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PREFACE.

TO THE PUBLIC.

Tue sccompanying little gketch, without pretens jons fo any great
eriginality, was soggested by the immense popularity of the
song of Jeannstle and Seaunnt, Brab mang m Fdinburgh by myeelfl
A pisce de elreonstance was produced in London, bearing the
title of the ballad, which Mr Murray was anxions to produce at
the Thestre Roysl. Tta merits, however, not meeting with the
manager's approval, the idea ocetrred to me of comstrmcting &
story, or probabls incident, of the comecription, and introducing
the wholo of the original songs and the duat, alse a ballad I have
presumed to pen myself. T submitted my play to Mr W. H.
Murray, under whose mansgement I was then angaged, and had
the honour of receiving a very complimentary note from that
gentleman, which I heve much pleasurs in subjoining, a3 8 gentle
apology for thus wildly rophing fnto print.  Businese obliged me
to leave Beotland & fortnight afier this date, which prevented
Mr Murray from prodocing the piece, in which be bad kindly
offered to sustain the character of Napoleon. His wonderfol
likeness to the Ewperor, when dreseed for the part, is well re-
membeved in Auld Eeelie, I am indebted to the politoness of
Mr Robingon for producing my little drama in this shape; and
if you will—kipdly allowing for the vanity of s scribbler—aceord
me & patient hearing, condemining me mmt hu.rtﬂ%« iff den
—but if you shoald chance to hesitate i in ‘your decision, pray give
ma the beneh of the doubt; and accept the mast profound sen-
timents of respect from your very chediant servant,

W. H. EBURNE.
Edinborgh, Juna 29, 188
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LETTER from the late W. H. Mugzay, Esq.

Theatre Eoyal, March 21, 1843,

Ste,—I retwrn the MB3. of * Jeannette and Jeannof,” with
the perusal of which I baye heen exiremely plessed,

Y am,

&IR,

Your very obodient Servant,

J W, Il. MCERAY.

To W, H. Eburne, Fm.




CHARACTERS REPRESENTED.

frentlamen.

TrE EMprrOR NAPOLEOY,

Mapagar VICTOR.

GEFRRAL JOURDAIN,

CovLoNeL L0Larm,

JeAnNUr, @ young Conecript, Betrothed o Jeonnette,
SeraEANT DELoBME, an old soldier.

Hynet DELPARS, R

PiereE DurLissE, } Comirin:
Jacqre PoyTon, o Rusfis,
MoNa1ETR ARMAND, & Notary.
Cartaiy o THE GUARD.

Laelies.

JEANNETTY, in love with Jearsol.
Mabane LEJRUNE, her Mother.
Mamraw, Jeannefe's Cowsn,

AMals and Femols Fillageors, Corseriptr, Suldiers, §e.
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JEANNETTE AND JEANNOT ;

- CONBORIFT AXDT THE EMPEROR.

Lt

i ;
o I—5orxE 1

JWI: at }'h-:k—Jmnuﬂe'a Cottage third entrance right—
ing pladform L. U, E—Music o begin—Muarch ard trampet call

Ex the dielomes, or Maviax enters, seeond sutrauce Lo H,

Makeir.—Ahl my brave eoontepmen, whom the spirit of Napoleon
eonverts ints heroes—Mere you go upon your maceh W tread the path
of glory. MNothing bat the sounda of druma rofling, {rumpets blowing,
and flags rogiling in the wind—with tha maasored iread of regimeats,
and the eries of * Vire Napoleon? Yos, oll this mertial thund'ring
usurps the peace and solitude of cur ooce quict fitde villoge, il the
faces of our sioiple villagers beam with ach g glow of loFalty when they
g:-eettheir Sayerei that it dpeg noe's heart good to Gee them an

the ez & Yive l%mpemur ; and ao 1 ey, with all my heart—

uulEmperem-" and Yiva |a Belle France 1 {Oh, desr [ I wish
my poor simple swain—pear Jucgnea Pookin—would pat 4o o itle of
the mariial air, and a lutke oore of (e gy eavalier. T ean't hel
h.ughing at luis fears, though | shareip them sinperely. And there’s
Jdeannattain her cottaga with her mother, bresking har littla heart,
fmr , &t the prospeet of Jeannot baviog to follow bis regiment in
the prmqmt cawnpaipn apninst the Frussnos.
. Jacgues Pontin enters, 1. 8, E.

Jacques—Now, its oo use talking, Marian. Why sheuld I go for s
soldicr +  What bave I to du, or what do I Loow about Emperors-—
or Sultans of Russla—ar Tarhs of Todin—or Fopes of Eamschatka 1
I've oo aoqupintance with the Reyal Family—I disclaim sach con-
mections. Now, tall me, Marian (uhiniey), do L leok like & soldiar 1

[Putx himself in cwhioard ponliion,

Maznap~Well, T must confess ihat youlook » great deal more like
& SeATEaTOW joat néw ;—Dbut ssa what a geod drilling will do for pon—
y\o‘u wuu'l.d 'ha moulded, in time, a8 fine as the Joans of Arc, and tho

Indistors that stood on Madame Lejoune’s mantle-piece.

Jm;uns,a-- #ha | You might us well get the Lellows and try to Dow

up -ﬂuh of lightning brighter, s %0 try to fashion me into *heads
{ Throms up his hewd—hir eap fail) That would be heads off.

t (rmum Fizz 1! Sﬂfan’m marte) Quick, march | (marcher

i is my style of marching, Marlan, whea the (1

" in view, L,Faih Mm&:w} & - s

MaRTaN—(loughing. }—0Oh, you fool |

Jacques—Yea, bus 1'd Jook & much grester fool if you were to ses
me in battle, trying to fire & pun with my head off.
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Manway.—Why, Jaequey, the glery of Franee depende npon the bra-
very of Napoleot's toops ; and waild yoo be one to cast & slor npon
the vebour of your conntry 1

Jacgrma.—U, no—eertainly not—that's ik, you sea. T den’t wamt tof-

cast o slur, and that's why I don’t sanot to o, for T think if they wers
to take we, 1 should, somebow or other, upset the whole concern—
thay'd better lot me remain st hore in the bosom of my fumily—yes,
“ for the glory of Fracce ;* end when they came back, wonldu’s T sy
they wore bravo follews.  Yes, yes, I'll aek them to let me stay bera
and learn to woke wosden lege for the soldiers when they return to
their swesthears.

Mazran~—But, my valorous dacques, you forget one tifing impedi-
ment—how can you get off 1

Jacguis—Ilow E‘Eﬂly, I'll take up the fehicasble complaini—esy
T'm short-siphéed, aud would by sure 6o Kill the wrong man, Bang |
and down goes & Colover, perhaps,

Mantan—Then perhaps they™d say they conld make & deumimer of

oo,
¥ Jacques.—Well, that might be betler thao & shooter ; for if 1 eaw
abty danper—and my mgsicil istrument was Isne encugh—I could
plunge myself throogh fhe aheep-skin, and lay there t.i?l the friug
Was 0Ter.

Mirrax.—Aye, ot what excoss woold you make for goch elomsi-
neas §

JacqUurs—Why, T say T was troubled with corm, sod that they
had joac begun shootiag, snd wounded me geverely,

Mazrax—Well, now Jaques, I'm really ashamed of you j look at
Jeanmot, how murtial and how militay be looke- 1'm sore he's = pat-
tern for yom.

Jacavrs.—Well, aud ao am T — T'm & pattero—only of & differsut
aoTh

Mainraw—Yens, snd youw're 8 very uply pattern,and no one will o
you. I sy n;inin, hllt.?r:x,umplc nc!t:}.]'m%um?:;lwk &t him epirit. i

Jacyues.—Yea, and If T went o battle you'd soon bave to look at
my apirit—n soet of unplessant-looking body that would come back to
wear oot my old clothes. Bot I only wish that yoo resembied Jean-
nette—why, she ia frightensd ot nl'iecr wits ot the ides of losing her
lover, and quite melancholy at Smos, st the thonglt of his Jobning the
Coaseription,

Manran—Tf souree that’s natural,

o soqoes.—Well, then, don’t you ba 5o unpatural,

Martan—I shouwld be as aoxicus, eir, if you wers s resolute ns
Jeaonot, for T sheuld be wuowordhy of my sex i I did not play off my
littlo hiv of perversity, like the reet of womankind. Hut, J oon-
wider that every Frenchman, however low his origin, who fights in de-
femea of his country, knoowa that certain rewerds and promotion are
beatowed by Napoleon uprn those who deseryve it ; and the result is
poan in those extrsordinary aetsof gallantry thet electrify and astonish
the workd

Juoques.,—Well, its of no uee talking. Yon might as well eat off
my hair and sow it in & eorn fivld, expecting young wigs to spring up,
as to faney that I was ever cut onf t0 be cut up as a soldie  Have
t iz appearance of & companlon for sn Emperor |
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nder Seryeant Dalorowe,

Seza.—Now, my talieot ruetie!  You must niale your appearance
‘M0 eutar your pame in the Conseripfiin—pemember "Ha a lorioun
Enae, and the will of our Soverslgn—bheaven bless him | Vive 1
ur |
stques—0Oh, Lor 1 — thege's another dig — they're like s lot of
wasps, Hyiog about paed stinging ome in vital parts with glory aud am=
Dittom, and keross—and all thas soré of combnssible material.
fSrpa.—Why, comrade t
Jucoves—{ aiarmed).—0) dearl — lort—hs called mo ¥ comrade
Sene.—Hurkye| my litthe haco of the sheepfold—ein it bo tist you
have mounted the white foenther in your eop i
dacquRg—Have 17— (frkey off M cop and focke at i) T don’t

sag it
Seng.—Tush, man —yon're not &fraid. Ouoght oot e French-
mian to oowrish & g,mt.efui feeling for the man whe bes ruised his cwan-

teF o be tbe terror and adomiration of the world 1 Napeleoo—our
Empemr—fuuml Fraoes: i s slsde of the wildeet snarchy and confu-
mion ; and ima few years, by his own woncerful shilities, has mada
her the proud pation that shda. Do we not then owe him our gradi-

Tande, would 34 ook be an eteroal disgrace i his subjects were fo
refuse their asdstance while o is s8] slogeg te rakse Wicir native land
to the highest pianasls of fame.

Jicques—{ axide).—L hegin ko feel 2 grainor teo u?hrsmyq&aﬁ.ug
in, I mmst confesa. 1 think there'n eomathing in that, certsinly.
{Aloud) —Ten, Bix, certainly—an Fou any—af mnma—(bwﬁugr)—-—
liberty of sl pross, sir, youo sro geita rght.

Mapraw,—Oh, yes; b whea | thmk of the many biwve fellows thst
Bre yaarly aamﬁned..

Seps —Guna and ambusasdoees [—my faiv dameel, it moot ever b
v, with othor sountries as well as thie. Our E'mat emperur knowa
thag he 3s od the hend of w brwre uation, sod, relring upou bis poople’s
regard fur hiny, he seiks b strike teror loto the hearts of his coetoies
Eﬂ:hmmg bow completaly the confidence of his subjevta are with

dacgues—I'm off. T've been sucking in courage like old Pairre
Soulier, the cobbler, imbilking his morning ﬁ&mm or & valf sackin
in his morning's milk.  (dloud)—" Vive Ju Repolbiqua | Aye, O f
beg pardon, [ mern—yes, exactty—vive the publio people ! And now
1"l vaniish, forif [ stay I shall boil grer with vatour, and go off like
it ambitions frog who ook in too moch sir, and thea blew himself
up for deing se. {dxit Jucques Fontin, LLE. L

Maniaxy—0 dear ! 0} dear! T begin to fremble now that Jarque
bea goov—and seems so anddenly eouvageons—lest suy harm shonokd
e to hirm,

SERG.—Cheer up, my little Boadicia, and 1ot the re-ﬂﬂa; of the God
of Battles flusk in your pretty eheelk, to guida yoor wavering swabn.—
By all that's glarious, I look o this war Hke some proud bﬂ.mm
whera the blood that Aows EhE:.ct liks nectar, and napre the
of !-11 wd seldiers to struggle for theie liberty—for liberty, my luss 1

sensed liberty of |n§epmdm1ca.
(Exit Sargeant and Merion




