Side 7 - Ben

COLIN:  Weatherstaff! Do you know who I am?

BEN:  You’re young Master Colin, the poor cripple, but Lord knows how you got out here.

COLIN:  I’m not crippled!

BEN:  Then what have you been doing, hidin’ out and lettin’ folk think you were a cripple. And half-witted!

COLIN:  Half-witted! Come here. I want to talk to you. And don’t you dare say a word about this.

BEN:  I’m your servant, as long as I live, young master.

COLIN:  Did you know my mother?

BEN:  That I did. I was her right-hand, round the gardens. Even now, I’m only kept on because she liked me. She said to me once, “Ben, if I’m ever ill or if I go away, you must take care of my roses.” When she did go away, the orders was no one was to come in here. But I come anyway, ‘til my back stopped me, about two year ago.

COLIN:  I don’t want my father to know anything about this. I don’t want anything said to him ‘til I can walk. Do you promise?

BEN:  It’s gettin’ to be a full time job, keepin’ track of all the secrets around here.

