EUGENIA elbows him.)
Water under the bridge, of course. Lady D'"Ysquith tells me he's next in the succession — funny
that! With everyone else dropping like flies, I shouldn't wonder if he'll smother me in my sleep
tonight — what?!

(Silence. LADY EUGENIA glares at her husband.)

LORD ADALBERT (Cont'd.)
Well, I'm getting the evil eye, so do let's go into dinner. If there's one thing I can't abide —
(To his WIFE, pointedly:)
—it's cold hen. Don't you agree ... Nirvana?

LADY EUGENIA
Navarro!

LORD ADALBERT
(Muttering, under his breath.:)
You wrinkled old kumquat.

(As the EARL exits to the dining room, MONTY gallantly allows

the OTHERS to follow. SIBELLA hangs back for a moment alone
with him. MONTY betrays no particular familiarity.)
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SCENE 4A

MONTY
This is rather a coincidence, Mrs. Holland.

SIBELLA
Don't you "Mrs. Holland" me! Just when were you planning to tell me this happy news?

MONTY
I should think you would want to keep your voice down.

SIBELLA
You're always telling me to keep quiet, aren't you?

MONTY
(With a sigh:)
I would have sent you and Mr. Holland an announcement in due course.

SIBELLA
An announcement?! 1 will not be treated like a —

(SHE hesitates for a moment.)

MONTY
Yes...?

SIBELLA
You are despicable!

MONTY

Perhaps it is a very good thing we did not marry, Sibella.

SIBELLA
You didn't use to think so.

MONTY
You can't really imagine you have cause to complain of my marrying Miss D'Ysquith.

(SHE looks at him with frightened eyes.)

SIBELLA
You don't have to, Monty. You could call it off. You must.

(For the first time in their relationship, MONTY appears to have
the upper hand ... and HE quite likes it.)

MONTY

There was a time you and I might have fulfilled our natural destiny and married each other.
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SIBELLA
(Sarcastic:)
That would have been a very pleasant arrangement. We should have been so comfortably off,
shouldn't we?

MONTY
Well, I’ve no doubt we could've scraped along.

SIBELLA
I can't imagine either of us, Monty, scraping along. We should have hated each other in a week.

MONTY
We should never have done that, Sibella. We know each other perfectly, better than anyone else
could. We should have always loved each other. That is, if you loved me as I love you.

(SIBELLA’S eyes tear up.)

SIBELLA
Monty, I do love you. And had I not been so sure that you loved me, I should never have risked
marrying Lionel.

MONTY
I won't even try to make sense of that convoluted statement.

(HE pulls his arm away as gallantly as HE can and exits into
dinner.)

SIBELLA
Monty, please —

(SIBEELAfoows-him:)

‘ #H8A—“A-CONVOLUTEDABOMINATION(SCENE-CHANGE)
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SCENE: K 109
SIBELLA, PHOEBE,
SHINGLE, LADY EUGENIA, ACT TWO

INSPECTOR, MAN #1, SCENE 7
MAN #3, WOMAN #1,
WOMAN #3 MONTY steps into the Prisoner's Box in

Westminster Hall. MUSIC underscores scene.

‘ #21A "THE TRIAL” (UNDERSCORE)

VI ot atia

as—FHEYtestify—FHEY-each-begin-their testimony by stating their

names.)

Uy U

INSPECTOR
Chief Inspector Pinckney, Scotland Yard. No one was allowed in or out of the castle until each
of the guests and all of the staff had been interviewed thoroughly.

MAN #1
Dr. Pettibone, Medical Examiner. At the post-mortem, I examined what Lord DY squith
ingested that night, and determined there was poison in the port.

WOMAN #3
Hilda, sir. It was my job to fetch the wine from the cellar. I gave it to Mrs. Chard.
WOMAN #1
Selina Chard. Before dinner began, I poured the port into a decanter, to allow the nuttiness to
blossom.
MAN #3

Alfred Gorby. No one drank the port but his Lordship. I'd stake my life on it.

MISS SHINGLE
Poison? In the port? Poppycock! I was in a position to know that the Earl was dyspeptic and
quite liverish. That's what killed him.
(An afterthought:)
Miss Marietta Shingle.

LADY EUGENIA D'YSQUITH
Lady Eugenia D'Ysquith. Adalbert, the Earl, my late husband, said that he feared Mr. Navarro
was so eager to succeed him, he might smother him in his sleep!
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SIBELLA
Mrs. Lionel Holland. Monty had every right to resent the D"Ysquiths! They disinherited his
mother! They denied his very existence! Why shouldn't he feel he deserved to take his place
among them — wouldn't you?

PHOEBE
Lady Phoebe D'"Ysquith Navarro, Countess of Highhurst. My husband, the present Earl, is the
kindest, the gentlest, the noblest of men, with the purest intentions, I can assure you!
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ACT TWO
SCENE 8

Monty’s Prison Cell. It is the night before his
verdict and MONTY is finishing his memoir.
CHAUNCEY, a janitor, enters.

CHAUNCEY
Mind if I tidy up a bit, your lordship? Just a quick once around and I'll be out of your way.

MONTY
(Gracious, as ever:)
By all means, my man. Do what you must.

(MUSIC fades out.)

CHAUNCEY
If I might, my lord, they're saying you gave quite an impressive speech at the trial today.

MONTY
Is that what they're saying, then?

CHAUNCEY
Oh, yes. I was proud to hear of it, I was, being a D"Ysquith myself, you know.

#21C "YOU’RE A D’YSQUITH” (REPRISE)

MONTY
Pardon? Did you say ... you're a D'Yqsuith?

CHAUNCEY
Yes, my lord. Chauncey D'Ysquith. Me father was Nesmith D'Ysquith, maybe you've heard of
him? Bit of a black sheep, he was. The family never wanted nothing to do with him. Can't say
as I blame them. Wasn't much of a father, neither.

MONTY
(Softly, amazed:)
YOU'RE A D'YSQUITH...
YOU'RE A D'YSQUITH...

(Spoken:)
This is ... quite remarkable. Have you never felt ... ill-treated, by the D'Ysquith family?

(MUSIC gradually fades out.)
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CHAUNCEY
Why no, how could I? They don't even know me. It's true, I ain't got none of the advantages of
being a D'Ysquith, but I ain't got none of their troubles, neither.

MONTY
And I've seen you every day for the past six weeks, yet you've not said a thing.

CHAUNCEY
Bit of a shy sort, really. But tonight, I didn't know as I'd be seeing you again. Whatever
happens, I wish you good luck, my Lord.

(In a gesture of respect, MONTY offers his hand and THEY shake.
As a GUARD enters, CHAUNCEY steals away.)

GUARD
Lady Navarro, Countess of Highhurst, is here to see you, my lord.

(PHOERBE enters the cell, as in love with MONTY as ever.)

PHOEBE
How are you, my darling?

MONTY
I am happy, now that you've come to see me.

(THEY kiss passionately. Overcome, the GUARD quickly exits.
PHOERBE struggles to keep from crying. MUSIC underscore.)

#21D "MEMOIR’S END” (UNDERSCORE)

PHOEBE
Monty ... oh, Monty.

MONTY
Phoebe, I beg you not to worry about the outcome tomorrow. I have come to believe that an
unseen Providence is watching over me.

PHOEBE
I, too, believe that. 1 do.

MONTY
Yet I see the agony in your face and it torments me.

(PHOERBE is determined to control her emotions.)

PHOEBE
I do have ... one thing to ask.
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MONTY
Anything, Phoebe, darling.

PHOEBE
That woman ... Mrs. Holland.

MONTY

(A beat.)

Yes?

PHOEBE

That awful night at Highhurst. And then again, at the trial. The way she looked at you.

MONTY
Looked at me? How?

PHOEBE
I am asking but one thing of you, Monty, and I must have the truth.
(MONTY swallows hard.)
Is she in love with you?

(MONTY hesitates, unsure how to respond.)

PHOEBE (Cont'd.)
(After a beat:)
No need to speak. You've just given me your answer.

(PHOERBE exits, leaving MONTY immeasurably sad. MUSIC
resumes under scene.)

MONTY
And so I have no more of this memoir to write. The ending will be revealed in the morning, one
way or the other, with the verdict of the jury. For now, I must try to sleep, though I should think
it will be unlikely.

(Lights go slowly down in the Prison Cell, as MONTY lies down on
his cot.)
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