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zeorge Bamnwell,

THE LONDON APPRENTICE.

Founded on Fact.

* S

A Play 1n 5 Acts.
5 Scenes and g Flates of Characters.

e e — N

CAST OF CHARACTERS.

Thorougood, a Londen Merchant,

George Barnwall, an Apprentice.

Unecle Barnwell, a Merchant.

Truenman, Parnwell’s Friend,

Blunt, a Servant,

Jailor,

Millwood, an Adventuress,

Liucy, her Maid.

Maria, Uncle Barnwell's Danghter,
Bervants, Police Officers, &ec.

LA AL L e A A A I RS R L S e A PR S Y T ]

STAGYE DIRECTIONS.

The Keader is suppused to face the audicnce,
R.15. meana Right Hand ; L. Left hand ; ©. Centre ; n.c. Right Centre ;
L0, Left Centre; r,0.0, Plale of Characters ; ,0.8, Plate of Beenes,



ACT I,

BcExs T, — p05,. No.o 2. Millwood |
(u.) and Luey (nar), discoveresd'
E.0.C. No, 1. '

Wil —How do 1 leok to-day. Lucy ?
Taey - Oh, killing, madawm ! A litllo
more rouge, and you'll be irresistible. |

What new conguest are you aiming at ?

Mil.—A conguest would be new indeed.

Juey—Not to you, who make them
every day, why your wit und beauty—

Mil.—Fivst made me a wretch, and atill
continne to, Men are all sefish hypo-
erited in thelr affairs with women, Wit
arts will thoy not nze to tempt ng from
our innoccnce.  Then is it not just, that
to their coxt, they should find vuso, Tat

their own guilt makes them snspiciony, .

therefore, we can only take advantage of |

the young and incxperienced ol mankind. |
Lucy—They must be youny indeed,
Mil,~-Buch o one T think [ have tound.
Inny visits to the City [ have often
observed him recciving and paying awny -
considerable sums of moncy,
Tmey—Is he bandsome ¥
Mil—aAs Apollo! Young aad ignorant |
of the ways of the world.  Having. long -
had a desizu on him, and neeting him
yestorday, L made a dead slop and owidly -
nvkad his name. e actaally binshoed,
aml howing Tow, answersd, © Georre
Liatnwell ™ ) begged his pardon for Lhe
libergy | hadl taden, ol adibodl that he
was Lhe persom to whoun I had o matter
of importance to communicate, amd -
vited him to my housc ; he swallowelthe |
bt {Knock atdoor). Aknoek,run Lucy,
(exit Luey).  The fates are dixposed to .
serve Tua—lor I donbt not "tis he.
[Hnter Barmwell (u.8.), poc Noo 1,

and Laey No. 1.

Mil.—3ir] ‘The surprise and joy—
Bar.—Madam, the pleasure—
Mil —Bounhoped for—pray be acated.

I awm as much at a losw how to receive

this houonr, as I am fanrprised at your

goodness in eonfering it
Bar.—Did I not promise to come ¢

, Impoasible.

Mil—True, bat fow men are such strict
observers of their wond.

Bar.— Al who are lonest are.

Mil—To one ancthier; Imé we silly
womei are sehlom theuaght of conse-
quence gnough to retain o place in your
remambrance {places her hand on his).

Dar, {aside)—IHer embarrasment s so
great, che knowanot her hand is on mine!
Heavens how she trembles.

Mil. —You-—you may think me very
hold, but I should like to know your
sentiments on a very important subject.

Bar—Madam, pray command mao.

Mil.—Y¥ou will thiuk me bold ?

Bar. —~No, inleed,

Mil,—What then are your thoughts of
love? :

Dar. —If yon mcan the love of women,
in tuth 1 have searce thought of thein
at all. Bat if you mean the general love
wo owe mankind. 1 know no one who bas
nloré of it bthan myself. In an especial
manner, for instanee, I love my uncle,
my master. but above all, my friend,

Mil.—Happy, happy friend, whocver
he may be, Ienvy D, Whal have [
lost by being a womao!  lad | been a
man, [ wight, perhaps, havd boen as
happy in your friendshijy a< he who now
cujoys it—hut alag ! —{cmotion ).

Lur, (aside)—Little an I have noticed
wotnen, this is sar-ly the most he wtiful
of ltev sex. (Alond) You seem distressed,
May [ not know the causoe?

fil.—Donotask e L wish for things
I wemld b o servaut bouad
to the same mnster as you are, to live in
the same dear house with you.

Bar. { side}—How steange, and yet
how kind Lerwaords and activny are, T am
spellbennd, fascinabel by her—[muost oo
while Lhave yetile: power to leave (Aloud)
Mestam, I respee: fully luke my leave,

Mil.—You canuot be so ernel @ leave
me so soon, [ have prepared supper at

“waoich I promised my poor self year

cherished company.

Bar.—I1 am sorry T must refuse, but
dnty to my worthy master calls me hence.

Mil.—Am I refused the first favonr )
ask. Go then, yproud, hard hearted
youth! Bt know yon are th- only man
who would let me sue twice for even a
far greater favour,

Bar—What—what shall I do?

Mil.—ah do not leave me. When i
lovk npon you and see those cyes. O,
sparo my tongue, and let my blushes
speak,

Rar—}!lvavens, she loves me—her
words, her looks all confess il; and can
1 leave her thus?  Oh, never, never,

Mil.—Ah, now yon arc kind, indeed ;
hut | mean el to detadn Fou alway g, tha'

T would have you sl ke off all slavisi

vbedience to yonr ma-ter, or 1 shall he
jeslous,  But 1w 1] have you serve
N still,

Lucy (asble) - Serve him still,  Yes,
or he'll have no opportunity of lingering
his m .ster's cash, mud then bl not serve
yorr engds.

[Lnter Binnk, r.o.¢, No L]

Blunt « Malam, suppecs on bhe table,

Mil - Ceme ¥ oung sir, yoo will exense
ull defects my thoughts woere too mueh

employed in you to observe the enter-

tainment,

Lar.—My lovely guardian angel of |
purity aud innocence lead me where you

will, T follow, {Exit all,
CunraLy,
Soexe 1L — s, No. b

flinter Darnwelt, {L.H.), ».0.0. Ko, 3.

Bar.—1he dark clouds of regret and -

rentorse close around wme.  Like sowe

g ealthy robber who trends forbidden

grouud, fearfol. L enter this well-known
fomee.  To guilty love slready Love 1
added bronelt of trost.  Uazsled, wmil.
dured by this beawiful siren, reason aud
cen g seian lost, T am her very sluve, and
to supply ler extravagant desires, §have
robbed the pood ma=ter [ loved. Heavens:
what & wees b Tanmn Yot Ieannot give

her up. but likethe poor wmobh that lavns

its winss in phe flane, still rushos on to
my doom.

[Euter Trueman.  Eose Koo 3]

Trne.—Ab {feorge, how glad T am to | fasionso visible in your face. speak o

see you safe, so also will be our master

)

and his pentle daughter, who have missed
| you grreatly.
i Lar (aside)—Would he were gorw, his
oflicions love will pry into the secrets of
my soul.

True. Why doyou turn away 7 What
_have 1 done, or rather what have you
iidwe? And why are you thus changed ?
I Bar. (aside)-—What have I done, in-
deed 7 (Aloud) T am nob well, sleep has
been a gfranger to my eyes sinco you lask
EAW e,

True.- -Rightly did my sympathixing
henrt forbode lust night when you were
abwent, sorething fatal te our peace,

Buar.—Much as Lappreciate your fir end-
- ship, it cngages me too far, My troubles,
whitever they are, are mine alone.

Terue.—T pray you to forgive me, Barn-
well if T appear intrusive, bub “tis only
ontof love foryou. Something dreadful
is labourinzg In your breast. Let me
share your grief that I may make it
lightey by the part T bear,

Bar.—Tf still you urge me on this hated
subject. I will neveragnin outer beneath
this roof,

Troe.—T have done ; bul say you hate
me not.

TDar.
| star yet.

True.-—3hall our friendship still con-
tinne?

Bar... Upon cne condition —tho' "twas
a blessing I was never worthy of.  Hore-
after, thongh yon should wonder at my
conduet, desive o know no wnore than I
um willing to roveal.

Trao.— L it 5o, for] must ever be your
friend—may Heaven yestore your pence.
But hnsiness requires onr  atlontion.
CBusiness, the yoath's best prescrvative
frony ill, as idleness i3 his worse share,

Bar—A moment I will follow your
{Exit Trnemman.) I might have troublel
Tramoan to have applied to ooy el i
buve reparad the wrong [ huve dooe ty
weaster,  Agrony, he's here,

Hate yon! I anm not that mon-

| Enter Thorogood (Lal) moce, No, b
Thor—1 eane w chide you, Grearge,
o abssenee of last night, but bhope | am
prevensed,  That wodest bhiesb, the con-
riel
fore

| gmd ahaane, o Lault o liessed, There



if my pardon or love be of moment to
your peace, look up secure of both.

Bar. (aside).—This goodness has over-
come me. (Aloud). Oh, sir, you know
not the nature of my offence; and I
should abuse your mistaken bounty to
receive them.

Thor.—Enough ! How painful is the
sense of guilt to an ingenuous mind !
Some youthful folly which it would be
prudent not to inquire into.

Bar,.—Did you know all, you would
abhor me,

Thor.—1 never will, heaven be my
witness. Yet be upon your gunard in
this gay and thoughtless season of your
life, When vice becomes habitual, the
very power of leaving it is lost.

Bar. — This generosity amazes and
distracts me, Hear me on my kness
confess.

Thor.—No more, This remorse makes
you dearer to me than if you had never
offended. Whatever you fault, of this
I am certain, ’twas harder for you to
offend than me to pardon. [lexit.

Bar.—Oh, villain! villain that I am
to wrong so excellent a man. Should I
again return to folly—detested thought !
But whut of Millwood then? Why, I
renounce her. Reason may convince,
but gratitude compels. This unlooked
for generosity has saved me from de-
struction.

ScENE 3.—p.0.8. No. 1.

[Enter Millwood and Lucy (R.H.) P.0.C.
No. 3.]

(Servant ushers them in.) )

Ser,—Ladies, Mr. Barnwell will see
you immediately. {Exit.

(Enter Barnwell (r.u.) p.0.C. No. 3.)

Bar.—You here, Millwood ?

Mill.—~That angry look tells me I am
not welcome ; I feared as much,

Bar.—Will nothing but my utter ruin
content you ?

Mill.--Cruel and unkind! Lost my-
self, your happiness is now my only
care.

Bar..—Why did you come at all ?

Mill.—TI shall never trouble you more.
I'm come to vake iny leave for ever.
One short hour is all that I have to
bestow on love and you.

4

Lucy—Ah, sir, she's going, she knows
not whither. She must quit the town
immediately,

Bar.—For my sake! Oh, why am I so
cursed as to bring such ruin on her?

Mill.,—To know it will but increase
your troubles.

Bar.—My troubles cannot be greater
than they are.

Lucy—Well, sir, if she won't satisfy
you I will. Her guardian is a well
favoured man, but she can'tendure him ;
and her scornful treatment has made
him bring in an account of his executor-
ship, wherein he makes her his debtor.

Mill.—And by this unjust account he
has stripped me of all I had.

Lucy—And now he threatens since he
knows that you were cntertained at her
house last night that unless she becomes
kis he will turn her into the street to
starve.

Bar.—Heavens, the monster! Must
she be ruined to find refuge in another’s
arms ?

Mill.—He gave me an hour to decide.
'i[‘hat's happily spent with you ; and now

go.
Bar.— to wander friend'ess through the
pitiless world in misery and want. You
would do all this tor me, and I can do
nothing to prevent it.

Lucy—Now I advised her, sir, to
comply with her guardian,

Bar.—Hiend, away! I would ;rather
see her perish! I will prevent her rnin,
though it be with my own. The safe!
The money! I will return in a moment.

[Exit,

Lucy-—"Twas well you come, or, by
what I perceive, you had lost him.

Mill.—'"Twas a close shave; but we
played our parts well. Here he is.

[Enter Barnwell (n.H.) with bag of
money p.0.c. No, 3.]

Bar.—I am distracted. Here, quick !
Take this, and with it purchase your
deliverance. Return to your house, and
live in peace and safety.

Mill.—My saviour! And I may hope
to see you again, dear one.

Bar.-—You are my fate! Fly, lest in
the agonies of my remorse I take again
what is not mine to give,

Milli—17 look for our mext meeting,

[Exit Millwood and T.uey.

Barn.—What have I done! Yet, if
my heart deceives me not, compassion
and generosity were my motives. But
why should I attempt to reason? Allis
confusion, horror, and remorse. I am
lost, cast down from all my late erected
hopes, and plunged again in guilt, yet
scarce know how or why
Such undistinguished horrors rack my

brain,
Like hell, the seat of darkness and of

pain.

CURTAIN,

SCENE 1,~p.0.8. No. 4.

[Enter Trueman, meeting Maria ».0.c.
No. 2.]

True.—Oh, Barnwell, my friend, how
are you fallen!

Maria—Mr. Burnwell. Speak! What
of him?
True.—Alas! I have news to tell of

him that will afflict all who knew him,
See, here is a letter. (Giving letter.)

Maria—(reads). Trueman, the canse
of my absence ix my having embezzled
part of the cash with which I was
entrusted. After this, 'tis needless to
inform you thatT intend never to return
again. From yourlost and guilty friend,

. BARNWELL.

Maria—~Poor ruined Barnwell! To
think a soul so sensible to shame can
ever submit to live a slave to vice.

True—Yes, indeed. He was the de-
ligcht of every eye, the joy of every
heart.

Maria—If I should supply the missing
money could you so contrive to conceal
this unhappy mismanagement from my
father?

‘rue.—Nothing more easy. Oh, 'twere
an act worthy such exalted virtue as
Maria’s, Sure heaven, in mercy to iy
friend, inspired the generous thought.

Maria—In attempting to save from
shame one whowm we hope may yet re-
turn to virtue, to heaven and yon I
appeal whkether I have done anything
misbecoming my sex and character.

True.-—Rarth must approve the deed,
and heaven, I doubt not will reward it.

[Exit.

SOENE 2. —P.0.8. Nos, 3 and 7

[Enter Barnwell (L,1.) No, 2. Lights
down.]

Bar.—A dismal gloom obscures the
moon’s pale rays as though to hide the
sight of what I am doomed to act.
Murder my uncle that I might inherit
his fortune. That is what the temptress
hinted in my ear. My good kind uncle
who took me an orphan, and reared me
with tenderest care, I stiffen with
horror at my own impiety. ’Tis yet un-
performed, What if I fly the place?
But whither shall I go!?! My master’s
once friendly doors are closed against
me, and without money Millweod will
never sce me more. She's got such firm
possession of my heart, and governs
there with despotic sway. ’Tis more
than love ; ’tis the fever of the soul.
The madness of desire. Ha! yonder
comes my uncle. - Now for my disguise.
Hence remorse, and every thought that’s
good. The storm that sin began must
end in blood. [Exit.

[Enter uncle with book ».0.0. No. 2.]

Uncle—If I were superstitious I should
foar some danger lurked unseen, or death
were nigh. My imagination is filled
with ghastly forms, of dreary graves,
and hodies changed by death.

[E ter Barnwell masked, at back, and
with pistol. which he presents at uncle,
then drops it, » 0.c. No. 2.]

Bar.-—Oh,, ’tis impossible. I cannot
do it.

Uncle—A strange man so near me
armed and masked (Draws his sword,
».0.¢ No. 2.)

Bar.—Nay, then, there’s no retreat.
{Stabs him with dagger—draw both off,
and replace Barnwell stabbing uncle,
r.0.c. No 2.)

Uncle—Oh, I am slain! Gracious
heaven regard the prayer of thy dying
servant. Bless my dear nephew. For-
give my murderer, and take my sou! to
endless mercy. (Take off and replace
dead uncle, p.0.c. No. 2, and Barn.
kneeling, ».0.c. No. 4.)

Bar. Oh, murdered, martyred uncle!
Lift up your dying eyes and behold in
your nephew your murderer. Let indig-
nation lighten” from your eyes and bla:t



me ere you die.

Tears-—tears forThlood. [

me your poverty and pgunile. Do you

The murdered, in the agonies of death. | think FI hazerd my life to entertain

waeps for his murderer,
from its high thrume, in justice or in
merey, now look down on that dear
murde: od saint, and me the murderer,
and i€ his vengeance spares, let pity
strike and end my blood-guilty wretched-
ness,
CURTAIN,

Act 4
SoENE 1. -lepeat Scene No. 2.
[Eater Millwood, ». 0. ¢. No. 3.]

Mill,- -I wm impatient to koow the
regal of my design ; the atterapt with-
ont guocead, would rtuin him, and his
friends in pity for his yomth turn all
their rags ou me. Bot I alarin myself
withoui cause, Hu is here, his hlood-
atained hands shiow he has
daed.

[Eater Barawell p. 0. 0. No. 4.]
Bar.—%Whore sghall T hide—whither

ahall [ iy ta ercape the swiftand uncrring *
y fetoors, mn

hand of jnstice.

Mill —!)ismiss those fears, [ have a
recrab hiding place where the piercing
eyo of the law may search in vain.

Bar.—0h, hide me from mysgelf if that
weore poassible. Behold theso hands are
all crimsoned evor with my uncle’s hlood,
Though to man unknown I did tho
ancurded deod, whut can wa hide Bom
heaven's omniscient eye?

Mill,—No more of this, what ndvantage
have you made of hiy deuh? Did you
groure the keye of bis treasure ! What
goll—what jewels havo you browght
me?

Bar.~Think yon [ woull add sacrilege
to murder? Oh, had yon seer him Jie,
heard him praying for tne, his unknown

marderer, what wonld I not then huve: 7% - -
col doing wischief exde, vile, deceitful,

given to have recalled him to life, But
not to have gained the empire of the

world could I hava violated by theft his |

saercd copee.

Mill, —Whining, ocanting villain, to
marder your uncle, then fear to take
what he no lenger wunted aud bring tu

done tho |

(b, lel heaven

FULL
Bar.—0l Millwood, this from you,

Mill. ~-In his frenzy ho will dissover
all and inyolve me in hia veiun, wo are
on a precipice from whenee thero is 10
retreat for borh. Yes, iv must bo done,
(rings.)

[Enter Rervant po.c. No. 3.]

Mill.—TFeteh me an officer, this villain
has cotfessed himsgelf 8 mnrderer und 1
would givo bim up to justice.

Bar,~—0Oh Millwood, yon caunck mean
it, upen my knees (knecling) 1 beg you
call him bkack. "lis fiv T should die
indeed, but now by yon, I will instuntly
deliver mysell up, but your ingrativmls
80 tears wy soul, 'tis worse than death
with torture,

Mill—I wish to live seoore, which
nothing but your death can warrant,

Bar,—Ileavens, this is worse than
all. A dismal duageon, lhard galling
ignominious dealh, the
warning and horror of o guping crowd.
This | can bear had it cowme from any
hand but thine,

[Enter Blant and Officers p0.C, No. 4.]

MillL—S3uize that man, officer, T accuae
him of marder, and will appear to make
god my charge. .
fiteplace officers seizing Barnwell No, 4]

Bar,—Uuw shall T complain, I'll not
aecida ber, the haond of beaven 18 in i,
and kg the punishment of unholy love
and the parricide, Tuke me hence—to
death—to duenth, [exic all.}
[Re-enier Millwond with piatel zowe,

N, 4] o

Trye. {holding her) - Here your power

cruel wonn,

Mill.—Fuol, villsin,  Man! That
im ginary being in ae emblem of your
corded sex colleeicd.

Trae.—Think not by aggravating the

faults of others to extenuuto your own,

Mill.—1If { have, well may I carge your
hated 8ex, Aunother and another spoiler
came and all my gain was poverty and
rep\'ﬂﬂ(}h.

Trne.—Sarely none Limt tho worat of
meh conversed with such as yon,

Will.—¥en of all degrees I have known

2

yet found no difference, all were alike!

wicked to the utmost of thoir power,

W ot are your laws! You punish in

others what yon act yoursclves, or would

have acted had you been in thuir circum.

siances. Thus you go on deceiving

harrussing, plaguing and destroying ona

another, But women are your noiversal

prey, .

By Aattering, fallhlcas, barb'rous wman
hatrayod ;

When robbed of innocence, and wirgin |

fame, .

From your d-mruclion rises a nobler
name,

To right the sea’s wrongs devoto your
mind.

And fatuce Millwoods prove to plague
manlkind.

Curtain,

Aar. 5.
gewxk L—r. 0 ¢ No, 8 and 2. Barnwell
at table p.o.¢, No 3. Thoroughgood,
2nd Yiregs.
Thar,-—Muach loved and much Ia-
monted yoush, your sincere repentance

har aarned my pardoa. ileaven stregih-

en yvou, farewell, my ctornal furewell.

Bar. -My kind friend and besl of
Mastors, farewell, {Lthey embrace, exid
Thor.)

Bar. -1 now find a power withia that
hears my aoul above the fears of death
and pives me a tasto of joy more
thao mortal.

[enter jailar and Trusman, p.0.¢. No. 5.]

True,—0h, Barnwell; Barnwell, {emn—
brace.)

Bur—Mercy ! Mercy—gracions Heav-
ens, TPor death was L prepsred bul nof
thie.

Trup.— What have 1 suffered since I
gay you last.  Dut, oh, to ses you
[ATRLE]

Bar—I[ fecl the angmish of yuar
gracious soul ; but I waa born to murder
ail who love me.

Traoe.—~I camo nol to reproach yon.
But ol, had you trasted mo when the
fair tumpiress bawitched you, all mighs
have bonn prevented,

Bar,—Alwa! did you koow what 2
wretel Ive been—ao devoted to the fair
anthor of my rain, that had she ingisted
1 felt T conli bave committed any
e,

True.—My poor, ill-fated friend—1
dreal to iell you, yet it auat be koown,
our mascer’s fair and innocentJaughter—

Bar.—The pentle Maria—1 bhope no
misfortoue has Dbefallen the lovely
muiden,

True.—Whatover you and 1 have felt
George, she faels for you.

Bar,—This ig indeed tho bitteracss of
death.

T'rue—She waita for mo Lo fetch her
to yon. [Fxit L1 ]

Barf—What avails it to think on what
I wmight have been, I now am what I
have mado myself.

[enter Trueman and Maria L, H. B, 0. C.
No, 4.]

Maria—Why are yonr sircaming ayes,
dear George, fixed on the gronnd ? look
upon me, that T may share your sorrow.

Bar.—I am not fit for the presence of
guch purity—fly from me, leave me tu
my fate.

Maria--When I forget you, may kind
heaven forget me. Lot women liko
Millwood, smilo in presperity and in
adve sity forsake, bhe it tho pride of
virtuo to share the ruin it has made.

Bar.—Lovely, ill-fated maid.

Maria—Yes, froitless in my love, and
nnavailing all my sighs and leara; ¢an
they save thee from approaching death ;
from sach a death ! oh, Borrow unsup-
por abla, [Bell tolls. ]

[Enter Jailor n.m. p.o.c. No. §.]

Jailor- The officers attend yom, si-
Millwaod ig already swimmoned to
execution.

Bar,—Tell them I am ready, and now
drar, Maria, farowell {smbracing Ler,
r.0.0. No. 5.) Troeman, my trae friend,
do your best to gupport and comfort this
sorruwing girl. NWo more, forget nut to
pray for me, early my racc of wickedrens
began,andsoob ithas reached thi snmmit.



And jastice in compassiot to mankind
cuts off a wreteh likc me, by one such
example to sgoure thousanda from future
rain,

Be warn’d ye youths, who aeo my sad
despair,

Avoid bad women, false as they ure -

fair.
By reason guided, honest joya pursur,
The fair to honour and to virtwe trac,

Just to herself, will ne’er be false to you, |

s
=

8

By my example learn to shun my fate,

(How wretched is the man whose wisdom
cdtnes too late. )

Ere imnocenco, and fame and life be

loat,
Here puarchase wisdom cheaply at my
coat.
{Rell tolla—Curtain.]
Traoman B DBarowell o Maria .
Jailor n.c.

%,!\\\;&??

THe Exvu,




ze0Ige Barnwell

Llthough not a well- known Toy Theatre play thos story was a favourite morality tale of the Victoran era It demonstrated the dreadful
consequences that might arise when young people ros-behaved. This 13 swpnsimg perhaps considenng that the play was written m the early part
of the exghteenth century, onginally had a wery adult therne and broke the monld of what was acceptable on the stage.

The original play was wiitten by George Lilo, said to be the son of a Dutch jeweller, as “The London Mlerchant or the History of George
Barrowell™ It had 5 acts with runerons “scenes™ as actors and actresses entered and exated and a total of rane settings. It was first perforred at
the Theatre Roral Dirary Lane m 1731 It was revolutionary at the time i that mstead of telling a story abowt the nobibty, which had been the
niorre, 1t was based on roddle class society. It was the ploneer of a long tradition of bourgeols drama that deseloped over the next 200 ears.

The skelt play was the only onginal one produced for the Toyr Theatre. It had 5 plates of characters, & scenes and 4 wings (Mos. 12,13, 19 and
200, It had the sarne basic plot as the domestic tragedsy bey George Lilo.

The play was later reprirded by Lndrews as part of their “Champion Parlour Dirarnas™ series, together with a more abbresviated book. which was
sitaplified to focns on the relationslap between George Barrael], Sarah Iidbward, the roarder of has uncle and the mesatability of his execution.
[roracally howeser there are speeches that are actually longer than i the Lilo play! It uged to be thought that findrews had obtained Skelt’s
plates Ind new evadence suggests that he siply copied onginal sheets by photonthograpler. Cuar version reproduces the ongimal Sndrews sheets
as thety were hand coloured. It dernonstrates the relatmeely siople form of colonnng used by the later “Pennoy packet”™ publishers wlach 18 less
well kyonam than the colouring of Pollock and others. The wings were not included so0 we havee coloured reproductions of the onginal Skelt wings
frorn other plays.

The onginal George Lilo text can be downloaded frorn mternet soarces and makes an mmteresting cornparison with the short Lndrews play. We
have provided a table to enable you to work ot how the scenes and wings match the Arndrews play text. This 13 needed becanse although the
Lndrewrs scenes are referred to in the book (not always corectly) the sceres still have the original Skelt nurabering,

Fepublished 2010 Internet version 2014




TOY
THEATRE

A Toy Theatre is a miniature stage, built in card or wood and brightly
coloured. Children perform plays on it using characters and scenes cut
out from printed sheets and text written in a simple "playbook”. The
audience would normally be family and friends and the auditorium the
front room. Adults too are known to use them, especially the large
elaborate versions published in Germany and Denmark.

As well a3 being a flexible means of expression, the sheets represent 3
vibrant folk art derived from the full size theatre. Itis a unique record of
real plays and stage presentations, particularly of the nineteenth

century. Many enthusiasts collect and study old sheets for this reason.

Web pages that will tell you more:

www pollocks-coventgarden.co uk
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SKELT’S JUVENILE DRAMA

This is one of a series of reprints of the plays produced for the Toy
Theatre by the Skelt family who were perhaps the most famous and
mast prolific of the publishers. The currently available plays are:

Mary the Maid of the Inn Captain Ross

Wood Demon Prisoner of Rochelle
Floating Beacon Lodoiska

Miller's Maid George Barnwell
Robinson Crusoce Der Freischutz

Repnints of stage fronts, orchestras, act drops,
setpieces, tricks, portraits, combats etc. are also
available.

For full details please contact
the publisher:




