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GUY MANNERING.

ACT L.

SCENE |.-—An old-fashioned Chamber of Mrs. M'Candlizh's Ton.

Several FARMERS and othsrs at a tabls, R.C. drinking, &c.—Mrs. M'‘CAND-
LISH, the landlady, and Bailie MUCKLETHRIFT, at another L.C. at tea.
A large comfortable fire R.C. &c. The curtain rises to the symphony
of the fellowing

GLEE,

The winds whistle oald,
Aud the siars glimmear red,
The flocks are in the fold,
And the oattle in shad.
When the boae froat was chill
Upon wpocinnd and hill,
And was fringing the foreat boagh,
Duy Fathare wonld browl
The bouny brown bowl,
And ao will we do now,
Jolly hearta!
And po will we do pow!
GulTer Winler may seiza
Upotr ik io the pail ;
"Twill be loug oo be froezo
The bold brandy sxd ala!
For our fathora so bold,
They Wagrbed at the oold,
When Buross woe bending his brow g
For they goalfed wighty ale,
And they WA a Liithe tale,
And go will wo do oow.
Jolly heartal
Avd so will wo do now

Mre. M'Can,. A m , social glee, and well sung, grood neigh-
bours. {Hxit ﬂ&uﬂuﬁﬂ"hﬂ would have I.]mught?-, when I Ehax
housekeeper at Ellangowan Castle, and Sir Godfrey Bertram member
for the county, that I should sit here this night, landlady of the
Gordon Arms in Kippletringan, expecting his only child to come to
this poor house of mine, to pay off all his servants.

Bam, Ay, ay! the instability of human concerns; and who
would have thought that Gibbie Glossin, the attorney (whom I,
Robin Mucklethrift, the hardwareman, remember to have refused
credit for a sixpenny penknife), should have been giving a grand
dinner and claret, in your house this very day, on purchasing the
estate of his al‘orx;saidy%cm[acmr, and turning that only child cut
of doors; and he'll pay the bill, ready money, doubtless, Mrs,
M‘Candlish 7
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Mrs, M'Can.  That he does, or the devil a drop of wine shall ge
down his throat in this house, If it were not that we victuallers
must keep open doors to all cattle, I'd soon clear the house of them.
I trust Miss Bertrarm will not come up till to-morrow ; T would not
for a silver l:lound she found them ranting and rioting here.—
(Knocking without, 1.6.) And there she is, I doubt.

Enter Jocrk Jamos, L.H.

—Well, Jock, is it Miss Bertram ?

Jocx. Mo it's only a single rider, mistress,

Mrs. M'Can. A single rider ! some Manchester lad in the cotton
line. Well, he must just come in here.

Enter Colonel MANNERING, L.H,, ®¥ tig in a great coal, as from
horseback, uskered in by JaBos. pri upln & g ?

Col, MaN. Lot me disturb nobedy, landlady! your house is full,
I understand ; I can sit very well here.

Col, Man. (seating Aimself at the fire ®c) IU's lucky the old inn
was at hand to shelter me in this sudden storm. I wish I may find

kind friend at the castle well.
mgdrs. M*Can. I beg your honour's pardon. Would your honour
choose any refreshment after your ride ?

Col. Ma~. If vou please, my good lady.

Bame. Your honour to a chester rider! Psh ! —(aside fo
Mrs, M'Oandlish, after eveing (ol. Mannering) I'll soon find out what
he is.—Any news of irade, friecnd? How's cotton in the market
now ? '

Col. Max. (dryly.) Cotton! Really, sir, I do not know.

Bamwie. Ay! vou don't know. umph | (aside fo Mrs. M'an-
dlish)—He's in the hardware line! (To Col. Mannsring) You'll be
dealing in the steel article, I fancy ?

Col, Man. (smiling.) Steel! why, sir, vou are a little nearer the
mark,

Bam, T thought so; pray do you Birmingham folk find the
never-spilling coal-scuttle answer in the trade 7 they go off preity
bobbishly here when they are double japanned., T sent ﬁpve to
Ellangowan Castle last week.

Col. Man, Ellangowan Castle, sir! I was on my read thither.

Bamie. You need not trouble yourself, sir; I furnish them with
all articles in your line at the lowest Birmingham prices,

Col. Man. Sir!

Bamie. Yes, sir, in the hardware ling, and I shall suffer no
interlopers (edvancing conseguentially.)

Col. [;iAN Sir, you're an impertinent little fellow !  Perhaps this
is harder ware than you would like to deal in (advancing bis cane).

Mrs, M!Can, (fmterposing} Our Bailie, sir, is an honest little
body, but he's apt to mistake. , You were asking after Ellangowan,
sir.  Was it the old family, or the present, that you came to visit,
sir ? '

C 1. Man. I mean Sir Godfrey Bertram, of Ellangowan.

Murs. M*Can.  Alas! you come too late for him, poor g&nﬂemani
he died last week, sir, under sad circumstances.
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Col. Man. Sir Godirey Bertram dead |

Bamwie. A melancholy instance of the mutability of worldly
matters; fallen from all his greatness, and twenty-seven pounds six
shillings and eiéhr.pcnnc ha]fiﬁenny in my books.

Col. Man. Dead! Good heaven, I owed him much.

Bamir. If you please to make me payment of the aforesaid sum,
mir, I will give you a receipt for so much of your debt.

Col, Max, He has no child ? .

Mrs. M'Can. An only daughter, sir—thought to be an only
child.

Bamie, My receipt will be exactl(y the same as hers.

Col. Man. Thought to be an only child!] When I was in India
I heard he had a son.

Bamig. She lost her first hushand, sir, on the very day that son

dis}a:}:pcarﬁi.
rz. M'Can. Ay, 1did indeed | sixteen years ago {crymg).

Bamre. Well, don't cry so far back; he was a revenue officer, sir,
and was found murdered in the wood hard by, by smugglers, it was
sup , headed by a desperate fellow, one Dirk Hatteraick, half
devil, half Thutchman.

Mrs. M*Cax. The wvillain! that there should be such lawless,
contraband ruffians suffered in a Christian land.

Col. Maw, I beg your pardon, madam ; but may I ask what
connection the misfortune of your first husband had with the young
heir of Ellangewan ?

Mrs. M'Can.  Yeos, sure, your honour ; little Harry Bertram, then
abeautiful boy five years old, and his tutor, one Dominie Sampson,
as they call him—you’'ll may be remember him, sir, if you remember
Ellangowan long 2go. .

Col. Man. stiff, silent man, is he not ?

Bamie. The same, sir, half crazed with his learning, poor silly
man, and knows nothing of business.

Mrs, M'Can, He's a little absent, indeed, man; but very
affectionate, and as simple as any child. Well, sir, this Dominie
Sampson and little H Bertram were walking in the wood, and
by came my poor hustand, from looking down the coast, and offered
to give the boy a ride on his horse, and bring him back to dinner to
the castle in an hour; but lack-a-day | lack-a-day! that hour never
came, for poor Duncan was found weltering in his blood !

Mrs. MCax, The murderous wretches; if I catch them I
bring them to justice. (Nodse hegrd withont L) (sracious heaven
I hope that's not Miss Bertram come just now, before the house is
clear of those drunken , and if it is, what shall I do? for the
room’s close to the only one I have to shew her into. (Goes and
Ffstens.)

Bamug. (To Colomel) There was some little mistake between you
and me, sir; you said you dealt in steel, whereby 1 ht—

Col. Maxw. (smiting) 1 kave dealt in steel ; I am an officer of the
army, retired from service. . )

BAILIE. {gside.) Retired from service ! then it would not be worth
while to offer him my shop bill.
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Col. Man. And am just arrived from India, to settle in this
neighbourhood. (Reffres up.) .

BaILIE, (aside) From India, and settling here |—that's a different
story 1—The BALIE fumdles in his ;nc}e—ls, pulls out a spectacle-case
large pockel-book, &c., during which,

Enter Joox Janvos, LH.

Jocx, Mistress! mistress| There's Miss Bertram, poor young lady,
just stepping out of the chaise—you must go to them directly ; and,
mistress, who do you think yon gentleman is?

Mrs, M'‘Can, o, Jock ?

Jocr. The great Colonel Mannering 1

Mrs, M'Can.  Heshall see Miss Bertram ; he may be a good friend
to the poor young lady, {7% Covoser)—Your honour will excusc
me, I must attend upon Miss Bertram, who is just arrived, sir.

Col. Man, If you would take an opportunity of informing her a
friend of her late father is anxious to be acquainted with her you will
greatly oblige me.

Mrs, M*Can. That will 1, sir, and gladly. [Exit 1.1

(The BAILIE, who has found kis Adverfisement, strufs up fo the
CoLoNEL, and presenis if)

Bamse. (L) Colonel Mannering—sir! I on yourZscttlement in
a stranpe land, you should have occasion for fire-grates, tongs,
pokers, shovels, coal-scattles, plain or patent, candiesticks, snuffers,
extinguishers, savealls, &c., &c., &c,, you may be supplicd as far as
an extensive stock—— )

Col. Man. (r) And the muotability of human affairs—

Bamir. True, sir l—will permit, at the sign of the Three Trouts
and the Frying-van, kagt by your humble servant, Robert Muckle-
thrift, Ironmenger and Brazier, of Kippletringan, in Scotland.

Lixtf B.H.

Col. Maw. The honest and worshipful magistrate, I[pm'ﬂeivc’
dogsn't lose sight of the main chance in the uncertainty of affairs.
But yuonder goes Miss Bertram. P(mrEirI! how pale and melan-
chaly, and yet how engaging! Well, the daughter of my earliest
friend shall not be left without a protector to shicld her sorrows
from injustice and oppression. Bzt B.E,

BONG—=* BcEnes oF My Youre,”—Lucy BerRTeaM.

Enter Lucy BerTRAM, Mrs, M'CanDLisH, FLona, Jock, and Grezzy,
L.H. bringing in boxes and various light lugyage.

Mrs, M'Can. Dear Miss Bertram, I ask pardon—I never was so
sorry in all my life!—my house quite full, and a noisy party of
gentlemen in the best room.

Miss B. Do not disturb yourself. I shall be but a few minutes in
any one's way.

M'Can.  And here is Dominie Sampson, your ladyship’s old
tutor, sta.lkir[liupsmirs out of your carriage,

Miss B. not suffer your people, my good dame, to gxercise
their merriment at the expense of that worthy man, _
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Mrs. M‘Can. Mot for the world, my dear lady. But I beg
rdon, Miss Bertram, there is a stranger, a gentleman, now in the
se, who wishes to speak with you.
Miss B. If be has business, I suppose I must see him.
[Retires up stage.
Enter Doumire SaMrsoN, L.H. with an fmmensely large book under
&is arm, in old faskioned binding, and brass clasps, kis agpearance
puritanical, ragged black clothes, blue worsted stockings, pewiter-
Readed cane, &'e., &c.

Mrs. M‘Cax. (rR.c.) You're welcome to Kippletringan, Mr. Sampson.

Sawmp, Thanks, worthy madam. And how is yoor husband, Mr.
Kennedy ¢ (observes fer surprise) Eh! eh) out upon my tongue,
he’s dead! I meant honest Provost M'Candlish.

Frora, (Lu. puliing him by the sleeve)) Why, Dominie Sampson,
what are you about 7/—he's dead too. Would you bring forth the
poor woman’z husbands alive, onte after the other?

Sane. Prodigious l—(ke is confounded, and retives up the stage.)

Frora. Come, Mrs. M‘Candlish, don’t take it amiss; the poor
Dominie, know, is apt to make mistakes.

Mrs. . "Twas kindly meant in Mr. Sampson, I dare say;
but both my dear departed husbands to be called to mind at oncel
oh! 'twas too distressing. [Exit Mrs. M‘CaNDLisH R.

Frora, *Twasindeed! too much for any woman to bear.

{The Douiir &y dhis Hime has opesred kis gyeal book, and sife down
upon o band-box, whick gives way under kim.)

Frora. Oh! my best bonnet. I had rather have had twenty
hushands alg onucthm: tla‘l|:I‘cil%;q;n::-ilueu:l.f % _

Same. Prodigious! *  lapsus # Qutd feci }

Froms., Fecey! What's yo? Fucey (o m}f bonnet ?

Miss B. Flora!

Frora, Yes, ma'am.—{loking af Dommagr)—Mercy on mel—
(zoes fo Miss BERTRAM.)

Misz B. Before I part with you, my girl, I must thank yon
2:11 the affectionate attention you have shewn to me under my mis-

unes.

Froga, (kalf cryimg.) Don't mention it, madam, I shall never find
such another mistress, I'm sure.

Miss B. Not so; I hope ﬂ:—u will find, at least, as kind a mistress
in the English young lady, Miss Mannering. t

Frora. I hopel may, ma'am ; but I shall never cease to think of
you and all your goodness. And poor Mr. Sampson, though he has
spoiled my bonnet, poor dear good man! what will become “of him
now ?

Mizs B. That indeed is a grievous question. He was the tutor of
my youth, my dear father’s last and only friend. It is like a second
separation from him ; but it is part of the severity of my fate, and
must be endured, however hard the struggle. Mr. Sampson {—Mr,
Sampson |—{Sampson & by this time deeply snvolved in s book, and
does not hear ker))
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Frora. (boking over kim.) Come, Mr. Sampson, leave Jo-heefus,
and attend to Miss Bertram.
Samp, My honoured young lady ! T crave pardon, I was oblivious.
SAMPSON jumps up and runs with awkward eagerness, malckes up
! the muj;':r:?‘ang smuffs out one candle, then another ; and with
dudicrons oficiousness, draws the table, &c., &e., and advances
fowardy Miss BERTRAM.)

Frora. Only see now | the poor dear man thinks himself in the
lour at Ellangowan, trimming the candles for my poor old master.
read the ne :

Miss B, You give yourself too much trouble, Mr. Sampson ; it
was not that I wanted of you, but I have asmall account to settle;
permit m iy a Hitle _Fac.éd-ﬂm.ﬁ tndo his hand.) 5

SaMe, ing at #£) Truly a very small duodecimo |—(gpens i,
fakes out a bank note, and unfolds it)—It is for the sum of Bfty
pounds. Prodigious! Is it your pleasure that I should hie meforth
to procure little notes in exchange for the same ?

iss B. No, Mr. Sampson, but in my present circumstances,
alone, almost without fortune, it is impossible—I have not, indeed,
the means to support a houschold, and that note iz your own, till
some other sitwation——

Same, (slow at first to comprekend, becomes agri and speaks
with great feeling) No, Miss Lucy, never ! If your father, whom I
served and loved in prosperity and adversity, should rise from the
dead, and bid me leave you, it were impossible! impossible! and
that note, that note befits not me young lady. (refursing i)

Miss B, I koow it is inadequate—Yet, trifling as the recompense
is, take it; oh, take it, I beseech you,

Samr, {jus.iﬂug back fer hand gently.) Peradventure, Miss Lucy,
you are too proud to share my pittance, and 1 grow wearisome unto

you.

Miss B. {f"mf{y distressed.) Oh, no ; you are my father’s old, his
only faithful friend. I am not proud; heavens koows I have no reason
w0 ge 0. But what, what can we do?

Samp. Ican teach! I van write—1 can cypher! I can labour!
{solemniy.) Heaven will protect [ —heaven will provide always, if our
wills and endeavours be not wanting. But I cannot—cannot be
severed from the child of my affections, the daughter of my dear,
dear master—I will be no burden, Miss Lucy ; I will be, heaven wil-
ling,an ald—I]—

[Miss BERTRAM furns away, nuch affected.

Enter Colonel ManweRING and Mrs, M'CanDLISH sngerceived RIUE.
Frora, (fw ng.). Dear Mr. Sampson | you only distress your-
mﬂ,andbﬁmm;ywhadheﬁermkcthﬁ 4 L
Same. Woman! No. It is not the lucre—it is not the lncre!
But T have caten of her father's loaf, and drank of his cup for thirty
and wpwards, and to think that I would leave hisdaughter, and

ve her now in distress and dolour. No, Lucy Bertram—I grave
pardon, Miss Bertram 1 would say—you need never opine it. You
would not have pit a favourite dog of your father's from your door,




