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it along with you. (Turns away with a h in t  of mvsterous amuse
ment on his face and is gone).

Lucia (picks up overcoat with a gleeful laugh): Oh, I have such 
a joke on Bruce! But I sh a n ’t dare to tell him for ten years, if then.
I always did stand in awe of his principles, for the disconcerting 
thing is tha t  he lives up to them. He respects law simply because 
it is law, even if it ha sn ’t the slightest basis of common sense.

Cecily: Yes! He made me miss a train once. We would
have made it if there h a d n ’t been a bridge to cross. The sign 
said ‘Walk Your Horses’—and he did ! I argued and begged and 
raved—but the horses walked !

Lucia: T h a t ’s Bruce. Therefore, while I was packing in 
London, he decreed tha t  we should pass the customs honestly. 
You know what tha t means with him. Full duty on every single 
thing.

Cecily (protesting warm ly): T h a t ’s unfair!  I t  takes away 
half the fun of bringing things home!

Lucia: And its yielding to tyranny. But it weighed not a 
pennyweight with Bruce! He made me promise to declare every d u t 
iable th ing in the trunks and that I wouldn’t bring any thing myself.

Cecily, m ournfully : You d id n ’t have any fun at all, did you?
Lucia, crisply: D idn’t I, though! (Pulls a handfull of rail

way time tables from the overcoat pockets). These came into port 
in Bruce’s overcoat pocket—Bruce’s, mind you! Observe! (Spreads 
open a folder disclosing an interlining of exquisite lace).

Cecily : O-o-oh ! (The driver turns around and steals a glance 
at them. W hat he sees brings a shrewd gleam to his eyes and he 
listens at tentively).  Lucia—Hobart-Carmody ! (Driver winks as he 
writes the name). You little imp! How dared you? (Lucia 
pulls out more folders). And do you mean to say tha t  these folders 
are—?

Lucia: Everycne, my dear—eight of them —full of lace, and 
such lace !

Cecily: And you paid no duties on them?
Lucia: Not one cent! We made a careful list, but somehow 

these got—overlooked.
Cecily: Well, I call tha t  genius! Mercy, here we are at home! 

Fold it up again.
(Lucia puts folders back into the pockets and they leave the


