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'"'^'"•^"'"'• ^'\"\ ''«avon. All we have to .1.. now islo puiusli tlio mscdl wlio cuusod all this laiaoiy.

(J'Jittn- NoRAH, runnhig),

#

(^,t<H- Guards «u<i Prisoners-Derrell, Dick Darino, and othr.).

inotod out to the nmn who luft sucli destruction in his path.wtMinU— VVe surrender our prisoners
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./«»u;.s --Och! divil a one. If I throw eyes at them from morniniz tillniglit, divil a bit of notice they'd take of me.
morning till

(Enter Detkotive.s).

Detect—Mr. Free, we have a warrant for you for forgery. You willconsider yourself our prisoner. (Exit Detectives).

(Low Manic.)

Hubert.—Great God, how I am beset! Every man's hand is auamstme, I thought when I Hed from India. I woSd find a hiding pL^'^toenjoy niy ill-gotten gold. But, no ! the arm of the law has relched mehere, les
;
I feel its strength will crush me to-to- (Puts his hand tohis head, .itaygers, and leans ugamsi the ivallfar suppwi).

(Dudley and Claudine advancituf from remote 2)aH of the stage).

Dudley.—Yea, Mr. Derrell, you are a guilty man
i/H?,er<. -Heavens! does he come back from the dead to taunt mewith my crimes? I thought this (holdimj up revolver) had deprived of life

the only mai I hate. But, no! here he stands, with the woman I loveand went through so much to win, by his side. But, alas! the ball I
reserved m this is for my own heart. (Shoots h imself, and falls as if dead).

(Exeunt).


