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yvou want?

Ion't be pert,child.It doran't become you.d girl of youT esge.iou'll nover
get & husbsnd if you'zre pert. .

erhzps I don't want 2 husband,mother.
Ton't be 2illy,zirl.0f course you want z husbend.Fvery girl wents &
busband JHhat would she Jdo without one? '
She mizht find 1ife much better without a hushand.She mizht live her own
ili,,be her pun mistress,neke & osreer for harsell.Chow she is s Food
£3 ENY Malls

Ztuff =nd nornsenszel That's never likely to hoppen,not in this

silly ideas will you get inte your head next? What srs you Joi
Elvays resdiny,reclineese Dloys and voetry ftoo 2 like zanot,

i*m not regding postry row,mother,
Thanl hesven for that.

i'a writing poetry.

Oh dears

thet's worse.
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whet will becoma of
a,proper hlue—-atooking,it'e not
Tmctablaﬂ-ﬁ 1] ng reszpectzble man will heve o wife lilke that.™
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you lesm fto run a household, to manage gervontsy to be proud of your

home like & proser women? Now,don't interrupt.l'we mele up my mind to
say it and ssy it I will.

Yes,mother.

Yes,mothert indeed.Yes now.Yes.what was I sayins when yrou wers so foolish
so Fo imterrupt Jjust when I had screwed myeX® mysel? up to saying it¥ Ch
yeu,l lnowa¥Why ﬂon t wou look after your epvcerance? le ocon't 211 ba
beauties, i dmow.l was fortunate when I was a girl.T hzd tha losika.frnd hiow
L should ever have got your fzther without them,I don't !mow.You're nat
at a2ll bad yourself,rsslly.Cuite attrsctive in your owm way - Lf onldy

vou'd make the best of yourself,as you ought to do and could do,if you'd

only give a little time end thought.Bat you Jon't.Y
You never botasr about your clothes

saything.

Oh dearsmother;l know.

father iz a well-to-do man,with a fine position.You wil]

dell,your

a good dowry to take
Tou just sit there an?
Eot resding,mother.?

Verseeg,mother.d posm. Ch,it's noth

Inpudent srenichl fin? what

to pleaze you.

s vlesse me™
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Fr Shall I pead it 1o zou?

Hre I How shsll T know whet it says if you Jon't® Co on then.

Fr fg moths around the cendle flame
Fond lovers =¥ come ani go;
Theirs is but a foolish game,
Uisdon wams ma,all the =zane
Vhen my true love comes L kmow
I %ill neverX let him go.

Mre F I should hepe not. If only you can cetch him. Is that =11 of 142
For o .Thers are three versesaltogether. Shall I go on?
Era T Teg,yes. Ve can't judge a bird just Dby the beak. Go on.my dear.
Fr Lz riverz to the scdan rug: -

Fond lovers zledly go

Hith their mistress to be one,

TH

fire ascending seoks the sui...
Then my trus love gomes 1 lmow
Iwilz “!e*m:‘;i let him go.

fia hours and mcmentz quigkly pass
Fond lovers gaily g
S4il1l to court & D:IIIE-I h's lz 58,
hﬂuth ani love grow 1li ke the STEES...
hen my true love comes I know.
vill never¥ let hin zo,

Hpa I 1tis very pretty.Though I'm not sure that it's the kind of thinz e
. young girl should be writing.And it will be a lonz time before pretty

vergee and an untidy dress win you 2 decent husband.

Py Pathane not so long os you think,mother,

l:lnt_.. a1y Fwransay )

Fpn I Yos,girl®?

Jen “lence,mziam, there's a legal gentleman wants to soe the masters

Brg 1 4 legal gentleman® Then why does he come hers to the houze?He should know
that Mr 1'fnson dos=sn't 3o business here at home. ihat Jdoce he uasni?

Jan He 4idn't exactly say,madan.But he 414 gay that the master erxrnected him
hare.Sald he was to come this very afternoon.

Mps X But is your master at home? I thought he was to be in town a1l day.

Jen Yo,medem.He came inte the house a litile while 220 with anoiher gentieman.
L think they're in the study.

Hrs I ndeed.And who is this legal gentleman who has called? What's his neme?

Jen hachally,mﬂfrﬂ,Pr Leonard HaclNally.

Fy Ohl

Mrz I To you know bin,girt Franceas? I'm sure I don't lmow him.

Pr I howeo.u. henrd of him.

Hre T 4n3 hovw do you come to know 2 strenge legal pentlenan?

£p Be's quite Pampus T belisve,from kis wonderful speeches
he also writes piays.He hes hed several itlarye produced
oparas 2t Cevent Zardsn, '



Ers I Bm.s remarkable lezal genileman,for all hi

& strenge name, fou'a bettar
show him in here,denny.

(Txit Jenngy)

Mprs I Though I must say thet two wri
body can properly contenplate,

Fr Hathap!

(Enter Jenny ang Haolially).

ters in one room is more than en ordincry

Jan iir Leonard Haclally, =

Hrs T Good afternoon,eir.I understans that you wish to zee my hushand,
Hacll Indeed,ﬁﬁéﬁﬁ-that was my pmrpose. To meet you is my pleacure,
Hra E Sir!

ol &nda.,,. ¥ (He looks at Frances)

Hra T Ey daushter,iip Heellally iy daughter Frances,

ol {F;naying his French,but mesningfully}  Enchentd de vous revdir,

MHya T Jeuny,ao tell your master that Mp Heellally is hore <o see him,
Jen Yes,madam. Oh no,medem.

live I Wihaet 3o you mean,¥o madam?

Ten 've just remembersd,nrdan.It's the fay for meking the Jjem.ins the Fruis
iz 211 in the Pan and it was just ahout to boil over whan there was the
knoek at the door end this gentleman ceme,and gh madam,24'I1 be all owver
the floor... Oh pleasze;madan, I must 80 to my jam.

Hra T Tou never said anything about jam before. But off you go befere it'g
0o late. (To Frances) That's the strangest thing.Why should she be
makinz jam today?

Fr I can't imagine,mother,

(Iuring this exchange Jenny leaves.hs she passes Maclabby the latter aives her
money = obviously & reward op bribe - and places his finger over his lips.denny
winks,ani exits.i

Erg I L can't think what's got into the girl,Well

: sDerhaps 1'd better go tell
Er I'Anson that you're here,ir naclally,

He ig expecting you,I boligyve®
Yes indeed,m="am, 4 metter of 2 bripf
orivately, rou understand,

irs I (wha doesn'y understend) Yes,of course,naturally.If you will be 20 gzood
az to wait hera.Perhaps you won't mind my ﬁaﬂghtqr’ﬁ'cumpnny for a noment.

ra little delicate,best discusses

(Exit krs T) '
HaeN (to Frances,with a different inflexign
Oh Mr Hacllally,I!

Hacli A plessure,dear ledy.

) 8 rleasure,dear lady,

M sure you engineered all this,
£11 what,my dear?

lio,0f course not.forgive me.I'n & little oxcited ... at seeing a damogun
nleywright egain ao soon.l hops the new play is doinz well. X'~ S0 hoapy
o nget you azain.t dii go erjoy our lsst meeting that I almeat thouzhi
that perhaps you tooseasBut,or Course,you have come to see Fatharp

-4

28,1 have come to see Jour father,on husiness,That's
] i

) quite definiie,
at elzo vanted ang Was quiie determined to see you.
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Fr Hanlly?

Hacll- fipallyl Since firet we met there is nothing I have wanted more.''hen

I am pleading in the courts, it iz nut the court's verdict I em seeking,

but yours.If's not the felon's 1ife I am striving to save,but my owm.
Por now my life means nothing without you, :

Fr Ohylr Haclially...

Hagll faclially,liackally.., Qh Frances,jearest.Zave I no other nama?

Fr Tes,but,but... T will call you Leo.You are a lion,bold and strong and nobla.

Mach: I have the heart of a lion ., 4f I have your love. Oh Frances,cen you
love ma?

Pr I mearcely know.... we have hardly mete.e But s..

L ET But?

Pr But,yes! With =1 my heart,

Hagl Iear heart.

Bp £nd you,my Iove?

Haol With all my hesrt I am youre. Witk #ll my heart I have loved yom sinca
firet wo metysincs firet I say FOUD f2CCeses

Song (Hacl ang Pr) Since first I saw your face...

P Lon...

Kooli Sweetiea

(They are in each other's aImS. Inter Hr I and Hps I)

Hr I Hy dear My Heellzlly.Bo sorry to keeD you waiting,sir,So sorT¥es (He zges)
Sird Vhat the devil ia this?

Mall  Your seuzhter,sir...

bipr I E loow it's my daushter,I cen recognise my own daughter when I see hepr
in my owm houvsa,I arn recognise you,siryyou Irish Jacksneves.Tou cone 1o

my house,sir,You pretens you have business. Fine business.What do wou
moan by itysip?

Mol I love your faughter,sir. I wish o nerry her,
Hpr & ips T Harz-:,r har?!

Hya I But she dossn't want to Eﬁx merriad

S But T doymother,

Mr I

am mester bere,larry ay doushter to a ronting Irishmen, vho is up %o
2ll kinde of tricke in court and thinks he can come ang play them her
iy own house.ho sir.ios likely,sir,

“his 1s no trick,no sham, I sincerely love Frances and T believe ihnt
she loves me.

Formpeosekd:  Piddlestiuks!

Plays,airl,plays? Tuppeny farses,Mhetls yhat be writes.Tunpeny famses
to tickle the tzste af the town.lo siv,Na marriage. You abuse my honv

Ir &

Be quiet,the lot of you.There will be no narrying in this house.liot whilst

B in

£pd he writes boautiful plays, father.tnd you know you love bhe theatre.

t0

i-i-.-»':__

, i G W - : - o Tl Tty S
1ty.You insult ay inielligence.lon would ptegl ny dauzhier..an? my cszsh




#ir I (contd)  too,no doubt.lo sir, I tell you.lo sir.Ho ranting econting Irishmen
atraizht from the bogs and the bothies shall have my dauzhter.on
will leave this house a2t once.¥ou will not come here ggain.Out of
ity sightl

izl =iryif you were not the Adther of the woman I am going to nerry..
(he repeats slowly and Seliberstely) the woman I am going to

Darrys..you would have answered for that insult.lo other man eouls
insult my honour.or my homeland go,unchallenged. Frances,for =
little time,my love,I must say ferewell.For & little time..,
remembar!

Fr Klweys,Lec,8lveySees

(Bzit Hacl}

Hr T (to Frances) dnd you will go to your room. You will gtay there until I

; decide what is to be done.

Fr Very well,Fsther. 2ut I shall merry him. (Pxit)

Wy I Wellywifeshere's o pretty kottle of fish.

drs I The sly minx. Pretendinz she wesn't interested in men!

Hp T £nd now you =ee what your motherly care has hruug%ﬁjua tosl should
Have thought that you would have looked after your Ezﬁghter somwhat
better. '

Hrs I It'a the modern ways.io morals nowadays — not herve in London,liob
like it was when I wae a zirl in 2Richmond...

Hr I That's it. That's what we'll do.

fips T To what,Hr I'inson? What shall we d4o?

Hr I RMichmond,of course.Thas's the place. You are alveys eazer to as theze,
te Hill Houme.It should be far enoush awvay from london - merals or
no morols - and from that mad Trichman.%he 11 foneet bBim soon onou lig
up there in Tariahinre,

Hra I 4 splendid idesa. Oh thank you,lir I'Anson., Can we g0 soont?

Mr I The =ooner the better.iet her anzy from here,away from temeototion.
She'sf & zood zgirl,really.ind it's time I hed & holiday.Il'"ve hesn
working here,noss to thg grindstone,long encugh in London towm,lime
to get away from the Tush and the hurey of it,from the rustle of
parchment in Jdusiy offices.Vhy,I can smezl the Yor.shire air up on
the moors.I'1l g0 out hunting azein.That's what I'11 do savs

Song (#r I) Hunting (An attomey's life ota)

ira T I ed sure it will 4o you the world of g009.dnd Just the thing 4o _
get Frances away from hypocritical Irishman - Pretending that he vas
80 plezzed to see me!

e I Just the thing for all of us. Richmond it shall be.

s T Richmond and Hill House.

(ﬂurfain}
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Coena 2 Richmon2. The gerden of Eill House,

(Fronces sits at a seall table,vriting. ©tops to zead,dlsliles whet she has
written.Tzars 1t up.)

I'r It's no use.l can't even write sense any mors.lionth after month un here
in Richmend,with anly mother to keep me company - to guerd me! Zow dull.
Zow different it is from when I was & zirl here. Can a few yeors make
such a difference? Mot just the yeers,but what has haopened.Jh Leoslec..
if only I could see you ezife... 'Lot me not ts the marrisge of true
minds ednit impediment;love is not love whioh elters...' 0 you could
Wwrite,lill Thekespenre.You could find worde and meis them zay whet you
felt.But 3id you reelly loveslove as I Jo? Biot Jjusi words and aindis,but
every fihrs of my being.Vithout him I'm only half alive.0 LeosLeos.. Mot
I have only words....

Zke sits and tries to urits, Pnter -1 I‘Lnsen}

=
drs I Busy agein,Frances? &lways busy with pour writing.

] i

0% really busy,mother. Just passing the tims.

m

[
(=

ine pasges scon enoush, youns vontan.¥hy,look 2% me.ft scens only yester—
ey that I was just & zirl of wour £go,here in Eiechrmond,snxmisus as zou
2re for the days ts pass and exciting things to happen...logk zt =e now,
; i sittng here in Richmon?,with your father back in
1

_
F

P

i}
b=}

ik )

foan old womans jus
London, your brothsrs all aweysand you so uthapoy.Somdtimes I feel lilte
Jour gaoler.

=

M

LTear mother.Ion't feel like that.I'm not angry with you any fwore.It's
Just thet nothing seeps alive,nothing means enythinz.I'm just eristing
like one of these flowers.No,not a flower.Just a vegetzbla that fsn't
even zood ensush to eat;zrowing old ani har? in the ground .0 mgsher,I
do love him,

n
4

trs I There,there,child,.It will pass.Cverything passes.Fven vain.Bven time...
dr dother? But you're heppy,eren't you? Yousre happy here at Eill lgusze?
1

“rs I Oh yes.I'm alweye haspy here at Hill House.Tt's really home to me still,
full of memories,every room,ever stone zbout the place,ond all the
¥ ' r -f 1 ¥
sireetos of ARichmond teown.It's very dear to me...

Song (Mrs I'inson) Richmon3d my home

Py Tear mother,I imow that Richmond merns = great 3eal to you.l love it toog
at least I dit.But - do you knowP-— it dossn't matter wherps Jou are ywhan
the one you love is =y absent.iny plece is dark and unhaopy.ind just as
truly it dvesn't matter where you are when Yyour love is with you — heow odd!
hny place then is heaven.

APG_I But HBichnond is o fine towma

Fr I'm sume it is,and always will be.Unly just now = Just nov to me - ii'p
& prison.ind I want to be free.l must be free,to live...

Lrs I Perhaovs it won't be & prison for you much lonzer.¥Your fother iz coming
here zzain very s00li.Perthapg - if you don't enger him = he'll let Jroug
return with him to Londen.

Py ind you,mothsp?
lrs I Oh yes.l shall go too.I shall have to 20 t00ess {Fxit)
Py London.Llonden again... 2n9 Leo... Uh,sursiy 1'11 see him agzin,

(Inftsr Jenny) )
Ao Oh Jenny,suech uesd rews.Soon we're {ﬂing'%;ﬁk to London.

‘&‘.‘%ﬂ.@




Jen Perhiaps more news too,Miss,

Pr lore news,Jenny? Tell me,whst o ¥you mean?

Jen Woll,lisssthere was & letter,Hian,

¥ 4 letter? From.... from him?® Give it to me guielly.

Jen . I'm not sure that I should,!lins. Vhatever would the Listress say?

Fr Oh Jenny;3on't tesnss me.’lease,plesse zive me the letter.it i= from him,
isn't 11? iy

Jen (han?s over letter) How should I know,Hies? I 3on't pead your letterd.

(Frances lonks at the letterjories » It is,it is.lisses it.lalzes scross the atage,

and tesrs open the leﬁter.j

Jen {looks fordly at Prances) How easily eoms people arw pleczed,If only vou kneasy

what 1 know, 4h welljno doubt you soon will!

{(Exit denny)

=

Fr (ferding

scraps from the letter aloud) sas With achine heart I
=

write <o my
ZETTET loVBesaaas hau lonely the deye though full of work end sll linds
setivity,emniy, eupty withous yous«.. Indeed,dear Love,they sre..e. T
g€ Jour dear face hefors me, hetweer me and the sy, batween me aznd By
vOLE, hetween me and the friends I meet..... Tearest Leo,if only wu
were hezr to speal the words Jou have wriften,such dear sieet Wordg...
I can hear your accent in every phrase,rvour voleinz speazing only ta me,
low and tender,.. dearest;dearest,heart,, .. Oiyhers are verses..for ma!

On Richmond Eill there lives z lags
Fors bright than Hsyday morn,

Whose smiles all other maids suroasa,
4 rose without a thorns

This lass so neat,

WWith smiles so sweat,

Hus won my right good wills

I'd erowns resiga to ozll her mine,
Zweet lass of Richmon3d Hill.

sacf (oP?) Sveet Lasa of Richmoni Hi1l,.

Fp fho's there?

i

L

-
1 I S )

a2 ITon't you lmow my voilece? Have you forgotten? (Enters by gerden gate)

(Fronces flows across the stage and into his arms )}
Maell Tou haven't guite forgotien,then?

-

Ky Heversneversl just couldn't belisve enything so wonderful.But how 5id you
come here? Your letter..s. it has only just come.

Macll 0f course.I hrousht it.But I persuaded Jenny to brinz it to you tirst,
whilst I wonited to zee.

Fr To see what? Tid wou doubt me? Tid you think that I should not remenber,
not wish to see you?

Hacll Hot for & moment.I only wanted the selfish plezsure of sgeing your feoos,of
hearing your veice =zs Jgou thouzht of mne,not knowing how near I was to you.

Fr You cheat. (Fondly) You impudent cheat,T don't think that I'11l forgive wcu.
Hecll: Then aive me ny letter end I will 23, '

Py On no.

Mn gl Tou don't wish ne to go after 2117
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s E Yas someons here,child? I thought I hear) someone telking.
Eumsone hereynother™ ¥hy,vho would be here in the gsiden®
e I I don't kmow,dear.But I'm sure 1 hea»d voices. (Fhe finds the lctter on Ta
Uhat's thie? 24 Jetter? Oh,Prences!
\oonsternztion)  MHother!
What'e thie? A latter? Prom vhom? Fron hin? Fraoces!
Tz I Hogt only & latter. I thought I !mew that voice. He wes hetve.

Hanl-

g o

Go if you plesse,sir.But leave me my letter.Leave at least the poor verses
Jou deigned to write.

Poor verses?

Jezutiful verses.They are mine and no-one else shall have any vart of them.
411 mine,and I love you &ll the more because of them.

Svweet lascs!l

Iearest Led.... I have been =0 lonely.It has been so long.
But over now. Come with me. Tn Lwﬁﬂun.
How?

4% once. Petrick my sérvent has horses at the hill foot.Before derk we'll
be far from Richmond,on our wey to London end o life.

Sings) OFL 1o bondonessss

Oh my love,it's sc ridiculous.l've waited so long for this,and now it's

imposeitle.l cen't juat lesve like *"115,?11‘-1‘10_.., clothes, without eny nre-—
paration et =1l,to zo treipvsing across ithe lensth of Sngland.Oh,my heart
goas with sousbul s woman dces nsed & little time...just a 1isttle fife...

Song ¢ This iz my home // Off o London

Joonyoy love.Very scon I'll come to you an? he yours.Indsed I am yours
already.Vory soon I shall return to London.CUnce there I shell be able to
mERe preperstions snd thexe will be nnﬁ wore Jelays.Patienca,dasr haatt,

Just a little while yeb.

You #an't know how hard it is for me to go,or you would naver tanish me;

sor bow bitbter this blow to my hopes,or you would never strike it.You ani
I,y lovs,are not croztures of Loﬂvﬂntion,slavea of social servilude. Ve

ars *ree spirits.Peonle of a nev sge.lo one is strong enough to deny us,

to chzin us.Por we ere free.seopde

Poonsmy loveyleo oy lion~heart.Soon.
b of

Urtil theén 1 shall not 1ive se.. cvery moment an 8ge... every dsy of rvour
shoence zn etemity... Farswell.. {Exiz)

Rocn,ny love,msy it bs soom.
Wher. you must say Joodbye,
Farting from friends most dear,
Tou will known vhy
Lovers will eigh
And shed 8 teEPees.

Very well,father. and you slso,l trust.

{Enter Br & brs I'fnson) -
I -ran‘ﬂs--En*-#ucner thin we thaudht.' re's your fatherinew come from London.
hell,ﬂaughﬁer.l trust you are well.”
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ir I

Erg I

Pr

Hp T

fe

fos,mothar.tnd that iz my ietter. (Ske takes it.) 4nd I a;m his. Prea Hichmon?
er London I shall go to him.I shall be his wife,end nothing and nobody sen
bprevent it.

il

Ho,nosno. You shzll never marry an Irishman,

(Song ¢ A Yoricshiremon is & tower of strengih, ..}

Guite right,Mr I'Mnaen,quite right.

“uite wrong,father. Oh,he won't ruin my life.But I'm goinz to share iz
with: him.

Ue shall see,childlile shzll see. Very x3k welliyou can stert Four packing
Richmen? or London seems to mske no nlffernnuc'ﬁﬂak to London we go tomarrou.

{Curtai‘n}
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Seene 3 HecHally's Home,londen. Jenuery 1787

{The room is vecant. There is a knock st the door, Anotherknock. The door
opens slowly. Jenny loolks in. Fnters. )

Hm sure this is the right houses3ut nobedy hare yet.I thousht they'd be
here by this tdme.It shouldn't take =¢ lonz to get married,mven at 5%
George's,Hanover Square.Ef only I couls have been there... {Looks moun?)
It's quite a nice room.l wonder if the rest of the house is 23 sttrective.
And easy to lcok after. I don't mind coming to look after Yiss Frances -
though what Mrs I'Anson will 26 without me I don't know.But T don't went
to have %o run a whole housed withous any kelp.There's that Patrick,iir
Kaclially's servent.liot a bag looking fellow — but more =t home with horees
and intrigues than honest hard work,I dame saye. (Noise off). Somesns's
coming. Should I siay here,or... ¢

(Enter Patriclk)

Pat

Jen

Pat

Pat

Jen

Pat

Jen

Pat

llil el

Oh there you zrs Jemny. I wonderes if Jyou'd get here,

0f course I zo* here.¥ou stariled mesl thouzht they vwere yousI mezn g £
were them.I thousht it was Hiss Prances ani fir Heolizlly,

Hot liiss Franccs eny longer,Jenny.Histress Maollelly, rencmber. Tou know
what the song says =
G Yhen a maid becones a wife

1t is uzual to chenge her name,

She begine & wvery different life,

Thoush her temper may remain the samel
Yhey'll be here in the blinking of a needle's eye,my zirl.T BUDDOSE &VaIy-—
“hing went oif all right at Baddora Row? Hust have done,for they arri-red
at Tt George's Square in good order and good time.

n_-i_e

i

B only I could have been there.l alvaye wanted to see IHiss Prancas nser
ind nothins would have kept me away but her own specisl reguest for me to
S'L'Fl:r" bekind a3 EEﬂlﬁ'ﬂﬁ Sguare to ses thst 217 waa eafe ond bo brimg o hes

clothes'and things to the house here.Her hox is in the hall,there.

T

That was good of you,Jenny. But what in faoct happened at Bedford Roy?

Ch 1t wea just wonderful,.Listen whilst I tell you.You know that Mr Haclally
had bribed the barber®

I heard that was what was in the wind,

That was it then.The barber was due at the house to shave ¥r I'insen and

-

%0 cut his hair which was getting zo thick on top that his wig would scarcely

stay on properly.ind Mo Maeol2lly hail arrenied with Miss FPrances...

Nrs Hacllallys:

But she wasn't, At that time she was 81i1ll Hiss Frances,as I said,Bus
don't interrupt me.

four pardon,my ladw,

He Hegially had arrzinged with fiss Frances that she wvas to be 81l resdy
in ker room at the Ziven time.Just on the kour ke would be at the door
wiik the earringeyend the harher was well paid to =se that [+ I'fnson
didn't met & channe 4o hear and stop them.Whatever hapvened he was =o
be kept busy uniil they had Zot safely away to Hanowver CSguare.

4nd that's whzi happened?

Just what beppsned Eere,I1"11 show You. You must be kr Ifinson.®it in
the chair there - just as he yes 2itting for the barber.(Pushes Patrial
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into & chair,centre,fzcing front.Picks up table cloth and drapes it round him,
ready for shzving. From tohind she plays the barber.)

Jen (as Barber) Now,lr T'Anson,sir.i beautiful momjing it is.Beautirul for the

time of the year — s perfeet January day.Just a touch of frost in the
airybut the sun climbing up into the hesvens in all its zlory.

Pat (as Hr IVSnson) Yes,yes,my man.Lovely moming,I'm sure.But get on with it.I

Fen

Bat

Jen

Bz

&

haven't all day to chatter about the weather.Get on with it.

Certainly, certainly,lr I'inson,eir.Yhat I always sey,sir.dothing lilke
haste and expedition.lo time-wasting here.I assureyou.That's far idlers
and triflers,sir;not for busy men of affsirs Tike you fdandme,eh?Par
too much importont business for that;haven't we now?

What's the matter with you this moming,manTiever heard you chatter
Tike this before.like a paresl of monkers.Cet on with it.CGston...

(Jenny smothers his protests with the cloth ever hia fece. )

Juat so,sir, just eo.tow sir,z close sheve ap usuel,eh? Just what you
need sir.Hely upon as.

What's that?® Thought I heard 2 300Tesw

Fen {Puching hinm back inte chair) Hothing et all sirgnothinz at all.Just the

Jen

Bat

Jen
Pat

Jen

birds singing,this fine spring mowning.
Spring,men? It's Jenuary. Jznuary 16th,1787.

Just so sirjoquite Tight sir.No catbhing you,sir. And a lovely dey for
January; just like spring,sir.Sun in the skysbirds on the wina. How,
gir;don't move,don't rmove.lotwt with the razor at your throat.Zouldn't
like to cubt youseir. (Hakes passes in front of Pat's face) Thers siry
that's it.A11 goneyI meen &all done,now sir.Perfect shave. Just a litile
blood on the choek and the throat.iou would move sir.But no hars dona,
No hzrm done.

Plenty of harm done it scems. {Feeis his face) And what wes 21l thot
'!‘-Lﬂiﬂl::; i hcmrﬂ'} Jum‘b lilee doero ohub b&nﬁ, aAxn 11 sSomeocneo e e e c'.'.Fs..:L:s blue
‘houge. ‘

Just what I soid,sirsjiust the bidds sir: singing away...
Can't hear any birds now,

Ho sirjall flowm sirtjthe birds have flown. (Back to own charpcter.)
And o they had!

Pat (himself sgain) So they had.Straight to St Gogrge's and the marriage service.

Jen
Fat

I wae there,waiting for them.
Iid the mistress look pretty? Weas she happy®™

Why,she Jocoked as brizht as the day.The sun shone in her face.d credit
%o the master,she locked.

I hope he'll be credit to her.Oh,they're here.f'm sure I heard e cziriese.

(Bushes to window.) Yes,it's them,it's them.

Pat (Throiis open the Zocr) Fnter HecWelly and Frences straight from tle wedding.)

Ueleconme homeysir and madam.
Helcome mudam — ol Hiss Franves,you look so lovelys Welcous sirTe

Thank you Jenny.lhank you for 21l you have done,snd for soming to e
with your mistress still.

Oh it's a plessure sir. This i8 a vary hoppy Ja7...
- £ 5
Song ¥ Bappy dzy... (Guarteti).

(Cartein)
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deene 4 London 1789. The Madlallve' House.

(Hacllelly is busy wilth legal papers at desk. To him Patrigk)

Hacll  Well,Patpicik,snd what do you want now? Can't you mee I'm busy?

Pat Indeed and [ ean sirja wery busy man indeed you certainly are these dsys

o o ¥

And that's the whole point of it indeed,

Hael-  What's ths matter with youyman? Chattering like that.fou're nat usually

g0 Irish. The vhole voint of it indeed indeed.Coma to the point of whet
¥ i ] F-
Jou are sayinz znd be gquick about it.

Pat fell,sirgnot to pui toe fine a point on ityindeed;it's the mistress,zir,

Macll What about the mistress?

Bat The mistress would like to see Jou, =i,

Haell*  Like to seem me? I saw her an hour aro,in this very moom.I een't have
chenged my appearance in thet time — thoush with all this woxle, thess wansrs,
bricfz,cases to arque, woris,words, vorde, I shouldn't bae surprized if I
began to look completely different,

Fat #nd that indeed iz the point,sir.The nictvecs Ifows you are so busy.cshe
doeen’t liks to interrupt.fo she ssked me Lo sal you if you sren't guiis

o desperstely busy for just a few minules,sir she mizht ses yiu on ¢
matter of persanal business.

¥aclh-  Tou're making it up,you villain, You must be making it up.frances askins
if she may see me.U7 course she may ses mejeurely she MowS.e.s And let Fops
Jyou gel 1% into your thilck head,Patrick,however busy I may be I aam never
too busy to see youf misiress.

Pat Very good,sir.But what about the work,sir? Tou 9id sey that vou must dg
this piece of uwork this moming without £ail,
Hacl I seid it must be Jone,snd dome it shall be.Hore,you'=s o clever aan
with words = at least thery seem to cams ge3ily cnoush to vou.You shell Ao it.
Fat I six? But I &row nothing about +he Tsw siv, &t laast,not frem geum eids
oi the lav. I can't use the fine big legel words.I™m = simple man of
EVOTFIaT.
Nacll  Ani what ocould be more simple ond everylay than & washervonmsn sccused of

stezling ithe sheets she has been washina.Hers,<ake it.She's an Irish
washervoman too.That should set your tongte a=jizgineg, T went & powerful
Plea in her defence and finfshed before dinner—time.Jouw, 20 tell your
mistress, I'm free of work an? #ll my time is hers. (Z¢it Patoick
Paith,he'll maybe malte a hetter Job of it than I should myself.

(He strcightens papers eto. Enter 'ranees aond Petriclk) -

Pat The mistress,sir,.

Haclt  Hy fearost mistress. (Fs sess Pat zhout to lesve.) And you,ny obedie
servants Trke your pepers.Go on,take them,! powerful pleas for the
wvoman befora dinner-time,or I lose my case ani you lose your Joh.O0ff with rou.
(Fxit Patricl,with papers.)

was thet 21l sbout?

at d'va tolen & new partner and L must male use of him.is o Tere
ng evon stranger use of himsTesrest love,vou don't need,at A0y Tifs,
1 atrick or anrons eloe to enguire whether rou moy cee no.

Py But you zre sc busy wi

are =0 EnEIroessd.

tent work.l hate to disturb you whem rou

Hecl  If only you ltnewymy 3esv,the things I have %o be busy with.Prifles snd

o




Macl (Contd}
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Pr

‘theatre and vrofessional actors delight to spezit and sing your Iz

idioci=a.
I'm sure they are not.¥hy,you undertake the most important cases.

And the other sori teoo.But my only responsibility for the rest of
this blessed morning is.... the most important case of all.

And what iz that?
Whyr, you my sweet,my sweet sweet lass. (She accepts a kiss).

Learest love,whet do you do 21l the hours when I am busy in court,
or working away at dull legal business?

There is the house.It doesn't run itself.Servants to managejméals

to arrenge.0h,I remember my dear mother chiding me because I had

no such cores or interests.Would she be plessed with me now,I wonder.
She used to eay thot I wesn't womanly enoush,loteresled only 1in
reading and poetry.

Why den't you write postry any more?

I haven't tims.There is far too much for a housewife to do to have
ime to fritter awaey in poriry.And 14 wes never very Zood...

You belittle yourself,my desir. F

Oh Leo.liine was only a tiny talent.fot like yours.You write for the
Tou write for the law and declaim your own words in the courb,morTe
powerfully and movingly than any professional actor.

You flatter me,Fran. How do you know? When did you hear?

Oh I have heardi.The courts are cpen.Sometimes I have found a 1ittla
commer out of sight - bui not out of hearing.l have heard you =pesk.a.
20 as to move the hesarts of the hardest of men.

imd I never knew. I must take greater cars.But you must find time
for your own writing too.Your talent is far fram tinv,

Noyno.lo one would remember anything I wrote for five minutes.
Will you wager on that?
Hager?

Yes.Tou say no-one would remember anything you wrote.Will you wezer
& guines on it. K

Yig I %ill not. What do you mean?

Ag moths around the candle flame
Fond lovers come and go,

Theirs is but 2 foolish game
Wisdom warns me,=ll the sane
When my true love comes [ lmow
I will never let him go.

dut that wes Jears agOeess
Hore then five minutes?

Jearestee.. A% times it seems only Zive mimjtes,and yet it
mora than two ¥years since we wors married . And thet paminds me
what I wented to see you about.

And what is this

=

ost important business?

ary lmportant to me.fou know that althouzh
home ard parents for potu...znd I would do

It is importent Leo.
I was rezdy to leave




Fr (Contd)

Magh
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Py
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it again,if need be «..s it has always been a hurt to me that we
are estranged.My father thought you & thief who had stolen something
precious from him.

He esrtainly has refused to speak to me = even in court.
i'm sorry.It was because he thought you would make me unhappy.

I would cut off my risht hand before I would bring a tear to your eye.
Ho,that's a stupid vainglorious boast.But your unhappinesssbarest love,
would be the deepest pain that I esuld lmow. ' :

I know that.But father didn't.And fathers srve old and set end stupii.
But it hurtjand especially that he forbade my mother to speak to nma.
For more than two years we have not met,have not spoken.

I am sorry too.fo not distress yourself. Time perhaps will tall.
X% has already told,
Tou speak in riddles.

Byt the tmuth i plain. T have not spoken to my mother,nor she to me.
But we have written.Many times.And now at laet shas has persuaded my
father that you are not guite the ¥illain he thought you.

Whyshere's trivmph indeed in pleading a hopeless case.

Hors than that,he has agreed to come to this house,to forget the
past;and they are coging this very moTning,and please say les,it's
all risht,for the morninz iz almost gone and they're already due and
will be here zny minute.

And you never said a word of all this.
Uh Leo,please;please say it's all right.

It's not 211 right.It's far better than all right.Tt's what my om
love most wants to make her happy and that is the first desire and
aim of my life.K Tes,yes.I will even pretend your father ie a wise
old man,

Tearest... but not too oli.He mixmickwd® mightn't like that.fon will be
nice to theaw,wen't you?

4a nice as ninepence.

Larling man.l must go.We axe to have & spebial dinner and I must see
to it.There's hardly time. (Bxit)

Who would have thought it? Never a word,bless her.But this is good
news.This is what will make her happy.tnd I must admit that it has
been of no help to me to have one of Londen's leading attomeys as
an enemy.But that's not the main issue.Be nice to theg, she says.Be
niceesses How wonld this do? (fote it out flamboyantly.} Sir,my
dear sir,deeply conscious as I am of the unhappy estrangenent that
has kept us cpart these two long years.... no,no sir,l protest,the
fault was mins.l prsy that you will pardon your humbis servant.Hmm,
Would that be sufficient,l wonfer. Then psrhaps. ... Medam,your most
humble enj obleeged... can you forgive the monster who tore this
sweet child from your bteosom? I swear that it was only the power of
love,overwhelming love that drove me to such desperate MeAEUTERsess

(FPrencae has entersdyseen wilh swandment,end gigzles.) Hhat® Tou

-

p

Haclt

woren't meant to hoaTes.e
I kmow,dearest.But they are hers.

Al ready?
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YesaJenny will show them in.Fe nice.... bus not too nice,

Trust me.

(Enter Jenny)

Mr & Nirs I'MHson,sir an? madams (Enter Nr & Mra T3 exit Jenny) -
You zre welcome to this poor housd, Your servant,ma’am; six,

Prances,

Eather, (Ther embrace)

I am honoured sir,that you heve come to our home.I thani ¥ou for your

aoodness of heart and aseure youf that estrangement from you has been the
only unhavpinesa your dear daughter has Mnown.That I have baen,in a senss,
the ecsuse of that unhappiness has been ey pain end my regret.

Just so,sirjwoll eaid,sir.y owm feelings entirely.Two years much too
long,eh? Bygones,bygones sand =11 that,eh? What?

0 course sir. You are too senerous.

(¥re I and Frances 5till in each cther's amms are amuged at this stoccate mele
. 5 ¥ = b1
fomalitysthey cannot restrain theinr laushter.)

Hot ut all,siz. ind vwhat,may I asi,is emusing you so,madam®

Pr (Goez to her father and gnbraces bin) You woulin't understand, father dear,

Would he,mother? (Ehe returns to Mrs T.)

i

0f course notydear child. Men will never understand what womerl Feel.Ws
dutifully follow them zs we must,and hide the pain that mzy be in our hezzt.

Uh mother,that is =o trus.E've discovered it alreadys len will never unicr-
otand what women lmeow.They elways heve work o do,to ksep them busy,makine

ket

lows,governing the country, they Jjust heven't time to wnderstand how foonlizh
it is to guarrel.

That's why their cuarrels last so long. If women had their wey they'd be over
in 4 single dop.Put men will never undezatand.

Ladico,we ask your forgiveness.You must be patient and try to tench us.he
will do our best to learn.Shall we not,sir?

Eh? Oh yes,yes of course. Well,what about dinnex?
It will be ready very soon,father.

By dear,forgive me for speaking of this at so late an hour.I was going to
mention it earlier,but had no chance.So meny things seem to be harvpening a1l
at once this morning.Will it bte st &&%x 21l possible to lay snother place
for dinner?

Yes,thﬁt will be quite ell right. Tou see,mother,l have learned to manage
a household,even with last minute gussts.Who is ity leo?

h Mr Jzmas Hoplk.

To i know hin?

Porsitly notymy desr.Thounsh I think you have seen him.Hs is the diractor
of music at the Vauzhell Pleasure Gardons.He has composed much of the
maslc that is pluyed wnd sung at the Garlens.

Makes quite = good thing out of ityI dare g2y = judging by the nuubsr of
people who fregusnt the Fardens.

Anid quite respectable ioa,some of them at least,l understend,

But why is he cominz today,dearest?




deene 5 Vauxhzll Gardens 4 omell deis,ocheirs eto.

(The stage is empty.Enter Hook and Xaclally)

Hoalk dne this,as you no doubi remember,my dear Macllally,is where the ccmpeny
gathers for the singers, '

Wacl Mot much of 2 crowd hare yeta

Hogk Believe me,oir,there soon will be.dlvaye o crowd for Mr Incledon,our

most popular singer of fine sengs.ind when it is lmown that a new song
is to be SUNZeess Bluwnys avid for ﬁm&thlﬂj newsis the crowd,you knowy
the latept sensation.BEven more than the old favourites nowadays.Oh thove
will be orowd sure enough,I csu assure yuu,nnﬁ here I believe iz Hr
Incledon himself. {Lntnr Incledon)

Good evening,Chaorles.¥You are in gowd voicesL hopes

Inecl. Fever better,lr Hook. ?
Hook Goodygood. And the new song?

Incl Oh splerddid. I think it will be 2 succesz.

Hopol Think,nen? You nzy be sure.bet me intvoduced our author = M Lesnard

Hacﬂally,bar:ist&r,poaU5pluyﬁrlgh’ author of the Swset Lzas - N7 Charles
Incledon, singer.

Tnel /lach Your servant,sir.

Houlk Your party is camiw*,uadﬂrllv?

Mol They are on their way — my wife and her father end mother,

Hook 0f eoursze.We met et dinner - a delightful meal.And hers they ars.

(Enter Mr & Mrs ['Anson and Prances)

Haole Weleoms,my dear fr 1enﬂs;velco"c tu Vauxhsll,on a most aussicious
ccession.ftnd here iz the gartlanun who shall sing your 3“nlh,d,ndm
Maclally. £llow me to introduce ¥r Charles Incledon — Mrs Haclally,

Hr I'snson,Mrs L'Anson, {Muzmura of how de dos)

Inel And you,madam,are the sweet lass of the charming song? Tou are honourss
to have suck words and such music dedicated o you.

Pr (34111 a little stiff znd coastrained ahout this business of the aanp}
So I understand,lir Incledon.

Incl But not so honoured a3 we are by yoour presence heres tonight.

Mrs There now,Frances.

Fr Thenlk you sirjyou are very gracious.

Hoolk But will you not &ll sit dewn? Hers arte seats set for us,cepeclolly for

*F

cur own part: just a littls spart from the crowd. {Tlay it Hook

spezks to the "audience' both on and off the ataze.)
And now,my lords,lzadles and gentlemsn,far ysur specizl pleasure we
Present your favourite singer,X» Charlss Inclador in your +PT0LTit2 SONZE.
And first of all this evening and# old favourite. From Mr Gay's femous
Beggur's Overa,his own version of Over the Hills and Far awsy. iz
Charles Incledon... (Incledon on dais). {(Or soms other suitzble song})

Incl Thenk you lir Hook. Thank you,lsdies and gentleman.
Sings « Were I laid on Gresnlani's cozst ete (or other sorg) {(Applausa)
Mrs F 0 how lovely.Was it not lovely,ir I'Anson? Fronces?

Pr Yes,it was very cheruing,mother



1y

Mr F What? Eh? Ok yeas,very zood, I'm sura.

Mrs T Oh Willism; you are so enthusiastic!

Haol So glad that you are enjoying yourself ma'am,’

Hrs I Why yes,Mr Hook. It'e so seldom we have the opportunity for such zn

evening. And what crowis of peovle,all enjoying themselves so haopily.
It's a lovely place you have here,ilr Hook,

Hoolk Telighted to know that it pleases youyma'en, Boyalty also is not dissat—
isfied with what we have to offer.
Mps T To you hesr that,now? But vhen are we goinz to have our sons?
Hock light away,me'zm.As scon as the orowd is quiet again. (He stand to snnounce)

4] now my lords,ladies and gentlemen - a new song, An entirely new song
vwith words by that celcbrated poet and playwright,whose works are not
unlmown in Covent Garden — Uy Leonard Macally., The music - the music ie
my owne. For your espedial DPleasure,lzdies and zentlemen - MNr Charice
Incledon and the Sweet Lses of Richmond Hill,

Incledon on dais,sings On Richmond Hill etc ... (Applause)
Mys I Oh;it's wonderful. Now you must be pleased,Frances.
- Fr Hell,qother .5
Hoolk 4 triumph,dear lady.The world is at your feet.All the world is Jelighted
with my song ... your song!
Inel Was it satiefsctory,lirs Maclially?
| Fr (sincerely)pleased)  Thank yougsir.You sang beautifully.
Inel We poor players exist to plesse.
Mre T 4nd very plecsing it was indeed. (They ehatter to one enother)
Hell (to Fr) Am I forsiven?
Fy There was nothing to forzive - except my foolish jealousy.
Kaoll Hy rose without a thoTh....

(The orchestra plays theSFeet Lases. The curtain falls.)




20

Introduction to Scene 6

Jages Hook in fromt of curtain.

We left Prances and Maclally happy in the success of their song - 0UT
song — at the Vauxhall Qardens. We join them now scde three years
1lzter in Dublin whexre Macially is devoting his talents at the bar

to the cause of Irish patriotism.

e
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Tu,onf oo trying to save their country from the Englizh cppressors. And just

Pat

21

Scens 6 Iublin 1792 The MacNally's housa. Patrlck and Jenoy axe
tidying up. '

There = that's this room finished, I{ was certainly a big party last night -
all those new friends of the master's,

And so if was to be sure, HMr Maellally is beeoming an important man those deys
in Hr Wolfe Tone's new sociesty = Unjited Irishmen they call themgelwven. Ha's
a true Irish patriot. And he's a fine man of the law, too. Look at thiz czss

he's appearing in at the moment.
Ch, you mean that My Napper Tandy, What's he done, exactly T

He's done nothing, save oppase Irelandis enemies, and for +that he was

arrested and thrown into e foul dungeon., But they can't keep a man like
Fapper Tandy in prison., He was freed, and now, with Hr Haollally's help,
he's bringing an zetion spainst the Licutenant Governor himsslf for false

irprisonment,

Well, it's a funny state of affaire, I mst say. But if enyone can help him,
I'm sure Mr lacKally can.

I'm gled you have guch faith In the master, It's taken vou long enongh o
get over your feeling that he wasn'i good encugh for your Miss Frances,

(h, that's not trme. Well, perhaps at first I wasn't too sure, I mean, he
did rather sweep hexr off her foet with all that poetry., But that was o long
time ago, They've been married fTor five ¥years now, and it'e lovaly sceing
them ymwmrel both zo much in love and so happy together.

Well, that's true, to be sure. Bub walt about you ~ don't you miss London
aometimes 7

I like it heve, Patrick. Not that I den't miss Mr ard Hrs I'inson - they
were very kind to me., But it's much more lively here, witha all thece
parties and things. And all those funny Irishmen who keep calling,

Less of that, my zirl. A1l thoze "funny Irishmen" as you call them are
remember, you're working in a household which is playing its part in the
fight,

fou make it scund so exeiting, Patrick. But that's what I mean about liking
it here. And even thewgh we'ze coly servants, we seem to be part of things.

fou're right, my girl. If it wasn't for usf servants, thines would scon coma
te a stop. Vhen you think about it, it's really the servants who rmn the
world,

(Song: When first I took a sexvant's place. Patrick - Jemmy — Both)

And so 1t ie. But servants we ave stdll, and there's work to be dome - nore's
the pity ! Besides, I hear the master and pistress coming.

{Patricl exits. Jenny stays and hands letters to iasd, then exiian)

. . o Lo . o . -
\Sorting lefters) We have seversl latters today = Here is one for you, ay
dear, And I think T lowow from vhom it coiles. Only your mother adorns th:

Page with auech flourishes,
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You must not mock, my dearest » it ig just the overflowing of her affection.
(opens letter and reads)

Well ! Really ! How could they ! ..... Ligten to this, husband, "There is
mrach talk in London about the song Leonard wrote for you. Everybedy is gaying
it is about them. Some say the Lass iz Lady Sarah Lennox, who uged to be the
King's mistress. Cock said she'd heard there is a IMies Smith from Riclond
in Surrey who tells all the tradesmen that she is the Lass, and Histress
Knightly told me just the other day that the song really refers to a rich
merchant's daughter called Miss Croft who killed herself for the love of a
young cavalry officer." Well, really ! How could they ! 1 vas right after
all, Lec — you would let it be sumg in public and I told you I didn't want it.
It was_my song, that you wrote just for me, and now everybody is calling it
theirs,

There, now. [t's not as bad as all that. Tt's just that people are jealous
and wish the seng had been written about them. We know it's really our song.

Yell, just listen what else Mama writes: "They say, too, that the song vas

_written by Wiliiam Upton, and not by Leonard at all,” There ! What do you

gay to that !

Well, now, that ig ridiculous. Upton is just a second-rate versifier without
a drop of real poetry in his blood, Sure, end he's written scores of songs
for James Hook to put 1o music fer the Vauxhall, but to thing he pould write
anything 1iks Sweet Lass, well that's ... that's ...

New, now — as you say, my dezarest, we know whose song it is.
(Smiles fondly at Fr) Ah, of course. Just so ...

(Song."It's our song." Sung by MacN = Prances)
So there we are. Let them say what they will, All that matiers is that you'xre
my Lass and so long as I have you, then they can have the song if they're =0
minded, (Opens letter) Ses hers, now - here's more news from London. iy
opera, Robin Hocd, is to be produced again at Covent Garden. That at least
will be remembered, even though they may forget Sweet Lass of Richmond Hill.
I'm gure you're wrong, my dearest - about forgstiing our song, I mean. But
I'm glad ebout your opera, fou really must give more time %o writing ancthex
piece. You spend so much time nowadays with all these Irish matters.
Put it is a true cause, my dear. There is corruption in the Irish parliament
and England's influence is a yoke about the neck of our cowmtry. I can pernaps
help in some small way those who seek to remedy the gituation. That is woy
T invite members of this new scciety to meet here opcasionally.,

If it pleases you, my mwset, I cannot object, I only ask that you do not give
up your writing entirely.

(Patrick enters, closely followed by Tone )
Excuse me, sir. Hers's Mr Tone to see you,

hh, Wolfe, my friend, come in, How are you today T
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Good morning, Leonard = Mra Machally., I ealled 4o thank you for entertaining
our gathering last night. Our Scciety of United Irishmen needs the support
of such people as yourself,

We share a common aim - %o unite all Irishmen against the unjust rule of
Epgland and abolish all religicus distinctions.

That iz indeed oux aim, and I am determined to achieve it, by insurrection
if need bs. The peaple of France have showm the way to throw off oppression
and we must follow them, In this we look for support from the Catholic
peagantry. And if needs must, T will seek friends in TFrance,
Your course lies one way, my friend, and mine another. I am readier with
words than with the sword when it comes +o rebsllion. But we can follow
the pame ideals.

(Disturtance outside, Patrick enters)
Mr Maclelly, =sir, there's a gentlemsn here who insists on s2elng Vol.
Then show him in, Patirick,

(Man entera)

Good merning, mentlemen., I am required by my friend Sir Jonsh Barrington
to deliver this note into the hand of Ilr lgelally, and to await a reply.

Here, I am MacNally
{Takes note and reads)
The devil take me ! Here I am challenged to & duel !

(Gagpe) A duel ! Eut why !

© It seems Sir Jonah dislikes our verse in the Morning Star abouwi the cags

of Mapper Tandy. He feels we have slighted the Lieutenant Gevernor, to say
nothing of the Irish parliament of whieh he has just become a member.

But you can't fight a duel - you mustn't.

But I must - CLor the honour of all true Irishmen, Tell Sir Jonmah I will
meet him and that I choose pistols. Tone - will you second me ¥

Willingly. e
Your servant, gentlemen - ma'am {(Bows and leaves)

This is madness = twc men fighting over some stupid worxds. Wiy, you may bs
killed = ¥r Tone; plessze, tell him be mist not do this.

I'm afraid, Mrs HaelNally, it's no use my telling him that. Your hushand is
a man of honour and cannct withdraw,

Honoar ! You talk of honeour ! Does it mesn more to @ you than your wiie
and family ¥
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It is something women will rever understand, my dear, But even Sir Jonzh
found naugnt amiss in my other verse in the Mornming Star -

"They say that honour's just a name,

To love the country of your birth

Ag patriot is a foolish game,

And loyalty is nothing worth.

But thizs I say, by this I stand,.

I'1) fight for honour and my native land,.®
S0 you see, my love, I cannot draw back now,

There iz no help for it, Mra Maclally. Your husband is an Irishman.
'"Ms g0, my dear.
Seng:"The green hills of T#sland" Sungs by MeH
(Frences scbs)

Curtain



Secene 7 The same - next day Jenny is comforting Frances

Jen Don't go on so, mistress, Mr Haclally will be a1l right, He's a fine
gentleman and he'll be gure to win, dom't you werry.

Fr But I do worry, Jenny, vho wouldn't worry, If he's not killed he could ba
injured for life. Oh ! -~ It's so senseless ! Two grown men shooting 2% one
another over some stipid words, And what about me ? What thoushit does he
give to me 7

Jen You mustn't misjudge him, Miss Prances. He loves you, that's for sure.

Fr Yes, you're right - he does love me. And I love him, Oh, Yemny, sunzose
he i1s killed ~ vhat sheuld T 4o %

Song: "What would life bah Sung by Franses
(Moise outside)
Fp Listen = what's that ?

Jen (At door) It's them, mistress = they're back. Uh — but the masior - he's
wounded !

(Enter MacWally supvorted by Tone end Patrick)
Fr Ohy Leo ! You've hurt ! (Rushes forward)
Macl It's all rdght, my dear. It's nothing = 'tis Just 2 slight wound.
Fr Wothing, indeed ! It's ¥your leg — you can't walk.

Haell (Is helped to the settes) I$711 be fine in a couple of wesks. The surgeon
was there and attended to if. Le say's I'11 probably limp a bif, but that's
all.

Fr Well, I hope you're satisfied. Here I've been, worried out of myr wita, If
thig iz what your blessed United Irisbmen are going to have you doing,
you'd be better back in England.

Hacl I'm sorry, my love. Fut I won't be fighting ary more duels for a 1iktle
' while, The foot that I accepted this challenge has shown I mean what I say,
and that's enough. Besides, the joke of it iz, I shouldn't have been
wounded at all - 'twas & mistake T was hit. -

Fr A mistake 7 How could it have been = mistake 7
Macl  Well, it was this wey. But first - Patrielk, a drink, And one for M Tone.
(Patrick pours and serves drink)

Wow, where was I 7 Ah, yes - well, we arrived at the appointed place, in thism
grove just outside the city, and thers was Borrington and hie second a1l
ready and walting., 4nd there wag thiz fellow to see fair play, who produces

a brace of plstols. So there was notiine for 1% but to put on a hold fromt
ard take a piatel, although I don’t mind telling vou, my deax, I eould

have wished myself elsevhers, Any way, you koow how it is with duels -
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(Con%d) you both stand back to bask, mareh ocutward so many paces, then tuzm
and fire. Well, I fired right enough, tut I didn't aim to hit him. Adter
all, he is an Irishman, even though he's mistaken in his views. 4nd
Barrington, when he saw what I'd done, he aimed his shot into the gwound.
It was sheer chance that the ball struck a boulder and ricccheted, ledszing
in my leg. Barrington was most upset — Lt made it appear he had aimed to
hit me aifter I had fired wide, d'ye zee. So morally I was the wimmer -
and so was our cause [

I'11 never understand these things, How you can be the winner when you lie
there wounded, I'1l) never know, But so long as you've still slive, that's
all that matters to me (Kisses HacWally)

Well, Leonzrd, I can see you are in good hands now, so I must be about my
btuginess. I'1ll call tomorrow to see that all is well.

Thank wyou, Wolfe —= I am grateful for your services. Patrlck - sz Mr Tone

out, will yeu now %
(Fxeunt Tone and Patzick, followed by Jennmy)

means at least that you most stay at home for a few days and rost your 1

And that will give us a chance to talk together more = you have baan sa 7

lately I never see you. It will also give you time for your writing - jus

as I wished,

You rust forgive me, my darling, if I have neplected you. But it is

Aifficult for a true Irishman to see wrongs inflicted eon his country and

to do nothing to help wxiie right them, Sometimes, though, I wish we ecould
be back in England, back in your native Yorkshire, whers I gave you oy
heart in wverse.

Song: ' Sung by Mackally
Oh leo, it doesn't matterr where we are, provided we are tugpether. Richmond
wag really only a beautiful prisen without youm, ihoush should we return
together it would be a heaven, Perhaps one day we will go back ...7

Perhaps = who knows ...

Curtain



Hools

at{

27

Intreduction to Scers 8

Enter James Hool in front of curtain,

That KacWNally leved Frances there is no doub®, and they wers a happy
family, althouzh thers was some sadness, too, in their life, I wauld
read to you from a letter written by MacMNally in 1783 to Franges's
brother Halph who was a lisutenant in the Royal Navy. Ee is inviting
Ralph to wisit them in Dublin,

(Puts on spectacles and reads from lettex)

"Your sister and I have very often indeed wished for your society, and
whether you cotte to us in mbeex¥x adversity or prdperity, you will find
& house and evarything it affords at your devotion. You will meet a lkird
reception and every attention within our power to render Ireland
Adgrecable, COur cizele of acquaintahces is extensive, pleasant and
respectable, and vhen we have you among us, if your heart be disengesed,
if no "blagk-syed Susan' has laid held of youwr affootions, who knows,

I say, but ve might send you heme a Benediot couplsd fo a Hibermian
ten-thouszand pounder | Py family has not increased since I laft
England. Two little onmes came into the werld and searcely locled
about them when they spurned this sordid earth as waworthy of their
innocence and took flight te Heaven. There is, howaver, another

'en ventre semere' which I am given to understand will be a Haveh birzd:
sc that, though my fair pariner and self have been rather unsuccessiul,
you see we have not been idle. [Hisees Frurces and Bliza are, T assurs
you, imuch admired - the eldest must be handsome for she ia said to be
like me, She is slender, lively, with a turn for humeur, and resides
very mmch with my sister(Fetherston, about eight miles from Dublin,
who is extremely fond of her, Eliza iz a blue-eyed maid, of a genile,
affectionate disposition, and has, in my epinion, a very strone

Treseiblance of your mother: ehe is constantly with ourselves,

Your sister is, as yon hope, in good health and spirits. She iz much
admired and, what 1s more important to me, as much respected. liy
relations here love her most sincerely, and if they did not I should
hate them from my heart. Seven years have now elapsed since our
marriage, and though we have experienced some severs rubs, I can = hg
for her, as I can sincerely say for myself, there has not been a moment
of repentance. As to myself, business increases daily, so do
connecticns. I have been able to pay off several heavy debts, and will
shortly be able to liquidate thed whole, Our house is in one of the

- politest streets in Dublin and thoush not spacious is fashicnable and

furnished with taste and expense nnder the dirsction of Madame FPanmy,
who has as sirong an attachment for carpenters, painters etc as her
mother, To you, za I have sver been, so will T ever remain, dear Halph,
your affectionate frierd and brother, Leo MacMally.®

(Folds letter, puts spectacles away)

But now we move forward to the year 1795.
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Scene 8 Dublin 1795 The Maelally's houss, Frances and Mwa I'Anson.

Oh Mother, I'm so heppy you and Father have come to visit us. It seems so
long since we lasit saw one another. You must see a great change in the
children,

They're fina bairns. And befores long there'll be another. You mast look
after yourself, my dear - you're looking very tired and pzle.

Sometimes I do feel very tired; Mother. But it will paess. I worzry about
Leo = things have not been going too well for the Irish movement, and he
has become inwvelwved with some very odd people,

Eut he still lowves you, doesn't he, child 7

Oh yes, lother, as much as ever, End I him. But he's always so busy with
his work, defending members of the United Irishmen who have been arrested,

that I scarce s=o him.

Hever mind, wy d=ar, perhaps your father can help during our stay here.
Sometimes he gives quiie good advica,

Laughing) I'm sure he does, Mother. And I'm sure Leo will welcome it,
ere they come now

{Enter Haclally and Mr I'Anson, Meclislly limps)

And so you sse, sir, the way things are heading, A rebellion must COTE ,
though I for one will not welcome it, Many of the leaders of the United

-Irishmen have been arrested, and one, a £tz friend of mine, Wolfe Tone,

has been expelled to America. But there are meny others, who see
ingurreotion as the only means of kesaping Irslend's separate identity, and
are working in sgecret {o bring it about,

Well, sir, you cannot expect me as dn Englishman to have imch syapathy with
your cause. Although for my part, I would as soon see Hngland shot of
Ireland amd her troubles, as have the bother of governing her.

Well, perhaps we have some ground in common, after all., But enough of
Ireland's politics, Your visit here is to sse your daushter. I hopes, ico,
yeu will see something of our beautiful eity.

I had thought to de just that, Mrs I'Anson, would you cere to walk in the
park while the sun shines ?

Yes, my dear, that would be very nice, Frances, my dear, don't you think
the fresh air would do you good 7

No thank you, Mama, I think I'1l stay here. There is something I want to
talk to Leo about.

Voary well, wy dear. Come aleng then, hushand, let ue take cur wallr,
(Exeunt Mr and Mrs T*Anson)

And now, my dearest, what is i3 that is of such importance that it kesps
you from the company of your parsnias so soon after thelr arrival 7

Oh Leo ~ I'm frightensd,
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Frightened 7 What nonsense is this ?

I have this premonition., We have been so very happy tegether - zlmost foo
happy, And now I have this awful dread that it will all end.

Dut why should 1t 7 We love eamch other as dearly now as ever - how can
you think we would padt ?

Lec, I've not told you this before - you've so much to WOITY YOu. But
I've felt so weak at times lately, and T see it as a sign that I will not
survive the birth of cur child. '

But my dear one, this is but imagination. You muslt nob thinok like this.
-If you are 111, you will ryeceive avery attention there is to be had, Eut
there is to be oo %alk of dying.

I know I am feolish to talk 1like this, but this feeling weighs on e so,
I have almogt come to be resimmed 4o if, This is why I have fold you, so
that we do not weste a single precious minute of the few weeks we have
left togather,

What am I 4o do 7 Must I humour you, must T accept that what you =t sy
'will come true ? Ch my darling, what terxible nightmare is this we find
ourselves in T

It reed be no nightmare, my dearest. Let it be a +ime of even greater
love than we have known so far, so ihat you will have only happy memories
when I am gone. :

When you are gone ! I catmot, I will not believe this, How could I live
without you

And yet, my leve, I tell you, it is to be, But knowing thiz, we can
prepars, One thing I dread mezt zhout dying is that I should not have
said goodbye to those I love, De comforted, my sweet lso, by the jor
we have Imown, and vhen it iz time for farcwell, think only of our
undying love,
For all of wa thers comes a time %o say goodbye

Song: "L time to say goodbyo"  Sung by Haclially

But that time is not yet, my dearest, it is only your fooligh faney. So,

. come, let us have no more of %this, =

Well, Leo, at least I have told you, and now I feel happier in my mind...
Listen - isn't that lother and Fathor back alreddy 7

(Enter Mr and Mrs I'4nson)
Why, Mother, back so =soon 7
What dreadful westher ! Did you not notice % We had barely gof sexross
the street when it startsd to rTain. Heally, wour climate iz worse than

Londea's = in fact, it quite reminds me of Yorkehive.

Oh Hother, never mind. Come. sit by me and let ws talk about your
beloved Yorkshirs,
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Yours, tco, don't forget, Prancea. You ware happy encugh thers as a child,

I supposs I was, Mother. Althongh before a young bird fliss ita nask,
it thinks it the whole world, and so it was with me when ag a young ai
I walked through Richmond's cobbled straets. But it wagz in Richmend that
love found me, so perhaps, after all, I should share your affection §
the town,

b

or
Thers, now, I alwarys knew it ! When Your child is born and you are well
again, you must visit England and go once more to Richmond,

Indeed, ma'am, that is an excellent idea. The lezs of Hichrond Hill ghoulda
refurn to her home !

Songi oung by Frencsag

Curtain



"%

Conelusion

Enter James Hock in front of curtain

But alasz, it was not to ba. TFrances's premomition was in prove cnly
too well foonded, for she died in childbirth on the 3th of Sapiszber
1795, aged only 28, DBut for us she lives siill, immorialised in song.
Apd if, dear {fiends, anyone should tell you that Fronses T'inson was

not the Lags of Richrond Hill, well, you at least will knew differsntly.

Curtain rises on cast singing "Sweet Laza®




