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price. set upon me, likec a lapdog-to hc put into the market, like a horse, for a
jockeying dame to speculate uipon! B3ut no, my aut's conduet is cveii less
pardonable. *Were slic opcnly to, offer me for sale, likec a Turkishi slave, I
iniglit find sorne excuse for the let, in an uncontrolable cupidity; but to, ho
disposed of' to a tawdry, flaunting, brainless fop, vi *'hqut one quality to recom-
moud him. to any peison-unless, indeed, impudence is a virtuc-is downright,
wvanton cruelty. And yob s'le ivili tinkil,-.nd smilc too so sclf-conmplacontly
nt the thought-that I eau bo ]cd to receive favourably the addrcsscs of this
swaggering ape. It is an insuit to every botter feeling of iny nature, to, oery
principle, of common sonso-it would bo an insuit to lue if I were an idiot.
And-what is worsf, than al-I mnust use dissimulation to froc myseif from
lier snares. I must protend to, favour the suit of my aunt, on bohaif of this
thing in whislkers.

E nter .Teminza.
Oh, niy Speedwoll!
JEiMimA.-Mr. Spoodlwell ? Yes, II; is froui hiai. (Sear-cling her* pocket.)
L.-What is it, Jemima? Wliat dIo you mean ?
~J.-The letter that Mr. Ponnis gave me. Oh, doar nie! T f'orgot--li

did'nt gIve it to me after ail-ie said it Nvas lost. It was very strange in
Mr. Dennis too; lie appoars to bc quito an affiable, sociable, taikative sort of a
young man, doos Mr. Donnis.

JL.-Donnis ? Oh, that, is Mr. Spcdwell-]'s servant. 1 arn af'raid, Jemima
that Mr. Donuis, has lost his licart, as woll as the letter.

J.-Oli, Luddy soul now, how you do talk! I arn sure 1 nover thouglit of
the like.

IL-Ha, ha! Why, Jomirna, 1 vas not spcaking of the nature of your
tliougyhts ;but 1 will now dire to say, judging fronî proeont appearancos. that
you soon must think of the likec.

J.-Oh, merey on me !
L.-WelI, nover mnd. thlat now. I want to spoak a few worcls to you of

other niatters. I ha-ve always found. you pretty faithful to, mc, Jerima-I
wishi to trust you a littlc further. I will bo plain wvitli you at once. My
aunt wants me to marry (Japtain IDashley; bn:t I wish Mr. Spcodwcll Io bc
my husband. As the casiost wvay of evading Mrs. Topton's scixemos, wc are
going to clope.

J.-Oh! Goodness-nierey! Siope with MUr. Spcedwell?
L.-Yes, and as it cannot ho donc very well without your knowlcdge, I

trust you will keep, Our secret, and, if nccessary, assist us.
J.-Dary me, yos. That Captain is sueli a brute of a nian ! What; do

you think ? Now it's too bad to, tell-the ugly monster tried to kiss nie, tho
other day. Mercy! . Just tlîinkz o? it.* 1-m sure if Mr. IDennis know'd-

L.-Well?


