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e THE m\hTu-DAY. ACT I

Tmma. Other duties! What duties can be more
sacred ?

Hinry. The duties of a wife, of a mother.

o BEnna; No—I never intend to marry,

Harry. Never marry ?

Emma. Not if T should be obliged to leave my
father.

Harry. Your husband would supply the place of a
son.

Emma. And the son would take the daughter from
the father. Jocn

Harry. But if a man could be found, who would
bestow on your father a quiet old age, free from every
sorrow; who, far from robbing the father of a good
daughter, would weave the garland of love round
three hearts, who would live under his roof, and mul-
tiply your joys, by reconciling your father and your
uncle

En-ma. Such a one, indeed, if I could meet him,

Harry. Could you love him ?

Emma. Could you do otherwise ?

Harry. And if your father should bid you give
you. heart and hand to that man ?

Emma. T would do it with pleasure. But that is all
I could give him, because we are poor.

Harry. Oh! yon kioow not how rich you are!
There are men yet in the world, who know the value
of goodness. Adieu! But remember our conversa-
tion. A time may come when I shall remind you of
1t. s [ Leads her to the Cottage, and returns.

So far, so well. Were I to disclose to my friend
Bertram, that I am the son of that brother with whom
he is at variance, all my hopes of happiness would
be quickly overturned: but if I can, undiscovered.

ass a day longer as his friendly agent, my sek

ill certainly be successful. - And if, by~ efn}e

obtain my Emma, finish ﬂa}-&;‘f( irl::cag:c(i)lel?

Hiathaly, Isheﬂlﬂh%ﬁzg satisfaction of doing *







1
\

10°® THE BIRTH-DAY. ACT 1.

\ . P

Mps Moral. Till autumy ; bat when the leaves be-
gin to fall—

Junk. Avast! No, no—[Moved, and then angry.]
The leaves fall! No, no, I say. Qe

Mprs Moral. What immorality ! If you say no till
you’re tired, and death says yes once, it’s all over.

Jun:. When the leaves begin to fall! has the doc-
tor said so?

Dlys Moval. The doctor! nonsense! T warrant I
know as much as the doctor. The captain has the
gout, and if once it gets into his stomach he’s _one.

Junk. T had better go too, or I shall lose my tem- .
per. The gout in his stomach—Well, well! only
to think the captain should have taken so many prizes
of all nations, to be run down by a Tartar at last.

[ Looking at Mrs Morar. Exit.

DMrs Moral. The fellow ! how ungenteel! and what
a contrast to my dear friend Mr Circuit! Oh, here
he ccmes.

Enter Circurr. -

Ah! Mr Circuit, so soon to see you

Cire. So soon—so late, you mean. The lawsuit’s
ended, and so are our profits; for the brothers have
Jjust signed a bond of arbitration.

Mys Moral. Arbitration ! Without consulting you,
or asking my advice?

Cire. 1t’s true, as ’'m an honest man.

Drs Moral. How vastly ungenteel! but what shall
we do, Mr Circuit?

Circ. Defeat their projects: Create suspicions, and
renew the quarrel.

Drs Moral. But if we should not succeed in keep-
ing them at variance i

Cire. Why, then, they must make it up. A fine
theatrical scene will follow ; the two old fools will fall
a-crying, miss will wheedle her uncle out of a good
legacy, and we shall be nonsuited.
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_ MMys Moral. And have 1 been so careful of the cap-
tain for this 2 Ah! Mr Circuit, ’tis for you I have play-
ed my cards—'tis for you I'have got Mr Harry turned
out of the house. The thousand poundsT have amas-
sed, and the legacy I expected, were destinsd to ac.
company a heart which—but no will is ‘made yet,
and none shgll be made, but of your drawing up;
and for the contents of it

Cire. 'Trust to my honesty. Though T can’t see
. the probability of the captain’s disinheriting his son,
« after all: e

M~ Moral. Were Jiis son in want, *tis probable the
old man’s heart might relent; but the independence
his godfather has left him, has only irritated the cap-
tain more; for I have made him believe, that that
very independence has been the cause of his disre-
spect.

Cive. But that may'one day or other be explained
away, Mrs Moral.

- Mys Moral. My dear sir, impossible ! how very un-
genteel to doubt my skill and foresight ! And should
we even fail, we have yet enough to secure a cottage,
which, free from: the immorality of the weorld, and
sweetened by love and affection -

Cire. Better sweeten it with a rich legacy. But
mum ! Here comes the captain: Hon't forget your
morality.

- Mrs Moral. How ungenteel to remind me of it !

_ Lnter Captarn Bertrav.  Mrs Morav runs to get @
Chair. i

Capt. Good moming—good morning, T have slept
zather too long: but for that T may thank my last
night’s late visitor. :

Cére. Have you had company, sir ?

Capt. Only one guest, ouly one; and the devil may
take him—the gout, my fiiend, the gout. . Take a
| seat, sir, if you like; or, if you prefer standing, it’s
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.
all the same to me. AS for'me, I am fit for nathing
but to be nailed to a chair,

Gire. The gout, sir, is a complaint which often
knoeks at the door of the rich, ~
- Gape. Kunock at the door! Zounds, it breaks inte
the house. . :

Circ. Hem !—Pardon me, captain; but I am told
you have signed a bond of arbitration?

Capt. Yes, I have; and what of that?

Circ. And that you mean to settle your law-suit
with your brother ? :

Capt. Yes, I will; and what'of that? .

Gire. Astonishing! And how came you to haye
such an idea after fifteen years ?

Capt. There you are right; it should have been
done fifteen years ago.

Circ. Now the business rests so well ?

Capt. That is my reason; because it rests, and ne-
.ver advances. 5

Cipy. The great point would have come on to-day.

Gapt. Aud what should I have gained ?

Cire. You would have known in what court of jus-
tice the action ought to have been brought.

Cpe. And then I should have the pleasure of be-
ginning the law-suit over again. A mighty matter
indeed! that, after fifteen years quarrelling, I should
at last know to which court of justice the action be-
longs.

Circ. That is not my fault : I am an honest man.

Capt. 1 know that.

Cire. Your brother’s chicaneries——

Gapt. That’s my reason again. He had no desire -
to bring the action to an end till 1 was dead. But,

& now I have driven him from the ocean of law into
the harbour of arbitration, I will blockade him there,
and take care he shall not escape me.

Circ. He'll be the gainer by it.

Gapi. And if he-should 2—the whole nonsense is
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rality ; and that contains something worth §our at-
tention. *Tis an “ Hssayon Panence.” :

Brs Moral, (Aside.) "Lis a trial of patience, P'm
sure, to be fobbed off' with a book afier all—My
“dear sit, T shall never forget your liberaliny.

Cipt. Stay till you peruse it, befy u thank me.

Mirs Moral. A book, indeed !—how ungenteel |

[ Puts it in her Pocket,

Enter Jack Junk.

Junk. Good morrow, capiain.

Capt. Good day, Junk,

Junk. To-day is your birth-day,

Capt. 1 know it.

Junk. I am glad of it.

Capt. Well, T know that too. -

Cire. Your birth-day, captain !

s Moral. Gracious heayen! and nobody thought
of it.  How ungenteel !

Cpt. Nonsense !

Cire. Hem! I'beg, captain, you would aceept the
congratulations of an honest man, on the return of
this day.

Jdpt, Thank you—thank you.

Mrs Moval. May heaven presevve you to a good
old age, and bestow on you its richest blessings, health
and prosperity !

Capt, Belay ! it is enough.

Mrs IHoral, But, bless me! why do I stand here,
when every thing should be arranged in houour of
this ¢ The present you have done me the honoun

~ to make me, sir, 1s doubly valuable, oa the auniver=
sary of your birth—Oh! how [long to throw pa-
tience behind the fire! [Aside.) [t

Qi:;c. Captain,_good day. Should your arbitration
be unsuceesstul, Lhope you will command my ser-
vieos, In the mean time, I se¢ no rule to shew cause
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wly I shou’dn’t be your most obedient humble ser-
vant. . [Exit.

Junk. You broke your tobacco-box yesterday. -

Capt. Well, Junk, why do you remind me of that?
it was stupid-enough—1I had a horrid painin1ay feet—
the salt bath would not help me—I took the box,
threw it on the ground, and broke it into a thousand
pieses. To be sure that gave me no ease—but don’t
tell me of it again, Junk. :

Junk. 1 meant no harm, captain;—only I have
bought-a box—if it is met%oo ordinary, and you would
aceept of it from the hand of your old servant and
brother seaman, I should be vastly pleased.

Capt. Let me see it.

Junk. To be sure it is not gokd; but it is what I
could best afford. -

Capt. Give it to me, honest Junk. I thank you.

Junk. And will you use it t00?

Capt. Surely, surely. [ Feels in his Pocket.

Junlk: But 1 hope, captain, you won’t attemfn to
pay forit.

Capt. No, no; you are right.

Junk, Huzza! huzza!—now will T have a jolly
day ;—and as for Mrs Moral, under favour, captain,
the old girl is good for nothing. : :

Capt. Avast!—slacken sail there, my lad. If I
had a wife, perhaps she might think,——* Aye, there
he sits with his gout, grumble, gramble, grumble—
always a plague to me, and I must bear with him.”—
Now, I like Mrs Moral; she does every thing with
so much good will.  She’s fond of reading good books
too. I have just given her one, in which I have in-
closed a bauk note: when she opens the book, she’ll
think of we, and find I have not forgot her kindness.
. Junk. You are too good to her :—she carries all
 fair to your face; but when your back’s turned, she’s
- for s_towing t}}e gout in your honour’s stomacl;, and
~ sending you ih a gale to old Davy.

i
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Cupt. Silence, I say—"tis no such thing. .
& Junk. 1 wold her so, shiver me if T did’nt.  But she
said, « Death had laid down your hull, and that vour
honour would be lanuched at the fall of the leaf:"—
and rheén- the stories she has told you cf your son
Harry :

Cuapt. Hold your tongue, Junk—VYou are a libel~
lous raseal. You, and your box too, may go to the
devil. / [Tierows the, Box away—a pause.

Junk. (Looking sometimes at the Box, sometimes o his-
Bascer with much feeling.) Yadlibellous rascal

Capt. Yes. i

Junk, You won't have the box ?

Capt. Not 1; I wili take nothing from a man who
thinks himself the only good one. (Junk éakes up the
Box, and throws it out of the Window.)—Junk, what
are you about ?

Junk. The box may go to the devil, though I don’t
ehorse to follow it just yet. ;

Gapt. Are you mad? ; J

Junk. What should I do with the box? You won't
accept it, and I con’d’st keep it myself. - Wheneyer
it came in my sight, [ should think—Thou art a mi-
serable wretch, Junk : a man, whom thou hast served
thirty years hotestly and faithfully, has called thee—
damn it! I can scarce speak the words—a libelious
rascal.”  This would draw tears from me every day;
bui now the box is gone, ali the rest is torgotten,
(With much feeling }—1 wiil think my dear master was
sick apd in paiu; and that, howeyer harsh his words
were, be never meant to hurt me.

Capt. (Much moved—afier o pause.) Junk, come

' here—(Gueas him lis hand.) T dido’t mean to hurt

YOU—

Junf: T kuew that :—For my! part I meant ho-
nestly. But, when I see you abused by that hypo-
erite, and cheated by the lawyer-—— ]

Capé. Why, Junk, I fancy the devil's 1n you. What,
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Mt Circuit too, my attorney, the honestest man in the
world ! But time will show :—And mind, Junk, if I
find. you tell me a lie, I'll turn you out of the house
‘the next instant. A

Junk, Turn me out of my berth! I dcatt think,
captain, you would do that,

Capt. The devil T wou'dn’t!—But I say, yes! I
shall aud will do it: And if you contradict me an-
other word, I will do it this instant.

Junk. (Very z'ndm‘"a'ent(zv) Well, then, old Junk will
go int> the hospital. # : ¢
Oapt. In the hospital! What, what should you do
there ?

Junk. Die, to be sure.

Capt. Die in the hospital! Zounds! do you think
I can give you no other place but the hospital to die
in, when you are turntd out of my house ?

_ Junk. Oh yes, no doubt you might; but damn me,
I would rather go a-begging than live upon a man
who thought fit to turn me out of doors. &

Capt. This fellow’s pride is enough to give me a fit
of the gout. Twenty years ago, when we fell into
the hands of pirates—when they took everything
fiom me, you had concealed some guineaswith which
we got back to Old England. Whcn a mutiny broke
out in my ship, you discovered it to me, and helped
to quell it at the hazard of your life: and now, damn
it! you will die in the hospital!

Junk. (Mozed.) Why, captain !

Capt. (Witl vising enthusiasm.) And once, when we
had two Frenchmen on board, and one of them had
just hove up his arm to split my skull, you fell upon
them both, and saved my life; and yet (Tewning a
once 1o Junx, nweeps)—1I am to let you die in a hospi-
tal; take with me into the grave such ingratitudé to-
wards you! (Weeps.)—Speak instantly, you dog, ar
say you will die with me. Come, boy, give me y/

- hand.—(Shtke hands.)
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Lnock up old mother Moral, and reconcile your fa-
ther to your uncle.” %

- Harry. My dear Jack, forward my intentions, and
P’ll be for ever obliged to you. e :

Junk: Then tell your uncle the garden is his; in-
vite him to pass the afterncon in it, and leaye the rest
to me.

Harry. This must hasten my intentions.—Retire,
Jack; my uncle, as well as my father, is so warm in
his resentment, that if he discovered me, by seeing
you, before we effect the reconciliation

Junk. It might never happen at all: So I’ll go, and
keep a good look out at the castle. [ Exit.

Enter Bertran and Extua from the House.

Bert. My dear sir, [ am glad to sce you. You are
here in time to help me out of a strange perplexity.
Would you think it, T hold in my hand two bills |
which have both been paid this morning withous
costing me a penny. |

Harry. Pray, how may that be?

Bert. By some unknown benefactor.—Cannot you
~ssist me in guessing ?

Harry. 1should think there is but one man likely
%o do such an action. :

Bert. Ah! who is that?

Harry. Your brother,

Bert. What, my brother pay bills, who for fifteen
vears has put me to such expense, and made such
bitte allegations against me in the courts of justice!

Harry. Those allegations were drawn by his attor- |
ney :—but your bills he has paid himself. |

Beri. Do you really think so?

Harry. I have every reason at least to believe so,
He inquired respecting your concerns. |

Bert. Alas! you make my heart ache.

Hairry. Should a brother’s love, my. dear sir, mak
vour heart ache 2 ¢]

-
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ved a daughter at the bedside of her sick fataer. Your
heart and hand is a gieater treasure than monarchs
could bestow ; for these I solicit, not as a reward, but
as an eiicouragement of my wishes to do well.-

Emma. (Overpowered, flies into ler Father's arms.)
My fataer!

‘Bert, Emma, my child, you have a father’s bles-
sing : Take him. With that embrace you have re-
lieved me from years of sorrow. I shali leave no or= |
phan unprotected in the world. The fortune of my -
child is truth and virtue; and these are now in the
hands of a good man. .

Hurry. In your increased circle of domestic joys,
your heart will play with greater freedom. Only one
is now wanting to complete our felicity—your bro-
ther.

Bert, He will not make the first step, and I can-
not.

Harry. Why not ? -

Rert. Because my brother is rich.

Flaryy. T honour that sentiment. You shall not"
make the first step. But allow me to request, that
Miss Emma will go to her uncle, and congratulate |
him on his birth-day.

Emma. With all my heart.

Bert. Cousider, how deeply hurt we shall all be,
should she return without obtaining her wish. i

Hurry. There is no fear—I know your brother, and |
1 know my Emma. 5

Bat. Well, I leave the event to providence. &

Hary. And after that we will spend a happy even-+ |
ing. We will meet in your garden. a

,Bert. In my garden? : o
*  Harry. You must see how the garden looks which
has disunited the hearts of two brothers for fifteen
years: we and a couple more sincere friends—only
2 few of us; but in every breast a heart; I have ar<"
ranged my plav, and you mustn’t disapoiat me.
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Beyt, Well, welll—my old nurse Ann shall go
with ns.—Ann ! Anu' : . [Exit into the Hausr
Hapry. Go then, my Emnma; and may the angel
of peate aid the persuasions of your tongue !
3 i [ Eveunt.

SCENE: 1T.—d Room at Gaptain BERTRANS.
Enter Mrs Morax (with Papers.)

- Mys Moral. Nine hun:}red and fifty pounds! Come,
that's very genteel; and then in the will—let me
BEEa—— ‘

Enter Eavs, anxiously looking round.

Enma. I think the whele house is empty.

Mirs Moval. (Not seeing her.) Ay, ay; no fear of
the will, unless that Miss Emma should unluckily make
her appearance; and—Eh! why bless me! (Seeing
Puns, and putimg up her Poclet-book, &c. hastily,) —
How ungenteel to intercupt people in this manner |

Emma. Your servant, madam.

DMirs Moral. Your servant, miss. —I’lay who are
you, child, and what do you want,?

Enona. T wish to see the captain,

s Moral, And what business can you haye yith
the captain?

Emua, 1 come to congratulate him on his birth-

XlIzs DMoval. @, vastly fine! poor people might
have a dozen birth-days m a year, and n(body
would congratulate them. And pray now, young
woman, “hm haye you to dowith the captain’s birth-
day ?

anm That, madan, T wish to tell him myself.

s Moral. Ay, ay, no doubt to tell him yom self.
Yes, if you cculd but see him.  But, child, T swould
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glad she’s gone. It would be a pretty thing, indeed,
to let people get in here; whom I have been employ-
ed in keeping out for these fifteen years.

Enter Jung, bringing back Evva.

Junk. AWhat! the captain’s niece, and not see him !
-—~Who’s officer of the watch here, I wonder? When
such a neat rigg’d vessel brings a flag of truce, who
shall lay an embargo?

Emma. Would to heav’n I could bring peace !

Junk. And who has forbidden you?

Mrs Moral. I have forbidden her.

Junk. And by whose orders 2 {

Mrs Moral. I warrant, Mr Boatswain, I know my
business without orders from you, Let the young
. woman go her ways.—My master is asleep,

Junk. The captain asleep!! Whew! Why I left
him but this moment, to fetch something for him to
read. Miss, if you will but stop a moment, I'll pilot
you fo the captain in the turn of a handspike,

Emma. Pll wait with pleasure.

Mrs Moral, (Places herself az the Door.) Isay, she
shall not enter these doors, Mr John.

_ Junk. And [ say, make a clear ship, or I shall fall
foul of your morality. And let me tell you, mess-
mate, that whoever would stand in the way of a trea-
ty of peace, deserves to have no share in the bles-
sings it produces.—Follow me, miss. [ Bt

Mis Moral. Well, miss, I congratulate you—1 hope -
you are perfect in your part. Turn me from the
door indeed! And for what? for at best but an ho-
nest-beggar. It’s very ungenteel, indeed ! [ Lt

Emma. How cruel is this woman !—Should my |
uncle be so harsh as she represents—but, perhaps, it
was only to frighten me.  Yet, if he should be so, I+
make the sacrifice for a father.  Be courageous, Em-
,g;l;a ! the most wretched quarter of an hour is ever iz

#
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fiftcen minutes, and the fraternal enmity has lasted
fifteen years. [Exzit at the Door.

SCENE III.—The Captain’s Apartment. The Ctxi)tzzz'n .
in his Avm-chair, Jonn by las side, Eyviais seen just
entering at the Door in the flat bekind the Captain.

Capt. My niece! and what does she want with me ?
Junk. I don’t know; but she looks so sweetly, that
iel‘l'v :ay a wager she comes to bring you some good

Capt. (After @ pause.) Well, where is she ?

Junk. There she stands, behind your chair.

Capt. And how am I to get at her with my gouty
legs?

gJunk. Come mearer, my dear miss,—(Exnia siops
and hesitates.)

. . Capt. (Listening.) 1 don’t hear anybody stir.
Junk. She trembles so, she can scarcely walk,
Capt. Tremble! What the deuce does she tremble

for?

Junk. She weeps.

Capt. The devil! What does she weep for?

Emma. (Coming forward.) 1 come, dear uncle, to
congratulate you. - 3

Capt. (Rather quick.) To congratulate me—on what ?

Emma. On your birth-day.

Capt. Oh! Pm much obliged to you. I suppose
you have only just learned to walk, since you come
to-day for the first time.

Emma. Ever since I have been able to think and
to feel, my heart has drawn me towards you.

Capt. So! so!—How old may you be?

Emma. Seventeen, sir.

Capt. Yes, yes, it is about fifteen years since I
came home. I remember you were then alittle thing,
not as high as my knee.
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4ng lis eyes upon her.) There! there then! Now get
you gone—You shall be remembered in my wxll (4
puuse.)

Emma. Oh, that is very hard!

Cape. Very hard! What do you mean by hard ?

Emma. My dearest uncle, I wish to stand in your
heart, not in your will;

Capt. Why, aye, that’s very well said, to be sure.
But I must remember you in my will, because I am
your godfather, and because you haye given yourself
the _ouble to come Here,

Emma. Trouble !”

Cupt. Here, take this little present. (Gives her ¢
Puprse without looking at her.)

Emma. (Taking his hand with emotion, the Purse falls
on'the floor.) I see only the hand you offer me, not
the present. This Hand T will keep—mingle tears
wnh your present, and beseech you to take it back.

Capr. Why, girl, you are proud !

Emma. T will be proud if you give me your love.
Here kneels the proud one by your side, and begs for
a single look. DMy dear mother could leave me no-
thing but her features :—these features might rervind
you of the friend of your youth, who is now no more;
they will soften your heart, and give me another father.

Cape. Junk, she has every line of her mother’s face,
has not she? O the deuce, Junk, I can’t stand this !
Take her away.

Junk. (Crying.) If I do Fll be damned!

Capt. What does the fellow cry for? Junk, T tell
you take her from me.

[JunK zales up Enama, and places hen'in the Cap-
tazn’s arms. ;

Enma. My good—my dearest uncle !

Capt. Stop—Stop !—this is running foul of a man
by night, and in a fog.

" Buma. Isee a tear in your eye, that is worth more
than all the guineas you offered me.



30 e THE BIRTH-DAY. ACT 1.

Gapt. Well, well, T own myself overpowered. Go
to your mother’s grave, and thank her for this. After
you were christened, I stood by her bed-side, and.
gave her my hand, She took mine with both hers,
and looket—just as you do now.—* My dear bro-
ther,” said she, < this child I commit to your kind-
ness. When I am dead *—(Pauses, much affected.)
Poor soul! In four weeks after, she died. Come, ny
child—come to my heart! (Emma sinks on his bosom.
A pause.)—Only look, Jack, this cunning gypsey has
sottened my heart, and made me cry like a Weaan.
Emma! you hussey, get out of my sight. (Embracing
her closely.) -

Emma. Ah' now I know my uncle’s heart, every
fear is vanished. Y

Capt. What, you were afraid of me? Perhaps peo-
ple told you I was a great sea-bear,

Emmna. The lady here in the house quite fright-
ened me.

Capt, Lady? What lady ?

Junk. O who hut the sweet Mrs Moral, captain®

Capt. Ay, ay, Mrs Moral’s name is like water to
the mill of your clack,

Junk. Why, then, the devil may-hold his tongue.
When I came in; I found this dear, lovely girl just
. going away with a tear in her eye :—the drop was

but small—but I wou'dn’t have it upon my con-

science ;—so, I asked Miss her business hiere.—Ah !
said she, I dare not see my uncle.—Why not? said

L. Evelv one dare go to him, particularly with a

tear in their eye.— But Mis Moral; truly, posted her=

self before the door; and setting her fat arms a-kim-

© bo, pretended to prevent my entering—IMe, Jack Junk,
that have served my good master these thirty years,
she had the impudence to tell me T should not go,
for my master was asleep.—I believe, however, I :
gave her sucha shove, as we are apt o do to any
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lazg land-lubber that stands in the way aboard ship
in a storm.

Cape. But look ye, Junk,—you are apt to take
things the wrong way; perhaps she thought I was
asleep : she‘meant well, no doubt. s

Junk. Well, captain—~—DMiss Emma will best be
able to tell how she was received.

Smma. | am so glad now, that I haye forgot all.

Capt. Forgot |—Why, then there was something to
forget. —Come, let us hear !

Emi_a. One thing oifly hurt me much—she said I
came a begging. y

Capt. Stop—stop!—that was not good.

Junk. Good ! Captain, L say, it was damn’d bad.

_ Capt. Bad !—You are right, it was bad —that must
have escaped her in a hurry.

Emma. Besides, she’zave me a present for my fa-
ther,—a book which was once youis:i—I now value
it moore than ever.

Capt. A what?—a book?

Bnuma. This, my dear uncle—(Shetws 4l L)

Capt.. Why, Jack, only look.—Let’s sce—it's the
same—and, egad, the same bank note for five hun-
dred pounds doubled down between the leaves.

" BEpuna. How unjust have I been t¢ her |—was this
her present ¢ : :

Capt. Ay, what say you now, John, to Mrs Moral 2

Juk. Say '—Why, that she was guilty of a good
aetion without knowing it;—five hundred pounds |—
why, an English ship of fifty guns would as sooq strike
to a French frigate of fifteen. i
. Capr. No matter; do you keep it, Emma; if she
meant it for you, I’ll double the sum to her, and if.
she did not, she deserves to lose if for her hypocrisy.

Junk. But come! there should be no clouds to
spoil a day in which two brothers hoist the flag of
fiendship. = :
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Capt. Nay, nay, Junk, belay there. The girl-has
never ijured me : She 1s my godehild, and her mo-
ther’s virtues are reflected in her face. As to my
brother, he may walk the streets, but we must not
meek i

Junk.” Dear captain, in the end of our voyage,
where all streets joill, we must meet. ]

Capé. And then let him, whose eonscience re-
preaches him, cast Lis eyes to the ground, I say !

Zmma. Dearest uncle, you must be my father’s
friend. 4 J

Capt, No—no such thing [—Only see, Junk, I
have hardly given the girl a little corner in my heart,
but she wants to order about as if the whole belonged
to her.

Junk. But only think, captain, how different this
house would look:—You nezd not then smoke your
evening pipe alone—You ywould talk over your schoal
tricks, and the pleasures of your youth, with your
brocher, who would sit by your side, and the great
cat would be turned off the sopha.

Capt. 1 won’s hear anything said against my cat;
She never brought an action against me. .

* Eimna. Well, I must go to my father, he expecis’

me; but may I come again, my dear uncle?

Capt.. Came again!—There’s a stupid question,
You may come again—you must come again! do
you hear? (Very cenderly.) " i

Zmma. With pleasure.

Capt. Well, now, and when will you return ?

Eima. To-morrow—every day. :

Capt. Well, then, go ; and when you return, do -
you hear, leave your pride at home—Do you under-
stand —there lies something on the floor—1I suppose
you won't stoop to take it up.

.ldEm:na. Does disinterested love look so much like
pride ?
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Capt. That T will mort willingly. An old searaan
is fond of a breeze. ¥
Junk. *Tis a delightful evening. Suppose, capfain,
you pess it for the first time in your garden ¢ I have

already ‘Deen to see it. ; £l
 Gapt. My garden! I shall feel strangely at the
" sight of that same garden. Does the old door re-
main still2- When T was a boy, ten years old, I cata
ship upon it withimy penknife.

Junk. The ship is visible yet, I assure you.

Gapt. Is it indeed? That’s curious!—Sirse then |
many of my old friends have died. Yes, yes, we
will ‘go there—And, d’ye hear? bid that baggage
“Emma attend me there.  Send directly.

Junk. And her father——

Capt. No, not a word on that subject, or T’ll keel-
haul you, you dog. (Junk zs goung.] But stay, Jack,
you forget my gout. (JUNK returns o assist him.)— |
Thank ye! thank ye! So,the old ship remains wiere
Tleft it.  Well, well; if she had weathered as many
tight gales as I have, ’tis a question if the hand of |
time would have left her legible. . [ Excunt. |

ACT IIL

SCENE L—dn Apartment at the Captain’s. Two Dooss |
in the Flut, near it an Arm-chair with Castors; @
wnick the Captain is discovered.

Capt. Now, if my boy was but good enough to |
become a match for his cousin Emma, what a har—:ﬁg
bour of coutent should I sail into in my old agel |
But it wow’t do : The man who is disobedient to the
orders of his commander, should never be trusted |
with a command himself. Why, where’s this Junk:
Why, Jack, I say—— :

*
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Enter Jung.

Order the carriage, that we may go to my garden.

Jvak. But, before you go, as you value your old
servant, John, do grant him one favour,

Capt, Well, make haste. What is it ?

Junk. Just permit me to lock you into that closet.

Capt. Lock me up! g

Junk. You shall lock yourself up, only permit me
to wheel you in:—Nay, it’s a satisfaction you owe
me. You said, to-day, [ was a libellous rascal. You
have now an opportunity of doing yourself and me
justice; and, though you are my commauding officer,
yet you have also a commander.

Capt. 1! who?

Junk. Honour! who will not permit you, whilst
you fight under his flag, to refuse an honest man a
hearing. ¢

Capt. Well, but Jack, this is the first time I ever
heard that locking a captain in a cupboard was the
way to give anybody a hearing. g

Junk. In short, sir, the lawyer and his agent, that
she-devil of a house-keeper, are coming here to ba-
lance accounts. You will have an opportunity of
hearing all their cursed contrivances against your
son, yourself; your brother, and your niece.

Cape. I tell you, T don’t like to take anybody by
surprise. I like to——

Junk. Sir, she is coming, and here’s the key.—
Now, pray, my dear master, if you have any regard
for everybody belonging to you—(Puts the Suptain
nto. the Closct, inireating all the time ; the Gaptain
making a feeble vesistunce : at length lie shuts lum @ )—
So, the ship’s cleared, and here comes the enemy.

Enter Mrs MoRraL.

Ah, Mrs Moral, I come to make friends with you.
NMessmates show'dn’t disagree; and if I was on the
-1
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hear the story.  You know, Miss Emily, dat 1 alvays
did every kindness yat I could for you,

FEmily. Indeed, sir, you have always been a fuhe
to me. .

Abed. No, ma dear, not alvays; for I never saw
your mother in all ma life. 'So, ma dear, I vent to
day to make some pargains, mit:ma friend Shadrach
vat lives o’ top of Duke’s-Place, and dere 1 pought
this peautiful ring.. Vat you tink it cost me, ma
tear ¢ J

Emily. A great sum; without doubt. But the sto-
Ty, SIT.

Abed. Vell, ma tear—Ill tell you—TIt is a fine tis-
covery I have made—it cost me twenty-five guineas,
4s'I'am an honest man, every varthing of the money.
[Lovking at tie Ring.]

Emily. No doubt, sir; but this is cruel.— :

Abed. T told him so,®ma tear; but he wou'dn’t

take a farthing less.  So I vas determined to puy it;.
| because it matches exactly mit this jewel, vat I fourd
upon you when you vas left at my door.

Emily. Ah, Siv, how fortunate! Do you not think
that by means of this you may probably trace whe
were niy parents .

Abed. Yes, ma dear; I tink myself dat—pless ma
hLeart, it’s a creat pity they hadn't always been toge-
ther—they’d have sold, my dear; for twenty per cent.
more, as I’'m an honest man.

Emaly. But, Sir, dido’t your friend inform you of
whom he bought the jewel—can’t it be traced? But
you haye taken already so much' trouble on my ac-
count, that—

Abed. T cow’dn’t take less upon ma vord. TIL tell
you now, Miss Emily, all vat T know about it. Ven
I was in Amstertam, I took ma lodgings in a creat
house vat had just been left by a rich merchant,
How much you tink I paid a week for ma lodging ?

Enily. Dear sir. .
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Christians profess forgiveness of injaries, Jews can
sometimes practise it: but I confess it hurt ma very
much. How much you ax for the gold top of dis
walking-stick ?—[ In this specch the Jew is returning
the cane without looking at it, and while he 15 repeating,
“You hurt ma very much,” the top of it suddenly
catches lis eye as he is giving @ back to BrOMLEY 3 his
Suce of course changes from serious to comic.]

Brom. Well, good bye. I dare say if you see my
son, you'll give him ggod advice. Tell him, that
though Miss Emily is very pretty, yet you can’t
give her a fortune; and if he marries her without,
he c2’nt expect me to give her one, In short, tell
him—

Abed. Tell him all yourself—tell him Emily vill
be worth five thousand pounds, and if he can petter
himself, let him go te another market.

Brom. Five thousand pounds! Come, T like that
vastly. Why, you sly old rogue you!—Bless my
soul, that it should fall to Miss Emily’s lot to have
five thousand pounds !

Abed. 1 tell you she vill, ma friend; I shall give
to her maself on the day of her marriage five tbou-
sand pounds in pank notes, besides three' shillings
and sixpence vat de pocket-book ‘cost me to put it
in. Vat you say now? Vill you out-bid me?

Brom. Guinea for guinea, and more at my death.
Come to my house this evening—Bring the writings
in your pocket—Let me see—/[ Looks at his watch |—
Come at six—I’m so happy ! §

Abed. 1 can sell you a better vatch as dat. Il
pring it in ma pocket mit me.

Brom, Bring whatever you please—I could dance
for joy. Ah, ’m so happy. 2

Abed. And I could ery myself—I cried for trouble
_just.now, and now I cry midout no trouble at all.

- Brom. You're a good fellow!—Ive heard of the
worth of a Jew’s eye : but I don’t think it can ever
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certainty of happiness in heaven, by the simple plan
of making others happy on earth, :

Rrom. Don’t I endeavour to make every hody
happy on earth?—I came into the world for no
other purpose—I was born to please my father;—
‘married to please my mother;—and had children to
please my wife—who, in turn, would have died to
please me.

Doctor, 1 thought she did.

Brom. And wouldn’t I gow please my son by mar-
rying him well in the world—and my daughter by -
separating her from a husband she don’t like,

Doctor. Her husband is 2 mere man of fashion—
a blood and a buck.

Brom. Well, he’s not the only man of fashion that’s
a buck., But, doctor, you don’t seem in a good hu-
moyr to-day. . ’

_ Doctor. To the disappointments of life we should
always apply a cataplasm of patience. 1 am, how-
ever, vexed—I haye lost a ring more valuable from
circumstance than its intrinsic worth.
. Brom. The gift of a friend, perhaps.

Doctor, Of a dear one; and the counterpart of
another ring given to that friend by me. I have be-
fore told you of my marriage with the daughter of a
merchant at Amsterdam. i

Brom. Who was averse to your alliance.

Doctor. From the day of my union with his daugh-
ter, he refused to see her. My duty, as surgeon on
board an Indiaman, tote me from my wife; who, in
giving birth to a daughter during my absence, found
an early grave.

Brom, Did the infant survive? -

Doctor. It did. A stranger, whom I have mever
been able to trace, adopted 1t:—and the ving I have
lost ‘was the only remaming memorial of wife or
child; - i i sl

Brom, Have you made any inquiry for your ring?
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SCENT T THE INISHMAN IN LONDON, 101

Edw, Yes, it was, sir. | !

. Frost. Why, how was the gentleman dressed?

. Edw, Why, sir, he had a scarlet. coat on, a riding-
habit, sir; he was in boots; and had a cockade in
his hat. [ Fixesthe Letier over the Coclade, and. pushes
@t towards her, which she takes.] = ¥
. Frost. And how is Mx Colloony ? tell me.

Edw. Why, sir, as soon as Captain Seymour, saw
the bload trickle from his antagonist, he jumped to;
him, took him in his arms, thus, and carried him  toi
Dr Julep’s this way. s

Gar. Blessed contrivance, “tis from my Henry;
but how to send an answer? If I go to my room,
Edward may be gone before I can write---What

“shall I do? Invention assist me, [Wriies with her
Pencil on the Lester. ] ; % 5

Frost. But what did tk[e doctor say ? Did he ‘think
him in danger?

Edw.. Why, sir, we hope not---He probe
wound, and affer muttering a great many ga
phuases, that none but the brethren of the p :
understand, he pronounced him out of danger, and
ordered him to be put to bed, his stomach to be fo-
mented with a---a---bason of soup, and—

~ Car. If this does but succeed-—-[dside.] Sir, sir,
this fellow’s an impostor---Tll let my honoured father
know your villainy---Sir, while you were listening to
‘his story, he forced this letter into my hand; but to
show how I regard the writer, there, take his imper-
inent serawl back again. [ Throws i on the ground. |

Fidw. The art of man won’t prevent her being an
old maid.—--Ma ame—— 3

Frost. Oh, you damn’d dog! Let me see it, my
dear—We'll throw it into the five, and this fellow
‘out of the window.

. Cap, No, siv, I cannot wish him a_greater punishe
ment than to return his letter just in that manner,

i
i
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don’t you pursue and bring back your wife that is to
be? This poor girl has no fortune.

Coll, Why, then, it is very lucky I have enongh for
us both; and if this lady will make it more by sha-
ring it with me, its all at her service, ek

Frost. Ohtdear! Oh! Was there ever ssuch 2
wretched little old man !

Enter SEYMOUR, CAROLINE, and EDWARD.

Car. Dear sir, I can’t bear to see you so miserable
—Be reconciled; and our future conduct shall prove,
that to make you happy, is all we wish.

Frost.  Ah, confound you all! Pll never—yet stop;
:since Providence has so far interfered—twould be
presumptuous any longer to oppose your happiness.
She is yours, sir, with a good fortune, and the bles-
sing of an affectionate father.

Toussa. Ay; now you look like the good-natured |

little man' I always considered you, Let us be
friends.

Frost. With all my soul—I must love you—Give
me your hand—At my time of life, T think it’s much
better to be a good friend, than an indifferent

Murz."Faith, your right, old gentleman—But all
our great joy and happiness, will be nothing but
downright grief and misery, if the hands of all our
friends do not loudly whisper in our ears, they have

no objection to the « IRISHMAN IN LONDON.”

YOL. 11, R’
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my buckle; ma foi, call me Jack Frog. m”:ma_
demoiselle, am I like dat Jacky de Frog? =+

Ruchel, Ha, ha, ha!

Dowd. Fools! theynever saw their landlord, Lord
Tsmond, sirice he was a hoy. No, he spent his time
and money flying over Italy and Germany, like a*
wild goose, till he’s got himself now cooped up in a
prison at Paris! Ha, ha, ha! Come, count, I hope to
bring all the tenants to reason—but that sncering
rascal Jack Connor—Daughter, I insist you’ll never
speak to him. X

Rackel. Not I, sir—till you ge ont. [Aside.]

Dowd. Here, you Muns ! [Calling.]

Count. Frill!

Tinter Frivy, who whispers the Count.

Iiill. A servant wjthout from one Mr Nugent,
from Paris. RREE L
* Count. Nugent! one of our club—I come. * Mon-
sieur, excuse moi pour un moment. [ Exi¢ with Fricr.

Enter Muxs,

Muns. Sir, the horses are ready. i &

Dowd. Rachel, as ’tis late, we sha'n’t be home to- =
night; the count and T'll take a bed where we can—
some of the tenants: s

Rachel. This is charming ! [4side.]—Dear papa,
snre you won’t sleep out all night!

Dowd. Busimess.—You Muns. [4part.]

Duns. Sir.

Dowd. You'll let me know if Jack Connor meets
_ my daughter, whilst I am away. There’s a retain-
ing fee, you dog. !

Muns. [Looking at it.] 1 will, sir. [Apart.] :

Rachel. [dpars.] Muns, run and tell Jack.Connor
" to come here to me as soon as my father’s out of
sight. There’s something to drink our health by the
way. [Tives him Moncy. |
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‘wived a painful idea. Conie, I must keep ) your
spivits. My father won’t be home all night, and Pye
sent for my dear Jack Connor, to sup with us. Come,
now, L wish I dare be angry with my father, for
joining this sharping count against his own master,
Lord Esmond: no wonder, for his mother, the old
lady, not to rest in her grave. Adelaide, as sure as
I live, T heard the ghost sing last night in the Bel-
vedere room—the sweetest voice !

Adel. Very strange! DPve now sat up purposely
three nights, but I have neither seen nor heard this
wounder.

Rachel. Ob, but my dear, the poor dead lady is
certainly disturbed by the misfortunes of her son,
Lord Esmond :—it must be she, for the apparition is
dressed exactly like her picture that hangs in the
room where it walks. s :

Adel. All fancy. Ah! if the dead were suffered
torevisit us, I should be comforted by my Nugent.:

Rackel. Come, we must have no more thoughts of
dead' lovers:—you shall hear my living lover rattle,
court, and sing at our little party; we’ll be so jolly *
Come along. [Ezeunt.

SCENE II.—/ finc Country.  Sun going down. Lord
Esvonn's House ai a distance; at the side Jacx
Connor’s House.

Enter Lord EsMoND, plainly dressed, Trap, and Ser-
vant:

Lord Esm. Then the count will meet me ?

Serv. Yes, my lord.

Lord Esm. You called me Nugent ? °

Sero. I did, my lord.

Lord Esm-Nery well; take the horses back to the
inn. - W_il, Trap, Pve been your prisoner ten years,
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and my doors shall never be shut'égaihstwthe'ﬁveary 2
traveller. 3 = B

Lord Esm. You are an honest fellow, that Pl be
sworn for. 4G s [ Exir,

SCENE 'III.—.An Apariment in Lord Eswonn’s House.,

Enter FriLL.

Fyill. T suspect here’s something going forward
against my master.—Here comes Muns and Mary.—
See—kiss~—oh the traitress ! [[Retires.]

Enter Muns and Mary,

DMuns: True. Ha, ha, ha! But Mary, my deat,

~ how could you listen to such a cur as Frill ? :
Frill. [4side.] Pma cur! Oh you puppy.

Mary. Frill is a creature—but really since this
' ghost has appeared, the house is so frightful that any
company is acceptable.

MMuns. That for the ghost! To-night we aie to
have a jolly little party.—Hush, my dear, [ itk joy]
Jack Connor’s coming to Miss Rachel, 'm with you,
and cook is preparing a nice bit of supper for us all
tol, lol !

Mary. A supper! delightful ! ‘
Muns. Old master don’s come home to-night, and
we'll be so merry, tol, lol. oiis

Mary. Charming ! Thefh Tll go superintend sup-

€. y
i Mauns. And P11 make Tooten the black, my pupil,
prepare his horn. Oh, how sweetly we played on the
water yesterday! They may talk of fine views, and
vistos, and beauties of nature; but ’tis to hear the |
divine echoes of my horn, that brings the gentlefolks - )
all the way from Cork, and even Dublin, down here |
to the lake of Killorney, Buat noy for supper.

[ Exew
-3
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SCENE IV.—4 Hall.

Muns and Mary placing Tables, and. a Sercen between.

Dums. There ! the loyers shan’t be overlooked by
ais, ha, ha, ha! Here Tooten and Pl sit and take our
pleasure—while they mingle lips, we'll jingle glasses.
' Oh how. I love to see good cheer going forward'!

[ Exeunt.

.
FriLL advances.

Eiill. So, here’s rare doings in the old gentleman’s

absence; master and I bubbied by such clowns a3

Muns and Jack Connor—oh revenge !
Old Doywd. [Without.] Who is here ?
Frill. Oh choice luck! Blere comes the old codger

home unexpectedly. Such a hobble as T'll bring“em

e

into.  Ha, ha, ha! 5
Enier Old DowbLE.

Dowd. Oh my bones! Who's that I see there?
What, are they all gone to bed* Well il go t00,:
and not disturb any body. ;

Frill. What, sir, go to bed without your supper?
the nice supper that Miss Rachel has prepared for
fou? 2

Dowd. [Seeing the Table laid.] Hey! what is all
this 2 5

Frill. The table laid for your suppet, sir.

Dowd. Why who knew I was coming home ?

Frill, Miss Rachel, sir.

. Dowd. Eh! then she knows I had a fall from my
horse?

Frill. The devil a word of it. [dside.]—Oh yes,
sir, Mary told her that.

Dowd. Mary . who told Mary ?

YOL, 1. 3
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Enter DowbLE, #n an undress. RAcHEL carves with her
back to lim as he enters. :

Rachel. Yes, my poor father’s fast asleep by this,
in seme peaceful cottage. Ha, ha, ha! I did not
care if he had a taste of this turkey ; I know the old
Tad likes a bit o the merry thought—FHow long my.
dearee stays !—Is that you >—[Speaks without look~
ing round.] Eh! you’ve been giving her a kiss, T
suppose—come, whilst its hot; sit down, you foolish
fellow.

[DowbLE comes round, and sits down opposiie to
her.
Ah! [Screams.]

Dowd. What's the matter with you?

Rachel. Sir, I—I—I thought it was the ghost.

* Dowd. Why, did you invite the ghos¢ to supper ?

Rachel. If Jack returns we're undone, [Aside.]—
Lord, sir, who expected you ? : ;

Dowd. Indeed I should not have been home to-
night, but for the tumble.

Rachel. What tumble, sir? ;

‘Dowd. Sure you—oh true, I wa'n’t to know she =
let Muns gallop my horses about the road. [Aside]
Well, ha, ha, ha! T forgive you and him, since it |
has procured me so good a supper. Ha, ha!

Rachel. Forgive us ! Then, sir, you know all ?

Dowd. Yes, yes, I'm not angry—call the fellow.

Rachel. O precious! Then, sir, you'll let him sup -
with us?

Dowd. Sup! What, your servant?

Rachel. True, sir, I am his mistress, and he loves
me dearly. & |

Dowd. Who, Muns ?

Rachel. Muns ! ;

Duwd. If .your Muns dare to sit down at a table |
with me, I'll knock the scoundrel to the devil.
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‘Blary. T hope not; but I can’t conceive how he
gob off. :

Muns. No matter, as he wa'n’t seen we're safe.—
But here’s a strange gentleman, I saw him just now
at Jack Conner’s, knock’d at the postern, and ask’d
for a bed, as he’s benighted, and—

Mary. The deuce ! Were you mad, to let a stranger
it at this time of night? He may be a white boy.

Mains. Lookee, Mary, I let him in out of good na-
ture—let those that are ill natured tarn him out.

Mary. Why, ’twould be cruel indeed; only mas-
ter’s so cross.—Stop—=T’ve a thought—the finest op-
portunity —Let’s put him to sleep in the haunted
yoom; as he don’t kmow on’t he won’t be afraid,
and if the ghost walks he'll certainly speak to it, and
then.

Muns. Why yes, if it is our dead lady, she ma #
tell him what distorbs her, then may be she’ll
nish, and trouble the house no more—I like it hugely,

Mary. Where have you left the gentleman ? )

DMuns. In the lodge.  Come—[ Going.]

Mary. You needi’t run away from a body. [Fakes
Jeine under her arm.’]

Dluns. Ah! how loving these women are, when
they stand in need of our protection. Hem! [Swag-
gers.] Eh! blessme! tol, lol, lol. [ Exeunt.

SCENE VIL—4n antique Apartment. A Lady's Pig-

ture hanging over ihe Climney.

Enter Muns and Nawy with lights, introducing Lorp
i Esnonp.

Mary. This is the room, sir. =
Muns. [In terror, yet trying to conceal 2t. ] Yes, sir;

this is the room, sir. I
Lord Esr.-{'m very much obliged to you.
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a light, sir, and you may leave it burning-—that he
may see the ghost. [dparz.]

DMary. Wish you a good night, sir.

Duns. A good night’s rest, siv. O what a clawing
‘will be here By aud by. [ Baxeunz Muns and Mary.

Lord Esm. For the first time indeed, since my in-
fancy, I shall sleep under my own roof. Since I find
this Count not here, I shall, if possible, get out eaily
and meet him at the inn where T appointed. The
dead of night seems very awful in these antique
mansions. This room was, T think,‘my dear mo-
ther’s—yes, there’s her picture—my fond parent---
[Clock strikes one.]

Enter ADELAIDE, from a door which opens in the waing-
cot—twalks s in her sleep.

Who’s here? a lady! ‘Heav’ns, she’s asleep!t [He !
stands’ fixed with, wonder, ADELAIDE ¢rosses, opens @
clotkes-press, takes from ler head a hood scarf, ang
night-rail, somewhat resembling the picture in the room,
and puts them into the press ; then to return to the door
where she entered, walles with her face towards Lord Es-
MOND. |

Eord Esm. Is it possible >—’tis my Adelaide!---
Hold! to wake her--—-the sudden fright may-—yes,
this ring, her'last pledge of affection when we part-
ed---[ Puts a ring upon her finger, whick le had taken
from his own.] This ring may afford her comfort,
without discoyering that is I that have been here.

[ Exeunt severally.
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zord Esm. Thank ye, Count—Im sent—deputed:
by our friends, to see how you go on with my Lord’s
affairs. d

Count. Ah! malheureux! very bad—no money-~
been o1t now all last night, and got but abuse~—no—.
dey will pay nonc but my Lord himself~—One Jack
Connor will not let ’em.

Lord Esm. Rascal! My friendly school-fellow.

[Aside.}

Count. Monsier Nugent—eh—I have de thought—
has Monsieur Dowdle, de steward, ever see your

Lord Esm. 1 think not. : i i

Count, Bon! It vil do—since de tenant vil pay
none but my Lor himself, I vil pass you on dem for
Lor Esmond, and T warrant in tumble de money, ma
foi, ha, ha! :
| Lord Esm. Excellent! You'll say I'm his lordship,

“ha, ha! they pay me, and we return to Paris, and
share it with our club, ha, ha! admirable!

% Count, Dat i it, ha, ha, ha! But hold—if aey
even believe you are he, how will dey tink how you
got out of prison in Paris? Ah! ah! dat is to be
consider.

Lord Esm. What do you think of my making my
valet pass for my jailor, whom T’ll say 1 prevail'd up-
on for a bribe to accompany me on this ramble, to
see my estate ? 5

Trap. [Without.] Ay, Tl have him.

Lord Esm. Ha, ha, ha! d’ye hearhim 2

Count. Diable! dat is he'! :

Lord Esm. Why, to tell you the truth, I had adopt-
&d this very scheme of yours, and already tutor’d my
valet to play his part of my jailor. Now Trap will
help me without knowing. [Aside.] :

Gount, Oh den dis is your valet P—ha, ha, h
admirable ! ha, ha, ha! b

Lord Esm. Now only observe haw he’ll keep

-his character,
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Enter Trav, looking surly.

Trap. Oh vou’re there—I’m glad I've found you,
Lovd Esm. Well, Trap—I call him Trap— 4
S [4paré to Count.]

Trap. 1 thought you'd run away from me; but
you frighten me so no more, as back you come to
prison directly. ;

Count. Ha, ha, ha! bravo! Oh he does it capi-
tally ! :
iord Fsm. Now I'll give you a specimen how I
can act the lord. [ Apart to Count.] But my honest
jailor; indulge me m this little frolic—T paid you well
for it.

Gount. Brayo, my Lor; now jailor. ;

Trap. Yes, but what’s your pay if I get hang’d for
letting you out? ;

° Count. Ah, ah, ah! dat is capital. Ha, ha!

Lord Esm. But I am now going to my castle.

Zrap. But first, my lord, yow’ll come back to my
castle!

Count. Oh charmante! ha, ha, ha! to my castle—
©Oh dat is admirable—ha, ha !

Tiap. Yes, damme, what do. you laugh at? If I
had you peeping through the bars of my castle, then
you might grin like a baboon.

Count. Yes, but as dere is nobody by, you may
mow as well drop the jailor.

Trap. But I won’t drop the jailor. Nobody by ?—
Damme, do you want to rescue my prisoner; eh :

Count. Begar, if I was not told you was valet, you
almost make me tremble.

Trap. Valet! what do you mean?

Couns. O Iwarrant heis de careful diligent; I wish
uch to ave de care of my clothes,
ap. Your clothes! ha, ha, ha! I'd desire%only
uit and your body in it, I warrant I'd take care

of it.
VOL. 11, N
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e
Entcr TougH.

Tough. So, Jack Connor, now that Father Frank is

- here, I'll make my complaint, if you don’t restore my

lamb, - ; .
Jack Cop. She’s not your's—you know my shep-

* herd saw you tother night sneak into my field, and'

brand two of my sheep with your own name.

F. Frank. Oh! that was a grievous sin, neighbour
Tough.

Tough. Ah, Father Frank, I see which way your
opinion goes where good eaticg is to be had; but -
Tll lay my case before my lord’s steward, that I |
will, [ Enitd

Enter RacHEL hastily,

Jack Con. My love! ) ]

Rachel. Well here 've ru. to you, Oh! I'm so
frighten’d. Now if you have not brought Father
Frank here to marry us. i =

Jack Con. Ha, ha, ha ! guess'd it; A, sly one!

'E. Frank. But have you her father’s consent ? ;

Jack Con. Pve her own, which is worth fifty fa-
thers—eh, Rachel ?

Rachel, You have. [Gives her hand.]

F. Frank. 1 will not marry you without her father’s
consent.

R,
Enter PaELiv,

- Phelim. Here’s the steward.
Rachel. Lud, my father!
Phelim. And yonder comes old Tough again, swear-
ing he'll complain to him. ]
Jack Con. Will he? ’Gad T’ve a thought—Ha!
[4side.] Father Frank, only step in; Rachel will |
make preakfast for you—sufler me to say a few words
to her father, and I promise you he consents to onr |
marriage—Hush! stepin, = 3
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you, you'll never be able to hold your daughter mllI )

P'm tied up (o

Dowd. Then I wish you were tied up. Damn the
fellow, he’s as dangerous in the village as a fox.
‘Well, 1 consent; so call Father Frank.-

Jack Con. Call a priest from his breakfast! are
you mad?

Dowd. Call the wench hither.

Jack Con. I will, thank ye---[Going, 7etums] But
1 think you'd as good not be present. :

Dowd. No? il

Jack Con. No.—Old Tough will owe you a sad
spite. 4
Dowd. Well, Pm obliged to you.—Indeed her fa-
ther is a wicked old rogue. L

Jack Con. So he i, sir; he’s a wicked old rogue: |
why I told him so just now. . ;

Dowd. Did you? What! o his face?

Jack Con. To his face, as I tall to you this
moment.—Says I, you old knave, I’ll marry yuur
daughter. 3

Dowd Do—go in and do it; ha, ha, ha!

Jack Con. I will—Ill do it. o]

' Dowd. Ha, ha, ha! I like to see a crabbed old s
numskull bamboozled, ha, ha, ha! ¢

Jack Con. So do I, ha, ha, ha! i 5

Tough. [ Within.] Tll have her, : ;

.Dou.d Eh! here he is. . i

Jack Con. Yes, he has missed her “Now only
mind the sordid fellow’s manner of talkmg of his fa.
mily—all in the grazier’s style. Why, sir, his wif
he calls his ewe. -

Dowd. Then I suppose helll call his danghter her
within, bis lamb, ha, ha!
hJacIc Con. Eh! why no; I think he'll scarce de
that

Dowd. Tll bet you half-a-crown he does.

Jack Con. Done! He won't,

.
¢ i
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Dowd. He will. Zounds, dJon’tT know the fe]low s
mode of phrase? A mere savage !

Jack Con. Well, but do you eall to the fuar

Dowd. 1 will -—Here, Father Frank, marry the
coupie direcily; go in and do it. [Pughing him in.]
Oh'! this will make a rare laugh against the old fel-
low, ha, ha, ha! Here he comes,—Father Frank,
make haste and marry them.

Enter Toucs,

Tough. He shall restore her. Mr Dowdle do you
authorise these doings? : :

Dowd, What doings? ha, ha, ha! [Smotherz'ng )
laugh.]

Toug/z What doings ! Jack Connor to take away

my lamb?

Dowd. Hislamb! ha, ha, ha! by the Lord I have
won my half-crown—I'knew the grazier would come
ont, ha, ha! She’s Jack Connor’s lamb by this, ha,
ha, ha!

Tough. His'! For ten guineas she carries my name,

Dowd. Ha, ha, ha! For twenty guineas, by this

* she carries Jack Connor’s, ha, ha, ha! i

S

Tough. Why, zounds! he’s not tarring her oyer

“again!

Dowd, Tarr’d, yes; and she’ll be soon feather’d.

Tough, Beather’d! "

Dowd. Yes, when she’s dressed ; *tis all the fashlon,
you knoy.

Tough. Zounds! Then he intends her for his own
table.

Douwd, Yes, certainly, she’ll head his table, ha, ha,
ha!

Tough. He’s plavuy dainty.

« Dowd. Yes, he's a dainty fellow.

Tough. He's a thief—1I thought to have sent har

% mar l\Pt to-morrow, :
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been I that walked in my sleep. I shudderto think
of the dangers I've escaped; but my Nugent lives,
and danger vanishes. [ Aside, 4

e Enter DowpLE. 5

Doiwd,, Ab, jade! Pray, miss, did you know of my
daughter’s elopement ?

Adel, Dear sir, did you see the gentleman ?

Dowd. The devil’s in the women ! I ask about my
daughter, and a gentleman is slapp’d in my teeth!
Huswy were, you 1 her confidant? [ Lo My i

Mary. Pray, sir, ‘can you think where Muns s
gone ? i

Daorwd. Get along, you jade, you and your Muns;
the raseal, I suppose, is starving in a ditch by this—
4 loud knocking.] Hey! what great man is this!

Enter MuNS, in a vich Livery.

e DS Hey' nobody to throw open the gates for
us!—Hey! [ Suwaggering.]

Dowd. You! you scoundrel, how dare you show.
your saucy face here?

DMuns. [Without attending to Dowpre.] Come, we
must have the rooms now in some order. This ta=
ble—chairs—sopha—{[ With great Laste, and very con-
sequentially, lie moves the furniture.]—We must-have a
total change here—by’r leaye—

Dowd. Hey! Tarn out.

Muns. Stop—we shall soon see which of us is to'
tarn out. [ Showting without. ]

Enter Lord Esvonb, (rzchlj dressed,) and the

Count.
Lord Esm. My beloved Adelaide! [Embracing.]
Muns. My darling Mary ! [Embmcmﬂ' 1 ‘

Adel. °Tis my Nugent' .
Cownt, Mugent! Oh! she vil spoil all. [dside.]—
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Enter M‘Gurrin from the House.

DEGHL. T will believe in witcherafts, in wizards,
and watlocks—Though I did pack Goody Communs
out of the island, yet I am certain her elyes have been
about my house this night—No noise in Jenny’s room, -
nor in my daughter Moggy’s, nor in Charley’s, nor
in Benin’s—yet, noises 1 most assuredly heard.—
[Mocey fiom her Window lowers @ Box on lus Fezt. |
Eh'!

Mog. Have you got it?

M-Gil. Yes.” [Feels his Foot as if hurt.] What!
my daughter! Oh ho! [4side.]

Mog. I thought I heard my tather. [Softly. ]

DGl So did L. [In ar under tone.]

Mog. Do you think he’s got up ?

MeGil. No.

Mbg. Now you'll catch me? : o

DGl Yes, T'll catch you—you jade ! [ Aside.]

Mog. Now for it. :

D:Gil The devil! she won’t jump out of the wine
dow ! [ iside.] S

Moz Now, my fine fellow—Here goes— !

D Gal Ob, Lord! My child will breale her bones!
[ Aside.]—Stop ! Can’t you come out at the strect
s open. |

Meg. Psha' why didn’ts you tell me so before?
Upou uiy word, I doi’t like such jokes. [ Retires and
goes down, ] :

MeCal. [ dsede.] Nor I, upon my soul ! [Snrrry
sings.] If I could carry on her mistake, I may find
out who her seducer is—I 'think it’s scarce light
enough for Ler to know me now.

Enter SHELTY singing.

_ Shel. Tf Sandy and Jenny are to be married fe«
day, it’s time to rouse the boys and gitls.
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MGl T think T know that voice—Oh! this is
her fine fellow, I suppose. [Aside.]

Enter Mogey from the House.  (CuARLEY steals on.)

MMog. Come, now I’m for you, my dilding! [Takes
M<GiLein under the Arm.]

JGel. And T’m for you, my dolding! [ In kis own
pice, laying liold of her—Mosey screams. | And pray,
my dear, where were you going so early ? Eh!

MMog. Going !—Sir!'—[—I—was going——

MeGil, T know you was going, si—but where,
sir?

Mbg. To—to—church, sir.

A6l Jump out of the window to go to church!

Enter Cuarcey from iie House, half undressed, ancl
Pretending to be scarce awake.

C’/mr Aw’ aw !—What's the matter here? Ah!
s Vawnmg

LGl Where haye you been, sirrah?

Char. Sir—I—I was—aw—aw—fast asleep!!

MeGil. You stupid—Where’s Jenny !

Char. Sir—she’s—aw—aw—fast asleep !

MGl You lazy lubber! snoring in bed, and rob-
bers,and rayishers ranning away with my daughter!
[To Surcry.] Sirrah! What do you want with my

~daughter?

Shel. 1! [Lookzug simple.] =

Char. Bh'l Shelty !—wloggy I—Oh ho.! [ Look-
ing at them.] Well, hang me if I dida’t long suspect
this {—[70 Mocacy.] Tum it upon him, and we are
safe.

Mog. Go, my dear Shelty !

Shel. Eh ! .

LMog. Don’t attempt to seduce my innocence any
more.

 Shel, T—seduce !
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Mog. Your wanting me to jump out of the window
to vou i
Shel. I—jump ! 2
JM¢G7l. To make a girl perhaps break her bones!
Mog. Ay, my poor little bones!—you eruel lad !

Shel. Why, is the devil in you all ?

DGl Dow’t name: the devil, you profligate!—
You're as wicked as the witch your grandmother,
and the smuggling thief your father ! 3

Shel. My granny was an innocent old woman, and
50 is my daddy!

MGul. Charley, I commit her to your care.

Mog. Oh, cruel father ! [Craziey takes hold of her.

DI Gil. Take her, Charley ! you marry, you jade*
you sha’n’t be even present at a wedding—I’ll have
Sandy’s and Jenny’s celebrated to-day, and, oh, not a
peep at it—up to your malepardis—go !

Char. Come, miss; I’ll take care you don’t marry:
. anybody—but myself. [ dpars to lier. ] i

[CHARLEY ‘akes Mocey into the House,

M Gil. That’s night, Charley ! [ Follows them.

Shel. [ Solus—looking out.]] As well as I can dis-
tinguish, yonder seems a boat put off from that ship
that couldn’t get in last night—I may pick up cus-
tomers among the passengers : they can’t come toa |
neater house than mine. Everybody says, ha, ha, ha!
that Shelty’s a queer fellow: I believe I am—but 19
don’t know how—TI geton—I do~~I will! :

AIR.
Shelty.

‘When I've money I am merry,

‘When I've none I'm very sad 3

‘When U'm sober I am civil,

When I'm drunk 'm roiriqg mad.
With my fal, lal, tidle, tam;
Likewise toodle, teedle tum;

Not forgetting titherin I, > 4
‘And also folderoodle um,
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When disputing with a puppy,
I convince him with a rap,
And when romping with a girl,
By accident I—tear a cap.

With my fal, lal, &c.

Gadzooks, T'll never marry,
I'm a lad that's bold and free,
Yet L loye a pretty girl,
A pretty girl is fond of me,
With my fal, lal, &c.

There’s a maiden in a corner,

Round and sound, and plamp and fat,
She and 1 drink tea together,

But no matter, sir, for that.

With my fal, 1al, &c.

If this maiden be with bairn, ¢
As 1 de suppose she be,
Like good Jappy L must learn
Toidandle Jacky on my knee,
With my fal, lal, &c.
2 [Exit.
Enter M‘Gizeiy and CHARLEY.

MGl Oh, my daughter is a most degenerate girl ¢
Well, you've locked her up? 2
Char. Yes, sit. [Shews a Key]
DIGil. Keep her from Sheity.
Char. Tl keep her from Shélty, don’t fear, sir.
MeGil. My good boy, how much I'm obliged ts
ou—how shall I reward you ?
Char. I shall want cash for our frolic—a choice
opportunity to coax him out of a little. [ Aside.]
 MFGil. Only let me know what I should' do fo.r

ou. 4
Clar. Why, sir, last Christmas you proy'nise‘l me 3
Christmas-box; now didn’t you?
MG T did so, my faithful Charley ; keep but a
strict watch upon Moggy, and——NWaybe you have
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Sandy. He's gone over to Raasey; so I desired
Jamy M<Kenzie to send us their new curate—DBut,
sir, is my Jenny awake. [Goimg.] Oh, youder she
comes, blight as the morn which gives the flowers
their beaury ! welcome as the gale which wafts its
sweetness ! 1

AIR.

Sandy.

©Oh, had T Allan Ramsay’s art
To sing uy passion tender !

Tn every verse she’d read my heart,
Such soothing strains { d send her

Nor his, nor gentle Rizio s aid
To.shew is all a folly,

How much 1 love the charming maid,
Sweet Jane?of Grisipoly.

8he malkes me know what all desire
With suth bewitching glances

Her modest air then checks my fire,
And stops my bold advances :

Meek as the lamb on yonder lawn,
Yet by her conquered wholly;

For sometimes sprightly as the fawn,
Sweet Jane of Grisipoly.

My senses she’s bewilder’d quite,
I seem an amorous nimny ;

A letter to a friend [ write,
For Sandy I sign .tenny :

Last Sunday, when from church T came,
‘With looks demure and holy,

X cried, when asked the text to name,
*Twas Jane of Grisipoly.

My Jenny is no forfune great, ®
And I am poor and lowly 5

A straw for power and grand estate,
Her person I love solely =
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T'rom every sordid, selfish view,
So free my heart is wholly;

And she is kind as [ am true,
Sweet Jane of Grisipoly.

Enter JENNY.

Jenny. Welcome home, my Sandy !

Sandy. [ Embrace.] My loye!

MeGil. Ah! ha! Egad, my Highland lad and Ziow-
Tand lassie, you’ll make a neat couple; ha, ha, ha !

Jenny. [To M‘Gizein.| Dear sir, take the only
return in my power—my thanks, my gratitude for .
your unmerited goodness. :

MeGil. Ah, Jenny ! was I the man that boasted
of his goodness, I'd remind you that I gave you an
asylum when you was but a squalling bairn—though
I didn’t, nor suppose 1 ever shall, know what family:
you are of. Your mother coming here to Col to lye-
in privately, and dying in my house—yet my asto-
nishing beneyolence—Oh ! —

Sandy. Your benevolence would be astonishing in-
deed ! [dside.] /

M:Gil. Isay, my amazing charity and

Sandy. Well, sir, we have often heard that story.

DGol. To be sure. Would you have me put my
candle under a bushel? Speak, Jenny—did not I
bring you up equal to my own daughter, Miss Mogey.
MeGilpin ? Sent you to the, tip-top boarding school
in Inverness, kept by Miss Caroline Killcoobery ?

Jenny. You did, dear sir.

DGl T did—T did—Though your forlorn mother
dido’t leave you a bawbee but 500/ which you
shall never see. [Aside.]—So, out.of pure friendship,
Sandy—there, take her———off my hands. [ dside.]

Jenn,s Dear sir—— |

DEGil. Aye, 'm a kind friend, Jenny; an’t I a
gay old fellow ? Why, I'm a second Robin Gray !

a
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Jenny. Oh, sir! This last proof of your kindness
leaves me not a wish, but to know. my parents.

AIR.
Jenmy.

Such pure delight my bosom knos,
My thanks are due to heaven and thee ;
With gratitude my heart o'erflows,
Kind agent of its clemency !
Humanity ! thou good supreme
To chace the orphan’s tear away,
Alike the bright all-cheering beam
Brings comfort from the god of day. &

MGil. Hey ! yonder’s a boat put in fiom that

ship in the offing—Some great strangers landed. ;
Exit.

Sandy. T must gather all the lads to: make a[hand-
some ‘wedding procession to the kirk, J enny.

Jenny. And [ torassemble the lasses. Oh, Sandy—
here, as the packet’s in, will you see if there’s any
letter for me, as T desired the Iottery-man to send me
notice if this chance should be drawn a prize. [Gies
# {o him.]

Sandy. Ha, ha, ha! you never told me you had
bought a lottery chance: but it must, it shall be a
prize; Tll keep it safe for you—this day proves Pm
a favourite of fortune, and she shall smile upon my.
Jenny. > [Exeunt severally.

SCENE, Il.—4n oper. Couniry—SreLty’s Houses

Captain Dasy and Serjeant Jack discozered.

Both. Ha, ha, ha! 3
Serj. Yes; the letter you'll send by lLittle Tom the
drummer, ‘will prepare the old taxman—Ha, ha, ha'
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He won’t have a doubt that you're the real captain
in the army, ha, ha, ha!’ !

Capt. Ha, ha, ha!l and my sole commission only
the ‘promise of a pair of colours in the Bast India
service, ou condition I can raise an hundred men, ha,
ha, ha! s

Sery. Ha, ha, ha! Ay, by this sham of pretending
their young laird is our colonel, from the affection
of a Scotch Highlander, I warrant they’ll flock to
our standard —we know our ground, and the charac-
ter of old M-Gilpin—flatter his eloquence, and pro-
mise him an agency, and we have every man in' the
island. !

Capt. Dam’me, T°d rather have one pretty woman
I saw just now, than the honour of planting my stan-
dard on the walls of Belgrade.

[ 4 loud laugh of Peasants.

Sery. Some country gambols going forward.

Gapt. The time to! recruit-~introduce yourself to
them : coax, wheedle, drink, swear—Zounds! make
‘em {

Sery. As wicked as ourselves, [Exit Caprain.

Enter SHELTY playing the Pipes before some country
Lads.

Shel. Ay, lads, T think we’ll honour Sandy’s wed-
ding; but the lasses musn’t set out for kirk before
us. ;

Serj. Ha, my hearties ! My honest lad, shake hands,
9 [To SuELTY.

Shel. Every man shake his own hand. ’

Seyj. Why, you all seem very merry to-day.

Shel. Yes; and we'll all be merry to-morrow, ha,
ba, ha! and we were merry yesterday, ha, ha, ha!

! Sery. Ha, ha, ha! why, you're a pleasant fellow.

Shel. Ha, ha, ha! yes, I am—ha, ha, ha! I was
born laughing, ha, ha, ha! instead of crying; my
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mother laugh'd out, ha, ha, ha !~ My daddy liked to
have dropt me out.of his arms on the floor laughing
at me, ha, ha, ha!—What’s the child’s name, said
the parson that christened me? Shelty. says rmy god-
daddy ; ha, ha, ha! then the parson laughed, ba, ha,
ha!—Amen, says the clerk, ha, ba, ha! Since that
moment every body has laughed at me, ha, ha, ha!
and [ laugh at every body, ha, ha, ha!

Serf, Ha, ha, ha! I should like to enlist such a
pleasant fellow—Your good-humour would keep us
in such spirit; you’d be the drum of the corps.

Shel. Yes; and your rattan would be the drams
stick of the corps, to beat the travally on my back—
row-dy-dow ! Good morning to you.

Sery. I tell you, you'd make a devilish good soldier.

Shel. That’s more than my daddy could..

Serj. Ha, ha, ha! you’re an odd fish.

SheloYes; but I won’t be a red herring,

Serj. Noj, but you're a pickled one though :—But
pray what are you'?

Shel, Me ! 'm a tnerchant, and a brogue-maker—
I sells a horn of malt—moreoyer I am a famous
piper. " My father, Mr Croudy, is a famous necro-
mancer; he's the gift of second sight; and Mvs Com-
mins, my grauny, was banished for a witch.  Now
I must tune my chaunter.

Sery. Any particalar festival to-day?

Shel. A wedding; and there’s the lads assembled
1o honour the wedding of Sandy and Jenny.  Come,
lads, quick! march two and two till we join Miss
Jenny. i

Serj. Eh! well said, my lad! you deserve encou-
ragement—I’ve a rough guinea here, and, egad, Pl
make one at this wedding, to drink my king’s health?
and success to the young couple. :

VoL 1. U

a
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AIR.
Serjeant and Chorus. .

For soldiers the feast prepare,
Who friends protect and foes annoy,
‘What war has won let's now enjoy,
Good cheer bright mirth bestowing.
O1d Sirloin first we'll nobly dare,
$ur host looks round his table,
His breast with friendship glowing,
We jovial lads whilst able,
Resolved to do all honony
To the donor,
With courage charge
His boild and roast,
In goblets large
Each loyal toast,
L ‘With sparldling bumpers flowing.
Let drums beat, and fifes sound shrill,
Ye clarions, lend yoar sweetest notes;
: Now, trumpets, rend your'silver throats,.
Proclaim in warlike measure,
When the racy bowl we fill -
The fair shall do their duty,
And sip its balmy treasure,
Touch’d by the lip of beauty
’Tis now a draught for Hector;
*Tis nectar,
. The gods delight—here's wine and love,
Like Mars who fight, shrould kiss like Jove,
By turns the soldier’s pleasure. K
¢ [ Eveunts

: ACT LI,
SCENE L~=As before.

Enier CHARLEY.

Char. Ha, ha, ha! My master gees to, seize hiz.
own goods that I stole out of his stores, and hid in
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the rocks for him to seek out, whilst I rup off with
his daughter. : .

Enter Mocey unperceived.

T must run and let her out. [ Going.]
Mog. Dear sir, won't you wait for company ?
Char. Moggy ! how the plague did you get out?
DMog. No matter; here I am, and take me while
you can. -
Char, Hey '—Ecod, this is doing things '—Ha, ha,
ba! Charming! Pve cut out work for your father
on the opposite side of the'island; so Fll run down
to the pier and get the boat ready, and off we skim
like curlews. [ Exit.

Mog. Make haste, Charley ! —Oh, my bonny

Charley !—Eh! yon’s a boat put in—here’s some of

the passengers [ Looking]—by the description, it must

be the strange. parson .that’s expected from Mull to
marry Jenny and Sandy.

Enter Laird of RAASEY as a Parson, and Servant.

Laird. That dwelling [ Poins o Surrty’s] looks
like a public house.

Servant. Yes, sir, it is.

Laird. Then engage a room, and leave my bag-
gage. Here—my great coat was comfortable on the
water, but on land °tis cumb’rous {Zakes it off and
giwes it to Servant.]—And lay eut my best periwig,
that I may look decent.

Servant. Yes, sir.  [Hxit with things into SHELTY’S,

Parson. Here, pretty maiden !

Mog. Sir—what a civil gentleman! [dside.]

Parson. Do you know one Sandy Frazer ?

Mog. Eh! Sandy? ®

Parson. Whom i am to marry to one Jenny.

IMog. He, he! Lord! if I could persuadé him
Charley and I are they! may be he’d marry us.
[dside.]—Oh, sir; dear sir! reverend sic! you're
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heartily ‘welcome, sir! [Cutsying.] My Charley, I
dare say, sir—my Sandy is just gone yonder to the
pier, to ook out for you, sir.

Parsen. Oh, then you are Jenny ?

Mog. Yes, siv [Curtsy] 5 1 am Jenny, sir—I hope.
be won't find me out. [dside. The Parson views her:
2with attention.] Lord! I believe he suspects me. [Aside
and confused.] Oh, sir! here comes my Sandy !—Now,
sir, youll—Oh heavens! my father! [ 4side.] Good
b’ye, sir. [Going.

Parson. But, lassie, stop— i B

Mog. Yes, sir; Lil stop when I’m out. of your

sight, [Buit running into SueLTYs.
Parson. A whimsical sort of a young lady.
[ Exit after Mocer.

Enter CHARLEY.

Char. The boat’s ready, and—Hey ! where has she
scampered ! This giddy tit just to kick up her heels
at the starting post \—Her father! Zounds! it’s well
she has missed him !

Enter MGILPIN 22 a rage.

MGil. Fine police, if the king’s officers are to be
assaulted in the execution of their duty.
. 'Char. Ha, ha, ha! [4side.]—Oh then, sir, you've
beat old Croudy ? {
DMGil. No, damu him'! but he beat me! Bat il
let the ruffian know nobody shall cheat the king in
this island, but myself." He’s a poacher too, goes
fowling, growsing, and cocking; but I’ll growse and
cock him! T’ll shew him, that in Col I'm grand
. fowler, prowler, and comptroller. ' His son Shelty
have a child of mine! My dear Charley, talke care
of Mogay. § i sl
Cliar. She's safe, Pll answer, sir.: ! s
* DI‘Gil. Have you seen the captain? I mean &
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give Jenny to him, and break my promise with San-
dy—tis more for my interest.

Char. T’ll set him another hunt whilst I look for
Moggy. [Aside.]—Sir, have an eye to Jennv: the
parson’s come; and if Sandy gets a hint of your in-
tention to give her to the captain, they’ll be coupled
unknown to you.

DGl Oddsfish! but where is Jenny ?

Chap. This mstant gone into Shelty’s.

DGl Run you in, boy, and secure her, whilst T
raise the posse after Croudy.

Char. Lord ! Sir, Jenny’d never stay with me;
you'd best in and secure her yourself, and I’ll bring
the constables for Croudy-.

7 [Exzt M<GiLpin into-the House.

SCENE 1I..—Survry’s House,

Enter SHELTY with a Jug.  Sercant with @ Coat and
* Wi :

Shel, Yes, sir—I am here, sir——I am there, sir—
Coming, sir. [Drinks.] Lord! what nice ale do I
sell!  Yes, sir;——my house is so full—Oh, what a
mortal fine chance have I to make money ! besides,
T’'m your only lad in the island for harmonious jolly-
fications | But father’s wrangling with M‘Gilpin will
kick down all!—Here h> comes; now: if he hasn’t
been in some new combustifications.

Enter CROUDY.

Croudy. Ha! [Takes the Mug from SHELTY and
drinks.]~ Ho! A scoundrel! ‘tell me Irob theKing}
The custom-house officer takes his pay and smuggles
—and he’s a damn’d bad servant indeed that r@bs his
‘master. Boy, MGilpin would have seized my boat,
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though he only last week claw’d up my other [ Drinks.]
— Lost my poor syallow ! ‘

Shel. 1'shouldn’t have thought as much. [ Turning
the Mrg.]

Croudy. This taxman—Oh, zounds! I'll—

Slel. Lord ! father ! how you do put me out of all
sorts! here’s my house full—There’s the Serjeant,
Sandy, and all* the lads playing cards; and nere’s
Sandy’s marriage—

~ Croudy. Go froth your ale and score double, boy;
Pye thresh’d M<Gilpin.
Shel. You ha'n’t.
Croudy. T've bang’d him, sirrah!

Enter APIE,

Apie. Oh, mercy ! Master Croudy, here’s the ‘con-
stables! And here’s Mr MGlpin!

Shel. Lord! Lord! yowll be taken! Go you, and
let nobody come up. [Puts Arie off. Secs Clothes]
Th! this is the luckiest—Here, step into this great
coat, hat, and wig, the parson’s servant left here—No
time for thinking—do take a fool’s advice !

Croudy. Eh'!

Shel. 1f you're taken, o jail you go—Do you want

to make a riotin my house, and give him a pretence

to take away my licence? No; do things easy—

here, quick, quick ! [Helps hLim on witly the, Clothes.]

'here—the ‘devil a one of them can know you now

—1T'll ran and get the boat ready. ' You're so nicely
disguised, you may easily get to it—Huh ! Oh dear !
[Exi.

Croudy. Oh, you cowardly cur! you’re no son of
mwine. My cudgel is but a—If I had only—Zounds!
Tsw’t that“my broad sword yonder? I made a pre-

sent uf it to this pigeon, but he never had spirit to

use it! [Takes 4t from over. the Chimney.] ' 1f they
take me, they must first take this—no disguise now

c
£ -
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—It never shall be said a Highlander sneaked out
like a poltroon, with his broad sword in his hand—
No, no! [ Flings Clothes off.] [Exit.

Enter MoGGy. frightened.

Mog. Oh, Lud | Where shall T hide from father ?
If I' could stand behind the door and slip out as he
comes in—but what could bewitch Charley to send
him after me ? If [ could but get down to the pier!
What's this? [ Looks at Clothes, &c.] Hal the par-
son’s I—Fcod! I've a great mind i try now if I
can’t hide myself in it—ha, ha, ha! On they: go.
[Puis them on.]—Ha- ha, ha ! —and wig—ha, ha, ha!

M:GiveiN and SHELTY without.

BIGil. She is here.
DMog. O Lord | there’s father!
Shel. She is not. @
M<Gil. Sirrah! Charley told me she came in just
noW. ‘
Mog. Did he indeed ?

Enter MGiirin and SHELTY.

Shel. She is not, I tell you—You've done like a
wise man! [Apart to Mog6y. ]
. M<Gil. Til have the house searched.
Shel. Don’t speak, and T’ll get you out,
- MFGil. Where’s Jenny ? You're of a stamp with
the rascal your father. -
Shel. Father, keep your temper.
IM:Gil. Deliver up Jenny, you scoundrel!
. Sliel. Keep your cudgel quiet—Oh, Jenny! You
think F'm a devil amongst the girls.  This moruing
I was running away with Moggy—now, it’s Mr
Shelty, sir, you've been kissing Jenny. L
DGl What old fellow’s that? [To Moecy.]
Shel. Fellow! This? O, sir, this gentleman is the
parson from Raasay. 5
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DG 0d! I beg his pardon—How do you do,
doctor? Oh true, you're come to marry Sandy and
Jenny—Ah! that’s all up, sir.

Shel. Don’t spealk to him, sir.

M<Gil. Damn your busy—Sirrah ! you are the
cause of my child’s present distresses, you miscieant!
Tll—Ecod! Tll revenge all upon the sogue your fa-
ther! Doctor—Oh, here Charley has brought the
constables!

Shel.. Eather, you see you must fight your way.

Enter Cuarrey and two Constables.

Char. Sir, I saw Croudy enter here. :

M<Gil. We'll have him! There, Charley, you
shew the Doctor here to my house, whilst the consta~
bles and I search this for Croudy. X

Shel. (4part to Cnarcey.) Do, Charley, take the
Doctor—it’s my father—get Lim off.

Chats What! I help the escape of smugglers!
Sir, that’s Croudy in disguise. =~

Mog. (dpart to him.) It's me, you blockhead !

Char. Moggy again! (dside.) Ay, come along,
Doctor.

B Gil. No, you old rogue ! no collusion with my
clerk—I know you, Croudy—1I see the tip of his nose
—constables, lay hold of him.

(The Constables lay hold. of MoGG¥-~-SHELTY takes
the stick from one, and- beats the other---MoGG¥%
throws off her disguise, and kneels before - her Fa-
¢her.)

Shel. Keep off; Ill defend my father with my
life. :
Mog. Oh, save my dearest father !
© DIl My daughter !
* Shel. This my daddy !
MGzl My dear child}
€har. Tve done this well I'{dside.)
1 e
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M:<Gil.. Before T lock’d—but now Tl double-lock
you. No, Il take care of you myself, my dutiful,
affectionate—But, you jade, who got you out?

Mog. Who but my dear Shelty ?

Shel. 12 Me? ;

DGl Ay; whatare locks and brick walls against
such an Algerine family as Shelty’s? Even the old
water-thief his father would rob a bishop of. his but-/
terboats, [ Exeunt, dragging out MoGGY.

Shel. -But where the deyil can old Croudy be? E-
gad! as I found Miss Moggy under a great coat, per-
bhaps I may find my daddy undera petticoat !

SONG.

Boys, when 1 play, cry, oh crimini,
Shelty’s chaunter, squeakerimini;
1 love tunes, {’m so emphatical,
Fingers shaking, qliveratical,
With agility,
Grace, gentility,
Girls sheke heel and toe;
Pipes I tickle so,
My jiggs fill a pate,
Tittilate :
Pretty mate,
By hops love mirth, young blood circulate.

©h my chaunters sound so prettily,
Sweeter far than pipes from Italy;
Cross the Tweed L'l bring m$ tweedle dum,
Striking foreign flute and fiddle dumb !
Modern Rizzi’s so,
Pleases ma’ams, misses though,
g Peers can marry strum,
Act plays, very rum,
T'll puff at Square Hanover,

Can over, ®
Man cver, 5
ATl the puny pipes from Italy. POl

T'm in talk a pedant musical,
In fine terms I lug intrusical,
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No flocks, nor herds, nor stores of gold,
i Nor house, nor home haye 13
5 1f beauty must be bought and sold,
 Alas! I cannot buy—Jenny !

Yet I am rich, if thou art kind,
So prized a smile from thee,

True love alone our hearts shall bind,
Thou’rt all the world to me—Jenny !

Sweet, gentle maid, though patient, meek,
My lily drops a tear,

Ah'! raise thy drooping head and seek
Soft peace and comfert here—Jenny !

[ Exveunt.

ACT 1L
SCENE L—MGiveix’s House.

Enter BENIN with a Bundle, meeting MocGy.

HMoggy. Well, Benin, have you—Shew, my good—

Ben. Yes, Missy ; and I tink dey vil fit you.

Mog. My best creature!

Ben. Ah, Missy ; but Massa lick a me as I vas
vorse creature—Missy, if you run away I vill run too
—Massa kill 2 me if know I help you.

Mog. Psha! you fool, I'm net going to run a-
way. - :

%m. Missy, dere be Miss Jenny write letter in
parlour below—want me fetch it, Missy—Now don’t
tell Massa I brought you clothes. [ et

Mog. Let’s see what you have brought. (Opens
Bundle.) Jacket, kilt, bonnet. complete—I wont even »
tell Charley of my Jesign till 'm equipt, ha; ha, ha!
Tll surprize him—There, Pll lay all snug. (Putdthem
2n the Press) Now if Charley could borrow cash to
carry us up to Edinbro’, father could never find us



940 “THE BIGHLAND REEL. ACT 111,

out there—let's see—Lud! T hav’n’t above halfa-
guinea left of my own pocket-money. Oh, poor
Charley, and T

Enter BENIN,

Ben. Miss Moggy, Jenny desire me give you dis.
: (Guves o Letter.)
Mog. Very well. [Ewit Beniw.]'® What's this?
(Opeps Letier and takes out o Bil) An Edinbro”
bagk-note for 40l Let’s see. (Reuds.) «Idy dear
o:{;iMoggy, Sandy in a fit of despair has enlisted him-
=% self among the soldiers; I have sold my lottery-
- «’chance for the inclosed 40l ! For certain, the
« gaptain will never part with such a soldier as my
« Sandy, therefore I shall take your hint and follow
« the dram—as I shall not want the moneys accept
x it’,‘;my dear friend, for travelling charges—besides, -
4 asupply of cash you will find necessavy till you |
& can obtain your father’s pardon for the step you
« are about to take—in which be happier than yout
.« Jenny.” My generous friead! No—I wall not
enjoy happiness whilst you feel sorrow !—with the
- assistance of my Highland dress here in my cup-
" board, if I can oace more elope, the first use 1 make
of my liberty is to procure it for. you, Saundy LAY,

thouéh father catches nie the next moment.
Enter N‘Gireix.

DEGSL Pll first catch ¢yon this imoment. { Takes
her by the Arm and takes a Key out of lis Pocket.) Ge
. 1n there,
Mog. No, sir. ¢
DGil. Go in. ¢

Enter. CHARLEY. y

Cher. What’s the matter, sir ? - :
JIGil. Here’s 2 young lady won’t be lock’d up.
3 o .

£ X %



3CENE I. THE HIGHLAND REEL. 241

_ Char. Oh fye, Miss! refuse to be locked up!—
¢hat’s so unreasonable of you. hintiins

Gl Soitis. Ts’t it a- proof what a high vas
lue I set upon you, hussey? Don’t I lock up my
guineas? You young brazen-face, go in thcre. (He
puts her into @ Room.) If T should be obliged to go
out, Charley, you’ll haye a watch  here, and Pli cer-
tainly give you

(As M<GLein. twrns his Head to speaf to CHARLEY,
Mocgy, anscen. by either, slips again out of the

roon, pulls Cuarvey by'the Ear, and runs into the
Press in flatt, where she had before put the Clothes.)

Char. Now, sir, what's that for? (Puts kis Hand
0 his Ear.) ;

MG Charley, don’t say a word against it—I
shall do as I like with my family.

Char. Yes, sir; but when you count ears, pray
don’t consider me one of your tamily.

MEGIL Ay, true, my lad—However, (Turns to the
Room-door, where he thinks Mocex is.) stay you there,
the plague of my family ! (Locks de Door.) I think
1 have you fast now, my dearee !

*Char. My poor girl ¢ (dside.)

DG, Charley, boy—though I bave the key,
yet I scarce think I’m sure of her eyen now; she’s
full of hocus pocus! So, d’ye hear, now and then
throw an eye to the door. That rogue Shelty must
have been assisted by his grandmother the old witch
I banished, to have got her out before.

Char. Eh, Tl encourage this thought! (dside.)

MeGil. Charley, T'm now going into wmy study
to practise oratory—Don’t let any body iiterrupt
me, boy !—Hem!

) [ Euxit, with much self-sufficiencys

Clar. I find he don’t know yet that old Laird Do
nald is come—Ha, ha, ha! this ridiculous Mea of

VOL. 1L, X &
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Shelty’s grandmother being a witch—Ha, ha, ha'
T’'m strangely tickled with the thought.

Shel. (Without.) Suppose he is busy>

Benin. (ithout.) Well, Tll tell my Massere.

Char- Ha, ha, ha! And here comes Shelty in the
nick, to help my project! Ha, ha, ha! Pll try it
however.

MeGil. (Without.) Tll break your bones!

Benin. (Without.) Me don’t care—Oh ! (Crying.)

Char. Hey ! what now ?

MGil. (Without.) An impudent scoundrel i Tll—

Char. Here he comes, and in as rare a humour
for my purpose—If I can but make him give her
up to Shelty ! Once she’s out of these doors, 1 haye
my dear girl.

Enter M<Grueix in a violent rage, and Benwy crying.

JEGil. You villain ! you shouldn’t have interrupt-
ed me at study—No, not for the Lord Advocate. of
Scotland !

Benin. (Crying.) VVhy, Massere, I did tought——

MeGit. Will you prate ? Interiupted for Shelt.yP

(Looks in a Paper.)

Char. Ha, ha, ha!

Benin. (dpar¢ to Cumariry.) You may laugh,
Massere never beats you—Oh ! Eh, do, he did tumpa
me!

Char. (dside.) This may. give a lift to my scheme.
(dpart o Benix.) No, Benin, master never beals
me, because when I find he’s in a passion I never
answer him.

Benin, He! if it saves me a beating, I wxl 1I not
malke him no answer.

Char. Don’t you know he’s an orator, and hkes to .
have all the talk to himself?

Benin. Ha, ha, ha ! then he shall—Thank’ ve, Char-

“ley—ila, ha, ha! when I find he raise hlS vmce,I
will no answer him—Ha, ha, ha! [ER‘Z’
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M Gil. 1 wonder he dares thrust his saucy face
into my house!

Ghar. Now for it—If T can but work upon his fan-
cy (dside.)—Ay, sir, Shelty would make you belieye
he has the power to bring you to terms.

DG, Powerand terms! What do you mean?

Char. And yet, I assure you, sir, I put little or ne
faith in these sort of old women’s stories. I see
Shelty’s intent—as he said:

MGl Why, what did e say ?

Char. Says he, just now: “ Charley, I haye your
“ master under my thumb; I know that the clue to
“ his fame and forfune 1s his tongue; therefore,”
says he, « with my scissars of fate I'm determined
“ to cut”

M:Gil. What! to cut my tongue with his scissars !
Oh, the b]oody—mmded :

Char. No, sir, to cut’the thread of your discourse 3
to deprive you of

MGil. Of what, ,Charley t

Char. Your power of:

MGl Of what, boy !

Char. Of voice.

DMGil. What, make me not speak ! impossible !
I will talk, though there were three women in com-

any.

Char. T tell you, sir, it’s his wjcked determination,
if you don’t give him Miss Moggy, to take from your
speech all sound! Look, snr, here he comes—and
look, see the very tahsmau m his hand.

MGil. Eh'--—-what, that crabstick ?

Char. Stick ! I know it’s cut from the yew-tree in
the church-yard’; and he told me he had it from the
witch his grandmether.

MGl Charley don’t talk w1cked---now I
dou t think the fellow looks like a conjurer.

7

.
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Enter SHELTY with great consequence.

Shel.- Where’s M<Gilpin ?

Char.: You don’t mean my master, Shelty ?

Shel. The master now has a master,

M:GHL. What's that, sirrah ?

Skel. Only the kicker shall be kicked—TLaird Do~
nald’s come; fine overhauling of accounts, master
Steward ! Now the eagle’s pounced, you’ll have some-
thing else to do than brooding ever your tender
chick, my old cock.

MEGil. Ay, though you'd take the chick from the
roost; ay, from under my wing, you most caitiff
hawk! yet you shall never prevent me from—Ay,
spite of your arts, the old cock will crow.

. Shel. Let’s hear you,

Char. [dpart to M‘GiLrin.) You see by his inse«
lence he’s conscious of his power. ]

MGl T do.

Char. Forbear. (To SaeLty.)

Shel. Forbear !

Char. You know I know your business.

Slel. Business! True; you know I’m a piper.

MEGil. Keep off—if you dare use your infernal
scissars ! =

Shel. Pve no scissars; but T have—look here—I |
know you’ll be hatching up a story to Laird Donald;
but if you dare open your lips to the prejudice of
me, or my daddy—see—let this keep you silenti—
(Shews his Stick.) Pll—Oh | by the—— i

Char. He says that (Pazniing io Susivy’s Stich)
shall make you silent. (dpart 10 M<Giren.) )

MGl Keep off your baleful yew—

Shel. Pm as good as you. -

MGl Sliver'd in the moon’s eclipse !

Shel. Moon’s eclipse I—he’s touched.

MG, Am 1? Has he? ) %

Char. Hark’ee, Shelty, dare to come hear my mas-

e
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ter with your damned twig there, and LIl kick you
“and it to the devil.

Shel. Kick me, youlittle pick-thank ! Pll—(Strekes
CrarLeY with lis Stick, as he endeavours to put him

off) :
MGil. To him! out with him, my hero !

(Cuarcey wrests the Stick from SuELTY, and thrusts
hime off.

You-are aclever boy, faith !

(CuArLEY throws SHELTY'S Stick down, struts about,
uses much Action, and moves his Lips as if talking.)

- Gad, Charley can't speak; he’s so very angry—IL

. mever saw him in a passion before—Is he gone? He
is—the knave ! So, let’s come to ourselves and con-
sider—Call’ Benin. (Cuarcey moves his Lips ‘as if
calling.) Why don’t Jou call him when I bid you ?
Zounds, sirrah ! call him—Benin! (Calls wery loud,
looks at CHARLEY, who moves his Lips.) Damn the fel-
low, what is he at? Is Benin coming, eh?—What,
an’t I worthy of an answer ? Dam’me, I'll knock you
down if you stand making mouths at me, you rascal !
Eh—why—he can’t—Can’t you speak, eh?—Aye,
indeed, T saw Shelty strike him with that faal stick
—but it’s impossible |—it can’t be—Speak, L won’t
believe but you can—Eh {—come, none of your ca-
pers upon me—Come, speak this moment—this in-
stant say in plain, auaible English, < How do:you
do, Mr M<Gilpin”—or down you go as flat asa fluke.
Eh, poor Charley ! faith, he has really lost his voice
—1I won’t believe it—I’m strongly tempted to fry: it
on myself; but then, when I get into Parliament---
if I lose my veice, I should be fit only to be fhe
Speaker---I'll venture---You, Charley, sirah? take
up that stick and- touch me with it---Very gently,
boy. (CHARLEY hits him wery forcibly.) Zounds! that
is ‘enough to knock a man speechless ! :
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Char. Oh, if T never recover my voice, I am s
miserable being !

MGil. Wi hy, you have, you rogue---I heard: you
speak then very plain,

Char. Eh'! now my master’s lips move as if he
was talking.

NGil Ha, ha, ha! why I am talking, you fool !

Char. Yes, they still move, but no sonnds--Eh !
perhaps I may now have recovered my voice bx the
stick touching my master---Qh, true, hhelty toI’d me
the dumbncss was transferable.

DMGil. Transferable ! the dumbness---What’s that
you say, boy ?

Char. Yes, by the motion of his lips; the poor gena
tleman thinks he’s speaking.

B Gal. Speaking ! Zounds, 'm bawling! L wont
believe but I am heard---Sirrah ! Pll~

Finter BENIN.

Now T'll see if (Aside.)---Here, you scoundrel! do
you hear me ? (Very loud.)

Ben. Tank you, Charley !

[ Exit without looking as N<GiLpin,

DGl Ay---it’s plain-—-1 can’t make mysclf be
heard---Oh! T’ve lost my voice | ' (Fery loud.) But,
zounds ! it can’t be! This may be a cunfederacy—--
but hold-~-if so---my daughter can’t be in the plot,
as nobody could have spoke to her since I locked
her up here within-—-True, and even the window i3
nailed down---I'll see if she can hear me. (Unlocks
the Door and goes in.)

Char, Oh the plague! now Moggy’ll answer bim,
and overthrow all my magic.

Mog. (Peeps ous of tlie Press.) Charley

“Char. You there ! Oh-—the——VVhy I beheve the
black gentleman has been at work in earnest. . How
the deuce got, you there 2

Mog, Psha! you fool—Hush ! T'm dressnw herel

<
€
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ha, ha, ha! why, you're humming him nicely ! But
only get him out of the way, and off we go.
| Clar., Pop in—here he comes:
[Mogcey ¢akes in her head.
Now, if T can but get him out!

Re-enter MGILPIN in o great rage and astonishment.

MGl Shels gone !—1I shall go mad! He has gof
her out; but how' No other way but the chimney
or the key-hole—How the devil!—Pless us! Yes, if
Shelty could carry her off when here—I found the
door locked—I can no longer doubt his power to
take my speech—Oh { I’m a most miserable oid gen~
tleman! I’m in grief, and nobody to pity me—1I com-
plain, and none can hear my lamentations ! (#eeps.)
L'l Bat—hold '—As Charley recovered by my get-
ting’ the diambness, I can as easily transfer it to some-~
body else, and so recdver'my own voice, ha, ha, ha'!
Pshaw ! except his Laking Moggy, if this is the worst,
a fig for his powen! ha, ha, ha! P’ve a great mind
10 return it again’ to Charley, ha, ha, ba! But his
voice will be necessary to explain my accounts to
Laird Donald. ;

Char. Well, siv, what does Miss Moggy say to her
lover’s tricks ¢

MGl Pshaw ! This fool tantalizing me with ques-
tions, when he knows I can’t make him hear my
answers! Who shall T confer this fivour oni—Eh!
—Ay !—Stupid Beniu; the blackamaor has little oc-
casion for his guttyral sounds.

Enter BENIN.
Benin. Siv, bere’s Laird Donald. (Very sz;bmz'ssive{g.)
M<Gil. Ob dear! I must recover my tongue to
talls him over! Yes, I'll give my dumbness to Benln
—Dam'me, Pll bang you into silence, my double-
dyed, swarthy acquaintance, (Takes the Stick from

e ground.)

]
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T’ll exchange an' effective man for such a little wip-
per-snapper as you ¢ Get along, you little monkey !

" Mog. 1am alittle monkey—On! I shall never be
able to maintain the family | Oh! (Cries.)

Capt. Ha, ha, ha! Why Jack, (To Serjeant,) here’s
another opportunity for your sentiment, ha, ha, ha!

Sery. Yes; and for your humanity, if you have
any. (Walks up.)

Capt., Mumanity ! Eh!—go home, my boy. (To
Mogyy.) e

Mog. Sir, Dve raised a little bit of money here,
by selling some of our stock; if this could make up
for my deficiency till I grow bigger?

Serj. (ddvancing.) Hey, money !

Capt. Money ! (Draws ker to him.)

Mog. Yes, sir; if you will accept this forty pounds,
and wme in the place of my brother Sandy—Oh,
worthy, voble gentléman! yow’ll see what a good
fine soldier T’il make in time.

Capt. Eh—in—time—(Looks at her) forty pounds—

Serj. And this Jounker will grow taller.

DMMog. Oh yes, sir, I intend to grow a deal taller.

SONG.

Moggy.

Though T am now a very litile lad,
If fighting men cannot be had,
For want of a better T may do
T'o follow the boys with the rat-tat-too.
T may seem tender, yet I'm tough,
And though not much of me, | 'm right good stuff;
Of this Tll boast, say more who can,
¥ never was afraid to see my man.
I’'m a chicka-biddy—see
Take me now, 10, NOW, Y ®
A merry little he =
For your row, dow, dow,
Brown Bess 1 1l knock about, oh, there's my joy !
With my knapsack at back like a roving boy.

°
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In my tartan plaid a young soldier view,
My philabeg, and dirk, and bonnet blue,
Give the word, and I'll march where you command,
Noule serjeant, with a shilling then strike my hand,
My captdin, when he takes his glass, X
“May like to toy with a pretty lass,
For such a one 1've a roguish eye,
He'll ne’er want a girl when J am by.

T'm a chicka-biddy, &e.

Though a barber has never yet mowed my chis,*
‘With my great broad sword I long to begin,
Cut slash, ram, dam, oh, glorious fun! ~
For a gun pip pop change my little pop: gin.
The foes should fly like geese in flocks,
Eyen Turks 1'd drive like turkey-cocks,
‘Wherever quartered I shall be,
©h zounds! how I'll kiss my landlady.
T'm a chicka-biddy, &e.

Capt. Ha, ha, ha!—Well, my little—tall boy—
(Werites in lis Pocket-book, and tears @ Leaf out which
he gives to Mocey.) Ha, ha, ha! There’s your bro-
ther Sandy’s discharge—I take your forty pounds—
There’s a shilling:

Mog. A shilling! generous captain! Thank ye,
sir—this paper—What a present for my poor Jen-
ny ! (dside with joy.)

Sery. Sir, we're lucky rogues! This forty pounds
comes to us most apropos. (Apart to Captain.)

Capt.. What do you meax, fellow? We, and us
In profit 1 am solus.— (7o Moccy.) Now you are the
king’s man.

DMog. And Sandy is his own.

Enter SHELTY, and SaNDY as @ Recruit.

- Mog. (Gwing Sanpy. the Paper she veceived from the
Captain.) There’s your discharge, Sandy; mo moré
the king’s, you’re now only Jenny’s man,






e :

252 THE HIGHLAND REEL; ACT L.

Capt. This young Donald ! —Confusion! Jack, we
are undone ! Yes; they’ll hang us. (dpait.)

Serj. (Aloud.) TUs '——What do you mean, fellow?
In hanging you are solus. (Mimics the Captain’s for=
mer manner.)

Laird. But, Bob, your whole conduct to e wears.

a face of mystery : your turning .common soldier—
How? Come, sir, I insist on a full and clear explana-
tion.

Sandy. Sir, my motives for enlisting were to secure
this gentlemar’s conviction for his very impadent
fraud, founded on a forgery of my name; and by
fabricating imaginary distresses, I have proved how
far true love would go to alleyiate a real one.

- Shelty. Hard now that  can’t turn out to be some- -

body else.
DGil. Justice, my laird, on this cursed jugsling,
conjuring piper, who has struck nie dub as a fish,

and without my consent run avay with and married

my daughter.

Enter Cuarcey, leading in Mocey in her Highland
Dress.

Char. (To MGiLein.) Sir, give me leave to intros
duce Captain M‘Gilpin! (Presenting Mocey.)

M<Gil. Moggy ! Oh, you brazen-face ! Hey,
turned soldier ?

Mog. I am, sir; under the command of General

Charley. The parson, who is now below at the door,

gave the word—"twas love, honour, and obey.
Laird.(ToJexxy ) Your affections have been proved,
and you must both be happy.
Shelty. So, 'm.a conjurer! These are comical

conjurations :—The tenant is the landlord—the poor

orphan is the lady of the land—the captain is no sol-
aier—the soldier is 2 woman—the ’prentice is a mas-
ter—the master is—nobody—the poor parson 1s a

faird of much land (Looking at them by turns)—and,
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Enter FERDINAND.

Fer. So, sir, I have found you. Do you know e, -
sir? !

Clara: T have so many acquaintances whom I'shonld
wishnot to know, that I don’t like to answer that ques-
tion suddenly.

Fer. Do you take me for a sharper, youngstel 2

Clara. Sharpels wear good clothes.

Fer. And puppies wear long swords.—Whatm3ans
that picce of steel dangling there by thy effeminate
side 2 Is thy soft hand too weak to touch it? Death!
o be rivalled by a puppet; by a thing made of cream !
‘Why, thou compound of fringe, lace, 'md powder, darest
thou pretend to win alady’s affections ? answer, strip-
- ling, can’st thou fisht for a lady?

Clara. [Aszde] He's a terrible fellow! T quake
every inch of me; but I must pat a good face upon
it—I’ll try what speaking big will do—'[Advanc‘mg
20 him.] Why, yes, Captain Terrible! do you sups
pose I am to be daunted by your blustering? Bless
me! if a long stride, a fierce brow, and a loud VOiCe,
were mortal, “which of us should live to twenty? I'd
have you to know, damn me:

Fer. Draw your sword, draw your sword, thou am-~
phibious thing ! If you have the spirit of a man, let
me see how you will prove it— [ Draws.

Clara. Oh, Lord ! what will become of me ! hold,
hold, for heaven’s sake ! what, will nothing but ﬁght-,
ing satisfy you?—TPll do any thing in 1eason—doﬂt ¢
be so hasty. W

hFer. Oh, thou egregious dastard! you won't fight,
then?

¢lara. No, by no means, DIIl settle thls ‘matter in i
anothur way.—[ dside.] What will become of me?

Fer. Ti.y hand shakes so, thou wilt not e able to
sign a paper, though it were ready for thees therv‘m
fore, observe what I say to you. :
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