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ACT FIRST.

Seene L—PARLOUR OF A COTTAGE,

Opening through door end window at back on & Ship Carpen.
ter's Work-yard,  Tubls laid for tea.

[Mee. Luvorone i diceusred arvanging thr toble,

Mii. L, Thers, now—nll's ready, and it wen't went s relish ; 1t"s been

8 bot day to-day, and he'll be drad anangh,
[ Workmeen now pars movaes af bock, Lavwerosn fhllowirg, aid
ardertng from Lhe groed

Wirkm. Good night, Mr. Langford ; gopd night, air—good night.

Lan. Good oight te oo, lade.  Well, Lizzy—tes ready P Thet's right
my love, £ was uerer wmora weleows ; tlat bost we're npan is 8 wearying
job. [He taker gff Al hat and apees, ond sinda dnee e chmie] There
now, thits comfort—tvery fmoecle 4njops it Arme-cheirs, 1 really
think, ware Arot meda for chip-rarpanters; even If they baven't such o
thing ms spring stats to scare you, a2 though you hed drogpped wpon kome-
thing alive,

Mre. L. Lal Michsasl, taka your tea

Lan. Certainly, love, eod as mach as 0 Chinaman; T'vre & throata
yerd long.  Well, now, paople, they tell ua, ara naver contectsd, and yet
I fancy if T could always stretch oat in thie fashion, there's oot another
bleagloy 1'0 wish in the worll—and yet, what do T sey—mot anothar §
Ah ! Margarat.

Mrs. L. Well, well—wa shall boar fiom her to-day, Michoel.

Lan. Well, I hope 4o, Indeed, n3 1's g0 long past the Uwme; to-day, &g
tha latest, wa nught to have news.

[Vox ér Aegrd oulnids.

Vor, Very wall, eIy well—] ehall atep in for @ momant.

Law. Eh1 Mr. Vox, our groat newspaper man, who fires o shot every
week ebout parlsh shuses—a wondesful men for meklog mogh oot of
nothing; a sort of chep whe'd build e ship et of thrae eticke of timber.

Vou. [tooking i at the dnek)] How are yoo, frisnda—how are you?
At ten, T perceive.

L. Yes, sir, we ere, and would be happy if yood join un.

Mre. L. Yes, Mr. Yoz—pray dot

Voz, Well, [ thank you, I will, I rathey Uke tea. Tea is ezeemtially
an intallectual baversge, Yoo remember, I supposs, my sttuck on the
Paving Board?  Wall, mir, that letter was writton under the influence of
ml

Lan, Wan itindesd, sir? [Aside.] Then it atrikes me there waa n good
deal of water in the pot.

Mrx, L. Wow, Mr, Yoz,

Voz. Thaok you, Mra. Langford, You saw my Iaat Ietter—thal case
of the bird"s-nest?  Did you ever koow such wn cutrage on mind and
humanity 7 Whai weve the Tnots A poor brickleyer's Loy, allured by
the charms of nature, strays into the ﬁa%da—hu Boen thersa trae ; prompled
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by the love of knowledge, Lé mounte to explore it, and, over-atayiog Lis
lima, hie's discharged by his mautey—s nwstor who thus crushes all his
love for the heautiful, and arresta even the progress of acisntific inquiry!

Lan. [aside.] And all this oo a bird's-oest] What sould he say on s
pigeon-house P

Vo, But shi blesa my moul, [ wae forgetling my errand. I've some
ud.tnga I think you'll be Euypy ta hear, [ He pulla ous & nasiepaper.

. What, of Margaret?

Vaa Hersell. You're expocting a letter?

L. Yes, sire=from Switzerland.

Fow, Well, beres & London paper, and io the Pare arrivals—

Lan, Her friend, Mrs. Lorimer. Yee, Tdzzy, 7e8—o0 mow all’s ex-
Plained ; this journey, you es, has prevented har writdng.

Mir. L. OF coursa it has, Michasl.

Len. Well, thank you, Mr. Vox, we're very mocl obliged toyow; for, to
tell you the truth, we wers pecting 1oeany, aa ahe’s baen always so regulsr

ending every manth ko ms.

Foo, Well, really your davghters fa a vory strange gbory,—though, to
be gure, theve's no doubt sha was & v4ry strange girl, shewmg talant so
early—only fouricon when she Legan o weite verses,

Lah. Duly foartedo, alr,

¥ox. And gained, among othere, the votice of Lady Evesham

Fan, Exnotly; by sotnetling she wrots on hev hadysbip’s bn:hdny

¥aoz, And what's more, se elemeot; guite 8 marvel of mwanners when
only & child

Lan, She wns, sir, sbe was; didu't curtsey like other glli—olwazs
talked o softly, and glidod likc whon she mewed ; warc hez little honnet
witha surt of en wir; obd es sbe grew wp, she seemed host for & cerrings.
The wondar wea slways bo ece her anter my door,

M. I.. And yeb, with it ail, thets wag no pride io ber, Michasl.

Lon, Wa, Li2zy, no; humble a3 her homa way, she dida's love it the
less, If her fancies went op liko the lark's winps, har dwelling, like ita
nest, w3k still on the ground.

Mry. L. 8o you may suppose, sir, it cost ue no litds o part with her,
proud a8 wa were of her—and she, tan, our only ooe.

Lan. Mo commen peng, Blr, 2 slrl By worth !nvi:gh ot gtill, when we
waw her health 50 suddanly treaking, and Lady Evesham kmsdly offared o
take hier abrosd—

Mrs. L. Why of course we wera thankful ; and ag she dosan't forgat
TE—

Lan. Wa, aly; har lettera etfil gowma to we, liks her voles, foll of awest-
megs.  We think we see her fnce in theo.

¥or. Well, snd then—Iet me ace, nt hor ladrship’s desth she went o
live with & young bareness she met with in Germany.

Ladn. Yeg, air; and wder her roof eha saw Mra, Lorimar—

Vax. That very rich parson—lier present protecior—eacellent, clever
girl, played lier cards famously

Len. Plaged ber cardsl And do yoa think, eir, she eares only for
harsalf ?

Voa, Wall, and whynot § What's self-doterast but virtue? Who can
bia good that isn't happy !—-um] who happy that isn't proeperons ¥

m. Then the move 8 wan's paid, sir, the better he grows ?
'ITnm, Nuo question of that; the more justice ha gets, the more he dis-

penaes.
[ADawm looks i b Fhe Dack,
Adema, Oh, if you pleass, sir, Miss Horaet's beon here.
Lan, Mise Horoset 7
Adams. Ves, gir, about the gate which you promised to maks for her.
Lan. Eh—aa 1 live, I forgot wll shont it. T ought to have dome it
yeaterday ; but what with thiaking of Margaret, snd other affairs, I—
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Adams. Andws ehe is goiog to the post, sbe said she'd atep in again,
#ie, He disappears at tha back,

Voz. Well, of all my averstons, thnt woman is the greatest I

Mrs. L. Mise Hornet, sir ¥

Vax. Misa Horoat—that mass of pretenslon—whose vanity's enough
to make & whole city modest,

Merr, I, Why wa thoaght, Mr. Vox, that you liked her 2o much,

Vo, Liked lier, indeed | I endured ber, perbapa; that I couldn’t
help; for ahe’s & sort of Hlue thar will gtick to sny man of distinetion ;
but the women's wy horrer.  Such w ferrible tewpee—alnest a9 bad a3 &
copping-maching ; yau can't botch bex, buob you feel a dosen lancets
Immedintely.

Lan, Well, that's very trus, sir.

Veor. A creamire, in fuct, whe's o Ewel oy dislike that—

[Mres HorwEr satars af Hhe Sack.

Misw H. Good evening, My, Langford.

Lan, Ab, good evening, Migs Hormet; 1 hope I see yoo well, ma'am ;
pray take a semt ; have you had tes, ma'am

Mies H. Ten, air | why bardly. I thought it wus known that our family
bar hae boen six for & century,

Len, Has it, indeed, ma'am ¥ Well my Lottls, yon ees, harn't such
regular hahits.

For, [asite] The infamons I1k; why ahe wont even pee me !

Len, But do take 3 sesl, ma'sm—or let me bring thie, this if &
soft one. [Bringing Adr a chair; a part herm ir Reard] Wiy, Lizay,
what'y that 7

Hra. L, The poat, Michaal.

Law. It ie. And with & Tetter, 'm sure of it.

Mry. L. Then they'll bring it gpat ; apd—

Lo Bring it—ptod con 1 weit with muy hesrt besting in this way?
%‘h’?"; ] alUlW i they few with it, My wife, ma'am, will talk o you;

ity if you plesse, I can’t stop. Margarall Margaret!
[T.imwl'ﬂgm the cg:,eh runr ont a2 bark.

Mies H. Mra, Langford !

AMry. L. 1 really bag pardon, but we arpact news from our denghter ;

}?gﬁ-—&-ﬁnd in nawa from ypour deoghtes to g2t selde all respeckf

[#itx doron] But 1 bupposa T must overlak it, And pray what's she doing ¥
15 ghe a companion st present, or merely & governces P

Mrs. L. 5he's nefther, Mins Flornet; ske's the frend of her protector.

Mirs H. O, of coures, sha's 2 frlend, sa she lives under her voof.

For. Well, aud ghe deswrves to ba, with ber miod and manoems.

Mizg H. Ah1 bless my goul, 1 that you, Mr. Fex §

Foz. Yeu, ma'am, it is

Miss H. Wall, really, you must excuss me; I confems I dida't ses you.

Faz, Oh, I knew that. I was awaro T wasc’t wanted!

Miar H, Wonted, sir! wanted |

Fox. A hiaod, like s pin, is never sesn when he's done with,

Mins H. Berausa, sy, swch friends we not worth ploking up, Wall,
Mrs, Langford, of course you'vs heard the newe? You know who's
‘hought the minga t

Mrs. L. Tha mines—oh, yes, wa'mm ; it's & Mr. Trevanion,

Mias H, Eractly.

My, L. Of Corawall, they sy ; aod of very good family.

Min H. Good, madam | the best ; one he sho trace up to the tmes of
the Britans!

Voz. Lam'du] Housurable, reslly ; men with taoone oo their bodies.

Mrs And more than pll this, who, we're ales informed—

Miws H. Is o groit felend of ovrwl

Mrs, L. OF yours, ma'am P
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Mia K. Of cure,  Yeu'rs aware (hat my cousin is appelated engiueer ?

Mrs. L. Ha ls, ma'ant P

Miz H. He isj ond | may now wake it koowa that Mr. Trevanion,
when e comes Jieze, will reside at our hatse,

Mre. L, [aside] Why, hereh a Ple::n of newsl

Vor. [asfde] And g0 now sll’s explained. Bhe hopes o cateh thia
fellow.

Min H. We've !]I.'I.QL beavd from him, in fact, to settle the time; for at

ement 1 must tell you he's travclling in Switzerland, whera it seems he's

en detuined by an obd friend of his—n Jady named Lorimer,

Rfve, .. Loringer ?

Mize H. Yea.

s L. [aside] Why, oue 1t be the pame ¥

Miss B, So of cowrse I'm most woxious thet this bour should proveof
mervice ; and perhaps opon that point Mr. ¥Yox oen infong o, Can you
tell me, Mr. ¥ux, what ave b eliciate’s pecallarities 7

Vo Yaop, madum, One—if he drinke the snew.-watar, he may have a
lamp ander his throat ; what they call ¢ gditre,

}I}:’:s H. A giitrs!

For, Yes, madem ; e8 big 28 o water meloo |

Miza IT. Well, reully, sle, your sbrupbaess ia a something inhuman.

Fos, 14 it, lodeed, wa'am  I'm aot ed kind s& your friend, theo; whe,
ar ha's eoming to yotr house, can bear any ioflicting.

Misa H. Well, perhaps, git, be oag; he ioay efen be induesd to rend
one of your lectera,

Vaz, Which you Lava read, madam, withoot any ioducement ; but that
was gl & time when you coald reverence mind—mind, the great potcotate
that now rulas the world,

Misa II. And have’t § honourad the potentate wheo 1 notiesd its livary 7
Whet but my dinner, Air, gare yoo losplration b What wos yoor Helicon
bt my nun[i-l.urem'. P

Vor. Well, and what, in retorn, was your Lethe 7—My inkstacd.
When excluded from certain circles, dido’t 1 soothe your pangs by
attacking at largs the prodlgality of fashlon f—and when not asked to
dance oo secsunt of your ime, dido't T denounce the system which hurries
gitls Ioto women F

A H. Bilance, airj silencal Mra. Langford, can you allow me to be
talked to in this manaer

Mra. L, Well, raslly, bligs Hornat, 1 dom’t know, ' mike ;T

{LANGPORD &t Aeard ouiride.

Lem. Liexy | Lizzy! [He erierr ot the Dack, waring a letter.

Mra, L. Ah ] my hugbend!

Lax. Didn’t I (cll you—it's hare, love—it’s hers ; and from Paris |

Miee I Oh, from your dovgbter ¥ Woll, T truse there’s good news.

Lan, Thank you, ma'un ; thask yos, 1 trast so myself.

¥ou, And a5 & prool of my fecliogs I ehall [save you o read it.

Mir. H. And so you'd ket me an czmmple cu the point of good
mannses 7 Well, gir, I shall follow yon as far as the sieest.

Fos. I don*t cara 6o Jong as you don't overtaks me at the church.

[He goes oul ab the back.

Mizy H. Bogood day, ¥y Langfard ; I really hope yon'va good naws ;
and whether your daughter be companion or geverness, beliewe e, I trust
ke his & good situation

[She guet awd af the Dok LaKGromD during this Aas opened the
feiter, and Aow slonds su, iy i

Len. Noj; [ can't read ik; there's w eloud in my eyes that wonk torn to
raln, Lizzy, do you read it—do you, love ; aod then I sball fancy I hear
har vaice ss woll 35 your own.

[Bke laker the fetter; and, ac ke stk indo o chair Rolding ker
A #orne closes in,
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Scewe IL.—CORRIDOR IN AN HOTEL IN PARIS.
[ Frenod servants eranr with legoage, Wirriams follows,

Wil. 8o, another arrival—thess Paris hotals are just like our comches;
erowd "em 48 you plewse and they've always got reom.  Well, it's time for
our ladies ta be in trom thely walk, and for my part T think to go back o
England, for I'm tired of tle French, sleays saying eo mucg that they
never intend ; wod Lhen, too, preteoding there's no ona elge who can
dresn, —that we buy their shawls, sod yel can’t put them ool

[AveusTa crarses with cloake.

Aug. Bon jour, medsiooieells.

WI’? Good day, Mr. Augusts; another arrival f

Anig, (b, yuse—zore's unozere.

Wil. A countess, Thear, Well, I hope she's something grander than
tho lost one I saw, & little wizen womaen I mistook for e servent.

Ay, Ab, but vlic was noble—great blood in her voin,

Wi, Well, 1 did"nt think abetd any,

Aug. Yore diffarent from Ainglant, where yon've ver pretty woman, but
zeu yuu've uo laty,

Wil What! wa'va na ladisg P

Aug. Bidgn jolié, ma chive, trie agriahle—main.

Wi, Well, that's » good joke. What do you ¢all Mres, Losimer?
lIen't Miss Lungford & ledy 7

Ang. (b, vare pretty gol, vare pratcy bobe—

Wil Apd you mean Ehew to say, sir, thatfe=

Aug. Itisnot yoar foult; ze grande mangers, ke aloss, taka lonp tima
to grow. Vet ze aocicnoe noblesse; now in Aioglant, yoo Boow, you
were all burn yeaterday,

Wi, Wore we indead P Thon we're pretty big beblea. Wiy Miss
Langtord comes of v family 29 old a9 any alive.

Auy. O mademaiselle,

Wil T eay, eir, sha doss, She's s nisge of Lady Evesham—~Lady Eve-
shem whe brought lier orer here for Ler health, aod the Eveshima nre
relatad b our highest ﬂubili.ty.

Aug. Nobility—oh !

Wil Mizs Lepgfecd's relatious heve titlea among thei—and a8 good,
I'm quite sors, 88 aver come to this honst—ind I should not at all
wonder if she got ane hevself; that eome tlene or otlier sbe'd coma in for
something.

Aug. Jang doute, medemoieslle. Bhe will come in foc her diunera,
Thare is Miss Langferd, so if you pleaga I will go to my baeaoees.

L He goes off”.
MinGarET miters with a book,

Mazr. Why, Willinms, T trust thet yoo wers not quarrclling ?

Wil. Oh no, mies, not at all ; anly raslly these Freochmen do try one's
temper 30,  What do you think he gaid, milss 7 That we'd no ladies in
England !

Mar. What a croel aspersion.

Wil He actually did—that we hado't ongold femily—he had even the
impudanee to suser, miss, 8k yours.

ar. At mine | do you gay ¥ .

Wil At yours, miss; to doubt yours was puch. Bub that was a point [
very soon setfied, T told him "twould be diffcult to metch it in France,

Mar. Williams!

Wil Oh, I did. I seid he'd be proud if he cowd get any such
visitora.

Mar. You were vory kiod, really; but—

Wil, And what's more than (hat, T took leave to eay Lhat—

Mer. Oh, thank you ; thank you, Will you place this oo my table?



