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Lucia: Oh, I wish my husband were here!
Man : So do I.
(Front door opens and closes. M en’s voices heard in the hall).
Cecily: W h a t ’s tha t?  Listen!
Enter  Carmody and Bradford.
Cecily and Lucia precipitate themselves into their arms.
Cecily: Oh, Otis! We want you so!
Bradford: Do you now? Four minds with but a single—Hello! 

Anyth ing  wrong dear?
Cecily points to the marshal.
Bradford: A deputy! W hat the deuce is he doing here?
Cecily : He says he came to see about some lace that was 

smuggled.
Bruce: Oh, I see! I guess th a t ’s my business.
Lucia, falteringly : No, no—it isn ’t! I t ’s mine! I—I —oh, 

B ruce!
Bruce: I t ’s all right; dear. Don’t worry. (He holds her close). 

Good afternoon, marshal.  My name is Carmody. There seems to 
be some misunderstanding here.

Officer: I th ink  not. We had information tha t  Mrs. 
Carmody had smuggled lace wrapped in folders. We found the 
folders filled with lace.

Bruce: Precisely, but you h av e n ’t found quite all the facts. 
Mrs. Carmody did not bring those folders.

Officer: Indeed? You brought them —filled with lace?
Bruce: Filled with lace—on every thread of which duties have 

been paid. Here are the receipts. Examine them.
Officer: H ’m. Looks regular enough. But we had a sworn 

affidavit—
B ruce’ Who made it? T h a t ’s what I want to know! Who 

made it?
Officer: The cabman who drove the ladies up from the dock.
Bruce: You remember I said there was a misunderstanding.
Officer: T h a t ’s all very well, but if you meant to pay the 

duties why did you conceal them ?
Bruce: I was arranging a little surprise for my wife.
Officer, skeptically: H ’m.
Bruce: You see, when we were packing, we made a list of all 

the dutiable stuff, to the smallest detail, together. T h a t ’s why I


