Dick Dauntless: Handsome, dashing and filled with self‐assurance. Dick is a sailor with
some tricky jargon filled dialogue. He isn’t as stupid as he seems at first and knows
exactly what he has to do to get the girl. Whether or not he feels bad about messing up
his foster brother’s life in the process is open to interpretation …
2 speeches to prepare.
ROB.

Richard!

RICH. Robin!
ROB.

My beloved foster‐brother, and very dearest friend, welcome home again after
ten long years at sea! It is such deeds as you have just described that cause our
flag to be loved and dreaded throughout the civilized world!

RICH. Why, lord love ye, Rob, that’s but a trifle to what we have done in the
way of sparing life! I believe I may say, without exaggeration, that the
marciful little TomTit has spared more French frigates than any craft
afloat! But ‘taint for a British seaman to brag, so I’ll just stow my jawin’
tackle and belay. (ROBIN sighs.) But ‘vast heavin’, messmate, what’s
brought you all acockbill?
ROB.

Alas, Dick, I love Rose Maybud, and love in vain!

RICH. You love in vain? Come, that’s too good! Why, you’re a fine strapping
muscular young fellow – tall and strong as a to’gall’n’m’st – taut as a
forestay – aye, and a barrowknight to boot, if all had their rights!
ROB.

Hush, Richard – not a word about my true rank, which none here suspect. Yes, I
know well enough that few men are better calculated to win a woman’s heart
than I. I’m a fine fellow, Dick, and worthy any woman’s love – happy the girl who
gets me, say I. But I’m timid, Dick; shy, nervous, modest, retiring, diffident, and I
cannot tell her, Dick, I cannot tell her! Ah, you’ve no idea what a poor opinion I
have of myself, and how little I deserve it.

RICH. Robin, do you call to mind how, years ago, we swore that, come what
might, we would always act upon our hearts’ dictates?
ROB.

Aye, Dick, and I’ve always kept that oath. In doubt, difficulty, and danger, I’ve
always asked my heart what I should do, and it has never failed me.

RICH. Right! Let your heart be your compass, with a clear conscience for your
binnacle light, and you’ll sail ten knots on a bowline, clear of shoals,
rocks, and quicksands! Well, now, what does my heart say in this here
difficult situation? Why, it says, “Dick,” it says – (it calls me Dick acos it’s
known me from a babby) – “Dick,” it says, “you ain’t shy – you ain’t
modest – speak you up for him as is!” Robin, my lad, just you lay me
alongside, and when she’s becalmed under my lee, I’ll spin her a yarn
that shall sarve to fish you two together for life!

RICH. Ax your honour’s pardon, but –
SIR D.

Ha! observed! And by a mariner! What would you with me, fellow?

RICH. Your honour, I’m a poor mano’war’sman, becalmed in the doldrums –
SIR D.

I don’t know them.

RICH. And I make bold to ax your honour’s advice. Does your honour know
what it is to have a heart?
SIR D.

My honour knows what it is to have a complete apparatus for conducting the
circulation of the blood through the veins and arteries of the human body.

RICH. Aye, but has your honour a heart that ups and looks you in the face, and
gives you quarterdeck orders that it’s life and death to disobey?
SIR D.

I have not a heart of that description, but I have a Picture Gallery that presumes
to take that liberty.

RICH. Well, your honour, it’s like this. Your honour had an elder brother –
SIR D.

It had.

RICH. Who should have inherited your title and, with it, its cuss.
SIR D.

Aye, but he died. Oh, Ruthven!

RICH. He didn’t.
SIR D.

He did not?

RICH. He didn’t. On the contrary, he lives in this here very village, under the
name of Robin Oakapple, and he’s agoing to marry Rose Maybud this
very day.
SIR D.

Ruthven alive, and going to marry Rose Maybud! Can this be possible?

RICH. Now the question I was going to ask your honour is – ought I to tell your
honour this?
SIR D.

I don’t know. It’s a delicate point. I think you ought. Mind, I’m not sure, but I
think so.

RICH. That’s what my heart says. It says, “Dick,” it says (it calls me Dick acos
it’s entitled to take that liberty), “that there young gal would recoil
from him if she knowed what he really were. Ought you to stand off and
on, and let this young gal take this false step and never fire a shot
across her bows to bring her to? No,” it says, “you did not ought.” And I
won’t ought, accordin’.
SIR D.

Then you really feel yourself at liberty to tell me that my elder brother lives –
that I may charge him with his cruel deceit, and transfer to his shoulders the
hideous thraldom under which I have laboured for so many years! Free – free at
last!Free to live a blameless life, and to die beloved and regretted by all who
knew me!

