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*xx NOTICE ***

The amateur and stock acting rights to this work are controlled exclusively by
FAMILY PLAYS without whose permission in writing no performance of it may
be given. Royalty must be paid every time a play is performed whether or not it is
presented for profit and whether or not admission is charged. A play is performed
any time it is acted before an audience. Current royalty rates, applications and re-
strictions may be found at our website www.FamilyPlays.com, or we may be con-
tacted by mail at: FAMILY PLAY'S, 311 Washington St., Woodstock, 1L 60098.

COPYRIGHT LAW GIVES THE AUTHOR OR THE AUTHOR’S AGENT THE
EXCLUSIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law provides authors with a fair
return for their creative efforts. Authors earn their living from the royalties they
receive from book sales and from the performance of their work. Conscientious
observance of copyright law is not only ethical, it encourages authors to continue
their creative work. This work is fully protected by copyright. No alterations, de-
letions or substitutions may be made in the work without the prior written consent
of the publisher. No part of this work may be reproduced or transmitted in any
form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopy, recording,
videotape, film, or any information storage and retrieval system, without permis-
sion in writing from the publisher. It may not be performed either by professionals
or amateurs without payment of royalty. All rights, including, but not limited to,
the professional, motion picture, radio, television, videotape, foreign language,
tabloid, recitation, lecturing, publication and reading, are reserved.

For performance of any songs, music and recordings mentioned in this play which are in
copyright, the permission of the copyright owners must be obtained or other songs and
recordings in the public domain substituted.

© 1997 by
KEN PICKERING

Printed in the United States of America
All Rights Reserved
(RING OF LEAD)

ISBN: 978-0-88680-445-9
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IMPORTANT BILLING AND CREDIT REQUIREMENTS

All producers of the play must give credit to the author(s) of the play in all pro-
grams distributed in connection with performances of the play and in all instances
in which the title of the play appears for purposes of advertising, publicizing or
otherwise exploiting the play and/or a production. The name of the author(s) must
also appear on a separate line, on which no other name appears, immediately
following the title, and must appear in size of type not less than fifty percent the
size of the title type. Biographical information on the author(s), if included in the
playbook, may be used in all programs. In all programs this notice must appear:

“Produced by special arrangement with
Family Plays of Woodstock, Illinois”
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ABOUT THE PLAY

“The Leaden Ring” is a short story by the Rev. Sabine Baring-
Gould, anineteenth-century English clergyman who is best remem-
bered as the writer of the hymns “Onward Christian Soldiers ”” and
“Now the Day Is Over.” In his day this remarkable man who had
fifteen children and spent the later years of his life as a school master
living in an attic room with a pet owl, was a very popular author. He
diedin 1924. This haunting play centers around Julia, an attractive
young woman who seems to discard potential lovers like a black-
jack dealer tossing cards around. But apparently one of the
discarded lovers, who committed suicide when she rejected him, is
not satisfied to restin peace. What he does to get revenge makes an
intriguing play.

Playing time is 20-30 minutes.

ABOUT THE PLAYWRIGHT

Ken Pickering, who lives in Canterbury, England, in the shadow of
Chaucer's favorite cathedral, has written three other plays published by
I. E. Clark: BEOWULF, an exciting musical adaptation of the famous
Anglo-Saxon epic; THE INSIDE STORY, a zoological musical lament-
ing mankind's abuse of our environment; and SNOW WHITE AND THE
SEVEN DWAREFS, a musical adaptation of the beloved children's tale.
RING OF LEAD s the first Pickering non-musical that we have published.

© Family Plays



iv
Characters

Julia Denant—An attractive young woman

Elizabeth Flemming—Her elderly aunt, who has brought her up
Doctor Crate— A physician

The Hon. James Lawlor—A young man in love with Julia
Sarah Rogers—The housemaid or parlour maid

o
This dramatization was first presented in the Performing Arts Centre
Theatre at Nonington College, Kent, England, and subsequently at the
Studio Theatre at the London College of Dance and Drama.
Synopsis

Scene 1: Julia's apartment
Scene 2: The same. The next moming.

Time: Late nineteenth century or the present
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PRODUCTION NOTES

Properties

Gold Ring—in Lawlor's pocket
Piece of embroidery—on end table
Lead ring—substitiuted for gold ring on Julia's finger

Costumes

Shaw! for Julia; lace on her dress. Victorian Period or modern cos-
tumes.

Sound and Special Effects

RWu:ld f the wind All are on a cassette
Bft n gof © win owd Julia's hair and shawl tape available from
owing of curtains and Julia's hair and shaw the publisher

Pistol shots, explosion

The Set
I/ 'l

Y4

1—couch

2—end table

3—large chairs

4—door

5—curtained window

6—Bell cord for calling servants

Add set decorations as desired to give the impression of a Victorian parlor.
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RING OF LEAD

[The setting is a Victorian parlour, rather heavily furnished. There

are three large chairs and a couch. There is a curtained window. A

doorway up center leads to an entrance hall. It is early evening.]
Scene 1

[ JULIA is moving restlessly around the room while her AUNT is

seated in one of the large chairs]

JULIA. Aunt, I must go to the ball, whatever you say!

AUNT. It is not possible, Julia. I cannot conceive how the idea of
attending the county ball can have entered your head after poor, young Mr.
Hattersley's death.

JULIA. But Aunt, Mr. Hattersley is no relation of ours.

AUNT. No relation perhaps. But you know the poor fellow would not
have shot himself if it had not been for you.

JULIA. Oh! AuntElizabeth, how can you say so! The verdict was that
he took his own life when in an unsound condition of mind. How could I
help his blowing out his brains, when those brains were damaged?

AUNT. [Rising as JULIA paces around the room] Julia, do not talk
like this. If he did go off his head, it was you who upset him first by drawing
him on, leading him to believe that you cared for him, then throwing him
over when the Honorable James Lawlor appeared on the scene. Now just
consider: what will people say if you do go to this assembly?

JULIA. [Stops pacing and faces her aunt] What will they say if I do
NOT go? They will immediately setitdown to my having cared deeply for
James Hattersley...they will even think there was some sort of engage-
ment.

AUNT. I am sure they will not think that, But really, Julia, you were
all smiles and encouragement for a while. [Approaching her] Tellmenow,
did Mr. Hattersley propose to you?

JULIA. [Hesitating and turning away] Well...yes, he did...and I
refused him.

AUNT. And then he went and shot himself in despair. Julia, you
cannot have the face to go to the ball.

JULIA. (With increasing desperation) Nobody knows that he pro-
posed. And precisely because I do go everyone will conclude that he did
not propose. I do not wish it to be supposed that he did.

AUNT. But his family must have known!

JULIA. Aunt, they have enough trouble without their looking in the
paper to see who was at the dance.
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2 RING OF LEAD

AUNT. [Ignoring the last remark] His terrible death lies at your door,
Julia. How can you have the heart...

JULIA. Idon'tsee it. Of course I am terribly sorry. I'm awfully sorry
for his father, but I cannot bring him to life again. Why couldn't he be like
Joe Pomeroy when I rejected HIM...go and marry one of his landlady's
daughters?

AUNT. Now that's another of your delinquencies; you lured on young
Pomeroy till he proposed...then you refused him...and the wretched
fellow, in a fit of mortified vanity, married a girl greatly beneath him in
social standing. You may well have wrecked his life and hers as well.

JULIA. [Indignantly as she crosses away from her aunt] 1 cannot
throw myself away as a charity to prevent this man or that from doing
something foolish!

AUNT. [Approaching her] What I complain of, Julia, is that you
encouraged young Mr. Pomeroy until Mr. Hattersley appeared, and then
you tossed Mr. Hattersley aside as soon as you came to know Mr. Lawlor...

JULIA. But, Aunt...

AUNT. Nowadays a girl lays herself at a man's feet if she likes
him...where do you see a girl like Viola's sister, who let concealment, like
a worm in the bud, feed on her damask cheek?

JULIA. [Almost bursting with frustration] Aunt...] have no wish to be
like Viola's sister...neither do I want people to think that James Hattersley
cared for me or I for him...or that he ever proposed to me...sol SHALL go
to the ball.

AUNT. Well, you know my feelings about this dance. I do not
approve. I distinctly disapprove...I think your going to the ball is in very
bad taste...poor Mr. Hattersley...

JULIA. Aunt, will you please stop talking of Hattersley! He is
buried...

[The LIGHTS begin to fade and flicker and there is the SOUND of a
cold wind and the gradual rattling of windows. As the wind grows
louder, the curtains and Julia’s hair and shaw! begin to blow around]

JULIA. [Looking desperately around] ...Is the window open near
your chair?

AUNT. [Totally unaware of what is going on] No, why do you ask?
JULIA. There is such a terrible draught.
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RING OF LEAD 3

AUNT. Draught! I do not feel one. Perhaps the front door is open.

JULIA. [Looking out into the entrance hall] Itis blowing harder...it is
deadly cold. [Trying to wrap her shawl around her] I cannot see where it
is coming from.

AUNT. Julia, what is this?

[The SOUND of the wind grows even loud and Julia’s hair streams in
the wind. She holds her head. There is the sudden loud report of a
PISTOL SHOT. JULIA screams. With her hands over her ears she
sinks into a chair in a faint. AUNT ELIZABETH runs to her and tries
to revive her. She rings for a servant and calls:]

AUNT. Rogers! Rogers, come at once! Julia...what is it...what is the
matter?

ROGERS. [Entering at the door] Did you call for me, ma’am?

AUNT. Rogers...go quickly and call Dr. Crate from next door...Miss
Julia is not well.

ROGERS. Yes ma’am. [Exits]

JULIA. [Gradually coming round from her swoon] Oh Aunt...are all
the windows broken?

AUNT. Broken...how?

JULIA. With the explosion...the blast must have damaged them.

AUNT. Explosion! What explosion?

JULIA. Yes. That gun that was discharged. It stunned me...were you
hurt?

AUNT. But I have told you—I heard no gun...no explosion...now
come...[taking her arm] let me help you to the couch...you must lie quietly
until the Doctor arrives.

JULIA. [Jerking away] Itell you I don't need a doctor. Why will you
not believe me?

AUNT. [Helping her move to the couch] Now I insist you must rest.

JULIA. [Now on the couch] But I did hear a gun. It was as though a
bullet had been discharged into my brain. I wonder that I escaped. Who
could have fired at us?

AUNT. My dear, no one fired. I heard nothing. I know what it was. I
had the same experience many years ago. I slept in a damp bed and awoke
stone deaf in my right ear. I remained so for three weeks...thenone evening
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4 RING OF LEAD

when I was moving around the room in some excitement all at once I heard
areport as of a pistol in my right ear, and immediately I heard quite clearly
again. My dear, it was wax!

ROGERS. [Entering with DR. CRATE] If you please, ma’am, the
doctor is here.

AUNT. Oh, doctor, I am so sorry to have troubled you. My niece here
tells me she heard an explosion in her ear and it caused her to faint. I have
been telling her that it was simply the effect of shifting wax.

JULIA. Why will no one believe me! I have not been deaf. What I
heard I heard.

DOCTOR. Then you have not recently noticed that you were deaf?

JULIA. No! And what about my hair?

DOCTOR. Your hair?

JULIA. It is all blown about and dishevelled—and look, the lace is
hanging loose from my dress. It was the wind...the terrible cold wind
blowing through the room.

AUNT. Doctor Crate, I am at a loss to explain this illness...if that is
what it is...it seemed to come upon her so suddenly.

DOCTOR. Was the young lady in a state of some excitement?

AUNT. Well, we had talked. We did have a slight disagreement it is
true...affairs of the heart, you know.

DOCTOR. Ah!

AUNT. But nothing that could possibly lead to this.

DOCTOR. There you are wrong I am afraid, madam.

AUNT. What do you mean, Doctor?

DOCTOR. Hysteria, madam, pure hysteria...a classic case I can
see...the treatment is simple. Keep her from excitement for a few days.
[Reaching down into his bag] She is to take this tonic for the nerves twice
daily...she will soon recover. [Feeling Julia’s pulse] Mm, just as I thought.

JULIA. [Screaming] Leave me alone. Leave me. I am NOT HYS-
TERICAL!

DOCTOR. [To Aunt] I think it best if we do leave Miss Denant alone
for a while.

AUNT. Very well...I'm sure this is only wax in the ears. Rogers, make
sure that my niece is comfortable, will you, while I see the Doctor out. [ Exit
with DOCTOR]

JULIA. You believe me, don't you, Sarah...you believe I heard the
shot?
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RING OF LEAD 5

ROGERS. [As she makes Julia comfortable] Well, Miss. I'm afraid
I didn't hear it...but I'm sure if you did...you wouldn't deceive us.

BLACKOUT
Scene 2

[The next morning. JULIA is alone in the same room. She sits in a
chair looking relaxed and composed. Enter AUNT ELIZABETH]

AUNT. Julia...I am very glad to see you so much recovered. The
Honorable James Lawlor has called to see you. Shall I send him
away...it is most unwise for you to see him.

JULIA. Oh no, you must not do that! Please...please let him see
me.

AUNT. How can you entertain such a thought at this time?

JULIA. Aunt. He has called out of concem for my condition...I
promised him...

AUNT. You promised him what?

JULIA. Will you call him in!

AUNT. You are a headstrong girl, Julia. I do not approve. [Calling
into the hallway] Tell Mr. Lawlor to step this way!

[LAWLOR enters and stands awkwardly, expecting Aunt Elizabeth
to leave. JULIA motions to AUNT to leave, and after a long
silence with much eye contact and clearing of throats, the young
couple are left alone together]

LAWLOR. [Crossing to Julia]) Oh, Miss Denant! I was so
disappointed not to see you at the ball last night.

JULIA. [Hesitantly] 1...1 was very unwell; I had a fainting fit...I
could not go.

LAWLOR. It threw a damp on our spirits...that is to say, on mine.
I had you booked for several dances.

JULIA. [Trying not to appear upset] Well, you were able to give
them to others.

LAWLOR. But that was not the same to me. I did an act of
charity and self denial...] danced instead with the ugly Miss Burgon
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