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AN OPERATIC DRAMA, IN 

OR, “AULD LANG SYNE.” 
THREE ACTS—BY I. POCOCK. 

Bailie.—ti Eh ! my conscience ’—Act i, scene G. 

Sir Frederick Vernon. 
Rashleigii Osbalpis- 

TONE. 
Francis Osbaldistone. 
Mr. Owen. 
Captain Thornton. 
Major Gai.braith. 
Bailie Nicol Jarvie. 

JpCiSdilh .cpvcsenieO 
Rob Roy Macgregor Saunders Wylie. 

Campbell. Andrew Fairper- 
Doug a l. VICE. 
Maostuabt. Wrr.LiE. 
Allan. Serjeant. 
Macvittie Corporal. 
Lancie Wingfield. Ramish. 
JOBSON. Robert. 

decs, Travellers, Lennox Troopers, English Soldie 

Diana Vernon 
Martha. 
Mattie. 
Jean M'ai.ptnb. 
Hostess. 
Katty. 
Helen 

gor. 

ACT I. 

SCENE I. — The interior of a Village Inn.—TRAVEL¬ 
LERS preparing to set forward on their journey— 
HOSTESS attending them. 

GLEE. 
Soon the sun will gae to rest, 

Let's awa' thegither ; 
Company is aye the best. 

Crossing o'er the heather. 

Tak' each lad his stirrup cup, 
//is heart will feel the lighter • 

Tak' each lass a tree bit sup, 
Her e'e will sparkle brighter 

Solo. Bold Rob Roy, the Southrons say, 
Is now upon the border; 

Should he meet wi' vs the day, 
’Twad breed a sad disorder. • 

Chorus. Soon the sun, <tc. 

Hostess. Brawly sung, my maisters, brawly snug'. 
I wish ye a’ safe hame, for ye’re aiu sakes, an’ a 
quick return for mine. Here Tam, gi’e our frien's 
their stirrup-cup, while I rub down the table. I 
wish you a' gude e’en, frien's. 

[.Exeunt Travellers. 
Odd! there are twa mair travellers just alighting. 
Wha’d hae thought o’ mair company at the “ Thistle 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. — The interior of a Village Inn.—TRAVEL¬ 
LERS preparing to set forward on their journey— 
HOSTESS attending them. 

GLEE. 

Soon the sun will gae to rest, 
Let's awa' thegither; 

Company is aye the best. 
Crossing o'er the heather. 

Tak' each lad his stirrup cup. 
His heart will feel the lighter * 

Tak' each lass a tree bit sup. 
Her e'e will sparkle brighter 

Solo. Bold Rob Roy, the Southrons say, 
Js now upon the border; 

Should he meet wi' us the day, 
' f wad bn m a sad disorder. • 

Chorus. Soon the sun, <tc. 

Hostess. Brawly sung, my maisters, brawly sung'. 
I wish ye a’ safe hame, for ye’re ain sakes, an’ a 
quick return for mine. Here Tam. gi’e our frien e 
their stirrup-cup, while I rub down the table. I 
wish you a' gude e’en, frien’s. 

[Exeunt Travellers. 
Oddi there are twa mair travellers just alighting. 
Wha’d hae thought o’ mair company at the “ Thistle 
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au’ Bagpipe* * sae late i’the day. But what wi’ 
Whigs and Tories, Jacobites an’ Rob Roy, we in 
the North here drive a bonny trade o’t. 

Enter ROB ROY, dressed like a north-country grazier 
—and OWEN, in a plain brown suit, boots, a whip, 
Ac., shown in by WILLIE. 

Willie. Traveller to Glasco’, maister. 
Rob. Laudleddy, let us have your best, and 

quickly too. 
Host. Troth will I, sir; ye’ll be for a dram, nae 

doubt, till we can toss up something het for yer 
late dinner. 

[Exit Hostess. 

Owen places a small saddle-bag on the table, and sinkt 
into a chair, evidently greatly fatigued. 

Owen. Oh, my poor bones! the firm of my con¬ 
stitution has beeu worse shaken than the great 
house of Osbaldistone and Co., Crane Alley, 
London. 

Hostess re-enters, and places liquor and glasses on the 
table. 

Young man, have you sent my message to the hall, 
hard by. 

(Rob Roy pours out, and Owen drinks.) 
Willie. Ay, sir, and the lassie will sune be back 

wi’ the answer, 
[Exit. 

Rob. Well, fellow-traveller, how doe* our Scotch 
whisky agree with your English Stomach? 

Owen. Thank you, sir, thank you—it cheers the 
body, but it cannot, raise the spirit. I'm quite below 
par, as we say in the city. 

Rob. Try it again, man. 
Owen. I hope Mr. Francis Osbaldistone will make 

haste-yet 1 have a sad tale to tell him. 
Rob. Osbaldistone! I know something of that 

family, sir, and if there’s anything I can serve you 
in, you may command me. 

Owen. You are very kind, sir, but is is far beyond 
your help. 

Rob. Perhaps not. Will you trust me with the 
matter ? 

Owen. Surely I will, sir. The affairs of the great 
commercial and banking house of Osbaldistone 
and Co.,Crane Alley, London, are no secret by this 
time. All public as the Gazette. That I should 
live to see it and to say it! Oh dear! 

Rob. Come, come, there’s nought so bad but what 
it may be mended. Let’s hear the business that 
Jrings you to the Hall. 

Owen. It’s a long account, sir; but I’ll sum it up 
by the shortest rules. You must know, sir, my 
name is Owen. I am head clerk and junior partner 
of the house of Osbaldistone and Co., Crane Alley, 
London; and I am now on my way to Glasgow, to 
recover certain papers which have been taken— 
stolen, I’m afraid, in the absence of the head of the 
ilrm. 

Rob. Stolen! by whom! 
Owen. By his nephew, Mr. Rashleigh. 
Rob. Rashleigh! I know-1 remember, the son 

of Sir Hil ebrand, late of the Hall here. 
Owen. The same, sir. Sir Hildebrand and the 

rest of his sons are taken up on suspicion of trea¬ 
sonable practice*. It’* an awful balance they have 
to fitrike 

Rob But how happened it that this son, this Mr. 
pvanciH you talk of, was not left in charge of his 
father’s affairs, rather than the nephew, Rash- 

on*. Ah, air, there lie* all the mischief! Mr. 

R, “AULD LANG SYNE.' 

Fraxtcis loathed the counting-house, worse than I 
loathe a bankruptcy. While his father was making 
money, he was making poetry; and so his father, 
sir, being a stern man, said that his nephew Rasb- 
leigb should take Mr. Frank’s place; for he would 
never ask his only child, a second time, to be the 
partner of his fortunes and affections. Oh dear!. 

Rob. Well, sir; but what motive could induce this 
Rashleigh to betray a trust which, for his own 
interest, one would naturally suppose he would be 
most faithful to ? 

Owen 1 suspect, to aid some political purpose, 
whereby, at the expense of honour and conscience, 
he expects to make a larger per centage of worldly 
profit. He knew that to shake the house of Os¬ 
baldistone and Co., Crane Alley, London, was to 
alarm the government The cash he took was no 
hurt; but the assets—the assets, sir; however, I’ll 
not give them up, for I know Rashleigh has come 
north. „ , , 

Rob. (aside.) North, indeed! Umph! he s a 
cunning chield that—he’ll be too cunning for him¬ 
self at last, I fear. A false friend, Mr. Owen, never 
yet served a good cause. 

Owen. You say true, sir, such people are as vari¬ 
able as the course of exchange. But when we 
reach Glasgow, sir, perhaps you can assist my in¬ 
quiries. 

Rob. I—I’ll meet you there, Mr. Owen. I just re¬ 
collect a small matter of business that I have to 
do in this neighbourhood. (Aside.) I must go to 
the Hall: Rashleigh has been there, no doubt; and 
Sir Frederick Vernon may wish to speak with me. 
i’ll meet you at Glasgow, Mr. Owen. 

Owen. Heaven help me! I shall never live to ba¬ 
lance an account there, without a companion or 
guide. I was never ten miles from Crane Alley 
before in all my days. 

Rob. Pho, man! there is nothing to fear. Where 
shall I hear of you ? 

Owen. At Messrs. Macvittie and MacFin’s, in the 
Gallowgate, sir. We have another agent, one Mr 
Nicol Jarvie, in the Saltmarket, but 1 can t depend 
upon him. 

Rob. Fare ye well, Mr. Owen -Rashleigh in the 
north! then the heather wik soon be ou fire 
(Aside, and going up.) 

Enter WILLIE. 

Willie. Here’* the squire to speak wi' ane Mr. 
Owen. 

Enter FRANCIS OSBALDISTONE—after he enters 
ROB ROY exits hastily, un^erceived by him. 

Francis. Owen, my excellent, kind friend! 
Owen. 0, Mr. Frank ! O. Mi Osbaldistone! such 

news! (wiping his eyes.) But why did you never 
answer our letters—mine an-1 your good father’s? 

Francis Letters! I have never yet received one. 
I have written repeatedly, *.nd have been asto¬ 
nished at receiving no reply 

Owen. O, Lordl no letters! O, my stars! no 
letters then they have be«n intercepted. How 
has your poor father been deceived! 0, Mr. 
Francis, what have you not to answer for? But 
that’s past now—it's all ove*! 

Francis. Good Heaven 1 my father, he i* ill— 
dead ? 

Owen. No, no, not so bad as that! thank Heaven 
his day book i* still open, but his affairs are in 
worse confusion than my poor brain—oh, dear! 

Francis. Explain yourself, I beseech you, and in 
terms less technical 

Owen. Well. well, the sum total is, that yooi 
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•ousin Rashleigh, taking advantage of my good 
master’s absence in Holland, has absconded with 
papers of such consequence to ourselves and the 
government, that unless we can recover tnem, or 
get help from ouragenta by a certain day, the house 
of Osbaldistone and Co., Crane-alley, London, is in 
the bankrupt list as sure as the Gazette! 

Francis. Gracious Heaven! my folly and dis¬ 
obedience then have ruined my father! Tell me, 
how shall I redeem the consequence of my 
error ? 

Oicen. Oh, Mr. Frank, you raise mv heart ten per 
cent, to hear you talk in that way. Repair to Glas¬ 
gow, and assist my poor endeavours. Though you 
understand little, I grieve to say, of debtor and 
creditor, you thoroughly understand, I rejoice to 
tell it, the great fundamental principle of all moral 
accounting—the great ethic rule of three—let A do 
to B as he would have B do to him, and the product 
will give the rule of conduct required. 

Francis. It shall, it must be so - this very hour I’ll 
bid adieu to the onchantress, who still must rule my 
destiny, and seek this destroyer, this traitor, Rash- 
leigh ! Set forward, Owen, instantly by the time 
you have made the necessary inquiries at Glas¬ 
gow, I shall be with you Oh, Diana 1 must we 
then part? 

Ouen. Diana! Ah, love, love! I thought so— 
never knew a man open an account with him, but 
his affairs got into confusion. 1 never had any 
dealings with him in all my life. It's more danger¬ 
ous, Mr. Francis, than meddling with contraband 
goods; But I’ve heard of the consignment—to 
Miss Diana Vernon, best affections! Item, heart! 
Item, honour ! Item—Oh, Mr. Francis, look at the 
per centra— blank! ruin! Oh, dearl 

r Ex<t. 
Francis. Yes, for a while wo must separate; 

yet I cannot cease to love —cannot live without 
her. 

SONG.—BY BURNS. 

Air. — “ Low Down in the Broom." 

0 my love's like the red, red rose, 
That's newly sprung in June. 

0 my love’s like the melody. 
That's sweetly played in tune. 

As fair art thou, my bonny last. 
So deep in love am I; 

And 1 will love thee still, my dear, 
Tho' a' the seas gang dry. 

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear, 
And rocks melt wi' the sun; 

And 1 will love thee still, my dear. 
While the sands of life shall run. 

But fare thee weel, my only love, 
And fare thee wel awhile! 

And I will come again, rny love, 
Tho' 'twere ten thousand mile. 

[Exit 

SCENE II.—The Library of Osbaldistone Hall. 

Enter SIR FREDERICK and DIANA VERNON 
MARTHA attending. 

Sir F. It is now time we separate Remembpr, 
Diana, my instructions. We are surrounded by 
dangers, which will require all your prudence 
to avert, ’Tis evident, your cousin Francis sus¬ 
pects the visits of a stranger to these apartments; 
and though this dress, resembling that of your 
ancestor's portrait, has hitherto enabled me to im¬ 

pose on the weak minds of the domestics, his 
penetration may discover who and what 1 am be¬ 
fore the plans are matured on which my future 
happiness now entirely rest. 

Diana. Rely on my discretion, sir! you may with 
safety. 

Martha. (Advancing with a cloak, resembling that 
of a Catholic priest, and giving it to Sir Frederick.) 

Indeed, Sir Frederick — I beg pardon, father 
Vaughan, I mean your reverence has nothing to 
fear, though you are a < atholic and Jacobite. 
There is not a soul in the place, myself excepted 
that dare stir a foot towards this part of the house 
after nightfall. 

Sir F. I repeat, it is not from them I fear detec¬ 
tion; the character I openly bear, of confessor to 
Miss Vernon, is a sufficient security; but remember. 
Diana, Francis Osbaldistone anil his father are 
hrm adherents of tho present government; and 
should he discover me, or the purpose which 
renders my concealment in this part of the country 
necessary, it might he fatal to the cause of Scotland 
and ourselves. 

Diana. But my cousin is a man of honourable 
and affectionate feelings ; he would never betray 
you, sir. 

Sir F. You mean he would never sacrifice his 
love in the person of Diana Vernon. Subdue 
those reflections, my child, for the sake of your fu¬ 
ture peace of mind—annihilate them, wrhile it it 
yet in your power—thinti that you are devoted to 
a cloister, or the betrothed bride of Rashleigh Os¬ 
baldistone. 

[Exit at a tapestry panel. 
Diana. You may leave now, Martha. When my 

cousin Francis arrives, say I wish to speak with 
him here. 

. [Exit. 
The bride of Rashleigh! never, never! any lot 
rather than that—the convent, the jaii, the grave! 
I must act as becomes the descendant of a noble 
ancestry. Yet bow preferable is the lot of those 
whose birth and situation neither renders them 
meanly dependent, nor raises thoai to the diffi¬ 
culties and dangers which too often accompany 
wealth and grandeur. 

(S ng introduced.) 

Cnter MARTHA, introducing FRANCIS OSBAL¬ 
DISTONE, and exit. 

Francis. Diana, you sent for me. 
Diana. Yes, Frank, it was to bid you farewell 

Suppress your amazement while I tell you that I 
am acquainted with the distresses which the 
treachery of Rashleigh has brought upon your 
father. J 

Francis. How, in the name of Heaven ! since 
but within these few minutes I myself was in¬ 
formed ? 

Diana. Ask me no quest’ons. I have it not in 
my power to reply to them. Fate has involved me 
in such a series of nets and entanglements, that I 
(hire hardly speak a word, for fear of consequences. 
You must meet, and obviate the difficulties this 
blow has occasioned. 

Francis. And how is that possible ? 
Diana. Everything is possible to him that pos¬ 

sesses courage and activity. y 
Francis. What do yon advise? 
Diana. Quit this place instantly, and for ever ' 
Francis. Diana! 
Diana. You have only one friend to regret and 

she has long been accustomed to sacrifice her 
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friendships and comforts to the welfare of others. 
Repair instautly to Glasgow. 

Francis. Such was my intention; but if Rash- 
leigh has really formed the scheme of plundering 
his benefactor, and disturbing the state, what pros¬ 
pect is there that I can And means of frustrating a 
plan so deeply laid ? 

Diana Stay! —Yes, I will insist upon it Do not 
leave this room till I return. 

[Exit. 
Francis. She has then a confederate, a friend— 

perhaps a lover! Everything confirms it—the 
light from these windows which I have seen at un¬ 
usual times—the footsteps which 1 have traced in 
the morning’s dew, from the private Entrance to 
the apartment oeneath this library— the report, too, 
of apparitions—a thousand circumstances tend to 
coniiim my suspicions. But she comes. 

Re-enter DIANA, with a packet. 

Diana. Frank, I trust you with this proof of my 
friendship, because I have the most perfect confi¬ 
dence in your honour. If I understand the nature 
of this business rightly, the funds in Rashlcigh’s 
possession must be recovered by a certain day ; 
take this packet, but do not open it till all other 
means fail. Ten da%'8 before the bills are due, you 
are at liberty to break the seal. 

Francis. It has no superscription. 
Diana. If you are compelled to open it, you will 

find directions enclosed. 
Francis. And now. Diana, after the mysterious 

but kind interest you have shown to my worldly 
cares, relieve my heart, by explaining— 

Diana. I can explain nothing. Oh, Frank! we 
are now to port, perhaps never to meet more ; do 
not, then, make my mysterious miseries embitter 
the last moments we may pass together. In the 
world, away from me. you may find a being less 
encumbered by unhappy appearances, less in¬ 
fluenced by evil fortunes, and evil times. 

Francis. Never, never! the world can afford me 
nothing to repay the loss of her I must leave behind 
me. 

D JETT.—Aik—“Roy’s Wife of Aldivalloch.” 

sor- Diana. 1 
Francis. C 

Tho' leave 
J me\ 
(theef 

now in 
row. 

J you) 

\ 7 > 
Smiles may light ovr lores to-morrow. 
Doom'd to part! my faithful hart, 
A gUam of joy from hope shall Loitow. 

Ah! ne'er forget when friends arc near, 
1 fOT 

This heart alone is thine, ^ana 

Thou may'st find those will love th. e dear, 
( () 71C.VCT 

But not a lovt like mine, jDiana. ’ 

Tho' you leave, <f~c, 
[Exeunt 

SCENE ill.—A Room in Bailie Nicol Jarvie's House 
in Glasgow. 

Enter BAILIE and WYLTE. 

Bailie. My conscience! I tell ye, Saunders, ve rs 
daft—ye’re mad! Osbaklistone and Co. in danger 
it’s no possible! 

Wylie. It’s very true, Bailie, and I thought xt but 
rght to let you. my au!d master, ken o’t. 

Bailie. Troth, Saunders, ye’ve stunned me wi’ the 
il communication. Osbaldistone and Co. fail? 

!_My conscience! Mattie 1 
(Calling off.) 

Wylie. Maister Owen, the head clerk and juniof 
partner, has been at our house wi’ the news, an 
begging for time to tak’ up the bills. 

Bailie. Owen1 I remember—he's a man o’figure* 
—a man o’calculation; an’if he talks.o’ ruin, by 
my soul, it’s no far aff! But what for did he no ca 
upon Nicol Jarvief T’m a merchant an .a magis* 
trate. as wcel as Mac. Vittie; but he thinks nae 
mair o’ me, I reckon, than o’ an auld Scotch pedlar. 
Mattie, Mattie, Mattie I 

Elites MATTIE. 

Tell the clerk to bring the ledger. 
Mattie. The clei k ! Lord, Bailie! he’B safe in hi* 

bed these twa hours. 
Bailie. A-bed, the lazy blackguard! Then fetch 

it yoursel’, Mattie. 
Mat ie. I’se do your bidding, Bailie. 

[Exit. 
Bailie. My conscience! 1 havens, bad sican a shock 

since my worthy faitber, the Deacon, (peace be wi 
him) left me to feebt my way alane in this wicked 
v/arld. But what says Mac Vittie-will he grant 
the time ? . 

Wyl e. No a day, Mr. Jarvie—no an hour. Thing* 
look sac bad, 1 fear my employers mean to resort 
to the severest measures. 1 heard them talk o' 
arresting Maister Owen; so you had best look to 
yoursex 

Enter MATTIE with the. ledger. 

Bailie. Look to my sol’! let me look at the ledger 
first (pulling on his spectacles, and opening it eagerly.) 
L M—N—O Os-Osbal—as I’m a Bailie, the 
balance maun be enormous—but I havena the heart 
to run it up uoo (ireturning the ledger to Mattie). 
How muckle is Mac Vittie in wi’ him, Saunders? 

Wylie. I canna justly say, Bailie; but some hun¬ 
dreds. 

Bailie. Hundreds! only hundreds! Damn their 
supple snouts! And would they oppress a fa’ing 
man for the sake o’ hundreds—they that hae made 
thoosands by him? Your maisters, Sauuders 
Wylie, bae taen mony a gude fat job frae between 
my teeth; but I’ll snap them this turn—I’ll suap 
them this turn! 

Wylie. I wish you could, Bailie—I wish you could 
Ah ! I made a sair change when I left you to serve 
twa sic infernal— 

Bailie. Whist! Saunders, whist! while you eat 
their bread, dinna abuse the darn’d scoundrels 
ahint their backs. 

Wylie. Ye’ve a kind heart, Mr. Jarvie, and an 
honest ane too. 

Bailie. My conscience! so had my worthy faithei 
the Deacon, Saunders—rest and bless him! 

Wylie. Wad ye be pleased to consult on thi* 
business wi' our partners, sir? 

Bailie. No; I’ll see them baith damn’d first— My 
conscience 1 that is, a man that meddles wi' pitch is 
sure to be defiled I’d sooner haud a parley wi’ 
Auld Clootie! Na, na; Nichol Jarvie has a way o' 
his ain to manage this matter. Gang your ways, 
Mattie, wi’ that huge memorial o’ misfortunes, and 
bring my walking gear, an' the lantern. 

[ZLril Mattie. 
As for you, Saunders, speed yt h&rne again, an’ no 
a word that ye hae seen me. 

[Exit Wyli*. 
Osbaldistone and Co., stop! My conscience! I'd 
sooner hae dreamed o’ the dounfa’ o’ the Bank o 
Lunnon! Why, it’s enough to gar tho very hairs 
o’ my wig rise, an' staud on end! But the distress 
canmri be permanent At ony rate I’se prove 
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mjsel a friend, and if the house regains its credit 1 
shall recover my loss; and if no, why I hae done as 
I would bo done by, like my worthy faither the 
Deacon gudo man—blessings on his memory, say 
I, that taught me gude will towards my fellow- 
creatures ! 

Enter MATTIE, defied out for walking—her apron 
pinned up, <tc., and bearing the Bailie's tartan cloak, 
hat, lantern, etc 

Mattie. I've brought your gear, sir; but, gude 
■ave us! whar wad ye be gauging to, at such a time 
o’ night? (She helps him on with his dress.) 

t Bailie. Ye’ll sune ken that, Mattie, for ye maun 
e en tramp alang wi’ me. I wadua like to be break- 
mg my shins in the dark just uow; for, truth to 
speak, i had Dever mair occasion to stand tlnu on 
my legs, baith at hame and abroad. Now, gi’e us 
the beaver, lassie. 

Mattie. Weel! to think o’ putting on claithes 
when ye suld bo taking ’em aff, an’ scampering 
abroad, when ye suld be ganging to your bed! 

Bailie. Time aud tide wait for nae man, Mattie. 
Mattie. But whar are ye ganging to, Bailie? 
Bailie. To mony places that I’d as lie bide awa. 

frae. 
Mattie. Now wrap this ’kerchief about your 

thrapple. (Tin a handkerchief round his neck.) 
Bailie. Ye’re a kiud-hearted lassie, Mattie. 
Mattie. There, leave a wee bit room for your mou’. 
Bailie. (As<de.) 1 wonder what she’s gaua to dae 

wi' my mou’. (Stroking his chin.) 
Mattie. (Giving him a flask.) Ye maun yeeds hae 

a drap o’ the cordial your faither, the Deacon, was 
sae fond o’;—he aye liked to sip the cordial. 

Bailie. Rest aud bless ltfm ! sae he did; and sae 
do I too. Mattie. (brinks.) You’re a gude-tempered 
soul, Mattie, and a bouuie lass too. Ye’re come o’ 
gude kith and kin, Mattie—the Laird o' Limmer- 
ileld’scousin—only seven times removed. (Mattie 
is taking away the bo’.tle.) Stay, you may bring the 
bottle wi’ you, Mattie, and tuck yoursel’ under my 
arm—there’s nae disgrace in a Bailie walking hand 
In arm wi’ ane o’ gentle bluid—Sae, come your 
ways, Mattie. OBtaldistone and Ca—Stop! My 
conscience 1 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.—The Old Bridge of Glasgow—the Gate of 
the Tolbooth. 

Enter FRANCIS OSBALDISTONE and ANDREW 
FA1KSERVICE. 

Andrew. (Drunk.) Weel, sir, thanks to the gude 
guidance o’ Andrew, here ye are in Glasgow, spite 
o’ the bogles and bad ways. 

Francs. Was it the bogles or the brandy that 
made you ride at such an infernal pace? You are 
half drunk, you scoundrel—but get you gone - see 
the horses taken care of, and order something for 
my supper; while it’s preparing I shali walk here 
upon the bridge. 

CAMPBELL, muffled in a cloak, appears at the bacJt, 
but seeing ANDREW, retires. 

Andrew. A walk by moonlight after a lang ride, 
is but cauld comfort for aching banes; but your 
honour kens best (Aside.) He’s crack-brained, 
and cockle-headed, wi’ his poetry nonsense; he’d 
sooner by half chatter to Miss Vernon, than hear a 
word o’ sense from a sober steady chieid like 
mysel’ 

Francis. ’Tis now toe late to learn tidings of pool 
Owen, or inquire the residence of my father s agents. 
Bitter reflection! All this I might have pr vented 
by a trifling sacrifice of the foolish pride aud indo¬ 
lence which recoiled from sharing the labours of 
his honourable profession. 

Enter ROB ROY. 
Rob. Mr. Osbaldistone, you are in danger. 
Francis. From whom? (Starting.) 
Rob. Follow me, aud you shall know. 
Francis. I must first know your name and pui • 

pose. 
Rob. I am a man, aud my purpose is friendly. 
Francis. That is too brief a description. 
Rob. It will serve for him who has no otliei to 

give. He that is without a name, without friends, 
without coin, aud without a couutr , is at least a 
man; and he that has all these, is no more. Follow 
me, or remain without the information which I 
wish to aff ord you. 

Francis. Can you not give it me here? 
Rob. No, you must receive it from your own eyes 

not from my mouth. What is it you fear? 
Francis. Hear nothing—walk on. 1 attend you. 
Rob. Yet, if you knew who was by your side, you 

might feel a tremor. 
Francis. (Ashe.) The spirit of Rashleigh seems 

to hover round me—yet ’tis neither his form nor 
voice. 

Rob. Would you not fear the consequence of 
being found with him whose verv name, whispered 
in this lonely street, would make the stones them¬ 
selves rise up io apprehend him? On'whose head 
the men of Glasgow would build their fortune, as 
on a found treasure!—the sound of wiio.se down¬ 
fall were as welcome at the Cross of Edinburgh, as 
the news of a battle fought aud won! 

Francis. Who are you then, whose name should 
create such terror? 

Rub. No enemy of yours, since I am conveying 
you to a place where, if I myself were recognised 
and ident.fled, iron to the heels, aud hemp to the 
throat, would be my brief dooming. 

Francis. You have said either too much or too 
little, to induce me to coulide iu you. (Rob Roy 
makes a step towards him; he draws back and lays his 
hand on his sword.) 

Rob. What! on an unarmed man, and vom 
friend? 

Francis. I am yet ignorant if you are either on* 
or the other. 

Rob. Well, I respect him whose hand can keep 
his head. I love a free young blood, that knows 
no protection but the cross of the sword! Iam 
taking you to see one whom you will be right glad 
to see, and from whose lips you will learn the 
secret of the danger in which you stand. Come 
on! 

(Rob Roy knocks cautiously at the Tolbooth 
door.) 

Dougal. (Spiaks within.) Fat s tat? 
Rob. (Without.) Gregarach! 

(the door is flung open—Rob Rob beckons, 
and oops in—Francis following cautiously. 

SCENE V.—Hall in the Tolbooth of Glasgow. 
DOUGAL ent'rs joyfully, bringing on ROB ROY and 

FRANCIS OSBALDHToNE—he has a shock head 
of red hair, and an extraordinary appearance: a 
huge bundle of keys at his belt, and a lamp m his 
hand. 

Rob. Dougal, you have not forgotten me? 
Dougal. Och tc’il a pit! te’il a pitl whar’llshe [Exit 
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gang ? fat will she do for you ? Oigh, it’s lang sin 
6he wudna saa’t ye. 

Francis. She 1 she seen him ? It is then a female 
to whom I am conducted, or is it merely the dialect 
of his country, in which that animal expresses 
himself? (As he says this apart, Rob Roy speaks to 
Dougal, and points to aim.) 

Dougal. To be sure she wull, wi’ aw her heart, 
wi aw her soull But fat wull cum o’ ye, if the 
Bailies should cum, or the captains should wakens? 

Rob. Fear nothing, Dougal; your hands shall 
never draw a bolt upon me. 

Dougal. Och, te’il a pit, te'il a pitl She would 
hack em baith aff at te elbuck first, 

Rob. Then dispatch. 
Dougal. Wi’ aw my heart, wi’ aw my soul. (He 

trims his lamp, and beckons Francis, who pas-es over, 
but perceiving Rob Roy, does not follow, pauses.) 

Francis. Do you not go with us ? 
Rob. It is unnecessary; my company might be 

inconvenient I had better remain, and secure our 
retreat Lose no time. 

[Exit. 
(Francis seems at a loss what to do—Dougal 

impatient.) 
Dougal. Fuithl fuithl come aw a, man. Droch- 

coil ortsa 1 
[Exeunt. 

SCENE VI.—A Cell in the Tolbooth. A pallet bed, 
with OWEN reposing on it. A small table and chair. 

DOU GAL opens the door, and advances, followed by 

FRANCIS OSBALDISTONE. 

Francis. I cannot suppose he means to betray 
me : yet ’tis strange— 

Dougal. (Having looked towards the bed.) She’s 
Bleepin’. 

Francis. She! who? 
Do .gal. Shentleman’s to spoken wi’ her. (Shaking 

Owen.) 
Owen. Ey, what? Oh, dear! (Pops his head, 

adorned with a r d nightcap, from beneath the clothes.) 
Francis. Owen! (Pausing in surprise.) 
Owen. I’ll tell vou what, Mr. Dugwell, or Hugwell, 

or whatever your name may be, if my natural rest 
is to be broken in upon in this manner, the sum 
total of the amount is this, I’ll complain to the 
Lord Mayor. 

Dougal. Ugh! chaneil Sassenach. 
[Exit. 

Francis. Owen! 
Owen. Ey ! Oh, dearl have they caught you too? 

then our last hope fails, and the account is closed. 
Francis. Do not be so much alarmed; all may 

not be so bad as you expect. 
Owen. (Rises and advances.) Oh, Mr. Frank, we 

are gone 1 Osbaldistone and Co., Crane Alley, 
London, is no longer afiiml I think nothing of 
myself—I am a mere cypher; but you that were 
your father’s sum-total, as I may say, his omnium 
—that might have been the first man in the first 
house in the first city-to be shut up in a nasty 
Scotch jail-a Holbooth, I think .they call it—Oh, 
dear! 

Francis. I am no prisoner, my good friend, though 
I can scarcely account for my being in such a place 
at such a time. 

Owen. No prisoner! Heaven be praised! But 
what news this will be upon ’Change! 

Francis. Cease these lamentations, and let me 
know the cause of your being here. 

Owen. It’s soon told, Mr. Frank When I dis¬ 
closed my business to Messra MacVittie and MacFin, 

instead of instant assistance, they demanded Instant 
security; and as I am liable, being a small partner 
in our house, they made oath that I meditated de- g 
parting this realm, and had recourse to a summary J 
process of arrest and imprisonment, which it f, 
seem8 the law here allows, and—here I am. Oh, 
dear! 

Francis. Why did you not apply to our other 
correspondent, Mr. Nicol Jarvie ? 

Owen. What! the cross-grained crabsticlt in the 
Salt-market? ’Twould have been of no use. You 
might as well ask a broker to give up his per 
ceutage, as expect a favour from him without the 
per contra. O. Mr. Frank, this is all your doing! 
But I beg pardon for saying so to you in your dis- 
tress 

Enter ROB ROY aud DOUGAL, hastily. 
Dougal. f.Running about.) Och hone a rie—Och 

hone a rie! what’ll she do now ? It’s my Lord 
Provost, an’Bail’es, an’ Town Guard! Hide your- 
eel’ ahint to bed. (To Rob Roy.) Fuiths, fuiths, 
man, ye maun gang, for te captain has opened the 
wicket 

Rob. Lend me your pistols! - yet it’s no matter, I 
can do without them—whatever you see take uo 
heed—do not mix your hand in another man's 
quarrel. (To Francis.) I must manage as I can. 
(Seats himself on the tabled 

[Exit Dougal. 

Enter MATTIE, followed by JARVIE. 

Bailie. (Looking back.) I’ll ca’ when I want ye, 
Stanchelhs. Dougal shall mak a’ fast, or I’ll mak 
him fast, the scoondrel! A bonnie thing, and be¬ 
seeming, that I should be kept at the door half an 
hoor, knocking as hard to get into jail, as ouy 
body else would be to get oot o'nt. Hoo’s this? 
(Seeing Rob Roy and Francis.) Strangers in the Tol¬ 
booth after lock-up hoors! Keep the door lockit, 
you Dougal creature—I'll sune talk to these gentle¬ 
men ; but I maun first hae a crack wi’ an auld ac¬ 
quaintance. Abl Mr. Owen, how’s a’wi’ ye, Mr. 
Owen? 

Owen. Pretty well in body, Mr. Jarvie, I thank 
you, but sore afflicted in spirit. 

Bailie. Ay, ay, w’ere a’ subject to downfa's, Mr. 
Owen, as my worthy faither, the Deacon—rest and 
bless him!—used to say. “ Nick, said he (ye maun 
ken his name was Nicol, as weel as mine, so the 
folks in their daffin used to ca’ us Young Nick and 
Auld Nick.) Young Nick,” said he, “never put 
oot your arm ony farther than you can draw it 
easily back again.” 

Owen. You need not have called these things to 
my memory in such a situation, Mr. Nicol Jarvie. 

Bailie. What! do you think I cam oot at sic time 
o’ neght, to tell a fa’ing man of his backslidings? 
My conscience! No, no, that’s no Bailie Jarvie’s 
way, nor his worthy faither’s, the Deacon—rest and 
bless him!—afore him. I sune discovered what 
lodgings your freends had provided you, Mr. Owen 
—but gi’e us your list, mon, and let us see hoo 
things stand between us, while I rest my shanks. 
Mattie, haud the lantern. (Taking papers from Owen, 
and sitt ing at the comer of the bed.) 

DOUGAL enters cautiously at the door—beckons ltQB 
ROY, and expresses anxiety to get him off. 

Bailie. Eh ? what’s that ye’re about, sir? 
Dougal. Oich 1 dit ye mak a spok for me? 
Rob. Say nothing. (In a low tone, approaching tht 

door.) 
Bailie. Eh? look to the door there, you Dougal 

I creature—let me hear you lock it, and keep watch 
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on the ooteide. (Dougal retires and locks the door, 
hut instantly opens it again, and peeps on, expressing to 
Rob Roy that his retreat is open. Rob Roy observing 
this, swaggers round the stage, and then seats himself on 
the table.) That’s a deevilish queer chiel’, he seems 
unco near his ain fireside. Sit still, sir, and I'll 
talk to you by and bye. 

Oicen. There, sir, you’ll find the balance in the 
wrong column—for us—but you'll please to con¬ 
sider— 

Bailie. There’s nae time to consider, Mr. Owen— 
it’s plain you owe me siller; but 1 cauna, for the 
saulo’ me, see how you’ll clear it aff by snoring 
here in the Tolbooth. Now, sir, if you’ll promise 
no to flee the country, you shall be at liberty in the 
morning. 

Owen. O, sir l 0, Mr. Jarvie! 
Bailie. I’m a carefu’ mon as ony in the Saut- 

market, and I’m a prudent mon, as my worthy 
faither the Deacon, good soul! was before me; but 
rather than that doublefaoed dog, MacVittie, shall 
keep an honest, civil gentleman by the heels, I’se 
be your bail mysel’. (Owen goes up to him in rap¬ 
tures, but fails tnhis attempt to speak.) There, you've 
said eneugh. But, in the name o’ misrule how got 
ye companions? Gie me the light, Mattie. (He 
catches it from her, and holding it towards Rob Roy, 
who is seated ca inly on the table and whistles in his 
face—starts back.) Ey 1 my conscience 1 it’s impos¬ 
sible 1 and yet I’m clean bambaized! Why, you 
robber — you cateran—you cheat-the-gallow’s 
rogue 1 

Owen. Bless me! it’s my poor friend, Mr. Camp¬ 
bell—a very honest man, Mr. Jai v— 

Bailie. Honest! my conscience! You in the 
Glasgow Tolbooth 1 What d’ye think’s the value 
o’ your heed ? 

Rob. Umph! why, fairly weighed, and Dutch 
weight, one Provost, four Bailies, a Town-clerk, 
and sax Deacons. 

Bailie. Sax Deacons ! Was there ever sic a born 
deevil ? But tell owre your sins, sir, for if I but 
eay the word— 

Rob. True, Bailie, but you never will say that 
word. 

Bailie. And what for no, sir ? What for no ? 
Rob. For three sufficient reasons. Bailie Jarvie— 

first for auld langsyne. 
Bailie. (Softening.) Ay, Rab! 

(Shakes his hand.) 
Roc. Secondly, for the good wife ayout the fire, 

that made some mixture of our bloods—• 
Bailie. Weel, Rab ? 
Rob. And third and lastly, Bailie Nicol Jarvie— 
Bailie. Ay, Rab ? 
Rob. Because, if I saw any sign of your betraying 

me, I’d plaister that wall with your brains, ere the 
hand of man could rescue you. (Owen in great con¬ 
sternation runs to the bed.) 

Bailie. My conscience! Weel, weel, Rab! it 
would be quite as unpleasant for me to hae my 
head knocked aboot, as it would be discreditable to 
string up a kinsman in an hempen cravat; but if it 
hadna been yoursel’, Rab, I’d hae gripped the best 
mon in the Highlands. 

Rob. You’d have tried. Bailie Jarvie,—you’d 
have tried, Bailie. 

Bailie. Ay, “ I wad hae fried, Bailie ”—but wba 
the deevil’s this ? (to Francis.) Anither honest 
mon, I reckon. 

Owen. This, good sir, is Mr. Francis Osbal- 
distone. 

Bailie. O, I’ve heard o’ this spark—run away frae 
his father, in pure diplike to the labour an honest 

man should live by—weel, sir, what do yon aay to 

your handj'work ? 
Francis. My dislike to the commercial profession, 

Mr. Jarvie, is a feeling of which I am the best, and 
sole judge. 

Owen, oh, dear! 
Rob. It’s manfully spoken, and I honour the 

lad for his contempt of weavers and spinners, and 
all such mechanical persons. (Owen goes to bed 
again.) 

Bailie. Weavers and spinners, indeed! I’m a 
weaver and spinner, and wha’s better? Will a’ 
your ancestry tell whar Rashleigh is, or a’ your 
deep oaths and drawn dirks procure Mr. Frank 
five thousand pounds to answer the bills which fa 
due in ten days. 

Francis. Ten days! is the time so near? I may then 
have recourse—(draws out the letter, opens it, and an 
inclosare falls from the envelope—the Bailie catches 
it up.) 

Bailie. My conscience ! (reads.) for “Rob Roy.” 
Francis, iiob Roy! (Rob Roy instantly snatches the 

letter.) 
Bailie. Weel, here’s a wind blawn a letter to its 

reght owner; but, as I am a Bailie, there were <eu 
thoosand chances to one against its coming to 
hand, (going up.) 

Francis. You are too hasty, sir—I was not, in this 
instance, desirous of your interference. 

Rob. Make yourself easy, sir, Dina Vernon has 
more friends than you are aware of. (Reads to 
himself.) 

Francis. (Aside) Is it possible ? Is the fate of a 
being so amiable, involved in that of a man of such 
desperate fortunes and character ? 

Rob. (After reading.) So, Raslileigh has sent 
these papers to the Highlands. It's a hazardous 
game she has given me to play, but I’ll not baulk 
her. Mr. Osbaldistoue, you must visit me in the 
glens; and cousin, if you dare venture to shew him 
the way— 

Bailie. Catch me! 
Rob. And eat a leg of red-deer venison with 

me— 
Bailie. (Coolly.) No, thank ye, Rab. 
Rob. I’ll pay you the two hundred pounds I owe 

you ; and you can leave Mr. Owen the while, to do 
the best he can in Glasgow. 

Bailie. Say nae mair, Rab—say nay mair. I’ll 
gang wi’ yon; but you maun guarantee me safe 
hame again to the Sautmarket. 

Rob. There’s my thumb, I’ll ne’er beguile you. 
(They shake hands.) But I must be going. The air 
of the Glasgow Tolbooth is not over wholesome for 
a Highlander’s constitution. 

Bailie. Noo, to think that I should be aiding and 
abetting an escape frae justice. It’ll be a disgrace 
to me and mine, and the memory o' my worthy 
father the deacon—rest and bless him ! for ever. 

Rob. Hout, tout, man! when the dirt’s dry it will 
rub out again. Your faither could look over a 
friend’s faults, and why not your faither’s son. 

Bailie. So he could, Robin, so he could; he was 
a gude mon, the deacon. Ye mind him, Rab, dinna 
ye ? 

Rob. Troth, do I—he was a weaver and wrought 
my first pair of hose. 

Bailie. Tak care his son doesna weave your last, 
cravat. Ye’ve a lang craig for a gibbet, Rab. But 
wliar’s that Dougal creature ? 

Rob. If he is the lad I think him, he hn« not 
waited your thanks for his share of this night’s 
work. 

Bailie. What, gane! and left me and Mattie locked 
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■P in Jail for a’ night? I’ll hang the Hieland deevil 
as high as Haman. 

Rob. When you catch him, Bailie Jarvie, when 
you catch him. (Mattie tries the door and finis it open.) 
But see, he knew an open door would serve me at a 
pinch. Come, Bailie, speak the password. 

Bailie. Stanekells, let this stranger out—he— 
he's— 

Rob. What ? 
Bailie. He’s a friend o’ mine, (groans) My con¬ 

science ! an’ a bonny friend he is. 
Rob. Fare-ye-weel! Be early with me at Aber- 

foiL 

“ Now. open your gates, and let me ao free, 
/darena stay longer in bonny Dundee." 

[Exit. 
Bailie, So that Dougal creature was an agent o’ 

Bab's! 1 8houldna wonder if he has one in ilka jail 
in Scotland, (whistling without.) Do ye hear thee 
Hielatid deevil whistling, without ony regard for 
Sunday or Saturday. I fancy they think themsel’s 
on the tap o' Ben Lomond already. Weel, I hae 
done things this blessed neght that my worthy 
faitlier the deacon, rest and bless him! waunahave 
believe—but ther’s halm in Gilead, (going to the. 
bedside.) Mr. Owen, I hope to see you at breakfast 
in the morning. (Owen snores.) Eh! why the mon’s 
fast. 

Francis. And the sooner we depart, and follow 
his example, sir, the better, for it must be near mid¬ 
night. 

Bailie. Midnight! Weel, Mattie shall light ye 
hame. (Francis tales Mattie under his arm—Jarvie 
gently disengages her from him.) Nane o’ your Lun- 
noo tricks here, my mon! Mattie’s a decent la.-sie, 
and come o’ gude kith and kin—the laird o’ Lim- 
mer field’s cousin—only seven times removed. 
Noo that I look at you again, my fine spark, I’se ye 
hame mysel'. 

(St. Mungo's clock strikes twelve. 

Enter TWO GAOLERS for chorus. 

FINALE. 

Francis. Hark! hark! now from St. Mungo's tower 
The bell proclaims the midn ight hour, 

Borne J 

Mattie. And thro' the city, far and near, 
From spire and turret now 1 hear, 

Beth. Ere yet the first vibration dies. 
Each iron tongue of time replies, 

Borne I 

Borne 1 

Owen (snores.) Augh! 
Bailiie. Hark ! hark ! fram Mist r Owen's nose, 

A cadence deep! a dying close, 
Bom*! 

Francis. 
Bailie. & 
Mattie. 

Horne, home -i ■- must no longer 

) For soon will peep the morning light. 
) a( let us > . . (come, corns, 

Owen & > w (pray make \ 1 go, go. 
Stanch ) Farewell at once, at once goodnight, [awa* 
Retiring up, as drop descends.—Owen gets into bed. 

ALL. 

i ire ) 

ACT II. 

SCENE I —The College Gardens at Glasgow, and vice 
of the spire of St. Mungo. 

Euler RASnLEIGII, and JOBSON rather behind 
him, waiting his instructions - he walks rapidly 
turns, and pauses. 

Rash. Galbraith and MacStuart are in the neigh¬ 
bourhood of Aberfoil. Good! When did Captain 
Thornton march ? 

Job on. Yesterday morning, sir. 
Rash. Umph ! You are certain that order for the 

arrest of those two persons I described was giveu 
to him ? 

Jobson. I delivered it myself into his hands, sir. 
Rash. You committed Mr. Owen to prison, you 

say—is he there now? 
Jobson. He is. 
Rash. If my cousin, Mr. Francis Osbaldistona 

follows him to Glasgow, instantly enforce tne 
warrant, of which you have a duplicate. 

Jobson. It shall be done, you may depend on iv 
sir. 

Rash. 'Tis of importance to keep him eut of the 
way—that man is a basilisk in my sight, and has 
been an insurmountable barrier to my dearest 
hopes. Now, sir. a word—if you breathe a syllable 
to any human being of the business which the 
government has entrusted to my direction, before 
the blow is struck « kich must counteract the in¬ 
tended rising in the Highlands, you share the 
destiuy of the rankest rebel among them. As to 
the papers which I forwarded to Macgregor, ere 
long they shall be again in my possession, and him¬ 
self in your custody. Make yourself ready, and be 
well armed. Leave me. (Exit JOBSON.) Mac- 
gregor is by this time in the Highlands. He still 
believes me faithful to the cause I have hitherto so 
ardently encouraged and assisted; and thoso 
papers, which I now regret having committed to 
his care, will at least serve to aid the delusion. 
Cursed infatuation!—yet I repine not, for I have 
the power to check the gsze of cunning, probe all 
hearts, and watch the varying cheek • linked with 
success, it moulds each other’s weakness to my 
will—such it hath been, and such it shall be now! 
Rejected by her I love, scorned by him I would 
have served—they shall at least find the false 
friend, and the renegade knows how to resent those 
insults. Ah! (starls, and instantly recovers himself.) 

Owen, (sr.oi-es.) Augh! 
Francis. < Ere yet, die. 
MattieS < E/e yet the first vibration dies, 
Bailie, ( 11 is nasal organ quick replies, 

burnt 1 

Owou. (s»ores.) Augh! (wakes.) 
Bless me ! ev'ry way 1 am undone; 

I did not dream of beiw, here; 
But snug in siceet Crane Alley, Londont, 

And Stocks were up, and 1—oh dear 1 

Enter FRANCIS OSBALDISTONE. 

Brands. You are well met, sir. 
Rash. 1 am glad to hear it, (aside.) He's earlier 

than I expected—but Jobson is preparod. 
Francis. I was about to take a long and doubt 

ful journey in quest of you. 
Rash. You know little of him you sought, then. 

I’m easily found by friends, and still more easily 
bymyfoe8—in which am I to class Mr. Francis 
Osbal distone? 

Francis. In that of your foes, sir—your mortal 
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foes, unless you Instantly do justice to my father, 
by accounting for his property 

Hash. And to whom am I, a member of your 
father’s commercial establishment, to be compelled 
to give an account of my proceedings ? Surely, not 
to a young gentleman whose exquisite taste for 
literature would render such discussions disgusting 
and unintelligible. 

Francis. Your sneer, sir, is no answer; you must 
accompany me to a magistrate. 

Hash. Be it so; yet no—were I inclined to do 
as you would have me, you should soon feel which 
of us had most reason to dread the presence of a 
magistrate - but l have no wish to accelerate your 
fate. Go, youug man; amuse yourself in your 
world of poetical imagination, and leave the busi¬ 

ness of life to those who understand, and can 
conduct it. 

Francis. This tone of calm insolence shall not 
avail you, sir—the name we both bear never yet 
submitted to insult 

Rash. Right, right! you remind me that it was 
dishonoured in my person—you remind me also by 
whom. Think you I have forgotten that blow— 
never to be washed out but by blood ? For the 
various times you have crossed my path, and al¬ 
ways to my prejudice—for the persevering folly 
with which you seek to traverse schemes, the im¬ 
portance of wh ch you neither know, nor are capa¬ 
ble of estimating—you owe me a long account; 
and fear not there shall come an early day of 
reckoning. 

Frauds. Why not the present ? Do your schemes 
or your safety require delay ? 

Rash. You maj trample on the harmless worm, 
out pause ere you rouse the slumbering venom of 
the folded snake. 

Fran is. I will not be trifled with. 
Rash. 1 had other views respecting you! but 

enough. Heceive now the .chastisement of your 
boyish insolence. 

They draw, and at the moment their stcords cross, Rob 
Roy rushes forward, and beats up their guard. 

Rob. Hold! stand off! 
Rash. MacGregor! 
Rob. By the hand of my father! the first man 

that strikes, I'll cleave him to the brisket (to Fran¬ 
cis.) Think you to establish your father’s credit by 
cutting your kinsman’s tnroat ? Or do you, sir (to 
Rashleigh), imagine men will trust their lives, their 
fortunes, and a great poFtical interest with one that 
brawls about like a drunken gillie? Noy, nay, 
never look grim, or gash at me, man! If you’re 
angry, turn the buckle of your belt behind you. 

Ra h. You presume, sir, on my present situation, 
or you would hardly dare to interfere where my 
honour is concerned. 

Rob. Presume! And what for should it be presu¬ 
ming? Ye may be the richer man, Mr. Osbaldis- 
tone, as is most likely, and ye may be the more 
learned man, which i dispute not; but you are 
neither a better nor a braver man than myself; and 
it will be news to me, indeed, when I hear you are 
half so good. And dare, too—dare! Hout, tout! 
much daring there is about it 

Rash, (aside.) What devil brought him here to 
mar a plan so well devised; 1 must lure him to the 
toils. 

Hob. What say yon ? 
Rash My kinsman will acknowledge he forced 

this on me. I’m glad we were interrupted before 
I chastised his insolence too severely. The quarrel 
was none of my seeking. 

Rob. Well, then, walk with me I have news for 
you. 

Francis. Pardon me, sir; I will not lose sight of 
him, till he has done justice to my father. 

Rob. Would you bring two on your head instead 
of one? 

Francis. Twenty—rather than again neglect my 
duty. 

Rash. You hear him, MacGregor! Ib it my fault 
tint he rushes on his fate? The warrants are 
out 

Fob. Warrants? Curses on all such instruments ! 
they have been the plague of poor old Scotland for 
this hundred years—but, come on't what will. I’ll 
never consent to his being hurt that stuuds up for 
the father that begot him. 

Rash. Indeed! 
Rob. My conscience will not let me. 
Rash. Your conscience, MacGregor ! 
Rob. Yes, my conscience, sir; I have such a thing 

about me; that at least, is one advantage which 
you cannot boast of. 

Rash. You forget how long you and I have known 
each other. 

Rob. If you know what I am, you know likewise 
that usage mado me what I am ; and, whatever you 
may think, 1 would not change with the proudest 
of the oppressors that have driven me to take the 
heather bush for shelter What you are, and what 
excuse you have for being what you are, lies betw eeu 
your own heart and the long day. 

Rash, (aside.) Can MacGregor suspect ? IIa3 Mac- 
Vittie betrayed me’? 

Rob. Leave him, I say! you are in more danger 
from a magistrate than he is ; and were your cause 
as straight as an arrow, he'd find a way to warp it 
(Francis persists in not tearing Has leigh, but is with¬ 

held by Rob Roy.) Take your way, Rashleigh—make 
one pair of legs worth two pair of hands. You have 
done that before now. 

Rash. Cousin, you may thank this gentleman, if 
I leave any part of my debt to you unpaid ; but I 
quit you now, in the hope that we shall soon meet 
a£tun, without the possibility of intei ruption. 

[Exit. 
Rob. (as Francis struggles to follow.) A8 I live by 

bread, you are as mad as lie! Would you follow 
the wolf to his deu? (pushes him back.) Come, come, 
be cool — ’tis to me youmust look for that you seek. 
Keep aloof from Rashleigh, and that pettifogging 
justice-clerk, Jobson; above all from MacVittie. 
Make the best of your way to Aberfoil, and, by the 
word of a MacGregor, I will not see you wfonged! 
Remember the Clachan of Aberfoil. (shakes his hand 
with great cordiality.) 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—The Library of Osbaldistone Hall. 

A knocking heard without. Enter SIR FREDERIC,. 
V E RNON from the panel, with haste and agita¬ 
tion. 

Sir F. I was not mistaken—it is at the private 
door. (Knocking again.) Can it be Campbell ? - 
Rashleigh? No, perhaps a courier from the Earl 
of Mar. My hopes, my existence, hang upon a 
thread—either Scotland has her rightB restored, or 
I have nothing more to do with life. 

Re-enter MARTHA with a letter. 

Martha. A gentleman-a cavalier—a-1 ken na 
what to ca him. This, he said, would speak for 
him. (Gives the letter, which Sir Frederick opens, and 
reacts with agitation.) And weel it ought, for he had 
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scarcely breath to say, “ Deliver that** when he pat 
spurs to his panting steed, ant dashed frae the 
wicket as if ne had seen a war.ock ora witch, in¬ 
stead o’ a decent-looking lassie. 

Sir F. Betrayed—ruined—lost 1 Desire my daugh¬ 
ter to attend me. 

[Exit Martha. 

O, villain—'villain! I had suspicions, bnt little did I 
expect bo sudden, so fatal a confirmation! This ill- 
advised confidence in Rashleigh has rained alL To 
yield, or to be taken now, were but to lay our heads 
upon the block. But ’tis yet too strong a cause to- 
be abandoned for the breath of a traitor’s tale. 
Promptness and decision often restore to health 

; and vigour that which despair would leave hope¬ 
lessly to periBh. I must hasten instantly to the 
Highlands-if our friends there are as weak aB 
some are false, but one course remains—an imme¬ 
diate escape to France. 

Enter DIANA VERNON. 

Diana. Dear sir, what means this unusual sum¬ 
mons ? 

Sir F. Diana, our perils are now at the utmost— 
you must accompany and share them with me. 

Diana. I have been taught endurance, sir, and 
will not shrink from it now. What I have borne 
for your sake, I can bear again. But the cause— 
Borne political secret? 

Sir F. Yes—which your late rejection of Rash- 
leigb for a husband has induced him to betray, con¬ 
trary to the oath by which he bound himself. But 
prepare instantly for your departure. 

Diana. Whither to go? 
Sir F. First to the Highlands. I muBt endeavour 

to see MacGregor. You shall know more when I 
have made my own arrangements. I will relieve 
the distresses of your cousin Francis, if possible; 
but the solemn contract that has bound me to 
Rashleigh leaves the convent your whole and sole 
resource, unless, indeed, you renounce the creed in 
which you have been educated. 

Diana. Forsake the faith of my gallant fathers? 
Never-1 would as soon, were I a man, forsake 

I their banners when the tide of war pressed hardest, 
and turn, like a hireling iecreant, to join, its ene¬ 
mies 1 (Sir Frederick clasps h r with transport to his 
bosom, and exit.) Yes, when the gathering cry is 
heard upon the hills, there’s not a lassie but will 
share her hero's danger, and thus Bing the praise 
if her gallant Highlandman. 

j^ONG—(Words by Bums). AIR—“ Whit* 
Cockade.’’ 

A Highland lad my love was bom, 
The Lowland laws he held tn scorn, 
But he still was faithful to h s clan, 
My gallant braw John Highlandman. 

Sing hey my braw John IJighlawiman 
Sing ho my braw John High andman. 
There's not a lad in a' the clan, 
Can match wi my braw Highlandman 

With his bonnet blue, and tartan plaid, 
And good claymore down by his side, 
The ladies' hearts he did trepan, 
My gallaut braw John Highlandman. 

Sing hey, Ac. 

[Exit. 

SCENE IIL—Interior of Jem MacA Ipine's Change 
Hint, in the Clachan of Aberfoil. Turf fire. 

At an oak table sit MAJOR GALBRAITH and M AO- 
STUART. DOUGAL lies asleep, at back, his 
sword and target near him. 

MacS. Eneugh eneugh, Galbraith—Icanteukmv Sint of usquebagh, or pranty either, wi’ ony man. 
ut we have wark in hand just noo, and had better 

look to it. 
Major. Ilout tout, mon—meat and mass never 

yet hindered wark; had it been my directing, in¬ 
stead of this Rash—Rash—what the deevil is the 
Saxon’s name ? 

Macs. Haud your whist Major, man—baud your 
whist—don’t let the prautv be owre strang for your 
praina Do you no see ? (Pointing to the sleeper.) 

Major. I say that the garrison and our troops, 
with Captain Thornton s party, could have taken 
Roy Roy, without bringing you all the way from 
the Glens to Aberfoil here. There’s the hand that 
would lay him flat upon the green, and never ask a 
Hielander for help. 

MacS. Come, come—’tis time we were going. 
Major. Going! why, ’tis here Thornton was ap¬ 

pointed to meet us; besides, mind the auld saw— 
*' It’s a bauld moon, quo’ Bennygask—anither pint, 
quo’ Lesslieand we’ll no stir a step till we've 
drucken it neither. (Rises.) 

SONG.—(Words entered from Wordsworth's Poem of 
“ Rob Roy's Grave." 

AIR—“ My love she's but a lassie yet,” 

A famous man was Robin Hood, 
The English ballad singer's joy; 

But Scotland has a thief as good — 
She has she has her bold Rob Roy. 

A dauntless heart MacGregor shows, 
A nd wondrous length and strength of arm ; 

He long has quell'd his Highland foes, 
And kept—and kept his friends from harm. 

Chorus.—A famous man, Ac. 

His daring mood protects him still, 
For this the robber's simple plan. 

That they should take who have the will, 
That they should keep—should keep who can. 

And while Roy Roy is free to rove, 
In summer's heat and winter's snow, 

The eagle he is lord above, 
And bold Rob Roy is lord below. 

Chorus.—A famous man, Ac. 

JEAN MACALPINE is heard without in loud expostu¬ 
lation with FRANCIS OSBALDISTONE and 
BAILIE NICHOL JARVIE.—GaLBRAITH and 
M ACSTUART I’Ok round angrily. The Sleeper raises 
his head, and discovers him elf to be DOUGAL.— 
He secures his sword and target, and resumes his 
position as the BAILIE and FRANCIS enter. 

Jean, Indeed, gentlemen, my house is taen up wi’ 
them that winna like to be intruded on. 

Francis. But, my good woman, we are dying with 
hunger. 

Bailie. Starving 1 Sax hoars since I tasted a 
morsel, except the rough, tough legs o’ an auld 
moor-cock. (Crosses towards fire.) 

Jean. You had better gang far’er than fare waur. 
Bailie. I’ve ither eggs upon the spit I’ll no stir 

a Btap, woman. 
Jean. Weel, weel; a wilfu’man maun hae his ain 

way. Bat I wash my hands on’t 
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Francis. I must make the beat apology I can to 
your guests • but as they are so few, I nope little 
will be required for Adding two more to their 
company. 

Exit JEAN MACALPINE.—BAILIE furtu up a 
a weal-tub, and seats hims If rery composedly near 
the fire— FRANCIS goes to seat himself near GAL¬ 
BRAITH who instantly throws his legs upon the 
seat. 

Mac Stuart do the same, and the Bailie replaces the 
poker.) ’ , 

milie. Well, noo, I And there's nae hole In my 
wame, I’ll noo be the waur for putting something 
iu tili’k (Seats himstlf-he and the Major converse 
apart.) 

ANDREW FAIRSERVICE, with a letter in his 
hand, appears at the door, terrified for fear of in¬ 
truding FRANCIS beckons him forward — 
DOUGAL appears at the window, watching. 

Major. You mak yoursel perfectly at hame, sir. 
Francis. We usually do so, sir, when we enter a 

house of public entertainment 
Baiiie. Pray, gentlemen, dinna be angry; we are 

only bits o’ Glasgow bodies, travelling to get in 
some siller that'B awing us. 

MacS. Did you no saw by the white wan’ at the 
door, that the public-hoose was occupied. 

Francis. The white wand! 1 do not pretend to 
understand the customs of this country, but I am 
yet to learn how three persons should be entitled 
*o exclude all other travellers from the only place 
of shelter and refreshment for miles round. 

Bailie. There’s nae reason for’t, gentlemen—we 
mean nae offence; and if a stoup o' brandy will 
heal the quarrel— 

Muior. D—n your brandy l 
Bailie. That’s ceevil. It’s my opinion ye’ve gotten 

owre muckle o’ that already, if ane may judge by 
your manners. 

MacS. We want naither your company nor your 
pranty. 

Major. (mimicking MacStuartNo, we want 
naither your company nor your pranty; and if j’e be 
pretty men, draw! (Unsheathes his sword—Macotuart 
and Francis do the same.) «. 

MacS. Ay, traw! 
Bailie, (starts up.) Draw! I’m neither a pretty 

man, nor hae I ony thing to drawl but by the soul 
o’ my faither the deacon, i’se no tuk a blow with¬ 
out gieing a thrust. (Rum to the fire and seizes a red 
hot poker.) So that, he that likes it, has it. (As 
they tilt at each other, Dougal starts up and darts be¬ 
tween the Bailie and MacStuart.) 

Dougal. Her nainsrT has eaten te town pread o’ 
Glasgo,’ and she’ll fecght for Bailie Nicol Sharvie 
at Aberfoil—troth will she' Och, neish t 

MacS. liaud, haua—the quarrel’s no mortal, and 
the gentlemens hae given raisonable satiswhas- 
tion. 

Bailie. I'm glad to hear’t 
Major. Well, weel, as the gentlemen have shown 

themselves men o’ honour— 
(Dougal goes off.) 

MacS. Men o’honour! Wha ta teevii ever saw 
men o’ honour fecght with a fire brond before ? 
Figh! my braw new plaidie smells like a singit 
sheep’s heed. 

Bailie. Let that be nae hindrance to gude fellow¬ 
ship; there’s aye a plaister for a broken head. If 
I’ve burnt ye’se plaidie, I can mend it wi’ a new 
ane. Tm a weaver. 

Major. A weaver! Pah! (Retires up the .s age, 
mapping his fingers at him with great contempt.) 

MacS. Weel, sir, the neist time that ye’ll fecht, 
(at it be wi’ a soord, like a Christian, and no wi’ 
a red-het poker, like a wild Indian savage. 

Bailie. My conscience! a man maun dae his 
best, I was obleeged to grip at the first thing that 
came in my way; and, as I’m a Bailie, I wadna 
desire a better. 

Major. Come, come, let's drink and agree like 
honest fellows (Sheathes his sword—Francis and 

Andrew. I'm an honest lad, sir—I wadna part 
wi’ your honour lightly—but, the—the—the—read 
that! 

Francis. ’Tis from Campbell! (rends) “ There are 
hawks abroad, and I cannot meet you at Aber¬ 
foil, as intended. The bearer is faithful, and may 
be trusted; he will guide you to a place where we 
will be safe and free to look after certain affaire, 
in which I hope to be your guidance. Robert 
MacGregor Campbell." Hawks! he means the 
government forces. From whom did you receive 
this? 

Andrew Frae a Hieland deevil w’ a red head— 
that—that— 

(Perceives Dougal's head at the window.) 

Francis. Have the horses saddled, and be ready 
at a minute's notice. (Dougal, satisfied that the letter 
has been read, disappears.1 

Andrew. De’il be in my feet if I stir a tae’s length 
far’er—to gang into Rab Roy’s country is a mere 
tempting o’ providence. 

Francis. Wait without—one way or the other 1 
will determine speedily. 

Andrew. I dinna gie ad—n how ye determine, 
sir, but I wanna do’t—I’m no sick a born idiwut— 
I’ll no do’t. 

[Exit. 
Bailie. Let Glasgow flourish! I’ll hear no 

language offensive to the Duke o’ Argyle, or the 
name o’ Campbell My conscience! Remember 
the het poker! 1 say, he’s a credit to the country, 
and a good frieend to our toon and trade. 

Major. Ah! there’ll be a new warld soon—we 
shall have no Campbells cocking their bonnets 
so high, and protecting thieves and murderers, 
to harry and spoil better men, and mair royal 
clans. 

Bailie. Sir, ye gie your tongue owre great a 
leesence—ye may be mair loyal clans, but by my 
soul, ye’re no better man. 

Major. No? 
Bailie. No! 

(Bailie lakes the poktr, fight again.) 

Francis. Pray, gentlemen, do not renew your 
quarrel; in a few moments we must part com¬ 
pany. 

MacS. Weel, weel, there's nae occasion for ony 
mair het blude. But you must ken, sir, that we are 
harried oot o’ all patience here wi meetings to put 
down Rab Roy. I hae chased the MacGregor my set 
— hae had him at pay like a red-deer; but still the 
Duke o’ Argyle gi'es him shelter. Oh! it’s eneugh 
to make a non mad. I wad gi’e something to be as 
near to him as I hae been. 

Rathe. Wad ye? 
{irons cutty.) 

MacS. Ay. 
Bailie. Ye’ll forgi’e me, friena, for speaking my 

mind, but it’s my thought, you’d hae gi’en the best 
button on your coat to hae been as far awa' fraa 
Rab Roy then as you are noo. My conscience l 
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my liet poker would hae been naetliing to his 
claymore, 

MacS. You tamn’d weaver! one word mair abRit 
that fhilthy. poker, by my saul. I'll make you ait it, 
and sax inches o’ cauld steel into the pargain. 

Bailie. (Seizing the poker.) Wull you, sir? 
Francis.’ Come, come, gentlemen, let us all be 

'riends here, and drink to all friends far away. 

SONG.— (Words by Bums.) 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 
An' nev<r biougnt to mind? 

Should avid acquaintance be forgot, 
An' the days o' lung syne, 

For auld long sine, my friends. 
For auld long syne. 

We'll tak a cup o' kindness yet. 
For avid lung syne. 

Chorus. For auld lang syne, eke. 

An' here's a hand, my trusty friend. 
An' gie's a hand o thine, 

An well tooni the stoop to friendship's 
growth. 

An' days o’ auld lang syne. 
Jhorus. For auld lang syne, Ax. 

An' surely you'll be your pint -stowp, 
An' surely Fll be mine, 

An' we ll tak a right gude willy-wacht, . 
For auld lang syne. 

Chorus. For auld. lang syne, Ac. 

(A drum heard without.) 

Enter JEAN MACALPINE, in alarm. 

Jean. The red coats! the red coats! 
[Exit. 

Captain. I have no time to attend to all this 
And you, sir, what may your name be ? 

(To Francis.) 
Francis. Francis Osbaldistone. 
Captain. What, a son of Sir Hildebrand ? 
Bailie, No, sir, a son till a better man—the great 

William Osbaldistone, Crane Alley, London, as Mr. 
Owen has it. 

Captain. 1 am afraid, sir, your name only increases 
the suspicions against you, and lays me under the 
necessity of demanding your papers. 

Bailie. (Aside.) That’s a very modest request 
Francis. 1 have none to surrender. 
Captain. What is that naw in your breast? 
Francis. Oh! to this you are welcome. (Givi 

aside.) Yet it may endanger I have done svr 
Bailie. What for did ye dae it then, yegouk ’ 
Captain. ’Tis confirmed. Here I find you 

writteu communication with the outlawed robbe 
MacGregor Campbell. 

Major. Spies of Rob! 
Mac S. Strap 'em us to the next tree! 
Bailie. Gently, gently, kind gentlemen, if you 

please, there’s nae hurry. 
Captam. How came you possessed of this? 
Francis. You will excuse my answering. 
Ca tain. (To Bailie.) Do you, sir, know anytlrug 

of this? 
Bailie. By the soul o’ my faither, the Deacon, 

no! 
Captain. Gentleman, you are waited for. (Signifi¬ 

cantly to Galbraith.) I’ll thank you to order two 
sentinels to the door. 

[Exeunt Galbraith and MacStuart. 
Bailie. Sentinels' sentinels! What— 
Captain. I can hear no remonstrance—the ser¬ 

vice I am on gives me no time for idle discussions. 
Come, sir— 

Enter CAPTAIN THORNTON. 

Captain. You, sir, I suppose, are Major Gal¬ 
braith, of the squadron of Lennox Militia? and 
these are the Highland gentlemen whom I was 
appointed to meet in this place ? 

Major. You are right, sir; Captain Thornton, I 
presume. Will you take any refreshment? 

Captain. I thank you, none - I am late, and desi¬ 
rous to make up time. I have orders to search for 
and arrest two persons guilty of treasonable prac¬ 
tices. Do these gentlemen belong to your party ? 

Bailie. No, sir we’re travellers, sir lawfu’ tra¬ 
vellers by land and sea. 

Captain. My instructions are. to place under arrest 
an elderly and a young person—you answer the 
descriptibn. 

Bailie. Mel Tak care what ye say, sir—tak care 
what.yesay! It’ll no be your red coat, nor your 
laced hat, that’ll protect you, gin you put an af! rout 
on me. I’ll convene you in an action o’ scandal and 
fause- imprisonment. I’m a free burgess, and a 
magistrate. Nicol Jarvie is my name—so was my 
faither a afore me. I’m a Bailie—be praised for the 
honour.!—and my faither was a Deacon-yes, sir, he 
was a Deacon o’ the weavers. 

Major. True enough — his father was a prick- 
ear’d cur, and fought against the King at Botliwell- 
JL’Ilg. 

Bailie. My faither paid -what he ought, and 
what he bought Major Galbraith, since I ken you 
are Major Galbraith; and was an honesrer man 
than ever stood upon your clumsy shanks, Major 
Galbraith. 

Major. Clumsy shanks I 
(Looking at his leys.) 

Bailie. O, vera weel, sir, vera weel. Ye’re wel¬ 
come to a tune on your ain fiddle: but if i dinna 
make ye dance till’t, before I’ve done, my name's 
no Nicol Jarvie! Gude save us! arrest a bailie—a 
free burgess—a magistrate—My conscience! 

[Exit, following Captain Thornton and 
Francis. 

SCENE IV.—The Clachanof Aberfoil. A few miser¬ 
able looking, low-roofed hovels in various parts of the 
crags, which rise imme dately 6. hind them, int-r- 
spersed with brushwood, Ac. The back of the scent 
exhibits the distant Highland country. Part of a 
house conspicuous near the front. 

MACSTUART enters from inn, followed by MAJOR 
GALBRAITH, who beckons on the SERJEANT, 
and after giving him directions to place SENTIN ELS 
before the inn door, exits with MA’CSTUART. The 
SERJEANT brings on the SOLDIERS, who range 
themselves in the back-ground, two SENTINELS 
are placed *'n front of the mn. Enter CAPTAIN 
THORNTON, from the inn. 

CapUtiti. Serjeant, make the men fall in. 

[Exit Serjeant 
We must at once get under arms.' I cannot bo 
mist,;iken- these strangers must be the persons de¬ 
scribed bv Rashloigh Osbaldistone. Yet his own 
relative, one would tliiuk, might have beeii over¬ 
looked. No, no—he is one that makes no excep¬ 
tions. The self-interested wretch that would have 
first betrayed his country, and now bis dearest 
friends, respects no tie of honour, kindred, or 
affection. Sentinels, bring out your prisoners. 
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Inn. conducting 
and BA LLE 

The SENTINELS enter the inn. At the same instant 
a noise is heard without—the SERJEANT and two 
men enter, dragging forward DOUGAL, followed 
by the INHABITANTS of the village, consisting 
of WOMEN and CHILDREN; they are eager for 
the safety of Dougal, and with difficulty suppress 
their enmity to the Soldiers. 

Dougal. Oigh, oigh I 
Serjeant. Bring him along! 
People. Oigh, oigh! Pooi Dougal! 
Captain. Cease this howling, anil let the man be 

beard! 
Dougal Oigh, oigh! 
Serjeant. We caught this fellow lurking behind 

the inu, Captain he confesses to have seen Rob 
Roy within this half hour. 

Captain. How many monkad he with him, fellow, 
when you parted? 

Dougal. She cannot just be fery sure about that. 
Captain, Your life depends upou your answer. 

How many rogues had that outlawed scoundrel 
with him ? 

Dougal. No aboon half so mouy as there wud pe 
here the noo. 

Captain. And what thieves’ errand were you 
dispatched upon f (Dougal lopks about him, as beset 
with doubt and difficulty.) Speak, rascal, instautly! 
I'll not give you time to hatch a lie—what errand? 

Dougal. Just to see what your honour and the 
redcoats wad pe want at AberfoiL 

Ewe*- the SENTINELS from the 
FRANCIS OSBALDJ STONE 
NICOL JARVIE, who come down. 

Bailie. Mercy on us! they’ve gripped the puir 
Dougal creature. Captain, I'll put in bail, sufficient 
bail for that Dougal creature. 

Cap’ain. You kuow him then—are interested for 
his safety ? 

Bailie. Yes, sir, he did me a good turnance, when 
I was sair beset, and X— 

Captain. Mr. Jarvie, you will please to recollect, 
that for the present you likewise are a prisoner. 

Bailie. Me? My conscience! Sir, I tak you to 
witness the captain refuses sufficient bail. (Taking 
one of the sentinel, by the breast. > The Dougal crea¬ 
ture has a gude action o’ wrangous imprisonment, 
and I se s-ee him righted—l’se see him righted. 

Captain. Mr. Jarvie - 
Bailie. Mr. Bailie Jarvie, gin ye please, sir. 
Captain. Well, then, Mr. Bailie Jarvie, unless you 

beep your opinions to yourself, I shall resort to un¬ 
pleasant measures. 

Bailie. My conscience! wull ye really ? 

BOB ROY, in his Highland dress, unarmed, appears in 
th» background, and listens. 

Captain. Now, my frieDd, let us understand each 
other. YTcm have confessed yourself a spy, and 
should string up to the next tree—but, come, if you 
will lead me and a small party to the place where 
vou left your master, you shall then go about your 
business, ana I’ll give you five guineas earnest to 
boot , A A , ,, 

Dougal. Oigh, oigh! she canna do tat—she d 
rather be hanged! 

Captain. Hanged then you shall be. 
Bailie. Hanged 1 My conscience ? 
Captain. Sergeant, away with him! 
People. O hone, X) hone! 

{Sergeant seizes Dougal) 

Dougal. (Perceiving Rob.) Hooly, hooly, she’ll do 
her honour’s bidding. 

Bailie. Wull ye ? Then ye deserve to be hanged, 
yeHieland deevil! Awa’wi hun-awa wi bun 
he’s owre lang leeving! , ... 

Captain. Mr. Jarvie—Mr. Batlte Jarvie, it s my 
belief, sir, when your own turn arrives, you will 
not be in such a devil of a hurry. , . 

Bade. Me-mine? I’m a Bailie—my faitber 
was a deacon 1 My conscience 1 wad ye hang a 

magistrate? .. .v, 
Dougal. She’ll no ask her to gang ony far er th 

just to let you see whar the red Gregarach is 
Captain. Net a step. 
Dougal. And te five guineas? 
Capt'im. Here they are. {Takes out hxspurse, and 

counts the money into Dougal's hands.) One. 
Dougal. Aon. 
Captain. Two. 
Dougal. Da. 
Captain. Three 
Dougal. Tri. 
Captain. Four. . . . , 
Dougal. Ceitnar. {A pause, Captain feeling in hu 

purse.—Dougal i"patient.) Coig! 
Captain. Coig! what the devil does the fellow 

mean? Cob;! (Bailie shakes his head.) 
Dougal. (Recollecting.) Hout, teevil, five, Qve. 
Cap a in. Ohl < Gives him the fifth guinea. 
Bailie. The Dougal Creature’s waur than I thought 

him—a wardly and perfidious creature! My worthy 
faither. the deacon—rest be wi’ him, honest man! 
-used to say that goud slew mair souIb than the 
sword did bodies—and L’s true, it’s true. Oli, 
Dougal! Dougal! I’m dune wi’ ye now. 

Dougal. Baud your wisht, Bailie, hand youi 
wisht. , „ ... 

Captain. Mr. Osbaldistone, and you Mr. Bailie 
Jarvie, if loyal and peaceable subjects, will not re¬ 
gretbeing detained a few hours, when it is essential 
to the king’s service—if otherwise, I need no ex¬ 
cuse for acting according to my duty, (to Dougal) 
Now observe, if you attempt to deceive me, you die 
by my hand. 

Bailie. My conscience! 
Dougal. (aside.) She no just sure about tat 

Two Sentinels are placed on each side of the BAILIE, 
who looks at them with anger and dismay - the same 
is done with FRANCIS.—Dougal leads the march, 
taking an opportunity to exchange a glance of recog¬ 
nition ami understand ng with ROB ROY. 
Captain. March 1 

Military Music—they march—music dies away as they 
disappear.—Enter ROB R >Y, and RASHLEIGH 
OS13AL,DISTONE/ro/;i behind the hut. 

Rob. Who’d have thought Dougal had so much 
sense under that ragged red pow of his. 

Rash. Did he act then by your direction ? 
Rob Troth did ho—and well acted it was! He’ll 

lead the Saxon Captain up the loch ; but not a red¬ 
coat of thorn will come back to toll what they 
landed in. 

Rash. And their prisoners—my cousin and the 
Bailio? 

Rob. They’ll be safe enough while DougaTs with 
them. 

Rash, (aside.) Perhaps not 
Rob. Fetch my dirk and claymore, some of you 

I must away. 
Rash, (aside.) If Thornton has been fool enough 

to be led into an ambuscade. This opportunity 
shall not be lost. 

Rob. My dirk and claymore! I must attack these 
buzzards in the rear.; 

(A ooe < a as into the mn.j 
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Rash, i word, MacGregor. You told me your 
whole force was disposed to watch the different 
parties sent to surprise you. 

Rob. I did. 
Rash. How then have you been able to provide 

so suddenly for this unexpected party of Thorn¬ 
ton’s? 

Rob. Look around you. 
Rash. Weill 
Rob. Think you that any but old men, women, 
d bairns, would stand idle when King James's 
use or MacGregor’s safety needed them ? Ten 
termined men might keep the pass of Loohard 

against a hundred ; and i sent every man for¬ 
ward that had Btrength to wield a dirk or draw a 
trigger 

Rash. Indeed! move on then. 

ROB ROY goes up the stage—the Boy enters from 
inn. with the claymore—RASHLEIGH seizes i'. und 
calls “GALBRAITH MaCSTUART V'—the People 
shout—ROB ROY sees he is betrayed, and, running 
off, is met by two so diers, who point their guns at 
him he rushes across th- other side, where he ts met 
by two more soldiers, then by GALBR AIT H, then by 
MAC STUART—he then makes a rush at RASH¬ 
LEIGH, who keeps him at bay with his drawn sword 
Tableau——pause, ROB RO Y u bound by soldiers 

with a cord. 

Rash. Now, MacGregor, we meet as befits us, for 
the first time. 

Rob. But not the last Oh, villain! villain 1 
villain! . , , 

Rash. I should better have deserved that re- froach, when under the direction of an able tutor, 
sought to introduce civil war into the bosom of a 

peaceful country; but I have done my best to 
■vtone for my errors. Galbraith, let him be mounted 
on the same horse with the strongest trooper of 
your squadron, buckled in the same belt, and 
guarded on every Bide, ’till he’s safe in the garri- 

8°Ro6. There’s a day of reckoning at hand 1 think 
0n’t—dream on’1 ; there’s not a red MacGregor in 
the country, but from this time forward marks you 
for a traitor’s doom. There’s a day to come ; you 
have not yet subdued Rob Roy 1 

Rash. Away! 

Uilitarv J/ksic.-ROB ROY is led off, looking steadily 
at RASHLEIGH. 

E1N ALE.-HIGHLANDERS and SOLDIERS. 

Chorus. Tramp, tramp, o'er moss and .fell, 

People MacGregor's) f ^ 
Soldiers. The robber's ^ 
People. MacGregor's) bound. 
Soldiers. The traitor sf 

And wailing clans shall hear Am knell, 
Whose battle cry 
Was “win or dieT 

SOLO. 

Women. Guardian spirits of the brent, 
Freedom grant, the chieftain save. 

Chorus. Tramp, tramp, Ac, 
[Exit 

ACT in. 

SCENE I.—The Pass of Lochard.—Military Msmc. 
Enter DOUGAL, CAPT. THORNTON I RANCH 
OSBALDiSTONE, SERGEANT, and SOLDIERS. 

Captain. Halt! front! (7b Dougal.) Go to the 
front, sir! (To the Bailie.) Now, sir, you wish to 
speak with me. . 

Bailie Yes, captain, I crave that liberty; ana 
for the sake o’ ’a concerned, I’m sorry you didna 
grant it a full half hour gane by! for it’s my sincere 
advice, for the sake o’ ye’re friends in general, ana 
mysel’ in particular, that yon make the best o your 
way back again to a place o’ safety—if you do not 
by the hand o’ my body, there is no ane o uswUi 
gang hame to tell the tale. 

Captain. Make yourself easy, siri 
Bo Hie. Easy! I canna mak mysel’ easy, sir. My 

conscience! he’ll bae us a’ butcher d. (Aside.) 
Captain. As you are friends of the government, 

gentlemen, you will be happy to learn that it is 
impossible this gang of ruffians can escape the 
measures now taken to suppress them. Various 
strong parties from the garrison secure the hills 
in different parts; three hundred Highlanders are 
in possession of the upper, while Major Galbraith 
and his troopers occupy the lower passes of this 
country. , . ^ 

Bailie. Ah! that sounds a’ very weel; but, in the 
first place, there’s mair brandy than brains in the 
head o’ that Major Galbraith; in the next I wadna 
hae you place owre muckle confidence in the Hie- 
landers—corbies winna pick out corbies' een. 
They may quarrel amang themsel’s, and gie ilk 
ither a stab wi’ a dirk, or a slash wi’ a claymore 
now and then; hut tak my word for’t, they are 
sure to join in the lang run against a’ fo’ks that 
wearbreeks on the hinnereuds, and hae got purses 
in their pockets. 

Captain. (Suddenly turning to Dougal.) The route 
you have led us is dangerous, and therefore sus¬ 
picious. 

Dougal. Wee!, weel, Dougal didna mak the roads. 
Bailie. That’s very true. 
Dougal. If the shentlemans wad gang upon better 

gaits, they should bae staid at hames at Glasgo’. 
Bailie. That they should, indeed! 
Dougal. Besides, your honour can no tint to tak 

the red Gregarch without some tanger. 
Bailie. The Dougal creature’s right again. 
Captain. You dog, if you have deceived me, I’ll 

blow your brains out on the spot. Y our caution, 
sir, shall not go unregarded, (to the Bailie.) but we 
must proceed. 

Bailie. Proceed! My conscience! there’s some¬ 
thing deevilish hard in being obliged to risk ane’s 
life in a quarrel with which we hae nae concern. 

Francis. I sincerely grieve that your kindness for 
me has led you into periiB in a cause which is now 
so hopeless. 

Bailie. W e may shake hands on’t Y our troubles 
will sune be owre, ane I shall slumber wi my 
worthy faither the deacon— rest and bleBS him. 

Captain. Now, my lads, forward! 

HELEN MACGREGOR appears on the point of a pr+ 
jecting rock, with a claymore and target—a brace oj 
pistols in her belt, and a man's bonnet and tartan 
plaid. 

Helen. Hold, there! Btand! Tell me what Beek 
you in the country of the MacGregor? 

Bailie. By the soul o' my faither, the deacon! it’s 
Rab's wife, Helen! there’ll be broken heads among 
us tn three minutes. 
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Htlen. Answer me! what is it you seek ? 
Captain. The outlaw rebel MacGregor Campbell 

Offer no vain resistance, and assure yourself of kind 
treatment. We make no war on women. 

Helen. Ay, I am no stranger to your tender mer¬ 
cies ! Ye have left me neither name, nor fame— 
my mother’s bones will shrink in their grave when 
mine are laid beside them. Ye have left me neither 
house nor hold—blanket nor bedding—cattle to 
feed, or flocks to clothe us—you have taken from 
os all—alll the very name of our ancestors you 
have taken from us, and now yon come to seek 
ourliveB! , ,T ., 

Captain. I seek no man’s life, nor would I rashly 
lose my own. 

Bailie. Nor I mine! ., 
Ca utain. You have, therefore, nothing to fear— 

but should there be any among you hardy enough 
to offer unavailing resistance, their own bloods be 
on their heads. A hundred guineas for Hob Hoy 1 

Helen. Fire! 
Captain. Forward l 

The heads of the HIGHLANDERS appear above the 
rocks—a »o' ley is fired as HELEN disappears—the 
first party of SOLDIERS, led on by the SER¬ 
GEANT,^return it. and rush forward— the BAILIE, 
at the first discharge starts, runs abiut in great 
alarm, and scrambles up a rock—DOUGAL at the 
same time rushes on with HIGHLANDERS, who 
drxce the SOLDIERS up the pass-th*n re-enters, 
and rushes off' to aa.s’i*f the BAILIE— -the drums, 
bugles, and bagpipe < heard incessantly—as the tumult 
subsides in the distance, FRANCIS, who has gone off, 

now re-enters. 

Francis. The contest haB terminated, and I fear, 
fatally for the assailants. But where is my poor 
friend? I saw him in a situation of imminent 
danger, but I trust no random shot has confirmed 
his melancholy prophecy. 

Bailie. (Without.) My conscience! 

Enter BAILIE, greatly disordered—the skirts of his 
coat ton offi and rag ied, his wig off, shewing hie 
bald pate—he seizes a cocked hat which is left on 
the stage, and in his confusion puts it on his 

head. 

Bailie. My conscience S . 
Francis. Somewhat damaged, I perceive; but i 

heartily rejoice the case iB no worse. 
Bailie. Thank ye, thank ye—the case is naething 

to brag o'—they say a friend sticks as close as a 
blister. My conscience! 1 wish I had fand it Bae. 
(Putting himself to rights.) When I cam’ up to this 
cursed country—forgie me for swearing—on nae 
ane’s errand but yours, Mr. Osbaldistone 1 d ye 
think it was fair, when my foot slipped and I hung 
bv the hurdies to the branch o’ a ragged thorn, to 
lave me dangling, like the sign o’ the Golden Fleece 
owre the door o’ a mercer's shop on Ludgate Hill t 
D ye think it was kind, I say, sir, to let me be shot 
at like a regimental target, set up for ball practice, 
and never ance -ry to help me down, sir ? 

Francis. My good sir, recollect the impossibility 
of my affording you any relief, without assistance 
But how were you able to extricate yourself? 

Bailie. Me extricate! My conscience? I should 
hae hung there, like Mahomet’s coflin, till the day 
o' Pentecost, ’gin it hadna been for that Dougal 
creature. He cut aff the tails o’ my coat, and clap- 
ait me on my legs again, as clean as if I had never 
been aff them. 

Francis. And where is Dougal now ? 
Bailie. Following your example, six l 

OR -ACLD LANG SYNE" al 

Francis. My example! What's that? 
Bailie. Taking deevilish good care o hirnsel. 

He warned me to keep clear o that 
leddv we saw the noo; and troth, he a nght there 
again, for Rab hansel's frightened at her, when her 
bluid’s up. 

Francis. Do you know her 7 A _ 
Bailie. A deevilish deal ower weel—but it s lang 

since we’ve met, and it’B odds if she’ll remember 

m*. 
Two or three HIGHLANDERS rush on, DOUGAL 

following. 

Highlanders. Mair Saxons 1 whiz a brace o’ ball 
through ’em! . , , „ 

Dougal. Haud, haud! they re friends to the Mac¬ 

Gregor. . , .. T. ■ 
Bailie. Yes 1 I carena wha kens it—1 m a lm*- 

gregor—we're baith Macgregors! 
b e (March.) 

HELEN MACGREGOR, followed by HIGH¬ 
LANDERS, advances down the pass. 

Helen. Englishmen, and without arms!-that’* 
strange, where there is a Macgregor to hunt and 

J 
Ba lie. (Hesitating.) I—I am very happy exceed¬ 

ing happy—to hae this joyfu’opportunity-ahem! 
this joyfu’ occasion o' wishing my kinsman Rah s 
Wife_a— (she looks at him with great contempt)—a. very 
good morning. 

Helen. Is it so? 
Bailie. Ye'll maybe hae forgotten me, Mistress 

Helen Campbell, but— 
Helen. Howl Campbell! My foot’s upon my 

native heath, and my name is Macgregor. 
Bailie. Very weel, Mrs. Camp—Mistress Rob 

R0y_tutz—Mrs. Macgregor, I beg pardon - 1 would 
just crave the liberty o’ a kinsman, to salute 
you. 

Helen. What fellow art thou, that dare claim 
kindred with our clan, yet neither wear our dress 
nor speak our language? Who are you that have 
the tongue and habit of the hound, yet seek to 
shelter with the deer ? 

Bailie. Why, my mither, Elspeth Macfarlane, 
waB the wife o’ my faither Nicol Jar vie—she was 
the daughter o’ Parlane Macfarlane, and Maggy 
Macfarlane married Duncan M’Nab, wha stood in 
the fourth degree— 

Helen. And doth the stream of rushing water ac¬ 
knowledge any relationship with the portion that's 
withdrawn from it for the mean domestic use of 
those who dwell upon its banks? 

Bailie. Maybe, no—but when the summer’s sun 
has dried up the brook, and left naething but the 
chucky-stanee, it wad fain hae that portion back 
again. I ken ye haud us Glasco’ bodies unco cheap; 
but, Lord help ye, Mrs. Ca—Macgregor, think what 
a figure I should cut wi’ my pair auld hurdies in a 
kilt, and hose gartered below the knee. My con¬ 
science ! I wad be a bonny figure. I hae been very 
serviceable to Rab as I am, and wad be mair sae, 
gin be wad leave aff his evil ways, and no disturb 
the king’s peace. 

Helen. Yes - you, and such as you, would have us 
hewers of wood, and drawers of water—you’d 
have us find cattle for your banquets, and subjects 
for your laws to oppress and trample on. But we 
are free—free by the very act which has left us 
neither house nor hearth, food or covering,—which 
has bereaved us of all—all by vengeance 1 

Bailie. For heaven’s sake dinna speak o ven¬ 
geance! 
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Helen. I will speak on’t—I will perform it too— 
I will carry on this day’s work by a deed that shall 
break all bonds between Macgregor and the Low- 
landers for ever. Here! Allan, Dougal, bind these 
Sassenach* neck and heels, and throw them into 
the Highland Lock to seek for their Highland kins¬ 
folk. 

Bailie. My consciense! 
Dougal. Oigh! to be surely, her pleasure maun 

be done. 
Bailie. Ah! but Dougal — ye ken— 
Dougal. Oh, ay! they are friends o’ te chief, as I 

ean testify, and cam’ here on his assurance o' wel- 
oome and safety. 

Helen. Dog! were I to order you to tear out their 
hearts, and place them in each other’s breast, to 
see which there could best plot treason against 
the MacGregor—would you dare to dispute my 
orders? (Distant voices are heard, singing (he burthen 
of “The Lament’’) Hark! hark! what means 
that strain ? (An emotion of alarm in the High¬ 
landers.—Helen becomes more agitated as the sounds 
approach.) Why is this? Why a lament in the 
moment of victory ? 

Enter ROBERT, HAMJSII, and a party of HIGH¬ 
LANDERS. 

Robert, Hamish, where’s the MacGregor? Where’s 
your father? (They intimate his captivity.) oh ! a 
prisoner—taken prisoner! Then MacGregor dies 1 
Cowards, did I nurse you for this, that you should 
spare your blood on your father’s enemies—that you 
should see him taken prisoner, and come back to 
tell it! Ah! cowards cowards! (Suddenly turning 
to Francis.) \ our name is Osbaldistone? 

Francis. It is. 
Helen. Itashleigh ? (presenting a pistol.) 
Francis. No ; Francis. 
Helen. That word has saved you. (Puts pistol in 

belt.) 
Francis. Rashleigh is my cousin ; but, for what 

cause I am unable to divine, he is my bitterest 
enemy. 

Helen. I’Ll tell you the cause. You havo uncon¬ 
sciously thwarted him in love and ambition. He 
robbed your father’s house of government papers, 
to aid a cause which he has this day deserted, and 
by his treachery has my husband fallen. Dare you* 
carry a message to these bloodhounds, from the wife 
of your friend ? 

Francis. I am ready to set out immediately— 
Bailie. So am I. 
Helen. No, you must remain; I have further 

occasion for you. Bring forth the Saxon cap¬ 
tain. 

{Exit Dougal. 

Francis. You will be pleased to understand, that 
I came into this country on your husband's invita¬ 
tion, and his assurance of aid in the recovery »f 
those papers you have just now mentioned; and 
iny friend, Mr. Jarvie, accompanied me on the same 
errand. 

Bailie. And I wish your freend Mr. Jarvie's boots 
had been fu’ of boiling water, when he pat them on 
for sic a damnable purpose. 

Helen. Sons, you may read your father in what 
this young man tells you wise only when the 
bonnet’s on his head, and the claymore is in his 
hand- He never exchanges the tartan for the 
broad cloth, but he runs himself into the miserable 
intrigues of these Lowlanders, and becomes again 
their agent, their tool their slave. 

Enter CAPTAIN THORNTON, led on by 
DOUGAL. 

But enough of this. Now mark well my message. 
If they injure a hair of the Mac Gregor’s head 
they do not set him at liberty within the space ot 
twelve hours, I will send ’hem their Saxon captain, 
and this Glasgow bailie, each bundled in a plaid, 
and chopped into as many pieces as there are 
checks in the tartan. 

Bailie. My conscience! For Heeven’B sake dinna 
send Bican a message! 

Captain. Give the commanding officer my com¬ 
pliments, sir — Captain Thornton’s compliments, of 
the Royals- tell him to do his duty, and not to 
waste a thought upon me. I am only sorry for the 
poor fellows that have fallen into such butcherly 
banns. If I have been deceived by these artful 
Bavages, I know hew to die for my error, without 
disgracing the king I serve, or the country that 
gave me birth 1 

Bailie. My conscience! whisht! are you weary 
o’ your life 1 Oh, Mr. Osbaldistone 1 gie my ser¬ 
vice—Bailie Nicol Jarvie’s service, a merchant and 
a magistrate in the Sautmarket o’ Glasgow—and 
tell them there are some folks here in great tribu¬ 
lation, and (loot ing at Helen) like to come to mair; 
and the best thing they can do for a’ parties, 
is just to let Rab awa’, and mak’ nae mair aboot 
it. 

Helen. Remember my injunctions! for as sure 
as that sun shall sink beneath the mountain, my 
wrords shall be fullllled. If I wail, others shall 
wail with me—there’s not a lady in the Lennox, 
but shall cry the Coronach for those she will be 
loath to lose—there’s not a farmer but shall cry, 
“ Weel awa’," over a burnt barn-yard, and an 
empty byre—there’s not a laird shall lay his head 
on the pillow at night, wTith assurance of being a 
live man in the morning. Conduct him on his 
way. 

The Bailie, unwilling to leave Francis, is following 
him of, when a Highlander' suddenly seize* linn 
by the ne<k, and throws him round. [Exit 
Francis and Guide. Thornton retd es, guarded 

Now, Allaster, the “ Lament!’’the “Lament!" 

LAMENT. 

0 hone a riel Ohonearie! 
Before the sun has sunk to rest, 
The turf will lie upon his breast. 

0 hone a rie, Ac. 
The pride of all our line deplore, 
Brace MacGregor is no more. 

0 hone a rie, Ac. 

(She sinks in grief upon the rock, while the “ La¬ 
ment ’’ is sung—at ihe close— 

Rob Roy. (Without.) Gregarach ! 
Dougal. Rob Roy 1 Rob Roy! 

Rob Roy rushes on. and is received in the arms of IItie.., 
with wild and exulting shouts from, th clan—the 
Bailie, exhilarated to the highest pitch of joy, from 
the deepest despondency. 

Helen. MacGregor! husband! life! 
Bailie. But how did you get out o’ their clutches 

Rab? 
Rob. Passing the ford of Avandow, Ewan of Brig- 

lands cut the belt that bound us; and I ducked and 
dived down the river, where not one trooper in s 
thousand would have dared to follow me. 
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Helm. And how fell you within their grasp? 
Rob. By him who has placed a brand where he 

swore to plant the olive—Raahleigh Osbaldistone. 
But were he the last and the best of his name, may 
the fiend keep me. when we next meet, if this good 
blade and his heart’s blood are not well acquainted. 

Bailie. Weel, there are as mony slips oetween the 
throat and the gallows as there are between the cup 
and the lip. I’m like a dead man restored to life! 
(a boy advances with the Bailie s w g and cane, which 
he joyfully receives.) Eh! ye’re a braw Hielander; 
ye'll be a man afore your mither. (turns to Rob Roy 
jocularly.) Od, Rab, when ye re dividing the spoils 
o’ the field, if you bud the tail o' my coat. I’ll be 
muclde obliged to ye for’t 

Rob. (laughs.) Drink, lads, drink, and be blythel 

The Dougal passes about horn cups and cans; the music 
strikes. The Bailie shakes l ands with Rob Roy, who 
pledges him with cordial ty - Chorus. 

Roy's wife of A Id valloch, 
Roy's w(fe of Aldivulloch, 

We can be 
As btythe as she, 

Dancim now the Highland I Valloch. 
Brink and dance, and sing wC glut, 

Joy can never mak' us weary! 
Rob is frae thesodgers fr t. 

And Helen she has found her dear}’. 
Roy's wife. Ac. 

A Highland dance to the ba pipes by Dougal, and High¬ 
land lads and la. ses. The Bailie, enraptured at his 
escooe from danger, joins the dancers. Closed in 
by 

SCENE IL—Rocks, near Aberfoil. 

Enter FRANCIS OSBA LDISTONE. 

Francis. I fear I have dismissed my sruide too 
early. Every step I have taken since his departure 
renders my way to Aberfoil more intricate. The 
twilight darkens rapidly, and each succeeding mo¬ 
ment the surrounding objects wear a different fea¬ 
ture, changeful as my fortunes. 

SONG.—Air—“ Fee him. father, fee him. ’ 

0 ! life is like a summer flower, 
Blooming but to wither; * 

0! love is like an April h ur, 
Tears and smiles together. 

And hope is but a vapour light. 
The loer's worst deceiver; 

Before him now it dames bright, 
And now, 'tis gone tor ever! 

01 joy is but a passing ray, 
Lovers' hearts beguiling; 

A gleam that cheers a winter's day, 
Just a moment sm ling. 

But though in hi peless dark despair. 
The thread of life may sever. 

Yet while « beats, dear maid, l swear 
My heart is thine for ever ! 

Enter SIR FREDERICK and DIANA VERNON, 
muffled in horsemen's c oaks. 

Sir F. Soho, friend, whither go you ? 
Francis. To Aberfoil can you direct me thither? 
Sir F. Turn the projecting rock on your left, and 

the village lies before you. 
Francis. I thank you —in return, let me advise, if 

you travel northward to wait till the passes are 
open—there ha* been some disturbance in this 
neighbourhood. 

Sir F. We have heard bo. But the soldier* had 
the worst, had they not? 

Francis. Yes; but in another quarter, the outlaw, 
called Rob Roy, has been captured. 

Sir F. Know you not Rob Roy has again es¬ 
caped ? 

Francis. Escaped! I rejoice to hear it That cir¬ 
cumstance will at once secure a friend of mine from 
danger, and prevent my being detained by a com¬ 
mission with which was entrusted on his behalf. 

Sir F. Who are you ? What is your name ? 
Francis. My name can be of little consequence 

an utter stranger. 
Diana. Mr. Francis Osbaldistoue should not Bing 

his favourite airs when he wishes to remain con¬ 
cealed. 

Francis. Miss Vernon! at such an hour, in such 
& lawless couutry? 

Sir F. Now, Diana, give your cousin hi3 pro¬ 
perty, and waste no further time. 

Diana. But one moment, sir—but one moment, to 
say farewell. 

Sir F. Remember, ’tis your last! 
[Exit. 

Francis. Our last ? 
Diana. Yes, dear Frank, there isagulph between 

us a gulpl; of absolute perdition. Where we go, 
you must not follow What we do, you must not 
share iu. Take from my hand these eventful 
papers pom- Scotlaud has lost her freedom, but 
your father’s credit will at least be restored. 

Francis. And is there no way in which I may be 
allowed to show my gratitude ? 

Diana. Alas, none! Adieu 1 be happy! 

DUET.—AIR.—“The Lass of Patie’s Mill. 

Forlorn and broken-hearted, 
/ we p my last adi< u! 

And sigh o'er joys departed, 
That time can ne'er renew. 

Farewell, my love, / leave thee, 
For some far ditant shore; 

Let no fond hope deceive thee — 
We part, to meet no more! 

Tho’ grief may long oppress thee. 
Your love I'll ne'er resign; 

My latest sigh shad bless t/n-e, 
My last .adtear be twine! 

Farewell, my love, Jkc. 

[Exeunt Diana and Francu- 

SCENE IIL—Interior of Jean Mac A lpine's. 

BAILIE NICOL JARVIE discovered seated at the 
table. 

Bailie. Wool, after the fatigue it has been my lot 
to suffer this blessed day, a cup o’ brandy does nae 
harm. My cousin Rab is bringing his family up to 
an ill end; and as for my cousin Helen—my con¬ 
science! (Drinks.) Thank Heaven, I shall soon 
leave this dolefu’ country. 

Enter ROM ROY—he sits down opposite the Bailie. 
Rab again! why, the man s like a bogle ora ghaist 

Rob. 'Twas business that made me follow you so 
quickly, Bailie, and business waits for no man 
There is the two hundred pounds I promised you. 
Never say a Highlander belied his word. 

Bailie. You’re an honest man, Rab that is, ye’ve 
a sort of honesty—a kind o’—Rab, ye’re an honest 
rogue. 

Rob. Come, come, take your money, and your 
cup, and say no more about it 
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Bailie. Weel, here's your heal ;h, and my cousin 
Helen’s health, and your twa bopefu’ sons, of whom 
mair anon. Ah to Helen, her reception o’ me this 
b’essed day was the north side o’ friendly, that I 
maun say. 

Rob. Say nothing of her but what is befitting a 

friend to say, and her husband to hear. 
Bailie. Weel, weel, we’ll let that flee stick to the 

wa’; but I maun tell you, that your sons are as 
ignorant as the very cattle you used to drive to 
market 

Rob. And where was I to get them teachers? 
Wauld you have me put on the college gate of 

t Glasgow,—“Wanted a Tutor for the children of 
j Rob Roy, the outlaw ?’’ 
t Bailie. Not exactly, that cock wudna fecht, but 

you might hae taught them something. 
Rob. I have taught them something. Hatnish 

can bring down a black-cock on the wing, with a 
single bullet; and bis brother drive a dirk through 
a two-inch deal board. 

Bailie. Sae muekle the waur, Rab—sae muckle 
the waur. But I hae been thinking, Rab, to tak’ 
them hame to the Sautmarket, and mak’ them 
’prentices — (Rob starts angrily.) — and I'll gie ye 
back your twa hundred pounds for the satisfac¬ 
tion. 

Rob. What! a hundred thousand deevils! The 
sons of MacGregor weavers ? I’d sooner see every 
loom in Glasgow, beams, traddles, and shuttles, 
burnt in hell-fire ? 

Bailie. My conscience! that wad be a bleeze! 
Weel, weel, you needna grip your dirk, as though 
you were gaun to drive it through me; I’m no a 
twa-inch deal board. 

Rob. Give me your hand. You mean well, but 
you press over hard on my temper. Consider what 
1 have been, and what I am become; above all, 
consider the cause that has forced me to become 
what I am. 

Enter FRANCIS OSBALDISTCNE. 

Francis. Ah! MacGregor and Mr. Jarvie, both 
safe ? 

Rob. Ay, and like to keep so—the worst hour im 
past. 

BaiHe. My conscience! but it has left plenty o' 
sair banes ahint it: but a man mustna expect to 
carry the comforts o’ the sautmarket at his tail, 
when he gangs visiting his Ilieland kinsfolk. 

Rob (Aside to Francis.) Your father is nowin 
Glasgow; send the packet to him by Mr. Jarvie. 

Francis. My father! How knew you this ? 
Rob. Dispatch your business and follow me. 

Yon shall see the moonlight on the mountain—you 
*ball hear— 

Bailie. What? 
Rob. The night-bird scream! yoa will listen to 

her bodings? Now the mist is on the brae, and the 
spirit of the Gregarach walks! Bit I forget—you 
mean kindly. Farewell, cousin, farewell. (Shakes 
hands with the Bailie, who is mmh affected, — to 
Francis.) Follow me towards the Loch; l would 
speak with you in private. (As Rob is about to exit, 
the Bailie goes up to him. and offers him the purse, 
which he rejects.) Keep your trash, Bailie, keep your 
trash 

[Exit. 
BaiHe. What did Rab say to ye ? 
Francis. Something concerning these papers. 
Bailie. Ey, papers' Why, by the son o’ my 

faither, Rab is an honest—stay! (Francis tears 
ovtn the pcuLet.) Here’s Mr. Owen's list—"Catoh 

’em and Whittington, 706,” Delightfu’? “Pollock 
and Peelman, 2—-8—7," Exact! “ Grub and Griu- 
per,”—right to a fraction. Lord save us! what's 
this ? “ Will o’ Sir Hildebrand Osbaldistone, in 
favour o’ nis nephew, Francis 1” My conscience ? 

Francis. Is it possible ? 
Bailie. As fac as death! 
Francis. This, then, was the cause of Rashleigh’a 

unrelenting hatred. 
Bailie. Nae matter, we’ve got the stuff, praise be 

blest—we’ve got the stuff! 
Francis. Mr. Jarvie, 1 intrust these documents to 

your care, as, henceforward, the sole agent of my 
father’s concerns in Scotland, lake some repose, 
and set forward early. 

Bailie. Sole agent, Mr. Osbaldistone! (Boicing.) 
I’ll not affect to disclaim having done my best to 
deserve the favours o’ my frien’s in Crane -lloy, 
London; or that the recompense will not be ad¬ 
vantageous toNicol Jarvie, merchant and magis¬ 
trate, in the Sautmarket o' Glasgow. But. Mr. 
Osbaldistone, I trust you'll say as little as need be 
o’ our pranks here amang the hills. If the members 
o' the Town Council were to ken that ane o' their 
body was seen feighting we’ a red-het poker, or 
dangling like an auld scarecraw o'er a potatoe gar¬ 
den—my conscience! they wadna be weel pleased. 
If Bailie Graham was to hear o’t it wad be a sair 
hair in my neck as lang as I leeve. 

Francis. Fear nothing, sir, on that score. Your 
kindness deserves, and shall receive every exi rea- 
sion of the most grateful sentiments; but let me 
beg of you to lose no time in returning home. 

Bailie. That you may swear; and the next time 
you catch me out o’ hearing o’ St. Mungo’s bells 
again, may Rab Roy sleep wi’ his ancestors, and 
me wi’ his widow! Eh! My conscience! 

[Exeunt Bailie and Francis. 

SCENE IV. — Rob Roy's Cave, and view of Loch 
Lomond by moonlight. 

Enter ROB ROY and FRANCIS OSBALDIS¬ 
TONE. 

Rob. Let me now speak of my own concerns. 
My kinsman said something of my boys that sticks 
to my heart, and maddens in rny brain — ’twas 
truth he spoke, yet I dared not listen to it—’twas 
fair he offered, yet I spurned that offer from very 
pride. My poor bairns! I’m vexed when I think 
they must lead their father’s life. 

Francis. Is there no way for amending such a 
life, and thereby affording them an honourable 
chance of— 

Rob. You speak like a boy! Think you that the 
old gnarled oak can be twisted like the green sap¬ 
ling? Think you I can forget being branded as au 
outlaw—stigmatised as a traitor a price set upon 
my head,.and my wife and family treated as the 
dam and cubs of a wolf? The very name, which 
came to me from a lomr and noble line of martial 
ancestors, denounced, as if it were a spell to con¬ 
jure up the devil. 

Francis. Rely on it, the proscription of your 
name and family is considered by the English as a 
most cruel and arbitrary law. 

Rob. Still it is proscribed; and they shall hear of 
my vengeance, that would scorn to listen to the 
story of my wrongs; they shall find the name of 
MacGregor is a spell to raise the wild devil withal 
Ah, Tfeav’n help me 1 I found desolation where 1 
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Lad left plenty-*-! looked east, west, north, and 
•oath, and saw neither hold Dor oeph, shed nor 
shelter; so I o’en pulled the bonnet o’er my brow, 
buckled the broad-sword to my side, took to the 
mountain and the glen, and became a broken mao. 
But why do I speak of this? ’Tis of my children, 
of my poor bairns I have thought, and the thought 
will not leave me. 

Francis. Might they not, with some assistance, 
find an honourable resource in foreign service? 
If such be your wisu, depend on its being grati¬ 
fied. 

Rob. (Stretching one hand to him and passing the 
other across his eyes.) I thank you, 1 thank you. 1 
could not have believed that mortal nmu would 
again have seen a tear in MacGregor's eye. We 11 
speak of this hereafter-we’ll talk of it to Helen— 
but l cannot well spare my boyB yet. The heather 
is ou fire. 

Francis. Heather on fire ? I do not understand 
you. 

Rob. Rashleigh has set the torch—let them that 
can pervert the blaze. (bagpipes without) Ah! 
they come—then all’s well 

Francis. I comprehend. 

HELEN and the HIGHLANDERS enter, HAMISH 
and ROBERT directing their movements. 

Rob. Have you seen Diana and Sir Frederick on 
their way. 

Helen. I have. Stranger, you came to our un¬ 
happy country when our bloods were chafed, and 
our hands were red. Excuse the rudeness that gave 
so rough a welcome, and lay it on the evil times, 
not upon us. 

Rob. Helen, our friend has spoken kindly, and 
proffered nobly—our boys, our children— 

Helen. I understand but no, no, this is not the 
time-besides, I no, no, I will not-cannot part 
from them. 

Francis. Y our separation is not required—leave 
the country with them. 

Helen. Quit the land of my sires—never! Wild 
as we live, and hopeless, the world has not a scene 
that could console me for the loss of these rude 
rocks and glens, where the remembrance of our 
wrongs is ever sweetened by the recollection of our 
revenge. 

Francis. MacGregor? 
Rob. She says truly—’twas a vain project We 

cannot follow them—we cannot part with the last 
ties that render life endurable. Were 1 to lose sight 
of my native hills, my heart would sink, and my 
arm would shrink like fern i’ the winter’s frost. 
No, Helen, no — the heather we have trode on 
while living, shall sweetly bloom over us when 
dead 

(Helen throws herself into his arms.) 

Francis. I grieve that my opportunity of serving 
those who have so greatly befriended me is incom¬ 
patible with their prospects and desires. 

Rob. Farewell—the best wish MacGregor can 
give his friend is, that be may see him no 

Helen. A mothBr’s blessing, for the only kindness 
shown for years to the blood of MacGregor, be 
upon you. Now, farewell—forget me and mine for 

ever. „ .v, , 
Francis. Forget? Impossible! 
Helen. All may be forgotten, but the sense of 

dishonour, and the desire of vengeance. 

Rob. No more. Strike! 

(March.—The HIGHLANDERS .file throw)* 
the mouth of the care. It' »BEltT ana 
HAMISH stretch forth their hands to 
FRANCIS as they pass in the march.— 
HE LBN and ROB R<>Y each take leave of 
him with cordiality and regret, and exeunt 
through the cave. 

Francis. What a wayward way is mine! My 
father’s peace of mind is happily restored but 
mine, with Diana, is lost for ever. 

RASHLEIGH OSBALDISTONIS appears at the 
back of the cave, and seeing FRANCIS, conceals 
himself. 

What noise? Surely, I heard—no. they have left 
me. (The boats are seen pas in i the Loch with the 
Highlanders). They are passing the Loch—I shall 
see them no more. 

Enter SIR FREDERICK and DIANA VERNON, 
greatly alarmed. 

Diana. Gonel MacGregor—Helen—our friends 
gone 1 

Sir F. Embarked already 1 Then my course is 
ended. 

Francis. Amazement! Diana Vernon and— 
Diana. Her father—her unhappy, her wretched 

father. Oh, Frank! we are beset by enemies on 
every side—the only path by which we could escape 
is guarded. 

Francis. No danger shall befall you here. 
Sir F. Do not involve yourself in iny fate—pro¬ 

tect my child, but leave me to suffer. I am familiar 
with danger, and prepared to meet it 

Rash. (Advances.) Meet it then, herel 
All. Rashleigh! 

(Diana turns from him to her father.) 

Rash. Ah, I come to repay the various obligations 
conferred on me by my friends. (He beckons to 
Soldiers, who enter.) Apprehend Sir Frederica 
Vernon, an attainted traitor—Diana Vernon, and 
Francis Osbaldistone, aiders and abettors of 
treason! 

Francis. Rashleigh, thou art too great a villain for 
words to speak thee. 

Rash. I can forgive your spleen, my gentle cousin 
—it is hard to lose an estate and a mistress in one 
night Take charge of your prisoners, i f my con¬ 
duct displeases you, lady, you may thank your 
minion there. 

Francis. 1 never gave you cause. 
Rash. ’Tis false: In love, in ambition, in the 

paths of interest, you have crossed and blighted 
me at every turn. I was born to be the honour of 
my father's house—I have been its destruction and 
disgrace my very patrimony has been yours—but 
if you ever live to possess it the death curse of him 
you have thus injured shall stick to it 

R"b. (without) Gregarach! 
Rash, (starts) Ah! 

ROB ROY darts in and confronts RASHLEIGH.— 
HIGHLANDERS, led by DOUGAL, appear at the 
mouth of the cave, and overpower the SOLDIERS. 
Rob. N ow ask for mercy for your soul's sake, 
/tas/i. Never! 

(Standing cn his guard) 

j Rob. Claymore, the*! (Short and. rapid combat.— 
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Rashleighfalls, and is caught by Rougal.) Die, traitor 
in your treason! 

(Rashleigh is carried off by Dougal.) 

highland march. Enter HELEN MACGREGOR, 
and the Clan, male and female. BAILIE runs on 
confused. 

Bailie. My conscience! what’8 hero to do? I 
fear I’ve lost my way. 

Francis. Mr. Jarvie! I thought you were on the 
road to Glasgow. 

Bailie. I thought sae too; but, troth, the brandy 
has deceived me. My conscience! to think o’ a 
magistrate losing his head, and losing his horse 
too! A little man, ca’d Jobson, dismounted me 
just now in a trice and gallop’d aff, as though my 
cousin Helen hersel’ was at his—(sees Helen.)—My 
conscience! 

Sir F. Brave Highlander! you have saved more 
than my life—you have preserved my honour. 
You, young man, (lo Francis) have proved yourself 
worthy of my child, and to you 1 give her. But 
whence this unexpected aid? I surely saw the 
boats depart. (To Rob.) 

Bob. With half my band, no more. Dougal over¬ 
heard, and fortunately apprised me of Rashleigh’s 
intentions, and I kept up the appearance which de¬ 
coyed the villain to nis own snare. 

Helen. By Sir Frederick Vernon's means, your 
father's house has been preserved ; that considera¬ 
tion must induce his honourable mind to confirm 
the gift you prize, and endeavour to obtain from 
the government a remission of the law in favour of 
a noble enemy. 

Rob. We shall rejoice in your happiness, though 

we may not share in it. If, in such moment*, yon 
ever think upon MacGregor, think kindly of him; 
and when you cast a look towards poor old Scot¬ 
land, do not forget Rob Roy. 

FINALE.—Air,—“Duncan Gray cam’ here to 
woo.” 

Chorus. Pardon now the bold Outlaw, 
Rob Roy MacGregor, 01 

Grant him mercy, gentles a\ 
Rob Roy MacGregor, 0 ! 

Let your hands and hearts agree, 
Set the Highland Laddie free; 
Mak' us sing wi' muckle glee, 

Rob Roy MacGregor, 01 

Francrl*. Long the State has doom'd his fa' 
Rob Roy MacGregor, 0 ! 

Still he spurn'd the hutefu' law, 
Rob Roy MacGregor, O! 

Siots can for their country die, 
Ae'er from Britain s foes they fee— 
A that's past forget, forgte, 

Rob Roy MacGregor, 0! * 
Chorus. Let your hands, <kc. 

Diana. Scotlands fear, and Scotland's pride. 
Bob Roy MacGregor, 0! 

Your award must now abide, 
Rob Roy MacGre or 0 

Long you’ favours hae been mine. 
Favours 1 will ne'er resign— 
Welcome then, for auld lang syne, 

Rob Roy MacGregor, 0 ! 
Cham a Rtf your hands, dte 
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VFamily Jars 
356 Rory O’More 
357 Zarah 
,.a ( P°ve >n humble Life 

(15 Years of Labour Lost 
359 Dream of the Future 
•ten /Mrs. White 

w (Cherry Bounce 
361 Elder Brother 
362Robber's wife 

/Sleeping Draught 
*" \ Smoked miser 

364 Love 
365 Fatal Dowry 

366 /Kl‘nSal Ti^er 
dw> \ Kill or cure 
367 Paul Clifford 
368 Dumb man of Manchester 
369 Sergeant’s Wife 
370 Jonathan Bradford 
371(Mlderoy 
,70 / Diamond cut Diamond 
' ' ( Philippe 
373 Legend of Florence 
374 David Copperfield 
375 Dombey and Son 
376Wardock Keunilson 
377 Night and morning 
378 Lucretia Borgia 
379 Ernest Maltravers 
tun /Dancing Barber 
' 8 (Turning the Tables 
381 Poor of New York 
382 St. Mary's Eve 
383 Secrets worth Knowing 
384 Carpenter of Rouen 
385 Ivanhoe 
386 Ladies' club 
•va ( Hercules 
•w ^ Bears not Beasts 
388 Bleak House 
389 Colleen Bawn 
390 The Shaughraun 
391 The Octoroon 
392 Sixteen String Jack 
393 Burnaby Rudge 
394 Cricket on the Hearth 
395 Susan Hopley 
396 Way to get married 
397 Wandering Jew 
398 Old Curiosity Shop 
399 Under the G 
400 Jane Eyre 
401 RnTaello 
aiw { Hunting a Turtle 

£ (Catching a Heiress 
/Good Night’s Rest 

" ( Lodgings for Gentlemen 
404 Thu Wren Boys 
As\r /Swiss cottage 

\ ’T« ns 1 
#06Clari 

/Sudden Thoughts 
‘ (How to Pay the Rent 

408 Mary, Queen of Scots 
og /The C^prit 

Y Boarding school 
410 Lucille 
,,, / Four Sisters 

(Nothing to Nurse 
412 My Unknown Friend 
^..j / Young widow 

V More Blunders than One 
414 Woman's Lo\e 

/A ^Vidow’s Victim 
(Day after the Fair 

416 The Jewess 
/ Unfinished Gentleman 

‘ (Captain is not A-miss 
4r8 Media 
4Iq /The Twins 

YU ide's Card 
420 Martha Willis 
4o, / Love’s labyrinth 

( Ladder of love 
422 White Boys 
423 ( Mistress of the mill 

( Frederick of Prussia 
424 Mabel’s curse 
425 ( Perplexing Predicament 

Y A Day in Paris 
426 Rye-house Plot 
427 Little Jockey tmasked 
428Tobacconist A Virgin lln- 
429 Dumb Conscript 
430 Ileui t of Loudou 
431 Frankenstein 
432 Fairy Circle 

/ Sea-bathing at home 
V Wrong man 

434 Farmer's story 
435 Lady and the Devil 
436 Vanderdecken 
437 A poor young man 
sou / Under which king? 

YTobit’s Dog 
439 His last legs 
440 Life of an Actress 
441 White horse of the Peppers 
442 Artist’s Wife 
443 Black DomiuO 
4-44 Village Outcast 
445 Ten Thousand a-Year 
446 Beulah Spa 
447 Perils of Pippins 
448 Barrack Room 
449 Richard Plantagenet 
450 Red Rover 
451 Idiot of Heidelberg 
452 The Assignation 
463 Groves of Blarney 
454 Ask no Questions 
455 Ireland as it is 
456 Jonathan in England 
457 Inkle and Yarico 
458 Nervous man 
459 Message from the Sea 
460 Black Doctor 
461 King O’Neil 

/Forty and Fifty 
so- Y'pom Noddy’s .secret 
463 Irish Attorney 
464 The Camp 
465 St. Patrick’s Day 
466 Strange Gentleman 
467 Village Coquettes 
468 Life of a woman 
469 Nicholas Nickleby 

/ Is she his wife? 
4/U (The Lamplighter 
471 Fernando 
472 Scamps of London 
473 Jessie Brown 
474 Oscar, the half-blood 
475 Mary Duotuige 
476 Nttrcfsse 
477 Little Gerty 
478 Obi 
479 Austerlitz 
480 Grandfather’s will 
481 Hidden Treasure 
482 True as Steel 
48.1 Self-Accusatioti 

rplot 

484 Crown Prince 
466 Yew-Tree Ruins 
486 Charles O'Malley 

/Bandit 
‘ (The snow helped 

488 ( JaD?0«eUc 
(A marriage noose 
/Lost Pocket-book 
(Twenty and Forty 

490 / All’s Fair in Love 
YWoman will bea woman 

491 ( Captain's Ghost 
\ llat-box 

492 ( ^°' ir'7 lJ 
Y Lot eiv 

m-i ( Ron Jiel!(e)s 
(Mistaken 
/ Locksmith 
(Portmanteau 

495 Ruth 
49 . Maid of Mariendorpt 
497 'ilie 'iurf 
498 Harlequin hoax 
499 Sweeney Todd 
504 My Poll & Partner Joe 
501 The King’s wager 
502 Tower of London 
y,., /Monsieur Jacques 

Y Plot and counter])! 
504 The Birthday 
605 Grandfather Whitehead 
606 The Stone Jug 
607 Jacob Faithful 
508 JaCK Ketch 
509 Bold Dragoons 
610 Remorse 
611 Old house at home 
512 Jersey Girl 
513 11aloan Alraschid 
514 Beggar's Petition 
r, r ( Own Blue Bell 

° (Grimalkin 
516 Paulina 
t, - / Affair of honour 
° ' (The Lancers 
518 St. Patrick’s Eve 
519 Mr. Greenfinch 
620 The hall porter 
521 Prisoner of War 
f09 /Matcbing-mak ng 

YThe Dumb Belle 
523 Lucky horse-shoe 
604 / My wife's dentist 
* Y Railroad Station 
525 The Schoolfellow 
ry’C ( Woman-IIuter 
‘ 1 (Comfortable Service 

527 lou can't marry your 
Grandmother 

528 Rochester 
529 Go’den calf 
540 Bride of Ltidgate 
531 fTwjec Killed 

YA Day well spent 
532 Tam O'Shanter 
533 Woodstock 
534 Jack Brag 
535 ( ^L'w Footman 

\ King's Gardener 
536 Woman’s Faith 
537 aiciess Husband 
538 Joconde 
53 i he Steward 
640 Evil Eye 
541 Sain Weller 
542 "ckeli 
5i3 Abroad and At Heme 
544 The Roebuck 
... / Li.ile Adopted 

' (Gentleman in Difficulties 
546 Wish-ton wish 
517 Nick of the woods 
548 Fni h and Falsehood 
549 Lulla Rookh 
550 8caneiroat & The Sultni 
551 One Fnult 
.r„ /Jacket of Blue 

(.Cousin Peter 
653 Bobbles of the Day 
554 Beau Nash 
555 Pauvrette 

556 Andy Blake 
557 Blanche of Jersey 

/Doctor Dilworth 
008 (Fellow clerk 
559 Pascal Bruno 
560 Wicklow mountains 
rfii /The Pic-nic 
081 (Railway Hotel 
562 Fashionable Arrivals 
663 Water-Party 

/Roots at the Swan 
(Lucky Stars 

665 Walter Tyriel 
566 Izaak Wa.ton 
667 Wife's Stratagem 
r.-a /Matceline 

(The Daughter 
5r9 Field of Forty Footstep^ 
570 'i lie wigwam 
571 Cramoml Brig 
f-., / Infant Phenomenon 

(Captain Cuttle 
573 Faust 
574 Jack in the water 
575 Man and wife 
576 A House Divided 
577 John Smith 
F-g / Long and Short 

1' (Lydia’s Lover’s lodging 
579 I and my double 
580 Solis and Systems 
581 Mv old woman 
582 Life of an Actor 
683 Chancery Suit 
584 Bequeathed heart 
585 My wife—what u ife ? 
5k6 Blanche Herint 
587 Lady of the Lake 
588 Bill Jones 
589 Americans Abroad 
F(,n / Pleasant dreams 
0-u (Advice Grat.a 
591 Tlie Wedding Gown 
592 Dice of death 
o93 'i he Bottle Imp 
591 Lost and won 
525 Marriage 
596 I he Three Secrets 
5. 7 Frederick the Great 
598 A libertine's lesson 
599 Jacques Strop 
<00 The Charming Polly 
6 d Life's a lotie y 
602 ( Antony and Cleopatra 

(The Party wall 
603 A cure for love 
604 Gissipus 
605 Helen Oakleigh 
one I Rlue-Faeed Baboon 

' (Ourang-Oiitang 
607 The White Milliner 
608 l’erourou 
609 The Greek Boy 
610 Robespierre 
611 The Red Farm 
612 Miser's daughter 

/ Wanted, a Brigand 
( Claude Duval 

614 Camille 
615 T lie Pride of Ilirtli 
616 Mothers and dauglicra 
617 Bedford castle 
ria l Duchess of- 

1 (Punch out of town 
619 Thomas A’Beckett 
620 Mazeppa 
621 Temptation 
622 Mary Melvin 
623 A Night in the Bastille 
Ao, /Minks, the liagmau 
0/4 (Dobson and Co. 
625 The Blind Bargain 
626 Jioe, the Licensed 

Victualler's daughter 
fio7 /Bamboozling 

(T he Sergeant’s Wedding 
628 T he Game of Love 
629 Old Maids 
630 Gustavus the Third 
631 The Weathercock 
632 Turpin’s Ride to Y'orlc 
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<561 

63:5 Doves iii a Cage 
634 Ocean of Life 
655 Nina Sforza 
.... /Hartlell v. Tick wick 
wi. .vo Swindlers 

637 Ambrose Owynett 
636 Hazard of die l>ie 
639 Peer and the Peasant 
640 One Hundred Pound Note 
641 Factory Boy 
642 Merchant and his Clerks 
•i i /Living Statues 

l V My Sister Kate 
644 Cavalier 
645 Lottery of Life 
646 False and Constant 
647 Who’ll Lend me a Wife 
64H Twould Puzzle a Con- 
640 Devil's in It [juror 
650 Love's Sacrifice 
..., / Painter of Ghent 
601 1,102 
<552 Man for the Ladies 
653 You Know What 
664 Gipsy King 
665 Court and City 
656 Gertrude’s Cherries 
657 Legerdemain 
658 English Etiquette 
659 My Wife's Mother 
mui /Humpbacked Lover 
bbb \Patter v. Clatter 

/Truth 
y Ringdoves 

...... / Dowager 
***- ywhy did you Die? 
663 Love of a Prince 
664 Fanchon, the Cricket 
665 Secretary 
666 Bringing limre the Bride 
667 Charles the First 
668 Moonshine 
66n / Atigeliue 
bb- l Divorce 
670 Brian Boroihme 
671 Xovadea 
672 Inez de Castro 
673 Love, T.aw. and Physic 
674 Heiress of Bruges 
675 Climbing Boy 

/Married Bake 
67” ^Conquering Game 
877 Haunted Inn 
678 Comfortable Lodgings 
679 Two Friends 
680 French Spy 
681 Provost of Bruges 
682 Lone Hut 
,.a, / Peter Smink 

yMrs. Smith 
684 Handy Andy 
685 Michael Erie 
686 Old Parr 
687 Tarnation Strange 
688 Royal Oak 
6*9 Rose of Arragon 
690 Halve!, the Unknown 
691 John of Procida 

/Serenading 
b',J VMiddle Temple 
693 Promise of Marriage 
694 Chai.i of Gold 
695 Beggar's Daughter 
696 Battle of Waterloo 
697 Phantom 
698 Gil Bias 

/My Wife’s Out 
S9J ^Borrowing a Husband 

700 Arajoon 
701 Forced Marriage 
702 Valsha 

„ /Behind the Scenes 
<03 ^i4it 
704 Linda, the Pearl of Savoy 
705 Lost Ship 
706 Roll of the Drum 
707 Ambassador’s Lady 
708 Spring and Autumn 
709 Close Siege 
710 Louison 
711 Our Village 

no 

712 Tempter 
713 Love's Frailties 
714 Surgeon of Paris 
715 Lord Darnley , 
716 School for Grown t. h"dten 
717 Riches 
718 Devil in London 

i M.p. for the Rotten 
- Borougli 
(Grey Doublet 

720 Leola Colotuha 
721 Loudon by Niglit 
722 Christinas Carol 
721 London Banker 
•» ;4 Musfer Humphrey's Clock 
_ / Umtiibus 

^ Mayor of Rochester 
726 Game of Life 
727 Deserted Village 
728 Old and Young Stager 
729 F' .llies of Fashion 
73') Kouiance and Reality 
731 Lust Shilling 
732 Tom Bowling 
733 Love Extempore 
734 De. il on Two Sticks 
735 Maiden’s Fame 

/ How’s your Unde 
7,,b \Mistaken Story 
737 In the Wrong Box 
738 Martin Chu.zlewit 
739 Lilian, the Show Girt 

„ / Man about Town 
/4° y My Friend the Captain 

711 Signal 
742 Whitefriars 
743 Young King 
744 Queen’s Champion 
745 Ctesar, the Watch-Dog 
746 Ondine 
747 Comrades and Friends 

(Personation 
748 v Antony and Cleopatra 

( Married and Settled 
749 Mary Stuart 
rrn /Petticoat Government 
/oO ^>xis She 
751 Corsair's Revenge 
752 Corsican Brothers 
753 Blind Boy 
754 Ben, the Boatswain 
755 Rich and Poor 
756 Dumb Guide of the Tyrol 

/ British Legion 
y Rifle Brigade 

Da vs 

757 

785 Hard Times 
786 Sp.'.re Bed 
/87 Wager 
788 Fair Rosamom. 
789 Nob iety 
79 Ftu ■ Strike 
791 \nnt of Honour 
792 Shakspearc’s Earl) 
793 Folly as it Flies 
794 St. Clair of the Isles 
795 Mutiny at the Nore 
796 John Overy 
797 Two FUheimen of Lynn 
798 Mysterious Stranger 
799 Education 
800 Don Cassar de Ibizan 
801 Single Lift- 
802 Married Life 
803 Dream at Sea 
a-, / Our Mary Anne 
804 yMischief Making 
805 Agnes de Vore 
806 Wreck Ashore 
807 Boyne Water 
ana / Shocking Events 
808 yDead Shot 
809 Lesson for Ladies 
810 Love and Murder 
811 Rural Felicity 
812 Presumptive Evidence 
813 Poor Jack 
814 Abelard and Ileloise 
815 Duchess de la Vaubuliere 

air. /John Jones 
8l** yChristetiuig 
817 Isabel 
818 Mav Queen 
819 Chimes 
820 Home Again 
821 Heuriette, the Forsaken 
aoo / Irish Lion 
822 y Brother Tom 
823 Rake and his Pupil 
824 Pet of the Petticoats 
825 Marianne, the Child 

Charity 
826 Toodlos 
827 Green Bushes 
828 Don Juan 
829 Last Days of Pompeii 
830 Luke the Labourer 
831 Deatli Fetch 
832 Maid of Athens 
833 Beggar Boy of Brussels 
H34 Scholar 

of 

758 Love Laughs at Locksmiths 935 Fo'-gery^^ 

Sempstress 837 Ellen Warcliam 

761 Daughter of the Regiment S38 Open House 
762 Momentous Question 
,c, /Review 
763 gyivester Daggenvood 
764 Love and Loyalty 
765 Delusion 
766 Quid pro Quo 
767 Charcoal Burnet 

,, /Gemini 
7b- y Lying in Ordinary 
769 Rose of Ettrlck Vale 
„„ / Valet de Sham 
"0 y My Valet and I 
771 Dream of Fate 
„ , / Maidens Beware 

y Pink of Politeness 
773 Ancestress 
... / Is lie Jealous? 
"4 yTinee and “>e Deuce 
775 Loss of the Royal George 

/ Day at an Inn 
yGentleiiinti in Black 

777 Double Gallant 
_Ta / Aldgate Pump 
<78 yBump of Benevolence 
779 Philosophers of Berlin 
780 Tale of Two Cities 
781 Ambition 
-ao . Queer Subject 

1,Deeds of Dreadful Note 

7S3 Youthful Queen 
,,, /Teddy the Tiler 
< 84 \ Born to Good Luck 

839 Second Tli mghts tat-Law 
840 Nicholas Flam, Attorney- 
841 Snakes in the Grass 
alo /23, John Street, Ade.phi 
8I- yThimble Rig 
843 Sheriff of the Country 
844 Happiest Day of My Life 
845 Weak Points (Good Wives 
846 Good Husbands make 
847 Duchess tie la Valliere 

/ Da oou no I Pythias 
818 V Two Queens 
849 Dame tie Sr. Tropez 
850 Husband at Sight 
851 ’lime Wot* s Wonders 

/ Kiss in the Dark 
8o- yMatcli in the Dark 
853 How to Grow Rich 
854 King of the Alps 
855 Oar New Governess 
856 Victorine 
857 Mysterious Family 
858 llastv Conclusions 
859 Leah the Forsaken 
860 Ladies’ Battle* 
861 Jacopo the Bravo 
8o.2 Peter Bell the Waggoner 
863 Bear-Hunters 
864 Josephine, tho Child of 

tiie Regiment 
... /Popping the Question 
8b,> ySnapping Turtles 

„„„ /Maid with the Milking 
VBilly Taylor _ 11 ail 

867 Theodore i-he Brigand 
868 Cabdriver 
869 Follies of a Night 
870 Secret Service 
871 Charles the Twelfth 
872 Doom of Maraud 

/ Welsh Girl 
m3 yPleasant Neighbour 
874 Spanish Curate 
875 Vampire 
876 Brigand 
877 Child of the Wreck 

(Faint Heart Never Wr 
878 ^ Fair Lady 

( Peculiar Position 
879 Merchant's Wedding 
880 Woman Never Vex* 

/Trip to Kissengeu 
881 yGarrick Fever 
882 Who’s your F’riend ? 
883 Court Favour 
884 Regent 
885 Ransom 
886 Paris and London 

/ Hasty Conclusion 
887 yHandsome Husband 
888 Two Figaros 

/ Cabinet Question 
889 y printer's Devil 
890 Grist to the Mill 
891 Green-Eyed Monster 
892 Repututiou 

„ / Captain of the Watch 
893 y Promotion 
89/ Returned “ Killed ” 
aor , Loan of a Lover 
89,> y Somebody Fllse 
896 All in the Dark 
aQ7 /My Daughter, Sir! 
8J/ yMy Great Aunt 
ao. / Court Beauties 
8J3 V Peter and Paul 
ana / Je ikinses 
899 yMy Friend, the Governor 
900 Bonnie Prince Charlie 
901 Memoirs of the Devil 
902 ltuy Bias 
903 Delinquent 
904 Chain of Guilt 
905 Life as It Is 
ofM. /One Hour 
9Ub ^ Matrimony 
907 Smuggler Boy 
908 Exchange no Robbery 
909 Freemason 
910 Simon Lee 
911 Dramatist 

/AH at Coventry 
919 yPoor Soldier 
913 Dream Spectre 
01. / lie Lies like Truth 
914 \ State Secrets 
215 Young Quaker 
916 Wandering Jew 
917 Shinderhannes, the Robber 

of the Rhine 
918 Van Dieman's Land 

/A Soldier and a Sailor. 
919 < a Tinker & a Tailor 

' A Soldier’s Legacy 
920 Dish Ambassador 
90' Wizard of the Wave 
922 Shoemaker of Toulouse 
923 Seven Clerks 
924 Lear of Private Life 
925 The Lass that Loves * 

Sailor 
ooT \( Queen’s Page 
^lyRival Pages 
927 Alive and Merry 
92h Jealousy 
929 Lioness of the Norti. 
930 Factory Lad 
931 Mandrill 
932 Tom Cringle 
933 Devil’s Ducat 
934 Sally in our Alley 
935 Wooden Hut 
936 Monsieur Mallet 
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937 Irish Post 
938 Newton Forster 
939 Fruits of the Wine Cup 
940 Devil’s Daughters 
941 Drunkard 
942 Drunkard's Warning 
943 Aunt Dinah's Pledge 
944 Ten Nights in a Bar- 

Room 
945 Drunkard’s Doom 

/Quarter To Nine 
\’l wo in the Morning 

947 Fire Raiser 
948 Maid and the Magpie 

949 f Having 
43 VIrish Doctor 

950 Innkeeper of Abbeville 
961 Grace Clairville 
Q,o /Locomotion 
3038 vIrish Dragoon 
963 Wallace, the Hero of 

Scotland 
964 Two Pages of Frederick 

the Great 
/Phantom Breakfast 

956 I Did You EverSendYour 
\ Wife to Camberwell ? 

966 Don Quixote (Captain Stevens 
Little SinB and Pretty 

Sinners 
668 Green Man 

/Man With the Carpet 
969 Bag 

\ Frank Fox Phipps, Esq. 
960 Tribulation 
Qfii /Napoleon 

\Hunter of the Alps 
962 Amateurs and Actors 
QR3 / Wolf and the Lamb 

\Love and Charity 
964 Law and Lions 
aft, /Happiest Man Alive 
9tK’ VCut for Partners 

966 

967 

9C8 

969 

970 

971 

972 

973 

97* 

976 

976 

977 

978 

979 

980 

981 

982 

983 

984 

985 

986 

987 

988 

Wapping Old Stairs 
/Boi rowed Feathers 
VYeilow Kids 
Note Forger 
/ Conscript 
V Weaver of Lyons 
Force of Nature 
/ Wives by Advertisement 
V Winning a Husband 
Jack’s the Lad 
/Race for a Dinner 
VWhere Shall I Dine? 
Frenchman in London 
/Barb-r of Bagdad 
vTwo Eyes Between Two 
Pretender (P. P.: or, the Man and 

the Tiger 
P. L.; or, 30, Strand 

Rouge et Noir 
/Prisoner of Rochelle 
\Venus in Arms 
Mysteries of Paris 
/ Familiar Friend 
V Manager in Distress 
Paul Pry 
/Jonathau 
\Sister and I 
Crossing the Line 
/Rear Admiral 
YNew Inventions 
Demon Lover 
/ No Followers 
YQuiet Day 
Freaks and Follies 

/Good-Looking Fellow 
989 ( Man with a General 

V Face 

990 Governor’s Wife 
oq, /Maid of Switzerland 
331 V Marie 

More Frightened Than 
Hurt 992 

993 

994 
995 
996 

997 

998 
999 

1000 
1001 
1002 

1003 

1001 

I&06 

1006 

1007 

1608 

1009 

1010 

1011 

1912 

1013 

1014 

1015 
1016 
1017 
1018 
1019 
1020 
1021 
1022 
1023 

1024 

/Deuce is in Her 
\Like Fattier Like Son 
Eugenia Claircille 
Claiissa Harlow# 
Queen Mary's Bower (Spring Gardens 

To Parents and Guar¬ 
dians 

Look Before You Leap 
Pride of the Market 
Round of Wrong 
Battle of Life 
Flowers of the Forest 
/Five Hundred Pounds 
V Reward 
/Nino Too Many 
V Wigwam 
Wife’s Secret 
/ Rough Diamond 
I How to Settle Aocounts 
V with your Laundress 

Serious Family 
/ Delicate Ground 
\Modei of a Wife 
Creole 
/ Hold Your Tongue 
VRomantic Idea 
Paul Jones 
/ Alarming Sacrifice 
V Peggy Green 
Title Deeds 
/ Destruction of the Bas- 
V tile 
Jacobite 
Not a Bad Judge 
Beauty and the Beast 
Temper 
Ovingdean Grange 
Marguerite’s Colours 
Rupe of the Lock 
Muldoon’s Picnic 
Peck’s Bad Boy 
/On the Brain 
\ Waiter 

1025 Vision of Venus 
1026 Been Had 
1027 My Sweetheart 
moH /Farmer Hayseed 

VDutch Justice 
1029 Joan of Arc 
1030 Man in the Iron Mask 
1031 Master Clarke 
1032 Parole of Honour 
1033 Merchant of London 

/Domestic Economy 
1U54 V Good for Nothing 
1036 Courier of Lyons 
1036 Lancashire Witches 
10117 Vicar of Wakefield 
1038 Wonderful Woman 
1039 Leap Year 
into / Wandering Minstrel 
1043 V.Tradesman's Ball 
1041 Peter the Great 
10*2 Charlotte Corday 
1043 A Legend of the Devil's 

Dyke 
1044 London Assurance 
1045 Masks and Faces 
1046 School for Scheming 
1047 Used Up 
1048 Plot anti Passion 
1049 Still Waters Run Deep 
1060 Two Loves and a Life 
1051 The Three Musketeers 
1052 “ No Thoroughfare" 
1063 Gold 
1064 All That Glitters is not 

Gold 
1055 A Sheep in Wolf’s Cloth¬ 

ing 
1056 The Old Guard 
1057 Sea and Land 
1058 Hearts Are Trump* 
1059 Box and Cox 
1060 Cinderella 

Others are in the Press, and will be shortly issued, 

Each Play is Illustrated, and printed from the Original Work of the Author, without 
Abridgement. To the Theatrical Professiou, Amateurs, and others, this edition is invaluable, 
as full stage directions, costumes, etc., are given. All the back numbers are in print, and can 
be purchased separately. One Penny Each, or per post, l£d. 

London : John Dicks. 313, Strand All Br-oksellers 
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Now Ready, Price Threepence ; post-free, One Penny extra, 

THE ACTOR’S HAND-BOOK, 
AND 

GUIDE TO THE STAGE FOE AMATEURS. 

BY THE OLD STAGER. 

This Guide Book contains Importar.t Hints upon the following Subjects 

HOW TO STUDY. 

HOW TO READ. 

HOW TO DECLAIM. 

HOW TO IMIRDVE THE VOICE. 

HOW TO MEMORIZE. 

HOW TO MAKE UP THE FIGURE. 

HOW TO MAKE U? THE FACE. 

HOW TO TREAD THE STAGE. 

HOW TO MANAGE THE HANDS. 

HOW TO EXPRESS THE VARIOUS 

PASSIONS AND EMOTIONS. 

HOW TO DO BYE-PLAY. 

HOW TO COMPORT YOURSELF AS 

A LALY OR GENTLEMAN 

HOW TO OBTAIN AN ENGAGE- 

MENT. 

Ettract from the Preface of the Work “ There are certain difficulties that are 

inseparable from the earliest phases of the dramatic art. There are others that arise chiefly, 

if not solely, from the want of practical information, arranged in proper order, and conveyed 

with due simplicity and clearness of definition. Such difficulties necessarily result in a 

o-reater or less degree of disappointment to those who are candidates for dramatic honours ; 

and not unfrequently lead to the abandonment, almost without actual trial, of the profession 

of the stage by those who might, if properly directed, have come to be reckoned among its 

chief ornaments. 

It is the purpose of the following pages to remove, where possible, and in all cases to 

lessen, just such difficulties, by furnishing a ready reference to information which shall 

smooth the way for the more resdlute, and, at the same time, encourage the desponding U 

persevere.” 

London , John Dicks, 313, Strand. All Booksellers. 



ADVERTISEMENTS 
1======= 

Now Ready, with Portrait and Eight Illustrations, crown 8vo., 146 pages, Price Sixpence, 

THE DRAMATIC WORKS OF 

RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN 
WITH A BIOGRAPHICAL AND CRITICAL SKETCH BY LEIGH HUNT. 

CONTENTS 

THE RIVALS. 
ST. PATRICK’S DAY; OR, THE 

SCHEMING LIEUTENANT. 
THE DUENNA. 
A TRIP TO SCARBOROUGH. 

THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL. 
THE CAMP. 
THE CRITIC ; OR, A TRAGEDY 

REHEARSED. 
PIZARRO. 

Can also be had separately, price One Penny eaeli; post-free, One Halfpenny each extra. 

Now Ready, Price Sixpence • post-free. One Penny extra, 

DICKS’ STANDARD CHARADES 
AND COMEDIES 

FOR HOME REPRESENTATION. 
CONTENTS :— 

BANDIT. 
THE SNOW HELPED. 
JARGONELLE. 
A MARRIAGE NOOSE. 
THE LOST POCKET-BOOK. 
TWENTY AND FORTY. 
ALL’S FAIR IN LOVE_ 
A WOMAN WILL BE A WOMAN. 

THE CAPTAIN’S GHOST. 
HAT-BOX. 
NUMBER 157 B. 
LOVELY. 
BOW BELL(E)3, 
MISTAKEN. 
LOCKSMITH. 
PORTMANTEAU. 

The above Charades and Comedies can be Performed without Risk 
of Infringing any Rights. 

London : John Dicks, 313, Strand. All Booksellers. 


