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CHARACTERS

THE CALLER
THE LABORER
THE CLERK
THE PCET

THE PCLI CEMAN

THE SCENE OF THE PLAY

A fashi onabl e London street



The CALLER stands on a doorstep, "faultlessly
dressed, " but without a hat. At first he shows
despair, then a new thought engrosses him Enter

t he LABORER
CALLER
Excuse ne a nonent. Excuse ne -- but -- |1'd be greatly
obliged to you if -- if you could see your way -- in fact,

you can be of great service to nme if --

LABORER
dad to do what | can, sir.

CALLER
Vell, all | really want you to do is just to ring that bell
and go up and say -- er -- say that you' ve cone to see to the

drains, or anything like that, you know, and get hold of ny
hat for ne.

LABORER
Get hold of your "at!
CALLER
Yes. You see, | left ny hat behind nost unfortunately. It's

in the draw ng-room
(points to w ndow)
that roomthere, half under the long sofa, the far end from
the door. And if you could possibly go and get it, why |I'd be
(The Laborer's expression changes)
-- Wiy, what's the matter?

LABORER
(firmy)
| don't like this job.

CALLER
Don't like this job! But, ny dear fellow, don't be silly,
what possible harm-- ?

LABORER
Ah-h. That's what | don't know.

CALLER
But what harmcan there possibly be in so sinple a request?
What harm does there seemto be?

LABORER
Ch, it seens all right.
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CALLER
Wl l, then.

LABORER
Al these crack jobs do seemall right.

CALLER
But 1'm not asking you to rob the house.

LABORER
Don't seemas if you are, certainly, but I don't like the
| ooks of it; what if there's things what | can't 'elp taking
when | gets inside?

CALLER
| only want ny hat -- Here, | say, please don't go away --
here's a sovereign, it will only take you a m nute.

LABORER
VWat | want to know - -

CALLER
Yes?

LABORER
-- |Is what's in that hat?

CALLER
Wat's in the hat?

LABORER
Yes; that's what | want to know.

CALLER
Wat's in the hat?

LABORER
Yes, you are n't going to give ne a sovereign -- ?

CALLER

"1l give you two sovereigns.

LABORER
You are n't going to give ne a sovereign, and rise it to two
sovereigns, for an enpty hat?
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CALLER
But | nmust have ny hat. | can't be seen in the streets |ike
this. There's nothing in the hat. Wat do you think's in the
hat ?

LABORER
Ah, I'"mnot clever enough to say that, but it |ooks as if the
papers was in that hat.

CALLER
The papers?

LABORER

Yes, papers proving, if you can get them that you're the
heir to that big house, and sonme poor innocent wll be
def r auded.

CALLER
Look here, the hat's absolutely enpty. | nust have ny hat. If
there's anything in it you shall have it yourself as well as
the two pounds, only get ne ny hat.

LABORER
Vell, that seens all right.

CALLER
That's right, then you'll run up and get it?

LABORER
Seens all right to nme and seens all right to you. But it's
the police what you and | have got to think of. WII it seem
all right to then®

CALLER
Ch, for heaven's sake --

LABORER
Ah!

CALLER
What a hopel ess fool you are.

LABORER
Ah!

CALLER

Look here.
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LABORER
Ah, | got you there, mster
CALLER
Look here, for goodness sake don't go.
LABORER
Ah!
(Exit)
Enter the CLERK
CALLER
Excuse ne, sir. Excuse ne asking you, but, as you see, | am
without a hat. | shall be extraordinarily obliged to you if
you woul d be so very good as to get it for nme. Pretend you
have conme to wind the clocks, you know. | left it in the

drawi ng-room of this house, half under the |ong sofa, the far
end.

CLERK
Ch, er -- all right, only --
CALLER
Thanks so rmuch, | amimensely indebted to you. Just say

you' ve cone to wi nd the clocks, you know.

CLERK
| -- er -- don't think I"mvery good at w ndi ng cl ocks, you
know.

CALLER
Oh, that's all right, just stand in front of the clock and
fool about with it. That's all they ever do. | nmust warn you
there's a lady in the room

CLERK
On!

CALLER

But that's all right, you know. Just wal k past up to the
cl ock.

CLERK
But | think, if you don't mnd, as there's sonmeone there --

CALLER
Ch, but she's quite young and very, very beautiful and --
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CLERK
Wiy don't you get it yourself?

CALLER
That is inpossible.

CLERK
| npossi bl e?

CALLER
Yes, | have sprained ny ankle.

CLERK
Ch! Is it bad?

CALLER
Yes, very bad i ndeed.

CLERK

| don't mnd trying to carry you up.

CALLER
No, that would be worse. My foot has to be kept on the
gr ound.

CLERK
But how will you get hone?

CALLER
| can walk all right on the flat.

CLERK
I'mafraid | have to be going on. It's rather later than
t hought .

CALLER
But for goodness sake don't |leave ne. You can't | eave ne here
like this without a hat.

CLERK
I"mafraid | nust, it's later than | thought.
(Exit)
Enter the PCET.
CALLER

Excuse ne, sir. Excuse ny stopping you. But | should be
i mensely obliged to you if you would do ne a very great

( MCRE)



THE LOST SILK HAT 6

CALLER (CONT' D)
favor. | have unfortunately left nmy hat behind while calling
at this house. It is half under the long sofa, at the far
end. If you could possibly be so kind as to pretend you have
cone to tune the piano and fetch ny hat for me I should be
enornously grateful to you.

POET
But why cannot you get it for yourself?
CALLER
| cannot.
POET
If you would tell nme the reason perhaps | could hel p you.
CALLER
| cannot. | can never enter that house again.
POET
I f you have commtted a nurder, by all neans tell ne. | am

not sufficiently interested in ethics to wish to have you
hanged for it.

CALLER
Do | look like a nmurderer?
POET
No, of course not. | amonly saying that you can safely trust

me, for not only does the statute book and its penalties
rather tend to bore nme, and nurder itself has always had a
certain fascination for me. | wite delicate and fastidious
lyrics, yet, strange as it nmay appear, | read every nurder
trial, and ny synpathies are always with the prisoner.

CALLER
But | tell you |l amnot a mnurderer.
POET
Then what have you done?
CALLER

| have quarrelled with a lady in that house and have sworn to
join the Bosnians and die in Africa.

PCET
But this is beautiful.

CALLER
Unfortunately | forgot ny hat.
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PCET
You go to die for a hopeless love, and in a far country; it
was the wont of the troubadours.

CALLER
But will you get ny hat for ne?

POET
That | will gladly do for you. But we nust find an adequate
reason for entering the house.

CALLER
You pretend to tune the piano.

POET
That, unfortunately, is inpossible. The sound of a piano
bei ng unskillfully handled is to me what the continual drop
of cold water on the sane part of the head is said to be in
countries where that interesting torture is practiced. There
is --

CALLER
But what are we to do?

POET
There is a house where kind friends of mne have given ne
that security and confort that are a poet's necessity. But
there was a governess there and a piano. It is years and
years since | was able even to see the faces of those friends
wi t hout an inward shudder.

CALLER
Vell, we'll have to think of sonething el se.

POET
You are bringing back to these unhappy days the romance of an
age of which the ballads tell us that kings sonetines fought
in no other arnor than their |ady's nightshirt.

CALLER
Yes, but you know first of all | nust get ny hat.
POET
But why?
CALLER

| cannot possibly be seen in the streets without a hat.
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PCOET
Way not ?
CALLER
It can't be done.
PCOET

But you confuse externals with essentials.

CALLER
| don't know what you call essentials, but being decently
dressed in London seens pretty essential to me.

POET
A hat is not one of the essential things of life.

CALLER
| don't want to appear rude, but ny hat is n't quite |ike
yours.

POET
Let us sit down and talk of things that matter, things that
will be remenbered after a hundred years.
(They sit)

Regarded in this light one sees at once the triviality of
hats. But to die, and die beautifully for a hopel ess | ove,
that is a thing one could nake a lyric about. That is the
test of essential things -- try and imagine themin a lyric.
One could not wite a lyric about a hat.

CALLER
| don't care whether you could wite a lyric about ny hat or
whet her you could n't. Al | knowis that | amnot going to

make nyself absolutely ridicul ous by wal ki ng about in London
without a hat. WII you get it for me or will you not?

POET
To take any part in the tuning of a piano is inpossible for
ne.

CALLER
Vel |, pretend you ve cone to ook at the radiator. They have
one under the wi ndow, and |I happen to know it | eaks.

POET
| suppose it has an artistic decoration on it.
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CALLER
Yes, | think so.
POET
Then | decline to ook at it or go near it. | know these
decorations in cast iron. | once saw a pot-bellied Egyptian

god, naned Bes, and he was neant to be ugly, but he was n't
as ugly as these decorations that the twentieth century can
make wi th machi nery. What has a plunber got to do with art
that he should dare to attenpt decoration?

CALLER
Then you won't hel p ne.

POET
| won't look at ugly things and I won't listen to ugly
noi ses, but if you can think of any reasonable plan | don't
m nd hel pi ng you.

CALLER
| can think of nothing else. You don't |ook |ike a plunber or
a clock-winder. I can think of nothing nore. | have had a

terrible ordeal and | amnot in the condition to think
calmy.

POET
Then you will have to | eave your hat to its altered destiny.

CALLER
Wiy can't you think of a plan? If you' re a poet, thinking's
rather in your line.

POET
If I could bring ny thoughts to contenplate so absurd a thing
as a hat for any length of tine no doubt | could think of a
plan, but the very triviality of the thene seens to drive
t hem awnay.

CALLER

(rising)
Then | nust get it nyself.

POET
For Heaven's sake, don't do that! Think what it neans!

CALLER
| know it will seem absurd, but not so absurd as wal ki ng
t hrough London without it.
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POET
| don't nmean that. But you will nmake it up. You will forgive
each other, and you will marry her and have a famly of
noi sy, pinply children |ike everyone el se, and Romance w ||
be dead. No, don't ring that bell. Go and buy a bayonet, or
what ever one does buy, and join the Bosnians.

CALLER
| tell youl can't w thout a hat.

POET
Wiat is a hat? WII you sacrifice for it a beautiful doon?
Thi nk of your bones, |ying neglected and forgotten, |ying
forlornly because of hopel ess | ove on endl ess gol den sands.
"Lying forlorn!" as Keats said. Wiat a word! Forlorn in
Africa. The carel ess Bedoui ns goi ng past by day, at night the
lion's roar, the grievous voice of the desert.

CALLER
As a matter of fact, | don't think you re right in speaking
of it as desert. The Bosnians, | believe, are only taking it

because it is supposed to be the nost fertile land in the
wor | d.

POET
What of that? You will not be renenbered by geography and
statistics, but by gol den-nout hed Romance. And that is how
Romance sees Afri ca.

CALLER
Vell, I'"mgoing to get ny hat.

POET
Thi nk! Think! If you enter by that door you will never fall
anong the forenost Bosnians. You will never die in a far-off,
lonely land to lie by i mense Sahara. And she will never weep
for your beautiful doomand call herself cruel in vain.

CALLER
Hark! She is playing the piano. It seens to ne that she m ght
be unhappy about it for years. | don't see nuch good in that.
POET
No. I will confort her.
CALLER
' mdamed if you do! Look here! | don't mnd saying, I'm

dammed i f you do.
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PCET
Cal myourself. Calmyourself. | do not nean in that way.

CALLER
Then what on earth do you nean?

POET
| will nmake songs about your beautiful death, glad songs and
sad songs. They shall be gl ad because they tell again the
nobl e traditions of the troubadours, and sad because they
tell of your sorrowful destiny and your hopel ess |ove. |
shal | make | egends about your |onely bones, telling perhaps
how sone Arabian nen, finding themin the desert by sone
oasi s, nenorable in war, wonder who | oved them And then as |
read themto her, she weeps perhaps a little, and | read
instead of the glory of the soldier, howit overtops our
transitory --

CALLER
Look here, I'mnot aware that you' ve ever been introduced to
her .
PCET
Atrifle, atrifle.
CALLER

It seens to ne that you're in rather an undue hurry for ne to
get a Jubu spear in ne; but 1'mgoing to get ny hat first.

POET

| appeal to you. | appeal to you in the nanme of beautiful
battles, high deeds, and | ost causes; in the nane of |ove-
tales told to cruel nmaidens and told in vain. In the nanme of
stricken hearts broken |ike beautiful harp-strings, | appeal
to you. | appeal in the ancient holy nane of Romance; do not
ring that bell.

(CALLER rings the bell. PCET sits down, abject)
You will marry. You will sometines take a ticket with your
wife as far as Paris. Perhaps as far as Cannes. Then the
famly will cone; a large sprawing famly as far as the eye
can see (|l speak in hyperbole). You'll earn noney and feed it
and be like all the rest. No nonunment will ever be set up to
your nenory, but --

(SERVANT answers bell. CALLER says sonet hi ng

i naudi bl e. Exit through door.)
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PCET ( CONT' D)
(rising, lifting hand)
But | et there be graven in brass upon this house; Ronmance was
born again here out of due tinme and di ed young.
(He sits down)

Ent er LABORER and CLERK with POLI CEMAN. The nusic

st ops.
POLI CEMAN
Anyt hi ng wong here?
POET
Everything's wong. They're going to kill Romance.
POLI CEMAN

(to LABORER)
This gentl eman does n't seemquite right sonehow,

LABORER
They' re none of themquite right today.
(Music starts again)

POET
My God! It is a duet.

PCLI CEMAN
He seens a bit wong sonehow.

LABORER
You should 'a seen the other one.

CURTAI'N



