
Act 1 
 
THE DRAWING ROOM OF CUMMERBUND HALL.  IT’S AN EARLY SATURDAY 
EVENING IN AUTUMN IN THE EARLY 1930S.  HAVING CHECKED THAT THE 
HOUSE IS READY TO RECEIVE WEEKEND GUESTS, MRS. GAITERGHAST, IS 
MAKING SURE THAT EVERYTHING IS ON THE SIDEBOARD READY FOR THE 
WELCOMING DRINKS PARTY. 
 
Enter LUCY and MISS SMITH. 
 
GAITERGHAST: Ah, there you are Miss Lucy, and looking very charming this 

evening, I must say.  How did you enjoy your first archery lesson? 
 
LUCY: Thank you, Mrs G.  It was terrific fun!  Miss Smith’s the best 

governess ever, and Papa says I can have a bicycle and we’re 
going to go on botanical rambles.  Miss Smith knows everything 
there is about flowers and mushrooms and things. 

 
SMITH: (Laughing) Not quite everything Lucy!  But I do think the active 

outdoor life is essential for the modern young lady, don’t you 
agree Mrs. Gaiterghast? 

 
GAITERGHAST: As Sir Francis wishes, of course, but I’m sure the contemporary 

curriculum still leaves room for the traditional female 
accomplishments. 

 
SMITH: Don’t worry, we won’t be entirely neglecting our literary and 

artistic pursuits. 
 
LUCY: Mrs. Gaiterghast, isn’t it time for the guests to come down?  I feel 

quite nervous waiting for the party to start. 
 
GAITERGHAST: Dr. Hillary is upstairs, visiting your Great Aunt. 
 
LUCY: Aunt Millie isn’t unwell is she? 
 
GAITERGHAST: No, dear, it’s just a social call.  Heaven knows what they talk 

about when they’re alone together for hours on end. 
 
Enter MRS. MALVOISIN and DR. HENRIETTA HILLARY. 
 
HILLARY: (Speaking as she enters)  . . . but cyanide is such an ugly death, 

very crude, and how would it be administered?  I’m sure we can 
think of something more elegant - 

 
MALVOISIN: (Coughing to warn the doctor to change the subject) Good 

evening Lucy, Miss Smith.  Ready for the onslaught Mrs. 
Gaiterghast? 

 



LUCY: Hello Auntie, Hello Henny-Penny, I’m learning archery, it’s 
smashing! 

 
SMITH: Lucy!  That is not the proper way to address Dr. Hillary. 
 
HILLARY: Ha!  Don’t you worry, Miss Smith, Lucy and I are old friends.  

Somehow she got wind of my Christian name, which I never use, 
by the way, and she’s been giving me cheek ever since.  Rascal!  
So who’ve we got this weekend – the whole bally crew, I shouldn’t 
wonder? Mind if I fix myself a Gin & It? 

 
GAITERGHAST: Please, allow me.  His Grace the Bishop of Aberwatsit and his 

wife will be down shortly.  (She makes drinks for HILLARY and 
MALVOISIN) 

 
HILLARY: His Grace my eye!  Don’t suppose you know the old devil, do you 

Miss Smith? 
 
SMITH: No, I haven’t met him yet. 
 
HILLARY: Well, just watch yourself around the old rake, he’s got an eye for 

the ladies, Holy Orders or no Holy Orders. 
 
GAITERGHAST: Really, Dr. Hillary, please remember there is a child present. 
 
HILLARY: Yes, and she’s growing into a very pretty young lady.  Forewarned 

is forearmed if you ask me. 
 
SMITH: And you said the Bishop is accompanied by his wife? 
 
HILLARY: Ah, yes, Mrs. Maldon.  Nervy creature.  Anxious, twitchy, not at 

ease in society, I’d say. 
 
LUCY: But Auntie Marjorie is a very nice person.  She can’t help being 

nervous. 
 
MALVOISIN: No, because that brute of a husband bullies her so.  I know, 

Gaiterghast, you probably think I shouldn’t speak ill of Lucy’s 
godparents in front of her, but Lucy is quite capable of observing 
and judging these things for herself.  What do you think Miss 
Smith? 

 
SMITH: Without knowing the couple, I couldn’t possibly comment.  As for 

Lucy, she is observant and on our short acquaintance I’ve found 
her to have strong but well-founded opinions. I don’t think you 
need fear influencing her. 

 
HILLARY: And I suppose we’ll be enjoying the company of the Cummerbund 

Minors? 
 



GAITERGHAST: Mr. And Mrs. Adam Cummerbund were, of course, invited.  
However, Mrs. Cummerbund will be joining us without her 
husband this weekend. 

 
LUCY: Oh why?  I haven’t seen Uncle Adam for ages and he promised to 

play tennis with me. 
 
GAITERGHAST: It seems that he is detained in London on business this weekend.  

He will join us if he can. 
 
SMITH: Now Lucy, don’t sulk, it doesn't match your gown. 
 
LUCY: Yes Miss Smith.  But I so wanted you to meet Uncle Adam, he’s 

such a good sport, we have such larks together.  You’ll be able to 
meet Aunt Kate though, she’s spiffing! 

 
MALVOISIN: I believe Mr. Sawergrit is here, and has brought his young bride to 

meet us. 
 
LUCY: Gosh, I wonder what kind of lady would marry him! 
 
MALVOISIN: A very interesting one, by all accounts.  A young, foreign lady. 
 
HILLARY: Ha!  Couldn’t find an English one to take him! 
 
MALVOISIN: He met her on a business trip abroad.  Apparently she worked in 

one of his factories out there.  He took one look at her and fell in 
love. 

 
HILLARY: Ha!  Humbug! 
 
LUCY: Well, I think it’s terribly romantic.  I’m looking forward to meeting 

her.  I’m sure she’ll be beautiful and we shall be great friends. 
 
HILLARY: And I’m looking forward to meeting the notorious Dolores. 
 
LUCY: My stepmother!  Is she really notorious? 
 
SMITH: I think perhaps we should take a walk in the garden Lucy. 
 
MALVOISIN: There’s no need to take her out Miss Smith.  As you said, Lucy 

forms her own opinions, and I believe her two months’ 
acquaintance with the new Lady Cummerbund has been time 
enough for her to form her views. 

 
SMITH: As you wish, Mrs. Malvoisin. 
 
HILLARY: Besides, she’s practically an adult, and it’s not very sporting if the 

whole world knows about Dolores and only poor old Lucy is kept 
in the dark. 



 
LUCY: I wish Papa had married Aunt Kate, or the interesting foreign lady! 
 
SMITH: That would be rather hard on your Uncle Adam and Mr. Sawergrit, 

wouldn’t it? 
 
LUCY: I wish I could be fond of Dolores, for Papa’s sake, but I can’t, and 

I don’t believe any of you is either. 
 
GAITERGHAST: Why should we dislike her? 
 
MALVOISIN: Perhaps none of us has a personal reason to dislike her, 

Gaiterghast, but is no secret that she has led a scandalous life. I 
have grave doubts as to her suitability to fill the role of Lady 
Cummerbund.  But surely you, Gaiterghast, are best placed to 
give a little background colour to Lady Dolores? If I’m not 
mistaken, you began your career in the household of the Earl of 
Eckersthwaite? You must have known her as a child? 

 
GAITERGHAST: Indeed, Eckersthwaite Castle was my first home and I knew the 

family as well as I know my own. I remember Miss Dolores de la 
Croix particularly well, she was such a pretty child and the Earl 
was besotted with her, notwithstanding her irregular 
circumstances. 

 
SMITH: Irregular circumstances! Heavens, Mrs. Gaiterghast whatever do 

you mean? 
 
MALVOISIN: She means, Miss Smith, that the child was illegitimate. There was 

quite a scandal about it at the time. Not that she existed, of 
course, that in itself was nothing extraordinary, that a young scion 
of the aristocracy visiting the family estates in the Caribbean 
should get entangled with a dancer and produce a child was very 
much the norm in those days. What was extraordinary was that he 
kept the child about him, living with the family and, they say, 
rather spoiling her. Don’t be coy, Gaiterghast, tell us more. 

 
GAITERGHAST: Since you wish it, ma’am, I’ll tell you what was common 

knowledge at the time, without elaboration.  As you said, there 
was family property in Jamaica, and young Teasdale 
Eckersthwaite went out there when he was about 17. He was 
there about 2 years, and with his friends, young gentlemen not all 
of his rank or character, was wont to go cruising all around those 
waters in his beloved yacht Calypso.  

 
SMITH: Oh, that sounds absolutely heavenly. 
 
GAITERGHAST: The party were very fond of visiting the French and Spanish 

colonies out there, where life was, they say, a little less restrained 
than in the British dominions. Most of the young gentlemen kept 



mistresses, and young Mr. Teasdale, sadly, was no exception. He 
fell in love with a dancer in a nightclub in Haiti, and a child was 
born. No one knows what happened to the mother, whether she 
died or left him for another. What we do know is that when the old 
Earl died and young Teasdale came into his estates, he returned 
to the moors with a beautiful child one year old, somewhat 
extravagantly named Dolores de la Croix, and a pretty black 
nursemaid to boot. 

 
SMITH: How absolutely shocking! The impropriety of it! 
 
HILLARY: Nonsense, Miss Smith. Another man would have raised the child 

discreetly at a distance from the family. Eckersthwaite was merely 
eccentric in keeping the child by him. Some might say he did the 
decent thing – having first done the indecent thing, of course. 

 
LUCY: But what happened later? Did old Eckerswatsit marry? Was his 

wife unkind to the child? 
 
GAITERGHAST: The Earl of Eckersthwaite married within the year, a most 

charming young lady, Emily, fourth daughter of the Duke of 
Dumplington. She knew about the child, and would have been 
within her rights to insist on her removal from the establishment, 
but she did not. She was wise enough to see that it was her duty 
to love what her husband loved, and since her own children would 
have the inestimable advantage of legitimacy, they might safely 
be raised together. It was a happy home and the Eckersthwaite 
children were all fond of their vivacious and pretty half-sister. 

 
SMITH: Shocking as that is, no-one can be blamed for their birth. As you 

say, Mrs. Malvoisin, it is rather a romantic story. 
 
HILLARY: Romance?  Poppycock!  It’s sex that makes the world go round. 
 
MALVOISIN: Doctor!  But that is not the scandalous part at all, is it 

Gaiterghast? It was her own conduct that led to her becoming 
notorious. 

 
SMITH: Oh! A notorious woman mistress of Cummerbund hall and Mama 

to Lucy! How dreadful. 
 
GAITERGHAST: Perhaps we have said too much already. 
 
LUCY: Oh, don’t mind me. I shouldn’t care about the notoriousness - 
 
SMITH: Notoriety, Lucy. 
 
LUCY: Well, I shouldn’t care about the notoriety if she weren’t so mean 

and bossy – and not just to me but to Papa as well. 
 



MALVOISIN: Pray continue, Gaiterghast. Lucy may know what is true and not 
maliciously spoken. 

 
GAITERGHAST: Indeed, there is little more I can add. It’s my belief it was wrong to 

bring the child up above her station in life, but it was typical of the 
young Earl’s generous heart.  The child was used to getting 
everything she wanted and at 15 she eloped with a manservant. 

 
LUCY: 15! 
 
SMITH: Now Lucy, don’t let that put any ideas into your head. 
 
LUCY: Oh no. I’m already 15 and I haven’t seen a single manservant I 

should care to elope with. 
 
HILLARY: (Laughing) Well said, Lucy.  Sensible child. 
 
GAITERGHAST: She came home a few days later as if nothing had happened. The 

manservant, naturally, was not reinstated. Around that time I was 
obliged to leave Eckersthwaite for another aristocratic household, 
and rather lost touch with her career. 

 
HILLARY: Didn’t they get her married off to some Spanish farmer or 

something? 
 
GAITERGHAST: Mr. Velasquez was, I believe, an Argentinian cattle millionaire with 

Spanish aristocratic antecedents. 
 
MALVOISIN: Yes, I do remember something about a Count of corned beef – 

same thing if you ask me. 
 
GAITERGHAST: In any case, that is the end of my personal acquaintance with 

Miss Dolores. For the rest, I know only what has appeared in the 
society columns and gossip magazines which you have so kindly 
lent me over the years, Dr. Hillary. 

 
HILLARY: Oh yes, I am devoted to collecting scandal, it’s a hobby of mine 

you know. She ditched the Dago millionaire for a Dutch American 
billionaire, didn’t she? The third husband was some sort of 
Russian émigré aristo wasn’t he? 

 
GAITERGHAST: The other way round, Doctor. Her second husband, was, I 

believe, a Vulkranian nobleman, Vaclev, sixth (or was it seventh) 
Count of Brangol. And the third husband was Theodore van der 
Bling the third, or was it the fourth? 

 
SMITH: I see, so the second was sixth or seventh and the third was third 

or fourth? I wonder how she kept count of all her conquests! 
 



HILLARY: I’m not sure she did. Her name has been linked with numerous 
men over the years, and there have been other scandals. 

 
MALVOISIN: Oh yes, there were rumours of a secret child you know, and 

wasn’t there talk of a serious motoring accident for which she was 
responsible? 

 
HILLARY: But that was quickly hushed up. Wasn’t there a child involved? 

Some poor little guttersnipe got run over or something. Now 
where was that? Wales or Scotland or some such godforsaken 
little place . . . 

 
LUCY: Oh! Someone’s coming! 
 
Having formed a conspiratorial huddle, they quickly jump apart.  Enter the 
ABERWATSITs.  As they greet and are greeted, GAITERGHAST hands them drinks. 
 
ALGERNON: Good evening, Mrs. Malvoisin, Lucy, good evening ladies all. 
 
General “good evenings” all round. 
 
LUCY: Uncle Algie, Auntie Marjorie, please come and be introduced to 

Miss Smith. 
 
ALGERNON: (Kissing her hand with a flamboyant display of gallantry) Charmed 

and delighted, Miss Smith. 
 
SMITH: My Lord Bishop, Mrs. Maldon, how do you do? 
 
MARJORIE: How do you do Miss Smith?  I do hope you’re being kind to my 

goddaughter? 
 
SMITH: We’re getting along just splendidly, aren’t we Lucy? 
 
LUCY: Oh Miss Smith’s an absolute brick.  I’m learning archery and 

bicycling, she’s the best governess ever. 
 
ALGERNON: I perceive you are the athletic type, Miss Smith, very modern, 

most commendable. 
 
SMITH: I don’t neglect Lucy’s academic studies; I believe that mental, 

physical and spiritual development go hand in hand. 
 
ALGERNON: How wise you are for one so young, and may I say, so very 

attractive.  Of course I have taken personal responsibility for 
Lucy’s spiritual development.  And should you ever feel yourself in 
need of spiritual guidance, discreet spiritual guidance of course . . 
. 

 
SMITH: How very kind. 



 
MARJORIE: Algernon, could you help me please? 
 
ALGERNON: (Reluctantly being drawn away) What is it now Marjorie? 
 
MARJORIE: I don’t know where I’ve put my church gloves. 
 
ALGERNON: Gloves? Church gloves? Are you going to church now? 
 
MARJORIE: No, but I will need them tomorrow . . . 
 
ALGERNON: For the Lord’s sake, Marjorie! Fussing over nothing! Your dashed 

gloves will turn up. One of the servants will find them. And don’t 
gulp your gin! We don’t want one of your scenes this evening.  
(Lowering his voice) No more than two, I’m warning you. 

 
Enter PERCY, SVITLANA and KATE. SVITLANA’s hair is tied back or up with a 
pretty silk scarf. 
 
KATE: Hello everybody!  Look who I met on the stairs.  They brought me 

down from town you know and I’ve been getting acquainted with 
Mrs. Sawergrit in the motor.  Come and say hello, dear. 

 
PERCY: Aye, here we are, large as life and twice as ugly!  Just me of 

course, not the lovely ladies, ha ha, I’ve brought my little treasure, 
my Svetlana, to meet you all. 

 
SVITLANA: (Timidly)  Good evenink everybody. Zhank you for invitink me. 
 
As PERCY joins the BISHOP and finds a drink, KATE takes SVITLANA to meet 

LUCY. 
 
KATE: Come with me and meet my niece. 
 
SVITLANA: You’re very kint Mrs. Cummerbund. 
 
KATE: Please call me Kate.  We’re going to be great friends I know it.  

May I call you Svitlana? 
 
SVITLANA: (Pleased that someone has got her name right at last) Oh yes, 

zhank you, you’re zo kint! 
 
KATE: (KATE and LUCY kiss each other) Lucy, darling, how are you? 

You’re looking quite grown up this evening. I’m longing to 
introduce you to my new friend Mrs. Sawergrit. 

 
LUCY: How do you do? 
 
SVITLANA: Pleazed to mit you Meess Lucy. 
 



KATE: And this is Miss Smith, Lucy’s teacher. 
 
SVITLANA: Pleazed to mit you Meess Smith. 
 
SMITH: How do you do, Mrs. Sawergrit? 
 
KATE: I want you to be especially kind to Mrs. Sawergrit, Lucy. She isn’t 

used to big parties and she confided that she’s quite terrified 
about meeting us all. We haven’t been too bad so far have we? 

 
SVITLANA: No, everybody iz very kint. 
 
LUCY: Oh, Mrs. Sawergrit, I’ve been longing to meet you and ask you all 

about your country.  Would you like it if I called you “Auntie”?  I 
should like to, Mrs. Sawergrit is not a pretty name. 

 
SMITH: Lucy, that is not a polite remark. 
 
LUCY: And you must call me Lucy, not Miss Lucy, like a servant. 
 
SVITLANA: Zhank you, Lucy. You may call me Aunt Lana, if you like it. 
 
LUCY: Yes, that sounds absolutely lovely: Aunt Lana. Now do please tell 

me all about your country. 
 
SMITH: Lucy, Mrs. Sawergrit may well be tired after her journey. (To 

SVITLANA) May I get you some refreshment? A glass of 
champagne perhaps? 

 
SVITLANA: Zhank you, I zhould like that. (VIOLET & KATE get drinks and 

return with them as SVITLANA talks to LUCY)  My country iz call 
Vulkrania, it iz very beautiful with great forests and grazlands. But 
it iz a very poor country, life it iz very hart. 

 
LUCY: You must miss it terribly.  Do you have family there? 
 
SVITLANA: I miz my country, but I heve no one. No one but Mr. Zawergrit in 

all zhe vorlt. 
 
LUCY: Oh how sad!  I have no brothers and sisters either, and no mama.  

But I’m very lucky to have my Papa and Uncle Adam and Great 
Aunt Millie. 

 
SVITLANA: Yes, and you dit not leeve in an orphanaze vith cruel guardians. 
 
LUCY: Oh Aunt Lana, I’m sorry if I’ve upset you. Shall we talk about 

something else? 
 
SVITLANA: But you heve a new mozher now, no? She alzo knowz my 

country, she is Countez Brángol. Tell me, wheech lady iz she? 



 
LUCY: Lady Cummerbund hasn’t arrived yet.  I shall introduce you later. 
 
As LUCY and SVITLANA move upstage to join VIOLET, MALVOISIN and the doctor, 
the focus shifts to PERCY, ALGERNON and MARJORIE. 
 
PERCY: Kate! Come and be introduced to the bishop and his fine lady. 
 
ALGERNON: Yes, do come and join us, Mrs. Cummerbund. 
 
KATE: How do you do Bishop, Mrs. Maldon. 
 
MARJORIE: Please, call me Marjorie. And my husband is Algernon. 
 
KATE: And you must call me Kate – it’s much more chummy, don’t you 

think? 
 
ALGERNON: Kate, how charming. (Kissing her hand and keeping hold of it) But 

surely we’ve met before? 
 
KATE: I don’t think so. 
 
ALGERNON: My dear, I never forget a face, especially such a pretty one. 

Where are you from? 
  
KATE: (Evasively) Perhaps you saw me in Monte Carlo? I was working 

there when I met my husband. People often think they know me 
when perhaps they’ve only seen me at work. 

 
ALGERNON: No, not at Monte, but never fear, it will come back to me – I never 

forget. 
 
PERCY: Eh, Monte Carlo, you toffs know how to live don’t you? You know, 

I might just take my Svetlana there for a little holiday – she 
deserves a treat. (Nudging ALGERNON) She’s a little belter, isn’t 
she? 

 
ALGERNON: Indeed, your wife is most attractive, and she seems very amiable.  

I should say you’ve chosen well there, Percy. 
 
PERCY: Aye, I think I’ll go and join her, if you’ll excuse me. 
 
MARJORIE: Algernon, I think you might release Mrs. Cummerbund’s hand 

now. 
 
ALGERNON: Oh really, must I? And it’s such a soft, pretty hand too. 
 
KATE: Thank you, Marjorie. Will you be treating your wife to a holiday, 

Bishop? I should think she deserves a little treat too. 
 



ALGERNON: Sadly my Episcopal duties make it impossible at the moment. 
 
MARJORIE: (Under her breath) It’s been impossible for thirty years. 
 
ALGERNON: Marjorie, (threateningly) I hope that wasn’t a complaint? I’m sure 

you have nothing to complain of. 
 
MARJORIE: Oh no, Algernon. Just my silly joke. I’m sorry Algernon. 
 


