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  Lord Reginald Fitzambry, a fashionably dressed, rather-pretty
  young man of 22, is prostrate on a sofa in a large hotel drawing
  room, crying convulsively. His doctor is trying to soothe him.
  The doctor is about a dozen years his senior; and his ways are
  the ways of a still youthful man who considers himself in smart
  society as well as professionally attendant on it. The drawing
  room has tall central doors, at present locked. If anyone could
  enter under these circumstances, he would find on his left a
  grand piano with the keyboard end towards him, and a smaller door
  beyond the piano. On his right would be the window, and, further
  on, the sofa on which the unhappy youth is wallowing, with, close
  by it, the doctor's chair and a little table accommodating the
  doctor's hat, a plate, a medicine bottle, a half emptied glass,
  and a bell call.



 

THE DOCTOR. Come come! be a man. Now really this is silly.
You mustnt give way like this. I tell you nothing's happened to
you. Hang it all! it's not the end of the world if you did buy a
few shares—

REGINALD.
[interrupting him frantically] I never meant any harm in
buying those shares. I am ready to give them up. Oh, I never meant
any harm in buying those shares. I never meant any harm in buying
those shares. 
[Clutching the doctor imploringly] Wont you believe me,
Doctor? I never meant any harm in buying those shares. I never—

THE DOCTOR 
[extricating himself and replacing Reginald on the couch., not
very gently] Of course you didnt. I know you didnt.

REGINALD. I never—

THE DOCTOR 
[desperate] Dont go on saying that over and over again or
you will drive us all as distracted as you are yourself. This is
nothing but nerves. Remember that youre in a hotel. Theyll put you
out if you make a row.

REGINALD.
[tearfully] But you dont understand. Oh, why wont anybody
understand? I never—

THE DOCTOR 
[shouting him down] You never meant any harm in buying
those shares. This is the four hundredth time youve said it.

REGINALD.
[wildly] Then why do you keep asking me the same questions
over and over again? It's not fair. Ive told you I never meant any
harm in—

THE DOCTOR. Yes, yes, yes: I know, I know. You think you made a
fool of yourself before that committee. Well, you didnt. You stood
up to it for six days with the coolness of an iceberg and the
cheerfulness of an idiot. Every member of it had a go at you; and
everyone of them, including some of the cleverest cross-examiners
in London, fell back baffled before your fatuous self-satisfaction,
your impenetrable in- ability to see any reason why you shouldnt
have bought those shares.

REGINALD. But why shouldnt I have bought them? I made no secret
of it. When the Prime Minister ragged me about it I offered to sell
him the shares for what I gave for them.

THE DOCTOR. Yes, after they had fallen six points. But never
mind that. The point for you is that you are an under- secretary in
the War Office. You knew that the army was going to be put on
vegetarian diet, and that the British Maccaroni Trust shares would
go up with a rush when this became public. And what did you do?

REGINALD. I did what any fellow would have done. I bought all
the shares I could afford.

THE DOCTOR. You bought a great many more than you could
afford.

REGINALD. But why shouldnt I? Explain it to me. I'm anxious to
learn. I meant no harm. I see no harm. Why am I to be badgered
because the beastly Opposition papers and all the Opposition
rotters on that committee try to make party capital out of it by
saying that it was disgraceful? It wasnt disgraceful: it was simple
common sense. I'm not a financier; but you cant persuade me that if
you happen to know that certain shares are going to rise you
shouldnt buy them. It would be flying in the face of Providence not
to. And they wouldnt see that. They pretended not to see it. They
worried me, and kept asking me the same thing over and over again,
and wrote blackguardly articles about me—

THE DOCTOR. And you got the better of them all because you
couldnt see their point of view. But what beats me is why you broke
down afterwards.

REGINALD. Everyone was against me. I thought the committee a
pack of fools; and I as good as told them so. But everyone took
their part. The governor said I had disgraced the family name. My
brothers said I ought to resign from my clubs. My mother said that
all her hopes of marrying me to a rich woman were shattered. And
I'd done nothing: absolutely nothing to what other chaps are doing
every day.

THE DOCTOR. Well, the long and short of it is that officials
mustnt gamble.

REGINALD. But I wasnt gambling. I knew. It isnt gambling if you
know that the shares will go up. It's a cert.

THE DOCTOR. Well, all I can tell you is that if you weren’t a
son of the Duke of Dunmow, youd have to resign; and—

REGINALD.
[breaking down} Oh, stop talking to me about if. Let me
alone. I cant bear it. I never meant any harm in buying those
shares. I never meant any harm—

THE DOCTOR. Sh-sh-sh-sh-sh! There: I shouldnt have srarted the
subject again. Take some of this valerian 
[he puts the glass to Reginald's lips}. Thats right. Now
youre better.

REGINALD.
[exhausted but calm} Why does valerian soothe me when it
excites cats ? Theres a question to reflect on! You know, they
ought to have made me a philosopher.

THE DOCTOR. Philosophers are born, not made.

REGINALD. Fine old chestnut, that. Everybody's born, not
made.

THE DOCTOR. Youre getting almost clever. I dont like it: voure
not yourself today. I wish I could take your mind off your
troubles. Suppose you try a little music.

REGINALD. I cant play. My fingers wont obey me. And I cant stand
the sound of the piano. I sounded a note this morning: and it made
me scream.

THE DOCTOR. But why not get somebody to play to you?

REGINALD. Whom could I get, even if I could bear it? You cant
play.

THE DOCTOR. Well: I'm not the only person in the world.

REGINALD. If you bring anyone else in here, I shall go mad. I'll
throw myself out of the window. I cant bear the idea of music. I
dread it, hate it, loathe it.

THE DOCTOR. Thats very serious, you know.

REGINALD. Why is it serious?

THE DOCTOR. Well, what would become of you without your turn for
music ? You have absolutely no capacity in any other direction.

REGINALD. I'm in Parliament. And I'm an under-secretary.

THE DOCTOR. Thats because your father is a Duke. If you were in
a Republic you wouldnt be trusted to clean boots, unless your
father was a millionaire. No, Reginald the day you give up vamping
accompaniments and playing the latest ragtimes by ear, youre a lost
man socially.

REGINALD. 
[deprecating] Oh, I say!

THE DOCTOR. 
[rising] However, perhaps it's too soon for you to try the
music-cure yet. It was your mother's idea; but I'll call and tell
her to wait a day or two. I think she meant to send somebody to
play. I must be off now. Look in again later. Meanwhile, sleep as
much as you can. Or you might read a little.

REGINALD. What can I read?

THE DOCTOR. Try the Strand Magazine.

REGINALD. But it's so frightfully intellectual. It would overtax
my brain.

THE DOCTOR. Oh, well, I suppose it would. Well, sleep. Perhaps
I'd better give you something to send you off 
[he produces a medicine case].

REGINALD. Whats this ? Veronal ?

THE DOCTOR. Dont be alarmed. Only the old-fashioned remedy:
opium. Take this 
[Reginald takes a pill]: that will do the trick, I expect.
If you find after half an hour that it has only excited you, take
another. I'll leave one for you 
[he puts one on the plate, and pockets his medicine
case].

REGINALD. Better leave me a lot. I like pills.

THE DOCTOR. Thank you: I'm not treating you with a view to a
coroner's inquest. You know, dont you, that opium is a poison ?

REGINALD. Yes, opium. But not pills.

THE DOCTOR. Well, Heaven forbid that I, a doctor, should shake
anybody's faith in pills. But I shant leave you enough to kill you.

[He puts on his hat].

REGINALD. Youll tell them, wont you, not to let anyone in.
Really and truly I shall throw myself out of the window if any
stranger comes in. I should go out of my mind.

THE DOCTOR. None of us have very far to go to do that, my young
friend. Ta ta, for the moment 
[he makes for the central doors].

REGINALD. You cant go out that way. I made my mother lock it and
take away the key. I felt sure theyd let somebody in that way if
she didnt. Youll have to go the way you came.

THE DOCTOR. 
[returning] Right. Now let me see you settle down before I
go. I want you to be asleep before I leave the room.

REGINALD. settles himself to sleep -with his face to the back of
the sofa. The Doctor goes softly to the side door and goes out.

REGINALD. 
[sitting up wildly and staring affrightedly at the piano]
Doctor! Doctor 
Help!!!

THE DOCTOR. 
[returning hastily] What is it?

REGINALD. 
[after another doubtful look at the piano] Nothing. 
[He composes himself to sleep again].

THE DOCTOR. Nothing! There must have been something or you
wouldnt have yelled like that. 
[Pulling Reginald over so as to see his face] Here! what
was it ?

REGINALD. Well, it's gone.

THE DOCTOR. Whats gone?

REGINALD. The crocodile.

THE DOCTOR. The crocodile!

REGINALD. Yes. It laughed at me, and was going to play the piano
with its tail.

THE DOCTOR. Opium in small doses doesnt agree with you, my young
friend. 
[Taking the spare pill from the plate] I shall have to
give you a second pill.

REGINALD. But suppose two crocodiles come!

THE DOCTOR. They wont. If anything comes it will be something
pretty this time. Thats how opium acts. Anyhow, youll be fast
asleep in ten minutes. Here. Take it.

Reginald.
[after taking the pill] It was awfully silly of me. But
you know I really saw the thing.

THE DOCTOR. You neednt trouble about what you see with your eyes
shut. 
[He turns to the door].

REGINALD. Would you mind looking under the sofa to make sure the
crocodile isnt there?

THE DOCTOR. Why not look yourself? that would be more
convincing.

REGINALD. I darent.

THE DOCTOR. You duffer! 
[He looks]. All serene. No crocodile. Now go bye bye. 
[He goes out].

THE REST OF THE TEXT IS AVAILABLE IN THE FULL VERSION.
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