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ACT T,

Bcese L—Hall of the Cuatle of Efvanfee.  Suite of ancestral armor
ﬁaﬁgﬂg round the walle. On n pedegial al carh side @ complete suid
of dinight'a armor, with rviser i, ond @ long spear grosped in
the mailed hand.  The windowa are small.  Duor in o 7. practical,
On the right is o large fire-place withk fire.  The room iz rickly
Jurnished én more modern desigas than the general surroundings.
A the seene opens B1k Marcory OLIPHAKT, DR. FArkLik, SEr-
aEANT Bvaw and NEiL Jounaronk, diacerered. DR, FAIRLIE af
windme, K.

Hﬁy&ﬂ. [ Defivering dispatchesy From the Lord President, your
onor

Sir Mal. 'Tis well. (Rending.) Johnstone, have o horse saddled
und see the messenger well beatowed.

{ Ezeunt Joungrone and Braw, L. 1 £)

Dy, Fair, Well, what seys our friend, Presideni Forbes ?

Sir Mal. (Sightng.) The diug:ch ea ure of the highest importance,
The Chevalier's standard hae Besn ralsed st Glenfinnan, The clans
are flocking round it, and have already suooeeded in ecapturing o
detnchment of the Invernass Epﬁwn, Gen, Cope marched north-
ward & woek age; and I am dirested te follow him with what men I
can musger.

D, Fair., (Tapping kis snufbes.) Thotecunds serious,

Sir Mal. Fairlle, It sounds to me 11ke the doom of my happiness.

I¥r. Fair. Hoots! nonsense, man. Beeause you have to seperate
befare your honey-moon has lost ite glamoiar; o moach the better
for your notion of & honey-moon. But what then? You'll be homa
again, and enjoy A second one for the velient service yon have dona
yniur country, in driving these highland fanutics back to their moun-
tains,

Sir Mal. You forget, Doctor, how awkwardly T am 'Eu].nced, Tha
man who unfurled the Fretender’s Standard, and who 1a londest in
proclaiming the Stoarts’ right to the throne, iz my wife's fother—
Strathroy.

Dy, Fair., The ould Are-eater® He was out in 15,7 and wes
luckier than some of his comrades in gotting off with his head,

Sir Mal, His devotion to the canss of the Stusrts ; his mad enthu-
sizsm wilt only be satisfied in death.

Dy, Fair, ell, you can'l help #het,

Siy Mal., Nay, but I eulfer for it all the rame. Yo know how .
be peoffed me for my adhesion to the Government. You know with
what vengeancs he menaced Margaret, when he learned that her
love for me had proven more potent than her fesr of his commands,
and thet she had become my wife, But all that did not make her
love him lesr; and the thought that his faneticiem caused her to
disobey him paing her to the heart.
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L LOYE AXD JRALOUST. {acT L

Dy, Fair. You prove yourself worthy of her, and she will have
the less to reiret. F{.-Tliﬂg muﬁ'.i‘

Siy Mal, g, but now when she hears that the Chevaliar’s friends
have risen ; when ahe is told thet her father stonds, sword in hand,
on one side, and her husband on the other—Oh [ man, think what
torture, what agony she will endure every moment this hideous
pirife continues. Oh! would to heaven there were pny honest means
by which I could shun this ﬁut{ that ig throst upon ma.

Dr. Fair. That's nae poseible; and I would warn you to take
heed how yvou speak of thin business, Remember you are married to
the daughter of Birathroy, the Jacobite, and your aneestors have
belonged to the Jeeobite vide ; thess are ressons enough for suspect-
ing you are tarved with the eame stlek, That is wﬁg Forbes has
been in guch haste to compromise you by engaging you at the outset
in active service for the hoose of Hanover.

Sir Mul. And that ia ancther reason for my deeire to aveid the
sarvice. My father, and his fathers, since ever the Oliphants of
Elvanles have beld a place in B-w:lﬂnn:l, hive given their best blood
for the Btuarts' cause, The past makes ma seem in my own eyes—
av, in the ayes of othera—a remegade, The pest makes me think of
Charles Edward with respact and affection, and sven now, if T could
suve him one moment of tha ||:nin and dissppointment to which I see
bim advancing, I would gladly give him my life and fortune.

Iir. Fair. This is treason |

Sir Mal. Poace, man, and hear me out. T would give all T possess
to help the Chevalier, but the result of hie invasion will be & reckless
waste of humun life, & reclkless shower of misery upon our poor couns
try, which wust ond in bia dograded flight or wrelehed death. The
aponer he is soticfled that chis 13 the inevitable climazx, the less harm
he will do; for L beliave him to be an honest gentleman, who would
not ruthieesly sasrifics those who love him, herefore, with & sad
lieart, J am for King George.

Dy, Fair. For heaven's sake, man, see that yoo never speak in
this fashion sgein, I hope nobody elee heard yod enow. It would
ba encugh to condemn you to be hanged, drawn, and quartersd, oot
to speak of the confiscation of all your estates.

Sir Mal. Havo no fear on that seore.  To gow T can speak freely.
To sl others I am silent., But enoogh of that, 1 have s task fgr

ror,  Muprgaret has not yet been told how I am placed, but it would

e cruelty to conceal it from her——

D, Fair, Quite correct. Yoo had better toll her immediately.
(Stards do y-ué

Sir Mal. Stop. 1 want gou to belp me, by bresking to her the
newe of onr departare,

Dy, Frir, Mel I could nae do it

Sir Mal. You must, Doctor, What I havae to eay, will disterb

" her less, when she has obtained some knowledge of my position frem
wou, I charge yon,on your friendship, aid ma to make this blow full
as lightly upon her as may be.

D, Fiir. In there an}:t.hlnﬁ Trtiuu]nrly aaflt about my head or
body ? beepuse you sesm to think I was mede for no other purpose
than to be o trumpeter of ill-news, and it's & nasty job,
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Sir Mal. Way, Fairlie, for my pake go and break the news to her
while T bestow these papers in the Library.
?.Ehn‘ara Library, ¢. ¥.)

{Enter VILLAGERE, and STRATHROY disguised, 8. 1 §.)

Mra, MeXNeil, (To Dm. FATRLIE, wha 18 chout fo go out) Oh
Duoetor my Geordie, my leddie hae wandered amang the wild brutes
of horees tethered oo the hilleide. Will nachody save my bairn?
{MARGARET appears pasaing (he window, leading the child by the hand,
and enters the room, L. 2 £.)

Mar. Yen; here he is eafe and sound.

Mrs. McNeil,  God be merciful to your Ladyship. Te hae saved
my bairn.  {Shoufs from erowd.}

Mnr, There, there, friends; you are overloading me with grati-
tude. The child is wnhurt, and so am T, and that is satisfaction
enﬂu%: for me. o all of ye and drink the laddie’s heslth; and
you, Mistreas MceNeil, pee that be nover pets in such a serape again.

Mra. MeNeil. 1 hope he'll*never be in sic danger agein, my Lady,
nnless it be to sarve you, and may ve never be in need sie o service.

Mar. That is & sensible prayer %lni. McNeil, T hope it may be
granted for your boy’s sake ns well as my own. (Te De, FaiaLig,
who fan baen eramining the ehifl.) Well, Doctor, is he hort ?

. Fair, It'a o miracle, bat he has not been touched.

Mar 1 thought so; for the poor horses, frightened as they were
by the nolse our friends were making, lifted every foot as daintil
as thoy faared as much to hurt him, as we did that they wounld kill
him. Come to me before you go home, ond I will give yon some-
thing to belp Geordis remember this day.

re. MeNed, Thanks, my Ledy. Now, Geordie, haod your .
hands up, elasped that wuy, e when you BT Four prayers, and say
wi a your heart: ** Lord blees your Ladyehip, and keep sorrow frae

our daor,’
¥ Ceopdie, (ALl hands Rusel reverendly, with uncovered heads) " Lord
bless your Ladyship, and keep sorrow frae your door.”

Fill.  Awmen.

Mra, MeNeil. . Now one more prayer, Geordie, @ God bless King
George.’  (BreaTHROY puds on kiz haf, stends covered and erect,
while all the ofhers kneef, " WILLIE-WART-A4-BIT " fears the hat
Srom Als Aead, which angers BTRATHROY, fud he vecovers Aineself;
gives him a m‘lhﬁ and takes his hat.)

Gevrdie, ¥ blese King George."”

Fifl. Amen. (Exetni VILLAGERS, E. 1 E.)

Enter Bin MarooLM from the Libvory, o, F., the door of which he
Jastens, but leaves the key in the lock. He carries his sword in his
hand, but ol the sight of MARGARRT, he places i on the table, and
advances fo her)

bfrhﬂgﬂ. ‘What bas been the stir in hera? Ah, Madge, you have
n in it.
Dy, Fair. Yee, and was lkely to remain in Il forever, at cne time,
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Sir Mal., What was it?  Tou ara both exeited,

Mar, Ohl nothing, Malcolm.

Dy, Fair, Nothing? (U-riﬂ_e{lanu Ay Umeowy sould, Sir, it was
u sight to make s eynic reepect her Ladyehip's sex. Yoo ahall have
& true account of it frae me, Sir. Twenty furious horsee——

Mar, {Int ting.} Nav! flatterer, you shall pot be permitted
to make me bluu-g for a singte act of hndness. I71L tell Maleolm.
Mra. MeNeil's boy wandered samong the horses ; T mannged to drag
him safely out of his predicament. That was all. Thers was no
danger, at least I was not sensible of any; 8o there is no need to
think of horrars that did not happen.

Sir Mal. It was rech in you, Madge, Hash as you always are
where ﬁunr heart tempts you to help or comfort another, Think, I

might have lmtﬁmx. g
Mar. And that poor mother might have lost her bairn. My
rashness s of small secount belanced apainst her happiness. You,

Doctor, would hava dons the same had you been there in tima.
Would you not 7

D, Fair, Using m;ﬁb«.‘m} Eh—well, maybs, maybe T might
hae done it. There i3 no knowing what wondere & mos might do.
But I sm guite sure T would not had 1 been & swomasn.

Mar, Fio, Doctor. You woold think less of my act if you did
not think so much of yoor own sex. You men are so selfich that you
reserva all the grander virtues for yourselves, Courage, strength,
endurance, fidelity evan, you fancy reach their highest perfection in
manhood ; and we Emr alaves, who are incapable of such noble im-
pulses, must atand ;.' and rajse our eyes in all humility o the great
creatures whoan noh ﬂt}r we muet sdmire, but may not emulate.

D, Fair. I never sald that,

Mar. Confess now, Doctor, and you tos Maleolm, that vou believa
it ia only men who can be hersic. But lot me tell you, & faithful
woman'a lifa i in itself heroic, Tou keep to yourselves all opportu-
nities, all the work in the doing of which heroes are made, and then
{ou thinlk ua ﬂisqlua'liﬁad beeause wo do not keap E&un with you. Yet

would lay my life there are more men made heroes by s circum-
stance, than there are women who are not heroipes, although dhe
lack your opportunities. The one happens to get his light plac
atop & powder barrel, apd the poewder does the rest; the otber has
ber light hid from the world by the four walls of home.

Sir Mal. Doelor answer that. I wont tey.

D, Fair. (Qffering snaff-box.) MWadame, I surrender my sword,
and henceforth, on yoor suthority, shall look wpon every woman as
& haro,

Mar. [Leughingly.) Beaten,

Dy, Farr, Crushed, snd net able to wag a finger in my own de-
fence,

Mar. Then, Bir, you ehall be sentenced to marringe within a year,

D, Fair, {Hprﬂ_ﬁad} Meroy, no!l Have some pity, or T shall
die in the anticipation. At lenst wait till we get oot of this cursed
rebel (interrupied by o quick sign from St Maicors,) But I
muet loave vou. There s a patlent below waiting me.

{Ezit Dr. FAIRLIR, dowing, L. 2 2.}
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Bip Mal, {Taking her hand.) Yoo sheald have besn & man,

adge.

Il.i&:l'ur. (Sharply.) I em contant to be & woman, Maleolm, i yoor

sake,
Sir Mul. Thank heaven you are so, Ah, wife, there are momenis
when the ardor of oor wooing daye, intengifled by the knowledge
that vou are all my own now, makes me feel s if T could slmost
sacrifice Aomor for your sake.

Mar. What s droll notion | Sacrifice honor for my eake? Why
then you would sacrifice me too; for I think, Maleolm, the hus-
band's honor is the wife's !a%umi.

Sir Mal. You are right, Madge, yout are right,

Mgr. Youare in one of your melsncholy humors to-day, which
have been so frequent of late, that T have begun Lo funey £4.)

Sir Mal, Fancy what, Madgs ? ’

Mar. Shall T tell you? ell they have made me faney that our
honey-moon was drawing to a eloss, and that we wers beginning to
settle down into the eober convmon place of wedded life—when the
wife becomes a sort of wuperior houeekeeper, and her lord grows too
busy with the grave details of his affairs to spend one-half heor in
the interchange of the little nothings which meke a lover's daye so
ehort and happy.

Sir Mal. {?;si-:k!'y.} You are mistaken, Madge, our honey-moon
shall never end.

Mar. {Laughingly.) There spoke the lover and not the staid-
minded hoeband.  Buat 171 f‘:‘l"ﬁﬂl Fou, Hir, by holding you to your
word, (plecing & chair for Aim, end a stool for Arru{g,} and I at
onee mesume the suthority which o woman poesssses bafore ehe has
spoken the fatal ¢ pes,™ with which she abdlcates the throne of love,
and becomea one of its homblest slaves, Bo sit you there [he obeys)
anid I'll ait hera. That s rifhf:.. Kow 1 fael myaelf a oo of some
im nee while T am loo iuﬁin yoor face, and reading there—

ir Mal, That I love you, Madge,

Mar., Eaaiﬂf Atm.)  No 8ir, bot ¥ read there that you know
how much another person cares for youw. Oht Maleolm, tell me
what I the meaning of the meody fta that so trouble you of late?
What i the meaning of yoar anted vigsits to Edinburgh; of the
couriers constantly paseing to m:? fro? And last of all, what is the
meaning of the mdden gathering of the tenantry, and the turaing
out of all the old armaor that has Ecen rusting since the sad rising of
#4157 (Ercitedly.) Answer ma, why 3¢ it, how e it and what is it?

Sir. Mel A.m"-sJI The erlels has come ot Jaet. I am going to
startle you, Madge; T am golng to loave you. (Rises.)

Mar, Leavame? (Riang)

Sir Maf. Ay, but only for a little while, T truet. T have been like
a coward trying to hide 3t from you, but yeu must learn it now.

Mar, Where are you going, and why m:g 1 not go with you?

Sir Mal. To war. The Chevalier has ralacd his standard in the
North; he ls supported by a fow fanatical chiefs and their followers,
and I am commanded to merch, with whet forces I can muater, to
Jjoin Gen. Cope.

Mar. Ahl (Abuptly ) And yowober?

1*
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Bir Mol. T muet, Thera is no alternative save obedience or dis-
honor. Do you blame me ?

Ma® No; I dare mot blame you; but, Oh! Malcolm, remember
in what traditions I have been adueated. The right of the Btuarta
whs the falth of my fathers—ay, of yours, The misfortunes of the
Btuarts were theirs also. They followed the Btuarts for good or ill,
with loyal and wnflinching ﬁaaﬁty; ther mifferad with them, thl_*j'
died for them, Hemember that, snd you will not be angry with me,
if for & moment my heart is oppresied with the thought that thia
etrife is an unhallowed one, 3

Sir Mal.  [Sedfy.) My allegiance 18 pledged fo the King. ¥
honor i3 at ata.[ke. agd avegwarigit nt.herw{'a:ff know thie m:g rising
in omly the laat I‘ﬂ.int.lglimmer of a eetting sun. When the dagkness
falls the too faithful adherents of the Stuarts’ coose will be homelesa
exiles, or mangled coraes on & bloody fleld. Widewed mothers, and
fatherless bairns will be crying piteously for the shelter and bread
which has besn cruelly torn from tHem in the vein effort to maintain
a hopelese cage. Lot 18 savo s many of them as we can.

wir,  Horgive me, Muleolm, I did not meen to question the jus-
tiee of your cause, f know it et be wigs and jost, since yon have
chosen it.  But the danger—

Sir Mal. You must not think of it. You must forget every thing
pve to be happy.

Mar. T can forpet every thing when you are nesr me.  Forget
even that you are tﬁa enemy of the cause for which my brother died,
and to which my father has devoled his life end fortume, Serva
what cause yoo will, T am your wife, Maleolm, and your faith shall
be raine} vour hopes, your espirations, ave your crimes, I will share
them all.

Sir Mal. You give me strenpth, wifs, and courdge, Bui there
must be no more regrats, no more tears.

Mer. None; (wiping Aer egyes;) that {8 all over now. I sm the
sobdier's wife, ready to took ealmiy in the face of death. You shall
aee how resolote I ean be, for (Duckithg his sword around Aim) with
my own hand will I buckle on your award, :

Bir Mal, That is bravely done, Margaret, You will think of ma
when | am away?

Mur. Ay, Maleolm, very often.

Sir Mol Oh wife! wife! mine iz a jesloos Jove. Fou are eo precious
to me that I am like o miser; I fear to lot others see my tremsure lest
thay rob ma of it, T am eelflsh too, and grodge every pmile that is
not given to e, While away from 3cu,gl shall envy the stars be-
eause they may look on yow; 1 ahall envy the sun, because his light
shines on you. This is weak and T know it; but vou are a0 dear to me
I peem to have no strength that ts not inspired by your presence.
Within the last fow ﬂa{l!-, somehow iy love hes made & coward of
me, and, like a child in tha dark, the vague shadows of my own vague
fears frighten nie.

Mar,  (Kising him.) 1 like to hear {un talk that way, Maleolm;
bat we have changed places within the last few minutes, It iz yon
who are weak now, and T sw strong.

Sir Mul. There 1y something elee, Mudpe—-o




