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REMARKS. 

Cfje 

Shakspeare and Mr. Puff, by a singular coincidence, 
happened to hit upon the same line—but Shakspeare had 
the start. Mr. Buckstone and Mr. W. H. Williams have 
been inspired by the same subject; but to which belongs 
the priority of inspiration is (perhaps !) less palpable and 
important. Mr. Buckstone is an actor—so is Mr. Wil¬ 
liams ; an author—so is Mr. Williams; a special droll 
in both capacities—and so is Mr. Williams. Mr. Buck¬ 
stone (like Alexander the Great) is a little man ; and 
Mr. Williams is not the Monument. Mr. Buckstone sings 
a very good song ; and Mr. Williams’s song is very well 
sung. To conclude with a parody on the Toiler’s cele¬ 
brated parallel between Bullock and Pinkethrnan, set- 
ing them in the same light as Sallust has placed his Cato 
and Ccesar;—Mr Buckstone, under the discipline of the 
cudgel, has a more agreeable squall; and Mr. Williams 
a more comical shrug. Mr. Buckstone has (we hope) 
a great deal of money ; but Mr. Williams is the taller 
man. 

Two theatres claim the merit of representing the 
W reck :— 

(“ Seven wealthy towns contend for Homer dead.”) 

At one the Wreck is fairly cast on the Strand—at the 
other it is (like “ Sweet Kitty”) floating. The vessels 
and crews are somewhat different; but in both cases 
the timbers are sound, and the seamen able. There is 
novelty in the rating—a young lady is appointed gunner, 
and kills her man ! 

The plot embraces a previous murder, and a present 
homicide, highly justifiable and dramatic; one sister de- 
p'oring the loss of her lover, which the other sister’s in¬ 
tended husband had despatched at sea ; an old confe¬ 
derate in guilt threatening to peach, getting shot, and 
then shooting a bridegroom on his wedding-day ; dark 
rooms and lanterns; music and gunpowder; a jealous 
fool, a scolding wife, and a burly beadle. The latter 

A 3 



6 REMARKS. 

personage abounds in good hits at the vulgar arrogance 
of his pompous and privileged brethren, which (like his 
bell), told well. Many of the scenes are interesting : 
that where the ladies are disturbed by a visit from the 
smuggler, and the gun is fired ; the interview between 
the wounded man and Letitia Maynard ; and the last 
scene, where vengeance and justice are alike consum¬ 
mated. If mute attention be the test of dramatic merit, 
the Wreck is entitled to a respectable share of commen¬ 
dation. Great must be the sympathy, and powerful the 
interest, that can silence and absorb the one-shilling gal¬ 
lery. 

The acting deserves our praise.—At the Adelphi, Ma¬ 
gog is personated by John Reeve ; and those who know 
the absolute John in parts of broad humour, need not 
be told that, in his huge cocked-hat, laced coat, brandish¬ 
ing his staff of authority, nothing can stand against him. 
Mr. W. H.Williams is the beadle at Sadler’s Wells, and 
a right facetious functionery is he. O. Smith and Camp¬ 
bell are rivals in the Smuggler. The Flying Dutchman 
school has invested the sailor with a supernatural cha¬ 
racter : a Jack Tar now-a-days is a sort of sea “ mon¬ 
ster.unearthly as may be expected, and more myste¬ 
rious than groggy—pacing the stage with cautious and 
measured steps, instead of reeling across it; and con¬ 
juring up evil spirits instead of raising ours with “ Poll 
of Horslydown,” and “ Overboard he vent /” Buckstone 
and Andrews set their several audiences in a roar. We 
i’ the north yield not to our brethren in the ivest the 
palm of risibility. To the laughers at Sadler’s Wells 
belong unexceptionable lungs. 

In stating the overture to be by “ an Italian gentleman 
of celebrity,’’ the w'ord “ gentleman" might as well have 
been put in the plural number. If we were obliged to 
doff ourbeaver to every old acquaintance, we should (like 
Lackland, in Fontainbleau) wear it out with saluting-. 
The vocal music by Mr. Guylott is pleasing, and derived 
an additional charm from the excellent singing of Mr. 
Foster. This gentleman is one of the principal vocalists 
at Westminster Abbey : his execution of sacred music is 
chaste and impressive. 

The Wreck is founded on a popular work, “The 
Tales of a Voyager.” 

£>.-G. 
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LAWRENCE GLENNON.— Blue naval frock-coat, turned up 
with red, and richly trimmed with gold lace—waistcoat the same— 
white pantaloons—high jack-boots—three cornej'ed cocked-hat—black 
belt, with pistols—white gauntlets, gold fringe—cutlass. 

’SQUIRE \V HEATLY.— Green frock hunting-coat, trimmed with 
gold leather breeches—top-boots—small cocked-hat—hunting-whip. 

PETER PLUM PLY.-1 bid. 

FARMER FALLOWFIELD.—Gray old-fashioned suit—gouty 
stockings, and stick. 

AMOS COULTER.—First dress: Smock frock—leather breeches 
—small, low-crowned round hat—blue stockings—shoes and buckles. 
—Second dress : Claret coloured coat—flowered chintz waistcoat. 

GOL1AU GOGMAGOG.—First dress: Drab coat—large flap¬ 
ped waistcoat, figured—black breeches—coloured stockings—high 
half boots—small white cocked hat—short brown wig, with a tail.— 
Second dress: Rich blue coat, trimmed with gold—red capes—red 
waistcoat, richly trimmed—long black curled wig—large cocked hat, 
trimmed with gold—wedding favour—black breeches—white stock¬ 
ings—shoes, and large buckles —long blue staff, with a large silver 
knob on the top—small pocket staff. 

STEPHEN.—Light blue coat—breeches—blue stockings—shoes 
and buckles—round hat. 

JOSH IIOPYVELL.—Smock frock—round hat. 

Pirates.—GILBERT BRINCKLEY.—Ragged blue old-fashioned 
jacket— petticoat trousers—Guernsey frock—old black silk neckerchief 
— brown French cap—ragged blue stockings, with large patches on 
them—shoes and buckles. 

BOLDRING, ] 
AVORYU & >Same as Brinckley, but not ragged. 
REYNOLDS, j 

BARBELOT.— Fisherman’s bluejacket—blue striped shirt—petti¬ 
coat trousers—large jack-boots—large French cocked-hat. 

DAME FALLOWFIELD.—Old-fashioned figured silk gown— 
high cap—old-fashioned head-dress—large bunch of keys. 

JANE.—Old-fashioned gown, drawn up behind—apron—shoes and 
buckles—high head-dres3, with small gipsy hat pinned on top. 

KATE.—Ibid. 

MRS. COULTER.—Old-fashioned chintz gown—white apron— 
gipsy chip hat, with ribbons—white stockings—high-heeled shoes. 

LETITI A.—First dress : Plain slate-coloured gown, trimmed with 
black—short red cloak.—Second dress: Plain white muslin dress. 

BELLA.—First dress: Red, trimmed with black—flat gipsey 
hat—red cloak.—Second dress : Yellow cotton dress, neatly trimmed. 
—Third dress : White satin, with satin hat. 
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Amos Coulter, a Countryman 
Peter Plumply, Huntsman 
Stephen Stubble 
Robin Rut 
Bolaring 
Babelot 
A vary 
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Trapmun 

Lame Fallowfield 
Jane Fallowfield . 
Kate Falloufield 
Lucy 
Mrs. Coulter . 
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Bella 

. Mr. Johnson. 
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. Mr. Starmer. 
. Mr. Andrews. 
. Mr. T. Smith. 
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STAGE DIRECTIONS. 

The Conductors of this work print no Plays but those which they 

have seen acted. The Stage Directions are given from personal 

observations, during the most recent performances. 

EXITS and ENTRANCES. 

R. means Right ; L. Left; F. the Flat, or Scene running across 
the back of the Stage ; D. F. Door in Flat ; R. D. Right Door ; 
L. D. Left Door; C. D. Centre Door; S. E. Second Entrance; 
U. E. Upper Entrance. 

RELATIVE POSITIONS. 

R. means Right ; L. Left; C. Centre ; R. C. Right of Centre, 
L. C. Left of Centre. 

R. RC. C. LC. L. 

•«* The Reader is supposed to be on the Stage, facing the Audience. 



THE WRECK. 

ACT I. 

SCENE I.—A Rural View, in the depth of winter—Moat- 
Ley Manor-House (in a dilapidated slate) seen in 
the distance—a sloping bridge from r. u. e. to c., over 
some frozen water—the Cottage of Goliah Gogmagog, 
L.—Hunting Music. 

Enter ’Squire Wheatly, with a fowling-piece, Peter 

Plumply, and Three other Sportsmen, over the bridge, r. 

Whe. (r. c.) Well, lads, what think you of our day’s 
sport? We had some difficulty to make the game 
break cover ; but, once started, success was certain. 

Peter, (l. c.) Ay, ay, ’squire: when once you get your 
game in view, you seldom let it escape you. 

Whe. Well said, Plumply : but we must not idle away 
our time here, or we shall be too late for Farmer Fallow- 
field’s feast this evening; and that would prove us but 
sorry sportsmen. 

Peter. Eight, ’squire—there’s a head of game in his 
preserve, that you wouldn’t exchange for the whole herd 
of hinds in the king’s park. 

Whe. I must confess, the charming Jane has com¬ 
pletely snared my heart; but she’s a bonny wench, and 
I trust, boys, you’ll shortly dance at her wedding. So, 
come, one strain for the honour of the horn, and then 
away to the farm. 

Enter Amos Coulter, r. s. e., singing. 

Amos. Good morning to ’ee, ’squire—be you going 
down to Farmer Fallowfield? there be such frolicking and 
feasting. Hope you be quite well,’squire. There be fine 
preparations there—plenty of girls; but you mustn't play 
any of your tricks. 
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Whe. Certainly, Amos, I may do as I like; you kuow 
I’m single. 

Amos. Ay ; I am married, and that makes all the dif¬ 
ference. 

Whe. A truce with joking; I suppose they will ex¬ 
pect a little singing at the fanner’s, so we’ll try some¬ 
thing before we go. 

GLEE.—Wheatly, l., Amos Coulter, c., and Peter 

Plumply, r. 

The orb of day illumes the skies— 
The breeze flies o’er the upland lawn ; 

And, scorning sloth, we nimbly rise, 
To follow the sound of the echoing horn. 

Our well-trained hounds the game pursue, 
O'er hill, through brake and dell, we pace ; 

The glorious sport is kept in view. 
While pleasure and health both join in the chise. 

[Exeunt all but Amos Coulter, over the bridge, R. 

Music.—Enter Rodin Rut, r. s. e., and Four Countrymen, 
two with buckets, the others with large staves and pickaxes— 
Amos directs them to break the ice, and procure water—they 
do so, and the two bearing the buckets exeunt, R. u. E. 

Amos. Now, Robin Rut, hie thee away to Miss Le- 
titia, and tell her to misbehave herself prattily and 
merrily, for once, and come along wi’ her sister Bella to 
our feasting at Farmer Fallowfield’s, and not stop moping 
at home, when we can have fiddling, footing, and strong 
ale. Tell her, they do say she must come, willy nilly, 
whether she will or no, as young ’Squire Wheatly 
has it. 

Robin. Ees, Master Coulter, I wull. 
[Exit over the bridge, R. 

Amos. And you, Stephen Stubble, run and call on 
Dame Stubbins, and tell her we can’t spare her any tur¬ 
keys or geese this week, as we be going to eat them all 
ourselves. 

Ste. Ees, Master Coulter, I wull. [Going over the bridge. 
Amos. Hoy, Steve ! Tell her she can have some butter 

and eggs, and a couple of old bantams. 
Ste. [Running back.] Ees, Master Coulter, I wull. 

[Going. 
Amos. And, Steve! [Stephen runs back,] call at Measter 

Bagster’s, and tell um to send liis cart up wi’ a load of 



SCENE I.] THE witGCK. 11 

coals, that we may ha’ plenty o’ fire to bake toast by, to 
put into our ale-rnugs. 

Ste. Ees, Master Coulter, I wull. [Gomg. 
Amos. And, Steve! [He returns ugain.] Noa! that be 

all—there, away with you, and see you come quick back 
again, or you shan’t get so much as a sop in the pan. 

Ste. Ees, Master Coulter, I wull. 
[Exit, running over the bridge, R. U. E. 

Amos. So, that job’s jobbed ! And now for Master 
Gogmagog—we mun ha’ him wi’ us, if it be only for fun’s 
sake; but I suppose he be all topsy-turvy like, ’cause 
they’ve made him beadle of the parish to-day. [l.aughing.] 

He, he, he ! what a comical chap for a beadle ! He mun 
leave off drinking now, or he’ll make a pratty overseer 
to keep other folk sober. [Crossing to Gogmagog's house, L.] 
Here goes. [Knocks.'] Hallo! hallo! hallo ! [Knocks 

again ] Measter Gogmagog, hallo ! [Knocks.] Be ’ee alive 
or dead, mun ? [Knocks ogam.] Hallo ! 

Enter Goliah Gogmagog, from the cottage, l. 

Gog. Hallo, hallo! what’s all this noise about? Is 
that the way to visit a parochial officer’s establishment ? 
Know you not, that the day has at last arrived, that 
instals Goliah Gogmagog as the mighty and magnanimous 
beadle of Sedgely. 

Amos. [Laughing.] He, he, he ! 
Gog. What do you laugh at? [Taking a little staff of 

office out of his packet, and shaking it at him,] Do you doubt 
my authority ? Who knows but I may have to call upon 
you, on some unpleasant business, before long? I’ve 
heard of your tricks—I shall keep an official eye upon 
you, Master Coulter. You understand the man with the 
cocked hat—eh, mun ? 

Amos. Noa, hang me if I do ; but itwarn’t unpleasant 
business that brought me here : I be come up to ax you 
to come down along wi’ I to Fallowfield Farm, and 
there fill thy hide out wi’ beef and strong ale. 

Gog. Beef and strong ale ! But is it consistent with 
my new dignity ? That must be considered first. To be 
sure, I could go as a professional man, to see that the 
girls behave with decorum •, and if any of the males get 
drunk, take them up and fine them five shillings. But, 
Coulter, can you show any just cause why a beadle 
shouldn’t eat beef ? 
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Amos. Noa, not I ; nor why he shouldn’t drink ale, 
neither, except he be a black beadle. 

Gog. Well, then, I go; but I mustn’t disgrace the 
blood of the beadles, which has run in the veins of our 
family ever since William the Conqueror. 

Amos. What a long time it has been running. 
Gog. You may look—it’s all true—there’s no gammon 

about me. My great, great, great, great grandfather 
was a beadle, and so was his ; my father’s father was a 
beadle, and so was my father ; and my mother—she was 
a beadle. 

Amos [Laughing.] Your mother a beadle !—Noa, noa, 
that won’t do, Measter Magog. 

Gog. Won’t it ? but it will, you ninnyhammer. She 
was a Miss Beadle before she was married. 

Amos. [Laughing.] Ha, ha, ha ! 
Gog. Oh, it’s a fact—all right: but who’s to be of the 

party at the farmer’s ? 
Amos. Lord love’ee ! a mort of folks. There’ll be 

’Squire Wheatly, Peter Plumply, Andrew Nimblefoot, 
Farmer Hedgestake, with his daughters, and Miss 
Letty, we do hope, and her sister, pretty Bella, and I 
doan’t know how many more. 

Gog. The lovely Bella, say you ?—Ah, that name ! 
the name of all names. Bella !—there’d be a bell for a 
beadle! the very mention of her rings through my heart 
like a marriage peel—it does, ’pon my life! 

Amos. Then you had better tell her so, for here she do 
come, skipping along as playful as a kitten. 

Music.—Enter Bella, crossing the bridge, from r. u. E._ 

Gogmagog rims to meet her, and endeavours to snatch a kiss 
—she pushes him down. 

Bel. Ah, Amos ! how does my second mother, good 
Dame Fallowfield? 

Amos. She be quite well, miss, thank’ee. 
Bella. Ah, Mr. Magog! I beg your pardon : in my 

haste, I fear, I unluckily pushed against you rather 
rudely 

Gog. (l.) Oh, dear, no ; a salutation from you in any 
way is quite a pleasure, I assure you. [Aside.] She 
needn’t have hit me quite so hard, for all that_I shall 
feel it in my ribs for a week to come, 

[Retires up, l., rubbing his side. 
Amos, (r.) For sartam, Miss Bella, I be main glad 
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to see thee, and so will they all be at hoame. But 
where’s your sister, Miss Letty ? 

Bel. (c.) Oh, Amos, she would not leave my poor 
father on any account, for, I am sorry to say, he has had 
another relapse. But she insisted on my attending the 
dame’s invitation, for fear she should be offended ; and 
also bade me say that you would confer on her a great 
favour if you could find time to call at our cottage, as 
you may do her a service for which she should feel still 
more grateful. 

Amos. Then I’ll go directly, [Crossing to c.] for Miss 
Letty be as good as she be pratty ; and he mun ha’ a 
hard heart, indeed, that wouldn’t for a time forego his 
own amusements^ to assist her who can feel so much 
pleasure in attending to the distresses of an afflicted 
Feyther. [Exit over the bridge, R. u. E. 

Bella. Thanks, thanks, my kind friend. Pray, Mr. 
Magog, are not you going to the merry-making? 

Gog. Don’t interrupt me—I’m thinking of the speech 
that I must make to my friends, when I return them 
thanks for the honour I have done them, in accepting 
the high office to which they have been pleased to elect 
me ; the dignified post of beadle over all the parish¬ 
ioners of Sedgely. 

Bella. Indeed ! why, then, you’ll be the great Goliah 
of the village. But where’s your dress?—Don’t you 
know that an officer is nothing without his uniform. 

Gog. My dress, charming Bella, has not yet arrived ; 
and if it had, do you suppose, for a moment, that I 
should put it on before I received your approval—I 
exist but in your smile. And, oh ! when I appear be¬ 
fore you in my new cloth mantle of blue, neatly turned 
up with red, and a smart cock’d hat, with a golden rim— 
the effect my appearance will impress upon your heart 
can only be equalled by that which those lovely eyes of 
thine has made upon mine, and you’ll be sighing morn¬ 
ing, noon, and night, for the happy hour that will make 
yon Mrs. Goliah Magog, wife of the mighty and mag¬ 
nanimous beadle of Sedgely. 

Bella. \_Laughing.'] Ha, ha, ha! 
Gog. Don’t laugh. 
Bella. Most mighty— 
Gog. Mighty. 
Bella. Magnanimous— 
Gog. Magnanimous. 
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Bella. Beadle— 
Gog. Beadle. 
Bella. Of Sedgely. 
Gog. Of Sedgely—it’s all true—there’s no gammon 

about me. 
Bella. [Laughing.] Ha, ha, ha! good by, you big 

beadle. off, r. 
Gog. Hollo ! stop, stop ! in the king’s name, stop, 

stop ! [Exit, running after Bella, R. 

SCENE II.—A large Room in the House of Farmer Fal- 
lowfield, decorated with implements of husbandry. 

Enter ’Squire Wheatly, l. 

Whe. Where the deuce can my dear Jane have hid 
herself?—I want to secure her for my partner in the 
dance. I suppose she’s occupied in some household 
duties, but if she knew I was here, she would not make 
me wait long; for, whenever she has promised to meet 
me, not even the cold blast of winter could chill the 
heart of my blooming Jane. 

SONG—’Squire Wheatly. 

When the sun rises, at early dawn. 
And gilds the hills so bright; 

When the soft breeze plays o’er the corn. 
Oh ! then my heart is light. 

I track the fields with cheerlul mind, 
Nor ever once complain, 

Though, in the village, I leave behind 
My lovely, blooming Jane. 

When red the sun sinks in the west. 
And brings the close of day, 

I leave the chase, and homeward haste— 
Oh I then my heart is gay. 

For, just midway, I’m sure to meet, 
Quitting the village train. 

With looks of joy, her love to greet, 
My lovely, blooming Jane. 

When the moon spreads its silver beams 
O’er earth, from heav’n above, 

Along the banks of rippling streams. 
We roam and whisper love. 

The rival swains may say I pine, 
Their envy is but vain; 

For soon a happy day makes mine 
My lovely, blooming Jane. 

Farmer Fallowfeld. [Withoict, i,.] Come along, neigh, 
hours, come along. 
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Music.—Enter three Musicians, Farmer Fauowfield, 

Jane Fallowfield, Gogmagog, Bella, Hummenfand 
Villagers, L. 

Far. (c.) Thanks, thanks, to ye all ; I be main and 
mortal glad to see ye : I can’t show thee all the finery 
and frippery we used to find at the Manor House, in the 
late ’Squire Glennon’s time, but I can gi’ my friends that 
which should be the pride of every honest English far¬ 
mer, plain wholesome cheer, seasoned with a hearty wel¬ 
come. 

All. Huzza! huzza! 
Ciog. (l.) Order! order! don’t be uproarious. 
Far. Our crops this year have been more productive 

than for many seasons past, and it is but fair that those 
who assisted the grower to reap the golden harvest of 
his industry, should in part partake of its fruits. 

Gog. That’s exactly my opinion—I’ll agree with you 
in every thing you say. I can see with half an eye that 
you’re a man after my own heart—I can—no gammon 
about me—no, no, no. [Crossing to R. 

Far. Well, Measter Gogmaog, I always thought there 
was n» harm in thee, though thou beest a little foolish, 
like ; and, now thou’rt in office, I trust there’ll be no 
discord. 

Dame, (r.c.) Don’t ’ee talk of discord, husband ; it’s 
dancing the young folk be anxious for. 

Wlie. Yes, dame ; I have selected pretty Jane for my 
partner, long ago; the rest of your guests are well 
suited, except great Goliah, aud he stands like I by 
myself, I. 

Gog. Don’t mind me, ’squire : I’ll not be long a cooing 
turtle without a dove, I assure you. [Taking Bella's hand. 

Far. Come, then, fiddlers, rosin well your bows, wag 
merrily your elbows, and let’s make a night on’t. 

Enter Lawrence Glennon, hastily, l. u. e.—he thrusts 
Gogmagog aside while he is dancing with Bellay and takes his 
place. 

Gog. [To the Farmer.’] I say, who is this fellow ? 
[They are ull surprised at the intrusion—the Farmer endeavours 

to inteipose, but is prevented by the movements of the figure, 
till the dance concludes. 
Gle [Advancing to the Farmer.] Why, Master Fallow* 

B 2 
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field ! do you not remember a friend, the son of an old 
acquaintance ? 

Far. I doan’t remember you, sir. 
Gle. What! ah, I see you have the gout, old gentle¬ 

man—I don’t recollect your ever wearing such an infer¬ 
nal shacklebolt when I knew you before. So, you don’t 
remember Lawrence Glennon, of Moatley, ■who left these 
parts some years ago, to serve the king, and is now re¬ 
turned to serve himself and his friends. 

Far. 
Dame, &pc 

^ Lorry Glennon ! 

Gog. Why, as sure as I’m a beadle, it is—it’s the very 
man. By the Lord Harry, you’re come back in the very 
nick of time—there’s been such a rumpus betwixt your 
uncles about your father’s lands ; the big-wigs have 
been at it, ding dong, but now they may pay their costs 
and be quiet. I told them both myself you were not 
dead—I knew you were never born to be drowned. 

Gle. Dead ! no, no, I’m lively enough just now, and 
am happy that I’ve arrived to set my uncles’ mind at 
ease. But my father—he, then, is dead, of course ? 

Gog. Ay, ay ; let me see : it’s eight years, last May 
Fair, since you ran away, for- 

Gle. [Alarmed.] Ran away ! for what? for what? 
Gog. For what? why, for-for fun, I suppose. 
Gle. [Recovering himself.] Oh! 
Gog. Oh ! it’s all right. [Nodding.'] You were very 

wild—but I wasn’t beadle then—look out now—there’s 
no gammon about me ! 

Dame. Ah ! it is eight years, sure enough ; your poor 
mother was sadly shocked—struck to the heart, I may 
say ; but I read her a chapter about the prodigal son. 
I’ll show you all the pictures of him in our parlour ; 
and I comforted her with the hopes of your return. 
Well, well, you are welcome here, Lorry, for her sake 
—poor soul! 

[Glennon appears agitated—a pause—he takes the Dame 
warmly by the hand. 

Gle. Thanks, my good dame—thanks, thanks ! my 
poor mother; but [ Walks aside.] ’tis well, she sleeps in 
peace—her look would kill me. 

Dame. But come, Mr. Glennon, come—you must need 
some refreshment. We ha’ plenty o’ good things in the 
house, thanks be to Providence : toast and ale—or, if 



SCENE II.] THE WRECK. 17 

you are for a drop of brandy, I’ve some real foreign, 
that’ll just suit you—you know we live near enougn to 
the coast, to know when the moon shines. 

Far. There, there, girls—the dame’s going to gi’ her 
fine visitor summut to eat; so begin your play again. 
Bella, my lambkin, come, skip along ! Now, lads, the 
lasses only wait for their partners. Strike up, fiddlers ; 
w hat the dickens are you idle for ? Ha’nt you plenty to 
drink eh? Dance away wi’ ye all, to the lawn. 

[Music.—Exeunt all, dancing, L., except the Dame and Law¬ 
rence Glennon. 

Dame. [Catling off, r.] Here, Fanny, woman ! [To 
Glennon.'] You’ll like a bit o’ something hot, Mr. Glen- 
non. [Calling off, R.J Fanny ! fry some nice slices of ba¬ 
con, and poach some eggs—quick, hussy ! be quick. 

Gle. Nay, my good dame, indeed I do not require 
anything ; at the same time, accept my thanks for your 
kind-hearted welcome. 

Dame. Well, well, if thee won’t eat or drink, thee 
must speak to my daughters. [Crossing to L.] I do assure 
’ee, they are grown smart girls since you last made hay 
together. [Calling off', l.] Jane 1 Kate! come here with 
’ee, wenches ! Jane be not so tall as you, Mr. Glennon, 
by a head, but thinks herself tall enough to be married, 
I warrant. 

Gle. It will give me the greatest pleasure, dame, to 
salute my old playmates. 

Dame. Ah! you didn’t know them again, when they 
were here just now, and you dancing among ’em, as gay 
as the gayest. Ah ! how fond you sailors are of a dance. 
But are you a sailor, Mr. Glennon, or have you only 
been a prisoner? We heard strange stories about you, 
for two or three years after you were missing, and then 
no one knew anything—and so your poor mother drooped 
— and-but I didn’t mean to speak of her. Well, 
Heaven’s will be done. You’re grown a fine man, and 
handsome too, Lorry! And, bless us! what a sight 
of golden lace you have about your garments. But why 
do you wear sw’ords and cannons—1 mean the pistol 
things? You are safe on English land now, and not 
among the blackamoors and Spanish heathens: to be 
sure, they must be a sort of flesh and blood, but it’s 
strange that such foreign creatures should be permitted 
to live. 

Gle. Why not, dame ? there are good and bad in all 
B 3 
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countries. Hut here, if I mistake not, come your fair 
daughters. 

Enter Jane and Kate Fallowfield, l. 

Dame. Children, this is Mr. Lawrence Glennon; this, 
sir, is my eldest daughter, Jane ; and this my youngest, 
Kate, your poor mother’s god-daughter. 

Gle. (c.) Ladies, your slave to command. [Salutes them.J 
May 1 founder at sea, if they are not the finest girls I 
have seen for many a long year; we never find such 
buxom lasses abroad. 

Dame, (k.) No, no, I dare say not. And I’ve been 
thinking, that, as you’d naturally like to talk over old 
times with ’em, I’ll try and bring ’em over to see you, 
when you’re settled in the manor. As to my old man, 
lie’s got the gout a plaguing him just now, which makes 
him crossish like ; but he’ll be glad enough to see you, 
when the pain a nt torturing him. [Dance heard without. 

Gle. At present, dame, I’m afraid your husband 
wouldn't wish to see me again; I shall not, therefore, 
rejoin your sports, though, by all that’s charming, I 
could w ell wish it, with such fair companions. By-tlie- 
by, now I speak of pretty girls, I’d wager my right 
hand, that the damsel with whom I danced can be no 
other than little Lucy Fledgewing, who used to tell me 
W'here the birds might be found, w'hen I was down here 
shooting during the vacations ; she has the very hop of 
that little chicken. 

Jane. Oh, no, sir—you mean our sister, Bella. 
Gle. Your sister, Bella—why, you have but one sister. 
Dame. Ay, sir, but they call her so, because we are 

almost her only friends. You must remember her sister, 
Mr. Glennon, a sweet pretty girl ! Letty, who was to 
have been married to young Walter Bellerton. 

Gle. [Starting.] W'alter Bellerton ! 
Jane. Dear me, sir, you seem ill. 
Gle. No, no—’tis nothing—yet tell me, did he deceive 

her ? 
Dame. Bless you ! how could he help it, wrhen he was 

drow ned, and some say murdered besides, you know. 
Gle. [Alarmed.] Murdered! no.—Me? how should 

I know ? When it must have happened after I had 
quitted England. [Recovering his composure.] And so 
this Bella is Leti-is that girl’s sister? But I don’t 
remember much of her—many things have slipped my 
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memory—yet you’re not altered, came—your health 
must have been good during ray absence: no agues— 
no-excuse me—no burning yellow fevers ! But no, 
certainly not—I was thinking of a much hotter climate. 

Dame. Ah! Lorry, those outlandish blackamoor 
countries have tanned you a little ; but I’ve heard there’s 
a yerb growing hereabout that’ll take olf the tan—and 
now I think ot it  [Crossing to Kate, l. 

Kate. But I think, mother, that father must be upon 
the hunt after us, by this time—we’d better slip back 
again, before he comes. 

Gle. Well, ladies, since it must be so, farewell! I 
shall take an early opportunity of repeating my visit, 
to taste your good cheer, and improve our acquaintance. 

Dame. But you must taste a glass of my best goose¬ 
berry wine, before you go. 

Gle. Not now, good dame ; or, if I must pledge you, 
let it be in the brandy you spoke of—the brandy, dame. 

Dame. Ay, ay, to be sure : Kate, go you before and 
get it out. This way, Mr. Glennon, this way. 

[Music. — Exit Kate, R., the Dame following, conducting 
Glennon ceremoniously, while June is looking after them. 

Enter ’SQUIRE Wheatly, softly, L., and taps Jane mi the 
shoulder. 

Jane. [Screaming.] Oh! [Turning round.~\ How can 
you frighten one, so, George 1 

Whe. How could you be so cruel, as to leave me to 
dance by myself? 

Jane. Didn’t you hear my mother call us to take leave 
of Mr. Glennon, our unexpected visitor. 

Whe. Oh, nonsense ! if this charming Mr. Lorry Glen¬ 
non is getting you into corners, he and I must have a 
word or two, though he were twenty captains. 

Jane. Now, Georgy dear don't be angry ! I’m sure 
I want none of his company 

Whe. Gad! you shouldn’t have it, if you did ; I know 
him too well. When we were at school together, he 
was continually guilty of some scapegrace fault or 
other, until at last he was expelled. 

Jane. Why, surely, you don’t mean to say that this 
Mr. Glennon is the same young madcap’squire that used 
to come down to Mrs. Bellerton’s farm when poor Wal¬ 
ter was alive ? 
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Whe. The very same ; and Walter himself told me, 
but a short time before his mysterious death, that Letitia 
had been obliged to defend herself against a base attack 
from this unmanly libertine, by striking him a blow with 
a spade, which he was not likely soon to forget. Glen- 
non and Walter had a serious quarrel on the occasion ; 
and when poor Bellerton was found drowned, and the 
large sum in gold which he was known to have had 
about him missing, some did not scruple to connect 
those circumstances with tire disappearance of Glennon, 
who, though he had not been publicly seen in the neigh¬ 
bourhood for a fortnight before, was, according to the 
report of a fisherman, recognised on the shore, in con¬ 
versation with Brinckley, a desperate smuggler (if no¬ 
thing worse), only the very evening previous to Walter’s 
melancholy end. Suspicions, however, totally unsup¬ 
ported by proof, were useless, and the whole affair is 
now almost forgotten, except by poor Letitia, who has 
scarcely held up her head since her lover’s fate. 

Jane. Pray, George, do not talk about it anymore,— 
it makes me quite miserable ; and I think if any accident 
was to happen to you- 

Whe. You are a dear, good girl, Jane; and while I’m 
blessed with your pure, unsullied heart, l may defy the 
malice of man to reach me. 

DUET.—Wheatly and Jane. 

When absent from the maid you love, 
Still will you ever constant prove. 

And ne’er forget to love me ? 
If far aw ay, ah, could you view 
Another’s charms, and jet be true. 

And ne’er forget to love me T 

Relieve, sweet maid, this faithful heart 
From thee and love will ne’er depart. 

Or e’er forget to love thee. 
The sun will sooner cease to glow. 
And niurm’ring streams no longer flow, 

Than I forget to love thee. [Exeunt, r 

SCENE III.—The Exterior of Moatly Manor-House, by 
moonlight. 

Music. (Piano, but rather discordant.)—Enter Lawrence 

Glennon, l. u. e., wrapped in a large cloak. 

Gle. [Starting and looking up at the manor-house, R.] 

June. 

Whe. 
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Hark ! what sound is that ? ’Tis the sullen creak of the 
old weathercock. [Advancing, l, throwing off his cloak,] I 
well remember the voice of that restless monitor in other 
times—it was more pleasing then. It used to wake me, 
when a boy, to listen to the gathering storm. My room 
was just beneath it—I shall never rest in that bed again, 
and hearken to its lonely cry, and think my pillow more 
soft, and my couch more warm, because its swift shriek 
told that the wind was high, and the pithering rooks 
and pattering rain warned me of foul weather. Hut 
shiver me for a fool, if I’m not sinking into a babe, a 
sheer school-boy, half ready to weep at the remembrance 
of his home !—Home, said I, home ! a pretty home the 
law seems to have left me. Confusion seize the pluckless 
loons that have suffered this rare old hall to fall to 
pieces. Yet, still here’s goodly provision for a merry 
life—fat lands—tall timber—and a house that will hold 
a noble complement of jovial messmates, enough to man 
a fleet. But I must in and secure the prime object of 
my visit : assisted by the moonlight, I can easily find my 
way through the well-remembered rooms ; and the care¬ 
ful guardians of my contested property, I see, have left 
the entrance unclosed. [Going.] Hold, hold! maybe 
some other freebooters have got aboard here—ay, ay,— 
England has its robbers as well as—no matter, I’m well 
prepared. 

[Music.— He takes a pistol from his belt, examines the prim¬ 
ing, and, with it cocked in his hand, crosses the bridge and 
exit into the Manor House. 

A pause—Enter Gilbert Brinckley, in ragged apparel, 
R. s E., advancing with slow and wearied steps, ivith a 
lig'tni lantern in his hand, his whole appearance denoting 
want, fatigue, and misery. 

Bri. (l.) [Surveying the mansion.] Thanks, thanks to 
heaven ! if such a wretch dare offer them. At length 
I’ve reached the only spot where I may find the means 
to save rnyself from famine, and restore my wasted 
strength. Loathed, despised, and hated by the world, 
life has for me no charms ; yet would I not part with 
existence whilst a hope remains that I may live to see 
justice done on the murderous ungrateful villain who, 
after linking me by one fell deed to his accursed for¬ 
tunes, finally left me at Cuba, weltering in my blood, 
and, as he supposed, lifeless, for opposing his inhuman 
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cruelties. Oh, providence, grant me but time and oppor¬ 
tunity to work revenge, and the outcast Gilbert Brinck- 
ley w ill sink contented into his lonely grave. The price 
of blood, no doubt, still remains in the place wdiere it 
was concealed on that dreadful night. The mansion 
seems fallen to ruin, like myself, and entirely deserted. 
Now, then, with caution, to my task. 

Gogmagog. [Singing without, L. U. E.] 

Give me a bottle, and bring me a glass. 
Then fill to the brim, and let the toast pass 

Bri. [Turning the light off from his lantern.'] Someone 
comes this way ; I must be quick. 
[Hurried Music.—Exit over the bridge, into the manor-house. 
Amos. [Without.] Come along, Mr. Gogmagog, now, do 

’ee ; you’ll have the colely wabbleums in your throttle. 

Enter• Amos Coulter, l. u. e., with a large lantern, and 
supporting Gogmagog, smoking and quite intoxicated. 

Arnos. [Standing back to back with Magog, to keep him 
from falling.] Now, do ’ee step on, good Measter Gogma¬ 
gog ; I can’t stop dilly-dallying wi’ you all night on the 
road, for sixpence. I ha’ gotten to get back to Miss 
Letty’s, wi’ the physic for her poor father, that I ha’ 
fetched from Doctor Bone. 

Gog. [ Hiccups and smgs.j 

Throw physic to the dogs, give me wine, 
And I’ll drink it like a fish, only make it mine. 

Gog. Bravo! bravo! Farmer, another bumper, and 
we’ll toast the ladies. 

Amos. Why, you drank the ladies last, Measter Gog¬ 
magog, and you’ve drank all the neighbours, and I don’t 
know how' many times you’ve drank your own health. 

I should like to give him a sup of Doctor 
Bone’s stuff. 

Mag. [A'iwgtwg.] Punch cures the gout, the cholic, and the phthsic. 

Amos. Now, doant ’ee stop caterwauling here, just by 
the old ruinated manor-house —they do say there be spi¬ 
rits in it. 

Gog. Do they?—I should like a drop,—my throat’s 
quite parched. [Staggering towards the moat• 

Amos. [Pulling him back.] Dang it! do ’ee want to 
guzzle wi' Old Nick? Come, let me light thee home, 
and make the sixpence you promised me for seeing thee 
safe, a shilling. 
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Gog. D—i—d I promise to give you sixpence 1— 
D—i—d l ? [Hiccups, and feels his pockets. 

Amos. Why, you know you did. You’d better gi’ it 
me now, for fear you should forget it. 

Gog. So I will, so I will. I’ll be generous ; there’s 
no gammon about me. Here, here. [Drops the su pence in 
giving it to Amos.] There, take care of it. 

Amos. [Searchmg for it.] Ees, when 1 get it, but I a’nt 
yet; mind, I don’t consider myself paid till I ha’ gotten 
the brass in my pocket. 

Gog. You’ve plenty in your face, you bacon-fed four- 
foot-and-a-half of farmhouse stupidity ; hold the light, 
and I’ll find it for you. [Sings. 

And a hunting we will go. 

[Attempts to find the sixpence, and falls. 

Amos. [Singing.] Down, down, down, derry down. 

[Laughing.'] Ha, ha ! here be a pratty sight,—a back¬ 
sliding beadle rolling drunk on the ground! There’s a 
shocking fault! 

Gog. Don’t say it’s a fault, say it’s a misfortune. 
“ Pity my fall, good people all,”—but, stop, stop, let 
me ask you a serious question, and, by virtue of my 
office, I charge you to answer me,—Do you say that I’m 
drunk ? 

Amos. Do I?—Ees, drunk as David’s sow. 
Gog. That’s an offence against the law ; take me up ! 

take me up ! By virtue of my office, I authorize you to 
take me up. 

Amos. Take thee up ! that be sooner said than done; 
thee bee’st a desperate big’un. [Attempts to raise Gogma- 
gog, but is pulled down by him*—a struggle—roll over—the 
light out—they rise.] Wheugh! this be the hardest- 
earned sixpence I ever worked for. 

Gog. I ought to be fined five shillings for getting 
drunk; I will, too.—I fine myself five shillings.—Amos, 
lend me five shillings to fine myself. 

Imos. Lend thee a beadle’s whip ! Come home wi’ 
thee,—come home, 1 say. [Pulling him. 

Gog. I shan’t; you’ve insulted me in my official 
capacity. 

Amos. You snail. 
[Music.—A scuffle ensues—at length, Amos gets Gogmagog 

off, c., singing, ‘‘ The right end of life is to live and be 
jolly.” 
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SCENE IV.—An Apartment in the Manor-house, nearly 
dark—A large gothic window, L. p.—the casement 
shattered or broken away—a small aperture or cupboard, 

R. f., concealed by a sliding pannel, and containing a 

large leathern pocket, or pouch, tied round with a 

black ribbon. 

Music (piano, mournful.)—Enter Lawrence Gi.ennon, l., 
feeling his way in the dark, with a pistol in his hand. 

Gle. So, this is the chamber. How mournfully the 
moaning night breeze sighs through the broken case¬ 
ments of my father’s house, as if lamenting the entrance 
of his son ! Never before did my footsteps pass the 
threshold, even after an hour’s absence, without meeting 
the warm embrace of my fond mother. Ay, Lawrence 
Glennon, who advances to caress thee now? [Starting.] 
Death and liends ! am I mad ? This, I suppose, is the 
good effect of lisping to pretty maidens, and gabbling 
to old women about things that happened w hen one wore 
a pinafore ! I have deeper matters for remembrance 
now. In this room is hidden the bag of gold, which, on 
that never-to-be-forgotten night, was brought hither for 
security. He who alone, except myself, knew of its 
concealment and the deed by wdiich it was procured, has 
long been food for worms. My mother’s sudden reso¬ 
lution to make this room her own prevented my regain¬ 
ing the treasure before I quitted England ; but, should. 
I find my stay in this country insecure, it will at least 
reward me for venturing here to reclaim it. Now for 
she secret repository. 

[M/zsic.—Glennon examines the wainstcoting by touch, till 
he fnds the spring—the pannel flies back—he takes out the 
pouch, closes the recess, and advances to the front with the 
bag in his hand—Music—strong full chord. 

Gle. [Looking off, l.] Ah ! some one comes with a 
light! [Retreats up. 

Music .—Enter Gilbert Brinckley, l., cautiously, endea¬ 
vouring, by the aid of his lantern, to recognise the room— 
he gains the middle of the apartment—turns his face towards 
Lawrence Glennon—chord again. 

Gle. [Starting.] Brinckley ! phantom or fiend, have at 
thee ! 

[Fires his pistol at Brinkley, who closes the lantern the mo¬ 
ment he perceives Glennon. 
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Bri. [Laughing wildly.] Ha, ha, ha! thy aim is this 
time less certain than the first, though both were well 
meant. Thou art beforehand with me, too ; but mark— 
deposit for me this night, under the jutting crag upon 
the shore, where, upon that evening when I did thee 
good service, we met—deposit there, I say, that which 
will enable me to quit this country for ever, and you 
may live in safety. Do it, or to-morrow’s sun shall see 
your guilt proclaimed, though I perish in your ruin. 

Gle. Indeed! but I’ll make thy silence sure. 
[* urried Music—rushes on Brinckley, who, in the dark, eludes 

his grasp, and gains the window—Glennon jires his second 
pistol, and again misses. 
Bri. [Leaping through the window.] In life and death I 

will be with thee. 
Gle. By Beelzebub, he has eluded me! what’s to be 

done?—A short half-hour will bring me to the creek 
where lies my gallant rover. I’ll set my myrmidons to 
watch the spot he mentioned—give them but the scent 
and they’ll soon track him to his lair; and then, friend 
Brinckley, you cross my path no more. [Exit, l. 

SCENE V.—The Interior of Letitia's Cottage, barely 
furnished—a door, r. f , with a wooden latch and bolt — 
a window to open, l c. f., with a shutter to put up, and 
oar to.fall across—two chairs and a table near the flat 
between the door and window, with needle-work and a 
candle on it—a gun hanging upon the flat, c. 

Letitia discovered silting in the arm-chair, and Amos Coul¬ 
ter standing near her. 

Let. And what does the doctor say, good Amos ? 
Amos. Why, Miss, he spoke but badly of your fey- 

ther, and scarcely civil neither. He said he thought 
every one of his simpletons was much aggre-greviated 
since he seed him afore. 

Let. But did he give any prospect, any hopes of his 
getting better ? 

Arnos. No, miss ; he gived me nothing w’hatsomedever 
comfortable—he gived me this bit of paper, which I 
took to the potter-carriers, as he told me, who messed 
up summut in a marble basin like, and charged me thirty 
pence for it—this, you see, be the stuff. 

[Producing ajilled vial, labelled. 
Let. Alas ! I wish I had gone with you, notw»*k- 

c 
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standing my father’s injunction to the contrary. Did 
you tell Doctor Bone what change had taken place? 

Amos. Oh, ees ; and he said he had seen him at his 
worsetest; then I told doctor your message about bathing 
and rubbing, and he bid me tell you as how a strong 
sal-salvation of salt in tippet water would be of infinary 
service : indeed, he tell’d me more than I can well call 
to mind at once, thof it were all sound learning and fine 
words, too ; but he put all on this subscription, and the 
potter-carrier put it all in the bottle, and then he—that 
is, the doctor, you know, gived me to understand that in 
such a biliated constitution—I minded that word well, 
’cause I heard it more nor fifty times at our last county 
election—in such a biliated constitution as your fey- 
ther’s, what with one thing and what with another, he 
doubts much if speedy cornwell essence is to be pro¬ 
cured. 

Let. Indeed ! 
Ainos. Be there anything else I can do for thee ? 
Let. Not now, my good friend. 
Amos. Shall my wife come and sit up wi’ ’ee—you must 

need company ? 
Let. Oh, no ; Bella has returned from the farm. 
Amos. Well, then, good by; keep a good heart—I 

hope your feyther will be better in the morning—good 
night! 

Let. Good night, and many thanks—good night! 
[Exit Amos, D. F. 

Entei' Bella, r. 

Bella. Now, my dear sister, I’ve put by my finery, 
and—but—surely you look pale—have you been unwell 
whilst I was absent? 

Let. I have been as well as usual, dearest Bella, but 
confess that the meeting at Fallowfield you mentioned to 
me, has made me feel somewhat otherwise. I never ex¬ 
pected Lawrence Glennon would be seen again in Eng¬ 
land. 

Bella. Yet why ? 
Let. Did Mr. Fallowfield receive him kindly? 
Bella. I can’t say the farmer gave him welcome, but 

the Dame and her daughters seemed quite delighted. 
Let. And were you pleased, too, Bella? 
Bel. Why—yes—indeed, I was ; for Mr. Glennon is 

quite another kind of person to those I have been used 
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to see ; and he appeared to take great pleasure in danc¬ 
ing with me, and—but never mind such things just now, 
dear Lelty, I’m sure you are not well—my noisy tongue 
disturbs you—you look quite faint—let me fetch you a 
glass of water. [Going. 

Let. [Restraining her.'] No, no, my love—stay, stay—I 
have something you must hear, since I cannot spare you 
the knowledge. 

Bella. What? My father! is he worse? I fear your 
looks speak of him. 

Let. Yes, dearest girl; save yourself, what have they 
else to speak of? I grieve to say our father is very, very 
ill!—Just after you left us, he was seized with a strange 
attack of numbness on one side, and since that time has 
not been able to raise an arm, or walk a step across the 
room. I sadly doubt that he will ever be himself again, 
yet fervently hope, by care, to keep him from growing 
worse. 

Bella. Heaven grant it! We must work for him, since 
he can no longer work for us. 

Let. Indeed we must, and strenuously, dear Bella ! I 
have nearly finished these things from Winbrook Lodge, 
and mean, to-morrow, to cali at every mansion within a 
ride, to ask employment for our needles : however, be¬ 
fore we sit down to our task, I’ll see if my poor father 
still sleeps ;—about an hour back, he fell into a sweet 
slumber, from which, I trust, he has not yet awakened. 

[Exit Letitia, R. 

Bella. Ever the same Letitia ! since she was de¬ 
prived of him, to whom her heart and hopes of happi¬ 
ness were given, she lives only to think for others, and 
never for herself. 

Re-enter Letitia, r. 

Let. Our father still sleeps soundly ; and, though ’tis 
now past midnight, we'll remain up an hour longer, and, 
with your assistance. I shall be able to complete my 
work ; the order was for ready money, too, which will 
enable us to procure some little comforts for our afflicted 
parent. 

Bella. That thought alone would make any labour 
delightful! but to enliven your spirits, dear Letty, I’ll 
whisper your favourite ballad so softly, that the sound 
shall not disturb our father’s repose. 
[ They sit, and take their work—a short and very piano symphony. 

C 2 
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AIR.—Bella. 

The moon beams sweet on many a flower, 
Bright stars the watcii are keeping, 

While fairies rove, with magic power. 
As all the world is sleeping. 

[A hasty knock is heard at the window, which dislodges the 
shutter—it falls into the room—the sisters start from their 
seats, and Bella, seeing Brinckley as he leaves the casement, 

shrieks, and hides her face with her hands 
Let. Bella! my dear Bella! for heaven’s sake be 

calm—’tis nothing but the shutter. 
Bdla. Oh, yes, yes, indeed ! I saw a dreadful-look 

ing man at the window—he must be a robber. 
Let. A robber, my love ! it could be nothing but your 

fancy ! what robber would assail our poor dwelling 1 
[A noise of approaching footsteps heard without, L. 

Boldring. [ Without, l.J Heave ahead, boys ! he went 
this way. 

[The sisters exhibit signs of alarm—Letitia, recovering her¬ 
self, hastens to replace the shutter, when, as she raises it, 
Boldring, Avory, and Bey no Ids appear at the window. 

Bol. Don’t be frightend, young women, we sha’nthurt 
you—w'e’re after a thief and murderer, dressed some¬ 
what in a seaman’s garb, a good deal the worse for 
wear. He scudded away in sight of us, not above two 
or three hundred yards from this cottage ; have you seen 
anything of such a sail ? 

Let. I have not: but a few moments since we were 
startled by the fall of the window-shutter, and my sis¬ 
ter says she saw the face of a man where you now stand, 
but he fled again instantly. 

Bol. We must be in his wake, then. Crowd sail, 
comrades, and give chase. Thank ye, lasses.—Yo-ho ! 
we’ll soon bring him to with a broadside, and perhaps 
come hack and take a glass of grog and a kiss with you 
wenches. Yo-ho! there. 

[They retire in haste from the window, and exeunt, R. U. E. 

Let. Gracious Providence ! w'hat ferocious men ! in 
pursuit of a murderer, too—let us close the window 
quickly, and fasten the door. How silly was I not to 
bar the shutter, before Amos went—there—there—[En- 
couraging Bella all this time, yet betraying alarm, whicn the 

is anxious to conceal—there—[Barring the window.]—you 
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see that is perfectly secure. [Bolting the door.] We shall 
have no further alarm; everything is safe, now. Come, 
come, sit down, and proceed with your song. 

Bella. [Seating herself.] Oh, sister ! should the mur¬ 
derer return. 

Let. Fear not; why should he? We have nothing to 
lose but our lives. And though ’tis true our poor dwell¬ 
ing stands alone, among the marshes, yet its very low¬ 
liness is its safeguard. Come, your ballad. 

Bella. Dear Letty, I shall never be able. 
[Recommences her song—the latch of the door rises—a 

dead pause—the latch moires—the sisters start. 
Let. [Repressing Bella's scream. J Hush ! hush ! should 

any person be near, we must not let them know that we 
are terrified. [Loudly ] Bella, know you where father 
placed the gun-flints he brought from Rochford ? 

Bella. They are in the pocket of his waistcoat, behind 
the bed-room door. [The latch rattles again. 

Brinckley. [ Without.'] For mercy’s sake, open the door. 
I am pursued, and my life is at stake. 

Bella. Ah ! it is that fearful man—we shall be mur¬ 
dered. 

Let. Not without a struggle*, bring me the flints— 
there is the gun—I’ll load it—[Takes dotvn the gun.] here 
is powder and ball in the drawer—[Opens the table-drawer, 
and takes out the povider-horn, <Sp\] quick, quick ! 

Bella. Surely, you do not mean to use them ? 
Let. Not unless compelled. [The latch moves again.] But 

should any attempt be made to force the door, please 
heaven to give me strength and courage, I will defend 
our lives to the utmost. Go, go! 

[Fait Bella, hastily, R., and returns with the flints—Letitia 
advances to the front, I., c., and begins to load the gun— 
she endeavours, bp assuming firmness, to conceal her agita¬ 

tion from Bella, and tries to inspire her with courage. 
Bri. [Without, shaking the door.] Open, open! I will 

not harm you. 
Let. Keep quiet, Bella ! 
Bri. [Without, impatiently.] I must have shelter ! 
Let. [Repressing Bellu’s terror.] Hush, dear Bella. 
irmly.] Rash man, depart; I am armed ! if you per¬ 

sist in forcing an entrance, by all that’s sacred, I’ll fire ! 
Bri. [Without.] By heaven, I mean you well ! 

[He attempts to force the door—Letitia places the gun to her 

shoulder, and fires—Bella throws herself upon her sister’s 

c 3 
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shoulder, who, horror-struck, supports herself by the gun—a 

loud groan is heard from Brinckley, and Bella falls on her 

knees—Picture. 
END OF ACT 1. 

ACT II. 

SCENE I.—Interior of the Cottage, as in the last act— 
a large hole visible in the door in flat, about breast high. 
— Morning. 

Music.—Bella discovered looking out, d. f.—Shutter 
open. 

Bella. I wish Letty would return. [Closes the door, seats 

herself at the table, and begins to work.] I suppose it was 
necessary to inform the magistrate of our terrible adven¬ 
ture last night ; but I’m sure it has so frightened me, 
that I don’t like to be left by myself, even in the day¬ 
light. [Glennon has approached the window, which is partly 
open, and stands listening.] Heigho ! I don’t know how it 
is, but when I’m alone 1 can’t help thinking of that Mr. 
Glennon—but what’s Lawrence Glennon to me? If he 
wants me, let him seek me. 

Gle. [Lookingin at the window.'] I do want you—I have 
sought you, and have found you. [Bella starts. 

Enter Lawrence Glennon, d. f. 

Bella. [Recovering from her alarm.] Yes, Mr. Glennon ; 
but you should have sought me in a more honourable 
way than peeping through a window. 

Gle. On my soul, bright Bella! I thought all ways 
were fair in love as well as in war; and, having caught 
a glimpse of your sweet countenance as I was passing 
to the door, I could not help bringing to, for a few mo¬ 
ments, to feast my eyes, unnoticed ; for you well know, 
that you kept them upon short allowance when we were 
before in company. 

Bella. Certainly, sir, since our whole intercourse wras 
brief; but if you wish it more, you must forget some 
of your fine fashions of speaking, for I’m little accus¬ 
tomed to compliments. 

Gle. You may make me anything you w'ish, beauteous 
Bella, if you will undertake the task of reforming me. 

Bella. Nay, you had better consult wiser heads than 
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mine [Letitia passes the window.—and fortunately here 
comes my sister. [Music. 

Enter Letitia, d. f.—Glennon advances to meet her—she 

starts at seeing him} violently agitated.—Chord. 

Let. Providence preserve me! Mr. Glennon! 
Gle. Your sister ! this, this is not Letitia ! 
Bella. Indeed, sir, it is—my dear sister Letitia. 
Gle. Yes, yes, I see—yet, how changed from what I 

knew her once ! Do I then find in you an old acquaint¬ 
ance ? 

[Advances, and attempts to take her hand—she withdraws it 
from his touch with a convulsive shudder. 

Let. (R<y) You find me, sir, in mind unchanged, how¬ 
ever the rude hand of misfortune may have left its 
impress on my person. [Turnsfrom him. 

Bella, (l.) [Timidly.] ’Tis my father’s illness, sir, that 
presses so sorely on my sister—she has only him and me 
now left to love : but I’m sure she’s very glad to see 
you.—Be not angry, dear Letty, with Mr. Glennon—he 
only came- 

Gle. (c.) In truth, I came to pay my respects to Miss 
Bella here, with whom I fell in company at Mistress 
Fallowfield’s carousal. I am sorry—very sorry'—to find 
both her and you in such distress about your father— 
poor old fellow ! I fear he’ll never be rated able for 
service again ; but if I can lend a hand in any fashion, 
Miss Letitia, you may count upon me, heart and hand ! 

Let. VVe are obliged to you for your good wishes, 
Mr. Glennon, but hope to make our way through our 
difficulties without applying to any one. 

Gle. Nay, now, by-1 do but seek to ■■•■--- to please 
myself—or may be, rather, to give pleasure to your sis¬ 
ter. You are too nice in your distinctions. Would you 
choose your father should founder, and be—and be lost, 
sooner than let a stranger come on board and lend a 
hand to trim his vessel ? 

Bella. My sister, sir, is no doubt quite right in de¬ 
clining your offers, though kindly meant; guessing, as I 
see she does, that your-your wishes—your meaning, 
in this visit, was to-to pay-- 

Gle. Why, look you, Bella: the object of my visit 
here, was to volunteer my services in your troubles ; I 
came in the hope, too, that I might have brought the 
family into a better roadstead than this where I find 
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you ! Ay—one ship might have held us all handsomely, 
and a pleasant and a merry voyage we might have had 
through life. But I guess how the wind blows, and— 
hark! what, footsteps ! [Looks through the window.] A 
party of people bending their course hastily hither ! Can 
it be ? should—[Grasping a pistol in his breast.] But no ! 
[Looking at Letitia, who is observing him.] Now, curse me ! 
if this is not a good jest! I have been so used to sleep 
under aims, that in a sort of day-dream to which I am 
rather subject, I fancied I was upon deck, and the enemy 
boarding over the quarter. [Laughing.] Ha, ha, ha ! 

Let. This is a friendly errand, sir. 
[The Villagers, headed by Gogmagng and Amos, pass the window, 

Gogmagog bustling forward and keeping the others back. 

Enter Gogmagog, Amos Coulter, and Villagers, d. f. 

Gog. [/Is he enters.] There, there, stand back—don’t 
intrude; I am to examine, and you will be allowed to 
see. and hear. Servant, Miss Letitia—servant, Miss 
Bella—ser-bless me ! Captain Glennon here, too— 
Oh, I know—I see how the cat jumps—mum—all right 
—snug as a toad in a hole—silent as a dummy. 

Let. I presume, sir, you come- 
Gog. Certainly—to inquire into the desperate attack 

made here last night. 
Gle. [To Bella.] Attack—what means this? 

[They converse apmt. 
Gog. I come, I say, in my official capacity, to examine 

the premises, and see if, by marks, dead bodies, or any 
other implements, the delinquents may be discovered, 
and brought to justice. 

Amos. Why, Miss Letty, may I be so bold as to ax, 
what all this sad affair be about—is there any body mur¬ 
dered ? 

Gog. Murdered! nonsense! All done according to 
law—self-defence—no gammon ; but somebody’s been 
killed, I should guess, by this monstrous bullet-hole in 
the door—and here are drops of blood on (he ground. 

[Stoops in the door-way, to examine the floor. 

Enter Trapman, hastily, into the room, tumbling over him. 

Amos. [Laughing with the Villagers.] Ah, ah, ah! Dear 
me ! Measter Tr tpman, thee be’est getting down in the 
world. 
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Tra. [Getting up.] No matter, no matter; your most 
obedient, Miss Maynard : I am employed by Mr. Crump, 
your father’s landlord, to request the payment of two 
half-years’ rent, due at Michaelmas—and here is the re¬ 
ceipt. 

Let. (c ) I regret, sir, that I cannot immediately dis¬ 
charge the demand. Mr. Crump is well aware that my 
father’s rent is principally paid out of the profits of the 
hay crop ; and as his severe illness has prevented his 
carrying the growth of the summer to market, he cannot 
yet he provided with the money ; but, in a short time, I 
trust to be able to send the amount, after employing a 
friend to dispose of the ricks in the usual manner. 

Tra. (r.) Oh, we’ll save you that trouble, ma’am; 
for, if you hav’ntthe money ready, I must take an inven¬ 
tory of your father’s stock, goods and chattels, and, ac¬ 
cording to law, dispose of the same to discharge the 
debt. Here is the warrant to distrain. 

[Takes out of his pocket a long book, and a warrant, which he 

gives to Letitia. 
Let. The will of heaven be done ! But my poor, poor 

father ! [ Drops the warrant, and crosses to Bella, L. 

Amos. [To Gogmagog.'] I say, let’s drag Measter Trap- 
man through horsepond. 

Gog. No, no, mus’nt—salt and battery—no gammon 
about the law ! 

Gle. [Advancing to Trupman, who is proceeding to note doum 
the furniture.] Hark’ye, my man of figures! put your 
finger upon a pincushion here, at your peril : draw up a 
note for the money, in any form you please, and I’ll sign 
it. 

Let. Mr. Glennon, I am not insensible of your willing¬ 
ness to save us from the painful situation in which we 
are suddenly placed. But I must thank you for your 
intentions, without taking advantage of them. It would 
be but prolonging our misery to put off the evil day, 
since come it must. This good man, therefore, shall 
proceed with his duty, and I only beg him to be as 
quiet in his movements as he is able, for, should my 
father be sufficiently aroused to comprehend what is 
going forward in his cottage, it might perhaps be fatal. 
L *t us, my dear Bella, go to him, to prevent any alarm. 
Mr Glennon. we are grateful. 

[Exeunt Letitia and Bella, r., Glennon kissing Bella’s hand 

as she jxissea him. 



34 THE YVltECK. [ACT II. 

Tra. [Following.] I must make a catalogue of the fur- 
ture. 

Gle. Stay—[Holding him.'] Hear me, thou treacle- 
visaged slave-driver ! make but another step to pass be¬ 
yond that bulk-head, that partition there, and by the flag 
at my mast-head, and by my sword, too. I’ll pin you on 
the instant against the wainscot with this true steel. 

[Draws his cutlass—Trapman falls on his knees—Villagers 
are alarmed. 

Gog. [Inteiposing.] Hallo ! hallo, Mr. Glennon ! you 
don’t intend to homicide the man, do you ?—Have a 
care, sir—the law is strict, sir—precise in these matters 
—there’s a difference atwixt manslaughter and murder, 
sir; and, fellow-de-see, sir, that’s another thing—a 
tiling, sir, with which you, as a sea-faring man, may be 
best acquainted. But, sir, if you slay this bailiff, you’ll 
certainly murder him. Considerate your actions, sir; 
besides, I give notice, and charge all persons present in 
the king’s name—you, John Hopwell—you, Tony Lock— 
you, Hiram Snubbs—and you, Josh, what’s your name, 
there—Josh, Josh—never mind your name—I charge you 
all, in the king’s name, to assist me in keeping the peace. 

Gle. Why, you pauper-fed, ass-headed, bull-faced 
beadle, by what right or title do you and your gang of 
clodpoles intrude yourselves here ? 

Gog. Why, sir, the law impowerates me, in my offi¬ 
cial capacity, to exhibition my authority in all riots and 
uproars—not to mention my right to protect a servant of 
the law, sir, in the execution of his duty, obstructed by 
you, sir—Captain Glennon, sir. 

Gle. The law and you may be lashed together, like a 
cheating pedlar, and his pack of false merchandise ; 
and you, Mr. Graball—I’d advise you to sheer off with 
your log-book, and be d—d to you,in quick time. Come 
to me at Moatley, and I’ll discharge all claims upon this 
furniture and farming stock, which you long to stick to, 
like a barnacle. Come, scud away, there, with your 
mates—all of you—you, John Hop-into-hell, or whatever 
you call yourself—you, Tony Tomkins—and you, Josh, 
the nameless—clear the decks 

[Trapman sneaks out, D. P .—the Villagers slowly follow, look¬ 
ing at Gogmagog. 

Amos. [To Gogmagog.] Come along wi’thee, mun ; he 
means mischief, as you do say — there be no gammon 
about him. 
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Gog-. Pooh, pooh ! do you see this ? 
[Produces his staff—goes up to Giennon, who threatens him— 

he turns to go, being putted by Amos, but returns—the Vil¬ 

lagers, looking in at the door and window, exhibit an interest 

in the scene—Giennon, following Gogmagog up, gets him 

close to the window, and, seizing him suddenly by the legs, 
throws him out. 

SCENE II.—The Outside of Fallowfield's Farm, l.. f. 

Enter Jane, from the house. 

Jane. Well, upon my word, this is very pretty of 
Master George ! two hours after his appointment, and 
not here, yet. I’ll give him a good scolding when he 
does come ; he don’t like to be kept waiting himself, 
and does he suppose that I’ll put up with it? I’m sure 
he never found me disappoint him, at twilight. 

AIR.—Jane. 

Dear is the twilight hour. 
When those who love. 

Through grove or moonlit bower, 
Fondly may rove, 

Seen but by some bright star, 
Heard but by sprite or fay. 

While, to the sweet guitar, 
Murm’ring a roundelay. 

Dear is the twilight, &c. 

Sweet to a maiden’s ear 
Sounds, at the close of day, 

When one alone i3 near. 
Love’s whisper’d roundelay. 

Dear is the twilight, &c 

Enter Mrs. Coulter, r. 

Mrs. C. (r„) I beg pardon, Miss Jane, but have you 
seen anything of my rantipole husband, Mr. Amos, this 
afternoon? A nice time I have of it, with him: he 
didn’t come home last night, till one o’clock this morn¬ 
ing ; went out before breakfast, never came back to din¬ 
ner—and now it’s past tea-time; I’ll be hanged if he 
shall have any supper of me. 

Jane, (c.) I have not seen Amos to-day, at all; nor 
indeed, my swain either : and where George Wheatly 
can be, is to me astonishing. 

Mrs. C. Depend upon it, miss, the men are all bad 
uns.—I’m sure that good-for-nothing Amos plagued me 
enough with his coaxing, wheedling ways; sighing 
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about the farm, and swearing he’d hang himself, if I 
wouldn’t have him ; and that his ghost should come 
and haunt me every night—but what could a poor 
woman do ? I thought I’d better have him than hi9 
ghost. 

~ane. Ah ! [Sighing.'] I believe you are right, Susan ; 
I shall begin to hate the sex. 

Mrs. C. Not till after you’re married, miss: but, 
lawks ! now I think of it, I shouldn’t wonder but I can 
guess what has kept the young ’squire away ; I re¬ 
member what Betty told me, Robin told her he heard 
about the robbers. 

Jane. Robbers !—what robbers ? 
Mrs. C. Dear me, miss !—what, don’t you know no¬ 

thing on it?—The dreadful attack that was made, last 
night, upon the cottage of poor Farmer Maynard, down 
in the marshes ; and how bravely Miss Letty fought to 
save her father’s and her sister’s lives—how the robbers 
forced open the door with a butcher’s cleaver—how Miss 
Letty fought with three of them, killed two, and took 
the other prisoner, bound him hand and foot, dragged 
him up to ’Squire Wheatly’s father’s, our head magis¬ 
trate, of Sedgely ; who found him guilty, and sent him 
to prison—he’s to be hanged, drawn, and quartered, the 
beginning of next week. 

June. Wonderful, indeed ! but is all this true ? 
Mrs. C. Ob, yes, miss : Robin told Bettv,that he saw 

our new beadle, Mr. Gogmagog, going with a posse of 
the villagers to see the field of battle, I think he called 
it; and, I’ll warrant, my lazy husband’s gone with them. 
[Looking off, L.]—As I live, miss, here they come, beadle 
and all—but the young ’squire bean’t among ’em. 

Jane. This business, perhaps, has detained him at his 
father’s ; so I’ll in to mine, and wait patiently for 
George’s arrival. [Exit into the farm, L. F. 

Gogmagog. [Without, l.] You were all witnesses! 
Villagers [ Without, i„] Ees ! ees ! 
Mrs. C. (r.) Yes, yes; here they are ! and my beauty 

in the thick of them—talking to the girls, too! but I’ll 
give him such a sisserara ! [Retires up, l. 

Enter Gogmagog, Amos Coulter, and the Villagers, l. 

Gog. Well ! I never did !—did you ever see an officer, 
in his official capacity, so abused, so maltreated, so 
bumped, and bolted? I! the representative of his ma- 
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jesty, to be trundled neck and crop out of a window, 
like a bundle ot tarpaulin '—no respect to person—no 
dread of authority !—but I’ll soon show him what it is 
to interfere with an acting magistrate, I’ll let him know 
what it is to insult a man in power; does he think to 
tread upon a beadle? But I’ll make him shake in his 
shoes, I will—there’s no gammon about me ! 

Mrs. C. [Seizing Amos.] And I’ll shake you out of 
your shoes ; I’ll teach you to go gadding all night, no¬ 
body knows where ; and gallivanting, all day, with the 
girls, I will !—This is the way you treat your poor wife 
because she’s meek and mild. 

Amos. (i. ) Let go, wool’ee—I a’nt disbehaved mv- 
sen—I a’nt a been gallivanting wi’ nobody, but Measter 
Gogmagog !—Let go, I say. [They scuffle—she pursues him. 

Enter Boldring, Avory, Barbelot,and Reynolds, with 
pistols in their belts, R. 

Key. Yo, ho, messmates ! here’s a fleet of petticoats, 
and a fire-ship running down a loblolly-boy ! 

-Amos. Loblolly-boy ! [Aside.] A backey-munching sea¬ 
horse ! what does he mean? 

Avory. Some very pretty light craft here, eh, moun- 
seer ? 

Bar. Oh, oui! certainment! I shall make a little 
lofe. [Goes up to one of the village lasses—the others also. 

Gog. Make a little loaf!—He looks as if he wanted 
one. 

Bol. [To Mrs. Coulter.] What say you, my brave lass, 
to a berth in my hammock ? [Kisses her 

Amos. Hollo ! I say, you sir, do’ee know you be kiss¬ 
ing my wife ? 

Bol. Oh, no apology,—you’re very welcome ! 
[Kisses her again. 

Amos. I say, Measter beadle, do you see that sailor 
chap kissing my wife ? Why don’t thee do thy duty ? 

Gog. So I do; I am walking about. 
Amos, Why doan’t ’ee take ’em up ? 
Gog. There’s too many of them. But I’ll read the 

Riot Act; for if this a’nt put a stop to, the parish will be 
heavily burdened before this time twelvemonth, and we 
shall have a new rate. Here, here ! I say, [Interposing.] 
this won’t do ; this is an unlawful assembly. 

D 
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Bol. [Pushing Gogmagog aside.] Away with you ! 
[j4t’on/, who has been teazing one of the girls, seizes and hisses 

her—she screams violently. 

Enter Lawrence Glennon, l.—he knocks Avory down—the 

Pirates relinquish the women upon recognising their captain 
—Amos catches hold of his wif e, and runs into the farm, L. F. 

Gle. [Drawing a cutlas.] Perdition seize ye all, ye 
misbegotten ruffians ! I’ll cleave him through the brains 
that first lays his finger on a woman ! What! did ye 
think ye were among the slave settlements on the Spanish 
main? Remember that, in England, you must ask be¬ 
fore you have. 

Bo!. Nay, captain, we meant no harm. 
Gle. Did I not warn you ? Did 1 not tell you, too, that 

you should not be seen in broad day, thus equipped? 
Bol. Pheugh, captain ! never mind our rigging, so 

that we keep the lull'. 
Gle. Well, well, be cautious. I am aware of the ill 

success of your chase last night, but half hope the 
business was effectually done w ithout you.—No matter, 
now. Come, my friends, [ To Gogmagog and the Villagers.] 
My men, here, are sorry if they have offended any of 
the lasses, but you must excuse their salt-water man¬ 
ners. [To Gogmagog.] As for myself, 1 was rather rough 
with you, i believe, but you must make allowances 
for a hasty temper ; and, as to-morrow, (if 1 have any 
luck,) will prove my wedding-day, come all of you with 
me to the village, and there we’ll drow n our petty ani¬ 
mosities in a bumper of grog. 

The Seamen. Huzza ! Success to our noble captain ! 
The Villagers. Huzza! Long live’Squire Glennon. 
Gog. Why, captain, or’squire, after your humble apo- 

logy, I shall look over your behaviour at this present 
writing, but must decline honouring you with my com¬ 
pany, for I have a particular objection to entering any 
door with a man who takes the liberty of throwing me 
out of the window. 

Gle. Shift your helm ;—you must come. 
GoS- [Offended.] Must, to a beadle ! I won’t, and no 

gammon ! 

G^‘‘ Here, Reynolds, lift that lump-fish, [Poinfiag to 
Gogmagog.] Cut your cables, and crowd sail. 
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Rey. Yo-ho! [They raise Gogmagog on their shoulders.] 

Come along, mates. Yo-ho ! 
Gog. [Resisting, as they carry him. off.] Holloa! help! 

help ! 
[I-xeunt Glennon, R., and Pirates, running after him, with 

G ogmagog, flourishing his long staff over their heads, fol¬ 

lowed by Amos Coulter, and Villagers, laughing and huz¬ 
zaing, 

© 

SCENE III.—An Apartment in Falloufield Farm- 

House. 

F.nter Jane, r., ’Squire Wheatly, i.., meeting. 

Jane, (c.) So, sir, you have found your way here, at 
last? 

Whe. (i. c.) My dear Jane, be assured I have not 
kept you waiting willingly. But you, no doubt, have 
heard of the strange affair at poor Maynard’s ; by my 
father’s desire, I have been there to see how the family 
"ere situated, and bring news that 1 think will surprise 
you. 

Jane. How so ? 
Whe. Bella is going to be married, and to Glennon ! 
Jane. Good heavens ! 
Whe. He has taken upon himself the payment of all 

the old man’s debts, and will settle upon Maynard and 
Letitia a handsome competence! Letitia, I’m sure, 
shrinks from the very thought of her sister’s union ; but 
the old man, conscious of his approaching end, and 
anxious to secure his children from otherwise inevitable 
want, at once acceded to Glennon’s proposals, and com¬ 
manded compliance with his wish for an immediate 
marriage, upon forfeiture of their father’s blessing. 

Jane. Well, this is the strangest—So, Bella will be 
married before me ? 

Whe. Unless you chuse to be married to-morrow, too. 
However, as I bring you an invitation to the wedding, 
and our own will so soon follow, it will serve, you know, 
as a sort of rehearsal. [Kisses her. 

Jane. Have done, sir, do ; you ought to be ashamed 
of yourself! You are always rehearsing. 

Enter Farmer Fallow^field, l. 

Far. Hoity, toity ! Here you are, billing and cooing 
in a corner, a3 usual. Ah ! [Aside.J I was fond of a 

D 2 
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corner myself, when I courted her mother.—Hut come, 
Jenny,—if you’re to go to this strange wedding to-mor¬ 
row, you’ve your work cut out for to-night. So, say 
good-by eto George, and let him be off whoam. 

Jane. George was only just telling me, sir. I’m so 
amazed- 

Far. Oh, I dare say !—took your breath away, didn’t it? 
Rut, for my part, I should as soon ha’ thought o’ being 
made one of the king’s beef-eaters, as that my pretty 
Bella should give herself to that devil’s chicken. 

Whe. Well, sir, let us hope all may be for the best. 
Far. Amen! Good night, George! [Shaking hands.] 

Come, Jane. [Crosses, and exit, R. 
Jane. Good night, George ! Don’t forget the morn¬ 

ing. 
Whe. No fear of that, my dear ; the hours will hang 

heavily, till I give my love good morrow. 
[Kisses her hand—exit Jane, R. 

SONG.—’Squire Wheatly. 

Fly night away, and welcome day,— 
With night we banish sorrow ; 

Sweet air, breathe soft—sun, shine aloft, 
To give my love, good morrow. 

Wings from the wind, to please her mind, 
Notes from the la k, I’ll borrow,— 

Bird, spread thy wing, and tow’ring sing 
To give my love, good morrow. 

Sweet drops of dew, from vi’let’s blue. 
That shine in ev’ry furrow, 

Fresh odours bring, on Zephyr’s wing. 
To give my love, good morrow. 

Bright Venus, spare awhile thy care— 
Fly, Cupid, swift, thine arrow,— 

And waft my fair the brightest star, 
To bid the world, good morrow t 

[Exit, R 

SCENE IV.— Outside of Old Maynard's Cottage, L. f. 

Enter Bf.li.a ,from the cottage, L. F., dressed for her wedding 

Bel. The moment is approaching when Glennon will 
arrive to bear me from my humble home, and make me 
the mistress of his rich lands ; yet I cannot quit a place 
which has so long sheltered me, without a sigh. My 
dear Letty, too,—’would I could prevail on her to sha’e 
the smiles of fortune with me. Since my poor mother 
died, I have e\er found in her a sister’s love and a 
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mother’s care; but, content with the competence 
bestowed by Glennon on my father, she will remain with 
him, and refuses to accept for herself the slightest 
favour. 

Enter Letitia, from ilie cottage, L. P., also attired for the 
wedding. 

Let. Be not surprised, my dear Bella : you see I have 
been preparing to attend you to church, as your bride 
maid. It would be a reproach to your wedding were I 
not present at it; and no feelings of my own shall keep 
me away, since, whether l am there or not, you will 
still become the wife of Captain Glennon. I will be 
your bridemaid, Bella, though you have kindly refrained 
from asking me. 

Bella. Dearest Letty, do not think of me : I fear you 
are not well enough to leave the house. 

Let. Quite—quite well enough, Bella; and I must go, 
for it’s my duty to stop any unpleasant rumours which 
may have been raised from my known dislike to Law¬ 
rence Glennon. 

Bella. But if it will make you miserable, Letty, I 
cannot suffer you to sacrifice your happiness to mine. 

Let. Happiness!—Bella, I have none to sacrifice : it 
is buried deep in the dark grave of him whose hands 
presented to me the dress I now wear !—Avenging 
heaven ! for w hat a purpose do I-Let me not think ! 
L Pressing her forehead, then struggling to recover herself.] 
Or—or let me only think that I am acting as I ought to¬ 
wards a dear and only sister!—Bella, I will go with 
you : it is the only recompense I can make for the pain 
my dislike to your marriage has occasioned you ; and I 
pray to Providence that my repugnance may be un 
founded. 

Bella. Believe me, I shall be delighted with youi 
presence at a time when 1 so much need it. But why 
not, dear Letty, wear the dress Glennon sent for you, 
with mine ? 

Let. A wedding-dress from him 1—No, not for worlds ! 
[Turning away, shuddering.] But come—come, my sister ; 
for the last time, before you surrender yourself to other 
ties, come and take leave of our suffering father. 

[Exeunt into the cottage, L. v. 

3 n 
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SCENE X.—The Village of Sedgeley—the Church, fyc., 

in the distance. 

Enter Gog MAGOG, L., wearing a large white favour in his 
hat; Amos Coulter and his Wife; Villagers, fyc., with 

white favours. 

Gog. There—there!—The captain’s off to church, 
piping away, to venture on the voyage of matrimony, as 
he calls it. If Bella had waited, she might, perhaps, 
have been chosen to perpetuate the race of beadles !—■ 
But the captain has behaved like a trump ; and I say 
nothing—there’s no gammon about me !—He has given 
me money to distribute among you, that you may all 
drink the bride’s health. 

Villagers. Huzza, huzza! huzza! 
Gog. He has ordered a bullock to be roasted, and 

sent a round sum to the ringers. 
Villagers. Huzza! huzza! 
Gog. And, above all, he has complimented me highly 

on my merits as a parochial officer, and rewarded me 
handsomely for my officious duties. 

Villagers. Huzza ! huzza ! 
Amos. I say, Measter Gogmagog, thee never gi’ed I 

the reward for seeing thee safe whoame. 
Gog. Silence, little boy ! 
Amos. Little boy !—Do’ee hear that, wife"!—He calls 

your true and lawfully-gotten husband a little boy !—- 
Let me tell’ee, Measter Beadle, I ha’ gotten two inno¬ 
cent offsprings; and, if a man’s to be called a boy when 
lie’s got a couple of babbies, 1 should like to know when 
he’ll reach the years of immaturity. 

Gog. Silence—silence, little boy ! while I make you 
all a present of the captain’s money. Let me see : one 
—two—three—[Counting.] Ay, there’s just a dozen of 
ve ; here’s one and twenty shillings in silver—that's 
eighteen pence a-piece, and three shillings to the good, 
to be spent in cakes and ale for the company. John 
Hopwell, you shall be treasurer. [Gives the money. 

Villagers. Huzza for Measter Gogmagog ! 
[They retire up, and divide the money. 

Amos. [To Gogmagog.] I sav, though you ha’ forgotten 
me and my family ! 

Gog. Never mind, [dside.] You and I will mug our¬ 
selves in private. 
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Amos. And no gammon ? 
Gog. Honour bright— [Advancing to the front, C ] Now, 

then, out of the captain’s live guineas, [Pulls money out of 

his pocket.] here’s lour beautiful pictures of Queen Anne 
left, that look as it they hadn’t seen daylight for years: 
it would be a pity to part them. Hum !—here’s one for 
my trouble, as commission ; [Pockets it.] one for my at¬ 
tendance in my official capacity ; [Pockets it ] one to 
drink the health of the new-married couple ; [Pockets it.] 
and the other for—for—ah ! i’ll keep it for sundries. 

[Pockets it. 

Music.—Enter Farmer Fau.owfif.i.d and three Musicians, 

with hurdygurdy, tabor, and pipe, L. s. E. 

Fu'\ It’s all over, neighbours,—joiner Tie-’em-tight 
has made the two one.—Poor Letitia is gone weeping 
home to her father; Jane and George are gone court¬ 
ing; Glennon and Bella are gone to the manor-house ; 
the musicianers here are going to take a sup with me; 
and I’m going to dinner. 

Gog. Thank you, farmer: with great pleasure I ac¬ 
cept your invitation ; I’m particularly partial to your 
ale—I don’t know any body who brews such ale as 
you do. 

Far. Pretty well for the matter o’ that, Master Bea¬ 
dle ; I dare say I can find a mug a-piece all round, 
for once in a way. So come, away with you—play up 
merrily, and do you, Mr. Gogmagog, bring up the rear. 

[Music.— Exeunt Farmer FalLouJield, R., followed by all 
except Gogmagog. 

Gog. Well, it’s astonishing what respect is paid to 
persons in office!—Who knows but I may come to be 
one of the select vestry, and perhaps, in time, church¬ 
warden !—Why, I’m already a constable in my own 
right! 

SONG—Gogmagog. 

<2Tf)e Beattie, 
WRITTEN EXPRESSLY FOR THIS DRAMA BY J. BEULFIR. 

List wliile 1 sing,— 
I’m the beadle of the parish : 

To church I brings 
Ou Sunday our school boys. 

Dress’d in my best things. 
I’m sure, 1 look Lord Majorish, 

And feel as great as kiugs 
If they but make a noise. * 
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Each parish resolution 
I put in execution : 

They say, in my capacity 
I represent his majesty ; 

So loyal, too, 
I feel 1 do. 

Then God save the King ! 

(Spoken.)—I suffers none of them there pollyticle orators to dis¬ 
turb the concord of our parish. I never stand for warrants nor re¬ 
gular informations, but take up promptly, immediately, and at once, 
all what makes a hubbaballo and contlageration, and breaks his ma¬ 
jesty’s peace, his crown, and dignity. There’s that there Pegginawl, 
the sotting shoe-black, I cotched him at it, the other day, in »he midst 
of a mob, proclaiming, exaggerating, and speechifying, about the 
people’s rights.—“ H“ ! ho!” said I, “my nice one 1 I have you at 
last: pray, what is right to do against this? (Showing his pocket- 
stuff.) So, Mr. Right-’ein tight-'em, come along to quod.” 

And, now I’ve done my story, 
Let’s sing in praise and glory, 

With cheerful voice, now halloo, boys, 
God save the King! 

God save the King! 
I cry for all our parish losses; 

My bell I ring,— 
O yes I O yes I give ear! 

But Christmas brings 
A day of joy for yearly losses ; 

And then I sings, 
Happy new year! 

My merry maids and masters. 
Farewell to all disasters. 
G t up an I make your puddins, 
And let’em all be good uns. 

And then I knocks 
For a Christmas box. 

God save the King! 

(Spoken.)- O yes! O yes ! O yes ! Lost, last night, a church¬ 
warden’s appetite—of no use to any but the owner : whoever finds it 
and wili return it, shall receive an ample reward from the poor’s 
rates.—N. B. It will be of no use if not returned before the next pa¬ 
rish dinner. Also, lost, a select ve-tryman ; it is supposed he was 
frightened by the appearance of a spirit of economy and reform at 
the last vestry-meeting.— If he will return to his disconsolate pa- 
nslitoners, he will be kindly received, and no questions asked.— 
.N. B. If lound dead, a shell is in readiness for his corpus at the 
poorhouse, and he will be decently interred at the parish expense. 

And now I’ve dune my duty, &c. 

KMUUR E. 

(Spoken.)—Hollo! you young woman, what walks here and there 
go home, and go to bed. (In a squeaking voice, imitating a girl.) 

Oh, it you please, Mr. Beadle, I’m obligated to walk about—I’m 
so hungry!’ Hungry I then why don’t you eat “ I arn’t got any. 
thing. —Then, why don’t you buy summut? —“I ain’t got any 
money. -No money! Then why don’t you go to your friends?- 
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“ I aru’t got any.”—What, no friends! Then,why don’t you apply 
to the parish?—“ 1 ain’t got any.”—What! hungry, and nothing to 
eat!—No money!—No friends !—No parish!—Here, here’s ha!f-a- 
ctown for you.—“ Thank ’ee, sir.”—But, mind, if ever you walk 
hungry and starving here again, 1 shall take you to the workhouse, 
and give you a ticket lor soup.—“ Heaven bless you, sir.”—Hollo, 
you tipsy creature! what do you do here?—“ What’s that to 
>ou ?”—Go home, and get sober.—“ Go along, you old bluebottle.” 
— Bluebottle! {Showing his pocket-stuff.) Look at this, and pay 
proper respect to parish authority and the king’s representative. 

And, now I’ve done tny story. 
Let’s sing in praise and glory. 

With cheerful voice, now halloo, boys, 
God save the King 1 

SCENE VI.—Interior of Maynard's Cottage, as before. 

Letitia Maynard discovered ill a high-backed chair, near 
the door, sleeping. 

Let. [Dreaming.] Harm him not, Lawrence Glennon ! 
he never injured you.—Walter, beware !—He levels at 
thy heart!—Mercy! mercy!—Ah, that blow!—Spare 
him, great heaven !—Save him ! save him ! [Starts from 
her seat, rashes down to the front, and falls on her knee.] 

Where am I?—Surely-Ah! that horrid dream! — 
Twice has the dreadful vision-My lips are parched ! 
Bella! Bella!—Some water!—Come to me, Bella!— 
Why is she absent?—What is this dress?—White, like 
a shroud !—My sister !—Ha !—Sister !—I have no sister 
now—she is married !—Married !—Can she be married 
to Lawrence Glennon ?—Not my sister !—She can never 
be my sister now ! [Knocking without, D. F.] Ha ! [Sup¬ 

press ing a shriek.—Knocking again.] Who—who’s there? 
Brinckley. [Without, d. f.] In the name of heaven, let 

me in. 
Let. Who are you ? What seek you here? 
Bri. [Without, D. F.] By all you hold dear, admit me! 

—you know me not—let me speak with you before it 
is too late, for I am dying-. 

Let. Dying ! 
[Opens the door—Brinckley appears—she screams. 

Enter Gilbert Brinckley, d. f., staggering with extreme 
weakness. 

Bri. [In a faltering voice.] Be not alarmed ; I cannot 
hurt you. You are Letitia Maynard ? 

Let. I am. 
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Bri. Lead me to a chair. [Letitia, hesitatingly, brings the 

arm-chair forward, c.—he staggers into i£.] Bar that door. 
Let. The door! 
Bri. hear not, I tell you ; I have no power to harm 

you.—Bar the door, and keep them out. 
Let. Keep out whom? 
Bri. Villains greater than myself! [Letitia bars the 

door.] Come near me—listen—you shall know all, if 
heaven will spare me a little longer ;—it has allowed 
me to live only for that purpose. But stand away—do 
not help me—it is not fit you should—though you have 
made me what I am. 

Let. I have harmed you? 
Bri. Yes, you !—you remember the night before the 

last, when a ruffian—an outcast—tried to force an en¬ 
trance into this cottage. 

Let. I do. 
Bri. You fired a carbine at him, through the door. 
Let. I did. 
Bri. [Opening his jacket, under which are marks of [blood.'] 

Look here !—on this shoulder you will see the marks of 
bullets, and deep within it, one of them lies buried. 

Let. Almighty powers ! then, have I been your mur¬ 
deress, and you come hither to reproach me with the 
crime. 

Bri. No, no ! but hark—hark—do you not hear them 
coming 1 

Let. You hear nothing but the wind—but whom do 
you dread ? 

Bri. Wretches! greater than myself! who seek a life, 
which will soon be beyond their wrath—but the short 
space must not be spent in silence. [ Tries in vain to untie 
the handkerchief about his neck.]—1 cannot—pray, pray do 
it for me. [Letitia reluctantly advances towards him, and 
with mingled fear, compassion, and dislike, unlooses the hand¬ 
kerchief—he takes it from his neck and holds it towards her.] 
Open it. [Letitia takes, and partly untwists, then shakes 

the handkerchief—a small paper drops from it ] Unfold that 
paper. [She obeys, with trembling hands—a paper falls out, in 
which she fnds a lock of hair—sobs with agonizing recognition, 
&;c., and finally, placing it again in the paper, puts it into her 

bosom.] You remember that lock of hair? ’Tis the very 
lock you gave to Walter Bellerton, the last time you 
met, and which I found on him, the night he was mur¬ 
dered. 
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Let. [Starting with horror.] Are you his murderer? 
Bvi. [Almost choking with pain and remorse.'] No; but I 

helped to murder him. He who really did the deed was 
Lawrence Glennon. 

Let No, no ! [Shrieking.] Say it was not him, and I 
will ever pray for you. 

Bri. ’Twas Glennon, and the bag of gold he robbed 
him of was concealed in a room at the Manor-House— 
he told me so himself, when we were friends—such 
friends as murderers and pirates can be. 

Let. A murderer and a pirate ! can such a man be 
my sister’s husband ? 

Bri. Yes: he has married her, but he has another 
wife. 

Let. Another! wedded to another? 
Bri. Ay; but she is far, far away—at Cuba—where he 

stabbed, and left me for dead !—I have told you nothing 
but the truth—will you then forgive me?—As you hope 
for mercy, pardon me ! 

Let. I do, I do ; and pray that you may find forgive¬ 
ness there ! [Pointing upwards.] But wherefore stand 1 
here ? Let me fly to save my sister. 

Bri. [Rising with difficulty.] 1—I w’ill go with you, and 
complete my work—lead me to where I may with my 
last breath swear to the truth of my confession, and 
die with the knowledge that the hour of retribution is 
at band. Come, come. [Staggering towards her. 

Let. [Shrieking, as she avoids him.] Touch me not! touch 
me not ! I cannot bear it—my blood would cease to 
flow—I will guide you—haste, haste ! 

[Hurried Music.— Exeiait Letitiu Maynard, D. F., Gilbert 

Brinckley staggering after her, and falls at the cottage door. 

SCENE VII.—A Handsome Apartment in the House of 
the elder Wheady. 

Enter ’Squire Wheatly, l. 

Whe. (c.) I shall be most sincerely happy, if Bella’s 
union proves propitious ; but I must confess I have my 
doubts. Glennon seemed ill at ease, and poor Letitia, 
pale as her own dress, looked more like a monumental 
statue than a bridal visiter. 

Amos. [Without, l.] Oh, ’squire! ’squire! where be 
’ee! 
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Enter Amos Coulter, hastily, l. 

Amos. Oh, sir! I be so flabberegastegated ! When I 
heard that Miss Letty had gone back to that mollon- 
cholly cottage, to the old man, thinks I, I’ll just go and 
see as how she bean’t murdered again. And so, as I 
was going down lonely lane, who should there be flying 
along, but Miss Letty, followed by a ghost like looking 
man, all in rags—and she said she was going to rescute 
her sister : and the strange man be waiting below, to 
swear that Lawrence Glennon killed Walter Bellerton ; 
and you muu go wi’ assistance to seize the murderer, at 
Moatley. 

Whe. Good heaven ! the long-suspected crime, then, 
is capable of proof; and I shall see the assassination of 
my early playmate avenged ! 

Amos. Ees, sir; but we mun make haste, or mayhap 
the murderer may escape. 

Whe. True, Amos ; follow' me. [Exit, l. 
Amos. Dear-a-me ! I do feel all of a narvous hefler- 

ves-sush-ness, as Dr. Bone do say—but, by goles ! I’ll 
make one of the party. [Exit, l. 

SCENE VIII.—A Room in Moatley Manor-house—large 
folding-doors, c., closed—a door at an upper entrance, R. 
and l.—practicable window, l. s. e., a table and chair 
near it.—Sounds of laughter and merriment heard from 
L. U. E. 

Enter Lawrence Glennon aiid Bella, at the door, l. u. l. 

Gle. Excuse me, my love, for exposing you to the 
unpolished revelry of my old sea-faring friends—but, 
indeed, I could not w ell avoid it. 

Bella. Whilst you are with me, Lawrence, I think little 
of any others who may be present. 

Gle. Then perhaps, Bella, you would go round the 
world with me ? 

Bella. Twice round it, Lawrence. 
Gle. And should I deem it necessary to take another 

voyage, w'ould you really be my birthmate? 
Bella. I would not let you go alone. But have you 

any reason for asking me these questions ? I hope—I 
trust, you will not be called upon again to quit your 
country. 

Gle. 1 fervently trust not—yet I might, dear Bella— 
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though I speak as much from eagerness to know how far 
your love would carry you, as from any other motive. 
15ut retire, my love, to your chamber. [Culling.] Lucy ! 

Enter Lucy, r. d. 

Gle. Attend your lady. [Laughter, fyc., L u. E ] I’ll 
soon dismiss my noisy companions, and return. 

[Kisses Bella, and. exit at the door, L. li. E.—Exeunt Bella 

and Lucy into the apartment, R. u. E.—the sound of merri¬ 

ment is again heard, L. U. E., and a loud knocking at the 

folding-doors, C. F. 

Re-enter Lucy, r. u. e.—She opens the folding-doors. 

Enter Letitia, hastily, much agitated. 

Let. Quick, quick, my good girl! Show me to my 
sister—I must see her instantly. 

Lucy. La ! ma’am, this is my mistress’s wedding- 
night—you would not, sure, disturb her >. 

Let. Is she alone ? 
Lucy. She is—but she won’t be so long. Dear me ! 

what a curious question. There’s her apartment, ma’am. 
Let. Then there is yet hope. [Calling.] Bella, Bella! 

[F.xit into the room, R. u. E. 
Lucy. A pretty crazy family I seem to have got into ! 

Well, this is the oddest sort of wedding-night I ever 
knew. [Exit, r. 

Re enter Letitia, leading in Bella, r. u. e. 

Let. Come, come with me, and save yourself; hesitate 
not, or you are lost. 

Bella. My dear Letty, for heaven’s sake, what mean 
you ? Do I dream ? or have I lost my senses? or- 

Let. Or am I mad, you would ask ? No, Bella, I am 
not mad ; but unless you instantly quit this den of wick¬ 
edness, I shall be so. [Lawrence Glennon is seen listening at 

the door, l u. e.J Bella, Bella, the man you have married 
is a murderer—he murdered Walter Bellerton ! I have 
dreadful proofs : the confession of an accomplice, and 
the lock of my own hair, which I gave to Walter. 

Gle. [Advancing.] Ay, say you so? Indeed! you have 
the confession of an accomplice, have you ? the lock of 
hair, too? But can you raise the ghost of Walter Bel¬ 
lerton, to stay my arm from dealing you a blow, like 
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that which silenced him : Have you the garden-spade 
which once lent me the blow I paid your lover back 
with such good interest? 

Let. Heartless monster ! Was it revenge for the poor 
blow I gave you to chastise your unmanly rudeness, 
that prompted you to take the lile of him who loved me ? 

Gle. Not exactly : he taunted, threatened, struck me 
— and he died. 

Let. Wretch as you are, I come not here to reproach 
you with your crimes—'1 come to save my sister—Bella, 
come, I command you, leave this man, who calls himself 
your husband, but who owns another wife. 

Gle. Did Brinckley tell you that, too ? [Agitated, but 
recovering himself, and taking Bella's hand.] Yes, Bella, I 
am married to another, but, by all my hopes, I never 
loved her—till I knew you, I thought I had loved many ; 
but how different wrere my sentiments towards them to 
those you have inspired me with. Leave me you must 
not—w ill not—no, you cannot, Bella. 

Let. Bella, Bella, did you not hear the assassin avow 
his guilt—his double guilt? and do you give him the 
privilege of a lover ? 

Bella. [Throiving herself into her sister’s arms.] No, no, 
Letitia, take me from him—but do not hurt him—take 
me away—far, far aw ay—but do not hurt him. 

Gle. She shall not take you from me. You have told 
me, Bella, that you would sail twice round the world 
with me, and I know you spoke sincerely. My ship is 
ready, and there is yet time to reach our bark in safety. 
Fly with me, my dearest, my kindest Bella, and I wrill 
lead you w here the delights of life are ever new. My 
gallant vessel shall bear you safe from every danger— 
my fearless crew shall be your slaves and guardians; 
the wide, wide sea and all its coasts and islands shall 
yield their riches to you. I will love you, worship you, 
adore you, and live and die with you. 

Let. Touch her not, Glennon, touch her not! you have 
injured her enough already. My happiness you have 
ruined beyond reparation ; but heaven is my witness 
that 1 could have forgiven, and prayed that the mur¬ 
derer might be spared for repentance—but hope not that 
for one moinont I will yield my duty here. My sister 
and myself must quit this house for ever. 

Gle. You may depart, but Bella stays with me. 
[Seizing her. 
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Btlla. No, no, Lawrence ! leave me—fly, and save 
yourself—but never think of me again. 

[Chord.—Shouts are heard without, at the back] 

Gle. [Looking out.] Ha! by hell we are betrayed! 
[Goes to the dour and stamps.] All hands a-hoy ! all hands 
a hoy ! 

Enter Reynolds, Avory, Boldring, and Barbelot, 

L. U. E. 

Gle. Avory, away with you to the stable—get out the 
horses—Boldring, mount you first, and gallop to the 
vessel—tell Culdervine to set all sail the ship will carry, 
and send a boat beneath the willows that skirt the 
gulley creek. Fly for all our lives, and there wait my 
coming—you well know the spot. Barbelot, a moi, j’ ai 
besoin de vous forces. Haste, Reynolds ! go all of you 
but the Frenchman—saddle the beasts with speed, and 
bring them round to the front entrance. Arretez vous, 
Barbelot, vousjouerez votre role ici. 

[Music.—A storm beginning—exeunt all, except the Sisters, 
hastily, through the folding-doors, C.—Letitia, anxiously 

watching them, closes the doors, and secures them with a 

large iron bar—shouts heard without.— Thunder and light 
wing at intervals. 

Let. Bella, can you leap from yonder window?—The 
villains mean to carry you off to sea. 

Bella. I will do anything you bid me—show me the 
way, and I will follow you. 

Let. Dear girl, be quick, then. 
[Masic.—Bella goes into the room, R. u. E.—Letitia 

draws the table tinder the window, L. s. E., gets up, and 

opens the window—Bella returns with a cloak and hat. 

Glennon. [Knocking without, at the folding-doors, c. F. ] 
Unfasten the door ! 

Let. Courage—courage, Bella !—I will leap first— 
when I am in safety, you can drop into my arms.— 
fShouts heard tvithout, L.] Ah, good heavens !—[Looking out 

of the window.] Mr. Wheatly, with soldiers and officers of 
justice is forcing the great gate !—We shall yet be saved. 

[Shouts heard again without—Letitia descends. 
Gle. Open the door, I say,or I’ll break it down ! 

[Music.—The folding-doors are forced open. 

Enter Glennon and Barbelot, c. d. f. 

Gle. Bella, a moment must preserve me, or I am for 
ever lost!-—Away with me—you must! 
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Bella. Never, so help me heaven ! 
Gle. Barbelot. [ Mimic.—Barbelot takes Bella, who 

screams—Leiuia, advancing, is stopped by Glennon.] And 
you—you, who, in five short minutes, can plan escapes, 
and almost execute them,—follow me : I will not harm 
you—1 will place you in security. 

Let. Infamous murderer ! do you think to rob me of 
my sister, as you deprived me of my husband?—But 
neither locks nor bolts shall debar me from resisting 
your villany—no, nothing but death ! [Springing to Bella, 
and clasping her round the uaist.'] Strike, then, monster! 
strike !—and let your weapon be the same that murdered 
Walter Bellerton! 

Gle. May curses seize thee !—Part with your hold — 
let go ! [Draws his cutlass, and endeavours to part them.] Let 
go, I say!—I’ll strike off your hand to make you ! 

Shouts heard behind—the Pirates rush on, c. D. F., fighting 
with the party headed by ’Squire Wheatly, Amos Coul¬ 

ter, §c.—the Pirates form round Glennon. 

Whe. Lawrence Glennon. I arrest you for the crime 
of murder. 

Gle. [To the Pirates.] Comrades, dare you follow me 
as you were wont? 

Pirates. To death ! to death! 
Gle. Forward, then, and cut your way. 
Pirates. [Rushing on.] Hurrah ! 

Enter Brinckley, suddenly, c. n. F., with a pistol in his 
hand. 

Bri. [To Glennon, who recoils.] In life and in death, I 
am with thee ! 

Gle. [Advancing, and drawing a pistol from his breast.] 
Be it so.—This to thy heart! 

[Brinckley fires—Glennon staggers forward, and falls 
into Bella's arms—Brinckley, exhausted, retires back a 
few paces, falls in the doorway, c. F., and expires— 
Picture. 

DISPOSITION OF THE CHARACTERS AT THE 

FALL OF THE CURTAIN. 

Villagers. Pirates. Brinckley. Pirates. Villagers. 
Amos. Wheatly. Bella. Glennon. Letjtia. 

M (l. 
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2*26 Hr.w to grow Rich 
227 Fortune’s Frolic 
228 The Haunted Power 

VOL. XXXI. 
22!) Killing no Murder 
220 Mr. and Mrs. Pringle 
221 The Antiquary 
222 Agreeable Surprise 
222 The Son-In-Law 
224 Open House 
225 Falls of Clyde 
£36 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, by Adver¬ 
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279 
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281 
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237 PeepingTom ofCoven-1291 
1292 
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VOL. XXXII 
238 Castle of Andalusia 
239 One o’clock 
240 Julian 
241 Comus 
242 Fontainbleau 
243 The English Fleet 
244 Widow, or Who Wins ? 
245 The Camp 
246 Personation 

VOL XXXIII. 
247 Maid or Wife 
248 Castle of Sorrento 
249 Faustus 
2.50 All at Coventry 
251 Tom and Jerry 
252 Robert the Devil 
253 Lestocq 
254 Cataract of the Ganges 
255 The Old Regimentals 

VOL. XXXIV. 
256 Presumptive Evidence 
£57 Wild Oats 
258 Hit or Miss 
259 Ambition 
200 Jew and the Doctor 

Knights of the Cross 
Is he Jealous? 

203 Hundred Pound Note 
204 Rngantino 
205 The Steward 

VOL. XXXV. 
206 Zarah 
£07 The Miser 
£08 The Iron Chest 
209 The Romp 
270 Mountaineers 
271 The Lottery Ticket 
272 Nettlewig Ilali 
273 Quite at Home 
274 Make your Wills 
£75 Mv Husband’s Ghost 

VOL. XXXVI. 
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278 Gil Bias i333 

£01 
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325 
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'329 

Aladdin 
Blue Beard 
John Bull 
The Invincible* 
Malvina 
The Review 
Rob Roy 
VOL. XXXVII. 

The Mendicant 
Poor Gentleman 
The Quaker 
Jack Brag 
My Daughter, Sir! 
The Young Quaker 
Battle of Hexham 
Exchange no Robbery 
St.David’sDay [souths 
Love Laughs at Lock- 

VOL. XXXVIII. 
Heir at Law 
Netley Abbey 
Raymond and Agnes 
Foseari 
Management 
Venoni 
Three and the Deuce 
Past Ten o’clock 
The Jew 
The Devil to Pay 

VOL XXXIX. 
Blue Devils 
The Dramatist 
Youth, Love, and Folly 
The Hunter of the Alps 
Adelgitha 
Kenilworth 
Sprigs of Laurel 
For England, ho I 
False Alarms 
The Wedding Day 

VOL. XL. 
The Surrender of Calais 
Therese 
Foundiingof the Forest 
Love’s Labour’s Lost 
How to Die for Love 
The Delinquent 
The Invisible Girl 
The Peasant Boy 
Catch Him who Can 
Love 

VOL. XLI. 
The Love-Chase 
The Young Hussar 
The Secret 
The First Floor 
The Broken Sword 
The Travellers 
Plot and Counterplot 
Lodoiska 

334 My Spouse and I 
335 Chrononhotonthologu# 

VOL. XLII. 
336 The Hunchback 
337 Court and City 
338 Free and Easy 
339 Cobbler of Preston 
340 Five Miles Off 
341 The Devil’s Bridge 
342 Uncle Rip 
343 Love’s, Sacrifice 
344 Attic Story 
345 The Mogul Tale 

VOL. XLIII. 
346 The Postilion 
347 The Africans 
348 Of Age To-Morrow 
349 Bombastes Furioso 
350 Love Makes a Man 
351 Guy Mannering 
352 Amoroso, King of Little 

Britain 
353 Bertram 

354 The Curfew 
355 Simpson and Co. 
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356 His First Champagne 
357 Anthony and Cleopatra 
358 Affair of Honour 

859 The Provost of Bruge% 
by G. W. Lovell 

360 A Roland fcr an Oliver 
301 Threi-Weeksafter Mat*. 
362 The Queen’s Bench by 

riage [Leman Rede 
363 Damon and Pythias, by 

Banim and Shiel 
304 A Clear Case, by GU» 
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Davidson's 
dramatic Operas* 

6'1. each, as adapted for the 
English Stage; Is. each, 
with the Italian on facing 
pages. 

1 Robert le Diable 
1 Hay dee, or the Secret 
3 Daughtt-rof the Kegimeitf 
4 Marriage of Figaro 
5 i.a Sonnarnbula 
6 The Maid and Magpie 
7 Acis and Galatea 
8 Der Freyschutz,as played 

at Drury Lane 

Continued the 1 »tp] each Mouth, 
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VOL. I. 

1 The Pilot 
2 Heart of Mid-Lothian 
2 The Inchcape Beil 
4 The Mason of Buda 
6 The Scapegrace 
6 Suil Dhuv, the Coiner 
7 The Earthquake 
8 “ My Old Woman” 
9 Massaniello 

VOL. II. 
ro Don Giovanni 
11 Paul Jones 
12 Luke the Labourer 
18 Crazy Jane 
14 The Flving Dutchman 

“Yes 111” 
Jf> The Forest Oracle 
17 Ivanhoe 
jg The Floating Beacon 

VOL. III. 
-19 Sylvanna 

20 Tom Bowling 
21 Innkeeper of Abbeville 
22 The Lady of the Lake 
tS Billy Taylor 
24 The Two Gregories 
25 The Wandering Boys 
20 Paris and London 
27 A Day after the Fair 

VOL. IV. 
28 Humphrey Clinker 
i'J Mischief Making 
flO Joan of Arc 
21 The Ruffian Boy 
@2 The Fortunes of Nigel 
83 The Wreck 
g4 Everybody’s Husband 
35 Banks of the Hudson 
38 Guy Faux 

VOL. V. 
17 The Devil’s Ducat 
36 Mazeppa 
30 Mutiny at the Nore 
40 Pedlar’s Acre 
41 “ Noil!” 
42 Peveril of the Peak 
43 Thalaba 
44 Waverly 
45 Winning a Husband 

VOL. VI. 
40 Hofer, the Tell of the 
47 Paul Clifford [Tyrol 
48 Damon and Pythias 
49 The Three Hunchbacks 
60 Tower of Nesle 
51 Sworn at High gate 
52 Mary Glastonbury 
53 The Red Rover 
54 The Golden Farmer 

VOL. VII. 
55 Grace Huntley 
56 “ The Sea! ” 
57 Clerk of Clerkenwell 
58 Hut of the Red Mountain 
59 John Street, Adelphi 
60 Lear of Private Life 
61 John Overy 
62 The Spare Bed 
63 Smuggler’s Daughter 

VOL. VIII. 
64 The Cedar Chest 
65 Wardock Keuniison 
66 The Shadow 
67 Ambrose Gwinett 
68 Gilderoy 
69 The Fate of Calas 
70 The Young Reefer 
71 Revolt of theWorkhouse 
72 Man and the Marquis 

VOL. IX. 
73 GipseyJack 
74 Lurline 
75 The Fire Raiser 
76 The Golden Caif 
77 Man-Fred 
78 Charcoal Burner 
79 “MyPoilandmyPartner 
80 The Sixes [Joe” 
81 Good-Looking Fellow 
82 Wizard of the Moor 

VOL. X. 
83 Roof Scrambler 
84 Diamond Arrow 
85 Robber of the Rhine 
86 Eugene Aram 
87 Eddystone Elf 
88 My Wife’s Husband 
89 Married Bachelor 
90 Shakspeare’s Festival 
91 Van Dieman’s Laud 
92 Le Pauvre Jacques 

VOL. XI. 
93 Rochester 
94 The Ocean of Life 
95 An Uncle too Many 
96 The Wild Man 
97 Rover’s Bride 
98 Beggar of Cripplegate 
99 Paul the Poacher 

100 Thomas it Becket 
101 Pestilenceof Marseilles 
102 UnfortunateMissBailey 

VOL. XII. 
103 Humpbacked Lover 
104 Bound ’Prentice to a 

Waterman 
105 March of Intellect 
106 Joconde 
107 The Kceuba [dusa 
106 Shipwreck of the Me- 

109 Chain of Guilt 
110 Ion 
111 Mistletoe Bough 
112 My Friend Thompson 

VOL. XIII. 
113 Battle of Sedgemoor 
114 The Larboard Fin 
115 Frederick the Great 
116 The Turned Head 
117 Wapping Old Stairs 
118 Man with the carpet bag 

119 Hercules 
120 Female MassaronI 
121 Reform 
122 Fatal Snow Storm 

VOL. XIV. 
123 Venus in Arms 
124 Earl of Poverty 
125 Siamese Twins 
126 Austerlitz 
127 Payable at Sight 
128 The Bull-Fighter 
129 Rich Man of Frankfort l 
130 Richard Piantagewet 
131 Don Quixote 
182 Black-Eyed Sukey 
133 The Great Devil 

VOL. XV. 
134 Curse of Mammon 
135 Jack Sheppard 
136 Paul the Pilot 
137 The Boarding House 
138 Rule Britannia 
139 The Twins of Warsaw* 
140 The Venetian 
141 The Bashlul Man 
142 Ravens of Orleans 

VOL. XVI. 
148 Ten Thousand a Year 
144 Under the Rose 
145 Sally in our Alley 
146 Haunted Hulk 
147 Susan Hop ley 
148 Jack in the Water 
149 Marianne, the Child o. 

Charity 
150 Our Village 
151 The Barber Baron 
152 Sixteen-String Jack 

*** Cumberland’s Minor Tii« 
atre,complete in 16 vol*. buuu 
in clotty 4l. 


