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Welcome to this novelization of "Our American Cousin," a 19th-century play by Tom Taylor that holds a unique place in both theatrical history and American culture. This book aims to bring the story to life for a modern audience, making it accessible and engaging for readers of all ages, particularly students who may be encountering this work for the first time.

"Our American Cousin" premiered in 1858 and quickly became a staple of the theatrical world, known for its comedic take on the cultural differences between Americans and the British. The play is perhaps most famously remembered as the performance Abraham Lincoln was attending at Ford's Theatre on the night he was assassinated. This tragic event forever intertwined the play with a pivotal moment in American history.

Despite its historical significance, the language and style of 19th-century theater can present challenges for contemporary readers. This novelization endeavors to bridge that gap, transforming the original script into a narrative format that retains the charm and humor of Taylor's work while enhancing its readability and relatability.

In crafting this novel, we have stayed true to the spirit and plot of the original play, expanding dialogue and description to provide a richer, more immersive experience. Our goal is to preserve the wit and satire that made "Our American Cousin" a beloved comedy while offering insights into the characters' thoughts and motivations, making their world more vivid and accessible.

This book also includes supplemental essays and educational materials designed to enhance your understanding and enjoyment of the story. You will find historical context, analyses of themes and characters, and discussions of the social and cultural issues of the time. These additions aim to provide a comprehensive view of the play's significance and its lasting impact.

For students, we have included discussion questions, creative activities, and projects to encourage deeper engagement with the text. Educators will find ready-to-use lesson plans and study guides, making this novelization a valuable resource for classroom use.

We invite you to step back in time to the mid-19th century, a period of great change and cultural exchange, and experience the humorous, touching, and sometimes poignant story of Asa Trenchard and his British relatives. Through this novelization, we hope to make "Our American Cousin" not just a historical artifact, but a living, breathing narrative that continues to entertain and enlighten.

Enjoy the journey!
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Act 1, Scene 1: An Unexpected Arrival
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The drawing room of Trenchard Manor was a scene of opulence and disorder as the servants prepared for the day. Costly furniture and a richly adorned interior set the stage, but the conversation among the household staff revealed the underlying tensions. Buddicombe reclined on a sofa, engrossed in a newspaper, while Skillet and Sharpe busied themselves with arranging the furniture.

"I don't know how you may feel as a visitor, Mr. Buddicombe," Sharpe began, "but I think this is a most uncomfortable family."

"Very uncomfortable," Buddicombe agreed. "I have no curtain to my bed."

"And no wine at the second table," Skillet added.

"And meaner servants I never saw," Sharpe concluded.

"I'm afraid Sir Edward is in a queer strait," Buddicombe noted.

"Yes, for only this morning, Mr. Binny, Mrs. Skillet says he—"

Their conversation was abruptly cut off by the entrance of Binny, the head butler, who carried an air of authority and disdain for his subordinates.

"Mind your own business instead of your betters," Binny snapped. "I'm disgusted with you lower servants. When the wine merchant presents his bills, do you say he's been pressing for the last six months?"

"Nor I," Skillet replied, "that the last year's milliner's bills have not been paid."

"Nor I," Sharpe added, "that Miss Florence has not had any new dresses from London all winter."

Buddicombe, feeling the weight of his position, solemnly declared, "And I can solemnly swear that his lordship's hair has been faithfully bound in this bosom."

"That'll do," Binny said, cutting them off. "Remember to check idle curiosity. It is the first duty of men in livery." As he spoke, John Wickens entered with a green baize bag. Binny took the bag and began sorting through the letters, reading the addresses aloud.

"Hah! A bill, of course. Miss Augusta, Mrs. Mountchessington, Lord Dundreary, Captain De Boots, Miss Georgina Mountchessington, Lieutenant Vernon—ah! That's from the admiralty. What's this? Miss Florence Trenchard, via Brattleboro', Vermont."

"Where's that, Mr. Binny?" Buddicombe inquired.

"Why, that be in the United States of North America, and a main good place for poor folks," John interjected.

"John Wickens, you forget yourself," Binny scolded. "John Wickens, leave the room."

"But I know where Vermont is, though," John persisted.

"John Wickens, get out," Binny ordered. John left, muttering to himself.

"That fellow is dreadful low," Buddicombe remarked.

"Always impudent," Binny agreed. He glanced at the letter in his hand. "Why, this is Sir Edward's hand, Mr. Buddicombe. He must have been sporting."

"Yes, shooting the wild elephants and buffaloes that abound there," Buddicombe suggested.

"The nasty beasts," Buddicombe commented, looking off to the right. "Hello, there comes Miss Florence tearing across the lane like a three-year-old colt."

Sharpe and Skillet exclaimed, "Oh, Gemini," and hurried off in different directions.

Florence burst into the room, breathless from her run. "Oh, I'm fairly out of breath. Good morning, Binny. I saw the letter bag coming and thought I could catch it before it reached the house." She sat down, still panting. "So off I started. I forgot about the pond. It was in or over. I got over, but my hat got in. I wish you'd fish it out for me. You won't find the pond very deep."

"Me fish for a hat?" Binny muttered to himself. "Does she take me for an angler?"

"Give me the letters," Florence demanded. She took them and began reading the directions. "Lieutenant Vernon," she said, looking at a large letter with a white envelope and red seal. "In Her Majesty's service. Admiralty, R. N. Ah, that's an answer to Harry's application for a ship. Papa promised to use his influence for him. I hope he has succeeded, but then he will have to leave us, and who knows if he will ever come back. What a foolish girl I am. I hope he'll get it, and if he must leave us, I'll bid him goodbye as a lass who loves a sailor should."

Sir Edward, Mrs. Mountchessington, Augusta, Captain De Boots, and Vernon entered, filling the room with their presence and conversation.

"Papa, dear, here are letters for you," Florence announced, handing them out. "One for you, Mrs. Mountchessington, one for you, Captain De Boots, and one for you, Harry."

Vernon, eager for news, asked, "Ah, one for me, Florence?"

"What will you give me for one?" Florence teased, holding the letter behind her.

"Ah, then you have one?" Vernon pressed.

"Yes, there, Harry." She handed him the letter.

"Ah, for a ship," Vernon said, opening it.

"Good news or bad?" Florence asked, her heart in her throat.

"No ship yet. This promises another year of land lubbery," Vernon replied, looking disappointed.

"I'm so sorry," Florence said, though she felt a wave of relief. At least he wouldn't be leaving just yet. "But where's Dundreary? Has anybody seen Dundreary?"

At that moment, Lord Dundreary entered, his presence as imposing as ever. "Good morning, Miss Florence," he greeted her.

"Good morning, my Lord Dundreary. Who do you think has been here? What does the postman bring?"

"Well, sometimes he brings a bag with a lock on it, sometimes newspapers, and sometimes letters, I suppose," Dundreary replied, in his usual roundabout way.

Florence handed him a letter. "There."

"Thank you," Dundreary said, taking it and moving to a chair where he proceeded to fumble and stumble in his usual clumsy fashion before finally seating himself.

"By Jove, old Solomon has made a crop of it," Captain De Boots exclaimed, reading a paper.

"A what of it?" Dundreary asked, confused.

"An event I am deeply interested in, that's all. I beg pardon," De Boots clarified.

"Ah, Florence, dear, there's a letter of yours got among mine," Augusta said, handing it over.

Florence's eyes lit up. "Why, papa, it's from dear brother Ned."

Sir Edward, filled with paternal concern, urged her to read it. "From my boy! Where is he? How is he? Read it."

Florence began reading aloud, "He writes from Brattleboro', Vermont. 'Quite well, just come in from a shooting excursion with a party of Crows, splendid fellows, six feet high.'"

"Crows six feet high? What tremendous animals they must be," Dundreary remarked, his imagination running wild.

"Oh, I see what my brother means," Florence explained, "a tribe of Indians called Crows, not birds."

"Oh, I thought you meant those creatures with wigs on them," Dundreary said.

"Wigs?" Florence was perplexed.

"I mean those things that move, breathe and walk. They look like animals with those things," Dundreary continued, moving his arms like wings.

"Wings," Florence corrected.

"Birds with wings, that's the idea," Dundreary said, pleased with himself.

Florence continued reading, "'By-the-bye, I have lately come quite hap-hazard upon the other branch of our family, which emigrated to America at the Restoration. They are now thriving in this State, and discovering our relationship, they received me most hospitably. I have cleared up the mysterious death of old Mark Trenchard.'"

"Of my uncle!" Sir Edward exclaimed.

"'It appears that when he quarreled with his daughter on her marriage with poor Meredith, he came here in search of this stray shoot of the family tree, found them and died in their house, leaving Asa, one of the sons, heir to his personal property in England, which ought to belong to poor Mary Meredith. Asa is about to sail for the old country, to take possession. I gave him directions to find you out, and he should arrive almost as soon as this letter
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