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A WESTERN HEIRESS.

Cast of Characters:

Mrss Lura VINE, a Western Heiress, and Niece to the Ster-
lings, spending the season at Sterling Cottage.

Miss JostE GRAFTON, Sterlings’ Ward.

WALTER VAN INE, a jolly good fellow, who at last discovers
his true calling.

NED BRUCE, an accomplished Artist.

PHINEAS STERLING, Proprietor of Sterling Cottage.

MRsS. PHINEAS STERLING.

MiLLARD FULLER, a “desirable” husband.

JosHUA HAMILTON, Sterlings’ aspiring Secretary.

REev. DRr. BuLL, a Millionaire and Widower.

ARTHUR BuLL, his only Son and Heir.

MR. STURGES, Sterlings’ Private Detective.

T. HowARD CARTER, of San Frauncisco.

JUDGE PENNYMAKER, a Millionaire and Widower.

Miss AURELIA BANGs, Mrs. Sterling’s maiden Sister.

JASPER, Mr. Sterling’s colored Servant.

BiLL ANDREWS, an honest Coastman.

GuesTs and CITIZENS.

SYNOPSIS OF SCENERY.

ACT I.

Grove on Bluff at Sterling Cottage.
ACT II.

Drawing Room, Sterling Cottage.
ACT III.

Interior of Bruce's Studio.

ACT IV.

Drawing Room, Sterling Cottage.
ACT V.

Drawing Room, Sterling Cottage.



A WESTERN HEIRESS.

ACT I.

(Scene located in Grove at Sterling Cotlage, at the sea-side;
Cottage in the distance at R ; Ladder leading inlo a tree, L,
Time, evening; Lights al Cottage. Enter BRUCE,L, listening
to Miss Vine singing in Cottage, and VAN INE, R, smoking,
walking nearly backward, also listening to singing. The two
men_foul with each other.)

BotH. (In unison.) I beg your pardon! (ZEack endeavors lo
cover his face, but each recognizes the other.) What! (Both
laugh heartily.)

Bruce. Well!

VaN INE. Well!

Bruck. 1say Walter, what brings you down %eve, at this late
hour, prowling about Sterlings ? ]
Van INE. I say Ned, what brings yox down here, prowling

about Sterlings?

Bruce. What brings e down here? Why,——why,—why,
——1I am on my way down to——to Sam Morgan’s, to notify
him of a—yachkting party to-morrow.

VaN INE. Yachting party! Strange! I have heard nothing
of one! Am I shut out?

Bruce. Oh no, of course not! You see, it is something de-
cidedly fresk! (Aside. Most decidedly!) Now I should
like to know why yox are down about here.

VaN INE. I, oh,——I,——then you would really like to know?
Well, I'll tell you, but you must keep it quiet! You see, I
have just purchased a——a——box of the finest Havanas I
ever took a whiff from! You will find them on the table at
our room; help yourself to them! This makes only half a
dozen I have got away with ‘this evening, walking up and
down the beach. Had to walk somewhere you know!
Nothing criminal about it, I hope! By the waydo have one,
(Gives him a cigar.) you will need it; you have a long walk
down to Sam Morgan’s! You will be lonesome,—you will
need at least a cigar for company.

Bruce. Walk down with me; ’twill settle your dinner.

VaN. No, I guess not, thank you, the jaunt would simply cause
me the trouble of eating another. I will go up to our 7oow,
and get some more cigars. i

Bruce. Well, I must stir my boots; ta, ta; be sure you go di-
rectly kome,; you will probably not see me before midnight.
(Extt, R, with a side laugh.)

VaN. Well now, I should really like to know what has started
Ned off on such a tramp to-night! I have heard of no yack#
ing party for to-morrow, and blamed if I believe there is to
be one! (Whistles.) And the more I think of it, the more I
think he is playing me a game! So we will see about it!
Ah,bha; oh,ho,myboy! I justthink it my dufy toloiterabout
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here a few minutes more, and see if the atmosphere about
this cottage is not sufficiently enchanting to bring the sly
rascal quickly back! Ah, ha; oh, ho! I d7d think I would
keep this little Jove affair of mine from him, just for a change.
Oh, hum! This courting a girl worth a million is decidedly
embarassing work! Yet I love Lura Vine as fondly as I
possibly could #f ske were not worth a penny! And shall 1
drop her, drop all thoughts of her, simply because she is z7-
‘ortunate enough to be wealthy? No,not 1! Yet I really
believe I could wish her poor/ It seems then it would be
much easier to tell her of my love. Then she would be more
apt to believe me in case 1 did tell her of it. But I have not
the keart, after all, to wish her stricken with poverly! No, I
am glad she is an heiress to a mil/ion, and queen of the so-
ciety in which she moves! I wonder if Ned is not inclined a
bit toward her cousin, Miss Grafton? I really hope he is,
and 1 wish him success! Ned is she best fellow living, my
dear old chum, and Miss Grafton is a fine girl, éz# she can’t
sparkle by the side of my Western gem, Miss Vine! I only
wish she were mine ! (Singing at Cotlage.) That’s her now!
(Listens.) What a bewitching voice! (Zisfens.) And if 'm
alive, here comes Ned back! (Zwufer NED, R, lislening to
singing. Van strikes him on shoulder.) A fine voice, that!
Ah,;ha! On your way down to Sam Morgan’s,eh? Oh,ho!
Yachting party to-morrow! Ha, ha,ha! Zook kere, my fine
fellow, let me whisper a thing or two in your ear. Ned
Bruce, you are in love!

BrUce. Well, what if Iam! To be in love is no disgrace!
Man was made to love! And Walter Van Ine, unless I have
deceived myself, and I think I have not, sir, I have cause to
whisper a thing or two in your ear! Yow've in love! Come
now, my smart fellow, own up!

VAN. Justso! Zam in love! 1 have lately found out my #we
calling. It is f0 Jove! 1 have always known that I had a
calling, but never knew what.is was before. Every man must
be good for something, you know. Hereafter loving is to
be my forfe. 1am going to cultivate it as a fine art. At
present I take pleasure in stating 1 am in love with Miss
Lura Vine, the Western heiress, whose sweet voice we have
just had the pleasuse of listening to. I don’t expect—I can'#
expect—my love for her will amount to anything, but é/as# it,
Ned, how can I prevent it! DI’m in love with her and can’t
help it! No, I don’t expect it will do me any good, but I do
flatter myself if I were only worth a million, as she is, that my
chances would be at least fair to middling. Birds of a
feather, you know.

Bruce. No, Van, you are not worth a mil/ion, but you are
not poor! I have been thinking, it was just twenty-three
years ago to-day when you and I were left at the foundling
asylum, and the fifty thousand dollars in securities, left with
you, after paying all our expenses, must by this time be nett-
ing 3'1ou at least one hundred thousard. That is n omean
sum!
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Van. Hav'nt I told you #ime and time again, that one-half my
fortune I placed in bank to your. credit the day I became
twenty-one! And it is there to-day, drawing you six per
cent. Our lots have been cast together, and I am defermined
we shall share equally!

BrUCE. And hav’nt I told you time and time again that I shall
never accept your funds! Van, you have already done too
much forme. You have paid all my expenses in boyhood,
educated me, put me through Yale along with yourself, and
of late have paid all my bills you could get hold of ; but now,
doing quite well in my chosen profession, I feel quite able to
dispense with your further ckarity /

VaN. Oh well, Ned, that will do for you to ZaZ2/ Tll admit
it sounds plucky, but not at all sensible! Do you know, if 1
really thought you would never consent to share with me,
you would make me very angzy/ But some one is coming
down the walk! It’s Mr. Sterling in company with a gentle-
man. Let’s get home. Don’t think it will matter if you don’t
go down to Sam Movgan’s to-night! Ha, ha, ha! [Exif L,
laughing.)

{ Enter, R, Mr. STERLING and Detective STURGES.)

STERLING. Nearly twenty-three years have now elapsed since
aur baby Mark was stolen from us in New York, and all this
while we have never gained a positive clue, except that offer
to return him for as much gold as my wife and I then pos-
sessed. Would that we had accepted the terms, though they
had made us beggars!- Alas, Sturges, this Itfe we have led
has been little but a life of suspense and misery !

STURGES. But, Mr. Sterling, I have more faith in this new in-
telligence, seemingly, than in any we have heretofore had on
the case.

STERLING. How well I remember the night when his mother
and I returned from the opera, and found him gone! It has
b=en a severe blow to us, and although we have ceased to
hope for his recovery, yet as long as we live we shall keep
some one on the search.

STURGES, I shall leave for Boston at midnight.

STERLING. Well, may luck go with you! Ah, Sturges, how
many times have I wished you that same thing, but all in
vain !

(Exit, L, and enter Misses LURA VINE and JosiE GRAF-
TON, R, waltzing down walk.) ]

Lura. What can be the matter, Josie, we have had but six
gentlemen callers this evening! And I have not been pro-
posed to in fwenty-four hours! 1 am getting lonesome, here
at the cottage! It really makes me fearfully blue! Iam al-
most afraid I’ll die an old maid, after all! Would it not be
a terrible death!

Josie. You have not told me yet your private opinion of your
Mr. Van Ine.

Lura, Oh,yes! Mr. Van Ine!/ Well! Do you know he’s a
queer chicken, that is, sort of a peculiar duck. Mind you, heis
no goose! It will take some one sharper than I am to_fozw/ him
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one jot. I can't read him any more than I can read Greek,
and Greek is not my language! If you believe it, I am wholly
undecided whether or not to place him in my list of lovers!
The nearest he has come to admitting that he cared a pica-
yune for me, was in a remark he made yesterday, when he told
me he really pitied the man who got took in by me, and would
not be in the fellow’s brogans for ¢Aree dollars and sixleen
cents. What do you think of such love as that! How about
Bruce?

Josie. Well—I must say I really fancy Zim. He is very jovial
and can talk sense as well as nonsence! Just think of it; you
know it is generally all one way withaman; and I’'m inclined
to think I’'ve favorably impressed him. But (skort whisile)
mamma wouldn’t consent to his paying me any attention if he
should wish to. He is not wealthy enough! Gold goes a
great way with her. Mr. Fuller is her idea of a husband for
me. I wishl was situated as independently as yox are, and
it would be adieu, Mr. Fuller, immediately! But you see I
hate to offend her, for since I came to live with her, since
my own mamma died, she has been so £izd to me, and been
to me a real mother/ ‘

Lura. Oh say, uncle has passed down this way along with
Mr. Sturges and must be coming directly back. Lets play
some fly joke on him! Lets scaze him! Don’t you know
how he delights in frightening s/ How canwe? What can
wedo? Ihaveit! Lets climb into this tiee and make him
think we are owls/ Can you hoot! I can! Hoo,
hoo——hoo!

Joste. Hoo, hoo! Splendid! hurry, I think he is coming.

. ( They hastily climb into the tree. FEnter Sterling, L.)

Lura. Hoo—hoo—hoo! :

Josie:. Hoo—hoo!

STERLING. What’s that! Owlsin this grove?

Lura. Hoo, hoo,——ho0-0-0-0-0-0!

Josie. Hoo,hoo——hoo, hoo——hoo, hoo!

STERLING. (aside.) Ah, I see, those girls of mine are trying
to perpetrate a joke on me, by personating owls! I’ll see if
I can’t get the joke on them. (ZLoudly.) Jjasper! Jasper’

Lura: Hoo, hoo——hoo!

STERLING. Jasper!

JASPER. (Enteving on vun.) Sir!

STERLING. [ hear some owls up this tree; fetch out my shot
gun, quick !’

Jasper. Owls! (Exif R.

Lura. (Aside.) Oh my! He’s going to shoot us! But he
car’t shoot till he gets his gun. We'll be owls as long as we
can. If we die, let usdie game. (Aloud.) Hoo, hoo——hoa!

STERLING. (Aside.) And while Jasper is after the gun, I will
give them the benefit of this revolver.

Josie. Hoo, hoo— hoo!

Lura. Hoo, hoo——ho0-0-0-0-0-0-0!

STERLING. (Sfeps behind a tree and fives toward the ground.
Girls scream.)
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Lura. Here sir! What—what—what- are you doing?. We
are not owls.

STERLING. You can’t fool me, [ know you are/ I've heard
owls before and s#of many a one. Guess I can tell an owl’s
hoot. (Fires again and more scveaming.)

JASPER. (ZEntering with gun.) Where are they?

( Giris scream and rush down ladder.)

Lura. Murder! Murder! (Lura vushes into Stevling’s arms,
Jollowed by Josie.) Oh, you horrible man! Wouldn’t take my
word for it. Are we ow/ls?

Josie. Oh—oh—how could would make such a mistake ?
STERLING. Well I declare! I have never been deceived so
before. Such perfect mz’micfy. Let’s hear you hoot again.

BoTH GIRLS. 7/4e HOOT’s all taken out of us. (Both sob.)

STERLING. Well, my dears, let's go in the cottage. I really
hope I have not winged you. (ZxifRr.

JaspeEr. Owls! ha, ha,ha! Owls! ha, ha, ha!l Owls! (Swddeniy
imagines he detects game ina tree, doa’ges around, gun goes off,
he is kicked over, gels up, goes and picks up a monster
turkey, that has fallen to the ground.) Whoop la! Mr.
Sterling, Mr. Sterling, 1've shot an ow!l. (Brings it fo
forward stage and throws it down. Sterling and ladies
veturn. Jasper puts om much style and with gun dances
around his viclim. Sterling examines.)

STERLING. Jasper, you scoundrel, you have shot one of my
turkeys. Sixty days for you in the Jaundry. (Al exit Rr.
Jasper greatly dispiriled, with his game.

(Same scene—daylight—enter L. Mr. Fuller and Arthur Bull.

FuLLEr. Well Arthur, how are matters progressing with you
at Sterlings? Isee you are somewhat inclined toward Miss
Vine, you young rascal! (ZLeering.)

ARrRTHUR. Then you have really n-n-noticed it. Oh-oh g-quite
well, thank you. F-f-father’s had several t-t-talks with her
and he t-t-tells me that she seems to think quite f-f-favor-
ably of me. You see I am his only son and tisn’t very
l-l-likely that she’d refuse a m-m-million. Oh-oh, I've no
f-f-fears, she won’t be foolish enough.

FuLLER. Foolish enough; don’t flatter yourself. What does
she care about your money? She has a million in her own
name. You had not better be too sure of her; there are
several about here watching her. There is that Van Ine, for
instance, who I am quite sure is cutting bait for his own
hook. Cnmparatlvely poor to be sure, but the more des-
perate. He will lay you out, Bull, if he can. Don’t you let
him do it.

BuLL. O, f-f-father’ll ff-fix him. S-say F-Fuller, that
f-father of mine is a d-d-deuced f-fine f-f-figurer. I’d b b bet
on him any d-day.

FuLLER. Ah, here comes Mr. Hamilton with the Cottage mail,
I wish to see him a moment, will overtake you.

BuLL. You n-n-needn’t be surprised if you d-d-don’t. I am
going t-t-to c-c-catch some f-fish for the cook.

(Exit Bull R.; enters Hamilton L. with a bundle of letters.)
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FuLLER. Good morning, Mr. Hamilton, I see you have a large
mail this morning. Please seeif I have a letter, I am expect-
ing one in care of the cottage. . R

HamiLToN. .Only usual assortment, those are for Miss \mg,
love letters, you know from her admirers. Proof that she is
worth a million. You see everybody loves her. Everybody.
Oh dear! Those are for Miss Grafton, about half as many,
consequently worth about half a million, and you see half of
everybody loves her. The balance are for Mr. Sterling, none
for you. (Fuller eyes the letlers sharply.) Good morning,
Mr. Fuller. (Exif R. Hamilton.) . .

FuLLER. Just as I expected. That infernal Bruce is trying to
engraft himself at Sterlings, I saw a letter in that bundle ad-
dressed to Miss Grafton bearing his monogram. Why in the
deuce did I not manage to hook it? Can’t think of a thing
’till too late. Pshaw! Yet, do I look upon this numbskull of
an artist as a -rival? .7, reputed to be worth %alf a million.
But you see Zknow I am not worth half a million. If my
debts were all paid this minute I would not have enough
money left to buy a bottle of porter. But, blast it I have
credif, and can run six months yet, without detection, and
in the mean time I must marry Josie Grafton. She has half
a million in her own name, and will probably be left a full
million by her guardian, old Sterling. Thank fortune Mrs.
Sterling is on my side and is anxious, ha, ha, ha, that Josie
should be my wife. There is nothing like conquering the
old lady firs¢. Marry Grafton I must, and blasted quick too,
or my game is up. (ZxifL.)

(Enter Van Ine R, with cane, smoking.)

VaAN. Well, I've had this roundabout walk for nothing. Did
not catch even a glimpse of the girls in passing their strong-
hold, and it is too early to make a call. ‘Probably will not see
her now till eveming. (Counts fingers.) Just think of it.
Eight hours. Now this must be what is termed dead in love.
Hope I shall never have another such siege of it. Itisfearful.
Suppose my hair should turn grey. What a g7ve away it would
be. (Looks al his hair in small pocket glass.) And my brain,
I may possibly have softening of the brain. (Feels of his
head.) 1 really believe my head feels a little softer than
usual, already. (Zooks fo L.) What! What! here come the
witches now. Have been over at the pond having an early
fish. Why didn’¢ 1 know it. (Enter josie and Luva vL.carry-
ing fishing rods and basket of fish, dressed in fishing rigs.)

Lura. Ifhere isn’t that nuisance again. Lets massacre him.
(Lura puts down her basket and canes him with pole.)

VaAN. Here, here, what are you doing. Tl have you in the
arms of the law.

LLura. Well I’d rather be in the arms'of the law than in yours.

Why are you roaming about here at this unseasonable hour, I
know you are out for no good. (Canes him again.)

VaN. Murder! - Are you going to kill a fellow outright with-
out trial. I'm no owl. (More caning.]- Let up! let up!
Give me a chance for my life, and I'll tell you why I am here.
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Listen! You see, my worthy landlady heard me speak last
evening about taking an early morning walk, and so sent me
off up the coast to buy fish. I expected to arrive back at
your cottage about your drea%fast time, but seeing nothing of
you, came directly by, and here I am, looking up Mr. Ned,
who is down around here somewhere, making a coast study.
Are you now satisfied as to the honor of my mission ?

LurA. Mo, 1 don’t believea word of it! I fancy you are snoop-
ing down around here trying to sfea/something! Josie, watch
my fish. (/n softer tone.) Yet, Mr. Van Ine, you do tell
a quite reasonable story, so let’s be friends. (T%ey shake
hands.) Hav’nt you really been to breakfast?

VAN. (Swmells of his hand.) Whew! Ishould judge you have
had good luck this morning !

LurA. You horrid fellow!

VAN. Oh, yes, I have had one breakfast, but you see after a
long walk one generally feels like eating a secornd, Don't
put yourself out at all on my account.

Lura. I hope vou don’t think 7was going to! Far from it!
I would not give you anything to eat if 1 possessed all the
food on the coast!

Josig. (Aside) 1 really believe they are in love !

[ Enter | ASPER with banjo, L.]
LurA. Oh, Jasper, give us some music; something lively!
JASPER. Oh, sartainly, Miss Lura.
(Jasper plays. and Lura and Van Ine dance sori of a clog,
and with Josie exit, R. _Jasper exil, L.)
[Enter ARTHUR BULL, L, with fish rod; lunck basket
and camp stool.]

ARTHUR. - All for l-I-love! C-catching fish for the c-c-cook!
F-f-father says he thinks I am after the c-c-cook! Says he

thinks I 1-1-Zove her! I 1-l-love the cook for various reasons.
Experience t-t-tells me if you w-w-want to l-live on the f-f-fat
of the l-land, to 1-love the c-cook. (Baits his hook, and wis-
lles some popular air.) F-f-father says he thinks I d-d-don’t
know on which side my b-b-bread is buttered. (Opens his
lunch basket and eats.) 1 think I d-do. This lunch was put
up_ by the cook. It’s o-only a m-matter of d-d-differencc of
opinion, that’sall. Ifyou d-don’t think I do, a-ask the c-c-cook
she knows! (Commences fishing.) M-mighty f-f-fine morn-
ing, this m-m-morning ; ought to have good I-l-luck. Hope
I w-will. f-for the c-c-cook’s sake. But pshaw! Idon’t think
I shall ever m-m-mar7y the cook! What an idea t-t-that I
should ever m-m-mar»yher! (Laughs.) Ain’t enough s-style
about her. F-f-father t-t-tells me t-that in f-f-fishing I had
b-better. f-fish for a wife! Ha, ha, ha! J-just as though I
n-zeeded one! 1'd starve surely in a week! No getting in
w-w-with the cook #fken/ Now just t-to p-p-please f-father
T'll bait my hook f-f-for Miss Vine. (Bails his hook.) 1 ex-
pect I must g-g-give the c-c-cook a show; that would be n-no
more than f-fair, you know. (More lunch.) L-l-let me see,
if it’s a b-b-big fish that I c-c-catch, it will b-be Miss Vine, and
if it’s a 1-1-little fish. it will b-be the c-cook! That’s f-fair!
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N-now all ready, 6-b-bite! (Pulls up a ULttle fish.) Pshaw!
I don’t w-want the c-c-cook, Zo keep! (Removes the fish.)
W-w-we w-won’t count that one, w-we’ll try it-again  Now !
( Pulls up another small fish.) The c-cook again! The cook
is h-h-having it her own way! We will change the s-s-state-
ment. S-small fish are t-too plenty here t-t-to suit {-father.
Now, if it’s a 1-little f fish it will be little Miss Vine, and if it’s
a b-b-big f-fish, it will be the b-b-big c-c-cook. That sounds
more like it! (Zhrows line.) Arve you veady? T-t take it!
(Hawls up an immense fish.) The c-c-cook’s mine! [Exit, R.
[ Enter BRUCE, L, with sketching wmalerial. Gazes
upon the scene before him.]

Bruce. Well, here I am again! What a lovely morning! I
never saw Nature look more beautiful. How grand the old
ocean is! Every wave, as it rolls in toward shore, seems to
wear a coronet. Now for a proper inspiration! (Arranges
kis paints, elc., and goes to work excifed/y.) 1must hurry and
get this piece completed, and get the money for it. My
finances are getting emphatically /ow, and 1 do so Zafe to ask
Van for more money. Among other bills, I owe that rough
sea-faring fellow, Bill Andrews, for sailing me down the
coast, and I know very well he needs his pay, and he must
have it!

[Enter CARTER, L, swoking ] -

CArRTER. Hallo, Bruce, at it again! (Loo#ks at kis work.) Well,
well, you are getting this scene down to a fine thing! (Gaps.)
Wish I was master of your trick, just for amusement. Time
occasionally hangs heavily with a fellow who has nothing to
do! By the way, Bruce, I have never paid you back that ten
I borrowed from you last week, and I am caught again this
morning without a dollar in my pocket, without even enough
to buy a fresh cigar with! I do so hate to be without money !
(Gaps.) ’Tis very disagreeable, indeed! But I shall prob-
ably receive a remittance from my banking-house in San
Francisco to-morrow. Well, good day. ~ (Stazts o go.)

Bruce. Good day.

CART}?ER. (Returning.) Oh, say, you can’t loan me another
ten?

Bruck. I am sorry to say, Mr. Carter, I have no tens to spare
at present. You see, | am not as fortunate as you are. [
have no bank account!

CARTER. Oh, but I suppose you Jove work. Some do, others
don’t. As for me, I don’t. I like money, but I had rather
borrow it, any day, than earz it. If you wish to make money
easy, borrow it! (Gaps.) Good morning.

BruckE. Good morning. [Exif Carfer,r.] T.Howard Car-
ter, of San Francisco, always expecting a remittance from
home, but somehow don’t seem to get it.

[ Enter VAN INE, R, lakes out memorandum.]

‘VAN. Mr. Carter, to cash, ten dollars. (Persues his book.)
Ten, ten, ten, ten. ( Zarns leaf.) Ten,ten.ten! It does beat
the mischief how many tens an enterprising fellow can loan
among his acquaintances in the short space of six weeks.
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Ten, ten, ten, ten! Over three hundred dollars all out in tens
during my stay at this resort! And every ten going to
be paid back Jo-morrow! That is, so they said when they
borrowed it. Ten, ten, ten.

Arthur Bull, ten; said old man was going to give him some
money to-morrow, and would hand it back sure. Six weeks
now gone. Ten, ten, ten.

J. Armstrong Bragg, ten, father coming from city to-mor-
row, bring money, pay back sure. His father has been back
several weeks, but no signs of money. Ten, ten, ten, ten!

Millard Fuller, ten; will give me check or pay money to-
morrow, sure. Told him to hand me the money, but have
not seen it. Some three weeks have now elapsed. Ten, ten,
ten, ten!

Mr. Carter, ten; expect remittance; hand it back fo-mor-
rvow. Ten, ten, ten!

If I make the acquaintance of a fellow to-day, within twen-
ty-four hours he is sure to come to me and request the loan
of a ten, and will hand it back to-morrow! What can a poor
fellow do! How can I refuse a young man ten dollars, when
he belongs to a first family! When his father.is worth a
million! 1 must be careful hereafter, and avoid introduc-
tions. That is the only safeguard I can think of. I will put
up a notice, “No. Introductions Allowed!” Ah, Ned, here
you are! Well here 7 am, after having a grand frolic with
Miss Vine! -Tell you what, Ned, she’s the girl for me!

BrUCE. So I hear you say!

VAN. (Zaking some papers from pocket.) Say, old fellow, be-
fore starting out I was over at your studio, and while there
you 'had three calls. Business seems to be picking up with
vou!

Brucge, Who were they? (FExcited.)

VaN. Why. one was,—you know him,—why, what’s his name,
—why,—your Jandlord, after his rent, and ydur wash-woman
and tailor, each with.a bill! 1 paid them all, and here they
are receipted. ( Throws them to him.)

Bruce. Isuppose you think you have done something cunning.
It’s all right, Van, I hope some day to pay you back for all
this. It is simply money loaned.

Van. It’s all right; of course it’s all right! And I take no
change back, as you well know! If you will not accept half
glﬂ funds, you cannot prevent my occasionally paying your

ills.

Bruce. There’s where you have got me. But say, we shall
have a caricature engagement at Sterling’s before long. ' I
have just received a note from Mr. Sterling to call and see him
concerning it.

VaN. Well that wi/l be nice! Of course you will have to have
my assistance? - You can’t get along without #ze /

Bruce. Well, yes,—or no,—that is, if you conduct yourselt:
properly in the mean time, and see that all my bills are
promptly paid.

VaN. Agreed! Within three days, if your bills all come in,
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you shall not owe a copper!

BrRUCE. Van, do you know that since I first knew the Sterlings
I have had some strange presentiments, some queer fancies?
At times I have imagined myself worth a million!

VAN. At times you perhaps have taken a little too much wine!

Bruck. Infact, I cannot believe [ was born to always remain
poor. There is something in my bones that tells me differently.

VAN. Most likely the 7keumatism.

Bruce. Nonsence, Van, you are growing more senseless every
day!

'VAN.y ‘Well, well, maybe I am. (Zakes book from pocket, and
lies down on grass to read . fo Bruce.) 1 have a novel here
that I have brought down to read to you, entitled, “ The
Cook,” loaned me by Mr. Arthur Bull. He says it is ** p-per-
fectly s-splendid "’ .(Citizens begin fo pass by, and stop to
examine and praise Bruce's painting.) The Cook; or, the
Heroine of the Back Kitchen. Complete in one volume.
Chapter first. (Crowd increases avound Bruce. While the
artist busies himself mizxing some paint, they put their fingers
on the wet paintiug to feel of it.) *Twas midnight; the kitchen
fires: had gone out, and Hannah, the cook,—the heroine of
this romance—had gone out also.

CiTizeN No. 1. Isn’t that splendid! '‘So natural like! He must
be a regular born genus!

CrtizeN No. 2. I have a boy who does that kind of thing, an’
I would trade him off for a kicking mule, any day! No money
in it!

CitizeN No. 3. Wall, I'll bet #za» zs/ 1 bet he would’nt take
a dollar and a half for that picter! Would you Mister, would
you take a dollar seventy-five for that ar?

Citizens. Runaway! Runaway! (A grand rush fo get out
the way of approacking team from the left; curtain drops,
and they run over Bruce and his painting, knocking easel, efc.,
over, and destroy his work, causing much clatter, curtain rises.
Bruce picks up his canvas, whick is completely ruined.)

‘Bruce. Two week’s work gone to smash! Van, I shall have
to ask:'you for the loan of fifty dollars.

VaN. - Ha, ha, ha! Why most assuredly! Quite sensidle!
And remember, one-half my funds are to your order af 7%e
bank! (Hands him money, and slaps himn good naturedly on
the shoulder.)

[END AcT 1.]
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ACT 1II.

(Drawing Room, Sterling Cotlage. Lura Vine's portrrit sitting
on easel. JosHUA HAMILTON strefching himself at table.
Evening.)

Hamirton. Oh, poverty, poverty, why did you pitch upon me!
Why was I not heralded into this world worth a million, as
were Sterling, Fuller, Pennymaker, and a score of others I
see about me every day! They possess all their wealth by
chance. 1t certainly does not require a very smart or ener-
getic man to inherit a fortune, but certainly does a deuced
smart one to accumulate one! As an inherifor, 1 think I,
Joshua Hamilton, would make a success, but as an accumu-
lator 'm a failure. (Counts his money.) Twenty-five dollars
is the extent of my worldly wealth. I am getting really un-
happy amid this poverty! By the way, I have just heard, pri-
vately, that Mr. Fuller won the other evening, over at the First
National, five thousand dollars at faro! They say ’tis better
to be born lucky than rich. Now, how do I know but 7 was
born lucky! If Mr. Fuller can win five thousand dollars in
an evening, perhaps I can! And if five, why not fifty! And
if fifty, why not a million! (Gess up and paces the room ex-
citedly.) 1 am a millionaire this minute! I, Joshua Hamil-
ton, will deposit my present fortune, twenty-five dollars, in a
faro bank, bust all the banks in the country, or get busted!
I almost wish I had never seen this Lura Vine! Why did
she come East? 1 was contented with my lot ’till I saw /e7.
1 Jove that girl! I can love any girl worth ‘a million! I am
just like every other fellow, Zuman! The fellows about here
are all telling her of their love, and why should not I? T/’
But I do not wish to offend her, I’ll speak to her about my
attachment, anyhow. -1 will break it to her gently. Come to
think, it will be no easy job. Now suppose she were here,
how the deuce could I tell her of it. There must be some-
thing lacking about me. It must be cheek! Now, let’s im-
agine she really sat here by my side, and I, Joshua Hamilton,
about to sacrifice myself. Ahem! Miss Vine,—ahem —well
really’ I can think of nothing to say. (Casts &is eyes heaven-
ward.) Well, I declare, I was never so destitute of language
before! If Miss Vine had actually been sitting here, I could
not have opened my mouth! I think the safest plan for me
would be to write out a confession of my love, and commit
it to memory! I will that! (Sifs down at table, writes and
vepeats.) “My dear, I love you from the bottom of my heart.
I can learn to love none other. Would that I knew thy heart
could beat for me as fondly and as truly as mine now beats for
thee.” There, that’s good/ Fairly poetical! Words come
right along!

[ Enter JASPER, R.]

JAsPER. Mr. Bruce has called to see Mr. Sterling, by appoint-
ment.

Ham. I will go and receive him. (Zwurns note over on table,
and exit, R. Enter LURA VINE, L, and seals at lable.)
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Lura. What a disappointing fellow Mr. Van Ine is! Afterall,
he is dead in love with me! Didn’t think there was any love
in him! But he seems to be fu// of if, by the tone of this
letter. ( Zakes letter from pocket and glances over it.) How
delicious! Too sweet for anything! Yes, I really do like
your style,—but you shall not know it at present! Young
man, [ feel it my du#y, in the absence of a mother, to give you
a slight check in your mad career! (Pués letter back in pockel.)
I reckon you need curbing! Let me see, what shall I write
him? ( Writes note on back of Hamillon's sheet, and repeats
aloud.) “Mr. Van Ine. My Dear Sir: I can give you no
encouragement whatever.” There, that will quiet him, I
think, for a while. “ Yours, in haste, Lura Vine) 1f this
note causes him to commit suicide, aZ/ »ight! All right any-
how! (Puts note hastily in envelope, and exit with il, L.
Enter HAMILTON and BRUCE, R.)

HaMm. Mr. Sterling has stepped out for a moment, and requested
me to say if you called, that he would be directly back. Ah,
here he comes now. (ZEnfer STERLING, R.)

STERLING. Ah, Mr. Bruce, glad to see you. (Zhey shake
hands.) Be seated.

Bruck. Thank you.

Hawm. (Observed looking around table and on floor, and fum-
bles in pocket in search of note. Exit, R, still looking, ve-
martking as he passes out,) What in the deuce did I do with
that paper!

STER. Allow me to congratulate you on your success in pleas-
ing the crowd at Sam Morgan’s the other evening. That cari-
cature you got off on me I have laughed over much; ha, ha,
ha! I have secured it, and sent it to my home in New York.

Bruce. Indeed, I am happy to have caused you so much
pleasure.

STER. The art must be a great gift to you.

Bruce. No gift at all, I assure you. It has to be labored for.
Practice makes perfect, you know, in all professions, espec-
ially in art.

STER. True, true, that is seldom thought of. Such skill is gen-
erally looked upon as a g#/Z . It is like receiving a gift from
one’s wife, and finding it charged among the bills. Well,
what I wished to see you about, in particular, is, two weeks
from to-night I am to have a gathering here,and I would like
your name on my amusement programme.

Bruck. I think I can be here.

STER. _ Well then, all right. I shall be much indebted to you,
and in the meantime I.will think up some cartoons for you to
produce. You see, severa) of the fellows have been getting
off theix jokes on me, and I wish to pay them back, with
interest.

BruUcE. Very well. But you must excuse me, I have an en-
gagement to fill, and must be going. I will bid you good
evening.

STER. I will see you to the gate. (Both exit, R. Enter Josie

and LURA, with lavge book under her arm.)
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L

URA. Wonder what business Mr. Bruce had here with Uncle?

Josik. I believe he is going to give some caricaturing here at

L

our gathering. So papa tells me.

URA. . Oh, that will be splendid! Of course, Mr. Van Ine will
assist him. Do you observe, Josie, I have got out my great
register. It is getting to be a terrible task for me to keep a
correct record of all my lovers. If they keep on increasing
at the present rate, I shall have to hire a book-keeper. Some
girls who are well acquainted, 1 presume, would have to hire
half a dozen. Oh dear, this being worth a million, and an
erzan at the same time, is something Zerrible! {(Opens her

00F.)

JasPER. (Entering with card on ptate.) Inquirers, for Miss Lura

L

in particular.

URA. (Readscard.) “Mr. Splinter, of Baltimore. List, 3876.”
Show him in the back parlor. (Refers to book.) 3876. Met
him first time June 16th, and have since had sixteen invita-
tions from him to take a drive; accepted none. Well, really,
1 have not got down Mr. Van Ine’s name yet! A clear gone
case now. He has confessed. (Wrifes.) ‘‘Walter Van Ine;
number 4250 But the grandest subject demanding my
present attention is Rev. Dr. Bull’s only son and heir, a reg-
ular calf. (Reads.) *“ Arthur Bull; number 4230. Oh,say, 1
have a letter from Mr. Van Ine! .Sweef is no proper name for
it! That fellow loves me wildly/ Terribly! Read it!
( Takes note from pocket and hands it to her.)

JosieE. And I have received one from his chum. See-if yours

L

can rival mine in sweefness. Ha, ha, ha! (Hands Lura a
letter.)
URA. Why this is mine!

Josie. And this is mine! We had them mixed. Strange!

(Laugh and exchange.) Mixed again! No; these letters are
alike! §

Lura. That’s Van Ine’s work, I know. Just like him! Never

mind; that joke shall cost him dear! (Znfer JASPER with
two cards for Lura.) Mr. Roorbach, of New Orleans, 2928.
(Looks at vegister.) Have had but one call from him before
this; ’twas love at first sight! I think he is in the tallow
trade, but wealthy. Mr. Dingle, of Boston; 1333. Another
case of love at first sight. One X, lovely; XX, quite lovely;
XXX, extra lovely. Mr. Dingle, I see, is entitled to the three.
Jasper, show them in the back parlor. (Exit jasper.) Mr.
Dingle is a learned gentleman from the Hub, a great scholar,
famous in literary circles,—~so he Ze//s me. He is quite class-
ical, and uses lovely language, especially when conversing
about cupid.

JASPER. (Entering with three cards.) Judge Pennymanufac-

turer wishes to see Miss Lura privately; Mr. Carter says he
has some business of a private nature, an’ Mr. Dobbin, who
called yesterday, is here now with a couple of gentlemen from
de Souf, an’ inquires for you, an’ wishes a few moments of your
private time. Miss Lura, as soon as you am out, tole me so!
Yabh, yah, yah!
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Lura. Show them in the back parlor, Jasper, and we will have
a grand private gatheriig. (Zxif Jasper.) Judge Penny-
maker, number 129, one of my first admirers after I struck
the coast. Mr. Carter, 4oo1. Mr. Carter went down upon his
knees at first interview. Mr. T. Addison Dobbin, so his card
reads, 3728, from the swamps of Florida. Says he is .poor
now, but expects to make a fortune by exporting alligators.
Is going to send me one. (Znlter Jasper with plate coveved
with cards. Show them in the back parlor, Jasper, and carry
in some stools. (ZExit Jasper.) 1 surely shall have to hire a
book-keeper! . [Exit Lura with her book.

‘ [ Josie rises and walks the voom excitedly.]

Josie. I hardly know how to answer Mr. Bruce’s letter. I cer-
tainly am in a quandry! He certainly is aware that 1 love
him! Surely I know he loves me¢/ But he must zof/ Yet
how can I prevent it? Poor fellow! He hasnoideathat my
heart is not my own! Mama has presented it to Mr. Fuller,
I suppose, (aisgusted) and 1 am heartless? What an impov-
erished creature I am! Ned tells me he loves me dearly!
Now, Mr. Fuller has never told me that. In fact, he has never
said anything to mie about loze! Don’t think he has ever
thought of such a thing! Yet he certainly would not marry
me unless he did love me, would he? Possibly! Men are
frequently such horrid creatures! (/Aledifates.) But Ned
Bruce tells me he Joves me dearly! One likes to be loved
dearly. (Feels in pocket, and looks in writing-case for letter.)
Wonder what Zas become of Ned’s letter! I can find nothing
of it. Have not seen it since yesterday, since Mr. Fuller was
here. Can it be he has stolen it? I really believe it! Tam
beginning to hate the sight of that fellow! I do hate him wiZ%
all my heart, theve, and 1 will tell him so! (Zhrows herself
on tete-a-tete and sobs.)

- [Enter HAMILTON, C.]

HamiLToN. I am here again, and alone! I think I will have
another rehearsall (Stgps in_front of Miss Vine's portrait on
easel.) Excuse me, Miss Vine, I have an important communi-
cation. [ love you from the bottom of my heart !—

JOSIE. (On tefe-a-tete.) Oh, Mr. Hamilton!

HAMILTON. (Embarassed, aside.) I'm satistied! I was never
born lucky! Faro has taken from me my twenty-five dollars,
and now Miss Grafton has possessed herself of my heart’s
secret! What shall I say to her? Shall I acknowledge to '
her! I mustnot! Miss Vine must not get it second-hand!
(Aloud.) Aha, Miss Grafton, is that you ?

Josie. Mr. Hamilton, really now, are those your sentiments?

HamiLToN. (Aside.) Aha, I have it! (Aloud) My senti-
ments? Oh, no! Iwassimply quoting a common expression
here at the resort!

[ Enter MR. STERLING. Exit HAMILTON.]

Josie. (Jumping up.) Oh, papa dear, you are just the one I
wish to see! (Zukes his arm.) 1 cannot fancy Mr. Fuller!
I never did. I am getting so I really kafe him!" Mama, you
know, thinks much of him, and wishes him to be my hus-
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band, but I can never marry Millard Fuller; that’s cerfain/
Never!
[ Enter MRS. STERLING.]

MRrs. STERLING. What’s that, Josie? Never marry Mr. Fuller!
You certainly are going crazy! Why, he’s to be here in fif-
éeen' minutes to see you, and decide on an early wedding

ay!

Josie. But mama, I have never agreed to marry the man!

MRs. STERLING. Yet Josie, your engagement has been under-
stood, anykow !/ And I have talked the matter over with him
time and time again. Phineas, I never saw such a foolish
girl! Going to refuse kalf a million!

STERLING. Well, settle it between yourselves. It’s a woman’s
affair at best. I will only say that Mr. Fuller seems to bea
fine fellow, and is probably worth the amount you mention.
I am going down the coast to a target shoot, am a little late
now, so you will have to excuse me. Josie, think the matter
over carefully, and don’t make a mistake. Mother, she must
not marry him unless she can love him! :

MRs. STERLING. But she can, Phineas. I know she-can! He
loves her dearly! I heard him say so the other day!

[ Exif Sterling, R. Enfer PENNVYMAKER, L, with hand-
kerchief and hat in hand.]

PENNYMAKER. Ah, good morning, ladies, excuse my hasty in-
trusion; has Mr. Sterling.gone?

MRs. STERLING. Just started this moment.

PENNYMAKER. Ah,indeed! 1 do notsee—(ZEnter Miss Vine)
Ah, good morning, my dear. I was on the point of inquiring
for you. I hope I see you well!l (Uses handkerchief.)

Lura. Quite well, thank you.

PENNYMAKER, I have a little surprise for you. My new yacht
has arrived off the coast, and it would greatly please Mr. Ful-
ler and myself if you and Miss Grafton would condescend to
join us in a little excursion to-morrow?

Lura. Oh, I should be delighted to go! Wouldn’t you Josie?

Josie. I do not care to go, if you will excuse me.

Mgs. STERLING. Why yes you would, Josie! Yes, Judge, she
will be happy to go! She will be delighted to go, I assure
you,

PeENNYMAKER. -Then we will call for you at proper time. (£7-
ter Fuller.) Ah, Fuller, they have consented to go! We
shall have a delightful trip! Ladies, I do not say good-bye,
but—( ZZrows a kiss to Lura, and waves his handkerchief as
ke backs out. All laugh.) ]

FuLLeEr. Good morning, ladies, and good morning, Miss Graf-
ton. (Goesup to her and grasps her hand. She withdraws it.)
What'’s the matter, my dear? i

Josie. Mr. Fuller, mama has just informed me that you were
to call this morning to—

FuLLer. To decide on our wedding day! Was it not, Mrs.
Sterling? That is my mission, and I trust you are glad to
see me!

[Lura exit; shakes her fist at Fuller as she goes out.]
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Josie. Then if such be the case, we had better talk frankly and
to the point!

FuLLer. Certainly; eh, Mrs. Sterling?

MRrs. STERLING. Do not be foolish now Josie, I beg of you!

Josie. I shall not be foolish, mama! Is it foolish to refuse an
offer you are certain would brirg you unhappiness? No I’ll
not be foolish!

FuLLER. Indeed!

Josie. Mr. Fuller, our marriage is émpossible! 1 do not wish
your hand, and shall reject it if you offer it!

FULLER. Ha, ha, ha! (Aside. Fuller, remember your bank-
account!) Well, well, this is quite interesting, is it not, Mrs.
Sterling? And I must say I admire your frankness, anyhow!
But Miss Grafton, I have calculated on this marriage for some
time! I have been received here, and it is generally con-
ceded that we are engaged!

JosieE. But Mr. Fuller, we are #zof engaged, and if you possess
a spark of honor you will urge your suit no further!

FuLLER. Even if you have not consented to become my wife,
your kind guardian, Mrs. Sterling, whom I greatly respect,
has, and now you cannot expect me-to drop the matter so
easily! Oh no, most assuredly! If you do not at present
admire me, Miss Josie, perhaps you can learn to after mar-
riage. I have seen such cases before now, where the parties
have become very strongly attached. We might also. You
know we are a// liable to change our minds. Mind is but a
fickle institution at best. Now I will admit that I have seen
the day, Miss Josie, when I did not seem to even care for yoz,
(when I was flush), but my mind has ckanged, and now 1 feel
as though I think considerable of you!

Josie. And I feel and receive your intended compliments as

" insulls!

MRs. STERLING. Oh, how foolish!

FuLLER. Oh well, Miss Josie, I must admit you are quite per?,
anyhow, and I admire you all the more! Do not think 1
shall treasure up any ill will toward you for so freely express-
ing yourself. Why, Miss Josie, my first wife did not like me
before marriage !

MRs. STERLING. I do not wish to compel you to marry Mr.
Fuller, Josie. I have simply wished for the union, as has Mr.
Sterling. (Josie sobs.) We knowing it to be for your infer-
est. Me. Fuller, I hope she will think differently of the matter
after a while. She don’t seem to know what is bes¢ for her!

FuLLEr. I see she don't!

JosiE. You are impudent, and 1 %afe you ; there!

MRs. STERLING. Oh, my goodness!

Josie. I hate and despise you! I will cry no more. Don’t
you ever speak to me again !

MRs. STERLING. Oh, my! Oh, my!

FuLLERr. I dare say you would sooner marry that penniless
artist, Bruce!

JosiE. Yes, than marry you !

FuLLer. 1 suppose you know, Mrs. Sterling, that he is dead in
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love with your ward!

Mrs. STERLING. [ did not; Josie, tell me!

Josie. Mr. Bruce does truly love me! But I have only treated
him as any lady should treat a gentleman. 1 have given him
no encouragement. -

MRs. STERLING. Josie, I hope you will not go to disgracing
our house! What would people say if you should marry such
a worthles fellow! I cannot think of such a thing!

JosiE. Mama, be careful what you call Mr. Bruce! Heisa
true gentleman!

FuLLer. Ha,ha,ha! Ihave observed for some little time how
‘the wind was blowing, and having too much regard for you,
Mrs, Sterling, to think of seeing your ward marry a person so
unworthy of you all. I have taken the trouble to look up a’
bit of this adventurer’s history. This wonderful artist, who,
by his clever tricks, can win so many admirers, is whally de-
pendent on his friend Van Ine for the payment of his &i//s/

MRs. STERLING. Oh, horrible!

FuLLER. He is of low birth, reared in a foundling asylum, and
in simmering-him down to tripple extract, is a perfect zobody/

Josie. (Confronting Fuller.) Would that 1 were a man/
(Puts her fist in his face.) . '

MRs. STERLING. Oh, my! Oh, my!

Josie. Yet girl as I am, I will allow #o oze to so abuse Mr.
Bruce in my presence! And no one would do it but a base
coward, that you are!

MRrs. STERLING. Oh, my! Oh, my! What sZa// 1 do! But
Josie, you must reason! Mr. Bruce may be a fine fellowamong
his class, but he is penniless, and unsuitable to associate with
us/ Therefore I forbid him the house, and your having any-
thing more to do with him! (_Josie sits down.).

FULLER. Such firmness on your part, Mrs. Sterling, is very
commendable. You are a very sensible woman, and as to
you, Miss Josie, I trust you will think the matter over, forget-
ing all that has been said. and arrive at a sensible conclusion!
(70 Mrs. Steviling, as they exit, R.) 1 will see Mr. Bruce
myself!

Joste. (Springing up.) And so will I see Mr. Bruce, and warn
him against a scoundrel!

[ Enter LURA, in viding costume and whip.]

Lura. Oh Josie, there is a yoke of cattle coming up the walk!
Do come and see them! (Z%ey look out of window, 1..)

Josie. How can you call Reverend Doctor Bull and son a yoke
of cattle!

Lura. Why, don’t two of them make a yoke? Ha, ha, ha!
By the way, Josie, the Rev. Doctor Bull has his eye on me
for his son, list, number 4230. He does his son’s courting,
and I imagine quite willingly, too, and says it will be all right
with Arthur. How is that? = Ha, ha, ha! " The Doctor knows
I'am in the market, because I told him so the other day, so
he asked permission to bring Arthuraround. The Reverend
Doctor had him over on the bluff yesterday, and managed to
get us together, but he is so bashful. You never saw such a
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modest young man in all your life. The Reverend Doctor
means business! You see, Arthur is or will be worth a mil-
lion when his pa dies, so the Reverend Doctor fells me;
then, along with »y million, so the Reverend Doctor thinks,
Arthur and I can live quite comfortably. (#ans.) Oh, by
the way, I must make a minute of ten dollars loaned Mr. Car-
ter last evening. Expects a remittance from San Francisco
to-morrow. (Seats af lable and makes charge.)

JosiE. (Going to her.) Do you know, I hate Millard Fuller!

Lura. 'Well, I mistrust it!

Josie. 1 despise him! (Lurarisesand lakes Josie by the hand)
You are quite sensible, inv dear! The first time I saw that
man I took a strange dislike to him, and it has kept increas~
ing since.

Josie. And here we have an engagement to go yachting with
him and that fossil of a Judge!

Lura. Oh well, we must go yachting just the same! If it will
be pleasanter for you when we get on the water, we will swap
gallants; you superintend his excellency, and I will monopol-
ize Fuller! It don’t make a particle of difference to me!

Joste. An idea has just seized him that I marry him immedi-
ately! And mama, whom you know has always been his
champion, encourages it! His great haste I think is caused
by Bruce’s letter, which I think he has stolen!

Lura. My idea exactly! Say, do you know what I would tell
that fellow the next time he came here and forced himself
into my presence, if [ were you? lust imagine you were Mr.
Fuller and I yourself, and that yonder door was open. /’d fel/
him this! (With an expression of ulter disgust she stvikes a
commanding attitude, and points out the open way, ends with
a little kick.)

Josie. My dear Lura, I did tell him to that effect to-day, but
he had the audacity to tell me he thought the more of me
for my speaking so_frankly! :

LuRrA. (Falls inio chair.) Oh, my! What a fly fellow! Why
did I not catch on to him in place of you. He must be a
jewel! I would like to deal with such a man as that!

Josie. The reason why I think he has stolen Bruce’s letter is
because he told mama Mr. Bruce was dead in love with me!

Lura. And did you deny loving him?

]0;.1]}3. i Indeed I didn’t deny it. If I had I should have spoken
alsely.

Lura. Now my dear, why don’t you marry Ned Bruce? He
seems to be the only fellow you care a fig for.

Josie. Mama has now forbidden him the house, and my having
anything more to do with him, simply because he is not
wealthy !

Lura. Are you not interested in your own maliters, in the
selection of a husband ?

Joste. 1oughtto be!

Lura. It seems to me that it is a matter that personally con-
cerns you!

Josie. Mama, you see, has really engaged me to Fuller, with-
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out even consulting my wishes, taking it for granted that I
would jump at the chance! You know, he is worth half a
million.

Lura. As for myself, I reckon I prefer doing my own engag-
ing. I may be mistaken, but I imagine there is a little pleas-
ure about that transaction that I do not care to let out. Ido
not wish to mix up with your love affairs in the least, du# if
I were you, and auntie should take the liberty of engaging me
to any man, black or white, rich or poor, without my endorse-
ment, legally speaking, I'd grant her the privilege of disen-
gaging me! That’s all!l 7 am @ Western gir/, and from
Chicago! :

Josie. That is just what I did do! Zawm an FEastern girl, and
belong to New York. (Z/ey shake hands.)

Lura. But why don’t the Bulls arrive? (Goes fo window, L.
and hastens back.) The Reverend Doctor is trying to pull
him up the steps! He can’t get him in, I am quite sure!
Such a bashful youth! Ha, ha, ha!

REv. DR. BuLL. (Ouw/side.) Come along, I say! (7he Bulls
appear at L, armn in arm, Son hangs back, observes the
ladies ; breaks away jfrom his father and exits. In the old
gentleman’s excitement, he gives him a good parting kick and
trips himself up ; ladies hasten and help him up, and arm in
arm exit, L.)

[ Enter FULLER. R.]

FuLLER. Matters have arrived at a strange pass. Marry that
girl 1 must/  After living a life of luxury I cannot dwell in
poverty! I would take my life first! That Bruce is my only
obstacle. He must be removed; removed! (Meditates.) 1
think I know a certain rough coastman, who for a few thous-
and would sink him—accidentally, of course—in the bay! 1
will see him! (Zakes letter from pocket) Bruce's letter!
He loves her dearlv, and flatters himself his love, in a slight
degree, is returned! Arrangements shall be made to rid me
of this rival! My point I will carry, by fair means or foul!
This death will give me a sure hand. We all must die, and
what-matters it if a little in advance of the time expected? A
single blow, and.all will be over! ’Twill be an easy death
for him! Ha, ha, ha! I will not forget my bank account!

[END AcCT 11.]
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ACT III.

(Inferiov Bruce's Studio. Numevous paintings on walls and
Sfoor,; “Harvest)' a female head, and * The Game of Foker,”
{wo men at table playing poker; all ave represented by pevsons
placed in darkened space, and observed by audience through
JSrames ; a painting of horses on an easel. Bruce painting at
easel portrait of Rev. Dr. Bull.)

Bruce.  Well, here I am, hard at work once more! And again
without a dollar in my pocket! Wonder if I will get any
duns to-day? (Zwnfer, L, BiLL ANDREWS.) Yes, here he
comes, that boatman after pay for sailing me down the coast.
Well, he must have it this time, sure! Ah, good morning,
Captain,—never mind,—I know what you want. You just
remain here while I step out and get some money. Will be
back in a few minutes; don’t fear, I'll be back—sure. Ah,
Van, what cou/d 1 do without you! (ZE=xif, R. ZEnter
FULLER, L.). .

FuLLer. Well, Saltie, what are you doing here; where’s Bruce?

ANDREWS. He has just gone out for a moment after some
money to pay me what ke owes e.

FuLLER. Not a very good pay-master, I fancy ?

AnDrEws. Wall no, boss, somehow he seems rather sloz.

FuLLER. Is he a particular friend of yours?

ANDREWS. Wall no, I can’t say he is, any more than any man
is who will give us a job. Business makes friends, you know,
an’ the more the pay, the bigger the friends, eh Bill? (Asks
himsely the question, and answers for himself, a peculiarity of
his.) Well I should snicker!

FuLLER. Ha, ha, ha! I believe you are the fellow who about
every week or so gets into the lockup down town? I imagine
you are pretty fough! :

ANDREWS. Ha, ha, ha! Are we Bill? Ha, ha, ha!

FuLLer. I fancy, my good fellow, you neither fear man or—
the devil. Am I right? )

ANDREwWs. Wall, I guess ye are. Ye see, Bill an’ I have edi-
cated ourselves to not fear any of our zabors !

FuLLEr. That’s right, and well put, too. Are you to be
trusted ? (Looks about room, to see if any one is around.)

ANDREWs. Who says we are zof to be trusted? Whko Bill?
(Looks bold.) 1f we are tough we are Aonest! .

FuLLeEr. How would you like to make, say five thousand
dollars ? )

ANDREws. Whew! Five thousand dollars! What say ye,
Bill? Well boss, we are fough! Ye see, I an’ Bill here, Bill
is my ¢nner man, we are the tough ones of our families! 1 dis-
kiver that every family has its pious one an’ its tough one.
Arn’ allow me to say that oze as tough as my inner half, Bill,
is, or I is, or perhaps even you yerself, boss, will answer for
a very /arge family, eh?

FuLLeR. I fancy you are pretty near right! But to business!
Swear that our business together shall ever remain a secret.
Do you swear?
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AxDREWS. Why of course we swear. Oh the devil, yes!
(Aside.) Hope he don’t think a fellow could live on this
coast a life-time without swarin’!

FurLer. Then listen. This Bruce, who owes you money, is
my deadly enemy! He must be fixed’ Now, what say you
to the job?

AxpreEws. Ah ha, oh ho! What say you Bill? I say, boss,
that’s a dang small sum for that kind of a fix/ Come down,
come down, shell out! Ye see, boss, that wou/d be a rather
small sum to retire onto! After doin’ such a job as that we
would not feel like workin’ any more! Make it ten thousan’
boss. and we will gin ye a fine job! Won’t we Bill?

FuLLer. Then ten thousand be it. I will pay you now two
thousand down, and the balance after he is fixed. 1willleave
it with you as to Zow you do it. When he goes out sailing
with you, would it not be a good idea to just chuck him over ?
You could report on shore drowned by accident!

Axprews. Good plan, ain’t it Bill? Good plan, good plan,
first-class plan, boss.

FuLLER. Well, here are the two thousand, and remember, the
quicker he is fixed, the quicker you will get the balance!

ANDREWS. (Zuaking money.) But had'nt ye better gin us a
due bill for the balance?

FrLLER. Blast your due bill! You know me well! You have
the word of a gentlenan! Is not that enough? [£xit, L.

AnDrREWs Havn’t we struck a gold mine! Ha, ha, ha! Two
thousan’ in han,’” and eight more in the bush. ’Cause we will
g0 up town an’ hammer the hoffiers, the man thinks we would
do murder! Whew, Bill, if we are gettin’ our names up like
that, we had better reform and jine the church! We can ’ford
it now with this money! An’ put in the plate a dollar every
Sunday; better than most of ’em does, I fancy! But how
can we get that ’ar balance? 1 have it! We will have Mr.
Bruce and his friend Van Ine go sailin’ with us some rough
day, and we will take Bruce down the coast an’ board him
’till we get our pay! We will gin him a thousan’ dollars for
a week of his time,—you see he is a poor duffer, an’ ’twill
help him on. We an” Mr. Van Ine, you know, can return an’
report Bruce drowned by accident! Boat tipped bottom side
up in a squall! Eh, Bill? Splendid! Goodidee! Wonder
if he has made the right change? (Counts money; puts it in
pocket as Bruce enters, followed by Rev. Dv. Bull.)

Broce. Well, my friend, here is your pay; sorry to have kept
you waiting. .

ANDREWS. You jus’ keep that ’ar for spendin’ money; we don'’t
need it!

Bruce. Why, what do you mean?

ANDREWS. You jus’ come out with us a minute, an’ we will
tell ye, won’t we Bill? (Zxif, L, ANDREWS and BRUCE. kev.
Dr. Bull examines his portrait on easel.)

Dr. Bur.  Aha! Herel am! Really, a fine looking fellow!
I didn’t know I was quite so good looking! A little flattery,
no doubt! In flattery lies an artist’s strengtk/ It certainly
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is younger looking than I am! I should say at least ten
years! But-I must say 7 /like 7t/ (Stands and smiles over it.
Re-enter BRUCE, L.)

Dr. BuLL, (Seafing.) 1 learn you are to soon give some cari-
caturing at Sterlings?

Bruce. Yes.

Dr. BuLL. Sterling is a good clever fellow. Always trying to
make those around him happy, but, poor man, he has seen
but little enjoyment since his son was abducted long years
ago.

Bruce. I understand he has taken it much to heart.

Dr. BurLL. Bythe way, how do you like his ward, Miss Grafton?

BRUCE. She seems to be quite prime in every sense, as far as
I have discovered.

Dr. BurL. Do you know, Mr. Bruce, I think she’s splendid!
And there’s her cousin, Miss Vine, a regular Western beauty !
Mr. Bruce, there is something fascinating about a Western
girl that [ ‘don’t quite understand. Wish I was not as old as
Tam! Oh, dear! But what a life-like expression you have
in that ﬁgure representing Harvesi! She seems really about
to speak!

Bruce. The figure is painted from life, a Miss Derby, stopping
at the resort; you have heard of her, I dare say—a great flirt.
( Waves her handkerchief.)

Dr. BurLL. Well really. I don’t know but I have! (Zooks at
Harvest, and she sweelly similes. Well really, (gefs up) really!
I have never before seen a face so life-like! If Miss Derby
was only here alive, instead of being simply some paint on
canvas, I should almost think her trying to flirt with me now!
Really! I see you have several new pieces. (Examines
painting of korses.) These are—ah—horses, are they not?

Brrce. Yes.

DRr. BuLL. I supposed so. I did not khow, but supposed they
were horses. Did they pose for you to sketch them?

Bruce. No, they were drawn fromn imagination.

Dr. BuLL. Indeed! What a vivid-imagination you must pos-
sess! Lovely! Exquisite! (Stops in front of “The Gamne
of poker.”) What's this?

RRUCE. The Game of Poker. Playing poker.

Dr. BuLL. So life-like— (7%ke figures play.) 1 declare! 1
almost think I can see them play! Ireally believe I saw that
man put down a card! You must be acquainted with the
game.

Bruck. Certainly, Doctor, it is important that an artist be ac-
quainted with his qubject Therein artists have to differ from
the clergy. 1do not play poker myself; I have seez it-played.

Dr. BuLL. Indeed! (Eyes Bruce over his glasses.) Indeed!
I am glad to meet one young man who does not play poker!
It is a great curse to the youth of our land! (Zxamines
Game of Poker again. They have got a pile of chips in the
pool! Wonder what cards they hold? (Zooks at right
man’s cards.) Three kings and a queen. Well, that's pretty
safe. (Looks at left man's hand.) Murder! Fouraces anda



26 A WESTERN HEIRESS.

king! (Notices Bruce.) Ah, that is powerfully painted,
powerfully! (Stops in front of “ Harvest.”) Beautiful, beau-
tiful! Young man, allow me to say you possess a powerful
brush! Powerful! Beautiful, beautiful! (She winks, and he
rushes to Bruce.) I am sorry, Mr. Bruce, to absent myself so
suddenly! I am pastor of a church, and I cannot allow my-
self to be winked at, not even by a painting! That painting
called Harvest has actually commenced it! You give too
much life to your pieces!

BrUCE. You must be deceiving yourself, sir!

DRr. BuLL. This cannot be a dream, can it? Punch me! Hit
me with something! No.I know I am in my right senses.
Mr. Bruce, you paint too natural! Don’t make my portrait
wink, will you? It would »#iz me! RuUIN me! I never flirt,
not even with a painting! Never! (Stops in front of his por-
trait.) Ah,itis good! It is finished, is it not?

Bruce. Itis now complete.

Dr. BurLL. I am perfectly satisfied with it. But of the two,
don’t you think you have—flattered me a bit?

BRUCE. Oh, certainly not!

Dr. BurLL. I do so hate to see flattery in any garb.

Brucke. [ always endeavor to paint true to life. If I have my
own way.

Dr. BuLL. But do you think I am as young looking as that?

Bruce. Well,—yes,—oh, certainly! )

i [ Enter Miss BANGS.] )

DRr. BuLL. Ah, here comes Miss Bangs; as a critic we will
have her opinion. Ah, Miss Aurelia, you have arrived just
in time. I have just had my portrait finished. We would
like your opinion. (.Ske views 12.) ;

BanGs. Perfectly lovely! With a desive to flatter kim.) But
it seems to me to look a little o/d’ (Fans.)

Dr. BuLL. (Youthful as possible.) Indeed! You ought to
know, certainly! Mr. Bruce, perhaps I had better have
another sitting after all. I wish to get it exact/ Well, good
day Miss Bangs, Mr. Bruce. (ZExit lively, L, waving kis hand-
kerchief fo Harvest” as he goes out.)

BaNGs. Mr. Bruce, you know I agreed to call to-day for
another sitting, I have called to get excused! The day out
is so lovely, I cannot bear to remain in. (Bruce produces
her portrait.) Ah, here is my beautiful face! You have im-
proved it much! But don’t you think the nose a little too
prominent? Just a little, you know, for /looks. And the
cheeks not quite plump enough; what do you say?

BruUCE. Perhaps. : i

BanGs. And my form seems a little #27%, don’t you think so?

BRUCE. (Looks at her ficure and slightly smiles.) Perhaps.

Bangs. And if I was smiling a little more, (Jooks very sour,)
wouldr’t you like it better?

BrRUCE. Perhaps.

BanGs. And if the eyes were a little larger and more lustrous,
I think it would be an improvement?

BRUCE. Perhaps.
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BanGs. And if there was a' little more color in my cheeks, I
think I would look fresker?

Bruce. Yes.

BaNGgs. What a beautiful portrait that is you painted of Miss
Vine! If I could only get one as good looking as #az I would
be perfectly satisfied! But I must be going. It’s such a
lovely day! [Exit, L.

BRUCE. (Dzsgusted) And what a lovely portrait this will be
when finished! If I humor all her whims it will resemble as
much the Princess of Wales! And if no one knows it, it will
simply be a joke on the artist! '

[ Enter VAN INE, R, with huge card attached to left
breast, “No INTRODUCTION ALLOWED.” Pulls
note from pockel, and waltzes merrvily about the
room.]

Bruce. What now, lunatic?

Van INE. My dear boy, I want my portrait painted immedi-
ately! I want it painted in elegant style! Paint me one
worth at least five thousand! Hereafter I have nothing ckeap
about me!

Bruce. Gone crazy, sure!

VaN. Crazy,am 1? (Hands Bruce the note.) Read that and
see if I am crazy! Note from Miss Vine! Just took it from
the office! Ahem! -

BRUCE. (Reads aloud.) “My. Van Ine-—1I can give you no en-
courvagement whatever. Yours,in haste, Lura Vine.” (Ned
laughs.)

VaN. hIf you please, now read it correctly, and then 7 will
laugh!

Bruce. I have read it correctly.

VaN. I know better! (Zakes note from. him confidentially,
but reads it cvest-fallen.) Well, I declare! This s strange!
The strangest affair I ever saw! I took that note out of that
envelope not over fifteen minutes ago, and it read differently
then! Decidedly! She must have changed her mind!

Bruce. What priced portrait did you say?

VAN. _(Zurns note over.) Here, here it isnow! This piece of
paper, like everything else, has two sides! Paint me a por-
trait worth Zen thousand dollars! Listen! “7 love you from
the bottom of my heart! [ can learn to love none other!
Would that I knew thy heavi could beat for me as fondly and
as truly as wmine now beals for thee!’ (Kisses the note.)

BRUCE. Please let me see it again. (Looks atit.) If you had
half an eye in your head you could see she never wrote that
part.

VAN. (Examinesit) 1 can't believeit! I don’t wish to be-
lieve it! I will zo# believe it 1ill I am forced to! (Looks at
it again.) The writing certainly does differ, but you see she
was in a different frame of mind! Perhaps the case does
need an investigation! However, I think Miss Vine wants
me to marry her! Of course, she should be a little shy at
first. I hate a girl who will nibble at the first fly! My ideal
must not be hooked so easily! My dear sir, courting a girl
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is a delightful comedy in one act. If the curtain be allowed
to drop too quickly, both parties eventually regret it! Sir,
Miss Vine is an orphan, and needs a protector! (Gefs up in
chair, and sits down on its back.) True,she’s worth a mil-
lion, but she needs a protector the same! ‘

Bruce. Please get down out of that chair! Would you ruin
my furniture!

VaN. A million will protect no woman! She needs the strong
arm of man, and in this case I'm the man! ’Tis |, sir, she
wishes to sit on the outer ramparts, and watch the approaching
enemy! ’Tis I she wishes to be her heavenly meteor, to il-
luminate her path through life, to marry her, and, I regret
to say, manage her finances! Duty bids me do it, and duty
I obey! Now my dear sir, some people, I suppose, are rash
enough to marry for wealt#, but he who so mariies lacks
the spirit of true manhood! You may even fancy 7 wish to
marry this heiress for her money! But what do / want of it?

Bruce. To pay my bills with!

VaN. No sir, you have sufficient means at your own disposal!
You have a credit at the bank:

I have detected an affinity existing between us that is bound
to make us one! Yes, sir! We are capable of making an
excellent pair of clog dancers.

Bruce. Iobject! (ZZrows book at kim.) If1 listen to a har-
angue of this order, I demand pay!

VAN. (TZakes out some coin.) What are your terms, sir?

Bruce. Come to think, I can’t be bought. Say, Van, I have
to step bver to our room for a few moments, and I wish you
to remain here while I am out. .

VaN. Why certainly, certainly sir. (comes down out of chair.
Exit Bruce, .) Walter Van Ine, artist. (Puls on Bruce's
painting rig.) Wonder what kind of a looking artist I make,
anyhow! (Gefs before mirror. Enter CARTER, L.) What,
Carter! (Zhrows down pallet and begins to fumble in pocke!
Jor money.) Here’s a ten; 1 suppose that will answer ’till
to-morrow.

CARTER. I am expecting a re—

VaN. Never mind the remittance.

CArRTER. Thank you; a great accomodation, I assure you.
Good day. (Aside.) If you wish fo make money easy, bor-
rvow it/ (Exit, L. FEnler PENNYMAKER, L, gives card.)

VaN. Ab, Judge Pennymaker; I have often heard of you, but
have never had the honor of meeting you before.

PENNYMAKER. I have called, recommended by the Sterlings,
or rather by Miss Vine, to negotiate for a portrait. Isce you
are issuing some fine work.

VaN. Yes, [ hope so. Pray, be seated.

PENNYMAKER. What is the price of your most elegant style?

Van. Five hundred.

PENNYMAKER. Unquestionably five off for cash with-order?

VAN. Certainly.

PENNVYMAKER. Well then, here is my check to bearer for five
hundred, less that discount. I knew your price, and expected-
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the five off. It pays to discount all bills!

Van. I guess that is so, Judge.

PENNYMAKER. A grand portrait by you at Sterlings of Miss
Vine. Now, for various reasons I wish mine painted in simi-
lar style and size/

VaN. Intended for a match piece?

PENNYMAKER. It may be some day. (Laughs and wses his
handkerchief.) You see, | am a particular triend to the fam-
ily, and i I should Zapper 1o marry her some day, it certainly
would be! Ha, ha, ha! Of course there is nothing certain in
this world, but I will say to you, confidentially now, my chances
at present seem gquile flattering!

VaN. (Aside.) My rivall

PeENNYMAKER. Now Mr. Artist, or what’s your name, you must
do me justice. Confidentially now, consider my age and as-
pirations! I used to be very good looking. (/s attracted by
“ Harvest,” who smiles on him and also winks.) Sir, gratity
me with your hand! (Gels up, and vushes to Van.) Young
man, you certainly eclipse all the old masters! They may
have painted as natural as life, but they never manipulated so
a production could wink! By my faith, I have just detected
several to emanate from that smiling beauty there! (Zlows
his nose, and waves handkerchief to her.)

Van. I beg your pardon, sir, but it is impossible for a painting
to wink! I am sorry to say you have symptoms common
with a person of very intemperate habits.

PENNYMAKER. (Leaning on Van.) Then I must be intoxj-
cated! (Zhinks.) Butreally I can’t recollect drinking any-
thing within a week! Guess I had better sit down! (Goes
and sits down. Van gets a supposed fresh canvas, and places
it on his easel.) What are those fellows playing, poker?
(Waves handkerchief {o “ Harvest.”)

Vavx. 1 believe they are.

PENNYMAKER. (Uses glasses.) They have got deuced good
hands! A flush, and two pairs and a king. Blamedif I don’t
think I am not myself at all, for I really think I saw that man
pull a q/:ard from his sleeve! He has now got two pairs and
an ace!

VaN. You will be all right in a moment; look this why. I will
map out your outlines to-day. It will take but a few minutes.
(Now for vengeance!) "1 say, Judge, wouldn’t you like a full
length portrait? You have a splendid pair of bow-legs!

PENNYMAKER. Sir!

VAN. (Aside.) Come to think, I guess he wouldn’t!

PENNYMAKER. Now, you know the style I wish, simply a bust
portrait. .

VAN. (Sketching.) Yes, wish to be taken on a bust! A regu-
lar bender! 1 say, Judge, do you often get that way?

PENNYMAKER. (Angrily.) Sir, I wish a bust portrait! Damn
it, don’t you know what a bust portrait 1s! '

VAN. (Laughing.) Why certainly! I hope you don’t find me
after following my vocation a life-time, ignorant as to what a
bust portrait is? I was simply 7% jes¢/ Aren’t you fond of jokes?
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PENNYMAKER. Oh,ah! (Swmiles and is move composed. Waves
handkerchief to “ Harvest.”)

Van. Would you like a Jarge or small mouth? Can give you
your choice. Some people are very particular!

PENNYMAKER. I would like Pennymaker’s mouth! (Aside.)
Another joke! R

VaN. Then I will put you down Zarge/ Nose, quite nosey;—
cheek, large possessions; don’t you think I had better paint
you on a wig? ’Twill cost no more! '

PENNYMAKER. Sir, I wish zo wig!

Van. How would a nice pair of mutton chops suit you?

PENNYMAKER. I wish zo mutton chops! Damn your mutton,
chops, sir!  (Pounds with cane.)

Van. I beg your pardon! (Swmiles.)

PENNYMAKER. Joke? ( Waves handkerchief to ““ Harvest.’)

VAN. (Stops work and looks.) Do 1 see a wart on the side of
your nose?

PENNYMAKER. No,sir! (Pounds with cane.)

VAN, Well, don’t you think I had better paint one on? There
may be one there some day, Judge!

PENNYMARER. (Jumps up pounding with cane.) Damn your
warts, sir!  You are a base piece of impudence! What have
you got there? (Advances to examine sketch,; Van endeavors
o turn it avound so he can’t see it, and exhibits to audience a
rediculous carvicature Skefch must be previously made and,
kept from aundience.)) Sir, 1 am grossly insulted! (Strikes:
canvas with cane, and knocks it off easel.) Bruce, you are a
scoundrel!

[ £nter BRUCE, R.]

VaN. (Keeping a good distance from Pennymaker.) Bruce, I
make you acquajnted with Judge Pennymaker. You heard
him call you a scoundrel! Make him prove iz/

[END AcT 111.]
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ACT IV.

(Drawing Room, Sterling Cottage. Rev. Drv. Bull and son
seated. Arthur very evect, and drvessed very trim. Arthur's
hat on table.)

Dr. BuLL. Arthur, you must not expect your old father to do
all your courting! Of course, I am willing to assist you all I
can, but you must not depend on me wholly! I am not as
young as I used to be! 1If I only zere, I would do it all wi/-
lngly! Miss Vine, I am quite sure, has a deep regard for
for you, but she is, of course, a little parficular, and if you wish
to marry her, you will have to make her believe you are in
love! Don’t you see? If yvou wish her to love you, you must
impress her with the idea that you love 2¢7/ You must make
her ¢Aink it, whether you do or not!

ARTHUR. B-b-but howshall Idoit? (Arthur looks frightehed
thinking he hears her coming.) Pshaw! Why didn’t you
t-t-tell her so? 1'd stood b-b-bye you!

Dr. BuLL. I have told her that you loved her devotedly, but 1
know she would rather you would tell her yourself. You
must do it to-day, before you leave this house!

ArRTHUR. W-well I will, if it will, if it will do any g-g-good.
But it’s n-n-not very p-pleasant for me! T’ll be glad when it’s
o-o-over with! Its all f-for your s-sake! N-not’s I c-c-care
anything about it!

Dr. BuLL. Girls are such peculiar creatures! Now, she would
not take 7y word! Said I was jesting! But she will believe
you, Arthur! Do you suppose your proud mother would ever
have accepted me if I had sent your grandfather to see about
it?  No sir! You should see her yourself! Converse with
her on different topics. entertain her in this way and that,
and before you know it you will become strongly attached to
each other. Then an engagement can be easily made!

ARTHUR. Oh d-dear, I d-dread it.

Dr. BurLL. What! Dread an engagement to Miss Vine?

ARTHUR. N-n-no! The sigge’’ i

Dr. BurLr. Dread courting such a beautiful girl! It should be
the pleasantest task of your life! .

ARTHUR. Yowx may thinkso! Waell, what shall I t-t-talk about?

Dr. BuLL. Talk nonsence! Talk anything! The /Jess sense
you 1alk, the better a girl will like you!

ARTHUR. I$ that w-why mother happened to t-t-take such a
f-f-fancy to y-y-you? But you see there is n-no n-nonsence
in me!

Dr. BuLL. You had better say there is no sezse in you! There
is plenty of nonsense in you; too much of it. Be sensible
now, Arthur, ozce in your life. Iam.going now. You remain
here ’till you see her, and do not fail to tell her of your love.
NOZ please your old father! (Z%e Doctor pals his son on
head.)

ARTHUR. Y-y-yes, sir! (Exit Dr. Bull, L. As soon as ke is
gone, Arvthur goes and sils very upright and sober near the
door at L. Enter Miss GRAFTON on the arm of BRUCE, and
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Miss VINE oz the arm of VAN INE.  They seat avound a table
in centre. Arvthur quietly gets up and slides oul, leaving his.
hat) )

Lura. Whose hat is that? What gentleman is here? (Goes
and picks up hat.)

Van. [ think that property belongs to Mr, Arthur Bull.

LurAa. Yes,itishis! Where can the dear creature be! (Zooks
behind doors and under lounge, then out door.) There he goes
running toward the water! Wonder if he is about rescuing
some one!

VaN. Trying to zescue himself, I imagine. When we came in
he sat by the open door!

Lura. Oh,indeed! The Reverend Doctor must have placed
him there! Ha, ha,ha! He probably thought his chance slim
when he saw you fellows with us! Do you know, the whole
resort is praising both of you for your bravery in rescuing us
from the wrecked yacht, while Mr. Fuller and Judge Penny-
maker are getting joked shamefully! * )

VaN. We deserve no extra credit. People can praise if they
wish—we cannot prevent. We only did our duty! .

LurA. Modestly spoken, Mr. Van Ine, but mercy, what a swim
we had! And what a walk around in our wet clothes after
landing! How rediculous! I have laughed about our yacht-
ing adventure with the Judge and Mr. Fuller all day, and if
you believe it, I was swinming around the bay all night in
my imagination! Is dream telling in order ?

ArrL. Oh, certainly!

Lura. Then I will tell you of one of my adventures. ’Twas
this: Ahem! It was a beautiful afternoon, and I was sitting
alone on the bluff near the old eagle’s nest, listening in medi-
tative posture to the music of the waves splashing along the
rocky shore, when suddenly the soft fanning zephyrs sprang
into a gale, dark clouds took possession of the heavens, and
heavy thunders rumbled and tumbled along-the rugged coast,
and broad belts of angular lightening flitted across the firma-
ment! Ahem! I gazed out on the frothing waters, and oh,
horror! there you were, Mr. Van Ine, clinging in dispair to-an
old fashioned hen-coop. I thought I heard a faint cry for
help, and notwithstanding I mistrusted you had been out steal-
ing chickens, I rushed down ‘the bluff, threw off my hat and
slippers, took off my false hair (Zaughs), plunged into the
foaming surf, swam out, and towed you safely into port! (A%
laugh and appland.)

VaN. And how can I thank you for your bravery’

1.urA. No thanks required. [Zon/y did my duty!

Bruce. But we have heard nothing from Mr. Fuller since the
“_/ric'king of the yacht! Hope his fright did not make him
sick!

Josie. No, I guess not; he was here this morning to see mama.
Dear Lura, I wish you would take Mr. Van Ine out after a
button-hole bouquet; I wish to tell Mr. Bruce a secret.

VaN. But Ned and I have no secrets. Ned, will you tell me all
about it? ’
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Bruce. Certainly.

Van. Then for a button-hole bouquet! (Z%ey exif, r.)

%3051}5. You got my note, warning you against Mr. Fuller?
RUCE. Idid. ]

Josie. I think I have sufficient reasons for mistrusting he
wishes you harm! .

Bruce. Do not fear, I shall be on my guard. But Miss Josie,
you have given me no answer to my note.

Josie. I know it, and should have answered it before. Mr.
Bruce, I can tell you truly, I hold you in esteem high above
all others, and as long as we live I will remain true to you,—
if you wis# it!

BRUCE. You will! (Grasps her hands.)

Josie. (Withdraws thesn.) But at present I acknowledge you
only as a friend. This will probably. be the last time I shall
be allowed to receive you here as my guest—until—

BrUCE. But—

JosIE. No, no, do not ask me why! If you Jove me be patient,
as I promised to be fai¢hful, praying in the meantime that
conditions and opizions may change.

Bruce. 1will! {(Grasps her hands again.)

Josie. But where are those fugitives! Let us look them up!

) [Exit, r.
[ Enter LURA and VAN INE, L, with huge button-
hole bouguet.]

ILURA. Josie, my darling, where are you?

VAN. Guess they have stepped out among the flowers, so you
can tell me a secret!

Lura. IfIdid, you would %/ it to everybody! Pshaw! Mesn
can’t keep secrets!

VAN. Tell me one, and see if I can’t!

Lura. Will you promise zever to repeat it?

VaN. I promise upon my word as a gentleman and a scholar!

LurA. Then listen. (Assures herself that no one is near.) 1
think that Mr. Bruce is in love with Miss Josie!

VAN. Indeed! (Prefendsio faint, and sits down,; Lura laughs.
He gets up and grasps her hands.) 1should hardly think that
of My. Ned! But come now, tell me honestly, what did you
think of my Zetter 2

LurA.. Yourletter! Indeed! I thoughtitagood copy’/ Yes,
and from Mr. Bruce's note to Miss Josie!

VAN. (Horvified.) Copy! Then I infer you think I did not
originate it!

Lura. I emphatically do!

VaN. Well then, seeing that you young ladies have held an 1n-
vestigation, and as I cannot tell a lie, I shall not deny the
charge! I did copy his note, unbeknown to him, admiring
his style, and knowing I could not better it, as it contained
my sentiments exactly! Pretty sweet, wasn’t it? But I did
not expect that you showed your letters around to every-
body! I simply wished to satisfy myself on this very subject.
I think it sort of a betrayal of confidence. I shall never dare
to write you again anything I skould object to having pub-
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lished in a newspaper! By the way, I wish to ask you if you
compose all the notes yox send away?

Lura. I certainly do/

VAN. (Grasps her hands.) Then you do love me from the
bottom of your heart?

Lura. I never said [ did!

VAN. (Zakes note from pocket in haste.) Never said you did!
Look here! This is from your note! (Reads.) *“1 love you
Jrom the bottom of my heart! I can learn to love none other!

Would that [ knew thy heart could beat for me as fondly and
as truly as mine now beats for thee.” Do you recognise those
words?

Lura. No, sir! None of mine!

Van. Isv’t that your envelope?

LURA. Yes, sir!” But those are not my words!

VaN. Those words came to me in that envelope! But repudi-
ate them if you will! Make me miserable! But oh,—make
yourself Zagpy! 1 must go—

Lura. Don't be in a hurry. (Reads the note confusedly.)

Van. 1 must go!

Lura. (Skarply.) Sit down! (Van drops into chair, and she
bursts out crying, and thvows hervself on floor at his knees.)
Those are not my words,—and don’t you twit me of them
again,—but—they are my sentiments!

VaN. They are! (Tkey both cry.)

LurA. Oh, pshaw! (Wiping her eyes.) How foolish! We
must )be happy now! Say, Walter, can you sing? (Breaks
away.

VAN, No, I never could!

Lura. Oh, you must! (Fumbles over music on piano.) You
can sing some easy piece!

VaN. Pshaw! 1 can’t sing anything!

LURA. (gravely.) Mr. Van Ine, I have always said—I should
never—marry a man—who couldn’t-sing!

VAN. Oh well, Zcan try’

Lura. That sounds more like it! Ah, here is “Eyes so Blue.”
It is lovely; you have heard me sing it. Now, I think-I will
put your voice under a systematic course of fraining. Stand
up here, erect—shoulders thrown back—there, that is good—
ready, now—sing— (Orchestral accompaniment.)

‘“ Eyes so blue, eyes so blue, laughing, lovely, fond and true,
How I fear to gaze on you, eyes so blue, to gaze on you;
Eyes so biue, eyes so blue, I fear to gaze on you!”’
(qu.ra )/zz'ts kim across shins with cane with whick she beals
Tme.

VAN, Oh, murder! What are you doing! Do you take me
for time 2

LurA. Oh, ho, did that little thump hurt you?

VaN. I shouldrsay it did!

Lura. (Gravely.) My. Van Ine, I have come to the conclu-
sion—that I do not care—to marry a man—who cannot stand
—a few thumps! .

VaN. Oh, I was only fooling!/ It did not hurt me one bit/
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Ha, ha, ha! But don't kit twice in the same place! (They
sing again, and Van endures a jew wmove thumps with good
grace.)

““Golden hair, golden hair, oh, your lovely braids so rare!

1’1l soon be driven to despair! 'I'o despair, golden hair,

Hits.)
1'll soon be driven to despair. Oh, golden hair! Oh, golden hair! (Mafes_/t/z;ﬂ)z
wink.

Sunny smile, sunny smile, your’s is more than mortal wile. (Makes him wink.)

You bewitch me, you beguile, (/its) ] i
Sunny smile, sunny smile ! You bewitch me, sunny smile. (Makes hine wink.)

In case ypf encore:—

Lips so red, lips so red, roses ne’er such fragrance shed! (H7n#ks)

1'd wake to kiss you were | dead, were I dead, Lips so red! (Hits.)

1’d wake to kiss you were } dead ! 1’d wake to kiss you were 1 dead! (Winks.)

Lips so red, lips so red, 1’d wake to kiss you were I.dead, were 1 dead, were 1
deac.”

Lura: That's splendid! I think that will do at presens. 1
must be careful and not have you over do/ Can you execute
music?

VaN. Yes, hang it!

LLura. There! I will forgive you 7//is time, but zo more such
witticism! Walter, do you recollect that dance we had one
morning on the bluff?

Vawn. I'll look in my memorandum! (Feels for book.)

LuraA. You nuisance, yes you do remember it—you can zever
forget it! Let’s have some more of it! (Z7%ey dance, and
exil, R.)

[ Zime changes to evening. Enter Miss VINE.]

Lura. Well, I wonder what this house is coming to! Never
thought I would ever be mixed up so in a real romance!
And I've promised Walter with a woman’s oath to keep his
secret! Can’t even tell Josie, poor girl, that Ned is not dead
but sleeping—in a fisherman’s shanty! It is now nearly a
week since Walter and those coastmen reported him drowned.
Poor girl, she has at last been persuaded by Mrs. Sterling to
think 1t her dufy to marry this wretched Fuller, the scoundrel!
Of course, she thinks he had nothing to do with Ned Bruce’s
supposed death! Poor thing, she is about crying herself
blind this minute! Mr. Sterling’s entertainment is comirg off
the same, and instead of caricaturing by Ned Bruce, this
scoundrel Fuller is calculating fo substitute his marriage with
Miss Josie! O#, you villain!  Ned and Walter are to be here
on time to block -his game, according to programme number
two, and in case they are delayed, 7 am to interfere! (Goes
and looks out window. FEnier HAMILTON, R.)

HamiLToN. (Aside.) Isshenot beautiful! Now is my chance!
(Pulls note from pockel, haslily vuns over it, rushes to her stde
and kneels.) Miss Vine! 7 love you from the bottomn of my
heart! I can learn to love none other! (Lura strokes his
head with her hand.) Would that I knew thy heavi— ( Jasper
enters with cavd, but observing the scene, hastily retreats.)

Lura. Let me see, I think I have heard those words before!
I reckon it must be a favorite composition about here!

Ham. Listen! (Hands over heart.)
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Lura. Getup! Getup! (Lifts him up by coat-collar.) Mr.
Hamilton, I am engaged!

Ham. (Aside.) Too late! Luck again against me! (Aloud.)
Miss Vine—ah, allow me to congratulate you—ah, excuse
me, but I have been connecting myself with an amateur
dramatic association! What do you think of my acting?

LurA. Indeed! (ZFEmbarassed.) 1 think it is quite natural!
My opinion is you are a success?

Ham. Thank you! (Zxif, R. [Enfer JASPER with card,
cautiously.) _

LurA. What, is it possible! 4230! Show him in, Jasper, and
do not let him escape! What a simpleton 1 just made of my-
self, in telling Mr. Hamilton I was engaged, when ke was only
in jest/ (ARTHUR BULL wshered in by JASPER, very bashful.)

LurA. Good evening, Mr. Bull.

ARTHUR. I think itis, y-yes/ - F-f-father sent me o-over!

(Lura takes his hat.)

Lura. Indeed, your father is very kind. (Zkey sif down.)

ARTHUR. Y-y-yes! H-he’s spoken to you about me?

Lura. Oh yes, he has often mentioned your name !

ARTHUR. Y-y-yes! (Zwiris his thumbs.)

Lura. And I suppose he has spoken to you of me?

ARTHUR. Y-yes. He’s spoken t-t-to you ’b-’b-’bout me?

Lura. Oh, certainly!

ARTHUR. Y-y-yes, I t-told him t-t-to! W-w-well, what d-d-do
you think ’b-"b-"bout 7£2

LurA. About what?

ARTHUR. ’B-’b-bout our marriage! Ok’ (“Oh” in breath;
Jrightened,; sees he is in for it, and drops on his knees. Jas-
per enters with card, but hastily vetveats. Lura helps him
back to seat.)

Lura. Why really, Arthur,—excuse my calling you Arthur.

ARTHUR. Y-y-yes! (Pleased.)

LurA. But really, Arthur, marriage is a subject I have thought
little of ! I will not allow myself to think of it! (Bull looks
sober.) Most likely Ishall never marry! (More sober.) Yet
when I get older, when I am thirty-five or forty, I may think
the matter over,—but no, I will not say it; in fact, I see so
much misery brought about through marriages, I am resolved
to live and die single! (Bull looks most sober.) This con-
clusion is final, (Bull pulls out handkerchief.) and 1 beg you
will not #7ge me to change my mind! (Sobs and uses hand-
kevchief.)

BuLL. Boo—hoo—hoo! It w-w-will almost b-b-break f-fath-
er’s heart! Boo—H00—HOO! (Looks up at herv, and then
sobs more billerly.) Wherve's my hat? (Quils weeping;
Lura gets his hat. Entcr JASPER with card.) Where’s m-m-
my OTHER h-h-hat?

Lura4, Jasper, get his other hat. Good-bye, Arthur! .

ARTHUR. C-c-call me B-Bull, if you p-p-please! (Exil, with
dignity.)

Lura. 2999 again! (ZEnler JuDGE PENNYMAKER, Zively.)

PENNYMAKER. Ah, good evening, Miss Lura! Here we are at
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last alone! I hope I have the pleasure of finding you in good
spirits.

LurA. You have that pleasure, Judge. Pray, be seated.

PENNVMAKER. Thank you, but for a fleeting moment. As
usual, I am in great haste! I am about transferring this
eve a large quantity of stock, making a nice thing out of it,
and you will excuse me if I mention my present business
without much superfluous ceremony! (Uses handkerchief.)
Miss Lura, I suppose you have not failed to observe that [
have had my eye on you for some time!

LuUrA. ({mmocently.) Which one?

PENNYMAKER. (Laughs and uses handkerchief.) Pretty good!
Both of them! And I would feel perched on the highest pin-
nacle of earthly enjoyment if you would consent to dwell
continuously within their orbit! Will you not object to plac-
ing yourself under their observation and guidance? I tremble
for your answer! (Blows ’his nose.)

Lura. Well, Judge, you take me a little by surprise! I hardly
think it would be doing right to discharge my present man-
ager at home, without cause or provocation. I can find no
fault with him; in fact, I am perfectly satisfied with his
management!

PENNYMAKER. You mistake me! I see I did not sufficiently
elucidate my position! (Drops upon his knees. FEunler JAs-
PER, who suddenly rvetreats.) Will you—will you be my wife2

LuraA. (Lawghing.) Why, I thought you simply wished to be-
come manager of my finances! Get up, Judge, before some
one sees you! I will tell you something. (Jfudge seais.)
You have not joined any dramatic association, have you?

PENNYMAKER. No, no, certainly not!

LLura. Sure?

PENNYMAKER. Yes, surel :

LurA. ( With handkerchiel over face pretends to sob, but seen
by audience to langh.) I'm—I’m—engaged! (Sobs aloud.)
PENNYMAKER. (Gelting up and cavessing her.) There, there,
don’t cry, dear Lura. What if you are! Break the engage-

ment! If you can’t, fly with me! (Streiches oul arms.)

Lura. Oh no (guils weeping), I do not cry because 'm enr
gaged! Dve had these sobbing spells all day! This morn-
ing, without a moment’s previous sickness, my pony, Saznc/o,
you've seen me ride him, died in a iz Boo—hoo—ho!

PENNYMAKER. Good evening! (Grasps hat and rushes oud.
Enter | ASPER with card.)

LuURA. 4oo1; show him in, Jasper. (Exi? Jasper. Probably
wishes to pay me that borrowed money. (Znfer MrR. CARTER.)
Good evening, Mr. Carter.

CARTER. Miss Vine, I am glad to see you, socially, and in a
business point of view. (Gaps.)

LurA. Indeed; be seated.

CARTER. Thank you. I have heard from San Francisco at
last, and my remittance has not been equal to my expecta-
tions! (Gaps.) 1 have all along been in hopes of being able
to pay my friends, who have kindly accomodated me, at least
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three cents on a dollar, but I shall certainly be unable to do
even that! (Gaps.)

Lura. Ido not doubt your honor in the least, Mr. Carter, and
if you are hard driven do not think of the small sum loaned
you. Ireckon I can get along.

CARTER. But—but, Miss Vine, I cannot allow your generosity.
I assure you it will pain me exceedingly to wrong you out of
apenny! (Gaps.) I wish to deal honorably, especially with
the ladies/ It was a great accomodation, your loaning me
the sums you did! A genuine &indness 1 shall never forget!
By the way, Miss Vine, I 4ave a plan by means of which you
can secure the whole amount. (Drops on knees.) Marry--
me! (Perfectly cool.) ’

LurA. (Both arise.) Mr. Carter, such £indness, such -self sac-
»ifice on your part, I should feel loth to permit! A receipt
shall be handed you in full of account. Good evening, sir!
(Waves her hand toward the door.)

CARTER. Never mind your receipt. It won’t matter. Save
time and paper. Good evening. [Exit r.

Lura. Well, who comes next to confess his love, not for me,
but for my bonds. 1 am sick of it! This is what we girls get
when misfortune wills us a million! (ZEnrfer JasPER with
card.) What, Rev. Dr. Bull, probably to intercede for his
son. - Ah, good evening, Doctor.

Dr. BuLL. (Pleasantly.) Yes, a most lovely evening. Let us
be seated, my dear girl. I must have a very serious talk with
you. Arthur tells me he has seen you.

Lura. Yes.

Dr. BuLL. Oh dear, I am so sorry you told him what you did.
I could not rest ’till I came and saw you myself. I hope you
did not forget that he is to be my sole heir. Can show you
in black and white; if you wish prqof.

Lura. I wish no proof; your word is sufficient. I surely con-
gratulate him.

Dr. BurL. But my dear Miss Vine, wonld not that fact tempt
you to become my daughter-in-law?

Ltra. My dear Doctor, it would not.

Dr. BuLL. (Nervously.) Dear, dear! Then nearly all my
hopes are at last blasted! I have only one left. My dear,
since we became acquainted we have been very good friends.

Lura. [ trust so.

Dr. BuLL. Would you forgive me if I should perhaps foolishly
admit a fact to you?

LurA. My dear Doctor, I would forgive you anything. (K#neels
to her.)

Dr. BuLrL. Then, my dear, I love you fondly myself! Don’t
be angry! Have mercy on me! Only for dear Arthur’s sake
would I willingly have parted with you! Anything to get
you into our family! (Z%ey both arise.

LCRA. My dear sir, I am painfully surprised that such an ad-
mission should come from you!  You had better retire, and
let us not meet again until you have regained your usual
good sense! (FExits, brushing dust off his knees.) Well, I
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declare, I seem to be making an evening of it! Well, I am
ready for another one! Who comes next? How [ do wish
that Walter would only step in! Only think, I have seen
nothing of him in twenty-four hours! He is getting so he
really neglects me! What, here he is now! (ZEwfer VAN
INE.) 4250!

Van. Thought I must call in and take another lesson!

Lura. That’s right! Oh, Walter, I am powerfully glad to see
you! (ZEnter JASPER wilh card.) 2928! Tell him, Jasper, I
am very mush indisposed! Oh, Walter, I must ask a great
favor of you,— (Zntev |ASPER with another card.) 1333,
Mer. Dingle, of Boston. Oh, dear, dear, how I am bored! '

Van. Tell Mr. Dingle, of Boston, to get off that front porch,
and to not call again until sent for!

Lura. That is right! Oh, that was suck a relief. Walter, you
know the other day we agreed to marry, didn’t we?

Van. Well, I believe it was spoken of! (Enier JASPER with
several cavds.) Tell all those duffers to get out that front
yard, or you’ll let the dogs loose, and Jasper, take off that
bell pull! :

Lura. Oh, this is suck a relief! Walter, you are so good!
Rut about our matter! You don’t wish to back out, do you?

Vav. Onmarrying? Oh, that would be dishonorable! When
I give my word, you can always depend on it! That is, most
generally!

Lura. I am getting so bored of late! It seems that everybody
wants to marry me! Now, if you have no objections, I wish
to start the story that we are engaged!

VAN. Let mesee! (Zhinks.) No, I don’t know as I have—
that is, I don’t think of any now! (Swells up.)

Lura. And you won’t break your word?

VaN. My word with you, never! (Kisses hev hands; goes to
kiss her cheeks, bui she does not let him.) See here, Miss
Lura (folds his arms), I have come—to the conclusion—that
I do not care—to marry a girl—whe will not let me kiss her!
(Turns his back to her, she pulls at his coal.)

LurA. And I long since came—to the conclusion—that I
would not care—to marry a man—who would not care to kiss
me! (Zhey turn and kiss each other with much satisfaction.)

[END ACT 1v.]
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ACT V.

(Drawing Room, Sterling Coitage. Reception and grand en-
' lertaimmnent given by the Sterlings; dancing ceases.)
PENNYMAKER. (Promenading with Miss Vine.) What a de-
lightful affair thisis! But I see Miss Josie has not joined the
merry dance this evening! -,
[Rev. Dr. Bull observed trying lo get his son out of a corner.}

Lura. No, poor girl, she is not at all jolly,-and on the eve of
her marriage! She seems to mourn 1he death of peor Ned
Bruce! If he had onmly lived, I fedr Mr. Fuller would have
fared poorly!

PeENNYMAKER. [ have fancied that myself! Ahem! Fuller is
a good fellow among the szen, but I don’t fancy him possess-
ing any quality attractive to the fair sex. 1 can see nothing
about him lovable! (Feels his own importance.)

Lura. She tried to have him put off their marriage for even a
week, but he somehow could not be induced to do it!

PeENNYMAKER. Cruel, oh cruel creature!

LurA. Oh, I know Josie loved Ned Bruce .dearly! She told
me to-day, now that he is dead she did not care what became
of her! It will be a very melancholy wedding!

PENNYMAKER. Poor girl, I feel so sorry for her!

Dr. BurL. Now Arthur, do be a man!

ARTHUR. You d-d-don’t think there is any d d-danger of my
being a w-w-woman, do you?

PENNYMAKER. By the way, I hear that Mr. Bruce’s friend, Mr.
Van Ine, is the lucky one you are engaged to! He ought to
be happy! )

Lura. Yes Judge, and 7 ought to be happy, for he is such a
splendid fellow, and loves me so dearZy/ Did you ever meet
him?

PENNYMAKER. Yes—I met him once in poor Bruce’s studio—
he’s a very jolly fellow! Very jolly!

1L.UrA. Oh, heis/ And as you say, he oughi to be happy, for
1 do Jove him so! And say, I wish you'd tell e/l t%e fellows
that we’re engaged! I've been so Zer#ibly bored lately by
proposals! (fudge looks queer.) But you must excuse me,
I must go and join Miss Josie. (ZExit.)

Dr. BurLL. Arthur, I am ashamed of you! Why don’t you
select a partner? Refreshments will soon be announced, and
you will have to go down alone!

ARrTHUR. Now, I w-w-wish you would n-n-not worry a-b-b-bout
me! It so happens that I k-k-know the c-c-cook, and you
b-b-bet I don’t go h-h-hungry or get 1-1-left!

HawmiLToN. Ladies and gentlemen, I am requested to an-
nounce that the next thing on the evening’s programme, as
originally intended, was to have been caricaturing by our
lamented acquaintance, Mr. Ned Bruce, whose sad fate we
are all familiar with. In place of this part of the evening’s
entertainment is substituted the snarriage of Mr. Sterling’s
ward, Miss Josie Grafton, to Mr. Millard Fuller, by the Rev-
erend Doctor Bull. The ceremony will now take place, after
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which dancing will be renewed. (Bridal FParty, headed by
Dr. Bull, enters parior from L. Ceremony about to commence.)

LUrA. (Entering excitedly, R.) Stop this cevemony! There
is proof without that Millard Fuller is a would-be murderer!
1 beg your pardon, uncle, M», Ned Bruce is in waiting!

STERLING. What, Bruce a/ive/

[ Enter BRUCE and VAN INE.]

Bruce. Yes, a/ive/ 1 am most happy to state! (Looks at
Fuller.) Mr. Van Ine will explain all!

JosiE. (Rushing to Bruce.) Oh, Ned, Ned 7s it really you!
Are you alive/ Dear, dear!

FuLLER. A base conspiracy to ruin me! Some one shall suf-
fer for this! )

VAN. Mr. Sterling, we have proof with us that this man (podn#-
ing to Fuller) has paid ten thousand dollars for the death of
Ned Bruce! Let the witness enter!

LurA. (Bringing in Bill Andrews.) This way! This way!
Here he is!

VAN. Mr. Bruce has been stopping with this honest fellow for
a week or more, until he could get the balance of this man’s
most liberal fee for committing a murder!

FuLLEr. ’Tis a base lie! You infernal villain, you shall rue
all this! Traitor, a balance is due you yet! (Menacing the
coastman.)

ANDREWS. You are very kind, boss, for which we are much
obliged to ye, but we are perfectly satisfied with what we’ve
already got! Ain’t we, Bill? (Exhibits huge roll of money.)
I should say we are! But as we are the fowg/ ones of our
families, I guess we can take anythin’ ye have got it to gin
us! (Shatkes fist at Fuller.)

STERLING. Mr. Fuller, I am pained to see this undeniable
proof of your murderous plot! 1f harm had happened to Mr,
Bruce, I could have seen you kanged with pleagure! As it is
—there is the door—quit my house, and never dare to enter
it agai;l! (The baffled man vetreats, amid hisses from the
crowd.

CARTER. (7o Fuller, just as he is going out.) Perhaps I won’t
see you again—can’t you lend me a parting ten?

STERLING. (TZaking Bruce's hand.) And Mr. Bruce, let me
congratulate you for falling into the hands of this honest
man! (Goes and shakes hands with Andrvews.) My good
fellow, I will see you again! You shall certainly be rewarded.

ANDREWS. Oh, thank ye, Mr. Sterling, Fuller has paid us well.
Ain’t he, Bill? Gin ye my word he %as/

MRs. STERLING. (Sobbing.) Oh Josie, how can you forgive
me! How can you!

Josie. I do freely forgive you, mama; indeed I do! Sodo not
cry! (Caresses her.)

ARTHUR BuULL. (Sobbing in corner.) F-F-Fuller was my
f-ffriend! My f-f-friends are all d-d-deserting! Thank f-f-for-
tune, the c-c-cook will stand by me!

Miss BanGs: (Sifs down by his side.) There Arthur, do not
cry! Disappointments are nothing, after you get used.to
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them. Be brave! (Arthur braces up.)
[Enter |ASPER, with card for Mr. Stedling.]

STERLING. Mr. Sturges has arrived; what news, 1 wonder!
Show him up.

JASPER. (Announces.) Mr. Sturges!

STERLING. Ah, Mr. Sturges, I bid you welcome!. Usual news
I suppose, though as I expected! ( Tkey skake hands.)

STURGES. Don’t know about wsza/ news this time! 1 have
an important clue! Is Mr. Bruce here?

STERLING. Mr. Bruce? Yes, heishere. Will Mr. Bruce please
step this way?

STURGES. (Kyeing him sharply.) Mr. and Mrs. Sterling, re-
new your acquaintance with your long lost Mark. Mark
Sterling, your parents!

STERLING. (Grasping his hand.) What, can it be! What, is
this really our Mark!

ST}IIJRGES. Look him in the eye! Observe the mar% behind

is ear!

MRs. STERLING. [t is! It is! (Zhrows her arms around his
neck.) Mark, my dear, dear injured boy! Oh dear, oh dear!

STERLING. (With tears flooding his cheek, grasps Sturges by
the hands.) Sturges, my good fellow, *#is ke

Mgrs. STERLING. Oh Mark, my dear, dear Mark, how caz I
atone for the harm I have done you! I am so unhappy!
(Sobs on his arm.) Oh dear, oh dear!

MARK STERLING. There, mother, don’t cry,—here, consent
that dear Josie be mine—that will be sufficient !

MRs. STERLING. I do consent with all'my heart! May heaven
bless you both, and pardon me/

[Arthur observed crying bitteriy.]

MARrk. And father, do yox consent?

STERLING. Josie, will you marry my boy? Not unless you
truly love Qim!

Josie. I will most gladly, for I have loved him well!

STERLING. Then I consent, and this very night we’ll celebrate
your wedding!

LURA. (Sobbing on Van Ine's shoulder.) Have you—changed
—your—mind? I didn’t—know,—I thought—I'd ask!

VAN. Oh,no’/ Tguessnot! Do you fancy I'd like to be sued
for breack of promise? !
Lura. Did you hear, Mark and Josie are going to be married
to-night! I—I—I have long hoped (s0bs) to be married the
same time ske is! Would you have any objecfions? Now
please don’t say no to this poor, poor orphan girl, who loves
you so much! (Cavesses him.) . B

VAN. Let mesee! (Zhinks.) No,I have no objections. Will
you give me time to go and change my clothes?

Lura. No, no, no! (Zings fo himn.)

VaN. Then I will speak to Mr. Sterling. )

Lura. Ifyou please! It will be such a relief! (They go fo
Mr. Sterling.)

Van. And Mr. Sterling, we would like to celebrate ox» wed-
ding this very night!



A WESTERN HEIRESS. 43

STERLING. Good! Good! My dear good wiye, let us get mar-
ried over and begin life anew !

MRs. STERLING. My sentiments, dear Phineas! (Z7%e three
couple form on floor, near Rev. Dy. Bull.)

STERLING. One more couple wanted this way! Another
dance, and then for marriage!

ARTHUR BuLL. O, if the c-c-cook was only here! (ZExit in
haste.) _ B . )

PeNNYMAKER. (7o Miss Bangs, lively.) My dear girl, what
say you? (Offers her his hand.)

Miss BANGs. But Judge, this is to be a dance for life!

PENNYMAKER. [ know ’tis difficult, yet I think we can go
through it! Will you not join? (She arises, and he kisses
her hand.)

Miss Bancs. I never did say no!

STERLING. Zhe set is full! On with the dance!

[END OF PLAY.]
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